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Chapter 1 In
memory of all amnesiacs


 

There was a knock at the door of Molly Pectora's office. The CEO
of Pectora Press, the global leader of the silk handkerchief
pressing industry, was sitting at her desk gloomily scrutinising
the leather of her writing pad. Molly had turned forty with a
flourish over twenty years ago now. True, she still commanded
everyone's admiration but for very different reasons; being almost
equal in width as in height and wrinkled to the point of looking
tumble-dry creased, Molly had had the exceptional courage to say no
to cosmetic surgery, in spite of the innumerable offers that had
been made to her. Who knows, her close entourage wondered, she
might have ended up looking beautiful.

 

Molly was so engrossed in painstakingly inspecting her
writing-pad that she failed to hear the repeated three knocks at
the door.

 

'Molly? Are you there? Can I come in?'

 

Molly emerged from her semicoma as she heard that booming
masculine voice she was so familiar with.

 

'Yes, please come in.'

 

The door was gently pushed open as though not to startle the
business empress out of her daydreaming. Tallulah Tralala, Molly's
Personal Assistant, glided in quietly. She was a tall, slender
thirty-something blonde who constantly wore a beaming smile on her
face. The near perfection of her dazzling white denture was in
sharp contrast to the chaos which seemed to prevail beneath her
skull.

 

'What can I do for you?', Molly asked casting an admiring eye on
her assistant's recently pumped up breasts.

 

'I was going to ask you the same question. Do you need
anything?'

 

Molly tried to gather her thoughts, her face distorting from the
painful albeit doomed cognitive effort. After a few moments—how
many exactly would be hard to say—she blurted out, wide-eyed and
with quivering lips, 'I don't know any longer. I can't
remember.'

 

Tallulah, who considered it one of her duties to look after her
boss's emotional well-being, attempted to provide reassurance.

 

'Maybe the reason you can't remember is that there was nothing
to remember in the first place. Which means you haven't forgotten
anything. So, you have nothing to worry about.'

 

As usual, Tallulah Tralala's warm masculine voice helped Molly
collect her wits—an endeavour very much akin to the herding of
cats.

 

'You're absolutely right, my dear. Thank you for giving me such
excellent psychological  support. The life of a business
leader is, as I'm sure you're aware, no bed of roses. And being at
the helm of a global empire in the silk handkerchief pressing
industry requires a strong will, a firm hand, and… and… Oh, I can't
remember!'

 

'Maybe the reason you can't remember is that there was nothing
to remember in the first place. Which means you haven't forgotten
anything. So, you have nothing to worry about.'

'What a fascinating idea!', Molly ejaculated, as she suddenly
grasped the giddy depth of her assistant's remark. 'If the truth be
told, my dear Tallulah, I wouldn't be what I am today it it weren't
for you.'

 

Tallulah looked disconcerted on hearing this confession which
she had great difficulty making sense of. Was her boss actually
criticising her or showing her gratitude? The enigma was far too
difficult to disentangle and Tallulah quickly gave up trying to
find an answer to that question, which she had already forgotten
anyway.

 

Molly went back to scrutinising her writing-pad. What was she
pondering before Tallulah so rudely interrupted her? And why was
the Earth flat at the poles? And what good was thinking when all
the greatest thinkers were all dead? Thinking was dangerous. Wasn't
that the most important legacy from the greatest minds that ever
lived? Molly looked up at the ceiling. A complacent smile
registered on her lips. She had made the right decision.
Fluorescent green was indeed the right colour for her office
walls.










Chapter 2 A
corporate name by any other name


Derek Carrister was livid. He had just lost a major contract to
his rival Molly Pectora. His company was the world's second largest
silk handkerchief pressing business, which meant it ranked last on
the market. Derek, a formidable charmer in the prime of middle age
with the greying temples to show for it, was also a seasoned
businessman who had never had any qualms about using his masculine
wiles to have his way. His ultimate ambition was to unseat Molly
and finally reign supreme over the global silk handkerchief
pressing industry.



'The Board members are all in the conference room,' announced Lisa
Mona, Derek's long-standing personal assistant and his mistress for
nearly two weeks. 'They're waiting for you.

