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Robert Fitterman,  KIM SHAVE LEGS







Josef Kaplan,  My Parents Split Up Again



My parents split up again, OK? My bro  
stayed with my Dad. I’m sorry, I don’t want  
to complain. I’m boring you now, aren’t I?  
Well, sorry. What do you want to talk about?  
Getting together? I counted my money. I have  
$123. But you can take Amtrack – do you know how  
much it costs? Hold on. I’ll find out where you’re  
coming from. Santa Cruz. OK. Hold on. It’s $27  
one way. Oh my God! Cool. But is that on a train?  
No, a bus. A bus from Santa Cruz to San Jose, then  
a train to Suisun City. OK. I’ve never gone alone  
on a train before. 10:30 AM you leave. You get here 
2:33 PM. Can you do it? Yes, of course. It’s just 
that I’ve never done it before. But it’s fun. You can 
eat on the train. 
 





Astrid Lorange,  Untitled



Dear Astrid, 

As you mentioned, I do think there is something to be said for changing our mindset and 

making sure we aren’t just feeding ourselves negativity or thoughts that will make us resent the 

things we are doing. I really like how you put it, taking responsibility for the situation. That is a 

great insight. Thanks for sharing it. There are things you must do that you don’t like—some 

things are inescapable—however don’t make them a habit. I like your Option 2 “perspective.” 

My definition of “actually possible” was way too limiting and causing me not to think big 

enough. Imagine that. Often the key is to turn your “disslike” to “likeable”. I loved what you 

said about taking action with passion. That really is what it is all about. I couldn’t agree with 

you more. Well, I’ve never been much of a rule person. Isn’t it interesting how we can 

become complacent and not even realize it? You are so right that we can get in our own way. 

It’s crazy how we may not even realize it. There’s a great saying: If you help one person, you’ve 

helped the world. My one BIG goal is to be the online Oprah—positively impacting millions of 

people and having that “Oprah touch” where one recommendation sends other people’s 

success beyond their expectations. Basically, the more people I help, the more successful I 

become. While I have some ideas on how to make this happen, I’m leaving the real plan up to 

the Universe as it constantly proves that it knows much better than I how to make big things 

happen. My goal is simple. I’ve already been amazed at how things are progressing in the past 

couple of months. All we have to do is ask. I love what you said about just riding the wave and 

going with the flow. I think that really is how things a lot of times come together perfectly. 

Trust your instincts, and honour your spirit and inner fire to bring forth all you imagine and 

want and need. It’s in us, and only us can make it come out and come alive. We are ‘it’. Never 

wave the white flag. It’s time for a new age to begin and part of that new age is to be who we 

really are. Isn’t it just so true that life is constantly changing? I ask myself repeatedly during 

the day: what do you really want to be doing? And then I do it. It seems to make for a better 

quality of life. So much of what we do in life involves others and life activities. This even 

applies to people in our lives, if you find that there are people who seem to consume you with 

their thought-patterns, whether they are reflecting our own personal creation or their own, it 

may be time to step back and let them walk out of our lives, because it’s really about our 

happiness and love for self. Ask yourself, is there anyone in this world that could achieve what I 

want to achieve? If so, then you definitely can as well.  

How true it is — it is all about following your bliss.  

 





Andy Sterling,  In Romsey Town



Bottle/Dr. Juice 
 
 John James   
 
 In Romsey Town , Bokeh to the max with Tamron 135mm f/2.5 manual focus lense @ f/2.5   
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No Minimum £20,000 £30,000 £40,000 £50,000 £60,000 £70,000 £80,000 £90,000 £100,000 
£110,000 £120,000 £130,000 £140,000 £150,000 £160,000 £170,000 £180,000 £190,000 £200,000 
£210,000 £220,000 £230,000 £240,000 £250,000 £260,000 £270,000 £280,000 £290,000 £300,000 
£310,000 £320,000 £330,000 £340,000 £350,000 £360,000 £370,000 £380,000 £390,000 £400,000 
£410,000 £420,000 £430,000 £440,000 £450,000 £460,000 £470,000 £480,000 £490,000 £500,000 
£550,000 £600,000 £650,000 £700,000 £750,000 £800,000 £850,000 £900,000 £950,000 £1,000,000 
£1,250,000 £1,500,000 £1,750,000 £2,000,000 £2,250,000 £2,500,000 £3,000,000 £4,000,000 
£5,000,000 £6,000,000 £7,000,000 £8,000,000 £9,000,000 £10,000,000 £12,000,000 £15,000,000 
 
