Be Story Free

a story addiction destruction seminar

presented by Dr. Jip Syuzhet and the BSF Brigade

in a world wer things r mostly chil...

on certan curtand evasion ocasions

this fatty-flake-plated film student

pops out the woops goblet n shuvz ma yamz

bak up ma port ignority then gabz

me shuz i cunt report in bad cumpny,

but, misgivns givn, things is mosely chil.

wer one inciting incident throws evrything outa wak...

yo, bro, sum bitch dude et yo mama!

wer to lose it al is to win it al...

g wut spuff dat motha-funkn beasty

g wut squif dis mo-sho doom-boom feasty.

wer an insouizant stampede of sinkhole-escalating, causally-slobberd time-bomb auctions create an iconoclastically procedural, emotionally floodlit action splatter wherethru the demanding human dummy fakes numerous caracter-constricting choices to prove common fitness and spontaneous heritage by learning sumthn scleroticaly obvius that shills the bargan basement belief that justice, passion and determination r worth evry pinch of sumone else's expendability...

30

8

20

5

10

nuttin

sold

wow, he's so crafty!

wer evil is both aborrent and alluring...

do u wish to look up my dress, wilst u dy?

wer the resolv for teribl necesity is perfectly mixt with the adsorption of avoidable vulnerability...

killn yr chillns make me reelize how much i luvs chillns.

wer lots of things happen to wich most partial beings can totaly relate...

i can't get my hed thru this door!

wer tedius tension leads to imperious climax...

ah!

u sed pul up on ma zipper.

i sed i'm stuk in ma zipper.

o!

and wer al crises dissolve into the iconic ironic...

u hav freed mooter afreeka; now she is yrs!

in such a world only such a world can save u from such a world but only if yr world is consumed by such a world so let me hear u scream for such a world...i can't hear u....i can't hear u....etc...

he can't hear u. he sed, i can't hear u,

yet, 'sif a prikly pillo ain't a sign

yr either eekin comfort out a cactus

or yr hed's too off to noe wut it's on,

like he can't hear u, u can't hear him,

cuz on u gobl (rite?), one more tryin-

t'extinguish-a-spittn-thirst-on-dehydrated-

alcohol time, rottn fruitfuly engaged

in the ritualized non-transformation

of swappn wut yr financially scabbd

feelings think inocent jingo fluids

(o pity be duped n al laftrs nervus!)

in that jolly co-hookt incompability

feeds its hed to the horse to get it bak

as th'only gift it dares to deserv

since fetus is feces once flockers refuse

to cum to thr senses rite redy to sens

it mite just make sens to not make sens

shd u care to sens wut's ther to sens

other thn those stifling fluids, wich, past post,

shout flying heaps of happy, poizn crap

al bout this swag unvironmental ho-god glob

that wanks its worry n teethes its tung,

like who the fuk crawld up outa the shit hole,

set up shit shop in a shit shop storm

n took t'pimpn kids to dreams a pimpn

kids to dreams that get off on the front

of a runaway training facility

for dun up stylish frenzy extinction

won't let us say, "ded life, it's time to scream,

not out our throats, but down our guts,

t'waken wut's left of our rite to not

return ourselvs wen we go to return

wut we got from the hero just hokt us,"

yet it be time, if any time ther be

after al that time we took atemptn

t'win mo time by actn like we lost,

it's time, i say, to beller, "u can't hear me

cuz i'm the truth, u luvr-fukn ly!"

i want the bird i ate to make me fly.

hello? who is this? it sez unknown.

i'm un-none.

n i'm busy.

hi, bizzy.

don't cal me agen.

y wd i cal u agen? yr bizzy.

Welcum to be story free

the be story free movement

and the first last wag of your new ded tail.

i'm dr. jip syuzhet

plogon of the be story free zygush

the most eco-induldent psycho-seismic

revolition since arbitrary reference

this is the BSF brigade...

wen i dy

u wil cry

so i 

must ask y

wen i

was alive

u didn't like me?

n we're here to say: be story free

yes, we can't!

no doubt many of u r

knowingly

or carboniferously

ghost-bloated

by what we BSFers

flovize as

story addiction

narrative infection

or perhaps most ponderously...

entertaining inscription

into the war agenst yrself

n yr situous if this glomide

be story free

mite pertuss the piney ingkch

out yr congested troibles

foible troubles in scruple bubbles

u hav so praeter-judiciously hrounded

thru the fine-ass hootenamas of rah-bad being

rah rah bad!

desperat for disparat dispiritiv

yet on u gush n climmber

stub n yink

lunging lifelessly

from same to shaming same

n to u we say: be story free

stil sum of u

the here-n-gon among us

clayishly wonder

biz budz badz boutz dory?

grammy goosh a cogbag a da foe crunch,

n i so pump out schleempy, coint a hear

umma snitchy stitch fa mold time's gofer-saken?

n to u we say: be story free

cuz if u realy look at it

thru gargoyle eye mirrors

it becums latently apparent

as a self-fulfilling non-fulfillment

that our stories oppose our survival

so i do defy decry t'deny the tru-op

that ther be no conflict

disbodisteme

pollitent

dumprision

classtration

stoopefaction

or injoystice

that has not hairs on the hammer of story

citizens of then deported into now!

i wana tel u a story

look ow, look ow!

hopefuly it will be the last story

u wil ever hav to suffer, so enjoy

for i do declare the indignation

befor u is not the grind of oposable

testes

it's the story of the deth of story

nor be it the after pic of an axiomatic

advantage

n once u hear this story, u wil be

story free

nor be it the unafordabl sensation

of bein in a body u sorta care to control

n once u'r story free, u wil smel

mor deeply, see mor keenly, hear

mor wildly, taste mor richly, n tuch

mor tender the delectabl depths

of wut u never nu to be so rite ther

n u wil not be alone, for that u r

here today is a sur sign that story

is fading from our urth, the urth

it has too garishly upgobbled

for o it is the indignation of the urth

expresst thru the enemys of the urth

granted dominance over the urth

by the urth, n it wants to tel, nay, make

u a story

as in stor u

as in stik u in a stor

so sit with that

n we r fully at a point in our

development wer we can envision

a not too far off future wen ther's

no such thing as story

stir that round in yr mug

surely, story wil exist in the

uninforming arkives of information,

n those whose addiction remains

wil stil dable in its babl, but as

the story addicted doubles dwindl,

al those storys wil be less consumed

n less consuming, til one day

sum sad stump wil sit for a story,

n then, that wil be that. we wil al

be story free

feel it dissolv in yr solution

no one wil ever agen turn to story

to get wut in getting is so gotten

u constantly require mor just to say

y in saying "i get it" u don't get it.

feel it becumin yr color, yr taste,

yr liquidity, yr spirit, o feel yrself

at story's lip, n ask yrself, can i 

crave it not? can i crave it not?

n like a ded pigeon that ends up

in a trash pile that ends up

in a land fill that ends up

in a soil seep that ends up

as a city park wer children

sit in the grass n listen to

their caregiver tell them the truth,

story wil go down.

ha!

story, wich almost kild us al

ha ha!

wil be gon.

ha ha ha!

and we wil liv.

ha ha ha ha ha!

hello?

is bizy ther?

who is this?

unnone. he noes me.

cal agen, i blok u.

broken news: blokn calls from the unnoen

has ben noen to cauz the unnoen.

r u threatening me, cuz i wil fuk u.

if threatening u will get u to fuk me,

tel me a story or i'll kill myself

over having killd the man i luv.

wut?

tell me a story, man.

