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“You're very clever to have found of our hideaway. 

Unfortunately, you won't live to tell the tale.” 

Clopin, The Hunchback of Notre Dame.
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“I am the Lord, and there is no other; there is no God beside me.

I am the Lord, and there is no other.

I make the light, and I create the darkness;

I make peace, and I create evil.”

It was exactly 20:32 when everyone, at the same moment, believed she had said it.

Yes - she had certainly said it.

There was no doubt.

With pupils black and glossy like a cockroach’s shell, her eyes sunk deep into the complacent greyness of her face, she stood confidently and declared, on National Television, what she truly believed. In the prime-time news.

And everybody, as usual, pretended they hadn’t heard anything.

The fault, surely, lay in the mixing of frequencies.

A technical malfunction.

Perhaps even the television set itself.

This particular TV stood in the common room of the “Doctor Tarr and Professor Fether Psychiatric Institute.” But that meant nothing. The television was not the problem. It was not the culprit behind the unusual sincerity of National Television.

What happened at that moment had been gaining momentum for months. World leaders had begun, occasionally, to tell the truth in the media - but only for thirty seconds at a time.

The trend originated from a new advertising doctrine attributed to Goebbels, derived from a doctoral thesis entitled: Tell the Truth So You Don’t Have to Tell the Truth. It was based on the principle he had refined during his long career and summarized in the well-known mantra of political marketing: “A truth repeated three times becomes a lie.” Thus emerged the new strategy of world leaders: once a month, for precisely thirty seconds during prime time, they would deliver a pure, undiluted truth before the entire nation - sometimes before the entire world.

Goebbels had predicted the reaction perfectly. Viewers would pretend not to have heard it. They would behave as if everything were normal. Anecdotes about diplomatic scandals or parliamentary theatrics might provoke outrage - but the undiluted truth, contrary to all expectations, provoked nothing.

Helen Weiss sat directly in front of the television at the Psychiatric Institute, trying to restrain her rebellious dark hair from bouncing around her face, when the announcement froze her in place.

She has finally said it.

The truth had entered the ether - irreversible - and Helen believed that the mesmerist’s spell over the followers of the television cult would now break and they would wake up in four... three... two...

“Did you hear that?” Helen asked the eighty-year-old woman sitting beside her. “Daemona Maridal, the German Chancellor. She just declared, on National Television, while addressing our Prime Minister Vladimir Gord, that she is our God - and that we are not permitted to have any other.”

“This granny? She’s no chancellor. Adolf is the chancellor,” the old woman replied.

“Adolf is dead. It’s 2016. Adolf, Churchill, Himmler, Roosevelt - they all died at the beginning of the millennium. Only Goebbels is alive. He must be one hundred and sixty-eight by now. Strangely enough, he still looks thirty-five.”

Before Helen could finish, the old woman lunged at her, clutching her hair and screaming:

“He is not dead! He is not! When he finds out what they are doing, he will come and arrest them! He will save us! He will save us all!”

A male nurse rushed in as the woman continued to struggle, clinging to her single, unshakable truth.

And so Helen Weiss, holding a thick strand of her almost immortal hair in her hand, learned something essential:

It is not wise to mention the truth.

More precisely - it is never wise to mention the truth unless it is part of Josef Goebbels’s propaganda strategy. The fact that she was in a psychiatric institute momentarily escaped Helen’s mind. The old woman suffered from amnesia. The last date she remembered was January 1st, 1933. She had been nine years old then. She recalled a ridiculous man campaigning for the office of Chancellor of Germany. He smiled at her and handed her a gift box, wishing her Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year. Inside the box was everything the black-haired child needed most: bread, flour, oil, sugar - and even a doll made in China for the American market, discarded as defective because it lacked a hand. Why her memory ended there remained unclear. It was both confusing and tragic to watch a woman who had preserved, for more than half a century, the image of a future Nazi executioner - but only as a generous man from an election campaign.

She did not remember the war that began in 1939. She did not remember being evacuated from Germany when Berlin was reduced to rubble. She did not remember how the post-socialist authorities, uncertain what to do with the ruins, built a wall out of the shattered city itself. Most absurd of all - she did not remember how, in 1945, Great Yugoslavia was born in a flash of napalm.

