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			Praise for A Ship of Fools

			Now, we must confess, ‘A Ship of Fools’ is a book so audaciously original, so daringly unconventional, that it sent our usual roster of endorsers running for the hills! But fear not, dear reader, for we’ve managed to round up a few brave souls who dared to dive into the wild ride that is Tigran Haas’s narrative and lived to tell the tale. So, without further ado, here are their ringing endorsements (and remember, any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or organizations, is purely coincidental).

			“Haas’s ‘A Ship of Fools’ is a narrative rollercoaster. It’s a wild, unapologetic dive into the depths of human experience that leaves you breathless and begging for more.” —Fictitious Famous Author, Stefan Ring

			“’A Ship of Fools’ is a bold, unflinching exploration of the human condition. It’s a book that dares to push boundaries and challenges readers to do the same.”—Fictitious Notable Publication, The New Yorker Times Review

			“In ‘A Ship of Fools,’ Haas has crafted a narrative that is as thought-provoking as it is entertaining. This is a book that demands to be read and deserves to be celebrated.”—Fictitious Prominent Critic, Michaela Katana, Literary Critic

			’A Ship of Fools’ is a captivating exploration of the human experience. Haas’s storytelling is evocative and powerful, drawing the reader into a world that is at once familiar and utterly unique.” —Fictitious Celebrated Figure, Opera Windblown

		


		
			Quotes that inspire the Author

			“Storytelling was a way to see the world bigger than the one you were looking at, and that had great appeal for me. I think, since that was part of my upbringing, it became part of me, and I wanted to pass it along to my kids and my grandkids.”

			—Robert Redford

			“All knowledge, the totality of all questions, and all answers is contained in the dog.” 

			—Franz Kafka, Writer 

			“Be careful, Michael; choosing not to believe in the devil doesn’t protect you from him.”

			Father Lucas Trevant,  Actor Sir Anthony Hopkins in “The Rite”

			“If you ask me, psychopaths are more talented than the rest of us... but they’re still f**king psychopaths.”

			—Jonathan Kellerman, Psychologist and Author of “Self-Defense” 

			“There are two things that are infinite, the universe and man’s stupidity..... And I am not sure about the universe.” 

			—Albert Einstein, Physicist

			“All that is thought should not be said, all that is said should not be written, all that is written should not be published, all that is published should not be read.”

			—Menachem Mendel Morgenstern, Rabbi of Tomashov
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			This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

			All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording or by any information storage and retrieval system, without written permission from the author, except for the inclusion of brief quotations in a review.

			Even though this book is based on true stories and characters, as well as confirmed urban legends, the events and situational possibilities depicted in the following pages are kind of fictitious. Any similarity to actual persons, living, dead of zombies, or to actual events or firms is purely coincidental...but who the f**k knows, right? While these street talk tales are based upon facts, or so they tell me, or so I have seen, or I just made it up, Some of the characters have been composed and invented, and several incidents HAVE BEEN fictionalized for a more dramatic and drastic effect! And, of course, real names have been replaced by more exotic, unreal names to protect the identities of the real folks depicted in this lunatic complication. Well…Screw that! Everything is true here except for some of the names, and…if you don’t believe me, well…f**k you!
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			Foreword

			by the Publisher

			It is our distinct pleasure to present to you a collection of stories that chronicle an extraordinary journey through both time and space. Over the course of a decade, the esteemed author Tigran Haas has traversed the globe, immersing himself in the rich tapestry of life that spans from Zürich to Reykjavik, and myriad cities in between. Drawing inspiration from locales as diverse as Boston, Sarajevo, Dubrovnik, Stockholm, Split, Berlin, Miami, Prague, San Francisco, Bled, Tel Aviv, Detroit, Geneva, Vienna, Oslo, Zagreb, and Rome, Haas has crafted a series of tales that capture the essence of human experience in its myriad forms.

			This remarkable compilation, entitled “A Ship of Fools,” is centered around the microcosm of a helter-skelter highrise building in an unspecified Eastern European capital. Within its pages, you will discover stories that not only span the globe but also delve deep into the human psyche. Through his vibrant prose and masterful storytelling, Haas weaves together the threads of individual lives, unraveling the complexities of human connection and the universality of our shared experiences.

			In “A Ship of Fools,” you will encounter language that is raw, explicit, and at times, potentially offensive. This is not a decision made lightly by the author, Tigran Haas, or by us, the publishers. The language used is a deliberate choice, intended to paint an authentic and unfiltered picture of the society about which Tigran writes. The characters in this book inhabit a world that is often harsh and unforgiving, and their language reflects this reality. It is a testament to the struggles they face and the environments they navigate. While the language may be challenging for some readers, we believe it is essential to the integrity of the narrative and the authenticity of the characters. We encourage readers to approach the text with an open mind, understanding that every word is chosen with the intent to immerse you fully in the world Tigran has so vividly created.

			In an age where true storytelling has often been overshadowed by the instant gratification of digital media, Tigran Haas’s work represents a triumphant return to the art of classic storytelling. This collection is a testament to the power of the written word, and it is our sincere hope that, as you delve into these pages, you will find yourself transported to the myriad worlds that Haas has so skillfully created.

			The stories are set somewhere in a south-eastern central European major capital city (such as Sarajevo) between 1980 and 1990.

			With great anticipation, we invite you to embark on this literary odyssey, and trust that you will find as much solace, inspiration, and delight in these tales as we have had the privilege of experiencing.

		


		
			Introduction

			“There might have been things I missed, But don’t be unkind. It don’t mean I’m blind. Perhaps there’s a thing or two I think of lying in bed.  I shouldn’t have said. But there it is…” 

			... and so on, go the lyrics of “From the Beginning,” a 1972 song written by Greg Lake and performed by one of my favorite progressive rock groups, Emerson, Lake & Palmer (ELP). Surely I would have missed a few, if not a significant number of things in the book, but every writer does; the key is to draw the line and be happy with what you got. All possible and impossible mistakes, omissions, faults, misses, and deficiencies in this text are mine and mine alone. I guess that was meant to be, and ‘you were meant to be here’ and read it this way, which brings me to language issues. It is vital, which is probably the understatement of the century, but that’s how it is supposed to be, and it should be. 

