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WARNING: by no means an easy read, it is even at times almost impossible to fathom this awkward style of writing (typing), but nevertheless one could get used to this attempt to put down on paper, or otherwise, this compelling but also convoluted ‘slice of life’. This very unusual ‘novel’ is basically autobiographical, with elliptical colloquial exchanges (dual personality), as the author narrates his difficult life upbringing, and drug/alcohol ‘entanglement in superposition’, with the covert help of storytelling mixed with humorous candor and harrowing descriptions at times bordering on insanity, self-searching truth, some withering hype with ‘prose and cons’, personality disorders, getting lost in sentences, and circumlocution ... but the question remains: what is this all about? The real answer to that will never be revealed, bar some hints in the text. We are dealing with a complex individual parked diagonally in a parallel universe, with a slight oddity which makes him believed to be a freak of nature, as Dominique is thought to have been made double from an early life, prevailing into the furtive ‘Dom & Nicky factor’, which is admittedly very hard to distinguish, but there nonetheless.  This ‘parallel world’ is a prison cell to which a disciplinary sentence of forty-five days is imposed without mercy and duly executed by the authorities. The fact that this person is innocent of any crime becomes blurred into the dire background as a rhetorical question, but again, what’s going on? Let’s admit it: it is complicated, and not everyone will be wise to the difficult journey. Written as a ‘peculiar English-speaking candidate’ using the slow learning of a new language as an imposition to try to squeeze the original writing into endless sentences, finishing exactly within the inner limits of certain lines of demarcation, almost as if this text represents the very confines of a prison cell, and an absence of punctuation presents an iconoclastic tendency that makes reading quite difficult at times, perhaps overpopulated with a repetition of sorts, but nevertheless, that written composition has a certain ‘flow’ to it, also perhaps even a distinct ‘glow’ attached to its semantics and obvious inadequacies, considering the language barrier ... but never underestimate the will to escape and the limitless bursts of ‘freedom-seeking dreams and recollections’ during adverse conditions.
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At the beginning of it all which could also well be the end, there is the first sincere inspiration of a five-year-old child watching for the very first time the rolling waves on the golden sandy shore of that eternal ocean, somewhere in coastal Brittany (Brandu la Turballe), and he smiles at this blue green immensity where the white wing of a seagull gracefully tips the crest of the wave as it glides, and where the keen cry of cormorants blends with the jaded sound of the sea as it splashes onto the axing distant rocks, softened by khaki kelp belts ... then he giggles with delight at the tickle of the bubbles bursting between his toes and the soft moving sand, as he understands with happiness on his face the profound meaning of that simplicity, a child’s play significance of all ‘the secrets’, oh simple, so simple, this could be why the few adults around him cannot grasp it, and now as he breathes through these dizzy laughs he will sample and savor the salty memory of the sea, but yet a real magical moment, one could almost say ‘piece de resistance’, is the ‘vivid moment’ when he first ‘drinks’ through his nose that potent scent of the salt entangled with the longing spell from that ocean, thus uniting life and death in a single perfume, such voodoo perhaps, later he will run back to the very unique solitude of his life, somewhere behind the quiet dunes, where once stood huge German guns and old watch-towers looking out to one of the seven seas, still suspended on old concrete memories crumbling but nevertheless indestructible war- blockhouses, scattered all along the coast, where he finally finds a lonely and vital refuge in their darkness and seizes the moment and memorizes it, forever. 

Four decades later, exactly positioned on the globe down under, at the antipodes of that place where the little boy had his ‘first inspiration’, the same person, separated only by time, with now hardly any real physical resemblance left with the lone child he once was, is walking on a strangely similar shore, like a prisoner would walk in his own shadow in the prison courtyard, hardly noticing anything around him but a sense of déjà vu, until a wave catches him in his daydreaming daze, rolling its wet magic carpet sparkling on his bare feet leaving him frozen in time with some bubbles tickling his toes on the sand, and the smiling little boy, and the birds, the kelp, all the sounds, and the taste of that spray with the haunting perfume, all revived and condensed in a single second ... This is when I ‘wake up’ in that man, so to speak, as I was only daydreaming once again, though that act in itself would hardly be worth mentioning if it weren’t the trigger for an interesting happening: When I ‘went back’ in that little boy’s body which I once was, and I mean fully back in it, perhaps ignoring those many years completely, in the tiny split second where a time’s flickering notion had vanished, incredibly, I was also lucky enough to re-enter his mind, his thoughts, and the real reason why he was smiling at it all. It was as if he had just imagined, or maybe perchance rediscovered in his pure simple mind, that all those bubbles represented the souls, the spirits of the dead, and that it seemed as if there were millions and billions of them just playing around, perhaps waiting to luckily reprocess themselves back to the faraway cosmos, or maybe because they had nowhere else to go, and nothing more to do. I’m really spellbound by that odd discovery, and also disturbed to have felt, once again, behind the echoes of twisted laughs and obscure giggles of that small boy, the very rare and complex loneliness of our unique past. That real ‘Time span’ of the whole transportation could not have lasted more than a mere instant, and could have been easily discarded like one of those magic silly moments everyone from time-to-time experiences during a solitary walk, but this is when I noticed a cute lonely shell resting on those champagne bubbles singing sand, that the re-rolling waves of the azure ocean, spiraling under the very pale blue immensity of the sky, have left behind, twinkling but naked, by the lovely weaving and stretching of that ocean’s magic carpet, in a wave function of effervescent ebullition. Irreversibly bound by the spell or ‘dream time’ of that place, like some ever-collaborating witchcraft of a moment in time, I religiously picked up that lovely shell to scrutinize it. This shell is perfectly preserved, but worn away with age. It still sparkles under our Sun, perhaps even more than that, twinkling with the shine of a million stars. The other half of the shell is missing, Nicky, except for one tiny remainder at the base, which looks like the image of a foetus for a futuristic rebirth. I can’t help thinking that if I knew how to look through these vague ‘green doors’ of perception, perhaps infinite or maybe only ephemeral, reuniting the fractal world inside, I would see it all in that blameless faultless screen, but surrendering the blushing nevertheless, because in this pure shell is my past, and my whole story is already written in it. Yes, if I knew how to perv, I could perhaps see the future in it. Every crack, every line, every curve, every dent, every dot has a story to tell. Suddenly, not quite yet understanding why, I regain instantly the very same odd feeling that I have just left before, and now swooning in ecstasy under the weight of the leaden midday sun, I am already visualizing that shell rolling and rolling since time immemorial at the bottom of the sea, perhaps miraculously evading ‘the traps of rainbow-colored reefs’ and the dying spell of symphonies shimmering from labyrinths of coral caves, twisting at the mercy of blue underwater currents ... until today, when that sea had decided to release it, naked on that shore, at the very moment when I was ‘rediscovering’ a forgotten scene from the other side of the globe, as if the weird timing of it all was written in the colliding of two stars, in an invisible galaxy, like a pure omen. With the understanding that there are thought to be even more puzzling galaxies in the universe than there are grains of sand on earth, or more stars than every drop of rain falling on earth in the last million years, this is not an overly unrealistic possibility (although if this bending of time and limited space in a simple mind does not contradict a general idea of the Relativity Theory, it should be taken, at best, with a grain of salt). This type of reasoning is not uncommon to millions of people around the globe, as they do or have experienced from it some similar ideas ... from an apple dropping into gravitation ... or Mercury’s wobble into the General Theory of Relativity ... or from the spider going up and down on top of someone resting in a cave into the latest West-Point Manual of Tactical Warfare. Although all different in their comparisons, I feel a ‘karmic union’ of magnetism intertwining it all, time lapses disappearing within a vital spark, and the idea of reuniting different galactic worlds in a single cell was possibly worth a second thought, and somehow reflecting, tentatively trying to understand and perceive the strange idea that perhaps everything imaginable could be contained in a single matter, only being made visible to ourselves through our illusion of the passing of time, the hidden passage, from the ‘big bang’ to singularity in the blink of an eye, like the burst of the bubble on a golden sandy shore ... and if this was to be the case, the mind wobbles. Is it possible that someone could by chance ‘stumble in time’, just like anybody could miss a step on a stairway? 

