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Then Tel recalled that 206 is 1 of the indices 
of the series: 

�ƒ��n/n! = e
�ƒ��n2/n! = 2e
�ƒ��n3/n! = 5e
�ƒ��n4/n! = ??e
�ƒ��n5/n! = 52e
�ƒ��n6/n! = 206e

Tho he din’t have his textbooks or a calculator 
to verify this. He thought it was cool cuz 206 
is the rayshow of muon mass/electron mass + if he 
knew more about partickle psychics maybe the rest 
would fit. Then he muses on about the # 2 + how todo 
comes in pairs. Maybe if our # system was base-2 All  
these #s wd make sense + the reason 4 All  
this cunfusion is cuz sum idiot ages ago figured 
10 seemed a reasonable # to base hour #’ing 
system on, since we got 10 digits. Right? Good 
thing he weren’t no leper or we’d really be 
cunfused! And too bad he weren’t no 2-toed sloth 
cuz then we’d be true mashenes.

Back to realidad—-Tel woke up + wint to get sum 
salteñas. The dude said eran de verdura but they 
also had all sorts of gross animal partes. Tel 
spent most of the day dealing w/ burrocratic 
B.S. trying to get a flight home [we’ll spare 
u the bloody d-tails]. Then he went to the 
mercado de las brujas w/ the “other Derek” 
[actually every 1 called Tel the “other Derek” 
since most met the other Derek 1st]. The ℝeel 
Derek was a trip, total waste case, not so far 
off from Keanu Reeves in Bill + Ted’s Excellent 
Adventure (1989), but much grungier. The Indian 
women were freaking out over his dreads + he 
was explaining (in glish) that “it was, like, 
an accidente,” that he like din’t have shampoo 
+ his hares just started to get all natty. This 
did little to alleviate their confusion. The 
other Derek’s a geology major (but took a year 
off cuz he couldn’t deal). We kept running into 
these funny old men selling fossils + stones + 
arrowheads + other Derek is all “whoa, check 
out the trilobites man, trippy, they’re like 
totally Paleolithic. And these arrowheads are 
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fensidar... Sweeeeeeet!” And everything to him 
is ______ head. Tel said he didn’t like wool + 
other Derek goes, “u mean u ain’t a wool-head? 
That’s cool, i still dig u, man.”

Fizzickly Tel feels much bedder except it’s 
still impossible to walk 1 block w/o being 
toetally out of breath, the norm at these 
altitudes. Other Derek + him got sum coca leaves 
+ banana ash (quina). The ash helps to liberate 
the alkaloid (cocaine). Pony 10 leaves in yo 
boca + let em soak for a few minutos then put a 
pinch of ash between yo cheek + gum. At 1st tastes 
like bitter shit til sum reaction happens + hit 
tastes kinda minty. Yr mouth goes numb then u 
get a generule sense of well-bean, insensitive 
to pane, cold, hunger, angziety + generule 
hardship... or so they ssey. It did give Tel 
mor enurgey walking a round + maid his dolor de 
cabeza go away + he was feeling not bad, but 
maybe he’s just acclimatizing? He dint feel hit 
impaired his ℝealidad at All + he din’t feel amped 
or nada. Mientras tonto otro Derek’s going-— 
”shit this sucks, freebasing’s the onely weigh 
to go” in his crass Amerikin waste-case drawl. 
Luckily other Derek ignored all the offers for 
cocaine, marijuana, narcoticos, etc. that was 
bean whispered to us left + rite in hushed 
tones, along w/ offers to exchange dollhairs, 
get chicas, donkey rides, etc. Sleazy street 
hustlers por todos partes. At least other Derek 
had sense enough to live up to his mantra: 
“anything gose, just don’t sniff it up your 
nose, doooood!” 

It was around this time that Tel figgered 
out dat the best weigh to wash yo ropa is to 
just wear ‘em into the shower, that weigh u 
can effectively scrub the parts u know is 
dirty. Felt kind of weird tho, walking into 
shower fully clothed.    

Adaptid June 14 [1991]--
La Paz don’t conjure up n imedge of peace. 

