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The Decree 

The chill days of autumn call for a 
fire in the hearth. Whitside enters 
the room and offers a sherry from a 
silver tray with glasses. Then he 
leaves the room with its pale green 
wallpaper, panelled walls and the 
creaky floor and I lie down to sleep. 
Shutting off the ceiling lamp, pul-
ling the duvet up to my chin and 
staring out the narrow, broken 
window into the foggy night sky, I 
recollect how I came to be here. 
 
My initial joy was great. Who 
would imagine receiving a letter 
that informs you that you are 
suddenly a millionaire? Would that 
mean a way out of my pathetic 
existence? At 34, I have carved out 
a living from occasional work as a 
journalist and playwright and can 
afford a simple flat on the edge of 
town. I have had no long-term 
success with women. A man’s se-
cond suit is his home.  
 
It was sent by a certain Elmar 
Whitside, a notary public from 
Manchester. He informed me that 
he had a message for me: a second 
sealed letter enclosed with the 
first. This letter informed me that 
someone wanted to bequeath me a 
share of his substantial estate. So 
far so good, but I had no idea who 
this benefactor was. The name Ken 
Winehouse meant nothing to me, 
and he was not listed in any 
telephone register or on Google. 
 
There was also no mentioned of 
the amount of the inheritance. 
Winehouse had neither wife nor 
children, and he had already long 
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since made provisions for that 
eventuality. So he finally resolved 
to find a way to offer thanks for his 
fate. And it seems that I was one of 
the people who played in role in 
just that: I might not recall what 
happened on March 16, 2012, he 
wrote to me as if from beyond the 
grave. If I had not yanked him out 
of the way, he would certainly have 
been run over. The light was green, 
but neither he, often lost in his 
thoughts as he was, nor the bus 
driver was totally aware of the 
situation. But for my quick thinking 
he would have been killed on the 
spot. 
  
To add to the irony of this 
situation, I cannot recall this event. 
But this was the very reason that 
Winehouse wanted to leave me 
part of his estate: because it seems 
I saved his life. He wrote that he 
had followed me to find out my 
name and address, because he was 
already formulating his plan for his 
“heirs of fate” and that he would be 
most pleased if I would accept my 
share of the inheritance. Although I 
really could not recall the event on 
the corner of Pepper Street and 
Long House Road, I decided not to 
look a gift horse in the mouth, 
especially when its teeth are 
packed with gold fillings. 
 
I would have to wait to find out 
what sort of inheritance he was 
talking about. I had no idea at the 
time that it involved the deceased’s 
spirituality, that the gift horse had 
more than just gold fillings, and 
besides the already rather peculiar 
letter, I was irritated by the last 
three lines:  
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The air cries out like a 
woman giving birth, but it 
is nurtured by the Earth. 
 
This is the source of all 
wonderment. 
 
Its power is fully received 
when it enters the Earth. 

 
 

I found another enclosed article, 
which was all about the Tabula 
Smaragdina, a work of alchemy, 
which presented the hermetic 
concept of the origin of the world 
as well as a guide to achieving 
various knowledge and abilities 
(often known as the “Philosopher’s 
Stone”) in a highly abridged form. 
The wisdom it contained was said 
to be the key to the ancient 
mysteries, the key to the world, 
and the wisdom which anyone who 
reads with open eyes and an open 
mind would be increased a 
hundredfold, but all I could think of 
in this case was the question of 
why Winehouse had decided to 
close his letter to me with a quote 
from a second-century text that has 
not been deciphered to this day, 
one that was said to have been 
composed by the philosopher king 
Hermes? 
 
“Jesus Christ and General Jackson,” 
I swear to myself and my hard-won 
convictions, tumble out of the 
creaking, too high bed and draw 
the filthy curtains to block out the 
moonlight “The inheritance must 
be quite a tidy sum if the 
conditions for receiving it have to 
do with this occult skulduggery!” 
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Having thought this out loud, my 
mind meticulously retraces the 
steps that led me to this place. It 
was odd that could find absolutely 
nothing about my benefactor in the 
Internet. I try again to find some-
thing over my iphone, but again I 
receive no signal. This is not 
unusual in a forsaken, desolate 
region like the one I find myself in. 
But the conversation I had with 
Elmar Whitside after finding his 
number in the letter head was 
certainly highly unusual. 
 
The benefactor’s notary was brief: I 
was not the first person he had 
contacted in this matter. We said 
that he was also obligated to tell 
me that although he was the 
executor of Mr. Winehouse’s will, 
he had never had the pleasure of 
meeting him in person. He had only 
spoken with him once on the 
telephone and received all other 
instructions and documents in the 
mail, which is why he was afraid he 
could not be of any further 
assistance. Nonetheless, he had 
been instructed to pass on one 
more messages to the heirs: Should 
I have a genuine interest in Mr 
Winehouse’s inheritance, I should 
be at the car park in front of the 
Edward Monument at sunrise the 
following morning. Why and what 
for I should come to Liverpool he 
could not say, save that I should 
pack the basic necessities for a few 
days. 
 
