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DANCING IN HEAVEN: FIRST NOVEL, TREMENDOUS SUCCESS!
Dancing in Heaven is the overwhelming life story of two young people struggling with
love and death in a world dominated by glamour, money and megalomania. DJ Mishka
Kamadev’s desperate search for pure love and commercial success gets bogged down by
lies and deceit. Greed and materialism have distracted him from his love for his wife
Lisa, who is incurably ill.!

!
There are a few crucial moments in the gripping story of Dancing in Heaven when Mishka
makes the wrong choices, because he has been blinded by his huge success as a DJ and by
his newly acquired riches. He thinks he is a God in the trendy music scene full of
malicious gossip and envy, but his fame appears to be fleeting, just like his accumulated
fortune. His real life — that is, his love for Lisa — gets into hot water. Although she is his
only reason for living, again and again he runs away from her because of his uncontrolled
desire for self-assurance. Mishka is completely bound up with the God of Greed and Fame
and forgets about the other God, the one of Love. But apart from that he lives the passion
of the one-night-stand. Initially that only conjures up panic and chaos. Mishka gets lost in
self-pity and even has to confront death. When he finally is able to oversee the ruins of his
life, it’s almost too late for him and Lisa. In the end he manages to make up his balance of
profit and loss and appears to have been richly rewarded, but not in money…!

!
How to live and survive in a world in which the merciless pursuit of money is celebrated
and love is commercially exploited? That’s the question Pilarczyk’s first novel tries to
answer. Dancing in Heaven is an exceptional story because the author ingeniously
combines two totally different worlds, the fake one of big business and the real one of pure
love. And thanks to that unique and instructive combination of two colliding worlds,
resulting in an unpredictable happy end, Dancing in Heaven is a tremendous success. Sold
more than 30.000 copies within four months in the Netherlands and Belgium. An
outstanding performance by newcomer Michael Pilarczyk.!

!
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OUTLINE!
In the seventies when he was a small boy, Mishka Kamadev moved with his parents from
poor communist Poland to the wealthy Netherlands. In his youth his grandfather, earning
lots of money, is his role model, far more so than his parents who are struggling for their
existence. The love of his youth is Fate, but she finds no purpose in life, while Mishka
becomes a successful social climber. They drift apart.!
In the nineties, enterprising adolescent Mishka is a rising DJ-star. Soon he earns far
more money than his father and becomes the first internationally renowned Dutch DJ.
When he is 22 he marries the love of his life, 29 year-old Lisa di Angelo. He lives in a barn
of a house, is The God of House Music and thinks he’s a made man. The glamorous life
appeals to him but at the same time death grins at him: Lisa appears to be incurably ill. In
his nightlife nothing seems to matter for the DJ-God, during the day however, he looks
after Lisa who is terminally ill. This split existence is too much for the energetic and selfconfident Mishka. He can’t cope with this responsibility and seeks oblivion in vodka and
women, including Lisa’s close friend and a Hungarian whore.!
Apart from the colliding world of night and day a totally different world emerges: the
stock market, reckless speculating with borrowed money and setting up his own music
company. Unfortunately the naive spirit of young Mishka’s enterprise is no match for the
cunning of tough entrepreneurs, stock traders, bankers and the economic depression.
Suddenly he is confronted by an enormous debt. During a miserable and drunken night he
seeks comfort with his old girl friend Fate. She phones him a few months later confronting
him with the news: she’s pregnant.!
Mishka tries to escape from the financial swamp and from the ruins of his love life. Lisa
is getting weaker and weaker, but with death on the doorstep she appears to be selfsacrificing and a tower of strength. Mishka turns to her and his little daughter Donna for
support. Finally he is growing up and doesn’t run away from his responsibility as a
husband and father anymore; the husband supporting his wife in her final days and the
father starting to raise Donna and building a new future.!

!
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ONGOING ATTENTION FROM THE MEDIA!
Dancing in Heaven was released on the 23rd of May 2014 and sold more than 30.000
copies within four months in the Netherlands and Belgium. This first novel by Dutch
author Michael Pilarczyk immediately hit various bestseller lists and reached the top 5
spots of major bookselling chains (AKO en Bruna) and Bol.com in no time. Both book and
author received massive media attention for weeks. Pilarczyk was also interviewed on
national radio and television, full-page interviews and reviews were published in major
magazines, popular websites and all national newspapers. On Facebook, readers and fans
posted thousands of messages and positive reviews.!

!
ABOUT THE AUTHOR!
MICHAEL GEORGE PILARCZYK!
Michael Pilarczyk (born in Poland, 1969) is a Dutch author. His first novel Dancing in
Heaven sold over 30.000 copies within four months (June-September 2014). He became
well known in the Netherlands between 1988 en 2010 as a radio and television personality.
At the age of 29 he became a millionaire, but during the financial crisis in 1998 he ended
up broke. He founded his first media company in the Internet business. After selling
Pilarczyk Media Group in 2007 to publishing house De Telegraaf, he entered Quote’s ‘top
100 self-made entrepreneurs’. As a passionate sailor he sailed along various European
coasts during a 40 month sabbatical. He lives alternately in Amsterdam and Barcelona.
Pilarczyk is a life coach and well-known inspirational speaker on personal development.!
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TRANSLATED EXCERPTS FROM DANCING IN HEAVEN:	


!
‘Everybody is looking for happiness, everybody wants to be happy, but nobody knows
what that is, being happy. You can't hold it; it’s elusive, though sometimes you might
touch it. It is invisible, yet we recognize it when it's there and we miss it when it's
gone. It’s something and it’s nothing. A happy life doesn't exist; the ultimate
happiness in life consists of a few concentrated moments. Imagine these moments as
logs, and when we stack those logs on top of each other, we build a rainbow-stairway
to heaven in order to meet with the Universe, or with God, as most people call it. If in
this lifetime everything has been learned and wisdom has been transferred, our
mission during this earthly existence has been completed. Then the Holy Rainbow
may be entered.’	


