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(1) Abstract
(n/a)

In 387 BC, around the age of 40, the renowned Hellenist
philosopher Plato (428-348 BC) founded his Academy in
the then flourishing city of Athens, only a dozen or so
years following the execution of his mentor Socrates,
whose purported last words were, “Crito, please
remember we owe a cock to Asclepius.” By contrast,
around gg9o AD, on nearly equal opposite sides of the
so-called Christ event, the Neoplatonic philosopher
Plutarch of Athens (350-430 AD) would re-establish the
Platonic Academy in Athens, at age 40, where the last of
the great Late Antique philosophers—Syrianus and
Proclus and Damascius—would work in the shadow of
Constantinople. The last of the Academies were shut
down by the Imperial decree of Justinian in 529 AD. Yet
the birth of Parmenides, one of the great mentors of
Socrates (and, via osmosis, of Plato), is believed to have
taken place somewhere between 540 and 520 BC, on the
equal opposite side of the so-called Christ event as

Justinian’s decree.



Canto 1.1

(.769)

Araqi told Jo Yu-Ri,

as they sat in the small hallway wide
Udon Lab on West Thirty Second,

right next to the Martinique,

how he had no recollection

of re-reading Rings of Saturn whatsoever—
in fact the only reason

Aragqi even realized

he’d started re-reading Rings of Saturn
at all was a sole blue pen underline strike
under the word Rumelia,

right on top of page ninety nine

that, now re-reading it yet again,

Araqi knew all too well

he would have never made

when he initially read Rings of Saturn,
because at that time

Araqi barely knew what Rumelia referenced,
but upon a second reading,

assuming said second reading

took place when Araqi believed it did,

he was totally balls deep in Rumelia lore.



For all of these reasons

Araqi believed

he’d only began his

second reading of Rings of Saturn

when he picked up the book again

just the other afternoon,

but in actuality,

according to this particular blue underline

on the ninety-ninth page of the novel,

it seemed like he’d actually,

in fact,

recently started a third reading, not a second,
but wasn’t it a bit befuddling,

a tad disconcerting perhaps that a person

could have absolutely no recollection of reading
a whole fucking hundred pages

of a novel less than five years prior,

Araqi thought, a sentiment he expressed to Jo Yu-Ri,
and she agreed that it did seem egregious,

but also perplexing and maybe even,

not to be hyperbolic, but a bit ominous?

But all this,
the entirety of the pair’s specific stream of dialogue
was abruptly interrupted

when Jo Yu-Ri noted Aragqi’s



visibly concatenating frustration

as they were suddenly, violently
upstreamed at the bar

by some greasy fuck in a cobalt blue
soccer jersey—

the fact of the matter was

the two friends only popped in the spot
to begin with to take a quick listen

to a particular "xylophone jazz trio"
Araqi and Jo Yu-Ri heard playing

from the foyer as they walked past

on West Thirty Second,

Araqi being intrigued by a trio

led by xylophone,

but once in line at the bar

they both slowly realized

how loquacious

this bartender was with each customer,
Araqji’s frustration concatenating

with each second he continued to wait for a beer,
and now, this customer in a cobalt blue soccer jersey,
popped up out of seemingly thin air

to upstream them, this customer,

who, for his part,

had apparently been repeatedly

scorned in his quest to get a second
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beer himself,

by none other than this loquacious bartender,
who kept continuing on about

checking the pipes in the basement,

and now this customer

in the cobalt blue soccer shirt

audaciously cut them both in line

to ruthlessly expedite his

subsequent beverage.

Araqi was abutting an audible complaint

but remained unwilling to abandon

his just-discovered excitement

for this "xylophone jazz"

as Jo Yu-Ri noted that there was a

Vietnamese food truck outside,

right on the corner of Sixth and Thirty Second,
that she could go get a few egg rolls

if they wanted?

Araqi wasn’t really in the mood,

but this didn’t deter Jo Yu-Ri

from ambling outside to see

“what was up with their dumplings”,
right as the bartender finally attended to

Aragqi’s pending request



for an overpriced quote-unquote

Italian style beer,

which didn’t taste like Peroni at all,

and by the time the two got to a seat

the jazz trio finished its first set

and began its break,

lighting cigarettes and walking back to the bar
for their respective,

Araqji assumed,

free refills.



Canto 1.12

(.775)

Of course it was the case

that Araqji, despite his agitation

at the fact he and Jo Yu-Ri

entered this establishment

with the explicit intent of listening

to this "xylophone jazz trio",

only to get stiffed

by a prevaricating bartender,

by a mysterious shit stain

wearing a cobalt blue soccer shirt,

to the extent that by the time

they were seated with an overpriced beer
and a handful of subpar Vietnamese egg rolls,
the fucking trio itself

stopped pounding xylophones

and ceased playing jazz.

But Araqi had other more pressing
and dire topics of discussion,
despite the sudden silence

in the corridor wide restaurant,
specifically about Jo Yu-Ri’s

new so-called employee,



[piamog,
because the fucking guy
had been talking his ear off about Soju

for like the whole last week.

Jo Yu-Ri
nodded at the comment
without even an inkling of a hint

of shock in her gaze.

She wasn’t caught off guard at all,

as Araqi continued to recapitulate

the guy’s monologues,

about how this country,

if this nation had any chance at all
whatsoever, then it needed to immediately
adopt Soju as its national drink,

that there was no other option

but to adopt all iterations of Soju,

of Korean Rice Wine

as the proper Bud Light replacement,

to co-opt this Korean wine

and rebrand it as essentially fucking American,

Araqi said.

That the Joe Rogans of the internet sphere



had prescribed the Donald Trumps
of the physical world

as the panacea this country needed,
via reactionary channels

posted on a platform

that ironically enough

started as a CIA front,

yet the reality was the true corrective

could never be found in a Donald Trump.

No, only in Korean rice wine,
according to Ilpiamog,
people needed to start drinking it in bars

and restaurants in place of carbonated light beers!

Araqi and Jo Yu-Ri both noted

that they respected the passion of IIpianog,
and that he was essentially correct

in his assessment

that nothing was more American

than stealing the domestic culture of others
and rebranding it as our own,

and Soju was in fact, after all,

an optimal bar drink,

as it was specifically designed

to provide more of a buzz than beer,

12



but not quite the ill-advised lift
of the average eighty proof
grain alcohol.

Yet, according to Araqi,

IIpiomog was dubious that the country
could actually adopt Soju,

primarily because of people,

he said, like the median second cousin,
people who would be reticent to drink
something quote-unquote Korean

on the regular,

people who clung to beliefs

that people like Ted Cruz

actually had decent ideas

about the world,

that any person who found Ted Cruz
to be philosophically intriguing

would obviously be a little reticent
about imbibing Soju,

when it was obviously the case that,

in fact,

Ted Cruz was probably one of the top ten

most despicable people on the planet?

IIpianog noted Cruz’s prevarications



when asked questions

like ‘Does AICAP ever interact with Israel,’
saying how it once again demonstrated

the innately despicable baseline

of his personality.

But people like the median second cousins
of America would actually prefer to discuss
Ted Cruz with a modicum of nicety

than just imbibe Korean rice wine

as their default drink of choice,

which was clearly why this country

was on the precipice of an

irreversible decline,

if not in the midst of it already!

This country was clearly fucking finished,
Ipiamog said,

and it was solely because of this intersection
of Ted Cruz, Soju,

and the conceptual second cousin of course,
Araqi repeated,

slowly almost believing

what IIpioamog had repeated

into his poor eardrums

day after day that week.
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It was clear to IIpiomog at least

that the second cousin was a topic

they must actually legislate against.

No, not just pontificate about,

because these second cousins—

they wouldn’t just rescind of their own accord,
second cousins were instead indicative

of a structural rot.

IIpianog thought

that he Jo Yu-Ri and Aragqi

should all move to communicate

with their New York state

representatives to see

if they could begin drafting a bill
opposing the concept of the second cousin

in this country.

Was that doable, did they think?

Aragqji took a bite of an egg roll

that was somehow still scorching hot
five minutes after Jo Yu-Ri

put the plastic plate

down on the table.



The fact it felt a hundred fucking degrees
out in Midtown

probably didn’t help.



Canto 1.13

(.753)

Jo Yu-Ri, wiping her petite fingers

on a thrice folded napkin,

smearing select remnants

of truck cooked egg roll grease

onto the pure white paper,

shook her head side to side

and showed Araqi

the page of the book she’d just opened up,
Ashbery’s

Self-Portrait in a Convex Mirror,

and muttered look at all this scribbling!—
in reference to the inane notes

the previous owner

of the paperback had strewn

all over the first page in pencil.

Araqi asked her what condition
she’d bought the book in exactly?

Was she aware of that level

of scribbling prior to buying it?

No, she replied,

17



but to be fair nearly every other page of the book
was entirely clean,
until of course this final poem,

the self-titled entry of the collection.

Obviously some nitwit

who probably had to write, like,
a term paper about it,

Aragqi suggested,

some kind of dissertation,

and Jo Yu-Ri agreed,

head bowed in defeat.

Aragqi alleged it remained readable even if,
sure, the incessant pencil scribblings
were a little distracting,

certainly off-putting,

he could totally relate to that!

The fact of the matter

was it was increasingly difficult

to pay discounted prices

for used books these days,

without some incessant and/or inane
scribbling dominating the margins

of select pages,



without delays

in shipping or unexpectedly bent covers

or subpar paperback bindings,

although Jo Yu-Ri did note

of all the fine poems the collection consisted of
she found the title poem to be the least essential—
so if one particular poem had to be ruined

by said scribbling she was at least

glad it was that one.

Books, Araqi asserted,

were actually becoming slowly
impossible to acquire,

as production volumes dropped due to

the increasing illiteracy all around them.

It was basically a case of when
before a functional embargo
would take hold

in terms of acquiring decent books

at affordable prices.

They were rapidly reverting back
to the Middle Ages or something,
with rare libraries gated away

from aficionados jizzing themselves



over simple access to printed paper.

Jo Yu-Ri thought the emergence

of the PDF black market

ran counter to Araqi’s hyperbolic claims
but of course she preferred to peruse
physical copies as well

so she felt

the overall pull of his lament,

but Jo Yu-Ri then abruptly continued on to note
in a more vigorous fashion

her agreement with Araqi

regarding Ilpiomog—

did he know that just the other day,
while watering her bok choy plants
with his massive phallus,

he told a story about

rendezvousing with an exotic dancer?

IIpiomog said he’d met the stripper

just a couple weeks previous

and that she’d asked to meet with him,
which he said to Jo Yu-Ri

he assumed meant she intended to bilk him
out of some cash at her club

in Astoria, but apparently—
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to her surprise—

[piamog wasn’t above that,

so he actually showed up to the club,
Jo Yu-Ri told Aragqi,

but then, the dancer,

half in the bag according to Ilpiomog,
told him she actually meant to meet
outside the club, so as her shift ended
he took the dancer down the street

to some hookah spot,

smoked shisha then,

according to IIpianog, quote-unquote
"railed her in her SUV on a side street
after she moved her kid’s carseat

to the side".

Jo Yu-Ri

was a slightly flabbergasted

at the anecdote,

which Ipiamog continued,

noting how the chick had some issues
with "suicidal ideation",

but to Jo Yu-Rj,

she relayed to Araqi,

it was a little concerning, no?
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Just because she’d hired the guy
because his phallus was supposed to be
beneficial for plant growth,

and while clearly that was ideal
for bok choy cultivation

in Midtown Manhattan,

she wasn’t so certain

she’d get the maximum value

of his phallus

if he was—plowing sluts in SUVs
on side streets

next to shisha

establishments,

Aragqi finished?

22



Canto 1.14
(.768)

No, Aragqi noted,

it was certainly uncouth
that Priapus was, you know,
potentially having sex
with strippers

outside shisha spots

in Queens,

but still with

that said

he had come to question
Jo Yu-Ri’s arithmetic
just slightly,

mostly because

while he understood

the phallus of Priapus
was being employed

for bok choy

cultivation

and engaging

in illicit activities,

and that that

particular addition

seemed to portend

23



poor outcomes.

But three plus four,
Araqi said,

didn’t equal seven,
not exactly,

because truly

it equaled seven
plus the Form seven,
because sans

the Form seven

it would be basically
impossible for them
to even conceive

of seven.

But, Araqi noted,

Form seven by its

very nature

didn’t engage in

the same unitary mixing

that the mathematical seven did,
what Araqi was saying,

he reiterated

to Jo Yu-Ri,

was it was possible Priapus,

24



being a divine being

(of sorts!), was probably

not tethered

to the same rubrics

of arithmetic as others,

that Priapus was

very possibly closer

to the Form seven

than the mathematical seven,
in which case,

while sure,

his sojourns

with certain Astoria strippers
was probably in poor taste,

it might not actually

have a palpable

effect on her bok choy?

25



Canto 1.15

(.794)

Jo Yu-Ri flashed back

briefly to a bulbous penis

that was sprayed in graffiti

onto the foundation of a home
on Bridgham

that she passed

while walking to a Family Dollar
the other day.

It was like ever since

she employed this

Ipiamog she’d been surrounded

on all sides by unrepentant penis,
which probably,

she reflected,

served her right for going into business
with a Hellenic entity

(especially a so-called deity).

At the same time
growing fresh bok choy in Midtown
gave her a competitive advantage

no one else had in Koreatown,
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so was it all possibly worth it?

As Araqi received the tab

(after drinking his second shitty
pseudo Italian pilsner),

at four twenty pm

(as opposed to Jo Yu-Ri’s receipt
being received

at three twelve pm)

he wrote out the tip and,

when laying the paper

down on the table

next to Jo Yu-Ri’s

the two realized both tabs

came to exactly

twenty-nine eighty-four a piece,
with each tab exactly consisting
of a twenty three buck subtotal
with a dollar eighty four tax assessment
and five even tip,

which was a bit of a coincidence,
almost like a chance event

that had some sort of cosmic significance?

The two stared at the two tabs

in silence as a chubby white guy

27



hammering away
on his xylophone slowly faded
to black.
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3112 pm
subtotal: $23.00
sales tax: $1.84

tip: $5.00
total: $29.84

2+3-0)
(1+8-4)
(5+0-0)

(2+3-0)
(1+8-4)
5+0-0)

29

4:20 pm
subtotal: $23.00
sales tax: $1.84
tip: $5.00

total: $29.84



(2) Abstract
(n/a)

According to the online archive of The New York Times,
on February g9 1984, a series of Reagan-era American
warships spent nine hours bombarding Syrian and
Druze gun batteries in Lebanon. The Druze population
of Lebanon and Syria is of course the ancient peoples
who arose in the aftermath of the disappearance of the
infamous Fatimid Caliph al-Hakim bi-Amr Allah
(985-1021). The Druze, for their part, place a great
significance on the number five, believing that prophets
of each era come in groups of five, which they date back
to the days of Antiquity, proclaiming the five great
prophets of that era to be: Pythagoras, Plato, Aristotle,
Parmenides, and Empedocles. Pythagoras, the eldest of
the five, was a strict vegetarian born on an island called
Samos in West Asia around 570 BC. He’s since been
renowned for, among other accomplishments, his
musical tunings, the theory of the transmigration of
souls, and a unique perspective on numbers, as well as
the fact that there’s not a single detail of his life that
remains uncontradicted. Allegedly Pythagoras left
Samos at the age of 40. Perhaps the greatest distillation
of what we believe to be Pythagorean teaching can be

found in the dialogue Timaeus by Plato, who founded
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his Academy in Athens at the age of 40 himself, around
the year 387 BC, nearly two centuries after the birth of
Pythagoras. Parmenides, the second eldest of the five,
was born about 50 years after Pythagoras in Elea, in
Southern Italy, where Pythagoras, by some accounts,
committed suicide in Calabria—when Parmenides would
have still been an adolescent. Only fragments remain of
Parmenides’ primary poem on the indivisible Oneness of
Being, where a great focus is placed on the concept One,
but his ideas are present in more extended form in the
dialogue Parmenides by Plato, as well as an extended,
partially extant commentary on Parmenides by Proclus.
Empedocles, another vegetarian (and the younger
contemporary of Parmenides), was born in Sicily not
long after the purported suicide of Pythagoras in
Calabria. The last Greek philosopher to record his ideas
in verse, he would be succeeded, informally, by Plato and
Aristotle. Yet the former, the only native born Athenian
of the five, wasn’t born until a half decade after
Empedocles’ death, in the late 420s BC. While Aristotle
wouldn’t be born until Plato was in his mid-forties. Yet
he’d remain at Plato’s Academy until he was 37. Yet even
Aristotle, the youngest of the five by far, remains an
interpersonal mystery to us today. Nothing is known

about his life for certain except for the fact he was born

31



in modern day Thessaloniki and that he had a passing

interest in botany.
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Canto 2.1

(.761)

Hakim Allah actually desperately

needed a waifu in Cairo,

like "so bad",

but he also felt a certain longing

for summer,

for the sun

and the heat and the accompanying irresistible urge
to indulge in a nice cold wine,

being born after all

in the peak summer month of August

in Nine Eighty Five and all.

Some would suggest

there was possibly even

a mystical element to it,

the thirteenth day

of the eighth month,

perhaps an arithmetic calculation
or something of the sort,

the violent vacillations

he experienced philosophically?

Weren’t those in themselves a residue
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of an indivisible Oneness,
violently vacillating between
strict philosophical schools
that vehemently disagreed

with one another?

Wasn’t vacillating between
philosophical poles,
violently,

in a sense, a real dissembling
of the pernicious dualities
and multiplicities

we encounter every damn day?

A middle-aged man was adorned in dapper cloth
sitting on the patio

smoking a thin cigarette

and Hakim, who didn’t smoke regularly,
suddenly felt an intense urge

to indulge in just one cigarette,

reflecting back to past moments,

on equivalent patios

where he’d maybe puffed a cigarette or two,
where events were inevitably felt,

felt in the way that feelings

must inevitably extend,
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muddied and disgusting
to recollection and thoroughly incomprehensible

in material ways.

Ultimately, it was only when you were
smoking cigarettes that you actually felt things,
and feeling things was usually

a kind of composite phenomena.

Hakim pulled out a single dinar

and asked the guy for the great privilege

of bumming a single cigarette,

smoking it next to the man

who was obviously a high ranking court officer

of the most respectable order,

to which the man bluntly replied

sorry last one,

but there’s a "camel shop across the street that sells

them".

In no way, shape, or form

was this man smoking the last remaining
unit from his pack of cigarettes—

it would have been fairly clear

to any person with even

half of a functioning brain
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that this man had many more cigarettes remaining
in his pack, that while the precise amount

of cigarettes the man had

remaining was uncertain

it was also abundantly clear

that that amount certainly equaled

more than one.

It was utterly absurd to assume
this man was smoking his last cigarette

on the patio.

With this in mind, purely out of spite,
Hakim, after waiting a few moments
in deep contemplation,

crossed the street and stood in place
at the camel station,

where three people were already
impatiently waiting

in front of a hand-written

sign that read Bathroom Break Be Back in Ten Minutes.
There was no option but for Hakim to buy

an entire pack of cigarettes purely out of spite,

a spiteful lust to just smoke one cigarette.
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A heavy set pasty middle aged lady

wearing a black napsack

with thinning light hair on the top of her head
was first in line,

and would remain longer

than the roly poly fair-skinned man

with the macho accent,

or the run of the mill day laborer—

yet, fueled by this mixture of nonsensical lust
and irrationally insatiable spite,

Hakim would wait

nearly an entire half hour

for the attendant to return to purchase

this pack of overpriced cigarettes

to smoke a small percentage of

on the patio.

He outlasted not only the heavy set pasty female
and her initial companions

but even subsequent others

who approached the window then quickly left
exasperated at the ridiculous wait,

at the absurd claim

on this cardboard sign.

Yet once this escapade
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was completed Hakim returned to the patio to,
to his surprise,

find the same man still smoking a cigarette,
which Hakim quickly calculated,

must have been a subsequent cigarette

or, even worse, a subsequent

toa subsequent cigarette,

and the same heavy set woman

with the black napsack and thin light hair—
now also smoking a cigarette,

despite the fact she left the camel station
before being able to buy a pack,

which Hakim quickly calculated,

must have also been supplied by

the man in the high class cloth.

The man just moments ago
was allegedly smoking his quote-unquote

last cigarette on the patio.

The man in the high class cloth
must have gifted the heavy set
pasty female her cigarette,
because Hakim was just with her,
at the camel station,

and she had no cigarettes,
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the only reason she was even
at the station was to obtain

additional cigarettes.

So it was basically corroborated

that the man adorned in the royal attire,
at the very least, at the bare minimum,
had two additional cigarettes,

if not three additional cigarettes,

in his pack when he ruthlessly told Hakim
he was smoking his quote-unquote

last one, which of course was unsurprising,
yet, like all implied lies,

it stung Hakim more vociferously

when it was finally confirmed

beyond a reasonable doubt.

