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INTRODUCTION

	The idea for this Lexicon has occurred to me some years ago. I have decided to put some of that in writing and upload it to one of my websites. Seeing it in front of me whenever I visit this site, will help crystallize and refine the idea as well as advance the work.

	I am a polyglot and as such I keep picking up words in languages unknown to me whenever I hear them - especially homonyms of words in other languages that I am familiar with. Some of these homonyms are simply hilarious and I sometimes attempt to find a common root that they can be traced back to, but mostly without any success. When GOD scrambled the language of humans after the Babel tower fiasco she did a good job that only SHE may be able to untangle.

	The homonyms are auditory - e.g. Immanuel Kant's last name is pronounced "Cunt" - thus a homonym - spelling is irrelevant. For this lexicon, I am suspending the various inflection modifiers (umlauts, accents, tildes, etc.) I am also ignoring pronunciation variants - accents in different localities are VERY much not the same. Try for example to reconcile the French spoken in Haiti or Louisiana with the French spoken in the Congo.

	English itself is an interesting example - chances are that an Englishman, an American, an Irishman, and an Australian might have a hard time carrying on a conversation - so I will use whichever pronunciation helps me make my point.

	Just like any boy, I am of course fascinated by the "dirty" words and I string together little stories revolving around them - sometimes I do not even need to free-associate too much, it is all handed over to me. For instance, take a look at the work ‘kuss’ - alphabetically strung Dutch / German, Estonian, Hebrew, and Skolt Sami are saying: 

	kiss

	where

	cunt

	cow

	I know, it sounds quite ridiculous because we’re getting: kiss a cow’s cunt. I have not yet written that story, it sounds quite yucky, but I wrote some others that hinge on this kind of coincidence. I hope someone out there appreciates the work that went into this seemingly frivolous endeavor.

	So far, I am only scratching the surface - I will from time to time add more words as I come across them. I can of course use all the help I can get so, please send me your comments, suggestions as well as words that I could add to the lexicon - e-mail to mail@llimework.com - I especially need words in languages that do not use Latin alphabets (Japanese, Chinese, Arabic, Hindu, Georgian, Greek, etc.) though I need a phonetic (Latin alphabet) spelling, as well as the name of the original languages.

	***

	
Flaviu’s Mom

	ESL - June 2014, Woodhaven

	In 4th grade they started teaching us French - eventually, in our readers, we came upon this phrase: ‘notre poule dans votre cour’ - innocent enough - its meaning is: ‘our chicken in your yard’ - but not for Romanian 11-12-year-olds. In Romanian ‘pule’ means cocks and ‘cur’ means ass - so for us, that was ‘our cocks in your ass’. Later research revealed that ‘pule’ has many other wonderful meanings like ‘fuck’ in Danish, ‘polish’ in Galician, ‘pray’ in Hawaiian and others - additionally, ‘cur’ also means reactor in Hebrew, ‘put’ in Manx and so on. This hilariously erectile introduction to my third language makes the birth of this Lexicon a no-brainer.

	I woke up this morning at the crack of dawn. Made me feel a bit nostalgic - during the second half of my formative years (I like to think of that as being somewhere between my 9th and 15th birthdays) I had met two females named Zorica, which could be translated as ‘Little Dawn’ - one a girl around my age, the other a somewhat older woman - and yes I had sexual relations with both of them. So crack of dawn’ easily became ‘crack of Dawn/Zorica’ in my head. As I was about half awake by now, I realized that what had woken me up, were the slight motions that my lover Vati was making while masturbating. I love the female body with a passion and I love to play with Vati's pussy, so I immediately took over - I know what to stroke, what to slap, what to tickle, and so on - you get the idea. Vati, short for Parvati is a West Indian woman about 30 years younger than myself. I'm not sure why or how, but as I get older my women are becoming younger through no particular design of mine. This trend started sometime in my thirties and has persisted so far. Previous females were of my age and some who were older, sometimes by as much as 20 years or more. Zorica as I was saying was around my age, but Madame Zorica was probably in her late twenties or early thirties. As I was playfully tweaking one of Vati's large brown nipples with my other hand I was, however, remembering not Madam Zorica, but my friend Flaviu's mom. Flaviu was about a year or so older and thus a sixth-grader while I was still in the fifth. Despite all of that, that, and mainly because I had a special gift for languages, his mom paid me for tutoring him in French. She had always seemed a bit distant and fragile in a blue-eyed blonde and angelic kind of way. I used to believe that she was some kind of tortured soul, because of an incident I had previously witnessed.

	On one particular day, while I was picking cherries from one of their trees, her husband, who was a Cavalry Captain in the Romanian Army, came home a bit earlier than usual.  While he was dismounting from his horse, she came out to the veranda to greet him. I could not quite make out the conversation but he sounded somewhat angry and at some point, he grabbed her, sat down on one of the benches, placed her across his knee, lifted her skirts well over her head, and proceeded to hit her ass with his sword. In as much as this scared the shit out of me, I tried hard to become invisible or at the least, turn into a little squirrel and hide. I couldn't quite ascertain if the sword was in its scabbard but I later found out that it was not, and that it being a flat saber he could use it without actually cutting into things. In retrospect, I find that my fear was quite irrelevant because what I remember the most, were the skimpy little polka-dotted bikini panties that were covering only a small portion of her beautifully ample buttocks and the red stripes that were forming on the backs of her thighs and her posterior. The memory may have been somewhat tainted by the many wet dreams that kept replaying that incident for me, in some of which, the panties came off and I could get a look at her beautifully barbered pubic hair. In the reality of that moment, however, he did not notice me and after a while, he took her inside and her screams became somewhat more muffled - I of course (not necessarily a coward, you know, I was after all 12 years old and he was a well-trained, well-armed military Captain) high-tailed it out of there like an Acela express train.

	All of this flashed through my mind rather swiftly, like a video fast forward getting to a point in time about a year or so later. It was a Thursday afternoon, I had just gotten home from school and was reporting for a tutoring session. The house they lived in was a kind of mansion located on a very large piece of land and walking in from the street you would pass through all of these fruit trees - mainly apricots and sweet cherries, but there were also a few plums and sour cherry trees. Anyway, of the house itself, you could only see the chimney and a bit of roof from the street. There was no bell, but they had given me a key that I would use whenever I came for a lesson. I also used to help pick the fruits when in season and I enjoyed them quite a lot with my parents. We were not that wealthy and we were living in a sort of apartment complex located next door, that used to house the servants and such. I can hardly wait to get to the fruits I started harvesting on that delightfully eventful day - just keep it in mind, I am not currently playing with Vati's pussy or with any other for that matter of fact - I am only reminiscing about those events, so I have the leisure of adding in some clarifying details.

	So, back to the action. It did not take too long for me to get a view of the front porch - coming out from behind one of the trees I spied Flaviu's mom sitting on the same fateful bench, only this time she had no panties whatsoever on her. What she had, was one leg on the bench and one on the floor, the skirt bunched up around her midriff, two fingers inside her pussy and a thumb tickling her clitoris. She must have seen me because I was less than 10 feet away but she did not interrupt her play. I just mumbled something like: "so sorry, I'll be back later," and she replied: "no you're not - come a little bit closer," so I did. It was a warm autumn, so I was wearing short pants that felt much too tight at that moment. "Take ‘em off," she said "let's see what you've got," so I did. It was standing straight up like a soldier at attention and with her free hand, she pulled it forward just below the head and let it go which sent it into a bobbing, nodding kind of movement. "I know most people consider you still a boy, but you sure have a man's cock and we will treat it as such." Having said that, she guided one of my hands to her pussy and used her hand to move mine to whatever corners she needed scratched or something. While this was happening, she lowered her head and enveloped my cock with her lips. In a very short time, I felt the semen rising in me and tried to pull it out of her mouth but she would not let me, so I came right in there. After a bit, she stopped doing whatever she's been doing and I said: "Mrs. Ciobanu, I should probably go now," to which she replied: "Don't be ridiculous, my husband is away on maneuvers, Flaviu has started his martial arts and fencing classes (so now I knew what had happened to him) and Magdalena (the sister, more about that later) is sleeping over at some friend or another, so we still have a couple of hours - also, you may kiss my pussy lips and after that, it should be easier for you to call me by my name - Paula." We went into the kitchen for some lemonade after which she proceeded to teach me a thing or two, during which class she explained to me that ass fucking is a great thing if done correctly. In her version of it, you take a gob of butter (or olive oil if not available and yes, we did that many more times) give the anus a nice lube job, and slip your cock into it. If done doggy style, your hands have free and easy access to the tits and the cunt, but it can also be done from the front. Most partners would have no problem with that angle and you still have free access to all the female charms. In addition, nobody gets pregnant and a well-trained anus knows how to contract the sphincter to give maximum pleasure.

