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Henry Landers was born and raised in East Berlin. As a pho-

tographic artist, he traveled the world and gathered impres-

sions from many cultures, which now flow into his artworks. 

However, writing opened the door to a world full of stories 

in a way that photography never could. Henry Landers loves 

to walk through Humboldt Grove every morning, which led 

him to discover the three main characters and the fantastic 

world of the Tamanaks. While researching for »Three Girls 

Save the World - How It Began,« he became aware of the fate 

of Maria Dorothea Staffin.
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This world brought a serene calm to the five. Like the many 

other people enjoying the Rainforest Back World, they strolled 

across the square in front of the castle which had been built 

in ancient times, destroyed and gone for many years, and then 

rebuilt in a later age, like a new descendant of itself.

Suddenly the piercingly loud song of a horde of howler 

monkeys rang out. Their roars echoed from the castle façade 

into the city, which was so quiet that it was as if it were not 

even there. 

Only now did the five notice that every voice, every sound 

was so clear and far-reaching, so weightless and delicate, as 

only silence allows. There was no sign of Berlin. Before them 

unfolded the lush green wall of the tropical forest, with trees 

towering far above the castle, with huge buttress roots and lia-
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nas as thick as arms. All this contrasted spectacularly with the 

blue sky. Only the city was nowhere to be sensed. There were 

no skyscrapers like in science fiction films, no noise from cars, 

buses, trams, suburban trains, underground trains, sirens, the 

roar of aeroplanes or any other sound that might suggest the 

presence of machines.

Annabell walked with Timmy, who proudly raised his head 

and ears at her side and stretched his tail with its white tuft 

towards the sky. 

Lara walked next to Sven, who sometimes stole glances at her 

to see her eyes light up as she watched a monkey or stared at 

a lurking jaguar.

Maya strolled alongside Friuli, who could hardly contain 

his joy at meeting her that day. They were now very close to 

Back World and could concentrate on the details. They saw the 

bromeliads resting on the branches with their jagged white-

striped leaves; the howler monkeys with their thick jet-black 

and chestnut-brown fur and wide-open mouths; the orchids 

with their clusters of flowers exuding their intense fragrance. 

They heard rustling in the undergrowth; fluttering wings 

somewhere; the swelling bright cries of marmosets, and the 

throaty cooing of the jaguar also penetrated the thicket. Then 

the forest sky darkened. 

A heavy downpour came down on the forest. Large drops 

pelted the leaves, which directed the flow of water away from 

themselves and towards others, or they splashed far away and 

a penetrating, hollow knocking and cheerful splashing sound 

of rain poured down. Leaves glistened, lowering themselves to 

let the rich moisture run off. 
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A strong wind blew in from the forest, carrying the rich 

scent of rain. Just as quickly as it had begun, the downpour 

stopped, giving way to silence once more. Only a few drops 

now pattered from the leaves or plopped hollowly.

Fascinated, the five and Friuli continued across the square, 

avoiding another small group who were also unable to take 

their eyes off Back-World and with whom they almost colli-

ded. They politely said ›excuse me‹, nodded gracefully, walked 

around the six and turned back to the spectacle in the rain-

forest.

Distracted as if in a dream, they reached the end of the 

castle square, where the rainforest also ended. 

Friuli and Maya walked a few steps ahead. Maya leaned over 

the railing by the Spree, looked into the crystal-clear water 

where trout were swimming, and let her gaze wander from 

the Long Bridge to their right, which was still called Rathaus-

brücke, to the Nikolaiviertel with its strange round pavilions, 

up to the television tower, where nothing that could be seen 

had changed since Maya had last been there with her parents.

Maya didn’t dare ask Friuli how it was that nothing had 

changed here for 1018 years, apart from the castle, whose 

new construction was completed only 10 years after her first 

journey through time. Even the sky and the clouds seemed so 

familiar. 

The skyline was dominated by the television tower as the 

tallest building. St. Mary’s Church still stood out of place, 

wedged between the rows of houses, in the same place as ever, 

and even the buildings with the endless rows of houses to the 

right and left of Alexanderplatz, where yesterday the songs of 

the young rebels of 7 October 1977 still echoed, were all still 
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in their places, and even the abandoned Marx-Engels-Platz 

with its lost-looking statues and steles  had been authenti-

cally preserved. 

Was that a good sign or not? Maya wondered, and would 

have loved to ask Friuli about it. But that might have given 

her away again and revealed her secret. Maya didn’t want to 

take that risk, not yet. She desperately scrabbled around for 

an innocuous question, one that didn’t go too deep or reveal 

too much about her, and to which Friuli could respond just 

as innocuously.

»Friuli, how old are you?« What a stupid question, she 

thought, the moment she heard her voice say it.

As if he had been waiting for it, Friuli replied in a torrent of 

words, which made him look extremely  cute with his bright 

green eyes, cute  cheeks and soft lips.

»I’m almost 13, I’ll finish basic uni in the autumn and then 

specialise – but I’m not sure in which direction yet – maybe 

planetary history?« His snub nose wiggled slightly with some 

words. »...or quantum design. I find both intergalactic. And 

how old are you?« Friuli ended with the same awkward ques-

tion. 

»I’m 12 2/3, so almost 13 too,« Maya made herself a little 

older, »I go to secondary school and would like to study.« 

Maya was visibly excited as she said this. Her voice vibrated a 

little, her tiny forehead wrinkle betraying her. »What exactly, I 

still have to figure out, just like you.« 

That might not have been quite vague enough, Maya 

thought, doubtfully. 

»What is a secondary school?...« Friuli’s mind raced, »...

sounds like ancient planetary Earth.«
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His brief, thoughtful silence did not escape Maya. A small 

lie had to save her, so she replied coolly, »It’s a university expe-

riment based on atomic age rules, just a project. Nothing that 

exciting.« 

»Will you tell me more about it sometime?« Friuli asked 

casually and cautiously, sensing that Maya would evade ano-

ther question. He didn’t want to scare her away and was such 

a gentleman that he kept her secret and didn’t probe further.

