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ANDROID AND AN ANECDOTE

Mr. Z realized what he was doing:

- It sufficed that the program be changed or that only incorrect programming be added — Mr.
Z was comforted by the unprogrammed android.

Mr. Z stroked it until it turned pink; until it had something that resembled a shell
of a human face.

- They filled me with unnecessary information and then there was a tremendous boom! A
virus! And the system got fried...it will not be sent into an anonymous orbit... Just like
in the old stories, it ended with a witty punchline. The Gentleman is not in a better position —
the android assured him. — I just gave you a quick X-Ray, Sir, and...

Yes, you must admit that Mr. Z was not in a better position. Instead, he had the good fortune
to know some homeless androids. ..



THE KING OF FLIGHT

Mr. Z crouched next to the King of Flight armed with a magnifying glass
“If they flew in once, then they will eventually fly in again,” the King of Flight stated.
After about an hour he added:
“Not long ago I tried to flag them down...”
“Maybe they’ll still fly in,” Mr. Z comforted him.
“They only flew in once,” the tearful King of Flight replied.
He shook off the darkness:
“But it’s still worth waiting. Right?”
“I won’t move an inch,”Mr. Z promised him.
“Because if they flew in once, then they will eventually fly in again. And then I will flag
them down again,” the King of Flight said as he brought the magnifying glass closer to his
own hairy leg.



UNTIL THE END OF TIME

Mr. Z still had many things to do. He always woke early and got his head straight so he could
get his tasks done properly. He looked around the room examining the walls and ceiling; checked
the cacti. They never wanted for water. Mr. Z took good care of his home without fail.

Next, he dusted the lamp that stood on the night table. He stroked his aging, balding rug. His
thoughts were wrought with intensity. Time—the mysterious fragment of all matter constantly
occupied his thoughts...

Mr. Z had a lot to do. And he certainly knew it.



A PRESENT FOR MOM

Mr. Z never had an easy life. For example, one innocent early hour in the middle of a velvety
night unexpectedly he was asked to confess. And before he could reply he was told that he must
be specific. And being specific, means pointing with your finger and only then proceeding with
all the necessary summarizing.

He came down with nervous hiccups and received a referral to a specialist. The specialist ordered
him to go to another specialist by pointing his finger to the name of the specialist. Then they
were able to diagnose him. After that, they sent him to a third specialist who diagnosed him and
discreetly pointed him out to the orderlies.



THE GELASIAN PLEISTOCENE

Mr. Z had infinite faith in his dentist. He also had no other option. Mr. Z’s dentist was a
practitioner and a theorist. In addition to that, he was a strong proponent of anesthesiology:

“We should be proud of ourselves. Everything began long, long ago beyond the mountains
and forests. I beg you, god damn it, don’t squirm because I’ll pull out the wrong one... So where
did I leave off? Oh yeah, a long, long time ago... Back then we had massive jaws with large
bicuspids. The mandible was without a chin. Try to imagine that! And please rinse out that blood
right away or it will stain my pants. They were hard to find for a decent price! So anyway, a jaw
without a chin and a strong protrusion... and then unexpectedly the beginnings of a tiny chin! A
revelation! ... Oh, I think I did indeed pull out the wrong one. Too bad. I guess those are the
risks we take. We live in such a dramatic time. I have to live for something, right? Unless by
accident I am wrong? No, no, I’'m not wrong... and that’s just life... Then there was a reduction
in the number of teeth and the jaw became more delicate. Okay great! Next time we’ll talk about
the rest... Though, I ought mention the spherical skull, but that’s not really my specialty. You
can’t be specialist in every field, after all. I will say that your supraorbital nerve has not yet
disappeared. By chance I have a colleague who would gladly see you. Plastic surgery is the
future. Here is his address...”

After that, Mr. Z read a specialist’s book which had a significant impact on that field and
because of it “we learned not only to utilize nature, but also how to alter it as needed. And as the
tools improved, the work became more efficient... Of course! Efficient, yet at the same more
complicated and diverse. Likewise, the work of a dentist or a bariatric surgeon became more
efficient.”

