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About the book:


The postmodern, dystopian novel "Achilles" brings to culmination any man-made threat: the obliteration of the United States by nuclear missiles. In the middle of it all: NSA hacking specialist Seneca, strategist Dogen, and superhuman Achilles.


What is the significance of these three people with regard to this approaching apocalypse and what is the significance of Baba Yaga, Helena and Calisto? The escape to Mexico is apparently the only solution. Will this escape succeed?






"U.R.A. Fever."


The Kills


Album: Midnight Boom, 2008





Chapter 1


A mute button that you would have to hold down, that, if it had been invented, you would have to hold down, with a sensitive, shimmering, noble surface and a half-millimeter recess at the round transition between the surface and the button. It would give slightly at first, then you would feel a minimal resistance at the fingertip before you pressed it through and could release it after a light, delicate clicking sound was heard.


A mute button for the world and life and for all people around.


When people rush past you, rushed, chased by work, overstretched by private life, sexless, frustrated, coerced by working hours that are neither subordinate to a biological rhythm nor springing from nature, but rather prescribe it, dictate it, direct life. One is guided through the days like a blind animal in a labyrinth, with cables and diodes sprouting from one's brain, like alfalfa sprouting in a sprouting plate, kept awake by stick blows like a dog, then the time has come to stand still and listen up. One feels like salmon writhing against the current, jumping, swimming and diving nutrientlessly punishingly towards death. When salmon stop eating, starving themselves to death, on their long way to the mountains, always towards the rapids, their organs liquefy and become only breeding grounds. They incubate their eggs inside themselves and neglect their organ function, genetically dissolving the specific organs into a mush and re-functioning them into food, into energy. These organs are only usable for energy production and therefore the body must subsequently die after the grueling journey. The salmon has no other purpose than swimming and breeding.


We give up our humanity to follow a function, like the salmon. It is a program, a simple program.


A mute button is enough to make us go quiet. You only see, you look into the faces, you don't even contort your own anymore.


Closed faces, as if cast from wax.


Mute.


The brightly lit Singapore in mute position.


The snowy New York. The foggy Paris. Sydney. Seoul. The dry Ouagadougou. The ever-growing like a tumor, ever-changing outside, modern Dubai. All silence. No one speaks. Everything rushes by in silence. A flaw in the system?


Just pictures, high pixelated, ultra HD in real life. Real-life HD, so to speak. And three-dimensional.


We see the desert sand of the Mojave in the long shot, faded in from the white.


On the left a road on which only in the distance a blue car disappears. Then again silence, but no mute silence, but simple natural, real and original silence. There are no large gatherings of people here that could have caused unrest. There are only isolated people here, because the habitat is rather hostile to life. The blue sky shines in the long shot and in Ultra HD as blue as if it had been post-processed, as if it had been digitally retouched, but that is not the case.


A first class Lightroom image.


Of course, you do not hear nothing.


You can hear the wind brushing lightly over the sand and the creak of an old signboard glowing forlornly in the sun, indicating nothing except an arrow pointing far out. On the right, just beyond the nonexistent curb, as the road drops straight down without a transition, mixing with the sand toward the desert, lie three worn truck tires. Why not four?


The sign, however, seemingly points to the entire desert, a nonsensical, mute joke in its simplistic, unsightly, dull display weathered by the sun.


Shooting practice seems to have been held at the sign.


For practice purposes, it was hit and sifted through several times. Perforated, the shield stands as if waiting and through the holes shines heroic and relentless sun.


It looks like bleak finality. Like hopeless finality and like the end of time, but it always does in the Mojave Desert anyway. From long shot, the image flows to the right, tilting slightly over the sand, which swirls a bit as the camera approaches the ground.


Then a half-total.


We look into a face.


Shortly after: Cut.


Now only the eyes are visible.


A drop of sweat rests on the forehead, which only gains further meaning in its decisiveness through a downward movement. Thus the sweat becomes temporal. Image for image.


60 frames per second.


The image is almost unnaturally sharp.


