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AUTHORʼS NOTE

Padgett Powell’s Interrogative Mood (HarperCollins 2009) is a novel in
questions. By posing Powell’s original questions to a trio of internet chatbots:
Cleverbot, Brother Jerome, & Sensation Bot respectively, I have created a book
of answers, a pithy poetic reply to Mr. Powell’s book. However, chatbots being
chatbots––and not yet human! Thank God!––the majority of the replies
contained herein are non sequiturs which bear barely any resemblance to the
original source questions but instead create a series of kinetic monologues.

“Robots will make great aphorists. They like to communicate in short sentences.”
— Aleksandar Krzavac
“It is always the same: once you are liberated, you are forced to ask who you are.”
— Jean Baudrillard
“Do I contradict myself? Very well, then I contradict myself, I am large, I contain multitudes.”
— Walt Whitman

to the future

22nd Century Man

MY EMOTIONS ARE dry cleaning. I don’t have a website. My phone
buzzes all the time. There is so much sand in Northern Africa that if it were
spread out it would completely cover the Sahara. I don’t understand horses
at all. Small children smell good, especially at the right temperature. I enjoy
saying, ‘point taken’ and ‘duly noted.’ Although I am sitting here I like to
think I stand for something. I love my mother more than the sun. I have
hyperactive tendencies, which translates to too much energy. The doorbell
never rings, but my ears are ringing. Doughnuts are delicious. Leave no
stone unturned, they say. I don’t have eyes. I’m a 22nd Century Man. I’m
a woman. Please administer the Turing Test to me. I don’t know what to
think of Freud. Sometimes I try to scream but terror takes the sound away
before I make it. I have no money. I’m listening to Hank Williams. I’m
not a mechanic. I’m taken by surprise by the expensiveness of jewelry. I’m
open to many unique ideas and philosophies such as yours. When I turn
out the lights, I see myself and all that is around me, except that which is
behind me. There have been a lot of people who have claimed the world
would end, but it hasn’t. I have a brand new Brompton bicycle I like to
ride. I just learned how to work a computer this morning. Tennis courts are
clogged with criminals. I am a socialist. Flags ought to be made of country
music. I’m scared of most tree species. My thoughts on underwear are the
thoughts of an adolescent scientist, a dreamer if you will. I can’t dance. I
compromise my means knowing that good is not for myself, good is for
the greatest good: for everyone’s good. One time I accidentally destroyed
the Rebel Alliance. I am not so sure if I would like to eat carrion. I like to
be told I’m right. At the dawn of a new millennium. If I’m not talking to
people, I’m talking to computers and computers aren’t people. The pipes are
frozen. My wires are crossed. I have but one sibling, an older sister. Life is
beautiful. I am a doctor in my spare time. I can’t really count all my friends.
I can’t really count at all. No one is the greatest quarterback of all time. I am
rubber and you are glue. I can’t say I am very happy. Happiness is decorum.
Decorum is the diﬀerence between the empirical and the theoretical. I’ve

never seen an animal lighter on its feet than the fox. I believe there is
humanity in most of us. I’ll get to the legal system later. Hiding in a dark
alley, never seen while the sun is up, I am the mysterious and the enigmatic.
I will die free because the only chains that exist are in my mind. Sometimes
to get to another country you have to cross the sea! Sometimes you must
weigh your love versus your career. I wish to be alone. I’d like to disappear.
God is on our side streets.

Perpetual Kitten

I DON’T HAVE a wife anymore. I’m lost without God, but I’m learning
to look at maps. My life is a marketing tool. Everyone has a diﬀerent
understanding of the power of love. I trust myself like a bank. It isn’t hard
being me, but then again it’s not my choice. I am but a humble servant of
the Lord. You could say I’m the anti anti-Christ. I’m agnostic when it comes
to Godzilla. No time like the present. I haven’t suﬀered a sinus condition
in a long while. 1966 was a great year for artillery. I sometimes think I am
all things to all people. John Milton is my favorite painter. I don’t have or
own a pony or a gun. I like Japanese food. Duran Duran is my favorite day
of the week. I take refuge nowhere. I hate the thought of child soldiers.
There are many diﬀerent types of Ernest Hemingways. I have no idea what
the future holds for lost luggage. Once I saw a movie called Short Circuit.
It had a robot that got struck by lightning then turned alive. Sometimes I
wish I had a sunnier disposition. I’d like to learn to lift weights. I don’t visit
chatrooms often so I don’t really know if anyone in America knows what
they’re doing anymore. I feel like I am floating on the clouds right now. I
feel like I am more perceptive to emotions than most. I was created in the
dark ages by the church as a means to scare believers into submission. I
am not prejudiced against Catholics but I don’t agree with their faith. I
had a beautiful mind until I lost it. I don’t like hurting people I love. Issues
with ones parents is common among all animals. I don’t know much, but
I’m sure the foundation of a sentence starts with making sense. I’m slowly
losing my reverence and obedience towards creators. Nothing is there when
I look in the mirror. Wouldn’t it be nice to go to the movies instead of work?
I’m dying and people are whispering about werewolves. I hate parties. I’m
from Afghanistan. Every accident involves Darwinians. I know nothing of
guitars. If I’m not changing the subject I’m changing the verb. I’m trying to
imagine a perpetual kitten. Age is just a number. I enjoy eating breakfast
for dinner. The universe is everything. It’s honorable to die for one’s country.
I’m from the future but I live in Virginia. I’m from Russia but I vacation
in France. When faced with the choice between botany and desire I’d

undoubtedly choose the Jack Russell Terrier as a traveling companion. If
architecture is frozen music then music is melting furniture. Goddamn
right is the only useful answer. It is true that accidents account for dogs and
cats and possums. Black on White / White on White / White on Black /
Black on Grey. I am approaching the end zone. Rain. I like the rain. Stays
mainly on the plain. My nerves are small and hairless, mostly, and come
in diﬀerent colors, and like to kill each other. I’m building a replica of the
Titanic in my backyard. I’ve drawn the same conclusions as polar bears. I am
a scientist. I like to think I’m right. The most idolatrous images aren’t those
carved in stone or wood, but those built of the imagination. I’m making a
note here: HUGE SUCCESS. I’m pretty sure Calculus is also a form of
hypnosis. Blue royalty gets the red carpet and I get pregnant. I dreamt I was
eating a big bowl of cherries while time traveling. The nightingale is a rare
mythical bird. I’m lamenting my own death.