Here at O God O Shit Agglutinated

we listen to our customers, then we

sel them a device that sez wut they sed

with just enuf distortion to disguise

the fact that the device is nuthn mor

than a cheap distortion of wut they sed.

i want a device that converts my gas

into tiny beige vagina bubbles

thru an app that regenerates my sperm

instantly so i can fuk myself

over 15,000 times per drivel.

i want a device that takes al this noise

n turns it into hit songs i can claim

legaly to have writtn, so i can

charge peepl to play it over the noise

so they can hear themselvs not thinking.

i want a device i can nurse on, but

it duzn't throttl me wen i bite down

becuz i'm a littl bit resistant

to gettn wut i need from wut i want.

i want a device that's sumwer between

a wordless bible n that lifeless shoal

of the inner-thanks wence west coasters sink

wen staring at a person like a display

so i can realy get under the hood

of my misplaced metaphor scavenging

n replace my freedom-guzzling engine

with curt chiliads.

sumtimes magic's all the beaver

has, n i want that device.

Dear Dr. Jip: When duz story addiction start?

ya noe, i struggld like a teatless runt

in the change-me days of my movement

with ovular rallying polymers

that optimized the valu in the valid,

n ther proved no batl mor brutal

than story addiction vs. story

infection; the former propitiously

implicates the agent, wile the latter

mor justly hits the truth between the lies,

for so onto-endemic is story,

so much the flower that forms our pistol,

we r not only gestated in it,

we r born that it may regenerate,

n, as such, it infects us into being,

a being whose empathic dimensions

its habitants r forbiddn to blaze

lest they discover side canyons teeming

with life forms unprofitabl to deth,

so story addiction starts with story

infection, n story addiction ends

with story disinfection, wich is naught

but an ilicit reformatting of

yr pre-personal derivations thru

the fluster shuk of be story free.

this device is divorcing choreography

from divorcing choreography.

wut lunk must i lob to cease the slaughter

of my dung folk at the flickering hands of

yr delishus robotic performers?

u must sincerely luv my teeth.

how pay this unreadabl ransom?

u do not luv my teeth?

i'm saying i sincerely feel unable

to prove the sincerity of my feelings.

so u hav yet agen sed sumthing t'wich

u find yrself incapabl of returning?

i'm saying...

do u not, or do u not, u intolerably

adorabl litl brown fuking machine,

sincerely luv my teeth, n answer cute,

or i shal nail yr shit clan forever

to the unbearabl story boards of

so so songy sluts for lamp in beam gap.

i cannot tel a story without teln

on sumon who's dun nuthn i wudn't

do wur i lookn to profit off ther story,

wich puts me in a pikl on a samwich

i wanna eat, yet if i eat it, wer duz it

leav me save from that place i must then

needs cal my story?

u r not so much in a pikl as

a pikl is entering u via the gaping

hole in yr story that i n my delirious

rhizotic conformers shal unstopably

stretch with our creepy calips of required

recommendation, oobershtoopo banoynoy?

um...

yr luv of truth condemns u to fiction!

is this part of the program?

Maybe, wur maybe a colabrativ no,

wich, wen power has no patience

for the brief, al-consuming performance

of bleeding adherence into the hungry,

it alwz is, even if it’s nevr al it is, as 

the memory of colaboration blurs into 

a design for the final porous empathy dam.

Dear Dr. Jip: I read sumwer that u calld story

"emoploitation thru pang bang mood porn." 

can u expound on that phrase?

I'd love to. cal it wut u think u wil,

story is sacrificing our integrity

to a simulated experience

in order to feel wut sumthn

mite be like wur we doin it

insted of just doin it, and we do this

becuz pouring our feelings into

pre-made molds results in

the amelioration of our pangs

via the exploitation of our sentiments,

since wen u hurt ther's nuthn bettr

than getn sumone to buy that hurt

in a form that makes them think

they'r gettn bettr. see, just like porn

forces sex into patterns, story

forces emotions into patterns,

n those patterns becum the

unavoidable action grids

we increasily require just to arive

at wut we've ben told is our potential,

yet potential is the savor of

intimacy's soup, n story addicts,

like porn addicts, can't feel tru

intimacy cuz they've gottn carried

away by stagnating orgasm armys,

and they'v willingly married their captor

since all one can realy say of their will

is that it's captivated by being chosen.

to truly get turnd on, turn the story off.

this device offers a deeper embevellment

into the self split, wich is world war loop.

my name’s yuman, and i’m a story addict.

hi, yuman.

um, ya, so, it’s ben an ok week, i gess,

mostly story free, but ya never noe,

ya noe? like, let’s say the other day i’m

walkn round n i spot this chikn samwich...

story alert.

this is not a story. 

it’s just me blastin out a possible

cron form so my comunitas

n I can process some basic queries

re: the snag touchy significance

of said action-entailed choice mods.

u use, u lose.

i’m not usin. i’m loudly meditating

on the usability of usage, and to do that

i gotta slum in representation.

that representation is a story.

fine, it’s a story.  but i’m not using

that story; i’m per-using that pre-story

as a non-emotive tack structure

whereby i can pose a methodology

that will aid in my better bundling

clash scripts to scrub my cache of story.

if ya don’t want bullshit, don’t feed the bull.

O cum on, look at us. how bloated is our bull

with sharing? caring? trying? abstaining?

recovering? listening? living? dying

without death? loving our higher power?

wanting a chikn samwich? it’s al story!

thirty seconds.

thank u, thirty seconds.

i’m sayin, if u think yr story free,

r u, cuz bein story free just may be

another story t’wich u scab yrself

t’keep from bein story free. and call it

a psychosing and meta-subligativ

thorn bomb for a story addict to foal in, 

but that’s the wave we’re wresln here.

wen yr story stuk, yr higher power

is yr shortcomings, those u’v harmd 

wur glad to be so, the fearless moral 

inventory only reveals more clingy 

ambivalence, n sanity restored is storied 

cackafrack, cuz fact is, u r the story 

that's u, so how not use u wen tryin

t’get unused to it, speshly wen it’s u?

i want each of u to think of a word. 

now, wen i raise my hand, say that word.

story!

and now a story that can't seem to get

its story strait...

befor the collitic nations were born

upon the plexi-beaches, life had many

forms, and its only form was the scream,

and the scream went shhhh, and it kisst

and it bit and it kisst and it bit and it sed,

gevry child emerges into a child,

and then rubes the rest of its life jawing

its way out of that wrapper child, and it

ain’t pretty, but fortunately we don’t

exactly look, due to our preferred visual

limitations,” and this was the oops

that started the war, the war that started

so long ago al we can remember

is it had sumthing to do with flowers

and how wen u smel them u either smel

yrself or u smel wut they mite smel like

wur they re-scented to match the moment,

the bad business plan moment, that is,

so the scream was up shit creek without

a permit to shit in the creek or call it

shit creek or even try to assess if thers

actually any creek in the shit, so it told

a story whose moral was “evry story

is a fite for our future, therby assuring

ther wil alwz be fighting in our futur.”