	In later years I was so tempted to face Flaviu and tell him: 

	"Remember when I was 7 and you were 8 and you bought me a beer and forced me to drink it? - that fucked me up and I could not drink any beer until I turned 25. Guess what - I fucked your mom - I fucked her in the ass, I fucked her in the cunt, I fucker her between the tits (lovely specimens with nice dark pink nipples) and fucked her in the mouth. And that other time in second grade when you buried me in the snow and my nose got frost-bite and I thought that they might cut it off but they didn't - pay back's a bitch - for that, I took your sister's cherry - not what you think, everyone knew she was fucking around after that time that Madam Zorica asked her to salt the cards.-I took her back door cherry - yes I was the first man to boldly go where no man had gone before - my cock inside Magdalena's asshole, in her anus, through her sphincter, boy (Magdalena was about 19 when it happened the first time). 

	I don't know how she organized it but one time at the house, I found sis instead of her mom, and she told me that she saw us and that if I did not do her too she would tell her daddy - what a no-brainer. Magdalena was one of the most beautiful women I had ever seen (in my 68 years) she was like an angel, blue-eyed and blonde like her mama, with rosy pink nipples, a beautiful and super tight pussy, and a pink asshole that made me understand why it is sometimes called a rosette. Was she kidding me? Some people would pay a fortune, or even kill somebody to be able to stick their dick into that gorgeous asshole and I get an “or else?" If I was a believer I would have knelt and broken into Hosannas, singing Hail Mary, Jesus, Joseph, Mustapha, Fatima and bless their God and the God of Israel and Petach-Tikva, but instead I just hardened myself (namely my cock) and went to work. Yes Flaviu, I really, really fucked that ass good! I fucked your mama Flaviu! I fucked your sister too! Your mama! Your sister! Your mama's ass! Your sister's ass! On the floor, on the table, in your daddy's bed, and one time I fucked your sister's cunt right in your bed!

	I guess most of that if not all of it went through my mind while I was playing with my super-hot Parvati - I had picked her up a few months ago in one of the pubs on Liberty Avenue. We were both drinking cognac and shooting pool - after an appropriate time had elapsed, I concluded that she had had enough cognacs and that she could handle the truth about her name and I explained to her that the meaning of Parvati in Hebrew was ‘my fur’ and that I thought that was a very-very sexy name, at which she replied that she would never demean herself by becoming anybody's fur but that seeing as I was so nicely clean-shaven, she would not mind serving as my beard sometime. I took the bait and replied that there is no time like the present and here we are, perhaps six months later with a wonderful relationship based on mutual respect, shared cooking, and deep, spiritual, enlightening fuck-sessions. Parvati was about the same age as Paula but she was better skilled at sex artistry. Her background had compelled her to do a thorough study of the Kama Sutra. Be that as it may, on this particular day my mind was a time machine. Vati's fingers were playing my cock like a concert flutist plays her instrument and evoking some memories that made it all so, so, so much more intense. It was as if my cock had a memory that was being shared with my other mind. There was Magdalena's pristine looking pussy, Madame Zorica's heavy tits, Paula's polka-dotted bikini panties, Parvati's engorged nipples, Paula's beautifully rounded tits with my cock sandwiched between them, Magdalena's rosy anus with my buttered finger sliding right into it, Madam Zorica's hairy pussy peeking at me from the other side of her crystal balled table and Paula's red-lipsticked lips. Madame Zorica's lips, Parvati's lips, Magdalena's lips, lips, lips, pussy lips, assholes, tits, and more pussy, I had fucked them all, over and over, and Parvati was starting to moan and bite the sheet, to avoid alerting the neighbors, Paula was letting out her orgasmic war cries, Magdalena was just saying: yes, yes, do me, do me, me, Madame Zorica was saying: just fuck that pussy, come on you're doing great, and all the pussies were getting wet, drenched, dripping, glistening and the tip of my cock was releasing some pre-come fluid and then, in a time-spanning chain reaction of the senses, Paula reached a most intense world-shattering orgasm, Madam Zorica squirted copiously, Magdalena arched her back and let out a loud sigh and Parvati drenched our bed and I came! I came in 1959, and I came in 1960, and I came in 1961 and I came in 2015, I came many, many times, I came inside Paula's ass, I came inside Paula's mouth and I came all over Paula's tits, I came inside Magdalena's ass, and I came all over her tits, all over her pussy, all over her cute little rosette of an anus, I came inside Madame Zorica's pussy and I came all over Vati and all over our bed and some of my come splashed onto the floor and onto the night table - I didn't know that there was still that much of it left inside me. 

	I don't think I have anything else to add, other than perhaps a small personal wish - I wish that as I grow older if my mind becomes befuddled and my senses scrambled. I wish to remember this, I wish to be able to travel to all of these focal points again and I wish to hold them in my mind for as long as I have one - that's it. 

	***

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 


About a Fucked Foot

	ESL - June 2009, Woodhaven

	I caught the tail end of a conversation and it went like this: " ..... so, your foot got fucked baby."

	Well "foot (fut)" means "fuck" in Romanian, "was" in French" and we know the English meaning. So, I and my international homonym lexicon mind (which is a nice way of saying that where in my youth I used to be a polyglot, I can now safely proclaim that my mind is filled with a language soup of many ingredients,) immediately came up with 5 different scenarios that could work as a prelude to this one little snippet, as well as fitting in perfectly with my Lexicon.

	They can be summarized thus:

	
		This person's foot was humped by a very small dog. He/she indulged in some very perverted sexual practices (disgusting, but hard to take your eyes off of.)A few years ago, in New Jersey this guy had the wrong leg (and foot) amputated. I sincerely hope this was not the case. 

		Simply foot fetish.

		Bad podiatry.

		It could just be a severe case of an athlete's foot.

		Very small shoes, squeezing the be-Jesus out of that foot.



	Episode 1.

	Yeah man, can you believe that stupid Chihuahua? If the owner wasn't that blonde, stacked, and obviously bothered, I would have kicked the little shit into next week. Unfortunately, all I could do was drool because her mother had come home unexpectedly. So all we did was drink tea and have a couple of cookies, but we have another date on Thursday and after that, hopefully, my place - wish me luck.

	Episode 2.

	Well, it was after the office party ended; we were all quite blitzed and somehow, this redhead ended up in my flat. I can't quite remember how the conversation managed to decline into a serious debate about the pros and cons of foot fetishism, but before you could say, Annie Sprinkle, one of my big toes was lodged deep inside her vagina. I know it sounds disgusting, but I couldn't take my eyes off the action. So there's a good side and a bad side to this strange incident. The bad side is that my foot is the only part of me that got fucked. We probably both passed out after that because I can't remember anymore. The good side is that:  a. she was not a co-worker, but a friend of one. b. She was gone when I woke up. c. She left her phone number. I hope I'm not confusing the bad side with the good side.

	Episode 3.

	Yeah, I can't believe that damn podiatrist would do something like this. But, let's look at the bright side: True, my foot looks so disgusting now, that I don't think I'll ever go to the beach or spa, for that matter of fact, ever again. I can still walk though! And, with the money I'm going to get from this butcher after my lawyer is done with him, I'll be living the life of Riley, not to mention that I will be able to afford some more surgical procedures, so who knows, I might go to the beach again after all. Besides, it could have been much worse, I could have been that guy from Jersey.

