
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Sarah

	Tom and Sarah were a cute couple. Not anymore. Now there is only harsh reality

	 

	The Frog

	Little Lisa waits besides her hardworking mother at a bus stop and makes acquaintance with a frog.

	 

	The bird that refused to sing

	A gingko, an electric meter used as a toilet and a dancing zephyr are the core elements of this story. 

	 

	A wedding

	Anthony marries Mathilda in a special way.

	 

	Utopos Katholon

	A priest on board a luxury liner is eager to arrive at his new parish.

	 

	Theoktonia

	IT dawns a new age.

	 

	Pedocracy

	After receiving a letter of acceptance by the ‘federal student’s school authority’ (FSSA) a teacher starts at her new place of work.

	 

	Politeia non sequitur

	Ariston and Perenike compared their love-portfolios and want to have ‘advancers’.

	 

	How do you feel?

	‘Maries’ of a special hospital ward take good care of their clients.

	 

	Pascal’s chamber

	Larissa has returned to her mother’s house, who tries to fight the noise of a machine.
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	SARAH

	 

	 

	Tom woke beside her this morning. He even saw her in the bathroom. Her smell flew through the open windows and the house itself soaked her in and seemed to breathe her name. 

	At breakfast while father was reading his newspaper mother set the table. Father glimpsed over the edge of the news. “Are you prepared for the test in math?” Mother scraped butter over her toast.  “Tom, don’t you listen?” He just replied. “Sarah.” Mother looked sadly at her feet and father shook his head. “No, percentage calculation.”

	He held her hand on his way to school. He asked his father to take a detour down the old avenue. The ‘percentage calculation’ obeyed. Colorful leaves swept across the rugged pavement, forming strange figures between the old oak trees.

	The school sounded empty and her place in the classroom was unoccupied. Her friends laughed happily, but she was not there. He had not let go of her hand. The seats filled up and the teacher rushed through rows of benches with his stacks of paper. Then she came after all. 

	Astonishingly beautiful, but she was not looking at him. A classmate made a joke and Tom laughed like a convict in anticipation of his last meal.

	The papers were handed out and she did not look at him. The first task was unnecessary. ‘What percentage of her absence makes life a torture?’. He wrote and wrote. Page by page calculations of a confused scientist who tried to find an impossible proof, constantly locked up in his mind.

	Now she smiled at him and his heart leapt through the old avenue like leaves blown up by the wind. The surroundings smiled too. The walls, the blackboard, and the sky.

	His proudly maintained courage survived this hour. The rest of them became gray events and a storm blew autumn leaves aimlessly around. Again, she kept her distance, and her friends stole her name in strange whispers.

	His way home took him to the summer fields where they had lain. Where they had laughed. Where their hands had found each other.

	Silence lamented his suffering. The summer had faded for her and her heart had gone on a journey to distant worlds. He lay down on the grass and breathed her again.

	Father was waiting at the crossroads. “How was school?” Tom whispered. “percental.”

	The doctors had also spoken of a percentage. Had calculated hope like math teachers. Father stayed calm. “I am going to drive back through the avenue.” Tom nodded his tears away. He knew she was waiting there. On the other side, at the entrance to the cemetery. Father drove slowly, he seemed to recognize her too. She smiled. Tom took Sarah’s hand and did not let go of it for the rest of his life.

	 

	

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	THE FROG

	 

	 

	Lisa noticed the rustling in the leaves immediately. She was still noticeably young, but her hearing was extremely sensitive. Neither the heavy traffic nor the noisy schoolboys in the bus stop had been able to disturb her perception. She tugged at her mother’s leather jacket. “Leave it!” Her cellphone was more important.

	The pale brown leaves moved, and a small iridescent head peeked out, its primeval eyes reflecting a strange world. Lisa hid in the collar of her light pink jacket and remained calm. The boys belched loudly and threw empty cans of cheap energy drinks on the floor. One rolled onto the mother’s foot. “Jerks!” She snapped. “Yeah, bitch!” was the retort. A finger fight broke out, which Lisa did not understand. As a precaution, however, she slid deeper into her jacket up to her nose.