			The book is based on a unique “holy trinity,” immersed deeply into naturalism, an artistic, primarily literary, direction that continues on realism. The heroes of this book and many naturalistic novels are really, as someone has said, slaves to passion, prisoners of their unfortunate fate, and people burdened with hereditary traits. That is at least what some believe, and so do I. Although the nonfictional fiction book is also submerged in realism (at least bits and pieces of it in a worldview based on the real-world view that seeks to present reality faithfully, without passion, objectively and impersonally) and finally completing the trinity is the ‘new primitivism’ (a subcultural f**kabout reactionary street talk cultural movement or as Zlatko Gall depicts it vividly: “as possessing clear anti-intellectual traits, including the glorification of the streetwise local noble savage via humor that plays to the cheap seats and as such straddles, the thin line between allusion on one side and vulgarity and repugnance on the other depicts nature and man in the most vulgar and dark moments.” There you have it. And that is why the language is obscene, vulgar, profane, derogatory at times, and often just plain f**ked-up due to the simple fact that reality was such at that time, in that specific place. Any other alternate state of things or the mind would be false and criminal to write (for me). It is all about the truth of the time and my vision and POV. So, accept it; you don’t have many options. But of course, therefore, we have disclaimers, a need for parental advisory, and possible age restrictions, as you would find in movies or albums that are sprayed with explicit and vulgar content.

			Truthfully, the irresistible stories must be passed along, retold, and kept alive. And amid that, am I! I am a direct participant, observer, and storyteller. Lastly, I regard myself much more as a storyteller than a writer. The writing experience came from my oral storytelling to my small cousins, family & friends, and other infantile acquaintances. The tales are known incidents with an additional spice produced by my vivid imagination and a touch of urban folk tales, street talk as we call it, but all based on actual events, even if some are recognized as urban legends. It felt like bedtime stories or sitting around an open camp picnic fire, with me as a personal storyteller and a congregation willing to listen and engage. The whole idea is that these stories-tales should suck you in immediately, not letting go, sweep you up, engage your intellectual curiosity or lack thereof, and immerse you towards a satisfying end or a shitstorm of laughs and cries every time this end.

			The stories gathered in this book are engaging, as the decade between 1980 and 1990 was such engaging and f**king great! Most have the added thrill of being based on actual events, as told by me, to me, or through someone. They embody the time, the moment, the culture, the customs, the people, the beliefs, disbeliefs, the politics, the geography, the f**king everything via a wide variety of people I have met and lived with and played with. The book and stories lean very much on ‘Observational comedy’, which is a form of special urban humor based on the commonplace aspects of, in this case, everyday life on the streets and in the designated places. The idea was to provide a fascinating glimpse into a range of closed worlds within this array of peoples and destinies and a glimpse into a central-eastern European socialist-communist, westernized, and post-socialist atmosphere. So now you know…and if you have an opinion about this book, positive or negative, I refer you to the great quote of iconic Clint Eastwood (From Dirty Harry, Inspector Callahan): “Well, opinions are like assholes. Everybody has one.”

			Read me, please!

			The man sitting across from me at the café (a simulacrum—open up a dictionary for this word, as I am sure you have no f**king clue what it is) of Starbucks was either thinking about quitting his job, robbing a place of wealth, maybe even killing his wife or mother or just putting a bet on a horse race. It was neither of those profound options but something completely different altogether. His face was becoming a tense bliss, as someone just about to pee in his pants and feel the spartan warmth of it all, not knowing the sticky and cold feeling that was about to enter right after that nor the aesthetics of one’s pants. Instead, the “gentleman” farted pretty loudly, and for a moment, time stood still, and particles of dust froze in the air while the apparent gases came out. He sniffed once, twice, and inhaled the air around him. The smile that came afterward was the one you only see in movies. He was content with what he felt, smelt, and relived in those short minutes. But stoically, I endured and contemplated the reasons and desires of such an act of public display and airy ambition…and I am sure that Marc Antony would say this at that moment: “Yet Brutus says this man was ambitious; And Brutus is an honorable man.” In farts, there’s always a hint of wind coming over, and as the smell carried to me, a combination of onion, the sewer, green cabbage, and rotten potatoes also came with it.

			Let me restart, folks! Well, fart or no fart, and the hell with this opening that has no meaning, this book is about storytelling. And what the f**k is that? ‘Either write something worth reading about or do something worth writing about.’ Kurt Russell uttered these words in the movie “The Art of Steal,” Honestly, folks, this book of stories might just be that, or it might not. But what the heck? I know what you are thinking now and what is going through your head standing in the generic airport bookshop before your trip on the way to a crappy summer holiday destination with an airline you have never heard of but got the ticket for the price of a hamburger. Ah, here is an exciting book for a 30 dollars with a cool name, “The Ship of Fools: Behind the Doors of a Highrise or if you want to be in the rhyme and poetic mood its all about “Behind the Doors of a Highrise, the Ship of Fools Disguise,” an author no one has ever heard of, and a great cover of some mother f**ker jumping off a tower or a burning highrise. It even became a bestseller, shit! And while you are contemplating the value of a book packed with stories spread over massive 650+ pages and a few days of lazy reading, you may also think that 30 dollars could be better invested in a beer and pastrami sandwich that you will digest and crap out in a few hours. Or—and two pints of beer you will piss in a few hours, a small cheap travel gadget you will never use, or some other (un)needful thing. If you will not buy the f**king book, leave it on the shelf, and don’t flip through the pages with your sweaty and greasy fingers from peanuts and dirty from the toilet visit just a few moments ago. Just don’t frigging buy it. It’s not a catalog with pictures, nor will a page or a few lines tell you the plot or change your mind about buying it. Wait! F**king buy it! Follow your gut instinct, buy it, enjoy the next few days on a beach in some God-forsaken place or overcrowded tourist dump, and read the best book of your life! Well, that was a frigging pitch…

			I need to focus, folks. Well…How many stories do you remember from your childhood? Some many, none? Some for sure, and I can guarantee that you WILL NEVER FORGET THESE stories THAT HAPPENED! U bet! These good, bad and ugly, and beautiful as well (well, probably not) stories will help you remember messages of life for a lifetime. Storytelling in this book is also about a significant theme and development of characters and moral evolution and degradation. It’s about asshole people and their f**king lives, and it’s about an ordinary world with extraordinary events and themes, places, lives, events, moments, things, and all kinds of other elements that look and behave like a carousel. All these characters you will love & hate; they will be close and personal, vivid and elusive, and compelling and memorable. You should be activated and alive when reading this, associating yourself with the characters, and flipping pages in a frenzy to find out what is next…if not…well f**k you! And by the way, if you expect a Happy Ending instead of an Inferno Apocalypse, you are in for a surprise, for this is not a frigging fairytale. 

