
Five Things You May Discover Reading Wild Animus	  

by Foo Sek Han	  

	  

1. Asking nicely gets you things!	  

	  

When your friends are offering to sell or give away stuff, 

don’t hesitate to ask! You may find amazing new things which 

bring more value into your life than you could ever imagine. 

Perhaps your friend is selling off her secondhand books, and you 

spot one or two with an interesting cover or premise. 	  

Make your friend smile, and laugh, and stay interested. 

Enough so that, when your friend sends over the book you’ve 

bought, she throws in another for free. Marvel at the free 

book’s cover with its eyes of wolves and strange pagan symbol, 

and the workmanship put into the bookbinding and the layout. 

Wonder about the title Wild Animus. Notice that printed on its 

back cover are the labels “Advance Reading Only” and “Not for 

Resale,” accompanied by the author’s bio. 	  

Rich Shapero, “captivated by the staggering beauty of the 

Alaskan wilderness and the dare (sic) of its dangerous side, his 

explorations have taken the form of meditation on 

transcendence.” 	  
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Be confused. Read the summary. “...Sam, who has renamed 

himself Ransom, gradually transforms himself into a ram - prey 

to a pack of strangely familiar wolves.” Be even more confused.	  

Ask your friend how she got this book; she tells you she 

filled up some online survey, and two weeks later Wild Animus 

appeared at her doorstep in Kuching, all the way from America. 	  

She has never read it. 	  

	  

2. Reading a book at work helps you relax, and refreshes your 

mind.	  

	  

Instead of looking at Facebook at work, perhaps flip open a 

paperback and have a nice diversion from the computer! You will 

find your eyes relax as they stop staring at a bright monitor, 

and your brains calm down from the buzzing of work emails and 

social media notifications. Forget about the terrible things 

local politicians say and your friends’ complaints about them. 	  

Read Wild Animus. 	  

Take your highlighter. The pink one, because the yellow one 

is running out from your constant use. This is the first passage 

you highlight:	  

	  

A hidden joy flickered in their depths, burning amid a consuming 

sorrow, and as he focused on that brightness, it blazed up, 
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hopeful. Without thinking, his heart went out to her. There was 

no foundation here, only the desperate longing for one, more 

solid and lasting than the world she knew.	  

	  

You are not entirely clear whether that was meant to be 

evocative, thoughtful, or utterly shit. You flip to the next 

page, which describes the main protagonist Sam (“... a six foot 

statue with shoulder-length hair, his oversized shirt billowing 

out of burgundy bell bottoms...”), and his love interest, Lindy:	  

	  

She turned to put the towel in the trash, and he saw the 

underside of her breast through the armhole of her vest. Sam 

made a blissful face. “Incredible.”	  

	  

Sam seems like someone really into the male gaze. Sam later 

tells another character, “I don’t want fantasies. I want 

something real, not another fragment of truth to puzzle over, 

the morning after an acid trip.” 	  

That does not sound like a dude really into staring at 

women’s breasts through their vest armholes. Maybe Sam is a very 

thoughtful lecher? 	  

You keep reading. 	  
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3. Being rich may help, but it does not equate to immediate 

success.	  

	  

Does money really equate to success? Generally people who 

earn more money tend to be more successful, but that is not 

always the case. It is the success that should make you happy 

and not the piece of paper you earn at the end of each month.	  

But there are some things money can buy. You look up the 

publisher, Too Far, and notice there is only one author in its 

arsenal: Rich Shapero. Too Far, for all intents and purposes, is 

a vanity press Shapero set up to vanity-publish Wild Animus. But 

the book is way too professionally done and printed, not like 

some chapbook you find in Silverfish Books or those niche 

literary cafes in TTDI. And you remember your friend telling 

you: she filled up some survey, book got sent halfway across the 

world for free. The back of the book tells you Wild Animus had 

50,000 copies in its first printing. 	  

Is Rich Shapero as affluent as his namesake? You punch his 

name into Google and find his biography written up on Bloomberg. 	  

