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Prelude


In this thriller the student Johannes Wiener bought, 1963 in Berlin, twelve souls from his student friends. He then goes to the Congo as a war photographer. There he meets his new partner, Jean, and they move from one war zone to the next. Until their horrific experiences in the torture chambers of Buenos Aires, under the Junta of General Jorge Rafael Videla leaving them both looking for a new challenge.


At his mother’s funeral, Johannes found the long forgotten contracts in the attic of his parent’s house.


He then goes out looking for the original owners of the twelve souls, to return them their contracts.


What he then experiences, astonished and lets the blood freeze in his veins, casting doubt on the sanity of human beings.


***
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Mediterranean Sea. Author in use before Beirut, Lebanon.








West- Berlin, 1963



Astudent’s pub, close to the Technical University.


Time: 2 am.


Johannes and another student were standing at the crowded bar.


They were talking about the political situation in West Berlin.


»Tell me, who am I talking to here, I’m Johannes. Everybody calls me Jo. At the moment I’m studying Art, what about you?«


»Bruno, Oh shit I am thirsty, any chance of you getting another beer in, I’m absolutely broke!«


»Hey Rita, give us another couple of halves.«


»Thanks and cheers, what are you going to do with Art later, you can’t earn any money with it!«


»If you look at it like that your right, but I’m doing work experience as a Photographer on the side so I’ll be finished earlier. Holiday journalist or war correspondent, has to wait and see where I’ll end up. How about you then?«


»At the moment natural science, but I haven’t a clue where I’ll end up. Tell me Jo, do you have any political arrangements with the APO (External parliamentary Opposition) or SDS (Socialist German Student union)?«


»No, I’m not selling my soul to the Politics, and you?«


»I don’t have one.«


»What do you mean, you have none?«


»Well it’s easy really, I believe, the Soul doesn’t exist. Your born into nature, your as a living being part of the food chain, and at the end of your time you cease to exist.«


»Even no further lives, no reincarnation, nothing, only death and the rotting of your body?«


»Exactly, you’ll either turn to earth, or, as they say in the Bible, turn to ashes.«


»Then you won’t have to answer to God for your action on earth?«


»No, because I am God, but only a small one, who has power over his animals, plants and everything that you can buy. Look, if I had a dog, I could take its life at anytime. If I’m a good God he’ll live a long time with me.


If I’m a cruel God, then he won’t live long.


You can transfer that to everything, even Humans.«


»My god Bruno, Then you don’t believe, these a good and evil out there?«


»Sure Jo, like I said, in every Human, good and bad is hidden in us just like in God. Forget all the Christian teachings, that’s only brainwashing, nothing else.


The Church has only held on all these hundreds of years, through oppression and personal gain.


In Egypt the Pharaohs all godlike and you can read that throughout human history.


Why all are aspire to power. Shall I tell you, it’s quite easy, because they all wanted to be similar to God. Or basically said, they all wanted to be small gods. Whether they wanted to rule countries, or run a large concern, or just office supervisors. Life’s as simple as that.«


»So did I understand you properly, you believe, you have no Soul, is that right?«


»Exactly my friend.«


»Then sell me your soul that you don’t have.


I’ll pay you a half a pint and a vodka for your soul, what do you say?«


»Ok, no problem, you’ve made yourself a bad deal, but that’s your business. Hey Rita, same again please, plus two vodka’s as well.«


»Wait a minute first of all you have to sign a bill of sale, my friend«


Herby I : Bruno Köller, born on the 12.03.1944 sell my soul too Mr Johannes Wiener.


Berlin this day 02.02.1963.


Signature.


»Well cheers my friend Jo, now you’ve bought something that does not exist. Or are you the Devil? Ha, Ha.«


»I am, if you wish, the devil’s son and I’m collecting souls for myself and him,« and smiled cheekily.


*


That’s how Johannes Wiener came about owning his twelve souls.


He applied for a job as war-photographer with a magazine in Hamburg. Was taken on for a probation period, then travelled to the Congo as photographer, where he forgot all about the souls.


***





Albertville, Africa 1965



Democratic Republic of Congo


Hotel Imperial.