	Episode 4.

	Tell me about it - ever since I was a kid, whenever I'd take my shoes off, like in gym or something, everyone tried hard to squeeze into the other end of the room. And it got a lot worse as I grew older, so imagine my surprise when I managed to talk Stella into going to that motel with me. To call what did happen a perverted and insane sexual encounter would be the understatement of the century. Granted, the century is still quite new and there may be others that may trump this one, but I'm in love baby - nothing would stand in my way. What are the chances of a man with acute bromodrosis* like me ever meeting a woman with anosmia*?

	*bromodrosis – stink-foot 

	*anosmia - lacking a sense of smell

	 

	Episode 5.

	All right, you do have a point, but on the positive side of the scale, these tiny little shoes, have changed the way I walk and when I wear them, all the guys stare at me. I must admit that it is very flattering even though I pretend not to notice. So, I take them out of the closet once a month or so and put them on my feet. I walk to the corner store or the restaurant on the next block and when I come home, I take them off, and let me tell you, the pleasure associated with removing my shoes is as close to a taste of heaven as I can ever come to in this life.

	The response to any of these ridiculously outrageous stories could only be:

	"Boy, oh boy - your foot got fucked real good - and perhaps your other foot got fucked as well. You should see a shrink." 

	***

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	
Teeth

	ESL - May 2009, Woodhaven

	A/N: Be forewarned - I have been told that this is a sick, disgusting, and very nasty story. Read at your own risk!

	So, if you think you're ready and you do not have a weak stomach here we go. Do not blame me if you toss your cookies after reading this one.

	I would only say: I TOLD YOU SO!

	Ali was a Palestinian kid growing up in Gaza. Of all the kids in his class, he was the smartest and he grew up to be big, strong, and wise beyond his years. Unfortunately, he was living in a place and at a time that did not favor the survival of the fittest, the most beautiful, or the smartest. His mind as well as a lot of other young minds were nurtured, nourished, and ripened for the picking by any black hat that came along.

	My definition of a black hat is that of a charismatic religious/popular leader who is corrupting the people who look up to him with his twisted unrealistic dogmas. I am deliberately leaving that sentence in the male form - I can't quite point out any women with a similar agenda. Just to be clear, that hat could be a turban, a fedora, a kamelaukion*, a zucchetto*, or a yarmulke* and it could just as easily belong to a Greek Orthodox priest, a Hindu swami, a Catholic priest, a Jewish rabbi (check out the One Forum Skeptic for a cute blog entry) as it could belong to a mullah.

	*kamelaukion - a tall cylindrical black hat worn by Greek Orthodox priests

	*zucchetto - a little skullcap worn by the Pope (white), a cardinal (red), or a Catholic priest or deacon (black)

	*yarmulke - a skullcap worn by religious Jews. Black ones are usually worn by the more Orthodox amongst them.

	Enough with the digression and back to the story.

	When he turned 18 his parents were starting to worry, that he did not show any interest in getting a wife. He would always say: "Allah will take care of that for me." What he meant was that he didn't think he would be on Earth much longer and a wife would only get in the way of his purpose. He wasn't sure what that exact purpose was, but like the mullah kept telling him, he was ready and willing to do his part in throwing the Izrailis into the sea, so they can all swim back to whatever countries they all came from. It didn't occur to him that some Izrailis might be too young to swim, after all this was a Jihad commanded by Allah (well, that's what the mullah said) and little details like that would be cared for through the mercy, the power, the greatness and the wisdom of Allah. Besides, they were all unbelievers, so what difference did it make anyway?

	Another note on the wife subject: he was thoroughly prepared to await his promised 72 virgins and on a selfish level (that he was somewhat ashamed of) he was saving himself for that sublime bliss. After all, how could any mortal female compare to the heavenly virgins provided by Allah himself? No chance!

	It was less than 6 months later that his mission was revealed to him. In the time-honored tradition of Palestinian martyrdom, he followed the protocol of videotaping his legacy to prosperity and to his friends and family (when visiting the Middle East, you should pick up a couple of these videos - look for the ones with subtitles - they're hilarious, or tragically ridiculous, depends on your interpretation.) So, anyway, he just mouthed the usual diatribes against American Imperialism, Worldwide Zionism, Izrail's usurpation of the land of his forefathers, etc. On a private note, he urged his parents to use the money they were going to receive as a blessing for his sacrifice, to rebuild their home which was seriously damaged (by the Israelis) in some skirmish or such. On the last note, he assured his sainted mother that Allah will indeed provide him with 72 virgin women, so she need not worry about those things anymore.

	Everything worked like clockwork. He was smuggled into Israel with his bomb-packed vest as intact as himself despite the exceedingly hot day. In due time, he made it to Tel-Aviv where he sat down at an outdoor table in a little cafe on Dizengoff street and ordered himself a medium latte (his English was quite good, I told you he was a very talented lad.) To passersby, he looked like just another slightly chubby tourist wearing a fashionably oversized t-shirt. When the tables filled up with young customers, he stood up, yelled out “Allahu Akbar,” pulled on this little string that was attached to his vest and that was lights-out for him, 7 young Israelis and a young Russian girl on her first (and sadly last) visit to Israel. Another 15 suffered a variety of contusions, lacerations, shock, and the like.

	Sadly enough, the Israeli authorities have had lots of practice in dealing with these kinds of situations. So the police,  the  Red Magen David ambulances, as well as a bevy of journalists showed up in almost no time at all. They all did their respective jobs effectively and in the shortest possible time, the wounded were gone to the hospital, the evidence was gathered by the bomb squad experts and the journalists went back to their respective desks to sort out the pictures, find the ones that were printable and write their versions of what had just happened, to be reviewed by their editor-in-chief.

	The last thing left was for the cleaning crews to pick up the pieces and attempt to wash the blood off the walls and pavement. This job belonged to the ZAKA, (an acronym of Zihuy Korbanot Ason, literally: "Disaster Victim Identification") an organization of volunteers who see to it that Jews receive a proper burial (amongst other things). ZAKA was involved in helping forensic teams in Thailand, India, Sri Lanka, and Indonesia in the aftermath of the 2004 Indian Ocean earthquake where they were nicknamed "the team that sleeps with the dead" because of their willingness to work around the clock.

	Anyway, while picking up pieces of shredded flesh, Moshi, one of the crew, came upon the body of the visiting young Russian girl. She was covered in gore, and grotesquely twisted. While straightening up her limbs Moshi was surprised to see something stuck in her mouth. To his great amazement, after prying her teeth apart he pulled out an only very slightly damaged and somewhat over the average penis. He tried to mentally reconstruct the sequence of events and what he came up with was that the girl was either opening her mouth to take a sip of coffee, or she may have been saying something to her companions at the time of the explosion. Meanwhile, the bomber's organ, torn by the force of the detonation flew across the separating 3 or four tables into her open mouth where it lodged itself between her teeth. That whole scenario made him break into a loud demented laugh. The entire team congregated around him trying to shield him from prying eyes; they were sure that he had snapped. "Not at all," he reassured them," it's just that for a moment I imagined hearing the voice of Allah and he was saying: 'Here you go you little shit, your very first virgin.'" (needless to say, that didn't reassure anyone.)

	I TOLD YOU SO!

	If you've read this far, you only have yourself to blame.

	If you do not speak Arabic or Hebrew in addition to Russian you have no way of knowing that the word "zuby" means cock or penis in Arabic (as well as in Hebrew slang) and it means teeth in Russian. A-Salaam-Aleikum!

	***

	Dentistry

	ESL - June 2015, Woodhaven

	My mind seems to be at its most creative on mornings when I lie half-awake in my bed. Ideas pop into it from, who knows which part, of my twisted subconscious. Today, I was somehow thinking about the cruel fate that I have visited on the poor Palestinian named Ali, just to satisfy my cruel sense of humor. I reflected on the fact that a lot of times, an author kills off one or another of his/her creations for unnecessary and unfathomable reasons. In my story, the deaths seemed to be a necessary justification for the flow of events - but how true was that? I realized that I could easily resurrect the dead, or just as easily make it like they never died. The sexual overtones of my current fiction spilled over into Ali's tale with a twist that would lead to a happier ending (for infidels.)  