	  

Mr. Shapero focuses on investments in broadband infrastructure 

and e-business services sector... Previously, Mr. Shapero served 

as Crosspoint’s General Partner since 1983. He is also the 

Founder of three companies.	  
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You check the Goodreads page of Wild Animus and discover 

almost nobody has ever acquired the book through normal means. 

Rich Shapero had distributed the book, for free, everywhere:	  

	  

Someone handed me a free copy... as I was walking on the quad of 

the college I attend.	  

	  

...our book group got a bunch of copies for FREE from the 

publisher along with smoked fish.	  

	  

I got this as a freebie at the final Phish concert.	  

	  

...they dropped a copy of it in the front yard...	  

	  

Apparently at one point Rich hired a group of girls to 

dress up as wolves at several music festivals in Europe and 

Australia to hand them the books. Their costumes were wired with 

speakers to emit wolf howls.	  

Speaking of which, that whole wolf motif is actually 

repeated in the book, though it is constantly accompanied by a 

ram motif. 	  

Sam, the protagonist, through a lot of acid trips and 

awkward sex with Lindy, decides to rename himself Ransom and 
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become a full-fledged ram shaman. He does this by first 

identifying himself as a ram, which probably helps, you guess. 

To signify his love for the beautiful Lindy, he astral projects 

her into the anthropomorphization of seven hungry, angry wolves 

who have a love for ram meat.	  

You are now remembering that weird Chinese mice eat rice 

song, with the chorus “I love you, just like mice love rice.” 

You wonder if the consumption and cannibalization of your 

significant other can be considered love. 	  

Man, you could really use someone else in your life now.	  
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4. When you are depressed, do not read a bad book written by a 

rich asshole, you useless piece of shit.	  

	  

Especially if your brains are telling you that you do not 

deserve to be sad.	  

Like, why do you even have depression? That’s some 

bullshit. Aren’t you a successful professional? Depression is 

for the poor and emo, man. Besides, you were so happy and 

energetic yesterday. Why the fuck are you in bed? Get up. Get 

out. Go meet people.	  

Even if they are all talking behind your back and laughing 

at you and who knows, maybe they are having more fun without you 

anyway and -	  

Maybe you should stay in bed.	  

Like... the whole day. 	  

Oh, did you say you have been waiting for this weekend to 

come forever and you can finally do things? 	  

Here’s a thing you can do: stay in bed.	  

You have a book. Aren’t books great? They don’t talk to you 

and make you anxious and upset. They don’t say “oh put a smile 

on your face that’s the easiest way to cure depression just be 

upbeat! Yes! And laugh! Woo hoo! Smile and the sorrow will ooze 

and slither out of your body with zero consequences. So easy. So 
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wonderful! I, Positive Happy Person have solved your emotional 

sadness crimes, forever. Case closed.” 	  

People are the worst.	  

Read the book. It’s Wild Animus.	  

The only book you have is Wild Animus.	  

Throughout the first part of the book, Ransom’s life has 

been consumed by only two things: his love for Lindy and his 

love for LSD abuse. At one point in the early chapters, Ransom, 

content with just spending his life aimlessly with Lindy taking 

LSD on an hourly basis, receives his ex-bandmates as visitors. 

One tells him pointedly that the girl is bad news and the drugs 

are turning him into a lifeless husk. So, Ransom punches the ex-

bandmate then kick him in the guts when he’s down. To your 

absolute astonishment, Ransom is painted as a sympathetic 

character in this exchange.	  

To be fair, the ex-bandmate says “lock yourself in your 

ivory tower with some poison cunt” and that seems bad enough 

writing to deserve punches in the face.	  

Later, Ransom receives a phone call from his younger 

sister, distraught over him going incommunicado, and she asks if 

he could help with her and their father, who has landed in 

hospital. So he tells her:	  
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“...You’ll be fine. Pretend Sambo’s tucked you in. That’s a good 

girl. I love you, more than anything else.”	  

