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Generational inheritance of the definition of power, the definition of what power is in practise within the social sphere, is the greatest problem we face as humankind. We must attempt to erase that definition entirely. Saidin Salkic 

A bloodied night. A knife in Beckett. Paris darkened as Beckett screamed. He shrieked in agony as the knife entered his flesh. The blood poured out of his humongous ears. McGee said there were plenty of tears. Secret files reveal that it was January, Paris midnight full of dull, drunken bores. Beckett was walking down the street. He was alone. Around his oversized ears blew the Parisian January wind. Steps were approaching. A smiler with a knife. A horrid figure. A more horrid silhouette. 

A man, later identified as Robert-Jules Prudent, stabbed Samuel Beckett in Paris on the night of 6 January as he was walking. He stabbed him twice with his fists clinched over the wooden handle of the knife. The knife slid in and out of the back of Beckett as he screamed in the misted street. In fright, the rats of Paris squealed out of between the cobbled stones. Behind every cobblestone, a hundred rats emerged and rushed to the Beckett's blood as it spilled. A horrid woman's voice was heard in the distance. The wind blew over the blood and trickled it as it floated down the stones. It was the red blood of a drunken ear man and the secret Gestapo agent. Bob ran into the darkness. His steps went silent in the distance. He was Beckett’s pimp. The pimp ran and left the knife in Beckett’s back. The knife in the back of Beckett dropped down, and its blade fell on the dirty Paris Street. The sound the blade made echoed into the skin of the frightened women who looked on from the far distance, out from the midnight fog that rose from their skin and evaporated gently through their dresses as they stood there in the Paris night. 

The snow was sensed in the distant winds. It was illuminated by the crisp air of the night, that smell of the distant white. Bob Jules, a stabber, approached Avenue d’Orleans. As Beckett walked, staggered and by his own limited self. Bob walked after him with a blade illuminated by the neon of the Paris night. It shone behind the back of Beckett as it rose towards the sky before thundering towards the back of Beckett. And as it entered his flesh, Beckett screamed a horrid scream. He screamed a thunderous shriek. That horrid screech frightened the Paris rats, and with the urgency of the wind, they emerged between the slimy Parisian cobblestones and rushed to drink the Beckett’s dirty, irrelevant, drunken Gestapo blood.

It was 1938. Avenue D’Orleans is the historic axis linking Paris to Versailles. That horrid place of toilets behind curtains. Many horrid fools have walked it drunken and bloodied before. It ends at the Seine. But no one could wash themselves there. From that direction came Inspector Pros to investigate the scene. The night was past 3 am, and as he approached the scene, he could smell the stink of the drunken Beckett’s breath blowing with the wind towards him from the distance. It was a horrid smell. As he approached, he nodded at the rats that were feasting on Beckett’s blood. The wind was bringing the first parachutes of snow, and it whistled around Pros’ ears full of French black curly hair that illuminated disgust as it bent in the January winds of Paris. 

His ears were full of hair. So much and so long that it flew behind him, over his shoulders. Long, disgusting black hair floated out of his ears, over his shoulders in the midnight wind. It was a disgusting sight. So disgusting, in fact, that as rats watched him, they started to vomit out the Beckett’s blood on the cobblestones. Pros cared not. He could smell a rat in that scene. Something was wrong. 

He suspected Beckett had arranged the whole ordeal. He arranged it for the price of publicity. He wanted to be famous in Paris. It didn’t work. After the stabbing, a horrid newspaper heading appeared claiming that someone called Samuel Peckett was stabbed in Paris. Sam Peckett was stabbed. Little Sam Packett. Packett Sam. Sam Peckett. A horrid night for Sam Packett. A knife in Beckett. The publicity stunt failed. It was derailed. But that was the following morning, January the 8th. For now, it was still the stabbing night. A crime scene to investigate. 

Beckett’s breath was the only thing more disgusting than Pros as his ugly steps approached the stabbed Beckett from a distance. For a moment, it seemed that Beckett was dead. It was Samual Peckett. 