All obvious lies are more benign

when still existing in an unproven state,
despite being obvious,

because a blatant lie, once proven,
despite the fact its essence

was already assumed fictitious,

despite already having attained

a certain reality as a lie,

stings with a certain vigor
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when finally confirmed

as a blatant distortion of the truth.

All truth is ultimately distorted to some degree,
and we know this implicitly,

yet without fail we’re monumentally

dejected upon confirming

certain distortions of the truth.

We believe the obvious lie to be fictitious,
having been obvious,

that it will mean nothing once
confirmed as a falsity,

as nothing has essentially been altered,
what we already treated

as a probable lie

simply becomes an actual lie,

yet when the obvious lie shifts

from assumed to proven,

it irrationally concatenates

and becomes an even more egregious lie.

Hakim had been shamelessly betrayed
by a man who owed him less than nothing
in the world, yet wasn’t it perhaps the case

that by the sole act of smoking cigarettes,
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to some extent,

the man entered into a social contract
of benevolently acquiescing a request
for a single cigarette

at shitty dive bars.

To smoke a cigarette at a dive bar

is to voluntarily enter into a commune

of like-minded citizens bumming cigarettes
off each other on occasion,

and, with that in mind,

wasn’t falsely claiming tobacco poverty

in such a setting

a "faux pas of the highest order"?

Hakim came around to the idea it was

as he smoked two brand new cigarettes

on the patio from his brand new overpriced pack,
after somewhat sarcastically offering the man

in the royal attire an additional cigarette

after his so-called

last one was done,

as he drank from the white wine

the bartender was nice enough

to keep on ice for him

while he waited at the camel station

41



for upwards of a half an hour,

purely out of spite.
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Canto 2.12
(.813)

At the age of thirty five,

which is, we know,

only truly divisible by

the numbers seven and five,

it’s almost inevitable to arrive

at the realization that the sky
itself is little more than a tin roof,
Hakim considered as he sat on the patio
eyeing the douche bag

in the royal attire walk away,

that beyond the sky

our senses relay to us

only mirages and lurid
falsifications,

purely out of habit,

with no ill intent whatsoever.

It’s never been with ill intent

that our senses have utterly let us down
in nearly every regard,

it’s simply the intrinsic nature of things
that cause our senses

to relay lurid falsities.
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Sans memory

there can’t be time.

At the tender age of thirty five

all of this without fail

becomes clear to you,

that everything is aesthetics

in a certain sense,

that the sky itself

is just a tin roof,

and Hakim went back into the bar
to ask the aged bartender,

who it turned out was only

a couple years older than him,

for just one more wine,

where a younger man and his wife
complained about being banned

from some local establishment.

The young man calculated

how much money he spent

at this establishment,

how much money they were forsaking
by so unfairly banning him,

never taking
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a second to analyze

whether the amount of money

he was spending at one bar

was even advisable to disclose in public,

with complete strangers.

There was a criminal element

to this banishment

in the eyes of this young man,

as this was a situation

where he was completely sans fault,
where this establishment had acted

erroneously, to the extent the error

was actually criminal.

He’d never be able to go back to that bar again.
But would they survive economically

sans his patronage?

When Hakim went down the road,
leaving the riveting conversation
of the young man behind him,

to his dismay

he didn’t find a single waifu
marauding around the city,

the city was completely



void of any and all waifus.

No, just some middle-aged dudes
discussing the current state

of the Fatimid military.

How to transcend the tin roof

was always a matter of great dispute,
and a recurring voice would whisper
to Hakim in his sleep

that very night that there was nothing
beautiful in the streets

that afternoon

for a specific reason,

because the digestion of beauty

at certain times

can make a person exceptionally dyspeptic,

this was protection.

Hakim agreed,

still tasting the six falafels he scarfed down
on his way home even after brushing

his teeth multiple times,

violently vacillating in his own way

even as he re-entered into a calm,

deep sleep where he’d
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have a recurrent dream

of killing himself to cleanse himself.

Hakim would kill himself

in his dream,

yet afterward he’d subsist in a superior form,
post successfully killing himself,

void of the memories that haunted him,

depriving him of a peaceful slumber.

He questioned these voices

he frequently heard in his head,

their origin,

the ones constantly calling him until,
finally able to assert control

of his environment, he screamed
Allah is One repeatedly,

until the containment of his dream

was cleansed by his yelling.

With Hakim in a state of great

distress and only half-awake,

The Prophet Muhammed appeared briefly,
as a mirror image of himself,

and uttered nothing he could recollect.
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(3) Abstract
(n/a)

In American folklore it’s often posited that “second
place” is actually “the first loser.” While scholars of
various stripes have conflicting opinions on the accuracy
of such claims, the reality is, at least according to the
general populace of the world’s greatest country, the
saying is functionally viewed as true. The second cousin,
strictly defined, is the child of the first cousin in relation
to the child of another first cousin, first cousins of course
being the respective children of siblings. The number 2
is, in theory, the beginning of all multiplicity, the primal
source of a multitude. Without the number 2 there
would be no linear single-digit path to 3 and 4 or even 5.
In fact all evenness itself is defined, in theory, by an
ability to be divided by this number 2. Even binary code,
while only consisting of os and 1s is still comprised of 2
numbers (o and 1). And all duality is derivative of the
number 2. The number is at times associated with Ceres
or Demeter, a goddess of agriculture and fertility, an
alleged sister of Zeus. In certain forms of
Neo-Pythagoreanism and/or Neo-Platonism, a certain
indefinite dyad is an originator of the entire universe,
emanating from an ineffable One, whereas certain

cosmologies, such as Gnosticism and Manichaeism, are
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notable for their dualist structures, placing a duality as a
first principle, which are in sharp contrast to the more
monist constructions found in Akbarism and other

orders.
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Canto 3.1
(.764)

Enzo told Daria

how he was considering
that it was perhaps

with a tyrannical exactness
that he proceeded

about his life,

right up through

his weekly high fades,

that he considered

a latent geometrical tyranny
to be possibly

ruthlessly guiding his life
as he took quick note

of a quite sizeable posterior
in light blue jeans

that was walking

right past him

as he approached

the large brick building
that contained

the Department for
Economic Development

on a quaint
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Friday afternoon

at four pm on the dot.

Daria was aware

Enzo walked there

to try and slip the clerk

a quick so-called

business registration form
but before she could confirm
what she already knew
for a fact

Enzo went on to note that
it turned out

the city clerks’ offices
closed half an hour early
for their so-called
summer hours,

which as it

so happened

was exactly at

four pm.

Enzo muttered
what the fuck
before continuing on

to note he was wearing
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his new tan Walmart mesh
basketball shorts

with his white vans

as the voluptuous woman
walked past,

by contrast,

wearing wire rimmed glasses
on the tip of her thin nose,
surrounded on three sides

by curly black locks.

According to him
sometimes it was

just preferable

to sit on a roof

with your shirt off

and think about fucking nothing
for a little bit

even if it

was five fifteen

on a Friday afternoon,
there was, after all,
repetition and number,
he noted to Daria,

but did all numbers

actually repeat?
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Daria noted

she’d been noticing

an insane amount

of five fifty fives

and two twenty twos

plus eleven elevens

and even one elevens of late
but to date

she’d refrained

from any attempt

to google an explanation.

But wasn’t it the case,

Enzo interjected,

since they’d gotten

onto the topic

of sequences of integers anyway,
wasn’t it the case

that the second cousin

as a conceptual artifice

was collectively accelerating
the downfall of their country,
I mean, Enzo said,

second cousins

are in aggregate
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all basically cunts, right?

In Enzo’s mind

it was the clearly the case
that the second cousin

was basically objectionable,
a pitiful clinging

to a so-called bloodline
that was, even when

more potent,

still somewhat ambiguous

if not nonsensical.

What was blood anyway?

Daria, for her part,

didn’t have a particularly strong
opinion on the concept

of the second cousin

one way or the other,

but she admitted

that she didn’t

have as big of a family

as Enzo,

which perhaps played a part

in her quizzical nonchalance?
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No, Enzo went on,

the second cousin

was something indicative

of a structural rot,

in fact it was something

that probably needed

actual legislation

to be properly combatted,
because these second cousins,
they wouldn’t just rescind

of their own accord.

No,

Enzo and Daria both,

they needed to start

petitioning local representatives
to abolish this concept

of the second cousin.



Canto 3.12
(.756)

It was abundantly clear

to Enzo that there was

a recurring splitting

into two

that was perhaps

the most nefarious act

of all,

that the first of this or that
inevitably'd become extended
to the so-called second

of the same substrate,

but why?

It was this counting,

this lurid linear extension

that perhaps offended

Enzo the most,

to which Daria,

thinking about her bok choy
with an unerring sense of dread,
was only partially paying

attention to.
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They’d fundamentally forgotten
something essential

about number, Enzo said,
they’d become addicted to
dividing and adding,

extending and subtracting,
instead of focusing

on concepts more

steeped in purity.

Enzo felt as though

they were destined to recall
something essential about number,
but now, somehow,

that'd become impossible

for them, that they’d forgotten

for perpetuity

an essential aspect of number,
which made every situation

they encountered

immeasurably more bleak.

The second cousin itself
was little beyond a symptom
of a far greater sickness,

the common cold of counting numbers,
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of becoming unitary until

they reached infinity.

Nothing was more infinite
than the unitary,
yet the unitary becoming infinite

was utterly absurd!

Everything was split into two,
or split into three,

all around them

were doppelgangers and trinities

of what was what.

Multiplicity

couldn’t exist this way!

Enzo continued

as Daria simultaneously

considered bringing up

a few concerns she had

with an employee

she’d contracted specifically

in a botanical manner,

but who, given his unorthodox methods,

had started to concern her
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given some of his more

licentious habits.

Of course botany

and personal matters

were probably,

in most cases, considered
completely separate issues,
but due to the specific nature
of this particular job

it had begun to bother

Daria just slightly.

Enzo, for his part,

had an entire pack of cigarettes
in his drawer, he said to Daria,
because he’d bought

a whole pack the other day,

just purely out of spite.
Did she want to go
out onto the deck

and whack a puff or two from one?

Was she drunk enough

yet?—to smoke a quick cig?
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Because she clearly wasn’t
listening to any

of the fucking shit he was saying
about integers

or second cousins,

about the nonsensical division

of everything all around them!

No Daria was,

she was listening (kind of ...),

it was just that

she was just a tad

preoccupied, even before
coming by she’d been

walking through

a small courtyard in the city,
taking note of the big trees
growing next to the large brick
condo buildings,
contemplating connecting
with nature,

but also with inanimate objects

as well?

It was one thing
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to connect with nature

and trees and plants,

that was almost cliche,

but what about

connecting with inanimate objects
made of plastic

by wage slaves

in East Asia?

She’d recently attended
divine liturgy

for the first time in ages,
she told Enzo,

and while occasionally
staring up at the series
of icons people

would have
indiscriminately killed
people for worshipping
just a few short centuries ago,
she could have sworn

a set of voices

were speaking to her,
solely within her mind,
comforting her

but also informing her
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that there'd be an upcoming time
that they’d snap their fingers

and she’d finally return to them,
as if that was where

she actually belonged,

in this plane

she could hardly comprehend,
yet communicated directly

to her with no problem.

She exited her body

just momentarily,

filled with pure relief,
then the beings reiterated
a time would arrive

when they would

snap their fingers,

then she’d return, finally,

to them.

Perhaps

she’d have discounted
the encounter

if she hadn’t,

with complete caprice,

she told Enzo,
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decided to go up to take
communion with her dad,
and as her turn

finally arrived

to imbibe

the blood of Christ Himself,
she noticed sitting calmly
to the left of the priest

was a Wind Tunnel

brand floor fan.

The exact same floor fan she’d,
after taking entirely too

many mushrooms one
particular evening eons ago,
engaged in an extended
conversation with

regarding the true nature of things,
during which a certain clarity
descended upon her,

finally understanding,

with the utmost purity,

her true origin and, in turn,

the primal source of all things.
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(4) Abstract
(n/a)

“In another dream of wider significance I saw Jonas Lie,
with a gilt bronze clock curiously ornamented. Some
days later, when I went to walk on the Boulevard St.
Michel, a watch-maker’s shop window attracted my
attention. ‘Jonas Lie’s clock!” I exclaimed aloud. It was
indeed the same. It was crowned by a celestial globe on
which two female figures leaned; the works were
supported by four pillars, and on the globe a
date-indicator pointed to the 13th of August. In a future
chapter I will explain what the fateful 13th of August
brought with it. This and other occurrences took place
during my stay in Hotel Orfila between 6th February and
19th July, 1896. Concurrently with them a larger
adventure pursued its often interrupted course till, with
my exit from the hotel, a new section of my life began ...
August 13th.—The day announced on the Boulevard St.
Michel has arrived. I wait for something to happen, but
in vain; none the less. I am certain that somewhere
something is happening, the result of which I shall hear
in a short time. August 14th.—On the street I pick up a
leaf out of an old office calendar; in large type there is
printed on it ‘August 13th’ (the same date which was on

the clock). Underneath it in smaller type is a sentence,
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‘Do nothing secretly which thou canst not do also

299

openly.
- August Strindberg, The Inferno



Canto 4.1
(782)

Ultimately, whether the cults of Aphrodite
engaged in sacred prostitution or not

is something scholars of history

are still bitterly torn about,

but there exist perhaps

legitimate reasons to agree with either camp.

On the one hand,

if the Greeks engaged in,

what certain participants of the Symposium
at least believed to be,

an abutting sacred form of pederasty,

then is it really that farfetched

to suggest

dudes in Corinth were banging whores

in an Aphrodite temple,

but just in an intensely ritualistic way?

Isn’t it possible Aphrodite was,

in some sense, a pre-waifu?

The true

origin of the waifu as we know it?
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Later that night, at Itaewon Pochu in Koreatown,
Araqi was surreptitiously saving

hentai jpegs onto his camera roll

as he sat at the small window table

overlooking West Thirty Second,

splitting an eel appetizer with Jo Yu-Ri,

who after a couple shots of Soju,

was suddenly more forthcoming

than she’d been previously.

Unaware of

yet also unconcerned with Araqji
saving hentai jpegs

into his phone’s camera roll,

Jo Yu-Ri found herself

more comfortable with, you know,
sharing her feelings after about

half a dozen shots of Soju.

Was she herself possibly engaged in an ...

"iteration of sacred prostitution"?
No!—employing some Greek demigod

to rub his cock on your bok

choy plants wasn’t—well,
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she didn’t know what it was exactly,

she muttered to Araqi.

Maybe avant-garde botany?

But in any case

definitely not prostitution!

Araqi noted that: wasn’t it possible
that some thing or some one
had some sort of, you know, "hold"

on Ipianoc?

That maybe the dude just needed help,
some assistance, that all this shit

she was so concerned about,

vis-a-vis his recent whore mongering
was the result of certain something

having a vice grip hold on him?
Well, clearly he was a little off-kilter!
she said, that much they could both

agree on!

But the essence of that condition,

the condition of being hypnotized
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in an abutting mystical manner—

was she the most appropriate one to say,

or was it possible she didn’t actually care,
that this was an exclusively

capitalist endeavor,

that her role in the whole

matter was solely

rationalist, that as long as

her bok choy imparted a competitive leg up
in the heat of Koreatown

she didn’t care one way or the other?

And, by the way,
the "bok choy at Itaewon was atrocious",
she noted,

so at least that was good!

The fact of the matter was

Jo Yu-Ri could definitely

question how she quote-unquote
arrived here, so to speak,

a budding, barely semi-successful,
restauranteur in Midtown,

a Johnson and Whales dropout
and Food Network junkie,

helplessly
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perusing Craig’s List ads,

desperate for a leg up

in the most viciously competitive
restaurant metropolis

perhaps on the planet,

when she stumbled upon ITpiamog’s plight,
deciding to take it on

as a botanical advantage.

People would always note in awe
how her blue eyes displayed

a certain reddish gold tint

about them, possibly

some faint Spanish blood

on her Filipino mother’s side?

It seemed her Korean-American identity

was always slightly undermined

by this Catholicism of her adolescence—
Catholicism has a tendency

of making everyone

a fourth generation Italian-American,

and Jo Yu-Ri felt this tugging at times as well,
but then again,

it wasn’t quite like the guy

necessarily owed her anything,
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because there was nothing
in their contract (which was non-existent)

that stipulated how he should spend his free time.

Yet, Araqi interjected,

is there not an implicit agreement

in any business relationship to, you know,
like, he said, when George Costanza
became a hand model in Seinfeld—

he wasn’t traveling around

laying bricks and dipping his toes

into amateur boxing in his free time!

Yes, the Costanza analogy

was an apt one here,

yet again there was the question

of the essence

of TTpiomog himself,

how he interacted, or was interacted with,
in the corporeal sphere,

which became an increasingly latent issue

as the two requested a second bottle of Soju.
It was possible, Jo Yu-Ri considered,

that "his cock wasn’t existent”

in the way she may have initially thought.
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Canto 5.1
(.760)

Of course Hakim entered the establishment
looking solely for Amina,

as at the time he was

completely captivated by her beauty,
unwilling to part with this particular image
of her form that relentlessly ricocheted
within the confines of his mind,

captivated, not like he’d been once before,
by the "comparative witchcraft

of clever conversation".

No, instead Hakim found himself
hypnotized by the blunt pure form

of her beauty, with no edification

or extrapolation, with no capitulation
to reason—or even to feeling

for that matter!

It was simply the case

that there was no interlocutor,

not even any remote contemplation
of this very form that so clearly

had wafted Hakim through the double doors
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that evening,
trying to find what could perhaps be deemed

a waifu.

Now of course there’s a complex hierarchy
of refraction to matters like these,

of which Hakim, having a decent

amount of philosophical education,

wasn’t unaware of per se,

however, whether or not it was

at the top of his mind at the time

is a separate matter entirely

(it wasn’t!).

There are long range correlations—
did a female look like someone familiar,
from years ago,

like perhaps exactly the same?

In fact,

it was possible Hakim actually
mistook this particular waifu

for another person entirely at first,

back from his secondary school days.

He wasn’t even certain
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it was her
when he first

stumbled upon her form.

He encountered her form but recalled

a co-ed he was acquainted with

from some years ago,

assuming incorrectly Amina was in fact

an old friend.

She informed Hakim softly

her name was Amina,

as if people were possibly listening in

to each syllable uttered from her exquisitely
proportioned lips, as if specific

court jesters were waiting in the wing

to transcribe their conversation

to latent

gossip columnists.

Scholars,

for their part, would ultimately retroactively
conflate two possible Aminas as well,
mimicking unintentionally

their own source of study.
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The fact that Amina was, technically
speaking, you know, an orphan in a harem
didn’t faze Hakim in the least,

because all of the prophets previously
noted historically were,

if not pure whore-mongers,

then at least sympathetic

to the plight of the prostitute,

the prostitute simply existing

as an extension of the destitute

and downtrodden as a whole.

Hakim saw no reason to diverge

from his predecessors in this regard.

There’s a certain idea

that the deepest relationships

are the ones based on so-called
illuminating conversation,

predicated

upon getting to quote-unquote know

each other, yet you could counter

that there’s actually nothing to know of us
really at all, that we’re purely refractions
of a source infinitely simpler

than we seem to be,
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that convolutions are by their very nature

fictional and steeped in hypocrisy.

Having a great conversation

is the acute fallacy of humanity,
believing you’ve discovered

some eternal bond with another person

is perhaps an affront to Allah Himself.

Hakim and Amina didn’t discuss themselves
at first, and when they did they struggled

to recall who they even were,

which was appropriate.

Hakim’s madness, his indiscriminate killing

of others was based in this idea.

There was an immediacy to their coming into contact

with one another.
Hakim, again,
didn’t contemplate Amina’s beauty,

simply because it was an impossible act.

Memory was something they both

struggled to interact with.
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Amina’s beauty was a motor skill.

Her outline was a recollection

someone would never

become conscious of,

a lurid memory a person completely forgot about
but still stayed hugging their body

like a shark jaw.

It was the immediacy of Amina’s beauty
that slowly began to erode

Hakim’s sanity.

Possession sans contemplation

can be confusing for some,

Hakim not excluded,

because we often consider possession
akin to growing old

and decaying with someone,
repeating vows into an open air that,
if rearranged just slightly,

would become heavy as bricks.
At the time he passed through the double doors

to place an eye on her,

Hakim incorrectly assumed Amina’s beauty
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to be of a decaying nature,
basically that he could possess her

in a contemplative sense.

Hakim made a poor attempt

to seem like he wasn’t looking

for Amina as he walked through the double doors,
her beauty already within him

but in a way that eschewed contemplation entirely.

