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Coroner is the perfect job for Dr. Martin Gänsewein, who spends his days in peace and quiet
autopsying dead bodies for the city of Cologne. Shy, but scrupulous, Martin appreciates his
taciturn clients--until the day one of them starts talking to him. It seems the ghost of a recently
deceased (and surprisingly chatty) small-time car thief named Pascha is lingering near his
lifeless body in drawer number four of Martin's morgue. He remains for one reason: his
"accidental" death was, in fact, murder. Pascha is furious his case will go unsolved--to say
nothing of his body's dissection upon Martin's autopsy table. But since Martin is the only person
Pascha can communicate with, the ghost settles in with the good pathologist, determined to
bring the truth of his death to light. Now Martin's staid life is rudely upended as he finds himself
navigating Cologne's red-light district and the dark world of German car smuggling. Unless
Pascha can come up with a plan--and fast--Martin will soon be joining him in the spirit world.
Witty and unexpected, Morgue Drawer Four introduces a memorable (and reluctant) detective
unlike any other in fiction today.Morgue Drawer Four was shortlisted for Germany's 2010
Friedrich Glauser Prize for best crime novel.

Praise for The Penalty Area“Expertly translated by Curtis, Gillot’s novel about soccer is also a
delicate character study of a solitary man slowly rejoining the world.”—Publishers Weekly"No
love of sport is required to feel the genuine emotion pulsing from this story about making
connections."—Shelf Awareness“A slim, understated novel of nicely drawn vignettes.”—Kirkus
Reviews"Gillot tells a fresh, original story and writes with finesse."—L'Express “Gillot’s
enthusiasm for sport emerges early as he tenderly and humorously describes Léonard’s
discovery of soccer, a revelation that is reminiscent of Lionel Messi’s story . . . Léonard and
Vincent bring each other fresh perspectives on their situations, allowing each to begin a new life
by repairing the wounds of the past.”—Le MondeAbout the AuthorAlain Gillot is an admired
journalist, a screenwriter, and a comic book author. The Penalty Area is his debut novel.For
Europa Editions, Howard Curtis has translated five novels by Jean-Claude Izzo, including all
three books in his Marseilles trilogy, as well as fiction by Francisco Coloane, Luis Sepúlveda,
Caryl Férey, Daniel Arsand, Santiago Gamboa, and Carole Martinez.
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hope you’ll read this account from top to bottom because it’s the whole truth and nothing but the
truth, and so on—eh, I’m sure you’ve heard the saying. Personally, I couldn’t care less what
you’re going to think about the things that have transpired over the past two weeks, but it’s
important to my friend Martin that ultimately you’re able to see all the crap people have been
saying about him for what it is: a festering pile of allegations and rash pop-psych analyses (or,
dumbass psychobabble—honestly, I’d normally have written “psycho shit,” but Martin is a
champion of elevated diction, so I’ve been trying to make an effort). He and I are about as
different as two people can be. Like fire and water, heaven and earth. You’ll grasp the deeper
sense of the latter simile later on, so just keep reading, ¡ándale, ándale!What I’m trying to do
here is restore the reputation of my friend, Martin Gänsewein. He’s the only friend I’ve got, and—
because of the special circumstances of my current existence—the only friend I’m ever likely to
have.ONEThe day everything began—as I now know—started out horribly, which is to say rock-
bottom, and I should’ve taken that as a warning. But, and in my own defense I’ve got to say,
that’s how most days used to start. In other words, never before noon, a disgusting taste in my
mouth, a thick, furry otter’s pelt on my tongue, construction workers in a race to pound the most
nails into my head, and the usual craving for a cigarette, a beer, and a girl.There wasn’t any beer
around, I’d actually have had to stand up to get a cigarette, and I hadn’t gotten laid for a pretty
long time. As I lay there semicomatose for a little while, it suddenly occurred to me: I was frigging
late. Most days that wasn’t a problem, but on this day I had an important appointment. A job. An
important job for an important man. I’d really wanted to do everything right, and now I’d
overslept! I guess I was lucky that the pressure building up in my tailpipe interrupted my peaceful
slumber. Of course, if Martin were here now he’d say it wasn’t the pressure in my “tailpipe” but in
my “bladder,” since Martin likes being so precise. But at the time I didn’t know him yet at all. I
would get to know him only a few days later under circumstances that were for me distinctly



unpleasant, which is why my wording for biological imperatives was still pretty amateurish and, I
now see, imprecise.If I had suspected that this day would determine the course of the rest of my
life, I’d obviously have stayed in bed. But I had no idea, and even looking back I can’t see any
signs that might have portended the impending disaster. So I got up and headed toward my
demise just as blindly as I was shuffling into the bathroom.Normally I don’t risk looking into the
mirror at this hour, but since I had something planned I eventually subjected my appearance to a
critical review. Now, I wouldn’t want you think that I used to express myself in words such as
“critical” and “review” right out of bed; I’ve added these words to my active vocabulary only
because of Martin. I actually don’t think about much at all right before a shower, and if I do, it’s
only monosyllabic grunting and grumbling.So, I spent a while trying to blink open my eyes that
were glued shut with sleep until I could make out where the mirror was hanging, but then I
suffered a mild shock as the visage staring back at me came into focus.As the image
sharpened, my recollection of Bennie’s new knife returned. He’d been brandishing the thing,
looking for something to slice up and demonstrate how sharp the blade was. His hunting eyes
landed—on me. I was standing within reach, and he grabbed my hair with his left hand and gave
me a new haircut in a lightning strike. Because I flinched—and only because of that, as Bennie
later emphasized—the blade also slit open my left eyebrow as he finished my haircut. So a thin
stripe of dried blood trailed down the face in the mirror, from eyebrow to chin, and realizing this
hideous countenance was in fact my own, I totally freaked out.I splashed a good deal of warm
water on myself until I looked somewhat civilized again, although I had spent the past five years
trying to shed just this kind of civilization that was the result of growing up in my parents’ home.
But my important job required an inconspicuous appearance, and so after showering I picked
out jeans, a dark jacket, and a wool cap that hid the results of the knife incident on my head
pretty well. A final review in the dusty mirror on my wobbly wardrobe revealed the image that I
had made such an effort to achieve: a medium-height, inconspicuous, somewhat spindly fellow
with longish hair that I had pulled up under my cap. Nondescript appearance, dishwater blond,
straight nose, weak chin, and slouchy shoulders. A Joe Schmo even the most curious witnesses
wouldn’t be able to give a specific description of. And that’s how I wanted to look, because
somehow I thought that that would help me. What total bullshit!I hoofed down to the parking lot in
front of the “Cologne Congress Centre,” which is just the fancy name for the convention center
downtown. If you’re standing in the right spot, you can just make out the illuminated spires of
Cologne Cathedral and Great St. Martin Church, right across the Rhine from there.Now, if you
want to steal a car, it’s not advisable to drive your own car there and then take off in the stolen
car. The cops aren’t as stupid as a lot of people think. They’re pretty quick to check out all the
cars parked near the scene of the crime, and then they’ll nab you faster than you can turn
around. So keep that in mind; it’s good advice from an expert.Public transportation is totally the
pits. That’s why I went on foot, walking my toes down to stumps and slowly growing blisters on
my heels because I’m not the strolling-around type. I mean, what else would God have invented
cars for, then? I finally made it to the aforesaid parking lot, and it was in fact full of some of the



coolest rides that those yodeling autoworkers in Stuttgart or Munich or wherever bolt together in
their fancy high-tech factories. Each with more horsepower than the next—lower, faster, hotter.
Special trims, limited editions, and custom jobs to the customers’ specifications. Fifty wet
dreams all in one semi-public parking lot without any surveillance to speak of. A parking lot
distinguished not by its security but by its proximity to the main entrance. A lot where only VIP
visitors can park. A lot with only one single camera covering several hundred square meters, one
key cabinet that any nitwit could pry open with their mom’s SuperFitness ID card: i.e., a typical
German security disaster. No awareness of the problem even though more than fifty thousand
cars are stolen every year in Germany. Before they came out with electronic immobilizers,
incidentally, it was twice that. And I rank among those who can handle even the tricky cases.So
in the dimming twilight I walked as inconspicuously as possible at an inconspicuous gait in my
inconspicuous outfit through the parking lot, and I took a look around—inconspicuously, of
course. And there she was. Until that moment I had never believed there really were people so
totally and abysmally stupid. People who would leave a Mercedes-Benz SLR McLaren in an
unmonitored parking lot in front of a convention center, imagining their car will still be there to
stroll back to after wrapping up their Mr. Important-Convention-Attendee routine so they can
climb into their half-million-euro boat and cruise home to Mommy. But sure enough, there she
was, sitting amid the smoking Daimlers, Jags, BMWs, and even a Bentley—the SLR that my
client had told me about. Olli wanted it.Olli’s a car smuggler. Of course he’s not listed in the
Yellow Pages under “Car Smugglers.” He’s listed under “Car Repair, Purchase, and Sales,” and
basically that’s pretty accurate, too. Only he sells way more cars than he buys because his
procurement system proceeds largely without sales contracts and other pesky paperwork. Olli is
a really big operator with contacts in Eastern Europe. I’m sure you’re thinking Russia or Poland,
but that’s not where his customers are. Nowadays any old cleaning lady is doing business with
Russians and Poles; they’re so mainstream now they’ve become white-bread again. Olli does
business with a crew from one of those tiny countries; I’m not that good with that corner of the
map, I don’t recall the name.Doesn’t matter. Anyways, Olli knows the whole north-south-east-
west car smuggling scene like his own back pocket. He knows me pretty well, too; I used to work
for him off and on until we had a stupid run-in with each other this one time because of this thing.
Normally it’d be way beneath him to ever take notice of my existence again, but last night he sent
one of his tools over to my place. He gave me the job that I was in the middle of executing right
now.I don’t want to give away any details, since stealing an SLR is a delicate matter, and I’m kind
of proud of being one of the few guys who has the necessary tricks and talents. So that’s why I
won’t pass them on, even though, unfortunately, this knowledge isn’t going to be of any use to
me anymore. But to make a long story short: I stole the ride from the parking lot. Unfortunately
because of my good night’s sleep and long walk into town, this happened somewhat later than
planned, so the fat cats whose wheels were parked in the lot were already marching back out
into the lot like tin soldiers in three-piece uniforms right as I started the engine. Now, the sound
that an SLR makes cannot be confused with that of pretty much any other car, which is to say



that about fifty sets of eyes turned my way as I raced the car out of the lot. In my rearview mirror I
could just make out the hint of a wave, like in a stadium, as forty-nine arms pointed in my
direction and one hand sank into the front pocket of a suit jacket, presumably to extricate a cell
phone and call the cops. But then I lost interest in the scene behind me, focusing on driving my
new acquisition fast, but not too fast, through the dark streets of downtown Cologne toward the
entrance to the autobahn. During evening rush hour in winter when it’s dark, with freezing drizzle,
even a semi can vanish into the thick of things faster than someone who can’t swim vanishes
over Niagara Falls, and in that moment I had good reason to think my heist had gone OK.I
resisted the urge to drive too fast, tailgate other drivers, pass on the right, change lanes at the
last moment before turning, and all of the other urges that make driving a car so supersonically
awesome, because I did not want to catch anybody’s attention. If you’re sitting in a stolen car,
you should drive more properly than you would even for your driver’s test. I kept at it. I was going
to need twenty-seven minutes to make the agreed rendezvous, and I made it with forty-five
seconds to spare. Shit! I could have used another couple of minutes, because before you hand
off a stolen car you’ve got to empty it out. You’ve got to dig everything that you can make use of
or sell out of the glove compartment, all the storage cubbies and pockets, the trunk, and under
the seats. So now I needed to do a turbo pass through the car. Glove compartment: maps,
condoms, sunglasses, a set of pens. Under the seats: a wad of cash, couldn’t count it at a
glance, no matter, grabbed it. In the trunk: a naked woman.I slammed the trunk back shut,
hyperventilated a bit, opened the trunk again, and looked at her lying there. Half on her back, her
knees fully bent, her arms at her sides, her body turned a bit. She was small and delicate, but
she totally filled the tiny trunk. I nudged her with my finger; she was ice cold. I pushed one of her
arms a bit to the side and jumped when I saw how the underside of her arm was purple. I
pressed a finger to the spot where I thought her carotid was: nothing. She had tattoos around her
ankles, she was quite pretty even though her makeup was on too thick, and she was dead as a
tire iron. I shut the trunk back over her, carefully, as though she might have minded if I slammed it
with a loud bang. Then I leaned on the driver’s side door, fumbled a cigarette out of my jacket, lit
it, and sucked so deeply that I smoked half the cigarette in one breath.I had to ditch it. The body,
not the cigarette. You don’t hand a car smuggler a car with a corpse in the trunk, not even if it’s
an SLR. Or all the less if it’s an SLR? I was confused, but I knew the woman had to disappear.
It’s not like she was going to do it for me, so it was time for me to come up with a really clever
solution for this highly unusual problem, and fast. I took one more deep drag, flicked the butt
away, and was just about to get back into the car when I felt a hand on my shoulder. I flinched so
much I hit my chin on the top of the car.“Hey, Pascha, you’re on time. Good job.”The guy
grabbing me and praising me like some lame-ass nursery school teacher was Kevin, and he had
a goatee that looked like his girlfriend had painted it onto his jaw with fine eyeliner, and he was
always smirking. Maybe he suffered from Bell’s palsy. But in any case I always found him
repulsive, especially right now. He held out his palm.I was gasping for air and howling because I
hadn’t just hit my chin but also bitten my tongue, and I was frantically running through my options