£20,000 £30,000 £40,000 £50,000 £60,000 £70,000 £80,000 £90,000 £100,000 £110,000 £120,000 
£130,000 £140,000 £150,000 £160,000 £170,000 £180,000 £190,000 £200,000 £210,000 £220,000 
£230,000 £240,000 £250,000 £260,000 £270,000 £280,000 £290,000 £300,000 £310,000 £320,000 
£330,000 £340,000 £350,000 £360,000 £370,000 £380,000 £390,000 £400,000 £410,000 £420,000 
£430,000 £440,000 £450,000 £460,000 £470,000 £480,000 £490,000 £500,000 £550,000 £600,000 
£650,000 £700,000 £750,000 £800,000 £850,000 £900,000 £950,000 £1,000,000 £1,250,000 
£1,500,000 £1,750,000 £2,000,000 £2,250,000 £2,500,000 £3,000,000 £4,000,000 £5,000,000 
£6,000,000 £7,000,000 £8,000,000 £9,000,000 £10,000,000 £12,000,000 £15,000,000 No Maximum 
 
In the heat of the night, I dreamt we were all at the I Love You Poem Award, at a reading organised by 
some hard-edge dudes from the Later Cambridge School. 
 
They asked you to stand up, you were wearing a gorgeous indigo mohair suit. 
 





John Paetsch,  Podcast tan IV
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Lanny Jordan Jackson,  Mon Ami, the Sea Anemone in Room 3.



and therefore he left me alone. As I was alone, I masturbated 
and chased tarts. I like tarts. Diaghilev thought that I was 
bored, but I was not bored. I was busy with dancing, and com-
posed ballets by myself. Diaghilev did not like me, because I 
composed ballets by myself. He did not want me to do things 
by myself that went against his grain. I could not agree with 
him in his taste in art. I said one thing to him, and he said 
another to me. I often quarreled with him. I used to lock my 
door, because our rooms were next to each other. I did not 
allow anyone in. I was afraid of him because I knew that all 
practical life was in his hands. I never left the room. Diaghilev 
also remained alone. Diaghilev was annoyed because everyone 
saw our quarrel. It was unpleasant for Diaghilev to see people 
asking what the matter was with Nijinsky. Diaghilev liked 
showing that Nijinsky was his pupil in everything. I did not 
want to show that I agreed with him about everything, and 
therefore I often quarreled with him in everybody's presence. 
Diaghilev turned to Stravinsky for help, this was in a hotel in 
London. Stravinsky supported Diaghilev because he knew that 
Diaghilev would abandon me. �en I felt hatred for Stravinsky 
because I saw that he was lending his support to a falsehood, 
and I pretended to give in. I was not a spiteful man. Stravinsky 
thought that I was a spiteful kid. I was not more than twenty-
one years old. I was young and therefore made mistakes. I al-
ways wanted to correct my mistakes, but I noticed that no one 
loved me. I started pretending to be spiteful. I disliked Diaghi-
lev, but I lived with him. I hated Diaghilev from the very �rst 
days I knew him, because I knew Diaghilev's power. I did not 
like Diaghilev's power, because he abused it. I was poor. I 
earned 65 roubles a month. Sixty-�ve roubles a month was not 
enough to feed my mother and myself. I was renting a small 
three-room apartment that cost 35-37 roubles a month. I liked 
music. I made the acquaintance of Prince Pavel Lvov, who in-



troduced me to a Polish Count. I have forgotten his name 
because this is how I want it. I do not want to o�end the whole 
family, for I have forgotten his �rst name. �is Count bought 
me an upright piano. I did not like him. I liked Prince Pavel, 
and not the Count. Lvov introduced me by telephone to Dia-
ghilev, who invited me to come to the Hôtel de l'Europe, where 
he was staying. I hated him for his voice, which was too self-
assured, but I went in search of luck. I found luck there because 
I immediately made love to him. I trembled like an aspen leaf. 
I hated him, but I put up a pretense, for I knew that my mother 
and I would starve to death. I understood Diaghilev from the 
�rst moment and therefore pretended that I agreed with all his 
views. I realized one had to live, and therefore it did not matter 
to me what sacri�ce I made. I worked hard at dancing and 
therefore always felt tired. But I pretended that I was cheerful 
and not tired in order that Diaghilev should not be bored. I 
know that Diaghilev felt it, but Diaghilev liked boys and 
therefore found it di�cult to understand me. I do not want 
people to think that Diaghilev is a scoundrel and that he must 
be put in prison. I will weep if he is hurt. I do not like him, 
but he is a human being. I love all human beings and therefore 
do not want to cause them pain. I know that everyone will be 
horri�ed reading these lines, but I want to have them published 
while I am still alive, because I know the e�ect they will pro-
duce. I want to create a living impression, and therefore I am 
describing my life while I am still alive. I do not want people 
to read my life after my death. I am not afraid of death. I am 
afraid of attacks. I am afraid of evil. I am afraid people might 
understand me badly. I do not wish harm to Diaghilev. I like 
him just as much as anyone else. I am not God. I cannot judge 
men.



