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			The story of Orpheus goes like this: Orpheus loved two things in this world, music and his wife, Eurydice. When Eurydice died, he tried to bring back what was lost forever through music.


			He descended into Hades, the Greek underworld, and gave a performance of his art to its ruler and all its inhabitants. He strummed the strings of his lyre until Cerberus, the hellhound, stopped barking and even the Maenads, the most terrifying and ferocious creatures of the underworld, wept with hatred. As a reward, the god Hades gave him back his beloved Eurydice. On the condition that Orpheus would not turn around on his way back to the world of the living to see if his love was following him.


			So Orpheus set out on his ascent. He walked for a long time, accompanied by the fear of losing what he had descended for: the meaning of his journey. He walked through darkness and silence, through fog, smoke and flickering lights, through the screeching of the crowd and the pulsing of their bodies, through cheering and stomping and the eternity of ecstasy. He walked across the vibrating floor, past trembling walls, through bloodcurdling music. He walked through his fear, his loneliness, he traversed madness and ecstasy.


			We all know how the story ended. But what if he hadn’t looked back? What if he had kept going? Further into the light.


		




		

			
PART 1 
DÉJÀ-VU



			Paris, around 2007


			Have you ever been to Paris?


			Paris, the city of artists and romantics, of red wine-soaked nights, of nicotine-laden air of the cafés, of revolutions and geniuses. Paris, the city of madness and intoxication, of the guillotine and the danse macabre, the dance of death. Was that what awaited me? My first concert in Paris. I had played in other European cities, in Berlin, Hamburg, Rome, Barcelona, and London, but never in Paris. Paris was something else, something that frightened me and affected a period of my life that had been an underworld for me, a prison. Had I freed myself from it? Or was it one of those prisons that had no walls? How did the prisoner know when he was free if there was nothing to escape from? When life itself felt like a prison?


			Have you ever been to Paris?


			»Marcus, are you okay?« My manager patted me on the shoulder. Just a few minutes until it started. The stage was like a gaping hole into which my band and I would willingly jump, like offerings from a long-lost civilization.


			I nodded. This close to a performance, I wasn’t particularly talkative. The venue was sold out; the tension made my blood boil. Thousands were waiting for one person, and that person was me. At the thought of stepping over the cables and walking to the center of the stage where my sound desk had been set up, my legs stiffened. My mind went blank.


			Have you ever been to Paris?


			I had never been to Paris. Strange, considering how much this city attracted me. In the past, I had lacked the money and 


			time to go there. Since I started touring as a musician, I had unconsciously avoided it. Until I had no choice, until it seemed ridiculous to me to play everywhere except Paris. Now I was here, about to open my chest on stage and give my heart to the audience. Because that’s what musicians do. And never before had I been so afraid that the crowd would tear it apart.


			My journey had brought me here. Although journey was the wrong word. A journey runs in a straight line through the space-time continuum, from A to B. Sometimes there are hurdles, difficulties, setbacks. But the traveler obeys the laws of physics.


			A trip, on the other hand, is something completely different. It pays no heed to space and time. In it, the future and the past, reality and imagination become blurred. In it, a new logic is born that connects things according to its own laws. A journey changes the world around you; a trip changes the world within you. It wasn’t a journey that brought me here. It was a trip.


			Paris was not a city for me. Paris was my destiny.


			About 20 years earlier


			I was 12 years old when it happened. The place where I grew up, not far from Linz, was not particularly magical. Passing through, no one would have guessed that something earth-shattering could happen here. And yet that was exactly what happened, on an otherwise uneventful day, in a multi-story detached house with a garage and garden. At the end of the 1980s, for a few moments, the universe narrowed to a single point in the Upper Austrian periphery and decided the life of a little boy without him noticing. That boy was me.