 

The Journey into the 
Unknown 
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This recollection also does not offer 
any details that might serve to 
illuminate the case. And so my 
mind wanders back to the place 
where the journey that brought me 
to this room began. And while the 
fire in the hearth dies down and 
the room starts to darken, while 
everything before my eyes takes on 
a reddish glow and I close my eyes 
and think back to Liverpool, I see 
myself hurrying to the meeting 
point: but the time and place that 
the benefactor had instructed 
Elmar Whiteside to give me was 
not just for me alone. There was an 
entire group standing in front of 
the coach, staring quietly off into 
the milky early morning mist. This 
was the first time that the heirs of 
fate had met and expressed their 
dissatisfaction: “If all this bother is 
only worth a few bob, I will be 
quite annoyed”, moaned a young, 
energetic man, who looked vaguely 
familiar to me. A woman joined in 
with him and the others seemed to 
be displeased and had better things 
to do than to stand about freezing 
off their tender bits. 
 
Then the executor of the will 
climbed out of the bus, greeted us 
and counted heads. All nine heirs of 
fate had arrived punctually, he sta-
ted comfortably, read off the names 
and checked our ID. “Those who 
wish to claim their inheritance”, he 
said, “should get on the bus.” This 
was what the benefactor had 
instructed. To the question of why, 
he said he had no idea, but the 
destination was indicated in a 
sealed envelope that the bus driver 
was allowed to open only when the 
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bus was already en route. With 
excuses like “The dead will not 
strike us down with a bolt from the 
blue!” we convinced him to open 
the envelope before we got on 
board. And so, against the express 
instructtions of the benefactor, we 
learned our destination before the 
bus set off with our without us, a 
location that was not given as an 
address but as coordinates on a 
map: some 200 miles to the north. 
Everything else, Mr. Whiteside ex-
plained, would be explained when 
we arrived. 
 
Nothing was explained when we 
arrived. It was not until the early 
morning hours that we found out 
what was to in store for us. Still 
time and opportunity to blow this 
joint, I am still the captain of my 
fate. And to remain at the helm, and 
to ward off any possible injuries, I 
recall the bus ride taking us by way 
of Preston, Kendal and Carlisle, The 
Sellafield nuclear plant and the 
Kilmarnock maximum security pri-
son into southern Scotland. To-
wards the end of the four-hour trip 
we were accompanied by a he-
licopter and innumerable cows 
who were about to be rounded up 
from their open pastures and put 
into stalls for the cold season. 
 
The trip also afforded the heirs of 
fate the opportunity to get to know 
each other. The lady with the 
pinned-up hair and old-fashioned 
horn-rimmed glasses was Christine 
Butler. I knew her from the press; I 
always avoided her shallow re-
porting. Always seeking to make an 
intellectual impression on herself 
and on others, she has adopted the 
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habit of answerring questions with 
“What do you think?” 
 
The older gentlemen with the goa-
tee and corduroy cap that seemed 
to have taken root on his head, was 
not very talkative. Although he 
shared a seat with me, I never got 
more than a hmm or a so out of 
him. The other passengers were 
unfamiliar to me. It would later 
turn out that we had something 
else in common outside of the 
inheritance. 
 
After the coach had turned off the 
main road, Alf Wegener, the bus 
driver with chauffeur’s cap, took 
the microphone and announced a 
rest stop. But even there on the 
broad terrace of the roadside cafe, 
conversation remained sparse and 
fleeting. The heirs of fate looked 
upon each other as adversaries, 
revealing as little as possible to 
their competitors in order not to 
tip them off somehow. 
 
But once the bus was back un-
derway, people started to jointly 
assess the situation we all found 
ourselves in. Jeff Halington kicked 
it off, speaking into the micro-
phone: It was about time to have a 
good look at one another; after all, 
we were about to spend several 
days together and all had the same 
purpose. As for himself, he was 
most interested in whether any of 
us knew the benefactor Ken Wine-
house or whether we were also 
totally in the dark as to why and 
wherefore. And once these ques-
tions finally broke the ice, one 
thing came out: that everyone had 
received a personal letter from the 
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deceased and that each of these 
ended with a three seemingly un-
intelligible sentences. The older 
gentlemen in the bowler hat and 
the pocket kerchief read the lines 
from his letter, and the lady with 
the milkmaid braids read hers. 
Unlike mine, neither was taken 
from the Hermeticum, but from 
similar works with authors I was 
unfamiliar with. But that was the 
end of it, and after Jeff put the 
microphone down, the travellers 
sank into a contemplative silence. 
They stared out at the passing 
landscape or closed their eyes for a 
nap. 
 
