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The
path is the goal. Never be aimless, for the world is turning even if you have
not yet found the path of life.


 


In a
person's love, imagination and feelings are of great importance. If a man loves
a woman, desire is a part of longing for her. However, if it turns out that
love encounters limits that constrict it, feelings are put aside in the ultima
ratio. What remains is the imagination to continue on the path of love.


The
highest reality of being lies in the innermost part of man. In order to reach
it, a certain spiritual preparation is required. 


 






The loner


A
dull, swelling gloom lay over the room. Only a small reading lamp burned,
providing just enough light for Sigurd Westall to decipher the sentences in the
book.


He
turned page after page assiduously. Sigurd had only briefly noticed that the
sun was setting and quickly switched on the small lamp on the bed frame.


Irritated
by the coming darkness, he had reluctantly allowed himself to be pulled out of
the depths of his novel world.


He
lay, as usual, on the old quilt in his bed in his youth room and read.


He
had plenty of time to do so, after all, he was unemployed, and not since
yesterday.


"Let
the boy read. Others hang around in bars all the time. Do you want him to hang
around there too and possibly go off the rails? No, let him read, it's
educational," his mother had once said when his father had asked him about
unemployment and the fact that he was always hanging around at home.


It
had been the first and only time he had asked him about it.


Sigurd's
mother had always stood by him as long as she had lived. His parents had been
dead for a year now.


His
father had died of a heart attack and his mother had followed him only half a
year later; somehow she had lost her courage to live after the death of her
husband.


Sigurd
was left behind. In the meantime he had already turned 32. His birthday was now
two months ago.


He
had treated himself to something special for his special day, he had bought
himself a whole series of novels.


He
had saved up for it for several months. It consisted of twelve volumes and was
about an adventurer who had the most amazing adventures in a distant future and
performed heroic deeds on several occasions.


His
books meant everything to Sigurd.


He
still lived in his old, dilapidated parents' house and the neighbors had only
known him as a loner and a loner.


He
had never had any ambitions in his life to make something of himself. His only
pastime and hobby were books.


He
read for hours, for days, for weeks. His favorites among the books were novels
of heroes who were always on the hunt for evil in the past, present or future.


Heroes,
some of whom were also endowed with superpowers and got caught up in the most
amazing adventures.


Their
lives represented the exact opposite of his. When Sigurd read, he felt good.


He
was no longer interested in reality, because in the reality of this world he
could not hold his own.


When
he read, he slipped into the roles of his heroes and thus lived through the
adventures that he had never been able to find in real life and that meanwhile
shaped him more and more.


In
this reality he was a loser, a nothing.


Today
he had already been lying in his bed for over six hours, reading.


Shortly
before the book was over, a strange sound made him sit up and take notice. It
was a strange sound and seemed to come from the bathroom.


Only
briefly did Sigurd consider checking it out, but decided against it. First he
had to finish reading the book, part 3 of the Star League saga.


Another
9 volumes lay ahead of him and just the thought of it sent a pleasant shiver
down his spine with anticipation.


He
quickly forgot about the strange sound.


However,
another disturbing feeling spread through his body, his stomach growled.


However,
he had to wait a few more minutes, although the last meal was already eight
hours ago. In any case, a few more minutes didn't matter anymore.


Then
it was done, the last page of the book was read.


Too
bad. Sigurd actually considered whether he should not already take a look at
volume 4.


At
that moment, his stomach really cramped up and a wave of pain ran through his
body.


Sigurd
was particularly sensitive in the stomach area. His mother had once spoken of a
nervous stomach.


It
had happened quite often that he suffered from stomach cramps.


She
had then always immediately brewed him a stomach tea, back when she was still
alive. But this time it was clearly from the lack of nutrition.


Of
necessity, he put the book aside and got out of bed.


He
was still in his pajamas from last night. Was also much more practical.


No
need to keep changing, just wash. He had gotten into the habit of reading in
bed when he was a little boy, which meant it had been more in the beginning of
puberty. But Sigurd had long since forgotten that. Back then, when his handicap
began to really worry him.


 


With
shuffling steps he left his room and pulled himself down the old wooden stairs
towards the kitchen.


He
missed his old parents. He remembered, whenever he went down the stairs and
heard his mother creaking the wood, she was already calling out to him from the
kitchen.


Now
there was no one there.


Sigurd
went to the refrigerator and opened it. Yawning emptiness made him flinch in
fright.


In
fact, he had forgotten to do the shopping. No problem either. There was an
opened crate of beer in the living room.


Beer
had even more nutritional value than bread.


He
took a bottle and turned on the plasma screen. The device was a bit older.


