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  Mr. Publisher, I am writing you at the suggestion of mutual friend. I understand you are a busy person, raising eyebrows only at the beginning of letters to you. Every profession has its peculiarities. I am writing to you to share my observations over a territory inhabited with wicked joy and irresponsible people.


  In one of my occupations, which was secret, but not to the level of State Secret, I faced the difficult art of observation and reporting. Not as a writer, do not misunderstand me. God save me from such babblings, exaltation of subjectivity and alcoholic delusions. No, what I describe here is accurate and reflects my first hand experience and observations of a big number of tourists in Sunny Beach – a, quite interesting place indeed. Site for recreation and entertainment.


  Again I fall into a conspiracy, because of my training to keep secrets, but I will explain. My object of observation - Sunny Beach is a small, densely populated area with three hundred hotels and the adjacent parks - suitable for all human and nonhuman entertainment. It may be surprising, but offered entertainments here are enjoyed with the fervent enthusiasm from multilingual crowds, with different religions and political views. People who are enemies in other parts of the world and aim at each other thru optics of sophisticated weapons, here have fun and entertain themselves together, singing hymns of enemies and embracing each other as children in kindergarten. This place is special and has a contagiously elevated spirit. The euphoria had nothing to do with the CNN documentaries, it is the opposite of military conflicts, political lies and gossips of serial writers. This euphoria resembles the eagerness of a person to catch up with life when the prognosis of his illness is not good.


  True. When a person has one week vacation every hour counts. But this does not concerns you, Mr. Publisher, publishers live in eternity.


  Mr. Publisher, you will find that observations accumulated in this pages can be used as a building material for several books:


  "Sunny Beach – survival guide" - a simple tourist guide, for reputable guys, who would like to keep this status not only on Facebook.


  "All Inclusive, Sunny Beach – Hygiene of Relaxation in the Modern World" – this is a long, but good title for book targeting simple minds with Zen orientation. Easily it can be sort of chicklit.


  "Sunny Beach, Dude!" – probably, this is the staff editors need – a true psycho-hallucinogenic tale of the unification of souls. A book for insiders.


  "Sunny Beach – Casta Nova" - a novel about class tensions between hedonistic tourists and distressed staff in laundries, laborers cleaning tile floors with bleach, kitchen boys peeling onions. Weeping. It can be a novel about the Lifeguards, saving others on the beach, but unable to save themselves. For this type of novel you will not find any material below, because my observations has been on different subject. On the other hand, this ideas are in my head. A man must be blind not to see that pompous lifestyle of some is based on the misery of others.


  I believe that the text will inspire other ideas in you. You are a person of experience, as is your wife. She also seemed to me a woman with good experience. This I will explain later.


  I cannot send you a short synopsis. Instead, I am sending a long letter. You will see this way is better. As you will surely understand from my observations and reports - madness, sudden uncontrolled bursts of souls, rapid breathing ventilating emotions and all this parade of transcendental joys are not subject to synopsis. If I knew the direction and meaning of these bursts in thousands of tourists, I would have organized the facts so as to lead to an inference , but I do not know. I leave it to you and your professional wisdom. Publishers are special breed of sages.


  I know that you place a biometric pendulum over the manuscripts. Same procedure as though you are looking over the manuscripts over the map. I know your hand is trying to feel the vibrations coming from the manuscripts. I understand without any ridicule that after millions of pages you've already read, you arrived to a blindness, not visual, but the peculiar Publisher’s blindness were text is just an illustration of you inner thoughts. So reading a text, considering its size and weight and cutting corners it feels in your hands as a stone - one of millions who have passed thru your hands . These granite pieces no longer have a single value - they are part of the street. You know how to pave streets to enlightenment, but can no longer distinguish the individual stones. This is understandable. It is understandable why readers also do not use this pavement, but the asphalt of mass culture. There the brain cells are at rest, close to nirvana.


  My letter, by the way is more like an audiobook - it is better to be listen than to be read. So hear me.


  Here are the facts. I was appointed as a secret client in a travel company. They chose me, because I look like a retired yuppie. I'm slightly rounded, with a pleasant disposition and manners of yachtsmen. I am friend with everybody and I am a consumer. I hardly refuse. Hedonistic temptations drive me all the time. They enter without knocking through the open doors of my glutAntony.