The glow in the hearth has almost 
died out. I find it unnerving to hold 
my arms out in the pale moonlight. 
The entire estate and its guests 
seem uncanny to me. A shiver ran 
down my spine as soon as the trip 
along the narrow country lane was 
coming to its end and I saw the 
manor on the rocky outcrop be-
yond rolling pastures. But secretly, 
I was looking forward to getting 
out there, as I had been feeling 
rather desolate in recent weeks: 
life consists of equal parts order 
and work. Any sort of excitement is 
welcome, even if it is not of the 
most pleasant nature. 
 
 

Urshardt Manor 

 
After a bumpy ride over broken 
tarmac we reached our destination: 
the wooded estate with a clearing 
and a stately neo-gothic villa. The 
building seemed to have been left 
uninhabited for years with only 
minimal upkeep. Why was it built 
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here in the midst of this broad 
expanse of fields? It was probably 
once the manor house, from which 
the woods and fields were tended. 
The rusty bell under the eaves 
would have regulated the daily 
comings and goings of the field 
hands, the only half-roofed long 
fountain would have served to 
water the cows and sheep. Looking 
into the distance, one saw only 
field after field. Only the nuclear 
plant, which looked tiny from here, 
glowed in the fading daylight, and 
the long, low structure far off to the 
south would have been the prison, 
which we had passed by in 
uncertain, dampened expectation. 
 
Once the travellers had unloaded 
their baggage, the bus driver gave 
us his mobile number: We should 
call him when we were ready to be 
picked up. Charlene Hamilton 
protested: He could not simply 
abandon us here. The bus driver 
tried to mollify her: “I will be here 
within two hours whenever you 
call.” 
 
This assurance certainly made little 
or no sense; had we not already 
seen that insignificant events could 
have great consequences? Additio-
nally, the notary public told us that 
we would find everything we nee-
ded in the house; he had taken care 
of everything. The bus disappeared 
irrevocably. 
 
Elmar Whitside led us into the 
spacious, stately building, a pro-
duct of the individual, wild but 
refined taste of its builder, who, it 
seemed to me, was fully taken with 
the romantic style. Charlene called 
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the estate with the round tower “a 
bit of a Snow White castle” that had 
fallen under a spell for a hundred 
years and slumbers on beneath a 
finely woven roof of dust, while the 
glory of ages past shimmers 
through and tries to defend it 
against the ravages of time. The 
man with the goatee, impressed by 
its high, narrow gothic windows, 
the purple red cladding and em-
bellishments, the blood-red panes 
that made the faces of the guests 
entering the house look so grue-
some that Janet White hesitated to 
step directly over the threshold 
without hesitating, called it “the 
House of Frankenstein” and Jeff 
Halington, upon smelling the dank 
odor rising into our noses, dubbed 
it “the crypt”. 
 
The grand salon, reached by way of 
a small vestibule, was totally 
appointed in green, and a magical 
green light poured over it through 
its window. The long table in the 
middle, the enormous clock with 
its immobile pendulum, the chairs 
upholstered in green velvet and the 
massive credenzas along the walls 
are black in colour to resemble 
ebony.  
 
As we entered the salon, we saw a 
large, leather-bound guest book 
lying on the table. It had been 
opened to page from the year 1815, 
not long after the house was built.  
 
It recorded the visit of a John and 
Frances Allan from Richmond, 
Virginia, friends of the owner who 
were visiting on their way to enrol 
their adopted son, Edgar Allan Poe, 
in a grammar school in Irvine, Scot-
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land.  
 
They remarked that the young 
Edgar was totally fascinated by the 
house and especially the guest 
rooms, and that he once 
disappeared all night and was not 
discovered until the next morning, 
having climbed inside the clock 
cabinet and fallen into a restless 
sleep with the massive pendulum 
grazing his belly  
 