The sun glistens in the bead of sweat that makes its way down his cheek and catches on his three-day beard.


We see the beard, the pores, the prominent chin. Then a zoom on the nicely curved lips for a guy.


Between his lips is a cigarette, which now, with the camera on it, is pulled out of his mouth by one hand, held between thumb and forefinger, and the smoke leaves the camera fogged.


The young man exhales, the heat flickers over the grayish asphalt of the street, the smoke pours out of his lungs. He holds his other hand protectively in front of his eyes.


Half-length shot.


The guy is leaning against a white Chrysler Dodge Ram 3500 SLT with the 5.9 liter diesel engine.


It is not entirely white; a charmless, dusty, ugly gray decorates the sides of the car.


You hear a splashing sound. It's not coming from the guy standing casually waiting by the Dodge. The camera turns briefly to the right and shows how a trickle darkens the dry, barren asphalt. It decorates the road like a marbling.


"You piss like a horse!" says the smoking guy to the pissing fellow in the cowboy hat.


The scorching sun over the desert pushes the heat relentlessly onto the rocks and into the sand, adding only a few streaks to the pale washed-out colors of the plain, like a fever heat in which one bathes like a Phoenix rising.


Like cremated spirits, you feel walking around out here for just a few hours, drenched in sweat, dull and heavy. There are people who die here. There are people who overestimate themselves and just die here, fall down and are dead and no one can find them in this wasteland. No one can help.


"No one will help you" you hear a croaking voice from inside the car.


The words are meant for the man on the roadside.


The guy with the cigarette takes one last drag on the stub, then flicks it across the road into the sand and between the rocks. A brief glint appears, then all that's left is smoke, which soon dies away.


"Go ahead, stow your thing," it croaks from the car. You can see in close-up a huddled creature in the shadow of the seatback in the back of the Dodge. The face is hidden behind a large white hat brim. You can't yet see that he is of Asian descent. His passport claims his name is Dogen and he feels more American than some, or so he thinks. He is convinced he is a patriot, but one who opposes the system, yes, very much so, he does, but inside, he is more than willing to stand up for his country, his nation, if not as cannon fodder, not as a foot soldier, but in the background, as a string puller, as a Brain, as a Mind, as part of a think tank, as one of those who think strategically. Dogen is a reliable strategist, without a doubt. Not for nothing had the government recruited him three years ago, as a defense analyst, that is, a highly paid computer specialist, to protect highly secret government projects.


The one who buttons his pants goes by the euphonious name of Seneca.


Seneca stuffs his shirt into his pants, sighs, and opens the Dodge's dusty door, hoists himself inside, and drops into the seat like a wet sack.


"I think we can finally move on," he says, nodding to Achilles, who is now no longer leaning against the radiator, nor has he lit another cigarette.


Achilles somewhat sullenly suggests that he is in command here because, after all, he is the driver.


Seneca's eyes betray impatience.


Achilles instruction is not tempered, his determined will is directive decree, for he is the golden god, the goddesses of fate would say, he is the master brain; his instructions are godlike prescription, and although Dogen may outdo him strategically, and in a way that few are capable of understanding, understand complexities that no normal human brain can any longer perceive, Achilles remains the one who appears so utterly supernatural, superhuman, that one meets him with natural awe.


This is a stratosphere of abstract thought that has no meaning here in the midst of nothingness, the desert sands far from man, for square miles. Here, men are just sweating, carbon dioxide exhaling beings trying to get out of the 124,000 square kilometer no man's land, the almost masterless area of wasteland.


Somewhere on the northbound Kelso Cima Road, Dogen leans forward, adjusts his hat, and asks the two radio-listening figures in the front of the Dodge how long it might be before they reach the Mojave Freeway farther west, then, abruptly changing the subject, whether Calisto had also told them the story about the bear. Achilles shakes his head, barely noticeable, but lights another cigarette and expectantly blows the pale smoke upward toward the ceiling of the car. Unprompted, his story then follows: Calisto in Saqqaq, Greenland. The strait, the thick hiking boots on the jetty. The gangplanks wet and partly rotten, partly already broken or broken out.


