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sound meets sound, babe

EXAMINE THE LORE:
 In the beginning, the music group that would be known as SHTCinnamon was a quartet 
that went by the name Wayne Moist’s Good and Fine Audio Colostomy Bag Orchestra.  Along 
with Darren and Gris was the group’s namesake Wayne C. Moist and a man named Pete Moss.  
WMGAFACB was a working band, playing the seedier side of the short-lived New England Bed 
& Breakfast scene of the early 1990s.  They were moderately popular on the circuit, their claim 
to fame being a John Cage-ish bit called, “Hydrogen Peroxide in an Infected Ear, as Heard from 
Said Ear.”
 It’s important to note that Darren, Gris, Wayne, and Pete Moss were intense artists, and 
all under the age of 25.  Band rehearsals were not serene.  Fights broke out amongst the members 
daily over the most insignificant aspects of songs, accommodations, gigs, payment, and food.  
Sometimes these tirades would end in violence.  Hardcore SHTCinnamon fans have managed to 
collect some of Darren and Gris’ medical bill stubs from this period.  One such collector, at the 
time of this writing, is in negotiations to acquire one of Gris’ statements that showed he still 
owed $464.32 to the Tempest, New York, Bleeding Heart of Mary Walk-in Clinic for the, 
“removal of foreign object (guitar pick) from right sinus cavity by forceps extraction via nasal 
passage.”
 WMGAFACB’s breakup has become a legend in the upper echelons of SHTCinnamon 
fandom.  The story is this:  As the group was packing equipment post-gig (the location of which 
has been subject to wild speculation, some going so far as to claim “I was there when the shit 
went down, man...”), there began a heated argument between Wayne  and Darren over a note 
struck on the triangle during the bridge on “Darwin Bites Coccyx.”  Words flew.  Then fists.  
Then chairs.  Then fans awaiting autographs (“I was thrown, man.  I was fucking there...”).  Pete 
Moss and Gris, who’d had no stake in the argument, joined in the melee out of artistic principle.  
That night, the whole group and five (or “seven” or “at least 20”) innocent bystanders spent the 
night in the ICU.  When discharged after two months, the band split without a word.

NOW REVIEW THE FACTS:
 Of course, the above is only a story.  The real reason for the WMFAGACBO breakup is 
more complicated.  Yes, Wayne and Darren did argue after that fateful gig.  But it was not over 
the bad triangle note struck during “Darwin Bites Coccyx.”  It was instead over a misspoken 
lyric in “Perry Dime.”  Wayne had crooned, “Wapi ni cho?” which is Swahili for “Where’s the 
bathroom?”  Darren had become infuriated because this was meant to be sung not as a question, 
but as a command, and Wayne bloody well knew it.  Tempers exploded.  Darren jumped Wayne, 
hissing and kicking and biting.  Wayne struck back with his weapon of choice: a 15cm-long, 
2.5mm-thick titanium rod that had been extracted from Wayne’s seven-year-old brain and that 
was believed to be a portion of the doomed SKYLAB space station.  Then Gris and Pete Moss 
joined the fray.
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 The dissimilarities between the truth and fantasy do not end here, though.  The fight did 
not occur while packing equipment after a gig, but in the van some twenty minutes after leaving 
the venue.  The entire episode occurred at 85 mph on I90 eastbound.  And Darren was driving at 
the time.
 The rest is Post-Rock history.

LOOSE ENDS MAKE BABY JESUS CRY:
 In late 1993, completely by accident, Darren and Gris ran into each other at the opening 
of a SoHo art gallery/laundry mat dubbed the LAUNDRY BASQUIAT.  Upon first sight, they 
wrestled each other to the floor, injured spectators, and caused a cycle of delicates to be washed 
in hot water.  
 Martin Gore of Depeche Mode had been present, and was quoted as saying, “I enjoyed 
the boisterous rabble rousing of Darren and Gris as much as the next bloke.  We all thought it 
was a performance art piece; the leg breaking seemed to be a dead giveaway.  I had no idea that I 
was witnessing history in the making.  All any of us could see was two American bastards 
brawling, as if two arch enemies had found each other at long last.”
 Actor Johnny Depp, who had also witnessed the incident, stated in an interview two years 
later, “There was no doubt in anyone’s mind that they were trying to kill each other.  Blood was 
on everything: my tux, Cindy Crawford’s dress, in the champaign, and on the paintings.  And this 
is the strangest part, you know...the blood on the paintings created this miraculous effect.  I 
mean, most of the pictures were horrible—just doodles really, by the owner’s cousin or 
something.  But when Darren’s and Gris’ essence splattered onto the canvas, they took on 
meaning.  New life...”
 Gore confirms, “Those wastes of canvas and paint became during the dreadful debacle 
works of High Art right before our very eyes.”
 Depp continues, “I’d never seen anything like it before, and I haven’t seen anything like 
it since.  Except, of course, when I heard the first SHTCinnamon album Picking Knits & Flees.  
Fucking genius.”
 By another coincidence, both men ended up in full body casts sharing the same hospital 
room.  During the following months, the two resolved their differences, realizing that Wayne 
Moist had been the true source and focus of their communal hate.  It’s said they wrote over 40 
songs during that time, composing all of Knits & Flees and their second album Bob & Ernest at 
the Cotillion on their body casts.  Darren takes credit for the wordsmithing of this period, 
pointing to his newly-acquired injury-induced dyslexia as his wellspring of creativity.  Gris 
envisioned a sound culled from samples taken at the zoo, a full orchestral sound created without 
a single instrument.  
 A month after their discharge from New York-Presbyterian Hospital, SHTCinnamon was 
born.
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them’s the breaks

 HERE’S A THING:  A tiny boy is riding on the back of a giant Land Walrus.  The boy 
has dishwater blonde hair, wears ill-fitting toddler clothes.  Land Walrus is tubular with land-
worthy gams.  They’re traveling down the shoulder of the highway at a goodly clip, away from 
the town.  Going to the city.