»Do you like the old town? Today, we can hardly imagine 

how people lived back then. In the cities and even in the 

countryside, it must have been incredibly noisy and full of car 

exhaust fumes. And those long streets cut through the entire 

fabric of life .« 

»I think that’s how it really was, but people back then pro-

bably didn’t notice it so much. They were perhaps less sensi-

tive to it,« Maya tried to defend her world. So far, she had not 

yet left the ›old town‹, as Friuli called it. This world was still a 

great mystery to her. 

The mind-controlled doors in the exhibition gave her a first 

taste of what she could expect outside the ›old town‹. 

»There you are at last. Where have you been all this time?« 

Maya was glad that her friends had finally arrived. She didn’t 

know what to say when...

»Well, we thought you...« Annabell suddenly faltered. 

»We’re here now...« Sven finished the sentence. »It looks 

quite nice here. Not much has changed since...« And then it 

was out. Sven paused in the middle of his sentence, in the 

middle of his thought, and said sheepishly, »Oops.«

And Friuli was now certain. They were from the past. As 

unlikely as it might be, he was now absolutely sure .
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The wind played with their hair as if nothing had happe-

ned. Their robes fluttered in the same wind. The five beings 

from a civilisation more than a thousand years ago were silent, 

not saying a word.

Everyone thought about what to do next. Making a new 

plan in front of Friuli was out of the question at the moment 

without giving everything away. Running away would not 

bring them any closer to their goal. 

Friuli knew his way around here and could be a huge help 

to them if he wanted to, because they did not yet know the 

world outside, the normal world, let alone what obstacles 

might still arise here that could cause their mission and the 

entire project to fail.

“Okay, we come from the past, actually from the one you see 

here in the ‘old town’,” Lara confessed, looking expectantly at 

Friuli to see how he would react. 

Annabell added, relieved that she no longer had to keep 

anything secret: “To be precise, we come from the year 2010.”

Maya watched Friuli closely the whole time. He seemed 

relieved. His eyes flashed with curiosity, grew wider, and the 

corners of his mouth lifted, dimples forming on his cheeks. 

And since the reason for their mission was still part of the 

whole truth, Maya added: »We travelled through time for a 

school project at our secondary school on the topic of ›Impor-

tant Inventions‹, following in the footsteps of Dorothea Staf-

fin. She was the last witch to be accused and convicted here in 

Berlin in 1728.« 

That was all there was to confess. Maya now felt more at 

ease, even after she was able to prove to Friuli that she hadn’t 

lied to him. Because that was important to her. 
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Timmy also wanted to come clean, didn’t want to keep 

hiding what made him special, and said, »And while we’re 

coming clean, I’m Timmy, a Jack Russell terrier from the ato-

mic age, and I can talk.«

The five best friends looked expectantly at Friuli, who listened 

silently, thinking at the speed of light whether this was a joke, 

a test, or an attack by an army of social bots sending their 

algorithms into battle. But how and why would they have 

done that? 

Friuli checked all accessible planetary databases for similar 

events at lightning speed. Nothing! What he was experien-

cing here was absolutely unique on the planet. So what the 

five were telling him had to be true. He was immediately con-

vinced that Timmy was telling the truth. » He is a talking dog. 

Extraordinary.«    

According to all the probability calculations that Friuli had 

the largest and most powerful quantum processors perform 

at that very moment, what Maya and her friends said was 

89.56% likely to be true, even if it defied the comprehension of 

every biological human and Indi-bot mind. All this happened 

in the blink of an eye, and the five were completely unaware 

of it. 

»This is interstellar!« Friuli exclaimed excitedly. »I knew it! 

From the very first moment, you were absolutely extraterrest-

rial, like five heroes from an early computer video game who 

suddenly appeared out of nowhere and changed everything.« 

Friuli launched into a torrent of words, suddenly becoming 

a little boy, playful and full of whimsical fantasies. His snub 

nose danced with joy and his sensual lips couldn’t stop for-
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mulating one idea after another . »You have to tell me so much 

about what it was like back then,« he ended, out of breath. 

The five were amazed, trying but largely failing to follow his 

childishly ingenious images.

»Friuli,« Maya ventured, asking shyly, »are you a genius in 

this world?«

»No more than anyone else here. My grades are so-so and 

my mother always complains about my progress, saying I’m 

not the fastest, if you know what I mean.« 

They knew that only too well. But was that the right cate-

gory in which to understand it? In any case, they were glad of 

Friuli’s reaction, which could have ended in disaster. 

»Do you still want to go to Friedrichsfelde Castle?« 

Five heads nodded.

»It’s not far. Only 15 minutes with the ground shuttle at 

city speed. Follow me!« 

Friuli didn’t wait for a response from his new friends, tur-

ning smoothly with his hair blowing in the wind towards the 

Spree and walking upstream. They followed him in silence, 

glancing back briefly across Alexanderplatz at the palace pee-

king out from behind the rainforest. 

»We’re now leaving the historic district and going through 

the New Gate,« Friuli said over his shoulder, warning them 

with his good-natured smile and winking mischievously with 

one eye. »If anything seems strange to you, stick close to me,« 

Friuli said in a cheerful tone, now seeming to really thrive in 

his new role. 

He was proud of the advantage that his knowledge gave 

him and he was really beginning to enjoy it. And really, no one 

else in this world could boast five living people in tow who 
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had jumped over from the year 2010. »This is so incredibly 

interspace!«

“How big is the old town, actually?” Sven asked.