	Ali was viewing all of this in slow motion from a point 15 or so feet above the incident. He saw himself pulling the detonator string causing the 1000 steel balls that were stitched inside his vest to rip his body into hundreds of little pieces of flesh. The ball of destruction expanded in a very long stop-action kind of sequence as if it were a movie. The little balls together with his shredded body blew outwards from the focal point that was one time known as Ali and went through some of the other young people sitting at nearby tables. Ali's eyes got trapped by the sight of his penis rolling naked through the air. He could visualize the trajectory and he knew where his penis was going to end. 

	Her name was Nina though her friends and parents called her Ninotchka. She was not even Jewish according to the Israelis because her mother was a Christian. Her boyfriend, sitting across from her was. Her parents were quite wealthy and though not happy when she asked them for permission to visit Israel, they could not refuse anything to their beautiful 16-year-old daughter. That is how it happened that they were sitting at a table in Tel-Aviv on that fateful day. Her mother realized that she had been manipulated into choosing those particular two weeks when they met Yuri at the cafe. Yuri, a year older, had been making passes at Nina for the entire school year and she was close to becoming his girlfriend. The previous evening while hanging out on the hotel's terrace, she had let Yuri kiss her for the first time. While Ali's penis was spinning through the air towards Nina's smiling lips, Ali read a world of meaning into it. The smile seemed happy, but it had a slightly embarrassed as well as aroused component. Nina was thinking back to that kiss as well as what followed later on. Ali was somewhat embarrassed to be following her memory, but he could not move his focus away from her thoughts,  not that he even wanted to. Later on the previous evening, after saying good-night to her mom, Ninotchka had retired to her room and stripped off all her clothes. She had examined her beautiful young body in the full-length closet mirror lifting the nice-sized breasts and pinching her own slightly puffy nipples. She pulled a large chair to the front of the mirror, sat down in it, and lifted her legs placing her feet on the chair's padded seat, one on each side of her. With her knees apart she could examine the cute little slit peeking out through the blonde fuzz. She hadn't previously done anything like it. It was the first time that she saw her pretty little cunt up close. For Ali, it was the first time that he had ever seen a naked woman and just like her, he could not tell exactly what he was feeling. She used her hands to pry those pussy lips apart displaying the pink flower that was hidden between them and ran one of her fingers from the little hood-like piece of skin down into the tight opening underneath it. It was a very new sensation and she let out a little sigh. She repeated the motion again and again and again and faster and faster, her nipples becoming visibly aroused and her pussy becoming somewhat wider and more open. 

	Ali could see all of this, as well as feel all of what Ninotchka was feeling. At the same time, he could also see his penis still rolling slowly through the Tel-Aviv air. Ninotchka opened her mouth to say something to Yuri, at the same time that Ali's ripped cock reached her mouth lodging itself between them. While this was happening, Ali could feel the orgasm that Ninotchka was experiencing for the first and last time in her life. It was a powerful thing and though his cock was detached from his body, Ali could feel it throbbing in sympathetic ecstasy.

	The whole slow-motion stop-action ended and Ali caught a glimpse of Ninotchka's mangled body with the penis in her mouth while hearing Moshi saying:

	"... just that for a moment I imagined hearing the voice of Allah and he was saying: 'Here you go you little shit, your very first virgin.' " He woke up realizing that he had been dreaming. His sheets were wet with a copious amount of cooling sperm and his pillow was soaked in his tears. He did not know how to interpret what had just happened, but he knew there was more to it than just a dream. He felt that Allah, being all-merciful would never want to destroy someone as amazingly beautiful as Ninotchka and that the Mullah who had promised him the money in return for his martyrdom was a false follower of the prophet. He had already made the sacred agreement and he knew that going back on his word would have dire consequences for his family. There was no one that he could turn to - or was there?

	The next night turned out to be quite dark and cloudy so he snuck out of the house, made his way unnoticed to one of the Israeli checkpoints, and told the sergeant there that he had some information for Shabak. It was something that happened occasionally so after making sure that he was not carrying any weapons, he was placed in a dark windowed vehicle and driven to one of the many Shabak safe houses. He got to sleep a few hours, but the next day he was submitted to a series of exhausting interviews that lasted a whole week. On day three, they brought him a copy of the Al Kitab Palestinian paper. His Mullah's face was on the front page. He had been killed in a tragic car accident. Shabak offered him a deal. His family would be taken care of as long as he agreed to work for the Mossad. There was no way for him to return without someone connecting the dots. He would be given a new identity, trained, and sent to a new country.

	One year later, he was an Israeli student named Avi, enrolled in Queens College and living in a small basement apartment in Forest Hills. The Mossad had done a great job training him. His Hebrew was now as good as any other Israeli's and his undergrad program, though a very good cover, was also going to get him a very real degree. He was already looking around for a good law school. He did not mind too much that he had had to convert to Judaism to achieve his current status. He had come to realize that Allah or perhaps Jehovah might have some kind of plan for him. Why else would they go to the trouble of relocating him to New York City, a location that was the home of over one million Jews and at least 300,000 Russians. Adding the neighboring areas of New Jersey and Connecticut those numbers became much higher. Ninotchka would now be 17 and it was only a matter of time before she went to college. Why not the one that he was enrolled in? He was content to wait for her.

	A/N: So, just like a dentist, I have cleaned up "The Teeth." I like this new shiny smile and I hope that you do too.

	***


Mommy’s Cous-Cous

	ESL - February 2014, Kiriat Bialik

	A/N: Hebrew letters have numerical values and are traditionally used for numbering things. Kabbalistic numerology proposes that words that have the same numerical value are interchangeable. A good English example would be God = Dog - in some mystical philosophies that became (or arose from) the idea that early astronauts came from Sirius a.k.a. the Dog Star. A funnier one of course is the Hebrew word "Shaday" which means "my tits" but is also one of God's names - gives rise to very strange juxtapositions which were very likely used before. I am told that the Yiddish theater did that in a production called "Kabbalah" but I only have the hearsay and no firsthand knowledge. It is also said that Howard Stern's daughter played the tits (or the God) part and that she was nude - how the Hell did I miss that?

	Be that as it may, in my attempt at lexiconizing, I have decided to ignore spelling and concentrate on pronunciation - as my attempt includes a variety of languages, and reconciling all of that is already quite a complex undertaking.

	This gives rise to some funny juxtapositions - for instance: there is a truck driving around Kiriat Bialik (where I am currently visiting) sporting an ad for "Mama's cous-cous" - in Hebrew "cous (kus)" means pussy (comes from Arabic, I believe the Bible does not have a word for it.) Same pronunciation, not same spelling. As "kus" means kiss in German and "pussy" in Hebrew, "pussy" means kiss in Hungarian and we know what it means in English, I have the germ of an idea for a little vignette involving all of the above. Since "pot" means vagina in Hebrew and "I can" in Romanian, it will of course involve confusion over the ability of cooking or fucking mama's cous-cous. There are even more languages in which "kuss" means corn, shoreline, where, and others in which "pot" means little boy, sweat or road "can" means dog, milk, here, soul, white, flour and in Swedish "kiss" means pee - let's see where that takes us.

	Wonder and Seth are 19-year-old identical twins - but not at all mentally. Seth is studious, polite, and hardworking, Wonder is lazy, rude, and antagonistic - the one thing that they do have in common is a gift for languages and they are both multi-lingual. So that you do not all sit and wonder what Seth and Wonder are talking about, I have prepared a list of keywords with their English translations.

	On this particular summer morning, they are both home from school - Wonder wakes up around 10 o'clock, showers, and walks into the kitchen. Seth is sitting there working on a French crossword puzzle. He has a different language for each day of the week. Wonder is asking about the bubbling pots on the stove and Seth replies - in French, of course.

	- Cette matin, papa a pris un poulet dans notre cour - Il l'a tué, et donné â maman. Mama préparé le poulet, le mettre en deux postes et placés sur la cuisinière. Elle est faire de la soupe et le couscous.

