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Does anuyone know what he' s
singing? [t almost sounds like
he' s singing:

And the rain-Tears every green
hour.-lhen you see down, and see

that away..You uve been around the

=
centre of our soon to be innmocent

f'un. ~And be that good when.And
gets it all inter




They leave their house and step through the
back yard around their mother’s lawn
ornaments and vegetable garden, leaping over
an eroding section of the ancient mortarless
stone wall bordering the forest, walking up and
then down the gentle slope of a hill on what
used to be a distinct path but is now
sprouting and thinly covered
in dead reddish brown
pine needles.

The only noises are
indifferent swishes and clicks:
trees, wind, acorns falling to the soft earth.
They stop once to throw their knife at a trail
marker on a tree, the handle ricocheting off the
wood and chipping pieces of bark and yellow
spray paint into
the air.

Later on at a fork they choose to continue
down the path deeper into the woods,
where the thickness of the trees casts dark
shadows on the ground and conceals the
scutterings of creatures moving
between burrows and
rotten logs.

It’s almost summer.
The airis close and
cool, sunlight
falling between
branches onto their
skin like warm
humming breaths.




Reaching the swamp, they navigate its
circumference, delicately examining each footstep,
trying to keep the wetness from reaching the mesh

toes of their shoes, picking up their feet and
watching the footprints
glimmer behind.
They find a boulder with a dry surface
and clamber into a sitting position upon it, only
remembering the bottle of grapefruit juice in their
back pocket when it clinks against the stone.
They slide 1t out onto a sweaty palm and
remove the cap, then, before drinking,
they reach into their other pocket
and take out a small envelope
made earlier that day
from folded printer paper.

They open it, put the pill in their mouth, and raise the
bottle, and take a sip of the juice, and in a huge gulp
swallow 1t, and

recline, staring at the surface of the swamp, and collect

pebhles and twigs betueen your legs to throw at its thick
brackish surface while I disperse first through the walls of
the esophageal tract and then the stomach, absorbed by wet

pulsating walls.

The 4-aminobutyric acid your brain releases smells floury. 1

move up your spine like a ripple.




Hours later, after the soft orange
glow on the leaves has faded,
they bundle their jacket beneath
their head and close their eyes.







I like f'irst and second person it's

=0 much simpler.,
You and I
argue about .




facility what happens is someone
_nllud a receiuver open » package and examines the item and
puts it on a cart. n neone called a :tuHH' scans it into
amazon's inuventory Wi ttle hand-held scamner and puts it on
the {'irst empty space can find on a shelf, it doesn’t matter
wWwhere, the computer P__ S trarP. LWhen someone goes on amazon and
orders the item, a different person called a picker punches in
the number and f'inds it on the shelf and puts it ina little
container called a tote and places it on the conuveger, where it's
brought to the packer, who checks to make sure the order is
correct before boxing it and sealing it shut for shipment.

they drug test gou when you start
1y don't tell gou

E_
2 sensors in the

here but wha t tr

i=s that ther
selrage pipes in the employes
bathrooms that detect drug

metabolites in your piss and via

='l.

a hidden camera or magbe DMA
creening can tell whose piss it
iz, and notif'y corporate
headquarters, wWwho Will quietly
let you go without severance, if
they happen to catch you.

I’'m not working today.
I’'d plarned on being
home longer .




They are lying on the couch
watching television sideways
and holding a red pillow to
their chest and picking at a
tuft of red fabric.

On the television, a Mazda commercial.

A man is driving a Mazda while his wife tends to a crying
baby in the backseat. The man frowns and then his
face softens into a smile. A slogan appears:
"Mazda: Driving Matters.”

Then it seems to repeat the exact same scene of the man’s
softening expression.




all day 'ue felt like [ was

remembering a dream initially

f'orgotien: details blurred to
realism With the accumulation

of interstitial da L=

This morning while emptying
the contents of my stomach

into a grey plastic trashcan
I had the realization that I

def'ine a piece of art by the

degree, variety—of potential
interpretations with regard

to meaning, intention, etc.
ANy art [ create should
dll_ == i tl ]_ =

empathical ly to the uviewer,

abouve all else.




You stash weapons around your hedroom in case some

serial killer or home invader bursts in,

but you can’t bring yourself to place a knife within

reach of the hed.