“Yet the mammoth’s fangs did nothing to help the mammoth,” Mr. Z added glaring at the
book.



A HAPPENING

Mr. Z stood in the humming breeze. Sitting, of course, was viewed unfavorably by
government authorities. There was a possibility to eventually lie down on a bench, but that
wasn’t widely accepted either. Standing he had the possibility of potential. Afterall, reality was
happening now and to a specific purpose.



THE ONE TRUTH

Mr. Z opened the door to a preacher of the One Truth: the man in a hat looked around the
room.

- “Things aren’t going well for us... We have to immediately convert. Afterall, life is a bit
short, isn’t it? I suggest this tome, which will explain everything.”

- “And what is this text about?” — Mr. Z asked.

- “That I can’t explain so easily. First, you have to buy it! So...have you decided?”

Mr. Z didn’t have exactly enough money, which led to the man in the hat to start furiously
shaking his limbs.

- “And in this exact prosaic way we lose our chance at virgins in paradise...” — he nervously
swallowed his spit and wiped his forehead dry with Mr. Z’s bedsheets.
After that, he slammed the door and Mr. Z was left standing in his long underwear.






TRAVEL

Mr. Z always had issues with his carryon. He didn’t know what he should pack in it. His
meddlesome caretaker of a neighbor said every time that he must not forget to pack a deck of
cards.

“Cards could come in handy...”

“But I never played cards in my life,” the troubled Mr. Z explained.

“That doesn’t matter. You must take cards in case you meet someone new. After all, you
don’t know their language. A game of cards could spare you the awkwardness...”

Mr. Z was inexperienced with engaging strangers, so he packed cards as a preventative
measure. Of course, they were never actually needed—strangers always avoided him.



HEAD-HUNTER

Mr. Z had a clear weakness for excavation projects. He always sat in the front row of
gawkers. He was fascinated by bulldozers and confused by displaced earthworms who could
never understand why there was suddenly light in their underground tunnels. He was then struck
by the truly lyrical scene before him:

Found near the sawhorses there were shoes with wedged heels among spring-hooks around
some toothed saws accompanied by the sounds of metal, glass, and coins; he heard the noises
coming from the bodies of the living and the dead who worked in factories and department stores
to which they commuted to in trams and buses all the while receiving poor evaluations from
project supervisors who reported to those truly in charge—the ones who reviewed the bills and
invoices and observed the bodies doing the physical labor by using some useful tools or using
some completely unuseful tools while carrying on with their pleasant, yet unusual conversations
about pseudo-humans, revolutions, epidemics, nuclear meltdowns, daily transactions, signatures,
rubber stamps, and the resupply of food for ships and also the latest Soccer scores. ..

-He was part of the cultural world, yet he held a very low artistic status. An editor of a certain
local newspaper interrupted Mr. Z’s observation of the dig. Like Mr. Z, he also was interested in
the local sewer system. He handed Mr. Z a business card and collegially stroked him on the nose.



VERNISSAGES

Mr. Z happened upon a room filled with paintings and loud art connoisseurs. He stood next
to a bald man with a long, dainty pigtail. After a while someone with horn-rimmed glasses joined
them.

“Figurative art already belongs to the past,” the bald man asserted.

“That’s absurd! Nature will always impassion us,” the bespectacled man chimed in on the
subject.

“But I mean the form of expression.”
“The form can be resuscitated—spirals of time, returns to the past, evolution,
and of course, controlled evolution,” the bespectacled man began to philosophize.

“Idiot! He does not see that art is ruled by the market,” the bald man said to Mr. Z.

This was followed by a rather combative exchange of views:

“Because of people like you, there have been tragic distortions in history,” he attacked the

bespectacled man.

“I will ask then, for specific evidence.”

“Evidence is not necessary here. Right from the start—we are dealing with a spy or
a mole.”

“And what’s it to you?” Mr. Z asked the bespectacled man.

“Exactly! What’s it to you?” the bespectacled man asked the bald man.

“You must have some opinion...”

“People without their own opinions are dangerous,” the bald man said suddenly.

“Something’s not right here...” the bespectacled man admitted to him.

