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1. [bookmark: Um]A "weird kid"
























Chapter I

12/ 08/ 2001


. God damn it!
. No, Loomis, a thousand times no, damn it!
. Huh? No what, Dex?
. You shouldn't start a novel with swear words. Nobody starts their novels like that, man!
. But... what are you talking about, anyway?
. We - we were talking about the great novelists, from Heminguay, Céline, Proust to Dan Brown, and you...
. No way! You don't understand... Kheim, bloody Kheim, this bloody order could only have come from him...
. Relax, we're 15 minutes away from the weekend... can't you leave it till Monday?
. I can't, no. And I can't leave this for Monday because some fucking white collar sent me an email, for me to look for the video of a ghost interview of some crazy guy, who came to visit us he doesn't even know when... uff
. You still don't know "The Kheim Code"? Eheheh, it's not like you've been here 10 years already...
. Loomis, it's not 10, it's 14 years in the house...
. Which makes it all the more serious and inexcusable, eheheh....

. What kind of stupid code is that, may I ask?
. Okay, okay, so that your wife doesn't have to eat dinner alone tonight, I'll tell you the secret of our peacock boss: the secret that all the discreet administrators of this fantastic, efficient, effective, and even somewhat poetic organisation have passed down among themselves, from generation to generation.
. You were talking about good beginnings of novels: here's one! Can I write it down? Would you repeat that, please?
. I can't remember what I said anymore, sorry old chap! That's the price of creatives: brainstorming doesn't come with a tape recorder!
. Strange "factory", this...

. Dex, relax. You don't have to go to the ends of the earth to find this tape or video, or whatever it is! You have to go to an... primary schools, to get a "naughty kid by the ears"! Ahahah"








Chapter II


. Hey, Loomis, did you do drugs?
. N... no...
. Have you had too much to drink today?
. T... also no...
. Have you written a novel called "The Kheim Code"?

. None of that, none of that. Listen, Dex... Kheim is German, so he's methodical, so he's extremely organised, etc., right?
. Okay, so far, okay...
. And yet no one around here can find what he asks for - at least not in less than two hours, they certainly can't...
. Okay, I agree with you, but...
. Now, if everyone agrees that he is very organised, but nobody around here understands him, it can only be because he is speaking another language, ok?
. Okay, and?

. First rule of this code: if you want to hide something important, essential, don't hide it in your personal safe: entrust it to a file of thousands of things that nobody knows exist, and mix them with thousands of other things that, despite knowing they exist, nobody is very concerned about where they are. Then, if you really want to find what he asks you, you have to understand the code in which he speaks: it's the same in driving: everyone has to understand the same road code!
. Loomis, I've got five minutes to get through this damn video...

. If you want to leave here at the same 7:30 you left every day this week...
. If I want to get out of here at that hour, yes.
. Okay. That'll be my good deed for the day. Reminds me of the good old Boy Scout days.
. Loomis, scout, pioneer, Indian or cowboy, I appreciate any timely help you can give me, it's Steph's birthday today, to top it all off....

. Okay. Dex, you only see "p." Anything in Kheim's archival stuff, right?
. Yes, but I don't understand anything...
. Look, this is the code, more or less:
"Kid" means irrelevant matter
"Silly kid" = inconsequential threat
"Silly kid" = inconsequential and irrelevant threat
"Grown-up kid" = one of our informants turned traitor/ double agent
and finally, the legendary "Weird Kid" = special class
. e... and that's it? Is that all?
. "That's it"? Dex, you're not here today, are you?
. What do you mean?
. Do me a favour: access the database there
. Okay...
. Are you there yet?
. Yes, earlier the server had gone down, again, but I think... yes, I'm done, let me just log in...


. Don't tell me you're going to log in with your details... are you?!






Chapter III


. Huh?
. You're going to enter Jim Raush's data.
. What do you mean? Loomis!?
. Username: crazykheim - all in lowercase. Ok?
. Right, that's it, and...?
. Password: crazycrazybird

. Hm... that's it, let's see if this leads somewhere... ok, it looks like we've entered... but this isn't the normal site, this... Loomis?
. Easy, Dex. See that Google-style search engine?
. Yes...?
. Write there: "weird kid", and select for example from the year 1994 to 2000, then click on "search".
. Hm, ok, now something's coming up... nothing!

. Look at me, Dex: do you see me looking worried? Eheheh...















Chapter IV


. But... did you expect this?
. Of course I expected that: "weird kid" is the acronym for really important stuff. You just have to search for these two words between two probable dates on this internal server that Gordon Maxwell created before he left for Halconder, but which he continues to keep active and up to date. Clarified?
. Yes, I think now... yes.
. Now you just have to search between those two dates they gave you.

. Hm. Let me see if... ok, research, got it! "Weird kid": two records between 1996 and 1999, one interview with the "wonder kid" and another with: "serious lady" ... but what the hell ...
. Dex, in my experience, "serious lady" just means you are a woman and the matter is serious, probably double agent at the highest level. It is told as a private joke that Kheim is said to have once said that "no woman is serious" eheheh.... And this "wonder kid", I'm sure he's our man".
. Are you sure? Well, by exclusion of parts, I am also sure!

. Not at all... my dear Dex, not at all...
. Huh?

. You see, Dex, the acronym for "wonder kid"...
. Siimmm...?

. It is one of those acronyms that are nothing short of enooormous compliments... and our Kheim only compliments Germans and a couple of geniuses from the rest of the world....

Chapter V


. Huh? You mean...
. Specially created to describe something new, something brilliant? Most likely - Yes.
. But what could it contain?
. We don't know. But we have a moral, a human obligation, to begin to know...
. What do you mean? Loomis, what are you implying?

. Me? I'm not implying anything. I'm ordering you to allow us to make a copy of that video.

. WHAT!!!?


Chapter VI


. Are you freaking out?
. Dex, those damn videos are all made on internal circuitry there in the trouts of this organisation, right?
. Yes... go on.
. We, little fish, just catalogue these scenes, put them in sealed boxes, closed with a thousand gimmicks that you wouldn't dream of out there...
. Hm...

. In other words, only in these brief moments do we have the physical possibility of accessing some of the most important content, which concerns all of us, American citizens.

. And who would make this copy?
. Jordan Reyes. He would, no: he will. You give him the video, he'll give you another one, you keep walking, go down the stairs, have a drink of water, then talk to guard Jones, so that there's proof that you've been there and that everything went normally. And when you're in yard 4, you go to your car, bend down to tie the laces of your left shoe. Underneath the car, an almost transparent white thread. You pull it out, replace the video with the original again and get moving from there. Kheim was pleased that you arrived after the essential 2 minutes and 34 seconds to complete the course.
. Uff... can I at least know what you need that copy for?

. Yes, I think you might know...

. "Could"?

. Yes, you could. But it's safer for you and especially for US not to know...


















Chapter VII


. Okay, the video's here... I'm going, Dr. Kheim, I...
. Dexter! Dexter Brown!
. S... yes?

. He found this video with a speed that surprised even me... after all these years, it seems that a new soul has been born to an administrative that I, in the highest circles of this house, have always praised...
. Yes, Dr. Kheim, I do my best, and...
. Did you have a problem with my acronyms? It seems that suddenly there was light inside that little head of yours!

. Well, eh... I applied a bit of logic, tried to search the database, with some details that we sometimes forget, and as the subject seemed very important, I paid great attention to the records that stood out for their uniqueness, that's all, Dr. Kheim...
. "Just that"? "Just that" was just about the best I've seen around here in the last decade ... can go weekend early, and my congratulations to your Christophe. My dear Dexter Duncan.

. But... how do you know that she...


. Dexter, I know everything about my employees... I know absolutely everything!






2. [bookmark: Dois]A "love letter"



















Chapter I


All seconds should be only and always unique but equal. However, there are moments that resist their own seconds, that defy any attempt at a catalogue, a structure, a methodical classification. It is these moments that, it is said, make the history where we inscribe all the moments and all the seconds of our life(s).

Kheim was the methodical one. Doderet, the intuitive.

A shadow moved from inside to outside a car that was also a shadow. The shadow kept a quiet, slow pace. It was obvious that the path had been studied, and even the occasional cat understood the mystery and discretion of this singular and familiar shadow.
A light went out. It was the light that allowed camera #8 at the shopping complex in Santa Monica, Colorado, to operate. The shadow of the shadow had exactly 12 seconds before the automatic device turned the camera back on. A code had to be entered, on the panel of tiny, tiny marble squares that emerged from inside all those seconds that are, also, brief moments of some life.

The door closed at the right moment.

- You've finally arrived.
- Yes, I have.

- Did you get anything today? Anything that makes sense? Or is this just another silly charade from some silly teenager?
- I received something, yes. But I think it will only make sense with what you must have received today, too.

. Doderet, I don't have all night...
. Yeah, well. Cards on the table, right?
. Right, Dod, right.
. I received a letter from a young man.
. E...?
. Yes, eh... a symbol, a mixture of a cross and a text linked to shamanism, and...

. Okay.
. Kheim, and... and you?
. Me? I got a complete fishing equipment eheheh...
. What... what? A fishing rod?
. Not at all, my boy, not at all...
. Can you tell me what's going on? We don't...
. We, Dod, we just shouldn't exist, shouldn't we...? Is that what you're worried about?
. Well, yes, of course, but... what kind of joke is this anyway?

. Dod, Michael Jordan retired for a few years from the Chicago Bulls and went on a baseball holiday for a few months after the tragic death of his father, didn't he?
. Yeah, K, but what does that have to do with...
. And when M.J. came back, everybody knew that the game was going to start for real, that we were going to have first-choice basketball again, right?
. Well, yes, but... we don't even know what this means, and...

. YOU don't know. I do.
. S... you know...?
. I know. I know perfectly well what this means.
. Hm...

. Put your card in this corner of the table, here by the lamp. Go on...
. Ook... here it is. But, what...
. Do you understand now?

. You said you got a fishing rod!?
. Almost. A hook is enough to get the idea.
. Kheim, tell me something: what has a shamanic symbol, the figure of Christ and a hook...
. A hook and line, Dod, and a line.
. Okay, okay, so what?

. Then our boy awoke from his long, sweet lethargy. And it seems he thinks he should be treated as if he were Sleeping Beauty herself ... brace yourself, my dear Doderet, brace yourself. The game that stopped here a few years ago is going to start up again. There are now two huge new problems: first - we are now no longer playing with Karpov... the ghost Fischer has come back to haunt us with his pure genius, and secondly - in this game not only will there be no draw, but this guy holds all the trumps...

Chapter II


. But are you going to make the call to the switchboard, or not? What are you waiting for?
. I am, quite simply, waiting for you to turn around, click both buttons simultaneously, put your body outside that door and walk out into the shadow of the shadow of your car, which should be parked at the back of Burger's, which is 1563 metres away. That's what I'm waiting for, my dear Doderet.

. Yes, yes, and I was also very pleased to be here talking to you.
. Likewise. And now, the door, Dod, the door...
. Okay, okay, I get it. You're getting nicer and nicer...
. When I get paid a sympathy supplement that runs between $700 and $1200 a month, I'll start thinking about that sympathy thing, Dod.... until then...
. Yeah, right, excuses of a bad payer, but for me, that's cradle education...

. As our colleague Kallahan would say, "Viewpoints are like ass-eyes: everyone has one!".
. I prefer Poirot.
. Everybody prefers it, Dod, everybody. That or the Englishman in the cap and pipe... but the one who always has to do the dirty work remains our dear Kallahan.

A man's face receded into the realm of shadows. Then even the shadow faded. Kheim stood up, opened the small compartment and withdrew a 25-year-old port and a small glass. The desk received its only guest in a second that justified its entire presence. It was clear that a phone call needed to be made. All the pasts had been inherited, and no one, not even he, could pass the hot potato to another department. He had been inactive for a long time, perhaps even too long. Would he be up to the drive of a young man who had learned from the best? No option seemed viable to him now, as he mentally reviewed them in a brainstorming that was as daunting as it was necessary. 

The phone was still there, a mere 45 centimetres from his right hand. But just as he was getting ready to call, he received THE call.


- Hello?
Chapter III


. Did you think I didn't remember our agreement, Kheim?

. Hm. Now that I think about it, I remember I should have called you a few hours ago.
. Yes, you should. And as long as you don't, I have to call you to see how things are going at exactly this hour.
. Yeah. Yeah, you do.

. Cat got your tongue? You, Kheim? Your personality is very interesting today, yes, sir... too bad I'm already a bit rusty on Freud...

. I was just about to call you. I really was.
. I believe you. And may I know what you were going to tell me? Tell me exactly what you were going to say, forget I called you...

. Right. I was just going to tell you: 


"- Houston, we have a problem..."

Chapter IV


. You're very funny today. You don't even look like the same Willem Kheim I knew in post-war Germany, in a devastated Germany not much given to second-rate humorists...
. Germany was fine. You're the ones who decided to go there and drop bombs in people's backyards...
. I wonder if you are satisfied with your current job... if all this lethargy has not softened your reflexes, your spirit, and...
. I was just thinking about that... today we seem to be on the same wavelength....

. It's cute that you bring that up. Very funny, indeed. You know it's not exactly Houston around here...

. I know that.
. And you also know very well that you HAVE to call me EVERY day at 10 p.m. sharp.
. I know that too.
. And that only in very rare cases can this rule be broken.
. Yes, yes, I know too.

. Okay. Then shoot. I always prefer to hear the bad news first.









Chapter V


. The kid woke up.
. What kid? You think I know the story from the beginning?
. You should know...

. "Should I know"? Kheim, I'm walking around here with Arab cyber-terrorists, with very unvirtual terrorists with very real bombs from the belly to the neck, with guys who have nothing to do with terrorism but also carry bombs from the waist to the neck, and you come to me with some story of some kid who woke up suddenly?? Man, be realistic...

. I'm being realistic, Jer, I'm being very, very realistic.
. And at what level are you being realistic, after all? Because that is the essential question...

. Listen Jerry, this guy is a mole who does his dirty work on the quiet. For him to have "woken up" this way is because he has a much better trump card game than we do. This guy's a sociologist, for Christ's sake.
. Hmm... and what do you think his game is? Has he given any clues yet?
. The guy sent us - me and Jonas Doderet - a coded message. But it's obvious what he means. Dod didn't understand a thing, of course. But I've been onto this kid for a long time...

.  ... and you knew he was going to "wake up" one of these days ...

.  ... and I knew damn well he'd wake up, believe me.
. What's the message, Kheim? After all, what's so important about it...?

. Put the right pieces together, that's what it is... imagine a new religion...
. Yes... I'm following you...
. ... a new religion, and the religious form that all anthropologists and historians of religion swear with all their paws together about the Bible being the oldest in human history known ...
. Hm, hm...

. And... a hook.
. A hook? I don't see what...

. Damn it, Jerry, it doesn't take a genius to figure out...
. No, I don't think you understand... wait!
. Hallelujah!
. No... he's not saying...
. He's really meaning what you're thinking, Jer, exactly that...

. Kheim, that's nothing but a private joke about the people of Israel... just that, dammit, how is it possible that such a thing....
. Damn it, Jerry, what about the Protocols of the Elders of Zion? Huh? Isn't it also just a private joke that rose to the highest echelons of power in Hitler's Germany and served as bait to murder 6 million Jews and put half of Europe to the sword? Hm?

