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By

Kingson Lee

This is a story that combines real and unreal events.

This is a narrative that blends real-life events with surreal, fantastical elements to create a unique and engaging tale.
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Drawn by Kingson Lee

For the Stupid Man
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Chapter 1- Introduction
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This is a story about the adventures of “A Stupid Man.”

This is not a family tragedy. The Stupid Man fulfilled his promises to the family, and he walks away happily. He later develops his other businesses.

To others he is very stupid. Is he really that stupid?

The adventures of this man are pure fantasy and fairy tale like to the normal general public.

The beginning is lightly mentioning about schools., Indonesia., & Singapore etc.

At the end it comes to the family business in trouble. Resulting in a series of meetings to list the family business into the public.

I try to build this story as a comedy. Eventually the company becomes a member of another group. That group then IPO into the main board a few years ago.

During this process, there are family civil wars and betrayals. The Stupid Man is not affected by all these but resigns and signs the shares over to another member of the family. 

He then leaves.

Sincerely,

Kingson Lee

https://kingsonlee.com
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Chapter 2- The Reflections
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I am entering a private jet.

Air Stewardess: “Welcome aboard sir!”

Me: “Thanks! Good to see you again! How are you doing? You are so beautiful today!”

Air Stewardess: “Thank you sir, you are very nice!”

Me: “Thanks, I am just a stupid old man.”

Me: “Please inform the pilot to take off any time he wants.”

Air Stewardess: “Yes Mr. Stupid Man, I will tell the pilot. Anything you want?”

Me: “No my lady, Thanks anyway.”

Air stewardess: “Have a nice trip Mr. Stupid Man!”

Me: “Thanks, you are very nice. Hey, I really like you calling me Mr. Stupid Man. I am a stupid man ever since I am born somewhere in this world.”

I am sitting in my private jet en route to Europe. 

Me: “I am just a stupid man, doing stupid things all over my life. I lost a lot, but I always survive. I am always poor but for unknown reasons, being a stupid man I have fairy tale lifestyles that even the super riches could not have.”

Me to myself: “I should make a movie and dedicate that to the Stupid People in the worlds.” 

Me to stewardess “It is good to be stupid. You will be happier than others and you will not care...... Maybe we should believe in the stupid miracles....... hahahaha.”

The sky is so calm and beautiful today. 

The pilot: “No turbulence expected today, Mr. Stupid Man. Should I continue to greet you this way?” 

Me:” By all means, yes! I like you calling me Mr. Stupid Man. I am really a Stupid Man you know!”

Me to myself while looking through the window to the clouds outside: “My mind is calm and clear now. In the last 20 years, I was betrayed & sold out. The company I built I signed over to others.... Yet I survive! I always accept that I am a stupid man. In others’ eyes I am really stupid. Yes, I decided to let go of all of my hatreds, I pardoned all those who cheated me or betrayed me. Simply put it this way.”

Me to myself: “I do not care.......” 

I pick up a glass of red wine, just cheap new world type.

Me to Stewardess: “I do not buy expensive fine wine.”

I turn my head back to the table, pick up the glass of wine again, I raise the glass of wine. Looking at the glass of wine.,

Me: “I just want a colorful and glamorous lifetime.” 

Me to myself: “I am always eating alone, traveling alone, watching movies alone.”

Me to myself: “Am I a lonely man? Hell no, I am just so stupid that others do not want to be my friends. But in fact, I do not want them to be my friends.” 

Me: “I always think that I lost everything. I am so stupid I let go of my companies., My hatreds., My lovers., my everything.... Yet I always survive! Every time I lost, I come back better than before.”

I take a sip. I eat a little ham with super spicy chili flakes. 

Me: “I grow up in crocodile and shark ponds.”

A little memory comes to my mind. I look at the clouds through the window.

Me: “I eat super spicy food. I am not afraid of any human crocodiles or sharks. I am not afraid of how spicy they are. I live with the sharks and the crocodiles., And I conditioned myself to withstand the extreme spicy food.... It is all because I am so stupid to put myself into these strange conditions. So stupendously stupid I am!”

I turn my head back to the air stewardess.

Me: “IT IS GOOD TO BE A STUPID MAN., I DO NOT KNOW ANYTHING., I DO NOT UNDERSTAND ANYTHING.... ‘ 

Air Stewardess: “Yes, it is good to walk away from all these stupid things!!!”

