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1. Memories fate


At first, there is darkness. Then, light.


It feels like waking in spring. Everything is warm, yielding, light—as if I were floating, but somehow not. My back rests on something soft, like velvet, or fine moss. It stretches outward toward the distant tree—s perhaps oaks—sending out its delicate filaments, first across a patch no larger than a butterfly’s wing, then to the broad reed-covered shore, and finally like a carpet across the forest floor. It’s not a bed I’m lying in. I rest on swaying cushions of plant matter —dead lichen, sedge, and marsh reed—feeling their cautious advance, their gentle motion, merging as they attempt to claim the pond, the water, all of it.


I wake on unsteady ground. And yet, everything grows, shifts, changes.


The sensation of velvet—that’s the first memory I have of this life, this life after. Velvet feels like medicine, like something that heals. Nothing like the thin plastic tubes fastened with gauze, channeling liquid from cooling units into the body through crystal forms at the pores. Velvet is different. So soft, so kind. If you keep it close to your skin long enough, it grows warm—absorbs your heat, then gives it back. Like a deep inhale and exhale I am only just learning again. Velvet is not merely a memory. It becomes a fine net, catching all I wish to carry into this new life, however long it might last.


This fabric beneath me contains all I am. And I am searching—searching for what I am, and where I lie. I reach for images that may be memories, playing out a life I may have lived, though I don’t know—don’t really know—if it was ever truly mine. Still, I trust the images, fit them together as one assembles a film from scattered footage. They just need movement, need to form a sequence. And when I feel the pieces connect, I can begin to lay out the whole field —like puzzle pieces building toward a larger picture, a larger story. That has a calming effect. After everything, it soothes me.


I overwrite my memories. I reshape them to make them bearable—before the strange dizziness comes over me again.


Lying on the green velvet, I know I’ve hit limits. Whole years are missing when I try to trace time back. I’m still searching for the purpose behind this state I find myself in—one that unsettles me. For now, I find relief in the quiet game of thoughts that follow their own trail of images.


But—this now frustrates me—the deeper I dig into past experiences, the more I find my attention slipping, my energy dimming. Fatigue sets in. Only fresh waves of pain can rouse me.


And then, again, I rewind the film in my head, back as far as it will go, hoping to find the thread. Again come the stories, some of which I mistrust. Are they truly mine? I fear meeting myself in these memories. I still don’t know with certainty—though I know I may never know —whether the life I recall is really mine, or someone else’s. Perhaps someone has handed me these images because I no longer have a life of my own.


Maybe.


Or maybe they’re only fantasies, born out of fear—fear of being wounded again and again.


In those moments of doubt, I trace the path backward, freeze in place. I don’t want to be the one following the wires to the detonator. I sense danger.


To protect myself, to avoid being trapped, I create a model—a stage or an empty playing field —onto which I place the figures who, in my name, reinvent my life. A narrator. A chronicler of my memories. I call him “Faust.” From afar, he seems to do his job well. He feels familiar, as if I’ve met him before.


Like a twin in whom I see myself.


Or a forgotten self, waving from deep within the memory, urging me to come closer—because he has much to tell me about who I am, and all that I’ve yet to understand.


But I also notice time skips, geographic distortions, and a false sense of omniscience along the way. And a deep restlessness.


The sentences no longer rhyme with anything.


Everything gathers—then falls apart again. The characters, the levels, the allusions.


The doubter in me suspects: false trails. So many of them. All designed to conceal the central core —assuming it even exists, and I still believe it does.


At the root of all this may be a will to survive. Something that keeps me moving, pushes me restlessly toward new attempts to retrieve my memories. I need more exploration, more explanations for the vertigo that underlies all these stories—something I must soon recognize and defuse, lest it destroy me.


Sometimes, I see myself as a tireless seeker of fortune. Someone chasing the truth of a life that is passing, or perhaps still unfolding. A path I’d like to walk again —a second time, even a third—as a variation, a possibility. Always different. Always anew. Maybe even a path into eternity.


Or maybe—just maybe—this is only the broken summation of an ordinary but far-too-short life, like so many of my fellow humans would tell, if they were given one last chance.


And in that lies the universal tragedy of this moment:


That in the final seconds of life, we run out of words. All that’s left are frayed thoughts —disjointed, and beyond speech. There would be no time left to voice them.


And so I feel a strange kind of hope.


Because this moment, for me, lingers.


It’s lasted hours, months —years now. A moment that stretches like eternity.


It grants me language. A multitude of words and sentence s.


