

[image: cover]




Foreword carries this meaning of preliminary, which in turn might develop into exploratory, introductory, preparatory…


I had at one point – briefly, of course – considered subtitling this modest booklet ‘The Fountainhand’. Which would have been odd as well as outrageously immodest.


The (cultured) ones who would have then picked up the book – noticing closeness in title and its author sounding somewhat familiar – would have noticed right.


However, familiarity means not similarity. Here, my aim is nowhere near philosophy; this would be so absurdly boastful where Madame Rand is concerned. No one can rival at such intellectual heights and my thoughts are much more ‘earthly’ ones. Moreover, had my family name been Grand I might have dreamt up an ambitious, spiritual destiny for myself. Alas, as a girl, Bland just draws me back to reality – a mighty physical one.


Yet, isn’t pleasure a philosophy of its own? To the point, then, because I shall hereafter be dealing with unadulterated… selfishness.


Rational self-interest, you might say – without resting any.




Since any book starts with its title – which is supposed to sketch out the subject – we might as well give it some priority.


‘Oz’ is normally an adjective, meaning ‘Australian’, deriving from abbreviation of Australia. Was the Wizard of Oz related to that specific continent? I wouldn’t know. However, I do know that the noun ‘wizardry’ doesn’t befit me because, when split in two, it leads to ‘dry’ – hardly my case! Yet I readily agree that its wizar part then rhymes with bizarre. I might therefore be nicknamed Wizar of Odd.


Wizardess, now.


Sorceress, magician, enchanter… whichever (or witch-for-ever) pleases you best. Or maybe wizard-dress? like in “dressed-as-a-wizard”? C’mon, let’s not invent feminine-gendered nouns when no such ones belong to the English language. Of course, I am aware that wizard can only be a male character (isn’t it funny that his counterpart may but be named ‘witch’? most of the time a ‘wicked’ one?) and I therefore wrote Wizardess to indicate that my heroine is a gal’. But if wizard is to be solely masculine, it follows that ‘being a wizard at’ means that only men are to be considered geniuses…


Venerated woman? Some gal’, my oh my!


Or we could settle for ‘Wizard at oozing’.


Any male readers around hoping that such double oo belong to boob? or hooters? of course they do not, you’re way off-course. Even though you long to learn… They more belong to oodles (of what, you will discover) and to oomph (no, this has nothing to do with miles-per-hour, I deal not with length but with, err… volume).


Apart from belonging to matters of the mind, spirituelle in French also means witty. Me pert missis? Sometimes a tad perv’, I admit… Still and all, guys always judge me as… perky! I’m not the one to judge about the wits, but full of spirit I definitely am; more than full, too; overflowing.


From the top of my hose to the tip of my toes. Spirit is immaterial, but liquid isn’t, and although I – at times – indulge in a little liquor I was never told that my juices tasted alcoholic. Nothing sloppy either, thank God! watery is already quite enough.


Pure, clear, mellow, sweet… I’ve never been curious to taste it – keep the whole mystery. Me, a smoothie? Maybe I taste honeyed and could therefore be described as ‘soothing’. Lick it up, darling! Some even gulp it all down since there’s lots available.


By contrast to males who sometimes experience a teenie breakdown, I’m available and entirely fail-safe. Makes you feel safer? No failure, no fail her.


A dear friend, to whom I offered to read my little prose, pinpointed this verb ‘make do’ that I used somewhere and suggested that I change it. He laughed at ‘its most inadequate usage’, explaining that it meant ‘managing with limited or inadequate means available’.


— Limited or inadequate? hardly your case, sweetie!


In the end, I kept my original ‘make do’ because I had thought for a long, long time that my condition would turn out to be a temporary one.


Some describe me as sappy, as in ‘over-sentimental’, but truth is that the word shouldn’t only be taken in its figurative sense. I am an over-sentimental character – and also a mighty juicy one. The latter in its proper sense.


Not so proper… claim the so-called ‘upper-class’ chicks. They might frown at me in disgust but I happen to know intimately a few of their husbands who witnessed my wetness. And revelled in it. So, let them wives frown.


How strange that soothe is so close to ooze and that it also pairs with smooth. Soft and gentle, tender and velvety… but never dull! In the end, my first name should have more been Suzy – sounds like and matches Soozie.


These few lines were ‘to sketch out’ things as I couldn’t use the verb ‘condense’. Even less ‘encapsulate’! And oh… let me not skip this other precision: Wizard derives from wise (sage, philosopher). It usually describes a person who is ‘very skilled in a particular field or activity’. In older and more formal English, wizard also means ‘wonderful, excellent’ but let me not brag too much from the very beginning, huh?


#


So then…


the name is Jane Bland. I’d have much preferred to be dealt out Grand, or Trend, or Grant or something. But, oh dear, life is so unfair!


Grand would have offered me finer stature, like that of a French ‘grande dame’, but any wordbook of quality teaches us that ‘dame’ relates to elderly or mature women in an archaic or humorous manner. (Please, do note how this ‘elderly’ qualifier is immediately subdued by ‘mature’ so as to not sound too offensive…)


Instead of Grand, I’m short – not of brains, I hope – and stuck with rather unshapely legs and most standard tits. The latter of which should feel (sorry about this verb) uninteresting to any man since they’re way way under a 36D. And still, if they were a more-than-healthy 36, the bloke would still dream of Russ Meyer’s ultras. So, forget it, guys; ‘up there’, me Bland is hopeless.


Yet… concerning this ‘up’ stuff, a most-intimate friend of mine complimented me by saying: You always have the upper-hand, Janie. After which he unexpectedly provided the other people around that it often amounted to getting a hand upper. “With an h instead of the second p,” he said, beaming. Yeah, beaming wide, like an idiot about his supposedly bon mot.


Flushed to the ears outside and close to tears inside, I still managed to put on my best smile. And decided to ditch that fella on the spot. No more nude for him dude. Being rude and lewd was, at times, allowed; vulgarity was not to be tolerated, though, not under any circumstance.


Now, upon writing this booklet, I also smile at the sonority of that “second p”… First or second – but wait, isn’t that a bit limitative? – p is never a problem for me. Its excess is, rather.


A name like Grand would have, as I often looked it up into the dictionary, brought magnificence; it might’ve meant ‘ambitious in scale’, or also ‘imposing in appearance’. Splendour? Too bad, Janie honey, you ain’t got any of those.
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