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A BIPEDAL REPTILE.
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I'm a hateful and jealous creature. It's neither a boast nor a regret, it's a fact. My gut clenches maliciously with news of good fortune involving someone else. Curiously, my happiness never eclipses this feeling. A sensory windfall in the morning, might turn sour by noon, all because of the afro mentioned jealousy. Hours upon hours, I ponder. 

Should I perhaps try to overcome this "negative" feelings. I crown that word with quotes because it's sentiments attributed to the "vice" by society and not me. Is it standing in the way of anything? Does it hamper me in any way? Like all jealous creatures, I believe myself skillful at hiding this emotion. But at times, I see the envy reflecting back at me, in the eyes of some mammal before me. I have noticed my smile rarely elongates to towards my ears, stale, it stagnates and my mouth seems frozen in some painful arch.

I aspire to rid myself of such shortcomings. I would like to portray surreal depictions of joy, at others success, in order to successfully mask the throbbing jealousy. I have always fancied it, to be something akin to a naked man with a boner. A typical society man that is, with some "shame". How this society man finds himself in the public square, not a thread of linen to hide his reproductive memorabilia, I don't know. Furnish the details yourself. This trait of mine, is like being that man. I can't very well walk straight, with my rod of thunder tormenting the sky. I find it absurd too, to bend forward and conceal my staff with my bosom, for then, the gates of Sodom and Gomorrah would be left gaping open.

Should I then cover my face and conceal my identity? Will the palms of my hands be sufficient for such an endeavor? I highly doubt it. This is a most impossible position. Even if I come to terms with the whole thing, poor fool, I'd still debate how to shuttle about with the shame. Should I frown and look into faces? Should I smile instead? A maniacal smile to perhaps suggest lunacy and therefore incur some leniency in judgment? Should I walk steadily, panther like, grandly as if am the proverbial emperor, with every belief that am in royal garb? Or should I take flight towards the river? Or perhaps it would be more to my benefit to start a brawl with some passersby.

I've wound up myself so much, I've lost the thread. I do believe though, that you somewhat get the picture. The only difference is that, am not a society man. My turning about in speculative imaginary scenarios, isn't with consideration to the judgement of good society.

In my stead, when I bend forward to cover my staff with my spine, I'm considering if it be a comical wonder compared to if I strut about Zeus like. Yes, yes, I'm still pandering to society but with one magnificent exemption. I'm trying to work out a comedy, from the mighty grip of judgement. You may not understand the magnitude of the difference, but regardless, it's a grand one.

So, this envy of mine, I quit not know what to do with it.  A bourgeois but direct friend of mine, once did confront me about the matter. "You're a queer imp," he'd started off in a manner slightly insulting but caked with some comical elements. Knowing his constitutional rituals, I had merely groaned and excused myself to go empty my empty bladder. Not being easily put off, he'd trailed me to that infernal area. Side by side, fingers fighting with zipper, quivering with annoyance, he'd persisted with his diatribe anyway.

"First of all, I don't respect you," he kicked off with this salvo, and I couldn't help but smile. I would have been more galled if he were to kick off with something banal, like say, "with all due respect..." That latter statement was a preserve of barbarians. 

A misguiding literary device that only took in fools. For it was only natural after that unfortunate statement, for one to get downright disrespectful. It however must have been quite the device, when it made its first appearance. A dunce might have propped itself with dignity upon hearing it, expecting at least opposition littered with logic and not veiled insults. Anyway, all I meant to say, was that, this "friend's technique", was refreshing beyond doubt.

"I respect your honesty," I had cheekily answered to his utterance.

Without delay, he'd gone off into his archives to remind me of some useless anecdote. I won't quote him word for word, simply because I trust my way more. It's obviously another clear indicator of my vanity. I'm just stating facts.

