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    DEDICATION



    Frederic Francois Chopin


    March 1, 1810 to October 17, 1849


    



    “Sometimes, through the window which opens on the garden, a gust of music wafts up from Chopin at work.


    All this mingles with the songs of nightingales and the fragrance of roses.”



    Eugene Delacroix, 1842.
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    A Simple Prelude



    I think it is vitally important to mention that this novella should be read while listening to Chopin’s complete set of preludes or, if this isn’t possible, any selection or grouping of musical compositions (his waltzes would do just fine) by this great Romantic composer who in my estimation was far ahead of his time. My reason for saying this is because music enriches the written word by conjuring up images that are often quite satisfying or extremely distressing. For myself, every time I read something regardless of what it might be, I hear music in my head (I am after all a musician!). My only explanation for this phenomenon is due to the fact that I’ve attended thousands of concerts over the last fifty years, ranging from traditional jazz to full-blown hard rock/heavy metal and electronic realizations, and that I was fortunate enough to personally meet some of the greatest musicians that ever jammed on this planet.


    In the end, I’m certain that people with much more intelligence than this writer will agree that music is the Voice of the Universe. Although Frederic Chopin was only thirty-nine years old when he died in 1849 (ten days after Edgar A. Poe on October 7th), his musical legacy is on solid ground and as a musician belongs in the Pantheon of the Greats that have passed their way into the realms of the unknown. I would also like to make note that this tale is a work of pure fiction and that if it happens to resemble someone in real life, then the author expresses his condolences to those who knew such a crazy son of a bitch.
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    Movement No. 1



    I guess the iron-framed bed beneath my ass is not so bad; in fact, it could be a lot worse, considering that the spaces between the black iron bars set in Vermont granite about three feet away from my face provides an excellent view of the interior of Sing-Sing prison, the maximum security facility operated by the New York State Department of Corrections and located in the small village of Ossining on the east bank of the beautiful Hudson River. Opened for business in October of 1826, the official legal “killers” of Sing-Sing prison, as of 1953, have executed more than five hundred individuals for a variety of crimes against humanity, such as kidnapping, bank robbery, rape, and cold-blooded murder. The food here is not too shabby, and I get to take a hot shower twice a week with a change of clothes (black and white pin strips) once a week. My next-door cellmate, Maxie Sullivan, is scheduled to be electrocuted in ten days for murdering his mother whom he says was a vile cunt with a temper as hot as a blast furnace.


    Overall, he’s not a bad person, but he just made some horrible decisions during his thirty-odd years on this fucked-up planet. My only true regret is that I’m not allowed to listen to the music of Frederic Chopin, only the trashy gospel music that’s pumped through the mono speaker system way up in the mess hall during breakfast, lunch, and dinner. Thus, with all of this fresh in your mind, I would like to tell you how I ended up here at Sing-Sing prison before those nice prison guards in gray unlock my jail cell and haul me away for my appointment with “Old Sparky,” otherwise known as “The Chair,” wired with 20,000 volts of electricity.



    I have no doubt whatsoever, not one single doubt, that if Frederic Chopin had managed to survive beyond the age of thirty-nine, his musical abilities would not have increased, meaning that his amazing talent for creating some of the most beautiful music of all time was intact at birth, much like Mozart. I also have no fucking doubt that the life of a special person like Chopin can only be appreciated by acknowledging what he managed to accomplished as an often physically sick person whose life was brief and full of pain. Yet despite this fact, Chopin did not fail to achieve his overarching purpose which was to bring musical rapture to a violent and fucked-up world. Of course, as is the social tendency of so-called civilized man, Chopin was often derided and ridiculed for being different and for his need to disassociate himself from his fellow human beings, most of whom were nothing more than worthless cocksuckers.


    I also firmly believe that Chopin’s predominant purpose in life was to create something of exquisite and long-lasting beauty and to set himself apart from commonality. If any human being within the last two hundred years managed to accomplish this rather lofty goal, it has to be Frederic Chopin. As for myself, I too had a rather lofty goal related to one of the vilest acts ever conceived by man, namely, premeditated murder, with the victim being my wife Dolores, the evilest cunt bitch of all time who certainly deserved to have her throat slashed and her body fed to a congregation of hungry alligators in Dr. Frankenstein’s basement.


    But unfortunately, I didn’t have a congregation of alligators wallowing about in a dungeon beneath my house, so I was forced to come up with another solution for her death so I could relax and play my favorite musical composition by the great Chopin, his Prelude, Op. 28, No. 24 in D minor without being disturbed by that soulless cunt who would have burned down Carnegie Hall because she didn’t like the color of the front entrance doors.



    Before I begin to describe the process that I followed in order to murder my wife and hopefully get away with it, I would first like to relate a brief history of what I consider as Chopin’s most outstanding piano composition. Some of the greatest musical minds of the twentieth century have called Prelude, Op. 28, No. 24 in D minor the ultimate pearl of Chopin’s piano works, a natural gemstone of great beauty with haunting coloration that remains in the mind of the listener long after hearing it for the first time. This prelude is generally accepted by scholars as having been composed while Chopin was visiting Majorca, the largest island in the Balearic group off the coast of Spain in the wine-dark sea known as the Mediterranean. Chopin's friend and associate Robert Schumann once referred to this short burst of musical energy as a cannon buried in a huge flowerbed and its composer as a bold and proud musician who composed poetry with musical notes instead of words.


