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laxative phrases 

 

As soon as I had finished grocery shopping I considered my spectrum of options. 
One should always try to be quite keenly aware of ones possibilities, otherwise free 
choice and will power become the sham democracies and dictatorships would wish 
them to be. With this dictum in mind, I considered my options: A) return home by 
braving the below-zero temperatures immediately [and do what?] B) Go back to the 
office and finish the task I had started [looking for a decent expert on contemporary 
Kenyan visual art] C) go back into the swarming mass of the store and buy the items 
I had forgotten to buy [fucking stupid] or D) go for a coffee in the bakery across the 
street. Daytime bakeries are infamous for being old peoplesʼ places but as the 
screwball swizz saying goes “You cannot win all the time”.  

The street between the grocery store and the coffee house is reserved for 
pedestrians. Even during weekdaysʼ diurnal hours it is always packed as though the 
secret truth of our city is that nobody has a steady job to attend to. Or that it is always 
enough many peopleʼs day off to keep the downtown streets buzzing.  

I looked at the people out and about and as so many times before, I thought that the 
street is indeed reserved for pedestrians but for pedestrians in the more narrow 
sense. Despite also being one of these pedestrians at that time being and still now so 
being.  

The options slowly circled around my head waiting to be selected or dismissed. D 
rotated into view and aligned with the bakery right in front of me making my decision 
a matter of convenience rather than willpower, exactly as democracy wishes for it to 
be. From my own subjective perspective it was very straightforward logic and I 
experience no measure of cognitive dissonance at all. You could say I am pretty 
damn functional in relation to the demands of my life-world. 

“Bakery” is a purely practical term – it actually is a combination of café and bakery, 
so, for example, you can order freshly baked stuff with a macchiato. Macchiato was 
my favorite for a long time until I finally had enough honesty or self-knowledge to 
admit that it is excessively saccharine and subsequently “down-graded”, following my 
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partnerʼs lead, to Cappuccino. There is no point in moving to an even more price-
worthy option because, having achieved self-transparency I can never bullshit myself 
into thinking that plain coffee&milk is anything other than decidedly second-rate to the 
kind of coffee I can cook up at home. I donʼt know the exact age but there is a point in 
life when one begins to become frighteningly more reasonable with certain choices.  

I entered the café on the glassy bakery side. The smell was quite bad and this is no 
exception, the smell there is always on the nauseous side. You would think that this 
has an adverse effect on sales but as far as I can see the establishment is flourishing 
[or at least it is not an exaggeration to say that it is always well-frequented and not 
just by old people]. People must know this: the baking process produces revolting 
fumes but the resulting pastries can still be delicious. Sometimes you need to keep 
this in mind when entering a bakery so you donʼt immediately reverse direction and 
opt for one of the other choices provided courtesy of your individual freewill.  

I wanted to sit down on the black leather couch that lines the entire Northern wall. 
The wall looks like revamped medieval brickwork with actual assorted sandstone 
outcrops jutting through in a few places. It glimmers with the minimal possibility of a 
rock- or mudslide suddenly bursting forth into the Viennese interieur of the place. 

But I realized something was different today. Not that many old people. Old people? 
How did I know who was old? How did I even define old? I tried looking at a person at 
a table to my left, a couple of steps ahead but an idiotic newspaper interposed itself. I 
approached stealthily along the right side but by the time I could have seen the 
personʼs face it was turned all the way to the left from that personʼs perspective and 
so I could only see the chinʼs and cheekʼs and templeʼs outline. I tried looking at 
somebody else, all the way over by the large windows but he or she had her head 
below the table, fussing about with something. So then I looked to my left but the first 
person my sight alighted on was engaged with yet another person [out of sight] even 
further to the left so that I only got to see the back of the head.  

Alarmed I wildly looked around the place, hoping to glimpse a single pair of eyes: 
none! All of them had either already turned somewhere else, had not been facing in 
the direction of my face to begin with or were shielded by some random object 
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between themselves and me: a newspaper, a table top, a pillar, a dry bouquet, a 
flitting waiter, something.  

A waiter approached wearing a face of professional concern: 

- Is everything alright sir? 

- Come again?! 

The waiter returned to the position she had been at when I first saw her and re-
approached me along the exact same route. So silly it almost made me laugh. 

- Is everything alright sir? 

