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         Months ago, mildly popular social media star Killian Sundermann, better known by his social media handle @killersundy, deleted all his social media accounts, moved to an undisclosed rural area and, in his own words, ‘went native’. In a dramatic and what would turn out to be final Instagram post, he lampooned the online comedy scene, stating it was ‘all focused on the numbers and nothing to do with actual artistic endeavour’. This was broadly seen as a reaction to the plummeting numbers and engagements on his recent videos, the large drop-off in his followers across all platforms, and what was generally agreed upon as a severe reduction in the quality of his work.

         Bar a few sightings, the young comedian has not been seen in public for several weeks since his farewell post. He is understood to be living in a van in an unspecified location. ‘Sayonara, sheeple,’ his 4last post read. ‘While you are all slaves to the brain vacuum machine that is social media, I’m going off-grid to live a utopian dream in literal paradise.’ An IP address search on that post revealed his location to be the public restrooms in a service station off the M7 motorway.

         It wasn’t until a few weeks ago that Sundermann re-emerged into public life, having rebranded himself as a ‘countryside influencer’, and shared the following post.

         In my online sketches, I completed the urban assessment: I figured it out and showed it to the world for what it was, a bastardisation of corporate greed, a dishevelment of morality in the common person and an absolute lack of understanding or appreciation for someone who is trying to make avant-garde comedy sketches (see my series about the embarrassing feeling you get when buying toilet paper). The city is done, it is finished. Nobody is interested any more – get over it, London; move on, Hong Kong. Now I will shift my focus to the countryside, the final frontier of life, where flora and fauna rule the roost and the muddy 5fingernails of the common working farmer achieve more in a morning’s back-breaking labour than any ‘influencer’ would in a thousand sponsored posts. And no, I haven’t done any back-breaking labour to figure that out; as an empath, I could tell just by watching.

         The same day, he was seen dropping a manuscript, written entirely on what appeared to be McDonald’s takeaway bags, at the doors of Faber’s offices. The drop-off was not publicised or acknowledged and a few days later Sundermann took to social media to berate the distinguished publishers for trying to silence him and hiding vital information from the public.

         These are people who published Joyce and Beckett, they should know a thing or two about transgressive Irish authors, but here they are, silencing me. They have the only copy too, they know exactly what they’re doing, and yes maybe I should have duplicated the manuscript, but it was really hard to fit the McDonald’s paper bags into a photocopying machine. No matter what shape I cut it, the paper was too thick to fit in. In fact, that’s another thing I want to talk about …6

         In the midst of this storm of posts, an intrepid intern from Faber who had been following Sundermann’s rant put two and two together and managed to locate the manuscript in the bin outside the department she’d left it in.

         Faber took the liberty of transcribing the text and are delighted to present to the public an unedited version, now titled CountryFail, with images courtesy of Faber and some from the author himself.
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         Before we go skipping together through green fields, one question must be addressed, to prepare you for the journey ahead: What is the countryside? It is often described as ‘not town, not city’, which frankly leaves a lot to be desired. If that which is not a city is therefore countryside, my cousin Solly must also, by this definition, be the countryside. Can we spend a weekend away in a converted-barn-turned-expensive-Airbnb on my cousin Solly’s back? No, of course not. For starters, Solly doesn’t do squats, so his back can barely support his own weight, let alone a couple having a romantic trip away together.

         To say the countryside is simply not the city is a philosophy of such arrogance that it’s quite clear it was written by a city dweller (yes, this is the politically correct term). It was he (yes, ‘he’ – it was definitely a man, probably working in finance, who came up 10with it in between his busy schedule of gym/buddha bowl/coffee/work/lunch/coffee/work/gym/Netflix/being numbed into a fitful, protein-shake-induced sleep) who declared the countryside to be that which isn’t city. He was probably called Dave. Yes, I’m getting serious Dave vibes from this person.

         As a man of two weeks’ lived experience of the countryside, I feel best placed to offer up an alternative to Dave’s meagre attempt. So, how to describe this place, full of animals, farms and forests, streams and ditches, faerie forts and the occasional fly-tipped mattress? This idyllic space, which has managed to avoid the full brunt of humanity and look all the better for it? Well, I challenge you to better this:

         Countryside (noun) – the one place other than Glastonbury you’ll need to wear wellies.

         A History: Paradise Lost

         In the beginning, it was all countryside. Flora and fauna blossomed. Animals ran together in 11perfect harmony, frolicking naked through the forest. Drifting clouds of bees tickled the flowers, spreading wealth, nature and joy all over Mother Earth’s beautiful land.

         
            
[image: ]Dublin, before the Industrial Revolution.

