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MAN: You see-my faith in the days of the week has been seriously undermined. When I woke 
up this morning, I wasn’t exactly sure what day it was. And for that brief moment – it was only a 
matter of seconds – I think it was seconds – I stood – or should I say I “lay” on very shaky 
ground. After all – how could I act with assuredness. How could I rise up and plunge headlong 
into Friday’s world, if it was actually Saturday? And so I lay completely still for a moment, 
pondering this question. That’s when I noticed my hands. I’d never noticed them before. How 
they moved with amazing dexterity. But this flexibility, this movement of hands, can never 
extend past the boundaries of its own flesh – can only reach as far as the fingertips and no 
further, much as the movement of time is restricted by the days of the week. So I got up and 
tried to erase these things from my mind. I tried to get dressed. But then I began to understand 
other things – for example the meaning of shoes. They were little prisons for my feet. Absolute 
definitions of space. I could run a million miles, in any direction, and still not escape them. And 
my hat – forming a firm idea around my head, as if to say, “Well, that’s about the size of it.” My 
mind could never expand into infinite space, and still never change the shape of my head. I saw 
in the mirror a condemned man, serving a life sentence inside his body. Even the car – I drove – 
to work. My car. This thing. This instrument of liberation. It wasn’t freedom. It was merely the 
idea of freedom, bound in metal. A kind of hope, but with a speed limit attached to it. Now I was 
travelling an unknown route along a familiar road. It led in exactly the direction I was going, but 
not by coincidence. The asphalt was not laying itself a path in front of me. I was merely following 
a prearranged course and then something happened, something that had never happened 
before. When I finally arrived in town at my usual space it was taken. I was late for work you see 
and there was another car in my space. Someone had taken my space you see. I sat in my car 
for a moment, not knowing where to go. Just staring right ahead. And then, I put my car into 
gear and drove into it. Drove right into this other car. There didn’t seem to be any other choice. 
No place else to go, you see. 

So I put my car in reverse, backed up, and rammed into this car again. And then again, and 
again and again, until finally this other car, this intruder of my space was smashed up against 
the side of the building, like an accordion. So now I had my space back, and I parked. I got out 
of the car, and turned to head for my office. That’s when I realized. It wasn’t my space at all. 
Somehow I got completely turned around. This wasn’t anywhere near where I work. I didn’t 
know where I was. I hadn’t any idea. I had always depended on the road which led there. The 
way I’ve always believed that one thing leads to another. Then I saw this building. I thought I’d 
come up here to get a better perspective on my exact situation. And from here the view is quite 
clear. There are no spaces left, you see. I have no place to park my car. 


