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Have you ever noticed how trains run more smoothly the moment onboard bistro runs out of coffee? Or how your carbon footprint suddenly goes feral—just because you dared to check a suitcase?

 

In Double Curve (Volume 2), Andreas Schulz takes you on a tour through the absurdities of modern mobility. Meet a train driver who sacrifices the timetable for a cigarette—and accidentally becomes a hero. Join a couple on a cruise that goes slightly differently than advertised… and still counts as a triumph. And discover why, statistically speaking, picking up a hitchhiker can be perfectly safe—especially if you understand the numbers the way chaos does.

 

Whether by rail, at sea, or deep inside the paperwork catacombs of an old castle, these stories share one principle: the journey isn’t the destination. It’s the complication.

 

A satirical travel companion for anyone who has ever arrived—without being entirely sure they meant to leave.

 

The Train Traveller

The Cruisers

The Environmentalists

The Globetrotter

The Smoker

The Visitors

The Inspector

The Statistician

 




The Train Traveller

Part 1: Four in a Row – Or Not

She had recently come to the conclusion that chaos has a personality of its own. Not loud, not angry—more mischievous. Like someone who gently knocks the coffee out of your hand and then chirps a charming, “Oops.” And if chaos had a registered address, it would surely be Central Station.

After her last adventure—satnavs with delusions of grandeur and Roman roads full of potholes—she was tired of keeping the reins herself. Today she was taking the train. She was prepared: window seat in the quiet zone, first class, coffee in a travel mug, a book in her bag, and the ticket printed twice, just to be safe. Everything else was in the hands of fate.

The platform was deserted when the train arrived. On time. Not “railway on time” with the usual five-minute grace period, but precisely to the second. She boarded. The carriage smelled of cool air-conditioning, disinfectant, and a hint of naïve optimism. Departure: exactly on schedule.

She leaned back. “See? It works,” she muttered. “Who keeps insisting otherwise?”

Her seat neighbour, a man in his mid-forties with alert eyes, turned toward her. He opened his laptop, revealing a complex Excel sheet glowing on the screen.

“Welcome to the travel club,” he said, smiling with an oddly knowing expression.

She studied him. There it was—that look people get when they sense a storm long before any clouds appear on the horizon.

In his table, everything was marked green: air-conditioning, restroom, restaurant, departure time. Perfect condition. And that seemed to worry him.

“Four in a row never wins,” he said abruptly. “The railway never manages all four components. If everything works, the systemic balance collapses. Something has to fail.”

Before she could reply, he jumped up, inspected the restroom, checked the doors, examined the display panels like a scientist in a lab. He sat back down, visibly unsettled.

“Everything is working. That’s a bad sign.”

She raised an eyebrow. Was she part of the problem simply because she still believed in the illusion of predictability?

The train sped up gently. Then the conductor’s voice filled the carriage:

“Good morning, ladies and gentlemen. The restaurant car is open. We are currently running on schedule.”

Her neighbour froze. He clicked frantically through his spreadsheet, pulled out his phone, and called someone.

“I’m telling you now: I’ll be at least two hours late,” he said gravely into the receiver. “Forget the app. I know the signs.”

She was too stunned to be annoyed. Was he insane? But before she had finished the thought, the loudspeaker crackled:

“Due to a signal box failure, our onward journey is delayed until further notice.”

The train slowed to a halt.

The man smiled calmly. “Told you. Four doesn’t work.”

“How did you know?” she asked, baffled.

“Intuition. And statistics. I keep a database.”

Outside, silence. Inside, the atmosphere grew almost meditative. An elderly couple shared a sandwich, children stuck stickers onto the windows.

Then—a new announcement: “Good news: the disruption has been resolved. We will continue our journey. Expected arrival remains on schedule.”

She exhaled with relief. Her neighbour shook his head.

“No, no. The system is still unstable. One failure is missing.”

Shortly afterwards, the conductor returned, now with a note of regret:

“Unfortunately, the restaurant car is closed due to a technical issue with the cooling system.”

