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Any resemblance to existing persons,
events, activities or names of persons is based on mere
coincidence.

 


 


For my dear love Saskia

 


 


‘The world is all that is the case.’
Ludwig Wittgenstein

 


 


‘Two things are infinite, the
universe, and human stupidity. But I’m not quite sure about the
universe yet.’ Albert Einstein

 


 


‘There is no such thing as
coincidence.’ Harry Mulisch
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By
way of introduction.

 


Dreams do not lie.
Even though, of course, they’re not real. They are just one of the
ways to handle the daily worries. What is usually done by what is
called the unconscious, or also the subconscious. And preferably at
night when you are sleeping peacefully. So dreams are always good.
Besides, it doesn’t matter what you dream, as long as you dream. No
need to bother. It just happens. Most dreams you probably hardly
will remember afterwards. And what you do remember is usually what
you dreamed about right before you woke. And whatever it was,
something fun or a nightmare, it was just a dream. And there’s
nothing wrong with that. What matters is continuing to distinguish
between dream and reality. After all dreams are not real. This is
in contrast to reality. There are no predictive dreams either.
Although some people think so. And they don’t give you any secret
assignments. Although some people think so. These types of people
are commonly referred to as psychopaths. These are constantly
trying to twist and screw up the normal reality with their
delusions. So you’d better avoid these like the plague. History is
full of them, by the way. It is obvious that the power of these
people should be limited as much as possible. Or as the Flemish
writer and poet Willem Elsschot put it:

‘... because between dream and deed, laws stand in the way
and practical objections…’.

I couldn’t say it
better. Hence this quote.

Explaining or interpreting dreams has always proved to be a disastrous
thing. With often even fatal consequences. Examples can be found in
the Bible. And a certain Sigmund Freud devoted a thick book to it,
but hardly contributed anything to a better understanding of
dreams. Everyone dreams their own dreams although there are, with
some imagination, certain recurring themes to be found in them. But
naturally that’s no explanation.

In any case never
tell your dreams to a shrink. That makes no sense. This kind of
person is very quickly inclined to put some stupid label on it.
Which seems to be the latest fashion among this kind of quacks. For
example, in the past one could have kids who were a bit busy. Now
they suffer from ADHD before you get into it (All Days Hyper-Busy,
although in the official jargon it stands for, don’t freak out
‘Attention Deficit/Hyperactivity Disorder’. Yes? Are you still
there? All of a sudden these kids are supposedly missing out on
anything and everything. And they need to be treated for that.
Preferably of course with all kinds of scary medicines. The
pharmaceutical industry is always eager for money, isn’t it? That’s
why they are always so happy with hypes around existing or if
necessary fake viruses. Don’t let them talk you into thinking you’d
better take medicine to cure you from your dreams. Because they
might contain a nightmare.

The following stories
are no dreams. They’re just fantasies. No more than that. And
although sometimes based on things from reality, they are and
remain just made-up stories. Which here and there are rather like
dreams. And they might even inspire them. Which is only great.
Dreams are very healthy. Of any kind or nature. And nothing to
worry about. Quite the opposite in fact. So don’t let all these
so-called experts fool you. They’re just trying to make as much
money as they can. So don’t buy it. And just let them talk. In
short, it is best to stay as far away from people of this
kind.

Finally I wish
everyone much joy in reading these stories.

 



Music fragments.

 


To increase the joy of reading each story is preceded by a
link to YouTube. The
fragments in question, often with beautiful images, are intended to
get into the mood of the story. Therefore, it is best to listen to
it in advance and, if desired, to view the video.

The only annoying thing about YouTube is that videos are
sometimes deleted without any
further notice. What a bit sad is because I have tried to find as
much as possible the most beautiful or suitable version. That’s why
I also added a short description per link. See the list at the end
of the book. The video in question can be easily found, albeit in a
different version. But reading the story without a musical intro is
also possible. In that respect we are all entirely free. After all,
at least at the time of writing, we live in a free country. And
this author hopes that this will be the case for a long time from
now.

 



https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=hmZqxgpaDrI

 


Hoarding!




On a beautiful
autumnal day Xantippe and Tatiana, two slightly elderly witches but
both still light on their feet, are shopping together at
supermarket Albertina Heinz. As it happens, that evening there is
another meeting of their coven on the program and that is always
accompanied, as usual, by a simple but nutritious meal.

‘Let’s see, what do we have here, ha yummy, spider heads in
tomatosauce and here, dried frogwings and sure enough,
snailsnot.’

‘How about this filleted rat’s feet on sulphuric acid and
those softly creamy puffed bearslurps. By the way why don’t we take
a jar of castoreum?’

‘Sure go on. And look they’ve got jellyfish mushrooms again
today and here, it’s hardly believable, lightly salted knuckelfat,
candied rabbitdroppings and crushed hippopotamushooves.’

‘Look, the crocodile tears are in the bonus. A vial with 50
ml for only five euros.’

‘Then just two of them, it are hoardingweeks.’

’The worms are also on sale. Shall we serve ourselves,
yeah?’ exclaims Xantippe enthusiastically. Whereupon she weighs
three and a half ounces of squirming white worms and puts them in a
plastic bag. Then they go with their shopping cart to checkout
5.

‘Are you saving our stamps?’ asks the cashier, Anouk,
according to her nameplate, after she’d settled
everything.

‘Yes, okay,’ Xantippe says.

‘Would you also like to save for a china
service?’

‘Oh yes, why not.’

‘And do you want the football pictures?’

‘Sure, do the whole.

‘Here you are.’

‘Thank you dear.’

‘Do you want the receipt?’

‘No you can keep it.’

‘And have a nice day.’

‘And you have a nice night darling,’ she mutters
softly.

They then make a nice
soup out of all the ingredients. Whereupon the first guests soon
arrive. And the thirteen of them at seven o’clock are seated at a
large round table, feasting on a delicious meal with of course a
few glasses of blood-red wine. And in the meantime cackling and
giggling they are laying nefarious plans.

‘Is your husband still with that bloody secretary of him?’
asks Serpentina to Esmeralda.

‘Yes what did you think. And since I put that camera in the
ceiling, good idea of you, Yolanthe, I’ve also been able to track
his chat box. Well, for me he may be dispatched. Can anyone make a
suggestion?’