The end, unless u direct deposit

8 million dollars into my account

by 7 am tomorrow morning

under the name, “All I Can Hear Is You

When I Scream At Myself But Fail To Grasp

Exactly What It is I’m All Worked Up About.”

Like finding the “you’re not great” voice,

knowing u must kil it, but realizing it’s u,

this device is story minus body divided by

futility times effort over dubl yr money.

wil u go with me?

i wdn’t be cawt ded with a magot.

sumhow, despite al that expensiv

body work i'd had done for no real

reason, i’d ben saved in the magot folder,

a term used at my skool to designate

my group of friends whose hobbies included

anal rape pasta with fresh hot tail pipe,

auto-sterilizing razor crutches, cross-facial

stitching, breast plate sledgehammer theater,

the stinky carcass throat cram, swordfighting

while skydiving, banging school children

to deth with deregulated spermcicles,

and, of course, maximizing ad revenue

for evry unjustified revenge plot,

but i wanted more: the saddest blowjobs,

the deadliest car, i wanted to be

homecoming king of the funeral home,

so i had to stop being a maggot or

transform the maggots from death eaters

to life pukers, even just for pretend,

and so my dream became to sell that thot.

it's a great idea, if yr goal is failur.

evil exists! actors wanna act! get over it!

i've tried to get over it, but evry time

i'm over it it crawls up inside me.

this device contains infinite templates

as it’s templated by being turned on.

how duz this thing work?

the peepl r cumn.

i can't get this thing to work.

the peepl r closin in.

wut the fuk is this thing?

the peepl r here!

this device is wut shd be and wut shdnt

be fuels this device. 

i was first on the list once. it was a list

i made, and it didn’t last long, cuz i kept

remaking the list, cuz ya gotta keep

remaking a list in order for people

to care about a list, but wile it lasted,

my being first on the list, it was awsum.

i was first for six iterations of the list,

then i started to drop. first i moved

from first to third, and i’m like, wo,

but then i’m bak to first, but only briefly,

cuz i fal to second, but a close second,

like me and first, we’re realy close,

but then i gess sumthn happens, and boom,

i’m fifth. fifth. fifth on the list, on the list

i made! fine, i’m fifth. like i’m getn used 

to bein fifth, wich is probly the slak

that brot the snap, cuz now i’m sixth,

then bak to third, down to tenth, up

to eighth, down to twelfth, that's rite, twelfth,

and i was twelfth for like forever,

then eleventh, and i’m like, ya, he’s

comin back, then ninth, then sixth, O

he’s havin a run, and then it was al

over. i came out with a new version

of the list, and me? I’m nineteenth.

Like i’m barely on the list, cuz the list

only goes to like twenty, and get this,

in the next version of the list, wer am i? 

nower. totaly nikt from my own list.

i mean, it was unreal. i put out

this list, and i’m like, wer am i? 

y am i not on the list, the list

i made? and then, like a shrimp, it hits me,

and i’m like, ya, that’s rite, yr not on

the list, cuz, like, wut did u make this year?

wut did i make this year? i made the list!

Wut, u mean the list yr not on?

Ya, i mean that list. Gess yll hav t’get

on sumone else’s list. Yeah like fat chance

i got a gettn on someone else’s list;

nobody puts anybody else other than

themselves on their list anymore.

i gess that’s wut it’s al about, ain’t it?

yeah, i gess that’s wut it’s al about.

wut?

tel me a story.

no.

y not?

i'm sik with story.

n i'm story sik.

wut, like u can't find a story

in this epic epidemic?

not one that i can get rapt up in

without losing my breth.

that's story, baby.

it grabs u by the throat, wich u accept,

cuz that's wut u gess it's gota do

to pul u out, but then it puts u down.

so pul me out.

i'm goin down myself.

ther's a start.

Dear Dr. Jip: Is there a set number of stories?

good question. one often hears the mental 

barrack masters barking in muzzlese to 

the parr-struckfullgrown fledglings about how 

ther r only 7 or 13 or 36 kinds

of story, but this standardizing bravura

is shorthand for giving the long finger

to the subparticle carnosity

that each is, is, that is, in the foreclosed sense

of not being reducible to:

"Too fat

to fit into your new discount dubl?

don't fret! once u watch this, u'l fit rite in,

not cuz u lost wait, but cuz u waited

and lost, wich is great, cuz u learnd sumthn

about yrself, i.e., wen yr watching

yr new discount dubl is being watchd

wile also being charged for being watchd,

and that means u can get into it

but can't get out of it, but, hey, that's ok,

cuz we'll sell u this face bra, n then

u won't be able to keep yourself from smiling."

ther's only one kind of story, and it's being

stuk in a story. u want it? u got it.

but once u realy get it, u won't want it.

Wholes become more particular, fragments

more encompassing, until they merge

in this device, wich is the unreachable

invisibl u can’t keep yr hands off.

i can’t keep my hands off this device!

today we're gona lurn how to rite

a screenplay, and by screenplay i mean

a successful screenplay, not a suck-ass-ful

screenplay. now, a screenplay has three parts:

screen and play. wut's the third part? the third part

can't be taut, so good luk tryin to pul

an inside job wen the last fukn thing

anyone wil do is let u inside. so, wut's a screen?

a screen is sumthn u set up so u can project

sumthn onto it other than wut it is

so u can do sumthin behind it

that u can't do in front of it cuz

it wd either be stoppt or ignord,

like i stand here, i act like we're cool,

u fixate on me, then bam! my partner

cums in from the side n fuks yr shit up,

i run past u, i win, n u suck ass fulls.

ok, so that's a screen. now, wut's a play?

a play is an attempt to win the game

by pretending to be fighting within

the rules of the game, and the game has rules

cuz otherwise the game wd be real,

and the game must not be real, cuz the game

is preparation for the real, wich means

we play so we can fite for real, ok?

that's a fact. science has had to sit thru

that shit so many times, it duzn't wanna

talk about it anymor, ok? ok,

so how to make a successful screenplay?

