The Algorithm of Chaos

Short and sweet
Who reads Prefaces or Forewords these days? Neither you nor I or any other person smart enough to have their IQ checked frequently. 
So instead of stuff in the style of your grandparents’ school teacher I’ll tell you how come this here The Algorithm of Chaos happened to pop up at all.
Things have already got somehow settled down — well, yes, after six months of the blockade (written in Stepanakert, Mountainous Karabakh, in spring 2023) you, naturally, expect to fall victim in ethnic cleansing, or humanitarian catastrophe, or in another undeclared war, aka special military operation any other day…
But while they (who? where?) are reaching for The Button, issuing orders, manning the equipment… Loading… Zeroing in on… and countless other actions — I still have to while away my share of eternity for taking all that shit, right?
Good news, I’ve got what to whittle that enormous mass of spare time with. Years ago I got hooked on writing.
By me, it’s rather a winding process. Starting a sentence, I’m not quite sure what it’ll be finished with. Both how and where are no less moot points. And getting thru a passage resembles wandering in the primeval forest. Or, better still, alike to treading thru virtual world of a computer game.
On entering a passage against the backdrop of squalid backstreet lane, you make for God know where until – after a sudden turn – your boots step onto the tiled pavement in a brightly lit casinos area. Welcome to the passage end! 
There’s a stir in the air, luxuriously attired ladies of tempting paint job in their faces, gents of murky aspect, casting furtive looks at you: now what? Where to?
I wish I knew! Wait till the next passage end, we’ll see there… 
That’s why I entertain a firmly fixed idea, that my writing is not quite what writing is supposed to be. 
It’s not me who writes, it’s I thru who it is written. By whom? Well, at the end of some future passage. Maybe… 
Call it escapism if you like. Yet, what else can I do? I'm a small man, who’s stuck in a situation where all sorts of world ends may spring up at a moment’s notice. 
(To keep to my diligently cultivated optimism, the list of all possible ends is not presented, although I could. Those eager to know the details of half a dozen the nearest disasters to come might choose opening Google and – wow! Well, I mean… gasp in funk.)
Those world ends are so immense, a small fry like me has nothing to do with such ga. Let them figure it out for themselves, who’s after who in their queue.
I’ve got cares of my own, among them writing to brighten up the drag of spare time. 
Firstly, you have to fix you up with a proper plot. Without the thing, it's pretty hard to grasp what you're about, after all. And what comes after what, and where. 
In general, it keeps you on this side of sanity. Without a plot you’re simply lost in chaos. It’s your Load Star in too badly charted seas of creative metaphysics. In simple terms, that’s a mess of the maze from where very few were lucky come back. A negligible number, statistically.
But even those 2 sorry fools, who had somehow managed, were met with unconcealed suspicion, like, Jimmy, is that really you, bro? But why your Mom and dog refuse to admit the fact?
Hence, my brotherly advice to anyone who’s hooked, like me, on writing – no risky fumbling with chaotic shit. Find yourself a plot, nice and neat, to eschew odd troubles for both you and your custodians.
Undoubtedly, here arises a low blow question: where to find the effing plot?
To be frank with a fellow in misery, here’s a direct answer: I have no idea, Frankie! 
Yet, in the same breath, I know for a fact, there are prodigies who can’t give the number of plots they are sitting on. No storage space in their attics, spilling out the gable window, the goddamn plots are. What’s more, the poor devils are just drippling them and have to restrict their walk routes to only their backyards.
How come? Well, a secret tunnel to King Solomon plot mines, by the lead of an archaeologist friend. Presumably.
There’s no time to deeper delve into the subject of alcoholism in the archaeology domain right now. However, I happened to see with my own eyes (by pure chance, and later I even regretted seeing it) the list of bestsellers by a certain author comprising above 400 items! A stable UFO connection.
More than that, there popped up already another one hot on her heels, catching up steadily: 387 printed book titles! 
Not a big deal? That couple of ladies has made one King, named Stephen, plus two Alexanders, surnamed Dumas bite the dust! Well, brother, I’m fearful for the future of males in this world. Bitter tears of solidarity well up in my eyes… 
Originally though, writing was my subject, not the ersatz scam for kitchen tables.
The problem, who’s tip was hardly scratched by my touch (delicate as ever not to distract busy people off their respectable routines) is not new; even Pushkin grappled with it. At the roughest moments he used to ask his serf nanny:
‘Where shall we sail?’