Ernestine is thinking
for a moment and then says:

‘Just some hemlock in his coffee. Increase the dose slightly
every day and then oops-a-daisy. And nobody cares.’

‘Good plan. Thank you very much.

‘And what about yours, Gwendolyn?’

‘I’ve had it all with him,’ she sighs.

‘Then you should do something about it as soon as possible,’
Ernestine says severely. ‘I’ve got a scrap of strychnine at home.
I’ll take you next time. Success guaranteed.’

‘Well, I’d like to. It’s so nice to have such good
girlfriends.’

‘By the way, what are we doing about these guys from Elm
Street?’ asks Dominique. ‘They’re harassing all kinds of people all
the time. That really has to stop now.’

‘I know a thing or two about that,’ says Emanuelle, who is a
nurse in everyday life, ‘just fill their heroin syringes with clean
water from the tap and then put those on the bench at their
hangout. Then they spray it into their arm and then you have to pay
attention. Then their blood swells until it completely bursts
apart. Even their already overloaded kidneys can explode and
sometimes they also suffocate in their own mucus. Then they can
immediately get in the unquenched lime in order to dry out further.
Then they would have had their detox right away, yes. Ha, ha, ha,
ha-ah.’

‘You know so much,’ Esmeralda says admiringly. ‘Let’s do
it.’

‘All right, we have dealt with that,’ Xantippe says. ‘Then
now the most important topic of the evening, what are we going to
do with the ever-increasing problem of the elderly? Old women are
okay in themselves, of course, but all those old men. Pshaw. When
they’re young, they may be of some use, but the older they get the
less they are of benefits. So there has to be a solution to that.
They don’t have to die right away, but we just don’t want to be
bothered anymore. Who has an idea?’

‘We could hold an international collection and then buy an
island where they can all go after turning sixty-five,’ Esmeralda
suggests. ‘Would Madagascar be big enough?’

‘Yes, maybe. But of course that’s very far away.’

‘Greenland then, maybe,’ Gwendolijn suggests.

‘That’s been tried
before. By some guy in America. And that’s not next door
either.’

‘No that’s true. How about Iceland?’

‘That might be just a little too small. It doesn’t
necessarily have to be an island, does it?’

‘I know something,’ says Serpentina, ‘we’re going to buy up
Lapland. That’s not that far away, and I think there’s plenty of
room there. And I’m sure there’s a stadium somewhere for the first
shelter. We’ll have some tents put up there for as long as they can
stay. And I’m sure there will be some handy handymen who can take
care of something better. We also will put a few pallets of tins of
brown beans ready for them. Only without opener. Wondering if
anyone would come up with the idea of borrowing one from a Lapp. Or
ask some nice Lappish woman to open it for them. The others can
then go together on the reindeer and elk hunt.’

‘The idea is pretty good,’ Tatiana says now, ‘only, how do
we get these Lapps to sell us their land? And how do we do it
practically?’

‘That’s not so hard,’ says Serpentina, ‘I know a few people
there who can set it into motion. I think we should start smuggling
in as much vodka as we can. They seem to be very sensitive to that.
And when they have been on the bottle they quickly become much more
manageable. And leave the rest to our Lappish sisters. They know a
thing or two about that. And of course they can take us as an
example. The way we have taken over the city center of Amsterdam
here. They should show something now.’

‘Doesn’t sound crazy at all,’ Xantippe says. ‘I’ll call
Witchcraft International tomorrow in order to discuss it with them.
It would be a nice solution in one fell swoop.’

‘Very good plan,’ says Esmeralda, ‘and of course there has
to be a TV crew, who can record everything. Can we have a good
time? Because of course these men will make a mess in the shortest
time. So that’s going to be a laugh. Because such a program is soon
a lot more fun than ‘Who is the Troll’. Yes, I’m totally into
it.’

Thus is decided. And
everyone nods contentedly.

Whereupon the dessert
comes on the table, consisting of whipped goat porridge with moldy
toe cheese, topped with bitter almonds and wild
strawberries.

Finally the cat guts
are tuned and everyone erupts into loud chanting that continues
into the small hours. In short, all in all a very successful
evening.

‘Will you come to me next time?’ suggests Dominique. ‘I’ve
got a few placentas and some miscarriages in the freezer, so it’s
going to be binging and feasting again. And if the weather permits
we can sit outside on the terrace. Enjoying the full
moon...’

 


back to the table of
contents

 



https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=cHw4GER-MiE

 


Richman’s descent to hell

 


Richman was a banker
and now he’s dead. And that means he’s going to be called to
account. That’s why he is not entirely at ease while following the
yellow arrows that are apparently meant for him. And then
descending a long stone staircase whereupon he enters a kind of
reception hall. Behind a crimson desk a somewhat older lady is
sitting, in a glittery dress of striped snakeskin and with put up
black hair, who greets him affably smiling.

‘Welcome Mr Richman,’ she says, while reaching out her hand
to him.

‘How do you know my name?’ he asks, puzzled.

‘Your badge,’ she says, ‘give it to me. Yes, thank you. And
this is your number,’ whereupon she hands him a metal plate on a
cord. ‘From now on you’re number 666. Hang the plate around
your neck and you will be immediately recognizable to everyone.
Then you can now go to the waiting room, which is right here at the
end of the hallway. You’ll be picked up when it’s your turn. You’ll
have to be patient because it’s quite busy here at the
moment.’

The waiting room turns out to be well occupied with
especially many gentlemen in three-piece suits and grey ties.
Probably bankers like him. Or
brokers, stockbrokers, accountants and maybe some ordinary
financial crooks too.

‘Who preceded me?’ he asks to no one in
particular.

‘I just got in here,’ says a man with number 417, ‘but we
just seem to have to wait for our turn.’

‘Eh, yes, yes, thank you,’ he says. That’s what the lady
from the reception had said. He’s going to sit on one of the plush
benches. Fortunately there are on a table ‘the Financial Times’ and
‘Het Financieele Dagblad’. So he didn’t need to be bored for a
while.

Yet he had already
fallen half and half asleep when his number was called off. In the
doorway stood a sturdy blonde lady in a leather pantsuit, who
looked at him in a commanding way.

‘You can walk with me,’ she says, in a tone that didn’t
tolerate any contradiction.

‘Where are we going?’ he asks.