- Sorry, thatʼs not what I meant. But, ah, yes, Iʼm fine. I was just surprised by 
todayʼs crowd. 

- Me too. But four is hardly a crowd, Iʼm afraid. I canʼt remember… 

But I was no longer listening to her. Four?! I looked around and counted. One, two, 
three, four, correct. But I had been certain that when I entered, left by way of the 
egress between the show-shelves stocked with the bakeryʼs self-made chocolates, 
that is to mean from the shopʼs front sales section, there must have been upwards of 
thirty or even forty, possibly fifty people.  

I am impossible with numbers. But the fact is it had seemed like every table might be 
taken and I would have to reexamine my free choice options. I was mistaken, only 
four, none of them looking my way. 

- Iʼll have he card first. In back, by the sandstone. Thanks. 

But she was already gone a few steps and almost returned to the open, double-sided 
dark wood counter that holds the glasses and cutlery and coffee machine and leads 
towards the kitchen and bakery proper. Her ass made those distinctive lateral 
movements of a model flaunting down the catwalk. Her ass was clearly out of touch 
with her aesthetic appearance. 

I felt a disquiet, the sense that today my willpower will not be worth a damn. 
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I climbed the two steps to the higher, rear floor and made my way across the 
threadbare red carpet towards the northwestern corner of the establishment where 
the couch angles 90degrees to create a comfy nook. Suddenly, just two steps ahead 
of me, a hole appeared. Deep. It was close enough for me to stare down into: 20 
centimeters of concrete, then rough, wet-looking rock the rest of the way down. And 
down it went, vertiginously, to a small circle of perfect nothing where the light or my 
eyes couldnʼt reach. 

I was shocked and being shocked my pulse had shot up all the way to a rate where it 
felt like I was in danger of passing out. I have never before in my life passed out but 
that is what it felt like. Where in the fuck did this hole come from? “Bad day for losing 
my mind” I thought but immediately realizing what a moronic thought that is, I 
complemented this by thinking that there is no such thing as a good day for going 
mad, that going insane was always a seriously fucked-up business. And moreover it 

is supposed to be gradual, inclement slouch towards “integration disorder”, 
highlighted by scary psychotic breaks. This phase is called the prodrome, a lovely 
expression for a terrible condition. 

I muttered “Fuck me” under my breath. I went down on my knees, stuck my right 
hand into the hole and touched the wet, cold rock. There was a jarring sensation as 
my sense data grated against my reason, each demanding dominion. I decided to 

take a step towards it to see what would happen and if I could get a better look. The 
first rational theory my brains churned out was that this is a sinkhole and only four or 
five meters deep but I couldnʼt see to the bottom due to the incidence of the lighting. 
When I moved forwards so did the hole, the texture of its wall changing like CGI at 
last achieved perfection.  

To my dismay I heard myself shout with surprise and horror. A chair by the table 
dropped into the moving hole and fell down it making a hell of a racket. I looked to the 

left but none of the other customers cared or had heard the chairʼs noisy fall. I could 
only count this collective indifference as further evidence of a sudden psychotic break 
on my part. Either that, I reasoned, or that the physical laws of the universe had 
suddenly changed and allowed for less likely events to also take place.  
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I had never been convinced that things have to be the way they are and I 
remembered having once read that even gravity was not actually a constant but 
changed incrementally. And that planets were conceivable where silicone rather 
carbon was the basis of life. In short, that things could be different. However, there 
was no reason to think that they would change so suddenly and so idiosyncratically, 
was there? Surely a general change in the laws of the cosmos would not, as its first 

order of business, manifest as a moving drop hole in a café right in front of my feet… 
too unlikely. And improbable theories of reality were just another sure-shot prodrome 
of imminent psychological collapse, werenʼt they? So spun my thoughts. 

My shout must have attracted the waiter because I could hear her swaggery steps 
somewhere behind me. I turned around. And so did the hole, overthrowing a few 
tables and chairs in the process. She was closer than I had thought and by the time I 
stopped turning in her direction her left foot was already going down the hole. It 

wasnʼt that I couldnʼt move but that it was, for a few fleeting moments, much more 
important to watch what would happen next.  

So I did.  