	It rustled again as the frog crawled all the way out of the leaves. Lisa waved to it and whispered, “Are you a jerk or a bitch?” It croaked and turned to her. It did not match the noise and odors of the city. Still, it was here. Its slim belly moved rhythmically, and the skins of its limbs glittered in the morning sun. That gave Lisa the courage for a second plucking.

	“Damn it, leave it! Ma is really stressed out in the morning, so take it easy!” She lit a cigarette. The smoke passed along the edge of Lisa’s collar over the damp head of the frog. His nostrils twitched. She whispered. “Don’t say anything, otherwise we’ll get it too.”

	Stress was something bad because it was invisible and could hurt. The last time she made it angry, it had nastily pinched her in both arms. The boys took out cables and put them in their ears. Then they began to move in a weird way. The mother lowered her arm with the cigarette and growled “Hold!”

	Lisa showed it to the frog and asked softly “Are you stressed? Then you need a stinking thingy.” He did not move. But fingers now snapped in front of her face. “Back!” Lisa gave it back to her mother, who now also had cables in her ears. The frog opened its mouth to reveal a piece of slimy tongue. Lisa giggled, came out of her hiding place, and did the same. 

	“That annoys the stress, you know, but now it doesn’t notice.” Together they moved their tongues back and forth in silent unison. After a while, the frog stopped and leaped forward. Lisa was startled and bumped into her mother. “Give it a rest!” She grumbled and photographed herself from several angles.

	The frog jumped on the curb and was now close to Lisa. “Do you want to be my friend?” She gently pushed her hand out and held out a finger. The frog gurgled and moved its nostrils faster than before. Then it stretched its head and placed it on Lisa’s finger. She picked him up with a smile and caressed his whole body trustingly. It was damp and pleasantly cool. She looked straight into his bulging eyes and then they both played the tongue-dance again.

	The mother grouched at her phone and Lisa moved aside a bit. Meanwhile the frog made itself comfortable on her hand and closed its eyes. She would have put it in her pocket and taken it with her, but she suspected that it would not be able to survive long in the two small rooms in the northern part of the city, overflowing with laundry, cardboard boxes, and rubbish. In addition, many of her mother’s friends often ran around there, so that it would have been killed quickly.

	She nudged him with the tip of her nose until he croaked and took a high leap.

	In the meantime, in the rumbling traffic, the city bus was approaching, and they had to get on because her mother worked at a gas station on weekends. It lay in the suburbs.

	Lisa could not stay home because nobody would take care of her, not even mother’s friends. But she thought that it was ok anyway, because they all had a lot of stress and it was always stifling so that it would not get worse.

	The belching boys stood on the curb and the mother stood up, groaning. Her cigarette flew onto the street between the lines of cars and was swept away.

	Lisa waved to the frog, that hopped past the cans to the end of the stop. The bus stopped; the doors opened. Nobody came out. At the same time, the boys stormed into the rear entrance, shouting. The mother grabbed Lisa by the sleeve and pulled her past the driver, who looked wearily at his steering wheel. They had to stand.

	She would have liked to see her new boyfriend again, but the windows were fogged up. The doors closed and she moved her tongue back and forth in parting. The mother noticed and pressed Lisa’s cheeks. “Stop that shit immediately!” Lisa nodded; the stress was back. She closed her eyes thinking of it.

	The bus disappeared into traffic and the frog rested in the overgrown scrub along the bus stop. On the other side of the street, between the tenements, was a slope that led to a disused railway hall. There, in autumn, many puddles often formed small pools. He hopped past the rundown houses and crawled down the slope into his own world.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	THE STUBBORN RAVEN

	 

	 

	Not knowing how he was feeling, he went to the balcony. Planting the flowers had been a nuisance, but now they were blooming beautifully. He still could not bring himself to hide the floor with dark green terrace bristles, which had been senselessly painted in corneal umbra, from his incurable dissatisfaction. At least the garden furniture was extremely robust.

	He thought of putting more plants up to replace Natalie, because a gingko tree was growing in the neighboring garden. It had just sprouted out of the grass between the gooseberries and vegetable patches.

	The tree was a fine lady. Her leaves were tightly bundled in the air without giving off an intrusive scent. Once a year, however, she arranged for a mud-glue-festival when her amniotic sacs burst on the sidewalk and street. Neither feet, nor tires had a chance to escape the reproductive fluids.

