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      This book has not an introduction but a foreword; or an introduction of the foreword: yet not in any private space of yours, but into your mind and soul.

      The Egyptians were looking for a hygienic measure that would eventually help them to palliate the effects of bilharzia; they chose the removal of the foreskin, a procedure known as circumcision.

      It did not work at all; yet millions of little boys are still being exposed to wanton cuts.

      This is the main reason why we decided to include a foreskin (foreword) for this marvellous and ever-expanding work of art.
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      Abu Kasem the Greedy Perfumer, and his vindictive observations on everything else.

      An incredible account of what could have been, what could be, and what will be thought in a probable past, in an ignored present, and in an unlikely future by not so ordinary people who may have, that do and certainly shall exist in the endless possibilities of time… and space: the final frontier.

      Some of the ideas written and developed here have been modified only to the extent to which we have been allowed. They have a life and an intention of their own, and there is nothing we can do to improve them if they were to refuse further expansion or manipulation.

      Francis Bacon’s Essays, LVIII: ‘Salomon saith, There is no new thing upon the earth. So that as Plato had an imagination, that all knowledge was but remembrance; so Salomon giveth his sentence, that all novelty is but oblivion.’
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      The Opus Magnum is an eternal account of all the history of things that were, are, and will be; those things that could have been, could be, and might occur in a probable future.

      It is the sum of all thoughts, ideas, dreams, deliriums, aspirations, inspirations, and all you can think of that might spring out of the human brain and heart, that might be expressed in any written form in all the extension of time and the conceivable universes.

      It is the most ambitious enterprise devised by any human who has ever existed, or does exist, or will-could-might exist in any probable future; its aim is sole but perhaps atrocious: to embrace within its pages all the events and thoughts and imaginations that occurred or could have occurred, that are taking place or could be, and those that shall happen and those that might never come into existence as well.

      Conjure one thought in your mind, and you shall find it somewhere, within the eternal extension of this ever-expanding Opus Magnum.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        We thank you lukewarmly for reading this book.
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        All misteaks1 regarding grammar have been consciously made.

      

        

      
        All probable accuracies have been unconsciously realised.

      

        

      
        The error is the prerogative of humans.

      

        

      
        Only to the supra-human belongs the privilege of being right despite the apparent mistake.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Revisited Evolution

          

        

      

    

    
      Whilst we are being held captive by the wonderment of the masterpiece Opus Magnum in which our beloved Radamés Washington “π” Funes Da Silva has contributed several lines destined to change the ever-wandering ways of humanity, we now share the subsection thirty-seven regarding the footnote1 of the twenty-fourth chapter of this eternal opus:

      
        
        According to the erratic judgement of the imminent but yet not less eminent, though not so prominent2 improbable winner of the Nobel Prize in physics, mathematics and anthropology (in addition to being an expert in haute cuisine, a gifted ice-cream maker, an horticulturist and landscape gardener, Dr Mortimer Mauser Münster, MA, PhD, a flamboyant millionaire, lover of rare vintage cars, as sweet-toothed as Hänsel and as pyromaniac as Wilhelm Grimm), the current human specie did not descend from the monkey but rather our primordial origin could be found in the same existence of the mythical rodent that we nowadays lovingly refer to as mouse; according to his flamboyant thoughts, Mickey is our very own loveable Adam, and Minnie, the treacherous Eve.

        Dr M followed his personal and empirical proto-scientific method of observation, which had been dreamed and conjured in a stormy summer night during his twelfth year on this planet Earth. Since the time when he first heard some blurry concepts about the Darwinian theory, at his eleven years of age, he became a man with a mission (and obsession): to prove that enthroned bearded fellow scientist wrong. But it was not Darwin’s survival of the fittest and the human descent from apes that upset our deranged man of science; what Münster really despised were Charles’s bald skull and extremely long white beard. We can read in some undelivered letters written to his cousin Joacob Petreus, that I really hate that Pirate Naturalist. I do as well hate his looks and long chested beard, which I think is only there to create an apish effect on all those ill-fated men that are obliged to look upon – and suffer – his Santa Claus style.

        During his primeval period of scientific observation, undertaken in his back-then tiny hometown of Casablanca, which has now actually transformed itself into a splendorous city in Morocco, he (and when we write he we are referring to Dr Mortimer Mauser Münster, MA, PhD) first noticed that men descended from both horses and donkeys, notwithstanding that the mechanical physicality involved in such a movement of animal abandonment seemed, according to his perceptions at the time, to be of a random nature. At this very point it is necessary to assert that when we write from both horses and donkeys we are not claiming that these men were in fact able to descend from both animals at once; of course, this due to the impossibility of riding (hence jumping from) both equidae at the same time.