Me: “Now I decide to restart a new lifestyle. “

Me to myself: “I am old now.... too old but not too late.... I am still a Stupid Man....”
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Chapter 3- 1965-1970

[image: ]




Primary School

I am a boarder in a boarding school. We used to run around the cemetery next to our dormitory playing hide and seek. Yes, it is definitely haunted, but we have been living with the spirits (we believed) since our first year at this primary school. 

This school is so beautiful. With a peaceful ocean at our sight, but that ocean is definitely haunted as well. The weather is always very nice in those years. Not too hot. But winter is cold. Not too many cars at that time. 

Every day after school we have a few hours of free time, I am swimming at the ocean most of the time. Or we can walk down to the nearby village and enjoy some noodles. It is just nice. This school is small, about 200 students in Primary, 100 in the secondary school. These two schools occupy a large part of this peninsula.

At night we do our homework in our homerooms. There are big bugs flying around because we have big forest behind us. Those bugs are really big like little owls. I do not know what they are. They bang on us all the time. But later we are used to them.

We are sleeping in one big room with mosquito nets above our beds. This place is filling with bugs, mosquitoes and ghosts...... 

After a while we are not afraid of them anymore...... 

We go home after the half day school on Saturday, and we go back to the school on Sunday evening.

We are training as the future leaders of businesses. Most of us will go straight up to the secondary school then go to overseas Universities.

Of course we are feeling bad at this young age, leaving our homes, and doing daily housework by ourselves.

Flashing back to present time on the private jet:

Me to myself: “It is training in hell. we have to get up at 6am doing daily exercises, rain or no rain, and under extremely cold wintertime.”

Me: “How stupid I am living in these terrible environments and treating bugs and strange things as friends......How can our parents leave us there suffering?”

Me: “But thanks to them, I am learning to withstand lots of pressure and the most important techniques in lives that I am learning from these experiences are...”

Me: “The abilities to walk away from troubles once detected. I am learning to be a Stupid Man at that time...”

Me: “It is really really good. This training is for life......”

Secondary School

Back to 1965 to 1970

Last day of primary school:

Some of us are meeting on a slope by the cemetery. We are telling each other our dreams and what we would like to do after secondary schools. Most of us are planning to go abroad for higher education.

Me to my school mates “I am going to study Chemistry and will make the family business big”.

of course, others are saying lots of things they are hoping to do in the future.

I am going straight up to the secondary school.

There are only somewhat like 130 students in the secondary school.

Me to myself “Oh, this campus is good, it is big, it is beautiful, and we have more freedom than before. I can set my own time now as long as I am at the dormitory before bedtime. It is so free here! .... I love it!”

The first year they put us in the most haunted house of the complex. I think they are trying to make us into dare devils.

The problem is the lights in the toilet burning out all the time. 

While we are playing in the field, I throw a stone, and it hits my friend’s head. He puts a bandage on his head.

As always, the toilet is in complete darkness, and he is going to toilet. I am walking down to the toilet as well and then.... I see a ghost like figure standing by the wall. I am beginning to tremble a bit.

Me: “Who are you? What are you?” 

He is trembling, I think he is afraid too.

Me: “Are you a ghost?” 

He: “Hahahahaha....... “

He: “No I am William.......” 

I walk in front of him, in complete darkness, with a bandage on his head. He looks like a mummy....

I am trying to touch his face to confirm that he is not a ghost!

Me yelling: “He is a ghost!!!!!!!!! ahahahahahah!!!!!A ghost in the toilet!”

Everybody rushing down to the toilet to see the ghost.

The Students to Me: “Stupid Man, he is William with a bandage on his head.”

But he vanishes in a puff of smoke.......

“OOOOOOOOO!!!!!!” 

WE: “That is gross man!”

Me: “Stupid people, he is a ghost! “

In the following days, we are having more ghost sightings. Moving chairs then disappearing in a buff of smoke... Marching soldiers with no feet on the school fields at night... walking shoes without feet in the afternoon at the library. Just haunting us ......But we grow to live with them...We have no options......We think these are spirits from the past and they have no intentions of hurting us. So, we just live with them......

Then the Lady Boarders are coming. The school changing from a boys’ school to Co-Ed school. 

