A Lunatic's Diary





A close friend, whose name I shall omit here, whose acquaintance I made in high school, had gradually lost contact with me. By chance I heard not long ago that this same friend had fallen gravely ill. I traveled to my home town to visit him; but there I was informed, by a gentleman who claimed the afflicted as his younger brother, that my friend had long since recovered and moved away to fully convalesce. We laughed about the matter, after which the brother produced a diary my friend had kept, through which I might gain some insight into the nature of his ailment. After a brief perusal, it was clear that my friend had been afflicted with a species of paranoid schizophrenia. His writing seemed illogical, lacking sequence, full of absurdities. The pages bore no dates; I could only conjecture at the lapse between the entries by means of minute differences in the script. There were, indeed, but a few passages that seemed to possess a minimal coherence, and those I have collected here for the benefit of medical research. I have not corrected my friend's rampant errors in grammar and punctuation. I have only changed, for purposes of privacy, the names of certain individuals, though most of these are of little consequence. As for the title, I have retained the name given these pages by their author, shortly after his recovery.





Sincerely, 


Wang Fu Kuei, M.D, PH.D.


1-3-1908





-------------------------


-------------------------





	The moon is really nice tonight


	I haven't seen it for thirty years. Feel great seeing it tonight. Now I know, all those thirty years, I was in a daze. But gotta be careful now. After all, why else did Chow's dog give me those looks today?


	I have reason to be afraid





-------------------------


	Tonight there's no moon at all. Knew something wasn't right. Morning, went out real careful, Mr. Chow had a weird look: like he's scared of me, like he's gonna get me. Plus seven eight other people, talked about me at each other's ears. But afraid I'd see. Everybody on the street was like this. The meanest of them opened his mouth and laughed out loud. I got cold from head to toe. I knew right then their plans were all set.


	I wasn't scared though, just kept on walking. A bunch of kids in front of me were talking about me also. The same look as Chow had, stone cold faces. I thought, what did I ever do to the kids, they look at me like that too. I couldn't take it, I screamed, "Tell me now!" and they ran off.


	I thought, what did I ever do to Chow, what did I ever do to those people on the streets… Except twenty years ago I stepped on Mr. Ku's account books. Old Mr. Ku wasn't too happy. Chow doesn't know him, he must have heard rumors, now he's pissed, he's got the people on the street against me. But the kids? They weren't even born yet back then. Why are they staring at me today, like they were scared of me, like they were gonna get me… this really makes me scared, makes me confused and sad.


	I got it. Their folks must've taught them!





-------------------------


	Just can't sleep at night. You gotta think hard, to get to the bottom of things.


	Them… the ones I've seen get clubbed by the cops, and the ones that get smacked by the gentlemen, and the ones that get their wives stolen by the rich guys, and the ones that get to watch their moms starve to death… their faces didn't look as horrible as those yesterday, or as cruel. 


	The weirdest thing was that woman yesterday, beating her kid and yelling, "Little Fucker! I'm gonna bite your head off!" But she fixed her eyes on me. I jumped. I couldn't hide it. All those people started laughing, with their green faces and sharp teeth. Old Chen ran up, dragged me home.


	Dragged me home. Everybody at home made like they didn't know me. The had the same look as everybody else. Once I was in the study, they locked the door, like putting a chicken in a box. This just made me keep guessing.


	Couple days ago, some peasants from Wolfcub Village came about a famine. They told my brother, in the village they killed this big crook, a couple of them dug out his liver, fried it, ate it for courage. I butt in something, both the peasants and my brother gave me these looks. Now I finally know that look, it's exactly like those people on the street.


	Just thinking about it, I get cold from head to toe.


	They could eat a person, they could just as well eat me.


	Just look at that woman with her "bite your head off," and those people laughing with their green faces and sharp teeth, and what those peasants said a couple days ago, it's clearly a sign. I can tell her talk was full of poison, her laugh full of knives… their teeth are long and white. They're the kind that eat people.