Three sets of double doors open on 
each side onto a corridor. After 
twenty or thirty paces one comes 
to a sharp bend opening onto a 
gothic window. On both sides there 
are two doors opening to the 
sleeping chambers, which have 
been done in differing colors. The 
room at the easternmost end, for 
example, in blue, with 
corresponding blue window panes. 
The second window was clad in 
yellow ochre panels, and the 
windowpanes shimmer in ochre. 
The third, along the western 
corridor, is done entirely in 
burgundy red, with red light 
streaming through its windows. 
The fourth contains orange 
furnishings and lighting, and the 
sixth is entirely in violet. A heavy 
wooden stairs twisting twice at 45 
degrees, leads to two further 
corridors with the remaining 
rooms. And these awaited after 
another bend and a high, collared 
window, and the light falling on 
them also corresponds to the 
furnishings of the landings – a 
pattern that continues into the very 
last rooms. This meant that the 
chamber assigned to Jeff Halington 
was done in turquoise velvet, 
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turquoise carpets and turquoise 
glass, that of my immediate 
neighbour to the south in brown, 
and mine in white. In any case, it 
was certainly not typical of the 
common taste 200 years ago. I 
would not have been surprised to 
learn that he was considered a bit 
of an eccentric, and perhaps it was 
much the same for his successor, 
Ken Winehouse, and perhaps that 
is the reason I took the room in 
white. But even this flashback does 
not offer any clue of what awaited 
me here, whether I should stay or 
not, or something that is defies the 
imagination, but wants to be 
discovered. And since I had made 
the effort to find a threat in my 
situation that I would have the 
opportunity to react to, but could 
not find any such thing, I dozed off. 
The real reason connected with 
this place I would not find out until 
the following morning. 
 
 

Executing the Will 

 
Breakfast in the salon was rather 
meagre and left much to be de-
sired. We gathered around the 
table and poured UHT milk over 
cereal from small boxes. Even the 
butter and marmalade for our toast 
came in portioned packets. Tea and 
coffee were served in plastic cups. 
 
And everything else about the 
estate seemed to be a bare mi-
nimum. A stack of paper towels 
stands next to the toilet, and a 
pitcher of water to flush it. A diesel 
generator behind the house pro-
vides electricity. There is no te-
levision. 
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After Charlene had polished off her 
fourth cigarette and Jeff had found 
a pantry full of supplies, our dis-
appointment grew to a new level as 
we discover that from now point 
on, we would have to fend for our-
selves: Elmar Whitside is nowhere 
to be found. Bad enough that the 
bus driver has abandoned us, but 
now the notary public has dis-
appeared, but not without leaving 
us a letter. 
 
Elmar Whitside wishes the heirs of 
fate a pleasant stay. You will be 
picked up again in five days. By 
then, it will be up to us to fulfil the 
terms the will. The enclosed letter 
includes all relevant instructions. 
 
The potential heirs confer with 
each other; then Jeff Halington 
opens the envelope containing the 
second letter and reads aloud from 
it: 

 
My dear Heirs of Fate! 
 
You have certainly been 
asking yourself why I have 
brought you to this place. 
Urshardt Manor is a place 
where you can cultivate 
your talents under perfect 
conditions. 
 
As you may have noticed 
by now, you all have one 
thing in common: each of 
you is a writer, journalist 
or publisher. I have come 
to admire all of you 
through your writing, a gift 
that I have never shared. 
And although I have been 
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trying for years to discover 
my talents as a writer, I 
have finally come to the 
conclusion that my at-
tempts have been in vain. 
But I did discover some-
thing from another world: 
the Philosopher’s Stone. 

 
Jeff stopped reading for a 
moment, time for all the 
heirs to stare at each 
other in embarrassment. 
“The Philosopher’s 
Stone”, Charlene pipes up 
unabashedly “that geezer 
was off his rocker; what 
could he possibly want 
from us?” “We’ll find out 
presently”, interjects the 
Lord with the goatee and 
corduroy cap. “It must 
have been his last wish 
that we all write some-
thing for him.” 
 

Jeff Halington takes his final testa-
ment in hand and reads on: 

 
Dearest heirs! My entire 
life was devoted to mo-
ney, I spent my life 
trading and speculating 
and earned a fortune until 
I was struck last summer 
with a bolt of enlight-
enment: While excavating 
for apartment buildings 
on a subdivision I was 
developing, I came across 
the crypts of a long-lost 
order. There the brothers 
kept their ancient scrolls, 
which greatly broadened 
my spiritual horizons. 
Unfortunately, the scrolls 



 

17 

have been preserved only 
in fragmentary form, 
which is why I tried to 
reconstruct them. You 
will find the results of my 
work in the trophy room 
next to the pantry, but my 
writings, I fear, are nei-
ther up to the topic at 
hand nor worthy of any 
demanding reader. No 
matter how I tried, I was 
unable to come up with 
an acceptable version of 
the revelations of the lost 
order, so that I felt com-
pelled to bring you, the 
very best people of your 
skill, to finish what I 
started but could not 
complete. 

 
The lady with the pinned-up hair, 
the old Lord and the playwright 
Halfsted stand outside the trophy 
room, open the creaking door and 
enter. 
 