        Thence, for the time being, his observations not only proved Darwin wrong, but also that he was a long-bearded and surely distastefully smelling apish man: the whole of humanity descended from horses and donkeys, and there was no sign of apes, monkeys or Santa Claus whatsoever.

        He, which is the same Dr M, was barely putting his mind around that ground-beardbreaking idea – whilst trying to find through endless nights the missing link between those equines and ourselves – when an unforeseen wheeled and wooden means of transport made its revolutionary entrance; those creatures who had once ignored their place in the original immortal throne of humanity were now the power in front of the wooden vessel that for the moment was doomed to become our own very primordial ancestor. Carriages became the object of his fervent obsessional study; yet reality once again proved to be bigger than any scholar’s mind (and mouth).

        After the imperialist period and subsequent Westernisation of the country, and as a consequence of the ill-conceived gender equality movement which forever transformed the African city, women – who slowly were beginning to copy the worst characteristics which are commonly associated to the masculine – were allowed to travel in the newly acquired French buses that all of a sudden started to flood the streets of the now thriving Casablanca. Humans of all sorts started to descend from a unique moving object, which thus became a new living creature and occupant of the original throne… succeeding the aforementioned horses, donkeys and carriages: le bus marocain was the latest post-Darwinian ape.

        Such a pictorial metaphor convinced the young hero of the perfection of his idea: the entire scope of the population shared a common forefather, a common origin which transformed all into equals. But money always finds its way into the corrupting maze, and this revolutionary and ground-breaking idea was about to be forced into oblivion.

        Capitalism started to nestle in the former humble home town of Dr M (just in case you have already forgotten his complete name: Dr Mortimer Mauser Münster, MA, PhD) and a new unsuspected and unintuited ancestor came into frame; now it appeared that both men and women descended from something that indeed looked like le bus marocain, only petit. A smaller and faster wheeled contraption that he soon learned had its own personal denomination: those little buses were called voitures, or cars, if you prefer.

        Despite his heroic and selfless efforts in trying to invalidate his own ever-mutating theory, he was still unable to find a trace of men – or women – descending from monkeys, apes or anything that even resembled Santa Claus or eventually his generous sleigh. Notwithstanding this flagrant contradiction, the tenacious scientist kept an attentive eye; but the closest thing to monkeys or apes or anything even remotely close to the Darwinian theory that he ever managed to observe, were men riding and descending (not at the same time, of course) from donkeys, horses, camels, dromedaries and even dogs, not to mention the eventual gigantic cat; but not a single living proof that involved our supposed hairy banana-eating (as well as other weeds) ancestor.

        He even considered the possibility that the whole history of evolutionary biology could have been reduced – condemned – to a simple typographical error: what if Darwin wanted to write donkeys, but due to an innocent erratum the word (concept) monkeys was eternised? Or maybe the tempestuous austral seas were to blame for such a typographic mistake?

        Dr M knew, after having explored all the possible logical explanations and their permutations, that he had to leave his now home city of Casablanca in order to see with his own eyes if there were, out in the wide and open world, any other probable ancestors from which the human species could have primordially descended.

        For the first time, as he set foot on Spanish soil, he was almost convinced that our first and unique origin was the very same giant floating-device that had taken him to the coast of the Levant; our ancestor had a name and that was Santa Isabel la Católica. The ship as the primordial commencement of humankind not only made sense to his scientific self, but it also reconciled him with his religious side or mask; Noah’s Ark was the fable that glued together all the scattered pieces across the gameboard of his mind and, therefore, of his life; a floating vessel, a wooden womb navigating the eternal waters of the ever-renewing life which kept bringing humanity to this shore, which we call earth. Again, the metaphor made complete sense: we are animals, projects that need to be completed. Our task is to seek our own Noah, who is waiting for us in the material world, to then find it in here, in our hearts: on earth (within) as it is in heaven (outside).

        His days of happiness, populated with glory dreams, ended abruptly when a rumbling noise in the sky shocked his train of thought: at first he believed the end of the world was coming; then, that a giant ape was chasing him in order to destroy his glorious discovery so that his monkey race could rule as the forefathers of humankind whilst also protecting Darwin’s reputation. Unfortunately for him and the history of science, he was fatally and flagrantly wrong: that noise was the flat chant of a 747 about to land in Barajas, Madrid’s international airport.