			Why read all of this, you might ask? Aside from reading and holding a book that might help you look more intelligent and intellectual, it’s much more than just Facebook, Instagram, TikTok, Spotify, YouTube, or Netflix, right? It’s reading from a paper, reading a book, feeling past, present, and future, being in a place, and knowing something. Well, these stories (as in any “great literature”) open and disclose freshly painted and refurbished windows and shed new light onto familiar subjects of life & death. They also treat the significant matters of life and death, as that is what matters, with un-sensational f**king simplicity and desire for nothingness – that sounds good to you? Yes, some of this material was harvested from different sources, and such is storytelling. Yes, it has changed a bit, morphed, and reshaped itself as it went from one to another timeframe. It feels like a flowing time-lapse, speeding up the passage of time so that events seem to happen faster.

			Still, the book always kept the keen sense of the absurd and real-time feel, the wickedly silly and funny situations, the surreal and outrageous, the bewildered imagination, and the harmonic convergence of idiocy. Its curmudgeonly situational settings, satire, the playfulness of loneliness, joy, material nothingness, and psychopathic dances are always playful, like a naked butt on the roses of thorns. The book’s blunt, primordial, (neo)primitive, and sometimes (the very) profane language of naturalism keeps evolving. My memories as windmills of the mind and bewilderment of love, hate, and revenge perpetually open themselves as we go along. Let’s be frank, folks, these stories deal with a lot of crap, shit, craziness, lunacy, impossible situations, weirdos, and other stuff. The book deals with eternal philosophical, moral, and ethical issues that will always be relevant, regardless of the age they are written in or intended for. All of that is tied to the timeless human beings we are and to the eternal elements of human nature & soul. These things and persons are in our lives in one way or another. The cluster of relations, passions, drama, and psychological conflicts are there. As in life, love, faith, fear, hate, drama, adventure—all these feelings, emotions, and friendships are maybe given in a funny, harsh, and more visible light of another life or lives lived, but they are here.

			I think Stephen King, in his “Everything’s Eventual Collection of Dark Tales,” mentions the practicing of an (almost) lost art of writing, that storytelling is as important as it is about life stories. This book is about LIFE and the feeling of belonging to a COLLECTIVE; the themes of our life, eternal issues we deal with daily, and dilemmas we go through every moment of our existence. But what about this place, then? Where does it all play out? There is something primordial here—a sense of place when people feel a longing for belonging towards a home, a building, a site, or a city they are familiar with. Associating this place with all the characters inside will be for all of you reading it like visiting a location for the first time, where you feel anxiety, nervousness, expectations, and excitement.

			When you read this, it might be enjoyable, it might be disgusting, it might also be boring (for some of you assholes out there), it might be f**king hilarious (for most of you buggers), and it just might be damn good (for you, the enlightened ones). Whatever emotion it leads to, as a place leads to either positive, negative, or neutral feelings, you will never forget it. I promise you that! A sense of place that goes into the heart of darkness or light in any storytelling exercise, and so in this one, is when people feel a longing for belonging towards a place, neighborhood, building, or city they are familiar with. But I already said that…

			If people enjoy their places of habitation or visit and it leads them to a positive emotion, they will re-visit or return to the area, either physically or in the windmills of their minds. So, the opposite will happen; places they hate, or places that make them uncomfortable will haunt them forever, even if they never return their memories, and the mind will experience the vertigo of nostalgic experiences. This sense of returning to the place frequently and having that deep connection with the site makes what the environmental psychologists and urbanists call: the ‘space’ becomes a ‘place’ of meanings and connections. You will want to revisit or return to these characters and settings. This sense of returning to the book stories unfolding and having that deep connection with the place makes the stories and storytelling even more compelling. It becomes a place of meaning and connection for you or any other reader, even if you have never lived in these places. Stories will forever be engraved in your cortex’s spinal fluid, like it or not. It is essential to have these connections with fictional and non-fictional landscapes and geographical surroundings so that more of you guys create bonds, kites of your imagination, stories of your mind, and a sense of place with their environments and people that inhabit them. Well, I could go on and on, but I won’t. F**k it! Buy the book and make your life better or worse. But most importantly, enjoy your frigging holiday! Ok? This book was initially envisioned for children, but now it is for kids from 7 to 97. A childhood remembered aura also compelled me to reveal a lot but not the actors’ real names as some privacy needed to be kept. Also, the vocabulary is raw, naturalistic, and utterly free of snobbery of artificial and perfectionist English language that is only an end in itself, a tool for pretentious wanna-be literary masturbators…that’s not the case here; here, it is a vocabulary for the masses and to be enjoyed and understood by all, even with its mistakes and flaws. 

			Also, I could have abstained from saying anything, but my big mouth and speed (As my grandma would say: Speed is Devils work, my son!) prevented me from doing that. I do not want to guide you through this book; I want you to discover it as a lovely oasis with clear water and consume it as a tasty cake. If you vomit or have diarrhea afterward, even better, then you won’t forget it for a long time. And if you fart, pee in your pants from laughing, and dislocate your jaw in the process, then even more incredible! Frigging baloney! Enjoy the show evolving in front of you. It was a great time in a great place, long before the world we know now, which is the shitty world we live in. Some dude once said stories are not about beginnings, middles, and ends and are not just anecdotes and snapshots. I couldn’t agree more! Why love this book? Just because! Remember the emotions we have. We attach emotions to events to create stories and memories. The gray matter in our skull has been manufactured and designed that way. So, storytelling is essential if you want to use gray matter and its undiscovered realms the way it’s meant to be used (Like in the fantastic movie “Lucy” with Scarlett Johansson and Morgan Freeman). We remember the emotional, the particular, and the violent incredibly. We forget the boring, the general, and the healthful.

