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				The Story of Anna Frenza’s Madness

			
		

	
		
			Concerning the Flaming-Fucking-Fury, a Foreshadowing of Something Yet to Come

			 

			In a market square with church towers rising high above the roofs of magnificent houses and a huge, ornately decorated town hall, people were strolling about, dressed in old-fashioned clothing—women in wide ankle-length skirts and white embroidered blouses with ruffs at the neck and puffed sleeves stitched with silk thread, and men in long trousers tucked into boots topped with silver buckles or in short breeches revealing stockings that clung tightly to their calves and festive shirts, waistcoats, and long colorful coats, with elegant hats on their heads. Along the winding streets paved with cobblestones, shaded by the wealthy burghers’ three-story townhouses that had Dutch-style granaries on the upper floors and beautiful red-tiled roofs on which pigeons and sparrows contentedly perched for hours on end, cats were sauntering lazily, heading toward the market to try to snatch some scraps from the butchers’ stalls.

			The hustle and bustle in the market square and the constantly flowing waves of people transporting wares of all kinds in wooden carts—squawking fowl, patterned fabrics, dried cuts of meat, and jugs so full of milk that they sloshed around, splashing some of the passersby—gave no indication that, apart from all the activity at the market, there was anything extraordinary happening in the town.

			But there was an increased number of guards in the square compared to a typical market day, and this sent a shiver of uneasiness through the crowds.

			Suddenly, bells began to ring in all the churches. They tolled unevenly, which caused even more anxiety throughout the town, cutting as it did like a wedge through the safe everyday life of the place.

			When the bells started ringing, the crowds, urged by mounted guards, began to part and line the streets. About a dozen women appeared, walking between the rows of onlookers. Despite the warm weather, they were chilled to the bone. They were completely naked, with huge penitential crosses hanging around their necks. With their heads shaved bald and sprinkled with ash, they looked like phantoms. Living corpses returning from war. They dragged their feet, walking very unsteadily because their toes had been crushed and broken. Their fingers looked similar—they were dangling limply, as if connected to their hands by nothing but skin smeared with blood. Some of the women were bleeding from their reproductive organs, while others had blood dripping from slashes on their breasts, their bodies having been lacerated with a sharp instrument.

			The women were pelted with insults and horse shit, of which the town square was full, especially on market days. It was mainly men who targeted them because the women in the crowd were raising their eyes to the heavens, as if seeking help there, or casting their gazes toward the ground, whether out of shame, a sense of guilt, or some other reason.

			An old woman touting homemade liqueurs made the sign of the cross on her forehead three times, while potters offering their wares—bowls, platters, and large clay spoons for scooping victuals—banged ladles on pots, which, accompanied by the cursing holier-than-thou men, created a charivari-like cacophony. Only the foreigners selling fragrances in richly ornamented silver boxes and exotic birds, such as canaries and parrots, stared at this dismal procession with incredulity and dread.

			A group of bishops dressed in robes richly embroidered with gold thread and precious stones walked at the very end of the procession, keeping an eye on the women to make sure none of them tried to escape. The first two women were walking the most confidently, despite their wounds. Their heads were raised proudly.

			Next to the Weigh House, a structure suddenly loomed in front of the women whose purpose they weren’t yet able to guess. It was eight feet high and built of red brick, with a brass door that one could enter only by bending nearly in half and stooping right to the ground. On top, instead of a roof, there was a layer of bundled straw stretched across it, covered with randomly scattered logs and wooden planks.

			After the women had all been forced inside, they saw something that confirmed the rumors that had been spreading through the city for a long time: a grate under the ceiling.

			Several of the women pleaded to be beheaded before the fire was lit and were granted this mercy. The executioner signaled for them to lay their heads on stumps. There were exactly as many stumps as there were women being herded into the furnace, but fewer than half took advantage of the privilege. The rest, led by the two women who walked at the front, preferred to be burned alive.

			After the door of the structure had been closed and the grate ignited from above, the women, unseen from the outside, lay down on top of each other and created a pyre from their bodies, clinging to each other so tightly that not even a piece of straw could be squeezed between them.

			Before the straw burst into flame, they began to move gently, one on top of another, their movements as slight as those of leaves in a spring breeze. And each movement aroused an urge to move in the woman lying above, as if an avalanche of imperceptible but palpable vibrations had been triggered. And from this subtle motion that contained stillness at its core—somewhere inside this dense organism, this single entity—an intense flame burst forth and the women were ignited by rapture.

			They seemed to know what they were doing. When the flames began to lick at their feet and hair, the women were at peace, for they no longer belonged to the corporeal realm—they were completely separated from their bodies. Alive though dead in the flesh, turned to ash.

			When the guards opened the door after three-quarters of an hour and confirmed that they were all deceased, a wind suddenly picked up, and it was so powerful that all the ashes from the furnace were blown outside.

			Most of the witnesses in the town square covered their noses and mouths so as not to inhale the ashes of the women who had been cursed by the Catholic Church, but there were some who stood close to the furnace, inhaling the ash deliberately, as if wanting to absorb the entire event as deep within themselves as possible.

			

			—

			The year 2025.