  In my previous life I was a frequent hotel guest, I loved prolonged lunches and long nights in crowded bars. I also had experience in writing. I pitched, researched and wrote fashion articles in lifestyle magazines and had a good experience in evaluative contemplation. Mainly perfect female bodies. Greasy, bronze and adorable in their Photoshop beauty. I was doing interviews, whose wisdom was no more than a monologue of an inflatable doll. I compared bottoms. I was able to predict which one in a random family couple of Hollywood stars is the adulterer and what will be the alimony. I practiced the art of giving advices in matters in which I had no understanding. The logic in my writings was that I write for morons who have recently learned to read. This gives freedom.


  But let's not deviate from the main topic. The company appointed me immediately after the first interview in Sofia. Congratulations Mr. Kolev, you're perfect for the job, welcome to the "Blue Wings" shook my hand, Dr. Antony Chang. The guy was Regional Manager for Balkans of the China's mother company, situated in Shenzhen. You must know, however, he added, this profession seems deceptively easy. When having a good time becomes profession the employees tend to relax. They become lazy and uncritical, and their senses block. It should be just the opposite. In your particular job of secret agent you should be vigilant. You'll be like eagle among laboratory mice.


  Problem to work with the Chinese is that they are smarter than you and think faster. As a result, you see only the tails of their thoughts and what remains in your head are comparisons that are culturally irrelevant.


  We are not stingy, he continued with aplomb, but we do not like to throw around money. Your segment will be three and four stars hotels in Sunny Beach, we will expect prompt and accurate observations, and your monthly allowances will be generous to the amount of Scandinavian tourist. We in turn, will expect you to behave as an ordinary tourist, to be one of them and to send us daily reports on everything you consider important.


  I am ready for this appointment, I said enthusiastically.


  There was no response from Antony. Remember if you work for Chinese not to overreact.


  Antony expression remained unchanged. He had a mixed blood of Chinese father and Dutch/Chinese mother and as a result of this a rather incomprehensible gestures. I tried to understand his real expectations. We, uttered he, would like to know the real life and moods of the place. It's good that you have experience in writing. From your reports depends if we will enter this market. We still did not decided whether to step up and bring tourists. Have in mind we work with hundreds of thousands. We are interested in the hotels, services and people. Mainly from moods of the tourists, their satisfaction and willingness to come again. If you are not aware of the situation with large clusters of hotels, services offered from hotels are no longer the most important. What is important is the general atmosphere in the complex. Sunny Beach is still not clear to us. We've seen pictures of rooms and furniture, presentations of hotels and infrastructure. Today, however, if the masses decide to go somewhere, it's based on their subjective paranormally-illogical reasons and it has nothing to do with services and comfort. The new tourists are happy not when they have perfect facilities, but where they do not feel discomfort. To clarify, they want to get into a happy holiday delirium with all its consequences, and they want this shameful attitude to be well accepted and even considered bontone. Guests want to be on 24 hour party where everyone is happy, laughing without reason, screaming, vomiting, crying, kissing each other, sleeping on the sand half dead, on the benches, in the grass of parks and finally, next morning, after experiencing this ultimate ecstasy, during which they look like suffering from jaundice, they write great reviews online. When their brains and livers are bad, they feel really satisfied. Life is busy, Chang summarized and people’s fuses burn. In expensive and comfortable hotel fuses remain OK, but this overheats the psyche. You can not give four hundred Euro per night to sleep in front of a huge television set with backlight in order to watch the famine in Africa’s Horn. This is sick. If you came just to rest, to relax, to contemplate the See and sunrises - then you are not in the game. You are just audience, miserable spectator.


  Prices are good here, continued Chang. You have the best quotient value for money. That is why we chosed Sunny Beach, but you should enlighten us. And from now on we are colleagues. When we do business in China every boss is having bigger boss above him. We work for the good of Peoples Republic, thru our private company, obeying the rules given by the State. We Chinese, are one organism of one a half billion cells. We do not expect you to become one of us, but you should contribute to the overall progress.


  That was the short briefing of Antony Chang and then I began my work in "Blue Wings". Why wings and why blue I do not know – another of their symbolisms. Because we are not black cranes, once tried to explain Chang.