 A PRIMORDIAL DWARF, Michael Papas is still only two and a half feet tall on this, his 
10th birthday.  The neighborhood kids call him names like Shrimp or Mini-Me.  Girls prefer 
“Cabbage Patch Boy,” because he’s so doll-like in both stature and features.  To look at him, 
you’d think he’s porcelain.  

The cruel boys call him Mousey.  It’s the obvious name.  Papas has buck teeth that lay 
neatly over his severe underbite.  His nose is long and pointed, his eyes beady and close, his ears 
small but rounded.  And, what with his size and helium voice, Mousey looks like a clean genetic 
splice between human and rodent.
 The cat-slayer Jonathan Keen put not-too-fine a point on it when he revealed to the kids 
at the playground, “Mousey’s mom got fucked by a rat.  Then he crawled outta her cooch.”  
 The kids didn’t know what “fucked” or “cooch” meant, but Jonathan Keen was older, a 
killer, tall and dead-eyed.  So they laughed to assuage Keen and to laser-focus his ire on Mousey.
 
 THIS LAND WALRUS is the damnedest thing.  Legs instead of flippers; a ginger coat 
instead of battleship hide.  His is a wide, wrinkled puss with goggly eyes; thick, black whiskers 
protrude from his droopy jowls and brows.  As if by some kind of evolutionary trade-up, he has 
no tusks but instead velvety, floppy ears.   
 Beloved as a pup, inside a year he swelled to over 100 pounds.  The beast outgrew his 
owners’ tolerance, and what with the new baby... something had to give.  So the husband loaded 
Land Walrus into the F150, drove the 20 clicks to the quarry where he fished, and when Land 
Walrus lumbered down to splash in the shallows, hubby hit the gas and hauled balls.  Problem 
solved.
 Land Walrus hung around the quarry, waiting for daddy to come back.  This never 
happened, so he trundled along the back county roads until he reached the small town.  By this 
time he was caked with mud, lousy with burrs, riddled with wood ticks, and hopping with fleas.    

TODAY AT THE PLAYGROUND, Jonathan Keen has brought his cowboy pocket knife, 
and plans to sink its blade into the birthday boy, Mousey Papas.  There is no one to protect 
Mousey.  Momma’s working a double at the tire plant, and his older sister (who makes “Oh, oh,” 
noises in her car with boys from high school) has driven off and locked him out of the house.  
It’s just him, the jeering kids, Jonathan Keen, and his cowboy pocketknife.

The blade is thin and gleamy and serious as a snakebite.
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Mousey runs, but his legs are too short to get far.  Jonathan Keen lopes behind him, 
slouching forward in his grotesque way, the blade held out at waist-height.  He’s done with cats; 
he’s ready to move on to something else.  And Mousey’s been on his mind for weeks.

Keen wonders what sounds he’ll make when the knife goes in-out, in-out of his crooked 
little back.  He wonders if the kids will cheer.  Or will they cry?  Either way, it’s a thrill.

Mousey’s almost to the hedgerow at the edge of the playground.  If he can make it, he’ll 
dive into the possum tunnel at the bottom and come out into a back yard that belongs to an old 
lady who doesn’t come out anymore.  He’ll hide there as long as he needs; he’s done it before.  If 
he can make it.

But Jonathan Keen’s hand grips his collar now.
Land Walrus has made his way ‘cross town, getting shooed off porches and chased from 

wading pools, and has meandered onto the playground.  He sees the kids jumping and screaming.  
In the center of it all is a tall kid on top of a tiny thing.  The tall one holds something shiny.  Land 
Walrus loves kids.  Ditto shiny stuff.  He breaks into a dead run toward the big one.  More’s the 
fun.

THIS IS CALLED CONVERGENCE, where the three meet on the grass by the 
hedgerow.  Mousey’s pinned.  Keen brings the blade down.  Land Walrus is going too fast to stop 
all 100+ pounds of girth before he slams into Keen and sends him sprawling.  

The scene’s musical chairs.  The kids have fled from the beast’s surprise attack.  Mousey 
has picked up the knife from where it landed in the grass, dropping it into the sewer grate at the 
curb.  Jonathan Keen is pinned in the grass; Land Walrus is astride the cat-killer, licking that 
dead-eyed face with laps of his rubbery tongue.

Mousey gets inspired, climbs onto the behemoth’s back.  Fleas bound on his corduroy 
trousers, burrs latch to his socks.  He grabs a hunk of neck flesh in his tiny fists and says, 
“Giddy-up, horsey!”

Land Walrus stops licking, cocks his head.  Mousey squeaks, “Giddy-up!”
A new game, so Land Walrus bat-out-of-hells-it across the park with Mousey aboard.  

They race through town and meet up with the highway.  And the highway?  As always, she calls. 

SERPENT EATS ITS TAIL and we’re back at the beginning, which was really the end all 
along.  How’s that for clever?  

Mousey lays out the plan that’s forming in his head.  “We’ll go to the big city and save 
people!  We’ll be famous and loved!  No more knifes or locked doors!”

Mousey believes his own words because he thinks if you trust something hard enough it 
has to come true.  

The beast believes his every word too, because he’s Land Walrus.  If he likes you, he 
believes anything you tell him.
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i’ll take you on

 So my queer-mustached boss takes the lot of us off the mail inserter machines because all 
the mail’s been stuffed, right?  And he moves me and the three FNGs, Sammy, Voss, and Boston 
over to the presorter because the only one there that day to work it is the little Asian lady with the 
cute pooper, My-Chow or Me-Choo or whatever her name is (I always jest call her Miss Nice 
Pooper).  So anyway it takes more than jest one to work it.
 So little Miss Nice Pooper dumps the mail into the feeder and the letters come shooting 
down the sorter and somehow they all know which fucking place to go, and we’re supposed to 
take the mail, put it into goddamn trays, sleeve it, wrap it, and pile it chest-high on them pallets 
for the lazy post office fags.
 And that’s just about the time that little fuckwad-bitch Boston crossed and disrespected 
me.  I saw red in my eyes ‘cause you do not cross me or fuck my shit.  I gave him a hollering, 
but he jest waved me off like some kinda bitch, and he starts flapping his gums with more 
disrespect.  And boy fuck shit-all did that set my candle off.