The hotel lays on the banks of the Tanganyika see on the edge of town.


The army and mercenaries where all collecting beside the hotel.


The international press, weapons dealers, agents from all Secret Services and traders preferred this hotel.


The bar is overcrowded with Journalist’s, Photographers and camera crews from all over the world, loud babble of voices raged throughout the room. At the end of the long bar stood a young man looking sadly at his bottle of beer. Another very young man then stood next to him and asked him.


« Excuse me are you the French journalist who lost his partner?«


The young man only nodded his head in reply.»My name is Johannes Wiener, photographer for a German magazine, I’m trying to get to Stanleyville. Too commando 52, who are supposed to be securing the town. My partner is sitting over there getting drunk. He’d rather write his reports from his hotel room as on the front line. I can understand that not everybody can be a war-correspondent, but then they should stay at home and write about weddings or something. May I ask what happened to your partner?«


There was a long pause, the Frenchman took a swig from his beer and turned to the German.


»Yes, my partner, he went down too lake one night then they found him in exactly seven pieces, to this day his genitals have disappeared. Most likely it was the "Simbas". It all happened just a few meters from the hotel. Now I’m waiting for a replacement photograph from Paris, who unfortunately still hasn’t arrived yet. Oh by the way my name is Jean, I work for the AFP, ( The French Press Agency).«


»Jean, may I call you Jean? What do you think of the idea about the two of us, trying to get to Stanleyville in the morning? I know there should be some troops going in that direction tomorrow morning. Shall we try and get out there with them?«


»Ok, if by tomorrow morning the photograph hasn’t arrived, I’ll come with you.


They never leave early. We’ll have to try and get in touch with a German mercenary called Siegfried Müller. He is in charge of operation "Tshuapa" against the Simbas. You can do it better than I, you Germans understand each other. But one tip, wear some different clothes. Dress like the soldiers and don’t take any unnecessary stuff with you. Now what’s important is do you have a weapon?«


»No, Shit, I don’t have any other gear either, only this city rags.«


»Jo, I’ll call you Jo, I’ve still got something left over from my ex-partner, some shirts with the words "international press" on them I can give you them. If there too big it won’t matter, better than being too small.


How are we going to do it, I write and you take the photo’s, or do we each do our own thing?«


»How do you feel about, with this action we are both bound to our own contractors.


The report for me writes my "partner" from word of mouth in his hotel room, I’ll deliver just the photo’s. If you help me, I’ll use my second camera to take photos for you.


Because I have to send the films back to Hamburg.«


»If you do that, I’ll try and secure you the royalties for all photo’s that are published.


But first of all we need photo’s.«


»Great Jean, we’ll see each other here, in the morning at about seven o’clock for breakfast.«


*


»Are you captain Müller?«


»Yes, what’s up, I don’t have much time, we’re leaving soon.«


»My friend and I have to get to Stanleyville and we’re hoping that you can take us with you, we work for the press.«


»As far as I’m concerned, look for a seat on the transporter. But no guaranties for when and if we get their. Your press shirts won’t help much, if the Simbas get hold of you. They’ll make a damned big mess of any White’s they can get their hands on. The medicine man has sworn to them that for every white’s that they kill, they will gain another life. That through each death, they’ll take over the soul and therefore become invincible. But I’ll teach them otherwise. If they think they can get through with their brutality, then they’ll be surprised, at what brutality really means. Now to you two, do you have weapons?«


»I do, but Jo here only has a knife.«


»Great you’ll be riding on the transporter with them, if we’re ambushed, Jo will have to grab a weapon from any body who get’s killed. Unfortunately we haven’t enough.


Take enough water with you, because I don’t know when we’ll be-able to refill our bottles again. Oh something else, this war is all about politics. There are no rules, only that of survival. I would prefer to use the strategy of „verbrannten Erde“, that means, every Simbadorf would be razed to the ground, see if we can break their sorcerer. We’ll then see ,what white gods can do against their black sorcerers.


You’ll have to hold yourself back, I don’t have any desire, to write reports about any press-boys who got them killed. We leave in ten minutes«


*


The troop was made up of four jeeps each with mounted machineguns and two, each fitted with a 75 mm cannon.