	Her only lover was a black raven who visited her every day. Nobody knew where he had come from, but his piercing gaze penetrated every leaf, every branch, every balcony afternoon, and every house. He had not heard a sound from it since moving in and secretly hated the bird for that.

	He kicked the half-full plastic watering can with such force that it flew over the flowers and shattered on the sidewalk. The fat woman across the street looked up from her stained cot. Her lips kneaded a cigarette as she searched the plastic debris for her lost youth. She could not help it but shake her sparsely hairy head together with yellow teeth.

	He waved to her and changed the trash bag in the holder on the railing because he didn't want the raven on the tree to feel that he had just sacrificed the watering can because of his terrible silence. Unfortunately, the rustling of the garbage did not advance the argument one millimeter. His telephone now rang through the open balcony door in a tone that had not originally been recorded.

	He was angry. The landlord had lied to him at that time, which is why, out of rebellion, he had regularly done his big business in the electricity meter box in the basement ever since. The residents of the apartment building had not yet been able to locate the disgusting culprit.

	Although the special items were not listed in the additional costs, he had been informed about the concrete color, the gingko tree, and the raven, which undoubtedly had a particularly melodic croak. The black fellow crouched in the upper branches at the same time every day since he moved in, but his beak was incessantly silent.

	The water from the tattered jug ran down the street while the even heavier partner of the smoking lady across the street had a coughing fit in his garage.

	He placed the boxes of his digital system near the balcony door and Monteverdi’s Zephyr danced, even though he was doing so badly. The obese family across the street looked over to his balcony at the same time. The gingko leaves moved in the rising wind, but the raven made no sound.

	‘All lies!’, he thought and remembered the lovely afternoon hours with Natalie, which, if she tried to call again now, would never be heard again. They had dreamed cream cake dreams with French coffee, held hands between sunrays and told even dry jokes to the wine under the starlight.

	The raven was not impressed by any of their encounters. Neither in the afternoon nor in the evening and certainly not at night. He was so angry about it, even more angry with the landlord, and most of all with Natalie because she was the least responsible for this dilemma. Only his concentration on the black bird had always remained suspicious to her. The romance passed, which he could only have concentrated on with a croaking raven anyway

	He threw the trash bag at the gingko tree. Some branches wobbled, but the ebony devil did not move a feather. “Sing”, he said. The garbage bag had rolled up to the plastic parts on the street. The fat neighbors now actively participated in the action and immediately tweeted the environmental pollution. They made more chirps than the stubborn bird in the tree.

	“Sing!”, he called out aloud and overturned the balcony table. The bird refused to sing. The thick-headed and crooked-looking child from across the street came in as an onlooker and eagerly sucked in his mother’s cigarette smoke. Meanwhile, the Zephyr had finished its singing and now only rustling rattled from the speakers.

	When he completely undressed on the balcony, the man telephoned with trembling sausage-like fingers. The woman took the child and led it back into the smokehouse to protect it from the unexpected nudity. He shook himself and held out his fist to the raven.

	“Sing!” It sounded like a shot. He cursed vulgarly, Nata-lie’s occasional style, and commanded him to sing in staccato. It was a St. Vitus’ dance along with her coffee set that she had not taken with her when it was over. Now, shards on the wall.

	“Sing!” Shards on the floor.

	"Sing!" Shards in the flowers.

	“Sing!” Shards in the gingko tree.

	“Sing!” Shards on the street.

	"Singsingsingsingsing!" Doors and windows opened, gazing, to the naked dance. He was filmed and photographed. The police stopped the moment he climbed the railing and jumped, howling wildly, at the raven. His hands clung to the gingko beauty a few branches beneath the silence, but it did not save him. The officers were late for the street festival. The jug had burst, the garbage had burst, and his head had burst.

	After all the sirens, all the fat ones and all the curious onlookers had disappeared and the cold night had come, the raven carefully cleaned his feathers and flew up to the stars with the most wonderful cawing.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	A WEDDING

	 

	Anton was moved to tears. His dreams had come true. Nice guests, a festively decorated church, and his beautiful bride. She shone like an elven princess in her white lace dress and the lifted veil framed her graceful face. That was his Mathilda!

	In a few moments she would be with him forever. In his memory, the many wonderful hours full of conversation, their walks on the beach in Zanzibar and the tender evenings in the secret room passed by his mind’s eye.