“There really is a manuscript here”, 
the eccentric lady exclaims. “And 
eight copies under the desk”, notes 
the aging Lord and is certain that 
one and eight make nine. I also 
start to sense what the ominous 
benefactor’s letter is leading up to, 
and since we see no sense in 
beating about the bush, Jeff moves 
on to the last part of his testament: 

 
In light of my incomplete 
work, I hereby decree in 
my last will and testa-
ment: In order to lend 
some meaning to a cash 
fortune and to atone for 
the guilt that I have 



 

18 

amassed over the course 
of my life and to find 
some sense of peace in 
the next life, I bequeath 
that the one among you 
who completes my draft 
in the best possible man-
ner will receive an in-
heritance of 25 million 
Pounds. The others will 
receive a sum of 100,000 
pounds each as compen-
sation for your time and 
efforts. My notary Doctor 
Whiteside has been duly 
informed on how the 
decision is to be made. 
Until then, you have five 
days to rework my ma-
nuscript. It can be in the 
form of an essay, a no-
vella, a mystery, a short 
story or an article, the 
choice of genre is up to 
each of you. May the best 
author win! 
 
Yours truly,  
 
Ken Winehouse 

 
 

Overlapping Worlds 

 
The heirs have gathered on the 
veranda around an old wallpa-
pering table and are going through 
the manuscript together. We are 
concerned that the text we are to 
refine is nothing more than the 
spiritual outpourings of the be-
nefactor. “If that is published in my 
name, I will be known as a world-
class neurotic”, complains Char-
lene, and the aging Lord is ready to 
give up after Jeff Halington assures 
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him that for 25 million, he would 
publish a factual report about the 
Ghost of Castle Campbell. 
 
Then the point is brought up 
whether we should not simply put 
our heads together and simply 
divvy up the winner’s prize money 
amongst ourselves, a proposal that 
Peter Halfsted and I most of all did 
not find acceptable. Sure, the 
hundred grand would do me nicely 
for a year or two, for 2.8 million I 
could afford a nice new place to 
live and perhaps an extended 
vacation, but for 25 million I would 
be set for life. I have never been 
much of a gambler, but this is 
worth a crap-shoot. And anyways, I 
have no serious problems with 
spirituality, I think I am a lot more 
open-minded in this respect than 
most of my competitors, since I 
underwent a conversion – I had to 
undergo a change which is res-
ponsible for my current ongoing 
impoverished financial state and all 
the existential crises connected 
with it. I should also note that I am 
not a native Briton. Born and 
raised in Utah, I grew up in a 
“gentile” family. My parents 
occasionally attended a Catholic 
Church just to avoid the sense of 
being total outsiders, but I grew up 
with a disdain for any sort of 
organized religion: the more or-
ganized, the less religious in my 
view. World-class neuroses were 
not just part of the daily routine in 
Richfield. I had my first tryst with a 
(Mormon) girl in the darkened 
parking lot next door tof a Mormon 
temple in Salt Lake City (Mormons 
are strict about smoking and 
drinking, but less so about other 
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matters), and my “born-again” 
Christian college roommate re-
lieved me of my last religious 
inclinations when he was outed as 
gay and was expelled from his 
community of worship. But then, 
after spending over $20,000 on my 
college degree, I was invited by a 
publisher to move to London, 
where I deepened my agnostic 
atheism with forays into sex and 
drugs, leading to a total nervous 
collapse in Soho, after which I was 
sent to a rehab clinic in the 
northern English town of Bath. 
From there I spent a lot of time 
theading the Golden Bough, ex-
ploring the region and learning 
about England’s mystical and 
mythical history. 
 
 

The Writing 
Competition 

 
To keep our own ideas, drafts and 
scribbling safe from the others – 
especially Jeff Halington and dear 
Janet White, who were sending out 
their feelers behind our backs, the 
group spread out in all directions. 
 
Mr. Barley, the senior partner of 
the old and established publishing 
house of Barley & Barley, is stan-
ding in the sun and warming his 
back. At the same time, he is read-
ing and making notes, if he needs 
to use both hands, he clamps the 
benefactor’s manuscript between 
his knees. 
 
Charlene Hamilton, the impas-
sioned chain smoker, was someone 
I deeply enjoyed reading. But it was 
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only last night that I found out that 
she is the one behind the nom de 
plume of one of the greatest if not 
the greatest observers of human 
nature I have ever encountered in 
this country. She uncovers the mor-
bid psychology, the advanced emo-
tional rot, the autumn of decadence 
in her contemporary protagonists, 
where nothing remains but the 
effete reminiscences of the misery 
they have experienced, the im-
patience they have suffered under 
and the offenses they have borne 
which all rational people are ex-
posed to through an absurd fate. 
 
Lord Ackeridge, a retired econo-
mist and multiple best-selling 
author, known for his work 
“Economic War: We Know the 
Weapons, But Who are the Sol-
diers?” was making himself com-
fortable in one of the weathered, 
moss-upholstered wicker chairs. 
He and the spinster Charlene are 
the ones I consider my stiffest 
competition. 
 