!
‘On the morning of the cremation I wake up early. I get out of bed and walk into the
bathroom. There are two toothbrushes next to each other. I open her cabinet. Black
eyeliner, red nail polish and perfume. I pull her hairs out of the hairbrush and
carefully place them in the silver jewellery box on the dresser. This farewell is
irreversible, and finally I understand that the only thing we might lose in life is love.’	


!
‘We talked about it when we were children, when anything was possible. We had no
responsibilities, no worries and no money. An existence close to bliss, but happiness
is only recognized from a distance. She and I were kids and they seem to own the
future, but that future disappears when it comes closer and time consumes their faith
and dreams.’	


!
‘I’m in love with death,’ I said, ‘but my love for her is immortal.’	


!
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CHAPTER 23 (near the end of the story)!
May 2007!
THE THIRD VASE!
‘I’m so tired… from breathing. Mish… I can’t go on... Everything hurts.’!
Lisa was half-sunk in the duvet. Her eyes pleaded for release. The drip with
morphine and the resuscitator stood next to our bed. Dozens of boxes with medication
are stacked in the bookcase. Our bedroom is a private clinic.!
She nods, in answer to a question I dare not ask. I dry my cheeks with the back of my
hand. Lisa puts on a brave face, but we both feel terrible. The last remaining fluid in her
body finds a way out through her eyes. ‘I’m done…’!
All she needed was a healthy body, and after everything she had been through in this
life, it had not been granted her.!
A month ago she caught a cold, she coughed so much and so loud that I thought her
head would explode. She moved around with difficulty and her body stiffened like an
engine without oil, until all freedom of movement was taken from her and all she could
do was lie in bed. Actually she had to sit up, because her chest constricted while lying
down.!
Inflammations have spread through her body into her lungs, her hand, the inside of
her mouth and numerous nerves. Her intestines are a battlefield and her weight is going
down noticeably. The pain is beating the morphine; every breath she takes is torture.!
We agreed that when this moment arrived I’d put her out of her misery, or submit a
request to Dr Freudi. A few weeks ago we signed some formal documents in
consultation with our family doctor that gave Dr Freudi formal consent to comply with
Lisa’s dying wish. When the time comes, the family doctor will establish the time of
death as a second impartial doctor, probably to prevent us from burning her alive.!
You don’t think about this when you fall in love with someone. I did not think about
this when I spoke the words ‘till death do us part’.!
Why does love hurt so much? And why did I discover the secret of pure love much too
late? Would things have been different if Lisa had not been ill?!

!
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‘That black Dior… the one you like so much,’ she answers when asked which dress she
wants to wear when she is dead. It’s a strange conversation. The kind you never have
until you have to, because soon it can’t be held anymore. With death in view, words are
spoken that have been withheld until that moment. Is there enough time to say
everything we want to say to each other? And especially to ask all the questions we
want to ask? I have wasted too much time in the spotlights of a fake world, first as a
form of escape then because I feared the harsh truth. Or vice versa.!
‘And those black Manolos under it?’ Her favourite shoes, which we had bought in
New York.!
‘Put them on now?’ she whispers with a faint smile. Now that the decision had been
made, a strange kind of relief spreads through the bedroom. ‘One more time… I want to
look beautiful for you.’ She gestures that I need to help her out of bed.!
‘Phantom of the Opera,’ she jokes to her mercilessly lifelike reflection.!
Carefully I pull the dress over her head and neatly unfold it to her knees.!
‘Losing weight has benefits. Never thought… I’d wear this again…’!
Then she steps into the black mules. The white princess in the black dress. When all
colour has left life, the essence remains.!
With the mirror as a witness she breathes a contented sigh.!
I help her into the wheelchair and park her in front of the sideboard. She draws thick
black lines around her eyes and colours her lips red. It seems as if the painting
overshadows her illness and brings her back to life.!
‘I want the farewell dinner tomorrow evening.’ She looks at me through the mirror.
We discussed spending the last day with our friends. Since Lisa’s condition is not a
secret, the phone call does not surprise anyone. Yet it feels surreal when I say the words
out loud.!
One thing is really difficult though: telling Donna. I just do not know how.!
Donna and I sit next to Lisa on the bed. ‘You know Lisa is sick. And that Lisa is in a
lot of pain which is not nice.’!
Donna nods her head understandingly; I can tell from the look in her eyes she can
feel my fear.!
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‘Lisa is going to heaven, so she does not have to be sick anymore. But then she can’t
stay with us anymore.’!
‘Can’t we go to heaven with her?’!
‘No, sweetheart, we can’t.’!
‘So why can Lisa go?’!
Lisa takes Donna’s hand. ‘When Einstein was sick, the dog doctor came and gave
Einstein an injection, so he wouldn't be in pain anymore. And then he went to dog
heaven. The day after tomorrow I am going to heaven too, but first you are going to
cremate me in a large oven.’!
Donna looks as if she’s seen a ghost. ‘Does that hurt?’!
‘No, sweetie, when you die you don’t feel anything anymore,’ I say reassuringly, but
immediately wonder where that wisdom came from. I look at Lisa. She spreads her
arms and Donna snuggles up to her.!
‘Mish, will you walk Bonnie and Clyde… then I will tell Donna… another little
secret,’ she says with difficulty. When I return to the bedroom twenty minutes later, the
ladies are already in dreamland. For the last time, the three of us are lying together
under the sheets. Lisa is tied up to the respirator and hooked up to the morphine pump,
and I am chained to meaningless thoughts. Why can’t we close our eyes forever and
never awaken, never sleep again?!

!
The next morning is a lively one at Eyckenbosch. Marloes distracts herself by
brightening up the salon with roses and Isabelle is in the kitchen with Mrs Freudi,
preparing the final supper. Branco and Dr Freudi are talking. Donna, Fleur and Merlot
are sitting quietly on the couch.!
Sitting together on the chesterfields in the salon everyone is in low spirits, until
Donna calls out: ‘Lisa is going to heaven.’ She looks content, as if she has treated us to
the news we have apparently been waiting for. Yes, that’s what it feels like; we are
anticipating the moment twenty-four hours from now when a pill and a magic potion
will put an end to Lisa.!