He
had never attached much importance to the TV, as his parents had called it. He
preferred to occupy himself with his books.


Sigurd
briefly held the bottle to his cheek to check the temperature.


His
stomach did not tolerate cold drinks. Then he drank half the bottle empty in
one swig.


He
had learned that in the German army. Over twelve years ago, too, he thought,
feeling a comforting warmth spreading through his stomach.


After
the next sip, he looked at the date of manufacture.


That
was several months ago, too. But it was still safe to drink.


Sigurd
was about to reach for a second bottle of beer when, with a loud roar of
thunder, the bathroom, which was upstairs, crashed through the ceiling into the
kitchen below. Dust and pieces of the kitchen furniture flew through the open
door into the living room.


Sigurd
jumped to his feet. At first he did not know what had happened.


A
fountain of water gushed down from the torn water pipe in the bathroom through
the torn floor ceiling, and in an instant the cloud of dust had cleared.


Sigurd
moved closer. The bathtub had smashed the kitchen table.


The
toilet and the shower had seized the kitchen counter, slaying the range hood
and the stove.


Water
was splashing quietly and the first rivulets were already making their way
along the floor into the living room.


The
main water tap was in the basement and Sigurd knew what to do.


But
that was also the only thing he could do at that moment.


There
was no thought of repairing it at all, he lacked the means to do so. His
parents had left him nothing but the house.


As
an unemployed person, he didn't have the means to have the house repaired, and
now this.


"Mom,
Dad, why did you leave me!"


That
evening the case of beer was emptied and Sigurd fell asleep on the sofa.


The
next morning brought not only a headache at first, but also the realization
that the many bottles of beer had changed nothing, but also nothing at all
about his situation.


As
he stood in front of the bathroom door, lost in thought and looking at the huge
hole in the floor, he slowly realized that he would have to change his life
completely.


A
former schoolmate of his ran a small pub and also rented out rooms.


Here
in the countryside, there were few tourists and the rooms were mostly empty,
but the prices were also very moderate.


Delian
would probably help him out of a tight spot and give him free accommodation.


After
all, they had once been best friends, back in the old days, before his handicap
had made Sigurd a loner.


A
little huffy, he went up to his room to change.


More
than once, his eyes lingered on the shelf mounted above the bed.


He
would much rather get on with his reading immediately.


The
cover of Part 4 of the Star League Saga was literally flashing at him, and only
a particularly strong effort of will kept him from pouncing on it.


With
obvious discomfort, he left the house and locked the weathered front door
behind him.


It
was late in the morning. The house property bordered directly on the main
street of the village of four hundred souls.


The
pub "Zum Habicht" was only two hundred meters away.


On
the way there, Sigurd looked around anxiously several times.


The
few passers-by that morning, however, took no notice of him.


It
was the first time he had left the house in months.


Delian
had regularly provided him with the necessities of life on a weekly basis,
bringing food and drink from his small village store, which he also ran next to
the pub. Apparently, he had forgotten this week.


Normally
Delian Melchor, as his full name was, was very businesslike.


And
he was also discreet.


With
horror Sigurd thought back to the day when he had almost killed him by mistake.


It
was almost an eternity ago, to be exact, 16 years, two months and fifteen days.


At
that time, his handicap had erupted with a force that had completely changed
Sigurd's life in one fell swoop.


Delian
had made him a solemn promise not to speak about it to a soul, and he had kept
that promise to this day.


He
still shuddered afterwards when he remembered the incident.


The
short walk to the pub was enough to make him think of it again in fragments.


They
were both 16 years old at the time and had a crush on the same girl. Apparently
Anisha couldn't or wouldn't really choose between the two of them.


She
played with them and it came what had to come, the situation escalated when she
gave Delian a friendly kiss in his presence before going back to her parents'
house. Sigurd saw red at that moment.


He
was currently in his pubertal peak phase and his body was not only producing
testosterone in larger quantities, but special parts of his brain were also
beginning to change.


Sigurd
was standing a mere ten feet away from Delian when his subconscious struck.


His
telekinetic first strike sent Delian flying several meters through the air and
thundering full force against the side door of a car.


To
the left and right of his head, the car's windows shattered, and pieces of
glass drilled into his upper arms, hanging powerlessly down his body.


His
nose began to bleed and blood also ran down both arms as Delian slid down the
side of the car. When he reached the ground, he was literally gasping for air. 


It
took a full five seconds for his lungs to absorb the blow and for him to
breathe in again.


After
that, all hell broke loose in Sigurd's head.


It
seethed unstoppably in his mind, and he needed several minutes to calm down to
some extent.


