The put

Some time ago, my fathar told me a story that happened to him in Ireland, in Dublin |
think.

He was in a pub to drink a beer with a friend. At one moment, he needed to go to the
toilet. So he went dowr the stairs and found himself in huge toilets. There, about
twelve men or more wers lined up and peeing in a sort of long channel, in front of a

large wall covered with graffiti and others inscriptions.

He went to the end of th» line and, like the other men, started peeing. In front of him,
on the wall, it was writter: look higher. So he looked up. And there it was also written:
look higher. So he looke: up again. And there, this time, it was written: now, I'm afraid,

you should be peeing on /our shoes.

It's popular British humor my father told me. It seems that in Ireland we ofien see this
kind of inscriptions in pubiic toilets.
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