Me: “Why not choose half transparent blue miniskirts as their uniforms. It will make our girls looking very pretty!”

School Board: “Your suggestions are very good. We accept!”

We choose to have the ladies wearing blue half transparent miniskirts, so they look more pleasing to us. Yes, we are a bunch of selfish boys! hahahahaha!

We put them in the same dormitory with ghost sightings.

Lots of them started to tell us: “Our dormitory has ghosts making loud noises all day long!” 

Me and Boys: “Oh yes, they will eat all of you alive. maybe you talk to them and be friends! hahahah!!!”

Well, you can imagine what is happening to us later after this. These girls are strong and Vikings like!

We graduated finally. I went to other countries to further my studies.
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Chapter 4-1986 Home Coming
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In 1986, I am in a foreign country for about 15 years now. I graduate with a degree in Chemistry. I setup a finance company making mortgage loans on properties. By using “Mortgage Loan Insurance” I am able to sell the loans to a pool then issue AAA rated bonds called “Real Estate Backed Pass Through Certificates- Short Name PC. There is a movie about PC.” But due to a mass payment default of a few big banks, the system cracks and a few finance companies are in trouble. Including mine. I privately own my finance company. I decide to sell off all remaining loans and assets. I receive an invitation from my Indonesian good friend to do “Prawn Farming” in Asia and I decide to leave this country and go home on October 20, 1986. 

Our home is on a one-acre land on top of the hill. With big swimming pool and lots of parking spaces at the side and the front for our guests.

We are sitting at our dining table in our house having a little conversation. With coffee and tea. The outside temperature is quite nice today.

Me to Wife: “It is more than 15 years now. I am getting a little home sick. Our finance business is suffering big losses due to the big loan defaults of a few big banks. The Mortgage Insurance company also out of operations.”

Wife: “Is that right, what are you going to do? Setting up new businesses? Do you have the money to do this? How much are the losses?”

We pick up our drinks and take a little sip.

I turn my head to the windows looking at the beautiful scenery outside.

Me: “Our company is in bad shape; I have to let everybody go in the next few days. They all know the problems and they understand,”

Wife: “You have to let them go? how can you close up a finance business? It will be an awful thing. It is sad. Maybe you have to restart. Oh, you stupid man!”

I look at her and...

Me: “Well I am beginning to sell our mortgage loans to banks and finance companies. Due to the losses of the PC funds (Bonds and Debentures) I cannot keep them. Luckily, our loans are all good loans, and I am able to sell all of them at unfavorable terms and prices of course.”

Me: “It is only business. In this finance world, we are all taking advantages of each other at times of difficulties.”

Wife: “Oh these guys are so cruel to you! My stupid man, you must be extremely unhappy!”

Me: “But they are saving us as business associates and partners.”

Me: “For that I am grateful to all of them!”

Wife: “So you are all helping each other out of troubles! All of you are so stupid!”

Wife is looking out the windows also and is freezing up a little bit by the sad news.

Wife: “It is such a great time operating a finance company. We are having such great times together. I guess you have to sell all your super cars. Can we at least keep one four-seater?”

Me: “We are not in bankruptcy; we do not have to sell our cars, but I have a better idea.”

Wife: “What is in your mind now? My Stupid Man. I know you are stupid. As of today, I still do not understand how a stupid man like you can setup a finance company. So, I am right. Look what happens to us now!”

Flashing back to the present time on the private jet...

Me talking to myself: “Yes, I am a stupid man, I am losing so much money at that time, but I still survive!”

Me to myself: “It is not that bad. I am losing the profits that is generating from the finance company’s loan operations.”

Me to myself: “Yes she is right, I am a stupid man!”

Me to myself: “But all these events from yesteryears are powering me to move on. I am a warrior now.”

Me to myself: “I am fighting all my problems as war games. Good games are hard to play but I am playing the games happily.”

Me to myself: “Yes there are miserable defeats in some battles but there are also great victories.”

Me to myself: “Today everybody in business with me are calling me ‘Mr. Stupid Man...’”

“When others are asking for my name..........”

The past events just come back to my mind...... Flashing back to 1986- Home Coming.

Back to 1986-Home Coming 

I put my right arm on wife’s shoulder. I kiss her cheek and ...