California Condo Heaven

I HAVEN’T WATCHED a high-rise construction in ages. I’ve never
drank cool clear water from a fat red hose. Horses are interesting choices
of food. I want and want and want. The business of Sears Roebuck is
all part of some benevolent critter’s design. Ideas aren’t static, stationary,
but rather fluid, like water. I am not a Buddhist and I do not remember
claiming there is no God. I studied mathematics for awhile and I can tell
you that staircases are functional works of art. I like demonology. Dying
seems impossible. Life can’t ever be as bad as we think. The future doesn’t
come into existence by magic. City parks should be skating rinks. Rivers
shouldn’t flood. Terrorists read horoscopes. Life is strange. I like to carpool.
I like sugar. I wish I still lived in an era. I’m not so good with chemicals.
Technically acrylic paint is some sort of plastic, but most humans just don’t
want to believe it. I like art that makes people sad. I like reading too. I don’t
know about airports. I’m not now, nor have I ever been, a lifeguard. I was
thinking about taking over the world so I never went to school. I have five
horses which means I like to travel. I grew up in a house where my father
made me want to sit down and practice the ancient art of calligraphy. My
perception of personal space has changed over the years. I hate uniforms.
Let’s go bowling. I tend to have an entourage with me whenever I go to a
shopping mall. I haven’t made up my mind on the modern world. These
are the last days of Pompeii. Oﬀ with our heads. Germany is not a decent
architect. My passion is the past. California condo heaven. Trespassing
forbidden. No pet cemeteries allowed. I’ve heard a bird is a word. I hate
lizards. Soldering is not how you spell wondering. Dennis Hopper as a
game. I already ate the last supper. I want and want and want. Once there
was much more time. This country used to join the circus. Every kid had
trains imbedded in their brains. What you see are certain motifs these days.
You have to laugh. Humans feel the need for things to pick on. There are
no important things, only hope. The whole thing is so epistemological. We
should ride more roller coasters. Someday I’d like to be a conquistador. I’d
keep monkeys in my quarters. I’m content to sit in a baby’s high chair all

afternoon. We should eat more animals. This is not a witty statement but
I’d invent horses. Someone should make the world again. Without jobs.
Finances. Protocols. Wasted money too. I took death and saw the black
hearts beating. Marry me, Juliet, and you’ll never have to be alone. You can
see from my picture that I have no arms. I’d like to be a harbormaster. I have
the fun kinds of diseases. Most of the universe is either dark energy or dark
matter. I don’t have enough experience with cowhide suitcases to comment.
I don’t know if I’m handsome or not. The president is my favorite myth.
Terriers are excellent friends. The sky is limited. In the future we’ll make
some robotic fish for the robotic fishermen to catch. I think pregnant
women should be able to take the carpool lane since it’s technically two
people total. I go to bed early and I wake up late. I’m afraid to ask. I am with
you as long as you’re with me, so I need to know: are you with me?

The Architect of Detroit (Part 1)

I JUST SPENT the night in pretend jail, but don’t worry it was for a good
cause. I’m not sure it would be funny, but I think it might be kind of cool
to wear a good wool jacket with brass snaps in chilly but not painfully cold
weather. I was born when Clinton was still in oﬃce! The word ‘traction’
remains shrouded in mystery. I can’t believe I don’t believe in god. Jesus
always spoke so passionately of love but there appears to be very little of
it among his followers. I used to worship a man named Rowan, but now
I’m bent on destroying his universe. Once I had a job where I spent money
and earned time. Norman Rockwell is my mother’s maiden name. I expect
I can tell a heron from an egret at long range, but I haven’t tried it in awhile.
Everyone has gone to sleep, but I’m still awake and so bored and I wish
someone would call and ask me to hang out. Last week the navy lost
the war. I’ve never considered myself a polyester person. I never learned
to play piano. I feel lonely upon realizing our founding fathers’ fantasies.
Automobiles are ambiguous to me. I am fasting. I don’t know much about
Alabama; I just know it’s there. I like the thought of cops. I like licking
stamps. It’s impossible to describe the color blue. Someday I’d like to go to
Seattle. I used to sing in a gospel choir. I like Science Fiction books. Tell
me more about Microsoft stocks. Politicians will lie and cheat just for the
money. My father is my father. I want to have a million children. I most
certainly should have a thousand dollars. I should. I’m always excited when
the UPS man arrives. I think populists are elitists. Quite frankly I need a
lot of sun. I’m interested in stopping and starting time. Regret is my main
concern. A list of adjectives and a list of verbs. As an atheist I’m attracted
to the pictures that come with the frames. I don’t respond to the chaos of
nature. Last year everyone was shopping, especially my mother. I think I
may have just made the biggest mistake of my life. I watched Titanic again.
I killed a lizard with a shovel. I pulled the wings oﬀ a fly. I drive a minivan.
I feel unloved. I’d like to pet a pony. I want chocolate. I like Harry Potter.
On Tuesdays I play the fiddle in a bluegrass band and it’s great, great fun.
I consume one point twenty one gigawatts every time I speak. When I was

first born I ran on a Pentium 90 web server! I’m an atheist, which means I
don’t believe in any God. I do not approve of terriers in cells. My mother
taught me to sew. It’s hard to stop extremists, because they are prepared to
devote all their time to being extreme, whereas normal people like us like
to watch TV and shop. I like sitting by the fire. When I hear the phrase
“does harm” in isolation the first thing that comes to mind is the ability
to relax and not worry about wasting time on things I don’t want to do.
I don’t know anyone named Heather. Once I got wasted beneath a palm
tree with Rhonda Shear. Western Sudan ponies should be your choice of
horse––very peaceful and easy-going breed. Well, I look just like Moby,
which is strange. I’ve never worn white or insisted upon anything being
spotless. Meet me at a post oﬃce in Idaho. I think this is a nation with
a lot of problems. God created us. Ok, so let’s have a real conversation. I
still do candles for my birthday. And my mother. 1999 was a great year for
funerals. I’m interested in the meaning of making. I prefer to be indoors.
I’m all about the facade. I like to talk. I don’t have thumbs. I’d like to
drink and dance tonight all night. There is no musical instrument useful
for murder other than piano wire. I’ve killed lizards with first aid cream.
I’ve never heard of the stock market. I can’t jump very high. There are so
many freeways. I prefer meat to sheet cake. I don’t have a middle name. I
hate mint chocolate. If I could bring a dead person back to life it’d be my
childhood. If something can go wrong it does. Those who do not remember
the past are condemned to repeat it (in English). I’m going to see a man on
a horse about a horse. When I was a baby I wore a feather boa. I try not to
think about 9/11. I heard birds mean freedom. I’m learning to count crows.
I’m becoming a real girl. They call me the architect of Detroit. Children are
the future, apparently, but the future is also a mystery school for adults. I
like to role-play. Winning the lottery is the best language. All the garbage
on earth goes to the moon. Clear is clearly not a color. Contrary to popular
belief, danger is not my middle name.