Between them were troop transporters and a provisions vehicle.


The combat unit consisted of 40 white soldiers and about ca. 120 Africans. The commanding officer is Siegfried Müller, who carried the Iron Cross around his neck, which he’d won in the Second World War.


His calm, level-headed command nature was always well accepted, and he always drove at the point of his troops.


Jean and Johannes found themselves in the second transporter behind the drivers cabin.


That way they could see all the streets and paths and be able to take photo’s from their vantage point.


After 20 Kilometres they came to a crossroads. In front of the crossroads Simbas were blocking the road, threatening them with their spears and arrows. One can recognise them because of their slim bodies and leopard skins that all warriors wear.


Müller stopped the convoy, and gave orders.


Three jeeps driving in arrowhead formation at the front of the convoy, the personal went with their safety catches off on there weapons, along side the transport vehicles to provide safety.


At the rear, in staggered formation, were the other two jeeps taking up the rear guard.


On a signal from Müller, the three jeeps at the front accelerated and raced, with all guns blazing, towards the Simbas.


Driving through the human blockade, with all guns blazing, turning in a looping action and now shooting at all the fleeing warriors.


Jo was shooting his photo’s from the top of the truck, but when changing the film he noticed, they where also being attacked from the side. The first mercenary having fallen or been wounded.


He jumped down off the truck to pick-up a weapon, an arrow grazed his left eye the moment he reached down for the weapon.


He stood up and running back towards the slow moving truck, he jumped back on and took a place next to Jean.


»Hey Jo, you’re bleeding like a pig, here press this against the wound, and when this is over, go and see the medic.«


»Where am I bleeding from?«


»Next to your eye, don’t you feel it?«


»No« feeling the left side of his face. »Shit, yes« looking at his hand, covered in his own blood.


In the mean time, there were a couple of groups running after the fleeing Simbas, but they disappeared into the thick jungle.


Everybody started to re-group at the junction again. The vehicles were arranged into a rough corral and guards where posted.


Johannes went and joined the queue of lightly wounded with the bloody cloth to his cheek.


»Show me that, how’d you get it?«


»An arrow grazed me.«


»Your lucky, but wash the wound out, and someone should suck it out, to stop any infection putting you out of order. Afterwards you’ll get a nice plaster and the world will all be happy again. So now of with you, I’ve still got others to take care of.«


»Jean, do us a favour please, would you please suck this wound , out, the medic said there might be poison in it.«


»Come on and stop whining then.«


Jean sucked the scratch out and spat the blood out. He set about washing the wound out with some water from Jo’s water bottle, then they went back to the Medic.


Jo then asked a soldier how to use and work the weapon, he then set about practicing what he’d learnt on it.


*


The captured Simba warrior was spreadeagled on the ground and tied to wooden posts. The gunshot wound in his thigh was still bleeding lightly.


Müller went to one of his black nco’s (non commissioned officer) and spoke to him. Set up a tape recorder and placed the microphone close to the warrior’s head.


The torture that followed allowed the prisoner to scream in his own language, about the power of the whites, for help from his mother and the fear off dying in the darkness that were being cried out into the jungle night. After a certain amount of time the screaming stopped with a gurgling sound. As with all of the dead, their genitals are cut of, because they believe that their masculine prowess will be transferred to the victor.


Without any emotion Müller picked up the tape recorder and connected it to an amplifier.


»We’ll play this tape from the highest place in the jungle, every night and as loud as possible. They’re powerless against such magic. They are so scared to die in the dark, because they think their souls will get lost and they’ll be taken over by bad spirits.


Jo, show me your scratch, well, you where lucky there.«


»How many did you get in the attack?«


»With that one there, will be 42 worrier, but there were more, but don’t become complacent and go into the jungle on your own. We’ll have to be on our toes when daybreaks, we could be in for an attack at anytime. But you’ve got a weapon now.«


»How high were our losses?«


»Two white comrades died, five African’s injured, all only lightly. Look for a safe place to sleep tonight and keep the safety catch off on your weapon, just incase you have to shoot quickly.«


»Jean, what do you think, up on the back of the truck or in one of the tents?«


»Well I’ll stay on the truck, I’ll feel safer there.«


»Thanks again for your help with my scratch, Jean. The medic thinks the bloody arrow had probably been dipped in poison.«


*



On the backwater of the Tanganjika lake.



