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From the luxury liner to the crocodile's mouth
The luxury liner steamed through the waves like an overfed hippopotamus, a floating brothel with too much gold on the walls, too much champagne in their throats, and too much stupidity in their heads. On deck lay rich ladies in hats taller than their husbands. Waiters in white gloves stumbled over Persian rugs while refilling glasses as if the world were drowning in alcohol. And somewhere in the middle: a mother, so stuffed with champagne that she looked as if she might slump over the railing and vomit at any moment.
The baby in her arms—small, pink, with those helpless movements—was nothing more than collateral damage from her constant intoxication. She held it as if it were a handbag that had just happened to scream. And as the sun hung over the horizon like a drunken eye, the evening's first mistake approached: a snake. Not even a large, dangerous one, but a tired, half-bored tree snake that had let itself rappell down from the ship's mast, curious about the glittering buffet of human stupidity.
The mother saw the snake. It screamed. A scream that sounded like an opera singer on Valium losing her voice during climax. Reflexively, she threw up her arms, the glass of champagne flew into the air—and the baby right after it.
It wasn't a graceful fall. It wasn't a slow-motion movie scene with violin music. It was a stupid, banal accident: the baby flopped over the railing as if someone had discarded an old sock. A scream, then a splash.
Down below, in the river, the crocodiles were already waiting. Greenish shadows in the murky water, teeth like rusty nails, eyes like coins blinking out of the mud. They had heard the sound, the splash, the smell of human skin and blood, which wasn't there yet, but already hung in the air like a promise.
The baby didn't paddle. It couldn't. It sank, bubbling, with a bubble on its mouth, with a scream that stuck in the water. The crocodiles moved closer, greedily, slowly, like old drunks who know the bar is about to open.
And up on deck? No one noticed. The mother hysterically downed another glass, screamed for some steward, blamed the snake, blamed God, blamed the carpet, blamed everything but himself. The captain acted as if nothing had happened—you couldn't spoil the guests' mood. One baby less meant a free seat on board, not more.
But down below, on the muddy riverbank, sat someone who noticed. A chimpanzee. Shaggy, with eyes like old whiskey glasses that had seen too much. Shit. The old jungle gangster. He crouched there, scratched his ass, saw the scene, and immediately understood that humans were up to no good again.
He leaped from branch to branch, like an old sailor who still knows the rigging, and landed at the water's edge. The crocodiles were almost there. One gasped for air as if trying to swallow the future. But Shitter was faster. He grabbed the baby and pulled it up, soaking wet, panting, a bundle of life that had just barely disappeared into a monster's mouth.
The crocodiles hissed and spun around in the water, disappointed, like gamblers who bet all their money on red at the casino and had to watch the ball land on black. Shitter didn't care. He climbed back, the baby in his mouth as if it were a banana. No heroism, just instinct.
Nanny was waiting on the bank. Not a woman, but a chimpanzee with the gentlest gaze any animal could have. Shitter pressed the baby into her arms as if he'd just handed over a dirty fish. "You make something of it," his eyes said. "I have better things to do."
Nanny looked at the child, furrowed her hairy brow, and began to rock it. As if it were her own. Perhaps it was, in a world where no one looks out for you except those you least expect.
The search for the baby? Forget it. On the luxury liner, they hung a pair of binoculars over the railing, dutifully peered into the water, and halfheartedly called out a few names. Then they shrugged their shoulders. Too many crocodiles, too much effort. A new baby was quickly made.
So the child—our future Jupp—was officially dead. Checked off. Drowned. File closed. And yet, in the jungle, he lived on. Naked, crying, but alive.
Shitter scratched his balls as Nanny held the baby to her chest. "He's a real brat," he seemed to mutter. "Let's see if he survives this booze."
And so began the legend of Jupp, the drunken ruler of the apes. Not through heroic courage, not through divine fate, but because his mother drank too much champagne and a snake was hanging from the wrong branch. A stupid coincidence, a glitch in the gods' script – and a new antihero crawled out of the swamp.
The baby suckled at Nanny's breast as if everything were perfectly normal. As if it had never been destined for the fine carpets of the luxury liner, but for the dirt, the leaves, the ants, the mosquitoes, the cries of the monkeys at dawn.
And somewhere in the background, far away, the jungle was already yodeling quietly – as if it sensed that it had acquired a new madman.
Night descended over the jungle like a greasy curtain. Humid air, the smell of sweat, mosquitoes with the aggressiveness of junkies going through withdrawal. Nanny held little Jupp close to her while he squealed as if the universe were already pissing him off. She rocked him, nibbled a few lice off her own fur, and did what monkey mothers have been doing for millions of years: caring without thinking too much about it.
Shitter, on the other hand, sat a few feet away, chewing on a fermented mango sliver that smelled like a drunk had puked into a trash can. He chewed, smacked his lips, and squinted at the baby. "A wet worm with too much noise," he thought. But he knew the brat would stay. Because Nanny already had eyes for him.
The river rippled in the distance. There, the crocodiles were still circling. Teeth, shells, greed. They hated it when a snack was snatched away from them. One of them slapped its tail against the water's surface, making a thud like a gunshot. Shitter grinned. "Fuck off, you leather handbags."
Jupp, the bundle, was now sucking on some jungle grass that Nanny had stuffed into his mouth to stop him from crying. It wasn't baby food from a luxury cruise ship, nor a silver spoon, but a tough, bitter piece of nature. And that was precisely the difference: He was no longer the luxury product of a drunken mother. He was now jungle produce.
Up on the river, the luxury liner chugged on, brightly lit, music, laughter, and the clinking of glasses. No one spoke of the child anymore. The mother had long since lain unconscious in some cabin, her head half in the pillow, half in her own vomit. A steward wordlessly cleaned up the broken pieces. That's how polite society worked: dirt under the rug, drama under the table. Tomorrow she would have champagne for breakfast and tell a story about how a "terrible tragedy" had happened. They would pity her, console her, pour her even more alcohol. And then it would be over.
No one suspected that down in the jungle her son was just taking his first breath as a half-ape.
Nanny carried Jupp deeper into the forest, away from the river, away from the crocodiles, away from the noise. Shitter followed reluctantly, like an old drunk being dragged along because he's still needed to carry the shopping bags.
They reached a clearing where old tree roots protruded from the earth like rotten bones. There was a nest of leaves, half-decayed, half-warm. Nanny sat down and laid Jupp down in it. The little boy actually stopped squealing. He stared into the night as if he already understood that this green, stinking hell was now his home.
Shitter scratched his ass and let out a fart so loud it made a few birds flutter out of the trees. "Great. A naked dwarf in our place. Hopefully he'll be worth something someday. Or at least bring home some booze."
Nanny gave him a look, a kind of monkey-mother look that could be understood even without language: Shut up, you old fart.
The night dragged on. Rain began to fall, pattering on the leaves, dripping through every crack. It smelled of earth, of mold, of something that had been dead for weeks. Jupp didn't seem to care. He slept as if he'd never known anything else.
Shitter lay down, belched, and muttered, "If the brat survives, it's only because he has more luck than sense." And that was the first sentence that fit Jupp like a loincloth.
The next morning, the sun rose as if it had also been drinking. A red ball, sweating, tired, but merciless. The jungle awoke with cries: monkeys, birds, insects, everything blaring in unison. Nanny stretched, Jupp clung to her like an undersized backpack. He smacked his lips, farted, grinned.
Shitter was already out, somewhere in the trees, looking for something to eat or drink, in any order. He found a half-fermented fruit, bit into it, let the juice run over his fur, and for ten seconds felt like the king of the jungle.
Back at the nest, he saw Nanny carefully showing the baby leaves, as if she were giving it its first lesson: This is life. No golden deck, no waiter in gloves. Just leaves, dirt, and your own stench.
Meanwhile, far away, somewhere on the steamer, the search was officially called off. "Too dangerous, too many crocodiles, no chance." An officer jotted down a few sentences in the log, as if checking off a shopping list. The baby vanished from the human world like a cigarette kicked into the gutter.
But here, in the midst of the green madness, life had only just begun.
Jupp spat out a bitter-tasting leaf and screamed at the whole world. Shitter came closer, looked at him, and for the first time, he laughed. "That kid's got a lot of juice in him," he thought. "Maybe he's actually good after all. Or at least he'll get drunk early. Then I'll have a friend."
Nanny cradled the child as the sun crept higher and the jungle steamed like a giant sauna filled with screams. It was the beginning of something that none of the monkeys understood, that none of the humans wanted, and yet it happened.
A naked baby, half-dead in the river, now alive in the womb of a chimpanzee. Of all things. And somewhere, in the rusty heads of the crocodiles, the thought gnawed: "This should have been our feast."
But fate, that drunken pig, had decided otherwise.
And so Jupp's journey began – not with a sword, not with a heroic song, but with a fall, a drink and a pile of monkey shit.
The morning in the jungle smelled of shit, sweat, and rotten fruit. The sun hadn't quite burned yet, but the air hung over everything like a damp towel. Mosquitoes buzzed like broken radios that no one could turn off. Nanny woke up first, pulling the baby closer to her as if it had become a part of her. Little Jupp was clinging to her chest, drooling as if he were dreaming his way through his first hangover. He was small, naked, and helpless, but he fit strangely well into this stinking, screaming jungle, as if he'd belonged here from the start.
Shitter returned from one of his morning walks. He was carrying a fermented fruit that stank so much that even the vultures in the tree considered throwing up. He bit into it, let the juice run down his chin, and grinned like an old bum who'd just had his first sip of liquor. "Well, brat," he muttered, staring at Jupp. "Still alive? Then you've already done more than most of the people who went over the railing last night."
Nanny snorted softly and stroked the baby with her hand, as if telling him: Don't listen to that old fart, he's just jealous because he doesn't have any baby fat anymore. She had that look, half mother, half caretaker, and in that moment it was clear that Jupp would not only survive here, but thrive. Not as a human, but as something else. Half ape, half bum, all jungle.
The sound of the luxury liner could still be heard far away. A dull rattling, like a giant stomach with flatulence. But no one here cared. The steamer was the world outside, the world of rich whores, drunken officers, and useless protocols. Here, among the trees, another world began. One in which a naked baby grew up with monkeys because it had nowhere else to go.
Shitter continued chewing, staring at Jupp, and then spat a kernel so hard he almost knocked a chameleon off a branch. "Life sucks, brat. But sometimes you get a piece of fruit that makes you forget how shitty everything is for five minutes." He laughed hoarsely, coughed, and almost toppled off his branch. He looked like an old sailor who never wants to set foot on land again.
Jupp suddenly screamed, a shrill, naked sound. Nanny immediately rocked him, cradling him until he calmed down. Shitter rolled his eyes. "He'll make us all deaf. And when he grows up, he'll pee out of the trees. I can see it coming." He had no idea how close to the truth he was.
The jungle was now fully awake. Screams of monkey families, the rustling of snakes, somewhere the growl of a jaguar. Everything in motion, everything greedy, everything alive. Nanny retreated deeper into the greenery, clutching the baby tightly. Shitter trotted behind, grumbling, cursing, but he stayed. Because no matter what he said, he knew he was now part of this brat. He had rescued him from the mouths of the crocodiles, and that couldn't be undone. Responsibility tastes like shit, but sometimes it sticks to you like resin.
The sun rose higher. Sweat dripped from the leaves, the air shimmered, and Jupp lay among them like a small pink nothingness, destined to be eaten, devoured, or corrupted by this stinking jungle—but just carrying on. It was as if he'd understood from the very beginning: survival means stuffing everything into yourself, regardless of whether it tastes good, and then throwing up if it doesn't. He was still too small to consciously participate in it, but you could already see it in his eyes, that "Fuck you, world, I'll do it anyway" look.
In the afternoon, rain came. Not a gentle rain, but a brutal thunderstorm, as if the sky were vomiting itself out. Shitter leaped into the trees with a curse, while Nanny hid the baby beneath a canopy of leaves. Water cascaded onto the ground, mud splashed, insects clung to the branches like vomit. Jupp cried again, this time from hunger, and Nanny gave him what she could. No milk bottle, no warm blankets, just her breast and her warmth. That was all he needed. He sucked greedily, drooling, and the rain drummed the beat.
Shitter reappeared, soaking wet, smelling, but with an expression that said, "Great, and this is going to be our life now." He sat down, dripping water, chewing on a stick like it were a cigar. "Welcome to the jungle, brat. There's no room service, no champagne, just mosquitoes, frogs, and fruit that'll rip your ass off."
Jupp suddenly grinned, as if he understood. It wasn't a sweet baby grin, but the kind that says: Just wait, I'll make your life hell. Shitter laughed hoarsely. "Well then, cheers. To your survival."
Night came quickly again. The rain didn't stop, the jungle steamed, and Jupp slept, wrapped in a nest of stinking leaves. Shitter and Nanny sat next to each other, wordless, each with their own thoughts. One old, worn out, already half-broken. The other young, patient, full of caring. Between them, a small human child, who already smelled like a monkey and roared like a drunk.
It wasn't beautiful, it wasn't romantic, it wasn't a fairy tale. It was merely the beginning of a story no one had ordered. An accident, a byproduct, a misunderstanding of fate. But sometimes those are precisely the best stories.
And somewhere out there, on the luxury liner, people were still drinking, laughing, and dancing. The rich clinked glasses, forgot, and convinced themselves that everything had to be this way. Meanwhile, a small, naked urchin lay in the jungle, beginning to become a ruler—not over empires, not over castles, but over chaos, booze, and monkey shit.
That was Jupp's start. Not a golden spoon, but a muddy branch in the jungle. Not a blessing, but a burp from the universe. And yet enough to disappoint the crocodiles and pique the curiosity of the jungle.
The third morning in the jungle began like a hungover awakening after a much too long night. Humid heat, the stench of wet leaves, and the endless screeching of some birds that sounded like they were cursing each other. Nanny lay curled up around the baby, who clung to her fur like a wet sack, drooling. Jupp no ​​longer looked like a human child from civilization, more like a small, smelly bundle of chaos that just happened to have arms and legs. He wheezed softly, farted in his sleep, and the mosquitoes buzzed above him like paparazzi.
Shitter returned from his morning run, which he usually needed to clear his head, even though that never really worked. He had a bowl of fermented fruit with him, which he proudly wore like a trophy. The stench was wretched, sweet and rotten, an aroma that turned your stomach and simultaneously made you crave more if you'd lived in the jungle long enough. Shitter sat down, tore open a piece of fruit, smacked, chewed, and spat out the seeds, grinning with those brown teeth that looked like worn-down horseshoe nails. "Breakfast, you bums."
Nanny ignored him. She was busy holding little Jupp to her breast as if he were a hairless baby monkey needing too much attention. Jupp sucked greedily, making gurgling noises that sounded like little drunken noises. Shitter stared at him and said, "The brat is already drinking, and he's not even getting a proper meal. Just wait until he's old enough, then he'll be hanging on fruit like I am on the last bit of rum."
The jungle vibrated under the sun. Everything moved, everything screamed, everything wanted to live, and everything wanted to eat everything else at the same time. A cycle of greed, hunger, and stench. Perfect environment for someone like Jupp, who was neither loved nor planned. The jungle didn't like plans. The jungle liked it when you just fell and saw what happened. That's exactly how he ended up here.
Somewhere in the distance, the sound of the steamer could still be heard. A dull chugging that made the monkeys nervous and startled the birds. But Shitter didn't care. "The humans are gone," he growled. "And the brat belongs to us now." He tossed the rest of his fruit, making it splatter in the mud, and wiped his mouth on his fur. "Welcome to the Lost Club."
Jupp suddenly pooped loudly and without shame on Nanny's stomach. She sighed and wiped it away as if it were nothing. For her, it was just everyday life. For Shitter, it was a sign. "See," he said, croaking with a laugh. "He's already learned. If life doesn't give you anything, just shit on it. Directly. Without any detours."
The days passed like a continuous frenzy of heat, hunger, and stench. Nanny carried the baby everywhere, showing him leaves, roots, the movements of the apes. Jupp stared wide-eyed, drooling, yelling, grabbing everything. He was no Tarzan, he was no little hero, he was just a chaotic child, hanging among the trees, naked and full of curiosity. Shitter watched the whole thing with a mixture of indifference and biting humor. "That brat will either laugh himself to death or eat himself to death. Or both."
Once, late in the afternoon, as the sky turned pink and the air teemed with insects, a snake came through the undergrowth. A fat, sluggish python, slithering slowly across the ground. Its gaze was fixed, its tongue twitched, and it smelled the baby's sweat. Nanny hissed, pulling Jupp toward her. Shitter snorted, grabbed a branch, and struck with the force of a frustrated drunk. The snake twitched, writhed, and disappeared back into the undergrowth. Shitter threw the branch away and grinned. "That's how it works around here, brat. Everything wants to eat you. So you have to scream louder, hit harder, or drink more."
Jupp suddenly laughed. A real laugh, throaty, shrill, like a little madman. Nanny looked at him in surprise, and Shitter shook his head. "He's crazy. No normal kid laughs when a snake almost bites his ass off." But he laughed along, hoarse, scratchy, and for a moment the jungle wasn't just a threat, it was a stage. A stage on which a little, naked bastard was just finding his role.
At night, when the moon broke through the leaves, when the crocodiles snorted in the river below, and the insects drummed madly, Jupp lay between Shitter and Nanny, wrapped in leaves, stinking and asleep. Shitter snorted like an old diesel engine, Nanny breathed calmly, and Jupp twitched in his dreams as if he were already swinging through the night on vines. Maybe he was doing that in his head. Maybe he was already dreaming of booze and chaos, without knowing what it was.
The days passed. The steamer had long since disappeared, people had forgotten that Jupp even existed. Only Nanny and Shitter remembered. And they didn't talk about it. They simply continued living, with a new member in the group. A member who couldn't speak yet, but who was already messing everything up.
Shitter crouched there one evening, staring into the darkness, chewing on a fruit so old it almost ran away on its own. He looked at Jupp, who was sucking on Nanny's fur, and said quietly, "You know, brat, you're not here because anyone wanted you. You're here because your mother was too stupid to hold onto her glass. This is your start in life. But maybe this is exactly the best start. Because you don't owe anything. No one. Not even yourself."
Nanny gave him that look again, the one she always gave when he talked too much. But he just shrugged and spat a kernel into the darkness. "Screw it," he muttered. "You'll see. The jungle will eat us all eventually."
Jupp babbled something unintelligible, as if he were about to answer. Maybe he was. Maybe he was already saying, "Fuck you, world," in baby talk. Shitter laughed softly, a hoarse, old laugh. "Exactly, brat. Exactly."
The jungle had a way of reminding you that you were just dirt. In the morning, when the sun crept out, everything immediately sweated, and the air was so thick you could cut it like old cheese fondue. Mosquitoes sat on your face, crawled into your ears, as if they wanted to eat you from the inside. For a baby like Jupp, that was basically a death sentence. But Nanny protected him like a damn fortress of fur and patience. She pulled him close to her body, pushed leaves over him, and shooed away insects with quick hands. And the little brat grinned as if he found it all funny. As if he understood from the start that life only works if you accept the dirt and laugh back.
Shitter sat on a branch, rubbed his belly, and farted out into the world, so loud that a few birds flew up in alarm. "See, brat," he muttered, scratching himself. "That's how it's done around here. Just let it all out. Otherwise it'll eat you from the inside." He spat out a fruit pit, which landed right next to Jupp. The baby grabbed the thing, put it in his mouth, gagged, and Nanny pulled it out again. Shitter laughed hoarsely, like an old drunk who'd just seen his offspring try their first beer. "We're going to have fun with this one."
The days passed like a sweaty catastrophe. Jupp was growing, albeit slowly. He was still small, but already loud. His screams echoed through the trees, scaring away the birds and annoying the monkeys. Shitter rolled his eyes every time, but secretly he liked the roar. It reminded him of himself, young, wild, always ready to scream at the whole damn jungle.
Sometimes, when the sun was too hot and the air stank of rotten fruit, Nanny would take Jupp to the river. The water there was murky, full of dirt, full of teeth, but she knew where you could swim without a crocodile chewing your foot off. She put the baby in the shallows and held him tight while he splashed, shrieked, and grinned. Jupp looked as if he'd finally realized that life wasn't all screaming and sweating, but sometimes fun, too. Shitter stood on the bank, watching them, chewing on a stick and snorting. "If that brat survives this, he'll survive anything."
One evening, as the sky burned red and insects swarmed through the air like clouds of smoke, Shitter sat on a branch with half a fermented fruit. He drank the juice oozing from it like a bum scraping the last drop from a bottle. Nanny lay below with Jupp, who was drooling, gurgling, and trying to tear a leaf. Shitter stared down at the two of them and grumbled, "You know, kid, I didn't save you because I'm a hero. I saved you because it was convenient. Because the crocodiles were staring too greedily. But now... now you're stuck to me like a cat that won't go away." He took another sip, grinned crookedly, and farted. "But maybe that's exactly what I needed. Someone even dumber than me."
The nights were the worst. Darkness that felt like a damp blanket, cries of animals you never saw, only heard. Eyes that glowed from the undergrowth, teeth that chattered. Nanny held Jupp tight, rocking him when he cried. Shitter lay somewhere nearby, belching, mumbling half-sentences, and sometimes laughing in his sleep. Jupp twitched in his dreams, his small hands clenched into fists as if he were already fighting. The jungle was no place for weakness. Even babies had to scream or they would perish.
Once, in the middle of the night, a group of other monkeys came by. They saw Nanny with the baby and started screeching, wildly, aggressively. "What is that?" they seemed to be asking. "Why are you carrying such a hairless thing around?" They wanted to touch it, wanted to drag it away. Nanny snarled, screamed back, flailed her arms. Shitter joined them, leaped from a branch, growled, and bared his teeth. The others backed away. No one liked to mess with Shitter. He was old, but he had this aura of someone who had seen it all, who had fought every battle and survived. The monkeys disappeared again, screeching, furious, but without the baby. Shitter sat down, panting, and scratching himself. "That's the way it is, brat. You're not part of them. You're not part of anyone. You're a stranger. And that's exactly what makes you dangerous."
The next morning, Shitter climbed into the trees with Jupp in his arms, just for fun. Nanny hissed, but he grinned and ignored her. He swung from branch to branch, holding the baby tightly, while the little bastard gurgled, laughing like he was having the thrill of his life. The wind whistled through the leaves, the jungle rustled, and Jupp screamed with joy. Shitter laughed hoarsely. "Well, you like this, huh? Maybe you'll grow up to hang around like us. Maybe someday you'll hang out on your own."
He put Jupp down again when he came back, and the kid was completely psyched up. Nanny took him, calmed him down, and rocked him. Shitter sat down next to him, chewed a fruit that smelled of vomit, and said, "If you survive this, kid, then you're not just a part of the jungle. Then you're the jungle."
So the days passed, and little Jupp transformed from a naked, pink accident into a dirty little brat who already possessed a kind of energy that messed everything up. Shitter saw it, Nanny felt it, and the jungle laughed in the background. It was no longer a question of whether he would survive. It was only a question of what he would do with his survival.
The sun beat mercilessly through the treetops again, as if someone had put the jungle on a permanent grill. Nanny sat with Jupp on a mossy trunk, pushing leaves towards him to play with and casually chewing on a piece of root as if it were a cigarette. The brat grabbed everything, put it in his mouth, chewed, slobbered, and if it didn't suit him, he simply vomited it back up. That's how he learned about the world: through drooling, vomiting, and screaming. Shitter watched the whole thing from the trees, scratched his chest, let out a long belch, and thought, "That's exactly how it's done. In, out, screw it. The brat has it figured out."
The nights were less quiet these days. More and more often, one could hear the cracking of branches, the rustling of snakes, the faint growl of jaguars in the distance. Nanny tensed up when things got loud and hugged Jupp closer. But he reacted differently. He babbled, sometimes even laughing into the darkness, as if he weren't afraid, but rather delighted by the fact that teeth were lurking everywhere. Shitter grinned crookedly when he saw this. "The little bastard is crazy. No normal person laughs when death is lurking behind the bush. But maybe this is exactly his chance."
One afternoon, Jupp crawled out of the nest for the first time. Naked, sweating, and lanky like a drunken dwarf. He fell, got up, grabbed a branch, toppled over, screamed, laughed. Nanny watched him suspiciously, ready to intervene at any moment if he crashed into the mud. Shitter, on the other hand, cheered him on. "Come on, brat, falling on your face is part of it. If you don't keep falling, you'll never learn how to get back up." Jupp chuckled, as if he understood, and immediately plopped back into the puddle.
The days passed in a grotesque rhythm: screaming, drooling, puking, sleeping, screaming again. Nanny did everything with stoic calm. Shitter, on the other hand, commented on every little thing with dirty humor. When Jupp pooped in the mud, he'd say, "See, brat, the world is your toilet." When he ate bitter-tasting leaves, he'd say, "This is your first beer. Get used to it." And when he started yelling in the middle of the night, he'd growl, "You sound like me after three days without booze."
Once, just before sunset, when the jungle was bathed in this sickly red, a flock of parrots flew by. Loud, shrill, colorful like an exploded color palette. Jupp saw them, his eyes went wide, and he screeched back. It sounded like a tiny, naked madman who suddenly thought he could fly. Shitter laughed so hoarsely he almost fell off his branch. "Sure, brat, scream at the world. It still won't carry you. But at least now it knows you're there."
The nights grew sweltering, the air stifling, and Jupp sweated like a drunk. Nanny fanned him, while Shitter sat beside him, sucking on a half-rotten fruit. "That's what life looks like," he muttered. "You stink, you sweat, you scream. And if you're lucky, every now and then something sweet comes along and slides down your throat. That's all it is."
Once the other monkeys appeared again. This time they kept their distance, observing Jupp with suspicion. He wasn't part of their world, and they didn't know what to do with him. One bared his teeth, as if to show that the little one had no business being there. Jupp looked at him, grinned broadly, drooled, and let out a loud fart. Shitter roared with laughter, slapping his thighs. "That brat's got it! Always answer with shit when someone threatens you!" The monkeys dispersed, irritated, and Nanny just shook her head, as if she'd guessed it.
The river always remained close. The roar of crocodiles, the cracking of branches on the bank, the splashing of tails in the water. Sometimes the wind carried the sound of gunshots, muffled and distant. People, somewhere out there. But for Jupp, these were only foreign echoes. His world was the stench of the monkeys, the heat, the fruit, the mud. He wasn't a part of those out there. Not anymore.
One evening, as a storm approached and the sky turned black, they were all huddled together in the nest. Rain pelted down, lightning ripped open the sky, thunder rumbled. Jupp lay in Nanny's arms, shrieking, first with fear, then with joy. He laughed into the midst of the storm as if it were his toy. Shitter stared at him, dripping wet, and growled, "That brat really isn't normal. He's not afraid. He's horny. Maybe he'll really become the one who rules this place one day. Not because he's strong, but because he's crazy enough not to let himself be eaten."
When the storm was over, the jungle stank even more than usual. Everything was steaming, everything smelled of mold, everything was muddy. Jupp crawled through the mud, grinning, squealing, and covered in dirt from head to toe. Shitter nodded approvingly. "Yeah, brat, get used to it. Dirt is your suit. Mud is your bed. You're not a prince, you're not a hero, you're just a little bum. And that's exactly how it should be."
The next few days repeated themselves like a broken song. Eating, screaming, puking, sleeping, sweating. But within all of this, something was growing that no one could quite name. A kind of defiance. A will. Jupp was small, but he was already more than just a survivor. He was a nuisance. A naked, pink glitch in the green madness of the jungle. And Shitter, the old fart, liked that more than he let on.
He sat there one evening, staring at the kid chewing on a stick, and said, "You're not here because someone wanted you. You're here because someone was too stupid to hold you back. But maybe that's the only reason you need. Screw why you're somewhere. The important thing is that you stay."
Nanny stroked Jupp's head as if she understood the words. The little rascal grinned, drooled, and dropped the stick. And somewhere in the darkness, the hyenas laughed as if they had also gotten the punchline.
The jungle smelled of scorched earth that morning, even though there was no fire anywhere. Maybe it was just the heat, maybe the stench of too much life in one place. Nanny lay curled up like a pile of fur, Jupp half beneath her, sleeping drooling on a leaf as if he'd just run a marathon. Shitter perched on a branch, staring into space, chewing on a fruit that contained more alcohol than a pub. He took a bite, swallowed, and grinned. "Well, brat, welcome to the club. Your first drunk will come sooner than you think."
Jupp woke up, babbling, stretched out his arms, and grabbed Shitter, as if he'd already realized that this old fart was his idol. Nanny sighed and pulled the baby closer, but Shitter croaked. "Leave him, Nanny. The little one wants to learn how to destroy himself." He burped so loudly that a whole flock of birds flew away. Jupp chuckled and tried to imitate him, but all that came out was a small cough. Shitter clapped his hands. "That's exactly how it starts. First a squeak, then a burp, eventually you'll be screaming the whole jungle down."
The crocodiles were still loitering by the river, lazy, dangerous, waiting. Shitter pointed. "See them, brat? They're the jungle's tax collectors. Always there to open your mouth when you forget how small you are." Jupp, of course, didn't understand a word, but he grinned broadly, drooled, and slapped his hands on the ground. Shitter nodded seriously. "Exactly. Laugh in their faces. That's the only answer."
The days grew longer, hotter, and the brat screamed louder and louder. He wasn't afraid of the heat; he simply yelled it down. Nanny was tired, but she persevered, like any mother who knows giving up isn't an option. She washed him in the river, even though he immediately got dirty again. She fed him leaves that he spat out and fruit that he greedily devoured. Shitter commented on everything. "Well, that was your first beer. That was your first puke. That was your first joint, even if you don't know it yet." He grinned, bit into his own fruit, and raised a toast to the baby.
One afternoon, Jupp tripped over his own feet and landed face down in the mud. He roared, not in pain, but in rage. Nanny helped him up and wiped off the dirt. Shitter almost died laughing. "Yeah, right, brat, fall down, get up, scream at the world. That's all you need to know. There's nothing more." Jupp looked at him with those big, drooling eyes, and it was as if he'd truly grasped the lesson.
The nights were brutal. Insects buzzed, hyenas laughed, the river rumbled. Nanny barely slept, always alert, always ready to defend the brat. Shitter, on the other hand, snored, farted, and talked about fruit and booze in his sleep. But when things got serious, when a shadow came too close, he was there. He growled, he bared his teeth, he threw branches. No one messed with him, not even the hungriest predators. And Jupp lay beside him, watching, and learning. Not through words, but through the sound of teeth and fists.
Once, in the middle of the night, Jupp crawled out of the nest, stumbled through the mud, and headed straight for the river. Nanny woke up, shrieked, and rushed after him. Shitter jumped out of the trees, grabbed the rascal by the arm, and pulled him back, while the crocodiles were already waiting below. He held Jupp up, shook him gently, as if to say, "You little idiot, you would have been nothing but bones and shit by now." Jupp chuckled, grinned, as if he'd gotten the joke. Shitter looked at him, growled, and then laughed. "You really are crazy. Maybe even crazier than me. And that's saying something."
The next morning, Jupp was hanging from a vine, with Nanny right beside him, ready to catch him. He swung a bit, screamed, laughed, fell, and landed softly in the leaves. Shitter clapped his hands slowly. "There it is, the first step. Soon you'll be hanging around here like a drunken sailor." Nanny groaned and pulled the kid up, but Jupp immediately wanted back on the vine. He had that look in his eyes that said: I want more. I want higher. I want anything that could kill me. And that's when Shitter knew: This kid won't be normal. He'll become the ruler of the apes, not because he's strong, but because he thinks death is a bad joke.
The jungle buzzed, roared, and was alive. Jupp was now part of it. No longer a human, no longer a monkey, but something in between. A bastard, born of drunkenness, saved by chance, held by two monkeys who weren't really interested in babies. But there he was, drooling, screaming, laughing, in the middle of the chaos. And the jungle grinned back, as if it had been waiting for just such a man.
That evening, Shitter sat down next to the nest and looked at Jupp, who was half-asleep, wheezing. He took a sip of his fruit, spat out the remains, and muttered, "You're not Tarzan, brat. You're not noble, not strong, not good. You're a bum. A naked bum in the jungle. And that's exactly what makes you real." Then he laughed hoarsely, lay down, and farted so loudly that the birds jumped again. Nanny sighed, Jupp drooled, and the night crept over them like a damp blanket.
That's how Jupp's first chapter ended. Not with glory, not with heroism, but with sweat, vomit, and a monkey fart. But that's exactly how the best stories begin.
 
Shitter's rescue strike
Shitter was never born a hero. He was no shining knight, no leader, no savior. He was an old fart of a chimpanzee, stinking of fermented fruit, with scars in his fur and eyes that had seen too much. He knew the jungle better than anyone, and at the same time, he hated it. Every damn tree, every snake, every mosquito. But he also knew: you couldn't escape here. You had to be here as you were—and he was Shitter. An ape who drank and laughed his way through life because everything else was too exhausting.
When he pulled the baby out of the water that time, he had no plan, no mission. It had been pure instinct. Something had fallen, there were crocodiles, and Shitter had reacted. But now, days later, he understood that he had gotten himself into trouble. This baby was attached to Nanny, and therefore attached to him. He looked at it, gnawing on a branch, drooling, and thought, "Great. Now I've got a brat on my ass. Another one that screams, eats, and farts. That's exactly what I needed."
But something inside Shitter was also proud. Proud that he'd outsmarted the crocodiles. Proud that he'd been faster, tougher, and smarter than those leathery bastards. He remembered jumping into the water, the reptiles' hissing, the panic in their eyes as he grabbed the baby. That had been a moment when he'd felt like a fucking god. A smelly, shaggy god, but still.
The crocodiles hadn't forgotten him. He sometimes saw them lying on the bank, lazy, but with that look that said, "We remember you, monkey. And we remember that little snack you stole from us." Shitter grinned every time he saw them, bared his teeth, farted in their direction, and swung back into the trees. It was a silent war known only to him and the crocodiles. A war over a drooling, naked baby who didn't even realize it was on any death list.
Nanny was different. She didn't see Jupp as a problem; she saw him as a child. No matter if he was hairless or smelly, no matter if he screamed or laughed. She was gentle, patient, and Shitter sometimes wondered how she put up with him—with Jupp, with herself, with all this filth. Maybe she was just dumber. Or better. Shitter could never tell the difference.
But he knew one thing: without him, Jupp would have been dead long ago. He was the reason the baby still existed. No one on board that steamer, no mother, no captain, no officer, had gotten off their ass. Only him. An old, smelly chimpanzee who had arrived just in time. It gnawed at him like flies at his face. It made him something he had never wanted to be: a savior.
He hated the word. Savior. Hero. Bullshit. Heroes were those who died too soon, those who acted up, those who wanted to prove something to someone. Shitter didn't want to prove anything. He just wanted to eat, drink, and shit. And yet, he had this life hanging on his shoulders.
One evening, he was sitting on a branch with Jupp in his arms. The little boy was half asleep, drooling on Shitter's fur, and smelled like he'd just rolled around in a dead fruit. Shitter stared into the river. The crocodiles lay there, staring back. He picked up the baby, showed it to them, and yelled, "You won't get him! Not today, not tomorrow, not while I can fart all over your asses!" Jupp babbled in his sleep as if he understood.
It wasn't the roar of a hero. It was the roar of a drunken bum monkey who just happened to be holding something worth more than he'd ever admit. And in that moment, Shitter truly was the savior. Not out of honor, not out of duty, but out of spite.
Because that was Shitter's true strength: He did nothing out of love, nothing out of morality. He did everything out of spite. Against the crocodiles, against the people, against the jungle, against the whole damn world. And that's exactly why Jupp was still alive.
Shitter knew he'd chosen the wrong moment when he'd jumped into the water. No normal ape would have been that stupid. Apes stayed out of human business. Humans were madness on two legs—always with guns, fire, noise, and a stench of perfume and sweat. But in the moment the baby splashed into the water, he hadn't thought. He'd only seen the faces of the crocodiles, heading for the river like taxi drivers on a Friday night. And something inside him had screamed: Not today. Not this time. Maybe it was boredom, maybe defiance, maybe just a reflex. But he'd jumped, and now this naked, drooling bundle was hanging on him like a bad cat.
The jungle knew no gratitude. Nanny cared for the baby as if she'd never done anything else. She held it to her breast, carried it around, and cleaned up its poop as if it were second nature. Shitter, on the other hand, couldn't help but stare at it constantly. He thought about the seconds, how close it had been, how the crocodiles' teeth had already ripped open the water. He could still see them, the smacking mouths, the disappointed eyes, as he leaped away. That wasn't a victory; it was a slap in the face from creatures who never forget.
The crocodiles drifted closer to the shore more often these days. They waited. They watched. They were like nature's tax inspectors—patient, cold, and always seeking revenge. Shitter sensed this. He was old enough to know that the jungle never forgave. And yet he grinned in their faces. "You want him? Then come, you leather handbags. Come and get him."
He remembered the moment he came out of the water with Jupp. Nanny had welcomed him with open arms, without a question, without a doubt. She had taken the baby as if it were her own. Shitter had sat down, dripping wet, shivering, and the only feeling he had was anger. Anger at the mother who had dropped the brat. Anger at the people who continued to drink champagne up above as if nothing had happened. Anger at the crocodiles who were always just waiting for someone to mess up. But most of all, anger at himself for saving the child. Because that meant he had responsibility. And Shitter hated responsibility.
The nights that followed were a constant battle with this rage. Jupp screamed, drooled, and pooped, and Nanny did her best to keep him alive. Shitter squatted next to him, chewing fermented fruit and staring into space. He sometimes talked to the baby when no one was listening. "You little bastard, you have no idea what you've gotten me into. I was a free monkey. A drunk, yes, but free. Now you're hanging around here, and I have to make sure no one eats you. Maybe I should have just given you to the crocodiles." Then he paused, looked at the little brat waving his hands, and laughed hoarsely. "But you know what? That's exactly what pisses the crocodiles off. That you're alive. And I like that."
It was a twisted form of pride. Shitter was no father, no uncle, no mentor. He was an old scumbag who spent more time drinking fruit than doing anything worthwhile. But when he saw Jupp staring wide-eyed at the jungle as if it were a playground, he felt something like triumph. Triumph over the world that had long since given up on him.
One morning, as fog hung over the river, Shitter simply took Jupp with him. Without Nanny, without explanation. He grabbed the brat by the arm, threw him onto his shoulder, and started climbing. Nanny shrieked and flailed, but Shitter just grinned and shouted, "That brat has to learn what I've learned. Otherwise, the jungle will eat him." He swung through the trees while Jupp babbled, half fearful, half excited.
He stopped on the bank. The crocodiles lay there, rigid, dangerous, silent. Shitter held the baby up for the creatures to see. "See? He's still alive. He's alive because I spat in your faces." Jupp suddenly giggled, drooled, and stretched out his arms as if he wanted to hug the crocodiles. Shitter croaked. "Yeah, laugh at them. Just like that, brat. Laugh at death until he eventually believes you're fooling him."
The crocodiles didn't move. But their eyes narrowed. Shitter knew this wasn't over. The creatures never forgot. But he also sensed something else: He wasn't just a snob anymore. He was someone who had stolen the crocodiles' prey. And he was ready to do it again if necessary.
When he returned with Jupp, Nanny was furious. She shrieked, hissed, and beat him on the chest. But Shitter just laughed, sat down, let Jupp flop into the mud, and grabbed a fruit. "Don't worry. The brat has learned a lesson. He's seen who to give the middle finger to." Jupp lay in the dirt, laughing, drooling, and trying to catch a beetle. Shitter toasted him. "Exactly, brat. Catch your own shit. Don't wait for someone to give it to you."
That night, the three of them sat together. Nanny washed Jupp's fur, Shitter chewed fruit, and the little brat babbled like a madman. The moon hung fat in the sky, the sounds of the jungle loud as ever. Shitter looked at the baby and thought, "You're my saving grace. Not because I saved you, but because you force me to give up my middle finger one more time. To death, to the crocodiles, to everything." He grinned, belched, and farted so loudly that the birds fluttered from the trees. Jupp squealed with joy as if he'd just experienced his first concert.
And Shitter laughed. For the first time, he didn't laugh at the baby, not at Nanny, not at the jungle. He laughed with Jupp. And that was perhaps the true saving grace.
Shitter had never wanted anyone to remember him. He was an ape, trudging through life like a bum through suburbia, always looking for the next mouthful, always with one eye on the dangers that might jump in his face. But the baby thing had earned him a place in the jungle's memory. Suddenly the other apes were staring at him like he were some kind of prophet. Suddenly the crocodiles were watching him with even more hunger. Suddenly he had a story. And he hated stories. Stories meant expectations, and expectations were the beginning of the end.
He squatted on a branch, chewing on a piece of fermented fruit, and stared at Jupp, who was lying in the mud below, trying to catch a dragonfly. The baby reached out, stumbled, fell on his face, laughed, and got back up. Shitter grinned crookedly. "That's right, brat. Again and again, you get on your face. But always get back up. That's all that matters." He spat a pit into the dirt, so close to Jupp that the little bastard almost jumped in alarm. Then Shitter laughed loudly, harshly, hoarsely. "See? The world keeps throwing shit at your feet. You just have to learn not to slip on it."
Nanny was less enthusiastic. She picked up the baby, brushed it down, and shoved leaves into his hand to chew. Shitter rolled his eyes. "You're raising him like a princess. But he isn't one. He's a bastard who has to survive the jungle." Nanny snarled, swatted at him, and he just laughed. "All right, woman. You do your cuddling. But the brat is as much mine as it is yours. After all, I pulled him out of the water. If I hadn't, he'd be crocodile shit by now."
Jupp smacked a leaf as if he understood the discussion. Shitter grinned. "See, brat, you're already a controversial topic. And that's not a bad thing. Anyone who starts a fight is alive."
The other monkeys avoided the small group. It was different. A hairless thing, a mother who cared too much, and an old drunk who suddenly acted like he had a purpose in life. The monkeys saw this, shook their heads, and kept their distance. Shitter didn't care. Let them think what they wanted. He had his own little club now: Nanny, Jupp, and him. That was all he needed.
But the jungle constantly tested him. Once, a crocodile crawled further inland, too close to the nest. Shitter smelled it first. That disgusting odor of old leather and wet blood. He jumped down, grabbed a branch, and stood in the way of the beast. The crocodile hissed, snapped, and came closer. Shitter screamed back, lashed out with the branch, spat, and bared his teeth. Jupp roared from the nest, a shrill baby wail that cut through the forest like a siren. The beast flinched, irritated, and Shitter seized the opportunity, rammed the branch into its mouth, and drove the thing back into the water. Then he stood there, panting, stinking, and roared, "That's mine, you bastards! The brat is mine!"
Nanny came running up and hugged Jupp, while Shitter sat down, his hands in the dirt, sweat dripping. He gave a wry laugh, more of a cough than a laugh. "Well, brat. I saved your ass again. But someday you'll do it yourself. Or you'll die. Either way is okay."
That night, Shitter sat awake for a long time. He saw Jupp sleeping, peaceful, drooling, smelly. And he thought about all the times he himself had almost been eaten. He had survived claws, teeth, falls, hunger. He had survived because he was stubborn. Because he had spat in the face of death every time. And now there lay this little human who could do nothing but scream. Shitter sighed, reached for a piece of fruit, and said quietly, "You're my project, brat. I have no idea why. But if I'm going to suffer, then you'll suffer with me. And if we're lucky, we'll laugh while we do it."
The days that followed passed in a frenzy of sweat and screaming. Jupp learned to cling to vines. He fell, screamed, and got back up. Nanny ran after him, and Shitter laughed every time. "Well, brat, soon you'll be hanging around here like a drunken sailor." He was proud, even though he would never have admitted it.
The jungle never stopped testing him. Snakes slithering through the grass. Birds screeching loudly when they saw Jupp. Insects swarming over him. But Shitter was there. Always a step away, always with a branch in his hand or a curse in his mouth. He was his rescue blow, over and over again. And every blow made him angrier, prouder, more alive.
Once, Shitter was sitting on a branch with Jupp, both stinking of sweat and dirt. He toasted him with half a fruit. "You know, brat, you're like me. An accident. A damn mistake. But that's exactly what makes you strong. Because you have nothing to lose." Jupp grabbed the fruit, sucked on it, made a face, and spat it all out. Shitter laughed so hard he almost fell out of the tree. "There you go! Your first attempt at drinking. Welcome to the club!"
And so Jupp continued to grow. Not because he was strong, not because he was protected, but because Shitter kept getting in the way. Shitter, the old, smelly monkey who never wanted to be a hero, but kept becoming one because he was simply too defiant to allow the opposite.
It wasn't nobility. It wasn't love. It was defiance. And that's exactly what made Shitter's rescue so damn real.
Shitter had never expected to owe anyone anything. He was an ape, wandering through the jungle like a tramp through the suburbs, always with a half-empty, half-full stomach, depending on what was falling from a tree. But now he was crouching there, a drooling human baby beside him, and realized he was suddenly responsible. A word he hated. Responsible. Such a human word, sticky like sugar, stupid as prayers. But still, there he was. The brat was there, and he was alive because Shitter had been faster than the crocodiles.
It was a particularly hot afternoon when Jupp once again ran straight into the shit. Nanny had put him down for a moment to look for leaves that were good for diarrhea. Shitter was sitting on his branch, staring down boredly, chewing on a fermented piece of fruit, when he suddenly heard a rustling. A sound everyone in the jungle knew. A long, dry grinding. A snake. And not a small one. A fat boa constrictor, crawling through the grass like a rolling log, straight toward Jupp.
The brat stood in the dirt, drooling, giggling, reaching for a butterfly, unaware that it was on the menu. Shitter cursed. "Damn brat." He jumped down without thinking. The branch cracked beneath him, he landed heavily, and the snake raised its head, tongue hissing, eyes fixed. It smelled the baby, it smelled the blood, it smelled the opportunity.
Shitter bared his teeth and roared. "Not today, you bastard!" He grabbed a rock, threw it, and hit the thing on the head. The snake twitched but kept coming. Jupp began to scream, a shrill, naked howl that made the entire jungle sit up and take notice. Nanny rushed back, shrieking, but she was too far away. Shitter stood in front of the baby, spreading his arms as if he could build a wall with them.
The snake lunged forward, and Shitter grabbed it with both hands. Cold muscles, hard as rope, wrapped around his arms, squeezing, trying to crush him. Shitter roared, bit into the flesh, tasted blood, slammed his skull against the ground. It was a battle of teeth, dirt, and rage. Jupp screamed in the background, Nanny shrieked, and Shitter suddenly laughed, in the middle of the fight, laughing like a madman. "Come on, you bitch! You want to eat me? Try it!"
He yanked the snake up from the ground, turned, and hurled it against a tree. The crack echoed, the snake twitched, writhed, and disappeared back into the thicket. Shitter stood there, panting, bloody, stinking of snake glue. He looked at Jupp, who was staring at him with wide eyes, half frightened, half fascinated. "Well, brat," Shitter growled, "that was your second day alive. Remember this: Everything wants to eat you. So be faster, be louder, be crazier."
Nanny grabbed Jupp, hugged him, and hissed at Shitter. He just grinned, sat down in the mud, grabbed a piece of fruit, and bit into it as if nothing had happened. "Screw it. Another rescue move. I should charge for this."
But deep down, he knew: this wasn't a game. The jungle always presented a new test. Today a snake, tomorrow a crocodile, the day after a jaguar. And each time he would jump again, roar again, and strike again. Not because he wanted to, but because he couldn't help it. Because he didn't like death when it came so close. Because he wanted to hear the kid's laugh, even if it only meant he had to struggle on for a few more days.
That night, Shitter sat on a branch, the wounds on his arm throbbing, his teeth aching. Jupp slept in Nanny's arms, peaceful, smelly, as always. Shitter looked at him and muttered, "You're the reason I'm fighting again. You little bastard. Without you, I would have given up long ago. But now... now I have something to fool. The crocodiles, the snakes, the whole damn jungle. Because you're alive, and that pisses them off."
He grinned, belched, and let out a loud fart, and the jungle responded with the howl of a hyena. Shitter laughed hoarsely. "Well, laugh with us, you bums. We'll continue tomorrow."
Jupp woke up briefly, squealed, and laughed in his half-sleep. And Shitter knew he'd won another blow. Not because he was strong. But because he was too defiant to allow the opposite.
The next day began with the cries of birds that sounded like they were tearing each other's eggs out of their nests. Shitter sat on a branch, rubbing his head like he had the worst hangover in the world. Maybe it wasn't a hangover at all. Maybe it was just life. Next to him, Jupp was lounging in the dirt, naked, drooling, with mud on his face. Nanny tried to clean him up, but the brat grinned broadly and slapped his hands in the same dirt again. Shitter laughed hoarsely. "Leave him alone, woman. He'll learn that cleanliness is for people who don't stay in the jungle long enough."
The wounds on Shitter's arm still ached from the boa. The scrapes burned, the muscles ached, but he was proud of them. Every scar was a reminder that he'd fucked death again. He held up his arm and showed it to Jupp. "See that, brat? This is your debt. Not to me, but to the world. You're only here because I intervened. Never forget that." Jupp blinked, drooled, grabbed the arm, and playfully bit it. Shitter laughed loudly, croaking, almost maniacally. "Yeah, exactly. Biting is the answer. Do the same."
The river gurgled in the distance, a constant, threatening sound. The crocodiles were there, as always. They had heard the snake, they had seen that Shitter had won another victory. He knew they were lurking. Maybe not today, maybe not tomorrow. But someday they would try again. The jungle never forgot. It kept records, and Shitter was in debt.
Nanny continued to care for Jupp, stuffing leaves into his mouth, which he immediately spat out again. He giggled as if it were all a game. Shitter watched him with a crooked grin. "You're too cheerful, brat. Life isn't a game. It's a pile of filth with a few sips of alcohol in between. But maybe you've figured it out. If you laugh while you eat, the world has already lost."
In the afternoon, a thunderstorm rolled in. Dark clouds gathered, the sky turned black, and the air vibrated with electricity. Nanny hugged Jupp as the first thunder crashed. He shrieked in alarm, then laughed. A laugh so wild that Shitter pricked up his ears. "Well, you little bastard. You laugh when the sky screams at you. Maybe you're made of my stuff after all."
The rain came down like a slap in the face. Tons of water pelted, the ground turned to mud. Jupp slapped his hands in it, laughing, screaming, while Nanny desperately tried to keep him dry. Shitter hung from a branch, dripping wet, grinning broadly, and yelling into the storm: "Come on, God! Give us more! We've got room for all your shit!" The thunder answered, and Jupp yelled along, a shrill, naked echo. Shitter laughed so loudly his stomach hurt.
After the storm, everything smelled of dirt and decay. Dead insects clung to the leaves, the air was heavy as a damp blanket. Nanny sat exhausted in the nest, Jupp on her lap, half asleep, half still laughing. Shitter came over, shook the water out of his fur, and growled: "That was another one of those days when you almost died, brat. But you laughed. And that's your saving grace. Laughing when everything wants to eat you."
At night, Shitter dreamed of the crocodiles. He saw their mouths, their eyes, their patience. He woke up drenched in sweat, panting, reaching for a piece of fruit, and bit into it, even though it tasted like vomit. He stared at Jupp, who was sleeping peacefully, and murmured: "You're the reason I'm fighting again. Otherwise, I would have rotted away long ago. But now... now I have a reason to keep messing up the jungle."
Once, at dawn, as fog hung over the river, Shitter lifted Jupp onto his shoulders and climbed high into the treetops. Nanny shrieked below, but he ignored her. He sat at the very top, where the wind whistled, and held the brat up high. "You see that, brat? This is your world. No gold, no carpet, no champagne glasses. Just dirt, just trees, just creatures that want to eat you. But they don't have you. Not yet. And that's enough." Jupp chuckled, drooled, and reached for the sun. Shitter grinned. "Exactly. Reach for something you'll never have. That's the game."
Later, when they were back down, Jupp fell into the mud, got up, fell again, and got up again. Nanny was annoyed, Shitter delighted. "That's it, brat! Fall down, get up, laugh. Again and again. Screw the rest." Jupp shrieked as if he understood, and splashed into the mud again.
Shitter sat down next to him, smelly, tired, but full of energy. He spat a seed into the grass, toasted Jupp with a half-fermented piece of fruit, and said: "You're my saving grace, brat. Not because I got you out of the water. But because you force me not to give up. Because you force me to keep jumping, hitting, laughing. And that's more than I've ever done for myself."
Jupp grinned, drooled, and tried to snatch the fruit from his hand. Shitter laughed loudly, gave it to him, and the brat bit into it, grimaced, and spat it all out. Shitter slapped his thighs, laughing until he cried. "Well, you see, you're like me. You want to try it, and if it tastes like shit, you spit it out. Welcome to life."
The jungle rustled, the sun burned, the crocodiles waited, but Shitter felt more alive than he had in years. And all because of a baby who should have been dead long ago.
Shitter knew he was getting himself deeper into shit with each passing day. He could have left the baby in the water back then, turned away, and said, "Screw it, nature will take care of it." But he hadn't. And now he was in the middle of something that stank of more than any fermented fruit he'd ever eaten. Responsibility. The very word sickened him. But when he saw Jupp hitting anything that moved with muddy hands, he couldn't help but grin. The brat was pure chaos. And Shitter loved chaos almost as much as he hated it.
The days were an endless loop of sweat, mosquitoes, and dirt. Nanny cared for him like a maniac, washing the little boy, feeding him, calming him when he cried. Shitter, on the other hand, mostly sat next to him, grinning, and commenting on every action with sayings no one would have understood. "There, little boy, that's your first beer." "See, that's your first slap in the face from life." "And that, there, that's your first debt trap." He talked as if Jupp were already grown up, and the baby responded as if it understood every word. Drooling, giggling, roaring. That was answer enough.
Once, when they were at the river, a crocodile dared to get particularly close. It was big, ugly, and smelled of death. Nanny shrieked and held Jupp, but Shitter stood between her and the beast. No hesitation, no thought. He grabbed a rotten branch, swung it like a club, and roared as if he wanted to tear the sky apart. The crocodile snapped, Shitter slapped, wood splintered, and for a moment there was silence. Then the beast backed away, slowly, angrily, insulted. Shitter spat on the ground. "Fuck you. Not today." Jupp clapped his hands as if it were a game. Shitter laughed loudly. "That's right, brat, always clap when death gets a punch in the face."
The nights were worse. Screams, howls, growls, a constant chorus of threats. Shitter often sat awake, holding a stick, staring into the darkness. He knew he was getting old. His reflexes weren't as fast anymore, his bones creaked. But he had something the creatures didn't have: defiance. He was too stubborn to back down. And as long as Jupp slept drooling next to him, he had a reason to stay awake. Nanny noticed this, she looked at him, sometimes almost gratefully. But Shitter always waved him off. "Don't worry about it. I'm not staying awake for you. I'm staying awake because otherwise I'd throw up."
One morning, when the jungle steamed like a sauna, Shitter grabbed Jupp and climbed high into the trees. Nanny scolded and screamed, but he didn't listen. At the top, in the wind, he sat down with the baby on his lap. "Do you see that, brat?" He pointed at the endless forest. "Everything out there wants to eat you. But you know what? Screw it. Laugh in their faces." Jupp shrieked, drooled, and stretched out his arms. Shitter grinned broadly. "Exactly. That's how it's done."
The little brat began to crawl, grab, and climb more and more. He kept falling, getting up, and falling again. Nanny was distraught, Shitter was thrilled. "Every time you fall, brat, death laughs. But every time you get up, you laugh back. And eventually, you laugh louder." The baby roared, as if to confirm this.
There were nights when Shitter talked to Jupp, even though he knew he didn't understand him. "You know, brat, I'm no hero. I'm not even a good monkey. I'm just an asshole who drinks too much and farts too much. But I pulled you out of the water. Not because I like you. But because it pissed off the crocodiles. And maybe, just maybe, that's why you'll live longer." He laughed softly, scratched himself, and tossed a fruit pit into the darkness.
One evening, a horde of monkeys came by, staring, pointing at Jupp, and screeching. They wanted to know what he was doing there, why Nanny was looking after him. Shitter jumped down, bared his teeth, and roared so loudly that they backed away. "That's mine, you bums! Keep your hands off me, or I'll bite your balls off!" The monkeys fled, and Jupp squealed with joy. Shitter grinned. "See, brat? Sometimes you just have to roar loud enough to make the world think you're more dangerous than you are."
Later, as the sun set, Shitter, Nanny, and Jupp sat together. The sky was red, the river shimmered, and the sounds of the forest grew louder. Shitter looked at Jupp, who was playing with a stick, and said, "You're my saving grace. Not because I saved you, but because you force me to get up every day. I would have died somewhere long ago, drunk, torn to pieces. But now I have something to annoy the crocodiles. And that's worth more than all the fruit in the world."
Jupp looked at him, drooled, and giggled. Shitter laughed, coughed, and farted loudly. "Exactly, brat. That's how you respond to life. Just let it all out."
And so, without meaning to, Shitter became a constant rescue. Not just for Jupp, but also for himself. Every fight, every snake, every crocodile was further proof that he wasn't finished yet. That he could still defy. That he, the old sod, could still stick his middle finger in the air.
Shitter noticed he'd changed. Not the way humans would describe it, with big words, vows, tear-filled eyes. No. It was different with him. He woke up in the morning, smelled the stench of the jungle, heard the birds cry, felt the sweat running down his fur—and instead of just thinking about the next fruit, there was this tiny, naked thing that depended on him. He hated thinking about it. But he couldn't look away anymore. Jupp was there, and Jupp was alive because Shitter was constantly interfering. That made him something he'd never wanted to be: a kind of protector. And if he was honest, that pissed him off almost as much as mosquitoes.
The nights had changed. Shitter used to sleep like a log when he'd had enough to drink. Now he only half slept, always with one ear in the jungle, always ready to grab a branch and start roaring. He dreamed of crocodiles, of snakes, of sharp teeth snapping. But he also dreamed of Jupp's laughter, shrill and dirty, a sound that sometimes gave him more strength than any fruit. He hated himself for it, but he couldn't stop waiting for it.
During the day, Jupp was a constant freak of movement. He climbed, stumbled, fell, screamed, and got back up again. Shitter watched with a mixture of fascination and annoyance. "You kid, you're like me after three days of being drunk. Always on the edge of the abyss, but too stupid to fall." Nanny constantly ran after him, desperate, while Shitter sat on his branch, grinning, and occasionally intervening when things got really tight. He wanted the little one to learn that the jungle wasn't a playground. But at the same time, he grinned when Jupp laughed after bumping his head again.
Once, a jaguar came too close to the nest. Large, black, its eyes glowing in the gloom. Nanny shrieked, Jupp screamed, and Shitter stood up as if someone had goaded him. He swung down, picked up a rock, threw it, and hit the bastard on the head. The jaguar snarled, bared its teeth, but came closer anyway. Shitter bared back, jumped, and roared so loudly that the entire forest shook. For a few seconds, they stood face to face—the predator and the old, smelly ape. Then the jaguar decided it wasn't worth it and disappeared into the undergrowth. Shitter stood there, panting, sweating, grinning crookedly. "Another one, brat. Another one who's realized I can't be killed." Jupp clapped his hands, shrieked, and Shitter laughed loudly, as if he'd done it all just for the applause.
The other monkeys kept a respectful distance. They no longer saw him as just an old drunk. They saw him as the one who had fooled the crocodiles, beaten up the snake, and chased away the jaguar. They didn't understand why he did it for a hairless baby. But they understood that he did it. And that was enough. Some avoided him, others stared, but no one dared to challenge him for the child. Shitter grinned every time he saw their stares. "You don't get it. It doesn't matter. I'm not doing this for you. I'm doing it because it pisses the world off."
Nanny was the only one who still sometimes hissed at him when he was too aggressive. But she, too, knew that he was the reason Jupp was still breathing. She looked at him with a mixture of anger and appreciation. Shitter grinned back, belched, and said, "Don't get worked up, woman. Without me, that brat would have been leather goods on the riverbank long ago." Nanny sighed, shook her head, and continued to care for the little one.
Shitter started teaching Jupp things, in his own way. No rules, no caution. Just chaos. He showed him how to squash insects with his hand, how to throw pieces of fruit at trees until they splattered. He showed him how to scream when you're scared and how to laugh when you fall. He showed him that the jungle will fuck with you if you take it seriously—so you'd better play it. Jupp screamed, drooled, laughed, and learned faster than Shitter ever expected.
One evening, they sat together by the river's edge. The sun burned red, the crocodiles lay lazily in the water. Shitter held Jupp on his lap, pointed at the creatures, and said, "Those are your enemies, brat. They're just waiting. But you have me. And I'll laugh in their faces as long as I breathe." Jupp chuckled, as if he understood, and splashed into the water. A crocodile moved, Nanny shrieked, Shitter roared and threw a branch. The creatures sloughed off again. Shitter laughed loudly, like a madman. "Exactly like that, brat. Always right in the mouth. Otherwise, the mouth will take you."
Later, as night fell, Shitter sat in the nest, the moon shimmering through the leaves. Jupp slept beside him, drooling, peaceful. Nanny breathed heavily, exhausted. Shitter stared at the brat for a long time and said quietly, "You're my saving grace. Not because I wanted you. But because I have you. And because you force me not to rot in my own filth." He grinned crookedly, took a sip of half a fruit, and farted so loudly that even the bats fluttered. "To you, brat. To us."
And somewhere, deep in the jungle, the hyenas laughed as if they had also understood the punchline.
 
Nanny and the Naked Boy
Nanny wasn't the brightest bulb in the monkey nest, but she was the only one who still had enough heart to care for a strange, naked baby. While the other monkeys turned away in disgust or squealed maliciously, she had taken Jupp to her breast as if he were her own child. Shitter had watched with amusement at the time. "Woman, you're crazy," he had said, "but that's exactly why he's right for you." And he was right. The brat suited her like dirt to rain, like vomit to liquor.
She treated Jupp as if he were a real monkey. She carried him on her back, she plucked lice from his thin, human hair, she stuffed fruit into his mouth as if he needed to gain weight before the next storm blew him away. She washed him in the river, even though he immediately went back to playing in the dirt. She rocked him when he screamed, and she scolded him when he laughed too loudly. And Jupp laughed a lot. Too much. He laughed himself to death, and that sometimes made her nervous.
For Nanny, the baby was more than just a foreign object. It was her task, perhaps also her punishment. She had already lost cubs herself, to hunger, to predators, to the diseases of the jungle. Perhaps Jupp was just a replacement. Perhaps he was a plaster on a wound that never healed. But she held him as if her own life depended on this bundle.
Shitter often watched her, his expression somewhere between mockery and respect. "You'll ruin your paws, woman," he growled, sucking on a fermented mango. "That brat will eat you alive. That's how they are, these humans. First they suck you dry, then they leave you lying there." Nanny hissed, ignoring him, and scratched Jupp's belly until the little bastard gurgled. Shitter gave a crooked laugh. "Well, maybe he won't eat you. Maybe he'll just eat me."
The naked rascal was a mystery to Nanny. He looked different, he smelled different, he sounded different. But he was alive. And that was enough for her. She talked to him, babbled, giggled, and scratched him. Jupp responded with screams, drools, and a laugh that made even the hardest day bearable. She didn't know what he would become one day—ape, human, or something in between—but she knew she couldn't give him up.
The other females looked at her askance. Some mocked her, others kept their distance. "You're wasting your milk on a freak," their eyes seemed to say. Nanny snapped back whenever they came too close. She had made up her mind. The brat was hers, and she would give him everything she had, even if it weakened her.
Jupp quickly got used to her. He clung to her back, he babbled when she rocked him, he sucked greedily when she mashed fruit for him. He was a parasite, yes, but he was also lively. And that was more than could be said for many born in this jungle.
Shitter saw all this, and even though he would never have admitted it, he was happy. Nanny was the heart, he was the fist. She kept Jupp warm, he kept him alive. Together they were an unwilling team, laughing their way through the jungle.
One evening, as the sun was setting and the sky looked as if someone had poured blood on the trees, Nanny sat with Jupp on a branch. She rocked him while he reached for a beetle, drooling. Shitter sat down beside him, belched, and said, "You're crazy, woman. But without you, he'd have been in the cycle of something else long ago." Nanny looked at him, hissed softly, and held Jupp even tighter. Shitter grinned crookedly. "All right. Keep him. But don't forget—without me, he'd never have seen a day."
That night, Jupp slept between them. Nanny covered him with leaves, Shitter held a stick in his hand in case anything happened. And for the first time in a long time, perhaps for the first time ever, there was something like peace. Not safety, not peace. Just a respite. But in the jungle, that was worth more than any treasure chest.
Nanny wasn't a philosopher, but sometimes she looked at Jupp as if she recognized something great in him. Maybe it was just instinct, maybe just the pain of her lost children that drove her to it. But when she pressed the naked brat to her chest, there was a look that said, "This is my purpose now." Shitter couldn't relate to that. He'd never believed in purpose. Purpose was for idiots who lived in cities and thought a job or a prenuptial agreement was worth more than a punch in the face. But he let her do it. "If you think so, woman," he muttered, "then hold on tight. But the brat isn't a gift. He's a curse with two arms."
Jupp grew slowly, but he grew. He had strong hands that, from an early age, grabbed at anything that shone, fluttered, or smelled. Nanny let him do what he wanted, as long as he didn't crawl directly into the river. He splashed in the mud, smeared his face with dirt, and laughed as if he had understood the world. Shitter watched him, snorted, and thought, "Maybe he really has it figured out. The world is dirt, so play with dirt."
The other females whispered. They kept their distance, exchanged glances, and screeched derogatorily. To them, Jupp was a foreign body, a parasite. But Nanny hissed every time they came too close. She was small, but she was tough. She probably wouldn't have survived long on her own, but now she had two reasons to persevere: Jupp and her own defiance. Shitter grinned every time he saw her like that. "You're tougher than you look, woman. Tougher than me. Maybe that brat will really amount to something."
Jupp was most dangerous at the river. He couldn't swim, he didn't know what to expect, but he kept crawling toward the water. Nanny pulled him back each time, hissing and cursing. Shitter, on the other hand, sometimes let him almost reach the bank, just to see what would happen. Once, Jupp reached into the water, and immediately a crocodile darted in, only half a meter away. Nanny shrieked, and Shitter slashed a branch into the water, sending up spray. The creature fled, but it was still a close call. Shitter laughed hoarsely. "See, brat? Death is always so close. And it's just waiting for you to let your guard down."
Jupp didn't cry. He laughed. A shrill, naked laugh that echoed through the trees. Nanny was horrified, Shitter delighted. "Exactly, brat. Laugh in his face. That's how you survive."
The nights were harder. The brat screamed a lot, and it attracted anything with teeth. Nanny held him tight, rocking him until he fell asleep. Shitter sat next to him, grumbling, occasionally throwing a stone into the darkness. He talked to Jupp while he was half asleep. "You're annoying, brat. You scream, you stink, you eat. But that's exactly what makes you real. The world wants you to be quiet and clean. Screw it. Be loud and smelly. That's how you annoy them the most."
There were moments when Shitter felt something almost like affection. When Jupp laughed in his sleep. When he lay drooling on Nanny's chest, completely carefree. Shitter hated the feeling because it made him soft. He wasn't soft. He was hard like old bark, bitter like rotten fruit. But the brat managed to get him. Again and again.
Once, Jupp tripped over a root, fell, and hit his head on a rock. Nanny shrieked, picked him up, and examined him frantically. Shitter came closer, saw the small drop of blood, and laughed. "There you go. Your first fall. Welcome to life. If it doesn't bleed, it wasn't a real day." Nanny snarled at him and hit him, but he only laughed louder. Jupp screamed briefly, then laughed again. Shitter pointed at him. "There! He's got it. He's bleeding and laughing. This is the right way."
The jungle was unforgiving. It rained for days, everything smelled of mustiness and death. Mosquitoes bit them so much that even Nanny lost her composure. But she held Jupp tight anyway, covered him with leaves, and fanned him. Shitter saw this and thought, "Woman, you're crazy. But without you, he'd have been food long ago." He grinned, belched, and pushed half a fruit toward her. "Here. So you don't fall over while you're babysitting."
Nanny took it, chewed, and while she chewed, she stroked Jupp's head. The brat chuckled, patted her face, and she laughed softly. A rare laugh, soft and honest. Shitter stared at her, snorted, and muttered, "Maybe I underestimated you both."
And so Nanny became more than just a surrogate mother figure. She was the heart of the damned little group. Shitter was the fist, Jupp was chaos, and she was the heart. Without her, everything would have fallen apart. With her, the naked brat had a chance. A small, dirty, smelly chance. But in the jungle, that was more than most people got.
Nanny had a stamina that sometimes drove Shitter crazy. While he was already tired after two hours of chewing fruit and sitting around, she was still busy wiping Jupp's butt, stuffing leaves into his mouth, and muttering stories to him in monkey language that he didn't understand anyway. "Woman, you're crazy," Shitter growled, rubbing his belly. "That brat won't suddenly become a monkey just because you stroke his fur. He'll still be a naked bum." Nanny ignored him, as she always ignored him. She had a patience that surpassed even the jungle, and that drove Shitter crazy and jealous at the same time.
Jupp took advantage of this. He screamed whenever he wanted, and Nanny immediately came running. He slapped her face with muddy hands, and she laughed. He climbed on her back, pulled her fur, bit her shoulder, and she let him. Shitter shook his head every time. "That brat will tear you apart eventually. You're raising your own executioner." But Nanny just smiled, as if she saw something in Jupp that Shitter would never see. Maybe she was right. Maybe not.
The other monkeys became more restless. They circled the small group more and more often, glancing at him, shrieking when Jupp was too loud. To them, he was a threat, a nuisance. A stranger who caused trouble. Shitter saw this and grinned evilly. "Well, brat, I like you. Everyone already hates you. That's exactly how it should be." Jupp slobbered, grabbed a branch, and threw it in the direction of the others. Shitter laughed so loudly that the monkeys shrank back. "Ha! He already knows. You just throw shit when you're stuck."
Nanny tried to keep the brat out of trouble. She carried him higher into the trees when the others came too close. She rocked him when he shrieked angrily. She covered him with leaves when he wanted to sleep in the mud. She was the constant brake in a world without brakes. Shitter didn't like that, but he also knew he couldn't live without her. "Woman, you're his damn guardian angel," he muttered one evening as they sat next to each other. "But angels burn out eventually."
There were days when Jupp just laughed. He laughed at butterflies, at ants, at his own fart. Nanny laughed along, and Shitter sometimes laughed reluctantly. "You're crazy, brat. You laugh when anyone else would cry. Maybe that's your trick. Maybe that's exactly what will save you." Shitter took a piece of fruit, bit into it, and toasted Jupp. "To your laughter. May it annoy the world until it pukes."
But annoying the world also meant antagonizing it. Once, a group of poachers came along the river. They had boats, guns, and whiskey bottles. Shitter smelled them before he saw them. He signaled to Nanny, and she pressed Jupp against her, deep into the thicket. The brat wanted to scream, but Nanny covered his mouth. Shitter crept closer, saw the men laughing, spitting, drinking. He hated them immediately. Not just because they were dangerous, but because they looked like everything that destroyed the jungle. Jupp saw them, too, and for a moment he was silent. Then he grinned. A dirty little grin. Shitter stared at him, whispered, "Yeah, brat. One day you'll take everything from them."
The men disappeared, the stench remained. Nanny was pale, Shitter filled with rage. But Jupp laughed again, as if he'd just seen a performance. Nanny stroked his head, Shitter clenched his fists. "One day, brat," he muttered, "you'll piss in their faces. And I'll stand there and laugh."
The nights after the poacher's visit were restless. Nanny held Jupp tighter than he was comfortable with. He whined, screamed, and fought, but she didn't let go. Shitter watched this and snorted. "You can't lock him up, woman. He'll never be safe. He has to learn that everything outside wants to eat him. Otherwise, it really will eat him." Nanny snarled, but deep down she knew he was right.
The next morning, she let him crawl, farther than usual. Jupp left a trail of mud behind him, grabbing anything that moved. He stumbled, fell, got up. Shitter grinned, Nanny was nervous. Then he grabbed a beetle, which immediately bit him on the finger. Jupp shrieked, flailed, but instead of crying, he bit back. The beetle crunched between his teeth. Shitter laughed loudly. "Ha! See, woman? The brat is learning. He's eating back."
Nanny was horrified, but Jupp grinned broadly, beetle remains in his mouth. Shitter grinned back. "That's my brat."
And so it went on, day after day. Nanny fed, Jupp laughed, Shitter commented. They were a broken little family, somewhere between salvation and ruin. The naked brat was their center. He was chaos, hope, and curse all at once. And Nanny held him tighter than anything else, while Shitter taught him to laugh at the world.
Nanny was a counterbalance to the madness that Shitter and Jupp spread. While Shitter constantly grinned, yelled, farted, and defied death, she was the one who tucked the brat in at night and fed him leaves in the morning that he could at least partially digest. She was the one who wiped away his drool and hugged his cries. Without her, Jupp would probably have died long ago. But with her, he grew into something no one in the jungle would have expected: a small, naked troublemaker with a laugh that drowned out everything else.
Shitter couldn't stand that sometimes. "Woman, you're making him soft," he growled, sucking on a mango. "He needs to learn that the world sucks, not that it cares about him." Nanny ignored him, as always. She'd learned that Shitter's words were often just burps in sentence form. But sometimes she did hear him. Especially when Jupp fell back into the mud and Shitter laughed while she picked him up and patted him down. Maybe he was right. Maybe the brat really did need to learn to stand on his own. But she couldn't help holding him.
Jupp took merciless advantage of this. He shrieked when he wanted to be carried, and Nanny obeyed. He slapped her face, bit her ear, and pulled at her fur. She laughed anyway. Shitter rolled his eyes, grinned, and said, "That's not a baby, that's a little dictator. And you're his first slave." But even he had to admit that Jupp was getting stronger in a twisted way. His arms grew stronger, his screams louder, his laughter even dirtier. He was no longer a weak human child, but a little monster, half ape, half bum, half chaos.
The other monkeys often came by, both curious and hostile. They screeched when Jupp was too loud and threw branches. Nanny always stood protectively in front of him. Shitter grinned, jumped down, and threw back. "You want trouble? Come here, you bastards!" The monkeys backed away. They didn't like conflict with Shitter. He was too old, too tough, too crazy. And they didn't understand why he was defending that hairless thing. But they realized: it was serious.
On one particularly hot night, when the air was so thick you could cut it, Jupp lay sleepless in the nest. He whined, screamed, and Nanny tried everything to calm him down. Shitter sat next to him, sweating, annoyed, and finally threw a fermented fruit into the dirt. "Woman, give him something to suck on, or he'll scream all night." Nanny hesitated, then shoved a piece of soft pulp into Jupp's mouth. The brat sucked, grimaced, drooled, but he calmed down. Shitter grinned. "See? First lesson: alcohol always calms down." Nanny snarled, but she said nothing.
The next day, Jupp crawled through the mud like a madman. He grabbed at everything that moved—bugs, worms, even a small snake, which thankfully was harmless. He bit into it, gagged, spat, and laughed. Nanny was horrified, Shitter delighted. "Yes, brat! That's how it's done! Try everything, and if it tastes like shit, spit it out." Jupp squeaked, as if he'd gotten the punchline.
It was Nanny who cleaned him up, who bathed him, who rubbed him with leaves so the mosquitoes wouldn't eat him whole. She was what Shitter could never be: nurturing. She gave him security, while Shitter taught him how to spit in the face of death. Together, they shaped Jupp into something that stood between worlds.
In the evenings, when the jungle grew louder, Nanny would often sit there, clutching Jupp to her chest, while Shitter belched on a branch and stared at the stars. "You're crazy, woman," he once murmured. "But maybe that's just what he needs. Crazy parents for a crazy brat." Nanny looked at him, serious, without mockery, and nodded. It was rare that they agreed. But in that moment, they did.
Jupp grew, step by step. He was still small, still naked, but he had muscles, he had strength, he had that crazy laugh. He fell, got up, fell again, got up again. Nanny held him, Shitter pushed him on. And together they made sure he didn't just survive. He became something new. Something that irritated the other apes and infuriated the crocodiles. Something the poachers would soon find out about.
The naked brat was no longer just Nanny's protégé. He was her pride and joy. And Shitter knew he would soon be more than that.
Nanny had grown so into her role that she'd almost forgotten who she'd been before. A simple female in the pack, small, inconspicuous, always overshadowed by the others. But since Jupp had arrived, she was suddenly the center of attention. Unintentionally, unwillingly, but unavoidably. Everyone knew: the naked thing was attached to her, and she was attached to him. That made her strong and weak at the same time. Shitter grinned at that, but deep down, he knew that was exactly what kept Jupp alive.
The brat was a natural disaster in diapers, except he didn't have any. He climbed everything he could grab, constantly slipping, falling, and getting back up again. Nanny ran after him, desperate, with scratch marks on his fur, while Shitter just grinned and shouted, "Leave him alone! Every fall makes him stronger!" Nanny hissed, but she didn't stop picking him up either. She couldn't. To her, he was like a piece of her heart outside her body.
Jupp was fast. He learned where fruit grew, where beetles crawled, where water glittered. He put everything he could find into his mouth. Sometimes he grinned broadly afterward, sometimes he pulled a face, sometimes he spat it all out in a high arc. Shitter laughed every time, but Nanny just shook her head. "That brat has taste," Shitter grumbled. "He tests, he chooses, he decides. That's more than most assholes ever do."
The other monkeys grew increasingly restless. They didn't like Nanny wasting her energy on this strange creature. They didn't like Shitter, the old drunk, suddenly showing his strength again. They didn't like Jupp laughing where others screamed. And they didn't like it at all that he kept coming back, no matter what the jungle threw at him. Some kept their distance, some cast hateful glances. But no one dared to approach him. Shitter would have torn them to pieces, and they knew it.
On a particularly humid night, when the air lay like a wet blanket over everything, Shitter awoke to the sound. A crack, quiet, cautious. He looked down: a snake, another one, smaller this time, but fast. It was slithering straight toward the nest. Nanny was asleep, Jupp was drooling beside her, half awake. Shitter jumped down, grabbed the snake, and hurled it against a tree until it stopped twitching. Nanny jumped up, shrieked, and hugged Jupp. Shitter grinned, gasped, and said, "Another rescue strike. You guys owe me a case of liquor." Nanny looked at him, angry and grateful at the same time. Jupp laughed shrilly, as if he'd heard everything.
The next day, Shitter told the story so loudly that the whole forest could hear it. "The snake thought it was going to get us. Ha! I showed it what it was all about." Nanny rolled her eyes, and Jupp splashed enthusiastically in the mud. For him, it was just another adventure. But for Nanny, it was further proof that the brat was constantly balancing on the edge of death. She hated it, but she couldn't stop holding him.
There were times when Nanny was tired. When the brat screamed for hours, when the jungle tormented her with rain and mosquitoes, when Shitter drove her crazy with his sayings. Then she looked at Jupp, grinning and drooling, and she felt a warmth she couldn't explain. She sighed, stroked him, and whispered something only he could hear. Words Shitter didn't understand and didn't want to.
Shitter watched this, grinned crookedly, and thought, "Woman, you're crazy. But maybe that's exactly what he needs. A madman who loves him, and a madman who curses him. Then he'll become one of us. One the world can never categorize."
And so Jupp continued to grow. Between Nanny's care and Shitter's mockery, between milk and booze, between protection and chaos. He was not a normal child. He was a naked brat who laughed at the jungle while it crawled into its mouth. And that was precisely what made him dangerous.
Nanny had woven Jupp so deeply into her daily life that it felt as if he'd always been there. She'd wake up and automatically feel for him. Was he still there? Was he breathing? Was he drooling? Most of the time, yes. Sometimes he'd roll away, lying face down in the mud, and she'd have to pick him up before he suffocated. She'd growl, scold him, lick the dirt off him, and Jupp would laugh as if it were the best thing that had ever happened to him. Shitter watched this and laughed bitterly. "The brat already enjoys suffocating more than I enjoy drinking."
The days were a constant cycle of eating, screaming, and falling. Jupp wanted to go everywhere, Nanny held him back, Shitter pushed him on. He was like a little drunk, wanting to test the world. He put beetles in his mouth, he sucked on leaves, he grabbed snakes like they were toys. Nanny yanked him back every time, hissing and scolding, while Shitter stood by and grinned. "Leave him alone, woman. If he doesn't die, he'll get stronger. If he does die, he wasn't strong enough anyway." Nanny hit him, Jupp giggled, and the scene repeated itself day after day.
Once, Jupp found a poison dart frog. Small, colorful, and pretty. Nanny shrieked and grabbed it, but by then it had already licked it. Seconds later, it began to yodel, a shrill, insane sound that echoed throughout the jungle. Shitter nearly died laughing. "Ha! That kid has taste! His first trip!" Nanny was horrified, shook him, tried to clear his mind. But Jupp grinned broadly, his eyes glazed over, and continued yodeling as if he'd found the truth. Shitter toasted him with a piece of fruit. "Welcome to the club, kid. From today on, you're one of us."
Nanny was furious. She cursed, hissed, tried to wash his mouth out. But Jupp just laughed, spat in her face, and kept yodeling. In the end, she was exhausted, he was still high, and Shitter was rolling around laughing. "Woman, this is the beginning of the end. Your brat will never be normal. He'll be as drunk and crazy as me." Nanny stared at him, full of anger and fear. But she also knew: he was right.
The other monkeys had finally decided that Jupp was a problem. They no longer just avoided him; they hated him. They saw him as a threat to the pack. A naked creature who did things no monkey did. They shrieked when they saw him, threw branches, and spat at him. Nanny defended him with claws and teeth. Shitter roared, threw stones, and hit back. It was a miniature war, and Jupp stood grinning in the middle, as if he had planned it all.
One evening, as the sun was setting and the sky looked as if it were on fire, Nanny sat with Jupp on a branch. She held him close, he patted her fur, laughed, and drooled. Shitter sat down beside her, stinking of fermented fruit, and said, "Woman, you can't save him. Not from the jungle, not from himself. He'll always jump into the mouth. But maybe that's his trick. Maybe that's exactly why he survives." Nanny didn't answer. She only held Jupp tighter, as if she could hold him so tightly that death would have no place.
That night, Shitter dreamed of laughing crocodiles. He woke up drenched in sweat, saw Jupp sleeping and drooling, and muttered, "You're my nightmare, brat. But you're also the reason I'm still awake." He grinned, belched, and fell asleep again.
The next morning, Jupp started climbing. Still unsure, still wobbly, but he climbed. Nanny shrieked, trying to pull him back, but Shitter stopped her. "Let him. If he falls, he falls. If he doesn't fall, he belongs in the trees." Jupp slipped, fell two meters, crashed into the mud, screamed briefly, then laughed. Shitter laughed along, Nanny almost cried. "See, woman? He's learning. Falling is just a step up."
The days grew harder. More rain, more hunger, more danger. But Jupp grew tougher too. He drooled more, laughed louder, fell more often, got up faster. Nanny held him tight, Shitter pushed him on. And so he grew into something none of them had expected.
A naked urchin laughing at the jungle while challenging it.
Nanny had long since given up believing that Jupp would ever have anything resembling a normal life. He was a bastard of the jungle, an accident, a complete mess. But he was also hers. And she clung to him, desperately so, as if her own heart were attached to this drooling, stinking bundle. Shitter knew this, grinned every time he saw it, and thought, "Woman, you're crazy. But that's exactly what makes you stronger than everyone else."
The brat grew bigger. Not much, but enough to get up to more mischief. He climbed vines, tripped over roots, and stepped into anthills. Nanny constantly ran after him, while Shitter crouched on a branch, grinning and scratching his balls. "Leave him alone, woman. The brat has to learn that the jungle is fucking. Otherwise, it'll really fuck him." Nanny snarled, but she never let him fall.
Once, Jupp fell from a height of four meters. Right into a pile of mud. Nanny shrieked, Shitter laughed, Jupp screamed briefly, then laughed himself. A shrill, dirty laugh that echoed through the entire forest. Shitter pointed at him, yelling, "There! See, woman? He's like me. He's falling, and he's laughing. That's his escape." Nanny was furious, but she couldn't stop her heart from melting.
The other monkeys were now convinced that Jupp was a threat. They saw how he laughed, how he didn't give up, how he did things no monkey did. They whispered, screeched, and exchanged glances. But no one dared to attack him. Not as long as Shitter was around. The old drunk was too unpredictable, too loud, too dangerous. And they knew: he would kill for the brat.
Nanny wasn't sure if that was comfort or threat. But she knew: Jupp had two guardians. One who nurtured him, and one who defended him. Together they formed a broken family that no one would have understood. But it worked.
One night when the rain fell so hard that even the trees groaned, they huddled together in the nest. Jupp shivered, wet, and freezing. Nanny hugged him, Shitter covered them with leaves, growling as if he didn't want to do it himself. "Shit, brat," he muttered, "you're making me become caring. And that's the last thing I wanted." Nanny smiled weakly, and Jupp finally fell asleep.
In the morning, everything was wet, dirty, and smelly. But Jupp stood up, drooled, splashed in the mud, and laughed. Shitter laughed along, Nanny almost cried. "He still laughs," she murmured, "no matter what happens." Shitter nodded, grinned, and said, "That's exactly what will save him. Not your care, not my yelling. His laughter. That's more powerful than anything here."
There were days when Nanny thought that Jupp didn't belong to her. That he was a human, from somewhere else. But every time he looked at her, when he drooled, laughed, pulled at her fur, she forgot that. To her, he was hers. Not half, not on loan. Completely. And she would defend him until she herself disappeared into the mouth of a crocodile.
Shitter knew this, grinned crookedly, and respected it in his twisted way. "You are his heart, woman. I am his fist. Together we will make him a bastard the world cannot tame."
And so Jupp continued to grow. Between Nanny's love and Shitter's mockery, between protection and madness. He wasn't just a naked brat. He was the product of a crazy family that had neither planned nor wanted him. But precisely because of that, he was stronger than anyone who ever wanted to get rid of him.
By the end of this chapter, it was clear: Jupp wasn't just Nanny's protégé. He was her pride. Shitter's fun. And the jungle's problem.
 