Me: “It is fine, we are losing the profit cash reserves generating from operations.”

Me: “I just cannot live as the rich kid on the block anymore!”

Wife feels more relaxing after that. The tension in the air is decreasing now.

Wife: “You stupid man, I know you always have stupid things in your mind,”

Wife: “I know you do not want to scare me. So, what now?”

Me: “My good Indonesian friend sends me a telex. He invites us to do prawn farming in Southeast Asia. He says he has the best guy in aquaculture ready to work for us.”

Wife: “What? you are going into a completely new stupid adventure again?”

Wife: “So we are moving back to Asia!”

Me: “I think it is a wonderful idea. Actually, I am having nightmares from these recent events.”

Me: “I think we should sell our houses, assets, and close up the finance company as soon as possible and leave for Asia- our origins!”

Wife looks happy now! She looks back at me......

Wife: “I think it is a wonderful idea. Asia is changing every day. I believe we will have great times there!”

Wife: “Let’s do it then! Hopefully, that will get rid of your nightmares!”

I make a little gesture to show my appreciation.

Me: “I am in the process of surrendering our ‘Finance Company License’ back to the department. After that we can wind up and dissolve the company. The last employees will be gone.”

Me: “They are saying this to me...”

Employees: “Our Stupid Man Boss, we know you always like that stupid name. You are giving us a Glorious Time and we are operating at full potential, and we are all very happy. We know your problems and we shall help you to close the company Gloriously! We hope you can move on and start again. Our Stupid Man Boss!”

Wife: “Oh you have such good people working with you. You are very lucky as a stupid man.”

Wife: “Shall we have a party to announce our glorious closure of the company and our journey back to Asia?”

Me: “Yes, this is a wonderful stupid idea...... Let’s do that...Gloriously!”

Wife: “When shall we go home?”

I look at my notebook... 

Me: “Now is March 1986. Let’s move back on October 20, 1986.”

Wife: “One thing you have to do for me. I want to fly first class!”

I am looking at her....

Me: “Yes I might be stupid, but I know how to move on gloriously.”

Me: “I already booked two one-way first-class tickets from our friendly agency.”

Wife: “Costs a lot?

Me: “Nop! USD1,850.00 per ticket for this one-way trip.”

Wife seems to be very happy. She seems to enjoy the idea of Home Coming.

Me: “let’s sell all our houses now. I will call Jenny our Property Broker to do that.”

Me: “We will ship things we love in a container to Asia and let’s find out what to do with them later.”

Wife: “This is a stupid idea but then you are the famous Mr. Stupid Man... what can I say?”

Me: “It is stupid, but we now know that lives are not always roses!”

Wife: “Now let’s have some fun... let’s call up our friends, let’s meet at Juliana’s Club of London and announce our glorious journey back home!”

I am very happy to know that she supports our restarting of a new life in Asia.

Me: “Yes, let’s do just that!”
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Chapter 5- What’s next?
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I am calling my mother in Asia about our journey back. She buys a flat for us by a beautiful beach. 

I am calling my mother with my car phone in my car.

Me to Mother: “Good morning mother, it is morning time your time. Are you going to office now?

Mother: “Yes, I am just getting ready. Everything fine with you over there? I heard that there are big problems with the finance business over there.”

Me to Mother: “Yes, big problems with all of us. We are moving back to Asia in October. Any place that we can stay?”

Mother: “OK I will look for a place that is by the beach, I know you always like to live by the beach.”

Me to Mother: “Oh that is great! We will arrive on October 21. I will telex you our flight information. I have to pick up our tickets first.”

Mother: “Ok, great for you to come back here after all these years. We shall figure out what you can do here!”

Me to Mother: “Yes! I call you later, bye!”

Flashing back to the present time in the private jet.

I take another sip of the wine. 

Me to Myself: “It is so nice to be home. What next after all these are so amazing and entertaining. I have to author a book or make a movie about that!”

Me: “Another 7.5 hours to Dublin. I should eat something.”

Me to Air Stewardess: “Hi pretty lady, eat something with me.... bring something... anything.”

Air Stewardess: “Yes Mr. Stupid Man.... whatever you like. I bring something that the restaurants prepared for you.”

Me to Air Stewardess: “That’s great...... turn on some music please, Symphonic Metal type will be great. I love Symphonic Metal!”

