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Email: From hubert.kawka@... to w.pawski@...

Dear Doctor,

I would like to kindly inform you that I have not been receiving treatment at your clinic, nor anywhere else, for the past year. The compulsory hospitalization you once promised me in such a case has not been enforced.

I roam free and, from the start, have only been taking half of the massive dose of medication you prescribed me. Thanks to this, I have managed to stockpile several months' worth of supplies.

You are probably wondering why I am writing to you. Well, from my brief observations during my two stays in your hospital, I have concluded that your despotic nature, with its tendency toward eccentricity, strongly resembles that of my recently deceased aunt—the late Pelagia Mróz.

Her funeral took place last week, but I did not attend, as the voices I hear often make me laugh. You, too, would surely agree that giggling at a funeral is inappropriate given the time and occasion.

The reading of the will seemed like a more favorable occasion, especially since my aunt was well aware of my condition—what you call paranoid schizophrenia—and throughout her life, she never held much affection for me. Perhaps it was because, in her opinion, I was too thin for her taste.

I just stepped away from writing this letter to book a ticket to Paris and buy my favorite tea. And what happened?
Hackers—likely working for some government agency, though I have yet to determine which country—prevented me from making the purchase.
They feel untouchable, tormenting a paranoid person, because no one would ever believe such nonsense.
I'll spare you the details and unfortunately won’t paint a vivid picture of the mental torment I inflicted upon them in my mind—hopefully also in real life in the future—since such descriptions are not in my interest at the moment.
Let’s get back to my aunt.
I was secretly hoping for some cooperation from the voices, expecting that at just the right moment during the reading of the will, they would supply me with some venomous punchline—just as they had on occasion when I sat alone, wasting time thinking.
But the will that was read out silenced even them.
The apartment went to a nephew who has been living in the United States for fifteen years and, as far as I remember, used to regularly pee into my aunt’s ferns. The books signed by various authors—books my aunt had traveled far and wide to collect—were given to her niece, who once burned a hole in the deceased’s carpet. The oil paintings and watercolors by well-known Polish painters—whose names have long since been lost in my already overly cluttered memory—went to an uncle who, during his first and last trip as an adult, lost his leg with the assistance of a crocodile from the Wrocław Zoo and half a liter of vodka consumed before that fateful encounter with a large reptile.

The details of this intriguing confrontation remain shrouded in family mystery.

The rest of the family received nothing, while I was given the part of the inheritance that requires great responsibility.

Please, doctor, be honest—do you consider me a responsible person? And if not, would you be willing to take possession of my share of the inheritance?

I will include a detailed instruction manual with it.

Best regards, and I wish you an enjoyable time treating lunatics.

Hubert Kawka

Email: From w.pawski@... to hubert.kawka@...

Dear Patient,

I am concerned about your health. The impulsive decision to give away your inheritance does not reflect well on your mental state. Moreover, this could serve as grounds for filing a petition for your incapacitation and the appointment of a legal guardian.

It is good that you are taking your medication, though unfortunate that you are only taking half the prescribed dose.

Please contact a doctor.

W. Pawski

Email: From hubert.kawka@... to w.pawski@...

Dear Doctor,

I doubt whether mere mortals can help me. I believe I have crossed paths with some higher power, and I even know when it happened.

When I was 17, I decided not to believe in God or any supernatural force, and instead, I chose to believe in myself. Perhaps this occurred because none of my prayers were answered, but in any case, from that moment, I began to experience failures. I only realize this now, because at the time, I thought I was succeeding. In hindsight, those moments turned out to be just more stepping stones toward my downfall and complete self-destruction.

I prefer not to discuss the ways in which this looming fate manifests itself at the moment; I don't think it serves my interests. I will only say that these are imponderables because I still suspect the secret services of being involved in the mysterious disappearance of objects. I plan to ignore this fate or higher power.

I believe that excessive interest in my person reflects advanced foolishness. This is probably how I concluded that God is foolish, and remembering my own actions—those I'm too ashamed to mention, but which attest to my idiocy—I began to feel equal to God.