			At that time, my parents’ marriage already existed only on paper. My father was a manager in an IT company and thus one of the first in this industry. He traveled a lot and lived most of the time in his apartment in Vienna. My mother was an artist, which seemed like a completely normal profession to me from an early age. She wore wide pants, liked to go barefoot, and had a studio filled with paint buckets and easels with half-finished paintings. She allowed me more freedom than other mothers allowed their children, gave me space, and encouraged my ideas, no matter how crazy they were. However, I sometimes wished she had been as serious and concerned as those ›normal‹ mothers she differed from. She treated my sister and me like adults, even though we weren’t. She used to stay out long. Then it was my job to cook for my sister, wash her, entertain her, and finally put her to bed. My mother was 32 at the time. Too young to hide from the world. She often went out and left me with a responsibility that filled me with both pride and concern. I became a kind of father figure to my six-year-old sister. Our bond was incredibly close.


			On the evening in question, our mother had gone out. We sat in the living room, lost in our own thoughts, until my sister broke the silence with a fateful sentence: »Marcus, I’m bored.«


			My gaze wandered around the room and lingered on my father’s dusty old record player. He hadn’t used it in a long time. I had never touched it myself. We usually listened to the radio or cassettes. But on that day, the force of fate drew me toward it. I jumped off the sofa and shuffled over to the flat object standing on a wooden box. My sister’s eyes followed me. I gently lifted the glass cover. There were no records inside. I bent down and leafed through the albums my father had lined up there.


			Leonard Cohen, Simon & Garfunkel, heavy, dark, depressive music. Nothing to dispel my sister’s boredom. But one of the records caught my eye. It was colorful and cheerful. The name on it sounded funny. Harry Belafonte.


			Carefully, I lifted the needle and placed the record on the turntable. Then I lowered the needle again until its tip came to rest on the outer groove of the black disc. As soon as I pressed the button, a small light lit up. A short, muffled bang came from the speakers, like an exhausted exhalation, then the record started to spin. I stared spellbound at this rotating black thing. Until the first notes could be heard.


			Harry Belafonte’s voice was soft, gentle, and warm, like a bathrobe I could wrap myself in. The music was cheerful and lighthearted; with rustling sounds and trumpet blasts and a language I didn’t understand. When I turned around, my sister had jumped off the sofa and was spinning wildly in circles to the cheerful sounds of Belafonte. She laughed, moved her body back and forth, jumped back onto the sofa and then off again. It was simple, beautiful music that touched the heart.


			Although I had never heard the song before, I soon felt as if I knew it. Belafonte’s music had something simple and familiar about it. My sister jumped and cheered, up and down the couch, moving her body. The music had nestled in her cells, swam in her blood, ran through her limbs, electrified her muscles. People laughed, cried, cheered, and mourned for nothing more than a sequence of notes. If that wasn’t magic, what was?


			This happy girl, darting from one corner of the room to the other, proved its power to me. Music transcended time and bodies. It was the music of someone whose name she didn’t even know, but none of that mattered. All that mattered was this moment and the music that set it apart from all other moments, that elicited a bit of specialness from everyday life, that transformed the living room into a stage and connected a twelve-year-old boy with his six-year-old sister, even though they otherwise had little in common.


			When I went to bed that night, I understood something that I couldn’t quite put into words yet. The music had left its mark, burned into my flesh, but I didn’t notice it yet, because the pain would only come many years later. The world kept turning, day gave way to night and night to day, but this event had become engraved in me like a piece of DNA. The magic of music in the most ordinary place in the world.
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			»Out! Game! Five to zero!« The referee in white shorts and a white polo shirt pointed to the other end of the court, where my opponent casually twirled his racket from one hand to the other. The Croatian sun beat down mercilessly on us, bouncing off the sandy ground like a tennis ball against my forehead. I didn’t stand a chance. My opponent, a Croatian, had won the first set 6-0. In the second set, the score was 5-0. I hadn’t won a single game. I had never played so badly. Maybe I had never played against such a good opponent before.


