

   


   


   


   


  The  Bungalow Chat


   


  By Kaj Bernhard Genell


   


   


  On this chilly evening in May, the stormy sky lingered over my small, hard-earned vacation bungalow with all its deepening darkness. It was a three-room, one-story wooden building located secluded on an almost uninhabited peninsula by the name of “Monastery” in Onsala, Sweden, which protruded straight out in the North Sea, on a meadow in a small valley, close to a mountain crevice, tenderly protected by a grove of giant Contorta pines.


  My house was solitary and was placed on a small, flat, grass-covered area twenty feet above sea level.


  My longtime friend, the philosophy doctoral student Leiris, was visiting me. He was a tall, slim fellow in his thirties, intellectually marked by energy and a rare stubbornness. He rarely gave up an ideological position, regardless of the subject.


  Leiris and I were sitting in two broad fauteuils in the spacious main room, looking through the two large perspective windows out over the low wooden terrace and the rough sea beyond, over which the moon occasionally shimmered, kindly peeking out among the shreds of clouds drifting across the lead-gray sky. Two seagulls sat on the terrace railing and politely conversed with each other, just like Leiris and I, while their feathered coats were alternately ruffled up or smoothed down against their backs. It was very wet outside after the spring rain. The rain had also formed hordes of tiny droplets on the window glass of the newly built cabin, giving the nighttime view of the rolling North Sea outside the windows a fragmented, shattered, and almost pockmarked appearance.


  After a while, the two seagulls seemed to turn their attention towards us. Soon, they were sitting completely still in the wind and the increasingly cold spring twilight outside, staring more and more intently at us as if trying to put a spell on us. Their eyes appeared in this venture as black as freshly polished coal.


  Leiris' face, finely sculpted under his short-cropped light hair, was partially lit only by the old brass Strindberg lamp in front of us on the low coffee table between us. He leaned back in the large IKEA wicker chair, equipped with a gigantic light pink pillow, and wrapped the blanket around his legs, as it was also unusually chilly indoors this evening. Perhaps it would drop below freezing tonight. The wind occasionally bit into the simple roof tiles of the low one-story house, which did not seem to enjoy being here in the archipelago environment but appeared to have been designed and built to stand beside a sheltered field in the countryside quietly.


  "A cup of coffee?" I wondered out loud in a light voice, sitting in an identical wicker chair to the one Leiris had sat in. It creaked homely of bamboo. One had to chase away the chill with Nordström's coffee, which we used to drink with chocolate biscuits.


  Leiris' face was like a closed mask that evening. In reality, I knew almost nothing about Leiris. It was strange, considering we had talked so much to each other over the past two years. Yes, we had intense one-on-one conversations about ethics and the environment almost every week. But perhaps that was it, that we were both so absorbed in our essential subjects that we neglected to talk about our more immediate problems, deeper feelings, existential hope, and despair. Perhaps it was time for some of this to surface and establish itself in our relationship? At least, that's what the long silence revealed, the silence that Leiris - after casting a hasty glance at my face over the coffee cup - now broke after dismissively waving away the small Chinese steel coffee pot I had raised next to his ceramic mug. The mug was blue.


  "Well, just a thought," Leiris said, "that I just had an idea I am fascinated and also a little concerned about, and which has nothing to do with our project...."


   


  "Sounds interesting," I said. ( Those were the things we often said to each other because we were good friends, generous, and wished to make the most of life...)


  Leiris stared out into the night with his small gray, incredibly sharp eyes, through the wet glass pane, over the railing with seagulls, and out towards the North Sea, where the rather big waves were being torn apart by their own flight and seemed to dance and die in a sort of vain swaying, appealing for a merciful rest. But no relief seemed to come from the sky—only a cold, gusty northwesterly wind.


  "Yes," said Leiris, "what if certain things exist and exist, at least partially, in a strange, formidable elusiveness so that they, in their invisible DNA, have a method to avoid any detection by the human scientific method completely? What if certain living things have chosen to form themselves as undetectable to others.”


  "How can that be?" I said in a plain voice, partly because I actually didn't quite understand.


  "Well," Leiris slowly said. "Sorry for expressing myself so sloppily. I mean, to be clearer, is it not entirely possible that, evolutionarily in the infinite universe, it might have long favored certain types of beings if these, through numerous civilizations and eons of time, gradually evolved into completely invisible creatures, unable to be detected by the scientific method. Human civilizations, by habit, and because it benefits their growth, tend to emphasize exactly that method as the key to knowledge... and other forms of existence may have swiftly adjusted to this situation."


  "Aha," I said, suddenly more fascinated.