They all seem eager to find out about your new corporate strategy.
Lately everybody's talking about the company's new vision, its new
mission and its potential acquisition. I am not quite sure I
understand what all this means but one thing is certain: it has got
tongues wagging and employees worrying. The trades unions are
particularly intrigued and are already looking forward to their
next strike. They think that your plans, whatever they are, will be
excellent reasons to down tools and demand extra perks. What's your
take on the situation, Derek?'



But Derek Carrister had long since exited his office, probably more
out of an urge to spare himself the ordeal of listening to his
secretary's ramblings than because he was impatient to apprise the
the Board of his new plans for the business. There he was, standing
in front of the entire Board comprised of his mother, his first
wife, his third wife and his three daughters, all sitting with as
much elegance as their standing required around the large Formica
table, which was strewn with specialised publications: Know thy
Nose, Silk for Self, Nasal Fashion, and MRN (the Magazine for Runny
Noses).



'Good morning, girls! Derek Carrister called out as he made his
regal entrance into the Board room. Let us not stand on ceremony,
shall we? So, without further ado, I suggest we get started right
away. As I am sure you're all aware, our weakened position on the
market is forcing us to rethink our vision and mission. Our
corporate culture must be transformed if we're to secure the
sustainability  of Derek Carrister’s Family Business of Top
Quality Silk Handkerchief Pressing. A recent Market study shows
thar our company enjoys excellent brand awareness. Most respondents
said they were familiar with our corporate name.



A discreet smile bespeaking swelling pride registered on the faces
of the Board members.



'But let us not be too hasty in our rejoicing,' Derek hastened to
add. 'Apparently our reputation rests almost solely on the fact
that our corporate name is the longest ever bar none. I need hardly
tell you that this has given rise to the most tasteless jokes. As a
result, I had no other choice but to decide to change our corporate
name. The new name had to reflect our corporate identity and
values. As you all know, my personal assistant Lisa Mona and myself
have spent long hours in my office, which has not prevented us from
finding a solution to our thorny problem. So here is our company's
new name!'



Derek Carrister, still facing his spell-bound audience,
majestically flipped over the top sheet on the paper board. The
Board stared speechless at the board: the sheet was blank.



Crosteen Carrister, Derek's third wife, a forty-five-year-old
brunette with a giddily if artificially curvaceous body, took the
floor. 'How is one supposed to pronounce that?' she inquired
anxiously.



Derek suddenly realised that the page was bare.

'Lisa Mona, you dim-witted cow! I had told you to get everything
ready for the Board meeting. Bring me the bloody sheet with the new
corporate name!'



'Right away!' screamed the panic-stricken assistant from the far
end of the corridor.



Lisa Mona darted towards the Board room. She was panting but
pampered when she arrived holding the sheet in her trembling
perfectly manucured hands. After regaining a fraction of her
composure, she extended a heart-felt apology to all present: 'I am
frightfully sorry but I didn't have the time to put on a bra this
morning before coming here.'



'Apology accepted,' retorted Mrs Calista Carrister, Derek's
ruthless eighty-year-old mother who looked at least twice her age
on a good day. This was not a good day for Calista.



'All right,' Derek interjected, as imperial as a Caesarian, let's
focus on the more pressing questions… Silk handkerchief pressing
questions, that is!'



Everyone giggled at the witticism, which Derek made on very special
occasions, such as the weekly Board meeting and any other
meeting.



'Here is our new corporate name: DCFBTQSHP.'










Chapter 3
Mirror, Mirror, on the wall. Am I ugly enough?


Tigret McPanties was in tears. She was staring at
her reflection in the bathroom mirror clasping a sharp long knife
in her right hand and an onion in her left. It was a distressing
sight to see her tousled hair and her bulging puffy red eyes.
Tigret no longer looked like the young woman who had been
complimented on her youthful beauty by all and sundry—particularly
by sundry, for some odd reason. Now she looked almost as
frighteningly pathetic as pathetically frightening.

 

'Mum, I am so intensely happy!' she cried out from
the bathroom.

 

'What is making you so ecstatic, darling?' asked
Paula McPanties, a woman who had lost her ability to be astonished
when the script-writers of her favourite soap "The Middle-Aged and
the Listless" had given in to public pressure and brought back to
life characters that had been killed in accidents, murdered,
butchered, blown up in terrorist attacks or, worse still,
heartlessly dumped by their lovers.

 

Tigret pranced out of the bathroom flourishing her
Shakespearean bodkin.