    Novelist George Sand, also known as Amantine Lucile Dupin (no relation to Poe's Auguste Dupin, I believe), observed that this prelude forces the human soul into a terrifying manic depression which Chopin may have experienced himself while performing it for a small but dedicated audience. Technically, this piece of music could be considered as a rhapsody because it is free-flowing and spontaneous. It is also scored by Chopin as an “allegro appassionato” or something meant to be played with a great amount of emotion. Believe me, this “appassionato” was present in my mind and heart when I decided to take the life of that cunt bitch Dolores without the benefit of a congregation of hungry alligators.


    At least in my musical mind, this particular prelude is highly remarkable because of its improvisational nature and ability to create a feeling of deep melancholia in the listener. Melancholia is, after all, one of the most necessary emotions required to commit murder. For the musician, melancholia throbs and pulsates with every beat of his heart. An anonymous musical reviewer once proclaimed that anyone who can play this particular prelude in a finished manner without making a single error in hitting the wrong key (all bragging aside, I count myself among those so gifted) can congratulate himself on having scaled the highest apex that a pianist can attain. Once again, the great Robert Schumann referred to Prelude, Op. 28, No. 24 in D minor as a paradigm overflowing with bold and creative forces that are striking and powerful, especially when played in a darkened room with the light of the afternoon sun barely emerging through a narrow divide in a set of black curtains.


    In my humble opinion, as a rather accomplished pianist which my fucked-up wife never acknowledged to herself or our friends and relatives and who believed until the day she died that my talent was nothing but a filthy black lie, this prelude is undoubtedly one of the greatest artistic outbursts in the history of the piano as a musical instrument, a composition that burns with rage and prompts the listener to think of acts of malevolence, almost as if under the spell of a powerful stimulant like opium that creates unbounded courage and eliminates fear related to committing murder. In other words, this stimulant in the form of Chopin’s Prelude in D minor removes all concerns over getting caught by the authorities and allows the killer to focus on the act itself until he reaches the point of perfection.


    One method which I personally found to be of great service was to sit in a comfortable chair listening to Chopin’s music through a set of headphones plugged into an amplified reel-to-reel tape recorder with the prelude recorded over and over again in an endless repetition of aural stimulation. I recall many times when my head was so full of horrendous images that I felt like running out to the street while swishing around a rusty straight razor and slicing the faces of people that happened to come within my reach.


    I imagine that now would be an excellent time to reveal how my bitch wife Dolores felt about Chopin. Please try to remember that what follows are the observations of a despicable cunt that I married some twenty miserable years ago just before the beginning of World War Two when the world was thrown into chaos because of the actions of a fucking madman named Adolf Hitler. The crux of my wife’s hatred for Chopin had absolutely nothing to do with his music which, by the way, she also abhorred, often calling it pure sentimental trash and the musical ravings of a perverted child. Her real hatred was for the previously mentioned George Sand, born as a female on July 1, 1804 in Paris, France. Also, please remember that the words provided below are from that cunt bitch’s personal diary which I managed to steal one night after she drank too many vodka martinis and passed out on the living room couch where I fucked her in the ass without her consent:


    “July 24. Paid a visit to the Wellington Public Library today. My husband Carl’s unnatural obsession with Frederic Chopin has forced me to find out as much as I can about this so-called “musical genius” who is slowly destroying our marriage and my sanity. Carl knows exactly how I feel about his “idol,” but I really didn’t know the facts, so after glancing through some current romance novels, I went to the biography section and found a book called The Strange Life of George Sand, written in 1920 by Alexander Knox, a former professor of literature at Harvard University.


    According to Professor Knox, when Chopin first met this fucking bitch, he allegedly confessed to a friend that he had made the acquaintance of a Parisian celebrity and found her face to be quite unattractive, if not downright frightening and repellent. From what I have gathered, Sand looked like a man who attempted to cover her ugliness with caked-on cosmetics and a fancy wig. In 1837, Chopin was persuaded by Franz Liszt, another of those Romantic pantywaists, to meet up with Sand. As Chopin allegedly relates, while sitting at a piano owned by a wealthy benefactor, he began to improvise and soon noticed the aroma of violets in the air. When he finished playing, he looked up and saw a strange “woman” leaning on the piano, gazing at him like an orangutan with a hard-on.


    The “lady” in question turned out to be Sand who smiled and complemented Chopin on his playing abilities (what a dumb bitch!). The attraction of Sand to Chopin was quite powerful. At the age of thirty-seven, I guess Chopin was a rather handsome man who naturally drew in the sleazy ladies when he performed for small audiences, but what I find so infuriating and disgusting is that Chopin has been described as slim and fragile like a young woman as contrasted with the bitch whom Liszt describes as being like an Amazon with a face that would melt the heart of a chimpanzee. Also, an anonymous writer from the mid-nineteenth century declares that Sand was afflicted with nympholepsy, or that her sexual appetite bordered on a malignant disease. I would imagine that Chopin went to bed on many nights with his dick smelling like turpentine.


    This could be due to the fact that her mother was a prostitute who probably fucked her clients while her weird daughter peeked through a partially closed bedroom door. I can just imagine what this weird daughter did to herself while watching her mother, frigging her own little pussy until it exploded. Not so much as an afterthought, French author and poet Charles Baudelaire whom I also abhor as a liberal son of a bitch, had this to say about Sand and Chopin who willingly stayed and got laid in her company: “The fact that there are men who could become enamored of this slut is indeed proof of the abasement of men of this generation.” After analyzing an old steel engraving of
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