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  Foreword



Aboard a ship that met its unfortunate fate atop the majestic hill of Fingringhoe, a pirate diligently massages his wooden leg with aromatic camphor liniment.




Have you got the point?
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I was born into a family of urban cannibals. I relish extreme violence and the way the blood splatters on the walls. At night, I walk the streets with a wooden club concealed behind my back and strike the tables at the Capitol wine cellar where the sleeping drunks have lost track of time.

I am incredibly anti-social and quarrelsome, despising people and spitting directly on the faces of those who disagree with me. Unrefined and full of bitterness, I curse like a curmudgeon at those genteel souls who are intellectually and morally superior to me.

As soon as I arrive home, I make my way to the balcony and begin hurling rotten apples and tomatoes at the innocent passers-by below. I flip them the bird and shout obscenities they cannot comprehend.

But who are you to judge me, you bloody animal? Your bewildered expression stirs my fury and the insatiable urge to slap you across the face. Incandescent with rage, I descend the staircase in the dead of night and smother my neighbours’ doors with a mixture of raw eggs, margarine, and cooking oil.

Tomorrow is a significant religious holiday, and the populace flocks to the church to pray and gossip.

What a lovely summer it is!
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Part I

I started walking. I walked and walked, for a long time, for a really long time, and I knew where I was going, but I had no faith.

“I saw you, in your short skirt and red heels, your big round breasts with pointy nipples showing through your coat. But you had a long white wiry monk’s beard, bushy eyebrows, no hair on your head, and a ponytail.”, I told her before I got on the platform.

The steam locomotive came towards me like an old friend, blowing out thick coal smoke from its nose, like a scholar drawing through his pipe the essence of thousands of years of wisdom. The electric locomotive had a new modern creative force, like a young worker in a company, wearing a blue coat with a pen in his lapel and a beret of plenty on his head.

In the cafe, a rootless, wandering youth complained incessantly about the human condition and his situation in particular. He lamented the lack of discernment of his childhood and teenage years when he had walked the streets instead of going to school. His mother had begged him countless times to pick up a book, but he had not listened. He walked around with a chain around his neck with his gang, taking a bite from the deceptive iron of freedom. He had bitten the iron of freedom. Now, he worked as an unskilled construction worker, feeling like cattle being pulled along with a plough, his boots were broken and he had tears in his eyes.

His pathetic speech irritated me. I opened the newspaper to the dating page. The phone numbers of the hotline girls caught my eye, like trees growing amidst wheat and rye. Through the window, one could see the scorched crops of the ruler, destroyed by the barbarians.

While we were approaching the manufacturing hub I stuck my chewing gum on the back of the seat before getting out of the compartment. As I was getting off at the station, I bumped into a hurried and disoriented old man with a raffia sack over his shoulder, smelling of pickled cabbage. He asked me what time it was, and I offered him a cigarette and replied:

“45% of my time, I’m human. 3% of the time, I’m a stray dog at the gate of a butcher’s shop. 5% of my time, I’m busy counting blue beads in the boundless abstract worlds of the universe. 19% of my time, I’m the fish of AgassiZ in a prehistoric aquarium, swimming in the glassy eyes of felines. 11% of my improbable time, I’m a part of eternity, merging with God. 1% of the time, I eat white lilac seeds and sprout every spring, like a tree bud seeking light. And the rest of the time, I’m myself again, bored or excited by the polished stones at the river’s edge, where Neanderthals, pilots of cosmic ships, Cyrano de Bergerac, Napoleon, you, me, and other wastrels return to their scraped bodies, and women are forever young, and nothing is forbidden.”

Behind us, the stationmaster, a stocky man with a scholar’s moustache, who had just come off shift and was standing in line to buy his sesame bagels, overheard the conversation and said with a truculent smile:

“What about the other 16%? Hey, let’s stay sober and on track!”

Part II

The chilly morning brought a bittersweet feeling, but the aroma of fresh bagels filled the air, hanging in abundance at news stands and street vendors. I stopped by the stalls to grab my sesame bagels and the latest issue of Razzle magazine, which I neatly folded and tucked away in the secret pocket of my briefcase.