Christine Butler, the woman with 
intellectual pretensions and pin-
ned-up hair, John Wessler, with the 
goatee and the silly bowler hat, and 
Alice Wagner have all retired to 
their rooms. They are the second-
tier favourites. I do not see much 
chance for the rest of them, strewn 
out over the woods, the fields and 
rocks. And since every minute 
really does count, and I have to 
average ten pages a day, I have to 
work at a pace that I have trouble 
maintaining. 
 
The benefactor Winehouse must 
have been a bit of an oddball. His 
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notes on the knowledge of the lost 
order starts with an epilogue which 
– in Charlene’s words – is de-
dicated to the world-class neurotics 
that populate our neck of the 
woods. Edited and refined, it reads 
about like this: 

 
 

Prologue 

 
Influencing public opi-
nion via numerous open 
and subtle channels has 
brought about a high 
degree of uniformity. 
Doctrines have taken 
over many areas: Be-
haviourism and Freud-
ianism or the modelled 
worlds of Market Effi-
ciency Hypothesis and 
Homo oeconomicus in 
the economic sciences. 
Whoever deviates from 
the mainstream doctrines 
is branded a pathological 
outsider and relegated to 
the fringes of society. 

 
I can certainly sing you a song 
about that. Even here, I am the 
unloved outsider, one of those un-
comfortable troublemakers who 
place higher demands on politics, 
economics and transcendence, and 
consider the things that are pre-
sented to us on a silver tray as the 
same old shit in different flavours. 
Even though my writings abound 
with wit and humour, I have never 
known success. I am already won-
dering why Winehouse has con-
sidered me in his last will and 
testament, why he considers me as 
one of the heirs of fate, or did I 
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really once save his life? 
 
The critique humanity’s 
sinful treatment of nature 
is as old as humanity 
itself. Critique of 
government and society 
was present in ancient 
Egypt, in ancient Greece 
and wherever a critically 
thinking spirit could ex-
press itself, where 
technological progress 
outstripped social and 
moral development, 
where good traditions 
were trimmed back and 
the obsession with 
innovation brought about 
cultural decline. 
 

A rather unique viewpoint for a 
millionaire speculator, I thought.  

 
The value of the dialogue 
depends heavily on the 
variety of competing 
opinions. Wherever this 
variety is suppressed, 
fallacies lead to complete 
dead ends. There is no 
way back from them. Only 
destruction can restore 
the light. We therefore 
must ask this question: 
what is spirituality? 

 
Before the benefactor goes any 
deeper into this topic, he presents 
his parameters. Using this struc-
ture you can not only provide a 
thorough answer to this question, 
but to any question. 
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Integrality 

 
The variety of opinions as 
a precondition for cons-
tructive, sustainable and 
equitable shaping of life 
and the living world 
brings with it an in-
surmountable problem: 
The processes that lead 
to a solution are long and 
difficult, challenging to 
the point of being 
merciless, and the views, 
answers, ways forward 
and innovations are 
almost always pathetic 
compromises. Yes, one 
can ask if the sum of all 
political and economic 
innovation is not more 
destructive than it is 
constructive, if it might 
not have been getter to 
leave everything as it 
once was. But this 
thought does not help us 
move forward. We must 
proceed from things as 
they are and we may not, 
as Homo sapiens, fail to 
recognize things as they 
really are, that we pos-
sess creative tendencies, 
we seek and create new 
things. That is the very 
thing that separates us 
from our fellow beings, 
the animals. 
 

Well, animals sniff about at every-
thing, but generally do not have the 
tools, namely, opposable thumbs, 
to pick things up. 
 
Both individuals and society are 
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best served by considering the va-
riety of opinions in a grand con-
sensus, in a bigger context, in its 
entire breadth, in order to discover 
not only the compulsory possibili-
ties, but also the reasonable, de-
sirable, burden-relieving possibi-
lities. Integrality offers structures 
that allow us to think more clearly, 
to find better solutions and to 
better live and work together. 

 
These structures are not 
established through un-
worldly ideas from cer-
tain classes, but based on 
the design offered by the 
categories that form the 
basis of all thought. Nei-
ther politicians, manag-
ers, economists nor na-
tural scientists can tell us 
how we are to individu-
ally and collectively shape 
our lives, but rather the 
philosophy of life. 
 

Now that appeals to me: It is not 
thought that precedes experien-
ce, but rather experience that 
precedes thought. Life is under-
stood through it. Existential 
philosophy instead of rational-
ism, Dostoevsky instead of Mann, 
philosophers instead of function-
naries, academics instead of 
party hacks.  

 
Politicians try to concen-
trate power in their own 
hands and in their 
parties, economists try to 
increase the amount of 
money in circulation 
rather than the quality of 
life, and natural scientists 
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seek to research some in-
terconnection in order to 
make their work seem 
worthwhile. When it 
comes to complex ques-
tions of what makes a 
good life, specialists do 
not make the best consul-
tants. Only philosophers 
(or those who are worthy 
of the name) are mo-
tivated my desires that go 
beyond thier personal 
interest. They consider all 
aspects and areas. 
 

