The Seagull

I woke up with a morning erection and the feeling of a new authorial idea wandering in my head. I struggled to pee for a few minutes, trying to manage my looming inspiration, but the cold water coming from the sink favored my body’s functions drastically. I made a black “frappe” (cold coffee) with five ice cubes and sat in front of the TV wearing my sleep shorts only. 

While drinking coffee, I initiated a typical procedure of mine for such cases. Morning inspirations were not unusual to me, as a matter of fact I felt that as years went by morning inspirations were getting more and more frequent (morning erections followed the opposite course). This unusual ritual begins with a flashback of activities that could lead to an endless verve. I turned on the TV and switched it to a random channel while I was hitting the ice cubes in the glass using a straw (the noise I made helped me refresh my memory).

It was not hard to conclude to the cause. The evening before Tonya was watching a documentary in my living room. I was sitting next to her, trying to seduce her. Unfortunately for my libido, the documentary was about a photographer’s trip in third world countries, regarding photo shooting and charity (my erotic lures came second). Eventually, we screwed each other, but until the end of the documentary I had to watch the interesting adventures of the starring seagull.

“The seagull dies in the end”, I suddenly told Tonya.

“How do you know?”

“It’s what I do, I write stories.”

The seagull appearing in the documentary died eventually eating an infected fish in Senegal. Before the unfortunate bird died out, Tonya had crossed her leg over my lying body and while pushing her body over my chest and my belly she started biting and kissing my lips. Sometimes I think that she hangs out with a broke, aspiring writer, who is ten years older, because of her charitable feelings and the artistic curiosity, one develops while being occupied with arts (photography in her case). She liked very much quotes such as this and she made it visible to me. Apart from the seagull, some cormorants, covered in oil, died as well, as I peeped while we were still in the living room.

Once I found the cause, the next step was to focus on the subject. This is always the most difficult part, as it looks like the shadows that appear in your visual field, when you look at a bright background: as you try to focus the flies seem more distant. This part requested nicotine and it was the excuse to smoke a cigar cut in half, which I left the day before yesterday promising to quit smoking. In order to serve my addicted self, I throw my cigars in the paper bin which I empty once a week. In that way, I always find slashed rehabilitation efforts, when I need them. In order to wheedle the addicted even more, for some months, I have been smoking the unfiltered half of the cigar, so that not to waste the other half of it. My lungs are being sacrificed for the sake of artistic creation.

After having three and a half cigars and a second “frappe” with only three ice cubes, in order to finish it faster, I concluded to the framework of my new work. With regards to the technical aspect, it would be a narrative consisting of 2500 words, through which I would participate in a competition in Barcelona with a subject relative to mine. My idea was to write about unjust distribution of wealth and unequal economic development imposed by a worldwide, greedy elite, which creates poverty and environmental disaster. Something like that. That subject was not unknown to me: I was often referring to it through my texts which included testimonies of people being victims of this situation. I felt being victimized by this situation as well, spending months jobless, without paying the rent and having the financial support of Tonya. Yet, it would be the first time that I would try to write having the negative aspects of capitalism as the main subject. Many quotes of my politicized student years came to my mind, associatively.

I visited Tonya to talk about my ideas. I trusted her judgement because she could effectively use the perception of a photographer in an authorial framework. As she knew the focal point of a photograph, in the same way she could imagine the scene of a narrative. For as long I knew her, I have always been talking to her about my ideas, since the time we met, when she still was a friend of my girlfriend then. The two of them had met at a photography seminar and the three of us went for a coffee once, me Tonya and Aggeliki. She loved photography as well and had an affair with me for 3 years. I had a good time that evening, talking with Tonya about a narrative I was writing and ignoring (unintentionally) the killer glares of Aggeliki, who was watching us without saying a word. Of course Aggeliki and Tonya never spoke again to each other after that day. Of course Aggeliki fully informed me about the way she was glaring at me, while I was “drooling” at Tonya and was staring at her “ex”, as she noted, friend. Thus we lost contact and after exactly two months we were permanently separated from each other. Probably another fact that contributed to Aggeliki’s decision to leave me, was the appearance, in my new narrative, of a young French photographer, who stole the author’s heart and was named Aynot. In any case, when Aggeliki left me, for six whole months I was drinking, smoking and eating minimally and writing poems about people that committed suicide. 

Then I met Tonya again. We met incidentally on the street and she recognized me in spite of the signs of the Aggeliki's abandonment, being evident on my face. We literally introduced ourselves to each other from scratch, as properties such as “friend or boyfriend of Aggeliki” meant nothing anymore. She suggested that we go for a coffee and I told her that I wrote poems about people who cut their veins. She told me that she shuddered and urged me to "write about something big, something important”. I acknowledged that she was right, but kept writing about people that could not bear the difficulties of life, for a couple of weeks, until I started an affair with Tonya and my writing became relatively more optimistic. 

She was glad for my inspiration. She was working voluntarily for a NGO that helped people that were victims of economic crisis in Greece. In the mornings, when she didn’t have class, she was wandering around the streets of Athens and was taking photographs of people in need, living in slums and some evenings she was helping in distributions of rations and medicines. As I was clearly affected by her action, people with financial problems, people that were unemployed and were living in substandard regions and unknown towns, started appearing in my texts gradually. These aspects were merely a part of my writings and were not the main topic. Tonya constantly insisted that I write about “something big,” about “something important”, that I talk about “injustice”, “poverty”, “the hunt for profit”, “environmental degradation” and she reminded of statements that I had turned down years ago, regarding them as hypocritical. I considered it to be hypocritical to write about the injustice in the society, while doing nothing essential to fight social injustice. She was getting upset when I talked to her like that and was insisting that even if only one person was sensitized by reading one of my texts it would be a gain for the world. Believing that she had at last persuaded me, it made her very happy when I told her about my morning authorial worries. 