			Anna Frenza wakes up suddenly, suffocating from smoke and spitting ash. She puts a finger inside her mouth to see if any soot has settled in her throat, even though she knows it was just a dream. All day long she’ll have that foul taste in her mouth and acrid smoke in her nose. And the stench will haunt her. Of burnt human flesh…

			In addition to the olfactory and gustatory sensations, her feet have started to feel like they are burning again. She hates these dreams that burn inside her like a torch. As if, for the rest of the day, there were a fire within her, impossible to extinguish. Not with an argument or a blowup. Neither at home nor at work. Nor at the post office, where she’ll go just so she can pull off her favorite stunt—namely, raising hell for whatever happened to someone else in her dream. She’ll give the bimbo in the customer service window a rough time. A quiet little fucking mouse wearing a synthetic blouse who sits behind the counter hoping to hide from the likes of Frenza. But she won’t be able to hide.

			Frenza fantasizes about her visit to the post office, scene after scene, with unbridled delight. Whom would she pick first? Who would dance with her today? Would the young lady behind the counter be unable to stand it, once again, and break down in tears? Would she summon the manager for help? Let’s hope so! Then Frenza will have a chance to vent the rage building up inside her, because the manager gets on her nerves. With her meekness. With her compliance. By nodding and apologizing. Or as men call it—submission.

			This is what Frenza hates the most. It knocks the flare out of her hand. The more submissive the manager is, the more Frenza will rip into her. Then somebody from the line will join in—Frenza knows this script by heart because she’s been rehearsing and performing it for years. He’ll have hell to pay too. She’ll leave, slamming the door, shouting at the top of her voice, “It’s the twenty-first century! Shove your nineteenth-century delivery notices up your ass!”

			She’ll feel better after that. At least temporarily.

			Fortunately, Bartek’s home. There’s an opportunity to rip into someone else that day. When he asks her to wash his ass, she’ll do it, in complete silence as usual, swallowing her rage because, after all, she can’t pummel a cripple. And then she’ll eventually reach for a knife or a fork, or at least a pencil with a very sharp point. And only when some blood has been spilled will she finally feel at home.

			The rage flaring up inside her after such a dream is blood-red. It’s like a massive ball of fire rolling down a hill and gaining incredible momentum. A voracious fireball devouring all docility and tenderness.

			“Yikes, must be that time of the month.” She’ll overhear remarks like that and wish she could immediately fire whoever said them—if only that were possible. It’s not, but she’ll get even some other way. After all, she’s the one who calls the shots around here. She’s always felt it—that all it takes is to touch a lit match inside her and she’ll flare up so intensely that the mountains will burn, the forests will burn. And anyone she encounters on her way will burn as well.

			She loves this moment. And if it torments people…too bad! Dealing with other humans is a torment to her. It’s only when she’s consumed by this fire, blazing within her from head to toe, that she feels she’s not alone. It’s as if through this FLAMING-FUCKING-FURY she becomes one with the women in her dream, the women who were burned in the furnace.

		

	
		
			Concerning Houndstooth, Hypouresis, and Various Approaches to the Cultivation of Plants

			 

			You don’t stand at the helm of a major national oil company if you have a fluffy animal between your legs, be it a raccoon, a beaver, a weasel, or an owl. Nor do you stand at the helm of a major national oil company with an atavistic pussy, vagina, or cunt as vast as the Ackerman Steppe between your legs.

			In order to take the helm of—let us repeat the phrase again—a major national oil company, one with a bird in its logo of the species revered by all the great Roman emperors, Charlemagne, the Holy Roman Empire of the German Nation, and then later by the Hapsburg dynasty, and finally by contemporary Germany, Russia, the United States, and…Poland—well, one must have an eagle between one’s legs. Preferably a white one.

			But let us turn once again ad vaginam. These cute, furry animals that represent the female species usually stand no chance at all when competing with the predatory raptors that represent men. The corporate raptors, clad in briefs or boxer shorts, are covered on the outside with an extra layer of carefully pressed, tailored trousers, one pair of which—especially those worn by the wealthiest Poles in the garden cities on the outskirts of Warsaw, Podkowa Leśna being the most exclusive garden city of them all—can cost as much as a secondhand midrange car or the annual living expenses of twenty families in the Democratic Republic of Congo. Let’s take a close look at the patterns on the fabrics used to make these suits and the buttons on the cuffs, also known as “kissing buttons”—a secret attribute of the rich. Patterns like houndstooth or stripes, the patterns most often chosen by the establishment and intellectual elite of the garden cities—places snatched from nature by the rich and for the rich, so that, unlike the poor, they won’t have to inhale the by-products of the industrial revolution. Places where a swath of forest has been clear-cut to build cities for the chosen ones, far away from Twatville and Cuntborough—Anna Frenza’s nicknames for the neighboring backwater towns inhabited by whores, perverts, thieves, and the mentally ill.

			The houndstooth worn by the rabble living in Twatville and Cuntborough isn’t true houndstooth but coarse, common houndstooth. The difference is immediately apparent—the checkered pattern on the shoulders of a jacket and on the side seams of trousers is never joined properly, the lines don’t merge smoothly the way they do in elite houndstooth, and instead of generating a peaceful sensation in the beholder, the refined joy of finding harmony in a seamless pattern, it brings disillusionment, chaos, and animosity. The wearing of houndstooth only befits the inhabitants of exclusive garden cities.