That was his dodge to beg Arina Rodionovna for a plot, in a way both metaphorical and cunning… 
And here you are, a bolt from the blue! Though having no nanny, I had a lucky strike! A worthy plot popped up, though in Russian, sitting in my PC. Which is also for the better — no Anglophone person has chanced to be tired of it… 
So, I braced up for translating to share it with my compatriots… 
Not by blood, yet by the planet.
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1. Can A Man Bear Monthly Whimper?
The grim croaks of buzzing Viber as always sent Vit’s train of thoughts to an unknown destination somewhere in stressful life of cavemen at the Stone Age. Those ‘zndyz-dvyn’ sounds were vividly restoring a nest of pterodactyl chicks pipping thru their eggshells.
However, Vit never rushed to join the fuss and hassle in flashy trends. There are buffs starting to fumble with electronic gimmicks before those are fully out of the wrappings, you know. The factory settings in his appliances and gizmos mostly suffered no tweaks. 
(In this straightforward way we’ve introduced to you the protagonist of our story. Hopefully, you’ve liked the name. Besides, certain information on his characteristic features was also leaked. Stealthily.
What? How can the main hero be as unadventurous as that? I dunno. Yet, there are chances for him to improve and reform before the happy end. 
Anyway, the outcome traditionally stays in the lap of gods. Vit may choose to set a trendier ringtone. We will see.
Still and yet, what makes him refrain from adjusting the things adjusted by lots of good guys? Hey! But it’s a good opportunity to play quick sweepstakes! Is it his laziness or aloofness? Place your bets, dudes. It’s 50/50 as yet.) 
 Settings from the manufacturer, simple grub out his ancient microwave made in the age of… which one came after the Stone one? Well, whatever… unpretentious blondes — he's not overly picky.
No, Vit doesn't put his nose up in the air like a cool tweak connoisseurs do. He couldn't care less about trends among the troop of advanced assholes. They'd buzz and go over to something else, a week or so newer. At least in its wrappings…
He picked up his Samsung and tapped «answer».
The screen got fully filled with a wide pancake of a face. Of course, the delicacy’s supposed to be round, but this one turned pronouncedly rectangular, it didn't fit. 
The caller, so was his constant practice, held the phone way too close to the oversized face. Almost touching, like a hankie readied to catch a rolling out sneeze. Yesterday, there obviously were some dreadful drafts someplace…
‘Apch! Apch! Chhoo!’ 
Blessed with so generous a gift from benevolent Mother Nature (or was it God planned to share it between seven, yet, accidentally all went to only one?) 
The guy could have long ago become a comedy megastar. Equipped for the career much more fitfully than Mr. Beam. 
Or Boom? But definitely not Bam… but then… hmm… 
Yep, Vit gave up on movies a long-long time ago…
It’s absurdly ridiculous – a guy shy of his unraveled asset! The 2 more pancakes, smaller in size, rigidly athwart to the caller’s skull. His pair of ears.
‘Dumb ass! Still feeling shy? Stuck with the teenage phase of growth. Having the trump suit cards like yours, one would have easily run for president and win by a landslide. What an amazing image! The ears so attentive, rounded, full of kind care. Slap them on your campaign poster — the bomb! 'We do hear the electorate!'— and the election’s won without fumbling with the ballot boxes. A fair play.’
Vit didn't share any bit of that with the guy in the Samsung screen. The mute comments under the moving pancake picture were his private thoughts.
On the whole, this here Vit is a rather taciturn cat, which feature characterizes him not only in the framework of the current narration but in his life too. What concerns the social sphere of life in general, there are firmly founded indications that he has none, and I suspect that Vit doesn’t participate in general elections, never votes in referendums nor partakes in rallies. And all that’s too bad, of course, but then it’s one of his rights. It should be standing somewhere within the scroll of human rights. Just like him, I’ve never opened the charter but it, presumably, does exist or else how come I hear that word collocation so too often?
Now, coming to his private life, I can tell none also. Firstly, it’s not moral to rummage in other guy’s underwear and their idiosyncratic kinks. Secondly I know nothing except his being a man in his prime, single, and not in love with the sounds of his own voice. See?
For that reason the guy hiding his ears outside Vit’s Samsung hasn’t also heard that Vit is not a shaman. And he doesn’t hire himself out as a healer of anyone's psychological trauma. 
Even though he knows a remedy or two for the problems caused by a protracted virginity (from the standpoint of a society long driven mad by the tyranny of the market and the political demands for willingness to be happy with anything suggested by the guys who certainly know just because they should know everything).