	  

After he has emotionally manipulated his sister into 

submission, Lindy, who has yet to reveal a personality other 

than “in love with Ransom,” says:	  

	  

“He climbs. He doesn’t look back. He leaves the lowlands 

behind. His heart is pledged,”	  

	  

and practically tells him to remove Ransom’s sister and 

father from his life because he needs to be strong only for 

himself. Then they do a ton of drugs and “breasts drew the 

senses... but for him Lindy’s were the breasts of fantasy.”	  

You have yet to even reach the part where Ransom decides he 

is now a ram. At first you laugh and text people about it. They 

respond accommodatingly, so you start taking pictures of the 

text you highlighted (in pink) and sending them. The responses 

slow down and stop coming. “Look, you talk about nothing other 

than that book,” someone tells you. “Are you perhaps a little, 

like, obsessed?”	  

Obsessed? Does a person obsessed do anything else other 

than read the book? They don’t. Nope. Nope! Like, sure you are 

not up to anything at all and your life has gone into a 
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clockwork, monotonous, monochromic daily grind of utter despair 

with your identity reduced to “Employee Number 8910,” but you 

still go to work and do things, right? You still turn on your 

computer and look at your email and process the data and produce 

the deliverables. You don’t read the book all the time. No, 

except on the weekends when you just huddle up in bed under the 

blankets and the most money you use is racking up the 

electricity bill with your constantly-on air conditioner. 	  

Like, you aren’t even reading Wild Animus at work anymore. 

You’re back to looking at the Internet. You read Facebook. 	  

You read that short creative nonfiction piece someone in 

your friends list wrote that went viral. You only knew her a 

couple of months during her internship at your old workplace. 

She has written a thing about the hypocrisy of the modern 

middle-to-upper-middle-class Millennial generation, which moans 

about its monthly take home pay yet drinks Venti at Starbucks, 

and complains about traffic yet drives recklessly in the car its 

parents paid for. You try not to think that it may apply to you. 

You try not to think it may not apply to you, because you are at 

the wrong end of the millennial age bracket. You resist leaving 

a comment, resist setting out your own perceived first/third 

world struggles, resist calling her writing pretentious (you 

know it isn’t), resist calling her an entitled twat with zero 

empathy (that’s not true either).	  
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No, you are not obsessed. You stop reading Facebook. You 

read Buzzfeed. You read Clickhole. You read every single viral 

clickbait website, even the one that has in its website address 

“click2knowmore”. You don’t read the book. You are not obsessed.	  

You receive a long email from your boss. Before finishing 

the final paragraph, you know your deliverable is a letter that 

will destroy the livelihoods of at least seventy people in the 

company. Twelve of those work minimum wage.	  

You read Wild Animus. 	  

	  

“The molten heart,” he said, “shot into us at our creation.” The 

image was suddenly vivid for him. “It’s hardened into something 

with boundaries, discrete and alone. But it longs to rejoin its 

source.” Did she understand what he was trying to express? yes, 

he could see the joy in her eyes. “That’s the sweet song -” she 

could barely speak.	  

	  

You stop reading Wild Animus. 	  

As toxic as it reads like, Ransom’s and Lindy’s 

relationship is infectious. You are already looking at your 

phone, that Whatsapp message you sent an hour ago with the two 

blue ticks signifying the recipient has read it, but yet to 

respond. You have written to her “hey wanna meet up fri for 

dinner?” and then “just dinner, nothing else if you’re not up 
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to” and finally “u there?” and you can see her status says 

“Online” but she doesn’t answer. 	  

And you are recalling, her sitting in a red plastic chair, 

picking chicken flesh off between her teeth, the hazy skies 

threatening to shower, telling you like, well she lives in Kota 

Damansara, and that’s real far from you, you know? And that she 

doesn’t want to come over to your place, even if you offer to 

drive, because it’s just so far. Far far far away. It’s only 

twenty minutes’ drive away, for fuck’s sake, you are thinking. 

