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I tilted my head back and slid the little 
mirror forward. It’s so tiny, you can hardly 
see it. A marvel, this mirror. Polished, 
convex, I can see around corners with 
it. In front, behind, above and below me, 
magnified, minimized, I can see every-
thing without even moving my eye. It has 
already proven useful more than once. 
Dangers are lurking everywhere.

At the moment, of course, it isn’t helping 
much. Thanks to the mirror, I foresaw 
this situation. But now it is here, so sharp 
and clear that no mirror can help me. It’s 
about sheer survival. If they’d listened to 
me – but they didn’t, I’m a realist. Now I 
just have to wait and see what happens 
next. Something will happen, you can bet 
on it. They have engineered this thing 
much too carefully to break it all off now. 

I say ‘they’ even though their names 
are obviously well known. Let me 
be cautious and avoid incriminating 
myself. If you buy the first story 
that comes along, you can easily 
get conned. So-and-so is behind 
it, they’ll say, or you-know-who. 
How are you supposed to know for 
sure? Spreading false rumors is 
part of their arsenal. I think they 
are individuals you never see. At 
least, they forge careful chains so 
they can’t get hurt if specific names 
are revealed. On the contrary – the 
names are a distraction from what 
is actually happening. So: it’s best 
not to name names, then they can’t 
distract you.

Once you have stumbled into a wasps’ 
nest, it’s no use swatting the individual 
wasps. Over here, screams one, while the 
others sting you from behind. Better to 
sit very still, then they think you’re harm-
less. That’s what I have always felt: when 
it’s already too late, only deliberation can 
help. Who, where, how – just don’t lose 
your head. The world is full of interests 
that are not my own. Sometimes I am 
astonished they haven’t cut off my air yet. 
Obviously there’s plenty of air for now, we 
don’t need his yet, they think, but if we 
ever run short… That’s the pattern, every-
thing else an illusion.

Nowadays it is worse than ever. They can 
watch you everywhere. What’s that one 
doing right now, they think, and push a 
button. Ok, he’s sleeping, let’s check on 
someone else. Thoughts are the only 
thing they can’t monitor yet. Well, I’m 
not sure about that. Who knows how far 
they’ve gotten already. But taking a sign 
out onto the streets and protesting? 
They’ll know right away who you are. Nah, 
maybe I’m already on their list, I yak too 
much.



But the ones out in front are the 
first ones they’ll nab. Not right 
away, of course, they’re not that 
dumb, only when it’s necessary, 
or else the others would quickly 
run away and hide.

No one can deny it anymore – we’ve entered 
a new phase. They hold all the cards now. 
A piece of information that is completely 
trustworthy? Forget it. You see a few photos 
and hear a voice, but you don’t know who it 
really belongs to. Maybe to no one at all, they 
can do everything now. Technology has given 
them free rein. Don’t even imagine it’s your 
technology. It’s theirs. Here, this is yours now, 
they say, you paid for it after all. Wonderful, 
you think, this is my technology now. In reality 
it’s theirs. You are dependent on them without 
realizing it, jabbing the needle in by yourself. 

At least I can still think. I know my own inter-
ests and I won’t let myself be swayed so easily. 
People just don’t know who they are anymore. 
World citizens – with concepts like that, you 
erase your memory of yourself. We are all the 
same, so tell us what to do, dear Ms. Chan-
cellor, Madam President, Grand Chairwoman 
or whatever we’re supposed to call you now. 
Universalism and greater equality are the Tro-
jan Horse that they pushed into the city while 
the crowds were cheering. At night they will 
come out and slit your throat. A human being 
who wants only to be human, nothing more, no 
individualism and without personal interest – 
what’s left? A ghost.

If you people do get me, it won’t be 
until the very end. The dumb ones go 
first. The dumber the sooner. I want to 
live to eighty, at least. Maybe ninety. If 
I watch out, I can make it. And without 
dementia. Because, let me just ask: 
where is it suddenly coming from, this 
general tendency toward dementia? 
People who’ve already got the needle 
in them have no idea who they are. 
Memory obliterated. Who am I, what 
do I want, all of that can be controlled 
from the outside. They feed you details 
that have nothing to do with you at 
all. Check it out, this great new soda 
bottle, this is you from now on. I’m sure 
that is coming. We are bottles sitting 
in a crate.