	The way I see it, even though I'm no crook, ever since I stepped on Mr. Ku's account book, that's been debatable. They seem to be after something, I can't guess. Besides, all they have to do is turn on you and say, you're a crook. Simple as that. I remember my brother teaching me rhetoric. Any good person, turn him around a few times and he's nothing. Give a crook some room, and he'll say he "Stands above the crowd." How could I guess what they were thinking then, or who they were gonna eat…


	You gotta think hard about everything, to get to the bottom… In the dark ages, they ate people all the time, I remember that, but not too clear. Flipped through some history books, the history had no dates, just twisted words, "Morals, Morals, Progress," page after page. I tossed and turned, couldn't sleep, kept reading real careful all night long, only then the words came out between the lines… The whole book had just two words all over it, "EAT PEOPLE!"


	All those words in the books, all those things the peasants said… but they smiled and fixed their weird eyes on me.


	I'm a person too, they're gonna eat me!





-------------------------


	Morning, sat quietly a while. Old Chen brought in some rice, veggies, steamed fish. The fish's eyes so white and hard, the mouth open. Just like all those people that eat people. Had a few bites, slippery, wasn't sure if it was fish or human, had to throw it all up.


	I said, "Chen, tell my brother I'm bored as hell. I gotta go for a walk." Old Chen wouldn't let me and left. After a while he came back, opened the door.


	I didn't move, thought I'd figure out what they'd do with me. They'd never leave me alone. Like I thought! My brother brought in this old geezer, he limped over to me; his eyes were cruel, but he was afraid I'd see, kept them on the ground and peeked at me from the corners of his glasses. My brother said, "You look rather well today." I said yeah. My brother said, "I had the doctor come today to diagnose your disease." I said okay. As if I couldn't tell, the old man's a butcher in disguise! Feeling my pulse as an excuse, just so they could see how much fat I had on me: in exchange he gets a slice of the meat. But I wasn't scared, I still got more guts than them, even though I don't eat people like they do. I stuck out both fists, to see how they'd go about it. The old fart sat there, closed his eyes, felt my pulse for a long time, drooled for a long time. Then he opened his weird eyes and said, "Don't think too much. Rest well a few days, you'll be fine."


	Don't think! Rest well! Rest and get fat, just so they have more to eat! What good will that do me? How could I be "fine?" These funny people… they want to eat you, but they got to be underhanded about it, they try to hide everything, they're so scared to get it done, I could laugh myself silly. I couldn't hold it, I just laughed and laughed. I had a ball. But I knew, there was courage and justice in my laugh. Both the old fart and my brother turned white, stunned by my courage and by my justice.


	But the more guts they see I got, the more they want to eat me for my guts. The old butcher went out the door, turned around and whispered to my brother, "do it! quick!" My brother nodded. So him too!… what a surprise! though it made a lot of sense: One of them that want to eat me-- is my own brother.


	My brother is a cannibal!


	I am the brother of a cannibal!


	I'm gonna get eaten pretty soon myself, but still, I am the brother of a cannibal!





-------------------------


	These days trying to put things in perspective: Let's suppose the old man wasn't a butcher in disguise, but a real doctor. Hell, he'd still be a cannibal. The ancient Dr. Lee even wrote in his "Medicalus Somethingorotherus", human flesh could be fried as an herbal supplement. Just try and tell me he wasn't a cannibal!


	As for my brother, I'm not wrong about him either. When he used to tutor me, he told me Confucius said, "Father may eat own son." Another time he was talking about a bad character. He said the guy didn't just deserve to die, he deserved to have his flesh eaten and his skin made into a mattress. I was a kid back then, that made my heart race. Just the other day, when those peasants from Wolfcub Village came with their story, he wasn't even spooked, just kept nodding. You can tell he's as ruthless as before. Hell, if "father can eat own son", you could do anything, you could eat anybody! I used to just listen to everything he said, I was stupid. Now I know, while he talked, not only was human fat dripping down his lips, he was full of ideas about eating people too.





