BLACKMAILERS

By Slawomir Mrozek
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NE day the postman brought
this letter:

“Bither you put one hun-
dred thousand zloty under
the stone in the main square
in front of the café by

Thursday, or else.

It was signed “Oswald".

I calculated that my salary would
not stretch to that. What was'T to do?
I wasn’t ready to die Jjust yet. So I sat
down and wrote:

- “Dear Sir, Either I find one hundred
thousand zloty under the stone in the
main square in front of the café by

Skull. PS. It’s not for me but for
someone more needy than myself.”

On reflection, I crossed out “one
hundred thousand” and put in “one
hundred and fifty thousand”. 1
thought I might as well make a profit
while I was about it.

Now I had to think where to send
my letter since no one round here has
any money to speak of. In the end, I
sent it to my best friend, whom I've
known all my life. He has no money
either but at least I know his address,
and he’s a good fellow.,

On Wednesday, I went to the square
and looked under the stone. There
was no money, but I found a note.

“Dear Mr Skull, T can only manage
fifty thousand, but not before Friday,
at the earliest.”

That will have to do, I thought. Still,
I wonder where he’s getting the
money from.

However, the fateful Thursday was
approaching and, as I still had no
money, I wrote a short letter and put
it under the stone. It read:

Wednesday, or else. Yours faithfully, -

v

“Dear Mr Oswald, I am sorry to say
I can only manage fifty thousand, but
not before mﬁ:&mf at the earliest. I
remain, your Victim.’

On second thoughts, I crossed out
“fifty thousand” and put in “twenty-
five thousand”. Why not make a prof-
it, while I was about it? #

On Friday, there was no money
under the stone, but there was a let.
ter: s

“Dear Mr Skull, Forgive the delay. I
shall pay up but not before Sunday.
Unfortunately, only half.”

Here are the subsequent letters
from me to Oswald, and from my vie-
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tim to me.

“Dear Mr Oswald, This has gone on
long enough. You can have one hun-
dred zloty on Monday.”

“Dear Mr Skull, Someone owes me
fifty zloty and will pay me back on
Monday. You can have it on
Wednesday. Regards.”

A week later, the following Friday, I
found a packet of cigarettes under the
stone. Well, that was something.

The trouble was, they were my
cigarettes in the first place.

Translated from the Polish by
Yolanta May