I hope this email doesn't fall into the hands of religious fanatics, because I think my situation would be even worse than it is now—so far, I only occasionally inspect the rooftops for snipers aiming at me.

Returning to more earthly matters—my aunt gave me a dog as a gift.

It's a crossbreed between a chow-chow and a dachshund.
Chow-chow doesn't refer to the sounds dogs make, but to a breed, though I don't know how to spell the name.
I haven't seen the beast yet, but I've already heard quite a bit from my cousin, who is taking care of it until the inheritance is passed on to me—unfortunately.
I think the dog could use a miniature safety straitjacket (a version for four legs) and some proper therapy, which is why I thought of you.

Best regards,
Hubert Kawka
Email: From w.pawski@... to hubert.kawka@...

Dear Patient,

As far as I know, although I am not particularly religious, God is said to care for everyone, so you shouldn't feel overly special or fall into a delusion of grandeur.

As your doctor, I shouldn’t be writing such a biting statement, but I must admit, you are getting on my nerves.

Your letter suggests advanced psychosis. Please contact a doctor.

W. Pawski

P.S. I doubt the dog exists.

––––––––
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Email: From hubert.kawka@... to w.pawski@...

Dear Doctor,

Apparently, the dog does exist. I myself doubted that such a creature could walk this Earth after reading just a few of the messages from my cousin, and I’ve already received several hundred. As you can probably guess, the situation is urgent.

So far, you haven’t replied to me about whether you agree to take on the dog. I probably forgot to mention that I am giving it away completely for free. I can also throw in a copy of the book I plan to finish in a few months.

I await your definitive response.

Best regards,
Hubert Kawka

Email: From gocureyourself@... to hubert.kawka@...

Annoying Patient,

I’m writing this email from a new account on purpose. I want to tell you what I think about your attempt to write a book; yes, I’ve had enough of your emails.

The very idea of writing a book is fundamentally noble, but I must warn you that this attempt will end in failure. In a word—nobody will buy your book because, judging by your emails, nothing will make sense, it won’t hold together, and there will certainly be chaos and lawlessness reigning instead.

In short, you will just waste your time, which you probably don’t have much of, as most schizophrenics don’t live to an old age.

Please use that time for something productive, and if you can’t, at least don’t harm society, like by distracting me from my work.

An Angry Doctor

Email: From hubert.kawka@... to w.pawski@...

Dear Doctor,

It is with regret that I must inform you that I found a logical error in your statement. It’s in the following sentence:
“There will certainly be chaos and lawlessness reigning.”
I believe these are contradictory states. Since you have already made an opinion (though, I should add, without having read a single page of my book) that “chaos will reign” in my novel, why did you also mention a state of “lawlessness”?

I think you might be confused with your terminology; your profession has probably caused some involuntary brainwashing.
“Lawlessness” refers to a state of no rule, and you yourself stated that “chaos will rule.”
It’s an odd choice, perhaps you were trying for some sort of personification?

But then again, you’re a psychiatrist, so I shouldn
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	Letters from a sad lunatic, full of incoherent reflections

	A package containing an imaginary dog
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	I sit on the toilet with my trousers down and write academic articles in that state.
 

	I stand in front of a mirror holding a potted fern saying: “My name is Leon. You don't want to know my surname,” repeating this several times a day.
 

	I suffer from insomnia and, when I can’t sleep, I go to a phone booth to make prank calls to less favored acquaintances.
 

	I torment my neighbors by pounding schnitzels at 8 a.m. on Sundays and mowing the lawn at 6am on Saturdays.
 



	I do not torment a cat, as I don’t own one.
 

	I do not administer horse doses of medication out of malice, but because the patients need it.
 

	I can park and do not scratch 30 cars a day due to clumsy attempts at the task.
 

	I do not run a blog describing the misadventures of friends and patients.
 

	I do not report people to the police.
 

	etc...
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	I’d be handed the “morning-after” pill
 

	I’d be admitted to my own hospital as a patient, to the delight of my “herd,” as you once so eloquently called my patients — who would then be free to torment me without consequence...
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