“I've never seen you before at any vernissage,” the bald man whispered in Mr. Z's ear.

“Suspicious...” the bespectacled man began to write something in his black notebook.

A confused Mr. Z withdrew himself from a fanciful painting depicting two rotten apples. In
one of them, he saw a dead worm.

Poor thing must have overeaten thought a concerned Mr. Z. having been touched. He stepped

out for some fresh air.

Such advanced ability of the use of line and color on the plane seemed too complicated a

proposal Mr. Z thought to himself.

10



METHOD

Mr. Z checked himself in voluntarily.

“Mental deficiency occurs in 3% of people,” a gentleman in a white coat told him as a
greeting.

“Psychopathy and characteropathies are not rarer,” his assistant added and attentively
peered into Mr. Z.

“But you shouldn't worry too much about it,” the woman in the wheelchair said, “on the other
hand—delusions can be cured; similarly, intrusive thoughts, can also be cured...”

“Unjustified rational fears even more,” interrupted her helper as he eyed Mr. Z.

Then the gentleman in the white coat spoke again:

“Shock therapy is becoming more and more effective...”

“And it’s worth emphasizing that the shock therapy does not have any complications,” the
disabled woman agreed with him.

Mr. Z looked at her dried limbs and decided to immediately stretch his legs by running for it.
The helper chased him through the corridors, promising an additional allocation of sweets and
filtered cigarettes. Mr. Z, however, was not addicted to nicotine. He also avoided cocoa beans.

11



THE AFTERLIFE

Mr. Z considered the possibility of the existence of an afterlife. The more he thought about it,
the more often he arrived at the conclusion that an afterlife is possible, but also impossible.

12



BIRTHDAY

Mr. Z suddenly forgot his date of birth.

“If it’s not a day, then maybe a month... or even a year...” an eager official tried to refresh
his memory.

“It could have happened the next month that preceded the day, but I have no idea as to which
year exactly,” a slightly confused Mr. Z misspoke.

“But after all, you cannot be out on the streets without knowing such an important date!” said
the official.

“Why not?” Mr. Z became interested.

“Well, because this date ... well, because this date ... well, because without this date it’s

hopeless,” he finally choked out the words.
"I understand," replied Mr. Z.

He then went to the city park and there began to remember everything from scratch.

13



MEAT

Mr. Z does not eat meat but is not a vegetarian. He could of course become one, but
something stopped him from going through with it. It was something he could not logically
explain to himself. This, of course, raised several social concerns, which Mr. Z did not even
know about—perhaps because he rarely found himself in social situations.
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THE SECRETS OF NATURE

Mr. Z happened upon a free lecture at the local community center. There was a trembling man
of an unspecified age. He was a scientist who had conducted an interesting experiment on mice.
He repeatedly amputated their fingers, most often at the height of the joint between the distal and
middle phalanges. Apparently after four weeks, they regenerated! Not only the tissue was fully
regrown, but the nail also was recreated... Then the scientist moved on to more concrete actions.
One day he began cutting off the mice's heads. Unfortunately, the result of this experiment
turned out to be quite different from the previous one. Mice died a few seconds after the
amputation, the new shards of heads would not have time to appear. The scientist, uninhibited so
by this unpleasant incident, announced further research. This time on his wife's brother.

Mr. Z gently withdrew from the premises...
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TERRITORY

Mr. Z decided to become a property owner. He chose a piece of asphalt in the middle of a
busy street. He heard that land prices are rising in cities at a dizzying pace, and this particular
patch of land seemed to him not yet inhabited... He marked the borders of his country with white
paint. He stood in the road like a lone skyscraper; then, stared at the gaseous explosions on the
surface of the sun. His transgression cost him a three-days free stay in an overcrowded facility
filled with cosmonauts and beings who came to Earth from other galaxies.

16



VEGETATION

Mr. Z maintained sporadic contact with individuals of the opposite sex.
“You are extremely taciturn,” he heard after two hours of battling a small chocolate torte.
Then there was a long silence again. The “goodbye” was very interesting:

“And not only are you quiet, you’re also a complete vegetable... You are not a man, but a
plant.”