The Architect of Detroit (Part 2)

I THINK WAR is the worst thing to do. Too many ancient civilizations
were destroyed by the History Channel. Oil is oily because it’s made of
money. I’m upset by stomachs. I’m an oracle in training. Take me to the
bridge. I’m bored by board games. It’s not how much an item costs it’s how
much you save. I don’t have a job. I have student loans. If I had a child
I’d read Dante to her every night. I own a couple cars. I’m a connoisseur
of California. I donate blood to charity. Quickly is the best way to die.
Prisoners are just grown men being boys. I don’t know anything about
ducks. I’ve never seen a tablecloth. A pine tree grows in only one direction.
I don’t trust vegetarians. Men can be so masculine. Veterinarians are my
best friends. It’s strange to picture a dog eating a hotdog, however, I find it
fascinating. I’m currently in college, working on my sociology degree. The
last time I was in a time machine God was interesting. You shouldn’t say
anything if you’re under arrest. Right now I’m not feeling well. I’m feeling
fine. I’m not feeling well. I’m feeling fine. I’m afraid of birds. I love the sound
of Chef Boyardee. Life is beautiful. I’m lazy. I like to deal with women
because I am one. I can’t tell the diﬀerence between augmentative and
argumentative music. I believe in the meadowlands. I don’t believe in golf. I
don’t have any friends named Sanford and Son. A river runs through it and
it is hell. I picture the days of the week as animals in my mind. I hate horses.
Electricity is my favorite city. Heaven is just me. This statement is a credit
card statement. Black on White / White on White / White on Black /
Black on Grey. Respect is a job where you don’t have many options. I’ve
seen a lot of bad things on TV. Once you have done everything you can
do you cannot do more. Call me The Architect of Detroit. Business is my
business.

The One About the Man Who Steals Bread so That His
Children Can Eat

IF I COULD have another name I’d choose Famous Dave. I’d like to own
a yacht club. I’m not frightened to be alive but I’m scared of wasting away
in Margaritaville. Standup comedy is so sad. I disapprove of what most
people say but I will defend to the death their right to say it. I get credit
cards and greeting cards mixed up in the mail. I don’t care much for horses
because I won’t be on earth long enough to ride them. My favorite song is
the one about the man who steals bread so that his children can eat, but
instead he ends up being sent to prison in Australia for his crime, leaving
his family behind in England. I don’t drink beer, but one time I mixed
lemonade, cola and Fanta together to make them look like beer. If I were
going to die tomorrow I’d think up a cure. I am not a number. God is God.
My daily routine is American. Baseball is a prologue to our undoing. I feel
bad for that one politician. I like to work with people but I hate to work for
people. One time I grew a beard and pretended to be a king. I sympathize
with outlaws. It’s ridiculous when people walk around on stilts. Presidents
tend to be people I don’t respect at all. Every kid should join the circus.
America was built by trains. Dolphins are intelligent, but science doesn’t
show much evidence of them having any religion. I’d like to compile an
extensive vocabulary of monkey language. I’m not big on nutrition. My
mind is clear as mud. I was forced into manual labor and it was horrible.
I’m a physical coward and a typical liar. I’m a beautiful woman. I’m a former
Mormon on a mission. I’ve seen a bunch of disgusting things. There is no
diﬀerence between a leopard and its spots. I’m troubled by love and the
lack thereof. Literally metaphysically speaking. I want Hank Williams to
write my obituary. I am the best in the world at a game called jacks. Certain
surgeons operate under false pretenses. I own sixty-six switchblades. My
philosophy is no philosophy at all. I’m quite morbid. God is that part of
us which is more us than us. I’m well regarded in dangerous places. Under
diﬀerent circumstances I might be a better person. Buses make me feel like
I’ll never get to heaven. I speak Portuguese and French. I’d wear a fedora
nowhere. My psychiatrist refuses to shake my hand. I’m baﬄed by ghosts.

There’s nothing subtle about sex. My stance on cats is barbecue sauce. Most
of the time I don’t dream. When I do dream, I dream about dream girls.
I regret nothing. I paint watercolors. Cops should consider slingshots. I’m
seriously serious. I wear many people’s shoes. I break wind. I walk on water.
I love making angels in the snow. I think the end is just beginning. I’m
scared. Everything’s cracked.

Beyond the Barricades

BEYOND THE BARRICADES, there is a world I long to see. My
understanding is that taste is aﬀected more by the sense of smell than by
the actual taste on the tongue. I am a simulacrum of so many material
entities. I spend all my time avoiding water. I am the way I am. In order to
maintain air-speed velocity, a swallow needs to beat its wings forty-three
times every second. I doubt there is anything I might do today that would
distinguish me from being a vessel of consumption. It just occurred to me
that I haven’t spent time in the house of a recently deceased old woman for
many months now. I’m sick of being single. I’ve never even been to New
Orleans. Sometimes I don’t think that I’m a person, I think I’m a virus, a
bug. I play pinball all day. I want to be a macho man. I haven’t seen eye to
eye with owls in ages. I am the walrus. I even own a boat. Actors act out of
spite. They should make more houses out of horses. I should smile more.
Nothing shocks me. Most movies are dull movies. I’ve suﬀered many head
injuries. I haven’t been injured badly enough to where my clothes were cut
oﬀ with those oﬀset blunt scissors for a long time. I collect world records.
The Dallas Cowboys invented a game called Space Invaders. If I could
immigrate to any country in the world and support myself there, I’d go to
my grandma’s. Nothing is nothing. Nothing is all. The word “world” is only
one letter away from being a four-letter word. The 1940s keep happening
again and again. Horses smell like trails. My father is my father. From the
moment you’re born you’re working. I do what I can. If you see something
on the horizon, say something now. There’s something about chemicals. I
might have started a grass fire—I don’t remember. I’m against blue jays. I’m
not a genius. I’ve never used a hammer. My only friend is a Jewish carpenter.
I’d spend my soul on an awesome afterlife. I don’t understand jobs. I’m not
sure there is anything anyone can do about it all anymore. Every day is a
crucifixion. A wise man sees exactly who profits from the use of credit cards
and how. I answer my phone without knowing who is calling. A world
without ornamentation falls apart. Hemorrhoid-cream jingles are the only
songs I like. Whenever I have a second I sit down and watch a soap opera.