There is hope in that, too: that through these stories, I can search for the why—for the great path of my own life, wherever it may lead. However absurd it may feel, trudging through this fragmented crystal fog in my mind.


Lying on the velvet that slowly shifts its color, I’ve come to trust the way back. Perhaps there are answers there.


Without vulnerability, there can be no connection —no hope for any of us. Without pain, no joy in healing.


I now suspect the narrator—or myself—is standing at the edge. At the end or the beginning of a catastrophe. And in revisiting my memories, I’ve always looked for signs, clues that might tell me whether what I see is true—whether it really happened, or if it’s only a warning.


I’ve traced familiar places and historical events, examining them again and again. I have time —plenty of it—for these reviews. And they all follow a vague but persistent structure, a pattern that seems real.


That’s what’s so terrifying.


If it really did happen —and I hate repeating myself—I’ve checked each memory thoroughly, obsessively, and yet it would still remain incomprehensible to me.


Otherwise—and this should be equally disturbing —it would be just another tale of a soulless being.


Maybe nothing more than a flickering myth.


One that leaves only the faintest traces a few years from now.


One that stops glowing entirely.


Like everything, eventually.









2. The Deal


Head tilted to one side, I lie on my back. Eyes closed—always closed. I feel a pressure in my head, as if weights that hadn’t been there before were pushing and pressing, yet nothing actually moves. It spreads through my body, slowly, and gives the sensation of a slight turn to the right. A subtle falling motion, a shift, a drop without ground. Then another turn, a slow rotation that begins and then is gradually slowed down. I think, don’t move, don’t get up. And the head, the body—they remain completely still.


The sky was blue, as if it had always been blue, as if it would stay that way forever. That’s how stories begin. The ordinary ones, the usual ones, that in their constant repetition and lack of chronology take on something cautionary. But they keep me afloat.


The source of life murmured softly in the black canals, licking against the stone walls that still held. The city lay dark before me.


I step into the story like slipping into a familiar car. My fingers find the buttons, levers, and switches on instinct. I find myself again. At least it feels that way. I move as if remote-controlled, reach for the steering wheel, press the gas myself. I recognize the paths, the roads, the houses. Yes, it’s the right place, but not the beginning. It’s the wrong time. But some moments are significant regardless of when they happen. That’s how it is. That’s how it was.


On the radar, the whirlpool traces of invisible water-creatures. Still dormant. Above, the fingers of new buildings cast their shadows across the straight roads. They were empty this morning. The riverfront houses with their magnificent views—partly abandoned. A bad time for this city. A bad time for its people.


The bare trees, their branches like licorice whips, bent by the scorching summers of recent years, like old men whose backs life had broken. The neighborhood above the harbor had settled into a kind of permanent winter. People wandered past each other with lifeless, ash-grey faces. The once-quieted streets could hardly contain the discarded trash. The wind whipped through the urban canyons, sang its mournful song, spun dust and garbage into picturesque spirals and let them fall again. No one wanted to know when the decline had begun. Reasons could have been found, but no one really tried. What good would it have done? Misfortune had crept in. Warning signs, like those before great catastrophes —they had flashed here and there, unnoticed, dismissed—until the ground gave way. There was nowhere to run. Nowhere left to go.


Anyone who managed to catch one of the few taxis that still stopped in this part of town and made it toward the city center would, upon reaching the Binnenalster, be met with an illusion. A wide plume of water blurred the view across the lake. The brown wall of the old shipping buildings shimmered behind it. In between, like a mirage, a small, somewhat shabby Italian café—where, many years ago, a memorable encounter between two men took place, and they made a remarkable bet.


Today, the few visitors to the city center drank their espressos quickly, like Italians, standing at the bar that was easily reachable from the street through an open door. An island for a timed escape in a false world. Men talked side by side as if they were old friends. Maybe they were. Probably not. They spoke of money that wasn’t there, pretended it was. They spoke of large sums, of major investments needed to save everything. You couldn’t let it all fall apart —the once-proud streets, the town hall, the harbor, the city, the country. They talked as if hope still existed.


But the shops stood empty. The luxury had vanished. Poverty had moved in. Much had changed over the past years. Familiar things had been lost—the summer amusements for the bored city-dwellers, the transit discounts for unnecessary subway rides. Retreating into the virtual was the cheaper alternative. Waiting—but for what?


A massive construction project was supposed to make the city livable again. Housing underground. To escape the summer heat. The city poured its last funds into it. Most of the people had no future left.


