
Spoiler Alert 

 

Motto:  

You and me baby ain't nothin' but mammals 

So let's do it like they do on the Discovery Channel 
      (Bloodhound Gang - The Bad Touch) 

 

 

 

 

from the moment you wake up you know right away this 

is a day unlike any other 

and yet you decide right away  

to accept your fate like a contemporary martyr 

to not think that much about it 

and to get out of bed 

you stretch, fix your hair and enter the bathroom 

you smell your breath and then your armpit. you’re not pleased at all 

you should’ve changed your toothbrush a month ago 

you casually clean the tub with the showerhead 

you pick up yesterday’s hairs off the floor and toss them in the trash 

and get in 

you grab your penis with your left hand you’re relieved 

you love to pee while brushing your teeth with water dripping down your scruff 

while your neighbours are doing the same thing 

still, it’s an ordinary day you say 

but you’re sadly mistaken 
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you hear your phone ringing in your bedroom. the doorbell rings. Skype and Zoom 

ring simultaneously. 

a car alarm goes off on the street. an annoying ambulance siren.  

even the city’s emergency siren goes off – it’s a stupid and improbable drill 

and in all this tumult absolute silence settles 

for a few seconds, you manage to concentrate on a few hairs   

that the 2800€ permanent removal couldn’t get rid of 

you grab your razor and put them out of their misery 

if only you knew you’ll get to see another day you’d consider shaving your butthole 

too 

but no 

you leave it the way it is 

you get out of the tub partially rinsed. you don’t find your towel right away 

it’s tossed in some dirty corner 

nothing rings anymore, but you wish it did 

to save you from the despair of using that filthy towel 

you do it quickly with your eyes closed 

and you remember that scene from American beauty in which Kevin Spacey’s hand 

job is the highlight of his day 

but you are over with this forever 

you’re the modern man 

the post-sexual man 

the man who doesn’t care 

you still are. exactly. 

you find one last clean but crumpled shirt 

you put it on and stuff it in your nappy velour pants  

you are very close to something people would call a hipster 

you drink half of a water glass and gulp a fitness bar (anti-belly fat) 
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you toss your laptop, iPhone, chargers, contraband cigarettes, keys, money, 

condoms (completely useless because you never have sex), chewing gums, never-

opened-before kindle, pictures of mom and grandma, those three autographs you’ve 

been carrying around since high school and other useless things not worthy to 

mention in your bag 

you put it on your shoulder and realise you’re 1 cm shorter than you were when you 

woke up 

tonight, you’ll be with at least 4 cm shorter 

or not 

you’ll be dead tonight 

or not 

you’ll be dead and shorter tonight 

you exit 

your neighbours exit too 

you all beat paths on the stairs and narrow corridors until you reach the ground floor 

zoom in 

the interior courtyard 

you look towards your apartment 

your neighbours look towards theirs 

timed 

zoom out 

you should’ve done more with your life 

live better 

fuck more 

call your mother often 

visit your grandma’s grave from time to time 

go out at least two times a week, but in random places with random people 

fuck fuck fuck fuck while you still can. exactly.  

but you need money for all this 
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so, you rush to your car rush to work rush up the stairs this time rush to empty your 

bag rush to make yourself a coffee rush to work 

when you realize you’re the only one on the floor and nobody else is in the building 

you look at the time 

it’s 7:30 in the morning 

you look at the smart clocks on the wall to make sure people around the world are 

working 

one way or another, this ordeal is global 

today your life was born prematurely 

and you didn’t even notice 

neither did your neighbours 

as if everyone’s biological clock is broken 

at the same time 

you blame the neighbourhood, the building, the common stupidity, the goddamn 

everything 

and it instantly goes away 

you have no reason to check your agenda 

you drink your coffee and make yourself another one, but stronger 

you wander around your colleagues’ desks  

you observe their family portraits 

perfectly organized post-its 

their clean desks from the night before 

you even smell their scented desks 

you sit on their chairs. you try every chair for a few seconds 

you run like a stupid kid in this ridiculous game 

to see if someone/something comes out of perfection’s humdrum 

no! no way 

you return to your desk and you try to spin in your chair 
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but your chair can no longer go on 

just like you did, it gave up 

it smells like an old man. it stinks 

you don’t have pictures of your family on your desk 

you take the two pictures of your mother and grandmother out of your bag  

you carefully stick them together with two mini post-its 

now you joined the trend 

you’re finally normal 

ok. you feel ok 

you spin for a few seconds in your colleague’s chair next to you 

you don’t even realise how two hours have passed 

your colleague arrives 

he gestures the obvious – you’re in his chair 

he even accused you of doing in on purpose 

he even grunts at you  

this never happened to you before. 