To begin a day like this, one needed a lot of courage. The early morning workers were already heading into the corner stores to warm their throats with a glass of booze. To reach the combine, I first took the blue trolley bus with a red stripe down the middle, stopping at all the stops until it reached the minibus station at the edge of town. On one street, a billboard featured a drawing of count Dracula holding a beer bottle in his long, sharp-clawed hands. He smoked Kent, had a red, runny nose, and a white face covered in toothpaste.

Outside the refinery, long lines of trucks sat stranded like mechanical monsters on the verge of extinction. Drivers cursed the management and criticized the shortcomings of modernity. The equipment had been jammed since the previous evening, and no one had done anything about it. An ice cream cone and a Dodo bird’s chicken were falling apart at the entrance.

They covered the phones with thick pillows stuffed with cotton wool. Waiting for me near the feeding station were the director and the headmistress, with the naive hope of children. I had no idea what had happened or how to fix it. I had come as if from another world. The manager fidgeted with his eyes rolled back in his head and hands raised to the sky, sucking and begging for alms from providence.

“Why are you so beautiful, woman?” A ray of sunshine fell shyly on Mrs. Lang’s face, giving her a refined grace. I wondered what she looked like naked. She had gotten a job right out of high school and had gone to night school. She specialized in the job. Everyone knew that she was messing with the principal, except her husband. It didn’t take but a second to look at her and you could tell she was a fine lady.

When you have no idea what to do, you took the electric meters apart, reset them, and then reassembled them back. Everything was as good as new. They worked as they came out of the factory. The management asked me what to do to avoid a repeat of the terrible experience. Their foolish insistence angered me beyond measure - it was obvious there was no explanation. The foreman glued the seals back in place so that the intervention would remain unknown. Everything had to be done discreetly; otherwise, thousands of files would have had to be filled up.

They offered me an apple, biscuits, and Happy Seagull plasticine, this was their way of saying “Thank you”. The director’s shoes reflected his sun-kissed, cheerful face. On a poster nailed to a 10-peg, there were the faces of four sad moustaches, their cheeks covered in black. They had been caught stealing crude oil, tar, and the moments of tomorrow. Underneath, scolding texts rebuked the terrible deed. The workers were exhorted to honest labour and toil at the altar of crony capitalism. I wanted to bite into the headmistress like a ripe pear.

I watched with delight as printers scored huge amounts of fuel gushing from the plant. The drivers chewed mint and prepared to leave for a new destination. I waved to them and wished them a “lively trip” and a “safe journey.” On the way out, we stopped by the nearby convenience store. I picked up my champagne biscuits and a half-price bottle of Tango. They tasted sweet and tangy with a sense of liberation. Waiting for the minibus, I pondered what it would be like to get laid with Mrs. Lang.

When we arrived back at the station, it was late. The lamps cast a violet glow, and the air at the entrance smelled of smalls and mustard. The barkers were uncorking stumps from mulberry wood barrels. The clerk, in a faded shirt with a red tie, stumbled around, spitting and belching while urging passengers to board the carriages. In the first-class compartment, two silver-haired pensioners dressed in formal attire played chess and listened to “The Royal Hour” show. I slipped off my shoes, crossed my legs, and flipped through Razzle magazine to the politics section.
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Tender and elevated, I love the frozen ocean and the Siberian plains, fearless pirates, seahorses, and the Great Barrier Reef.




I love the prehistoric era, the stegosaurus and the pterodactyl. I love both living and dead nature, sunflowers, but also the vahine without a tiara. I enjoy swimming in a glass of red vermouth and then flying over the Pacific.




In my free time, I am a defender of the five fundamental values of humanity: peace, justice, Titus, Andronicus, and freedom.




My purpose in life: to drink as much Perrier mineral water as possible.




Excerpt from “Declaration under my own responsibility” by Muircheartach Breathnach







The wooden clock indicated the exact time. I was born out of chaos through the wide wall from which old bricks detached. The room imitated the perspective of a cheap brothel from the 19th century. The night before, it had been cold in the orchard, the leaves had fallen from the trees and shattered like glass. I hadn’t paid attention to the black grass scattered among the shards of broken glass.