There’s soldiers por todos partes w/ mashene 
guns + bazookas, running in troop formation + 
staking out coroners. Y’erday we saw a fight, 
2 guys beating the living shit out of 1 another 
+ when people tried to break it up the large 
crowd of observers told them not to innerfear. 
Then Telemachus was walking down the street 
minding his one bizness when this guy throws 
his arms around him like he tripped, but duh 
it was toetilly obvius. Dare was nada in Tel’s 
pockets to take. Then sum drunk man staggered 
into the main drag halting traffic + causing 
an axident. He twirled round + passed out in 
front of a bus, his head hitting the ground 
w/ a loud thud. Todo mundo on the sidewalk 
laughed, eventually a policeman pulled him 

to the side + left him there. Tel also saw a 
guy right in front of him get hit by a slow-
moving van. He just bounced off w/ a thud + 
kept walking. Then Tel wrote more stuff about 
military paraids + his travel arrangements + 
how the agent he was working with was sweet 
on him + he wanted to aks her out on a date. 

Then Tel left La Paz on a bus twards Peru, 
going up + up back to snow level at 5,000 
meters. Brilliant vistas of lake Titicaca + 
isla del sol, where the sun was sposedly born, 
giving rise to the Incan ppl. And the snow-
capped Andes + Illimani. The bus stopped in 
Copacabana for over an hour where Telemachus 
ate a “most excellent” trucha w/ arroz + 
papas. Then we hit the Peruvian frontear-—
the bus kept stopping everywhere annoying the 
Limeño turistas. Then Bolivian emigration + 
exit customs, Peruvian immigration + aduana. 
Each time they took all our bags down + 
every 1 freaked out making sure they kept an 
eye on them. Then change dinero... Tel gave 
her $20 + got 16,000,000 Intis... “fucking 
millionaire!” he figured. It’s impossible to 
keep track of what’s what--u halve to count  
All the zeros... + to think they still got 10 
inti notes (i.e. 1/10,000 of a ¢ent). 
In 1986 there was 17 intis to $1 US dollhair  
“  1989   “    8,000   “   “   “    “ 
“  1990   “   62,000   “   “   “    “  
“  1991   “  852,000   “   “   “    “  
... + Tel thought Mexico was bad [he lived 
there in 1982]! The next part of the ride 
along the lake was mesmerizing (we now halve 
a window seat). In most plazes la costa no is 
very destink + has reeds growing far out into 
the hogwah + up onto land. Era expansive flat 
stretches near the shores where most of the 
population conglomerated. Como encountering 
the Incan civilization for the 1° tempo. And 
a major grazing culture. Every 1 does their 
thing. They grow this type of grass, sometimes 
sweeping it up into bundles that dot the planes 
[draws pic]. They have sheep for wool, cows + 
pigs for food, burros for transport + llamas 
for tradition. All grazing juntos. They don’t 
seam to halve land ownership even tho All 
tierra is in terraced plots. If they do we 
can’t imagine how they keep track of who’s 
livestock is whose. No fences except occasional 
precariously stacked stoned walls. 

We got to Puno + todo mundo started 
panicking when the bags were loaded off the 
roof. “Cuidado por favor!” “Don’t take your 
eyes off it, honey.” And the local Peruvians 
crowded around hustling the gringos for lack 
of anything bedder to do. 1 type followed 
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Tel all the weigh into the hotel + wanted to 
come up to his room to sell him tren tickets, 
tours to the islas, ruinas, etc. All the 
bad reports Tel had herd a bout Peru made  
him totally paranoid. And cholera! Reports of 
it port todos partys. Sum chica tried to sell 
him chiclets + chocolate + he barked “no!” + 

she looked dejected + walked away + Tel felt bad 
cuz she was really cute so he flagged her down 
+ said lo siento. She wanted to sell 1 pack for 
25,000, 2 por 300,000 + 3 por 200,000 so Tel had 
to teach her how to add. [followed by a dozen 
or so more pages of equations + derivations w/ 
postcards sandwitched between:]

Puno —> Cuzco, June 17. [1991] 
Now we’re flyin’ thru the Altiplano de perU 
on this here train-o. S-o S. S-o S ℝeal... 
s-o camino, dat is. Domingo we woke + went 
to Uros isla. Complete turist trap but where 
Ls can 1 see “floating i-lands” where actual 
peepole live? There was onely 4 or 5 other 
turistas so it weren’t so bad. We just ain’t 
shore these ppl wd live out here if it weren’t 
for the gringos. The boat out took about un 
hora, thru swampy reeds + brilliant green-
blue hogwah. We got to the dock (also made 
of bulrush reeds) + stepped onto soggy land. 
Actually the i-lands ain’t really “floating” 
bud dead reeds piled in about 6 ft of water 
witch D-K to form an earthy oreganic base + 
the inhabitants just keep piling moss + moss 
by their bootstraps. Todo s made of totora, 
the ground, houses, toto. It’d be hard to 

hurt yourself it’s all so suave. Good plaze 
for insane spastics, except for the drowning 
factor. When we arrived, there was a sporting 
event going on, stocky girls running around 
on squishy reeds playing volleyball. They’re 
hole society revolves around these bulrush 
reeds, they also eat ‘em, along w/ fish + 
ducks. They use totora as firewood + make cool 
boats out of them that sum kid took us for a 
ride in. 

