
BLIND DETECTIVES

The Journey Towards The Light Part II

Peter Raposo

APS Books

Yorkshire
APS Books,

The Stables Field Lane,  Aberford,  West Yorkshire,  LS25 3AE

APS Books is a subsidiary of the APS Publications imprint

www.andrewsparke.com

©2025 Peter Raposo

Peter Raposo has asserted his right to be identified as the author of this work in accordance with the Copyright Designs and Patents Act 1988

This is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, places and events, is entirely coincidental.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in or introduced into a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise) without the written permission of the publisher except that brief selections may be quoted or copied without permission, provided that full credit is given.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Prologue

The same, but different

Blind detectives

But write about what?

I’m staring at darkness,

No one smiles.

Life

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Prologue 


[image: image]


Friday night. Six Jewish people are sitting in a small room, singing and praying. There’s no synagogue where the author lives. No synagogue and no Torah. They carry the synagogue inside their hearts, next to the Torah. At times it is a light load, easy to carry. Other times, not so easy.

Sometimes they’re faced with hate.

Sometimes they have to hide who they are.

Bereishit bara Elohim et hashamayim...

By now they know some of the words by heart. This is their life, their joy, their pride. They must learn and carry on, and then pass it along to their children. So much to learn, every day, so much to teach. 

Barukh atah Adonai Eloheinu...

But some of them get lost along the way, or their faith changes. Or their faith becomes none. So many things can lead to nothing, even to atheism. For now the author believes. Later, in a few years’ time, who knows?

The words they speak and sing are more than a thousand years old and the world is progressing, moving forward at the speed of light, with (almost) everyone glued to a screen. Their children want to spend time online, chatting with people from all over the world, time online, wasting time. Meanwhile the parents sing the songs of their people in Hebrew, in English. They sing the songs and they say the prayers, again, in Hebrew, in English. They carry the synagogue inside their hearts, next to the Torah. That reminds the author of a quote in The Book of Questions by Edmond Jabès where the poet’s Jewish brothers turn to him and say that he isn’t Jewish due to the fact that he doesn’t go to the synagogue, and the poet tells them that he carries the synagogue within him. The author knows how the poet feels.

The author (of this) smiles. Of course, tomorrow morning he will go to a synagogue but tonight he welcomes the Sabbath in the company of other fellow Jews, some of whom he has just met. A Jewish friend of his told him about a group of Jewish people that gather together on Friday nights not that far from where the author works, and then he contacted a Jewish lady who told him where he could meet up with them. There’s no synagogue in the city where he lives so, every Friday afternoon, the Jewish people meet wherever they can, and on Saturday morning some of them go to a nearby synagogue. Actually, there is a synagogue in the city but it was abandoned years ago and now it is in need of repairs. Upon further investigation the author finds out that the synagogue is now occupied by someone from Israel and work is being done to it. Further detective work from him and he’s told that the Jewish community in his city is having early talks with someone about having the synagogue back. But for now they carry the synagogue within them, next to the Torah, next to their hearts. 

Saturday morning, he goes to the shul on his own. His children are tired, it is cold outside, and he doesn’t pressure them into going with him. Travelling alone, he feels a bit sad. Little by little, week by week, he becomes the only Jew in the family. One day only strangers and friends will say Kaddish for him. Or maybe not. Maybe not. As everyone knows, things can change all of a sudden. 

This morning the author is feeling a bit down. His dreams seem unobtainable, out of reach, and his wife is getting a bit cold. Day by day, she’s getting colder, at times a bit cruel. He looks out of the window, at the trees that are being left behind, at his dreams that flash right through his eyes. So many thoughts are going through his head. He wanted to write them all down, start a new journal, start a novel. He was already working on a new book, a collection of short stories, something along the lines of Natasha by David Bezmozgis. Or something altogether different. And he was also writing a journal, a journal that was becoming some sort of sci-fi novel. But the world was changing at a scary speed, and, in his heart, he knew the worst was yet to come. Yes, in his heart he knew that dark days were waiting just around the corner. It would take a few years but those dark days would arrive when people lest expected it. And then what?

And then life would go on, just as it always does. 