The above episode is what brings me here today, for I would not have started to write this story if it weren’t for the timing of the shell, and the story within. There are stories and there are writers, and before I begin clumsily foolish attempt to put down on paper the things which have shaped my early life, let me warn the poor reader (it has to be at least one, perhaps you, the only one) about the obvious awkward style which I am using, as I have not written much of anything in any form, nor anywhere, at any time during my entire life, except asymmetrical garbage and the inevitable. It will become obvious that I’m still learning many words as I go along, through and above all in a pathetic repetitive manner, which I hope you might get used to. Not only that, I am trying to write that story, our story, and this could have been your story, in another language in which I was originally taught, indeed to make matters worse, in a language that I really never learned in a scholastic way, as it was only during my world travels that I picked up ‘bits and pieces’ of it, then with the weird assistance of a long-time companion, but still without any formal tuition, all of which probably resulted in the very rudimentary way I’m expressing myself today. Nevertheless, I have chosen to formerly write this text in English, as I feel that I would achieve a better sense of detachment by doing so, almost as though I was writing my own story, with the soft cushion of a second language, as if it were somebody else’s. To make the whole thing even worse, as I am well placed to know about this, I am actually dealing with a very complex person, if not necessarily of a dual personality, at the very least a ‘dissociated character’ entangled in a web of his past and the present at the time the story is told, and at other times, somehow necessary, in the actual present, like now. I would never pretend to be a writer of any shape or form, but merely and simply a witness of a completely different period of time and circumstances. If my style of writing had to be analyzed in any way, I would suggest that it could be related to raconteurs (storytellers) which I had in my very young days the real pleasure of listening to in those ancient lands, where television was unheard of, in a very remote part of a forgotten world, where I happened to have been raised as a child. These storytellers had a knack for inducing in our children’s minds the true essence, the strong perfume of good and colorful stories simply told in their earthy accents with a superb abundance of imagination, relating to some of those incredible legends from the land which surrounded us. They would retell those stories without notes, probably because most of them could not read, or so very little, but from memories. Stories, passed on to them by means of other storytellers or close families around the living fire, during the long and dark winter months. Some of these legends seemed to be thousands of years old. I have, after mature consideration, overlooked most of them, as this is not in any way a cryptic essay related to those stories, but I certainly was, even in those very young years, impressed by the free style of their composition. Like any growing child being entertained, I was rather observant, and if I can say this without being pretentious, I was also blessed with a capacity to absorb, and to store with ease, especially the things that interested me. So, without any acknowledgment of the Muses, but with the assurance of a reliable memory, I am going to expose myself, so to speak, right in front of your eyes metaphorically, with the sound knowledge that I have already in my brain, the entire story, concentrated maybe within a confined prophetic solitary cell. What remains to be done now with the use of others’ living cells is to translate the contents of that amiability, into the primitive form of expression which makes us believe to be superior among all the animals of this world, into the odd written form (as well as the spoken and unspoken) of the text that I am here and now composing for the practicality of reading it. This could be said to be a ‘true story’, although I have taken all liberties needed with names of the places and the people. Some characters are fictional, but never entirely, and most events are for real, even the unreal sequences and the thoughts. I am not writing this wanting to change or to force a single thing on anything or anyone, or to erase one comma in my life and in the entirety of the already well-stocked world encyclopedia of human knowledge, or to deliver a hasty judgment as such, I leave that to those who think they can or those who often did in my very particular case. It is possible that I might finish up being the only one in the world reading this, but I don’t need to write it as I already know the story, so there has to be at least one person other than me to read it, and perhaps it is going to be you, if you are not already put off by my style (or the mere lack of it). One thing is sure though, if you and I find the courage and the time to finish writing and reading our story, then you will find yourself in a better position than me, as you will know a hell of a lot about me, but sadly, I will know very little about you. A little word of warning, although it was never my intention to upset anyone, it’s possible that you could be. Please forgive me and remember this is not happening to you, and you are not at all indebted to my insanity. I would like to conclude this introduction with a thought. If we are to believe the scholars, we are made up of billions and billions of cells, perhaps, let us dream, exactly the same number as there are stars in our Milky Way ... and if each living cell, although similar in appearance, is totally distinct from any other, thus an individuality like we are, does it mean that each and every cell has a soul ?

Welcome to tHE ceLL!
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PREFACE
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Does a worm dream of butterflies?