Hakim lusted for decay,

to possess beauty in a contemplative sense,
to recite vows in air pockets of brick,

and Amina danced around his ambitions,

to be honest, fairly effortlessly.

Had Hakim been able to properly contemplate
this very real immediacy of Amina,

then perhaps his sanity

wouldn’t have slowly eroded

in the manner it ultimately did.

When he executed those closest to him on a whim,
in increasingly violent and drastic ways,
slicing off heads and slitting throats

by the hundreds, it was only because
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Hakim fundamentally

misinterpreted the immediacy of Amina’s beauty.

Had he been able to perceive her beauty

in its actual sense as opposed to

ruthlessly attempting to tether it to his own
contemplation,

then he probably wouldn’t have gone batshit crazy!

Court officers would be beheaded
because Amina’s beauty

was a motor skill to Hakim,

when he incorrectly believed it to be

aroman a clef.

Yet isn’t an eroded sanity necessary?

Could we possibly suggest that?

When Hamza ibn Ali

proclaimed Hakim to be

divine incarnate, was it possibly because
Hakim had sacrificed his own sanity

to make Amina’s beauty,

which was of a purely waifu variety, decay?



Hakim would disappear years later,

in fact not long after two distorted
Aminas appeared to him in dream,
one dark, the other of a light variety,
yet still even then he remained unable

to disentangle what it was he saw.

Yet in any case,

all that’s perhaps a better topic

for a later date,

because when Hakim walked through those
double doors his sanity had already

started to decay,

his mental faculties were already

in a state of disarray.

As Hakim focused his energies

on this false image of decaying with Amina
his sanity itself became dilapidated.

Hamza ibn Ali called him Hakim Allah.

It wasn’t necessarily the phrases
Amina repeated that reached Hakim,

but more so the mode in which she said them.
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She’d whispered pure nonsense to Hakim
that was nothing if not totally logical
only a few years before his friend

Hamza would deem him Hakim Allah.

Hakim would spend his nights and weekends
locked in his three hundred square foot living space,
an ascetic decision of his own accord,

and meditate extensively on the beauty of Amina,
its true nature, recreating

her geometry in his mind,

speaking with Amina in his imagination,
creating

an interpersonal brand of beauty based

entirely on contemplation,

one where they would decay

together into old age,

a human shape that fades

with time, existing solely temporally,

never emanating

anywhere except into the memories

and photographs which distort and falsify

everything worthy of our awe.

This was how Hakim’s sanity eroded.
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His asceticism played at least a part

in his own decay,

but mostly because he employed asceticism to create
images in his mind,

to delve into his memories as images

as if they contained an essence

more immediate than Amina’s beauty.

They didn’t!

It’s the proliferation of the imagined image
that ultimately drives us all basically insane
all the time without fail,

because of the distance

we place between ourselves and the image,

by necessity of course!

Being deprived of the immediate beauty of Amina,
Hakim chose to ascetically attempt to recreate

it via his own imagined images,

existing almost exclusively within

the confines of his own contemplative states,

but whereas his (seemingly shallow) interactions
with Amina required nothing,

they merged into each other

sans conscious thought,
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his imagined images were fleeting,

always decayed immediately post-construction.

At five thirty five pm one afternoon
the thought occurred to Hakim
that he’d been forty for his entire life,

despite the fact he’d disappear forever at just thirty five.

He was still obsessed with distance.

No, it was precisely the notion of distance

that drove his sanity off the fucking cliff.

Hakim’s greatest creation was perhaps Dar al-Ilm,
or it could have possibly been his own interaction
with his sanity,

because perhaps by dealing with Amina’s beauty
incorrectly Hakim ultimately

arrived at the true notion of beauty,

rather than moderately deluding

himself and decaying with a palatable fib,

he stampeded full force into delusion.
He lost track of his sanity completely

because of it, in a sense

accurately assessing the false notion
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of Amina’s beauty as an item

you could decay beside.

The sacred prostitute is incapable of decay,
there’s in fact absolutely nothing more absurd

than growing old with a so-called sacred prostitute.

How could you?!

In Ten Twenty One, Hakim would dream

of two distorted Aminas and then he too would
disappear,

not as a result of a palace intrigue,

or a surreptitious murder, or age and decay,
because even if those events seemed to occur,
we should stress that they’re no less veil-like

than the veils Hakim witnessed around Amina’s beauty.

No, to be clear,
it’s fairly evident Hakim himself
became a waifu in his thirty fifth year,

which was entirely appropriate.
Disappear is probably the incorrect word to describe it!

because Hakim gave away

his sanity in a very real way
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the second he walked through those double doors
to greet Amina in his own establishment,

the establishment where he saw himself enclosed,
like in a large box like container,

one Spring afternoon,

the same place he contemplated

the idea that Allah is the very mirror

in which you see yourself,

that you're the mirror

in which He witnesses His Names.

We seek to claim

beauty in a subject-object relationship

because certain beings have made themselves seem to be
that way,

not to trick us necessarily

but just to innocently cause us to go

appropriately insane,

and via that appropriate insanity

finally arriving at the proper nature of beauty.

Amina in her current state

enjoyed the fact that Hakim had half of his robe off
in the middle of the venue,

his face bleeding,

tossing dinars into the air screaming



at men twice his size that he had money!

Didn’t they know this?

He’d fucking kill them all,
then he’d eliminate their families,
then he’d assassinate the acquaintances

of their second cousins!

But sacred prostitutes are of course
inveterately drawn to this exact type of insanity,

a sort of Dionysian losing of the self.

Years later Hakim would dream
of killing himself repeatedly
as a method of cleansing himself,

arelated process.

It’s probably

interacting with the atrocities

of beauty where the greatest lessons are learned,
but certainly not in an interpersonal

and quote-unquote deep conversation driven way.

No, it’s via a divine immediacy

that everything becomes idiotic
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and your rational self is finally recognized
among everyone as an unwelcome interlocutor,
unable to wrap his pea-brained head

around why you’re not currently

wearing a shirt in a public place.
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Canto 5.12

(.775)

Walking through the

(in retrospect somewhat ominous)
double doors Hakim took note
of the same tin roof

that comprised the sky

on dive bar patios

as Amina made it clear

she had business to take care of]
she was after all on shift,

but that it was also important
that Hakim wait for her,

please! Don’t leave!

Just wait a minute!

But fundamentally

there was nothing for the two to
discuss beyond Amina

staring silently into Hakim’s eyes

for extended intervals of time.

When she finally moseyed over

toward him as he stood
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nervously, still near the

double doors,

he told her he wanted to take her
quote-unquote

out of this place,

maybe even,

he didn’t know,

take her out to dinner?

and she laughed in a way

that spoke to the

seeming impossibility of the idea,
and, in turn,

Hakim considered the false duality
of the physical

and the Platonic,

considering that, actually,

the proper division of kind

when it came to love

wasn’t physical

and spiritual

but instead

the delayed

and the immediate.

There was no dialectic present here,

no long conversations
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on the phone, no getting to know
one another’s so-called secrets

and indulging in the thrilling idiocy
of what’s hidden,

of the amusement park

of tiny little secrets.

There inevitably would come

a time when Amina actually asked
Hakim to tell a little more

about himself,

that it seemed like,

now that she thought about it,
she barely even knew him!

to which Hakim considered

his own trauma,

which of course

wasn’t exactly real,

he contemplated his youth

with a rare momentary fervor
and witnessed that

all these memories

became mass-produced

action figures completely melted
into a strip of pavement

in the unforgivingly blistering
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Cairo sun,

and as he turned to his left,
solely to escape Amina’s
ever intensifying gaze,

he couldn’t help but note

a Sandra Bullock poster
for a movie called

Miss Secret Agent

hung up adjacent.

Repeating the title again to himself
Hakim slowly arrived at the
disquieting conclusion

that there perhaps existed an entire
Sandra Bullock economy

all around him,

that entire swathes

of the film industry

were indiscriminately

dedicated to the ruthless
production of additional

Sandra Bullock content,
exclusively constructed

for a ravenous

Sandra Bullock fan base.
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People, not at all in obscure numbers,
absolutely adored
Sandra Bullock, apparently!

But how could this be?—

that these shit stains

just couldn’t get enough of
Sandra Bullock, could they?—

to the extent an entire industry
had developed to quench the thirst

for this Sandra Bullock content.

Oh no! Miss Congeniality
wasn’t nearly enough Sandra Bullock
for these lurid masses of

Sandra Bullock shit stains!

Hope Floats was barely scratching the surface
of what was clearly

a Mariana trench-like itch

for the unadulterated production

of Sandra Bullock films.

Speed and Demolition Man
and The Proposal—no!

these insatiable zealots
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demanded Miss Secret Agent

as well!

Miss Congeniality

the Second: Armed and Fabulous,

not even that acutely cocksucking film

could suffice for these cocksucking Crusaders

of everything Sandra Bullock.

To Hakim’s amazement,
Miss Secret Agent was still

somehow necessary!

Bird Box, Ocean’s Eight—

this endless list of insipid films,

could there ever be enough Bullock?
Hakim thought, avoiding Amina’s gaze,
realizing his entire childhood

was a blob of plastic

melted into a Cairo pavement.
There existed an entire sub-population
that subsisted seemingly solely

on Sandra Bullock films?

Hakim asked Amina
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if she’d seen that movie posted over there,

Miss Secret Agent?—with Sandra Bullock?

Was that, like, a sequel
to Miss Congeniality

by any chance?

Amina noted excitedly

that she’d actually seen the sequel

to Miss Congeniality,

that it was called Armed and Fabulous,

so she cast doubt upon whether the
particular film could be its proper sequel,
but then suggested that it was possibly part
of a trilogy?

This Sandra Bullock industry
had been allowed to proliferate,
seemingly incessantly,

and now Hakim realized,

once and for all,

that he and Amina basically lived
derivative lives

in what was functionally

a Sandra Bullock driven economy.
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Canto 5.13
(.758)

All around him,

his whole life,

he’d been unrepentantly

surrounded by Sandra Bullock’s filmography,
but only in this moment

did this unfailingly depressing fact
become apparent to him.

In fact, Amina continued,

glancing at the poster again,

Miss Secret Agent was actually

just another name for Miss Congeniality,
the first film,

not Armed and Fabulous,

had Hakim seen it?

It was actually pretty decent!

Bullock plays a quote-unquote
tough and tomboyish FBI agent
in the Action slash Comedy,

it was a film that contained
action yet also comedic relief,

as Bullock was,



despite being

traditionally attractive,

a tough but also tomboyish
detective, which challenged

traditional gender norms.

One aspect Amina enjoyed
about the film was the balance of action

with spurts of comedic relief!

She loved spurts of

comic relief!

This would contrast with Bullock’s
later work in a film

like Bird Box,

where she’d take a much more

serious turn in her acting career.

Hakim admitted to Amina that, actually,
he believed Sandra Bullock, well,
that she sucked.

No, not that she

was the worst per se,

no there were obviously more
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atrocious actresses

than Sandra Bullock.

But how many exactly?

Because Sandra Bullock,
according to Hakim,
was a particularly

nauseating personality.

He just found her,
he didn’t know,

a bit of an annoying imbecile?

‘While, no, he hadn’t seen

many of her feature films

start to finish

he didn’t feel like

he needed to to be able to

arrive at a fairly confident conclusion

that she was basically vomit inducing.

She certainly wasn’t

a pillar of creative brilliance!

The world, in Hakim’s mind at least,
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didn’t require any further

Sandra Bullock films!

This idea, Hakim said,

that Sandra Bullock

should have basically

an entire industry

built around her,

for the sole purpose of producing
more and more

Sandra Bullock films,

it seems completely absurd to me!

Sandra Bullock?

If there’s a single data point

we can reference to suggest

that our society is in dire need

of reform I think it’s the putrid fact
that a movie was produced

and released under the title

Miss Congeniality Two:

Armed and Fabulous!

The fact that,

not only was that film
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actually produced,

but this entire Sandra Bullock
industry continues to operate

and proliferate, even to this day?—
how can you not be just

a little offended by that, Amina?

It’s all just a tad grotesque

you have to admit!

Well I disagree! Amina retorted,

I like her movies, Hakim!

I think she’s amusing,
but also brazen in a way

I find endearing.

Endearing, Hakim repeated
equally in disgust and disbelief,

endearing?

No, I watched Bird Box,
and I’ll simply note

that my left nut

after a half an hour run

is more endearing
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than that movie, Amina!

And Speed with Keanu Reeves?

C’mon! Oh, and don’t even start

with Hope Floats! —

the fact there

exists an entire sub-population

of Egyptians dedicated to, what?—

the collected Sandra Bullock filmography?—
is just absolutely

mind boggling to me!—

it’s actually an affront to good taste Amina,
it’s actually the best Christmas gift

of all time to utter absurdity,

it’s something we need to employ teams

of our finest scholars to study

to produce rigorous case studies

detailing extended hypotheses

as to how this state of affairs

was allowed to occur!
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Koreatown Bok Choy
Mode: >.75

11,144:14,505 .768

11 Alr]lalq[i] t{o]ld J[o] Yu-{r]{i], as they [s][alt in the [s]ml[all]
hlall][wlay [wlide Udloln Lab [oln [W]e][s]t Thirty [S]le]cond,
[rlight [n]lelxt to the Marti[n]ilque, [hlow [h]le] [hlad no
[rle[cloll[e]lc]ltion of [r]leHr]le]lading [Rlings of [Slaturn
what[slo[e]ver, in fa[c]t the onlly] [r]lealsloln Alr]algli [e]v[e]n

leallized hlel'd [s]tarted [r]le]-[r][ealding [Rlings of [S][alturn
alt [alll was [a] [slole b[llJue pen [u]n[d]er[l][ilne [s]t[r][ilke
uln[d][er] the wlor]d [Rlumelia, [r][ilght [o]ln t[o][p] of [plage
n]

Al
]

[r

[

[

[n]lilnety [n]lilne that, [nJow [r]e]-[r]lealding it yet [a]gain,
[Allr]aqi k[n]lew] all t{oo] [w]ell [h]e [w]ould [h]ave [n]ever made
[wlhen he [in[i]t[iJally [rlead [R]ilngs of [Slaturn, [ble[c]ause
[alt thlalt time Alr]algli [blare[llly knew what [Rlume[llia
[r]efe[r]enced, [blut ulplon [a] [s]lecond [rleading, [a][s]suming
[s]

[

[

[

[

wn

[aild [s]lelcond [rleading [tlook [pllace when [Allr]aq]i]
ble[l][ielved it [d]id, hle] was [tlotalll]ly] [blalls [d]lee]p in
Rlume[llia [lJlorle. Flor] all of thle]se [r]lealsons Alrlaq]il
ble[l][ielved hlel'd on[l]ly] [bleglaln his [slecond [rleading of

Rlings of [S][alturn when he [plilclked u[p] the [bJoo[k] again
just [thle [ollthler [alfternoon, [bllult in [a]lcltu[a]llity,
a[c]cording to th[ils [plart[i]clulllar b[lJue under(l][ilne on the
[n]lilnety-[n]lilnth [plage of the [nlovel, it [s][eelmed [lli[k]e
hleld [a]lcltuallllly], in f[a]lc]t, [r]le]lclent[l]y] [s]tarted a third
rllelading, [nlot a [slecond. [BJlult wlalsn’t [ilt a [b]i]t
blefud[d]ling, a tad [dli[s][clon[c]ler]t[ilng [plerh[a][pls th[a]t a
pller][sloln [clould hla]ve [a]bso[l]ute[lly n[o] [rle[clo[ll]e[c]tion
of [rleading a whlo]le flullc]king hlulndred [plages [o]f [a]
nlolvel less than f[ilve years [pltlilor, Alrlaqi thought, a

[
[
[

[sllelntim[elnt he [e]xp[r]le]lslsed to Jo Yu-r]li], and shle]
agrlleled that [ilt d[ild [s]lelem eg[r]lelgious, [blut alls]o
[pler[pllexing and may[b][e] [e]ven, [n]ot to [b]le] hy[pler[blol[ilc,
[blut a [b][ilt om[i]ln]louls? [Blut all [thlis, [thle en[t]irety of the
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[plair’s  [s]iplelc]lilflilc [s][tlream [o]f diallo]gue wlals
ab[r][ullpltly inter[r]lullplted when Jo] Yu-[r]li] [nllo]ted
Alrlaq[il’s vlils[ilblly] [clon[clate[n][alting f[r]ust[r][a]tion as
thley] were sudden[1][y], vio[llent[l][y] up[s]tr[ealmed at the [blar
[bly [slome grlelals]ly] fulck] in a [c]o[b]alt [b]lue [s]o[c]cer jersey
- the [fllalet of the mla]tter was the two [fJriends only
[pllollplped in the [s][pllo]t to beg[i]n wliJth [tlo [t]a[kle a
[qlulillc]k li][s]tfeln to a [plarti[clu[llar xy[llophlolne [jlazz
t[rlifo] Alrlalgli and [J][o] Yu-[R]i heard [plllaying [flrom the
[floyer as they [w]alked [plast on [W]le][s]t Thirty [S][ellclond,
Alrlalgli [b]leling in[t][rllilgued [bly a [tlr]lillo] [lled bly]
x[yl[llophlo]ne, [bl[ult [olnce in line at the [blar they [b]lo]th
sllolw(lly realllized how [l][o][qluacious this [blartender [w]as
[wlith each [c]lulstomer, Alrlalqli’s flr][ulls]t[r][a]tion
[clon[c]aten[a]ting with [elach [sle[clond hle] [clontinued to
wlailt for a [beer, and now, this [c]u[s]tomer in a [c]o[b]alt [b]lue
[slo[clcer jersey, [plo[plped [ullp] out [o]f [s][ee]mingly thin air to
[ullpllsltrlealm [thlem, [thlis [c]lullsltomer, who’d, for [hlis
[plart, [h]ad a[plpalrlent[l]ly] been [rle[pleated(l][y] [s][clorned in
his [qlule]lslt to get a [s]le]lclond [bleer him[s][e]lf, [bly none
ofthler [thlan [thlis lo[qlulalc[ilous [blar[tlender, who [klept
[clon[tlinuing on a[blout che[clking the [plipes in the
[b]la]sem[e]nt, and now this [c]u[s]tomer in the [c]lo][b]alt
[b][1]ue [s]olclcer shirt au[d]acious[lly [c]ut them [b][o]th in [l]ine
to [rluthlless[lly expe[dlite his [slub[s]le]lqluent [b]e]ve[r]age.
[Allrlalqli was [a][blutting an [a]u[d]i[b]lle [clomp[l][ailnt [blut
[rlem[ailned [ulnwil[lling to [allblan[d]on his
julslt-{dli[s][clovered ex[clitement [f]or this xylo[ph]lolne [jlazz
as [J]lo] Yu-r[i] n[o]ted [th]at [th]ere was a Vietnam[e]se [flood
truck out[s][ilde, rfilght on the [clorner of [Slixth and [Thlirty
[Sle[clond, [thlat she [clould [g]lo] [glet a [flew egg [r]lo]lls i[f]
they [wlanted? Alrla[q]li] [w]asn’t [r]lea]llly] in the mood, but
this [d][illdn’t [d]le]ter Jo Yu-r[i] from amb[lling out[slide to
[sllele “[w]h[a]t [w][als [ulp [wlith their [d][u]lm[p][l]ings”, [rlight
as the barlt]leln[dler finally [a]t]t[e]n[d]ed [tlo [Allr]alg]i’s
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[plleln[dling [rle[qluest for an [olver[pl[r]lillcled
[qlulo]te-un(qlulo]te I[t]alian [s]t[ylle beer, whilch [d][illd]n’t
[tlaste like Peroni [alt all, [alnd bly] the [t][i]me the [t][wo] got
[tllo] a s[ealt the jazz [tlr(ilo [f][iln[i]shed [ilts [flirst [s][e]t and
[blegan its [b]rleak, lighting [cliga[r]le]ttes and wallkling
[blalc]k to the [blar [flor their [rle[s]pelcltive, [Allrlalqli
[a][s]sumed, [f][r][e]e [r][e](f]ills.