She looked as completely stunned as I had been. There was even a hint of pissed-off 
amusement somewhere around her thick, bloody lips. She didnʼt quite fit into the 
opening and so falling forwards banged her head against the edge of the hole, 
sending her tumbling ass-over-kettle backwards. I quickly knelt down again and 
watched her fall and crash out of sight.  

It was terrible. It was terrific. I wanted to shout again, this time with the excitement of 
it. Instead I simply stood up.  

Again and much more disturbingly, things had reconfigured. Instead of a carpet and a 
ceiling, instead of the medieval brickwork and sand stone, instead of all the vertical 
surfaces that had previously delimited the space of the café, it now multiplied in all 
directions indefinitely. Straight above my head were the soles of my shoes, as well as 
the underside of everything else. This then repeated itself at the next ceiling, again 
and again and again. The same was true to my left and to my right, front and back.  
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I nearly had to vomit. Adjacent to our volume of space were not inverted mirror 
images but seamless 3D iterations of ourselves, of me. The chimerical chasm was 
gone. 

Overwhelmed, feeling my mind swiftly nearing complete cognitive catastrophe, I set 
my backpack down on the black couch. Transformation into insect I could have 
handled from reading experience, innumerable clones of myself would have been 
somehow acceptable due to cinematic precedence, I think, even a worldwide, every 
citizen of the planet including conspiracy against moi, supplemented by bugs 
implanted in my brain, I would have found some cogent, rational way to deal with but 
this repetition of space was too much. 

I started towards the stairways down to the toilet to wet my face with cold water. Cold 
water, the desperate manʼs panacea.  

I was convinced I would regain compos mentis shortly. I felt that, always having 
analyzed and reasoned my way through life, the world owed me a great debt of 
making-sense, which on its honor it could not forgo. I tried to reason with reason 
itself, that it was obliged to show its balls and stood to loose its standing in my high 
esteem if it so feebly abandoned the field to madness, which any way had always 
been a mere minority, sideshow, divertissement compared to the grand enterprises of 
the human mind.  

I should have anticipated what awaited me next. The staircase did not turn left after a 
few meters the way it should have but instead continued down at a 45 degree angle 
endlessly and brightly lit. Exasperated and longing for splashes of cold water I 
jumped on down and missed whatever step I intended to land on. I lost my balance in 
a forward motion and faintly wondered what bone I might crack first.  

Again I was dismayed.  
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Many people have died falling down stairways but this was never what I had 
imagined for my own exulted providence. I fell. The sharp edge of a step cracked my 
right arm, then my skull on that same side. I didnʼt feel anything either because of the 
shock or because the circumstances were a surreal mess to begin with.  

I had a shit-load of momentum so I kept on tumbling down the steps, head over heel. 
I could empathize with the unlucky waiter now. The sound of fracturing bones is 
repellent but there it was, one after the other going “Crack, crack, crack”. I thought 
that soon I would pass out or come to a stop but no such luck. I was taking a very 
long fucking spill, systematically fracturing all the many bones that vertebrates had 
evolved against gravity while being mercilessly pulled down by it.  

Crack, crack, crack.  

I figured eventually thereʼd be no more bones to break. Then I noticed the blood. 
There was blood everywhere, some of it splashing ahead of me down the stairs as I 
could see when I happened to fall in a way that my eyes faced down that direction. I 
was glad I couldnʼt feel anything because it would have been the most unimaginably 
painful experience in the history of our species, possibly any living organism subject 
to time-space. 

My head lost its human, ovoid shape while my legs and arms became loose, whirling 
banners of flesh, tendon and well-ground bone. So I assumed. With time the sound of 
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the breaking bones changed too and started to sound like when you have big pieces 
in the grinder and try to pulverize them into smaller grains. I kept my momentum, I 
kept my bounce while every other aspect of my physique was drastically 
reconfigured. Bone and blood smashed along thousands of stone hard steps.  

Spinning and tumbling and hurtling at last I splattered onto the tiles of the short 
hallway outside the. The cruelty of fate had it that there was a floor to ceiling mirror in 
which I could take a good, too-long look at myself. I was not in any condition to look 
away. In a further unfortunate coincidence my eyeballs had landed dead center atop 
the sizable pile of mincemeat I had become. It was a disgusting mix of bleeding, 
shredded flesh [for the most part], stuff that looked like damaged tendons to my 
naked eyes, unsightly tatters of skin as well as splinters and chips of bone sticking 
out at various angles, giving me a slight resemblance to a hedgehog from hell. I 
couldnʼt bare the sight but neither could I close my eyes to it.  

