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7e 7ed. 7et 7ere 7e 7ar7ess. 

7ee 7a 7oo. 

 



 

 

 

WA7ED TWO THREE. MAYBE FOUR. ISH 

 



 

 

 

Willy the Wicked Wonka gloated over his bubbling horrors, four of them in total. He resisted the 

temptation to rub his again hands for fear of anticipatory chaffing. Tilting his sheering head towards 

the starry sky, he could not help but chortle. The Moons Anna would be his. 



 

 

 

Whale of Witness veered gently from her recent trip to the Vivarium, just round the bend from Void 

of Center. She peered expectantly again over the edges of the solar pen, constructed with diligent 

dienes and licks of lore. She turned ǘƻ ƘŜǊ CƛǊǎǘ ƛƴ /ƻƳƳŀƴŘƳŜƴǘΦ άIƻǿ ƛǎ Ƴȅ ǎǿŀƴΚ aȅ ŘǳŎƪƭƛƴƎΚέ 

Her words of endearment clashed gracefully against the majesty of the move. 



 

 

 

ά¸ƻǳǊ hōǎŜǊǾŜŘ bŜǎǎΣ ƻǳǊ {ǳōƧŜŎǘ ƛǎ ǇƭŀȅŦǳƭƭȅ ǿŜƭƭΦέ ¢ƘŜ /ƭƻǿƴŦƛǎƘ ƻŦ /ŀƳŀǊŀŘŜǊƛŜ ŦƭŀǎƘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ [95ǎ ƛƴ 

a pattern he had coded on a particularly showy chameleon he had recorded in the violent zones. 

There was no need to list the various obligatory, semi-obligatory, and demanding correct functioning 

of the various systems and creatures. The evidence was clear and her WholenŜǎǎΩ ǿŀǎ ƳŜǊŜƭȅ 

making excuses to fuss over her champion. She knew of the Clown fishy calculations, and what is 

might have meant for his future. For all their future. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

The stars aligned with the carefully selected and placed windows of the same on the ceilings and 

walls of Wicked Wonka at 2.3 times higher than average market cost for limited time in unlimited 

delivery space. The time was ripe and soon his abominations would be hatching. 



 

 

 

To the crashing of courting love, gunning nine-inch snails closer away, sprinkle the Milton both the 

unpoetic and uneconomic, getting dressy with the desi of post-colonial enlightenment, Wonka the 

most Wicked of Willies danced to life his first Robo-Shaman.  

Monkeying the sacred steps of the Kikongo clan of Shutting Lake, he vortexed the cauldron of 

undeniable blocks into frenzy of unexpected intense stimulation. Expertly darting the swimming 

concepts of not the cheapest kind of regular aquarium flora and fauna, Wonka stood to greet the 

Robo-Shaman of the deep: the 7uck of 7isjointment. 

ά!т!ŀŀŀŀŀŀŀŀŀΗέ /ƘƛƳŜǊŀ ƻŦ ŦƭŜǎƘ ŀƴŘ ōƭƻƴŘ ƛƴ ŎƛǊŎǳƛǘǎ ǎŀƭǳǘŜŘ ŀǎ ƛǘǎ ōŜŀŘȅ ŜȅŜǎ ƎƭŀǎǎŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ 

glowing gnawing.  

άтŀƛƭ тǳōǊƛǎΗέ 



 

 

 

With calculated calmness, Wonka the Wicked dissected the living fascia of risus sardonicus of the 

Cheshire lion of meaning itself. Sighing like Doris Lessing when she fell past Confucius playing chess 

with Tori Amos while Jupiter played a zither quietly to himself, Wonka thrust ground tiger eye, mixed 

ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǎǇƛǘǘƭŜ ƻŦ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ 5ŀǊǿƛƴΩǎ ōǳƭƭŘƻƎǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŀǊǇŜƴŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ CƭŀƳƛƴƎ [ƛǇǎΣ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘ 

into the optic chiasma of the tortured beast. Shuffling to the tune of a levy that never broke from 

New Orleans, Wonka Wicked piled roadkill of Hammurabi on the carrion of Carnegie, and carefully 

read the patterns of disgust that fractured in their vat. This would be the arrhythmia heart of the 

7uck of 7espair. 

ά!тŀŜŀŜŀŜŀŜŀŜŀŜŀŜŀŜΗέ Lǘǎ ǎǇƛƴŘƭȅ ƭŜƎǎ ƭƛŦǘŜŘ ƛǘǎ not exactly ISO standards body of fiendish 

prediction before ordering.  