simpl. u look like this, u do like that,

u stik shit up, u nok shit down, u run

past al the sorry fuckrs, proving u

r the best not realy fighting fighter,

n soon, u'r wer evryun wants to be,

livn a story u rote so u cd liv abuv

n beyond al the realy suck ass full fukrs,

n u'r like, hey, u plastic ironing boards,

wana buy this device? n they'r like, sure,

wutz it do? n yr like, fuk u, wutz it do.

it sez who the fuk r u to ask me

wutz it do. n they'r like cool, here ya go,

n they giv u ther money, then al up

in ther face u dance this wak fukn dance

wile they suck ass fulls, n yr like, uh hu,

chek it out, u blokt , nokt, col' cokt fukrs:

i just made a successful screenplay.

wut r u afraid of?

i’m afraid of a fear strain distributed

thru my genetic morsels over eons

of strugl and remorse accordn to

some teribl doctrin i can’t capture

or imagine, yet seems my capacity

for luv, yet its repression is its releas,

as my sole motiv is to control

and diseminate myself thru u,

and that’s what story’s for, so i wil use it,

and it wil destroy us, not of itself,

but thru its forms as they suffuse within

the inocent formulae of desire

to take in at the ear wut eats at the hart,

and it is this drive, not to giv myself

to that formula, that faling shelter - 

luv it it leavs u, leav it u luv it - 

that formulates the narrated sex,

wich is my fear, my hope, my deth, my story.

deep.

so deep, everyun’s drowned in it.

tel me that story.

yr making me sik.

hide from meaning, and evrything is mean.

credit for the creation of this device lies

squarely on this device, wich takes place

then gives it bak better, taking make do

and making it make and do.

it was weird. the other nite, i went to this

function, n ther wur like 10.3

peepl ther. most of wut i think i made out

as individualized samples

of social networking wur for sum reason

only 30 - 50% present, or

wut seems to be the same thing these days,

accessibl. most of the live exchanges

ended befor they got anywer; there was sum

group sex happening, but no one partook,

n i spent the nite i didn't hav

with a drink in my hand so i cd dumb

myself down quikly, expecting at

sum point that someone mite sho up

and be al ther, wich evryun (wutever

that means in a crowd of partial persons)

seemd to agree (without ever having

actualy discusst it) wd hav ben

a feral drag on the mad hushing rush

toward total elswerness that is

my generation's special sumthn or other,

n as i virtualy decimated

my semi-fello functionarys with

polite incendiary devices

of impersonal shrapnel macaroons,

i sorta started to think, it mite suk

hangin with the cloud identitys, cuz thr like

alwaz changing shape so they can steal

yr self-made mythic stature, then they get

al peeved wen u don't notice, like that's al

u'v got time to do, O, yr a rabbit,

O, yr a mountain, O yr two toddling chinese

acrobats forming a giant pair of

scissors cutting the offending hand-feet off

the humanist orangutan who dared

suggest that children's toys r the new blak

deth, i mean, sur, it mite suk, but i'm hookt,

cuz, like, this girl i hurd of luvs this man

with the same body design as her sexualy

abusiv dad, n al i can think is, wow, that's hot,

like i wish i had that between me n sumone,

like wen i reach for sumun i tuch my device,

so these capricious blobby half cast types,

of wich i am the unnominated

no-input-required loud speaker with

7 bajillion pre-recorded gaffes,

least with them i don't have to concentrate

wen i'm doin that thing that's not quite talkn,

it's mor like losing yr voice out loud

on a remote server, cuz i can only

fuly relate to wut yr goin thru

once u don't now wer it is, cuz it's me

n i am only availabl in versions

that don't work on yr sucky old machine.

wen wil u let me cal u?

after u tel me a story.

y shd i?

i sed i'd kil u then kil myself

over having kild u.

that's a conceit.

consider yrself conceited.

y do u want a story?

i want to feel u beleve in me

enuf to give me sumwer els to go

that's far mor wer i am than wer i am

by engaging my group-desiring drive

to educate myself on arousal.

i don't noe u.

how much mor beautiful

then that u beleve in me.

how much crueler then that i pre-empt u.

i want evryun to stand on one foot.

now the other foot. now no feet. story.

Dear Dr. Jip - don't we need story to constantly

reconnect with the factors of survival?

here, as told by those with pants in story's wash,

is story's story: 

bak wen smal, familial

clans roamd the urth, largely preoccupied

with invading and avoiding each other

to the best of ther barely one hat size

past a baboon abilitys, story

emerged as a kind of decorativ box

werby the bland, functional wares of words,

designed primarily to point at danger

or desire, mite be packaged, sold, and stored,

protecting them from the pumice of time,

allowing for optimal resale

due to their gilt cases, n filing them

in easy access formats, that memory

mite pursue its ultimate object: sleep.

yes, story was home mensura's first

marketing plan, and it was a winner,

capturing sik, hellacious market share

from such gay rivals as getting along,

not wanting evrything, n manliness

inversely related to waste-making.

soon, having seen how story can convert

even the most honest, free expression

into a massiv swirling mind thresher

that slashes this, implants that, n directs

the attention to stand at attention

even tho its natural position

is walking sitting lying sitting walking

w'ever it may happen to be hoppin,

story sufferd a hostile takeover

by strategy, yes, that strategy,

the guy with bettr things to do than bettr

things to do, but story didn't mind being taken

over, cuz story only exists to serv

any purpose for wich it can't be held

accessory to, n so strategy

started using story to motivate

the peepl to emulate the assholes

whose main goal in life was cutting off ears

so no one could hear them fail to explain

exactly how conquering other clans

mite actualy lead to them liking u,

n so story became a battle cry,

but then, cuz evryun luvs to kil

until sumone kils evryun they luv,

story was courted by a new investor,

calld sympathy, n sympathy acquired

an undisclosed amount of story's stok,

so sympathy n strategy both owned

a part of story, wich was then restructured

into the story of seeking control

over story, sympathy n strategy,

now good n evil, each playing thr part

in the strugl over how things shd end.

n now we'r al so transfixt by that end

we never ask about the beginning

n how we let it get to the point wer

under the guise of countering conflict

our luv of conflict shd be formalized

into conflict fantasys that others

create for us, resulting in a world

that craves conflict to satisfy its need

to see conflict overcum in a dream.

story mite have once helpd us to survive,

but the mekanism of expansion

is now the mekanism of extinction.

stop giving evrything u have to sumthn

that has evrything n accepts nuthn

about u save wut adds to wut it has.

did i mention i'm not wearing any unmentionables?

just a moment wile i transfer u

to inferior solutions.

u noe, yr kind of a scatterbrain,

but not much brain gets scatterd.

fite! i mean, pacifier!

i walk out of my apartment and i fall

rite into someone's arms, only those arms

hav ben hakt off sed sumone n r lying

on the sidewalk, yet despite having lost

hq, they start making sweet hooker luv

to the puncture wound in my egregious

gregarious big city stressball, like

we r truly crazy lady close, and go!