you get up and return to your useless chair 

he sniffs his place. he seems unpleased 

the telephones start ringing. voices start to warm up  

you can ever hear a soprano. or maybe a mezzo-soprano? 

the open space is at the same time a concert hall and an arena  

the printers rev their engines  

and you think right away of the trees cut down wastefully  

you print empty papers 

empty just like you 

nobody notices you 

- hey, you! hey, you! yes, yes, you! 
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this refrain becomes one common voice 

like a perfect Bulgarian polyphony  

the whole floor calls you in unison 

worse than the opera 

worse than the operetta 

- hey, you, your desk is smoking, you moron! 

turns out nobody inspects the sockets around here 

you are given another desk next to your boss’s 

temporary. nothing more. don’t feel like you’re special or something 

but you sense the disaster. you’re good at this 

you straighten your back and tuck your shirt in once more 

you check that your penis is in its place 

in the top left-hand corner. 

you can now see your boss’s profile every day 

that profile that cost her tens of thousands of euros 

you wish you had the same beautiful profile 

the chick’s got a permanent smile 

that smile you see in commercials 

million-dollar smile 

you’d want to tap her window and ask her how she got here 

in this glass office 

în this plastic body 

but you’re afraid. you’ve always been  

and you decided three years ago or so 

that you always will 

nothing will ever change. not even a bit 

so you won’t bother anyone 
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so you won’t do anything 

you turn on your laptop and your boss’s smiling face pops on 

- hey, sweetheart! 

you close the lid instantly – you’re scared. you look to your right. her perfect figure is 

still as a statue 

you open the laptop again. same thing. you close the lid. you look to your right 

open again. the same thing. it must be a virus or something.  

or not. someone is pulling a prank. but nobody’s laughing. nobody’s not even smiling 

they are really good. that’s for sure. 

- hey, sweetheart! aren’t you going to talk to me? don’t be afraid! 

- it is her. it’s really her. dumbass! you said that out loud. and you’re doing it 

again. 

- yes, I’m really her. and I’m very real. 

- good morning. how may I assist you? 

- I need you today. do a little overtime. please, just a little. 

- ok. sure. Ok. 

she smiles gently and hangs up FaceTime 

you look to your right. still like a statue 

you look in the mirror. you’re fatigued 

you look in your pants. suddenly, your penis shifted to the right-hand corner 

you can’t just leave it that way. you put it in its optimal position, stroking it gently. 

„ok. sure. ok!?” you’re a moron. what kind of answer is this?! 

you glimpse at the screen of your phone. 

you’re over. you’ve been breached 

is she firing you?  

is she giving you a raise? 

does she want to have sex with you?  

no, I don’t think so. 
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you can’t even remember the last time you did it with a woman. in fact, with a person. 

and from now on you have some sort of WiFi connection with your boss 

you try to focus on your work 

if you can! 

this day will end in a way that you can’t even imagine! 

you somehow haven’t been warned 

maybe you should prepare? 

run to the bathroom. lock the door. you flush with your left hand 

and with the right hand you masturbate without thinking of something in particular 

not even of the kids who are dying because of the drought 

you do it à-la-carte. professionally. a reasonable orgasm. 

you clean yourself thoroughly. you get out of the toilet. you forget to wash your 

hands. 

you shake hands with two younger colleagues 

so eager 

so alive 

so hasty 

are they going to masturbate? 

you casually think of the Iraqi soldiers 

and their military salute 

you feel responsible for them. responsible than ever 

but you wouldn’t know all this because you’ve never been there 

you chose a job that keeps you away from this world because you’re a coward 

a world full of death and horror 

you return to the bathroom and wash your hands 

(you remember that scene from the aviator where Leo D. washes his hand 

compulsively) 

you greet them one more time as they exit the bathroom 
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you respect them 

life hasn’t got to them yet 

the three of you exit at the same time and head to your fundamental different desks 

you’d like to lean in your chair 

but your chair can no longer do that 

for some time now 

you get jealous 

paranoically jealous of your colleagues 

with better chairs and better-looking desks 

with better looking chicks and houses 

and probably with better-looking penises too 

and this jealousy is making you slam your fist on the desk 

suddenly, the statue on your right 

from behind the window 

turns towards you 

she’s pokerface 

you’re pokerface 

you use the old trick with “oops, I must’ve dropped something” 

you do it. you’re ashamed of yourself. you’ve got no other choice. 