‘To your final destination. What else did you think,’ she
says.

She takes him through
a couple of long sparsely lit hallways, whereupon they approach a
door that gives access to a room that looks a bit like a medical
treatment room. She pushes him inside without saying anything else.
He is affably greeted by two nurses, at least they make that
impression, a blonde and a dark one, who apparently expect him
already.

‘Undress,’ says the dark-haired woman.

‘Completely?’ He felt a little embarrassed.

‘That’s precisely what you are supposed to do,’ she says in
a flat tone.

‘Just lie there for a minute,’ says the blonde, after he has
undressed, pointing at a white plastic-lined bench. So he did. The
plastic felt cold and clammy.

The dark-haired nurse
then ties him to the bench with a thick leather belt.

‘Extraction hook 13,’ he then hears the blonde saying. After
which she begins to pull out his nails one by one. Which wasn’t
exactly fun.

‘Can I have an anesthetic?’ he asks, between two
nails.

‘We don’t use that here,’ she says. ‘It doesn’t take long
and it’s mainly designed to prevent you from accidentally or
intentionally injuring someone during the real
treatment.’

‘The real treatment? What does that mean?’

‘You’ll find out soon enough,’ she says, whereupon she
quietly removes the rest of his nails.

‘That’s it,’ she says. ‘It all looks neat. Now you can take
place on the bench here in the hallway. You’ll be picked up in an
hour or so. Okay?’

Unfortunately there
was no reading material this time. There were no other people
waiting either. So he couldn’t speak with a fellow sufferer. For
the rest there was a deafening silence. He suddenly realized he was
actually dead. At least for the outside world above him. What was
he doing here? And what exactly did they want from him? Or with
him. He wasn’t at all easy about with it.

After a long wait he
is finally picked up by a shabby-clad old man with deep eyes and
sunken cheeks.

‘Would you just follow me,’ he says, in an unexpectedly
gloomy tone.

Whereupon he takes
him through a number of ever closer corridors until they end up in
something that mostly looks like a court. There are three
serious-looking men behind a bar.

‘Sit down,’ the middle of the three says, pointing at a
wooden bench in front of them.

Then he, being the
chief justice, begins his interrogation. ‘Is it true, number 666,
that when you were alive you worked as a banker for a
time?’

‘That’s right, Your Honor.’

‘And you don’t deny that you raked in more than 10
million euros in bonuses on that occasion? Besides your
already generous salary of 2½ million euros per
year?’

‘No, Your Honor.’

‘You also do not deny that you have blindly allowed many
tens of millions of euros of drug money to be laundered
through your bank? And that this also applies to similar amounts
earned, if we may put it in that way, by arms smuggling,
prostitution, child pornography and extortion?’

‘Eh, well, eh, that’s to say, eh, ...’

‘Yes or no.’

‘No, Your Honor. I don’t deny it,’ he says, while he feels
how sweat droplets start to run over his forehead.

‘And you also don’t deny that you ordered to cook the books
in order to hide the fact that you had 8 million euros
transferred to your secret Swiss bank account?

‘Eh, well, that’s a little more nuanced...,’ he
tries.

However, the chief
justice looks at him piercingly and says:

‘We wish here only the truth, the full truth and nothing but
the truth. Do you understand that? And do you understand that we’re
giving you one last chance here? And that this is definitely the
last chance? Or would you prefer a prolonged and certainly
unpleasant beating. The choice is yours.’

‘Eh, I don’t deny it. You are absolutely right,’ he says
quickly.

‘Now the word is with the prosecutor,’ says the chief
justice, making a gesture to the man on his right. This one opens a
thick book and systematically goes through the list of victims of
number 666. 1845 people evicted from their homes because they could
no longer afford the mortgage they were granted, 33 people who
committed suicide because the debt burden had grown above their
heads, 1943 people who had died eventually lonely and destitute. He
also mentions the number of times he has cheated on his three
wives. And with whom, name and shame. And how much he had paid them
for this.

Then the man on his left gets the floor. Being the defense. This one pulls out an
A4, folds it open and shows it to number 666. Turns out it’s a
blank sheet.

Number 666 will then be given the opportunity to have a final word. He does
however remain silent. It’s clear to him now how things
stand.

Finally the chief
justice takes a large wooden hammer and hits the bar three
times.

‘This is my judgment,’ he says, ‘and you will have to do
with it.’

Then an old bent man walks up to number 666, indicating him to follow. He now takes
him through some tortuous corridors until they hatch at something
that is a bit like an old-fashioned butcher’s shop. On the wall are
hanging a large number of long knives, blunt axes and large saws
with jagged edges. He is welcomed there by three old women with
long grey hair and soberly dressed in long black robes.

‘Sit down there for a minute,’ one of them says, pointing at
a dull-coloured metal bench. She then grabs a pair of pliers with
three grippers that she pushes into his left nostril from which,
after some prying, she pulls out a small grey human-like creature,
that she places on a small balance.

‘21½ grams,’ she
mutters, ‘so practically the average.’ The soul, for that is what
it is, is then deposited by her in a light blue crystal phial
filled for three quarters with a syrupy colorless liquid and in
which it will be preserved in anticipation of a possible
reincarnation, in due course.

Then he is skinned slowly and carefully. With the
help of a scalpel and a
dissecting knife, his skin is pulled off inch by inch. Then his
organs are removed. However he appears to have no heart. Which of
course was not surprising.

Finally his skeleton is first carefully scraped clean, then
disassembled and then ground
to dust.

With that he has
reached his final destination. Not for nothing the Bible says, in
Genesis 3:19:

‘...dust to dust, ashes to ashes.’

And it will always
going to be like this. To the end of time. Only then there will be
peace at last. Forever and ever.

 



https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=FT-r7c5HpIo

 


Alexandrix the Great

 


It’s the year 1648.
The Spanish have won the Eighty Years’ War. And almost all of the
Republic is occupied territory. Almost the whole country, because a
small village has survived the Spanish invasion and courageously
holds out on Texel. The headquarters are located in the town of
Den Burg, in the middle of the island which has been converted
into a reinforced fortress. From there the resistance to Spanish
rule is led. First of all by Alexandrix the Great, who is
the leader, together with his wife Jacoba van Beierix.
She manages the administration, carries out household tasks and
takes care of the sick and injured.