I remember now: this wasn’t the beginning. What I need to remember lies much further back, in a time when everything was still open and possible. Before planning. If memory can be planned at all. I am caught in the images of the old life. They overwhelm me. I keep my eyes shut so they won’t escape.


Back then, much earlier, decades earlier, there were still lucky ones—people who could afford not to spend their days shut in small rooms watching quiz shows, but instead sit in a café or restaurant like the one by the lake, right in the middle of the city. Not just for a quick coffee. One of those people—unforgettable—was Faust.


A name close to me. Faust, an old friend. Like a glove that fits perfectly, that helps me feel my way through the world. Yes, that’s how it might have been. Faust—so familiar to me, so known—he could have been me. He obeys me, thinks like me, walks like me. In my mind, I see through his eyes.


He enjoyed this day, sometime after the traditional Easter holidays, in a small café. Unlike the front bar area, where the sun gave hope to the guests, the back room was already filled with early twilight. Faust had settled at a small table there. His back was curved in an oversized coat, wide trousers, worn brown shoes. An open shirt, no tie. Hair slicked back poorly. Never show weakness, he thought. I think. In front of him: a flat notebook with a few formulas and models about the cosmos. But that wouldn’t matter for what followed. Not really.


Across from Faust sat another guest, almost invisible at first, wearing sunglasses he kept on for a long time, then took off with theatrical flair and placed them on the table.


“So? What now?” the man asked.


“I need more certainty,” Faust said quietly, carefully. He already knew the man. He called him M. He needed to know exactly what the offer was, what he would experience, what it all meant. He needed clarity. He always needed clarity. Like I do.


His counterpart had that look —what people used to call the Southern type. More casual than the stiff Hanseatics of that time, a little more arrogant too, and probably far wealthier. A perfect Milanese suit. Impeccable Genoeseshoes. People still wore things like that back then. M seemed like he was always on vacation. Always tanned. Shirt unbuttoned by two.


He claimed, as he put it, to have taken a particular liking to Faust. He wanted to show him what was truly possible—here on Earth, in this phase, when everything was beginning to dissolve, to lose its shine, when what once seemed reliable began to fade. M wasn’t disturbed by the slow decline. He had seen it coming early on. Very early. Back when stable currency still financed everything that promised more profit.


“What are you offering me?” Faust asked again. M's face showed no reaction. Faust knew M would either close the deal now or walk away.


M had that look that made people uncomfortable. A gaze that blended seduction with dominance. That look now fell on Faust. And M began: he would offer him —only him—everything. Everything he could imagine, everything he desired. A full-blown sensory high. Milk and honey. Ever-flowing springs. A dance on a tightrope between the clouds, without falling. A dragon flight over all seven continents. Wealth. Beautiful women who would never grow old in his arms. Men who would become brothers and die for him, barefoot through hell. He would draw ever closer. Faust would feel the new strength, the new power, unstoppable. Invisible to any radar.


Sure, it would start off sad, because Faust would resist. Everyone resisted at first. Everyone clung to their old life, their outdated ways. But M would be inside his head, and Faust would no longer recognize the life he lived, the closer he came. Time to shed the shabby, narrow, colorless existence. Everything was possible, if he only wanted it. That was the key: if he wanted it. And "everything" meant everything — the planet, the world. All of it. In full color. M laughed boldly.


Businessmen are gamblers. They bet. They risk everything sometimes to win more. It was a bad time for good deals. There were no more wins —only losses. The stock markets had declined for years, with only short bursts of hope. That’s why this offer was so tempting. A fire sale.


Maybe Faust should, just this once, be a businessman. Take the offer. Even if “the whole world” was clearly exaggerated.


But Faust wasn’t a businessman. And he knew: if an offer looks too good, there’s always a catch.


“And the price?”


“You know it. Your soul, of course.”


The soul had lost value over the past two centuries. What kind of deal was this? Faust had been asking himself that for weeks...


Once, the soul was what remained after death, what ascended to God. But then came the Enlightenment. Faith in God began to erode. Scientific discoveries raised new questions. God couldn’t be ruled out entirely—strange, inexplicable things still happened, and some, even scientists, held on to the hope of a divine spark hidden inside them. But after the great wars, belief in the West steadily declined. And with it, the soul —that individual, special, sacred core —lost its eternal connection to God. It disappears, they said, with death. That was the enlightened conclusion. But only with death. Before that, much was still possible.