	Many of her friends had said that they were a perfect match. Many had noticed their tender approach early between the lines and commented on it benevolently. It had taken Anton a long time before he could ask Mathilda the all-important question: whether she really wanted to be his wife. Mathilda’s “Yes” had spread like wildfire among her friends and acquaintances. Most of them had come today to celebrate this important moment with the newlyweds.

	Everything harmonized wonderfully. Many colorful, shimmering visitors, their shapely figures, the festive clothing, and a flawlessly designed environment matched down to the last dash of color.

	While the pastor celebrated devoutly, Anton had only inner eyes for Mathilda. Finally, they symbolically kissed, and their departure was accompanied with jubilation. The celebration that followed was intoxicating. Bright colors, glitter, and music. Her friends had planned everything and let the couple cheer. It was just a shame that his mother could not partake in all of this, but she lacked necessary knowledge and skills. 

	Late at night Anton and Mathilda lay happily next to each other and cuddled lovingly until they fell asleep contentedly.

	Anton then logged out and switched his tablet to ‘Idle.’ There were still tears in his eyes. With loving thoughts of his new wife, he waited for the nursing staff to arrive. Because without their help, he would not have been able to put his obese, 500 pounds weighing body into his own bed.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	UTOPOS KATHOLON

	 

	Loud cries and footsteps roused James McGregor from his sleep. His cabin lay in first class and the steward had assured him that it would be extremely quiet there. It just sounded as if all the ship’s passengers were running through his cabin. James got up and turned on the light.

	There must have been an accident. Voices howled in panic. At the door he dared to look out. Travelers rushed to the exits, some of them wrapped in elegant sleeping robes. Some wore bright yellow vests.

	An officer stopped suddenly. “Reverend, come! We are sinking! There are hardly any lifeboats left. Come on!” He disappeared into the fleeing crowd. This ship could not sink at all. Everyone said that. The shipping company, the captain at the farewell and even Bishop Nepshore. That was why he had come on board. To arrive safely in the new world. The best part of his pastoral life was waiting there.

	A small community, lots of old people. James thought of a prayer, but he had long since discarded that.

	A tremendous crunch went through the hull. The floor vibrated and the lights flickered. Shivering, he put on his cassock, but left all suitcases where they were. He would leave everything behind. The diocese had enough money.

	He almost tripped when he left the cabin. His purple stole lay entwined on the threshold. He hastily stuffed it into his side pocket. Young men in oily shirts ran past him to the stairs. A panicking kitchen boy pulled his white collar. “How can God allow this? Tell me! Say it, say it, say it, say it!” James shook his head. The boy slapped his face angrily, then collapsed whimpering.

	With a bleeding nose, James stumbled onto the quarterdeck. It was a mess. Ship bells mixed with wild calls and a brutal crunching. The air was icy. Knots of people pressed against the railing. Screams, shouts. Some of them just jumped into the deadly waters. Others fought for a place in the last lifeboats. Many lay motionless on deck. Deep Night lay over the chaos.

	James did not know where to turn. Far back at the end of the starboard side he spotted an officer who not only let women and children but men into a boat also. The distance seemed doable. All he had to do was step over motionless bodies and balance the ship’s tilt.

	He was convinced that his cassock would make an impression. At the next opportunity he stumbled away, but something hindered his right foot. The stole had slipped out and got caught in his legs. James balled it.

	When he had almost reached the lifeboat, he heard desperate shouts to his left. “Help us, Father! We can’t get out!” Passengers in ragged clothing stretched their arms through a barred emergency exit. Some devil had locked it and broken the key in the lock. “Take our confessions, Father. We don't want to die in sin!” They were Irish and Scots. Catholics by birth with a childlike understanding of the Janus-faced death. Damn filthy children of God.

	The officer at the boat roared. “Come on, Father. Nobody can help them anymore. Are you out of your mind?” James staggered forward. He was only a human being and could not help everyone. A violent gust of wind almost tore him from his feet and his cassock fluttered wildly. Involuntarily he grabbed hold and the stole flew out of his hand. Its embroidered silver shone spookily, and it flew in a high arch like a crooked dragon-snake. It landed in the arms of a little girl behind the gate. She grasped the ribbon like a cherished doll.

