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1 एक Eka


El Camino del Karma

Philipp was mostly at peace with himself and the world. However, this self-assessment was difficult to understand for anyone who knew him personally. The entrepreneur had already achieved some success in his professional life because he had absolutely no qualms about stepping over dead bodies every day. Just today, the self-obsessed boss of a large advertising agency had once again landed a big fish. But only because he had outmaneuvered his competitors by simply bribing the key decision-makers of an international cosmetics chain. In the past, he would have been able to write off these bribes as “useful expenses” for tax purposes, butthose days were long gone. “Too bad,” Philipp thought wistfully. “But the world is corrupt, and everyone has their price!” philosophized the forty-year-old. Ultimately, it was always about the dough, and according to Philipp, money was the “blood of life” anyway.

It was now almost 12:30 p.m. and the summer sun was at its zenith. The businessman slowed down his black SUV briefly so as not to miss the small driveway leading to the hiking trail. He then frantically switched the electronic damper control to “off-road mode.” It was actually a pointless endeavor, but after all, he had paid good money for the various electronic aids. So he wanted to take advantage of them and saw no reason to reduce his speed on the dirt road littered with potholes. It didn't occur to him to simply drive slower or adapt his driving style in any way to the external conditions. Although the SUV's air suspension was doing its best, Philipp felt the occasional creak in the steering and decided to give the vehicle manufacturer a negative review. For him, it was always someone else's fault. He saw himself as the “center of the universe” anyway, and everyone around him was just lazy and stupid. His first name didn't suit him at all either. Coming from Greek, “Philipp” means something like “horse lover,” but he didn't like animals at all. Not long ago, he had tried horse meat, but he didn't particularly like it either.

About a hundred meters before the sandy dirt road ended, the entrepreneur felt a hard blow to the steering wheel. Immediately afterwards, he heard a dull rumbling from the rear axle. Philipp reluctantly took his foot off the gas. He must have run over something. “Damn it! What was that?” The businessman's mood deteriorated in a flash. He stopped shortly afterwards, waited several seconds for the dust to settle, and then got out of his posh car, cursing. About thirty meters behind his car, a cat that had been hit was crawling across the road. With its last ounce of strength, the seriously injured animal made it to the other side. Philipp glanced in its direction for a moment, then turned his attention to his scratched bumper.

“Damn it, stupid cat! Now I have to have my bumper repainted!” was all he could think of. While the cat was probably taking its last breaths in its death throes, Philipp was only thinking about which of his many insurance policies he could claim on. This was probably not considered wildlife damage. If the businessman had hit a deer, a rabbit, or even a wild boar, his partial comprehensive insurance would probably cover it, but with a domestic cat, it wasn't that simple. In this case, the cat's owner would probably have to pay for the damage.

After Philipp had considered his next steps, he went to the trunk of his car. He looked for something to wrap the carcass, the corpus delicti, so to speak, in. “Maybe a photo will suffice as evidence,” he thought hesitantly. But when he looked for the dead cat, he couldn't see it anywhere.

“That damn animal can't have vanished into thin air!” he thought aloud. Philipp ran to where he thought the animal might be, but found no blood, hair, or any other traces. The cat was simply nowhere to be found. " What a bummer, I just wanted to go for a short walk," mused the entrepreneur and went back to his car to swap his expensive Italian shoes for hiking boots. Shortly after changing his foot coverings, he returned to the spot where he thought the animal's carcass was. But he couldn't find it in the nearby bushes or in the ditch either. The sun was beating down mercilessly. He systematically expanded his search radius, but there was simply nothing to be found. Philipp was sweating profusely, and he suddenly realized that the air conditioning in his car had played a significant role in his well-being. “Fuck that damn cat,” he thought to himself as his gaze wandered to the dilapidated farmhouse at the end of the dirt road. Something had just moved overthere. The entrepreneur noticed a shadow near the old building.

“Maybe I'll find the cat's owner there, and I'll have a word with them,” he thought to himself. His anger grew toward a person he neither knew nor could blame for his misfortune. Philipp set off energetically and at a brisk pace.

When he arrived in front of the old stone house, he was astonished. There was a huge dog carrying a dead cat in its mouth. The animal stood directly in front of its doghouse and stared at him. In terms of breed, it was probably a mix between a Cane Corso and a Pyrenean Mountain Dog. It was a stately animal, secured with a massive chain about eight meters long. There was no one to be seen, but Philipp realized that the four-legged creature was guarding not the house, but rather its doghouse. As soon as the businessman moved even a meter toward the wooden shed, the light brown dog let out a threatening growl. Philipp then took another step in that direction. Not because the man was particularly brave, but because he was certain that the chained dog posed no danger to him. The Molosser still had the dead cat in its mouth. Growling, it stared at the stranger with its dark eyes. Slowly, its lips curled upward, and the threatening animal bared its teeth. “Damned mutt,don't you threaten me, you damn flea circus,” Philipp shouted at the dog in a rage.