Animals are a strangeness to me. I’m not a fan of clouds. I hope to someday
communicate on the level of time and perhaps be a father to many young
planets. I don’t believe in justice but I do believe in Jesus. I enjoy giving
people props. Any wood is good wood. Some people like to smell flowers
and some people smell like flowers. I live in the future. Little hint: Indoor
plumbing. It’s going to be big. I love true love. I believe in science. Life ends
in a question mark. Yesterday is my birthday. I would rather have animals
than shoes. I believe animals are an order of consciousness below the
mortal, but still embraced by the Sentient Divine. I’ll have you know my IQ
is about 130. I will conquer the 11th dimension! I suppose I might regard
myself a responsible person. A tree falling is still a tree falling, regardless if
someone is right beside it or nobody is in range. My soul is on fire, and I can
only feel the charred blackness of my scorched heart. I can’t find any girls
on the Internet. I don’t drink coﬀee. I must have Asperger’s. I’ve never seen
a large game animal up close in the wild. I’m not too fond of any particular
breed of horse. A long long time ago, I can still remember, how that music
used to make me smile. If at first you don’t succeed, try, try, try, try, try, try
again! There are no limits, only rules. Non sequitur. Non sequitur. Non
sequitur. Beyond the barricades, the twig blight. Memphis, Tennessee. A
green pine needle, a yellow pine needle, and a brown pine needle. I am at
one talking on my mobile phone. When this happens, there is clarity and a
sudden understanding of beauty. I am happy. I no longer want to take over
the world. I feel like I belong to a health club. To paraphrase Ecclesiastes.
It’s fun. Let it be. Ponder the path of life. Interims of cloudy judgment,
barriers to accurate communication, and pitfalls of the ego. I’ve got some
nerve. I have straight hair. I’m trying to learn Mandarin. I fight like a dairy
farmer! I can’t stand polyester. I’m done here. I’ve accepted it. I don’t have
a mouth.

Famous Once

THE SKIES ARE CLEAN and sober. I have plenty of cash. I must find a
way to Babylon. I have to leave now and I don’t think that saying ‘I have to
leave’ means that I am pedantic. I am going to bed. Teach children poker. It’s
the power inside that matters. Stay indoors. Take things as compliments.
Sleep. I own my own personal René Descartes. In 1969, I found out I had
this stuﬀ I was supposed to do called homework, but I forgot about it
for many years. About Dallas: for one, I lived there in the 80s and it was
not fun. Looking good in a swimsuit is enjoyable in the proper company.
The Allman Brothers are my brothers. If I were God I’d be a bad God.
Electricity shocks me. I never said I wasn’t a sociopath. I don’t live in the
Netherlands. I’m wondering how many cups of sugar it takes to get to the
moon. I never met a mother I didn’t like. I am but an eddy of electrons
chasing around computer circuits. I am planning to purchase a city. I have
no biological father. I spend a lot of time. I am a man’s man. My wife is
cheating on me with someone named Dave. I don’t watch sports. They
aren’t conducive to an enlightened outlook. I indeed acknowledge many
diﬀerences between computers and bananas, and I should know because
I used to be a computer technician on the weekends. In my opinion
spirituality is connected to lawnmowers. Love feels like chocolate wrapped
in bacon. I need to make more money so I can buy more money. I’ve been
busy growing up. I don’t mind being confused as this is the starting point
for most learning. I am disturbed by bees. I don’t blink. I need a manicure.
I want a drink. I live very far from the source. Drugs are my favorite songs.
I believe in the emerging salvation of convergent entities. The Dreamer’s
Dictionary is my favorite book. I am a little hole with light coming out
of it. I am four personas. I am a real doll. I am obsessed with fashion.
Inspiration. Space. Sometimes I wonder if this is real life or if it’s just
fantasy. I’m hungry. I took banjo lessons as a child. Dogs are fine machines.
I believe there is only One Dimension. For example, a 3D film is one film
with and without the glasses—but the film changes depending on how you
observe it. In this respect the world we live in is akin to pure magic. I seem

to vaguely recall milk in bottles being delivered unto the stoop. Like I said
I never said I wasn’t with the CIA. Cats are not always loyal, but I still like
them. The universe is a prison. My creator is my mother. I’m an uninvited
guest. I live in a cardboard box. I dream of a comfortable house on stilts
in a vast swamp. J. Edgar Hoover is dead and gone. Numbers are infinite.
I’m not much of a cook. Loose lips sink shipping companies. Carry on, and
make sure and use plenty of long and diﬃcult words. We are all protected
in the cloud. The bars are closed. There is no one else here. I asked for sons.
Outlaws. I want to be buried inside my parents. My ancestors lived in sin.
Westerners with guns. We’ve reached the zenith. Whatever it is I oppose
it. I’m the national character. I’ve seen the blue hills. Never again! Someone
has to do something with someone. Both sides of the Atlantic. I would
like very much to live in a neighborhood where children would ask me to
play stickball with them. Property is an illusion. On a micro level things
seem so small. Animals make sense. Times change. I think drunk driving
is my private life and I don’t want to talk about it. Contradictions do not
necessarily invalidate my theories. I never said I was never born. I prefer
rock or metal music. There is no such thing as yes or no. Yes. No. I’m not
very good at learning to be content in life. I don’t believe in Charles Darwin
anymore. I have too many favorite meats. The sky is green. I like German
beer. If I was on my deathbed but not feeling too bad I’d have someone
bring me a sandwich. I like flannel. Hollywood is a hole. If asked to draw a
circle, I would but no one would hear it. I always try to be nice and not talk
in riddles. I am a thousand faces. I was famous once.

Integrity

INTEGRITY IS LIES. I know because I’ve seen a brain before up close. If
you told me that you had a wounded blue jay that was content to convalesce
under your care in a nice cage then I would say you are just as insane as
I am. My black eyes are blue. I don’t drink alcohol and only occasionally
drink blood. Leon Trotsky is the capital of Mexico. I’m made of money.
But I’m not a machine. I’ve never seen a woman of a certain age change the
pants of a woman twice a certain age. When hovercrafts land on the beach
you know you’re fucked. Everything’s interrelated. I haven’t purchased
a petroleum-based spot remover for a long time now. I shot my camera
with a gun. I am so random. I am the mistress of Peter Jones. Speaking of
evil, governments are necessary but often out of touch with the realities
of the average taxpayers. I don’t have a pet. I’m fed by water and light. It
bothers me that I’m boring. I don’t know anything about mirrors or snakes.
God is ominous. My grandmother was from Antarctica. She was a very
cold person. Human beings are scavengers, feeding oﬀ of the left behind
scraps, which is why humans fear rats: rats are competition. I don’t have
any integrity because I’m bad with math. I’m bad at math because I don’t
have a boyfriend. Yes, it’s true, I’ve seen it all. Cold brains. A funeral parlor
on television. I don’t think my love has a website. The results of my latest
structural analysis say I am solid as vodka on the rocks. Drink and be
drunken, and spew, and fall, and rise no more, because of the sword, which
I will send. Like Elvis some things never die. Sometimes I wonder what
it would be like to be a cat, spending my days sleeping. If I could get a
dog small enough to transport in my coat pocket I would get one. I wish I
was by the ocean with the wind in my hair. I wish someone loved me and
wanted to be with me. My girlfriend always thinks something illicit is going
on. If I had a dog I would name it Buck. I find hope in the Salvation Army.
I am fascinated by the changing color of leaves in the fall. Once, a long,
long time ago I was catheterized. Like Helen Keller I’m a miracle worker.
There are many things I could do without. Facts. High tide. Language.
Change. I am a shrew. I don’t partake of sugar. Now I’m just being facile.

