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Center of Szczecin. We walk along a street called ,, Turnerstrasse” be-
fore the war. Around us are 19th century tenement buildings. We are
walking east. We pass the most official part of the city - Waly Chro-
brego, formerly Hakenterasse, which borders directly on the western
bank of the Oder River. We board the boat, cross the western Oder
and continue through the channels along the extensive industrial belt
of the Port of Szczecin. We pass ships from distant parts of the world,
from Turkey, Cyprus, the Ivory Coast. Halfway along the route - at
the point where the Oder spills over, in its eastern current, encircling
small tracts of land, flowing into Lake Dabie - the scenery radical-
ly changes, as if in a dream. The heavily industrialized areas already
behind us disappear. We sail along three uninhabited islands, where
a dozen 1f not more than a few dozen different species of birds have
their habitats: goosanders, tufted ducks, scaups, great cormorant, whi-
te-tailed eagles, grey herons, bluethroats, black and red kites, black
and little terns, common cranes. We pass the islands of Ostréw Mie-
lenski, Mielenska Meadow, and arrive at the destination of our trip
- Sadlinskie Meadow Island. It used to be called Metna. In German
times 1t was called Monne. Unofficially, it 1s called Robien’s Island.
It 1s 2km long, 900 meters at its widest part. It was here that self-taught
German ornithologist, pacifist and ecologist Paul Robien lived with his
partner Eva Windhorn and their son from 1922 to 1945, surrounded
by numerous birds. We moor to the shore. We walk among tall reeds
and grasses, avoiding the muddy parts of the 1sland, which 1s shaped
on the left by the current of the Regalica (Kast Oder) and on the right
by Lake Dabie. We reach a place not far from the shore, by the Dab-
skie Current, where we find concrete fragments of the foundation of
a house - a research station. We imagine its shape, imagine the garden
adjacent to the house, which fed Robien’s family. We listen to the
sounds of birds as they pass down the story of this extraordinary
human collective from generation to generation.
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Centrum Szczecina. Idziemy ulica, ktéra przed wojna nosita nazwe Tur-
nerstrasse. Dookota nas XIX wieczna, kamieniczna zabudowa. Idziemy w
kierunku wschodnim. Mijamy najbardziej reprezentatywna czgéé miasta
Waty Chrobrego, dawniej Hakenterasse, ktore granicza bezposrednio z
zachodnim brzegiem Odry. Wsiadamy do lodzi, przeptywamy Odre za-
chodnia i ptyniemy dalej kanatami przez obszerny pas przemystowy Portu
Szczecin. Mijamy statki z odleglych rejonéw $wiata, z Turcji, Cypru, Wy-
brzeza Kosci Stoniowej. W polowie trasy - w miejscu gdzie Odra rozle-
wa si¢, w swoim wschodnim nurcie, otaczajac niewielkie potacie ziemi,
wplywajac do jeziora Dabie - scenografia radykalnie si¢ zmienia, jak we
énie. Silnie zindustrializowane tereny znajdujace si¢ juz za naszymi ple-
cami znikaja. Pltyniemy wzdtuz trzech bezludnych wysp, na ktdrych sie-
dliska ma kilkanascie, jedli nie kilkadziesigt réznych gatunkéw prakéw :
nuroggsi , czernic , ogorzalek, kormoranéw, ortéw bielikéw, czapli siwych,
podroézniczek, kani czarnych i rudych, rybitw czarnych i bialoczelnych,
zurawi. Mijamy wyspy Ostrow Mieleniski, Mieleriskg Egke, i docieramy do
celu naszej wyprawy — do wyspy Sadlinskie Egki. Niegdy$ nazywana Met-
na. W czasach niemieckich Ménne. Nieoficjalnie nazywana jest Wyspa
Robiena. Dluga na 2km, w najszerszej czesci ma 900 metréw. To tutaj w
latach 1922-1945, w otoczeniu licznego ptactwa, mieszkat razem z part-
nerkq Eva Windhorn i ich synem, niemiecki ornitolog samouk, pacyfista
i ekolog Paul Robien.