It runs along the old moat. In old Berlin, there was a defen-

sive moat and a city wall that ran almost in a circle around 

the city. That is the boundary of the old town. Almost three 

hundred years ago, the moat and the old city wall were rebuilt 

for sentimental reasons. Well, you know how it goes. Paris 

had done it and, well, Berlin copied it. Now it has been part of 

the historic old town for more than two hundred years. Have 

you heard of the moat? In the time you come from, the moat 

had long since disappeared, if I’m not mistaken. Right?« 

Now Friuli’s know-it-all manner became apparent. Lara was 

irritated and countered: »We were there. A huge wall. Really 

annoying and it blocked the entire view of the surrounding 

fields.«

Friuli walked faster, as if time meant anything to his new 

friends.

»We’d better go to the New Gate. It’s only a five-minute 

walk.« 

They quickly reached Unter den Linden, passing the cathe-

dral and the Lustgarten, the Historical Museum on the right 

and the Opera Café on the left, and there it was, visible from 

afar, the eight-metre-high city wall and, at the end of the wide 

promenade, the New Gate, richly decorated with flags and 

coats of arms. 

Unter den Linden ended before Humboldt University 

and the State Opera House at the relatively narrow city gate, 

through which a dense stream of people poured in all direc-

tions of the old town. The skyline behind it was empty: no 
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skyscrapers, towers or anything else exciting that was taller 

than eight metres and wanted to rise above the protective wall. 

Many people of all colours and cultures strolled along the 

wide boulevard. There was no road between the pavements 

and no cars. The entire old town seemed to be accessible only 

to pedestrians. No cyclists, no delivery vehicles, no taxis or 

buses. Only pedestrians, whose footsteps and snatches of con-

versation filled the space claimed by the old town. 

The buildings themselves, however, appeared lively, with 

high vertical banners announcing exhibitions, advertising 

opera performances and inviting people to enjoy ›authentic 

culinary experiences‹. 

Here, too, there was no machine to be heard or seen; no 

air conditioning, ventilation, not even the faintest sound of 

aeroplanes roaring quietly along the horizon. 

The air was fresh, warm, gentle, fragrant; with a scent that 

was impossible to identify. Perhaps it came from the many 

people whose scents mingled; from various perfumes, make-

up, detergents and more subtle individual body odours, the 

pheromones that every living creature, just like every indivi-

dual human being, unconsciously emitted and perceived for 

scent communication, which Timmy sniffed out with his sen-

sitive dog nose even before he really looked a person in the 

eye. Scents that are formed at the cellular level and make each 

person individual and unique, which were so delicate that in 

an industrialised world, such as the one that had been so art-

fully preserved here, they were smothered by exhaust fumes 

and evaporating solvents, which in turn escaped from a multi-

tude of plastics. Here, all the individual, lively aromas of each 

person could unfold.
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Timmy lifted his head, looked up at Sven and said with 

relish, »Humans have such incredibly lovely scents. My nose 

is full of them. This is the world where a dog can be a dog. A 

feast for the ears and nose in a class of its own.«

The people on the other side of Linden Allee, who had just 

arrived in the old town, marvelled at the ancient site with 

wide eyes, repeatedly pointing out details on the facades to 

each other or reading something interesting on the banners 

that they absolutely wanted to see – magic and the promise of 

the exotic were in the air.

Yet everything looked completely normal to the five of 

them. Apart from the far-reaching sounds in the silence, like 

whispering feet wandering around in a museum, no, like in a 

motherly nature ; the babbling babble of countless languages; 

the delicate scents; which sensually interwove into a relaxing 

harmony, they felt right at home.
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»If you ask me, this is a big tourist trap. But it’s still fun to be 

here. People always become so childishly curious in old towns, 

even adults and the elderly. For me, it’s like a little holiday 

every time I walk among them and hear what they’re so exci-

ted about. The good feeling is simply contagious«, Friuli told 

his friends, generously glancing over his shoulder to the right 

and then to the left. As he said this, his hair blew in the wind, 

and he casually waved his arms around as if he were showing 

a group of tourists from a distant culture the old town of 

Berlin.

»Do you come here often?« Maya wanted to know. She was 

still walking beside Friuli, her upper body swaying slightly 

back and forth in time with her steps, her arms behind her 

back, her fingers relaxed and clasped behind her bottom. She 

2.
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strolled with Friuli on one side and her friends on the other 

through the familiar-looking world that, even here, func-

tioned so differently beneath the surface.

When they reached the castle bridge, Friuli paused briefly, 

leaned against the railing, looked aimlessly upstream and 

asked curiously, »Sorry, I think you know your way around 

here much better than I do. Where was the legendary Museum 

Island, actually?« He backtracked a little, noticing how Lara 

suddenly withdrew, perhaps because he had taken the lead 

too brashly. Lara gratefully took up Friuli’s hint. 

She, too, had noticed how dismissive she suddenly seemed, 

which she didn’t want to be, and replied with a smile: »It 

should actually start behind the old museum, where the city 

wall is now. But it looks as if it has been lost over time.« 

»It looks strange and small«, Annabell added, somewhat 

perplexed. »For us, Museum Island was a sanctuary with the 

Egyptian collection and so on. It’s crazy how it looks now.« 

The defensive wall blocked the view, which should have exten-

ded to the Pergamon Museum, ending instead at the bare, 

eight-metre-high rampart. 

It is less than 100 metres to the New Gate. Like a tower, 

framed by the ramparts on the right and left, composed 

of large sandstone blocks, it towers above the mighty, bare, 

smooth defensive wall with its elegant red-tiled pointed roof. 

The gate passage was very high, but relatively narrow in 

width, and the people flowing in and out were congested a 

little. The six of them also had to stop briefly. 

A wonderful breeze flowed through the gate into the old 

town, reaching their noses. It was a mixture of the mysterious 

natural scent of grass and trees, the sounds of silence and a 
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premonition that the five of them could not even begin to 

imagine what awaited them at when they walked through the 

gate into the city, which was now more than a thousand years 

older than the one in which they had been born. 

Does Unter den Linden still exist? 

The Brandenburg Gate? 

