
Having many in me, and empathy. It's natural, it's quite easy, as long as.. someone or 
something decides to define me, give me an identity, believe in a picture it has of me, and 
restrict me in my actions, thought and feelings.. Don't believe in pictures! 

We want to tie each other, set, fix, freeze. I love you as you are, DON'T EVER CHANGE! ... 

Looking at ..it, admiring, craving, wanting.. to.. have. Loving, embracing.. Crraving. Being 
afraid of, being confused, wanting to own it, to have it – for ME. For me to have, to be MY 
OWN. Me, me me, I have to have property ! Afraid of loosing, - defining, blaming, making a 
diagnose, finding the reason.. it's it's fault. It is like that, like THAT, can't you see ? It is 
crazy, selfish, narcissistic, it can not contain itself.. too weak, too proud, too little, too 
much!...too sexy.. It can have what it want's, it can not feel empathy, it has no moral.. it is not 
like me. I am better than it... 

..it should be given a lesson, it should be tamed.. It should be mine, anyway. If not, I will take 
others, many of them. It can not think straight, it doesent understand itself, it needs to be 
taught... It is too beautiful, it has had an easy life because of that! Everyone wants it.. But it is 
mine. Because it is like it is, just like that! It is what it is, and nothing else, I have seen it, and 
I have decided so. 

We loose our power, our joy, stagnating each other, defining, freezing and shutting each other 
into boxes. Shutting inside (Foucault) or constantly controlling (Deleuze and Guattari) or 
making it a part of the spectacle, detatched and enstranged (Debórd), we can, ofcourse, more 
easily use power upon it. But, that using of power makes us have less power too. 

 We might need, a little something to make us feel secure, a promise, perhaps, who knows, 
anymore... But we don't need to localise, trace and solidify, completely.. I'm on the move, 
there's many in me. 

 