But perhaps before I get into that business, let me explain how I made the acquaintance of the above individual. My intention from the very start, was to refrain from gracing him with a name. To treat him in this pages, as one would, a stray mangy dog that you occasionally throw bones to. A creature that you wouldn't open the door to, on a terribly stormy night. Allow me elaborate further, a creature that you wouldn't even out of spite give an insulting name. Each time you threw bones to this unfortunate, say about twice a month, you'd do it with a silent prayer, "choke on those bones you feeble minded bag of bones."

Do I really hate this "friend" that much? Mmh... I feel as if to even anoint him friend with quotes is too noble of me. However, due to numerous characters that I'll shuttle in here and there to advance this fable, I'm tempted to outright assign a tag to him, all out of necessity. My other "vice" is women.  Forgive my tiresome side comments, but I'll offer them once again for the last time, mind the quotation marks, please. 

A scintillating woman was the bridge of our acquaintance. My favorite strategy has always been to assail the fortress of a beauty sideways. I was too calculated to fly at the defenses of such a being directly. I preferred engaging the services of an inside man/woman. My first step therefore was to woe on the sly, a member of her circle.

With bribes I'd extract from my spy, her dislikes and what not. Her likes too were something but... I'd rather put much stock on what made her blood boil, all in order not to burn my chances early. If a certain shade of color was liable to throw her into fits, I'd exile temporarily a cloth of such a design from my wardrobe. If she preferred a man with certain hairstyles, I'd make sure to accordingly visit a barber with that in mind, and "accidentally" come across her within that window. Initially, when I was overzealous, I would overdo it all. I would put too much emphasis on what pulled on a lady's heartstrings. Having done my proper research, I would dole out gift after gift, to the point that my Rapunzel would grow suspicious.

Eventually, my target would grow livid, divining that I was working from a calculated angle, all off "equations" leaked to me. It didn't matter if my intentions were genuine, the main point was that I tried to mechanically propel myself forward. Such a thing had happened twice in succession, and like a good mathematician, I had tweaked my methods.

––––––––
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ON ONE UNFORTUNATE moment in time, I happened to be pining for a certain young lady. She was an enchanting mysterious fair creature. Her "circle" entailed only of three, her and her two brothers. Since one of those gentlemen was a sniveling boy in shorts, my only way in was through the older brother, a young man of about nineteen years old. In all respect, he was still a boy but with the difference of a dry nose, on account of that, I'll do him the honors and call him a man, even without quotation marks!

The little boy could have been useful too, but I was too mistrustful. It's not that his information was to be trumped on, but his manners at that age, were of too much free reign. Nothing would stop him from blabbering to the lady my intentions and forays into her nature. If we were to meet out in public, my eyes obviously stitched to the skies, viewing imaginary titans duel each other, nothing stood in the way of the boy shouting apropos of nothing, “look! If it isn't the man that was pricking me with questions about you dear sister!" The young boy might probably think it a good joke, not perceiving the harm he'd wrought by outing me in such a manner. 

The wet nose would have destroyed any chances of making my conquest seem unplanned. A painter's works were more impressive to a fool, one who didn't know that the masters did any practice, one who thought it was a matter of "genius", that as soon as the master picked up the brush, well and good, it was enough, classics by themselves trudged themselves out of their bosoms. It's sad how less impressive most things are when one gets to witness the "tomfoolery" behind the curtain. 

Therefore, such a little cub, would have destroyed my chances of impressing a "fool". In such a scenario, I would perhaps wave painfully, bypass the party and treat it as a case of mistaken identity. The venture would obviously have to end there. Reveal the magic trick and you hang the magician. K, the elder brother, was therefore a more suitable spy, at least he seemed so initially. Some proud, unflinching individuals, had helped me gauge him initially. The former, approached the sister, without any protests from k. This in itself let me know that he was indifferent to such a matter. Oh! And how indifferent he really was.

"I have no qualms against you slithering up to my sister, but what business is it of mine to help you?" He'd protested rightfully with unaffected airs. He'd merely laughed at my trifle bribes. I later learned that theirs was a family of means, and what I offered him, bordered on insults. I had almost decided to revert to perhaps the wet nose, but having already made contact with this front, I had most likely compromised myself already. 