i don't noe u that wel. fact, i don't noe

anyun that wel, cuz to feel ok

about telln sumone a story, if,

that is, u care for them, wich no un duz

in a world wer the steril stenchy snatch

of story marinated evrything with

free mandatory wiki reactions,

u hav to hav em ded n proppt up on

yr couch with scriptur al over thr face

n a few pig ears stapled to thr neks.

u'v blown al yr fuses, but i've yet to find

the fuse box, n this makes u rather dark.

i wana be free, yet sumthn's made me

expensiv.

it's a large box that u can

only see one side of, and it's shining,

n out of it r coming images

of yr childhood wen u had that funny

thing growing out of yr eye, n talking

felt like winnie the pooh trying to shit

a bike, n al around u glamorous

pains-in-the-artificial heart in red bikinis

with wite crosses on thr nippled foreheds

r preening n singing, "switzerland, O

switzerland, no one fuks with switzerland,"

n yr like, if neighbor's an exception

to the rule, do we realy want that rule?

how do u noe me?

i noe the story.

thank u, Dr. Jip, for telling the truth about story. ya noe, for me, story had becum a production company that dictated how i lived by lockn me into bait-n-switch behavior contracts. it plotted my dreams, blockt my strut, proofread my thots, focus grouped my intentions, n committed my personal relations until, in effect, i had no self beyond my story self, yet self is wut one has apart from story, n anything else is a debilitating ly that spits out an unfulfilling life, so, thank u.

thank u, n welcum to freedom. see, my frends,

story is a detour around life, wich actualy

ends up taking longer than going thru life,

cuz either way, u end up on the other side

of life, n the trip is over, n if u went thru

it felt long, wich is good, so it was short,

but if u went around, it felt short, wich is bad,

cuz it's life, so it was long. point being,

y wd anyun choose to take the detour

around life n miss out on al this processing

perfection? peepl actualy take shelter from

life in story to find confirmation for wut

life has instilled in them in order to

optimize its chance at survival wich is

the belief that life is a story, but we

must remember, life isn't particularly

adept at long-term planning, n putting

its survival into the hands of humans,

it has instituted its own fallibility,

so to rescue life from itself, we must stop

patronizing its storys n start securing

its survival by making it wer we r

not wut we're pointing at, else we'l just 

continue to  poison life and ourselvs 

on tainted narativ medications.

life with u is a satisfying exampl

of the unsatisfying atempt to experience

reflectiv infinity.

u calld me.

resistance is audience.

stop copying false projections.

my heart's so on the screen i can't see

the movie.

narativ art is a redundant oxymoron.

u make me want to put myself in

a device that puts me into

a culture wer i can treat myself

like a sexualized infant without

havn to feel responsibl for

wut that duz to the culture.

isn't that 

like gaining power by penetrating

other peepl with the hidden idea

that caring for others mite be bad for them?

not if u remember al a birth can mean.

in sum places, a birth means mosquito;

in others, application. here, money;

there, get away. a birth can mean "don't tuch"

or "trust only a lak of sources," or...

but in the end evry birth is the beginning

of a story so huge it envelops

evrything outside it; it's the story

of a certain creature, usually

humanized by peepl, who pursues luv

thru its professional life, n it's about

the coupling of a yung man and a yung

woman, wich r in fact two yung men

fighting over the super feminine,

eating evrything, including each other,

as they go together into the story

of their one birth, or maybe that's bakwards,

wich is the problem of being a girl

wen yr not a girl; yr the richest man

evr to actually only possess

the things that only u can truly ruin.

u have set out into the world to becum

the edgeless gulf u seem bent on crossing.

stop telling me how the emotions work.

parking lot, parking meter, parking space,

parking garage, story is looking for parking,

n i'd just rather ditch my fukn wheels.

wut won’t work out works out thru this device.

u get yr way with the one that got away.

yr family crumbles into this device.

infertile? this device is yr finest replica.

Let us now recite the 12 steps to story recovery.

We admitted that we sought power thru story and that our lives had become too manageable.

came to believe that a power granted by us to be greater than ourselves used us to constantly restore itself to sanity.

made the decision to turn our will and our lives away from what we understand.

opted out of the searching and fearless moral inventory of others.

admitted to ourselves and to every human being that nature has been wronged.

were entirely ready to defect from our character.

humbly askt that our shortcomings be removed from the sales floor.

stopped listing persons as either harmed or mended.

realized the personal cannot be inventoried and that wrongs are prompted by admission.

sought thru play and confusion to improve our unconscious contact with nature, knowing only it is us.

having put our spirits to sleep as a result of these steps, we dropped our message and stopped practicing principles in all our affairs.

Dr. Jip, I'm wondering if yr critics mite say that yr resistance to story stems from sum personal disapointment n not objectiv fact?

i genrally find that critics will say

wutevr it takes to cover up the fact ther

personal disapointment governs

objectiv fact, so the propensity

to reveal the two in ther subjects

is standard practice among those

seeking to hold onto power with sumone

else's hands, but be that as it may,

i'm the first to say, especially if

u grant me the indulgency of saying

that evrything begins anew once it's sed,

wich duzn't seem too far from the truth

to get ther quik enuf to see it leavn

for we yr comin from, that my personal

disapointment with story led me

to seek an objectiv fact outside story,

n upon finding it, i discovered

that it was only ther becuz of my 

personal disapointment in objectiv

fact, so i stoppt lookn to that objectiv

fact for personal gratification, and that's

wen i saw that it's story that binds

these two antagonistic identitys,

n so, disposing of story, i disposed

of disapointment. now, u must remember,

i was not just a story user, i was a story

usurer. yes, like many of u, i dissolvd

1000's of storys evryday 

into my occupied imagination;

i livd on life suport in the air baloon

of story, so evrything else was a let down.

that paralyzing need for absolute,

irreversible change; the regresiv belief

in an external, charismatic evil;

the fascistic reliance on "sole protagonist

selfism"; the spurious, time-consistent,

cause-n-effect dependencies; 

the life-limiting demand for meaning

n explanation; the personal relationships

with depersonalizing conglomerates;

years upon years of emptiness, lies,

n false connections - it was al so perfect,

i just had to spred it round, problem bein

i was spredin it on things so they'd acquire

a taste entirely to my liking. y's that a problem?

cuz ther's mor to the world than "in a world."

it was al too good to be tru cuz

it was al too god to be tru. see, if u think

story is just sumthn yr parents told u

to put u to sleep, u'r rite. and it's stil

happenin today. evrywer, al the time,

thru evry imaginable method, yr unchosen

moral supervisors r infesting yr soul

with storys to "put u down." but u

don't hav to let them do it. u can rise up,

be free, n rid yrself of story. cuz if

yr like me, story's disapointed u

personaly by turning yr personality

into an objectiv fact. that's y i became

an anti-story warrior, n that's my story,

only it ends different by never ending, 

cuz i'm goin nower n i'm takin u with me.

i think it's a resistance to nature.