Delian
also needed some time to think clearly again.


It
was immediately clear to both of them that something very disturbing had just
happened. Their friendship had been put to the test and they unanimously
decided to keep quiet about the incident.


When
Anisha opened the front door to look because of the loud noises, they were
already gone.


Delian
limped and was supported by Sigurd.


On
the way to his parents' house, Sigurd's paranormal power knocked down two more
trees and smashed several car windows until he finally arrived home and retired
to his bed.


He
hadn't been able to get out of there for almost a week.


His
parents had begun to worry. Good thing it was the time of summer vacation.


Not
to think if he would have had to go to school in this condition.


Sigurd
had become a telekinetic. For him it had been more a curse than a gift from the
beginning.


Since
the Delian incident, he had begun to force his abilities under the control of
his will through constant autodidactic and autogenic training.


An
unintended side effect was that this had almost perfected his ability of
telekinesis.


At
the same time, however, he kept away from other people and thus became a loner.


He
even tried to suppress his longing for the opposite sex and retreated the more
into his books.


Delian
and Anisha had become a couple. Now he stood in front of the pub "Zum
Habicht", looked around again briefly and then entered the tavern.


Two
older men sat sideways at a small, round table next to the only window facing
the street.


Otherwise
the room was empty. They chatted quietly and looked at him with only brief
disinterest.


Sigurd
went to the counter and called for Delian.


On
the right side, next to the counter, there was a simply furnished small
kitchen.


Sigurd
remembered how as children they had occasionally received a snack there from
Delian's mother, usually French fries stuffed in a bag.


It
wasn't a minute before Anisha came in through the kitchen door.


She
bristled at first, then a smile crossed her full lips.


"Hello
Sigurd, this is quite a surprise. It's been a long time since we've seen each
other. Let me think, the last time was at the after-coffee at your mother's
funeral, right!"


"Yeah,
I guess it could have been. Isn't Delian there?"


"It
must be in the backyard. We're getting new kegs of beer delivered right now.
Hang on, I'll go check," and she was gone.


Sigurd
always had a strange feeling in his chest area when he met with Anisha.


When
she didn't return after several minutes, he sat down at a free table and picked
up the daily newspaper, which always lay in several versions on a small side
table.


He
was looking for something specific. The section was more towards the bottom of
the paper, job openings.


He
had finally made up his mind to take a permanent job.


On
the third to last page, he found what he was looking for.


A
very reputable security services company had advertised.


The
special feature of the one-page ad was that one could initially only apply for
admission to an aptitude test at the so-called assessment center.


Sigurd
was nevertheless immediately fired up, since the job that was advertised fit
exactly into his ideas of the book heroes he had been dealing with for the last
twenty years.


When
Delian finally entered the gift room, he had decided to send off an
application.   


 






The
aptitude test


A
full two weeks later, Sigurd already received the letter with an appointment
for an interview. His application had been accepted.


In
the meantime, he lived entirely in the inn "Zum Habicht". Delian had
offered him friendly asylum.


His
parents' house had become too dangerous, strange noises were heard there again
and again, not unlike those he had heard before the bathroom had broken through
the floor.


It
was only a matter of time before the building authorities took notice and he
was subject to conditions.


On
this day, however, a new life was about to begin for Sigurd Westall.


He
had already gotten up at six o'clock today. Delian had agreed to drive him by
car to Leuven in Belgium, which was about 140 kilometers from their village.


There,
in an old university building, the aptitude test was to take place.


Sigurd
himself had a driver's license but no car. Without Delian's concession he would
have had to travel by bus and train and that in turn cost money, at least he
would have had to present it. 


He
was pretty strapped for cash at the moment and it was only the middle of the
month.


The
ride was pretty quiet. They both kept very quiet.


"Don't
let it get you down, and when you're done, call me. I'll pick you up."


"Thanks,
Delian. Won't forget you." Sigurd took the small sports bag from the back
seat and got out.


In
front of him rose a very old building decorated with many round arches. The
entrance door was more like a large gate that ended in a pointed arch. The two
halves of the door were made of solid wood and the door handle was made of cast
iron.


When
opened, the hinges creaked and the sound echoed through the huge entrance hall.


About
twenty meters away, in the middle of the hall, a marble staircase went up to
the second floor.


Sigurd
estimated the height of the room at over five meters. It could be seen that the
small counter Sigurd was walking toward had been set up only provisionally.


It
didn't fit where it was at all, nor did the design fit the space.


Behind
the white and black plastic laminated surface, a still very young woman looked
out at him.


Her
outfit matched that of the counter, especially the colors matched one hundred
percent.