The nursing home: we’ll feed you, but 
you no longer have a voice. We’ll kill 
you with a spoon, if you’re chewing 
you can’t talk, and so on – I don’t want 
to get into all the details right now, 
or I’ll lose my mind. Just from the 
realization.  

One thing is clear, at least. They’re 
going to – wait, what was that? I just 
heard a bang. It’s still echoing in my 
ear: Tkk. It’s still vibrating, my whole 
ear. That was a gunshot. Someone 
was shooting. Now, in broad daylight, 
in the middle of the city. No, it was 
a car backfiring, they’ll say on the 
news. But in reality it was a shot. 
I’d better take a look for myself. Ok, 
looking: nothing. It’s quiet again, too. 
Maybe they just shot up into the air to 
see what would happen. People can 
get used to anything. After a certain 
point, nothing is questioned any-
more. “We can’t question everything” 
– I mean, where does that phrase 
come from? It’s a common phrase, 
but why?



I’m sick of the façade. That’s what most 
people think, without considering what 
it means. People! Are you out of your 
mind? How can you believe everything? 
The contradictions and inconsistencies 
in their own official statements! Their 
lies are sometimes so palpable that you 
can reach out and touch them. Here’s 
the lie, I’ll just put it on the table so ev-
eryone can look at it. Oh, no, it was just 
a mistake. Anyone can make a mistake. 
Or else: no, the person who said that 
isn’t one of us, we’re not liars. And if you 
keep slandering us like that, we’ll sue 
you. Or we’ll call the police on you.

The police! As if they weren’t just peo-
ple too, the police. They do what you 
tell them to. Or the courts. As if it had 
all come down from heaven, the whole 
Constitution. From on high, what does 
that even mean, on high? The Lord God? 
You don’t believe that yourself. 

It’s just a person sitting there. And what 
a person. You elected me, that’s the 
trick here, an ancient one, but they say 
it’s new. We introduced this system so 
you can all be part of the government. 
Did anyone ever ask me what I want? 
Then you can go vote, they say. Ok, I 
will. And then? Ridiculous. The most 
ridiculous construction you can imag-
ine. Façade handling, I’m going to start 
calling it, what they do with the ballots, 
façade handling.

For the dummies. The whole system is reinforced 
by all the dummies. Believing what one is told, 
simply believing it without thinking about it, is 
what defines a dummy. Dummies live in a staged 
setting without even knowing what staging is. 
And now let me ask: how many dummies are 
there? An infinite number. Many more than you 
think. Just wait until there’s an exceptional 
situation and you say to your best friend, There 
are so many dummies around – can you believe 
it? And he, your best friend, thinks the same thing 
as the dummies. You’ll fall out of your chair. Your 
best friend! In an exceptional situation, they all 
become dumb. Or they were dumb from the start. 
You overlooked your best friend’s dumbness so 
you wouldn’t have to think of him as dumb, too, 
and now – fortunately it doesn’t happen too often, 
an exceptional situation like that. 

But now it’s here. I found new friends long ago. 
But can you count on them? All it takes is for the 
exceptional situation to change, and then what? 
Every person is good at heart, a cousin of mine 
once said. My god, how naïve, I answered him. 
And then he died of cancer. As many vitamin pills 
as you can take, every day, I told him. But no, and 
then? Cancer! That whole branch of the family, 
the nature-lover branch, let’s say, killed itself off 
with its own nonsense, although a few of them 
are still alive. How can you seriously believe 
that food contains everything you need? These 
days. I’m just happy if they don’t add extra toxins. 
Detoxing is supposed to help, they say. Oh please, 
how is that supposed to work? Once the toxins 
are in your body, you can’t undo the damage that’s 
already been done. 



You have to pay attention right from the 
start. Even the words they teach you have 
traps built into them. Here’s just one ex-
ample: solidarity. Every halfway educated 
person knows it comes from the Latin 
“solidus”: massive, real, solid. And what do 
they use this positive-sounding word to do? 
To take things away from you! What’s solid 
about that? Now someone else will get your 
money. Our friends will get it, because that’s 
why they elected us. They work with simple 
distortions like that because dummies are 
too dumb to see through the trick. I’m glad 
I speak Latin. It has helped me out many 
times. You can use foreign words to bring 
any dummy to his knees. But that’s how 
they are, they exploit it unscrupulously. You 
should really invent your own language. Then 
you’d be independent.