However, the role of the biblical voice in the wilderness of the loneliness surrounding him did not appeal to Vit. Not at all. So he just said out loud, in a calm tone of voice:
‘What's up, Lex?’
‘Hey, Vit. Still working your ass off? Your rosy dreams to rip a green benjamin off prozzza.net, right? Dude, you are indeed a slow learner. Typing away a ton of crap a day for nothing. Forget it, bro! They only share likes to the members of their own mob, and get the bill in turns. You're not an uncle to them neither a cuz. Do you really need it? Why ramming the shell of that Qua Klux Clam?’
 ‘I don't give a damn about any prose mob, mind you. And both two cents or a sack of shekels will never be the objective. I use the site as a tool to hone my skills and personal style. You can’t deny, this Monthly Challenge with a $100 prize carrot serves a good incentive to break through the usual writer's block: "Half kingdom for a plot! All of the subjects are exhausted. Oh weh, a priori!" While at prozzza.net, there's no time to lament. Get your "whachabaut" and saddle up, quill riders! Bucks go to who gets the most likes. Time flows, it’s a month minus today already!"’
Stop straining yourself and clickety-click the keyboard to pieces. Tell me, how much presidents have you collected so far from these monthly runs? You spend more green on doping than that entire prize can cover.’
‘Well… a couple of times, I got position 20 at the finish.’
‘Hippety-hoppity! That’s the homeboy! So, at the start, you were 20 whippets, right?’
‘Not my fault… See, the audience is different. They think in terms of Disneyland and Steve King, any move beyond the comics plane spells a bummer. That’s why every like from over there spills a ray of hope. We can understand each other after all. Over the barriers of prejudice and idiocy inoculated into both them and us.’
‘Here, here! A standing ovation! The best speaker I’ve ever listened to! Yes, sir, in all my life! My guess is that well-off psycho patients are allowed there to graze in the internet vistas. That’s where your sorry couple of likes come from. Or maybe from a nursing home. But definitely keep hanging out there with them, bro. Moreover, it’s principles at stake. They matter, not the bucks, eh? And then: what's there in a $100 bill? It won't kick around in your pocket for any longer than the very first ownerless blonde in your way.’
‘Would you kindly shut up your sermon fire hose, Padre?’
‘Well, now, Vit, I've got a friendly offer coming up. The kind you can't reject even while rock’n’rolling in Saint Vitus dance. A fucking gold mine, oil fields that will have BP and Shell ripping hair from each other's scalp to get the right of sucking your dick for a good-night. A lullaby with elements of improvised jazz, okay? You get the beat?’
‘What hooey is this? Drilling my private parts with rigs? Oh, fuck off!’
‘Come on, man! I was just putting it metaphorically… The point is, the like opportunity comes along only once in a lifetime, if ever.’
‘Yeah. I got it. After sampling some metaphorical shit from that gold mine, you’ve got on high… Still don’t forget yourself and keep in mind – I'm a celibate.’
‘Since when?’
‘Okay, call me tomorrow morning, when you feel better.’ 
‘Wait, wait! I'm not kidding! There’s some business to discuss!’
‘Talk business then and don't wind things up like a startup pimp.’
‘Look, there's that story… well… the material… It'll make you famous, Vit! Overnight! You'll have as great a name as Pynchon, Joyce, Hemingway!’
‘And who was that guy in the end?’
‘Hemingway? I am damned if I know. Yet, my ex-girlfriend drenched his book with tears once a month. Regularly.’
‘Girls and books are polar things, they don’t go together, so don't push it! Maybe, a couple centuries before… But mankind has long since forgotten those days… Anyway… So, you got jealous and remembered the guy’s name, right?’
‘A girl from the virginal hinterland can keep a surprise or two up her sleeve, believe me, cuz… In short, the file I put my paws on contains something that will shutter the whole world in less than 3 days. All that remains is to edit it, sign with your name, and wake up great the next morning. Yummy enough, eh?’
‘Okay. Just to save you from overdosing on your own junk. Drop that file to my email.’
‘Forget it, handsome. I never have nothing to do with emails.’
Which is genuine truth. Lex is completely obsessed with personal data security. Stuck in his ways on that point. Irrevocably. It takes an entire week to convince him to send you a "hi-bye" including the link http://:sweet-grandmother/tales-for-grandchildren/charle-perrault.html.
And yet, at the very last flash, he'll definitely have the jitters. Probably, because of his position with some obscure Office that works for the government.
A set of squat buildings, behind a high chain-link fence. CCTV cameras on each pole. Sullen Rottweilers walk their handlers three times a day, around the parking lot perimeter.