 

'When I caught sight of myself in the mirror, I
knew my time had come!'

 

'But darling, I don't understand what you're
trying to say,' replied Paula, confessing her inability to grasp
even the thrust of her daughter's message, which was most unusual
considering Paula McPanties held a Bachelor's degree in German.

 

'But mother, can't you see what I see?'

 

'My sweet little Tigret, the only way for me to
see what you see would be if I were standing where you are right
now. But since I am sitting across from you, what I see is
precisely what you can't see. It follows that your
question makes absolutely no sense and I must therefore ask you to
rephrase it.'

 

Tigret had to hand it to her mum: she was
intellectually far superior, which could only be put down to the
fact that Paula had, for many years, studied Goethe, Schiller,
Heine and a thousand ways to make sauerkraut.

 

'Put down your dagger and your onion and tell me
what's on you mind,' suggested Paula McPanties.

 

'I want to become an actress and my talent became
obvious to me in the bathroom mirror when I saw how ugly and
repulsive I looked. Such an illusion, I thought, can only be
conjured up by a first-class actress.'

 

'I am excessively proud of you, my pudgy little
pumpkin, even though, quite frankly, I don't really like the idea
of members of my family deliberately downgrading their looks.
Incidentally, if ugliness is the sign of any talent, as you seem to
imply, then your aunt deserves all the awards. Why don't you stick
to the more classical beauty roles: Romeo and Juliet, Sleeping
Beauty, Snow White, or even Wonder Woman?

 

'Mother, why do you speak so disparagingly of your
own sister? I thought the two of you were inseparable for a long
time. What happened? What drove you apart?'

 

'I'd rather not talk about it. It's a period of my
life that I can only recall with a great deal of nostalgia, a few
abdominal pains, some loud crying and a soupçon of high-pitched
howling.'

 

Tigret teared up. Paula felt moved as she thought
her story had deeply touched her highly sensitive daughter but it
was more likely to be the effect of alliinase, the enzyme present
in Tigret's onion, which had been released by the cutting motion of
the future talented actress and had grifferez the emission of a
tear-inducing sulphur compound, which as it encountered the water
coming from the young hopeful's tear ducts, produced sulphuric
acid, which in turn caused Tigret's eyes to blink and mass-produce
tears, the point of The whole operation being to flush out the
caustic acid.

 

On the other hand, thought Tigret, I
might not always be able to come onstage holding an onion in my
hand. Maybe I should become a sitcom actress. I could make people
laugh, if I wanted to… but do I really want to? Or do I want not to
want to make people laugh? unless I secretly refuse to admit I
would rather not want to want to make people laugh? And why on
earth are the poles flat?

 

Tigret was at her wits' end, which incidentally
was never very far from her wits' beginning. She must face facts.
She would never achieve her dear mother's intellectual calibre.

 

Maybe I could enrol at university and study
German instead of becoming a world-famous actress? Tigret
wisely thought.










Notes


 

Note: Arsif de la Ponte is a charachter invented by Pascal
Jacquelin

 

This novel is the English adaptation of Les Boeufs de l'Amour…
ou Pourquoi la Terre est aplatie au niveau des pôles. 

Translator: Pascal Jacquelin

 

 

Contact: arsifdelaponte@hotmail.fr
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	Les Boeufs de
l'Amour... ou Pourquoi la Terre est aplatie au niveau des pôles
(2010)
Les Bœufs de l’Amour est un roman comico-absurde à valeur
sociologique nulle.

Cette telenovela littéraire (qui ne répond pas plus aux critères de
la nouvelle qu’elle n’a d’ambitions télévisuelles) met en scène,
sur fond de saga commerciale, l’ensemble des acteurs du monde
littéraire (lecteurs, critiques, éditeurs, auteurs, personnages)en
mettant à mal les présupposés du lecteur.

De nombreuses questions affleurent : l’auteur ne serait-il qu’un
personnage ? les personnages sont-ils les véritables auteurs de
leurs aventures ? le lecteur joue-t-il un rôle de premier plan ?...
et surtout : pourquoi la Terre est-elle aplatie au niveau des pôles
?

Les Boeufs de l'Amour : Parce que je le "veau" bien !



	


Soit
dit au passant... (2011)
Textes tous azimuts.

Humour, réflexions, sensations et émotions.

(nouveaux textes ajoutés le 18/05/11)
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