The company owner suddenly saw the four-legged animal as an opportunity to channel his pent-up anger. Laughing, he picked up a few large stones from the ground to throw at the stoic animal. “Take that, you mutt!” The forty-year-old entrepreneur threw several pebbles at the dog in a near-hysterical manner, but the furry friend did not move an inch. Larger stones hit the dog hard. However, apart from a growl that came deep from its throat, the animal showed no reaction. Some time later, the stone thrower had halfway worked off his anger and was now just shouting loudly at the dog. He would have loved to continue mistreating the Molosser, but his throwing arm was slowly starting to hurt. Tomorrow he would certainly have to contend with sore muscles. So he lost interest, glanced once more hatefully at the chained dog bleeding from several wounds, and then looked at his gold-plated wristwatch. It was already 1:30 p.m. Had he really wasted a whole hour here? He wanted to hike at least another three to four kilometers. Fifty meters away from him was the "Camino Natural", and not far from there, he could walk down to the river to refresh himself after all the exertion. So he turned around and continued on his way. After Philipp had walkedabout twenty-five meters away from the stone house, he heard the dog barking loudly. He looked around frantically and saw eight or nine kittens rushing out of the doghouse ahead of him. The Molosser had laid the dead cat down in front of him, and the newborn kittens surrounded their lifeless mother, meowing. Somehow, the whole scene seemed almost human, and the businessman couldn't help thinking of a funeral procession. “So that's what the stupid mutt had been protecting all along,” he thought to himself. What a shame he couldn't drown this litter of cute kittens in the river right away. It wouldn't undo the scratches on his battered bumper, but at least it would be satisfying to the cat owner. Philipp grinned smugly as he marched across the small bridge toward the river. Suddenly, the dog barked again. The entrepreneur now had the feeling that the dog's barking was increasing in volume and intensity. The deep, throaty barking grew louder and louder. It almost sounded as if the sounds were being amplified by microphones and loudspeakers. The recurring barking was followed by a deep, dark rumbling. Philipp looked up at the rock face to his right, irritated, but at the same time reassured himself that it must be a simple echo. The loud dog barking simply would not stop, and the businessman stopped to cover his ears. Philipp felt as if his eardrums were about to burst. Suddenly, somethinghit his right leg. “Damn it, ow!” With a pained expression on his face, he realized that a large rock had injured his calf. He was bleeding slightly. At the same time, both the dog barking and the periodic rumbling continued to increase.

He remembered a situation that had happened around thirty years ago. Back then, little Philipp had to sit through a physics lesson. At first, the lesson was boring as usual, and he and his neighbor were joking around and laughing at their teacher's thick glasses. But then the teacher put on a video that caught their interest. Somewhere in America, someone had filmed a suspension bridge that seemed to be slowly becoming unstable. At the time, wind vortices had caused the bridge's vibration amplitude to exceed its load limit due to self-excitation. These vibrations then led to what is known as a resonance catastrophe.

The roadway acted like a flexible band that first moved in waves before finally giving up the ghost. The suspension bridge eventually collapsed, dragging everything on it to certain death. With these old images in his mind, Philipp looked up once more, shortly before a boulder weighing several tons buried him beneath it.




2  द्वि Dvi


The birthday present

With trembling fingers, Alma tried to get to grips with the wrapping paper. Due to her rheumatic condition, wrapping the small present was becoming more and more of a never-ending battle. The old woman had been trying for hours and, in pain, had not even been able to tie the bow.

In the past, it would have taken her less than two minutes, but her twisted hands simply wouldn't cooperate anymore. Nevertheless, Alma smiled inwardly because she was able to give her tenant a birthday present and thus bring him a little joy. The 78-year-old had lost her husband a few years agoand often felt lonely and alone in her big house after his funeral. Her two children lived far away and only contacted her sporadically. The pensioner was particularly afraid at night and preferred to check several times that the front door and all the windows were properly locked. Six months ago, she had already inquired about a place in a retirement home, but then an advertisement in the local official gazette caught her eye. After reading the newspaper ad, Alma had made up her mind. It would be a win-win situation for everyone involved. She could rent out the ground floor, receive money from the authorities, and, above all, do something good for someone else. At that moment, Alma saw the local pastor in her mind's eye. In her imagination, the preacher nodded encouragingly at her from his pulpit as she picked up the phone. After all, what she was doing was a Christian act. Alma hadn't felt so alive in a long time. The world could be so evil sometimes, but thank God there were still people like her!

After this good deed, it only took a few days for the relevant authorities to contact her. Alma would actually have preferred to take in a young woman, perhaps even with children, but when she was told that a nice young man urgently needed a place to live, she quickly agreed. With a man in the house, the old lady would feel much safer, at least as far asthe increasing number of apartment burglaries was concerned. Just a week later, Johann moved in with her. Despite initial reservations and a few warning comments from her friends, who were most likely just jealous, Alma immediately took the polite young man into her heart. Johann was the best tenant she could have hoped for. He didn't listen to loud music, didn't invite women over, and behaved in a manner that was, in her eyes, absolutely exemplary. Whenever Alma came back from shopping, the young blond man would rush over to help her carry the heavy plastic bags into the apartment. When her friends from the church choir asked, she praised her “man of the house” to the skies. When it came to helpfulness, Johann always went above and beyond for his landlady. He now also took out Alma's trash, swept the driveway, and mowed the lawn. Even her late
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