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About the book:


The fractured characters in the most famous big city and their mystical and at the same time trivial meeting in the New York life of the protagonist Idas Lynkeus describe a strange overall picture full of feelings, thoughts and ways of fate, which always find themselves in the thicket of art galleries and jazz evenings.


This novel draws character studies of people who experience life in Manhattan in an intense, reflective way and are on the trail of the meaning of their lives between sex, violence and drugs, in short, Eros and death.


Is it an escape into the individual itself or out of it?


Is it enlightenment, compulsion, or philosophical search for meaning as a means of escape?




What I need is a voice as penetrating as the glance of Lynceus, terrifying as the sigh of the giants, persistent as a sound of nature, mocking as a frost-chilled gust of wind, malicious as Echo’s callous scorn, with a compass from the deepest bass to the most melting chest-notes, modulating from the whisper of gentle holiness to the violent fury of rage.


Sören Kierkegaard, in: Either-Or (1843)





2004. New York.


5th Avenue.
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Why should everything be different?


No longer walking down the streets, down Fifth Avenue, when the drizzle has begun to fall in the evening. When people, wrapped in their trench coats, hurry through the night, searching, asking.


When they look at their watches to see when the next Subway is coming, and the somewhat chilled fear of possibly missing a date becomes palpable. Perhaps quite a few people are still walking through this rainy night, with beads of rain running down their already chilled cheeks, their hair hanging wet and sticky in their foreheads. The eyes are restless, like those of a tiger that runs around searching in a will-less city of departure.


Since we are already with the topic "will-less": It wasn't exactly as if I had deliberately set out to do it, but somehow Sue and I got into the church and had a little tryst there.


How should I describe it? Do we pick up where Sue and I met? No. That's too easy, too simplistic, and so clichéd that it makes you sick to your stomach. Maybe you prevent that by starting there: We entered the church. Outside, everything was dark. Our footsteps echoed through the spacious, venerable church.


I don't think anyone knows exactly what happened. How can one do this in the heat of the moment?


Sue looked over at me in the half-light.


I lifted her chin up to me and kissed her, urging her up the steps to the altar.


That was just under an hour ago.


If you listen hard, you can often still hear the sirens on the other side of the city, the cops on duty, a more than topsy-turvy world.


NYPD in all its glory.


You listen through the splashing of the rain, and you hear, surprisingly, the unusual quiet of the night, which seems to be quite unusual in a big city like this.


But still everything wraps itself in the gray variety of smells of rainy, hazy asphalt, where sometimes only, sporadically another person rushes past me.


When you smell the sweet smell of womanly perfume, hear the strong and pleasant rhythm of high-heeled shoes flying past you: tock, tock, tock, tock, there comes this pleasant feeling in me of being at home here.


If one looks at the sky, it seems at these moments like a blanket of dusty incomprehensibility; docilely one tolerates the existence of a gigantic city, whose extent actually disappears unknown in the feeling, not suspecting that it too once had a beginning, and as soon as every restlessness in hundred-year-old conversations, whispers, laughter, foolishness and nonsense will fall silent, only then will everything again enter into a new cycle, will major shareholders, millionaires and businessmen in black boss suits, with red ties will have disappeared from the scene, producers, manufacturers and industrial magnates in all their incomparable diversity and inner divergence will be lost in spirit, only as a misty memory in the minds of the new civilization.


Henceforth, a different law would apply, other hands would build what had once been unthinkable. Today, looking at the architectural composition of these huge skyscrapers rising from the sacred ground, like a smile of money and power, one feels the domination that prevails deeply rooted in the hearts of the men and women who have made the earth their subject.


But all of them have not understood what it is really all about. They live miles deep in a false, constructed world that will spit them out once they are no longer willing to be servants.


You can see the finely crafted windows that flag the walls of incredible facades in countless rows, and the towers that rise high and higher from the ground triumphantly into the rainy evening scenery.


Others have fallen, have been taken off the board like shaft towers, the twin towers, the white towers pulled down by lies.