She
smiled at him. In the background, Sigurd saw two men dressed entirely in black
walking up the marble stairs; otherwise, the entrance hall seemed completely
deserted.


"Here
is my invitation," Sigurd held out the company's cover letter to the lady.


She
didn't make a face as she replied, "I know."


She
wordlessly handed him a name tag, brochure-like documents and a cell phone. The
name tag actually bore his name, although he hadn't mentioned it at all.


"Please
keep the cell phone on your body at all times. It is secured with a thumbprint
scanner. Only you personally can activate it. Please proceed to the upper
floor. There is a recreation room there. You will be further taken care of
there."


She
gave him another noncommittal smile and then turned her attention to some
papers in front of her.


Sigurd
was more than astonished. He had not expected such a reception.


In
any case, how did they get his fingerprints? Confused, he looked at the cell
phone in his hand, then his application letter came to mind. What was all this
fuss about?


There
were quite a few doors on the upper floor. They were in the Baroque or
Renaissance style and almost three meters high.


Which
of the doors, which all looked pretty much the same, was he supposed to go
through now? Was this perhaps already a test? He was about to knock on the
nearest door when the next door but one opened.


"Mr.
Sigurd Westall, welcome again to Life-Int-Ltd. Please put on your name tag for
the first time and come in. We are already expecting you."


Sigurd
followed the woman into the room.


She
herself was not wearing a name tag, which he noticed immediately.


The
few chairs that stood in the middle of the one hundred square meter room were
completely lost in the otherwise empty space.


Three
quarters of the seats were already occupied when Sigurd now joined them.


"Ladies
and gentlemen, Mr. Westall was the last subject still missing. Of the total of
fifteen applicants, eleven are now present; all of you, except Mr. Westall, had
already arrived yesterday."


The
lady, who had now moved behind the small lectern, looked at each of the
attendees for a second.


"My
name is Meredith Swonson and I will be assisting you throughout the week. If
you have any questions or other issues that come up, please feel free to
contact me."


She
paused for a moment.


"So,
now we're already getting to the actual aptitude test. We will be measuring
your cognitive aspects in each of you over the next few days in conventional
but also unconventional ways. You will be tested on your verbal and numerical
reasoning skills, your memory, concentration and spatial awareness.


Social
skills and abilities are also included. In particular, we observe "stress
resistance".


What
can you expect in concrete terms? First, structured interviews are held,
followed by group discussions. Post-basket exercises, i.e. proof of competence
in written form, as well as role plays will follow. You will answer
questionnaires either in writing or/and on the PC. These are psychometric tests
as well as intelligence tests. Of course, all tasks are to be completed under
certain time constraints. I wish you much success."


When
the lady left the room directly after her monologue, something like
restlessness arose among the test persons. Sigurd also felt uneasy.


"What
was that now?" The question was asked by a young woman sitting directly in
front of him. Her name was Amanda Lerch, Sigurd could read it from the name
tag.


He
just shrugged his shoulder. Six women and five men got up from their seats
almost simultaneously.


Sigurd
was one of the oldest among them, which he had noticed immediately. His fellow
soldiers were all no older than their mid-twenties.


"Can
someone tell me what happens now!"


A
young man with red bristle hair and quite a few freckles stood next to Sigurd,
slowly turning a red complexion as well; Samuel Darius Sultan was written on
his name tag.


Sigurd
looked at the sign a little too long.


"Is
what?" Samuel Darius Sultan looked at him challengingly, as if expecting
some stupid comment about his name.


Sigurd,
however, refused to be provoked and ostentatiously looked past him.


As
he did so, he looked directly at the small camera lens attached to the lectern.
No one else seemed to have noticed.


He
didn't think twice, but reached out telekinetically and bent the lens so that
it no longer pointed in their direction.


Immediately,
Sigurd felt guilty again. He turned anxiously in all directions.


But
everyone's attention was now focused on the front door. There, the lady from
the reception desk appeared with a pile of paper tucked under her right arm.


"Ladies
and gentlemen, please take your seats. We have already begun the aptitude test.
Please remember, everything you do from now on can be used against you."


With
a bright laugh, she began passing out the paperwork.


"Please
fill out the sheets. You have exactly twenty minutes to do so."


Each
subject was handed ten pages, labeled on both sides.


"Well,
this is going to be fun."


Amanda
accepted the pages intended for her and grinned in Sigurd's direction.
"I'm already sick of this slick-faced female!"  


Now
it was Sigurd's turn to smile. Amanda Lerch didn't look much different from
these ladies. 


