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The
journey is the destination. Never be aimless, for the world keeps turning, even
if you haven't yet found your path in life.


 


In
love, imagination and emotions play a crucial role. When a man loves a woman,
desire is an integral part of his longing for her. However, if love encounters
limitations that restrict it, these feelings are ultimately pushed aside. What
remains is imagination, allowing the journey of love to continue.


The
highest reality of being lies within the human being. To achieve this, a
certain spiritual preparation is necessary.


 


 










The loner


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


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


Irritated
by the approaching darkness, he had only reluctantly allowed himself to be
pulled out of the depths of his fictional world.


He
lay, as always, on the old duvet in his bed in his childhood bedroom and read.


He
certainly had plenty of time for it, after all, he was unemployed and hadn't
been for a while.


"Let
the boy read. Others hang around in pubs all the time. Do you want him hanging
around there too and possibly going astray? No, let him read, that's
educational too," his mother had once said when his father had mentioned
his unemployment and how he was always just hanging around at home.


It
was the first and only time he had spoken to him about it.


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


His
father had died of a sudden heart attack, and his mother had followed him only
six months later; somehow, after her husband's death, she had lost her will to
live.


Sigurd
remained behind. By then he had turned 32. His birthday was two months ago.


He
had treated himself to something special for his birthday; he had bought
himself an entire series of novels.


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


His
books meant everything to Sigurd.


He
still lived in his old, dilapidated childhood home, and the neighbors had only
ever known him as a loner and recluse.


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


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


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


Her
life was the exact opposite of his. When Sigurd read, he felt good.


He
was no longer interested in reality, because he could not assert himself in the
reality of this world.


While
reading, he slipped into the roles of his heroes and thus experienced the
adventures that he had never been able to find in real life and that
increasingly shaped him.


In
this reality, he was a loser, a nobody.


Today
he has been lying in bed reading for over six hours.


Just
before he finished the book, a strange noise made him stop and listen. It was
an unfamiliar sound and seemed to be coming from the bathroom.


Sigurd
briefly considered looking but decided against it. First, he absolutely had to
finish the book, part 3 of the Star League saga.


Nine
more volumes lay ahead of him, and the mere thought of them sent a pleasant
shiver down his spine with anticipation.


He
quickly forgot about the strange noise.


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


However,
he still had to wait a few minutes, even though his last meal had been eight
hours ago. At that point, a few more minutes wouldn't make much difference.


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


Too
bad. Sigurd was considering whether he should peek at volume 4.


At
that moment, his stomach cramped up and a wave of pain washed over his body.


Sigurd
was particularly sensitive in the abdominal area. His mother had once described
him as having a nervous stomach.


It
had happened several times before that he led a match while suffering from
stomach cramps.


She
used to brew him some herbal tea right away, back when she was still alive. But
this time it was clearly due to poor nutrition.


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


He
was still wearing his pajamas from last night. It was much more practical that
way.


This
meant he didn't have to change his clothes repeatedly, just wash. He had
already gotten into the habit of reading in bed as a young boy, or rather, it
was more of a habit from the beginning of puberty. But Sigurd had long since
forgotten about that. Back then, when his disability 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 elderly parents. He remembered how, whenever he went downstairs and
heard his mother creaking the wood, she would call out to him from the kitchen.


Now
there was nobody there anymore.


Sigurd
went to the refrigerator and opened it. The gaping emptiness made him recoil in
shock.


He
had indeed forgotten to go shopping. No problem. There was an open case of beer
in the living room.


Beer
even had a higher nutritional value than bread.


He
grabbed a bottle and switched on the plasma screen. The device was rather old.


He
had never placed much value on the television, as his parents called the
device. He preferred to occupy himself with his books.


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


His
stomach couldn't tolerate cold drinks. Then he drank half the bottle in one go.


He
had learned that in the German army. That was over twelve years ago, he
thought, and felt a pleasant warmth spreading through his stomach.


After
the next sip, he looked at the production date.


That
was several months ago. But it was still drinkable.


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


Sigurd
jumped up. For a moment he didn't know what had happened.


A
fountain of water gushed from the torn water pipe in the bathroom, gushing down
through the shattered floor slab, and in no time the dust cloud had settled
again.


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


The
toilet and shower had taken over the kitchenette and destroyed the extractor
hood and the stove.


Water
trickled softly along, and the first rivulets were already finding their way
across the floor into the living room.


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


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


Repairing
it was completely out of the question; he lacked the means. His parents had
left him nothing but the house.


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


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


That
evening the crate of beer was empty and Sigurd fell asleep on the sofa.


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


As
he stood absentmindedly in front of the bathroom door, gazing at the huge hole
in the floor, he slowly realized that he had to completely change his life.


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


Although
there were few tourists here in the countryside and the rooms were mostly
empty, the prices were very reasonable.


Delian
would probably help him out of his predicament anyway and give him free
accommodation.


After
all, they had once been the best of friends, back in the old days, before his
disability had turned Sigurd into a loner.


Feeling
a bit under the weather, he went to his room to change his clothes.


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


He
would much rather continue reading immediately.


The
cover of part 4 of the Star League saga practically beckoned him, and only a
particularly strong effort of will prevented him from pouncing on it.


Visibly
uneasy, he left the house and locked the weathered front door behind him.


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


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


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


The
few passersby that morning, however, took no notice of him.


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


Delian
had regularly provided him with essential supplies each week, bringing food and
drinks from his small village shop, which he ran alongside the pub. Apparently,
he had forgotten this week.


Normally,
Delian Melchor, as he was fully named, was very business minded.


And
he was also secretive.


Sigurd
shuddered as he recalled the day, he had almost accidentally killed him.