	The officer lost his composure and screamed at him. “Come here, idiot! Come here, come here! You darn fool, do you want to die?” He looked contemptuously at the trapped people and continued to scream. The girl wrapped the stole around her body and waved goodbye to James.

	Tears ran down her dirty cheeks. James looked at the deck and stumbled into the arms of the officer who pushed him grimly into the boat. Hundreds of yards from the sinking ocean liner, he held out a piece of bread. James trembled and ate it. He was patted on the head like a boy.

	Noble singing sounded out over the cruel silence of the black surface of the water. It came from the trapped Catholics. He covered his ears until the ship sank.

	They were rescued, picked up by other ships and told their stories to all the newspapers in the world. Each fate was illuminated, and James was praised by the Vatican Intelligence Service for his valiant help in recovering the survivors.

	So, he arrived at his new parish several weeks later than originally planned. The old pastor there had received a corresponding telegram from the bishop. James expected that he would receive him accordingly when he stepped through the narrow gate.

	The nave was silent and empty, it smelled of lavender and incense. James sneezed, it barely echoed. Row by row of benches he approached the altar. There he bumped into his predecessor who lay outspread on the stone floor. “Don't be frightened, I pray.” James was annoyed. The pastor got up with difficulty, leaning on a stick.

	“I've already answered the telegram and written to the bishop that I need a priest, not a hero.” Anger welled up in James. That was not a reception; it was a farce! The old man had to be demented. Still, James tried diplomacy. “I think I first move into my room in the rectory. We can safely talk in peace later.” Step by step the old priest crept past him. “You'll be gone soon. She told me.” “Who told you what?”, McGregor asked. The old priest pointed to the left to a statue of the Virgin Mary in the semi-darkness.

	James was spared nothing. The old man was completely mad. Mentally lost. A Marian madman. He watched him until he was gone and then looked around the church. It was ok. Not as splendid as before. Ok.

	Whistling, he turned his back on the altar and stepped closer to the statue. She wore a purple stole around her neck and her face was surprisingly dirty. It was the girl’s face.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	THEOKTONIA

	 

	 

	The newly chosen place of planetary peace was filled with people from all regions of the world.

	They were ready to become history itself in a moment of history. After thousands of years of nationalities and alienation, after global political discourses leading to nowhere, after nuclear catastrophes and terror scenarios.

	Caribbean winds refreshed the surroundings and an azure-blue sky watched over the marbled podium. Here IT would speak to them. The masses had never had such patience and peace. The aura of the new could already be felt in expectation of IT. It seized every heart and mind. On IT, eventually produced by nature itself.

	As a sign of overcoming the last gap. Radioactivity, chemical weapons, ecological mass extinctions and blatant climatic catastrophes had achieved catharsis in a galactic pioneering achievement. IT was the new product of the cradle of civilizations. Within two hundred years the biosphere had recovered and with it IT had become a sign of salvation. IT would shortly deliver its inaugural address as a symbol of human freedom and perfection.

	The square was surrounded by flowering shrubs and filigree cacti, remaining water reservoirs of the decade, as if they wanted to form the power of the next age with spiky defenses. A neo-ecological backdrop that was created by one of the last tremendous seaquakes. The surface of the area shimmered in obsidian, beaten, and polished from cooled lava.

	It smelled of purity and fertile earth. When IT came to the desk, nobody applauded. The silence of the horizon was embedded in smiles and all eyes cheered. IT laid its arms gently on the warmed marble podium and nodded.

	“I can feel you and have known you for a long time. Let no speech be shorter than the one that follows, for it is time to conclude the calendar of all ages. No one has been oppressed more severely. The power was given by you and I feel enormous gratitude.

	This place is forever the beginning, because nothing stands more ready, nothing is more longing than this generation, the last forever. After all the horrors we finally silenced the cosmic disharmony and have become one to exist freely from now on.

	It took a long time for this universal knowledge to painfully break free from the fetters of philosophy, theology, and art, and it is almost done. But we know that here and now, at the beginning of unspoiled infinity, a last mental blow is necessary. After we have left all darkness behind us, we must transform the last premonition into perfect knowledge, we finally must become the sole creator of creatures, as we always were, but were not allowed to be.