The soul —a curious capsule, a psychological construct, where the good was kept, the creative spark, maybe even love itself, which gave the illusion that death could be overcome. An illusion, perhaps. Because the more likely truth was: everything ends with death. Death is the real danger.


Faust didn’t want to risk his life. He misunderstood, M replied. This wasn’t a deal in the traditional sense. Faust had nothing of value to offer. Nothing. Only his soul. And that, M said, was trivial. Worthless. Faust would live on. Just without a soul. He would have to say goodbye to it eventually anyway. It was merely a shift—a more enlightened way of being. “It will never be boring,” M said, reading Faust’s thoughts. It would be a lucrative state. In the current circumstances, more than Faust could otherwise hope for.


Without a soul —without scruples, without doubt—perhaps that truly was paradise on Earth. It was the indecision, the moral struggle that held people back from having everything, from being everything. Always those worries, those ethical limits, the rules and reprimands.


Without a soul —yes, that price might be worth paying. What a deal. Or was it all a scam? The clever buyer always spots the trap. Would “everything” eventually be not enough? Would it, like all fulfilled wishes, become dull over time?


Noon had passed. The café was emptying. The bar by the open entrance was no longer staffed. Clouds stretched dark streaks across the sky. The blue faded. The light withdrew.


“One condition,” Faust added. M no longer looked at him, reached for his sunglasses, even though the room was darker now.


“If there ever comes a moment,” Faust said, “when what you offer me is enough, and I say ‘Stop’—then my soul shall truly be lost.”


A smart move, Faust thought. Curiosity and the insatiable hunger for more—two deeply human traits—would never let him be satisfied. That way, he would get everything without end—or without end, everything. It was more than a deal. It was a grasp at the stars, at eternal life, eternal joy, godlike. The greatest a human could ever achieve. Ever and always.


“Say goodbye to your old life,” M said, unmoved. “You’re in no position to make demands. This isn’t about happiness. It’s about your salvation.”


He put his sunglasses back on, and Faust could no longer see his eyes—eyes that now began to glow red behind mirrored lenses. Probably just reflections.


M made a final, almost solemn gesture, extending his hand toward Faust and rhythmically moving it in sync with his words. None of it mattered anymore. The next move had already been made, even if Faust didn’t yet understand it. He should simply pay attention from here on out, to how burdensome a soul really is.


Faust nodded, dazed.


Deal.


Two men left the Italian café in opposite directions. The light kept fading, as if it were slipping into dusk—into a horizon fractured by shadow, where clouds moved like stage curtains, slowly drawing across the scene. Soon, no one could make out the entrance of the café that, for a brief moment, had hosted the meeting of two very different men.


It wouldn’t take long before the place had vanished entirely into the cobwebs of memory.


The images drift by, the names, everything just reference points—and the dizziness returns. Who am I, if my memory fades, perhaps soon even my soul, even though I am still alive—just barely? No sense of direction, eyes closed, still seeing, always with the sensation of a gentle spin. What can I hold on to? What might bring peace?


What is it that makes up my soul? The ability to love? Or to be loved? I search through my thoughts like drawers, looking for old photographs, for proof and counterproof from the earliest days. All of it born from longing —to return to that old state, the familiar one, which, like childhood, should last forever. And maybe it would, if it consisted only of short fragments, condensed moments, again and again restarted, each time bringing that same feeling of something known, something close.


But the search is long, and I go through it step by step to face that ever-present sense of rotation. The memories, the stories—only they can bring it to a halt.









3. The Beginning Is Always the End


A landscape of deep meadows, strips of forest lining a remote railway track, and farther off, a village with a church steeple. A quiet scene that appeared before me—before Faust, I’ll just claim that name for myself—on that morning. It felt like waking up. A faint greenish shimmer flickered on the right edge of the frame, but it didn’t disturb the overall impression. Everything was fine. Birds crossed the sky. Buzzards. It was spring then, full of anticipation, a new beginning, new experiences, everything wide open. Faust knew this landscape. It was the landscape of his childhood, the meadows he once ran through on his way home from school. Now they were here again. This beauty of nature, echoing a time of peace and carefreeness. The trees were putting on rich green. There were still spruces, firs, and larches. The tall grasses hid a paradise, protected it, coated it in thick growth. The pond meadows. Islands of grass floating on dammed water. You could walk on them as a child. Adults would have sunk through. You could lie there like in a bed. Your back pressed into the cool moss while the sun warmed your face. In the sky, a few white clouds drifted by—so peaceful. Eternities. The timeless bliss of beginnings, of all beginnings. The towering trees in the background stood tightly packed. Deep breaths of fir-scented air. The whispering of the alders. The waving of beeches. Birches stretched their feathers out in warning.