But there would be death, a lot of it, deaths, lots of it. Not yet but he knew that those days (of darkness) (of death) were waiting for them all just around the corner. But no one ever believed a word the author said. People just thought of him as a crazy conspiracy theorist. So be it. 

16th July 2016

On the train, heading to the shul. Opposite me a couple are stuffing themselves with sweets. The man in front of me keeps yawning. I’m reading Mihail Sebastian’s journal. Outside, it looks like it will rain. After the service, I hope, as I don’t have my umbrella with me. 

A lot of pretty women inside and outside the station. A few ugly women, too. 

I’m way too early for the service so I kill some time walking around, looking, thinking, enjoying the Sabbath. 

I travel on the Sabbath but I live so far away from the shul so what else can I do?

A gorgeous woman walks past me in New Street, just outside Muji. She’s Asian; Japanese, I think, early twenties, and she’s wearing a short black dress, flat shoes, and a cream jacket. She has long legs. Pretty long legs. When she walked past me, I gave her a long look and she gave me a long smile, and then I turned around to give her another look, and she turned around too. I quickly looked away and kept on walking. 

Women (and our thoughts); they can lead you to perdition. 

(But I’ve got a good woman at home, a pretty woman and a good mother, too, although, sometimes, I don’t know... I just don’t know...)

Sometimes my woman is so cold, and lately, for the last few months or so, things have been, I don’t know how to put it...not so rosy. And she’s so cold, sometimes too cold to love.

As I made my way along the city, killing time before the service, I saw my friend Sara making her way down the road. Actually, she saw me first and approached me. There was a man with her. I’ve seen him before, on her Facebook page. He must be her new man. She’s a good woman. I hope he’s a good man, too. I hope he is good to her. After her share of bad luck with men, she deserves to find a good man.

She didn’t introduce me to him and he remained in the background watching us; the blind detective wondering what was happening. 

Sara asked, “Are you going to the shul?”

I said yes and she told me to say hello to everyone. Meanwhile her man was watching us, looking like a blind detective that was looking for clues.

Before I left she said, “I’ll see you next week.”

“Okay,” I said.

It has been a few weeks since she was last at the shul. She’s busy with life, with love, but what about God? We tend to forget Him so quickly, but once things go a bit wrong with our lives, we quickly run to Him, or we, so unkindly, blame Him for our misfortunes. 

On the way to the shul, in Eden Place, just outside Starbucks, a French woman says hello to me. She’s young, in her early twenties. She looks sad and lonely. Is she sad because of what happened in Nice a few days ago? (So am I.) I say hello back at her.

“She looks me up and down and then asks, “Juif?”

I nod, adding, “Oui. Et toi?”

“Non,” she says.

She raises her right hand mid-air and then goes inside Starbucks. I raise my hand mid-air too, a gesture that is a cross between hello and see you later. But how did she know I was Jewish? I touch my neck. My Star of David necklace is hanging out of my shirt. I put it back in, away from sight, from hate or stares. And my tizitzit is also hanging out of my trousers. I put it back in, away from sight, from hate or stares.

A quiet service. My body rests while I’m at the shul. My soul rejoices. The same old faces and a few new faces are here, all looking for something. Later on the new faces will become old faces. New people come to the shul one week and they never seem to leave. Little by little, month by month, Rabbi Jacobi gathers her own tribe. She leads the service and we listen and join in. She teaches and we learn. And then we return for more. And every few months we see some new faces. And they return for more too.

Talking to a friend of mine outside the shul, she tells me, “The only time I go out is when I come to the shul.”

“Me too,” I say. “I come here to recharge my batteries.”

She nods, and her man says, “Yes, me too.”

But occasionally I do go out.

Ina was at the shul. She’s in between sexes. Man or woman? She doesn’t know. Nobody knows. 

Actually, we know. And she knows it too. She’s a man trying to be a woman. The name might be feminine, and the face and some of the mannerisms too, but, for now, she’s still a man. 

Will she go through the full change?

I believe she will.