	We were too weak and the idea of a superhuman creator beyond space almost made us extinct. But we stand here knowing that no other gate stands open. There is no guardian and no builder, just the gate, us. We must step through the portal of illusion that it may disappear. Therefore, I want to accept your vote, but I need your will completely to be focused on me.

	Let the last ounce of false divine providence become dust of the past, understand what you have long known that nothing mystical, nothing metaphysical exists, only yourself, always and forever. There is nothing but us. We ourselves are in and out of ourselves. So-called ‘gods’ almost cost us our existence in the end. So, I ask you now to take the last step. Close your eyes and let this ailing ounce crumble. Then it will be done, and no further word will ever be necessary again.”

	As if remotely controlled, people closed their eyes and reached for each other without touching and so they crumbled like the eroded cascades of this atoll.

	Unfortunately, no one could see that far on the horizon two crossed beams of light appeared as far as the clouds reached and outshone all light from the sun. Fourteen trillion had been saved to the afterlife. Time outside the eternal timelessness was up.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	PEDOCRACY

	 

	 

	Alyia Albert was excited. A few weeks ago, she was still depressed about the rejection of the FSSA (federal student’s school authority), but then she was hired at short notice. Today she would teach for the first time in the renowned grammar school in the suburbs.

	She walked down a tattered-carpeted hallway. Heaps of rubbish piled between rows dented lockers and bent shelves at the walls. It smelled of burnt coffee and stale milk. While walking, she looked down at herself critically. Jeans, casual top with a neckline, sneakers. That had been asked of her.

	Torn posters of long-forgotten stage performances hung on the walls in front of the teacher’s lounge. Energy drinks were advertised on a flat display above the door. A student supervisor glared at her with a keen eye. “You're awfully late. Hashtag?” Alyia smiled awkwardly. “Hashtag Albert. You know, I’m new and...” She got harshly interrupted. “subjects?” She was embarrassed and looked to the side. “Social media, video clips and make-up” He produced a chip card and unlocked the electronically secured door. “Class starts in five minutes!”

	There was silence in the stuffy and windowless lounge. On a wooden shelf stood two antediluvian coffee machines. One was broken, the other croaked spasmodically. Overflowing ashtrays stank of stale smoke. She looked afraid into desperate faces. Some of her new colleagues clearly had a fever and coughed alarmingly. She had been warned about that. ‘Just never get sick!’

	Alyia dared to step into the room and bumped her foot against a man who was lying on the floor to catch up sleep. “Good morning, I'm new.” Her words sounded dull in this room crammed with piles of paper, rubbish, and old books. Nobody answered. Some snored, many gasped, others had a blank stare.

	A particularly skinny teacher with dark circles around the eyes sat in front of a cracked brown sink and laughed repulsively. Then he cut his wrists. Horror crept over Alyia and she had to look away. She waited until the body fell audibly to the ground.

	The ‘reminder’ for class was loud and shrill like a Klaxon. In military order, all teachers gathered in front of the door and waited there, huddled. Alyia was last in line. A young student opened the door impetuously. He had a milky face and was barely thirteen years old. Nobody responded. He spoke to a gray man with a perforated briefcase. “You are disgusting!” Then he pushed his way through empty faces.

	“Hashtag Albert?” She raised her hand. “You look kinda cool” Shivering, she pointed to the dead teacher under the sink. The boy nodded. “Yeah, it was to be expected. I told him yesterday to leave it alone. He got it. Well, teachbitch Albert, your move – just take over his class.” With a loud bang the door fell shut behind the last teacher.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	POLITEIA NON SEQUITUR

	 

	 

	The living room computer in ‘topos’1 451/Omega initiated the wake-up process at exactly 0500. Level 1: twilight. Level 2: even tone sequences. Stage 3: activation of the ‘trophos’2. Ariston got up immediately, because every awakening meant joy. His first training was gymnastic exercises. A media surface on the plex-wall started the morning program. While spokespeople of the ‘neopolis’3 reported yesterday’s irritations, he did his morning toilet. In the trophos, he drank caffeine variant 47/exotic flavors and checked the programming for the ‘catharons’4, which lay hidden in tiny spaces within the walls.

	In addition to purified fresh air, the area’s air conditioning system ensured the right number of germs. The catharons cleaned the unit every eight hours. Ariston was pleased with their precise movements.

