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Introduction


On sense and nonsense or on the sense of senselessness or on the sense of nonsense.


One foolishness is not good, two foolishnesses are not necessarily better, unless they try to out(trump) each other negatively or, to put it another way, they try to compensate for each other, a kind of upside-down complete compensation deal in such a way that both decompensate in the sense of not becoming even worse but disappearing together in unison.


Whether that makes sense remains to be seen. But sense is one of those things. Even in nonsense there is at least (linguistically) sense, to a certain extent the sense of not making sense, not andsense but nonsense.


Why has language never invented the word andsense? Hard to explain! Because in a common, pardon, hardly general way there are sometimes two senses in one thing. We are quite content to find one sense in a thing; at most, by using all our senses, it may be possible to elicit several senses from a thing, the sense of touch to be felt, the sense of hearing to be heard, a sense of feeling that cannot be grasped, and so on.


But all this seems senseless (or senseLess, perhaps Sense(less)).


SenseLess, the sense is perhaps a lot as in a draw, sometimes to be found in a thing, often not, just like a lot. (Translator's note: this is a play on the German word 'los' which means 'less' and 'lot in a draw' but it can't be translated directly into English).


Sense-less. That makes more sense. Someone has unhooked the sense of a thing, like you unhook a moored boat, and both sense and boat are soon gone. A boating sense, if that makes any sense. Still there but gone, just no longer there, pardon no longer here but (somewhere) still there.


So if something is sense less, pardon, senseless, that is, without sense, how can it make double sense? A nothing can hardly be doubled, something that is senseless can hardly be doubly senseless, more senseless. Senseless can only mean that the sense is no longer so solid, will soon disappear, be completely gone and haste is required to grasp it before it is even more loose, completely loose, that is, completely gone.


Senseless, that is, something without sense and in a double sense. Does that make (at least one(1)) sense? To make one out of nothing would be a magic trick, to make one out of a double sense would be an inestimable loss. A sense of loss, pardon a loss of sense.


This digression made little sense, perhaps even no sense at all.


Senseless, double sense? That makes no sense at all. Why would it make sense to look twice at something that doesn't even exist?


An empty plate doesn't get any fuller if we look at it twice. And it is absolutely senseless or absurd or even nonsensical to look twice at something that is not there. At some point, we (or our senses) will think that we have been deceived, that we (via the sometimes senseless path of our senses) have tricked ourselves, so to speak.


In a figurative sense, there is something of these thoughts in the following stories.


Two main protagonists ‒ the lone fighter Uhlenspiegel, but with the army of his mischievous thoughts ‒ meets the armies of the numerous Schilda citizens (rather less or let's say more neutrally armed with other thoughts).


Is such an encounter sensible? Is it perhaps senseless? Or does it perhaps make at least double sense, an and-sense, if not multiple sense?


All this remains open, just as we should go through life with open senses in order to recognize what makes sense or even to discover a hidden sense in an adventurous way - to find out where there is a (the) sense or whether it is simply missing, a kind of non-sense and in this sense as non-sense even less than nonsense, which exists somewhere, otherwise it would not be nonsense.


To summarize or to sum up the sense: everyone has to find out for themselves whether it makes sense to read these stories or to bring Uhlenspiegel together with a village of Schilda citizens. That in turn would then make sense. In this way, every reader would make sense of these stories (pardon interpret sense into them) where there was no sense before and it would have made sense (for everyone) to write or read these stories.


However, they should approach the sense and nonsense of these stories unencumbered (meaning already encumbered with sense but equipped with unencumbered senses).


With this in mind: lots of sense enjoyment.


*PS.1: Topical note


Perhaps this explains the phenomenon of dictatorships that is emerging again today. A single person (but with almost absolutely immovable sense) is confronted with a huge mass of people whose senses are rather dulled. A constellation that not only makes no sense, but makes (pardon contains) an incredibly dangerous sense. More than nonsense, much more, the strongest nonsense there can ever be.


PS.2: Reading recommendation


It may make sense to read only one story a month, or it may not make sense to read more than one story a month. That's why this book contains twelve stories. If you feel like reading more, you can of course read all twelve stories in one day instead of just one story a month.


You will want to get to the stories at last. Here you go. Have fun.
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1.


Forward-looking penitence


It so happened that Uhlenspiegel didn't know what to do with himself and the world on a Sunday and decided without further ado to do the same thing that very few people did on such a day. He thought he would meet his own kind, where there were few, these few had to be like him somehow, because there were not many of his kind on the globe.


He stepped out of the house indifferently and saw a not inconsiderable number of Schilda citizens hurrying towards the nearest inn. Towards them, like red-hot salmon, a few were making their way in the opposite direction. Uhlenspiegel followed them, although the pleasant smell of alcohol and the sound of the first chicken frying almost caught up with him. And who knows what Uhlenspiegel would have decided if these scents had reached his nose in time. As it was, he suddenly found himself standing in front of the church in Schilda, its entrance wide open like the mouth of the whale that had eaten Jonas.


From inside, the first sounds of the organ floated outside, mingling with incense and the occasional familiar sound of one coin falling on another.


