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      WATER IS THE MANNA FOR YOUR ANUS

      Water: our common origin, according to the words uttered by the mystic poet who once was born in Afghanistan, and then – also once – died in Turkey; yes, he after whom all whirl in an ecstatic dance.

      Apparently, as biology teaches us, all life began in water. So, our liquid companion is indeed a blessing. It’s a wondrous presence on our planet. We are made mostly of water, water saves our lives, quenches our thirst, may serve us in the form of ice cubes to make summer more tolerable. How to achieve this, perchance you wonder? Well, you can simply place a modest amount of ice cubes around your balls, under your armpits and suddenly, you shall see (and feel) that the heat becomes less oppressive.

      So yes: water is a miracle, it’s beautiful. And at least in my tradition – in which, during my present version, I was born as a Catholic – let’s just say that water is the symbol of purity. My sinful soul goes through this baptismal cleansing, even though I don’t remember having done anything wrong as a baby who is only able to cry, eat and shit and urinate.

      Yet when I was two months old, the all-seeing and all-knowing priest said I was full of what could be deemed as sinful shit (in a metaphoric way, that is). The shepherd cleansed my head with holy water… and thus I was free and pristine.

      In this humble piece, I’m going to make room for the idea that holy water acts as a metaphor for a divine blessing coming from the heavens. True: there’s another blessing coming from the Earth like a geyser, like a gush of liquid good news that cleanses not our head (nor soul), but our asshole.

      Asshole, here, acting as a perfect metaphor for the beginning of the Kundalini serpent; and dare I say, too, of the excrement that populates our minds… yes: even at an early age!

      Therefore, shall we say that it – yes, the it refers to the anus – is connected to the whole (and, apologies in advance for the cheap pun, HOLE)… everything is connected in our body. As above, so below. On Earth, as it is in heaven. Mouth and asshole. Everything is connected everywhere. Macro and Microcosmos. Carl Sagan and Carl Jung and Carl Lewis. The truth is there for those who are willing to see.

      So yes, there are indeed cultures that are afraid of bidets, of that stream of water that cleans and perhaps excites you a little. There’s no shame in that – it’s fine. We would never condemn you for les plaisirs derrière.

      I mean, it is not by chance that we do possess a lot of nerve endings in our anuses. Probably because we would not take a shit⁠* if we did not experience a little bit (turd’s calibre notwithstanding) of pleasure.

      Humans admit it: we are extremely lazy. Therefore nature, evolution, God, whatever you want to champion, created these very sensitive nerve endings that hijack our brains into making us think the following: “Oh, how pleasurable it is to empty ourselves, thus performing a secret mystical process in the toilet, the throne of the queen or king that I should be. I am getting rid of the shitty part of my ego, both literally and metaphorically, by expelling things out of my anus, and what a blessing that is. Praised be God.”

      This is why I would like to introduce you (another pun intended) to a compound blessing by allowing your anus to be blessed by the earthy waters. You shall be the recipient of twin gifts when you empty yourself of that “which is no longer of any use for ye”, and also at that very moment the waters produced by the object of your fancy – be that bidet or a siphon or whatever you have at hand – caress and kiss your lower mouth, or bottom, or asshole, or derrière.

      There are many cultures that are proponents of using water as a way of cleaning your anus after taking (dropping – we’ve been over this already) a beautiful dump. Yet, I am sure that the first thing that your mind is planning as a rebuttal is to go and claim the following: “Well, I usually go, do my business and it is a perfect clean break.”

      Yeah? I challenge you, dear reader-clean-breaker, if you’re so confident, finish your bowel-emptying and then use your finger as a faux sheet of that very un-ecological toilet paper and see if it really comes out spotlessly clean or if there’s a stain… or perhaps more? Like a churro covered in chocolate.

      Notwithstanding your claims, if your diet is varied and fun, 99% of the time it’s going to be dirty. So, again I ask you, beautiful reader: why not use the life-bearing ass-cleaning water?

      It’s like the manna from heaven but coming from the Earth. On Earth, as it is in heaven.

      To further my point, I have to mention a portable fountain of propelled water, aka a portable bidet. There are many models to be found on the market. The premise is simple: there is a container that can embrace some 300-500 ml of the purifying liquid, a small battery, and a foldable arm that will act as the baptising priest, but instead of molesting or raping you, it shall truly leave you clean, fresh and free to go. Look how lush it is. Yes, this is an ebook, so you can check the link for yourself! HERE.

      Imagine the happiness that your anus will feel…

      Imagine an inverted humble cascade, or a stream of water coming out of here from some subterranean mountains whose only raison d’être is to keep you fresh and clean.

      Don’t be afraid. Do not shy away from feeling the stream of water pounding your anus and purifying it. It is a metaphorical rebirth every time you finish your business, a technical clean slate. Your ego is lighter. Your anus is clean.