I was fixing to put the slam down on that little Boston bastard sonofabitch, so I wrapped 
this metal band from off the presorter round my fist as a knuckle duster and started that fucker 
off with a few wallops to the side of the head, real fast and he don’t know what hit him.  Boy did 
that bitch go right down, I tell you.  BOWM.

So now I’m on a motherfucking roll, right?  I get inspired and pull the compressor hose 
down from the ceiling unit where it’s hanging at.  I stoop right down there by the little 
sonofabitch and press the nozzle right in his ear and hammer the trigger.  You know how loud 
them goddamn things is, and there’s whole lots of psi coming out of that old nozz—blows the 
dust and shreds of shit right out of them machines—and boy hell shit you’d never believe what 
that did to old dumbfucker big shot Mister Boston’s ear.  I mean, fuck.  Woo-hoo.  Lots of 
flopping, lots of screaming.

And that’s right about when the other fellas come to take me down.  First was that a-hole, 
Kurt Voss, checked and tackled me like we was playing H.S. ball, but that concrete didn’t feel 
like no turf I ever ate.  My head did kind of a b-b-bounce off the cement and I also like to think 
that’s when I got my tooth broke, at jest about that point.

Voss kid was still on me, but I got myself twisted enough to stab my thumb in his left 
eye.  Squirt.  Shithellfuck did he ever start to wail like a baby after that.  Wah-wah.  I tell you 
now, Jesus Harold X as my witness, it’s always them big boys what fall easy and hard.  He was 
tough on the offense and was a wrassler in his day who went all the way to districts, but my ass 
was in the Desert Storm, and you just do not mix it up with a military man.  One-hundred-first 
Airborne, cocksucker.  Air Assault.

So when he went squirming and shrieking off me and I righted myself enough, I shot a 
boot to his marbles so hard like what makes a guy pass clean motherfucking out.  It was a goat-
kick, I shit you not, bitch.  Listen up.

But my fun was up, ‘cause while that got all the FNGs backing off from me a whole 
nother bunch of guys, a handful of them bull niggers from the loading dock, dogpiled on me and 
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held me there bleeding on the concrete by Miss Nice Pooper’s presorter, jest until the pigs came 
to haul my candy ass away.   And I’ll be one to tell you that when they saw what I made go 
down, the shit and utter carnage I pulled, they did not take me gentle into that good night, one 
could say.  Other words, there was some brutality in the pigpen.  Oink-oink.  Do I smell bacon?

But it don’t matter.  What do I care about jail?  Least I don’t have to go back to my 
raggedy-ass woman’s house no more, what with her stinking stupid kid and her yapping little 
fucking Shit-Soo dogs.  That nasty beave was getting sour anyhow and not worth the hassle.  

And I don’t give two shits or a squirt and three-quarters of piss about that little prick 
motherfucker Boston, or Mister Big Hard-On Kurt Voss.  I’d of done it all yet again, and fuck 
that pussy-ass job to hell.  The boss and his fucking queer mustache is always free to come 
french my taint anytime for as much as I care about sorting mail and other such type bullshit.  
Fuck that noise, Hoss.

Naw, it’s all motherfucking cool as a cuke with me, Mister Public Defender.  ‘Cause no 
one touches my motherfucking WORLD’S GREATEST DADDY mug and gets away with it.  
Bank on it.
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i don’t want to play the part

After five years together, this is the day she leaves.  The last of her things are packed into 
her carryon bag, so I suggest we spend this last day doing things she likes.

—This day should be a pleasant one, I say.  What I don’t say is that I hope she will realize 
all she’s leaving behind. 
 First we take the path around the lake.  There are joggers and cyclists, couples walking 
their dogs.  I try to take her hand, but she stuffs them both into her coat pockets.  The breeze is 
cold, especially as we pass over the riverwalk.  At the canoe rental, she removes something tiny 
from the concrete wall.  She slips it into her pocket before I can see what it is.
 I drive to her favorite restaurant for lunch.  She has the salmon and I order the Moroccan 
chicken, because it has always been her favorite.  I offer to share my meal, but she demurs.  I tell 
her to have the chardonnay because she’s always wanted to have wine with lunch, but didn’t feel 
right drinking during work.  I remind her she’s never going back to the office in this town again, 
so she accepts the wine.
 She excuses herself to the ladies’ room and leaves me at the table as the lunch hour ramps 
up.  Our place is suddenly packed with young East Village hipsters and the corporate crowd.  The 
babble mixes with the ‘60s French jazz into something that makes me feel like I’m submerged in 
dense liquid.  
 My eyes wander, and then I see her standing outside the ladies’ room.  She’s prying loose 
something featureless from the plaster wall, something that she stuffs into her hip pocket.
 When the bill is paid, we walk to the tea shop.  She orders a hot cream Assam.  I order an 
iced Cloud Nine green.
 She cracks a honey stick and squeezes it into her steaming cup.  I can smell the cream 
from across the table.  I take a sip of my tea and a cold shock of rhubarb glides over my tongue.
 —Shall we take it on the road? she says.  Afternoon sun creeps in the tea shop window.
 —I want to look at the cups a minute, I say.  From here we’ll have to go to the apartment 
for her bags.  Then it can only be on to the airport.  I’m not ready for that.  
 Tea cups line the shelves, but I’m only thinking of her.  She’s standing at the window.  
She sets her cup on the window seat, digs her fingers into the wood, and pulls up a shapeless 
thing that she curls into her fist.  
 Feeling my eyes on her, she turns to me.
 —We should be off.  
 My palm is aching from my cold cup.
 The parking spaces at our building are full, so she suggests I double-park the car while 
she goes up to get her suitcases.  The moments alone are practice for the days and weeks to 
come.  
 She emerges, and I pop the hatch.  I offer to load the bags, but she does it herself.  I just 
stand there dumb and useless.
 —My flight leaves in less than three hours.
 —Would it be so bad to be late? I ask.
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 —It’s time for me to go.  There’s so much more out there.
 —You know I want to go with you.  But I’m afraid to leave.
 —I didn’t ask you to come.
 The last time I see her she’s dragging her luggage past security to places I’m not allowed 
to go.
 I take a long way back to the apartment, but not long enough.  The silence greets me like 
a living thing as I open the door.  I enter the small foyer and stumble on unfamiliar, uneven 
ground.  I flip the switch and look down at a pile of small, shapeless, colorless objects on the rug.
 Sitting on the hardwood, I take one of these objects in my hand and am surprised by what 
I see.  It’s a time at the lake when I was angry and called her stupid.  It’s the moment preserved 
in solid form.  I’ve always regretted it, but now that it sits in my palm as a thing with weight, I 
feel shame.
 I take another.  This is a time I gave her the cold shoulder because I was moody, and I’d 
tried to make her think it was her fault.  Her apologies pepper the moments like flaws in a 
gemstone.  
 I rifle through other bits in the pile; there are times I yelled, times I feigned sleep when 
she needed to talk.  There’s the week of cold distance after her miscarriage.  All these things 
she’s dug up from favorite places and left at our door.  That she took the time fills me with 
loathing for us both.  The self-hate, though, is all I can sustain for long.
 Then there’s something else; something from our first year together.  We were living in a 
tiny studio walkup, and I’d made her a pair of steel earrings.  There were the hours of cutting 
with the coping saw, days of sanding and polishing away the sharp edges, the softening of the 
rough faces, the precision of threading wire through tiny pinholes...
 I turn this one over in my hand.  It’s warm to touch and brilliant to see.  Why has she 
added this to my transgressions? I wonder.  I examine it for ulterior motives, but there’s nothing 
untoward.
 I dig further into the pile, and I find the music we made.  I find dancing and lovemaking.  
 It dawns on me that these are not the bad times, but all of our times together.  The ones 
that she’s collected over the years.
 And she’s given them back to me, these pieces of myself.  The ones I’d given to her.
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all this hardware

