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Rothilda von Rotortod: 
 

OVERTURNED 
 

II. The landing 
pillars 
Ten years later 

 

1. A nightmare 

 

Part I: In the sights of the aliens 

 
A nightmare 

In the first chapter of part II of the novel we will become acquainted with Maggie. Waking up from 

a nightmare, she tries to distract herself with television. This is how she comes across a talent 

show for young artists. It is about "energetic art" ... 

Fire wheels 

 

Bathed in sweat Maggie sat in her bed. Mechanically, she shook off the long 

blonde strands of hair that had wrapped around her head like a spider web. 

In her dream she had been surrounded by a circle of tremendous fire wheels. In 

front of the dark sky, it looked as if each of the giant wings was pulling a long 

tail behind it. The faster the movements became, the closer the tails came to one 

another, until they finally seemed to touch each other and form a single, closed 

circle. 

Now Maggie was no longer surrounded by fire wheels, but by fireballs – by 

glowing red, flickering, red-hot fireballs. The longer they revolved around 

themselves, the more they expanded. They moved closer and closer to Maggie's 

body, so that she felt her all-scorching breath on her skin. And then, all of a 
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sudden, a crackling and a hissing was heard, like someone throwing food to a 

gluttonous embers: The fireballs had slid into each other, now they raced 

towards her as a huge wall of fire ... 

Get away from here! Maggie thought in panic, I must flee – but how? Where is 

the way out? The firestorm will bury everything under itself, there is no escape 

from it! Feverishly she looked around for anything that promised rescue in dire 

need. Could she have missed something? Was there a remedy for the inferno 

that she had not yet thought of? Already she felt the trembling fingers of flame 

reaching out for her. They groped over her body with a crackling sound, in a 

moment they would wrap around her neck ... 

Her own convulsive wheezing saved her life by waking her up. She lay there 

motionless, her eyes wide open. One moment longer in this nightmare and she 

would have really suffocated from fear. 

Take a deep breath, she said to herself, the nightmare is over, there is no more 

need for your sauna sweating and the insane fluttering of your heart! Now just 

stretch out your hand, turn on the light, moisten your parched throat, then 

everything will be fine again ... 

Unfortunately, there remained a not insignificant problem: she couldn't move. A 

strange force was pressing her firmly into her bed. It was impossible to fight it. 

She could not lift her arm, not even bend her little finger, no matter how hard 

she tried. 

Well, she said to herself, obviously I was wrong: I must still be asleep. Maybe 

it's even better this way, sleep is still the best means of recovery. But then why 

were her eyes open? Why did she still have the feeling of lying on a barbecue 

grill when the nightmare was long gone? Why did the dizziness that had 

afflicted her at the sight of the fire wheels even increase in intensity now that 

she could no longer see them? 

Only then did she realize: the fire wheels had not at all disappeared. That she 

could no longer see them was only because she herself had become a part of 

them. Someone must have put her on one of the wheels. Now she had merged 

with them, her arms and legs were at one with the wings, they burned with them, 

the embers of the flaming wings enclosed and consumed them. Soon they would 

have drained her body of all energy. Then there would be only fire wheels and 

no bodies, only fire wheels, fire wheels everywhere, overshadowing and 

crushing all life. 

Dreams of freedom 

 

Again Maggie woke up scared and confused. She blinked her eyes, then ran her 

hand over the wall next to her bed. This time she wanted to make sure the dream 

was over. And indeed, it remained dark. Dark, calm and cool. The ghosts of the 

dream had finally vanished. 
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Still shaky, Maggie groped for the alarm clock. The roller shutter was down, she 

had no idea whether it was still in the middle of the night or early morning. Her 

hand bumped against something metallic, she reached for it, but with her erratic 

movements she knocked the object to the ground. A violent impact, a clanging 

sound – the last beep of a dying alarm clock. So she had to get up, for better or 

worse, if she wanted to know what time it was. She sighed and gave in: now she 

was wide awake anyway. 

Maggie swung her feet out of bed yawning and turned on the light. Drowsily she 

shuffled to the window and pulled up the shutter. It was still pitch dark outside. 

Flashes of red light pierced her eyes. For a moment she felt as if she had sunk 

back into the nightmare after all. Actually, that wasn't entirely wrong. In fact the 

nightmare had only translated into its visual language what she had to live 

through every day. 

Something moist, furry struck her hand. Champy, her four-legged companion, 

had got up from his flea market chair and licked her fingers. 

She thoughtlessly stroked his cream-coloured head. "Good boy … Just go back 

to bed. We're still in the middle of the night." 

