
1.  

On that morning, I was in my bed, dreaming about raping my wife. Initially, I thought it was I, 
doing the raping. Aroused by the dream, I felt the upcoming erection.  

However, I wasn't the one who was forcing himself upon her in a dark corner. Two pairs of 
hands were tossing her around. That stunned me; although, it did not prevent me from being 
turned on.  

I heard the shoe soles scratching the concrete. Muffled moaning, strain coloured breathing. It 
was Sarah, who did the moaning. I saw one pair of hands holding her by her hair and covering 
her mouth. It was the other ones who were breathing. Bodies kept skidding round and round, 
but the only one I saw was Sarah. Though her face stayed hidden to me, I knew for sure it was 
her, and I saw nothing of the others.  

I heard suppressed laughing, a man’s voice. I knew from the beginning that the other two had 
to be men, but it was only now when it hit me. Fear had taken me when I saw them pulled 
Sarah to the ground. The sound of a torn fabric echoed over the surrounding. I was guessing 
that the men are fighting her dresses. The tearing sounded again and again. With every other 
wail of the tormented fabric, the panic was rising within me. I was about to shout "Wait", and 
maybe I even did. 

"Come on, beat it" I heard from the other side. "Come on, girl, knock it off." That laugh again. 
"Hold her steady", a different voice said. "Getting there", growled the first one.  

It was a sloppy job. Sarah still had most of her clothes on her when they got her into an 
acceptable position. There was enough space for the act itself, though. For the carefulness, not 
that much. Of course, they were in a hurry. I watched the bodies moving up and down. Hard 
erection was assuring me of my excitement. On the other side of the spectrum, the enthusiasm 
grew larger. I heard Sarah screaming in pain when being brutally penetrated. "Wait," I called 
again. Or did I just think I did? I sensed Sarah's suffering, and it made me feel quite unwell. I 
wanted that emotion to be gone, but I did not want to turn my sight. I wasn't sure what exactly 
I wanted at that moment, perhaps just to be over with it.  

The shadows on Sarah took a turn. Her moaning, it seemed, went quieter. "That's it," I 
intervened. "That's better," I was trying to persuade her as if I was there. As a matter of fact, I 
was, it stroke me, but not wholly. It was her fight, Sarah's. I sensed her giving in. "That's the 
baby," I encouraged her. "You don't want to fight it anyway." 

Nevertheless, it started to look that the woman - my wife - wants to fight back. The bodies 
surged, unexpectedly. The shadows on Sarah quivers and loses their balance. I can clearly hear 
the tearing of the vaginal flesh, and Sarah confirms it with a scream of unimaginable pain that 
does not end. The perception gets the first taste of blood. "What are you doing," shouts one of 
the shadows and strikes Sarah in the face, several times to the chest and then to her face again. 



The aggression is released fully, her body goes numb. She stops moving. I see her face – 
coloured - with the other sort of make-up, the one that hurts.  

The shadows continue in conquering her body. Now without inhibitions. It won't take long, and 
it doesn't. I can't stop watching, although I feel growing repulsion twisting me from the inside. 
"Something's wrong, don't you see!?" I try to tell them. Finally, the shadows know it too, that 
the sheet they're lying on is actually a puddle of red blood.  

Suddenly, I know she is dead. The shadows realise that too. Besides, I can still feel my erection, 
and the whole thing aggravated me. This wasn't supposed to happen like that. She wasn't 
supposed to die. When they rape her, she doesn't have to die, does she? 

I wanted to leave, to shake off the sticky webs of revulsion that clung to my body, get rid of that 
erection. I tried to concentrate and realised I'm waking up. Everything started to be more 
focused. Images and perceptions, which I had brought with me, began to piece together in 
front of my eyes. Have you ever woke up from narcosis? It’s like recapitulating experiences that 
are not yours. Pictures that had been, just by the way, imprinted by someone into your 
memory.  

I don't want her to die, I kept saying to myself. Then what do I want? I want her to be raped? 
Why the hell would I want that? How can I even think about raping my wife?  

Because I don't love her. That's why.  

Because I am too much of a coward to leave her.  

Because this way it would be easier.  

Because, although I am the most repulsive piece of shit on this planet for only thinking about it, 
this would give me a reason.  

Because.  

I opened my eyes, it was still dark. Turning around in the bed, I noticed Sarah lying next to me. 
Her shoulders were naked as the blanket rolled down in her sleep. The room was chilly, and I 
watched goosebumps growing on her bare skin. I rolled over and tried to sleep again. 

2. 

Generally, the worst thing is how quickly you shift from sleeping to being awake. The safe veil 
of dreaming is gone. The comfortable world in the gloom of our mind slips away. We have been 
kicked out, unprepared. But I want to sleep for fuck sake! The second worst thing among the 
matters considering sleeping and waking up is the knowledge that it's all over. The sleep is 
already god knows where and not coming back. We know it, yet we're trying to get back onto 
that warm fluffy cloud. And so we concentrate, and we yearn so hard to slip back under the soft 
dreamy blanket. 