-------------------------


	Pitch black, don't know if it's day or night. Chow's dog is howling again.


	Cruel as a wolf, scared as a mouse, cold as a fox…





-------------------------


	I know their style: they wouldn't slaughter me straightaway, they wouldn't dare, don't want any bad rumors. So they network and set their traps around me, they want to get me to kill myself. Just look at those people on the street a couple days ago, and how my brother's behaving these days, you can put two and two together. The best thing for them would be if I took off my belt right this second and hung myself from the ceiling. They get to come off clean, AND grab what they wanted; hell, they’d be jumping for joy, singing  like little birds. Or I could stay here and  die from neglect. Then even though I'd be just skin and bones, they could still catch a tasty snack.


	They only eat dead meat! I remember from reading, there's this thing called the hyena, ugly son of a bitch, they always eat dead meat. Even the big bones, they chew them up and swallow them. Scary just thinking about it. The hyena is like a wolf, and wolves and dogs are cousins. When Chow's dog gave me those looks, it's obvious he was in on it too; the old man looked at the ground, but he can't fool me.


	I feel sorriest for my brother. He's a person too, why's he not scared? Why does HE want to eat me? Maybe since he’s always eaten people, he thinks eating people is no big deal. Or is he doing it even though he knows it's wrong? Is his conscience dead?


	To hell with cannibals, starting with him. To stop the cannibals, I've also gotta start with him.





-------------------------


	Actually, they should've got it through their heads a long time ago…


	All of a sudden someone else came in. Couldn't be more than 20. His face wasn't too clear, all smiles, the smile didn't look real either. I asked him straight out, "You! This thing about eating people… you think it's right?" He kept smiling, "There's no famine this year; who's eating people?" Right then I knew, he's in on it, a cannibal. I got up the nerve, I had to ask again, 


	"Is it right?"


	"Why do you ask these questions… you're so… funny. The weather's nice today."


	The weather's fine, the moon is very bright too, but I gotta ask you, "Is it right?"


	"No…"


	"No! then  why do they keep eating…?"


	"No such thing…"


	"No such thing? They're eating them in Wolfcub Village right now; it's even in the books, in black and white!"


	His face changed, cold as steel. He said looking at me, "Maybe it happens; it's always been like that."


	"Always been like that, but is it right?"


	"I'm not going to argue with you. Anyway, you shouldn't talk about it. You're wrong just because you do!"


	I jumped up, opened my mouth and the guy disappeared. I broke out in sweats all over. He was young, much younger than my brother. Even he's in on it, it must've been taught him by his mom. I'm scared he's taught it to his kids already, too. That's why even the kids give me such cruel looks.





-------------------------


	Wanting to eat people yourself, but afraid of getting eaten, eyes full of suspicion, we look from face to face…


	To forget about it all, to walk and work and eat and sleep in peace, how good that would be. It's just one hurdle, one threshold to cross. And yet, fathers and sons, brothers and sisters, friends and lovers… they're all in on it, they lie to each other, hold each other back, they'll die before they take that little step.





--------------------------


	Early morning, went to see my brother. He was standing at the gates, looking at the sky. I went up behind him and blocked the entrance. Very calmly, very politely I said, "Brother, there's something I have to tell you."


	"Tell me," he turned around quickly and nodded.


	"I just have a few words, but I can't say it… Brother, maybe back in the dark ages, everyone had to eat people at some time or other. Later on, as their way of thinking changed, some of them stopped eating people, they wanted to be better; they got to be human beings, got to be real human beings. Others kept eating… just like how insects evolved into fish, then birds, then mammals until they were humans; but some didn't evolve, and they're still insects to this very day. Now to a real human being, what a shame a cannibal is, maybe more of a shame than an insect is to a mammal, much, much more.