[...]
Things are changing now, we’re going down, 

after being at 14,500 ft + there’s actually 
trees. “S-O = the tempo + S-O = the record of 
the time... + espaci/o”. Then Tel writes dat 
trains reveil the true nature of space-time + 
the life living a dentrow. Then he d-scribes 
sum of his fellow travellers, wich we won’t 
bother to transcribe akey, x-cept to ssey  

* From “From the Air” (1981) by Laurie Anderson

* 
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____________________________________________________________________________________________
137 For clarity sake, we’ll set Max = Buck, a.k.a. Malachi Mulligan—friend + fellow student of Deadalus (in Ulysses) + Joycean equivalent to 
Peisistratus, son of Nestor, who accompanied Telemachus on his gurney to find his father (in The ODssey).

Max137 = “a James Joyce type,” clean-cut but 
w/ long hair, from England. Buck believes in 
evulotion but not that we evolved from apes + 
dat we don’t got soles. Tel’s fellow travellers 
(inklooting us) All got dare packs rapped in 
flour sacks to prevent wood-bee thieves from 
unzipping em when u ain’t looking. Sum even 
got an add’l layer of chicken-wire to keep ‘em 
from bean sliced open! Upon arrival in Cuzco, 
we all cluster like ghostbusters (safety in 
#s) preparing for battle. “Ready boys? Watch 
your flanks!” The persons bringing up the 
rear walking backwoods. We left the station 
into the chaotic horde. Tel wasn’t worried cuz 
he din’t have nada to steal in the 1st place 
except a wad of toilet paper in his pocket 
he had for emurgencies + his mochila was so 
small he wore it in front. After more mundane 
descriptions of these trustafairan travellers 
(wd be nice, right?) this journel ends.

Another journel (a green 1 that sses “Libro 
Auxiliar 80 - ED: Anotaciones varias rayado” 
on it) starts back up, in Cuzco, 20 June 1991. 
It opens w/ a “Preface note to the [illegible] 
edition” written by Malachi Mulligan137.

Now i god onership ova hr nombre (http://5cense.
com/19/626.htm)——[...] For those coming from 
The Daily Noose of 5cense.com—-hola! U r now in 
a hardbound book dat wheel probly be publiched 
come 2020 or so. 2020... crazy rite? Dat + bean 
bound b-tween paper pages [...] gitting a head 
of ourself. Premonition of nostalgia, what is. 
Rite now hit’s 3rd of March, 2019. Rome. K S un 
”ides” innyway? Et in medio mense. Metà del mess. 
Metal of the moth yo, re:volve to evolution. 
Ore evolve to molt, not so revolting, eh? Et 
tu, Brute? Biginning of d-cline of westurn 
sillyvization as we know hit + i feel fined. In 
the ℝeel moondough a Rom, preparing to shift 
back to D.C. from altered non-state of A.C. 
Penduloom swings [...] Palabra por pallbearer. 
Words for bedder or worse, thru thick + thin. 
Epic tail? Worth spilling out. Quid hoc sit. 
Perparing to no longer be in ital., ma per 
continue to scribe dentrow an udder open-ended 
level: «
[...] We’re @ the x-act pt where Telemachus 
returns (ecco io, ciao! No slave yo). Epi 15 
a’courting to our homie Homer. Joyce dint bother 
w/ dat # + 4 Us (in “SSEY’) a slight shift 
hapens sew 15 = 15 in our book, bud it’s not 
the 3rd epi in ‘SSES” ‘SSES” “SSEY’ but the 4th. 
Make ¢ents? [...] Part of the holed up is dat 
in order to right this capitolo we feel a need 

