
Late Saturday night we’ve only risk management. The spinning of our given moment’s scenarios. Hitting 

the bed and its dark, cold and we bugs reach for each other. Dumb and blind we fuck. Sharpened genitals 

penetrate body cavities, splitting lower abdomens and coming straight there. Punching holes in torsos, 

there’s traumas in the sheets. We men fuck all hopefully, fuck each other accidentally. Women evolved 

some small defence against this all, a mass of cells spawns up; swells around to seal their wounds. The 

sperm an antiseptic softens and soothes the blow some. For us men though its different, we die in those 

sheets, pathogens spread wild.

You will be required to do wrong no matter where you go. It is the basic condition of life - to be required to 

violate your own identity. At some time, every creature which lives must do so. We too have been there; we 

can still hear the sound of the surf, though we won’t land anymore.

It was not really Saturday night, at least it may have been, we had long lost count of the days; but always 

if we wanted to do anything special we said it’s Saturday night, and then we did it. He would come down 

laughing over something fearfully funny he had been saying to a star, but he had already forgotten what it 

was. Coming up with mermaid scales still sticking to him, and yet not be able to to say for certain what had 

been happening. Everything in life is just for a while, but, often it was just like this.

When you wake in the morning, the naughtinesses and evil passions with which you went to bed

have been folded up small and placed at the bottom of your mind, and on the top, beautifully aired, are 

spread out your prettier thoughts, ready for you to put on.

We burn on recurrences, brand and obsession, snapshots, pangs. All the meanings change. We can’t stop. 

I’m trying in a way to tell you a dream - splurging a vain attempt, because no relation of my dream can 

convey its dream-sensation, that mingle of absurdity, surprise, and bewilderment. All tight in a tremor of 

struggling revolt, captured by the incredible;  the very essence of a dream. Its impossibilities. It’s impossible 

to convey in-moment-life-sensations, its meaning-its subtle and penetrating vapours. I guess the moment 

you doubt whether you can fly, you cease for ever to be able to do it.