Champy looked at her with his big, dark eyes. When he realised that it was too 

early to go for a walk, he trotted back to his chair. Ritually he turned once 

around himself and then sank into the cushions, grumbling with relish. 

Maggie closed her eyes briefly and leaned her forehead against the window. 

How long had she lived in this house now? Ten years? Or even longer? 

In fact, soon it had to be eleven years. And yet she still remembered the 

advertisement that had drawn her attention to the old cottage, as if she had read 

it only yesterday: "For individualists and nature lovers: farmhouse for sale in a 

wonderful secluded location, ready for immediate occupancy, top transport 

connections, price on request." 

Actually, she was only looking for an apartment in another part of town that 

could help her shorten the morning sardine can rides on the subway. But then, 

following a spontaneous impulse, she had reached for the telephone and dialled 

the number of the real estate agency that had the house on offer. In fact, it turned 

out to be quite affordable, especially with the very favourable loans available at 

that time. 

Thus the house purchase took on more and more concrete form. The idea of 

owning something in a few years, instead of permanently investing almost half 

of her income in the right to temporarily use other people's property, was simply 

too tempting. She was aware that the way to work would then be even longer – 

but as an architectural draughtswoman she would be able to work from home to 

some extent. The space in the architect's office was limited anyway, so that the 

boss approved the applications for "home office" quite easily. 
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Industrialised idyll 

 

On closer inspection, however, the isolated location proved not to be as 

"splendid" as broker poetry had promised. Not far from the house there was a 

highway, and the few neighbours were, it is true, "at a distance", but they 

pursued hobbies that easily bridged this distance. One of them loved to create 

chainsaw massacres in the nearby forest, another was a hunter, who regularly 

went to war against anything that came too close to his shotgun. 

Moreover, "ready for immediate occupancy" was a terminology that was very 

open to interpretation. It was true for people who appreciated leaky windows 

that made them feel living outside and who didn't mind putting buckets here and 

there to catch the seeping water in case of rain. 

Unfortunately, Maggie had immediately fallen in love with the charming old 

house. And to lovers, flaws do not appear as such, but rather as appealing 

deviations from the norm that give the object of desire its special charm and 

personal charisma. So Maggie overlooked many a detail that would have 

immediately caught the eye of a neutral observer. 

Indeed, all the shortcomings were things that were either correctable or not so 

important that they would have destroyed the advantages of a life on the 

countryside. The roar of the traffic was far enough away to train the brain to 

interpret it as the sound of the sea. And both the chainsaw massacres and the 

high-tech tally-ho took place only temporarily. After the necessary renovation 

work, the cottage came very close to Maggie's dream of a more independent life 

in the great outdoors. 

But the dream burst when the windmills came. She was immediately startled 

when she saw the construction site on the opposite hill. When she had heard that 

wind turbines were to be built there, she had even been relieved at first. Better 

than a new housing development, she had said to herself. It was only when the 

rotor blades started panting loudly for electricity, when their red flashes of light 

stabbed her in the eyes night after night, that she understood what was going on: 

The area around her house was about to be transformed into a single giant power 

plant. 

And this had only been the beginning! Gradually, the remaining hills in the area 

were also converted into sites for wind turbines. Today, when she looked out 

over the landscape from an elevated point, it looked like a large industrial area – 

and at night, with the constantly twitching lights of the turbines, like an airport 

with countless runways. 

So Maggie soon had to admit to herself that her dream of a tranquil country life 

had been shattered. The free nature had been deprived of its essential 

characteristic – freedom. Her departure from the city, conceived as liberation, 

had ended in a gigantic open-air prison, in a dense mesh of reinforced concrete 

towers, with the constant hammering of wind power rotors around the house, 

which burned into her ears like the drumbeats of jungle warriors. 
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Frieda and Champy 

 

Maggie detached herself from the window and squeezed her nightmare-ruffled 

curls into a scrunchie. Then she stumbled towards the kitchen. Her throat was 

burning, she desperately needed something to drink. After she had put her mouth 

under the tap, she let herself fall onto the sofa in the living room. 

It was not even four o'clock, but sleep was no longer an option. She felt as if she 

had run a marathon at night, exhausted and at the same time much too 

overexcited to lie down again. Maybe she should call Monica? The other day, 

when they had been talking about the sleep disorders they both suffered from, 

they had agreed to switch the phone to "mute" at night. So they would be 

accessible for each other at any time, in case they both happened to lie awake. 

But had Monica remembered to turn down the volume? She herself kept 

forgetting it from time to time. What if she were to wake her friend up with her 

call? 