Mr. Z was extremely proud of this.
“Well, how did it go?” the caretaker asked him later.
“She said I was a plant!” boasted Mr. Z.

The caretaker spat to the ground and went back to sweeping the street. Mr. Z took this as a good
sign.

17



THIN FINGERNAILS

Mr. Z was jealous of birds and planes. Every day, with baited breath, he observed the ceiling.
Thin fingernails kept him stuck on the Earth. Mr. Z could not understand why every two tiny bits
of matter in the universe are attracted to other masses of particles with a proportional amount of
force and how they could be oppositely proportionally pushed from the square of the distances.
He understood this to be rather unfair.



A COMPUTER AND A CAVEMEN

Mr. Z received a used computer as a gift; learned to use the keyboard quickly and even how
to send e-mails. He was filled with admiration for the civilization that had invented
microprocessors. Sitting in front of a flat, glossy screen, however, he had the impression that he
was betraying his ancestor—the valiant caveman. He immediately remembered a flower that had
reportedly been found next to the bones of a Neanderthal. Then tears appeared in his eyes.
However, thinking too long about the Neanderthal, he blamed himself for betraying his modern,
overgrown brain. So, he sat in front of the screen again and looked through his empty inbox.

Then he wondered who the people of the distant future would be; what would happen to the
hemispheres of their ambitious brains? Unfortunately, he did not have an opinion on this issue.
What's more, he was overwhelmed by a feeling of indefinite, difficult-to-define fear... For Mr. Z,
the safest vision was that of a hairy ancestor, escaping from the battlefield with a newly acquired
keyboard.



FERMENT

Mr. Z sometimes experienced affection. When it happened, he could feel his temperature rise.

“You don't have a lazy eye, so get to work,” a high school ophthalmologist once told him.

Then came the times of disaster and famine. It lasted until the long-awaited moment came:

“Don't be embarrassed, now please just unclasp my bra,” he heard while he was giving a
monologue on the enzymes used in the production of hard cheeses.

However, he considered this to be too unlikely and too theoretical.

“Pardon me?”” asked Mr. Z resolutely.

“There is nothing to be sorry for, but I'm waiting...”

“Well, yes,” a fiery Mr. Z looked behind himself.

“Do you see anything interesting there?”

“So, let's return to the issue of the effects of fermentation...” Mr. Z would not let himself
become distracted.

Then he repeatedly analyzed the above incident. He claimed it was necessary to supplement
his knowledge of cheeses...
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THE SPIRIT OF CONTROL

Mr. Z pressed the button. A bearded man then appeared on the screen:

“Hello. It’s not important what my name is; it matters what I represent. And I represent
something extraordinary. Well, well... I see and hear that we are still mindlessly silent. That is
not good. Why are we silent? After all, [ have something, so to speak, unique... In that case,
maybe from the beginning. It's really not important what my name is—only what I represent
matters. And this is perhaps the only opportunity, because such an opportunity will never come
again, so it should be used immediately. That is? I ask in kindness. And you’re being an
extremist. Silent... [ warn you because I can perhaps suddenly change my mood. Are there any
limits to your decency? I see that I am dealing with an extremely dense, perhaps even mentally
handicapped human, because otherwise there would be an immediate reaction. I didn't introduce
myself because what I represent does not require it, so I decided that it was not necessary in this
particular case. And you could lose a lot; so, I'd also rather you not bother with the screen... Each
exit from your place on the screen means serious consequences. So, in that case? I repeat— there
will be consequences!”

Mr. Z hastily turned off the device and turned off the light. He looked through the peephole,
but no one stood outside the door. He also looked under the bed and into his chamber pot just in
case. He calmed himself down. He was alone again.
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ROLLERS

Mr. Z listened to the confessions of a sad man:

“I looked at shameful things voluntarily, smoked tobacco, and believed in superstitions. I
only interacted with arrogant children. I comforted the prisoners and drank with those who
wanted to die. The examination of my own conscience had become my passion; I have a brick in
my head now. I feel that I have a huge, angular block sitting inside my skull; I tried to persuade it
to go into my intestines instead, but to no avail. Folks, listen, I have a brick in my head!!!”