for making the body in the trunk disappear before Kevin took the ride to Olli. It was no use, my
brain was a crashed hard drive, and so, totally exhausted, I just dropped the keys into Kevin’s
hand, and he said his buddy could drive me back into town. I stood there motionless in the
parking lot for a solid five minutes until I could bring myself to puke the remains of my greasy
midnight burger into the bowl of a rest-stop toilet. Then I felt a bit better, and I made my way
home.It would definitely have to be public transit this time, and I thought about what would
probably happen next. Kevin had several hundred horsepower under his ass and would crash,
and the car would catch fire, rendering both Kevin and the dead woman into fine ash. That was
my favorite vision. But there was another. Kevin drove straight to Olli, who glanced into the trunk,
got annoyed that I had served him up a mummy on the side that he had not ordered, and
immediately dumped the body at the front door to my building. Or he would distribute leaflets
with a photo of the dead woman with the words: “Are you looking for this woman? Ask Pascha,
Telephone 022…” Most likely, however, was that either Kevin or Olli would discover the body in
the trunk, drive down the closest forest road, unload her there, and then sell the car to the East,
just as planned. After all, I hadn’t seen any pools of blood or other contaminants in the trunk, so
the transaction involving the almost brand-spanking-new SLR could go off without a
hitch.Having arrived at this reassuring thought, I got out of the overcrowded bus and walked the
short distance to my favorite gambling joint and slid a few coins into the slots. Slowly I started
breathing normally again, although my tongue still hurt like hell when hot coffee with four spoons
of sugar flowed over it.I played for five hours until I didn’t have a cent left. Not just all of my
money, including the five hundred smackers out of the SLR, but worse: I owed Mehmet, the guy
who runs the gambling joint, for several out-of-pocket loans, so my total debt at the end of the
day ran a cool nineteen hundred euros. Not just debt from the slots, but that must already be
obvious to you brainiacs. Mehmet was furious because officially he wasn’t allowed to give out
loans, and now he’d have to pay up for the loss himself. I kept on telling him about my big job,
and I promised I’d bring him the cash as soon as I got my cut. I hoped I would in fact get the
dough Olli had promised me. My honeymoon would last forty-eight hours, and then Mehmet
would hunt me down. The day had started out crappy, it had a catastrophic climax, and it had
now ended in disaster.I didn’t hear a thing from Kevin or Olli the next day, or the next, and that
was slowly making me nervous. The forty-eight hours that Mehmet had given me were soon
over, and I didn’t know how I was going to pay him back. I found fifty euros in my apartment, my
emergency reserve in my rolled-up athletic socks that I hadn’t worn for decades, but if I gave
Mehmet my sock money I’d be totally broke and he’d still be angry, so that wasn’t any solution. I
started sitting around, alternately at home and at my favorite pubs, waiting for Kevin or another
of Olli’s errand boys to show up and give me the promised two thousand euros, and I was getting
nervous as Mehmet’s deadline approached. Even more nervous than I was before, I mean. I
didn’t want to be standing around all stupid like a cow at the slaughterhouse waiting for the guy
with the bolt gun, so I took a seat in the first-available streetcar and just rode, changed lines, and
directions, and rode back, transferred to the bus, and rode all over town. I transferred back to the



streetcar, where it was alternately ice cold and screaming hot, and I managed to wangle a
window seat and wipe the condensation from the pane; outside there were already two
centimeters of snow. Perfect. I hate snow. Anyone who loves cars must hate snow.I got off at a
plaza with lots of people and a news kiosk, invested my sock money in alcoholic beverages, and
took a train back downtown. I started getting tanked while I was still on the train. I got off
somewhere—naturally I had the great fortune of landing in the middle of a roadwork site. And
here I didn’t think we were still investing in infrastructure in this country anymore. I climbed up
some temporary stairs along with other riders, elbowing my way through the congestion points,
then I got lost and at some point took a pedestrian overpass bridge labeled with a sign saying
“All Downtown Lines: Straight Ahead.” Meanwhile my field of vision had dramatically narrowed,
the noises from my surroundings reached my jug ears as though from a great distance, but at
least I wasn’t all that worried about my debts.I felt the impact on my back despite my drunken
stupor. It caught me at the least opportune moment. In front of me there were two landings of
stairs leading downward, with temporary railings. My foot reached out a bit farther than planned
because of the impact, causing me to miss the first step. The second step was covered with
snow and was thus slippery, so my worn sole slid over the edge. The thin board that was
supposed to serve as a railing had about as much hold as a tow rope made of elastic. The nail
that was supposed to connect the temporary railing to the support column on the left gave way
immediately and without hesitation, and the nail on the right followed shortly thereafter. In those
seconds my gift of observation was indescribably good, good as never before, and perhaps that
alone should have given me pause, but I had no time for that. My feet slid forward through the
railing, I tipped backward, and the back of my head hit the wood forming the surface of the
bridge unbelievably hard before I completely sailed over the side. I experienced my plummet into
the depths in slow motion. Spinning around some kind of axis I slammed onto the pavement six
meters below. The noise that my body and above all my cranium made on impact startled even
those who couldn’t have seen my plummet at all because their backs were to me. As I was lying
on my stomach with my face to the side, I was still able to make out faces turning toward me, but
then I couldn’t see anything anymore.The darkness lasted for just a short moment, and then
suddenly, I suppose after about ten seconds, I was able to observe the entire scene very clearly
—from above. Now, I’m sure we’ve all seen our fill of those near-death-experience ghouls who
haunt talk show after talk show, describing their mystic experiences. They all observe their
bodies from the outside, and then comes the tunnel, and the light, blah blah blah. So I didn’t give
it much thought as I was floating over my twisted outer shell, which was littering the ground. I
waited for the tunnel, the light, and ultimately to grow up again inside my own body. That’s how
those reborn TV freaks always end up describing it.So I hung around and waited. I watched
people giving my body a poke, someone taking charge and blathering something about calling
for an ambulance, someone pressing on my wrist and carotid and with a serious face taking the
cell phone from the man calling the police, reporting into it that the accident victim was
dead.Now wait just a second, I thought, that guy is totally exaggerating. He’s welcome to pretend



like he’s in charge if he thinks he’ll impress women that way, but there have got to be limits, thank
you very much. Plus, his theatrical performance wasn’t even resulting in the fairer sex throwing
themselves at him, sobbing. The bystanders were just doing what bystanders do: standing
around and staring.I don’t want to bore you with all the details, so I’ll give you just the digest
version of the most important things: the police came, determined that I had fallen off the
makeshift pedestrian overpass, pronounced me—as I still thought, inaccurately—dead, and
called the coroner’s office.“Hi, Rolf,” said the short, chubby man in a dark brown duffle coat
(really, I swear, he came in a duffle coat) to the uniform, as he set down his bag and checked my
body for life signs. “Hi, Martin,” Rolf, the policeman, replied.“How long has he been here?” Duffie
asked the crowd of gawkers who were now stamping their freezing feet behind the red and white
cordon that had since been strung up.“Seventeen minutes,” answered the eager hero with
paramedic training. Brownnoser.“Accident or foul play?” Duffie asked.“Unclear,” replied a guy in
civilian clothes who had given the orders for where the red and white tape should be strung up,
and who generally gave the impression of being the guy calling the shots.Policemen were
scurrying around taking a thousand pictures of me, the bridge, the railing, and the bottle that had
fallen out of my hand. They retraced the way I had come, measuring distances and angles, and
they all looked terribly busy. Duffie—that is, Martin—knelt down next to me in the softly falling
snow, studying me top to bottom, part of it actually through a magnifying glass he had pulled out
of his bag. He combed every centimeter of my head, paying particularly close attention to the
spot on the back of my head that had hit the plank on the wood overpass bridge, and then he
crawled around with his face nearly to the ground trying to see as much as possible of the left
half of my face, which I was lying on, before he finally turned me over. Then he did his
examination again on my now-visible front side with the magnifying glass, and finally, finally he
was through. He put the magnifying glass back into his bag, scanned around him, discovered
what he was looking for, and gestured with his left hand. Two men came over, stuffed my body
into my to-go box, and hauled me away.As you can well imagine, I was totally freaked out. Those
near-death-experience talk show attention-seekers on TV never mentioned the whole thing
taking so long. They never said a word about people coming, recording your death, coroners
staring at you like an insect under a magnifying glass, getting plopped into a box and hauled
off.Hauled off—where to? I suddenly wondered, feeling panic take over. How the hell am I
supposed to find my way back into my body if I don’t know where it is? You can imagine my
horror. So I whooshed over behind the two figures who had just loaded the casket containing my
body into a vehicle. Fortunately, and unlike the pallbearers, I did not slip on the icy street; instead
I just whooshed through the air and flashed into the vehicle. Perhaps this as well should have
given me pause, but we’ve already addressed this topic. I didn’t have any time for pauses. I was
just happy that I was still with my body as the vehicle started.I didn’t look out the window; I wasn’t
particularly interested where they were taking me so long as I was just with my body. At some
point they went down a ramp, and then the vehicle’s door opened; a long corridor was waiting for
us, and then a door. They pulled open a stainless steel drawer and set my body inside; I wafted



in afterward, of course, and then the drawer closed—and we lay in the dark, my body and
I.Again, because of my confusion, and maybe as a side effect of the alcohol—I really didn’t know
if you could be wasted as a ghost having a near-death experience—I lacked any sense of time,
but at some point the drawer opened, my body was placed onto a gurney, pushed into a tiled
room, and transferred onto a stainless-steel table with an outlet strainer at the foot end, and then
Duffie/Martin stepped up to the table along with another man. The other man was holding a
Dictaphone and spoke the introduction into it. “Autopsy of a male body for the Cologne District
Attorney’s Office. Identified by the police as Sascha Lerchenberg, age: twenty-four, height: one
hundred seventy-three centimeters, weight: sixty-nine kilograms.”I was still pretty confused, but
that was entirely appropriate because what ensued was truly horrific. My initial confusion
blossomed into full-on panic as I saw what Martin was holding in his hand: a gleaming scalpel
that looked pretty damn sharp. He put it into position and sliced my entire torso open, starting at
my chin in a straight incision going so far down you really couldn’t go any farther. I expected a
torrent of blood, but nothing happened. Meanwhile, Mr. Blabbermouth commented into his
stupid recorder on each incision and every finding while I circled above the autopsy table in
extreme agitation. I felt sick. Layer by layer my skin was peeled off, the fat tissue underneath
exposed and folded back—I don’t remember all the details very well anymore—until the situation
started to get really disgusting: Martin grabbed my testicles.“Dude, get your monkey beaters off
my balls!” I roared with the greatest urgency, and Martin spun around, so startled I thought he
might slash his colleague right open. That was the moment I realized he could hear
me.TWO“What is it?” the guy with the Dictaphone asked. I couldn’t make out his whole face
because slicer guys wear these ridiculous face masks when they’re dissecting bodies, but his
eyes had grown a little bigger out of fear as Martin’s scalpel hissed through the air in front of his
abdomen.“I, uh, I don’t know,” Martin stammered, and I sensed his uncertainty. Ditto on that, plus
I felt really indignant (that’s another cool word Martin’s taught me), I’m sure you can imagine. I
mean, what would you say if some perv in green scrubs started by professionally filleting you
and then wanted to cut your balls off? That’s what I’m talking about.“Do we need to prepare the
testicles?” Martin asked, sounding somehow sheepish.“Nah,” came the response from behind
the mask, the guy’s eyes narrowing. He smirked big. “Only our female colleagues enjoy that.
Leave them, it’s OK. Cause of death is clear, right?”Martin nodded. “Occipital blunt force trauma
resulting in cardiopulmonary collapse due to massive brainstem injury, presumably the result of
falling from the bridge onto the back of the head.”The other guy put the Dictaphone back up to
his mask and said, “Preparation of testicles not necessary,” then he switched it off and stretched.
“Gotta pee.”Martin nodded. Martin stayed with me but took a step back from the table and
watched his diminutive assistant, who was putting the pieces that Martin had cut out of my
organs into Mason jars. At the time I wasn’t able to make heads or tails of the scene, but since
then I’ve learned that a fine tissue sample is taken from every organ, which in hospital slang is
called a histo sample. Comes from histology, but you don’t need to know that. Cutting the body
open is only one part of an autopsy. There’s also the toxicology report and even a genetic test, if



they need one.During my own autopsy, though, all I could do was circle around gawking, but
otherwise I kept quiet. Martin was also unnaturally quiet. It was as though he were listening
intently, uncertain whether he should be listening outwardly or inwardly. At first I left him
alone.The autopsy of my body was completed according to regulation and without further
disruptions; the slaughterhouse—as I call the white-tiled room—was cleaned; and I—that is, the
physical shell of me that had since been rather nastily disemboweled, restuffed with all the
organs that had been taken out, and then sewed back up—was returned to my refrigerated
drawer, labeled “Morgue Drawer 4.” At the last moment before the drawer fully closed, I changed
my mind, whooshed out of the narrow slit, and took position near the ceiling lamp where I had a
good view of the room. There wasn’t that much to see, because there wasn’t anything to see
apart from the refrigerated morgue drawers—inside which, incidentally, the prevailing
temperature is four degrees Celsius. I hung out for a while wavering, then I made an attempt to
get out into the corridor through the narrow crevice between the swinging doors. Bingo!
Apparently quitting time had arrived down here because there wasn’t a soul in the entire
basement, which consisted of long corridors, the morgue and autopsy section, and a few
storage rooms. Except for me, because I believe the term “soul” applies to no one as well as it
does to me. I haunted (another word that had suddenly gained currency) around aimlessly and
haphazardly. After spending quite a while like that, at some point I got bored, but I didn’t trust
myself to leave the basement, so I went back over in front of the door to my morgue drawer and
daydreamed a little there in front of myself. At least I hadn’t lost this skill, one I had always
excelled in.Again Martin was the first person I saw the next morning, and he exuded a distinctly
palpable, nervous unease. Like when you’re faced with a job you know is way over your
head.“Hi, Martin,” I said, and from the terrified expression on his face I could see that he’d heard
me again, or at least somehow sensed me, because when I write here that I “say” something,
this of course has nothing to do with the production of sound waves, since for that one obviously
needs vocal cords. Mine, however, were cut up into little pieces inside the dissected throat of the
mincemeat corpse in Morgue Drawer Four.“I’m Pascha, the guy in Morgue Drawer Four. You
wanted to cut my balls off yesterday?”Not the lowest-stress way to introduce myself, I admit, but
at least it was direct and pertinent. He should know right away who he was dealing
with.“Sascha,” Martin whispered. Of course he could have no way of knowing that I had changed
the first letter of my name from S to P ever since that schlocky TV show with that guy named
Sascha on it, and so now I go by Pascha. Nothing to do with Turkish brothels. I was nice enough
to explain this to him.Martin stood at the wall, his chubby face twitching and wriggling, its color
resembling that of his chilled clients. He wiped his trembling hand nervously over his eyes.“I’m
hearing voices.”He didn’t say that—he thought it, and I could hear it! Awesome!“If you’re hearing
multiple voices, you should see the doctor, but if you’re hearing just my voice, that’s OK—after
all, I’ve been talking with you the whole time!”“Who are you?” he whispered.“I just told you,” I
said, slightly annoyed. “I’m the guy who got pushed off that bridge; you examined me at the
scene, and yesterday you practically puréed me on your table!”“But you’re dead; you can’t speak