The surest way to get a break from Lex’s usual endless chirping is to ask: how his working day was. And that's it. You won't hear a tiny peep from him for at least ten minutes. He's absolutely not there for the stretch. Reserved, gloomy, quiet… 
Impressed, undoubtedly, by the fate of a Jewish couple who also worked for the government before they got electrocuted for leaking A-bomb production plans and formulas to the SU.
‘Come on, it was a gag. Don't wet your bed tonight. Everything will be fine, kiddo. There, there. Which flavor ice-cream you want?’
‘How about 2 at Uncle Tom's Cabin? Are you comfortable?’
Even big-shot billionaire guys can’t say ‘no’ to a buddy. 
True, one crowned slut, a nymphomaniac perched on the Russian Empire throne, canvassed for keeping enemies closer than the most trusted of your friends.
So that you could sense the slightest stir in their souls, thoughts, intentions, and anything else that could get up, so she said.
A dumb bitch, albeit spiced with cunning. It's friends you need to keep an eye on, 24/7. Your friends know your weak spots better than you do. These guys won't miss, O, no. You won’t recover after their pointed hits. Never ever… 
‘Ah! And you, Brutus!..’
Yep, you moron! Don’t look for better hands when in need to pass away urgently and cheaply. Rest in peace, you fucking idiot.
‘Seems fine to me,’ responded Vit.
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4. Your Buddy Will Pull For You At A Moment’s Notice
‘Why the heck we two are buddies, Vit? Gimme a reason, huh?’
Having been not once slapped on his wrist and (metaphorically) spanked on the ass with friendly criticism for his ornate, flowery figures of speech, Lex would at times, to be on the safe side, switch to a "real-boy" cant and start talking like a total jerk.
And he could have easily phrased the question he just asked without acting a bro — modestly and unassumingly — in a neutral, conversational tone: ‘What made us become friends?’, for example. Or, ‘How did we get to this point of friendship?’
But no! He's pretending to be an expert in prison-birds’ lingo here, and, by the way, instead of the long-legalized ‘dick’, he's brought up commercial fish for some reason, even though he himself has no clue about the timing of its spawning ban. It’s fit to mention, while we're on the subject.
‘Most likely, the reason is that a pair of slackers were brought together and are held together by an equally immense amount of laziness amassed on each of their parts. I am not sure if you're familiar with the word “gravity”.'
‘O! You mean grave tea?’
‘Each of us, is a humble servant to his personal whale of laziness. We have neither the power nor the desire to overcome a four-year-old habit. Or is it five years already?’
‘Numbers ain’t mean nothing.’
‘Well, try to enlighten your tax inspector on this point, Mr. Smarty. Though, yes, in regard to friendship they do lose their force. Because a real friend, in just a year of communication, manages to send his counterpart real friend in all directions, far and wide, in addition to giving them all the names under the sun. As the result no number of subsequent heart-felt appellations can have a telling effect on the relationship’s durability.’
‘Well, since you're so toned up, maybe you could define friendship too? While you're at it? As a concept. But only in human terms, without bringing in formulas full of the strength of materials factors.’
Here's another one of Lex's quirks. He loves to plunge into a philosophical discussion of some bullshit that normal folks would be ashamend to even consider. The bullshit clearer than a day and sticks out like a sore thumb: life is life, a thrill is a boost, well, just a little fluffier, and so on.
‘Omitting the strength of materials? Okay, then. Friendship is when just one glance at them, your friend, is enough to make you feel happy. You realize that there still remains some place for hope in the world. Since it tolerates a more accomplished idiot than even you. Agreed, sometimes a friend's stupidity is depressing, but there's nothing to be done—you have to endure it; you need a partner for your routines on the stage that is this freaking world.’
‘Your stage is pretty squalid, buddy.’ With a wide uninhibited gesture of a guide in Yellowstone, Lex indicated the bare walls of the room around, which resembled the innards of a cube rather than a parallelepiped. 
The white paint job on the walls, with a slight hint of silkworm cocoon, imparted an air of ascetic devotion to the enclosed space, though a humble gaze found no crucifix or symbols of any other faith or cult.
He sat on a squat armchair, its wooden armrests in transparent varnish obscured, here and there, by burns and scars left as occasional marks from the times idled away (he was Lex, while it was under him). 
The trajectory of the chaperone’s sweeping gesture ended with a soft landing (without even casting half a look, yet flawlessly) on the round top of a beer can, standing on the brown floor – at the back right leg of the half-breed (just kidding, it’s pure noble oak, and no allayment of any other wood was employed in the creation), within acceptable reach (and this is about the can again).