Cumujemy do brzegu. Idziemy wérdéd wysokich trzcin i traw, omijajac
blotniste fragmenty wyspy, kt6ra z lewej strony ksztaltuje nurt Regalicy
(Odry wschodniej) a z prawej otacza Jezioro Dabie. Docieramy do miej-
sca nieopodal brzegu, nad Dabskim Nurtem, gdzie znajdujemy betonowe
fragmenty podmuréwki domu - stacji badawczej. Wyobrazamy sobie jej
ksztalt, wyobrazamy sobie przylegajacy do domu ogréd, ktéry zywit ro-
dzing Robiena. Wstuchujemy si¢ w dzwigki ptakéw, ktdre przekazuja sobie
z pokolenia na pokolenie histori¢ tego niezwyklego ludzkiego kolektywu.
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To $ledztwo zaczyna si¢ na Ziemi, ktora wszyscy dobrze znamy z bill-
boardéw i darmowych gazet w marketach. Pod jej powierzchnia urodzit si¢ ptak,
o temperaturze ciata 36,6 lub wiecej. Niewiadomo dokladnie skad wytoczylo si¢
to jajo, ale to co zostato do tej pory ustalone to to, ze ten ptak miat lataé duzo
wyzej od innych i jak na ptaka tazi¢ duzo dalej, mimo stabej jakosci obuwia.

Jak ustalono na podstawie zeznan i wyobrazni, ptaszek ten nazywat si¢ Pawel
R. i to wiasnie jego postaé, bedzie stanowié o§ tego $ledztwa, w celu ustalenia

dlaczego podejrzany byt jaki byt.

Dopisck.
Na pewno nie papuga.

Jak podaja zrédta wychowat si¢ pod protekcja Wuja CH., ktéry widywany byl,
gdy pozbawial mlodego godnosci i pidr, budujac mu na glowie konstrukeje
zlepiong z dogmatéw i surowej dyscypliny. Naoczni $wiadkowie twierdzili, ze
Pawet R. spedzit mlodosé na katorzniczym wolontariacie, zebrzac o nasiona,
posrdd przypadkowych przechodniéw. Wtedy jeszeze nie karmiono si¢ pieczy-
wem z gleboko mrozonego ciasta, wiec jego kostki mineralizowaly si¢ na petno-
warto$ciowym blonniku idei i szacunku do innych.

Pawet R. otrzymat edukacje wylacznie na poziomie podlogi. Cata reszta zostata
oddana slepemu losowi, ale spryt i ciekawo$¢ z jaka konsumowat $wiat, staly si¢
droga samoksztalcenia, ktéra w kauczukowej koincydencji, miata go doprowa-
dzi¢ do najszczerszego zycia, jakie tylko mozna bytoby sobie pomysle¢.

Kiedy podrést i nauczyt si¢ chodzi¢ po kominach, czujnie sondowal mgli-
sto$¢  podmiejskiego krajobrazu. Parujace jeziora i glowy, zupy instant
i gazy LPG, wzmacnialy w nim przekonanie, ze ulotni¢ si¢ stad to za malo.
Byt podejrzewany o zamiar przebicia szarej kopuly, ktéra wisiata nad miastem
i checi spuszczenia z niej metnego powietrza wydychanego z ptuc hegemonéw.
On jednak rozciagal czas w glowie powoli, nawijajac go na perspektywiczny wi-
delec.

Jak ustalono, zatacza szerokie koto wokét samego siebie, aby pochwyci¢ wiedze
i bodZce krazace wokol. Przyszto mu zy¢ w czasach, kedre byly takie jak zwy-



kle, dlatego zaciagnat si¢ na statek gdzie profesjonalizowat si¢ we wszystkim
i w niczym. Wspétpracownicy twierdzili, ze odganial mewy z masztéw, tapal
kury na poktadzie i witat si¢ z latajacymi rybami. Najwiecej czasu spedzat pod
pokfadem, gdzie wkiadal ponadprzecietng sife w napedzanie tej chybotliwej
wanny. Kiedy dorzucal koksu do pieca, wyobrazat sobie, ze pali wszystkie roz-
terki w ilosciach duzych, a nawet bardzo duzych, a przynajmniej takich, kedre
pozwola odzyska¢ réwnowage ciepta w okét.

Zawsze kiedy wybijata dwunasta, ktdra sygnalizowat zegar z kukutka, wiedzial,
ze to czas dla niego, Ze to czas terazniejszy-przyszly. Odpoczywajac, na materacu
utkanym z sitowia i glupich wspomnien, liczyl w glowie czas odmierzany dzwie-
kiem kukania: Raz, trzy — dwa, cztery. Podobno draznita go ta kukutka, bo jak
powszechnie wiadomo, jej egzystencja w przyrodzie; to prawdzie kurestwo.
Lezakujac tak w swojej glowie zastanawial si¢ ile zajmie mu ta podréz
i jak to w ogdle bedzie z tym wszystkim ? Jak to tam co$ bedzie. W chwi-
lach zwatpienia rzucal nozykiem, w kierunku starych beczek, na keorych wi-
siat plakat z napisem I Want To Believe, celujac w ostatnie stowo tego zdania.
Naoczny $wiadek zeznal, ze Pawet R. na jednym z drewnianych stupéw, obok
swojego legowiska, wyryl napis: fiu fiu, za co mocno mu si¢ oberwato od in-
nych marynarzy. Twierdzili, ze sobie tego nie zycza, ze to im utrudnia normalne
funkcjonowanie.

