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Imet him two years ago, the man who claimed to know
my home. We had attended the same school, he said,
grown up in the same neighborhood, he said, he was
a child prodigy, he said. But I would not believe him.

Inabar called the Eudora, he pointed to a cocktail
on the menu, inviting me to buy him a drink. The
next everyone saw the photo of the pifna colada and
the strange expression on my face. But I would not
believe him.

Two years passed and more and more people came
to know his name, an unknown legend, he crossed the
street and approached the school, edged into the
teeming crowd, catching their ears. Theyall believed his
story, but I did not.

Standing in a gallery, his back turned to the crowd,
he sang old Teresa Teng classics and chattered on about
his childhood, one hour passed in stories and songs,
but no one saw his face. They said: “The stories could
be real.” I said: “Do not believe him.”

Growing wild like a weed, the legend struck deep,
tickling their emotions, and pricking the more anxious
among them. One day he said: “I have been short-listed
for the Future Generation Art Prize by the Victor
Pinchuk Foundation.” I was not convinced.

The problems came, from another world, from the
clamor of voices in cyberspace. His own world was
choked by their conversations, and his words became
entangled with the names that they threw at him. His
own world was rotten, a rotten rope of hemp. They
started to doubt him.

Sex, an awakening demon, a snake, winding through
his consciousness, it troubled him to make the snake
a mountain in his mouth. He said the snake could
devour all men, but he loved the snake in the painting.
They believed him possessed by a demon.

It was lies, lies that began the journey, lies that
aroused defiance among the mortals that doubted
the legend. In the depths of his heart he had never
believed in art, and so, he swiftly learned the art of
fabrication, misappropriation, rhetoric, distortion,
exaggeration ... He mastered every chapter of the
book. An adaptation from art history gave voice to
the story of any self-taught man, his message to them
after all: Believe me!

Translated from the Chinese by Lucy Johnston
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