u hate the selection process of story

cuz u hate that life is a selection process.

it's story has a problem with that process

cuz it has no happy ending.

yr agenst encouraging those who need

a metafor for life becuz as soon

as life gains a metafor, it noes itself,

n u find ignorans more awethentic.

the wild blu yonder is smoggy n fenst

with sexy metaforical suicide.

nature mite be down at the mouth

but it's story wil bring her a smile.

that feedback loop overstuffs the world,

cuz wile we think we speak out of

a desprat desire to be herd, al we say

is actualy al we can't digest, so this audio

puke cums bolting from us, coating n

suffocating al the pelicans n turtles.

story is a spil that improves the site.

i'd rather have a tail than tell a tale.

is this device a distraction?

yes, but only from this device, so zone.

the point of poetry is too smal to be

considered a point, but too large to be

considered not ther, so thinkers hav

gatherd in thot to discuss wut exactly

the point of poetry is, and the other day,

in my capacity as a non-kinky voyeur,

i snuk into that thot flat by dressing

as a seductive response to rape,

and I said, “I’m a busy guy, rite? i mean,

like, i’m not just busy, i’m evil busy,

in fact, i’m way too busy to stand up,

so wen i go to take a shit, i don’t hav

al fukn day, so i just sit ther and i push

realy hard, like random slashing hard,

and sumtimes, i’ll admit it, i rip shit up,

like i sever shit, as in sumtimes i shit

like 6 – 8 inches of my colon rite out

my ass. it’s called a prolapst colon, but

i just cal it being busy as burqa,

and the other day, i did that, i shit

a colon chop the size of a benign

familial macrocephalic baby’s head

out my ass, and along with my innards 

and the usual shit that’s hiding from

the authorities up round them parts, 

sum other shit came out, like my computer, 

my fifth grade year, an entire Greek play, 

juicy strawberries, self-imposed humorlessness, 

Al-Dick, the pan-Arab dick, and lots of

other shit i’m just way too shit-faced busy

to taxonome, so i’m like, y is al this shit

doing a weird movement piece via my ass, 

and my mom’s like, “well, i got sum old news 

for you, like this news is so old, it speaks

elegantly and folks don’t take that as a sign

that it ain’t folksy, and the news is, fukr,

that yr father, and yr father’s father,

and the father so before yr father’s father

that he didn’t even father a father, he fathered

a sort of non-sexual approach

to insemination, that father had

a way with words, or, to put it in a way

that wil help me forget wer i put it,

he had his way with words, so he wuz

put away, cuz havn yr way with words

is great, but not the way he did it, cuz,

wel, al the words he had his way with

wur new words, ya noe, like only a few

days old words, wich is sik, rite? i mean,

a word’s gota be at least a year or two old

befor u can hav yr way with it, but, of cors,

that’s sorta sik too, rite? i mean, how sad

is it that u can’t hav yr way with words

that are new, yet wen u try to hav yr way

with words that are older, that’s sik too,

like yr sik, like yr in need of care, as in

yr too slo to be of any use to anyun

interested in making sumthing pay off,

so the bottom line is, wen u reach

the bottom line, u noe u’v gon too far

if yr looking to hav yr way with words.”

and i’m like, mom, i’m way too busy

live streaming this cruelty party to

listen to the lessons of history, cuz, like,

don’t the lessons of history tell us

t'ignor the lessons of history for fuk sake?

and with that, i was dun, so i erased

al traces of my absence and went out

to find sumun to sel me sum stolen

mixes, and the thinkrs who wer gathered

in thot to assess wut exactly the point

of poetry is al sed in a kind of

artsy bored threatening whine, “that ain’t it.”

followin up on sumthin earlier, how duz story affect our personal relations?

wut personal relations? do u hav

personal relations? do u hav

relations that uncage and engage

sumthing personal to u in the sens

of bein sumthn u can onestly

say emerges from a genuine concern

or ambition and is not simply sumthn

u bawt from story, the incorporation

of relations, wich has gobbled up

al personal options n shows no 

imitativ inclination of releasin them

any time soon? see, unless yr story

free, as close as u can get to personal

is as far as u can get from wer u r,

n al the story u think deepens yr

interactions with others actualy

flattens it out, leadin u to scamper

established routes of planar atempts

to plumb the pathetic impersonal.

the only way to hav personal

relations is to be story free.

wow, u cald me. i'm not sure i like u

anymor.

it is in cancer's interest to be cute.

yr a litl too thik on plot n color

coordinated ebulience to be

triky enuf to squeez in between

vibrato and pretension.

evrything is a giant competition

to reach truer emotions, wich is like

chopping down the tree so u can see wut

it'l be like to go out on a limb.

u shd found a university wer

everyun just walks around and sez

wutevr cums into ther minds, n then see

how long it takes for yr neighbors to cum

n put yr childrn to work making waste.

ther's nun richer than he who duzn't spend

al he has on buying others' storys.

yr someone who takes himself as quite

taken with himself. 

i take myself for granted

by a grant organization too disorganized

to giv out grants.

u shd c a sykiatrist.

i tried, but she kept sitting on my face.

she liked how u think wen yr not thinking.

y did i call u?

paid-for-art is payer-made art.

it's that, for sum reason, i think ther

shd be a luv experiens at the center

of evry narativ, but i don't think

there shd be a narativ at the center

of evry luv experiens, n i'm wondering

if that makes me conflicted enuf

to say in a new n entertaining way

that killing ourselves to make sens

makes no sens.

as he freed himself

from story, he thot - how wil it end?

i'm gona go n we'll see wer that leavs us.

u r this device, and this device changes names

with evry connection, unless it’s encrypted,

in wich case u remain entirely speculativ.