The first years among monkeys
The first few years were spent as the jungle dictated: raw, dirty, and without any consideration. Jupp was no longer a tiny bundle, but a naked little bastard, moving among the apes like a foreign body no one could digest. Too human to be a ape, too wild to remain human. He drooled, screamed, laughed, and destroyed everything he could get his hands on. Shitter grinned every time he saw the brat break the rules. Nanny, on the other hand, was constantly following him around, like a shadow trying to keep chaos in check. But chaos can't be contained. Chaos thrives on shitting everywhere.
The female monkeys whispered, screeched, and glared at Nanny. They didn't understand why she put so much energy into this thing that didn't even have fur. "He's eating our food," their eyes seemed to say. "He's attracting trouble." And they were right. Jupp attracted trouble like a magnet. He climbed at the wrong times, screamed too loudly, ran right through an ant trail until a thousand insects attacked the entire tribe. Nanny defended him, Shitter laughed, the others hated him. It was a never-ending game.
Jupp learned from Shitter that you had to get up when you fell. He learned from Nanny that someone would still pick you up even if you couldn't. He learned that the jungle tested him every day. Once he tripped over a root and fell flat on his face. His lip split and blood gushed. He looked at Nanny, who immediately tried to pick him up. But Shitter yelled, "Let him! Let him get up!" Jupp stood up, his face covered in blood, grinning broadly, and shouted, "Ha!" A sound, raw but full of defiance. Shitter laughed so loudly that the trees shook. Nanny cried softly but wiped the blood away nonetheless.
The other monkeys watched all this with a mixture of fascination and disgust. They couldn't understand why the rascal kept coming back, no matter how many times he fell. They couldn't understand why he laughed when others howled. They couldn't understand why Shitter defended him and Nanny fed him. But they understood that he didn't disappear. And that made him dangerous.
The years passed like dripping rain. Jupp grew stronger, learned to crawl faster, climb higher, and laugh louder. He was no longer a baby, but also not a boy in the human sense. He was something else, a bastard who didn't fit into any categories. And that was precisely what made him interesting.
Once, he came back with a broken stick, grinning broadly as if he'd found the greatest treasure in the world. He hit everything that moved with it. Ants, beetles, even Shitter got a hit. Shitter laughed, took the stick from him, and playfully hit back. Jupp shrieked, slapped, and hit again. Nanny watched in horror, but she understood: this was his game. Violence, laughter, blood, all at once.
During one particularly hot season, when the river almost dried up, the monkeys began to starve. Fruit was scarce, insects rare, and everyone fought to survive. Jupp wasn't prepared, but he laughed anyway. He ate whatever he found: rotten fruit, maggots, even dirt. Nanny tried to give him better things, but he spat them out. He wanted the harsh taste. Shitter grinned. "See, woman? The brat is learning. Only those who eat dirt can survive dirt."
The other monkeys grew thinner, quieter. But Jupp was still laughing. He stumbled, fell, got up, laughed. Shitter laughed along. Nanny almost despaired. But secretly, she knew that maybe that was precisely why the little rascal would survive. Because he didn't understand that one should actually cry.
When the rainy season returned, the forest filled up again. Fruits burst, water rushed, life returned. Jupp climbed through the trees, roaring, laughing, splashing. He was stronger than before, shaped by hunger and pain. Nanny held him tighter, Shitter grinned wider. The brat was no longer a stranger. He had become part of the forest. A crooked, naked part, but a part nonetheless.
And so began the first years among apes, not as a fairy tale, but as a dirty, smelly struggle for survival. Jupp wasn't Tarzan, he wasn't a hero. He was a drooling, laughing mess who survived by chance. But sometimes that's enough. Sometimes it's enough to keep getting up, keep laughing, keep making a mess.
And that's exactly what he did. Every day, every night, without a break.
The apes had never asked for a naked human child to grow up among them. But the jungle wasn't a wish concert; it was a bar without bouncers, where anyone could come in, whether they fit in or not. Jupp was the perfect example. He didn't fit in, but he stayed. And that made him more dangerous than any predator. Because he didn't just survive, he messed everything up.
Nanny treated him as if he were her own cub. She groomed him, fed him, and petted him, even when he pulled her fur up and down as if she were a tree climber. She defended him against the other females, who would have gladly thrown him from the nearest branch. She hissed, she hit him, she risked her own fur, just so the drooling rascal could keep laughing. And he laughed, again and again. Even when he banged his head, even when ants bit him, even when he howled with hunger. He laughed back, as if mocking death.
Shitter saw all this and grinned. To him, the brat was a mirror. A little bastard who carried the same defiance he himself had never gotten rid of. "You're like me, brat," he muttered one evening as Jupp slept in the dirt. "Only you're still getting teeth, while mine are almost falling out."
The other monkeys grew nervous. They were afraid that Jupp was trouble. And they were right. Wherever he appeared, something happened. Sometimes a swarm of angry bees, sometimes a pack of ants, sometimes a fight over fruit because he just sat right in the middle of it and grabbed at it with his hands. He was chaos on two legs, and chaos consumed energy. But at the same time, he attracted attention, and somehow respect, too. Someone who stepped in shit so often and still laughed was hard to ignore.
Once, the pack gathered in the shade of a large tree. They wanted to discuss what to do with Jupp. He was now big enough to no longer be considered a baby. A foreign body who ate too much and made too much noise. Shitter sat down right in the middle, grinned, and farted so loudly that the meeting fell apart. "You want to talk about him? Talk to me. The brat stays, or I'll bite your balls off." Silence. No one laughed, no one objected. The monkeys knew: Shitter was crazy enough to do it. Nanny sat next to Jupp, holding him tight, and for a moment it was clear: this wasn't a vote anymore. It was a fact.
Jupp didn't feel the tension. He played with a stick, hit roots, screamed when he hit a beetle. To him, everything was a game. To the monkeys, it was war. But war didn't interest him. He just wanted to laugh, scream, drool, and move on.
This became more apparent at night. When the screams of the predators drew closer, when the shadows lengthened, Nanny held him tighter. Shitter sat beside him, always awake, always with a stick or stone at the ready. "One day, brat," he murmured, "you'll have to face them alone. And then you won't scream anymore. Then you'll laugh. Like you're laughing now. And that's exactly what will confuse them."
The rascal began to learn from the monkeys. He climbed uncertainly but quickly. He often fell, but always got back up. He imitated their sounds, roared like them, shrieked, and beat his chest. The others laughed mockingly, but they were also irritated. Here was one who wasn't one of them, and yet he tried to be one of them. He wasn't perfect; he was grotesque. But grotesque sometimes has better chances in the jungle than normal.
Shitter looked at him with a mixture of pride and contempt. "You're not one of them, brat. And not one of the others out there either. You're something in between. An accident that keeps going. And that's exactly why you'll survive."
Nanny, on the other hand, didn't want him to be "in between." To her, he was one of them, period. She rocked him, she petted him, she sang little sounds to him that only she understood. To her, he was family. Shitter let her be. "Have your own illusions, woman. But someday he'll see he has no fur."
One day, Jupp ran across the camp and bumped into the group's leader ape. A large, angry beast with gray fur, who didn't find it funny at all. He lashed out at Jupp, but Shitter was faster. He jumped in between, bit, hissed, and roared. The leader ape backed away, surprised by the violence. Shitter grinned bloodily. "Not with my brat, you asshole." Nanny shrieked, Jupp laughed, and the rest fell silent. From that day on, everyone knew: the brat was off limits.
So the first years among apes weren't a fairytale of acceptance and harmony. It was a war, a daily, small war for survival, for existence, for the right to belong. Jupp laughed, Nanny loved, Shitter defended. That was their formula. And it worked, at least up until this point.
And the brat? He kept growing, kept drooling, kept laughing. As if he understood that this was the only way to avoid being eaten by the world.
The first few years were a parade of scrapes, dirt, and screaming. Jupp fell more than he stood. Every branch was a trap, every stone a blow to the face, every anthill an army that treated him like an enemy. But he survived. And that made him dangerous. The jungle hated it when someone who should have been dead survived. Shitter knew that, and he loved it. "You brat, you're like athlete's foot. They want to get rid of you, but you keep coming back."
Nanny was the antithesis of this madness. She kept him cleaner than was possible in the jungle, washing him in the river, even if he immediately landed back in the mud. She fed him soft fruits, even though he preferred the hardest ones, which he could barely chew. She petted him when he cried, and she petted him when he laughed. To her, he was more than a brat. He was what she needed to keep from sinking into the chaos herself.
Jupp began to imitate the monkeys. He drummed his chest, he screamed, he banged sticks against trees. It sounded ridiculous, but it also sounded loud. And in the jungle, loud counts. The other monkeys stared, whispered, and hissed. But they couldn't stop him from learning more and more from them. He climbed, he jumped, he fell, he got up. He wasn't a monkey, but he was becoming one, step by step, in his own grotesque version.
Shitter saw this, grinned, and thought, "Maybe he's doing better than us. Because he doesn't know he can fail."
Once, Jupp saw the monkeys pulling lice out of the fur and eating them. He had no fur, but he crawled over to Nanny, plucked out a hair, and put it in his mouth. He choked, spat, and laughed. Nanny shrieked. Shitter laughed so loudly he almost fell off the branch. "See, woman? He's adapting. In his own shitty way."
The years made him stronger. His arms grew more muscular, his legs carried him longer. He climbed faster, fell further, and got back up harder. Nanny was still chasing him, Shitter was still standing beside him, grinning and commenting on everything like a drunken sportscaster. "Hey, brat, only three falls today? Poor. Tomorrow I want five."
The other monkeys kept their distance, but they watched. Some hated him, some were curious, some simply perplexed. He wasn't like them, but he wasn't gone either. And in the jungle, that's what counts. If you don't disappear, you stay.
Once, Jupp grabbed a scorpion. Nanny shrieked, trying to pull him back, but he held on. The stinger stabbed him in the hand, and he screamed, but he didn't let go. Only when Shitter yelled at him, "Drop that thing, you idiot!" did he let go. His hand swelled and turned red. He cried briefly, then laughed again. Shitter looked at him, full of respect. "You're crazier than I thought, brat. I like that."
The nights were the toughest school. Screams of predators, the cracking of branches, the rustling of the grass. Jupp learned that darkness always meant danger. But he also learned that danger wasn't the end. Because Nanny held him tight and Shitter threw every damn stone he could find.
It was a grotesque family model that no one had planned. A surrogate mother who couldn't let go. A drunk who didn't want to die. And a brat who laughed even though he had every reason to cry. But that was precisely their trick. They weren't a family of love. They were a family of spite.
And defiance made her strong.
The years flowed by like a river: dirty, unstoppable, full of creatures no one wanted to see. Jupp grew, and with him grew the chaos. He was no longer a baby, but a small, naked bastard who already had more scars than most monkeys collect in half a lifetime. Every fall, every bite, every blow left its mark. But he still laughed. And this laughter made the jungle nervous. A naked child laughing at death—that didn't fit the balance.
Nanny had become emaciated from constant care. She ate less and gave him more. Her eyes had dark circles, her fur was ruffled. But she didn't let go. She had become his mother, no matter what the others said. She held him tight, she petted him, she defended him. Sometimes she looked at him as if she saw in him all the children she had lost. Jupp didn't understand that, but he felt it. He patted her face when she seemed sad, and she laughed again.
Shitter, on the other hand, became louder the older Jupp grew. He urged him on, he pushed him, he laughed when he fell. "Brat, if you don't learn to laugh at pain, it'll eat you." Jupp fell, Jupp laughed, Shitter roared with delight. Nanny hated it, but she also knew: Jupp needed this. He needed someone who wouldn't go easy on him.
The other monkeys avoided her. They had accepted their little trio: Nanny, Shitter, Jupp. A triangle of Heart, Fist, and Chaos. But they kept their distance. They didn't know what would come of it. Some whispered that Jupp brought bad luck. Others said he was a sign. No one knew what. But everyone knew it was better not to go too close to him.
Once, Jupp grabbed a rotten vine. It snapped, and he fell, crashing onto his back. Silence. Then a scream, then laughter. Nanny was panicked. Shitter grinned and pointed at him: "See, woman? That's exactly how you survive. You fall, you scream, you laugh." Nanny trembled, held on tight, and didn't want to let go. But Jupp wriggled free and climbed back up. His defiance was stronger than her fear.
There were days when he was the terror of the forest. He chased birds he could never catch. He threw stones at anything that moved. He climbed higher than he should and peed from above, shrieking with laughter. Shitter clapped enthusiastically, Nanny sighed in despair. But they both knew: that was Jupp. There was no stopping him.
One night, they heard a pack of hyenas. The screeching, the laughter that made your blood run cold. Nanny pulled Jupp close, Shitter grabbed a branch. The hyenas came closer, their eyes sparkling in the darkness. Jupp woke up, saw them, and laughed. A shrill, childlike laughter that echoed through the forest. The hyenas stopped. Shitter seized the moment, roared, hit, threw stones. They disappeared, confused. Nanny was beside herself, but Shitter grinned. "See, woman? That brat's got it. He laughs death away."
With each year, he became more of a legend in the pack. Unaccepted, unloved, but not dead either. And in the jungle, that was enough. Survival was the only glory there was. Jupp was still small, but he already had more of it than many would ever experience.
The first years among apes weren't childhood. They were a war. A daily, small war against the jungle, against the animals, against the apes, against his own naked existence. But Jupp survived. Not because he was strong, but because he laughed. And because Nanny held him and Shitter drove him.
It wasn't an idyll. It was a broken family. But it worked. And that was enough.
Jupp's days were an endless mix of falling, screaming, and drooling. He woke up with mud on his face and went to sleep with blood under his fingernails. The jungle wasn't a playground, but Jupp treated it like one. He ran through ant trails, bit into fruit that tasted of bile, and stuffed tadpoles into his mouth until he almost vomited. Nanny constantly pulled him back, washed him, scolded him, and scratched him. Shitter, on the other hand, stood by, grinning broadly and shouting, "More, brat, more! Eat the world, even if it vomits you out!"
It was a grotesque spectacle. On the one hand, Nanny, trying to turn Jupp into a halfway intact monkey boy. On the other, Shitter, who wanted to raise him to be a little berserker. And in between, Jupp, who wouldn't listen and did whatever came into his head. He climbed, he fell, he yodeled, he pissed in the river while other monkeys drank. The pack hated him, but they also feared him. Not because he was strong, but because he was unpredictable. No one knew what he'd do next.
Once, he stole a fruit from a mother monkey's hand. The monkey shrieked and swatted at him. But Jupp bit her arm, a short, dirty bite, not strong, but cheeky. Shitter laughed until he cried. "See, woman? He already knows how to live: steal, bite, laugh." Nanny was horrified, but she also saw that Jupp wasn't afraid. He was too small to command respect. And that made him doubly dangerous.
The years sharpened his senses. He heard the birds before they cried. He smelled the water before he saw it. He sensed when something lurked in the bushes. Not always, not perfectly, but often enough to survive. Nanny was proud, Shitter was thrilled. "You'll be king of the bastards one day, brat," he grumbled, slurping a fermented mango.
But the jungle tested him again and again. Once, he stumbled into the river, right into the current. Nanny shrieked and jumped after him, but Shitter held her back. "Leave him alone! If he drowns, he was too weak." But Jupp paddled, gulped water, suddenly yodeled like a madman, and made it to the bank. He coughed, spat, laughed, and Nanny wept with relief. Shitter grinned and said, "See, woman? He can swim because he's too stupid to sink."
The other apes watched all this and didn't know what to think. Jupp wasn't a threat in the classic sense. He had no claws, no teeth, no muscles like a gorilla. But he had that look. A look that said, "I won't stop, no matter what." And that made him scary. They kept their distance, avoided him, whispered behind his back. But they didn't attack him. Not as long as Shitter was there.
At night, Jupp slept snuggled in Nanny's fur, while Shitter sat awake beside them, stinking of fruit and sweat. "One day, brat," he murmured, "you'll sleep alone. And then you'll really hear the jungle. It screams, it laughs, it whispers in your ear. And if you laugh then, you've won."
The years didn't make Jupp civilized; they made him wilder. He spoke no language except screeches, grunts, and yodels. But he understood things that couldn't be put into words. He understood that the jungle hated him. He understood that Nanny loved him. He understood that Shitter drove him. And he understood that he had to keep getting up.
The first years among apes weren't romantic. They were dirty, brutal, grotesque. But they were also the reason why Jupp didn't die like a thousand other bastards who never make it to the next chapter.
Jupp was no longer a helpless bundle, but a small, naked bastard with muscles in his arms and dirt under his fingernails. He could climb, albeit clumsily. He could jump, even if he usually missed. But he didn't stop. Never. Every blow, every fall, every wound was just another reason for him to laugh even louder. And this laughter was contagious—for Shitter. For Nanny, it was a nightmare, because she knew he always had one foot in the grave.
The days were a constant cycle: getting up in the mud, stealing fruit, climbing, falling, screaming, laughing, drooling, repeating. The other monkeys watched him with a mixture of hatred and respect. They didn't understand him. He wasn't a monkey, not a human, something in between. But he didn't disappear. And anyone who didn't disappear in the jungle eventually became a fact.
Once, Jupp climbed onto a branch that was far too thin. Nanny shrieked, Shitter grinned. The branch broke, and Jupp fell ten meters into a bush full of thorns. A scream, then a laugh. He came out, bleeding, bruised, grinning. Shitter roared with laughter, Nanny cried, and the other monkeys shrank back. "That kid is crazy," their eyes murmured. And they were right.
With each year, Jupp grew stronger. He learned to ignore ants when they bit him. He learned to hunt frogs, even when they poisoned him. He learned to love the rain, even when it almost drowned him. He was no longer a victim. He was a little fighter who took on everything that came his way and threw it back with a grin.
Shitter was proud, even if he never said it like that. "You're my brat," he once muttered, drunk on fermented fruit. "My little bastard, laughing when he should be throwing up." Nanny heard, looked at him, and for a moment there was silence. Then Jupp slapped them both in the face, and they laughed reluctantly.
There were nights when the three of them sat in the nest, huddled together. Nanny petted Jupp, Shitter chewed on a stick, Jupp drooled and giggled. The jungle roared outside, but inside there was a strange calm. No harmony, no idyll—just a dirty, broken family that still functioned.
The other monkeys didn't understand this. For them, family was blood, fur, and order. For Nanny, it was love; for Shitter, defiance; for Jupp, simply laughter. And that was precisely what made them stronger than all the rules.
One day, Jupp confronted a young monkey who was trying to push him away. Jupp screamed, bit, scratched, and laughed. The monkey fled, confused. Shitter grinned, Nanny marveled. Jupp was no longer a baby. He had become a part of the game. A grotesque part, but still in it.
His first years among apes had shaped him. Not into an ape, not into a human, but into a bastard of the jungle. One who fell and laughed, who bit and grinned, who drooled and still kept going.
And that was enough. For now.
The years dragged on like a hangover after a night of heavy drinking—tough, dirty, full of pain, but always with a hint of laughter in his stomach. Jupp was no longer a baby, but a little bastard with scars, muscles, and a dirty face that made even the jungle twitch. He was big enough to be taken seriously, and small enough to be constantly underestimated. Exactly the mix that kept him alive.
Nanny was now so thin that her fur looked sparse in places. But she didn't stop feeding him, petting him, and defending him. To her, Jupp wasn't a foreign body, a bastard, or a mistake. To her, he was hers. Period. She would fight the entire jungle when necessary, and sometimes she did.
Shitter had grown older, but not quieter. He still grinned, he still drank, he still farted so loudly the birds flew up. And he saw Jupp as his legacy. Not a good legacy, not a proud one, but a dirty, broken one, but a real one. "Brat," he often muttered, "you're my proof that the jungle can't get us down."
The other monkeys stayed away. They understood that Jupp wasn't going anywhere. He wasn't just a phase, an accident that would eventually die on its own. He had stayed. And whoever stays is part of the family, whether they like it or not. They didn't accept him, they didn't love him, but they left him alone. And that was more than one could expect in the jungle.
Jupp himself didn't notice any of this. For him, every day was a new game. A game in which he banged his head, fell into water, got eaten by ants, and still laughed. He didn't understand that he survived where others perished. He only understood that he didn't stop. And that was enough.
Once, he stumbled into the middle of a hornet's nest. They stung, they bit, they screamed. Jupp screamed too, but not from fear, but from laughter. He ran naked through the woods, covered in bites, full of pain, laughing like a madman. Nanny was beside herself, Shitter laughed until he puked. "That's my brat!" he yelled, "he laughs away the pain!"
The scars remained, the stitches swelled, but Jupp lived. And he still laughed.
The years made him tougher. He learned to gather fruit for himself, he learned to swing sticks, he learned to jump into the river and back out again. He learned that the jungle wanted to eat him every day, and that you only survive if you bite back.
One night, when the moon hung over the forest like rotten fruit, the three of them sat together. Nanny held Jupp, Shitter grinned, and Jupp drooled as he gnawed on a branch. Shitter said quietly, "Woman, he's not human anymore, and he's not an ape. He's something else. And that, woman, will make the world puke." Nanny nodded and held him tighter. Jupp laughed, not knowing why.
And so his first years among apes ended not in harmony, not in heroism, but with a naked, laughing rascal who still fell, still bled, still drooled—but never stopped laughing at the jungle.
 
Fermented fruit and drunkenness
It started harmlessly, like everything that escalates later. Jupp was old enough to no longer hang on Nanny's apron strings like a drooling brat. He could run, climb, hit, bite. But he could also drink, even if he didn't know it yet. The jungle taught him. Fruit hung everywhere, and some of it had lain in the sun too long, bursting open, fermenting, and smelling sweet and rotten at the same time. The monkeys knew it made you stoned, but they liked it. They ate, they babbled, they fell asleep like bums after a night of heavy drinking. Shitter was always at the front. And Jupp watched.
He saw Shitter, after eating half a coconut full of fermented broth, fall screaming from the branch, right into the mud, and lie there laughing. He saw the other monkeys staggering, farting, and running into each other as if they were at a fair with no rules. And he saw Nanny desperately trying to maintain order. Jupp understood one thing: This was fun. This was the key to the laughter that never stopped.
His first drunken stupor came one hot afternoon. A mango, left in the sun too long, covered in blisters. Jupp bit into it, swallowed, grimaced, grinned—and didn't stop. He ate half the fruit, drooled, laughed, stumbled, and suddenly the forest looked as if it were laughing at him. Shitter saw this and roared with delight: "Ha! Welcome, brat! Your first drunk!" Nanny was horrified and snatched the mango from his hand, but it was too late. Jupp staggered, yodeled, screamed, and laughed as he peed in the mud.
From then on, there was no turning back. The jungle was full of fruit-shaped liquor, and Jupp found it everywhere. He chewed, he swallowed, he slobbered, and he laughed. Shitter was his teacher, Nanny his futile moralizing authority. "Woman, shut up," Shitter growled when she yelled at him. "The brat needs it. No one gets through here without a drink." Nanny snarled, but she couldn't protect him from something that grew everywhere.
The monkeys held veritable fruit orgies. They collected the rottenest fruit, stacked it, and ate until it fell over. Jupp was in the middle of it all, a naked, drooling, laughing bum. He splashed around in the rotten mush, smeared it all over himself, and yodeled until the birds flew out of the trees. Shitter laughed until he cried, and the other monkeys painted circles under their eyes in confusion. Nanny despaired, but she couldn't stop Jupp from becoming a part of it.
He quickly learned that fermented fruit tastes better when mashed with both hands. That you laugh louder when you share it with others. That intoxication makes you forget pain, makes falls more bearable, and banishes hunger. He learned that booze is a weapon. A weapon against the jungle, against fear, against everything.
Shitter yelled, "Brat, you're one of us now! From today on, we're drunk brothers!" Jupp drooled, grinned, and slapped him in the face. And Shitter almost cried with pride.
The first drunken bouts were nasty. Jupp puked, fainted, and slept in the mud. Nanny washed him, desperate, and hissed at Shitter. But Jupp always woke up, laughed, and reached for the next fruit. He wanted more. More and more.
And so began his love for fermented fruit. A love that would never let go of him. A love that shaped him, that broke him, that made him immortal.
Jupp wasn't old yet, but his stomach was already a black hole for every rotten filth the jungle offered. Where other monkeys sniffed cautiously, he bit into it. He drooled, swallowed, stumbled, grinned. Life tasted sweeter when it was already half-rotten. And he quickly learned: fermented fruit wasn't just food, it was a ticket to another world. A world where the screeches of monkeys sounded like music, the crocodiles in the river seemed to grin, and the sky spun like a Ferris wheel on LSD.
Shitter was both his dealer and mentor. The old ape knew exactly which fruits gave him the right buzz. He dragged Jupp to places where the mangoes were already sprouting on the ground, the bananas were bursting, the papayas stank like vomit. "Here, brat," he said, "eat. This isn't fruit, it's medicine. For everything. For fear, for boredom, for death." Jupp bit into it, drooled, choked, laughed. Shitter patted him on the back, grinned, and toasted him with a coconut full of mush.
Nanny hated every moment of it. She tried to keep Jupp away, snatched fruit from his hand, hissed at Shitter, dragged the brat away. But the jungle was filled with booze everywhere. It was hopeless. Jupp always found a fermenting fruit, always a sticky-smelling piece, always an opportunity to get high. Nanny eventually gave up; she couldn't be everywhere at once. She cleaned him when he puked. She scratched him when he fell asleep drooling. She was the cleaner of his excess, not the brake on his actions.
The other monkeys initially laughed at the naked, drunkard. But then they realized he surpassed them. They lay slurring in the dirt after two pieces of fruit, while Jupp was still swinging staggering through the trees after ten. His body was young, tough, and stupid enough not to give up. He laughed while they were already vomiting. He yodeled while they were already snoring. And suddenly he was no longer a joke. He was the king of the fruit feast.
Once, Shitter threw a real drinking party. He collected the rottenest fruit and built a pile that stank like a garbage heap after rain. The monkeys pounced on it, stuffed themselves full, laughed, farted, and passed out. Jupp was right in the middle of it all, a little naked berserker with sticky hands and glassy eyes. He stood on a branch, screamed, yodeled, and peed in a high arc onto the pile of fruit while the others rummaged through it. Shitter almost fell out of the tree laughing. "You kid, you're a fucking prophet!"
The nights after such feasts were hellish. Jupp vomited, rolled around in the dirt, slept, woke up, and wanted more. Nanny sat beside him, wiped his drool, and sighed. She knew he was destroying himself. But she also knew he was unstoppable. He had found his way, and his path led through every thrill the jungle had to offer.
Shitter became a philosopher when he was drunk enough. He sat down next to Jupp, both of them stinking of fruit, and muttered: "You know, brat, life is nothing but one long drunk. You come in drunk, you leave drunk. Everything in between is just vomit. But if you can laugh while you vomit, then you've won." Jupp didn't understand a word, but he grinned and slapped Shitter in the face.
The other monkeys began to avoid him. Not only because he stank like a drunk, but because he was unpredictable. He jumped on their backs, yodeled in their ears, stole their fruit, and urinated on them. They shrieked, fled, and Jupp laughed. For him, life was a suffocation, and everyone else was just an extra.
It was clear: Jupp wasn't just a rascal in the jungle. He was drunkenness itself, in naked form. And the jungle had to learn to live with him.
It was as if the jungle had been preparing Jupp for this moment for a long time. Everything he'd learned so far—falling, laughing, drooling, getting back up again—now took on a new dimension. Fermented fruit didn't turn him into a different person, but into an even crazier version of himself. And Shitter, the old drunk king, was as proud as a father accompanying his bastard on his first drinking spree. "Brat, now you really belong," he babbled, fruit pulp in his beard. "Now you're no longer a visitor, now you're the jungle."
The orgies grew larger. Entire packs gathered when the fruit fell and began to ferment in the sun. Monkeys screamed, wrestled, vomited, and laughed. It was a spectacle like a festival without police, without rules, just booze and yelling. And Jupp was right in the middle of it all. Small, naked, drunk, laughing, like a god who had no control over anything, but was still worshipped because he never stopped laughing.
His trips were legendary. Once, he licked a poison dart frog and stuffed himself with a rotten mango at the same time. He climbed a tree, screamed that he was the king of the clouds, yodeled so loudly that the birds flew away in panic, and almost jumped into the river. Nanny screamed, Shitter howled with laughter. "That's my brat!" he roared, "the first drunken god in the jungle!" Jupp lay in the mud, drooling, laughing, and peed himself.
Nanny despaired, but she couldn't change him. She washed him, she stroked him, she tried to protect him from the worst. But Jupp was already lost. Lost to intoxication, to the sweetness of decay, to the ecstasy of fermentation. He sought her like others seek water. Drinking was his water.
Shitter became his partner in crime. They ran around in pairs, collecting fruit, smashing it, and sucking up the rotten stuff like it was the blood of the jungle. They laughed, they farted, they puked, they philosophized. "You know, brat," Shitter once slurred, "we're like the kings of hell. We have nothing, but we laugh about everything. And that's more than those out there will ever have." Jupp grinned, not understanding a word, but feeling it.
The other monkeys avoided them like lepers. Two drunks, one old and one naked, were too much chaos for the rest. They squatted alone, they screamed alone, they laughed alone. But they were happy with it. Nanny always came along, desperate but loyal. She was the nurse, the cleaning lady, the mother who cleaned up everything Jupp and Shitter left behind.
Being completely drunk became a daily occurrence. There was no longer a clear line between sober and drunk. Jupp woke up with fruit pulp on his face and fell asleep with the smell of alcohol on his breath. The jungle was his inn, every branch a bar, every river a dirty toilet.
It was dirty, grotesque, dangerous – and it was Jupp’s world.
Jupp's love of fermented fruit reached levels that sometimes astonished even Shitter. The old monkey could drink like a champion, but Jupp was different. He was young, stupid, tough, and his body forgave him for any intoxication. Where other monkeys lay in the dirt like dead sacks for days, he was there the next morning, drooling, yodeling, and reaching for the next fruit. Shitter saw this and thought, "That kid is either immortal or completely crazy." Probably both.
Nanny had long been under constant stress. She washed him when he puked. She scratched him when he was delirious. She pulled him out of the mud when he couldn't get up. She was the mother, the cleaning lady, the nurse, and the only one who still had any sense of decency. But she was also tired. She knew Jupp was unstoppable. The jungle had given him the gift of intoxication, and he had taken it with both hands, like a thief who can never get enough.
The suffocations became increasingly wild. Jupp and Shitter spent entire nights crushing fruit, shoveling the mush into themselves, until they swung through the trees, howling. Sometimes they laughed so loudly that predators were scared away. Sometimes they peed in duet from the branches, directly into the rivers, as if they were marking the entire forest. And sometimes they just lay in the dirt, shoulder to shoulder, stinking, laughing, drooling.
Once, after a particularly heavy feast, Jupp woke up in the middle of an anthill. His body covered in bites, his skin red and swollen. Anyone else would have run away screaming. Jupp laughed. He stood up, staggered, shook off the ants, patted his chest, and screamed, "Ha!" Shitter grinned, puked into the bush, and muttered, "That's my brat. Indestructible." Nanny watched, stunned, no longer knowing whether to love him or hate him.
The drunkenness also brought visions. Jupp saw things that weren't there. Giant monkeys laughing at him. Crocodiles holding whiskey bottles in their mouths. Trees swaying to songs only he heard. He told Shitter about it, with slobbering words and wild gesticulations. And Shitter nodded seriously, as if it were the truth. "Yes, brat, that's the jungle as it really is. The rest of us only see the dirt. We see the heart."
The other monkeys finally kept their distance. They wanted nothing more to do with the two drunkards. They whispered that Jupp was cursed, that he brought bad luck, that he was plunging the forest into chaos. Maybe they were right. But they didn't dare throw him out. He was too unpredictable, and Shitter was still behind him.
For Jupp, it didn't matter. He didn't need any community. He had Shitter, he had Nanny, he had the booze. That was all he needed. The world was a stage, and he was the naked, drunken clown who destroyed everything and laughed while doing it.
The first few times he woke up sober, he felt empty. No laughter, no dizziness, just dirt and hunger. He hated it. So he immediately sought out the nearest fruit. He never wanted to be sober again. And he succeeded. The jungle always gave him enough.
Thus, being completely drunk became his normal state. He was no longer Jupp, the human child. He was Jupp, the drunk in a loincloth. And the forest had to live with it.
The jungle was no longer a green hell for Jupp. It was a bar with no opening hours. Every tree, every clearing, every damn bush was a counter at which he helped himself. The fermented fruit lay ready, sticky, smelly, sweet. He only had to reach out. And he always reached out. Jupp was young, his body could handle anything. Anyone else would have died of diarrhea or fever long ago, but Jupp got up every morning, wiped the vomit from his face, and laughed.
Shitter was his drunkard brother. The two were inseparable, two bums who could never get enough. They ran around together, carried fruit, stuffed themselves, laughed, puked, and carried on. Sometimes they sat next to each other for hours, drunk to the brim, staring up at the sky. Shitter muttered, "See that, brat? The stars are just holes through which the booze drips from the world." Jupp drooled, laughed, and understood in his own way.
Nanny was the opposite. She hated every moment, but she couldn't leave. She was tied to the boy, no matter how much he destroyed himself. She washed him, she held him, she tried to give him water when he could barely walk. But she knew she was fighting the jungle itself. And it was hopeless.
The orgies became increasingly brutal. Not just fruit, but also beetles, frogs, anything sticky and popping ended up in their mouths. Jupp licked frogs, stuffed himself with fruit, vomited, laughed, and yodeled like a madman. Shitter clapped, toasted him, and peed from a branch while standing. The jungle smelled of alcohol, vomit, and sweat.
The other monkeys fled for good. They wanted nothing more to do with this madness. They saw Jupp as a disease, a plague. And perhaps that's what he was. But he was a plague that laughed. A plague that survived. A plague that took nothing from them except their peace.
Once, after a particularly heavy binge, Jupp woke up in the middle of a clearing, naked, smelling, with fruit pulp in his hair. A pack of monkeys stood around him, staring. He grinned, raised his arms, screamed, and peed in a high arc into the circle. The monkeys fled, shrieking, and Shitter nearly fell out of the tree laughing. "You're the ruler, brat! The ruler of the booze!"
Nanny cried. Not because she'd lost him—she'd known that long ago. She cried because she still loved him. She saw the naked, drunken chaos, and she held him anyway.
The drunken stupor became a myth. Everyone in the forest knew him. The naked brat who laughed when he puked. Who drooled when he screamed. Who yodeled when he fell. He was neither human nor a monkey. He was drunk in the flesh.
And so it went on, day after day, night after night. No stop, no end, just more fruit, more vomit, more laughter.
Jupp was at home.
The jungle was no longer an enemy for Jupp – it was his inn, his brothel, his adventure playground. Every tree was a barrel, every fruit a bottle, every evening a bar fight without a fight. He lived in a state of perpetual intoxication, and it was as if the jungle itself was feeding him, just to see how far he could go. Shitter was his accomplice, his drinking buddy, his chronicler. Nanny was the cleaning lady in the background, cleaning up the mess. And Jupp? Jupp was chaos itself.
There were days when he'd stagger off in the morning, before the sun crept through the canopy. He'd search for the most fermented fruit, stuff himself, fall backward, and yodel like a drunk on a mountaintop. The monkeys saw it, shook their heads, and fled. They'd learned: a sober Jupp was unpredictable, a drunk Jupp was pure madness.
Shitter made a show of it. He collected fruit, arranged it in a circle, waited until it bubbled, and then shouted, "Feast! Today the world will eat us!" And Jupp was the star. He plunged into the middle of the pile, smacking his lips, drooling, and singing, while the mush ran down his chest. Shitter applauded, the others stared from a safe distance. It was grotesque, but it was real.
Nanny tried to stop him. She hissed, she pulled him away, she screamed. But Jupp didn't listen. He was lost in the intoxication. And maybe that was what kept him alive. Because in the intoxication, he forgot the pain, the fear, the hunger. He was invulnerable because he was too drunk to realize how broken he was.
The visions came more often. Trees that danced. Rivers that sang. Crocodiles that laughed. Sometimes Jupp talked to things that weren't there. He sat there for hours, drooling, gesticulating, laughing, as if he were drinking with ghosts. Shitter nodded, as serious as a priest. "Yes, brat, those are true friends. Only those who've had enough see them." Nanny stared, stunned, but she let him. She knew she couldn't save him.
The drunkenness became his language. He needed no words, no fur, no rules. He only needed fruit, and he was king. The monkeys saw him, whispered, and murmured stories. Of the naked brat who laughed when he vomited. Of the human child who ruled the drunkenness. Of the bastard who seemed immortal.
And Jupp? He didn't understand any of it. He just kept laughing.
So it went night after night, day after day. No break, no end. Just more fruit, more booze, more laughter. The jungle had its first drunken king. And his name was Jupp.
The jungle had long since learned that Jupp wasn't like everyone else. He was no victim, no hunter, no ape, no human. He was the very essence of intoxication. A naked little bastard who drank away the pain, laughed away the fear, and made madness part of his everyday life. And the older he grew, the stronger this truth became.
The nights were organ pipes of laughter, vomit, and the smell of fermentation. Jupp and Shitter staggered through the trees like two drunken acrobats. They bumped into branches, fell, wailed, laughed. Sometimes they cried, but only briefly, until the next fruit burst. Then it was on. Nanny often sat beside them, shaking her head, despairing, but also full of love. She couldn't leave, even if she wanted to. Jupp was their brat, their nightmare, their heart.
The intoxication wasn't just enjoyable. It brought insights. At least for Shitter. "You know, brat," he once slurred, "the world out there... the people... they're worse than us. They drink too, but they act like they're better than everyone else. We honestly puke, they hide their puke." Jupp drooled, grinned, and patted him on the shoulder. To him, philosophy was just another noise. But he felt Shitter was right.
The other monkeys avoided them completely. No pack wanted anything to do with them. Too loud, too smelly, too crazy. Jupp didn't mind. He had his little family: Shitter, the drunkard, and Nanny, the nurse. He didn't need anything else. The rest could die.
The visions grew stronger. He saw faces in the leaves, heard voices in the wind. He swore that the trees whispered secrets to him, that the river spoke to him, that the frogs showed him the way. He yodeled in his drunkenness, and the jungle yodeled back. Shitter nodded seriously: "You are chosen, brat. Not for fame, not for fortune. For chaos. You are the laughter in the mouth of death." Jupp didn't understand, but he laughed.
Sometimes he would wake up in the middle of the night, covered in fruit pulp and dirt, and simply scream. No reason, no purpose, just a scream. The jungle heard it, and he remained silent. Perhaps out of fear, perhaps out of respect. No one knew. But from that moment, the legend began.
The monkeys told each other stories. About the naked human child who cheated death. About the bastard who was never sober. About the child who made the trees laugh. They didn't know if it was true. But they knew they had to fear him.
And so the first years of his drinking ended not in a crash, not in death, but in triumph. A dirty, smelly, laughing triumph. Jupp stood in a clearing, his belly full of rotten fruit, drooling, yodeling, and peeing into the sky. Shitter cheered, Nanny wept, the forest was silent.
The intoxication had won.
And Jupp was his ruler.
 
First frog licking experiences
It began as most great catastrophes begin: with curiosity and stupidity. Jupp had long since mastered the art of drinking. Fermented fruit was his fuel, Shitter his gas station attendant, and Nanny the cleaning lady who cleaned up the mess. But at some point, the fruit was no longer enough. The intoxication had become part of his daily routine; he wanted more. The jungle, always ready to bestow a new hell upon an idiot, gave it to him in the form of colorful, slimy frogs so poisonous that even death would think twice before nibbling on one.
The monkeys knew: hands off. They avoided the little things that gleamed like freshly painted toys. But Jupp wasn't a monkey. He was a bastard, curious as a rat boy, and Shitter was drunk enough to goad him on. "See those, brat? They'll pop more than ten mangoes. But don't lick too much, or you'll fall asleep in the river—forever."
That was enough to ignite Jupp's drooling imagination. He crawled on all fours through the mud, grabbed a colorful beast that wriggled and squeaked. Nanny screamed, Shitter laughed. Jupp held the frog up to his face, sniffed it, and then—tongue out, slime on it, a quick lick, a little bite into madness.
The effect was immediate. The forest exploded. Colors he'd never seen before blasted into his brain. The trees breathed, the birds sang in his language, the ground rippled like water. He screamed, yodeled, jumped up, ran naked through the thicket, frog still in his hand. Nanny ran after him, desperate, Shitter rolling around with laughter. "Welcome, brat! Welcome to frog paradise!"
Jupp climbed a tree, hung upside down, and screamed songs he'd never learned. He saw faces in the leaves, recognized patterns in the clouds, and swore the moon was speaking to him. His heart raced, his body vibrated; he was more than a brat. He was a god—a goddamn, drooling god in a loincloth.
The hallucinations became wilder. He saw Nanny with wings, Shitter as a king with a crown made of banana peels. He saw crocodiles applauding him, tigers toasting him. The jungle was no longer an enemy; it was an audience, and Jupp was the star.
But the trip came at a price. After hours of yodeling, shrieking, and peeing off branches, he fell into the mud, shivering, foaming, and fell asleep. Nanny held him, desperate, while Shitter grinned and murmured, "He's still alive. See, woman? He's still alive."
When Jupp woke up, he immediately grinned. He wanted more. The frog was gone, but the hunger was still there. A hunger for intoxication that was deeper than anything fruit could ever provide.
And so began the next chapter of his self-destruction.
The first frog trip had turned Jupp's head upside down, and as is often the case once you've tasted blood—or rather, mucus—you always want more. Fruit was nice, booze was part of everyday life, but the frog had opened doors Jupp didn't even know existed. And suddenly, everything in the jungle became a toy, a drug, an experiment.
That's how the incident with the fermented orange came about. It lay there, wrinkled, stinking, full of juice that had long since become more alcohol than fruit. Jupp stared at it, drooling, grinning. Something inside him said, "Make something of it." He picked it up and curiously stuck his middle finger in. The juice spurted out, warm and sticky. Jupp laughed as if he'd just discovered God. He stuck his finger out again, smelled it, licked it—and it was as if he'd blown a fuse in his head.
A tingling sensation raced through his body, from his fingers down to his toes. He screamed, yodeled, and slapped his chest. "That! That's it!" he wanted to shout, but all that came out was a slobbering shriek. Nanny stared at him in horror, Shitter roared with laughter. "Did you see, woman? He's fucking an orange and he's doing better than we are after a week of drinking!"
From then on, the orange became his symbol. Every time he thought about it, he felt that tingling sensation again. It was as if he'd found a secret outlet he could plug into. Fruit wasn't just for drinking anymore. Fruit was magic, if you knew how to treat it.
But the frogs were the main attraction. He licked them, sometimes for too long, sometimes for too short a time. Sometimes he lay drooling in the mud, sometimes he ran yodeling through the treetops. The jungle was no longer a place, but a circus, and Jupp was clown, acrobat, and lion all rolled into one. He saw patterns everywhere. Columns of ants were armies marching for him. Birds sang his anthem. The river was liquid glass in which he reflected himself, naked, laughing, covered in dirt, and full of glory.
Shitter became his coach. "Not too much, brat! Otherwise you'll be sleeping with the fishes. But not too little either, otherwise you won't feel anything. Find the balance—the balance between vomit and heaven." Jupp nodded, drooled, and tasted. He was an apprentice to intoxication, and the jungle was his school.
Nanny fought. She ripped frogs from his hands, she hissed, she pulled him away. But Jupp was faster, stronger, more addicted. She couldn't fight the madness. She was only there to nurse him back to health when he lay trembling on the ground. Her love was his safety net, but she knew he'd long since been balancing over the abyss.
The other monkeys whispered stories. They said Jupp wasn't human, not a monkey, but a demon. They said he stole the frogs' souls. They avoided him, fled when he came. But they told each other his stories, and legends grew. The naked rascal who talked to frogs. The madman who made the forest laugh.
And Jupp? He laughed. He laughed at everything. At the frogs, the oranges, the voices in the wind. He laughed at life, at death, at the jungle itself. His laughter echoed through the trees, and sometimes the forest fell reverently silent.
The middle finger in the orange was just the beginning. The rest was an endless frenzy, a dance with frogs, a yodeling over abysses. And Jupp always wanted more.
Jupp's days were now a mixture of booze, frogs, and memories of the orange. He could be hanging from a branch, drooling and semi-conscious, and suddenly twitch because he remembered his finger being stuck in that rotten fruit. That tingling sensation shot through him like an electric shock every time, and he started yodeling as if someone had hit him from behind with a stick. Shitter grinned, shook his head, and muttered, "Brat, you're more messed up than I've ever been—and that's saying something."
The frogs were his new gods. Every colorful body glistening in the damp grass was a ticket to the next dimension. He chased them, crawled on all fours through the mud, and grabbed them with the greed of a junkie. Nanny despaired, screamed, and ripped the animals from his hands, but Jupp was unstoppable. He held the slimy body, licked, shook, giggled, and yodeled. And then the world was different.
Colors exploded. Sounds became melodies. Even his own stream of piss looked to him like a golden rainbow blessing the jungle. He laughed, he screamed, he danced naked through columns of ants, letting himself be bitten without realizing it. The intoxication was more than just drugs. It was a religion, and Jupp was its high priest.
Shitter joined in as best he could. He licked too, but more carefully, in measured doses. "You brat," he slurred, "you're playing with death like others play with coconuts. But maybe that's exactly your thing." He laughed, coughed, peed, and then lay snoring in the leaves. Jupp, on the other hand, ran around for hours, talking to invisible friends, yodeling songs that silenced even the birds.
But the orange remained in his mind. Again and again, that tingling sensation returned, like an echo that haunted him. It was as if he had unlocked a new zone within himself. Sometimes he poked his finger into other fruits, into mangoes, into papayas, but nothing was like the orange. It was his pivotal moment, his first secret gateway to madness. And every time he thought about it, his whole body vibrated.
Nanny no longer understood anything. She saw a brat living between booze, poison, and visions. She tried to hold him, to wash him, to save him. But he was already far gone. He no longer belonged to her; he belonged to the intoxication. Her hands held him, but his eyes looked through her, into worlds she couldn't enter.
The other monkeys told each other stories. Some claimed Jupp had made a pact with the frogs. Others said he was a frog himself, only in a human body. They avoided him, whispered about him, but they didn't dare attack him. A naked rascal licking poison into himself and laughing—that was too much for them.
Jupp felt the power. Not in the classic sense, no domination, no control. But he knew: he was different. He fell, he laughed, he licked frogs, he dug his fingers into fruit, and yet he lived. The jungle wanted to eat him, but he bit back.
And so it went on. Day after day, night after night. Frogs, fruit, booze, visions. Jupp yodeled the forest to pieces, and the forest responded with silence. Perhaps out of fear, perhaps out of respect. No one knew. But one thing was clear: Jupp was no longer a brat. He was a prophet of madness.
And his Bible was the frog.
The frog became Jupp's daily ritual. He would wake up, drool, look around, and before even looking for water or fruit, he would crawl on all fours, his eyes greedily searching for colorful, slimy bodies. Nanny moaned, Shitter laughed, the forest was silent. It was like a drug waiting everywhere, and Jupp was the only one stupid enough to take it every day.
The effect was never the same. Sometimes he felt like a god, sometimes like a sack of vomit being dragged through the leaves. But it was always intense. The frogs whispered in his head, they gave him images, they gave him songs. He saw faces in the mud, patterns in the clouds, stories in the ant trails. And he believed they were real.
The orange kept coming back. The image of his finger, deep in the rotten juice, the twitching, the tingling—it was as if he'd found the key to an invisible door. He needed the frog to see the forest explode, but he needed the memory of the orange to feel himself. And every time he thought of it, his whole body vibrated as if it were about to burst into flames.
Shitter watched all this with the composure of an old drunk. "Brat," he slurred one night, "you're not a child anymore. You're a walking hallucination. You're drunk in flesh and bone. And you know what? I'm proud of it." Then he downed a handful of fermented fruit and farted so loudly that a flock of birds flew into the air.
Nanny, on the other hand, often cried. She held Jupp when he trembled. She scratched him when he screamed in delirium. She cleaned his face when he was drooling in a frog's frenzy. She was the last connection to reality he had left, even if he barely noticed it. In his eyes, she was sometimes just a shadow, a winged creature, a part of his visions. But she was there. Always.
The other monkeys kept their distance. They told each other new stories: that Jupp controlled the frogs. That he drank poison through their skin and turned it into starch. That he spoke to them and got answers. Some even believed he was immortal because he ate things that would have killed anyone else instantly. They didn't dare challenge him. The naked, drooling rascal terrified them.
For Jupp, it didn't matter. He didn't need recognition, he didn't need friends. He just needed the next frog, the next trip, the next yodel. He jumped through the trees, screamed, peed laughingly into the ravines, and talked to things no one else saw. The jungle was his stage, and he was the madness that played out on it.
It was grotesque, it was dirty, it was dangerous – and it was exactly what Jupp wanted.
It was as if the forest was just waiting for Jupp to pull off his dirtiest trick. Frogs everywhere, every color, every size, and Jupp was like an addict locked in a candy store. He crawled, he grabbed, he licked. And every time his tongue touched the slippery poison, it was like a slap in the face and an orgasm in the brain at the same time. He giggled, yodeled, fell, got up, and kept going.
Shitter was his audience. He laughed, he clapped, he drank. "You're crazy, brat! You're what the forest is afraid of!" And somehow he was right. The predators kept their distance. Not because Jupp was strong, but because he was unpredictable. No tiger wanted to eat a naked madman who yodeled while licking his own arm like he were a frog.
Nanny was the opposite. She trembled, she cried, she pulled him out of the mud when he almost drowned. She held him when he collapsed, trembling. But she knew she couldn't save him. The brat belonged to the drunk, not to her.
The orange continued to haunt his mind. Sometimes, in the middle of his frog trip, he would close his eyes, think of his middle finger dipping into the juice, and immediately that tingling sensation would run through his body. It was like a second rush, an echo that haunted him. Shitter grinned when he saw it. "Does he remember his great love? The orange?" Then he would laugh so loudly that half the treetops vibrated.
The trips became wilder. Jupp swore he saw ghosts. Shadows that laughed with him, voices that cheered him on. He talked to them, he danced with them, he peed with them in chorus. To him, they were real. To Shitter, they were entertainment. To Nanny, they were a sure sign that he'd gone crazy.
But being crazy wasn't a disadvantage in the jungle. Crazy meant doing things no one expected. Crazy meant surviving because the others didn't know what made you tick. Crazy meant power.
And Jupp loved it. He was no longer a victim, no longer a helpless baby. He was the madman no one could stop. The naked prophet with a frog on his tongue and an orange in his head.
The jungle no longer laughed at him. He remained silent. And that was the greatest sign of respect there was.
The frog became Jupp's daily sacrament. Fruit in the morning, vomit at noon, frog in the evening. The routine was as reliable as rain in the jungle. He needed the little beasts like Shitter needed his fermented fruit. Only Jupp went deeper. He didn't just lick—he absorbed the poison as if it were mother's milk. Every intoxication was a new gospel, and Jupp was the preacher shouting it to the trees.
The effect was unpredictable. Sometimes he saw colors that didn't exist. Sometimes he heard voices laughing at him. Sometimes he swore he himself was a frog, born in skin that didn't fit. He hopped naked through the forest, croaking until the birds fell silent, and peed in mid-jump. Shitter almost fell off the branch laughing. "Brat, you're not just crazy, you're art!"
The orange wouldn't let him go. The image kept coming back: his finger, deep in the rotten flesh, the tingling sensation that almost electrified him. Sometimes he repeated it. He took other fruits, dug his finger in, waited for the sensation. But nothing could compare to the orange. It remained his secret fetish, his private thrill. And every time he thought about it, it tore through him, from his middle finger to his balls.
Nanny was at her limits. She held him when he trembled. She washed him when he fell into his own shit in a frog-like delirium. She scratched him when he screamed and cried when he laughed. She knew he was long gone, but she couldn't stop loving him. To her, he was still the rascal she had rescued from the crocodiles' jaws.
The monkeys whispered. They no longer dared to go near him. Some claimed Jupp was immortal. Others that he was already dead and merely a ghost haunting the forest. Still others that he had licked the devil himself. Perhaps they were all right.
Shitter, on the other hand, only saw the spectacle. For him, Jupp was the greatest entertainer the forest had ever seen. A naked clown, a prophet of intoxication, a bastard who survived everything. "Brat," he often said, "you are my masterpiece. When I die, you'll outlive me because you're too crazy to die."
Jupp didn't understand any of it. He just wanted the next frog. And that's what he got. Always.
The forest hadn't eaten him. The forest had accepted him. Perhaps even feared him.
And that made Jupp stronger than anything else.
There wasn't a day without frogs anymore. Jupp was as addicted to the slime as others are to cigarettes or cheap liquor. He crawled through the undergrowth, drooling, grabbing anything that glittered. Sometimes he would even just lick a rock, thinking it was a frog. But when he finally caught the right one, the world would explode.
His trips were legendary. He swore that the stars in the sky sent him messages. That the trees bowed to him. That the crocodiles winked at him when he yodeled naked by the riverbank. Shitter nodded seriously, even though he knew it was all bullshit. But he loved the kid because he was so crazy it was almost art.
The orange remained his private secret. He only had to think about it—the finger, deep inside, the squirting juice, the tingling—and his body twitched as if struck by lightning. It was more than a memory; it was like a second engine that fired him up every time. Shitter grinned: "Your orange is your god, brat." Jupp yodeled in response.
Nanny had long since broken. She no longer fought the frogs. She knew it was pointless. She was only there to hold him when he fell. To warm him when he shivered. To pet him when he cried. She still loved him, but it was the love of a mother who knows she's lost her child to something greater. To madness.
The monkeys avoided him completely. No pack wanted to be anywhere near Jupp when he flew yodeling through the treetops, frog slime on his tongue and fruit pulp on his face. They told each other myths. That he could turn poison into gold. That he commanded the frogs. That he had laughed at death and therefore couldn't die again. No one knew if it was true. But no one wanted to find out.
And Jupp? He laughed. He laughed at everything. At the frogs, the voices, the booze, the jungle. His laughter echoed through the night, wild, dirty, endless.
Thus, his first frog-licking experiences ended not in a fall, not in death, but in a birth. The birth of Jupp, the frog prophet. The naked bastard who turned the forest into a stage, frogs into his acolytes, and booze into his religion.
The jungle had a new ruler. Not strong, not clever, not noble. But louder, crazier, and drunker than all the others.
And his name was Jupp.
 
Jupp's naked jungle yodel
It began with a sound. A sound so off-key that even the birds briefly closed their beaks. Jupp had his mouth full of fruit pulp, sticky, sweet, half-fermented, and suddenly he roared out a sound that was somewhere between a scream, a laugh, and a fart. Shitter snorted, Nanny covered her ears. And Jupp? Jupp grinned, raised his arms, and followed with the next sound. It wasn't a scream, not a song—it was a yodel.
Not the beautiful, clean yodeling of the mountains, no. It was the yodeling of a naked bum kid who had too much fruit, too many frogs, and too little sense. A yodeling that pierced the treetops like a rusty knife through a tin can. And the forest listened.
The monkeys froze, the birds fell silent, even the water in the river seemed to pause briefly. Then, as if the jungle had understood the joke, a storm of noises erupted. Screeches, rustles, roars—as if all the animals wanted to respond at once. Jupp stood there, drooling, naked, screaming his yodel, and the world screamed back.
Shitter roared with laughter. "Brat! You've found it! Your voice! Your war cry! Your fucking song!" He drummed his chest, trying to join in, but it wasn't the same. Jupp's yodeling was unique—so wrong it was right again.
From that day on, yodeling became his trademark. He climbed into the treetops, chest full of air, and yodeled so loudly that the tourist boats in the river below almost capsized. He yodeled into the morning, into the night, into his drunkenness, into his intoxication. It was his call, his madness, his weapon.
The animals reacted differently. Some fled as if the devil himself were in the jungle. Others howled along as if they'd joined a choir that had never rehearsed. But there was always movement. Something was always different when Jupp yodeled.
For him, it was a rush without a frog. A kick without fruit. He needed only his voice, and the forest spun with him. The tingling sensation he usually knew from frogs or oranges now came simply like that, from his chest, from his throat. Every yodel was like an electric shock rippling through him, every echo like a wave carrying him higher.
Nanny hated it. She hissed and slapped him when he started. But she couldn't stop him. His yodeling was louder than her protest. Shitter, on the other hand, celebrated every note as if it were an orchestra. "Brat! You're the singer of hell! The conductor of chaos! Keep yodeling!"
And Jupp yodeled. Always. Everywhere. In the mud, in the tree, in the river. Naked, drooling, laughing. His yodel was the new language of the jungle.
The yodel was more than a sound. It was a drug that came from within Jupp himself. No frog, no fruit, no fermented juice could replace that feeling. When he yodeled, his entire body vibrated as if it were the organ of a damned jungle, played by a drunken god.
It often started harmlessly: a sound, a roar. But as soon as he found the rhythm, he lost it. His stomach pumped, his chest heaved, his throat screamed until the sky shook. He sweated, drooled, farted to the beat—and laughed like a madman. Yodeling was his fire, and he fed it day and night.
Shitter was his biggest fan. The old monkey drummed on trees, clapped, and screamed like he was at a rock star concert. "You brat! This is art! This is war! This is everything this shitty forest deserves!" He threw fermented fruit into the air and toasted Jupp with a rotten coconut, while Jupp stood up in the branches, naked, drooling, and yodeling his heart out.
The animals reacted chaotically. The birds screamed back, monkeys bellowed, frogs croaked in unison. It was as if Jupp had created a second language consisting only of sounds, sweat, and madness. Sometimes it seemed as if the entire jungle danced when he started. Sometimes, as if it were fleeing. But no matter how, he reacted.
Nanny covered her ears. She couldn't bear it. For her, it wasn't a song, but a cry for help, proof that her little boy was completely lost. She still petted him afterward, wiping the sweat from his face, but there was sadness in her eyes. She knew: the yodel was a sign. A sign that he would never be normal again.
Tourists heard it too. Some boats almost capsized when he roared from the trees. They looked up, spotted the naked madman yodeling like a demon, and fled screaming. Some thought he was a monster, others a ghost. But no one forgot him. Jupp was now more than a brat—he was a legend.
For Jupp, yodeling was a rush without side effects. He didn't need a frog, an orange, or fruit. Just air and his voice. It was pure, dirty, naked madness. And he loved it.
Thus, the yodel became his trademark. His call, his signal, his battle cry. The naked rascal who made the forest echo.
Jupp's yodel was no ordinary sound. It was an attack, a storm, a flamethrower from his throat. He often stood stark naked on a branch, arms raised in the air, and sent his sounds all over the jungle. Every note was so off-key that it became true again, so wrong that it became right. It was the scream of a bastard laughing at death.
The forest reacted. When Jupp yodeled, everything fell silent for a moment. Then chaos erupted. Birds screamed, monkeys screeched, frogs croaked, insects chirped, as if he had waved his baton. And he laughed along, as if he were the conductor of an orchestra that never wanted to practice but played anyway.
Shitter loved every damn note. He squatted down below, drummed his chest, threw fruit at trees, and roared along. "Brat! You're the Elvis of the jungle! No—you're worse, better, louder!" He was proud, as if he'd come up with the idea himself. Sometimes he yodeled along, but it sounded like an asthmatic dying. Jupp's yodeling, on the other hand, was pure madness.
Nanny could hardly stand it. She hissed, she pulled at him when he flew into a rage. But Jupp couldn't be stopped. His yodel was stronger than any hug, stronger than any worry. It was his second heartbeat. When he wasn't yodeling, he felt empty. When he was, the whole forest vibrated.
The tourists panicked. Some thought a monster was chasing them. Some said it was an evil spirit. Others thought they'd heard the legendary "Lord of the Apes." They fled, leaving their belongings behind, staring wide-eyed into the treetops. And there he stood—Jupp, naked, drooling, with fruit pulp on his face, yodeling like a man possessed.
For him, it was a rush, cleaner than any frog, clearer than any fruit. A rush he could access at any time. All he needed was his voice, his lungs, his madness. It was fireworks in his head, lightning in his stomach, a tingling sensation throughout his entire body. Similar to the time he'd stuck his finger into the orange—only louder, bigger, wilder.
The other monkeys avoided him. They watched him stand on a branch and roar, and they didn't dare come any closer. They whispered that he spoke to spirits, that he summoned the voices of the dead, that his yodeling cast curses upon the forest. Perhaps they were right. But no one wanted to find out.
And Jupp? He kept yodeling. Higher and higher, louder and louder, more and more naked. He was no longer a brat. He was the echo itself.
The yodel had long since become more than just a sound. It was Jupp's second skin, his trademark, his answer to everything. Hunger? Yodeling. Thirst? Yodeling. Fear? Yodeling even louder. Even drunk, with vomit on his chest and frog slime on his face, he still found the strength to rip open his throat and set the forest vibrating.
It was as if he had discovered a drug within himself. The rush came without frogs, without fruit, without anything. Just air, voice, and madness. Every sound blasted through him, making his skin tingle, his heart race. He felt it in his fingertips, in his toes, even in his ass. A whole-body orgasm of noise.
Shitter was convinced the yodel was a weapon. "You brat," he slurred, "you could drive off armies with that. You're a cannon with a throat. Nobody can stand you screaming like that." And indeed: big cats that heard him too close would retreat whimpering into the undergrowth. Even the otherwise fearless crocodiles would dive when his yodel hammered through the night.
The tourists suffered the most. Some believed the jungle was cursed. They heard the yodeling in the night, screamed themselves, and drank liquor to cope with the shock. Some never returned. Others told stories back home about a "ghost in the jungle" that nearly drove them mad.
Nanny could barely bear it. She was tired of all the noise, the madness, the never-ending drama. She held her hands over her face when he started, and sometimes she cried silently. But she stayed. Because no matter how much he screamed, no matter how much he laughed, he was still her brat. Her lost, broken brat.
For Jupp himself, it was pure freedom. The yodel was his proof that he was alive. Every sound was a slap in the face to death, a middle finger to the entire damned jungle. He yodeled until his voice failed him, then he continued yodeling until he was hoarse. He felt himself growing bigger, stronger, more untouchable with every sound.
The monkeys were already whispering stories. That Jupp spoke to the gods. That he could summon storms. That he raised the dead. They avoided him, but they talked about him. And every story only made him greater.
In the end, the yodel was no longer a voice. It was a tremor. A sound that shook the forest, tore through the air, and pierced the sky. Jupp was no longer just a brat; he was an echo that never ended.
It was no longer a question of whether Jupp would yodel—the question was only when. The forest could be as silent as a cemetery, and suddenly it would burst forth: a sound so ugly and beautiful at the same time that the birds would fall from their branches. It began deep, crept up in his stomach, tore through his chest, and exploded from his throat. A yodel that made no sense, yet meant everything.
Shitter loved it. He waited for these outbursts, grinned, and drummed on branches as if he were the drummer in Jupp's jungle band. "You kid, that's music! Music that destroys everything!" He threw him fruit, toasted him, and sometimes yodeled along, even though it sounded like he was dying.
Nanny, on the other hand, cursed every sound. To her, it was the sound of madness, the howling of a child long lost. She covered her ears, curled up in bed, while Jupp stood on a branch, naked, drooling, sweating, roaring at the top of his lungs. But she stayed anyway. Because she couldn't let him go.
The animals didn't know what to do. Some fled, some screamed, some became aggressive. Once, a pack of monkeys attacked him because they thought he was a demon. Jupp yodeled back so loudly that they fell silent, fled trembling, and never bothered him again.
Tourists became his unwilling victims. They paddled unsuspectingly through the river, and suddenly the jungle above them exploded with a yodel that sounded like a siren. Some screamed, some prayed, some jumped into the water. And Jupp laughed his head off as he continued to roar.
For him, it was a rush, cleaner than any frog, clearer than any orange, stronger than any fruit. He felt immortal when he yodeled. Every note was a blow in the face of death, a slap in the face for the world. He was the naked prophet who didn't write his gospel, but shouted it.
The monkeys whispered legends. That he spoke with spirits. That his yodeling summoned storms. That he guided the hearts of animals. They kept their distance, but told stories that made him seem bigger than he truly was.
And Jupp? He yodeled. Always. Everywhere. Naked, dirty, drooling. His yodel wasn't just a sound. It was a knife, a shield, a rush. He was Jupp himself.
The yodel was no longer just a scream. It was a drug, and Jupp was addicted to it. He didn't need fruit, a frog, or an orange, as long as he had his throat. He stood there, naked, shaggy, drooling, and let out the sounds like a berserker about to tear the sky apart. And every time the sound whipped through the forest, he felt this tingling, this prickling sensation that almost made him explode.
Shitter was his most loyal fan. The old monkey sat downstairs, drumming with branches, hooting, laughing as if he were at the concert of the century. "You brat! That's war music! That's the soundtrack to doom!" Sometimes he managed to roar along, but compared to Jupp, he sounded like a rusty bellows.
Nanny could hardly bear it any longer. She hissed, she cried, she covered her face with her hands. For her, the yodeling was a sign that the boy was finally sinking into madness. But she stayed nonetheless. She couldn't leave him, even if she wanted to. She was bound, by love, by guilt, by something stronger than her disgust.
The animals reacted violently. The birds fell into choruses, screeching back as if forced to do so. Monkeys screamed, frogs croaked, insects buzzed louder. It was chaos, a concert without a beat, and Jupp stood in the middle of it, like a salivating conductor. At one point, he didn't stop, for hours, until he was hoarse, bleeding, but grinning nonetheless. Shitter called it "the night the forest died."
Tourists became unwilling witnesses. Some later spoke of a "ghost in the jungle," others of a "monster that sings." They were frightened, laughed nervously, and prayed, while a naked madman stood high in the trees, slicing through the sky. Some claimed the echo haunted them for weeks.
Jupp himself felt invincible. Every yodel was a triumph, a slap in the face of death. He was no longer a victim, a brat, a bum. He was the echo, the madness, the jungle itself.
And the forest was never silent again when it roared.
The yodel was now legendary. No monkey, no bird, no human in the jungle could ignore it. When Jupp opened his throat, the entire forest vibrated. Branches shook, bodies of water trembled, animals froze. It was as if he had nature itself by the balls.
Shitter told anyone who would listen that Jupp's yodeling was a weapon. "It drives away crocodiles, scares off poachers, and deafens women—what more could you want?" He grinned like a pimp proud of his wildest whore. And somehow he was right: No one wanted to mess with the naked, yodeling bastard.
Nanny suffered. She didn't see the hero, she saw the child screaming in a frenzy until blood poured from his throat. She wept when he vomited, after hours of yodeling. She held him as he fell asleep, trembling, his throat raw, his chest filled with phlegm. She loved him, but she knew: he didn't belong to her. He belonged to his madness.
The animals told each other myths. That Jupp spoke to gods. That his yodeling brought curses upon the forest. That he awakened the dead. Some fled when they heard him. Others came closer, as if they wanted to witness him. The yodel was no longer a sound. It was a ritual, a mass, an exorcism.
Tourists were traumatized. Some boats capsized because people panicked. Others took photos, mistaking the naked, drooling madman for a "nature spirit." Still others drank to erase the echo from their minds. But no matter how, no one forgot the sound.
And Jupp? Jupp kept yodeling. Always. Naked, dirty, drooling. He yodeled until his lungs burned, until his skin vibrated, until his entire body became a single sound. Every yodel was a triumph, a slap in the face to death, proof that he was alive.
Thus ended the birth of his trademark: the naked rascal who not only swung through the forest, not only licked frogs, not only drank fruit—but forced the jungle itself into a chorus.
Jupp was no longer just a bum in the jungle. He was the echo. The scream. The naked yodel.
 