The State Opera and Humboldt University? 

The Tiergarten and the Victory Column? 

The wall and the gate stubbornly blocked the view, just 

as they had in 1728, when Annabell, Lara, Maya, Sven and 

Timmy were taken to Berlin in a carriage by the mad princess, 

rolled over the wooden bridge at Spandauer Gate, and had 

to wait for the sailing boat with its huge white sail, which 

pushed past them, round and large like a whale. 

The hollow rumbling of the wheels on the wood echoed 

in their memories, but so did the last view of the wide fields, 

the flat land, just before they rolled through the city gate, the 

echo in the passageway with the cool shadow cast over them.

Since they had come here through the Spandauer Tor, 

they had not left the narrow historic old town ring of Berlin 

through many times. The small traffic jam in front of the city 

gate dissolved in the glare of the sun shining through the ope-

ning of the passageway. Here, the people in the deep shadows 

in front of the gate were only visible as silhouettes. But now 

they continued slowly and calmly. 

People in the queue talked about what they had seen here: 

»How strange people must have lived back then, with the nuc-

lear threat and the unhealthy air, the primitive medical facili-

ties and all the rubbish that was always lying around in front 

of the houses«, a little girl said to her mother.
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»It was a very unhygienic time, my darling, with so many 

artificial toxins in food, in homes and even in nature«, her 

mother tried to explain to her daughter, who was not ready 

to stop asking questions: »And did people have children back 

then?« the little girl asked her mother.

»Yes, my dear, unfortunately so many that the earth was 

overpopulated and nature had less and less space. Just ima-

gine, back then they even cut down trees to make furniture.« 

»Didn’t people know back then that this was bad and hurt 

the trees?« 

»No, my angel, they even thought it was good to use the 

wood from the trees to build natural furniture for their homes 

and even entire houses in which they lived.« 

»Yuck! And what they did to the animals. And the nuclear 

waste...« The girl grimaced in disgust. 

When she heard this, Annabell whispered in Friuli’s ear: »Ple-

ase, please don’t tell anyone what time we come from. Pro-

mise? That would be really embarrassing.« 

»I promise! I’ll keep it to myself.« 

»Great, thank you, that’s so sweet of you. I think they 

would put us on display alive in the museum and sell rotten 

eggs with us.«

»Don’t worry. Your secret is safe with me, and there aren’t 

any rotten eggs left anyway.«

»...Yes, darling, they were just very underdeveloped back 

then.« 

»Mum, could people read and write back then?«

»Of course, darling. They even had their first simple robots 

and computers.«
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»Robots? Sounds like Indi-Bots. And why didn’t the Indi-

Bots tell humans what they were doing wrong?«

»Well, the robots and humans weren’t smart enough to 

build Indi-Bots that could tell them that back then, my dear.«

»And the animals?« 

»Well, humans back then hadn’t yet learned how thought 

communication works. They even thought it was magic.«

»Hi, hi, hi – funny...«, she laughed to herself in bewilder-

ment.

Then the queue started moving again. The sun shone through 

the city gate, dazzling them and plunging the queue into 

sharp contrast with the shadows. 

The closer the five got to the city gate, the denser the queue 

became. Snatches of conversation drifted closer. Behind them, 

a couple was talking: »Look at that boring wall. It must be 

about eight metres high. Did you see the Back-World with the 

other wall that separated East and West Berlin? I tell you, it 

was impressive, and what an effort for only 28 years.«

»No, I think I’m stuck in the Middle Ages. Wasn’t the wall 

built right after the Middle Ages?«

»No, that was after the last world war, when everything here 

was flattened and had to be rebuilt. Remember, the castle was 

destroyed, demolished and rebuilt.«

»Ah, right. Back then, the old Germans elected this strange 

guy who was cheered by his people like a Roman emperor, and 

then he became so warmongering and wanted to exterminate 

all the Jews in the world at that time.«

»Hitler.«

»Yes, exactly, that was him...«
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The four of them felt relieved that they had nothing to do 

with this story. Their great-grandparents had messed up.

»...right, but that was before the atomic age, wasn’t it?...«

Suddenly, they were closer to the answer.

The four stood silently in line, looking each other in the eye, 

frowning or pushing their hair behind their ears in embar-

rassment, staring at the floor so they wouldn’t have to look at 

anyone. And the couple didn’t want to end their dialogue: »...

Yes, it was. But actually, that’s when it just began.«

»It’s good that they left something of the world behind 

back then.«

The little girl in front of them looked down at Timmy. She 

leaned forward and placed her hands in her lap. Timmy’s and 

her eyes met, but more than that, their thoughts met. Timmy 

lifted his ears a little, turned his head to the left, then back 

to the right, lifted it a little more, sniffed briefly, wagged his 

tail and looked up at Sven, then back at the girl, and for a few 

minutes they were completely silent, connected in another 

world.

»Gabrielle, dear, it’s time to go«, whispered the girl’s 

mother gently, as if waking her daughter from a deep sleep 

woven with dreams.

She replied quietly, »Yes, I’ll be right back«, and looked for 

a moment at Timmy, who also seemed to be waking up, even 

yawning with the tip of his tongue curled.

»Timmy, take care! You’re so sweet, and your friends are 

okay too. Don’t worry too much about them«, Gabrielle said 

to him, glancing briefly at Annabell, Lara, Maya and Sven, stu-

dying each of them for a moment before quickly walking over 

to her mother.



27

Sven picked Timmy up because it was getting more and 

more crowded, his legs were getting more and more cramped, 

and for a small dog in the middle of it all, it was definitely 

not comfortable. As if nothing had happened, Timmy put his 

front paws on Sven’s shoulder, nestled his snout against his 

neck, sniffed his ear two or three times, and relaxed in his 

arms.

»Timmy, what did you tell the girl?«, Sven whispered, or 

rather murmured, so as not to attract attention.

