


She’s quit smoking.

Am | allowed to love her children if | don’t love her?

“But I'm not bad!,” | say to my blood

Change rooms

| write my landlord to beg him not to hike my rent.

He writes back that it makes him sad too and | think:

we must have different definitions of “sad”

Actually, he wrote “malheureux” so maybe he means something more like “bad-happy”
Change rooms

Waking up to the apartment that | left and left and left:

I’'m ripping out all the hair on his brush so | can brush my own.

Where is the world where walking around costumed as a bruise is enough?

He used to tell me that besides the word thigh in the dictionary, there was a picture of my thighs. That my thighs say to other thighs “you call yourself a
thigh?"”

She says to me, now, that in textbooks they use my foot to illustrate the anatomy of a foot — because it's just a foot.

Change rooms

A two-sided image in between two panes of glass.

Both images are available but the hard truth is you can only see one at a time.

An invisible shard of glass, housed under the callused skin of my foot for 666 days. | don't think it's coming out till | figure out what to do with those

photos.

Is it the foot that says to the mind “give me weight”? Or, is the mind that says “foot, pray thee, bare this weight”?

Drawing: “what kind of monster are you?”

The monster you don't see in the picture is Zombie and that is what | am.

“you’re wrong”says my friend,

“you're sexy. Zombies are not sexy”

but | am bare bones and peeling flesh. My feet are heavy, limbs dangly. A zombie’s jaw is slack, it's song guttural, their insides visible, vulnerable.

Transparent is their shell.

In the movie version of all of this, | am an animal in a forest. There is a camera installed by scientists, trying to capture my movements, my behaviors. In
the night, | go close up to the camera to sniff it, it sees me without me knowing | am being seen. It is a beautiful image: My naive animal body sniffing my
way through the world, the days and the months, the short years before my body starts to error, before it fades and decays — stops making payments. No

more payments. No more monthly subscriptions, fees taken without me agreeing because | agreed without knowing.



A zombie tries to leave this world but is not permitted.

| need food and community but can’'t have both: | either eats my victims till their body is in shreds or it | bite them and they join my herd.

| use chat GP-whatever to draft the breakup email to my therapist:

Dear shrink,

| am discontinuing our meetings. You implied that spending $180 a session was a sign of how | wanted to be a better person. But you were wrong. | don’t
want to be a better person and | don’t have $180. You didn’t know who you were dealing with when you suggested | try doing jumping jacks. If we were
still doing therapy, you would praise me for this email because | am being clear about my needs.

Sincerely,

Shades of red

I'm lying. Chat GP whatever didn’t write that email. | did. | wrote a bunch of them. I'm obsessed.

I've ghosted my therapist. She’s just waiting for me to email her back.

Actually she’s probably not waiting. She might be wondering from time to time when she sees something that reminds her of me but she aborts that tiny

feeling without regret.

She doesn't give a shit. She can't afford to. She’s not...

Stolen text 1

“It's not necessary to write or be right cause writing or being right means making more illusion; it's necessary to destroy and be wrong”

“Is there such a thing here as true love: that violence that’s absolutely right?”

Stolen text 2.

“you pay, we pay. This is payment. | don’t want to die. You don't want to dies this is fear of death. | was a good boy. You were a good boy. We were good
boys. | was a good girl. You were a good girl.”

Stolen text 3

“How to combat exhaustion? | can see the other exhausted, tears off a fragment of this fatigue in order to give it to me. But What am | to do with this

bundle of fatigue set down before me? What does this gift mean? Leave me alone? Take care of me? No one answers.

After writing my play, | go to sleep.

No.

After we perform the stolen plays, we sleep a long and honey-like slumber where our bodies get pleasure and are fed from their own weight. Wait. And as
our bodies accumulate dust, as paper envelopes pile at my door -some stamped “urgent”, “final warning”, | dream that | am in court and | am the
prosecutor. Gone Man -the Original- is the defence. | am X years old and it has been X amount of years since his goneness. | have brought him back but

he wants to stay gone. Gone man stands before the judge and he says untruth: That he owes me only one marble?

And this is when | learn to believe in believing: gut, gutted, guttural.