The more we concentrate, the more the dream eludes us, and we know that too. And yet we 
keep trying until we realise it is useless. Perhaps the period of this pointless struggle is every 
time different. We must open our eyes eventually.  

And so I opened my eyes, accepting the truth of being awake and began my daily half an hour 
of staring. I stared up at the ceiling, I stared at the door, on the walls. I started at the alarm 
clock on my bedside table. Half one in the afternoon. Splendid. I stretched and grabbed my 
phone from the bedside table. Another infinitely nonsensical period I spent wandering the 
network. Why was I doing that? I didn't know. It was the sleep I wanted. 

It was meaningless. My bladder was full, and my stomach quite the opposite. Unpleasant. I 
swopped pyjamas for sweatshirt and pants, popped to the loo and descended to the kitchen.  

Sarah was sitting by the dining table, accompanied by her laptop and heaps of printed paper. 
She was squinting on the illuminated screen through a pair of glasses. "So late again?" she said 
and moved the glasses towards the stem of her nose. Those are long sight glasses you stupid 
cow, I said to myself. Go on and take a long sight glasses so you can see the laptop that's right 
in front of you. As long as you feel important.  

She looked at her wristwatch and watched the second hand dashing as if she could somehow 
alter her constant movement. Half one, I know. For how long is she going to stare at the watch? 
Primarily, she's got the correct time right in front of her nose on the screen of the laptop. Can 
you behave even more importantly? Of course, I did not tell her any of that. I merely said, 
"Yeah, I couldn't sleep again." 

Pouring myself a glass of orange juice, I walked absentmindedly about the kitchen. "Do you 
want any breakfast?" Sarah asked. "Or should I say lunch," she laughed as she watched me 
pacing up and down the kitchen. Go on and laugh away if only you knew how ridiculous you 
look when you think you're so above all the things. "I'm not hungry," I grumbled, "Anyway, I 
would have had to eat standing." I spread my arms in demonstration of that mess that 
momentarily filled the whole of my beautiful open spaced kitchen.  

Sarah inadvertently overlooked her immediate surrounding. The table was suffering under the 
flood of piles of paper, notebooks, several glasses of which only one was full. There was a 
teapot, a couple of empty cups and one containing half of considerably cold coffee. A crumpled 
jumper was thrown over a chair, half-emptied handbag over another. A coat, forgotten in a 
hurry on the armchair. A briefcase, lying on the floor by one of the table legs, some papers have 
fallen out of it, or perhaps Sarah has just left it there. It was amount to the same thing to me. 

Where do I fit among all that, I though? How can a man breath in here? The corners of her 
mouth dropped as she watched me not saying a single thing I was thinking. That did not suit 
her. Out of a heap of used tissues arranged in the middle of the dining table as Mount Fuji, she 
fished an unused one and loudly blew her nose. As she did that, she stared at the floor, 
prolonging her response. No rush, take your time. No one is waiting for you.  



"I've got work to do", she said shortly. "What's wrong?" She folded her arms on her chest and 
again adjusted the glasses on her nose in a manner that vexed me profoundly. "Nothing," I 
replied. "So you don't want to talk about it?" 

"There is nothing to talk about!" 

"Then we won't talk about it," she went on, "As always." 

I threw the glass into the sink. It burst in a shower of glass. "There is no – as always! I just don't 
want to talk to you. I'm tired, do you understand?!" 

"That you don't want to talk to me, that I understand. I've got that long ago. I only thought that 
you might finally tell me why. We are adults, after all, you and I or at least I hope so. Adult 
people don't run away from things, they try to find solutions." I watched her indulging in that 
monologue and tried as best as I could for my face to express how irritated I was by that 
speech. She did not bat an eyelid. "Don't tell me there is no solution because everything can be 
solved, you just have to tell me, what's wrong? That's called communication. Nothing bad has 
ever come from communication." 

"Don't fucking talk as a teacher!" I just couldn't keep my mouth shut. "Every time you talk like 
that, you get on my nerves!" I attempted to leave because this conversation was beginning to 
push me in a direction I did not want to be. Sarah chased after me. "Fantastic", she proclaimed 
with false enthusiasm. "Finally, we're getting somewhere. I'm getting on your nerves." She was 
following me down the corridor.  

"Okay, that's not exactly what a woman would like to hear, but fair enough. I think once we 
know it, we can work it out." 

I turned my backs on her, to demonstrate my refusal stand towards any other conversation and 
started to squeeze into my trousers. "I'm not working anything out. I want you to leave me 
alone!" 

"Leave you alone," she repeated baffled, "How do you mean that?" 

"I just mean that! Let's beat it!" 

"Beat it? Beat what?" she opened her eyes wide. "Look, Jack, there is obviously something 
about me that's eating you. I would only like to know what that thing is. Maybe I could change 
that. Maybe you could too. I am sure we can talk it through." 

"I am through, and I'm going out!" I finished and closed the door behind me.  

 



After eating a burger, I roamed aimlessly for about three hours. I popped for a pack of 
cigarettes and bought the daily paper as well. Seated on a bench in a park, I planned to read for 
a while but then, I don't ever read the news, so I threw it in a bin.  