In
general, the clothing of the men and women present looked very expensive.
Sigurd's simple outfit did not fit in at all.


 


In
the evening, when all the others were already sitting down to supper, Sigurd
was assigned his overnight accommodation.


It
was a small room with three sloping ceilings. In addition to the bed, there was
a desk and a small sink with a mirror. There was no hygiene room.


Toilets
and shower rooms had to be shared by the subjects on the floor. Sigurd didn't
have much to unpack from his gym bag and put in the closet, and immediately
threw himself on the bed.


A
small dormer window above the desk faced the outside.


It
had begun to dawn by now. The last group discussions had ended.


Sigurd
had not remembered all the names of the others in the round of introductions.
Only Amanda and Samuel, who preferred to be addressed as Sammy, stuck in his
memory.


Sigurd
lay on the bed and meanwhile began to doubt whether the whole thing was not
only a figment of his imagination.


For
the umpteenth time, he wondered why an aptitude test for a simple job as a
security guard had to be so elaborate.


Something
was not right here; he had already sensed that.


So
far, they had only had to deal with these two young women, almost half girls.
And they also behaved very strangely.


Much
too detached and snooty, just as if they knew more than they let on.


The
next morning they met again in the large, empty room with the lonely lectern.


As
if by themselves, groups had already formed. Sigurd, Amanda and Sammy had
arranged their chairs so that they were facing each other, but could still look
toward the lectern.


Furtively,
he glanced at the camera lens on the lectern.


Someone
had pointed it again, which meant they were being watched. Had Amanda and Sammy
noticed the lens yet? Maybe it turned out that he could ask them.


Only
here and now he didn't want to expose himself.


This
time a male colleague from the assessment center appeared and handed out group
tasks. Each of the four groups had a predefined goal to achieve.  


On
the way there, however, they would hinder each other and had to act together or
against each other accordingly.


Again,
a time limit was set. Sigurd's group had the goal of finding a specific papyrus
scroll inside the building within half a day.


On
the way to this goal there was only one clue, namely that group 1, it consisted
of only two male test persons, had been handed out this with their goal
indication, without knowing themselves that it served the group 4, Sigurd's
group, as starting point. Group 1 was also not allowed to know about it,
because otherwise their own goal achievement would be endangered. 


Before
Amanda, Sammy and he could confer, his cell phone rang.


All
three looked in his direction, first in surprise, then curiously.


Sigurd
shrugged his shoulder and answered.


"Appear
in front of the entrance to the university building in exactly five minutes.
There you will receive an important message. But only you alone!"


Sigurd
looked puzzled at the faces of Amanda and Sammy.


"I
hate this kind of role-playing!"


Amanda
seemed to suspect something. Sammy urged Sigurd to hurry, so that after only
three minutes he was already downstairs in front of the entrance gate.


Still
nobody was to be made out. Slowly he began to enjoy the whole thing, unlike
Amanda.


This
was no longer playing cops and robbers, as in childhood, but in a way similar
to some of the situations in his many novels. Only that these mostly took place
in the future.


He
spontaneously looked at his watch. Today was June 23, 2018, 09:24, he briefly
looked around in all directions.


It
slowly began to drizzle. Sigurd pushed himself closer to the door, which was
covered by a wide cornice, when it opened a crack.


"Don't
look behind you and don't turn around," he heard a soft voice say.


"One
of your partners is playing false. He's been given another, personal objective
as a task. He is to prevent the group goal from being achieved."


Sigurd
had flinched briefly, but immediately regained his composure.


"How
do you know this, and why are you telling me this?"  


When
he got no answer after half a minute, he turned around. The door was still a
hand's breadth open, but there was no one there.


Sigurd
walked thoughtfully back upstairs. He wondered if he should pass on the
information he had received to Amanda and Sammy. If it was true, the
achievement of the group's goal was in danger.


On
the other hand, if individual goals existed, there was no longer a group. He
decided to enlighten both of them about what he had heard.


"And
you really didn't see who it was?"


"What
about the voice. You must have recognized it!"


Amanda
and Sammy were both quite excited.


No,
didn't see anything and the voice was too quiet for me to recognize."


"Someone
is trying to drive a wedge between us with the goal of having the group
fail." Sammy sniffled briefly.


Of
course, he was right. Sigurd shifted to business as usual.


"What
are the names of the two guys in Group 1 and how do we get to them without them
noticing right away?"


"Let
me worry about that. I'll distract them and you guys try to find out something
about your target. You'll be able to manage that, won't you? We'll keep in
touch with this," Amanda pointed to her cell phone.


They
exchanged numbers.


"Muehlhausen
and Schmidt I think."


