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  Dostoevsky


  



   Bobby: Not long ago, mate, I had quite an unforgettable experience.


   Richie: Did you seduce some untouchable supermodel?


   Bobby: No, seducing untouchable supermodels was my unforgettable experience in 1992.


   Richie: Did you win a fortune at poker?


   Bobby: Winning a fortune at poker was my 1994 unforgettable experience.


   Richie: So, what was it then? Did you get divorced or something?


   Bobby: No, that's my next year's unforgettable experience.


   Richie: What then?


   Bobby: Well, I was walking through the woods...


   Richie: Yes, sounds very unforgettable...


   Bobby: I can see you have a taste for such things but wait 'till you hear what happened after that. I reached this clearing and it was then that I saw something breathtaking. A really gorgeous girl, as sweet and innocent as a deer, was walking among all the flowers, and caressing them with her hands.


   Richie: Just caressing them, not picking them?


   Bobby: Yes. That sight, mate, amazed me! I was just standing there, gobsmacked, in the shadow of the oaks and I couldn't walk up to her. Such a perfect display of virgin beauty was making me feel quite lightheaded. Then I said to myself: ‘I am saved. My senses, my heart and my soul have been purified. I am a new man. Beauty has saved me’. ‘Beauty will save the world!’


   Richie: You know, that's a great thought!


   Bobby: That's exactly the feeling I had when I crept away. I was tip-toeing, so that I didn’t scare away that graceful creature. I had the feeling I’d discovered a new cure for humanity. On my way back to Sofia I kept repeating to myself,’ Beauty will save the world’. When I got home I sat down and wrote an essay overflowing with feelings and insight. The very next day I handed it in to an editorial office.


   Richie: Did you get it published?


   Bobby: Yes, but before I got any reviews I started to change my mind about the whole idea.


   Richie: Why is that?


   Bobby: A friend of mine, who used to collect rare pieces of art in his flat, complained to me that he got attacked, beaten and robbed. But then, even worse, was what happened to another friend of mine. His wife, a very beautiful woman, was raped and scarred in the city centre, while her husband got stabbed trying to protect her. The two of them barely escaped alive.


   Richie: Really? What terrible things are happening in the world today!


   Bobby: I noticed a whole series of awful events after that, and they all seemed to be caused by beauty. Then I remembered that the Trojan War broke out all because of a beautiful woman and I said to myself, “The truth is that beauty will destroy the world”.


   Richie: You're onto something there. The atomic bomb had a beautiful shape.


   Bobby: True, true.


   Richie: What kind of feedback did you get on the essay, where you explain that beauty will save the world?


   Bobby: I was declared a plagiarist. That thought belonged to Dostoevsky!


   Richie: Did it? Was it really Dostoevsky's?


   Bobby: How should I know? A long time ago I had the daft idea of reading the classics. I don't remember what I've read though.


   Richie: Well, if you don't remember, then you’re innocent.


   Bobby: Of course I'm innocent but not because I don't remember. Dostoevsky never said anything worth remembering. We just proved how wrong he was. There was nothing to plagiarise in the first place.


   Richie: I guess we can safely add Dostoevsky to the group of famous authors that you‘ve proved were talking nonsense.


   Bobby: I will soon prove that everything ever said on Earth is nonsense.


  



  



  La Bruyere


  



   Richie: Bobby, I really like this saying of La Bruyere. It’s perfect. It sounds like music to my ears, like a beautiful choir, like a hundred highland pipers…


   Bobby: Alright then, what is it?


   Richie: Just listen to this: ‘We must laugh before we are happy, for fear we die before we laugh at all’…what do you think?


   Bobby: Well, that’s interesting!


   Richie: Isn't it?


   Bobby: You know what's even more interesting? La Bruyere has a lot of followers in Bulgaria; the people here love laughing.


   Richie: There you are then!


   Bobby: But there are some people who never laugh.


   Richie: That’s true. I’ve noticed there are people like that. Not that many, but there are some. They must be very sad.


   Bobby: Just the opposite, they’re the happy ones. They’ve changed and we'll understand how if we change La Bruyere's saying.


   Richie: Can you do that?


   Bobby: Yes, listen: ‘A person mustn’t laugh after he’s become happy, because there's a risk of death after he has laughed’.


   Richie: That reminds me of the Bulgarian saying: ‘Too much laughter is bad for you’.


   Bobby: Precisely.


   Richie: Hold on…wait a minute! So these miserable people we meet on the streets are the happy Bulgarians?


   Bobby: Exactly, they are the happy and successful ones.


   Richie: This means that we should have to laugh before we become happy, because we might succeed before we laughed.


   Bobby: See! That's what La Bruyere's version is supposed to say. You just proved him wrong.


   Richie: Really? Come on, be serious! I just ruined that beautiful saying.


   Bobby: Hahaha! Let's laugh before we succeed.


  



  



  Ebner


  



   Bobby: Richie, do you want to hear a thought by Ebner?


   Richie: Ebner? Never thought I'd hear a man with a name like that. Who is he?


   Bobby: He is a she; Marie von Ebner-Eschenbach.


   Richie: Sorry? Never mind Ebner, how do you pronounce Echch...what?


   Bobby: Eschenbach.


   Richie: Bobby, how did this woman survive with a name so difficult to pronounce? She must've been the butt of a lot of jokes...


   Bobby: She was Austrian, Richie. In Austria her name is perfectly normal to pronounce, unlike here in Bulgaria.


   Richie: You mean to say that Austrians don't take the piss out of each other’s names?


   Bobby: No, they are polite to each other.


   Richie: If you say so; with such lovely names. So, what was Sch-whatever's thought?


   Bobby: Listen to this. ‘To be content with little is hard; to be content with much, impossible.’


   Richie: Her thought is weirder than her name.


   Bobby: What’s weird about it?


   Richie: Well, talking about how she can't be satisfied with either a little one or a large one.


   Bobby: What the hell are you talking about? It's ‘little’ and ‘much’, not ‘little’ and ‘large’.


   Richie: I see; so a large number of men can't satisfy her either?


   Bobby: You are so full of it, Richie. We are talking about a normal, honest Austrian writer with a normal Austrian name and normal Austrian thoughts. There’s nothing wrong with her; unlike you!


   Richie: Sorry? I'm just a normal Bulgarian with normal perceptions; you’re the one with the problem!


   Bobby: Me?


   Richie: Yes! How can you have read that thought and not thought of something else? When is the last time you slept with your wife? Why don't you go and see somebody about your problem?


   Bobby: Don't push it, Richie!


   Richie: No, seriously; how can you have read ‘to be content with little is hard; to be content with much, impossible’, and not thought of... you know?


   Bobby: Are you some kind of sex maniac Richie?


   Richie: No, thank God. Who the hell reads Ebner anyway; you or me? You just turned up here and offered to read me some quote by this woman. Isn’t that right?


   Bobby: That’s true, yes.


   Richie: Who is the maniac then - the one that reads Ebner or the one who is being read to?


   Bobby: It's not about reading Ebner, it's how you interpret her. I interpret her in one way, and you do it in another.


   Richie: So one of us is wrong.


   Bobby: Yes.


   Richie: So therefore there must be something misleading in her quote.


   Bobby: OK, Richie, let's leave this topic. Let’s just say that Ebner made a mistake.


   Richie: Her father made a mistake too. Would you give your daughter a name like that?


   Bobby: OK. Let’s accept that her father made a mistake as well.


   Richie: OK then. I'm glad we didn't quarrel over Eschubak.


   Bobby: Eschenbach.


   Richie: Whatever.
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