. My God... your boy... he's really special, dammit. Who would have thought that...
. Who knew you could hit us so deep with so few "weapons", right...? Hm?

. All right, all right, I surrender. What do you want to do about it now?
. Now, I'm going to summon the Cavalry...


















3. [bookmark: Tres]"Revisiting the modern classics - part I"

Horses on the beach + Kosuth (chair) + Duchamp (the fountain)















Chapter I


Imagine, dear reader... a blank page for you to dream the scene... a real privilege, that's what it is...














4. [bookmark: Quatro]"Understand before you kill"


















Chapter I


. Huh?
. I'm going to create a "war cabinet". With the experts in each area. This kid has to be predictable.
. Ok, and we here will create the legal and economic trapdoor to make this more viable without giving politicians a dig.
. They won't even know...

. Of course not. It's obvious. The defence of the nation is up to us and the Secret Service, everything else is scenery. And you know that as well as I do.
. Of course I do, Jer, of course I do. I'm gonna need several elements.
. Do you want us to look for them?
. Naa. My people go on LinkedIn: it's much more reliable. Young kids, fresh out of college, real experts, eager to make a good impression, unaware of the real application of their hard work... we take care of that, not least because there are things they should NOT know...

. You don't know, you don't know. But this office... will it deal with what matters? How many people, all together? To give me an idea, here, what amounts I'll have to deal with under the table...

. 4. 
. 4?
. Yes, in principle 4 kids. One for computer science and net, one for social sciences, one for comparative religions and one for modern and contemporary art history.

- Jeez, Kheim, jeez...
. Jerry, this is just the beginning. The beginning of a new game always heralds the arrival of a new era. The big thing is, this kid's gonna raise the bar. And he's gonna raise the bar because if there's one real terrorist, one rebel finally with a cause that still makes sense in this crazy world, it's this kid.

. Hmm... and all that will follow, so...

. Everything that will follow will be less conceptual, much less grounded.

. But also...

. But also much more violent. And you know that as well as I do. We will now get along with the prototype of a generation...


Chapter II


. Duchamp. Marcel Duchamp...
. Oora exactly.

. So whatever comes next...

. Who knows? Jean-Michel Basquiat? Jackson Pollock? Dubuffet? Whatever comes next will be like an elephant in a china shop.

. My dear Mikas Kheim... are we witnessing the end of a generation? Of an era?

. I have no great doubts. I think you do. This kid will make us think before he unleashes chaos. And it will still be a minimally understandable chaos.
. Whatever comes next...

. Everything that comes next will be, pure and simple, mass destruction. Mass destruction disguised as visual poetry. But the brain will no longer be where we're looking for it.













5. [bookmark: Cinco]"Our Trojan horse"


















Chapter I


. Q... May I come in...?
. My dear K., what an honour your visit is! Come in, and come down, let's go to my lawn. It's a great office, au naturel, with the right to sparrows, ants and even some squirrels, imagine!

. Daphne, say hello to our walking knight, Kheim has come to visit us, calculate the honour!
. Dear Willem, how are you? Your kids, is everything all right at home?
. Everything, Daphne, thank you, the kids are grown up, too grown up!
. Yeah, they're all like that, without exception.
. Honey, we're going to go and chat to the chairs on the lawn, tell Carol to bring us two coffees, will you?
. You got it.

. Come, Kheim, come. Say hello to our pincher, Matias. Hello, Matias! How are you?
. Ehh!
. Easy, easy, he can't do any harm. And that's it, we're here. Sit down, K., make yourself comfortable. To what do I owe this visit?

. Well, David, I'm amazed. Truly amazed.
. Oh, come on! You, Kheim, you, astonished at something, anything? That amazes me too! Ahahah...

. Listen, smart guy, what's your idea of giving media coverage to everything the kid does? You've had enough of the big brothers and the millionaire wanna-be's and the bird flu, or the pig flu, or the squirrel flu, or the trout flu? Huh? We're very disappointed in your work. Very, very much so.
. Oh, yeah? And do you think we have any chance of ending this downward vertigo?

. Ah, now you're going to tell me it's a new fashion, filming the chaos caused by someone, in the shadows? Huh? Damn, David, there are only two companies dealing with it. After all the mergers, buyouts, pseudo-market "needs" that always lead to monopolies, and they don't even get to be oligopolies. Two, damn it, two! Which centralize all the news for all the news channels of the globe. And we have you inside, giving orders and filtering everything, giving us the tips that are necessary for the whole system to work like a well-oiled machine, and now it's this show? Explain yourself, because whoever put you there will also kick your ass...

David took a deep breath. He put out his cigar, drank some coffee and took another deep breath. His leeway had shortened significantly from a few dozen seconds ago.

. You said something about shadow, Kheim. You're looking at one. I feel completely helpless inside. Completely. Things are getting out of hand.
. And may I ask why?
. You can. You can and you must. I feel like a soul without a body inside. I no longer have any real say in the big decisions. I don't even know if they know who I really work for. One thing I do know.
. Yes? Just one? Great job you've been doing...

. Jesus, Kheim, give me some air to breathe now, will ya? Listen, and you think I, or Richard Gorguen, have any chance of stopping this? We're talking about sporting events here, some of the biggest events in the world, filmed by over 100 cameras of journalists and TV's from all over the fucking planet. But this isn't even the worst of it...
. Huh? So, what could be worse, you don't say?

. The kids. Hundreds, thousands of kids with digital cameras inside their damn mobile phones. If channel 5 or channel 2 or CNN or Euronews or Eurosport don't broadcast it, blogs flood the net with images, and with short films taken with cellphones, and YouTube does the rest of the dirty work. That kid there in Portugal doesn't even have to make an effort, all this malarkey, this fandanga troop only needs him to spark, the rest of the fire is up to them...

. So you're telling me you don't have a chance...
. I don't just have "no chance"... I don't even have the shadow of a tiny chance, that's what it is!....

This time it was Kheim who was waiting, and breathing the same air where some sparrows were busily nesting, without the slightest concern for the apparently indifferent conversation of two supposedly adult human beings who were coexisting with them, a few metres away.
Chapter II


. David. David Juhl...
. S... yes...?

. They opened the sluice gate too soon. I don't have a problem because I'm on the wall, looking at the damage. But you... the only thing I can tell you is this: pick up the first vine you find in the river and climb on, climb as high as you can. I, uh... We need you dry and contactable. If you get carried away, not only do you die, you're no longer useful.

. That's very nice of you to say. I care about your health too.

. Dear David, this is not the time to be sensitive or loving. America needs us, she is the well-oiled machine that just needs the right people in the right places. And woe betide you if you're not in the right place when we call you, David, woe betide you....















6. [bookmark: Seis]"Lisbon, eternal city


















Chapter I


The man waited. He made a complete turn around the various wooden seats. He sat on the last one and watched several trains go by. Twelve minutes and 24 seconds later, he got up and entered the carriage. As the door was closing, he abruptly stepped out, leaving the other passengers dumbfounded. Outside, only two people; a black boy and an old lady. He waited another three minutes and 18 seconds and, when the boy got in, the man went up the lift, left Cais do Sodré station and headed for the one-way street parallel to a dream of sung tomorrows and in that so- lost- in- childhood Olisipo. 

He counted the steps, the faces, the moments, everything. A taxi passed and he almost threw himself in front of it. The taxi driver stopped abruptly and shouted:
. Hey! Are you crazy? Do you want to die today, or what?
. Shut up, man. Go to Chiado. If we don't hurry, maybe someone will die, but it won't be me.
. What? But...
. See this barrel? And this trigger? I assure you, this machine never fails, including the silencer.

. But... Chiado? Take two steps back, and you'll find dozens of taxis desperately looking for foreign customers like you!
. You'll take the ride you want, the longer the better. And at the end of the "race" you'll be left with your life intact and 1000 dollars richer.
. Mate, this is more euros here, eheheh...

. Oh, yeah? And I swear to you, I love killing funny guys...
Chapter II


Damn it. He should have been down there for ages by now. Thousands of people sat down and got out of there... that bullshit poet Fernando Pessoa was kissed, fed, given water, ice cream, some nut even dedicated a crazy poem to him, with some other nut filming. It must be for Youtube, or whatever. But our man hasn't taken the bait yet, and without our man there, the dangerous kid remains on the high seas.

Many seconds, moments, minutes have passed. Too many. Too much time spent in anxiety, waiting for some man's shadow. The neutral taxi drove by and stopped a little space-time after the Chiado Museum. The man carried his own shadow out of the car. As he was about to pay, he indicated to the driver to lower the window.

. Now what? You're not going to pay me...?
. I changed my mind. We need some kind of event to divert attention.
. Huh? Man, I don't understand anything! If you don't want to pay, fine, but stop pointing that thing at me!


. Have you ever heard of a scapegoat?






Chapter III


. You've got a nice car here...
. I know, thank you! Every day I clean and vacuum it, and...
. Get out of the car now!
. But...
. Listen, I got an extra bullet in this gun. And your body's as good a target as any...
. Okay, okay, boss.
. You never saw me. You'll run downstairs and tell the first policeman you meet to come and help a fire.
. A fire? Oh, come on!

. Your car isn't electric yet, is it? It runs on petrol, doesn't it...?

. But what will you do...
Bang!

. You said it wouldn't hit me, you...
. I lied! Ahahah!
Chapter IV


The Santos police station was apparently calm. The weather was quite humid and hot. All the hundreds of thousands of people who had come from Africa to the great Metropolis already felt a faint memory, a memory of childhoods that were terribly happy, terribly different, in brief lives where each second counted more and more and was much better than the hours and days and months and years spent as adults in this strange, old, city of other people's dreams, never their own.

A boy playing on the pavement with a spinning top and an old lady sitting at the bus stop were the first to see it: the car, unbridled, was coming down the hill, crashing against the walls, walls that were also doors to the shops of present and future consumption, reached by seconds and moments that are more and more banal, more and more massified, by shadowy faces that still think they are different people.

By the time the car exploded, the crowd upstairs in Chiado had already gathered in their droves, looking down and trying to understand what was going on. The taxi driver appeared a few seconds later. His leg was bleeding profusely and he looked at the policeman José Dias as if it was the last thing he saw in his life. And when he tried to babble something even remotely audible or understandable, a sharp bullet made its way perpendicular to the street where the car had come down and exploded. The bullet was actually audible by the crowd and the policeman. And by the time people started running in various directions, not quite knowing how to get out of that brief moment or that maze, into a moment where it made sense of what they were feeling, the shadow-man had sat down where he was supposed to be over 14 minutes and 37 seconds ago. He took a deep breath, tried to think instead of feeling and deciding what the next step should be, and drops of sweat flooded his liquid, clear eyes of an oceanic, river blue that made perfect sense in a moment as silent as that one, a moment as equal as any other moment. The air of Lisbon, the light of Lisbon, the past-present-perfect of Lisbon collected its debt or credit of discretion, in a face that screamed, that represented everything that diverged from the timeless Lusitanian personality.

. I'm here.

. I know you've arrived. May I ask what that was all about, down there? Are you out of your mind? Nobody ordered this for you, nobody!
. Be quiet. I always told you I could be creative too. Fun is crucial to the next step. Besides, death is the most creative act of all.








Chapter V


Fernando Pessoa didn't really understand what was happening around him. And yet, perhaps it was clear to him, as clear as water, what was going on. His whole life had been spent inland, so much so that he didn't even notice the people hurrying around him. The footsteps around the shadows of so many people abandoning their bodies, and whose panic replaced with a certain naturalness a methodical thought, a mind with some trace of objectivity, and that did not allow itself to be imprisoned by that eternal thief of time, the mythical Saudade.

. Who am I talking to? Are there? Who are you? Where are you?
. Easy, boy... this is not Gauguin's latest painting, "Who am I, where am I going..." Take it really, really easy. Not least because you guys already got what you wanted, right?
. What? Hey, how come I can hear you and you're not here?
. I am the ghost of Pessoa, huuhhh...
. Sure, very funny. What do you want, anyway?
. You already got a dead man and a car that blew up to accuse me. Now it's my move.

. But... where are you? Where the hell are you?
. I'm on a mini-radio or whatever - stuck underneath Fernando Pessoa, posted exactly 8 hours, 7 minutes and 35 seconds ago. And if you make any sudden gesture, you will never see me again in your life.
. Okay, okay...
. Don't think that I don't want to talk to you: on the contrary, I have every interest in it. But I hate being an easy target.
. Yes, okay, all right... but then... what now?

. Now, you'll see a scooter going by, a Honda wallaroo scooter, wait a few seconds.

. Yeah, she just got here.
. Well, what I want you to do is to run desperately for the next 13 and a half seconds to her and say, "Go now!" to Luis.
. Is that so? And may I ask why it has to be that sudden? Can't I just go up to him, introduce myself and ask him where we're going, for example?

. Yes, you can. Your sniper has to show service. Now, if I don't show up, to him your shadow is as much like mine as any other... CAPICE...?

Chapter VI


Shots. Lots of them. Immense, countless shots, thuds that kissed the tarmac, the pavements, and a shadow-face that moved at the speed of light. The afternoon was dawning, and childhood exploded in screams of fire, of fleeting moments as every morning should be. The crowd was escaping through every pore of a ghost town, a city younger than a girl, stranger than the eternal and predictable light of Lisbon.

. Go! Now! Yesterday!
. Hi, I'm Luis. Come and visit the old town!

The gun stopped, gaining the silence to a shadow that was becoming human again. Every moment is a second, too, but the man and his shadow saw his whole body and thought, and felt, that instead of seconds, they were the first. The wind swayed the bodies, and the shadows seemed to be in the right places, or at least in their predictable spaces. Ancient city, streets of a distant but beautiful past like the childhoods of shadow-children. And when one of these bodies stopped, and its shadow stuck to it, the body of the second shadow could finally rest.

. You don't have to hastily pack your gun, nor do you have to escape through the roof.
. Oh, yeah? Do you want me to get caught by the police, by any chance?
. No. I don't want that. I just want you to stop breathing.

The shadow fell before the body. But both had ceased to exist. At the same time.
----

. Luis? Where are we?

. We are in a country that left its spirit in the fog of the Second World War. Here, there is another life, and its rhythm is also different, and it too has a life of its own. You're having dinner with us today. 


And we... we have the whole world ahead of us.








7. [bookmark: Sete]"Repeating the subject to the cheats"
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Chapter I


Knock, knock...

A few seconds and a few timid steps later, something behind the door took its physical place. The question, so obvious, irritated Dine in a way that neither he understood nor even controlled.

. Yes? Who is it?
. Say the magic word, idiot.
. Huh?
. The magic password, dummy. I'll help you: it starts with "F"...

. Fuck you!
. No, not at all. You came close but you missed your only chance. Either you open this damn door or I'll break into this shack you call a beach house.
. But, what...
. Look and read, asshole.
. Do I read? But...

. You get it now, kind of a trained gorilla?


Jules thomas understood immediately. Incidentally, the acronym that Dine Johnson proudly displayed had never gone out of fashion. For better... and for worse.






Chapter II


. Q... may I know what the hell you're doing here, by the way...?
. Hey, kid... since when do you show your teeth to the FBI? And you, of all people, with such nice teeth...
. Okay, okay, sorry. Go ahead and search my "beach hut" for me, pff... be my guest!
. Boy, I didn't come here to search your miserable shack.
. N... no?