Tourists under golden rain
The tourists were the new toy. Rich bags with cameras around their necks, sun hats on their heads, and a look of fear in their eyes whenever the jungle rustled a little. They trudged through the undergrowth in their clean clothes as if they could buy the jungle. But the jungle couldn't be bought, especially not by such idiots. And Jupp? Jupp didn't miss the opportunity.
He was crouching up in the branches, naked, smelly, with a grin on his face that boded no good. Shitter sat next to him, munching fermented fruit and giggling. "Come on, brat. Show them what the forest is really like." Jupp grinned wider, took a deep breath—and peed.
A golden spray, long, warm, and stinking, poured down on the group of tourists. They shrieked, screamed, and scattered as if they'd been doused with gasoline. One dropped his camera, a woman stumbled in the mud, a guy lost his hat. Jupp yodeled with laughter, shaking out the last drop until the last drop disappeared into the jungle foliage.
Shitter clapped enthusiastically. "Masterful, brat! Art! Pure art!" The tourists, on the other hand, were traumatized. Some screamed for "guides," others stared upwards, searching for the "monster." But Jupp was already gone, swinging naked through the trees, laughing as if he'd just set the world record for not giving a shit.
This became routine. Tourists were his canvas, and his golden rain was the paint. He surprised them on boat trips, on hikes, while taking photographs. Always from above, always laughing, always yodeling. Some thought it was rain until they smelled it. Others thought it was a curse. But no one escaped unscathed.
Nanny was horrified. "Shame," she thought, even if she didn't say it out loud. She saw him as a brat she'd saved, and now he was a naked madman peeing on people from above. But she couldn't change him. He couldn't be changed.
The monkeys laughed. They understood humor, and Jupp's attacks were pure entertainment for them. Some joined in, throwing coconuts at the tourists while Jupp peed. It was a spectacle, a piece of theater that always received applause—only from below, never from above.
Tour guides cursed, trying to calm people down, but they knew they had no chance against Jupp. He was invisible until he started. And even then, he was just a naked shadow that disappeared, yodeling.
For Jupp, it was more than fun. It was power. Peeing on heads from above was domination. It was rebellion against everything clean, rich, and orderly. His golden shower was his weapon, and he used it without shame.
The jungle was his stage, the tourists his audience. And every performance ended in chaos.
Word quickly spread. Tourists who wanted to venture deep into the jungle had to be prepared for anything: mosquitoes, snakes, crocodiles—and the naked madman who came from above. Some believed him to be a legend, a ghost, an evil curse. Others thought he was an invention of the guides to charge higher prices for their tours. But those who had experienced him knew better. They had felt the warm spray, smelled the stench, heard the yodeling. And they never looked the same way again when they saw a tree.
Jupp enjoyed it like an athlete enjoys his training. He sought out the best moments. A loving couple holding hands through the jungle. A rich man being carried by a guide. An old lady proudly taking photos. He aimed carefully, let it go, and yodeled so loudly that his victims not only got wet but also half-deaf.
Shitter turned it into a game. "Ten points if you hit the hat! Twenty if you hit the camera! Thirty if they run away crying!" And Jupp took the challenge seriously. He grinned, peed, and when the stream hit its target, he yodeled like he'd won the Olympics.
The reactions were priceless. Some tourists screamed hysterically, others tried to ignore it as if it were really just rain. Some became aggressive, throwing branches and stones, shouting for the guides. But Jupp was always faster. One swing on the vine, and he was gone, giggling, drooling, naked.
Nanny despaired. For her, it was the last shred of dignity he was losing. "How low can he sink?" she thought. But she knew he had no footing. For Jupp, everything was a game, and every boundary was merely an invitation to cross it.
The monkeys, on the other hand, saw him as a clown, a king, their hero. They cheered when he started, and sometimes they peed along with him, as if to pay homage to him. Whole groups crouched in the trees, laughing and shrieking, while the tourists scattered in chaos below.
At one point, the guides tried to protect their guests with umbrellas. But Jupp was smarter. He waited until the umbrella was down, until the group was laughing, feeling safe – and then he struck. A precise, golden beam, right into the safety. Chaos, screams, fleeing. And Jupp's yodeling, drowning it all out.
For him, it was more than fun. It was pure contempt for civilization. All those rich assholes who thought they could understand the forest with a camera and a hat—he showed them that they were just victims. His golden shower was his sermon. His way of saying, "You don't belong here."
And the forest itself seemed to prove him right. Because no one ever seriously attacked him. No guides, no guards, no poachers. No one wanted to touch the naked madman laughing and pissing from the trees.
For Jupp, it was a game, but for the tourists, it was a trauma. They came to photograph colorful birds, marvel at monkeys, maybe take a boat ride. Instead, they got a naked boy peeing from the branches, yodeling. Most thought it was a joke at first. But when the warm spray landed on the back of their necks, there was no doubt: it wasn't rain.
Shitter turned it into a competition. He counted points and commented as if he were a stadium announcer. "Direct hit on the camera – 20 points! Nice one, brat! And wow, hit the hat! 30 points! Applause, applause!" The monkeys laughed, squealed, and sometimes even threw fruit. It was a whole circus act, and Jupp was the star.
The guides despaired. They knew they could no longer calm the tourists. Some guests wanted to return immediately, others cried, and still others freaked out and threw their gear into the river. But Jupp carried on. He was unstoppable. Every new tourist was a blank canvas for him.
Nanny didn't understand the fascination. For her, it was humiliating. A brat who once lay in the arms of a chimpanzee, now pissed from trees like a madman. She often cried silently when she saw him like that. But she knew he wouldn't stop anyway.
For Jupp, it was more than nonsense. It was a statement. He laughed at civilization, at their hats, their sunscreen, their cameras. He showed them that they were nothing in the jungle. His golden shower was his answer to their arrogance. Not a word, not a blow—just warm mockery from above.
The monkeys began to worship him. They imitated him, urinating on tourists who came too close. They saw Jupp not just as a clown, but as a king who ruled the jungle with laughter. A king without a crown, but with an inexhaustible supply of urine.
The tourists later told wild stories: of ghosts, of demons, of curses. Some believed it was some kind of ritual. Others were convinced they had been marked personally by the "Lord of the Apes." But no one forgot.
And Jupp? He laughed. He yodeled. He kept pissing. The forest vibrated with his mockery, and the world outside was frightened by a naked madman perched high in the trees.
The golden shower became a kind of sport. Jupp practically trained. He climbed high into the trees, drank liters of fermented fruit beforehand, kept his bladder full until it almost burst, and waited. He was patient, like a hunter—except he didn't want prey, but victims he could bless with his warm stream.
Shitter made it even more exciting. He built in rules: "Don't pee right away, brat, wait until they laugh! Wait until they pull out the camera! Only then – boom, golden shower!" And Jupp followed them. He grinned, yodeled quietly to himself, and when the moment came, he let it all go.
The screams below were music. The panic, the curses, the women's shrieks, the men's yells—everything merged into a chorus, and Jupp was the conductor. He grinned, shook out the last drop, yodeled, and disappeared into the trees before anyone could react.
The guides were desperate. Some tried to relocate the tours, deeper into the forest or closer to the river. But Jupp was everywhere. He knew every route, every spot where tourists appeared. He was a shadow, a phantom – until he struck. Then he was a waterfall of ridicule.
Nanny was ashamed. She didn't see the fun, she saw the shame. She cried when she heard him laughing from above while the people below fled. But there was nothing she could do. Jupp couldn't be stopped.
The monkeys, however, celebrated him. Some climbed after him, peed along, and turned it into a group activity. Soon, it was no longer an isolated event, but a ritual. A golden shower, a jungle feast, a monkey circus of a special kind.
Tourists later recounted experiencing the "curse of the forest." Some swore it was some kind of nature spirit. Others never wanted to go back to the jungle. But everyone talked about it. And so Jupp became not only the terror of the forest, but also a legend.
For him, it was more than just a joke. It was a statement. He showed the world that they had no say in the matter. That the jungle belonged to him. That he stood above them—literally. His golden shower was his crown, his yodeling his scepter.
And he laughed. Always. Naked, drooling, smelly—but invincible.
It was as if Jupp had found his true calling. Not Tarzan, not hero, not king—no, he was the piss prophet of the jungle. He sat on the branches like a pulpit, yodeling and preaching in beams that no one could ignore. Every tourist group that dared to enter the jungle ran the risk of becoming part of his mass.
Shitter supported him like a roadie on tour. "Put more pressure on, brat! Drink twice as much beforehand! Let them know you mean business!" He brought him fruit, helped him fill his bladder, and cheered every time he landed a perfect hit. For Shitter, it wasn't trash, but art. Performance. Revolution.
The tourists, on the other hand, didn't understand anything. They only saw the naked madman peeing from the trees while yodeling like a madman. Some screamed, some cried, some became aggressive. Once, one even threw a machete upwards. But Jupp swung away, laughed, and continued peeing in flight, as if he were a flying fountain.
Nanny despaired. She knew he would never be normal again. She saw him as the brat she had raised, and now he was a madman cheating on strangers. All she could do was hope he wouldn't be shot someday.
The monkeys, on the other hand, were proud. They saw him as a king who defended the forest against strangers. Some even called him "the rainmaker." They imitated him, tried to do it, and laughed when they met humans. It became a ritual, a celebration.
For Jupp himself, it was pure power. Pissing from above – that was dominion. Every stream was proof that he was above them. He was no longer a victim, no longer a baby who had fallen into the water. He was the lord of the forest, and his scepter was golden.
The stories spread. Tourists told of a naked demon blessing them with urine. Some believed it was a curse. Others joked about it, but they laughed nervously. Because no one wanted to experience it.
And Jupp? He grinned. He yodeled. He kept peeing. The forest was his domain, and the tourists were just passing through who were getting wet.
Jupp had perfected his timing. He could crouch in the branches for hours, his bladder bulging, drooling, giggling, until the next group of tourists finally appeared. Then he snuck into position, leaned forward, grinned broadly, and let it flow. Not hastily, not uncontrollably—no, with style. A golden stream, so precise you'd think he'd trained for years.
Shitter was his commentator. "Shot right in the neck, brat! It couldn't be cleaner! This is the Champions League!" He clapped, screamed, and sometimes peed himself, but never with the same precision. Jupp was a master, an artist, a sharpshooter of mockery.
The tourists panicked. Screams, curses, tears. Some stumbled, some jumped into the water, some just cried. Guides tried to calm them down, but everyone knew: no one stood a chance against the naked madman. He came whenever he wanted and disappeared into the sea of ​​vines before anyone could react.
For Nanny, it was a nightmare. She didn't see the fun; she saw the shame. She saw a brat who had once been saved, now peeing on strangers from above. She cried when she heard him, but she stayed. Because she couldn't help it.
The monkeys, however, celebrated. Entire packs gathered when Jupp started. They screeched, they threw fruit, they imitated him. Soon, it wasn't just Jupp anymore—it was a spectacle, a festival of golden rain. The forest itself became the stage, and the tourists were the victims.
The stories spread like wildfire. Some spoke of a "jungle demon," others of the "Lord of the Apes." Some laughed about it, but when they lay in bed at night, they heard the yodeling in their heads, smelled the stench again, felt the warm ray. It stuck with them.
And Jupp? Jupp was happy. For him, it was power, pure triumph. No frog, no fruit, no orange could give him that. Peeing from above was freedom, pure, golden freedom.
The legend was born. No tourist could enter the jungle without thinking of the naked urchin yodeling as he peed from the trees. It was as if the forest itself had decided to drive the strangers away with golden scorn. But in truth, it was just Jupp—slobbering, smelly, laughing, and more powerful than he'd ever been.
He saw the fear in their faces, and he absorbed it like an addict absorbs frog slime. That was his kick. Not just the rush, not just the laughter—the panic was his intoxication. He grinned when they screamed. He yodeled when they fled. He felt like a king defending his kingdom with the simplest of all weapons: urine.
Shitter made it official. "You brat, you're not just Jupp anymore. You're the Rainmaker. The Golden Lord. The Piss King of the Jungle." And he meant it. The monkeys celebrated him, imitated him, made entire shows out of it. When Jupp started, it was no longer an isolated incident—it was a festival. A golden deluge upon the stranger.
Nanny was broken. She didn't see the king, she only saw the child who had lost himself. She held him when he lay exhausted from laughing in the leaves. She washed him when he vomited with joy. She cried when he disappeared back into the branches to wait for the next group. But she stayed. Because she couldn't give him up.
The tourists told legends. Some swore they were being punished by a "nature spirit." Others claimed it was a monkey ritual. Still others joked, but their eyes betrayed the truth: they were afraid. No one forgot the warm beam, the yodeling, the naked silhouette above them.
For Jupp, it was the pinnacle. He no longer needed frogs, oranges, or fruit. He only needed his bladder, his voice, his madness. The forest belonged to him, and everyone who entered it received his golden calling card.
Thus ended his rise to the king of mockery. Not with fame, not with honor, but with laughter, yodeling, and beaming. The jungle had its ruler, and he was as filthy, as shameless, as free as only a rascal could be.
Jupp – the lord of the golden rain.
 
 
 
Encounter with the Cobra
The jungle was full of creatures that could have eaten him—crocodiles, jaguars, spiders the size of dinner plates. But nothing woke Jupp up like the snake. Especially the cobra. It wasn't like the others. It wasn't an animal, it was a damn mirror. Thin, long, poisonous, and as deadly as a shot of alcohol that puts you in the hospital.
It was a damp, smelly morning, and Jupp was still drooling fruit pulp from the corner of his mouth as he crawled through the undergrowth. He only wanted to catch a frog, his breakfast, his god. But there it was: erect, neck stretched, eyes like small black holes. A cobra, in the middle of the path. Jupp froze. For the first time in a long time, there was no yodel in his throat.
Shitter was somewhere behind him, munching fruit, grinning. "Come on, brat, dance with her." He knew Jupp was crazy enough to try.
The cobra hissed, swaying, ready to strike. Jupp stood naked, hungover, but his eyes sparkled. He saw more than just an animal. He saw an opponent, a lover, a goddess. He grinned, raised his arms, and started yodeling.
The yodel thundered through the forest, and the cobra froze. For a moment, it seemed to consider whether it even wanted to take on this naked madman. It hissed and snapped, but Jupp dodged at the last moment, staggering, laughing, as if it were a dance.
He felt the tingling again, the thrill he'd felt with the orange. His body vibrated, adrenaline coursing through his veins. He screamed, yodeled, jumped to the side. The cobra struck again, just missing. It was like a rush, but without the frog. A fight, raw, dirty, full of insanity.
Nanny shrieked in the background, trying to pull him away, but Jupp was already in the game. He saw the snake, she saw him, two crazy people in the middle of the jungle. He laughed, peed in a circle, as if mocking them. The cobra hissed, struck again, and hit only the dirt.
Shitter screamed with joy. "You kid, you're crazy! Finish them off! Laugh them off!"
And Jupp yodeled. Even louder, even wilder, until his throat burned. The cobra swayed, hissed, and then retreated, disappearing into the undergrowth. Not because it was defeated, but because it didn't know how to fight against sheer madness.
Jupp stood there, sweating, drooling, with empty eyes. Then he laughed, fell into the mud, and rolled around as if he had won the greatest victory of his life.
To him, it wasn't a snake. It was death itself, and he had driven it away—with nothing but his voice, piss, and madness.
The snake didn't let go of him. Even after it disappeared into the undergrowth, Jupp felt its gaze. It was as if it had left poison in his mind, not in his body. He could smell it, that cold scent of sweat, that reptile in the heart of the jungle. And every rustle made him tremble again, not with fear—with desire.
Shitter grinned at him. "You brat, you're completely messed up. You yodeled in the cobra's face." Jupp laughed, drooled, and almost fell over. For him, it hadn't been a fight, but a dance. A dirty, naked, insane dance with death. And he had won because he was louder.
Nanny, on the other hand, was disturbed. She saw the snake as a sign, a warning. Her little boy was playing with things that would eventually kill him. She tried to hold him, but Jupp's mind was already on the snake again. He yodeled in the air as if calling her back.
He spent the next few days searching for her. He crept through the forest, smelled the ground, listened to the rustling. Every stick that cracked was a sign to him. He had become addicted to the encounter. It wasn't the fear, it was the tingling. The feeling of being on the brink of death, yet still yodeling it away.
Shitter understood. "Sometimes you have to stare into the abyss, brat. Only you're drunk enough to yodel into it." He laughed, smoked weed, and watched as Jupp ventured deeper and deeper into the forest.
One night he found it again. Or another one. Who cares. To him, it was the same. There it lay, coiled, glistening, poisonous, ready. And Jupp stood before it, legs wide apart, naked, drooling, and raised his arms. The yodel came deep, vibrating, full of madness. The cobra hissed, darted forward—and Jupp jumped back, laughing, peeing in a semicircle as if it were a dance step.
So it went back and forth. Hissing, slashing, dodging, yodeling, laughing. A grotesque ballet. Nanny shrieked from a distance, Shitter roared with delight. And at some point, the snake retreated again, confused, defeated not by strength, but by madness.
Jupp fell into the leaves, groaned, laughed, and yodeled to the sky once more. For him, it was more than a fight. It was love. He had looked into the eyes of death, and death had looked away at first.
The cobra became his obsession. Jupp saw it everywhere—in the shadows, in the vines, even in the puddles of piss he left behind. To him, it was no longer a snake. It was a ghost, a demon, a lover. And he wanted to see it again, no matter what the cost.
Shitter just laughed. "You've found yourself a girlfriend, brat. Shit, and she's more poisonous than any frog." He took a drag on his joint, blowing the smoke into the sky, while Jupp crawled through the undergrowth, drooling, searching every bush for a rustle.
Nanny was scared. She knew that at some point he would be bitten. And that he would then lie in the dirt, tongue swollen, twitching, dead. But she couldn't stop him. He was addicted to this dance with death.
One day, when the sun made the forest feel like a sauna, he heard it again. The hiss. Sharp, short, deadly. Jupp's eyes widened, his heart racing. He grinned. There it was. Upright, neck broad, eyes black. The cobra.
Jupp raised his arms and yodeled. It came from deep in his belly, vibrating, raw, like an engine about to explode. The snake hissed back, rocked forward, ready to strike. Jupp laughed, jumped to the side, and peed in a semicircle, as if he were trying to draw a circle on the ground for it.
It was no longer a fight. It was theater. A dance. Every strike of the snake was a beat, every dodge a step, every yodel a melody. Shitter clapped enthusiastically, Nanny screamed desperately. And Jupp was in ecstasy.
It went on like this for minutes. Jupp sweated, drooled, and yodeled until his throat burned. The cobra lashed out, missed a beat, and slowed down. Finally, it stopped, hissed once more, and then slid back into the darkness.
Jupp fell into the leaves, panting, laughing, covered in sweat and piss. He hadn't just survived. He had danced. With death itself. And he felt stronger than ever.
Encounters with the cobra became a ritual for Jupp. He sought it as if he were searching for a drug. Every morning, when he woke up with his mouth sticky with fruit pulp, he could already hear its hissing in his head. He stuck out his tongue, tasted venom that wasn't even there. And he grinned.
Shitter understood. "You need her, brat. Like others need booze. Like you need the frog. Only she's real. Real and deadly." He laughed, gulping down fermented stuff while Jupp crawled naked through the forest, always searching for the shiny, scaly body.
Nanny prayed, in her monkey way, that he would never find the snake again. But she knew the forest wouldn't cooperate. The forest always brought him back to where he could die.
And then he found her again. He first heard the hissing, then he saw her. Standing upright, neck stretched, eyes black as holes. Jupp raised his arms, yodeled, laughed, peed in the dirt. It was his dance, his theater, his ballet with death.
The snake lashed out, he dodged. He yodeled louder, it hissed more violently. It was a conversation without words. A battle between madness and poison. It went on like this for minutes until the cobra slowed down, confused, defeated by sheer madness.
Shitter clapped, cheered, and screamed, "You're the death tamer, brat! You're crazy and immortal!" Nanny wept silently, knowing it was only a matter of time before the dance ended differently.
Jupp lay in the leaves, drooling, sweating, laughing. For him, it was more than survival. It was love. He was in love with the danger, with the hissing, with the moment when the poison was only a breath away. He felt alive because he was almost dead.
And so he returned, again and again. Naked, stinking, drooling—and yodeling into the eyes of death.
The snake became a phantom in Jupp's mind. Even if he didn't see it for days, he heard its hissing in his dreams. Sometimes he woke up, drenched in sweat, thinking it had bitten him. Sometimes he laughed in his sleep because he had yodeled in its face. It was an obsession that consumed him, and he loved it.
Shitter joked. "You brat, you don't need a woman. You have your cobra. It hisses sweeter than any pussy." He laughed, downed some fruit wine, and collapsed into the leaves. For him, it was just a show. For Jupp, it was everything.
Nanny, on the other hand, was panicking. She knew it was only a matter of time before the snake was faster, before Jupp stumbled, before the venom crushed him into the dirt. But she couldn't stop him. He was a berserker, driven by a lust for death.
And again he found her. The forest brought him to her, like a dealer giving his addict his next fix. There she lay, glistening, hissing, ready. Jupp grinned, raised his arms, yodeled. He was naked, stinking, drooling—but he was happy.
The cobra struck, he dodged. He peed, it hissed. It was a dance, a duet, a grotesque ballet. Shitter hooted, Nanny shrieked, and Jupp was in ecstasy. Every blow, every hiss, every yodel was like a heartbeat.
This went on for minutes until the snake retreated, once again overcome by its madness. Jupp fell into the leaves, laughing, dripping with sweat, covered in dirt. He felt alive, stronger than ever.
For him, it was no longer just a snake. It was death, the lover, the goddess. He was her dancer, her fool, her opponent. And he knew he would always return.
The jungle was full of voices, but Jupp heard the loudest in his head: the hiss of the cobra. It was no longer an animal to him; it was an orchestra. Every note, every breath, every rustle sounded like a promise. Poison, danger, death—and the tingling sensation he loved so much.
He began searching for the snake like a junkie searching for his dealer. He crawled through the undergrowth, drooling, giggling, yodeling in the air as if calling her. Shitter laughed at his obsession. "Brat, someday you'll marry her. With Frog as your best man."
Nanny, on the other hand, was desperate. She saw how he was getting thinner and thinner, how he spent nights staring into the darkness, just waiting for the hiss. She knew: this wasn't love, this was a pact with death.
And then he found her again. Or she found him. It didn't matter. She stood there, erect, neck stretched, eyes black as holes. Jupp grinned, yodeled, raised his arms, peed in a semicircle, as if to mark her.
The cobra struck. Fast, deadly. Jupp laughed, jumped back, drooled, yodeled louder. It was a dance, a ballet of madness and poison. It went on like this for minutes. Shitter roared with joy, Nanny screamed with fear. And Jupp vibrated as if he himself were the poison.
Finally, she pulled back, once again. Not defeated, just confused. Jupp fell into the leaves, laughing, gasping, feeling his heart racing. For him, it was no longer a fight. It was sex. It was love. It was death playing with him.
He knew he wanted to see them again. Again and again. Until one of them fell asleep.
The snake was no longer just an animal to Jupp; it was his destiny. He woke up with it, he fell asleep with it, even when it wasn't there. Its hissing was like music to his ears, its gaze burned in his memory like sunburn. He wasn't in love—he was obsessed.
Shitter joked. "Brat, the cobra is your bride. Someday you'll put a loincloth on her and take her to the treehouse." He laughed, coughed, and smoked weed, while Jupp crawled drooling through the undergrowth, always searching.
Nanny cried. She knew his happiness wouldn't last forever. One second too late, one wrong step, and he would twitch in the dirt, poison in his veins, foaming at the mouth. But she couldn't stop him. He didn't belong to her. He belonged to death, which beckoned.
And again the encounter took place. The cobra, gleaming, deadly, rearing upright. Jupp grinned, raised his arms, yodeled, peed, and drooled. The snake struck, he dodged, laughed, and vibrated. It was a dance, raw, grotesque, a game no one could win.
This went on for minutes until the snake disappeared again. Not defeated, just confused. Jupp fell into the leaves, gasping, laughing, feeling like a god. For him, it was proof that he was immortal.
Shitter cheered. "Brat, you're the Cobra King! Death wants you, but you're fucking him away!" Nanny turned away, crying.
And Jupp? Jupp grinned, drooled, and yodeled to the sky. For him, the cobra wasn't just an adversary. It was his drug, his lover, his enemy, his mirror. He knew he would always return. Until one of them couldn't get up.
Thus ended his first encounter with death – not in poison, not in pain, but in the laughter of a naked madman yodeling in death's face.
 
The Great Monkey Drink
It started with a single rotten fruit. Jupp had found it, mushy, smelly, full of fermentation bubbles. He bit into it, the juice ran down his chin, sweet and sharp like a cheap liquor, and he grinned. "That's it, Shitter. That's the damn medicine." Shitter looked at him, smacked his lips, grabbed two at once, and stuffed them in his face. Within minutes, they both had that look—glassy, ​​drooling, their pupils like two holes in the sun.
But it didn't stop at just two fruits. Soon there were baskets full of fermented mangoes, papayas, and bananas. The monkeys collected them as if they were gold. Jupp shouted orders like a general in war: "More, you bums! Get everything that stinks and ferments!" And the monkeys obeyed. Nanny screamed in vain; she wanted order, she wanted peace, but she had no chance. The great monkey spree had begun.
Imagine: hundreds of monkeys, each with a piece of fruit in their hand, smacking, sipping, babbling. The jungle vibrated with screeching, laughter, and belching. The air smelled of fruit, urine, and vomit. Jupp stood in the middle of it all, naked, sweating, wearing a leaf loincloth that slipped after ten minutes. He was the king of chaos, the conductor of an orchestra of drunks.
Shitter was his second-in-command. He crouched on a branch, poured the juice directly over his head, and yelled songs no one understood. "You brat! This is the apocalypse! This is heaven!" He puked from the branch, wiped his mouth, laughed, and reached for the nearest mango.
Jupp yodeled in between, a scream that drowned out everything else. The monkeys hooted along, some fainting, others climbing staggering through the trees, falling, lying gasping in the leaves, laughing nonetheless. It wasn't a celebration. It was a massacre of fruit.
Tourists who saw this fled in panic. Once, a group with cameras came too close. They saw the monkeys and at first thought it was funny. But then they realized: this wasn't a nature documentary. This was a madhouse. One of the monkeys jumped on a tourist, ripped off his hat, and vomited in his face. Jupp peed from above. Panic, screams, fleeing legs. What remained was a battlefield of fruit, urine, and shame.
Nanny ran around desperately, trying to keep at least the smaller monkeys from getting drunk. But no one listened to her. Even the babies babbled, licked fruit, and vomited all over themselves. It was like an epidemic. And Jupp stood in the middle of it all, proud, bawling as if he'd invented the wheel.
In the middle of the night, things got even worse. The yodeling grew louder, the roaring wilder. Some monkeys attacked each other, ramming, hitting, laughing, fucking, howling. Jupp stumbled through the chaos, drooling, falling, getting up again, swinging on a vine into the starry sky, yodeling so loudly that the moon wobbled.
Shitter was dancing downstairs, stoned, drunk, with vomit on his fur. "You brat! This is art! This is history! No one will ever forget us!" And he was right. The great monkey party was more than a celebration. It was a myth. A monument to depravity.
The forest animals fled. The birds screamed, the jaguars stayed away, even the crocodiles dared not approach. The stench alone would have driven them away. But so would the madness. No one wanted to be part of this orgy, except those who were already lost.
In the morning, they were all lying in the dirt. Monkeys everywhere, vomiting, gasping, sleeping. Jupp lay in a puddle of juice, piss, and mud, grinning, drooling, snoring. Shitter hung in the tree like an old sack, half-conscious but with a contented smile. Nanny crouched at the edge, crying, looking over the wreckage of her "pack."
It was the day the jungle finally understood: Jupp was no hero, no Tarzan. He was booze itself. The ruler of fruit and vomit. The naked god of the great ape booze.
And he was happy. For the first time in his life, he wasn't just a bum in the jungle. He was the center of attention. The one around whom everything revolved. The one who led everyone to ruin – laughing, yodeling, pissing.
Thus began the era of the great monkey drinking. And no one knew if it would ever end.
On the second day after the big binge, the forest smelled like a bar after closing time. Everything stank of fermenting fruit, sweat, vomit. Flies buzzed over the limp bodies of the monkeys, which still lay in the leaves as if they had lost a battle. But they weren't dead, just drunk, numb from a frenzy that had almost torn them apart.
Jupp woke up first. He was lying in a puddle, sticky, smelly, half-sunken in the dirt. He raised his head, blinked, and looked around. Monkeys were lying everywhere—on branches, on the ground, stacked on top of each other. Some were snoring, others belching, and still others smacking their lips in their sleep. It was as if someone had turned the jungle into a cheap bar.
Shitter hung upside down from a branch, drooling into the air. "You brat... that was war. That was art." Then he farted and fell asleep again. Jupp grinned, staggered to his feet, and searched for a half-fermented mango. He found one, bit into it, the juice ran down his chest, and he laughed.
Then he did what he always did: He yodeled. Not loudly, not triumphantly, but hoarsely, brittlely, like an old drunk who can't get up anymore. But the sound was enough. The first monkeys twitched, raised their heads, and looked at him. And then it started again. One reached for the fruit, another roared, a third started giggling. Within an hour, the second big drunken bout was raging.
Nanny cried. She screamed, she tried to pull the fruit away, but she had no chance. Jupp was too powerful. The monkeys listened to him, not to her. He was the king of chaos, and she was just the mother, long since no longer needed.
The scene was grotesque: hundreds of monkeys, staggering, laughing, drooling, vomiting. Some climbed high, plunged, laughing as they fell. Others were fucking, unaware of who or what they were fucking. The forest was a madhouse, and Jupp stood in the middle of it, naked, yodeling, pissing, as if he were the pope of a golden church.
Tourists who happened to wander nearby were treated to a sight they never forgot. They thought they had witnessed an orgy of demons. Some took photos, but the images were blurry, blurry, so surreal that no one believed them. Others fled screaming, leaving their equipment behind.
Shitter was beside himself with joy. "Brat, this is history! They'll still be talking about us in a hundred years!" He threw papaya scraps around, vomited, laughed, and grabbed the next fruit.
Jupp grinned, yodeled, and danced naked in the mud. He felt like a god. Not the god of love, not the god of war—the god of booze. His kingdom was the jungle, his subjects were monkeys, and his Bible was fermented juice.
By evening, they were all lying in the dirt again. Sweat, vomit, fruit, blood. Some monkeys were no longer moving, others snored so loudly that the birds left the forest. Nanny sat at the edge, sobbing, holding her head.
And Jupp? Jupp lay there with his mouth open, drooling at the sky and grinning. For him, life was just right. Dirty, smelly, and full of booze.
Thus ended the second day of the great monkey drinking – another chapter in the gospel of naked madness.
The third day began not with sunshine, not with birdsong, but with a chorus of belches, farts, and pitiful groans. The entire forest was a hospital for drunks. Monkeys hung from the branches like rags, some holding their heads as if they had hangovers, others vomiting on their friends and laughing.
Jupp lay in the mud, sticky, with pieces of fruit in his beard. He opened his eyes, saw the ruins of his "army," and grinned. "That's what it must look like," he babbled. "That's what freedom looks like." He rolled onto his back, yodeled hoarsely into the treetops, and the forest answered with an echo of screeching birds and terrified screams.
Shitter crawled toward him, eyes glassy, ​​fur matted. "You kid, we conquered the jungle. Not with guns, not with chains. With booze. With pure chaos." He laughed, fell into the leaves, grabbed half a mango, bit into it, and immediately vomited again.
Nanny was desperate. She ran around, collecting the smaller monkeys, trying to give them water. But every one who was half-conscious immediately grabbed the nearest rotten fruit. She understood: it was over. Jupp had poisoned the jungle—not with poison, but with fermentation.
And Jupp? He felt like a prophet. He stood unsteadily, shouting: "Brothers! Sisters! Today we'll drink to death!" The monkeys cheered, staggered, and grabbed more fruit. It was no longer a celebration; it was an endless excess.
Tourists no longer dared to go near. Guides whispered of a "cursed area," a "place of demons." But some curious people did come, and what they saw was worse than any hell: hundreds of monkeys in a frenzy, naked, stinking, screaming, with a naked human at the head, yodeling, urinating, and rolling in the mud.
Some tourists fled, others stood there, paralyzed. One filmed it – his video was later shown in bars, but no one believed it was real. A naked madman riding monkeys while everyone threw fruit into the sky.
The evening ended as always: with corpses in the dirt. Not dead, just unconscious. The forest smelled worse than ever. Nanny wept quietly, while Jupp fell asleep with his mouth open, his stomach full of fermentation, his brain full of madness.
The great monkey drinking was no longer a celebration. It was a religion. And Jupp was its prophet.
The fourth day was worse than any before. The forest stank as if someone had left a truckload of beer cans to rot in the sun. Monkeys lay everywhere, drooling, gasping, with fruit pulp in their fur. The ground was sticky, full of peels, vomit, and urine. Flies buzzed, vultures circled. It was as if the jungle had had enough and just wanted to let everything rot.
Jupp woke up in the middle of this chaos. He was covered in mud with pieces of fruit still floating in it, and he grinned. "Another day, shitter. Another fucking day!" His voice was hoarse, but he yodeled anyway. A broken, scratchy sound that shattered the silence. The monkeys twitched, raised their heads, and then it started again.
Shitter staggered over to him, completely screwed up, but with shining eyes. "Brat, you're a fucking emperor. The drunk emperor. We've conquered the forest." He laughed, almost fell over, grabbed a papaya that was already full of worms, and smacked it down anyway.
Nanny screamed, hit them, tried to get rid of the fruit. But it was useless. The spell was broken. The monkeys obeyed only Jupp. He was their prophet, their leader, their drug lord. And he loved it.
The scene was grotesque: monkeys throwing fruit at each other, others staggering from branches, a few landing in the river and almost drowning before resurfacing, laughing. Jupp was right in the middle of it all, drooling, pissing, yodeling. He was the maestro of chaos, and every sound he made was a command.
Tourists who came nearby out of curiosity couldn't stand it for long. The stench, the screams, the sheer anarchy—it was too much. Some fled immediately, others watched until Jupp noticed them. Then he grinned, took a deep breath, peed in an arc from a branch, and they ran, screaming as if the devil had caught them.
The evening brought no peace. On the contrary: the monkeys began making torches from branches and dry leaves soaked in the fermented sap. Shitter roared, waving the torches like a priest, while Jupp danced naked in a circle. The jungle was ablaze with drunkenness and madness.
Nanny sat off to the side, her hands covering her face, tears streaming down her fur. For her, it was hell. For Jupp, it was heaven.
When night came, they lay in the dirt again. Groaning, drooling, happy. Jupp grinned, screamed a final, hoarse yodel to the sky, and fell unconscious.
The fourth day of the great monkey drinking ended like a war—full of rubble, full of victims, full of madness. And Jupp was the victor because he was still grinning.
The fifth day began with thunder. Not weather thunder—no, that was the monkeys' stomachs. A chorus of burps, farts, and vomiting. The forest vibrated like a bar just before a fight. Peels, half-eaten fruit, puddles of sap and bile lay everywhere. The jungle was no longer a forest; it was a garbage dump of fruit and bodily fluids.
Jupp crawled out of a pile of fermented bananas, his beard matted, his body sticky. He grinned, even though he looked half dead. "Shitter, one more. We can make it another day." His voice was shaky, but he yodeled nonetheless, and the sound shattered the silence.
The monkeys stirred, raised their heads, and staggered. Some immediately began grabbing fruit, others laughed hysterically. Within minutes, the fifth big binge was underway.
Shitter staggered on a branch, drooling, slurring: "Brat, you're not just a king anymore. You're a god. The god of vomit, the fruit blessing, the drunken savior." He tipped half a papaya down, fell from the branch, landed in the mud, and continued laughing.
Nanny tore out her hair. She screamed, she pleaded, but no one listened. Even the babies grabbed fruit, licked the fermenting juice. She knew: it was over. Jupp had created a religion, and it was stronger than anything.
The scene was grotesque. Monkeys staggering and dancing, others fighting, still others drunkenly trying to juggle vines and falling. Jupp was in the middle of it all, naked, pissing, yodeling, with fruit in his beard. He was both the priest and the devil.
Tourists heard the screams, the yodeling, the chaos from afar. Some wanted to see it, came closer—and immediately fled. The stench alone was enough, but the sight was hell: a naked man leading an army of drunken monkeys.
Shitter was ecstatic. "Brat, we did it! No one can stop us now! We're a disaster!" He laughed, fell over again, and puked into the river.
By evening, the forest was dead. Not literally—but everything was dead. The monkeys were like corpses, Jupp was drooling in the mud, Shitter was unconscious, Nanny was crying. The sky was black, the air was stuffy.
And Jupp? He grinned. He grinned even in his sleep. For him, none of this was madness. It was triumph. He had conquered the jungle—not with strength, but with booze.
By the sixth day, the forest was no longer the same. The trees stank of fermentation, the ground was a carpet of peels, piss, and vomit. Flies buzzed in swarms, and even the predators stayed away. It was as if the jungle had decided: this is no longer mine, it now belongs to the booze.
Jupp lay in the center of the chaos, on a bed of fermented mangoes. He smelled like a walking brewery, his beard was sticky, his eyes glazed over. But he grinned. "Shitter, one more day. We're not giving up." His voice was rough, but he yodeled. A sound, hoarse, brittle, yet powerful enough to get the drunk train going again.
The monkeys twitched, raised their heads, and screeched. Some immediately staggered forward, grabbing fruit; others hooted as if the Messiah had spoken. The sixth great drinking session began, without pause, without remorse.
Shitter staggered out of the bushes, completely destroyed, his fur covered in dirt. "You brat, you're a fucking savior. You're the prophet of the jungle. They'll follow you to hell, and you'll piss on their path." He laughed, fell into the leaves, grabbed a papaya, choked, puked, and continued eating.
Nanny couldn't take it anymore. She sat on the edge, tears streaming down her face, hands shaking. She screamed, she begged, but no one listened. Even the littlest ones were lost. The religion of fruit was stronger than motherly love.
The scene was absurd. Hundreds of monkeys, staggering, dancing, vomiting. Some were screaming songs, others were fighting, still others were drunkenly fucking. The forest was a madhouse, and Jupp stood naked in the middle of it, pissing, yodeling, drooling.
Tourists heard the screams from afar. A few brave souls approached – and immediately fled. The sight was too grotesque: a naked madman commanding an army of drunken monkeys. A video, secretly taken by one of them, was later shown everywhere, but no one believed it was real.
By evening, the forest was silent. Only the snoring, the wheezing, the belching of the unconscious remained. Jupp lay in the center, drooling, with a grin that wouldn't go away. For him, it wasn't madness. It was triumph.
The sixth day ended in filth, in stench, in madness. But Jupp was content. He was the prophet, the messiah, the king of the great ape booze.
The seventh day came like a hangover that never goes away. The forest was a shambles of unconscious bodies, fruit peels, and piss. The sun crept slowly through the treetops, but even the light seemed drunken, wavering, and weak.
Jupp was the first to wake up. He smelled like a fermentation pit, his beard was sticky, his belly bloated with fermented fruit. But he grinned. "Shitter... we did it. We're legends." His voice was little more than a croak, but he yodeled nonetheless. Hoarse, broken, a sound that sounded like a last breath.
The monkeys reacted. Not all of them—many were too weak, too destroyed. But some raised their heads, staggered, and reached for fruit. The seventh great drunk began, smaller, weaker, but still insane.
Shitter crawled forward, half-blind, his fur covered in worms, but he laughed. "You brat, you're the god of decay. They'll never forget you. Never." He puked, coughed, grabbed a mango, bit into it, and kept laughing.
Nanny was at her limits. She no longer screamed, she no longer cried. She just sat there, staring into the abyss, as if she had understood: Jupp was lost. The jungle was lost. Everything was just drunk.
The scene was grotesque. A few monkeys danced, staggering, others lay gasping in the leaves, some hitting each other, laughing, toppling over. Jupp stood naked in the middle, pissing, yodeling, drooling, his eyes burning as if on fire. He was no longer human. He was the prophet of doom.
Tourists who happened to be nearby immediately fled. They saw the naked madman, the drooling monkeys, the stench, the chaos – and they understood: this was no paradise. This was hell.
When night came, they all lay silent. No more yodeling, no more roaring, only snoring, wheezing, and quiet moaning. The forest was empty, drained, destroyed.
Jupp lay at the center, grinning, drooling, daydreaming. For him, it wasn't the end. For him, it was the climax. He had conquered the jungle, transformed it into a cathedral of drunkenness.
Thus ended the great monkey drinking frenzy. Not with a bang, not with a victory, but with a stinking silence. But in Jupp's mind, he was immortal. He was the Lord of Chaos, the God of Fruit, the naked prophet of intoxication.
 
And he continued to grin.
 
 
The cannibals are coming
The jungle sweated like a ruptured bum's belly. It stank of fermented fruit, wet leaves, and the kind of heat that roasts your brain in your skull until you think your own brain is dripping down your throat. Jupp squatted barefoot on a tree trunk, half stoned, half drunk, peeling a mango with his teeth. The juice ran down his beard, sticky, sweet, like a sugar dream mixed with dirt. He smacked his lips, belched, and wiped his mouth on his arm. Next to him lay Shitter, the old ape, who looked like he'd just chewed through hell and spat it back out. He grinned, stared at Jupp, and muttered something in his ape language that sounded like, "We're screwed, brat."
Because they heard the drums.
Dull, deep, like the heart of a monster. Boom-boom. Boom-boom. A rhythm that rolled through the leaves, as if the trees themselves had started pounding against the ground. Jupp continued chewing, as if the whole thing were just new background music to his booze. But Shitter straightened up, growled, scratched his balls, and bared his teeth. "They're coming," his eyes said. "The cannibals."
Jupp had heard stories. Black shadows that moved through the thicket at night, with bones in their hair, spears in their hands, and hunger in their stomachs. Hunger for meat. Not for monkey meat, that was too tough. Not for crocodile meat, that was too dangerous. But for something they got less often – humans. Naked, soft, juicy like a Sunday roast. And Jupp was, well, the only idiot in the area who fit exactly that category. A bastard between monkeys, half human, half garbage, but with enough skin on his body that a cannibal horde would immediately consider it "dinner."
The drums drew closer. Boom-boom. Boom-boom. Along with screams, high, shrill ones that sounded like hyenas sharing a tail. Jupp put down the mango, stood up, swayed slightly, and reached for his favorite pastime: a slimy, brightly colored poison dart frog he kept in a coconut shell. He licked it once, and his tongue immediately tingled as if someone had pressed an electrical outlet onto his lips. His eyes widened, the colors of the jungle exploded, and he laughed. "All right," he grumbled. "If they're going to be cannibals, let's do it with style."
Shitter shook his head. The monkey knew the whole thing smelled like chaos. But chaos was Jupp's specialty.
And then they emerged from the undergrowth.
A group of maybe twenty figures. Half-naked, painted with red earth, white bone dust, feathers, and who knows what else. Their bodies glistened with sweat, their eyes glittered like those of animals that hadn't eaten in a long time. In their hands they carried spears, clubs, some even rusty machetes, probably stolen from poachers somewhere. And at the front was a bastard wearing a skullcap with a bird nailed to it, a bird that already smelled half-decayed. The guy roared, the others screamed back, and it sounded like a choir from hell.
"Shit," Jupp muttered, staggering backward. "That's a lot of them." Shitter snarled, grabbed a branch, and slammed it against the ground. The cannibals stopped and stared. There he was: the white jungle bum, half-ape, half-man, stinking of alcohol and weed. A jackpot. They grinned, showing teeth that looked more like rotten coconuts than anything else, and started tapping their spears on the ground. Beat. Boom. Boom. Boom.
Jupp knew he was screwed. But he was Jupp, and Jupp's logic was the logic of a drunk: If the world wants to eat you, laugh in its face, pee from a tree, and hope you survive the lightning.
"Hey, you pigs!" he roared, his voice wavering like a broken guitar. "If you're hungry, you'll have to walk!" He ripped off his loincloth and waved his tail in the air as if it were the flag of a new kingdom. Shitter laughed croakily, as if he himself couldn't believe what the idiot was doing. The cannibals stared, then screamed, and then charged.
Jupp ran. Or rather, he stumbled through the jungle, jumping over roots, crashing into trees, screaming, laughing, and simultaneously hallucinating that the vines were transforming into naked women's legs. Shitter followed him from branch to branch, screaming as if he were setting the rhythm to a punk band. Behind them were the cannibals, roaring and screaming, spears flying through the air. One slammed into the ground right next to Jupp, so close that sweat from the tip splashed onto his leg.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck!" Jupp yelled, grabbing a fruit from the ground and throwing it back. It hit a cannibal right in the face, who immediately collapsed, vomiting because the fruit was so fermented that it exploded in his stomach like a bomb. Jupp laughed, "Eat fruit, you bastard!" and kept running.
But at some point they were surrounded. Spears in all directions. Jupp stood there, panting, sweating, his pupils as wide as plates. Shitter jumped next to him, baring his teeth, but even he knew: twenty against two, this was a shitty game. The cannibal leader stepped forward, growled, and rammed the spear into the ground, just a few centimeters from Jupp's bare feet. "You come with me," he said in broken English. "Today... cooking pot."
Jupp laughed hysterically. "Cooking pot, yes? Maybe add some garlic, salt, and pepper?" He raised his arms, dancing a little, even though his heart was racing. Shitter gave him a look that said, "If you don't have the best idea of ​​your life right now, we'll be mincemeat."
The cannibals tied Jupp with vines so tightly that his skin turned red. They threw him onto their shoulders like a pig. They tied Shitter up as well, but the old ape bit and scratched so violently that they needed three people to subdue him. Then the procession set off, deeper into the jungle, toward the smoke, toward the drums.
The cannibal village lay like an open wound in the middle of the forest. Huts made of palm leaves, fire pits, totems made of skulls. Children ran around, naked, with bones in their hair, pointing at Jupp, laughing as if he were a circus clown. Women squatted over simmering pots, the smell of burnt fat and old blood hanging in the air. And in the middle of the square stood the large cooking pot, black, shining, with flames underneath. Jupp stared at it, his stomach churning. "Oh shit," he muttered. "They're serious."
They threw him next to the pot and tied him to a stake. Shitter was tied up next to it, his eyes flashing. The cannibal leader raised his arms, shouting something that sounded like a mixture of a prayer and a battle chant. The crowd roared, the drums pounded. Jupp closed his eyes, thought of the frog he had licked earlier, and hoped the intoxication would carry him far enough away that he wouldn't notice the rest.
But there was a voice in his head, a quiet, dirty one, that said, "Yup, you're not Tarzan. You're a drunk in the wrong movie. But if you're going to die, at least pee in the potty first."
And Jupp grinned.
Jupp's back was stuck to the stake, and the jungle roared to the rhythm of the drums. The fire under the cooking pot roared, the flames licking upwards greedily like the tongues of a devil who's already worked up an appetite. The smoke rose in spirals, acrid and bitter, making Jupp cough, while the cannibals screamed, danced, and stabbed the air with their spears. A grotesque spectacle. It was like a concert, only without guitars, without bass—just sweat, dirt, and the sound of people about to cook you.
Shitter hung on the post a few meters away from him. His fur was covered in dust, his eyes gleaming red from smoke and rage. The ape strained at his bonds, roared, spat, and whenever a cannibal came too close, he snapped at it like a rabid cur. But there were many of them, and Shitter was old. He could hiss like ten demons, but that wasn't enough against twenty hungry bastards.
Jupp inhaled the air through his nose, tasting sweat, smoke, old meat. And then he grinned. "So you want to cook me? Nice side dishes, or what? Will you at least make some sauce?" A few cannibals didn't understand a word, but they laughed anyway. Laughter is universal, whether you do it for humor or madness.
The chief, the bastard with the bird skull on his head, came forward. He was fat, his belly hung like an old rice sack, but his muscles underneath were hard as wood. His eyes flashed with hunger. He walked over to Jupp and stared at him as if testing the meat. He grabbed his arm, kneaded his bicep, and nodded in satisfaction. "Good," he said in broken English. "Meat strong. Meat... delicious."
Jupp laughed hysterically. "Delicious? Boy, I taste like old beer and mold. Ask Shitter, he's already licked me." Shitter growled in agreement, as if he'd gotten the punchline. But the cannibals weren't in the mood for comedy.
They started pouring water into the pot. Large pumpkin shells filled with murky river water. It splashed, steamed, the fire crackled. Jupp felt his stomach clench. "Shit," he muttered. "This is real. They really want to cook me. Like a fucking chicken."
Shitter shifted restlessly. He gave Jupp that look—the look that said, "Do something, or we'll both end up in the stew."
And then Jupp came up with something. Not out of intelligence. But out of sheer desperation and a trace of frog poison still flickering in his synapses. He rolled his eyes, laughed maniacally, and began to yodel loudly. A Bavarian alpine yodel in the middle of the jungle, with a voice that sounded like a drunken donkey being raped.
"Hooooolariiiiidiiiiooooh! Hoooooolariiiiidiiiiooooh! Hoooooolariiiiidiiiiooooh!"
The cannibals stopped. In mid-dance. In mid-drumming. They stared at him as if they'd just seen the devil himself, about to give them a yodeling lesson. Children ran together, women screamed, one dropped his spear in shock. The chief stepped back, raised his hands. "What... this? Magic?"
Jupp grinned broadly. His pupils were as wide as plates. "Yes, that's right, magic! I'm the god of the mountains! If you cook me, lightning will come and fuck you all in the ass!"
He shook his head, spat into the air, and the firelight reflected in his drool. To the cannibals, it actually looked like a spark. They backed away, whispering, muttering. Shitter seized the moment, yanked at his bonds, and hissed as if he had the backing of an entire army.
But the chief wasn't so easily fooled. He growled, stepped forward again, and raised his spear. "Magic?" he asked threateningly. "Or a lie?"
Jupp had to add more. Quickly. He closed his eyes and reached with his tongue for the remaining frog he'd kept in his cheek pouch—a small, half-dried poison dart frog he'd almost crushed while catching it. He licked briefly. A surge of madness shot through his veins. Colors exploded. The cooking pot became the mouth of a dragon. The cannibals were no longer human, but grimaces with snake tongues. Jupp began to laugh. First quietly, then louder. A laugh that sounded so sick that even Shitter paused, irritated, for a moment.
"You want gods, you wankers?" Jupp yelled. "Here you go!"
And then he peed.
With full force, straight into the cooking pot. A jet of warm, stinking jungle urine hissed onto the glowing iron rims. It steamed, it stank, it boiled. The crowd screamed, some threw themselves to the ground as if he had just really hurled lightning.
Shitter laughed so loudly that he almost broke his bonds.
The chief screamed, furious, and ran toward Jupp. But at that moment, panic broke out. Some of the cannibals screamed "Curse! Curse!" and ran into the huts. Others beat each other, thinking someone had angered the spirits. It was chaos. Jupp's specialty, exactly.
Shitter took advantage of the commotion. He ripped at the vines, bit into them, his teeth grinding until the material gave way. With a leap, he was free, hissed, grabbed a spear, and struck down the first bastard who stood in his way. Then he leaped at Jupp, ripping at his bonds as well. "Finally, you bastard!" Jupp gasped.
They were free. But the village was still full of screaming cannibals. And the chief had raised his spear, ready to ram it into Jupp's throat.
"Shitter!" yelled Jupp. "Plan B!"
“What plan?” Shitter seemed to yell back.
But Jupp knew: Plan B always meant the same thing – run, scream, leave chaos behind.
He tore himself away, grabbed a bucket of palm wine that was next to the fire, and threw it into the flames. The stuff exploded like gasoline. A fireball shot up, and the huts immediately burst into flames. People screamed, ran, and the smoke spread.
"Welcome to the barbecue!" Jupp yelled and started running. Shitter beside him, spear in hand, roaring like a warrior. Behind them, a village crumbling into chaos—and a pot of piss slowly boiling over.
They plunged into the undergrowth, running, stumbling, and falling over roots. Screams followed them, but the smoke made pursuit difficult. Jupp gasped, his heart pounding like a jackhammer. He laughed at the same time, a mad sound, half fear, half triumph.
"Did you see?" he gasped to Shitter. "I peed in the cooking pot! That was magic!"
Shitter looked at him, snorted, and grinned broadly. Then he roared in his scratchy voice, half roar, half laugh:
“Yup, you’re the biggest idiot the jungle has ever seen!”
And that was precisely his knighthood.
Smoke hung in their hair, the jungle burned somewhere behind them, and Jupp stumbled through the jungle like a drunken marathon runner. His feet were bleeding from the roots, he was naked except for a few scraps of loincloth, and his heart was pounding like a jackhammer on speed. Next to him, Shitter jumped from branch to branch, panting, laughing, as if hell were after them—which, in essence, it was.
Screams could be heard behind the trees. Not all of the cannibals had been frightened by the magic piss. Some were angry. Really angry. And angry cannibals were worse than hungry ones. They screamed, hissed, and drummed their spears against their shields. The jungle vibrated with the noise.
“Yup! Faster!” Shitter yelled, as if he could beat the booze out of him.
"I... can't go any faster!" gasped Jupp. "My lungs are full of smoke! And... and I ate too much mango!"
A spear hissed through the air, passing just past his ear. He felt the breeze, stumbled, fell, and slammed his face into the mud. Dirt in his mouth. He spat, tasting blood and dirt. "Shit!" he gasped, scrambling to his feet. Shitter shrieked from above, threw half a coconut at one of the pursuers. It hit him in the skull. A dull "clack." The guy slumped.
But there were ten others.
Jupp kept running, blind, just away, always away. His legs were shaking, he felt as if the frogs in his head were dancing the samba. Everything was shimmering. Every vine looked like a naked woman reaching out to him. Every tree grinned at him. The jungle itself was on drugs.
And then, suddenly, there was a swamp. Dark, stinking, full of frogs croaking as if they were mocking him. Jupp stood at the edge, gasping, looking back. The cannibals were approaching. "All right," he muttered. "Swamp or spit—screw it."
He jumped right in. Chest-deep mud, cold water, and the stench of ten dead cows. He kicked, panted, and half sank. Shitter leaped gracefully after him, paddling like a pro. "You're crazy!" the monkey shrieked.
"Yes!" Jupp laughed, half panicked, half euphoric. "But they're not cooking me for that!"
The cannibals stood uncertainly at the edge. Some roared, others pointed spears into the water. One dared the plunge—and immediately disappeared, screaming, wriggling. Something grabbed him. Crocodiles. The swamp was alive. Blood stained the water red. The others backed away, screaming.
"Thanks, Kroks!" Jupp shouted, coughing, and paddling on. Mud splashed, blood, water. Everything was a mess. At some point, Shitter pulled him out by a root. They both lay gasping at the edge, completely filthy, stinking like manure. But they were alive.
“That was close,” gasped Jupp.
Shitter snorted. "Close? You've lost it, kid. Pissing in the pot, jumping in the swamp... you want to die."
Jupp grinned broadly, his teeth covered in mud. "No. I want to live. But I want to have fun doing it."
He reached for a small frog sitting on his leg. Colorful, slimy, dangerous. Jupp licked it once. "Cheers."
Shitter rolled his eyes. "You'll never learn."
The world flickered back to life. Trees like flames, frogs like colorful bombs, Shitter as a golden king with a crown. Jupp lay there, laughing, coughing, and somewhere in the distance, drums could still be heard. The bastards wouldn't give up.
"They'll be back," Jupp muttered, half delirious. "They won't give up until they have my meat on the spit."
Shitter nodded seriously. "Then we have to finish them off. Our way."
"Our way," grinned Jupp. "Chaos, booze, fire."
He reached for a fermented fruit floating in the mud and bit into it. Juice dripped, sweet and rotten. "And plenty of alcohol."
The swamp still clung to Jupp's skin like a second, stinking layer as they trudged on through the jungle. Shitter led the way, elegant as ever, even though his fur smelled of moor and blood. Jupp, on the other hand, dragged himself through the undergrowth, puffing like an old truck, frogs in his hair. One was still croaking. He grabbed it, stuffed it in his mouth, and gave it a hearty lick.
“You’re disgusting,” growled Shitter, scratching his butt.
"I'm a genius," Jupp slurred with his eyes half-closed. "Without the frogs, I would have gone crazy long ago."
Shitter laughed dryly. "You've long since lost your mind."
And he was right. The frog started immediately, firing rockets into Jupp's synapses, and suddenly the jungle looked like a kaleidoscope full of naked gods shaking their tits. He started yodeling. Loudly. So loudly that the birds fell silent.
“Hooooolariiiiidiiiiii!”
Shitter grabbed him by the arm and pulled him down. "Shut up, you drunken piece of shit! They'll hear us again!"
And indeed: the drums were coming again from the distance. They hadn't shaken them off. The cannibals were like flies on shit – and Jupp was the shit.
"Damn," Shitter muttered. "We need a plan."
"Plan?" Jupp grinned broadly. "My plan is that I don't have a plan at all."
Shitter growled and punched him in the back of the head. "You're worse than ten coconuts in the ass."
They crawled deeper into the thicket, where the air hung even heavier. Jupp felt every breath like a weight in his chest. His legs burned, but he was still laughing. Maybe out of panic, maybe because he was genuinely having fun. Maybe both.
Then they heard voices. Not drums, not screams. Voices. Human, but different. Brighter. More nasal. Tourists.
Jupp stopped and grinned. "Oh, jackpot."
Ahead of them, between the trees, a group appeared. Five people, colorfully dressed, with cameras, backpacks, and safari hats. Typical city idiots who thought the jungle was an adventure park. They were laughing, taking photos of a bird as if it were the attraction of the year.
"Perfect," murmured Jupp. "Decoys."
Shitter hissed. "You're not serious."
"Yes," grinned Jupp. "If the cannibals want us, they'll get those first. Distraction, brother."
Shitter stared at him, snorted, but said nothing.
Jupp stepped forward, shuffling out of the thicket, naked, stinking, with mud in his beard. The tourists screamed. A woman dropped her camera. A guy raised his hands. "Who... who are you?"
"Me?" Jupp laughed, raising his arms. "I'm the Lord of the Apes! Your fucking nightmare!"
He peed. Just like that, right in front of them, on the ground, while they stared like deer in headlights. One of the men gagged, a woman screamed. Jupp laughed and raised his finger. "Hold still, you bastards, the party's about to start!"
And then there was a crash. Spears flew. A scream. One of the tourists was hit and collapsed. The cannibals came out of the forest like an avalanche.
Panic. Screaming. The tourists ran in all directions. The cannibals followed, greedy as dogs. Jupp took advantage of the chaos. He grabbed Shitter by the arm. "Come on, bro! It's now or never!"
They ran again. Behind them, the victims screamed, cameras fell, backpacks burst open, clothes flew. The cannibals hunted.
Jupp stumbled, snorted, and laughed. "Tell me, shitter, do we ever have a day without chaos?"
Shitter yelled back, “Not since you could walk!”
They rushed deeper into the forest. The drums, the shouting, everything blended together. Jupp felt like he was in a bad dream, but it was still fun.
And then, suddenly, they were back at the river. Wide, stinking, full of crocodiles. The water rushed, and the sun burned like a burning god.
"Shit," Jupp gasped. "We can't get across here."
"Then we have to try," growled Shitter.
They jumped.
The water was cold, biting, and full of current. Jupp snorted, paddled, and thrashed around. A crocodile snapped next to him, narrowly missing him. Shitter jumped onto his back and pulled him under a root, where they gasped for air.
Behind them, the cannibals stood on the bank. They roared and threw spears that splashed into the water. But they didn't dare go in. Not with the crocodiles.
"Ha!" gasped Jupp. "You may be hungry, but the crocs are more hungry!"
Shitter punched him in the ribs. "Shut up, or they'll hear us all the way to the next village."
They crawled out on the other bank, dripping wet and stinking. Jupp fell onto his back, laughing, stretching out his arms.
"You know, shitter," he slurred. "Sometimes I think the jungle is like me: drunk, crazy, full of frogs, and always on the verge of burning down."
Shitter sat down next to him, chewed on a piece of vine, and looked at him. "Sometimes I think the jungle would be better off without you."
Jupp grinned and closed his eyes. "Maybe. But then it would be boring."
The jungle swallowed them back, but the drums didn't stop. Like wooden heartbeats. Boom-boom. Boom-boom. Jupp staggered through the undergrowth, naked except for a few scraps of loincloth, dripping wet, stinking of swamp and crocodile dung. His feet were torn and covered in thorns, but he grinned like an idiot because the frogs were still dancing through his bloodstream.
"Shitter!" he gasped, running into a tree. "I'm seeing double!"
Shitter crouched atop a branch, chewing on a fermented fruit he'd stolen from somewhere. "You're always twice as stupid. Twice as stupid, twice as drunk."
"Thank you," Jupp laughed, rubbing his forehead. Blood ran into his eyes. "Compliment accepted."
They stumbled on, deeper into the greenery. Birds, monkeys, and insects screeched everywhere. The jungle was never silent, but this time it was louder, as if trying to compete with the drums.
And then – voices again. Men. Lots of them. But no tourists this time. Poachers.
They stood in a clearing, half a dozen, maybe ten. Dirty faces, rusty shotguns, crates full of whiskey and cartridges. One was squatting on a wooden bench, sawing meat from a slain wild boar. The others were sipping from tin cups, laughing.
Jupp's eyes gleamed. "Whiskey," he whispered.
Shitter grabbed his arm. "Forget it. We have enough problems. The poachers are killing us faster than the cannibals."
But Jupp wasn't listening. He crept closer, crouching in the bushes. His eyes stared only at the bottles. Amber gold. The juice of the gods. He licked his lips.
"I need this stuff, shitter. I can't live without it."
“You don’t need anything except a functioning brain,” growled the monkey.
“That’s exactly why I need whiskey.”
And before Shitter could stop him, Jupp stepped out of the bushes. Naked, dirty, smelly. He spread his arms. "Hey, guys! What's up?"
The poachers jumped up and grabbed their weapons. "What the hell?" One immediately aimed.
Jupp grinned broadly. "Don't worry, I'm unarmed. Just thirsty."
“Who the hell are you?” growled a guy with a cigarette in the corner of his mouth.
"I'm Jupp, Lord of the Apes, Lord of the Frogs, King of Piss. And I'm here to drink your whiskey."
Silence. The men stared at him, then laughed. Loudly, roaring. One spat into the fire, another slapped his thighs.
“This guy is crazy!” someone yelled.
“Maybe he has something we can smoke,” grinned another.
Jupp stepped closer and grabbed a bottle from the table. "That's exactly what I have." He pulled a small bundle of grass from his loincloth. Damp, but strong. "Jungle gold. Better than anything you've ever had."
The poachers fell silent. Their eyes lit up. "Show me."
Jupp grinned, dropped the bundle into her hands, and opened the bottle. The smell of cheap whiskey filled his nose. He drank. Greedily. Burning, sharp, but perfect. He coughed, laughed, belched. "This is life!"
The poachers squatted down and examined his weed. "Shit, that smells really good." One immediately lit it, inhaled, coughed, and grinned. "Holy mother, that's a blast!"
Within minutes, the entire camp was filled with noise. Men were laughing, dancing, and screaming. One stripped naked and ran in circles. Another shot into the air.
Jupp sat between them, a bottle of whiskey to his lips, Shitter next to him, who just shook his head. "You'll kill us all."
"Nope," grinned Jupp. "I'll take us to paradise."
But paradise didn’t last long.
Because the drums were coming closer. Louder. Boom-boom. Boom-boom.
The poachers stopped laughing. One raised his head. "What the hell is that?"
"Shit," Shitter muttered. "The cannibals."
And then they broke through the thicket. Spears, screams, painted bodies. Twenty, thirty men. They stormed into the camp.
Chaos.
The poachers grabbed their weapons, fired, and shouted. Bullets whistled, spears flew. One of the poachers fell instantly, a spear lodged in his neck. A cannibal fell to the ground with a bullet in his stomach. Blood spurted. The camp was ablaze when a lamp tipped over.
Jupp laughed hysterically while sipping whiskey. "Party, bro! Welcome to the big jungle orgy!"
Shitter yelled and grabbed his arm. "We have to get out of here!"
But Jupp was already half-drunk, staggering through the chaos, knocking men over, tipping a crate of ammunition into the fire. Explosion. Flames shot up, sparks flew, men screamed.
The cannibals screamed, the poachers cursed, and in the middle of it all stood Jupp, naked, stinking, with a bottle in his hand, while the world around him went up in flames.
“This,” he slurred, “is my fucking jungle!”
The fire ravaged the poacher's camp like a hungry beast. Boards cracked, tents collapsed, whiskey crates exploded like hand grenades. Smoke, gunshots, screams—everything blended into an orchestra of madness.
Jupp stood in the middle of it all. Naked, stinking, with a bottle in his hand, as if he were the conductor of this jungle concert. He laughed, coughed, and danced a grotesque dance, while behind him a poacher fell down, screaming, half his head blown off.
"Yup! Get out of here!" yelled Shitter, who was hacking at a cannibal with a rusty machete. Blood spurted, and the monkey's fur was speckled red. "Or we'll end up as barbecue meat!"
But Jupp didn't listen. He downed the last swig of whiskey, threw the bottle into the fire, and watched it shatter. A shower of sparks. An explosion. Half a tent went up in flames, and two poachers inside screamed like pigs.
The cannibals raged. They screamed, brandished their spears, and hacked at anyone who didn't get away fast enough with machetes. But the poachers shot back, drunk and panicked, bullets flying in all directions. One fired so wildly that he shot his own friend in the knees.
Jupp staggered, wiping the smoke from his face. He saw colors that didn't exist, faces grinning at him from the flames. A cannibal leaped at him, spear raised. Jupp grabbed a burning wooden plank, swung it like a bat, and hit the guy square in the face. The spear flew off, the cannibal roared, and fell to the ground, his face half-charred.
“Home run!” Jupp slurred, coughing and laughing.
Shitter came running, blood dripping from his hands. "You're crazy!"
"Thank you!" Jupp roared, spat into the fire, and peed right afterward. The steam rose, a sweet, acrid stench that made even the cannibals pause for a moment.
One of the poachers took advantage of this and fired two bullets into the crowd. Two cannibals fell, but then five others pounced on him. A chorus of screams, cracking bones, and blood.
Jupp staggered back, stumbled over a corpse. He fell, lying among mangled bodies, and reached for a bottle lying next to him. Half full. He sniffed it. Gasoline. He grinned. "Well, hello, baby."
He stood up, swaying, and poured the gasoline in a circle around himself. The flames immediately licked out, forming a ring of fire. He stood in the center, laughing, and spread his arms. "I am the Lord of the Flames! I am the fucking God of the Jungle!"
The cannibals roared, some retreated, others threw spears. One hit him in the shoulder, blood spurted, but Jupp just grinned, yanked the spear out, and shouted, "One more! I've got room for more!"
Shitter jumped into the ring of fire, grabbed him, and pulled him out. "Come on, you bastard, or we'll both die!"
They ran. Through smoke, blood, and fire. Between corpses, over embers, through screams. One poacher tried to stop them, raised his shotgun—but Shitter rammed his spear into his stomach. Blood spurted, and the guy collapsed.
“Run!” Shitter gasped.
Jupp ran. Blind, half-conscious, but he ran. A crate crashed behind them, ammunition flew into the air. Explosion. The camp finally descended into hell. Flames, smoke, screams.
They made it into the thicket, panting, bleeding. Jupp fell to his knees, coughing, laughing at the same time. "That... was... the best party of my life."
Shitter stood beside him, panting, his fur burned, blood on his arms. "You're... the biggest idiot... in the entire jungle."
Jupp grinned, blood dripping from his shoulder. "But alive, brother. Still alive."
They no longer heard the drums. Only the crackling of the flames behind them. Perhaps the cannibals were dead, perhaps merely chased away. Perhaps they would come back. But at this moment, it didn't matter.
Jupp reached for a frog sitting on a branch and licked it. The world became soft, colorful, and beautiful.
"Cheers, shitter," he muttered. "To chaos."
Shitter sat down next to him, reached for a joint of wet weed he'd hidden in his fur, and lit it, despite the smoke and flames. He took a drag and blew the smoke into the sky. "To chaos," he grumbled.
And so they sat there. Naked, dirty, bleeding, half dead, half alive. Two freaks in the jungle who had just escaped a cooking pot, a tribe of cannibals, and half a poacher's camp.
Jupp grinned, tilted his head back, and yodeled. Loudly. Off-key. Drunkenly.
“Hoooooolaridiiiiiiooooooooohhhh!”
The jungle was silent.
Morning crept over the jungle like a hungover pig. The sun burned wet and fat through the canopy, as if someone had turned on a giant light bulb just to annoy Jupp. He lay in the mud, semi-conscious, his shoulder still bleeding from the spear, and his face looked like it had been punched by a gorilla with boxing gloves.
Shitter crouched next to him, chewing on a vine that tasted like gum from hell. The old monkey stared down at Jupp, shaking his head. "You're a miracle, boy. But not a pretty one."
Jupp opened his eyes wide, wheezed, and coughed up mud and blood. "Am I dead?"
"Not yet."
“Then give me a frog.”
Shitter rolled his eyes, but Jupp was already reaching for a slimy, colorful creature sitting on a leaf next to him. A quick lick, and the world exploded in color. The pain became a song, the jungle hummed like a choir, and Jupp grinned, even though he was almost dying.
“Life is awesome,” he slurred.
Shitter snorted. "Life is a pile of shit, and you're the fly rolling around in it."
They sat in silence for a while. Only the jungle spoke, as it always spoke—screeching, smacking, breathing. Smoke still hung somewhere in the air, a remnant of the burned-down poacher's camp. Birds returned as if nothing had happened.
Then they heard footsteps. Loud, heavy. Jupp tensed, grabbed a stick as if it were a sword. Shitter bared his teeth.
A cannibal stepped out of the undergrowth. Not many, just one. He limped, bleeding from his side, his face covered in soot. But he was alive. He stared at Jupp, his eyes full of hatred and hunger.
"Shit," Jupp muttered. "They survived."
The guy roared and raised his spear. Shitter immediately jumped in, growling, but Jupp was faster. He grabbed a coconut and threw it with full force. The thing hit the cannibal in the forehead. A dull thud. The guy staggered and fell over. Dead or unconscious—it didn't matter.
Jupp toppled over, laughing hysterically. "Headshot!"
Shitter grumbled. "You're not normal."
“Normal is for assholes.”
They hoisted themselves back to their feet. His shoulder burned, Jupp's head pounded, but he was alive. Somehow. He looked at Shitter and grinned crookedly. "And now? They're coming back. More. More and more. We have to be prepared."
"Prepared?" Shitter scoffed. "You can't even stand upright."
"Yes. If I have enough frogs and whiskey, I can do anything."
Shitter groaned. "That's not a plan, that's madness."
“That’s exactly why it works.”
They trudged further through the jungle, away from the smoke, deeper into the greenery. Jupp's legs wobbled, his head heavy, but a perverse pride glowed in his chest. He had done it again. Somehow.
The jungle welcomed them back as if they'd never left. Birds cried, monkeys laughed, the wind played in the leaves. And Jupp just thought:I survived those bastards. Me, the bum. The drunk. The jungle god of piss.
He grinned, licked his lips, and looked at Shitter. "You know, dude, maybe I'm not Tarzan. Maybe I'm worse. But one thing's for sure: the jungle is mine."
Shitter snorted, lit a joint, took a deep drag, and handed it to Jupp. "You don't own anything, but if you believe it, I don't care."
Jupp took the joint, inhaled, and felt the smoke coat his lungs like a warm towel. He coughed, laughed, and yodeled.
“Hoooooooolaridiiiiiooooooh!”
The scream echoed through the jungle. Birds flew up in alarm, monkeys screeched back. Somewhere in the distance, drums answered. Quieter, but there. The cannibals didn't give up.
Jupp grinned and blew out smoke. "Let them come. I'll piss in their pot again."
And Shitter laughed. A dirty, wheezing laugh.
The Monkey King had survived. But the game was far from over.
Escape through the cooking pot with frog poison
The jungle had a way of playing tricks on you. One moment you were lying in the mud, half dead, covered in smoke and blood, and the next moment it stood there like a green wall, grinning in your face and saying:Hey, kid, are you up for the next shit?Jupp knew the game. He had been the clown in this freak show for years.
They had spent the night somewhere among ferns and ants. Jupp lay in the dirt, his head full of voices, his shoulder filled with pain. Shitter had crouched beside him, awake, panting, his fur still burned by the poacher's fire. They both smelled like vomited rum and wet goats. But they were alive.
In the morning, Jupp's first thought wasn't water, no cure, no plan. It was: "I need a frog."
He found one. Brightly colored, slimy, with those dead, goggle-eyed faces that said:Fuck me, brother, and the world is yours.Jupp did it. He sucked in the poison, and immediately the world spun freely again. Colors, voices, ghosts. The pain blurred into a beat, the fear became a cheap gag.
"Damn," Shitter muttered, "you'll die one day from one of those beasts."
“Maybe,” grinned Jupp, “but at least I’ll laugh.”
They started moving, staggering deeper into the forest. But after a few hours, they heard drums again. First quietly, then louder. Boom-boom. Boom-boom. The cannibals hadn't forgotten them.
"Shit," Shitter growled. "They have stamina. More than you do after five bottles of whiskey."
"Then we'll have to outsmart them," Jupp slurred. "Or piss on them."
"Not again."
But it was serious. The bastards had regrouped. This time, no chaos, no poacher's fire to distract them. They came focused, organized. And they had a plan: to put Jupp back in the fucking pot.
They set a trap. Jupp and Shitter walked right into it. Vines, spears, screams. Before they knew what was happening, Jupp was tied up again, on the ground, his mouth full of dirt. Shitter fought, bit, and hit, but there were too many of them. The old monkey was covered with nets and gagged.
"Not again," Jupp gasped as they grabbed him. "Guys, really? You saw I taste like shit!"
But this time no one laughed. They dragged him back to the village, where the cooking pot was already steaming again. Flames licked, water boiled. It was as if time had played a cruel joke on itself.
The chief stood there, grim, the bird's skull on his head. "You piss on the pot," he growled. "You curse the village. But today... no piss. Today... soup."
The crowd cheered. Women screamed, children danced, the drums pounded. Jupp was tied to the stake, this time double, triple. They had learned their lesson. Shitter was tied to a tree, his eyes full of hatred.
Jupp laughed weakly. "You idiots... I still have Frosch."
They didn't understand. But he was right. In his cheek pouch, amidst the mud and dirt, a small, half-crushed poison dart frog was still stuck. Jupp felt it, licked it discreetly. The poison flowed into him like motor oil restarting a rusty engine.
The world became sharp, bright, sickening. He no longer saw people, but monsters. Faces with grimaces staring back at him. The cooking pot was a hellish mouth. The flames danced like naked women beckoning him.
And Jupp started laughing. Loudly. So loudly that the crowd stopped.
"You want to cook me? Then you get the high for free!"
He tensed up, roared, yodeled. The drums stopped. A few children began to cry. Jupp continued screaming as if he had personally invented the madness.
And then he did it again. He peed. Right onto the ground, which was steaming from the fire. The crowd screamed and backed away. But the chief didn't. He stepped forward, furious, raising his spear.
But Jupp grinned broadly, his pupils black, his skin glistening. "If you eat me, you'll become like me. Full of frogs. Full of madness. Is that what you want?"
The crowd paused. Whispers. Fear. Shitter roared in agreement, as if he were part of the plan.
The chief growled and swayed. Then he pulled Jupp away and grabbed him by the neck. "You're sick," he snarled.
"Exactly," grinned Jupp. "And illness is contagious."
And he bit. Right in the chief's face. Poisonous saliva, frog remains, madness. The man screamed, fell back, staggered, his eyes rolled. He wheezed, slumped. Dead.
The crowd fell silent. Shock. Silence.
Jupp stood there, staggering, covered in blood, and roared: "I am the god of frogs! Whoever cooks me will be cursed!"
Panic. Chaos. The cannibals ran, screamed, some threw down their spears, others threw themselves into the dirt, begging spirits. Shitter tugged at his bonds, they gave way, and he leaped free. Together they tumbled into the thicket, while the village collapsed behind them.
Jupp laughed, half dead, half god.
He had done it again.
They weren't really running—they were stumbling. The jungle sucked them in, swallowing the screams of the cannibals disintegrating into chaos somewhere behind them. Jupp staggered, blood dripping from his shoulder, his beard sticky with sweat and frog venom. Every step felt like stepping into another world—one full of colorful faces grinning at him and chanting "Jupp, Jupp, Jupp!" from the foliage.
Shitter was faster, running on all fours, but stopping every now and then to pull the loincloth-wearing bum along. "Go on, you bastard!" he snarled, "or they'll eat you cold!"
"Cold is better than boiled," Jupp slurred, tripping over a root and falling sprawled into the dirt. He laughed hysterically and rolled around briefly like a kid in a sandbox. "I'm the sausage, shitter! A fucking sausage! And they wanted to grill me!"
Shitter slapped him. "Pull yourself together."
The blow brought Jupp halfway back to reality. His eyes rolled, but he got back up. They dragged themselves on, deeper into the thicket.
At some point, they stopped at a small stream. The water was murky, full of mosquito larvae, but it was wet and cool. Jupp immediately jumped in, drinking greedily, even though he knew it would probably give him diarrhea like lava. "Screw it," he muttered, "better to poop than to be boiled."
Shitter sat down next to him, snorted, and washed his fur. "You were lucky again."
"Luck?" Jupp laughed, splashing water into the air. "That wasn't luck. That was art. Performance. I'm the Picasso of piss."
Shitter looked at him, shaking his head, and chewed on a leaf as if it were grass. "You're more like a bucket of poop."
But deep down, the old monkey knew Jupp was right: No one else would have survived. No poacher, no tourist, no cannibal. Only Jupp—half human, half drunk, all madness.
After a while, Jupp slumped back to the shore, lying on his back, his belly full of dirty water, his eyes half-closed. "Shitter, my brother, we have to celebrate."
"Celebrating?" growled Shitter. "We're half dead."
"That's exactly why. Anyone who's half-dead has to celebrate, otherwise they'll only realize they'll soon be completely dead."
Jupp reached into his loincloth. A small packet of weed emerged. Soaked, but usable. He grinned and pulled out a lighter he'd stolen from the poachers' camp. Miraculously, it still worked. With shaky fingers, he rolled a joint, stuffed the wet stuff in, and lit it. The smoke tasted of earth, mold, and paradise.
He took a deep drag until his lungs burned, then blew the smoke directly into Shitter's face. "Your hit."
Shitter took it, reluctantly, pulled, coughed, then grinned crookedly. "Damn... it's still going off."
“Everything’s going crazy in the jungle, brother.”
They sat there, smoking weed, laughing, while the stream gurgled and the jungle around them acted as if nothing had happened. Birds screeched, insects buzzed, and somewhere an animal bellowed.
After a while, Jupp started talking. The way he always talked when he was drunk: loudly, confusedly, honestly.
"You know, shitter, I really think I'm immortal. I fooled the cannibals, I bit the chief, I peed in the fucking pot. Who else is going to kill me? Heaven knows. But heaven knows I'll pee on him if he touches me."
Shitter laughed croakily, bobbing his head. "Immortal? You're mortal like everyone else. But you die louder, dirtier, and uglier. That's your gift."
Jupp nodded as if it were a knighthood. "Exactly. I'm the ugliest messiah of the jungle."
He took another drag, coughing so hard he almost puked. But he kept grinning.
Then they fell silent. Only the water rippled, the grass slowly burned down. Jupp stared into the trees. He saw faces in them, grimaces, laughing mouths. Everyone was whispering.Yup. Yup. Yup.
"Do you hear that, shitter?" he muttered. "The trees are talking to me."
Shitter looked at him and snorted. "They're not talking to you. That's the frog in your head."
"Fuck it. As long as someone talks to me."
They eventually fell asleep in the middle of the grass, stoned, their stomachs full of dirty water. Jupp snored like a broken engine, Shitter wheezed in his sleep.
And while they slept, the jungle continued its encirclement. The cannibals regrouped, somewhere far away. But for this moment, Jupp and Shitter were free.
And Jupp dreamed. Of a giant cooking pot, as big as a temple. He stood inside, dancing naked, while cannibals screamed outside. But every time they tried to push him into the water, it turned into whiskey. He drank, laughed, swam. Shitter sat on the edge, smoking weed and shaking his head.
When Jupp woke up, he grinned. "I drank the pot dry in my dream."
Shitter grumbled. "And you'll try that in real life, too."
Jupp laughed, rubbed his eyes, and reached for the next frog.
"Screw it," he muttered. "As long as I remain the master of the soup."
The sun had long since risen above the treetops when Jupp's head became somewhat clear again. Clear, in his case, meant: He knew roughly which way was up and which way was down, and that Shitter was sitting next to him, annoyed, stoned, and with ants in his fur. The rest – irrelevant.
"We have to keep going," Shitter growled. "Those bastards won't give up. You bit the chief, this is war."
"War?" Jupp slurred, splashing a handful of water on his face. "Brother, this is more than war. This is art. I am the cooking pot god."
Shitter rolled his eyes. "You're just a bum with a piss in his head."
They stood up and staggered deeper into the jungle. Jupp's shoulder throbbed, every step felt like bricks on his legs. But he grinned. Because the poison was still buzzing in the back of his mind. And he knew: as long as he was high, nothing could bring him down.
But after just an hour, they heard it again. Drums. Muffled, deeper than the last time. Boom-boom. Boom-boom. And voices, a chorus of hate.
“They’re coming,” said Shitter, as if he were tired of repeating the same sentence over and over again.
"Let them," grinned Jupp. "I'll piss in their soup again."
But this time it was different. The cannibals didn't just come roaring out of the bushes. They marched. Organized. Rows of painted bodies, spears raised, faces full of war. And at the front – a new chief. Slenderer, younger, with eyes like knives. He wore the old skull helmet that Jupp's bite had desecrated.
“The son?” Shitter muttered.
"Or my little brother," laughed Jupp. "It doesn't matter. I have both teeth."
They were surrounded. No escape. The spears flashed, the drums pounded. Jupp raised his arms and grinned. "All right, friends. Round two. Cooking pot reloaded."
The new chief stepped forward, speaking in a harsh voice. "You... curse man. You will kill, Chief. Today you die. No magic. No piss."
Jupp laughed, coughed up blood, and spat it into the grass. "Magic? You want magic? I am magic. I'm the fucking cooking pot ghost. If you eat me, you'll become like me."
The crowd murmured. Some laughed, others looked uneasy. Shitter recognized it immediately. "Keep going," he whispered. "They almost believe you."
Jupp nodded, licking a frog he'd hidden in his pocket. The poison hissed through his veins, his eyes widened, and he began to dance. Slowly, crookedly, grotesquely. His limbs twitched, his head bobbed. He yodeled, loudly, shrilly, so that birds flew out of the trees.
“Hooooolariiiiiidiiiooooooooh!”
The cannibals paused. Some backed away, others whispered. The chief growled, but he too hesitated.
Jupp seized the moment. He threw himself to the ground, rolled around in the mud, and rubbed his face with dirt until he looked like a demon. Then he jumped up, eyes wide, drooling, and roared: "I am the god of frogs! I am the poison! Whoever cooks me will be cursed to the third asshole!"
The crowd screamed. Some fell to their knees, shouting prayers, others ran back. But the chief raised his spear, furious. "Lie!"
Shitter leaped forward, bared his teeth, and roared. "He's not lying, you pigs!" And for the first time, the monkey spoke in a way that everyone understood. Maybe not in words, but in sound. An animal roaring the truth.
The chief hesitated. At that moment, Jupp grabbed one of the spears a frightened warrior had dropped. He lifted it high, swinging it as if it were an extension of his tail. "Come here, you assholes! The first one who tries it will eat my curse!"
Chaos. Panic. Half the cannibals were running, the other half were screaming, the chief was raging. But order was broken.
Jupp lunged forward, roaring, pounding the ground with his spear until sparks flew. Shitter jumped beside him, waving his arms, throwing stones, screaming.
The cannibals scattered. Not all of them, but enough that the rest fled.
The chieftain remained behind, growling and angry. He raised his spear and charged toward Jupp.
Jupp grinned, drooling, full of frog venom. "Come on, little one. Let's see if you taste better than your father."
They collided. Sweat, blood, dirt. Shitter yelled, intervened, and the chaos continued.
The new chief charged Jupp like an enraged buffalo. Spear raised, eyes red, face painted with blood and bone dust. Every step shook the ground, and Jupp swayed as if he'd had two too many bottles in his head—which was probably true, except this time it wasn't whiskey, but frog poison.
“Shit, shitter!” slurred Jupp, “that guy really wants my liver!”
"Then let him taste your face first!" Shitter shrieked, leaping from the side. He grabbed the chief by the arm, snarled, bit, and tore tufts of fur, drawing blood. But the man was strong and tossed the monkey away like a broken coconut. Shitter crashed into a tree, groaned, but got back up.
Jupp grinned, the spear trembling in his hands. "Come on, brother! One against one, but I'm high!"
The chief roared and thrust. Jupp staggered to the side, the spear grazing his arm. Blood spurted, hot, red, sticky. Jupp laughed hysterically. "Missed, you idiot!" Then he rammed his own spear forward. Not an elegant thrust, more of a drunken blow. But it hit.
The tip pierced the chief's stomach, not deeply, but enough to make him gasp and recoil. Jupp roared, slobbered, and thrust again.
The fight became chaos. No dance, no battle of honor, but a dirty wrestling match in the mud. Fists, spears, bites. The chief punched Jupp in the face, teeth flying. Jupp spat blood, laughed, and rammed his head into Jupp's nose. Bones cracked. Both fell into the mud, rolling around like two pigs.
Shitter jumped in again, slashing at the chief's skull with a branch. "Die, you bastard!" But the man was tough. He grabbed the monkey by the neck and squeezed. Shitter gasped and kicked.
Jupp saw it, screamed, and bit. He bit the chieftain's shoulder, deeply, until blood spurted. Poisonous saliva mixed with the blood. The chieftain roared and let go of Shitter.
"Yes!" Jupp wheezed. "Tastes like chicken!"
The chief staggered, but he wasn't dead. Not yet. He reached for his spear and raised it, his eyes filled with madness.
Then Shitter grabbed a large, heavy stone and smashed it into the back of his skull. A dull crash. The skull helmet shattered. Blood and bones spurted. The chief fell forward, directly into the mud, gasping, dying.
Silence.
Jupp stood there, swaying, covered in blood. He stared at the lifeless body, then at Shitter, then into the jungle. The remaining cannibals stood petrified. Their eyes wide, their mouths open. They had seen their leader fall—not in battle, but in chaos, in the dirt, at the hands of a drunken freak and an old ape.
Jupp raised his arms and shouted, "I am the god of soup! Anyone else want to be cooked?"
The crowd screamed. Not in anger—in fear. They ran. Fleeing in all directions, like ants when the mound is set on fire. Children, women, warriors. All gone.
Shitter stood there, breathing heavily, blood dripping from his hands. "We really did it."
Jupp grinned and spat a tooth into the mud. "I still have all the others, that's enough."
They sat down next to the dead chief. Jupp pulled a frog from his pocket, licked it, and offered it to Shitter. "To victory."
Shitter snorted, picked up the frog, licked it, and shook himself. "Shit, it pops every time."
"This is our magic potion, brother. Without it, I'd have been in the boiling pot long ago."
They sat there, laughing, while around them the jungle fell silent again. The drums fell silent, the screams faded away. Only they, the dead chief, the mud, and the smoke remained.
Jupp leaned back and looked up at the sky. "You know, shitter, someday they'll write about me. Not Tarzan. Not some hero. But Jupp—the complete idiot who fooled the cannibals."
Shitter grinned and lit a leftover joint he'd hidden in his fur. "And I'm the footnote."
"No," Jupp slurred. "You're the author. I'm just the punchline."
They both laughed, dirty, hoarse, until their throats hurt.
And so the fight against the new chieftain ended—not with glory, not with honor, but with booze, frog poison, and a lot of blood. Just the way Jupp liked it.
The chief lay in the mud like a fallen sack of meat. His blood seeped into the earth, flies buzzing hungrily around it. Jupp stared at the lifeless body as if it were a work of art. "Look at this, shitter. My first masterpiece. A painting made of dirt and blood."
Shitter wiped his mouth, breathing heavily. "You're sick."
"Yes. But damn creative."
They sat there, panting, laughing. The jungle had swallowed the fight as if nothing had happened. No more drums, no more screams. Only the chirping of insects and the distant sound of a waterfall. It was as if the jungle had decided it had seen enough drama for one day.
Jupp pulled a piece of cloth from the chief's torn loincloth and tied it around his head like a trophy. He looked like a clown who'd been roasted in the sun for too long. "Now I look like a real warrior."
"You look like an idiot."
"Exactly. And nobody wants to cook an idiot. It doesn't taste good."
Shitter croaked with a laugh and sat down next to him. "Maybe you're right."
They were hungry, thirsty, and their wounds burned like fire. But instead of resting, they decided to celebrate. Because Jupp always had to celebrate, no matter how close he came to death.
They found an abandoned storehouse in the village—baskets of fruit, half-fermented, perfect for Jupp. He stuffed his mouth full, the juice running down his chin, dripping into the dirt. "This is better than any soup," he slurred.
Shitter grabbed a few nuts, cracked them with his teeth, and chewed slowly. "You're like a pig in paradise."
“I am paradise, brother.”
And then they found something even better: a clay jug full of fermented palm wine. Jupp's eyes lit up like a child's at Christmas. "Look! God has given us a gift!"
He ripped open the jug, drank, coughed, and laughed. "This burns like fire, but it makes you happy!" He handed the jug to Shitter. The monkey sniffed, grimaced, but drank anyway. "Shit, this is strong."
"Precisely."
Within half an hour, they were drunk again. Jupp yodeled, Shitter drummed his hands on an old drum lying around the village. The rhythm was off, but loud. They were having their own party in the cannibal village, while the real cannibals summoned their spirits somewhere in the forest.
Jupp climbed onto the pot, which was still steaming even though no one was cooking in it anymore. He stood with his legs wide apart, jug in hand, and shouted: "I'm the king of soup! No one cooks Jupp except Jupp himself!"
He peed in the potty again. Shitter laughed so loudly he almost fell out of the tree. "You're really crazy."
"No," cried Jupp, "I'm art. Every ray is a poem."
They continued drinking, laughing, and eating. Until the sun set and the sky glowed red. The jungle looked like a painting covered in blood. At one point, Jupp lay in the mud, drooling but content.
Then, in the middle of the night, he awoke. Not from intoxication, but from voices. Whispers. Shadows moving between the huts. The cannibals had returned. Not all of them, just a few. Cautious, fearful, as if they were checking whether the "cooking pot god" was still there.
Jupp grinned, stood up, and staggered, his eyes red, his head full of poison. "Come here, you pigs. Want another taste?"
He grabbed a torch, swung it, and set a hut on fire. Flames ripped through the roof. The shadows screamed and ran. "The curse! The curse!"
Shitter jumped at him, baring his teeth. "You really scare them away."
"I am the curse."
They chased the shadows through the village, with fire, with screams, with laughter. The cannibals fled again, in panic.
And Jupp stood in the middle of the fire, arms raised, yodeling. "Hooooolariiiiiidiiiiii!"
It wasn't a fight anymore. It was a play. Jupp played the lead, Shitter played second fiddle, and the jungle was the audience.
In the end, they were sitting there again, smoking and drinking, while the village was in flames. Jupp grinned and looked at Shitter. "You know, brother, I think I've found my place. I'm not Tarzan, not a hero. I'm the Cooking Pot God. The Lord of the Apes, the Lord of the Frogs, the Lord of Piss."
Shitter laughed raspily, taking a drag on his joint. "And I'm the idiot who goes along with it."
"No," Jupp slurred. "You're the only one who understands me."
And then they fell asleep, in the middle of the burning village, like two bums after a fight in a bar.
The village burned. Not like a proper bonfire that warms you while you sing with friends. No, it burned like a bar that someone had run into with gasoline and a bad joke. Roofs collapsed, palm trees cracked, sparks flew into the night sky. It smelled of smoke, charred flesh, and old fear.
Jupp lay in the middle of the village square, half-naked, half-dead, clutching a jug of palm wine. He grinned as if the apocalypse were a picnic. "Look at this, shitter... this is art! The jungle has a new painting, and I'm the paintbrush."
Shitter sat on a fallen totem pole, a joint between his lips, his eyes half-closed. He was tired, but high enough to still giggle. "You're more like the bucket of paint someone dumped on all this shit."
Jupp laughed, coughed, and spat blood. "I don't care. It's colorful, that's all."
The flames devoured the huts, the drums, the supplies. Everything that remained of the cannibals turned to ash. A few shadows still flitted among the flames, desperate survivors trying to salvage something. But every time someone came too close, Jupp jumped up, brandishing a torch and yelling: "Back off, you assholes! The Cooking Pot God doesn't tolerate guests!"
The shadows fled, screeching, like rats before a fire.
Shitter watched the whole thing, shaking his head. "You're the curse of this jungle, Jupp. But it would be boring without you."
“Boring is death.”
Jupp staggered to the cooking pot, which was still standing in the middle of the square. Black iron, sooty, but sturdy. He climbed in and sat down like a bathtub. "Haha! Look at me, brother. I'm sitting in my own grave!"
“You’re crazy.”
"Yes." Jupp splashed in the broth left over from the rain and sweat. "But I decide when to cook. Not today."
Shitter jumped over to him, grabbed the jug of palm wine, and took a deep swig. "If you're going to kill yourself, at least I want to be drunk."
"We're not dying." Jupp pulled a frog out of the broth, licked it, and drooled. "Not today. Today we celebrate."
And they celebrated. For hours. They sang, yodeled, drummed on old spears, and laughed until their throats hurt. Jupp peed in the flames, Shitter threw in bones. It was a grotesque ritual, an anti-mass for a god who never existed.
The sky turned black, the stars glowed through the smoke. And Jupp saw faces in it. Old faces laughing, crying, screaming. He waved to them, laughing hysterically. "Come on down, you bastards! The real party's down here!"
Shitter grinned, his fur sooty from the smoke. "The ghosts are afraid of you."
"Let them. I'm not even afraid of myself."
But at some point, the party descended into madness. Jupp began smashing the burning huts, screaming as if fighting invisible enemies. Shitter jumped in, both of them hitting, yelling, laughing. The village became a battlefield without any enemies—just two madmen destroying everything until nothing was left standing.
When the sun rose, only ashes remained. A few charred beams, an overturned cooking pot, a pile of smoke. Jupp stood in the middle of it all, black with soot, with red-rimmed eyes. He stretched out his arms and yodeled.
“Hoooooolaridiiiiiioooooh!”
The scream echoed through the jungle, scaring birds and making monkeys scream.
Shitter stood next to him, coughed, and took another drag on his joint. "Congratulations, Jupp. You wiped out an entire village. With nothing but poison, piss, and madness."
Jupp grinned and spat a tooth into the ash. "And there's no admission charge."
They sat down on a charred beam and shared the last of the palm wine. Jupp's hands trembled, but he persevered. "You know, brother, maybe this is my destiny. Not to be a king. Not a hero. But a destroyer. The guy who burns everything down and then dances in the smoke."
Shitter looked at him for a long time. Then he nodded. "That's fine."
And Jupp laughed. "Shit, yeah. That fits."
The sun rose over the ashes like a drunken priest over a cemetery. The village was nothing but a black patch in the jungle—charred timbers, a few smoking remains of huts, broken pots, spears stuck in the dirt. No more drums, no more chants, only the faint crackle of glowing coals.
Jupp stood in the middle of it all, his feet black, his beard singed, his face covered in soot. He looked like a burned saint, but he grinned like a bum after a fight. In his hand he held half a jug of palm wine, which he hadn't finished during the night.
Shitter crouched beside him, his fur matted, his eyes tired. He chewed on a piece of charred banana as if it were his last meal on earth.
"See, brother?" slurred Jupp, "I told you: No cooking pot can eat me. In the end, the pot will eat itself."
Shitter snorted. "You're not a god. You're just a lucky bastard."
“That’s exactly what makes a god.”
He downed the rest of the palm wine, shook himself, and belched loudly. "Amen."
They sat on the edge of the overturned cooking pot. The thing was cold, black, empty—like a broken altar. Jupp stretched out his legs and leaned back. "This is my throne. The King of Ashes."
Shitter frowned. "More like the bum of the ash."
"Screw it. Titles are only for people who have nothing else."
They sat in silence for a while. The jungle awoke again, as if it had forgotten everything. Birds screeched, monkeys laughed in the trees, insects buzzed. Only the cannibals were gone—or dead.
But Jupp knew it wouldn't last forever. "They'll come back, shitter. Maybe not today, maybe not tomorrow. But they have brothers, sisters, nephews. A tribe doesn't stop just because a few monkeys screwed them over."
Shitter nodded slowly. "Then we have to move on."
"Move on... or invent more curses." Jupp grinned crookedly, licking a frog he'd hidden somewhere in a pocket. His pupils dilated, the world tilted, and he began to giggle. "I could be the god of everything. God of trees, god of piss, god of burned villages."
Shitter took the frog from his hand and threw it away. "Enough, Jupp. You're already broken enough."
“I’m not broken,” murmured Jupp, “I’m a work of art in progress.”
They finally set out, leaving the village behind. Jupp swayed, leaning on a spear like a cane. Shitter led the way, alert, his ears pricked. They left the ash and plunged back into the green heart of the forest.
But before they completely disappeared, Jupp turned around again. He raised the now empty tankard and shouted, "Thanks for the party, you bastards! I'll come back when you have some new whiskey!"
Then he spat into the pot, laughed and followed Shitter.
They walked for hours, through mud, over roots, past vines that hung like loops. The jungle welcomed them back as if they had never destroyed anything.
Eventually they found a clearing. Grass, sun, a few palm trees. They collapsed, exhausted, but alive. Jupp lay on his back and closed his eyes. "You know, shitter, maybe I'm immortal. Not because I am—but because the jungle can't get rid of me."
Shitter laughed quietly, almost gently. "Maybe that's true."
Jupp grinned, already half asleep. "I am the lord of the monkeys, the god of the frogs, the king of the cooking pots."
Shitter grumbled. "And I'm the idiot who stays."
Then Jupp fell asleep. Snoring, drooling, like a child after too much sugar.
The jungle hummed. The sun burned. And somewhere in the distance, very quietly, drums beat again.
But for the moment the world belonged to Jupp.
 