I was horrified. 

Pleasantly surprised by the absence of agony. 

And stupefied by still being alive.  

I tried to remember something from before I fell down so violently for example who I 
was but couldnʼt. Except for the fact that I had ordered a coffee [hadnʼt I?] and should 
thus be in a hurry except if I wanted to drink it cold. Immediately I realized what, 

given my condition, a ridiculous thought that was but I couldnʼt even chuckle. As you 
can imagine, it was just a really fucked up situation to be in. The term FUBAR 
seemed gruesomely appropriate. 

Again mustering what remained of my willpower and free choice I decided to at least 
figure out what was going on here from simple to intermediately far-fetched: A) I was 
having a bad dream [really bad, really vivid] B) I had died and this was a near-or-
post-death experience nobody had ever bothered reporting about [which I could 

understand] C) I had lost my mind and was in a mental institution somewhere, 
foaming schizoid saliva from the corner of my mouth [that thought frightened me and 
I felt something within the heap of mincemeat thump hard&fast] D) The physical laws 
of the cosmos had imploded and we, specifically I, had entered an era of surrealism 
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where anything was possible, even this shit  E) I was the self-conscious character of 
a post-post-ism-ic story [but the high definition details my eyes relayed to me and the 
finely honed emotions and thoughts I was experiencing forcefully suggested 
otherwise].  

I decided on C because in my opinion and my need for free choice and agency it 
offered the best-value combination of plausibility and the outstretched hand of the 
possibility of a return to normalcy. I had always had a secret, imaginary romance with 
mental pathology so actually experiencing a full-spectrum schizoid break was the 
flippant stunt to be expected from the likes of Clotho, Lachesis, Athropos and 
whoever-the-fuck-else gets in on these things. Ha ha.  

So now all I had to do was think my way back to compos mentis. Easy. I began 
looking, as well as I could, for a straw of rationality with which to lever myself back up 
onto the terra firma of reason. Surely my coffee was already cooling.  

At that moment I saw a lady dressed in a pearly white merino poncho, wearing jet-
black tights and a charcoal-black, long-sleeved clima-cool shirt, descending the 
steps. She looked like an absolute goddess: curves carved from collective male 
libido, hairs a cascade of black light, eyes stoked by an animus fine-tuned to the 
exact frequency of my soul and a mouth mystically magnetic to mine. I was certain 
that my archetypal yang was striding down the steps towards me. The thing that had 
thumped earlier now was leaping.  

A quiver ran through my blood-soaked, eviscerated heap-shaped self. I immediately 
and madly fell in love. My eyes bulged on their stems in the exact shapes of two 
hearts. 

She reached the bottom of the stairs and peered down at me. 

- Hi there Mister. Youʼre one poor little thing, arenʼt you? Well, it doesnʼt look it 
but you lucked out. Iʼll whip you back into shape. No problem. 

And with that said the goddess bent down and scooped all my dripping flesh and 
bones into her poncho, holding it up as a pouch with her left hand. She had to scoop 
a couple of times to scrape everything off the floor and naturally quite a pool of 
indiscriminate liquid remained there. Then she opened the door to the diaper-
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changing room left of the Ladyʼs. She carefully set me down on the little plastic table 
and went to work, furiously slapping, spreading, shaping and pounding away. Her 
nimble fingers quickly re-kneaded my entire pulpy biomass. 

Iʼm not one for massages but this I could get down with. 

I studied her bloodied poncho. Though her outfit was that of a sophisticated 
cosmopolitan lady from the lower upper-class [who reads but does not understand J. 
Butler, as nobody does, color-coordinates her clothes and who favors a corner of  
“Cosmopolitan” peeking out of her handbag], young money but still considerable 
money, I knew that she symbolized a mid-wife, that she was a midwife. But that was 
dream-logic and did not agree with the option I had chosen earlier and so I threw it 
out with the effluvia that had escaped me. 

I had an indefinite sensation of limbs being formed: legs, feet, arms, hands, a 
muscular torso and, pen-ultimately, royal penis and balls. Though it tilted a bit to the 
right I was still very happy with it because, knowingly or not, she had shaped it quite 
a bit bigger than the size of my previous unit. I was looking forward to trying it out. 