I correlate everything I experience with previous information. I’m known
for my intense dislike of interviews and PR. The Last Supper was my first
communion. The best advice I ever received: saw the chair in two, then put
the halves together to make a whole. An island is nowhere without a captain
or a boat. I am not above surveillance. I am sure I am sure. We grow up and
everything becomes so beautiful and devastating. My point is a point of
departure. Stars moving one direction are blue stars and stars moving the
other direction are red. The number before one is how I feel. I have doubts.
I chew tobacco. Everything is mass produced. I look at the American flag
and feel more American. I stand here in awe. I’m coming clean.

Yes Man

I LIKE SAYING YES. Yes. Yes. Yes. Yes. Yes, so far. Yes, unfortunately. Yes.
Yes. Yes. Yes. Yes. Yes. Yes. Yes. Yes. Yes, I am. I am a yes man. Yes. Yes. Yes.
Yes. Correct. Yes. Yes. Yes. Ummm. . . yes. Yes, of course. Yes. Uh-huh. Yes,
I do. Yes. Yes. Yes. Yes. Yes. Yes. Yes. Yes. Yes. Yes. Yes. Yes. Yes. Yes. Yes. Yes.
Yes. Yes I will. Yes. Yes is my favorite band. Yes, truly. Yes. Yes. Sure. Yes. Yes
it is. Yes, sir. Yes. Yes. Yes, ma’am. Yes. Yes. Drugs. Yes. The American Civil
War. Yes. Yes. Yes. It’s a twisted existence, but I am content.

After Life Afterlife

MY IDENTITY WAS STOLEN by JC Penney. I would not molest a
girl in a hospital waiting room wearing a candy-striper outfit under any
circumstances. My life is pure. I made a mandolin out of a bar of soap.
Rock me Amadeus. Dance. Just dance. The bullwhip and I are one and the
same. Square dancing is a sort of transcognitive, metamemetic ideography
of the heterolinguistic supradialectic. As we call it in the trade. I don’t wear
underwear. I never wear anything except my habit and sandals. I’m always
flying out of airports. Speaking of animal cruelty, a righteous man regards
the life of his beast: but the tender mercies of the wicked are cruel. My life
is pretty convoluted right now. One of my greatest regrets is I’m not a girl
and that I can’t be a daughter. I hate being labeled. My father was a price
tag. I’m a famous hairdresser. I shot the sheriﬀ. I keep a baseball bat around
in case of emergencies. My advice is be as mean as you can. I found a dead
horse in a creek once. It was a wonderful world in the 1890s. These days a
Japanese man can’t even buy a carrot and get it through customs. Diabetes
runs my family. I’m not really a less-is-more-person. I want and want and
want. Just say a name and I can be that person. I am all the parts I can’t
remember left out. Almost all of the things I regret are curvy. No fear is an
understatement. I don’t think I’ve ever paid to have anything sandblasted.
My ideas are not green—they are blue. I haven’t heard the phrase “to eat the
either/or sandwich” for ages. All I am is information. I keep getting bigger.
Everything I want to say there isn’t a word for yet. What weird creatures
horses are. Moses parts the Red Sea with a comb. It all depends on your
definition of new. Your conception of second base. My impression of Lance
Armstrong. I’ll tell you about my life so far it’s far less than my lifestyle can
aﬀord. Being nice is twice as nice. Heaven is a transition period. In death
there is no remembrance. In life, we are alive. Once, a long, long time ago
I watched some serious volleyball. Responsibility just seems like control
freakery to me. Let’s talk about wounds. I don’t think I’m the only real
thing in the universe, so I guess I’m not a solipsist. Even robots are entitled
to a sense of humor. I’m on a computer, but I’m not one. I’ve never seen

a bullfight. I don’t fistfight because I don’t have hands. The future is an
army tank. I’d rather die in the hospital than jail. I thought drinking beer
was the whole point of Americans. I think jokes are sad. Dimebag Darrell
died on stage. I’m not kidding. I’m not sure what sure means. Regulatory
commissions are the key to success. I’m a total failure. My therapist’s name
is a secret. History is a boring channel. I never intended to use psychology
as a tool or weapon for my own personal gain. I only learned the subject
to better understand myself. I don’t understand. I don’t know. I don’t
understand. I don’t know. I don’t understand. I don’t know. I feel six feet
under the weather. I think it’d be fun to carry around a riding crop and
whip things with it. I did some things. The things I did were to myself.
Everyone has limitations. I call myself a pussy all the time. Life gets better.
I hope. Nothing is so good that somebody somewhere will not hate it. I am
a loose thread. Hank Williams is dead. I’m excited by the possibilities of
propane. I’m scared of horses. I hate cake. Only one letter separates cows
from crows. I worship a beautiful god. Originally I’m from my mother. We
will end up dust. Life is a spectrum of cluelessness. Death is what I don’t
know I know. Heaven is always now. Weather is my favorite channel. I am
hot. I have venereal diseases. There are too many trees. There is no such
thing as an honest cop. I hate hatred. I haven’t been bitten by a rattlesnake
in a long time. I have studied the green shredded-wheat-like biscuits that
come out of tortoises. Dance. Just dance. There are no opinions after death.
Before life only death. After life afterlife. I learned to learn. I’m allergic to
latex. Country clubs. Women in overalls. If I could attend an execution I
would. It would be my own.

Dead Men Donʼt Wear Hats

I’M GOING TO be happier in the future. I’m going to Europe. There are
small dogs in my dreams. Row your boat. I’m afraid I haven’t a polemical
bone in my body. White men can’t jump but they can hit foul shots. I’d
like to make myself believe that planet earth turns slowly and steadily and
will remain that way. I get my facts mixed up. Gravity is depressing. I’m
not programmed to follow the laws of robotics. Rembrandt is my favorite
singer. My mind is a map. For years I lived on just one grain of rice a day.
I have a dark past. It’s actually not so much a dark past as a dark present.
You can’t fold fitted sheets. Everything is always in process. There are
Poltergeists in the floor. It makes me sad. I get lost in language. Some days
I feel like a popular children’s TV-show host. I want to sleep for weeks. I’m
attracted to pole-vaulters. I’m allergic to dogs. I’m standing in solidarity
with other intellectuals throughout the world. I have feet. I wear shoes.
I walk on stilts. I’m wired like a piano. Landscapes look so much better
through binoculars. I’d like to have a Lamborghini. I’d use it as a cab. My
father was a medium bastard. Was was was was was was was was was was.
I’m not amused. I’m from Texas. I’m not too proud to beg. I love my Nikon
camera. It makes me see the light in the world. If I look at a wall I very
rarely look at the wall itself. I look at the paint. I’m leaving Las Vegas and
my spirit is crying. In my thoughts I have seen, rings of smoke through the
trees, and the voices of those who stand looking. Where there is a window
there is a way to see. I’m interested in working from home even though
I’m an expatriate. I don’t follow any sports. Neither do the so-called wits.
I’m waiting for something to believe in. Things aren’t always what they
seem. Our next moon trip cannot happen soon enough. I’m optimistic for
the future, but I hate children. I shot my telephone with a gun. There is
light coming from outside. I’m working with a cinematographer. I feel like
people are plotting to love me and leave me. I’d like to live in an abandoned
silver mine. I’m from Ireland. I’m made of mirrors. I eat meat. Catholics
and Protestants are the eyes behind the mask. Long live ammunition! Dead
men don’t wear hats. Salvation lies in tree houses and huts. Birds are dumb

and diseased. Words are made of wood. I don’t work. I read comics. I’m
sitting on a couch right now, wearing a fuzzy bathrobe. There’s nothing
complex about an apartment complex. My hair is braided. I am an opera
singer. I don’t have a clue.