άтŀƛƭ тǳōǊƛǎΗέ 



 

 

 

Feeding his miscreation on the flies that gather at the door of the hermit and the gnats that flea on 

the tablets of Times magazine, his Wickedness nursed it with anti-Kleinian distrust. And when she 

had learned to weave, he changed her diet to something unspeakable but in the manner of Lovecraft 

one hatefully proceeds to speak exactly that which is unspeakable though at reduced length for the 

sake of brevity, sanity, ŀƴŘ ōŀǎƛŎ ƳƻǊŀƭƛǘȅ ƻǊ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƭŜŦǘ ƻŦ ƛǘ ŀŎŎƻǊŘƛƴƎ ǘƻ !ǳƴǘ YƻƪƻΦ 

The gherkin of misplaced concreteness! A phallus of the ancient god for only two Dolla at a truck 

stop in Nantucket, Kuala Lampard!  The blood of all the worms fed on unrecycled Walt Disney, 

Barbie, and other Western media and increasingly others!  



 

 

 

Only the twisted corridors of the unsurveillenced mind of Wicked Wonka could conceive of such an 

evil. The ignition of the ignoble hoarsey 7ucks would never escape the flounders of his black hole 

heart. His fourth 7uck was all the 7ucks yet advertised otherwise, branding Wonka 7imself. With the 

ivory of grandparents who did not know any better, carved into tomes of worshipful ridicule by the 

hands that killed them, under the lamp of shells they used to flay their nightmares by day, Wonka 

BURNED the sacred power of a desk which penned the Constitution of scientific positivism, realism, 

and other isms of uncommon thought because sanity is everything except statistical! And inhaling 

sharply in the fashion of the Eastern Witches of black vs. white dogma when they encounter a 

culturally triggering thought formation spell, he spat into the face of his last and most deadly Robo-

Shaman, rudely jolting it into functioning. 



 

 

 

ά!т¸¸¸Ηέ ōƻƻƳŜŘ ǘƘŜ тǳŎƪ ƻŦ тŜǎǘǊǳŎtion, and its drones 7ucked and 7ooted, first quietly, and as 

the power of 7estroyed 7abal fueled the religious fanaticism of 7een and 7aa, its drones lifted all 

around Wonka the Wicked. Gradually, with chaotic peercision, the 7ries of the 7uck of 7estruction 

7rescendos into a 7undering 7mphony of 7ate, 7limbing supersonically on waves of 7atefuleness 

7emanating from every weapons dealer since WW1 at least, the volume of their speakers amplified 

by obsolete transformers lovingly restored 

άт!L[ т¦.wL{ΗΗΗ 



 

 

 

In the dead of the night 

Four 7ucky 7eciles 7ourted their 7ot7ot fell Moon 

Across the panorama of the filtered kaleidoscopes of Brave New Wells, across the Olivaw 

amorphous ethers where Simonian Astro meres to chart the psychohistory of galactic grandeur,  

Four 7uck shaped nothingnesses orbited their unlinked fifth, a wonky hole, in their evil mission of 

lunacy...... 

 

 



 

 

 

The Wale of Witness watched with motionless equanimity as scenes of plunder wreaked across the 

screens, but one could imagine her tapping a pectoral fin.  

ά{ƛƴŎŜ ǿƘŜƴ ƛǎ ǘƘƛǎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴƛƴƎΚέ {ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ DŀǘƘŜǊŜŘ 9Ŏƻǎ ŀǘ ƭŀǊƎŜΦ  

ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴƛƴƎΣ ȅƻǳǊ .ƭǳŜƴŜǎǎΣέ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ tƻƭƛǘƛŎŀƭ tǳŦŦŜǊΦ bƻǊƳŀƭƭȅ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƧǳƳǇŜŘ ǘƘŜ 

ŎƘŀƛƴ ƻŦ ƴƻ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ /ƻƳǊŀŘŜ ƘŀŘ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ΨǊŜspectfully, pertinent questions. 