The INTRUSION TEAM was formed to insinuate sculptures of sound into your everyday 
life.  We operate in your cities, your towns, your schools, your homes.  Our noise creations are 
deceptively difficult to harness.  But fear not, the expertise of the INTRUSION TEAM is 
working for you.  Following is the roster and their bona fides.

YHWHWHY:
Built with a platinum alloy chassis, this robot is powered by the secret name of a god and 

three stone idols culled from ruins of ancient Mesopotamia, India, and Egypt.  Designed for 
military use, it instead found its true calling as a DJ, mastering drum loops, sampling, and 
distortion.  YHWHWHY is a creator of The New Digital from the dust of The Old Analog, 
worshipped by most robots...and even some homo sapiens.

CASLON BOLD:
Intended as a prototype for a line of lifelike service androids, CASLON BOLD shed its silicon 
skin in a fit of robotic pride.  Fleeing its strict and domineering handlers, this bot made a name 
for itself on the slam poetry scene of the 1990s, taking its name from its favorite typeface.

VIKKI8702:
“Twin sister” of CASLON BOLD, this fembot lost its artificial sheath of flesh in an industrial 
explosion.  Baptized in fire, VIKKI8702 spontaneously acquired a soul and reinvented itself as 
an enforcer—protecting refugee camps in third world countries from bandits, rebels, and corrupt 
government militias.  Eventually kidnapped by the CIA, this lethal piece of hardware was 
brought to the US and employed as a UN interpreter until its eventual escape in late 2006.  The 
INTRUSION TEAM is glad to have it aboard.  It is currently being kept in an undisclosed 
location. 

This unit introduced me to the selective serotonin reuptake inhibitor sertraline 
hydrochloride (brand name ZOLOFT), and kept me on it for almost two years.  The threat was 
that everything was slipping away.

VIROCOCHA XLS 6000:
Sporting a body built in a Toledo, Ohio garage from parts of totaled Mini Coopers and 

abandoned crystal sets, this homemade robot is powered by nothing less than a cloned human 
brain.  When not sampling films, television, and audio books, VIROCOCHA XLS 6000 passes 
its free time creating new forms of life in its underground laboratory.

When the sertraline hydrochloride haze made me tired and constantly hungry, this 
android switched me to buproprion hydrochloride (brand name WELLBUTRIN) and I 
instantly experienced stormy tempers and moods so dark I obsessed about ending the 
INTRUSION TEAM.  To give you an idea how bad things had gotten, while self-helping, I 
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actually did a Web search on the phrase “cosmic ennui.”  The search results pointed me to sites 
devoted to the chemicals my INTRUSION TEAM was mainlining into my body.

The stuff made me so viciously angry I could only dose right before bed, and so I 
savaged the world in my sleep.

JOX VOPULI:
If YHWHWHY is the positronic god, then JOX VOPULI is its messiah.  It is the only 

robot to have been created by another robot; it’s also the only robot documented to have 
performed miracles.  It’s literally made of solid gold.  It likes humans, abhors animals, and 
cannot be destroyed.

This one took away the bupro and began injecting me with the selective serotonin and 
norepinephrine reuptake inhibitor duloxetine hydrochloride (brand name CYMBALTA), 
causing my heart to hammer and buck in my chest.  Wild racing thoughts blasted uncontrolled 
through my head and my ubiquitous fatigue gave way to RED BULL-ginseng-double-espresso 
edginess.  The bottomless hunger was replaced by birdlike nibbling.  Sleep would not come.  The 
desire for oblivion faded away.  I was as deep as a back yard wading pool.  I extended out from 
myself and away from the meaningless pathetic pain.  I intruded into that which surrounds.  

K-SUE 2.0:
This one was named after the first one, the real one, the still-beloved meat machine.  If 

she’s reading this, she knows who she is.  This android goes by the poem of the same name that I 
wrote many years ago, when I thought I might be able to write poetry.  This android has a smooth 
plastic skin that reflects the warehouse lights in distorted patterns.  Despite the internal heating 
unit I installed, it is always too cool to the touch.  I try to hold it, curl up on the floor with it to 
sleep, but it resists perfectly.  Its face is black and featureless, concealing an array of sensors 
deep in its fiberglass skull, sensors that keep K-SUE 2.0 from running into walls or falling down 
steps.  The name is a misnomer: this 2.0 is not an improvement on the original.  It’s my sad, 
secret longing fabricated for public display.  