*
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Druggie McGee said that Secret Files reveal that upon slicing his own ear, Van Gogh became obsessed with such deeds. There was something about slithering an ear lobe that revealed to him strange, terrifying music. He was a horrifying strangler. There are secret files that reveal him as a horrific stalker of women in Arles. He spat fear in all the neighbourhoods around the Yellow House. Secret Files reveal the recorded screams of women that came from the Yellow House, often after dusk and before midnight, in that timeframe of lunacy. Those were horrifying screams that were noted in the Secret Files. Van Gogh was a madman and a strangler. All his neighbours were frightened of him. They were frightened for their wives. And for their lives. The whole of Arles was terrified of his strangling ways. They attempted to protect their women by starting a petition to expel him from Arles. Thirty people signed it under the cover of darkness. No one dared to be seen or identified by the maddened Van Gogh during this deed. He was a horrific maniac and a strangler. Not many people know that he murdered a bartender in a bar in Arles and ate his ears. It was nighttime, after closing. It was a Tuesday night, Secret Files state. Sometimes, in November 1887. Van Gogh knocked after closing time. His knife in hand. The look of a madman in his ugly eyes. The barman screamed in French as the nightbirds flew from the cedar branches beneath the window in fear. Van Gogh was a murderer. There are secret files about an earless barman found on the slopes of the hill. In secret letters to Theo, he admitted to murdering two prostitutes in Arles. There is evidence in the Secret Files that states that this was the probable reason for Theo’s later heart attack. Upon hearing these vile, maddened stories from his murderous brother, Theo was shocked and had a heart attack. Secret Files reveal that there are around 50 of these ultra-secret letters between Vincent and Theo that are hidden deep beneath the Mi6 secret headquarters in Venice. In these letters, we can see the full spectrum of the madness that the people of Arle had to endure. Van Gogh was a strangler in Arles. His dramatic “breakdown” was nothing else but to escape the claws of the secret Dutch Police that were on his trail. He began his murdering ways in Holland, and he was escaping justice. He ended up in Arles and tortured 8 women in the Yellow House. Gauguin found traces of blood on the sofa in the living room. Vinny almost strangled him when he was in the bathroom the following day. Frightened for his life, Gauguin escaped to the distant islands. 

It was Wednesday morning when he ran out of the house. Vincent was asleep, snoring like a pig too near. The little dry pieces of ceiling paint were falling down through the morning light of the Arles sunrise that morning when Gauguin got up from the bed and, on his toes, ran out of the yellow house. He ran down the stairs and rushed to the front door, scraping his hand on the nail that blocked the door from opening in the summertime. When later on, Secret Dutch police raided the house in their search for evidence of Van Gogh’s murdering ways; they found a speck of that blood, assuming that it was the blood of one of the female victims. But it was the blood of Paul Gauguin. As Gauguin walked through the front door of the yellow house, he heard the rattling of the train tracks in the distance, and he saw the rising sun over the fields of France. That view and the feeling of freeing in the chest he shall remember with nostalgia as he strangled women in Atuona, in Tahiti. He inhaled the morning air of France and lit up a cigarette in the silence of the Arles morning. 

There was something in that silence that interrupted it with the distant screaming female voices that Van Gogh strangled as the madman dissolved. Paul felt these screams mixing with the rattling of the train tracks in the distance that called for him to accommodate his escape. It was time to run, run across the dewy fields of France towards the train station in the distance. With his left hand, he touched the murderous neck that Van Gogh had his slimy hands on just a few nights ago, almost strangling him. Then, he ran. In the morning mist, his feet fell deeper into the morning grass, but he knew he had to run; he had to escape, frightened for his life. He ran towards Tahiti. He even visited New Zeeland on his way and went into the Aukland’s library. Secret Files state he had a sausage roll and vomited into the sea. He was on his way to the islands, where he became a rapist and a molester of young, underage girls in Tahiti. He was a monster and a lunatic. Van Gogh and himself had the mentioned fight in the Yellow House and almost murdered each other only a few nights earlier. Vinny was obsessed and gained a great fondness for the sound of an ear lobe being sliced off. There was something in that sound, the way it resonated to the nervous system, as a musical deed. He became obsessed. He needed money, and for that, he needed publicity. He needed to create the breakdown charade, which he did. Dr Rey, who treated him at the local hospital, left a secret letter denouncing the so-called breakdown and stating that Van Gogh was
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