For the sake of avoiding confusion, and to give the reader clarity as they gaze into the mind of someone not quite right in their faculties, allow me to introduce the very peculiar idea that regardless of the various names, propositions, inter-locutions, and conjectures used therein, even the overuse French words as an aspect of reality from the author, only one person is present within the frame of this composition. Whether you’re following Nicky, hearing from Dom, or witnessing some ‘strange happenings’ through the vague imagery of tHE ceLL, there is only us and no-one-else, regardless of  where the contents of the narrative may lead to perhaps be confusing at best, or even challenging to some people lucky enough to have received a proper education, not an everyday struggle like some others! Also beware, the use of italics has a dual purpose, to somehow differentiate whether it might be of Nicky’s voice, or simply to be altering the mood within the recitation phase as ‘a procedure’ trying to balance the space (?).  To sum it up, Nicky and I are one and the same: the ‘dissociation’ is only a reflection of someone looking at himself in the mirror of his mind, and has no physical form. Please relate to us as if we were (and are) one and only.
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PART ONE
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ZAZEN MEDITATION INTO THE VOID OF CONFINEMENT

Zazen is a meditative discipline that, at its simplest, involves sitting in silence. It is to think about not thinking. In that same spirit, the reader is invited to take a relaxed position and to read this difficult story in silence, if possible, trying not to think too much about making sense of it all—to participate without participating, lest they find themselves lost in the long sentences.

NICKY’S ENTRANCE

With the soft cushion of countless years of interlude and a certain stretching of time, I find myself confronting easily now this awkward scene unfolding before my weary eyes. In a cold corridor of the top floor in Fleury-Mérogis Prison’s third district, a relaxed young man of twenty-four stands naked, his civilian clothes piled on the floor. After a lengthy and comprehensive search of the most intimate parts of his bruised body, inflicted upon him by three snarling screws, he is about to be pushed into a solitary confinement cell for the maximum duration, in those days, of any one turn under French law: forty-five days. As the officer in charge forces the young man into the cell, the other screws swinging their batons and smiling at their sense of power and authority, I can’t help but feel some kind of affection for him & I’m shocked to discover how much he resembles me, but yet also how different he looks from me now, as if he is both me & not me, or perhaps in retrospect, I was never entirely that man.  

As the grill of that cage is slid shut and finally locked, I come inside to be with him, as I would always do. He listens to the chief, who is telling him what he already knows: “Prisoner 37040, as a result of your actions, you have been sentenced to the maximum stay of forty-five days in this punitory cell. While serving this sentence, you have lost all the privileges allowed to other normal prisoners. Also, as a result of the seriousness of those actions, during that sentence, you will not be allowed outside of this cell at any time. You will be given food three times a day, but have lost the right to write, to read, or to have visitors. You are not permitted to talk to anyone, including the wardens. If you cause us any trouble, it’ll be back to the straitjacket and the padded cell.” As the front door of the cell is also shut tight behind him, the reality of the situation seems to sink deep into my dear young friend. I must say, what I see now is in no way a sign of depression—in fact, it is quite the opposite. Nicky’s face takes on the most radiant, peaceful expression a man has ever worn, his posture almost saintly as he drops the blankets he’d been given on the floor. Still naked, he moves to the center of the cell. Not unlike he’d entered an arena crowded with the spirits of former inmates who, like him, had been granted the opportunity to be enshrined in such a temple, he waits there immobile until all the murmurs emanating from the walls have ceased, as if extending a formal introduction to the ghosts around him. Now that the murmurs, not heard by the ears but felt through wavelengths of the mind, have fallen into silence, he feels as though the cell has welcomed him, accepting him as its latest member. Introducing oneself in such a noble way is a beneficial exchange of energy. Attracting the attention of this very specific audience requires intense concentration, adding to the energy of the moment. Being the great performer that he is, Nicky has once again excelled in his inaugural presentation... but if the impersonator was responsible for the ability to achieve, the audience was undoubtedly responsible for the performance. His eyes adjusting to the light, Nicky is in awe at the state of the walls. This prison was built less than ten years ago, but it looks as if the cell is centuries old. I guess that such places are always built with the idea of inflicting punishment in mind, for which a clean new look may not have been appropriate. Nicky and I totally agree that, had they put more thought into it, they’d have realized that a newly clinically sanitized cell would’ve been a far worse punishment—but perhaps the architect who’d designed Fleury Prison and was later interred here for fraud knew more about it that I’m prepared to give him credit for. Either way, likely without wishing to, they had created a masterpiece of mystic proportions. Where Nicky’s view and mine differ slightly is in how the cell acquired this strange quality. Tenderly caressing its living walls, he believes the ghosts and spirits had turned it into a sanctuary, naively thinking they’d used rubble from many different rundown castles, monasteries, goals, torture chambers, orphanages, convents, brothels—really, any place where the unmistakable sounds of pain and shared suffering could be heard—to painfully reconstruct an abstract sort of monument where no thought or action, whether inflicted upon others, self-inflicted, or self-induced, could ever shock or be frowned upon. The accomplished ghosts delight in a juicy subject to dispel the monotony of the passage of time, and I have a feeling they won’t be disappointed. With the first half hour gone as if in a trance, Nicky realizes that, in a swift practice he would very quickly become accustomed to, the eye on the door has been opened. Like a voyeur in the woods, there’s a cyclops on the other side, the dirty X-ray eyes of the system, orbiting nearby, is looking down on him. Feeling emasculated and knowing exactly where he stands, Nicky does swing around, bends over to give the intruder the full sight of his bare back, beaming of ‘noblesse obliges’ then goes on cackling to himself as the door seems to get a black eye. For the first time in a week where everything has gone from bad to worse, he senses a new strength and feeling secure at being there among real friends. This strange feeling will never leave him for the entire long journey, and even in its worst moments, the notion of support from the reassuring walls will be both uplifting and passionately soothing...