men. God and not rights will judge him. I am against all 
rights. I am not Napoleon. I am not Napoleon who punishes 
men for their mistakes. I am a Napoleon who forgives mistakes. 
I will give you an example, and you must repeat it. Diaghilev 
has harmed not you but me. I do not want to punish him, 
because I have punished him by revealing his faults so that 
everybody knows them. I have punished myself, for I have told 
everyone about myself. I have spoken about many others in 
order to punish them. I do not want everybody to think that I 
am writing with a hypocritical purpose. If anyone wants to 
punish the people I have written about, I will say that every-
thing I have written is a lie. I will tell them to put me in a 
lunatic asylum. I am not writing in order to incite people 
against mistakes. I have no right to judge. �e judge is God, 
not men. Bolsheviks are not Gods. I am not a Bolshevik. I am 
a man in God. I speak out of the mouth of God. I love everyone 
and want love for everyone. I do not want anyone to quarrel. 
Everyone quarrels because they do not understand God. I will 
explain God to everyone, but I will not explain him if people 
start laughing. I speak of things that a�ect the whole world. I 
am peace, and not war. I want peace for all. I want love on 
earth. �e earth is disintegrating because its fuel is burning out. 
Fuel will continue to give heat for a while, but not very much, 
and therefore God wants love before the earth loses all heat. 
People do not think about stars and therefore do not under-
stand the world. I often think about stars, and therefore I know 
who I am. I do not like astronomy, because astronomy does 
not give us a conception of God. Astronomy wants to teach us 
the geography of the stars. I do not like geography. I know geo-
graphy because I have studied it. I do not like state frontiers, 
because I realize that the earth is one state. �e earth is the 
head  



head of God. God is �re in the head. I am alive as long as I 
have a �re in my head. My pulse is an earthquake. I am an 
earthquake. I know that if there are no earthquakes, the earth 
will be extinguished, and with the earth extinguished, the 
whole life of man will be extinguished too, because man will 
not have a constant supply of food. I am spiritual food, and 
therefore I do not feed men with blood. Christ did not want to 
feed men with blood, as the churches have understood it. Men 
go to pray, but they are �lled with wine and told that this is 
Christ's blood. Christ's blood does not make men drunk, but 
sober. Catholics swallow white wafers and think they are 
swallowing the body and blood of the Lord. I am not the body 
and blood of the Lord. I am the spirit in the body. I am a body 
with a spirit. God cannot be without either body or spirit. 
Blood and spirit in the body is the Lord. I am the Lord. I am 
man. I am Christ. Christ said that he was the spirit in the body, 
but the churches have distorted his teaching, because they did 
not let him live. �ey bumped him o�. He was bumped o� by 
poor people who were given a lot of money. �ese poor people 
all hanged themselves afterward because they could not live 
without Christ. I know that people are bad because they �nd 
it di�cult to live. I know that those who print these pages will 
weep, and therefore one must not be surprised at the bad print. 
Bad print is produced by poor people who have little strength. 
I know that print spoils the eyes, and therefore I want my writ-
ing to be photographed. For a photograph spoils only one eye, 
but print spoils many eyes. I want to photograph my manu-
script, only I am afraid of spoiling the photograph. I had a 
camera,