The sad man then began to roll in the grass frequented by the tamed four-legged creatures
known as “pets.” Mr. Z, not wanting to expose the unfortunate man to danger and inevitable
destruction, continued to roll along and stayed with him until sunset.
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A CELL [PHONE]

Mr. Z didn’t have any cells or a cellphone.

‘“Every normal person needs to have at least one,” the global caretaker told him.
Mr. Z thought about this for a long while and in the end came to a pessimistic conclusion:
that he was born from expired cytoplasm.

23



PSYCHOANALYSIS

Mr. Z made use of public transportation. He actually only rode one route and that’s why he
knew almost all the passengers by sight. The average composition of people on the bus could
always boast an astonishingly high average age, because Mr. Z traveled during hours,
when things are made, produced, calculated, destroyed, and then recalculated...

“I wonder why you are usually silent?” asked an old, bearded man who got on at the stop by
the crematorium every day.

After which he spoke only to himself. His monologue had several distinctive moments:

“They could have oppressed me in childhood. It is also possible that they were not oppressing
me enough. A stress-free upbringing is the beginning of mental illness. You go out into the world
with an idiotic smile on your face, which causes folks to start spitting into your gob right from
the start. Therefore, a better method is to introduce systematic beatings. For example, whoop
their ass with a belt. This teaches them independence and gives hope for eventual survival. In
addition, it causes blood supply to the “main vein.” Your case, however, is of course, hopeless;
not only hopeless, but clearly hopeless. You don’t even know that word. And in addition, you
most certainly did not serve in the army. This can be seen in the way you hold on to the railing. I
don't think I need to remind you that every real man should have a gym membership, where there
is group masturbation; hence, comparisons can be made. ‘You show me yours; I’ll show you
mine...” Without it, a man would not be able to understand the world. And without being able to
understand the world, what is the meaning of life? None. So just hang yourself. And as soon as
possible, because the mere sight of you may cause someone to vomit...”

“But please remember that we are talking about public transportation here...”

The bearded man always got off near the psychiatrist’s office. Mr. Z reminded himself when
he got to the stop with a statue of a well-hung knight. The statue was also armed with a dagger in
case of a chance meeting with the half-bull beast captured in the Labyrinth who fed on human
meat.
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RESULT

Mr. Z liked it when birds pecked at him.
“That a man should let himself be used so...” wondered the owner of a fat Persian cat. She
shook her head in disgust.
Mr. Z had a different opinion on the matter. He dreamed of them because he had traveled high
over mosses and lichens. He believed that thanks to the juicy spit of birds, grass can melt into
nothingness.
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TUNNEL

Mr. Z did not see light at the end of the tunnel. He was not greeted by a Boa Constrictor. His
great-grandmother was not waiting for him, nor were there any winged beings to be found. In
truth, he really didn’t observe anything. The true hell only began when he woke up once again
connected to an oxygen tank. A giant golden housefly meandered around his feet and the
embarrassed maid said to the nurse:

“God damn it, I’'ll have to wash his ass again.”
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LEISURE TIME

Mr. Z wondered what to do with the excess of free time he had. He once heard from a doctor
that he should relax, but he did not know how.

He finally read in the newspaper that relaxation is about positioning your body comfortably
and thinking about pleasant things. So, he lied down on the couch, covered his ear with a soft
pillow and began to think. After a while, however, he had to change his position, because his left
leg began to hurt and somehow, nothing pleasant came to mind.
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ACUPUNCTURE

Mr. Z did not react to the needle’s prick. This phenomenon was explained to him by a lady
who dealt with research on the writing of capital letters at the beginning of certain words on a
daily basis:

“If you were truly alive, talented dentists and cat food manufacturers would not live.

Megamarts would immediately collapse and there would be no novels written about the

problems bothering our young, dynamically developing society. So, it’s fortunate that you're

not really here. You can safely dream of lace panties. And one more thing! And please
remember this, by the grace of God—if you were actually alive, you would not be allowed
amongst the living...”

“Can I pull out the needle now?” asked Mr. Z.