to me,” he objected.All right, the man is a scientist, but still, for an academic I thought he was
acting pretty stupid.“Haven’t you ever heard any of those near-death stories? You know, the soul
leaves the body, hangs out for a while, and then at some point makes its way through the
tunnel.”“Yes,” he breathed.“But there isn’t any tunnel here; I don’t know where I’m supposed to
go.”He didn’t say anything. I didn’t say anything either, and so we each dwelled on our thoughts,
with his forming a bewildered mess.Suddenly the chaos of neurons within his brain reorganized
itself, and a thought formulated itself clearly and distinctly out of the soup of letters: “You said
you were pushed?”“Duh,” I said. “What, do you think I’d go and take a nosedive off a temporary
bridge J4K?”I couldn’t literally see the question marks popping out of his gray matter, but the
scientist was obviously unfamiliar with the truncated communication style of today’s youth.“You
were severely inebriated,” he objected, cautiously.“Well, yeah…” I conceded. “I’d had a
few…”“Your blood alcohol level was three point seven,” Martin countered; he likes to be precise,
but I think I mentioned that already.“Three point seven! Right on!” I was extremely impressed
with myself. This pleasure did not persist, however, since my inebriated condition was apparently
being used against me here. My murderer was going to get away with it because the official
opinion was that my self-induced state of intoxication was the cause of my tumble from the
bridge. That’s just not what happened! And even worse, my buddies were going to think I was so
wasted I died from my own stupidity. What kind of an obituary is that? “He was wasted and fell off
a bridge!” So at that point, my vanity took over: the afterlife has to include a little bit of
vindication, too.“I was pushed,” I emphasized, perhaps somewhat more expressively than was
absolutely necessary, but in any case Martin rubbed his temples and groaned.“All right,” he
moaned. “Please stop yelling at me that way.”“Take it easy,” I said, making an effort to sound cool.
“So tell me one more time exactly what the epitaph is that the cops are going to be carving onto
my tombstone.”I felt those question marks popping up again like bubbles in the bathtub when
you let one, but Martin had already understood more or less what I wanted from him.“The police
investigation didn’t yield any suspicion of exogenous effect, nor did the autopsy. In view of the
blood alcohol level, the snow on the stairs, and the poor condition of the railing, the cause of
death was determined to be an accident resulting in fatality. However, there will also be an
investigation because of the railing.”“That’s bullshit,” I said clearly and distinctly.Martin
winced.“You’ve got to tell them that’s not right,” I demanded.I considered this demand to be
logical and quite simple. Pick up the phone, call the cops, let them know, done. But of course
with academic types nothing is easy, let alone straightforward.“On what basis should I make
such an assertion?” Martin asked.The question brought me precipitously close to the limit of my
patience. Here he’s got the ultimate witness to a murder, namely, the victim himself, and the
doctor is asking on what basis he should disseminate the victim’s knowledge of the details of the
crime. Seriously?“On the basis of my statement,” I said, choosing my wording carefully and
judiciously so as not to stoop to obscenities and insults, because I naturally wanted the good
man to persist in his good will toward me. The problems you’ve got to put up with as a dead
guy!“That won’t work,” Martin objected. “No one will ever believe me.” And after a short pause: “I



don’t believe it myself.”He rubbed his forehead again and passed his flat hand over his neatly
trimmed haircut, a haircut that made him seem like one of those snooty do-gooders hosting
some after-school special, and he hastily left the cold room. I let him keep his lead, strolling—if
that’s what you might call slowly gliding along without any hustle or bustle—behind him.At first I
kept close to Martin, using any doors that he opened so I could slip through myself, but that was
pretty seriously slowing me down. So I started hanging back a bit, testing out my
maneuverability. I could get through the narrowest crack in a door without any problem, and I
could even whoosh through a keyhole. I brushed up along the ceiling, right over the floor, and
even behind cabinets, and I determined that the only interesting vantage point is from above.
You don’t see much from behind a cabinet.I grew braver and left the basement. In the stairwell I
floated up one story step by step, but then I created my own sort of elevator by no longer
zigzagging up the stairs but just shooting up vertically straight to the top through the center of
the stairwell. When that got too boring, I entered the top floor and looked around there. That level
—like the rest of the building, but at that point I of course didn’t know this—was also full of
offices and laboratories. Men and women, many of them in their let’s-play-doctor coats, were
sitting at lab tables and writing desks, standing in break rooms or crouched in front of whatever
random equipment there was. They were acting like normal people—talking, making phone
calls, drinking coffee and tea out of these unspeakably huge mugs the size of swine troughs with
random witty quotes, horoscopes, or pictures of their babies on them. In other words, typical
German office culture that, should a UFO occupation force land here one day, will prompt them
to completely annihilate the human race. And we won’t be able to blame those ooze-ridden
creatures from outer space one bit!Most of these folks, apart from their stupid mugs and lab
coats, looked like totally normal people. So it wouldn’t necessarily have occurred to anyone that
all of them were spending their days slicing open bodies to remove their hearts, livers, kidneys,
and other accessories and have a look-see at what the deceased had most recently eaten and
when they had last screwed and whether there might somewhere be some kind of clue that
Grandma didn’t kick it from advanced age but rather had met her demise at the hands of a son,
son-in-law, grandson, or the director of nursing services who was hoping to come into a fat
inheritance soon. Now that’s fucked up.So far I had been crawling through the narrowest of
crevices, but now I was ready to find out for sure: I assumed position in front of a wall separating
two offices, concentrated, and—flashed through. Just like that. I didn’t even feel like I had to
rearrange my hair. Of course, I didn’t have hair anymore, but you understand what I’m trying to
say, right? I took the same way back through, and the only thing that was unpleasant about it
was the visual perception. In other words: “What do you see?” And that’s exactly the problem:
“Nada.” To be precise, I can’t see what’s behind a wall that I want to go through. So, it’s like taking
a running start, barrelling full steam ahead, and then you’re already there. Where you may not
even have wanted to go! It just felt somehow safer floating carefully through a door. It wasn’t as
abrupt.I didn’t feel like messing around by myself anymore, so I went in search of Martin, who I
found in the break room. His cup was filled with weak tea, the little paper tag from the teabag



hanging over the rim, mercifully concealing some motto by a Zen master printed on the cup’s
side.Suddenly I wondered what cruel fate had bound me specifically to this man because—I had
determined this immediately upon floating into the break room—I was receiving thought signals
from no one else but Martin. I would really have preferred any type of signal at all from the other
person present. It was a she, and bada bing. Long legs in well-worn jeans; tight turtleneck; wide,
smiling lips; dark eyes; and a curly black mane she had casually tied back with a rubber band.
Her white lab coat looked a little goofy, but no biggie—this was straight-up the Woman of My
Dreams. Hanging out with chubby, Zen-tea-slurping Martin here in the break room. Didn’t she
have anything better to do?Martin was actually managing not to constantly stare at her nicely
shaped bazooms but look her in the eyes. How was he doing that? I searched his brain for the
order printed in bold black capital letters: LOOK HER IN THE EYES! But there wasn’t anything in
there. He was just managing it. Was this guy queer?“How was your weekend, Martin?” the fair
maiden asked.“Fantastic,” Martin said. “And successful. I found four new maps.”“New new-maps,
or new old-maps?” the Dream Woman asked.“Old,” Martin answered with a stupid grin.What
kind of garbage were these two blathering about? New old/new maps?!?“And how was your
weekend, Katrin?” Martin asked.“Challenging,” she replied, and I was about to start imagining
what a challenging weekend with this woman looked like, but then she kept talking. “My brother
and I had to clean out my parents’ house, now that they’ve passed away.”“Doesn’t she have a
boyfriend?” I asked Martin.Martin was in the middle of murmuring something that sounded like
an apology and condolences, but my interim question threw him off. He hesitated mid-sentence
and quickly took a sip from his mug.“Push her down on her back,” I challenged him. “A good
screw will help her through her problems more than a bunch of crap condolences.”He snorted
with a start into his tea, which slopped over the edge and ran down his sweater and pants.Katrin
reacted quickly, turning around to grab a towel. All right! I thought, into it. Now she was rubbing
Martin’s pants dry. He likely saw that coming, but instead of closing his eyes in pleasure and
letting things run their course, he took the towel out of her hand and hectically tried to wipe his
coat dry himself. How stupid can a guy be? An opportunity to get one rubbed out good by small,
fast, feminine hands isn’t something you pass up! What kind of issues had I stumbled across
here, exactly?“Aren’t you feeling well?” Katrin asked.The question had crossed my mind as well,
although I had been thinking more about the mental and hormonal health of my fleshly friend,
but she was surely asking because Martin’s nose had gone pale and his cheeks were softly
flushed, and he was acting all agitated.“Yes, yes,” Martin answered much too quickly. “I’m just
fine, thank you.”Katrin didn’t look convinced, and I couldn’t blame her. It seemed like she wanted
to say something else but thought better of it and said goodbye with a friendly, “See you this
afternoon?”Martin nodded.“Have you no sense of decorum?” Martin hissed at me. And he really
hissed it, even though thinking it would of course also have sufficed. “I would be truly grateful to
you if you would refrain from interfering in my conversations.”I wanted to draw his attention to the
fact that someone was standing in the door to the break room, but Martin kept on chewing me
out.MORGUE DRAWER FOURMORGUE DRAWER FOURForthcoming by Jutta Profijt:Morgue
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TRANSLATORPROLOGUEI hope you’ll read this account from top to bottom because it’s the
whole truth and nothing but the truth, and so on—eh, I’m sure you’ve heard the saying.
Personally, I couldn’t care less what you’re going to think about the things that have transpired
over the past two weeks, but it’s important to my friend Martin that ultimately you’re able to see
all the crap people have been saying about him for what it is: a festering pile of allegations and
rash pop-psych analyses (or, dumbass psychobabble—honestly, I’d normally have written
“psycho shit,” but Martin is a champion of elevated diction, so I’ve been trying to make an effort).
He and I are about as different as two people can be. Like fire and water, heaven and earth.
You’ll grasp the deeper sense of the latter simile later on, so just keep reading, ¡ándale, ándale!
What I’m trying to do here is restore the reputation of my friend, Martin Gänsewein. He’s the only
friend I’ve got, and—because of the special circumstances of my current existence—the only
friend I’m ever likely to have.PROLOGUEI hope you’ll read this account from top to bottom
because it’s the whole truth and nothing but the truth, and so on—eh, I’m sure you’ve heard the



saying. Personally, I couldn’t care less what you’re going to think about the things that have
transpired over the past two weeks, but it’s important to my friend Martin that ultimately you’re
able to see all the crap people have been saying about him for what it is: a festering pile of
allegations and rash pop-psych analyses (or, dumbass psychobabble—honestly, I’d normally
have written “psycho shit,” but Martin is a champion of elevated diction, so I’ve been trying to
make an effort). He and I are about as different as two people can be. Like fire and water, heaven
and earth. You’ll grasp the deeper sense of the latter simile later on, so just keep reading,
¡ándale, ándale!What I’m trying to do here is restore the reputation of my friend, Martin
Gänsewein. He’s the only friend I’ve got, and—because of the special circumstances of my
current existence—the only friend I’m ever likely to have.ONEThe day everything began—as I
now know—started out horribly, which is to say rock-bottom, and I should’ve taken that as a
warning. But, and in my own defense I’ve got to say, that’s how most days used to start. In other
words, never before noon, a disgusting taste in my mouth, a thick, furry otter’s pelt on my tongue,
construction workers in a race to pound the most nails into my head, and the usual craving for a
cigarette, a beer, and a girl.There wasn’t any beer around, I’d actually have had to stand up to
get a cigarette, and I hadn’t gotten laid for a pretty long time. As I lay there semicomatose for a
little while, it suddenly occurred to me: I was frigging late. Most days that wasn’t a problem, but
on this day I had an important appointment. A job. An important job for an important man. I’d
really wanted to do everything right, and now I’d overslept! I guess I was lucky that the pressure
building up in my tailpipe interrupted my peaceful slumber. Of course, if Martin were here now
he’d say it wasn’t the pressure in my “tailpipe” but in my “bladder,” since Martin likes being so
precise. But at the time I didn’t know him yet at all. I would get to know him only a few days later
under circumstances that were for me distinctly unpleasant, which is why my wording for
biological imperatives was still pretty amateurish and, I now see, imprecise.If I had suspected
that this day would determine the course of the rest of my life, I’d obviously have stayed in bed.
But I had no idea, and even looking back I can’t see any signs that might have portended the
impending disaster. So I got up and headed toward my demise just as blindly as I was shuffling
into the bathroom.Normally I don’t risk looking into the mirror at this hour, but since I had
something planned I eventually subjected my appearance to a critical review. Now, I wouldn’t
want you think that I used to express myself in words such as “critical” and “review” right out of
bed; I’ve added these words to my active vocabulary only because of Martin. I actually don’t
think about much at all right before a shower, and if I do, it’s only monosyllabic grunting and
grumbling.So, I spent a while trying to blink open my eyes that were glued shut with sleep until I
could make out where the mirror was hanging, but then I suffered a mild shock as the visage
staring back at me came into focus.As the image sharpened, my recollection of Bennie’s new
knife returned. He’d been brandishing the thing, looking for something to slice up and
demonstrate how sharp the blade was. His hunting eyes landed—on me. I was standing within
reach, and he grabbed my hair with his left hand and gave me a new haircut in a lightning strike.
Because I flinched—and only because of that, as Bennie later emphasized—the blade also slit



open my left eyebrow as he finished my haircut. So a thin stripe of dried blood trailed down the
face in the mirror, from eyebrow to chin, and realizing this hideous countenance was in fact my
own, I totally freaked out.I splashed a good deal of warm water on myself until I looked
somewhat civilized again, although I had spent the past five years trying to shed just this kind of
civilization that was the result of growing up in my parents’ home. But my important job required
an inconspicuous appearance, and so after showering I picked out jeans, a dark jacket, and a
wool cap that hid the results of the knife incident on my head pretty well. A final review in the
dusty mirror on my wobbly wardrobe revealed the image that I had made such an effort to
achieve: a medium-height, inconspicuous, somewhat spindly fellow with longish hair that I had
pulled up under my cap. Nondescript appearance, dishwater blond, straight nose, weak chin,
and slouchy shoulders. A Joe Schmo even the most curious witnesses wouldn’t be able to give a
specific description of. And that’s how I wanted to look, because somehow I thought that that
would help me. What total bullshit!I hoofed down to the parking lot in front of the “Cologne
Congress Centre,” which is just the fancy name for the convention center downtown. If you’re
standing in the right spot, you can just make out the illuminated spires of Cologne Cathedral and
Great St. Martin Church, right across the Rhine from there.Now, if you want to steal a car, it’s not
advisable to drive your own car there and then take off in the stolen car. The cops aren’t as
stupid as a lot of people think. They’re pretty quick to check out all the cars parked near the
scene of the crime, and then they’ll nab you faster than you can turn around. So keep that in
mind; it’s good advice from an expert.Public transportation is totally the pits. That’s why I went on
foot, walking my toes down to stumps and slowly growing blisters on my heels because I’m not
the strolling-around type. I mean, what else would God have invented cars for, then? I finally
made it to the aforesaid parking lot, and it was in fact full of some of the coolest rides that those
yodeling autoworkers in Stuttgart or Munich or wherever bolt together in their fancy high-tech
factories. Each with more horsepower than the next—lower, faster, hotter. Special trims, limited
editions, and custom jobs to the customers’ specifications. Fifty wet dreams all in one semi-
public parking lot without any surveillance to speak of. A parking lot distinguished not by its
security but by its proximity to the main entrance. A lot where only VIP visitors can park. A lot
with only one single camera covering several hundred square meters, one key cabinet that any
nitwit could pry open with their mom’s SuperFitness ID card: i.e., a typical German security
disaster. No awareness of the problem even though more than fifty thousand cars are stolen
every year in Germany. Before they came out with electronic immobilizers, incidentally, it was
twice that. And I rank among those who can handle even the tricky cases.So in the dimming
twilight I walked as inconspicuously as possible at an inconspicuous gait in my inconspicuous
outfit through the parking lot, and I took a look around—inconspicuously, of course. And there
she was. Until that moment I had never believed there really were people so totally and
abysmally stupid. People who would leave a Mercedes-Benz SLR McLaren in an unmonitored
parking lot in front of a convention center, imagining their car will still be there to stroll back to
after wrapping up their Mr. Important-Convention-Attendee routine so they can climb into their