. No. A thousand times no. I don't care about you bringing even underage boys here at night to do you-know-what, or the hash you hide in the 3rd wooden column, or even the suspicious movements of your online bank account. None of that stuff really interests me. It's not because of those things that I'm here, 30 centimetres from your nose.
. M... but I... don't...

. You won't say more than three words from now on. Because, my dear mocito, if you don't cooperate 200% with me and the boys from my neighbourhood, all that stuff I said I wasn't interested in in the slightest, I'm going to be interested in, and very much so... got it, kid?










Chapter III


. What can I do for you?
. You see you're a polite guy? This new attitude of yours is impeccable, yes sir. Now, you pull up that straw chair, sit in it and hand me that ashtray. That's it. And now, let's talk like two good friends who've known each other for a long, long time. Ah... and leave the questions to me...

. Listen, I'm just small fry... if you want the contact details of those who bring me the hax...
. Not at all, my boy, not at all. I am, for the moment, interested in... numbers!
. Numbers? I don't understand...
. How many of these huts are there here on the beach?
. Hmm... a few... there are 43 in all, I think. But, why...
. Boy, I ask the questions. Otherwise, that hash comes back into my equation...
. Oh, yes, of course. I'm sorry.
. You have a way to contact your colleagues on this beach, right?
. Yes, of course, we have some sort of walkie- talkies, which we were given...

. About 3 years and 52 days ago. I know, I was the one who gave the go-ahead for that back at the service. We decommissioned a few things and sent out loads of those walkie- talkies to beaches all over California and so on and so forth. I know, son, I just wanted to see if they still worked.
. Ah... I didn't know...

. You're right not to know. It's always better to be naive. That way you don't get blood on your hands unnecessarily. Especially anything to do with the FBI. Come on out, the sun's up. Take a deep breath because we're in for a long, long day. Tell me, son, how many miles is this huge tongue of sand?
. I believe 22 in all, sir.
. I'm fed, not sir, son...
. I'm sorry...
. No problem. And on a day like this, at the peak of summer, of this summer and this August of record temperatures all over California, how many hundreds of people come to the beach...?
. Sir, it's not a hundred... it's... thousands!

. Jules Thomas Paul Vincent Douglas, Jr.
. S... yes? That's my full name, yes...

. Jules T. P. V. D., Jr, we have a problem here. A problem that I thought I could multiply by a few hundred head of cattle. But listening to that number you're telling me now, I've learned that it's a truly gigantic problem...


















[bookmark: Oito]8. "A Stranger on the Couch"


















Chapter I


. I see you remain a basic and indefectible Freud fan. This is an old photo...
. Very old, yes.
. And you are still a very bad artist... these tiny canvases always tell the same story; the story of a weak disciple of Picasso, Van Gogh and all that "modern art" malarkey...

. Yes, thank you very much for the huge compliment. Listen, Kheim, did you come to see me for any particular reason, or do you take pleasure in hustling my patients out of a particularly busy schedule, just because you feel like it?
. James Braman, my dear boy...that so-called diary, if it is overloaded, is due about 50% to my contacts and the information I have on the bottom of their respective wallets and bank accounts, never forget that.... It seems to me that you forget some things, maybe even the essential things....

. I know that very well. But you could meet me in a neutral place, like last time. So you've come to ask me for a favour, is that it?


. No. It's not that. It's not that at all. I'm going to the bathroom, and you go prepare my couch. And also prepare your patience, because this session will be very long...





Chapter II


. Who is this kid? You never told me about such a creature before...
. Lam? I don't know who that guy really is! All I know is that we "inherited" him from one of the trouts in our service, Victor Masse. And apparently we have orders from above and can't shoot him down. Word has it that the kid is a rare brain, but also fickle and unpredictable. For now, he's proving to be a real radical...

. Is it radical to be authentic?
. Oh, you really think so?
. I only know what you tell me. To get a fuller idea I need more information, obviously. What training he had, etc.

. He... is a sociologist...
. Say no more. So was Karl Marx.
. And... visual artist...

. Even worse! - a mixture of Marx and Hitler... It is said that the bigwigs of the SS pretended to confiscate Klee's, Kandinsky's, Grosz and limited company in exhibitions of "Degenerate Art" and then sell them at exorbitant prices and get rich at the expense of the "damned" artists... great scheme, that one... rich business, in fact you should know that better than all of us, you...

. Are you finished? I don't need to be reminded all the time that I'm German. This "German guilt" business, leave it to the Jews who are much better at that argument...

. Sorry. Go on with your kid's ideas.
. I came here to get something off my chest with you. Isn't that what you therapists are for?
. Yeah, it must be ... a trivial task, that any call-centre kid or a public spittoonist in an old Saloon could accomplish ...

. I didn't mean that.
. I know, I know.
. The guy scares me.
. Who? That Lam?
. Yeah. He fucking knows too much.

. Too many people know too much. So what? What's the problem, after all? It is one thing what you know and quite another what you can prove! And what you can prove is almost nothing! Don't worry about so little, Kheim...
. And you think I don't know that? The problem is that he doesn't even have to work hard to get what he wants...
. And what does the kid want, anyway? Bildeberg Club, the lie of going to the moon, with the shadows and so on, Noriega, Saddam, Laden, etc etc etc, and now books by ex-FBI and CIA operatives revealing fabricated biological stuff made in the usual unsuspecting, the grandiose United States of America..., man, everyone's sick of all that! Nobody "buys" any more of this nonsense!

. He doesn't even need to prove anything...
. C... what do you mean...?

. Have you seen anything strange lately?
. Well, it seems there was a strange scene at a surf contest in Portugal, wasn't there? Nothing important, I'm sure...
. Have you seen it on TV or on the Internet?
. Hm? Ah, on TV, of course... is there a difference?

. My dear J.B...., is there a difference? Goodness gracious... There is a whole gigantic world of difference, unfortunately, for us...

















Chapter III


. Kheim, what do you mean? It's the Net, for God's sake! Only this generation of completely childish kids care what anyone says on there! Calm down man...
. On the contrary, J., on the contrary. Nowadays television is a second-rate, "scrap" Internet. And those "kids" are taking over all the information processes. We have a huge mountain before us, and it's going to be impossible to climb it...
. But I thought all that was centralised, David I'm sure...

. David who? He "confessed" to me that kids with cameras built into their thousands of mobile phones are taking millions of blogs by storm, so fast that they undermine any centralisation work that "our" agency wants to do... it's complete discredit... We are giving away technology that in the next moment sets us up!

. Jesus, K..., I don't even know what to say. But listen.
. Yes?
. What the hell does the kid want in the end?


. He? He wants one thing and one thing only ... something so simple and apparently so logical that it is quite simply the only thing we cannot give him, even though it means, in principle, the end of international terrorism as we know it ...





Chapter IV


. Now I really don't get it at all...isn't that a good thing? For us Americans, at least, it must be, no...??
. That, excellent for us? Yes, a "final solution" to large-scale terrorism? Yes, without doubt. Would it meet our aspirations? Yes, of course it would. And yet, a beautiful but deadly "pandora's box"...

. a... the "one thing" we can't give him...? What do you mean?
. Damn it, James, this is like entering an African bee's nest: impossible to get to the honey and impossible to get out alive, too...

. Damn it, Kheim. Tell me clearly what this kid wants, or I swear I'll take back the appointments I had for this afternoon and kick your ass so hard you'll end up on John Kennedy Avenue....

. Jesus, James, that's... Three blocks away! You're back playing rugby and you didn't tell me!?
. I'm waiting for the magic word Kheim, and I'll wait another 7 seconds. After that, you're on your own.


. Okay, okay, okay... What do you know about primitive religions?








Chapter V


. Huh?

. What do you know of the most ancient forms of religion, which arose in tribes, in the most remote social groupings. What do you know of all that?
. Well, I took Anthropology, and...
. You and another 50% of the working population had an Anthropology course at University, yes, but what did you learn there?
. Well, ehh... really, I don't remember much, is... is it important?

. Does it matter? If it's ... IMPORTANT???? My dear James Braman....... have you heard of the Emperor Constantine by any chance?
. From the Roman Empire?
. Yes, of course.
. Well, I think so, but what...

. He was the guy who imposed Christianity on the whole territory of the Empire, making it practically "overnight" the official religion, in an extension that covered almost everything around the Mediterranean.

. Hm... ok, and...?
. And, our kid has big dreams. He dreams too big... he wants to - or rather, he "commands"...
. "Orders"? Eheheh... that's a good one... now I understand your fear: two cocks fighting on the perch of the world...
. You mean the fact that we don't like to obey very much?

. I'm referring to the fact that you guys, not only don't really like to obey, but you love to boss around here in the States and order the rest of the world around with a bunch of ideas that any provincial antiquarian should have shelved decades ago! Ahahah!

. Go ahead and laugh, you who can do it...
. But after all, he "orders" exactly what? It must have something to do with all this strange talk... he orders what?


. James, this absolute and complete and profound LOUCO wants to make the most remote form of spiritual worship in human civilisation the only official world religion....


. WHAT!?!?!?!?!?!?



Chapter VI


. Have you heard of shamanism, by any chance?
. Should I have listened...?

. Now that's what the guys at work ask themselves every single day...

. And this kid, he wants to...
. This guy wants not only to make shamanism the only universal religion, but he orders us to finance this crazy dream of his, paying a huge media operation... Imagine the insanity!
. And you said that would end terrorism...? How...?

. That is perhaps the only thing to make sense of this whole mess, my dear James... you know that Christianity and Islam are basically "twin" religions, with similar structures, right?

. Yes, about the worship of a single God, with a human face and attitudes, no doubt. And also the fact that this structure goes "drinking" from certain meanings of Judaism, etc... hm... I see what you're getting at, and this so-called shamanism...

. In one thing the kid is right: shamanism is recognised by all serious specialists - from anthropologists to historians of religions - as the oldest religious form of all human memory of social groupings. Moreover, you find tribes in Oceania having religious cults almost identical to Indian villages in North America: groups that have never been in contact, geographical or otherwise!
. Hm, like there's...
. As if there were an inevitability, a historical reason for the identification of human beings with this so-called shamanism, yes.

. Well, but tell me, Kheim, if it would really extinguish terrorism... that's good, right?
. That would be excellent, indeed.
. So why the hell don't they do that? Quietly of course, no need for the scandal in Iraq or the obvious way we cast Pollock against Russian artistic realism, or a certain domestication of the intellectuals of "Linguistics" eheheh.... gee, you guys have to start doing things the right way someday, don't you?

. What do you suggest?

James S. L. Thomas Braman looked at Kheim as a university professor would look at a student who had just failed his oral examination. Then he slowly removed his glasses from his nose and again fixed his gaze on the shadow of a shadow where the habitually bright soul of his long-time friend Willem Kheim must have been. And when, after a few mutual seconds of pondering something without knowing what, James expressed the only "thing" that seemed possible to him in that man and his circumstances.


. You, the great Kheim, the legendary Kheim, needing my opinion? You got a nice little berbicacho there, all right......
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Chapter I


. How long have you been my secretary, Carol...?
. For at least 12 years, since Richard...
. And how long have you been my lover?
. Ah! You wish...
. Yeah, I know, married and well married, but it never hurts to try... have you got the dossier on the office yet?
. Of course.
. So come into my office in five minutes, after I call Tom Clerf.
. Okay.

. Have a seat, Carol. You can even choose the seat and the sofa, all included, you don't pay extra for that. Is it just me or is your skirt shorter today?
. I'm not wearing a skirt, K...
. I know, I know, but let me dream, Carol... I'm old school, from when chickens still had teeth and secretaries were... "complete", you know...
. Yes, I do. But I dismiss that notion of completeness...
. Yeah, I know. Well, what about the kids, what are the choices?

. Computer and web: Marvin Tamus, print on demand books specialist, works online for Tiruk.com
. And what the hell does that have to do with computers and the net, you don't say?
. Take it easy. That's just the front...

. What do you mean?
. He's been a hacker since he was at least 17: he's 32, you do the math... I've been gathering information in forums of not very "official" programmers, if you know what I mean...
. Hm...
. I crossed information and references, and the common denominator was always "Oriokilol", i.e. Tamus - Marvin Tamus.
. And you think that...

. I don't think so. I am sure. The best musician is the "musician of musicians": Mozart and Beethoven. The best artist is the "artist of artists": Pablo Picasso and Kandinsky. And if these crazy computer guys worship anyone, it is our "kid", M. Tamus. And not only is he the best... but he's also...

. "How can we also blackmail him...?"
. No question about it. Right now he's about to settle a score with the FBI over a scam he and cronies pulled on Pittsburg Public Bank about 3 years ago.
. And only now...?

. Yes, they just now have the clues as to who did what, it's only a matter of time, a week or two at most.
. That's the rhythm of the civil service! Ahaha! But if he's about to be caught, we can't...

. Don't worry, K. The FBI has nothing concrete against him, it's just to scare him into reengaging his old contacts from that hit, so the wiretaps can do the rest of the job for them. What they really want is to make a deal with someone.


. Huh?

Chapter II


Hey, Carol, are you kidding me? What the hell are you talking about?
. K., are you upset today? You're not on planet Earth, are you? These guys are up to their asses in Tamus' malfunctions, but they got no legal standing in court against our kid. And we're gonna take advantage of that and rescue Marvin under the FBI's nose...
. Oh, yeah? And can you tell me how that's gonna happen? Hm?
. I can, yes, thank you for asking!
. Hmpf.

. It's the usual "bad boy, good boy" arrangement.
. Huh? Carol, you're not making much sense today...
. The bad boy for the fed's will be our good boy. We will teach him good manners, to eat with a fork and knife, and he will help us in exchange for his freedom.
. And you say the FBI will cooperate in this "exchange"?

. Of course it will. It's one less headache and one less hacker on the job. We'll give him professional guidance, a bed with clean sheets, meals on time and a double-digit salary. If he refuses, we'll send the "package" back to the FBI, and let them do whatever they want with the "damaged goods"...







Chapter III


. Okay. Next!
. Psychology: Delphine Rolpe. Disciple of Carl Gustav Jung, Freud's eternal rebel. Graduated at Harvard, Masters in parapsychology at our very own American Princeton. According to a restricted group of specialists in this very specific area, she is an emerging value to be taken into account, not least because she is dedicated to studying subjects that are little recognised by "official Western science".
. Okay, if you think it's the right choice, fine...

. I really think so, K. Not least because she will have to work together with another member of the cabinet, and she will have to be in the same line of thought: the anthropologist Vime Arthur K'epa. Vime is devoted to the study of comparative religions, and has a strong and deep connection to geniuses in the social sciences, including sociologist Ferdinand Merle and anthropologist Art Spieke, sages so essential that not even we here in the grand States can afford to ignore them. He also studies the cultural and social context of archaic religious forms.

. Like shamanism...
. Like shamanism, for example, yes.
. Right. What about the fourth element, Carol?
. The 4th member is art historian and critic Paul Kibera. He has studied conceptual art, covering such disparate domains as minimal art, performance, land and body art, also linking it to the abstract art pioneers of the early 20th century, who conditioned what came to appear half a century later. And bla bla bla...

. Okay, I get it. And when will they be available to start working?
. Yesterday!
. Huh?