you get up and start typing quickly 

you fake-work 

you fake-live 

You get your money from that very laptop 

that shitty money you can’t freely live without 

you’re a painter in front of his canvas 

a carver in front of his stone 

a sailor in front of the iceberg 
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a poor corporate guy with analytic psychoses with a second-hand laptop  

and a tear falls on your cheek 

it doesn’t matter which cheek 

probably the more wrinkled one 

surely on that one 

the point is you’re hurting and it’s all getting out 

taboo. these goddamn pheromones give you away  

is it visible? 

does anyone notice? 

does your boss notice? 

your eye can barely hold your poetic tear. 

you try to keep a straight corporatist face 

you fake a quick smile 

that’s all you can do 

it’s far from your boss’s beautiful smile 

you can’t afford that kind of smile 

but it’s well-played 

and this covers your tear 

you take five 

and stare out of your window 

17th floor. 217 employees. 277 days/year. another 20 years from now on 

photocopied future. blurred horizon. 

identical with the other 216 blurred horizons in the office 

a swarm with a short life around a precious queen in a crystal 

(it is said that she practices some sort of acupuncture with her closest ones. she 

stings them in the right places. but you don’t know whether to believe this nasty 

gossip or not) 

life’s unfair. tragically unfair 



 11 

you all produce a sort of sweet honey 

non-perishable product 

you all make money, after all 

other people’s money 

if that window you stare through, that damn barrier, wouldn’t be secured 

you’d jump one day 

just for fun 

but: keep off limits! 

(you think that this is something the antics would say, but you slept like a douche 

during your mythology classes) 

you’re well aware of the importance of productivity 

and the amount of bitterness per human gram 

so, you return to your damn chair 

the present is all that matters 

the immediate present 

and no other bee ever entered the crystal ball of the queen 

never mind being invited specially to do so 

this sort of thing would be insane 

the pride instantly fills your nostrils, your lungs, your eyes. 

your blood rushes through your veins 

and you get upholding your laptop like a trophy 

you put it against the wall and continue to work in this position for several minutes 

flexing your butt cheeks like a second-rate gigolo  

you still got it 

middle age has its charm 

but the hive gets jealous 

you fill it through every pore you wiped with that dirty towel with this morning 
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and you kinda like it 

and you kinda feel alive 

FaceTime pops up on the screen again 

poker-face smiles at you again 

a flow of colourful emojis floods your second-hand laptop’s screen  

you’ve been hacked 

you like it 

are you a boy? or a girl? 

the blinds of your boss’s office are shut for the first time since you’re in this company 

what does that even mean? 

does she want you to go in there? to barge in? to be a bad boy? 

are you a boy? or a girl? 

are you a boy? or a girl? 

are you a boy? or a girl? 

you dismiss those shit-ass viruses you got from watching porn out of boredom every 

night, including the weekends 

(when your family-oriented corporate friends are out playing board games or dancing 

in fancy clubs, going to the mountains, hiking, skiing in Austria… fuck me sideways) 

you get back to your desk 

you refuse to turn your face to the brutal reality which incited you moments ago 

what kind of dirty game is this? 

is this a prank pulled by the whole company? 

you’re definitely on pranked 

you’re nobody. 

at your age, you can’t just flee your country to some better place 

so, you retreat to your office 

you’re mediocre and you know it and everyone else knows it 

but you’re committed to it 
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you matter 

without you, the world would be worse 

you feel the blinds open on your right  

the light starts filling your desk 

but you refuse to look 

you refuse to be taken for granted 

you refuse a little bit more and you give in 

done. you’re that weak. 