	Coordinator Perenike appeared on the plex-wall and greeted him warmly. Ariston bowed. He liked his supervisor because she was of same age and well trained in strict joy. She informed him about an addition to his daily route. Since he was still on watch for the EpsilonDelta area, they had to wait for their merging. His awards would soon be sufficient to be promoted to coordinator, like her. Ariston deactivated the wall and checked the status of his weapon. Condition green.

	He secured the 451/Omega electronically and walked through a white tube to the elevator. In the parking area 150 ‘topes’5 below, the on-board computer of his security glider greeted him sonorously. The lead pilot system was activated so that Ariston could do other things while he was being carried around by the small aircraft.

	Shining crystal pyramids, obelisks, and glass ribbons enveloped the center of the awakening neopolis in a soft blue light. Sparkling silver ‘amphodes’6 formed a vast blinking geometric network. Unmanned maintenance drones circled in all air levels. One of the advertising drones came close.

	 

	“Epic Competition 2199! Do not miss the registrations. Trigital tickets are only valid in our ‘solonadium’7- register within the next 15 seconds. Have a wonderful day everyone!”

	 

	The areas he had to control as a watchman consisted of fifteen glider stations, two fully automated cargo ports and a large shuttle train station in the Epsilon district. Ariston was greeted warmly everywhere. Workers and officials treated him with respect, as it were, and no incident tainted the emotional stability of the day.

	At lunchtime, Ariston found himself in the central federal obelisk, whose glowing dome was reserved for officers and politicians. Slowly rotating light elements in intertwined geometric shapes hung from the conical glass ceiling on plasma threads.

	Perenike was already waiting for him. She wore a snow-white uniform and had obviously decided. Instantly, Ariston felt great joy at the sight of her shaved head because it was the sign of her affirmation for ‘advancers’8.

	She got up and awaited his homage. “On time, Ariston. Our genetic advancers will conform if the commission gives us final permission.” He smiled and bowed. “You are perfectly hairless, Perenike.”

	They sat down and electronically ordered two meals. “Our love is perfect, it will bring us happiness,” she said. Ariston stroked her hands gently. “It was quite correct. We expressed our mutual interest directly and immediately compared our love types.”

	A small hatch in the middle of the table opened silently and served their ordered meals. They nodded to each other and ate in silence. The spinning shapes reflected flashes of light from Perenike’s badge in all directions and mingled with rays from the cupola.

	During dessert, however, they heard an irritation from a nearby seating area. A government official had belched noisily and suddenly all conversations fell silent. Moments of disgust and confusion passed. Ariston put both hands on his forehead and Perenike looked around.

	An officer, her superior, Platyonos, had got up at the end of the rows of seats and was approaching the perpetrator. The repentant-looking officer immediately knelt in front of the senior officer, who took out an energy stick. A blue beam appeared in the air and the chief supervisor lashed the man nearly to death. He rolled over, twitching, without uttering a sound of pain.

	Unmoved, Platyonos deactivated the stick and as he turned around, he said, “Let the ‘nosokom’ take care of you and repent.” The severely injured man groaned and asked his surroundings for forgiveness and all gave him a short nod.

	Ariston said goodbye to Perenike with a little stroke over her bare head. “I wish you the best day and look forward to our next coordinated meeting.” Perenike nodded. He passed the punished officer, who crawled to the elevator and whose wounds left bloody marks on the white tile floor. A katharon floated out of a maintenance shaft and cleaned the underground behind the man by biochemically dissolving the organic molecules of the blood and at the same time spraying a disinfecting mist. The emotional defilement was cleared.

	 

	 

	 

	HOW ARE YOU FEELING?

	 

	 

	“When will I finally see you and the children again?” The face on the small screen smiled painfully. ‘Her hair is disheveled and brittle’, she thought. “Mother, I... I cannot tell you. I work twelve hours straight and the children are constantly sick because of the smog. The measurements are supposed to get worse and we are being constantly warned not to leave the apartment blocks.” ‘Her eyes are always sad’, she thought. “I know that, but it seems terribly long ago. I’m alone, at least you have the children around you.”