DOM’S FROM THE BEGINNING

Only a few weeks earlier, everything had been going fine. We’d been enjoying the ‘privilege’ of a three-man cell, a very rare thing in a prison where 90% of the other accommodations were single cells, on doctor’s advice for possible suicidal tendencies. The other occupants at that time were Jean Christian, a Corsican, on probable suspicion of ... and a Parisian called Neness, on a charge of ... Neness had been there when I’d arrived about six weeks earlier, having himself been in jail for about eighteen months, but before Jean Christian, there was Marc, who had now been released. Neness had made a nice, cozy little niche for himself on the bed away from the front door, and after asking me casually when I first turned up how I’d ended up there, my simple answer of ‘drugs’ had resulted in him giving me the second-best bed. The odd pecking order apparently had me positioned directly above Marc, who was there on a (debatable) lesser charge of ... A month later, Marc was released and Jean turned up, a single nod from Neness ordered me to stay on my bed. Neness was always well informed by the screws, so he knew who was coming. He also knew that if there was a fight for a bed, it would’ve been his that Jean went for, but he wasn’t concerned. Hidden from the eyes of the door and the other eye on the wall was a series of shelves, where Neness had gathered a very nice collection of books. There was also a good supply of top-quality food, tins, biscuits, tobacco, beer, and anything else that could be purchased through the canteen. The resourcefulness of prisoners is legendary, but in this joint, it went beyond belief. Just about everyone was carrying some kind of weapon, and while most were obviously rudimentary, I soon found out that some of the ‘guests’ had managed to get flick knives. The first time I went down to the courtyard, sitting alone, minding my own business and trying to look like a tourist, a group of about five inmates came to tell me I was sitting in their favourite spot, and to clear off. When I tried to look dumb like I didn’t understand, they’d responded by forming a wall around me, and in a flash, one of them produced a nasty cut-throat razor. Swallowing my own saliva in surprise, it sent some bad vibrations down my spine, as I’d seen in the past exactly what can be done with that kind of weapon. I was about to walk away from a true ‘particularly dangerous situation’ when Neness and a familiar-looking He-Man joined the party. A few words were exchanged without anger, and when Neness told them I was his new cellmate, the group just went away, saying, “OK, it’s fine. Didn’t know.” I tried to place where I’d seen this He-Man before. There was no mistaking him: there was something powerful about him, tiger-like in his bearing whether moving or at rest. You knew very quickly that he was a real man of stature among the other prisoners. I returned to the cell sometime later & when Neness got back, he was a changed man in his attitude towards me. His understandably very cautious manner of our earlier days had almost totally disappeared, and he even invited me to help myself to his canteen. I was told that He-Man had recognized me after hearing my name, having shared ‘boring-time’ in an institution about ten years earlier as some fellow wards of the state & survivors of the hard knocks of the ‘Assistance Publique’. For Neness, this was the seal of brotherhood, like a secret code or given password. I certainly remembered ‘He-Man’ after hearing his name, but for obvious reasons, I will only refer to him as such. His reputation was legendary among the men, both inside and outside. I was very surprised that a man of his stature was at Fleury rather than some of the more recognized and long-term facilities like Clairvaux, Fresnes, or La Sante. Later, I discovered it was because there was a very nasty gang war happening outside and the concerned authorities were trying to keep some of the protagonists apart as best as they could (in the prisons, at least). When I asked Neness about the razor—surely it couldn’t be easy to obtain, and would be hard to conceal in the event of a search—his negative response should not have been surprising. You could buy anything at the right price, even a gun (I didn’t believe that to be true), and the searches were known to certain people in advance. It was becoming clear to me that some of the more hardened crims had a picnic preying on terrified new inmates, and the wardens in the jail courtyard turned a blind eye to the obvious. Imagine a first offender, a tourist, who has never been in a penal institution of any sort, stepping out of the solitude and despair of his cell to breathe a bit of fresh air, only to be met with the cold flash of a cut-throat razor in some vicious hands. His survival instinct tells him to go back to the hell of his cell, because the greater hell is other people. This is even more true in jail, where he is sent in the name of justice, but no such justice exists. So, he goes back to his real sentence, which he weaves around himself hour after hour, day after day, not knowing that he will live in that cell for the rest of his life, even if only in the shadow of its memory. The sanctuary that the cell provides him from the sad tribe involved in the racket, not unlike a pack of hyenas, is directly proportionate to the strength of his willpower: walk outside of its confines, and he will have to pay up, prove himself, or maybe even join them. Most of the hyenas are recidivists who manage to get locked up for the winter long months every year, when it is very cold on the streets of hopelessness. Inside, at least, they are certain of three meals a day, a warm cell, and the company of their own kind. Much like a pyramid scheme, the ones with the biggest canteens are most likely in charge of the racket... As the weeks went by, the unreality of the place became more obvious. Some of the inmates, myself among them, behaved like otiose, drunken zombies. It seemed the uncaring authorities were more than happy to supply them inside with all the additives and addictive legal drugs they wanted to satisfy their wishes. As for myself, I was partial to some Nembutal into the evenings and Mandrax during the day. Substances like Methadone were available orally at the infirmary for the heroin addicts, and most illegal drugs were obtainable in other ways, including hashish, LSD, and even heroin itself. These did not come as easily, but with the help of one of Neness’ friends, I managed to get some substandard Moroccan hashish which had found its way inside on the back of a negligent religious book, a bible I presumed... Interestingly, some other religious book prohibits alcohol but tolerates smoking, even of hashish. I’d been told that the name ‘assassin’ is actually a phonetic translation of the Arabic word ‘hashishun’, which was the name of some of the most feared Muslim warriors of all. They would go into battle high on hashish, which we know heightens emotions but/and sensitizes reality, resulting in some of the legendary epics and ferocious battles told of in its holy books. Unfortunately, the old West’s translation of the word limits it to premeditated murder, which in my humble view is totally incorrect. At Fleury, work was not compulsory. On the contrary, one had to apply for any sort of paid activity, and to gain access to studies as well. Thinking somehow anywise that I could (and should’ve) be released at any moment, however, I thought it was hardly worth doing anything at all. You see, in my mind, I wasn’t guilty of any crime—and even today, I blame the servile police for framing me for non-cooperation (which I will come back to at a later stage).