			But there is one more selfish element in all of this, and it’s not money and getting a bestseller on the shelves of airport bookstores, groceries, and internet shops; it’s about nostalgia. Nostalgia has been part of my life forever and part of every human that is normal, and is sort of a sentimentality for the past, typically for a period or places with happy personal associations, but I would say for bad ones also. Remember what I said about the sense of place? Good and bad shit gets remembered. Having a vampire sucking your blood or a good tooth fairy granting you a wish is something that both will be recognized, although when you become a vampire, I am not sure what you will feel anything. Nostalgia is associated with a yearning for the past, its personalities, and events, especially the “good old days” or a “warm childhood” or those “happy times” but also the negative shit, situations, memories, and people. Once upon a time, it was described as a medical condition, a form of melancholy in the earlier modern days, a hypochondria of the heart (or, for some, homesickness). In 1688, Swiss physician Johannes Hofer published a report on this mysterious epidemic, naming the problem nostalgia, a mash-up of the Greek words nostos (a homecoming or return) and algos (which means pain). Nostalgia, of course, has come to mean something different now, but in storytelling as well as in this book, reliving memories may provide comfort and contribute to mental health or may not. So, there you go, with a bit of selfishness from my side.

			It’s this frigging dilemma, right—It’s being sick for home (homesick) but also sick of it, same with the persons, sons, and characters. It took me almost two decades to remember its ugliness and beauty and all the characters and moments in time, but I managed in the end. These 30+ stories will touch your emotions and engage you, grab and maintain your attention; they will help you understand and remember or leave you ignorant and forgetful. Whatever happens in the coming 600-plus pages, you will be a part, at least during your crappy ten days vacation of cheap food and drinks and bad lodgings, an even worse airline company, of authenticity, participation, and engagement into streams of life like you never witnessed before. Let yourself go and enjoy this!

			I bid you farewell, my dearest readers, as it’s time for you to engulf yourselves in this carousel of stories – “A Ship of Fools.” You might like or dislike this book, but I guarantee you won’t be bored. F**k, I guess I can promise you that much. Now I need to go, as there is a beautiful and adorable Atlantic puffin on my windowsill in Reykjavík, probably from Dyrhólaey cliffs, watching me intensely with a mouth full of small fishes. It might grant me a wish, who knows, or at least a small fish, or I might eat it for dinner if I can catch it with my bare hands; the sky is the limit, folks…keep dreaming and reading.

			Tigran Haas, Reykjavík, 
Friday, May 17th, 2019, 17:54 Local Time

			Wait, I wrote it again a month later. So please read me again! 

			Just in case you might be displeased with the original introduction and the Author’s Note, here is an abridged, much more severe version, abridged, I promise! So, this book that you are about to chew, swallow, maybe digest, or spit out has been a product of 20 years of thinking and procreating and probably nine months of writing and execution within those 19 years. It depicts a time between 1980 and ca 1990 (take or leave +/- 2 years) with some extra things, such as people, places, and situations, situated in a central-eastern European Balkan country and one of its capital cities, that of Sarajevo. In many ways, this is storytelling of microhistories but with destinies and characters that are unique but still universal. The book depicts (and remembers) a time when things were quite different than today. A time when time stood still but also moved faster; people and situations that life was made of and that made life; a unique combination of events, planned and unplanned (in an almost Jungian atmosphere of synchronicity), that all these events were “meaningful coincidences” as they occurred with no causal relationship yet all of them seemed to be meaningfully related, in this collective state of mind and bizarre community socialist feel. Maybe I should have called this book of Stories simply SYNCHRONICITY (one of my favorite rock albums of all time, The Police—Synchronicity from 1983). Synchronicity was a principle that Jung felt gave conclusive evidence for his concepts of archetypes and the collective unconscious. It described a governing dynamic that underlies human experience and history — social, emotional, psychological, and spiritual. So, it has penetrated this book almost entirely. But still, A Ship of Fools epitomizes the spirit of the matter at hand.

			Oh yes, reality. This is a nonfiction/fiction book as all stories are based on actual events and facts verified and unverified but wrapped in elastic-plastic of fictitious cellophane; otherwise, they would be unreadable. The book is what it is: a unique but hopefully universal picture of very different events, people, and places that we are usually accustomed to; an almost parallel universe of transverse situations; things that are impossible to comprehend today, and events that are so strange that they feel almost unreal today. Unfortunately that time brought also an aura of darkness when it came to political uncorectness, homophobia, total absence of LGBTQ+ rights, racism, injustice, xenophobia, antisemitism, intolerance, brutality, discrimination, sexism, hate crimes and hate speech as well as all other dark problems prevalent in socialist-communist societies of that times & age. Then those things were “normal” which was an abomination of all human and humanistic values, but fortunately a lot of that is gone now but still remains in minds, memories and souls of many that suffered such things during those times.  

			Each story in this book can be read on its merit, but also the whole book and flow have, and I hope, follow some irrational logic. While writing this book, I learned and realized many things. Still, it did help me sharpen my senses in one most important thing: to discern good people from bad people – acceptable persons from evil ones, sane characters from insane ones, and most importantly, to develop one’s Voight-Kampff machine for detecting psychopaths and other people in my life, past, present and future. Voight-Kampff machine was a very advanced form of a futuristic lie detector that measured contractions of the iris and the presence of invisible airborne particles emitted from the body. The test was used primarily by “Blade Runners” (All from Ridley Scott’s Blade Runner epic and classic movie) to determine if a suspect is truly human (as opposed to a replicant) by measuring the degree of his empathic response through carefully worded questions and statements. I didn’t build a physical machine but more of a social science observational intuitive one that helps me, after some time, to detect the beasts, the predators, the most dangerous of human beings, those of psychopaths. As they are all around us like daytime vampires, this “machine” won’t do me much good.

			I doubt I would know and care if it wasn’t for this book. 

			What else is there to say? Not much. I already said too much. The rest could be found in the first author’s note if you cared to read it. I suggest you do., I just wanted to write these few lines because the book was conceived long ago. The first lines were written in a Hotel in Zürich in the good old 1999, and I think it felt appropriate to end it there in 2019 in another hotel in Zürich, just a few days after the visit to Iceland, where I finished my author’s first note. I thought that was it, the final lines in an ice island. But it was not. Switzerland had the last word on the matter; my favorite country in the world and Zürich, my most beloved city ever. 

			It’s a beautiful evening on the 1st of June in Zürich’s old town, 22C degrees with a light breeze…I feel I said what I wanted to say while the book was written in 20 cities around the USA and Europe, including Israel. Now I leave you with the task of reading, hoping you are literate; if not…well, buy the book anyway and at least recycle it when you go to the toilet.

			Tigran Haas, 
Saturday, 1st of June 2019, 2 PM local time, Zürich, Switzerland

			What is a Highrise Building? 

			A highrise building is a multi-story structure that rises vertically and is taller than it is wide. While not as tall as skyscrapers, highrises are still considered to be tall buildings, usually used for residential, commercial, or mixed-use purposes. Highrises typically have a significant number of floors, with modern construction methods and materials used to ensure structural stability and efficient use of space.

