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The simplest surrealist act consists in going into the street with 
revolvers in your fist and shooting blindly into the crowd as much 
as possible.  Anyone who has never felt the desire to deal thus with 

the current wretched principle of humiliation and 
stult i f ication 
c l e a r l y 
belongs in 
this crowd 
himself with 
his belly at 
bullet height.

“Second Manife st  of  Surrealism” (1.930)

André Breton:



“It’s a common belief that human beings are 
intelligent. What kind of intelligence is it, 
if we merely inherit the behauvior patterns 
that we observe in our childhood? There are 
some smart guys, Kant and the like, who are 
capable of reaching a few original ideas, but 
the rest of us... the rest of us are just animals 
with clothes. 'Homo velamine', the dressed 
ape.”

Dressed ape? Should I be offended? His next 
words rushed in before I had time to make 
up my mind.

“Do you know what I mean? Do you know 
where I’m pointing at?”

I nodded insecurely.

“I’m glad to see that you understand. I didn’t. 
I knew all this for many years, but I didn’t 
understand it. As I said, we are just animals 
with clothes. I discredited religion with heavy 
reasons, not realising that these reasons were 
also within myself, in most of my beliefs, 

thoughts and behaviours. But leaving religion 
apart was easy, it was only a matter of changing 
groups... Getting undressed of everything else 
was the difficult bit. There was no group to 
join.”

What was he talking about? I wouldn’t dare 
to interrupt him.

“But I realised it all one day. It didn't happen 
all of a sudden, it was rather an idea that grew 
little by little, until the very same reasons that 
made me not believing in God drove me to 
stop believing in everything else. Wearing 
jeans, listening to rock music, getting my hair 
cut in whatever fashion, getting interested by 
art, being a vegetarian, and so on. Everything 
else. All behaviours I had learnt here and 
now. Thy all fell by the very same reasons that 
religion did. So I freed myself of them all.”

“Alas, I didn’t find anything to replace them.”

He drank.

HOMO VELAMINE
- THE DRESSED APE -

HOMO HABILIS   HOMO GAUTENGENSIS   HOMO RUDOLFENSIS   HOMO ERGASTER   HOMO GEORGICUS 

HOMO ERECTUS  HOMO ANTECESSOR  HOMO CEPRANENSIS   HOMO FLORESIENSIS 
HOMO HEIDELBERGENSIS   HOMO NEANDERTHALENSIS  HOMO RHODESIENSIS

HOMO SAPIENS  HOMO SAPIENS SAPIENS

She was an actress.
When she was happy
I used to think that maybe she wasn’t
but she didn’t want to worry me.
When she was sad,
I imagined that maybe
she behave in such manner so I felt bad
for things I had done
for things I should have done
or for any other reason.
I loved her scent,
and that was something she couldn’t perform.

SOMEONE WHO NEVER EXISTED 
Text by Budoson / Illustration by Dina Compadre



This afternoon I’ve been at Cádiz beach. 

Infinitely many gangs of infinitely hunky 

people and swaggers were struggling to make 

the most perfect somersault, to throw the 

largest pile of sand to the face of the most 

innocent elderly, to leave their area as filled 

as possible with cans and plastics of every 

kind. In this world, descendents of ancestral 

tribes that sometimes go back as far as to 

Ancient Phoenice have as their main, and 

perhaps only, goal to pass on their genome to 

the greatest possible number of uteri. Hence 

that their cognoscitive interests are entirely 

subordinated to the reproductive and tribal 

functions. Everything is about imitating the 

rest of fellows and standing out only in what 

takes to reproduction and finding a job. Any 

other thing is automatically dismissed.

ECHOES OF THE ANCIENT VIRTUES 
Text by James Doppëlganger / Collage by Anónimo García

CAMINITO BLUES
Text by Dick Trusk / Design by Anónimo García

«I’m singing my love with my pain»  
Antonio Molina
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THE LINE OF LIFE 
Text by Biyu / Illustration by Dina Compadre

"And you, what have you done with your life?"