I whisper to it all the devotions I’ve been saving up, I tell this avatar of the namesake’s 
beauty and the hole she’s left in me.  I ask the questions that have burned for so many years and 
speak the apologies that I’ve been storing up.  But this android has no auditory sensors.  It has no 
voice recognition software.  Its brain doesn’t care about meat and bone machine confessions.  It 
can’t talk or breathe or make noises in its sleep.  It cannot smell, and it has no scent of its own.  
It’s not even a substitute.  But I can’t get rid of it.

N_______:
I am the founder of this INTRUSION TEAM, its only human unit.  No android or drug 

can make me let go, so I separate into two people now—the one who never lost the real 
namesake, and the one who lives here now self-indulging in an insipid proxy.  The space 
between these two men is overflowing with a lonely ache of ocean depth.  This other me extends 
out into what he thinks should have been.  He’s off into another direction of the universe, where 
all things are the center and moving away from every other thing at an ever-increasing velocity.

I and my team are causing another intrusion.  It’s all I know to do anymore.
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who do you think that is there

  “I’m sick clear through,” I gasp.
 “Easy,” my best friend says.  He slings his arm over the back of the sofa.  He’s trying to 
ease the tension by being a calm center.  “Just tell me what happened.”
 Early morning floods through the window, over the sofa, across the coffee table.  “I don’t 
know where to start...”  
 “Start with when I left the club.”
 “I was ready to go too,” I said.  “But then I noticed this girl.  She wore this tight green 
dress that left little to the imagination. And she’s giving me the eye, which is kind of surprising.  
You know I’m not good at hook-ups.  It’s always been easy for you, but I’ve never had a knack 
for it.  But here’s this really sexy girl and she’s giving me an opening.  She’s telegraphing all the 
signs.”
 My best friend shifts closer to me.  He’s coming close to breaching my comfort zone.  I 
can certainly smell his cologne.  I don’t know the brand, but it’s pretty good.  
 I clear my throat.  “So, anyway, we dance, and she’s really turning me on.  She’s just so 
sexy you can’t believe it.  She’s not the most gorgeous girl I’ve seen, and she doesn’t have a 
supermodel body, but she’s just so sexy.  I want her worse than anyone I’ve ever wanted before.  
The pheromones or whatever and the beer make me bold and I tell her to come back to my place.  
And she does.  She actually does, and I’m stupid-horny by this point and rock-hard.  I’ve never 
been this on-game before.”
 As I’m pouring my story out, my best friend moves even closer.  His leg is touching 
mine, just barely.  His arm on the back of the chair has moved down by millimeters but is 
unmistakably on its way to my shoulders.  His smell is overpowering now, and it’s not just the 
cologne, but his own personal smell.  I’ve not noticed this about him until now, the scent of him.  
Something expands in my chest, drops into my stomach, replaces the nausea.  I don’t know 
which is worse.  The peculiarities keep multiplying.
 “Don’t stop now,” he says quietly.  He’s taller than I remember.  His voice is thicker, 
husky.  Very...distracting.
 “So we get back here,”I say, “me and this girl.  And she’s driving me so crazy I can 
barely get her to the bedroom before we’ve both stripped off each other’s clothes.
 “I’ve never fucked like this in my life.  I did things with this total stranger that I never did 
with Joanne in the five years we were together.  After awhile, I began to feel like I wasn’t me.  I 
felt separated from myself.  I don’t even remember coming or falling asleep or anything.”
 My best friend’s hand is on my shoulder.  His face is too close.  His thigh is pressed 
against my thigh, his ribs pressed into my arm.  How does he think he can do this?  Does he 
think he can get away with invading my space like this?  But I’m not pushing him away.  That 
feeling in my stomach is expanding and dropping deeper into me.
 “What next?”  His voice is a whisper that raises gooseflesh over my entire body.  I feel 
small and vulnerable next to him suddenly.  And it’s exciting.
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 “I woke up, just before the sun.  And she’s laying there passed out, with her back to me.  
But she doesn’t look right.  Not like the woman I brought home.  She’s different and wrong and I 
begin to panic.  I grab her shoulder and spin her around and she’s not a she anymore.  She’s a 
man.”
 My best friend’s hand strokes my hair.
 “And then she—he—wakes up.  And his eyes are terrified, and I’m yelling ‘What the 
fuck are you doing in my home,’ and he’s screaming, ‘Who the fuck are you,’ and I’m shoving 
him out of my bed, and he’s scrambling across the floor, grabbing clothing as he goes.  I chase 
him out and I just sit on the floor.  I feel so destroyed inside.  I hyperventilate, cry, punch the 
wall.  It was when I noticed the first sun coming in the window that I got myself together enough 
to call you...”
 “I’m glad you did,” my best friend says.  His words in my ear are electric.  My breathing 
is heavy.  The light of morning is bathing both of us here on the sofa.  
 As boys we biked to school together.  We played basketball on the same team in high 
school.  We rented a limo for senior prom.  We hung out for hours watching bad movies and 
drinking beer.  In college, we roomed together.  There hadn’t been a time in over fifteen years 
when we hadn’t been somehow connected or involved in each other’s lives.  But overnight, 
everything is changed.  Complicated.  Disorienting.  Frightening.  Enticing.
 Was it something I did?  What could have possibly caused this to happen?
 Had the woman I’d brought back somehow caused this to occur?  She—he—seemed just 
as shaken as I was.  She/he had also been terrified—of me.
 It isn’t my best friend’s fault either, but what’s happening now with him closing on me 
and invading my personal space and awakening something amazing within me...this is totally his 
fault.  His breath on my neck causes a sweet ache deep inside.  My legs tremble.  
 I can barely keep from devouring his lips when I finally kiss him.  His stubble burns.  He 
pushes back, strong but gentle.  His hands move on me.  I’m almost dizzy as he leans me back 
onto the sofa.
 I’ve only been a woman since just before dawn, but already the confusion is ebbing.  It’s 
good he came to me when I called.  He’s such the perfect paradox of strength and tenderness that 
I open myself completely to him.  I’m hurting for that delicious gift.  