  Now, it suddenly became darker and darker in the sky over the sea. Suddenly, through the cracks in the window, a sharp scent of rancid and blooming seaweed and rotten herring penetrated the room. It was now ten o´clock and dark outside. The house's timber creaked and groaned, and the crescent moon disappeared over the North Sea. At the same time, we both all of a sudden could, as in a nightly vision, observe an old steamship steaming northward among the minute islands quite centrally in our field of view, illuminated by various colored lanterns on the mast, bow, and stern, as well as with lights on in some portholes below deck.


  Leiris glanced in my direction.


  "Do you understand what this means?" he asked, kind of ominously.


  "Yes, yes," I said, "of course, but surely it would be improbable for something to go to great lengths to protect its existence by, so to speak, creating a shield against the human, or for that matter, any higher intelligence's scientific method? It seems a little far-fetched to me. "


  "Of course, I agree," said Leiris.


  "Unlikely. Highly unlikely. But oh, so clever! And unexpected. And highly possible.", he added.


  Now, a few meters below the small coastal house I owned and loved, my wooden spiritual retreat, the waves surged up at a tremendous speed, and the sky darkened in a greenish-gray shade; the moon vanished, along with the view of the lantern-lit ship and then the two seagulls, who actually screamed, as if in pain when they lifted off from the slippery railing of my terrace and then disappeared into the darkness as by magic. The rain began pouring down heavily once again.


  And this time, the rain was massive, and no joke, actually, almost nail-shaped. It seemed darker and heavier than any other rain I've seen, as if it rained crude oil, although it was mostly water. 


  "You mean that there is something out there constantly laughing at the scientific method and us, and that might have all kinds of tricks up its sleeve, just because we are so ingrained to believe that everything can be detected by the scientific method, human observation, and categorized and understood through controlled experiments?", I put forth while glancing eerily through the glass panes.


   


  Leiris grabbed the small, lead-free, blue ceramic mug and emptied the remaining lukewarm coffee in one gulp. His intelligent and animated face broke into a smile. "Yes, it's incredible!" he almost shouted. "I am stunned that I haven't thought of it before!" He hit the armrest of the wicker chair repeatedly. 


  "It's not that strange," I said reassuringly, without knowing what I meant by these words, as I tried to catch sight of the ship that had rolled so comfortably before our eyes before but now disappeared in the general rain, "because no one else has thought of it either - as far as I know..."


  "It's so clever! It is such a clever form of existence!” Leiris almost shouted. His face, which generally was rather pale, had turned red. “What does it mean? That something is using their existence to swim around in our existence, and that something might be sitting on your shoulder and mine, too, right now, laughing at our futile attempts to grasp what creates and controls our lives fundamentally. And while we grope among all our theories of the universe and of evolution, this invisible, elusive being always beforehand knows everything that happens, has the keys in its hand, so to speak, as it constantly in its secret dimension walks around and jingles with those, even though we can't hear the slightest sound of these secret instruments!" 


  Now, almost nothing could be seen outside the window on the storm-stricken night in my coastal cottage. When I stood up and walked the few steps to the window to try to discern something, I could only see enormous, swaying, creaking clusters, the bending giant pines that stood on the grass on both sides of the sea view from my lakeside plot. Perhaps they were about to fall now that the wind was picking up?


   


  "It's really picking up." Leiris now also said, who thus, at least momentarily, let go of his metaphysical pondering and theorizing. It seemed like it, anyway.


   "Oh my god, now the storm is really taking hold.”, I said, looking for my purple corduroy jacket, where I carried my wallet and medication for my blood pressure, to put on.


  Leiris´ face was stern.


  "Look at the waves!" I shouted in response to the noise, slipping in, buttoning my corduroy jacket, and smoothing my mustache. The waves now seemed to be getting closer in the darkness. We suddenly heard them crashing against the small lake terrace, distorting the small flowerbeds, as coast magnolias splashed up towards the large glass windows. "It shouldn't be blowing like this, should it?!" I said, standing up and throwing off my small green fleece blanket, decorated with black cats. I went back into the main room to find the switch for the ceiling lamp when the wind grabbed hold of the house so firmly that it moved with a giant "SCHKREEEEK," about half a meter inland, toward the side of a granite cliff.


   


  The furniture was being tossed around, the glass in the windows shattered into tiny shards, the roof bent downwards towards the kitchen, and the electricity disappeared completely. After the gust of wind, we were now sitting panting in our wicker chairs in the wind, in the wreckage of what once was my lovely holiday home, the bungalow I had always dreamed of since childhood, and which had been my secluded workspace in recent years. I had raised the money for it by winning a significant academic scholarship from a semi-governmental foundation.


   


  "Look what you've destroyed!!" I screamed, furious with anger, at Leiris, who, bleeding from a gash on his head from flying window glass, held onto his head and dabbed it with his handkerchief. 