			My father had accompanied me to this tournament in Istria. Tennis was something that connected us. He himself was a passionate player, but he hadn’t made it as a pro. Now he wanted to help me realize that dream. At the time, I didn’t ask myself if that was what I really wanted for myself. I was just happy to be able to share something with my father as a fifteen-year-old boy.


			I tried not to look in his direction. He wouldn’t show his disappointment, but I knew him well enough. If I didn’t score a single point, I couldn’t expect anything else.


			My opponent strolled boredly to the bench and wiped his face with a towel. Then he exchanged a few words with his coach, and the two of them looked at me and laughed. Anger boiled up inside me. Even the last few rallies had been accompanied by arrogant gestures, head shaking, smiling, and waving. I could lose. But there was no way I wanted to lose to such an asshole.


			Tennis is a lonely sport. The player stands on a court that gets bigger and bigger the longer the game lasts. Games are not won by outstanding shots, but by avoiding bad ones. Whoever makes fewer mistakes wins. The secret is this: mistakes don’t happen on the court. they happen in the player’s head. The whole game takes place in their head. What happens on the court is just the realization of what was already determined by the imagination.


			Up until that moment, I had lost the game in my head. The heat, the unfamiliar surroundings, and the opponents I didn’t know. Nervousness, pressure, fear of failure. That’s what I was playing against, not my opponent. But now an overwhelming rage washed everything away, as if someone had opened my brain and blown through it.


			My serve. I bounced the ball on the ground three times and caught it again. My back arched like a tiger ready to pounce. My feet dug into the dust. It wasn’t the point that mattered. It was wiping that damn smile off the other guy’s face.


			My body shot up, tense as a bow. The ball flew high, leaving my sweaty palm, obscuring the sun for a second. Then gravity took effect, and it fell. I swung the racket through.


			»Fifteen to zero«, said the man in white. The smile had disappeared from my opponent’s face. Although I wasn’t a good server, I managed an ace. My confidence returned.


			At that time, tennis was the only special thing in my life. Otherwise, I was an ordinary school boy with the same silly ideas in my head as everyone else. When my friend got a Commodore 64, it was a world-changing event for me. Every afternoon, I went to his house to play arcade games. Every one of those rough pixels filled us with the wonder of someone seeing the sea or the mountains for the first time and realizing how boundless the world was.


			Shortly afterwards, the same friend got a VHS recorder, which was something completely new to me. Every day we watched ten minutes of Star Wars, and I couldn’t understand how we could pause the movements of Darth Vader, Luke Skywalker, and Han Solo and then continue watching them the next day.


			These experiences took up a large part of my childhood. I spent the rest of my time in my grandmother’s garden, where I carved wood, climbed trees, and pretended I was on my own in the wilderness of my grandparents’ garden, fighting for survival. Due to my parents’ tense situation, I spent a lot of time with Grandma Rosi. She was the most important person during those days. Despite my awakening experience at the age of twelve, music was no more to me at that time than it was to everyone else. Background noise, an excuse not to have to talk.


			Yet I had long since begun my journey. The tennis player is similar to the musician in many ways. He practices alone until he hates the ball, the court, and the taste of sand on his tongue. He hits and hits, thousands of balls, always at a slightly different angle, with a different foot position, distributing his weight, regulating the force, until he achieves the perfect shot. He tries to repeat it, even though he knows how futile it is. He keeps trying until he achieves the next perfect shot, different, but perfect in its own way. When he wins, his coach, his parents, and his friends rejoice with him. When he fails, he fails alone. Both the tennis player and the musician seek the tunnel, seek that small, needle’s eye-wide entrance into a state of consciousness where there is no fear, no nervousness, no tension, no panic, but only action. It is a state in which the racket is an extension of his arm, and he dissolves, carried away by the sound waves of the notes, the vibration of his soul. When he reaches this state, the torment was not in vain.