And so, I spent my days reading and vegetating. The given food was quite good, considering all. Once a week, a new movie was shown, most of which were gangster movies and westerns. Each cell had an intercom system to communicate with the wardens on duty in their glass-like kiosk, perfectly positioned at the very center of three long corridors that dashed on sideways in a Y configuration, situated so they could scrutinize the odd tribulations and whereabouts of the aliens of an (at the time) futuristic metropolis with minimal effort. These intercoms were also, without a doubt, used to spy on the inmates’ conversations, as one could ask the permission to visit another inmate during certain hours. In the cell, you were never to underestimate the enemy: the walls had ears, and they knew how to use them. Some had to learn this fact the hard way. On the intercom panel, one could select from a couple of radio stations, though these were momentarily switched off whenever the news came on. Prison riots happened very often in those days, and it would usually make the news, which was just one of the reasons prison authorities tried to suppress it. That said, as a result of their pecuniary freedom, a few inmates could access the news uncensored: one could if wanted, purchase a transistor radio or a hi-fi system if one had the big money, and an old prisoner’s action group was negotiating the right to purchase TV sets. Even in prison, inequality still ruled supreme, unperturbed & unashamed. It wasn’t long before I was confronted with the harshness of that reality. Some weeks after my arrival, I began to suffer from dreadful toothaches. Being a zombie during the day and dead to the world at night did not entice anyone to be a health and fitness enthusiast, and I’d been left the legacy of rotting teeth from the time I grew them, proceeding ahead, back and forth to the dark days of orphanages and lurking reformatories. When one digs his early grave with his own teeth, it is a shallow grave indeed. I went to see the dentist who had, under some pressure, allowed me a five-minute visit. It only took him one of those minutes to see the mess I was in and, as he put it, it was ‘up to me’ to decide what to do about it. One could join the queue at the bottom pit of a heartless system with a waiting period between three to six months, or if I was to agree to a specified fee, he could start with the removal of some of the rotten stumps which were beyond repair in a couple of days. This would, of course, be done as a sort of favor. In my mind, paying his fees was not an issue but he didn’t know I was being investigated for dealing in drugs at the time, though I’d only been charged with usage illicite (illegal use). Because of that, the money I had was being held and frozen until further notice. I told him I agreed to his fees, but that due to some unfortunate circumstances, he would have to wait to be paid. I told him to trust me and ‘gave him my word’ that he would be paid but to the day I die, I will never forget the smirk on his face as he repeated my solemn words: “Trust you? Your word? Don’t forget where you are, and what you are.” As he showed me the door, I was blushing with rage, hitching knuckles in my right hand, ready to wipe that filthy smile off his face. Instead, I walked away, hearing him say to put my name down on the list. In the end, it was entirely my fault, I could have this procedure done before, outside, but was always negligent with certain aspects of my life, back then. This seemingly unimportant incident turned out to be the threshold of a series of events that changed my life forever.

The mood in the cell was rapidly changing for the worse. I was fast becoming neurotic and my odd mannerisms, thus a severe depression was putting me at odds with the other occupants. Nothing was ever said to me about it, but I could feel by their evasive behavior that something was really wrong with me, and this saddened me even more. The news from my lawyer was not hopeful at all; the judge instructing my case was adamant that I had to stay in jail until he was ‘satisfied that I could be released’, whatever that was supposed to mean. I can still see myself seated, reading time and time again this exclusionary Mandat de Dépôt, and the accompanying ordonnance de mise en detention provisoire. I’ve just about memorized the entire farcical text to the point that I could candidly theatricalize the play so blatantly that, if it was my wish to, I could enter the personage of the judge who administered it ... but I have far too many principles to be a judge, even in a play. In the top right of the document, outlined darkly by the carbon copy from the back of the page reads GRENOUILLE, INSTRUCTING JUDGE; some numbers; then my SURNAME: HUMMEL; followed by OTHER NAMES: DOMINIQUE B.; BORN: 28 MAY 1950 IN VERSAILLES; PARENT’S NAMES: a space surrounded by black dots; OCCUPATION: MARKET CONSTRUCTION WORKER; ADDRESS: 27 RUE VASCO DE GAMA, PARIS 15TH; NATIONALITY: FRENCH; MILITARY SITUATION: a very bleak blank; DECORATIONS: blank; CONDEMNATIONS: blank; single, no kids ... then more numbers from articles of the code of the Public Health. On the left side, the DATE: 27 SEPT. 1974; and HIS LORDSHIP, JUGE D’INSTRUCTION AU TRIBUNAL DE GRANDE INSTANCE DE PARIS; WE, PAUL GRENOUILLE THE FIRST ... then more articles, this time from the code of Penal procedure: “... TO BE KNOWN THAT THE INCURRED PUNISHMENT IS EQUAL OR SUPERIOR TO TWO YEARS OF IMPRISONMENT, AND THAT THE OBLIGATIONS OF THE JUDICIARY CONTROL ARE INSUFFICIENT. THEREFORE, THE PROCURER OF THE REPUBLIC ACCUSES THE ABOVE-NAMED PERSON OF THE CHARGE OF ‘INFRACTION TO THE LEGISLATION OF NARCOTICS’, USAGE ILLICITE.” After some more garbage—THE GUARANTEES ARE INSUFFICIENT; MORE INVESTIGATIONS ARE TO BE UNDERTAKEN; THERE IS A RISK OF REITERATION—we arrive at the finale: TO BE KNOWN IN CONSEQUENCE THAT PROVISIONAL DETENTION OF THE ACCUSED IS THE ONLY WAY:

1: TO PREVENT PRESSURES ON THE WITNESSES;

2: TO PREVENT A FRAUDULENT CONSULTATION BETWEEN ‘THE ACCUSED’ AND HIS ACCOMPLICE;

3: TO SAFEGUARD THE PUBLIC ORDER FROM THE TROUBLE CAUSED BY THE INFRACTION;

4: TO PREVENT THE RECURRENCE OF THE INFRACTION; AND

5: TO GUARANTEE THE UPHOLDING OF THE ACCUSED AT THE DISPOSITION OF JUSTICE, WE ARE ORDERING THE PROVISIONAL DETENTION OF THE ACCUSED, WHICH WE ARE PUTTING IN JAIL...  SIGNED AND COUNTER-SIGNED.

Reading and rereading the script of the play, I feel somehow spellbound by the comic heavy-handedness of it all ... but who is laughing now? The harsh reality of the term being equal or superior to two years has already transformed this farce into a masterpiece of fake expressionism, the palest play ever to be performed inside the sadistically orchestrated French theatre of absurd ‘contemporary paranoia’ around drug-related matters since the Americans had dictated their might after The French Connection fiasco. Moreover, the heart, the nucleus, the shrouded base for it all rests—or more precisely lies—almost nonchalantly at the end of the sentence in two simple words, past a barely significant comma so as not to attract the attention of the reader: illicit use! By looking closely at the five ‘reasons’ that provisional detention was ‘the only way’ like examining the confines of the stage, a trained eye would quickly notice the pre-typed form of the text almost like a redolent multiple-choice questionnaire where the candidate had ticked most of the answers, sticks and all, guessing more than a student would ever be allowed to. Let us for one moment be the examiner of such a candidate: If the question was the illicit use of narcotics by the subject of the play, and the dumb candidate had already in his possession a ‘duly signed confession’ of that particular matter, the first answer would be incorrect, as there would be no need to put pressure on those witnesses.