"8

The day flies past. One by one everyone sits with Lisa for a while. She manages to do
some talking, but sleeps for most of the afternoon thanks to an extra dose of morphine,
which will give her sufficient strength to celebrate her farewell party this evening.!

!
It’s an evening to remember. At Lisa’s request everyone is stylishly dressed and she
looks radiant too, as much as anyone in her condition can radiate, which is different to
the chemical junk in her body. All of us, except Isabelle, who helped Lisa dress and pin
up her hair, are taken aback, especially me.!
‘Anything… the matter?’ Lisa asks, as if shuffling into the salon hand in hand with
Isabelle while wearing her wedding dress is the most natural thing in the world.!
‘Friends… for life,’ Lisa whispers with a smile. Everybody bursts out in strained
laughter.!
When we sit down at the table, Dr Freudi remains standing and has everyone’s
attention.!
‘Dear friends, my dearest Lisa. The love of a woman is the greatest gift a man can get.
Which has not always been evident to this dope. Our Mishka has the unparalleled
talent to turn not just his own life, but also those of the ones he loves the most, into
chaos. Fortunately Lisa’s love conquered all. ‘Everybody is looking for happiness,
everybody wants to be happy, but nobody knows what that is, being happy. You can't
hold it; it's elusive, though sometimes you might touch it. It is invisible, yet we
recognize it when it's there and we miss it when it's gone. It's something and it's
nothing. A happy life doesn't exist; the ultimate happiness in life consists of a few
concentrated moments. Imagine these moments as logs, and when we stack those logs
on top of each other, we build a rainbow-stairway to heaven in order to meet with the
Universe, or with God, as most people call it. If we have succeeded in learning
everything in our lifetime and shared our wisdom, our mission during this earthly
existence has been completed. Then the Holy Rainbow may be climbed Like the stairs
that Lisa built, of all the moments of happiness we – her loved ones gathered here –
have all shared.’!
Lisa swallows hard. She thanks Dr Freudi with a trembling voice. !
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‘And now… let's laugh,’ she whispers. ‘Today we celebrate.’!
After dinner, Donna climbs onto the couch and snuggles up to Lisa. She gazes
intently into her eyes. ‘Little star,’ she whispers, and gives Lisa a long cuddle.!
Soon there are heartfelt embraces and lots of crying and then everyone retires to the
bedrooms. I notice Donna is the only one who has not shed a tear. Together we walk to
her room and she crawls into her princess bed.!
‘Goodnight, sweetie. Sleep well.’!
She looks at me with a peaceful smile and whispers:!
‘Lisa says I can dance in heaven.’!
I give her a kiss and turn off the light. While I’m walking to the bedroom, I am
caught out that she has put a smile on my face. Dancing in heaven. Children evidently
have their own way of dealing with these situations.!

!
‘That was nice,’ Lisa says, enjoying her reflection in the mirror. She lifts her hand and
takes off her wedding ring.!
‘For Donna. So she can marry you one day.’ She puts the ring in the silver jewellery box
on the sideboard. ‘Will you undress me?’!
I stand behind her and put my hands on her shoulders. !
‘Why don’t you wear this one?’!
Her eyes twinkle. I lift the straps off her shoulders and slide the wedding dress
down. The she takes off her panties. The only thing she is wearing is her necklace with
the cross.!
‘I would want… to give myself to you… once more.’!
We look at each other and both laugh about it, causing her to almost choke in a
coughing fit. Then we nestle in our bed. Our fingertips caress our skins and we inhale
each other’s scent.!
‘The last night.’!
‘Yes, the last night.’!
‘I’m going to miss you.’!
‘I’ll miss you too,’ she whispers. ‘Anything else… you want to… say?’!
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I want to say a lot. When time runs out, there are always too many unsaid words.!
‘Do you still believe it? That you will visit me in from another dimension?’!
She magically produces a maternal calm.!
‘Of course… I know where to find you... Watch what you are doing.’!
‘Lisa… I never meant to hurt you. I mean…’!
Yes, what do I actually mean? What are all those unsaid words I want to say? Or do I
want to ask her something? It’s tightening my chest. Lisa’s too. Gasping for breath she
sits up against the pile of pillows. When her lungs have settled down, she presses her
lips faintly against mine and then gasps for air. ‘Thank you… for letting… me be your
wife, Mish. Hold me.’!

!
On her last day I wake up long before the alarm goes off, after I fell asleep late because I
could not keep my eyes off her. And because my mind would not rest, haunted by
ghosts till morning.!
I knew it, she had said when I told her about Donna. She had always known. Did she
know everything? Was it God’s way of testing our love, to judge if our love was pure
enough to be declared undying? Or was I an asshole who left his sick wife alone at
home - Mr LoveJunkie plucking the heartstrings of other women with his music in the
playground of earthly pleasure?!