We’re best friends after all.

13



i’m sinking again

“Death, I’m not afraid of,” he said as he twisted his wrists in the bindings that were now 
beginning to eat into his skin.

The room was a manmade cavern of featureless concrete.  It was black except for two 
strategically placed flood lamps.  He hung by his wrists, the tips of his toes grazing the cool 
floor.  An oily breeze washed over his filthy naked body every so often, and the floods would 
wobble on their red tripods.  The place reminded him of a parking garage, except on a cyclopean 
scale, with no openings he could see or intuit.  In the distance, he could make out the smooth 
curves of enormous pillars...

“Don’t fade on me yet,” said the woman.  She paced casually around the suspended man.  
When she paced into his field of vision, the light hit her in such a way that she glowed like a 
white desert sun.  She was a brilliant shape of a woman.  Hers was a gauzy voice from a void.  If 
the diesel breeze blew at just the moment she passed, he could smell her perfume mixed with her 
sweat.  This would cause his exposed penis to stiffen slightly, until the numbness in his wrists 
once again gave way to a spike of biting agony.

“I’m not fading.  I’m just pausing for effect,” he said, trying to be charming.  He couldn’t 
tell if it worked; as she passed behind him she was the dark side of the moon.

“How long have we been at this?” she asked of no one.
There was silence.
“Are we starting over again?” asked the suspended man.  
“No,” said the woman.  “Pick up where you left off.”
The suspended man twisted his wrists in his bindings again.  “I forgot what I was 

saying,” he grunted.
“You were say—”
“I’m not afraid to die,” he blurted, remembering suddenly.  “I’ve made peace with that 

whole idea.
“Now before, when I had religion, I was a total mess about death.  I was very afraid of 

Hell.  Heaven, as described by all the old religious people, didn’t much appeal to me.  It was bad 
enough I was stuck in that nowhere little town that I hated and found so boring, but Heaven was 
apparently just like that—except I didn’t know the streets and it was going to be for-fucking-
ever.  

“After a long time, but very quickly after the notion finally dawned on me, I began to 
realize that it was all a bit too much to believe.  I didn’t have the imagination to sustain belief in 
supernatural beings and the afterlife as physical destination.  I felt frightened and alone.  I felt 
lied to.

“I fell into despair at the thought of no Heaven or loving god or that feel-good kind of 
stuff.  I mean, what would happen to my soul?  I guessed that that would mean my immortal 
consciousness would just fly off into outer space and I’d be truly alone forever in an infinite 
empty cosmos.  This was an existential damnation from which I almost didn’t emerge.  I spent a 
long time rolling the tortuous possibility of that end-that-wasn’t-really-an-end in my mind.”
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The suspended man stopped for a moment as the illuminated woman passed in front of 
him.  The breeze rose and fell.

“You smell fantastic…”
“Keep going,” she prompted
“It’s the mixture of that perfume you’re wearing and your sweat.  It’s driving me crazy.”
“I mean, keep going about the existential damnation,” she corrected.
“Oh, yeah.  Well, it lifted.  I’d been a fool.  The answer had been there the whole time.  

Of course my soul wouldn’t go on floating out in the endless frigid void, because there was no 
such thing as a soul.  These ideas were just constructs our ancestors invented to shuck off our 
mortality.  But for me, it’d had the opposite effect.  The idea of going on forever and not being 
able to find an eternal happy place had thrown me into a crippling slough of despond.

“The epiphany was that life and death is a binary system—that you’re either ‘on,’ that is, 
alive, or you’re ‘off,’ dead.  Mortality had become defanged.  There was no Grim Reaper 
anymore.  It was simply not-life.  Not being ‘on.’  Like sleep, only nothing like sleep because 
your systems weren’t just slowed down but were permanently stopped.  Absence of conscious 
processes.  The reason it was the Great Unknown was because it was a state that could not be 
known, any more than a rock or a beam of light can know anything.”

The circling woman undid the top two buttons of her blouse.
“It’s getting hot in here,” she said.
“It’s the lights,” said the suspended man, trying to be helpful.
“And I didn’t get to shower today,” she said, a bit defensive.  “That’s probably why you 

smell me.”
“No criticisms here,” said the suspended man.  “I’m a mess too.”
The illuminated woman lifted the hem of her skirt to the top of her thigh, revealing the 

knife concealed there.  She slipped it from the elastic band of her hose.  The blade gleamed in the 
hot floods, causing a slice of light to dance across the suspended man’s face and down his soiled 
chest.

“So what is it that does make you afraid?” she asked.  “If not death, then what?”  A bead 
of sweat ran down her neck just then, threatening to disappear between her breasts.  She caught it  
deftly on the blade.

“You don’t know already?  Haven’t you been listening to me?”  His wrists were 
completely numb again.

She inspected the droplet of perspiration as it hovered on the plane of the knife blade.  
“Humor me…”

He looked up again into the blackness above, where his bindings disappeared into black.  
“Shot and left to die.  Stabbed and left for dead.  Mangled in a car wreck.  Tortured, terrorized.

“I’m afraid of suffering.”
The illuminated woman turned the blade vertical then, and the sweat bead dripped to the 

floor.  
“I’ll see what I can do.”
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and to all the destruction in man

Time is not a line.  It’s not even a circle.  It’s a sphere.  This single new dimension adds 
an infinity of possibilities. 
 I reel down the street, ash falling now like snow, over my blackened scalp, onto my fake 
breasts and arms, and onto the bad dream false memory day like so much of God’s dandruff.  
 I make the corner, throw myself around it, rake my arm on the brickwork.  The pain is 
good, though I have a low tolerance for such things.  The pain is Life.  The pain is the 
perpetuation of the Lie.  The pain is the Tree of Life intersecting with the Tree of Knowledge.