»She’s an excellent telepath. Very talented. She’s five years 

old and goes to school, I forgot which one. Is that important? 

Should I ask her again?«

»No, Timmy, we didn’t want to talk to anyone.«

»Well, it wasn’t spoken, just thought spoken.«

»Don’t be like that. You know what I mean.«

»It won’t happen again.«

»Did she say anything interesting?«

»Now you’re saying I’m the spy?«

»Timmy, you know you’re my favourite little sweetheart.«

»Not always...Okay, she said she has an Indi-Bot-Dog in her 

Back-World at home and would rather have an organic dog 

like me. But the neighbours on Western Mountain don’t like 

it when a dog ›roams around‹ in the area, she said, literally. 

There are already enough sheep, and they are more important 

than a dog, after all.«

»You discussed all that in such a short time? Where is she 

from, anyway?«

»Mind communication is incredibly precise and much fas-

ter than a mouth can form words.« Timmy rolled his eyes in 

annoyance and then told me more details. »Okay...She’s from 
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the neighbourhood of the Western Mountain. Her parents 

have a chalet, which is actually a home shuttle, where they 

live, with a wide view of the old town, Unter den Linden street 

and the entire country. Does that make sense to you?«

»Not really. There are no mountains here. Just flat land 

and, which is probably a huge city«, Sven thought briefly, loo-

king through the gate opening into the glaring light, which 

seemed much stronger there than here behind the city wall. 

»Mountains?« he thought. 

A young woman and perhaps her father slid closer to the five 

in the queue. They, too, were visibly impressed by the show. 

She was incredibly beautiful in the sunlight, her dress blowing 

gently in a very exotic-looking wind design. Her hair was syn-

chronised, then loose braids began to be woven by invisible 

hands and fell back into shape, connecting again, curling 

up on her head into a bun and falling back down to reshape 

themselves. She smiled at her companion, who looked very 

similar to her, in a friendly, warm-hearted and forgiving way 

when he said, »How much did they actually know back then 

about the decay times of nuclear stuff?« 

She was so beautiful as she said empathetically, »Dad, you 

were born in a privileged time when everything had already 

been invented. The people back then certainly had no other 

choice. How could they have known that nuclear waste would 

have to be guarded for eternity and that the Castor containers 

would have to be replaced every few hundred years?«

»Maybe I’m being too harsh. But...« He thought for a 

moment. »...it was a long journey through time and many 

inventions, and none came before the other.«
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»There you go. With wind towers, the first step towards 

unlimited renewable energy production was taken almost 600 

years ago. And imagine if nuclear fusion hadn’t finally worked 

400 years ago. How long was research conducted on it, and 

only the mastery of passive phase-shifted gravitational rever-

sal made efficient energy production of nearly 130 per cent 

possible.«

»As always, you’re right, my clever one. It’s just so frustra-

ting to see how people had to live back then.«

»Well, they had some good things back then, didn’t they?«

»If you’re thinking about those cars again.«

»You know me so well. Imagine how exciting that must be. 

You sit in this metal thing and steer it with all your limbs 

like an octopus, your two hands and all your feet, and moreo-

ver, you still have to look where you’re going. How did they 

manage that?«

»Didn’t they say they had to complete a driving school, 

I think that’s what it was called, and only then were they 

allowed to drive those things on the roads? Another strange 

invention, roads just for those simple cars.«

The current suddenly carried the two of them in a different 

direction.

»What were they talking about?«, Annabell ventured to 

whisper in Lara’s ear, who was standing close beside her.

»I think they were trying to put themselves in the shoes 

of the poor people back then«, Lara whispered back with a 

mischievous grin. 

»Friuli?«, Maya asked cautiously again because everyone 

here were asking questions and chatting animatedly, so they 

would certainly not stand out. She chose a question that she 
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hoped would be innocuous and would not put her in an awk-

ward situation.

»Maya«, Friuli replied briefly, with an expectant smile 

around his mouth.

»Why did the Museum Island and the museums on it dis-

appear?«

»Maja, it’s a tragic story. For perhaps two hundred years, glo-

bal warming caused a devastating drought across the whole of 

continental Europe. This region, Brandenburg, was particu-

larly hard hit. It started slowly and then became unstoppable. 

The people of Brandenburg at the time believed that invest-

ments in climate protection had to pay for themselves. They 

were so naive. Years without rain were too much for nature to 

withstand. The glaciers in the Alps melted, rivers and lakes 

dried up, the groundwater level dropped dramatically, and 

almost all forests turned into desert-like steppes. Agriculture 

was hardly possible any more, and desert-like regions spread 

further and further. 

Many people starved because there was nowhere left on 

Earth to flee to. The drought was overwhelming across the 

entire planet. Almost three quarters of the planet’s popula-

tion died or were never even born due to the extremely low 

birth rate, and around seventy per cent of all animal and plant 

species were lost...« Maya began to wonder what all this had to 

do with Museum Island. But she didn’t dare interrupt Friuli 

with a question. In the background, Friuli’s voice continued 

to murmur beautifully and clearly like a mountain stream: »...

The comparison with the plague epidemics of the late Middle 

Ages is probably the most accurate. Except that it affected all 

living creatures simultaneously across the globe and at the 
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same time, over two centuries...« Now she couldn’t help but 

roll her eyes and pull the corners of her mouth up slightly 

in annoyance, which did not escape Friuli’s notice, and he 

sensed that he had better get to the point.

»...During this time, the groundwater levels in the cities 

also fell dramatically, and almost all the houses that rested on 

tree trunks in the ground fell into disrepair. 

One after the other, they collapsed, irretrievably, because 

the tree trunks first rotted and crumbled to dust, like eve-

rything else at that time. 

As you can imagine, people had other things to worry 

about at the time. Settlements sprang up underground, and 

the basements of office towers, underground car parks and 

underground railway tunnels were converted into flats. That 

was a long time ago. The world has recovered from it.«

»When was that?«, asked Lara, who had been listening curi-

ously with half an ear the whole time.