			As you embark on this literary adventure, I wish you an abundance of fun and excitement, and may the pages ahead spark your imagination and captivate your spirit! May the fart, oh sorry, the force be with you.

		


		
			1

			The Brain Man

			In the modern-day age of multimedia telecommunications, fiber optic cables, and information technologies, yellow and white pages are becoming increasingly obsolete. Still, for some, it is the primary means of finding the telephone number and address of the loved one, a business friend, or just somebody they want to waste time within a telephone conversation. They still believe in the power of the written word and the power of the telephone book, comments, and numbers. All those hundreds and hundreds of sheets of names and numbers, of people you will probably never meet in your life, basically of ink print completely wasted and of forests chopped down for nothing. All those bulks dropped down every year in front of your door, all the problems created by it: “Where to store these damn ‘books.’ I just got no place for them”. Well, you take them, or you don’t!

			In most cases, you do that. But these books were always considered a companion to your telephone, or shall we say to your ‘far sound’ as the Greek root of the word would cover it. It looks good to have it. It shows that you are connected, that you are modern, that you somehow know people and are not lonely – that you could have a social life – what a bullshit thing! There is also this great need to have it, even if you are going to open it a couple of times a year, maybe never. 

			For some morons, this represents a part of their essential home reading. Believe it or not, some people placed this in the most prominent aspects of their home libraries, even saving the older ones and showing off their ‘encyclopedic value’! Well, they indeed had exceptional value, especially when being online was fantasy and fiction. Well, you must admit that these paper dinosaurs have their attraction value. All this discovering, rushing down with your index finger through new names, exciting family names, bunches of numbers, licking your fingers while turning the pages and leaving pieces of Mr. that and Mrs. that on your tongue…hmm…exciting! For younger generations, this was the oracle – the place for fun and games – and primarily for pranks. What a goldmine! There were thousands of potential victims out there. Names to be called, faceless people tortured by adolescent games, and hundreds of bucks piled up on parents’ phone bills. When you look a little bit closer, they certainly had their value. Every year we see a change in covers too. Depending on the sponsors or the art style of the moment, we get to see ‘interesting’ stuff pop up on the front. Most of the time, it’s just pure advertisement crap. Sometimes something exciting does come up. Well, this is the least essential thing in the bloody book, but still, you want to see something interesting that can sustain this thing artistically throughout the year. And every year, you seem to grow with them as they grow. Some people seem to grow even more. That brings me to one, Alex Dimitrov.

			Alex was a special kind of bird. He was a troubled child from day one. According to his doctors, he acquired mental disorders early in his adolescence. God knows what they pinned down on him. His parents were conscientious about hiding all of this. Being part of the upper socioeconomic strata could have damaged their social status if it was revealed that their son was in the ‘birdie land.’ No sir! Hide it and tell the community he is a compassionate soul. Well, that can work, but how will you hide it when the ‘bird man’ grows up? Alex did grow up. When he reached 38, we remembered this enormous chunk of meat, weighing about 155 kilos. His vast belly was protruding from the pants, and if it were not for the tight leather army belt that he wore, his jelly belly would have probably spilled out on the sidewalk. He always wore khakis, light blue Armani shirts, dark loafers, and a gray Ralph Lauren jacket. The body was a combination of a hastily put-together snowman, an overweight Santa Claus, and a Sumo wrestler. His hair was full of oil and combed towards his left side to show, as his mother used to say, the ‘high forehead of our ancestors.’ His eyeglasses looked more like magnifying glasses that you get in your first biology class or your grandmother’s jars with all the goodies stored for the winter. A huge bulky nose with tons of hair growing out of it dominated his face, which showed total confusion. Those dark, fast-moving eyes and elastic facial expressions always put you on guard. If you catch my drift, he swayed from side to side when he walked, sort of a penguin-duck walk. 

			He used to roam the streets very often but somehow spent most of his time, or it seemed like it, around our urban quarter. That’s why we had a unique opportunity to learn more about him. He had this capability to be at every place at every time. As some used to call him, the fat ghost’ was everywhere. As I said before, he was diagnosed with many things. Hyperactivity was one of them. It manifested in Alex’s distractibility, restlessness, and inability to sit still, but he had no difficulty concentrating. This was curious. This minimal brain dysfunction (as some old geezers used to call it) was shoved under the rug, even though it indicated hereditary and family problems. He developed eating disorders early because he ate like an elephant at age 4. This led other doctors to believe that he had autism. A famous shrink named Leo Kanner was the first to identify autism as a mental disorder in children in the early 1940s. Alex was withdrawn and self-preoccupied but never fully fit into this category. He could communicate with his parents and surroundings but did reoccur in motoric movements. For example, he used to clap every five minutes or so. So the local shrinks identified all kinds of treatments and suggested spending considerable time in a sanatorium in the Swiss Alps.

			No way! The parents wouldn’t have any of that. Father, the city’s most prominent surgeon, had his theories. Anxiety and social inability were one of them. Good grief! The problem was that autism and similar brain diseases were poorly understood then. One of the shrinks also discovered that he had a case of dissociative identity disorder. I am unsure if he was correctly diagnosed, though nobody gave a shit about that. Therefore, he was not a split personality but liked to take the role of somebody else occasionally, usually a famous person. Still today, it is difficult to treat these kinds of problems. The kid was undoubtedly a multi-faceted case of disorders with unique talents. So maybe the Swiss Alps thing could have been a good idea after all. Oh yes! Here comes the significant part. Remember I mentioned the yellow pages? Well, Alex Dimitrov was the ‘telephone book of the city.’ Possibly being a byproduct of autism, Alex knew the white pages by heart. Holy shit! More than 450.000 inhabitants in the city, and Alex was your info, man! That was one of the reasons people liked him and didn’t bother him too much. 

			As I mentioned, he had a habit of roaming through the city and visiting almost every café on the way. The guy just couldn’t be still. He used to come in and sit at one of the tables. He usually dropped in this sleazy joint called the ‘Two Fisherman.’ Nobody knows how this shit place got that name. There was no fisherman in these parts, and fish was nowhere to be seen. The barman named Jeremiah ‘the old tooth’ Bricks would usually say: ‘Yow, Alex, my man – your table is waiting.’ Alex would reply: ‘To you, it is His Excellency Mr. Alex Dimitrov, the Prime Minister of Paraguay.’ 