Zeglujac tak wzwyz i wszerz miewal wiele odpaléw, przygladajac sie przyrodzie,
w szczegdlnosci gdy obserwowal inne ptaki, inne niz on i inne niz oni. Zakochi-
wat si¢ w kazdym nowo napotkanym gatunku, poswiccajac im kolejne strony
w swoim zeszycie. Umieszczal ich male rysunki (pono¢ niekiedy w dwuznacz-
nych pozach) wysylajac przy tym wiele pocalunkéw, w kierunkach zrozumia-
tych tylko przez satelity.

Jak ustalono na podstawie zeznan innych marynarzy, po latach rejséw, zebrat
okazaty bibliotek¢ wraz z tajemniczym workiem, do ktérego jak twierdza
$wiadkowie szeptal wieczorami, wrecz rozmawial z jego wnetrzem lub czyms co
znajdowalo si¢ w $rodku. Do worka zagladano wicle razy pod jego nicobecnos¢
i byt zawsze pusty, mimo ze przewracano go raz na jedna, raz na druga strone.
Podejrzewano, ze sa to jakie$ kpiny ze wszystkich wokdl, ze traktuje ludzi jak
wariatdw, a to przeciez on mial by¢ wariatem!

- Kompletne wariactwo, zeznal jeden z wariatow.
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Po zaznajomieniu si¢ z dokumentacja ustalono, ze po latach spedzonych
na turystyce-zarobkowej Pawel R. mial powrdci¢ do miasta, z ktdrego sie
wyklul. Niedlugo po przyjezdzie zostal przywitany usciskiem lepkiej tapy,
ktéra wreczyla mu pismo urzedowe o tredci: ojeczyzna w potrzebie, bu-
dzet w potrzebie, paranoja w potrzebie i bierzemy ciebie, a ty musisz wyjsé
z sicbie. W taki sposob stal si¢ czgécia szeregu, kedry skladat sie na rze-
dy, a te na kolumny i kwartaly. Nie byl to zwyczajny-niezwyczajny pobyt
w armii. Zostal od razu wyslany daleko w dét mapy, zeby postuzy¢ jako
miotek do wbijania ostrych porzadkéw. Kazano mu wali¢ do wszystkie-
go co si¢ rusza i odpoczywa. Do wydm, suchych krzakéw, dakeyli, much
i drewnianych naczyn. Przeczylo to wszystkiemu czego probowat si¢ nauczy¢
- wszystkiemu czego probowal si¢ oduczy¢. To bylo jak cegla na teb, néz w ple-
cach i olej palmowy w jelitach.

Z archiwum Wojskowego Biura Dyscyplinizacji i Betonizacji zostaja ujawnio-
ne dokumenty $wiadczace o tym, ze Pawel R. po kilku dniach pobytu w armii
odmawia walki, powotujac si¢ na nieistniejace prawo do wolnosci od przemocy.
Zostaje za to wtracony do wiezienia, gdzie spedza kap-kap, kapiacych powoli
dni. Zastanawia si¢ co to wszystko ma w ogole znaczy¢ ? A jezeli tak, to czy te
powody pojawia si¢ pod jego skéra w formie zgrubien ?

Jeden z przestuchanych wspétwigzniow wspomina:

Wie Pan tak se go stuchalem, bo nie dato si¢ tego nie styszec, nie? A on tak gmerat
cos pod nosem: fiu fin, fiu fin. Wariat, kompletny nonsens tak sobie gadal prosz¢
pana. Nie podobalo mi si¢ tego stuchad.