half-million-euro boat and cruise home to Mommy. But sure enough, there she was, sitting amid
the smoking Daimlers, Jags, BMWs, and even a Bentley—the SLR that my client had told me
about. Olli wanted it.Olli’s a car smuggler. Of course he’s not listed in the Yellow Pages under
“Car Smugglers.” He’s listed under “Car Repair, Purchase, and Sales,” and basically that’s pretty
accurate, too. Only he sells way more cars than he buys because his procurement system
proceeds largely without sales contracts and other pesky paperwork. Olli is a really big operator
with contacts in Eastern Europe. I’m sure you’re thinking Russia or Poland, but that’s not where
his customers are. Nowadays any old cleaning lady is doing business with Russians and Poles;
they’re so mainstream now they’ve become white-bread again. Olli does business with a crew
from one of those tiny countries; I’m not that good with that corner of the map, I don’t recall the
name.Doesn’t matter. Anyways, Olli knows the whole north-south-east-west car smuggling
scene like his own back pocket. He knows me pretty well, too; I used to work for him off and on
until we had a stupid run-in with each other this one time because of this thing. Normally it’d be
way beneath him to ever take notice of my existence again, but last night he sent one of his tools
over to my place. He gave me the job that I was in the middle of executing right now.I don’t want
to give away any details, since stealing an SLR is a delicate matter, and I’m kind of proud of
being one of the few guys who has the necessary tricks and talents. So that’s why I won’t pass
them on, even though, unfortunately, this knowledge isn’t going to be of any use to me anymore.
But to make a long story short: I stole the ride from the parking lot. Unfortunately because of my
good night’s sleep and long walk into town, this happened somewhat later than planned, so the
fat cats whose wheels were parked in the lot were already marching back out into the lot like tin
soldiers in three-piece uniforms right as I started the engine. Now, the sound that an SLR makes
cannot be confused with that of pretty much any other car, which is to say that about fifty sets of
eyes turned my way as I raced the car out of the lot. In my rearview mirror I could just make out
the hint of a wave, like in a stadium, as forty-nine arms pointed in my direction and one hand
sank into the front pocket of a suit jacket, presumably to extricate a cell phone and call the cops.
But then I lost interest in the scene behind me, focusing on driving my new acquisition fast, but
not too fast, through the dark streets of downtown Cologne toward the entrance to the autobahn.
During evening rush hour in winter when it’s dark, with freezing drizzle, even a semi can vanish
into the thick of things faster than someone who can’t swim vanishes over Niagara Falls, and in
that moment I had good reason to think my heist had gone OK.I resisted the urge to drive too
fast, tailgate other drivers, pass on the right, change lanes at the last moment before turning,
and all of the other urges that make driving a car so supersonically awesome, because I did not
want to catch anybody’s attention. If you’re sitting in a stolen car, you should drive more properly
than you would even for your driver’s test. I kept at it. I was going to need twenty-seven minutes
to make the agreed rendezvous, and I made it with forty-five seconds to spare. Shit! I could have
used another couple of minutes, because before you hand off a stolen car you’ve got to empty it
out. You’ve got to dig everything that you can make use of or sell out of the glove compartment,
all the storage cubbies and pockets, the trunk, and under the seats. So now I needed to do a



turbo pass through the car. Glove compartment: maps, condoms, sunglasses, a set of pens.
Under the seats: a wad of cash, couldn’t count it at a glance, no matter, grabbed it. In the trunk: a
naked woman.I slammed the trunk back shut, hyperventilated a bit, opened the trunk again, and
looked at her lying there. Half on her back, her knees fully bent, her arms at her sides, her body
turned a bit. She was small and delicate, but she totally filled the tiny trunk. I nudged her with my
finger; she was ice cold. I pushed one of her arms a bit to the side and jumped when I saw how
the underside of her arm was purple. I pressed a finger to the spot where I thought her carotid
was: nothing. She had tattoos around her ankles, she was quite pretty even though her makeup
was on too thick, and she was dead as a tire iron. I shut the trunk back over her, carefully, as
though she might have minded if I slammed it with a loud bang. Then I leaned on the driver’s
side door, fumbled a cigarette out of my jacket, lit it, and sucked so deeply that I smoked half the
cigarette in one breath.I had to ditch it. The body, not the cigarette. You don’t hand a car
smuggler a car with a corpse in the trunk, not even if it’s an SLR. Or all the less if it’s an SLR? I
was confused, but I knew the woman had to disappear. It’s not like she was going to do it for me,
so it was time for me to come up with a really clever solution for this highly unusual problem, and
fast. I took one more deep drag, flicked the butt away, and was just about to get back into the car
when I felt a hand on my shoulder. I flinched so much I hit my chin on the top of the car.“Hey,
Pascha, you’re on time. Good job.”The guy grabbing me and praising me like some lame-ass
nursery school teacher was Kevin, and he had a goatee that looked like his girlfriend had
painted it onto his jaw with fine eyeliner, and he was always smirking. Maybe he suffered from
Bell’s palsy. But in any case I always found him repulsive, especially right now. He held out his
palm.I was gasping for air and howling because I hadn’t just hit my chin but also bitten my
tongue, and I was frantically running through my options for making the body in the trunk
disappear before Kevin took the ride to Olli. It was no use, my brain was a crashed hard drive,
and so, totally exhausted, I just dropped the keys into Kevin’s hand, and he said his buddy could
drive me back into town. I stood there motionless in the parking lot for a solid five minutes until I
could bring myself to puke the remains of my greasy midnight burger into the bowl of a rest-stop
toilet. Then I felt a bit better, and I made my way home.It would definitely have to be public transit
this time, and I thought about what would probably happen next. Kevin had several hundred
horsepower under his ass and would crash, and the car would catch fire, rendering both Kevin
and the dead woman into fine ash. That was my favorite vision. But there was another. Kevin
drove straight to Olli, who glanced into the trunk, got annoyed that I had served him up a
mummy on the side that he had not ordered, and immediately dumped the body at the front door
to my building. Or he would distribute leaflets with a photo of the dead woman with the words:
“Are you looking for this woman? Ask Pascha, Telephone 022…” Most likely, however, was that
either Kevin or Olli would discover the body in the trunk, drive down the closest forest road,
unload her there, and then sell the car to the East, just as planned. After all, I hadn’t seen any
pools of blood or other contaminants in the trunk, so the transaction involving the almost brand-
spanking-new SLR could go off without a hitch.Having arrived at this reassuring thought, I got



out of the overcrowded bus and walked the short distance to my favorite gambling joint and slid
a few coins into the slots. Slowly I started breathing normally again, although my tongue still hurt
like hell when hot coffee with four spoons of sugar flowed over it.I played for five hours until I
didn’t have a cent left. Not just all of my money, including the five hundred smackers out of the
SLR, but worse: I owed Mehmet, the guy who runs the gambling joint, for several out-of-pocket
loans, so my total debt at the end of the day ran a cool nineteen hundred euros. Not just debt
from the slots, but that must already be obvious to you brainiacs. Mehmet was furious because
officially he wasn’t allowed to give out loans, and now he’d have to pay up for the loss himself. I
kept on telling him about my big job, and I promised I’d bring him the cash as soon as I got my
cut. I hoped I would in fact get the dough Olli had promised me. My honeymoon would last forty-
eight hours, and then Mehmet would hunt me down. The day had started out crappy, it had a
catastrophic climax, and it had now ended in disaster.I didn’t hear a thing from Kevin or Olli the
next day, or the next, and that was slowly making me nervous. The forty-eight hours that Mehmet
had given me were soon over, and I didn’t know how I was going to pay him back. I found fifty
euros in my apartment, my emergency reserve in my rolled-up athletic socks that I hadn’t worn
for decades, but if I gave Mehmet my sock money I’d be totally broke and he’d still be angry, so
that wasn’t any solution. I started sitting around, alternately at home and at my favorite pubs,
waiting for Kevin or another of Olli’s errand boys to show up and give me the promised two
thousand euros, and I was getting nervous as Mehmet’s deadline approached. Even more
nervous than I was before, I mean. I didn’t want to be standing around all stupid like a cow at the
slaughterhouse waiting for the guy with the bolt gun, so I took a seat in the first-available
streetcar and just rode, changed lines, and directions, and rode back, transferred to the bus, and
rode all over town. I transferred back to the streetcar, where it was alternately ice cold and
screaming hot, and I managed to wangle a window seat and wipe the condensation from the
pane; outside there were already two centimeters of snow. Perfect. I hate snow. Anyone who
loves cars must hate snow.I got off at a plaza with lots of people and a news kiosk, invested my
sock money in alcoholic beverages, and took a train back downtown. I started getting tanked
while I was still on the train. I got off somewhere—naturally I had the great fortune of landing in
the middle of a roadwork site. And here I didn’t think we were still investing in infrastructure in
this country anymore. I climbed up some temporary stairs along with other riders, elbowing my
way through the congestion points, then I got lost and at some point took a pedestrian overpass
bridge labeled with a sign saying “All Downtown Lines: Straight Ahead.” Meanwhile my field of
vision had dramatically narrowed, the noises from my surroundings reached my jug ears as
though from a great distance, but at least I wasn’t all that worried about my debts.I felt the impact
on my back despite my drunken stupor. It caught me at the least opportune moment. In front of
me there were two landings of stairs leading downward, with temporary railings. My foot reached
out a bit farther than planned because of the impact, causing me to miss the first step. The
second step was covered with snow and was thus slippery, so my worn sole slid over the edge.
The thin board that was supposed to serve as a railing had about as much hold as a tow rope



made of elastic. The nail that was supposed to connect the temporary railing to the support
column on the left gave way immediately and without hesitation, and the nail on the right
followed shortly thereafter. In those seconds my gift of observation was indescribably good,
good as never before, and perhaps that alone should have given me pause, but I had no time for
that. My feet slid forward through the railing, I tipped backward, and the back of my head hit the
wood forming the surface of the bridge unbelievably hard before I completely sailed over the
side. I experienced my plummet into the depths in slow motion. Spinning around some kind of
axis I slammed onto the pavement six meters below. The noise that my body and above all my
cranium made on impact startled even those who couldn’t have seen my plummet at all because
their backs were to me. As I was lying on my stomach with my face to the side, I was still able to
make out faces turning toward me, but then I couldn’t see anything anymore.The darkness
lasted for just a short moment, and then suddenly, I suppose after about ten seconds, I was able
to observe the entire scene very clearly—from above. Now, I’m sure we’ve all seen our fill of
those near-death-experience ghouls who haunt talk show after talk show, describing their mystic
experiences. They all observe their bodies from the outside, and then comes the tunnel, and the
light, blah blah blah. So I didn’t give it much thought as I was floating over my twisted outer shell,
which was littering the ground. I waited for the tunnel, the light, and ultimately to grow up again
inside my own body. That’s how those reborn TV freaks always end up describing it.So I hung
around and waited. I watched people giving my body a poke, someone taking charge and
blathering something about calling for an ambulance, someone pressing on my wrist and carotid
and with a serious face taking the cell phone from the man calling the police, reporting into it that
the accident victim was dead.Now wait just a second, I thought, that guy is totally exaggerating.
He’s welcome to pretend like he’s in charge if he thinks he’ll impress women that way, but there
have got to be limits, thank you very much. Plus, his theatrical performance wasn’t even resulting
in the fairer sex throwing themselves at him, sobbing. The bystanders were just doing what
bystanders do: standing around and staring.I don’t want to bore you with all the details, so I’ll
give you just the digest version of the most important things: the police came, determined that I
had fallen off the makeshift pedestrian overpass, pronounced me—as I still thought, inaccurately
—dead, and called the coroner’s office.“Hi, Rolf,” said the short, chubby man in a dark brown
duffle coat (really, I swear, he came in a duffle coat) to the uniform, as he set down his bag and
checked my body for life signs. “Hi, Martin,” Rolf, the policeman, replied.“How long has he been
here?” Duffie asked the crowd of gawkers who were now stamping their freezing feet behind the
red and white cordon that had since been strung up.“Seventeen minutes,” answered the eager
hero with paramedic training. Brownnoser.“Accident or foul play?” Duffie asked.“Unclear,” replied
a guy in civilian clothes who had given the orders for where the red and white tape should be
strung up, and who generally gave the impression of being the guy calling the shots.Policemen
were scurrying around taking a thousand pictures of me, the bridge, the railing, and the bottle
that had fallen out of my hand. They retraced the way I had come, measuring distances and
angles, and they all looked terribly busy. Duffie—that is, Martin—knelt down next to me in the