ά¸ƻǳǊ ƛƴǎǘǊǳŎǘƛƻƴǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ōŜ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŜŘ ŀǎ ǎƻƻƴ ŀǎ ŜǾŜƴǘǎ ǘǊŀƴǎǇƛǊŜΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ 

ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ {ƘǊƛƳǇǎ ƻŦ {ƘŜǊȅƭ /Ǌƻǿ ǿƻƪŜ ȅƻǳǊ ²ƛǘƴŜǎǎ ǳǇΦέ 

ά¸ŜǎΣ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΦέ  

The Galactic Ethos scattered in swarms of circling migration as Whale of mysteries turned and 

returned. She would worry about her champion but a show of concern before an Assembly would 

not becoming. 



 

 

 

Jerry the Ripper Very plunged into the sea confluence of the Moon. Since at least before he had lost 

his dive reflex, he would be trained to hold his breath like this. The splash into the waters made 

chaotic by the evil influence of Wicked Wonka was certain. Through the slits of his eyes, he saw the 

sawing kettle of French-fried fish, gulping at the plankton of Moons Anna, but not to feed into the 

endoplasmic reticulum that are the galactic ways of wisdom. But there would be time to observe 

later. As his eyes opened and before the bubbles had cleared, he had ide his target:  

the Foul Fish of Fragmentation. 



 

 

 

With a harpoon welded by the imaginary tears of the daughter of Aku, cut with Courage of Cowardly 

Dog, and fired by the kakuro of Foucauldian critical discourse, Jerry the Ripper Very burst the heart 

of the Foul Fish of Fragmentation, splattering its very annoying viscera across Muddy Waters of 

madness! Hiding the corpse in one of those treasure chests that very annoyingly open and close and 

which are present only because a certain goddess ǳǎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ ǇǳǊŎƘŀǎŜ ŎƛǘƛƴƎ ΨŎǳƭǘǳǊŀƭ ǊŜŀǎƻƴǎ 

of resistance anŘ ǎƛƎƴƛŦƛŎŀƴŎŜΩΣ ǘƘŜ ǊƛǇǇŜŘ ǊŜƳŀƛƴǎ ƻŦ Ŧƻƻƭ ƳŜƭŀƳƳŜŘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǇŀǘƘŜǘƛŎ ƛƴ ƛǘǎ ŎƘŜŀǇƭȅ 

gaping tomb. 



 

 

 

That was not, however, why ripper is in his portfolio. The reasons for that were hidden in the design 

of a Coco Chanel bracelet worn by a victim who had begged at the feet of Rupert Murdoch. And so 

ŎƻƭƭŀǇǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŀōƻƳƛƴŀǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ²ƻƴƪŀΩǎ ²ƛŎƪŜŘƴŜǎǎΣ ǘƘŜ тǳŎƪ ƻŦ тƛǎƧƻƛƴǘŜŘƴŜǎǎΦ 



 

 

 

Working his way silently through the labyrinthine hive of the insanitized insects, Jerry the Ripper 

Very counted the lefts and rights, to make his way in stealth still to the inner sanctum of the 

watermelon of the Moon. Despair prefaded the sporadic and robotic movements of the ants and 

wasps, all wearing John Christopher Tripods, but allowed with the tin foil of Tom Cruise. This would 

be his last chance on the Moon to strike the enemy in Sun Tzu style. 



 

 

 

.ǳǊǎǘƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ Ǌŀōōƛǘ ƘƻƭŜ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƎƘŜǊƪƛƴǎ ƻŦ !ōōŜȅΩǎ ŀƴŘ ²ŜƴŘȅΩǎΣ ƘŜ ōȅ-passed the Bells of 

Taco into the dynamo of phallic misplaced concreteness. 

ά²Ƙƻ ŀǊŜ youΚέ {ŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ /ŀǘŜǊǇƛƭƭŀǊ ƻŦ /ƻƴǎǘǊǳŎǘŜŘ /ŀōōŀƎŜ ŘŜǘŜǊƳƛƴŜŘƭȅΦ ά!ƴŘ Ƙƻǿ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘ 

Ǉŀǎǘ ǘƘŜ ƎǳŀǊŘǎΚ bƻΣ ǿŀƛǘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿΦ LǘΩǎ ŘŜǘŜǊƳƛƴŜŘΦέ !ƴŘ ƛǘ ǿŜƴǘ ƻƴ 

coughing on its cartouche. 

Jerry the Ripper Very knew he had to do something completely different to block this depressingly 

determined duck. Sketching a parrot, he ferreted in the general direction of the Caterpillar, leaping 

over its unconcerned mushrooms into the spark plug of the dynamo of the phallus of misplaced 

concreteness itself. 