When I got home, an empty house welcomed me. There was nobody in the dining room, all 
that shambles had packed and left. Not even salt shaker had been left on the table. I was 
playing with the idea of Sarah being out of the house, and that notion lifted my spirits. There is 
nothing like a good old gentleman's evening. Home alone, I must have forgotten what it's like 
by now. Possible plans for tonight started to take shapes in my head. I'll open a bottle of wine, 
cook some nice dinner, jerk off, perhaps watch a movie. The stream of my thought was abruptly 
interrupted by a sound coming from the second floor. I heard footsteps. Sarah is upstairs. 
"There goes the gentleman's night," I said to myself. 

And damn I will pour myself the wine. I opened a bottle of Spanish red and slid down the sofa 
with a diligently filled glass of adequate proportions in my hand. A quarter of an hour was gone, 
and Sarah was still up there. I'd heard her pacing back and forth on the floor, from the 
bathroom to the dressing room and back again. I knew that precisely, it is my apartment, after 
all. Why the hell, I was asking myself? What is she doing? Curiosity and insecurity were those 
that drove me to walk up there. I found her standing in front of the mirror in the bathroom. 
Dressed in black pants and a denim shirt, she was drying her hair. She looked good. Fuck, she 
looked damn good.  

I tried to put on a neutral tone. "Are you going somewhere?" 

She gave me this long look before she responded. "Yeah. We're going out with the girls. For a 
drink." 

"A drink, you say? And where are you going for that drink?" 

"Ether." 

"Ether? So a party then?" 

She looked at me, disapprovingly. "It's just a drink. It's been hard with the work. I need to take 
my mind off things. You've got to admit that it can hardly be done here." She slipped past me 
out of the bathroom and stepped into the dressing room again.  

I just couldn't resist. "I think I'll get drunk." I was waiting for her reaction.  

"Yeah, why don't we both just get drunk, what do you say?" 

I didn't say shit. 

"There is no other way how to deal with this anyway, is there? Or at least I'm not sure if you 
have one, although I'm starting to doubt that very much. Or do you?" 



I shrugged, "Well, maybe you could find someone else." I didn't really know how; I just spat it 
out. She did not see that coming. There she was, standing speechless looking at me baffled.  

"What? What did you just say?" 

"I… You might find someone else." I was a bit upset about saying that, but not very much. 
“Maybe, I don't know, perhaps it would help. You wouldn't want to?" 

She was trying to read in my face for a while. I don't know what it was she was trying to find 
there, but manifestly she didn't. Grabbing her coat and purse, she rushed down the stairs. I 
heard the door.  

 

3. 

For a moment, I had no idea where I was. Truth, it was hard to tell. My sight was unreliable, like 
binoculars, in a bad mood. I tried to focus, literally. There was a blur in front of me. It turned 
out to be a heap of vomit. Realising that was a content of my stomach, I covered it with another 
load in a wink.  

For a long time, I was gasping for breath while threads of slaver were hanging from my mouth 
and dripping into the filthy toilette. I felt a bit better. How much have I drank, I though? A lot of 
beer, perhaps some whisky too. Not that it mattered. I just couldn't make myself not to think 
about it. I threw up again. It was a relief, so I tried to stand up. Then I kept on working on that 
for some time. My legs were like jelly, and due to the unnatural position of being jammed 
between the toilet and the cabin door for an unknown period, they went completely numb. I 
must have had fallen asleep in there. 

With my next attempt to get back to a vertical position, I managed to open the door with my 
back and fell out of the cabin on a tiled floor between two basins. Someone helped to get me 
back on my feet and dragged me to one of the washbasins.  

I spotted myself in the mirror. My chin and my shirt were fouled up with puke. It took me some 
time to get it out. Though it did not help much. The mirror was still showing me an image I 
revolted. It must be said, it was not only because of the alcohol. Maybe that's why I puked, 
perhaps I saw myself in the mirror. Such a wretch. I felt a sudden pain in my chest, and my 
throat started to tighten. I hope I'm not crying here on a filthy toilet, am I? I washed my face in 
the cold water and left the bathrooms.  

I aimed at finding a place to sit. Was I here before? Have I already had a seat? Jesus. Two things 
were making it harder. First, I did not remember a thing. Second, the fucking place was 
unbearably crowded, and most of the people were high in the state of advanced intoxication.  

Somebody grabbed my arm. "Sorry," I murmured thinking it must have been someone I 
bumped into, as was probably anyone I passed on my way from the bathroom.  



"Stop messing around," said the guy and I recognized him. It was Mike. Then I remembered that 
it was him whom I came here to get drunk with.  

"If you're sorry for the hour you spend in the loos, I take it. If it's about what you've done there, 
leave it. I'm not in charge of the toilet brush squad here." He grabbed me around the shoulders 
and led me to an empty box by the wall. We sat down on the upholstered seats.  

"You fell asleep, or what?" 

"It seems so," I replied, "Was I really an hour?" 