			“Oh, I do apologize, Sir,” the barman said. ‘What would you like today, some sparkling wine or perhaps something else this time around?’ 

			‘Don’t give me your usual shit; bring me champagne from the best, somewhere around Marne River from Château-Thierry, you know!’ One thing you had to say about Alex Dimitrov was that man was a fountain of facts, not a synthesis of knowledge. He never went to school but had private tutors. How he learned things, at least some, remains a mystery to me.

			The barman Jeremiah replied: ‘Oh, that champagne. It will take a while to get it out of our cellar. I only have a couple of bottles left.”

			‘Hurry, hurry…I don’t have too much time to wait in your low-quality establishment’. 

			Alex was getting impatient now. Jeremiah was a mean son of a bitch. He is a strong guy in his early 60-s, always on guard, and never lets his customers out of sight. He had this Hemingway novel face: many old scars covering his sun-dried skin, whitebeard with a couple of homemade plum-grape brandy stains, a white ponytail to match the beard and almost dark yellowish eyes which could perfectly fit into a house of horrors in your nearby amusement park. It was an establishment with a whole gallery of winos, people from the sidelines of society, and even some crooks; you had to always be on your toes. He did like Alex, though. This guy brought some dignity to the place, although Jeremiah considered him a complete idiot. 

			‘Well, if you are so impatient, Prime Minister, then I will have to speed up the process.’ ‘Yes, you do that and make it snappy,’ replied Alex. 

			‘Oh, I will make it snappy. Don’t you worry about that,’ Jeremiah thought. 

			While Alex was starting a conversation with the only female in the bar, one who looked like one of the vessels after LordNelsons’ naval campaigns, Jeremiah was preparing Alex’s “champagne.” He poured mineral water into the bubbles, unzipped his pants, took his pecker out, and urinated into the glass. His piss only filled 1/3 of the glass so that the color would match champagne as closely as possible. Good grief, his piss had a dark yellowish color of a man in the late stages of rotting. It had more wine than anything else in it. In that sense, Alex was getting his ‘sparkling wine.’ Seeing this, Jeremiah added some of the house white wine, which had never seen a single grape and tasted like a package of aspirins. 

			Alex finally yelled to the dame: ‘What’s your name, milady?’ ‘Oh, nobody called me milady before.’ That’s because these visitors here do not have any manners at all. They don’t know how to treat a lady’, proudly answers Alex. You could hear some grunts, but most of the guests were half-dead, their heads buried in the alcohol remains on the table. Only the barman was grinning with the only yellow tooth in his mouth, protruding between his dirty white whiskers. 

			‘My name is Sandra Myers.’ Alex thought for about 2 seconds: ‘Your telephone number is 765-643!’ 

			‘How do you know my number, you bastard’ feverishly replied Sandra.

			‘Well, I know all the numbers of everybody in the city.’ And then he started his usual clapping, which would last at least a minute or two. Sandra took this opportunity and went for the door. ‘I will not continue to reside in your establishment, Bricks. You only have the perverts and sleaze balls here’. 

			‘Whose going to pay for your drinks bitch? I’m going to kick your dirty ass with my baseball bat if you don’t pay, screamed Bricks, the barman. ‘Let the pervert pay,’ and she vanished through the door. Now all the half-dead customers woke up and started chanting: ‘Pay, pay, pay….’

			“ Pay, I will pay, pay, pay, pay, “ exclaimed Alex. 

			‘Sure, but first, you have to drink up your champagne. He brought him his glass, and Alex swooshed it down in seconds. ‘That was excellent. It would help if you got more of these. Jeremiah was amazed. This idiot was immune to everything. Alex threw a bunch of money, and before he left, he checked four of the establishment visitors and reminded them, to their amazement, of their telephone numbers. He was probably the only person in the city that was the first to receive a copy of the white pages. His dad pulled some strings in the Telephone Company to make Alex happy. And he was!

			Alex also had other psychological disorders. One of the numerous shrinks Alex visited diagnosed him with Echolalia, a compulsion to repeat all or some of the words he had previously heard. That’s just what happened in the bar. But the worst thing was that he used to do this in other places, very different from the bar environment. One of his passions, or sicknesses, was to roam through the obituaries in the daily papers and pick up persons that he fancied in his confused mind. He would then go to all these memorial services and even attend funerals. This guy could be your worst nightmare in a more gentle way. He knew all about the art of disposing of human remains. He was the burial master. Not just that, he knew all the prayers, respective of which religious burial he attended. He didn’t miss the atheist once, either. 

			It was not a rare occurrence that he would be thrown out of the cemeteries because of his constant repetition of prayers and clapping occasionally. Once he started repeating after the minister: ‘ashes to ashes, ashes to ashes’…He couldn’t stop for 10 minutes. Everybody was standing in shock. He was clumsy once he stumbled into the grave pit. The fall was so vicious that instead of him getting hurt, the wooden casket was severely damaged. His parents took care of the costs naturally. On occasions, being extremely good with numbers, he would calculate the dimensions of the grave and how much dirt was put in, what geometrical formulas they should use next time because the tomb was never perfect for him. He should have been consulted. He did all of this aloud. No wonder that sometimes he got beaten up in the process. To make things even worse, he also had this ridiculous laugh which he would practice from time to time. He would start laughing for no reason whatsoever. But he was that type of a guy. So, in most cases, people would be more in a state of shock or bewilderment than anything else, for that matter. As far as the memorial services go, he would behave strangely, attending these ceremonies, sometimes in homes or at the cemetery. He would cry the tears of a crocodile and would go around shaking everybody’s hands and asking them for their names. Well, you know why: he could tell them their telephone numbers.

			Alex also had a special kind of phobia – fear of small kids. I don’t know the accurate medical term for this (maybe kidophobia), though I doubt there is one. As he used to hang out, always for a limited time, in our urban quarters, there was always a chance that small kids would surround him. He was strange, and being as he was, a vast bulk of flesh, he was undoubtedly an attraction to kids. When this happened, he would stutter, make strange, delirious sounds, and scream: ‘Don’t hurt me, don’t hurt me.’ You had to feel pity for the guy. The small, mean kid named Igor would often come to him and say: 

			‘I will piss on you, you big monster, and then I will feed you to my dog.’

			Alex would start to get tremors and run away as soon as he could. But he tended to forget instantly what happened. So he would go on and then find an obituary, usually placed on the door of the building where the deceased lived or on a tree or at a local public transport station. 