Amanda
and Sigurd looked a little irritated at Samuel Darius.


"I
mean, those are their names!"  


Amanda
nodded. "O. k., now we just have to find you."


Amanda
held the two of them in Schmidt's room. However she managed it, anyway, the
message came via text message after she had been gone for about an hour.


"All
respect, the girl's got something."


Sammy
and Sigurd left her room almost simultaneously and met outside the door to
Muehlhausen's now vacant room.


"What
are we looking for, exactly?"


"We'll
see when we find it," Sigurd fiddled with a piece of wire on the door
lock.


He
had no idea how it could have been used to pick a lock, but he pretended it
wasn't the first time for him. In reality, his telekinetic powers kicked in and
opened the lock on the door lock cylinder.


As
a teenager, he had practiced this skill to near perfection, and on a great many
different locks. He could even manage it blindfolded now.


Sammy
nodded at him appreciatively, then they were already closing the door again
from the inside.


The
room looked almost exactly the same as Sigurd's. They first started to look for
some papers, a written assignment or something similar.


However,
they found nothing of the sort.


When
Sammy got the short message on the cell phone from Amanda that they should
leave the room as soon as possible, they hadn't made any progress.


On
the way back, they actually ran into one of the two boys from group 1. 


He
didn't look too happy. He was swaying a bit and actually had a black eye.
Before Sammy could make a stupid remark, Sigurd gave him a hidden sign.


"Leave
him alone," it was supposed to mean, and Sammy stifled a biting remark.


"Was
that Amanda, perhaps?"  


"We'll
see in a minute."


It
had been agreed that they would meet back in Sammy's room as soon as the action
was over.


The
door was unlocked and when they entered, Amanda was already squatting on
Sammy's bed, silently facing them.


"Are
you all right?" Sigurd looked at her questioningly.


"Yes,
although I had imagined the whole thing a little differently." She cleared
her throat.


"So
you didn't find anything!"


That
was more of a statement than a question. Sammy nodded.


"I
felt the same way at first. I really don't know what was going on in the minds
of those two scumbags, anyway, all of a sudden, they got pushy. Of course, they
didn't know I was a black belt in karate."


Sammy
grinned. "We saw one of them. You beat the crap out of him."


"Now
let them finish and don't keep interrupting."


Sigurd
had sat down on the edge of the bed next to Amanda and looked at her
encouragingly.


"When
Muehlhausen grabbed me, I noticed something very strange about him." She
took a deep breath.


"He
blinked twice, that is, once the blink occurred normally, that is, the eyelids
closed and opened from top to bottom, and then again there was a kind of blink
within the iris. It seemed to split briefly and jerkily to both sides. I was
visibly startled and apparently so was Muehlhausen. In any case, he
spontaneously let go of me and left the room in a hurry."


Sigurd
and Sammy looked at each other, somewhat irritated.


"You
didn't find out anything else?"


"No,
but then that wasn't my direct assignment. I was just supposed to distract them
so you could search Muehlhausen's room."


Before
Sammy could voice his disappointment, however, Amanda finally came out with the
words, "Gold," it came out of her mouth as if shot from a pistol.


"That
was all I could find out yet. In the scanty information Muehlhausen and Schmidt
received, the only word was gold, which you could not match. I think this is
the clue we need to reach the goal we have set."


They
looked at each other in silence.


A
few minutes passed, then Sammy glanced at his wristwatch.


"We
have only two hours left, and then we have to present the result. How in the
world can the term 'gold' help us or lead us to our goal?"


"I
keep thinking about the eyes of Muehlhausen," Amanda replied incoherently.


"In
this old university building, the color gold is everywhere. Walls, ceilings,
and floors have the most varied ornaments, mosaics, paintings, stucco, and who
knows anything else decorated in gold paint or even actually in pure
gold."


Sigurd
had picked up a trail.


"Let's
just go through the rooms one by one and keep our eyes open. Sitting around
here pondering is most definitely the wrong way to go."


They
agreed with him.


"We'll
split up. We'll each take a different part of the building."


Amanda
had jumped up and headed for the door, Sigurd and Sammy following. It was
funny, Sigurd suddenly had a clear idea of what might be meant by the word
"gold." He headed straight for the grand marble staircase that
connected the entrance hall to the upper floor. When he reached the middle
section of the stairs, he glanced over the stone staircase to his right at the
chandelier.


It
hung at eye level, but about five meters from the staircase. Its linkage was
golden.


Sigurd
tried to recognize something extraordinary about it. Unconsciously, he used his
special ability to do so. His mind groped over the lead crystals, through the
linkage and the candles.