. Look back, Kheim. Since when do people no longer greet each other...?














Chapter IV


. From... sorry?
. Good morning, I'm Tamus.
. And I, Wicker Arthur K'epa. Delphine and Paul have gone for coffee, they'll be here in a few minutes.
. Carol, you did an excellent job.
. As always.


. Hm, yes, of course... Carol, it seems to me that this is the "Beginning of a beautiful friendship"...






Chapter V


. Guys...
. Hm, hm...
. Ah, boys and girl...
. That's better...

. Your/our new working hours start when everyone else goes home, around 9pm. They enter the complex through a door at the back of the building, with an individual code. Carol then gives them all the necessary information. But before that, I'm having a meeting with Marvin Tamus. Marvin, you will not find this schedule strange, right...?
. C... what do you mean? I don't...
. We know about all your stunts, with your teenage friends and stuff... you're going to have to bust a gut, lad...
. Yes, sir, I'll try harder, and...

Maybe that's not enough... Then I'll have a meeting with the other three elements, Delphine, Wicker and Paul.
. May I ask why a joint meeting?

. You can, Paul K. We are dealing with a very specific "weird kid". And if we don't all collaborate in the same direction, we won't be able to 1st - understand, 2nd - predict and 3rd - anticipate the actions of this guy.

. But Q... who is he? This so-called "weird kid", I mean...

. That is not the right question, Delphine. The right question is rather: "WHAT is he?"....
Chapter VI


. Carol, escort the other three to the workroom. Give them the respective passwords to access the computers, and the guidelines, in folder C1 and R4, you know.

. Yes. Delphine, Paul, and Vime K'epa, follow me, please. Hm... Kheim, don't get too tight with the boy, he's...
. I know, I know. I was a father once, you know...?
. Yeah, okay...


. Don't worry. Last time I checked, my heart was still on the right side of my body... and it was still beating...



Chapter VII


. Marvin, sit down.
. Thank you, sir.

. No formalisms between us, please. Kafka wrote his "most beautiful and mysterious" - according to Herman Hesse - novel, "The Castle", and created K., the main character in several of his novels. Sometimes it seems to me that I too am trying to get to the essentials and, day after day, I can't get there... as if I were trying to reach a castle that seems to exist only in the clouds or in our dreams... You can call me K., too...
. Okay, sir... ups, sorry.

. No problem, son, no problem. Well, it sounds to me like you've been having a pretty rough life... the FBI is nipping at your heels, I hear... how do you explain that?
. I'm good at what I do, simply that, sir.
. I'm told you are, not only good, but the best... we're going to need that, but you'd better finish with the double play.

. Hm, and that means...?

. That means exactly that: no hacking with your friends on the net while you're here, or I'll take you to the FBI myself. Deal?

. Hm, and may I ask...

. Yes, you can know why. Those sites belong to companies. And the owners of those companies like to discreetly recruit every now and then some guys in cute, usually dark suits, hats up to their ears, with cute little baseball bats and stone-hard overcoats. And if those guys get there before the FBI, you won't have anything to bargain with, because you'll already be seven feet under with some previously broken knee-caps. And believe me, these guys and their sticks will never give you a second chance: on the contrary, they love to make some hackers their scapegoats, to give a "signal to the market" of how they handle their business. Hackers...

. Like me.


. Oooora there it is. Hackers... like you, exactly. And we around here like employees to be... healthy!


Chapter VIII


. Healthy, for...

Kheim smiled for the first time. He shifted his gaze to an invisible parallel world, already belonging to the past. He dreamed that in that window clouds after time existed, and poured his small glass of a little port, and answered Marvin Tamus Loomis, jr. in the only language he understood.

. Lad, we've got a dangerous kid on our hands here who threatens to create chaos in crowds of tens of thousands of people. If you want to join that short and very discreet FBI list, I just have to make a phone call to my good and somewhat old friend Charlie S.T. over at the fed's. You see, America's not too fond of "weird kids"...
Chapter IX


. Okay, I got it.
. You have to understand this: as long as you're useful, you're well looked after. But if you like to play dangerous games, someone will love to break your legs... you just have to choose how it's going to be. I don't know if the FBI guys wouldn't do the job themselves, just to keep you quiet...
. Well, but then you'd have to break my hands! Eheheh...

. Hey, kid! Get real!
. I know, I know, I couldn't resist, it was just a private joke... So what do you want from me?

. We want you to hack into the other kid's PC, so we know second by second what he's doing. That's all. 
. "Just that"... I can see you won't appreciate my work beyond that in these parts....

. It's not true. Double-digit salary, Marv... huh? Since when do you earn all that, and for so little? Hm?
. Okay, okay, I surrender. Get your friend Charlie's bodyguards off my back for starters...
. Son, you got it! Your PC is number 2, it's on the right when you enter the room. Tell your three partners to come up here to my office.

. Mr Kheim...
. Yes?
. It will be an interesting job...?

Kheim grinned from ear to ear. He took a deep breath, looked at the ground and, after two seconds, back into the dead eyes of Marvin Tamus.

. Interesting, to say the least, my boy... this kid, you know... he likes strong emotions. When you get in that room and sit down, don't forget to buckle up tight and put on your astronaut helmet!!!!












Chapter X


. Gentlemen and lady, leave your sites of naked boys and girls doing who knows what, and step into my office. K'epa, Rolpe and Kibera, if you would be so kind.
. May I sit here?
. Yes, Delphine. Paul, bring that chair, thank you. Arthur, stay on this little couch, okay. Everybody on board? Let's see if they're worth the money I pay them!
. Hm hm!

. Right... you haven't received your first salary yet, right Delphine? There will be time for that little detail, surely, eheheh... Mr Anthropologist Doctor, tell me about shamanism.

. Huh?
. Arthur, Carol didn't hire you for your beautiful eyes... we have on our hands a kid with a degree in Sociology - which is, so far, the best "school of social crime", with big dreams and a very strange "shamanic vision" of the world. This informal meeting serves to situate yourselves. Now, what can you tell me about shamanism and its most "charismatic" figure, exactly "the shaman"? What is, basically, the anthropological perspective on the subject? I think you have done your homework, right?

. Well, okay, so let's start at the base. The word "shaman" has its origin in Siberia and has been used all over the world with the meaning of "healer", "sorcerer", "wizard" and "witch". This word is derived from the Evenca language, which is peculiar to a small group of Tungu-speaking reindeer hunters and herders in Siberia. As for definition, shamans are simultaneously doctors, priests, mystics and social workers. They have been considered madmen and have always been persecuted throughout the ages, a bit like the... eh...

. From the Jews. You can say the word, Hitler has been gone for a few decades, according to my study....
. Hm... yes, of the Jews. Shamans are the most controversial spiritual experts of all but yet they are usually authentic and serious and, over time, become central figures in the societies to which they belong in a natural way. Their personalities are extraordinarily complex. While their sociological usefulness is evident, they constitute a danger that is also evident - both to the political structure and to the more bureaucratic facet of "Religion" - any, of any kind of society.

. Okay, a good start. Delphine, now it's your turn. What is Psychology's opinion on this matter?
. Dr. Kheim, the shaman does not suffer from split personalities in the psychotic sense of the disease, because multiple personalities imply a private fantasy world incompatible with the shaman's concerns for the community at large. 

Perhaps the closest parallel for the "madness" of the shaman is the state clinically called schizophrenia; however, the differences are very great, both psychologically and socially: whereas the shaman's attention span is heightened, the schizophrenic's is diffused; whereas the shaman maintains far-reaching control over his own state of mind, schizophrenia determines the loss of that control; and whereas the shaman's experience is always brought back into society and shared for its benefit, the schizophrenic is trapped within his private experience, almost to the point of autism.
. .. "and passes to the other and not the same": Paul, Paul Kibera, what is your perspective on this issue? Is the opinion of the "art world" ...?

. The best definition comes from the omnipresent artist and essayist Antoni Tàpies, one of the undisputed giants of the second half of the twentieth century, the "most abstract of the abstract", the Catalan creator of the remarkable "materic painting", an extraordinarily cultured artist, who has exerted an enormous fascination and influence over the new expressive forms in modern and contemporary art since at least the late 1940s. For Tàpies, "every genius artist has had and continues to have a relationship with the "magical" and the "religious", and it is not unusual that, for this, he has sometimes been compared to the saint, the prophet or the sorcerer of the tribe; in fact - and I am quoting him, the deepening of reality requires a state of "psychic anguish", of spiritual tension, which is truly comparable to those."
. Okay, the introduction is done, and it is comprehensive and excellent and so on and so forth. Now, let's go to the explainer to take questions from the subject. Anthropologist Arthur K'epa, what can shamans really do?

. Dr Kheim, this is an extremely symbolic and metaphorical area, many accounts are just stories and myths. However, according to a 13th century narrative of Marco Polo, shamans were able to raise storms...

. Right. Interest in shamanism seems to be increasing considerably these days: are there or are there not theoretical elements that we can consult, if necessary, K'epa?

. Traces of shamanic themes can be found in Europe's past and in ancient Greek culture, according to anthropologist Piers Vitebsky. These are distant accounts, but they can help us, for want of a better...

. Good. Delphine, what assures us that this kid isn't just another half-crazed half-wit with a mania for grandeur?

. Dr Kheim, while considering that the shaman enters into a trance in circumstances under his control, his "mastery" over the spirits is extremely precarious. The profession of shaman, in the psychic field, is considered very dangerous, and the risk of insanity and death is permanent. To answer your question directly, I don't think that this "dangerous kid" is faking: he is what he appears to be, i.e. a shaman, aware of the danger that personality reconstruction represents for his mental life. This is very dangerous ground and restricted to some specialists. His "inner vision" does not seem to be displayed as a flag, but lived with depth and authenticity. In the shaman's initiation, the theme of death is completed with rebirth, and the shaman's movement in cosmic space is sometimes specifically compared to returning to the womb: these ideas allow some psychoanalysts to interpret shamanic initiation and trance as an infantile regression. But...

. ... but there is no scientific evidence to support this interpretation - right, Delphine ...?
. C... all right, Dr Kheim. Not even in psychology can such data hold up in court, shall we say.

. Hm...
. Yes, Paul Kibera?
. Dr. , this rebirth of personality, and this initiation of the shaman through an "initial illness" is also common among artists, as if...
. ... as if the artists were also shamans, as insinuated by Antoni Tàpies...

. That's right. For many decades now the true origin of creativity has been discussed. And of all the "working hypotheses", only one appears to be perhaps the most authentic: a strong depression, followed by frequent, intense and profound sublimations, but eh... I am perhaps entering Delphine's métier...

. Yes, you are. Dr. Kheim, it is obvious that artists like Antonin Artaud, Jim Morrison from The Doors, or the damned French poet Arthur Rimbaud, as well as Joseph Beuys, Pablo Picasso, Joan Miró, Antoni Tàpies, and so many others, shared a very deep, extremely intense depression, and it is through overcoming it - a phase that, for example, the painter from those parts, the Portuguese Paula Rego, never managed to overcome - through continuous sublimations, as Paul said, that build their "inner world", which will form, little by little, both the personality of the artist and express the values of his art. The experts know this inside out.

. So you're telling me that shamanism is something inherent in genius artists, Delphine?

. I am just saying - and Arthur will be able to confirm this too - that shamanic initiation often involves an initial illness - physical illness but primarily spiritual illness.

. ... and this early disease ... is common among the ...
. Yes, of course. She is common among artists, too.
. But... what does that mean, anyway?
. Dr. Kheim...
. Yes, Arthur?
. I think Delphine means that, at heart, shamanism is an essential characteristic of the human being, tout court...

. Can you elaborate on that thought, Arthur?
. Shamanism exists in Siberian, African, Asian, Australian, North and South American tribes. At least! Most of them, moreover, have never been in contact with each other, in any geographical or cultural contact. How is it possible that they have such similar structures of social organisation and religious thought? How is this possible?
. And do you already have an answer, Arthur, you and your anthropologist friends?

. Yes, of course: the answer is: NO it is, in fact, possible!
Chapter XI


. How!? You're telling me...
. What Arthur is saying is that this is only possible because human beings are, at their base and in their social behaviour, identical, whether they live in Patagonia or in Africa or Asia, and whether they live in communities of the Palaeolithic or in today's "western civilisation"...

. Exactly, Delphine. Shamanism is part of both the human "genetic code" and the "cultural code" that is usually associated with "primitive" human communities. 

... but this classification, in Anthropology, does not make any sense, that's the truth...!

Chapter XII


. You're trying to convince me that...

. ... ... that shamanism has more "logic" and is more characteristic of human behaviour in society than "official religion", "Christianity-style"? Ah, but without any doubt it is!
. Are you sure... ...Arthur?

. Yes, this is obvious, at least to a real specialist. The idea that the shaman is a surviving archaic religious figure is common in the interpretations of many scholars. For our well-known Mircea Eliade, "the dialectic of the sacred tends indefinitely to repeat a series of archetypes, so that a hierophany (i.e. manifestation of the sacred) performed at a particular 'historical moment' is structurally equivalent to another hierophany a thousand years earlier or later." Various anthropological findings have led to the assumption that shamanism was the original and primordial human religion. What is more, in the light of some ideas about the distance between earth and heaven, Christ himself can be considered as a kind of shaman, when he travels between this earth and this heaven, in order to achieve the moral salvation of humanity. And to make the link with what has already been said, in many parts of the world, the shaman undergoes a symbolic death during initiation, which is followed by resurrection.

. Oh, boy. Delphine? Would you like to complete what our anthropologist just said now...?

. Dr. Kheim, the shaman is probably one of the most complex beings at the psychological level, he is simply not catalogued by western science! Is the shaman a neurotic and a psychopath, or is he the sanest person in society? Is he deeply sensitive to the temperaments of those around him, but is he just a showman, or a conspirator, or a charlatan? He is the healer and the sorcerer, human, divine, animal, female and male simultaneously. It is like analysing the personality of Picasso or Einstein: purely and simply unclassifiable, as I have already said! Whatever way outsiders consider the mental state of the shaman, shamanic societies see a continuity between this state and that of the patient and society, considered as a whole. 
. Paul? You must also have some idea of this qssunto...?

. Dr Kheim, this attitude of integration of all aspects of life - personal and social, in the mental work of the shaman - is something that also characterises the art and thought of the German artist/ teacher/ performer and politician Joseph Beuys - and which was a giant shake-up in the art world of the 2nd half of the 20th century, let us not forget... instead of looking for a centralizing institution called shamanism, our attention should perhaps focus directly on the figure of the shaman, because he links together areas such as religion, psychology, medicine and theology, which in western literature are totally. separated... I think my colleagues agree with this idea.

. Arthur? It's your turn...

. Well, I only have to add, on the subject of this "initial illness", that the vegetalists believe that painters and musicians can learn to be shamans through plants and that, in many parts of the world, an association is made between blindness and a gift for music or poetry.

. Well, gentlemen and lady, you now have the opportunity to make your final statements on this subject: one sentence for each of you - choose your words carefully, for I have the same patience as Nero for wrong answers?














Chapter XIII


. Delphine! One sentence, to finish for now!
. Ok... the mental strength of the shaman derives from an expanded experience of mental disturbance: initiation is a controlled disintegration always followed by a re-integration of something more powerful and complete.

