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The bed is soaking wet. Hair adhesive to the face and back, a sweat bead runs down past 

the chest. It smells tight, ACID. Tongue sticking to the palate. The time is half past one. An 

hour's sleep to be done, the water washes over the body in the shower and the mixture of 

sweat, soap and water runs down in the sink. The dew in the mirror and a white face could 

see dimly as a misty reflection. 
  

  

The wet bed clothes are located in the washing machine and the clean, ironed cover is tight 

and perfect for the mattress, bed sheet and pillowcase. A glass of water stands by the book 

on the “Nightstand Zen and the Art of Motorcycle Maintenance”, a gift from a friend 

who knows how long after is awake. Thirty pages, the clock show a quarter to four. For 

early to rise, sleeping mask closes out the light and forces the eyes again. 

  

The birds chirp and the bed is soaking wet again, each of the five one hour of sleep. The 

night is over, time to stand up. On with the washing machine with two sets of sheets, into 

the shower, soap, shampoo, sweat washed away again. When the dew disappears from the 

mirror, there are two dead eyes that stare back. Positions under the black, gray skins sweat 

already beginning to form beads on the forehead. Teeth falling on the floor, it requires full 

concentration to bow down, stretch out your hand, pick up the toothbrush and get up 

again. Everything hurts, it trembles and dots in the skin, headaches are nauseating. A strange 

feeling to know your intestines pulsate. 

  

   

Water, ice-cold water in a large glass, stretch out your hand, take the glass and before that 

to your mouth. Everything goes slowly, to swallow requires full attention and it runs a little 

water out of the mouth and down your chin. 

 

 

My God! Day seven, they have promised that this does not last longer than three months, 

Fifty days and fifty nights again. Soon half!  

 

 