The island has a
small fleet of flatbottomed boats led by Grutte Pierix, the
chieftain of the so-called Sea Beggars. These sail under the
cloak of darkness on the Zuiderzee and inflict the Spaniards as big
losses as possible. For example by shelling Hoorn and Medemblik,
where Spanish garrisons are stationed. A few times a group of
Beggars, led by Grutte Pierix, goes ashore with the intention
of charging ahead against the Spanish and also to enjoy proletarian
shopping, which means grabbing what you can get. A spic more or
less doesn’t matter. Also their blood is just red, so when you stab
them it just flows out. It’s as simple as that. The Beggars are
therefore not for nothing the terror of the sea. Sometimes they
also venture into the North Sea, on the one hand to fish for
herring and on the other hand to chase a Spanish galleon to the
bottom if possible.

In the meantime, the
Spanish are keeping the poor people under their thumb in the
occupied territories with relentless terror. Everyone must forcibly
convert to the Roman Catholic faith and whoever refuses to do so
falls into the hands of the Inquisition. With as a result terrible
torture and usually a cruel death at the stake. The converted part
of the population has to work for the Spanish. Which means they’re
in fact no more than slaves. Though they are paid for their work.
But they can barely stay alive of this. It is not for nothing that
the Beggars are revered as heroes. Other resistance groups also are
formed occasionally, which courageously try to recapture something
of their freedom. So far this resistance has been smothered in
blood.

Then there’s the year
1672. And the Spanish tyrant Philip the Fifth appoints a
new land guardian for the Low Countries, the
Duke of Alvarix. In the company of his wife, Carmen of
Catalonia, who soon becomes known as the Beast of Barcelona.
Alvarix knows how to make incur the hatred of the population in no
time by introducing draconian taxes. In addition to the fact that
ten cents of every earned florin has to be paid to the Spanish
rulers, there are also another five cents and a penny on top of
that. A total of sixteen cents. To be paid from a starvation wage.
That was the last straw.

The ball is of course opened by the Beggars, who on 1 April
of that year, led by Grutte Pierix, bash down the gate of Den Briel and
put all the Spaniards on the sword. The next target is Vlissingen,
which is taken five days later. After that it goes fast. One city
after another is recaptured. And the occupiers are scared out of
their wits. However the Duke of Alvarix stubbornly persist. He
sends a message to Madrid in a hurry and the answer soon follows.
There is a gigantic invincible fleet on its way to the
Low Countries called the Armada. This might put things
right.

Alexandrix the Great immediately summons all his warlords.
They have to be one up to the spics at all costs.
Grutte Pierix has a plan. Which he’s going to explain himself
in some detail. And everyone nods in agreement. They all think it’s
a great plan.

The next day they sail with their little ships to the mighty Spanish fleet. They
see it from afar, as they enter the Straits of Dover. And yes, the
Armada anchors in Calais. Where the Spanish no doubt will go
raising hell. This is the moment Grutte Pierix has been
waiting for. After which the plan can enter into force. The cannons
are now loaded with bullets wrapped with cloths saturated with
lamp oil. And just before the cannons will be firing their
cargo at the ships of the Armada, these cloths are set on fire. And
then. Fire! Whereupon dozens of burning cannonballs hit the ships
lying on the quay. The result is an impressive fireworks display.
This is repeated a number of times after which most of the
invincible Armada is in a blaze. Because of the turmoil the
Spaniards are running from the taverns in great confusion, most of
them in a heavily intoxicated state and some only half-dressed, as
they seem to have just visited the whores, and stand in a daze as
their ships are consumed one after the other by the flames. And
when they get closer, they are also treated to a thunderous salvo,
sowing death and destruction among the men. Those who survive jump
into the water en masse in order to escape the flames. The ships of
Grutte Pierix have now approached to finish the job
immediately. After that most of the Armada is left no more than a
smoking mess. What remains of the ships is razed to the ground by
the citizens of Calais. Grutte Pierix is now going ashore with
a number of other Beggars so as to deal with the remaining
Spaniards. This is going to be a one-sided fight. The enemy is
hardly capable of any opposition anymore and so it is easy serving
for our boys. The caramba’s are therefore numerous. The Beggars did
not know Spanish, but they didn’t need to.

‘Weird guys, those spics,’ Grutte Pierix mutters, while
he’s knifing one after the other. After business they go to the
various taverns, where they eat with relish the remnants of the
meals left behind by the Spanish. The wine also flows profusely.
Until the small hours they celebrate the sweetness of victory.
After which they board again and head for home.

As soon as the news
reaches the Low Countries a general uprising breaks out. In
street fights the Spaniards are eliminated one by one. There are
also casualties among the civilian population, but the battle also
ends in victory here.

The joy among the population is great. There’s a celebration for days. With
herring, stew and white bread. Don’t forget many liters of beer. In
the meantime the Spanish’s quarters are being plundered and the
Spanish silver coins and oranges are distributed fairly among the
people. Alexandrix and Jacoba return to the capital where they are
cheered by thousands. As if Ajaxis had just won the final of the
Champions League. The orange-white-blue flutters from the
roofs and singing and dancing crowds pass through the streets. Then
they go down to the heart of the matter. The Republic is being
restored. It is stipulated that there will be freedom of religion,
of course with the exception of Catholics, trade is flourishing,
the ‘Vereenigde Oostindische Compagnie’ is being
established, Alexandrix is appointed stadholder and
‘Wij Willen Holland Houen’ is proclaimed the
national anthem. Philip the Fifth is abjured during a
solemn meeting of nobles and slavery is officially abolished. At
least as far as the Low Countries are concerned.

The Duke of Alvarix
is sentenced to death after a short trial and beheaded at the
Binnenhof in The Hague, together with his main tax collectors.
As well as Carmen of Catalonia. And on 24 October of that year
peace is finally signed. The now Hundred And Four Years’ War was
finally over.

 



https://youtu.be/Mt_-wS0GIFM

 


Annabel

 


Annabel hasn’t been
doing so well for a while. Keesjan is worried. Ever since he met
her she has had heart problems for which she has already undergone
several surgeries. These certainly have helped, but apparently not
enough. And for the past few weeks she’s been tired all the time
and again and again there has been trouble. That’s why they make an
appointment with the cardiologist, one they have known for a while
and who has an excellent reputation, Herr Doktor Dranckenstein.
Several heart videos and ultrasounds had already been made and
several other studies had been conducted, from which they would
probably hear the results now. Fortunately the doctor is
optimistic.