!
It will happen around noon. The family doctor will be here late morning. Isabelle, the
Freudis, Branco and Marloes and the children are sitting at the long table in the salon
for breakfast at nine o’ clock. Lisa stays in bed. I walk back to the bedroom with two
cups of tea. I sit next to her on the bed and gently stroke her hand. The most beautiful
hand I have ever seen has withered, the joints have dried up, her fingers have lost their
suppleness. She stares absently into the distance, as if she can already see eternity. Or
maybe she has further increased the dose of morphine.!
‘Mish, I have always… been there… for you.’ She speaks slowly, her words float
between us. ‘Now… you… for Donna. And… Isabelle…’!
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One last tear – kept for the end – wells up in the corner of her eye and is saved by my
ring finger after trailing down her pale skin. I rub her sorrow over my lips, turning her
wish into a promise. Feebly her fingers attempt to clasp mine. Breathlessly she
whispers: ‘With you… forever.’ Then she nods.!
I suddenly realise I’m still a little boy my whole life who has lived under the
protective wings of Lisa all his life. Now time forces me to become a man, a father, a
widower. I let her go and walk into the hallway, but roots me to the spot. When I enter
the salon after a while, it feels as if time and space have ceased to exist. I collapse on the
carpet. Only the doctor and Dr Freudi can witness my theatrical heartache with dry
eyes.!
‘Come,’ says Dr Freudi. I stand up. The family doctor stays with our grieving friends.!
We enter the bedroom together; Dr Freudi stops at the sideboard and opens his bag. I
snuggle up to Lisa. Do I see fear in her eyes, or is it the reflection of my emotions? What
is she feeling, what does someone feel who has decided to enter the final minutes of her
life?!
‘You can swallow this pill with this drink,’ Dr Freudi says calmly, handing her the
cocktail that gives entry to paradise. With outstretched arms Lisa holds the cup in her
left hand and the pill in her right hand.!
‘This was my body, in a next life I would really like a healthy one.’!
She looks at me with an endless gaze. Her hand slowly moves to her mouth. Then the
other hand with the cup follows. She swallows.!
‘Amor omnia vincit, I love you.’!
I make the sign of the cross and pray. Dear God, take good care of Lisa. In a few minutes
everything will be different.!
‘Let’s see… if there is life… after… death.’ She presses her hand against mine.!
‘I love you so much.’ My jaws clench painfully.!
‘Put… me… on a bed… of roses?’ she whispers. Her eyes look at me with a fervent
gaze one last time. Her lips ask to be kissed. I squeeze my eyes shut and feel her lips for
the last time. She gives her last breath to me.!
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When I dare to open my eyes again, hers are closed. Until death do us part, a
moment in eternity that will never pass. The moment that only consisted of words
when we spoke them at our wedding has become reality. Time stands still, her heart has
stopped beating. Our future has ceased to exist. Lisa is no more, we are no more.!

!
Death is a welcoming gift that is given to us at birth; we carry it with us all our lives.
When a doctor tells you that you have six months to live, at least you know where you
stand. But to die at an age when healthy women have children, is something
incomprehensible. Lisa’s illness did not progress as predicted. She was the exception to
the rule and lived longer than was statistically possible.!
You’d think that sharing your life with someone who has an incurable disease, would
teach you to deal with the inevitable, but there is no preparation for that moment.
Eleven years of dying has ended today. God has promised me that an angel with large
white wings will take Lisa to a paradise where she can rest from her life of agony.!

!
Amor Omnia Vincit!
LISA MARIA KAMADEV-DI ANGELO!
24 December 1963 † 5 May 2007 !

!
The cheerful mourning card is an announcement for the cremation. Lisa loved
candlelight, so cremating seemed like the ultimate form of romance to us, after which
she can be with me forever, even if it is in her favourite vase, the one she always used
for the white roses I brought her.!
The coffin is in the sunroom. Lisa is lying in her mother-of-pearl dress on a bed of
white roses. I want her to stay in the villa for as long as possible so that she does not
have to wait in a bleak mortuary for the pyre.!
Donna doesn’t say a word when we are staring at Lisa’s lifeless body together. It
won’t be easy for her either, losing two mothers in the space of seven years. Do I have to
look for another new Mama for her? Perhaps we should get away for a few months,
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maybe on Ibiza, a new start? Donna nudges me when she notices my sadness and clings
to me.!
‘Daddy, you are the sweetest Daddy in the whole world.’!
Then she calls Bonny and Clyde and runs into the garden.!
I sit on the piano stool at the Bösendorfer. Tints of gold and white-yellow light shine
in and turn the moment into an eternal still life. My gaze drifts outside. The rose garden
is in bloom. Donna and the dogs frolic around the Holy Oak. It looks like she is dancing
to a melody of imperceptible music. My fingertips touch the keys and my hands start
moving of their own accord. A melody that hasn’t been heard here for a while: Ave
Maria by Gounod. I imagine Papa di Angelo watching from his chair. On the life-sized
portrait next to the piano a delicate smile appears on Lisa’s mother’s face. I think of my
Grandma. Music eases all pain she had told me when I was a little boy, her little boy.!
The evening before the cremation I’m sitting in the sunroom with Dr Freudi. The coffin
lit by candles standing around it; the rest of the room is dark. Like every evening the
candlelight dances along the walls of the villa. But this is not like every evening; this is
the first other evening.!
‘She knew, Mishka,’ Freudi suddenly says. ‘She knew before she started it, but you
were her big hero. You are the only one who got touched her heart, she saw you as the
bearer of pure light, of the pure love your soul had hidden in your body and mind. She
saw this as a sign that you were destined for each other; she was your guide in this life.
When she realized she could no longer be the wife she wanted to be, she let you go and
surrendered to fate. That night when you were in Budapest with that Drakestein, she
called me in tears. She felt you had broken your commitment to her. She said you were
floating away from here. Like you did later, with Isabelle. You had mentioned on
several occasions that you were no longer intimate and she confirmed that. That’s how I
got the idea. I saw you were crazy about Isabelle and she was crazy about you. You
formed the perfect triad.!
‘So… it was your idea…?’!
‘But it was her decision, a brave one. She knew she had to let you go if she did not
want to lose you, and of course that hurt. That’s how far her love for you went. I had
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warned her that the plan was not risk-free, though I had the feeling she saw no risk at
all. But when over time she felt that things were developing between you and Isabelle,
she panicked, thinking she would still lose you - and her closest friend too. That
thought made her desperate. If the illness wanted her to die, then why not immediately,
so both of you would be free - but she was not granted eternity, because you needed
her. She was your guardian angel, Mishka. Donna was her additional elixir of life, that
little girl gave her hope and re-connected the two of you. Those were her happiest
years, they were the foundation of her rainbow steps to heaven.’!

!
On the morning of the cremation I wake up early. I get out of bed and go to the bathroom.
There are two toothbrushes next to each other. I open her cabinet. Black eyeliner, red nail
polish and perfume. I pull her hairs out of the hairbrush and carefully place them in the
silver jewellery box on the dresser. This farewell is irreversible, and I finally understand
that the only thing we might lose in life is love.!
I wander through the villa; there is a serene silence. It is the sound of an emptiness that
will never be filled. I look into the open coffin and place my hand on hers one last time.!
‘See you in a next life,’ I whisper and I kiss her for the last time.!
She has left her body in the place she entered the world forty-three years ago. She does
not need it to continue her journey.!