			The same is true of stripes. In Twatville and Cuntborough, you can see at the very first glance that a suit has been cut from a single piece of cloth, whereas in the elite world, represented by big business (with the national oil company at the forefront) as well as by the so-called intelligentsia, five more meters of fabric is used per suit, on average. So that the stripes align with one another. And so that every man wearing such a suit can feel confident and safe. It’s as if the smooth connection of these stripes, these gabardine longitudes and latitudes, ensures the secret flow of energy that controls the world.

			In addition to exquisitely tailored clothes (including expensive brand-name tracksuits), the aforementioned intelligentsia living in Podkowa Leśna, the crème de la crème of Polish garden cities, boast too of a very unusual demographic status. Namely: an extraordinary number of art and cultural icons per square meter! Not to mention the fact that the Club of Catholic Intelligentsia organizes all of the city’s cultural events. With peacocks wandering through the churchyard gardens and trendy masses sung to pop music.

			“Please imagine, ladies and gentlemen, a famous writer living right next door to you on the left, and Poland’s most brilliant theater director on the right! While loading your dishwasher in the kitchen, you catch a glimpse from your window of two people jogging past your house: a movie star and the politician who left his wife and children for her. Isn’t it wonderful? So many outstanding people in such a small space?” It’s no wonder that Podkowa Leśna, having been advertised in this way at numerous congresses as well as in ordinary, everyday conversations, is gaining an increasing number of antagonists.

			This same town, in addition to the abundance of Catholics, artists, and businessmen, can also boast the highest number of books (often dusty) per cubic centimeter inherited from ancestral bookcases, as well as the highest number of paintings on walls per square centimeter! Paintings passed down from ancestors—real Polish ones, without any foreign blood mixed in, we should add! Ancestors who were true patriots. The paintings in question are often portraits of horses. Horses standing by a mountain spring, horses on a battlefield, horses licking the face of an insurgent, horses at a marketplace, horses at sunset, horses with other horses standing behind them—as if the entire country abounded in powerful steeds instead of fools horsing around and putting their carts before their horses. Sometimes, instead of a horse in a painting, there’s a weeping woman sending her son off to war like a horse to slaughter. To fight on horseback and sacrifice his life for the White Eagle. Such history! Such a distinguished member of the intelligentsia! What incredible art he has on his walls! Though when it comes to the business elite, the allure of historical family narratives, for which the portraits of steeds and patriotic mothers serve as a passport, is often replaced by that of modernist furniture. A modernist chair, a modernist villa, a modernist garden, even a pseudo-modernist toilet.

			Anna Frenza—suffering from hypouresis and vaginal dryness as well as bipolar disorder—has lived in Podkowa Leśna with her disabled husband for six years, ever since she became CEO. For the first few years, she lived here with her soul torn between portraits of ancestors (not her own, from the town of Mszczonów, but purchased at an auction house) and modernist furniture. But eventually she decided to go all in with design, so she carried the paintings of her non-ancestors and their trinkets and knickknacks (also from the auction house) up to her attic and locked them away, covering them with a century-old shawl from the Kurpie region of Poland that she also passed off as a family heirloom. Thus, instead of wielding an identity derived from ancestors (thanks to the auction house), she staked everything on the Polish myth of the middle class and started playing the role of a modern person, breaking away from a historical context and instead becoming attuned to the “here and now.”

			Few things trouble Frenza because her life is, one could say, “successful.” Her only problems are her husband, who’s paralyzed from the waist down and uses his disability to poison her life, and her parents, who come to visit twice a year—at Easter and Christmas—from the small town of Mszczonów, which is geographically close but mentally and culturally as far as can be. The very name of the town (etymologically derived from the Polish word for “revenge”) evokes associations that are hard to escape. Imagine coming from there! Frenza’s parents dress badly: her mother likes to wear a two-piece dress suit with a houndstooth pattern (the coarse, common kind of houndstooth, of course, without the kissing buttons), and her father’s usually dressed in a secondhand sweat suit with a puma on the calf, looking as worn out as if it had been pulled from a puma’s throat. The only thing that connects Frenza’s parents to Podkowa Leśna is the church, where the same prayers are said and the same beautiful and moving hymns are sung as in Mszczonów.

			Frenza always asks them to arrive late in the evening, to avoid the gazes of nosy neighbors, who are unaccustomed to such extravagant fashions. She feels bad about it, and she blames herself for letting the garden city and the large national oil company taint her with superficiality. But by hiding her parents from her neighbors, she is, on the one hand, protecting her so-called image, and on the other, taking revenge on them for not dressing properly despite the hefty monthly sum she sends them for living expenses. As a result, instead of visiting the capital city—to which she commutes via a tolled wind tunnel designed to keep the wealthy from inhaling carbon monoxide, nitrogen oxide, or smog—with her or touring Podkowa Leśna, the pearl of the Mazovia region, they remain invisible, slinking like shadows around the house, which, fortunately, she surrounded with a high wall.

			When her parents ask her to take them with her to work, or at least to let them take a commuter train into the city, Frenza flares with irritation and snaps: “Why on earth do you need to go to Warsaw?! It’s impossible to breathe there! The purest air in Poland is right here, in Podkowa Leśna! You’re inhaling more iodine here than you would at the Baltic Sea! Our iodine is produced exclusively for residents of Podkowa Leśna by a special air ionizer the size of a high school sports field. It’s filtered through Finnish moraines!”