	 

	This just means "This Morning, Papa caught a chicken in our yard - He killed it and gave it to mama. Mama prepared the chicken, put it in two pots, and placed them on the stove. She is making soup and couscous."

	Wonder, being the kind of boy that he is, loves chicken soup and he especially loves mommy's couscous, but he also loves to make language soup and above all tease his big brother (older by 8 minutes,) so he replies in English but with a little twist - he decides to relate to his brother's statements in whichever language makes them sound dirtier.

	- You should be ashamed of yourself for talking dirty like that and telling all these lies. First of all, I overheard them talking about it last night and that was not a chicken, but a rooster - secondly, if daddy caught his cock in our ass, I should have felt something but I slept like a baby.

	- Wonder ...

	- Also, it is logical that she needed two vaginas for the cunt-cunt, but if the cock went into both of them as you say, it makes me wonder - didn't daddy go to work?

	- Yes, he did, he kissed mommy on the cheek and left.

	- Daddy pissed on mommy's cheek?

	- No you, idiot, he kissed her, ein kuss, egy pussy-t.

	- That's even sillier, why would he put a vagina on her face? Besides, where did he get it? And another and more important question, when mommy's couscous is ready what do we do with it, eat it, fuck it - or is it all just for daddy?

	- Wonder, I had hoped that school would change you, but you're hopeless - what are you majoring in anyway - pornographic screenplay writing?

	- That's a good idea, I could write some great stuff - picture this: a kuss, a pussy, a chatte, a cunt, a vagina, and two pots are shooting on location in Bucharest. They all go out for some couscous at the "Coq-au-Jeune-Pot" in "Piatza Pizda Mati." All the young cocks are jumping out of their ass to watch the young fauna parading by and dream about their juicy pots. Little do they know that only the select few will end up in the pussy of their dreams, while the rest of them will get into hot water, be placed on the stove, and become soup.

	- Oy, Wonder, fuck it, I give up.

	- See? Now that's what I'm talking about, Seth.

	***

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	
P is for Pussy

	ESL – January 19, 2016 – Woodhaven

	[image: collage]

	My research into various languages has led me to the conclusion that the letter 'P' is the most popular first letter for the word pussy. I have found it at the beginning of 68 words in 56 various languages. The second most popular might have been the front runner except that the spelling is split between the 'C' and the  'K' consonants. 'C' and 'K' usually make the same sound, but I didn't want to confuse the issue too much so P Is for Pussy won out over C Is for Cunt.' This particular little observation may not be a perfect fit with the rest of the stories included here, but as it was generated through my research into interlingual homonyms, I have decided to include it. There are of course some interesting homonyms that I may use later on in other stories. Some cute examples: 'pot' is sometimes used in Hebrew and so is 'pip.' 'Pipa' the Greek word for pussy means 'pipe' (the kind used for smoking) in Romanian. The Ladino pussy is 'pata' which in Romanian means 'stain'. 'Puke' which is pussy in Tagalog does not sound that nice, but 'pooti' in Tulu sounds like a word from a Disney movie. I could play with these words for a while, but for now, I will let them rest. I only want to add that probably because I was born in Romania, I like the way 'pizda' sounds. It is also used in some other languages in the area, but for me, it is a Romanian pussy and it brings back all kinds of memories. I thought that a plain list of pussies might be a bit too boring so I have put together a collage of the various words. It should be more fun to try and decipher. Enjoy!

	[image: pizdukas]

	http://www.youswear.com/ helped with some of the research and http://www.wordle.net/ with the word collage.

	 


O.K., I realize that some people would still like to peruse the list of pussies without working for it too much, so here it is:

	Afrikaans - poes

	Albanian - pidhin

	Ambonese - puki

	American - pussy

	Armenian - ptsi

	Barbadian - pokey

	Bulgarian - putka | pichka

	Creole - pi (Mauritian)

	Croatian - picka

	Cypriot - poutto

	Czech - peecha

	English - piki | pipi

	Esperanto - piĉo

	Estonian - putsi

	Filipino - pek pek

	Galician - pizda

	German - pflaumel

	Gujarati - puti | puchi | pappu

	Hebrew - pot | pip

	Hiligaynon - putay

	Hmong - pim

	Ilongo - putay

	Indonesian - pukimak

	Irish - phis

	Jamaican - punani

	Korean - poji

	Ladino - pata

	Latvian - peža | petene

	Lezgi - push

	Lithuanian - pizdukas

	Macedonian - picka

	Malayam - pooru

	Malaysian - pepek | poen

	Marati - phodri

	Mexican - panocha

	Mirpuri - pudha

	Pakistani - pudi

	Pamiri - pash

	Panjabi - phuddy

	Philipino - puke

	Polish - pipa | pipka

	Portuguese - pachaxa

	Quebec - plotte

	Romagnolo  - pataca

	Sambalpuri - puid

	Serbian - peechka | picka

	Slovak - piaa

	Spanish - puneta | pepa

	Sranang - pangpang

	Tagalog - puke

	Tamil - pochchu | papali

	Telugu - puka | pooku

	Tongan - pali

	Tulu - pooti

	Urdu - phudi

	West-Vlams – preute

	A/N: While re-reading some of my scribbles, I realize that I do not even remember where in the world some of these languages are spoken. 

	***

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	
Piața Pizda Măti 

	ESL – July 2015 – Woodhaven

	 

	[image: pencil_arc]

	A/N: This story is not necessarily a Lexicon type of story. It was however inspired by a little note that I had found in my Lexicon folder. I thought it might be nice to include the original story as well as the translation in this collection.

	Romanians like to curse a lot and the number one most popular curse is ‘Du-te-n pizda mati!’ It means ‘Go into your mother’s cunt!’ I thought it would be cute if there was a piazza in Bucharest named ‘Pizda Mati.’ You could then actually go there. I used that in a story and then I tried to rationalize the existence of such a place. It started as a goof and I have no idea how it got to where it is right now. The other interesting fact is that this is my first story written in Romanian. The English version is first, but I am including the Romanian one afterward, mainly for sentimental reasons. 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	



	

Once upon a time, there was a miraculous city, a city of wonder, a city the likes of which you might only find in a fairy tale. Of course, the whole world knows Bucharest, but this tale is not about the mundane, everyday, boring, and un-extraordinary Bucharest that most people are familiar with. The fact that this second Bucharest was dubbed with the same name, could be just a coincidence. Or perhaps it existed in a Romania that was located in a parallel universe, one that had progressed in slightly different directions. Just as in the other Bucharest, smack dab in the middle of town was a place named Piazza Unirii which in English would be Union Square. In the middle of the square, a fountain was also happily throwing water high up into the air. Union Boulevard was also crossing through Union Square circling the fountain in a very similar manner. There were many other similarities, but for this story, they do not matter much, so let me tell you about those things that made the two cities different from each other. Where the Piazza Alba Iulia is located in one, there was another piazza with a magnificent Triumphal Arch stuck in the middle of it. On the other end of the 4 km boulevard, a superb column had pre-empted the Parliamentary Palace. That monstrosity had never been built because there was never a Ceausescu nor any kind of communist regime. There in the midst of what we know as Constitution Square, was the place where Emperor Trajan had elected to raise his column.

	After his conquest of Dacia, Trajan had fallen in love with a Dacian widow named Iulia. Iulia's 12-year-old daughter, Daniela did not like the many advances that Trajan was making to her mom. Her mom, on the other hand, was quite flattered. She found the flowers, presents, and balls that Trajan was holding in her honor to be very enchanting. Daniela was a young patriot who disliked the Roman Empire very much. 