!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!
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CHAPTER 1 (the beginning)!
Sunday morning, 23 May 1999!
I HAVE TO TELL YOU SOMETHING!
I couldn’t remember how I got home. I was lying in the hall, the cold marble pressing
against my naked torso and a sharp pain stabbing in my neck like a knife. Why was I
lying on the floor half-naked, holding my mobile phone?!
The next thing I knew, my head was hovering over the toilet bowl. !
It was hard to get back up on my feet again. I dragged myself into the kitchen,
opened the cabinet containing Lisa’s secret medicinal stash and grabbed two ibuprofen
and an oxazepam. I leant against the counter. Through the haze of my dried out contact
lenses, I looked for clues on my phone. Three missed calls with no caller id, the first one
at two minutes past midnight. I had answered a call at 3.33 am. !
Suddenly it all came back to me. The party, Fate’s phone call after all those months.!
My stomach constricted, the last bit of champagne went down the sink. I gulped down
some water and took another Valium. Some fresh air would do me good.!
In the hall I picked up my God of House Music T-shirt from the floor, put it on and
crept past the bedroom. Lisa was still asleep. Einstein was lying close to her and briefly
opened his blue eyes, alert but uninterested. After passing through the sunroom, I
walked outside. From the bench in the rose garden I gazed across the country estate
looking for answers. Fate’s news couldn’t be true. Sex and children were two things
that, in my mind, were not connected.!
Church bells were ringing in the distance. That’s right, it was Sunday. The bells
signalled that God was open for business.!
‘Hello God,’ I said. ‘It’s me again.’ I looked up to the heavens; no one answered.!
Eventually I called Branco, my anchor, my life buoy, my best friend since the first day
at secondary school. No one wanted to sit next to him or next to me, so we were
condemned to each other. We were both called metal mouth and four eyes, though his
were not double-glazed and he got better marks, which is why he became an
accountant and I ended up being a deejay. Branco and I were the laughing-stocks of the
class and that is how we went to battle, as friends for life, against the rest of the world. !
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‘You’re up early considering you were half-dead on the street six hours ago,’ he said.
I gathered from his tone of voice that he thought it was a witty remark. ‘My two little
girls thought it was unnecessary for Dad to sleep in, so I’m still feeling a bit rough, but,
Mishka, what an incredible party!’!
‘Can you come around, right now?’!
His exuberance vanished instantly. ‘Is it Lisa?’!
‘No, there’s…’ I did not know how to put it.!
‘I’m on my way,’ he said.!
I took a couple of deep breaths, inhaling the scent of the roses, but my life was
definitely not a bed of roses. I looked at the whitewashed walls of the villa, tarnished by
time. Villa Eyckenbosch was not just any house; it was our house. Lisa was born here
and after her father had passed away, we moved in. That was six months after Lisa and
I got married here in the rose garden, when everything was the way it should have
stayed. !
The sound of crunching gravel put an end to the silence and my hopeless musings.
When Branco parked his estate next to the stable, I walked towards him with difficulty.
He got out of his car and shook his head. I shook my head too; we understood each
other without speaking. We walked into the garden and Branco told me what had
happened that night. They had found me almost unconscious on the steps outside the
emergency exit of Escape Nightclub, where the launch party of my new company,
FUTURE MEDIA, was in full swing. All the bigwigs had come together on the red
carpet: business contacts, journalists, bankers, celebrities and other people from the
world of show business. Nobody wanted to miss this. We had not gone unnoticed.
‘Mishka Kamadev: from deejay to business tycoon’ the Dutch business magazine Quote
wrote. Successful was an understatement; I was bloody brilliant! My music had sent the
dancing masses into ecstasies for nights on end in such prestigious nightclubs as the
Roxy, the iT and Escape. ‘The world famous DJ from Amsterdam’, I had conquered
Europe and then the world. And when that world became too small I started,
undeterred by any specialist knowledge, a dot-com company. The hysteria of the
Internet-hype was at its peak, and Quote magazine called me to ask if they needed to
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reserve a spot for me on their annual list of 500 wealthiest people in the Netherlands I’d be the youngest millionaire on it. Barely nine months after I had pushed Lisa and I
to the brink of bankruptcy, Lady Luck was smiling down on me again. The launch party
of FUTURE MEDIA was the revival of my life, and then, precisely that night, she calls that woman from my past, Fate.!
Branco and I walked across the estate, past the oak trees. The Japanese cherry was
blooming; the blossoms spread a sweet scent and a butterfly fluttered among them.!
‘I pushed you into a taxi and dropped you off here at home. You said you were doing
ok.’ Branco laughed and shook his head again. ‘You didn't answer your phone last night
either. What’s the matter?’!
‘Fate is pregnant.’!
‘Who?’!
‘She called last night. She's pregnant. Or so she said.’!
Branco’s eyes froze.!
‘It’s not yours, is it?’!
‘I wouldn’t think so.’!
‘Have I missed something? Are you banging Fate? And you didn’t tell me?’!
We looked at each other silently.!
‘So you and Fate… and now she’s pregnant! Well, you made a right mess of that.’!
Things had got out of hand that night. Lisa had warned me often enough that I
should not drink so much. One day something will happen that you'll regret, she said.
But I hadn’t expected this, not in my wildest dreams. !
‘And, what now?’!
‘What do you think! My life isn't suited for a child and I'm not suited for life as a
father. What do I do?’!
My mobile phone beeped. I glanced at the screen and turned it to Branco.!
!

Call me, now!!

!

We need to talk! Fate X!

