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INTRODUCTION TO BOOK TWO | Take out from the short story "The Poet and the Idiot" by Estonian writer Friedebert Tuglas:


For the publication of this book, I am obligated to myself and, of course, to the Lord God, who gave me the endurance to push back the insidious attacks of ill-wishers. I am also thankful to all those who, although they had did`nt care about the protection of my spiritual heritage, nevertheless helped me materially with food and clothing to keep my body alive.
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Take out from the short story "The Poet and the Idiot" by Estonian writer Friedebert Tuglas:

"...not only is it not good for a person to be alone, but also for the Devil. Thus we see in the tales of the Saaremaa Island that the Devil also has a wife. The name of this madonna is Babiloona. And this family has a son named Kurit. We have created devils who do not need religion. We have varied them, found among them amusing, robust, humanly interesting individuals. We have treated them psychologically, placed them in local circumstances, because the relationship with God is cold-official, outside of time and space. This is a lush, never-empty fantasy that manifests itself in our hobby of devilry..."



Estonia is very far away. And it's getting further and further away. The old green backpack was thrown away long ago, because everything has its time.

Homeland, including the home church, has been temporarily forgotten. Little Estonia tries to catch up with Western European countries with digital tiger leaps, but from time to time it falls back into the "silent era", as if pulled there by some invisible rubber band. Our Skype has already been invented, but no one at home can be happy about it anymore. Everything we do, we do for others, and we usually end up empty-handed. Just like the most famous of all time viking berserk Starkadr, who, according to the chronicler Saxo Grammaticus, originated in Estonia, so too do the tens of thousands of Estonian warriors who fell in wars for the honor and glory of other countries.

My life in a foreign land is starting to become routine, and what happened in Estonia is slowly sinking into oblivion.

Now I live... oh no, not in in a newly built residential area of Tartu, but in Hungary.

Why not? The influence of reading Nietzsche's Zarathustra certainly plays a role in this, who, in addition to declaring God dead, also said that we should not be lovers of our neighbor, but rather lovers of those who are far away. And of course - although I have a long grudge, I have not forgotten that the same blood flows in Estonians as in me, although many of the people who were close to me until now were from now on virtual rather than flesh-and-blood people.

After leaving, I didn't visit Estonia for eighteen years. Then I did, and then I came back to Hungary because I didn't find Estonia the same as I had left it.

My name is Joker. Like it or not. I am Joker Homeros Salmon de Stella. In short – that is my name... Estonian, as I am.

Mariupol, where I had served for a time in the Soviet army in the 1980s, or Zhdanov, as the city with about half a million inhabitants on the Sea of Azov was named in Soviet times in honor of the Stalin-era politician who turned out to be the leader of the so-called “Anschluss of Estonia,” as a result of which our small country was incorporated into the Soviet Union, independenty of its own free will, and which was almost bombed to the ground by Russia in the war launched by Putin’s Russia on February 24, 2022, the anniversary of the Republic of Estonia.

It's like I had foreseen long before that something else would happen to Mariupol.

When I quit my job as a proofreader at the county newspaper in the summer of 1990 and started studying at the Bible school of the Tartu Word of Life church, I believed with all my heart that God had a very special calling in store for me.

To have a clearer picture of how the Word of Life church sees the world, one must understand that absolutely everything in the world that exists can only come from two sources – God or the devil. There are no intermediate options. Any other solution is a devilish lie or - at best - a divine principle diluted with the "syrup" of human wisdom.

In fact, there is still a third source – man. But if humanism asserts that “man is the measure of all things”, then according to biblical Christianity, the measure of all things is the word of God and God has created man to take care of the possessions that were leased to him, so to speak. But man became corrupt, or fell into sin, after which chaos invaded all spheres of life on Earth. Since man was placed on the planet with the authority to rule over all living things, the fact that Satan, appearing as a serpent, was able to deceive him and he voluntarily gave his power over all creation to the devil who lied to him.

Thus the devil became the god of this world.

Nothing can save the world anymore, but God gave man the opportunity to be saved. And that too only to a small faction.

First, God called Moses, who was from the Jewish people, and gave him the Law, or Commandments. But keeping it proved too difficult and overwhelming for man.

Then God sent His Son, Jesus Christ, who was the only one capable of keeping the Law. But even that was not enough. The fact that one being proved capable of living by the Law could not save anyone else.

Jesus had another mission to fulfill on Earth. The god of this world, Satan, also racked his brains over the issue, but could not figure out how Jesus could save humanity from the power that had fallen into the devil's lap as a gift due to the human folly of Adam and Eve. Since he did not guess, he decided that Jesus must be killed at all costs to prevent him from freeing man from the law of sin and death, of which he himself was the author and which had prevailed on Earth during his reign.

Satan's problem was that he did not know the scriptures. It was only after Jesus was crucified that he realized that he had been terribly deceived.