“We call it a combination consisting of complete loss and lack of ability aiming at optimal
adaptation in a nitrogen-methylene environment. This is not valid in the control environment, or
in other words, passivity, which ultimately causes the inevitable... Yes, pull out the needle and be
popped like the rest of the world’s pimples”—the lady who dealt with research on the writing of
capital letters at the beginning of certain words on a daily basis abruptly ended the session.
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OPPORTUNITY

Mr. Z was always open to hearing different voices and opinions from people in the know:
“Okay, now what?”” Mr. Z asked him.
“About what?” the voice answered Mr. Z militantly.
“There is certainly something—" the unmoved Mr. Z continued.
“Not necessarily...”
“In that case, what?”
“What can I say?...” sighed Mr. Z, “There is nothing to say?” Mr. Z guessed.
“That’s the truth, Mr. Z,” the voice confessed conceding the missed opportunity to Mr. Z.
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A COMPLEX OUTERSPACE PRODUCT

Mr. Z was undoubtedly a product. After all, he consisted mostly of water. In addition, he was
a product of his time, about which he had no clue. He was finally a child of the Universe. He was
a complicated cosmic product: like any dragon or green iguana; like a rattlesnake or a Greek
turtle. Yes, yes. Mr. Z was a walking kietbasa; more than just glauconite rock, used to make
paints and fertilizers. As a product of his time, he could still be useful to someone or for
something. Because of this he kept his fingernails clean and never wrestled with wild animals.
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SPHERES OF INFLUENCE/SPEHRES OF INTEREST

Mr. Z decided to reach for the stars, so he sent a poem to a magazine specializing in lyricism
and fictional prose. After a month, a response came from the editor in charge of the poetry
department:

“Sir, what nonsense you write here, just like Jason Glensber Jr., there is no tension between
death and love, the metaphorization of reality introduces the sphere of myth, that is, in your case,
it does not introduce anything outside the sphere of archetypal experiences, but we can also
consider that it did not even do that... So please stop compromising the speech of your ancestors
with a positive effect of imagination. Conversely, if you write that an indication of the most
disgusting, crippled elements, then there will be some genealogical and moral wealth to your
work and also perhaps some linguistic details...”

After a week, another letter arrived. This time from the editor-in-chief himself:

“Sir, please forgive me sincerely for what this informant ‘Latex’ wrote, but [ have no way of
firing him, sincerely, because I am self-employed. I would just like to add to the statement of my
editorial colleague Latex that you are needlessly like Jason Glensber Sr., because it would
behoove your work to even go the direction of the mystical experience of the full moon—a
moment before self-annihilation. Sir, do not compromise the speech of your ancestors, please
sir... Regardless of the freedom of reading interpretations, proposing a different variant of
interpretation as a darker side of artistic creations, never again send us any of your work from the
aesthetical spheres of your interests...”

Mr. Z took advantage of this professional advice and never sent any of his spheres of
aesthetical interest anywhere ever again.

31
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FOOT POWDER

Mr. Z thought he finally recognized a certain woman, but it was an entirely different woman
all together, so she did not approach him. He put his patent leather shoes back into the glove
compartment. He walked back in bare feet.
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A THIRD LEG

Mr. Z respected the grumpy inhabitants of the planet. He knew his respect was thanks to their
perseverance: the fact that stubborn water does not drip from the ceiling, and that intriguing,
passengerless cars drive on asphalt roads. Neighborhood veterans always had a lot to say:

“I lost my leg because of my own stupidity. I put it under a passing train. It was an ambitious
matter. I thought the metal beast would stop. I have only two legs left in this arrangement. I have
to take care of them.”

“Can you jump with the shorter one?”

“Think of the people that Ebola eats alive.”

“Termites are not as dangerous as scorpions. They can only prick...”

“Ebola is a germ, not a mammal.”

“So what?”

“Fortunately, Ebola does not concern me. I'm only concerned with my third leg...”

“Do you have high blood pressure?”

“With age, it progresses. I have even started squirrel-watching.”

“So, everything that moves hurts? It came to this...”

“You guessed it. Everything that moves.”

“In that case I'm sorry...”

“And now there is something pink behind the bush—what gender is it?”