You are remembering yourself, sitting at the daichau place where 

they serve the kinda okay grilled half-burnt chicken wings in 

honey and chili which you don’t know why she likes, but she 

likes anyway, and you drink the Chinese tea, watered down with 

ice in the dirty plastic cup, and she has just taught you how to 

eat the wings dirtying only three fingers instead of ten. And 

you are remembering her eyes darting to the side when you ask 

things more serious than “how was your day?” or “did you enjoy 

the shitty movie we watch?”, and later that night when you lie 

in her bed in the dark, her back against you, and you can see 

from a crude angle her glasses illuminated by the glow of her 

iPhone, changing color as her finger scrolls down the screen, 

tapping swiftly to compose messages to all her friends you have 

never met, and you having to dress up and leave soon because her 
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housemates are coming home and she is supposed to be happily 

single, she isn’t supposed to be meeting anyone, and -	  

So, you read Wild Animus.	  

This book. This book. Oh my god you are so fucking, fucking 

mad at this book. You hate this book. You hate it. You hate it! 

You read the blogs by the funny Internet people, you listen to 

the podcasts by the funny Internet people and you watch the 

videos by the funny Internet people, and they just refuse to be 

funny enough Internet people to sustain your anger against the 

book. Why is this? Why is this! Why are people just fucking with 

you, just enough to piss you off or make you sad? 	  

Why isn’t anyone saying more about the insane premise of 

Ransom transforming himself into a ram shaman? Why isn’t anyone 

pointing out the spectacular dumbness of Ransom’s inspiration 

for the transformation: a travelogue with the picture of a Dall 

Ram, Lindy’s phone number scrawled hastily across it? Why don’t 

they talk more about how, every single time Ransom transforms 

into a ram shaman, he is high on too much acid, and usually in 

the snowy peaks of Alaska? And why do they not read what the 

fuck Ransom is wearing when he’s a ram shaman:	  

	  

He drew a bundle of white fur out of his pack, lips moving as he 

unrolled it. Fur vest, fur leggings, fur cuffs. They were silky 

soft to touch, the sweet wool odor wafting up. He pulled on the 
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leggings, remembering the hours spent sewing the skins, every 

stitch bringing him closer to the ram. The leggings made him 

feel lighter, and as he buttoned the vest over his front, his 

trance returned powerfully. He slid his feet back into the 

cloven shoes, and fitted the cuffs on his wrist... removed the 

headdress. It was a wild visage, wilder when he raised it before 

the white dome. The eye orbits were shielded with black metal 

screens. The face was twined and beaded, extending to the 

cheekbones, the nose covered, the mouth unobstructed. Dall horns 

curled golden from its brow, and between them his high school 

torch medal has been woven into the ropy skin.	  

	  

“Golden Horns, know,” he pronounced. “Golden horns, grow.”	  

	  

Also, Ransom going into the snowy peaks to prance around in 

a ram costume while his girlfriend works as a waitress to 

support him with food and drugs. Apparently totally cool, 

despite him being now the “poison cunt” in the relationship:	  

	  

Her hope was gone. Without Ransom, she was a ghost in a world of 

shadow. He had found her real self, and now it was bound to him. 

When he left, he took it with him.	  
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And what about when Ransom and Lindy take off all their 

clothes and have sex in the snow, and are confronted by a ram 

acting like Tyra Banks:	  

	  

He raised his hands on either side of his head and flexed his 

wrists. He felt foolish, and worried he’d scare the ram. Then he 

saw with astonishment the ram’s eyes were smiling.	  

	  

The ram is smiling with his eyes. The ram is smizing! 

Smizing! That word from America’s Next Top Model has stopped 

being part of your vocabulary, but it comes back with a 

vengeance. Smizing! And when did you last watch that show? That 

was... a long time ago.	  

It was so long, long ago.	  

But wait, there are more terrible things in the book! Like 

minor character Erik being the best and most sympathetic person, 

purely for stopping a mountain expedition from going south 

because he realizes the guy pretending to be a ram may not be 

mentally prepared to hike up to a volcanic crater:	  

	  

“Wouldn’t surprise me,” Erik returned to the attack. “He loves 

to climb stoned on acid.” He eyed Ransom suspiciously... with 

disgust. “I’m amazed you brought all that garbage.”	  