			“My child, what are you babbling about?” Frenza’s father obnoxiously interjects. “Iodine’s only in the air at the seaside.”

			“Not if you have money. Once our company had sufficiently fattened the Catholic Church’s bank account with our profits, we started pumping capital into sustainable technologies like these. Personally, I think it’s a waste. Why should I care about global warming when it’s so pleasant here?”

			“But, my child, we’re not alone on this planet. This isn’t how I raised you,” says Frenza’s mother, becoming upset. “You really don’t care about melting glaciers, wildfires in Brazil, species going extinct, and the torture of walruses, seals, and cute little penguins?”

			“Everyone has their own struggles, fears, and problems. You have global warming and the suffering of penguins; I regularly have to eat dinner with the parish priest, because my husband decided to convert. He suddenly became convinced that it did him good to talk about God. So don’t bother me or yourself with problems that don’t directly concern us.”

			“Well, if your company has invested funds in saving the planet,” her father butts in, “someone there must think these problems concern all of us.”

			“We just didn’t want to piss off the environmentalists. The Greens wouldn’t get off our backs. They snitched on us to the European Union. And to Denmark and Sweden. The Germans didn’t give a damn, they have their Nord Stream, but the Vikings wanted to rip us to pieces. That’s why we’re testing out modern solutions in Podkowa Leśna. We’ve manufactured artificial iodine, which is actually said to be healthier than the iodine at the seaside; we’ve imported moraines from Finland and freeze-dried them, and they filter our air still more—so please, instead of whining about the death of the planet, just focus on your own health and breathe, because there’s nowhere else in Poland with such a microclimate, maybe nowhere else in all of Europe, besides the Black Forest.”

			“Do you remember that German TV series from the 1980s called The Black Forest Clinic?” her father says, changing the topic.

			Frenza reaches—very carefully, so as not to attract her parents’ attention—for the lithium she takes every night; she knows that if she doesn’t take some at that very moment, she’ll inflict considerable emotional harm on them. Her father’s idiocy has sparked a flame inside her that’s about to consume not only the house but also the garden shed and the dog kennels where she keeps her two rottweilers. More than anything else, Frenza can’t stand her father’s constant references to lousy TV series that her family watched together in the past. No one outside the family understands them, and when her father is asked if he finds any connection to the existing conversation apart from one word in the show’s title, he usually sounds like someone who knows nothing more about these shows than their titles, and even these he often garbles up.

			In fact, whenever Frenza asks herself why she has cut herself off from her family, this is exactly what comes to mind—the stupidity of her father and the monotonous single-mindedness of her mother, whose thoughts revolve exclusively around her garden and all the preparations that need to be done for the next competition. And for the next season.

			One year after Frenza moved to Podkowa Leśna, she invited her parents to the town’s largest community event—the Open Gardens Festival—which had been held every single year, without fail, since World War II. During the festival, Frenza’s mother jabbered at everyone whose gardens she visited and offered to redesign them to resemble her own, showing them the copy of Polish Allotment Gardener she kept in her purse, an issue with an article on her little slice of Eden in Mszczonów. Frenza didn’t show her face in town for a whole year after that, did all her shopping online, and never ventured beyond her own garden, which had been thoroughly modernized by a local landscape architect. Every morning she drove her gorgeous car to work and then returned home after nightfall so no one would notice her. That’s how much shame she felt. The shame of a small-town girl judged by a garden city with rich cultural traditions.

			Now Frenza’s mother paces anxiously around her daughter’s garden, which she designed herself right after Frenza moved to Podkowa Leśna, before Frenza had a modernist come in and completely redo it. Frenza’s mother knew how to landscape, after all—for ten years, from 2009 to 2019, her allotment garden had won first prize in Mszczonów’s competition for most beautiful garden.

			As a child, Frenza had enjoyed her parents’ allotment garden, drowning in perennials, with a neatly planned mini-orchard of plum and cherry trees. But the difference between the allotment plots in Mszczonów and the luxurious gardens in Podkowa Leśna was greater than an abyss. It was like the division of the Roman Empire in the fourth century. When nature was organized according to the tastes of Mszczonów residents, it was dominated by bulging peonies, dahlias, and phlox interspersed here and there with the protruding penises of gladiolus, while the gardens in Podkowa Leśna, which the residents were so eager to share once a year with curious visitors (except the Chechens, who lived in a refugee camp on the outskirts of town), were lorded over by the queens of shade—plantain lilies, in all their spectacular varieties—as well as azaleas and rhododendrons that rivaled in beauty the specimens in the botanical garden at the Polish Academy of Sciences in Powsin. These lilies and rhododendrons were nothing like the ones in the flower beds of Mszczonów. In Podkowa Leśna, the rhododendrons were as huge and fat as elephants! And the queens of shade ranged from the Blue Elf variety to collector specimens, the price of which not infrequently rivaled that of an entire allotment garden in Mszczonów.

			The approach to plant cultivation itself was also significant—in Frenza’s hometown, plants were grown from seeds or cuttings, and so these herbaceous beings lived out their entire childhood, youth, autumn, and winter of life within a particular family’s allotment garden, terrace, or balcony, while in the garden city of Podkowa Leśna they were put into the ground at their most impressive stage of development. After all, to dazzle was more important than to grow—a “big wow” prevailed over the complex secrets of plant cultivation, the gift of a green thumb. What mattered more here was having a green thumb for money, money with which to buy the most beautiful plants in Poland.