. Arthur! Arthur K'epa, please!
. The shamanic personality is shaped by culture and shamans are "mad" out of courtesy and in the terms of that same culture; ultimately, it is society that distinguishes between the behaviour of the shaman and that of the schizophrenic or psychotic.

. Paul, now you!

. Completing K'epa's reasoning: one becomes a hero and the other a patient in a psychiatric hospital: the shaman lives on the edge of an abyss, but has a way of avoiding falling into it. I can recall for example the obvious and famous case of Jim Morrison of The Doors in the 1970s, who was clearly influenced by the shamanism of North American Indian tribes - something that he wanted to hide at all costs...










Chapter XIV


. And now, dear ladies and gentlemen, I am going to present you the puzzle a little more complete of the mental panorama of our "enemy". And I will do this through the very advanced and clear ideas of an intellectual from those parts, by the Tagus: Herlander Elias. His book? - The society optimized by the media": this work is quite capable of enlightening our already somewhat tired ideas...


1st Idea: "The United States have achieved their planetary prominence because they are the spearheads of the popular culture of the world. Even Islamic radicals, by using the weapon of terrorism to destroy "infidels", remain captive to a fascination with this culture."

2nd idea: "The images are more important than what happened. The real is no longer the real, but the reality decreed and defined by the media."

Idea 3: "Destruction is a creative stimulus, however much it costs us. Ballard told the Guardian: "in our totally pacified world the only acts that will have any meaning are those of senseless violence". That is, the great danger in the future will come not from terrorist acts with a cause, but those that have no obvious cause. Now, each and every act of terrorism is an attack on society optimised by the media, because it was, and is, the media in the West that have always staged disasters and cataclysms. The media are the greatest saboteurs."

4th idea: The "saboteurs" of communication are trying to reclaim the public space ceded to the chimeras of Hollywood and Madison Avenue in order to restore a sense of balance in a society sickened by the dizzying whirlwind of TV culture. If we want a profile of the saboteur, we need only recall the Modern Panthers in the novel Neuromante, in which Gibson defines them as "a kind of Marshall McLuhan's Revenge. Media monsters. They are as dangerous as the worst street gang, but at the same time intense conceptual artists. You never know what they will do. Communication sabotage means responding to the media with media, that is, sabotaging the saboteurs. The figure of the saboteur (the "jammer"), according to Mark Dery, is responsible for restoring the public space and returning it to its original foundation in order to re-establish social equilibrium. Sabotage is ultimately related to provocative art and artistic crime. There are even artists who set themselves up as real saboteurs. There is talk of "Art Attack!" and of art installations that succeed in drawing viewers away from boredom and suburban drugs in disguise.

5th idea: The hyper-populated "star system" is so musty that the media had to elect the outcasts as heroes, because being famous has become banal, good and chic. The anti-hero is a new figure, who brings instability to society: marketing has learned to sell panic as fiction. Panic is provoked to lead to easy consumerism and is sold as an exciting experience, when in fact it is a form of unfounded terror. A terror that artists are learning to exploit, so as not to resort to the banalised chic of marketing.














Chapter XV


. This, my friends, is what awaits us. Highly organised chaos, in public events with tens of thousands of people desperately fleeing for their lives. An instinct, an intuition, a primary feeling of fear common to all human beings in all societies of all times. 

And, at the centre, at the black heart and probably the soul of this whole gigantic whirlwind of anxiety and deliberately provoked madness, a 20-something-year-old "kid" who has joined with sub-groups of more or less marginal and duly unaccountable kids, to create a feeling of total lack of control, of total disorganisation. Hold on tight, get into the anti-atomic bomb bunkers and put up the protective shield, because we're going to get into the "eye of the hurricane"...


... and this guy is going to create, out of nothing and before our very astonished eyes, chaos... a perfect CAOS...!
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Chapter I


. Carol?
. Yes?
. Bring me the small chess table, please.
. Hm... a game again... do you feel "lucky"?

. It's not like that. Oh, and by the way, did the 3 horsemen of the apocalypse take their homework?
. Yes, of course. And apparently, they've brought their food all packed: quite anxious, in the waiting room...

. I always like it when people are predictable. Looks like you got the casting right the first time, Carol...
. I always get it right, you're the one who's distracted. Who goes in first?

. Enter the black bishop.


. Huh?













Chapter II


. Wicker Arthur K'epa, please come in. Carol, will you bring me the table?
. Yes, Dr. Kheim, he's here. I'll leave you two alone. Excuse me.
. Arthur, you did your homework, right? Can you remind me, by the way, what they were?

. Dr. Kheim, a professor who can't remember what he asked his students...? Tsk, tsk...
. Vime Arthur K'epa, I didn't expect that attitude, coming from someone who comes...
. I'm chiming in with you, eheheh... Ms Carol asked me to do, and I'm quoting, "an overview of the religious forms of all time". Therefore, and instead of putting together a series of completely different opinions about a single more or less representative religion - the obvious example being Christianity - I studied just one single book, which would make an interesting summary of all types of spirituality, without taking into account the historical time in which they were structuring the social groupings of human beings.

. Now that is a very correct interpretation of your homework. Arthur, do you choose white or black bishop?


. What...?









Chapter III


. Carol was kind enough to bring me the chess game. And since Arthur plays such an important role in our private game, I decided to choose the bishop to represent him... I hope you'll accept this little eccentricity... after all, Wicker is talking about religion, and what better chess piece could define him than our well-known - and so useful... - bishop?
. Yes, certainly, you're right...
. Bishop ... black or white?
. Black.


. I knew you'd pick that colour. Tell me, Arthur, do anthropologists always have this naive fondness for the former colonies of some European country...?
Chapter IV


. Vime Arthur K'epa, you have the black bishop on B-7 and the board is completely clear. It's time to start enlightening me, my dear...

. Well, eh... I can start with a statement of fact: there is no single religion that dominates the world, not even Christianity, which encompasses - in all its variants - more than a third of humanity. 

As for the creation myths existing all over the world, they are structurally similar: the world is always thought of as something arising from the encounter of a chaotic initial mass, with energy, movement and form.

. It seems that there the guys from Astronomy and adjacent- and very- exact sciences already have "monologue partners", eheheh...
. Yes, seen from that perspective, they have the same idea regarding the beginning of the world, the big- bang, it really seems like identical reasoning...

. It doesn't look like it, Arthur, it is! But go on, sorry for the interruption.
. It's OK. Continuing on, the hunter-artists of the last ice age (upper Palaeolithic) felt the image as something extremely powerful, which gave them a power over what was represented; curiously, ancient cultures were also aware that the ability to speak and name things had placed human beings above other biological forms, and granted them great power, with the word possessing magical force. Equally interesting is the evolution of conceptions of God towards increasingly concrete, anthropomorphic and personal concepts, eventually culminating in the polytheisms of higher cultures.

. Okay, Vime, but what can you tell me about this idea of our boy back in Portugal that Christianity and Islam have similar structures after all?

. Well, Dr. Kheim, he has a point... Christianity and Islam are world religions that arose through individuals (or groups of them) with roots in Judaism. Christianity arose from the Jewish religion and assumes this origin also in the recognition of the normative character of the Jewish Bible, from the First Testament to the Old Testament; in Islam, on the other hand, the announcement of the prophet appears in a large part of the Koran as a corroboration of the revelation, which occurred previously in Judaism and Christianity, of "Scripture", and Islam is seen as faith in the revelation present in this Scripture. In fact, it took some time for Islam to begin to understand itself as an autonomous religion. Islam very clearly assumed the unique power of Allah, presenting a religious option whose structure of reasoning about the phenomenon of divine revelation is frankly similar to that of Judaism and Christianity. 

The role that Jesus has in Christianity, in Islam is taken over by the Koran itself, the last revelation of God, through Mohammed. Islam has thus adopted the universal religious concept of Judaism and Christianity, clearly distancing itself from the superior Arab religion.

. Well, OK, that's clear. And now about the kind of ideas that underlie the different religions, what can you tell me?
. Well, the different conceptions of God reflect completely different options with regard to the human being's interpretation of the world. What is evident throughout the history of religions is that no real convergence is ever achieved between the various notions of God or salvation: either monism or monotheism dominates.

. Okay, turn on the unplugger...


. What?









Chapter V


. Turn on the turbo, that is, the "translator-mode", aka: dictionary.
. Ah, you want to know the meaning of these terms, right?
. Hallelujah, the boy is smart...

. Ok, ok, calm down. Monism and monotheism symbolise the two fundamental options for a "solution" to the human question of meaning. Monotheism means that God is understood in almost personal terms, as the only one whose power is universal, having appeared for the first time in the Jewish religion of the post-exilic period; Christianity and Islam adopted this faith, giving rise to specific variants. Monism, on the other hand, occurs when there is faith in an ultimate objective force or principle which underlies everything. The third variant of universal religions - dualistic religions - was inherited from the higher religions and involves the opposition between good and evil.

. Right, Arthur. Now tell me something: why on earth did the Roman Empire find itself in the contingency of supporting Christianity and making it an "official religion"...?

. Dr. Kheim, it is obviously a political question, the apostate Julian emperor wanted to turn Neoplatonism into the state ideology - instead of Christianity. It is clear that he failed, and it is clear why he failed: the age of polytheism had passed, at least in the determining social strata; the future clearly belonged to Christianity.

. Ah, I forgot to ask you: Enya or Madredeus?

. How?
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Chapter I


. Carol, out goes black bishop, in comes white horse.
. All right. All right. Paul, you can come in.

. Arthur, this is the last time we see each other in daylight. You have three days to get used to this night schedule, okay?
. Yes, Dr. Kheim, see you later.

. Paul Kibera, please sit here.
. Excuse me, Dr. Kheim.

. Before we begin: Charlie Parker or John Coltrane?
. How?
. The background music: choose between Charlie "Bird" Parker or John "mystic" Coltrane; jazz, Paul, Jazz...
. It could be Coltrane, yes, thank you.
. You're welcome. Now then, the mythical version of "My favourite things". The computer does wonders, Paul, it even plays music...
. Yes, I think so...

. And now: white or black horse?

. What?

. Chess, Paul, chess... choose between white or black horse.
. Hm... white.

. Right. So white horse in C-5. As you can see, I've removed all the remaining pieces. You're on your own...
. I see...

. Young man, what can you tell me about Paulo Lam as an artist? Where does he get his inspiration from? How can he get us into trouble?

. Dr. Kheim, judging by the action on the beach at the Guincho World Surfing Championships, he draws on several sub disciplines associated with conceptual art. This artistic movement was predicted half a century in advance by at least two artists: Kasimir Málevitch and Marcel Duchamp. The former invented Suprematism and led art into a real dead end with his paintings: white-on-white square and black-on-white. 

Duchamp, on the other hand, opened countless symbolic doors to an art that was still growing, so to speak. In terms of the movements that emerged in the 1960s, we can talk about happening, land art, body art, minimal art, and many others. There was a dematerialisation of the artistic object, a fierce criticism of the artistic system itself in galleries and museums. 

As for happening, it is about carrying out creative actions that involve the creator and the audience, instead of the creation of specific artworks, and it is a process that has historical antecedents in futurist, dadaist and surrealist sessions, all over Europe. Alan Kaprow is the first artist to use the term happening, in 1959. One of the most recent influences of the happening is the North-American musician John Cage, who will influence the activity of the Fluxus group, a group of experimental artists linked to multimedia experiments and conceptual art without a headquarters or programme.

. A group to which I think Joseph Beuys belonged...
. Yes, right. Beuys is an essential artist-performer-politician and teacher to understand European and even world art of the 2nd half of the 20th century. Practically all art critics recognise him, by the way. Now, talking of land art, in the 1960s art began to abandon the galleries and to look for new "wild" spaces where it could freely intervene, creating gigantic works, which were born in symbiosis with nature. These works are so big that they can only be seen by plane, and only pictures made in this way will be sold. 

By isolating themselves from the civilised world to create unsaleable works, they deny the art market the possibility of transforming the original into merchandise. This artistic movement is close to the plastic economy of minimal art and the mythical dimension sought by arte povera, and its artists are adept at radically criticising the fine arts system adopted by conceptual art. 

Often inspired by elemental forms or the labyrinths of pre-Columbian art, they take possession of space in order to transform it. Half demiurgic, half Promethean, the artist transforms the world, composes great useless works, invents new landscapes, or provokes the wrath of heaven.

. My dear Paul Kibera, do you think our "big kid" is a conceptual artist, who wants to provoke the "wrath of heaven"?
. Dr. Kheim, as far as I know, he's devoted to art in a way...

. Adolf Hitler was also into art, and look at the wrath of heaven he provoked....
. Yes, but it is very different.

. Different? Well, I know we around here want to believe that, but what exactly do you mean?

. Paulo Lam uses destruction in a creative way, to make us question ourselves about essential themes. Hitler provoked terror as if it constituted, by itself, a new "ideology". Fear as a way of life... at least to obtain power in practical reality this strategy worked...

. What do you think of this kid, anyway?
. I agree with that "McLuhan's avenger" idea....

. Well, but the artistic framework of this issue is still there.

. Dr Kheim, conceptual art has often been described as a theoretically unbalanced and overly intellectual art form, using theoretical models developed in other disciplines, such as linguistic philosophy, logical positivism, French structuralism, the semiotic writings of Roland Barthes and the critical theory of Herbert Marcuse, to develop new forms of artistic expression.

. Paul, what is the artist-key in all this theoretical mish-mash?

. Duchamp, no doubt. Irritated by the dogmatism of the alleged avant-garde, Marcel Duchamp began to doubt the meaning of any painting oriented only towards the visual. 

Therefore, he devoted himself to an artistic programme with two strategies in his attack on the principle of art for art's sake: the intimate connection between linguistics and visual elements and the ready-made, a revolutionary concept in which the artist strips the object of its practical function - which made him a pioneer of the conceptual in art.
. Do you like rabbits, Wicker K'epa?
. Rabbits, Dr. Kheim?


. Yes, lad. It's just that it's all so generic and vague that we're going to have to pull a rabbit out of the hat to get away with it this time...
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Chapter I


. Carol, "next"!
. Can I guess?
. You can at least try!
. Lady... white!

. You got 50% right, Carol.
. Isn't it Dama?
. It is not white.

. Delphine, come in, come in! The Doors or The Jesus and Mary Chain?
. Excuse me?
. You're excused. The ideal shamanism soundtrack, what's it going to be?

. Hm... Psychocandy.
. Okay, Jesus, then. Let me guess: Zé dos Bois! Did I get it right?
. How?

. My dear Delphine Rolpe, an artists' association called Zé dos Bois was founded here a few years ago. Now it's your turn to guess: who did they want to honour with this name? Hm?

. Zé...
. Yes: Zé... in English you say...?
. Zé... Joseph?
. Yes... continue...
. Of the oxen... Beuys??
. You got it right! Congratulations! Take the bike!!
. But... how did you know that I...

. Delphine, Carol gave her very precise instructions for today's meeting: we asked her to prepare an artist who had been, in life, as close as possible to the personality of a shaman. Well, Tàpies was too obvious and even unsuitable, considering his deep and assumed connection to Zen Buddhism. Duchamp would be a bad choice, as he never took anything seriously, not even his own life or work... what was left? Pablo Picasso? H. R. Giger? Giacometti? No. There was only one name left. A face, a work, a life totally dedicated to shamanism, whether or not that was the "label" that the gods had given him, visibly or not. In other words, I am ready. The popcorn and the cola are already here, ah, and your black lady is already in house D-3. 