softly falling snow, studying me top to bottom, part of it actually through a magnifying glass he
had pulled out of his bag. He combed every centimeter of my head, paying particularly close
attention to the spot on the back of my head that had hit the plank on the wood overpass bridge,
and then he crawled around with his face nearly to the ground trying to see as much as possible
of the left half of my face, which I was lying on, before he finally turned me over. Then he did his
examination again on my now-visible front side with the magnifying glass, and finally, finally he
was through. He put the magnifying glass back into his bag, scanned around him, discovered
what he was looking for, and gestured with his left hand. Two men came over, stuffed my body
into my to-go box, and hauled me away.As you can well imagine, I was totally freaked out. Those
near-death-experience talk show attention-seekers on TV never mentioned the whole thing
taking so long. They never said a word about people coming, recording your death, coroners
staring at you like an insect under a magnifying glass, getting plopped into a box and hauled
off.Hauled off—where to? I suddenly wondered, feeling panic take over. How the hell am I
supposed to find my way back into my body if I don’t know where it is? You can imagine my
horror. So I whooshed over behind the two figures who had just loaded the casket containing my
body into a vehicle. Fortunately, and unlike the pallbearers, I did not slip on the icy street; instead
I just whooshed through the air and flashed into the vehicle. Perhaps this as well should have
given me pause, but we’ve already addressed this topic. I didn’t have any time for pauses. I was
just happy that I was still with my body as the vehicle started.I didn’t look out the window; I wasn’t
particularly interested where they were taking me so long as I was just with my body. At some
point they went down a ramp, and then the vehicle’s door opened; a long corridor was waiting for
us, and then a door. They pulled open a stainless steel drawer and set my body inside; I wafted
in afterward, of course, and then the drawer closed—and we lay in the dark, my body and
I.Again, because of my confusion, and maybe as a side effect of the alcohol—I really didn’t know
if you could be wasted as a ghost having a near-death experience—I lacked any sense of time,
but at some point the drawer opened, my body was placed onto a gurney, pushed into a tiled
room, and transferred onto a stainless-steel table with an outlet strainer at the foot end, and then
Duffie/Martin stepped up to the table along with another man. The other man was holding a
Dictaphone and spoke the introduction into it. “Autopsy of a male body for the Cologne District
Attorney’s Office. Identified by the police as Sascha Lerchenberg, age: twenty-four, height: one
hundred seventy-three centimeters, weight: sixty-nine kilograms.”I was still pretty confused, but
that was entirely appropriate because what ensued was truly horrific. My initial confusion
blossomed into full-on panic as I saw what Martin was holding in his hand: a gleaming scalpel
that looked pretty damn sharp. He put it into position and sliced my entire torso open, starting at
my chin in a straight incision going so far down you really couldn’t go any farther. I expected a
torrent of blood, but nothing happened. Meanwhile, Mr. Blabbermouth commented into his
stupid recorder on each incision and every finding while I circled above the autopsy table in
extreme agitation. I felt sick. Layer by layer my skin was peeled off, the fat tissue underneath
exposed and folded back—I don’t remember all the details very well anymore—until the situation



started to get really disgusting: Martin grabbed my testicles.“Dude, get your monkey beaters off
my balls!” I roared with the greatest urgency, and Martin spun around, so startled I thought he
might slash his colleague right open. That was the moment I realized he could hear me.ONEThe
day everything began—as I now know—started out horribly, which is to say rock-bottom, and I
should’ve taken that as a warning. But, and in my own defense I’ve got to say, that’s how most
days used to start. In other words, never before noon, a disgusting taste in my mouth, a thick,
furry otter’s pelt on my tongue, construction workers in a race to pound the most nails into my
head, and the usual craving for a cigarette, a beer, and a girl.There wasn’t any beer around, I’d
actually have had to stand up to get a cigarette, and I hadn’t gotten laid for a pretty long time. As
I lay there semicomatose for a little while, it suddenly occurred to me: I was frigging late. Most
days that wasn’t a problem, but on this day I had an important appointment. A job. An important
job for an important man. I’d really wanted to do everything right, and now I’d overslept! I guess I
was lucky that the pressure building up in my tailpipe interrupted my peaceful slumber. Of
course, if Martin were here now he’d say it wasn’t the pressure in my “tailpipe” but in my
“bladder,” since Martin likes being so precise. But at the time I didn’t know him yet at all. I would
get to know him only a few days later under circumstances that were for me distinctly
unpleasant, which is why my wording for biological imperatives was still pretty amateurish and, I
now see, imprecise.If I had suspected that this day would determine the course of the rest of my
life, I’d obviously have stayed in bed. But I had no idea, and even looking back I can’t see any
signs that might have portended the impending disaster. So I got up and headed toward my
demise just as blindly as I was shuffling into the bathroom.Normally I don’t risk looking into the
mirror at this hour, but since I had something planned I eventually subjected my appearance to a
critical review. Now, I wouldn’t want you think that I used to express myself in words such as
“critical” and “review” right out of bed; I’ve added these words to my active vocabulary only
because of Martin. I actually don’t think about much at all right before a shower, and if I do, it’s
only monosyllabic grunting and grumbling.So, I spent a while trying to blink open my eyes that
were glued shut with sleep until I could make out where the mirror was hanging, but then I
suffered a mild shock as the visage staring back at me came into focus.As the image
sharpened, my recollection of Bennie’s new knife returned. He’d been brandishing the thing,
looking for something to slice up and demonstrate how sharp the blade was. His hunting eyes
landed—on me. I was standing within reach, and he grabbed my hair with his left hand and gave
me a new haircut in a lightning strike. Because I flinched—and only because of that, as Bennie
later emphasized—the blade also slit open my left eyebrow as he finished my haircut. So a thin
stripe of dried blood trailed down the face in the mirror, from eyebrow to chin, and realizing this
hideous countenance was in fact my own, I totally freaked out.I splashed a good deal of warm
water on myself until I looked somewhat civilized again, although I had spent the past five years
trying to shed just this kind of civilization that was the result of growing up in my parents’ home.
But my important job required an inconspicuous appearance, and so after showering I picked
out jeans, a dark jacket, and a wool cap that hid the results of the knife incident on my head



pretty well. A final review in the dusty mirror on my wobbly wardrobe revealed the image that I
had made such an effort to achieve: a medium-height, inconspicuous, somewhat spindly fellow
with longish hair that I had pulled up under my cap. Nondescript appearance, dishwater blond,
straight nose, weak chin, and slouchy shoulders. A Joe Schmo even the most curious witnesses
wouldn’t be able to give a specific description of. And that’s how I wanted to look, because
somehow I thought that that would help me. What total bullshit!I hoofed down to the parking lot in
front of the “Cologne Congress Centre,” which is just the fancy name for the convention center
downtown. If you’re standing in the right spot, you can just make out the illuminated spires of
Cologne Cathedral and Great St. Martin Church, right across the Rhine from there.Now, if you
want to steal a car, it’s not advisable to drive your own car there and then take off in the stolen
car. The cops aren’t as stupid as a lot of people think. They’re pretty quick to check out all the
cars parked near the scene of the crime, and then they’ll nab you faster than you can turn
around. So keep that in mind; it’s good advice from an expert.Public transportation is totally the
pits. That’s why I went on foot, walking my toes down to stumps and slowly growing blisters on
my heels because I’m not the strolling-around type. I mean, what else would God have invented
cars for, then? I finally made it to the aforesaid parking lot, and it was in fact full of some of the
coolest rides that those yodeling autoworkers in Stuttgart or Munich or wherever bolt together in
their fancy high-tech factories. Each with more horsepower than the next—lower, faster, hotter.
Special trims, limited editions, and custom jobs to the customers’ specifications. Fifty wet
dreams all in one semi-public parking lot without any surveillance to speak of. A parking lot
distinguished not by its security but by its proximity to the main entrance. A lot where only VIP
visitors can park. A lot with only one single camera covering several hundred square meters, one
key cabinet that any nitwit could pry open with their mom’s SuperFitness ID card: i.e., a typical
German security disaster. No awareness of the problem even though more than fifty thousand
cars are stolen every year in Germany. Before they came out with electronic immobilizers,
incidentally, it was twice that. And I rank among those who can handle even the tricky cases.So
in the dimming twilight I walked as inconspicuously as possible at an inconspicuous gait in my
inconspicuous outfit through the parking lot, and I took a look around—inconspicuously, of
course. And there she was. Until that moment I had never believed there really were people so
totally and abysmally stupid. People who would leave a Mercedes-Benz SLR McLaren in an
unmonitored parking lot in front of a convention center, imagining their car will still be there to
stroll back to after wrapping up their Mr. Important-Convention-Attendee routine so they can
climb into their half-million-euro boat and cruise home to Mommy. But sure enough, there she
was, sitting amid the smoking Daimlers, Jags, BMWs, and even a Bentley—the SLR that my
client had told me about. Olli wanted it.Olli’s a car smuggler. Of course he’s not listed in the
Yellow Pages under “Car Smugglers.” He’s listed under “Car Repair, Purchase, and Sales,” and
basically that’s pretty accurate, too. Only he sells way more cars than he buys because his
procurement system proceeds largely without sales contracts and other pesky paperwork. Olli is
a really big operator with contacts in Eastern Europe. I’m sure you’re thinking Russia or Poland,



but that’s not where his customers are. Nowadays any old cleaning lady is doing business with
Russians and Poles; they’re so mainstream now they’ve become white-bread again. Olli does
business with a crew from one of those tiny countries; I’m not that good with that corner of the
map, I don’t recall the name.Doesn’t matter. Anyways, Olli knows the whole north-south-east-
west car smuggling scene like his own back pocket. He knows me pretty well, too; I used to work
for him off and on until we had a stupid run-in with each other this one time because of this thing.
Normally it’d be way beneath him to ever take notice of my existence again, but last night he sent
one of his tools over to my place. He gave me the job that I was in the middle of executing right
now.I don’t want to give away any details, since stealing an SLR is a delicate matter, and I’m kind
of proud of being one of the few guys who has the necessary tricks and talents. So that’s why I
won’t pass them on, even though, unfortunately, this knowledge isn’t going to be of any use to
me anymore. But to make a long story short: I stole the ride from the parking lot. Unfortunately
because of my good night’s sleep and long walk into town, this happened somewhat later than
planned, so the fat cats whose wheels were parked in the lot were already marching back out
into the lot like tin soldiers in three-piece uniforms right as I started the engine. Now, the sound
that an SLR makes cannot be confused with that of pretty much any other car, which is to say
that about fifty sets of eyes turned my way as I raced the car out of the lot. In my rearview mirror I
could just make out the hint of a wave, like in a stadium, as forty-nine arms pointed in my
direction and one hand sank into the front pocket of a suit jacket, presumably to extricate a cell
phone and call the cops. But then I lost interest in the scene behind me, focusing on driving my
new acquisition fast, but not too fast, through the dark streets of downtown Cologne toward the
entrance to the autobahn. During evening rush hour in winter when it’s dark, with freezing drizzle,
even a semi can vanish into the thick of things faster than someone who can’t swim vanishes
over Niagara Falls, and in that moment I had good reason to think my heist had gone OK.I
resisted the urge to drive too fast, tailgate other drivers, pass on the right, change lanes at the
last moment before turning, and all of the other urges that make driving a car so supersonically
awesome, because I did not want to catch anybody’s attention. If you’re sitting in a stolen car,
you should drive more properly than you would even for your driver’s test. I kept at it. I was going
to need twenty-seven minutes to make the agreed rendezvous, and I made it with forty-five
seconds to spare. Shit! I could have used another couple of minutes, because before you hand
off a stolen car you’ve got to empty it out. You’ve got to dig everything that you can make use of
or sell out of the glove compartment, all the storage cubbies and pockets, the trunk, and under
the seats. So now I needed to do a turbo pass through the car. Glove compartment: maps,
condoms, sunglasses, a set of pens. Under the seats: a wad of cash, couldn’t count it at a
glance, no matter, grabbed it. In the trunk: a naked woman.I slammed the trunk back shut,
hyperventilated a bit, opened the trunk again, and looked at her lying there. Half on her back, her
knees fully bent, her arms at her sides, her body turned a bit. She was small and delicate, but
she totally filled the tiny trunk. I nudged her with my finger; she was ice cold. I pushed one of her
arms a bit to the side and jumped when I saw how the underside of her arm was purple. I



pressed a finger to the spot where I thought her carotid was: nothing. She had tattoos around her
ankles, she was quite pretty even though her makeup was on too thick, and she was dead as a
tire iron. I shut the trunk back over her, carefully, as though she might have minded if I slammed it
with a loud bang. Then I leaned on the driver’s side door, fumbled a cigarette out of my jacket, lit
it, and sucked so deeply that I smoked half the cigarette in one breath.I had to ditch it. The body,
not the cigarette. You don’t hand a car smuggler a car with a corpse in the trunk, not even if it’s
an SLR. Or all the less if it’s an SLR? I was confused, but I knew the woman had to disappear.
It’s not like she was going to do it for me, so it was time for me to come up with a really clever
solution for this highly unusual problem, and fast. I took one more deep drag, flicked the butt
away, and was just about to get back into the car when I felt a hand on my shoulder. I flinched so
much I hit my chin on the top of the car.“Hey, Pascha, you’re on time. Good job.”The guy
grabbing me and praising me like some lame-ass nursery school teacher was Kevin, and he had
a goatee that looked like his girlfriend had painted it onto his jaw with fine eyeliner, and he was
always smirking. Maybe he suffered from Bell’s palsy. But in any case I always found him
repulsive, especially right now. He held out his palm.I was gasping for air and howling because I
hadn’t just hit my chin but also bitten my tongue, and I was frantically running through my options
for making the body in the trunk disappear before Kevin took the ride to Olli. It was no use, my
brain was a crashed hard drive, and so, totally exhausted, I just dropped the keys into Kevin’s
hand, and he said his buddy could drive me back into town. I stood there motionless in the
parking lot for a solid five minutes until I could bring myself to puke the remains of my greasy
midnight burger into the bowl of a rest-stop toilet. Then I felt a bit better, and I made my way
home.It would definitely have to be public transit this time, and I thought about what would
probably happen next. Kevin had several hundred horsepower under his ass and would crash,
and the car would catch fire, rendering both Kevin and the dead woman into fine ash. That was
my favorite vision. But there was another. Kevin drove straight to Olli, who glanced into the trunk,
got annoyed that I had served him up a mummy on the side that he had not ordered, and
immediately dumped the body at the front door to my building. Or he would distribute leaflets
with a photo of the dead woman with the words: “Are you looking for this woman? Ask Pascha,
Telephone 022…” Most likely, however, was that either Kevin or Olli would discover the body in
the trunk, drive down the closest forest road, unload her there, and then sell the car to the East,
just as planned. After all, I hadn’t seen any pools of blood or other contaminants in the trunk, so
the transaction involving the almost brand-spanking-new SLR could go off without a
hitch.Having arrived at this reassuring thought, I got out of the overcrowded bus and walked the
short distance to my favorite gambling joint and slid a few coins into the slots. Slowly I started
breathing normally again, although my tongue still hurt like hell when hot coffee with four spoons
of sugar flowed over it.I played for five hours until I didn’t have a cent left. Not just all of my
money, including the five hundred smackers out of the SLR, but worse: I owed Mehmet, the guy
who runs the gambling joint, for several out-of-pocket loans, so my total debt at the end of the
day ran a cool nineteen hundred euros. Not just debt from the slots, but that must already be