‘I can reassure you in
sofern that there are heute gute Möglichkeiten for surgery mit ein
hohe Erfolgserwartung. Es betrifft here eine quite neue Behandlung,
nämlich ein Transplantation. So you get ein neues Herz und wohl,
und das ist das Neue, ein Schweineherz, wie nennen Sie das, oh
well, ein pig’s heart. That’s sehr stark vergleichbar mit ein Man’s
heart und in Prinzip would you damit gemachlich hundert werden
können. I would you that then auch sehr stark willen advisieren.
Ja? Was meinen Sie selbst?’

Annabel likes the
idea and after much deliberation and extensive questioning, she
finally decides to go through.

A
few weeks later she’s having
surgery and her heart is being replaced by a pig’s, whose owner
wished to remain anonymous. And of course that wish was respected.
And Annabel didn’t feel the need to know who the donor was. She
also had no immediate intention of contacting his family. ‘Let’s
first wait for the result.’ At first it was, it needs to be said,
beyond all expectations. Of course she had to recover first, but
then she started to feel better and better. Much to the relief of
herself and Keesjan. Science ’s come a long way, as it turned out.
However, especially in the beginning, she had to maintain a strict
diet. But this could be gradually become less rigid. And over time
she was allowed to eat everything again. However, in pork cutlets
and steaks, food she used to love, she didn’t enjoy at all. Would
be spychic or something, she thought. And for the rest she liked
everything. So it should be all right. At least you’d say
so.

Over time however she begins to notice a few things. First
of all she had a tendency to get a little plump. Whereas before she had always been quite
slender. Anyway, maybe this was a good sign. At least she didn’t
lack appetite, so that’s what it would be. Besides she started to
notice some other things. The first thing she noticed was her
voice. It started to get a little lower. But well, nothing to worry
about. However, she started to do so when she also noticed some
physical changes in herself. Such that, over the course of a few
weeks, something of a curly tail began to develop. And she gets
some stiff black hair on her back. Her ears gradually get a little
longer, her nose becomes wider and flatter and on the whole her
skin color becomes more and more red. Also, something develops that
seems to be a beginning of tusks. Not very conspicuous, but still.
All in all reason enough to go to the family doctor.

Whereupon has
examined her extensively he nods a few times
thoughtfully.

‘Well, of course this is a new treatment method and
therefore not all possible side effects are known. So far however I
see nothing disturbing. In itself you are in excellent health. That
little tail and those hairs could possibly be surgically removed,
but if it doesn’t bother you, I’d just leave it there. There is a
good chance that they will come back very soon. You’d just wait and
see for a while.’

Somewhat reassured
they leave the doctor’s office. It’s a good thing she ‘d had it
looked at. At least she thought so herself. And Keesjan agreed with
her.

Her girlfriends, of course, notice that something has
changed about her. But because she looks healthy and radiant, such as they had never actually
experienced her before, they are only happy for her.

‘You look really great,’ says one of them
enthusiastically.

‘Yes, do you think? Well, that’s actually how I feel,’ she
says. While she’s just keeping her worries quiet. As long as it
went well, it went well, didn’t it?

At work too everyone
acts very normally towards her. Only her sisters look at her a
little strangely from time to time.

‘Are you really okay?’ one asks concerned.

‘Sure, I am fine,’ she says. Stay positive, she thinks in
the meantime, and do not show anything. I’m fine, I’m feeling good
and please let it stay that way. It’s all been hard enough. I feel
completely healthy again. And that’s the most important
thing.

She now goes for a
regular walk in the woods. The forest air does her a lot of good
and she can then enjoy herself in her new hobby, digging up
truffles. She’ll process it in dinner. To Keesjan’s delight by the
way. He adores this dish.

Shortly afterwards Annabel appears to be pregnant. And almost at the due date
she gives birth to three cute little rosy piglets. Which they call
Porky, Hammy and Piglet.

Her babies have been all the world to her ever since. And she gives them all the
love, attention and care they need.

She has since quit
her job. She now wants to devote herself entirely to motherhood.
Into which she puts her heart and soul. And Keesjan likes
everything. As long as she’s comfortable with it. That’s the most
important thing. All but one of her girlfriends don’t show up
anymore. Her relatives are also failing. It only brings them closer
together as a family. Keesjan is now increasingly taking over the
household tasks. So that Annabel can fully deal with the education
of the children. Which, thankfully, comes easily to her. They grow
up well. Remarkably they do not appear to be susceptible to the
usual childhood diseases. Only Piglet once had the beginning of
foot-and-mouth disease. However the doctor had a efficacious remedy
against this, albeit after a telephone consultation with a
veterinary friend. Furthermore they had little reason to complain
about their health. And Annabel seems to be doing well for the time
being.

Superficially she is.
And in terms of health she didn’t have to complain. It was more
that her appearance... Well. It was obvious now. Her heart became
more and more in control of her. There was no longer any denying
it. She herself had long made peace with it. And Keesjan thought he
should just accept it. In short, they had to live with
it.

The symptoms increased now hand over hand. And every time she looks in
the mirror she sees that the changes are unmistakable. Well, don’t
worry about tomorrow.

A
year has passed. And she’s
totally resigned herself to it now.

And Keesjan enjoys her grateful look again and again as he gently pats her over her
head.

‘Come on, I’ll let you out.’

Whereupon she walks
on hands and feet next to him over street, growling with
pleasure.

And that’s how it’s
been three times a day since then. If that’s not true
love...

 



 


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=AZ65i3Pswc8&t=10s

 


The voice from the dark




Brother John is a
Father Jesuit, who will one day be charged with fulfilling a
mission. He is hearing a voice that gives him the instructions he
needs. The voice appears to come from a dark corner of the room,
but he can’t really place it. The voice tells him that he, John,
has been chosen because of his exemplary way of life and is
therefore granted the privilege of giving his life as a martyr of
true faith. Which immediately fills him with great gratitude. He
accepts. And he’ll do whatever he’s asked of. Which makes the voice
very happy. He gives John some further details, of which he can’t
make head or tail from at the time. The essence of the message
however is clear to him.