N/ 713:927 769

112 Of [clour[s]e it was the [c][a][s]e that Alr]a[qli, de[s]pite his
[algit[a]tion [a]t the f[a][c]t hle] and [J]o Yu-[R][i] [e]n[t]ered this
[e]s[t]ab[l]ishment [']th the [elxpllillc]lilt [iln[tlent of
[I[illsltening to th[il[s] xy[lloph[olne [jlazz tri[o], [o]nl]y to get
s[tliffed [bly a preva[r]l[c]atmg [blartender, [bly a
mlyl[s][t]le]lrlious [sh]ilt [s][tlain wlea]rling a [clo[b]alt [b]lue
[slo[clcer [shlirt, to [thle ex[tlent [th]at [b]ly] [th]e [t]i]me [th]ley
[wlere seated [wlith an over[p]riced [bleer [alnd a hlalnd[fTul of
sub[plar Vietnamese egg [r][o]lls, the [flucking t[r]i[o] it[s]el[f]
[s]to[plped [plounding xy[llo[ph]lolnes and [cleased [p][llaying
jazz, but Alr]la](qli hla]d other more [p][rle[slsing and [dlire
to[plilcls of [dlils]clussion, [dle[s][plite the [slu[d]den [s][illence
in the [clo[r]ri[d]or wlilde [rle[s]taulr]ant, [s][ple[c][ilflillclalll][y]
about Jo [YJu-[R][i]'s new [slo-[clalled [e]mp[llo[y]lele,
[Plirlia[plus, [ble[c[laulse the [f]lullc]king guy had [bleen
tal[kling his ear off]f a[blout S[o]ju for [l]i[kle the wh[o]le [1]ast
wlee]k]. Jlo] Yu-R[i] n[o]dd[e]d at the [c]lolmm[elnt without
evlen] [an] [in][k]l[ilng of a hlilnt of shlo][c]k in her [g]aze, she
wasn’t  [c]laulght [o]ff [glulalrd at [alll, [a]s Alr]lallqli
[clon[tlinued [tlo [r]e[clapitull]late the guy’s m[oln[o][l][o]gues,
abloult [h]ow this [clountry, [i]f th[i]s [n]ation h{a]d any ch[alnce
[a]t all what[s][o][e]ver, th[e]n it [n][ee][d]ed to immle][d][i]atel]y]
a[dJopt [S][o]ju [als its [n][a]tional [d]rink, [th]at [th]ere was [n]o
[o]ther [o][pltion but to [al[d]o[p]t [a]ll ite[r][a]t[ilons of Soju, of
[Klo[rlean [Rlice WI[ilne as the [pllrlo[pler [Blud [LIilght
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rlelpllllalcem[elnt, to [clo-o[p]t this [Klo[r]le]lan wine and

[ellblirllalnd it [als e[s]sentially fulclking [A]me[rli[clan,
Allr]algli [s]aid. [Thlat [thle J[ole [R][o]gans of the in[t]er[n]et
sliphlere had [plirlelslclribed the Do[nlald [T][rJum[p]s of the
phllylslillclal world as the [pla[n]la]lc]le]la] this [clountr[y]

[r]
[r]
[

[

[
[n]leelded, via [r]le][alctionalr]ly] chlallnn]els [plo[s]ted on a
[plL
(f

[

[

[

[

T

at[florm that i[rJo[nlilclally e[n]lou]gh [s]tarted as a [C]IA

Irllolnt, yet the [rleality wlals the t[rlue [clo[r]r[e][c]t[ilve
clould [n]lelvlelr be [flound in a Do[n]Jald T[r]lulmp, [n]o],
olnlly] in [Klo[r][e]an [r]lilce wlilne, a[c]cording to [P]rlia[p]us,
plleollplle nleelded to start dr[iln[k]lilng [ilt [iln [blars and
rle[sltaulr]ants in [p][llalcle of [clar[blo[n]ated [llight [bleers!
Alrlalqllil and J{o] Yu-[R[i] [bllolth [n]lolted [th]at [thley
[rlle]s[ple[clted the [plassion of [P][rlia[plus, [alnd tha]t he was
[elsls[e]ntially [clo[r]r[e]lc]t [iln hli]s as[s][e][s]sim]elnt that
nothing was [mlore Almle[rlifclan than stealing the
do[m][e][s]ti[c] [c][ullture of [o]thers [a]nd [r]eb[r][alnding it [a]s
our [olwn - and S[oJju was in [f][a]lclt, [a][f]ter all, an o[p]timal
bar [dJrink, as it was [s][ple[c|[ilf]lillclally [d]es[ilgned to
[plrovlilde more [o]f [a] [b][u]zz than [bleer, [blut not qulilte the
ill-fald[v][i]lsed lift of the [a][vlerage [eilghty p[rloof g[r]lailn
[alllclohol. Yet, [allclcording to [Allrlalglli], [P]r][ilalplus was
[d]ublilous [th]at [thle [clountry [clould a[c]tually [a]ld]opt
[Sloju, [pllrlimalrlily be[clause of [pllelo[plle, hle] [s]aid, li[k]e
the mle]d[ilan [sle[clond [clousin, [p]lec]lplle who would ble]
[rleticlent to dr[iln[k] [slomething [qlulo]te-un[qlulo]te
[Klo[r]lelan on the [rlegulllar, [pllelo[plle who [c]llung to

be[llife]fs that [pllelo[plle [llilkle Ted [Clruz [allc]tualllly hlald
[d]lellclent i[d][e]as about the wor]ld, that any pler][slon who
[flound [Tled [Clruz to ble] [phlilllo[slo[phlilclalll]ly]
in[t][r]lilguing would obvlijous[l][y] [blle] a [llittle [rleti[clent
a[blout im[bli[bling [Sloju, [wlhen it [wlas obviously the [c]ase
thlalt, in fla]lc]t, [Tled [Cllr]uz [wlas [pllrlo[bla[b]lly [olne of
the [tlop [tlen most des[plilcla[blle [pleo[plle on the [p][l]aln]et,
[Plrlialplus [nloted [CllrJuz’s [pllrlevalrlilc]laltions when

,—||_|
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[alsked [qluestions li[k]e ‘{Dloes [AI[C]IAIP ever [ilnte[r][a]lclt
wlilth [T]s[r]ael,” [s]layling how it once again [d]emon]s]tr{a]ted
the i[nn]laltely [dle[s][plilcla[blle [b]lalse[lline of his
[pler[slo[n]allity. But [p]lelo[p]le li[kle the [m][e]d[ilan [s]e[clond
[clousins [o]f [A]lmle[rlilcla would alc]tually plrlefer to
[d]i[s]cluss Ted [Cllr]uz with a [m]o[d]i[clum of n[i]clet[y] than
just imblilbe [Klo[r]lelan [r]li]lcle wlilne as their [d]efault
[dllrlin[k] of choice, [wlhich [wlas [c]llear[lly [w]hy this
[clount[r]y [w]as on the [p]lrle[c][illp]illcle of an i[r]rever[s]ible
de[clline, [ilf not [iln the mlildst of [ilt allrlead[y]! This
[clount[r]ly] was [c]llear[llly] [flulclking [f][iln[i]shed,
[Plirlia[plus said, and it was [slolely be[clause of thils]
in[tler[s]lelction of [Tleld [Clrlulz, [Slojlul, and the
[clon[cleptual [sle[clond [clousin of [clour[sle, Alrlalq][i]
[rleplealtleld, [s]llow(llly] almlo]st [ble[l][ielv[ilng what
[Plirlia[plus had [rle[p]lealtleld into his [ploor ear[d]rums [d]ay
[alfter [d]ay th[a]t [wleek. It [wlas [c][llear to [Plria[plus at
[lleals]t [thlat [thle [sle[clond [clousin wlals [a] to[plilc] they
mu(slt alcltualllly [llegils][llate [a]gainst, [nlo, [n]ot juls]t
[plont[ilf(illclate [a][blout, [ble[clause these [sle[clond [cousins,
they wouldn’t julslt re[slcind [o]f their own [a][c]cord,
[slleliclond [clousins were [iln[sltleald [ilnd[i]cat[ilve [o]f a
[sltlrlulctulr]al [r]lo]t, [Plrlialplus [th]loulght [th]at hle] Jo
Yu-[RJli] and Alrlalq]lil should all [m]lolve to
[clolmm][ulni[c][aJte = with  their New York [s]t[a]te
[rle[pllrlesentat[ilves to [slee [i]f] they [clould [blegliln
dralflting a [b][illl o[plposing the [clon[cle[plt of the [s]e[clond
[clloulsin [i]n th[ils [c]lou]ntry, was that [d]oa[b]le, [d]id [thley
[thlin[k]? [Allr]alqli took [a] [blite of [aln [e]lgg [r]oll that was
[slome[hJow [sltill [s][clorching [hlot five minutes a[f]ter Jo
Yu-Ri [plut the [p][l][alstic [p][l][alte [dJ]own on the t[a]ble. The
[fllalct it [flelt a hluln[d][rled [fllulcking [d]eg[rlees [ou]t in
Midt[ow]n [p][r]o[bla[blly [d]i[d]n’t hel[p].

n/w 920:187 775
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113 Jo Yu-R[i], wilpling her [pletlilte [flingers on a thrilcle
[flolded na[p]lklin, [sJmea[rling [s]lelllelct [r][elmnants of
trlulclk [clloo]kled egg [rloll g[rlease onto the [plure white
[plalpler, shloo][k] [hler [h]ead [s][ilde to [s][ilde and [shlowed
Alrlalgli the [plage of the [blook [shle’d just o[plened ulp],
Alsh][ble[r]ly]’s [Slelf-[Plort[r]ait in a [Clonvex [Mlilrrlor and
[mluttered [lJoolk] at all th[ills] [s]lc]r]li][b]b[lling! in
[rlefe[r]lence to the i[n]ane [n][o]tes the [pllr]lelvlilous [olwner of
the [plalpler[b]lalck hlald [s]trewn all over the first [plage in
[plen[clil. Arfa][qli [alls]ked her what [clond[i]tlilon she’d
[blought the [bloolk] in ex[a]lc]tly, [w]as she a[w]are of that
(LJevel of s[cl[rlib[b]lling [plrllilor to [blluyllilng [ilt, no, she
[rlepl[ll[iled, [blut to [ble [flair n[ea]r{l][y] [e]ve[r][y] other [plage
of the [blook was [e]n[t]ire[l][y] [c][l][ea]n, unlt]il of [c]ourse this
[flinal [ploem, the [s]el[f]-[tlitled [e]n[t]r[y] of the [clol[l][e][c]tion
- obvious[l]ly] [slome n[iltw[i]lt wlhlo [pllrlo[bla[blly [h]ad to
wirllilte, llilke, a term [plalpler [allblout it, [Allr]alqgli
[sluggelslted, [slome [klind of [dli[s]sertation, and Jo Yu-[R][i]
[alg[r]leled, head bowed in [d]eflealt. [Allr]lagi [allleged it
[rlemained [r]lealdable [e]lven if, s[ulre, the in[c][e][s]sant
[plleln[clil [slcllilbb{l]lilngs wlerle a [llilttle di[s]t[r]a[c]ting,
[clertain(l]y off-[plutting, he [clould [t]otal[lly re[l]ate [t]o thla]t!
The fla]lclt of the mla]tter [wlas it [wlas in[c]rlea[s]ingly
[dllilflillclult to [play [d[]li[s][clounted [pllrlilcles for used

boolk]s these [dlays, without [slome [iln[cle[s]sant and/or
[iIln]lalne [sleribbllling [dlo[mli[n][alting the [mlargins of
[slelllect plalges, without de[lllalys [iln shlilpplilng or

unle]xple](cltfe]dl]y] [b]lelnt [cllo]vers or s[ub[plar
[plalpler[blalc]k [blindings, alth[ou]gh J[o] Yu-Ri did n[o]te of all
the [fline [pllolems the [c]olle[c]tion [clon[s]i[s]ted of she [flound
the [tlitle [ploem [tlo ble] the llelast e[s]sential, [s]o if one
[plarticular [ploem had to [ble [r]uined [bly [s]aid [s]c[r]ibb[lling
shle] was at [llea][s]t glllald it [wlas th[a]t one. [Bloo[Kls,
[Alr[allqli [alls]serted, were [a][c]tually [ble[cloming [s][1]low(l]y
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im[plo[sslifblle to alclquire, as [pllrlo[d]ulc]tion volumes
[d][r]o[plped [d][ue] t[o] the [iln[c][rlealsling [illlllite[r]alc]y [alll
[allrlound them - it was [b][a][slilclalllly a [c][allsle of when
[ble[flore a [flunctional em[blargo would [t]a[kle hold in [tlerms
of [a]lc]quir]ing [d]e[clent [bloo[K]s at [a]ffor{d]a[blle [p]lrli[cles,
they were [rllallplidllly [rleverting [bllallc]k to the Middle
[Alges or something, with [r]are [l]i[b][r]a[r]ies glalted aw[aly
[flrom [a][fli[clion[a]dos [j][i]zz[ilng them[s]elves over [s][i]m[p]le
a[clcess to [plrlilntle]ld [plalpler. [Jlo Yu-Ri [thlought [thle
e[mlergence of the [PIDF [bll[alc[k] [m]ar[klet [r][aln [clounter
to Alrlalqli’s hy[pler[blo[lli[c] [c][llaims [bJut of [clour[s]e she
[plirlelflerred to [ple[rluse [phllyls[ilcal [clopies as wle]ll [s]o she
[fellt the ovelr]all [plull of his [lJament. [Blut J[o] Y[u]-Ri then
a[blrulpltlly [clon[tlin[uled on [tlo nlolte [iln a [ml]ore
vlilgo[rlous f[aJshion her [alg[rleelm]ent with [A]r][alqi
[rlegarding [Plria[p]luls, [dlid he kn[olw [thlat j[ulst [thle
[o]lthler [d]ay, [wlhile [w]at[erling hler] bok choy p[l][alnts
wlilth hfils m[a][s]s[ilve phla]lll][us, he [t]old [a] s[t]o[r]y [a]bout
[rlen[d]ezvousing with [a]n [e]xotic [d]an[cler? [P]rlia[plus
[s][aild he’d mle]t the [s]t[rlilppler just [a] [c[oullplle wlee]kls
[plrlevlilous and thla]t shle]’d [alsked to mleelt wliJth h[i]lm,
which he [s]aid to Jo Yu-R[i] hle] a[s]sumed m[ealnt she
[iln[t]lelnded [t]o b[i]lk him out of s[olme [c][a]sh [a]t her [c]l[u]b
in [Allsltoria, [blut [a]lplparently, to hler] s[ur]lpllrlise,
[Plirlifallplus wasn’t [a][blove that, [s]o hle] actualll][y] showed
[ulp to the [c]l]lulb, Jlo] Yu-[R]i t{olld Alrlalgli, [blut [thlen,
[thle d[alncer, h[a]lf in the [b][alg [alc[clording to [Plri[a][p]luls,
tlolld him she [a]lc]tualll]ly] [m]eant to [m]lee]t out[s]lide the
[c]l]ub, [s]o as her shift en[d]ed he too[k] the [d]an[cler [d]Jown
the [sltreet to [slome hoolk]ah [s][plot, [sJm[o]kled [shli[sh]a
then, alc|cording to [Plrlialplluls, [q ]u[o]te -un[qJulolte [rlailed
[hler in [h]er [S]JU[V] on a [s]ide [s]t[r][ee]t after she m[o]ved her
[Klid’s [clar[s]lealt to the [slide. Jo Y[ul-R[i] was a [s][llight[l]ly
f{l[albberglalsted [a]t the [a][n]ecd[o]te, which [Plria[p]luls
[clontinued, [n][o]ting [hlow the chilc]k [hlad [slome [ilssues
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wliJth [s]uli][c]li][d]al [i][d]e[a]tion, but to Jo Yu-[R]i, she
rlell][ayled to [Allr]alqli, it was [a] [llittle [clon[cler[n]ing, [n]o?
jlulst [ble[c]laulse she’d hlilred the gluy] [ble[clause his
[phllallllus wlals [s][ullpplosed to [ble [blene[f]ilc[ilal [flor
[plllalnt growth, and [wlhile [c]1][ealr{l]y that [w]as id[ea]l for
bolk] choy [clul[t]ivation in [M]id[tJown [M]anhattan she wasn’t
[slo [clertain she’d get the [m]axilmJlum v[a]llue of his
[phllallll]us if he was - [p][llowing [s][l]uts in [S]U[V]s on [slide
[sltr]leelts [nlext to [shli[shla e[s]t[a]blilshlments, Alr]lalgi
[f]lil[n][i]shed?

n/o 751:997 753

114 [N]lo], Alrlalqli [nllo]ted, it was [clertainly un[clouth that
[Pllr]ia[p]luls was, you k[n][olw, [plotentially having [s]ex w{i]th
[sltrlillpplers out[slide [shl[il[sh]a [s][plots in Quleelns, but
[sltfilll wlilth that [s]aid [h]e [hl]ad [clome to [qluestion Jo
Yu-[Rli’s a[rlith{m]etic just [s]llight[1][y], [m]o[s]t[l][y] [ble[c]ause
while he under{s]tood the pha[lljus of [Plria[plus was [bleing
em[pll[oyled for [blo[k] chloy] [clultivla]t[i]on [alnd [elng[alg[ilng

liln [iMillc]ilt [alctlilv[i]ties, [alnd thla]t thla]t [plar[tlilc ]ular
[aldd[i]t[ilon [s]eemed to [pllor][tlend [plolor] out[clomes. But
thirlee [pllus flour], Alrlalgli [s]aid, [d]i{d]n’t [e]q]ual [s]even,
not exalc]t[l]lyl, be[clause trull]ly] it [e][qlualed [sle[v]len [pllus
the [Florm [sle[vlen, [ble[clause [s]ans the [Florm [sle[v]en it
would [ble [bla[sli[c]ally impo[s]si[blle [flor them to [e]lv]len
[clon[c]leilve of [s]e[v]en. [Blut, Alr]alqli [n]oted, Form [s]e[v]en
[bly its [vle[rly [n]ature [d]ildIn’t e[n]g[alge i[n] the [s][alme
unitary [m][ilx[ilng [thlat [thle [m][a]them[a]ti[c]al [s]even did,
[wlhat Aralqli [wlas [s]aying, hle] [r]lelite[r]ated to Jo Yu-[RIi,
[wlas it [wlas [plo[slsilblle [P]rlia[plus , [blleling a divine
[blleling (of [s]orts!), was [plr{o][bla[blly n[o]t [tlethered [t]o the
[slame [rlulb]rlilcls of a[rlithmetifc] as o[thlers, [th]at
[Plirlia[plluls was ve[rly [plo[slsibllly [clllo][sler to the Form
[sle[v]en [th]an [thle [m][a]the[m][a]ti[c]al [s]e[v]en, [i]n [w]h[i]lch
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calsle, [wlhile s[urle, his [s]ojlour]ns with [c][er]tain [A][s]to[r]i[a]
[slt{r]ilplpers was [pllrlo[bla[b]l]ly] in [plloor] taste, it might not
[a]lc]tualll][y] hlalve a [p][alllpla[blle effe[c]t on her [blo[k] choy?