camera, and I tried to make photographs with it and develop 
the �lms. I am not afraid of the red light, but I am afraid of 
spoiling the photographs, because �lm is a good thing and one 
must cherish it. I would prefer to give my camera to a man 
who would make one photograph for me. I like my camera 
because I think it will be of use to me. I feel the opposite. I do 
not want to make photographs, because I have little time. I 
want to devote myself to the theater and not to photography. 
I will leave photography to those who like it. I like photogra-
phy, only I cannot sacri�ce my whole life to it. I will devote 
my whole life to photography if people prove to me that it can 
help in understanding God. I am familiar with cinema. I wanted 
to work with cinema, but I realized its signi�cance. Cinema 
serves to increase money. Money serves to increase the number 
of cinema theaters. I realized that cinema enabled one man to 
make money, while the theater enabled many people to make 
money. I �nd it di�cult to work in the theater, but I would 
rather su�er privations than work for cinema. Diaghilev often 
said to me that something like cinema had to be invented be-
cause its power was great. Bakst, a well-known artists and a 
Russian Jew, used to say that cinema was good from the money 
point of view. I said nothing because I felt that Bakst and Dia-
ghilev think I am a kid and therefore cannot express my ideas. 
Diaghilev always looks for logic in ideas. I know that thought 
cannot exist without logic, but logic cannot exist without feel-
ing. Diaghilev has both logic and feeling, but feeling is some-
thing else. Diaghilev has a bad feeling, and I have a good 
feeling. Diaghilev has a bad feeling not because he has a bigger 
head than anyone else, but because he has a bad feeling in his 
head. 



head. Lombroso says that feelings can be recognized by the 
shape of the head. I say that feelings are recognized through 
people's actions. I am not a scientist, but I understand well. I 
understand well because I have good feelings.
    Many people do not like fountain pens because it is di�cult 
to insert ink into them. �e ink is inserted with a pump that 
is made of a little glass pipe and a rubber . . . . I do not know 
what the rubber thing at the end of the little glass pipe is called. 
I take this little pipe and pump in the ink so that the air does 
not get in. In order for the air not to get in, you must dip the 
pipe in the ink. After the little pipe is �lled, its end must be put 
into the ink in the fountain pen. People often make the mistake 
of taking the bubble for the ink, because they see the end of 
the little circle. I can distinguish the little ink circle from the 
circle of air. I know that both these circles are black, but the 
circle with air in it is less black, because my face is cleaner. I 
like a black face, and therefore, before taking the ink into the 
pipe, I suck out the air. Having sucked out the air, I check to 
see whether there is still some air left. I then take the ink and 
introduce the ink into the ink that is in the holder. Air often 
prevents the ink from getting into the holder, and nervous peo-
ple spoil their dresses or dirty their faces because the ink bubble 
bursts. �e bubble has no patience, it bursts when it wants to. 
I know its tricks, and therefore I feel when I must stop. I do 
not think when I must stop. I stop at God's command. I suck 
out the air again and then pour in the ink until the air stops 
me. I have gotten so used to this that I do not waste much time 
pouring in the ink and do not sigh every time the pen has to 
be �lled with ink. People are afraid of ink because ink is not 
good. I have the ink. �is ink is bad because it contains little 
ink. �e ink is diluted with water because the man wants to 
get 



get rich. It does not matter to him whether people �nd it con-
venient to write or not. He has no love for people. He has love 
for money. I understand him well. He has children, and he 
wants to leave them money. I do not like money when I know 
how its soul su�ers. I know that everyone wants to have a 
fountain pen. I know that mothers buy fountain pens for young 
girls for their studies. I know that every young girl likes dresses. 
I know that she cries if she makes dirty ink marks on her dress. 
She is not afraid of being scolded by her father or her mother. 
She can bear all this. She is sorry about her dress because she 
knows its price. Her father works long hours. His life is hard. 
He buys expensive fabrics for his daughter in order to show 
his love for his daughter. �e daughter cries because she feels 
a moral injury within herself. She is hurt. She does not show 
this dress to her father. �e father notices this and is irritated 
because he is hurt. I know what he is driving at. He does not 
want his daughter to hide from him what she has done. What 
was done was done not by the daughter but by the fountain 
pen. It was done by the man who invented the ink. I do not 
want to accuse that man. I want to show people's mistakes. I 
do not want ink to contain water. I want ink without water. 
A man produces thousands of bottles with good ink in them 
for the sake of publicity, and then, seeing that people buy it, 
produces millions of bottles containing water. I know the tricks 
of ink factories. I know the tricks of impresarios. Diaghilev is 
also an impresario, because he has a troupe. Diaghilev has 
learned to cheat from other impresarios. He does not like being 
told that he is an impresario. He understands what being an 
impresario means. All impresarios are considered thieves. Dia-
ghilev does not want to be a thief and therefore does not want 
to be called an impresario. Diaghilev wants to be called a Mae-
cenas. Diaghilev wants to become part of history. Diaghilev 
cheats people, thinking that no one knows what he is aiming 