!
‘Jesus, Mishka, how are you going to explain this to Lisa?’!
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CHAPTER 2!
1970-1992!
Fate!
In 1970 I was born in captivity in a Polish village not far from the Russian border. The
communists understood that you should not give people too much freedom; they can’t
handle it. !
In the mid-1960s my father studied at the Delft University of Technology. He rented a
room in my grandmother’s house, where she lived with my mother. My mother’s
brother had just moved out, which is why the room was vacant. Grandma did not have
much money after Granddad had abandoned her and the children, so she rented out
the empty room and that is how my father and mother met. After he completed his
studies he had to return to Poland and my mother went with him, but she could not
stand the greyness of her existence under the grip of communism, and her desire for
freedom grew each day.!
After we moved to the Netherlands, we lived in Grandma’s attic for years. She took
care of me, because my father and mother worked long days to pay for our livelihood in
the affluent West. Grandma taught me to play the piano and often put a record on the
turntable. Then she would grab my hands and say: ‘Dance, little Mishka, dance with
Grandma.’ We danced between the piano and the dining table in the narrow living
room. Violin and piano music and each other – that was all Grandma and I needed to be
happy. Though of course as a child you have no sense of the concept of happiness, of
money and worries, and in our case financial troubles. As long as you have no notion of
the existence of money, or the value of it, it can make you neither happy nor unhappy.
But once I realized that my parents slaved away day and night to pay for my future,
leaving little time to live, it became clear to me that money was something that could
buy freedom.!
My grandfather was doing a whole lot better. He wore posh suits and ties and drove
around in a big white car with a silver tiger on the hood. His house was big and it
looked like a castle inside, with chandeliers hanging from the ceiling. I did not
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understand why Grandma did not want to live with Granddad, because there was
plenty of room in that house, for us too.!
‘Are you really from another country?’ the children asked me on my first day at
school. With Nazir it was obvious, his hair was black and his skin not white. Nazir and I
were an attraction in our class.!
I gave a nod.!
‘Go on then, talk differently.’ Nazir sounded like Ali Baba, even when he spoke
Dutch.!
When the kids looked at me full of anticipation I realized I did not speak Polish, but
this was a chance to show them that I was different. In order to secure my position in
society I produced sounds that convinced the others I came from another country. I was
different, that had been established. And I'd learned an important lesson. People will
believe what they want to believe. The rest is irrelevant.!
I remember the first time I saw my Granddad’s new wife very well. I was six, she
was a bit older but much too young for him. She had gorgeous long black hair and she
was ravishingly beautiful. That Granddad had abandoned his wife and children for this
other woman was something I could not comprehend as a six-year-old. I did feel the
hidden grief of my grandma. She had placed her body and her life in the service of love,
but the illusion of love ended in disaster for her. Her bitter sorrow was masked with
invisible tears. Her feelings found an outlet through the strings and hammers of the
piano. Music eases all pain, she taught me. I was her greatest love and I promised to
marry her on the day I was old enough to do so. That cheered her up. She stroked my
head and said: ‘One day you will meet the woman who is meant for you.’ !
Nazir and I became best friends. The fact that his father wore his mother’s clothes
was of no concern to me. Every Sunday morning my father visited a man who wore a
dress as well; the church did not find it odd at all. The best thing about going to church
was lighting a candle at the end service. The rest of it was no fun at all. It was the same
old story every week. The priest read from a big book in a language I didn't
understand, people mumbled along with the prayer, and after lighting the candles
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everybody made their way to a room at the side of the church, where soup, sandwiches
and vodka were served.!
‘Play for us, little Mishka,’ they always said after a few vodkas. They would sit me
down on the piano stool and everyone would drunkenly dance and laugh around that
room. That’s how things went in the Polish church, the place the community from my
faraway homeland met every week.!
Grandma didn't go church, she didn't believe in God. If there was a god, ‘he does not
speak our language’, she grumbled. Nazir’s father confirmed this view. I'd always
found it a strange story, a man with a beard who controls the world from a cloud, and
now everyone seemed to have his or her own God. It must have been that era when
truth and reality went their separate ways.!
Every day after school I played piano with Grandma, and after that I cycled to
Grandpa to walk Dollar, his dog. He paid me a Dutch guilder each time as a reward.
Well, not really, because he put it in a bank account. He had opened a savings account
in my name.

My Grandpa was rich. I had no idea what he did for a living, but I

decided to be just like him when I grew up.!
When we moved to another city, Nazir and I promised each other to be friends
forever, but that promise was never kept. Grandma moved with us and I got my own
room, in the attic of our new house on Mozart Street, the house next to Fate’s.!

!
The first time I saw her she was wearing a white skirt with a white vest and she had
long blond hair, which she had made into little braids that she had tied up in the shape
of a tiara. Fate was the most beautiful girl I’d ever seen. We were twelve years old and
love had blinded me, and my eyesight was already terrible. I had minus-7 lens strength,
so without my thick glasses – whose maker, I suspected, must have been blind as well –
I was groping blindly. I had a very good sense of touch and having had piano lessons
for many years may have contributed to my finger exercises producing virtuoso
performances.!
I wonder how I could have fallen so madly in love with her. Maybe it had to do with
her looks. She was more beautiful than the other girls in class 1b and also more
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beautiful than the girls from all the other classes. Or it could be because she had breasts,
which most girls only got in year ten. Fortunately Fate had them in year seven, because
she did not make it to year ten. When she failed year nine, after she had failed year
eight twice, she had to leave school. Fate had the most wonderful breasts I had ever
seen. The only other breasts I had occasionally seen were Grandma’s when she got out
of the bathroom and those looked different; they had gone through a lot, Grandma’s
breasts, and those of Fate were still in the making, even though I thought they were
pretty much done.!
Perhaps she looked the way I had wanted my big sister to look. I did not have a big
sister, I had no siblings at all, but if I’d had a big sister she should have looked like that.
Then I would have gazed at her nice body every day when she had a shower, but when
my friends told me that older sisters didn’t like you looking at their bare tits and that
you weren’t even allowed to touch them, I stopped wanting to have an older sister. It
wasn’t necessary anyway, because Fate was my neighbour and she did not make such a
fuss.!
Perhaps it was the hidden solitude in her that attracted me to her. Behind the silky
smooth exterior she hid a mysterious sorrow that I had only glimpsed once or twice.
When we dreamed about the future, I saw a twinkle in her eye that gave her the
courage to hold on to a sliver bit of hope.!
‘Where is your father?’ I asked her when we'd just moved in next door to her. !
‘I don’t have one,’ she said. ‘There has never been one either. My mother always says
anybody could have been my father, but she has never been able to find one for me.’
Fate’s mother always had to work, so she was never around, but Fate had me and
together we could face the world. Fate and I promised each other that we would always
stay together. We were inseparable, much to the displeasure of mister Fisherman, our
tutor. Mister Fisherman had one of those beards that did not know if it wanted to be a
beard or whether it should stick to his cheeks like some neglected wads of cotton wool.
That beard was actually all that defined mister Fisherman, as if his body was attached
to it as an afterthought. Fisherman was not just our tutor, he also taught physics and