N/ 258:336 768

115 Jo Yu-[R]i] [f]l[a]shed [b][a]ck [b][r]ie]flly] to a [b]lulllb]lou]s
[plenis that was [s][plrlayed in [gllrla[ff][iltli] onto the
[floun[d][a]tion of a home on B[r]id[glham th[a]t she [p][a][s]sed
[wlhile [wlalking to a [Flami[lly [Dlo[ll]ar [thle o[th]er [d][ay], it
was [l]ike [e]ver [s]in[c]e she [e]m[p][l]oyed this [P][r]ia[plus she’d
[bleen [slu[rlrounded on all [s]lildes [blly] un[rle[plentant
[plenlis], which [plrlo[bla[b]lly, she [rle[f]llected, [s]ler]ved
hler] [rlight [flor going into [blusin[ess] with a He]l[l]le]n[ilc
lelnt[iltly] ([e]lslplelcfila[llily] a [slo-[c]alled d[e][i]t[y]). At the
[slame [tlime [g][rlowing f[rlesh [blo[k] choy [iln M[ild[t][ow]n
[glave her a [clompet[i]t[ilve [a]dv[a]ntage no one else h[a]d in
[Klorea[tllowln, so was it [alll [plo[s]siblly] worth it? As
[Allrlalq]li] [rle[cleived the [t][a]b ([alfter [d][r]liln[k][ilng h[i]s
[sle[clond sh[iltty plsleuldlo [I][t]lalian [p][illsner), at four
[tlwenty [plm (as op[pllolsed to J[o] Yu-[RI[ils [rle[c]eilpt
bleling [rle[c]leilved at th[r][ee] [tlwelve [p]m) he wlr]ote out the
[tli[p] and, when l[ayling the [p]lallpler down on the [t][a][b]le
next [tJo Jo Y[ul{R][i]’s the [t][wo] [r]lea][llized [bloth [t][a]bs
[c]laJme to ex[a][c]t[l]y [tlwenty-nine [ei]lghty-four a plie]ce, with
[ealch [t][a]b ex[a]lc]tly [clon[s][i][s]ting of a [tlwent[y] thr{ee]
blullc]k s[ulbltlotal with a dollar eighty [flour [tlax
a[ssle[ssment and [flive even [t][ilp, [w]h[ilch [wlas a b[i]t of a
[cloin[cliden[cle, allm]ost like a ch[alnce event th[a]t h[a]d
[slome [slort of [clos[m]illc] [s]lilgnlilf[illc]lan[cle? The [tlwo
[sltared [a]t the [tlwo [t][albs in [slilence [a]s [a] chu[bbly
[wlh[ilte gluy] hammering [a]lw]lay] on his xy[llo[phllo]ne
[s]l][o]w(lly [f]alded to [b][1]ack.

n/o 266:335 .794
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21 Halklim Allllah alcltualllly [dlesperate[lly] nlee]ldled a
wailflu in [Clair[o], [llilk]e [s][o] [blad, [bJut he al[s][o] [flelt a
[clertain [lJonging [flor [s][ulmmer, [flor the [s]luln [a]nd [th]e
heat [alnd [thle [a]lcclompaln]ying [ilrres[i][s]t[i]ble urge to
[ilndulge [iln [a] [n][illcle [clold wlilne, [bleing [blorn after all in
the [pleak [sJu[m]mer [m]onth of [Au]g[ulst [iln N[ilne Eighty
Flilve and [a]ll. [Slome would [sJugge[s]t there was [plo[s]sib[l][y]
[elven a [m]lyl[s]tical [e]l][e]lm]ent [t]o it, [thle [thlir[tleenth
dlay] of the [eilghth [m]onth, [plerhalp]s an arithmetic
[clallclull]la]tion or [slomething of the [slort, the [v]io[llent
[vla[clilllaltions hle] expe[r][ilen[cled [phli[llo[s]o[phlicalll]ly]?
Weren’t [thlose in [thlemselves a [rlesi[dlue of an
[iln[d]lilvils[illb]le ~ Oneness, [vliolllent(lly [v]a[clil[l]ating
[bletween  [sltrilc]t  [phlilllo[slo[phli[clal  [s][c]hools that
[vlelhementl[y] [dlis[algr[eeld [wlith [olne [a]nother? [Wlasnt
[vla[clilll]ating bet[w]een [phlilllo[s]o[phlical [ploles,
[vlio[lllelnt[lly, in a [s]lelnse, a real [dli[ss][elmb[lling of the
[plernfilcfilous [dJualllitfie]s and multi[p]llllilc(ilt[ie]s we
[elncounter [e]very [d]amn [d][ay]? A [mliddle-[a]ged [m]an was
a[dlorned in [dla[ppler [clloth [s][i]ttlilng on the [platio
[slmolkling a thliln [c]li]galr]ette and Halk]im, who [d]i[d]n’t
[slmo[kle [rlegulllar{l]ly], [slud[dlen[l]ly] fle]lt [aln [iln[t]elnse
urge [tlo [iln[d]ulge in jlulst [o]lne [cligalr]ette, [rle[f][l]le[c]ting
[bllallclk to [pllalst [m]lollmlents, on e[qluivalllent [plalti[ols
where hle]’d [mlay[b]le] [plulffled a cigarette or two, [w]here
[ellvlents [wlere in[e][vlitabllly [f]ellt, [f]le]lt in the way that
[flleellllings [mlust inlelvitab[l][y] [elxtend, [m]u[dd]ied and
[dlisgusting  to  [rle[clo[][e]lc]ltion and  tho[rlough(lly
in[clomp[r]eh[e]nsible in [m]ate[rlial ways. Ultiim]ate[l]ly], it
[wlas [oln[llly] [wlhen you [wlere [s][m]lo]kling [cligar[e]ttes
that you a[c]tua[l]lly] [f][e]lt things, and [flee[l][ilng th[ilngs was
usual(lly [a] [klind of [clom[plosite [phle[n][oJme[n][a]. Ha[k]im
[plulled out a [s]lilngle d[illn]ar [a]nd [a]sked the [gluy for the
[gllr]eat [plirlivilege [o]f blulmming a [s]lilngle [c]li]lgalr]ette,
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[s]lm]o[kling it next to the [m]an who was [o]bviously a high
[rlan[kling [clourt [olffilcler [o]f the [ml]o[s]t [rle[s][ple[c]ta[blle
order, to which the [m]an [b]ljunt[l]ly [rle[p][llied so[r]ry [1]ast
one [blut there’s [a] [clamel shlo][p] [allcllx]o]ls]s the [s]t[rleet
that [s]le]lls th[e]m. In no wlay], shlalpe, or [florm was this
[m]an [sm]oking the last [rle[m]ailn]lilng u[n][ilt [f]lrlom his
[plack of [cliga[rettes. It would have [bleen [flair{lly c[l]ear to
any [plerson with even hal[f] of a [flunctioning [b][r][ai]n [th]at
[thlis [m][a]n hlald [m]any [m]ore [cliga[r][e]ttes [r][e]lm][ailning
[iln hlils plallclk, [thlat while [thle p[rle[clise a[m]ount of
[cligalr]ettes the [m]la]n hla]d [r]e[m]aining was un[clertain it
was [all[slo [albundant[l][y] [c]l]ear [th]at [th]at [a]lm]ount
[clertain[l]ly] [el[qlualed [m]ore than [o]ne. It [wlas [ultter{l]y
ab[slurd t[o] [a]lss][ulme this [m][aln was [s][m]oking his [1][a]st
[cligarette on the pla]tio. W[i]th th[i]s [iln mind, [plurely [o]ut
[o]f s[plite, Ha[k]im, a[f]ter waiting a [flew [m]o[m]ents in dee[p]
[clontem[p][1][alt[ilon, [c][r]o[s]sed the [s][t]r]leet and [s][t]ood in
[plilllalicle at the [clamel [s]tl[a]tlilon, where thlr]ee]
[plleollplle were al[r]eady im[p][a]tiently wlai]ting in f[r]ont of a
hand-wlr][ilttleln sign that [r]ead [B][a]th[rJoom [B][r]ealk] [Ble
[Bllallclk [iln Ten M[iln[u]tes. There was no ofpltion [blut for
Halklim to [bluy [aln [e]ntire [plalc]k of [cligarettes [plure[lly
[o]ut [o]f [s][pllilte, a [s][pllilteful [1][ulst to jlulst [s]lm]oke one
[cligar[e]tte. A hlealvy [s][e]t [pllallslty [m]i[dd]le [alged [1][alld]y
wearing a b[l][allc]k nlalps[allc]k wlilth th[ilnn[ilng [1][ilght
hlair [o]n the t[o]p of [hler [h]ead was first in [1][ilne, and would
rle[m]Jain [lJonger [thlan [thle [r][o][1]y] plo]l]ly] [flair-{s]kinned
mlan with the [mlacho alcclent, or the [rJun of the [mlill d[ay]
l]a[blorer - yet, [flueled [bly thli]s [m][ilxture of [n]on[s]en[slical
llust and [ilrra[tilo[n]a[llly [iln[s]a[ti]lable [s]pite, [H]akim
wlould [wlait nlealrlly] [aln [e]n[tlire [h]alf hour for the
a[ttlendant [tlo re[t]lurln to [pllurlchla]se th[i]s [plalc]k of
over[plirlilcled [cligalrlettes to [sllmlokle a [s][ml]all
[pler[clentage [o]f [o]n the [platilo]. He out[l]asted not [o]n[l]y
the [h]lealvy [s]lelt [pllallslty fem[alle and [hler [iln[i]t[i]al
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com[planions blult even s[ulb[sle[qluent [o]thers who
alpplirlolached the [wlindlolw then [qluilck(lly [lJeft
exas|[ple[r]lalted at the [r]lild[illclulllous [w][ailt, [a]t the
[a]b[s]urd [c][l][ailm on this [clardboard [slign. Yet on[cle thils]
¢[slclalpllalde was [clom[p][l]lelted Ha[k][i]m re[tlurned [t]o the
[platio [tlo, to his [slurplr]lilse, {[ilnd the [slame [m]an [s]till
[slmJo[kling a [cligalrlette, whlilch Halk]im [qluli]lc]k[l]y
[clal[c]ull]ated, m[u]st have been a [s][u]b[s]e[qluent [cligarette
or, even worse, [a] [s][ublsle[qluent to [a] [s][u]blsle[qlule]nt
[cligar[e]tte, and the [s]lame hlea]vy [s]le]t [w]oman [wl]ith the
blllallc]k nlalp[slallc]k and thin [llight hair, now al[s]lo]
[sllm]lo]king a [cligarette, de[s][plite the [f][a]lc]t she le[f]t the
[clalm]el [s]t[a]tion [ble[flore [bleing [a][ble to [bluy a [pllallc]k,
whlilch Ha[k]im [qlulillck]l]y [clal[c]ul]ated, [m]ust have al[s]o
[bleen [slupplllliled [b]ly] the [m]an in the hlilgh [c][l]a[s]s
[c]1]loth. The [m]an just [m][o][mlents [alg[o] was [a][llleged[l]y
[sIm[o][kling his [qlu[o]te-un[qlulo]te [l]a[s]t [cligarette on the
pati[o]. The [m]an in the [hligh [c][l]ass [c][lloth [m]ust [hlave
glilftleld the [h]lealvy [s]le]t plallslty fem[a]le her [cligarette,
be[clause [Hlalklim [w]as just [wlith [hler, [a]t the [c][a]lmel
[s]tation, and she h[ald n[o] [cliga[r]ettes, the [o]nl[y] [r][ea]s[o]n
shle] was [elvleln at the [sltatlilon was [tlo ob[t][ailn
a[d]d[iltlilon[a]l [c]lilgarettes. [Slo it was [b]a]sliclally
[clo[rr]o[blo[r][alted [thlat [thle man [a][dJorned in the [r]oyal
[alttire, at the ve[r]ly] l[ealst, at the bare [m][iln[i]lmJum, had
two ald]d[i]t[ilonal c[i]galr]ettes, if not th[rlee a[d]d[i]t[iJonal
[cllilgalr]ettes, [iln hlils palclk when hle] [rluth{l]ess[l][y] t{o]ld
[H]a[k][i]m [h][e] was [s]m[o][kling his [q]u[o]te-un[q]ulo]te [1]ast
[o]ne, [wlhich of [clour[s]e [w][a]s [uln[s]urprising, yet, [1][i]ke all
imp(l]liled (1I[iles, it [s]tung Ha[klim more [v]o[cli[f]lerouls][1][y]
[wlhen it [w]as [flina[l]lly] [clon[flirmed [bleyond a reasona[b]le
doubt. [A]ll [o]b[v]ious [l]iles are more [blen[ilgn when [s]t[i]ll
ex[i]sltlilng [iln an un[plroven [s]tate, [dle[s][plite [b]leling
obvlilJous, [blecause an [b]llatant [llie, once [plr[olven,
[d]e[s][plite the [flact it[s] e[s]sen[cle was [a]l[r]eady [a][s]s[ulmed
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[(flli]etliltlilous, [dle[s]pite [alllrleady having [a]ttained [a]
[clertain [rlealllity as [a] [llie, [s]tlilngs [w]lilth a [c][er]tain
viglor] [wlhen [flina[l]ly [clon[flirmed as a b[l]atant di[s][t]ortion
of the [tlruth. All [tlruth is ulltlimatelly] [d]i[s][tlorted [tlo
[slome [d]egr[ee], and we know th[i][s] [ilmp{1][il[c][i]t[l]ly], yet
[wlithout [flail [wle’re [m]onu[mlental(llly] [dlejected upon
[clon[f]ir][m]lilng [c]ler]t{ailn [d]i[s][tlortions of the [tlruth.
Wle] [blellielve the obv[ilous [llie to [b]le] [fllilct[i]t[i]ous,
ha[vling [bleen ob[v]ious, that [i]t [w][i]ll mean [n]othing [o]nce
confirmed as [a] f[all[s]itly], [als [n]othing h[als e[ss]entiall[y]
[bleen [a]ltered, [wlhat [w]e [allreadly] t[r]lealted as a
[plirlo[blalblle [llie [slim[p][lly [ble[clomes an a[cltual [llie, yet
when the [o]bvious [llie shi[f]ts [flrom [a]ss[ulmed t[o]
plrllolven, [ilt [illrr]laltionalllly [clon[c]laltenates [a]nd
be[clomes [a]n [e]ven [m]ore [e]g[r][e]gious [l]ie. [H]a[k][i]m [h]ad
[bleen shlalme[lless[lly [bletr[ayled [bly a [m]an who owed him
(lJess [th]an nothing in [thle [w]orld, yet [w]asn’t it [plerha[p]s
[thle [clalsle [thlat by the [s]lolle alclt of [slm[o]kling
[cligar[e]ttes, to [slome [e]xt[ent, the man [e]n[tlered in[tlo a
[slocial [clontr[a][c]t of bleln[elvo[lllelnt[l]y [allc]lquile][s]cing [a]
[rllellqlule]ls]t for [a] [s]lilngle [c]lilgalr]le]tte at shitty [d]ive
[blars. To [slmoke a [cligalrlette at a [dlive [blar is [tlo
volllun[t]alr]illly  en[tler in[tflo] a [clolmm]ulne of
I[i]ikle-m[ilnded [c][ilt[i]zens bulmm][ilng [c][ilgarettes [o]ff each
[olther [o]n [o][c]c[als[ilon, [a]nd, with th[a]t in mind, wasn’t
[flalse[lly [c][l][ailm[ilng tobalcc]lo] [pllolverty in [sluch [a]
[sletting [a] [fllaux] [pllals of the [hlighest order? [H]a[k]im
[clame [aJround to the ide[a] it was as he [s]m[o]kled t[wo]
[b]lr]and [n]lew] [cliga[r]ettes on the [plati[o] f[rJom his [b][r]and
[nlew  [olver[pllrliced [pllallclk, [allflter [slomewhat
[slar[c][asti[c]ally offle[rling the m[a]n in the [r]oyal attire [a]n
[a]dd[i]t[iJonal [c]lilgalr]ette [a]f]ter h[i]s [s]o-called l[a]st [o]ne

wlals [d][o]ne, [a]s he [d][r][a]lnk f[r]Jom the [w]h[i]te [w][i]ne the
bartender was [n][ilce e[nJough to [kleep on [i]ce for him [w]hile
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he [wllailt[e]d [a]t the [c][almel [s]t[alt[ilon [flor [ul[plwards [o]f
[a] hal[f] an hour, [plurely [o]ut [o]f [s][plite.
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212 At [thle age of [thlirty five, [w]h[ilch [ils, [w]e k[n][olw,
[oln(l]ly] trulllly] dlilv[ils[il[b]le [bly the [nJum[blers se[v]en and
flilve, [ilt’s [allm[o]st [ilne[vlita[blle to [a][rr]lilve at the
[rleal][i]zation [thlat [thle [sIK[y] [i]t[s]elf [i]s [1][i]ttle more than
a tliln roof, Ha[k]im [c]on[sli[d]ered [a]s he [s][alt on the pla]tio
[eyleing the [d]ouche [b]lalg in the ro[ylal att[ilre [w]allk]
a[w][ay], [th]at [ble[ylond [thle [s][kly our [s]en[s]es [rle[l][ay] to
us on[l]ly] mi[r]ages and [1]ulrlid [flal[s][i][f][i]cations, pure[l]y]
[o]ut of habit, [w][iJth n[o] [i]ll [i]ntent [w]hat[s][o]e[v][er]. It’s
nel[v]ler] been wli]th [i]ll [i]nt[e]nt that our [s][e]n[s]les have
utter(l]ly] [llle]t us down in [n]lealrlly] [elve[r]ly] [rlegard, [ilt’s
[s][i]mply the [ilntr[iln[s][i][c] [n]ature of things that [c]ause our
[slen[sles to [rle[llay [Julr]lild falls]lilties. [S][alns [m]e[mlory
there [c]laln’t be [t][ilme. At the [tlender age of [thlirty [f][ilve
all of [th]lils w(ilthout [flail be[clomes [c]lear to you, [th]at
every[th]lilng [ils ae[s][th]le]t[ilcs [iln a [clertain [s][e]nse, [th]at
[thle [s][Kly [ilt[s]elf [ils juls]t a t[iln roof, [alnd Ha[klim went
[bllalck in[t]o the [blar [tlo [alsk the aged [blar[tlender, who it
[tlurned out was [o]nly a [clou[plle [ylears [o]lder than him, for

i

just [o]lne [m]ore [wline, [wlhere a [ylounger [m][aln and his
[wlilfle [clom[p][l]ained a[bJout [bleing [bllalnned [flr[olm
[sllolme [llo[clal e[s]ta[b]llish[m]ent. The young [m]aln
[c]lalllclulllated how [m]lulch [m]lolney he spent [a]t thi[s]
¢e[slt{alb[llishimlent, how [m]ulch [m]olney they were
[flox[s][allk]lilng [bly [slo un[flairly [b]la]lnnling him, [n]ever
tla]lk]lilng [a] [sle[clond to [a]ln]alyze whe[thler [thle [a]lm]ount
of [m]oney he [wlas [s][plen[dling at [o]ne [blar [w]as e[v]en
ad[vlisalblle to [dli[slc]llose in [pllulbllllile, wlilth
[cllo]m[p]llete [s]trlalngers. There was a [c][rliim]inal
[e]llllellm]ent to th[i]s blaln[ilsh[mlent [iln [thle eyes of [thlis
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young [mlan, [a]s th[ils was a [slitula]tion where he was
[clomp(l][elte[l]ly] [s]alns fault, where this e[s]t[a]blishment had
[allc]ted [ellrrlo[n]eous(l]ly], to the [e]xt[elnt the [e][rrlor was
aJlcltuallllly] [c][r][ilm[i]n]al. He’d [nle[vler [ble [a][blle to go
bllallc]k to thla]t [blar again. [Blut would they [slur[vlive
e[clo[n]omi[clally [s]lans his [pl[altro[n]age? [WTh[eln Hal[k][i]m
wllelnt down the [rload, [l]lea]lvling the [rlilv]eting
clon[vlers[altion [o]f the y[loulng man behind him, to hlils
dllilsfmllaly he [d[ildln’t [flind a [slilngle wailflu
m]la]lr]lau[d]ing [allrlound the [cllilty, the [clitly] was
clomp[l]le]te[l]ly] void of [aln[y] [alnd all waif[u]s. No, just
slome mi[dd]le-aged [d][uldes [d]i[s][c]u[ssling the [clu[rrlent
sltate  of the [Flat[ilm]lild [m]illliltalrly. How [tlo
tlir]an[slcend the [tlin [r]loo]lf] [wlas allwlays a matter of
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glrleat [dli[s]plulte, and a [rle[clulrrling voice [w]ould
[wlhi[s][pler to [H]a[k][ilm [iln [h]ils [s]llee][p] that very [n]ight
[thlat [thlere was [n]othing [bleauti[flul in [thle [s]t[r][ee]ts
[th][a]t [a][f]ter[n]oon for a [s][ple[c

the [dligestion of [bleauty at [c]ler]t[ailn times [clan make a
[pller]sloln [elx[cle]lpltlilonally [dly[sllpllellpltlilc, this was
[plirlotle]lc]tlilon. Hla]k][ilm [alg[r]leeld, [s]t[illl ta[s]ting the
[sllilx [flalalflels he [s][clar[fled down on his way home even
a[flter br{ulshing his [tleeth m[ull[tliple [tlimes, [v]io[llent[l]y
[vlal[clillalting [iln hli]s own wlay] [elven as hle] r[e]-en[t]ered
in[tlo a [clalm, [dlleellp] s[llleellp] where [h]lel'd [hlave a
[r]e[c]ulrrlent [d][r][ealm of [K][i][ll][ilng h[ilm[s]elf to [c][l]leanse
hliJm[s]elf. [H]a[k]im would [k][i]ll [h][iJm[s]elf [i]n h[i]s d[r]eam,
yet a[flterward he’d [s][ulb[s][i][s]t [iln a [s][ullple[rlior [florm,
[plolslt [slulccle[ss]flully [k][ill[ilng hlilm[s]elf, [v]oid of the
[mle[m]o[rlies that [hlaunted [hlim, de[plrilvling him of a
[plealcle[flul [s]lumber. He [qlule]stioned thle]se [v]oices hle]
[(flrllellqlulently [hleard [iln hli]s [hlead, their ofr]lilg[iln, the
ones [clon[s]tant[l]ly [cla[ll][ilng hlilm un[t][i]l, [flinally able to
afsslert [clon[t][r]ol of his envi[rJon[m]ent, he [s][c][r][ea]med
Alll]ah is One [rleplealtedl]ly], un[tlil the [clon[tlain[m]ent of

Ti]lfTlilc [r]lealson, [ble[c]ause
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his [d]lr]lealm was [c][l]lealnsed by his yle][llling. With
Halk[[ilm in a [s]t[alte of glr]lealt [dli[s]t[rle[ss] and only
hal[f]-awalkle, The [P]rlo[phlet [MJuhalmmled a[ppleared
blr]lielfllllly], as a [mlilrrlor [i]m]lalge of hlilms[e]l[f], and
[u]ttered n[o]thing he [c]ould [r]e[clo[1l]e][c]t.