The second answer, too, is an interesting one. We are now confronted with at least one willing accomplice of illicit use, Mith Alice; not a typo, a police (miss) informant with a profound lisp, and a travesty of a transvestite with whom (among others) I’d shared the enjoyment of a joint or a chillum. But all the others are my accomplices too, and there were dozens of them. Within years there will be many more hundreds of them, and today there are maybe millions upon millions of them joining me somehow in that mercenary kind of self-infraction, whether fictitiously or not, all around the world. Thanks to the opportunity of this rehearsal of the first page of the script, even before we raise the curtain on the first act, let me personally invite all of you out there, from all walks of life, from Heads of State to the untouchables, even if you’ve never have inhaled(?) into this and my humble cell, then shake your hand as one would to a long-lost newly-found relative. My name is Dom. How do you do?

Please, make yourself comfortable. We hope you’ll appreciate the awkwardness of meeting like this; just relax, give a little smile, and/or pleasantly enjoy the show. Well, where was I? Oh yes—to prevent a fraudulent consultation between the accused & his accomplices! But Alice is actually in wonderland at Fresnes, in jail! Are they afraid I might break into that prison in order to consult with her on the illegal use of narcotics? For that possibility, and for the tremendous feeling I got from meeting so many friends out there, could the examiner please allow a half-mark for the second answer, even though the absentminded candidate is not directly responsible for the generosity of the mark?

That brings us to answer three. Obviciously, obviously & viciously linked together by the power of the masses, it is a tall public order to justify the means to keep a man away from his recreational habits so as to protect the public from the ‘trouble’ he is creating within himself. This man could stroll right out of this jail, with a smile on his face, and pass by hypersensitive, strung-out coffee drinkers, the dead-to-the-world eyes of Valium-riddled persons, and asthmatics gulping to catch a breath in the dead sea of indifference. The air they struggle to breathe is polluted by unconcerned occupants, manufacturers, governments, tax-collecting beneficiaries of cars whose exhaust fumes are multiplied millions of times over in this unique bubble, where we all have to live alongside both the happy drunks and those sadly on the other side of that coin, as can be often seen in the stress-related acts of violence from a drunk father to his kin. The list could go on and on ... but by now, the examiner should have realized the very complex issues being raised here, as why one substance is being declared illegal over any other drug or product is inexplicable, making this answer a collateral damage control for the many trolls of unqualified understanding, with or without proven illegality. The budding examiner, on a point of order, rejects it for being unintelligible.

Answer four should bring a sneer to the examiner’s face, as it is laughable to suggest that the incarceration of the accused could prevent him from having access to narcotics of any sort once released when they can’t even do that inside a prison. Instead of a ‘no mark’, this should almost subtract one from the total. 

Answer five, however, remains the most astonishing of them all. To guarantee the upholding of the accused at the disposition of the justice... again, because of ‘illicit use’? What a biosphere overload of a question! With the help of such a candidate using the loopholes of a play and hyperbole like a waste receptacle (garbage), the ‘rubberized stamps’ of those multiple- choice answers would soon create a scenario full of pecksniffery (hypocrisy) in which the prisons would be chock-a-block full. The questions are an obesity of the brain (conceit) in which win or lose equal the same (apathy) turning this into a system of injustice (decadence) that is the blind French Republic (prejudice) claim  to be a self-made champion, a would-be pretender of human rights (plagiarism) on the world stage, born in the infancy and abortion of their famous 1789 revolution (flattery) but when all imagination was lost (cynicism) behind closed eyes, flinching at the gory sight of a guillotine (failure).

At this stage, the examiner’s hands are shaking for fear of his own safety, not wanting to be seen taking the side of the accused, perhaps even apologetic for having been chosen, should allowed another generous half- mark with the blessing of the accused, giving the autographic candidate a grand total of one on a scale of ten. Maybe if the examiner were to recover from his earlier lapses in judgement and, as any good actor can, put behind him a bout of stage fright, he would then suggest to the candidate that the correct (if not perfect) answer—the only one carrying in his mind a seven on the same scale—would be to ignore the absurd answers proposed and use his own initiative to write a new one. There, in black and white, he would abridge that the cause, the real reason behind the so-called infraction should also (if not exclusively) be investigated with the given consent of the accused, and for some help to be given to ensure the cessation of the infraction. In those days, this would have propelled him to the rank of ‘seer’, and put him far ahead of his time. Failing to do so, the candidate instead uses the power of one, a mark obviously judged to be by his brother judges high enough to act at the time as a French judge. He goes back to the security of his office, knowing that a judge is unlikely to be questioned by an uncaring society or his colleagues, and carries on speaking through his ass. like sitting on his brains, he is unashamed that his wages probably equal ten times or more than those of the real working-class people that fuss around his indifference, clean his office, polish his shoes, and scrub the Her/Sir throne on which he sits to ‘dump a lump’ like a queen, barely deigning to flush the remains of a far too rich food, leaving the stench behind and goes on tiptoeing over the warm vomit left on the floor before licking the stamp with that green slime, slap it on an envelope, and flatten my identity, squeezing it within, sealing it and registering it for posterity, for all concerned (or unconcerned), for the syntax of a sin and a tax, such a fate is applied all who might dare to question their stolen authority.