While she was still staring indecisively into space, a rumbling sound was heard 

from the garden door. It was Frieda, her chubby tigress, who had apparently just 

returned home from her night shift. Delighted not to have to wake up her tin-

opener, she catapulted herself onto Maggie's lap with a courageous leap. She 

kneaded her caretaker's arms, rubbed herself against her chest with all her might, 

and purred at compressor volume. Judging by the intensity of her cuddling 

attack, she had to be very hungry. 

Champy raised his head and looked over to his mistress, but remained lying on 

his armchair. He knew that Frieda was not to be trifled with when she made such 

claims to her mistress. The collective cuddling could end with a bloody nose. 

Meanwhile Frieda had almost reached her goal. "All right, you flatterer," 

murmured Maggie, "I'll prepare your meal ..." 

As soon as Maggie made preparations to get up, Frieda jumped down from her 

lap and hurried ahead into the kitchen. So small and yet so confident, Maggie 

thought. That's what I call assertiveness! 

After filling her tiger princess's bowl with a double-whopper portion, she went 

back into the living room and turned on the TV. She just needed to get her head 

clear, distract herself somehow, then maybe she would be able to sleep a little 

more after all. And most television programs were more effective than the best 

sleeping pill. 

Impassively, she zapped through the channel list. Bleeding bodies, heroic 

detectives, weather prophets, moaning women, sensational insights into the life 

of ants, starving refugee children, product sellers with a sweet smile in their 

voice, far-away worlds, a super fast car with a super clean engine, statesmen 

shaking hands ... No, this kaleidoscope had no calming effect on her. She herself 

no longer understood how she could get this idea. 



6 
 

 

A talent show 

 

Maggie was just about to turn off the TV again, when she zapped into the replay 

of a talent show from the night before. She looked closer at the screen. The man 

in the back, in the middle of the jury: Wasn't that ...? Yes, it was exactly him: 

Alfons Heimenross, Minister of Energy and uncrowned leader of this country! 

What was he doing in a talent show? 

When Maggie came across the show, there was just a kind of flourish. The 

camera first panned across the stage, then through the hall, across the rows of 

the lucky ones who were selected to watch this show live, and finally zoomed in 

on the tense faces of those hoping for the favour of the jury. The corners of their 

mouths twitched in competition with the headlights, eyes shimmered 

expectantly, curls snaked up as in an oriental incantation ritual. 

Then the big moment arrived. The flourish ebbed, and the camera focused on a 

woman in a blue pantsuite: the presenter. With her centimeter-thick layer of 

make-up and her hair glued to her head, she looked a little as if she had just 

emerged from an ancient Egyptian burial chamber. 

Smiling like a sphynx, she stirred up the excited expectation even more: "Who 

are the winners of the evening? Who will take the crown? 'Energetic art': Well 

over a thousand artists have been inspired by this theme. We have presented one 

hundred works over the past few weeks, ten of which have made it onto the 

shortlist. And today you, ladies and gentlemen, together with our top-class jury, 

have made your decision: These are the winners!" 

The moderator turned to the oblong table behind which the jury members sat. 

"Enlighten us, Dr. Heimenross," she addressed the Minister of Energy, who 

apparently was the chairman of the jury. "Who are our prize winners?" 

Maggie scrunched up her face. For now Heimenross appeared on the screen in 

close-up: his greasy shoulder-length hair, which must have turned grey long ago, 

but was still trimmed to a youthful light brown by the minister; his eyes, 

constantly squeezed together, which had something lurking about them in spite 

of his laugh lines; the traditional jacket with the sunflower, which had been his 

hallmark since his early days in politics. 

 

 

"First of all, I would like to thank you once again for the honour of chairing this 

jury," he began. "This competition has also shown me personally how far we 

have come in the meantime. It has made us realise that we have finally left our 

dirty past behind us. And this is exactly what our first prize winner has 

expressed in his work of art." 

A dramatic background music resounded, into which a voice from offstage 

called out the name of the lucky winner. The camera first panned at the joyfully 
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excited artist, then the screen was split, and the painting he had created appeared 

next to the winner of the bronze medal. It was a giant windmill whose rotor 

blades sparkled in the sunlight while the world at its feet sank into a dirty mist. 

On closer inspection, Maggie could detect the exploding reactor of a nuclear 

power station, crumbled lignite dumps, children struggling to breathe and 

seabirds dying in the oil slick. 

Maggie moaned softly. Wind power will solve all our problems – it was always 

the same old story. She couldn't hear it anymore. Why hadn't she turned off the 

TV right away? She groped for the remote control she had put next to her on the 

sofa. But just at that moment Frieda returned from the kitchen and jumped back 

onto her lap, which she intended to use as an electric blanket after her long meal. 