        The final proof – or at least that’s what he thought at the time – came again3 through his empirical senses of sight and hearing: all of us, babies, grown men, women, teenagers, even black people, descended from the winged device. Dr M was now convinced that he had reached the peak of his scientific quest, despite the very fact that it implied the end of the harmonic coexistence with his pious side.

        His ego then flew as high as did the new steel bird obsession. Again, the metaphor was perfect: what Daedalus and Icarus failed to perform, that metallic beast achieved; to fly as high as the sun and fearlessly caress the celestial sea to thus prove to be the worthy ancestor of mankind.

        Yet, alas, some thoughts are not recommended… at least not for unstable and passionately obsessed men like Dr Mortimer Mauser Münster, MA, PhD. As a fatal consequence of his latest ancestral intuition and anxiety to prove it right, several innocent subjects who had been thoroughly convinced about the merits of his brand-new theory of evolution met their demise after being pushed from different deadly European cliffs. When his turn came, our man of science luckily (or not) chose to jump from Jimmy Cliff’s back; an occurrence that proved harmless for his physical well-being, but which eventually proved to be deadly for his winged and flying theory. Little mattered the failed attempts to seek a mythological presence – that might salvage the inevitable wreck – in Wagner’s opera, Der Fliegende Holländer. Notwithstanding, the question kept haunting him: if white men can jump, why can’t we, us, the descendants of flying steel-winged beasts, do it as well?

        A bittersweet contentment blended itself with the satisfaction of scientific breakthrough; his religious self needed to reconcile both worlds. He could bear the haunting of an evolutionary question, but he needed the glue that eventually would keep both selves united. Thousands of famished hours spent in the Vatican archives proved futile: not a single recorded entry provided any evidence whatsoever of Noah building, or designing, an aeroplane.

        Obsessed with his now winged divinity and unable to abandon the airport’s premises after his arrival from Rome, he became further hypnotised by his methodical motto: Cosmon specta. His obvious destination was jail, before a brief visit to the Hospital de la Almudena so that he could be fed intravenously. Several months went by, but unfortunately for Dr Mortimer Mauser Münster, MA, PhD, they didn’t fly: they pitifully crawled like a football player leaving the pitch in injury time.

        Freedom proved not to be an easy goal; it eventually became a reality once his paediatrician came all the way down (or up if we are to be geographically accurate, accepting that the North is “up”) from Casablanca to Madrid in order to give a full account not only of his own mental ailments and narcissistic tendencies, but also of his patient, the now locked-up Dr M… all of which the writer of this very story was not aware of until this very same moment: Holy Shit! This dude was out of his fucking mind! And his paediatrician too!4

        After a short bureaucratic deliberation, which began forty-seven days before an agreement was finally reached, the Guardia Civil agreed to let the teenager and future Dr M go, not before forcing both Maryam and Youssef – our scientific lead man’s parents – to confine their only son in an approved mental institution. This was performed to the letter, and after ten sweet sessions of electroshock therapy performed in the Casablanca Mental Scientific Asylum, the intrepid and curious man of science was a reborn mouse… I mean, a reborn man.

        All traces of his past ailments had already abandoned him; however, nothing could be done to ease such a passion as fiery as his, and no soul could have ever foreseen the influence that his own fragmented ego would have in his future scientific endeavours.

        Slowly but steadily, he began to retake the mouse path.

        In order to champion and prove such an adventurous theory, he recently unveiled both for the general public and the entire scientific community a personal collection of papers that reflect his monastic labour performed over more than forty-five years, which include DNA analysis of thousands of spices such as cardamom, clove and oregano. Of course, the unclassified dossier also includes complete DNA sequences of millions of different races, breeds and types of rats, mice, and other rodents; and only because it was going to take almost no time out of his busy schedule, he also analysed the molecular and DNA structure of the exquisite chocolate mousse he occasionally enjoyed at the Churchill Club on rue de la Mediteranée, in his beloved Casablanca.

        It is worth mentioning that his very unique tenacity and determination helped him to discover the almost complete (97%) genetic sequence of the most exquisite cheeses that have ever been tasted by men or women or mice alike.5

        As was expected, these adventurous rodental theorems and research-statements have incited heated debates in erudite cloisters around the world, even in those countries that have really low temperatures. Not only was Dr M’s work under
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