. Dr. Kheim, Beuys is "subject- TABU" for a lot of good people...

. Delphine, I always liked rebels, they bring a little salt and pepper to this very banal life. 
And, furthermore, believe that we have "all the time in the world"...


















Chapter II


. Delphine, can you give me, in a few words, a "summary" of modern art?
. Well, Pablo Picasso, Paul Klee, Wassily Kandinsky and Marcel Duchamp "dominate" the 1st half of the 20th century; Antoni Tàpies and Joseph Beuys represent the most controversial - but also the most intellectually challenging - side of the 2nd half. Now, as modern art was "officially born" in 1910, as António Guterres would say, "it's time to do the maths"!
. Ok, but what are the ideas of these artists?

. Before that, it is worth understanding the context. According to Duchamp himself, Picasso was chosen because the public needs heroes and it is always - and I am quoting - "half the equation". And let there be no doubt about it: the psychological structure of a great artist always involves constant sublimation from an initial deep depression. Now, this process is similar to the death/rebirth of shamanic initiation, which is most obvious in the cases of Tàpies and Beuys.

. So, if this is so, why did they bet all their "chips" on Picasso?

. Because Picasso is a superman.


. WHAT!???







Chapter III


. Picasso seems to be a strong man, without flaws. He gave birth - in the words of Tàpies - to practically all the artistic movements of the 20th century. He demystified everything that relates to the artist as a genius, but he himself became the most mythical of the artists of modern art. He therefore seems to have no flaws...

. ... but ...?

. But, like all the others, he had a great depression. A depression that is totally hidden in the "official" History of Art. It is only in secondary and parallel accounts by friends of friends that this time of psychological recovery in the village of Picasso's father is mentioned, and that it lasted at least half a year to overcome...
. Why?

. To hide his human weakness, of course. To build the Picasso myth without his obvious humanity. The same was done with the figure of Jesus Christ, for example. One part is the Christ-human being-which has been wisely subtracted, and the other part is the Christ-son of God, which has been clearly exaggerated. By the way, nowadays one does not talk about Paul Gauguin - anti-clerical contestant, or Paul Klee - parasite of his pianist wife, or Kandinsky - pseudo-drug addict, according to art critics of the time... death itself is, in the world of art, one of the greatest myth-builders. It is no accident that Gauguin's advisers, for example, begged him not to return to Europe: they were building his myth, and the only thing that could sabotage their intentions was... the appearance of the artist himself!

. Okay, lady. Now I feel like going to a village, too. What do you say we go visit our friend Zé dos Bois at his cowshed? Hm?
















Chapter IV


. First, the moment of initiation into shamanism: forced by the German "war machine", Beuys faced the experience of death. In the winter of 1943, as a telegraph operator in a fighter bomber, he had an accident. The plane after being hit by the anti-aircraft cannons of a Russian base, crashed in the Crimea during a snowstorm. 

Beuys is the only survivor, but he is seriously injured: a fractured skull, ribs, broken legs and arms. When he is on the verge of death, a group of nomadic Tartars take him in. They first cover him with fat and then tuck him in with flannel cloths. And, in a magical atmosphere, the shamans of the small nomadic tribe miraculously cure him. Beuys experiences this "shamanic" presence as essential to his life and work. Hence the importance of fat and felt in his art and the constant attitude of respect for nature and spirituality. 

His performances took on the characteristics of mythical rituals, combining theatre, music and a very strong metaphorical dimension of the objects he used. These actions transformed the spectator into an artistic co-creator, founding an authentic counter-image and a plastic language extremely rich in symbols and multiple interpretations. 

His pedagogical work as a professor of sculpture at the Academy of Fine Arts in Düsseldorf between 1961 and 1972, as a founder of the "Free International University", and as a defender of the rights of the North American Indians, as well as a pioneering supporter of ecological movements, is one of the most stimulating facets of this artist-shaman, who considered animals to be more intelligent than human beings, because they use instinct in their lives and do not need a justification for their actions and their life itself.

. Well, animals more intelligent than man because of that "instinct"... not bad, no sir! Ahahah!

. Yes, Dr. Kheim, Beuys was always radical in his ideas... his concept of reality, extremely complex, embraced an interpretation with dimensions that were still universal, recalling existential connections, impregnated with signs. 

For him, nature and civilisation were not incompatible elements.

. Tell me, Delphine, what does it tell me - and what does it tell you - that we are on the right track, i.e. that Beuys is 'our man', the perfect parallel to the personality of our recent patient - sorry, 'shaman', our dear Paulo Lam? Hm?

. Dr. Kheim, for a very simple reason: "the works exhibited in galleries and museums are but the corpses of their "Actions", whose meaning has been concealed and erased by the "formalist critics"....

. I don't get that one... Delphine?


Delphine stood up, walked two steps towards the chessboard, knelt down and placed the white king on the square E-7. Her eyes started a very slow journey from the floor to Willem Kheim's face.

. Dr Kheim, when someone tries to hide something, it means that what you are trying to hide is very important, it is decisive... These two pieces on this board on this little wooden table are part of a game.


. A game, Delphine, which, I remind you, is probably the most complex game of all time.

. Yes, perhaps. Joseph Beuys' work and personality belong in their own right to ANOTHER game...

. And can you tell me what this new game is called...?


. Certainly, Dr. Kheim. Last time I checked, he still had the name: "Pandora's Box"...

















[bookmark: Treze]13. "As Muhammad Ali heats up..."


















Chapter I


. Wake up.
. I've been up for three hours, Carol, but thank you very much! I don't need a secretary for this, all I need is a humble alarm clock...

. You need a lot more than that. And when I say goodbye you'll have plenty of time to buy a cheap, miserable alarm clock. Come on, the computer boy's here and he's already sniffed a hare...

. I love computer kids who raise hares. And they wake up at 9:30 too...?

. Naaa... this one is plugged in all day long...

















Chapter II


. Hey kid, anything I should know at the end of this stage race? This is more like the Paris- Dakar in 24 hours, no?
. Eheh, good evening, sir.
. No, no "sir" please...
. Night, boss.

. Boss but little, kid, boss but little, you bet... what are you looking at on the monitor there, Marv...?


. Sir... eh, boss, I mean! I see... I see a ghost!!



Chapter III


. What's it like?! A... a ghost!? Now that one...
. Are you seeing what I'm seeing, boss?
. I ... eh, I think so, Marv, but what ... what the hell is this?

. He's showing us all the cards this time, boss, we have to acknowledge that!
. Oh, yeah? And why the hell would you say that, may I ask? I don't see what...

. It's jpeg.


. Huh?


Chapter IV


. The image, boss.
. Yeah, what's wrong with the picture now?
. Not Flash, boss K. ...
. Yeah? It's not flosh, so what? What the hell, but do you think I or anyone from my generation understands any of that, boy? Simplify, damn it!
. Ok... it's not "flosh", it's Flash! And it's not even Flash...

. Yeah, "what's up, yoo"...
. It's not Flash, so there's no actionscript or swishcript embedded behind the scenes in this scene... it's a start, lol!

. Lad, this war office" doesn't pay you a double digit salary to start and finish anything, for that we have our usual snipers... ok, no Flash and no scripting... that should tell me something? Hm?

. Devia, boss K.. "No scripts, no problemo" eheh...

. Huh?!

. This isn't even an animated gif, boss Kheim... Nothing hidden, no hidden cat-tails, that's what it is! And it's not going away any time soon, I think, at least judging by what we already know the shaman does.

. He ain't no shaman! Don't you ever say that in front of me again, you hear me, kid?!

. Oh, no? And how do you explain that at Guincho...? Hm...?
Willem Kheim eyed the "kid" from top to bottom and a bead of sweat dripped down his way, falling onto a Massimo Dutti flannel shirt bought in June 1998 in a downtown Miami shop.

. Kid, tell me something.
. Yes, boss.
. Do you really believe that we are facing right now a... a "shaman"?

. Me? I have my doubts. But unfortunately there is "someone" who, instead of "our" doubts, has certainties...
. And who is this "someone", you won't tell me, hm...?


. Of course, boss: about 80% of online votes on internet forums...

Chapter V


. Miss Carol, come into the living room, please. Oh, and bring a cup of cold water. Cold. At least!

. Damn, Kheim, making such a fool of yourself in front of the kid. What kind of man are you, anyway?
. A man to whom the superiors don't tell everything, that's what I am, believe me!


. Is that so? Then join the other 99%, and please exclude fainting from the possible bodily responses! You got that?




Chapter VI


. Chief, are you better? Have you had some fresh water?
. Yes, lad, thank you. Well, we'd better really start analysing this... would you tell me that this image is...

. One jpg, boss. A "pure and hard" image. It is what it is and it doesn't go away or change.
. Which doesn't prevent it from being replaced by another, right?
. Well, eh... yes, of course, that can always happen, yes.
. at any time?
. Eh... yes, but with what we already know of him, we...

. With what we "already know of him", the unpredictable is the only thing we can predict... was it something like this you were going to say, Marvin Tamus...?? Hm?

. Yes, but... mister K. Shouldn't we be concerned with the... the content of the image...? It's just that this image is... it's quite... strange, no? To say the least.

. I don't think it's strange.
. N... no?
. No. Nothing, really. Well then: we have the cross, a female body on the left, a kind of monster on the right and in the centre the crucified young boy. And I must tell you that others much nicer have been crucified, and I know what I am talking about!

. So, no... but... it's just that this image has a certain power of shock... if it's...
. My boy, if it is used in the bad sense, it will always have an impact. But still... I don't think so. Too obvious. Too direct. And, above all, too ridiculous!!!

. Yes? Who is it?
. It's Mademoiselle Rolpe, K. May I come in?
. Yes, of course. We need a third opinion here, what a tie-breaker.

. For some game?


. Yeah, maybe... every game has its rules, but there the boy from the eternal city makes a point of inventing too many new games and their rules... Come in, Miss Rolpe! Please do!



Chapter VII


. Oh, my God!
. Hi Delph., everything okay...? What do you think about this?

. Oi, eh... yes, but... what a frightening image! Who did this?!
. You see, boss? I was right...

. Apparently, your generation is too sensitive. When you have two atomic bombs and a few more little powders on your conscience, you stop being so sensitive, so emotional! Let time and politics pass you by and you'll see...! Apparently, this scoundrel still scares a lot of people... 

. Well, I'm going to go out, get a coffee and get ready for another 15 uninterrupted and hellish hours here, predicting- what- we- can't- stop and seeing- happen- what- we- should- have predicted. Hasta luego, compañeros de lucha!!!


















Chapter VIII


. What do you think of that, Delph?

. Oh my God! Did our Lam do this?
. And this isn't Flash, it's just a still image. And there's more, that I haven't even told the boss yet: this is the image he will show in the game. This is not the first part of the game, this is the END...!

. Doesn't it scare you, Marvin...?


. You know, Delphine... when I see someone crucified who really deserves it, I even find a certain joke...


Chapter IX


. I'm back, wonder boy. Delphine, go do your homework on your own computer, please.
. Hmpf...

. Thank you in advance! O kid, and what is the wonderful subtitle of this wonderful picture, won't you tell me? I'm not used to watching films without subtitles... at least the European ones! Horrible, the whole thing!

. The caption, boss, is a quote from a book by American writer Glendon Swarthout.

. Glend what? Can you eat that? Ahah!
. Yeah... Boss, on the web there's little or nothing about him, I had already read the book, by chance, and knew where he was from...
. Okay, right. And what kind of book is that?

. It's about the "good old West"... an imaginative story, an excellent cop-out. The narrative scheme is a bit complicated, but it works very well. Ah, and this sentence comes right on the cover of the Caminho edition, the Portuguese publisher who published the book in Portugal, which is the edition that Paulo Lam must have seen in Lisbon...

. Would you read me that passage from the book then, please? I left my glasses on Carol's desk...
. Sure, boss K. May I read?


. You can, you can, lad. You can, you can. I just don't know if I want to hear what's coming...


Chapter X


. Don't you understand? You want me to say it again. Boss?
. Yes, could you repeat that, please. I wasn't paying attention.
. Okay. Then let's go to round two!" 

"What if a very slight turn of the chain wheel and hand rods caused a dance of death? The disarticulation of old bones? What if sight and sound were more disturbing than..."

Did you hear me right now, boss K.?

. Yeah, kid. Do me a favor.
. Yes, say it, boss, say it.

. You meet Delphine in her office, and stay there for about five minutes. Before that you go to Carol and tell her to meet me on the couch near the entrance to this room.

. Now, boss?


. Yesterday, kid... the day before yesterday!











Chapter XI


. What now, Kheim? I've been baby-sitting you today, haven't I?! What's going on anyway?

. Carol, sit down for eh... yes, say 20 seconds right , if we don't count my and your breathing, it should give... there is something essential, that I have to get off my chest....
. Now!?

. Yes, now. If it was "before now", even better, but there are no perfect moments, only in the movies, maybe...


. Okay, here I am, and don't start philosophizing, please... say it.

. In 1755, Lisbon was hit by a devastating earthquake. But that was just the "tip of the iceberg" after the earthquake came the... o...
. A... tsunami...??

. Ooora, exactly. A tsunami, that entered downtown Lisbon like a knife in hot bread, hitting the Chiado, Restauradores, and many other places, taking the lives of more than 50 thousand souls. Some say that the "modern western conscience" was born there, in those fateful seconds, in that new stage of natural barbarity, of absolute destruction... 
Now, this was in 1755. After that, the two world wars, the two atomic bombs, some legendary earthquakes, the tsunami on the "other side" aceh... And now, "this".

. And "this" being what, precisely, you don't say?
. I say, I say, take it easy. A kid born into our very European "midlle class heroe" is going to reveal our demons, Carol.

. Do we have that many? I confess I haven't counted them since the last time...


. Carol, the problem is that while I know exactly the image he will use and the kind of skeletons of our wardrobes that will emerge in the sight of a billion people, I know neither when nor how to stop this little demon that was born in our backyard....
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Chapter I


Rain. Face. Beyond the sunset. Inside the instant. Without a face. When someone follows the same step. As always.

. Drop of water
. Raindrop
. Drop of water.
. Raindrop

. May I know where I am?

. Drop of water
. Drop of... blood!

. Ach!
. Satisfied now, you animal? Ahaha!!!
. Ass holes...
. We may be a lot of things, but I promise you we're on the right side of this Beretta, eheh...

. Oh, yeah, assholes? Do you even know who I am? Mossad's gonna...
. We don't know or care to know! Ahah!!!

. Luis!
. Yes?
. You can leave. Ricardo, you stay.
. Okay, boss..."

. Boss, but little, Ricardo coração de Leão, boss but little...


. Are you the leader of this out-of-tune band, young man? I assure you...
. Hey! I'm the one who guarantees anything here, OK? Ricardo, go get a chair. Now!

. Here it is, Paul. What's next?


. Now there's an extra person in this room. 

- Bang!










Chapter II


. But... didn't you want him to talk anyway?
. Not really. I already know everything. And be glad you're breathing with me in this cave.

. When are you gonna take these ropes off me? Is it for now?
. No. First a question from you. The question.
. Okay, okay. Always the mania of greatness and the damned pedagogy...
. The question, Echem Varze. The question or the straight bullet.