Just yesterday I took part in a sightseeing, quite unexpectedly I became part of a group that carried me away in the stream of an inquisitive association of men and women who were looking at some important buildings of our city. Whether I had permission to do so or not, in the end I had somehow become part of this group and was amazed at the variety of embellishing words used to illuminate the ugly big skyscrapers in their historical pseudo-importance. There were even figures in Armani suits, with dark blue neckerchiefs or brown Lavallières with fine, beige duck foot pattern from Kashmiri fabrics, in short: In all discreet colors and accessories of a culture-joyful total excursion feeling.


But now everything is quiet. You walk a little away from the great nocturnal hustle and bustle of this city, where you still meet yourself, ask yourself where and whose and why?


Where you can still find a cozy spot in a corner of an old, quiet bar, so that you can read a few profound sentences in a small important booklet and then thoughtfully pull on a thick cigar and watch the rain at the windows and at the same time breathe in the sultry air of a pub and almost drown in your own revelry at the music. Many people do that. It's the purpose of life for many. It is decidedly strange.
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Now and then, high above the houses, buildings and skyscrapers, you hear the dull rumble of thunder. You don't see the lightning; the city is too connected to the sky for that, too much one with the height and cover of old high walls. And indeed: the skyscrapers are like walls. Threatening and all too often constricting and cold.


The ornaments of reality are often part of a pure visual interrogation of itself, and whether it actually becomes effective in one's own life, whether it unfolds in all regions of optical recognition is a question that is so unlikely to be answered. When the shadows blur in the rain, the colors of clothing smudge in the haze and repeatedly trace a movement, when streetwalkers and lawyers share the dark asphalt together in the evening, believe themselves to be able to determine themselves in mental aliases and knowingly in individual identification, and therefore then judge themselves and others, then captiousness is in the air, all this scares away the silence of a beautiful, rainy, soothing night.


What is the heart of a big city?


Has one ever wondered, is it rich enough in clarity and insight? Where the overtired night walkers and street walkers, giggling girls, dripping from the rain rushing home, to the center of metropolitan potentiality.


The heart of a major city is what?


Is it the oldest part of this city? Is it? Where the rotten doors and the crumbling old walls reflect age?


Half of all people are reactive people. In fact, it is not far from the truth. However, it seems that the active part is the city itself. Strangely enough. Yet it is always the city that brings up the force that directs and leads. It is not the seemingly leading spokesmen of large corporations....


Often you feel this breeze of reactive substance inside a person when he just passes you by. The duty of existence, the binding force of a temporal entanglement with the city and its inner order...
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As I cross the street, the asphalt seems slippery and reflective, in the distance I can still hear the roar of some cars, the water whipped up by tires. Here, several streets away from the center, it becomes a little quieter, the interval of sounds becomes fainter, immediately proximity becomes part of the accompanying feeling. Somewhere a few pubs are still open. Soft sounds reach my ears from far away, a melody, a mood of blues and Frank Sinatra.


As I approach the sounds, I feel a bit deflated, but bittersweet warmth greets me as I open the pub door. There are not many people left, most having left hours ago. Some sit comfortably warm, sleepy and yawning in front of their glass of wine, brushing off the day that lies long behind them.


Tomorrow, another day awaits.


At the very back in the dark corners I see some hippies squatting or half lying, peaceful, dog-tired, but happily turned towards the sounds of the live band. I want to stay only briefly, to warm up to the overall composition of these minutes of life. It is not the individual that counts, but the overall impression, this wonderful, overall play of human warmth, the friendliness that has become rare in the feeling of true brotherhood among people. Long ago, everyone should be at home, asleep, or leaning against large windows watching the quietly and steadily falling rain, or lying in bed, putting the warming blanket over the sleeping woman's bare shoulders, or stroking the strands of hair from her face...all that, for example. Or make love passionately.


But now we are sitting here. All of us, like individuals who have found each other in a cool, rainy night.


The bassist plucks his instrument, tired, but feeling awake, concentrated and present.


The pianist leans a little sideways with every sound, every stroke, throws his long blond hair back; his forehead wrinkled, attentive and sensitive. His eyes are closed, enjoying every key sound of jazzy special culture.


I almost feel connected to these clay creators on a rainy night.


Imperceptibly, the brunette waitress flits between the tables and sometimes you hear whispers from the dark corners.


The intensity of feeling rises up in me, it is such a feeling that sometimes takes hold of me when I am completely focused on a certain thing. That is very strange. Often you discover yourself in the process, if you let yourself go with it.