I am now back in the true reality of my sentence in the cell, with the other two occupants dozing in their beds and where I just had to relieve myself in their still presence, adding to the stuffiness of the already tainted air with my very own brand of kicking up a stink. I’m about to crumple up the first act of the rehearsal of the play, chuck it in the crapper, push it in the bowl with my head, and then pull the chain as any amateur writer would do in the absence of a satisfactory essay when Nicky chimes in, almost as if he were talking to a child. He points out to me that even though I’ve learned to read and understand the probable meaning of most words and sentences, it seems I’m still illiterate in my ability to visualize the cosmetic message of an abstract painting or the text right in front of my eyes, likely because I tend to be mesmerized by what I believe to be its real essential message. I’m about to switch off or change the frequency to avert any argument when I faintly hear, “It’s in the dots and the gaps, what’s not in the text, that really matters. You don’t really belong in their society. You never have, and never will.” I’m so dumbfounded by the sudden casualness of Nicky’s reasoning that my first reaction is to reject it. This could not be right. I refuse to believe it. But I quickly glance at the text again, and the truth hits me in the face. I couldn’t remember if I’d given the cops my mother’s name: Rosalie. She had not, after all, totally abandoned me. Not that it made any difference, but she had very definitively recognized me as her son on my birth certificate. When first questioned, I was asked about my father’s name, I had said that I did not have one—a name, that is! The inspector had then asked if I had been in the Assistance Publique, to which I did answered softly in a low affirmative. Now, he must’ve decided to only refer that on the file as, dots blank dots! At least they’d had the curious decency to put some black dots on the lines as if to convince themselves I’d had a mother & father, and was not the strange result of some immaculate conception by the holy spirit. With that comforting thought, I decided to go lie down on my bed. The mean system has impolitely turned off the living light in the cell, but looking out above me, there is a magnificent full moon outside of the square window. The beautiful resplendence of its full light makes me wonder why the night-shift thieves have not extinguished that too. From the yellow ballooning bliss of its rays, I am looking at the other blanks on that page. MILITARY SITUATION: blank! Yes, I had refused to serve in the armed forces, though I’d let them know at the time that I probably would’ve agreed to an unarmed service such as firefighting, an ecological national service, or for the Red Cross. Though they didn’t hear me then, perhaps they’d be listening in time ... but in my case, I was arrested in a routine ID check and given to gendarmes (paramilitary officers) to be disposed of. There, I’d had to weigh the possibility of being denied conscientious objector status and a nasty two-year jail term against a full year of ‘normal’ service. Process for obtaining conscientious objector status was unusual, a very difficult one to undertake at best, and could not be guaranteed to be successful, but I was fulfilling a child’s promise that unless my country, direct family, friends, or my people were in danger from the ‘sheer aggression of another’, and all other means of avoiding this eventuality had failed, I would never bear arms under the ‘justified flag’ of any country.

––––––––
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THE GHOST-RIDER OF THE APOCALYPSE

Never forget your childhood promises! I was quite accepting of being ‘punished’ for my stand against military service, but for some strange reason, luck came to my rescue. After spending a couple weeks in a cell at the military center at Dupleix, the Colonel in charge had come to see me in jail. He had been solemnly informed of my case, which he’d found to be interesting. He told me that it was a real shame I couldn’t, or didn’t want to, join the family of soldiers, but that he respected my decision. On Christmas Eve of 1971, he’d come to see me man to man, asking me to give him my word of honor that if released within the camp, I would not attempt to escape. We shook hands to seal the pact, and I gave him my solemn word. For the next couple of weeks, I was free to roam the campus, eating and sleeping like a soldier except that I didn’t have to do any of the drills or salute any officers. My long hair, neatly tied in a ponytail, and civilian clothes also gave me away, though they had lent me an army coat for the cold. The mess hall was my temporary headquarters, and everybody was nice to me; not a single word of reproach or hint of disapproval was ever shown to me. The soldiers and officers bought me beers and drinks at the bar, knowing that all of my pitiful belongings had been confiscated before being put in jail.

A couple of days before I was to be sent to Vincennes for the medical checks and aptitude tests, the Colonel had called me into his office in the cold morning. Now New Year’s Day of 1972, we had had coffee and biscuits, and he talked to me as perhaps a good father would to his son. He did not judge my chosen actions, but patiently and paternally developed some theories of his own. Some of those were extremely profound and/or very surprising coming from a professional soldier, but it was the clean sincerity of his beliefs which made me like that man, to the point that I had now few crippling doubts as to the rightfulness of my actions. This superb man who radiated assurance and power, wearing his decorated kepi like a crown, probably sensed the impression he was making on me, but to his credit, he didn’t take advantage of it. On the contrary, as though he were taking a break from his position of strength, he went on telling me the well-known story (though it was the first time I’d heard it) of a conscript who’d come to do his own ‘three days’. In France, as it was in those days, a few months before they were actually called up to serve, every male on the land had to undertake three days of testing and medicals (hence the term). And so it was that this conscript arrived at Vincennes on a motorbike. It was the strangest ‘bike’ of them all... an imaginary one. Everywhere the conscript went, it was on his motorbike—from starting it up, revving it, and engaging the gear to accelerating out of sight. Wherever he was sent, it was the same thing: vroom, vroom. He had even parked his bike very carefully before joining the others at the table for his meals. The same routine was observed when he went to bed on the first night after checking out the petrol, the oil, the tire pressure, and putting on the protective cover, not even forgetting the anti-theft chain. During the first day, everybody in the camp thought it was obvious: this guy was trying to put on insanity to get out of his military obligations, but they all had a good laugh nonetheless. Even the officers had a field day. The next morning, when the guy started up his bike again, to the rising annoyance of some people, things started to get more serious, as a short joke is usually a better joke. The officers took a tough stand on the poor guy when, to their amazement, they’d discovered that he’d answered all the silly tests he had undertook the day earlier with a motorbike theme. The bike was the true center of the universe, and the sun, the planets, the galaxies, and the moon were all either filling stations, garages, bike shops, and spark plugs. He even had renamed the star formations, which became the wheel, the fork, the muffler, the saddle, the horn, and the handlebars, and a mention of the coming of ‘Harley’s comet’. So, things went from bad to worse. People were starting to wonder whether to laugh, to detest, or to admire him, and at least one person made his opinion clear. As the Hell’s Angel took a queue for his breakfast a witless and red-faced roughneck, a smelly peasant, the swine, punched the bikie on the nose. The poor man fell off his bike, but managed to keep his composure. Noticing that some petrol was pouring out of his nose—I mean, you’ve heard the term petrol-head—he dragged his wounded bike to the infirmary, where he spent the morning repairing it. The afternoon session of the tests is classified ‘top secret’, and wouldn’t be known to the public for another twenty years, as it contained some truly poetic descriptions of the wars of bikie gangs which are thought to be potentially dangerous for the ordinary people’s imagination. The evening of the second day was to be known as ‘The Great Escape’, in honor of the great scene in that top film where Steve McQueen escapes on his bike. The only difference was that this one was contained within the square perimeter of the walls of the old castle at Vincennes, but the similarities can’t be mistaken: this was for real. The sentinels at the gate of his dreams were under orders to stop him at any cost. The poor man was being pursued by a cavalry of officers galloping on imaginary horses, for how else could one catch a bikie on full throttle? There is even one of the nurses running high with a butterfly net. This scene seems, in my mind, to have been stolen from a Federico Fellini film! This beautiful man riding the ghost of a Harley Davidson is now being cheered by the many hundreds of conscripts assembled in the square. You could hear the ‘ha!’ and the ‘ho!’ as if from a single voice as the crowd reacted to the unfolding scene, knowing the tragic end already. The bikie, nearly out of petrol, tried to make his beloved Electra Glide Harley fly over the wall, but instead, the poor man gets tangled in the butterfly net and crushes his bike at the base of the rampart. This is where he is finally stopped in a brief silence, where one can perceive the infirm breathing of the cavalry horses coming from the mouths of the officers, followed by a gigantic ovation as they stand him up and escort him back to the infirmary, while one of the nurses pushes with great pain his imaginary bike behind him. At the end of the second day, going into the dark silence of the night, every one of the witnesses present during that memorable chase goes to sleep happy, perhaps a bit confused at the rider’s state of mind. The third and last day, to which a great number of French people already know the concluding Coup de Théâtre (though I am certain they’ve never heard the story told this way—please let me know if you did), started well into the middle of the night with the repair of the bike by this honorable man. The next morning at the canteen, nobody assaulted him, but quite the opposite. Many of the conscripts gave him a pat on the back, and a few of them shook his hand. Someone even offered to wash his Harley for him, promising to polish the chrome so brightly that the bike would shine in the darkest alley even without its lights on. Others were already dreaming about acquiring such a noble motorcycle.