. But where am I, anyway?

. Like this, yes. But you were wrong. This is my first "straight kill"...
Chapter III


. You are at one of the pivotal points of the water pipeline system commissioned by the mythical Marquis of Pombal, one of Portugal's absolute geniuses, protected by the left and persecuted by the right. We brought you, me and the deceased, and after drugging you, from Carnaxide, we passed by Santo Amaro de Oeiras and after a few pozinhos, we are now under the water distribution piping system, in Oeiras, near the fort and the Tagus river-sea. 

A cavity that is at the only point where they will not look for us, neither in Portugal, nor in the Iberian Peninsula, nor in Europe, nothing at all, the perfect invisible system, a few metres away from NATO's high command: two perfect lead spheres inside a rectangular prism. 
. Yeah, okay. And what do you expect from me...?

. To be honest, I don't expect much... I haven't decided yet if I'll kill you too or not. You know, your wenches like to torture... I am more basic, like zeros and ones in computers, like Hitler: I don't like to make you suffer, death is not, for me, the end of the line, it is more a new and creative hypothesis...
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Chapter I


. Sir K., I found it, come on!
. Did you find out what?
. The website! We've been at each other's throats, and it was so simple!
. Ok... yes, now what?

. Sit down! Sit down! Are you watching this?
. What, the web address bar?
. Yes, until now we had tried the direct address, right?

. The address he gave us was www.run.com , is that what you are saying?

. Yes! But this is a mirror! A mirror, pure and simple! It's not even a metaphor!
. Huh?

. Boss, this gives error message, but it's no error! Clicking with the right mouse button gives flash! Flash that copies an error message! And that, after about a million frames and some scripts later, gives us the real URL, leave the http:// or the www alone, this is as basic as it gets! He truncated this, run.com equals run dot com.com!

. Ah, so this is a redundancy then!? In fact... very simple!
. So simple that...

. Boy, so simple we never thought possible...! This Paulo Lam is not a man, he is in fact the specter of Blueberry's golden bullets... a real devil on the loose! Is it possible that he crashes us at every gesture and at every moment with games in everything he does?? We're in total minefield territory! 


... but... let's go to that site, and fast!















Chapter II


. Come on in, K, this way, come on. Our mutual boss has been waiting for some rather too long, that so naive and strange and ambiguous concept once again, you won't see his face. Anyway, the usual.

. You're getting nicer every day. Am I supposed to laugh at all this?
. Eheh... caalma, calmex. Boss, here's our novice. 


. Sit down, K, sit down. We have all the time in the world, starting... now!




Chapter III


. You'll be on a private plane in Washington. Your team will have a fine addition: Delace Irwin, a specialist in modern literature, specialising in surrealist painting and visual poetry. It seems to me that this Paulo Lam, not only knows too much, but despite decades of Western sleep over his hair, still has a brain that hasn't gone to sleep yet... and it also seems to me that, either we stop him now, or everything we have hidden up to now will surface like a smelly turd on some beach...

. Am I supposed to say anything at this point? 

. No, not really. You're mostly supposed to obey. 9.30pm, Alistair Chester Airport, hangar 6. You handle the interpretation of the antics of our mutual little friend Lam, and another team, on "ground", will handle the possible orders at various sporting venues, across the globe: tennis at Wimbledon, football at Estádio da Luz, surfing at Venice Beach in California and basketball at the Lakers pavilion.


. I would just like to know why the hell we have to comply with everything this guy wants to see us do....








Chapter IV


. My dear friend, we don't even have a chance in a million ... the guy says he holds all the trumps and, unfortunately and frankly, for us, that's 110% true ...

. Can I at least know a little of what he knows...?

. You can, of course. He knows, for example, that the great secret of Mossad and MI5 is the fact that there is not just one head, and, incidentally, it is also that structure of al-Qaeda...
. Hm... ok, and...?

e …

. My God... and I thought that...

. You thought what we wanted everyone to think. Now half the world is held hostage by the great and unforgotten United States of L'America... after a 2nd world war so devastating that the Siberian shamans had to solve it, a war in which the states risked relatively little compared to Russia and won practically everything... Stalin's ass was saved by the same shamans who, it is said, were pushed off something high into the mountains to prove they could fly...

. Well, this is hard stuff, really...

. And he also knows of the honourable exception of Belmonte in Portugal, an Aristides Sousa Mendes to the mix, and in European terms little else... they have even deified Schindler and so on, knowing full well that it was Lisbon and Cascais and Estoril and the mythical Casablanca who tell the true story... without Sal + bad luck in power and this very small and even more shitty country would have been swallowed by the voracity and dust of the times...

. Well, this is just revelations, really... is there anything else?

. There is, of course... 











Chapter V


. The assassination so necessary for some radical Masul heads, the Iraqi scene of the evaporated weapons of mass destruction, the chaos announced in Afghanistan... to mention only the most obvious! Everyone knew of the practical impossibility of the assault on the labyrinthine caves and the guerrilla warfare on the high mountain that no one, from the British to the Russians, could overcome...!

. But... why are you telling me all this? After all, what is my role in this strange story?

. K, our man, kidnapped unofficially in Lisbon around this time, brought with him, in addition to the testimony of another symbolic and totally unnecessary death, a letter.
. Yes, and...?


. And this charter requires us to organise four major sporting events at the same time. And this scoundrel will not only humiliate us, but will do it live and in front of half of the "damned" humanity. 

And the worst of it all is that we, don't even have a single trump card, nor do we know the timing he will choose to unleash chaos.


... a chaos... PERFECT!!!
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Chapter I


. This is the captain speaking. Welcome aboard, ladies and gentlemen. We'll reach 16,000 feet in about two and a half minutes. You have all the electronic and computer devices at your disposal. Mr K, it's up to you from now on. "Et vive la France!" eheheh, I couldn't resist the legendary Rick from Casablanca...


. K..?


. I know, I know, Carol... the show's about to start, isn't it?



Chapter II


. Delphine?
. Present.

. Beach in California. "Kid" Tamus, what's new on the site?
. The first image, fade in, has just appeared on Flash, boss K. A... flag...
. Chief, this is a Jasper Johns flag!
. Thanks, Paul Kibera. 
. And this flag appears in some kind of... abstract painting of some sort.
. Paul...?

. Hm... most probably Wassily Kandinsky, an improvisation - unless I am mistaken - Improvisation 5, an imaginative representation of a mountain in Switzerland, at the beginning of his legendary abstract adventure in the world of art - Kandinsky who, according to José-Augusto França, is "One of the men who changed the course of the History of Art".

. Yeah, maybe, hmm... and the text?
. The text is also appearing in fade in... 

- "Shelley was passionately fond of the sea, but she could not swim. Swimming, she said, is a foolish worry against death, and she felt no need of that worry, for she was more afraid of life than of death. Death is the painted veil that the living call life: they sleep and the veil rises"... and also a sentence about the "autonomous" shadows in Dalí's painting...

. Well, here's the first mind trap... Delphine?
. Dr K, if we take into account the psychological profile of the Shaman, it may have to do with the sudden change in meteorology... something that even Marco Polo agrees is possible in this archaic, powerful and mysterious form of religiosity...

. Paul Kibera, what is your analysis?
. I think it is possible that it is just a simple matter of condensation, in the mountains there are unique and apparently strange phenomena: sudden temperatures and rainfall, for example in the Italian Alps, or in Andorra.

. Paul, but we're talking about a beach! With a temperature of around 35º!
. Yeah, really... that would be a bit weird!
. Vime K'epa, it's your turn, my good boy!

. Boss K, the shaman may or may not master meteorology, or certain aspects of it. This characteristic of his personality could be confused with charlatanism, there is no certainty, it is something extraordinarily symbolic and subjective!


. Ok... lads, someone better come up with some sort of life tablet...














Chapter III


. Boss! Boss K!!
. What's that, Tamus?

. This is getting complicated... all indications are that there will be a 3 or 4 element structure, in this flash movie... I'm betting on 4, since the image has been resized and "snapped to the left.

. Yes, up to there I think you are right... the number 3 is the number of the trilogies: Matrix, Supremacy, The Godfather... and also the triptychs in painting...
. Yes, boss K, for example Francis Bacon!

. Yes, young man, and it seems to me that this blackbird likes number 4 the most... the four primordial forces: fire, air, water and earth... this guy is no fool, no he's not...
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Chapter I


. Ok, ok team - time out, time out!

. Boss K?
. Guys, listen to me. Everything clear?
., Yes, now yes, wait for... Delphine?
. Okay, I'm listening now, sorry!

. Well, this is the dangerous game of this very special and specific "blackbird": 4 of the most mediatised sport events in the globe, an estimated audience of 1.3 billion people, and a surgical chaos, highly organised in every detail, to make this sensation of lack of control as effective and violent as possible. Never has the human brain gone so far, and never have the secret services of half the world been so outdated and superfluous, I admit!!!
. But... what is our role in this, anyway?

. Marvin Tamus, Delphine Rolpe, Vime Arthur K'epa and Paul Kibera, we have a new addition to the team: literature and poetry specialist Delace Irwin, who will assist us in what is the most elaborate intellectual puzzle in living memory, in this very human adventure in search of the ultimate meaning of life...

. Hi guys, I'm Delace, how are you doing here?

. Not really Delace, not really... otherwise you wouldn't be here! The circus must be on fire, really...


. I know Paul, by then I had already figured it out...!

Chapter II


. Chief, what are we supposed to do from here?

. We're supposed to watch Rome catch fire at the hands of a mad but intellectually brilliant Nero, and help the firemen, with the occasional bucket of water! I just don't know if these hypothetical buckets carry water, or gasoline! And what is worse of all: my "superiors" also, not only don't know it either, but they even bet all their chips on our adversary's "horse"!!!

. Boss K, I must tell you that I've never had such an inglorious task on my hands... everything here is metaphorical, all this is more like dreams, like sand slipping through our fingers...
. Yes, Delphine, I feel it too. But nevertheless, it is the task that lies ahead of us. And, quite simply, we are caught here by a double trap, flying at 16,000,000 feet in an invisible plane, heading for the most complex task ever... if this guy doesn't get us, we'll get the secret service of something...! 


Escaping unscathed is not in the dictionary of this dangerous dreamer...









Chapter III


. Sorry to interrupt, boss, but the game is being played as we speak...

. He's updating the site, is that it?
. Yes, that's right. And this is not programming, these are completely "handmade" uploads, a la pate, this guy has a pure and simple webdesigner doing this...
. Is it possible to track the ISP's? Even here I already understand this language eheh...

. It would be possible, but it would take a few hours, and it gives the idea that he is using dozens of stolen PCs, on average one every 3 minutes, to throw off the trail. so...

. Ok, next "move"! Marv, what elements are being put online?

. Still in this part of the surf, an inspired and inspiring phrase by Paul Klee: "Just as the child imitates us in his games, the painter imitates the game of the forces that created and create the world".
. Delphine Rolpe, translate please!!!

. Klee is one of the undisputed giants of modern art of the 1st half of the 20th century, he had great "competition" from Pablo Picasso, and was a great friend of Kandinsky at the mythical Bauhaus; perhaps it is this proximity to the abstract Kandinsky that earned him this legitimacy to appear here in this context...

. Hm... weak interpretation. Next, Kibera, can you do better than our friend Delphine?
. Well, Klee was a pedagogue of the visual arts, and there is no doubt that the Bauhaus is a milestone in the visual arts of the entire 20th century. Even Hitler had to take a stand, personally shutting down this veritable school of democracy. In this part of the game, I would bet more on a sudden break in meteorology, caused for example by an airplane launching spheres of iodine into the atmosphere... That would solve the enigma of Dalí's autonomous shadows: a flying object has no shadows touching the ground...

. Paul? What do you think?
. Of course I understand Kibera's interpretation, but I remind you that there can be a very particular phenomenon of condensation, something that Wassily Kandinsky's mountain painting clearly evokes...

. Vime Arthur K'epa, we are at this still rudimentary stage of this game, what is your opinion?
. Boss K, can an authentic shaman actually master parts of meteorology, such as waterfall and other phenomena like earthquakes, or is this mere speculation? The problem is that the data relating to chaos theory, for example, are extremely piecemeal, and lead to a dead end! Anthropologists have to believe the narratives of ancient peoples, or else it's uncharted territory!

. Delace Irwin, our new coqueluche, what are your thoughts on the subject?

. Dr K, remembering Shelley, the English Romantic poets (John Keats, Lord Byron, Wordsworth, Shelley, etc.) had an umbilical relationship with nature, as the film "Dead Poets' Club" fully demonstrates; it is therefore not strange that these highly metaphorical and symbolic questions arise in connection with climate change. If Marco Polo himself mentions one or another strange phenomenon linked to storms - he who travelled in the first person through the ancient world of that time - who are we, the "suits", to dispute him?


. Yes, really... 


... guys, what we are being asked to do is not to pull a rabbit out of the hat... we need to find a real "plantation" of rabbits this time!!!







Chapter IV


. Friends, I have been informed by Seriuma that an avioneta is coming.
. Bingo! Got it right!? Iodine to atmosphere, K?

. Gail Delphine, you got 50% right... the plane has a banner behind it, with an image of a Japanese artist. And it's too late to shoot it down. Turn on the Venice Beach monitors. You will see firsthand the cause of the widespread panic of 23,457 vacationers... 


... if this Paulo Lam is not the devil in person, I don't know what is...



Chapter V


. Hurry up! Tell our men on the beach that's just a rumor! Now! Yesterday!

. And you think I haven't thought about that, K'epa? Have you ever heard of the war of the worlds? Orson Welles? Ring a bell, hm? And he tried to make amends, or at least the radio tried to stifle the widespread panic that this complete imbecile created! But the damage had already been done!

. Boss K! The beach... this is all... people look like scared ants! We have to do something!

. That something is/would be a counter - rumour, as scary as the original! The fire has long since started, and we will - all! - turn off that monitor, and move on to basketball, where a street basketball team is going to - in principle - wipe out the top team of the Los Angeles Lakers. 


- And this is an ORDER!!!














[bookmark: Dezoito]18. "Playing at 
actors studio"

or

"Glass half full or 
glass half empty?"













Chapter I


. Marv? Any news...?
. Yes, boss K. The fade in has just moved on to the second part of the game. First, the text: speaking in the devil and the devil appears: Orson Welles:

"Hollywood is Hollywood. There's nothing you can say about it that isn't true, good or bad. And when we go in there, we have no right to be bitter - we're the ones who wanted to be in the game." 

...any clues, boss?


. I'm the one asking you that! Ahah! Well, anything else?
. Yes, boss-but-little: the fade in image is showing now... and it's a basketball inside.... an aquarium!!

. Paul Kibera?
. Yes, it's a work by Jeff Koons, a controversial artist who even married Cicciolina, the Italian porn star! One of the most innovative contemporary artists, he uses large formats and unusual materials in art. I am for example remembering a huge dog made with flowers, in a very British palace, to mention only his most famous piece.

. Boss!?
. Yes, Marvin?
. Another image is coming up... a huge cake, half... like it's empty!!! I don't really understand...
. Paul Kibera, what is this!?