Outside it is still raining, I imagine what it is like to be outside now. Here it is warm and stuffy, the presence of these people here calms me.
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An hour later, I'm standing on the side of the road, listening to some cars driving down 66th Street towards Central Park. Somewhere a dog is barking. Seeing the mildness of such a rainy night, one beholds in agreement the smoothing effect of a tender touch?


Is that it? It is those moments in which, in the same breath, one senses, as it were, the cheerfulness of frugality. Do they understand me?


Maybe I am crazy?


Yesterday, when I participated in their sightseeing tour together with this group, I felt the approach of the city to my inner self, however, I wondered if it was really and actually possible for a city to evoke a feeling in a person, that sweet clear "I-am-part-of-this-city".


It was surely only imagination! Nevertheless: Where from only? The thought loses clarity, vividness.


The lucidity of that night takes hold of me. I walk down the empty street and I remember the lines of a song that I had not heard for a long time.


Any touch now would be too much, or I think that coming closer might have a calming effect on me right now, I don't know. Usually, I do not walk on such a night through the barren and meager streets of this big city, do not enter puny little bars, the stray attraction from inner contrast and slow movements within myself. Generally, I walk down the street, hearing my own footsteps, regular and uniform.


Maybe it would be a good idea if I called a cab, it would have a relieving effect on me.


Everything else is mind-numbing now at this hour in a barren, watery steppe of an oversized city of stone slab and mirror walls that tower in flight high into the darkness of night, hidden by day in the haze of traffic in the streets. I stop at an intersection.


There I recognize a figure, its posture, its movements are not foreign to me. Not a stranger. What is a non-stranger doing in this place? It is a ridiculous thought, which is very quickly discarded. I see his short black hair, his long black coat hanging wetly over his shoulders, heavy and weighing. Silently he looks into the puddles that have formed on the uneven road, lost in thought. Exhausted, he looks as if he doesn't know where to go. It's Edward. Hearing my footsteps, he looks in my direction. He recognizes me. We hug, Edward is a very good friend.


"Oh, what are you still doing at this hour in the cold of this night? It's chilly, it's damp and something good doesn't come out of this day," he says.


"I don't know. Maybe he just wanted to enjoy the peace and quiet," I reply, gazing up at the night sky, which is filled with dark clouds.


He looks into the puddles.


"What about you?" I ask.


"I wanted to go home, then thought it would be nice to listen to some more music. To switch off, clear my head. You know, it makes me feel like everything's fine," he says.


"Now? This late? I mean, is there still a band playing somewhere?"


"Maybe I don't want to go home..." he says, almost in a whisper, and then nods in response to my question.


The almost lightless street looks lost, the misty morning haze will soon move into the streets, covering the night. In the bright morning, the first rays of the sun will outline the large buildings like resting, waiting, abstract figures.


"Let's take a cab" I suggest.


Gratitude flashes in his eyes. Someone is speaking to him. He is glad, because he seems to be in a bad way.


Edward is a very good friend. We have already experienced a lot together; we have known each other since our early youth. He is like a brother to me. Always there for everyone. Present. Just present, interested.


Compassionate. And he rejoices with me when happiness blossoms.
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So we sit in the cab. Edward talks about his day, about the last events.


About women. He doesn't really prefer certain women, he loves all women. That's just the way he is. He doesn't want to talk to me yet about what's going on with him. But this is probably not the right time for it, so late in a rainy night. We are both tired, he knows it.


Thoughtfully, he plays with his hands, nervously and carelessly.


Sometimes he looks at me, and his eyes show that he is probably glad to have met me in the empty streets.


I remember a verse from the Bhagavad-Gita that says:


"He is in covenant with his self who conquers himself by his own strength; he lives in enmity with his self who succumbs to his impulses."


That is striking, sounds logical, sounds at least coherent, but has no substance. At least that's what Richard would say, but I'll tell you about that later.


Edward talks about himself and women. A beautiful colorful theme, colorful and dazzling, on a gray night in this city. To be in league? With what? With the self? What is that at all? Is it what exists outside of time and space? Or just that which connects everything?


Edward thinks it's all a bit complicated. I'm not so sure about that.