      Because that is a small portion of your body which the rays of the sun never get to caress… unless you do some very extreme yoga poses. Another reason to have it spotlessly clean.

      If you are against electronic devices, there are other ways. You can have a bowl of water and just make sure you (and your adventurous hand) geyser-up on your anus.

      Get close to your shit. Get close to your excrements, because that’s the path to enlightenment. That is the encompassing and unification with your shadow self, the Dweller on the Threshold would have been the term used by Carl Jung had he ever visited Twin Peaks and enjoyed the friendship of Hawk.

      THE WAY OF THE SPOTLESS WARRIOR

      And now, let us focus our ruthless attention on the mafias behind the ban and unpopularity of the bidet in more “developed” cultures and economies.

      Yes, the toilet paper industry is a billionaire one. In the USA alone, it moves more than 35 billion dollars each year. It is a greedy monster that not only destroys trees, but it uses water in ways that are far less ecological than bidets. Some figures to blow your socks off, and these include the whole world: daily, 27,000 trees are flushed or become landfill, in the form of toilet paper. Roughly, those anti-bidet heathens would be cleaning their asses with around 390 trees in a lifetime. And, last one so I do not bore you to death: it takes 170 litres of water to make just one fucking toilet roll. Think about that, Tammy.

      We could go on forever in our crusade for bidets; but the other convenient angle is time: it literally takes two seconds, three tops, to get your black hole perfectly clean. If you’re staying there for more than five seconds, you are overindulging, ok? Easy on the water, champ. And conservatives would go further by claiming that you’re in danger of becoming… well, kind of homosexual.

      Remember: efficiency, not romance.

      Therefore, the waste is minimal compared to toilet paper. And the result is that you are now spotlessly clean, ready to have your anus licked by whomever you fancy, and you shall not fear: because you have that secret confidence that the experience for him-her-them is going to be as if he-she-they were licking your hands or your arms or your lips… so open up and relax.

      As I write this, I do confess to be feeling the pull to explore an asshole that’s been blessed by the manna from the Earth. Those streams pouring upwards, like a selfless fountain, blessing that technically sweet spot, when compared to the other feminine spot (wink wink).

      Yet, alas, we must remember that there are lobbies which are eager to make you not use a bidet.

      As an act of defiance to those tree-murdering powers, I’m going to show you bidet hacks, so you know how to do it at home. You can turn almost anything into a bidet. Indeed, provided you leave it clean afterwards, everything is acceptable. And always remember: there’s nothing better than being clean, fresh and ready to be licked should the occasion arise.

      Now, some rebuttals for those hardcore toilet-paper fetishists:

      If you’re full of mud because you went on a trail run, or you played rugby, football, or whatever outdoor sport you fancy – once you get home, you take a shower, correct? And then you dry yourself with a towel. Am I still on point?

      You also, presumably, wash your hands before eating or when they get very dirty. You do not bend over to grab a piece of toilet paper or kitchen towel and utter: “Okay, I’m going to wash my hands with this perfectly dry piece of paper.” That’s fucking bullshit. Be honest with yourself.

      The truth is, you wash your hands and then you dry them. Why not do that with the most troublesome spot in the body, that gets to eject all the waste that our body does not need? Why wouldn’t you want to keep it sort of spotlessly clean?

      Also, as hinted before, it’s good to be ready for any sort of potential sexual-romantical encounter. Apply the golden rule: do unto others that which you would want to be done unto yourself. Therefore, conjure up this in your mind: if you were to choose someone whose anus to explore, and the choice is between someone who has used toilet paper (it doesn’t matter the quality, like three sheets, four sheets, whatever) or someone who has been blessed by the manna of a bidet, coronated by the dry heavenly soft rub of a silky-smooth towel, whose anus would you explore with thy tongue? Don’t be a hypocrite. The answer is obvious, coprophilia notwithstanding.

      Assuming you are not the type who goes after that bitter aftertaste invading your mouth during and after the posterior lingual visit, you would definitely go for the bidet one. The water, the soap (which is optional but recommended) and the towel. You would literally jump in there. You might even allow your kids and nephews play there if it suddenly became a playground with swings and monkey bars, because it’s so, so damn clean. It would even be safer than the sandbox which is full of spit and shit and urine from all those little rascals.

      So, my beloved anus-bearing soon-to-be-bidet user, always remember to be kind to your probable lover. And the next time you prepare a sheet of toilet paper around your fingers, think about the ruthless consumption of paper and how deadly it is for our woods.

      THE SECRET PASSAGE

      Now, let’s take a little trip into a metaphorical realm. Where, hopefully, I’ll plant seeds into your mind, like an inception, through which beautiful trees might grow. Trees that won’t be cut down by the greedy industry of toilet paper, because
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