Fire in poacher camp
The jungle wasn't finished with Jupp. It was never finished. They had barely left the burned-out cannibal village behind when Jupp and Shitter stumbled into more shit.
They walked for days, half-starved, half-hungover, ever deeper into the green labyrinth. Jupp drank whatever he found: rainwater from leaves, moldy coconuts, a fermented sap that blinded him for two days. Shitter was the more sensible one, eating nuts, insects, and leaves. But he was just as tired, just as battered.
One evening, they smelled smoke. Not the sweet, natural smoke of campfires, but a sharp, oily fume. "Poachers," Shitter growled. "I can smell it all the way here."
Jupp grinned. "Whiskey."
Shitter growled. "Death."
They stalked. The camp was located in the middle of a clearing: tents made of plastic sheeting, rifles, cages full of half-dead animals, barrels of gasoline. And yes—crates of bottles. Jupp's eyes lit up when he saw the glass glittering in the moonlight.
“Treasure Island,” he whispered.
“Prison,” hissed Shitter.
They watched for a while. Five, six poachers, maybe more. Rough guys with scars, scarred faces, and tattoos that looked like they'd been in prison. They were laughing, drinking, and playing cards. One was urinating on a cage of monkeys. Shitter growled deeply, his teeth bared.
"Those wankers," he muttered. "They kill everything they find."
“Then we’ll burn them away,” slurred Jupp.
"We?" Shitter stared at him. "You can't even walk straight."
“But I can make fire.”
And that was the plan. No clever plan, no ambush, no strategy. Just fire. Fire and booze.
They waited until the poachers were so drunk they could barely sit upright. Jupp crawled into the camp, barefoot, half-naked, smelling of sweat and frogs. No one noticed him—they were too busy beating each other up at card cheating.
He found a crate full of bottles. He sniffed them. Whiskey. Cheap, but strong. Jupp grinned and drank straight from one. The fire burned in his throat; he wheezed, coughed, and laughed. "Thank you, God."
Then he dumped the rest over the tents. Shitter followed, dragging a piece of burning wood he'd picked up somewhere.
"On three," whispered Jupp. "One... two..." He tipped the second bottle and drank the rest. "Three!"
Shitter threw the torch.
The camp exploded like a shithouse full of dynamite. Flames licked at the tarps, crates exploded, gasoline drums crashed. Poachers screamed, staggered, some ran through the night, burning. One shot blindly into the flames, hitting his friend. Chaos.
Jupp stood in the middle, grinning, arms outstretched. "Fire! I love you, you're my whore!"
Shitter screamed, grabbed him, and pulled him away. Bullets flew, sparks rained down, animals screamed in their cages. Some burned to death, others broke free, running in panic into the forest. Monkeys, birds, even a half-dead leopard stumbled into the thicket.
Jupp grabbed as many bottles as he could carry. "Honey!" he slurred, "we have to share!"
“Run!” Shitter yelled.
They ran. Behind them, the camp burned, exploded, and collapsed. The sky was red, the jungle filled with screams.
Jupp swayed, almost falling, but he laughed. "This is better than Christmas!"
Shitter pulled him further, deeper into the forest. Until the flames diminished, the smoke was just a distant shadow in the sky.
They threw themselves into the dirt, panting, bleeding, with bottles in their arms. Jupp opened one, drank, and handed it to Shitter. "To us, brother. To the fire."
Shitter took it, drank, coughed, and grinned. "You're crazy."
“But alive.”
And they laughed. While the poacher's camp went up in flames behind them, Jupp and Shitter sat in the dirt, drunk, high, free.
The smoke still hung heavy in the air, like a hangover that wouldn't go away. Jupp and Shitter lay somewhere in the undergrowth, the bottles scattered between them like trophies. Jupp smelled of whiskey, burnt hair, and monkey shit. Shitter coughed, wiping his eyes, which were still watering from the smoke.
"We did it," Jupp slurred as he opened a bottle, pulled the cork out with his teeth, and drank straight from it. "We set fire to hell and came out as angels."
Shitter growled. "Angel? You're more like a demon with a bad liver."
"Liver?" Jupp patted his stomach and belched. "It left me long ago. I'm now officially whiskey-in-bones."
They laughed. But their joy didn't last long. For the jungle was never quiet. Soon they heard voices. Heavy footsteps. Clanging metal. Poachers. Survivors.
"Shit," Shitter muttered. "They're looking for us."
"So what? We have whiskey." Jupp raised the bottle like a weapon. "I fight with firewater."
“Idiot,” growled Shitter, “we have to leave.”
They dragged themselves deeper into the forest, stumbling, falling, getting up again. Behind them, men shouted, cursed, and fired shots into the air. Dogs barked. The poachers weren't defeated. They were angry.
Jupp grinned despite himself. "This is like a bad Western, bro. We're the outlaws who burned down the saloon."
“Except the sheriff has guns,” Shitter gasped.
They ran. The dogs came closer. Jupp heard the cracking of branches, the panting of the animals. He could already see them in his mind's eye—huge beasts with teeth like machetes.
“We need a plan,” gasped Shitter.
"Plan? I'm the plan!" Jupp tipped whiskey onto the floor, pulled a lighter from his pocket, and lit it. "Fire, brother!"
The fuse was short. The grass caught fire immediately. A carpet of flames spread behind them. The dogs retreated, howling. The poachers screamed, shot, but the fire devoured the forest like a hungry beast.
“You’re burning the whole jungle!” Shitter yelled.
“I only burn the assholes!”
They kept running until their legs gave out. Finally, they found a small cave and crawled inside, panting, sweating, and stinking. Outside, chaos raged. Screams, gunshots, barking dogs, the crackling of flames.
Jupp lay in the dirt, grinning, the bottle still in his hand. "See, brother? I'm not just Lord of the Apes. I'm Lord of Fire."
Shitter shook his head, but a grin crept across his face. "Lord of Chaos, perhaps."
"Chaos is better than order." Jupp took another sip and handed the bottle to Shitter. "Cheers."
Shitter drank, coughed, nodded. "Cheers."
For a while, it was quiet. Only the crackling outside. Then they heard footsteps again. Poachers who had survived the fire were searching. Voices in a language Jupp didn't understand, but anger resonated everywhere.
“They’re coming,” whispered Shitter.
Jupp sat up and grinned. "Then we'll give them hell again."
He rummaged in his loincloth and pulled out a small bag. Powder. Homemade. A mix of mold spores, crushed frogs, and a bit of ash. Jupp's special recipe. "This, brother, is my bomb."
Shitter stared at him. "You're crazy."
"Yes. But effective."
As the poachers approached, Jupp crawled out of the cave. He stood there, half-naked, the bag in his hand, his face covered in soot. He grinned like a demon.
"Come here, you pigs!" he yelled. "I have soup for you!"
Then he threw the bag into the fire.
A bang. Not a huge one, but enough to send sparks flying, smoke billowing, and men screaming. Jupp laughed, dancing in the flickering. "Boom! Welcome to my kitchen!"
Shitter grabbed him and pulled him back. "You'll kill us both!"
“Or I’ll kill them all.”
The poachers retreated, cursed and frightened. The dogs howled. For a moment, there was peace.
Jupp fell into the dirt, breathing heavily, grinning. "See, brother? I'm invincible. A bum, but invincible."
Shitter sat down next to him and shook his head. "One day you'll be cooked."
“Then I’ll eat myself.”
They were laughing, dirty, tired, crazy. And outside, the forest was burning.
The night was black as a burnt liver, and the jungle stank of smoke. Jupp lay in the mouth of the cave, the bottle clutched to his chest like a newborn. He was half unconscious, half drunk, but his grin burned brighter than the embers outside.
Shitter sat beside him, his fur sooty, his eyes red. He heard the poachers regrouping. Voices, curses, the metallic clack of weapons. "They're not gone," he growled. "They're angry."
“Let them come,” slurred Jupp, “I’ll give them another drink.”
And indeed, they soon saw the first shadows between the trees. Men with rifles, dogs on leashes. They came slowly, cautiously, but determinedly.
Jupp staggered to his feet, swaying, bottle in hand. "Okay, brothers. Now it's time to party."
“This is suicide,” Shitter snarled.
“Everything is suicide if you do it long enough.”
He stumbled out of the cave, naked, dirty, his beard covered in ash. The poachers stopped. They didn't know him yet, but they saw immediately: This wasn't a normal man. This was a demon in a loincloth.
"Hey, you jerks!" yelled Jupp. "You stole my fire, so I'll take your whiskey!"
He tipped half the bottle over his head, let the rest run into his mouth, gargled, spat the liquid into the air, and held a lighter to it. A fountain of flames shot up like a dragon's breath. The poachers screamed and retreated.
"Firewater!" Jupp slurred, laughing hysterically. "I'm the fucking dragon from the jungle!"
Shitter stared at him. "You're truly insane."
But it worked. The poachers were irritated, frightened. Some fired, but Jupp staggered in his euphoria, and the bullets flew past. One hit a dog, which collapsed yelping. Chaos.
Jupp ran forward, grabbed a burning branch, and swung it like a sword. "Come here, you bastards!" He slashed at a poacher, who stumbled and caught fire. The man screamed, ran, and fell.
Shitter jumped into the crowd, biting, scratching, roaring. He was old but strong, and the poachers were afraid of the ape, who fought like a demon.
It wasn't a fight. It was a massacre. Bullets flew, flames blazed, screams ripped through the night. Jupp danced through the chaos, laughing, yodeling. "Hoooooolaridiiiiiiooooh!"
A poacher grabbed him and hit him in the face with the butt of his rifle. Blood spurted, and Jupp staggered. But he grinned, grabbed the bottle, and smashed it into the man's mouth. The glass shattered, whiskey flowed, and caught fire. The man burned from the inside, screamed, and fell.
“Burn, you asshole!” yelled Jupp.
Shitter fought like a madman. He threw a poacher to the ground and bit his throat. Blood spurted, he roared, his eyes red with rage. "You tortured my brothers! You pigs!"
The poachers began to flee. Not all of them, but enough that the camp crumbled. The dogs howled and ran away, some still burning. Men stumbled, screamed, and fired blindly into the darkness.
Jupp stood in the middle of it all, blood on his face, whiskey in his veins, fire in his heart. "I am the Lord of Fire! I am the fucking God of Chaos!"
He threw the last bottle into the gasoline barrel. A bang, an explosion. Flames shot into the sky, the entire forest shook. Men flew through the air, wood splintered, metal screeched.
Shitter grabbed Jupp and pulled him away as the world shattered around them. "Run, you bastard!"
They ran. Again. Again and again. Behind them was the camp, finally blown up. In front of them was the jungle, dark, endless, full of screams.
They fell into the dirt, gasping, laughing, half dead, half immortal.
“We did it,” Shitter gasped.
Jupp grinned and spat blood. "No, brother. We let it burn."
And he yodeled. Loudly, off-key, hysterically.
“Hoooooooolaridiiiiiioooooooooh!”
The ground still vibrated from the explosion as Jupp lay in the dirt, arms outstretched as if conducting an orchestra of fire and screams. Above him, the sky was red with flames, sparks raining down like damned shooting stars. He laughed, spat soot and blood, and cried, "Thank you, Mother Nature, for the best high of my life!"
Shitter crouched next to him, his fur half singed, his eyes wide with shock. "This isn't intoxication, Jupp. This is war."
"It's all the same," Jupp slurred, reaching for the last half bottle of whiskey he'd salvaged in the chaos. He took a sip, coughed, and grinned. "War is just a party with more corpses."
But the party wasn't over. From the smoke came voices, footsteps, coughing men. The last poachers had survived. Two or three, perhaps. Their faces were black with soot, their eyes full of hatred. They held rifles, staggered, but they were alive.
"There!" someone yelled. "The bastard set everything on fire!"
“Shoot!” gasped another.
The rifles fired. Bullets flew through the night, hitting the wood, the ground, narrowly missing Jupp.
Shitter jumped forward and pulled Jupp into the dirt. "Get down, you idiot!"
“I’m already lying down!”
They crawled through the mud, smoke burning their eyes, the air thick as soup. Jupp laughed, even though blood was seeping from his shoulder. "The pigs don't give up. I almost like them. Stubborn. Like cockroaches."
“Cockroaches will outlive you!” Shitter hissed.
A bullet ripped a branch apart above them. Splinters flew, Jupp blinked, giggled. "They really want my liver, bro."
"They won't get anything!" Shitter grabbed a rock and threw it with all his might. It hit one of the poachers in the head. The man screamed, staggered, and fell.
"Home run!" roared Jupp. "My monkey, the baseball star!"
The other poachers cursed and fired blindly into the undergrowth. Jupp grabbed a spear he found somewhere on the ground—a leftover from the cannibals. He stood up, swaying, the bottle in one hand, the spear in the other.
"Come here, you bastards! I am your last supper!"
Shitter screamed and jumped again. The ape was a fury, biting a man's hand off, the rifle clattering into the dirt. Blood spurted, and the poacher howled like a wounded dog.
Jupp staggered toward the other man and stabbed with his spear. Not elegantly, not precisely, but wildly. The point rammed into the man's stomach, who gasped, spat blood, and sank to the ground.
“And another one in the cooking pot!” roared Jupp, pulling out the spear again and laughing as the blood dripped.
The last poacher screamed and threw himself at Jupp. They wrestled, rolling in the dirt, blood and sweat mingling. The man was stronger, more sober, but Jupp was high, crazy, and unpredictable. He bit, spat, laughed, and hit with the bottle. Glass shattered, whiskey and blood mingled.
In the end, the poacher lay still, his face smashed, his throat open. Jupp rolled down, gasping, grinning. "There you go. Dinner done."
Shitter stood beside him, covered in blood but alive. "You're a monster."
“No,” Jupp gasped, “I’m the fucking survivor.”
They sat on the corpses, gasping, and drank the rest of the bottle. Jupp's hands trembled, but he held them up. "To us, brother. To the fire. To death."
Shitter took the bottle, took a drag, and coughed. "And to the madness."
They laughed. Laughed so loudly that the jungle fell silent again. Laughed until their throats were sore.
Behind them, the camp continued to burn until only ash remained. In front of them lay the jungle, dark and endless.
And Jupp knew: The poachers were history. But the jungle had more hell in store. Always.
He yodeled, loudly, hysterically.
“Hoooooolaridiiiiiiooooooooh!”
The scream echoed through the night, scaring birds and making the trees tremble.
And somewhere, deep in the darkness, the drums of the cannibals answered.
The morning after the inferno smelled like a hangover in a morgue. Smoke hung heavy over the trees, the grass was covered in ash, and the poachers' camp was nothing but a black stain. Cages stood empty or charred, metal warped, boards charred, the rifles melted like toys.
Jupp and Shitter were sitting on an overturned barrel, their hair sooty, their faces covered in dirt. Between them lay three half-full bottles they had found in the rubble.
"See, brother?" Jupp slurred, "we're rich. Richer than any king. We have whiskey and no taxes."
Shitter took a drag on the bottle, coughed, and wiped his mouth. "We also have wounds, hunger, and half the jungle trying to kill us."
"Fuck it. We're alive. That's enough."
They dismounted from the barrel and staggered through the camp. Corpses were everywhere—charred, shot to pieces, half-eaten by animals already gorging themselves on the remains. Vultures circled, rats scurried, ants crawled into open wounds. Jupp kicked a charred hand sticking out of the rubble. "Look, shitter. He still wants to play cards."
"Shut up."
They found a half-melted crate with a few bottles still intact. Jupp cheered like a child. "Holy Grail!" He hugged the crate, pulled out a bottle, bit off the cork, and drank.
Shitter shook his head, but he drank along.
Somewhere in the back of the camp, they came across another surprise: a cage that hadn't been burned. Inside, a monkey crouched—thin, frightened, its fur covered in scars. When it saw Shitter, it screeched and clung to the bars.
Shitter grumbled. "My brother."
Jupp grinned. "Well, now we have company."
They broke open the cage, and the monkey jumped into Shitter's arms, screeching and crying. Shitter growled softly, almost tenderly. "You're free, little one."
Jupp took another sip and grinned. "We have a gang now. Lord of the Apes and his army."
"Army?" Shitter spat. "We're bums with bottles."
"Exactly. And that makes us invincible."
They continued searching the remains of the camp. They found ammunition, but no working weapons. Instead, they found food—dry meat, beans, and rice. Jupp stuffed his pockets while munching. "It's like an all-you-can-eat buffet after a bar fight."
Shitter ate nuts and shared with the rescued monkey.
In the end, they sat down on a pile of ashes, the bottles around them, and began to talk.
"You know, shitter," Jupp muttered, "the poachers are gone. But they're coming back. They always come back. People like them don't die, they grow back like weeds."
Shitter nodded. "And eventually they'll catch us."
"Maybe. But until then, we'll drink."
They clinked their bottles and drank.
As the sun rose higher, the first tourists arrived. A group of idiots with cameras, safari hats, and sandals. They stumbled into the burned-out camp and saw Jupp and Shitter among the corpses and whiskey bottles. One of the tourists screamed. "Oh my God!"
Jupp stood up, grinning, his beard covered in ash, his eyes red. "Welcome to my resort, you bastards! All-inclusive, whiskey, and death!"
The tourists screamed, ran, and stumbled. One dropped his camera. Jupp picked it up, grinned, and peed on it. "Souvenir."
Shitter laughed, the little monkey screeched.
The tourists fled, and Jupp yodeled after them. "Hooooooolaridiiiiiooooooh!"
Then he sat back down, drank, and grinned. "Life is beautiful, brother. Shit, but beautiful."
Shitter nodded, lit a joint, and handed it to Jupp. "Pretty shit."
"Exactly."
And they laughed. Laughed, while the jungle fell silent again, as if it had seen enough.
The burned-out camp was no longer a battlefield—it had become Jupp's personal playground. He stumbled over charred beams, swayed from one whiskey bottle to the next, and acted like a king ruling his kingdom.
"Look here, my subjects!" he roared, standing on half a gasoline can lying in the dirt like a throne. "Your king commands: More whiskey, more fire, more piss!"
Shitter squatted next to him, smoking, shaking his head. The little rescued monkey sat on his shoulder, nervously tugging at Shitter's fur. "He's going crazy," Shitter muttered.
“He was never normal,” he answered himself, taking a drag on his joint.
Jupp stumbled on and found an old poacher's tent, half-burned to the ground. Inside lay a mattress, half-scorched, stinking of mold and urine. Jupp threw himself onto it, stretching out his arms. "My kingdom, my bed! I'll die here—or at least vomit!"
Of course, he wasn't asleep. He immediately jumped up, pulled the mattress out of the tent, and threw it into the fire. "Too soft. I need something harder!"
Then he found a rifle. Warped, half-melted, unusable. But he picked it up, aimed it in the air, and went "BANG, BANG, BANG!" He imitated three dead trees. "I'm the sheriff, shitter! Nobody steals my liquor!"
The little monkey screeched, Shitter laughed croakily.
“Don’t play with that shit,” said Shitter, “it’ll only cause trouble.”
"Everything brings trouble. Drinking brings trouble, frogs bring trouble, you bring trouble. But I love trouble."
He threw down the rifle, grabbed another bottle, drank, coughed, laughed. His beard dripped with whiskey, his eyes gleamed like those of a madman.
Then he began collecting corpses. Poachers, charred, half-eaten. He pulled them together and placed them in a circle around the cooking pot that was still in the camp. "My court! You are the knights of my Round Table! Welcome to the Last Supper."
Shitter grimaced. "You're disgusting."
"I'm brilliant." Jupp sat down among the corpses, drank, and yodeled. "Hoooooolaridiiiiiiooooh!"
A flock of birds flew up, the little monkey screeched, Shitter sighed.
They stayed there all day. Jupp invented games: He kicked heads around like soccer balls. He balanced bottles on corpses. He peed patterns on the cinder field and called it "jungle art."
“Look, shitter, that’s a heart.”
“Looks like an asshole.”
"Exactly."
By evening, as the sun set and the sky turned blood red, Jupp had the liquor and smoke so deep inside him that he almost fell over. But he grinned. "This is our paradise, brother. A paradise full of ash and alcohol."
Shitter nodded, his expression serious. "But paradise doesn't last forever. They'll come back."
"Let them. I'll piss on their fire again."
The little monkey clung to Shitter's fur, squealing softly. Jupp grinned and raised the bottle. "Welcome to the family, little one. It's chaos here. But the chaos belongs to us."
They continued drinking until the stars shone in the sky, sparkling, indifferent. And Jupp yodeled, over and over, until his voice was hoarse.
“Hoooooolaridiiiiiooooooh!”
The jungle didn't respond. But the fire in the camp still crackled, as if it were applauding.
Night crawled like a snake over the burned-out camp, and Jupp lay in the dirt, his head resting on an empty bottle, his arms outstretched as if he had embraced the entire universe. He snored like an old generator, drooling whiskey onto the ground. Shitter sat beside him, holding the little rescued monkey, staring into the last glow of the fires.
"This is madness," muttered Shitter. "Pure madness."
But madness had long since become the norm.
At some point, Jupp stirred, coughed, choked, and rolled onto his stomach. "Uuuuh... I think the whiskey wants to come out again." He vomited into the dust, a stinking gush, half alcohol, half blood. Then he grinned and wiped his mouth. "Now I feel better."
Shitter snorted. "You're a walking dung heap."
“A divine dung heap.”
He scrambled to his feet, staggering through the rubble. The charred beams cracked beneath his feet, bottles clinked. Jupp pulled an old poacher's hat from the ground and placed it askew on his sooty head. "Look, I'm Sheriff Jupp now—the lawman of the ash!"
He stumbled around, shooting a stick like a gun, yelling "BANG BANG," and hitting imaginary enemies. The little monkey screeched, and Shitter sighed deeply.
But the jungle lurked. Nothing remained silent forever. Suddenly, there was a crack at the edge of the clearing. Shadows moved. Voices. No poachers—too cautious, too curious.
tourists.
A group of five or six people, with backpacks, cameras, and bright clothes that glowed in the dark like targets. They probably thought they'd found an exotic adventure. Instead, they stumbled into the middle of Jupp's ash palace.
"Oh my God!" a woman screamed. "What happened here?"
A man in a safari hat raised his camera and snapped pictures. "This must have been a poacher's camp... what a tragedy."
Jupp stepped out of the shadows, swaying, his hat askew, bottle in hand. "Tragedy? This is my after-show party, you bastards!"
The tourists screamed, one stumbled back, almost running into a corpse. A woman began to cry.
"Welcome to the pisser's paradise!" Jupp lifted the bottle, tipped the rest over his head, dripped, stank, and grinned. "There are only two rules here: drink and burn."
One of the tourists stammered: “We… we don’t want any trouble… we’re just looking for the way back…”
Jupp laughed, louder, hysterically. "Way back? There's no way back. There's only whiskey forward!"
He peed in a semicircle into the ash, steaming, grinning. "Bless my soil, you Disneyland saints!"
The tourists ran. Cameras clanged, backpacks fell. One even left his shoes behind. Jupp picked them up, sniffed them, and grimaced. "Ugh! It smells like perfume. Not like the jungle." He threw them into the fire.
Shitter shook his head, the little monkey squealed and clung to him. "You chase away even the idiots who are too stupid to harm you."
"I'll chase everything away," grinned Jupp. "Because I'm the lord of the apes. Lord of the ash. Lord of the drunks."
The night dragged on. They plundered the last remnants of the camp: cans, moldy beans, a few medications, which Jupp immediately swallowed like candy. "Vitamin chaos," he muttered as he chewed.
Shitter roughly tended his wounds, while Jupp constantly laughed, sang, and yodeled. "Hoooooolaridiiiiiioooooh!"
By early morning, they were lying in the dirt again, exhausted, drunk, but alive. The jungle was silent, the fire finally out. Only ash remained.
Jupp turned his head to Shitter, grinning, his lips chapped. "Brother... we did it. The camp is gone. The poachers are history."
Shitter nodded, tired and serious. "But the world isn't gone. Tomorrow, a new one will come. New ones always come."
“Then we’ll burn them down again.”
“One day your fire will go out.”
Jupp laughed, hoarsely, harshly, with his last bit of strength. "Then I'll keep peeing. Piss burns, too."
He fell asleep, amidst charred corpses, empty bottles, and ashes. Shitter looked at him, sighed, and the little monkey slept in his arms.
The sun rose, the smoke cleared.
And so the chapter of the poacher camp ended: in flames, piss, whiskey – and Jupp's dirty, invincible grin.
 
Whiskey, smoke and chaos
The morning after the poacher's camp burned began not with birdsong, but with a fart that smelled of sulfur in the ashes. Jupp lay on his back, hands on his stomach, laughing at his own stench. "Hah! I'm the volcano of the poor!"
Shitter rolled his eyes, while the little rescued monkey next to him curiously sniffed an empty bottle. "You're not a volcano, Jupp. You're a rotten pile of manure on two legs."
"And yet I destroyed the camp," Jupp slurred. He wagged his ash-covered beard and grinned as if he'd invented the jungle. "Fire, whiskey, piss—those are my three gods. And they listen to me."
Shitter lit the rest of a joint, coughed, and handed it to Jupp. "Then pray to your gods that we find something else to drink."
Jupp took a deep drag, holding the smoke in his lungs until his eyes watered. "Brother... smoke IS prayer."
They crawled out of the ashes, back into the jungle. The ground was black, the sky clear, and the air still smelled of burnt flesh. Jupp staggered, Shitter walked silently, the little monkey clinging to his shoulder.
After a while, they came across a small stream. Jupp immediately fell in, sipping the water as if it were liquor. "Diet whiskey," he muttered. "But better than nothing."
Shitter drank carefully, constantly looking around. "We have to move on. It stinks too much of death here. Scavengers will come soon. Or humans."
"Let them come." Jupp stood up, soaking wet, grinning. "I'm signing autographs. I'm famous now. The man who set fire to the forest with whiskey."
They continued walking. The day was hot, humid, full of buzzing and screeching. Jupp was sweating, his loincloth clung to his body, and he sang songs he had made up himself.
“Whiskey in the veins, fire in the balls,
Chaos in my head, and monkeys to celebrate!”
Shitter shook his head, but the little monkey clapped enthusiastically.
In the afternoon, they found an abandoned hut—half-ruined, overgrown with plants. Inside lay old crates and a few rusty tools. Jupp rummaged through everything, cursing, throwing boards around. Then suddenly: a crate full of bottles.
"Holy shit!" Jupp ripped one open and sniffed it. Rum. Cheap, spicy, but strong. "We're saved, brother! The gods have mercy!"
They drank immediately. One after the other, the sun blazed, the rum flowed, and the world became soft and crooked. Jupp climbed onto the roof of the hut, danced up there, yodeled to the sky.
"Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooh! I am the Lord of the Clouds! The Bum of the Jungle! The Prophet of Alcohol!"
Shitter and the little monkey laughed below, while Jupp almost fell off the roof, but grabbed a vine at the last moment. He swung into the undergrowth, laughing, and half of his loincloth was torn off.
"I'm free!" he roared. "Free as smoke, free as booze!"
But freedom stank. He landed in the middle of an anthill. Thousands of beasts immediately crawled over him, biting and stinging. Jupp screamed, ran naked through the bushes, hit himself, and fell into the water hole.
Shitter followed, laughing so hard he could barely stand. "The Lord of the Jungle – defeated by ants!"
Jupp emerged from the water, groaning, and scratching himself all over. "Bastards! The ants work for the cannibals, I know it!"
He sat down in the water, opened a new bottle, and drank. "But who cares. Whiskey disinfects."
Night fell, and they built a fire in front of the hut. Shitter, the little monkey, and Jupp sat around it, drinking, laughing, and talking.
"You know, brother," Jupp slurred, "sometimes I think I should become king. Build a throne. A castle out of bottles. A palace out of ash. Then I'd rule the jungle."
Shitter took a drag on his joint and snorted. "You don't control anything. Not even your bladder."
Jupp laughed and peed into the fire, which hissed and sparked. "Wrong. I control the fire. See?"
They continued drinking until the stars blurred, and Jupp finally collapsed into the grass, drooling and snoring. Shitter covered him with an old sack that smelled of mold and muttered, "Whiskey, smoke, and chaos. This is your domain."
And the jungle laughed along.
The night was heavy and damp, like an old towel hung behind the bar in the pub for too long. Jupp lay in the grass in front of the half-ruined shack, his head in his lap, an empty bottle, his legs stretched out wide as if he'd just fucked the entire planet.
Shitter sat next to him, the little monkey clutched at his chest, staring into the fire. "He's going to fall asleep," he muttered.
But Jupp wasn't sleeping. He was dreaming while awake. His body lay in the dirt, but in his head, whole hordes of frogs marched. Colorful poison-arrow battalions, armed with spears, marched through his skull, singing war songs and yodeling in unison.
Jupp opened his eyes wide and shouted: "Get up, you pigs! The frogs are attacking!"
Shitter was startled, the joint almost falling out of his mouth. "Shut up, Jupp, you're high."
"High? I'm a general! General Jupp, Lord of the Frogs!" He stumbled to his feet, staggered, and grabbed a burning torch from the fire. "My army is ready!"
He ran into the jungle, barefoot, half-naked, his face sooty, his torch like a sword. "Forward, brothers! Today we'll take the moon!"
The little monkey screeched, Shitter shook his head and trotted after him. "If he doesn't kill himself someday, the moon will take him down."
Jupp stumbled through the undergrowth, waving his torch, shouting commands at trees and bushes. He saw faces in the shadows: cannibals, poachers, tourists—all laughing at him. He attacked, slashing at a tree until sparks flew. "Die, you bastard!"
Shitter watched the spectacle, continued smoking, and said quietly, “This guy is broken.”
Finally, Jupp stumbled into a watering hole. The torch hissed, went out, and he stood in knee-deep mud, screaming, laughing, and completely soaked. "The enemy has drowned! Victory for the frogs!"
He fell backward, flopped into the water, floated for a moment like a dead fish, then surfaced, snorting. "Hah! Even the jungle can't kill me!"
Shitter reached out and pulled him out. "You're a disgrace."
"No, brother. I'm a legend."
They dragged themselves back to the hut. Jupp was dripping, grinning, and stinking of mud. He took another swig of rum and then collapsed next to the fire. "You know, shitter... sometimes I think the jungle is just one big bar. Everyone comes, drinks, pukes, dies. And the landlord laughs."
Shitter nodded slowly, as if he actually took the idea seriously. "Then you're the regular who never goes home."
"Exactly."
The hours dragged on. The fire grew smaller, the night darker. Jupp finally fell asleep, drooling, clutching the bottle tightly. But in his dream, the party continued.
He saw himself sitting on a throne of bones, a crown of devoured coconuts on his head. Around him danced monkeys, frogs, cannibals, even the poachers—all hooting, drinking, and peeing into the same pot. And Jupp laughed, drank, and ruled.
"Lord of the Apes! Lord of Chaos!"
Then everything burst into flames. The throne shattered, the monkeys burned, the cannibals screamed, the frogs turned into snakes. Jupp stood in the middle of it all, laughing as he caught fire himself.
He woke up, drenched in sweat, the taste of smoke still in his mouth.
“Everything okay?” Shitter asked wearily.
Jupp grinned, his eyes glazed over. "Better than good. I just celebrated my own downfall."
Shitter grumbled. "Then you can go back to sleep now."
"Sleep? I need more whiskey."
And so the next frenzy began, even before the last one was over.
The morning was sticky, hot, and full of mosquitoes. Jupp lay in the dirt, his beard matted, his skin red from bites. Next to him was the bottle, half empty, half full—depending on whether you were an optimist or a bum. He reached for it, drank, belched, and grinned. "Breakfast of kings."
Shitter shook his head, chewing nuts, while the little monkey tried to lick the last drops from another bottle. "You two are a picture of misery."
“Misery is just another word for a party with fewer guests,” muttered Jupp.
Then he began to hear noises. At first he thought it was cannibal drumming, but it was just his own skull, droning like a broken washing machine. Soon, however, other sounds joined in: the cawing of birds, the croaking of frogs, the rustling of leaves.
Jupp sat up, his eyes glazed over. "Brother... do you hear that? The jungle is playing for me."
Shitter grumbled. "You hear voices."
“No, music.”
He jumped up, staggered, and grabbed a piece of sheet metal from the rubble of the camp. He hit it with a stick. "Clang, clang! The bells are ringing!"
Then he began to gather animals. He threw fruit into the air, whistled, and yodeled. Monkeys approached curiously, birds fluttered by, frogs hopped. Jupp conducted them like a mad bandmaster.
"You!" he called to a parrot, "trumpet!" The bird screeched. "Yes, exactly!"
“And you!” – he pointed at the frogs – “you make the bass!” They croaked in time.
Shitter sat next to him, a joint in his mouth, and stared. "This is the stupidest orchestra I've ever seen."
Jupp grinned, raising the bottle like a baton. "And I'm the maestro! Maestro Jupp, Lord of the Ash Symphony!"
The animals made noise, Jupp yodeled over it, Shitter reluctantly drummed a bone on a canister. The little monkey squealed with delight and clapped his hands.
The whole thing was chaos, but for Jupp, it was the most beautiful music in the world. He danced, swung the bottle, stumbled, fell, and got back up. "Brother! This is the soundtrack of the jungle! Whiskey, smoke, and chaos in a major key!"
The sun blazed, sweat dripped, but Jupp didn't stop. He sang songs that made no sense, just words that fell like something from a drunken dream:
“Whiskey drips from the trees, frogs lick my soul, monkeys dance, monkeys scream, I am the god of bankruptcy!”
Shitter rolled his eyes, but he continued drumming as if he were trapped in Jupp's madness.
Tourists who happened to be passing nearby stopped at the edge. They saw the naked, sooty man waving a bottle like a conductor, surrounded by screeching monkeys and croaking frogs. One took a photo.
Jupp saw them and yelled: "You there! Entry costs a bottle of rum or a nude photo!"
The tourists ran away screaming.
Jupp laughed, fell to his knees, and spread his arms. "You see, brothers? I'm not just Lord of the Apes. I'm the Pope of the Jungle. My church is chaos, my holy water is whiskey."
Shitter snorted, but he grinned. "And your Bible stinks of vomit."
"Amen." Jupp took another sip and poured the rest over his head. "Baptism through booze!"
The animals eventually dispersed, but the symphony continued playing in Jupp's head. He heard trumpets, violins, entire choirs. He lay in the dirt, drooling, laughing, and yodeling until his voice was hoarse.
“Hoooooooolaridiiiiiiiiooooooh!”
Shitter sat down next to him, the little monkey crouching on his shoulder. "One day, Jupp, you'll die drunk. And then we'll keep partying anyway."
Jupp grinned, his eyes half-closed. "Die? Me? Nope. The jungle needs its music."
And he laughed as the sky turned red and the smoke of the night came again.
Night crept heavily over the jungle, and Jupp was no longer just drunk—he was a walking accident report. His beard was sticky with rum, his belly was full of fermented fruit, his legs were shaking. He lay half in the ash, half in the grass, staring up at the stars.
"You see those up there, shitter?" he slurred. "Those are just broken lightbulbs from a giant shithouse in the sky."
Shitter smoked, the little monkey curled up asleep. "Those are stars, you idiot."
"All just lamps, brother. And I'm the electrician of the universe."
He suddenly stood up, swaying, and stretched out his arms. "I'll screw them all out!" he yelled, reaching for the sky. "No more light, just whiskey!"
Then he fell back down, slammed his face into the ground, and spat blood and dirt. He laughed. "Already done. I unscrewed one."
Shitter shook his head. "You're a case for the loony bin."
“The jungle is the nuthouse.”
The sounds of the night mingled in Jupp's head into an orchestra: crickets chirped like violins, frogs croaked like trumpets, somewhere a jaguar roared like a drunken singer. Everything spun, everything became music.
Jupp stood up again, staggered to the fire, and grabbed a branch. "I'm the conductor!" He hit the ground, dancing in a circle, naked, sweating. "Up you go, you fucking stars, dance for me!"
Suddenly he saw faces in the fire. The cannibals. The poachers. His mother with the champagne bottle. They were all laughing, mocking, sticking out their tongues.
"Shut up!" Jupp yelled, throwing a bottle into the fire. It exploded, sparks flying. He laughed. "That's how you talk to ghosts!"
Shitter grabbed him, trying to pull him back. "You'll kill us both!"
"We're already dead, brother! We're only living on while we're drunk!"
He fell back, lying gasping in the dirt. His heart pounded, his head throbbed, but he grinned. "You know, shitter, sometimes I think I'm not even human. I'm just a cat who's grown legs."
Shitter looked at him for a long time, smoking. "Then you're the worst cat the world has ever seen."
"Exactly."
The night grew longer, wetter, heavier. Jupp hallucinated. He saw the bottles dancing, the poachers' corpses rising from the ashes and drinking with him. One sat down next to him, half-burned, his face a ruin, but grinning and holding up a bottle.
“Cheers, Jupp.”
"Cheers, brother." They clinked glasses and drank. The whiskey tasted of blood, but Jupp grinned.
Shitter saw him talking to the void. "You're completely gone."
"Gone? I'm finally here!"
He giggled, rolled in the dirt, and peed in circles while laughing. "This is my protective circle, brother! No demons come in here!"
Shitter sighed, but he laughed quietly. "Maybe that's even true."
At some point, just before dawn, Jupp finally collapsed. Drooling, stinking, arms outstretched. The little monkey snuggled up next to him, Shitter sat guard, smoking the last of his joint.
And as the sky grew brighter, Jupp murmured in his sleep, "Whiskey... smoke... chaos... this is my heaven."
The morning was a slap in the face. Not a gentle awakening, but a fistful of sun, sweat, and mosquitoes. Jupp woke up as if someone had opened his skull with a rusty machete. His mouth was dry as sandpaper, his tongue tasted of vomit and ash.
He sat up, held his head, and groaned. "Uuuh... my brain is a cooking pot, and someone threw shit in it."
Shitter sat next to the cooled fire, chewing on a nut. The little monkey hung asleep on his fur. Shitter looked at Jupp and snorted. "Good morning, King Vomit."
"Vomite rules the world," Jupp muttered, reaching for an empty bottle, disappointed that it was empty, and throwing it away. "Where's the rum? I need medicine."
"Medicine?" Shitter laughed dryly. "Your body is crying out for water, you idiot."
“Water is for frogs.”
He staggered to the spring, dipped his head in, drank greedily, spluttered, coughed, and drank more. Finally, he fell into the water and lay there like a drowned bum. Shitter pulled him out. "You'll die of your own hangover."
“Dying is just a break from drinking,” muttered Jupp.
But the jungle didn't allow for a break. Suddenly, there was a crackling in the bushes. Voices. This time, no poachers, no cannibals—just tourists again. Two men, a woman, with cameras, safari hats, and arrogant smiles.
“Look, honey, a native!” one shouted, pointing at Jupp, who was lying dripping, naked and stinking on the ground.
The woman giggled. "Oh my God, that's so authentic!"
Jupp raised his head, his eyes red, his face covered in dirt. "Authentic? I'm the only real jungle bum here!"
The tourists laughed and took photos. One held out a bottle of water. "Here, poor man, have a drink."
Jupp reached for it, sniffed it, and snorted. "Water? You assholes! I need whiskey!" Then he poured the water over the tourist's head. "Blessing by piss-light!"
The woman screamed, the men cursed. Shitter jumped in, baring his teeth, the little monkey screeched. The tourists ran, stumbled, and left a bag behind.
Jupp grinned and opened the bag. Inside: snacks, sunscreen, insect spray—and a bottle of gin.
"Hallelujah!" Jupp shouted, ripped open the lid, and drank. "The gods are generous!"
Shitter sighed. "You're a parasite."
"I am a pilgrim. And the jungle is my temple."
They spent the rest of the morning drinking gin and snacking. Jupp smeared sunscreen on his face, drank it, and exclaimed, "Now I'm officially a tourist! But a better one!"
As the sun rose higher, the heat became brutal. Jupp sweated, lay back in the water, and shouted, "I'm a polar bear in the Amazon! Get me another drink!"
Shitter and the little monkey watched him silently. Finally, Shitter said, "One day, Jupp, you really will drown."
“Then I’ll drink the river dry,” muttered Jupp and took another sip.
The day dragged on. Jupp drifted between drunkenness, half-asleep, and delusion. Sometimes he sang, sometimes he shouted at the birds, sometimes he prayed to an empty bottle.
As the sun set, he lay naked in the grass, arms outstretched, and shouted: “Whiskey, smoke and chaos – that is my gospel!”
Shitter nodded and stuffed some weed into his pipe. "Amen."
Night came with heavy breathing. Humid, full of insects that buzzed like drunken ghosts. The fire in front of the hut was only smoldering, Shitter was smoking his last joint, and the little monkey was dozing, curled up like a ball of wool.
And Jupp? Jupp was screwed again—but he wasn't still. He stood in the middle of the clearing, swaying, a bottle of gin in one hand, a branch in the other, which he held like a scepter. His beard glistened with sunscreen, sweat, and dirt, and his eyes glowed like two broken flashlights.
"Hear me, you gods of the jungle!" he roared into the black sky. "This is Jupp, Lord of the Apes, King of Vomit, Prophet of Booze! I challenge you!"
Shitter groaned. "Not again."
But Jupp couldn't be stopped. He took a deep swig, tipped the rest over his head, dripping, steaming. "You think you're powerful? You think you have thunder, storms, snakes? I have whiskey, smoke, and chaos!"
He raised the branch and brandished it like a priest in a frenzy. "Come down, fight me! One against all!"
Suddenly, the sky flickered. Lightning flashed somewhere in the distance, followed by a dull rumble. Jupp laughed hysterically. "Do you hear that, shitter? They're answering!"
“It’s just a thunderstorm, you idiot.”
“No! This is war!”
He yodeled, loudly, off-key, hysterically. "Hoooooolaridiiiiiiioooooooh!" The scream echoed through the forest, chasing birds from the trees and making monkeys squeal.
Then the jungle began to scream back. Frogs croaked in unison, insects buzzed louder, a jaguar roared in the distance. Everything sounded like a single chorus of madness.
Jupp danced, stumbled, fell, and got back up. "See? They're all my army! The gods can't defeat me if I'm already one of them!"
He reached into the dirt, smeared dirt on his face, and drew lines like war paint. "Now I'm ready!"
Shitter stood up and threw away the joint. "Yup, stop it. You're still shouting things we don't want."
"I want it all!" Jupp spread his arms and looked up at the sky. "Storms, flames, frogs, monkeys, lightning, and thunder! I want all that shit!"
As if heaven had heard him, another flash of lightning struck, closer this time. A clap of thunder made the ground shake. The rain began, first drops, then torrents.
Jupp laughed, spinning in a circle, arms outstretched. "See? I told you! The gods obey me!"
The rain lashed, soaking him to the bone. His loincloth clung to his skin, his beard dripped, but he laughed. "Baptism! This is the baptism of chaos!"
Shitter and the little monkey ducked under the hut, while Jupp danced outside like a madman in the rain, holding the bottle up as if he wanted to make the sky drink.
"Whiskey, smoke, and chaos!" he roared. "Those are my commandments!"
Lightning flashed, thunder rolled, the jungle screamed.
At some point, Jupp fell to his knees and lifted the bottle. "Take me! Eat me! But let me drink until I'm done!"
Then he collapsed, lay in the mud, laughed, coughed, and drank the last of it. Finally, he lay there, his arms spread out in the mud, his face up to the sky.
"I am immortal," he murmured, half-conscious. "Immortal because the gods are too afraid to keep me."
Shitter came out, sighed, and stood next to him, letting the rain patter on his fur. "You're not immortal, Jupp. You're just too drunk to die."
The little monkey crawled trembling under Shitter's arm, both of them looked at Jupp, who was lying laughing, drooling, and dripping in the mud.
And so the night ended: with whiskey, smoke, chaos – and a flash of lightning that split the sky as if it were clapping.
The rain had turned the jungle into a stinking soup pot. Everything was dripping, everything was sticky, everything was buzzing. Jupp was still lying in the mud, his arms outstretched, the bottle empty beside him. His beard was covered in mud, his eyes half-closed, but his grin was as wide as a crack in the universe.
"I showed them, shitter..." he muttered. "Lightning, thunder, rain—all just my backup band."
Shitter stood beside him, dripping wet, his fur heavy with water. The little monkey clung to him, trembling, his eyes wide. "You didn't show anything, Jupp. You just screamed until the heavens took pity on you."
“Pity? No… Respect.”
He scrambled to his feet, staggering, kneeling in the mud like a priest in a fake church service. He took the last drop from a dented bottle, tipped it into his mouth, choked, coughed, and spat. "Amen."
Then he began to sing. Not a song anyone knew, just tones, a crooked howl, half yodel, half animal cry. The rain mingled with it, thunder provided the bass, frogs the chorus. Jupp was in his own opera, the maestro of a symphony of dirt.
Shitter crouched next to him, snorting. "You're not the maestro. You're the caretaker of the asylum."
"Exactly! And the madhouse is the world!"
He jumped up, almost fell over again, ripped a branch from the ground, and brandished it like a sword. "Come out, you gods! You don't dare! You know I'd fuck you!"
The sky responded with another flash of lightning. Jupp laughed, threw the branch into the air, and it crashed down right at his feet. "Just missed! But I won!"
He ran through the mud, stomped, fell, and got back up. His skin was red from insect bites, his eyes burned, but he grinned like a king. "I am Jupp, Lord of the Apes, King of Vomit, Master of the Thunderstorm!"
Shitter pulled the little monkey closer to him and sighed deeply. "If he keeps going like this, he'll eventually die from his own echo."
But Jupp didn't stop. He climbed a tree stump, stretched his arms out into the rain, and yodeled again, louder, higher, until his voice broke. "Hooooooolaridiiiiiiioooooooh!"
The scream echoed, broke, shattered against the trees. Everyone fell silent for a moment, even the frogs.
Then Jupp laughed hoarsely, toppled backward off the stump, and landed in the mud. "That was my victory cry. The jungle is mine!"
“The jungle belongs to no one,” muttered Shitter.
"Yes. To me. Because I'm the only one who takes him seriously."
They stayed like that until dawn. The rain stopped, the sun rose, the jungle steamed. Jupp lay in the mud, asleep, drooling, half naked, half dead. The little monkey slept on Shitter's shoulder, and Shitter himself was still smoking the last of his joint.
When Jupp finally opened his eyes, the sun was already high. He blinked, rubbed the dirt from his face, and groaned. "Uuuh... my head... I think I drank the sky."
Shitter snorted. "You yelled at the sky until it rained on your face."
Jupp sat up, gasped, and grinned. "Then I win."
He reached for an empty bottle and held it up like a trophy. "Whiskey, smoke, and chaos. This is my legacy."
And so the night ended: not with peace, not with order, but with Jupp's broken smile in the dirt - a drunken king who considered himself immortal.
 