"At the least, I almost managed to pull one of the barmaids, and at the same time succeeded in 
catching up with you, I had a couple of snifters. Two birds with one stone buddy. That's how I 
do it." 

"What do you mean, almost?" I said. 

"What almost?" 

"Well, you said you almost pulled her. Why almost?" 

Mike smiled with that all-knowing grin of his, which I hated so much, but I was too drunk to get 
angry about it. "I did not come here to pick up girls, my friend. We came here to get drunk, you 
and I. And I'm not abandoning my comrade. Well, we ought to continue. Let's have some shots. 
Shall we?" 

"We shall," I whimpered fearlessly. "Let's drink until we're mutes. That means until the time we 
lose any ability to talk. As you can hear, I'm still talking. Can you hear me! So we're not there 
yet." I was babbling.  

There was a half-full pint of beer on the table in front of me. I finished it in one gulp. It tasted 
horrible and brought a recollection of the vomit on the bottom of the toilet into my mouth.  

"Do you think you could finally let me in on why is it so important to get blind drunk?" said Mike 
while snapping his fingers on a barmaid. "You keep saying that the whole night." 

"It has no sense. I'm trapped, buddy. Can't get out." With stiff fingers, I was trying to roll a 
cigarette. Finally, I gave up, scrunched up the paper with tobacco and threw it somewhere 
among the people. "She won't leave on her own." 

"She", Mike sat up. Quickly and aptly, he rolled a cigarette for me. "You mean your wife? I don't 
know what you're complaining about, she's a stunner." He accompanied that with a significant 
grimace, rolled another cigarette and lit it up.  

"Then take her", I whined. "Let somebody have her instead of me. I wouldn't mind." 



Mike bubbled with laughter. "I don't suppose it works like that, you idiot. She would have to 
want the same, wouldn't she? And if she would have, the two of you would simply split up, and 
you wouldn't be here trying to cause intoxication to yourself, would you?" He went silent. I 
didn't want to reply. "So she doesn't." 

"Doesn't what?" 

"She doesn't want to split." 

"Of course, she does not!" I shouted at him. She thinks it's some kind of a crisis, that it can be 
fixed. She is satisfied like that, in a crisis. She loves teaching me about communication and 
other shit. Fucking bitch! I just can't!" Again, I felt my throat getting tightened.  

A blurred barmaid dropped some drinks on our table. Mike said something like, "Thanks baby", 
while she was unloading the tray, he was petting her forearm and generally was behaving like a 
typical Mike.  

I didn't intend to waste a moment, grabbed one of the shots from her tray and emptied in in my 
mouth. The alcohol burnt my air tube, irritated by the vomiting, and I twisted in agony.  

"Here, chase it down, "Mike was handing me a glass of beer.  

"Bring that again", I shouted. Alcohol was doing me right. "You know", I turned closer to Mike, 
"Sometimes I wish she just wouldn't exist. Or I go even further and picture that something 
happens to her." I paused and thought about what I just said. "Do I really want that? Something 
to hurt her? I do. That would pull me apart from her." 

"And what would that be?" he asked with interest. 

"If someone would rape her that would do it." I spat it out in the same way when I said to Sarah 
that she might find somebody else.  

He was shocked and dribbled whisky over his shirt. He coughed for a while until the liquid got 
into the appropriate tube. "You're mad", he shook his head. 

As we were talking, the next round appeared on the table; promptly, I emptied one of the cups 
"Yeah, let's say I am mad, but it's her who's driving me to it. She just wouldn't understand. She 
won't leave, I tell you that. I would need someone to get rid of her for me." Unaware of where 
my thoughts go, I followed them. "I thought about it yesterday, you see. In fact, I've been 
thinking about it for some time now." 

Mike stayed silent for a while, rolling himself another cigarette. "Why won't you just tell her 
you don't love her and leave?" 

I wanted to give him a comprehensible answer, but nothing I say would make sense. I knew I 
was going to be sick. "That is no good with Sarah, she would cry. She would want to know, 



know why. She wouldn't understand, understand that I can't." The sickness grew awfully. "She 
would want me to tell her what's wrong, but I can't! I just want her gone." 

Mike was observing me, puffing on his cigarette.  

I leaned my elbows against the table and threw up.  

 

4. 

 

Mike could have been considered a good man. Or let's put it this way, there surely was 
someone who considered him a good man. Mike was not a good man. Not that he put much 
thought to it anyhow. It did not matter to him. He felt equally indifferent after abandoning Jack 
in front of his house, laying on the ground in the position of the foetus covered with a welcome 
mat. He took him home, didn't he? What more should he have done for him?  

With a cigarette hanging between his lips, Mike set off back to town. He was heading to an 
establishment with an adorable name called "The Desolation." It was a place of a meagre 
mediocre character; however, quite famous amongst the locals, and despite the late hour, 
there was still a considerable percentage of customers drinking themselves to desolation. Mike 
walked through the non-smokers part, which seemed evidently brighter than the one in which 
he was headed. The smoker’s quarters were covered in a grim, and stuffy atmosphere, perhaps 
even the dark coloured wallpaper emphasized this impression.  