			“Anna, darling, where are those beautiful strawflowers and King Solomon’s seals that I planted for you? I don’t see any of our plants here. And the viburnum? Where is it? Has everything died?”

			Frenza curls her toes and clenches them so hard they hurt. She’s learned this during her years at the oil company: how not to show that your interlocutor, with his innate stupidity, is forcing you against a wall that you’re prepared to slam into if that’s what it takes not to look at him anymore. You clench your toes until a red mist veils your eyes and thus the sight of that face from which no intelligent thought whatsoever is reflected can no longer torment you. No longer knock you out. Instead of clenching your hands into fists, which would immediately betray your murderous intentions, you clench your toes with all your strength, curling them under your feet. This is difficult to accomplish in tight stilettos, but not impossible (as Frenza knows, for if she didn’t, she wouldn’t now be the CEO of a national corporation).

			“Yeah, everything, Mom, everything. The soil’s not the same here…I’ve told you so many times.”

			The pain emanating from Frenza’s clenched toes is so intense that she eventually begins to breathe more deeply, as if she were about to snort a massive line. This moment of pain-born self-control is interrupted by the mantra of the Blessed Mother of Mszczonów: “We could have brought you soil from Mszczonów. I’ve offered it so many times…”

			Frenza bites her tongue to prevent herself from flaring up and screaming that Mszczonów is Mszczonów, and Podkowa Leśna is a garden city, and that an allotment garden on the edge of town isn’t the same as a real garden. And that she had to tear it all up by herself one night and dump it on the compost, and then stick in the ground the kinds of plants that are grown by inhabitants of the garden city. Do they think that was easy for her to do? To uproot Mszczonów, her entire childhood—a childhood during which she spent every single summer not on exotic vacations but rather in the allotment garden that belonged to her parents and, before them, her grandparents? She can’t say, “It hurt, Mom. It hurt as much as someone banging me suddenly from behind, out of the blue, and mixing up the holes.” No, she can’t tell her parents the truth, because deep down she knows it would kill them. It would be like taking the portrait of Pope John Paul II down from the wall in their bedroom and pissing on his face.

			And so she lies again, for the sixth year in a row, about the very same topic, discerning in herself, as always, an ungrateful bitch who has succeeded in getting where she is solely through this type of self-serving behavior. And calculation. And social observation. The ability to successfully play the games that those around her are playing is Frenza’s strongest quality. She knows a thousand games just like this but only engages in the ones being played at any given time. Moreover, when she wins, she always steps back to let someone else win the next round. She’s talented at assessing when to yield and to whom, in order to appease the vanity of her male colleagues and business partners (female colleagues are rare in the oil industry). Women are completely absent at the level of management, even outside Poland, for they’ve long preferred to gnaw at the branch on which Frenza perches, demanding a total ban on oil drilling and refinery development in their fight to protect the environment and save Mother Earth.

		

	
		
			Concerning Strawflowers, King Solomon’s Seals, and Composting the Dead

			 

			Frenza’s relationship with Mother Earth is exactly like the relationship she has with her biological mother. She doesn’t feel indebted to her for anything apart from life itself. Everything connected to both mothers must be altered and kept under control, because otherwise they would utterly consume her. They would wrap their vines around her and trap her in their roots. Frenza’s glad she’s capable of not allowing any bonds to develop between them. It’s safer that way. And rational. How can you trust someone so unpredictable? Someone who can’t control their emotions, who cries while watching soap operas, screams at people over the phone, or—as the Earth does—relentlessly threatens the world with floods, fires, and pandemics? And so she has eradicated both mothers from her life and looks down on them with contempt.

			It’s precisely because of this inability to accept things that are out of her control that Frenza has renounced her connection to the Earth. She doesn’t trust its resources and claims they only exist to be exploited. She responds to environmentalists’ accusations arrogantly, quoting her colleagues in saying that, from time to time, the Earth likes to be screwed so hard with a drill it gets a decent borehole—a statement for which she has been condemned many times at press briefings and industry conferences.

			“Even if you were to bring me soil, strawflowers and King Solomon’s seals would still struggle to grow here,” Frenza says, trying hard to suppress the fire engulfing her feet, which is about to ignite everything that stands in its way, beginning with her parents. “Special filters purify the air here in Podkowa Leśna—which is, let me remind you once again, an official garden city—and these filters successfully eliminate everything that man-designed nature views as unrefined, noxious, or a weed.”

			Frenza’s mother bursts into tears. Strawflower a weed? King Solomon’s seal a weed? A sword lily—also known by the beautiful Latin name gladiolus—a weed? She has changed so much, this daughter of hers, ever since she stopped coming home to Mszczonów and eating the cherries in their allotment garden. This isn’t how they raised her to be. Their neighbor was right. Warsaw has transformed her. Into a freak. Into a stranger who came here from God knows where and from God knows whom, because it certainly wasn’t from them. And this repulsive town she lives in! The worst place in the world. Instead of being overgrown with moss, it’s overgrown with corruption and depravity. A town full of Pharisees in the service of Mammon! Just imagine a church having such a garden! With parrots and peacocks in it! Who has ever seen such a thing? Moreover, what’s a garden without phlox? Without dahlias? Just those giant, artificially fertilized azaleas and rhododendrons everywhere.