I studied on the streets with the boys from the neighborhood, all sharing a common culture centered around tin cans.. At university, I used to strike the red-hot iron with a crowbar until it melted into nuclei of atoms, metaphors, and lemons. I graduated with an A grade on oscillating slanted lines, and all these grades were carefully modified by hand in my grade book to make my mother proud of me. I was baptized in perfume. You see, there is no valid reason to die young and poor on a rainy late autumn day, if you at least catch a train pulling into the station while walking on the road.

I build my works from rusty worn steel and old knotty wood. I paint random objects on old walls, on shop windows, on broken doors. I walk in zigzags with well-founded anger on the streets, looking back with envy and hatred. I forcefully smash people’s plates when passing by the edges of terraces. I shoot the light of the lookout beacon, I drink the violet wine of delight every summer at midnight.

I draw my wellspring of inspiration from the fruits of rubber trees, the honeyed essence of strawberries entwined with a honeycomb’s embrace, the weathered stems of wild lilies, and the graceful flight of the egret across the reed-strewn waters. From the tumultuous embrace of waves upon steadfast cliffs, the haunting howl of wolves roaming as kin, and the pregnant hush of clouds preceding the storm’s tempest. The sombre swan song of ravens beckons to me, as do the mischievous glances of those who delight in intrigue.

Bitter dreams of ascetics, adrift in desolate deserts, intertwine with the sword wielded by a shieldless knight, and the crushed grapes that yearn for transformation into wine. I am drawn to the potent elixirs of both venom and healing, the basil bundled in rustic knots, and the serendipity of elderflowers in bloom. My gaze lingers upon the beads gracing ladies’ necks, while the resounding thunder of weapons echoes in my mind’s ear.

Faded petals carry whispers of tales once told, etching memories into the very fabric of existence alongside the remains of ancient dinosaurs and bygone vintage cars. From the triumphant rise of the sun, casting its golden hue upon the world, to the nymph’s bare form adorned only with a scarf and gramophone—an exquisite tableau of vulnerability and music—I find rapture in the pursuit of perfection.

The sweat of gypsies graces my senses as they journey along the roadside, while the rhythmic cadence of telegraph poles speaks to me of connectivity. The horn’s call resounds through the corridors of time, intertwined with the haze of ages gone by. Within the heart’s molten core, I uncover stories as potent as the sting of a wasp, as graceful as the swaying reeds, and as enduring as the ploughs that furrow the land.

The jagged peaks of mountains, like splintered fragments of a world undaunted, bear witness to the sorrows of peasants upon drought-ridden soil. Rust corrodes the axles of wheels that have traversed life’s winding roads, and the ponderous footfalls of the cave bear reverberate through the ages. The clarity of summer days, resonating with the symphony of bees, speaks of life’s sweet harmony.

Electric love ignites sparks that illuminate the tapestry of existence, and the desert’s red sands tell tales of time’s erosive touch. Woodgate gates, etched by termites, hold the scars of nature’s passage. The scent of gifts, like the promises of untold stories, wafts upon the breeze. Cold spring water, a refreshment both physical and spiritual, whispers tales of purity.

Within the evocative choreography of nudes, I unearth a delicate symphony merging the unadulterated allure of life’s elegance with the unburdened liberation to envelop the narratives unfurling within and around me.
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I’m the madman. That’s who you’re looking for. I love slinging rocks at dinosaurs and walking on water like Jesus all the way to the pier. When I see cops on the horizon, I pelt them with stones and stick my tongue out at the teachers who terrorized me in high school. I stroll through the harbour with a chain around my neck, searching for whales. If I found one, I’d smoke it and have enough food for half a year. My father was a longshoreman at the harbour. He raised me the best he could. I sleep on the streets, and in winter, I go down into the sewer drains and catch rats for dinner.

When I was little, I used to throw eggs and apples off the balcony. It was a lot of fun until one of the neighbours ratted me out to my mom. When I got home, my mom took away the PVC pipe I used to blow horns through the neighbours’ windows. I couldn’t sit down for two weeks. To get back at her, I set fire to my grandpa’s bed where he slept.