»It started very slowly, and then it was too late to stop it. 

The last glaciers in the Alps had disappeared by around 2100. 

After that, things got bad. Scientists suspect that the Earth 

underwent a kind of self-cleansing during this period. 

It is no longer possible to reconstruct exactly what happe-

ned. What is known is that storms constantly lashed the seas 

and sandstorms raged across the land masses. 

Many archives have been lost, and research was probably 

not as extensive as it is today. Survival, meaning waking up 

the next day and experiencing the evening, was the most 

important thing back then.

But then, after 200 years of drought, it began to rain again, 

and riverbeds and dried-up lakes filled up within a few deca-
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des. The planet recovered almost simultaneously and evenly 

everywhere. Today, we have similar climatic conditions across 

almost the entire planet, except at the very top of the moun-

tains, where baby glaciers are tentatively drifting downhill 

again, and at the polar ice caps, where thin ice sheets are gra-

dually forming again. 

However, here in Brandenburg it is as warm as it is in 

California in your time. So there is no frost in winter. That 

changed a lot. You will see. Was that a sufficiently interesting 

answer to your question?«

»Not quite. Where did the exhibits from the museums go?« 

Maya was not yet satisfied.

They both laughed.

»Well, yes, they were secured. However, hungry swarms of 

insects ate all the paper and dead wood. In doing so, the little 

beasts caused a great deal of knowledge about human history 

to disappear into their small digestive tracts«, Friuli laug-

hed at his joke, which he seemed to find quite funny. Timmy 

immediately became very hungry and licked his muzzle with 

relish, using his long, shiny red tongue.

They continued walking for a few steps, then stopped again.

Small groups of people formed and everywhere there was 

lively discussion, chatter and gossip.

»Since when has the planet been beautiful again?« Maya 

became bolder in questioning Friuli, which she clearly enjo-

yed because she loved it when he spoke, hearing his voice and 

seeing his nose dance gently above his soft lips.

»Since about the year 2400, I would say. That’s when the 

worst was over.«
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»And how do you know so much about the atomic age, when 

so much knowledge has been lost?«

»A stroke of luck, I would say. Shortly before nature ceased 

to function, scientists in the 2080s stored all the digital know-

ledge of the civilisation of that time in crystals, for eternity, so 

to speak.« He smiled. Took a deep breath.

»Then, 370 years ago, the crystal archive was found and dec-

rypted by data archaeologists.« Friuli paused briefly, paused, 

and would have liked to tell much more about the details he 

loved so much, but then said briefly:

»Thanks to this discovery, we now know so much more 

about the atomic age than about any other lost civilisation. 

That’s also because everyone wants to know who left 

behind the nuclear waste that still needs to be guarded. So 

3.

FU T URE

Friuli
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there’s huge interest in that era – as evidenced by the long 

queue here.«

Finally, they arrived at the gate, with a clear view of the 

most incredible thing they could ever have imagined, even 

after everything they had experienced in the past few days. 

»Can you pinch me, please?« 

»You mean because of the mountains?« 

The girls stared in amazement, their eyes wide.

»What the hell is going on here...?« Sven’s thought trailed 

off mid-sentence. Heat hit them as they stepped from the gate 

onto the bridge. At least 37 degrees Celsius, or so it felt. The 

girls and Sven had to shade their eyes with their hands to see 

anything at all against the glare. The sun was beating down 

from the deep blue sky, literally burning down, stinging their 

skin.

»I’m sorry, I should have prepared you for this. But honestly, 

how could I have explained it, and would you even have belie-

ved me?« 

They continued to follow the stream of people across the 

flat wooden bridge, walking in the middle of it under the 

voluminous-looking lifting structure made of tree trunk-

thick wooden beams, over the river-like moat with its jagge-

dly edged riverbed. Behind them, the massive defensive wall 

stretched out to the right and left of the gate, blocking the 

view of the old town. The water shimmered and sparkled in 

the glistening sunlight. Feet trampled on the sun-baked wood. 

Gaps in the planks allowed a view of the crystal-clear water 

flowing rapidly beneath their feet, where many large rainbow 

trout frolicked in the shade under the bridge. People walked 

closely together across the bridge in both directions. 
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But before them unfolded an almost unbelievable pano-

rama. Unter den Linden boulevard, Humboldt University on 

the right and the State Opera on the left, were still standing. 

The avenue continued to the Brandenburg Gate, which pee-

ped out small in the middle of the rows of lime trees on the 

horizon. That was almost to be expected.

But what overwhelmed the five and took their breath away 

for a few moments was that to the right and left behind the 

building complex rose high mountain ranges with rugged, 

elegant grey rock formations that formed a wonderful cont-

rast against the deep blue sky. The mountain formations were 

similar in some ways, but tectonically they looked as different 

as siblings from different fathers. The mountain range to the 

right behind the buildings on Unter den Linden rose gently 

just behind Humboldt University, became steeper and ended 

in a mighty, rugged, steep, rocky, blunt peak, on which a pla-

teau seemed to unfold. 

To the left, just behind the State Opera House, the moun-

tain range rose at a more moderate incline. Like an alpine pas-

ture, the slope extended up to the many gently rounded peaks 

that towered up to the height of small white clouds, where 

they were nicely draped, creating a perfect picture against the 

crystal-blue sky. Gnarled smaller spruce trees stood loosely 

scattered on small rocky outcrops. Fields of broom bathed 

vast areas of the mountains in a sea of rich yellow blooms. 

Other slopes were covered with thick grass where sheep gra-

zed.

Like a mother’s hands, the mountain ranges cradled the 

old Unter den Linden boulevard between them like a baby, 

providing protection and shade.
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»Berlin in the mountains, who would have thought it«, 

murmured Annabell.

»Haven’t we always missed the mountains?«, whispered 

Maya, afraid that speaking aloud would dispel the vision.