However, hindsight is of no use to anyone. The prophet Isaiah had long before predicted that when the Messiah came, he would certainly be crucified. As well as foretelling his resurrection from the dead. Various Old Testament prophets had also confirmed his words. Isaiah prophesied that it was through the Messiah’s death on the cross that salvation would come to man. The Heavenly Father promised to make his own Son a “scapegoat” for the sins, transgressions, and errors of all people, who would divert God’s wrath from man.

But back to our real topic.

When I began to study the Word of God in depth in the Tartu congregation, in order to be not only a hearer of the Word, but also a doer, according to the words of James, I had developed the habit of praying for hours, so to speak, in “foreign tongues.”

To an outside observer, such activity may seem more like the babbling of a baby or the babbling of a madman than a sincere prayer, but according to the teachings of charismatic Christians, every believer who receives the baptism in the Holy Spirit receives, among other gifts, the gift of speaking in tongues. When a believer prays in tongues, the Holy Spirit fills him more intensely than ever before. This manifests itself in the experience of the power of the Spirit, which may include, for example, healing from various illnesses, but also in the ability to see certain things that are about to happen in the spirit world, or the believer is corrected for bad behavior.

In summary, this kind of refreshing is called being led by the Holy Spirit.

The Apostle Paul said that those who are led by the Spirit of God are the children of God. So not Catholics or Lutherans – not to mention New Age and transgender people – but those led by the Spirit of the Lord are the children of God. Regardless of their biological age, of course.

So it happened that I kept praying in foreign languages... Until one autumn I felt as if I had overdone my long prayer. I could not hold on any longer. The situation was similar to a situation in which, as if you were driving a car and you boldly pressed the gas pedal and then wanted to brake, but the brake did not work. You pressed it again, but the effort was useless. You had death in front of you. You can extend your life by a few seconds if you stay on the road nicely and do not hit an oncoming car. But how long can you keep a car that is accelerating at an ever-increasing speed on the road? You do not jump out of a car that is going over a hundred kilometers per hour, even for fun.

I was filled with such energy as I prayed in foreign languages that I could no longer sit still or stay in the room.

I put on my coat and went out of my Annelinn home at the end of Uus Street to the end of Ihaste Road, where we often went to exercise and run as bouncers.

If I had been filled with that kind of energy running the three kilometers to Ihaste and back, I would have broken the Estonian record. But now, that made no sense.

While praying in foreign languages, I felt like I was praying for the city where I had served in the army. That is, for Zhdanov, now called Mariupol.

I walked along the Ihaste road at a quick military pace, praying for Mariupol in foreign tongues. It is said that those who pray in foreign languages speak the secrets of God, or secrets to God.

I don't know what secrets I told God under the inspiration of the Holy Spirit at that time, nor what God wanted to tell me at that time. Paul said that in addition to the gift of speaking in foreign tongues , there is also the gift of interpreting languages, which means that what you say in foreign languages, mumbling unknown words, is interpreted to you by someone else who tells you what you had just said in the language you don't know...

THIRD

Maybe you've already realized that I haven't always been a good Christian.

The day I arrived in Hungary was special, as it was the day a new prime minister – the socialist Ferenc Gyurcsány – took over the Hungarian government...

I must sadden the Reader – or rather, delight him – with a robust intermezzo ... Readers who hope to read conventional stories, be good and go away with good, put down the book you have already started reading prematurely. Go away before it is really too late, because you have grabbed a bomb. In a figurative sense, of course. Allegorically, anyway.

Don't expect a nice story!

On the other hand, the reader is presented with a thousand opportunities to realize that fiction as a sub-genre of contemporary art may not always be beautiful at all, and even ugly, a novel can emerge as part of some kind of cultural program, if the author so wishes, to show the readership that in his characteristic visionary fury he reveals certain things, mainly when he sheds light on a certain kind of human misery, which does not have a particularly refreshing effect on the writer's name among the spoiled members of a consumer society that worships woke morality.

I want to emphasize again that I am a stranger! Actually, not only in Hungary, but in the whole world.

I'm afraid you'll immediately translate this word for yourself: not a stranger, but a fool, or at best - an enemy and a spy. I assume you'll then make a speech bubble with your mouth, like this one, containing similar fragments:

"Oh, you crazy, weak-minded idiot...!"

I'll immediately open the thesaurus, because I was expecting something like that from you. Then I'll try to find out which respectful and disrespectful expressions Hungarians prefer to use on such occasions...

Well - really - you must think I'm very, very degenerated. I don't even know what words I would put in your mouth to describe myself. Because I can't see your jaw. I can't describe in a nutshell what kind of mask you're wearing right now.

Say what you think! Say it directly:

“You old bastard!”

And so on. If you not only say it, but also mean it, then I won't complain.

Absolutely everything you tell others about me afterwards.

What are you trying to say with all this? Where are you getting at? Who and what are behind all this?