Yeah, I had a carefree childhood. When I grew up, they sent me to school and made me get straight A’s, and they chased me with dogs when Paul and I ran away from home and decided to become outlaws.

“You want to be outlaws?” my dad asked. “I’ll make you outlaws,” he said and took off his leather belt from a pair of pants.

Yeah, I had a carefree life. At eighteen, I was scavenging through garbage for food, and by twenty, I was already in jail for robbery and aggravated assault. Sitting in jail, I started meditating on time, space, the universe, and Wittgenstein. I read the “Tractatus Logico-Philosophicus” and learned that the world is everything that is the case and that it’s not right to hit people.

Since then, I started studying, and reading the Catholic Bible and the Coca-Cola Bible and learned about Jesus and little Coca-Colino. I became a religious and humble person. I listened to the voice of the Lord and started my own sect - the Davidian branch - and began preaching about the end of the world and other such nonsense, and some people bought into it.

I took them all and brought them to Mount Carmel, and there we created a peaceful settlement, and I told them I was Jesus reincarnated on earth and that the end of the world was coming. I made my followers pray and told them that from now on, women are only allowed to have sex with me. Everything was going well until the police came with unfounded accusations of molestation, sex with minors, and other nonsense, and we had to defend ourselves with firearms against the Antichrist and the Knights of Darkness. On the fifty-first day of the assault, I was shot in the head and ascended to heaven with the Holy Spirit.

It’s 10:40 PM. Dual Survival starts at 11:00 PM.
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My son, Faris, had a slender body like that of a ballerina, with thin fingers, hazel eyes and black hair that he had artificially coloured white to appear more exotic. In his final year of high school, he was preparing for his exams, hoping to be accepted into a decent college in Georgetown. His mother was a distinguished lady from New Amsterdam who sold her body for thirty-two dollars an hour.

As he stepped off the bus, he began to follow the first lady that crossed his path. At first, she seemed not to notice him, but over time it became evident. She wondered what was going on with this boy. Had he lost his way? Did they know each other from somewhere and she couldn’t recall? Was he a ghost? She still hoped it was just a coincidence, maybe they were headed in the same direction. She tried not to think about it.

Suddenly, he disappeared into the crowd, walking briskly among the people, taking a short detour to stop right in front of her. Looking up with his green eyes, he had a pair of round glasses with a gold frame and said,

“I yearn to enshroud you, oh ethereal muse, not in the cloak of manhood, but in the shroud of a daemon’s essence. I ache to traverse the veils of your form, to govern each sense as a resurrected soul might. 

To witness your myriad incarnations, an opulent embodiment of grace, a feral progeny of indulgence, as you confront your bared self within the glass, as your fingers brush the canvas of your skin, as you meld with the wall’s embrace or succumb to the dance of dominance, offering obeisance as a thrall. 

The cadence of your moans, a symphony, shall serenade my ears, as you coax your peaks, as you bestow the palm’s reprimand upon the curve of your longing. 

I crave to savour your ecstasies, your fervour, your affection, your entire existence, consumed by the pyres of insatiable cravings. My heart’s affection is bestowed upon thee!”
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My dear friend,

I saw him - he had a bowl of chickpeas in front of him, but what I liked the most was how he slurped his broth. Every night he slept with his head down, hanging from the rafters. He had a golden lighter with dragon fangs on his table. Brake fluid was dripping from his nose and he held an anchor in one hand. The charming philosopher said that hot water had arrived, a bottle of caustic soda was shattered in the bathtub.

Dear friend, you have been accused of being mad, of leaving the people with a noose around their necks, but without soap, of stealing Christmas Day.

You were eating bread with plum jam while he was betrayed for thirty pieces of silver and over a billion dollars in foreign bank accounts. He was taken from the Garden of Gethsemane by helicopter, then taken by carriage and arrested. You did nothing, you didn’t help him, even though you knew he was innocent, he was the only one without sin. He was brought to trial by Pontius Pilate and Pilate of Pont, but he firmly and loudly replied that he would only answer to the Great National Assembly, yet they only spoke empty words.