Miked aimed at the bar, he greeted several faces on his way. There was a man seated by the 
bar, his name was Lee, absentmindedly he was squinting into the void while smiling stupidly. 
Lee might as well be considered a fixture of an establishment of this fashion. Though he was in 
bad shape, he had a particular indescribable spirit, and he was full of liquor and smoke. 

"Hey Lee, do you ever go home?" said Mike and sat himself down on a chair next to him. He 
whistled on the barmaid and loudly patted one of the beer taps.  

"Only when they close," he said, smiling. "I must, you know. It might be a problem if they would 
leave me here. I would have drunk it to the last drop. And sometimes, they have to close, don't 
get me wrong. No one can stay here that long, only me," he laughed again. "And sometimes 
you. It's good to see you, you scumbag.  

They shook hands. Lee kept grinning while Mike took a big gulp from his glass.  

"Oh yeah, it takes quite a leverage to pull me out of here anyway," Lee continued. "Just imagine 
me coming here when I'm still wonderful. Perhaps I had just a couple glasses of wine along the 
way. Nevertheless, I'm sober, we can agree on that one. I come to the bar to order my drink, 
and the second the barman sees me he goes, "Come on Lee, not today, be cool, hah? I don't 



want to sit here with you till the fucking morning and persuade you not to make a mess in 
here." And I reply, "Cool buddy, cool, I'm not drinking today, that is, I'll only have like a litre or 
two and go home, that's all." And then he is happy, and I'm happy too, and so he pours,, and I 
drink, and so it goes for some time, and then I've had like a litre or two, and I change my mind 
and want to drink more and stay longer, and he refuses and I shout at him and he doesn't want 
to pour and I start waving that chair and I break it against the back of that guy who says 
something towards me and I don't even know what it was - well carnage, you know. But trust 
me, I don't plan these things." He laughs at the story. "Like a say, proper leverage." 

"I might have one", says Mike just by the way.  

"Don't say", Lee replies and observes him with a suddenly sober look. 

"You know, I don't get it," changed Mike, "You're smart, you graduated from music school, play 
in the orchestra when you're not sacked. Even though you drink so much, you're in fact a 
normal man. Then why do you drink so much, man?" 

"Because I like the taste you dipshit. What about the leverage." Lee leans over the bar and 
orders a drink.  

"Oh, you'll like it," Mike continued. "I've got some ladies to give us a company, not far from 
here. If you'd like, of course." 

"Don't say. And what are these dames embarked in at this very moment?" 

"Ladies will probably be at this hour considerably frolicsome. How do you stand?" 

Lee was muttering something indistinctively and watched the ceiling, perhaps it was his way of 
thinking." 

"You know Sarah, of course. The others, I'm not sure." 

"The teacher, you mean? She's a stunner. Isn't she dating that friend of yours, Jack, or whatever 
the fuck his name was?" 

Mike just nodded. Lee looked indifferent.  

"Why the hell would she want to give us a company?" asked Lee and sipped from the glass of 
wine the barmaid had put in front of him. Then he fished a flask in a checkered flannel cover 
out of his inner breast pocket, undid the lid and took a big sip, then he handed it over to Mike. 
"If I remember it correctly, she called me an asshole, lazy bastard and dirty motherfucker was 
mentioned as well. I'm not sure what a dame like her would want to do in a company of yours 
truly?" 

"You are an asshole when you drop a full pint glass in her lap. You were so drunk you could 
barely stand, definitely not to show pantomime, or whatever the fuck you were doing." He 



made a pause. "Everybody knows you're a lazy bastard, you've never had a normal job. Let's 
put it plainly, you play in the orchestra." 

"When I'm not sacked." 

"When you're not sacked. So you play in the orchestra, occasionally in some unknown band. 
You've never eve touched a normal job. What's not clear to you? Last time you two saw each 
other was when she found you sleeping in a cabin on ladies bathroom covered with puke." 

Lee laughed with that memory. They both drank from the flask. 

"Look, it's not about what she thinks about you. It's not about you at all. She is – momentarily – 
unhappy. Jack is giving her hell, she doesn't know a way out. I was with him, just tonight, he 
was bragging about leaving her. Seriously, you wouldn't believe, he said he would find someone 
else." 

Lee's eyes went wide open, he was shaking his head. "That's mad, buddy. You can’t just let a 
woman like her go. Doesn't have it good in his head that boy." 

"Exactly, that's what I think anyway." 

"I see, I think I understand your intentions. You merely want to provide some good care to the 
poor lady." 

"Correct," Mike cheered and moved closer toward Lee, "You took the words right out of my 
mouth. Simply some good care. Care that we can provide." 

"Can we?" Lee inquired. 

"Well, you know that Sarah likes to get high." Lee nodded, and Mike continued. "I daresay that 
in the period she's going through know, that might hit the spot. Do you read?" 

"Sure!" Lee slapped his forehead, "You want to get her high, but you have nothing, so you 
popped in to visit a friend, haven't you?" 