	On one such occasion, Trajan and Iulia were necking and kissing every 2 minutes, in a double throne that he had ordered for such events. A loaded sentence that Daniela uttered, had the amazing effect of changing the entire history of the world. In those days, a 12-year-old girl knew a lot more than they do now. Trajan's needle had just been completed and as a matter of fact, it was the official excuse for the ball and the rest of the celebrations. Daniela was sitting on the steps that were leading up to the throne when she turned her head and said to her mom: 'I'm very happy that Trajan had left his cock in the middle of town. That way everyone can be sure that your honor is intact.' Trajan understood very little, but other ears were listening and by the next morning half of Bucharest was talking about Daniela's amazing wit and courage while making many rude comments about Trajan. Things being as they usually are it only took another day before someone told Trajan all about it. Trajan was furious and decided at once to crucify Daniela. It would be a just punishment and a great spectacle as well as setting a precedent as Romans had not previously crucified women. That evening, however, he had a better idea and he sent for Iulia. Strangely enough, they had not yet slept together. Iulia was always finding excuses even though she had decided to sleep with him someday. Trajan gave her an ultimatum: The cross for Daniela or the bed for Iulia. It was a no-brainer choice for Iulia - a mother will sacrifice everything for her children and this was not that difficult. She agreed and they consummated her agreement at once. The next morning Trajan decided that even though the sex was satisfying, it was not enough to stave off the ridicule and joking that was running rampant. 'I'll give them something to talk about!' he decided. His Triumphal Arch was only days from being completed, so he instructed his architect to insert some additional inscriptions. Two days later at the formal unveiling of the arch, it took the crowd only a few seconds before noticing the bas-relief at the top of the arch. A staring, pointing, and whispering campaign started to spread through the town. The representation of a cunt between two open legs took everyone by surprise, but reading the inscriptions gave them a whole new gossiping subject. On the top of the arch and across the open legs, in very large letters, was written 'Pizda Mati' which translated as 'Your Mother's Cunt.' The left supporting column had 'Traianus intrat' and the right one 'Quando voleurit exeat!' which in English means 'Trajan enters whenever he pleases!'

	Hundreds and hundreds of years have passed since those days. The powers that be have tried many times to come up with new names for the two squares, at one time even threatening to raze them altogether. Made no difference for the Bucharest natives – the two squares would always be 'Your Mother's Cunt Square' and 'My Cock Square.' It became even more of an interesting story when Vlad III, the man who had finally united all of Romania, decided to build Union Square in between the two infamous Piazzas. Exactly 4 kilometers are keeping Trajan and Iulia apart. If they could, they would sprint the 2 kilometers and unite with each other right there in the middle of town. Some people who wake up at the crack of dawn, or go to sleep sometime after, say that in the morning just as the sun rises, the column and the arch look shiny. It's as if Trajan and Iulia are bathing the monuments with their tears of frustration. Others say that it is nonsense and that the shiny liquid is that substance that gets produced during passionate passages.

	In our second Bucharest 'Go to your mother's cunt!' is not a curse anymore. It is a piece of advice that is very often given to an enamored young girl. She might blush a bit, but come evening more often than not she would get on the #32 streetcar and stay on it until it gets to Union Square. She will then walk toward the arch on the right side of the boulevard, looking for a suitable little rock. They are not difficult to find because the path is covered with Danube gravel of varying sizes. Your Mother's Cunt is a large Square with many flowers, short trees, and many benches strewed among them. The girls sit down and rest for a bit chatting with each other or on their cell phones. Before leaving, they walk over to caress that arch consolingly, and then, they walk back to Union Square, where they sit down and await the boy that they had fallen in love with. Usually, he does not show up on the first evening - mostly not even on the second. If he does show on the third evening, they say that their marriage is going to be blessed with love, happiness, and longevity. Sometimes, a whole week might pass, but if he does show up, all is forgiven. Boys are experiencing a similar situation - only they do not bring little river stones opting instead for flowers. Most of the time you can tell when a boy is in love, so someone might tell him 'Listen, boy, get yourself together and get yourself to My Cock!' In our Romania, it is a serious curse, but in this other one, it means something else altogether. The advice, just like with the girls, might come from an uncle, a grandparent, a friend, etc. - could be anyone it doesn't matter since there are no sexual connotations. The boy gathers his courage and gets on the #32 streetcar. Once in Union Square, he walks in the other direction towards Trajan's column, also on the right side of the boulevard. On that side, many vendors, most of them gypsy women, have set up little stands where they sell flowers. Our boy’s choice of flower depends on his intentions and his courage. The timid would probably buy a marguerite, the ones with a bit of oomph might opt for a tulip, and the brave, for one red rose. Having the wisdom of experience behind them, the vending ladies would make sure that the rose boys will also purchase some condoms. The flowers, unlike the girls’ little pebbles, go to the foot of Trajan’s Column. The flowers dry up and perish eventually, unlike the girls’ pebbles. They always cherish that memory and later on in life, might bring out the little rocks when their husband is away. How does this work in reality? Is anything miraculous involved? Well, not really. Everyone knows that such and such a person has started going to Union Square on a February evening, so the rumor does not take long before reaching the intended's ears. This ritual takes place every year in February. In 1992 the documentary 'Trajan and Iulia' received a Palm D'Or and a standing ovation at the Cannes Film Festival. Bucharest's tourism increased 1000%. Today in Union Square one may hear more than 150 languages if one would be inclined to sit there and count.

	So now, at the end of the story, I feel like you might ask - how did this change history? I will point out only a few major divergences. Iulia got Trajan to accept the argument that if Dacia remained a Roman Empire client, Rome would become that much stronger. December did not commit suicide in the new arrangement and Rome truly became much more powerful because Dacia grew into an extraordinary protector of the Eastern borders. Dacian armies stopped Attila cold and defeated Mehmet II when he attempted to conquer the Balkan Peninsula. Vlad III united all of the Romanian principates under his rule and proclaimed himself Imperator. There is a lot more history that would not quite fit into a short story. The bottom line is, that this other Romania also included the entire Banat region, all of Moldova, Bessarabia, and a large part of Ukraine in the northeast of the country. Constantinople never became Istanbul, but it is still a city spanning two continents, though under Greek rather than Turkish rule. Oh, yes no one in his sane mind could even imagine a World War let alone two and not even the most criminally insane would come up with the idea of a Holocaust.

	***

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	



	


Piața Pizda Măti  (original)

	U.N. Pui – February 20, 2014 - București

	A fost odată ca niciodată un oraş minunat, un oraş extraordinar, un oraş ca în poveşti care se chema Bucureşti. Bineinţeles că toată lumea cunoaşte Bucureştiul, dar eu nu de ăla cotidian, nu de Bucureştiul, de zi la zi vă povestesc. Faptul că al doilea Bucureşti avea acelaş nume putea să fie o coincidenţă. Ori se poate că era într-o Românie dintr-un Univers paralel care sa dezvoltat în alte direcţii. Ca şi în celălalt Bucureşti, în centrul oraşului era o piaţa numită Piaţa Unirii locuită tot în Parcul Unirii. În centrul pieţei tot o fântâna arteziană arunca apă în aer. Bulevardul Unirii tot trecea prin Piaţa Unirii împrejurul fântânii. Erau şi alte similarităţi, dar nu prea significante. Diferenţele erau mult mai interesante. În loc de Piaţa Alba Iulia era o piaţa cu un arc de triumf şi în locul Palatului Parlamentar era o columnă superbă. În acest Univers alternativ, Trăian construise columna lui în ceea ce în România noastră astăzi este Piaţa Constituţiei. După cucerirea Daciei, Trăian s-a îndrăgostit de o Româncă tînără numită bineinţeles Iulia. Iulia era o văduvă şi avea o fetiţă în vîrstă de 12 ani numită Daniela. Avansurile lui Trăian nu-i plăceau lui Daniela cu toate că Iulia era foarte flatată. Florile, cadourile şi balurile lui Trăian în onoarea Iuli-ei o încîntau grozav - însă Daniela era o patrioată tînără căruia nu-i plăcea Imperiul Roman nici-un pic. Cu ocazia unui bal la care Trăian şi Iulia şedeau într-un tron dublu în care se pupau şi se'mbrăţişau la fiecare 2 minute, Daniela le-a spus ceva care a schimbat nu numai istoria Românească şi nu numai istoria imperiului Roman. La 12 ani pe timpurile alea antice fetiţele ştiau multe lucruri, De fapt şi astăzi ştiu ele mult mai mut decît credem noi. 'Îmi pare bine că Trăian şi'a lăsat pula în mijlocul oraşului. Onoarea ta mămico o să rămînă intactă.' Trăian inţelegea puţin, dar nu destul. Alţii au auzit-o pe Daniela şi a doua zi o jumătate de Bucureşti făcea băşcălie de Trăian. Trăian între-timp îşi construia un Arc de Triumf care era aproape gata. După 3-4 zile i-a spus cineva în sfîrşit ce-a zis Daniela cu la bal. Trăian s-a enervat şi se gîndea că o crucificare ar fi o pedeapsă justificabilă ca şi un spectacol interesant şi poate şi un precedent pentru că Romanii nu crucificau femei. După aceea i-a venit o idee mai bună. A trimis după Iulia imediat şi i-a oferit o alegere: Crucea pentru Daniela, ori patul pentru Iulia. O mamă ar face tot ce poate ca să-şi salveze copii aşa că era în pat cu Trăian după 5 minute. Asta nu a fost destul pentru Trăian - la dezvelirea arcului de triumf, pe partea de sus era scris 'Pizda Măti' pe stînga 'Trăianus intrat' şi pe dreapta 'quando voluerit exeat! ceea în traducere ar ieşi 'Trăian intră cînd îi face plăcere!'