Amen. 
 
If there is one thing that 
(almost) all philosophers 
agree on, then it is the 
categories applied to 
thinking. 
 
Categories are applied 
indirectly. They are tools 
for judgement, instru-
ments for thinking, and as 
such they only serve to be 
used and have no in-
dependent existence. 

 
Ken Winehouse tried his hand at 
philosophy. If only his gut feel for it 
had not crapped out on him. 

 
The goal should be to give 
objective information a-
bout the conditions for 
the applicability of sub-
jective judgements (from 
class-based thinking, i-
deology, dogma, ends in 
themselves, etc.). Without 
this information it is 
possible to make sound 
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judgements, but they 
have to be seen as doc-
trine(s): thinking and re-
sults based on prejudices. 
 

I believe that our benefactor, 
despite the fortune that he had 
amassed over the course of his life, 
had suffered a great deal. It is a 
shame that we cannot find out 
anything else about him. His bio-
graphy would have answered a lot 
of open questions. 

 
Even purely analytical, 
scientific thinking is sub-
jective whenever it uses 
its doctrine for judge-
ments outside its area of 
application. This makes a 
manager who bases his 
conclusions from his 
professional experience a 
poor consultant for social 
and cultural issues. There 
has never been any doubt 
of the need for syste-
matic, unrestricted thin-
king. 
 

True, that.  
 
If we use the categories of 
balanced [harmonious, e-
quitable], in such a way 
that personal issues of 
our entire existence – and 
political and social issues 
of our entire existence 
are considered, then the 
result, the judgement is 
as correct, that means, as 
successful, acceptable and 
integral as possible. 
 
The four categories accor-
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ding to the German philo-
sopher Immanuel Kant 
are: 

 
Quantity 
Quality 

Relation 
Modality 

 
Winehouse asserts that this dis-
cussion will be based on the first 
category, quantity. Its sub-catego-
ries are: 

 
Diversity 

Unity 
Integrality 

 
The (universal) formula 
is then: Diversity + Unity 
= Integrality. 
 

Universal formula. Am I reading 
this correctly? The deceased as-
sumes that integrality, as he 
defines it in this formula, is one of 
the guidelines or even the very 
guideline for making successful 
judgements? If we hold to this 
formula, then all judgements re-
lating to ideas, businesses, projects, 
laws, processes, politics, decisions, 
divorces – would be as successful 
as possible? Is that the secret to his 
millions? 
 
On the following pages, the 
benefactor has listed 35 examples 
of how useful his universal formula 
can be even in everyday life, as well 
as showing how the three great 
variables (diversity, unity, inte-
grality) are to be applied using his 
formula. Here are five of the 
questions: 
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How many herbs and 
spices do I need to pre-
pare a recipe? Answer: As 
many as possible (di-
versity), but in such a 
way that they harmonise 
and do not ruin the 
flavour (unity). 
 
How should political po-
wer be divided in a fe-
deration of nations [such 
as the EU]? Answer: So 
that centralism (unity) 
and rationality (diversity, 
federalism) balance each 
other out. 
 
How many pikes do you 
need to keep in a fish 
pond (to keep the fish 
moving and not getting 
too fat)? Answer: Enough 
so the population does 
not decline (unity) and 
the smallest species sur-
vive (diversity). 
 
That is the ideal number 
of motifs for my wall-
paper? Answer: as many 
as possible (diversity), 
but only ones that 
harmonise and are based 
on a common idea/theme 
(unity). 
 

Fifthly: 
 
How much materialness 
(diversity) and how much 
spirituality (unity) does a 
person need to lead a 
successful life? 
 

Before Winehouse approaches the 
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answer to the last question, he 
wants to clarity what spirituality in 
the sense of integral meaning and 
understanding could mean. 

 
What does the word 
indicate, when everything 
we know, everything we 
wish to validate so that 
our discussion is of the 
sort and direction, so that 
what we call spirituality 
relates to us, touches us 
to our very being? 
 

The benefactor indicates that it 
takes a great deal of care if one 
wishes to initiate a discussion on 
the topic of “What is integral 
spirituality?” 

 
The first thing that we are 
trying to do is to direct 
the question onto a 
clearly defined path, so 
that we do not get lost in 
a maze of arbitrary or 
random concepts. To do 
so, we want to try to use 
the integral method (so 
that we avoid affectations 
and emotions in favour of 
the established catego-
ries), in order to clearly 
delineate the characteris-
tic concepts of religion, 
belief, denomination and 
spirituality. 