to transcribe journels from the ODssey Tel took 
in the wake of his brother, Ulysses. What’s the 
plural of Ulysses? The union generule + his sons 
+ sons of sons,... how to reef ‘er? Like how 
in Finnegans Wake he don’t use no apastrophy. 
Ulyssesses? A long line of ‘em. We carry the 
torch now, dat’s what we doing a key hoy 2 day. 
Finishing the relay race for hour airmano to 
let lie. In the prosses of tilling hisstory 
of our trip to go looking for what Ulysses was 
looking 4, 4 hour lieboro we feel inklined to 1st 
transcibe said ℝeal moondough journels from our 
personal liebury, of our journey. N Odsseyian 
gurney. Generation 2 generation. Take a blood 
sample from delta, Δ. Rate of change. Last we 
left off last november we wint from C level to 
15,000 ft, from Chile to Bolivia, June 1991. 
Our journel endid on the shores of the highest 
navigable lake in L moondough, as we crossed the 
frontier INT.o Peru. Dat’s what we doing ahora 
mismo, in prep to continue [...] Pallbearer for 
Candelabra. Liberate chi. C, we think bedder 
to inkloot prosses reveiled by rereading + 
drinking high © Kool-Aid. Whoa-indoozing. We 
dint know @ the time, stuck in L momento. Nod 2 
menshun naïve. Not @ the nave, no hay capitan. 
A frayed knot wethered to tack whatever course 
the wind takes us. Man, rereading them @ least 
is transitdental, carries u back, measured by Δ 
[...] Preparing to do hit when little due we now 
we haciendo ya, ha. Yah? The shift is on. Due we 
need inkloot hour left-field findings in ℝail 
moondough to probe hit? Oui SSEY not! Factor in 
prossesinging tempo + then [... # crunching w/
luz loopey digits like Chuck Noblet...] inkloot 
URL for bloody d-tales dat know dare writefool 
plaze in the now (stay tooned).

In his preface note to the [unintelligible] 
edition (http://5cense.com/19/627.htm)*, Buck  
Mulligan said Tel ain’t a typickle Amerikin u 
read about in a book comme ça. Dat Telemachus 
was a fellow conasewer of textiles + hand-
woven matereals + how Cuzco was primo hunt-
ing ground for mantas. But t’aint no need to 
reiterate what‘s bin made publick ya at the 
above URL—run-of-the-mill drunken escapaids 
of privileged trustafarians. After machU pic-
chU, there train got d-railed + they git stuck 
at the “delightful little shithole” of Aguas 
Calientes, the hot springs where Shirley Ma-
Claine famously had her outta Bw/Ody spearit 
quest (described in Out on a Limb (1983)-- 
huge inspiration to Penelope so Tel figgered 
he’d unchannel some of dis positive vortexual 
enurgey for hiss mum’s sake). They had nada 

Buck

--------

---->

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

* Current plan (as of  12/19/19) is to cerealize this online 1/5/20--4/30/20 followed by a print edition. 

*  

[??? knot shore watt we was thinking...]
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bedder to do than play quarters, but since 
no 1 had a US 25¢ piece they used a Peruvian 
50 centimo coin, worth ½ an Inti138, or about 
0.00000005 Amerikin ¢ents. It was Buck’s 1st 

time playing quarters (he was British + far 
from a frat boy) so on the 1st round he threw 
back the drink w/ virgin enthusiasm... + when 
he slammed the glass down the coin was gone. 
“Doooooooood,” said another Amerikin present, 
“u weren’t sposed to drink the coin! That was 
our only 1.” In his journel Telemachus din’t 
ssey mucho, but this coin-swallowing story 
was what sticks w/ us most 28 yrs later—how 
Buck (who he was sharing a hotel room with) 
sifted thru his caca cada mañana searching 
for the coin, which on top of bean worthless 
monetarily, had just before dare drinking 
game bin placed on the train tracks at Machu 
Picchu stn, adding addl incentive to recover 
said coin as a keepsake. Buck left a few dayz 
later back to the UK + Telemachus lost touch 
w/ him so he never did fined out if he recov-
ered the coinage. (If this all sounds fami-
liar to a 50-sumthing yr old Brit (real name 
Maxmillian E.) reading this, please contack 
the publicher of this book.)