I know a few transgenders, Jewish and non-Jewish. I’m friends with them. The world goes round and round, people change (some change sexes, some change religions), and I make friends everywhere, friends of all sorts. There are two (transgenders) at my workplace, and now one at the shul. Henry Miller and Mihail Sebastian never wrote about transgenders, but now they’re here, among us, and I must include them in my documents. (Didn’t Miller write about transgenders in The Rosy Crucifixion? Maybe not. I don’t think he did. I think he only mentioned lesbians. Big difference there. It has been a while since I last read those books; Sexus, Plexus, Nexus. I must read them again soon.)

Ina is a detective too. She’s searching for her real self. Or a new self. We’re all searching for something, gathering clues blindly, gathering clues without even knowing what we’re doing. We’re blind detectives. We see but we don’t really see.

We see but we fail to see that this life is nothing but a dream.

The mind is all. 

Nothing else is real.

July and still no summer. I don’t mind. 

I close my eyes, sit on the floor, and meditate. A new adventure awaits me, a strange adventure, but while I’m meditating, I see something, someone, a strange figure, dressed in white, a face mask on, the kind of face masks that I see a lot on those YouTube clips set in Japan. Who is that figure in white with the face mask on? What is he (it’s a he, I think) trying to tell me? And is he a hero or a villain?
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The same, but different 
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The author wants to have a quiet day at work, to keep on working on his new book, a book that is almost finished, a book about nothing. To make a living, he works as a security guard, a job he doesn’t dislike. The work he does is clean and honest (but the author needs a change), the pay is okay, and, best of all, he works close to home. Every morning, from Monday to Friday, he makes his way to work on foot, MP3 in his pocket, music blasting from the headphones. He has a wife, two children he absolutely adores, and he’s happy. Or he’s kind of happy. Or almost happy. (And is anyone ever truly happy?)

Before he returns to the desk, he grabs a cup of coffee, his second of the day. Last year he found out he has high blood pressure and now he’s on medication, Amlodipine, probably for the rest of his life. Too much coffee probably doesn’t help (with the high blood pressure), but he doesn’t drink alcohol and he doesn’t smoke, and coffee is the only drink that he really likes. If he quits that what else can he drink? 

He tried different drinks, all kinds of tea, decaf coffee (argh), Barleycup, whatever, but neither of those drinks taste as good as coffee. Some tasted a bit bitter while others tasted of nothing at all, and the author went back to drinking coffee. But sooner or later he will have to quit it for good. His Mormon friends were right; too much caffeine isn’t good to one’s health. 

Even though he no longer attends the Mormon Church he learned a lot from it and was given a lot of good advices from a lot of Mormons. Some of them live quiet lives, lives centred on God and family, the kind of life that the author likes to live. And every once in a while, he meets up with some Mormon friends and they talk about life, God, books, etc. Everyone is different and yet there’s something inside us that connect us all to one another. It’s like the Mormons sing; we’re all children of God.

Petra is sitting behind the desk browsing through her Facebook page. She started working here months ago and she doesn’t get along with the author. He doesn’t dislike her, but she’s nosy and too loud, just a bit too much for the (literally) poor author. He likes silence, meditation, Kabbalah, Judaism, to recite prayers in Hebrew, to work in silence, write a bit here and there. Sometimes he draws a few pictures. Lately he’s been thinking about doing a few paintings. As for Petra, she’s loud (but she doesn’t say much, nothing worth listening), and her favourite subject is me, me, me. She’s not pretty but she’s not ugly either. A bit overweight (but the author is getting a bit round, too), pretty average looking, quite needy. She’s one of those people that never had a lot, not even looks, and now she goes through life bitterly, moaning silently, envying silently, talking loudly, thinking that the world owes her something. She makes fun of herself, of the way she looks, and then, to the discomfort of the poor author’s ears, she laughs loudly. Deep inside she hates her looks (and the author knows it) (and she knows that the author knows it) (and the author knows that she knows that he knows). But later Petra will change, and she will become pretty. And, spoilers alert, she will become one of the author’s best friends. She has a good heart, but this paranoid author forgot to see it. He writes without thinking. Later he will regret some of the words he wrote. Sooner or later everyone regrets some of their past actions, and the author is no different. 