			“What filters, my darling? There’s nothing above us! I can’t see anything up there!” she finally finds the courage to say, despite the angry thoughts circling in her head.

			“They’re transparent, Mother! The same color as the sky! What you see overhead aren’t real clouds but 3D clouds superimposed on an aerial mesh as thin as mist. Maybe they’re not real, but they’re prettier than real ones.”

			“You’re full of shit, kid,” says Frenza’s father when his daughter presents this argument—rather abstract, in his view. “If you can’t see something, it doesn’t exist. Don’t even say such nonsense.”

			Frenza’s father’s dismissive approach to the matter empowers her mother to speak up for herself and her values again. “Tell me, darling, where do you bury dead people here? Where is the cemetery?” she asks.

			Frenza doesn’t say anything. She knew this loaded question would be asked sooner or later, as it is every year. Once again, a showdown is about to begin between her and her parents. A new assault is about to be launched on her life, which she has been carefully building and arranging for so many years.

			“And where will you bury Bartek when he decides he’s sick of being in that wheelchair, swallows some pills, drinks a bottle of wine, and kicks the bucket?”

			Indeed, corpses aren’t buried in Podkowa Leśna. The bodies of the dead are transported to Warsaw in a black Lincoln and cremated in a private crematorium with the literary name of Ashes and Diamonds, where, for a special fee, a diamond is made from the ashes of the deceased. This is the posthumous fate that awaits the rich citizens of Podkowa Leśna. A very different postmortem reality awaits the poor people living in towns and villages on the outskirts of Podkowa Leśna, such as Owczarnia and Żółwin. In Twatville and Cuntborough—the nicknames given to the small towns adjacent to Podkowa Leśna but outside the orbit of the gods—different laws are in force. Laws established by the wealthier sector of the garden city. The bodies of the poor aren’t cremated but simply tossed onto a huge compost heap between Podkowa Leśna and Żółwin, right behind a statue of Jesus Christ. Contrary to what automatically comes to mind, this practice is inherently linked to the local way of life, in which the gardens owned by rich people occupy the highest position in the social hierarchy. The decomposed bodies of the deceased are sprinkled onto the beautiful azaleas and rhododendrons in the gardens owned by those who pay a special annual fee. The compost fee.

			It’s pointless trying to explain this mortal—and simultaneously immortal—philosophy to her backward parents from Mszczonów. Thus, just as Frenza did during their last visit, she pretends they haven’t provoked her at all. She leads her parents to the guest rooms upstairs, asking them, as usual, not to remove their shoes, which they do anyway out of concern for the oak floor (which Frenza hires professionals to polish regularly), and this gives them yet another opportunity to look around in her house and criticize everything they see.

		

	
		
			On Coprophilia and Corpocareers

			 

			“The tap in the downstairs bathroom needs tightening. Water keeps dripping from it. Someday it’s gonna flood the whole place.”

			“And the drawer too,” Frenza’s father blurts out like a nerdy, four-eyed schoolboy, eager to show off his random knowledge in front of everyone. “This one right here, with your underwear in it. It doesn’t move the way it should. It doesn’t pop out. And it should, shouldn’t it?”

			“Your ceiling got a crack in it somehow, darling. Oh, right there—that spot right there, do you see it? Maybe your dad could repaint it while we’re here?”

			“And it’s so dark in here, as dark as a coffin…Why is it always so dark in here?”

			While brewing some tea for her parents to drink with supper, Frenza struggles to control the anger consuming her from inside, gnawing at her liver and pancreas. And to stop herself from sprinkling rat poison into the tea.

			“And is there ever light in the forest? That’s why we have these lamps everywhere.” Frenza walks over to the wall and presses a button. The light that immediately shines from the ceiling so eerily resembles real sunlight that her parents feel as if they have been suddenly transported to a beach on the shore of the Baltic Sea. “It imitates the sun. Fortunately, without any carcinogenic radiation. I can also turn on the rustle of forest leaves or the sound of the sea. Would you like that?” asks Frenza courteously but through clenched teeth.

			Deep down, she fervently wishes they would leave already, close the door behind them, drive back to their backwater town, and devote themselves to their favorite activity—discussing what has happened to her since she left Mszczonów for college. Since she started working for the oil company. Since she stopped eating cherries from her family’s garden. Since she became their daughter in name only, which for some incomprehensible reason she chose to keep after she got married instead of taking her husband’s.

			Thus, once or twice a year, Frenza’s parents take a tour of her house room by room, floor after floor, polishing the oak staircase with their discounted slippers brought from Mszczonów. They drink the purest tap water in all of Poland and enjoy molecular gastronomy as well as the world’s most expensive ice cream from a local artisanal confectionery, scathingly referred to by Twatvillians as “ice crème de la crème,” after which they expel the most organic excrement into modernist-style toilets to be treated with the world’s most state-of-the-art biodegrading methods and then used as compost.

