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NIGHT

It’s raining tonight. I can hardly await tomorrow. If only this night would be over. Sleep doesn’t come. There’s no sleep for me – what shall I dream of?

The time before the present day, when I felt good, no, no, you don’t understand – good indeed. I used to have everything; everything that could be possibly desired by an ordinary, muddled, neat, complacent, stuffed up, dieting, immoral moralist, a buttress of this rotten system, a girder of culturelessness, born to this world with lofty goals, and grown up within the mold of mediocrity.

There are such people, you know, everyone is like that. The world as we know it was made to these measurements, with those horizons, for such people, just like the sty, for the pigs, and the coop, for the hens. Will the pig sleep on a stick – no, nay, never! Will it lift its eyes to stare at the stars, sighing, or rather utter a grunt and bury its muzzle in the sweet, soft, warm mud, reeking of odors and safety?

That’s the way pigs are, you will say – very well then! What about us, what is our own way? Intricate. Post-modern, there are modern fragrances in our world, ohhh, this fragrance is no longer fashionable, see, this season, there’ve been new fragrances for the active woman, for the contemplating poor-sighted man, who may come to some potency any minute now, fragrances for blind people, they are more sensitive, you know, and, well, this is a perfume for cats.

Mostly passive fragrances for depleted people, this is the trend, for we’ve seen everything – decadence hideous and insidious, scornful of romanticism, underground in times of communism, tongue piercing, countless flicks with violent chicks, traffic jams, and you sit in your brand new car, hours on end, waiting for some traffic light, a mile away, to let you through, counting seconds and making you feel like a second yourself, like nothing whatever, for each second you’ve got to finish something in a tenth of a second’s time, and you are supposedly busy, yet nothing, nothing comes out of this fragmenting into intervals.
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SOME THINGS TAKE TIME, like a haircut, or a bath, and then you reflect, you have thoughts, because you have stopped awhile. Intricate thoughts for intricate folks. And that was until yesterday. A fully accomplished man, adapted to the environment, pushy where softer, tough with inferiors, a bit of a yuppie, a bit of a miser, generous to beggars, just a little bit, though, not fully.
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AT NIGHT, WE HAVE TO admit, with foundations slightly shaken, lack of sleep, dreams, such things, but the most important, what you inevitably forget in the morning, is – that something is not right, that it’s just a possible scenario, wherein you are sorry to die, because there is probably another one in which you have no regrets when you die. You are sorry again, in general, that you’re dying, it is human, but just when you are dying, there are two seconds when you are technically dead and your soul takes a last look around, turns back to the future, to the ontogenesis of the corpse it leaves, and is content; that’s in the other scenario.
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