	Sute şi sute de ani au trecut de atunci. Nu contează de cîte ori s-a încercat un schimb de nume, poporul nu s-a lăsat. Pentru Bucureşteni Piaţa Pizda Măti şi Piaţa Pula Mea erau numele nume potrivite ale celor doua pieţe. Povestea s-a făcut şi mai interesantă după ce Cuza Vodă a construit Piaţa Unirii în centrul exact dintre cele două pieţe. 4 kilometri despart Trăian de Iulia. De-or putea ar fugi 2 kilometri şi s-ar uni chiar acolo în mijlocul oraşului. Cîte uni care se scoală cu noaptea cap, zic că dimineaţa chiar cum soarele răsare, columna şi arcul strălucesc cu lacrimile vărsate de Iulia şi de Trăian. Alţii spun că este un altfel de lichid care se produce în timpuri pasionale. 

	În al doilea Bucureşti 'dute'n pizda măti' nu mai este o înjurătură ca la noi. De fapt este de obicei un sfat dat la o tinerică îndrăgostită. Fata poate să se înroşească niţel dar pe'nserat se urcă'n tramvaiul numărul 32 şi nu se dă jos pînă ajunge la Piaţa Unirii. Acolo merge pe partea dreaptă a Bulevardului căutînd o pietricică. Nu e chiar aşa de greu de găsit una pentru că la dreapta este o cărare mică acoperită cu pietricele de Dunăre. Piaţa Pizda Măti este o piaţă mare cu multe flori frumoase şi copăcei micuţi. Printre flori sunt multe bănci pe care fetele stau jos şi vorbesc una cu alta, ori la celular. După ce s-a odihnit puţin, merge fata noastră înapoi pînă la Piaţa Unirii unde aşteaptă cu răbdare s-o găsească băiatul de care s-a îndrăgostit. De obicei nu vine el în prima seară -  nici în a doua. Dacă vine în a treia, zice lumea că o să fie o căsătorie fericită şi norocoasă. Cîteodată ia şi o săptămîna întreagă dar dacă vine băiatul, total se iartă. La băieţi e aproape aceiaşi poveste - doar că băieţii aduc flori. De obicei se vede că băiatul e îndrăgostit şi-i spune cineva, care poate să fie ca şi la fete, un unchi sau o bunică ori un prieten bun, nu contează, nu sunt conotaţii sexuale. 'Măi băiatule, dute măi şi tu în Pula Mea!' Băiatul, îşi adună curajul şi se urcă şi el într-un 32 şi se dă jos la Piaţa Unirii. Acolo merge el înspre Piaţa Pula Mea cumpărînd nişte flori pe drum. Ce flori? Depinde. Dacă este cam timid, cumpără o margaretă. Dacă este puţin mai înfipt, doua lalele. Cei mai curajoşi cumpără un trandafir. Vînzătoarele cu mai multă experienţă le vinde şi un preservativ. Floarea se duce bineinţeles la piciorul columnei. Pe drumul de din apoi, mai cumpără băiatul nostru şi un bucheţel de ghiocei. Cum se întîlnesc fetele cu băieţii care le interesează? Păi nu e greu de ghicit - ştie toata lumea că cutare şi cutare au plecat la Piaţa Unirii pe înserat. 

	Ritualul asta se întîmplă doar o dată pa an - în Februarie. În anul 1992 un film documentar 'Traian şi Iulia' a primit Palmierul de Aur la festivalul Cannes. Turismul Bucureştiul a crescut 1000% - astăzi în Piaţa Unirii se pot auzi mai mult de 150 de limbi dacă are cineva răbdarea să le asculte.

	Acum, pe la sfîrşitul povestii, cred că aţi vrea să mă întrebaţi, cum s-a schimbat istoria? Vă dau numai cîteva puncte. Iulia l'a convins pe Trăian că dacă Dacia rămîne un client al Imperiului, Roma o să rămînă mult mai puternică. Decebal nu s-a sinucis în noul aranjament şi cu adevărat Imperiul Roman a devenit mai puternic pentru că Dacia era un protector extraordinar a cărui armate l-au oprit pe Atila şi l-au şi batut pe Mehmed II. Vlad III a unit toate principaturile Române şi s-a proclamat Imperator. O istorie cam lungă pentru o poveste cam scurtă. În conclusie, România care a ieşit acolo era inclusivă de tot Banat-ul, toată Moldova, Basarabia şi o bucată mare  Ukrainiei în nordul ţării. Constatinopol nu a devenit Istanbul dar a rămas un oras pe două continente dar Grecesc nu Turcesc.

	***
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				Word

				Language

				English Translation

		

		
				acum

				Hebrew

				bent, crooked

		

		
				 

				Romanian

				now

		

		
				adin

				Russian

				one

		

		
				 

				Hebrew

				delicate

		

		
				allon(s)

				French

				let's go

		

		
				 

				Hebrew

				oak

		

		
				au (ow)

				Romanian

				1 (they) have
2 interjection for pain

		

		
				 

				Hindi

				come

		

		
				berech

				Dutch

				mountain

		

		
				 

				Hebrew

				knee

		

		
				bluemen

				Dutch

				flowers

		

		
				boot

				Armenian

				pussy

		

		
				 cal

				Hebrew

				1. light 2. easy

		

		
				 

				Istriot

				street, alley

		

		
				 

				Portuguese

				lime (calcium oxide)

		

		
				 

				Romanian

				horse

		

		
				call

				Hebrew

				voice

		

		
				can

				Afar

				milk

		

		
				 

				Asturian

				dog

		

		
				 

				Hebrew

				here

		

		
				 

				Turkish

				1. soul, life, being 2. Sweetheart

		

		
				 

				Venetian

				dog

		

		
				 

				Welsh

				1. white 2. hundred 3. flour

		

		
				canyon

				Hebrew

				mall

		

		
				car

				Romanian

				(I) carry

		

		
				chat

				French

				pussy

		

		
				china

				English

				1. country 2. dinnerware

		

		
				crap

				Romanian

				carp (fish)

		

		
				 

				Romansch

				stone

		

		
				creta

				Dominica

				pussy

		

		
				 

				Romanian

				chalk

		

		
				csok

				Hungarian

				kiss 

		

		
				 cur

				French

				yard

		

		
				 

				Irish

				sowing

		

		
				 

				Hebrew

				reactor

		

		
				 

				Latin

				why

		

		
				 

				Manx

				1. put 2. give

		

		
				 

				Romanian

				anus, arse, buttocks

		

		
				curve

				Romanian

				whores

		

		
				dai

				Dalmatian

				1. day 2. get lost

		

		
				 

				Chinese

				to wear

		

		
				 

				Hebrew

				enough

		

		
				 

				Japanese

				number

		

		
				 

				Ladino

				from

		

		
				 