"Well... At first I tried to feed it on a diet of 
sex on the first date, cocaine shots in ATMs 
and nights ended in strange houses listen-
ing to Joe Cocker and dislocating our jaws 
unconsciously. What happened is that one 
day my life complaint because it missed the 
pursue for culture of our teenage years and 
it didn’t leave me in peace with its syllogisms 
and prospopoeia. So, instead of  doing the 
common thing and let Jack Daniel’s carry it 
to a centre of special education and put it to 
sleep, we went on an adventure on a spiral of 
low self-esteem and autodestruction that put 
us in a situation even worse than the previ-

ous stage, for we didn’t even enjoy ourselves. 
As my life was starting to get an otter face, I 
decided to let it rest some time. It was then, 
when I put it in a hut, when I realised that 
my life was really not mine, that some very 
strange gentlemen had been cutting it into 
shreds, injecting it with morphine and raping 
it when I was away with the fairies. So I did 
something tremendously hard: I sacrificed it. 
A shot right between its reptile little eyes. It 
didn’t even beg for itself. Now I have a new 
one, just taken out of the oven, and I don’t 
know still what to do with it exactly. And you, 
what have you done with yours?"

"I studied Law."

The first week of draws was received as a 
strange coincidence. During the second, 
media commentators, unable to squeeze 
any substance from such boring matches, 
claimed against a game that used to be the 
envy of Europe and the world. At the third 
the smartest gamblers filled their pools 
with D’s, only to check that many others 
also had had their very same brilliant idea. 
Before the forth statists and erudites from 
the most diverse schools spread over the 
papers their theories like rotting horses. No 

one pointed in the right direction, though, 
and they only managed to push the masses 
to a revolutionary catharsis. Which finally 
came after the fifth week. The working class, 
now that was at last freed, left pubs at a pace, 
bottle in hand, drunk of rage and frustration. 
Fans at stadiums ran over players. Shirts and 
T-shirts were torn apart by the millions. Five 
thousand miles away, in Preston, Idaho, the 
cry of a country that wanted back the vent of 
its silliness could be faintly heard.

THE LIBERATION OF THE WORKING CLASS 
by Anónimo García

In the end, the liberation came from the 
South. From Portugal. Specifically from 
Cristiano Ronaldo.

He discussed it with his team mates. Then with 
the trainer. They all agreed. A commission 
was elected, which powerpointed the idea to 
the president of the club. He showed disdain 
at first, but eventually gave consent. The 
president commented the matter with three 
or four homologues, and after seeing that they 

all had the same vibration, they organised a 
meeting with the Football Association. The 
FA also ended up realising the urge of the 
proposal, and from then on there was no 
turning back. Now all clubs needed to join: 
it was a matter of imposition rather than 
agreement. But in fact it was both, and all 
Premier League teams agreed happily. They 
would free Britain's masses. From now on all 
matches are going to draw to zero.
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WHAT IS WRONG WITH A LITTLE  DESTRUCTION?

A mum gets frighteneduntil she realises

that everyone is in the same situation.



Nick’s face went from surprise to fright. He shoot 
off from his apartment and started to look fe-
verishly in all directions.  A woman was putting 
off a cigarette. She rushed away from him after 
noticing how he was staring at her. He ran to the 
nearby restaurant, went in and, going through 
the dining room without stopping, made it to 
the kitchen opening wide the doors. The cooks, 
sweaty and surprised, were in front of the burn-
ers. He threw one of the pans and put his hands 
in the burner. No heat. It was only when he put 
his hand further down when he howled with 
pain. Desperate, he went out of there and wan-
dered around for a while, overwhelmed by ter-
rible distress. “Where is it?”, he repeated. Just 
then the sun, high in the sky, started to darken.

Suddenly his face changed, revealing a discov-
ery, and he came back to his house as fast as he 
could. He opened the door and it revealed a deep 
curtain of smoke, the walls of the living room 
were dark and many things had burned away. 
But the fire was off. “The match”, he murmured. 
The sun was going out and he was getting cold. 

He entered his room, picked the Ribonal jar and 
read meticulously its directions, once more; big 
letters stood out: “Say goodbye to your phobi-
as!” Further below:

3. HOW TO TAKE RIBONAL WITH ADAYYA 
EXTRACT 650mg
“5 tablets per day…” Suddenly the piece of 
sheet spread, showing a large list: “…for the 
following diagnosed phobias”. The list did not 
mention his. Terrified, he realised it was indeed 
listed down below: “Pyrophobia. 1 tablet per 
day”. At the end of the list: “Do not exceed under 
any circumstances the recommended dose”.  
And a “Customer Service No. 0800 8130 4800”. 
When he started dialing, the fire he believed off 
was spreading throughout the house and was 
advancing quickly without him noticing, melting 
the jar of Ribonal on the table. Outside, on the 
street, it was still a sunny summer day.