Sum sorta sketchy drug deal transpired after 
that so Telemachus + an Austrian girl (who Tel 
likened to Brett in The Sun Also Rises, or 
Fiesta, as his version was titled139) dismissed 
themselves from the bar, figuring they might 
be needed if their friends got arrested. The 
other thing Tel didn’t mention in his journel—
strangely enough, as this is the kind of thing 
you’d mention in a private tell-all journel + 
not here in a book made public—is how awkword 
it was being alone in the room w/ this prim + 
proper Austrian girl (far cry from Lady Brett). 
Also not told in his journel, tho he clearly 
remembers now, is how she wanted to stop off in 
a podunk church + sit awhile in the pews. Tel 
sensed she was intrested in him, but all he can 
ssey now, besides the lack of curl in her limp 
hair, is that she smelled off. Also not shown 
is a photo of all of them eating pizza + on the 
table is a copy of Jitterbug Perfume (1985) 
by Tom Robbins, a book that Tel (embareassed 
as he is to edmit it now) had already read so 
must of bin Buck’s, the book in which Robbins 
proclaims that “love is 80% smell”. Cuz of this 
off-smelling awkwordness, Tel + not-Brett wint 
back to bail out their amigos + that‘s when 
Buck Mulligan swallowed the flattened worthless 
coin.   

The other thing he niglected to ssey in his 
journel is how he tried guinea pig on a stick 
(he was vegetarian at the time), he destinkly 
remembers being disgusted by little pieces of 
cowlicked hare still clinging to the skin + how 
bad he felt chucking the uneaten guinea pig 
popsickle (minus 1 bite just to ssey he tried 
it) behind a shrub in Plaza de Armas, Cuzco. 

Buck jetted back to the UK w/ the specie 
in his belly, but the rest of them ended up 
witnessing sum sorta summer solstice fiesta at 
“Sexy Woman” that involved sacrifcing a llama 
+ eating it’s heart, which thankfooly was NOT 
ℝoyal... a cheesey re-enactment, tho if u google 
around now you’ll see 1s at the (Copa,) Copa Ca-
bana (that the “other Derek” attended) that were 
more royaaall. Even if the Sexy Woman 1 wasn’t 
“ℝeal” the llama din’t know the Δiffrence. 

Much of Tel’s journel is cunsoomed by travel 
arrangements, finding his weigh home. In order 
to do so he had to fly thru Lima + stay there 
longer then he wanted to + of course he got 
robbed at gunpoint, but again we won’t bore u 
w/ the d-tales hear as we already posted this on 
Inurnet (The Daily Noose post #627). There were 
also the 4 Penelopean “chicas Diosas” who he 
never hooked up with, but faithfully fended off 
would-be suitors (in ODsseyian spearit).

It’s also worth menshunning here, conside-
ring the context of this book—for the most 
part about substance abuse + a diction—is 
how up to this pt (b-sides a few experimenta-
tions in his early teens) Telemachus had been 
a strict strait-edged punk. When he went on 
this trip he broke the mold, leaving LAX for 
the South Pacific (see pg 247) they offered 
free drinks so Tel got a Kiwi lager (it was 
Air New Zealand), why not? It was free, he was 
on vacation. This is how habits form, reward 
mechanisms. At 1st he had the occassional beer 
in a bar so he could meat fellow travellers 
+ now he’s staggering around the dark arcades 
of Cuzco at 3 a.m. w/ a belly full of chicha + 
pisco sours, surrounded by shady men clutching 
planks or waking up w/ strangers not knowing 
how he got there. He did have sense enough tho 
to abstain from drugs, at least 1s illegal in 
Sur America where they could land u in jail. 
And for this hole year of travel he never so 
much as kissed a girl (tho there were ample op-
portunities + he wasn’t against the idea). He 
was just saving himself for the rite 1.

B-sides being robbed at gun point in Lima, 
he also cruised around more w/ 2 of the 4 chicas ____________________________________________________________________________________________

138 A few days after Tel left Peru, the nuevo sol (“new sun”) was adopted, replacing the inti at an exchange rate of a 1,000,000 to 1. Thus: 1 new 
sol = 1,000,000 inti = 1,000,000,000 old soles (the currentsea before the inti).
139 See pg  95 of vol I for Ulysses’ version of the story.

[??? knot shore watt we was thinking...]
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diosas (ƒuries, u cd ssey), but mostly he was 
trying to find a weigh home. No EZ feet in 
an economy fueled by Colombian cocaine + hoose 
sun-derived140 currentsea was tanking at an 
astronomical rate. 