Great Yugoslavia emerged almost accidentally: a federation of countries that did not know what else to become. The story, as it was later told, began during the Blitzkrieg.  There was a popular coffee-flavored chocolate distributed to soldiers - “Coffeebon.” It was advertised as a substitute for a miraculous caffeinated drink, its taste compared to the fresh wind of dawn over the homeland. Between the caramel filling and the chocolate glaze, however, lay a different ingredient. Methamphetamine.

While Churchill and Hitler negotiated history, the Balkan political elite consumed the Blitzkrieg chocolate with equal enthusiasm. A measurable quantity of meth entered their bloodstream. In a state of chemically assisted euphoria - inhaling immortality, gripping God by the thumb - they signed an agreement on the federal unification of six Balkan states. Later, the Republic of Amia joined them as the seventh. 

Seven, according to old Slavic pagan belief, was an unlucky number. The authorities therefore insisted that Amia be referred to as the Eighth State. Eight would be emphasized constantly. No one would count anyway.

Thus the Land of Brotherhood and Unity was established on the unstable Balkan terrain. It succeeded largely because, at the time, Churchill and Hitler were preoccupied with postwar negotiations. Japan seized the distraction and quietly reinvented itself through industry and desire. The Netherlands patented improved versions of Coffeebon. Americans and Russians rehearsed the rituals of the Cold War.
And the Balkans - quite unintentionally - enjoyed the lingering effects of Pervitine, euphoria, and universal love.
At the very beginning, the prime ministers of several European countries warned Roosevelt:

“The savages are building Yugoslavia - a country that will dangerously resemble a union where socialism and rock ’n’ roll stand side by side.”

Roosevelt was not alarmed. His successors were even less so. They understood that utopias constructed under the influence of Pervitine required only one intervention: withdrawal. Remove the stimulant, and abstinence would do the rest. Paranoia would follow. After paranoia - pliability. They would soften like overheated plasticine.

In 1945, the world expected closure.

Germany was supposed to acknowledge defeat. The Red Army was supposed to march into Berlin under a banner of peace and unity. Hitler, Himmler, and - most theatrical of them all - Josef Goebbels, the small marketing illusionist with the stiff smile and damp palms, were expected to stage a final collective suicide. None of it happened. The war continued. Indefinitely. Everyone bombed everyone. Everything burned. Until Hitler and Churchill decided that chaos, too, required management.

At exactly noon, on September 24th, 1945, Adolf Hitler presented Winston Churchill with a bottle of excellent Irish whiskey and said:

“We can continue this war until every one of us is dead. Until the world consists of two bunkers. Inside them: crates of Heineken, VHS cassettes of Swedish pornography and a modest reserve of canned fish with an admirable expiration date. Perhaps even an Adam and Eve, if we are fortunate. It might not be the worst of worlds. Aside from the shortage of video players and can openers. Still - it is risky. We can proceed that way. Or we can conclude this by agreement.” Churchill considered the proposal carefully. A world reduced to two people and an abundant supply of alcohol did not sound entirely unreasonable. But he had never liked Heineken. At that moment, this minor preference became the decisive factor in ending the war without victory and without defeat.

Both sides agreed to withdraw their troops. Negotiations began. Dialogue replaced bombardment. The division of influence among the great powers extended over the next fifty years.

It is said that in 1989, God himself intervened.

“Let him be damned, the one who made you,” God cursed himself.

“It is enough that each of you be modest and take only what you need.”

“Every man has the right to a decent life.”

Hitler’s marketing team immediately suspected interference. They supposed it was a spirit of Karl Marx showing up at the most inconvenient moment, just as the new system was nearing completion. The phrase new system, it should be noted, meant a slave dystopia. But such nuances rarely trouble a competent marketing department, especially when confronted with an uninvited metaphysical presence unfamiliar with market logic. With their hands buried in the pockets of black lambskin coats, they dismissed the possibility that God himself had entered the meeting. The Father of the Universe was unanimously removed from the session dedicated to the redistribution of global power.

In January 1990, an agreement was finalized.