First of all John
must poison the holy water in St. Paul’s Cathedral. As an insider
he naturally knows where to find this precious liquid. The poison
to be used here is already waiting for him. The voice indicate
where to find this. It further explains that this water will be
used the next day for a devilish baptism ceremony. That was all he
needed to know for a while. The why of this he would find out
later. He only had to carry out this task as best as he could. A
lot depended on it. And it would make the world a little less bad
again. That was an argument that appealed to him and he was doing
his job as best as he could. He soon found the poison, a yellowish
liquid in a blue vial, whereupon he goes to the cathedral in peace
and pours the contents of the bottle into the holy
water.

The next day he reads in the newspaper that he had
succeeded in his first assignment. The child, who according to the voice would be an
embodiment of the Beast, and who would otherwise have grown up to
be a mass murderer, had died in the arms of his mother.

His second assignment is to kill a Prince Carnival.
According to the voice he is
an annual insult to the true believers. As well as the carnival
itself. If only because of those councils of eleven who, on the
eleventh of the eleventh, often already in a badly intoxicated
state, meet to choose such a mockery in a so-called meeting. As if
the circle of the Apostles had not been completed after the
betrayal of Judas. A scandalous insinuation. And then you think you
can flout the Ten Commandments for four days. Blasphemous. So
a duty had to be done. The murder should take place during the
handing over of the keys by the mayor. Another scandalous display.
By which the keys of heaven, which are depicted on the Vatican’s
coat of arms for good reason, are mocked. The mayor who cooperates
in this should therefore be executed at the same time. A heavy bomb
has been made for this purpose. The voice indicates where he might
find the bomb. And where it should be placed. That’s all he had to
do. The bomb would then be detonated remotely at the right time. So
he’d be safely out of shot himself. And this was done
accordingly.

The next day he reads in the newspaper that the action has been a great success.
Both Prince Carnival and the mayor were killed in the attack.
Together with eleven bystanders, who also got what they
deserved.

After this he goes to
confession with his favorite confessor, pastor Govert Dominicus
Hieronimus van Alphen. There he confesses his sins and the pastor
listens to him.

‘Do you repent of these sins?’ he then asks John.

‘Yes and no, reverend, these were instructed by a higher
power, so I has to obey. So yes for me personally and no because
I’ve succeeded in my missions.’

The pastor nods a few
times thoughtfully. He doesn’t understand anything, but he doesn’t
want to lose his sheep either. He therefore gives him two orders,
to pronounce seven Hail Marys and meditate in silence for a
day and ends with ‘I relieve you of your sins in the Name of the
Father and the Son and the Holy Spirit. Amen.’

Having come home Johannus kneels down in humility and says
seven times in front of
himself:

‘Hail, Mary, full of
grace. The Lord is with thee. Blessed are thou among women, and
blessed is the Fruit of your womb, Jesus. Holy Mary, Mother of God,
pray for us, sinners, now and in the hour of our death.
Amen.’

After which he spends a day meditating in silence, reflecting on his sins and wondering
how he could better his life.

After that he feels
that everything is all right again.

For a few days peace
seems to reign once more. Then the voice turns to him again. And
this time he seems to be coming from high above him.
Also this time his tone is darker
and more threatening. Which does not promise much good.

He now gets his third
and final assignment. This concerns the killing of as many as
possible, and preferably of course all, infidels in the Parliament.
To this end he is given access to a small hand machine gun, plus
enough ammunition to kill a herd of elephants, and thus goes to the
Binnenhof.

He takes a seat in
the public gallery where, apart from a couple of newshounds, no one
else is there and wait until all participants in that day’s meeting
have arrived. And when the supreme mistress of this in majority
pagan congregation allows the first speaker, not coincidentally a
fat flabby right-wing politician, and moreover the prototype of the
Antichrist, to mount the tribune, he is the first to point his
weapon at this representative of evil on earth. Who then, fatally
hit, drops down on earth.

The press people,
mainly newshounds of ‘De Telegraaf’, now all want to throw
themselves at him, but they forgot you shouldn’t count your
chickens before they hatch. With a few volleys he makes them kiss
the dust, or rather the plush. Collateral damage, so to speak. I
wish they hadn’t been so stupid.

After which he quickly settles with the rest.
There is great consternation,
which only makes his task easier. And in ten minutes he’s finished
his entire list. And only the members of the Christian parties
survive. Entirely in accordance with command. For the Protestants
also were spared.

Finally he wants to
take his own life. As he was told. He pushes the barrel of the
machine gun into his mouth and quickly does a little prayer. But
before he has gathered enough courage to pull the trigger, a number
of armed guards storm into the hall, immediately opening fire on
him. On which he now falls to the ground riddled with
bullets.

He gives one last
sigh. And with a smile on his face he draws his last
breath.

His soul immediately
rises to heaven, where it is greeted by a host of singing
angels.

It was finished.
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https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=cC1AWfiz8lk

 


Faithful to the
fatherland

 


Knudde, Knut and
Thor, three members of the Popular Front for the Liberation of
Kulghanistan, were assembled in a meeting. The question, as usual,
was how to continue fighting the enemy. Because well, the peace in
the small kingdom, picturesquely situated between the streams
Oderja and Abernein, was miles away. Actually the situation had
gradually become unbearable. And all this because of the brown
March Hare. Which reproduces at lightning speed and devour anything
that is only slightly edible. Which means that a mass famine is
imminent now. All the more so since the brown March Hare itself is
not edible. That is, its taste is so disgusting that no one gets a
bite of it rammed down his throat. The beast itself however is not
averse to anything. If necessary they ate doll shit, but preferably
with sambal and a dash of tomato ketchup. Which were also their
favorite dressings with other dishes. And they always had these in
stock.

They could plunder
refrigerators effortlessly and they also managed to open cans in no
time. In short, nothing was safe from their gluttony. And wherever
people hid their food they always knew where to find it. And in no
time they’d eliminated everything. So something really had to be
done. Otherwise the consequences would have been incalculable. So
good advice is invaluable.

Although prizes had
been offered to those who knew how to kill the most of these
bastards, the plague continued unabated. It looked really bleak
now. Could there be any rescue?

Then Knut comes up
with an idea. That he throws right into the group.

‘Slobber foxes,’ he says, looking at the others in
turn.