n/® 704:866 .813

3.1 Enz[o] t[o]ld Daria [hlJow [hle was [clon[slild]ering that it
[wlas [plerh[alps [wlith a tyr[a][n]ni[c]al ex[a]lc]t[n]ess th[a]t hle]
[plro[clleelldled about his I[i]lfle, [r]lilght up thlrlJough [hlis

wleelklly] [h]lilgh [f]laldes, that he [clon[slidered a 1[a]tent
geome[t]rlilclal  [tlylrlanny ~ to  [blle]  [plo[slsi[b]lllly]
[rluth{lle[s]s[1]ly] gulilding his I[ilfe as he [tloo[k] [qlui[c]k note
of a [qlulilte [s][i]zeable [plo[s]terior in [1][i]ght b[l]ue jeans that
[wllals [w]lalllkling [r][ilght [p][ast him [a]s he a[p]proached the
large  [blrlillc]k  [blulillldling  that [clontained the
[Dle[plartfm]ent [flor E[clono[mli[c] [Dlevelo[pmlent on a
[qlulailnt [F]ri[d][ay] [a][f]ternoon [a]t [flour [p]m on the [d][o]t.
[D][alria [w]as a[w][arle Enzo [w]allkled thler]e [tlo [tlry and
[sIlilp the [c]lller(k] a [qlulillc]k [s]o-[c]alled [b][u]sin[e]ss
[rlegist[r]ation [f]or]m [blut [ble[f]lor]e she [clould [clon[f][ir]m
what she already kinlew [flor a [f][alct Enz[o] went on [t]o
njlo]te thla]t it [t]lurlned out the [clity [c][llerks’ offlfilcles
clllllolsed hallf] an holur] [ear]lly [flor their [s]o]-[clalled
slummer hours, whlilch [al]s [ilt [s]lo] hlalppened [wl]as
elx[aletly [alt [flour pm. [Elnz[o] mlulttered [w]h[a]t the
fllullclk be[flore [clon[tlinuing on [tlo [n]lo]te he [w]as
wlearing his [nlew [tlan [W]allm]art [mlesh [blas[klet[b]all
shorts [wllilth h[ils [wlhite [v]lalns [als the [v]oluptuous
[wloman [w]al[kled plalst, by [clont[r][a]st, [w]ea[rling [wlire
[rlimmed gla]sses on the t[i]p of her th(iln nose, [sJu[r]rounded
on thlrlee [s][ildes [blly] [clur(lly [bl[l]a[c]k [l]o[c]ks. Alc]cording
to him [sJometimes it wlals jlulst plrle[fle[r]a[blle to [s]it on a
[rloo[f] with your shirt offlf and think a[blout [f]ullc]K[ing]
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[n]lolthling] [flor a llilttle blilt [elven []If] [ilt was [f][ilve
[fli[f]tleeln on a [Fltilday a[flter[n]oon, there was, [alfter all,
[r]e[pletition and [nJum[bler, he [n]oted to [Dlalrlia, [b][ult [d]id
all [n]lulm[blers [alctuallly] [rle[p]lealt? [Dlalrlia [n]lo]ted she’d
[bleen [n]lolti[cling a[n] i[n][slane amount of [f][ilve [fli[f]ty

[flilves and [t[lwo] [tlwenty [tllwols plllus [e][ll[elven
[e]ll]le][v]ens and e[v]en one [e][l][e]vens of [l][aJte but to d[a]te
she’d [rle[f][r][ailned [f][rlom any a[ttlempt [t][o] gloolgle an
explan[altion. Blu]t wlalsn’t it the [c][a]se, Enzo in[t]erje[c]ted,
[slin[c]e they’d gloltten [olnto the [t][o][plilc] of [sle[qluencles of
in[tlegers any[w]ay], [w]asn’t it the [c]lalse [th]at [th]e [s]e[clond
[clousin as a [clon[cleptual art[i][f]lilce was [clo[U]e[c]tive[l][y]
a[ccle(lle[r]ating the down[flall of their [clount[r]ly], I mean,
Enzo [s]laild, [s]le]lclond [c]loulsins [alre in a[gg]re[glate [a]ll
blal[sli[clally [c]lulnts, rfilght? In Enzo’s m[ilnd it was the
Illear{lly the [cl]lalse [thlat [thle [sle[clond [clousin was
la[slilclal(lly obje[cltiona[b]le, a plilt[ilful [c][l][ilng[ilng to a
slo-[c]alled b[lJood[lline that [w]as, even [w]hen more potent,
sltill [s]o]lmewh[a]t am[b][ilguous [ilf [n]lo]t [n]lo]n[slen[s]i[c]al.
That [wlas [bllood anylwlay? [D]larlia, for her [p]lar]t,

=]

i[dln’t have a [plarti[clu[l]ar[lly [s]ltrong o[plinion on the
on[cle[plt of the [sle[clond [c]loulsin [olne [wlay or [thle
[thler, [bJut she adml(i]tt[e]d that she [d][i][d][n]’t have as
[ilg [o)f [a] flalmily [a]s Enzo, which [plerha[pls [pllayed a
Jart [iln her [qlulilzz[i]lclal n[olnch[a]llalnce? Nlol, Enz[o]
went on, the [slefclond [c]loulsin wla]s [slomething
[ilnd[i][c]at[ilve of a [s]trulc]tu[r]al [r]ot, in flalct it was
[slomething  thla]t  [plro[bla[b]lllly] nleelded [a]ctual
[LJegisl]ation to [b]le] [plro[pler(llly] [clom[b][altted, [ble[clause
these [sle[clond [cousins - they wouldn’t just [r]e[s]cind of their
[olwn alcclord. [Nllo], Enzlo] and Dalrlifa] [bllo]th, they
[n]eeded to [s]tart [plet[i]t[ilon[ilng l[o][c]al [r]e[p]r]esentalt]ives
[t]o [al[bl[o]l[i]sh this [c]lo]n[c]le]pt of the [s]e[c]ond [c]ousin.
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3.12 It was [a]blulndant[l]ly [c][llear to Enz[o] [th]at [th]ere was a
[rle[clulrrlling] s[pllllittling] [iln[tllo] [tllwo] that was
[plerh[a][p]s the ml[o]st ne[f]arious [a]ct of all, [th][a]t [thle [flirst
of [thlis or [thlat in[e]vita[b]ly'd [ble[clome [e]x[tlended [t]o the
[slo-[clalled [sle[clond of the [s]laJme [s][ulb[s]tr{a]te, [b]lu]t
why? It was thli]s counting, thli]s [1jurli]d [1][ilnear [e]xt[elnsion
that [plerhalpls offlelnd[e]ld [Elnz[o] the mlolst, to which
[Dlalrlia, thlilnk[i]lng] a[blout her [bJok choy with [a]n
unlelr[rliing] slelnse of [d]r]leald, was onll]ly] [plartialll]ly]
[playing a[ttlention [tlo. They’d [flundam[elntally [florgotten
[sllolmething [e][ss][elntial a[blout n[ulm[bler, [Elnzo [s]aid,
they’d be[c]lolme a[d]di[c]ted to [d]ivi[d]ilng] [a]nd [a][dd]i[ng],
ex[tlen[d]ilng] [alnd sub[t]r[allcltiing], in[s]tead of fo[c]ulsling
on [clon[cle[plts more [s]t[eel[pled in [plurit[y]. [Elnz[o] f[e]lt as
[th]loulgh [thley were d[e]sltined to [rlecall [slomething
[e]ls]sential a[blout [n]lulm[bler, [b][u]t [n]low], [slomeh[ow],
that'd [bleclolme im[plos[sli[blle [flor [thlem, [thlat [thley’d
[fllor]gotten [f]lor] [pler[pletuity [aln [e][s]s[e|ntial a[s][plect of
num(bler, which [m]lalde [e]very [slitulaltion they
[eln[clountered i[m]mlelasura[b][l]y] [mlore [b]{llleallk]. The
[sllellclond [clousin it[s][e]l[f] was [i]ttle beyond a [s][ylmptom
of a [flar greater [s][illc/kin]ess, the [clo[mm]on [clold of
[clounting [nJum[blers, [o]f [ble[clolm]ing u[nli[t]a[r][y] un[t]il
they [r][ealched [i]nf[i][n](ilty. [N]othing was [m]ore [iInf[i]n[i]te
[thlan [thle u[nliltlalr]y, [ylet the [ulni[tlary bec[o]lm]ing
[iInfiln[ilte was [ultt[er]ly [a]b[s][ur]d! Eve[r]ything was [s][p]l[ilt
[iln[t][o] [tllwo], or [s][pll[ilt [ilnto th(r]ee, [a]ll [a]lrJound them
were [d]o[plpelglalngers [alnd [t]r[iln[ilti[e]s of [w]h[a]t [w]als
[wlh[a]t. Mul[t]ipl[ilc[i]tly] [cloul[d]n’t ex[i][s]t th[i][s] way! Enzo
[clon[tlinued as [Dla[rlia [slimulltlaneouls]ly [clon[s][i][d]ered
blr]lilnglilng up a few [clon[clerns she hl[a]d with [aln
[elm[plloyee she’d [clontlr{al[clted [s][ple[c[ilflilclally in a
bo[t][a][n]i[c]lal m[a]ln]ner, but who, glilvleln h[ils unorthodox
methods, had [s]tarted to [clon[c]ler]n hler] given [sJome of his
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mlore li[clentious ha[blits. Of [clour[sle [b]loJtan[y] and
pler{slonal [m]atters were [pllrlo[bla[bllly], in [m]ost [clals]es,
clon[slidered [clom[p][l][eltellly] [sle[plar[alte [ilssues, but
dllue] tlo] the [s][plelcllilflilc natlurle of th[i]s [plar[t][ilcullar]
job it had [blegun to [blother [D]aria just [s][l]ight[l]y. Enzo, for
his [pllalrt, had [aln [e]n[tlire [plack of [cligalrlettes [iln hlils
[d][r]lawer], he [s]aid to [Dlalrlia, [ble[c]ause he’d [blought a
whole [plalclk [thle ofthler [d]ay, juls]t [plurely out of [s][plite.
[Dlid she [w]ant [tlo go [o]ut [o]n[t]o the [d]e[c]k and [w]ha[c]k a
puff or [tlwo {[r]lolm [o]ne? Was she [d][r][uln[k] en[oulgh yet?
To [slmo[kle a [qlulillck] c[ilg? Be[clause she [c][l]ear[l]y wasn’t
(Ui[slte[nling to a[nly of the fulckllilng sh[ilt he was [s]aying

_— — —

a[blout intle]gers or [s]lellclond [clousins, a[blout the
non[s]leln[slilclal dlilv[ils[ilon of [e]ve[r]ything [a]ll [a][r]ound
them! No Daria [w]as, she [wlas I[ilst[e]ning ([klind of ...), it was
[jlust thlalt she was [jlust a t[ald [plt[elo[cclulplied, [elven
[blefore [cloming [bly she’d [bleen wallk]ing through a [sJmall
[clourtyard [iln the [cllilty, [tlalkling [n][o]te of the [bllilg
[tlirlees glrllolwing [nlext to the large [b]lr]lillc]k [clondo
[blu[illdings, [clontle]mpl[alting  [clo[nn]le]lc]lting  with
[n][a]ture, but also wli]th [illn]a[n][ilmate objle]cts as [w][e]ll? Tt
[wlas [o]ne thing to [clo[nn]e[c]t with [n]ature and trees [a]nd
[pllllalnts, thlalt was almost [c][lliche, [blut what a[bJout
[clo[nnle[c]ting wlilth [illn]a[n][ilm]ate objects [m]lalde of
[plllalsltic by wlalge [s]lllalves in East [Alsia? Sh[e]’d
centlly] a[ttlended d[ilv[i]ne I[iJturgy [flor the [flirst [t][ilme
in ages, she [t]lo]ld Enz[o], and while o[cclasionally [s]ta[r]ing

p]
rle
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ulp] at the [sle[rlies of i[clons [pleo[plle would have
[iInd[i][s][c]r[ilm[ilnately [k][illled [pleolplle [f]lor]
wlor][shlilppling just [a] [flew [sh]lor]t [clenturies [a]go, she
[clould have [s][w]orn a [slet of voilcles [wlere [s]pealkling to
her, [s]lo]lely wli]th[iln her [m][ilnd, [cJom[f][or]ting [h]er but
al[s]lo] in[f]lormling [hler [thlat [thlere'd be an u[p]cloming
tlilme [thlat [thley’d [s][n]a[p] their [flingers and she’d
[(fliln]allllly] re[tlurn [tlo them, [a]s if th[a]t [w]as [w]here she
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[a]ctual[l]ly] be[llonged, [iln th[i]s [p][llane she [c]ould [h]ard[l]y
[clom[plirle[hlend, yet [clolmml]uni[c]lalted di[rle[c]tly to her
with no [plrllo][bllelm. She [e]xited her [b]Jloldly] just
[m]o[mlentalr]i[l]ly], f[illled wlilth [plure [rle[l]ief, [thlen [th]e
blelings [r]lelite[r]ated [a] [t][i]me would [a][rr][ilve [w]hen they
[wlould s[n]ap [thleir [flingers, [thlen she’d [rle[tlurn, [fli[n]ally,
[tlo [thlem. [Plerh[a]lp]s she’d hlalve [dli[s][c]lou]nted the
en[c]lou]nter if she hlaldn’t, with [clom[p]l[e]te [cla[p]r[ilce, shle]
[tllo]ld Enz[o], [dle[clild]ed to glo] up [tlo [tla[k]e [clommunion
with her [d]ad, [alnd [als hler] tfurln f[ilnally a[r]r{ilved to
im[b][i]be the [bllood of [C]h[r][i][s]t Him[s]elf, she [n]ot[i][cled
[s]li]tt[ilng [clalm[l]y to the [lle[f]t of the p[rliest [w]as a [W]ind
Tun[nlel blrllalnd [f][lJoor [fl[aln. The [elx[a]ct same [f]loor
fllaln she’d, [allflter [tla[kling [en[tlirelly] [tloo [ml]an[y]
m][ujshrooms [olne parftlifclular [e]vening [elons ago,
elnglalged [iln [aln [elx[tlen[d]ed [clonvers[a]tion wl(i]th
rlegar[d]ing the [t][r]ue n[a]ture of things, [d]u[rling which a
clertain [c][l]alr]itly] [dle[slcen[d]ed [ullplon her, finalll][y]
uln[d]er(s]tan[d]ing, with the [ultim]ost [plulrlity, her [t][r]ue
o[r]lilgliln and, [iln [tJurn, the [p][r]iim]al [s]our[c]e of all things.

— — — o o
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4.1 Ultimatel[y], whe[thler [the [c]ults of Aph[r]odit[e] eng[alged
in [s]lallclirled plrlofs][tlitution or mnlolt is [s]lo]mething
[sllcIhlo]llars of h[illslto[r]ly] are [s]t[i]ll [b][iltter{l]ly] [tlorn
[a][blout, [blut there ex]ilst [plerhalpls [lleg[ilt[ilmate [r][ealsons
to [alg[r]lee] with [ei]ther c[alm[p]. On the one h[alnd, if the
Greeks engaged in, what [clertain [plart[i][c][i][p]lalnts of the
[SIlylm[plosium at [l][ea][s]t [ble[l][ielved to [b]le], an a[blutting
[slalc]lr]led [florm of [pllelldle[r][alstly], thleln [i]s [ilt [r][ealllly]
thlalt [flar[f][e]tched to [s]ugglelst [d]udes [i]n [C]lor][ilnth were
[blanging whlorles in [aln [A][ph]rlo[dlite tem[plle, [b][lult
jlullslt [iln an [ilnten[sle(lly [r]liltua[l][ills]tlilc way? [T]sn’t [i]t
[plolslsilblle Al[phlirlodlilte wlals, in [s]lolme [slen[sle, a
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[plirle-walil[flul? The t[rl[lule o[rllilgliln of the [wlaifu as [w]e
k[nJlolw it. L[a]ter that [nlight, at I[t]laelwon Plo][c]hu in
[Klore[a][tlown, [Alralqlli] was [slurre[p][tlitiously] [slaving
[hlen[t]ai j[plegs on[tlo [hlis [clame[r]a [r]oll as they [s][alt [a]t
the [slmall window table over{llookling Wfe][slt Thirty
[Sllellclond, I[slplllilttlilng an eel [alppletizer with [J][o]
Yu-[R]i, who [alfter [a] [cllo]ulp]le shots of [S]lo]jlu, was
[sludden[l]ly] [m]lorle flor]th[clo[m]ing than shl[eld been
[pllrlevlilous[l]ly]. [Uln[a]lw]are of yet [a]l[s]o [uln[c]on[clerned
[wlith [Allrlalqli [slaving [hlen[t]lai jpegs [iln[tlo [hlils
[phllolne’s [clame[r]a [r][o]ll, J[o] Yu-[R]i [flound her[s]el(f] more
[clom[flortable with, you kn[olw, shar[ing] her [fleelling]s
[a]lf]ter [a][blout h[a]l[f] [a] dozen shlo]ts [o]f [S]oju. Was she
her[slelf [plo[ssli[blly e[n]glalged i[n] a[n] ... ite[r][altion of
[sllallclred [pllr]o[s]titution? No! Em[p][1]loyling some [G][r]ee[k]
demi[g]lold to [r]ub his [c]lo][c]k on your blo][k] chloy] [p][l]ants
[wlasn’'t - [wlell, she [d]i[dln’t know [w]h[a]t it [w][a]s
ex[a]lcltlly], she mlulttered to [Alrlallqllil. Maylble
[alvant-glalrde  [b][o]tan[y]? [Blut [iln [alny [clals]e
deflil[n][iltelly] [n]lo]t [pllxllo]lsltitution! AlrJalql[i] [n]oted that:
wasn’t it [p]lo][slsible th[alt [slome thing or [sJome one [h][a]d
[slome [slort of, you kn[olw, [h]lo]ld on [Plria[p]luls? That
mayble] the [d]ude just n[ee][d]ed help, [slome a[s]s[i][s]t[aln[c]e,
that all thli]s [sh][i]t [shle was [slo con[clerned about,
[vlis-a-[v][ils his [r]le]cent whore [m]lolnge[r][ing] was the
[rlesult of [clertain [s]lo]meth[ing] [h]a[vling a [vli[cle g[rlip
[hlold on [hlim? [Wlell, [c]lllealr(l]ly] he [w]as a [llittle
off-[Klilter! she said, [th]at m[u]ch [thley [c]ould [bloth agree on!
[B][u]t the e[sslen[cle of that [clond[i]t[i]on, the [cJond[i]t[i]on of
[bleing hlylp[n]otized [iln [aln a[blutting [m][y]s]t[illc]al
[m]a[nnler, [wlas she the m[o]st a[plp[r]lo][plrliate [o]ne to [s]ay,
or was it [plo[s]sible she [d]i[d]n’t [a][c]tually [clare, [th]at [th]is
was an [elx[c][1Julslive[lly [c][a][plita[llis]t [eln[d]eavor, [th]at her
[r]lolle in [thle wh[o]le ml[a]tter was s[o]le[l]y [r][a]tiona[llist,
thlalt [als [lJong as her bo[k] choy im[plarted a [clom[plet[i]t[ilve
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leg ulp] in the hlealt of [Klor[e]latown she [d]i[d]n’t [clare [o]ne
[wlay or [thle o[thler. And, [bly [thle [w][ay], [th]e [blok choy at
I[t][ae]lw]on [w][a]s [a][t]r[o]cious, she n[o]ted, [s]lo] [a]t least
thla]t was good! The fla]lc]t of the mla]tter was Jo Yu-[R][i]
[clould d[e]ffiln[i]telly] [q]ule]stion how she [qlulo]te-un[q]ulo]te
alrrlived here, [slo to [slpeak, a [bludding, [blarely
[sle[m]i-[s]u[c]ce[s]sful, [rle[s]tau[r]aun(t]eur [i]n [M][i]d[t]own, a
Jlolhn[slon and [Wlhales [d]r[o]pout and Food Net[w]or[k]
jun[kl(ie], hellp]lless{llly] [ple[rlusing [C]r]lailg’s [Lli[s]t ads,
[d]lel[sl[plelr]ate for a [lllelg ulp] in the [m]ols]t vlilc[ilously
m[pllelt[ilt[ilve [r]le][s]tau[r]ant [m][e]t[r]o[plo[l]is
Jerh[a][pls on the [p][l][alnet, when she [s]t{ulm[b]led [ul[plon
Iria[plus’s [plllilght, [dle[c][illd]ing [tlo [tla[kle it on [a]s a
Jo[tl[alni[clal [aldv[a]ntage. [Pleo[plle would [allways note in
e [hlow [hler blue eyes [d]i[s][p][llayed a [clertain re[dd][i]sh
gold t[ilnt a[blout them, [plo[slsi[b]llly [slome [flaint
[Sliplalnlish [bl[llood on her [Flillliplilnlo mother’s [slide? It
[sleelmed her [Klo[rllealn-Almle[rlilclan i[dJentity [w]as
allwlays  [s]ll[lilght(lly = un[dler[m]lilned  bly]  th[ils
[Clatho[l][i][c][i]sm of her a[d]o[1][e][s]c[e]n[c]e.
[Clatho[l][i][c]lilsm has a [tlleln[d]lelnlcly of [m]
[elve[rlylolne [a] fourth gene[r]ation I[t]alian-A[m]e[r]i[c]an, and
Jo Yu-Ri fle]lt this [tlugging [a]t [tlimes [a]s wle]ll, [
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blut then
again, it wasn’t [qluli]te [l][ilke the gluy] ne[cle[ssari[lly owed
her a[nlything, [ble[c]laulse there wlals [n]othing in their
[clontralc]t (Iwhich [w]as [n]on-ex[i][s]t[eInt) that
[slitl[illplulated [hlow [h][e] should [s][plend his f[r][ee] [tlime.
Yet, [Allr]algli in[tlerje[clted, [i]s there [n]ot an [ilm[pl[i]lc][i]t
[alg[rleement i[n] a[nly [blusinless [rle[lla[tilon[shli[p] to, you
know, [llike, he [s][ai]d, whleln George [Clo[s]t[a]nza [ble[clame
a hlalnd [m]odel in [Slein[fleld - he wasn’t [t]rave[lling a[rJound
(llaying [b][r][illclks and d[ilpplilng his [t]oes [iln[t]o a[m]ateur
[bloxing [iln hlils [flree [tlime! Ye[s], the Cols]t[alnz[a]
[aln[allogy was an [a]pt [o]ne here, yet again there [wlas the
[qlule]stion of the [e][s]s[e]n[cle of [Plrialplus [hlim[s][e]lf, [h]low
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hle [iln[tler[alcted, or [w]as [i]n[tler[a]cted [w][i]th, [i]n the
cllor][pJlor]eal [slphere, which be[clame [aln

sllellclond [b]lo]ttle of [S]o][jlu. It was plo][slsi[ble, [T][o] Yu-Ri
lon[slidered, that his [c]lo]lc]k wasn’t ex[i]st[e]nt [i]n the wlay]
she m[ay] have [iln[i]t[i]ally th[ou]ght.