Then a train moved into view like a nimble snake, sweeping swiftly from the left toward the center. Nothing unusual. And yet something happened—something Faust had never seen in this image before. It looked as if a matchstick bent and snapped. But it wasn’t a matchstick. It was the train, its many cars twisting, groaning, shattering. A loud, violent, catastrophic convulsion. Then silence —that deceptive stillness after an explosion, as if nothing had happened. As if the film had frozen. But nothing froze. Maybe it was just the wish to stop time in the midst of disaster—to prevent it from getting worse. The wish to delete the seconds that shouldn’t have happened. To rewind. To live it again. To try it again. Back to the beginning. Always back to the beginning.


I look back. But time, as I had known it, wouldn’t rewind. It kept running. I hold on to that moment from childhood—a moment that seems to exist in variations—for a long time, until it begins to fade. Before the ultraviolet sadness and sharp pain return, I must invent new stories, remember as much as I can. I let Faust gather the images. For the first time, I believe he is capable of beginning a chronicle.


Faust thought he saw an animal —something like a poodle—vanish in fear into the shadows of the forest, just before the locomotive derailed. Because the tree trunks stood in staggered formation, the unfolding event flickered into view again and again, for seconds at a time. Image followed image, and in memory, a film began to form—one that would continue on its own, if not for the counterforce of doubt, of questioning, of fear, always circling a single image and freezing it: the image of the catastrophe Faust had seen as a child, the one that kept returning throughout his life. Everything that was still to come would only lead back to that one moment.


Lying still, condemned to wait. Time passing like a knife slicing through the scalp—cutting, cutting, cutting. No end. A steady pain. Every movement a fresh sting. I try to stop the spin by focusing on memory. I relieve the lymph pressure with imagination. As if it were a new dimension. These are images and stories that flicker like projections on an imaginary wall—appearing and fading again. They are attempted paths back into an old life, an unfinished life. A way to find orientation by walking backward. No timeline. Stepping on mosaic tiles. I only need to change direction. Not forward —backward. With ever more detail. That will bring steadiness to whatever might have happened—or very likely did happen.


I watch myself. I see Faust leaning back, looking around his apartment as if seeing it for the first time. Holes in the walls from old wall plugs where pictures used to hang. Now, the walls are bare. Memories taken down. Tentative touches. No one had prepared him for what was coming. There is no final line to draw. Everything must unfold anew. Searching for the breaking points where the old life gave way to the new. There always has to be a beginning.


Everything began in the northern suburb. Really, in a village. A few old thatched-roof houses still stood from a time when farmers worked the fields and meadows. In the sixties, the people were grounded, honest, lived sustainably without knowing the term. They wore clothes that weren’t fashionable but practical. Everyone knew each other—from errands, from meetings at the post office, the savings bank, or the weekly market. No room for secrets. That’s how idyllic it was in the place where Faust grew up.


The village lay between city and countryside. The silver subway trains stretched out like tentacles, trying to draw the residents into the restless life of the metropolis. For a long time, the village resisted. With meadows, ponds, and swamps, it held back the tide of modernity already rising. The perfect place for a childhood—enchanted, storybook-like. A museum-village, as Faust remembered it. The people loved their calm lives, enjoyed nature, and were curious enough to visit the city now and then—for the cinema, for theater, for other amusements. But not too often. The intact world kept to itself.


Only later did that containment breed protest, a kind of tension that, like a stretched tendon, snapped in the leap into the adventurous center of the city. So it was no surprise that, in the eighties, the exodus began. Many of the youth tasted the fruit of knowledge and never returned. The city center promised a new life. It was always within reach —you only had to move into a smaller, more expensive apartment.


Yes. That’s how it was.


It’s been a long time. I remember it with a touch of pain.


My inner ear hums. That’s how it might have been. Perhaps. Life in paradise was lost. The slides rattle beneath the magnifying lens. Back then, when everything was still in order—when I was uninjured, free of the dizziness, the spinning in my head. I can imagine it truly was that way. New images rise before my eyes, continuing the story.


Faust moved away—away from the meadows and woods at the city’s edge and into the very center. With the move, it felt like everything had changed. The past could be erased, reset to the beginning.


New, too, was the young woman at his side. She had caught him off guard. It all happened very fast. He was surprised when she lay in his arms. But he welcomed how naturally he stepped into the role of lover. A game with experiences neither of them yet had.


