On a rainy day in March 1987 Braam Fuuuns registered into the Hospital of Otolaryngology and Head and Neck Surgery in the City of Sain
saying that his ear canal was tickling. Rather than kicking him out of the
hospital, Dr. Kyauta Aboubacar investigated the man´s ear and made a
fascinating discovery. Mr. Fuuuns had a tiny spider in his ear canal. And
not one of those tiny, unexceptional arachnids. This little bastard had
four eyes, was full of hair, and had thorns that the specialists dreaded
it would delve into the man‘s ear if disturbed. They estimated that the
spider had crawled into his ear for shelter as Mr. Fuuuns had sex, 13
days earlier. To take it out, they loaded his ear with a special mixture of
coconut oil, traditional herbs and pepper, which successfully forced the
animal to leave the organ.

Henri J. Sjöström was having some trouble with the vision in his left
eye. As well as it was becoming increasingly blurred, there were two
dull spots continually in sight. He said it was like looking through a
sloppy focal point. His English wasn‘t too good.As he was extremely
afraid of losing his vision, he went seeing a specialist, Dr. Idowu Fungai. Dr. Fungai wasn‘t able to find out what´s wrong, but after examining close-ups of Henri´s, eye he understood that there was a tiny, little
bird living there. Very little is known about that kind of birds, as there
have just been 15 known cases like this, yet what is known isn‘t extremely wonderful. The bird is ingested somehow, and after that starts to
travel from the stomach through the individual‘s tissue, moving as far
as possible up to their eye or cerebrum. The bird then survives by eating
the person’s retina. Despite his vision being blurred, he could see the
bird flying around in his eye. Dr. Fungai finally figured out how to execute the worm utilizing a laser. Henri is now doing exercises to restore
his sight and is afraid of birds.
Efthalia Efiti was just 17 when a MRI check showed a serious and difficult-to-remove tumor in her brain. Efiti went to a hospital in Kiribati
suffering from some quite stressing manifestations, for example, trouble balancing, gulping, and deadness. There was no other option than to
attempt a risky operation. It was then that her specialist made a fascinating and horrifying diagnosis. Efthalia had a living plant in her mind.
Although horrifying, this was actually better than having a tumor. At
some point, Efthalia must have been fallen asleep in one of the contaminated areas. Over 20 percent of the neurology offices in Kiribati have
seen cases like this one.

He was lying down inside a fish. As he was quite small he could easily
fit inside a sea bream or sea bass. The surroundings were beautiful and
he had a perfect view. There was a pine grove, olive trees, palm trees.
Trees he couldn‘t name. One more beautiful than the other..Candles
were melting in the sun. It was the kind of view that other people painted. He covered himself with fish bones, as if they were a blanket. The
inside of the fish was slimy and warm. Since the fish was still alive, it
didn‘t really smell. While looking at the sky in the ground in front of
him, he desperately tried to fall asleep.
Nights in the intestine were the most beautiful. It was so long that you
had enough space even if you weren’t alone inside the animal. Sometimes one animal would sleep 4 or 6. Most were used to smaller
animals. Almost everyone had slept inside an animal before. it was no
longer anything special, nothing extraordinary. It was a way to save
costs, to lower them and share with others. It was a compromise.
He mostly slept inside sea bream, sometimes also tuna. Sprats were
too small. Salmon were the most comfortable, but he always had a bad
feeling about it, because they were so contaminated. He had read somewhere that they were the most pollutedfish in the world. What a shame!
In addition, the aquaculture also messed with their dialect. The feed changed their flesh. It wore down faster than their ancestors’ and quickly
became rough and less fluffy.
The lack of movement or the absence of their natural hunting behavior turned their innards rigid. Everything was stiffer and somehow
more industrial. almost like plastic. Maybe it was also just a figment
of the imagination. Their whole origin, their growth, everything that
one associated with the usual insides of a salmon was, as a result of
aquaculture, no longer.
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Robert Brambora lives and works.
Die Texte in diesem Heft entstammen verschiedenen Quellen.
Wissenschaftliche Studien, Zeitungsartikel, Blogeinträge.
Fiktion und persönliche Notizen.
The texts in this textbook are based on the research of the artist.
Scientific studies, newspaper articles, blog entries as well as
fiction and private notes.
Danke R. Für L. Oder andersherum.
Thanks R. For L. Or the other way round.

Texts to the World
as it is and as it should be
Textbook no. 31

Texte zur Welt
wie sie ist und wie sie sein sollte
Heft 31

You can`t buy Texts to the World –
you can only get them as a present.

Texte zur Welt kann man nicht kaufen –
man bekommt sie geschenkt.

Publisher:
House N Collection, Kiel/Athens
info@sammlung-haus-n.de
www.sammlung-haus-n.de
© Idea and concept: House N Collection
© Images and text: Robert Brambora

Herausgeber:
Sammlung Haus N, Kiel/Athen
info@sammlung-haus-n.de
www.sammlung-haus-n.de
© Idee und Konzept: Sammlung Haus N
© Bild und Text: Robert Brambora