4. WHO WROTE RIBONAL WITH ADAYYA 
EXTRACT 650mg AND WHO ILLUSTRATED IT
Budoson / Mr. Haarmann

OWNER
Ribon Laboratories

1. WHAT IS RIBONAL WITH ADAYYA EXTRACT 
650mg AND WHAT IS IT FOR
Ribonal is recommended for the treatment of 
phobias of all kinds. The composition of this 
medicine is the result of the latest scientific 
advances and, thanks to the addition of Adayya 
extract, it is the most efficient way of removing 
irrational thoughts, acting selectively on them 
and making them vanish.

2. POSSIBLE SIDE EFFECTS
A morning in March, Nick, of around 28 years 
of age, sat on the bed of his bedroom, opened 
a small package in which “Ribon Laboratories” 
could be read. He took a jar from it (“Ribonal. 
With Adayya extract. 650 mg.”), opened it, took 
a pill and swallowed it. He started reading the 
directions for use. Next to him, on the floor laid 
an open magazine showing an advertisement 
of the medicine. “The intelligent medicine. With 
Adayya extract. Let Ribonal think for you”. Under 
the slogan there is a picture of Dr. Ribon: a good-
looking guy, of around 50 years of age, in a dark 
suit and a striking tie.

Some days later, after finishing the meal he had 
ordered, Nick rang the hospital. At the other side 
of the line a nurse informed him that the pro-
gress was steady: his girlfriend’s burns were se-
vere and she was still in a deep coma. Nick hung 
up and went by the window. He looked to the 
passer-by’s. A man lighted up a cigarette with a 
lighter and Nick shuddered. He closed his eyes, 
stumbled and leant against the wall. “It’s to soon 
yet”, he said to himself.

In the progress of the following weeks, Nick ex-
perimented some improvements, and decided to 
go out. But a light up candle in the table of a 
nearby restaurant made him shudder, so he had 
to take refuge in a doorway to get calmed down. 
Another Ribonal pill and back to the house. It 
was enough for the day.

Time passed and little by little he started to 
take over everyday tasks. His girlfriend was 
pretty much in the same condition. The medi-
cine worked and anxiety was dropping. Fire was 
starting to be bearable. He sought for a job and 
in a few weeks got one in a post office not far 
from where he lived.                                            

Nick’s life was starting to roll again when sudden-
ly, in June, a call startled him when he was getting 
back from work. His girlfriend had awoken from 
coma, but was very weak. Nick said he wanted 
to go and see her, but the nurse suggested that 
her state could shock him and that maybe she 
wouldn’t like him going. However, he set off to the 
hospital as soon as he hung up the telephone. He 
hadn’t visited her yet, but he had to go now. He 
decided to take a cab. Just after the journey be-
gan, the driver asked if he minded him lighting up. 
“No”, Nick answered, uncertain. He put his sight 
away when the man lighted the cigarette up.

He looked again and got absorbed staring at the 
smoke. He smiled. He put his hand in his pocket, 
took a pill and put it in his mouth. 

In the hospital room, the girl slept under the ef-
fect of sedatives, totally covered by bondages. 
Nick stood by her side, watching her for nearly 
an hour. “I’ll come back tomorrow”, he said 
while he stood up to leave. He kissed her on her 
forehead, opened the door and left.

On his way home, Nick saw something in the 
cab. A lighter had fallen from the pocket of some 
passenger, and was lying a few centimetres 
away from his foot. But he didn’t take it.

Once in his house, a little nervous and with the 
Ribonal jar at hand, he recalled the lighter. And 
he remembered he had a matchbox somewhere. 
“What the hell”, he thought. He could do it. He 
took a tablet from the jar, opened a drawer in 
the living room and took the little box. The rub-
bing phosphorus and sandpaper produced the 
unmistakable sound of combustion. In seconds, 

Ribonal™
With Adayya extract. 650 mg

The intelligent medicine.
Let Ribonal think for you.



JUDITH
Text by Shane Solanki / Collage by Eugenia Loli

Find more poems and collages by Shane and Eugenia on their book "Superheroines I have known and loved"

a high interest –"subject to market variability" in small print. It is called “com-
mercialization of intangible assets”. The Bank of England backs these measures. 

Until now, the brain was the only player able to speculate on the temporal flexibility. 
Today, time is an asset traded in the stock exchange. “Make more bearable your mortgage 

The value of Time can no 
longer be compared to 
Gold. The Past used to be 
reliable, but it is negociable 
now. Banks offer future days 
in exchange for past ephe-
merides. “Sell your child-
hood in easy instalments”, 
“deposit here your very 
first happy memory”, with 

incorporating 
new fond memo- 
ries every month”. 