That’s their general principle: they put a little flea 
in your brain, where it reproduces faster than any 
rabbit. Just one last example, I don’t really have 
time for this. We’re all human, they say. Human! 
Human comes from “man,” as in “homo.” And who 
all do they call “homo”? It’s just a big jumble. I gave 
up trying to keep track of all the paths a long time 
ago. They have made it so complicated that even 
the most intelligent person can lose his way in 
their lair. A labyrinth you can only escape from if 
you follow your own red thread and claw your way 
back out to the fresh air as fast as possible. Yes, 
that’s how it is. 

There’s something to those old Greek stories. It’s 
no wonder that today they are being – well, I don’t 
want to say concealed. The dummies are actually 
happy they don’t have to learn about it anymore. 
Learning something you don’t understand is 
the worst, and not just for dummies. I always 
refused. First I need to understand it, or it stays 
out. I mean, you wouldn’t put a bathtub in the 
living room. Although some people do, that’s how 
far we’ve come. Things that by their very nature 
belong together are being smashed to bits. Like a 
piggy bank, just so you can run out and buy an ice 
cream cone. A dummy lives hand to mouth. I can 
think at least this far ahead, he says to himself, 
and looks at his hand.



Every form of domination relies on the 
hands of dummies. Dummies have to work 
so clever people can live high on the hog. 
Why are the clever ones so nasty? Are they 
born that way or do they become nasty? 
Someone should try to figure that out 
too. Cleverness is probably just the most 
successful way to survive. Nature is brutal 
– my cousin didn’t believe me, and then he 
died of cancer. I wish I could ask him, Do 
you finally see now?

There’s one other word that gets to the heart 
of the matter. Fragmentation, I read it recently, 
clearly it’s a foreign word, I don’t know where 
it comes from exactly. From Latin, sure, but it 
doesn’t matter. When I first read that word, a 
lot of things became clear to me. With some 
words, you hear them and everything lights up. 
Like a light switch, some words work like that, 
although not for the dummies. 

Fragmentation, I don’t actually like those 
kinds of words at all, I don’t, they’re really 
boring, and it’s obvious who is inventing 
them. Some gasbags who think they can 
impress the dummies with their little bit 
of Latin. But in this case – suddenly it all 
became clear to me, the whole context. 
For a moment. And then it was gone. For a 
moment you think you’re Jesus Christ, no, 
really, and then all the confusion comes 
right back. Fragmentation, it’s a shitty 
word, no life in it at all, as I say, it comes 
from the gasbags. But then suddenly – 
well, maybe it was just a coincidence.

But maybe not. What’s behind it, 
I always wonder, and so far it’s 
worked well for me. When someone 
says it’s all a coincidence – I mean, 
what is in that person’s interest, 
someone who says that? 

Just don’t think about it, a sentence that could 
give even a dummy pause, is summarized and 
hidden in a single harmless-sounding word, 
repeated so often that in the end everyone is 
fine with it: coincidence. It’s not just dum-
mies, intelligent people use it to reassure 
themselves too. It’s just coincidence, my 
cousin thought to himself so he wouldn’t have 
to perceive nature as brutal. Not with me. I 
know what’s going on there. “That’s just the 
way it is, the Lord God, etc., and life will just 
go on”: That’s how he was, my cousin. And 
all of his political views – well, I don’t want to 
keep picking on him, after all he didn’t have 
it easy with his cancer. But if something like 
that happened to me, I definitely wouldn’t have 
thought: Pure coincidence.



By now everyone knows how much 
they’ve polluted the Earth. Who still 
imagines nowadays that they’re 
going to die a natural death? No 
one. The heavy metals alone, not 
to mention genetic experiments. 
Aren’t rich people rich enough yet, 
you want to demand loudly. What’s 
the problem, they answer, you’re all 
living much longer than you used to. 
As if I had ever lived earlier. There’s 
no normal air anymore. If I held up a 
device to measure electromagnetic 
radiation, no matter where, it would 
light up bright red immediately, even 
in Africa. Instead they pick up a radio 
or a cell phone and say, oh great, I 
have good reception here.

