


I had a dream last night. 

In my dream my skin was so 
tight that it hurt, 
in fluorescent (full of Fluor) riv-
ers of dirty 
water my skin tended to blow, 
practically like a put-in-water-
let-it-grow toy. 

But then all that bloating start-
ed expanding like universe. 
Skin became water and water 
became skin. 
Skin became table. 

Skin became absorption and 
power. 
Skin became kitchen. 

Skin became vacation resorts. 

Skin became the space race 
and the cold war. 
Skin became peace in America. 

Skin became neon lights, lost 
books, televisions and Macin-
tosh. 

Skin became rocks, the desert, 
cups, chopping boards, poi-
son, wrapping paper, an island, 
cloth, floating birds and fishes, 
globalization and fucking. 

Skin became waiting peaceful-

ly for things to happen, and then 
it meant no more waiting, just in-
venting your own things. 

Walking lit from behind in streets 
of concrete I woke up and 
discovered that peripheral meant 
centre, and that there was no cen-
tre anymore things where invisi-
ble, but they where happening.

The next morning I woke up and 
lifted the blinds just enough to let 
a ray of light come inside. I had a 
brown eye. My chest was whistling, 
but I didn’t care a lot, through the 
small split of light left I could see 
rocks on fire and covered in red. A 
man’s legs, too. They looked like 
Chuck Norris’. 

Chuck Norris looks about eight 
years old. 
He’s seen it all,  

the skin tight trousers, the Hox-
tonites, the fashion statements:
sweet bodies parading around 
East London, 
a lost battalion, 





an apolitical mass.

Who hiccupped their way through 
their own existence 
with laughing gas balloons

who screamed and shouted in 
Neon colours
with disgorging uncertainty

who fell to the ground night after 
night 
with excruciatingly painful beauty

whose skin became peace, pro-
testers and tents
outside a fictitious camp

whose cocks and balls

were incidentally caressed 

by men and women and children 
alike
dressed in Neon colours

Chuck Norris is eight years old. 

He dresses only in black. 

He’s got ten sons, his offspring 
looks like him only in a tiny ver-
sion. 

Ten little Norrises wearing skin 



trousers and Hoxtonian boots 
that are actually the prolongation 
of some/

plasma moment, on TV. 

And in real life, we don’t know 
what plasma is. 
But we intuit it. 

Neon is beautiful, and so is art. 

Women and children dressed 
in Neon colours parade around 
wearing and creating

the arenas of advertisement.

I see a woman wearing a necklace 
and it’s huge, it says Neon2000. 
It’s time for Neon companies to 
advertise on people’s backs. 
Kids are so cruel sometimes. 

In the warm haze of despair a gi-
gantic fan slowly turns. 
At Chuck Norris’ house it’s always 
hot. It’s like hell actually, but no 
one says so. 

People just hold their breath. 