obvious to you brainiacs. Mehmet was furious because officially he wasn’t allowed to give out
loans, and now he’d have to pay up for the loss himself. I kept on telling him about my big job,
and I promised I’d bring him the cash as soon as I got my cut. I hoped I would in fact get the
dough Olli had promised me. My honeymoon would last forty-eight hours, and then Mehmet
would hunt me down. The day had started out crappy, it had a catastrophic climax, and it had
now ended in disaster.I didn’t hear a thing from Kevin or Olli the next day, or the next, and that
was slowly making me nervous. The forty-eight hours that Mehmet had given me were soon
over, and I didn’t know how I was going to pay him back. I found fifty euros in my apartment, my
emergency reserve in my rolled-up athletic socks that I hadn’t worn for decades, but if I gave
Mehmet my sock money I’d be totally broke and he’d still be angry, so that wasn’t any solution. I
started sitting around, alternately at home and at my favorite pubs, waiting for Kevin or another
of Olli’s errand boys to show up and give me the promised two thousand euros, and I was getting
nervous as Mehmet’s deadline approached. Even more nervous than I was before, I mean. I
didn’t want to be standing around all stupid like a cow at the slaughterhouse waiting for the guy
with the bolt gun, so I took a seat in the first-available streetcar and just rode, changed lines, and
directions, and rode back, transferred to the bus, and rode all over town. I transferred back to the
streetcar, where it was alternately ice cold and screaming hot, and I managed to wangle a
window seat and wipe the condensation from the pane; outside there were already two
centimeters of snow. Perfect. I hate snow. Anyone who loves cars must hate snow.I got off at a
plaza with lots of people and a news kiosk, invested my sock money in alcoholic beverages, and
took a train back downtown. I started getting tanked while I was still on the train. I got off
somewhere—naturally I had the great fortune of landing in the middle of a roadwork site. And
here I didn’t think we were still investing in infrastructure in this country anymore. I climbed up
some temporary stairs along with other riders, elbowing my way through the congestion points,
then I got lost and at some point took a pedestrian overpass bridge labeled with a sign saying
“All Downtown Lines: Straight Ahead.” Meanwhile my field of vision had dramatically narrowed,
the noises from my surroundings reached my jug ears as though from a great distance, but at
least I wasn’t all that worried about my debts.I felt the impact on my back despite my drunken
stupor. It caught me at the least opportune moment. In front of me there were two landings of
stairs leading downward, with temporary railings. My foot reached out a bit farther than planned
because of the impact, causing me to miss the first step. The second step was covered with
snow and was thus slippery, so my worn sole slid over the edge. The thin board that was
supposed to serve as a railing had about as much hold as a tow rope made of elastic. The nail
that was supposed to connect the temporary railing to the support column on the left gave way
immediately and without hesitation, and the nail on the right followed shortly thereafter. In those
seconds my gift of observation was indescribably good, good as never before, and perhaps that
alone should have given me pause, but I had no time for that. My feet slid forward through the
railing, I tipped backward, and the back of my head hit the wood forming the surface of the
bridge unbelievably hard before I completely sailed over the side. I experienced my plummet into



the depths in slow motion. Spinning around some kind of axis I slammed onto the pavement six
meters below. The noise that my body and above all my cranium made on impact startled even
those who couldn’t have seen my plummet at all because their backs were to me. As I was lying
on my stomach with my face to the side, I was still able to make out faces turning toward me, but
then I couldn’t see anything anymore.The darkness lasted for just a short moment, and then
suddenly, I suppose after about ten seconds, I was able to observe the entire scene very clearly
—from above. Now, I’m sure we’ve all seen our fill of those near-death-experience ghouls who
haunt talk show after talk show, describing their mystic experiences. They all observe their
bodies from the outside, and then comes the tunnel, and the light, blah blah blah. So I didn’t give
it much thought as I was floating over my twisted outer shell, which was littering the ground. I
waited for the tunnel, the light, and ultimately to grow up again inside my own body. That’s how
those reborn TV freaks always end up describing it.So I hung around and waited. I watched
people giving my body a poke, someone taking charge and blathering something about calling
for an ambulance, someone pressing on my wrist and carotid and with a serious face taking the
cell phone from the man calling the police, reporting into it that the accident victim was
dead.Now wait just a second, I thought, that guy is totally exaggerating. He’s welcome to pretend
like he’s in charge if he thinks he’ll impress women that way, but there have got to be limits, thank
you very much. Plus, his theatrical performance wasn’t even resulting in the fairer sex throwing
themselves at him, sobbing. The bystanders were just doing what bystanders do: standing
around and staring.I don’t want to bore you with all the details, so I’ll give you just the digest
version of the most important things: the police came, determined that I had fallen off the
makeshift pedestrian overpass, pronounced me—as I still thought, inaccurately—dead, and
called the coroner’s office.“Hi, Rolf,” said the short, chubby man in a dark brown duffle coat
(really, I swear, he came in a duffle coat) to the uniform, as he set down his bag and checked my
body for life signs. “Hi, Martin,” Rolf, the policeman, replied.“How long has he been here?” Duffie
asked the crowd of gawkers who were now stamping their freezing feet behind the red and white
cordon that had since been strung up.“Seventeen minutes,” answered the eager hero with
paramedic training. Brownnoser.“Accident or foul play?” Duffie asked.“Unclear,” replied a guy in
civilian clothes who had given the orders for where the red and white tape should be strung up,
and who generally gave the impression of being the guy calling the shots.Policemen were
scurrying around taking a thousand pictures of me, the bridge, the railing, and the bottle that had
fallen out of my hand. They retraced the way I had come, measuring distances and angles, and
they all looked terribly busy. Duffie—that is, Martin—knelt down next to me in the softly falling
snow, studying me top to bottom, part of it actually through a magnifying glass he had pulled out
of his bag. He combed every centimeter of my head, paying particularly close attention to the
spot on the back of my head that had hit the plank on the wood overpass bridge, and then he
crawled around with his face nearly to the ground trying to see as much as possible of the left
half of my face, which I was lying on, before he finally turned me over. Then he did his
examination again on my now-visible front side with the magnifying glass, and finally, finally he



was through. He put the magnifying glass back into his bag, scanned around him, discovered
what he was looking for, and gestured with his left hand. Two men came over, stuffed my body
into my to-go box, and hauled me away.As you can well imagine, I was totally freaked out. Those
near-death-experience talk show attention-seekers on TV never mentioned the whole thing
taking so long. They never said a word about people coming, recording your death, coroners
staring at you like an insect under a magnifying glass, getting plopped into a box and hauled
off.Hauled off—where to? I suddenly wondered, feeling panic take over. How the hell am I
supposed to find my way back into my body if I don’t know where it is? You can imagine my
horror. So I whooshed over behind the two figures who had just loaded the casket containing my
body into a vehicle. Fortunately, and unlike the pallbearers, I did not slip on the icy street; instead
I just whooshed through the air and flashed into the vehicle. Perhaps this as well should have
given me pause, but we’ve already addressed this topic. I didn’t have any time for pauses. I was
just happy that I was still with my body as the vehicle started.I didn’t look out the window; I wasn’t
particularly interested where they were taking me so long as I was just with my body. At some
point they went down a ramp, and then the vehicle’s door opened; a long corridor was waiting for
us, and then a door. They pulled open a stainless steel drawer and set my body inside; I wafted
in afterward, of course, and then the drawer closed—and we lay in the dark, my body and
I.Again, because of my confusion, and maybe as a side effect of the alcohol—I really didn’t know
if you could be wasted as a ghost having a near-death experience—I lacked any sense of time,
but at some point the drawer opened, my body was placed onto a gurney, pushed into a tiled
room, and transferred onto a stainless-steel table with an outlet strainer at the foot end, and then
Duffie/Martin stepped up to the table along with another man. The other man was holding a
Dictaphone and spoke the introduction into it. “Autopsy of a male body for the Cologne District
Attorney’s Office. Identified by the police as Sascha Lerchenberg, age: twenty-four, height: one
hundred seventy-three centimeters, weight: sixty-nine kilograms.”I was still pretty confused, but
that was entirely appropriate because what ensued was truly horrific. My initial confusion
blossomed into full-on panic as I saw what Martin was holding in his hand: a gleaming scalpel
that looked pretty damn sharp. He put it into position and sliced my entire torso open, starting at
my chin in a straight incision going so far down you really couldn’t go any farther. I expected a
torrent of blood, but nothing happened. Meanwhile, Mr. Blabbermouth commented into his
stupid recorder on each incision and every finding while I circled above the autopsy table in
extreme agitation. I felt sick. Layer by layer my skin was peeled off, the fat tissue underneath
exposed and folded back—I don’t remember all the details very well anymore—until the situation
started to get really disgusting: Martin grabbed my testicles.“Dude, get your monkey beaters off
my balls!” I roared with the greatest urgency, and Martin spun around, so startled I thought he
might slash his colleague right open. That was the moment I realized he could hear
me.TWO“What is it?” the guy with the Dictaphone asked. I couldn’t make out his whole face
because slicer guys wear these ridiculous face masks when they’re dissecting bodies, but his
eyes had grown a little bigger out of fear as Martin’s scalpel hissed through the air in front of his



abdomen.“I, uh, I don’t know,” Martin stammered, and I sensed his uncertainty. Ditto on that, plus
I felt really indignant (that’s another cool word Martin’s taught me), I’m sure you can imagine. I
mean, what would you say if some perv in green scrubs started by professionally filleting you
and then wanted to cut your balls off? That’s what I’m talking about.“Do we need to prepare the
testicles?” Martin asked, sounding somehow sheepish.“Nah,” came the response from behind
the mask, the guy’s eyes narrowing. He smirked big. “Only our female colleagues enjoy that.
Leave them, it’s OK. Cause of death is clear, right?”Martin nodded. “Occipital blunt force trauma
resulting in cardiopulmonary collapse due to massive brainstem injury, presumably the result of
falling from the bridge onto the back of the head.”The other guy put the Dictaphone back up to
his mask and said, “Preparation of testicles not necessary,” then he switched it off and stretched.
“Gotta pee.”Martin nodded. Martin stayed with me but took a step back from the table and
watched his diminutive assistant, who was putting the pieces that Martin had cut out of my
organs into Mason jars. At the time I wasn’t able to make heads or tails of the scene, but since
then I’ve learned that a fine tissue sample is taken from every organ, which in hospital slang is
called a histo sample. Comes from histology, but you don’t need to know that. Cutting the body
open is only one part of an autopsy. There’s also the toxicology report and even a genetic test, if
they need one.During my own autopsy, though, all I could do was circle around gawking, but
otherwise I kept quiet. Martin was also unnaturally quiet. It was as though he were listening
intently, uncertain whether he should be listening outwardly or inwardly. At first I left him
alone.The autopsy of my body was completed according to regulation and without further
disruptions; the slaughterhouse—as I call the white-tiled room—was cleaned; and I—that is, the
physical shell of me that had since been rather nastily disemboweled, restuffed with all the
organs that had been taken out, and then sewed back up—was returned to my refrigerated
drawer, labeled “Morgue Drawer 4.” At the last moment before the drawer fully closed, I changed
my mind, whooshed out of the narrow slit, and took position near the ceiling lamp where I had a
good view of the room. There wasn’t that much to see, because there wasn’t anything to see
apart from the refrigerated morgue drawers—inside which, incidentally, the prevailing
temperature is four degrees Celsius. I hung out for a while wavering, then I made an attempt to
get out into the corridor through the narrow crevice between the swinging doors. Bingo!
Apparently quitting time had arrived down here because there wasn’t a soul in the entire
basement, which consisted of long corridors, the morgue and autopsy section, and a few
storage rooms. Except for me, because I believe the term “soul” applies to no one as well as it
does to me. I haunted (another word that had suddenly gained currency) around aimlessly and
haphazardly. After spending quite a while like that, at some point I got bored, but I didn’t trust
myself to leave the basement, so I went back over in front of the door to my morgue drawer and
daydreamed a little there in front of myself. At least I hadn’t lost this skill, one I had always
excelled in.Again Martin was the first person I saw the next morning, and he exuded a distinctly
palpable, nervous unease. Like when you’re faced with a job you know is way over your
head.“Hi, Martin,” I said, and from the terrified expression on his face I could see that he’d heard



me again, or at least somehow sensed me, because when I write here that I “say” something,
this of course has nothing to do with the production of sound waves, since for that one obviously
needs vocal cords. Mine, however, were cut up into little pieces inside the dissected throat of the
mincemeat corpse in Morgue Drawer Four.“I’m Pascha, the guy in Morgue Drawer Four. You
wanted to cut my balls off yesterday?”Not the lowest-stress way to introduce myself, I admit, but
at least it was direct and pertinent. He should know right away who he was dealing
with.“Sascha,” Martin whispered. Of course he could have no way of knowing that I had changed
the first letter of my name from S to P ever since that schlocky TV show with that guy named
Sascha on it, and so now I go by Pascha. Nothing to do with Turkish brothels. I was nice enough
to explain this to him.Martin stood at the wall, his chubby face twitching and wriggling, its color
resembling that of his chilled clients. He wiped his trembling hand nervously over his eyes.“I’m
hearing voices.”He didn’t say that—he thought it, and I could hear it! Awesome!“If you’re hearing
multiple voices, you should see the doctor, but if you’re hearing just my voice, that’s OK—after
all, I’ve been talking with you the whole time!”“Who are you?” he whispered.“I just told you,” I
said, slightly annoyed. “I’m the guy who got pushed off that bridge; you examined me at the
scene, and yesterday you practically puréed me on your table!”“But you’re dead; you can’t speak
to me,” he objected.All right, the man is a scientist, but still, for an academic I thought he was
acting pretty stupid.“Haven’t you ever heard any of those near-death stories? You know, the soul
leaves the body, hangs out for a while, and then at some point makes its way through the
tunnel.”“Yes,” he breathed.“But there isn’t any tunnel here; I don’t know where I’m supposed to
go.”He didn’t say anything. I didn’t say anything either, and so we each dwelled on our thoughts,
with his forming a bewildered mess.Suddenly the chaos of neurons within his brain reorganized
itself, and a thought formulated itself clearly and distinctly out of the soup of letters: “You said
you were pushed?”“Duh,” I said. “What, do you think I’d go and take a nosedive off a temporary
bridge J4K?”I couldn’t literally see the question marks popping out of his gray matter, but the
scientist was obviously unfamiliar with the truncated communication style of today’s youth.“You
were severely inebriated,” he objected, cautiously.“Well, yeah…” I conceded. “I’d had a
few…”“Your blood alcohol level was three point seven,” Martin countered; he likes to be precise,
but I think I mentioned that already.“Three point seven! Right on!” I was extremely impressed
with myself. This pleasure did not persist, however, since my inebriated condition was apparently
being used against me here. My murderer was going to get away with it because the official
opinion was that my self-induced state of intoxication was the cause of my tumble from the
bridge. That’s just not what happened! And even worse, my buddies were going to think I was so
wasted I died from my own stupidity. What kind of an obituary is that? “He was wasted and fell off
a bridge!” So at that point, my vanity took over: the afterlife has to include a little bit of
vindication, too.“I was pushed,” I emphasized, perhaps somewhat more expressively than was
absolutely necessary, but in any case Martin rubbed his temples and groaned.“All right,” he
moaned. “Please stop yelling at me that way.”“Take it easy,” I said, making an effort to sound cool.
“So tell me one more time exactly what the epitaph is that the cops are going to be carving onto