[akan

[
[
[iln[c]r][ealsing[llly] []atent issue as the two [rle[qlule][s]ted a
[
[c

—
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51 Of [clourse Halklim [e]n[t]lered the [e]s[t]ab[l]ishment
[loolkling sole[l]ly] for [A]lmliln[a], [a]s [a]t the time h[e] was
[clom[p]1][e]te[l]ly] [cla[pltivated [bly her [bleauty, unwl[illllilng
to [pllar]t wlilth thlils [pllar]t[illclular [ilm[alge of her [florm
that [rle[llent[l]ess[l]ly [rlilclocheted wli]th[iln the [clon[f][ilnes
of his mlilnd, [c]a[p]tivated, not like he’d [bleen once [ble[f]ore,
[bly the [clom[plalrlative witch[c]rla[flt of [clle[v]er
[clon[v]er[s][a]t[ilon. [N]o, in[s]tead [H]akim [flound [h]im[s]elf
[hlyp[n]otized [bly the [b]lunt [plure [florm of her [bleauty, with
[nJo [eld[i][f][i][c][a]t[ilon or [e]xt[r]a[p]o[l][a]t[ilon, with [n]o
[clalplitull][a]t[ilon to [r]ealson - or [elv[e]n to [f][eell[ilng [flor
thla]t m[a]tter! It was [slim[p][lly the [cla[s]e [th]at [thlere was
[n]Jo in[tler{lllo]lclutor, [n]lolt even alnly [rlem[o]te
[clon[t]lem([p][l]ation of this ve[r]y [florm that s[o] [c][l][ealr[1][y]
[h]lald wla]flted [Hla[k][ilm [th]rough [thle [d]ouble [d]oors
thla]t [elvening, tr[yling to [f]lilnd what [clould [plerha[p]s ble]
dleelmed a wailflu. Now of [clourse there’s a [clom[p]lex
heilrJarchy of [rle[f][r][allc]tion to [m][a]tters li[kle th[e]se, of
which [HJa[k][ilm, [hlaving [a] [d]e[clent [a]lm]ount of
[phlilo[slo[phli[clal e[d]u[clation, [w]lalsn’t un[a]lw]are of [pler
[sle, ho[wlevler], [whleth[er] or n[o]t it [w]as at the [t][o][p] of his
[m]lilnd at the [t][ilme is a [sle[plarate [m]atter en[t][i]rely (it
wasn’t!). There are [llong [r]lalnge colr]re[l]laltions - did a
[fle[m]ale [oo[k] [1li[kle s[o]me[o]ne [fla[ml]illia]r, [f]lrom [ylears
ago, lilkle [plerh[a][pls ex[a][c]tly the [s]ame? [I]n f[a][c]t, [i]t was
[plos[slible ~ Halk]ilm [allcltua[lllly] mli]s[tloo[k] thlils
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[plar(tli{clull]lar wai[f]u [flor another [p]ler]slon en[tlire[lly at
[fTir](slt, balclk [flrom his [s]e[clon[d]ary [s][c]hool [d]ays. He
wasn’t even clerftaliln [iJt was h[er] when he [f][ir][s]t
[slt{ulmbled [u]pon her [florm. [H]e en[clountered [hler [florm
but [rle[clalled a [clo-ed he [wlas [a][clquainted [wlith [f]r][o]m
[sllolme years [algo, [al[sslulm]ing in[clor[r]e[c]tly [A]lm]ina was
in [fla[c]t an old [f][r]iend. She in[flormed Ha[k][i]m so[f]tly her
[n]Jame was Amlillnla, as if [plleo]lplle were [plo[ss]ib[l]ly
(llilstening [iln to each [s]lyllllable [u]ttered fr[o]m her
exqulils[ilte[lly [plro[plortioned [1][ilps, as [i][f] [splelcllil[f][il[c]
[clourt jesters [wlere [wl]aiting [iln the [w]ilng [tlo
[tlran[s][c]ribe their [clonver(s][altlilon to [l][alt[elnt go[sls[ilp
[clo[llumnli][s]ts. [Sllclholllars, [flor their [plart, would
ultimate(l][y] [rlet[r]oalcltive[llly] [clon[f][l]ate [tlwo [plo[sslible
Almlinas as well, [m]ifmli[ck][ilng un[i]n[tlentionallly] their
own [slour[cle of [s]tud]y]. The fla][c]t th[a]t Amiln]a was,
[tle[cTh[nli[c]allly] [s]pealkling, you k[nJow, an or[ph]laln [iln a
[hlarem [d]i[d]n’t [flaze [H]ak[i]m in the 1l[ea]st, be[c]ause [a]ll
[olf the [p]rlophets [plr]elvilouls]ly] [n]oted hi[s]to[r]i[c]al[l][y]
were, if [not [plulrle who[rle-mongelr]s, then at [llea[s]t
[slym[pla[thleti[c] to [thle [p]llight of [thle [plro[s]titute, the
[plrolsltitute [s][ilm[plly ex[il[s]tlilng as [a]n [e]x[t][e]nsion of the
[d]lells]ti[tlute and [d]own[t]ro[d]den as a wh[o]le. Hak[i]m [s]aw

n[o] [r]lealson to [dliverge f[rlom his [p]rle[dle[cle[ss]ors [iln

thlils [rlegard. There’s a [clertain i[d][e]a [thlat [thle [d][ee][plest
[rlelaltilon[shlips are the ones blalsed on [slo-[clalled
illumi[n][ajting [clonver(s][altion, [plredi[c]lalted ulplon getting
to [qlulo]te-un[glulolte k[n]lolw each other, [ylet [ylou [clould
[clounter [th]at [thlere’s a[c]tual[l]ly] [n]othing to k[nJow of us
[rleallllly] [a]t all, th[a]t we’re [plurely [rle[f][r]a[c]tions of a
[slour[cle [in[f]lilniltellly [s]lilm[p]lller than wle] [s]leelm to
[blle], that con[v]olutions are [bly thleir] [v]lerly nature
[fl[i][c]t[ilonal and [s]tee[pled in [h]lyl[plo[c]t{ills]ly. [H]a[v]ing a
grlea]t [clon[vlers[a]tion is the a[clute [f][a]lllalc]ly] of
[hlum[a]nit[y], [ble[llie[v]ling you’ve di[s]co[v]ered [slome eternal
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[blond with [a]nother [pl[er][slon is [p]ler]ha[pls an [a][ffTront to
[Alllah [H]im[slelf. [H][a]kim and [A]lmina [d][i][d]n’t [d][i][s]cuss
them[slelves at [f]ir[s]t, and when [thley did [th]ey st[rJuggled to
[r]e[c]all who they even [wlere, [wlhich [wlas a[plp[r]o[p]lrliate.
[Hla[klim’s  [m]adn]ess, [hllils [iln[d]ills]clr{illm][i]n]la]te
[kI[illlilng [o]f [o]thers was based [i]n thli]s i{d]ea. There was an
ilm]mle]d[ilacy to their [clo[m]lilng [iln[t]o [clon[t]act [wlith
[olne another. Halklim, [a]gain, [dlildIn’t [clontem[p]late
[Almina’s [bleautly], [slim[pllly] [ble[c]laulse it wlals [a]n
[ilm[plols]si[b]le alc]t. [M]e[m]o[r]y was [sJomething they [bloth
[sltlrluggled to inte[rlalc]lt with. [A]lmlina’s beauty was [a]
[m]otor [s][k]ill. Her out[lline was a re[clo[ll][e]lc]tion
[s]lolme[o]ne would n[elver be[c][o]me [c]lo]lnscious of, a [1][ur]id
[m]e[mlory a [pllerlson [clom[p][l][e]te[l]ly] forg[o]t a[blout [blut
[s]till [s]tayed hugging their [b][o]dy li[kle a shar[k] jaw. It was
the i{mml][eld[ilacy of Alm](ilna’s [bleaut[y] that [s][1]lo]w(l][y]
[blegan to er[o]lde Halk][ilm’s [s][anlit[y]. [Plossession [s][an]s
[clontem[plation [c][an] [ble [clon[flusing [flor [slome, Hal[k]im
nlolt ex[cllu[d]ed, [ble[clause we [o]ften [clon[s]i[d]er [plossession
aklin to grlolwing [o]ld and [d]e[c]aying with [s]lo]me[o]ne,
[r]le]plelating [v]ows in[t]lo an o[plen air that, if [r][e]a[rlranged
just s[llight(lly, would [ble[clome healv]y as [b][rli[clks. At the
[tlime he [pla[s]sed [th]rough [th]e [d]ou[b]le [d]oors to [pll[a]lcle
an eye on [hler, [H]a[klim in[clorre[c]tly [a][s]sumed [A]mina’s
[bleauty to [ble of [a] de[c][ayling n[a]ture, [b][a][sli[c]a[ll]y that
he [clould [ploss[ells]s her in a [clont[elm[p][l]ative [s][e]n[s]e.
Halklim [m]ade a [ploor a[tt][elm[p]t [tlo seem [l]i[k]e he wasn’t
[(HJoo[kling for [A]lm]ina as he wal[k]ed [th]rough [thle [d]ou[b]le
[dloors, her [bleauty [a]lready [w][ilth[iln h[ilm [blut in a [w]ay
that [e]schewed [clon[tlemp[l]ation [eln[tlire[lly. Halk]im
(lulslitled for delclay, to [plosslels[s] [bleauty in a
[clont[e]lm[p][l]ative [s][e]n[s]e, to [r]e[clite vows in air [plo[c]kets
of [bllrlilclk, [alnd [A]miln]a d[alnced [alround his
[aJm[b][i]t[ilons, to [ble ho[nlest, [flair(l]ly] e[fflort[l]ess[1]y].
[H]ad [Hla[k]im [bleen [a][b]le to [plro[pler(lly [clontem[p][1][alte
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this ve[rly [rlleall i[m]mleld[ilalc]ly] of Alml][ilna, then
[plerh[al[pls his [s][a]nity wouldn’t hlalve [s][1]lo]w[l][y] er[o]ded
in the mlalnner [i]t ultim[a]te[l]ly] d[ild. When he exe[cluted
thlo]se [c][l][o]sest to h[im] on a wh[im], [iln [i]n[c]rea[s]ing(lly
violllent [a]nd [d]r[a]stic ways, [s]llilcling off [hleads and
[sIllilttlilng thlrloats by the [h]lun[d][rleds, it was on[l]ly]
[ble[clause Halklim funda[mlen(t]a[ll]ly] [m][i]s[iln[t]er[p]reted
the ilm]mleld[ilalc]ly] of A[lm]ilna’s [bleauty. [H]ad [hle [bleen
a[blle [pler[cleive her [bleauty [iln [ilts [a]lc]tual [s]en[s]e [als
o[pplosed [t][o] r[u]th{lless[lly alttl[e]lm[p]tling [tlo [t]e]ther it
[tlo his own [clon[t][e]lm[p]llation, then he p[rlo[bla[blly
wouldn’t have gone [blatshit [c][r]azy! [Clourt offilclers would
[ble [bleheaded [ble[clause [A]lmlina’s [bleauty was [a] [m]otor
[sIk]ill to Ha[k][i]m, whle]n he in[clorr[e][c]t[l]y] [ble[lli[e]ved it
to [blle] a [rlo[m]an [a] [c][l]ef. Y[e]t isn’t an [e][r]oded [s]anit[y]
necle[s]salr][y]? [Clould we [plo[s]sibly [sluggest that? When
[H]amza i[bln A[l][i] [plrolc][l]laimed [H]a[k][ilm to [ble divine
in[clarnate, was it [plo[ssi[blly [ble[clause [H]a[k]im [h]ad
[sllallclrifilcled his own [s]lallnlity to [mlalkle Almli[n]a’s
[blleaultly], [which [w]as of a [pllulrelly] [w][ailfu var(ilety,
[dle[clay? Halklim would [dli[s]a[ppllear] ylear]s [llater, in
[(fTallclt [nlot [llong [allflter [tlwo [dli[s]torted [A]mi[n]as
[allppleared [t]o h[i]m [i]n [d][r]leam, one [d]ark, [th]e o[th]er of a
lilght [vla[r]lilety, yet [s]till e[v]len] thlen] he [rlem[ailned
unalble to [d]i[slentangle [wlhat it [w]as he [s]law. Y[e]t in [a]ny
cllalse, all thla]t’s [plerh[

d][alte, [ble[clause [wlhen Halklim [w]al[k]ed [th]rough [th]ose
dloulblle [d]oors [hlis [s][alnity [h]lald alrea[d]y [s]tarted to
dle[clay, his men([t]al [f]a[clul[t]ies were [a]l[r]eald]y in a [s]t[a]te
of [dli[s][a]lr]r[ay]. As Ha[klim [f]o[c]used his e[n]ergies on th(i]s
[flallsle [ilm]age of [d]e[claying with Almli[n]a his [s]a[nlity
it[slel[f] [ble[cllalme [dlill]a[pli{d]lalted. H[a]lmza ibn [A]ll]i
[clalled him Hla]klim [A]lllah. It wasn’t ne[cle[ss]alr]ily the
[phlir]ases Amina [rle[p]lealted that [r][ealched Halk][ilm, but
[m]ore [s]lo] the [m]lo]lde [iln whlilch she [s][ai]ld th[e]m. She’d

allpls a [bletter topic for a llalter

[
[
[
[
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whils][plered [plure [n]on[slense to Halklim that was [n][o]thing
if [n]lo]t tlo]talllly [logilclal [oln[lly a [flew years be[flore his
[flriend H[a]mz[a] would dleelm [hlim [H]a]k][ijm [AJl[a]h.
Halk]im would [s][plend his nights and wlee][klends [lJoc[kled
[iln hli]s th[r]lee] hun[d][r]ed s[qluare foot [1][i}v[ilng [s][plalcle,
[aln [a][s]ceti[c] [d]e[c][i]s[lilon of his own [a][clcord, and
mle][d]i[t]ate [e]x[t][elnsivelly] on the beaut[y] of [A]min[a], its
tlrlue nlalture, [r]le]c[r][e]lalting her glelo[mle[t][r]ly [iln hlils
mlind, [slplleallkling ~ with  Almli[n]a [iln  hli]s
ilmlagi[n]laltfilon, [clirle[altliing an in[tler[pler[sjo[n]al
blrland  of  [bleauty  [b]lallsled  en[tlirely  [on]
cllon][tlem[pll[altion, [olne [wlhere they [wlould de[c][ay]
tlogether in[tlo old [a]ge, a human sh[a][ple that f[a]des with
tlime, exislting [slole[llly] [tlem[plorallllly], [nlever
ellm]a[nlating [a]ln]ywhere [e]xc[e]pt into the [m][e][m]o[r]ies
and [phlotog[rlalph]s whlilch [d][illsltort and [flal[s]i[f]ly

e B e Bl B B e B evm B

[elve[r]lylthing worthly] of [ou]r [a]lwe. This was [hlow
[H]akim’s sanity [e][rloded. H[ils a[s]ceti[c]ilsm [p]ll]layled at
(lealslt a [plart [iln hlils own [dlec[ay], [blut mo[s]tlly
[blelc ]ause he [elmp[lloyed a[s]c[e]ti[clism to [c]reate [i][m][a]ges
[iln hli]s [mlind, [t]o d[e]lve in[t]o his [m][e][m]ories as im]ages
as if thley] [clon[t][ailned [a]n [e]ss[elnce [m]ore i[mml][e]d[i]ate
than Alm]lilna’s beauty. They [d]illdln’t! [IIt’s the
[plirlolllilfle[r]lation of the [illm]aglilned [illm][alge that
ul[tliim][a]tely [d][r]ives us [a]ll [bla[sli[c]ally in[s]ane [a]ll the
tlime without [f]ail, [ble[clause of the [d]i[s]tan[c]e we [p][l]lace
ble[tlween our[slelves and the image, [bly ne[cle[s]sity of
clourse! [Bleing [d]eprived of the ilmm][e][d][i]ate [bleauty of
Al[m][iln[a], Halklim ch[o]se to [a][sc]eti[c]ally [a][tt]lempt [t]o
rlle]lc]lr]lelate it via his [olwn [illm]aglilned [i]lm](alges,
elx[ilst[ilng allm][o]st [e]x[c][l]usive[l]ly wlilth[iln the [c]lon]fines
of his [olwn [c]lon]templative [s]tates, but where[a]s his
([slee[mling{lly sh[a][lllow) in[tle[r][allc]tions with A[mli[n]a
[rle[qluired [n]othing, they [mlerged in[t]o each ofthler [s]ans

