Man With a Stupid Name
This story is for my friend Amanda, because she probably won’t like it.

A clichéd, usurping darkness descended/bounced. He/they watched it, or did so less and less to be quite truthful, as it was g•tting d•rk. 
                                                    

It was getting really pitchy; we could hardly see the page on which to write. 

“Perhaps you could scribe on the fuzzy envelopingness with white ink/lemondrops/tippex™ for me. That would be really sweet. In such manner, so doing, there could be a distanct pissibolity of illumination and non- standard grammar”. 
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↖ (Further conjugate this as a planned activity, 

                                                                                     with or without your godmother present).
Suspiciously dark now. Impossible to write messily anymore, try as 
 may. Drip, drip, drip. But only for one word, just to make the point. 
                                                

I worked in a supermarket once, which could(n’t) possibly explain anything. 

And now I can hear the owly do his Tuwit – Tuwoo noise inside my head cavity-covity, chiming me gently in the direction of my “senses”   
                                                                           SINUSES, DAMN IT!?!



                                                                                                                                                                      ↖ Shut up mother owl, we are not friends anymore. Actually sorry, could you send someone to look after me for the afternoon, as I have this strange notion that I may otherwise (de)cease. But perchance I am succumbing to melodrama, a la Shakypoos of Stratford fame. 
* Intermission*
.... In which there will be a special pacifying message from the external editor, Pierre van Wrinkledick III Jr, of Penguin Books Intl. / PLC / Conglomeration / (very fucking) LTD. 

“Dear Comrades, 

Nobody said that this story was intended to make sense, in just the same way as it is no less of a story because of this. To those of you schoolchildren, or academicians, who will say, “I could have written that, easily,” my response would be, “Yes, I agree, you could, so why the dickens didn’t you?”  For those of you who would prefer something a little more cohesive, meaningful and morally uplifting, may I cordially suggest that you refer to the as yet unwritten forty fifth draft of this text, a copy of which resides in most local council chambers and government departments for staff induction purposes, chiefly to prepare them for the ensuing forty years of hellish crashing boredom, which will eventually transform all victims into psychological soufflé cases...”
.... At this point, Mr. Wrinkledick III Jr. was taken tragically ill, with a crippling instance of verbal diarrhoea, when it was realised by the St. John’s ambulance crew, that his broadcast was dangerously close to becoming as ridiculous as the story which he was defending. The regrettable upshot was that the evening’s entertainment was taking on a threateningly meta-textual feel, punctuated by severe bouts of half-hearted intellectual masturbation. Concerningly, several enraged (or otherwise frustrated) punters, began ripping out their seating from the auditorium, attempting to hurl it directly into the face of God. Some even went as far as demanding that their souls be refunded to them directly, as this had been the price of admittance for the evening’s showing, “The Lightly Copulating Miss Marjorie”. 
Meanwhile, Mr. Wrinkledick III Jr. has been recovering in the intensive/ insensitive care unit of Nantwich Royal Infirmary, so-called because it is currently falling over/sinking/losing its mind, and because it is also head of state. On days when it is both physically and mentally stable, it is referred to simply as “Royal Nantwich”. On days when it is both stable and temporarily situated outside Nantwich, just “Royal”, and on days when it is neither in Nantwich, is also stable, and in addition behaving like a chav, the hospital has no name whatsoever. On such days, people usually refer to it as Kayleigh Bournemouth Stablary, because they have to call it something. 
Mr. Wrinkledick III Jr. was making irritatingly swift progress in his convalescence, buoyed by the realisation that as today, his institution went by the name Kayleigh Bournemouth Stablary, his own name was, for once, not the stupidest on the premises. Mr. Wrinkledick’s name had actually been hyphenated many years previously, like this: “Wrinkle-Dick”. 
Shortly after his eighteenth birthday, upon enlistment in the military, he took the decision to dispense with said hyphen, opting for just straight “Wrinkledick” instead. Several generations back in the family two young love-birds met. They were Ethelred Wrinkle and Sirrius Dick. When they first got together, they spent many sleepless nights, contemplating the multiple possibilities of “Dick”, “Wrinkle”, “Dick-Wrinkle” and “Wrinkle-Dick”, eventually opting for the latter, because it slipped most smoothly off the tongue. Both “Dick” and “Wrinkle” in their singular forms had been out of the question, as Ethelred was a feminist who wanted to keep her own name, and Sirrius was a misogynist, who wanted to ensure that his wife bore his name. 
Pierre van Wrinkledick III Jr. had shortened the surname in the aforementioned manner by half a centimetre, because “Wrinkledick” appeared to the uninformed stranger as nothing more than an unfortunate ancestral name, passed down the paternal line for generations. In Pierre’s eyes, this version of events was preferable to the truth, which, as we have established, was that his ancestors had contrived unnecessarily to give both themselves and future generations of their family a highly stupid name. Pierre was actually the fourth “Pierre van Wrinkle(-)Dick”, but his parents both suffered from a congenital defect, which meant that they could only count to three, so they were left with little option other than to call him something entirely different, or to slap “Jr” on the end for the sake of clarity. 
Beyond this, it is very hard to say why Pierre van Wrinkledick III Jr. is so named, as his parents are both first generation Jordanian refugees. 
*Author’s note: Pierre van Wrinkledick III Jr. should not be confused with the Dutch freight haulier Norbert Dentressangle. 
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It is only the sensible who can get on in life
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