So there I was with my paltry gifts and a haughty possible spy, what could I use to induce him out of his shell? It pained and pricked my arrogance to be met by a double wall. I had to compromise the knightly brother and then that dreamlike sister of his.

It wasn't feasible for me to befriend a friend of the brother, for the affair would now border on the comical.

"What do you prefer?"

"What else can you offer?" Stupid k had asked me.

How the hell was I to know what he was lacking?

I racked my brains and failed. I had decided to toss the incident into that infernal pile of aborted missions. "I will change my evening walk routes, once again." I remember thinking as I turned my back on him.

"Where to?" He'd called out after me.

"There's worthier women to chase after," I had replied arrogantly.

To this statement, he'd merely laughed at my retreating hide.

"Wait," he'd beseeched me as he caught up.

"I'll help you anyway," he'd offered.

"Why?" I had asked, suspicious all of a sudden.

"You amuse me,"

"How so?"

"You're funny looking and walk like a man almost about to spring into the air for no good reason at all," he'd reeled off with that now familiar insulting tone of his.

This attitude of his, I confess, initially mystified me. Here he was offering help whilst prodding me with his barbed wire tongue. 

"Someone ought to teach you some polite manners."

"I'm afraid that someone hasn't been born yet," he'd answered beaming. As much as I protested his callous conduct, I admired the barbaric attitude. He wasn't prostrating himself in front of me, but merely helping out thanks to some weird fascination. Some abstract feeling that my demeanor inspired in him. 

This in itself, appealed to my vanity and propelled me towards him like a magnet. Gruffly, as if I was the one being supplicated, I had accepted his services. The scoundrel was eager to serve me. It did irk me though that he wouldn't take my trifles. I was too beneath him to present him with a gift, it must have been that! What could I offer him in the world? 

They weren't exactly filthy rich, but most importantly, he was morally leagues above me, I couldn't compromise him. He was as safe from it as Jesus in the desert, ah! Ah! It's all too much in retrospect. His side was therefore simply a gift or a fancy, a throw away thing for his "honor".

On our second meeting, he'd come bouncing into our rendezvous, the sister's diary in his hands. I was astounded, how quickly and dangerously he was curtsying for me.

"Don't worry, she misplaces it now and then, she won't miss it," he'd assured me positively.

Foolishly trembling, I had taken the thing, uncertain of what to do with it. My "Judas" had erupted into laughter. He couldn't understand my reservations, and sincerely speaking, I too don't see what I was all worried about.

"There, I thought you wanted to know her as quickly and possible?" He'd prodded.

"Yes, yes but not this way," I had replied, almost handing it back.

"You're a half-baked Casanova!" He'd flung at me and snatched the diary. Buoyed up by this insult, however not considering myself a fresh out of the oven Casanova but deigning myself better than a half-baked one, I had protested.

"Okay," I had growled, "bring it back."

His temporary temper dropping away, he'd obliged me. It happened to be a truly fat tome. Someday entries ran for about twenty pages. Christ! Did she ever have time for anything else, apart from writing, I had castigated inwardly. I busied myself with the latest entries. She was preoccupied with some fellow, whom she fancied was following her around. Initially, it seemed, she was predisposed favorably to him. 

In the days following her "discovery", she'd prim herself out in her favorite colors and walk the paths that he stalked. Alas! It was the same path I dragged myself about in my evening walks. I had seen her about those ways on some occasions. She'd scent herself out generously, hopeful that this dashing young man would approach her.

But alas! The donkey, (she referred to him as so), was a fully-fledged coward. He merely consumed her, head to toe, with longing eyes, but would soon bypass her on the way and no more. She realized that she'd stuffed him up with air. He was just some other fool and nothing spectacular. All in all, she'd stopped fancying the clown. All this choice names, she deposited on that unfortunate with uncalled for generosity.
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