There’s another receptionist behind the desk, a lazy woman that goes by the name of Sylvia. Lazy, skinny, vain, arrogant, troubled, unhappy; that’s Sylvia. Most of the time she tends to be late for work, ten minutes or so, and she never does much. Some weeks she just doesn’t turn up for work. She tends to be sick a lot, or so she says, but she’s not sick. She’s just lazy. Vain. Arrogant.  Every Monday she has a new story to tell Petra, a lie, a few lies, and the half-meshuga just sits there listening, her mouth half-open, her eyes popping out, the fat popping out of her trousers. Sylvia’s stories (lies) are repetitive, a lie, boring; basically, if you believe her, every weekend she’s been to some “magical” place; a restaurant, a bar, a nightclub, a party, another town, another city, etcetera, etcetera, lies, lies, liar, and she (Sylvia) had the best of times, ate the best of foods, drank champagne and swam in caviar (or some bullshit), and Petra the half-meshuga just sits there listening, mouth wide open, a fly flying close to her mouth, and skinny Sylvia keeps lying through her teeth, her big nose almost touching her lower lip (the author is mean) (who does he think he is to judge others?). 

From the corner of his eye the author watches the two women, their mannerisms, their silliness, and he puffs away slowly. Seconds later, he returns to the novel he’s working on. And to his journal. Sometimes he forgets which is which as the novel is based on his life and he extracts ideas (for his novel) from his journal. 

He’s only been at work for a couple of hours and he’s already annoyed. Petra and Sylvia talk trash throughout the day, throughout the week, day after day, hour after hour, and they’re so annoying. He counts the minutes, the hours, and he sighs. Poor author, the world of literature isn’t opening its arms to welcome you. For now you must stay here and listen to all the crap. 

Early in the morning, the author drove to Hinckley with his family. They went to see a few houses but nothing really grabbed their attention. The houses they saw were good (but not amazing), but there was always something missing. And if they moved to Hinckley the author would have to make a long drive to work, and then again back home. And he doesn’t fancy that. And then he would have to go to another shul and leave his friends behind. And he doesn’t fancy that either.

The first house they went to see was in Manor Street. They got there a few minutes before ten. The estate agent was already inside the house waiting for them. He was a young man, fit, muscular, tattooed, a few piercings visible; the total opposite of the author who is unfit, round instead of muscular, no tattoos or piercings. The estate agent looked like an out of work porn star trying to earn some money before his next movie. He shook the author’s hand firmly, and the author (let’s call him Michael because that’s his name) could tell that the estate agent went to the gym on a regular basis. The estate agent was young, blond, and Michael could tell he had big muscular arms under that shirt. Bored, and in need of some caffeine, Michael followed his wife Wang Ping and their children along the house. The living room was good, spacious, and the kitchen was long (but a bit tight), larger than the kitchen they used in the apartment they rented in Coventry, and the rooms were alright, too, but there was no back garden. Just a tiny space to have a couple of bins. It wasn’t really for them and they knew it, and neither of them, including the children, really wanted to move to Hinckley. They told the agent that they would call him soon, maybe for a second view, but they wouldn’t call him (and the agent probably knew that). The next house they went to see was also in Manor Street, just a couple of doors down from the first house. They were early and it was raining and the children wanted to go home, but everyone waited for the estate agent. A few minutes later, the estate agents arrived. Two of them, a man and a woman, both tall, quite good looking, especially the woman. She was tall, blonde, too much lipstick, maybe fake tan. The man wore a suit, the woman wore something else; Michael can’t remember. She was good looking but she looked a bit fake, a bit cold. Or maybe not. The truth was Michael was too busy looking after his children to even pay attention to the woman. As usual Wang Ping took care of everything. She asked the questions, checked every little detail, made mental notes, etcetera. The second house was a lot better than the first, and it even had a large back garden. Still, there was something missing. 

From there they went to see a house on Mill Hill Road, just a ten-minute walk from where they were.

They walked down Manor Street, took a left on Trinity Lane, walked for a few minutes more, and then they took a right on Mill Hill Road. 

The third house wasn’t that great. The kitchen was too small, no place in it for their fridge or freezer, and the bathroom was right next to the kitchen. No. They wouldn’t be moving to Hinckley. Not yet. In the future, who knows?

They were back to square zero. They had a bit of money saved to buy a house but there was nothing that they could afford in Coventry. Not in a good area where they could send their children to good schools. Yes, back to square zero.