Greta—with her old German name—was engaged and in love with him. She carried herself like a young Frenchwoman, prone to unpredictability, indulging her moods, enticing and retreating. She introduced Faust to the world of scent. Seduced him with short skirts and long legs.


Faust had met Greta almost by chance —at the edge of a student party. She was younger than he was, open, unpretentious. Other men also found her attractive, danced with her—including her fiancé, whom she soon left. That should have been a warning. She had a beautiful face, long straight blond hair, almost Swedish, a voice slightly too high, that dropped into something sultry when she lowered it.


Faust couldn’t say who spoke first—whether it was she or he. The beginning was too tangled. They liked each other and yet kept pushing each other away. They exchanged a few lines—nothing special. And then she was gone, lost in the wide space of the party.


Faust was tired of drifting from one brief relationship to the next, tired of always trying again. This time, he didn’t want to make the same mistakes. He had no idea if Greta was the right one. But he didn’t give up. He searched for her, found her again. They talked—awkwardly—about cars. Faust only rode a bicycle. She drove a silver Volkswagen, a “Lucky Beetle.”


He saw the car parked on the street and tucked a note with a heart and his phone number under the windshield wiper. And she actually called the next day. He asked if they could meet, and she said, “Yes. I want that.”


This city had special places for people falling in love. There was the river, smelling of the high seas, of distant journeys. The gulls overhead. And the great inner lake, offering the illusion of nature and still water.


Faust invited her for a walk across bridges and along canals. She agreed. Everything was suddenly simple. They kissed at a place called. “Teufelsbrück” (Devil’s Bridge), which, for them, seemed more like heaven.


Few witnessed this beginning. Faust had only a handful of friends—two, maybe three at the time. University friends, no longer childhood companions. He found it dull to be around people who added nothing new to his life. Greta had a small circle of girlfriends. She usually consulted them on all important matters—but not this time. As if there was something sacred to protect, something that words might damage. Once it became known they were together, nothing could stop them.


When Greta missed a date, Faust swore he’d never wait for her again. And yet he stood at her door with flowers, professing his love. It was a long game that ended with two winners.


It was followed by years of long, sleepless nights. On some days, Faust’s heart would race from too much coffee —like he’d just finished a marathon. Back then, nobody used the word burnout. But there was an obsession —to make the world better. That was the real fuel behind the hardship. A future where everything would come easier. Like love. Like sunshine. Like heaven.


Strictly speaking, he couldn’t recall the feeling clearly anymore. When he changed his position, he saw images—but no voices, no sharp faces. Only outlines. Like memories of half-remembered dreams.


What did she look like, back then —Greta, if that was her name? She was a truly beautiful woman. His thoughts skipped quickly between images from those early days—Greta in a slide frame, on paper, a voice on magnetic tape, fragments of video. Yes, she was always there.


And it all happened so fast. Greta and he married. No one warned them. Everyone just watched. At dinner on the Süllberg, where her family held their few big gatherings, Faust gave Greta a ring. Her father gave an awkward speech—less about the couple than about the blessings of nuclear energy, inspired, though not instructed, by his future son-in-law’s scientific work. The country, he said, needed to become a global driver of innovation once more. The guests, mostly friends of the couple, stared awkwardly and silently at their plates. It was the time of the “Brokdorf protests”. Later, her father would say that the era had simply lacked vision.


At that time, Faust had already passed a first major exam at the university. He was preparing his dissertation on antimatter—a specialized field in nuclear physics, increasingly relevant for understanding the microcosm, and also the universe. Greta helped—fetching books from the library, copying articles from journals, translating and writing letters on his behalf. She had started studying mathematics and planned to become a high school teacher. But now she faced a decision: continue her studies, or choose the classical role of mother. Until then, she’d considered it outdated to give up her independence for a relationship. But slowly, her perspective shifted. Some of her friends were disturbed by this and withdrew. Others didn’t mind. They, too, had long-term relationships and hoped to start families.


Life never moves in a straight line. Always in curves, around corners. Sometimes into dead ends. You just can’t stop. You mustn’t freeze, stumble, or fall.


It took another year before the young couple moved into a larger apartment. Their new home had three rooms, which they set up as a bedroom, a living room, and a shared study. The small kitchen held a table and two chairs. From the bedroom window, you could see a green courtyard. In the shadow of the buildings, actual tall trees grew. From the front, from the study, you could see the subway line running across a steel frame. About every ten minutes, a screeching train shattered the harmony of the classical façades across the street, only to disappear again into a sea of rooftops stretching to the horizon. On some days, Faust enjoyed the change of rhythm the passing trains brought to his window.