	"Confucius said, 'father may eat own son.' That was a long time ago. But who would've thought, since God made this world, they kept eating people till Confucius’s time. Then from Confucius they kept eating them till the last emperor. Then from the last emperor they kept eating till Wolfcub Village. Last year, they executed someone in the city. There was a guy with diabetes in the crowd, he dipped a piece of bread in the blood and ate it for medicine.


	"They want to eat me. By yourself, you can't do anything about it, but why have you got to be in on it too? These cannibals, what wouldn't they do? If they could eat me, they could eat you too. Inside the same group, they still eat each other. But if only we turned around, if only we changed ourselves, then everyone could live in peace. Even though things have always been how they are, we can still be extra good to each other today. Yes,  why not? Brother, you remember a couple days ago, your peasants wanted a rent reduction but you refused…"


	At first he just snickered at what I was saying, then his eyes got cruel. Whenever you show these people up, their faces turn cold. There was a big crowd outside the gates, Chow and his dog were there too, they stuck their heads inside and tried to squeeze in. Some of them I couldn't see very well, as if they had bags over their heads, others had the same green faces and long teeth, laughing with twisted mouths. I knew they were all part of it, they were all cannibals. But I'd also realized, they were very different inside. One group thinks, this is how it always was, you have to eat people; another kind knows you shouldn't eat people and wants to eat them anyway, but they're afraid of being shown up; when they listen to me, they get pissed, though they snicker with their hands over their mouths.


	By then, my brother was pissed too, he yelled real loud,


	"Get out! What, never seen a lunatic before?!!"


	That's when I realized another trick of theirs. Not only do they not want to change, but they've got plans way in advance. So I get to be the lunatic. Later when they eat me, not only will nothing happen, but they'll even give them the thumbs-up. When the peasants said they ate that "big crook", that's exactly how they did it. It's their old formula!


	Old Chen came up to me, real pissed too. He couldn't shut my mouth, I just had to tell all those people,


	"You can change, change from the bottom of your hearts! You should know: Someday, there'll be no room in this world for cannibals.


	"If you don't change yourselves, you'll eat yourselves to extinction. Even if you have babies, you'll be wiped out by the real human beings, like how they shoot wolves! Like how they stomp on insects!"


	Old Chen kicked all those people out. My brother went away too, who knows where. Old Chen got me to go back in the house. The whole house was dark and gloomy. The beams and pillars were shaking over my head. They shook and got huge and piled on top of me.


	Heavy, so heavy… I couldn't move. They wanted me to die. I knew they really weren't that heavy, I struggled free, sweating all over. But I had to say it,


	"You've got to change now, change from the bottom of your hearts! You should know: Someday, there'll be no room for cannibals…"





------------------------


	The sun doesn't come out, the door doesn't open, two meals a day.


	I pinch the chopsticks and think about my brother: I know it was because of him my sister died. My sister was just five back then, her lovely, poor face is still in front of my eyes. My mother couldn't stop crying, but he asked her not to cry. Maybe since he ate her himself, he thought crying would be too much… if anything could still be too much…


	My brother ate my sister… whether or not my mother knew, I have no idea.


	I think my mother did know. She just didn't want to talk about it, since she was crying. She probably thought it was how things should be. I remember when I was little, lounging on the porch, my brother said if the elders get sick, the son should cut off a piece of his flesh, boil it and serve it to them, that's a good son; my mother was there and didn't say anything. If one piece of flesh is okay, the whole body must be kosher too… but the way she cried that other day, to think of it now, how much it still hurts… that's really something else.





-------------------------


	Can't think anymore.


	For four thousand years here, from moment to moment, people have eaten people. Only today, I realized how I've also been mixed up in this. My brother is running the house. My sister had to die, why couldn't she have ended up at dinner, unknowingly served to us.


	Why couldn't I, not knowing it, have eaten pieces of my sister…


	With four thousand years of cannibalism behind me, I never realized, I realize now: It's hard to find a real human being!





-------------------------


	Maybe there are still children who haven't eaten people, somewhere out there?


	Save the children…














