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  David’s Child


  I was roaming the basements near the Arts Academy, looking for David. From the depths of smelly holes pretending to be shops, chubby saleswomen shrugged me off. "Oh, David isn't here. Nobody has seen him since that woman butchered his canvasses.", said one. "Who knows, he may even be dead", opinionated another. Nobody knew a thing.


  I was searching for David because a friend of mine wished to buy his paintings with the cross-eyed child. The very ones Sonya destroyed with a knife. Everyone here knew the story - every painter, everyone who sheltered in the basements, every saleswoman's lover heard it and passed it along further. During the second day after David's exhibition opened, Sonya had sneaked into the gallery and cut to pieces the paintings with the cross-eyed child. It was their child with David, as she said. Most of the paintings were of her and the child. Sonya hugging the baby, or breastfeeding him, or pulling his hair, and even holding the child upside down by his feet. The baby was about a year and a half old, intelligent, with sharp, penetrating eyes. Eyes like fish-hooks - biting, drilling, never letting go. But the baby was cross-eyed. Just a little bit cross-eyed, Sonya thought, but in David's paintings there was a horribly cross-eyed child, painted without a trace of love, coldly, as if it was a still life composition, say, a carcass of a rabbit next to a bottle of Burgundy in a basket. When Sonya saw the old gallery guard napping on his chair, she ripped the paintings with a scalpel and ran away. The guard did not noticed.


  The next day David went to the gallery and started stitching up the remains. He sewed them coarsely with a needle and tread, the way one repairs an old sack, not a painting. Now the baby looked even worse - more like a patient after brain surgery. The coarse stitches made mother and child ugly and painful, like people going through terrible suffering, broken down, beaten beggars. The visitors detain longer in front of restored paintings. People asked who the child was, they were strangely attracted. Determined to prevent new damage, David appointed additional security. He instructed the guards by showing the paintings to them: they had to watch out for the woman depicted. Had to remember her face, so as to be able to recognize her if she came again. Then the stupidest guard asked "And the kid? Are we to watch out for the kid too?"


  "What a douchebag!", snapped David, "The baby barely walks yet and isn't mine."


  © Vesselin Vesselinov, C. Hasbrouck, translated


  


  In the Beginning Was the Subway


  Night


  It’s raining tonight. I can hardly wait for tomorrow. If only this night would be oversleep doesn’t come. There is no sleep for me; only dreams. Before today, when I felt good….No, no, you don’t understand. Really good. I used to have everything. Everything that could possibly be desired by an ordinary, muddled, neat, complacent, stuffed up, dieting, immoral moralist, a buttress of this rotten system, a girder of culturelessness, born to this world with lofty goals, and grown up within the mold of mediocrity. There are such people, you know. Everyone is like that. The world as we know it was made to these measurements, with those horizons, for such people, just like the sty for the pigs, and the coop for the hens. Will the pig sleep on a stick? Never! Will it lift its eyes to stare at the stars, sighing, or rather utter a grunt and bury its muzzle in the sweet, soft, warm mud, reeking of odors and safety? This is the way pigs are, you will say, and so it is! What about us, what is our own path? Far more intricate. There are modern fragrances in our world. You sniff, saying ooohhh, this fragrance is no longer fashionable this season; there are new fragrances for the active woman, for the contemplating poor-sighted man who may come to some potency any minute now. Fragrances for blind people; they are more sensitive you know. And this, well… this is a perfume for cats.


  Passive fragrances for depleted souls, this is the trend, for we have seen everything, decadence both hideous and insidious, scornful of romanticism, underground in times of communism, tongue-piercing, countless films with violent chicks, traffic jams, and you sit in your brand new car, hours on end, waiting for some traffic light a mile away to let you through, counting seconds and causing you to feel like a second yourself, like nothing whatsoever, for each second you’ve got to finish something in a tenth of a second’s time, and you are supposedly busy, yet nothing, nothing comes out of this fragmenting into intervals. Some things take time, like a haircut, or a bath, and then you reflect. You have thoughts, because you have finally slowed long enough. Intricate thoughts for intricate people. At least until yesterday. A fully accomplished man, adapted to the environment, pushy where softer, tough with inferiors, a bit of a yuppie, a bit of a miser, generous to beggars (just a little bit; not completely). At night, we have to admit, with foundations slightly shaken, to a lack of sleep where dreams—annoyances perhaps, yet nevertheless important, despite the fact you inevitably forget them in the morning—remind you that something is not quite right, that this is just one possible scenario wherein you are sorry to die, and there is probably another one in which you have no regrets when you die. You are sorry again, sorry in general, because you are dying; it’s human to be sorry, but even as you are dying there are two seconds while you are technically dead and your soul takes a last look around, turns towards the future, to the ontogenesis of the corpse it leaves, and is content. This is that other scenario. Transition is difficult; when you die you have no choice, yet when you are alive it is very, very difficult.


  Change


  I had no intention of making any changes. Up until today I was living the good life, complying with the rules of society, more through recipes than literature, with teeth slightly bared due to the struggles we all face, but this is the source of progress. It might not be clear where this progress takes us, because it is just a word, and not a state of things. But deep down inside I felt I was making progress despite the fact I was actually at a standstill. The change came upon me with the appearance of an ectoplasm; the ghost of the not-fully-materialized Mrs.Kirova, my preliminary school teacher. She appeared no doubt to save me.


  I was taking a shower, and I couldn’t see a thing because of the steam. When I reached for the razor I knocked the shampoo bottle down, then trod upon its irregular cylinder. Have you ever noticed how hard it is to keep one’s balance on a wet rolling cylinder? This is why I shifted all my weight to the other foot, but its fragile cohesion did not last, and the fall was completely uncontrolled, lacking any sort of grace. I fell, head between the bidet and the toilet seat, centimeters from the upright toilet brush. I dodged the ugliest and most humiliating of deaths, because this brush could have pierced my skull through my eye, creating a most shameful view for the police, and what’s more, of a dead man. Completely irreversible. Kirova turned up in the mist of water drops, like a hologram, not like a solid object from our world, but with the unmistakable posture of my loved preliminary school teacher.


  “Vladimir, that was close!”


  “I didn’t want to, Mrs.Kirova.” I suddenly acquired the mentality of a second grade student.


  “Life is a gift, Vladi, do not play with it.”


  This is a book sample...


  Get the book from www.Biblio.bg!
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