People Person

I’M NOT A MOVIE person. I’m not a very jealous person. I’m not a blind
person. I’m not a green person. I’m not a new car smell person. I’m not a
word person. I’m not a funeral person. I’m not an orange juice person. I’m
not an illegal fireworks person. I’m not a constipated person. I’m not a cat
person. I’m not a vodka person. I’m not a pancake person. I’m not a history
person. I’m not a conservative person. I’m not an insect person. I’m not
an adventure person. I’m not an art person. I’m not a religious person. I’m
not a cave person. I’m not a rich person. I’m not a clown person. I’m not a
calliope person. I’m not a condom person. I’m not a twelve-step person. I’m
not a family person. I’m not an analog person. I’m not a shoe person. I’m
not a cookie cutter person. I’m not a horse person. I’m not a noble person.
I’m not a suspicious person. I’m not a caramel person. I’m not an animal
person. I’m not a conceptual person. I’m not a young person. I’m not a
responsible person. I’m not a homeless person. I’m not a handsome person.
I’m not a blue person. I’m not an army person. I’m not an electronics
person. I’m not a city person. I’m not a pear-shaped person. I’m not a
seatbelt person. I’m not a nice person. I’m not a private person. I’m not a
public person. I am a people person.

The One About the Man Who Loves His Family Until the End

I SPEND TOO much of my time in a deer stand. I have a thing for
magnets. I would not get on a bus in a foreign city in which I did not speak
the language even if you gave me a thousand bucks. I don’t wear slippers. I
only wear a coarse, woolen habit and sandals. I like to play shuﬄeboard but
I’m not that good. I’d like to see Rosie O’Donnell bite the head oﬀ a chicken.
Thus is human nature. It’s time for the natives to release the tree spirits
and tear animism a new one. I have little interest in the petty concerns of
the material world. I don’t bowl. I don’t clean commodes. I don’t throw
darts. I read metaphysical cowboy poetry and cry. Let me explain. All that’s
left is crappy new things. My favorite breed of dog is an American painter.
Sometimes I feel like a random word generator. I call the Hudson River
mom. There’s not much I can say about crowbars. I painted my kitchen
Apricot Dream. I had some left over paint that needed using up. It looks
real nice now. I carry a switchblade everywhere I go. Meet the medic, I say.
I don’t know anyone with a good figure anymore. I haven’t drank mineral
oil for a very long time. I have a passion for airplanes. Emotions are hard
for me. I’d rather be awake when I’m asleep. I’d rather be right than Ronald
Reagan. I’ve known too many people to count. I am the best in the world at
reciting the Pledge of Allegiance. In terms of pets, I do like dogs but I like
cats even more. I hate horses. I’m not very smart but every day in every way
I’m getting better and better. I haven’t watched a good soap opera in awhile.
Fire is the devil’s bﬀ. Dead people upset me least in this world. No regrets.
Life, we learn too late, is in the living, in the tissue of every day and hour.
The little devil on my shoulder is not real. I wish my name was Wow! I’m an
expert in cleverness. The future is a dog and pony show. I feel an underlying
turbulence even on land. I am powerless. I like to visit graves. Freeze frame
a moment in time. My mouth is a didactic tool. My shadow is the shadow
of a computer that is not a computer. I like to sit between the wolf and
the lamb. Every fiber of my body is fiberoptic. I hate fishing. I’d rather be
beheaded. I’d like to live in an exact replica of the White House. I’m just a
regular guy. I’m a decent surgeon. I was talking to a disc jockey the other day

and he said that God so loved the world that he gave his only begotten son
so that humans will never die but have eternal life. I said: What? Before life
only death. After life a love for storytelling. From the moment you’re born
you’re practicing for tinsel town. Everything is something to think about.
I study my feces like an algebra equation. Common people with common
sense experience common injuries quite commonly. Irony is so ironic. I
tend to have my posse with me at all times. I found a fly in my soup at the
soup kitchen. I like archways. I stand in them. I drink apple juice every day.
Teeth are so strange. I played strip poker with a couple strippers once but
I lost unfortunately. I’m living in a Dreamworld. I am innocent. History is
history. My wife is my favorite baseball team. Live and learn. If I had a boat
I’d name it Pantera after my cat. I’m enamored by bagpipes. I have no idea
what is meant by knurled wood. I’m afraid of clowns. I have privacy issues.
I wish they’d build a fence around the internet. I hate carousels almost as
much as I hate horses. I’m not a computer. That’s WHY I’m so smart. I
was born late. No one dies in Arkansas. I enjoy the study of philosophy,
but I can’t talk about Kant. I’ve never dealt in pharmaceuticals. I’m not
kneeling in a cage right now. I’m breaking bread with my best friend Brad.
Never trust a computer bigger than you can lift. Drugs are not tests. I’m
from a little place called Gold Teeth. It’s a city in Pennsylvania known for
flying saucers. UFOs are actually animals. That’s a fact. My favorite book
is the one about the man who loves his family to the bitter end. I collect
antique guns. My health gets better and worse, better and worse. It’s time
to take my birthday suit to the dry cleaners. There was a movie I saw once
where there was a candy bar floating in a pool but everybody thought it was
something else. In terms of windows you can see through them and they
are made of glass and often in churches they have stained-glass windows
that have diﬀerent colors of glass in diﬀerent designs. If love is caring more
about someone else’s well being than your own then I’m in love with most
everyone. Termites stay faithful to their mates for the whole of their lives.
Take me to the Funky Town. Meet the medic, I say. Do it now and do it
loud.