 
My key concept. For the past three 
hours I have been trying hard to 
whip our benefactor’s intellectual 
legacy into some sort of shape. It is 
time to take a break. 
 
As to the prescribed text, I have to 
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withhold my opinion. Much more 
so, I ask myself how much progress 
my competitors have been making, 
how they are getting along with the 
material, whether they are going to 
include our story, the story of the 
heirs of fate, or simply concentrate 
on the material at hand. Or if they 
have gone one step farther, as-
suming that the reader expects that 
the story, one of a religious person, 
is one that starts with a miracle, an 
angel or a message from beyond, 
then one should place more 
emphasis on imagination than on 
facts, which only burden us from 
day to day. It is quite possible that 
one or more my competitors might 
turn to fairy tales or fantasy and 
creative invention, it is entirely 
possible that the entertainment 
value is basically always under-
estimated and ignored, but still, I 
will try to focus on our benefactor’s 
spirituality, because, as I can tell 
from reworking the first pages, it 
is, exceptionally, not a matter of 
hocus-pocus, not a fantasy or 
esoteric hoax. And, as Winehouse 
pronounced in his writings, at the 
end of five days, a selection will be 
made by the ante mortem-named 
executor of his will, in which, I 
strongly suspect, the emphasis will 
not be on entertaining the public 
with fiction, but in preserving the 
spirit of the late benefactor for 
posterity. And even if a major 
production full of episodes that are 
completely contrived might sell 
better, this story would be of 
another nature entirely. It should 
be about a person we can all see in 
ourselves, of a change that we can 
all undergo, or a sense that could 
be anyone’s sense, of success that 
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could belong to anyone. That is my 
approach, and I hope that it makes 
me a freer, more independent per-
son who can escape his current life 
for a better one. 
 

 

The World’s Most 
Exclusive Club 

 
How many years have you 
dreamed of this moment, cross the 
threshold into the World’s Most 
Exclusive Club? But it was stupid 
that your dream did not warn you 
that this adventure would turn into 
a race for your life. 
 
I have been leafing way ahead in 
the manuscript. If I understand it 
correctly, we can expect a guide to 
a life that some would call the way 
to paradise, the way to Elysium or 
to El Dorado, a way that one must 
follow if one wants to reach one’s 
destination. But what seems to be a 
journey into a fantastic region, 
what sounds like a dream or an 
ancient hope is (if the parts that I 
have not read yet continue in this 
direction) not a fantasy, not the 
delusions of a man blinded by his 
wealth who was struggling to keep 
his feet on the ground, but a great 
chance for humankind and the 
world - proclamations and pro-
mises that will reveal themselves in 
reality and in real life and then 
shower upon us like long-awaited 
rain. Seemingly prepared for any 
verifiable facts, Winehouse, with 
the aid of his heirs of fate, is 
sharing the guidebook to life to any 
readers who do not offend the eti-
quette of the World’s Most Ex-
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clusive Club by simply reading on 
freely and with a clear mind from 
this point on. I will find out soon 
whether my competitors already 
belong to the World’s Most Ex-
clusive Club or whether they are 
just pretending to in order to get 
the biggest share of the inheri-
tance: one deep look at their faces 
should give me clue. 
 
I turn around and see them 
gathered about the temporary 
table set up in the garden. They are 
lunching on sandwiches and crisps. 
Why was I not called to tea, or did I 
overhear it? I wander over and ask. 
 
Now they are staring at me as if my 
question was totally uncalled for. 
That is further proof for me that it 
is better to put an end to the life I 
have known previously. Doesn’t 
everybody want to be rich and 
independent, if only to escape the 
clutches of the rich? 
 
It is approaching four o’clock. After 
I have shovelled in a few bites, had 
bit to drink and - in keeping with 
the image of the club and its 
lifestyle – having walked around 
the rooms of the World’s Most 
Exclusive Club eight times without 
encountering a soul and having left 
it eight times, lock myself away in 
my room. Nobody wants to strike 
up a conversation. The heirs of fate 
are overburdened by the fear that 
someone might want to take 
something away from them. 
Without having looked at the 
others’ work, they were all con-
vinced that they had found the best 
method, the best knack for re-
working the text. 
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And their first assumption led them 
to believe that everyone is as 
thievish as they are, and their 
second assumption leads them to 
believe that nobody is as facile as 
they themselves. What is the point 
of talking to such people? 
 
The narrow window with the 
broken glass and the dusty curtains 
offers a view of the fields spreading 
all around. But since I have no use 
for fields that just lay there 
unmoving and unchanging with 
nothing to say to me, I lie down on 
the bed and try to make progress 
with the text. 

 
 

Religion, Belief, 
Spirituality 

 
Winehouse notes: 

-------------------------------------------------- 
 

End of the extract 
From the mystery thriller 

Heirs of Fate 
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