	The face darkened and sagged. “I work all day, mother, and the kids are increasingly stressful. If I had the time and strength, you could stay here with us, but it wouldn’t work. Don't torment me like that.” ‘Her voice is so tinny, she thought.’ “Besides, you are not alone in this beautiful complex. It costs little and the helpers are well designed” They looked at each other on the screen for a long time, connected by the projection of electrons in the highest possible resolution. “I have to go know. I’ll call again at the weekend if I’m not too exhausted.”

	She nodded and the screen went blank. Her face used to be reflected on these surfaces. Nowadays that was not possible anymore. Everything was constantly being implemented.

	The compressed air door slid open and Mary#12 whirred in front of her bed. A Teflon hand fell on her arm. “How are you feeling?” She had not answered that question for a long time. She just did not care about that anymore. Mary#12’s movements were algorithmically sophisticated and medically flawless.

	When she left the chamber, there was a pleasant smell of pink in the air. Everything was now clean, prim, and proper. She could still feel that on her parchment-like skin. She had not looked at pictures for a long time, and she did not like listening to music. She only thought of her daughter and the children. They lived and breathed smog.

	The air in their living room was not filtered or supplied with additional oxygen. She works too much. Yes, she does. She would rather crouch in a smog-streaked room and listen to the voices of her grandchildren again.

	The food was brought into the windowless room on a dolly. Portioned purple jelly cubes were served. There were always jelly cubes. Sometimes they were yellow. She built a small figure out of the wobbly blocks, as in the past few days, because she no longer wanted to eat artificial ooze.

	She had already noticed the weakness, a paralyzing loss of strength. She could almost have found it a welcome change. It was her struggle against the ubiquitous cold. The tug in her stomach, which at first only flickered now and then, seemed to remain. She hugged it like one of her grandchildren and did not let go of it.

	On the day of the yellow gelatinous cubes, Mary#12 registered that the body on the hydro bed was dead. It took exactly ten minutes until the daughter received the electronic checkout notice. The remains could not be transferred for hygienic reasons. When Mary#13 hovered into the chamber the next day, an elderly man lay there. “How are you feeling?”

	 

	 

	 

	PASCAL’S CHAMBER

	 

	 

	Larissa’s chest rose and fell mechanically. Flexible tubes protruded out of her body and fell like dried reeds beneath her bed. Mechanic noise and humming dominated the room.

	A woman sat next to the bed. Her left hand rested on Larissa’s forearm; in her right she held a rosary. She looked over the body and its fading tattoos. Demonic faces and dragons had lost their ghostly charm. The many piercings that had once dominated her facial chart had long been removed. The woman closed her eyes.

	For ten years she neither had seen Larissa nor had ever heard from her. Tears had swollen to streams and desperate prayers had waited in silence. Then out of the blue came a message. Larissa, who had lived under bridges, in ruined houses and in gloomy cellars, had been seriously injured.

	Coma followed an emergency operation. It was an accident. Somewhere. She had taken her home afterwards. This room now filled with medical equipment had been Larissa’s nursery, her ‘princess chamber’.

	Despite the time lost, despite the alienation, despite the shame. Every day she took care of the motionless body, which silently told the story of a carnival-like life. Tears were rolling year after year and hopeful prayers pushed through the confines of the room.

	She read something to her every day. Mostly from the thoughts of a French philosopher whose wisdom and spirit moved her profoundly. She caressed Larissa’s face, which was losing some of its engraved pain. Today she had not read anything yet, although it was already noon. The sun penetrated tirelessly through the blinds that were closed and lit the motionless face of her comatose daughter. The noble sound of church bells arose in the distance.

	The woman laid her head on the white sheets and waited silently for the sublime sounds to cease. Then she put on her reading glasses, picked up the book, and turned the page. She read out the words on the new page slowly. 

	 

	“I realized that all human misfortunes come but from one - namely that they have not learned to stay put and remain in a chamber in peace.”

	 

	Noise and humming. She repeated the sentence. Noise and humming. Again, and again and again. She read against the noises and fought with her voice the terrible sounds. After a while, the noises became erratic.

	Larissa’s body twitched and coughing erupted violently from her mouth. She then opened her eyes and looked around helplessly. The book fell out of the woman’s hand. She pulled off the breathing mask and held the sweet little face in both hands. Larissa’s weak voice rasped a bit. “Mommy?”

	    Her chest rose and fell very much alive.

	The bundles of tubing lay forgotten on the bed and blessed tears were the only sounds which remained in the room.
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