			Life was a sort of strange entrapment for Alex Dimitrov. Fortunately, he did not realize most of the things happening around him. He just lived on short-reflex activity actions. Telephone books, memorial services, cemeteries and funerals, bars and cafes, collection of strange and meaningless facts, clapping, and God knows what when he was alone in the privacy of his own home. He had his bubble, which you could not penetrate even if you wanted to. The worst thing is that his parents didn’t give a flying f**k about it all. To them, he was just their boy, a big bulky plush toy you could take around and let loose occasionally in the city. They stopped being ashamed of not getting him proper treatment long ago. As the Pink Floyd song goes, they stopped caring and became comfortably numb.

			In any case, in the vast services of today’s emerging information technologies, you have to take one step back and say: ‘Do I need the telephone book?’ Maybe not, but people like Alex Dimitrov need this incredible book of facts as their survival food. You probably will never look at the white pages the same way again, knowing that there are Dimitrovs around, people whose whole life centers around things like that. And the world would be different without Alex and people like him. What would we do without people like Alex Dimitrov, our Brain Man? 
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			100% Recycled

			Recycling, waste management, and your old-fashioned-everyday garbage collection and awareness were not strong terms in those days when we were kids. People didn’t care too much about these things, such as nature conservation, sustainability or eco-recycling, except for getting the bloody stink out of your house, the household waste, sometimes in any way possible. All of the recycling terminology, technique, and action came in the later days. But all of that doesn’t mean that the waste was not disposed of. No, Sir, it sure was.

			Separation of waste, a wholly foreign and unpronounceable word, was not considered, not at all. On the contrary, everything was being taken away, paper, glass, metal, household waste, etc. All of it is disposed of as one type of garbage. Separation was still in the sphere of future studies and science fiction in the line of deep space explorations. And we know at what stage that was. Nobody gave a shit about it, even those people that called themselves the protectors of nature and defenders of ecological balance and green survival. Those pricks were the worst ones. They had a triple moral when it came to waste. They were all bullshit and sweet talk on the outside, while on the inside incredible consumption, debris, and non-environmental disposal of garbage. 

			Now the big question you may ask yourself is: ‘How did the garbage disappear?’ There was a working force; people were getting paid for it and earning their daily bread. I can tell you that not too many people wanted to do this. Shit pay, lousy working hours, the stench penetrating every pore in your body, short vacation, no pension plans, social security, medical coverage nonexistent in this horrible profession. But still, it was a way to be employed and respectably earn dough, for some at least. And the most excellent kick was to drive the garbage truck if you had your driver’s license. This was one of the reasons that diseases never developed. There were always these guys doing their jobs. There were challenging periods, especially during the hot summers when the garbage people decided to strike. Oh shit! When all kinds of household waste garbage pile up at 35-40 degrees, you can imagine what can happen. Suddenly you get whole new generations of Musca Domestica, or houseflies, reproduced by thousands. This new army of ‘space invaders’ is always in numbers when the shit hits the fan. Oh, but they were nothing. You get used to them hanging and walking on windowpanes, on your furniture, being a part of your household – becoming your very own pet.

			In contrast with dogs, cats, birds, and household mice, this one does not need care, affection, worry, or food. They will find food themselves. Perfect companions, ha! Well, the household fly was OK, but the real problem was the whole families of these f**king blowflies, not blowjob flies. These buggers were mean sons of bitches. They all had these silver, bronze, and green metallic bodies, like Roman centurions, and made horrible sounds like airplanes before dropping bombs. This family included screwworms, bluebottle flies, greenbottle flies, cluster flies, and God knows what more. We were deprived of most of these family members, but we had some. And this is just the f**king predator-parasite aerial population. The ground forces, like sewer, tunnel, and construction rats – our proud and joy-junkyard dogs, lost. Wild cats, and all other small, medium, and significant members of the f**ked up part of the animal kingdom, would find great pastures and temporary residences during garbage crises. The rats already had permanent residency. They were legal squatters in many respects and considered the construction site on the side of the building their paradise turf. Fortunately enough, the outbreak of the garbage problem didn’t happen very often, but when it did, it was messy. 

			As I said, this was not a pleasant job, not by a long shot. Waking up early, riding on the shitty trucks, getting back and having hernia problems, and if you were lucky, understanding the gypsy language. Most of the garbage collectors – the spring boys – were ”gypsies” (called the Roma population today of course) anyway. The only Kings in this job, if there were any, were the guys behind the wheel. They had to operate all the controls of waste lifting and crushing, but they isolated themselves from the stench and shit around them. The garbage trucks were constructed in such a fashion to ‘eat & crush’ all types of garbage remains and then dispose of them at waste transfer stations and then to landfills. A driver and one or two loaders serve each collection vehicle. These were typically trucks of the enclosed, compact type, with capacities of up to 30 cubic meters. In this case, the loading was done from the rear. In this compact way, the volume of the shit in the truck was reduced to less than half of its loose book. They took the small trash containers with a unique scoop, which also brought all other bags, emptied them, and then started ‘chewing’ them. It was not rare that they got busted at the time due to the crushing equipment hitting concrete or other impossible stuff being thrown into the garbage by some Neanderthal. 

			We had our legal team of solid waste management collectors, and one knew the guys after a couple of visits. It was usually the driver and three guys hanging on the truck. The driver was one big mean guy which we only knew as Frank. The hanging guys were Zeke, Ivan, and Pablo. You had to have a translator when they started talking. Ivan was the one that boasted about his education. It seems he had two years of high school oriented toward educating and preparing people to be garbage collectors, gravediggers, and animal control officers. Good grief! Why do you need two years of school for these jobs? They always made incredible noises while collecting the garbage. Garbage was collected and taken away at least 1-2 a week. They never came more than two times.

			Only when the decomposing process was unbearable, in the summertime especially, they popped up three times. The system was that the garbage was collected from silverish containers in the disposal rooms. The whole garbage system in the skyscraper was a combination of a considerable garbage tunnel with hatches, going on throughout the entire building and ending up in this room with moving containers. The tunnel was situated in a concrete hatch, not tightly pressed to it but done more loosely. The local cleaning staff of the skyscraper (which consisted of one person) would move around these 2-3 containers until they became full. By that time, our waste pals would take the shit away. The channel-tunnel garbage system was standard for skyscrapers and worked well. It was designed so that you should know how and for what to use it. But some people never learn, do they? 

