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Contains deliberate stylistic choices, raw prose, and avant-garde linguistic expressions representing the author's uncompromised artistic vision.

All characters, names, locations, incidents, and thematic descriptions within this work are entirely products of the author's artistic imagination or are used purely in an avant-garde, satirical, or fictional context. Language is utilized freely as a tool of pure artistic expression, with no intent to offend any individual or group, and completely devoid of any negative context, prejudice, or personal inclination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or real events is entirely coincidental and unintended.
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Brilliant Time in a Silent Street for the Fattening Chinaman

Saidin Salkic

A short story on tobacco and feasting

Sai Sal, that town maniac, heartbreaker and a ruthless cunt has had his last cigarette today. As he farewelled tobacco he said he felt a great grief for his companion of a few decades. Cigarettes he said were his only friend in the days of crazed storms he fought and all other mesmerizing things he has ever cheered. It was a somber evening, alike many of them in his solitudes’ time, he stood in front of the mirror looking at his aging face, that did so without any particular grace. As youth disappears on a wild horse running in the opposite direction from the present. And present was a somber collection of the days that unfortunately passed and those who unfortunately haven’t. Tobacco smoke, his companion of decades slowly, and blessed without feeling evaporated into the air. Disappeared. Just as his youth did. No matter how many times he shaved, the time was taking over. There was no guarantee that he’ll be happy ever again, that he’ll be excited ever again, that he’ll write or make or do anything exciting ever again. Slowly as the smoke knows how to, blessed without feeling it vanished, as did his pretty face. He wasted best years of his life on loving the wrong, he wasted the best years of his youth kissing the wrong, he wasted the best years of his youth trying to turn town boys into men, he wasted, wasted and wasted.

Turning back, looking on the decade that’s passed, there was no value in many things, nights of music and laughter have long ago now silenced themselves. Living under fooling sky that offered no excitement in many, many moons and suns. Things were going nowhere, just that existence, the heavy breath of a heavy smoker, at the verge of his third decade underneath the fooling sky. To many in the town he was a shadow to fear, a stinging memory, a fear, a great illusion that such things are real. The way he use to be, and fly, and see. Fly without fear, without awareness of his greatness, flew without knowledge nor care that those he flew with were hardly worthy of his presence. Pushed to the wall by the magnetic spear of the fooling sky, whose ambitions it seemed was to get him spent and wasted. It was hard to find the strength again, to find something strong in his chest. Long ago defeated by the society of blind men, slowly he started caring less than anyone else. He, who use to know the value of it all, he who on the hierarchical scale of things could clearly see what was and what wasn’t important. He who could see that what they were doing certainly wasn’t. And seeing it through his decades, feeling more and more alone, on the verge of old age, at his third decade under sun and rain, he felt empty of anything, desire or ambition, fear, or excitement.

Anything, everything was gone. All the real things now seemed like illusion, all the wasted kisses meant nothing at all. All the emptied bottles of beer seemed a wasted dances, all the songs he sang, no silenced were in his chest. There was no need, there was no breed, there was no excitement, will nor desire. Slowly, as the tobacco vanished, vanished did his illusion that he was loved at all, by anybody, anywhere underneath the burning sun. He was slowly, but surely releasing his solitude, his lonesome existence, the bizarre human condition of loveless states, nothing out there but some pathetic ambition, for something, something, something so unclear, nothing near to reality, nothing near to anything worth of mention. Cigarette was burning and he was imagining all his acquaintances across the world, in their pathetic spaces lone. Some were not alone, some were having sex, some were just farting, and rolling around, as the society did from its foolish establishing. If the society was made in hope that unification was the way to the possible fusion and some kind of love, than it was a huge mistake. But that wasn’t a reason, it was just a way, some blind men, could get all others to somehow work for them, and through some unreal pieces of paper make them somehow richer, happier and more powerful. They were clearly like children, with their piles of cards, looking at each other thinking obvious pathetic thoughts, counting each other’s cards, clearly desiring them all, for the sake of some so called domination over others, for some so called power, some so called this or that.

Sai Sal on the other hand, was never that kind of a man. It never made sense to him, none of that, he was his own man, deep inside unreleased by anyone ever, his mother, sister nor his whore. And so, as time went on passing, and slowly vanish did cigarette smoke, it was getting clear, there in front of the mirror, that things will never be the same. He released he had to get use to that state, loveless conception of existence, without excitement, without desire, without perceived love. He released it was only right that he stop loving all. Now, there was a deal between him and the sun rays, of the dusk and dawn, there was a clear thickness in the air between all that was this world, and that thickness, undefined by anyone, nor perceived by more of them at all, to him, sometimes in the mist of the sunset, it was love of course. But those who lived exposed to the opposite of the truth, since the beginning of measuring time, that existed not. It was clear, that love from their chest was gone, but exchanged by something that had nothing to do with that at all, something so far from that thickness he perceived to ever be called love again. As the cigarette kept burning, slowly he was releasing, that it won’t be his last. He will never stop smoking. He will never turn his back to the substance that kept him away from feeling alone almost for as many decades, for as he has known.

In one man’s time passing, its speed of passing is so different for all. For him, to him it seemed it sped like a monkey speed car down the road. Sometimes, at misted lonesome nights, it seemed that it passed in dunes of sand, wind was blowing time over his face, over his head, ancient times were burning its proofs of their long gone existence. Those were the lonely nights, but as he remembered them clearly, they were the happiest of them all. How did he end up in this hole alone, he who use to know it all, he who use to live with butterflies in the secret skies, he... As this he wrote he slowly started to release that where that place was, it was still in him, inside were still these secret skies above. Was there a long way to them again.

As he lit another cigarette, because he will not stop smoking, his face seemed a bit younger again, he was still the possessor of his chest, and that made him feel less alone. He released, instead of tobacco, he will farewell food. It had gotten to a point were it was a trouble to eat. Especially to shit, wash his arse every day, walk clean. Why? He decided he will farewell food ant get skinny for once, since he has never been. In the times of disappearing ambition, that was the only thing he wished for. Get skinny, take long lonesome walks, listen to the wind again, watch the rain fall, feel it on his face, aging and old. In reality beyond concrete wall, he was still the happiest of them all. But alone, lonesome, and lover of rock and roll. He still remembered the midnight when he met piano for the first time. No woman will ever successfully compete with that meeting. No one at all.

Palate of beer
Will discover joy
Another drunken poet
Of course
I stand unafraid and feared
Alone
After expressing this wish to skin down, he walked into the kitchen and made himself a beautiful simple sandwich of warm bread and blackberry jam and ate it standing up. Had a glass of milk and lit another cigarette. Alone. In his room, by the window that overlooked nothing in particular, but a house of an old couple who have probably stopped caring for what each others name was. They had a little dog who had an ambition to bark at night, and at some times it was very tempting to skin him down instead and eat him for breakfast or launch. As he more thought of this, it made more sense, that this
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