»Jo, I want to go for a wash, come with me and keep safety watch. I don’t think there are any rebels about, but you can’t be sure.«


Jo and a Spanish mercenary were standing near a tree, watching Jean washing. He’d put his clothes and weapon to one side so he could wash himself.


All of a sudden, two Simba warriors, screaming and with raised spears, came racing towards Jean.


»Watch out Jean.«


Jo took aim and tried to shoot. But no shot came. The weapon had a blockage. He threw it aside, and running, pulled his knife.


Jean was retreating into the water, unarmed because his weapon lay on the bank.


The two warriors, running towards Jean with their spears raised . Because of the water resistance there progress had bean slowed down. One warrior threw his spear, but it missed Jean. He now tried hitting out with his machete, but was only whipping up the water.


The Spaniard just stood there in amazement, watching what was happening.


Jo jumped with his knife pointing towards the warrior with the machete, and rammed it into his back clinging onto him from behind.


They both disappeared into the dirty muddy water.


The surface of the water was frothing and splashing because of the fighting in the water. The second warrior turned to the two fighting men but could not intervene, because their bodies were clinging to each other and again and again disappearing in to the water. Jo surfaced holding his knife in one hand and the machete in the other.


To his side the first Simba surfaced and floated on the surface with blood pouring from various wounds. Jo turned to the second warrior, who surfaced and covered in blood tried to attack Jo with his spear.


Jo could dodge the jabbing spear and with the machete he could knock the spear out of his opponent’s hands and in doing so lost the machete as well. The warrior grabbed Jo by the throat and tried pushing him underwater. The knife sliding into the warriors body again and again, until he lost all his strength and died.


Floating on the water he slowly followed his comrade.


It was a strange picture, the two leopard skin clothed bodies floating in the blood coloured, frothy water.


Jo stood in the water holding his throat and gasping for air.


From behind, Jean pushed him out of the water.


Jose, the mercenary mumbling over and over again,


»Como un tiburon, como un tiburon (like a shark, like a shark.)«


»Jo, I don’t know how to thank you, you’ve got two lives good with me,« hugged him and went in silence back to camp. Both Jean and Johannes were unscathed from the attack.


From this moment on, Jo got his nickname the `Tiburon´ the Shark.


His name would become so well known, as was the nick name for captain Müller,`Congo Müller´, and both would go down in the history books.


*



Phone call in Paris.



»Jean, it’s me, Jo, I’ve quit my job at my paper. It’s all too stupid. My photos are too brutal for them, allegedly they can’t print them, but the made up story, that’s good. I don’t want to work with such an editorial office. What do you reckon, shall we both become independent and sell all our reports, photos and films to the agencies?«


»Jo, give me a couple of days to think it over, how can I get in touch with you?«


»At the moment I’m in Hamburg in the office, but I’m going to my parents. How about I phone you back in five days, is that enough time for you?«


That’s how they came to move from one war zone to next, together they travelled via the Congo to Laos, Mosambik, on to Asia. From Thailand to Rhodesian, then on to Nigeria, from there to Uganda and Zaire and then on to Argentinean and Buenos Aires.


***





Frankfurt am Main



He returned from his mother’s funeral, where he was alone with the clergy. Some snow was still lying on the ground. The air was damp and still about zero degrees. He went past his fathers grave, stopped and went back and stood there for a few minuets, It was as though somebody had called him back their.


Shaking his head he went on, the collar of his coat pulled up to protect him from the cold wet weather.


He got into the hire car and returned to his parents home.


At Wagnerstraße number 6 he went into the house, looked in all of the rooms. He felt no emotions, nor any positive memories, it was as though it was a foreign house to him. It wasn’t until he went into the garden that he felt any recognition, because of the old trees, especially the weeping-willow that he’d loved as a child. He spoke quietly to the tree, stroked the trunk of it with his hand, and then went back into the house.
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