When the time to say farewell to all came, the pale rider with a broken nose and a faint glimpse of a smile at the corner of his mouth stood up, engaged his mount, and double-checked the divine presence of his just-given document that released him forever from military service. He caressed it in the heart pocket of his sleek biker’s jacket, folded neatly next to the bloodied handkerchief soaked in gasoline perfume, and turned the ignition on, then decided to kick-start the beast instead. And as the sounds of the imaginary Harley Davidson shook the castle of Vincennes for the last time, perhaps feeling the pressure of the hundreds of eyes riveted on the eagle on his back but not looking back, the Easy Rider look-alike went down the cobble- stoned road to the suspended bridge at the only entrance of the castle slowly, as if he was really absorbing the moment for posterity. The guard men at the gate presented arms and saluted him like a commanding officer, and though he didn’t dare respond to the salutes, neither did he seem to disapprove. As he rode down past the drawbridge of the castle, he did the unthinkable. A hundred yards past the moat, he slowed down, came to a rest and slowly, ever so gently, got off the bike for the last time. He lifted it up on the resting bar ... then started to go away from it all. You could feel the regret of his action, looking rather lost in his leather suit, like a Hell’s Angel on foot. He had hardly gone ten yards when a guard called up, “Hey, Easy Rider! You forgot your bike!” To which this incredible man—some would later say this seer, this transcendental missionary—turned around and replied in a deep voice that nobody had heard from him before: “Not at all. I am simply leaving it behind for those who want to use it!” Mimicking a throw of the imaginary keys to the guards at the gate, he quickly got lost forever in the milling crowd. If you ever go to Vincennes Castle, please check if a statue of the bike has yet been erected near the gate. If not, well, you can still imagine it parked there neatly under the watchful eye of the sentinels on duty at the ancient suspended bridge of the entrance of the castle, silent as a brilliant star in the Zen solitude of a distant galaxy.

––––––––
[image: ]


THE READING OF THE PLAY

A few days after hearing the story of the pale rider, I was taken to Vincennes in a jeep, and with the help of the sergeant in charge, I was allowed to jump all the queues of conscripts. What was then supposed to take the whole day only took two hours. The turning point, my stroke of luck, came in the form of which of the psychologists I was going to be sent to. The sergeant knew exactly which of the shrinks was my best chance, and after saying a few words to the man in charge at the dispatch, a little while later, I was called up to get ready. They took the handcuffs off me & pushed me inside an office where I met this nonchalant sort of a guy, feet on the table, who asked me to sit down.  He simply said, “Do you want to do it or not?” “What? I said”, he looked at me saying “Don’t try to influence me with this master’s thesis of yours. Do you want to do it? Yes, or no?”  “NO, not at all”.  So, he reached across to a rubber stamp and tattooed the form with INCAPACITY TO SERVE IN THE ARMED FORCES. This was to be, in the end, the very truthful difference between a long term in jail or freedom. The guy must’ve written a good report later, because at the later trial, I was given a ‘non-lieu’, which basically means ‘non-event’ (or insufficient charges). It was as simple as that. The good Colonel had probably said in his report to leave the decision to me, but it had been a very hard stand to take. I was torn between a child’s promise and the reality that everybody has an obligation to his country. This was not helped by the duality within myself: Nicky and I were not always united in our beliefs, but had in common a deep love for our country of birth. The umbilical cord, one could say. Even if one dares to criticize her, the fact remains that we were born attached to her at birth, and it will stay this way until we die. Even if one decides to live in exile for the rest of one’s life, one can never change his or her birthplace—and so, the ‘blank’ on the script for the military situation is fully accepted by the recipient of the play to be valid, concise, and just. It goes without saying that the ‘blank’ for decorations is also sanctioned to be valid as well, but the public surely should be asking themselves: if someone had decorations of any sort, either real or fictitious, why should they ever be mentioned on an Order of Provisional Detention? If a man had been awarded legit the Légion d’honneur for acts of greatness, or ‘non-kosher’, simply because he noses somebody who knows somebody, how would that fact look beside a charge for, let’s say, cruelty to animals (human or otherwise)? Rape? Incest? Buggery with or without violence, possibly with an underage person? Murder? Thievery? Illicit use of narcotics? It doesn’t make much sense, as it can only stain the decoration (and the person) along with it. Most people in that position would rather have a blank. The meaning of that question escapes us, and I’m sure a lot of you prisoners out there would agree! The invisible condemnation that makes up the last of these ‘blanks’ is to be the final loud whistle, signaling the end of this game of rehearsal and closing the first act. The relieved author, realizing he will never make it to Broadway, stands to give the one and only applause. In my mind, the ‘blank’ in the condemnations field is worth any decoration that the French Government could invent, ranging from the Légion d’honneur, the Rosette (the purple-red rosebud, the drop of blood, some would say the ‘blood of the others’, worn like the vindication of a vampire society at the base of the stiff necks of half-senile and brown-nosed gentlemen), to the more down to earth medal of the Biggest Dickus Wanker in the World, well I rest my case... This last blank—I insist, Grenouille, and don’t make me regret it—is my slap on your face with a






	This short poem is so bad,

	It belongs in tHe cELL.

	Jingle of keys, a turning lock,

	The slamming gate shuts,

	Then footfalls abate.

	And the pendulum swings...




	A flea and a fly in a flue,

	Were trapped and knew not what to do.

	“Let’s flee,” said the fly.

	“Let’s fly,” said the flea.

	So, they flew through a flaw in the flue.
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