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The clown isn’t a mythical creature. It actually exists. It does. Trust me. It exists, not in a circus but inside of you. Yes, there’s a clown inside of you, ready to come out, ready to act like a proper clown, arrogantly, coldly, nastily. You might say that’s not true, that there isn’t a clown inside of you, but we all have it, that arrogant clown inside of us. Some of us are able to tame it, even kill it, but there are others who, without even knowing it, or maybe they just don’t care, always act the part of the cold clown to perfection. Driven by success and greed, and corrupted by it, some people turn into clowns without even knowing it, and later they no longer know how to return to their modest selves, to the gentle person that they used to be. 

“Clowning around” (meaning; being cold and arrogant) is a common disease, one that is spreading fast throughout the world. Nowadays a lot of people spend most of their time glued to a screen, sharing too much information online, even to strangers, not realising that they’re “clowning around”. I’ve been there too; clowning, clowning, clowning, laughing for no reason why, laughing when I felt like crying, but the clown in me was too proud to care, to share, to let go, but then I woke up to life and I saw that clowning around would take me nowhere. So I stopped being a clown.

You can do it too.

Stop.

Listen to me.

Stop.
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Some people don’t want to stop. They can’t stop the clowning around. Their knowledge and information comes from others, from what they see online, from what they hear from other clowns, and they assume that the “clowning around” is the true word when that couldn’t be further from the truth. 

If you try to make them see the light, make them see that maybe sometimes they’re wrong, the clowns will become vicious, and they will scream –and even bark, yes, BARK- at you. 

They believe that by shouting –and barking- they’re getting one over you. And G-d forbid if someone tells them something that differs from what they believe in. If that happens, they will pursue you, persecute you, pound on you, harass you and others close to you until you lose everything.

The clown doesn’t believe in freedom of speech even though it says something different. 

The clown only believes in its own version of freedom of speech, its own version being the fact that the clown can say whatever it wants, even if it’s wrong, but you can’t even if what you say is right. 

The clown is taking over. 

The clown is taking over your brain, your thoughts, common sense, freedom, even knowledge and culture.

Unless you stop it, the clown is here to stay. 

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

S

T

O

P

!
[image: image]


1 

The votes have been counted. Donald Trump has won. There won’t be another Clinton in power. Some of my friends are celebrating. Some of my friends are crying. 

Because of the results friends are turning against friends, sisters are turning against sisters, brothers are badmouthing parents, someone has stopped talking to someone else. Right now, as I sit down to write some memoirs, I feel a bit like Isaac Bashevis Singer upon his arrival in America. There’s this uncertainty in the air and some people feel hopeless and lost. But is it that bad?

First the Brexit, and now the Trumpquake. This is even bigger than the Brexit. Meanwhile, somewhere else Putin is laughing while Le Pen is thinking, “I’m next. I’ll get the seat in power.”

Right now, as I try to write, and as I read what my friends are posting on Facebook, I see (read) that Saul is trying to read The Writing of the Disaster by Maurice Blanchot. Yes, what an appropriate tittle for this moment right now. On the background Bob Dylan is singing, telling us that something is happening and we don’t know what it is. Yes, yes, the irony of it all; the books we’re reading, the music we’re listening to. 

In New York a friend of mine has joined others outside Trump Tower to protest. But protest about what? 

The Clinton supporters are protesting against the result. Those in England who voted for Remain did the same thing. Sore losers? Clinton lost because she was out of touch with the world, with the common people. The same thing is happening in Europe. Those unelected European leaders are out of touch with the common people. Right now (maybe I should have called this book Right Now) Europe looks like a tired body, soon to be a dead carcass. No one seems to care about the tired body. No matter what happens, those unelected European leaders will always eat the best of foods and Juncker will always have an extra glass of wine with his meals. No one cares. The circus has started and the clowns have taken over. Don’t forget to clap your hands. Clap now while you can. Clap now while you still can. 

Right now (no, no, I won’t change the tittle) Putin must be rubbing his hands. Sometimes he looks as if he’s the only one who knows what he’s doing while everyone else looks like a headless chicken. As for Juncker, he’s so blinded by greed that he doesn’t care with what’s happening around him. 

Mrs Clinton went on stage with various stars, and then she danced and acted and smiled a lot, but she forgot that the common people aren’t Comedians in Cars Getting Coffee. And President Obama seemed to forget that too. 

The people are so tired of the old way (and the same old lies) that now they’re ready to try something different, vote for someone different. While Brexit was a soft kick, Trump is a major kick in the ass for those in power. 

Trump in power?

Sounds like something out of The Simpsons.

