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Preface
The fleetingness of beauty has only prodded man ever the more to venture into quests of seeking it. To some it is a spirit, to others a tangible characteristic, and to others a personality. But men have had no dread for things that are quite absurd for the standards they in their subconscious reckon beautiful. Fire, love, water, spirit, wisdom, and power have come to men and stayed, but beauty has come to man and dissolved his understanding of the former phenomena, for what appears to the senses of the soul, after being judged in the way of attractiveness or repulsiveness, is either welcomed into the faculties for processing according to the fashion of the intellect or is discarded.
Beauty, though being like energy that it can be transferred from one form to another—as in the turning of a beautiful thought into a beautiful practical reality—is in itself destructible but at least creatable.
Yet beauty is original, and those who counterfeit beauty are corrupt. It is only those who from originality create it that its exquisiteness belongs. For these, there is longevity even amidst the brevity of beauty. They are the pioneers from whom new forms of beauty can be derived from the legacies of their original art. They are beautiful!
Beauty never walks in anyone’s shadow, and when it does, woe betide he who obscures it from its revelation to the light. For these, their image is of evil art, for they are the censorious who find ugliness in things that are beautiful. Goodness is to them badness. They are ugly!
Those who barely notice beauty and have no appreciation for it are poor. They are poor in tongue and poor in keenness. True beauty comes with magnificence, and original beauty ought not to die in silence. With it should come glory and excellence, so that it appeals to the beholder, who either remarks it or is dumbstruck. Those who are dead to beauty are in their own numb subsect. They are hideous!
But where does beauty lead man! Look how it corrupts his ambitions and pursuits. Even the holy ones will not fear what is impure for the sake of what is appealing. It, in the place of glorifying the creator, promotes its own greatness, and instead of the creator being acclaimed, it is the beauty that is worshipped. Beauty is selfish, beauty is greedy, and those who seek it do so at their own peril.
But it is rewarding; it is satisfying. Oh, but alas! It is evanescent; it is fleeting in itself and to the eye of the beholder; for the beholder never lasts for eternity and soon he dies and loses thought of beauty, and the beauty, too, never lasts; it is eaten by age, or if it lasts, its originality is sullied by the constant efforts of man to re-beautify it.
Beauty is vanity; but a vital vanity.
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Chapter One
Before suicide, this was the last gynaecologist she was seeing. She knew all the roads and the hospitals where they led. Her barrenness had taught her a lot. The response had for years been unchanging, and she painfully waited for that single person who would not emphasise the phrase she loathed to hear. And if they were out of this world, then she too would flee it.
She was indeed old to have a child, but she would not relent in her search for one, and if relenting was a word in her vocabulary, then it would be a synonym for death.
“If thou wert to be with child, which man would want to be its father?” the visited gynaecologist asked, accentuating the unlikelihood of a man to lie with her, indirectly suggesting that she was not the loveable type. “Hast thou been told of any abnormalities?”
“Cervical, uterine, endocrine, immunological, all! It has become a mantra. It’s all doctors know to say.”
“Well, a diagnosis will do,” the gynaecologist said. “And if thou hast what I think be the disorder, then I will leave thee with a child of a dead man, because that be the only workable solution presently.”
“I am looking for a child, NOT A FATHER to it,” Gwendolyn emphasised. “I can’t be clearer than that! Whether of dead man or not, whatever filleth my womb!” Gwendolyn’s voice was laden with desperation.
Time in and time out, the operations proceeded. This gynaecologist seemed to be just the perfect person Gwendolyn had long sought. She was in her late forties, but the specialist would force a baby into her womb; and whether it be the seed extracted from the loins of a now-dead man, the patient would not care. At least at last, Gwendolyn would be with child!
“Heterero, hetro. No, I mean heterologous insemination,” the specialist battled with the pronunciation. She had long since performed such a conception procedure. And to the patient on whom she worked, the words sounded true even in their wrong pronunciations. Whether it was “insemination” or “insinuation”, her ears had no time to scrutinise phonology. In case the specialist forgot the word herself, the patient would remind her to perform an “incineration”.
“1 ml would suffice,” Gwendolyn was told, “but given thy stone-hard barrenness, I shall use a full syringe.”
“Whether a gallon or a sea, I NEED TO BE WITH CHILD!”
The gynaecologist was as ugly as a Halloween mask, and her nurse positively gross. And maybe the business of injecting dead men’s preserved seed into Gwendolyn was as ugly as the two. This era knew no beauty!
Eight months later, Gwendolyn could wait no longer, and when she wanted to extract the unborn thing—the thing she with fervid impatience anticipated to behold—the labour pains set in. It was at this time that she regretted when her belly hurt with excruciation, like it would burst in the next instant.
There, in the temple of Christ’s ugliest apostles, St. Peter’s Cathedral, in great Europe, Gwendolyn put the nasty title of childlessness behind her, and with the final contractions she had without doubt become a mother.
The pains numbed any sensation to any stimulus, but her fervent anticipation slightly lessened the pains. It was not clear whether she was used to the sight of the clergymen’s ugly faces or the pain had dulled any comprehension of what she saw.
As she squatted along the aisle, she pushed with whatever might she could summon, and as the clerics turned away in embarrassment, she pulled from herself the umbilical cord and bit it with her teeth, detached it from the squalling thing, and looked at it with an eye of disapproval. It looked grotesque. With her belly pulsating in an ocean of pain, she blacked out and lay along the aisle, with the umbilical cord in her palm. The clerics closed in, struck with panic.