at. Diaghilev dyes his hair so as not to be old. Diaghilev's hair 
is gray. Diaghilev buys black hair creams and rubs them in. I 
noticed this cream on Diaghilev's pillows, which have black 
pillowcases. I do not like dirty pillowcases and therefore felt 
disgusted when I saw them. Diaghilev has two false front teeth. 
I noticed this because when he is nervous he touches them with 
his tongue. �ey move, and I can see them. Diaghilev reminds 
me of a wicked old woman when he moves his two front teeth. 
Diaghilev has a lock of hair dyed white at the front of his head. 
Diaghilev wants to be noticed. His lock of hair has become 
yellow because he bought a bad white dye. In Russia his lock 
was better, because I never noticed it. I noticed it much later, 
for I did not like paying attention to people's hairstyles. My 
own hairstyle bothered me. I constantly changed it. People said 
to me, “What are you doing with your hair? You always 
change your hairstyle,” and then I said that I liked changing 
my hairstyle because I did not want to be always the same. 
Diaghilev liked to be talked about and therefore wore a mon-
ocle in one eye. I asked him why he wore a monocle, for I 
noticed that he saw well without a monocle. �en Diaghilev 
told me that one of his eyes saw badly. I realized then that 
Diaghilev had told me a lie. I felt deeply hurt. I realized that 
Diaghilev was deceiving me. I trusted him in nothing and began 
to develop by myself, pretending that I was his pupil. Diaghilev 
felt my pretense and did not like me, but he knew that he too 
was pretending, and therefore he left me alone. I began to hate 
him quite openly, and once I pushed him on a street in Paris. 
I pushed him because I wanted to show him that I was not 
afraid of him. Diaghilev hit me with his cane because I wanted 
to leave him. He felt that I wanted to go away, and therefore 
he ran after me. I half ran, half walked. I was afraid of being 
noticed. I noticed that people were looking. I felt a pain in my 
leg and pushed Diaghilev. I pushed him only slightly because I 



felt not anger against Diaghilev but tears. I wept. Diaghilev 
scolded me. Diaghilev was gnashing his teeth, and I felt sad 
and dejected. I could no longer control myself and began 
to walk slowly. Diaghilev too began to walk slowly. We both 
walked slowly. I do not remember where we were going. I was 
walking. He was walking. We went, and we arrived. We lived 
together for a long time. I had a dull life. I grieved alone. I 
wept alone. I loved my mother and wrote letters to her every 
day. I wept in those letters. I spoke of my future life. I did not 
know what to do. I cannot remember what I wrote, but I have 
a feeling that I wept bitterly. My mother felt this because she 
wrote me letters in reply. She could not reply to me about my 
aspirations, because they were my aspirations. She was waiting 
for my intentions. I was afraid of life because I was very young. 
I have been married for over �ve years. I lived with Diaghilev 
also for �ve years. I cannot count. I am now twenty-nine years 
old.  I know that I was nineteen when I met Diaghilev. I loved 
him sincerely, and when he used to tell me that love for women 
was a terrible thing, I believed him. If I had not believed him, 
I would not have been able to do what I did. Massine does not 
know life, because his parents were rich. �ey lacked for noth-
ing. We did not have bread. My mother did not know what to 
give us to live on. My mother joined the Ciniselli Circus in 
order to earn a little money. My mother was ashamed of such 
work because she was a well-known artiste in Russia. I under-
stood it all, even though I was a child. I wept in my heart. My 
mother also wept. One day I could bear it no longer and ran 
to Bourman, a friend of mine, he was called Anatole. He is 
now married to Klementovich. I went to his father and told 
him