So, Mr. Z decided to quickly sink underground. He still had three legs—two rigid
and one supple. He didn't really know what to do with the third one.
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GASLIGHTERS

Mr. Z did not want to upset anyone. He stopped breathing, so as not to intrigue the neighbors
who were resting after their nightly injections. Warm water with vitamins was then poured into
his mouth:

“Please open your eyes immediately and stop holding back the gases!” the concerned spinal
chord researchers demanded.

So, Mr. Z repentantly returned to his own body. They quickly became upset with him...



CHANGES

Mr. Z contemplated change while counting the frolicking bedbugs crawling in his sheets.
Because if nothing changes, I'll... he thought. Maybe one could not change a bedbug’s mind? It
would be best if they changed their minds, because if they did it would be a small, if not essential
influence on the course of events. Though, this change is not necessarily anything to do with me,
but then again, I can’t rule myself out of the equation.

What a cruel unknown fate! At least Mr. Z still had good, working arms and he could tell the

difference between different colors. He only lacked one thing from being completely happy—a
tiny bit of luck.
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AN INCIDENT

Mr. Z thought, that it had to happen that way. After a moment or two, he came to the
conclusion that he was confused. It didn’t have to be that way after all. But it happened and he
admitted that was the best definition of what it was.
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BLESSED CRAYONS

Mr. Z had been honored with a title. And this name quickly turned into a birthmark. And the
birthmark devalued the title in the eyes of people. It was a distinguishing feature and inevitably
scared folks away, which, consequently, also became another title for whom he was, which,
unfortunately, could not be avoided regardless of the extenuating circumstances. Pebbles began
to persistently circle Mr. Z’s earholes. And Mr. Z, being experienced in these matters, swatted
them away like flies.
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ZOOLOGICAL GARDEN

Mr. Z wanted to see a young rhinoceros who a relative recommended he go see. He bought an
premium ticket and found a good spot from which to observe. Despite the emphatic urging of the
children, the rhinoceros did not show. Mr. Z instead went to visit an intensely fragrant Indian
Elephant and to a large, black cat who had vomited on himself after eating a gigantic bone. Mr. Z
began to feel intense stomach cramps and marched home in a quickened pace.
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COASTAL CONDITIONS

Mr. Z finally made a manly decision and plunged into the abyss of the sea. The salt water,
however, seemed unusually unappetizing. He became even leerier once a certain umbrella-
shaped gelatinous substance tried to paralyze his leg. So, he quickly swam up to the surface for
air. He was greeted by a colorful, talkative crowd gathered at the pier:

“I think you are completely crazy... to jump into the water still in your pants?”

“Not only in trousers but also in a suit jacket and shoes...”

“Children, it's time for us to go. You didn't see anything, of course. This gentleman suffered

a stroke because he stared at the cumulus for too long.”

“But I understand him perfectly—fish fins can be transformed into sex organs. I guess that's
what he meant...”

“In that case could you grace us by identifying yourself?” a preservationist with huge triceps
asked Mr. Z. “Oh, I understand. We don’t have anything yet, so I invite you to our booth. And
the rest of you can scram!” he ordered in a deep voice.

Mr. Z bought a sparkling drink and three white tablets at the booth.

“Yeah,” the preservationist rescuer oh so professionally said. “And I would advise you to
never come to the beach again. So that I don't have to deal with you,” he added diplomatically.

He then called for a truck with a red rooster logo. Mr. Z could lie comfortably inside of it.
Detained by a straight jacket and straps, he dreamed of a spindly spire-shaped body.
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UNMADE THINGS

Mr. Z went to a place famous for not-yet-made things. Unfortunately, he didn’t notice
anything there; so, he sought some advice. The policeman offered him a bun from which he had
rescued a sausage.

“Only the latissimus dorsi muscles and hard work can make civilians rich. You can’t wait for
luck; it will come around someday. After all, we all know very well that an apple doesn't fall far
from a pear...” the policeman explained the topography of the area to Mr. Z.

Mr. Z stopped waiting and steeled himself with patience. He pretended not to look around
as he admired the bark of the surrounding oak trees; then he looked at the moon and then at the
rising sun. Meanwhile, the uncreated things avoided Mr. Z. Desperate, he was about to sell his
return ticket, but just then the same policeman appeared again.