"22

Russian. He was convinced the communists would conquer all of Europe so it was best
to be prepared.!
According to Fisherman, life was a scientific experiment founded on complex
formulas that were as incomprehensible to me as the Russian alphabet. When I asked
why it was useful to know the speed of gravity, he pointed his finger at me and replied
that one day I would need this knowledge and at that moment I would think of him.
How was it possible I hadn’t inherited a fraction of my father’s intelligence! At that
time my father was already teaching something complicated at the university and if
you give lectures there, you have to be smart. But he was not smart enough to
understand that the sum of my grades for mathematics and physics did not even equal
an eight out of ten. It made mister Fisherman’s wild hairs stand on end. At such
moments he looked exactly like the poster of Albert Einstein hanging behind his desk.
The smartest man who had ever lived on this planet. I think he had always dreamed of
becoming like Einstein, but he never got closer than that poster.!
My disappointing grades gave mister Fisherman cause to voice his concern about my
relationship with Fate to my parents.!
‘What are we going to do with you?’ my father sighed after a scrutinizing parentteacher conference. He clenched his fist and yelled at me with a red face: ‘If you
continue in this manner, you won’t amount to anything!’!
That’s all it took. One sentence that would define the rest of my life. My father
planted the seed for my desire to prove the opposite. !

!
The passion of my life ignited one Sunday afternoon when Fate and her friend Valerie
took me to the disco. The admission fee was one guilder, I paid three. Fate and Valerie
danced the entire afternoon, with each other and with other boys. Dancing was not my
thing; I did not see the fun of going out. I did not drink and did not smoke, Fate did.!
I wandered between the disco lights on my own when my attention was drawn to
the DJ. Spinning those discs fascinated me. I already pictured myself standing on stage
in a sold-out stadium and the whole world would shout my name, just like they did
with Madonna.!
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That week I emptied my savings account and used the money Granddad had put
away for all those years to buy a synthesizer, two record players, a mixing console and a
tape recorder. I turned my attic room into a studio. From that moment I had a single
mission: To become the most famous DJ in the world.!
‘You can’t make a living doing that,’ my father said, and I could hear the desperation
in his voice. He thought spinning discs was not a job but a hobby that cost too much
time and money and deterred me from doing my schoolwork. I had to think of my
future. With great effort his parents had saved up to pay for his studies in Delft and he
had saved up in a similar fashion for my future.!
I had to go to university as well.!
We learned lots of things at school, languages and all kinds of sciences, but not how
to make money or how to get rich. And that is what I wanted: to become rich and
famous. !

!
Fate did not know what she wanted, nor did she know what she wanted to be when she
grew up. I think she did not want to become anything, but that did not matter to me
then, because the sixteen-year-old girl who looked eighteen did something to me that
would change my life forever. She lay down next to a pile of records leaning against the
piano and pulled her skirt up.!
‘I guess it’s time that this happens,’ she said.!
Madonna’s Papa Don’t Preach was on top of the pile and I was on top of Fate. She
kept her eyes closed and slowly opened and closed her mouth, like fish in an aquarium.
When she started to scream I thought she couldn’t breath anymore, because she was
gasping for air, just like those fish. After a while she whispered:!
‘Thank you, that was nice.’!
For minutes I admiringly the view between her legs, until an alarming thought made
me jump.!
‘Are you going to have a baby now?’!
She kept staring at Madonna.!
The front door slamming shut was our cue to get dressed.!
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‘We were doing our homework,’ I said, but Grandma knew that Fate never did her
homework. How she knew, I did not know. My Grandma knew everything.!
On Monday 19th October 1987 I drew a heart in my diary, it was a day to remember.
Late that afternoon I sang as I rode my bike to my Granddad’s house for a bite to eat,
but Granddad did not have time to eat. He was on the phone, busily engaged in a
conversation with an American gentleman on Wall Street, the thirty-year younger
woman he was married to said. My Granddad had told me he traded on the stock
exchange, though I did not understand what that meant. According to Grandma he had
sold his soul to the devil. Anyway, Granddad earned shed-loads of money doing that.
Money was his life. His only worry was what would happen to it after he died.
Spending it all during his lifetime was a waste, but he could not live with the thought
either that his money would end up with people who did not work for it. I think he
would have loved to take it with him in his coffin; the thought that he would still have
the opportunity to burn his money after his death, would give him peace of mind.!
‘Everyone should earn their own money,’ he argued ‘But most people are too lazy, or
they don’t have guts to do it. That’s why they do not earn it. Nobody ever gave me
anything.’ He had worked hard his whole life to enjoy the fruits of his labour when he
retired, but now that he was old and drowning in cash, he had lost the ability to laugh.!
‘It’s not difficult to get rich, Mishka,’ he told me. ‘Wealth is the reward for the
sacrifices you make, it costs blood, sweat and tears and you must never give up. Even in
the darkest moments of life, success is within your reach. If you believe in this you will
see it happen, but if you give up, you will be swallowed by the darkness. Whatever
people tell you later in life, believing in yourself is your greatest power, son. Listen to
the little voice in your heart. Don’t be afraid. Follow your desires and life will reward
you. Wealth is paid out in money and happiness, but remember that real happiness
can’t be bought with all the money in the world. Your Granddad figured that out far too
late.’!
There were beads of sweet on his bald head, which first turned red and then purple.
He lit one cigarette after another and started yelling louder and louder until he went
quiet. That evening Granddad died of a heart attack. At least he did not have to worry
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about his money, because his fortune had gone up in smoke on that historic Black
Monday on Wall Street. Grandma thought he got what he deserved. ‘Now at least that
whore doesn’t have a penny to her name either.’!