him that my mother was su�ering because of money. �en his 
father (a pianist) told me that I should go to the manager of 
the Imperial �eaters in Petrograd. I went. I was only 14-15 
years old. �e manager was called Dmitri Alexandrovich Kru-
pensky. �e Director was Teliakovsky. �e Emperor was 
Nicholas II. I liked the theater. I went to the o�ce. When I 
went in, I was frightened because I saw dry, laughing faces. I 
went into the room where Krupensky was sitting. He had a 
black beard. He frightened me because I was afraid of his 
beard. I trembled like an aspen leaf. I did not want to say 
anything to him. I was not lying. Krupensky and the other 
o�cials began to laugh. I started trembling even more. I 
trembled, and everyone laughed. Krupensky asked me what I 
wanted. �en I told him that I needed 500 roubles to pay my 
mother's debts. I learned of this �gure by chance. I did not 
think of what I was saying. I trembled. I got up. I saw bored 
faces. I left. I ran quickly, panting. Krupensky and his black 
beard were chasing me. I ran. I screamed silently, “I won't do 
it again.” “I won't do it again.” I wept in my heart, but the 
tears did not �ow. I knew that if I went to my mother, she 
would understand me, and therefore I ran to her and told her 
everything. I did not know how to lie. Whenever I lied I trem-
bled like an aspen leaf. I was the leaf of God. I loved God, but 
I did not like praying. I did not know what I had to do. I lived, 
and life went on. I did not understand business and did not 
like it, but God helped me. I gave lessons. At the lessons I was 
simple. I was happy to earn money. I often wept in my room. 
I liked having a room of my own. I thought I was a grown-up 
if



if I had a room of my own. In a room of my own I could weep 
a lot. I read Dostoevsky. I read “�e Idiot” when I was eigh-
teen, and I understood its meaning. I wanted to be a writer and 
studied Dostoevsky's manuscript ineptly. I studied Gogol. I 
copied out Pushkin, thinking that if I copied out his poems, I 
would learn to write poetry and novels like Pushkin. I copied 
out a lot, but I felt that all this was nonsense, and I abandoned 
it. I lived simply. We had enough bread. My mother liked en-
tertaining. She invited people over when she felt that we had a 
lot. My mother liked making friends and therefore invited 
them. I also liked friends and therefore listened to whatever the 
grown-ups were talking about. I understood grown-ups and 
therefore was drawn to them. I understood my mistake later, 
because the grown-ups had problems di�erent from mine. Be-
cause I liked grown-ups, I antagonized the children, because 
they did not understand me. I used to know a boy called Gon-
charov. I do not remember his �rst name. I have just remem-
bered it: he was called Leonid. Leonid drank vodka. I did not 
drink vodka. We were in school together. Our school life 
brought us together, but it did not make us together, for I did 
not adopt his habits. I do not know who had taught him to 
get drunk. His face was pale and covered with pimples. �e 
supervisors did not understand the children, for they shut them-
selves up in the common room, where they read or received 
their friends. I understand supervisors who are bored by chil-
dren. I realize that children do not understand supervisors. It 
is a di�cult thing to be a supervisor. I did not let my Kyra be 
brought up by others, because I understand what it means to 
bring



bring up a child. I want people to bring up their children them-
selves and not give them to strangers, because strangers become 
bored.





notices that the public is trying to invade my house, and 
therefore I ask people to stay at home and wait for me. I will 
go where I am asked. I will be there without being there. I am 
the spirit in every man. I am Nijinsky. I will go if God orders 
me to, but I will not go if people say to men, “Come to me.” I 
will listen to people, but will not come to them, because I do 
not want revolt. I do not like party attitudes and therefore do 
not want people to form themselves into groups. I want every-
one to stay with their wives and children. I do not want revolt. 
I do not like death. I want life. I want people to feel me. I love 
God. I love life. I love everyone, and I do everything for other 
people. I do not like begging. I do not like any society for the 
poor. I consider everyone poor. I do not like giving money. I 
will help spiritually. I want a spiritual and not a bodily love. I 
like the body because it is necessary for the spirit, and therefore 
I will eat little. I do not want starvation. I do not want people 
to have the habit of eating a lot. I do not like meat, because I 
like animals. I weep when I see people eating meat. I choke 
when I am given meat. I eat it because I want to be understood. 
I know many people will say that they eat meat because they 
want to be understood. I understand the meaning of these 
words. I  do not want people to  force others to read my books. 
I want people to in�uence others to read my books and go to 
the theater and see my performances. I want theaters to be free 
of charge. I know that today it is impossible to do anything 
without money, and therefore I will work hard so that everyone 
can come and see me without paying for it. I will word hard 
for money because I must show people that I am a rich man, 
not a poor one. Today people think that anyone who has no 
money is stupid and lazy, and therefore I will make money, 
although I will weep in my heart, and then I will show people 
who I am. I want to publish these two books so that people 
understand my actions. I want to work by myself because I can
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