“What be this she has given birth to?”
“Mankind.”
“Of our own species?”
“How ugly!”
The cleric bent low and picked the squalling thing. It was human to be sure, but the two men doubted. They later said the baby was ugly enough to darken time.
“And what do we do for this woman?”
“The acolytes will take her to the hospital.”
The ancient Europe in issue, and of the time of which we narrate, was a world of no admiration or adoration, but of unsightliness and noisomeness. Apart from nature that was as well picking the characteristics of the ugly world, there existed nothing in the realm of goodness to instil attraction. The lords were as ugly as their beasts, and their daughters as deer; the toddlers were as swine and their pets as Lucifer. The wives of the nobility were as hideous as creatures of the Australopithecus age, and their maids as apes. The bishop was as an ogre, and the ecclesiastics as blob fish. Indeed, ugliness had repulsed the very world that bore it. Humans, both infant and old, loathed the idea of letting their eyes behold such ugliness on every holy Sabbath. So many of them had given up on religion which even did nothing to solve their needs. They too were as ugly as they could be, but still revolted by the ugliness of the clergy. Others, who were rather quietists than critics, had become accustomed to the hideousness in this ancient Europe that it did not matter to them whether they failed to distinguish humans from beasts.
The genetic process of evolution did not matter any longer. Perhaps the genetic molecules of beauty had long mutated, and now they coded for something diametrically different from beauty. Maybe they had last existed in the ages of the Nazarene Lord when the beauteous virgin bore him.
But now, for centuries, mankind had not evolved any better. He reproduced more unideal images of himself. And the offspring, which in the reckoning of modern man would be expected to bear a better trait, were uglier than their parents.
Scientists of this era could not imagine how much worse the appearance of posterity would be because the gene combination seemed to just worsen the trait. Some suggested that it would be better if people of the same family reproduced amongst each other so that the combination of unlike ugly genes is suppressed. They only prayed that they could infuse the genes of one beautiful man into the entire populace.
But who could bear beauty when even the king himself was as grotesque as a warthog, and his queen a toad? And masters being as ugly as their apprentices, and the suitors as the maidens they wooed!
Later on, the hideousness of the citizenry ceased to cause self-consciousness. Even in their dreams, beauty had fled Europe, and no mind however conjuring could picture beauty in vivid form.
On 13 September, in the year only his mother could remember but which she made no mention of, George William D’Almeida was born in the holiest place before the ugliest priests. The priests later said they had never seen a baby so ugly, and if they were to explain it with their words—if at all they took a thought of doing it—they would have used the language of another world because creatures as ugly as D’Almeida could not be traced in the fauna of this era.
Gwendolyn had only needed to possess a child and not to bear the onuses that follow parenthood, but was quite ready for every responsibility that would fall on a mother, despite having gone unprepared into labour within a public cathedral. But her son, D’Almeida, seemed, even from the youngest stages of his life, to have a way of cutting through life for himself, as though he was leery of the beautyless mechanisms the world had to offer. He refused his mother’s breast milk, but responded well with animal milk, until he began to reek of it.
He seemed so detached from his mother, and his mother too, since she felt she had succeeded in that one capital ambition of her life—procreation—felt that she had already achieved her fulfilment, and therefore worried less about her son’s disinterest. But something unexplainable hung around the boy, and a slight thought for the first time in a long time crossed his mother’s head concerning what kind of human being in the world such a mysterious boy could have descended from. But she did not dwell on that. It was good enough that she would not die labelled barren.
D’Almeida’s facial build transitioned gradually but steadily, and by the time he was about two years old, he looked as ugly as the people of his time—not grossly uglier as he was at birth.
At the age of ten, D’Almeida possessed neither quality; he was not ugly and not beautiful. He looked like he came from a world where nothing in such spheres existed. No one adored him and no one repelled him. It was as though he were a current of wind or an invisibility which could be classified neither as hideous nor attractive.
In the era of which we speak, Europe suffered a good many diseases and syndromes. King’s evil had chewed too many a life, being escorted by its accomplices; scarlet fever and diphtheria, and at times, mumps. Hospitals had become not a centre of remedying these diseases, but centres where attempts were made to counteract self-consciousness. Some specialists still treated critically ill patients and others had resolved on treating simple ailments. Then the fair part of them was in another almost completely different field, a field that aimed not at saving lives, but at appeal. They had become medical specialists of beauty and many of them had spent almost forever experimenting and learning cosmetological surgery in their laboratories.
The chemists were also not seated. The markets brimmed over with countless inventions of skin toning gels, exfoliating soaps, hair oxidisers and dyes. The world had done its lot, but it seemed beauty was a characteristic they were destined to never possess—it was an impossible feature for humanity, just like immortality is.
The child’s interest in science grew alongside his physical growth, and by his early youth, being noticed for his extraordinary abilities in science, he was already picked up by a scientist, named Launcelot, who took him for himself as an apprentice and at the same time a student.
OEBPS/BEAUTY-AND-THE-NARCISSISTIC-MURDERER_KASUMBA-RICHARD.jpg
BEAUTY AND THE
Mcnssmﬂc MURDERER.