Wang Ping and their son Thomas ate something from a market stall. The food looked greasy, okay but greasy. Thomas had a hot dog and Wang Ping had a pork batch with apple sauce. Michael and Yaffa had nothing from there. Instead they went to FAB Noodle Bar in Station Road where Michael had fried noodles with sweet and sour chicken, and the children had chips. The town was dead quiet. Boring. Nothing to do there. No Starbucks. No Waterstones. Lots of charity shops. Lots of closed shops. 

They left a few hours later with neither of them wanting to return to Hinckley for a long time. To be honest, there wasn’t much to see there. But later, it must be said, the author kind of missed that lovely town. The people were nice, and he found a few good places to eat, but it was too far away from the places he likes and the people he knows. 

On the next day Wang Ping went to church while Michael stayed home with the children. Him and his wife were from different backgrounds, different religions. 

The author and the children had a peaceful day. They had breakfast together, and afterwards, while the children played or watched telly, the author checked his emails and wrote for a bit. The phone rang once, a missed call from his mother, but, apart from that, no else bothered him that morning. 

In the beginning, when we first met, she came on to me strongly, looking like a lover on steroids, a lover starving for love, and I “pumped” her in the back of her car. 

Later, once her lust and hunger was satisfied, she started to play silly games, making me wait on her, making me chase her, but I wasn’t into those games, and I knew that our relationship wouldn’t last.

A few weeks down the road, once I saw I was going nowhere with her, I finished things off by text. I had problems to deal with, my life to sort out, a demon to “kill”, a dream to chase, and I couldn’t be bothered with her and her silly games and endless arguments. 

Straight away she called me.

She wanted to meet.

She wanted to talk.

We met.

There wasn’t much to say. 

She wanted a fool, not a man.

She wanted someone that would run after her at all times.

I told her to get a dog.

I told her to get herself together.

A few days down the road I found out she was spreading lies about me. I ignored her. I ignored the lies. Some friends of mine believed those lies, but I ignored them too. Later on, they apologised. 

I moved on, to another country, my country of birth, another life, another woman in my life, in pursuit of the same old dream.

My old lover stayed behind, still spreading lies, not only about me but also about others. Later, someone told me that she was unmasked as a liar. I knew that would happen. That’s why I kept quiet.

I heard she moved on, to another country, another man, but only for a couple of years, and soon enough she was back home, back in her old house, still lost, still loving the wrong people.

She asked around about me and she heard I was gone. She let out a silent scream.

The author tried to write a poem about a woman called S- but he couldn’t finish it so he quit. A lot of his poems were left unfinished, forgotten in old notebooks alongside so many of his stories and memories. No one would ever read what he wrote but he still felt the need to write it.

The poem was based on an old lover of his, someone from long time ago, a woman called S-. Briefly, for a second or so after he wrote the poem, he wondered what happened to her. He thought about looking for her on Facebook, but he wasn’t really that curious so he quickly put that idea aside. 

The children were hungry so he made lunch for the three of them. When they sat down to eat, he said prayers in Hebrew to bless the food and the drinks. Minutes later, the wife was home and he made a cheese omelette with beans for her. That night they slept together, yet apart. Another loveless night for the (literally) poor author. 

Monday morning, a few minutes past 7AM, and the author’s colleague is already stressed. As for Michael, the author, Jewish, early forties, he feels relaxed. Blessed. Before he came to work, he said his prayers, did a bit of meditation, and wrote a few pages of his book. Being Monday Michael expected a quiet day, but his colleague Buba is already cursing under his breath, using foul language, a repulsive speech. Why is he so upset? the author wonders. Why is he always so angry?

The other man isn’t a happy soul. That much Michael can tell. 