Wait...

Wasn’t he...?

“They know everything,” Saul says. “They know what’s to come, and the reason why they know the future is because they’re part of a secret group that controls most of the events that happened and will happen, and therefore they know what’s to come and they use it as entertainment. 1984 wasn’t just a lucky guess. In fact, my guess is that George was also part of that secret group.”

Ryo Kawasaki is playing in the background. Outside, someone’s dog is barking. The sun is out but is still so damn cold.

I listen to Saul without saying a word. He’s really into his conspiracy stuff. Maybe one day I should sit down with him and record everything that he knows. But what does he know?

“But the sci-fi writer is a prophet. Don’t ask me how the sci-fi writer knows it but he/she knows it. They know better than everyone else of what’s to come. The Prophet, the One, will be a sci-fi writer. Read what he or she has to say and maybe you will find a way out of the circus,” Saul says.

The root beer is cold, the samosas are hot. Life looks good. What could go wrong? 

What if I’m the One, the Prophet, the sci-fi writer that can predict the future?

The future will be dark...

From failed poet to prophetic sci-fi writer.

It could be worse, I guess.

I’m still here, at this cemetery of dreams, working along the same old people, if they bother to turn up for work. More than two weeks gone by and still no sign of Sylvia. Not a word from her, no sick notes being delivered at work from her idiotic husband, nothing at all. She’s the perfect example of all that is wrong with the world. A spoiled brat, a cosmetic plastic brat; that’s what she is. Spoiled and lazy (and ugly). She brings nothing to this world and gives nothing to it, yet she expects for all to fall at her feet. 

George called me yesterday. He’s unhappy in his new job. I think if he could, he would return to his old job, back to being a night guard. Not only that, he’s also unhappy with his new woman. He misses his ex-wife. A few years ago he had it all; a beautiful wife, a job where he didn’t have to do much, and then he lost it all. Sometimes we don’t realise how good we have it until we lose it all and have to start all over again. 

Saul is wrong (and maybe he isn’t): life isn’t a science fiction novel. Life is a horror story with elements of comedy added into it. Laugh if you dare but the joke might be on you.

I finished typing All Women Are Mortal a few weeks ago. Afterwards I sent it to an agent and got a rejection not so long after. I also wrote some sort of sequel to it, a novel called Blind Detectives, but I still haven’t typed it. 

In the cemetery of dreams (my workplace) I go from room to room unnoticed, looking like a cat burglar, Cary Grant in To Catch a Thief, but instead I’m looking for a quiet corner where I can sit and read. Or play Solitaire on my mobile phone. Hours are wasted playing this stupid game on my phone. Sooner or later I will delete the game. I could be doing something else with that time. I could be writing or studying but I’m getting lazy, so lazy, but not as lazy as Sylvia. On Friday, three weeks after she last came to work, Sylvia’s husband brought in another sick note.  I saw him entering the building and I chose to ignore him. Sylvia’s husband walked in wearing a dull expensive grey jacket and it looked as if he had mascara on his face. He’s a really ugly dude, as ugly as Sylvia, but they try to disguise their ugliness by wearing expensive clothes. When he walked in the building he put on his fake walk, moving his arms (and even his hands) in an exaggerated manner, trying to look like some cool rapper but instead he looked like a fool. Not so long ago I found out that both he and Sylvia come from rich families, or so they say, and Sylvia was always telling Petra that she doesn’t need to work and that the money she earns is only shopping money; “Money for clothes,” I heard Sylvia once say and laugh hysterically afterwards. Yes, an ugly woman, especially when she laughs. True, her life is her life (and who am I to judge her?), but by taking that receptionist job she “stole” the job from someone that might actually need it, and then, instead of turning up for work, Sylvia’s always sick. Or so she says. Let’s hope her actions are registered in the Book of Life. And then what will she say in her defence?

A horror story with a few jokes in between. 

Dovi wasn’t at the shul on Saturday. I don’t think that Dovi is actually his name. I think that’s just a name he gave himself, a new name in the hope of starting a new life, a name to suit the new him. 

I stood outside with Henri, helping out with security duties, and I asked about Dovi.

“I haven’t seen him in a while,” Henri said.

“What’s his story?” I asked no one in particular. “He wants to find work but without a visa that’s going to be hard.”

Numi was inside, watching us while we spoke. She too was talking with someone; with Elias who had arrived a bit late for the service. People came to the shul to listen, to learn, to pray, to sing, and also to talk. After a busy week it is nice to have a place where we can all leave our problems behind, a place where we can be ourselves, a place where we can talk and listen, learn and share. 

