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  Love is always the beginning of knowledge as fire is the beginning of the light.




   (Thomas Carlyle)




   




  
Prolog





  Marlon meets with his friends Franky and Anreè in the disco StarShine.




  Marlon was the first guest today. Usually he always went at an early stage to enjoy being alone for some times.It was an unusual behavior pattern to visit a nightclub but at the same time also to seek solitude. Marlon has always been somewhat introverted than the norm, just different. 




  During the last months this was increasingly exacerbated. But he would not admit it. 




  Marlon stood at his column again and listened to the first song of the evening: *Angel Of The Stars* by Franky Dural. 




  He dreamed again of his black-haired beauty and considered how it might be to stand on the podium dance with a woman in his arms and move with her to the rhythm of the songs. 




  In his mind he found himself looking into her eyes and she into his. Her smooth movements gave him the feeling to be desired. 




  That evening, the StarShine disco filled very slowly. It was as if there were other and more important events than to seek his enjoyment every evening in a nightclub. 




  After an hour and one beer he saw her again, the black-haired curly head; finally. 




   




  But what was that? She was not alone. And it was not her friend who escorted her. Marlon could not take his eyes from him, a guy at her side. 




  He even paid the entry and did not let his hands off her. He groped constantly and directed her through the crowd and she made tolerate it. 




  Marlon was almost in a kind of shock. His dreams and desires burst at once like soap bubbles. 




  Good that at the same moment Anreè came in with Franky. Anreè saw him immediately and they went to him. Franky was like Anreè a former school friend of him: "Hi Marlon, already over here?” 




  Anreè impudently grinned. He knew that Marlon almost every other day visited the StarShine.
 "Is our table still available? “ 




  Their eyes wandered to the outer corner of the room, left side right angle to the bar. 




  "Looks like." Franky went already in the specified direction while Anreè and Marlon were still standing at the support column and looked into the crowd. 




  "Someone familiar here, Anreè meant, of course women. But he also knew well that they both had no real female friendships. 




  They followed Franky to their regular place. From up there you could see the whole room well without even being in the spotlight or to be bothered by these stupid holograms. As Franky and Anreè already sat and Marlon wanted just to sit Anreè handed him a fifty unit MA currency bill. 




  "Fetch us a bottle of whiskey and do not forget the ice. Oh, and also bring along a bottle of Flame Cola.“ 




  Marlon took the bill and went back to the counter; although Anreè was always very generous, but he was also the one who made good money. 




  As far as he knew, Franky was still unemployed which he did not finally understand. The employment rate was one hundred percent. Marlon himself studied and was still dependent on his parents. 




  But it was even somehow humiliating. 




  After a few minutes Marlon came back to the table with a small Gravo plate, fully loaded with drinks and glasses. 




  Anreè took over pouring. He turned his glass in his hand several times before he took the first sip with visible pleasure. Marlon had merely sipped on his glass. Since the conversation with his professor on the previous day he had become even more careful anyway. 




  Also he listened far more often into himself, trying his psychic actions and reactions to control and put more emphasis on the observation of deviations than usual in the months before. 




  Marlon watched thoughtfully as the black-haired young woman was dancing with her new boyfriend.
 Although she kept a certain distance from him, but he glances she threw at him spoke volumes. 




  Why didn’t he speak to her? Then he would dance with her right now and not this rather superficial appearing guy. 




  The bottle was already half empty, as the group Spice played *You Want Me*. 




  "This is all very ‘meisy’ here. And so ‘raak’ if you looke carefully. “ 




  With a jerk Marlon had lifted his head and looked around confused. Who had just spoken? 




  Anreè and Franky sat as usual at the table and watched with glassy eyes to the dancers. 




  The table was not otherwise occupied. 




  In his mind this strange words ‘meisy and raak’ still linger. What did that mean? 




  "What I've heard it should be over here .... It’s really ‘raak’! “ Marlon’s face had become red from sheer exertion. He also began to perspire heavily, especially on the face. These sentences were standing at once in his head, so tangible and yet so far away; as clearly as if someone had spoken to him directly. 




  He immediately thought of Professor Gelterhorn who had asked him if he would find a strange behavior within himself, he should call him immediately. 




  He had already turned on his Earny. This was a multimedia device anchored in the ear which was mainly used for communication on Mars. 




  On the old earth although these nostalgic phones were still trendy, but Marlon found it more economical by an Earny to speak, as otherwise he was relatively free in his movements. 




  The noise level however, seemed to be suitable for everything but not for a conversation. 




  He just could hear when Professor Gelterhorn answered. 




  "Listen, I have just heard clear sentences in my head but no one has spoken to me, I think at least.” 




  It rustled short and the line went dead.
 Before he could pronounce the callback function again, he changed his mind. Maybe he had only imagined it. 
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