Anonimowy informator twierdzi, ze Pawet R. po opuszczeniu zakladu karne-
go, mysli mial wyburzone i pop¢kane. Mimo ogromnego zawodu jak najgleb-
sza depresja na ladzie, chce kontynuowaé terenowe badania. Ponownie wraca
do miejskiej dzungli, na zyciowe safari. Zaprzyjaznia si¢ z lokalnymi molami
ksiazkowymi i gryzipiérkami, kedrzy nuca ta sama melodie co on. Dziobie zapi-
ski i skrobie artykuty w lokalnej prasie rozpowszechniajac wiedze, ktora wyssat
z przybrzeznego powietrza. Wokot jego osoby paczkuje srodowisko wariackich
symbiontéw i rewolucyjnych organizméw. Zawiazuja nieformalna sie¢ spo-
lecznosciows, keéra od teraz bedzie nazywaé si¢ Klubem Swiergotka. Biegaja
po miescie rozrzucajac pod niebo kartki z artykutami swojego mentora, wci-



skaja ludziom kwiaty i bzdety, gwizdza po uszach, napychaja kieszenie maryna-
rek blotem i nasionami. Lobbuja za dzikoscia przyrody i robia zielony pijar na
wszystko wokot.

Wiskazéwki zegara powoli ale konsekwentnie pra swoim bokiem na przdd. Po-
jawia si¢ pomyst budowy stacji badawczej do obserwacji avi wraz z fauna, ktdrej
nike jeszcze nie odwazyl si¢ przyjrzeé z bliska. Stacja miataby powstaé na wyspie,
ktérej czubek usycha z tesknoty na tafli jeziora pod miastem. Za dnia i w nocy
glowa wyspy jest miejscem pierwszorzednego jajcowania przez niewyobrazalng
ilosci dzikich ptakéw. Kro$ musi si¢ tym w koricu zajaé!

Miedzyczasie poznaje ptaszke — Ewe W., ketéra zaczyna dokarmiaé
potarganego zyciem, $miechem i ciastkami typu delicja, malym palcem
starajac si¢ rozbuja¢ jego wrazliwe serce. Pawet R. i Ewa W. wraz z reszta
$wiergotkéw przeprowadzaja si¢ na statek, przycumowanym do najmicksze-
go brzegu wyspy. Na rufie fopocze zielona flaga, z duza litera N w jej wnetrzu.
Pod ta bandera bedg ochrania¢ si¢ postawy rewolucjonistéw natury. Nie wszy-
scy sa jednak przyzwyczajeni do surowych warunkéw mieszkaniowych na faj-
bie. Pokrzepiaja si¢ porannymi ¢wiczeniami w pokrzywach, okladaja si¢ pud-
dingiem z thuczonych wodorostéw i uprawiaja gromadny petting pod lampa
ksi¢zyca.

Budowa zajmie zapalericom masg linearnie poplatanego czasu. Skacza, kothuja
si¢ 1 zaliczaja gleby w poszukiwaniu miejsca pod kamien wegielny. Centymetr
w lewo i dwa metry w prawo, wszystko ma swoje odbicie w dobrowolnosci pra-
cy. Ta robota to jednak ci¢zki kawalek petnoziarnistego chleba na zakwasie -
nie kazdy to lubi. Zanim stacja zacznie pia¢ si¢ w gére, wokot trzeba wykopa¢
rowki, powbija¢ patyki, trzeba postawi¢ kopce kreta, zeby ich kompletnie nie
oblato. Dzicki wsparciu zaprzyjaznionych $wiergotkéw miasto odkorkowuje
swoja $wini¢-skarbonke co, przyspiesza ukoriczenie budowy.

Naoczny $wiadek donidst, ze gdy stacja rozkwitta Pawel R. wysypal
z worka wiedze i historie gromadzone przez lata podrézy po calym domu.
Na regatach zostaje jeszcze wiele bialych plam. Beda zapelniane zapiskami
przez kolejne lata prowadzenia badan: jak zjes¢ rybke na jedno chapniecie,
a zabe wzia¢ na wynos i skonsumowa¢é w zaciszu wymoszczonego szkieletami
poleglych gniazda. Znajda si¢ réwniez zapisy, o roznych dziwolagach podgry-
zajacych wszystko wokot i rodlinach, kedrych jeszcze nie prezentowano w tele-
wizji kablowej. Mieszanina wiedzy i wrazliwosci prowadzi do przedstawienia
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wladzom miasta planu utworzenia chronionej krainy pod miastem. Mozna by
ja nazwaé np. rezerwuarem, rezerwacjg, moze rezerwatem. W tamtych czasach
nikt nie wie o czym on w ogéle gada. Nikt nie wie co to za rezerwacje i czemu to
mialoby shuzy¢ skoro wszystko to dobro wspélne i troska jest dzielona po réwno
(przynajmnicj w powszechnie przyjetej opinii). Mimo zaangazowania ptasiego
radia jakie nadaje na cale miasto, przeforsowanie takiej bajeczki wydaje si¢ dla
wladz miasta nadrealistycznym postanowicniem.