. This" is a piece by Claes Oldenbourg, a pop art artist who makes large formats out of everyday objects, as if they were made of rubber, "emptying" them of their own substance. One could say that Oldenbourg and Roy Lichenstein took Pop Art to new creative heights, of a certain ridiculousness and "psychological play"...


. Ok, "good work", lad... boys, you'd better start interpreting this seriously, otherwise my bosses will think that this little more or less invisible plane has little reason to exist...





Chapter II


. Delphine, once again we begin with you. What do you think this part of the game means?

. Well, it gives the idea that Paulo Lam is conveying again in code: the work of Oldenbourg implies in a certain way an emptying of interest that the game itself contains... how this loss of interest will be materialised, that remains a mystery to us!

. Paul Kibera...?

. Boss, game theory clearly mentions an ambiguous fusion personality, to emerge in principle in Portugal, which will bring to games an innovative geometric foundation. This personality is present and predicted in films like "The Colour of Money" with Tom Cruise and Paul Newman and "Raiders of the Lost Ark", by Spielberg and starring Harrison Ford. Now, whether or not this personality is Paul Lam is controversial. But I believe that he is, that he is the figure who will bring about the fusion of families, something that is foreseen by his pedagogical formula, and much more influential than Einstein's formula, and that in principle he will stop time in an eternal Present...

. Now the Wicker Arthur K'epa: tell of your justice, man!

[bookmark: _GoBack]. Well, boss K, the chaos theory and the relation of the primitive, tribal man with his own magical connection to the beginning of language - through cave paintings - makes us return, also us, to the beginning of anthropology, to the beginning of social groupings lato sensu, making that films like "2001 - odyssey in space" by Kubrick and "Blade runner" by Ridley Scott, gain a new and inspiring life. Now, Paulo Lam is at the vertex of all this theoretical foundation and, quite frankly, he is not at all pretending: he is the fusion personality, between Physics and Quantum Physics, I am sure of it.

. But, Vime, the way he will reach him in this part of the game...?

. Yes, that remains an enigma, I agree with Delphine. However, and according to her way of acting, it will have to do with a psychological conditioning, acting with a symbolic base similar to the zeros and ones of the computer coding structure, something very basic but terribly effective, for the harm of our many sins...



Chapter III


. Chief! Chief K!!

. What is it, Marv?
. It seems we already have the answer...

. What do you mean? What the hell is going on in that pavilion? People are going crazy, running everywhere! Marv?

. Boss. The ball! The ball!
. What the hell's wrong with the ball?


. It was emptied three times in a row! By a sniper!!!!


[bookmark: Dezanove]19. "The perfect gentleman"


















Chapter I


. Folks, basketball chaos closed. Change monitor to chaos, part III - tennis at Wimbledon.

. Ok boss... but I must tell you that CNN is completely crazy about this ass angel... nothing makes sense, from Al Jazzeera to sapo.pt... this guy is a real "Devil in Missouri", reminiscent of Blueberry eheh...

. You do well to remember that, you who can... Marv, seriously, fade in- what?
. Fade in... a piece of art... Kibera?

. Alberto Giacometti, boss, inside "Black square on white", by the Russian suprematist Kasimir Málevitch. Once again, reference to the 2nd world war and also Giacometti, one of the sacred monsters of expressionism and modern sculpture.

. Okay Marv, what about the text?
. It's coming up now, boss K: Armstrong, and the first steps on the moon: 
"One small step for man, one giant step for mankind..."

. Okay, let's start analyzing the mess: Delphine?

. K, this may have to do with a mental stimulus similar to the smashing in Heysel Park and also in some Portuguese discos, either by panic induced through rumours, or small fires.

. You didn't convince me. Wicker, your turn!
. There could be a release of toxins from the spectators by torrential rain: remember London is the city of eternal fog: the weather conditions are all there!

. Now you, Kibera!

. Well, Armstrong's phrase may, in this context, be about a small step for people, but a huge symbolic step: a perfect equivalence and parallelism between the spectators of this tennis match.

. Right, okay. Now a 3rd opinion: Delace Irwin, what is your perspective on this issue?

. Dr Kheim, I just want to stress this: the moon landing and Armstrong's first steps have been deified by some mass media, but it is now a fact that the extra shadows clearly suggest that everything was filmed in a studio! This isn't even a conspiracy theory, it's starting to infiltrate popular culture as a fact! 

The Americans needed to counter the Laica bitch of the Russians and, in the middle of the cold war, the decision was made: it was imperative to mark American superiority through this technological advance card!!! 

It didn't even require a more complex plan - a secret studio (some say at the behest of Moçad'a) will have worked wonders!!! No one is going public with this probable hypothesis; and yet everyone thinks so...

. Ok, Delace, you have been very important in this final stage of the game... remind me to give you a generous pay rise!
. I'll remind him, yes, eheh...

. Chief K!
. What's that, Marv?


. Watch the monitor! There's fire at Wimbledon!












Chapter II


. The match between Federer and Nadal is being interrupted, but...
. Everything is returning to normal, apparently...
. Yeah, it looks like a small fire! Boss! More fade in!

. Now, what is it?
. One... eye!?
. Kibera? It's your métier...!

. Yes, boss, eh... it's the famous Galconde by the surrealist René Magritte, with a shower of bureaucrats inside a cloud-eye.

. Marv? What now? More text?
. Yes, boss... it's coming up: 
- "When Dante was alive and obscure, Florence, his hometown, threatened to reduce him to ashes. But now that he was famous and dead, he requested the honour of receiving those ashes. Five hundred years after Dante's death, Lord Byron visited his grave. And this poet, who never revealed his emotions in the presence of the living, knelt and wept in the presence of the dead." 


. Boss! It's raining cats and dogs at Wimbledon!

. Finally, something predictable! Boy, it's about time!

. Ehh... well, it seems Lam's attachment to the chivalrous British tradition of game theory spoke louder this time...


. Yes, Delace, and now we have to get ready for the last card... stadium of Light, here we come!!!

















Revisiting the Classics - Part II

(report of the 
Benfica-Real Madrid)
















Chapter I


. It's... it's fantastic... dear Sky Sports viewers, what we are witnessing is living history. A legendary encounter, which re-edits the clash that succeeded, for the first time in the 6 founding years of the now defunct European Champions League, in removing the title of European champion from the showcases of the mythical Real Madrid of Di Stéfano, considered by many as the greatest footballer of all time, in 1962. 

The "Black Panther", Eusébio da Silva Ferreira, with the midfield strategist Coluna, the slender Torres, the little magician Simões, Benfica, the glorious Benfica started that year the assault on European football, with a team that repeated the feat the following year with the also- Spanish- ma- non- troppo Barcelona. John Murys, I am running out of voice and obviously emotional, please continue.

. Hello Sky Sports viewers, very good evening and thank you Phil Berg for your introduction. What excites John at the moment is the now famous flight of the Benfica eagle which, quite frankly, is rivalled only by the New Zealand rugby players' Haka in terms of spectacle at a sporting venue. 

And the soundtrack you are hearing in the background is the no less emotive Benfica hymn "Papoilas saltitantes" by the also exceptional Luís Piçarra, a hymn that has never gone out of fashion in the heartbeat of so many and so many Benfica fans. John?

. Yes, thank you Phil. And speaking of Benfica hearts, Benfica is currently the club with the biggest number of members, bigger than Manchester United, bigger than Milan, bigger than Real Madrid, imagine that, with the right to be in the Guinness book of records, and everything! But let's talk about the team, because only the team can win the 3rd Champions Cup in Benfica's books. What team is this, then, John?

. The team coached by the old fox of Portuguese football, Jorge Jesus, called the king of tactics, has too many Brazilians and in the wrong places! I'm joking, of course, but there's some truth in it! David Luís and Luisão are starters in the Canarinha national team, but we're used to seeing Brazilians in the attack: Ronaldinho Gaúcho, Bebeto, Ronaldo, Pelé, Garrincha, Falcão, Adriano, Romário, Rivaldo, so many mythical names, the best of the best strikers in the world, ever. 

But this Benfica doesn't care about that! For decades they've been hiring Brazilians for their defence and midfield, but they simply don't trust them - who are some of the most brilliant technical performers on the planet, remember - for their attack! Mozer, who used to make murderous entries to the forwards from two metres high and with both feet in the air, and who continues to mark the club's day-to-day life, 

Ricardo Gomes his faithful squire, whose style was exactly the opposite, and who ended the games without a single foul accounted for, he who was a central defender! Aldair, who left Benfica for Roma after the final lost to one of the best football teams ever, the Milan of Baresi, Maldini, Donadoni and the fantastic trio of Dutchmen, Gullitt, Rickard and Van Basten. John, has the eagle gone down yet?

. Yeah, Phil. Dear viewers, we're going to have the sound direct from the stands, we'll be back in a few seconds.
. Did you hear that?

. Yes, John. The public is completely mad. The story goes that in the semi-final with Marseille, the famous Hand of Vata, the crowd was deafeningly silent for 85 minutes. When Vata's goal was validated, the old Luz stadium - packed with more than 120 thousand souls, still a European record of attendance in football matches - went into hysteria, an atmosphere of madness such that only then did Marseille players and officials understand the warning Mozer - at that time a Marseille player - had told them about the "Inferno da Luz". 

Some years later, the French journalists still remembered that fateful night, which postponed Bernard Tapie's dream of winning the European title. Maybe the Benfica "mystique" was really a mountain impossible to climb, in that unrepeatable and Magical moment...

. John, I beg leave to speak about the Black Panther.
. Phil. Make yourself comfortable because we still have a few minutes left.

. Well, Eusébio is unanimously considered by all specialists to be the best Portuguese footballer of all time - he was Mozambican, a former Portuguese colony. Practically his entire career was spent with Benfica, and he scored over 700 goals in all. 

We English saw him shine brightly in the only World Cup won by England, a championship held on our soil in 1966. Eusébio earned in that championship the nickname of Black Panther and was the best scorer of that world cup, with 9 goals. In the quarter-finals Portugal played against North Korea. They were losing 3-0, imagine that, but Eusébio scored 4 goals in a row and in the end his team won 3-5. It is one of the most memorable matches of the final stages of a World Cup ever!

. Yes, and then England played Portugal in the semi-finals and narrowly won 2-1.

. But the feline image of Eusébio remained, and he is today, a true living football legend. From the late 1960s to the present day, every vote for football's "perfect team" has included the mythical Black Panther. Eusébio has a beautiful sculpture outside the Benfica stadium and, in my opinion, tremendously deserved. Well, but let's get to the game, which is about to start. Peter Dave, Jr., the report follows you, there by the Benfica bench. What did Jesus say?

. Thank you, John. Well, he basically said, "Benfica, get up and walk"! Eheheh...


. Ok, ok. The name of the Benfica coach does lend itself to some funny puns...










[bookmark: Vinteum]21. "I love 
star wars
and the star wars 
adore me"

or

"When a ghost
returns to us 
haunt"










Chapter I


. Hello, John P.D. Amonis. How's the family?
. Hello, Willem Kheim, it's been a long time... Is your beloved Germany still quiet in the middle of Europe? Or do we have to go bombing your uncles and nephews again...?

. Thanks for caring about me, too. No, I don't think Dresden was a PR success for the fantastic allies. That being the case, why repeat the same mistakes in the same places... hm?


. Okay, okay, just checking, don't get excited. So what do you say, dear K.?
. I want access to old Echelon for the next, say... 23 seconds.


















Chapter II


. Willem... Kheim, dearest and dearest friend... tell me something: did World War II leave psychological after-effects on you? You talk to me like I'm the biggest imbecile on the planet, Germany included.
. No, World War II and I have always had a great relationship. At a distance, as befits.

. Okay. First option crossed off the list. You went crazy in your "Department of Sports and Education" and nobody noticed, bosses included??


. No. It wasn't that either.

. So what the hell do you want from me? I can no longer watch the champions final in peace?
. Oora that's exactly why I'm calling you. I'll repeat it slowly: I want a-ce-sso to E-che-lon.
. And for what, you don't say?

. I can tell, if it makes you happy... I need to clean a speck that got in my eye....

. And does this speck have a name?
. It has: Apache helicopter, reference C-1203-HK-0134.

. That helicopter is OURS! But you know that very well, because it was you who requested it for that damned football match, without knowing why the hell that presence would be necessary.
. Yeah, maybe. But, however, that Apache has to be shot down in the next, say... 2 minutes and 54 seconds.
. WHAT !!???


















Chapter III


. Line 23-b, you cretin. And if you think I'm gonna be gentle, don't even think about it, Kheim.
. May I begin, John...?


. No. I start it and I finish it! But you think I'm going to shoot down a pilot and two American reporters, blood of our blood, but are you Bin Laden or what? 

And you want me to give you access to a weapon that, if it misses a target 120 metres off the ground, can destroy an entire neighbourhood in a friendly country, a NATO ally? And you tell me about it on an open line, so that a record can be made of this conversation and of the access I allowed you! But do you think I have gone crazy like you? Huh?
. John, that helicopter is transmitting I don't know how a parallel film. I know this because I have an eye trained to perceive sub-threshold signals applied for example in cinema, television and in secret codes. The question is just this: do you want a new "War of the Worlds"? In the middle of television? 

Are you prepared for the consequences of an updated version of the childish and silly Orson Welles spreading chaos live to the entire world? Have you forgotten about 9/11, by any chance? Because if you and I don't do anything, airports half way around the world will collapse for good!


. Why?

. Huh?

. Why would they collapse? Why on earth would they collapse? And why the hell would you want me to shoot down a US helicopter in the middle of the Champions Cup final, an event watched by more than a third of humanity live?

. Because if you don't, and/ or if we don't, it's ABSOLUTE C.A.O.S. ...

. Ah! and you call shooting down a helicopter - or an entire neighbourhood in Lisbon - in front of a billion spectators something different from this same chaos? A more organised chaos, perhaps? My friend, your friends at Moçad(a) must love your methods!

. Listen, asshole.


. WHAT???

Chapter IV


. That's exactly what you heard. Listen to this and listen well and listen RIGHT NOW!!!! According to my intuition - the one you bragged so much about and which has never failed a combat mission, idiot - a picture is going to be "shot" from that helicopter in less than 2 minutes. 

An image that will be projected on the giant screen of Estádio da Luz and that will lead this crowd of more than 60 thousand souls to widespread panic. But the real problem will only begin. Forget the hundreds of dead here, those I give away. 

The real problem will be exported in the next few moments to new airport pandemonium, by contagion from this "brilliant idea". In the next 5 minutes, Heathrow and the rest of England's airports, one by one, will come to a complete halt, and in a few minutes, it will be the turn of our beloved and somewhat distracted USA to feel this effect, a snowball effect. 

And all because a bloody secret or discreet service official didn't click the right button at the right time...

. I won't do it, you bet I won't!!! At least not until all other possibilities have been ruled out.

. Is that so? So you think there really are miracles, or magic solutions? Very well, very well... then start praying that what I know perfectly well will not happen.

. But in the end... what do you think will happen...?
. You know, I always thought the "pandora's box" idea was a nice concept, but unrealizable. The problem is that this little "shaman" of ours likes to show us that what is impossible for others is very achievable in his own little "backyard"... 


...hang in there in Europe, John, because this cupboard here in the States is full of skeletons...









Chapter V


. But... Kheim, the light at the Stadium of Light... has gone out!? Kheim? Kheim!!













. Ooooora, welcome to WW3 live, asshole...
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