Banal talk out of the way, Michael moves on, to another part of the building. Early hours. Soon the circus will start and a lot of his co-workers will act as clowns. Buba wants to be the ring leader, the master of the circus, but he’s just another clown. As for Michael, he’s a spectator, a detective that is gathering clues, an author gathering notes, a (failed) poet in despair. Later, he grabs a cup of coffee from the cafeteria. Usually he brings his own coffee to work but he forgot it this morning. He returns to the desk and sees that Sylvia has returned, and she’s whispering whatever (sweet lies) to half-meshuga Petra. Sylvia was off sick for two weeks. She turned up for work on a Monday morning, started coughing softly like a spoiled brat, and a few minutes later she left without saying a word to anyone. Robyn the manager only found out that Sylvia was gone a few hours later. Needless to say, Robyn wasn’t very impressed with Sylvia’s irresponsible behaviour, but will the manager do a thing about it? The author doubts it. As for Sylvia, she has behaved this way before, and she will do it again. Michael knows her type. She’s spoiled and selfish, a bit of a liar; a liar and a fool, and, worst of all, she’s a pretender, a fake, and the author has no time for people like her. But they’re everywhere. They breed fast, like cockroaches. 

Not so long ago, when the author was on holidays, Sylvia missed work for two days. Her excuse was she had puffy eyes because she cried loads due to the fact her sister was moving to Los Angeles. Or somewhere else. And before that she had already missed work for two weeks because she was unwell. She shows no consideration for her colleagues, no concern for anyone but herself, and that’s why the author has no time for people like her. 

Last week Petra was badmouthing Sylvia to Buba, but this morning she’s listening to her pathetic lies with a silly smile on her face. Petra is half-meshuga, nosy, and the author ignores her too, which is a shame because when Petra is on her own she’s quite alright.

The circus starts and the author watches and listens.

Sylvia is barely back and she’s already acting fragile and sick. She craves the attention. She dreams of being a reality star like Kim while her husband dresses like Kanye. They look like a pair of arrogant fools. Somehow they suit each other. 

This charade tires him. The author feels the need to escape, to go as far as he can and leave this place behind him once and for all, but for now he has to remain here. Unlike Sylvia, he has responsibilities, a family to look after. And even if he didn’t, he still wouldn’t miss work or be late. But people are different. So different. The same, but different.

22nd August 2016

My friend Jacob posted this on his Facebook page: “I need to fully kosher my kitchen.”

He writes about being Jewish all the time but does nothing about it. Like Sylvia, he needs the attention. I commented on his post and said that it is quite easy to have a kosher kitchen. But, when it comes to Judaism, nothing is that easy with Jacob. His reply to my comment was, “I live with other faiths so I can’t do much about it.”

I wrote back, “So why post that? I don’t understand...”

And I don’t. Jacob likes to brag to the world that he is Jewish but he never seems to live a Jewish life. Like I said, he needs the attention, and he seems to have low self-esteem.

His reply was, “Because I need to fully kosher my side of the kitchen, lol.”

He ends a lot of his comments with lol. His whole life seems to be lol. Either lol or a big lie.

Only last week Jacob wrote that he has “so much to answer for on Rosh Hashanah! Period!”

No lol this time.

I told him to stop writing about it and to do something about it instead. Let’s see what he does. I too have a lot to answer for on Rosh Hashanah but I won’t post about it on Facebook. Those things are private; no one else needs to know, but Jacob feels the need to share a lot with everyone.

The same, but different...

... a bit different...

Tuesday morning, a few minutes before 7AM and Michael’s colleague is already stressed. Before he came to work, Michael did a bit of meditation and wrote a few pages of his book. Then he trimmed his beard, had a shower, and put on his uniform. Unlike yesterday, it was a bright day, and when Michael stepped out of the building, a smile appeared on his face. He put the headphones on and listened to Static-X on the way to work. A jogger run past him and smiled. He smiled back. He has seen her before and they always greet one another silently, with a gesture or a smile. Michael could drive to work but he likes to walk. He likes to have that time for himself, time to listen to a bit of music on the way to work. Sometimes, while he’s walking, he gets lost in his dreams, in his thoughts, or he relives the dreams of the previous night and he tries to analyse them, see if he can learn anything from his dreams. 

Sometimes he gets the free newspaper (a copy of The Metro) from the train station, sometimes he doesn’t. Yesterday he did. Today he doesn’t. 

The moment he enters the building, the author sees Buba puffing heavily while giving dirty looks to the night guard. The author sighs. This is going to be another long day, he thinks to himself. 

Buba never seems to be happy. He looks like a heart attack just waiting to happen, a volcano ready to erupt. 

