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MELOPEPON (1.3) 
Melopepon is a well-known general of the Armed Forces. Her image is characteristic of an arctic-fox-fur-hat shaped to glove her tall donkey ears. Today the Mule trains her favorite unit, CSDB-9. She passes the computer to her left and walks out into a grey day. Sometimes the clouds fall under the sun’s light. The lowest cloud shrouds the mountain in a fog of cold wind.
The training ground is a tall point in the middle of the mountain-side trench. Soldiers crowd, ready to perform excessive, exaggerated exercises the moment one hoof of their donkey general sinks into the mud terrain. They flail around as autonomously as a concert dance. The Mule assumes his position entirely for the lethal ram horn hidden under his white fur-hat; a red-curled bone that protrudes from his forehead, painted in blood. But this state-secret contains another state-secret: there is no horn. It’s a secret guarded in the national collective mind: everyone knows there isn’t the space in his hat for all of that.
At the end of the day, the Mule looks at her computer wallpaper. It’s a Klee oil of flowers etched into a rock. They’re reduced to simple shapes and mathematical signs. Above the rock is a stone-tablet stylus. Then the Mule passes the computer to the left.

TEASING / MOCKING 
He teases me, dulling his teeth on my skin and leaving me his drool. He leaves a ball of spit in my bottle and five nail marks on my face. He grabs my un-plucked brow with unwashed hands, burying it in his neck. One long hair grows under my belly-button: he doesn’t look at me anymore. Everyone is making fun of me. “Like vermin boiling eggs in pesticide, a recluse anticipates her abduction” (I wrote that 1+ years earlier). 

CONTACT
You can contact me: desk1ll@proton.me