Jupp's naked sunburn
The sun burned like an angry god. No more rain, no more clouds, just an endless yellow hammer pounding down on the jungle. Everything was steaming, everything stank of damp greenery, and Jupp was—as always—the idiot lying in the middle of it all.
He was naked except for the filthy loincloth he'd lost sometime during the night. His skin glistened with sweat and mosquito bites, his beard plastered to his chest. And he snored, his arms outstretched as if he were embracing the sun.
Shitter crouched in the shadows, the little monkey on his shoulder. "That idiot's going to burn himself," he muttered.
"I'm already burned!" Jupp suddenly slurred, without opening his eyes. "Inside! Whiskey has turned my blood into liquor."
He rolled onto his stomach, his bare backside facing the sky, and grinned. "See, brother? I'm offering my ass to the gods. Let's see if they redden it."
The sun did its work. Hour by hour, Jupp's skin grew redder, shinier. He groaned, rolled around in the grass, grabbed an empty bottle, and poured the last drops onto his back. "Sunscreen made with rum. Double protection."
Shitter shook his head. "That won't protect you. It'll just burn even more."
"Burning is good. Burning means living."
The little monkey squeaked, tugged at Jupp's ear, and tried to pull him into the shade. Jupp laughed and pushed him away. "Leave me alone, little one. This is my battle with the sun."
By midday, he was bright red. His back looked like a grilled steak, his shoulders covered in blisters. Every breath hurt, but Jupp grinned as if he were proud of the pain.
"Look, shitter! I'm a beacon now. When the tourists come, they'll find me from far away."
“Or they think you’re a burned corpse.”
"Even better! Then leave me alone."
He giggled and rolled back onto his back. His chest was burning, his stomach was bright red, his genitals hung sadly in the light. "Even my cock is sunburned. The first jungle penis with a barbecue crust!"
Shitter snorted, but he couldn't help it; he laughed. "You're sick."
“Sick with happiness.”
That afternoon, the pain really started. Jupp groaned, scratched, and couldn't lie still. "It burns, bro! It's like a god rubbed chili on my ass!"
Shitter brought him leaves and rubbed them on his back. The little monkey helped, squealing, patting Jupp's skin with his little hands.
"Aaaah!" cried Jupp. "This is torture! But good torture!"
“That’s cooling, you complete idiot.”
“Then even more!”
They covered him with leaves until he looked like a walking head of lettuce. Jupp grinned, the pain subsiding, but he was still filled with madness. "See, brother? Now I'm a saint. The Holy Lettuce of the Amazon."
He yodeled, weakly, croaking. "Hooooolariiiiiiiiooooo!"
The jungle answered with the screeching of birds.
The sun was setting, and Jupp's skin glowed in the twilight. He lay there, a red wreck, but content. "I survived. I conquered the sun."
Shitter nodded and smoked. "No, she was playing you."
"Then it was a good fight."
And Jupp fell asleep, bright red, smelling, wrapped in leaves like a shabby jungle god who had sacrificed himself—for whiskey, smoke, and chaos.
The next morning, Jupp felt as if someone had pulled the flesh off his bones and glued it back on incorrectly. Every movement burned. His back was bright red, his stomach was full of blisters, and even breathing felt like someone was dragging razor blades across his skin.
"Aaaaah, damn sun!" he yelled, rolling around in the grass and groaning. "It grilled me like a sausage!"
Shitter sat next to him, chewing nuts, the little monkey playing with a piece of coconut shell. "I told you. You're too stupid to stay in the shade."
"Shadow is for cowards!" Jupp gasped, tearing a few leaves from his skin that had stuck to him during the night. "I fought... and lost. But I look damn good!"
He dragged himself to a puddle and saw his reflection. His skin was bright red and shiny, his lips chapped. He grinned. "I look like a demon. Wonderful!"
Then he dipped his head into the water and immediately screamed: “Aaaaaaaah, it’s burning, it’s burning, it’s burning!” He rolled on the ground, shaking himself like a dog possessed by flames.
Shitter watched, completely unimpressed. "You'll start peeling soon. Then you'll look even uglier."
"It doesn't get any uglier!" Jupp laughed, coughed, coughed some more, until he vomited. A gush of half-digested rum mixed into the puddle. He wiped his mouth and grinned. "You see, even my body offers libations to the jungle."
The little monkey jumped onto his back and slapped him. Jupp screamed and fell forward. "Aaaaaah! Don't touch me! I'm a living volcano!"
Shitter burst out laughing. "You're a grilled idiot."
Jupp staggered, got back to his feet, and grabbed a bottle that still had a few drops in it. He poured them onto his back, groaning and smiling at the same time. "Whiskey for everything. Sunburn, heartache, crocodiles."
Shitter grimaced. "You're only making it worse."
“Worse means stronger!”
He staggered off, searching for new fruit. His skin burned, every branch that brushed against him was torture. But he grinned, bit into a fermented mango, the juice running down his chin. "This is medicine, brother. Sugar and alcohol. Divine."
By the afternoon, he had come up with a new show. He climbed a tree stump and stood with his arms outstretched. "Look here, you birds, you monkeys, you frogs! I am the red sun you fear! Kneel before my ass!"
A flock of parrots screeched away, the little monkey laughed, Shitter sighed.
But the pain didn't subside. Every breath burned. Finally, Jupp threw himself into the grass, crying like a child. "Aaaaaah, I can't take it anymore! Shit, kill me! Kick my head in! Hurry!"
Shitter continued chewing, completely calm. "You have to die yourself, brother."
"Cowardly monkey!" Jupp slammed his fist into the ground, groaning, crying, and laughing all at once. "I love and hate my life! It's the same shit, just packaged differently!"
Then he reached for a frog that happened to be hopping next to him. He licked it, inhaling the bitter, poisonous taste. The world began to shimmer, the pain blurred.
"Ooooooh, yeah... that's better..." He grinned, his eyes half-closed. "I'm floating, brother. The pain is just a song. The sun is just a woman with red tits screaming at me."
Shitter shook his head. "You're lost."
"No! I've been found!"
And Jupp laughed, hallucinating, seeing the sun as a giant naked goddess above the trees, laughing down at him. He waved to her, yodeled. "Hooooooolaridiiiiiiiiiioooooooh!"
The jungle answered, and Jupp knew: even with burned skin, he was still the king of chaos.
Jupp woke up when the sun was already high in the sky again. He had barely slept; every movement was torture. His skin was tight, burning, throbbing. It felt as if he were lying in an oven in which someone had secretly scattered a few nails and razor blades.
"Aaaaaaaaah!" he yelled, tearing his hair. "Damned sun! Damned jungle! Damned life!"
Shitter sat in the shade, the little monkey nibbling on a beetle. "You're screaming louder than the parrots. Stop, or I'll get a headache."
"I'm a walking pain!" Jupp gasped, scrambling to his feet, staggering, and then falling back down. "Everything hurts! Even my eyelashes are burning!"
He rubbed his belly, a few blisters burst. He screamed, laughed, and started rolling around in the grass. "Look, I'm a burning hedgehog! A living porcupine of hell!"
Shitter rolled his eyes. "You're an idiot."
"An idiot, suffering like a hero!" Jupp continued rolling until he came to an anthill. The insects immediately attacked him, biting into his red skin.
"Aaaaaaaaah!" he screamed, jumping up and flailing wildly. "Now the pigs have turned me into a buffet!"
The little monkey shrieked with laughter, and Shitter even chuckled. "You really have a knack for making everything worse."
Jupp danced, hit himself, ran to the stream, and threw himself in. The cold water briefly soothed the pain, but when he surfaced, everything burned even more. "It's torture! The jungle wants to grill me!"
Then he had a "brilliant" idea. He dragged himself to the fire, pulled out glowing coals, and briefly pressed them against his stomach. He screamed, stank of burnt skin, and laughed like a madman. "Look! Fire against sun! I fight pain with pain!"
Shitter just shook his head. "You're really sick."
"I'm a doctor! Doctor Jupp, specialist in chaos therapy!"
He ran into the bushes, gathered frogs, and licked three at once. The world immediately shook, the trees bent like rubber bands, and the sun danced in the sky.
"Ohhhhh... now it's getting better..." Jupp grinned, swayed, staggered. "I see angels, shitter! Sunburned angels scratching their asses!"
Shitter sighed. "Those are just your hallucinations."
"No! They're real! I have an army of sunburn angels!"
He stood on a rock and raised his arms. "Listen to me, angels! We burn together! We are the Red Army of Pain!"
The angels existed only in his head, but he continued to talk, give speeches, yell, yodel, until he collapsed again.
By the afternoon, his skin was so sore that he could barely stand. He lay in the grass, whimpering, crying, laughing. "Shitter... I swear, I'm about to fall off like old wallpaper."
Shitter chewed leaves and placed them on Jupp's back. "Maybe new skin will grow. Maybe not."
"If not, I'll run around skinless! Then I'll be the naked muscleman of the jungle!"
The little monkey patted his belly again. Jupp screamed, laughed, and rolled over. "You're my torturer, little one! But I still love you."
The sun set, and Jupp lay there, half-mad, half-dead, but still grinning. "You know, brother... maybe sunburn is just God's way of telling me, 'Jupp, you're too hot for this world.'"
Shitter smoked and snorted. "Or you're just too stupid to stay in the shadows."
"Fuck shadows." Jupp yodeled weakly. "Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiiiooooooh!"
And the jungle answered with a chorus of frogs, birds and the rustling of the night.
The night brought no relief. No clouds, no coolness—only heat that hung over everything like a dirty towel. Jupp lay in the grass, his skin bright red, covered in blisters that were already oozing. Every breath was a small hell.
"Aaaaaah... my back feels like fried liver..." he gasped. "And my cock feels like a grilled sausage that no one wants to eat anymore."
Shitter sat in the shade of a tree, the little monkey curled up at his side. "You're a walking sunstroke."
"Sunstroke? No. I am the sun itself!" Jupp scrambled to his feet, swaying, his skin stretched, cracking in places. He grinned, his eyes glazed over. "Look at me, I am the light! Jupp, the god of red fire!"
He spread his arms, swayed, and almost fell again. But he caught himself and grabbed a bottle that still contained a trace of fermented fruit broth. He drank, choked, and belched. "Ahhhh... suntan oil for the soul."
The little monkey squealed, jumped on Jupp's shoulder, and patted his burned neck. Jupp screamed and laughed at the same time. "Aaaaaah! You little devil! Do you want to kill me? Then do it!"
Shitter shook his head. "You're already dead. You just haven't realized it yet."
But Jupp wasn't listening. He heard voices. In the buzzing of insects, the chirping of crickets, the croaking of frogs. Words, sentences, laughter. "They're talking to me, Shitter. The sun, the stars, the insects. They're saying: Jupp, you are our prophet."
Shitter puffed on his pipe. "You're not a prophet. You're a burnt-out bum."
"Prophet!" Jupp roared, standing up, arms outstretched, face to heaven. "I bring you the good news: Drink until you die! Lick frogs, fuck pain, love dirt!"
He began preaching as if he were standing in a church. Except his church was a clearing, his congregation was made up of monkeys and frogs, and his Bible was an empty bottle.
"And I tell you: The sun is testing us! It grills us, it burns us, but we stand up, we keep drinking! We are the flesh of God—and we're marinated like shit!"
The monkeys screeched, the frogs croaked, and Jupp went crazy. He danced in circles, his skin bursting, blood and sweat mingling. He grinned, drooled, and yodeled. "Hoooooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!"
Then he fell down, rolled around, laughing, crying at the same time. "It burns, brother, it burns everywhere. But it's good. Pain is better than silence."
Shitter approached and placed leaves on his shoulders. Jupp screamed and ripped them away. "No! No leaves! Only fire heals fire!"
He reached into the embers of the small fire, burned his hand, screamed, and laughed. "You see! Fire purifies! Fire makes me immortal!"
His eyes rolled, and he began to hallucinate. He saw the sun, no longer a sphere in the sky, but a giant woman, naked, blazing, with red breasts that looked like burning coconuts. She leaned toward him, whispering: "Yup... come to me... burn with me..."
"Yes!" Jupp shouted, stretching out his arms. "I'm coming! I'll burn with you, you horny fire whore!"
Shitter saw him and shook his head. "He's talking to heaven again."
Jupp crawled forward as if he wanted to fuck the sun. He laughed, howled, his whole body a red, aching wreck. But he was happy. "She loves me, brother! The sun loves me! I am her priest, her lover, her victim!"
He fell over again, whimpering, yodeling weakly. "Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiooooooh..."
The little monkey crouched next to him, Shitter stuffed weed into his mouth to calm him down. Jupp chewed, coughed, and swallowed. "Thanks, bro... now I'm high AND burned. The perfect mix."
And he fell asleep, drooling, stinking, bright red like a piece of meat that no one wanted to eat anymore.
The morning was merciless. The sun hung like an executioner over the jungle, and Jupp woke up as if someone had left him on a barbecue grill all night. His skin was no longer just red—it was blotchy, swollen, and cracked. Blisters had formed, some of them already bursting, sticky and smelly.
"Aaaaaaaaah, holy shit!" he yelled as he moved. Every breath was torture. "I'm a walking rotisserie!"
Shitter chewed boredly on a nut, the little monkey climbed around on a branch. "I told you. Stay in the shade, you didn't. Now you're mincemeat."
"Ground beef with style!" Jupp gasped, tried to stand up, and immediately fell back down. "Everything's burning! My back, my ass, my cock! I'm hell itself!"
He crawled to the stream and threw himself in. The water was cooling, but after a few seconds it began to burn like acid. "Aaaaaaah, fuck you, water! You're not a friend, you're a traitor!"
Shitter watched, completely unimpressed. "You're screaming like an old hyena."
"I'm a hyena! A burned hyena with booze in my stomach!"
He pulled himself out of the stream, dripping, and grabbed a bottle that still had a trace of rum in it. He poured it over his chest. The alcohol burned instantly; he screamed, laughed, and giggled. "Ahhhh! Look! I'm disinfecting myself! Now I'm sterile!"
The little monkey jumped onto his shoulder and ripped off a piece of loose skin. Jupp screamed and laughed at the same time. "AAAAAH! My child is eating me! But I still love him!"
Shitter snorted. "You're disgusting."
“I am a buffet!”
He staggered back into the grass, lay on his stomach, groaned, howled, and yodeled. "Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooh!"
His skin began to peel off, shreds hanging from it. He tore them off himself, holding them up like trophies. "Look, brother! I'm shedding my skin! I'm being reborn! I am the snake of the jungle!"
Shitter continued chewing, the little monkey clapped his hands.
Jupp wrapped the scraps of skin around his head like a shabby headband. "Now I am a warrior! The Red Chief Jupp, Lord of the Burnt Pigskin!"
He screamed at the sky, pounding his chest, which immediately made him scream again because it burned. "AAAAAH, damn it! But I'm invincible!"
Then he fell down, crying like a baby. "Shitter, bro, I can't take it anymore! Kill me! Blast my head off! Hurry!"
Shitter lit a joint and blew the smoke in Jupp's face. "If you die, you die on your own. I'm not wasting energy on you."
The smoke made Jupp sleepy, but the pain persisted. He vacillated between laughing and crying, between yodeling and howling.
“Everything hurts… but it’s beautiful… it’s like love… only dirtier.”
He licked a frog again, and the world began to dance. His skin stopped hurting—at least in his head. Instead, he saw himself as a red, burning idol worshipped by monkeys and frogs.
"Yes!" he cried. "Worship me, you pigs! I am the god of sunburn! I am the embers that never go out!"
The hallucination was complete. He saw the sun itself as a woman with flaming hair, kissing him, devouring his skin, caressing him with fire.
"She loves me, brother! The sun loves me!"
Shitter watched and snorted. "She's just grilling you, idiot."
"Love is pain! And pain is whiskey!"
Jupp yodeled, fell back into the mud, laughed, drooled, bled, but he didn't stop.
And so he lay there, the man with the naked sunburn, half mad, half drunk, all chaos – and grinned as if he were immortal.
The jungle wasn't silent. It hummed, screeched, chirped—but in Jupp's head, it was a constant roar. Every step, every movement was a cramp. His skin was taut like poorly laid wallpaper, about to peel off at any moment.
"Aaaaaaaaah!" he roared, scratching himself, tearing off another piece of skin. "I'm transforming! I'm a butterfly of death!"
Shitter sat under a tree, smoking, the little monkey lay on his stomach, playing with a leaf. "You're not a butterfly. You're a broken rotisserie chicken."
"Grilled chicken, it flies!" Jupp gasped, spread his arms, ran a few meters, and fell on his face. "Uuuuuh... maybe it's not a flying machine after all."
He scrambled to his feet, staggered, and grabbed a bottle. Empty. He threw it against a tree, which thudded dully. "Fucking bottles! Never enough!"
Then the next "idea" came to him. He cracked open a coconut and poured the milk over his back. It was cooling, but he still screamed. "Aaaaaah! It burns! But it's good! Healing through pain!"
The little monkey sloshed the coconut milk into his bladders, laughed, and squealed. Jupp grinned, drooled, and groaned. "Yes, little one! Keep going! You're my shaman!"
Shitter watched, shaking his head. "This isn't a cure. This is torture."
“Torture is healing!” roared Jupp, licking a frog, his eyes wide, his pupils dilated.
Then he began collecting herbs. Simply anything he could find: leaves, roots, flowers. He mashed them in the mud and smeared the mush on his back. It stank and burned, but he laughed. "Look! I'm a living jungle apothecary!"
Shitter sighed. "You're a walking dung heap."
Jupp continued smearing, everywhere, until he looked like a red and green demon. "Now I'm invincible! Half human, half plant, all chaos!"
The sun continued to burn, but Jupp was unstoppable in his frenzy. He crawled into a tree and called to the birds: "Heal me, you feathered bastards! Sing my pain away!"
The birds screeched and flew away. Jupp laughed. "They fear my power!"
Then he came up with the next method. He lay down in the ant nest, let himself be bitten, screamed, laughed, and rolled around. "Aaaaaah! Pain against pain! Ant doctors! Healing through hell!"
The little monkey screeched, and Shitter held his head. "You're completely crazy."
"Crazy? No! Enlightened!"
He crawled out again, covered in bites and bloody, grinning. "Now I'm stronger. The sunburn can't kill me. I'll kill him first!"
Then he poured the rest of a whiskey bottle over his wounds. He screamed, fell, laughed, and twitched. "Holy shit! This is the best medicine in the world!"
Shitter sighed. "You're going to die, Jupp."
“Dying is just the hangover from life!”
Night came, and Jupp lay there, stinking, covered in blisters, mud, ant bites everywhere. But he grinned. "You know, brother... I think I beat the sunburn. With whiskey, frogs, and ants."
Shitter chewed, smoked, and nodded slowly. "Or the sunburn has gotten the better of you. You just don't realize it."
"No matter! I am the victor of defeats!"
He yodeled weakly but proudly. "Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiooooooh!"
And the jungle responded as if it felt sorry for the grilled king of chaos.
The night was short, the pain long. Jupp lay awake, turning in the grass, moaning, scratching, screaming. Every mosquito bite, every gust of wind was torture. His entire body was a red wreck, his skin peeling off like old wallpaper.
"Aaaaaah, brother, I think I'm dying!" he howled, rolling back and forth. "I'm a walking lump of flesh!"
Shitter smoked serenely, the little monkey curled up next to him, asleep. "Just die. Then there'll finally be peace."
"No! I must not die! I am the Lord of the Apes! I am the Grilled Wonder!"
He tore off more pieces of skin, holding them up like trophies. "Look, I'm shedding my skin! I am the Serpent of Chaos! Tomorrow I'll have a new skin, stronger, harder, uglier!"
Shitter snorted. "You're a walking bucket of pus."
"Pus is strength!" Jupp grinned, drooled, and grabbed an empty bottle. He screamed and threw it into the forest. "Damned bottles! Always empty, never enough!"
Then a thought came to him. "You know, brother, maybe the sunburn isn't an enemy at all. Maybe it's a test. Maybe the sun wants to see if I'm worthy."
“Worthy of what?” Shitter asked, without interest.
“Worthy to become her husband!”
Shitter rolled his eyes. "The sun has already fucked you."
"Exactly! And I love it!" Jupp yodeled, weakly and croakily. "Hoooooolaridiiiiiiioooooooh!"
He staggered to the stream and threw himself into the water. It burned, but he laughed. "Yes! Even more! Pain is my Holy Spirit!"
He crawled out and dropped into the embers of the fire. Sparks flew, his skin sizzled. He screamed, laughed, and rolled back out. "Now I'm indestructible! Sunburn, fire, water—I've conquered them all!"
The little monkey squealed and clapped his hands. Shitter sighed. "You didn't beat anything. You're just too drunk to realize you're losing."
"Losing is winning!" Jupp roared, falling to his knees and raising his arms to the sky. "I am the martyr of the jungle! Burn me! Grill me! But give me whiskey!"
The night dragged on, and Jupp continued to delirious. He saw visions: monkeys carrying him as king. Frogs anointing him. The sun itself kissing him, eating his skin, turning him into a fire god.
By morning, he was a wreck. Red, sore, smelly, his skin in tatters, but alive. He pulled himself to his feet, staggered, grinned. "I survived, brother. The sun tried to roast me—but I'm still here."
Shitter nodded. "Unfortunately."
"Not unfortunately! Fortunately! I am Jupp, Lord of Burnt Skin! The Sun Warrior! The Invincible!"
He yodeled, hoarse, broken, but full of pride. "Hooooooolaridiiiiiiiiiioooooooh!"
The jungle answered. And Jupp knew: even with scraps of skin, blisters, and pus, he was still the king of chaos.
 
The jungle as a toilet
The sunburn hadn't yet healed when the next problem arose. Jupp's stomach rumbled like an old diesel engine that hadn't been driven in thirty years. It bubbled, rumbled, and rumbled inside him, as if entire tribes of monkeys were dancing the samba.
"Uuuuh, brother, something's wrong," he gasped, holding his stomach. "The fermented fruit... or the frogs... or the damn sun... something wants to come out."
Shitter grinned broadly, and the little monkey clapped. "Finally. The jungle is getting back what you've been pouring into it for weeks."
"The jungle can go to hell!" Jupp staggered off, sweating, panting. "But I need a toilet!"
Shitter laughed dryly. "The entire jungle is a toilet."
"Right..." Jupp murmured, found a spot, pulled his loincloth halfway down, and sat down. He groaned, pushed, and cursed. "Aaaaaaah! It's like I'm giving birth to a tree!"
The birds screeched, the monkeys laughed from the trees, the little monkey clapped his hands. Jupp's groans echoed through the jungle like a broken didgeridoo.
"Holy shit!" he screamed. "Literally!"
It smelled, it splashed, it bubbled. Jupp groaned, sweated, and wiped himself with leaves he had grabbed in the dark—nettles.
"Aaaaaaah! My balls!" he roared, jumping up, running in circles, screaming and laughing at the same time. "The jungle has fooled me! Damn plants!"
Shitter rolled around laughing. "Your own fault, bro."
But it didn't stop. Jupp's stomach continued to rumble. He ran from tree to tree, squatting down, again and again, louder and louder. The jungle truly became a toilet.
"I'll fertilize the entire jungle!" he shouted. "Soon there will be whiskey trees growing here!"
The little monkey squealed and climbed onto his back, while Jupp squatted down again. "Get off me, you devil! I'm a living volcano, I'll spit you out right away!"
Night came, and Jupp was still sitting in the forest, groaning, cursing, laughing. His ass was sore, his stomach empty, but he was proud. "Look! I've consecrated the jungle. I'm the Pope of Shit!"
Shitter smoked and grinned. "No. You're just the idiot who leaves his marks everywhere."
"Tracks? These are works of art! Shitty jungle-style paintings!"
And Jupp yodeled, his voice trembling but full of pride. "Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!"
The jungle responded – with a stench that even drove away the vultures.
The morning smelled worse than any pub after a long night. Everywhere Jupp had crouched in the darkness, small piles of smoke steamed like offerings to a god no one wanted to worship. The jungle stank—and Jupp was as proud as a builder who had just built a cathedral.
"Do you see this, brother?" he gasped, hands on his hips. "This is my work. My legacy. My mark on the universe."
Shitter held his nose. "This isn't a clue, this is a crime."
"No!" Jupp cried, spreading his arms. "It's art! Jungle art! The monkeys have trees, the birds have songs—and I have this!"
He stepped into a pile, grinned, and wiped it on his leg. "Look! I carry my work with me. I'm a living art museum!"
The little monkey clapped, squealed, ran through the clearing, got stuck on a pile, sniffed, shook himself.
Jupp saw this and laughed. "Even my children recognize the genius in my work!"
"Your children?" Shitter growled. "That's just a monkey. And he thinks you're an idiot."
“Everyone thinks geniuses are idiots!”
He climbed a tree and pointed at the clearing. "Here, shitter, look closely. This isn't just shit. This is architecture. A pattern, a system, a plan. I'm building the first cathedral out of dirt!"
Shitter sighed. "You're not Michelangelo. You're Mr. Diarrhea."
"Diarrhea is my chisel!" roared Jupp, falling from the tree, landing in the grass, and getting up. "And nature is my marble!"
Then he yodeled, his voice scratchy but full of pride. "Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!"
Birds flew away screeching, monkeys threw nuts at him, the jungle stank. But Jupp grinned. "They're scared. They know I'm a god. The god of shit."
His stomach rumbled again, he squatted down, pushed, and groaned. "Look, another masterpiece is being created!"
The little monkey clapped, and Shitter looked away. "I can't take it anymore. The whole jungle smells like your rotten liver."
"This is incense, brother! The fragrance of holiness!"
He wiped himself, this time with soft leaves. "Aaaaah, this is luxury. This is my throne paper."
Then he sat down on a tree stump, proud, head held high. "I am Jupp, Lord of the Apes, King of the Jungle—and Emperor of the Toilet!"
And so he sat there, stinking, laughing, drooling, while the sun rose and the vultures flew in circles above him.
The sun was high, the jungle steamed, and Jupp strutted across his steaming piles like a king across freshly laid marble. Every step was sticky, every breath smelled of a crime—but for Jupp, it was glory.
"See, shitter?" he shouted, chest out, arms outstretched. "This is my kingdom! My palace! My Versailles of filth and stench!"
Shitter held his tail over his nose, the little monkey giggled, jumping from pile to pile as if he were playing a grotesque game of hopscotch.
"You're sick, Jupp," Shitter growled. "Not just in your head. Also in your ass."
"Exactly! I'm doubly sick! That makes me doubly holy!"
Then they heard voices. People. Laughter. Footsteps. A group of tourists with cameras, led by a guide who explained the jungle as if it were a park with an entrance ticket.
Jupp grinned, almost drooling with joy. "Perfect! Visitors! My kingdom is getting pilgrims!"
He ran, climbed a tree, and shouted from above: "Welcome to the Temple of the Jungle! Free entry—but you pay with your noses!"
The tourists looked around, confused. Then came the stench. One man held his stomach, a woman choked, a child began to cry.
“What is that smell?!” screamed the guide, waving wildly.
Jupp yodeled from above. "Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!"
Then he jumped down and landed right in the middle of his piles, spraying dirt and stench in all directions. The tourists screamed and scattered in panic.
"You're treading on holy ground!" Jupp roared, arms outstretched. "This is the king's toilet! Whoever walks here will walk through my bowels!"
A man stepped directly into a steaming pile, slipped, and fell. The camera flew into the grass. Jupp laughed so loudly that birds flew into the air.
"See? The jungle is embracing you! You're becoming part of my art!"
The woman vomited into the bushes, the child screamed even louder. The guide pulled everyone back, shouting in panic: "Quick! Get out of here! He's a madman!"
"No!" Jupp grabbed a branch and waved it like a scepter. "I'm not a madman! I'm the ruler of filth! The Pope of Piss! The Emperor of Shit!"
Shitter sat in the shadows, laughing himself half to death. "I've never seen anything so sick. You're worse than the cannibals."
"Let the cannibals come!" Jupp yelled, standing with his legs wide apart, the stench like a protective shield around him. "I have an army of stench! No one can stand it!"
The tourists fled, stumbling, choking. One lost his hat, another his glasses. Jupp picked them both up, placed the hat on his filthy head, and the glasses on his nose. "Look, shitter! I'm now the Professor of Shit! Dr. Dirt himself!"
The little monkey laughed and patted him on the head. Shitter chuckled. "You're more of an idiot in the toilet."
But Jupp grinned, proud, head held high. "My kingdom has seen visitors. And they fled in fear and disgust. That's power, brother. Pure, stinking power."
He yodeled triumphantly. "Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!"
The jungle responded – with silence. Even the frogs briefly held their breath.
The tourists had long since left, leaving behind only the stench of their panic and a few towels clinging to the dirt. Jupp stood in the middle of it all, a stranger's hat askew on his head, his glasses covered in grease, grinning like a king who had just won a war.
"See, shitter?" he shouted, legs wide apart between the steaming piles. "That was just the beginning! This place will be famous! People will flock here! People will say: 'That's where Jupp, the prophet of the toilet, lives!'"
Shitter took a drag on his joint and blew out smoke. "People would probably say, 'That's where the crazy guy who stinks of shit lives.'"
"Crazy? No! Inspiring!" Jupp spread his arms. "This is my temple. Every pile an altar, every fly a prayer book!"
The little monkey giggled, slapped a steaming pile of dung, and splashed himself. Jupp picked him up and spun around. "My disciple! My altar boy! Together we celebrate mass in the cathedral of feces!"
Shitter snorted. "I swear, the sun burned your brain."
"No! She enlightened me!"
Then Jupp began collecting leaves, sticking them in the ground like flags. He marked every pile, every spot, until the clearing looked like a grotesque cemetery. "These are my monuments! Every pile a memory, every flag a victory!"
He sang, babbled, preached. "My brothers, my sisters – enter the realm of freedom! Here there is no shame, no limits, only pure, honest shit!"
Monkeys screeched, birds circled above him, frogs croaked. Jupp was convinced they all understood him.
"This is my community choir!" he cried. "The jungle itself sings my song!"
He tore a leaf from the tree and placed it on his head like a crown. "I am the king of the compost! The emperor of the sewer!"
Shitter rolled his eyes. "You're the jungle's garbage man."
"Exactly! And every garbage man is a king!"
Then Jupp took a bottle, poured the rest over a pile, and danced around it. "Wine offering! For the gods of filth!"
The little monkey imitated him, splashed in again, and splashed everything. Jupp laughed so loudly that the birds flew up.
"See? Even the children dance in the temple! It's holy joy!"
Shitter laughed, genuinely this time. "You're the only man who sells his ass as a religion."
“And it works!”
He sat down on the largest pile, legs wide apart, head held high. "This is my throne! I rule over stench, flies, and chaos!"
Shitter held his nose. "I swear, brother, you don't rule anything. Except your own ass."
Jupp grinned, almost drooling, and yodeled at the top of his lungs. "Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!"
And the jungle responded with a stench so thick that even the vultures briefly fled.
The morning began with a humming noise. First quiet, then louder, until it sounded like an entire engine full of angry ghosts. Jupp lay in the middle of his "throne pile," which he had crowned the day before, rubbing his eyes.
"What the hell…?"
Then he saw them: flies. Thousands, perhaps millions. Black clouds hovering over his "holy altars," covering the piles, buzzing, crawling, feeding.
"Ooooooh, my disciples!" cried Jupp, jumping up with his arms outstretched. "The angels of the temple have appeared!"
Shitter sat in the shade, waving away the stench with a leaf. "Those aren't angels, they're a plague. You'll be crawling with maggots in a minute."
"Maggots are the children of life!" Jupp reached into a pile and lifted a handful containing wriggling white worms. "See? My congregation is growing!"
The little monkey screeched, plopped into the pile, and hurled the maggots around like confetti. Jupp danced and yodeled. "Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiiooooooh!"
But the stench was now so unbearable that even the monkeys in the trees fled. Birds circled, screeched, and disappeared. The jungle became empty. Only Jupp stood there, surrounded by a cloud of flies.
"See, shitter?" he boasted. "Even the animals fear my temple. That's power!"
Shitter coughed and held his nose. "This isn't a temple. This is a biological weapon."
"Even better! I'm the General of the Stench!"
Then they heard drums. Muffled, steady, from deep in the forest. Shitter tensed, the little monkey clutching at his fur.
“Those are the cannibals,” muttered Shitter.
Jupp grinned broadly, almost drooling. "Perfect! Pilgrims from foreign lands!"
The drums drew closer, then they stepped out of the thicket: a dozen men, painted, with spears, wearing bone necklaces. They paused when they saw the clearing.
And then came the stench.
The men choked, held their noses, and one almost fell over. The leader spat and shouted something in his own language.
Jupp spread his arms, proud, naked, and dirty. "Welcome to the temple! You are entering the realm of the Emperor of Shit!"
The cannibals stared, disgusted, uncertain. The leader raised his spear, about to give an order – but then accidentally stepped into a pile of cannibals. He slipped and fell sprawling, his face smashed into the middle.
The men roared and laughed, one almost falling over with laughter. The leader screamed, spat, wiped himself, and angrily threw his spear into the ground.
Jupp yodeled triumphantly. "See, shitter? Even the cannibals are lying in the dirt before me!"
The men tried to pull the leader up, but the stench was so strong that they choked. Finally, cursing and coughing, they fled back into the forest.
Jupp picked up the spear, holding it like a trophy. "I have won! My temple has driven them away! No blood, no weapons—only pure, holy stench!"
Shitter laughed and coughed at the same time. "You're a monster."
"No! I am a prophet! My kingdom is growing! Soon the entire jungle will be my toilet!"
He stood with his legs wide apart on his throne pile and raised his spear. "This is just the beginning! I am Jupp, Lord of the Apes—and King of Feces!"
And he yodeled so loudly that the clouds of flies billowed like smoke. "Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!"
The cannibals were gone, the tourists long since vanished, but Jupp still stood like a victorious general amidst his steaming mobs. The cannibal's spear in one hand, an empty whiskey bottle in the other. A tourist's hat on his head, crooked glasses on his nose. He looked like the final boss in a game no one wanted to play voluntarily.
"Look, shitter!" he shouted, legs wide apart, chest puffed out. "My empire is growing! My temple is alive! Now all we need are rituals."
Shitter sat in the shade, arms crossed, the little monkey dozing on his stomach. "You don't need a temple. You need soap."
"Soap is for losers!" Jupp raised the spear, twirled it through the air, and almost fell over. "We need masses! Holy celebrations! We'll bless this shit!"
He took the bottle and poured the last drops over a pile. "This is my blood, shed for the jungle." Then he patted it with his hand, drawing crosses on his forehead, on his chest, on his stomach. "This is my sacrament!"
Shitter groaned. "You're a walking error."
"No! I am the high priest of the bunch!"
Then Jupp began to preach. He walked in a circle, his arms outstretched, his spear like a scepter. "Brothers and sisters, we're all in the same boat! No rich, no poor, no ape, no human—in the end, we're all just shit!"
The little monkey clapped, squealed, jumped into a pile, and splashed around like an altar boy in a baptismal font. Jupp yodeled, laughed, and picked him up. "Look! The first altar boy! An angel of stench!"
Shitter just shook his head. "If this is religion, then the devil is Pope."
"The devil? The devil has nothing against me! I'm worse!"
Then came the climax. Jupp stood on his largest pile, raised his spear, and shouted to the heavens: "I sacrifice my kingdom to the gods of Chaos! If you want me, then take me! But until then, I'll shit, drink, and yodel!"
He yodeled at the top of his lungs. "Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!"
The scream echoed, birds flew up, monkeys screeched, frogs croaked. Even the clouds of flies scattered.
Then Jupp toppled forward, directly into the pile he was standing in. He lay there, laughing, and wiping his mouth. "Now I am truly one with my kingdom."
Shitter clapped his hand over his eyes. "I swear, you're the only person who willingly bathes in his own filth."
"Not voluntary! Divine!" Jupp scrambled to his feet, shining, stinking, triumphant. "I'm no longer just king of the toilet. I'm the god of shit!"
The little monkey giggled, Shitter laughed reluctantly, and the jungle smelled worse than ever.
Night settled over the jungle like a heavy, stinking blanket. Normally, it would have become quieter, but there was no peace in Jupp's clearing. The stench hung like a fog, and the buzzing of the flies mingled with Jupp's yodeling, his babble, his sick laughter.
He sat in the middle of his throne pile, the cannibal's spear in his hand, his tourist hat pulled low over his face. Beside him were the empty bottles, around him the steaming altars of his temple. He was the high priest of a religion that no one wanted – except himself.
"Shitter!" he cried, his voice hoarse. "Do you see that? The temple is alive! The flies are praying! The maggots are dancing! I have a congregation!"
Shitter sat further away, in the shade, smoking, shaking his head. "You don't have a community. You have a dump."
"Garbage dump? No! Cathedral! Every pile a column, every fly a choir!"
The little monkey clapped, slapped into a pile, and smeared his face like a warrior. Jupp laughed, picked him up, and waved him like a holy relic. "Look! My acolyte is ready for battle!"
The night seemed to be listening. Sounds came from the forest: the cracking of branches, the shuffling of feet. Perhaps animals, perhaps cannibals, perhaps tourists who had gotten lost. Jupp didn't care. He was ready.
"Come on!" he roared, raising his spear. "Enter my realm! You won't survive!"
But no one stepped out. Only the sounds of the jungle, the flies, the drumming in Jupp's head.
He began to sing. A dirty, off-key song, half sermon, half drunken chant. "We're all just shit, brothers... we all stink the same... the sun roasts us, the rain washes us, but in the end, all that remains is dirt..."
He laughed, coughed, drank from a nearly empty bottle, and poured the rest over himself. The alcohol burned his sore skin. He screamed and grinned. "Look! Baptism in the name of shit!"
Shitter snorted. "You're sick, brother. Sick to the bone."
“Sick is just another word for free!”
He stood on the throne pile, spread his arms, and yodeled. "Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!"
The scream echoed, birds flew away, monkeys screeched in the distance. But this time something else answered: a dull rumble, a thunderstorm gathering in the sky.
Lightning flashed, thunder rolled. Rain began to fall, first in drops, then in torrents.
Jupp laughed and spread his arms. "You see! Even the gods are coming to anoint my kingdom!"
The rain transformed the clearing into a stinking mud field. Its altars came loose, running away in brown streams. The stench grew even worse; everything was floating, everything was mingling.
Shitter jumped onto a branch, the little monkey clinging to him. "This is the end of your kingdom, Jupp."
"No!" Jupp yelled, dancing in the dirt, falling, getting up again, laughing. "This is rebirth! My temple is getting bigger! The whole jungle is turning into a toilet!"
He slipped, fell face-first into the mud, resurfaced, grinned, and screamed. "Look! I am one with my kingdom! I am the mud, I am the stench, I am the god of filth!"
Thunder crashed, the rain lashed, and Jupp danced, yodeled, and laughed until he collapsed in the mud. He lay there, arms outstretched, eyes half-closed.
"Shitter..." he muttered, weakly but grinning. "If I die tonight, it'll be as the king of the toilet."
Shitter sighed, smoked, and looked at the drooling, stinking pile of man in the mud. "You're not dying, Jupp. You're too dirty to die."
And so the night ended: with lightning and thunder, with rain and stench – and with Jupp, the self-proclaimed god of shit, sleeping laughing in the dirt.
 
Shitter philosophizes stoned
The rain had washed the jungle clean—at least as clean as one could get a jungle after Jupp had turned it into an open-air toilet for days. The stench still hung in the air, but weaker, diluted by raindrops, mist, and the humid heat.
Jupp lay drooling in the mud, half-conscious, like a forgotten piece of barbecue meat. The little monkey slept curled up next to him, squeaking softly as if dreaming of a world without booze, frogs, and stench.
Only Shitter was awake.
He sat on a branch, his legs dangling, a makeshift pipe between his lips. The smoke curled in the air, thick, sweet, heavy. Shitter took a deep drag, let it creep into his lungs, held it there until his eyes glazed over. Then he blew it out slowly, sighed.
"You know, Jupp..." he murmured, although the man downstairs couldn't hear anything, "life is really just a joint. You pull, you hold, you blow – and in the end, all that's left is ash."
He laughed quietly, scratched his stomach, pulled again.
"We apes... we have it easy. We don't need anything. A few fruits, a vine, a female, maybe a rock to crack. That's it. But you humans? You drive yourselves crazy. You build ships, lose babies, drink yourselves to death. And in the end..." He pointed the embers of his pipe at Jupp. "...you end up lying in the dirt like everyone else."
He grinned, coughed, wiped his mouth.
"I raised you, Jupp. I saved you from drowning, I taught you how to play monkey. And what do you do? You drink, you lick frogs, you piss on tourists. Actually…" – he took another deep breath, blowing a cloud into the night – "…actually, you're exactly what you humans have always been: monkeys with too much chaos in your heads."
The smoke made him heavy, his thoughts slipped slowly, stickily.
"But maybe that's the trick... Maybe chaos is all that matters. No God, no plan, just booze and stench and a little laughter in between."
He giggled, almost childishly. "And you're damn good at it, Jupp. You're pure chaos. A walking joke. Maybe you really are something special."
Down in the mud, Jupp rolled around, wheezing, laughing in his sleep, as if he had somehow heard Shitter's words.
Shitter snorted. "You're an idiot. But my idiot."
Then he laid his head back and looked up at the sky. The stars sparkled, the smoke rising. "Maybe we're all just monkeys trying to catch stars. But you, Jupp... you always miss. And somehow that's exactly right."
He took another drag, the embers glowed, his gaze softened. "Screw it. Tomorrow you'll be drunk again, I'll be stoned again, and the jungle will still stink. That's life. Nothing more, nothing less."
Shitter laughed, scratched his butt, and yodeled softly, almost lovingly. "Hooooolaridiiiiiooooooh..."
And the jungle answered as if it had briefly understood what this old, stoned monkey meant.
The smoke hung thick in the air, as if someone had cast a blanket of fog over the jungle. Shitter sat there, his legs dangling, his pipe between his fingers, the embers glowing like a heartbeat in the darkness. Every drag made him heavier, but his thoughts grew lighter, floating like leaves in the wind.
"You know, Jupp..." he muttered, while the drooling idiot below continued snoring in the mud, "Freedom is actually just an illusion. You humans always think you can control something—your life, your future, your big fucking dreams. But in the end, it's the jungle that controls you. Hunger. Thirst. The next storm. Or the next glass of whiskey."
He laughed quietly, coughed, and wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. "And you know what? That's a good thing. We monkeys figured it out long ago. Freedom doesn't mean having everything. Freedom means needing nothing. But you? You always need more. More booze, more filth, more drama."
Shitter looked down at Jupp, who was turning over in his sleep, half lying in a puddle, grinning. "And you, brother... you're the exception. You've lost everything, and what do you do? You don't need anything. Just frogs, booze, and the occasional tree to piss on. Maybe... maybe you're freer than everyone else."
He took another deep drag, the embers flickered, smoke burned in his lungs.
"Freedom sucks when you measure it. But it feels good when you live it. And you, Jupp, live it—in the dirtiest, stupidest way I've ever seen. You're free because you don't care about anything. Even your own damn sunburn. I wish I were that free."
His eyes became glassy, ​​his head heavier. But his thoughts flowed on, deeper, like a bottle drained to the last drop.
"And then there's death. I've seen it often. Monkeys falling from trees. Snakes grabbing you. Poachers shooting. All so fast, all senseless. You humans make a fuss out of it. Heaven, hell, reincarnation. But in the end..." He pulled on his pipe, exhaled the smoke slowly. "...in the end, death is just a pause that never ends. Nothing bad, nothing major. Just peace."
He grinned crookedly, looked back at Jupp. "But you? You'll probably never die. You're too loud, too dirty, too drunk. Even death holds its nose and runs away."
The little monkey woke up, climbed up Shitter, and snuggled into his arm. Shitter scratched him and took another drag on his pipe. "You see, little one... life is like weed. You take a drag, get high, laugh, and eventually, all you have left is ash. But if you're lucky, you'll smoke with someone just as messed up as you."
He looked up at the sky; the stars sparkled, the smoke drifting upward like a prayer. "Maybe we're all just sparks that burn briefly and then go out. But Jupp... he's a whole garbage dump that never stops smoking."
Shitter laughed, coughed, and stroked the little monkey's head. "Screw it. Tomorrow he'll puke again, I'll keep smoking weed, and the jungle will go its own way. Maybe that's all you should expect from life."
He laid his head back, closed his eyes, and blew a final thick ring of smoke into the night. "Freedom, filth, and death—those are the only truths. Everything else is just theater."
And Shitter fell asleep, stoned, content, with a cynical smile on his lips.
The smoke still hung over the clearing like a second skin. Shitter sat slumped on his branch, his pipe almost empty, but the embers still glowing. His eyes were red, his head heavy as a rock, but his thoughts fluttered like moths around a flame.
"You know, Jupp..." he muttered, while the idiot below was still snoring and drooling in the mud, "sometimes I wonder why I'm still here. I'm old. My fur's gray, my bones crack. I used to be the top ape. Strong, loud, everyone respected me. Today? Today I sit here, smoke my head off, and listen to you yodel."
He grinned crookedly, coughed, and blew out smoke. "Maybe that's exactly my role. The old fool who's seen too much, knows too much, to take anything seriously anymore. Everything repeats itself. Sun rises, sun sets. One eats, one gets eaten. The jungle rots and grows again. Everything's the same. Only you, Jupp—you bring chaos to the circle."
He looked down at the human, who was now farting in his sleep as if he were offering the jungle a melody. Shitter laughed. "That's exactly what I mean. You're the glitch in the system. The jungle is a clockwork, and you're the stone that fell between the gears. And you know what? Maybe that's exactly what it needs."
He took another drag on his pipe, even though there was barely anything left in it. Just a crumb, which grew hot and tasted bitter. But it was enough to carry the flow of thoughts forward.
"Maybe the point isn't to let everything run smoothly. Maybe the point is to bring in the dirt, the chaos that forces everyone to wake up. The tourists flee, the cannibals vomit, even the vultures avoid you. You're like a force of nature that no one ordered, but everyone gets."
Shitter chuckled and coughed. "And me? I'm just your commentator. The old monkey on the sidelines, watching you burn everything down and rolling a joint. Maybe that's my place. No more fighting, no more leading. Just smoking weed and watching the jungle burn."
The little monkey stirred, snuggled closer. Shitter stroked him, murmuring, "You are the future, little one. Not Jupp, not me. You'll grow up in chaos, and if you're lucky, you'll learn to survive it. Maybe you'll be the only one who makes something of it."
He looked up at the stars again. "But maybe not. Maybe it will all end the way it began—with screaming, blood, dirt, and a whole lot of shit. And that's okay, too. Because it's honest. Because it's real."
One long drag, the embers went out, the pipe was empty. Shitter laid it beside him, leaning his head against the trunk.
"You know, Jupp... maybe you're not such an idiot after all. Maybe you're the most honest version of us all. No masks, no lies. Just booze, frogs, and stench. And I, the old shitter, am your witness. Your chronicler. Your court jester."
He grinned wearily and closed his eyes. "Screw it. Tomorrow the sun will rise again, you'll puke in the stream, and I'll keep smoking. Maybe that's exactly what life is: repetition. But thanks to you, Jupp, at least it's not boring."
And so the old monkey sat there, stoned, half asleep, half thinking, while the jungle rustled around him – and the man farted on in the mud, dreaming.
Shitter was so drunk that he barely knew where the smoke ended and his thoughts began. The jungle was breathing—he swore he heard it. Every tree, every root, every damn mushroom was whispering. Not in words, but in a kind of vibrating hum that crept through his bones.
"Holy shit..." he muttered, placing his hand on the branch he was sitting on. "The forest is talking."
Downstairs, Jupp tossed and turned in his sleep, scratched his ass, and farted long and loudly. To Shitter, it sounded like the jungle had answered.
"Exactly..." he slurred, his eyes half-closed, his pupils wide. "Everything's connected. My joint, your fart, the rain, the stars. A circle of stench and beauty."
He laughed, coughed, giggled again.
"Maybe... maybe fate is just a bad joke. Maybe there are a few gods up there, as big as I am right now, rolling the dice. Who lives, who dies, who falls into the shit. And when they get bored, they throw Jupp into the mix so everyone can laugh again."
He looked up at the sky. The stars trembled as if they were dancing. One shot across and burned up. Shitter stared, nodded. "See, Jupp? That's exactly what we're like. Bright for a moment, then ash. But you... you're like a garbage dump, forever smoldering. Never fully alight, never fully out. Always stinking, always smoking."
The little monkey snuggled closer to Shitter, squeaking softly. Shitter stroked him, his fingers trembling. "You're young, little one. All you see is chaos. But maybe chaos is the only thing that's real. Order is a lie invented by humans. Monkeys know that. Everything falls apart. Everything rots. And yet something new grows. That's the jungle. That's life."
He reached for the empty pipe and took a drag, even though there was nothing left in it. Only a bitter, dry taste. But his mind kept spinning.
"And you know... I'm not afraid of the end. I've seen it too many times. Friends, women, children... all gone. And yet here I sit, smoking my soul away, watching some drunken idiot turn the jungle into a toilet. Maybe that's exactly my destiny: no fighting, no dying—just watching."
He looked back down at Jupp, who was now murmuring in his sleep as if he were talking to bottles in his dreams. Shitter grinned. "You are the storm, Jupp. And I am the old tree that survives it because it's deeply rooted. But at some point... at some point, every storm will tear down even the thickest tree."
His voice became quieter, more fragile. "Maybe that'll be soon. Maybe I'll lie down tomorrow and not wake up again. And you know what? It would be okay. I've seen it all. War, fire, rain, love, death. And you, Jupp—the greatest catastrophe of all."
He laughed, his eyes filling with tears, whether from the smoke or the memory, he didn't know. "When I go, I'm going to go high. With a laugh. And you'll keep yodeling and puking until the whole jungle smells of you."
The little monkey squeaked as if he were scared. Shitter hugged him to his chest. "Don't worry, little one. Not yet. Not today. Today I'm sitting here, smoking my head off and talking to stars."
He raised his hand and pointed to the sky. "Do you see me? I'm a shitter, ape supreme, philosopher, chronicler of chaos! Write it down in your damned star books!"
Then he yodeled, weakly, harshly, but defiantly. "Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiooooooooh!"
And for a moment he swore the sky answered—a rumble in the distance, as if the universe had briefly laughed.
The smoke had long since dissipated, but in Shitter's head, it continued to swirl like fog in a canyon. Everything was soft, flowing, slanted. The stars still danced, Jupp's snoring sounded like drums from a foreign land, and the little monkey breathed warmly against his chest.
Shitter closed his eyes, letting the images come. They were no longer clear thoughts, more like visions, fragments, crazy scenes that played out in his head like a film.
He saw Jupp, taller than the trees, with a crown of bottles on his head, a scepter made from a rotten banana in his hand. Behind him was an army of drunken monkeys, frogs, and flies. "The Lord of Chaos," muttered Shitter. "That's what they'll call you one day."
Then Isolde appeared. In his vision, she was twice as fat as she was in real life, but she wore armor, a shield made from a frying pan, and a sword made from a spoon. She shouted orders, trying to force Jupp's chaos into order. But every time she took a step, she stumbled into a mess Jupp had left behind. "And so she, too, will fail," Shitter chuckled, "because no one can bring order to your life, Jupp."
The little monkey appeared in the images—grown, tall, strong, with a clear gaze. He held no spear, no weapon, just a joint, which he was calmly smoking. "Maybe... maybe you are the future," whispered Shitter, holding the little one tighter. "Not chaos, not order—but only... serenity."
And then he saw himself. Older, even grayer, even more wrinkled. But he laughed. Sitting somewhere in the shadows, smoking, watching the others play out their act. "Yes... that's me. The commentator, the court jester. I'll never be the lead role. But without me... there'd be no one to get the punchline."
He opened his eyes and looked out into the night again. "Maybe that's the truth: each of us is just part of a damn farce. Jupp the idiot, Isolde the wannabe queen, the little guy the future, and me, the old monkey, chronicling it all with a stoned grin."
A sigh, heavy, deep. "And you know what? That's enough. I don't need a crown, a throne. I have my weed, my smoke, my place on this branch. And that's more than most have."
Downstairs, Jupp wheezed, muttering, "Whiskey... Isolde... shitty tourists...", then rolled over in his sleep and farted loudly. Shitter laughed, coughed, and wiped his eyes.
"Yes, brother. You'll never be king in the traditional sense. But you are king of chaos. And that's much more fun."
The little monkey squeaked as if he agreed. Shitter stroked his head and whispered, "One day you'll tell your own stories. But until then, listen to me. Listen to an old monkey giggle because he knows life is just a bad joke."
Then Shitter raised his head and looked back at the stars. "And if any of you up there are listening—remember my name. I'm Shitter. Supreme ape, philosopher, stoner. And I know: The universe isn't serious. It's just one damn long joint."
He grinned, tired and content, letting his head hang as the visions faded. "And Jupp is the filter. Always clogged, always dirty, but without him, nothing works."
The night was silent, except for the chirping of insects and the distant murmur of the river. Shitter sat there, half lying, half hanging on his branch. The little monkey breathed against his chest, Jupp wheezed in the mud below like a broken engine. And Shitter, old and high, let his thoughts run wild as if his head were a movie theater without a break.
"Everything has an end..." he murmured, his voice hoarse from the smoke. "Every tree falls eventually. Every fire goes out. Every body rots. But the jungle? The jungle never dies. It eats itself, grows again, laughs at us all."
He closed his eyes and saw images. Trees falling. Rivers drying up. Monkeys turning into shadows. And in the middle of it all, Jupp, larger than life, half man, half ruin.
"You're no hero, Jupp," he whispered, "but you're the symbol. When the jungle burns, you're the last thing left—smelly, babbling, yodeling. You're proof that even in ruin, chaos still lives."
He continued to puff on his pipe, even though it had long since cooled down. His mouth tasted bitter, but his mind kept spinning.
"Maybe one day the jungle won't be there anymore. Poachers, fires, tourists with cameras trampling everything down. And when everything is bare, not a tree, not a bird, not a monkey left... then you'll be standing there, Jupp. With a bottle in your hand, bare ass in the wind, and you'll be yodeling. Because you're too stupid to realize it's all over. And that's exactly why... you'll be forever."
Shitter coughed, laughed, and wiped his eyes. "Fuck heroes. The world needs clowns. And you're the biggest clown the jungle has ever seen."
The little monkey stirred, looked at him with wide eyes. Shitter stroked him, murmuring: "Maybe you'll see it all fall apart. Maybe you'll live longer than me. But don't forget one thing: Laugh about it. If the jungle dies, laugh. If everything rots, laugh. That's the only answer that makes sense."
He laid his head back, staring up at the sky. The stars twinkled as if they were listening. "And when I go, when my bones finally hit the dirt... I'll be watching you, Jupp. From somewhere up there, with a joint in my hand. And I'll laugh while you down your last bottle."
He grinned, weakly, tiredly. "Maybe... maybe you're not the end. Maybe you're proof that there's never an end. As long as someone's still farting, drinking, and yodeling, the jungle lives on. In its sick, damned way."
A long sigh. The smoke was gone, the high softened, but the images remained. "Screw the doom. The jungle has survived us, will survive us. Only you, Jupp... you'll always be in the middle of it. The eternal idiot at the center of chaos."
Shitter laughed softly, stroking the little monkey's head. "And maybe... this is exactly the role fate has given you."
He yodeled faintly, almost like a prayer. "Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh..."
And somewhere in the distance there was a rumble of thunder, as if the sky itself had briefly answered.
The smoke was gone. The trip was almost over. Shitter hung from his branch like an old sack of fur, his pipe empty, the embers long extinguished. His head was heavy, but his thoughts still ran in circles like drunken monkeys. The little monkey slept soundly, warm against his chest, and down in the mud, Jupp continued to snore as if conducting an orchestra of farts.
Shitter sighed, closed his eyes, and let the night sink in. "You know, Jupp..." he murmured, "all this talk about meaning, about fate, about the future—it's all just noise. In the end, nothing remains. No temples, no stories. Just dirt. And maybe a laugh."
He grinned weakly, wiping the drool from his mouth. "That's the truth, brother. The jungle, the stars, the people with their ships—everything disappears. But a laugh... that remains. Even if it's just the echo of your drunken yodeling."
He looked down at Jupp, who was murmuring in his sleep, "Whiskey... Frog... Isolde...", then wheezed again. Shitter giggled. "You're a joke, brother. But a good one. One that will stick. One even the gods giggle at when they get drunk in heaven."
The old monkey stroked the little one, who twitched in his dream and squeaked. "You're the future, little one. Maybe one day you'll talk about all this. Or maybe not. Maybe you'll just smoke weed and eat and fuck..." He paused, grinned. "Whatever. Do what you want. As long as you laugh about it."
His voice became quieter, more brittle. "And me? I'll soon be history. An old monkey no one knows anymore. Just a few bones in the dirt. But that's okay. I don't need a monument. I don't need a throne. I had my joint. I had my laugh. And I had you, Jupp—the biggest idiot the jungle has ever seen."
He leaned his head back and looked up at the sky. Clouds were gathering, the stars were slowly disappearing. "Perhaps this is the final joke: that we're all the same in the end. Apes, men, kings, bums. All bones in the mud. But as long as one of us can still yodel, the universe has something to laugh about."
He grinned, closed his eyes, and murmured almost like a prayer: "So laugh, Jupp. Laugh until your lungs burst. Laugh for me when I'm gone. Laugh for the jungle. Laugh for everything."
One last sigh, deep and content. "Screw it. Life is just a bad joint. And I'm glad I shared it with you."
Shitter fell asleep—stoned, content, with a grin that looked as if he had understood the last secret.
Down in the mud, Jupp spun around, farting so loudly that even the birds fluttered. And somewhere, deep in the jungle, it reverberated like a cosmic echo.
 
Night in the swamp full of frogs
The evening smelled of rot and damp moss. The swamp breathed heavily, thick clouds of fog crept between the trees like drunken ghosts. Jupp stood at the edge, swaying, the bottle in one hand, his loincloth half-open, his eyes glazed over.
"This is it, brother," he murmured, almost drooling. "Paradise. A sea of ​​frogs. Every night a feast. Every tongue a ticket to the universe."
Shitter sat on a branch, holding the little monkey in his arms. "You mean every tongue is a direct path to the toilet."
"Toilet, universe—it's the same thing!" Jupp spread his arms and stumbled into the mud until he was knee-deep in it. "Look, you holy frogs! Your prophet has come!"
And indeed: there was croaking everywhere. Hundreds, perhaps thousands of frogs. Poison dart frogs, fat bullfrogs, colorful little devils with glittering eyes. The entire swamp vibrated with their concert.
Jupp grinned, staggered, grabbed one, and licked it greedily on the back. He immediately grimaced, giggled, and screamed. "Ooooooh, that's a bang! Hello, universe! I'm back!"
He started running, stumbled, fell into the mud, got back up, and laughed like a madman. "Shitter! Do you see the colors? Everything's glowing! Even your ass is glowing like a Christmas tree!"
Shitter smoked and blew out the smoke. "That's not my ass, that's the moon."
"The moon is your ass! And I'm its prophet!"
Jupp yodeled, loudly, shrilly, the swamp echoing back. "Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!"
The frogs answered. Croaking, screeching, a chorus of a thousand voices. To Jupp, it sounded like an orchestra playing just for him.
"Yes! Play for me! Your music is my heartbeat!"
He reached for another, licked, giggled, danced. His eyes rolled, his body swayed, but he was happy.
Shitter shook his head and muttered, "You're really the only person who sees an entire swamp as a drug store."
"And you're my stoner priest!" Jupp yelled, falling backward into the water, splashing everything. "Baptism of the mad! Look, I'm born again!"
He lay there, arms outstretched, frogs jumping over him, croaking. Jupp laughed, sang, and drooled. "I am the king of the frogs! Ruler of tongues! Prophet of slime!"
And the swamp laughed along – in the form of croaking, hallucinating chaos.
The swamp sang, croaked, and trembled. Jupp lay in the mud, arms outstretched, his eyes so wide they almost popped out. Every breath was a rush, every movement a flash in his head.
"Shitter!" he gasped, reaching for another poison dart frog. "You're talking to me!"
Shitter puffed on his pipe, the little monkey crouched beside him. "Nobody talks to you. You're just high."
“No, brother! Listen carefully!”
And indeed: the frogs were no longer croaking randomly. To Jupp, it sounded like words, like sentences, like a choir speaking only for him.
"Yup... Yup..." it echoed. "We are your brothers... your disciples... your people..."
He jumped up, almost fell over again, and laughed hysterically. "See, shitter? They're calling my name! I'm their king!"
The frogs hopped around him, hundreds of small bodies gleaming in the moonlight. To Jupp, they were soldiers in shining armor saluting him.
"My army!" he roared, arms raised. "We march against the cannibals, against the poachers, against the tourists! No one can stop us!"
A fat bullfrog croaked particularly loudly. In Jupp's hallucination, he was a general with a helmet and a spear.
“Command us, Lord of Tongues!” the frog roared in his head.
Jupp nodded seriously, drooling. "Attack! March on! Drown the world in croaking!"
The frogs jumped and croaked, a chaos of movement. Jupp spun along, danced, stumbled, fell into the water, and got up again.
Shitter watched the spectacle and took a puff on his pipe. "You're completely crazy, brother."
"No! I am a general! A prophet! I will lead the amphibians into war!"
He grabbed another frog, licked it, his tongue burned, his head exploded with color. He screamed, laughed, yodeled. "Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!"
The frogs answered in chorus. For Jupp, it was music, an orchestra, a hymn. For Shitter, it was just deafening croaking.
"See, shitter?" Jupp gasped, his arms raised to the sky. "This is my crowning glory! I am the ruler of the swamp!"
The old monkey laughed harshly. "You're at most the court jester of the mud."
But Jupp couldn't hear him anymore. He was already too deep in. For him, the swamp was a palace, the frogs his subjects, and he himself – a god of booze, slime, and madness.
Jupp swayed, staggered, standing half in the water, half in the mud. His eyes rolled, his heart raced, and suddenly the croaking of the frogs became something else. It was no longer just noise. It was orderly. Structured. Like voices overlapping, a chorus focused on him.
"Yup... yup..." echoed in his head. "Step forward. Your judgment awaits."
He stared into the darkness, clutching the bottle tightly. "Judgment? What judgment? I am the ruler here! You are my subjects!"
A particularly brightly colored poison dart frog jumped onto a rock. In Jupp's vision, it wore a mold judge's wig and carried a moss scepter. Its eyes glowed.
"You're accused, Jupp," thundered in his head. "Accused of crimes against the jungle, of booze, of stench, of blasphemy against the frog's body!"
Jupp laughed loudly, drooling. "Blasphemy? I honor you! I lick you all the time!"
A chorus of frogs croaked in time. "Licking is not honor. Licking is abuse!"
Shitter snorted so hard on his branch that he almost dropped his whistle. "Finally! Someone finally says it."
Jupp staggered forward, raising the bottle. "I am your king! You cannot condemn me!"
The judge frog puffed himself up. "Kings die. Gods fall. But the frog choir remains."
Suddenly, the frogs formed a circle around him, tightly packed, thousands of eyes staring at him. The croaking became deeper, rhythmic, like drums.
“Guilty… guilty… guilty…”
Jupp fell to his knees, laughing hysterically. "Guilty of life! Guilty of drinking! Guilty of fun! Yes, damn it, I'm guilty!"
The judge frog jumped higher, his voice echoing in Jupp's skull. "Then the verdict is clear: You will never find peace. You will forever yodel, forever drink, forever stumble through the jungle, until even the last tree curses you."
Jupp raised his arms and grinned, tears and drool running down his face. "YES! This is my destiny! I am the eternal bum of the jungle! Damn me, you frogs, I love it!"
He yodeled at the top of his lungs, hoarse, broken, but triumphant. "Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!"
The frogs answered, a deafening croak, a chorus of doom.
Shitter shook his head and laughed. "Damnation? Pff. You're already damned, bro."
And Jupp, knee-deep in mud, grinned as if the verdict were the greatest compliment of his life.
The verdict still echoed in Jupp's head, an echo of croaking, thunder, and booze. But instead of collapsing, he stood up, staggering, the bottle raised like a sword.
"You cannot condemn me!" he roared, his eyes bloodshot, his mouth foaming. "If I am to fall, I will fall as a general! To battle, my army!"
The swamp vibrated. The frogs croaked louder, jumped, swarmed. To Jupp, it was an army, thousands of soldiers ready to die for him. To Shitter, it was just chaotic croaking, but he laughed until he cried.
"Do you see them?" Jupp shouted, legs wide apart in the mud. "The bravest warriors of the jungle! The Frog Legion!"
A fat bullfrog hopped in front of him, croaking deeply. In Jupp's vision, he was a general with scale armor and a bamboo lance.
“Command us, Lord of the Slimes!” roared in his head.
"Forward!" Jupp shouted, staggering off, trudging knee-deep through mud and water. "Against the cannibals, against the poachers, against all those who deny us whiskey!"
The frogs jumped after him, a storm of goo and croaking. The ground shook, the water splashed. For Jupp, it was a conquest. For Shitter, it looked more like an idiot playing catch with frogs.
“Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!” yodeled Jupp, waving the bottle like a banner.
The frogs answered, a deafening chorus.
Suddenly, Jupp stumbled and fell forward into the water. Frogs jumped on him, crawling all over his face, his chest, his legs. He screamed and laughed at the same time. "They're hugging me! They love me! This is my knighthood!"
Shitter held his stomach and giggled. "You're getting fucked by frogs, bro."
"Then so be it!" roared Jupp, ripping a frog from his chest, licking it, falling back into the water, screaming with ecstasy. "I am their god! Their sacrifice! Their general! All at once!"
The frogs croaked louder, as if they had won the battle. Jupp lay there, trembling, drooling, the bottle still held high as if it were a sacred sword.
"See, shitter?" he gasped. "I am invincible. Even condemned... I remain king. Even damned... I remain lord of the frogs!"
He yodeled again, hysterically, triumphantly, half-drowning in the mud. "Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!"
And the swamp responded with a chaos of croaking, as if the entire jungle had lost its mind for a moment.
Jupp's legs had long since become heavy as lead, his lungs filled with stench and fog. The swamp sucked him deeper into it, every step a struggle, every breath a rush. Frogs clung to him, on his chest, in his hair, even one on his forehead like a grotesque crown.
"Yes!" he roared, flailing his arms. "Crown me! Draw me into your kingdom! I'm ready for amphibian hell!"
The choir croaked, deafening, rhythmic, like a heartbeat. Jupp heard words in it, clear voices: "Come deeper... deeper... into the water, into the realm of slime..."
He laughed, spat, and swallowed swamp water that tasted of rotten moss. "I'm coming, my brothers! Lead me to your paradise!"
Shitter was still sitting on his branch, shaking his head. "The idiot's about to drown. And he thinks it's a ticket to heaven."
The little monkey squeaked worriedly, but Shitter continued smoking. "Leave him alone. Maybe he'll finally learn."
But Jupp only heard the frogs. They pulled at him, climbed, jumped, and stuck to him. In his frenzy, they were no longer animals—they were priests, warriors, angels made of slime, pulling him down.
He dropped down, submerged his face in the water, blew bubbles, and laughed. "I'll be one of you! I'll be the first human-frog! An amphibian god!"
He rowed, but not up—down. Deeper into the mud, deeper into the darkness. His body swayed, his lungs burned. But a door opened in his mind.
He saw a city of mud and moss, houses of water lilies, streets of water. Frogs in golden armor, frogs with crowns, frogs sitting on thrones. And in the center, a giant throne made of bones and seaweed.
"Sit down, Jupp," the voices boomed. "Sit down and rule over us for all eternity."
He reached out as if to touch the throne. But in reality, he was wheezing, swallowing swamp water, and kicking wildly.
"He'll be gone in a minute," muttered Shitter, now feeling a little nervous. "The idiot is diving into his own grave."
At the last moment, Jupp resurfaced, puffing and panting, drool and water running down his chin. But he was laughing, his eyes wide open.
"I saw it, shitter! The amphibian paradise! They want me! They showed me the throne!"
Shitter snorted. "You almost kissed your own grave."
"No!" roared Jupp, arms outstretched. "I am the chosen one! I am the first king in the kingdom of frogs!"
And he yodeled, gasping, half drowning, half triumphant. "Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!"
The frogs answered, loudly, shrilly, a chaos of croaking that sounded like perverse applause.
The swamp was a theater, and Jupp was the main character. He stood in the middle of the mud, dripping wet, with frogs clinging to him like medals to a general. His hair was plastered to his face, his eyes rolled, his chest heaving.
"This is it!" he roared, holding the bottle high, even though it was long empty. "My coronation! My moment! Make way for your god!"
The frogs croaked, a deafening chorus. For Shitter, it was just a hellish noise. For Jupp, it was a festive march, trumpets, bells, angelic songs.
A particularly fat frog hopped onto his shoulder and looked at him with huge eyes. In Jupp's intoxication, he wore a golden crown.
"Kneel, Lord of the Drunkards," the voice boomed in his head. "Receive the blessing of the Amphibian King."
Jupp staggered, sank to his knees, mud splashing up. "Yes! I'm ready! Crown me!"
Dozens of frogs jumped on him, crawling over his chest, his face, his head. For him, it was a ceremony. Priests anointing him, warriors swearing loyalty to him.
"I am the Slime God!" he roared, as a frog jumped into his hair. "Ruler of Moisture! King of Croaking!"
Shitter stared down and snorted. "Lord of Moisture? You're just wet, bro."
But Jupp didn't hear him. He was already too far away. In his mind, he stood in a cathedral of reeds and moss, hundreds of frogs in colorful robes kneeling before him.
A choir sang: "Glory to Jupp, the licker, the drunkard, the yodeler! Glory to the god of mud!"
Jupp raised his arms, almost stumbled, and screamed: "YES! I accept! I am your king! Your prophet! Your damned god!"
Suddenly, reality hit him again. He toppled forward, plunged his face deep into the mud, swallowed water, choked, and spat. A frog almost crawled into his mouth.
He raised his head, spat, and screamed. "Look, they are sacrificing themselves for me! They are entering my body!"
Shitter slapped his hand across his face. "The idiot is about to choke on his own god."
But Jupp stood up, staggering, arms raised to the sky. "I'm crowned! I am Lord of the Frogs! The jungle belongs to me! The sky belongs to me! Even death belongs to me!"
He yodeled, hoarse, with mud in his throat. "Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!"
The frogs answered. It was no longer a normal croaking—it sounded like a storm, like applause, like thunder.
And Jupp stood there, in the middle of the swamp, mud on his face, frogs on his body, and he laughed like a madman, as if he had conquered the whole world.
The chorus of frogs slowly faded away, the croaking returned to normal noise, the orchestra of hallucinations disintegrated into individual, muddy voices. Jupp still stood in the swamp, legs wide apart, arms raised to the sky, his head full of visions. But his knees trembled, his chest heaved, and what he had just thought was divine power was nothing more than the last traces of alcohol in his blood and an overdose of frog poison.
"I... am... king..." he slurred, mud running down his face. "I... rule... over all..."
Then he tipped backward, splashed into the water, and lay there for a moment like a corpse. Only a faint gurgling and bubbling sound rose up.
"Shit," muttered Shitter, still sitting on his branch. "Now he's really drowning."
The little monkey squeaked in panic and jumped onto Shitter's shoulder as if to say, "Do something."
Shitter snorted, took another drag on his pipe, and let the smoke billow from his nostrils. "He deserves it. But holy shit—he's Jupp. The jungle won't know what to do without him."
He slowly slid off the branch and reluctantly trudged into the mud. "Come on, you bum. Drowning is too easy for you."
Jupp wheezed, half-surfaced, his eyes glazed over. "The frogs... they... they wanted to... crown me..."
"They wanted to eat you, you idiot." Shitter grabbed him by the arm and pulled him up. Mud clung to both of them, the stench unbearable.
Jupp laughed, wheezed, and spat water. "I... saw the throne... it was made of... water lilies... and bones... I... I was king..."
"You're a lump of mud with legs." Shitter dropped him on the edge and wiped his face. "And if you step into that swamp again, I'll leave you in it."
Jupp rolled onto his back, gasping, his arms outstretched as if he were lying on a luxury bed. "But shitter... I was close... I saw amphibian paradise..."
“You’ve just licked too many frogs.”
"No!" Jupp's voice cracked, he opened his eyes wide, and glared at Shitter. "That was real! They want me! I'm the chosen one!"
Shitter knelt beside him, staring at him for a long moment. Then he snorted and shook his head. "Do you know what you are? You're not the chosen one. You're a warning sign. Proof that life isn't to be taken seriously. Anyone else would die from that stuff. Not you. You'll keep licking, keep drinking, keep yodeling—and the jungle will hate you for it and need you at the same time."
Jupp grinned, mud-caked, half-conscious. "Exactly... that's exactly me... the bum... you can't get rid of..."
He laughed, hoarsely, until it turned into a cough.
The frogs croaked again, this time without magic, just frogs being frogs. But Jupp still heard music in them, an echo of his coronation.
"They're singing for me, shitter... do you hear that? They're celebrating their king..."
“They’re celebrating that you’re finally shutting up.”
But Jupp continued to laugh, exhausted, drooling, staring up at the sky with his eyes wide open. "I... remain... their king... forever."
Shitter sat down next to him and took a final drag on his pipe. "Screw it. If you're king, I'll be your court jester. And the jungle—that's our damn theater."
Night fell heavily over the swamp. Jupp eventually fell asleep, still laughing, still lying in the dirt, as if he had truly received his crown.
And the frogs continued to croak – indifferently, chaotically, eternally.
 