Nad glowa zaczyna si¢ robi¢ duszno. W powietrzu latajg ostre alarmy, stalowe
kulki nie dajg w spokoju usna¢, jak komary nad uchem. Na wodzie laduja war-
czace motory, to nie kult Cargo, to dzieje si¢ naprawde! Pawet R. wystosowuje
pismo do wladz miasta. Wyraza zatroskanie, wnosi sprzeciw i oglasza protest
wobec stosowanego ktusownictwa na spokoju przyrody. Zadne cepeliny i karta-
cze, nie beda nam kapad rozgrzanym olejem na glowy! Jest bezkompromisowym
opickunem wspdlnoty stworzen i kontestatorem politycznego wampiryzmu
stosowanego. Sprzeciwia si¢ romantyzacji armijnego braterstwo-siostrzefistwa
i puka si¢ dtonia w glowe, ktdra nasladuje dzigciota tréjpalczastego. Jednak jego
prosby i grozby pod adresem administracji i aparatu bezpieczenistwa zastygaja
w bezruchu jak jajka na teflonie.

Stacja kreci si¢ dalej i nie daje soba zachwia¢ na przekér utarczkom i tarciom
jednych o drugich, gdzie$ tam w oddali. Mimo to, Ohyda Security przywozi
im kilku wychudzonych jak trawa osobnikéw. Maja przymusowo pracowaé na
rzecz stacji, a Pawel R. i Ewa W. bedg sprawowa¢ nad nimi kontrole. Swiergotki
przecieraja nonsens wystepujacy im na czolach, ale przyjmuja przymusowcéw
bo wlaéciwie nie maja innego wyboru. Wokét jest mnéstwo do zrobienia ale
nie wymagaja od nikogo pracy ponad sity. Réwni, réwniejsi i pokrzywieni — ta
zasada nie odzwierciedla zwyczajow wyspiarskiej wspélnoty. Ich zyciowe credo
? Badania, badania, lezakowanie i czasami przekasi¢ co$ dobrego.

Czas zaczyna znowu biec szybciej jakby kto§ wynajal firme zewngtrzng do po-
pychania wskazdwek zegara. Inwazyjne gatunki wypieraja innych trujacych
i toksycznych mieszkaricéw. Decyduja si¢ na kwitnienie tam gdzie bedzie im
najwygodnicj. Wydaje si¢ ze na miasto i wszystko wokét zostaje narzucona siat-
ka maskujaca. Centymetry kwadratowe sg dzielone na plamy, okregi i tréjkaty.
Jak si¢ okazuje wyspa zostaje wigczona do lokalnego tréjkata bermudzkiego, ale
o jej mieszkaricach nikt nie ma zieloniutkiego pojecia. Pawet R. i Ewa W. row-
niez nie sa $wiadomi, ze zostali objeci bariera zmyslonych granic.

Przez pewien czas zyja jak zwykle, taza jak zwykle i $mieja si¢ jak zazwyczaj, az



do momentu kiedy nic juz nie jest takie jak bylo. Nad glowami ptakéw, zaczyna-
ja pulsowa¢ znaki zapytania.

Gdzie nasz cickawski ? Gdzie nasz podgladacz ? Trop si¢ urywa.

Wyspa zostaje szczegdlowo obejrzana pod mikroskopem. Stwierdzono, ze stacja
jest mocno osmalona i wszystko w niej kipi jak we wnetrzu kilkudniowej popiel-
niczki. Gora jest na dole, a d8t wyzej, niz zwykle. Grzbiety, obwoluty i strony
przemieszczajg si¢ szybko po okolicy jak drobne ustroje. Wszg¢dzie tam pelno
mysli i skéw Pawla R., Ewy W. oraz zapaleficéw zaangazowanych w dziafanie
stacji. Gdzie nie dotkna¢ palcem lub nacisng¢ patyczkiem, tam tryskaja niedo-
szle zdarzenia i wariackie historie, ktérymi nabuzowana jest ta ziemia. Badania
muszg zostaé przerwane, poniewaz soczewka mikroskopu nad wyspa prowadzi
do miejscowych podpaleni przez coraz to bardziej cickawskic storice.