  I have not forgotten Mr. Publisher, that I am writing this to you. Therefore, I start with the preamble. If you were an ordinary person, I'd go straight. With the exception of historical books, where the conqueror puts the reader in the context, preambles may be omitted. Forwards are prepared later to explain readers how the book corresponds to the spirit of the modern times. When Zeitgeist changes, then they write a new preface to the same text. For example, old books on political economy, can now be read again, but with a critical preface.


  My introduction is to describe the facts about my appointment and my subsequent hyperactivity, in which I tried to see the touristic product of Sunny Beach with the eyes of guests. Believe me, there is much to be seen. It is on display. Lifestyle magazines are trying to peek through the curtains and fences of the stars, they want to be like X-rays. Here in Sunny Beach everything is on such a display, that it hurts to look without Polaroid sunglasses. Here all tourists parade almost naked, do not hide anything and are not movie stars, except in their own private little movie. This gives them freedom to get drunk in the morning, to spend days in nice mental stupor and to watch aimlessly skies in the night and UFO’s above. I myself doing my job in these long nights in beach bars have repeatedly seen strange flying objects in the night sky - not satellites, airplanes or balloons. These are green objects, brighter than the brightest stars and this objects can be seen only with a sudden look at the sky, when you thinks of something else. You cannot see the extraterrestrial dishes with the eyes of the observer. If a person decides to monitor the sky, nothing will reveal itself.


  I was lucky to spot them. The only clear feature of these UFO’s was that when I stared at them, they gradually disappeared, and quenched. I found in them certain pudency, completely unknown below, where I was, in a sea of happy people. I was one of them, but not forgetting my professional obligations.


  The first report sent to Dr. Chang was a fiasco. I will not attach it here. This report was dealing with certain facts about a hotel interesting for our company. I measured secretly the size of the rooms, bathrooms, square feets of terraces, the debit of hot and cold water, the depth of the pool and PH indicators of water. I was painstakingly accurate in my measurements. It was like a Thomas Cook scrutinizing auditor. I put a lot work for this report and sent it to Chang. I thought the company would be pleased.


  Well Kolev, said Antony, these are facts. We know them, we are spying via satellite and we have all the facts. A car is filming the complex round the clock. A red Toyota with camera on the right window. If you see the team do not call them or give them a sign that you are aware. Your mission is secret. In addition to my first instructions, said Antony I want to add that you should be more like tourist’s psychoanalyst. You must mingle with visitors and we want you to walk into their shoes. You must get under the skin of all - white, pimply skins of Europeans, fatty impenetrable skins of AAmericans, into the epilated yellow skins of Asians. You must be inhabitant in these bodies and describe us what happens in them – it their beings of tourists. You should be one step behind them. I want first hand stories, said Chang.


  This, you understand Mr. Publisher changed completely the direction of my efforts. Two days later I sent Chang my new report. The first report for the company considered valuable. Here it is.


  During the night of 5th June, meteors bombarded the Earth, but did not hit anyone. Very kind of them. Falling stars fulfilled hundreds of wishes in a minute, but there was noneone to pay attention. In Sunny Beach, people had more important things to do.


  On this night, two conductors from Israel arrived at the Hotel Colosseum, bathed and went for a walk. On the alley outside the hotel they drowned in the Sea of bronzed bodies. Multilingual euphoric crowds scared them. They feared that if they dive into that sea, their identities dried like mackerel, existing so long in a proper way, as if there is only way to live, will dissolve and start to sail somewhere. At this place, with lunatic people they did not have faith in themselves. So they went back to their room, dressed again their uniforms of conductors to feel more confident and went to the casino. Free drinks inside with gambling and monitoring the roulette wheel, deleted a few hours of their memory and about two hundred dollars from their pockets. For the next period however – the time after 2 a.m. they were forced to remember everything. Moreover, this period required detailed description in the police station.


  This night Itzhak and David had a fight in the casino with two German Frauen. German ladies used to place the casino chips between the squares on the roulette table and were moving chips, even after the ball in roulette wheel was set in motion. This terribly pissed the two conductors and they started the fight. Women – the two ex shot putters from German Olympic team quickly took advantage. They were actually quite strong and defeated Israelis very soon. Before the casino bodyguards separated fighters, both conductors received a perfect punch in the mount. Because of this, their lips were swollen and their looks were more like of wild boars than observing Jews, ready to become less observing gamblers. Police drove them to the police station to investigate the case. There was already a queue of people who had something to tell to the police investigators - to describe what obscene dubious services they were offered on the beach, what was robbed from their rooms or who was their last lover who turned out not to love them, but striving for something else. This was not an ordinary crowd, as in front of a city police station, where subjects with suspicious habits were interrogated. No, this was a queue of tipsy hellbenders, amused by any joke, singing whatever comes in mind, surprised by the fact that their cellphone or tooth is missing.