			On that day, under the merciless Croatian sun, I reached that state. I wrested a point from my opponent, then a game, then a set. Another set. With every point I made, the court grew for him while shrinking for me. With each set, I erased a thought from my mind, creating a void in which only the little yellow ball existed, while my opponent’s head gradually filled with my image until there was no room left for the game. At some point, I had taken possession of him, as music can take possession of a person, and directed him from left to right, from front to back, to the net and back again. I won the next three sets and beat him 3:2. When he shook my hand over the net at the end, I felt how this match had changed us both. I don’t know what became of him. After the tournament, which ended shortly afterwards for me, I drove home with my father. We talked about this memorable match for a long time. He was terribly proud of me, and that in turn filled me with great happiness.


			Not long after that, I put my tennis racket away in the basement and hardly remembered my dream of one day playing at Wimbledon.
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			There was a story about Linz in the 90s. It circulated in schoolyards, told over shared cigarettes, passed under toilet doors, picked up between the cobblestones of the old town. It was about a Balkan lynx. This lynx traveled a distance on foot that is unimaginable for us today. Its journey began in the deep forests of Serbia, took it across the rocky Pannonian Plain, through the densely vegetated Hungarian Puszta, and the Vienna Basin, populated by city dwellers on weekend excursions. The lynx roamed the outskirts of Belgrade, Budapest, and Vienna. It saw more of the world than most people. His journey took him a thousand kilometers, through rain and sunshine, day and night, braving wild animals, hunger and cold, poorly constructed roads, and humans who cut into nature wherever they could.


			No one could say where the lynx was headed. In any case, its journey ended in Linz, where it was run over on a nameless country road. This majestic animal defied all dangers. All except Linz.


			The 90s were a wild time in Linz, and not just for lynxes. The Landstraße was the refuge of the bourgeoisie, with its beautiful historicist buildings that caught the eye of passers-by and cast their shadows over everything behind them. I was sixteen at the beginning of the 90s. Together with a few other strays, I roamed the steel city on a Vespa. We didn’t know exactly what we wanted, we just didn’t want to study. Back then, my identity consisted of suits, preferably three-piece suits, suede loafers, and a French cut. The crackling of the O-Bahn lines constantly supplied our bodies with energy that had to be released. We hung out at Café Landgraf or the Stadtwerkstatt, where ›art‹ was constantly happening, a big word for all kinds of crazy ideas to do something different from everyone else. It was a radical contrast to the many gray concrete buildings that dominated not only the cityscape but also the minds of Hitler’s former favorite city. As a new generation, we wanted to break up the concrete, paint over the gray, get out, anywhere would do. Out of the classrooms, out of the office jobs, out of the cycle of birth, graduation, employment, marriage, children, house, retirement, death.


			The film Quadrophenia was something like a manifesto of my own youth. In the darkened, smoke-filled cinema, Jimmy Cooper fought to the electrifying sounds of The Who against a world that did not understand him and into which he did not want to force himself. He belonged to the group of the mods who wore Italian suits and rode Vespas. They rebelled against the predetermination of their origins, wanted to shed what they had not chosen, no longer wanted to fulfill other people’s expectations. They danced and drank, took pills in all colors of the rainbow, pulled their baggy parkas over their thin bodies, listened to new wave, which was The Who, The Kinks, The Yardbirds. Musicians who wanted to change people’s minds and hearts with nothing but drums, guitar, bass, a few lines, and the revolution of technological music. Their enemies were the rockers on their loud motorcycles and in their heavy leather jackets, who made no secret of their roughness. The only order they knew was in the liters of pomade they smeared in their hair. Unlike the mods, they did not strive for beauty but wanted to destroy and smash it. Empowerment through rupture, not through control. It wasn’t difficult for me to decide which side I wanted to be on. For me, beauty wasn’t just a phrase used by the advertising industry, it was evident in objects, people, stories, and music. Devoting my life to beauty seemed to me at the time to be a way of not wasting it. Later, as I slowly began to understand what art was capable of, that changed.