my tombstone.”I felt those question marks popping up again like bubbles in the bathtub when
you let one, but Martin had already understood more or less what I wanted from him.“The police
investigation didn’t yield any suspicion of exogenous effect, nor did the autopsy. In view of the
blood alcohol level, the snow on the stairs, and the poor condition of the railing, the cause of
death was determined to be an accident resulting in fatality. However, there will also be an
investigation because of the railing.”“That’s bullshit,” I said clearly and distinctly.Martin
winced.“You’ve got to tell them that’s not right,” I demanded.I considered this demand to be
logical and quite simple. Pick up the phone, call the cops, let them know, done. But of course
with academic types nothing is easy, let alone straightforward.“On what basis should I make
such an assertion?” Martin asked.The question brought me precipitously close to the limit of my
patience. Here he’s got the ultimate witness to a murder, namely, the victim himself, and the
doctor is asking on what basis he should disseminate the victim’s knowledge of the details of the
crime. Seriously?“On the basis of my statement,” I said, choosing my wording carefully and
judiciously so as not to stoop to obscenities and insults, because I naturally wanted the good
man to persist in his good will toward me. The problems you’ve got to put up with as a dead
guy!“That won’t work,” Martin objected. “No one will ever believe me.” And after a short pause: “I
don’t believe it myself.”He rubbed his forehead again and passed his flat hand over his neatly
trimmed haircut, a haircut that made him seem like one of those snooty do-gooders hosting
some after-school special, and he hastily left the cold room. I let him keep his lead, strolling—if
that’s what you might call slowly gliding along without any hustle or bustle—behind him.At first I
kept close to Martin, using any doors that he opened so I could slip through myself, but that was
pretty seriously slowing me down. So I started hanging back a bit, testing out my
maneuverability. I could get through the narrowest crack in a door without any problem, and I
could even whoosh through a keyhole. I brushed up along the ceiling, right over the floor, and
even behind cabinets, and I determined that the only interesting vantage point is from above.
You don’t see much from behind a cabinet.I grew braver and left the basement. In the stairwell I
floated up one story step by step, but then I created my own sort of elevator by no longer
zigzagging up the stairs but just shooting up vertically straight to the top through the center of
the stairwell. When that got too boring, I entered the top floor and looked around there. That level
—like the rest of the building, but at that point I of course didn’t know this—was also full of
offices and laboratories. Men and women, many of them in their let’s-play-doctor coats, were
sitting at lab tables and writing desks, standing in break rooms or crouched in front of whatever
random equipment there was. They were acting like normal people—talking, making phone
calls, drinking coffee and tea out of these unspeakably huge mugs the size of swine troughs with
random witty quotes, horoscopes, or pictures of their babies on them. In other words, typical
German office culture that, should a UFO occupation force land here one day, will prompt them
to completely annihilate the human race. And we won’t be able to blame those ooze-ridden
creatures from outer space one bit!Most of these folks, apart from their stupid mugs and lab
coats, looked like totally normal people. So it wouldn’t necessarily have occurred to anyone that



all of them were spending their days slicing open bodies to remove their hearts, livers, kidneys,
and other accessories and have a look-see at what the deceased had most recently eaten and
when they had last screwed and whether there might somewhere be some kind of clue that
Grandma didn’t kick it from advanced age but rather had met her demise at the hands of a son,
son-in-law, grandson, or the director of nursing services who was hoping to come into a fat
inheritance soon. Now that’s fucked up.So far I had been crawling through the narrowest of
crevices, but now I was ready to find out for sure: I assumed position in front of a wall separating
two offices, concentrated, and—flashed through. Just like that. I didn’t even feel like I had to
rearrange my hair. Of course, I didn’t have hair anymore, but you understand what I’m trying to
say, right? I took the same way back through, and the only thing that was unpleasant about it
was the visual perception. In other words: “What do you see?” And that’s exactly the problem:
“Nada.” To be precise, I can’t see what’s behind a wall that I want to go through. So, it’s like taking
a running start, barrelling full steam ahead, and then you’re already there. Where you may not
even have wanted to go! It just felt somehow safer floating carefully through a door. It wasn’t as
abrupt.I didn’t feel like messing around by myself anymore, so I went in search of Martin, who I
found in the break room. His cup was filled with weak tea, the little paper tag from the teabag
hanging over the rim, mercifully concealing some motto by a Zen master printed on the cup’s
side.Suddenly I wondered what cruel fate had bound me specifically to this man because—I had
determined this immediately upon floating into the break room—I was receiving thought signals
from no one else but Martin. I would really have preferred any type of signal at all from the other
person present. It was a she, and bada bing. Long legs in well-worn jeans; tight turtleneck; wide,
smiling lips; dark eyes; and a curly black mane she had casually tied back with a rubber band.
Her white lab coat looked a little goofy, but no biggie—this was straight-up the Woman of My
Dreams. Hanging out with chubby, Zen-tea-slurping Martin here in the break room. Didn’t she
have anything better to do?Martin was actually managing not to constantly stare at her nicely
shaped bazooms but look her in the eyes. How was he doing that? I searched his brain for the
order printed in bold black capital letters: LOOK HER IN THE EYES! But there wasn’t anything in
there. He was just managing it. Was this guy queer?“How was your weekend, Martin?” the fair
maiden asked.“Fantastic,” Martin said. “And successful. I found four new maps.”“New new-maps,
or new old-maps?” the Dream Woman asked.“Old,” Martin answered with a stupid grin.What
kind of garbage were these two blathering about? New old/new maps?!?“And how was your
weekend, Katrin?” Martin asked.“Challenging,” she replied, and I was about to start imagining
what a challenging weekend with this woman looked like, but then she kept talking. “My brother
and I had to clean out my parents’ house, now that they’ve passed away.”“Doesn’t she have a
boyfriend?” I asked Martin.Martin was in the middle of murmuring something that sounded like
an apology and condolences, but my interim question threw him off. He hesitated mid-sentence
and quickly took a sip from his mug.“Push her down on her back,” I challenged him. “A good
screw will help her through her problems more than a bunch of crap condolences.”He snorted
with a start into his tea, which slopped over the edge and ran down his sweater and pants.Katrin



reacted quickly, turning around to grab a towel. All right! I thought, into it. Now she was rubbing
Martin’s pants dry. He likely saw that coming, but instead of closing his eyes in pleasure and
letting things run their course, he took the towel out of her hand and hectically tried to wipe his
coat dry himself. How stupid can a guy be? An opportunity to get one rubbed out good by small,
fast, feminine hands isn’t something you pass up! What kind of issues had I stumbled across
here, exactly?“Aren’t you feeling well?” Katrin asked.The question had crossed my mind as well,
although I had been thinking more about the mental and hormonal health of my fleshly friend,
but she was surely asking because Martin’s nose had gone pale and his cheeks were softly
flushed, and he was acting all agitated.“Yes, yes,” Martin answered much too quickly. “I’m just
fine, thank you.”Katrin didn’t look convinced, and I couldn’t blame her. It seemed like she wanted
to say something else but thought better of it and said goodbye with a friendly, “See you this
afternoon?”Martin nodded.“Have you no sense of decorum?” Martin hissed at me. And he really
hissed it, even though thinking it would of course also have sufficed. “I would be truly grateful to
you if you would refrain from interfering in my conversations.”I wanted to draw his attention to the
fact that someone was standing in the door to the break room, but Martin kept on chewing me
out.TWO“What is it?” the guy with the Dictaphone asked. I couldn’t make out his whole face
because slicer guys wear these ridiculous face masks when they’re dissecting bodies, but his
eyes had grown a little bigger out of fear as Martin’s scalpel hissed through the air in front of his
abdomen.“I, uh, I don’t know,” Martin stammered, and I sensed his uncertainty. Ditto on that, plus
I felt really indignant (that’s another cool word Martin’s taught me), I’m sure you can imagine. I
mean, what would you say if some perv in green scrubs started by professionally filleting you
and then wanted to cut your balls off? That’s what I’m talking about.“Do we need to prepare the
testicles?” Martin asked, sounding somehow sheepish.“Nah,” came the response from behind
the mask, the guy’s eyes narrowing. He smirked big. “Only our female colleagues enjoy that.
Leave them, it’s OK. Cause of death is clear, right?”Martin nodded. “Occipital blunt force trauma
resulting in cardiopulmonary collapse due to massive brainstem injury, presumably the result of
falling from the bridge onto the back of the head.”The other guy put the Dictaphone back up to
his mask and said, “Preparation of testicles not necessary,” then he switched it off and stretched.
“Gotta pee.”Martin nodded. Martin stayed with me but took a step back from the table and
watched his diminutive assistant, who was putting the pieces that Martin had cut out of my
organs into Mason jars. At the time I wasn’t able to make heads or tails of the scene, but since
then I’ve learned that a fine tissue sample is taken from every organ, which in hospital slang is
called a histo sample. Comes from histology, but you don’t need to know that. Cutting the body
open is only one part of an autopsy. There’s also the toxicology report and even a genetic test, if
they need one.During my own autopsy, though, all I could do was circle around gawking, but
otherwise I kept quiet. Martin was also unnaturally quiet. It was as though he were listening
intently, uncertain whether he should be listening outwardly or inwardly. At first I left him
alone.The autopsy of my body was completed according to regulation and without further
disruptions; the slaughterhouse—as I call the white-tiled room—was cleaned; and I—that is, the



physical shell of me that had since been rather nastily disemboweled, restuffed with all the
organs that had been taken out, and then sewed back up—was returned to my refrigerated
drawer, labeled “Morgue Drawer 4.” At the last moment before the drawer fully closed, I changed
my mind, whooshed out of the narrow slit, and took position near the ceiling lamp where I had a
good view of the room. There wasn’t that much to see, because there wasn’t anything to see
apart from the refrigerated morgue drawers—inside which, incidentally, the prevailing
temperature is four degrees Celsius. I hung out for a while wavering, then I made an attempt to
get out into the corridor through the narrow crevice between the swinging doors. Bingo!
Apparently quitting time had arrived down here because there wasn’t a soul in the entire
basement, which consisted of long corridors, the morgue and autopsy section, and a few
storage rooms. Except for me, because I believe the term “soul” applies to no one as well as it
does to me. I haunted (another word that had suddenly gained currency) around aimlessly and
haphazardly. After spending quite a while like that, at some point I got bored, but I didn’t trust
myself to leave the basement, so I went back over in front of the door to my morgue drawer and
daydreamed a little there in front of myself. At least I hadn’t lost this skill, one I had always
excelled in.Again Martin was the first person I saw the next morning, and he exuded a distinctly
palpable, nervous unease. Like when you’re faced with a job you know is way over your
head.“Hi, Martin,” I said, and from the terrified expression on his face I could see that he’d heard
me again, or at least somehow sensed me, because when I write here that I “say” something,
this of course has nothing to do with the production of sound waves, since for that one obviously
needs vocal cords. Mine, however, were cut up into little pieces inside the dissected throat of the
mincemeat corpse in Morgue Drawer Four.“I’m Pascha, the guy in Morgue Drawer Four. You
wanted to cut my balls off yesterday?”Not the lowest-stress way to introduce myself, I admit, but
at least it was direct and pertinent. He should know right away who he was dealing
with.“Sascha,” Martin whispered. Of course he could have no way of knowing that I had changed
the first letter of my name from S to P ever since that schlocky TV show with that guy named
Sascha on it, and so now I go by Pascha. Nothing to do with Turkish brothels. I was nice enough
to explain this to him.Martin stood at the wall, his chubby face twitching and wriggling, its color
resembling that of his chilled clients. He wiped his trembling hand nervously over his eyes.“I’m
hearing voices.”He didn’t say that—he thought it, and I could hear it! Awesome!“If you’re hearing
multiple voices, you should see the doctor, but if you’re hearing just my voice, that’s OK—after
all, I’ve been talking with you the whole time!”“Who are you?” he whispered.“I just told you,” I
said, slightly annoyed. “I’m the guy who got pushed off that bridge; you examined me at the
scene, and yesterday you practically puréed me on your table!”“But you’re dead; you can’t speak
to me,” he objected.All right, the man is a scientist, but still, for an academic I thought he was
acting pretty stupid.“Haven’t you ever heard any of those near-death stories? You know, the soul
leaves the body, hangs out for a while, and then at some point makes its way through the
tunnel.”“Yes,” he breathed.“But there isn’t any tunnel here; I don’t know where I’m supposed to
go.”He didn’t say anything. I didn’t say anything either, and so we each dwelled on our thoughts,



with his forming a bewildered mess.Suddenly the chaos of neurons within his brain reorganized
itself, and a thought formulated itself clearly and distinctly out of the soup of letters: “You said
you were pushed?”“Duh,” I said. “What, do you think I’d go and take a nosedive off a temporary
bridge J4K?”I couldn’t literally see the question marks popping out of his gray matter, but the
scientist was obviously unfamiliar with the truncated communication style of today’s youth.“You
were severely inebriated,” he objected, cautiously.“Well, yeah…” I conceded. “I’d had a
few…”“Your blood alcohol level was three point seven,” Martin countered; he likes to be precise,
but I think I mentioned that already.“Three point seven! Right on!” I was extremely impressed
with myself. This pleasure did not persist, however, since my inebriated condition was apparently
being used against me here. My murderer was going to get away with it because the official
opinion was that my self-induced state of intoxication was the cause of my tumble from the
bridge. That’s just not what happened! And even worse, my buddies were going to think I was so
wasted I died from my own stupidity. What kind of an obituary is that? “He was wasted and fell off
a bridge!” So at that point, my vanity took over: the afterlife has to include a little bit of
vindication, too.“I was pushed,” I emphasized, perhaps somewhat more expressively than was
absolutely necessary, but in any case Martin rubbed his temples and groaned.“All right,” he
moaned. “Please stop yelling at me that way.”“Take it easy,” I said, making an effort to sound cool.
“So tell me one more time exactly what the epitaph is that the cops are going to be carving onto
my tombstone.”I felt those question marks popping up again like bubbles in the bathtub when
you let one, but Martin had already understood more or less what I wanted from him.“The police
investigation didn’t yield any suspicion of exogenous effect, nor did the autopsy. In view of the
blood alcohol level, the snow on the stairs, and the poor condition of the railing, the cause of
death was determined to be an accident resulting in fatality. However, there will also be an
investigation because of the railing.”“That’s bullshit,” I said clearly and distinctly.Martin
winced.“You’ve got to tell them that’s not right,” I demanded.I considered this demand to be
logical and quite simple. Pick up the phone, call the cops, let them know, done. But of course
with academic types nothing is easy, let alone straightforward.“On what basis should I make
such an assertion?” Martin asked.The question brought me precipitously close to the limit of my
patience. Here he’s got the ultimate witness to a murder, namely, the victim himself, and the
doctor is asking on what basis he should disseminate the victim’s knowledge of the details of the
crime. Seriously?“On the basis of my statement,” I said, choosing my wording carefully and
judiciously so as not to stoop to obscenities and insults, because I naturally wanted the good
man to persist in his good will toward me. The problems you’ve got to put up with as a dead
guy!“That won’t work,” Martin objected. “No one will ever believe me.” And after a short pause: “I
don’t believe it myself.”He rubbed his forehead again and passed his flat hand over his neatly
trimmed haircut, a haircut that made him seem like one of those snooty do-gooders hosting
some after-school special, and he hastily left the cold room. I let him keep his lead, strolling—if
that’s what you might call slowly gliding along without any hustle or bustle—behind him.At first I
kept close to Martin, using any doors that he opened so I could slip through myself, but that was