The statistician leaned back, satisfied. “There we go. Three working, one not. Balance restored.”

She stared at him, then burst into laughter. A liberated, almost grateful laugh.

“Do you always travel like this? Railway probabilities?”

“Always,” he said. “I’m taking the train back tomorrow. New day, new game.”

The train reached its destination—almost on time, much to everyone’s surprise. The sun was shining, and everyday life draped itself around her like a familiar jacket. As she stepped off, she watched her peculiar seat neighbour disappear. Then she pulled out her phone and booked her return trip. Same carriage, same seat.

Not because she believed in his statistics. But because she suspected: if chaos is coming along anyway, you may as well shake its hand.

Part 2: The Return Is Not a Way Back

Return journey. Same route, same carriage, same seat. And yet everything felt different.

As a former deputy mayor, she was used to solving problems. So she had prepared once again with military precision: thermos filled, thicker book packed, ticket laminated this time.

On the platform, rain whipped sideways. It fell like a grey veil over the world, turning everything into a washed-out stage set. A perfect backdrop for a return into the unknown.

The train arrived three minutes late—technically early, by railway standards. She boarded. No statistician in sight. She’d have to apply his logic herself. Was his absence a sign? Was she now the priestess of disorder?

The train lurched into motion. First announcement:

“Ladies and gentlemen, due to a technical issue, we are currently running at reduced speed.”

There it was. First box ticked. The universe of delays seeking its balance. She felt a faint sense of pride—she’d anticipated it.

Ten minutes later:

“We will make an unscheduled stop at South Station to let a cleaning staff member disembark who boarded by mistake.”

The carriage remained calm. Collective resignation. A human error as a system fault. How many people, she wondered, travelled accidentally through life without ever pulling the emergency brake?

Outside, she saw a lone figure with a garbage bag standing on an empty platform. A quiet side drama in the grand theatre of unpredictability.

Shortly after, the train stopped again. In the middle of nowhere. No announcement. Just silence.

“Four doesn’t work,” she heard the traveller’s voice in her head. But perhaps now: “Zero doesn’t work either”?

After twenty minutes, the loudspeaker crackled:

“Our onward journey is delayed as we are being blocked by a shunting vehicle waiting for a clearance signal, which in turn depends on a blocked neighbouring track.”

A sentence like a bureaucratic maze. She pulled out her cookies. One never knew when “brief delay” would evolve into a life project.

Outside stood an apple tree. Still, rooted, without purpose or haste. She envied it. Just being there, bearing fruit.

She took a bite of her cookie when the next blow arrived:

“The air-conditioning in carriage 5 has switched itself to heating mode. A technician is on the way—however, he is currently on another train.”

Of course she was in carriage 5. It grew warm. Someone joked about a free sauna session, but no one laughed.

There it was: the missing link. The theory confirmed—warm, sticky, and unavoidable. She leaned back, almost reassured. The railway universe possessed its own grotesque justice.

But then came the crowning glory:

“The shunting vehicle mentioned has grazed an animal transport. A cow has escaped and is currently in the track area. Police have been notified.”

A cow. Naturally.

The quintessential symbol of pastoral serenity had become the cause of total disruption. She had to smile. Life was a railway reality in which a stray bovine could derail all plans at any time.

Around her, a man solved a Sudoku, a child hummed, someone conducted a loud phone call in Spanish. In this absurd normality, people found their niches between resignation and acceptance. This train was nothing less than a travelling theatre, its script rewritten every minute.

When she finally reached her destination—significantly delayed but strangely serene—she realised something:

A return journey is never merely a repeat. You know where you start and have a vague idea where you’ll end—but everything in between belongs to the unpredictable.

She stepped off. The sun was shining again. Everyday life draped itself over her shoulders once more—yet it felt lighter than before.

Maybe next time she’d take the bus. Or walk. Or take the train again.

You get used to anything. Even to the certainty that something will always be in the way.

Even if it’s just a cow out for a stroll.

Chaos was no longer an opponent but an intriguing fellow traveller.
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