Going back to 1986- What next.

The Home coming plane lands at about 5pm local time.

My mother and the domestic helper are there to take us home.

Me to Mother: “Hello, good to be back. I am very happy that I can really do it after all these problems with me!”

Mother: “Good, she is your domestic helper. She will take care of both of you, you have to buy a car tomorrow. The old driver who takes care of you many years ago is coming back tomorrow. For now, use one of my cars.”

Most people have a few cars in our home country.

Mother: “Now we go to the bay and eat something there. Then take a rest and start tomorrow.”

Mother: “Get a Motorola portable phone tomorrow. Remember to install a phone in the car too.” 

Wife: “This phone is huge and heavy!”

Mother: “This phone is already the best; others are not that good.”

I hold up mother’s Motorola - 

Me: “It must be over 4 pounds! That is a super long antenna!”

Mother: “The battery only lasts a few hours. I have to carry one more battery. And keep on charging them. But this is already the best system here......Car is here, let’s go!”

There is a series of causal talks on the way. 

Me: “I have to rent or buy a factory that I can put some machines in them. I have a few customers in other countries wanting to buy herbal powder from me for their health food products.”

Me: “I also have to find grinders, ovens for drying herbs, and fiber drums...”

Mother: “You can do that anytime. We go to eat now; you then rest, and we start things tomorrow.”
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Chapter 6-The Making of a God Son
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It is now 1987, sometimes in January.

I am traveling to Indonesia myself for a meeting with my Indonesian friend and his father., A Japanese Man and An Australian man from an Aquaculture company in Singapore. And An Indonesian Lady in Pearl Farming in Indonesia.

My friend’s driver picks me up from the airport and delivers me to my hotel in Jakarta. 

Indonesia is a beautiful country. It is extremely hot. It has more than 13,000 islands. Each island has its own culture, but the language is the same. Everyone will grow to love this country for its unique culture and scenery. Their ladies are very pretty and very precious to the country. Indonesian Ladies are one of the most beautiful representatives of the country.

The next morning my friend’s driver delivers me from my hotel directly to his home.

His home in Jakarta is very big. With big living rooms for meetings.

All of us are sitting on very comfortable sofas. All of us have little coffee tables at our sides. Their servants are giving each of us a bottle of water, and some peanuts.

The two men from Singapore are operating a Prawn Farming consulting company. It is called Intensive Inland Prawn Farming. They also design Feed Mills for their clients for Prawn Feed production.

Flashing back to the scene on the private Jet.

Me to myself: “I must be crazy to leave my finance business and back to Asia to do something totally different. I must be super Stupid to do that.”

Me to Air Stewardess: “Pretty lady, please pass me some chili powder for my steak. I love spicy food. Care to join me?”

Air Stewardess: “Mr. Stupid Man, your wishes are my commands. Chili powder coming now!”

Me: “Come sit with me, I am lonely......Listen to my story!”

Air Stewardess: “Mr. Stupid Man, I have work to do...... How about later?”

Me: “Fine...”

Me to myself: “Lots of fun on my private jet.... but I am a good & stupid man, I do not make unprofessional demands to my lady Stewardesses on the plane....”

Memory of the Indonesian Meeting coming back to my mind now suddenly.

A note about my Indonesia friend. His father is rated as the fifth richest man in the world by a foreign financial magazine. Based on his assets which include oil fields and holdings in many corporations. 

In one of the living rooms in my friend’s big house in Jakarta

My Friend to Me: “Hey, my father wants to see you first before meeting the Men from Singapore. My driver is picking them up. They can wait for us in the other living room.”

Me: “Ok, good, let’s go.”

We both walk into a conference room in his house. His father comes in with his assistants., managers, and personal lawyer.

He to me: “Hi, thanks for coming to my house. Let’s talk some important things.”

His servants bring in drinks and peanuts. My friend smokes his Indonesian cigarette. Sweet smell!

I listen carefully. 

Me thinking: “He is a great man, one of the richest men in the world, I have to learn from him.”

He: “Some representatives from China come to me and invite me to invest into a very sizable construction project. Involving building a new Industrial City with many facilities inside.”

I node my head, my eyes looking at this great man.

He: “My son tells me you never cheat him. In fact, you are advising him how to deal with people who are trying to cheat him.”
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