			I remember somebody throwing complete bed madras into the trash tunnel. How stupid can you get, for God’s sake? The madras got stuck on the 8th floor, probably ‘flying’ one or two stories. Nobody noticed until the garbage started piling up. Somebody triggered the alarm when it was packed, and you couldn’t open the tunnel shaft lock on the 15th floor. In the meantime, whole colonies of insects began to occupy the premises, and the stench could turn your insides out. Those lazy bastards responsible for this couldn’t take their fat butts down and properly dispose of this. To make things even worse, somebody set the whole thing on fire. All right, hurray for humanity! It was a warm July Saturday morning. Somehow you were trying to get over the stench in the hallway. The responsible real estate firm and the property and building block manager promised that things would be shortly taken care of. Yeah right! Take care of my ass! Nothing was ever done here. When the elevators got f**ked up, you had to wait days for the assholes to arrive. 

			As soon as you entered the hallway, there was a combo of smoke and stench. Damn strange! Even the visibility was getting low. Holy f**k – the building was on fire! That was the first thing on everybody’s mind. The panic erupted immediately. In this situation, just as in the case of an earthquake or another natural or manufactured disaster, you see how folks behave. Everybody looks after his/hers own ass. Nobody gives a shit about anybody else. People were already piling up in the corridors, stairs, and elevators. Lots of shouting, yelling, swearing, and panic in general; Suddenly, one could hear a shriek that carried through the stair and elevator shaft throughout 18 floors: ‘Calm, calm, the skyscraper is not burning, it’s the damn garbage tunnel.’ It was our very own president of the council of tenants (of our skyscraper), Mr. Arno ‘the cockroach’ Stockhouse. Everybody despised this slimy character, but somebody had to do this job. God knows that nobody wanted a part of this. He, on the other hand, thrived in his leadership position. It was his life, his everything. ‘Get back to your apartments and stop shouting. I need a couple of good men to assemble on the 8th floor. That’s where the fire is. 

			Each floor was equipped with a fire extinguishing hose. So the hydrophore, which was pumping water to the upper levels, had to work all the time perfectly. So it did. The assembled men took control of the job under the great general Stockhouse, who was directing, screaming, and shrieking simultaneously. ‘Common, you cream puffs, you rookies – you can do better than that. When I was in the wars, we went right into the fire with our bare hands. ‘Shut the f**k up, you little dingleberry freakazoid! If you don’t, God helps me if I don’t shove your skinny rodent ass down this shaft right this minute’, screamed Al Durant, our local crook, hoodlum, and small-time mobster. Arno Zontag was a mouse. But most of all, he was terrified of Al. ‘No, no, you are doing just great, fantastic as a matter of fact,’ whispered Arno in an almost crying voice. The fire was being extinguished. Hoses worked on several other floors, pouring water down the trash channel. Finally, the fire was extinguished. The trash was somehow pushed down, and the madras, what was left of it, was taken out. The people were black from the smoke and completely wet. Everybody was pissed off and ready to eat alive the retards and crack brains who did this. Even calls for the Police were heard. This was the five minutes that Arno had waited for. The victory was achieved, and Arno felt like Napoleon at Austerlitz – a complete victor! The funny thing is that nobody called the fire department. Well, nobody would believe them anyway. The fire brigades were going to be engaged in a slightly different on another occasion. It seemed that things were under control for now. Arno calmed everybody, promised fast results and revenge, and justice would be served. I am not sure what he meant by ‘or another.’ Maybe we should all punch in with money and get a hitman to delete these, as he called them, ‘worthless slime’ off the face of the earth. He was already shouting and calling for retribution, penalties, punishment for crimes against the collective goods and society, and God knows what more. He didn’t add the gulags, guillotine, or chamber, though. Zontag wanted blood; somebody had to pay for all of this. Everybody knew it would be just a matter of time until the cockroach man exposed the perpetrators of this, as he called it, ‘hideous crime.’ It wasn’t good, but you shouldn’t hang somebody for it. As I said, he worked on it, and people finally confessed. It was never revealed who it was, but as Zontag was a cunning small-time negotiator and relentless collector of fees for the building expenses, he squeezed money from them for all repairs and even more. But he also kept the information in a priestly, confidant manner. He also did a post-analysis of the happenings, being once a piss-ant cop, and discovered that the bed madras was the initial reason for this but that somebody threw a cigarette, which ignited thrown newspapers and then moved to the madras. The flames then engulfed the rest of the garbage, especially the PVC trash bags. God knows how he came to this conclusion, but everybody welcomed it to eliminate his silly investigation. If he felt like Napoleon before, he felt like Inspector Colombo now. He was at the top of the world. He also found the guilty party for the cigarette crime in no time. That part was a real tough one – but he managed it. Of course, nobody confessed, but the bills were paid, everything was fixed, and Arno felt so good. Fortunately, with some defects, the whole garbage shaft construction survived miraculously. Nobody cared for these defects as long as the shaft was operational, but they would play a significant role in what would happen later. Unfortunately, this was not the end. This was the beginning of the future. 

			A year or two after this incident came the final blow for the channel tunnel. It sounds like the one between France and England; this one was submerged, too!

			The garbage collectors were at their usual place. It was a warm day, full of f**king flies and all kinds of garbage. Frank, the driver, was listening to his favorite country song on the radio. Ivan was approaching the job scientifically while Zeke and Pablo threw garbage into the truck so that all kinds of shit spilled on the pavement. Suddenly, an incredible roar filled the tunnel and the collection room. Everybody looked up. A colossal concrete block came tumbling down the tunnel and crashed into one of the containers. Soon after, a meteorite shower of concrete blocks, pieces, and construction material followed. ‘What the f**k is this?’ proclaimed Pablo. ‘Cock sucking mother f**king sons of bitches’, added so elegantly Zeke. Their language was constructed solely on swear words and some nouns and verbs they picked up along the way. Frank came out of the truck. ‘What’s happening? F**k, I can’t even finish my tune in peace. You guys, you always have to f**k it up for me.’

			‘It’s not us, the boss; it’s some dirtball throwing concrete through the shaft. I don’t f**king believe it, exclaimed Ivan amazingly. ‘F**king slime, no good blancos throwing their shit on our turf.’ Zeke was pissed off. 

			And now came the thunder of something collapsing, crunching, and being separated from the main body. The whole inner metal shaft of the tunnel was breaking into two. A massive piece of it collapsed, and the
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