You have this awful mental image of waking up
and in a sommolent haze

nmistaking Chris for your dream mnurderer.




not that I even make art




sick and heauy creature

115 way into a corpse.

like I'm dully imitating this person ['ue

replaced and my evil intentions are unknown

even to myself .

of' taking owver humanity, subjecting them to my
Will, harvesting human organs for my alien
ce, magbe. it's not funny.

it’'s not to me




tice I have stumbled on the same

exact list online:

UFO Down-Under Alien Abduction Animation
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=SkgrcVWiDBM pt 2
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=xr6s3xIZmpg pt 3
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=HSAPZSSgX0Q pt 4
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=p01-1j3L5Al pt 5
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=WtoLj37tOkE pt 6
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=fwdPfYXejeg pt 7
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=3v3PFDnpfgo pt 8

and received this text

immediately af'terward:

1 accidentally hit “saved tabs” and they closed all the things 1 had

opened

[ think something is

terribly wrong







Most insects can be killed with a "killing jar". A
killing jar can be an empty plastic peanut butter
jar with a cotton swab soaked in nail polish
remover. Ethel Acetate is a chemical I prefer
over nail polish remover since it kills much
more quickly. Ethyl Acetate is harder to find,
but can be purchased at Insects4Sale.com.

In the case of butterflies and moths however, gently squeezing
the thorax of the butterfly between your fingers while it is still
in your butterfly net works well. A problem with squeezing the
thorax 1s that it can damage the specimen and make it difficult
to spread. I prefer to inject the thorax with acetone using a
relaxing syringe. This kills the specimen immediately and
minimizes damage. The butterfly/moth can be transferred to an
envelope where it can be kept until transferring it to storage.

Your relaxing fluid will come in a 20z amber bottle with an eye
dropper lid.

Place the insect specimen on its back.

Liberally apply the appendage relaxing fluid to the appendages
and anntennae.

Wait 5 to 10 minutes.

Ensure the appendages have relaxed by carefully moving the
appendages back and forth.

Position and or pin your specimen

Proper pin positioning is very important. Insects are not all the
same. Where a pin is inserted into the insect body may affect or
damage a leg on the other side of the insect's body Use the
illustration to the below as a guide for where to insert pins in the
various types of insects.




[ had the dream again
last night.




the dream feels like a level in a
video game. there are no instructions.

I'm in a large department store wWith my friend and we're looking
for a shirt for him to wear on a date that night. I'm sad because
I'm recently single. my friend suddenly saus “hide” so I skip
behind one of the shelues and some guy walks down the hal luay
and I'm like “who’s that” and my friend is like “uou don't
remember?” and then he says “that’s your ex” and i look at the
guu wWalking away and i don’t recognize him at all. he's this
blonde guy that ['ue never seen before euven in real life. so we
resume shopping and then all of a sudden I have this {'lashback
thing where it’s me with the blonde gquy at a train station and

the train we have to get on is the last one headed back

to civilization and we are somewhere in the middle of a
field. so I'm standing up by the yellow line anxious

because it’s about to arrive and he'’s sitting far away

like he doesn’t understand how close the train is. and he

takes something out of his backpack and stands next Lo me
arnd I ask him “do you have all your stuff? where’'s your
bag?”’ and he points to the bench that’s now like a half
mile away and the train is coming. i run to get the bag
and the train comes at the same time. and when i reach
the bag it’s just this empty black backpack and i turn

around and the guy has his stuff’ in his arms already and
hes getting on the train. he doesn’'t look at me and he

gets on and it leaves me there in the field.




There was a plan once
but they lost it along
the way.




and then i’'m back in the department store and i’m
not paging attention where i'm going and i
bump into the back of some dark-haired guy and i

apologize and it’'s chris.

then everything
goes black and this
second dream starts




In a dim room in Mimnesota they sit
in a smooth wooden chair gazing at
the irreqularly echinate surfaces
of the walls and ceiling. They have

heen in the room for a half hour

and they can hear the fluid moving

in their head and the breath
swirling in their lungs and the
slight whirr of electric operations
taking place throughout their hody.
They stretch and their elbow cracks

grotesquely. They grimace.

hey—

do you hear something®




Schoenabhatic in the noise.
In the silence. In the agony and in
what one would call comfort,

from a distance.

It's different on the inside.

The tightrope walking.