"Man is a performance animal when it comes to mentally dealing with things that far surpass him, entire populations struggle for knowledge, for understanding and ultimately only a small portion of them will be able to get to a far reaching change, if any. All abstract thinking is sometime only mental end in itself.


These are all such questions...


If we take part in it, that is, in a great swindle of world power, believing to be able to explain what cannot be explained and failing miserably at life anyway, when is there still cognition to be connected with a life in itself?" I say.


Edward nods.


"What do you mean by `scam of world power'?" he asks with raised eyebrows.


"Do you see the world as it is? Are you really looking?" I ask.


"Yes."


"Well, what do we see? It's not the earth per se. It's good, it's all neutral, that's not the point" I say, then look over at Edward, trying to see his reaction, "the point is that it's all just quite a movement of lies. In this decade, or century, or maybe even for millennia, the whole thing has always been for the benefit of the few, not the other way around, the higher-ups, the presidents, aren't they con artists in disguise, egomaniacs, dupes, with no clear lines, and then the scientists, aren't they the ones who today, like an inquisition, are doing everything they can to sell the dumbed-down herd called civilization for being even dumber than they've already been raised to be by the media?


At that time, people believed in religion, the one God; now they believe in science. Both are corrupt. The golden calf is being worshipped again, and then you seriously ask yourself: has humankind learned anything in the last thousands of years?


"Doesn't seem so" interjects Edward.


"And is it not the case that even today we no longer have true philosophers, but only copycats, imitators, intellectual dowry hunters who, by means of their lofty ideas, rather pursue intellectual ends in themselves? They satisfy their puffed-up ego."


Edward becomes thoughtful. I can see how it's straining him, how he's slumping. Not a good topic. No uplifting conversation. Only destruction of all illusions.


I watch the raindrops as they make their way along the windshield.


Then I say, "We'll be there soon." Edward nods.


We have always philosophized a lot, looked at the world, talked about it.


Have we understood them? Are we now sitting in a cab, a Yellow Cab, looking for the clear signs of God?


Edward looks at me, smiles. Then after a while he says:


"Are you still a journalist? I haven't read anything from you in the last few months."


"No, not quite-so actually yes and no-I'm now employed by another weekly magazine.


Better pay. An office job. Don't have to go out every day like the journalists to run through the rain and expose bad guys, or flush out corrupt politicians," I answer laconically.


Edward laughs.


"Oh yes, I know that...that can be found in any job". His eyes sparkle.


I don't remember what he did. That was never particularly easy, after all, he was always changing jobs, and not just from one newspaper to another, possibly even from one newspaper to a weekly magazine, which can be a more complicated matter, no, he, Edward, always managed to really jump from one world to another, to dive into a world with all his passion, searching, always discovering something new, deviating, dissident.


Diving instructor, curator, businessman.


"You are a dissident being" I once told him.


He laughed at the time, having just returned from Australia, "Dissident, then, is it?"


Now he lives here.
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We arrived at my street, we get out, pay the cab driver.


I look up: no lights are on, everyone is asleep.


It is a tall building, many modern apartments pile upwards towards the sky.


Edward holds his hand protectively over his eyes as he looks up. The rain has not let up.


Somewhat lost, we stand in the street. You can smell the moisture.


"Don't you want to come up for a Tsingtao beer?" I ask.


"No, no, I think it's better if I go now, but we could have lunch tomorrow if you have time." he laughs cheerfully. His kind of laugh.


My brother. My friend.


"Alright, I'll call you." I pat him on the shoulder. It still feels foreign.


Shortly thereafter, the heavy front door slams into the lock. Suddenly everything is different. The bright colors of the hallway shine out at me.


Probably it is a question of essence, everything is always a question of essence. Perception, interest, arbitrariness. When I hear my footsteps in the hallway, I have to think about how my evening went. It was strange to have met Edward.


A blonde beauty in a much too tight dress stalks past me on white much too high Manolo Blahniks. But she walks past me, smiling, teasing. Her eyes flashing as she rushes past me. Images form in my mind as a result.


Very naughty images. Impressively naughty.


When I arrive on the thirteenth floor and my apartment door closes behind me, I first put all my wet clothes in the bathroom, then I go to the wall-high windows and look out into the night, at the barely visible street. The main thing is that we have seen each other.
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