"Aren't you a smart guy?" 

"Aren't you a smart guy!?" 

They congratulated themselves, shook hands, and drank from the flask.  

"You know I've always liked Sarah, and I thought to myself, what an asshole she's got." 

"I know." 

"When the lady's in trouble, what would we be if we wouldn't help her, wouldn't we? Besides, 
there is nothing like a good smoke. Am I right?" 



Mike grinned and started rolling a cigarette.  

"We'll be like two guardian angels," that idea enthused him. He drank his glass of wine in one 
go and jumped down the stool. "Come on, we've got souls to save!" 

"You bugger," Mike Laughed, "It seems you've been really taken by it. But why to waste time." 

"Go on then!" 

Mike finished his glass, ran fingers through his hair and lit up a cigarette. They left.  

 

5. 

The bar "Ether" did not by far dispose of enough ether as one could anticipate if one would take 
its name literally. The quantity of smoke on one square meter would fill a whole building, and 
there was a lot of drinking too, which the people were doing more or less incidentally. Mike and 
Lee slipped in, untypically they cruised towards the bar. On their way, they greeted some 
people and ignored a few more. They ordered two drinks, hanged about the bar and smoked 
for a while. The place was crammed, all look happy, the owner included; he was the man sitting 
on the corner of a bar, watching television and smoking. The consistency of the smoke in the air 
and all that noise made it impossible for him to see the screen. He did not mind, though, he was 
that type. 

Mike and Lee killed two drinks each, in silence. Sarah was seated in a box further back in the 
room in the company of another woman. They were both drinking Long Islands. Two pairs of 
eyes were observing them, one dead calm, one restless. To finish those two drinks did not take 
the good ladies too long. Sarah did not give the impression of being overly affected by alcohol. 
Her friend wasn't so lucky, even from that distance it was evident for Mike and Lee that she's 
been losing this game. It was her manner of speech and the mindless motions of the upper part 
of her body that gave it away. Lee, spotting a familiar face, turned his attention away. Mike 
ordered another whisky and leaned over the bar, absorbed in thought with a burning cigarette 
between his fingers.  

Sarah appeared next to him. She ordered a drink and loitered while the barman was getting it 
ready. Mike turned and threw a look over his shoulder towards the place she sat until then. No 
one was there, her friend was possibly gone. Good. He swayed his look slowly on Sarah and 
then pretended to find more interest in the cigarette he was holding. Sarah wriggling on her 
stool noticed him. 

"Hey, Mike, what's up?" Mike greeted her with a raised glass, and together they clink glasses in 
the air.  

"What you're doing here, Sarah?" he started vaguely. 



Sarah laughed at that remark. "What do you think? I'm drinking. People usually do that in such 
places. Don't you have anything more interesting to say?" 

"I met Jack," he said plainly, "In fact, I was his drinking buddy, till he passed out." 

Her features hardened, "I don't need to talk about Jack." 

"Me neither," he started to look embarrassed, "I've heard a lot from him anyway, there is no 
need for us to dig into that anymore, I just said, didn't mean to rub it in," he shrugs, "Bad start, 
sorry Sarah, it was great seeing you." 

"I'm sorry Mike," she shivered, "I am irritated, you pissed me off with that one a little bit I must 
say, I think I just kicked back. We had a fight with Jack, but you probably know that by now." 

Mike drew closer and sat on a chair next to her. "I know enough, nothing else needs to be said. 
How about we rather have something to drink?" 

"Yeah, that might be a good idea," said Sarah and dried her eyes with the tips of her fingers.  

"Long Island, is it?" 

"Hey Mike, have you been watching me or do you fix drinks in here?" 

Mike smiled with a corner of his mouth and started rolling a cigarette. Sarah observed him with 
interest. When he finished, he offered it to her. She put it between her red coloured lips, lit it 
and did not stop watching him.  

"You're here with Lee," she stated and gently threw her head towards a crowd, from where 
Mike could hear a boisterous sound of Lee's personality. Her blonde hair swayed down her 
forehead.  

"Yeah," Mike confirmed, "We're on tour," he lit his cigarette as well. "I know you two don't 
usually get along well, don't worry, I'll keep an eye on him." 

"That's bullshit, "She said and put the hair lock back where it belonged. "I've got nothing against 
Lee; it's more about, we haven't got great luck on each other that's all." The expression made 
her laugh. 

"Nicely put," Mike nodded his head, making the cigarette between his lips swing. "Well, you 
know him, he's a little like a magnet for trouble. You really don't have to be nice." 

"I would rather be nice to him than to try to speak to a person who has no intention to speak 
with me." She looked sad, but in her eyes, there was just rage." Someone like my husband." 

"Look, Sarah, we really don't have to…" 



"I'm sorry, I know, we said we won't talk about that. I just can't get it off my head, you know. It 
can't be helped. I'm angry. And perhaps a little bit drunk too." 

"That you are," playfully noted Mike. "You know, for a mourning woman, you look ravishing. 
Maybe you should get worried more often, perhaps it suits you." 