»That’s right. We always complained that we didn’t have 

mountains or the sea on our doorstep and always had to tra-

vel so far to run around on a real beach and swim«, added 

Lara, lost in thought.

»I still can’t believe it.« Sven took in the enormous change. 

It settled in his head like a heavy stone. 

They only noticed the seagulls’ cries in passing. Their short, 

choppy, typical, repetitive cries echoed hollowly between the 

mountains. Hearing these typical cries, a bizarre question 

arose in Sven’s mind: »And where is the sea? If the mountains 

are so close now?«

»I thought you’d never ask«, Friuli chimed in again. »The 

harbour is straight ahead, just behind the Brandenburg Gate. 

Berlin is one of the most beautiful port cities in the world, 

at least according to the Berliners. We are connected to the 

North Sea by a mighty ria, which is almost like a fjord. And a 

second, equally mighty ria connects us to the Baltic Sea. 

Rias, you should know, were created by rising sea levels and 

the flooding of river beds and low-lying areas. Fjords, which 

look almost the same, were created by glaciers during the last 

ice age, which carved deep into the land masses. 

When they melted after the last ice age, the sea level rose 

by about 120 metres and flooded the valleys that had been 

created, turning them into inlets that reached far into the 

mainland.

»But how is that possible?« Annabell’s world spun around.
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»After both pool caps melted, sea levels rose rapidly by 

about 28 metres for a second time after the last ice age, mea-

sured in geological time.«

It was almost too much for the four young teenagers, who 

stood there dazed, their eyes wandering in circles against the 

glare of the sunlight, trying to understand what was happe-

ning here.

Only for Timmy did everything seem completely normal. 

He sniffed around every corner, found a tree to... well, you 

know. He sat down next to Sven and looked up at him resig-

nedly, as if to say, »Master, what shall we do for the rest of the 

afternoon?«

Little by little, details emerged from the big, currently over-

whelming picture of this seemingly strange city where they 

had once seen the light of day.

Looking more closely, niches in the rocks became visible, 

small, terrace-like projections, mountain ledges with large 

butterfly-like roofs stood out from the landscape, and even 

window fronts began to appear on the grassy, bushy and woo-

ded slopes. Once one was recognised, more and more became 

visible. In the glare of the bright sunshine, their eyes learned 

to perceive details more attentively, saw more clearly, separa-

ted the mountain from the artificial facades, and their first 

impression of pristine nature was overturned. 

Suddenly, the mountain was a sea of architecture. Artificial 

structures rose between the natural rocks and bushes, seeming 

to penetrate the mountain, to populate it, to be at home in it.

»Is this an illusion? Do people live on the mountain?« Maya 

squinted against the sun, trying to focus.
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 »That looks like houses, doesn’t it?«, Annabell asked her 

friends cautiously, seeking reassurance.

»I’d say plenty of houses«, Lara confirmed that she saw the 

same thing.

They sat down on a bench in front of the equestrian sta-

tue of Frederick the Great, who looked down at them as if to 

say«,You see, I’m still here, and I haven’t been forgotten.«

»Do you remember Frederick, the Crown Prince? We met 

him with his tutor at St. Mary’s Church«, Annabell rambled, 

almost as if in a dream.

»So, the mountains, you must know, are not natural moun-

tains. Strictly speaking, they are buildings. The slopes contain 

hundreds of thousands of large integrated terraces built into 

the mountains, on which house shuttles stand – with a brea-

thtaking view, by the way. 

The mountains inside are labyrinths of huge factory halls 

housing all kinds of industries, where water desalination and 

wastewater treatment take place, enormous nuclear fusion 

reactors generate energy, waste is recycled into uni-matter, 

even the ground gliders and air gliders, spaceships, simply 

everything the world needs, is produced in the mountains or 

printed with quantum printers...« Friuli paused for a moment 

to see if his friends were still with him in their thoughts, or if 

they had already fallen asleep from exhaustion while standing 

and sitting.

»Probably not yet«, he thought, and continued: »The Indi-

Bot orders also live in the mountains, sooo... comparable to 

monks in monasteries, if you know what I mean. They reboot, 

wait and reproduce in the order halls, and even develop their 

next generations, their children, if you will, there.« Friuli stop-
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ped, turned around, let his gaze wander over the five tired-

looking faces of his new friends, could literally see their heads 

spinning, and said gently and caringly, »Don’t you think this 

is all a bit too much for you after such a long day and so many 

new impressions?«

Friuli would have loved to tell them everything right away. 

He is so proud of the time in which he lives because for him, it 

is the best era that humanity and the planet have ever experi-

enced. All conceivable problems that caused earlier eras to fail; 

for which wars were fought, nature was exploited, the environ-

ment was polluted, hunger and injustice prevailed, have been 

solved. Humanity can devote itself to higher goals. And there 

is no need to rush because they have all the time in the future 

to rediscover these goals again and again. 

And who knows, perhaps his encounter with the three girls, 

a boy and his dog from the past will reveal a goal that Friuli 

wants to devote himself to in the future. 

For now, however, he needs to find a place for his friends to 

sleep for the night. Because the day is drawing to a close, and 

they may be hungry when they wake up.

»It’s okay. Thanks for asking. This is really a lot of crazy 

new stuff«, came a tired comment from Maya, followed by a 

big yawn, which immediately infected everyone else.

»Tomorrow, tomorrow I’ll tell them everything«, Friuli 

thought before turning his attention to a very practical mat-

ter. Where should his new friends sleep?

It was already late. The sun had long since disappeared 

behind the western mountain range. A cooling shadow stret-

ched across Unter den Linden street, up the slopes of the eas-

tern mountain range, and now provided a relaxing, cooling 
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evening atmosphere all the way up to its highest peaks, long 

before the sun sank below the horizon.

»Would you rather sleep in a hotel or come to my house? 