			I was one of the cautious ones in my group of friends. My rebellion against my artistic mother consisted of not going overboard. I hung out with friends, was interested in girls, enjoyed a beer now and then, but I stayed away from drugs. Even though there was plenty of it in Linz at the time.


			Around that time my parents divorced, and I dropped out of school. Maybe there was a connection, maybe one would have happened without the other. I stayed away from the tennis court increasingly often until I stopped completely. Wimbledon was a dream that children could allow themselves, and I didn’t want to be a child anymore. But because dreams are the glue that holds reality together, their disappearance caused it to dissolve into fractals, fragments floating freely in space, refusing to form a mosaic from which I could discern any meaning or future.


			Like Jimmy in Quadrophonia, I too had to realize that protesting against society ended where its temptations began. Which means: if you wanted to spend money on scooters, clothes, and beer, you had to earn it first. Since I was no longer going to school, I needed a job. I found one under the innocuous name of ›bar service‹. My job was to ride my scooter from one bar to the next early in the morning and clean the beer hoses. I smelled nights of heavy drinking, during which men postponed returning to a life they had fallen into through no fault of their own. Under the soles of my shoes, I felt the sticky residue of loneliness that remained when the last guest had left. Most of my ›customers‹ were prostitutes. As I dismantled and cleaned the hoses, I saw middle-aged women in leopard-print thongs sitting at a table, smoking one cigarette after another as if Marlboro Reds were oxygen tanks at three thousand meters above sea level, and drinking coffee. Liters of black, steaming broth with a dash of milk. That was what remained of the promise of love that their clients had succumbed to the night before. At the same time, they were surrounded by a deep, existential wisdom that only those who saw their situation for what it was possessed.


			This is where my story could have ended. Or at least it could have taken a turn, to a place where words lose their meaning because they are merely repetition and express what has already been told countless times. But I managed to piece together the fragments of reality at least enough to form a picture. The picture of a red, chrome-plated vintage car, like the ones in James Bond movies. A car that was more than just a utility item. It was a lifestyle.
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			Today, I can no longer say which car it was. An Alfa Romeo, a Mercedes, maybe even an Aston Martin. All I remember is that it was a red vintage convertible with mesmerizing rims. A car that graphic designers drove.


			Graphic design had become a global phenomenon back then. The first Apple Macintoshes appeared, bulky, rectangular prophets of the future. Programs like Macromedia FreeHand and Photoshop made it possible to design flyers or posters quickly and cheaply. For a while, every poster featured a new font. The 90s were the true age of computers and virtuality. Even before every household had one, the world already felt virtual. It was the decade that produced Strange Days, Lost Highway, and The Matrix. Daft Punk revolutionized electronic music with their style, which seemed to have sprung from a robot’s brain. We all lived between the lines of code. Design firms and PR agencies were popping up everywhere. During this time, graphic designers could earn good money if they were fast and had a knack for finding the right clients. I liked the lifestyle of designers: they were artists who viewed capitalism as a playground. Their works were brands, logos, advertisements. They played with the needs and desires of consumers. They sensed what people wanted. They wore expensive suits, drove nice cars, and sat with pretty women in trendy bars. And yet they kept enough distance from their office jobs to pass as artists, drank heavily and publicly, surrounded themselves with beautiful things, and often lived beyond their means. The logical evolution of the mod was the graphic designer.


			In my early twenties, I applied for a college program. Before that, I tried to catch up on my high school diploma at night school, but alongside my cleaning job that turned out to be impossible. More than once, I cursed myself for dropping out of school. But I completed my training as a graphic designer. To this day, I am grateful to the two girls who sat next to me back then and wrote the theoretical papers for me.


