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Another leaking and escaping (*) novel



(*) or ‘escapista’, it’s up to you.


To everyone in particular –

and no one in general.


My attention was fixed on the more or less partial

sentences which, in complete solitude, at the

approach of sleep (*), become perceptible to the mind -

without any possibility to discover in them a prior

determination. These sentences, remarkably colorful

and with a perfectly correct syntax (**), appeared

to me as first class poetic elements.

(André Breton, « Les Pas Perdus »)

I don’t know what I want but I know how to get it.

(John Lydon/Rotten)



(*) For the author, upon awakening.

(**) If not, blame the translator…
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Chapter I

Biting irony on a bench of

of bright fishes

The blissful Trissotins from Penthièvre St., gloomy accountants

hampered by gonorrhea, turn out to be the culprits of their

dismissals – yes, yes… So : implicit consent of two mute nostrils

(and their agony) or pink Gestapo clouds ? Be that as it may, we

were dealing with a concrete mirage. Let me explain to you : Muriel

and her moujik, in their own frozen furnace, bet everything on the

bride’s petticoats brought to heel… Astride the world, their irony

risked filtering boulevards – not to mention the beautiful

grenadine ! Prostrate on a candle, the psychiatrist and his friends

waved two teapots and 5 wagons in an equivocal manner.

What for ? Because the orthodoxy of void struggles to replace the

knife of giraffes... And the tenderness of wild boars. Is it clear ?!?

Ayellowish trout taking the chill on her knees wondered how

long she could still hold out before her illness knocked her down.

Kind Jean Nohain – carved out of a toothpick – brought him thirty

remedies with a concrete base of lava and immodesty. She

swallowed them with a good heart, but she took it badly : it was

Karl Marx's Duck Soup. "Pretty little purple lizard but

unremarkable, can you show me the way to the desert ?" we heard

then, in the distance… Well, can you imagine that I have since

enjoyed the sight of steering wheels and padded skai, those

that the latter offered me, naked. And my reaction-response was

without appeal : “You will recognize me from now on by my

haughty look, son of the razor !“

Quite often Marion Cotillard, with a knife-like face, runs First of

the Mohicans through a karcher. For personal convenience of

course, but no doubt also for a more specific purpose. Sigismond

Freud, in order to shut up Emily Jung’s people, had gotten

into the habit of pulling a very juicy red bear out of his hat. Must

say that around Jeffrey Lee Pierce, he had always advocated playing

Catenaccio. From then on, realizing that he had exhausted all his

package, the teenager we are talking about began to regret having

bought a breviary on Amazon (it was that of a priest defrocked in

absentia). But here we are, in the end we won't care a bit : when we

are intimate, twenty thousand leagues under the 4 mothers, &

the giants’ Index will finally launch the fishing net – for wanting

more ! And eighteen giraffes completely gone – for instance those

of Jacques Mesrine – will then necessarily go to join the idiot of the
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