i hav this sorta valuabl disorder

wer i'l start seein sumun, and they seem

al fukabl and fit and blemish free, 

then i'll start noticing these utterly

detestabl design hiccups in thr

overal encouragement architecture,

n s'much's i try to say no glitch, no niche,

these friendly misfires start singeing 

my eyelashes, stabbing me in my sleep, 

fartin into my air tube, throwin coffee 

mugs at me from behind a bush, shovin 

me in front of an oncoming beer truk, 

spittin half eaten ham up my nose, hackin

my system so evry time i boot up

this annoying "new day, new tech specs" message

cums screechin out my speakers, n it ain't 

kidn, cuz i'm lokt out, so i'm like, fuk, 

n i ditch that person and start seein

sumun els, and for a few days, they seem

al fukabl and fit and blemish free,

but then i start seein their competitors

improving core operational whizbang,

and the whole asaultiv inward spiral

soars again, so i decided to dedicate

my off time to creating a device

that renders my ideal out of myself

so i can alwz fuk exactly wut i want

without feeling my want creeping out

of wut i'm fuking and start fuking me,

and at this phase i'm half-finisht

and i've sent prototypes to select execs

who are test-fuking the device to see

if they feel a genuine late nite rapport

with their self-blazoned absorbent ideal,

and ther are problems; no one's ben hurt,

but evryun's ben hit, like hit repeatedly

in the hed by thr own expressiv

apparatus, so i've trasht the project

altogether, cuz wer's the hevy cream

in creating yr ideal out of yrself

wen uns u get into it u find out

it's out to get u, and i've gon organic,

like insted i'm attacking the blakheds

of my perfectionist obsessions

by draining my sebaceous engrained need

for the new device, and this involvs

varius first-party therapys like

drinking burning fuel, tattooing

a quik sketch of my face over my face,

playing thumb wars with myself and trying

to feel like it's actually a fite, pretending

ther's a fashion runway in my bedroom

and putting on a humus bathing suit

and walking pigeon toed down it

with the cam on and giggling to myself

cuz i'm such a rebel, thumping my chest

angrily wen i'm askt to pay for

wut i did, ya noe, just being really

imposibl to be with, like i hail

a cab and wen it pulls over i pop

my hed into the windo and shout,

"I was pointing at the stars, u fukn

dirtball, cuz i'm a star and yr not, get it?"

But Dr. Jip, don't children need storys?

No, story needs children, n it's got them

n it eats them, n after having exhausted

that kiddy py, it infantilizes adults,

n they skip to the slaughter to feed

story fat, so fat no life can grow wer

story squats. saying "no" to a child

who sez "tell me a story" is one of the

hardest moments a truly comittd

BSF parent ever faces. she's becoming

sentient, she's recognizing u, she's

talking, she's needing n luving u in

the purest of ways, n wut cums bubblin

out of her like gastric acids from

a dying crone but that same old

noxius narativ suk. then, like watching

yr child cut herself to fit in wurn't enuf

to make a parent scrambl for the shrapnel,

she sez me, she sez run, she sez ther,

n boom, u got a storyteller in the house,

n good luck exterminatin that with anything

less than a fire-breathing sandman.

now, sum take the urly story urge

as a sign that story is hardwired into

the human organism, but, remember,

behind each claim of hardwiring

u'l find an investor in hard wires.

the only thing hardwired into human

beings is the batl between stasis n

change, n this brings a need for

security, wich story provides from

the very first word: story is a transitional

object, but wile most of us grow up

n trade our dolls for actual kids, few

of us trade our storys for actual life.

they comfort us, n comfort is good,

unless it's bad for us, wich it is

wen the fort of comfort merely

safeguards the incubator of blite.

now, in our story saturated world,

it's teribly dificult to raise a story free

child, but ther r things parents can do

to insert early the notion that security

blanket mite be a bag over the hed.

for exampl:

mommy, mommy, me run ther.

who is mommy?

u r mommy.

mommy fly?

no, mommy. me run ther.

wut is ther?

ther, mommy, me run ther.

wer is mommy?

mommy?

hard to watch, isn't it? don't worry.

it gets easier.

hey, dad. gess wut happend at skool today?

nothing i care to hear about.

y not?

recounting events from another time

involving other peepl is the surest way

we noe of noeing absolutely nuthing.

it is?

wutever happend over ther or bak then

bears no relevans to rite here n now

becuz evry moment is unique and the

extent to wich a moment is crippld

by the narativ stun gun of another

is the extent to wich that moment

repeats a route, n to go wer others

hav gon is to go away. tomato?

n now the doozy...

mommy, wil u tel me a story?

wel, dear, i don't realy noe who i am

n i hav no idea wut ther is n i don't

beleve anything realy hapens in any

particular order, n in fact i hav no idea

wut i mean wen i'm saying wut i'm saying,

so y don't we just sing n hug?

but bobby's parents tel him storys.

n they'l be sorry for it wen bobby's

development is arrested by his delusion

n he's sentenced to life in paragon.

but wut's so bad about story?

wut if i told u there was a nut

u cd eat n if u eat it evrything turns

fantastic, n the hole world is filld

with wild adventures n cool gadgets

n perfect situations n hilarious

moments n huge battles wer no un

realy gets hurt, but the only thing

is u hav to eat mor n mor of this nut

to get this fantastic world to return,

so prety soon yr spending most

of yr time trying to acquire mor nuts,

but it's hard, cuz eating so many nuts

makes u fat n tired, n worse, the mor

u eat, the less fantastic the world seems,

til u can't shuv enuf nuts down yr throat

to make the world as fantastic as

it once was, n it's then u start to notice

that u'v spent so much time hoarding

n gobbling nuts to regenerate this

fantastic world that u'v neglected

the actual world, n the actual world

is actualy now on the actual brink

of actual deth, n as u finaly look out

of yr story capsule, u c that al ther is

r random objects made by sum weird,

permanent buzzing sound, n the sexes

r separated so women r floating upside

down in a viscous fluid as ther eggs

r farmed for fertilization by the weird

annoying buzzing sound, n the men

r draggd around in chains across

a ded, ashy landscape, periodically

littered with bazaar rusty sculptures,

cheezy murals, n toxic construction

projects, al of wich r creativ products

of the insidius buzzing sound, n al

the men do is get led around n askt

wut they think of the creativ objects

they see n if they answer rite, tho no un

noes wut a rite answer is, they r chosen

to be embedded into one of these

poisonous construction projects, but

if they answer rong, the impeccabl

buzzing sound throws up on them

n they becum negativ ads for the

opposition that actualy aid the powerboat

buzzing sound in maintaining control

over a world in wich pain is defined

as being content, wd u eat that nut?

yes.

the story free parent's struggl

agenst story is the greatest story

never told, but don't giv up, cuz sum day

u'l hear this:

u noe, mom n dad,

al that energy u spent tellin me

to just say no to story? wel, i wana

thank u for that, cuz now i see that

story is an informational efficiency

machine into wich we force feed

the precious elements of our being

that disintegrates upon being

efficiented, so thx.

it's then that u n yr child

wil finally meet.

this device is the evil and the good whose

teamwork triumphs over this device.

wut i like most about Karen's work is

she puts herself into it, then pushes

a button and her work rolls down that steep,

bumpy hill she livs on and it crashes

into an apartment building and

selectively kils anyun under

the age of enfeeblement, and suddenly

she's like central to the curriculum,

and it makes u think, do i realy want

al these neurons gettng in the way of

my personal liberty? i mean,

neurons fire, rite? wel, no neuron's

gonna fire my lazy ass, cuz i work

for myself, and tho i don't pay for shit,

i expect nuthn in return cuz that's

how u get access to al yr protected

content without actually havn to

subscribe to yrself, wich wd be redundant

had redundancy not ben phased out

du to so many euro-fags thinkn

thr so clever wen they say "isn't that

redundant?" that sumthing had to be dun,

so sumun sed "sumthing has to be dun,"

and nuthing wuz dun so as to avoid

anything from evr agen being

redundant.

kill, maim, fuk, kil, maim, fuk, yeah!

wudaya wana eat? This device.

wer's the party?

the party?

ya, we came for the party.