In his downtime he moved on from The Sun 
Also Rises to Witches of Eastwick (speaking of 
ƒuries) + finding strings for his armadillo 
shell charango in out of the weigh barrios, 
where he kept his credit card + plane tickets 
stuffed down his pantalones. The travel agent 
was far from the cute 1 in La Paz he was tempted 
to ask out. She told him he couldn’t reroute 
his Existing ticket (from Buenos Aires to Mi-
ami), no souprize. After ½ a day of phoning + 
running around, she got it straitened out + Tel 
hands over his VISA witch they din’t x-cept, a 
cash-only travel agent. So he needed to get $439 
dollhares in effectivo. After standing in line 
in 3 hectic bancos full of police, we’re direct-
ed to 1 where we can take out money w/ a visa. 
After going thru security + pawning his passport 
as collateral, they clipped a special pass to 
his holey T-shirt, then up to the 3rd floor where 
he was led to a slimey banker type w/ a dirty 
hairpiece. Ends up he could only take dinero out 
in intis. The exchange was 830 (as opposed to 
840 en las calles) +  Tel had to pay 3½ % on top 
of dat. “No hay manera de sacar dinero en doll-
hares, siñore.” The sole weigh was to launder 
the dollhares on the streets. He was escorted 
to the vault + given 415,000,000 intis, all in 
5,000,000 inti notes as there din’t Exist nada 
mas grande, so a big wad of effectivo, an inch 
thick brick, witch Tel had a hard time stuffing 
down his pantalones, not to mention counting it 
to make sure it was all there. Con crotch padded 
w/ intis he walked thru sketchy streets back to 
the travel agent only to discover they  din’t 
halve dat much dinero to change, even tho he 
wasn’t changing, he was buying. No importa. He 
went back out to the money laundering street, 
he aksed for spacific derections but the agent 
laughed + said he’d know when he got dare + sure 
enough 1 calle had all these handmaidens loiter-
ing around w/ wads of clean dollhairs in hand, 
chanting “dollares, dollares,...” Tel asked 1 
maiden el cambio + she sized up his bulge + 
said 850, as did the next... this was the going 
rate. So the launderer asks quanto? Uh, $440. 
She din’t blink an eye. They faced the crumbling 
colonial-era wall + Tel pooled his wad out of 
his genes. It took a wile to sort out + she also 
seamed nervous handling so much effectivo. Tel 
felt bedder once he had the 4 crisp $100 doll-
hare notes in his mano. He thanked her + started 

to turn away, then stopped himself + turned back 
to her. “U know, this might be innapropriate to 
ask, or maybe innapropriate not to, but i never 
did ketch your name.”

“Nausicaa,” she said. Now the astute reader  
(w/ online axis to the originul journels) nose 
this aint true, at least not as Tel told it at 
the time. Little did Tel know that Nausicaa wd 
1 day become his wife + dat presently (12 March 
2019) she is off in D.C. closing on a $1,239,000 
dollhair home on Swann St. while he holds down 
the fort in Rome. Their 1st home, we might add, 
after all these years of searching, finally fig-
uring out that it don’t matter where as long as 
there together. Just like 28 yrs ago, Nausicaa 
was not only the 1 who washed the ropa but she 
wears the pants + manages all financial mat-
ters (including the printing costs for this hear 
liebro). But our stop-gap story of how Telema-
chus got home from his gap year abroad ain’t 
over... w/ dollhairs in hand he returned to the 
travel agency only to find them closed for si-
esta. “When in Rome,” Tel said back then, even 
tho he’d never been... so took a nap. 

When he returned, they inspected his dollhairs——
they had a special agent in a cheap suit just 
for that purpiss. They informed him that 1 of 
his $10 bills had a little rip in her + Tel said 
vaya ala chingada madre so the jefe was called 
over to mediate. He measured the rip... “casi 
½ cm, hmmm”. Tel felt like he was in a Monty 
Python skit. Weather next he called them “pubic 
hairs” or not we will never know. What Telema-
chus din’t know is that although “pendejo” meant 
asshole or dumbfuck in Mixeco where he learnt 
Spanish, in Peru it was a compliment meaning a 
wise guy w/ no scruples. He does distinctly mem-
ber being on his knees, not cuz he was begging 
but cuz there was no asiento to sit on. 

To make a long story short, Telemachus 
finally got his ticket home! Then he taxied 
around to find textiles (mantas) for Penelope 
to unravel + this archival episode gets filed 
under Textiloma.

____________________________________________________________________________________________
140 Inti is the Incan sun god + the currentsea before + after the short-lived Inti (1985-1991) was the sol (sun). 

* Witch the reader is free to skip, ain’t relevant to 

the overarching story.  Except to ssey dat whatever 

Ulysses was looking fore in Dis Orient Telemachus 

din’t fined nether, knot in the Far East nor in el Sur, 

so he bids a hastey retreat home to North America. . .

*
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