Then
he grasped a soft material that certainly did not belong where it was now.


With
a tug, Sigurd pulled it in his direction.


The
small papyrus scroll floated through the air and landed in his hand after a few
seconds.


Stealthily
he looked around, but at this time the entrance hall was deserted. In general,
the main activity took place on the spacious upper floor.


Carefully,
he opened the roll tied with a red ribbon and unwound it. Written there in
small letters was a single sentence: "The way is the goal.


Sigurd
informed his two partners about the find.


The final
meeting that followed was short and sweet. They met again in the large, almost
empty room, which was equipped only with the chairs and the lectern. Of the
original eleven subjects, a full five had met the target and also completed the
tests with a correspondingly positive score.


"All
these recruitment tests are a force after all. Besides, they are not admissible
at all in the form in which they tested and treated us here."


One
of the failed subjects had stood up and pointed with his right hand to the
camera lens on the lectern.


"Not
only this room, but all rooms, even personally assigned rooms, are under video
surveillance. That clearly violates privacy rights."


Meredith
Swonson smiled smugly.


"Dear
Mr. Raab, you have already agreed to the restriction of your rights throughout
the testing process by signing the first questionnaire. All you had to do was
read the fine print. But that seems to have been part of the reason you didn't
pass."


That
was clear.


When
Raab then left the room in a rage, it was the prelude for the other failed
subjects to leave as well. The remaining five visibly slid back and forth
nervously on their chairs.


"Lady,
gentlemen. I congratulate you on passing the aptitude test. My colleague will
now inform you about your further options."


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 






The education


"The
training starts immediately," he had said. He was a former lieutenant in
the Bundeswehr named Michael Vanhöfen. 


We
would probably only find out more details during the training period. I felt a
bit taken off guard anyway.


Why
did we have to decide immediately after passing the aptitude test and why did
we have to start training right away? Why the hasty rush?


For
Amanda and Sammy this procedure seemed to be quite normal, also for the two
others who had passed the test.


But
I myself had imagined it quite differently. I actually just wanted to go home
again for the time being.


Part
4 of the Star League Saga had been waiting for me for a week. Besides, I could
have used a few more days to think about it.


I
don't know myself why I agreed to it anyway.


Even
Delian had expressed his doubts about this strange behavior on the phone. Now
it was too late.


I
had already signed the declaration of confidentiality as well as the
declaration of commitment to participate.


Duration
of the training period, three months. Place of training, Arnhem in the Netherlands.


Near
PRAETS De PRAETS, directly at the river Nederrijn was the training camp. The
area consisted of a lot of grassland interrupted by small lakes.


We
were picked up by a Jeep Wrangler Unlimited 2.8 CRS Sport.


This
car designation was on the spare wheel cover at the rear of the car, anyway.


We
had already asked Meredith Swonson why we should decide on such short notice,
but she did not provide any explanation either.


We
were assigned double rooms as accommodations. I, of course, shared the room with
Sammy. He laughed out loud when we saw our beds. They each consisted of a
simple mattress with a wooden frame around it, bolted to the floor of the room
with several iron angles.


"Who
would want to tamper with that frame? Some poor lunatic, perhaps?"


Sammy
laid his two heavy suitcases on the bed, looked around the room briefly, and
opened the closet.


"I'll
take the left one, if it's convenient," and he began unpacking.


I
watched him for a while longer, stowing my gym bag in the right-hand section of
the closet.


I
hadn't taken much with me. How could I have known that it would lead to a
longer stay.


Sammy's
clothes looked very expensive, and he was correspondingly careful when
unpacking them.


I
had already attracted negative attention several times during the aptitude test
because of my simple, if not to say, lumpen outfit. I had actually heard this
designation once among the test subjects.


Well,
now I was here and the others were not. Sammy had never made a fuss about my
clothes, and neither had Amanda.


For
her, it was the inner values that counted. Maybe that was one of the reasons
they were here now, too.


"Training
will begin in exactly ten minutes. Please proceed to room 5C."


We
both looked startled into the left corner of the room next to the only window.
Sure enough, there was a small, round box there.


"A
speaker in our quarters?" Sammy sniffed loudly.


"I
don't think it's just in ours," I added to his train of thought.


"Come
on, let's go. I'd hate to attract negative attention on the first day and show
up late."


Sammy
looked at the still half-full suitcases on the bed and nodded at me. 


Together
we left the room. In training room 5C, the five of us began the daily routine
that would play out in this or similar ways over the next weeks and months. 


First
of all, we were taught theoretical knowledge.