I explained her sincerely that I did not overcome my inhibitions regarding hypocrisy. Influenced by the cormorants covered in oil, I would like to write about environmental degradation being a consequence of the hunt for profit, but I realized that such a narrative would not make much of a difference compared to a poem about a woman that hanged herself. Tonya smiled.
“Last poem you read to me was wonderful. You have to do your best so that your new text is as good as that poem.”

“Would you help me?”

“I could be the main character, if you’d like it” she said and made a turn around herself.

“I will think about it” I answered trying to look as serious as possible.

She looked sad. I guess she pretended, but I was never sure when she was pretending. Regarding her feelings and orgasms as well, she had the ability to spread a colorful curtain in front of her, that didn’t let anything pass through, unless she pulled it a bit on the edge.

“I’m teasing you, my love” I assured her.

“I know! I’m not really upset, baby. I know that I’m the only character starring in your texts.”

I had told her several times that for me writing and life are two sharply distinct things. I could write for a girl that I’d see randomly on the street or meet in work, but that wouldn’t mean that I’d want to fuck her. I had pointed out that after our first meeting and while I was still involved with Aggeliki, I wrote a narrative, the main character of which resembled very much to her and that the girl in my narrative had Tonya’s name, but reversed. She made me understand that she didn’t like to be informed about that kind of things and I didn’t tell her anything similar again. At least she wasn’t jealous of my female protagonists that committed suicide.

“Could you give some of your photos? I remember you creating a series about the topic of pollution. Also, it would be helpful to show me some places in Athens with intense degradation signs. You know the city better than me.”
She instantly took some photos from her folders and gave them to me. The list of the places she started to enumerate was so big that I stopped her after the first 10.  

“Let me first visit some of these places and then we will see.”

“Would you like to go there with me?”

“It would be better that I go for a few walks alone. You know it helps me.”

She nodded affirmatively and kissed me “see you in the evening”. When I left her house I felt optimistic again. Maybe if I visited some of the places she suggested, if I studied her photos, if I tried to get in the mind, soul, life of a sea shark or an economic lobby shark, if I managed to deconstruct and reshape the perception of profit, maybe I could then write something about the idea that woke me up in the morning. As I tried to look at them the shadows were drawing away, but this will never change. The closest place Tonya suggested me to visit was a forlorn beach and I could reach it within an hour by taking the bus.

I had been there again before some years. Then it was a clean and very popular beach full of people looking for a place to take a bath with an easy access. Gradually, trash coming from nearby construction sites, wastewater from nearby businesses and garbage thrown by people passing by was stocked there, and as tolerance becomes complicity, it led to the creation of a beach-dump. I walked carefully by the garbage and sat on a rock next to the sea. The sense of vanity regarding my efforts came back. In what way would my narrative help? Would it persuade the innkeeper not to throw his garbage in the sea? Would it persuade the truck driver to drive the double distance to throw his trash elsewhere? While these thoughts were coming to my head I was raising pieces of plastic from below and was throwing them back with power.

I took some pictures off my backpack and looked at them. This photos that were taken by Tonya in the streets of Athens, were used to sensitize people, by the NGO she was working at. This effort seemed to give back, as they have managed to organize rations and distribution of drugs, based solely on offers of ordinary people who supported them with voluntary work as well. Maybe these efforts are not so vain after all. My thoughts took me from warm to cold and then again to warm and the same thing was happening with the weather, as it switched constantly from sunny to cold and windy.

I started elaborating on it in my mind and keeping notes. My story’s main characters would be some seagulls living in a beach such as this. They would live nicely and quietly eating fish from the sea and flying over the waves. One day a factory will be built next to the beach, throwing waste in the sea. The seagulls will decide to do something. They will attack the workers with peckings and droppings. The seagulls would win and instead of the factory a school will be built.

I knew I was writing nonsense. I smudged everything I had wrote and stopped for a while. A dropping landed on my notebook, I saw a seagull flying over my head and I unconsciously dropped my pen towards him. After a few moments the seagull fell in front of my legs with the pen stuck in his belly.

I examined the dead bird. I pulled my pen out and revealed a deep wound next to his tail. An impulse made me dig my pen again into its belly and move it towards his neck, opening a poor incision on the bird. It was something that I didn’t mean to do but couldn’t avoid, as it resembled to an annoying hiccup that won’t stop even if you hold your breath. I held my breath because an intense smell emerged from seagull’s stomach, that reminded me of my kitchen when I was cleaning fish and was throwing them into garbage after three days. I took three hooks, a piece of can and a condom out of its stomach. I covered two of my fingers with the condom and turned it around. I thought that the seagull would die one way or the other, as his diet obviously was screwing his health, in spite of the precautions. 

The seagull was killed by my pen. Even if he wasn’t killed by my pen, he would die because of the trash he was eating. He would be killed by the can, which is missed in many starving regions. He would be killed by the sexual stimulation. He would be killed by a trap that was set for a fish. Some have many things, some do not have anything and for some all that is left is garbage. I tore the page with my notes and moved towards the bus stop to get back. I might write a poem about a seagull that commits suicide or a cormorant who cuts his veins. Surely I would not write a narrative to participate in the competition in Barcelona.
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