
Bo3M – B01L01 
 

the Highway to Hell 
 

You open your eyes and look around. "Where am I? What happened?" You are standing 

next to a big highway with many lanes, full of cars. They are racing, all in the same 

direction on the grey concrete. "Hmmm?! Why the hurry? What are they chasing?" On 

the horizon the cars fall off a giant cliff. Your eyes open wide, your jaw drops: "What the 

fuck!" 

 

You start running, right away, shouting and screaming, waving your hands in the air: 

"Stop racing, stop the car, stop, stop!" But the cars just keep on racing towards the 

edge. You want to jump in front of the them, but something stops you from doing it. A 

feeling in your belly, the very loud beating of your heart, a very silent voice within: "No, 

it is not your path." 

 

"What the fuck what the fuck?!" It looks like mass suicide. "Maybe they are self-driving 

cars?" "Are the people trapped inside?" "Do they notice what is happening?" "Don't they 

care? "There are not stopping." It feels like there is no life inside the cars. No humans 

with a free choice. They just keep on going. They don't make the choice to stop, even 

when they see the cliff already. "Is this real?" 

 

You examine your body. Your cloths are a bit dirty, but not torn. "Was I in a car 

accident? Did I jump out when I saw the cars crashing off the end of the world? Am I the 

only one? Am I out of my mind? What can I do? What do I do next? Is there some other 

person walking around? I don't wanna die!"  

 

You turn around for the first time, take a deep breath and look at your surroundings: 

"Oooh! Wow!" Your eyes open wide, your jaw drops: Beyond the road verge, beyond 

fields of flowers there is standing… a beautiful, grandiose tree. The biggest and most 

beautiful tree you have ever seen! It grows high into the skies. "Holy kenoli!" 

 

You turn your back to the craziness of the racing cars and walk towards the tree. You 

leave the noise of fanatically driving people in machines behind, to hear the first bird 

singing: "Tie tie tuu, tie tie tuu". A memory-train from your pre-talking-youth starts 

running: Image of three great tits in your baby-book. "Tie tie tuu tie tie tuu".  

And a song of Bob Marley in your head: "Don't worry about a thing, cause every little 

thing is gonna be alright…. Rise up this morning. Smiled with the rising sun. Three little 

birds, pitch by my doorstep, singing sweet songs of melody pure and true. Saying: This 

is my message to you hoo hoo. Singing: Don't worry about a thing, cause every little 

thing is gonna be alright." "Tie tie tuu tie tie tuu".  

 

You feel good. You are not in shock anymore. You don't question your mental health any 

more. Everything tells you to go to this beautiful big tree. "Cause every little thing is 

gonna be alright."  

 

Your whole body wants to walk to the tree, except your rational brain. Your rational 

brain wants you to go back to all the people in all the cars and just follow everything you 

know is safe. Although you saw death on the end of the road.  

 

But it's hard to argue to the one part of yourself which is trained the most in throughout 

your life. Which is skilled in convincing yourself to listen. The part which is useful in daily 

life. It is like arguing, for the first time, with your capable and strict parents on a subject 

you are very sure of. You stutter and stammer and your point is not getting across , but 

deep inside you know you are right. "Don't worry." 
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