‘What exactly do you mean?’ asks Knudde.

‘We’ll send them out there. Then they will in no time chase
the hares.’

‘Good plan,’ says Knudde, ‘only, how do we get slobber
foxes?’

‘I know a few,’ says Thor, ‘but they’re old and not such
good walkers.’

‘We’ll have a competition,’ Knut now suggests, ‘and then we
unleash the best one at them.’ Thus was decided. The competitions
that were organised consisted of three parts. First one had to run
a kilometre, then to shop as fast as possible in five minutes and
finally to clean up as much rubbish as possible in fifteen minutes.
A similar competition, but in slightly adapted form, was then
offered for fighting cocks, barflies, sex kittens, ninja turtles
and bullfrogs. Thus the best of each species were quickly selected.
These received a short training session. Which, by the way, was
quite heavy, complete with a assault course, ten kilometers of
running in full marching order and then shooting practice with the
double-barreled shotgun. Whereupon the training was completed with
a hearty meal consisting of jugged hare with onions, garlic, French
fries and a good glass of red wine to acquire the taste.

After which all set
off and the hunting season is opened. And in no time the blast of
gunfire was immense. And soon the first bunch of brown March Hares
kicked the bucket. The hunters had no mercy. After all it is about
the sweet fatherland. So let’s get rid of all that brown
scum.

Very soon a pack of
loan sharks joins them. Followed by a herd of elephant girls, two
keyboard lions, a swarm of dung beetles, four jackanapes and a
bumblebee.

The country is then
inundated with foreign press-mosquitos who want to keep a close
start on the course of the fight in order to report it in the
media. Also a bunch of silly gooses come across the border that are
eager for scandal. However, these are thrown out as soon as
possible with a number of headless chickens.

Soon it’s going to be
tough. Knudde, Knut and Thor are now present too. And they are
mainly concerned with driving the March Hares out of their hiding
places. To which purpose they have equipped themselves with rat
tails and carpet beaters. By which they wreak a lot of havoc. The
March Hares, who are now under attack from all sides, soon find
themselves in utter confusion. They don’t have a leader, so it’s
every hare for himself. And wherever they seek refuge they are
immediately driven away.

The hunt then also focuses on the silly roof hare. After all this one is in no
respect better than a March Hare. So these too get finished
off. Thus are killed two birds with one stone. Small groups of
resistance are now being formed everywhere, fighting the brown
March Hares in all sorts of ways. Such as house sparrows and dust
mites, armed with rolling pins, earwigs carrying out espionage
tasks and bookworms that dig through the literature in order to
advice the fighters in the field. In short, everyone contributes in
all sorts of ways.

As the battle approaches its climax and it becomes clear
that the March Hares are
going to taste defeat, some of them are trying to get away
unscathed. But before that they really have to pull themselves
together. But most of them are discovered in no time. Others try to
cross the border disguised as Easter bunnies, but nobody falls for
that either. Attempts to pose as an ice rabbit also go
nowhere.

Finally the result of
all efforts is that the March Hares go en masse underground and did
not dare to show themselves since. Then among the victors a general
struggle for power breaks loose of all against all. This ends
undecided, after which in the once so peaceful kingdom total
anarchy reigns.

No one knows who
exactly is in charge in the country. Now the elephant girls have
the upper hand, then all power is up to the dung beetles and every
now and then a slobber fox is in charge. For the barflies and sex
kittens however golden times dawn. The pubs will remain open day
and night and all drinks are now half price. Also jackanapes have
free access now and can drink as much as they want. Which does not
appear to fall on deaf ears. So well, let the good times
roll.

In short, the
fatherland was finally saved.

 



https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Uerz0QnMC28

 


Blaustrumpchen and the
werewolves

 


Her real name was
Marie-Louise Esmeralda Amélie De Coligny von Lippe- Biesterfeld.
However her girlfriends usually called her Blaustrumpfchen. Even
though she had no idea why. After all she was just a good and sweet
girl of just twenty-one. And she was looking for true love. For a
while actually. It just didn’t go very smoothly. Not so far at
least. This gradually worried her.

Then she decides to try it by visiting a disco. After all she’s a nice dancer, so why
not. And sure enough she gets soon in touch with what she thinks is
a nice young man. They make an appointment right away and he
invites her to dinner. In restaurant Lonely Wolf. What she
just doesn’t know is that this is a meeting place of werewolves and
those who are about to become one. What she also doesn’t know is
that werewolves only become active as such at full moon. And it
happened to be full moon now. At first everything seems tob e fun
and cozy. But gradually something changes in the various guests.
They become more and more hairy and begin to talk with deeper
voices, after which the sound of their voices gradually turns into
a moaning whine. It’s obvious they want something. Or rather they
want someone. A woman of flesh and blood. Not too skinny, not too
fat. Not too ugly, not too old. Could that someone be
Blaustrumpfchen?

However, her new
friend, who had introduced himself to her as Iwan Iwanowovich, acts
as if he has not noticed anything. And at the same time tries hard
to put her at ease as much as possible. After all the evening is
still young. Not to mention the night.

Then the food will be
served. Starting with caviar with bread and toast and of course
vodka. Marie-Louise’s face brightens up right away. At least that
was a good start.

Then a large pan of borscht is served, from which Iwan serves both of them. The
next course is Boeuf Stroganoff, with delicious beef and a
very spicy red sauce. Marie-Louise eats with relish. She’s feeling
all over the moon right now. Finally a fresh and fruity dessert,
Pavlova with raspberries and melon. Whereupon Iwan orders some more
vodka for both of them. The food was delicious, but it made
thirsty.

Then Iwan thinks the
time is right to tell something about himself.

He descends from the
Romanovs. Part of his family was cowardly killed by the Bolsheviks
during the Russian revolution of 1917. Since then they have been
forced to live in the shadow. One day however they will return in
full glory. The Romanovs are a strong family. With a glorious past.
And with no doubt a glorious future. The family really only has one
weakness. It’s their blood. That’s not quite right. Fortunately
there was a wise monk at the time, called Rasputin, who had an
efficacious remedy and who, albeit with varying degrees of success,
applied it to them. Until he was killed by the tsarina’s enemies.
Which didn’t go very smoothly. First they tried to kill him with
cyanide. That failed. Then they tried it with gunshots on his body.
That too proved inconclusive. He was now kicked and beaten with an
iron-covered club. He was also resistant to this. He was eventually
shot in the head by one of the conspirators. To which he finally
succumbed. And he was then thrown into the river. Iwan paused for a
moment and took a few sips of his vodka. Then he
continued:

‘Fortunately the lessons of the wise monk were preserved.
And they continued to benefit our family. The remedy he had
recommended to us was that our blood should be purified about once
a month. And that was best done by completely replacing it with
fresh blood. In this way we could even acquire eternal
life.’