— — o o —

[clonscious [thlought, his [illml]aglilned [illm]lalges [wlere
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f{lleelting,  allw]layls [dle[c]layled  i[mm][e][d][i]
[plost-[clon[s]trulc]tion. At [f]lilve thirty [f]ilve [p]
a[flternoon [thle [thlought ofcclurred to Halk]im [thlat he’d
been [f][or]ty [f][or] his ent[i]re 1[i]fe, [d]e[s][plite the [f]a[c]t he’d
[dli[s]a[pplear [f]lor]ever at juls]t thirty [f][ilve. He was [s]t[i]ll

ob[sle[ssled wlilth [d][i][s]tan[c]e. [N][o], it was [p]re[cli[slelly] the
[n]lo]tion of [dli[s]tan[cle that [d]rove his [s]a[nl]itly] off] the
[flulckling [clli[ff]. Halklim’s g[r][ealt[elst c[rle[a]t[ilon was
[plerhalpls [Dlar al-Ilm, or it [c]ould have [plo[ss]i[b]ly [bleen his
own [ilnter[a][c]tion wli]th hlils [s][alnity, [ble[clause [plerhalpls
[bly dlealling with [AJmli]ln]a’s [bleauty in[clo[rr]e[c]t[l]y]
Halk]im ultiim]ate[l]ly] [allrrlived at the t[rlue [n]otion of
[bleauty, [rlather than [m]o[d]e[r]ate[lly [d]e[l]u[d]ing himself]
and [d]ecaying with a [pla[l]ata[b]le [f]i[b], hle] [s]tlalm[p][e][d]ed
[flull [flor[cle in[t]o [d]e[llusion. He [lJost [t]r[a]lc]k of his
[sllalnity [clom[p]l]lelte[llly] [ble[clause of it, in a [s][ense
a[cclurately [a][ss]le][ssling the false [n]otion of [Almi[n]a’s
[bleauty as an [iltem you [clould de[clay [bles[ilde. The
[sllallc]lr]ed [pllr]ols]titute [ils [iln[c][a][plable of de[c][ay], there’s
in flallc]t [a]blslo[lute[lly nothing more [a]b[slurd than
glrllolwing [o]ld with a [s][o]-{c]alled [s]alc][r]ed [p][r]o[s]titute.
How [cJloulld ylou]?! In [Tlen [T]wlenty [Olne, Halklim
[wlould [d]r[ealm of [t]wo [d][is]torted Am[ilnas and then he
[tloo would [d][is]a[pplear, not as [a] result of [a] [plala[cle
in[t][rligue, or [a] [sJul[r]re[p](t][i]t[ilous m[ur][d][er], or [a]ge and
[dlec[ay], be[c]ause [e][v]en if those e[v]ents [s][ee]med to o[cclur,
we should [s]tress] [th]at [thley’re no [1][ess] [v]eil-[l]i[k]e [th]an
[thle [v][eills Ha[klim wit[n][ess]ed [aJround [A]mi[n]a’s [bleauty.
No, to [ble [c]l][ealr, it’s fairl]ly evid[e]nt [H]a[klim [hlim[s][e]l[f]
belclame a wai[f]u [i]n hlils thirty [fli[f]th year, [w]hich [w]as
entirely [alp[pl[r]o[plrliate. [Dli[s][allpplear is [pllrlo[blalb]ly the
in[clo[rrle[c]t word to [dle[s][c][rli(ble it! [ble[clause Ha[k]im
glalve a[w][ay] his [s]anity in a ve[r]y [r]eal [w][ay] the [s]e[clond
he [wlal[kled [th][rJough [th]ose [d]ou[b]le [d]oors to glr]lee]t
Aml[ilna [i]n h[i]s own esta[b]lishment, the [e][s]ta[b](llishment
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where he [slaw him[s][e]If [eIn[c][l]osed, [l]i[kle in a [l]arge [blox
(1liikle [clon(t]ailner, one [Slpring af[tlernoon, the [s]la]lme
[plll[alicle he con[tlem[p][l][alted the ide[a] that [A][1l][a]h is the
ve[r]y mi[rr]or [iln whlilch you [s]ee your[slelf, [th]at you're [thle
mirror [iln [w]h[i]lch [H]e [w][i]tin]e[ss]les [H]is [N][aJmes. [W][e]
[slleellk] to [c]lllailm [bleauty in a [slub[jlect-ob[jlect
re[l][a][tiJon[shlip [b]leJcause [clertain [b]lelings have mlalde
them([slelves [s][eelm to [b]le] that wlay], not [tlo [t]ri[c]k us
ne[cles[salrily blult jlulst to [ilnno[clently [clause us to glo]
a[ppllrllollplirliately in[slane, and vi[a] that [a][ppllrlo[p]rlialte
[ilnsanity f[ilnally [a]lrr]lilving at the [plirlo[pler [n][aJture of
bleau]ty. [Almli[n]a in her culrrlent st[alte enjoyed the f[a][c]t
thlalt [Hla[klim [h][a]d [h][a]l[f] of his [rJobe o[ff] [iln the
[m]lilddle of the ven[ue], his falcle bllee]ld]ilng, [tlo[ssling
dlilnars [iln[t]o the air [s]cr[ea][m]lilng at [m]en [t]w[ilce his
[s]li]ze thlalt [hle [h][ald [m]o[n]ey! [D]i[d]n’t [thley k[n]ow [th]is?
He’d fulclK[ilng [K][i]ll them all, then he’d e[l][i]lm][i]ln]ate their
fa[mli[llies, then he’d [a][ss][a]sslin[a]te the a[cqlulailntan|c][e]s
of their [s][e][clond [clousins! But [s]a[c][r]ed [pl[r]o[s]ti[t]utes are
of [clourse inve]t[e][r]atelly] [d][r]awn [t]o this exact [t]y[ple of
in[s]a[nlitly], a [slort of [D][ilo[n][y][slian [lJosing of the [s]elf.
Years [l]ater Halk][ilm would drlealm of [k][illllilng h[ilmself
[rle[pleatedly as a mlelthlo]ld of c[l][ealns[ilng him[s]le]lf, a
[rle[l]ated [plirlo[cless. It’s plrlo[b]

a[t][rlo[clities of [bleauty where the grleatest [lle[sslons are
(lJearned, [blut [c]ler]tainly [n]ot [iln [a]n [iln[t]er[p]ler][s]onal
and [qlulo]te-un[qlulo]te [d]ee[p] [clon[vler[s][altion [d]ri[v]en
wlay]l. No, it’s [v][illa] [a] [dlilv][ilne imml[e][d][ilacy that
e[vle[r]lylthing be[clomes i[d][ilotic and your [rlational self is

a[blly in[tle[r]acting with the

flillnJally [rle[clog[n]lilzed am[olng eve[rlyfolne as an
[ulnwel[c]lolme inter{llo[clutor, [ulna[blle to wirla[p] [hlis
[plea[b]r]ained [h]ead a[r]Jound [w]hy you're not [clulrr]ent[l]y
[wlealr]ing [a] shirt in [a] [pJub[lli[c] [p][1]ace.

n/o 2314:3044 760
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5.12 [W]alking [th]rough [thle, in [rlet[r]o[s]pect s[oJme[w]h[a]t
ominous, [dJouble [d]oors Halk]im [t]Joo[k] note of the [s]ame
[tlin [rloof that [clom[p][r]lilsed the [s][k]ly] on [d]lilve [b]ar

[platios as Almli[n]a [m]ade it [c]lear she had [blusi[n]ess [tlo
[tla[k]e [clare of, [shle was a[f]ter [a]ll on [shli[f]t, but [th]at it
[wlas [allso im[plortant [th]at [H]akim [w]ait for [hler,
[p
[f
[

._.

]

[1]lealse! [Dlon’t [l]lealve! Just wait a [mlinJute! [B]lult
[uln[d]a[m]entally there was [n]othing [flor the [t]lwo] [t][o]
dlislcluss [bleyond Almli[n]a [s]taring [slilllent[lly into
Halklim’s [eyles for ex[tlended in[tlervals of [t][ijme. When she
filn]a[ll]ly] mlo]seyed [o][v]er [tloward [hlim as [hle [s][tlood
[n]er[v]ou[s][l][y], [s]till [n]ear the [d]ouble [d]oors, [h]e told [hler
[hle wan[tled [tlo [tla[kle her [qlu[o]te-un[q]ulo]te [o]ut [o]f this
place, mlalyble] [elven, hle] [d]i{d]n’t k[nJow, t[a]ke her out to
[dlilnnler? [alnd she [l][alughed in a way that [s][ploke to the
[sleeming [ilm[plo[ss][i]bi]llllilty of the i[d]ea, and, in turn,
Halklim [clon[sli[d]ered the [flallsle [dlualllity of the
h][ylsliliclJal and the [P]l]atonilc], [clon[sli

=

[p [dlering th[alt,
[allc]tualllly, the [plr[ollpler [d][ilv[ils[ilon of [klind when it
[clame to [l[olve wlalsn’t phlylslilcal and [s]plilr[iltual but
[iln[s]tead [thle [dle[l]layed and [thle imml[e][d][i]ate. There was
[n]o [dliall]le]lctlilc prlelselnt here, [n]o [llong [clonversations
on the phlolne, [n]lo] getting to k[n]lolw one a[nlother’s
[sllo]-[clalled [sle[c]lrlets and [iln[d]ulglilng [iln [thle
[th][r][illlilng [illdliolcly of what’s hli]dd]leln, of the
a[mJuse[mlent par[k] of tiny lfilttle [sle[c]rets. There
i[nJevitab(l]ly] would [clome [a] [tlime when [A]lm][i]n]a
[allc]tual[l]ly] [alsked Ha[k][ilm [t]o [t]ell a I[i]ttle [m]ore about
hlilm[slelf, that it [s]leelmed [l]i[k]e, [n]Jow [th]at sh[e] [thlought
a[blout it, she [blarelly] [elven k[nJew him! [tlo which Ha[k]im
[clons[i]dered h[i]s own [tJrauma, [w]hich of [c]ourse [w]asn’t
exalc]t[lly [rleal, he [clon[tlemp[l]ated his youth with a [r]are
[m]o[mlen(t]alr]ly fler]vor] and wliltn[e]ssed [thlat all [th][e]se
[mle[mlo[r]lie]s belclame [m]a][sls-{plirloduced [a]lc]tion
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[fligures [clom[p][llle]te(l]ly] [mlelltled in[tlo a strilp] of
[plavelmlent [iln the un[florglilvlilng[lly bll][illslte[r][ilng
[Clai[r]o [s]un, [alnd [a]s he [tlurned [t]o his [1]eft, [s]o[l]e[l]y to
¢[slcfalpe Amina’s [e]v[e]r int[e]n[s]ifying glalze, [hle [cloul[d]n’t
[hlellp] [blut n[o]te a [Slan[d]ra [Blullock [pllo][s]ter for a [m]ovie
[clalled [Mliss [Sle[clrle]t [Alglelnt hlulng [ulp adjlallc]le]nt.
[Rlepeating the title [a]gain to [h]im[s]elf [H]a[k]im [s][1Jow[l]y
[a]lrr]lilved at the dis[q]ulileting [clon[c]l]usion [th]at [th]ere
[plerhalpls [elxi[s]ted [aln [elntire [Sland[r]a [Blu[lllo[c]k
[ellclonomy [a]ll [alround him, that [e]ntire [s]wathes of the
f[illm [iln[d]uls]t[r]y] were  [i]n[d][ils[c]r][i]m[i]natel]y]
[dle[dlilclated t[o] the [rllulthllless [pllrlo[dluction of
a[dd][ilt[i]onal [Slan[d]ra Bu[lllo[c]k [clontent, ex[c][l]u[s]ive[l]ly
clon[s]t{r]u[c]ted for a [r]lalvenous [S][alnd[r]a [Blu[l]lo[c]k f[a]n
blase. [Pleo[plle, [nJot at all in ob[s]lclure [nJum[blers,
aJb[s]o[1]ute(l]ly [a][d]ored [Slaln[d]ra [Blullo[c]k,
a][plparentl[y]! [Blut how [c]ould this [b][e]? [th]at [thlese shit
sltfailns  jlulst [cloulldln’t get enloulgh [o]f [Slan[d]ra
Blullo[c]k, [clould thley]? to the [elxte[n]t a[n] [elntire
i[n][dJuls]t[rly had developed to [qluench [thle [[thlirst for
[th]lis] [Slan[d]lr]a Bullo[c]k [c]lon]tent. Oh no! M][iss]
[Cllon]ge[nliality wasn’t [n]lealt[l]ly] e[nJoulgh] [Sland[r]a
Bu[lllock [flor these [1Julrlid m[a][ssles of [S][alndra [Blu[llJock
shit [s]tains! Hlolpe [F]l]loalts was [blare[lly [slcratching the
[slur{flace of [wlh[a]lt [w]lals [c]llear[lly [a] Malrli[aln[a]
t[rlench-{lli[kle itch [flor the [uln[a][d]ulte[r]ated plrlo[d]ulc]tion
of [Slan[d]irla  Bu[lllo[c]k [flilms. [Slipleed and
[Dle[m]o[1][ilt[ilon [M][aln [alnd The [P][rJo[pllolsal - n[o]! these
in[s][altiable zealots [d]e[m]an[d]ed [Mliss [Sle[c]ret [Algent as
wlelll! [Mliss [Clonge[nlialllity the [S]lellclond: Armed [alnd
[Fllalbulllous, [n]ot e[v]en that a[clute[lly [clock[s]u[c]king [f]ilm
[clould [sulffli[c]e [f]or these [clo[c]k[s]u[c]king [C][r]u[s][a][d]ers
of e[vle[rlything [Slan[d]rla Bullo[ck. To Hla]klim’s
[allm][alze[m]elnt, [Mliss [Sle[clrlet [Alglelnt was [s]till
[slomehow ne[cle[ss]alr]ly! [Blird [Blox, Ocean’s [Eilght - this



end(lle[s]s [1[i]ls]t of [iln[s][ilplild [f][illms, [clould there [e]ver
[ble [elnou[gh] [Blullo[c]k? Halklim thought, [alvoiding
[Almin[a]’s gaze, [rlea[l][i]zing his en[t][ilre ch[i]ldhood was a
blllob of [pll]astic [m]lell[tled in[t]o a [Clailr]o [plave[m]le]nt.
There [elxis[tled [aln [eln[tlire [s][ulb-[plo[plulllation that
[sllulb[sli[s]ted [sleeming[lly [slole[llly on [Slandra Bu[lllock
films? H[alkim asked [A]m[i]n[a] if sh[e]’d [s][ee]n that [m]ovie
plollslted [olver there, [Mliss [Sllellc]lrlet Agent? With
[Sland[r]la Bu[lllo[c]k? Was that, [lli[kle, a [sle[qluel to Miss
[Clonge[nlialitly] by alnlly] chance? Almlinla [n]oted
ex[clited(l][y] that shle]’d a[c]tual[lllly] [s]lee]n the [s][e][qluel to
[Mliss [Clongleln[ila[llitly], that it was [clalled Armed [a]nd
Fla]bu[llous, [s]o she [cJast doubt u[plon whether [plarti[c]ull]ar
film [clould [blle] its [plrolpler [sllellqluel, [blut thleln
[slugglellslted that it was [plo[ss]i[b][llly] [plart of a t[r]i[llog[y]?
This [Slan[d][r]a [Blu[lllo[c]k in[d]u[s]t[r][y] had [bleen a[lllowed
to [pllrlo[llife[r]ate, [sleeming[l]ly] in[cle[ss]ant[l]y], and now
Ha[k][i]m r[ea][llized, once and for all, that h[e] and A[m][i][n]a
balsli[clalllly [lllilved [dle[r]lilvative [llives in [w]hat [w]as
fun(c]tional[l][y] a [Slan[d][r]a  Bu[lllo[c]k  [d][r]iven
elclo[n]o[m]y].

n/w 866:1118 775

513 [Alll [a]lrlound [hlim, [hlis w[h]ole [llife, he’d [bleen
un[rlepentant[lly [slu[rrloun[d]ed [bly [Slan[d][r]a [Blullo[c]k’s
[flillmlog[rlalphlly]l, [blut [olnlly] in this [m]lo]lmlent [d][ild
thlils  un[flaillling[lly [dle[p]rlessing [flalclt [ble[clome
[alplplalrlent to him. In [f]lallclt, [Almina [clontinued,
gllaln[cling [a]t the [plo[s]ter [a]gain, Miss Se[cret [Algent was
[a]ctual(l][y] just a[nJother [n][a]me for [Mliss
[Clongenila]lllitly], the [flirst [flilm, [nJot Armed [a]nd
[Fllalbulllous, [h][ald [Hla[k][ilm s[ee]n [i]t? It was [a][c]tually
[plretty dlelc[elnt! Bullllo[c]k [pl[l][ayls a [qlulo]te-un[qlulo]te
[tlou[gh] and [tlom[bJoyish [FIB]I [algent in the [A]lc]tion
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[sll[alsh [Clomedy, it was a film th[a]t [clontained [a][c]t[i]on yet
also [clomleldic re[lllie]f, as [Blu[lllo[c]k was, [d]espite [b]leling
trfal[d]liltlilonally [a]ttr[alctilve, a [tlough [blut also
[tlom[b]loylish [d]e[tle[c]tive, which challenged [t]ra[d][i]t[i]onal
gen[dler [nJorms. One [a][s][pllelclt [Almi[n]la] enjloyled
[a][blout the film was the [b]a[l][alnce of [a][c]tion with [s][plurts
of [clom[eldic [r]e[l]lie]f! She [lloved [s][plurts of [clomilc]
[rle[llief! This would [cJontrast with Bu[lllo[c]k’s [l]ater wor[k]
[iln a f{iJlm [l]i[k]e [Blird [Blo[x], where she’d [t]a[k]e a [m]uch
[m]ore serious [tlurln in hler] [a]lclting [clareer. Hla][k][i]lm
[ald[mlitted to [A]lm][ilna th(a]t, [a]ctual[l]ly], hle] [ble[l][ielved
[Slandra [Blu[lllo[c]k, well, that she [s]u[c]ked. [N]o, [n]ot that
she [wlas the [w]or]st pler] [sle, no there were obvious[lly
[m]ore at[rlocious a[c]t[rle[ssles th[aln [S][alndra [Blu[ll]o[c]k.
[Blut how [m]any ex[a][c]t[lly? [Ble[clause San[d]ra [Blu[l]lo[c]k,
a[cclor[dling to Halklim, was a [plarti[clu[l]ar{l][y] [n]auseating
[plerso[n]allitly]. He just found her, he [d]i{d]n’t k[n]lo]w, [a]
[blit of an [a]lnlnoying im[blecile? While, [n]lo], [hle [hladn’t
[slleeln ma[n]y of her [f]lea]ture [flilms [s]tart to [f][i]n][ilsh he
[dli[d]n’t [fleel like hle] [n]lee]ded [tlo [tlo [ble [a][blle [t][o]
[alrrive at [a] [flairly [c]lo]n[fli[d]ent [clon[c][l][ulsion that she
was [b]lallslilclalllly v[o]mit in[d][ullcling. She [clertain[lly
[wlasn’t a pi[lllar of [c][rleative [b][r]illllian[cle! The [w]orld, in
Halk]im’s m[ilnd at [l]eals]t, [d]i{d]n’t re[q]ulilre any [f]ur]th[er]
[Slandra [Blu[lllock [flilms! This i[d]Jea, Ha[k]im [s]aid, th[a]t
[Saln[d]ra [Blu[lllo[c]k should have [bla[slilcla[l]lly] an entire
in[dJuls]t[r][y] [b]uilt a[r]ound her, [flor the [s]ole [plur[plose of
[plroldJulcling [m]ore and [m]ore [S]an[d][r]a Bu[lllo[ck] [f]ilms,
it [slleelms [clom[p][ll[e]te[l]ly] ab[slurd to me! [Slan[d]r]a
Bullock? If there’s a [slingle [d]ata [ploint we [clan
[rlefe[r]lelnlcle to [slugglellslt that our [slo[c]liletly] [ils [iln
[d]liJre nlee]d of [rle[florm I thlilnk [i]t’s the [plult]lr]id [f]alct
thla]t a [m][o]vie was [pllr]o[d][ulced and [r]e[lleased un[d]er the
[tlitle [Mliss Congenialllity [Tlwo: Armed [alnd F[albu[llous!
[Thle [fl[allclt [th]lalt, not only was thla]t [flilm [a]lc]tually
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[plro[dJulcled, [blut this enltlire [Slan[dlra [Blulllo[c]k
in[d]ulsltry [clon[tlinues to o[ple[r][alte and [pllrloflli[fle[r][alte,
even to this [d]laly? how [clan you [n]ot [ble just a [llittle
o[fflen[dled [bly that, Ami[n]a? It’s [a]ll just [a] [tlad
[gllrlo[tlesque you have to ad[ml]it! Well I dis[a]lg][r]lee]!
[Allm]ina [rle[t]orted, I like her [m][o]v[ie]s, Ha[k]im! I think
she’s [a]lm]luls[ling], [blut [a]lso [b]razen in a way [I] f[ilnd
en[dlealr][ing]. En[d][ea][rling, Halk|[ilm [rle[p]lealted
lellqluallly] in [d]lislguls]t and [d][is][blellie]f, en[d][ea]lr]ing?
[N]lo], I wlaltched [Blird [B]lo]x, and I'll [s]im[p][l]ly [n][o]te that
my [lle[f]t [nJut [a][flter a h[a]lf] an hour [r]un is [m]ore
endealrling [thlan [th]at [m]ov[ie], Alm](illn]a! And [S][plleeld
with [K][e]a[n]u [R][eelves? [C][m]on! [O]h, and d[oln’t even
[sltart with H[o]pe [F]l[o]ats! the [flact there [e]xists [a]n [e]ntire
[slub-{plo[plulation of [Elglyllpltlilans [dle[d]i[c]ated to, what?
the [clo[ll]e[c]ted [Sland[r]a [Blu[lllo[c]k [flilmog[rla[phlly]? is
just ab[slo[lJute{llly] [mlind [blogg[lling to [m]e]! - it’s
[alctuallllly] [aln [alffront to [glood taste [Allm]lilna, it’s
[a][c]tually the be[s]t [Clhri[s]tmal[s] [glift [o]f [a]ll time to utter
ab[s]urdity, it’s [slomething wl[e] nleeld to em[p][lloy teams of
our finest [s][clhollars [tlo [sltuld]ly [tllo] [plirlo[d]lulce
[rligolrlous [cllallsle [s]tuldlies [d]e[t]ailing [elx[t][e]n[d]ed
[hlylplothelsles as to [hlow this [s]t[a]te of [a]ffairs was [a]llowed

to o[c]cur!
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