            

         

         Then, with an unceremonious splat, an unfortunate-looking fish wheezed itself out of the sea it had called home for millions of years and decided it preferred the clean air on land to having to sift water, salt and its own urine through its 12cheeks in order to breathe. Within a few million years, this fish had become what we know as the modern human and had rearranged Mother Earth’s complex natural system to entirely suit its own needs and desires. Forests were chopped down to build homes, pesticides were sprayed so that apples looked redder, and whole species of animals became extinct because they tasted so delicious.

         But mankind didn’t destroy all the magical green spaces of the countryside. It was, after all, a place where they could survey the landscape, take a deep breath and say ‘Now isn’t this nice?’ and declare themselves to ‘feel human’ again, before leaving their soggy sandwiches and litter behind as they returned to the city. Some people did live there, but they weren’t the loud, busy ones; they were the contemplative, friendly ones. And farmers.

         In order for us to fully understand the countryside and all that it contains, I will take you now on a journey – or a ramble – and as we stroll together I will orate and impart to you the deep 13wisdom and understanding of the countryside that I have gained from the many, long last couple of weeks I have lovingly spent here.

         I know it might come as a shock to you, but I was not always a man of the countryside. Before I transcended to the higher plane of country strolls and nice fresh air that I currently occupy, I was once like you, a mindless cog in the ever-turning wheel of the city. I was one of the worst, the filthiest rat in the rat race. I crawled to depths of despair nobody had seen before, but it was all part of my journey. I had to reach my lowest, in order to be rebuilt into the oracle of natural wisdom that I have now become.

         Modern life is a torment, a state of being in which we have been conditioned from birth to chase profitability and glory within the market, and for what? What’s the best that could happen? Sure, you could achieve a mild level of fame. Maybe even get your videos shared in the work WhatsApp. Occasionally, people might recognise you when you’re out and about, you might get the occasional 14thirsty DM, but eventually your fifteen minutes will slip away; people will stop sharing your work, they will stop going to your shows, they will stop appreciating you. Why? Because they are fickle and wouldn’t know true art if it danced naked in front of them with the Mona Lisa painted on its buttocks. Indeed, they will stop calling you and, soon afterwards, even stop answering your calls. The people who were there for your good times, well, suddenly they will be gone and you will find that the payments for the bloated apartment in the city centre that you got at an extremely volatile, variable mortgage rate, because you thought you’d pay it off in a couple of years, ends up being the anchor tied to your ankle as you suddenly plummet to the watery depths of bankruptcy. Before you know it, you’re forced to downsize into a Ford Transit van that was converted by some hippy in Waterford and, to survive, you move to a remote part of Clare, where one of your few remaining loyal fans, a pensioner named Mairead, will let you park on her property and use her electricity in 15exchange for giving German lessons to her frankly obnoxious child, Eric, who simply cannot grasp the subtle differences between dative and accusative prepositions.

         But this experience of being thrown out of society and ignored will turn out to be the blessing in disguise that you were always looking for. Sure, you don’t have running water. Sure, you can’t fully extend your legs as you sleep and now you have developed a hunched, goblin-like physique. Sure, when nature calls in the middle of the night and you don’t feel like facing the cold outdoors you find yourself peeing into a milk carton in a van in rural countryside, but isn’t this what life is really about, when you think about it? Life strips you away from the twenty-first-century comforts we’ve surrounded ourselves with. Far away from backstabbers and hangers-on, your poetry is improving dramatically, despite what Mairead and Eric say, and your head has never felt clearer. One day, an epiphany engulfs your mind, as you realise that you have figured out the solution to anxiety, apathy and 16loneliness in this late-stage capitalist world. And you realise it is time to share it with everyone else. Maybe you’ll get a book deal, maybe you’ll get on the telly again, maybe people will once again call to you on the street and kiss your hands in forgiveness for turning their attention elsewhere, even for the briefest of moments. It’s not why you’re doing it – you are an altruistic person, of course – but you will be king once more and all will bow to your majesty and humility as you magnanimously welcome them back to your bosom. Hypothetically speaking, of course.

         So, put on your favourite pair of hiking boots, zip up the breathable windbreaker that you bought for an extortionate amount of money in one of those outdoor shops that you never go into because the red-bearded men in hiking gear intimidate you with their strong legs and their practical spoons that with the right application can also be used as a fishing rod. Pull over your ears the dusty, moth-ravaged woollen hat that hasn’t seen the light of day for a whole year and now more resembles 17(and smells like) a limp, raggedy sock, and meet me in the morning at the small grassy knoll over by the forest. And just as the sun is peeking over the horizon to bring in a new day, together we will ramble, over hill and through dale and stream, under trees and around the bush, through the countryside.18
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