He was accused of genocide and undermining state power, and was taken on the Via Dolorosa to be crucified. On his left and right, two harlots played strip poker with two thick-tongued circus dwarves, he forgave them all - it was rainy weather. The clogs walked around, slipped on the ground and laughed, the crows cawed. The firing squad aimed from the hip and shot hastily, after the execution, it snowed poison. Three days after the Scriptures, time stood still. Please swear with your hand glued to the margarine-stained Bible that it’s not true!

Do you remember the winter when we used to steal smoked beef from uncle Scrooge’s cellar? You sprinkled it generously with aromatic white wine so that we would have a bountiful New Year. We sipped Irish brandy until morning. The next day, we woke up and started all over again. We kept going like this until St. John’s Day when we chugged the brandy straight from the barrel. You cracked the whip and blew the horn, we went in a sled pulled by horses. They gave you cakes and nuts, but you wanted money instead.

Wishing you a Happy and Prosperous New Year!
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It’s true that the weather is gloomier, and migratory birds are leaving, but it’s the harvest season.

“The average yield obtained from these fields was 4.978 pounds per acre, while the initial estimates were 3.797 pounds per acre. For sunflowers, the harvesting has been completed on about one-third of the area, namely 10.917 acres out of the 34.957 cultivated acres. Initially, the production was estimated at 1.490 pounds per acre, but the current average yield is 1.748 pounds per acre, which means a very good result,” said Secretary of State Violet Northpole, a former sex symbol in The Countryside Gazette.

Through a note approved by the party and state council, the following notice was given:

“It is the time of crushing the grapes under the winepress, of the red and russet leaves (every child is filled with a fleeting emotion when coming home from school, enchanted by the russet leaves; they take a grape from the table, put it in a transparent fruit bag, mix it with raw eggs and toothpaste, and throw it at the first traveller passing by under the balcony), of counting buds and weddings.”

Official reports confirmed that the wedding was not approved by the state authorities. It was listed on the agenda as participating in the People’s Council. The celebration was organized in a town at the end of the world. The wedding guests plunged into the holy water from the church in their birthday suits and scribbled obscene words on the walls of the rooms with their daggers.

The priest had drunk so much brandy that the words seemed like poems to him. If you didn’t enjoy the wedding, call the toll-free number on the screen, and if it wasn’t autumn, as stated in the register, it doesn’t really matter; you are still the most beautiful. Then comes winter, spring, and summer.

My favourite season is Soni.








  
  
  A Letter to Venera

  
  




The clocks drip like clematis, the crystal, the granite of the mountain, since we have not seen each other, the millstone presses the ivy leaf and the marzipan, the grape berry. Your face appears to me in every forge flame, and your words, your whispers in the bleating of the goat, the murmur of the river, my beautiful dahlia flower, the song of the fatherland, the cider, the brass band!

But today, as I was walking down the street, crossing the old station passage, I saw something that shattered my illusions. A beggar was cutting his forehead with a blade, he had no ear. When I came out onto the road through the vortex, I saw two girls coming toward me. I had never imagined that they would discuss anything other than Kant and Wittgenstein, but they were talking about putting mascara on their eyelashes, about shoes they had bought at the mall, about men, about love. I was shocked by such triviality. I couldn’t adjust to this new reality. I couldn’t believe that they were bathed in such mediocrity. I wondered what it would be like to take them from behind.

Your memory still haunts me, and I find myself lost in thoughts of you, the rabbit, the field mouse, the oxcart, the scythe, the dog. On the television, the news shows a slice of dry bread. I furtively look for the sickle. I cut the chaff from the root, I cut the wheat, the corn, the sugar beet, the voice of the long and sweet mine calls me.

I think we are together, undefined, incoherent, abstract, and unthinking. That’s because I, too, manifest myself atypically every time the rain falls through the gutter into the basket full of laundry where a pheasant sleeps. I don’t scream when the hammer hits me for intense feelings of love, I don’t run away when a black crow flies over the shop. I am an atypical man then, as I said, and I wear the white scarf when I am waiting for you to kiss me through the window.