Where money is concerned, it's good to follow the sound, thought Uhlenspiegel and stepped inside the huge old walls. A few souls remained huddled together on worm-eaten wooden benches and the priest stood in front in dark purple splendor with his neck proudly stretched, straight as a measuring stick.


When the singing began, Uhlenspiegel thought he could hear even fewer people than there actually were. The heavy organ sounds weighed like lead on the despondent voices of the penitent. Then the priest began. He made continuous signs in the air with his hands so that Uhlenspiegel thought he was painting pictures and had forgotten his brush and easel in his haste. His voice was well-rounded from years of excessive incense and his eyes, although they could hardly really see anything, looked like the eyes of an eagle that had spotted a victim.


From time to time, Uhlenspiegel heard words that he did not understand, a language that was old-fashioned to him. Then he heard the priest's speech all the more clearly again, and those present huddled together even more under his words as if they had to take cover so as not to be hit on the head by his skillful articulations. At the climax of the speech, the priest broke off and ran through the rows of pews with a tin in which coins were bouncing up and down.


Uhlenspiegel found himself in a quandary: he had no money in his pockets, nor had he seen a sign at the front door stating that admission was charged. In no time at all, the priest was standing in front of Uhlenspiegel with the full force of his body.


Everything here looks like a whale, thought Uhlenspiegel, the church with the cracked open door and now the priest, his face glowing red, standing in front of him with his mouth wide open.


Uhlenspiegel stretched out his hand and dropped something soft into the slot. The priest's eyes began to sparkle, missing the familiar jingling of the coins. Uhlenspiegel leaned over to the priest and whispered something in his ear. Soon the priest's face brightened. He unscrewed the lid of the tin and told Uhlenspiegel to reach in and take out a few coins so that he could eat something later at the inn, as he had thrown all his money, a colorful paper bill with endless numbers from a distant Arab country, into the box.


Uhlenspiegel took a liking to the whole affair; in his unrestrained imagination he could think of no other profession that suited his tastes better. One could walk around in elegant clothes, wallow in incense, paint all sorts of pictures in the air and, on top of that, give the audience a good talking to and, what struck Uhlenspiegel most strangely and pleasantly, they paid you money for being able to recite their list of sins to you. In the course of his life, Uhlenspiegel had long since discovered that where there was a top, there was also a top above it, and above this top there was another top, just like a ladder with endless rungs that eventually disappeared into the clouds of the sky.


He got himself some clothes that shone more than the priest's robes, adorned himself here and there with gold amulets, put his head under a venerable black hat and decided to pay the priest a visit.


Early one sunny morning, he rang the doorbell of the priest's house. The clergyman was extremely surprised by the visit, no news had reached him, otherwise there would certainly have been a princely meal with exquisite delicacies on the table.


Heaven bless you for your good intentions, Uhlenspiegel said unctuously. And so that it doesn't stop at good intentions, because you know that not only words but also deeds are weighed in gold in heaven, hurry to ask the housekeeper to coax the best dish from the kitchen, because this is how prophetic messengers have always been treated, as described everywhere in our thick book.


You could see that Uhlenspiegel had prepared himself well, at the word of the prophetic messenger the priest disappeared in a deeply bowed posture, it was a long time before he returned, the first fine odors were already clinging to his robe.


It troubles me, continued Uhlenspiegel, that you intend to deceive your superiors, he suddenly began.


The priest was frightened as hell, but one couldn't tell from his face whether there was a reason for it.


How is it that Your Highness assumes such a thing? he asked back boldly.


It is not up to me, replied Uhlenspiegel, to give you an answer. The deception will be found out. Tell me first whether you are the one in charge of the collection boxes.


The priest nodded somewhat hesitantly.


Fine, continued Uhlenspiegel, then you will be prepared to give all the money that is in the collection box so that I can bring it to the church myself.


Certainly, if Your Highness commands it.


That's where the deception lies! Uhlenspiegel shouted, there's a worthless piece of paper in the box that you think is a huge Arab banknote. Now the priest was really startled. There really was a prophetic messenger standing in front of him, how else could he know about the banknote? And he probably also knew that he wanted to take his own share of this small Arab treasure.


Uhlenspiegel told him to open the box. In fact, the piece of paper turned out to be nothing but an Arab banknote with an infinite row of numbers.


I will give you the opportunity to ask pardon for your transgression, Uhlenspiegel told the trembling clergyman.


The trembling would not stop. All his life he had talked about prophets, clairvoyants and the like, but when he suddenly saw with his own eyes that someone could look into a sealed box and, what's more, read thoughts, he was terrified; he had never thought that such things could really happen.


Uhlenspiegel looked him sharply in the eye and snatched the piece of paper. He read out the long series of numbers meaningfully.


I will tell you the requirement for penance, said Uhlenspiegel. You are to pay the number I have read out to you to the church, but not with strange Arab coins, but with our familiar local gold coins.


The priest swallowed, which is why Uhlenspiegel felt compelled to dig more deeply.


All you have to do is preach your sermon more clearly, mention purgatory a little more, hold up a mirror to the transgressions of your flock and you will realize that the box is filling up faster than you can hear, the coins are jingling faster than your ears can distinguish their sound. And what you are unable to collect in this way, you should pay out of your piggy bank. You know best that everyone has to pay for their own mistakes.
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