A wave.


Then she roamed around the hamlet, which consisted of red wooden cottages, snapping the branches from all angles with her Sony camera.


Hours later.


You can see Calisto running through the raging blizzard, disoriented in the howling wind, naked fear running through her petite body, turning to frostbitten panic when she saw the figure in front of her, not twenty yards away.


The beating of the heart in her temple, the stubbornly persistent pain potentiated by the shrill cold that seemed to obliterate all nerves like the embers of a forged knife and the laborious circulation of blood, laborious, heartbeat after heartbeat.


The snow goggles.


All unclear.


Dark shadow.


Then the irrepressible, paralyzing certainty: a bear. It is a bear. A polar bear. This grayish-white figure. Calisto alone in her disorientation, without direction, without zenith, and yet at the highest point of her accumulated experience, accumulated, absorbed, and yet empty in that moment. The figure did not turn, it did not advance. The bear seemed static.


Calisto confused. Thoughtless.


Without movement, as if iced over.


Then Calisto saw that the bear was lying prone in front of her in the snowstorm.


Feelings of happiness in the skull. The body's own opioids and endorphins flowed through the veins. Hypothalamus and pituitary gland in action. Stimulating excitement, activation of all muscles and tendons.


This body was still warm.


Calisto on her knees in the snow.


She looked around. No village visible, just a gray 360-degree wall. She saw herself pulling her knife out of the leather sheath she had taken with her for emergencies. Her stab into the bear's body. Red blood flowed onto the white snow - a beautiful picture, she thought.


Poetic nature.


An aesthetic overall picture.


Conceptual.


She felt through the gloves how they seemed to soak up the blood and later she also felt the warmth of the blood. The bear indeed seemed to have died recently. Without hesitation, she ripped open the abdominal wall as if in a frenzy, pulling apart the fascia, the white-yellow underfat, more blood. Then she pulled the intestines out of the dead animal, pulling so hard that she tumbled backward as the intestines separated from the body.


Then she tried to break the rib cage bones but did not succeed. Powerless, she looked at the bear in front of her, gutted but still warm. It was literally steaming. She squeezed into the abdominal cavity, pushing her head past the ribs into the interior.


Perception #1: Smell. Dead animal.


Perception #2: The taste of blood on her lips.


Iron taste.


Perception # 3: The warmth of the dead animal.


Perception # 4: The snowstorm like an alien being to the outside world, only slightly tangential to it. Beyond: The feeling of being protected from the storm and the cold.


So the petite Calisto survived inside the bear until the raging blizzard was over.


Last image: The figure covered in blood, like a red walking dot on the horizon, as it approached the red wooden houses. Expressive. Aesthetic. The sounds of her boots on the ice and snow. The red prints.


The camera moves back, back to the sea in a close-up and ends in a high-angle shot. Mute.


The camera in a combined oblique/obscure view from the back seat, focuses on our protagonist Achilles.


Achilles flicks his smoked cigarette out of the carriage window. You can see the wagon from above.


Camera in top shot mode.


Blur at the edges of the image.


Then the camera calmly moves over the Dodge. The image is large-scale in high-definition embedded in light brown shades.


Desert, boulders, stones.


Then he says, "What nonsense!"


High above them flies an eagle. No one has seen him. He is as if invisible.


A stealth eagle.






"Burning Thunder"


Lazer Lloyd


Album: Lazer Lloyd, 2015





Chapter 2


Eleven hours earlier.


There it burns. Ablaze with light. The great motionless, lifeless man. The desert, cooled a little in the night, is of dull darkness and only the man burns, his legs, firmly, heroically buried in the desert sand, standing securely like a hero waiting for an army to slaughter him. The arms? What about the arms? They were deliberately designed to be muscularly wiry and firm, even athletic, in order to portray the figure of, yes what, a Hercules with the broad-shouldered torso. And now he's on fire.
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