  "Yes, that's really smart, isn't it!" Leiris shouted back in the wind and noise. "Look how it's trying to KILL us now, too!" he yelled, looking furious.


  "Yeah, no kidding!!" I shouted and searched my memory for the last place I had hidden my gun. Was it in the alcove, or did I have it in my trench coat, my favorite trench coat, in the hallway...?


  "Why did you have to go digging into life's secrets, you vain fool!? Don´t you understand that it HEARD you?!" 


   


  Leiris rushed around wildly, laughing in the chaos among the broken furniture, soaking wet from the rain whipping into the damaged bungalow, where an inferno and a horrible noise had now been unleashed in the darkness. It blared from the sky, the sea, and the trees torn from the small coastline. Loose stones rattled. A thunderstorm of apocalyptic size, you could say!


   


  However, my small and perky car was still standing in the backyard. I saw it in a glimpse from the kitchen window, which had also been torn open and was banging in the swaying building that threatened to fall about entirely.


  "The car! Let's take the car!" I said, and I rushed towards the kitchen door leading to the back and the small parking lot enclosed by ivy-covered shutters. Leiris grabbed a raincoat hanging in the hallway and ran after me. I grabbed my oversized sepia-colored trench coat. Once outside, next to the car, we could see the whole catastrophe. My house was now roofless, several trees had fallen, most of the vegetation was gone, and we suddenly realized we couldn't drive anywhere. 


  Pines were blocking the road, and the rain whipped our bodies, clothing, and faces. At the same time, the sky roared and rumbled above us. The giant black clouds rolled relentlessly, like a vast celestial waterfall over the land. An eerie sight I had never seen before and would probably never see again. The clouds had the shape of giant hands, and one could hear everywhere, almost in one's own marrow, how the whole world was shaking in its joints.


  "Such a damn fuss just because I put forth a theory!" Leiris now shouted into my left ear, with a strange, proud irritation, as we leaned against the broken, useless car, a small green Audi. "Take back the theory then!!" I shouted back, using my full lungs, staggering forward and drooling, and rubbing my left leg, which had somehow been injured in the escape.


  "You can't do that!" Leiris shouted back - even louder - as he tried to button his borrowed raincoat and wipe water from his torn and bloody face. The storm seemed to show no sign of abating—instead, the opposite.


  "Yes, you can!!" I yelled. Then I thought quietly, if only I could silence Leiris now, and perhaps everything would return to normal forever.


  Yes, maybe it was like that, that if only I could remove Leiris from existence, then the invisible, undetectable powers would calm down and return to seclusion. But then it struck me almost immediately that it didn't matter if Leiris was gone. Because now, not only did Leiris know the truth, but I did too.


  So it did not matter what I did.


  I sank into the wet grass, my grass, on my property, next to the car. Leiris frowned.


  "What's wrong?" he asked sympathetically, looking down at me, surprised at my sudden silence. 


  "You never know what the end will look like. I NEVER thought that the end would be like THIS!" I said pitifully, thinking that maybe, as an individual, I had some responsibility here...


  If I picked up the revolver and now shot Leiris and then shot myself, maybe this whole storm would calm down and leave the rest of the world alone, at least until another person with Leiris' genius came up with the formidable revelation. Maybe I could give the world and its inhabitants some respite?


  I now unlocked the firearm in my pocket with my right hand.


  "Oh, pull yourself together!" Leiris shouted and lifted me from the ground. "You're not SUPERSTITIOUS, or are you!!??"


  At that very moment, when I was about to take out the revolver, the rain suddenly stopped as if by magic, and the moon reappeared, the crescent moon, once again shining, and after fifteen or twenty minutes, we could calmly walk around in the night, exploring the rubble in the island garden and inspecting the devastation after the wild storm.


   


   "What an absolutely horrendous storm!" Leiris stuttered, pointing to the twisted remnants of the red leaded chimney funnel from the kitchen roof, lying next to us on the lawn. Leiris had finally managed to bandage his head with some plastic tape he found.


  "Yeah, it must be … climate change..." I said wryly and unsure, trembling from fatigue, looking out towards the sea, where the large ship seemed to have dropped anchor in the middle of the bay, hoisting its lanterns on the masts and along the deck, and even arranging a flag display from bow to stern as if there was some celebration going on.


   I rubbed my sore neck.


  A seagull tiptoed on stiff, healthy legs next to us on what was left of my grass rug and intermittently and curiously stared up at our respective pale faces and somewhat condescendingly noted how the fear of death seemed to slowly and tentatively disappear from the two of us. Leiris and I, with cautious smiles, sought to regain our human dignity. I secured the ridiculously misshapen pistol in my right trench coat pocket. I let it sink through the hole in the lining – into the reign of secluded oblivion - and burst out into a laughing cry that made me rock and shake all over my body.
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