Yugoslavia dissolved.

Adolf received the Republic of Amia as a token of settlement.

Soon after the colonization agreement was signed, methamphetamine, destiny, and buried AK-47 stockpiles rose from the ground as if resurrected. The pigeons of peace blanketed the former land of Brotherhood and Unity in white residue. Not even the Red Army could have rescued Amia from what followed. Thus one empire entered a corridor with no exit. And the old woman - now living in Amia - was diagnosed with amnesia at the “Doctor Tarr and Professor Fether Psychiatric Institute.”

Many people who did not suffer from amnesia were nevertheless unable to reconstruct the logic of that fulminant war. Across Eastern Europe stood enormous factories wrapped in chains and barbed wire, with dust covered walls, wrapped in silence. Above their gates it was written: Work Will Set You Free. No one could explain why they remained locked and abandoned. In Amia, some insisted that, in times of economic crisis, such factories ought to be reopened. Young people, they argued, should work instead of drifting idly through their days.

Many people did not suffer from amnesia, yet no one quite remembered who had been allied with whom. Or who had been the enemy. The geopolitical alignments of that era had dissolved into rumor and reinterpretation. For that reason, the colonization agreement with the Post-Socialist Republic of Germany was received with caution. The Amians feared sanctions. Hyperinflation. Or worse - collaborators, kleptomaniacs, and war profiteers who might administer poverty as a long-term strategy. When Daemona Meridal became German Chancellor at the dawn of the new millennium, some genuinely expected steel hawks to descend from the sky. They did not. It turned out that even Nazis have limits.

Perhaps none of it happened simply because Amia was not worth the effort.

Elsewhere in the world, robots had already begun walking the streets. They drove taxis. Worked assembly lines. Sold intimacy. Bots - as they were called - had become advanced enough to perform all the occupations humans preferred to abandon. In developed countries, they were commonplace.

Amia did not produce a single bot.

A few arrived as foreign donations from Russia. Lacking industry, tourism, or functional infrastructure, Amia found no productive use for them. So the bots became newspaper editors, journalists, television producers, and political mascots. Prime Minister Gord expressed his gratitude in fluent Russian, concealing the fact that balshoy spasiba was the only phrase he knew. For American diplomacy, he possessed one carefully memorized sentence: “We are very sorry for whatever the reason for being sorry is.” German he never learned - aside from the posture required when bowing. 

Thus Amia remained geopolitically uninteresting. Its only potentially valuable asset was a blue mountain wrapped in ice, separating the Amian plain from the Russian steppes. In keeping with their modest imagination, the Amians named it Ural. Had they chosen something more dramatic - The Tooth of the Firstborn Vampire, for example - tourists from the prosperous world, fatigued by existential comfort, might have arrived in flocks. They would have gladly paid five dollars to photograph a jagged rock layered with moss and unpleasant fungi.

But economic development proved too abstract a discipline. In Amia, economics followed tavern logic: a new bottle of vodka was considered only once the previous one was empty. And even then, deliberation was unnecessary - someone from a brotherly nation would soon donate another. Balshoy spasiba!

Considering all this, the question remained: why did the German Chancellor need a small and impoverished country like Amia at all?

Anyone with even elementary knowledge of geography could see the answer.

To the east of Amia stretched a long, razor-thin border. Beyond it - fog, crystal snow, and Russia, standing invincible in its own frozen myth. Wedged between Germany in the West and Russia in the East, Amia was not cursed by ideology. It was cursed by coordinates. The West, faithful to its tradition of eternal competition, sought access to the East through Amia. What remained unclear was why unemployment had to remain above fifty percent if the territory was already secured for strategic purposes. Perhaps it was a psychological calibration. A nation must first become accustomed to earning almost nothing before it can be efficiently repurposed.

Amia was to become a market of refined misery - a place suitable for exporting surplus spirituality and discounted enlightenment. For example: unsold copies of Deepak Chopra. The Monk Who Sold His Ferrari - a book whose author had, in fact, earned enough to buy one, that he intended in the first place. 