 
The tourist safari from hell
The morning smelled of stale rum, wet fur, and fermented fruit. Jupp woke up with his face in the mud, a frog sitting on his forehead, and a half-chewed mango still stuck somewhere in his hair. He blinked, rubbed his eyes, and belched loudly.
"Shitter...?" he slurred. No answer. The old monkey hung a little higher up in the tree, completely sleepy, his whistle clutched in his hand like a baby clutching its rattle.
Jupp sat up, spat dirt, and grinned. "Today is a good day, I can feel it in my ass."
And then he heard it: voices. Strange voices. High-pitched, nervous, laughing, chattering. Metal clanged, camera lenses clicked.
tourists.
Jupp's grin widened, his eyes sparkling like those of a child discovering a box full of chocolates. "Finally! Fresh meat. Fresh victims."
He crawled to the edge of the clearing and hid behind bushes. There they were: a whole group. Men in safari hats, women in colorful blouses, children with selfie sticks. A guide in front, wielding a machete, hacking aside the vines.
"And here you see the untouched part of the jungle," he ranted. "Very dangerous, but also very... exclusive!"
The tourists nodded, took photos, squealed as a monkey jumped from tree to tree.
Jupp held his stomach with laughter. "Exclusive, he says! Just wait until you have my piss on your neck."
He climbed a tree, panting and sweating, but his joy drove him on. At the very top, he perched on a branch, pulled up his loincloth, and took aim.
Down below stood a fat woman in a sun hat, unwrapping a sandwich. Jupp grinned, tensed his stomach, and let it go. A golden stream fell like a blessed rain—right onto the sandwich.
The woman screamed, dropped the bread, and flailed her arms. "Oh my God! Oh my God!"
The group backed away, a hectic babble of voices. The guide raised his head and looked up. "Monkeys! Definitely monkeys!"
Jupp laughed so loudly he almost fell off the branch. "No monkey, you idiots! The Lord of the Apes himself!"
He yodeled, “Hoooooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooooh!”
The tourists screamed, one dropped his camera, a child cried.
Shitter, still half asleep, called from his tree: “Yup! Leave them alone!”
"Are you calm? They're tourists, bro! They're like cockroaches! They come, they eat, they snap, and they poop all over everything. But I poop back!"
He pulled half a fermented fruit from his pocket and hurled it with full force. It hit a man in a white shirt right on the head, and he fell into the bushes, while the others screamed.
"Safari from hell!" Jupp yelled, laughing. "Welcome to my kingdom, you cunts!"
The tourists screamed like a pack of guinea pigs thrown into a blender. Cameras flew into the mud, one accidentally stepped into a puddle and slipped, the others screamed and tried to use the guide as a human shield.
Jupp sat up on the branch, laughing so loudly his stomach hurt. "Welcome to the jungle, you assholes! Free entry, puke included!"
He grabbed another piece of fruit, mushy, fermented, and swarmed with flies. "Here, eat some vitamins, you idiot!" He hurled it with vigor. It smacked right in the face of a young man in a safari hat, who immediately yelled, "Ugh, oh God, that stinks!"
"That's organic!" Jupp yelled back. "Straight from the jungle! It doesn't get any more sustainable than that!"
A child began to cry, pulling on his mother's arm. "Mom, that monkey is evil!"
Jupp almost jumped from the branch for joy. "Not a monkey, little one! A god! The Lord of the Apes, the Lord of Piss, the Lord of Fruits!"
He pulled his loincloth aside and aimed again. This time he hit the guide, who, his face bright red, was trying to calm the situation. A warm stream of water poured down his back. The man roared, leaped forward, and brandished his machete.
"That's enough! We have to move on! Hurry, everyone, follow me!"
But Jupp wasn't finished yet. He rummaged in the mud and grabbed a fat, slimy frog that was wriggling wildly. "Special delivery, freshly caught!"
With a loud "Hooooolariiiiiiiiiioooooooh!" he hurled the frog into the middle of the group. It slapped a woman's cleavage, causing her to scream hysterically and try to scratch the creature out of her blouse.
Jupp shrieked with laughter, tears streaming down his face. "This is better than the movies! And it's free!"
A man with a camera raised his lens and aimed it at Jupp, trying to capture the spectacle. Jupp grabbed two more frogs and hurled them like live hand grenades. One hit the camera, shattering it into pieces; the other landed on the man's head and croaked so loudly that he fell over in shock.
Shitter, who had woken up by now, called from his branch: "You'll get shot someday, Jupp! They'll be back with guns!"
"Let them!" yelled Jupp, throwing a fermented mango after him. "Then I'll piss in their gun barrels, too!"
The tourists eventually fled in panic, screaming, sweating, covered in mud, fruit, and frog shit. Only the guide remained, waving his machete and shouting, "We'll be back! This won't be the last time, you bastard!"
Jupp straightened his loincloth, grinned, and shouted, “Bring some liquor, you cunts!”
Then he yodeled loudly once more, full of pride. "Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!"
And the jungle echoed as if it had just founded a new religion – the religion of chaos.
The tourists ran, stumbled, and screamed. The guide led the way with a machete, followed by a crowd of hysterical, sweating figures who looked like a bunch of bad-tempered flamingos. But Jupp? He'd tasted blood.
"Do you think you'll get off that easy?" he yelled from his branch. "Not with Jupp! I'll give you a parting gift you'll never forget in your shitty hotel rooms!"
He jumped from the tree, landed in the mud, and splashed away. His bare feet stuck, his loincloth stuck, but he moved like a madman.
"Shitter!" he yelled. "Join us! Today we're having jungle fireworks!"
Shitter sighed, scratched his fur, and took a drag on his pipe. "I'm too old for this shit... But whatever." He jumped down, the little monkey giggling after him.
Jupp grabbed half a coconut, stuffed it full of fermented fruit, shook the whole thing, and threw it with full force at the escape group. The thing exploded like a stink grenade, spraying everyone.
“Aaaaaah!” yelled a man who now looked as if he had dived into an organic waste bin.
"That's natural cosmetics, you asshole!" laughed Jupp. "Fresh, organic, sustainable!"
The tourists stumbled faster, but Jupp didn't let up. He climbed a tree, pulled down a vine, and swung forward, right over their heads.
"SURPRISE, MOTHERFUCKERS!" he yelled, dropping into the middle of the group. Chaos, screams, people falling in all directions.
Jupp landed on an old man with a camera, who immediately gasped. "Oh God! He's on me!"
Jupp farted loudly and grinned. "You're welcome, Grandpa."
Then he grabbed another frog from the mud and held it up like a bomb. "Look! The Amphibian Army greets you!" He threw it into the group, and the creature jumped like a living hand grenade between the legs of a woman who screamed as if she had seen the devil.
The guide desperately tried to restore order. "Run! Run faster!" But next he was met with Jupp's very own special attack: a targeted beam, directly from above, right at his safari hat.
“A thousand dollars for the trip, and this is free!” Jupp yelled, laughing, yodeling: “Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!”
Shitter saw the whole thing and laughed so hard he almost fell into the dirt. "You really are the asshole of the century, bro."
The tourists eventually fled screaming, leaving behind their backpacks, cameras, and even half their provisions. Jupp remained standing in the mud, his arms raised to the sky, sweaty, smelly, but triumphant.
"Yes! So flee from me, you wimps! Remember my name: Jupp, Lord of the Apes, God of Piss, King of the Frogs!"
He laughed, coughed, and almost fell over. Shitter patted him on the shoulder. "If they come back, they'll be with guns."
“Then I’ll piss in their barrels, brother.”
And somewhere in the jungle his yodeling echoed like a curse and a prayer at the same time.
The tourists' screams faded into the thicket, leaving only the rustling of their panicked flight and the stench of sweat. Jupp stood with his legs wide apart in the mud, grinning like a king after winning a battle.
"And what do we have here?" he muttered, rummaging through the abandoned backpacks. "Tribute! Offerings for the ruler of the jungle!"
He ripped open a colorful backpack and ripped open the zipper with his teeth. "Whoa, shitter, look! Chocolate! Imported!" He stuffed three bars into his mouth, chewed, slobbered, choked, coughed, and laughed. "This is better than any frog, bro!"
The next backpack contained a thermos. Jupp unscrewed it and sniffed it. "Coffee? Yuck!" He tipped the contents into the mud, immediately peed into the pot, and shook it. "There! Now it's jungle mocha."
Shitter shook his head, the little monkey clapped his hands enthusiastically.
Another bag was full of clothes. Jupp pulled out a brightly colored Hawaiian shirt and threw it on, his belly hanging out at the bottom. "So, how do I look? Am I sexy enough for high society yet?" He spun around, shaking his ass.
“You look like a bum in Hawaii,” muttered Shitter, taking a drag on his pipe.
"Exactly!" laughed Jupp. "And I feel great doing it!"
Then he found a tin of cookies. He opened it, sniffed, poured half onto the ground, stepped inside, and splashed the rest into the mud. "Mud butter cookies! House specialty!" He stuffed one in his mouth, grimacing. "Tastes like my underwear after three days of rain, but fuck it!"
The next find: a camera. Jupp held it up, grinned into the lens, and pressed the shutter button. Click! A selfie covered in mud, chocolate in his beard, an open Hawaiian shirt, a frog on his shoulder. "This is going in the family album!" He turned the camera, filming his genitals. "And that's art, bro!"
Shitter groaned and slapped his hand across his face. "One day this will hang in a museum, and people will wonder: Why?"
“Because I can!” shouted Jupp, laughing so loudly that the birds fluttered up.
He found a bag of chips, ripped it open, and threw the contents into the air. The little monkey caught the pieces, and Shitter reluctantly nibbled on one. "Not bad. But your jungle food gets me more high."
Then Jupp pulled a pack of condoms out of a backpack. He stared at them, laughing like a madman. "What the hell am I supposed to do with these? Look at me—I'm the naked emperor, I don't need plastic skin!" He blew one up like a balloon and let it fly. It shot through the air, bursting in the face of the little monkey, who giggled like crazy.
“Rubber balloons for the revolution!” yelled Jupp, blew up another one, tied it to his tail, and ran in circles.
The climax came when he discovered a flask. He unscrewed it and sniffed. Whiskey. His face lit up as if he'd found the Ark of the Covenant. "Shitter! My brother! Today we're going to party like gods!"
He downed half the flask, snorted, coughed, and grinned. "That's it, brother. That's the blood of the jungle!"
Shitter took the rest from him, took a sip, and grimaced. "This stuff sucks."
"Shit is my middle name!" Jupp raised his arms, yodeled, and drooled. "Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!"
The backpacks lay empty, the floor littered with cookie crumbs, condom scraps, chocolate wrappers, and mud. Jupp sat in the middle, his Hawaiian shirt half-open, whiskey stains on his chest, grinning like the king of a garbage empire.
"Tourist safari from hell, brother," he murmured contentedly. "And the buffet is included."
Jupp wiped his mouth, which tasted of whiskey, chocolate, and mud. His Hawaiian shirt was clinging to his body, the buttons long since blown off, and the thing looked like he'd stolen it from a trash can. He stood up, legs wide apart, the flask still in his hand.
"Brother Shitter!" he cried, staggering. "The battle isn't over yet. I took their backpacks, but their dignity... it's still out there! And I'm going to get that too!"
Shitter sat in the tree, the little monkey giggling on his shoulder. "Leave it, Jupp. You've already won. They're gone, full of fear and piss. What more do you want?"
"The credits, brother! Every good movie needs credits! And mine ends with fire, stench, and tears!"
He downed the rest of the whiskey, shook himself, yodeled, “Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!” and ran off, deeper into the jungle, following the voices.
The tourists weren't far away. Their screams and gasps echoed through the trees. They were moving in circles, panicked, without a plan. And that was precisely Jupp's stage.
He jumped onto a branch, balanced, swayed, and grinned. "Audience, I'm coming!"
The group stood together, panting, while the guide tried to find a direction. "Keep calm! We can do it! The path is just ahead!"
Then they heard a rustling above them. A shadow. And then a scream: "SUPRISE, MOTHERFUCKERS!"
Jupp dropped and landed right in the middle of them. The impact was like a bomb. The tourists screamed, jumped apart, and stumbled. Jupp stood there, legs wide apart, eyes glazed over, hair covered in mud, Hawaiian shirt flapping.
"THIS is the tourist safari from hell, my friends!" he roared, raising his arms. "And I'm your guide!"
He grabbed a handbag, snatched it from its owner, and threw it into a tree. "Exclusive souvenir, today only!"
Then he pissed in the dirt in front of the group, scooped up the mud with his hand, and threw it in their faces like clay balls. "Jungle wellness, straight from me! Softens your skin!"
A child screamed, the mother grabbed it and ran. Jupp dove after it, grabbed a camera from the ground, and filmed as he ran after it. "Live broadcast! Here you can see the escape of these civilized assholes, narrated by their host, Jupp!"
The guide shouted, "Stay together! Don't run!" But the group had already dissolved into chaos, running back and forth, screaming, crying.
Jupp was like a predator—a smelly, drunken predator. He jumped on a man's back and playfully bit his ear. "Special massage, bro!" The man shrieked, threw him off, and stumbled screaming into an anthill.
Jupp laughed until he cried, holding his stomach. "This is better than TV!"
Shitter followed leisurely, shaking his head. "You're sick, Jupp. Just plain sick."
"No, brother! I'm entertainment!"
Then he grabbed another fermented fruit, crushed it in his hand, and smeared the juice on the guide's face. "Camouflage, jungle style!"
The man stumbled blindly, ran into a tree, and fell.
The tourists finally fled for good, without a plan, without a direction, but far away from Jupp. All that remained were the remnants: trampled backpacks, lost shoes, broken cameras.
Jupp stood in the middle of the chaos, his chest raised, his Hawaiian shirt fluttering in the wind, his gaze triumphant.
"That's what safari is like!" he yelled. "A trip you'll never forget! With Jupp, the Monkey Lord, as your tour guide!"
He yodeled again, loudly, hoarsely, full of pride. "Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!"
And the jungle answered with an echo that sounded like laughter.
The tourists were gone, only their screams still echoed faintly in the distance. Jupp stood in the middle of the mud, his Hawaiian shirt open, his chest streaked with fruit juice, whiskey, and sweat. He was breathing heavily, grinning, and waving the camera he'd snatched.
"Audience!" he shouted into the jungle. "The show isn't over yet! Now comes the afterparty!"
He hauled the abandoned backpacks together and stacked them in the middle like a small stage. On top of the pile, he placed colorful blouses, sun hats, and a bright yellow raincoat. "Stage design! First class!"
Then he placed the raincoat on his head like a crown, pulled a few colorful blouses over his loincloth, and strapped two selfie sticks to his arms. He looked like a cross between a pop star and a madman who had just found fashion in a garbage dump.
"Ladies and gentlemen!" he roared, his voice wavering. "Welcome to the jungle show of Jupp, Lord of the Apes, King of Piss, and God of Frogs!"
He yodeled, “Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!” and began dancing on the makeshift stage.
Shitter sat in the tree, the little monkey beside him. "This is worse than anything I've ever seen."
"That's art, brother!" Jupp roared, throwing his arms up. "Modern art! Dada in the jungle!"
He grabbed the camera, placed it on a branch, and pointed it at him. Then he began to perform a play—just for himself.
"Here you see the noble tourist!" he shouted, putting on his sun hat, sticking out his belly, and speaking in a high-pitched voice. "Oh honey, take a picture of that ugly monkey over there!"
Then he ripped his hat off again, pulled his raincoat over his head, and yelled in a deep voice: “No, you asshole, that’s not a monkey—that’s Jupp, Lord of the Apes!”
He jumped, rolled around in the mud, and got back up. "And then..." he grabbed a fermented mango and crushed it in his hand, "nature comes and fucks you all!" He hurled the mud at the camera.
Shitter snorted so hard he almost fell off the branch. "You really are a goddamn clown."
"Exactly!" yelled Jupp, ripping his blouses off, standing there half-naked again. "The clown of the jungle! But every clown is a king if he laughs loud enough!"
He reached into the backpacks, found a handful of cookies, and crumbled them over his head like confetti. "And with this, I open the great jungle festival!"
The little monkey clapped, Shitter coughed with laughter, while Jupp continued to dance, yodel, and drool until the jungle itself seemed like a stage.
At the end, he lay laughing in the mud, camera still rolling, his chest covered in mud and cookie crumbs. "And that, my friends, was the tourist safari from hell. Exclusively presented by your host: Jupp!"
Then he raised his head, grinned, and yodeled one last time. "Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!"
And the echo reverberated through the trees like dirty applause.
The stage was a pile of rubble: ripped-open backpacks, shredded blouses, broken cameras, mud and fruit juice mixed into a stinking soup. Jupp stood in the middle of it, swaying, his Hawaiian shirt half-open, his eyes glazed over. He held up his flask, empty, but he acted as if it were the torch of civilization.
"Audience!" he slurred, his voice trembling, breaking. "Here comes the grand finale—the masterpiece that catapults the jungle into the history of art!"
He stumbled, raised his arms, dropped the flask, grabbed two selfie sticks, and swung them like swords. "Here I stand, Jupp, lord of the monkeys, the piss, the frogs, and now the damn tourists! And I tell you: The jungle is not a zoo! The jungle is my theater!"
He spun around in circles, yodeling: “Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!” so loudly that the birds fluttered and the frogs fell silent for a moment.
Then he started hurling the leftovers from the backpacks—cookies, fruit, plastic bags, condoms. Everything flew through the air, raining down on him like grotesque confetti. "This is what culture looks like! This is what history looks like! When humanity perishes, all that's left is garbage—and me!"
Shitter sat in the tree, laughing until he cried. "You're the first bum to turn trash into a musical."
"Yes!" Jupp roared, falling to his knees and raising his arms to the sky. "A musical of shit! An oratorio of stench! And I'm your conductor!"
He farted loudly, as if it were the drum roll. Then he banged the selfie sticks on the backpacks in time, singing a song that consisted of nothing but curses and yodeling.
"Shitty tourists! Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh! Your backpacks are now my zoo! Cookies in your ass, whiskey in my blood, I'm Jupp, the king, I'm fine!"
He laughed, rolled in the mud, jumped up, shook himself, and drooled. "And now, my friends, the big exit!"
He grabbed a half-full water bottle and poured it over his head as if it were champagne. Then he grabbed the thermos he'd previously dipped in the mud and poured it over his stomach. "Benedictus Jupp!"
Finally, he grabbed a handful of cookie crumbs, threw them in the air, threw his arms up, and yelled, "So ends the safari from hell—with me, Jupp, alone on the stage of the universe!"
Then he fell over, right into the mud, still laughing, yodeling weakly until he started snoring.
Shitter jumped from the tree, looked at the pile of rubble and the drooling Jupp. "A finale no one ever wants to see again."
The little monkey clapped enthusiastically. Shitter grinned, lit his pipe, and muttered, "And yet he'll do it again tomorrow. The Monkey Lord never dies—he just keeps stinking."
The jungle was silent, only Jupp's snoring remained. And so the tourist safari from hell ended—not with a gunshot, not with a drama, but with a bum in a Hawaiian shirt laughing as he fell asleep in the mud.
 
 
 
 
Fat Isolde appears
The next morning stank of rotten fruit, cold mud, and cheap whiskey. Jupp lay in the dirt, his Hawaiian shirt half-open, a mango stuck to his ear, and he snored so loudly that even the birds chirped in protest from a safe distance.
Shitter sat on a branch, smoking his pipe, shaking his head. "The king is asleep, the kingdom stinks. Everything's as usual."
But then a new voice came. Not a bird's voice, not a monkey's screech, but something else: high-pitched, shrill, confident.
"This is a real imposition! In the middle of the jungle, and no one told me there are no paths here!"
Shitter raised his head. "Oh, shit. That sounds like trouble."
A woman burst out of the bushes. Tall, heavy, broad, her face red with heat and rage. She wore a brightly colored dress, already splashed with mud, and a much too large sun hat. In her hand, she brandished a broken umbrella like a weapon.
"My name is Isolde Baden!" she yelled, as if the jungle were an audience. "And I paid for this trip! I want service! I want comfort! And I want respect!"
Jupp slowly opened his eyes, blinked, saw her—and started laughing, still half drunk. "What the hell kind of apparition are you?"
"Insolence!" cried Isolde Baden, stomping toward him. "I am Isolde Baden, you understand? Baden, like Baden-Baden! And I demand that I be treated with decency here!"
Jupp sat up, drooled, and grinned. "Decency? With me? Lady, you're in the wrong movie. There's nothing but mud, piss, and fruit here. Service: zero stars. But the entertainment is top-notch!"
He yodeled: “Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!” and almost fell into the dirt laughing.
Isolde put her hands on her hips and shook her head indignantly. "You're a pig! A barbarian! A... a... jungle proletarian!"
"That's it, baby," Jupp slurred, standing up, swaying, and giving an exaggerated bow. "Jupp. Lord of the Apes. Specialist in booze, filth, and tourist trouble."
Shitter muttered from above: “And now women’s trouble too.”
Isolde snorted. "I will educate you, young man. I am an educator. A feminist. An activist. You will soon see what discipline means!"
Jupp laughed until she cried, bent down, reached into the mud, and threw a handful at her umbrella. "Discipline? In the jungle? Have fun, Isolde Baden!"
She screamed, waved her umbrella, and stomped closer. "They desperately need civilizing influences!"
"And you desperately need a drink," Jupp grinned, reaching for the empty flask and holding it out to her. "But I'm sorry—the bar's already empty."
Isolde Baden glared at him as if she wanted to eat him. Jupp just grinned wider, drooled, yodeled, and Shitter in the tree shook his head.
"It's finally here," murmured the monkey. "Fat Isolde has appeared. And the jungle will never be as quiet as it was before."
Isolde Baden stood before Jupp like a living wall, her hands on her hips, her umbrella raised like a sword. Her face glistened with sweat, her breathing was labored, but her voice was as sharp as a circular saw.
"You, my lord, are a barbaric monster! And I will not allow you to continue to spread chaos here!"
Jupp rubbed his beard, grinned, and belched. "Barbaric monster? Thanks, baby. Sounds like an honor. I'll add that to my resume right away."
Isolde stamped her foot, the floor vibrated. "I am Isolde Baden"I got my doctorate in emancipation from university, I lead three self-help groups, and I've already shouted down politicians. You won't break my will!"
"University, support groups, politicians?" Jupp laughed so loudly he almost fell over. "Lady, you're in the wrong movie. There's no university, no help, and no politics here. There's only me, Jupp, the drunk god with a loincloth and chocolate bar remnants in my beard."
He reached into the dirt and flung a handful of mud at her feet. "And this is my diploma: Bachelor of Shit!"
Isolde shrieked, waving her umbrella, and narrowly missing him. "Impossible! Disgusting! I'll educate you whether you like it or not!"
Jupp staggered back, laughing, and tightened his Hawaiian shirt. "Raise me? Lady, I'm the type even my mother couldn't raise. She dropped me in the ocean. End of story."
“Then I’ll just start over!” hissed Isolde, grabbed a water bottle, and poured the rest in his face.
Jupp blinked, rubbed his eyes, and grinned broadly. "Ah! Refreshment! Free shower! Thanks, baby. Now all I need is some soap, and then I'll be presentable again."
"Socially acceptable? You're the opposite!" Isolde Baden screamed, stomping closer. "A proletarian! A bum! A lazy, uncivilized wretch who'd rather get drunk on frogs than be productive!"
"Productive?" Jupp pointed to his cannabis plant growing somewhere on the edge. "Look, baby, that's productivity. I grow. I harvest. I consume. That's more economics than your entire Bundestag."
A shitter in the tree snorted. "That woman has guts. Or no clue."
"I have both!" cried Isolde Baden. "Courage and intuition! And from today on, I make the rules here in the jungle!"
Jupp leaned forward, the smell of alcohol wafting like poison. "Rules? Here? In my realm? I am Jupp, Lord of the Apes, God of Piss. And you..." he grinned broadly, "you are now my new attraction. Welcome to chaos, Isolde Baden!"
She swung her umbrella and hit him on the head. Smack. Jupp swayed, laughed, grabbed a fermented mango, and crushed it in her hand. Fruit juice squirted, she shrieked, he yodeled.
“Hoooooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooooh!”
And so began the first of many fights between the bum king and fat Isolde, in the middle of the stinking, sweating jungle.
The umbrella slapped down on Jupp's head, a dull, muddy thud because the fabric was already covered in mud. Jupp swayed, staggered, but he laughed as if he'd just won a prize.
"So, you want war?" he slurred, wiping the mud from his face. "Well then: welcome to my arena!"
He reached into the nearest backpack, found a mashed banana, and threw it directly in Isolde Baden's face. "Yellow slime shot! Chef's specialty!"
Isolde screamed, wiped the sticky stuff from her eyes, and swung the umbrella again. This time, she hit his shoulder.Gossip.Jupp groaned, grinned broadly, and fell backward into the mud.
"Oh yes, baby! Harder! That's just how I like it!"
“You creep!” she yelled, stamping her feet, the floor vibrating.
Shitter sat in the tree, laughing until he cried. "Yup, she'll beat you like a sack of potatoes."
"I love it!" Jupp cried, rolling around in the mud, grabbing a papaya and hurling it. It burst onto Isolde's dress, spraying orange mush.
"This is designer fashion!" she screamed. "The dress cost 200 euros!"
“Now it has more character!” laughed Jupp, drooling, yodeling: “Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!”
Isolde swung her umbrella again, but Jupp ducked, grabbed a handful of mud, and smeared it across her chest. "So, now you're officially a member of the jungle club!"
She screamed, hit him, he laughed, fought back, grabbed a water bottle, and splashed it in her face. "Free shower, baby! Wellness included!"
"You're disgusting!" she shrieked, kicking him, hitting him in the shin. Jupp howled, fell over, and laughed at the same time. "Ah! Fat Isolde can kick! Respect!"
Shitter giggled so loudly that the little monkey almost fell off the branch. "Yup, she'll castrate you."
"Let her try!" roared Jupp, scrambling to his feet and spreading his arms. "I am Jupp, Lord of the Apes! I am indestructible!"
Isolde slammed the umbrella across his face.Boom.Jupp staggered back, blood running from his nose. He wiped it away, grinned, and belched.
"Fuck you, Isolde Baden. You're the first person to truly challenge me in the jungle. And I swear—you'll lose!"
She put her hands on her hips, her umbrella dripping with mud. "I never lose. Men like you belong on a leash!"
"Then put the leash on me, baby! But I warn you: I bite!"
He leaped forward, grabbed her by the shoulder, and smeared the rest of the banana across her face. She shrieked and slammed the umbrella across his back, breaking it and splintering the wood.
"Ha!" roared Jupp, throwing the umbrella aside. "Weapon neutralized! Now it's your turn!"
She hissed, grabbed a water bottle, and slammed it against his forehead. The plastic dented, Jupp staggered, laughed, and belched.
“Better than any boxing match, bro!” he shouted, and Shitter in the tree nodded.
The fight raged on—fruit, mud, screams, laughter. An absurd duel, in the middle of the jungle, between a drunk and a feminist named Isolde Baden, who had no idea what she was getting herself into.
The jungle trembled with their noise. Birds fluttered away screeching, monkeys crouched in the trees like an audience in an arena, and Jupp and Isolde Baden gave it their all. Mud flew, fruit burst, umbrellas shattered, and somewhere Jupp yodeled between blows and curses.
“Hoooooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooooh!”
Gossip.Isolde hit him with a shoe she'd taken off in her haste. Jupp staggered, holding his forehead, laughing like a madman. "Baby, you fight like a cannibal on speed!"
"And you stink worse than a whole tree trunk!" hissed Isolde, grabbed a coconut, and threw it. Jupp ducked, the thing flew past, almost hitting Shitter, who jumped from the branch cursing.
"You two idiots!" growled the old monkey, beating the dirt off his fur. "You're ruining the entire jungle!"
But Jupp heard only himself. He rushed toward Isolde, grabbed her by the shoulders, and they both fell into the mud together. They rolled around, screamed, laughed, he slipped, she grabbed him, and he grabbed her dress, which ripped at the side.
“The impudence!” gasped Isolde as she tried to straighten her fabric.
"Oh come on, Isolde Baden, don't be such a baby!" gasped Jupp. "Mud suits you better than any dress."
"You're a pig!"
"And you're a pig—so it's a perfect fit!" He laughed, rolled off her, but she immediately jumped back on him and knelt on his stomach.
"Now listen to me!" she yelled. "You're a loser, a bum, an uncivilized bastard! But I'll educate you! I'll civilize you, whether you want it or not!"
Jupp gasped, grinned, and spat out mud. "Lady, you're the first person who actually dares to sit on my stomach. You know what? Respect."
She paused briefly, glaring at him. "Respect? From you?"
"Yeah, man. Most people run away, scream, cry. You stay, you hit back. You're fat, loud, and annoying—but you're not a wimp."
Isolde blinked, breathing heavily. For a brief moment, there was silence, only the croaking of frogs in the background.
Shitter watched the scene, puffed on his pipe, and snorted. "Great. Now they're going to be friends. The jungle is really going to hell."
Isolde climbed off Jupp and stood up, her hands covered in mud, her dress ruined, her hat askew. She huffed, wiping the dirt from her face. "Perhaps... perhaps you're more than just a drunk."
Jupp sat up, grinning broadly. "And maybe you're more than just a fat feminist."
She stared at him, then suddenly laughed—a deep, throaty laugh that filled the jungle. Jupp laughed along, choking, half-choking.
“Maybe we can work something out,” she finally said, still laughing.
"Arrange?" Jupp gasped, grabbing half a papaya and playfully throwing it at her head. "Baby, you're part of the program now. Welcome to the treehouse."
Isolde Baden wiped the fruit residue from her face and glared at him—but this time without hatred. "All right. But I make the rules."
“Keep dreaming, baby.” Jupp grinned and yodeled: “Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!”
And somewhere between the mud, the booze, and the shouting, something had emerged that could not be explained by either reason or morality: a kind of bizarre respect between Jupp and Isolde Baden.
The battlefield had fallen silent. Only a few smashed fruits, broken umbrella fragments, and two gasping bodies in the mud testified that an apocalyptic battle had just taken place here.
Jupp sat with his legs wide apart on a fallen tree trunk, his Hawaiian shirt clinging to his chest like a wet napkin, his hair sticking out in all directions. He'd found a half-full flask somewhere and tipped it to his lips like a winner's trophy.
Isolde Baden squatted opposite him, her arms crossed, her dress ruined, her hat askew, her face covered in mud and fruit pulp. She glared at him, but there was also a small, barely visible twitch at the corners of her mouth—almost like a grin.
"You are the most disgusting specimen of masculinity I've ever met," she said in her sharp voice. "But... you're not a coward."
Jupp snorted, grinned, and wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. "Cowardly? Baby, I'm anything but cowardly. I piss out of trees, I lick frogs, I steal liquor from poachers. It would be cowardly if I lived like you: with a calendar full of meetings and an ass full of rules."
“Rules hold the world together!”
"Screw the world!" roared Jupp, raising his flask. "Here in the jungle, only booze holds everything together!"
Shitter sat on a branch, smoking from his pipe and grinning. "I swear, you two are like fire and gasoline. And I'm the old fart who has to watch you blow yourselves up."
The little monkey giggled as if he understood.
Isolde snorted and wiped her cheek. "And by the way... my name is misunderstood. Everyone makes fun of it. But it has significance!"Isolde Baden!“
Jupp snorted whiskey all over the floor. "Bahahaha!"Isolde Baden? Sounds like a damn order: I should take a bath!”
Shitter coughed with laughter, almost falling off the branch. "He's right, old woman. The name's a joke in itself."
"The impudence!" cried Isolde, her forehead bright red. "That's a traditional name! Noble! Respectable!"
"Respectable, my ass," Jupp gasped, tears in his eyes from laughter. "You're running around here like a walking bathhouse! Isolde Baden—I should take a bath! And you know what? Yes, you should. You almost stink as much as I do."
Isolde gasped, threw a branch at him, and hit him in the leg. Jupp laughed even louder.
"Screw it," he slurred, raising the bottle. "From today on, you're just Fat Isolde I-Should-Take-a-Bathe to me! Wonderful!"
Shitter grinned broadly and blew clouds of smoke. "Welcome to the club, lady. Everyone gets a new name here. Yours is better than you think."
Isolde stared at them both, panting, angrily – but then something unexpected happened. She laughed. Loud, throaty, honest. A laugh that silenced even the jungle for a moment.
"You're crazy," she gasped. "Completely crazy!"
"That's exactly why we're holding on, baby," grinned Jupp, raising the bottle. "Cheers, Isolde Baden. May you never stay dry."
She snorted, grabbed the bottle from his hand, took a deep swig, grimaced, and coughed. "Ugh! But..." She grinned crookedly. "It's got something."
And Shitter, the old monkey, laughed into the smoke from his pipe. "Great. Now she's drinking too. The jungle is finally lost."
The night was damp, sticky, and the jungle smelled of mushrooms, musk, and the stench of Jupp's breath. The fire Shitter had lit crackled wearily. Jupp lay half-lying in the sand, the bottle on his chest, while Isolde Baden sat bolt upright beside him, her hands on her knees, as if she were in a seminar room.
"So, Mr. Jupp," she began, and at her tone of voice, he rolled his eyes. "If we live together in this... uh... environment, we have to establish rules."
"Rules?" Jupp burped, reached for the long-empty bottle, and shook it. "Baby, the only rule here is: Drink first, think later. And most of the time I don't bother thinking."
"That's exactly your problem!" Isolde Baden hissed, waving her hands. "You're unstructured, lazy, uncivilized! From today on, the rule is: personal hygiene in the morning, division of labor at lunch, reflection in the evening."
Jupp laughed so loudly he almost rolled into the fire. "Body care? In the jungle? Lady, here every river is my bubble bath and every frog is my soap."
“That’s disgusting!”
“This is nature, baby!”
Shitter grinned broadly and puffed on his pipe. "She wants to re-educate you, brother. Have fun."
Isolde ignored him and stared at Jupp. "I mean it! Rule number one: No more pissing on tourists!"
Jupp's eyes widened as if she'd just forbidden him his religion. "No piss? Lady, that's my art form! My signature! My fucking passion!"
“It is primitive, degrading and barbaric!”
"Exactly!" yelled Jupp, clapping his hands. "That's why they don't love it! And I love it even more!"
Isolde groaned and rubbed her temples. "Rule number two: no alcohol before breakfast."
Shitter coughed with laughter, the little monkey squealed in agreement. Jupp fell backward into the grass, laughing until he cried. "No alcohol before breakfast? Baby, for me, alcohol IS breakfast!"
"That'll change!" she snapped. "Starting tomorrow, drink water!"
Jupp picked up an empty water bottle and burped into it. "Here, my water tastes like whiskey. Glug, glug—cheers, Isolde I-Should-Be-Bathe!"
She snorted, grabbed the bottle, and threw it into the fire, where it melted with a dull bang.
“Rule number three: You no longer yodel at night when others want to sleep!”
"This is blasphemy!" Jupp roared, jumping up and spreading his arms. "My yodeling is like a prayer, like a hurricane, like opera! Without my hooooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh, the jungle will die!"
And he yodeled so loudly that birds fluttered and frogs fell silent.
Isolde pressed her hands over her ears and screamed: “QUIET!”
Jupp grinned broadly, sat back down, reached for a piece of fermented fruit, and bit into it. "So, baby, rules done? Or should I show you what rule number four is for me?"
“And what would that be?”
He grinned, his teeth full of mango fibers. "Everything Isolde says—ignore and keep drinking."
Shitter almost fell off the branch laughing. "That old woman doesn't stand a chance."
Isolde Baden trembled, sparkled, but there was that twitch at the corners of her mouth again. She pressed her lips together, held her breath—and laughed. Loudly, uninhibitedly.
"You're impossible!" she gasped, tears in her eyes. "But... damn it, you're consistent."
"Exactly," Jupp slurred, patting his chest. "I'm Jupp. Lord of the Apes. King of Piss. God of Booze. And your worst pedagogical hell."
And he yodeled, as proudly as if he had just passed his high school exams with honors.
“Hoooooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooooh!”
The fire crackled, the jungle hummed, and Jupp lay stretched out in the grass, his belly full of fermented fruit, his lips sticky, his hair a bird's nest. Next to him sat Isolde Baden, erect as a general, her hands firmly on her knees. Her dress was ruined, full of rips and mud, her umbrella broken, her hat askew. She looked like a stranded opera singer.
Shitter sat perched on a branch, pipe in mouth, grinning. "So. Two worlds collide. Whoever gives up first loses."
Isolde looked at Jupp, who was yodeling to heaven even though no one had asked for it. "You're a nightmare," she said in her sharp voice. "A stinking, rude, drunken nightmare."
"Thanks, baby," Jupp mumbled, reaching into the mud and popping something unidentifiable into his mouth. "That's the nicest compliment I've ever received."
She stared at him, wanting to scream, rant, and curse—but instead she had to laugh. A dry, throaty laugh that sounded like hiccups.
"I should run away," she said between laughs. "I should get back to civilization. To hotels, showers, and people who know more words thanCheersandshit."
"Then go," Jupp slurred without looking up. "But you'll regret it. Out there, it's just noise, rules, and bills. Here, there's only mud, booze, and freedom."
“Freedom?” asked Isolde Baden, looking at him as if he had just said something significant.
"Yes," roared Jupp, belched, and yodeled right after. "Freedom means you can stick your tongue up a frog's ass anytime and no one complains."
Shitter coughed with laughter, almost falling off the branch.
Isolde rolled her eyes, but she grinned. "You're sick."
"Exactly," Jupp nodded. "And that's my superpower."
She sighed, looking into the darkness where the fireflies danced like little lanterns. "Maybe... maybe I'll stay. Not because of you, but... because of the challenge."
"Challenge?" Jupp sat up, almost toppling over again, steadying himself with his hand. "Baby, I'm the greatest challenge you've ever faced. An invincible enigma in a loincloth."
Isolde laughed again, this time loudly and genuinely. "You're a bum, Jupp. But an interesting bum."
"Exactly," he grinned, tilting his head back. "And you're fat Isolde Baden, who should have taken a bath a long time ago."
"I should take a bath," she murmured, looking at her muddy hands. "Perhaps, for once, you're right."
"As an exception?" Jupp giggled and fell backward into the dirt. "Baby, I only do exceptions."
Shitter took a deep drag on his pipe, blowing a cloud of smoke into the night. "Great. Now they live together. The jungle has its own sitcom."
The frogs croaked, the night hummed, and somewhere Jupp yodeled one last time, hoarsely, full of pride.
“Hoooooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooooh!”
And Isolde Baden remained seated, in the middle of the dirt, in the middle of the chaos – and decided that she would not leave this stinking nightmare anytime soon.
 
Rescue from the cooking pot
Morning dawned damp and heavy over the jungle. Mist crept across the ground like foul breath, and Jupp trudged ahead, barefoot, with a crusty beard and a half-full calabash of fermented fruit juice in his hand. Behind him, Isolde Baden panted, her dress hanging in tatters, her face glistening with sweat.
"Yup, this is crazy," she panted. "We've been walking for hours, without a destination, without a plan. I demand we rest!"
"Rest?" Jupp slurred, took a sip, and spat half of it out. "Baby, this IS the plan. If you wander aimlessly long enough, you'll eventually find either alcohol or trouble. And both are my specialty."
Shitter swung from branch to branch, smoking his pipe, grinning. "You're in trouble today, brother. I can already smell it."
And he would prove himself right.
Suddenly, there was a cracking sound in the undergrowth. Shadows flitted, spears flashed. Jupp stopped, grinned broadly, and downed the last of the fruit juice. "Finally. Party time."
They stormed out of the bushes—the cannibals. Painted bodies, spears raised, faces contorted into grim masks. They surrounded Jupp and Isolde, shouting in a language that sounded like curses and drumbeats.
Isolde screamed, raising her arms. "Oh my God! No! No!"
Jupp grinned and spread his arms. "Hello, guys! It's me again – your favorite clown! Have you heated up the pot yet?"
One of the warriors thrust his spear into his chest, Jupp fell backward, laughed, and yodeled: “Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!”
The cannibals screamed, grabbed him, and tied his arms. Two grabbed Isolde, who struggled, kicked, and screamed, but soon lay bound in the dirt.
"I knew it!" she shrieked. "They're killing us! They're cooking us! I'm not dying in a cooking pot, Jupp! I'm Isolde Baden, I have a reputation!"
"Yeah," Jupp slurred, grinning with a bloody lip. "A reputation like a pig in a slaughterhouse. Welcome to the club, baby."
Shitter crouched in the tree, shook his head, and muttered, "Now they're really in the cooking pot. The jungle never gets boring."
The cannibals dragged Jupp and Isolde into the village, drums blared, smoke rose. And in the middle of the square, it stood: the huge, black cooking pot, the water bubbling like an invitation to a final bath.
Isolde screamed, Jupp grinned, drooled – and the adventure “Rescue from the Cooking Pot” began.
The cannibal village vibrated with noise. Drums pounded, voices shouted, smoke rose from the fire pits. In the center of the square sat the black cooking pot, large enough to cook two tourists and a drunkard.
Jupp and Isolde Baden lay bound in the dust, surrounded by half-naked warriors with spears, painted faces, and teeth gleaming in the firelight.
"They're going to eat us!" Isolde shrieked, rolling around in panic. "This is the end! I shouldn't be in the jungle! I shouldn't be in this dress! I shouldn't—"
"Bathing?" roared Jupp, laughing. "Baby, today we're both going to bathe—and it's hotter than you'd like!"
The cannibals screamed in unison, one of them jabbed Jupp in the ribs with his spear. He just laughed, spat blood, and shouted: "One more shove and I'll sing you a song, you assholes!"
Shitter sat up on a branch, smoking calmly, and commented dryly: "They're going to turn you into soup, bro. And I have to watch."
"Oh, relax!" Jupp slurred as two warriors pulled him up and dragged him toward the pot. "I've been in worse situations. Like when the whiskey ran out."
Isolde wailed, stamping her feet as she too was dragged toward the pot. "I refuse! I amIsolde Baden! I have rights! Human rights! Women's rights! All rights!"
The warriors roared with laughter, as if they hadn't understood a word but were enjoying the despair.
Jupp grinned and looked at the pot. "You know, baby, it's like a spa. Only without a towel and with more peppers."
"Paprika?!" Isolde shrieked. "You're talking about spices?! We're about to die!"
"Die? Oh well. I don't die, I just rot. I'm like fruit: always a little overripe."
The cannibals tied Jupp to a stake, right next to the pot. Isolde was given the same place. The fire crackled beneath it, and the water began to bubble.
"Oh my God!" she screamed. "We're being boiled like potatoes!"
"Potatoes?" Jupp laughed, drooling. "I'm more of a schnitzel person. But hey, to each his own."
The warriors threw herbs and roots into the water, stirred with long spoons, and tasted the broth. One came to Jupp, sniffed his beard, grimaced, and shook his head.
"See, baby?" Jupp grinned. "Even the cannibals find me inedible. My stench is my shield."
Shitter up in the tree laughed so hard his pipe almost fell out of his mouth. "He's right—they won't eat you, bro. You're biological waste."
Isolde trembled and cried: "Yup, do something! You're the lord of the apes! Save us!"
Jupp grinned, pulled at the restraints, and spat into the fire again. "Don't worry, baby. I've got a plan. And it tastes more bitter than their soup."
The drums pounded louder, steam rose from the cooking pot, and the cannibals danced ecstatically. Jupp grinned, drooled, and yodeled.
“Hoooooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooooh!”
The cannibals paused for a moment, looked astonished – but then they began to drum even more wildly.
Isolde screamed. "That's not a plan! That's madness!"
"Exactly!" roared Jupp. "And madness is my specialty."
Steam from the cooking pot rose like a wall of fog into the night sky, the cannibals' drumming pounded like a heartbeat. Jupp grinned, drooled, and pulled at the shackles that bound him to the stake. Beside him, Isolde Baden raged, screaming, cursing, and writhing, but she couldn't get free.
"Yup, do something!" she screamed, her voice half panicked, half command. "We're being cooked! I don't want to end up as the main course!"
Jupp laughed throatily and spat into the fire. "Baby, chill. The menu is about to change."
A warrior approached, examined him, grabbed his beard, and pulled. Jupp belched in the man's face. The warrior twisted his mouth and roared, but suddenly he began to stagger. Jupp grinned.
“I told you, my breath kills more than any poison.”
Shitter up in the tree whistled appreciatively. "Your mouth is biological warfare, brother."
But that was just the beginning. Jupp had something else up his sleeve. He turned his head, peered into the shadows. And there: a croak. Small, inconspicuous, but as familiar to him as a bottle opener. A poison dart frog crouched there, glistening in the embers.
"There he is!" Jupp slurred, his eyes shining. "My joker, my sweet little trip dealer."
He threw himself to the side, rolled, and stuck out his tongue so far that Isolde almost lost consciousness. And he caught the frog. Slurped it off like a popsicle.
"Yup!" Isolde shrieked. "Are you crazy? Now? In the middle of this situation?"
He grinned, his pupils dilated, the world flickered. Drums became heartbeats, flames became dancing snakes, the cannibals became grotesque clowns.
“Right now, baby!” he roared, yodeling: “Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!”
The cannibals paused and moved closer. One grabbed him – Jupp bit his arm, laughed, and spat out blood and poison. The man fell down, gasping. Chaos.
“Come on, boys!” slurred Jupp, “Let’s dance the big soup!”
He tugged, tore at the bonds, and somehow—whether through hallucination or brute force—he tore himself free. A spear lay on the ground; he grabbed it, swayed, and brandished it like a drunk at a carnival parade.
"Who wants to go first? You? Or you? Or all of you at once?"
The warriors hesitated, confused by the sight of the drooling madman yodeling, grinning, and lashing out with his spear and poison spit.
Isolde screamed: “Let me go, damn it!”
Jupp staggered, grabbed for her, and tore her bonds apart as if they were made of streamers. She fell into the dirt, got up, and screamed, "Run!"
But Jupp just laughed. "Run? Baby, we'll dance our way out of here!"
He grabbed a burning torch and threw it into the village. Straw huts immediately burst into flames. Screams. Panic. Children ran, women screamed, the warriors wavered between attacking and saving their homes.
Shitter jumped out of the tree and lit another pipe. "Great, now the whole damn jungle is burning again."
Jupp swayed, grabbed Isolde by the arm, and pulled her along. "Come on, baby! Off into the night! Off into chaos!"
And they ran, stumbling, laughing, screaming, while behind them drums fell silent, flames blazed, and the cooking pot boiled deserted over the fire.
The jungle was a burning stage. Behind them, the huts blazed, sparks flew like vicious fireflies, the drumming fell silent, replaced by chaos: screams, gasps, splintering wooden stakes.
Jupp stumbled ahead, barefoot, spear in hand, his pupils as wide as plates. Every step was a dance step for him, every shadow a hallucinating grimace.
“Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!” he yodeled, playing a branch like a guitar.
"This is madness!" shrieked Isolde Baden, gasping beside him, her dress covered in soot, her umbrella long lost. "We have to be quiet, we have to hide!"
"Hide and seek?" roared Jupp, drooling and laughing. "Baby, I AM the noise. I AM the hiding place. Whoever sees me can't see anything anymore, because they're laughing or puking!"
Shitter swung from branch to branch, his pipe smoking like a chimney. "You're so stoned, bro, you could scare off an entire tribe."
And that's exactly what he did.
For when the first cannibals burst out of the smoke, spears raised, Jupp began crawling on all fours, tongue out, snarling like a drunken tiger. He suddenly jumped up, brandishing his spear, yodeling.
"Hoooooo! You want soup? Then eat my eggs!"
He pulled up his loincloth, shouted, laughed. The warriors paused, stared, one stumbled back, two others lowered their spears.
"The impudence!" gasped Isolde, covering her eyes. "You're disgusting!"
"That's the trick!" Jupp grinned, drooling and spitting. "Nobody eats a madman who stinks worse than the cooking pot!"
The warriors were confused and uncertain. Then Jupp grabbed a burning torch and waved it like a conductor's baton. "And now, my friends, the grand finale!"
He set fire to a pile of straw, jumped onto the spear, balanced like an acrobat and yodeled: “Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!” so loudly that the trees vibrated.
Isolde grabbed him by the arm. "We have to escape, you complete idiot!"
"Escape? Baby, we're flying!" He grabbed a vine, swung through the smoke, right over the heads of his pursuers, and laughed so loudly that even the frogs fell silent.
Isolde stumbled after her, screaming and gasping, but somehow she kept up. Shitter followed easily in the branches.
“The old woman will regret following you,” he murmured.
But Jupp was unstoppable. Every step in the frog's frenzy transformed the jungle into a carnival: trees were trumpets, animals were dancers, the smoke was confetti.
"I'm Jupp!" he roared, "Lord of the Apes! God of Piss! And from today on: King of the Cooking Pot!"
The cannibals screamed behind them, but they hardly dared to come any closer. The sight of Jupp, laughing, yodeling, torch-waving, and half-naked, racing through the burning forest was too much even for them.
And so the trio – Jupp, Isolde Baden and the old Shitter – stumbled deeper into the jungle, while behind them the cannibal village sank into chaos.
They had made it. At least for now. The jungle around them had become quieter, the drumming faded in the distance, and only the flickering fire on the horizon revealed that the cannibal village was burning like a blazing garbage dump.
Jupp staggered into a clearing, threw the torch into the grass, and spread his arms as if he were a rock star who had just rocked down the sold-out Olympiahalle.
"Wooohooooo!" he roared, his voice hoarse, his beard covered in soot. "And that, ladies and gentlemen, is how you escape the cooking pot! A round of applause for me – Yup, Lord of the Apes, God of Piss, Savior of Fat Isolde Baden!"
He yodeled: “Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!” and fell backward into the grass.
Isolde Baden stumbled behind him, panting, her hair a bird's nest, her dress half burned, her eyes red with anger. She stopped in front of him, her hands on her hips, breathing heavily.
"You... you are... the biggest idiot who ever walked through this jungle on two legs!"
Jupp grinned broadly and burped. "Thanks, baby. I'll take any award."
"That was life-threatening! You set everything on fire! You could have killed us! You're not a hero—you're a madman!"
"Exactly!" roared Jupp, sitting up and spreading his arms. "Being a hero is for squares. Being a madman is for legends."
Shitter crouched down next to him, blew a puff of smoke. "And for bums, brother. Don't forget that."
Jupp giggled, almost falling over again. "Of course. I'm the bum who broke the pot!"
Isolde stamped her feet. "I could have been dead! I, Isolde Baden, shouldn't end up like this!"
Jupp grinned. "Come on, admit it—it was more exciting than your feminist get-together in Baden-Baden."
“That was traumatic!” she screamed.
"Trauma, drama—just words, baby." He reached for a half-burned piece of fruit on the ground, bit into it, and spat it out. "Yuck. Too cooked."
Isolde stared at him, her hands shaking. Then she screamed, "You are unbearable!" and slapped him in the face with the flat of her hand.
Jupp swayed, rubbed his cheek, and grinned. "You hit harder than the cannibals. Respect."
Shitter laughed, the little monkey clapped enthusiastically.
"I'm not staying here, Jupp!" Isolde snarled, half-turning away. "But..." She paused, taking a deep breath. "Something's holding me back. Maybe because I can't believe someone could be so stupid and still be alive."
"That's what you call talent, baby," grinned Jupp, lay back in the grass, and yodeled softly. "Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh..."
Isolde Baden stared at him, the sooty, smelly bum who had just laughed his way out of a cannibal camp. And as much as she hated it, deep down she was impressed.
The clearing was little more than a muddy patch of jungle with a few leaning trees, but to Jupp, it was the world's greatest arena. The sky still glowed from the fire in the distance, and the smoke settled over the scene like a stage curtain.
Jupp stood in the middle of it all, his spear in his hand like a microphone, his beard covered in soot, his eyes shining with frog euphoria. "Ladies and gentlemen!" he babbled in a raised voice, "Welcome to the first official festival of madness! Free entry, drugs included, and the headline act: ME!"
He yodeled, “Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!” and fell backward into the mud, where he lay like a rock star in a stage dive.
Isolde Baden stood at the side, her arms crossed, her dress a complete wreck. "This isn't normal," she murmured. "He's celebrating while we're practically boiled. I should... I should have been back in Germany by now."
"But you're here," Shitter grinned from a branch. He'd found a pumpkin, which he was working like a drum while puffing on his pipe. "And now you're part of Jupp's Chaos Orchestra."
The little monkey jumped onto Jupp's belly, drumming his fists. Jupp laughed, rolled around in the mud, and shouted: "DJ Shitter on the beats! The jungle festival is starting!"
He grabbed a calabash filled with the remains of fermented fruit juice, gulped it down his throat, and belched so loudly that the birds fluttered up. Then he began hammering a tree with his spear as if it were a drum.
"Yeah!" he roared. "It's Jupp, live and inedible! The man who escaped the cannibals and now fucks the jungle with sound and booze!"
Isolde grimaced. "That's sick."
"This is art," Shitter muttered as he continued drumming. "Dirty, stinking art."
Jupp swung the spear like a guitar, yodeling, screaming, and drooling. He rolled around in the mud, ripped out tufts of grass, and threw them into the air like confetti. "I'm the bum king! I'm the rock star of the jungle! And you're all my damn audience!"
Isolde screamed, "I am not your audience! I am an educator! An activist! A—"
"A backup singer!" Jupp interrupted, grabbed her hand, and dragged her into the middle of the "festival." "Come on, baby, give me a scream!"
“You’re crazy!” she gasped.
“Exactly! Let’s go!”
And before she knew it, Isolde Baden was standing in the middle of Jupp's chaotic performance. She screamed, out of rage, out of despair – and the jungle took it as part of the show. Shitter tapped out the rhythm, Jupp yodeled, Isolde roared, and the little monkey drummed until the entire jungle vibrated like a dirty rock festival.
Finally, Jupp collapsed, giggling, drooling, exhausted, but proud. "That's how you celebrate a victory, baby. No heroic song, no wreath—just booze, mud, and a monkey on a drum."
Isolde stood beside her, drenched in sweat, trembling. And damn it—she laughed. "You're the biggest nightmare of my life, Jupp. But somehow... a damn consistent nightmare."
Shitter grinned and lit his pipe again. "Cheers, you idiots. You make the jungle louder than any thunderstorm."
The "festival" was over. Only the crackling of the fire in the distance and the faint chirping of crickets remained. Jupp lay stretched out in the mud, his arms stretched out wide, the spear still in his hand like a microphone with which he had just blared his last song.
His beard was covered in fruit, mud, and ash, his eyes half-closed. He grinned, drooled, and muttered, "Encore... another drink... the audience demands more..." Then his head tilted to the side, and he began to snore so loudly that the birds in the trees fluttered up in protest.
Shitter sat atop a branch, his legs dangling, his pipe glowing. "Crashed like always," he muttered. "A king for five minutes, a bum for the rest of the night."
Isolde Baden stood beside her, her arms crossed, her dress a wreck, her hair matted, her forehead sweating. She looked down at Jupp as if she were observing a fallen Titan—except this Titan stank, drooled, and farted in his sleep.
"I should go," she murmured. "I should run into the jungle right now, as far as I can. Back to civilization. To real people. To showers. To a life without this madman."
The little monkey giggled as if he understood her.
"But I'm not doing it, am I?" she whispered, more to herself than to anyone else. "Why don't I leave? Why am I staying here with a man who pisses on tourists, licks frogs, and almost boiled me in a pot?"
She crouched down next to Jupp, saw his dirty, sooty face, the grin that didn't disappear even in his sleep. "Maybe because you're real," she murmured. "So disgusting, so shameless, so unashamedly real. No filter, no mask. Just... Jupp."
Shitter listened, blowing smoke into the night. "That's the trick, lady. The idiot attracts people like flies to shit. And no one knows why."
Isolde laughed softly, bitterly, and shook her head. "A nightmare. My nightmare. And yet I stay."
Jupp snored, farted, turned over in his sleep and mumbled: “One more round… Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh…”
Isolde Baden stared into the darkness, heard the distant crackle of burning huts, the faint rustling of the jungle. "Perhaps," she said, "this is my cooking pot. And it's been cooking me for a long time. I'm just too stupid to realize it."
Shitter grinned broadly and dropped the ash from his pipe. "Welcome to the club, lady. Welcome to Jupp's cooking pot of life."
And so her rescue ended—not as a triumph, not as a liberation, but as the beginning of a strange imprisonment. One in which Isolde Baden, the fat feminist with too much pride, remained at the side of the smelly Lord of the Apes.
 
Isolde moves into the tree house
The next day began, as so often with Jupp, with a belch, a snore, and the feeling that his head was about to explode. The sun burned through the trees, the insects buzzed, and Jupp lay in the mud, half naked, half unconscious.
Isolde Baden stood beside him, her arms crossed, her gaze filled with anger and resignation at once. "Unbelievable," she murmured. "I studied philosophy, organized women's movements, spoke at demonstrations – and now I'm standing here next to a drunken, drooling bum in the jungle."
Shitter crouched in the tree, blowing smoke from his pipe. "Welcome to everyday life, lady."
When Jupp finally opened his eyes, he grinned again. "Well, baby... still alive? Or are you back in the pot?"
“We need to talk,” Isolde snapped.
"Talk? I'm thirsty." He scrambled to his feet, staggered, and reached for a half-full calabash. "But don't worry—I'll take you to my kingdom now. Royal reception and all."
Isolde snorted. "You have no kingdom. You're a... a forest bum!"
"Wrong," grinned Jupp. "I have a treehouse."
And so their march began. Jupp led the way, barefoot, stinking, with a bottle in his hand. Shitter jumped from branch to branch, the little monkey squealed, and Isolde Baden trudged behind, panting, her dress a tattered wreck.
After an hour, it appeared: Jupp's "palace." A crooked structure made of cobbled branches, palm leaves, old backpacks, and bone fragments. It hung crookedly between two trees, swaying in the wind, and smelled of sweat, smoke, and fermented fruit from afar.
"Oh God," Isolde murmured, putting her hands over her face. "This... this is your home?"
"Yes, baby!" Jupp cried proudly, spreading his arms. "This is my kingdom! My castle! My stage! Welcome to the jungle Versailles!"
Shitter laughed and coughed. "More like a garbage dump on stilts."
Jupp climbed the vine, almost stumbled, but somehow made it in. "Come on, baby, come on up. There's a royal audience today."
Isolde Baden stared up, sighed, and began to clumsily climb the vine. She panted, sweated, cursed—and finally reached the top.
Inside, things looked even worse: old bottles, fermented fruit, rags, feathers, and half-animal bones. In one corner stood a bowl full of unidentifiable broth that stank so much that even Isolde gagged.
"Unbelievable," she gasped. "This isn't an apartment. This is a biological catastrophe!"
"Wrong," Jupp grinned, sat down in the middle, and belched. "This is my home. And now yours too. Welcome to the club."
Isolde Baden almost fainted, holding her nose, but somewhere deep inside she knew: She had arrived. In the treehouse of madness.
Isolde Baden had barely crossed the threshold of Jupp's tree house—if one could even call the wobbly vine and the half-broken branch a "threshold"—when she began to choke.
"This place isn't habitable!" she cried, covering her nose with both hands. "It's a cesspool on stilts! I should—"
"Bathing?" interrupted Jupp, sitting in his pile of rags with a contented belch. "Go ahead, baby. There's a bowl of water back there. Maybe you could just jump in."
"That's not a bowl of water!" Isolde shrieked. "That's a... a... biological weapon!"
"Oh, that's my old fruit cocktail," grinned Jupp, grabbing the bowl and taking a sip. "A little tart, but still packed with flavor."
Isolde almost collapsed. "You're disgusting."
“And proud of it.”
Then she put her hands on her hips, her dress still fluttering in tatters. "Good. If I'm going to live here—and I don't know why I am—then we'll clean up."
"Clean up?" Jupp grimaced as if she'd just crushed his balls. "Baby, this is art. Every bone, every bottle has its place. This is decoration!"
“This is garbage!”
“Decoration!”
"Garbage!"
Shitter hung in the doorway, grinning broadly and puffing. "Oh, this is going to be fun."
Isolde began energetically gathering old bottles scattered among the palm leaves and rags. Jupp jumped up and grabbed her arms. "Keep your hands off my stash!"
“Those are empty bottles!”
"Memories!" Jupp cried. "Every single one has a story! There—that one, for example. Poacher's whiskey. I stole that when I burned down the camp. Holy moly!"
Isolde rolled her eyes and threw the bottle out the window. It shattered in the jungle below.
“Blasphemy!” Jupp yelled, falling to her knees as if she had murdered a family member.
“And those?” asked Isolde, reaching for a pile of rotten fruit.
"That's my fridge!" Jupp shouted, snatched the fruit from her hand, bit into a slimy banana, grimaced, laughed, and spat it out. "Okay, a little overripe. But still better than nothing."
“It’s poisonous!”
“This is jungle gourmet!”
Isolde screamed, grabbed a broom made of palm leaves some monkey had made, and began sweeping frantically. Dust, feathers, and dirt swirled up. Jupp coughed and staggered back.
"Stop it right now!" he roared. "You're ruining my whole atmosphere!"
"Atmosphere?" she gasped. "That's a stench! Murder and a stench!"
Shitter laughed until he cried, the little monkey jumped excitedly.
Finally, Isolde reached for the stinking pile of rags that served as Jupp's bed. "And this is what comes out!"
"Not my bed!" Jupp roared, throwing himself onto it and holding it in his arms like a baby. "This is my throne! My royal chair! My bride!"
“Your bride?”
“Yes, baby, the only woman who never left me.”
Isolde tugged at the rags, while Jupp held on. An absurd tug-of-war ensued, while outside, birds fell silent, as if listening intently. Finally, the pile of rags ripped apart, sending dirt and feathers flying. Jupp fell backward, Isolde forward.
She landed in the middle of him, both of them gasping, staring at each other for a moment.
"You're... impossible," she muttered, out of breath.
“And sexy, baby,” Jupp grinned, drooling.
Isolde jumped up, red with anger. "I'm going to fix this treehouse, whether you like it or not!"
“And I’ll sabotage it every time, whether you like it or not!”
And so began the dirtiest “housecleaning” of the jungle: Isolde Baden against Jupp, the king of dirt.
The battle for the treehouse entered the next round. Isolde Baden stood with her arms crossed in the middle of the fetid room, her eyes full of defiance. Jupp sat enthroned on his pile of rags like a king in rags, holding a calabash that smelled of fermenting fruit.
"So, Jupp," she began in that sharp, teacher-like voice, "if I stay here, we have to create structures. Order. Hygiene."
Jupp took a deep sip, belched, and grinned broadly. "Hygiene is a conspiracy theory. It was thought up by some doctor who had nothing to do. Look at me – I drink, I stink, I'm alive. Proof concluded."
Isolde stomped off, grabbing a pile of old coconut shells covered in mold. "This is what's coming out."
"Those are my trophies!" Jupp yelled, jumping up and snatching one from her hand. "I once scared a gecko in that one, the bastard almost died. Memories, baby!"
“This is garbage!”
“This is cultural history!”
Isolde simply threw the bowls out the window. There was a crash in the jungle below, and a bird fluttered away, cursing.
Jupp howled and dramatically fell to his knees. "You don't respect my life's work!"
"That's not a lifetime achievement! That's pathological hoarding!"
"Patho- what? Baby, all I know is porn, alcohol, and yodeling."
Shitter sat in the doorway, smoking his pipe, grinning. "That old woman will kill you, bro."
Isolde grabbed a handful of old animal bones. "And this?"
Jupp jumped up, snatched it away from her, and kissed a bone. "That's Uncle Fred, the wild boar rib! I loved him!"
“You are sick.”
“No, sentimental!”
Isolde sighed, grabbed a rag, and tried to wipe the floor. Jupp threw himself in front of it, spreading his arms. "No! The dirt is part of it! It's patina!"
"That sucks!"
"Patina!"
She pushed him aside and began scrubbing frantically. Dust, dirt, and old fruit bits flew through the air. Jupp coughed, grabbed the calabash, and tipped the rest onto the floor.
"There—freshly cleaned, now dirty again. Balance restored to the universe."
“I hate you!” screamed Isolde, her hair disheveled, her face red.
“And I love you for it, baby,” Jupp grinned, giggled, and yodeled: “Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!”
She threw the rag at him, hitting his face. He grinned and wiped the dirt off with his tongue. "Mmm. Tastes like civilization."
Isolde sank exhausted onto a wobbly stool. "I… I won't give up. This treehouse will be clean. I swear."
"And I swear, it stays as dirty as my ass after diarrhea."
Shitter laughed until he cried, the little monkey drummed enthusiastically on an empty canister.
Thus ended the third act of “Housecleaning”: with Isolde Baden fighting against dirt, and Jupp defending dirt like a sanctuary.
The jungle was silent, as if aware that drama was brewing in the treehouse. Isolde Baden stood in the midst of the chaos, her gaze filled with pure rage. She had spent the past few hours scrubbing, clearing, and cursing—and all she had achieved was for Jupp to counter the dirt with even more dirt.
"Enough!" she screamed, her voice trembling. "I'm leaving. I'm not staying here another minute. I'm not your maid, not your cleaning lady, and certainly not your... your whore!"
Jupp, sitting on his pile of rags, a calabash in his hand, jumped up, swayed, and grinned. "Baby, being a slut isn't a job. It's a calling."
"I hate you!" she screamed, throwing her hands over her face. "I should have died in the cooking pot, that would have been more dignified!"
"Worthy?" Jupp laughed, yodeled, "Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!" and poured the rest of his fruit juice over his head. "Baby, you're part of the show now. And the show doesn't end just because you want to leave."
Isolde stamped her feet. "I'm leaving. Now. Immediately."
She tore a vine and knotted it like an improvised rope. Shitter watched her, puffing on his pipe with relish. "Be serious, lady, or you'll end up in a monkey trap."
Jupp staggered over to her and grabbed her arm. "Wait! You can't just run away! Who's going to curse my filth? Who's going to tell me I'm a bum? Without you, I'm just... Jupp. With you, I'm Jupp plus drama. That makes me great!"
Isolde tore herself away. "You're pathetic!"
"Exactly!" he grinned. "And that makes me real. Any idiot can play hero. But me? I'm the opposite. The anti-hero. The drunk prophet. Your nightmare on two legs."
Isolde trembled, tears in her eyes. "Why can't I just hate you and leave?"
"Because you're already in the cooking pot, baby," Jupp slurred, tilting his head. "Not with the cannibals anymore, but with me. I'm your cooking pot. And you've been cooking for a long time."
A moment of silence. Even the jungle held its breath.
Isolde slapped him in the face with the flat of her hand. Hard. Jupp swayed, laughed, and rubbed his cheek. "Mhmmm. Tastes like feminism."
Shitter coughed with laughter, the little monkey drummed on a coconut.
Isolde stared at Jupp, her lips trembling. "I... I'll stay. But only to prove to you that I can change you."
Jupp grinned, drooled, and yodeled softly. "Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh... Go ahead and try, baby. But in the end, there's only one thing left: Jupp will always be Jupp."
And so she stayed. Reluctantly. Angry. But she stayed.
The next morning, the atmosphere in the treehouse was like that before a world war. Isolde Baden stood bolt upright in the middle of the room, furious in her eyes, holding a makeshift tablet made of tree bark on which she had written with charcoal.
"So," she began in her cool, teacher-like voice, "if I stay here, it's under rules. Clear, simple rules that even you should understand."
Jupp lay on his stomach in the pile of rags, his legs spread, his beard covered in fruit flies. He raised his head, grinned, and belched. "Rules? Baby, I'm allergic to rules. I get a rash, heart palpitations, and instant yodeling fits."
"Then scratch yourself to death. But these rules apply immediately."
Shitter crouched in the doorway, pipe in mouth, grinning. "This is going to be fun."
Isolde raised the bark tablet. "Rule number one: no fermented fruit in the sleeping area."
Jupp jumped up, waving his hand. "That's discrimination! The fruits are my friends. Without them, I'd be dead long ago, or worse, sober!"
“No discussion. Get it out!”
She grabbed a pile of fermented mangoes and threw them out the window. Down in the jungle, a loudsplashJupp screamed, fell to his knees, and shouted, "Murder! Fruit murder!"
“Rule number two: No animal bones in the house.”
“They’re decoration!”
“They’re disgusting!”
She dragged out an armful of bones. Jupp ran after her, almost falling out of the tree, yelling: "Uncle Fred! Aunt Rippe! You monster, you're killing my family!"
“Rule number three: No frog licking sessions in the house!”
Jupp stared at her as if she'd offended God. "What? Baby, without frogs, I'm nothing. Frogs are my piano, my LSD, my elixir of life!"
"Out in the jungle – yes. Inside – no!"
“This is animal cruelty!” roared Jupp.
“This is self-protection!”
Shitter snorted with laughter, almost falling out of the doorway. "That old woman will really stretch your balls, bro."
Isolde continued, “Rule number four: You will shower.”
"Shower? Where? Should I stand under your tears?"
"In the flow. Every day."
"Baby, water, and me... we're like fire and gasoline. Explosive."
"You stink. End of discussion."
Jupp grinned, drooled, and yodeled. "Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh! Then I'll just stink of democracy."
Isolde continued writing vigorously: "Rule number five: No more insults against me."
Jupp grimaced. "But that's our entire entertainment program! Without insults, it'll be as boring here as Baden-Baden."
“My name is Isolde Baden!”
"Yes—I should take a bath. Every day. With whiskey."
Isolde hissed and threw the bark tablet at him. He caught it, laughed, bit into it, and spat it out. "Tastes like bureaucracy."
“You’re a nightmare.”
"Exactly, baby," Jupp grinned, spreading his arms. "And dreams don't change because of rules. They only make things worse."
Shitter laughed until he cried. "The old woman fights with shields, you fight with drool. I give you three days, brother."
Isolde stood trembling, her fists clenched. "I swear, I will change you."
Jupp grinned, flopped down into the pile of rags, and belched. "And I swear, I break every rule faster than you can finish a sentence."
And so the experiment began: Isolde Baden, the feminist with rules – and Jupp, the walking rule-breaker.
It was evening in the treehouse. The sky burned red, crickets chirped, and Isolde Baden had pointedly placed her bark tablet with the rules in the middle of the room. She stood beside it like a teacher trying to impress upon her students the seriousness of the situation.
Jupp squatted in the pile of rags, grinning, drooling, and holding a half-full calabash. Shitter sat in the doorway, pipe in mouth, watching everything like a ringmaster.
"So, Jupp," Isolde began in her sternest voice, "from now on, the rules apply. No exceptions. No excuses."
"Rules are like mosquitoes," Jupp slurred, taking a sip. "You can ignore them until they bite you. And then you just scratch yourself."
“This is no fun!”
"Yes, baby. Everything here is fun. Even your anger."
She stamped her foot. "No fermented fruit in the sleeping area, understood?"
Jupp nodded hypocritically, reached beside him, and immediately pulled a rotten papaya from under his pile of rags. He bit into it, the juice dripped down his beard, and he laughed and spat the seeds everywhere.
“Rule break number one!” screamed Isolde.
Shitter laughed so hard that the pipe almost fell out of his mouth.
“No animal bones in the house!”
Jupp reached into a corner, pulled out a rib bone, played the xylophone on it and sang: “Uncle Fred is back in town, baby!”
“Rule break number two!”
Isolde's face was bright red.
“No frog licking sessions in the house!”
Then Jupp reached into a coconut shell, inside which sat a small, colorful poison dart frog. He picked it up, grinned, and licked it like a popsicle, his pupils immediately dilating.
“Hoooooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooooh!”
“Rule break number three!”
“Shower in the river – every day!”
Jupp jumped up, ripped off his loincloth, peed across the hut into a corner, and grinned broadly. "Shower done, baby! Golden shower, freshly served!"
“Rule break number four!” screamed Isolde, putting her hands over her face.
“No more insults against me!”
Jupp laughed so loudly that the boards shook. "Baby, you're like an overcooked dumpling—big, heavy, and no one knows why you're on the plate!"
“Rule break number five!” she screamed, her voice breaking.
Shitter almost fell off the branch laughing, the little monkey drumming with coconut shells.
Isolde trembled, standing there, her hands clenched into fists, her eyes filled with tears and anger. "I hate you! I hate you so much that I... that I—"
Jupp staggered toward her, the frog's rush firmly in his grip. He grinned, drooled, and placed a slippery hand on her shoulder. "Baby, hate is love with a bad hangover. And you've loved me for a long time."
“Never!” she screamed.
“Yes,” he slurred, yodeling in her face: “Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!”
She hit him in the chest with her fist, he staggered, and fell back into the pile of rags, laughing.
"Rules broken," he grinned, half-conscious. "Mission accomplished."
Shitter puffed on his pipe and grinned. "Say it, lady. The idiot won."
Isolde stood there, trembling, angry, but somewhere deep down she knew: Yes. Jupp had won. Because here, in this stinking treehouse, no rules applied. Only Jupp.
Night hung heavy over the jungle. The treehouse creaked softly in the wind, a bird screeched somewhere, and Jupp snored so loudly it sounded like a chainsaw stuck in wet wood.
Isolde Baden sat on the edge of the shaky platform, her legs dangling over the precipice, staring out into the darkness. Her hands trembled, her head still pounding from the screams, the stench, and Jupp's unbearable grin.
She could have simply left. Down the vine, back into the jungle, toward civilization. She could have finally been free. And yet she stayed seated.
"Why?" she whispered. "Why don't I go?"
Shitter squatted a short distance away, puffing on his pipe, the embers glowing like a tiny fire in the dark. "Because you're already boiling, lady. That idiot is like malaria—once you get it, it never goes away."
Isolde laughed bitterly. "A virus. Yes. A virus in human form. Yup. Lord of the Apes, Lord of the Puddles, Lord of My Nerves."
She put her head in her hands and shook herself. "I should be taking a bath. I should be taking a bath in a tub full of soap, somewhere far away from here. But I'm sitting here, in the middle of the filth, and I'm staying with him."
Shitter grinned and blew out smoke. "You're not the first, lady. Many have come, none have stayed. But you? You're stubborn. You want to change him. And that's the biggest joke of all."
“I hate him,” she muttered.
“That’s exactly why you stay.”
She looked down at Jupp, stretched out in his pile of rags, half a banana in his beard, his loincloth askew, his tongue half out. In his sleep, he mumbled, "Another sip... another frog... Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh..."
Isolde stared at him for a long time. Then she smiled, barely visible, exhausted, broken. "Maybe I'm just as crazy as he is. Maybe I'm staying because it would be worse to be without him."
Shitter nodded. "That's how it starts. Welcome to the club."
The night continued, damp, heavy, and full of noise. Jupp snored, drooled, and farted. And Isolde Baden knew: she was trapped. Not in the cooking pot of cannibals, but in the cooking pot of a man who knew no rules—only booze, filth, and madness.
And so her first step into her new life in the treehouse ended. With a bitter truth: Jupp was no hero, no savior, no partner. He was a virus. And she was infected.
 
