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Cities and Signs. II. Zirma.

“Memory is redundant: it repeats the signs so that the city starts to exist.”
Category: 

Companies and signs. II.

Verso: Ante.

Hexagram from Book of Organisational Variations:

23, Po, The Shattering 
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Trunk of Organic Plant:

Jakin

Position on star chart 

Pleiades – Right Ascension 3h 47m, Declination 24° 7′
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	Oil & Gas Industry – Negotiation.

I only went to Zebrania once. I took myself off to the Zebra Company, whose offices stood in one of those cities, born capitals, planned under the banner of redundancy. You saw six or seven Palaces of Civilisation, I don’t know how many Castles of the Desert, yellow sand, innumerable Zebra houses with black and white windows, empty. Out on the streets many consultants, all black, and a handful of white kids with ghost writers on leads. A multiplicity of tattoo centres with designers on work experience and PRs who, in the general indifference, shouted communiqués while leaning out of the cornices. 

A procession of seven taxis accompanied me, not even had I been a head of state, at the petrol barons’ palace, built in the centre of the refinery, white marble pensato, but by now splattered by innumerable discharges of hydrocarbons at various stages of processing. President Zebrano, chief of the state oil company, just wanted to discuss commission, as they call it, which, from the times of the Seven Sisters, was traditionally due to him and his family on all the hydrocarbons extracted. The haggling lasted an entire week, with exhausting banquets in the various Palaces of Civilisation, Desert or Zebra, and President Zebrano who was always introducing new members of his family to me. Usually in the evening an agreement was reached, but a night-time telephone call from a parent shareholder sent us back to the drawing-board. It had to be considered again, this was the conclusion. I wondered if the postponements also helped to make out my possible night-time companions as stakeholders or opponents of the regime. 

On returning to the company, I found out that my other colleagues had been to Zebrania, to the Zebra Company, but hadn’t gained the same impressions. They’d only seen one Palace of Civilisation, only one consultant on the streets, black like all the others, no ghost writers on the lead nor any tattoo centres. No shouting PR. Then, as far as the shops were concerned, the capital of Zebrania is so monumental that boutiques, outlets or emporia are unthinkable under those solemn marble porticos, and of cornices there is not a trace: only architraves with mosaics and gilt capitals. I then asked myself if it’s memory which is redundant. Maybe it multiplies the signs of the world in order for it not to be smashed to smithereens. What about my time with President Zebrano? Are these memories too, or were they real in all their excesses? Or did redundancy hide a nucleus of reality, maybe the secret of lasting itself?