Amia was ideal for such a market because money there was sacred. Everything could be sold: identity, love, doctoral theses, medical diplomas, parliamentary seats, souls, bodies. Everyone - without exception - was prepared to sell either their soul or their body, while publicly insisting on their incorruptibility. Yet even corruption did not sell particularly well. What truly prospered on the market of misery were large, efficient machines capable of producing millions of unnecessary necessities and arranging them daily on fluorescent supermarket shelves. iPods. Bronzer. Lip plumper. Presidential elections. Artificial intimacy. Seats on cultural committees. Wonderbras. Positive thinking. Sitcoms about moderately unhappy marriages. Silicone dreams. Radical nationalism. Hollywood apocalypses - aliens, sharks, the end of the world. Democratic revolutions. Fifty Shades of Fog. The greatest waste of the universe. Now on sale. Twenty percent off. Buy one, get one free.

Helen Weiss was never entirely certain what drove people to spend their already meager wages on placebo commodities. Still, that consumerist delirium filled the waiting rooms of the “Doctor Tarr and Professor Fether Psychiatric Institute” every single day.

Helen was a clinical psychologist and a volunteer in the youth department. From her first day of practice, she had not encountered a single patient suffering from the textbook disorders she had memorized in thick university manuals.

Instead, the corridors were full of functional people haunted by money.

Ninety percent of a nation that once described itself as rebels, warriors, and heroes now suffered from consumerism - precisely at a moment when it claimed to need warriors and heroes most.

Helen was not particularly alarmed. Treatment protocols were the same. In the “F” department, everything was treated with the same clinical calm.

If the Institute’s statistics were to be believed, Amia at the beginning of the new millennium resembled Janus: one face turned toward the past and sinking into depression, the other staring at the future and trembling with anxiety.

“I think something from my childhood is the reason for my suffering,” a typical patient would begin on a typical Monday.

“For God’s sake,” Helen would reply, “your childhood is fine. Your mother is fine. Your father is fine. Even your pets are fine. Only people without a future dissect the past looking for causes. Guilt. Upbringing. Too much love. Too little love. Neurotic temperament. It’s all decorative nonsense. They are exploiting you, Mrs. Tatiana. That’s the diagnosis. So spare yourself the archaeology and try to get some sleep.”

It was unprofessional. But, it was effective.

On Tuesdays, it was usually a young man.

“Don’t send me to them,” he would say. “Those psychiatrists with their neurotransmitters. If you want to kill someone - too much dopamine. If you want to kill yourself - too little serotonin. If you can’t sleep - noradrenaline. So what am I supposed to do? Sit back and let chemistry live my life?”

He imitated the clinical tone:

“Infantile personality. Weak ego. Depressive reactions due to inadequate resolution of the primary object relationship in early childhood.”

“For fuck’s sake, Weiss,” he snapped. “First I’m a neurotransmitter. Then I’m a spiritual cripple. If potassium and sodium are responsible for everything happening in my neurons, why are you dragging me through offices? I’m a potassium-sodium pump. Why don’t you just eliminate us and build better humans out of electrolytes?”

“Well,” Helen replied calmly, “we’re waiting for approval from the British Masonic Lodge.”

He blinked.

“Look, it’s simple,” he continued. “Take a banana - potassium. Add sodium chloride. Salt the banana. Fifty percent of creation is complete. That’s God’s entire contribution.”

“Maybe he’s underpaid,” Helen said, the corner of her mouth lifting slightly.

The young man laughed.

“He must be working for Chancellor Daemona Meridal,” he added. “It’s not easy being God these days.”

His mood shifted visibly. The tension loosened. The laughter began timidly, then grew louder.

“You’re a breath of fresh air in this place, Weiss,” he said at last. “I have something for you.”

He handed Helen a small black planner. The cover was embroidered in gold, a red ribbon stitched along its edge. One of those business planners no one used anymore - now distributed free in ketchup promotions.

It contained two sections.

The first: a phone directory, one letter per page.

The second: a daily schedule - intended for people who, unlike Helen, occasionally had plans.

She called it her black notebook of ruin.

Inside it, she recorded thoughts that had no practical value - fragments, resentments, unfinished sentences. She knew the notebook would eventually end up in a regional landfill, buried beneath chip bags, plastic cola bottles, yesterday’s headlines, and cracked Chinese condoms that had betrayed someone’s faith the night before.