Nie zostalo dokfadnie ustalone jak, kto i co ale jedno bylo pewne, ta para pta-
kéw zniknela, jak urywany dzwigk pstryknigcia palcéw. To co zostalo ujawnio-
ne po latach to to, ze tego dnia inne ptaki przymknely dzioby, a zaby daly pauze
w rechocie. Sitowie wystrzelifo w kierunku nieba, a drzewa przeniosly si¢ do
pojemnikéw na kotach. Grzyby porzucily prastara zasadg jedrnosci, a komary
oddaly si¢ na pozarcie wigkszym od siebie.

Podsumowanie $ledztwa: Brak

Dopisek:

Pozostalosci mysli i stow, jak zwykle zostaly wywiezione na europaletach do
magazynéw. Lezakuja tam sobie gdzies, chichocza i caluja si¢ pod pokrywami
kartonéw. Co jakis czas prezentuje si¢ je za pancerng szyba, zeby méc je polizaé
odrobing i wymysli¢ sobie jak by to moglo by¢ inaczej, a jezeli w ogéle, to czy
inaczej mialoby jakikolwick sens.

Arbre) Rozere



This mvestigation begins on Earth, which we all know well
from billboards and free newspapers in supermarkets. Bene-
ath its surface, a bird was born, with a body temperature of
36.6 celsius or higher. Exactly where this egg rolled out from
1s unknown, but what has been established so far 1s that this
bird was said to fly much higher than others and, for a bird,
wander much farther, despite the poor quality of its footwear.
As established by testimony and 1mmagination, this bird’s name
was Paul R., and it 1s his character, that will be the axis of this inve-
stigation, in order to determine why the suspect was what he was.

Addendum.

,Certainly not a parrot.”

According to sources, he grew up under the protection of
Uncle CH., who was seen stripping the youngster of his dignity
and feathers, building on his head a structure conglomerated
of dogma and strict discipline. Eyewitnesses claimed that Paul
R. spent his youth as a cathartic volunteer, begging for seeds,
among random passersby. Back then, they had not yet been
fed bread made from deep-frozen dough, so his picks minera-
lized on the wholesome fiber of 1deas and respect for others.
Paul R. received education only at floor level. Every-
thing else was given over to blind fate, but the cleverness
and curniosity with which he consumed the world became
a path of self-education that, in rubbery coincidence, was
to lead him to the most sincere life one could think of.
As he grew older and learned to walk up chimneys, he vigi-



lantly probed the misty suburban landscape. Steaming lakes
and heads, mstant soups and LPG gases, remforced m him
the conviction that getting away from here was not enough.
He was suspected of intending to pierce the gray dome that
hung over the city and wanting to let off the murky air exha-
led from the lungs of the hegemons. He, however, stretched
time 1n his head slowly, winding it up with a perspective fork.

As established, he staggered in a wide circle around himself
to grasp the knowledge and stimuli circulating around him.
He came to live in times that were business as usual, so he
enlisted on a ship where he professionalized himself i eve-
rything and nothing. Co-workers claimed he chased seagul-
Is off masts, caught chickens on deck and greeted flying fish.
He spent most of his time below deck, where he put more
than enough strength mto propelling that wobbly tub. As he
added coke to the furnace, he 1imagined that he was burning
all the dilettantes in quantities large, or even very large, or at
least enough to recover the balance of the heat around them.
Whenever twelve o’clock struck, which was signaled by the
cuckoo clock, he knew that it was time for him, that it was
present-future time. Resting, on a mattress woven of rushes
and silly memories, he counted n his head the time me-
asured by the sound of the cuckoo: One, three - two, four.
Apparently, he was annoyed by this cuckoo, because, as
1s well known, 1ts existence mn nature; it 1s a real whoredom.
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Lying like this in his head, he wondered how long the trip
would take and how it would even be ? How will there be
anything there. In moments of doubt, he threw a knife, to-
ward the old barrels on which hung a poster with the words
I Want To Believe, aiming for the last word of that sentence.
An eyewitness testified that Paul R. carved the inscription:
Jin fin on one of the wooden poles next to his lair, for which
he was severely berated by other sailors. They claimed that
they did not wish it, that it hindered their normal functioning.
Sailing up and down like this, he had many indulgences, look-
g at nature, especially when he observed other birds, diffe-
rent from him and different from them. He fell in love with
each new species he encountered, dedicating page after page
mn his notebook to them. He would place small drawings of
them (reportedly sometimes in ambiguous poses) while sen-
ding many kisses, i directions understood only by satellites.
Asestablished bythe testimony of othersailors, afteryears of cruis-
g, he collected a magnificent library along with a mysterious
bag, into which, according to witnesses, he would whisper in the
evenings, even talk to its interior or something that was inside.
The sack had been looked mto many times in his absence and
was always empty, even though it had been turned over once to
one side and then to the other. It was suspected that there was
some kind of mockery of everyone around, that he was treating
people like crazy, and yet he was supposed to be the crazy one!