00:13:29:09




1 remember this event when 1 almost lost my life saving
mum and sis. the structure of the house had collapsed. the
debris came to me, the column including the trusses. 1
carried the whole thing idk how but i just did trying to
save my family..mum and sis was behind me. i told them
to hide under the bed but refused and helped me out and
pushes it away from us. we hid under the bed made up of
wood, we get stuck about 2 hours.. 1 can't see anything,
no more house left in the neighborhood. we can't get out
the debris were on top of bed. it was freezing..1 thought
that was the end of our lives. til 1 heard someone's voice,
it was my cousin. he came to look for us. we were
shouting. we were calling his name but the wind was
loud. 1 told my sis to show up her hand so he could see
us.. but then 1 hear no more voice. 1 thought he's gone til
see light.. the mates came to help. we were saved by
them. God is great. we were praying the whole time to
get rescue.. He just did.. :')
now its almost 2 years remembering all these thing. sad
but feel blessed.. yeah
everything has changed here :)




I'm scared of losing control,

Wwebsite said that’s what it was

for. Helping you fesl

more in control .




Lately ['ue been constantly terrified
of killing Chris someho.
Accidentally, like sleepualking. |
imagine uncurling my hands f'rom
around his throat and watching his
lilac eyelids refluse 1o {'lutter

open.

llhernever 1We're not together [ have to fight
to torget what he looks and sounds like
Jjust to keep sane. He asks why I don't
look at his photos
that's why.




I'm arxious a lot lately about sexuality and it's funny
because philosophical ly ['ve always felt that def'initions

la
aren’t important and what matters is what you do and how you
treat other people but now I'm all fucked because I can't

stop thinking maybe I'm not real ly gender—nonconforming .

My reasoning has always been that [ feel remouved f'rom
rectypical mascul ine behavior but |:|:u_11r1n t that just be

an eff'ect of all the false
 guery day” The =tH1'|=-|-|+ :IF'
do [ really object to The nrrhutupe of' man”

I[= it Eimplu an issue of dHh+lian+1HF3

That :

My rejection of the standards of the male gender
make my rejection of gender itself redundant.
This doesn’'t feel right.




Then again, not going anywhere in particular

while sustaining motion is

a possibility monks consider for a lifetime.




I'm thinking this and
serendipitously drinking a
bottle of Fuze tea with a
phone number on the side
18002052655 and the message

“lwant to chat?”

and [ think about calling I
actually dial the number




I don't though, I don’t feel like talking
Fal

to angone. [ don't like t
on the phone

king out loud







In the second dream you are driving to a mansion on a hill.
You are going to see your cousin hecause your aunt told you your cousin is sad
and you have to try to make her feel hetter.
You do wot remember what happens at the mansion
but you remember feeling impatient with your cousin

and you leave and as you wind hack down the hill it begins to snow.

At the bottom of the hill there is a complex intersection
and you stop your car and the engine dies.
The snow is thick in the air and the trees
tressilate with some dark current.
You see people getting out of their cars to shovel.

You notice that they are shoveling frantically.

You step out of your car and hear something
and

everyone turns around.

There is a typhonic greyish wave approaching

it comes on and everything is covered
you are trying to swim and camot
you hear screamns and gasps for air
it is so strange and awful and cold
and when you eventually die

the final dream starts.







AWake again by your sleeping body
[ hear

teps downstairs®

or is it jus
your heartbes







llork was strange I f'elt absent.

Like when you're in the car too long
and your consciousness expands to £il]l the container

and your body becomes the car
and your brain becomes your body,

People are worried about Amazon’s drone program but
they shouldr’t be. the drones are too visible to be a

real threat. the behind the scenes is what you should
be worried about. that’s what i think anuway




my dream last night chris was walking on my back
and snapped my spine in tkwo and fell off
onto the ground and broke his own neck and

the two of us lived happily ever af'ter in wheelchairs

at each other’'s sides. haha. no not really.







[ T
comput

2] betraged when my
me asking it to first
[ was told to hit a pillow
instead but that just makes
my wWrists ache
last sunday night at the comm
. pub it was karaoke night
and adam and tim were singing
slade I was in the corner
booth near the soundboard
talking with the mc when he
left to use the bathroom i
tried to coax his dog out
f'rom underneath the
soundboard table with a piece
of beef jerky the dog wouldn't
look at me and f'linched w1hen
i put out my hand and when
the mc's girlfriend came to
the table the dog cowered i
Wwould like to kill them




On lunch breaks you play dollar poker with
Poli, an old Greek man.
He calls you ”juninr."
He tells you stories about growing up
in Greece; how he paid for marijuana

by showing American GI's where the brothels uere.

During the UWorld Cup you het on Japan.

Poli was angry guu'd het against your oun country.

He called you a
HecA QL KeG .