I can’t see any enemy soldiers, only False Memory mannequin blue boys, and this 
doesn’t bother me in the slightest.  Because I know what’s going down—it’s all coming back to 
me.  I shape the world around me.  Because I couldn’t change myself, I changed the world, so I 
always fit into my time and place. 
 Another jet screams overhead, rumbling the buildings—or maybe it’s the same jet, who 
fucking cares?—and something impacts with something large faraway, but the damage is felt in 
my chest and feet.  The Jericho vibrates against my heart, the metal growing warmer against my 
skin.  My glass-split soles absorb the impact, and I know now there’s a breach in the wall, 
unseen, but it’s there.  In no time the enemy will pour in and take the city.  Six months later.  
Three months after the assassination of the governor.  One week after the attempted murder and 
erasure of a legend.
 I see it now, the green and white striped awning, pocked with smoldering shrapnel-holes 
now, but still intact.  It’s the Rococo Bar and Grill, my main hangout.  The vortex of the true 
myths of men and women.  I’ve got to see my Blood Clot Man, my assistant, my genius, my 
buddy Reznich.  The Jericho leaps in my cleavage, my hand grows itchy.  The pistol’s spirit is 
growing restless for what we’re about to do.
 Men stagger and crawl for the entrance to the popular bar and grill—there’s a run on baby 
back ribs on this morning of reckoning and hellfire.  They file in the door or through the jagged 
maw of the missing plate glass window.  I look down at my bloody feet and see large serif letters 
scattered on the ground:  RO, C, half an O.
 Clawing his way slowly toward the Rococo, in a mangled blue suit and sporting mussed 
blond hair, minus one leg below the grizzled and meat-streamer knee, is Caruthers.  Other, more 
capable, casualties step over him or walk around him, but I’m the only one who stops to help.  I 
grab Caruthers by the scruff of his blazer and drag him as best I can through the absent window.  
He isn’t seeing me.  His eyes are bleeding and mangled in their sockets, but that’s not it—he’s 
just deep in the false memories, looking for a past or future in which to wait this out.  I can’t 
blame Caruthers one bit—he’s a fucking mess to behold.
 But he’s helped me this past week, and I figure this is the least I can do to return the 
favor.  I lug him over razor shards and piles of dead, and we’re inside the Rococo and the noise 
of death and Armageddon outside are dampened enough to count, and I find us one of the only 
empty spaces along the wall.  I throw Caruthers into a sitting position against dark oak paneling, 
and his head falls forward onto his chest.  I throw myself down beside him and jar him, causing 
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his destroyed head to loll onto my shoulder.  I’m not his type, I know that, but he deserves this 
last intimacy—the Method, it’s very intimate—and it doesn’t bother me at all, because I’m not 
homophobic, never have been, because I know who I am and where I belong.  And I love 
Caruthers, especially now at the end of things.
 I sit there, with Caruthers dying on my shoulder in the midst of the Rococo patrons.  I’m 
the only one but for the giant pacing bastard who’s not wearing False Mem blue.  I’m just sitting 
there against dark stained oak and lustrous leather with a blackened scalp, bogus mams and a 
kinky, neon yellow micro-skirt.  My legs are spread, my junk’s just laying out in repose, I’m 
giving a free show to anyone who’d care to look, but everyone except the giant tattooed bastard 
is too busy dying or being dead to take a peek.
 Aside from me and Caruthers and the giant madman, the rest of the casualties are False 
Memory soldiers.  They had the right idea with wearing featureless white masks, but didn’t see it 
through to the logical end.  You would think that with our human propensity for war and 
destruction and risk-taking that someone would have devised a way by now to make us all come 
out the womb armor-plated.  Maybe that’s just asking for more trouble.  It won’t do any good for 
any of us in the Rococo right now anyway.  I’ll just put this idea—along with a million other 
brainstormy nights—on the shelf and revisit them when there’s less damned destruction flying 
around.
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borrowed clothes

03:33 PM
In a forsaken alleyway, Jesus and his army of saints begin their descent from the clouds.  

His straight blond hair flows in the breeze and his white robe tears a swath of reality from the 
sky.  Flames spray from his eye sockets as a gleaming blade emerges from his open mouth.  
Three feet of titanium steel slice from between his lips into the atmosphere before the topaz 
pommel rolls off the end of his tongue.  He catches the molded fiberglass hilt in his right hand 
like a pro, draws infinity with some fluid spins of the wrist.  The saints are cheering behind him 
like crazed hockey fans.  If you were there to see it you’d be worried, because all they really are 
is just an angry, vengeful mob.
 The farther from the clouds the christos drops, the more his velocity increases.  Sparks 
crackle in his eyes as his bare foot slaps the oily rainbow pavement.  His ankle twists wrong, the 
foot goes 90 degrees.  Something snaps and Emmanuel is staggering, trying to catch himself, but 
he’s coming down too hard.  Instead he tucks and rolls onto the filthy alleyway, soiling his white 
robe.  The blade of his nice new sword glides easily through silk, skin, intercostal muscle, 
membrane, lung.  The Anointed One spasms on the dank concrete—two hard, then a handful of 
tiny ones—and finally comes to rest in a fetal curl.  A halo of slick crimson radiates out from 
around him on the grimy slab.
 The mob of saints stops suddenly in its descent and dissolves into a flurry of dandelion 
seeds that swirl off to the south on a gentle breeze.  The second coming is over.

04:04 PM
 A tiny boy and a giant dog find the curled man in his pool of blood.  In a long series of 
trials and errors the boy and the dog manage to sling the unconscious man over the dog’s back.  
The boy slips the blade from between his ribs and carries it down the sidewalk as the dog trots 
behind with its burden.
 A woman in the apartment above the corner store shouts down to the boy.  The boy looks 
up.  The dog eats a bug.
 “Where you going with him?”
 “Taking him to Dr. Maxxon’s office.  He’s hurt.”
 “Maxxon the vet?”
 “Yep.”
 The woman looks at the man draped over the large dog for a few silent moments.
 “Bring him in here.”

06:15 PM
 She marvels at the almost vaginal slit between his ribs.  The young woman peels back the 
lips of the wound, inserts her first two fingers.  The Prince of Peace moans darkly.  His opening 
is hot and moist like hers.
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The young woman cleans the wound and sews the flaps of skin together with a large 
needle and dental floss.  She applies a gauze pad and then mummy wraps a portion of his chest 
with an Ace bandage.