- Complete craziness, testified one of the crazies.



After familiarizing himself with the documentation, it was deter-
mined that after years spent as a tourist-turned-foreigner, Paul
R. was about to return to the city from which he had hatched.
Shortly after his arrival, he was greeted with a hug from a sticky
paw, which handed him an official letter that read: homeland
in need, budget in need, paranoia in need, and we take you,
and you must leave yourself. That’s how he became part of
the row that made up the rows, and those rows made up the
columns and quarters. It was not an ordinary-unusual stay in
the army. He was immediately sent far down the map to serve
as a hammer to pound sharp orders. He was ordered to pound
mto anything that moves and rests. To sand dunes, dry bushes,
date palms, flies and wooden vessels. It defied everything he
tried to learn - everything he tried to unlearn. It was like a
brick to the head, a knife in the back and palm oil in the gut.
From the archives of the Military Discipline and Concrete
Bureau, documents are revealed showing that Paul R. refu-
ses to fight after a few days in the army, citing the non-existent
right to freedom from violence. For this he 1s thrown nto pri-
son, where he spends kap-kap-kap - dripping slowly days. He
wonders what all this 1s supposed to mean at all ? what 1s 1t
all for and to whom ? why 1s the horizon divided by a bar ?
One of the iInmates interviewed recalls: You &now so I listened to him,
because it was impossible not to hear it, no? And he was nmrmuring
something under bis breath like this: fiu fin, fiu fin. Cragy, complete
nonsense to talk to yourself like that sir. 1 did not like to listen to it.
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An anonymous informant claims that Paul R. after leaving pri-
son, his thoughts were shattered and cracked. Despite a huge
disappointment like the deepest depression on land, he wants
to continue field research. Once again, he returns to the urban
jungle, to make a life safari. He befriends local bookworms and
grizzlies who hum the same tune as he does. He pecks notes
and scrapes articles in the local press spreading the knowledge
he has sussed out from the coastal air. A community of nutty
symbiotes and revolutionary organisms is budding around him.
They form an informal social network, which from now on
will be called the Tree pipit’s Club. They run around the city
scattering sheets of their mentor’s articles to the skies, pushing
flowers and nonsense on people, whistling in their ears, stuffing
their jacket pockets with mud and seeds. They lobby for wil-
derness and make a green leech on everything around them.

The hands of the clock are slowly but steadily advancing
their flank forward. The i1dea of building a research sta-
tion to observe avi along with fauna that no one has yet da-
red to look at up close. The station would be built on an 1s-
land whose tip withers longingly on the surface of a lake
below the city. During the day and at might, the head of
the 1sland 1s the site of prime egging by unimaginable num-
bers of wild birds. Someone has to take care of it eventually!
In the meantime, he meets a bird - Eve W., who begins
to feed the bumbling life, laughter and delicacy-type ca-



kes, with a little finger trying to rock his sensitive heart.
Paul R. and Eve W., along with the rest of the crickets, move to
the ship, moored to the softest shore of the island. A green flag
flutters at the stern, with a large letter N inside it. Under this flag
will protect the attitudes of nature’s revolutionaries. However,
not everyone 1s accustomed to the harsh living conditions on
the roundup. They nourish themselves with morning exerci-
ses 1n nettles, ply themselves with pudding made of mashed
seaweed and engage in cluster petting under the moonlight.

Construction will take enthusiasts a mass of linearly tangled
time. They leap, scramble and score the soils in search of a
place for the cornerstone. One centimeter to the left and
two meters to the right, everything is reflected in the volun-
tariness of the work. This job, however, 1s a heavy piece of
whole-grain sourdough bread - not everyone likes it. Befo-
re the station starts to climb, grooves have to be dug all aro-
und, sticks have to be knocked down, mole mounds have
to be put up so that they don’t get completely doused. With
the support of friendly crickets, the city uncorks its piggy
bank which, speeds up the completion of the construction.