			It’s worth pointing out that Frenza succeeded in getting where she is without any major sacrifices. On a few occasions, at banquets, she let a certain deputy prime minister become more intimately acquainted with her, and as he sensed in her a willingness to experiment and push boundaries, he requested from her something that no woman had ever been willing to give him, even for a large sum of money. All of them, including upscale prostitutes, had rejected his offer with disgust, even though they could’ve earned a heap of cash. All of them, that is, except Frenza. She did it not in exchange for money, however, but for the position of CEO in the national oil company, for this turned out to be the easiest role to free up for her on short notice…

			The arrangement with the deputy prime minister was simultaneously sordid and pure. And for Frenza, in a certain sense, it was even healthy, for it allowed her to rid herself of all the frustration and anger she felt toward herself, her parents, her husband, and the world, and thus finally feel at ease. The arrangement would probably have lasted for many years if it hadn’t been for the deputy prime minister’s unfortunate slipup when he developed some photos from a holiday with his wife and children to the island of Rhodes. Through some strange accident, a particular photograph had gotten mixed in with the holiday snapshots—a most inappropriate one, with such potential to shock that it caused the worker developing them at the photo shop in the underground passage to vomit. She’d never seen anything like it in her entire life. She’d heard of such things, of course, but she didn’t think such a deviation really existed. She thought it was merely legend. Fortunately for Anna Frenza, who had taken the photograph at his request during the act of perversion, he was the only one whose face was visible in it: the deputy prime minister, an exemplary husband and father of five children…

			“Mommy? What’s this? What’s this? Some lady pooped on Daddy’s face!” shouted five-year-old Jadzia, the deputy prime minister’s daughter, while she was looking at their holiday photos over lunch.

			Not only did the man lose both his wife and the roof over his head in a single hour, but the outraged housewife also took a snapshot of the photo with her phone and sent it to the government fax machine in the Belvedere Palace. He was a goner. All it took was two hours. In the end, he hadn’t been destroyed by the Central Bureau of Investigation but rather by an inclination he’d never grown out of because his parents had put him on the potty too soon.

			The “shithead”—as Frenza calls him in her thoughts—had, however, managed to plant her in the position of CEO several months earlier, and so to pay tribute to him after his suicide she often thought of him during her own sexual fantasies. After all, he was the only man who had allowed her to realize them fully, creating opportunities for the most extreme transgressions.

		

	
		
			A Slice of Ham and How It Led to Oil Wells in the Baltic Sea

			 

			Finally, the Easter weekend is coming to an end. The grand finale is the same as always—a crucifixion of all illusions that she and her parents have anything in common beyond a surname.

			Why does she hate them so much, and why won’t they finally wave a white flag and give up? Hasn’t she performed a miracle? Escaping from Mszczonów to Warsaw, becoming the CEO of the national oil company, buying a house in Podkowa Leśna, where just two flower beds in her garden are worth more than her parents’ apartment, four-door sedan, and painstakingly squirreled-away life savings in the bank all combined—isn’t that enough for them? Can’t they finally appreciate what their daughter has achieved? And entirely on her own, for that matter—for what support could she possibly have received from her plebeian family?! Is being a CEO not enough for them? How many have risen out of their cesspool? How many have achieved something? Her mother’s sister, Lidka, works in a haberdashery; her father’s brothers, Włodek and Edek, run a lamp shop; and her cousins, Lucyna and Robert, who are the same age as Anna, spend most of their time getting hammered on cheap booze and smoking homemade cigarettes, which they also sell to Ukrainians at the local market. And there she is, alongside all of them. The only one of that screwed-up lot who made something of herself. She has achieved so much more than first prize for the prettiest allotment garden in Mszczonów. It took a huge amount of effort: two university degrees, fluency in three foreign languages, and an affair with the deputy prime minister, whose weakness would have made even the marquis de Sade blush with shame.

			And so, while pulling the strings at work, she’s careful not to jerk any of them too hard. She hasn’t made any spectacular slipups so far, which hasn’t been easy when she’s surrounded by so many government idiots and must interact with them at receptions and banquets. And of course many of them are waiting impatiently for her to stumble in her stiletto heels—indeed, nearly every one of them dreams of having Frenza’s job. Seventy thousand złoty a month, mostly in bonuses because it wouldn’t be appropriate to categorize it otherwise (the press would tear her to pieces). Frenza is immediately able to justify the payout to herself—the company is thriving. Everything’s running smoothly. There hasn’t been any outcry over the new contracts that were signed. She prefers to place stakes in Saudi Arabia and cut ties with Moscow. She’s got balls—much bigger balls than her predecessors. In fact, Poland has begun drilling extensively in the Baltic Sea, and it’s entirely thanks to her. She created a new base. A new platform. And provided jobs for hundreds of unemployed people. The geologists she hired found substantial deposits of domestic shale gas. In a spot that had spoken to her over thirty years ago. One day, while buying some ham at a delicatessen in Podkowa Leśna, she suddenly remembered a pier in Kołobrzeg, on the shore of the Baltic Sea, and a gap between the planks wide enough to see the water crashing against the pilings below. Frenza had gazed down as if enchanted, noticing rainbow reflections shimmering on the waves. Just like on the slices of ham. After catching a glimpse of those rainbow-hued shimmers, Frenza tugged at the hem of her grandmother’s skirt. “Go, child, go play with the other kids, give me a bit of peace,” her grandmother told her, immersed in knitting a sweater. But no, little five-year-old Frenza had to show her something now! Immediately! Annoyed, Frenza’s grandmother put down her knitting needles, knelt beside her on the wooden boards, and saw what Frenza saw. Gasoline! Oil!

