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      Hello again, dear reader, and thank you for wasting precious moments of your life with me. I thank you as well for trusting me and purchasing this small volume.

      We are, as human beings, at the apex of creation. We are there at the top. And I think we have to embrace that, because with that comes responsibility, awareness. So to those assholes who say, “Well, no, no, the horse is superior to humans”: No, we are number one. We have to humbly accept our position in the scheme of things, to stop behaving like absolute pieces of shit, to stop destroying everything that exists, so that we can continue to live on as well, right? So, that’s it: my eco-rant is done.

      But now, let’s move on to the topic of hunting. It is indeed an honourable endeavour, which I never practise, because it busts my balls, and because I would rather use my time doing something else. So I pay for someone to kill the animal that I’m going to eat, and then someone else to chop it up into pieces, so then I can buy it. Of course, all this is because I’m a lazy bastard. But those who hunt to eat, I salute you — responsibly, of course. I am glad we are not all doing that, because the millions who make a living hunting for us, or chopping animals so we can eat them, would then hunt us down. We would be giving them fewer jobs. So thus humanity becomes a pure orgy of cannibalism, and then we all die. Humanity ends. Goodbye.

      So because I don’t want that to happen, I’ll keep buying beef and stuff at the store.

      But my aim, pun intended, is at those who hunt in a recreational way, or what they call “sport hunting”, or “catch and release” in the fishing world. And let me focus on that for a minute or two, or a hundred, depending on how creatively my mind will operate.

      Let’s think of that innocent fish and fishes. I’m always curious why in English there’s no plural for fish. Someone decided fishes is not acceptable, so we say fish. How many? One, 100, who the fuck knows? Pedantry notwithstanding, fish are swimming in the sea, innocently. I mean, they’re happy. Then at some point in the history of fish and humans, someone – usually the catch-and-release enthusiasts are of the male persuasion, yet women can be assholes too, of course (I’m sorry, feminists) – decided to do something different: as he was setting up the hook and bait, imagining the future catch, his train of thought went along the following de-rails, “I’m the superior human being, and I shall better show this little animal how great I am, how powerful.”

      So imagine that ignorant and happy fish, swimming in the water, unaware of its own existence. He suddenly sees the bait and says, “Oh,” and bites; he’s being pulled out of the water, mouth bleeding, suffering. He thinks with fish-logic, “Oh, I’m going to die. Okay.” But no, the guy brings the fish aboard (sidenote: the fish is always said to be bigger than it actually is… if you were to trust the sadist’s account).

      So it’s brought on board. The guy is just laughing with his friends (thus showing his prowess and hidden attraction for one of them, surely), “Hey, look. Look how great I am. I caught a salmon, man. A fucking swordfish. Look, take pictures. Instagram this. Yeah, take a picture with my swordfish.” The swordfish is still alive, by the way; and in the meantime, the assassins shout, “Oh, make videos of me. Let’s show the world my prowess, how dexterous I am, how human beings are so much better and evolved than fish… which is why we love to torture them.”

      Presently, the fish finds itself in the water again. They throw the swimming buddy, saying, “Hey, you know what? I’m very smart. I’m going to let you go free again, yeah? I’ll catch you in the future, or someone else will.”

      Imagine what the fish might be thinking. It would be like, “Oh my God.⁠* Back into the sea again. This has happened a hundred times, man. I’m tired of this shit. Why don’t you just fucking eat me? Why don’t you just fucking put me out of my misery, please?”

      Or I’m sure he might be thinking otherwise, “Hey, shark! Eat me. Fuck me. Rape me and destroy me. But put me out of this fucking never ending loop of being taken out of the water, just for the sake of taking great pictures.” Ad libitum, depending on how great your imagination is, dear reader.

      I do hope that at this stage you can have some sympathy for our swimming-buddies. Poor little fish, completely innocent, at the mercy of these assholes. Come on, man. That’s sadism. That’s pure sadism. The fish begs, I’m sure he’s begging in his inscrutable language, “Oh, please, please kill me. Please, please, God of the fish, oh mighty Aquaman, please make this be the time, when I’m finally eaten.”

      The prayer falls on deaf ears (is Aquaman hypoacoustic?). Splash, sounds the water. “No, here again?”

      It’s like the karma for fish. I’m sure that if there are some Hindu fish somewhere, and they believe in this reincarnation business, they would say, “Hey, look. This little chappy fish has been caught and released for the hundredth time. What the fuck, Ishvara? Is he being tortured like this because he was the Hitler of fish in a past life?”

      So, the verdict is: unacceptable practice! Hunt and eat what you’ve killed. Or don’t hunt. Because, in essence, when you boast about catching a fish to then throw it back into the sea, you are just like a 30-year-old guy, two metres tall, kicking and busting the balls of a two-year-old and telling your friends, “Hey, look. I’m kicking his ass. I’m amazing.” And then throwing him back into the playground.

      To reinforce my opinion about recreational fishing, sport fishing, or catch and release, I’m going to bring it to human terms because that’s what we are; or so we assume.

      In this case, I will speak from the point of view of a man, because that is what I am in this life, in this incarnation, and that is the machinery I know. But you may apply the principle to any permutation of desire, identity, or mathematical sexual confusion you fancy. The main point will survive anyway, and it is this.

      Catch and release is the equivalent of going to a bar, or a disco, or wherever single people mingle, and “swimming” or testing the waters in order to find a soulmate or a friend with benefits or whatever, but on the sexual-erotic level.

      So we have a guy (you, dear reader; or if you are a readeress, picture yourself hitting on whatever you fancy), walking in there, seducing someone: that is the bait. The bait could be a demeanour, your face, your beard, your dance moves, your car, whatever… and she bites. You say, “Yes, I got her.” So you invite her home, somewhere private. Yeah… I like where this is going. You convince her to… You seduce her a little
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