She smiled, and it was enchanting. "You have no idea how good I feel since I've left home. It all 
dropped off. And the only thing it took was to be away, from him. Take yourself, we've only 
been talking for ten minutes, and I feel like a normal woman again." She fixed the restless lock 
of hair and finished what was left of her drink. It wasn't much.  

"Your husband is an idiot," said Mike and slowly dispatched his drink in the same fashion. Sarah 
gave him a long look under her wrinkled eyebrows.  

"Thank you, Mike." The wrinkles vanished, she smiled, and the restless hair covered her smile 
as a velvet curtain.  

From behind, Lee staggered between the two of them. He was holding a drink, which he was 
negligibly spilling over the floor. "Before you tell me to fuck off," he started, "Dear Sarah, allow 
me to apologise and offer you a drink of reconciliation." She looked baffled. "Well, as an 
apology for my previous behaviour, I mean the other night or any night for that matter. And so 
you to know that I mean it, I bought you your favourite drink." Triumphantly, he dropped down 
a tall glass on the bar in front of her. "Cuba Libre", am I right?" 

Sarah burst with laughter. "Sure it is Lee, thank you. All forgotten. It seems I've got my lucky day 
for men today." 

Lee winked on Mike in a conspirational manner, they both watched Sarah in amusement.  

"What are you two winking about?" You're hiding something. That won't stand. You will not 
take advantage of a poor girl in crisis just to poke fun at her!" 

"Don't get ideas, honey, we just thought whether you'd like a smoke?" It was Lee you see, who 
lured me on a joint and so far he's been playing unavailable woman, saying, "Not just now, not 
yet, wait until we're properly fucked." And then we got here, and he saw you and went like, 
"Hey look at that, it's Sarah, I might as well roll one, so we can make peace." 

"So this what you've schemed you bastards," Sarah surmised and looked avidly.  

"Proper peace pipe, you see, "Lee giggled.  

Sarah finished her drink, ran fingers through her hair and decided. "Let's go then." 

They left. 

 



6. 

 

They set off through a silent city. It was warm, and it felt good to them. They headed across the 
housing estate towards an old abandoned heating plant. In the shadow of a nearby street lamp, 
they sat down on a concrete curb, watching the grey building, they embraced the total silence. 
The silence was broken by striking of a match, the darkness was dispersed with the burning 
flame. From hand to hand, the joint wandered, and at the end of the line, it turned and went 
back again. They smoked soundlessly for a while. Then they laughed. When you're smoking 
grass, it happens sometimes. Lee muttered something under his nose and was rolling a 
cigarette. Mike laid his arm around Sarah's shoulders, she leaned against him comfortably. Her 
eyelids were closed, and her face bore a blissful smile. Not a soul around. Silence as before a 
shot. The closest human being could have been miles away. It was just the three of them here, 
which was good for everybody, only for each of them in a different way. "Jesus, I'm so stoned," 
said Sarah. 

 

7.  

The nasty thing about a hangover is knowing that you have it before you even wake up. In the 
beginning, it's just a dream, and then, without an invitation or a clearly given moment, step by 
step, the hangover prowls in, observes the ruckus that spreads all around your head and says, 
oh my, I'm here. 

And although not being aware of it, the drunkard begins to come to his senses. Subconsciously, 
hanging by a thread, he is reaching after a life ring of sleep and keeps repeating to himself 
reassuringly, "Oh god, I beg you, give that I don't wake for a little longer."  

During the time he keeps repeating these words like a mantra, he wakes up completely, 
because the fact that the drunkard does not know is that he's already awake. Finally comes the 
gradual recognition - for everyone individually long - that this truly is real.  

When I woke up that day, I felt exactly like that. Shit. This is not a dream. Whatever’s going on 
right now, is for real. I wined a little and then started to grope around for the bedside table in 
the gloom that was surrounding me. What did I expect to find? Well, a glass full of crystal clear, 
ice-cold water to save me from this hell, of course. With the tips of my fingers, I touched 
something made of glass and dropped the thing on the floor. It was a half-empty bottle of beer, 
stale contents of which were just spoiling my carpet.  

I must have cursed my life, but no one was listening. It took me another half an hour until I 
convinced myself to sit on the bed and drop my legs down on the floor. The diligent dwarf that 
was currently occupying my skull dutifully kept on hammering his anvil. I set off on a 
compassionate journey to the kitchen, where I tortured the tap with cold water for an awful lot 



of time. The movement did not do me good, and the water in my empty stomach didn't either. I 
shivered with cold. Something was wrong. Of course, I was perfectly drunk, there was no doubt 
about that. What worried me, was, however, an odd feeling in the back of my head. Something 
was terribly wrong. I knew that from the moment I woke up.  

It was that kind of feeling. The one that makes you stay in bed and wish for the sleep to come 
back and with a warm, carefree vail cover whatever comes when you wake up - the reality.  

You are drunk, confused and unable to find a name for that something inside you. 