/ T

- I
i
B
V":gz\
AR
& / W |9 T
e },) N e A
v;

1 Il
" 1l )
1 | o)t A
¥
ARTE $
(N1 li"i
\ 7

,}w;\

hw<'%
‘/h ip\v
. | L =
WAL

JESSE ELOI





OEBPS/nav.xhtml
Contents

		Title Page

		Preface

		Chapter One

		Chapter Two

		Chapter Three

		Chapter Four

		Chapter Five

		Chapter Six

		Chapter Seven

		Chapter Eight

		Chapter Nine

		Chapter Ten

		Chapter Eleven

		Chapter Twelve

		Chapter Thirteen

		Chapter Fourteen

		Chapter Fifteen

		Chapter Sixteen

		Chapter Seventeen

		Chapter Eighteen

		Chapter Nineteen

		Chapter Twenty

		Chapter Twenty-One

		Chapter Twenty-Two

		Chapter Twenty-Three

		Chapter Twenty-Four

		Chapter Twenty-Five

		Chapter Twenty-Six

		Chapter Twenty-Seven

		Chapter Twenty-Eight

		Chapter Twenty-Nine

		Chapter Thirty

		Chapter Thirty-One

		Chapter Thirty-Two

		Chapter Thirty-Three

		Chapter Thirty-Four

		Chapter Thirty-Five

		“Beauty is Vanity; But a Vital Vanity.”