“All what garbage?” Gloster frowned.	  
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“He’s got a whole outfit. Head to toe.”	  

Yank turned to Harvey. “That’s what’s in his pack?”	  

“It’s important,” Ransom tried to explain. “When we reach the 

crater,”	  

	  

and then being treated as Judas because how dare this 

practical, logical man think about the risks and safety of the 

group, especially when the ram shaman has done this in the 

previous chapter after an acid overdose landed him in hospital:	  

	  

The restroom door sprang open and before they realized what was 

happening, Ransom was striding through the reception area naked. 

“You have hearts!” He spread his arms. “Do you feel the 

wilderness of love inside you?” His eyes flashed and he sprang 

among the seats, fingers digging at the pink welt that scored 

his chest. “Throw yourselves open. Let it come gushing out! 

Surrender! The great secret! We’re riding the sacred pulse. Our 

brains aren’t smart enough, our sense aren’t sharp enough. We 

can’t see, we don’t know.” He grabbed the haggard woman by her 

shoulders. “Break open that chamber. The power of a god is 

hidden within you.”	  

	  

And you want to be mad, be more than mad at this book, you 

want to yell at Wild Animus even though you know neither Wild 
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Animus nor Rich Shapero, nor Ransom nor Lindy, nor Erik nor ex-

bandmate, nor the ram nor the seven wolves, especially nor the 

ram shaman hopping in the snow in a sports mascot suit, are 

responsible for your life turning into a spiraling wave of 

bullshit crawling at a thunderously glacial pace into a black 

hole of pure unadulterated fuck. You are holding the book in 

your hands. You are putting the book down. You are picking it up 

again.	  

You write, you write and you write and you write way more 

words about the book. You justify it by saying “oh well I didn’t 

think much about it but Wild Animus is my personal pet peeve 

book of how bad writing can make a -” and you discover you are 

rambling, and you look at all the words you have written down. 

You are responding to someone asking “how’s your progress?” on 

your Goodreads status message. You are looking at the wordcount 

- just below four thousand words. 	  

You press the button on your keyboard.	  

You press delete	  

and	  

every	  

single	  

word	  

you	  

have	  
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written	  

on 	  

the	  

book	  

disappears	  

never	  

to	  

be 	  

seen	  

again. 	  

You’re getting out of bed. 	  

You are at work, but nevertheless. You get out of bed. 	  

You still feel like shit, and everything and everyone is 

still struggling to make you feel like shit, but goddammit, you 

need to fight it, you need to grab the world by the jugular and 

press your unclipped nails into the flesh, you need to stand up 

and give the world that middle finger, all the middle fingers it 

fucking deserve, you need to fight and yell at the top of your 

lungs, you poison cunts,	  

Fuck 	  

You. 	  

You dial that familiar number, the one you have been 

sending Whatsapp messages to but have never called. You hear her 

pick up and you tell her, “we are meeting this Friday,” and 
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before she can protest you say further, “we need to talk for 

real,” and you wait as the anticipated silence on her end 

passes, and once it has been agreed you finally hang up. And you 

put the phone down and think, and think and think and think and 

think about really, nothing at all, until it is time to stop 

thinking because fuck thinking. 	  

You have fifty pages left in Wild Animus. If you throw your 

(pink) highlighter into the trash, put your phone on silence, 

close all the tabs in your Internet browser, if you just keep 

reading and don’t stop don’t stop don’t stop read read read read 

read you’ll finish the fucking book in half an hour.	  

And if there is one thing that can sustain you, it’s the 

anticipation that at the end of the book, Ransom, Sam, Ram 

Shaman, Rich Shapero stand-in, ShittyAssholeGoatFucker, is 

finally, once and for all, dead.	  

	  

5. When writing a novel, starting the book with the ending is 

a bad idea!	  

	  

If you begin your epic novel about a man’s spiritual quest 

with the actual ending, where he - dressed up in a ram costume 

while high on LSD - throws himself into a volcanic crater and 

dies like an idiot, it kills off all tension in the book!	  
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END	  

 