It’s terrible. Everything is falling apart. It takes 
years to realize what that means. Young people 
have no idea what’s coming. They’ll take a look 
around. Why didn’t we listen to him? It’s too late 
now, they’ll sob. I’d never want to be that young 
again.

 The younger the dumber. And the older 
too, but now, right in the middle, this is 
just right. Although – sometimes I think, 
what if I’d been my cousin. He got it all over 
with. You just have to turn on the radio. All 
this talk about things that don’t have the 
slightest to do with me. Can’t you all just 
shut up for once? Take a look and listen 
how they are starving and suffering. Over 
there a crying child. Or even dead. Washed 
ashore, skin burned, covered in blood, legs 
ripped off, the head and so on. As if I didn’t 
already know all that. You don’t have to 
keep showing it to me. But it wasn’t me. Do 
you hear? It wasn’t me. My whole life I’ve 
never been found guilty of anything, never 
indebted. And now I’m supposed to pay for 
other people’s debts? Seriously now, how 
stupid do you think I am? 

There are billions! God, I’d 
even give something. If I 
thought it would help, I mean 
really help. But pouring a drop 
onto a red-hot stone? That 
just gives you a steaming pile 
of crap.

They’re always talking about the others. They’ve 
never mentioned my name once. They steal 
your happiness and leave you alone with your 
rage. Never mind, I’m happy. Just leave me 
alone, I’ll be fine. Take to the streets with a 
sign? I don’t want to say I’ve never done it. But 
who is with you out there? A bunch of crazy 
people. Saying we all don’t really exist, and stuff 
like that. Join up with them? Just so the others 
can say, oh, another idiot? I’m not going along 
with that anymore. Never again.



Sometimes even I think we don’t exist. I 
believe I exist, of course. But do the others 
believe it? Everyone has their own thing going, 
but why? And no one wonders about it. You’re 
the only one, I think sometimes, but that’s 
not true at all. The others have their thoughts 
too, just about completely different things. 
How is this supposed to work out if everyone 
is thinking their own thoughts? They’re just 
opening up the gates so others can use them 
for their own purposes. If only we would all 
think and say exactly the same thing at the 
same moment, just once, forget about all this 
manipulation from the outside – the whole 
nightmare’d be over at once. But they erased 
the boundaries long ago. Outside, inside – the 
boundaries just aren’t there anymore. We’re 
open to anything, they say, what are you so 
excited about, we have everything under 
control. Well, sure, your control. We, they say, 
just like that, and they mean themselves. So 
innocuous: we. As if I were right there in the 
middle of that undefined we. All I can say is, 
Watch out! Watch out when you hear “WE.” 
Because that means the deception is already 
in full swing. 

They have a whole bag full of those kinds of 
tricks. It’s so clear, they say, after they have 
muddied everything up. We have to move 
forward. Instead of asking who caused the 
whole mess. Oh, the mess fell from the sky, 
sure. It’s that insolence that gets me the most. 
All the boundaries have been erased. What I 
did, what you did, it doesn’t matter. Before, 
someone would have said right away, Are you 
people crazy? And today, Well, that’s just how 
it is, we can’t do anything about it. I don’t want 
to say they should string up the masterminds 
for everyone to see, that’s not the way it’s done 
now anyway, but not holding anyone account-
able – by any stretch of the imagination, that’s 
taking it too far, no?

They are taking it too far, I suppose that’s 
how you could sum all this up. I never said you 
shouldn’t help anyone, I’d be the last one to say 
that. Help them out, I mean, if there’s still some 
chance for improvement. But is there any? 
That’s the question. 

“Should I let myself be dragged along into an 
abyss that I had nothing to do with?” They 
should do a talk show on that sometime. 
Then they’d have totally different ratings and 
they wouldn’t have to charge more.



