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The Wind in the Fig Threes


[image: ]




A mega concert was coming up in Sozopol, and the empty promises blaring from the tin megaphones on the patrolling truck about something incredible and unique were tormenting the airwaves. Big deal, my daughter says, we have to be there, and she taps her foot impatiently. Big deal, I reply pessimistically, having been to such mass festivities before — but I can’t say no to her, and she knows it. It’s right there — Sozopol is only five kilometers away, she goes on. But, I say, we’ll have to get up, get dressed, wash, shave, brush teeth, wash eyes, do hair, put on clothes, somehow get there... and that’s torture, because we’ve been in complete rest for quite a while now.

I don’t know what date it is; I’m in no hurry to ask — those dates are like links in the chain anchoring us to the present. Here at the campsite, I’ve escaped the present; I’ve crossed it out like a little circle on a test sheet. I live on the time of a clock with a dead battery — when the sun warms me enough, I gather strength for a single slide. Time struggles to make its way through the hours of rest. You know what “when I eat — I eat, when I sleep — I sleep” means. You eat without thinking about anything. You chew and the wind slips into your mouth. You sleep. When the sun bakes you enough, you get up. Almost impossible. Now, when I’m in the city, it seems completely impossible. In the city, I rush — why, I don’t know. We all rush. It’s like a disease that infects the marionettes when the puppeteer comes down with Parkinson’s.

The concert didn’t get canceled, and we went — said skeptically, because I didn’t feel like moving from Smokinya at all. We took a warm-up walk through the town. A terrible crowd. I’m completely out of the habit. What are all these people doing in such a small town? Vacationing. Resting by shoving each other around. I glance up at the sky — it’s gloomy. Darker than expected, with nervous tics. There’s some tension up there. Layers of clouds traveling at terrifying speeds — the lower layer from the sea toward the land, the upper echelon in the opposite direction. Aerial military maneuvers. I’d rather be in Smokinya, lying on the sand with a panoramic view of that same sky. I know it’s going to get interesting. Up there, things are on a giant scale — you don’t know what will happen; there’s no script, and if there is, it’s not a human one. And you don’t need beer mixed with mint, or mint with cream, or cream with milk — whatever you call it — for things to get interesting.

That decibel-laden nothing with the big hype began. The crowd was ecstatic, each person happy for their own reasons — there were no other kinds. Fans packed tightly against the stage, hands up. Another hour, I think, I can endure. The wind suddenly drops toward the ground like a sumo wrestler who’s stepped wrong — and then things really get interesting. The metal platform with the performers sways dangerously. The machine’s smoke hugs the ground, wrapping the crowd, turning them into ghouls breathing white mist. The stagehands rush to save the concert, not the audience. They lower the upper part of the platform so that the spotlights hang right above the performers’ heads. I expect the electricity to dart like a viper toward someone’s gelled hair. The crowd, loyal to the grave, isn’t afraid that the platform might crash onto the front rows. The sumo-wind goes berserk, doing cartwheels in the unstable atmospheric pressure. A bass column on a tripod sways, falls flat, and continues blasting even more viciously. The music rides in strange waves, depending on the wind. The concert carries on its risky existence as if under orders from the highest command not to yield an inch on the musical front.

Well, if it’s like this here, I think, in Smokinya it’s action in swimsuits. All the campers have been raised on alert and are holding down the poles. Tents fly, dragging ropes behind them, and the ropes drag people. There are two strategies — one: immediately dismantle the tent and lie down on top of it. The other — reinforce it, dig it in — doesn’t work in such wind. And then there are the ones with no strategy; it’s not their first time — they know you can’t die from this. The drunks are in the sea — safer there.

We take a taxi back to the campsite. The car, caught in one of the wind’s tentacles, sways along the road, losing its weight. The driver, nose pressed to the windshield, drives bravely toward Cape Horn.

The scene at the campsite, with all these people outside as if gathering the laundry, with the whole colorful mess flying into the air, with the flapping of flags that used to be tents — it looks like a fair for lunatics. Homeless madmen gather whatever they can — in the moonlight they see it’s not theirs and toss it back to the wind. We go to where our tent used to be. Nothing — from the three-room tent, the garden-style awning, the survivor-style tables, the coop-store basin, and other “useless” belongings — not a trace. The wind curls little sand ribbons where my home used to be. Oh, come on! I shout against the wind blowing in my face, and it blows my words right back into my mouth — !eb agitcS erA. The exclamation mark gets stuck and breaks one of my teeth. To keep my daughter from seeing this ventilated smile, I take her to the other kids in the lowest part between the dunes. All the children are wrapped up like mummies, their little eyes glowing reproachfully — How could you bring us camping? Other kids with normal parents are in hotels right now. I meet their gaze proudly and calmly — I know that in ten years this will be their happiest memory. When you own nothing, you instantly become happy. See, I’m missing a front tooth, but when you’re homeless, who cares if you’re ugly.

I go down to the sea to argue with the wind. It blows away all my thoughts, and I stand silent, not knowing what to say, forgetting where and why I started out; only a few words of gratitude come to mind.
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On the Foosball Table and Noah



[image: ]




The relentless wind had blown away my aura. The waves were breaking just a few meters from the tent where I’d been sitting for hours, listening to the rain, without a single thought in my head. It wasn’t the roar of the waves but the constant, piercing wind that had blown part of me away.

“Brother, let’s have a drink...” I suggested to my real brother.

“Well... all right,” he said with a certain drawl, a note of distrust about the consequences.

But he was wrong. Just three hundred meters from us, life was in full swing. The place was decent — a spacious platform of varnished wood set right on the sand, open-air, with a roof to keep off the rain, a bar with two hundred bottles, techno battling the wind, sounding in waves that swept you away. Solid bars with not-so-solid stools and limber female patrons. Nice. People in shorts, tattoos here and there. Cocktails and conversations imported from Bilkova, Roderick, and Bubbles Street — like “Shishman” Street mounted on the seashore.

I sip something green — might be a mojito, might be mint liqueur; I don’t remember the details from the sea — everything is like one big green cocktail you could swim in until morning, when the sea turns into a giant blue aspirin. My mind tries to lure me away somewhere, to introduce me to some so-called VIP problems that can’t wait. Truth is, I’m only thinking, not feeling — my aura’s been blown off and I’m down to just a mental body and a swimsuit. If this bliss can be ruined at all, it’s by thinking — and I’m looking for a way to stop that.

My brother winks at some ladies; they raise their glasses and you can tell they can’t hold their liquor — they have no life experience yet. Maybe they’re starting today. My brother explains in my ear that he’s got a grain of sand in his eye, and that’s why he’s winking; otherwise there’s no way he’d wink — but what’s done is done, and now there’s a continuation to deal with.

Do you know how to stop thinking? With a game. I drag my brother over to a foosball table — that pre-computer hardware soccer game with handles on the sides. I pop in a token, and we play a game. The table’s slightly tilted — the ball naturally rolls toward the bar. Something’s missing from the game... We have no defenders, that’s it. My brother winks once more at the two girls to check if the communication channel is still open, and seeing that it is, he goes and invites them to be our defenders.
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