“I could beat the shit out of you,” he said in place of a greeting.

“Really? Without cause? Mr. Z asked becoming more and more interested.

“I can always find reasons.”

“Perhaps a time limit issue?”

“Dude, don’t you think I wouldn't want a Bahama yellow sportscar for myself? In these parts
the appropriation of abandoned things is punishable by law.

“So... are we to disperse then? Right?”

“We’ll do so in leaps and bounds by hopping!” the impatient authority decided.
Hence, Mr. Z had no choice—the stellar cruiser took him quickly back to the land of normalcy.
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CASH OR CHANGE

Mr. Z learned of a dangerous disease in tomatoes. Furthermore, a real estate company was
threatened with imminent bankruptcy. The situation was no better in the wood industry. Mr. Z
looked at the porcelain mammal. The mammal was empty and dusty. Mr. Z’s stomach demanded
sourdough bread. So, he had to go hunting. Unfortunately, it was not yet the season for edible
mushrooms, and money was not falling from the cloudy sky.

Mr. Z was overcome with sadness. The tomatoes didn't stand a chance! The owners of the
sawmills would be forced to get rid of their diamond jaws... This world was full of cruel
dependencies.

To survive, you had to lie down on the street. Mr. Z quickly but reluctantly pulled out slightly
greasy bank note. He traded it for pickled veggies and a comb. His new-found elation didn’t last
too long—a hungry invertebrate came up to him. Mr. Z opened the jar. He knew that he had to
share with him. Those were the rules of the game. And an angel took notes on everything he had
done wrong...



LANDSCAPE BEFORE THE LOSS OF LANDSCAPES

Mr. Z never lost contact with those nearest and dearest to him. On the contrary, he stayed loyal
to his own company. And you’d have to admit—he did treat them with unusual formality. He
chose his thoughts carefully so as not to offend them. He jumped no matter how high, he brought
things, he delivered things, and he stroked things like they were his pets... Mr. Z was a
demanding partner—it was not easy to satisfy him. Every moment held enormous significance.
However, he did realize that one day they would have to part. Just thinking about the paralyzed
Mr. Z. Poor soul—he only wanted to be solely in his own company until the end of time.
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The vignettes in Grzegorz Wroblewski’s Mr. Z: Poems from Android and an
Anecdote coalesce into the third corner of a triangle staked out by Marek
Koterski’s iconic Dzieh $wira (Day of the Whacko) and Keith Waldrop’s
enchanting The Real Subject: Queries and Conjectures of Jacob Delafon with
Sample Poems. In Peter Burzynski’s nimble translation, we’re taken on a
discerning ride-along with this off-kilter flaneur Mr. Z, a man “loyal to his own
company,” as he zigzags from an appointment with a dentist both “practitioner
and theorist,” hears the confession of somebody convinced he has a brick in his

head, and finds connection with a fellow traveler who “also was interested in the
sewer system.” If, “thanks to the juicy spit of birds, grass can melt into
nothingness,” then surely we can empathize with worms or consider home to be
a square of asphalt on a busy road. It’s all a matter of perspective with Mr. Z,
so when an exasperated woman on a date calls him a vegetable, he takes it as the
highest compliment: “She said I'm a plant!”

— Mark Tardi

Nicanor Parra warned us that when humor disappears, the pistol is not far
behind. Mr. Z. keeps us looking through the peephole instead. through it we
glimpse the absurdity, violence, comedy, and ordinary strangeness of a poet’s
time. But a peephole works both ways, and somewhere in these poems and
translations, Mr. Z begins looking back at us, asking whether what survives a
time might also be its hope.

— Julian Banuelos

In his translation, Peter Burzynski makes sense of Mr. Z's world, a world that
doesn't always make sense. Through the lively use of language, he manages to
connect with a character that only wants to be in his own company. He has the
reader wanting to turn the page to see what unusual debacle Mr. Z. has gotten
himself into. The smooth translation has the reader gliding through the pages.

— Olena Jennings
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