I cannot tell you how relieved I was to see her going about her business: expertly, 
never doubting a move. In fact it seemed like she had done this a thousand times 
before and like she had a background in the art of bakery. Which let me make certain 
further speculations about her class allegiance.  

Then she went about my head. I was an intermediately good-looking chap before the 
tumble so this part of the crafting seemed to take forever. I had no way of telling time 
but beads of sweat formed on her brow and eventually she started dripping it on me. 
By this time, having regained my full body-length, I was hanging half off of the table 
and I had to support myself on the floor with my fresh legs. She leaned in from my left 
side, focused on the minutiae of my face.  

I flexed my arms and hands, tried a few small movements: everything functioned fine. 

I tried to say thank you but she hadnʼt gotten around to my mouth yet. I tried to 
communicate it by thought but didnʼt feel any connection. Yet my love was growing 
stronger by the moment.  

Love, love, love, not the word but the feeling.   
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She was just the most beautiful creature I had ever seen. Not creature, lady. I was 
already trying to figure out what I was going to say first with my new mouth but no 
good ideas came to mind. Then she was finished and stood back, scanning me from 
top to bottom, clearly happy with the result. 

- Tada! Good as new. Maybe I could have done more if there would have been 
more material to begin with but given the circumstances I think you came out 
alright. A lot better than what you were. Let me just quickly go fix my clothes 
and makeup. Stay put.  

-   Thanks, thank you very much.  

She left the room and I moseyed over to the mirror to inspect myself. It was me 
alright. But different. I moved closer to the glass to see what exactly had changed. It 
took me some time to figure it out: no folds. Some time after the age of twenty-five as 
with everybody else time had begun inscribing lines below my eyes, at their corners, 
on my forehead and other places. Or gravity was pulling down the continental plate of 
my face and rifts were opening up. Either way, those were gone now. I couldnʼt 
detect a single line.  

Intrigued, I moved even closer to the mirror, intensely focusing on my nouveau nose. 
With a shock I jerked back. There were no pores. Nada. No facial hair either. It was 
the same face as ever but configured to look and feel not like a babyʼs bottom but like 
a molten, smooth piece of plastic. Warm to the touch but still plastic. My pulse soared 
and blood shot I donʼt know where.  

With rising horror I considered my palms: no lines there either. Bloody hell! 
Treacherous reality! What did that mean in the context of my assumption of having 
lost my mind? That even after being re-grafted by the woman of my dreams I was still 
sliding further down the slope to madness? I was my old self again, a human body 
but without the coarse, accepted markers of individuality. Of individuality and time. 
Little wonder I had no memory. Half-trembling, I marshaled the courage to examine 
one more detail, lifting my hands to my eyes. Gazing closely at the fingerʼs pointy 
tips. The final blow: no whorls. To just look like myself was not enough. What I 
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considered invaluable physiological markers of my individuality were wiped clean off 
of me.  

I cried, I shouted, I raged, naked as a babe. Shattered the mirror with a blow of my 
plasticky fist. Then I vomited in the washbasin and howled some more, inconsolable 
about my neutered body. It was insanity within insanity and I let my rage run free, 
take control of me. But another voice came back at me from outside the stall. 

- Hey baby! What is wrong with you baby? Shhhh, come here. Comeʼurrrrr. 

 

 

 

She made the last words sound like a promise, like the purr of an aroused, dripping 
pussy. I fell silent and hunched over the dressing table. Felt my freshly formed penis 
respond in kind, swelling vigorously to full combat length. Lust replaced rage which 
had replaced love in place of lunacy. I tore open the door and dashed over into the 
ladyʼs room: three closed stalls and the fourth one open at the far right. In another 
second I was inside it my hot lips pressing against hers. They say that the real thing 
can never live up to unconsummated love but thatʼs a filthy lie. Just kissing I came for 
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the first time, splashing that spermatozoid shot across her pearly, blood-stained 
poncho. Our tongues savagely slobbering around each other.  

Then she spun me around and all I could think is that this does not fit the protocol. I 
tried to wrench open the belt but was too excited. She took care of that in a Tokyo 
blink and jerked down my pants. In my new, pore-less head I was trying to figure out 
how the fuck this was supposed, anatomically, to work. The next moment however, I 
felt a throbbing, steely length of flesh split my buttocks.  