The remote control fell to the floor. 

Tired as she was, Maggie gave in and devoted herself to her tiger lady. Her 

purring was so loud anyway that it drowned out the TV babble. Only when 

Frieda curled herself up and her purring turned into soft vibrations, the TV show 

came back to the fore. 

Wind power artists 

 

Involuntarily, Maggie looked back to the screen – and once again glanced in the 

face of the energy minister. He just finished the laudation for the second prize 

winner: "... the installation of this artist has shown us how much the new 

energies have become part of our everyday life. No house, no street, not even 

the smallest blade of grass is conceivable without them, these protectors and 

guarantors of life on our planet." 

The same fanfare followed as for the bronze medal winner, only this time not a 

concrete work of art was shown at the end. Instead, the camera took the 

spectators on a ride through a city in which small windmill dummies could be 

seen at every corner: at a bus stop, next to a charging station for electric cars, on 

a block of flats, in the courtyard of a school, where the artist had built countless 

colorful wind farms out of papier-mâché with the children. To crown it all, the 

camera panned over a green area whose meadow was littered with sunflower-

like windmills. That's typical, Maggie thought: Everything was permeated by 

wind power – only real wind turbines were nowhere to be seen. 

Indignantly she shook her head. It really was enough now! She tried to reach for 

the remote control, but Frieda immediately extended her claws, as a sign that she 

was by no means willing to clear her human electric blanket without resistance. 

Sighing, Maggie leaned back and let the colorful flood of images continue to 

invade her living room. 

The background music increased once again in pathos. Heroic elements mixed 

into it like in the films in which death-defying heroes ward off a threat from 

space and thus save their home planet from destruction. The camera panned at 

the host mummy. "And now, ladies and gentlemen," she announced, "the 
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absolute highlight of the evening! From over a thousand suggestions, this work 

of art has emerged as your and our number one. As our all-time favorite, the one 

that most perfectly captures the theme of 'energetic art'. Dr. Heimenross, you 

have the floor." 

Beads of sweat appeared on Heimenross's forehead as the camera zoomed in on 

him again. His voice trembled with excitement: "Yes, I think we have found a 

worthy winner. But first of all, let me once again thank everyone who took part 

in this competition. All of you, dear artists, have opened our eyes with your 

works to the beauty of the new energy from which our country draws its strength 

today. However, I believe that one work has succeeded in doing this in a 

particularly exemplary manner. For it allows us to immediately feel the harmony 

that emanates from the new energy. It is a work from the field of music, from an 

artist whom we have all long admired for his courage to tread new paths in 

sound art." 

This was the keyword for the soundman to turn up the euphoric basses again. 

Into their dramatic booming the off-voice announced the name of the gold medal 

winner. At the same moment the face of a man appeared on the screen who 

could almost have been a twin of Heimenross – if he hadn't looked a lot 

younger. The same shoulder-length hair, the same world-enraptured grin, even 

the same green embroidered traditional jacket. Only the oversized designer 

glasses, which were probably intended to underline the artist's intellectuality, 

differed from Heimenross's outfit. 

While the artist moved his hands in front of his face – which caused his glasses 

to vibrate alarmingly –, the piece of music that had won him the prize sounded 

from offstage. Maggie heard the all-too-familiar panting of windmill 

rotorblades, accompanied by the howling of the wind on a stormy day. In 

addition, some strong gusts were heard, blended together with something that 

resembled the rustling of tree crowns. After a while more sounds appeared, 

similar to the whistling of the wind in hollow tree trunks. They were 

supplemented by very high sound passages that reminded Maggie of a concert 

with glasses she had once heard in a pedestrian zone. 

Of course, the piece of music was cleverly composed. However, it did not at all 

fulfill the expectations Heimenross had raised with his announcement. At least 

not for Frieda, who had put back her ears from the very first notes. A good 

opportunity to finally switch off the television, thought Maggie. And indeed, her 

tabby girlfriend didn't put up any resistance this time, when Maggie groped for 

the remote still lying on the floor. She even purred when the piece of music 

broke off abruptly. 

Carefully Maggie stretched out on the sofa. Frieda immediately crawled into the 

crook of her arm to use her shoulder as a pillow. Her purr flowed evenly into 

Maggie's ear. So the sleeping god relented and opened the gates to his kingdom 

for her once more. Deeper and deeper Maggie sank down, wrapped in a cocoon 

of soft, warm fur that kept even the shrillest disharmonies away from her. 
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