This
was followed by fitness exercises, shooting and combat training to increase our
physical fitness. We were each given a Walther P99 Q, 9-millimeter with 15
rounds as basic equipment.


Four-way
automatically secured, suitable for both right-handed and left-handed.
Everything was thought of.


I
quickly noticed that my fitness left much to be desired. However, the first
sore muscles the next day quickly faded away, as the now constant sporting
activities meant that my muscles didn't rest at all.


In
addition to special training on legal issues and behavior, unarmed self-defense
and conflict and de-escalation training were added as early as the third week.


I
particularly enjoyed the high-speed car training starting in the eighth week.
The goal of the entire training period was to bring our professional and
technical know-how to the highest possible level.


In
the middle of the tenth week of training, I asked myself whether everything we
were learning really fit into the job description of a security guard.


I
rather believed that we would be assigned to a paramilitary unit that would
carry out some kind of attacks.


When
I revealed my thoughts to Sammy, he just looked at me in irritation, shook his
head and mumbled something in his beard that sounded something like,
"Typical villager, unworldly and simple-minded."


 


The
Kalashnikov jerked upward due to my telekinetic grasp and the volley of fire
shredded the stucco on the ceiling.


As
the barrel of the weapon began to bend as if under duress, it was only a matter
of seconds before it would pipe down.


This
would undoubtedly cause serious injuries to the shooter.


At
the last moment, however, he was jerked aside by his accomplice, losing the
weapon.


It
exploded not two meters away from him as it fell to the ground there.


I
was still standing in the same spot, slightly puzzled, when the end of the test
was announced over the loudspeakers.


I
had not considered the fact that the final test would have to be another
role-playing game. I had actually believed we had been attacked.


I
guess I was in my own world again, the world of book heroes, dammit!


First
Lieutenant Michael Vanhöfen was still standing in front of me with his head
upside down.


I
looked up briefly at the two musclemen who were leading me away. They looked
exactly as I had always imagined the heroes of my books.


Their
handguns hung casually and untouched from the belts of their combat suits,
while they laughed in the face of the enemy with a superior mine and were just
about to finish off the bulk of their opponents with their bare hands.


Now
I was walking between the two "superheroes," meaning they had taken
me into their midst.


I
did not know where they were leading me. I only knew that I had betrayed myself,
betrayed in the stress of my own thoughts.


The
double-winged door in front of us opened silently. Behind it, a kind of
anteroom opened up.


There,
behind a huge desk, sat a young, blonde woman.


Amanda
would say again, "A slick-eyed broad."


I
couldn't help but grin. She gave me an evil look.


"All
right, thank you gentlemen. We won't be needing you now!"


I
looked in her direction with nascent hope. My two companions had left me alone.


Now
I stood before the young woman like a watered poodle, not quite knowing what to
say.


I
was devilishly afraid of the consequences that might come my way.


Under
no circumstances would I make myself available as a guinea pig for any state
research institutes or other scientific experiments, and if necessary I was
also prepared to defend myself with all means at my disposal.


I
must have looked very thoughtful for a while, because the lady behind the desk
said: "So you are the man with the special abilities. Section Chief Sir
Arthur Newcraft is already eagerly awaiting you."


She
leaned forward a little. 


"Between
you and me, I haven't seen him as excited as he is today in the last ten years.
What special thing have you done that he can't wait for your presence?"


"Mrs.
Sunrise, please don't be too noisy and send the young man in to see me."


I
thought I had misheard, young man he had said. Me with my 32 years.


"Yes
sir, right away sir." She sat back down and now seemed cooler again.
"You heard me Mr. Westall. Here you go." 


The
wood paneled door across from her desk, partially covered in thick leather,
opened automatically and silently.


I
nodded to her and went inside. Immediately, the door began to close by itself
again.


In
front of me was a room completely paneled in wood.


Large
arched windows covered the entire wall opposite me. Thick carpets muffled my
footsteps as I slowly walked along.


On
the right, narrow side wall, I spotted an open fireplace with smoldering wood
scrolls.


In
front of it was an old wing chair with the back facing me, but now it was
moving.


Someone
stood up. I caught sight of an elderly man walking slowly toward me. He was
limping a little.


"Sit
down, Mr. Westall," he pointed to a second brown leather covered armchair.
"I think we have a lot to talk about."


The
tone of his voice made my ears prick up. Hadn't something conspiratorial just
come out of it? I sat down.


"May
I offer you a sherry? Or no, wait. I have a particularly good port here. You
like port, don't you?"


He
didn't wait for me to agree, but was already pouring a glass three-quarters
full.


"Region of origin, northern Portugal's Douro Valley.
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