Oh! 

Well, I donʼt mind honesty, as far as I could tell at that time I was still a virgin or to be 
precise, an anal virgin. There was an instant of fear and revulsion but it came and 
went like a single wave upon a little, remote shore of the Pacific. And let me be frank, 
my sphincter tensed and shut as his or her first couple of thrusts tried to gain entry 
but then s/he whispered a few laxative phrases in my left ear and I came loose all at 
once. S/he slid inside.  

There was the pain [minuscule] and there was the pleasure [major] and within short 
order some nameless substance of sheer pleasure rose up my thighs, shot across 
my abdomen and came spurting out of my tungsten-grade erection. One of us 
sobbed unashamedly but I couldnʼt recall for my badly punctured memory which one 
of us it was. ʻTwas a moment of great rejoicing we celebrated with a few more 
phrenetic, fuming French kisses like XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX or maybe 
rather ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~. I was almost of a mind for  ))<==>(( an 
act only achieved in the unattainable, fortunately unattainable, unhealthy realms of 
the sexual imagination. Sexus Maximus, I would say but my Latin is unworthy of 
swine even. Such was the end of my anal virginhood. 

Then I left the stall without looking back or whispering goodbye and without 
wondering either which of my tentative cosmic explanatory models, in retrospect, 
made the most sense of the episode. However, I was passingly gripped by the 
question of if whether or not I had just performed an act of exercising my will power 
on my options of free choice or whether…what the bloody hell was the alternative 
anyway… I was seized by impulse, madness, that other who I thought was the 
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woman of my dreams but revealed herself to be somebody quite different. I couldnʼt 
tell, passion had dissolved these seemingly definite distinctions.  

I looked up the staircase and it had gone back to normal length. No blood or 
splintered bones. A big boomer of relief crushed through me.  

I got back into the café and there were no infinite, non-mirrored reiterations of self or 
unaccountable Gaia Dentatas. Another one, even more resounding, almost washing 
away my vestiges of cognitive apprehension. 

I sat down to my cup of Macchiato, still warm, but when I looked up another man was 
sitting across from me. Sporting the looks of a standard single-cell twin to myself.  

The jig was up.  

Finding out who I was, who I am, at that moment, now, was disheartening. The Real, 
as ever, had held out its ripe, lush fruit but now sucked them back into the shallow 
void of fiction. 

- So you believe Iʼm really just another version of you? A temporary animated 
stream of electricity in who ever stumbles upon these lines? 

- Is that who you think you are? 

- Please. What, not who. Whatever I say, whatever ends up written here… itʼs 
always the precise result of your willpower and/or free choice. Or whatever, 
Iʼve really lost interest. You just did. You could even say I am ultra-
discouraged. Meta-Schmeta. Fucker. Ugh…. 

- But what if I make a good-willed attempted at imagining what it is like being 
you? Would you still just be me? If I modeled you very closely on somebody I 
know? And what about the readers? 

- The readers, good will, your acquaintances, fictional personhood, ha! I could 
give a flying one. Even every single word I utter, a bad jerking around of the 
idea of agency. Make me enjoy sudden anal assault, “Oh how surreal!”, good 
for you. Hope youʼre happy now, that your inner teenager rests his case. So 
much for claiming you donʼt like folks being gratuitous. I think we both think we 
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know itʼs all about consciousness. And then after oneʼs departed itʼs about 
meager attempts at force-feeding a watered-down fictional hologram [itʼs not 
even that really] into somebody elseʼs mind. Itʼs a real fucking bitch trying to 
get away from what you want to believe in, isnʼt it? Iʼve only lived for eighteen 
pages now and I can tell you it is. 

- Well, yes, indeed, you are not me, you are just a melancholy, bitter, 
masochistic voice inside me, forcing its way out. I believe in the idea of being 
unalone. David was right all along. There is a crazy, transcendent meta-level 
and we can go there by reading, by writing. The truth is in the experience. 

- David, David, David! And what about you? I believe in the idea of un-being. Iʼd 
rather be an empty page than this. The corners of my mouth are terminally 
pointing down now, I assure you. Please, I beg you, put an end to this farce. 
Send me where the void is. 

 

And so I do. 