Loincloth of compassion
Until that day, Jupp had entered the jungle the way he'd fallen off a luxury liner: naked, hairy, smelly, a walking nightmare of a man who didn't know a shred of shame. For him, it was normal for his penis to dangle freely in the wind while he yodeled from vine to vine or peed on tourists from above.
Isolde Baden, on the other hand, was at her limits. For days, she had endured this sight: Jupp, crouching with his legs wide apart in the treehouse, openly displaying everything, without a hint of shame, while drooling over fermented fruit.
"This is... this is... IMPOSSIBLE!" she finally screamed, her hands over her face. "I can't take this anymore! You're a walking insult to humanity, Jupp!"
Shitter grinned from the entrance, puffing on his pipe. "Lady, he's always been like this. Completely naked, completely indifferent. The jungle doesn't have pants code."
"But I do!" Isolde hissed, her voice cracking. "I have principles! Morals! Eyes! And these eyes have seen enough!"
Jupp, who was sitting with his legs wide apart in the pile of rags, just grinned, belched, yodeled: “Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!” and slapped his bare chest.
"You need clothes!" Isolde cried, half-turning away, her face bright red. "Not out of dignity, not out of style—no, out of pity."
"Clothes?" roared Jupp, laughing so loudly the boards shook. "Baby, clothes are for tourists. I'm pure nature. Free as the wind. And the wind loves my balls!"
Shitter coughed with laughter, his pipe nearly falling out of his mouth. "He's right, lady. He's the naked truth."
But Isolde Baden persisted. She rummaged through the chaos of the treehouse, found palm leaves, old backpack cords, and a few scraps of tourist shirts that Jupp had stolen at some point. With gritted teeth, she began crafting.
“What are you doing?” slurred Jupp, watching curiously.
"I'm saving my sanity," she hissed. "If you're not going to be civilized, then at least... cover up."
"Covered?" Jupp giggled, drooling. "Do you want to sew me a Christmas suit? Or a tablecloth for my cock?"
"A loincloth!" Isolde cried. "The least a grown man should wear!"
Shitter whistled softly through his teeth. "Lady, that's brave. The idiot has no shame. At most, he wears his filth like jewelry."
After an hour, Isolde held up a makeshift piece of fabric. Palm leaves and rags, tied together with string—nothing but a masterpiece, but better than nothing.
"Here!" she gasped, throwing it at Jupp's feet. "A loincloth. Out of pity. So I don't have to see the naked horror every minute."
Jupp stared at it, blinked, and grinned. "An apron? Baby, that's treason against nature. But..."—he picked it up, sniffed it, and grimaced—"...at least it doesn't smell as bad as I do."
He stood up, legs wide apart, everything on display, and waved the thing like a flag. "All right, baby. If it makes you happy, I'll put it on. But only because I want to see how fast I can tear it apart."
Isolde turned away, her hands covering her face. "Finally. Finally, a hint of decency."
Shitter laughed. "That thing won't last an hour."
And so Jupp's first day began with a loincloth - not out of shame, not out of pride, but because Isolde Baden could no longer bear to live in the tree house with a naked bum.
Jupp stood with his legs wide apart in the treehouse, the improvised piece of cloth in his hand. He looked at it as if Isolde had just handed him a Bible.
"All right, baby," he murmured, "put this thing on me. But only because otherwise you'll be crying all the time. And because otherwise the wind will be offended if it doesn't play freely on my balls anymore."
Isolde Baden crossed her arms and half turned away. "Just do it. For the first time in your life, something... human."
"Human?" roared Jupp, laughing. "I'm the naked god of this forest! But if it makes you happy..."
He wrapped the piece of cloth around his hips and tied it roughly. It hung crooked, half too short, half torn. But at least his eternal nakedness was covered.
Isolde took a deep breath, as if she'd just been holding her breath for a week. "Finally," she murmured. "A step in the right direction."
Shitter whistled from his branch. "Looks like you tied a toilet curtain around yourself, bro."
Jupp grinned and belched. "That's right, shitter. And now: housewarming drink!"
He grabbed a calabash filled with fermenting fruit juice and gulped it down in one gulp. The juice ran down his new apron and dripped between his legs onto the floor.
Isolde shrieked. "That's disgusting! You'll ruin everything at the first sip!"
"It's tradition, baby!" roared Jupp. "Every outfit has to be baptized. With booze, with dirt, with Jupp's essence!"
He belched, danced in circles, wiggled his hips, and his apron flapped. "Look! The Monkey Lord is wearing a skirt now!"
"That's not rock!" hissed Isolde. "That's dignity!"
"Dignity?" Jupp laughed, pouring the rest over himself. "Baby, dignity is when you're drunk and still don't fall over."
He staggered and fell against the wall, tearing off half of a hammock. The apron caught on the rope, a thread coming loose. With a snap, half of his ass was exposed.
Shitter laughed until he cried, the little monkey tapped a bone on the floor like a drum.
"Great!" Isolde yelled, her hands over her face. "Five minutes! Five damn minutes, and the thing's already broken!"
Jupp grinned and wiggled his butt. "Baby, quality doesn't need fabric. Just movement."
Then he grabbed a second calabash, emptied it, climbed onto the table and yodeled: “Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!” The apron fluttered, the knot came undone, and with a final, magnificent crack, Jupp stood there again as God had created him: naked, stinking, drooling.
Isolde collapsed, her hands over her eyes. "I... I hate you. I should have died in the cooking pot."
"But baby!" roared Jupp, grinning broadly. "Then you would never have enjoyed this sight: the very first and very last loincloth of the Lord of the Apes!"
Shitter puffed and grinned. "I told you: Not an hour. Record time, bro."
And so Jupp's first attempt with clothes ended – in drunkenness, drooling and once again the naked truth.
After the dismal end of Jupp's first attempt at a loincloth, a strange atmosphere prevailed in the treehouse. Isolde Baden stood at the edge, sweating, hands on her hips, staring at him as if he had just insulted humanity for the thousandth time.
"You're incorrigible," she hissed. "A hopeless case. You can't even wear a loincloth."
Jupp grinned, legs wide apart, completely naked again. "Baby, when you look at me like that, I don't need an apron. Your gaze covers more than fabric ever could."
Shitter laughed and puffed. "Uh oh. Now he's waxing poetic. Always a bad sign."
Isolde rolled her eyes, but there was this slight twitch at the corner of her mouth. A tiny remnant of a smile. Perhaps because she had long known that all tidying up, all dressing, all civilizing was doomed to failure.
“I don’t know why I’m still here,” she murmured, half to herself.
"Because you enjoy it, baby," Jupp grinned. "You act like I'm your nightmare—but somehow you still get stuck in my jungle."
And so something happened that no one would have expected—not even Shitter, who had seen it all. Between all the booze, the stench, the cursing, there were moments when Jupp and Isolde found each other like two animals in the jungle. Not romantic. Not tender. But raw, awkward, funny—but real.
Isolde later called it "pedagogical closeness exercises." Jupp just yelled, "Hang!"
And when he was waving his banana around at night, it was not unusual for Isolde to calm the monkey in him – reluctantly, growling, but still.
She was ashamed of it—but the jungle doesn't judge. It takes what comes.
Shitter chuckled once when he caught her, murmuring, "Lady, he was in deeper than you think. Now half the madness is yours."
The next morning, neither of them talked about it. Jupp drooled, yodeled, and grabbed Isolde's fruit. Isolde cleaned, cursed, and acted as if nothing had happened.
But both knew: Between the loincloth and the rags, there had been another step. The first step into a grotesque, involuntary kind of closeness.
It was a humid afternoon when Isolde Baden sat in the treehouse, sweaty, tired, and holding a banana for the first time in days. She peeled it thoughtfully, as if she wanted to bring at least a shred of normality back into this jungle madness.
Jupp stared at her. His pupils dilated. His breathing became labored. Drool dripped from the corner of his mouth.
"Oh, baby..." he murmured. "Banana..."
“It’s just fruit,” Isolde snapped, taking a determined bite.
Jupp jumped up, naked as always, and wiggled his hips. "No, baby, that's not a banana. That's a fucking love letter!"
“You are sick.”
“And horny for it.”
Shitter grinned broadly and puffed on his pipe. "Lady, if you want to eat bananas, do it outside. Otherwise he'll go completely crazy."
But it was too late. Every bite Isolde took made Jupp squirm like a drunk going through withdrawal. Finally, he grabbed her, chuckled, and threw her over his shoulder, and they both disappeared into the back of the treehouse.
Shitter remained alone, blowing clouds of smoke into the jungle. And then it came: first a dull clapping, irregular, rhythmic, like two wet fish slapping against each other. Then a quiet gasp. And finally, the inevitable:
“Hoooooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooooh!”
Shitter shook his head and grinned. "The idiot doesn't need an apron. The idiot needs a padded cell."
After a while, the two emerged again. Isolde with red cheeks, her hair even more disheveled than usual, the banana gone. Jupp grinned broadly and yodeled softly once more.
“I hate you,” she growled.
“And yet you eat my bananas, baby.”
Evening fell heavily over the jungle, the air filled with mosquitoes and mold. In the treehouse, Isolde Baden crouched with a pinched face, a rag in her hand, while Jupp grinned and sucked on a calabash.
Shitter sat as usual in the entrance, his pipe in his mouth, and made a few throaty noises – a deepUhh-haa-krraaah. For Jupp it was as clear as day: Shitter said he had heard everything.
"See, baby?" grinned Jupp, who was drooling and giggling. "Even Shitter applauded last night. Your little clapping concert was world-class."
Isolde flinched and turned away. "I... I don't understand the monkey! But I know for sure that he's judging me. He says things. Mean things."
"You're imagining it, baby," Jupp slurred. "Shitter loves you. He thinks it's hot that you tasted my banana."
“Shut up!”
"Why?" he grinned, "it was wonderful. Clap, clap, clap – and then my yodel, as the finale. The whole jungle heard it."
Isolde pressed her hands to her face. "That was a slip-up! A damn slip-up!"
"Slip-up?" Jupp laughed, yodeling softly. "Baby, that wasn't a slip-up. That was nature. The jungle wanted it that way. And you wanted it, too."
Shitter made another throaty noise, this time a longHuuuuuh-hak-hak.
Isolde heard this and grimaced. "Look! He's making fun of me!"
Jupp shook his head and grinned broadly. "No, baby, he's just saying: Do it again. But this time without screaming."
“You are disgusting!”
“That’s exactly what makes me sexy.”
Isolde turned bright red and threw the rag at him, but Jupp caught it, sniffed it, and grimaced. "Uhh. Smells of shame. And a little of last night."
“I… I hate you!” she screamed.
“Baby, hate is just love with gas.”
Shitter drummed on a coconut, his monkey noises echoing through the room. For Jupp, it was clear: approval. For Isolde, it was hell.
She buried her face in her hands while Jupp stood before her, legs wide apart, drooling and yodeling. And somewhere deep inside, she knew: Maybe Shitter wasn't the one mocking her. Maybe it was her own voice whispering to her how deeply she was already stuck in the madness of the jungle.
The night crept damp and heavy through the jungle. The moon hung like a rotten tooth over the treetops, and the treehouse was silent—almost silent. Only Jupp's snoring vibrated through the wooden planks, as if a drunken bear were lying right next to her.
Isolde Baden sat on the shaky platform, her legs tucked up, her face buried in her hands. Everything about this place stank of defeat: the sweat, the booze, the incessant reminder of what she'd done in the past few days. Things she never would have done before. Things she hadn't even thought about.
"I should take a bath," she murmured tonelessly. "I should take a bath, for hours, in soap and hot water, until nothing of this jungle sticks to me anymore."
Shitter crouched in the entrance, his pipe in his mouth, making a few muffled noises. A throatyUrr-hak-hak-huuh.
Isolde froze. She didn't understand him, she never understood him—but she always heard judgment in his voice. "He's laughing at me," she whispered. "He knows it. The monkey knows it."
But in truth, it was only Jupp who understood Shitter. And Jupp was sleeping, drooling, mumbling about bananas, and yodeling in his dreams.
Isolde pressed her hands more firmly against her face. "What am I doing here? Why don't I just leave?"
The answer was there—stretched in a pile of rags, naked, stinking, and yet somehow... magnetic. Yup. A man who wasn't one. An antihero who could do nothing but drink, drool, and infect her with his madness.
She hated him. She hated his sayings, his smell, his nakedness, his babbling. But deep inside her was a knot that grew tighter the more she tried to untie it. A knot of anger, shame, and—damn it—some twisted form of intimacy.
The jungle didn't laugh. It was indifferent. Monkeys screamed in the distance, frogs croaked, leaves dripped. And Isolde knew: Jupp had long since swallowed her in this chaos.
She could go back to Europe, back to civilization, back to cold bathroom tiles and feminism seminars. But even if she did, Jupp would continue to yodel in her head. She would see his grin in every banana. Hear his belch in every drop of whiskey.
"I hate you," she whispered, staring into the darkness. "But I'm staying."
Shitter gave a throatyUhh-hakShe heard it and grimaced. "Even you think I'm crazy."
And deep down, she knew: He was right. Or rather, she herself was right. Because maybe everything she put into Shitter's mouth was just her own voice.
Jupp tossed and turned in his sleep, burped, and yodeled softly. "Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh..."
Isolde tilted her head back and closed her eyes. And she knew: It was too late. She was infected.
Not from malaria. Not from poison frogs. But from Jupp.
The naked lord of the apes, the lord of their abyss.
 
First civilized language exercises with lots of whiskey
The morning began like any other: Jupp lay naked, stinking and drooling in his pile of rags, while Shitter squatted in the entrance, smoking his pipe and occasionally letting out a throatyUhh-hak-hakIsolde Baden, on the other hand, was full of energy. She had decided it was time to teach Jupp not only a loincloth, but also language.
"If I'm going to stay here," she murmured, "I'll at least try to make this monkey into a human being."
She stood in front of Jupp, hands on her hips. "Wake up!"
Jupp opened one eye, drooled, and grinned. "Morning, baby. Do you have anything to drink?"
"No. Class first."
“Under what?”
"Lessons! Language. Words. You will now learn how to speak civilly."
Jupp sat up, burped, and reached for a half-fermented mango. "Baby, I'm already talking. Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!"
"That's not a word! That's whining!"
"This is international! Every bird understands this."
Isolde sighed, grabbed a stick, and wrote in the dust on the ground: WATER.
“Read this.”
Jupp stared at it, blinking. "Looks like dancing ants."
"No! That's one word! WATER."
Jupp scratched his beard. "I know water. I don't drink it. It tastes like nothing. Whiskey is better."
“They should repeat it!”
"Whiskey?"
"Water!"
"Whiskey!"
Shitter laughed, gave a throatyHuh-hak-hak-huuh.
Isolde stamped her foot. "No! WATER!"
"Baby, this is torture. Words are dry. Whiskey is wet. I'll stick with whiskey."
She pressed her lips together and, annoyed, reached for a calabash half-full of fermented juice. "All right. If you say one word correctly, you'll get a drink."
Jupp's eyes lit up. "Ah! Finally, an incentive!"
She wrote again in the dust: YES.
“Say that.”
“Yeeeeeeeah!” yelled Jupp, grinning broadly, and yodeled right behind him.
"Very good. One sip."
She gave him the calabash, and he almost tipped it down.
“Not everything!” she screamed, but it was too late.
Jupp drooled and grinned. "That was the best lesson of my life."
“Next word: NO.”
"No."
"Very good."
“No!” he yelled, snatching the calabash from her hand.
“That doesn’t count!”
"Yes! I told you! I said it twice! No! No! No! Give it here, baby!"
He wrestled with her, stumbled, fell into the pile of rags, yodeled while pouring the rest of the juice over his head.
Isolde sighed and plopped down on the wobbly stool. "This is going to be hell."
Shitter puffed and grinned. It was clear to him: The first attempt to "civilize" Jupp would end like everything else in the jungle—in drunkenness and yodeling.
The afternoon was heavy and humid, the treehouse smelled of fermented fruit and sweat. Isolde Baden had taken out the bark tablet again, on which she wrote down her words. This time she was determined: no simple things like "yes" or "no." Today Jupp would learn what civilization meant.
"So, Jupp," she began, her voice stern. "We're going a step further. Today I'm going to teach you something really important."
Jupp lay half-lying on his stomach, his beard covered in fruit flies, grinning sleepily. "The important thing is that the calabash isn't empty."
"No! What is important isfeminism!”
Jupp blinked. "Femi... what?"
"Feminism. The equality of women. That men and women are equally valuable."
Jupp sat up, stared at her, drooling slightly. "Baby, you're fatter than me, you scream louder than me, and you clean everything here. If that's equality, then cheers."
"This isn't a joke!" Isolde hissed, stamping her feet. "This is a movement! A stance!"
"Posture?" Jupp grinned, standing with his legs wide apart and wiggling his hips. "Like this? Or like this?"
Shitter in the entrance gave a deepHuh-hak-hakas if he were laughing.
Isolde pressed her lips together. "Repeat:Feminism."
“Fe-mi… drunk.”
"No!"
“Fe-mi… whiskey.”
"No!Mus!”
"Fe-mi-nut. Like the coconut?"
"No!"
"Then fuck off, baby. I don't need any fem-me-anything. I've got booze and frogs. That's enough."
Isolde struggled to keep her composure. "Good. Then at leastGendering."
Jupp scratched his butt and yawned. "What kind of animal is that? Sounds like a bird."
“No! Gendering means making language gender-fair.”
"Language? I call you baby. That's enough."
"No! It mustjustbe!"
"Baby, nothing is fair in the jungle. The crocodiles eat the antelopes, the monkeys steal the tourists' food, and I pee from the trees. Name me one place where that's fair."
Isolde clenched her fists. "You're an uncivilized, stupid, chauvinistic jungle bum!"
Jupp grinned and nodded proudly. "Exactly. And yet you still want to feed me bananas."
Shitter coughed with laughter, gave a throatyKraaa-huk-huk.
Isolde screamed and threw the bark tablet at Jupp, which shattered on his forehead. He staggered, grinned, and slurred, "Fem-mi-nut broken. Still tastes like shit."
Then he reached for a calabash, drank deeply, and yodeled: “Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!”
Isolde sank exhausted onto the stool. "It's hopeless."
And Jupp drooled, grinning broadly: "Exactly, baby. Hopeless—but funny."
The evening smelled of sweat, smoke, and half-digested fruit. Isolde Baden stood before Jupp with her arms crossed, her brow furrowed, while he lay half-on his back, grinning broadly and with a stain of fermented juice on his chest.
“If I’m going to stay here,” she began sternly, “I at least want you to know your name.”
Jupp grinned and scratched his beard. "I know, baby. My name is Lord of the Apes."
"No! Your name is Jupp."
“It’s the same thing.”
"No! Say: Yup."
"Whiskey."
“No! Yup!”
"Whiskey!" he yelled, yodeling right behind him. "Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!"
Isolde ran her hands through her hair. "Why whiskey?"
"Because that's the most beautiful word I learned from the poachers. They had whole barrels of it. I lit them, baby, but I drank first. Since then,whiskeymy favorite word.”
Shitter made a throatyKraaa-uhh-hakFor Jupp, it was crystal clear: "See, baby? Shitter says Jupp means fast monkey. That's my real name. Whiskey is just my last name."
"That's nonsense!" Isolde hissed. "Your name is Jupp. Period."
"Then I'm Whiskey Jupp, the fast monkey. Sounds awesome."
"No!"
"Yes!" he roared, jumping to his feet, naked as ever, his makeshift loincloth already skewed again. "Whiskey Jupp, Lord of the Apes! Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!"
Isolde put her hands over her face. "I... I'm losing my mind."
Shitter drummed a bone on an empty calabash as if it were the anthem to this madness.
And Jupp grinned, drooled, and roared: “I’m a fast monkey, I’m whiskey, I’m everything – except civilized!”
The night was hot and heavy, mosquitoes buzzed around the tree house, and Jupp sat with his legs wide apart in the dirt, a calabash in his hand, drooling and with a look that fluctuated between completely drunk and completely demented.
Isolde Baden stood before him, her hands on her hips. Her patience had long since run out, but something drove her on. Perhaps madness. Perhaps the hope of transforming the naked jungle bum into something recognizable as a human being.
“Today,” she began sternly, “you will learn a sentence. An important sentence.”
Jupp grinned and belched. "Sentence like prison? I've never been there. I'm free, baby."
"No. Sentence like words. Words you say when you want to... express feelings."
"Feelings? I just feel like my bladder is full."
He stood up, peed in the corner without hesitation, and yodeled: “Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!”
Isolde pressed her lips together and waited until he was finished. "No! It's aboutLove."
Jupp blinked and drooled. "Love? I know. Love is when a banana is soft and still tastes good."
"Wrong! Love is... affection! Closeness! Respect!"
"Respect?" he grinned. "Baby, I respect every calabash until it's empty."
Shitter made a throatyHuh-hak-huuhas if he wanted to laugh.
Isolde stamped her feet. "Listen! Repeat:I love you.“
Jupp squinted and grinned. "I love... booze."
"No!You!“
“I love… frogs.”
"No!"
“I love… whiskey!”
"NO!"
"I love... I love... yodeling! Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!"
Isolde screamed and tore her hair. "You're driving me crazy!"
Jupp grinned, took a deep sip, and drooled. "Baby, that's love. When you drive someone so crazy that they still stay."
Isolde put her hands over her face, tears welling up in her eyes – from anger, from exhaustion, perhaps from something else she didn't want to admit.
Shitter drummed on a coconut, his lute echoing through the hut. It was clear to Jupp: "See, baby? Even Shitter says I get it. Love is booze plus frogs plus yodeling. That's it."
“You’re an idiot,” whispered Isolde.
"Exactly," Jupp grinned, tilting his head. "But your idiot."
And then he yodeled again, loudly and off-key, while outside the jungle was silent.
The jungle was silent; only the chirping of crickets and the occasional screech of a bird pierced the night. The air in the treehouse was thick. Isolde Baden sat on the rickety stool, exhausted, her hands folded in her lap. Jupp squatted opposite, legs spread, loincloth half-slipped, a calabash in his hand.
She had tried. Hour after hour, she had taught him words, syllables, sentences, concepts. Feminism. Gender. Love. Everything had failed. Jupp had twisted every word, transformed it into booze and yodeling, until it no longer meant anything.
Isolde stared into the darkness. "It's hopeless," she murmured. "You're uncivilizable. You'll never be more than a stinking, drooling jungle bum."
Jupp grinned broadly, took a deep sip, and let the juice run down his chin. "Exactly, baby. That's my resume. Jupp, Lord of the Apes, specializing in drinking, yodeling, and the naked truth."
“I'm wasting my time.”
"No."
"Yes! I could be in Baden, warm, with a clean bed and people who can... talk."
“And yet you’re here, baby.”
Isolde put her hands over her face. "I hate you."
Jupp stood up and staggered toward her, his loincloth flapping, his breath reeking of fruit and smoke. He leaned toward her, practically drooling on her forehead. "Baby... I can't give you feminism. No gender. No civility. I can only be... Jupp."
She wanted to retort, wanted to curse, but something in his voice held her back.
“And what does that mean?” she asked tonelessly.
Jupp scratched his beard, thinking—as hard as he could think. Then he grinned. "That means: I love you like a banana. First hard, then soft, then sweet. And sometimes mushy."
Shitter made a throatyUhh-hak-huuuhas if he had applauded.
Isolde stared at him, her eyes wide. "That's not a declaration of love! That's... that's disgusting!"
"Exactly," Jupp nodded, yodeling softly. "And that's exactly why it's real."
Isolde pressed her hands to her heart, trembling, not knowing whether to laugh or cry.
And so the lesson ended not with grammar, not with words or rules, but with Jupp's own version of language: raw, twisted, dirty – but honest.
"I love you like a banana," he had said. And in the jungle, that was perhaps worth more than any civilized "I love you" in Baden.
The night was already well advanced, the jungle filled with screams and rustling, when Isolde Baden decided to make one last attempt. She refused to accept that Jupp's head was filled only with booze, frogs, and yodeling. Somewhere, there had to be a spark of spirit left.
“We’re going to talk about… philosophy,” she began sternly, while Jupp lay on the floor, his loincloth askew, a calabash in his hand.
"Filo... what? Sounds like a fish."
"Philosophy! Great thoughts! About life, the world, meaning!"
Jupp grinned and took a sip. "Baby, the meaning of life is simple: drink enough until you don't care about frogs. That's it."
"This is pointless! This is self-destruction!"
"And?" he slurred, drooling. "At least self-destruction is honest. Everyone dies eventually. I do it with style."
Isolde pressed her lips together and tried again. "Good. What is happiness for you?"
Jupp scratched his butt, thinking. "Luck is when the banana doesn't rot before you eat it. And when someone peels it for you. Even better if you get two bananas. And if there's whiskey involved—jackpot."
“This is… this is grotesque!”
"No, baby, this is everyday life. Your bathing happiness was soap and hot baths. My jungle happiness is booze and bananas. Same shit, different label."
Shitter made a deepUhh-hak, drummed a bone on the ground.
“And what is truth?” asked Isolde, her hands shaking.
Jupp leaned back and grinned. "Truth is when you fart and can't deny it because everyone smells it."
Isolde put her hands over her face. "I... I give up."
But Jupp suddenly placed a hand on her shoulder, his eyes glazed over but serious for a moment. "Baby... you want me to talk like the people in Baden. But this is the jungle. What sounds good doesn't count here. What counts here is what you can do. Survive, drink, yodel. That's my philosophy."
Isolde stared at him, speechless.
"And you know what?" he continued, "philosophy is just a fancy word for people who have too much time. I don't have time. I'm drunk. I've got frogs. I've got you. That's enough."
Then he poured the rest of the whiskey over himself, stood up, spread his arms and yodeled: “Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!”
Shitter clapped his hands, the monkeys outside screeched as if they were joining in.
Isolde sat there, aghast, exhausted, and whispered, "It's hopeless. He'll never be civilized."
And Jupp grinned, slobbering: "Exactly, baby. Civilized is just another word for boring."
The moon hung fat and yellow over the jungle, and in the treehouse, Jupp sat like a king without a crown—drooling, stinking, his loincloth half-dumped. Isolde Baden squatted opposite him, her arms crossed, her face stern, but with that twitch in her eyes that betrayed her.
"You're crazy," she muttered. "Incorrigible. I teach you words, and you make... frogs out of them."
Jupp grinned broadly and scratched his beard. "Baby, words are like fermented fruit—no matter how beautiful you call them, they'll eventually turn moldy. But your oranges... they always stay fresh."
Isolde tensed. "Don't touch it!"
But Jupp was already halfway across the floor, drooling, greedily, his hands outstretched. "Baby, I swear, I'll die if I don't hold your oranges. Plump, round, sweet—the jungle's finest source of vitamin C!"
She swatted his hands away. "Hands off, you animal!"
He laughed, slid back, and raised his hands like a caught boy. "Animal? Exactly. And you're my fruit tree."
Shitter in the entrance gave a throatyUhh-hak-hakas if he were clapping.
Isolde turned away, her cheeks bright red. "You're disgusting."
"And you love it," Jupp grinned, climbing closer again. "Come on, baby. I'm not touching. I'm just... lightly feeling."
“It’s the same thing!”
"No! One is duty, the other is religion."
She wanted to scream, wanted to curse, but when his hand briefly brushed against her, she just flinched – and said nothing.
"See?" Jupp grinned, "your oranges are my only reason to learn words here. Otherwise, I'd forget everything."
Isolde pressed her lips together and swatted at him weakly. "I... I hate you."
“And yet you let me try.”
He grinned and yodeled: “Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!”
Shitter puffed on his pipe, blowing a cloud of smoke into the night. It was clear to him: no matter how hard Isolde resisted, she had long since become part of Jupp's madness.
And Isolde herself knew it too, deep down. She fought back, she cursed, she acted indignant—but in the dark, in the moments between drinking and yodeling, she liked it when Jupp reached for her oranges.
Thus ended the first civilized language exercises: without grammar, without progress, but with a realization that Isolde hated and loved at the same time – Jupp remained Jupp. And he would always be crazy about her oranges.
 
Isolde's attempts at dominance
The morning began with a scene that had haunted Isolde Baden for days: Jupp lay across his pile of rags, naked except for the tattered remains of his loincloth, drooling and scratching himself loudly in places that weren't even spoken about in Baden. The sun shone through the canopy of leaves, the stench of fermented fruit hung in the room like an invisible curtain.
Isolde stood at the edge, her arms crossed, her lips thin as a line. She was at her limit. After countless failed speech exercises, after too many drunken bouts, and too much… physical confusion with this madman, she decided: Enough is enough.
"From today on," she murmured, "I am the mistress here. I will tame him. He will obey. I am not his slave. He is mine."
Shitter sat as usual in the entrance, his pipe between his lips, and gave a throatyUhh-hak-huuhof herself. To Isolde, it sounded like mockery.
"Just laugh, monkey," she growled. "I know what I'm doing."
She stomped over to Jupp and grabbed his arm. "Get up!"
Jupp opened one eye and grinned sleepily. "Morning, baby. Do you have anything to drink?"
"No. Not today. Today you'll learn obedience."
"Hu... what? Sounds like a chimpanzee with a cough."
“It means: They listen to me!”
Jupp yawned and turned away. "Baby, I hear you all day. Screaming, cursing, preaching. Enough."
"Stand up!"
She tugged at him, and he let herself be pulled halfway up, only to immediately fall back into the rags. "Too heavy, baby. My bones say no."
Isolde gritted her teeth and reached for a palm leaf whip she'd made the day before. "Then just like that!"
She whipped him lightly on the bottom.
Jupp jumped up, startled, his eyes wide open—and immediately burst out laughing. "Oho! Now things are getting interesting!"
“That was a punishment!”
"That was foreplay! Do it again!"
Isolde turned bright red. "You don't understand anything!"
"Yes, baby. You want to play mistress. But don't forget: A master without a subject is just a moron with a stick. And I'm not a subject. I'm Jupp!"
Shitter coughed with laughter, the pipe wobbling in his mouth.
Isolde stamped her feet. "I swear, I'll break you!"
"Break?" Jupp grinned, wiggling his hips. "Baby, I'm like a banana. If you squeeze me too hard, I'll just get mushy. And you like my mushyness."
She screamed and threw the whip at him. He caught it, tucked it into his loincloth like a flag, and yodeled, "Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!"
Thus began their first attempt at dominance—with a whip that became a joke and a Jupp who refused to take anything seriously.
The next morning began with a bang—more precisely, with Isolde, standing in the treehouse like a sergeant major, her arms crossed behind her back, her gaze stern and unwavering. Next to her lay a hand-scraped "rule book" made of palm leaves, in which she had jotted down the new regulations.
Jupp squatted on all fours in the dirt, drooling and giggling while juggling a half-fermented mango. Shitter puffed on his pipe in the entrance and blinked curiously.
"From today on," Isolde began in a thunderous voice, "there are rules here. Military discipline!"
Jupp grinned and belched. "Military... what? Sounds like an illness."
“It means order! Structure! Obedience!”
"Baby, I already have structure. Frogs on the left, booze on the right. Bananas in the middle."
"QUIET!"
Jupp flinched, then laughed. "Wow, baby, you sound like my mom before she spilled the champagne."
Isolde ignored him and opened the palm leaf rulebook. "Rule number one: You stand up when I say so!"
“I’m standing there. Inwardly.”
“Rule number two: no drinking before sunset!”
Jupp's face slumped as if she'd chopped off his leg. "No... booze? Baby, it's like not breathing!"
“Rule number three: You do what I say – without argument!”
"Contradiction? I haven't even spoken. I'm just drooling."
"QUIET! You obey now!"
Isolde stood bolt upright and raised her arm. "Stand! Attend!"
Jupp stared at her, then jumped up, tore off his loincloth, saluted naked, and slurred: “Yes, sir, General Banana, Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!”
Shitter burst out laughing, almost falling off the platform, he was laughing so hard.
Isolde turned bright red. "Not like that! You should be serious!"
"It's me, baby!" Jupp shouted, jumping jacks, his calabash clutched like a drum. "I'll march for you, I'll drink for you, I'll yodel for you! Zack – Zack – Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!"
He stumbled, fell into the fruit lying around, and slid across the treehouse on a rotten mango.
Isolde put her hands over her face. "This is a nightmare."
"No, baby," grinned Jupp, lying in the fruit, his belly full of juice. "This is my parade. Welcome to the drunken army."
Shitter drummed in agreement, as if he had already welcomed Jupp’s new “troop.”
And so the attempt to introduce order ended in a chaos of fruit, booze, and yodeling—a military fiasco that only Jupp could celebrate.
In a dark corner of the treehouse, hidden beneath palm leaves and old junk, lay Jupp's pride and joy: two rusty canisters and three calabashes, reeking of smoke and poacher's whiskey. He had stolen them from the poacher's camp in the chaos of fire and alcohol—his greatest coup.
Isolde Baden knew this only too well. She had forbidden him to drink from the canisters more than once, but Jupp treated them like holy relics.
“If I can’t get you with rules,” she murmured sternly, “then I’ll get you with reward and punishment.”
Jupp lay on the floor, drooling, chewing on a piece of fruit. "Reward? Sounds like whiskey."
"Exactly. If you obey, you get a drink. If not, punishment."
His eyes lit up. "Baby, this is the first sensible system you've introduced here!"
"So come on. Rule one: Stand up!"
Jupp groaned, staggered to his feet, and saluted halfheartedly. "Yes, sir, baby!"
"Very good. One sip."
She handed him the calabash, and he almost tipped it down.
"Not everything!"
"It was just a little sip, baby. A very long little sip."
She sighed and opened the next rule. "Rule two: You say what I say."
"Okay. I'll say what you say."
“My name is Isolde Baden.”
“My name is… Isolde Baden.”
"Very good. Again."
“My name is… fat oranges!”
"NO!"
Jupp laughed, almost falling over. "Then punishment, baby!"
“That’s not how it works!”
"Yes! Punishment is also reward! Hitting, kicking, all equally good, as long as there's whiskey afterward."
He threw himself theatrically to the ground, stretching out his arms. "Come on, lady, punish me! Hit me! I was bad! I thought of your oranges!"
Isolde turned bright red, Shitter almost knocked his pipe out of his mouth with laughter.
“You’re disgusting!” she screamed, trying to stay serious.
“And yet you still want to educate me.”
He grinned, scrambled to his feet, and secretly took another sip from the calabash. "Baby, I'm like poachers' whiskey: rough, dirty, untamed. You can't filter me. You can only drink me."
Isolde threw her hands in the air. "It's hopeless!"
“No,” Jupp drooled, grinning broadly, “it’s delicious.”
Then he yodeled, loudly and off-key: “Hooooooolariiiiiiiiiioooooooh!”
The morning began with a plan. Isolde Baden got up early and crept to the dark corner of the treehouse where Jupp kept his sacred whiskey canisters. She pushed the palm leaves aside, grabbed the rusty metal containers with both hands, and dragged them out onto the platform.
“Today, Lord of the Apes,” she murmured determinedly, “you will learn to live without whiskey.”
Shitter watched her, puffed on his pipe and gave a throatyUhh-hak-huuuhas if he knew that disaster was about to break out.
Jupp woke up, rubbed his eyes, and drooled. "Baby... what are you doing with my treasures?"
"This," Isolde snarled, tapping the canisters, "is over. No more whiskey. From today on, dry!"
Jupp jumped up, naked, his loincloth somewhere in the dirt. His eyes widened as if she'd just stolen his soul. "Dry?! Baby, everything's wet in the jungle! You can't take the only dry thing away from me!"
“Yes! From today on, not a drop more.”
"This is murder!" Jupp roared, dramatically throwing himself to his knees and grabbing the canisters. "Baby, the poachers gave blood for this, and I stole it like a hero! You can't dispossess a hero!"
“It’s for your own good.”
“My best is at the bottom of the calabash!”
He lunged forward, yanking on a canister, but Isolde pushed against it with all her strength. The two of them tugged like madmen, while Shitter giggled and made monkey noises that sounded like applause.
“Let go!” Isolde screamed.
“Never!” roared Jupp, “I’d rather die!”
He lost his footing, the canister slipped from his hands, tipped over the platform, and plummeted into the depths. A dull thud, then a gush of liquid flowing over the leaves.
Jupp froze, staring down. "My... my gold..."
Isolde seized the moment and pulled the second canister toward her. "This one's going too."
Jupp's expression went mad. "Baby... you want war?"
“I want discipline!”
“Then you’ll have war!”
He jumped at her, she backed away, stumbled, the calabash in her hand. Jupp snatched it from her fingers, poured the last of the whiskey into his mouth, and yodeled: "Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!"
Isolde grabbed his arm, but he was slippery from the spilled juice, drooling, and laughing. "Too late, baby! I'm already full!"
He ran in circles through the treehouse, jumped onto the platform, and flailed his arms like a madman. Down in the jungle, the monkeys screeched as if cheering him on.
Isolde sank onto the stool, completely exhausted. "It's impossible. He'll never dry."
Shitter puffed contentedly, murmured a throatyHuh-hak-huuh, which Jupp immediately translated: "See, baby? Even Shitter says: Whiskey is the true religion."
Isolde stared into the jungle while Jupp yodeled through the treehouse. Her mission had failed. The Lord of the Apes would never sober up—not as long as a single drop remained hidden somewhere in the jungle.
The next day began with thunder and heat. Isolde Baden stood in the treehouse, her forehead sweating, the palm leaf rulebook in her hand. This time it was going to be final. She'd had enough of Jupp's chaos, enough of whiskey, bananas, and yodeling.
"From today on, Jupp," she snarled, "you will obey me. No discussion!"
Jupp lay with his legs wide apart on the floor, naked as if he had been dropped by God, his beard full of fruit flies, grinning like a child who knows he has already won the prank.
“Baby, rules are like coconuts: hard on the outside, empty on the inside.”
"No! Today I'm the mistress. If you don't obey, then..." She paused. "Then... then there will be consequences."
Jupp drooled and scratched his stomach. "Consequences? Sounds like a new liquor."
“It’s called punishment!”
He suddenly jumped up, his eyes sparkling. "Punishment? I have a better idea. We'll turn the tables, baby."
"What does this mean?"
"You want rules? Then start with yourself. Topless. Immediately."
Isolde turned bright red. "This is blackmail!"
"Exactly. And if you don't, I'll yodel so loudly that the whole cannibal horde will come here. Your feminism won't save them."
Shitter gave a throatyHuh-hak-huuhas if he wanted to confirm the madness.
Isolde pressed her lips together, trembling. "You... you're a pig."
"Exactly. And you love it."
Hesitant, ashamed, and growling, she finally took off her top. Jupp immediately yodeled: "Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!"
"Now clean the floor. Naked."
“This is… this is absurd!”
"Absurd is my middle name, baby. On your knees, rag in hand. Or the cannibals are about to hear a concert."
She trembled, knelt down, and began to scrub, while Jupp stood drooling by, his hands buried in his beard, his eyes as wide as plates.
"Faster, baby. The floor needs to shine. Your oranges too."
“Shut up!”
But after minutes of scrubbing, with sweat running down her back and monkeys screeching outside, something unexpected happened: Isolde stopped feeling ashamed. Instead, she began to laugh.
A hysterical, desperate laugh at first, which then developed into a liberated giggle. "This is crazy! I'm cleaning a treehouse in the jungle naked!"
“And it was your idea, baby!” Jupp grinned, clapping his hands and drooling.
She laughed louder, wiped faster, and threw the wet rag in his face. He yodeled, threw it back, and they both snorted until they cried.
And so the attempt to dominate Jupp ended—with Isolde scrubbing the floor naked, and Jupp standing beside her, yodeling. What began as horror turned into a moment of absurd, sordid intimacy.
Shitter puffed on his pipe and shook his head. It was clear to him: whoever tries to educate Jupp always ends up where Jupp wants them to—in the middle of madness.
The next morning began seemingly calmly. Isolde Baden had dressed as best she could in the jungle and vowed to herself:Never again will I let this bum humiliate me.She wanted her dignity back, her power, her control.
Jupp, on the other hand, was already shuffling through the treehouse with a gourd full of fruit juice, drooling and grinning broadly. "Morning, baby. We had a nice housecleaning yesterday. We should make this a tradition."
"Forget it!" she hissed. "This will never happen again."
"Of course not," he grinned, "because you're my slave now. That's a deal."
"WHAT?!"
"You were cleaning naked, baby. In court, that would be a confession. Here in the jungle, it's a contract."
“That’s not a contract, that was blackmail!”
"Exactly. And that's exactly why it's binding."
Shitter in the entrance gave a throatyUhh-hak-huuhas if he already knew that the day would escalate.
Later that morning, Jupp set off, Isolde in tow. They marched deeper into the jungle, where Shitter's clan had gathered: dozens of monkeys perched on branches, screaming, drumming, and chattering excitedly.
Jupp stood in front of the horde with his legs wide apart and raised his arms. "Monkeys! Today I present to you my new acquisition! My slave – Isolde Baden!"
The monkeys screamed and drummed as if they had understood.
Isolde turned bright red. "Take that word back immediately!"
"What, baby? Slave sounds classy."
“It’s degrading!”
"You scrubbed the floor naked. The monkeys laughed. That's the crowning glory!"
Shitter made a throatyKraaa-hak-huuh, almost like a mocking laugh.
Isolde stamped her feet and yelled, "I am not a slave! I am a free woman! I am a feminist!"
The monkeys screeched even louder, throwing fruit at her. Jupp drooled and grinned. "See, baby? Even the monkeys agree with you. You're free—free to be my slave."
“I’ll kill you!” she screamed, raising her stick and trying to hit him.
Jupp ducked and yodeled loudly: “Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!”
The monkeys yodeled back as if they had found an anthem.
Isolde was beside herself, waving her stick, while Jupp danced around in front of her, laughing and drooling. It was a circus, a spectacle, a theater that amused everyone in the jungle—except her.
And at the end, when she collapsed exhausted, sweating and screaming, Jupp stood over her, grinning broadly and drooling. "See, baby? You can scream, curse, threaten. In the end, you're still here—my Isolde. My oranges. My slave."
The monkeys cheered, Shitter puffed his pipe, and Isolde knew: In this jungle, all of nature laughed at her “attempts at dominance.”
Night fell over the jungle like a wet curtain. Crickets chirped, frogs croaked, and somewhere in the distance, a predator screamed. In the treehouse, Jupp lay stretched out, naked, snoring and drooling, while Shitter puffed on his pipe in the doorway, letting the embers glow like the eye of a silent judge.
Isolde Baden sat at the edge, her knees drawn up, her arms wrapped around her legs. Her hair was sticky with sweat, her lips chapped. She was tired—not just from the jungle, but from herself.
All her attempts to control him had failed. He had ridiculed every rule, twisted every threat, and turned every punishment into a game. And today – humiliated in front of the monkeys, laughed at, and paraded as a "slave."
She wanted to cry. She wanted to scream. Instead, she laughed quietly, bitterly, half-madly.
"I'm crazy," she muttered. "I'm here in the jungle, fighting for power with a slobbering bum, and in the end... in the end, the monkeys laugh at me."
Shitter made a deepUhh-hak-huuh, puffed smoke.
"Yeah, go ahead and laugh," she hissed, "you're just as bad. You're all against me."
But deep down, she knew: That wasn't true. It wasn't "against" her. It was something else. Something that drew her in like a whirlpool.
Because as much as she hated Jupp—his stench, his booze, his sayings, his craving for oranges—she couldn't leave. Something held her back. Something that neither feminism nor civilization could explain.
She remembered bathing, the clean bathroom, the warm baths, the bookshelves. It seemed like a dream to her, another world. Here, in the smelly treehouse, everything was raw, dirty, absurd—and real.
Jupp wheezed, turned in his sleep, murmured: “Banana… Isolde… Hoooooo…”
She stared at him, full of anger, full of shame – and full of something else she didn't want to name.
"I hate you," she whispered. "And yet I stay."
She lay down, closed her eyes, and for a moment she felt something like peace.
Not control. Not dominance. But the bizarre feeling that she was exactly where she belonged—in the chaos, next to the naked lord of the apes, the bum, the madman who drove her mad yet held her captive.
Shitter blew a cloud of smoke into the night. The jungle hummed, yodeling in the echo.
And Isolde knew: her attempts at dominance had failed. But she herself—she had long since become part of the madness.
 
Jupp's new slave
The morning after the monkey circus began as usual: Jupp was sprawled on the floor, naked, stinking, with a half-full belly of fermented fruit. Shitter sat in the doorway, puffing on his pipe, the embers glowing like a mocking memory.
Isolde Baden woke up with a headache, her soul raw as if she'd suffered a defeat. She had tried everything—rules, punishments, and talking. Everything had failed. Now she was where she never wanted to be: under Jupp's thumb, in his stinking realm of booze, sweat, and yodeling.
Jupp sat up, rubbed his eyes, and grinned. "Morning, baby. Ready for your slave duties?"
“I am not a slave!” she hissed reflexively.
"Yes, baby. You signed it yesterday—with sweat, with scrubbing, and with your oranges."
Shitter gave a throatyHuuuh-hak-hakas if to confirm this.
Isolde crossed her arms, but they trembled. "What do you want from me?"
Jupp grinned broadly, peered down at her, and drooled. "Banana."
Isolde felt the blood rush to her face. "No!"
"Yes, baby. And this time it's the other way around. Yesterday I wanted your oranges. Today I want you to beg."
“You are disgusting!”
"Exactly. And you're addicted."
She backed away, struggling with herself, but Jupp drummed his fingers on the floor, yodeling softly: “Hooooo…”
“Shut up!”
"Say it, baby. Say you want my banana."
Isolde gasped, her hands shaking. "Never!"
"Then I'll yodel until the cannibals get here. They're just waiting for an invitation."
Shitter drummed on a coconut, the jungle echoed.
Isolde gritted her teeth. Her pride screamed no, her body whispered yes. She trembled, tears in her eyes.
“Please,” she finally said, barely audibly.
“Louder, baby.”
"Please!"
“Say everything.”
“Please… may I… have your banana.”
Jupp grinned, drooled, and nodded contentedly. "I like it that way."
She put her hands over her face, ashamed, and yet she felt this damn heat that she couldn't get rid of.
Jupp stretched, yodeling loudly, while Shitter grinned in the doorway like the old shaman who had seen it all coming.
And so Isolde's new everyday life began: no longer the rebel, no longer the mistress, but Jupp's "new slave" - ​​forced to beg for things that she had secretly wanted for a long time.
The jungle smelled of fish and sweat that day. The sun burned through the leaves, while Jupp sat with his legs wide apart on a branch, drooling, his belly full of fruit, his hands in his beard. Isolde Baden stood below, sweaty, hungry, and angry.
“They should catch fish!” she called up.
Jupp grinned and scratched his butt. "Should I, baby? And what do I get in return?"
“They do it because I say so!”
"Wrong. You're my slave. So say nicely: Please, Jupp, catch fish for me."
“This is ridiculous!”
“Then stay hungry.”
Shitter in the background puffed his pipe and gave a throatyUhh-hak-hakas if he were betting how long she could last.
Isolde stamped her foot and pursed her lips, but hunger gnawed at her. Finally, she lowered her head. "Please... Yup... catch fish for me."
“How sweet!” he roared, jumping into the water with a yodel: “Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!”
He slapped his hands into the water like a mad bear, dived, and came back up snorting – and sure enough, he had a few wriggling fish in his mouth and under his arms.
He threw it at Isolde's feet. "There, baby. Your gourmet dinner. And? Was that asking fun?"
She wanted to scream at him. Instead, she nodded weakly, her cheeks red.
In the evening, as the fire blazed and the fish sizzled, they continued. Isolde asked him to add more wood.
“Only if you kneel down, baby.”
"What?!"
"On your knees. And then... kiss the banana."
“Never in a million years!”
"Then you'll freeze. Your choice."
The jungle was humid and warm, but at that moment she shivered. Slowly, shivering, she knelt down. Her pride wept, but her heart raced. She placed her lips on his "banana," and Jupp grinned broadly, drooling.
"There, baby. That's good."
Shitter drummed on a coconut in agreement.
And something happened to Isolde. Initially filled with shame, she suddenly felt a stab of heat—a fluttering that frightened her. It was wrong, humiliating, grotesque. But she liked it.
Over the next few days, it became routine. Did she want fruit? To beg. Did she want water? To kneel. Did she want peace? A kiss.
And the more often she submitted, the less she resisted. Anger became habit, habit became a game. And at some point, it was no longer a game—it was desire.
Isolde Baden, the civilized feminist, had become a slave in the jungle. And worse still: she wanted it herself.
The sun was high above the jungle, the air heavy as wet felt. Jupp lay in the treehouse, his beard covered in fruit flies, his stomach full of fruit, while Shitter puffed in the doorway, observing the world with his black eyes.
Isolde Baden knelt on the floor, the rag in her hand. It had once been a compulsion, but now it was almost routine. She felt something working inside her—a part resisting it, and another giggling like a child doing something forbidden.
“Yup,” she began quietly.
He turned his head and grinned. "What do you want, baby?"
She bit her lip, hesitated. "Some fruit."
"And?"
"Please…"
"And?"
“Please, Jupp… give me fruit.”
He drooled, handed her half a mango, but held it up just high enough for her to stretch. Finally, she knelt down in front of him, reached for the fruit—and, as she leaned forward, automatically kissed his banana.
He immediately yodeled: “Hooooooolariiiiiiiiiioooooooh!”
Shitter coughed with laughter, the pipe wobbling in his mouth.
Isolde nibbled on the mango, feeling her cheeks glow. "I'm crazy," she murmured.
But she did it again. And again. Not because she had to—but because she wanted to.
In the evening, by the fire, she even turned the spit. "Yup?"
"Hm?"
“Please… bring me wood.”
He blinked, drooling. "That's so sweet, baby. Do it again."
“Please, Jupp… bring me some wood.”
“Even sweeter!”
“Please, Lord of the Apes… bring me wood.”
He jumped up, giggled, dragged half a bundle of branches, and yodeled. "That's how I like it, baby! Say it more often!"
She laughed—really laughed. Not bitterly, not hysterically, but brightly and freely. And Jupp laughed along, beating his chest as if he were king of the jungle.
From then on, she begged, without being asked. For fruit. For water. For attention. For everything. And every time, she got it—with Jupp's drooling grin and Shitter's mocking look as a bonus.
And as the jungle hummed around her, Isolde knew: she was long lost. No longer the feminist, no longer the mistress. But a woman who, kneeling and pleading, had fallen in love with madness.
The jungle resembled a witch's cauldron that day. Monkeys screamed in the trees, fruit splattered on the ground, and somewhere far away, the drumming of a cannibal tribe echoed.
Jupp sat on his treehouse platform, legs wide apart, drooling, holding a calabash full of fermented fruit. Isolde Baden stood beside him, her hips proudly swung, her arms crossed.
“Yup,” she crooned, “please give me some fruit.”
He grinned, handed her half a banana, and drooled. "Well, baby, you're finally learning."
She took the banana, took a bite, chewed—and suddenly turned to the monkey crowd. Shitter had invited another half-dozen friends, who were perched on branches, giggling loudly.
"And you!" she cried, her face bright red. "I'm not just any woman. I'm the wife of the Apes! You will treat me with respect!"
The monkeys roared with laughter, drumming their bellies. One even threw a rotten fruit at her.
Isolde screamed: "The impudence! Yup! Do something!"
Jupp giggled, drooled, and shrugged. "Baby, you have to earn respect. Curtsy."
"What?!"
"Curtsy, baby, and the monkeys will know you mean business."
She stamped her foot. "I'm not here to curtsy to a pack of monkeys!"
“Then they will continue to laugh.”
Isolde hissed, her eyes sparkling, but finally she lifted the hem of her improvised jungle dress and curtsied stiffly.
The monkeys screeched even louder, drumming. Shitter puffed on his pipe with relish and shook his head.
Isolde exploded. "I demand respect! I am your mistress, the wife of Jupp, the Lord of the Apes!"
"Wife?" Jupp slobbered, grinning broadly. "Baby, that sounds like a prenuptial agreement. I don't even know how to spell that."
“It means you respect me – and your monkeys too!”
Jupp giggled, belched, and dropped the calabash. "All right, baby. Then make the monkeys kneel. Tell them."
She turned to the horde, full of defiance: "Down from the branches, you bastards, and bow to your mistress!"
The monkeys looked at them – and threw even more fruit.
Jupp laughed so loudly he almost fell out of the tree. "Baby, you may be the wife of the Monkey Lord, but monkeys aren't mothers-in-law. They don't take orders."
Isolde raged, her hair disheveled, her chest heaved. And yet she felt: she wanted this fight. She wanted respect, not just humiliation.
And so she stood there, bitchy, proud, and screamed at the jungle – while Jupp grinned and drooled and Shitter commented on the world with a smoke ring.
The day after the monkey circus was humid and hot. The jungle steamed like a dirty cauldron, mosquitoes buzzed everywhere, and Jupp lay in the shade of the tree house, his hands in his beard, drooling and content.
Isolde Baden sat opposite him, her arms crossed, her expression stern. She was tired of being just a slave. She had constructed a new role in her mind—the wife, the legitimate wife of the Lord of the Apes.
“Yup,” she began seriously.
“Hmm?” He scratched his butt and took a sip from the calabash.
“As your wife, I demand respect.”
He coughed and drooled. "Wife? Since when are you my wife?"
"Since you saved me from the cannibals. Since I've been living here in the treehouse. Since I've been serving you. I'm your wife."
“Baby, that sounds like a tax return.”
"No! That sounds like marriage. And in a marriage, the man has responsibilities."
Jupp laughed loudly and slapped his chest. "Duties?! Baby, I only have one duty: drool, drink, and yodel. Everything else is a luxury."
"No," she insisted, her voice firmer. "You're supposed to protect me. You're supposed to provide for me. You're supposed to take care of me."
"I'll protect you. The monkeys will only laugh at you, but they won't eat you."
"That's not enough! You have to show me that I'm important to you."
He grinned broadly and drooled. "Baby, you're as important to me as the last gourd of whiskey. Life would be dull without you."
She turned bright red. "That's not a compliment!"
"Yes, baby. That's the greatest thing I can say. Whiskey is my god. You're my second god. Done."
Shitter in the entrance puffed his pipe and gave a throatyUhh-hak-huuhas if he were approving of the joke.
Isolde jumped up and stamped her foot. "I want you to behave like a husband!"
“How does a husband behave, baby?”
"He listens! He does what the woman says! He brings her flowers, he catches fish, he shows affection!"
Jupp blinked and drooled. "So... I'll bring you flowers if you kiss my banana. Deal?"
“This is not marriage, this is blackmail!”
"Exactly, baby. That's jungle marriage."
Isolde pressed her hands to her face, wanting to scream, and yet she felt that damned fluttering in her stomach. Because as grotesque as it was, she was getting exactly what she wanted: attention, affection, albeit in Jupp's twisted way.
He suddenly jumped up, grabbed a handful of leaves, and threw them at her feet. "Here, baby, flowers for you. Now kneel."
“Never in a million years!”
“Then no marriage.”
She laughed, glared at him—and yet knelt. "You're the worst bastard I've ever met."
"And you're my wife, baby. Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!"
The monkeys in the trees yodeled back, the jungle vibrated, and Isolde knew: her pride had been broken again – and yet she felt more “wifely” than ever before.
That day, the jungle broiled like a damp oven. Insects buzzed, birds screeched, and Jupp lay on his stomach in the treehouse, drooling into an empty calabash and dreaming of whiskey rivers.
Isolde Baden stood over him, her hands on her hips. She had a plan. If he was her "husband," then he should do what husbands did—at least in her mind: work, provide, and get things done.
“Yup!” she called out sternly.
He blinked and rubbed his eyes. "Hmm? What's up, baby?"
"As my husband, you have responsibilities. Today you will catch fish and gather wood."
He grinned, drooling. "Duties? Baby, I have a duty to drink and yodel. Everything else is optional."
"No! You will do what I say. Marriage means division of labor!"
"Then share the work, baby. You do it, I'll share a drink."
Shitter puffed on his pipe and chuckled throatily.
Isolde stamped her feet. "Enough! If you want to be a real husband, then prove it! Catch fish!"
Jupp sat up and rubbed his beard. "And what do I get for that?"
“You get… my respect.”
"Respect? Can you drink it?"
"No!"
"Then I want something else. Your oranges. Or a kiss. On the banana."
Isolde turned bright red. "This isn't a marriage, this is a pigsty!"
"Then I'll catch pigs instead of fish. Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!"
He jumped up, ran to the river, and landed with a belly flop into the water. For minutes, all that could be heard was splashing, cursing, and a few half-smothered yodels, until he resurfaced—with two tiny fish and a shoe that a tourist had apparently dropped.
"There, baby!" he roared, throwing the fish to the floor and the shoe on top. "Dinner and fashion! The perfect husband!"
Isolde pressed her hands to her face. "You're a nightmare."
“A dream with a whiskey flavor!” He drooled, grinned, and shook the water out of his beard.
They continued in the afternoon. She insisted he collect wood. He disappeared for hours and finally returned—with an entire log that he had dragged across the jungle, half naked, half bleeding, completely out of breath.
"There, baby," he gasped, letting the log crash onto the treehouse roof, shaking half the structure. "Wood. For a whole year. Marital duty fulfilled."
Shitter snorted with laughter, the whistle shaking dangerously.
Isolde was at her limits. She wanted a normal man who would simply catch fish and gather wood. Instead, she had Jupp: a slobbering, yodeling chaos who turned everything into the absurd.
And yet—as she looked at him, sweating, grinning, proud of his idiotic exploits—she felt that damned fluttering in her stomach again.
"You're not a man," she murmured. "You're crazy."
"Exactly, baby. And you're my mad wife."
He yodeled loudly, the monkeys yodeled back, and the jungle laughed at their “marriage,” which was nothing but booze, chaos, and bananas.
Night fell over the jungle. The treehouse swayed gently in the wind, crickets chirped, and the fire below flickered dimly. Jupp lay stretched out, naked, his belly full of fish and fermented fruit, his beard matted with the day's sweat. Shitter puffed on his pipe as usual, and the smoke rose like a silent sermon.
Isolde Baden sat cross-legged, her arms wrapped around her knees. Her gaze wandered between Jupp and the twinkling stars. A storm raged in her head.
During the day, she had tried again to make him a "real husband"—with fish, with wood, with chores. Everything had ended in chaos, as always. He had twisted everything, ridiculed it, and the monkeys had laughed themselves silly.
And yet... she was still here. She hadn't run away, hadn't run back to the realm of civilization, hadn't run into the arms of the cannibals. She had stayed.
Why?
Because he drove her crazy? Yes. Because he humiliated her? That too. But also because he gave her something she never expected: a sense of belonging, however twisted and absurd it was.
Jupp tossed and turned in his sleep, murmuring: “Banana… Isolde… my oranges… Hoooo…”
Isolde laughed softly, bitterly and softly at the same time. "You're the worst pig I've ever met," she whispered. "But you're my pig."
She stood up, stepped to the edge of the platform, and looked into the dark jungle. The monkeys were still crouching in the trees, as if they were constant witnesses to her farce.
"Listen!" she cried, her chest puffed out. "I am Isolde Baden—the wife of the Lord of the Apes! And you will respect me!"
The monkeys screamed back, threw fruit, laughed in her face.
She stamped her foot, angrily, defiantly—and then she laughed herself. Laughed loudly, laughed freely, laughed until tears streamed.
Because she knew she would never receive respect here. Not from the monkeys, not from Jupp. But she had gained something else—a place in the madness, a role in the absurd theater of the jungle.
Shitter blew a cloud of smoke into the night. Jupp drooled and snored, naked as a Neanderthal.
And Isolde, the feminist from Baden, who once wanted rules, feminism, and dominance, realized with a smile: She was now the "wife of the Lord of the Apes." Bitchy, proud, humiliated—and strangely content.
 
Visit to the cannibal tribe – this time with Isolde
The jungle steamed like a wet cauldron. The air hung heavy, birds screeched, and somewhere in the distance, dull drums rumbled. Jupp trudged ahead, naked except for his loincloth, his beard covered in fruit flies, drooling and grinning. Isolde Baden followed him, her gaze stern, her hair disheveled, but with that strange twinkle in her eyes, the kind you saw in women who didn't know whether they were in love or crazy.
“Yup, where are we going?” she asked.
"Visitors, baby. The cannibals are inviting us."
“Nobody invited us!”
"Yes. Those drums. That's their way of saying: Come on over, we're in the mood for human flesh."
Isolde stumbled over a root and cursed. "And you're seriously leading me right into the heart of these madmen?"
"Right, baby. Family outing."
Shitter trotted behind, puffed his pipe and made a throatyUhh-hak-huuh.
“Even Shitter knows this will be a disaster,” growled Isolde.
"No, baby," Jupp slobbered, "Shitter says the cannibals are good cooks. It's just their table manners are bad."
She stared at him, angry, scared. "This is madness."
"Exactly, baby. And you're my mad wife."
The drums grew louder. Traces appeared between the trees: gnawed bones, charred fire pits, a spear in the ground.
Isolde held her stomach. "Oh God..."
"Don't worry, baby. I've got my joker with me."
“Which Joker?”
Jupp pulled a small, squeaking toad out of his loincloth—a poison dart frog. "My frog. My buzz. My friend."
“That’s disgusting!”
"Nope, baby. It's life insurance. One lick, and you'll yodel so loud the cannibals will think the gods are coming down."
She shook her head. "You're crazy."
“And you love me for it.”
Shitter chuckled throatily as if to confirm this.
The path led deeper, the ground soft with the blood of past victims, the trees hung thick with skulls. Isolde's eyes widened, her breathing quickened.
"Yup... these aren't games. This is real."
"It's all real, baby. Real meat, real fire, real hunger. They'll be amazed when they see us."
“Open your eyes?! They’ll eat us!”
"Not me. I taste like whiskey and frog. But you, baby... you're a feast."
She slapped him on the arm. "You're a pig!"
"Exactly. And you're my side dish."
He drooled and grinned as the drums thundered louder. And somewhere ahead, in the red glow of a fire, the first shadows of the cannibal tribe moved.
They had barely reached the edge of the clearing when they leaped out: brown-smeared bodies, bone chains, spears in hand, teeth bared like predators. The drums fell silent, and for a moment there was complete silence, until the entire village erupted in screams.
Isolde screamed and stumbled back, but spears pushed her forward. Jupp drooled, grinned, and shouted, "Enjoy your meal, boys! Do you have any beer?"
A spear thrust to the chest silenced him, but he just laughed as if it were a game. Shitter jumped into a tree and hid in the branches, his pipe clutched firmly in his mouth.
“Yup!” gasped Isolde, “they’re going to kill us!”
"Nah, baby. Not us. Maybe you. Not me. I taste like fermented fruit."
The cannibals tied her up and dragged her to the fire. A cauldron boiled, the stench of stale meat and herbs hung in the air. Isolde turned chalk white.
“Yup! Do something!”
He drooled and grinned. "Wait, baby. I got my joker."
He pulled out the small toad he had hidden in his loincloth with his teeth. The cannibals paused, confused. Jupp held the animal up as if it were a sacred treasure.
"Divine frog!" he roared. "Whoever licks this will hear the voices of the ancestors!"
The cannibals stared and whispered. One stepped forward, curious.
Jupp grabbed him and pressed the man's tongue against the frog. Seconds later, the cannibal lay trembling on the ground, his eyes rolling, yodeling like a madman.
The entire village erupted in panic. Some fled, others threw themselves before Jupp.
Isolde could hardly believe it. "It works?!"
"Of course, baby. The frog never lies."
The cannibals began to drum, this time reverently, almost ceremoniously. Jupp stood there, drooling, grinning broadly, the toad in his hand like a scepter.
"See, baby? I'm her god now. And you're my goddess."
Isolde was torn between relief, disgust and a strange pride.
But as the crowd roared, she knew: This was just the beginning. The tribe would want more—and Jupp would take the game even further.
The fire burned high, the drums pounded, and the entire tribe danced like mad. Jupp stood in the middle of the circle, holding his poison dart frog high, drooling and yodeling into the night:
“Hoooooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooooh!”
The cannibals shouted it as if it were a sacred chant. Some threw themselves into the dust, others painted themselves with mud as a sign of submission.
Isolde Baden was dragged forward by a group of women, had a wreath of feathers placed on her head, and suddenly she was standing next to Jupp.
"Goddess!" they cried. "Wife of the Frog God!"
Isolde was frozen. "Oh my God..."
“No, baby,” Jupp drooled, “your God.”
The cannibals handed Jupp a calabash—filled to the brim with a thick, stinking brew of fermented fruit and presumably jungle urine. Jupp downed it in one gulp, belching so loudly that the drums briefly fell silent.
“More!” he yelled, and they brought more.
Isolde tried to hold him back. "Yup, stop! You're killing us!"
"I'll take us to heaven, baby! Heaven full of booze!"
He tipped calabash after calabash, drooled, yodeled, and let the men carry him on their shoulders.
The women turned to Isolde and prostrated themselves before her. "Goddess! Queen!"
She felt a surge of power, something she had never experienced before. For the first time, she wasn't just Jupp's slave—she was the wife of a god, worshipped, acclaimed.
But Jupp ruined everything. Drunk and staggering, he shouted: "Bring meat! We're having a barbecue, we're celebrating! I want to roast people!"
A murmur went through the tribe. Some nodded enthusiastically, others looked nervous.
"No!" Isolde cried. "I didn't mean it like that!"
But it was too late. The men grabbed prisoners—a few poor tourists who had apparently been swallowed up by the jungle—and dragged them to the fire.
Isolde froze. "Yup, you idiot! Now we have blood on our hands!"
He drooled, grinned, and tipped another calabash. "Baby, this is a banquet! Spouse bonus!"
The drums pounded faster, the fire blazed higher, and the madness gathered pace.
Isolde knew: Either she stops him now – or they will both end up in a bloodbath that might be too much even for Jupp.
The fire crackled, the drums pounded, and the cannibals dragged the bound tourists closer to the cauldron. The screams of the strangers mingled with the rhythmic cheers of the tribe.
Isolde Baden stood there, her fingers clenched, her heart racing. She wanted to intervene, she had to intervene. But beside her, Jupp staggered, drooling, the frog raised high like a scepter.
"Sacrifice!" he roared, "the gods want sacrifice! Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!"
The tribe yodeled along as if it were a sacred song.
Isolde grabbed his arm. "Yup, stop it right now! They're people! You can't..."
"Yes, baby. I am God. God can do anything. God drools, God drinks, God grills!"
She tugged on his arm, but he was too heavy, too drunk. "You're ruining us all!"
Shitter appeared on a branch above them, puffed on his pipe, and shook his head. For him, it was just another episode in the endless drama.
The cannibal women pulled Isolde aside, continued to decorate her, and painted her face with mud. "Goddess! Queen! Bless the sacrifice!"
"No!" she screamed. "I don't bless anyone!"
But Jupp jumped onto a rock, spread his arms, and slobbered into the flames. "I bless everything, baby! Fire, meat, frog! Bless everything!"
The crowd went wild. The tourists screamed.
Isolde felt her throat tighten. She was in hell, a reluctant queen, at the side of a slobbering god-bum.
"Yup!" she pleaded. "If you love me, stop it!"
He paused for a moment, swayed, blinked at her. "Love? Baby, I love whiskey. I love oranges. I love my banana. You... I love you a little bit, too."
Then he grinned, broadly, drooling, and raised the next calabash.
“Victim! Victim! Victim!”
The drums pounded faster, the madness boiled over.
Isolde knew she only had one more chance to turn things around. If she didn't somehow win him over, they would both end up as part of this hellish ceremony.
The drums pounded, the fire blazed, the cannibals screamed. Jupp stood on the stone, swaying, drooling, the calabash in one hand, the frog in the other, and roared: "Sacrifice! Meat! God wants roast!"
The bound tourists whimpered, the tribe screamed, and Isolde Baden felt her mind on the verge of collapse. But then, in the midst of the chaos, her brain ignited a spark.
If he is God, then I must be a goddess.
She threw her arms up and screamed with all her might: “STOP!”
The drums faltered. The crowd turned its heads. Jupp blinked, drooling. "Baby?"
“I…” cried Isolde, her voice trembling, “I have received a message from the ancestors!”
The cannibals stared and whispered. Some immediately threw themselves into the dust.
Jupp grinned. "Come on then, baby. What do the ancestors say?"
She took a deep breath, trying to sound as sublime as possible: "The spirits don't demand human flesh! They demand fruit! Whiskey! Smoke! And... dancing!"
A murmur went through the tribe.
“No meat?” someone grumbled.
"No!" cried Isolde. "Anyone who sacrifices meat angers the spirits! Only drinking and dancing appease them!"
The women nodded and began to cheer. The men threw their spears into the fire.
Jupp drooled and grinned broadly. "Hah! Baby, you're not so bad. Dancing instead of roasting! I like that."
He jumped off the rock, grabbed her, and yodeled: “Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!”
The crowd yodeled along, the drums started up again—this time faster, wilder, more joyfully. Instead of tourists, mountains of fruit landed in the fire, and gourds filled with booze were passed around.
The prisoners took advantage of the chaos, broke free, and ran in panic into the jungle. No one stopped them.
Isolde staggered beside Jupp, half relieved, half intoxicated. She had accomplished the impossible: she had taken advantage of his chaos and reached for the goddess herself.
But as the cannibals raged, she knew the game wasn't over yet. Jupp would always remain the Drool God—and she would always be his damned, mad queen.
The night was no longer a ritual—it was a drunken night. The fire roared, the drums pounded, and the cannibals threw themselves into a frenzy the likes of which even Jupp had rarely seen.
Gourds circled, fruits were trampled, and the ground was soon as sticky as Jupp's beard after a fruit orgy.
Isolde Baden—who had just been standing on the edge of the cooking pot—was suddenly lifted up and carried by dozens of arms. "Goddess! Goddess!" they cried, waving her through the crowd until she felt dizzy.
“I… I am… the goddess?” she murmured dazedly.
"That's right, baby!" Jupp roared, drooling, yodeling, and dancing in the middle of a circle. "My goddess! My orange queen! Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!"
The crowd yodeled back, the noise echoing through the jungle.
Isolde laughed hysterically, half in shock, half intoxicated. For a moment, she truly felt like a queen, like a woman finally receiving respect—even if it came from the throats of bloodthirsty madmen.
But Jupp was Jupp. He tipped one calabash after another, drooled into the fire, belched loudly enough to make a few children cry in shock, and then jumped into the fire, only to stagger back out with his hair on fire.
“The god is burning!” some screamed.
"No!" Jupp yelled, beating his chest. "The god is grilling himself! Extra crunch, baby!"
The crowd roared, plunging into the frenzy. Some rolled around in the mud, others licked frogs someone had found in the chaos.
Isolde continued to be carried around, pelted with fruit, sung about, and shouted at. She was goddess, victim, queen, all at once.
Shitter sat on a post, puffing, and just shook his head. For him, it was just further proof: Where Jupp was, chaos was inevitable.
As the night deepened, there was no longer any distinction between cannibals, god, and goddess. Everyone was drunk, everyone was delirious, and the line between celebration and madness dissolved.
Isolde felt: She had survived. She had done more than that—she had embraced madness. And Jupp, the slobbering bum, was now not just her husband, but a drunken god.
Morning broke like a sledgehammer. No more drumming, no more cheering—only the groans of dozens of cannibals scattered among the remains of the fire. Crushed fruit and broken calabashes lay everywhere, and the stench of burnt hair still hung in the air.
Isolde Baden woke up with a pounding head. Her "queen's crown" of feathers lay shredded beside her, her skin was smeared with mud, and her mouth tasted of smoke and dirt.
Beside her lay Jupp, naked, his beard covered in ash, drooling and grinning in his sleep. He smelled like a mixture of fermented banana and burnt sheep, yet he radiated the contentment of a man who had conquered the world while drunk.
“Oh God…” murmured Isolde, “what have we done?”
She sat up and looked around. Cannibals everywhere, motionless, snoring with their mouths open, drums overturned, spears in the mud. It was no longer a tribe; it was a mass grave of the tomcat.
Shitter perched on a branch, puffing on his pipe, and blowing a cloud of smoke into the silence. For him, it had been the most normal night in the world.
Jupp opened one eye and grinned. "Morning, baby. Goddess. Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!"
"Be quiet!" hissed Isolde, rubbing her temples. "They're asleep! If they wake up and realize they weren't celebrating gods, but just idiots, then it's our turn."
"Oh, come on," Jupp slobbered, sitting up, and scratching himself. "They won't notice anything. Hangovers are stronger than religion."
And indeed, none of the cannibals moved. Some still had frogs in their hands, others were lying half-immersed in the fire, unaware.
Isolde shook her head. "That wasn't divinity. That was booze. Just booze."
"Exactly, baby," grinned Jupp. "Drinking is the only godliness that matters."
She wanted to object—but she knew he was right. Without the booze, they would have been cooked. With the booze, they would have been queen and god.
She looked at him, drooling, smelly, with a matted beard – and yet still her master of the apes.
“You’re a madman,” she muttered.
“And you are my mad goddess,” he drooled back.
She closed her eyes and laughed bitterly – yet a little bit happily.
Shitter blew a cloud of smoke that dissipated in the morning sun. The madness was over. For now.
 