On that morning I had a scarf around my neck but my coat was inside among other coats. A long black coat among a dozen other long black coats. Many times, at the end of a service, as a few of us got ready to go home or wherever, many of us would go through every single long black coat until we find our coat. Once, ages ago, last year, I think, someone took someone else’s coat by mistake, and the person whose coat was missing didn’t know what to do because his car keys were in one of the pockets of his missing coat and he went around asking, “Does anyone know who took my coat?”

We started looking around, asking around, see who was missing, hoping to find the person who had taken his coat (and car keys), but there were so many people who had already gone home, many of who also owned a long black coat, and we stood there looking and wondering while the man whose coat was missing was also looking and wondering, mostly wondering how he would get home, but luckily the person returned with his coat. The innocent culprit was my good friend Viktor. He had walked all the way to Birmingham New Street station when he realised that the coat he was wearing wasn’t his and then he had to make his way back to the shul. He apologised to the man whose coat had been missing but the man said, “Don’t worry about it. Your coat is exactly like mine. It was an honest mistake and at least you returned it.”

It was true; their coats were completely identical, same make and everything. 

Viktor returned the coat he had mistakenly taken and then grabbed his. I heard him say, “Man, I’m going to get home really late today.”

The man whose coat had been missing asked Viktor where he lived, and after Viktor replied, the man said, “Don’t worry. I’ll drive you home. I’m heading on that direction.”

Minutes later, they left the shul together, and Henri and I watched them until they were out of sight. Many months later, there I was again with Henri; two Jews standing outside bracing the cold. To be honest, it wasn’t that cold, but it wasn’t warm either. 

“Someone told me that he’s here illegally,” Henri said, “And his name is not even Dovi.”

Yes, I suspected that much but said nothing about it.

It must be terrible to be in another country illegally. The illegal alien is always on the lookout for the authorities, in constant fear of what might happen, and just when he or she thinks that nothing will happen that’s when something happens. 

Years ago, in 1994, my good Brazilian friend Vanya was at work when suddenly, without warning, some immigration officers came into the restaurant where she worked at and took her and three other lads away. She spent a few nights in a cell and later was deported back to Brazil. At the time I was living in Dollis Hill, in the same house as Tanya, Vanya’s sister. Tanya too was living in England illegally and she worked for an old English lady who paid her well and made sure that nothing ever happened to her. Tanya was a decent woman (and so was Vanya), a hard-working woman who saved as much as she could and sent some money home to her mother in Brazil, and when her sister was caught and deported back to Brazil Tanya spent almost two full days crying. She left England for good a few years later but Vanya returned to London and later married an Englishman and had a boy and a girl with him. Last time I heard, as told to me by a friend we have in common, Vanya was living somewhere in Watford with her family. 

I stood outside with Henri wondering what would be of Dovi, and I knew that his future in England didn’t look too bright, especially with the new government in power. Little by little, and not just in England, the doors to illegal immigrants were slowly being closed and it will be even harder in the future for those without proper documentation to get into Europe. I then asked Henri if he had heard anything from (or about) Jacob, and he said, “He sent me a friend request on Facebook. He has opened a new account, changed names, and apparently he’s now Argentinian. The guy is everything. From my accounts he must have four grandmothers.”

I knew about Jacob’s new Facebook account as I had spied on him with my fake Facebook account but I didn’t let Henri know that. What would he think of me if I told him that every once in a while I’m spying on Jacob?

I couldn’t help spying on my friend (on Facebook). His life was a mess, a plotless movie with no hero, no love, a complete mess even though he painted a nice portrait of it (on Facebook), and I wanted to be there for him when the fall came. And it will come. The way he’s living his life, it is only a matter of time before he realises that he’s heading nowhere and has to start again. It will come to that and then what? 

As he had done in the past, Jacob was slowly walking away from Judaism and from those that really cared for (and about) him, walking away from it all without a plan, and he was living a senseless life, a useless lie, and I wondered how he actually felt inside. On the outside he looked like a happy person, as someone who had it all under control, master of his domain, but looking at all those selfies that he posted on Facebook it was clear to see that he wasn’t happy (and it was clear to see that he was lost), and all those lies that he posted (on Facebook) was just a way of him fooling the world, but in the end he was only fooling himself. 

As we stood outside, we watched two cars drive past the synagogue at a scary speed. Both drivers were Indian. They drove big cars. Expensive machines. Both drivers were careless. Foolish. 