Memory stores 

printing press or the gravity were all great achievements that brought progress. 
And your first love, your twenty-first birthday or that lost weekend at the beach that were 

so special to you can now be also special for the director of the bank. The markets have no 
memories of that time. Forget your first kiss, swallow the desire to blow out the 

of Supply and Demand. Cash is no longer needed. Just bow your head to the machine. “It will 
tell you how much is your memory worth, then you can manage it from the comfort of your 
home”. In return, gain Time. Does it matter the price when it comes to make life longer?

“Do not worry over your pension. Unlearn, for your future, to walk. If you have 

Memory is no 
longer a human 
capital, it be-
longs to the Law 

candles, dry yourself without 
even bathing. These mem-
ories can now recapitalise 
banks and generate wealth. 

an uncomfortable credit to 
pay, forget your loved ones. 
Everything for your comfort. 
We are not animals, we do 
not want your organs. We are 
ready to boost the economy. 
Credit will flow to compa-
nies. Just let us in, or use one 
of the cash points. Bow your 
head to it. No commissions.”

Time, not just yours, but of all 
mankind. The genetic code is 
the biblos which incorporates 
everything. The wheel, the 

E C O N O M I C O N 
Text by Rasomon / Calligram by Anónimo García

Little Judith Chalmers
Loved to eat bananas

Pineapples and strawberries
And even raisins too

Such a little cutie
Totally tutti frutti

Her favourite fruits were blueberries
Because they were not blue



She was an actress
and I loved her scent.

It was something she couldn’t perform.
When she left

her scent took quite some time to follow her.
This evening at the supermarket

I have found out
that in reality I was in love

of the exact mix of glicerine,
butylphenyl,

sodium chloride,
phenoxyethano,

perfume 
and some other things.

The 500 ml. jar was only one fifty. 
It was on sale.

SOMEONE WHO NEVER EXISTED II 
Text by Budoson / Illustration by Dina Compadre

DICKENS / SADE 
Text by James Doppëlganger / Collage by Anónimo García

The distinction between Dickens and Sade is 
that between the beautiful and the sublime. 
In Dickens’ tales, a hero embodies the Good 
in a perverse world. But, with more or less 
difficulty, this hero or heroine makes his or 
her way; breaches into perversity, faces it and 
finally defeats it with the help of fortune or 
of any other small hero. In Sade, instead, 
perversity unfolds in all its greatness, showing 
itself to be irresistible and fatal. The Good 
is cornered and ridiculed, chaos and storm 
toss the human against the steep rocks, 
destroying every sign of goodness and piety, 
which a posteriori reveal themselves as useless 
values for the weak. Then the true civilization 
emerges in the shape of organised terror and 
refinement of cruelty.

Having said this, we are children of Dickens 
whether we like it or not. The white 
pseudoprogresist ideology, that of UNICEF 
advertisements that people dine with, is 
Dickens' (socialdemocracy). This is us: 
congratulating with the Good, the Christmas

welfare telethon, “pills against someone 
else’s pain”. There are good and bad people. 
The bad ones lose and you always win, at 
least within the goal of being good. It is 
admirable how Sade forbids us to reconcile 
with falsehood: he is an unabashed cynic, 
like those that breakfast human lives as digits 
under the wings of market indexes. Precisely 
for that, he is also a revolutionary. He 
embodies virtue just as he embodies terror. 
Sade the incorruptible. The unconditional: I 
only hand myself over to whom I am able to 
destroy. In a world full of Sades, suffering and 
pleasure would be transitive and therefore 
spread out, instead of being divorced, each 
respectively lodged in the strong and the 
weak. Repeat with Sade: evil is indestructible, 
and moral is its fuel. We must get done with 
the moralist delight and courageously face 
terror.

Conclussion – Dickens is repulsive, and 
VIRTUE IS TERROR.

Fig 12.- Repulsion



This publication is a product of Ultrarrationalist exaltation. Ultrarrationalism is a literary-pictoric 
movement that uses logic to explore the limits of reality and extract conclusions that may be use-
ful for the advancement of society, the arts or the anthropological investigation. Some valuable les-
sons that Ultrarrationalism has already delivered are the circularity by which the most vulgar and 
despicable turns necessarily in the most sublime, the anthropophagy as a means to tackle pressure 
over the planet, or the necessity of compulsory interruption of human pregnancy. Find out more at:

www.HOMOVELAMINE.com
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