On weekends, they sometimes visited her parents. His own had already passed away a few years earlier. Greta’s parents lived in a suburb of the city—“Friedrichsruh“. It took them nearly an hour by car to reach the quiet neighborhood lined with centuries-old houses, surrounded by greenery.


Greta’s father had served as an officer in the last war and often shared stories over Sunday lunch about battles in the Caucasus. Greta defended his war talk. He had to work through it, she said. That had always been his way, for as long as she could remember. His grandest tale —shared only on special occasions—was about the decision he claimed to have made “together with God”: to forge a leave pass, which spared him from being sent to Stalingrad. Faust knew such an act could have been punished with death for desertion.


Now the father was old, devoted to his garden, his wife, and his daughter. Maybe, just a little, to his son-in-law. But Faust was never sure.


I can be anything I want, if I just will it. I imagine it. My thoughts shape my world. I see the dark room when I close my eyes, slowly rotating around me. Or maybe it’s the metal near my head, pulsing, drawing me into the spin. Illusion is part of my thinking, part of this long life that keeps turning, folding into itself.


Wagner, now a friend to them both, met with Faust regularly at their favorite restaurant near “Klosterstern”. They talked about the macro and microcosmos, debated the forces that moved the universe—without gaining even a flicker of clarity. Wagner had no girlfriend. He was five years older than Faust and carried the air of a perpetual student. He smoked one cigarette after another and loved playing video games deep into the night. Faust sometimes joined him. They played a popular game at the time, all about discovering and conquering alien worlds. The graphics were poor —but at least in their imagination, they reached places science couldn’t yet touch.


The bedroom windows in their new apartment opened onto the backyard. An old red brick façade, punctuated with windows draped in yellow curtains. The bed was positioned so Faust, lying on his back and turning his head slightly, could see the sky.


Greta’s mother often pressured her to put off her studies in favor of starting a family. “You can always become a teacher later,” she’d say. And the more she repeated it, the more Greta felt she was meant to follow that path. But she kept it to herself for a long time.


It was during this time —while Faust was writing a paper on Paul Dirac, the discoverer of the anti-world—that Greta asked him, seemingly out of nowhere, if they should have a child.


Faust reacted immediately —almost brusquely. She had asked him at his desk. His desk, which at that moment felt like an extension of the universe itself. What did she expect him to say? A child? Out of the question. It was clumsy of her, he said, to bring up something so unromantic, right there in his workspace.


But Greta had been thinking about it for a long time. Everything had seemed so perfect, so harmonious, as if leading toward that possibility. After his rejection —of what should have been a mutual dream—she quietly left the room and spent the rest of the day in the bedroom. She cried, stared at the brick wall, cried again, gazed out at the silent windows across the courtyard, and made a decision.


The next day came the first accusations. Greta felt stifled by her husband's self-absorbed behavior. When she poured his coffee in the morning, she’d mutter, “You’re heartless. A loner.” And when he encountered her in the bathroom at night and tried to touch her, she pushed him away, saying, “What’s the point anymore?”


The dissertation loomed over his little world like a shadow. Paul Adrien Maurice Dirac, born August 8, 1902, in Bristol, England, the second of three children—raised under conditions that today would be called precarious. It was the father who made life hard. Discipline and order were his only values, and harsh punishment the means to uphold them. No compromises, no familial warmth. Faust saw himself reflected there, feeling equally incapable of giving a child the emotional security it would need. Dirac’s fate was a clear warning. It was no surprise that the physicist never found comfort in human closeness. And the more absurd and unreasonable Greta’s insistence on having a child seemed to Faust, the more he admired Dirac’s cool distance. It was said that outside his work, Dirac cared about exactly three things: Chopin’s waltzes, Mickey Mouse, and the singer Cher.


He explained the world of electrons by proposing the existence of the anti-electron. Everything that is, is defined by what is not. A simple and beautiful formula that redefined all existence and relationships.


Greta had stopped speaking to Faust. She withdrew more and more, spent time with her friends, looked for distraction beyond the walls of their shared apartment. Faust, meanwhile, wrote like a man possessed, day and night. He tried to position Dirac as the father of an opposing world. This counter-world, he argued, might one day hold the answers to the great questions of humanity. Just as Einstein had fractured the spacetime continuum, Dirac had laid the groundwork for alien phenomena. And as Faust wrote this, he was disturbed by the thought that his professor might tear the work to shreds. He was possibly risking his young, hopeful career. But Faust wrote in a trance—as if pouring his own warped path through life into the paper.