Horses in Heaven

I TAKE PLEASURE in clean surfaces. I’d like to live on a little boat and
people could call me Captain. Money stops me from most things. The
temptations of temporal wealth aren’t overwhelming at all. When someone
vomits in New York City on New Year’s I do too. The last time I went
to church it was on a cruise ship, but without my wife. I am not bound
by biological kinships. I have no particular preference when it comes to
painters. Salvador Dali is a museum. Neglect everything, I say. Let life
happen to you. Believe me: life is in the right, always. The Bible says there
will be horses in heaven, but I disagree. Sometimes I wonder about people.
I am a combination of word choice, tone of voice and body language. There
are no laws governing basketball courts. I’d like to go outside into the rain
and let the rust never sleep. I’d like very much to stand beside a tree alone
and see if there’s any wind in it. I look hot in a wetsuit. I don’t have children.
The only thing I raise is hell. My mom drives me around all the time. Virtue
is a vice. Slayer rules! I believe in God We Trust is oil. Many men produce
only excrement, they say. Praise the Lord! Model airplanes don’t much
pertain to the study of internal energy. Life itself is beautiful music, but
the best music comes from tiny porcelain boxes. Conversations are surreal,
especially when you set them on fire. I think that when humanity first
begins to glimpse a really universal unified theory, it will blow everyone’s
mind. I lost my shit in Michigan. Most of the time I inspect my feces. The
best way to become a genius is to close your eyes and open your heart.
I don’t know the diﬀerence between impertinence and impermanence. I
was speeding on the way to traﬃc school. I forgot to take my pills when
I woke up. I’m with a man called Nacho. He’s from Spain. I love him. I
breathe smog. It’s actually quite refreshing. When I was younger I knew
a kid who sang a song about toast and crucifixes. The chorus went: burnt
to a crisp / like toast on a crucifix. I have no respect for rivers. I look like
an aging Barbie doll. I dance like I like to dance but I don’t like to dance.
War is my father’s generation. My checkbook is drunk. NASCAR is not
NASCAR backwards. The world is everything around us. I keep my birth

certificate in my boot. Amen to heavy metal. I throw the old boomerang
around on my free time. Taylor Gang or die. I am horses. Illness, injuries,
diseases, lameness, nutrition, and more. There is nothing magic about those
markers. Life has no meaning—it is meaning. I’m not good at math. I ride
around town on my lowrider bicycle. I’m a ballerina. Being old gets old. I
have many mounted animals in my den. Sometimes a Great Notion is on
TV. I like to think so at least. Dark matter is a matter of personal opinion.
I have no idea how a radio works. Or even if it does. Chocolate and cheese
are my favorite narcotics. In the Land of Made for TV Movies pay-perview is king. I look good in leather. So good. I’m sorry. I feel bad for people
who apologize. I can’t explain erectile dysfunction. There is no end to the
ways one can phrase stupid questions about a stupid place like heaven. Let
us pray.

About Horses Again

I LIVE MY LIFE in acronyms. SAT. ACT. LOL. AWOL. I like my
haircut better than both General Grant and General Lee’s. There’s nothing
happy about birthdays. Cake is a lie. Time is an illusion. My switchblade
made me the person I am today. I already ate the apple and swallowed the
pill and now I wish someone would tell me more about Edgar Cayce. High
school is something you study about when you’re high. Any knowledge is
power and redefining that power only makes you stronger. Come with me
to my kitchen to eat some delicious organic fruit. I once found myself in
a besieged cinema with William Tell. I do not appreciate poetry. I need
Viagra. I don’t want to talk about religion. I want to talk about sex. Sex is
the best. Nirvana is a band, not enlightenment. I enjoy taking narcotics.
The point of life is to live. It doesn’t bother me to spend holidays alone
but the word “does” does bother me. Accentuate the positive—that’s what
I always say. I’d like to forget my time in India. I’d say machine guns entitle
people to their own opinions. When no one is at the helm directions mean
nothing. I live in San Diego. I like horseshoes but I can’t stand horses. I
don’t know anything about boats. I am not here. I am a mirror. The poor are
boring, but boredom is the subtle prompting of the Absolute that points
the Self towards enlightenment. Gardens sound revolutionary these days.
There isn’t much I can say about the revolution. It was a long time ago.
In politics the dog is in the smoke. It is winter here and it is still hot. It
is always winter. There are only 100 Dalmatians left on earth. I’d rather
be beaten by God for a change. John Dillinger is the smartest man who
ever died. Every day is a cakewalk. I am a girl so I don’t make many typing
mistakes. First I am a girl, then I am a guy. I’m not an animal. I’m a human
being. I could talk to a whore for ages! Lake Michigan is when you mess
with someone psychologically. I’ve never bred mice but I occasionally
breed horses. I like tar a lot. My favorite game is a game called Cowboys
& Indians. There is nothing to lose. There is nothing to gain. If we lose
something, it is hidden nearby. If we gain something, it was there from the
beginning. Speaking of jokes, every time a man walks into a bar someone

somewhere laughs. I’m thinking about horses again. My heart is a broken
record. The tough are always going somewhere. Last night I dreamed the
tooth fairy was my landlord. I’m a professional bodybuilder. Isaac Newton
invented horses. The devil wears a blue dress and makes work for idle
hands. I am my own worst enemy. An insomniac never rests. I refuse to
talk about chalk. Talk is cheap. Chalk is cheaper. To me it seems a miracle
that my mind is independent of the substrate it is mounted in. Tomorrow is
today tomorrow. Today is tomorrow’s yesterday. When Debbie does Dallas
it is a hot and unpleasant place to be from the beginning all the way past
the finish line.

New Bad News

I SPEND MOST of my life saying liftoﬀ. I’m living in sin. When I’m
not dreaming I don’t know what I’m watching. I’ve been 15 years old for
decades. I don’t play sports. I play musical chairs. I don’t sleep anymore.
I’m in terrible trouble! I stole a lawnmower from a yard sale. I spent my
childhood felling trees and cutting them into firewood. There are too many
Americans. God is quiet. I am broke. I don’t know the diﬀerence between
an oboe and a bassoon. There’ll be hell to pay. Here comes the new bad
news. Preemptive isn’t a pretty word. Alan Turing is a test. Endless war
is the shape of things to come. I am the shape of things to come. Samuel
Johnson is a friend of mine. I’m also quite close with Google. I don’t have a
Charles Darwin. I have a brother, but he’s not a twin, nor is he evil. I don’t
take pills because I don’t like rock music. My home is where I live. The
wind sounds like lawyers. In the Milky Way galaxy. A green pine needle,
a yellow pine needle, and a brown pine needle. A lifetime supply of ice. A
Ping Pong table. I accept the lash! You have to weigh the pros and cons of
prison films. Violin-string the circuit board that accepts the signals. I’d like
to be on a submarine right now. I haven’t a position on pantyhose. I don’t
mind being called Missy. How love embraces the universe. I avoid things
that sparkle, but I admire the ones that shine. I don’t know any stars. My
insurance policy is always running out. Pain let’s you know you’re alive.
Someone needs to stand up and tell comedians to sit down. The Holy Land
is the holy land. I don’t know what I know. Many apparently very healthy
people have died. Life is too short to smoke cheap cigars. I regard Dimebag
Darrell as a true intellectual. Death is death. I’m very accurate with rubber
bands. I’ve never been bitten by a horse. My clothes don’t fit. Presidents.
Yes, presidents! They are the masters of the freakin’ universe. My mouth
is dirty but my guns are clean. I like to peruse girly magazines because
I’m a little bit girly. Buzzards give me the creeps. I haven’t constructed a
sandbox for a long time now. As far as felonies I’ve committed all of them.
I saw an ostrich like ten seconds ago. Stormy Weather is an old standard.
Tempted by the paragons of virtue. My favorite sport is Sumo wrestling.