The guide's head rolled back, relaxed, onto the gently sloping backrest, worn by the pressure of other heads rolling long before his, and turned to face the room's only window.
No curtains, no potted plant on the white windowsill, not even a view beyond the glass pane, just a rectangle of empty, cloudless azure sky, from the perspective angle of the guide's reclining head… 
Atop the computer desk in the corner, to the left from the window panes, there rose the tin of a black, tower-style PC (Indonesian assemblage bearing the "Made in China" stamp) along with a Philips monitor (a Dutch brand, yet also manufactured in Indonesia).
A pair of black, streamlined speakers, under thick mesh visors but without rapiers, flanked the Dutchman. The keyboard and mouse, both black, tethered by black wires, took the vanguard cover position. 
. . .
A wide swivel chair, its incongruent, throne-like appearance a crying contrast to the overall monk cell design, revealed its black back to the computer, which had entered deep sleep mode, as Vit had been sitting for quite some time in the task chair, facing Lex.
Pressing the floor with his right foot, he used the internal structure of his leg (yes, also the right one) to impart momentum to the throne's slow, back-and-forth rotations, along a slight arc of horizontal, back-and-forth oscillations, quite brief, no more than a radian or so.
Vit's left ankle risen to rest across his right knee, was used as the supporting plane for the bottom of the beer can, clutched—absentmindedly and casually—with the fingers of his hand. And of course, the support, along with the beer (both consumed and not yet poured in) are involved in the back-and-forth movement, together with the other parts of the composition, comprising the components of both organic and non-organic matter, except for his firmly planted foot that serves the anchor as well as the source of lazy quarter-turns.
. . .
In the corner formed by the perpendicular convergence of the walls—diagonally opposite the computer—there was a second desk, a regular office desk, complete with a hard wooden chair.
A cylinder (black again, and again made of the same mesh-like metal veil as the speaker covers in the corner diagonally opposite) centered on the tabletop resembled a miniature indoor flowerpot.
A single ballpoint pen, exotically slender and slightly tilted, sprouted from it (a bit above the rim of the top), over which the lampshade bent full of maternal care.
A yoga mat, rolled into a tight scroll of green synthetic material, reclined on the right edge, somewhat softening the rigid businesslike style of the desk. A couple of wall sockets, a ceiling lamp shade, and, of course, the door—completed the interior of the anchorite's dwelling trough and through.
‘As all we know,’ Lex said already in his Oxford-Cambridge speaking manner, meticulously articulating every sound, ‘friendship presupposes reliably favorable conditions and must meet a certain number of necessary requirements, does it not? Therefore, a sufficient amount of laziness, plus a departure from the norms of morally sterilized vocabulary, created us for each other. Am I missing anything, colleague? If we approach this issue from the standpoint of applied logic.’
‘The generally accepted recipe does not exclude the cook's experimental additions inspired at unaccountable moments in the process of cooking. No one is immune from the chef's creative impulses.’
‘So, what ingredient will impart a charmingly spicy flavor to the subject of our discussion?’
‘How about hatred?’ At the supposition forwarded by his interlocutor, Lex returned the beer can, he was in the act of lifting, back to the floor and crossed his arms.
‘Oh, shit! Knowing the percentage of truth in your jests, Vit, let's elaborate from this point on.’
‘Hatred, like nothing else, guarantees the longevity of any relationship.
The bride hates the groom for all his evasions and delays before she’s finally milked from him the formal marriage proposal.
The groom feels the same way about the bride, for the torment of listening to her empty chatter—tons of crap!—until she finally spread her legs.
Then begin popping up the fruits of marital coexistence, which can only be described with the French “oh-la-la!"
And what, pray tell me, is pushing us to have sex with a friend's girlfriend? Making a stupid cuckold of him? Make you guess! The word starts with “h”’
‘That's madness!’
‘Wrong try, my friend, even though there was a hint. We're just dusting off our knowledge of inductive logic. Combining business with pleasure, as we go along, in the course of our friendly relations.’
‘You're so fucked up. Totally nuts.’
‘Exactly. So is my credo and motto, two in one: “All or None”. Okay, forget it. I know you didn't fuck her, and was just sed by her, bro.’
One hand keeping the can of beer, the other, as if to spite him, was scratching the back of his head, and Lex had practically nothing to grope for words with… 
He took a sip silently… Because at times this here Vit gives out things that make you all at sea, not knowing what to say or do… 
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