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The Satanic Verses

Daniel on a bench in a small park near the ELTE’s English Department meditated over the futility of his effort to write about The Satanic Verses. And found blasphemies surfacing again: if the book was misprinted and so it was impossible to read, was the reader to blame? If the high-tech machinery - computers, or such - didn’t work, and it skipped the relevant parts how to blame the printer? Bythesametoken, if his creative skill was proving insufficient, whose fault, please was this? His, personally, or some other Personage? - Students were passing by in the garden of his doubting, among the midge-clouds and bushes of despair. Steps on the path, buddhas, and dumbs. Crying, trying Butapest. The matter of writing, Daniel reflected, was not the same cake for Dumb and Dumber. In the case of most human persons, the issue had been reproduction of acquired schemes. Of the tree of the knowledge of good and evil they shouldst not eat, and ate. Woman first, and at her suggestion man, acquired the verboten social standards, tastily apple-flavoured: the serpent brought them a value system. Enabling them, among other things, to judge Life Itself, making possible in good time all the awkward inquiries: why this? How that? To whom what? - So, out they went. - Young people smiled at his face: somebody strange from the department. Armed with books and papers, they made as if to take notes of him like some common, lowdown spooks.

    He was looking around on the bench while the students went past when he felt, once again, that dragging hook in his stomach, and he fell against the back and gasped for air. He looked around and saw the buildings of Ads lying in the north-west part of Budapest, in an enclosure surrounded by a big fence. He heard footsteps, and then around the corner came John Drew approaching this area, but spotted Daniel on the bench and halted a little way off. Daniel realized that something weird was afoot, because nobody else in the park took the slightest notice of him. In the enclosure was a small group of men. The well recognized Wheight was there, and some sort of bum from England by the outlandish name of Skort, and to complete this trinity of scum there was the star Flowertal, the one Nasady liberated, an enormous man, this one, with an ego to mach his size. The three idlers sat around a table. “That bunch of riffraff”, John Drew said. “Those could be your targets. Write about them; and their leader, too.” Daniel, for all his surprise, couldn’t conceal his disbelief. “Sir, those cavaliers - those exquisite lecturers? You don’t have to worry about them. What do you think? That Nasady’s one concept will rule all fields of art? Hundreds versus one, and the one wins? Can’t happen.” John Drew remained calm: “Keep your insults for your writings.” Astonished Daniel continued. “A revolution of homosexuals, immigrants, and foreigners... wow, sir. I’m really scared.” John Drew looked carefully at the staring boy. “Yes”, he answered, “that’s right, you should be afraid. Get writing, please, and I expect this composition to be your masterpiece.” Daniel gasped, choked. “But they are a waste of my, my small talent...” He sees that he has said too much. “Do as you’re told,” are John Drew’s last words to him. “You have no choice.” Than the scene faded and to his own emphatically expressed astonishment, I can’t believe I’m doing this, emptying my heart to some stranger I feel close to, I’m not like this, you know, he began to think aloud.

“Life is so easy for some people,” he said. “For me, it may always be a struggle - I want to understand it too damn much.” 

      The essay was waiting for him, growing impatient with the days passing by. It wanted the story, his story. It wanted to be created to fly alone in the face of people. Do you know how it feels, he wanted to ask, to be left entirely alone with your private little pursuit of the self, between cultures and outside history - all alone in every possible aspect. “I wanted to write about the question of identity”, he said, “because that’s what the novel is really about. All characters are in search for their true self. Locked up in an alien environment, they oscillate between two cultures, in pursuit for their non-existent cultural and individual identity. They seek their own capabilities in terms of race, intellect, sexuality, or creative powers. They all go through some kind of metamorphoses, changing into a new being, finding out their boundaries and limits. Boundaries that are far more wider than those of any political state or cultural unity, and limits that are not bound by any geographical feature. They transcend reality by going further than their physical, political, and cultural environment would allow, giving ground for the supernatural to manifest itself - they open up themselves to the beyond.”

     That was a laugh. Even before eventually sitting down to writing he begun to suffer from the incapability of expressing his ideas about things. Although he had for many months concealed the information about his venture in the Himalayas, trying to distance his thoughts from the overwhelming feeling of being opposed to that beyond, he could no longer keep away; the pictures kept distracting his mind. The snowy peaks and crystal clear skies, billions of stars crowning my head spinning from the lack of oxygen, making me feel I could look right through space into whatever lay beyond. Mountains do take away a part of the soul. - How could I ever possibly explain that I understand what Rushdie is talking of. How could I ever possibly explain That I can talk of things too, but not about them. How could I ever possibly explain, that I am too between many cultures, in search of my identity, and open to that beyond too.


       Restraint was not for Daniel. Maybe, if John had ever complained; if just once he’d said, I though I was getting a standard university essay but these days I am procuring pieces of thoughts; if he’d ever given him discouragement! - then maybe he’d have desisted, why not, of course he would; so it was his fault, for having no aggression, what kind of teacher was it who didn’t insult his radical student? - In truth, it was entirely possible that Daniel would have failed to control his disobedient essay writing even if Jack had come up with the required imprecations and entreaties; but since he did not, he went on, content to dump the whole blame for his style on him.

       As a matter of fact, once he had put the blame on him and started opening up, he found that there were a number of other matters he needed to tell; and found, too, his tongue for it. What happened? This: during Daniel’s brief but extensive years in university (which, one may as well point out, had seem to grow longer and longer since he started it) definitely, unmistakably have been - by about the eighty percent of it, - a complete waste of time.

     In the interest of the strictest accuracy, one should add that, this applies to all - including the ones not accredited (patriotism forbids the publication of explicit details), - the institutions of study, let us leave it at that, that he has ever been a member of.

     Be that as it may: it transpired that the optimism that he had for being a highly educated man had been ill founded, because within months of his university education he found that his creative skills were consciously trained to diminish and be replaced by scientifically justified methods and schemes, under the title of ‘the right way of doing things’. Noticing that this was perfectly adaptable by most of the professional colleagues, of whom many have already started applying it to judge Life Itself, he found himself more and more isolated in his quest for the self.

       It was so, it was not, that as Daniel Tarr’s incarceration in the position of a university student and the ELTE university lengthened into months and years, it became impossible not to notice that his condition was worsening steadily. His creative skills (notwithstanding their unique and unobserved diminution) have grown both tedious and methodical. He had developed a computerized system of easy data processing, a disorienting development in one’s case where never before had been much plagiarism before; indeed, he was growing more and more systematic all over his writing skills, and have even exploited, with the help of other professionals, a system of paper retaliation which obliged him to abandon the writing of any material out of his own head. The distress engendered in him by his continuing metamorphoses into some class of an automatic robot - the university graduate.

How the news got out (for there were no people in the know, because their ignorance rendered them unworthy): he begun to get some reassurance. Just before he decided to act against his metamorphoses into something deterioratedly artificial and leave for the country of shimmering snow and halloos, there came a strange turn in his career. It seemed that in spite of all his wrong-doing, weakness, guilt - in spite of his humanity he was getting another chance...