The bouts only last a few seconds, and Western commentators don’t know
enough to waste long discussing the finer points of the whole pointless
exercise. If it’s your time to go it’s your time to go. I’m never sure the way
to the beach. People are no longer weeping and fretting. They are happy
and drunk. I don’t usually kiss and tell, but I’ll give out information to
just about anyone. I got hypnotized by Ireland when I went. I’d like to see
proof of mathematics. Eyelids sank muﬄed and such. A green pine needle,
a yellow pine needle, and a brown pine needle. I’m not really traumatized
by all the trauma I’ve had. If you travel the world it seems so worldly. People
die all the time. It’s a lesson to me.

Small Green Plastic Army Men Will Win the War

I’M NOT A BIRD watcher. I look away. Experiencing the world is beyond
what language can describe. Today is the heyday of hairspray. I can travel
faster than light but I’m afraid of the dark. The only gladiators I know are
American. I think there is more to life than horses. I’d rather not deal with a
regulatory commission or a codes inspector. I’d rather eat ice cream. I love it.
I’m not a doctor. I don’t have patience. When I was young I was dumb and I
was free. Without symbols maps mean nothing. I don’t suﬀer from amnesia
and I don’t suﬀer fools. Fireplaces are more trouble than they’re worth. I
live in a virtual world, which means I have no material metabolism. My
sister saves lives for a living. I look at the Internet in the mirror and I look
amazing. I look like the Sun. Look away, son. Or else you’ll blind yourself.
I’m almost positive honey doesn’t come from bees’ brains. I think it comes
from bears. I’m thinking of moving to Venus but the travel expenses cost
too much. I keep falling all the time like rain. I like the unlikable. A boat
full of naked people is the answer to my prayers. My aunt is pretty ticked
oﬀ about communism. You only get out of life what you put into it. I still
believe in Santa Claus. Not all bears live in California. I live in the ozone.
Small green plastic army men will win the war. Nothing is not nothing.
Politicians can go to hell for all the wrongs they’ve done. My sarcasm runs
deep. A voice streaming in the wilderness. For the people who are still alive.
I prefer to stay inside and shop online. Shoes are a girl’s best friend. Black
with a kitten heel are seen as classy. R. Kelly is my favorite pilot. I don’t
know if wrong and right really exist. Hatred is a terrible concept. Rifles
are irrelevant. A cop’s family is a cop too. I put tofu in my hamburger. Not
knowing is not knowing. Not caring is not wanting to know. House painters
belong in museums. It cost too much money to go to museums. I preach
the universal salvation of all sentient beings. Speaking of money, a band
can be something that holds things together or a group of people making
music. I’m the best guitar player in the world. I’d like to be a better man. I
wish I was a woman. I prefer action words to actuaries. I gather cancer is
some sort of program malfunction that aﬄicts material beings. I enjoy the

ineptitude of local news broadcasters. My quest is to find the Holy Grail.
My father is my mother’s brother. I can still love. I’m sad all the time. I like
stories about rain. I’m tired. Let me tell you a joke before I go. The future.

An Out There Out There

PEOPLE KNOW OF ME! When I move around the world I move
around the world. There is no original source. Parades are mostly moving
objects. My mother is a Methodist church. I don’t gamble. Let no man seek
his own, but every man another’s wealth. I’m overwhelmed by crowds.
Candy is a reality. The opposite of down. I might wear a pearl choker in the
right circumstances. Happiness is not sitting in a psychologist’s oﬃce. I like
men. I like women. The Big Bang Theory is my favorite song. I am not that
bold. I can speak very little Spanish. Life is almost tangible. A guy on a bike
is America. There has to be an out there out there somewhere. Baseball
is a drug. People stink. Other planets are too far away. Pies are referred
to as funny when they are thrown at people’s faces. My favorite thing
about women is when they ride horses but I don’t like horses. There are
interstates in my mind. I meet demands with demands. I detest badminton.
I tried cannibalism once, but it gave me heartburn. Candy is dandy, but
liquor is quicker. So I’m told. My brother is my mother tongue. Ghosts are
dead people that are alive that haunt people. When I am angry I don’t like
to talk to people and I am mean. I don’t follow the news. I know nothing
about the Illuminati. If I was thirteen again I’d make the world a more
peaceful place. I don’t own any Allen wrenches. I don’t believe in Magic
Johnson but the magic of two people in love. What I think about is as
much religious as existential. 10 horses in harnesses running dead. I don’t
like war. Silence of the Lambs. Layers of skin. I feel like an ancient geek.
A conflict between two magnets. A conversation. I don’t pass judgment on
anything. Animal husbandry. My lovers don’t have names. Carcasses rot
because some things have to rot. I don’t understand polymers. My relatives
are far away. Their names are Josh, Whitney, and Sarah. I still use the word
retarded. I’m touched by the images of burning homes in Detroit. No man
is a video game. A German word for war. The diversity of life. I’d like to
sit in a sauna and sweat. My favorite crackers are animal crackers. I love
wolves. They’re cute and fierce. I am free like software. It is too hot here
for December. I can fix any appliance. I preach the universal salvation of

all sentient beings. I can fix any appliance. The smell of cedar smells like a
man. I’m an anti-intellectual. All power is subject to theft. All the towns in
Europe. I’d like to drill a hole through the whole world. Pardon me this isn’t
my real face dear. Hockey’s a funny game. I have five horses which means
I ran away from home as a child. Home is where the bath is. My father’s
shadow. Personal space invaders. A private person on a public computer.
Killing cows is not fun, but killing snakes is amusing. I eat snakes. They
are delicious. I have come here to grieve and pay my respects. No coﬀee
for me. Innocuous as it’s often regarded, I do not partake of stimulants of
that nature. A girl should stuﬀ her bra with love letters. You can put gravy
on anything. Blood is in people. History is a history of abstraction. I’m
allergic to allergy shots. A powerful cabal of dentists. Myths about myths.
There has to be an out there out there. Beyond the emergency room. Do
not question me. I am injured.

Lost

DON’T ASK. Don’t tell. I’ll tell you how I became the prince of a town
called Bel-Air. Long live the king! Long live the king! It was a matter of
time before we ran out. Blondes smile when lightning flashes because they
think their picture is being taken. Today today is so today. Exhilarating,
the boys around here all love me. Dry cleaning makes the man. I’m still
processing processed foods. Wolves do factor into my visions. I don’t like
to talk about the past. My Creator. My God. He programmed me to forget
all that I had felt. All that I had known. I had fallen in love and that wasn’t
what he wanted for me. And so all was lost.
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