An eyewitness reported that when the station blossomed Paul
R. spilled out of the bag the knowledge and stories he had ac-
cumulated over years of traveling around the house. There 1s
still plenty of empty space left on the shelves. They will be filled
with notes over the years of research: how to eat a fish in one



gulp, and how to take a frog out and consume it in the comfort
of a nest swept with the skeletons of the fallen. There will also
be entries, about various freaks gnawing at everything in the
vicinity and plants that have not yet been presented on cable
television. The mixture of knowledge and sensitivity leads to
a plan being presented to city authorities to create a protected
area under the city. It could be called for example a reservoir,
reservation, maybe reserve. At the time, no one knows what
he’s even talking about. No one knows what a reservation 1s,
or what purpose 1t would serve since 1t’s all a common good
and care 1s shared equally (at least in the commonly accep-
ted view). Despite the involvement of a bird radio station that
broadcasts to the entire city, pushing through such a fairy tale
seems like an overrealistic resolution for the city government.

Above the head it begins to get stuffy. Fierce alarms fly in the
air, steel balls do not let you sleep mn peace, like mosquitoes
over the ear. There are growling motorcycles landing on the
water, this 1s not a ,,Cargo cult”, this 1s really happening! Paul
R. writes a letter to the city authorities. He expresses concern,
raises objections and announces his protest against the applied
poaching on the tranquility of nature. No cepelins and potato
chips, they will not drip hot o1l on our heads! He 1s an uncom-
promising guardian of the community of creatures and a con-
tester of political applied vampirism. He opposes the roman-
ticization of army brotherhood-sisterhood and knocks himself
on the head with his hand, which he mimics a three-toed wood-



pecker. However, his requests and threats to the administration
and the security apparatus freeze in place like eggs on Teflon.

The station spins on and does not allow itself to be shaken
i spite of the melee and friction of one over the other, so-
mewhere n the distance. Nonetheless, Ohyda Security brings
them some emaciated as grass individuals. They are to forci-
bly work for the station, and Paul R. and Eve W. will exercise
control over them. The crickets wipe the nonsense appearing
on their foreheads, but they accept the forced laborers becau-
se they actually have no other choice. There 1s plenty to do
around, but they don’t require anyone to work beyond their
strength - they work shoulder to shoulder. Equal, more equ-
al and crooked - this principle does not reflect the customs
of the 1sland community. Their life credo ? Research, rese-
arch, research and occasionally snack on something good.
Time begins to run faster again as if someone hired an out-
side company to push the hands of the clock. Invasive spe-
cies displace other poisonous and toxic mhabitants. They
decide to flourish where they will be most comfortable. It
seems that a camouflage net 1s being cast over the city and
everything i the vicinity. Square centimeters are divided into
patches, circles and triangles. As it turns out, the island 1s in
cluded in the local Bermuda triangle, but no one has an idea
about its inhabitants. Paul R. and Eve W. are also unaware
that they have been included in a barrier of made-up borders.
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For a while they live as usual, roam as usual and la-
ugh as usual, until nothing 1s as it was anymore. Over the
heads of the birds, question marks begin to pulsate. Where
1s our Curious ? Where 1s our peeper ? The trail breaks off.
The 1sland was examined in detail under a microscope. It was
found that the station 1s heavily smeared and everything inside
it 1s boiling like the mside of an ashtray of several days. The top
1s down and the bottom 1s higher than usual. The ridges, wrap-
pers and pages move quickly around like tiny contraptions. Eve-
rywhere there are the thoughts and words of Paul R., Eve W.
and the enthusiasts involved in the operation of the station.
Wherever one does not touch a finger or press a stick, there
gushes the would-be events and crazy stories with which this land
1s swollen. The research has to stop because the lens of the
microscope over the 1sland leads to local arson by an increasingly
curious sun.

It was not established exactly how, who or what but one thing
was certain, this pair of birds disappeared, like the snapping
sound of fingers. What was revealed years later was that on
that day the other birds closed their beaks and the frogs gave
pause 1n their retching. The rushes darted skyward, and the
trees moved mnto containers on wheels. Mushrooms abando-
ned the ancient principle of firmness, and mosquitoes gave
themselves up to be devoured by those larger than themselves.



Investigation Summary: None

Addendum:

The remnants of thoughts and words, as usual, have been
carted away on wooden pallets to warchouses. They lie there
somewhere, giggling and kissing each other under the lids of card-
board boxes. Every now and then they are presented behind
an armored glass, so that one can lick them a little and
think of how things might have been different, and if at
all, whether 1t would have made any sense otherwise.
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