pretty seriously slowing me down. So I started hanging back a bit, testing out my
maneuverability. I could get through the narrowest crack in a door without any problem, and I
could even whoosh through a keyhole. I brushed up along the ceiling, right over the floor, and
even behind cabinets, and I determined that the only interesting vantage point is from above.
You don’t see much from behind a cabinet.I grew braver and left the basement. In the stairwell I
floated up one story step by step, but then I created my own sort of elevator by no longer
zigzagging up the stairs but just shooting up vertically straight to the top through the center of
the stairwell. When that got too boring, I entered the top floor and looked around there. That level
—like the rest of the building, but at that point I of course didn’t know this—was also full of
offices and laboratories. Men and women, many of them in their let’s-play-doctor coats, were
sitting at lab tables and writing desks, standing in break rooms or crouched in front of whatever
random equipment there was. They were acting like normal people—talking, making phone
calls, drinking coffee and tea out of these unspeakably huge mugs the size of swine troughs with
random witty quotes, horoscopes, or pictures of their babies on them. In other words, typical
German office culture that, should a UFO occupation force land here one day, will prompt them
to completely annihilate the human race. And we won’t be able to blame those ooze-ridden
creatures from outer space one bit!Most of these folks, apart from their stupid mugs and lab
coats, looked like totally normal people. So it wouldn’t necessarily have occurred to anyone that
all of them were spending their days slicing open bodies to remove their hearts, livers, kidneys,
and other accessories and have a look-see at what the deceased had most recently eaten and
when they had last screwed and whether there might somewhere be some kind of clue that
Grandma didn’t kick it from advanced age but rather had met her demise at the hands of a son,
son-in-law, grandson, or the director of nursing services who was hoping to come into a fat
inheritance soon. Now that’s fucked up.So far I had been crawling through the narrowest of
crevices, but now I was ready to find out for sure: I assumed position in front of a wall separating
two offices, concentrated, and—flashed through. Just like that. I didn’t even feel like I had to
rearrange my hair. Of course, I didn’t have hair anymore, but you understand what I’m trying to
say, right? I took the same way back through, and the only thing that was unpleasant about it
was the visual perception. In other words: “What do you see?” And that’s exactly the problem:
“Nada.” To be precise, I can’t see what’s behind a wall that I want to go through. So, it’s like taking
a running start, barrelling full steam ahead, and then you’re already there. Where you may not
even have wanted to go! It just felt somehow safer floating carefully through a door. It wasn’t as
abrupt.I didn’t feel like messing around by myself anymore, so I went in search of Martin, who I
found in the break room. His cup was filled with weak tea, the little paper tag from the teabag
hanging over the rim, mercifully concealing some motto by a Zen master printed on the cup’s
side.Suddenly I wondered what cruel fate had bound me specifically to this man because—I had
determined this immediately upon floating into the break room—I was receiving thought signals
from no one else but Martin. I would really have preferred any type of signal at all from the other
person present. It was a she, and bada bing. Long legs in well-worn jeans; tight turtleneck; wide,



smiling lips; dark eyes; and a curly black mane she had casually tied back with a rubber band.
Her white lab coat looked a little goofy, but no biggie—this was straight-up the Woman of My
Dreams. Hanging out with chubby, Zen-tea-slurping Martin here in the break room. Didn’t she
have anything better to do?Martin was actually managing not to constantly stare at her nicely
shaped bazooms but look her in the eyes. How was he doing that? I searched his brain for the
order printed in bold black capital letters: LOOK HER IN THE EYES! But there wasn’t anything in
there. He was just managing it. Was this guy queer?“How was your weekend, Martin?” the fair
maiden asked.“Fantastic,” Martin said. “And successful. I found four new maps.”“New new-maps,
or new old-maps?” the Dream Woman asked.“Old,” Martin answered with a stupid grin.What
kind of garbage were these two blathering about? New old/new maps?!?“And how was your
weekend, Katrin?” Martin asked.“Challenging,” she replied, and I was about to start imagining
what a challenging weekend with this woman looked like, but then she kept talking. “My brother
and I had to clean out my parents’ house, now that they’ve passed away.”“Doesn’t she have a
boyfriend?” I asked Martin.Martin was in the middle of murmuring something that sounded like
an apology and condolences, but my interim question threw him off. He hesitated mid-sentence
and quickly took a sip from his mug.“Push her down on her back,” I challenged him. “A good
screw will help her through her problems more than a bunch of crap condolences.”He snorted
with a start into his tea, which slopped over the edge and ran down his sweater and pants.Katrin
reacted quickly, turning around to grab a towel. All right! I thought, into it. Now she was rubbing
Martin’s pants dry. He likely saw that coming, but instead of closing his eyes in pleasure and
letting things run their course, he took the towel out of her hand and hectically tried to wipe his
coat dry himself. How stupid can a guy be? An opportunity to get one rubbed out good by small,
fast, feminine hands isn’t something you pass up! What kind of issues had I stumbled across
here, exactly?“Aren’t you feeling well?” Katrin asked.The question had crossed my mind as well,
although I had been thinking more about the mental and hormonal health of my fleshly friend,
but she was surely asking because Martin’s nose had gone pale and his cheeks were softly
flushed, and he was acting all agitated.“Yes, yes,” Martin answered much too quickly. “I’m just
fine, thank you.”Katrin didn’t look convinced, and I couldn’t blame her. It seemed like she wanted
to say something else but thought better of it and said goodbye with a friendly, “See you this
afternoon?”Martin nodded.“Have you no sense of decorum?” Martin hissed at me. And he really
hissed it, even though thinking it would of course also have sufficed. “I would be truly grateful to
you if you would refrain from interfering in my conversations.”I wanted to draw his attention to the
fact that someone was standing in the door to the break room, but Martin kept on chewing me
out.
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AnnMarie Lamser, “Great first book. "Morgue Drawer Four" was a page-a-day recommendation
and it deserves it spot. This mystery was originally written in German and the translation to
English is excellent. The story starts out with small time car thief Pascha Lerchenberg
describing the events leading up to his demise, where he ends up in morgue drawer #4 under
the care of pathologist Martin Gansewein. It turns out Martin is the only one who can hear
Pascha and Martin is very reluctantly drawn into helping him investigate his death. Especially
since Pascha had a blood alcohol level of 3.7 when he fell from a construction walkway. "Three
point seven! Right on! I was extremely impressed with myself. This pleasure did not persist,
however, since my inebriated condition was apparently being used against me here. My
murderer was going to get away with it because the official opinion was that my self-induced
state of intoxication was the cause of my tumble from the bridge. That's just not what
happened! And even worse, my buddies were going to think I was so wasted I died from my
own stupidity. What kind of obituary was that? 'He was so wasted he fell off a bridge!' " Pascha
and Martin are a classic odd couple. Pascha is a street savvy, beer guzzling, act first think later
kind of guy. Martin is a highly educated, tea drinking guy who drives an economical/
environmental car that drives Pascha crazy. In fact, most of Martin's life seems a little left of
center to Pascha but Martin's excursions into Pascha's world are equally bewildering to him.
The story is told from Pascha's point of view, with the added bonus that he can hear and sense
the emotions coming from Martin. The character development is good. You get an immediate
sense of who these two guys are. I also loved how Pascha is forced into some reluctant self-
reflection when the afterlife isn't working out quite the way he thought it would. The story moves
along at a nice steady pace and kept me turning the pages. I enjoyed the descriptive language
and the time the author spent establishing the scene. I'm not sure if that was all the author or
partly the translation. Either way it works for me. I didn't guess the villain, but then I usually
don't. I was excited to learn that the next two books in the series have already been published in
German and are currently being translated.”

Ebook Library Reader, “I was surprised by how involved I became in the story. Author Jutta
Profijt has taken a quirky, offbeat idea, developed it, refined it, and served it up to perfection. The
combination of cultured, intelligent, shy Dr. Martin Gänsewein and the boisterous, profane and
practically illiterate Pascha Lerchenberg is the best pairing since Oscar Madison and Felix
Ungar. There is also a stronger than normal sense of reader participation in the book. What do I
mean by that? Working together as a team understandably takes Martin and Pascha quite a bit
of time, and while Martin is working through the stages of avoidance, denial and acceptance and
Pascha is figuring out what he can and cannot do, the reader can pick up the trail of clues these
two characters need to follow.At first Pascha is not a very likeable character. He has a
completely selfish view of the world, and his limited skills center around grand theft auto. His



desires and his impulses are the center of his universe. What is fun to watch is how he very
slowly begins to change as he spends more and more time with intelligent, detail-oriented, true
blue Martin. Pascha starts seeing the world from a very different perspective, and he even
makes a concerted effort to improve his vocabulary. Of course, once Martin gets over the feeling
that he's gone insane, his blinkered world view begins to expand as well, and it's amazing to see
the lengths this reserved, almost innocent man will go to in order to bring a killer to justice.I
expected this book to be witty and funny-- and it is. I was surprised by how involved I became in
the action and by how touching many of the scenes were. Erik J. Macki's work is superb, picking
up many nuances that often get lost in other translated books. Morgue Drawer Four is a
humorous mystery with unexpected depth, and I really look forward to reading the other "Morgue
Drawer" books. My only reservation is that a premise like this may not be strong enough to
support a long-running series. Sometimes short and sweet is best.”

Ann de Vries, “First Rate Droll Comedy of Manners. Easily a Ten Star Book. Highly Recommend
It.. I absolutely loved this book. I read some of the other reviews before starting mine, and I was
surprised by the negative ones. What surprised me was that many people hated the ghost and
felt his interjections spoiled a mystery book. That was when I realized that judging this book is a
matter of perception, what one expects the book to be about.I did not approach this book
thinking that it would be a straightforward mystery book. It was really more of a comedy of
manners. The relationship between the coroner and the ghost was the whole point of the book.
The search for the proof of a murder was only important in that it was what brought these two
protagonists together.The ghost is obnoxious and he is supposed to be obnoxious. He is the
direct opposite of the poor, beleagured coroner. The juxtaposition of the ghost's manners,
morals, attitudes and behaviours with those of the coroner are what drive the story. The out-of-
character behaviours and reactions that the ghost's actions elicit from the coroner are the
story.This is very much a book where the journey is more important than the arrival. There is a
mystery and we want to see it solved, but we are more entertained by the comedy of manners
between the two protagonists. The dialogue between the two, as well as the ghost's inner
dialogue are superbly written and the translator did an excellent job of conveying the author's
sometimes subtle, sometimes not so subtle dry humour. This book had me laughing out loud,
with eyes watering at times, it was that funny.As I said, I loved this book. It was well written,
literate and humorous. It truly deserved any prizes it won. I highly recommend this book to
anyone who has an appreciation of the absurd. The mystery was good but the comedy of
manners was excellent and as well done as any I've ever read before.”

Mike N, “Much better than my expectations!. I don't know why, but I wasn't expecting too much
from this one. Perhaps because I thought it was a self-published job, and while there are plenty
of decent self-published kindle books, they are far outweighed by the dross.Well, I was wrong -
on both counts as it turns out, as I discovered when the author thanked her editor at the end. It



also turns out she's been nominated for an award.The story centres around recently-dead
Pascha, who finds himself able to communicate with Martin - the man performing the autopsy on
his body. Unfortunately he can _only_ communicate with Martin and nobody else. Convinced
that his death wasn't an accident, he ropes Martin into helping him discover the truth.There's a
strong element of the "mismatched-partner" routine that we're all so familiar with from Hollywood
cop-movies. This is often clichéd, but here it works, perhaps because of the unusual reason that
the people are so different, though even had Pascha been alive the 2 characters would have
been very different.It's a well written story (and/or well-translated story, since it was written in
German first), very few errors in the text (a problem which affects so many kindle books!)I
noticed a few people criticising it becuase it takes place in Germany. I don't quite understand
how that can be a negative point, but it really makes no difference. The author knew that region,
so it's set there, but the story could probably have played out in any country, and the setting is
largely irrelevant in that respect.All in all, I'd say it's well worth picking up, and I'll be checking out
the other books in the "morgue drawer" series.”

V. G. Harwood, “The cars are the stars. I really liked this book about Pascha, a car thief, who
ends up dead and then during his 'after life' takes on the role of advisor to Martin, the coroner,
who conducts his autopsy. His autopsy states that he died of a fall, but Pascha says otherwise -
that he was pushed and, in other words, murdered. It's not the first story to do this - think
"Ghost", which the novel even references, but it does do it in an original way. The thing I liked
most about the book is Pascha's obsession with cars. The cars in the novel are the real stars,
and Pascha's passion for them is something which is rendered vividly in the text.I'm not a huge
fan of crime thrillers, but I liked this story. It all comes together very nicely at the end as well.
Probably won't read any more of these in the series, but as a one-off, I did enjoy this book.”

Crinkly, “Enjoyable, but something missing.. This was originally written in German and then
superbly translated into American. I say American rather than English because it is very
colloquial American, which sets up a wee dissonance between European/Cologne references to
Euros and German legal systems and Americanese. However, the text is very readable, flows,
and has a comfortable consistency.I like it that the story is told by a ghost, who is no less of a
lowlife for being dead. I like it that his living sidekick is an academic, vegan, 2CV driver. It
amuses me that the ghost is learning, changing, beginning to care for and respect someone
other than himself. I like it that all the additional characters are 3D, and behave in ways that
suggest they are real people, not plot devices.I spotted the baddy in the first chapter (or was it
the second?), which was a little disappointing, but my suspicion wasn't confirmed until near the
end, which was good.I will be reading book 2, because I understand we get a new ghostly recruit
to the investigative team, and I want to know how a car thief, a nun and a vegan, get it together
to solve a murder.  Grin.”



Jen.France, “An interesting murder mystery, with a difference!!. This is a great book. While being
a thriller it's also very amusing, in as much as the two main characters go. There is Martin the
slightly "safe" ordinary and honest man and his young rather wild and seedy side kick, who
incidently is a ghost. This first book in the series explains how Martin's life is turned upside
down when in the middle of an autopsy one working day, the "body" speaks to him. They go on
to solve the murder of the "body" together against all of Martin's better judgements. The two
characters are so different, chalk and cheese in fact, and this is where the amusing part of the
book comes in.The author is German, and the book takes place in Germany. It really is a good
read, different and fun to read. The only thing that disappointed me is that the translation, while
excellent..... is in American English, which I am not too keen on. I have downloaded book two of
the series onto my Kindle though, and look forward to seeing what happens next to the two
unlikely pair.”
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