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 Patches of ironclad walkways emitting several streaks of the 
occasional dimming lights seep through countless millimeter'd diameter 
holes drilled randomly across the room here. A meretricious lure, secretly 
discreet, haunting chills as though climbing stairs leading up to some 
unventured storey. The room is darker today. As usual, Phish winds up the 
blinds and takes notice of the street outside. Seems almost 2 a.m. But as 
soon as he winds the blinds back down, daylight creeps in. The curtains are 
still present, but the dark gray curtain is slowly fading each day. Today, it 
still has hints of gray, but it seems like it would become off-white in a few 
days to come. Phish has been rather calm throughout the day, taking the 
regular shower, working on his book, deleting files he's kept from the past 
few years to make more room for God knows what. One thing's for sure, 
Phish seems to be making full use of the environment to work on the book. 
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 The phone rings. 
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Hello Phish. 
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Your act is over. 
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You'd be wise as to not remove your code. 
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I've got people watching you boy. 
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Don't reply to that e-mail. 
I'm watching. 

 
 The caller hangs up. 
 He receives a new mail. 
 Double clicks. 
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 Phish collapses to his bed and twitches all over, trying his best to 
slap his head out of thinking about his aching feet. His hands hard pressed 
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to his right leg as he motions his body all over, knocking over his telephone, 
his left leg arcs back and forth, disconnecting his phone line again. His arms 
are waving precariously all over as he swipes his telephone off the desk an-- 
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2 heavy footsteps. marching, scraping his feet against the floor. knocks over several 
other things along the way. gulps down what seems to be 3 pills and walks back to 
bed. falls just before he gets back 
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 WHAT THE FUCK? There's blood all over the floor. His feet 
ripped out but everything else is still intact. His sole is sliced open and you 
could actually see his bone from a low angle here. Two small bars of 
something lies strewn across the floor, also covered in blood, with some 
flesh stuck on it. Phish fainted. 
 
 I'm begging you, the reader, to tell me what happened. I mean I 
understand my role as the bloody, sorry, narrator, but the telephone hit me 
really bad and I was out cold just as he is right now. Did you see anything 
happen? Hello? Is anyone reading this? HELP US!! WE'RE IN DANGER!! 
IF ANYONE IS READING THIS PLEASE HELP!! YOU'RE READING 
THIS, WHICH MEANS YOU COULD HEAR ME CALLING OUT TO 
YOU!! PLEASE, PLEASE HELP US!! YOU'VE JUST READ 
EVERYTHING, YOU WOULDN'T HAVE GOTTEN HERE IF YOU'VE 
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NOT READ THE LINES OR PERHAPS THE WORD "THE" JUST 
BEFORE "WORD" PLACED IN THIS SENTENCE!! PLEASE!! 
ACKNOWLEDGE THIS BY GIVING US A SIGNAL!! DO NOT 
ABANDON US!! HELP!! ANYBODY, PLEASE!!  
 

       }plea drowns{ 
 
i couldn't sprawl across every concrete pyramids 
but each block passed, cemented to the floor 
  my feet 
i'll stare down into everyone's kaleidoscopic mirage 
 neither logical nor sane 
 myth nor absurd 
but the windows that everyone builds upon one another 
diminishes into   vapor without prior warning. 
                   we eradicate ourselves without much thinking 
slicing 
splicing 
gluing 
pasting 
cutting 
placing 
spraying 
writing. 
           of course, our sentences adjoined 
                    and each full stop 
greeted 
muted 
pasted 
greeted 
ended 
                             {until we'll realize each plausible spoken speaking speech 

is spooked.} 
 
the future becomes valid when the absurd becomes genius 

                   diss\ected beyond to the abstruse and abstract to retract 
          and regret 
or perhaps in denial 

hence our regrets the {precariously we joy} forget. 
 who needs us when we all become one 
each passing day a newborn claims the throne 
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and overthrows the mother's womb. 
 
 
why bother thinking or perhaps not dwelling into absurdity 
when your brothers alike are swimming in obscurity. 
 
abandon hopes for they dislike                      you 
abandon your faith for they despise you 
abandon your chores for they burden you 
abandon yourselves for you've got nothing but    you. 
 
are we imbeciles according to our own definitions? 
 textual dramas of polite propaganda 
word after word of worldly physique 
then we'll scurry and be buried 
  deeper then the black hole sinks 
do we tug and destroy things we have no control? 
                        perhaps human nature made mother nature after all? 
do we then dwell into graves to seek what goes beyond? 
or are we stagnant beyond our valid comprehension? 
 vivid imaginations 
atrocious murderous intentions 
beautiful malice occupations? 
 
above it all, 
we stand no higher than the universe goes 
 and we'll be {s lower} than the snails racing  
  foes 
          and as long as our eyes does not peek beyond our ignorance 
we should probably hope for the government to 
 procreate another earth for us. 
 

{yesterday i bear witness a lady giving birth 
     a genuine turmoil of blood and passion 
       yet no one in the bus bore compassion 
         and from this lady that we righteously gasped 
           a giant hovering globe 
               a planet 

                  > baffled 

                   grows.} 
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