			I invested the money I earned from my job in heavy, square books with pictures of my idols. There was Terry Richardson, now discredited, the ›King of porn chick‹, who combined the fucked-up, world-rejecting aesthetics of the nineties with the beauty of bodies, which he usually depicted in a revealing and lascivious manner. Or David Carson, who elevated layout to an art form and broke up words, enlarged them, rotated them until you felt dizzy. People like them crossed the boundaries between art and commerce, seeing no contradiction between an advertising campaign for H&M or Levi Strauss and artistic ambition. That impressed me.


			At that time, I was living in the basement of my parents’ house. It was a typical building of my parents’ generation, large and spacious, with lots of light. Except for my floor, which had many rooms that imprisoned my wandering thoughts. In the design magazines that lay on my sofa and dining table, I saw completely different ways of life: lofts in New York consisting of just one large room with tall windows to let in everything the world had to offer. The furniture wasn’t pushed up against the walls or tucked into a corner, nor was it neatly divided into functional groups, but rather spread out across the room, allowing you to move freely between it. One evening, I decided that as aspiring designer, I needed an apartment like one. I couldn’t afford it, so I got a sledgehammer from the basement and started hitting the walls on my floor. I wanted to break through from one room to the next, connect them all, create a large living island where I could send my thoughts and ideas from one corner to another without them bumping into doors or walls. It was the interior design expression of my youthful desire for freedom.


			»What are you doing?« Like many good ideas, this remodeling of my floor had come to me in the middle of the night. My mother stood sleepily in front of me in her bathrobe, staring at the hammer in my hand and the dust caught in my hair.


			»I’m turning my apartment into a loft«, I said, explaining my plan.


			»That sounds great!« said my mother. »Let me help!«


			So, we hammered away at the walls together, which only partially gave way. After a while, we had managed to make little more than a few large holes.


			»It just won’t give way«, I said, panting, as I despaired at a particularly resistant wall.


			»Let’s try again tomorrow«, said my mother.


			Fortunately, fatigue prevented further demolition work. The next day, a friend who knew about structural engineering came by. He assessed the damage and explained to me how close I had come to collapsing the house. In the heat of the moment, my mother and I had completely forgotten to check which walls were load bearing. My friend and I tore down all the walls that weren’t load bearing, and I had my Linz loft.


			Shortly before graduating from design college, I started looking for jobs. A young design agency was looking for employees. It was located just outside Linz, in Leonding. The day before my interview, I borrowed my mother’s car to drive the route. I calculated every stop sign and crosswalk so I wouldn’t be late. My destination was a quiet single-family home with another, smaller building in the garden. That’s where the offices were located. It had a family atmosphere. It wasn’t exactly New York, but I had to start somewhere.


			The next day, I arrived half an hour early. I nervously counted the minutes. The interview went well. The company was small, consisting of only the founder and one other graphic designer. With me, there were three of us. When I found out a few days later that I had gotten the job, I felt like I had achieved all my dreams.


			The company grew quickly. We soon made a name for ourselves. My first job was providing graphic design services for the Porsche dealership in Linz. A big client, and I was only in my early twenties! For the first time in my life, I saw a concrete future ahead of me. The stylish bohemian, the sophisticated dandy, an artist living in a constant existential crisis, yet still having enough to afford a comfortable life. At least, those were my dreams. But first, I had to content myself with the hard, worn cobblestones of Linz’s old town, held together by cigarette butts and beer.


			I had no idea that it was there, between the cracks in the cobblestones, that the portal to the underworld would open for the first time.
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			Fenfluramine is an amphetamine derivative with the molecular formula C12H16F3N. It releases serotonin in the brain. Today, it is used to treat specific types of seizures. In 1994, however, it was known as a ›slimming drug‹. The miracle drug was supposed to suppress appetite and thus help with weight loss. It was particularly popular among people in the fashion scene.