I wish to end these lines with thoughts of peace. I love you more and more every day, the walk up the tractor hill is like no other. I’m going to get my ice cream cone and a train ticket that I will soon leave for you. I have some Seagull clay and a bag of olives in my breast pocket. Good luck with your work, freedom, the latest news from The Independent, and prosperity. Venera, my love is for eternity!

With all my heart,

Connie




P.S. I am about to send this letter at the post office. I heard a rumour that sumo women are fighting topless – can you confirm this?








  
  
  Love Letter

  
  




On that sweltering July evening, as the heatwave reduced bodies to ash and souls to vapor, I longed to transform into a crocodile, to splash and frolic in the puddles like a carefree child. The world had gone mad, chasing after fans and the ladies pursuing the same, while only the eagle remained perched atop its pinnacle, pen in hand.

As I sat beside a Black & Decker screwdriver, a tool par excellence embedded in an archaic cuckoo clock, I penned this nonchalant missive to a lady friend on ISO 9001 certified Spicers Plus Fabric paper, the words flowing forth from my Smith Corona 250 typewriter adorned with a crimson satin ribbon.

It was the thirtieth week of the year, and already past 11:30 PM on a Wednesday eve. Despite the late hour, I had not yet had the chance to rendezvous with my beloved one, for it was not until the stroke of midnight that she would materialize from the carafe of basil and incense water.

Love, I knew all too well, was a blind enchantress, ensnaring one in her spell like a vice with rotating forged steel jaws and 100-inches ferrules. Thoughts of her compelled me to strike my hammer against the water table, to peel away the rust encrusted on my potatoes, and to snip passages from the Song of Songs with delicate scissors, the very dreams sliced like the flight of wild geese in the midst of rifle volleys.

On the television screen of Channel 13 Baba Vanga was using black beans to predict a bright future for our homeland. I opened the window and beheld the white mums, suspended in crystal boxes, hovering above the garden and harmonizing like a choir of angelic virgins.

The queens of the night unfurled their petals in unison, flooding the night air with their sweet scent. And on the wooden table within the gazebo rested a Pez dispenser, the head of the fish of AgassiZ emblazoned upon it. A prized possession indeed, for which I had paid a king’s ransom of four shillings and twenty pence.








  
  
  Announcement

  
  




If yer lookin’ for me, ya can find me in the “Buy & Sell” mag, issue 27 from 1999, on page 28. If ya need me urgently, ya can ring me blower between 6 in the mornin’ and 6 in the evenin’, or between 6 in the evenin’ and 6 in the mornin’, ya can ring up Mr. Percival Plopkins, a law grad turned unskilled labourer, wiv all yer confidence.

This weekend, me and me son Titus and Andronicus (who’s got two ‘eads) are at the Thames Haven refinery on inspection, but normally I spend me weekends in Waterloo Fields or Bamburgh Castle, surrounded by guards. Quiet winter evenings, I sit by the fireside in me maple wood armchair wiv me old huntin’ dog Bruno (now stuffed), and summer evenings I spend in me mums and quince garden, playin’ me flute and watchin’ the country dance.

So if yer lookin’ for me, you’ll find me without fail every mornin’ either in an antique shop at the foot of the city, where the seller’s a blind hunter with a vertical crown on ‘is ‘ead, dressed in dromedary leather, or at me private clinic in Johannesburg (South Africa), analysin’ Zulu housemaids.

So look for me pronto at the same phone number or email address in me CV.

With love and warmth, admiration, anger, and hate - me, the son of me father.














OEBPS/35f4a954f4d1709982b22cc1abc1a2d986131a8d_smallRaw.jpg
RITING

y
X
\

OF AGASSIZ





OEBPS/images/d7e99302ca24c95adfce126bd856fbe0_smallRaw.png





OEBPS/images/35f4a954f4d1709982b22cc1abc1a2d986131a8d_smallRaw.jpg
RITING

y
X
\

OF AGASSIZ





OEBPS/images/31463fe0912f8cd96e8534804cc3653d_smallRaw.png
by oy (ol
WM%MWWW

oo (ot