			While buying the ham, Frenza greedily seized a freshly cut slice and shoved it in her mouth, then tucked the rest into her purse and rushed out of the deli. Wishing to maintain as much consistency with the past as possible, she didn’t travel to Kołobrzeg by car but by train, just as she used to with her grandmother. A few hours later, she was lying on the pier in Kołobrzeg, searching for traces of the illumination that she’d seen three decades before. And although this time she couldn’t discern the shimmering rainbow-colored “gasoline” on the water’s surface, she trusted her own body’s reaction—an excitement that immediately made her pussy moist—and decided that drilling must commence in that spot, successfully convincing the minister of industry and prime minister over the phone.

			When asked what proof she had that there were oil deposits in this exact spot, she wanted to shout into the phone: “My cunt doesn’t lie!” But she lacked the courage. She reduced it to a simple “I know. I just know.” And since none of her decisions so far had turned out to be misguided, the minister of industry and prime minister both gave the go-ahead for the drilling, although the latter told Frenza: “The environmentalists are going to rip us to fucking shreds over this.”

		

	
		
			Concerning Tree Huggers and Fucked-Up Soyheads

			 

			What happened two weeks later confirmed Frenza’s brilliant intuition. All the headlines, both online and in print, announced just one thing: Poland had become a major player on the oil market! No more bending the knee to Abu Dhabi or Moscow. Poland would be thrashed no more. For decades, it had been declared that there were no oil deposits in Poland—no more than a drop or two, at least—but now that had turned out to be a lie! Or maybe a conspiracy created by environmentalists and NGOs. Just some Avaaz activists fucking with us, Frenza suggested to the prime minister. We’re all going to die anyway, so why let the global economy screw us while we’re still around? Everyone else can get off on global warming and melting glaciers. She sang the Polish national anthem while puking inside the prime minister’s limousine: “Poland has not yet perished, so long as we still live!” Screw the World Wildlife Fund. Screw Greenpeace. Screw the Green Party! Wiping her mouth on the sleeve of her black merino wool jacket, she commanded the prime minister to crack down on every single environmental protest. She shook her finger at him like a stern parent and scolded him for his weakness when, shortly before they struck oil, he had become intimidated by Greenpeace and nearly backed out of the drilling. It seemed to the prime minister that Frenza had lost her mind; she shouldn’t have drunk so much at the party. He grabbed her firmly by the wrist, and then he bent her finger back where it belonged.

			Frenza perceived this as violence. She was afraid of the prime minister and realized she should stop haranguing him. She had heard about what happened when he lost his temper—and about the bizarre punishments he sometimes inflicted upon his colleagues. It had been said that he made people stare at a wall while kneeling on cat litter, or lick cat piss from a litter box. Or squat like frogs and hop up and down the steps of the monument to the victims of the Smolensk plane crash late at night until their muscles burned. She started to feel hot just at the thought of it—she unfastened the top button of her white silk blouse and took off her three-inch stilettos, which were so frequently mocked by feminists and tree huggers—the Fucked-Up Soyheads, as Frenza calls them.

			She knows them all inside and out. She spies on them while they camp outside her house. Whole squadrons of them, day and night. Filthy and dressed in wrinkled, worn-out secondhand clothes: the dregs of society. Sham proponents of democracy with scrambled tofu for brains. They started taking suburban trains straight to her house after an idiotic left-wing journalist leaked her address. They threw eggs and squash at her windows, pickles and homemade kimchi. Stale falafels. And tempeh—more expensive than meat and made by the tiny fingers of starving children in Africa, which absolutely does not stop them from pretending it’s fucking “fair trade.” They care about fair trade as much as they do about the monkeys rescued by eco-freaks from being transported to the zoo. Or old tigers marked for culling. Frenza can’t wrap her head around any of it. What motivates these hypocrites who claim to be the saviors of the planet but would, in reality, do pretty much anything for a Hass avocado and an almond milk latte? Some ecoterrorist bitches started sending her death threats. So she built a wall that was three times their height to keep them away from her, and installed glass noise barriers so that she wouldn’t hear them either. She believed this would rid her of those pests once and for all. What has she done that’s so terrible, anyway? She’s creating jobs for people! Jobs that give them money—which means they’ll be able to send their kids to college, so that they can escape their shitty hometowns just like she did. So they can learn foreign languages and sail across waters far beyond the Baltic Sea. She’s helping to boost Poland’s economy so that it’ll last for many years to come. “Culture will be culture, nature will be nature, and civilization will be civilization. There’s no escaping it,” Frenza often repeats at government banquets, explaining to the attendees that the industrial revolution didn’t cause nearly as much harm as is popularly believed. She goes so far as to suggest that its second wave is on the way, and if Poland opposes international environmental policies, it will emerge as a leading economic power. Behind the scenes, however, even the strongest opponents of so-called green solutions whisper that her stance is unnatural. Not just against feminine nature, against nature en général. They say that the European Union will eventually make Poland sit by itself in the corner on the dunce’s stool, or even kick it out of school altogether and send it back to the cabbage patch from which it managed to crawl by fluke or sheer cunning. And yet, no matter what they say, when top accountants begin to analyze the revenues of Frenza’s oil company, they find that not only is the balance sheet for the past six months up to par, but also that the company has earned more than all other industrial sectors combined!
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