on her desk, there’s an enormous bouquet of white roses 

the biggest you’ve ever seen 

a nicely wrapped box 

she’s standing while reading a white card 

she puts it back in the bouquet after a few moments 

you clench your teeth 

awkward. you haven’t felt like this since childhood 

since you’ve been wearing that stupid mouthguard every night to prevent you from 

biting your tongue 

funny how all these memories haunt us at some point 

and we recall them during a crisis 

your colleagues are working avidly 

they are determined to make more money today 

they are determined to get their own crystal ball 

they are determined to say when the blinds should shut 

and they’ll succeed 

you know they’ll do 

but this is not your typical kind of day 

until the end of it 
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you will die one way or another 

in a way you don’t even suppose 

right now, it’s midday  

the last midday for you 

(lunch break. the hive is resting. chairs are rotating. no one looks into each other’s 

eyes. a colleague of yours unfolds her palates rag. another one is studying after an 

online course: Dobrowolski. Dobrowolski. you’ll never know what language is that. a 

pretty gutsy guy is staring at a screen that plays a shitty movie. somewhere in the 

background: at first I was afraid/I was petrified/ 

and for the rest of your lunch break, you stare  

at a poor bastard’s arrogance 

that son of a bitch hides a rug that imitates grass under his desks  

traitor… he wants freedom 

and you can’t help but imagine a giant boot that crushes him 

the telephones start ringing. the voices are warmed up than ever 

you can ever hear a soprano. or is that a mezzo-soprano? 

you wouldn’t know the difference 

you have no real talent and you don’t believe in something higher than you 

the only thing that lightens your mood  

is curiosity 

for your neighbours’’ orgasms 

or the size of their penis 

or their weekend fetishes 

usually, you’re entertained by sexual voyeurism. 

but now is not the case 

now this is something you can’t understand 

it’s for the first time in a while 

when you’re alive 

and you recall every tiger mating documentary you watched on Discovery Channel 
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and in the background Let’s do it like they do it on the Discovery Channel 

you even recall the Brazzers porn you watched on www.letsjerk.com 

and zacusca sandwiches your grandma used to make 

now, her face and your mother’s glued on that shitty cardboard next to your laptop 

full of porn 

seem like an inappropriate mismatch to you 

you turn the photos upside down 

you’re a dick 

you’ve come to make fun of you 

the great useless would put you in a biopic if someone would waste their time to 

produce some abject worthlessness 

you look around 

the hive is a little society. an aberration. nothing belongs to you. 

you never travel. you don’t eat healthy foods. you’re on the run most of the time. like 

the main character of Apocalypto. you forgot what handwriting is, for sure. you 

haven’t even smelled a book since college. you haven’t picked a flower since 

childhood. you never gave a blowjob. 

you look around 

freeze frame! 

nobody moves! 

you breathe. 

you forgot about this superpower. you accidentally discovered it when you were little 

when you no longer understand. when you no longer tolerate. when you’re sick of it 

you press stop 

and the universe listens to you 

shush! it’s your little secret 

the hive mustn’t know about it 

but this doesn’t last for long and it upsets you 

impotent superpowers are a true pain in the ass 
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you want to be there 

in the crystal ball 

to understand as much as you can 

to understand everything, if possible 

what’s with all this torture? 

and you make the lamest comparison ever 

Shakira’s La Tortura 

the chopped onions and diesel oil flashbacks of your high school years 

make you rush to the bathroom 

(looks like this is one of those days when you rush a lot) 

without giving a damn whether someone hears you or not 

you start jerking off with your left hand, then with your right hand and so on 

the dictionary would call you ambidextrous 

Usain Bolt who? 

Michael Phelps who? 

you break every record with this clandestine orgasm 

you start thinking of ice skating. of Evgheni Plushenko routine 

you have outdone yourself. and now, your little antennas are hysterically vibrating.  

you get your expensive pen out of your pocket 

and you avidly write sexual messages on the walls 

like: 

power balling dopplebanger 

you’ve always wanted to do this 

today is your day 

even if it’s your last, you have your needs 

you get out of the bathroom, holding your pen like you were holding the Excalibur 

and you return to your isolated place that starts to smell as the hours go by 
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next to the crystal palace 

so close, yet so far away. one click away. 

you’re getting pathetic but you don’t care anymore 

some alarms go off for a few minutes 

military planes fly above the city. this is a sign that wars do exist, actually 

somewhere far away 

it’s 5:30 pm 

it’s been 10 hours since you were early for work today 

those poor bees start to get tired 

they are laying in their functional rotating chairs 

they play with their stupid photographs on their stupid desks that smell good 

they’re happy. 