			I was a shy young man at the time, just entering my twenties. When my friends did cocaine, I waited outside the bathroom. When they threw away little squares of paper, I took a sip of beer. I had tried weed once, at a house party, and burst into uncontrollable laughter afterwards. As is always the case with exaggeration, it destroys the very state it exaggerates. My mouth, contorted with laughter, swallowed any happiness before it could spread throughout the party. That evening taught me a lesson. From then on, I didn’t touch marijuana for a long time.


			I preferred to stay in the background, watching the ecstasy my friends fell into. They entered a space I wasn’t ready for and perhaps would never be ready for. Sometimes it annoyed me; I didn’t want to be left behind. I wanted to stride through life’s vast expanses, rushing from one room to the next, reveling in the views and discovering the secrets behind all the closed doors. Two fears fought within me: the fear of missing out and the fear of the consequences if I experienced everything.


			Maybe I had one beer too many that evening. Maybe the fear of being left behind was stronger at that moment. Or maybe I just smoked the wrong cigarette. There is a myriad of alternative worlds in which what happened next never became reality. But in every moment of our lives, the infinity of possibilities is reduced to a single concrete, immutable and unchangeable fact. With every breath we take, we let entire galaxies die. That is the price that time demands for passing. The consideration it demands from us for the gift of life and for the countless possibilities it spreads out before us like a million red carpets.


			Like a pot whose lid can no longer withstand the pressure of boiling water, peer pressure squeezed the following words out of me: »How much do I take?« I pointed to the bottle of fenfluramine in my friend’s hand.


			»No idea«, said my friend, grinning. »Just down it.«


			We stood in front of a club in Linz’s old town, surrounded by cigarette tips glowing like little red eyes in the darkness. Laughter, boisterous shouts, the dull sound of bodies falling. The smell of sweat, evaporated alcohol, desire and disappointment, two feelings spinning in circles like a dog chasing its tail.


			I unscrewed the cap, put the bottle to my lips, and took a big gulp. When I put it down, half the contents were gone. The bitter taste rubbed against my tongue like sandpaper. I snatched the Red Bull can from my friend’s hand and chased away the bitterness with chemical sweetness.


			»Half of it?« my friend said incredulously. Then he laughed. »You’re insane!«


			The next hour was one of the best of my life. Every breath was divine and transformed the oxygen in my lungs into soma, the sacred drink of the Indian gods that grants immortality to those who drink it. Streetlights were no longer upward-growing urinals, but their dusty light reminded me of the millions of faces they had rescued from darkness for at least a moment over the decades. The trolleybus networks were secret connections between neighborhoods and the people who lived in them, carrying information, feelings, emotions, encrypted messages from the unconscious. While the world around me remained the same, my inner world was completely transformed, giving everything new meaning. I watched myself flying between the dancing people, whirling, no ground beneath my feet, only the current that carried me to where I needed to be. Pure euphoria burned inside me like the fire that once engulfed mighty Rome.


			Then the world stopped for a moment. It was as if an invisible hand had frozen everything around me, not just time, but space too, and when reality resumed, every molecule had shifted by a millimeter. Within a second, the world had become foreign to me. Like a face you think you know before you realize your mistake. The familiar unknown is harder to bear than the completely new.


			Another blow. This blow came from within me. The metronome that ensured the synchronization between inside and outside, between me and the world, had fallen out of step. The rhythm was broken.


			When the great revolutionaries of 20th-century music, people like Stravinsky and Schoenberg, played their pieces, the theaters of Paris and Vienna were thrown into turmoil. Indignation flared uncontrollably, people attacked each other, flew into a rage, and beat each other’s teeth out over the novel sounds. Why did a few notes shock them so much that they shed blood over them? Because they no longer recognized any meaning or order. This was particularly difficult because, until then, music had organized and structured the world for them into digestible phrases. Of course, the novel works of these musicians had a rhythm, even a strictly composed one. wHowever, it was not discernible to the listeners of their time. And a rhythm that we do not feel instinctively is nothing but chaos to us.
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