				Romanian

				give

		

		
				 

				Swahili

				claim (ownership)

		

		
				dupa

				Aguaruna

				grass

		

		
				 

				French

				tricked

		

		
				 

				Polish

				anus, arse, buttocks

		

		
				 

				Romanian

				after

		

		
				fat

				Albanian

				luck, chance

		

		
				 

				Buli

				four

		

		
				 

				Catalan

				fate

		

		
				 

				French

				from

		

		
				 

				Friulian

				1. done, made, ripe 

		

		
				 

				Icelandic

				item of clothing

		

		
				 

				Ladino

				done

		

		
				 

				Norwegian

				plate, vat, barrel

		

		
				 fuck

				Ladino

				done (plural of fat)

		

		
				 

				Romanian

				(I am) doing

		

		
				 foot

				French

				was

		

		
				 

				Hungarian

				run

		

		
				 

				Romanian

				fuck

		

		
				 

				Rohingya

				son

		

		
				 

				Tatar

				unit of length

		

		
				 gill

				Hebrew

				1. gladness, 2. age

		

		
				 

				Polish

				bullfinch

		

		
				gill

				Spanish

				naive, dummy

		

		
				 hay

				Swedish

				hello

		

		
				 he

				Hebrew

				third-person feminine singular

		

		
				hem

				Dutch

				him

		

		
				 

				Hebrew

				third-person masculine plural

		

		
				 

				Swedish

				home

		

		
				 hen

				Hebrew

				third-person feminine plural

		

		
				 

				Kurdish

				and

		

		
				 

				Welsh

				old, ancient

		

		
				 hi

				Hebrew

				alive

		

		
				 

				Japanese

				yes

		

		
				 

				Romanian

				come

		

		
				 

				Spanish

				there are

		

		
				 

				Vietnamese

				exciting, interesting

		

		
				ken

				Afrikaans

				ken

		

		
				 

				Finnish

				whoever

		

		
				 

				Hebrew

				yes

		

		
				ken

				Hungarian

				smear

		

		
				 

				Kurdish

				laugh, smile

		

		
				kerek

				Dutch

				church

		

		
				 

				Hungarian

				wheel

		

		
				kuss

				Afrikaans

				coast, shoreline

		

		
				 

				Catawba

				corn

		

		
				 

				Czech / Slovak

				piece, chunk

		

		
				 

				Dutch / German

				kiss

		

		
				 

				Estonian

				where

		

		
				 

				Hebrew

				cunt, vagina

		

		
				 

				Skolt Sami

				cow

		

		
				 

				Tocharian

				who

		

		
				llama

				Hebrew

				why

		

		
				lobby

				Taki-Taki

				love

		

		
				long

				Chinese

				dragon

		

		
				 

				Dutch

				lung

		

		
				 

				Irish

				ship

		

		
				 

				Veps

				lunch

		

		
				 

				Vietnamese

				loose

		

		
				low

				Basque

				sleep

		

		
				 

				Catalan

				him

		

		
				 

				Chickasaw

				I

		

		
				 

				Cornish

				spoon

		

		
				 

				Hebrew

				no

		

		
				 

				Hungarian

				horse

		

		
				mar

				Dutch

				but

		

		
				 

				Hebrew

				bitter

		

		
				masa

				Interlingua

				it, that

		

		
				 

				Hebrew

				journey, trip

		

		
				 

				Polish

				mass

		

		
				 

				Romanian

				table

		

		
				 

				Spanish

				dough

		

		
				met

				Dutch

				with

		

		
				 

				Hebrew

				Dead / died

		

		
				mor(e)

				Romanian

				I am dying

		

		
				motek

				Hindi

				fat

		

		
				 

				Hebrew

				sweetie

		

		
				nigga

				Chinese

				that one

		

		
				offer

				Hebrew

				deer

		

		
				pain

				French

				bread

		

		
				pin

				Cornish

				pines

		

		
				 

				Danish

				ache, torment

		

		
				 

				French

				penis

		

		
				 

				Mapudungun

				say, tell

		

		
				pin

				Romanian

				spruce, fir

		

		
				pina

				French

				pain

		

		
				 

				Hebrew

				corner

		

		
				 

				Hungarian

				cunt, vagina

		

		
				 

				Italian

				pine cone

		

		
				 

				Latin

				sea pen

		

		
				 

				Pitjantjatjara

				ear

		

		
				 

				Sotho

				song

		

		
				 

				Spanish

				1. earth mound 2. pineapple

		

		
				 

				Warlpiri

				wise

		

		
				pokey

				Barbadian

				pussy

		

		
				pot

				Albanian

				little boy

		

		
				 

				Basque

				kiss

		

		
				 

				Czech / Polish

				sweat

		

		
				 

				Hebrew

				vagina

		

		
				 

				Romanian

				(I) can

		

		
				 

				Slovene

				way, road

		

		
				 

				Tatar

				unit of weight

		

		
				prost

				Dutch

				cheers

		

		
				 

				Romanian

				fool

		

		
				pula

				Finnish

				shortage

		

		
				 

				Italian

				1. chaff 2. fuzz, cops

		

		
				 

				Sotho

				rain

		

		
				 

				Romanian

				cock, penis

		

		
				pule

				Danish

				fuck

		

		
				 

				Galician

				polish, smooth

		

		
				pule

				Hawaiian

				1. pray 2. prayer, spell, blessing 3. church service 4. week

		

		
				 

				Italian

				1. chaff 2. fuzz, cops (plural)

		

		
				 

				Romanian

				cocks, pini

		

		
				 

				Samoan

				shell

		

		
				 

				Sotho

				rain - 1. (Southern Africa) greeting / good luck wish.
2. The currency of Botswana, divided into 100 thebe.

		

		
				pull

				Azeri

				money

		

		
				 

				Danish

				fuck!

		

		
				 

				French

				chicken

		

		
				 

				Tatar

				peel

		

		
				push

				Legzi

				pussy

		

		
				pussy

				Hungarian

				kiss

		

		
				 put

				Hebrew

				vagina

		

		
				regel

				Danish

				rule

		

		
				 

				Hebrew

				foot

		

		
				 

				Hungarian

				morning

		

		
				rue

				French

				street

		

		
				she

				Romanian

				and

		

		
				shell

				Hebrew

				's (possessive pronoun) 

		

		
				Sin

				Hebrew

				China

		

		
				sus

				Danish

				whistling, singing

		

		
				 

				French

				1. savor, 2. on

		

		
				 

				Frigian

				sister

		

		
				 

				Hebrew

				horse

		

		
				 

				Latin

				pig

		

		
				 

				Romanian

				up

		

		
				 

				Spanish

				your

		

		
				 

				Swedish

				rod, stick

		

		
				 

				Turkish

				skin, body

		

		
				tak

				Czech

				so

		

		
				 

				Danish

				thank you

		

		
				 

				Dutch

				branch

		

		
				 

				Faroese

				roof

		

		
				 

				Icelandic

				grip, hold

		

		
				 

				Indonesian

				not

		

		
				 

				Polish

				yes

		

		
				 

				Serbo-Croatian

				billiard-cue

		

		
				 

				Vilamovian

				day

		

		
				ten

				Czech

				the, this, that

		

		
				 

				Dutch

				to the, at the

		

		
				 

				Galician

				has

		

		
				 

				Hebrew

				give

		

		
				 

				Lithuanian

				there

		

		
				 

				Romanian

				complexion

		

		
				vapor

				Romanian

				ship

		

		
				yes

				Asturian

				is

		

		
				 

				English

				affirmation

		

		
				 

				Romanian

				(I am) exiting

		

		
				zuby

				Arabic

				penis, cock

		

		
				 

				Basque

				bridge

		

	
 

		

	

	 

	For the sake of simplicity, the English definitions were left out. Also, some of the words might be pronounced a bit differently in their original languages.  I tried to stay away from complex pronunciations. And attempted to use the simplest spelling. For example, the French cour is spelled cur, though it is read the same way. It seems simpler and more in line with other languages. For the same reason I have also omitted words like the French cœur  – it is a bit too different.
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