  Companies were mocking each other mutually, and any history of fight, rape and robbery provoked uncontrollable laughter. David saw that this procedure will take long and went to buy some beers for Itzhak and German shot putters. Yes, they had a quarrel, but now they were a separate company in the queue. This quickly brought them together. The old enemy is half friend, said Itzhak to ladies. Yes, they laughed pretending that will hit them again, huged them thru the neck, sipped beers and then gently caressed new Israeli friends with swollen faces. We will not slam you anymore, soothed them Giselle. Why we are on Sunny Beach – not to fight each oter, right?


  After an hour or two it was their turn to explain why they had a fight in the casino. Two translators from German and Hebrew, tried to interpret what happened. Every one of the company had different version for the incident. Soon the interpreters become distressed. Police investigator wrote about six pages with explanations, and finally he had to sumariaze what are the claims and allegations of the parties. When he asked tourists to sign the statements, they said they have absolutely no pretensions whatsoever. Did you understand, Itzhak pushed familiarly the police officer, we do not have any claims and such nonsense. We love each other. He took beers from the bag and handed them to the police investigator and to translators and started to express his gratitude for their kind attention. The company refused to sign anything, despite the begging police officer, and called a taxi to drive them to the Captain Tavern in Nessebar.


  That was the story that I hurriedly send to my boss as a new report. This report, as you can see written with a touch of irony, was approved from Chang and “Blue Wings”. Antony appeared on Skype sitting in a chair too big for him and said, well this is close to what we need, this gives an idea of the place, not just bare facts. Dangers of tourists come not from what is shown but from what is hidden. We will tell the Chinese to avoid German tourists in the casino, ha, ha, it will be good advice. Our tourists for sure will visit the casino, but they must be careful. They should support each other in such new ventures, and must continue to keep each other in small groups. Well, they have team spirit. Casinos in China, Mr. Kolev are illegal. There are some, but are illegal. That's why our Chinese tourists will go straight to the casino. They are culturally naïve. By leaving China they become like children. Start to behave individualistically. Our travelers are often noisy and rude, although with empty pockets. Did you know that in one fully booked hotel tourists from one of our groups insisted to be accommodated on upper floors. Because they were not accommodated there, the whole group gathered in the lobby and began to sing the national anthem while police with dogs and our Ambassador tried to calm them. We must educate them. Now our company prepares touristic guide for outbound tourist, that will be thicker than any existing tourist guide in the world. Mr. Kolev, if you try harder, some of your practical advices will be included in this manual. You will be able to recognize your suggestions between the pages in an edition of half a million printed copies. The task of educating tourists will not be easy. Did you know that only two percent of Chinese are outbound tourists. Imagine the role of this manual. It will be Dr. Spock for tourists. Returning to the theme, your last report had a hint of local culture, if we call this environment cultural, which of course may be very uncultured from our point of view, but you described things as they are. Continue in the same spirit.


  Chang, this topic can be analyzed further, I suggested. For example, imagine how two Israeli conductors can attract the attention of two ex-vice-Olympic champions from GDR. They have nothing to catch their eye, unless it happens in a place like Sunny Beach. I mean, in a situation when they share common delusional reality. Summer eeuphoria is a lense through which people look way better.


  Kolev, Chang interrupted me, right here you are entering the literature, and this should be avoided. Your work is better paid than any literary work, do not forget.


  He was right.


  Mr. Publisher, do you know what is like the profession of a secret hotel client. This is sort of inspector with extraordinary nose, ready to smell what's going on two floors below. When for example the secret client, the hotel inspector under cover like me, enters the restaurant he should check the food trough a highly sophisticated procedure. He should evaluate the cuisine, he should judge if the products were frozen, if meat in the dish is from this year or from state reserves. Beef for example may be from Buffalo. Sometimes food partides from US state reserves sale through the ocean. There is standardized color table where the secret client marks the color of meat. Meat may be in the colors of the rainbow. It may be blue, green or yellow. It may vary form dark brown to gray. It may have colors of a healthy body or colors of a neglected corps. Meat may seem as if not produced by an organism at all. It may look and have the consistence of plastic or rubber. The consistence of the meet should be noted separately in another table - the table for consistency. The whole procedure is long, because in addition to meat, the secret client must pay attention to fruits and vegetables, and with a more complicated procedure to evaluate the fish. In the same time all this should look as a normal lunch of a slow and happy gourmand who is busy with a crossword. This is the routine work associated with checking the menu and nutritional value. I am not complaining, I love to eat, as I said.


