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GOD: The creation of a sick fantasy. Inhabitant of senile and im-
potent brains. Companion and comforter of rancid spirits born to
slavery. A pill for constipated minds. Marxism for the faint of heart.
HUMANITY: An abstract word with a negative connotation, long
on power, short on truth. An obscene mask painted on the mean face
of a shrewd vulgarian for the purpose of dominating the multitude
of sentimentalist idiots and imbeciles.
COUNTRY: Penal servitude for the semi-intelligent, a cowshed of
imbecility. A Circe who transforms her adoring fans into dogs and
pigs. A prostitute for the master, a pimp of the foreigner. Child-
eater, parent-slanderer and scoffer at heroes.
FAMILY: The denial of love, life and liberty.
SOCIALISM: Discipline, discipline; obedience, obedience; slavery
and ignorance, pregnant with authority. A bourgeois body grotesquely
fattened by a vulgar christian creature. A medley of fetishism, sec-
tarianism and cowardice.
ORGANIZATIONS, LEGISLATIVE BODIES ANDUNIONS: Churches
for the powerless. Pawnshops for the stingy and weak. Many join to
live parasitically off the backs of their card-carrying simpleton col-
leagues. Some join to become spies. Others, the most sincere, join
to end up in jail from where they can observe the mean-spiritedness
of all the rest.
SOLIDARITY: The macabre altar used by capable comedians of all
sort to display their priestly talent for reciting masses. The benefi-
ciaries pay nothing less than 100% humiliation.
FRIENDSHIP: Fortunate are those who have drunk from its chalice
without having their souls offended or poisoned. If one such person
exists, I urge them to send me their photograph. I’m sure to look
upon the face of an idiot.
LOVE: Deception of the flesh and damage to the spirit. Disease of
the soul, atrophy of the brain, weakening of the heart, corruption of
the senses, poetic lies from which one gets ferociously inebriated two
or three times a day in order to consume this precious but stupid
life more quickly. And yet I would prefer to die of love. It’s the only
swindler, after Judas, that can kill with a kiss.
MAN: A filthy paste of servitude, tyranny, fetishism, fear, vanity
-and ignorance. The greatest offence one can commit against an ass
is to call it a man.
WOMAN: The most brutal of enslaved beasts. The greatest victim
shuffling on earth. And, after man, the most responsible for her
problems. I’d be curious to know what goes through her mind when
I kiss her.
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