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


At
that time, his disability had flared up with such force that Sigurd's life
changed completely in one fell swoop.


Delian
had solemnly promised him that he would not speak to a single soul about it,
and he had kept that vow to this day.


He
shuddered even afterwards when he remembered the incident.


The
short walk to the pub was enough to make him think about it again, albeit 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 decide between the two of them.


She
was playing with them, and what had to happen happened: 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 in the peak of his puberty, and his body was not only producing larger
amounts of testosterone, but specific areas of his brain were also beginning to
change.


Sigurd
was standing only three meters away from Delian when his subconscious kicked
in.


His
telekinetic first strike sent Delian flying several meters through the air and
slamming him with full force into the side door of a car.


To
the left and right of his head, the car windows shattered, and pieces of glass
pierced his upper arms, which hung limply from his body.


His
nose started bleeding and blood also ran down both arms as Delian slid down the
side of the wagon. When he reached the ground, he was gasping for air.


It
took him a full five seconds for his lungs to recover from the blow and for him
to be able to breathe again.


All
hell broke loose in Sigurd's head after that.


His
mind was incessantly agitated, and it took him several minutes to calm down
somewhat.


Delian
also needed some time to be able to think clearly again.


They
both immediately realized that something very disturbing had just happened.
Their friendship had been put to a severe test, and they unanimously decided to
remain silent about the incident.


When
Anisha opened the front door to investigate because of the loud noises, they
had already disappeared.


Delian
was limping and was supported by Sigurd .


On
his way to his parents' house, Sigurd's paranormal powers bent over two trees
and smashed several car windows before he finally arrived home and went to bed.


He
couldn't be persuaded to leave for almost a week.


His
parents had been worried. Luckily, it was the summer holidays.


It's
unthinkable what would have happened if he had had to go to school in that
condition.


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


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


An
unintended side effect was that he thereby almost perfected the 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 withdrew even more
into his books.


Delian
and Anisha had become a couple. Now he stood in front of the pub "Zum
Habicht" (The Hawk), looked around briefly one last time, and then entered
the bar.


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


Otherwise,
the room was empty. They spoke quietly and only glanced at him briefly, with
little interest.


Sigurd
went to the counter and called for Delian.


On
the right-hand side, next to the counter, was the entrance to the simply
furnished small kitchen.


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


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


She
paused for a moment, then a smile spread across her full lips.


"Hello
Sigurd, that's a surprise! We haven't seen each other in ages. Let me think,
the last time was at the post-funeral coffee cafe after your mother's funeral,
right!"


"Yes,
that's possible. Isn't Delian here?"


"It
must be in the backyard. We're getting a new delivery of beer barrels. Wait,
let me take a look," and she had disappeared.


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


When
she hadn't returned after several minutes, he sat down at an empty table and
took the daily newspaper, which was always available in several copies on a
small side table.


He
was looking for something specific. The section was located towards the end of
the newspaper, namely the job postings.


He
had finally decided to take a permanent job.


He
found what he was looking for on the third-to-last page.


A
highly reputable security services company placed an advertisement.


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


Nevertheless,
Sigurd was immediately enthusiastic, as the advertised activity perfectly
matched his ideas about the book heroes he had been studying for the past
twenty years.


When
Delian finally entered the donation room, he had decided to send in an
application.


 


 










The aptitude test


Just
two weeks later, the letter arrived with an interview appointment with Sigurd.
His application had been accepted.


He
was now living full-time at the "Zum Habicht" inn. Delian had kindly
offered him asylum.


His
parents' house had become too dangerous; strange noises, not unlike those he
had heard before the bathroom floor had broken through, could be heard there
repeatedly.


It
was only a matter of time before the building authority took notice of and
imposed conditions on him.


But
on that day, a new life was about to begin for Sigurd Westall.


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


The
aptitude test was to take place there, in an old university building.


Sigurd
himself had a driver's license but no car. Without Delian's cooperation, he
would have had to travel by bus and train, which in turn cost money, or at
least he would have had to pay it upfront.


He
was quite short of money at the time, and it was only the middle of the month.


The
journey was quite quiet. Both remained very silent.


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


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


Before
him rose a very old building, adorned with many round arches. The entrance was
more of a large gate, ending in a pointed arch. The two halves of the gate were
made of solid wood, and the door handle was cast iron.


The
hinges creaked when it was opened, and the sound echoed through the huge
entrance hall.


About
twenty meters further on, in the middle of the hall, a marble staircase led up
to the second floor.


Sigurd
estimated the ceiling to be over five meters. It was clear that the small
counter Sigurd was approaching had only been set up temporarily.


It
didn't fit in at all where it stood, nor did the design fit the room.


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


Her
outfit was perfectly matched to that of the bar, especially the colors, which
were a one hundred percent match.


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


“Here
is my invitation,” Sigurd said, holding out the company's letter to the lady.


She
didn't flinch as she replied, "I know."


She
wordlessly handed him a name tag, some brochure-like documents, and a cell
phone. The name tag actually bore his name, even though he hadn't mentioned it
yet.


"Please
keep your mobile phone on your person at all times. It is secured with a
fingerprint scanner. Only you can activate it. Please go upstairs. There is a
waiting room there. You will be looked after further there."


She
smiled once more in his direction, quite casually, and then turned her
attention to some papers that lay in front of her.


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


How
did they even get his fingerprints? He looked at the phone in his hand,
puzzled, then remembered his job application. What was all the fuss about?


Upstairs
there were a whole series of doors. They were in the Baroque or Renaissance
style and almost three meters high.


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


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


Sigurd
followed the woman into the room.


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


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 sat down.


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


The
lady, who had now moved behind the small lectern, looked at each of those
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