  You, Mr. Publisher, you may be one of those tired of the crowds. You live with ideas and because of your profession, I should say with the quintessence of ideas. I myself am starting from the ground zero. From the stem cells and bones of life. I'm not tired of watching people and not only that, I dive into the crowd, adjust comfortably among my man and walk with them, totally relaxed whatever happens. It is a collective drive. Every crowd has a spirit; the spirit of the crowd can be a great fool, it can even walk people in a circle, as in penitentiary, not knowing where to take them, but people are happy inside the circle, there they have purpose and direction. When two crowds meet, then it is interesting. In this case, the people of the younger crowd, those who are noisier, or beter looking, or wild, they overtake the other crowd - so the whole crowd becomes younger in spirit and intention is not important -it is important to the crowd to gain new energy. It liberates individuals and they are not responsible for their actions. They laugh loudly and cry out to celebrate that fun. I spent many nights in such intoxication. I spoke with people who do not understand my language. Perfectly naturally, as in silent movies, everything was clear. Common thoughts vibrate together. It is like the spirit of a tribe around the fire. I was completely immersed in this life producing report after report. I went not only under the skin of tourists, but even under the Dura Mater, the membrane packaging soft brains.


  Here is one of my next reports for 'Blue Wings'.


  On the night of June 14, a group of Krishna followers danced in the center. Their songs struggled with the music from surrounding pubs. It was a strange mixture of sounds and moods and all of the sudden you start to believe that you can fly in any direction. You could slap your forehead and say, what the heck, am I doing in Sunny Beach, but no one slapped his forehead. Dancers slapped their thighs and abdomen. There was energy. Hundreds of people could have started to live in a new way, there was a specific microclimate and terawatts of joy. Youngsters sang Maha Mantra: Hare Krishna Hare Krishna Krishna Krishna Hare Hare / Hare Rama Hare Rama / Rama Rama Hare Hare. Drunks who think they know the text in the correct order joined the choir. The chaos in the words gradually reached a harmony when the happiness invaded all. Three transcendental seconds passed. Subsequently, however, drunks took over, began to lose the rhythm and then something went wrong. The crowd started idling around NOTHING. Krishna followers departed, some jumped with bungee, some flew in heaven, but nobody noticed this. Guests in Sunny Beach had more important things to do. Axel and Bjorn for example, two tall, blond and funny guys were braising themselves for a party.


  The second Axel and Bjorn understood that there will be a Go-Go party they jumped out of bed. They had their tactics – they kept their minds at rest until a hyper-mega event approaches. Reaction time was critical in this case, so they took their cell phones and began to spread the news. Those who they called, reacted even faster and began to phone others, so everybody immediately knew, as a fish passage at sea, at the same time, that everyone knows instantly the news. Axel was the king of flashmob. In about ten minutes he had managed to summon five thousand people in the center of Copenhagen. He no longer remembers why. Causes were outdated, but the speed still remained important. All causes were consumed long ago, were digested and discarded. Some new causes were made from the waste of previous causes. Axel understand that if someone was shouting below the windows of the Council of Ministers, it does not matter why he is shouting - the ministers themselves knew why. Here in Sunny Beach it was easier - the cause of each party is clear. Separating the head from the body. Speed nowadays, used to say Axel, after a couple of shots, is in constant acceleration. As in the news - in five seconds they can fit three terrorist attacks with forty victims and eventually a flood with two hundred victims. They have less than one tenth of the second for each life. They broadcast only the quintessence. Our brain is no longer for this job, Axel summarized. Our brain is trying to understand and while trying to find the logic time passes and new information bombards the brain. Things happen before you understand them and in spite of the fact that you do not understand. We have little to do with this events. We are just spectators of happening. Our brain is loony phlegmatic but we have to use it.
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