My parents are away on a trip. We can go to the castle in Fried-

richsfelde tomorrow.« 

Where did this sudden tiredness come from, which fell 

upon the five like a rock? Was it a kind of jet lag for time 

travellers, or simply too much of the new, which first had to 

be networked in their neural structures to be able to see, smell, 

hear and, above all, feel it at? Would a deep sleep and healing 

dreams help them? »It certainly will«, thought Friuli, hoping. 

He lived with his parents on the eastern side of the western 

mountain range, not far from here in Level 36, Lift 25, House 

Platform 4891.

But it looked as if his friends, including Timmy, couldn’t 

take another step. 

One of the many Indi-Bots floating around stopped right in 

front of him, looked at Friuli kindly for a second and asked in 

a polite, gentle, very accented voice: »Can I help you, Friuli?« 

»Yes, please do. My friends can’t take another step. Please 

help me get them to my flat so they can get some well-deser-

ved sleep.«

»Very well, Friuli. I’ll call three more Indi-Bots for assis-

tance.« ... »Thank you, that’s very kind of you.« 

»You’re welcome, they’ll be here in a moment.« 

For a second, the Indi-Bot was silent, hovering quietly about 

a hand’s breadth above the ground. It looked cheerful, with 

its spherical lower body and deceptively human-like upper 

body, fashionable hair-moving design in its shoulder-length 

blonde hairstyle, a very pretty head with a slim face and large 
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green eyes, a slender neck, delicate arms and a chest area that 

revealed clearly visible nipples on the surface of the material. 

Whether the Indi-Bot was male or female could not be 

clearly determined from any feature. 

Strictly speaking, it looked like a human being, but at 

second glance it looked more like a character from a fantasy 

film, like an elf or a fairy perhaps, only very different. In any 

case, it radiated something very individual, a personality – 

something human? – No, it was something entirely unique, 

a species of its own that did not need to be compared to a 

human be, perhaps, is a more accurate description. 

»Here we are«, said three Indi-Bots, who appeared out of 

nowhere and hovered in front of the four teenagers from the 

past, their dog and Friuli, under the monument to the king.

»Ah, wonderful«, whispered Friuli, holding his index finger 

vertically to his lips for a syllable. »They are sleeping so deeply 

and beautifully. We will be very gentle with them so they don’t 

wake up.« 

Carefully, the Indi-Bots picked them up one by one from 

the bench, their legs hanging over their left arm and their 

upper body resting on their right arm. The sleeping teenagers 

rested their heads on the shoulder of their Indi-Bot. Friuli 

picked up Timmy and then they set off. 

Friuli led the way and the Indi-Bots followed him at wal-

king pace in a row, sometimes side by side, then they whispe-

red again and looked warmly at the sleeping teenagers with a 

motherly gaze, like a little baby resting in their arms. 

The Indi-Bots’ hair now blew in sync in the same wind 

design. Their hair colour and hairstyles were now also com-

pletely identical. 
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The hair design identified them as a team pursuing a com-

mon task, like a uniform. 

However, any comparison with a uniform would be mis-

leading, because the Indi-Bots chose their common charac-

teristics themselves at any given time, just as they liked, as it 

seemed practical, or to signal to someone that they were busy 

and did not want to be disturbed, without anyone feeling neg-

lected because they could not be helped with something at 

that moment.

Another Indi-Bot arrived and offered his help. Friuli was 

delighted and immediately jumped onto the sphere, clasping 

his waist tightly with his legs, holding on to his neck with his 

right arm , carrying the sleeping Timmy in his left arm and 

looking over the Indi-Bot’s shoulder to see where they were 

going. 

Friuli loved it! Even as a child, he enjoyed sitting on the Indi-

Bots’ gently curved, motherly rounded spheres and racing 

through the city with them, who in turn took great pleasure 

in carrying the children piggyback through the streets. 

Friuli refrained from cheering tonight, because it would 

disturb his friends’ sleep. Like a small procession, but swift 

as the wind, they shot through the now empty streets. The 

Indi-Bots took a sharp left turn around the rear of Humboldt 

University and then went straight ahead, as if they were fal-

ling down the street without making a sound, only the wind 

whistling around Friuli’s ears and a quiet »Yoo-hoo!« that he 

couldn’t help but let out.

»Unbelievable, Wilhelmstraße still bears its name, just like 

it did 1000 years ago«, muttered Sven, half asleep, who woke 
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up briefly when the brakes were applied and saw the street 

sign flash by as they raced past.

»We’re here«, Friuli whispered, almost to himself. His friends 

didn’t hear his quiet words. They were too deeply immersed in 

their sleep. Friuli climbed down from his Indi-Bot, thanked it 

and said goodbye, then opened the door, which swung open 

silently in one elegant motion. He led the way, the other four 

Indi-Bots, carrying the teenagers, followed him. Timmy didn’t 

want to give up his comfortable position on Friuli’s arm so 

quickly, and pretended to be sleeping contentedly on his back, 

snuggled in his arms. 

The door to the spacious lift opened and everyone got in. 

It still wasn’t crowded. The lift was also silent. A light raced 

through a field of names. And then they were there. The lift 

door opened and the two-storey house with its towering roof 

stood gleaming white on a huge terrace larger than a tennis 

court, surrounded by a small garden. 

The wide and tall front door opened with an equally ele-

gant swing and the Indi-Bots floated inside with Annabell, 

Lara, Maya and Sven in their arms. 

Friuli’s large sofas were quickly arranged as makeshift beds 

so that the four Indi-Bots could gently lay the human child-

ren down on them and cover them with a thin blanket.

 Friuli thanked the Indi-Bots warmly, as if they were good 

friends who had done him a favour. In no time at all, they had 

floated out of the house and disappeared into the lift. 

Friuli saw his friends lying on the sofas in the dim light 

shining through the large windows, immersed in sleep and 

dreams that could have come from so many different times.
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