Not so long ago, also in Birmingham, two young Chinese sisters lost their lives when a careless driver hit them as he sped by at a scary speed on his ugly expensive machine. The sisters died and the driver got four years in prison. Four years in prison for taking out two young lives? Where’s the justice in that? Nonetheless, just to show that people don’t learn a thing from other people’s mistakes, almost every Saturday, as I make my way to the synagogue, or on the way to Birmingham New Street Station, I see a lot of careless drivers out and about, speeding past me with their expensive big machines, driving at a scary dangerous speed, but why? Why do they feel the need to act so irresponsible? 

What’s more important? 

A big ugly machine or a human life? 

Henri sighed when another car drove past at a scary speed. A week later we would be there again, watching more careless drivers speeding past the synagogue. 

On Sunday morning Wang Ping heads off to church with Thomas while I stay at home with Yaffa. My daughter is a bit poorly so I make sure that she’s comfortable. First, I put on some cartoons for her to watch and then I get her some toast because that’s what she wants for breakfast. Afterwards, while Yaffa eats her breakfast and watches cartoons online, I make myself a cup of coffee and revise through a book that I wrote years ago. The book is called Digger of Hope and it is the first of a four volume collection of novels that I’m working on. The first two volumes have already been written and typed, the third volume is almost finished, and I have most of the plot for the fourth volume planned. But at the moment I’m finding it a bit hard to return to the third volume as I work on other stuff. 

I no longer keep a journal. I stopped writing on my journal a few months ago when I started to write my novel Blind Detectives. As I wrote that novel I thought to myself, “Why bother keeping a journal? What do I have to tell?”

In the end I decided that I no longer wanted to keep a journal and went back to writing fiction. And playing Solitaire on my mobile phone. 

I keep on revising my novel but then Yaffa wants to play for a bit so we both get up and go to the corridor where we play football. My daughter makes the rules and tells me where to stand and what to do. I listen to her and do as told, and then I laugh alongside her while we play, and as I look at her I realise that I’m so lucky for having been given another chance with my life. Years ago, depression almost defeated me, but I survived, and now, here I am, a father, a survivor, a writer in pursuit of his dream. After a while Yaffa gets tired, which comes as no surprise seeing that she’s still poorly, and she goes back to watching cartoons. I follow her along the apartment and make sure that she’s comfortable and then I return to my novel. For lunch we have noodles with salmon and afterwards I read Karl Ove Knausgaard while Yaffa sits in bed playing games on my mobile phone. Soon enough I’ll be at work watching the blind detectives as they move from room to room, conspiracy to conspiracy, and they run blindly, tripping along the way, banging their heads on the same wall, banging until they hurt, and they do this because they cannot see. They can see what lies in front of them and yet they can’t see a thing. 

Buba will be badmouthing Gordon who in turn will be badmouthing Alan who in turn will be badmouthing Robyn who in turn will be badmouthing someone else, and that someone else will be badmouthing someone else, who in turn will be badmouthing someone else who...

And on and on it goes as the blind detectives fall over themselves, tripping over their idiotic actions. 

First day back from his holidays and Gordon already looks upset. He’s upset because he has work to do. He’s upset because the jobs are catching up with him. He’s upset because he wants someone else to do his job. He’s upset because he’s being asked to do something (“DO YOUR JOB, YOU BLOODY SCHMENDRIK!” I feel like shouting) but he doesn’t want to do a thing. He wants to come to work, Monday to Sunday, get paid overtime for the weekend, and not do a thing. 

He’s fallen out with Alan. Again. They’re always falling out. 

They’re both lazy, as bad as each other; two lazy human beings who constantly lie to everyone. My colleague Buba hates both of them and he’s constantly spying on them (and on all of us). Buba has no life, no hobbies, no ambitions apart from spying on others. Listening to him talk, a person would think that he’s the perfect human being but far from it. At work he’s constantly burping and farting, skiving off somewhere, hiding in the strangest of places, hiding in meeting rooms, and if a worker happens to come into that same meeting room Buba gets stressed and afterwards he curses a lot. To forget them all (and this palace of nightmares) I lose myself in my writing. Or I read the news online. Or I waste a lot of time on Facebook. Maybe I’m just as bad as they are.

A couple of days later Elaine comes to the workplace. She’s been away on maternity leave. She’s a good woman, a woman with a good heart, but to be honest I was glad to see the back of her because even though she’s a good woman, she’s also lazy, as lazy as Sylvia. What’s with this place? Where do they find this staff? 

In all the years she has worked here Elaine has never managed to do a full weeks work without being late. (Is there something in the water? Is that why there are so many lazy people working here?)

I was sitting behind the reception, sorting out some passes for new members of staff, when I saw Elaine entering the building. Her face was heavily
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