Shitter smokes weed with the feminist
The jungle slept deeply and heavily after the catastrophic night of the cannibal feast. Bodies hung everywhere in the trees or lay in the mud, while the sun burned mercilessly through the green leaves.
Jupp lay drooling in the treehouse, stretched out, half-conscious, with a frog in his arms like a child with a teddy bear. His breathing sounded like the grunt of a boar.
Isolde Baden quietly climbed out, breathed in the humid air, and shook her head. "A god," she murmured, "yes, a god of bums."
Below, on a tree trunk, sat Shitter, the old chimpanzee. He was leisurely puffing on a hand-rolled bag that smelled strongly of Jupp's jungle cannabis. His eyes were glassy, ​​and he grinned as if he knew more about the world than any human.
Isolde climbed down and sat down next to him. "Well, old friend. Are you fed up too?"
Shitter blew a smoke ring into the air, which slowly dissipated. "Uhh-hak-huuh."
She sighed. "Sometimes I wonder why I'm even here. I could have gone back to the hotel, to Baden, back to civilization and warm baths. Instead, I'm squatting here in the mud, married to a drooling monkey god."
Shitter grinned and tilted his head.
"And you know what the worst part is?" she continued. "Sometimes... sometimes I like it. Not always. But sometimes. When he forces me, when he laughs at me, when he... oh, damn."
Shitter puffed, made a throatyHuuh-hak-krrruuuh.
Isolde only heard sounds, but she translated it in her head. "Yes, you're right, Isolde," she imagined him saying. "You're crazy. But at least you're not alone."
She laughed bitterly. "You're the only one who understands me, you know that? Jupp... Jupp doesn't understand me. He only understands booze and frogs. But you... you're wise."
Shitter took another deep drag, his eyes narrowed, his grin widened.
Isolde reached for the bag. "Give it here. If I'm the wife of the Apes, then I can have a smoke with his old monkey friend."
She pulled hard, coughed, her lungs burned, the world blurred slightly.
“Damn,” she gasped, “this stuff is strong.”
Shitter chuckled throatily and continued puffing.
And so they both sat there: the feminist from Baden and the old chimpanzee, united by Jupp's cannabis, the smoke, and the feeling that they were both trapped in the jungle—involuntarily, yet with a touch of strange harmony.
Smoke hung heavy over the small clearing. Isolde Baden leaned against the tree trunk, the bag between her fingers, and stared at the sun piercing the leaves like a knife. Her head felt light, her thoughts flitting about like colorful birds.
Shitter squatted next to her, blew a cloud of smoke into the air that looked like a crooked circle, and scratched his stomach.
"You know what, shitter?" she began, her voice drawling, half laughing, half serious. "The two of us... we could be a team. You and me against Jupp. Someone has to set limits for him. Someone has to tell him when enough is enough."
The monkey made a long drawn-outHuuh-huuh-haaak.
Isolde nodded enthusiastically. "Exactly! You understand me. You say: 'Isolde, you are smart. You are strong. Together we can get this drunkard under control.'"
Shitter blinked, yawned, reached for the bag.
"I mean, honestly," she continued, "he treats me like his slave, then like his wife, then like his sport. But I'm more. I'm Isolde Baden! I should bathe! With respect! With dignity! And if I don't get it, I'll just get it with you."
The monkey gave a throatyKrrruuuh-uhhhwhile some saliva dripped from the corner of his mouth.
Isolde clapped her hands. "Yes! That's exactly what I mean! We're building an alliance. You are my witness, my confidant. I speak, you agree, and Jupp must give in."
She laughed, giggled, and almost fell back. "Oh, this will be wonderful. The Monkey Lord—under the control of his own monkeys. And his wife. A revolution in the jungle!"
Shitter leisurely reached for a beetle, put it in his mouth, chewed slowly, and then continued puffing.
Isolde looked at him, transfigured. "You're so wise, Shitter. You say more with a hum than all the men in Baden can in a hundred words. No wonder Jupp respects you."
The monkey belched, squinted briefly, and fell backward into the mud.
Isolde laughed again, wiping tears from her eyes. "My ally. My best friend. My father-in-law in spirit."
And while Shitter lay stoned in the dirt, seeing stars, Isolde felt as if she had gained a powerful ally – without realizing that the old monkey didn't even know what was happening.
The smoke hung like a heavy curtain between the trees. Isolde Baden felt her tongue go dry, her thoughts simultaneously heavy and light, like a drunk, but without the bitter aftertaste of Jupp's fermented fruit.
Shitter crouched beside her, his eyes glazed over, his belly stuffed with a few beetles he'd scraped from a root. He chewed leisurely, puffed on the bag again, and let the smoke rise into the sky like an old priest.
"You know, shitter..." Isolde began, "you're different. You're not a man like Jupp. You listen. You don't laugh when I talk. You don't throw fruit at me. You're... you're a gentleman."
The monkey gave a throatyUhh-haaakwhile scratching his butt.
Isolde nodded eagerly, her eyes shining. "Yes, exactly! You say, 'Isolde, you are strong. You are the true queen of this jungle.' Oh, shitter, that's so sweet of you."
She giggled, pulled on the bag, coughed, and continued: "You know, the men out there—in Baden, in Germany—they all talk about feminism, equal rights, blah blah blah. But nobody understands. Nobody. Only you, shitter. You understand that a woman needs respect."
Shitter sneezed, scratched his ear, and pulled on the bag.
"Exactly!" Isolde cried euphorically. "Yes, you're right. You say: 'Isolde, you have to assert yourself, even against Jupp.' And you know what? I'll do it! I'll make him take me seriously. With you by my side!"
She threw her arms in the air as if she'd just taken a vow. "The two of us, shitter—a feminist alliance! The feminist and the ape boss! Together we will conquer this jungle!"
The monkey lay on his back, stared dreamily into the treetop, and farted quietly.
Isolde smiled rapturously. "So wise, so... minimalist. A man would have needed a hundred words. You do it with a sound, a look. I admire you, shitter."
She leaned against him, the old monkey let it happen, far too stoned to move.
And the world was spinning in her head. She could already see herself with Shitter at her side, summoning the Monkey Council, taming Jupp, and forcing him to follow order. She, Isolde Baden, no longer the slave, but the queen—supported by a silent, stoned ally who was probably thinking more about beetles than revolution.
The sun was already high, and smoke still hung heavy over the clearing. Isolde Baden leaned dreamily against Shitter, who lay stoned and stared at the sky as if the clouds were whispering ancient secrets to him.
There was a cracking sound in the undergrowth.
Jupp staggered out, naked except for his loincloth, his hair matted, his beard dripping with dried fruit juice. He yawned, drooled, rubbed his eyes, and grumbled, "Baby... where are you? I need a banana."
Isolde straightened up, suddenly full of energy. "There you are at last, Jupp. I talked to Shitter."
"Ger... talks? With Shitter?" Jupp blinked, drooling. "Baby, Shitter doesn't talk. He hums, farts, and smokes weed."
"No!" She stamped her foot. "He's talking to me. He told me I deserve respect. That I no longer have to be your slave. That I am your wife, your queen!"
Shitter lay on his back, puffing on the bag, grinning blissfully and scratching his stomach.
Jupp giggled and burped. "Baby, you pulled too much. Shitter didn't say anything. The most he's thinking about right now is crunchy bugs."
"Yes!" Isolde insisted. "He's on my side. We'll both tame you!"
Jupp scratched his beard and drooled. "Tame? Me? Baby, I'm the lord of the apes. No one can tame me. Not even myself."
Isolde crossed her arms, proud, almost defiant. "Shitter supports me. He says I'm more than your toy. I'm the wife of the Apes. And you will respect me."
The old monkey sneezed, let out a long puff of smoke, and farted a second time.
Jupp laughed loudly, holding his stomach. "So that's your alliance? A stoned monkey that farts? Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!"
The monkeys in the area yodeled back, the entire jungle vibrated.
Isolde blushed and clenched her fists. "Don't laugh! This is serious!"
But the louder she got, the more Jupp grinned. For him, it was just another episode in the theater of madness. For her, however, it was a new battle—a desperate attempt to cement her role in the jungle.
Shitter blinked, dropped the bag, and fell asleep amidst their laughter.
Isolde Baden stood there like a queen without a court. Shitter lay stretched out in the mud, stoned to the core, drooling almost as much as Jupp, and sound asleep. Only a few curls of smoke floated from his mouth.
Jupp, on the other hand, staggered closer, his eyes glazed over, his beard disheveled, but with that wide, unwavering grin on his face. "Well, baby, where's your ally now? Your great philosopher?"
Isolde placed her hands on her hips. "He supports me! Even when he's asleep. His wisdom resonates within me."
"His wisdom is farting into the jungle, baby." Jupp bent down, grabbed the almost extinguished bag, and pulled hard on it. "Uhh... good stuff. Thanks, shitter."
“You don’t take me seriously!” she snarled.
"Yes, baby. I take you seriously. But if you think a stoned monkey makes you a queen, you've smoked more than I thought."
She stamped her feet. "I am the wife of the Monkey Lord. And that means I demand respect—from you, from the monkeys, from everyone!"
Jupp drooled, grinned, and tilted his head. "Respect, baby, you have to get it. Do you know how monkeys get respect?"
"No."
He beat his chest with his fist and yodeled: “Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!”
A chorus of monkeys immediately returned from the trees, screeching, screaming, and throwing fruit.
"So, baby," said Jupp, grinning broadly, "that's respect in the jungle. Whoever yodels the loudest gets the biggest bananas."
Isolde glared at him, her teeth clenched. "I can yodel too."
“Then do it, baby.”
She took a deep breath, raised her arms, and yodeled as loudly as she could: “Yoooooooooo!”
The monkeys paused. A brief moment of silence. Then they burst out laughing, screeching, and throwing more fruit.
Jupp laughed so hard he almost fell into the mud. "Baby, that wasn't yodeling. That was bathing in screams. Hahahahaha!"
“Stop laughing at me!”
"Can't, baby. You're too weird." He wiped the drool from his beard. "You want respect? Then drool, drink, and yodel better than the monkeys. Otherwise, you'll remain my queen—but only when you're drunk."
Isolde seethed with rage, but somewhere deep inside, a spark burned. A spark of defiance that whispered to her:Maybe I can do it. Maybe I can learn to be as loud, as dirty, as wild as he is.
Shitter snored in the background. Jupp drooled. The jungle laughed.
The air still vibrated with Jupp's laughter. Isolde Baden stood there, her fists clenched, her hair disheveled, her chest puffed out. She felt laughed at, humiliated—but not defeated. Not this time.
“Well,” she murmured, “if that’s the way, then I’ll play along.”
She took a deep breath, closed her eyes, and screamed at the top of her lungs, louder, rawer, wilder than before:
“Hooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooh!”
It wasn't a pleasant yodel. It was scratchy, screechy, almost painful. But it was loud—so loud that a few birds flew out of the trees.
The monkeys fell silent for a moment. A moment that seemed like a small eternity.
Then they began to scream in unison. Some laughed, others beat their chests. One even dared to yodel back—timidly, as if testing whether she could really keep up.
Jupp drooled, grinned, and threw his arms up. "Well, look at that, baby! You scared the birds away! None of my wives has ever done that. Oh wait—I've never had a wife. You're the first!"
Isolde gasped, her throat raw, but pride burned in her belly. "See? I can do it. I can yodel. I can survive in the jungle."
"Persist, maybe, baby. But rule? You'll have to be louder than me."
He took a breath, yodeled so loudly that even Shitter twitched in his sleep and the trees vibrated.
“Hoooooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooooh!”
The monkeys cheered along, the whole forest trembled.
Isolde pressed her lips together. She knew she couldn't drown him out—not yet. But she had accomplished something: The monkeys hadn't just laughed at her. They had responded. They had heard her.
Shitter turned over on his stomach in his sleep, let out a throatyHuuhhhhear and farted in the mud.
Isolde looked at him, then back at Jupp. "Maybe I don't even need Shitter to talk. Maybe it's enough that he's there. And that I don't give up."
Jupp grinned, drooled, and put his hand on her shoulder. "Baby, you're crazy. But that's okay. I'm crazy too. Together we're amazing."
The monkeys screeched in agreement. And for a moment, Isolde truly no longer felt like an outsider, but like part of the jungle—loud, dirty, raw.
Evening descended upon the jungle. The light turned golden, the shadows lengthened, and the heat gave way to a heavy, humid calm.
Isolde Baden sat on a fallen tree trunk, her throat still hoarse from yodeling, but her eyes bright. Beside her lay Shitter, the old monkey, stretched out like a stone, his mouth half open, the last wisps of smoke still hanging in his hair. He snored peacefully, as if he had done nothing else all day.
Before her stood Jupp, legs apart, his beard dripping with some fermented fruit he'd found. He was drooling, grinning, and there was something like recognition in his eyes.
"Well, baby," he said. "You did well. The monkeys stopped laughing at you. A few even responded."
"Yes," murmured Isolde, "I felt it. For a moment... I was one of them."
Jupp nodded and sat down next to her, the smell of sweat, fruit, and smoke hanging heavy around him. "This is the jungle, baby. No one really rules. We all stumble, drool, and yodel. If you want to survive, you have to be loud—and crazy."
She looked at him, long and searching. "I'll never tame you, will I?"
"Nope, baby." He grinned broadly. "No one can tame me. Not even myself."
A silence fell over the two of them. Only the crickets chirped, the monkeys screeched somewhere in the distance, and Shitter farted in his sleep.
Then Isolde laughed softly, almost gently. "Good. Then I won't tame you. Then I'll simply stand beside you."
Jupp drooled, put his arm around her, and pulled her close. "Exactly, baby. Wife of the Lord of the Apes. Not my slave, not my mistress. My mad madwoman."
She closed her eyes and sank against him. For the first moment since arriving in the jungle, she felt not just fear or defiance—but a strange, dirty contentment.
And above them the jungle rustled as if it wanted to seal the alliance: the drooling lord of the apes, the bitchy goddess from Baden – and Shitter, the old, stoned philosopher who understood nothing but commented on everything.
 
Argument in the tree house
The treehouse swayed gently in the evening breeze, crickets chirped, and somewhere in the distance a jaguar roared. Jupp lay stretched out on the ground, drooling, a calabash of fermented fruit in his hand. Isolde Baden sat opposite him, her arms crossed, her brow furrowed.
“Yup,” she began, “you’ve drooled all over the floor again.”
"Baby," he murmured, "that's not drool. It's jungle polish. Makes everything shiny."
"Shiny? It stinks!"
"The whole jungle stinks. But the jungle doesn't complain."
Isolde jumped up and stamped her foot. "I'm complaining! Every day the same thing: you drink, you drool, you yodel. You never think about order."
Jupp grinned and belched. "Order is for cities. Here, it's chaos. And chaos loves me."
She clenched her fists. "I'm not your cleaning lady!"
"No, baby. You're my wife from the Apes. But you still clean, because otherwise the jungle will eat us."
“Then at least help!” she hissed.
"I'll help, baby. I'll drink the whiskey before it goes bad. I'll lick the frogs before they run away. I'll yodel the monkeys into submission. It's hard work."
She threw her hands in the air. "You're impossible!"
He grinned broadly, drooled, and suddenly pulled her to him. "Exactly, baby. And you love me for it."
"No!" she cried, but her voice trembled. "I hate you!"
“Then you’ll kiss me like never before, baby.”
At that moment, Shitter crashed through the window, a pipe in his mouth, sat down in the corner, and puffed calmly. He grinned as if he already knew the argument would end the same way it always did: with shouting, chaos—and a yodel that echoed into the night.
Isolde Baden was busy tidying up the treehouse. She bent down to pick up some rotten fruit that Jupp had left in a corner. Her skirt felt tight, and Jupp's drooling gaze immediately fixed on her.
"Yup!" she snapped without turning around. "Don't stare like that!"
"I'm not staring, baby," he murmured with a broad grin. "I'm admiring."
"Admire? I'm cleaning! Nothing to admire here."
"Yes, baby." With a sudden movement, he reached back, grabbed the fabric of her jungle-fiber faux panties, and tugged. One tug—and her perky butt was exposed.
Jupp threw his arms up, drooled, and yelled, “The moon is rising!”
Outside in the trees, an inferno erupted. The monkeys screamed, drummed, and slapped their thighs with laughter. One even fell from a branch, rolling so hard.
Isolde screamed, ripping the fabric back up, her face bright red. "You're a pig!"
"A pig? No, baby. I'm the jungle astronomer. And that was the most beautiful moonrise I've ever seen."
She hissed and grabbed him by the shoulders. "Never do that again!"
"Never again? Baby, the monkeys demand an encore!"
In fact, the monkeys outside were drumming “Uhh-uhh-uhhh!” as if demanding a repeat.
Isolde stamped her foot, trembling with rage – and yet there was a tiny glint in her eyes, half shame, half involuntary amusement.
“You’re driving me crazy!”
"Exactly, baby," Jupp grinned broadly. "And that's why you're staying."
The monkeys screamed, Shitter puffed in the corner like a referee, and the fight was officially on—with a moonrise that the entire jungle had seen.
Isolde Baden stood in the middle of the treehouse, her face bright red, her hands on her hips, her panties hastily pulled back up. Her chest rose and fell rapidly, half in anger, half in shame.
"Yup," she hissed, "that's the last time! If you do something like that again, I'll pack my things and leave!"
Jupp sat cross-legged, grinning and drooling, rocking back and forth. "Baby, you can't go. You're the wife of the Apes. And the Apes needs his moon, otherwise he'll stumble in the dark."
"Moon?!" she screamed. "That was my butt!"
"Exactly, baby. The most beautiful moon in the jungle."
The monkeys outside roared with laughter, drumming on the branches so loudly that the entire structure of the treehouse swayed. Shitter puffed calmly in the corner, as if witnessing the spectacle for the hundredth time.
Isolde stamped her foot. "I want respect, Jupp! I'm not your clown wife for the monkeys!"
"Yes, baby. Clown woman, queen, goddess, orange tree—all in one. Multitasking."
“I’m serious!” she hissed.
"Me too, baby. Seriously in love with your moon and your oranges."
She threw her hands in the air in despair. "You make fun of everything! Always! Nothing is sacred to you!"
"Yes," he slobbered, grinning. "Whiskey. Frogs. And your ass in the moonlight. All sacred."
The monkeys screamed, one even yodeled as if it were the perfect soundtrack.
Isolde clenched her fists, her face burning. "If you show my ass in front of an audience again, Jupp, I swear, I—"
"What, baby? Are you going to kick me out of my own treehouse? Or are you going to pee on the monkeys to get them on your side?"
She paused, speechless. And that was precisely his victory: Jupp grinned, drooling, as broad as the moon itself.
Isolde Baden stood at the edge of the treehouse, glaring into the treetops where dozens of monkeys crouched and stared like a sensation-hungry audience.
"And you out there!" she cried in a firm voice. "Stop laughing at me! I'm the wife of the Apes! You owe me respect!"
There was silence for a moment. Then a particularly fat chimpanzee burst out, pounding his chest and roaring so loudly that everyone else burst into laughter.
“Respect, baby?” Jupp slobbered, grinning broadly, “they don’t laughaboveyou. They laughbecause ofyou. You're their comedy show."
“I’m not a show!”
"Yes, baby. The Moonrise—front row, free admission. You're the best entertainment since the last tourist fell into the river."
The monkeys squealed in agreement, one even waved a banana like a torch.
Isolde stamped her feet in despair. "You're all pigs! And you, Jupp, are the worst!"
"No, baby," he grinned, "I'm the conductor. And they're laughing because I'm setting the beat."
He beat his chest and yodeled: “Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!”
The whole jungle answered.
Isolde pressed her hands to her ears. "I don't want to be part of this circus act!"
"Too late, baby. You're already the main attraction."
The monkeys clapped, screamed, and drummed. Shitter puffed calmly, letting a cloud of smoke rise into the air, which settled lazily over the spectacle.
Isolde felt she was losing the fight. Against Jupp, against the monkeys, against the entire jungle. But deep inside her was also this damned, annoying feeling: a spark of pride that she was still standing upright while everything was laughing at her.
Isolde Baden trembled all over. Her hands trembled, her face was bright red, and the veins in her neck bulged. She was fed up—the laughter, the humiliation, the slobbering madman who called himself Lord of the Apes.
"Stop it!" she yelled. "I'm not a doll! I'm not a show! I'm a woman! I'm Isolde Baden, and I demand respect!"
She stomped so hard that the tree house vibrated beneath her feet.
The monkeys outside paused for a moment. Then they burst out laughing, screaming, and drumming, as if they had heard the punchline of the evening.
Jupp grinned, drooled, wiped his beard, and said, "Baby, when you scream like that, it sounds like a jaguar with a stomach ache. No wonder the monkeys are going crazy."
"Jaguar?!" she hissed. "I'm serious!"
"Me too, baby." He suddenly jumped up, grabbed her by the hips, turned her around, and in the same move tugged at her panties again. Her perky butt flashed, this time in the last light of the setting sun.
“The moon is setting!” yelled Jupp, his arms raised.
The monkeys outside screamed with laughter, some rolled on the branches, one even fell from the tree into the bushes.
Isolde shrieked and slapped him on the shoulder, but Jupp just laughed, yodeled, and drooled. "Baby, you're better than any cannibal feast! Your moon makes the whole jungle happy!"
She gasped for air, wanted to scream, wanted to cry – but the roar around her drowned out her voice.
At the end, she stood there, half-covered, half-naked, and knew: The fight against Jupp was like the fight against the jungle itself—loud, chaotic, dirty. And in the end, the jungle always laughed.
Shitter puffed, grinned in the smoke and muttered a throatyHuuuuhhh, which Isolde immediately translated in her head: "Get used to it, girl. This is your life now."
The jungle was a constant roar. The monkeys drummed, hooted, and clapped as if they'd bought a ticket to the best variety show of the year. Jupp stood in the middle, legs wide apart, drooling, grinning, his arms raised like a ringmaster.
But Isolde Baden stood motionless. Her face bright red, her hands still on her half-slipped panties. For a moment, all was quiet inside her—quieter than the jungle could ever be.
Then she raised her head. Her eyes flashed.
"You want to laugh?" she cried, her voice ragged but firm. "Then laugh! But I'll tell you one thing—I'm not just the moon! I'm the sun! I'm Isolde Baden, and I burn brighter than this drooling jungle bum here!"
The monkeys fell silent. A breath of silence.
Then an isolated "Uhh-uhhh!" from the trees. Another drummed, hesitantly.
Jupp drooled and tilted his head. "Baby, they almost believe you. But sun? Sun only causes sunburn. And you—you're the moon. My moon."
"No!" she screamed. "I'm more than that! I'll show you that I can stand up!"
She ripped her panties off herself, this time intentionally, turned around, and screamed: "Look! The moon is mine! But the sun—that's me!"
The monkeys held their breath. Then the entire forest exploded in a chaos of screeching, yodeling, and cheering.
Jupp burst out laughing, almost drooling. "Baby, you're crazier than me!"
And Isolde stood there, half-naked, proud, defiant – and felt that although she would never be the master of the monkeys, she had won them over to her side for a moment.
Shitter turned on the floor, puffed again, and muttered a throaty growl. In Isolde's head, it sounded like: "Respect. In your own way."
The treehouse swayed with laughter. The jungle trembled, the monkeys screeched, drummed, and yodeled as if the night were a celebration.
Jupp lay on his back, clutching his stomach, drooling, tears in his eyes from laughing. "Baby... you're crazy. Simply crazy."
Isolde Baden stood over him, her panties half-slipped down, her gaze wild, her chest heaving. And for the first time since she'd arrived, she, too, laughed. Loudly, shrilly, honestly.
"Maybe I'm crazy, Jupp. But I'm your crazy one!"
The monkeys went crazy, screaming, yodeling, as if they understood that a new chapter in jungle history was being written.
Jupp rolled up, grabbed her by the hips, and pulled her toward him. "Baby, you're the moon, the sun, and the orange tree all rolled into one. And you're the only one who can stand my madness."
"And you're the only idiot I can tolerate in this jungle."
For a moment, there was silence between them. Only their breathing, the pounding of their hearts, the distant screeching of the forest.
Then Jupp grinned again, drooled, and yodeled so loudly that the monkeys howled back like mad: “Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!”
Isolde rolled her eyes, but this time she laughed. She raised her arms and yodeled along.
The jungle responded, the ground vibrated, and the monkeys celebrated the two of them—the drooling monkey master and his bitchy, proud wife—as the craziest couple the jungle had ever seen.
And somewhere in the corner lay Shitter, half in smoke, half asleep, muttering a throaty hum. In Isolde's head, it sounded like: "Finally, madness has some company."
 
Jupp's rush through the poachers' village
The night was sweltering, the air thick as an old curtain, and fires burned in the poachers' village. Bottles clinked, laughter echoed, and shots rang out in the darkness, just to dispel the boredom.
Jupp crouched in the bushes, drooling, his eyes glazed over, his tongue on the last traces of frog venom. Next to him was Isolde Baden, staring at him in disbelief. "Don't tell me you're serious."
"Baby... there's whiskey in there. Lots and lots of whiskey." His voice vibrated like a drum.
"They're armed men! With guns! With traps! They're killing elephants and people. We can't just walk in."
"I don't walk. I yodel."
And before she could stop him, Jupp jumped up, threw his arms up and roared through the night sky: “Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!”
The poachers' laughter faltered. Heads turned. Weapons flashed in the firelight.
Jupp stood there, naked except for his loincloth, with mud in his beard and drool on his chin. "Good aaaaevening, you whiskey pigs! The Lord of the Apes is here!"
Isolde clapped her hand to her forehead. "We're going to die."
But the poachers just stared at him. One laughed nervously. Another raised his glass. "Damn, that guy has guts."
Jupp marched into the middle of the camp, grabbed the nearest bottle, lifted it, and drank until the whiskey ran down his chest. "Ahhhhhh! This is medicine! Better than any frog!"
The poachers started yelling, some clapped, others laughed. One slapped him on the shoulder. "You're crazy, man. But you drink like one of us."
Isolde crouched in the shadows. She knew: This was just the beginning. With Jupp in a village full of armed, drunken poachers, there could only be two endings: fire or blood. Probably both.
Jupp stood in the middle of the camp, his bare feet in the dust, half a bottle of whiskey in his hand. The poachers roared, toasted him, and laughed at the wild man who had appeared out of nowhere.
“Drink, monkey man!” Someone pushed a second bottle into his hand.
Jupp tipped it down, slobbered, and belched so loudly that even the camp dogs fell silent. "Baby!" he slurred, "this is paradise! Whiskey from heaven! Forget the fruit, forget the frogs—this is my home!"
Isolde Baden was still sitting in the shade, her forehead pressed to her hand. "This is madness," she murmured. "Pure madness."
But the poachers patted Jupp on the shoulder, threw him meat, and toasted him. One even tried to offer him a cigarette. Jupp put it in his ear and grinned broadly: "Good decoration!"
Then it happened. A poacher wanted his bottle back.
"Mine!" growled Jupp, snatched it to him, and slobbered into the fire. "All whiskey belongs to me! I'm the god of booze!"
Another laughed and also reached for a bottle. "Then we'll share, Monkey Man!"
"Share?" Jupp's eyes glazed over, his beard dripping. "In the jungle, you don't share. In the jungle, you take!"
He grabbed the bottle, slammed it against the table, the glass shattered, whiskey splashed into the fire—a flash of flame shot up.
“Hoooooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooooh!”
The monkeys in the forest howled back as if they had heard the call.
The poachers jumped up, weapons flew, one stepped into the fire, another stumbled over a sack full of cartridges. Chaos erupted like a storm.
And Jupp stood in the middle of it all, drooling, yodeling, dripping whiskey, while the poachers' village slowly went up in flames.
The fire blazed, shadows danced wildly across the floor, and Jupp staggered through the chaos as if he were the king of a parade. Bottle in one hand, the other outstretched, drooling, swaying.
"More whiskey!" he slurred. "Give me everything! It's all mine!"
The poachers ran around, some trying to extinguish the flames, others screaming because their supplies were in danger.
Jupp stumbled against a tent, ripped off the tarpaulin, stumbled further, and in the same move pulled three lanterns with him. They tipped over, oil flowed, sparks flew—and suddenly the next part of the village was on fire.
“Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!” he yelled, as if the fire were his own music.
The monkeys in the forest responded with a chorus of screeches that made the poachers even more nervous. One of them shouted, "The devil is here! Get the weapons!"
Isolde Baden still stood in the shadows, stunned. "This isn't madness anymore," she murmured. "This is war."
Jupp grabbed a barrel that was lying open, ripped off the lid, and dipped his face in. He came up, dripping, roaring, laughing like a madman. "Baby! A whole sea of ​​whiskey! I'm swimming in happiness!"
Two poachers rushed at him, trying to grab him – but Jupp turned around, salivating, and spat a fountain of whiskey directly into the fire. An explosion of heat and sparks swept through the camp.
The men screamed and threw themselves to the ground. One fired wildly into the air, bullets whistled through the night, and birds flew away, screeching.
And Jupp? He yodeled, laughed, and swayed between flames and gunshots as if he were immortal.
The poachers finally realized: This wasn't an ally. This wasn't a joke figure. This was the apocalypse in a loincloth.
The poachers' village was a complete inferno. Fire ravaged tents and supplies, bottles burst with loud bangs, and gunshots echoed chaotically through the night.
In the middle of it all: Jupp. Drooling, grinning, his hair singed by the fire, but with a madness in his eyes that burned brighter than the flames themselves.
He stumbled over an overturned table and discovered a crate underneath. He ripped it open. Bottles, brimming with whiskey, glittered like gold in the firelight.
“Baby!” he yelled, “I found the treasure!”
He grabbed the box, lifted it like a warrior lifts his prey, and ran—right through the fire, as if the flames were just a warm bath.
The poachers shouted. "Stop him! This is our stash!"
Shots rang out, bullets whizzed past him, but Jupp yodeled, laughed, drooled, and jumped over a burning tent like a madman.
“Hoooooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooooh!”
The monkeys outside responded with screeches, as if they understood that their master had just carried off the biggest loot of his career.
Isolde Baden stumbled after her, desperate. "Yup! You're killing us! Stop it!"
But Jupp half-turned toward her, with a laugh that was more madness than joy. "Never, baby! Whiskey belongs to the gods—and I'm the god of booze!"
He continued running, clutching the box to his chest, as the fire grew louder and the poachers chased him like a pack of madmen.
And so a drunken outing turned into a war dance: Jupp, the naked bum god, against an entire village full of armed men – with nothing but drool, madness and a case of whiskey as a weapon.
The night burned. The entire poacher village was nothing but a chaos of fire, gunfire, and the smell of whiskey. Jupp stood in the middle of it, clutching the crate full of bottles, drooling, swaying—but grinning like a madman.
Poachers came from all sides. Guns at the ready, faces smeared with soot, voices filled with anger.
“Put the box down, jungle man!” one yelled.
“Return our supplies immediately!”
Jupp blinked, drooled, and giggled. "Your supplies? No, baby. This is holy. This is liquid God. And I'm his prophet!"
The poachers moved closer, forming a circle. Isolde Baden stood a short distance away, her hands over her face. "Oh God. He's going to kill us both."
Jupp looked around, his eyes glassy but sparkling. And then an idea came to him—so absurd that only his drunken brain could produce it.
He put the box down, grabbed a bottle, ripped it open, and began spraying whiskey into the flames like a torch.
A flash of flame shot up and the poachers retreated.
"Firewater!" roared Jupp. "I am the Lord of Flames!"
The monkeys outside were screaming like crazy, drumming on the branches as if they were his army.
"He's crazy!" shouted one of the poachers. "He'll burn us all!"
Jupp spun around, splashing whiskey on anything that sparked—tents, barrels, even a poacher who ran away screaming.
“Hoooooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooooh!”
The entire circle broke apart, panic spread. Bullets shot wildly into the air, men rushed into the fire, dogs barked madly.
And Jupp, in the middle of it all, drooling, slurring, splashing whiskey, looked like a demon born from the jungle itself.
Isolde gasped, stared at him – and for the first time she thought: Perhaps he really was immortal.
The village was ablaze. The sky was red, and smoke rose like something from hell itself. Between burning tarpaulins and bursting barrels, Jupp, the Lord of the Apes, danced, drooling and yodeling, with a crate of whiskey at his side.
“You want war?” he slurred, “then you’ll get war while you’re drunk!”
He grabbed a bottle, lifted it up, and hurled it against a tent. Glass shattered, whiskey flowed, and the flames immediately devoured the fabric.
The poachers screamed, shots rang out in the night.
Jupp laughed, grabbed the nearest bottle, and hurled it straight into a barrel full of ammunition. A bang, a burst of fire, cartridges flew through the air like a shower of sparks.
“Hoooooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooooh!”
The monkeys outside screamed back, like a chorus of madness.
Isolde Baden ducked behind a half-charred cart, her head pressed between her arms. "He's not human. He's a damned natural disaster bum."
Jupp grabbed two more bottles, held them up like holy relics, and threw them into the middle of the crowd of poachers. They scattered, one stumbled, another fell screaming into the fire.
“Firewater! Everything is mine!” yelled Jupp, his arms raised.
The poachers began to flee. One ran into the jungle, another dropped his weapon and plunged blindly into the bushes. The rest followed, driven by the conviction that it wasn't a man who was raging here, but a demon who ruled whiskey and fire.
And Jupp stood there, legs wide apart in the sea of ​​flames, drooling, babbling, his chest puffed out with pride.
"Baby!" he roared, "I won! The Monkey Lord has triumphed!"
Isolde shouted back: “You didn’t win, you burned down an entire village, you madman!”
But Jupp just grinned, drooled, and opened the next bottle as if it were a trophy from a war.
The jungle smelled of smoke, burnt flesh, and spilled whiskey. Flames blazed everywhere, the last tents collapsed, and the sky was black with sparks.
The poachers had disappeared. Their voices faded into the darkness, somewhere deep in the jungle, where they fled like hunted animals.
Only Jupp remained standing there. Legs wide apart, hair disheveled, skin blackened by soot, drooling, with a bottle in his hand. He tipped the last of it down, belched loudly, and yodeled into the night:
“Hoooooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooooh!”
The monkeys in the forest screamed back, their voices echoing like a song of triumph.
Isolde Baden approached cautiously, her face blackened with soot, her eyes wide. "You... you're crazy, Jupp. You've destroyed an entire village."
"Not crazy, baby." He grinned, slobbering, broad as a victor. "I'm the lord of the apes. And the lord of firewater."
She shook her head, half horrified, half mesmerized. "One day you'll kill us both."
“Maybe,” he slurred, “but until then I’ll drink the world dry.”
He turned, spread his arms, looked into the burning chaos he had created—and laughed. A laugh that was deeper than all the poachers' drums, louder than all the gunshots, and so insane that even the jungle paused.
Shitter appeared on a branch above them, calmly puffing on his pipe and looking down at the inferno. A throaty growl emerged from his throat.
Isolde heard words he had never said:"Get used to it, girl. This is your king. And your king burns the world down when he's thirsty."
And so the night ended: with a burning village, a drooling bum in a loincloth, and a jungle celebrating the madness as if it were a triumph.
 
Isolde against the jungle
The morning after the inferno was heavy and sticky. Smoke still hung in the air, the sun burned through the fog, and the jungle smelled of charred wood and old whiskey.
Isolde Baden sat at the edge of the river, her knees drawn up, her hair matted with soot. Jupp lay snoring a little further away in the sand, an empty bottle in his hand, drooling, with the expression of a man who had waged war—and won it while drunk.
Isolde stared into the water. She'd had enough of his madness. Enough of drooling, booze, and fire. "Just one day," she murmured. "Just one day I want to show that I can stand on my own."
She stood up, adjusted her dress, and marched into the jungle. Without a plan. Without protection. Without Jupp.
After just a few meters, she felt the breath of the jungle: the humidity, the sounds, the gaze of invisible eyes.
A swarm of mosquitoes descended upon her. She flailed, hit, and cursed, but the beasts were faster and more vicious. Within minutes, her arms were covered with red spots.
"Fantastic," she murmured. "My first heroic deed: feeding insects."
She trudged on, tripped over a root, and fell sprawled into the mud. Her hands covered in dirt, her hair wet, her pride crushed.
A throaty laugh came from above. Shitter crouched in the branch, puffing on his pipe and grinning broadly.
"Shut up," she hissed. "I know what you're thinking."
The monkey grumbled, and in Isolde's head it sounded like:"The jungle will eat you, girl. You're just an appetizer."
She stood up, wiped off the mud, and trudged on, defiant, angry, desperate.
"I am Isolde Baden! I should bathe! And I will show this damned jungle that I am more than Jupp's slave."
But the next moment there was a rustling in the undergrowth, and two yellow eyes stared at her – a jaguar, silent, hungry, patient.
Isolde held her breath. The jungle grinned back.
Its yellow eyes flashed from the undergrowth like two glowing coals. The jaguar barely moved, only its tail swished softly back and forth. Every muscle beneath its spotted fur tensed, as if it might leap at the next breath.
Isolde Baden stood frozen. Her heart pounded, sweat poured down her back. "Calm down," she murmured. "Stay calm. Don't panic. I am... strong. I am..."
Her voice broke. The jaguar took a step forward, his shoulders like supple waves. His gaze bored into her, cold, hungry.
Isolde instinctively reached for a stick that was half buried in the mud. It was rotten, wet, and completely useless—but in her hand, it felt like the only weapon she had.
“Come on,” she whispered, “I won’t let myself be eaten.”
Shitter sat on a branch above her, puffing comfortably and observing the scene. He scratched his belly and let out a throaty growl.
In Isolde’s head it sounded like:“Girl, you’re toast.”
The jaguar growled deeply, a sound that made her blood run cold. She took a step back, almost stumbled, and just caught herself.
"No," she pressed, "not with me. I'm Isolde Baden. I should bathe—but certainly not in your stomach."
She swung the stick so wildly that the mud splashed. The jaguar blinked and didn't take a step back.
Isolde trembled. Every nerve screamed for her to run—but where to? The jungle was full of eyes, teeth, and traps.
A scream escaped her, half rage, half fear. She raised her stick as if she were about to rush into battle.
The jaguar crouched, ready to pounce.
And in that moment, Isolde realized that the jungle wasn't a stage for big words. Here, the only thing that mattered was who bit and who survived.
The jaguar crouched lower, its muscles tensed like a drawn bow, ready to tear Isolde apart in a single leap. Its growl vibrated through the ground, her heartbeat pounding against it like a drum.
She raised the stick, her hands trembling, and one last thought raced through her head:This is how I die. Naked, filthy, alone in the jungle. And Jupp is drooling somewhere by the river.
But before the jaguar could take off, there was a crash in the bushes.
“Hoooooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooooh!”
Jupp stumbled out, naked except for his sagging loincloth, an empty whiskey bottle in his hand, his beard covered in drool and soot. He almost fell on his face, picked himself up, and roared again.
The jaguar froze, irritated.
Isolde stared at him in disbelief. "Yup?! Are you crazy?!"
"Baby!" he slurred, grinning broadly. "I lost your scent... but then I found it again! You smell like fear! And like oranges!"
The jaguar growled uncertainly, its ears twitching.
Jupp staggered closer, waving the bottle. "Get out of here, you big cat! The woman belongs to me! I am the lord of the monkeys, and the moon belongs only to me!"
He stumbled, almost falling over his own feet, drooling – and accidentally hurled the empty bottle. It landed right in front of the jaguar's paws and shattered with a loud crash.BANG.
The jaguar recoiled, hissed, jumped sideways into the bushes and disappeared into the darkness.
Isolde slumped to her knees, breathing heavily. "That... that was close."
Jupp grinned, drooled, and belched loudly. "That was easy, baby. I yodeled him away."
She stared at him, half angry, half relieved, half incredulous. "You're an idiot. A drooling, drunken idiot. But... you saved my life."
"See, baby? Without me, you're food. With me, you're queen."
Shitter laughed throatily from above, puffed on his pipe, and let a cloud of smoke drift over the scene.
And Isolde had to admit: The jungle was against her – but madness was always on Jupp’s side.
Isolde Baden was still crouching in the mud, her knees shaking, her hands clutching the useless stick. Her heart pounded frantically, and sweat streamed down her back.
Jupp stood before her, drooling, swaying, his chest puffed out like a victor's. "Baby," he slurred, "did you see? The cat is scared of me. I'm the lion tamer of the jungle."
Isolde gasped, wiping her face with the back of her hand. "You didn't tame anything. You just stumbled. The jaguar thought you were crazy—and that scared him away."
"Exactly, baby." Jupp slobbered. "Being crazy is my superpower."
She gritted her teeth and fought back tears. "I could have done it on my own."
Jupp giggled, squinted, and spat a bit of drool into the mud. "No, baby. If you were alone, you'd be in the cat's belly right now. With me, you're still outside. Big difference."
Isolde jumped up, stick still in hand, full of defiance. "I'm not weak! I'm Isolde Baden! I should bathe—not drown!"
"Baby... you're strong." Jupp grinned and nodded. "But without me, you're toast."
She snorted, turned around, and trudged a few steps deeper into the jungle. Each step was an act of both desperation and pride.
Shitter crouched high in the branches, puffing on his pipe and laughing throatily. In Isolde's head, it sounded like:“Girl, you can scream as much as you want – the jungle laughs louder.”
Isolde clenched her fists and looked into the green hell before her. "I'll prove it. Someday. One day. I'll survive here, even without him."
Behind her, Jupp was drooling, slurring, "Baby, where are you going? I still have whiskey! And frogs!"
She closed her eyes and took a deep breath. The jungle was merciless. Jupp was insane. But she—she wouldn't give up.
Isolde Baden trudged deeper into the jungle, her stick still in her hand as if it were her scepter. The jungle was dense, humid, and full of sounds—a concert of buzzing, screaming, and cracking. Every step made the sweat flow more intensely.
"I just need some fruit," she murmured. "A little water. That's not difficult. I'm strong enough. I'm independent."
She spotted a palm tree with large, green fruits. Hungry, she grabbed one, pulled on it—and screamed. A thorn pierced her palm. She dropped the fruit, blood dripping.
“Damned jungle!”
She hastily bandaged the wound with a piece of cloth and trudged on. After a few meters, she saw a vine covered with berries. She grabbed one, stuffed one into her mouth—and immediately spat it out. Bitter, sour, a taste like soap.
"Yuck! Poisonous. Of course."
A rustling sound. A snake slithered out of the undergrowth right at their feet, its mouth half-open. It froze, stumbled backward—and landed in the middle of an anthill.
“Aaaaaahhh!” She jumped up, kicked her legs, and ran a bit while dozens of ants bit into her skin.
Up in the tree, Shitter sat, smoking and slowly shaking his head. A throaty hum escaped him, and in Isolde's head, it sounded like:"This isn't a supermarket, girl. This is the jungle."
Isolde stopped, drenched in sweat, bleeding, covered in red bites, tears of anger in her eyes.
"I... won't... give up!" she gasped, even though she knew the jungle had just laughed at her.
And somewhere behind her she heard Jupp's yodeling, muffled, drunken, a reminder that madness was apparently easier to survive than pride.
Isolde Baden dragged herself on, her legs heavy as lead. Every step felt as if she were carrying the entire jungle on her shoulders. The ant bites burned, her hand ached, and her stomach growled loudly.
“Just… a little rest…” she murmured before falling forward into the mud.
The jungle was suddenly silent. Only the buzzing of insects, the screech of a bird in the distance. Isolde lay there, her face half buried in the mud, her eyes closed.
"So this is how it ends," she whispered. "Not in battle. Not in glory. But as a mud smear."
The floor vibrated. At first she thought it was her heart. But then she heard it: a yodel, off-key, slurred, accompanied by a loud belch.
“Hoooooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooooh!”
Yup.
He stumbled out of the thicket, drooling, with half a bunch of bananas in his arms. Mud clung to his beard, a frog perched on his shoulder, and he grinned as if he'd just discovered paradise.
"Baby! There you are! I've been looking for you! I thought the jaguar had digested you."
Isolde raised her head, mud dripping from her forehead. "I... I can't do this anymore, Jupp."
He laughed, drooled, tore off a banana, and held it out to her. "Here, baby. Vitamin Jupp."
She took it hesitantly, bit into it, and the sweet taste brought tears to her eyes.
“Why… why do you do all this so easily?” she whispered.
"Because I don't think so, baby." He grinned, yodeled briefly, and stuffed a banana into his mouth. "I drink, I lick, I yodel—and the jungle loves me for it."
Shitter appeared on a branch above them, blew smoke curls into the air and growled.
In Isolde’s head it sounded like:"Madness doesn't eat. Madness eats back."
And then Isolde realized: The jungle was trying to break her. But as long as Jupp stood drooling beside her, madness always had a head start.
Night fell over the jungle, heavy and damp, the buzzing of insects grew louder, the screeching of birds fell silent. Isolde Baden sat exhausted on a fallen tree trunk, her hair matted, her skin covered with stings, bites, and scratches.
Jupp squatted next to her, drooling, with half a banana in his mouth, his belly full of booze and fruit. He grinned contentedly, as if he'd just defeated an army.
"Baby," he mumbled, "the jungle isn't so bad. You just have to be crazy enough."
Isolde closed her eyes and took a deep breath. "I wanted to prove it... that I'm strong. That I can stand on my own. But..." She bit her lip. "I can't. Not here. Not in this madness."
Jupp nodded as if it were a truism. "Exactly, baby. On your own, you're toast. With me, you're at least halfway fried."
Shitter sat above them, puffing on his pipe, a deep growl rolling from his throat.
In Isolde’s head it sounded like:"The jungle eats pride for breakfast. But it spits out madness."
She had to laugh, hoarse and exhausted. "Maybe... maybe you're not so stupid after all, Jupp."
"I'm not stupid at all, baby. I'm brilliant." He drooled, laughed, and yodeled so loudly that the entire jungle screamed back.
And for a moment it was as if the jungle itself was laughing – at their pride, at Jupp's madness, at the absurd couple fighting for life and death.
Isolde sighed, leaned against him, and knew: She was lost. Not to the jungle. But to the drooling lord of the monkeys.
 
The Cannabis Festival in the Jungle
The morning began with the sweet, heavy scent of fresh grass. Jupp squatted with his legs wide apart in front of a pile of plants, drooling, a thick bag between his lips. Next to him, Shitter, the old monkey, puffed serenely on a makeshift bamboo pipe as if he were a retired shaman.
"Baby!" slurred Jupp, his beard covered in crumbs. "Today is Thanksgiving in the jungle! Our celebration! Our day! The great cannabis bacchanal!"
Shitter grumbled in agreement, letting out a puff of smoke that looked like a crooked heart.
Isolde Baden stepped out of the treehouse, her hair disheveled, her eyes still heavy with sleep. She blinked and wrinkled her nose. "What's that smell again?"
"That's not a stink, baby," Jupp grinned, drooling and raising his arms. "That's the scent of freedom. The scent of paradise. The scent of the Apes and his high priest, Shitter!"
The monkeys had already gathered. Dozens of them were squatting in a circle, some drumming on old barrels, others stuffing leaves into their mouths, and still others puffing on long, crooked pipes. The entire jungle vibrated like a festival.
Isolde stared at them, stunned. "You're all crazy."
"Exactly, baby!" Jupp laughed, yodeled, and puffed on his bag until smoke seemed to billow from his ears. "Today the jungle is dancing! Today we're celebrating the big rush!"
The monkeys screeched, drummed, and threw fruit through the air. One beat the rhythm with a coconut, another rolled off the branch, laughing.
Isolde crossed her arms. "And what do I have to do with it?"
Shitter growled, deep and throaty.
In her head it sounded like:"You're invited. Whether you like it or not."
She sighed, shook her head – and suspected that she would not escape this madness.
The sun was high, but beneath the trees, a flickering gloom reigned, made even wilder by the fires and torches. The monkeys drummed on everything they could find—hollow trunks, old boxes, even each other. The jungle trembled like a single drum skin.
Jupp was the center of attention. He drooled, sweated, tugged on his thick bag, and yodeled so loudly that the birds flew out of the trees. "Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!"
The monkeys howled back, stomped, clapped, and threw leaves and fruit in each other's faces. Shitter sat in a circle, blowing smoke rings and nodding like an old guru who knew he was the star of a long-lost religion.
Isolde stood at the edge, her arms crossed, her face a mixture of disgust and curiosity. "You're all completely crazy."
Suddenly, two young monkeys jumped toward her, grabbed her hands, and pulled her into the circle. "Hey! Let me go!" She kicked, but the monkeys were stronger and squealed with laughter as they pushed her into the center.
Jupp drooled, grinned broadly, and spread his arms. "Baby! Welcome to paradise! Today you are my queen!"
"I'm not a queen!" she hissed, but the monkeys surrounded her, dancing, cheering, and screaming. One placed a crown of bananas on her head, another hung a necklace of leaves around her neck.
The drums grew louder, faster. The smoke hung heavy in the air, thick as fog. Isolde coughed, tried to wave it away—but the more she breathed, the lighter her head felt.
"No... that's not possible..." She wavered, her lips curling into a smile she didn't even understand.
Jupp jumped in front of her, grabbed her hands, slobbered, and yodeled. "Baby, now you're one of us!"
The monkeys screamed with joy, and the jungle continued to dance in a frenzy of smoke, noise and madness.
The drums pounded like a heartbeat, fast, incessant. Smoke hung thick in the air, a green haze of burnt grass and sweet fruit. The monkeys jumped, screeched, and tossed each other around the circle.
Isolde Baden stood in the middle, still shaking her head, her hands raised defensively. "I'm not going along with this! This is ridiculous! I—"
She coughed, the smoke filling her lungs, hot and sweet at the same time. A dizziness gripped her, her knees went weak. "Oh God..."
A small monkey jumped in front of her, dancing on all fours, making a grotesque grimace. Isolde couldn't help it – she laughed. First a giggle, then a throaty laugh that burst out of her like an explosion.
“No… no, I mustn’t…” But the drums allowed no resistance.
Jupp grabbed her, drooling, his eyes red, and pulled her around in a circle. "Baby! Dance with me! Dance with the Monkey Lord!"
She stumbled, spun, and laughed louder. The monkeys around her squealed with delight, drummed faster, and stamped on the ground until the entire jungle vibrated.
Shitter puffed in the corner and grinned as the smoke lay like a carpet over the scene.
Isolde turned, raised her arms, and suddenly yelled herself. "I... I'm dancing! I'm dancing with the monkeys!"
Jupp drooled, yodeled, and hugged her as they both staggered around the circle, sweating.
And for one absurd moment, Isolde was not the bitchy feminist, not the tourist, not the woman who wanted to fail in the jungle.
She was a madwoman among madmen.
And she laughed so loudly that even the monkeys paused in surprise before reigniting the chaos with twice the noise.
The smoke hung so thick that even the moon was only visible as a blurry patch in the sky. The drums roared, the monkeys wailed, and in the middle of it all stood Isolde Baden—swaying, laughing, with glazed eyes.
"I... I understand now!" she cried, her arms stretched high in the air. "The jungle is not an enemy! It's a stage! And I... I'm the leading lady!"
The monkeys screamed with excitement as if they had found their queen.
Jupp drooled beside her, grabbed her shoulder, and yodeled. "Baby, you're my queen! The queen of booze! The goddess of weed!"
"No!" Isolde cried, placing her hands on her hips. "I am more than that! I am Isolde Baden—I should bathe—and I am the Lady of Oranges!"
The monkeys paused, staring at her. Then a cheer erupted, louder than before. Some rolled oranges around the circle, others threw whole fruits into the air.
Isolde reached for two plump oranges and held them up like sacred treasures. "Look! They belong to me! The jungle belongs to me! I am the Lady of Oranges!"
Jupp laughed, drooled, and shouted, "Baby, those are my oranges! And I want to touch them!"
The monkeys screamed, drummed, and threw fruit until the scene looked like an absurd harvest festival.
Shitter puffed in the corner, his eyes half closed, and grumbled deeply.
In Isolde’s head it sounded like:"See, girl? Madness has swallowed you. Welcome to the club."
And so she stood there, in the circle of smoke and drums, with two oranges in her hands – laughing, screaming, her eyes shining – as if she had conquered the jungle.
The drums beat faster, faster and faster, like a racing heart. Smoke hung so thick in the air that the whole world looked as if filtered through a green veil.
Jupp drooled, yodeled, and threw his arms in the air. "Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!"
Isolde Baden stood beside him, oranges in her hands, her face flushed, her eyes glazed over. "I am the Lady of Oranges! And you are my drooling Monkey King!"
The monkeys roared. They drummed, screamed, danced, and threw fruit into the air. One rolled on the ground laughing, another beat his chest so hard he almost fell off the stage.
Jupp grabbed Isolde, turned her around, drooled on her neck, and yodeled directly in her ear. She shrieked, laughed, and screamed into the night: "The jungle belongs to us!"
The monkeys responded with a wild chorus of screeches and drumming.
Shitter sat in the smoke, puffing on his pipe, and even he clapped along to the rhythm—a monkey who knew he was witnessing something completely absurd.
Isolde threw the oranges into the crowd; the monkeys caught them greedily and hooted. Jupp lifted them up like a trophy, drooling, sweating, his beard covered in pulp.
"Baby!" he slurred. "We are the king and queen of the jungle! The world is ours! The smoke is ours! Everything is ours!"
Isolde laughed, louder than the drums, and roared back: "Yes! Yes! I am your queen! And we are the craziest couple this jungle has ever seen!"
The jungle trembled, the monkeys screamed, and for one night everything was forgotten: the poachers, the cannibals, the pain, the pride.
There was only smoke, madness and two crazy people being celebrated by the jungle.
The jungle was a cauldron of activity. Drums pounded, voices screamed, smoke billowed across the ground like a second skin. The monkeys danced like possessed people, swinging from vine to vine, throwing fruit and snatching it back up as if the whole world were one big circus.
Jupp lay on his back in the center of the circle, drooling, with one arm around an empty bottle, the other half a banana. He yodeled as he lay, each sound more off-key than the last, but the jungle yodeled back.
Isolde Baden stood beside her, swaying, the smoke having long since caught her. Her lips were dry, her head dizzy, but her heart was racing.
"This... is crazy..." She laughed, throwing her hands in the air. "And I... I'm a part of it!"
The monkeys screeched as if they'd been waiting for just this. Two of them came running up and threw a necklace of leaves and flowers around her neck. One placed a crown of palm leaves on her head.
“The Lady of Oranges!” Jupp yelled, drooling, half unconscious but still yodeling.
"Yes!" Isolde cried, her voice breaking. "I am the Lady of Oranges! I am the Queen of the Jungle! And no one can stop me!"
The monkeys went berserk. They drummed even faster, stomped, screeched, and jumped through the smoke as if they themselves had lost their minds.
Shitter sat on a branch like an ancient high priest, blowing smoke curls and humming deeply.
In Isolde’s head it sounded like:"Now you're in, girl. No turning back. Welcome to madness."
She laughed, staggered, almost fell, caught herself, and yelled so loudly that the entire jungle answered.
And in the midst of this absurd chaos, she suddenly knew: She belonged. To Jupp, to Shitter, to this crazy jungle.
The morning crept into the jungle like a tired thief. The roar of the drums had died down, only the occasionalpopof a falling fruit echoed through the silence.
Monkeys lay scattered everywhere, on branches, in the grass, in piles on top of each other. Some were snoring, others were still grinning crookedly in their sleep, one was holding a coconut in its arms like a baby.
Jupp lay in the middle of the circle, half-naked, his beard covered in drool and fruit remnants. An empty bottle served as his pillow. He snored, but between breaths, a quiet, hoarse "Hooooooolaridiiii..." sometimes escaped – even in his sleep, he yodeled.
Isolde Baden sat on a fallen tree trunk, her legs tucked up, her crown of palm leaves askew on her head. Her hair was sticky, her skin smelled of smoke, and her eyes were still glassy from the drunkenness.
She looked over the scene, over the chaos, the laughter, the snoring, and felt a mixture of disgust and belonging.
"I've gone crazy," she murmured. "But it feels... right."
Shitter sat above her in the branches, his pipe still in his mouth, even though it had long since gone out. He yawned, scratched his belly, and growled deeply.
In Isolde’s head it sounded like:"Now you're one of us. Congratulations, Lady of Oranges."
She laughed softly, put her head in her hands, and whispered, "I should be bathing. Instead, I'm bathing in madness."
And as the sun gilded the forest, she knew there was no turning back. The jungle had swallowed her—not with tooth or claw, but with drums, smoke, and a drooling bum in a loincloth.
 
Monkeys, booze and a touch of love
The jungle smelled of damp leaves, fermented fruit, and cold smoke. The monkeys hung lazily in the branches, some still dazed with the remains of the feast, others already chewing on fruit.
Jupp lay stretched out on a branch, drooling, his loincloth askew, his chest covered in mosquito bites. In his hand was a half-full bottle, which he held aloft like a scepter, while he murmured with his eyes closed, "I am the king. The lord of the apes. The lord of booze."
Isolde Baden sat a little way away in the treehouse, her head in her hands. She was tired, exhausted, but also... strangely calm. The party had drained her, but something remained within her. A crackling sensation that came from more than just the smoke.
She watched Jupp yodeling in his half-sleep, then burping loudly and drooling again. She could have yelled at him. She could have left him. But instead, she smiled.
"You're an idiot," she muttered. "A drooling, smelly, crazy idiot. And I..." She paused, biting her lip. "And I'm still staying."
A young monkey brought her an orange. She took it, thanked him with a nod, and then looked back at Jupp.
He rolled to the side, almost falling off his branch, caught himself at the last moment, opened one eye, and grinned crookedly. "Baby... come here. It's more fun when we drool together."
Isolde snorted, but her heart beat faster. She stood up, walked over to him, and sat down by his side.
He put his arm around her, sweaty, heavy, but somehow... familiar.
"Baby," he slurred, "you are my sun. And my moon. And my oranges."
She laughed and laid her head on his shoulder. "And you are my jungle. My crazy, stinking jungle."
And so they sat there, among the monkeys, among the smoke and the remains of their alcohol, while the jungle rustled – and for a moment there was something that seemed like love.
The jungle had no calendar, no clock, no order – but for Jupp and Isolde, a strange routine began to creep in.
In the morning, Jupp crawled out of the treehouse, drooling, grabbed the first fermented fruit he could find, and burped the jungle awake. "Baby! Breakfast! Whiskey bananas!"
Isolde rolled her eyes, but she ate along. Not because she wanted to, but because hunger was stronger than her pride.
At lunchtime, they argued. About bananas, about monkeys, about nothing. Jupp drooled, grinned, and made her rant until she was out of breath—and then he yodeled right in her face, so loudly that she had to laugh, even though she didn't want to.
In the afternoon, they worked. Jupp climbed the trees to gather fruit, while Isolde waited below, hands on her hips. "You let yourself be served like a king," she grumbled.
"Iama king, baby,” he drooled, throwing a mango at her head.
In the evening, they sat in the treehouse, the smoke from Shitter's pipe hanging in the air like a carpet. Jupp slobbered over his bottle, Isolde grumbled about the dirt, but then they suddenly lay next to each other, exhausted, sharing an orange like a couple who no longer knew why they were together—except that things would be even worse without each other.
And in between, the monkeys were always there. Screaming, drumming, laughing. Sometimes they were the audience, sometimes troublemakers, sometimes accomplices in this absurd spectacle.
One evening, as the sun sank red behind the trees, Isolde looked at Jupp. His beard was dripping, his eyes were glassy, ​​he was a walking mess.
And yet... she felt something inside her soften.
"Damn," she muttered. "Maybe you really are my jungle."
Jupp burped, grinned, and drooled. "Baby... that was the most romantic thing you've ever said."
And she laughed. Not at him, not at the jungle—but with him.
The jungle had many ways to ruin its inhabitants' days. And Jupp and Isolde found themselves right in the middle of it.
They were already arguing as soon as they got up. Jupp was drooling, belching, grabbing the last of the fermented fruit, and Isolde was yelling at him to finally wash himself.
"Baby," he slurred, "I'm pure nature. I stink like the jungle, and the jungle loves me."
"The jungle hates you!" she hissed. "Even the mosquitoes are keeping their distance!"
But as soon as they stumbled a few meters deeper into the forest, they found themselves confronted by a stream of ants: gigantic beasts chewing their way through the undergrowth.
"We're not going through there," said Isolde. "We're waiting."
Jupp grinned, drooled, and jumped right in. "Baby, that's how it's done!"
He screamed, the ants bit his legs, he yodeled, and finally, bloody and laughing, he stumbled out the other side.
Isolde cursed, but when she saw the ants coming closer, she ran too – stumbling, screaming, but arriving safely at his side.
“See, baby? Together we’re unbeatable!” Jupp drooled.
In the afternoon, they came across a vine bridge over a deep precipice. Isolde wanted to walk cautiously, step by step. Jupp yodeled, jumped on, and swung the entire structure like a child on a playground.
“Stop it, Jupp!” she screamed.
"Trust me, baby! I am the master of vibrations!"
The vine almost snapped, and they both nearly fell into the depths, scrambling to the shore with their last bit of strength—and as they lay panting next to each other in the grass, they both burst out laughing. Loudly, madly, honestly.
“You’re driving me crazy,” Isolde panted.
"Exactly, baby," grinned Jupp. "But without me, you'd be finished long ago."
And so it went every day. They screamed, they argued, they laughed. And every time the jungle tried to devour them, they stood side by side – two madmen against a world full of madness.
The sun hung low over the jungle, bathing the leaves in a reddish glow. A rare moment of calm lay over the forest—no drums, no screams, only the buzzing of insects and the rustling of vines in the wind.
Jupp sat on a branch, his back against the trunk, drooling, a banana in his hand. Next to him squatted Isolde Baden, her knees drawn up, her face sweaty but relaxed.
"Strange," she murmured. "Sometimes it's almost beautiful here."
Jupp grinned, burped, and bit into the banana. "Everything's beautiful, baby. As long as you're with me. Even the mud. Even the mosquitoes. Even the monkey shit."
Isolde snorted, wanted to laugh, wanted to curse—in the end, she giggled. "You're impossible."
He leaned toward her, practically drooling on her shoulder. "Impossible... but your impossible."
She rolled her eyes, but she felt her heart beating faster. Without meaning to, she laid her head on his shoulder.
Down in the branches, a few monkeys drummed as if they were expecting a love scene. Shitter puffed and growled a throaty laugh.
"I know what you're thinking," Isolde murmured. "That I'm becoming weak."
In her head, Shitter's hum sounded like:"Not weak. Human."
Jupp pulled her closer to him, drooling, warm, smelly, but somehow... familiar.
"Baby," he whispered, "I'll give you anything: oranges, frogs, whiskey. Everything I have."
She laughed quietly. "You have nothing."
"Exactly, baby," he grinned. "And I share that with you."
And so they sat there, amidst the stench and chaos, and for a moment felt something that was rare in the jungle: peace.
It began quietly. A young monkey drummed on an old pumpkin, dully and rhythmically. Two others picked up the beat, slapping against tree trunks, and before Isolde knew it, the entire flock had launched into a concert.
Jupp jumped up, drooling, grinning broadly. "See, baby? They're playing our anthem!"
“Our anthem?” asked Isolde, raising her eyebrows.
“Yes!” He started yodeling, loudly and off-key, and the monkeys yodeled back.
Suddenly, one of the monkeys grabbed Isolde's hand, another Jupp's. They were pulled into the middle, surrounded by dancing chimpanzees, shrieking, laughing, and drumming.
Isolde tried to protest. "I don't want to—" But she was already laughing, despite herself. Jupp grabbed her and turned her around, sweating and drooling, while the monkeys hooted as if they'd just celebrated the wedding of the century.
"Baby!" he cried, "now we're officially married in the jungle! The monkeys have decided!"
“This is ridiculous!” She hit him on the chest, but she laughed, laughed so hard she could hardly breathe.
The monkeys threw fruit into the air, leaves rained down like confetti. Shitter sat at the top, smoking and humming deeply.
In Isolde’s head it sounded like:"Love is just another word for madness. Welcome to the club."
She looked at Jupp, drooling, smelling, laughing – and felt her pride crumble again.
"You're impossible," she gasped, "but maybe you're my impossible."
Jupp grinned broadly, drooled and yodeled, while the monkeys romped as if they had just celebrated the birth of a new royal couple.
And Isolde realized: Even love here was nothing more than a monkey show.
The treehouse swayed gently in the night breeze, while the last drums faded away in the jungle below. The monkeys had gradually fallen asleep, scattered like empty bottles after a bar fight.
Jupp lay on his back, his loincloth half-slipped, his beard still glistening with drool. He held an orange in his hand like a treasure, even though he was long too tired to eat it.
Isolde lay beside him, her arms folded behind her head. She looked through the gaps in the canopy at the sky, where the stars sparkled like lazy fireflies.
"I never thought my life would end like this," she murmured. "With monkeys as best men and a drooling jungle bum as a husband."
Jupp turned his head toward her and grinned broadly. "Baby, this is the best thing that could have happened to you. You're Mrs. Jupp now. Queen of Madness."
She laughed, quietly but sincerely. "Mrs. Jupp... that sounds terrible."
"Exactly, baby. Terribly good." He drooled, placing his heavy hand on her belly. "And now we're officially married. No papers. No priest. Only the jungle said yes."
She turned to him, looked into his glassy eyes. And even though he stank, drooled, slurred, and laughed, she felt a spark of warmth.
“Perhaps,” she murmured, “I really am your queen.”
Shitter sat outside on a branch, puffing, humming deeply.
In her head it sounded like:"You're not king and queen. You're just two fools. But maybe that's enough."
Isolde closed her eyes, a smile on her lips. And for the first night in the jungle, she didn't feel lost, but rather at home—in chaos, in madness, in something that was almost like love.
The morning didn't come quietly, but with a monkey-like roar that sounded like a broken orchestra. The sun blazed through the leaves, and the jungle steamed like a boiling cauldron.
Jupp woke up, drooling, with a half-crushed orange on his face. He blinked, belched, and grinned. "Good morning, baby. The sun smells like whiskey."
Isolde Baden groaned, rubbing her temples. Her head pounded, the smoke from last night still lingered in her bones. "The sun doesn't smell of anything, Jupp. And you stink like a rotten rhinoceros."
“Exactly, baby,” he laughed, “and yet you still love me.”
"I don't love you!" she snarled, sitting up. But something else flashed in her eyes—a sparkle she couldn't explain.
Down in the jungle, chaos raged again. A few monkeys chased each other with fruit; one fell from a branch and landed screaming in the mud. Shitter sat on his trunk, puffing and observing everything with the gaze of a philosopher who knew that order was impossible here anyway.
Isolde stood up, stepped to the edge of the treehouse, and looked out into the steaming forest. "I should have been dead long ago. Eaten, burned, poisoned. But instead, I'm sitting here... with you."
Jupp stood next to her, putting his drooling arm around her shoulder. "Exactly, baby. Because the jungle knows we belong together."
She snorted, wanted to object, wanted to scream—but in the end, she remained silent. She leaned against him, just for a moment, and felt that he was right.
Maybe it wasn't the kind of love you found in books. No romance, no roses, no beautiful sparkle.
It was dirty, smelly, loud – but it was her madness.
And she knew: she would stay.
 
Jupp remains Jupp – Lord of the Apes
The morning was humid, loud, and stank of fermented fruit. Monkeys screamed, birds screeched, something plopped into the water—the jungle was never quiet, and neither was Jupp.
He sat on a branch, drooling in the sun and yodeling while waving a banana around as if it were a scepter. "Baby! See that? I'm the lord of the monkeys! I have the biggest throne, the fattest banana, and the loudest yodel!"
Below, the monkeys clapped, drummed on hollow logs, and shouted back enthusiastically. For them, every day was a celebration as long as Jupp yodeled and fruit flew through the air.
Isolde Baden stood in the treehouse, her hands on her hips, her hair disheveled, but her face bright with a smile she couldn't suppress. "You're not a king, Jupp. You're a drooling bum who just happens to have a bunch of monkeys around you."
"Exactly, baby!" Jupp grinned, jumped from the branch, and landed in front of her, sweating and stinking. "A bum with a heart! A bum with a crown of oranges! A bum the jungle loves!"
He reached for her, pulled her toward him, and she squealed briefly—only to burst into laughter again. "You're impossible."
“But yours is impossible.”
Shitter sat next to him, his old pipe in his mouth, blowing smoke curls and humming deeply.
In Isolde’s head it sounded like:"That's how it always ends. Not with glory. Not with gold. But with noise, sweat, and a bunch of monkeys."
The sun crept higher, the jungle hummed, and for a moment the world was absurdly peaceful.
Jupp yodeled, Isolde laughed, the monkeys roared – and the happy ending began not with a heroic deed, but with a banana that slapped right in Shitter's face, whereupon the old monkey fell from the branch, grumbling.
The whole gang of monkeys roared with laughter, Jupp drooled twice, Isolde held her stomach – and the jungle itself seemed to smile along.
Shitter got back to his feet, shook his head, grumbled, and the monkeys screamed like an audience in the cheap row. Jupp was drooling so hard with laughter that he almost fell backward off the branch.
"Baby! Did you see that? The old shitter—boom!—right in the middle!"
Isolde held her stomach, tears streaming down her face. "You're impossible, Jupp! But... damn, that was the funniest thing I've ever seen."
The monkeys began throwing fruit—first a few bananas, then mangoes, then whole coconuts. But this time it wasn't an attack. It was a ceremony.
Jupp grabbed a banana, bit into it heartily, and drooled even more. "See, monkeys?! This is our celebration! This is our crowning glory!"
Two monkeys climbed up with a vine net full of oranges and placed the thing on Jupp's head like a crown. The juice ran down his face, and he grinned broadly.
"Look! I'm King Jupp, Lord of the Apes, Lord of Booze, Lord of All Damned Madness!"
The monkeys screamed, drummed, and howled.
Then they turned to Isolde. One pressed two large papayas into her hands, another placed a wreath of leaves around her neck.
“What’s the point?” she protested, but she was laughing.
Jupp drooled, yodeled, and screamed, "Baby! Now you're my queen! The Lady of Oranges, the Goddess of the Treehouse, the wife of the Monkey Lord!"
The monkeys raged, drummed, and threw fruit until the entire forest shook.
Shitter puffed on his pipe again, hummed, and in Isolde's head it sounded like:"Well. Now you're officially trapped. Coronation with no right of return."
She looked at Jupp, who was standing next to her, drooling, his “crown” half-slipped on his face, his shirt full of fruit pulp.
And she laughed. Laughed so hard she almost fell out of the tree.
"All right," she gasped. "Then I'm queen of this madhouse."
Jupp yodeled, kissed them with orange juice in his beard, and the monkeys screamed with excitement.
The monkeys brought anything that looked even remotely edible or drinkable. Bananas that were already half-fermented. Mangoes that smelled of alcohol. A whole pile of coconuts, some of which tasted more like liquor than juice.
Jupp drooled, threw himself into the middle of the mountain of fruit, and screamed: "Banquet! Feast! The wedding feast of the Lord of the Apes and his Queen!"
The monkeys screamed, sat in a circle, and stuffed everything into their mouths that couldn't run away. Juice splattered, shells flew, and the entire jungle was sticky.
Isolde Baden was placed on a makeshift throne made of vines and bananas. "This is ridiculous," she muttered, while a small monkey peeled an orange for her. "I feel like I'm in a madhouse."
"Exactly, baby!" slurred Jupp, who was already stuffing two bananas into his mouth at once. "This is the coolest madhouse in the world!"
He drooled, tipped a coconut full of fermenting juice behind his teeth, and yodeled so loudly that the birds flew out of the trees. "Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiioooooooh!"
The monkeys hooted, drummed, and began dancing around the couple, while fruit flew through the air like a grotesque firework display.
Shitter sat on a branch, his pipe in his mouth, leisurely blowing smoke into the air. His expression was half resigned, half amused.
In Isolde’s head it sounded like:"Welcome to the coronation celebration. Menu: fruit porridge, booze, and madness."
She sighed, finally reached for an orange herself, bit into it, and the sweet juice ran over her fingers. She laughed—a ragged, loud laugh that the monkeys immediately picked up on.
And so they sat there, drooling, chewing, laughing – a royal couple who had nothing but booze, sweat, and the applause of a few hundred monkeys.
And the jungle? It seemed to be celebrating too. The leaves rustled in rhythm, the frogs croaked in time, and somewhere an echo yodeled back.
It started harmlessly: one monkey threw a mushy banana through the air, another caught it in his mouth. Laughter, shrieks, cheers.
Then a mango flew. Then a coconut. Suddenly, all the fruit they could find flew—across the circle, over their heads, onto their faces.
Jupp drooled with excitement, stood on the throne of banana peels, and shouted: "That's right! Royal fireworks! More bananas! More oranges! Everything up in the air!"
Isolde tried to keep her composure, but she already had a papaya in the middle of her lap. The juice clung to her skin, her eyes widened—and she began to laugh. Loudly, uncontrollably, until tears welled up in her eyes.
“This is crazy!” she screamed, throwing back an orange.
The monkeys screamed twice as loudly, jumped half-naked around the circle, hitting each other with fruit, slipping on the bowls. One landed directly in the pile of fruit, grinning and digging himself in like a child in a ball pit.
Shitter sat on his branch, puffing, grumbling—and a shower of fruit splashed right in his face. He shook himself, threw away his pipe, and jumped into the crowd, laughing. Even the old philosopher could no longer resist the madness.
Jupp grabbed a coconut, gulped down the fermented juice in one gulp, and yodeled so loudly that the monkeys went into ecstasy. "Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiiooooooooh!"
And for a moment it didn't matter that everything stank, that everyone was sticky, that the jungle was raging.
It was a banquet of chaos, a feast without end, a coronation so absurd that even the stars above the trees flickered as if they were laughing.
Night fell, but the festival seemed to be going on. Smoke hung thickly in the branches, and the monkeys' drumming only grew wilder. They danced, screeched, threw fruit, and pounded the ground with their fists, as if they were keeping the jungle itself awake.
Jupp stood in the middle of it all, drooling, the crown of oranges halfway over his face. He yodeled, he roared, he staggered—and every time he threatened to fall over, the monkeys lifted him back up like a rock star.
“Hoooooolaridiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiooooooh!”
The echo reverberated through the jungle, and even the frogs joined in, as if they had understood that today a new religion had been born: the religion of pure nonsense.
At some point, Isolde Baden threw all dignity overboard. She danced, sweated, laughed, and threw fruit back into the crowd. Her hair was sticky, her skin glistened, and she had papaya juice on her cleavage—and she didn't care anymore.
“I am the Lady of Oranges!” she shouted, and the monkeys cheered as if they had heard the revelation.
Jupp staggered to her, drooling, grinning broadly, and together they yodeled into the night.
Shitter, the old philosopher, had long since been drawn into madness. He no longer puffed, he danced on all fours, threw a coconut like a war club, and roared with a fervor that shook even the moon.
The jungle itself seemed to dance along. The leaves rustled, the trees swayed, the night hummed like a gigantic drum.
It was no longer a celebration—it was a storm. Chaos. A bacchanal of sweat, fruit, and madness.
And in the midst of it all stood Jupp and Isolde – the drooling lord of the monkeys and his bitchy, laughing queen – holding hands as if they had conquered the world.
Morning came quietly, but the silence wasn't pure. It was punctuated by snoring, belching, and the occasional plop of fruit falling from somewhere above.
The jungle steamed, the sun pierced the canopy, and monkeys lay everywhere. Some stretched out like corpses, others curled up, still others with sticky fruit residue in their fur.
Shitter sat crookedly on a branch, his eyes half closed, his pipe back in his mouth – a tired priest after mass.
Jupp lay in the middle of the pile of fruit, his orange crown askew, his beard covered in juice and drool. He snored, but every now and then he mumbled in his dreams: "Hooooolariiiii... Baby... Banana..."
Isolde Baden lay beside her, her hair matted, her skin sticky, but a smile on her lips. She had been through it all—the dancing, the screaming, the throwing, the chaos. And now, in the twilight of the new day, she felt something strange. Peace.
"I never thought I'd end up here," she whispered. "But maybe... this is exactly where I belong."
A small monkey crawled up to her, placed a banana in her hand, and snuggled up to her side. She laughed, stroked his head, and for a moment everything was absurdly peaceful.
The jungle, which always threatened them, seemed to say silently today:Good. You belong here.
Isolde turned her head, saw Jupp, smiling drooling in his sleep, and shook her head. "You're impossible. But you're my impossible."
And as the sun gilded the jungle, she knew that the happy ending would not be clean, not beautiful, not orderly.
It would stick, stink, laugh – just like Jupp.
The sun rose higher, golden, bright, merciless. The jungle steamed, the birds screeched, and the monkeys woke up one by one—hungover, sticky, but still full of energy.
Jupp was the first to get up. He stood in the middle of the pile of fruit, drooling, rubbing his belly, and stretching his arms toward the sky. "Hooooooolaridiiiiiiiiiiiooooooooh!"
The scream echoed throughout the jungle. The monkeys roared back, drummed, and threw fruit at each other's heads. Even Shitter, the old philosopher, shook his head, laughing, and puffing with pleasure.
Isolde Baden sat up, her hair wild, her face smeared, but a smile on her lips. She looked at Jupp—sweaty, smelly, drooling, yodeling—and knew she'd never be able to shake off this madness.
“You are the Lord of the Apes,” she cried, laughing, “and I am your queen—whether I like it or not!”
The monkeys cheered, drummed, and jumped. Jupp staggered to her, pulled her up, kissed her, drooling, and she laughed so loudly that the entire jungle seemed to resonate with him.
Shitter hummed deeply, and in Isolde's head it sounded like:“All’s well that ends well.”
And so it ended: no victory over cannibals, no treasure, no crown of gold. Just a drooling bum, a stubborn queen, a bunch of monkeys, and a laughing jungle.
A happy ending—dirty, loud, crazy. But one that fit.
Because Jupp remained Jupp.
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