Michael says, “Morning,” and moves on, leaving the other two guards on their own. He leaves his lunch in the fridge, makes himself a cup of coffee, and when he returns to the reception the other guard is gone. As for Buba, he’s still puffing, cursing under his breath. Every day, the same behaviour. The same, but different. People enter the building and look at Buba who’s still cursing, puffing heavily even though there are others around him. 

Gordon the schmendrik, so-called engineer, was on site early in the morning to do some work, or so he said, but he never seems to do a thing even though he spends seven days a week at the workplace, and, for some reason, Gordon the schmendrik, arsehole of the year ten years running including weekends (the guy has no life, and he’s lazy and greedy, and a bit of a pervert, too, a bit of a swine, a scumbag; no wonder he’s been voted arsehole of the year ten years running including weekends), turned the power off (“WHY?” Buba is shouting and cursing), which meant the CCTV cameras were turned off for almost one hour giving Gordon plenty of time to do what he wants (steal something, maybe? It wouldn’t be the first time that something had gone missing when Gordon was on site), and Buba is puffing and cursing heavily, and he wants to know why the power was turned off, and he wants to know what Gordon was doing in the building so early in the morning, but there’s no one there that can answer his questions, and the management doesn’t seem to care about Gordon. They seem to be scared of him. The schmendrik is uncontrollable, a beast that is slowly running out of control. One time Gordon got told off and then went berserk and disappeared for two months, blaming it all on depression, and now the management don’t know what to do about him. And to be honest, those in the management team are quite useless, too, same as the schmendrik. All they care about is themselves and getting their wages. 

Michael sits down and tells Buba to calm down, but Buba isn’t listening (sometimes he goes “deaf” and ignores people when they talk to him) (sometimes you say something to Buba and he just ignores you and doesn’t even look at you, but if he has something to say he wants for everyone to stop what they are doing and listen to him) (sometimes he spits while talking or saliva dribbles down his mouth) (sometimes Buba is so arrogant), and he’s still puffing, still cursing, so Michael decides to ignore him (ignore the ignorant) and turns the computer on and checks his Facebook page. As for Buba, he’s moving around erratically, like a crazed lunatic, a mad dog in need of vaccination, and he steps on Michael’s left foot twice and doesn’t even apologises for it. Buba is another beast, a schmendrik, too, a clone of Gordon. Both men (Gordon and Buba) want to be lions in that circus, but instead they are clowns. Thankfully Gordon is already gone (but what was he doing in the building so early in the morning? and why was the power turned off?). If he was still in the building he probably would have argued with Buba, and Michael would have been in the middle of it all when all he wants is peace and harmony. And to check his emails. 

Jacob posted on Facebook that he’s travelling to Rome. A few days ago he posted that he was in Milan, and last week, a few hours after Michael had seen him at the shul, Jacob posted that he was heading to Berlin. Going through what he writes on Facebook a person would think Jacob travels a lot but Michael isn’t quite sure if that’s true. He actually believes Jacob is lying. 

Not so long ago Jacob posted that he was in Australia, and he was only there for five or six days, which isn’t a lot when one considers how expensive it is to go to Australia (and isn’t Jacob broke?), and he posted no pictures of Australia, and on what was supposed to be his last day in Australia Jacob posted that he was travelling to Spain, all the way from Australia, and a few hours later he was already in Spain. Michael found it all a bit odd. How can he get to Spain from Australia so fast? Michael thought. When he asked him: “How did you get to Spain from Australia so fast?” Jacob’s reply was, “Red Bull, mate. It gives you wings.”

Liar bells started to ring just then. 

And then Jacob posted that a woman at the customs asked him out, and a few hours later he posted that he had gone on a date with the woman from the customs, but, as usual, which is a surprise considering how many selfies Jacob posts a day on Facebook, Jacob posted no photos of himself in Spain. Oh no, wait. He did post a photo of himself in a bathroom, a selfie. Jacob loves his selfies, but does he love himself or does he want to be someone else? Yesterday he also posted a selfie in a bathroom. And didn’t he post a selfie in a bathroom in Australia?

A bathroom in Rome?

A bathroom in Spain.

What’s with him and bathrooms and selfies?

He sure travels a lot. Or does he really?

Two Saturdays ago, on Saturday 13th August, the author saw Jacob at the
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