!
When her mother moved in with her umpteenth boyfriend, Fate rented an apartment in
Amsterdam. She wanted to live in the big city because that’s where her future was, she
said. It was a colourful neighbourhood that buzzed day and night. Down the street was
Youfuk, the restaurant whose owner had the big moustache. The special cost a fiver, so
it did not take long until the Mr. Big Moustache knew us by name.!
There was a mattress on the floor in the corner of Fate’s room, which was all we
needed. Our sexual voyage of discovery had no bounds. It was here that the innocence
of our childhood was tarnished by depravity. We drank cheap wine and after every
lovemaking session we smoked cigarettes and most of the time Fate smoked something
else too. All the ingredients for a carefree life were at hand, but a carefree life has its
price.!
Fate got a job at a supermarket and tended the bar at the Rooie Gerrit a few evenings
a week. I had not inherited my Dad’s intelligence or my Granddad’s money so I
knocked my own drive-in show together and performed at parties every weekend.
With these earnings I could soon afford to rent an outbuilding of a villa in the Goois’
Moor. And I bought my first car.!
Fate’s future may have been in Amsterdam, but wherever she looked for it, it became
nothing more than an extension of her past. My meaning of life was a different one than
Fate’s. I thought her life had increasingly little meaning, she thought that money did
not buy you happiness. According to her I had changed, since I had become what she
considered to be rich. She also thought my car was too fancy, a bluish grey coupé with a
ton of mileage and a silver jaguar on the hood. We had taken romantic trips to Brussels
and Paris in that fancy car, and every time she would say how happy she was. That was
in the days that happiness was still affordable. I even surprised her with a trip to Ibiza
for her twentieth birthday, where she danced while I watched the DJs. One day it would

"26

be me standing at the turntables, but waiting for ‘one day’ is like waiting for a bus to
never and nowhere. Now it was time to conquer the world.!
While Fate was waiting for that bus, I was working on my long-awaited breakthrough.
It happened that night in disco Stargate. The first time I played LoveJunkie, the audience
went wild. My attention was drawn by a lithe body and legs that went all the to the
floor. She smiled at me and a short time later I was facing this triumphant appearance.!
‘Whose awesome track is this?’ she yelled.!
‘Mine!’ I shouted proudly.!
‘Who are you?’ she asked with her lips touching my ear. She pushed her breasts up
against me and I looked into eyes that revealed exciting tales.!
‘Hi, I’m Isabelle. Can you give me that CD? And your number, I’ll call you.’!
She left with a burned CD of LoveJunkie. Two days later she called me and told me
her boss wanted to meet me. That boss was Drakestein. In the world of media he was
famous and infamous, everyone knew him and he knew everyone. And suddenly I was
in a meeting with the boss of Drake Records.!
‘Misaak Kadamef? That’s a strange name, don’t you think?’!
‘It’s, uh, Mishka, Mishka Kamadev.’!
‘Aha, a communist! Is your Dad with the KGB? I happen to know some people at the
KGB. I don’t have to worry if the communists ever take over Europe, those men know
me. And if you know me, you don’t have to worry either. If they come, those
communists, then I’ll ask them to bring me one of those young Russian birds. One of
those birds wearing a sexy fur coat and nothing underneath, no fur. You catch my
meaning, Kunnilinsky?’!
The office was colourfully decorated with a lounge suite, cushions and curtains by
Versace. The Italian top fashion designer was known for his flamboyant creations,
which made Drakestein’s office show an uncanny resemblance to the Boltini Circus.
Liberace had nothing on him. Everything had a gilded edge: the cutlery, the ashtray, the
doorknobs, the platinum records and even the bowl of his goldfish. Not just any
goldfish, a rare singing goldfish, record producer Drakestein said, bought from a
Chinese guy.!
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‘A singing goldfish?’ I asked. ‘I have never heard a goldfish sing.’ That wasn’t going
to happen either, because this singing goldfish had lost its voice. I read the name Mona
on a shiny necklace, which was resting between the curling hairs on his chest.
Drakestein looked at the couple of pounds of Rolex that was strapped to his wrist to
help him keep time.!
‘It’s time to turn you into star, weirdo. You are a weirdo, but I have a nose for talent
and I can smell you are my …, a goldmine,’ Drakestein said while I was signing the
three-year contract. ‘And don’t ever forget that I discovered you, I found you, don’t you
forget that’, he emphasized. I did not realize at the time that that nose would play a
prominent role. Draak stuck his snorter in everything, especially in other people’s
business and in his secretary Shirley. I was too naïve to understand why they were
called the duo Sniff & Snuff. It was none of my business anyway. I had a contract and a
hit. Drake Records released LoveJunkie and six weeks later my first single topped the
Dance Top 40 chart. All thanks to Isabelle. She was a party animal, which went well
with her job booking famous DJs and artists for Party Time; a booking agent
conveniently located in the same building as Drake Records who Drakestein arranged
would do my management. Drakestein took care of everything, even a radio show.
Every Friday evening I mixed the latest dance tracks on radio station DJamFM.!
As a newcomer in the Dutch music scene I felt like a penguin in the desert, but from
day one Isabelle accepted me with open arms. We liked each other and it did not take
long before I got more bookings than the other DJs. She loved my music and even
accompanied me a few times when I had a show somewhere. From Appelscha to
Wieringerwerf, from Klazienaveen to Ulestraten, I went all over the Netherlands. And
no matter how long the ride was, it was never long enough when Isabelle was with me.
At least not as long as her legs. We laughed together, she never complained and she was
always in high spirits. It was always party time.!
Isabelle made me realize how little Fate and I still had in common. We lived in
different worlds and the promise to stay together forever ticked away with the hands of
time. !

!
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