Mission Statement 

At some point in my life I noticed that all of my friends and acquaintances shared quite an unusual quality: they were all unusual. To be more precise, they where all freaks. They included, at that point, an adult woman who collected wooden swords and walked the streets of 20th- and 21st-century Tel-Aviv dressed as if it was still the outskirts of 11th-century Jaffa (the costume also included the aforementioned swords, of course). They also included a teenager who invested all his money into making songs, which sounded like someone reading from a KGB torture manual while feeding a working chainsaw into an industrial meat grinder. There was also a schoolteacher obsessed with sex and a cute girl who cut her arms for fun (OK, there were several girls like that, some of whom enjoyed drinking blood, too. And no, I’ve met them in broad daylight and they all did cast a shadow). And there where many, many others…

At any rate, my mother, mentioned in this book as The Sleeping One (q.v.) suggested I should write a book about all those weirdoes. I still don’t know really why I agreed. One thing for sure: there are plenty of people who would be interested, a big marketing niche, if you will. It would be read with great interest with all those people who don’t eat pens, wear medieval clothes, cut themselves with straight razors for fun or stockpile AK-47’s. All those, ahem, normal people.

Obviously, some of the people in the book would not be satisfied with the way I described them. And I sure don’t want to be chased around with a razor (much less an AK-47). So I’ll use made-up names to protect the innocent, guilty, or stupid*. However, because anybody who has half a brain and knows these people will recognize them, I have one thing to tell them: have a sense of humor. Remember, I’m not doing this to attack you. I’m doing this for fun.

I also realize that this is the kind of reality that is foreign to most normal people. So I will arrange this book as a sort of “Encyclopedia of Freaks”, in alphabetic order, with explanation of the unfamiliar terms in the end. So, without further nonsense, welcome to





THE FREAK SHOW

P.S. Why “Mission Statement” and not “Introduction”, you’re asking? Well, it’s a friggin’ freak show, right?

* Being that I’m one of the freakiest freaks, I merit my own entry. See ‘Karpa, Boris’.