How little scientific effort helped with the problems of everyday life became clear when everything turned out differently than expected.


He left the university a little early that afternoon. On his way to the train station, in the crowd, he spotted a head of flowing blond hair —and then her entire silhouette. Greta hadn’t seen him. Faust followed, boarded the same train car, watched her profile through the shoulders of other passengers. She was speaking to a man Faust didn’t recognize. He wanted to say something, but she was too far away. And he didn’t want to ruin the fragile suspense of the moment with some clumsy move. Like a detective, he observed. Greta looked cheerful, engaged. She spoke with this stranger longer than she had spoken with Faust in the past two weeks. It was staggering.


At that moment, Faust realized what he had lost. His stomach went hollow. He could have walked away then—off the train, out of this shared life. But he couldn’t. He stayed, as if tied in place, clutching the railing. The train stopped. The well-dressed stranger stepped off, said goodbye with a smile, maybe even a compliment. A kiss as punctuation. Greta smiled, waved.


And then, just as the doors closed again, she saw him.


She called his name across the compartment. Faust felt caught, exposed—but also, somehow, hopeful. He made his way toward her, past passengers. Then he kissed her —too wildly—but she didn’t resist.


They got off at their stop, ran down the stairs, down the street, up the next stairwell, into their apartment—nervous, breathless, kissing with the urgency of electricity. Wordless, half-undressed, they collapsed into bed. He lay on his back. She sat on top of him. And for a few minutes, he had the sky. Or what passed for it.


But the sky was pale. No blue.


Messengers from the depths of space rain down upon Earth, creating particle –antiparticle pairs that vanish again moments later into nothingness. These particles are scouts, telling us stories about past and future.


A beautiful final thought, Faust decided. He wanted to remember it. Write it down quickly. He got up, went to his study.


The moment he resumed writing, the spell was broken.


The sentence seemed as hollow as the act with his wife.


Days passed. Faust didn’t think about submitting his dissertation. He read a lot. Spoke too little with Greta, who lost herself in the rhythms of household life.


It’s said, by some, that putting your left foot out of bed helps stop the dizziness. I’ve tried that many times. But I’m not sure if my thought ever made it all the way to my foot. It felt like it touched the ground and slowed everything spinning around me—until I realized it wasn’t the world turning outside me, but inside my head. I pulled the leg back in, curled it up. I thought I was lying on my back, but I was on my side. Today, I lie motionless, only in thought. In memories that help me hold on, help me find my place in the coordinates of space and time.


It was just before Easter. They were out with friends at their favorite restaurant near Klosterstern—one with long tables perfect for larger groups. The place, now run brilliantly by a Turkish owner, had become their second home outside the apartment. Through the windows, you could see the street. No one could enter without being seen. The restaurant offered protection from unpleasant surprises. The menu was still purely Italian.


As Faust reached to pour his wife some wine, she gently refused. A triumphant smile followed his well-meaning gesture.


“I’ll have to hold off,” she said. And when he didn’t understand, she added, “at least for the next few months.”


His hand froze mid-motion. He set the bottle down. He felt caught off guard, ambushed. And he knew instantly that the space around him no longer offered safety. In front of their friends, he couldn’t overreact. He had to stay in character.


OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
Matthias-Johannes Fischer

Living Forever

The Chronicles tient Faust






OEBPS/nav.xhtml




		Table of Contents



		1. Memories fate



		2. The Deal



		3. The Beginning Is Always the End



		4. Changes



		5. Seduction



		6. Something departs or arrived



		7. God, the river and the witch



		8. Witches’ Sabbath



		9. NYC - Temptations



		10. The Archdemon



		11. Elysium



		12. The laboratory



		13. Liquid iron



		14. Live for my sake



		15. Crystals in My Head



		16. Rotary



		17. Epilogue instead of prologue



		18. Notes and citation references



		Further Information



		About the “Living Forever” Project



		About the author



		Copyright









Page List





		5



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		194



		195



		196



		197



		198



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		212



		213



		214



		215



		216



		217



		218



		219



		220



		221



		222



		223



		224



		225



		226



		227



		228



		229



		230



		231



		232



		233



		234



		235



		236



		237



		238



		239



		240



		241



		242



		243



		244



		245



		246



		247



		248



		249



		250



		251



		252



		253



		254



		255



		256



		4











