
“Dinner & Drinks”​
Nicholas Katsafanas 

 
Triadic Mode: >.667 

.679 - .692 - .683 - .737 - .727 
 
01 (.679) “Well, no,” were the two 
words Cloud began with as he 
explained that his point was that there 
was a significant distinction between 
the two, meaning dinner and drinks! - 
that if you make it out like it’s just 
drinks and then last minute it becomes 
dinner? - then yeah Cloud’s gonna be a 
little fucking pissed off! Especially if 
he didn’t know the fucking people, you 
know Aerith? How did that make any 
sense? He found it a bit absurd, 
frankly. Sure, he’d go tie one or two on 
with a total stranger, that was fine, but 
to sit down and actually engage in a 
dinner? - that was an entirely distinct 
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level of socializing, and it was one 
that, frankly, Cloud didn’t particularly 
care for. And he wasn’t ashamed to 
admit it! - that, frankly, he felt this 
Philistine notion of just going out to 
dinner with any and every 
acquaintance, that if you didn’t 
acquiesce to that standard then you 
would be deemed, what? - anti-social? 
Well color Cloud anti-social then! But 
Aerith noted that while, sure, to be fair, 
it was a different level of socialization, 
if he truly didn’t know the people, but, 
you know, if it was her personally? 
Supposing it was Aerith, then she’d 
hope that it wouldn’t be that big of a 
deal to Cloud? To just go out to 
dinner? Was she kidding him?! Oh, of 
course not, Aerith! With her? You 
fucking kidding? Cloud was always 
down to grab a nosh with someone like 
her, no, it was just that the hypothetical 
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notion of eating supper with a 
complete stranger (“a more or less 
complete stranger”) - what were they 
discussing?  
 
02 (.692) Cloud and the hypothetical 
stranger? Did he have to come 
prepared with a portfolio of talking 
points? - Cloud couldn’t imagine that 
they’d be super intrigued with 
anything he had to say, or that they’d 
end up on the precipice of any 
revelation that he’d conclude to be 
particularly enlightening either. Cloud 
was simply going by empirical 
evidence really. That was all. He 
wasn’t, like, trying to be a dick or 
anything! Just that, empirically 
speaking, it seemed unlikely they’d 
have a lot to converse about, Cloud 
and this hypothetical stranger. But 
Aerith added that, to be fair, wasn’t 
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Cloud the one who was always railing 
against so-called sensory data? Yet, in 
this case, he was all bent out of shape 
about this impromptu dinner because, 
in his own words, because of empirical 
data? Of past experience, which was 
sensory data? Memories, right? Which, 
wouldn’t Cloud agree, was some of the 
most unreliable data available no? Of 
course he did! Aerith, even fucking 
quantum physics was still 
fundamentally sense-forward, in the 
sense that they were beginning with 
sense perception - this was what 
contemporary so-called science had 
achieved of course! Placing sense 
perception as an apex predator until 
finally, with the discovery of quantum 
physics, it’d reduced the observable 
world to a degree that even linear 
sense-perception no longer made any 
fucking sense in the upper worlds! 
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That was what they’d done. And quite 
smugly at times too! But wasn’t that 
what Cloud was doing with this 
impending dinner? Aerith queried him 
on this point. Well, Cloud supposed 
that, thinking about it again, yeah, he 
was kind of acting like a quantum 
physicist a bit, wasn’t he? Well, Aerith 
was just saying - to the extent that his 
argument was fundamentally 
empirical.  
 
03 (.683) But it was kind of intuitive in 
a sense too, his argument, in Cloud’s 
opinion. He agreed with Aerith to the 
extent that, yes, he was basing his 
disgust partially on empirical evidence, 
but he’d also allege that he felt an 
intuitive disgust with these types of 
social gatherings as well, and then he, 
to her point, to be blunt, did tend to dip 
into the world of empiricism to 
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validate said intuitive disgust. 
Although, technically, they should 
probably be a little cautious to even 
employ the word empiricism here, 
because he didn’t think empiricism 
necessarily needed to be restricted to 
sense-perception necessarily, you 
know? Aerith supposed there, yes, was 
probably an empiricism of the 
intelligible realm as well? Honestly, to 
Cloud - it was certainly possible that 
he maybe wasn’t even in the best mind 
state to even assess it one way or 
another. Aerith took advantage of this 
capitulation to say she’d recently had a 
dream about Cloud - would he mind 
hearing her out? - where he was 
emailing her a question about whether 
a specific action was defined as 
‘insider trading’, while she was 
processing some non-descript ‘orders’ 
for something in a bath tub, which 
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consisted of, for some reason, washing 
large chocolate cookies down the 
drain, watching them as they slowly 
disintegrated under the hot water.  
 
04 (.737) Then, after that, realizing 
that the cookies related to Cloud’s 
question about insider trading, she 
contemplated if she should have 
flushed them all down the drain before 
answering the question? Did she do 
wrong by Cloud by washing these 
cookies preemptively down the drain? 
If Cloud truly wanted the ‘order 
processed,’ so to speak. In a sense 
Aerith felt an affinity for the cookies, 
didn’t she, Cloud inferred. Cloud 
postulated that she felt like they were 
actual beings as she crumbled them 
down the unforgiving drain with the 
scorching hot water? In retrospect, 
Aerith admitted that that may have 
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been the case. Cloud noted that there 
was a certain level of gnosis achieved 
through contemplating your dreams - 
yet was there any to be gleaned from 
participating in double date dinners? 
Aerith admitted she’d been clinging 
onto the fact of the cookies being 
washed down the drain, and she knew 
Cloud had a particular talent when it 
came to interpreting dreams. Well then 
let’s see here, Cloud contemplated, the 
dissolution of a sweet food in an 
apparatus usually used to clean 
yourself? But with a transactional, 
abutting capitalist undertone. And 
Aerith was doing it, perhaps 
unintentionally, for someone else 
(Cloud), without their knowledge, and 
not only without their knowledge but 
while ignoring their inquiry - actually, 
Cloud guessed it was his inquiry 
technically, about whether it was legal, 
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as apparently this was somehow 
potentially ‘insider trading’?  
 
05 (.727) So she was repurposing an 
apparatus for cleansing the body to 
destroy large, life-like pieces of 
unhealthy food for Cloud, without his 
consent, Cloud meanwhile wondering 
if destroying this junk food in a bath 
tub was actually illegal? Of course in 
any dream they also should consider 
whether what was represented was a 
representation of another 
representation, meaning maybe not an 
analogy at all? But if they proceeded 
as if what was represented in Aerith’s 
dream appeared as it was intended to 
appear, then that would be a decent 
start. So, in a sense, Aerith thought, 
that she was cleaning particular 
attributes of Cloud without his 
permission, while Cloud was thinking 
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- perhaps suspecting - that cleansing 
himself in this way may have actually 
been a type of insider trading, it could 
have been a very serious crime. Cloud 
noted that - Aerith, cleaning yourself 
was basically a crime against the state 
these days. No surprise there! 
Although Cloud liked a nice cookie 
every now and then, he didn’t 
necessarily find anything that bad 
about eating a few cookies on 
occasion, but Cloud also found it 
intriguing that Aerith personally 
identified with the cookies as they 
broke apart and tumbled down the 
drain, that she saw a certain goodness, 
a specific being within them, and 
subsequently felt a sadness at the fact 
they had to be washed down the drain 
of this bath tub. Even what’s 
fundamentally bad for you isn’t 
necessarily bad, Aerith noted. But yes, 
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it was sad to see them fall apart in a 
bath tub faucet, huh? “Even the 
running shoes you need to toss into the 
trash are eternal,” Cloud said. 
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