Malakas.




if' it were revealed
to me by my friends

and family that all
my memories were

fake, hypnotically

or surgical ly
implanted, i don't
think it would seem

like a totally

unexpected

revelation




chris is on the phone with his brother or
cousin talking about the groceries he bought
earlier today. i walk behind him as he sits
on the couch and his cousin speaks a
sentence in a guttural demonic tongue

and chris just says “ueah, definitely”
like to pretend his cousin had said
something normal, like i hadn’'t hear it

When i bring it up later he acts like i'm
making some crazy joke. he won't take me
seriously, 1 can’t stand when he acts like
i’‘m joking when i‘'m not like he thinks i'm
too dumb to know what i'm saying is a
fucking joke

he wants me to be dumb and buffoonish
and unattractive in some wagys I think,
[ think it makes him f'eel like
What we have is more real




[ f'eel sorry for all my late loved ones who died
While I was numb with depression, they will
probably alwagys be hazy apparitions in my memory

it feels melodramatic no matter how I wWord it but

our shared laughter and louve is lost forever in
some overcast hole in my dumb broken brain and 1
can’t ever properly mourn them I don’t think so

anLlaL)







I'd do anuthing

to get the chance
to go back




every day [ f

euverything continues as normal but

i’'m not there to experience any of

very day it gets worse and when

i have nightmares which is almost

every fucking night they

much like real lif'e. maybe euven

more. and the really fucked up thing

think i don’t really care?

i must not care very much at all

otherwise wouldn't 1 do something




Crosslegged on a clean striped sheet

. V4
in the hasement of someone s house.

You were to sleep in the hasement.
You had an auwful fever.
He had brought a cloth and a cold glass of water
and four wnyquil.
He watched you take yours and then took his
and you laid against him and slept
while he drew figure eights on the
hot, glossy skin of your shoulder.

This is your strongest memory of hin.







I prefer “ latency. "




[ have this sense that what I am experiencing

Will increasingly become unbearable
until it ends, or [ do.




V4 .
You re not sure which of these outcomes

would he more desirable.







Is something wrong?



My ear is ringing.







my movements are insectlike i cant help it 1 can only watch myself
Jitteringly cut the sof't clammy skin of the enchilada id heard

myself order. the silvery glint parting the membranous tortilla
and the dribble of vegetable f'lecks, multicolored viscera
onto the heated off'-white ceramic plate.







i leave to use the bathroom and, once the door is locked,
press my forehead against the coolness of the mirror,
Wwatching my ref'lected self’ through lidded eges
drooling into the sink
i rub my knuckles against the wall,

the detritus, red brown smears and bits of grated skin lef't behind
in the craggy pockmarks of the fake bricks.
in the reddish lighting of the bathroom the granules of plaster
appear impossibly high-def inition.

Even I knou what love is.




then like a wave it happens again and again

i can feel my organs palpitating but i don’t
move in the mirror i look fine in the mirror

g motion—

Love is slapping bugs off each others’ necks ' seconds

LIS MULTL SomLD oii w1 oo aader my
hand abouve the wet eye of the apparatus
splashing cold water onto egyelids that fesl
skollen and inf' lamed and blackened when i
look up at myself i cannot hold the
level gaze of my reflection




If you focus on your hreathing

gnu'll notice eventually that

nothing is different when guu're

like this.

In a few seconds you will look up
and see yourself
and you will he filled with faith
in yourself for staying calm

during this difficult moment.




Listen to the rain pattering
on the corrugated metal roof

outside.

There are faint clatterings and

voices in the distance but you

will learn to tune these out.

onell the wet countertop

and the sting of citrus

in the soap foanm.




They leave the bathroom
and open the heavy door at

the end of the hall and blink
in the blast of cold wet air

The gentle pulse of the hlood

noving through

your veins and
the brumal drizzle

weighing doun

your hair.



They step down the dark
slick staircase to the lot
and move methodically

past the cars off the
pavement into the
manicured front lawn
of a small office building
and further, past the tall
sparse trees lining the

property

Breathe in the freezing

nighttime and feel the bheating

of your shoes against the grey

graph of the parking lot




The creaking of the branches, and of

the shutter joints, and the

mechanical cries of crows, squirrels,

fisher cats, and the suell of the

leaves in the wind outside







In May they walk around the garden in front
of the house and point to the holes in the
ground. Their father lights smoke bombs and
drops one into each hole and covers
each hole with a brick.

In July the front lawn is vibrant unsullied green
and reeks with the stench of rotting bodies
of chipmunks beneath the ground.







The final dream is short.






