Because you'll say it out loud sometime! Because that's how much I know you Hungarians. I've already learned what words really mean to you, and that the meanings of the same words between us and you - oh, the culture shock! - are mostly not the same.

I'm not talking about dictionary meanings of words...

Well, okay, no problem! I'm thick-skinned, like a hippopotamus!

But you can't cancel this like that or erase it with a furious expression, saying nasty things about me! Well, try deleting it! Or canceling it! You can't do anything, because - sic, already! - I have saved my text on various information carriers, and you have no idea what they are. But continue to move your jaw muscles undisturbed and without result, as you like, if that makes you feel better!

And that's it.

Maybe that's all I wanted to say.

However - even I, who write this book, in a strange way, as if following the rules of rituals of some unknown religion, and sometimes connecting social bottlenecks with supernatural signs in the sky, have also - dare we say it! - partly just played the idiot, saying that it is not yet clear who I am and what all these strange words actually mean, and that is a bit of a problem, but not much, that to be honest I don't really know anything or simply don't want to talk about essentially important things and I am not saying anything about the quantity of words you are currently reading, because in a certain place - what a strange definition of location - only one person of foreign origin had arrived... oh no, not a street artist, but a street sweeper.

Not the windshield wiper of a car, but a human being. A human being, but it seems a bit clumsy. As if no reasonable person could have been found who would have become a janitor?

Among other things, I, the author of this book, speak at this moment in such a way as a cat walks around a hot puddle -... in short, there was a strange figure there who, unfairly and in his own way, with a face reflecting a lack of understanding, wearing glasses with enormously thick lenses, always looked ahead and never back... well, what's my business, I'm just writing what happened...

Only that our writer – or “Me” – is talking nonsense when he brings in the housekeeper of the novel , who ultimately plays no role in the story, of course, if we can talk about the story at all in the given text, or perhaps sometime in the distant future – in an era following real time – he will get some kind of part ... then perhaps in the theater, on the stage..., and observes, with such meticulous detail - so, staring with a slightly stupid sheep's jaw,  trying at all costs to decipher the artistic message of Luis Buñuel 's films - and then suddenly falls awkwardly to analyze and solve from time to time and forever the series of events that are becoming increasingly chaotic in the course of the work of this country and will be completely incomprehensible in the future, the destructive and instinctively inclined towards collective suicide incidents occurring between Hungary and the rest of humanity , and then again with his hand on his head Sighing, as if he had remembered something, he falls into full steam and with admirable scientificity to find a solution to everything...

And that everything turns out exactly this way, or is it because everything can somehow happen differently ...?

What to think, of course, is not for me to decide, but for a fearless and steel-nerved bookworm, because to devour this text with your eyes would be an act of immense and selfless heroism! The reader himself will decide, once he has reached this far, whether it deserves deep attention or not...

Now you're probably saying I'm... an idiot...

You know what, you're probably right.

But it doesn't matter to me what you think of me.

Well, you see - it's true that once you've stated this "great truth", you'll feel much better about yourself - because already in the first lines of the book I managed to present myself as an author who, competing with the wisdom of a ram, brought my "self" to the general public, to voluntarily let it be completely shitted , thus placing myself in front of the terrifying fist of the worst blood enemy , with my hands humbly raised and a friendly and super-intelligent smile, in short, to make an anti-advertisement for myself as your lovable compatriot and citizen, to introduce myself so senselessly that the critics will have nothing left to do.

Actually, that's my goal – to provoke!

Let me tell you about myself , master class!

I'm a fictional character, after all. I invented myself. And I did all this because I knew you were disgusted with me and hated me.

No problem.

Capable of ruining everything : yes, probably, dear Reader, you will never be able to learn from me what it really means to be a sincere servant of God . Because that is not why we wrote. But rather because there is still a lot of unbelief and unchristianity in me. Just like the reader. Because even a religious person can often discover with horror in the depths of his soul, because of the sin that still lives in him, how bad and evil he really is - especially when he wants to be good at all costs.

You see! You predicted everything!

You didn't even realize it, did you? I revealed myself better - with the patience of a dying creature in the hands of a butcher - than any enemy could have done, and I provided for you to spare you any preparation - I mean, before you wake up to the fact that you know what an idiot I really am - to label me stupid and crazy.

Now there's nothing left to do but say it! Do what you're going to do. Because you know that words are actions too. Okay. So we don't have much left to do. Or maybe you can think of something else? In that case...

Unfortunately, there is no cure for our disease. And God will not heal you either...

But in the future, you will have a good excuse for not reading my book or books. So if you accidentally downloaded it from the bookshelf or the internet, put it away now, throw it in the trash, or delete it. If you do that, you will not make me angry at all, because for a while nothing in the world will be able to offend me, because every possible bad thing has already happened to me. All the way to the end. To the praise of Christ! Amen.

The
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