Helen offered her patients the same advice she once tried to give herself - advice that had never worked.

Those who had once filled their shelves with titles like Beat Anxiety in Ten Steps or Nature Against Depression gradually discovered small personal universes. They found reasons to wake without the violence of an alarm clock. Slowly, self-help manuals were replaced with family photographs, Mayakovsky’s poems, or amateur sculptures shaped in quiet afternoons.

Helen’s shelves remained bare.

She attempted resurrection. Her heart answered only with arrhythmia.

At night, she devoured literature. Tolstoy. Hemingway. Camus. Kafka. The room filled with the punk-tinged rhythm of Matosh - the smell of weed, petty criminals, and sour wine.

Nothing stayed.

Not resurrection.

Not Africa.

Not the sea.

Not the cockroach.

After each book, each song, each intoxicated trance, she awoke to the same morning view: Amia - corroded, exhausted, inescapable. A trap disguised as a landscape.

Occasionally, people came to the Institute who were not ill at all.

They came to Helen with questions.

The Institute stood in Petitbourg, a small southeastern town whose inhabitants had rarely left its boundaries. Helen, however, had spent her sixth year of study in St. Petersburg - an achievement the locals treated as an expedition to another planet.

They wanted stories.

“In Great Russia,” Helen would tell them solemnly, “winter lasts from June to June.”

“Ouuuu...” they would murmur, sweating through the Amian heat, imagining snow.

“In Great Russia, Anna Karenina appears on railway warning signs - one hundred meters ahead.”

“Woooow!”

“In Great Russia, there is only one exam session. No second attempts.”

“Whoa...”

Of course, Helen knew almost nothing about Russia. She had spent most of her time there buried in books thick as livestock, slowly discovering a practical truth: without money, a city remains closed to you. Without money, you are a permanent stranger.

From Russia she retained very little - examination deadlines, the blue walls of the rented room with oversized white flowers, and the alcohol.

“In Great Russia,” she would tell them, “you don’t add rum to tea. You add rum to rum.”

The people of Petitbourg listened with reverence, waiting for something magnificent.

There was nothing magnificent.

The heroic figures they imagined did not exist. A decorated veteran of some steel-hearted Leningrad was likely sitting in a dim bar, uniform worn loosely for effect, trying to impress a waitress studying abstract finance while drifting through the same market of misery. She would sip a Cuba Libre paid for by someone else, ask for a cigarette, perhaps something stronger. If she left with him, he would not care whether she stayed a night or a lifetime.

People were the same there as here.

The films were the same.

The economies were the same.

The alcoholism was the same.

And yet, whenever Great Russia was mentioned, Helen felt a tremor of sentimentality - as did most Amians.

It was the sentiment of two exhausted nations imagining they might share a different fate. Amia was occupied. Russia was defeated in a cold war. Two damaged bodies were leaning toward each other like brothers in patched coats - the older whispering that everything would be all right. It might have been moving if the younger brother - Amia - had not been a clinical idiot.

Somewhere in that sentiment lay a childish hope that everything could still be repaired by a single decisive sentence.

If only Prime Minister Gord would appear before the cameras once - just once - and say with unwavering authority:

“The state - it is I.”
2.

It was just an ordinary day at the “Doctor Tarr and Professor Fether Institute.”

Monday, June 27th, 8:45 a.m. A fifty


































































































































	The protagonist must be a loser. Today’s Messiah is nothing extraordinary; he is all of us. To be everyone, he must be foolish, overworked, and mortal - at least in the beginning. By “employment” we mean a nine - to - five job, or seven - to - three, preferably including Saturdays. There is no more refined method of transforming non - freedom into the illusion of freedom than the ritual slaughter of Mondays and alarm clocks, as if one were attempting to kill an eternal and insurmountable fate with cold steel.


	Achieve the American Dream by constantly denying its existence. This principle perfectly mirrors the first rule of statecraft and international diplomacy: accumulate great wealth while insisting, at every turn, that money does not exist.


	Bury the Dead.




	The subject may already be worn out.
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