You never know exactly who’s behind it. 
They are experts at hiding things in a 
way that renders everyone unconscious. 
They hide themselves the best. Just 
keep going, they think to themselves in 
their hiding place, When we come out 
one day you won’t recognize us anymore. 
You’ll think we are you. You won’t be able 
to tell the difference. Oh please, I’m not 
trying to say I understand everything. No 
one understands everything all at once. 
But the fact that there are no boundaries 
left and things could just keep going this 
way forever – even the dumbest person 
must have felt that long ago, even if he 
doesn’t understand any of it.

Oh, go ahead and do what you want. But don’t come 
crying to me later and say I didn’t tell you! I’m saying 
it here and now, clearly and with no ambiguity. 
Where else? If you don’t want to listen to me, that’s 
your business. But if you – there! There it was again: 
Tkk! That was definitely a gunshot. Don’t start with 
the car backfiring again! Someone’s shooting here. 
Why doesn’t anyone believe me? Are you all really 
that dumb? He’d have to be driving back and forth 
out there with his broken exhaust pipe, for fun, just 
for kicks, past my window. And they go: Calm down, 
he’ll stop eventually. Or they’re all in on it: Keep 
driving around, back and forth, and when we shoot, 
everyone will think, Oh, is that guy driving around 
again? As if I couldn’t tell a gunshot from a car back-
firing! I’m starting to get sick of this. Enough! I won’t 
be played for a fool. Not by you.

You’re just scared, you scaredy-cat, scaredy-
cat… I’ve heard their theories: You’re just 
scared, and you think if you infect all of us 
with your fear, you’ll feel better. Then we’ll be 
shaking in fear together and you’ll think: Finally 
I’m not alone anymore, from now on we’re 
all doing the same thing: shaking. Nope, let 
me reassure you. I don’t want to do the same 
thing as you guys. I could care less what you 
do. I just don’t want to be talked into believing 
something. Stop trying to convince me, and I’ll 
leave you alone. I get along much better on my 
own anyway. 



But then you’ve got to stop shooting, too. 
Did you hear me? If you stop, I’ll stop too. 
Scaredy-cat… the most insulting name you 
can think up for a critical person. They might 
as well say: Stop thinking. I’m not going to 
stop. I’ll make it to eighty, I don’t want to be 
ninety. Not under these circumstances. Or 
they’ll line us up against the wall. I wouldn’t 
put it past them. People who don’t stay 
quiet… Or attack them with radiation… if 
the poison doesn’t do you in… they have the 
full arsenal. Nowadays there are liquids that 
can dissolve a person into pure water. That 
has never existed, they can claim, it can’t be 
verified. Crazy, that’s the other possibility. 
Don’t believe him, just a crazy man. Well, I’d 
say, in a live interview: How can you expect 
a reasonable person not to go crazy in your 
system? They’d look pretty dumb then. Ha, 
too bad. That’s my wish for them, with my 
whole heart. So they can see: Things can’t 
go on like this. They won’t get it otherwise. 
Falling flat on their faces, if only it would 
happen to them just once – I bet they’d agree 
with me after that. You were so perceptive, 
they’d say, and we weren’t. 

 I don’t want to keep bringing up 
my cousin, but if, for example, he’d 
said: Happiness doesn’t grow on 
trees – maybe he’d still be alive. 
Right from the beginning, that has 
to be your attitude.

Healthy skepticism, let’s say, but intelli-
gence is part of it too. Except it doesn’t 
do any good if the dummies keep mul-
tiplying like this, completely lacking 
control or education. Doesn’t it all come 
back to the monkeys? Why isn’t anyone 
asking about that? Humans are humans, 
they say, and that’s all there is to it. But 
that isn’t all – if you just pay attention, the 
backward slide is well underway. 

Manners? Never heard of them. We do whatever we 
feel like. On the street, in the park, on the table, wher-
ever it occurs to us. Like animals, it’s already happen-
ing, don’t adapt no matter what. That’s just how we are, 
they say, but is that a convincing argument? I used to 
crap my pants too. Does that mean I’m going to do it all 
my life?

And if it happened again someday – all 
I can say is, I’d be so embarrassed I 
wouldn’t want to live anymore. But all of 
you – well, I hope you’re enjoying it. I’m 
totally serious: If I were to realize one 
day that I couldn’t remember who I am – I 
won’t say any more about that right now, 
but I’ll do it. I have no qualms.