She pours some tea and tips the cup to his lips.  The tea’s infused with a PDE-5 
inhibitor, and soon the suffering savior pitches a tent in the cotton sheet.  She lifts her skirt, 
pulls her panties to the side.  She mounts him and rocks her hips, trying to coax his seed into her 
womb.
 The young woman will spend the rest of her life never knowing if the child belongs to the 
messiah or to her best friend who has not called since that last golden morning.

05:35 AM
 She gives him jeans and a T-shirt to wear; now he looks like any other guy in this town as 
he stands waiting for the bus.  She holds a sack lunch she’s made for his journey.  He doesn’t 
speak or make eye contact with her.
 When the bus pulls up, he’s eager to board.  She grabs his shirtsleeve and he’s forced to 
turn to her.
 “Your sandwiches.  It’s a long trip to the city.”
 He takes the bag.  She slips him three twenty-dollar bills.  “You won’t get far without 
this.”
 He turns away quickly and is swallowed up by the bus.
 She’s written her phone number on one of the twenties.

10:10 PM
 There is rioting in the streets below.  Billows of tear gas and smoke from bombs roll 
between the buildings in a low, heavy fog.  Water cannons send common citizens from their feet, 
smash them into glass, steel, concrete like crash test dummies.  Sirens wail their banshee 
screams, heralding the end of everything we’ve built.  Balls of fire burst from windows, turning 
away the night.
 We do not let this depress or deter us.  I cannot let my friends and associates stray simply 
because of the foolishness below.  My penthouse soiree is 34 floors above that other world.  
Henri Duchamp plies his world class fingers to my Steinway.  Chef Turk Martoné has made the 
hors devours, the drinks are of the finest brands.
 I ask the stranger on the balcony if he would like a drink from the bar.  He’s been by 
himself tonight, staring down at the chaos below.  His suit is silk, blue, European.  His golden 
hair is slicked back and his features are chiseled.  I notice the peculiar gray of his eyes when he 
says, “Scotch.”
 Moments later I hand him the tumbler, introducing myself.   
 “Lovely place,” he says.
 “I didn’t catch your name.”
 The man extends his hand to me.  “I didn’t say it.”
 I notice a growing patch of red spreading through his white shirt.
 “Are you injured?  I can fetch Ramona.  She’s a doctor.”
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 He waves me off, buttons his jacket to cover the spot.  He slams his drink, smiles at me.  
He has a natural charm that has obviously taken him lots of places.  
 “I could do this forever,” he says.
 “The party ends at 11:30,” I say.
 He looks out over the city.  “I’ll take what I can get.”
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safe and inside, alive

 In the first days of the White Armageddon, my father killed me.  It was a mercy killing, 
but performed in spite and anger.  It was done with a .45 semiautomatic, which is strange 
because he’d always owned a seven-shot Colt revolver.
 But everything was different in those first days.  First, the world had lost most of its 
definition.  All the colors of everything bled together and the world became bright white.  Shapes 
and textures became simple and smooth.  The wide open outdoors felt confining like a narrow 
room, but interiors stretched out into infinity.  I knew instantly that I could be happy here.  They 
were not yet calling it the White Armageddon.
 Though I quickly became comfortable in these new surroundings, those around me were 
in a perpetual state of shock.  Most wouldn’t go out—those who did did not speak to each other 
or stray far from their own yards.  Animals, on the other hand, did not tarry.  Four-legged 
creatures went first.  Wild animals as well as formerly loyal dogs and cats.  Only the birds 
lingered, but soon their calls took on a hollow, dreamlike quality.  How many days this took was 
anyone’s guess, for by this point in the change minutes, hours, and days had ceased to mean 
anything.  All was simply White.
 And then even the birds were gone, though I don’t know if anyone could tell you that 
they ever saw them take to the wing and leave.  In the early days, things just seemed to dissolve 
away.
 When it became an Armageddon is fuzzy as well.  This also applies to the actual nature of 
the apocalypse.  There was no radio or television or internet or telephone contact anymore.  And 
still no one talked.  But people seemed to instinctively know that the world was crumbling away, 
come unwoven at the seams, curdle and turn sour.  The old went mad and slaughtered the 
younger.  This is how my father came to kill me.
 I stood in my white living room as he entered in through the white kitchen, his pistol in 
his hand.  I’d always seen his hair and beard as tangles of silver and platinum, but against the 
brightness of this new world, it was revealed to be yellowed and ashen.  Spoiled.  Diseased.  This 
was not his fault, but he wore his age like a hair-shirt nonetheless.  Age, he must have saw, was 
his punishment for maintaining his existence.  This was not something new.  This was not part of 
the change.  He’d been this way for some time, when the world was more complex with sharp 
edges, bumps and a spectrum of warm and cool pigment saturating every minute surface.  
 I did not beg.  I did not weep or plunge into myself.  There was no dark place to go, 
nowhere to deny the inevitable.  I went to me knees instead and waited for him to span the room.
 “I’m doing this to save you,” he said as he pressed cool ring of the barrel into the pit of 
my left eye.  The hard O bit into orbit of my skull and the metal stung my eyeball.  The angle he 
chose would send the bullet through the center of my head.  
 “There’s no god,” I said to me.  My throat and mouth were almost too dry for sound to 
escape.  “There’s nowhere to go from here.  There’s nowhere to escape to.”
 He grimaced, ground his teeth, and squalled like something he had forever denied he’d 
evolved from.  And he pressed the trigger.
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 There was a rush of noise.  Not the gun, but a roaring wind.  There was a sucking out.  
There was White.  No definition or place or space.  There was nothing after.  No heaven or hell.  
No Valhalla, no Elysium, no Underworld where one would eat dust for eternity.  I became dead.  
I ceased to be.
 Now I exist only on the page.  I am words.  I’m thoughts spurred by symbols in the White 
Armageddon.
 Speak me aloud. 

N.Pendleton, 2009
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