Cheese induces nightmares, heh? There’s been some argument over this, and as luck would have it all I have in the fridge is an array of it anyway. I’ve got some nasty smelling Epoisse that’s been in there for a while, and if that fucker can’t induce nightmares then nothing will. So on with the science (if something so woefully subjective and poorly executed can be labelled as such). The only other thing to note is that I have no measuring implements apart from a stolen pint glass and my eyes.

The lineup of contenders is fairly impressive, let’s home some of them can fuck with my head. We have:

Buffalo mozarella, brie, strong Irish cheddar, Manchego, Epoisse, extra-strong Dorset cheddar, Mexican fire-cheddar. A good load up of fat, plenty of mould and sweating bacteria, and a good few jalepenos thrown in for good measure. I’m in for a tough few days.

SATURDAY

Cheese:

1/2 pint of Irish and Mexican, lump of Epoisse

The resulting dream:

I was running around kissing everyone, but as soon as I did they yelled “PRODUCT PLACEMENT!” at me and ran away screaming.

Slept like a tranquilised bear in the thick of Siberian winter. No nightmare.

SUNDAY

Cheese:

Block of cheddar 3? x 5? (approx), 1/4 circle of brie

The resulting dream:

I’m in a large house. There is a room at the end of a corridor that looks like a dead end, only on closer inspection it has a hole in the wall, about person sized.

If I go through it from this side I have to go in head first. If I am on the other side of the wall I have to go in feet first. I do this about 5 times, then get bored.

Slept like an unconscious log covered in sleepy dust. No nightmare.

MONDAY

Cheese:

2 pints of mixed cheeses (all of the above) in an omelette.

The resulting dream:

I’m teaching again and I’ve taken all the Catholics out for a countryside excursion. There’s a hill we need to climb, which doesn’t look steep at all, but when we actually try and climb it, it turns out to be at a 90 degree angle to the ground. There a hedge row that goes up and over the other side, inside which is a tunnel. It’s at the same angle but it somehow easier. The children can all get through because they’re small and nimble, but I’m larger and weighed down with English textbooks. I try to climb the hill, but every time I get a handful of grass to get a grip it comes away in my hands. Suddenly I’m halfway up with small children hanging on to my legs and the drop below us is massive. I climb, we go over, and suddenly we’re all on a giant merry-go-round operated by William Sadler.

Slept like a coma patient listening to the Lighthouse Family. No nightmare.

TUESDAY

Cheese:

1.5 pints (with the Mex-Manchego combo outweighing the pussy shit by an 80:20 ratio)

The resulting dream:

It is my brother’s birthday. He is late arriving. Jeremy Clarkson is shouting at him when he arrives. He gets in the back of our car and shows us what he has got for his birthday.

He has in his hands an extremely large, oddly shaped wafer that looks like a curled-up poppadom and a huge birthday cake on a tray, which he insists is a chocolate gateau but I know for a fact is actually a carrot cake. It’s the icing that gives it away. It’s a bit displaced and battered because of the car journey it’s just had. I am very hungry, and tell G this. He looks at me very solemnly and says “yes…but there’s a piece missing from the top left-hand corner…”

Slept like Rip van Winkle after a Nytol and ketamine binge. No nightmare.

WEDNESDAY

No more cheese left. Gutted. Watched watership Down on TV, cried like a bitch and went to bed.

The resulting dream:

The kitten (Stevens) that has been coming into our garden could not only talk, but impart on me the secrets of life and the Universe if I was willing to receive them. I was. Am. Whatever. We sit and talk for a while in the garden. It is a beautiful, timeless day steeped in warm, crisp sunshine, and the more our conversation makes sense the better the day becomes, almost like our conversation, actions and thought process are shaping our environment.

I go in the house to get some tuna fish for Stevens and come back out to find that 5 years have passed and the kitten is nothing but a rotting cat skeleton that has been picked clean by flies. I stumble backwads, fall over and smash my teeth on the concrete. With a mouthful of blood and tooth I turn around to see Art Garfunkel standing in my patio doorway with a skinned rabbit in his hands and the word ‘transience’ carved into his face.

Woke up violently to find myself talking insane gibberish and sweating in terror. Had to sleep with the light on. Still petrified.