they’ll go home and they’ll crash on the couch in front of the tv 

cracking open a cold one 

and then they’ll penetrate their lovers 

not too much 

swapping them on uneven days 

so they won’t get bored 

because this is politically correct 

it’s how it’s done. 

this is appropriate. 

the hive did its job for the day 

now they can enjoy the honey in peace 

but you’re no longer part of the hive 

not since the queen invited you in her crystal ball 

you never were the corpo type of guy, actually 

you don’t even know how you got here in the first place 
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but you’ll do some extra hours today and that’s all that matters 

you’ve been chosen. 

your colleagues start to notice for the first time 

after hours and hours spent in the same room 

they crack a few jokes simultaneously as they pack their backpacks 

they neatly arrange their stuff and their perfect family portraits on their desks 

and as someone would give them an invisible signal, they take out some run-of-the-

mill perfume 

and freshen up their desks 

some weird floral mix that fills the corpo jungle 

your office, a big old fart 

(a lofa, as the Italians would say - s.f. scoreggia silenziosa ma molto puzzolente) 

they refuse to take part in the olfactive orgy 

they don’t know you’ve been chosen 

you’ll be all alone in a few moments 

the swarm is gone. 

for the first time, you notice the immensity of this grey-walled space 

as if someone moved out in a hurry. they ran away, leaving their lives here 

if only you knew their passwords or you were a decent hacker 

you’d invade their privacy without any remorse 

but you don’t have this sort of animalic needs 

now, nothing can stand between you and the lonely queen 

except for her secured-glass window and her call 

that you anxiously await 

the erotic thoughts won’t give you any space 

you start scribbling on some post-its 

r-rated images of the queen’s open legs 
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and a swarm of horny beetles around her 

now you wish you had some drawing skills 

to honour these dickheads 

but life’s unfair 

will she take you to some high-class hotel room you dreamed about? 

you feel the urge to go on Facebook and unfriend every dead person in your list 

you recall that viral video of that corpo girl who died of exhaustion 

this waiting seems like an eternity 

you’d go to the bathroom but you don’t want to upset the queen 

what if she calls you and you’re not there? 

you don’t want to miss the chance to enter her territory  

to spread your tired worker wings 

to bathe beyond your muddy waters 

shitty matriarchal society! 

you wonder what’s it like in there 

seems like an eternity since they all left 

what is love?/ baby don’t hurt me/ don’t hurt me/ no more/ 

it’s 8 pm already 

it’s late. very late. 

she’s constantly on her phone. 

she’s working so hard. poor queen. 

and you imagine you’ll get past your bedtime 

the lights turn off one by one 

and the city lightens beyond the glass barrier 

it’s Friday night and the city is alive, without you, 22 floors below you 

your phone rings. you ignore it. your alarm goes off. you ignore it. FaceTime and 

Skype – simultaneously. you ignore them. a car alarm goes off. you ignore it. a 
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freaking ambulance in the distance. you ignore it. the city’s alarm goes off. you ignore 

all of this, watching your queen stretching like a tired jaguar. 

she smiles at you, calling you. damn it.  

the suicide obsession strikes your mind, but we don’t eat each other – that’s how our 

species work 

you enter her office without saying anything and sit down on a chair. ergonomic 

design. the closest to hers. 

nothing sexual. nothing violent. 

(still, something arouses you. in the background, somewhere far away, Celine Dion is 

warming up her voice) 

the bouquet and the nicely wrapped box is in front of you. 

she hands them to you with an “it girl” look on her face 

you don’t understand 

you never were the one to get the subtle signals 

- happy birthday! it’s your birthday, right? I’m sorry I made you wait. for us, the 

workers are very important. 

you regret you missed reading about killer bees on Wikipedia 

and you instantly die, killed by such kind gesture 

kneeling in front of your beloved queen 

you can clearly hear the voice of a dramatic soprano. 

(you die a tedious death like you’re in an awarded Romanian movie  

where you gasp for air in the background 

while the camera moves away from you and locks on something else 

way more interesting than you) 

without any direction, without any purpose 

without stinging anyone ever 

without opening your present 

without reading that goddamn card 

taking the taste of your grandma’s zacusca with you 
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the unfinished hand jobs, the unearned money 

the smile and the sculpted face you never afforded 

and some other stuff unworthy of mentioning 

semi-breached by your last functional neurons. 

 

Song - Bloodhound Gang - The Bad Touch 
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