‘So you have to go to the hospital once a month for a blood
transfusion?’ asked Marie-Louise, in a somewhat concerned
tone.

‘No, no, the cleaning has to take place from the inside,’
Iwan said. ‘I don’t know exactly how it works. All I know is that
somehow it’s always going to be okay. And then I feel like reborn.
In retrospect however I can’t remember much or nothing about
it.’

‘What a special story,’ says Marie-Louise. ‘And you've been
fine ever since?’

‘Absolutely. And somehow it all goes by itself. At least I’m
not doing anything special for it. At least not as far as I
know.’

In the background one
can hear now the sounds of a balalaika. First gently, then a little
louder. Then there are other instruments. The music gradually
swells until all conversations are drowned out. The other guests
now break into a chant with deep sonorous voices. At first quietly,
but gradually their voices become hoarse and raspy and the music
gets an ominous sound.

Marie-Louise however
loves it and in Iwan’s eyes now reflect a mixture of pleasure on
the one hand and melancholy on the other. Which doesn’t escape
Marie-Louise’s notice. It probably has to do with the Russian soul,
she thinks. And she finds she had been lucky to have met Iwan.
She’d never experienced an evening like this before. After which
she surrenders to the now increasingly rough and wilder singing.
She now drinks her glass at once, and Iwan immediately fills it
again. How thoughtful he is, she thinks, a true gentleman, just in
Russian style. They’ll have a word for that, but it didn’t matter
right now.

At some point the
table is cleared and Marie-Louise is placed in the middle of it.
The guests, all of whom have now been transformed into werewolves,
as well as Iwan himself, now gather in a circle around her. Then
they attack her one by one and take snarling and growling
possession of her. While the others fight each other for the right
to be next. It became a great orgy of sex and violence. Where
things got really rough. And Marie-Louise herself too is often
bitten and scratched. Which, however, does not seem to bother her.
On the contrary, she is starting to enjoy it more and more. And she
feels as if something’s starting to break free in her that’s been
hiding all these years. On the one hand it occurs to her that
something is not quite right, on the other hand it is as if she has
finally found what she has longed for in silence for years. She
closes her eyes and goes through everything as it apparently was
supposed to.

It’s late, or rather
early in the morning, when a waiter gently taps her on the
shoulder. She wakes up and looks somewhat surprised. There’s no one
else to be seen. No trace of Iwan either. He hadn’t even said
goodbye to her. Well, apparently she had fallen asleep and he
probably hadn’t wanted to wake her up. To her relief he appears to
have paid the bill. Slightly staggering she gets up, says thanks to
the waiter and walks out with unsteady gait. It’s raining and it’s
cold. But even though she’s dressed thinly it doesn’t bother her.
The only thing is, she feels a little light-headed. Could be from
the vodka, she thought. Well, at least it had been a fun
night.

At one point she meets a man who looks at her with concern.

‘Are you feeling all right, ma’am? Can I help you with
anything?’ he asks.

‘Mind your own business and get lost, grrr,’ she snarls at
him.

Then he sees the
fiery red look in her eyes and then takes off like a
jackrabbit.

At home she
immediately looks for her bed and soon drops off to a deep and
dreamless sleep.

The next morning she
doesn’t remember anything from the previous night.

 



https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=l6Dd0EaEbqg

 


And Now For Something Completely
Different!

 


Amy Bierhaven is in
the hospital waiting room. She wants IVF treatment because she
wishes to have a second child and she gradually realises that her
husband is infertile. And that’s why she’s having an appointment
with the gynecologist now. That her first-born is the child of the
neighbor, eh, maybe she shouldn’t tell him. Luckily she doesn’t
have to wait for long.

‘Are you sure you want it in vitro,’ asks Dr. Liebfrau, the
gynecologist, ‘a fertilization outside the body?’

‘Well, no, not necessarily so,’ she says, ‘but is there any
other way?’

‘If you wish to, it is possible. Even if you don’t wish to,
by the way. Strictly speaking we then call it an in vivo
fertilization, but you don’t have to worry about that.’

Amy’s interested
right away. What would this handsome doctor have on offer for
her?

He now proposes to
use a new technique which is still at an experimental stage, but
for which there are high expectations, namely fertilization by a
sex robot. According to the experts this would be most
approximating the natural course of events. The doctor unfolds a
leaflet in which he shows her, in lifelike colors, his five top
models of the moment. And Amy looks full of expectation at the
pictures the doctor shows her. And is immediately
interested.

‘This is Ted,’ he says, pointing to an image of a beautiful
male figure in the shape of a nice teddybear, ‘and this is Ken,
this one’s a little more macho, but it depends on your taste, of
course.’ Amy only nods a few times. She already felt butterflies in
her belly. That is promising. The doctor turns to the next
page.

‘And this is Paul,’ he says, pointing to a friendly-looking
doll with nice curly hair and a soft expression on his face. ‘and
here we have John, this one is a bit more robust in character, but
has a great sense of humour.’

‘Can they talk?’ asks Amy, puzzled.

‘Yes, for sure. Their vocabulary may be limited, but you can
have whole conversations with them. And they are also preprogrammed
so that they react as well as possible to the woman with whom they
are going to do it, so to speak.’

‘Gee,’ Amy just says.

‘And this is finally George,’ the doctor says, pointing to a
somewhat dreamy-looking doll with long wavy hair and a
confidence-building facial expression. ‘Look at them quietly, I
would say. Time isss on our side. And it’s important that you
choose a partner that suits you as well as possible.’

Amy browses the
leaflet a few times and carefully reads the more detailed
descriptions of each specimen. Whereupon she finally takes a
decision.

‘Just do Ted,’ she says, ‘I like all of them, but I felt
strongly drawn towards him right away.’

Ted certainly had all
she
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