I must take a shower, I realised. On my way to the bathroom, I walked through the empty 
apartment. There was complete silence, I liked that and thought about how strange the feeling 
was. I couldn't recall for how long have I craved silence and for how long have I been deprived 
of it. Something was different, but what? 

I squeezed into the shower and for another half, an hour literally scrubbed myself under boiling 
and then cold water. I dried myself and suspiciously observed my image in the mirror. Jesus 
Christ, how did I manage to get so wasted? Trying to join the jigsaw in my head into an 
acceptable order, I remembered Mike. The pain in my head intensified. We were at the bar, I 
knew that. We drank a lot. I talked a lot. I talked about Sarah, saying way too much than I 
wanted. Fuck! I am such a moron. I felt pain in my chest, and I couldn't force myself not 
regretting what I said and did yesterday. Drunkard's regrets. There is nothing worse.  

I need air, I thought. Walking through the living room, I wide opened one of the large windows, 
stuck my head out and breathed the fresh cold air. Unwittingly, I looked down. Why did the 
only two-storey apartment I managed to get in the whole flipping town have to be on the 
seventh floor, I just don't get it. That height freaks me out.  

The bell rang. I started, and my heart was pounding like crazy. Jesus, I could have fallen out. I 
wiped my forehead and waited until my heart goes back to the place it belongs to. The bell rang 
again. Why the hell nobody answers it? It rang again. "For fuck sakes Sarah?" I shouted. Nobody 
answered.  

I paced back through the living room towards the telephone on the wall and picked it up, 
"Hello?" 

"Mr Tuesday?" it said. 

"Yes, that's me." 

"This is police Mr Tuesday, can we come upstairs?" said the phone. 

"What for?" I did not understand. 

"Better if we talk it through at your place, can we come upstairs?" 



"Sure," I said and pressed the buzzer. "What does the police want from me," I thought, and I 
felt growing sickness. "Jesus Christ, what have I done yesterday? I must have done something. 
Something I don't remember. I tried to put my thoughts together before they come. I was 
terrified, of course, but simultaneously unaware of anything serious I might have done the 
previous night. However, I had a persistent feeling that still.  

Meanwhile, I was trying to get hold of my memories, there was a knock on the door. I opened 
the door and let in two unpleasant faces squeezed into run-of-the-mill suits. They smelled 
musty like a poorly ventilated car. One was smoking a cigarette the other was picking his ear. 
They said they're from the criminal bureau.  

"What the fuck have I done?" I thought. 

"We've got to talk to you, Mr Tuesday. It's about something dire that happened last night." 

I didn't know why, but I found it extremely funny. "Well, a lot of things happened last night," I 
laughed and staggered across the room. And this royal hangover is one of the reminders of 
that. You know what, maybe I don't want to hear about it at all." Highly unpleasant pressure 
was pushing my stomach up to my throat, forcing me to bend over.   

"Maybe you should sit down, Mr Tuesday," said one of the coppers and with a wet hand, 
pressed me into a chair. 

"Maybe I should," I replied, it was harder every second to stand on my feet. I slid in the chair 
and vomited on the floor.  

"You all right?" one of the coppers tried to show some sympathy.  

"No, I'm not," I said to him. Suddenly, I realised I ought to tell them to call Sarah too. Then I 
remember, she was not home. The fact felt strange to me, and I wanted to talk about that. "You 
know, my wife seems not to be at home, but she should be. She's got a lot of work recently, 
and normally when I wake up, she is already up here, swamped with her papers. But she is not 
here today, which is odd, wouldn't you say?" The importunate feeling began to steal into my 
mind, and during my blabbering, I started to sober up. I recalled the presence of the coppers.  

"Just what is it you want in here?" 

"It's about your wife, you know," one of them started unwittingly. "We know where she is, last 
night, she became a victim of a violent act. Have you any notion about where and in whose 
company was she yesterday's night?" 

"What the fuck is he on about?" I told to myself, "What company? My wife, a victim?" My legs 
were shaking, and my stomach was turning with cramps. With strain, I stood up. "Victim of 
what goddammit?" 



"Your wife was last seen about three in the morning leaving the bar "Ether" accompanied by 
two men, later identified as Mike Brennan and Lee Pike." 

Drowning in a dirty fog, I crawled towards the window, to the air. 

The copper went on, "These men apparently intoxicated your wife with marihuana and raped 
her. I am truly sorry, Mr Tuesday, but your wife did not survive the assault. There must have 
been a fight. During the rape, her skull was intentionally or otherwise cracked. Sarah Tuesday 
died of blood loss." 

I listened to that fucking copper, but I didn't hear what he was saying. The sickness was gone, 
my head was clear as a fucking mirror. Leaned over the fringe of the window, I looked down the 
seven floors, down on the street. Then I jumped. 

The two policemen observed me for a little while, then one came at me and pushed me into the 
armchair once more. "You should step away from that window Mr Tuesday, you're in shock; 
you may pass out, and god knows, even fall out." 

I sat in the chair, I laughed, and I cried. The coppers had no clue what's going on. Of course, I 
did not jump, for I am a coward. Even that is something I cannot do myself.  

… 

 

 

 

 

 