If you don’t have any principles that you follow 
closely on your own, then you don’t need any at 
all. A stickler for principles, what does that even 
mean? A made-up term. We need more excep-
tions – didn’t someone just say that recently? I 
mean, if I punch holes in a rule, it’s no longer a 
rule, it’s a sieve. But I say to you: The rule is the 
only thing protecting us. From our natural state. 
Our natural state is not paradise, as you once 
imagined – I don’t know why I keep thinking of 
my cousin, but he stands for that whole way of 
thinking, even though he’s already dead. They 
never learn anything new, that’s the worst part. 
Anyone can make a mistake, after all we come 
into the world as complete idiots, but if I don’t 
acknowledge my mistakes then I stay that way, 
my whole life long. Naïve, people call it, but 
strictly speaking it’s idiocy. 

The wolves will eat us all. Oh no, they say, 
those aren’t wolves, they’re sweet animals. And 
anyway: we don’t eat animals anymore, after 
all they’re people too, in their own way. They’re 
all people, including the monkeys, we’re only 
going to eat plants now. And the next gener-
ation: Plants? Ewww, those used to be alive! 
We only eat things that come straight from the 
factory. It has to be dead right from the start or 
we won’t eat it. Life is too sacred for us to gnaw 
on it. Now let’s be honest: Are you really that 
dumb? Doesn’t anyone realize what’s going on? 
I’m not going to let them turn me into a mon-
key. First they twist the concepts around, and 
then our necks. Green stuff and peace, melded 
together so tightly you’d think they came into 
the world that way. 

Hey! Hello! Look out the window: the natural 
state means war. But: Windows? We don’t have 
them anymore. Inside, outside, it’s all the same. 
Reality? Negative. We do whatever we want. 

Tkk. There it is again. Do you think I didn’t hear it? 
So what? Consideration? We don’t have that any-
more. We just have whatever we want. Damned 
swine! Where was I? They interrupt you – right in 
the middle of the sentence – oh, right, whether or 
not we’re monkeys. Some really are. Let me put it 
like this: if the general level of intelligence were 
higher, everything’d work. But it’s not, and they 
exploit it mercilessly so that behind the scenes – 
what is that? Blood? Where did these spots come 
from? In my apartment! Are they just running 
around freely here? In my apartment? That’s new! 
This blood, whose is it? Or is it a trick? Am I finally 
supposed to lose my mind?



We’re going to make him crazy, starting 
now. With blood, here in his apartment. 
We’ll shoot outside and say “backfiring.” 
And blood flowing inside? Sure, the more 
confusing we make things, the easier 
he’ll be to handle. Oh really? Find yourself 
somebody dumber. 

You can’t fool me that easily. I know it’s you. 
You come in and out like the apartment already 
belongs to you. You’ve bribed the landlord. Or 
maybe it does belong to you. Would he keep rais-
ing the rent otherwise? We’ll torture him until he 
gives up. That was a miscalculation on your part. 
I can handle myself on thin ice. Blood doesn’t 
disturb me. Just the opposite, now I’m even more 
vigilant. As soon as I see one of you, I’ll report 
him. Domestic disturbance. They won’t catch you 
for the big offense. But for the little one. Like Al 
Capone. I think I’d be a good detective. That is, if 
they asked me, Do you want to clear all this up? 
I wouldn’t say no. I’ve got the nose for it. And the 
nerves too. But why would they ask me? They’d 
have to be pretty stupid. Oh well, anything’s 
possible. 

We’ve got him in our pocket, let him investigate. 
Pride goeth before a fall. Even the biggest rats get 
trapped in the end. In the movies anyway. I don’t 
mean to say I could do it all alone, I’m no James 
Bond. But I have a little bit in common with him. Oh 
nonsense, you’d have to be younger. And in really 
good shape. Can’t say that about myself anymore. 
On the other hand, young people – nowadays?  
Forget it. I’m not getting involved. You let this mess 
happen, now you have to face the music.  
And besides, this here: it’s not blood at all. Red 
wine! The bottle’s right there. From last night. Last 
night? Hey! Did you people put the bottle there? It’s 
definitely not mine. I only drink white wine. I’ve never 
liked red wine. Much too red for me.

Translation: Emily Banwell