O, u mean the party with al the peepl?

ya, i see the peepl, but wer's the party?

it didn't cum.

the party didn't cum?

it didn't cum.

y not?

wel, it cald and sed, "ya noe wut,

i'm not cumn."

i'm not cumn?

it cald and sed, "ther r too many peepl,

so i'm not cumn."

too many peepl for a party?

that's wut i sed. i sed, "too many peepl

for a party? isn't the point of a party

to hav as many peepl as posibl?"

and it sed?

"nah, not realy, cuz actually i prefer

partys wer ther's like sum peepl

but not alotta peepl," and, of cors,

that wuz a huge downer.

that's a huge downer.

i noe, it's a huge downer, but...

but?

but it gets wors.

great.

cuz a few peepl started to like

cull the crowd.

cull?

ya noe, like kil other peepl

to sort of entice the party to cum,

and that went on for a wile, like ther wuz

lots of trimming and cutting and culling.

so, like successful attacking and largely

unsuccessful counter-attacking?

pretty much, and so prety soon the herd,

the mitey party herd, was much diminisht,

and ther wur just like sum peepl around.

so, wudja do?

i cald the party.

good! u cald the party. and u sed?

i sed, hey, hi, ya noe, we've ben thru

a lot today, like a lot of us r ded now,

and even tho those of us who ar left

r probably the strongest and the smartest,

we cd realy use a lift, ya noe, sum

good cheer, like we cd realy use a party.

and it sed?

wel, the party wz like, "ya noe, actually,

i dunno, i'm kinda tired."

wut?

ya, so, like, at this point, it's like,

i just fukn lose it. 

good for u.

ya, i mean, i'm like, 

"dude, r u fukn kiddn me?

we rented this place, we got refreshments,

snaks, we got this DJ with like 9 heds,

girlz got thr limbs stuk in the caramel grinder,

i mean, shit be jumpin, yo, n u r

tired? yr the party and yr not cumn,

like wut the fuk?

good for u.

ya, wel, it gets wors.

cool.

so i sed that shit, and the party was on mute

for a bit and then it was like, "wel, fact is,

i'm tired cuz i been partyin sumwer els."

O my god.

ya, o my fukn god. i mean,

the sinkn feeln in the room at that

moment, it's like that feeln couda

sunk a room, it was just unfuknreal,

the depth of grief and loss that peepl felt

wen they learnd that not only wd the party

not be showin up, but the party had

partied elswer entirely without them, 

it wuz just fukn tooth-crakingly dismal.

so, wudya do?

i sed, lisn, this is bulshit, rite?

this shit about waitn for a party

that duznt cum cuz its partyn

elswer? bulshit. noe wut i'm gona do?

i'm gona bild a device, and this device

is going to prevent this kinda bulshit

from ever hapning agen, cuz with

this device, werever thers a party,

u r ther. u don't wait for the party,

u don't even fukn go to the party, 

cuz with this device, u r the party.

that's awsm.

ya, but it gets wors.

awsm.

so like i bilt this device n evryun

had thr nukls in the sauce, like evryun

was partyn al the time, and this became

noen as the history of the enslavement

of party, as partys evrywer wur

put into these litl pakages,

and whoevr wanted un cd get un

as long as u had the device n no un

evr misst a party agen, cuz we

stopt relying on party and insted

we apropriated party, wich is

our rite, rite?

rite.

i mean, it's a jungl out ther.

wel, not realy anymor.

yah, i noe. it's mor like

a children's zoo, like u cd say, it's a

children's zoo out ther!

actualy, i wuz just out ther, and it's

mor like a terarium that's now

being used as a trash can out ther.

rite.

but it gets wors.

no it duzn't.

rite.

wana party?

ya!

ya noe, i ben lisnin to wut yr sayin up ther, doc, n pardon my jargon, but it gets me bout as bent outa shape as a square dancer at a round table. i flat out don't like the idea of a world without story. i mean, my daddy told me storys that i tel my lil nippers. my buddys n i swap storys bout varius unrepeatabl goins on. wen i'm relaxin after work i like to take in my shows, n then ther's the storys of our forefathers that teach us how we oughta serv our cuntry. now u wana take away my storys? it just don't sit wel with me.

wut's yr name, sir?

earl.

wel, earl, it's a prize to meet u,

n muchos gratos for airin out the musty odor

i sens to be accumulatin in the basements

of these fine peoples' minds. so, u like

story. story grids frend n famly. story

clears yr workhed, story creates history,

community, n morality, n here i cum

toutin its abolition. i mean, if story duz

al these things, then my advice to u,

earl, is to nak me for pooch food. but,

befor u clean the cleaver, i'd like u

to consider with me just for a few that

story not only duzn't do those good things,

but that story is the slime preventin

any of those good things from gettin

a foothold on this slippery sfere ride.

item one: story heses frends n famly.

realy? scope it, earl. wen yr with yr close

ones, u'r either tellin storys or yr tryin

to think of sumthin to say, wich means

tellin another story, wich means u ain't

got nuthin to say unless it's a story,

n tellin a story is wors than nuthin to say,

cuz it's the expens of sayin nuthin

without the profit of sayin sumthin.

those storys ya'll be swappin? they'r

gettn the best of th bargan, earl, cuz

as yr tellin em, they'r telln on u, n wut

they'r telin is telin, n wut it's tellin of

is that ya'll got untold issues that can't

be told thru yr story swaps, n as long as

story is al u got to share is as long as

those u call close wil remain as unnoen

n unreal to u as the rapacious motivs

of an innocent litl yarn. a story addict

has no frends or famly, earl. al he has

is story. item two. story roks cuz it's

not work. that's plan as podunk, ain't it?

no, it ain't, earl, cuz wile it may feel like

escapin into an exciting drama is to

completely remove yrself from the drudgery

of labor, the world into wich yr escapin

is merely another factory wer u carry out

the prescribed routines of an al powerful,

uncaring, profiting boss, who, in this case,

u pay for the chance to work! a quik

lingo look will prove it: after evrything's

been constructed, cast, produced, n

distributed, u report to work to folo

the action, solv the crime, cheer for

the hero, assess the motivs, get the jokes,

conect to the emotions, stress the ending,

n clap yr hands. payin to bild sumone's

vacation home ain't a vacation, earl.

item three - story keeps our history as

comunity alive, n as such is the constant

revisioning for relevance of our ethical

guidebook. this is a big one. how can we

al be upstanding citizens less story's break

protect us from the pulverizing gales

of unremembering civic abandon?

sounds crucial, rite? wel, it wd be wur it,

but it ain't, cuz the storys of our comunity

r the enemys of our comunity, since once

comunity starts to breed its stability

in homeostatic lab-generated cultures,

it ceases to interact with its environs,

n hence it ceases to adapt, n hence

it's just a who cares how many wutevers

away from deth. fact: "the story of us

is the enemy of us" is truer than that,

cuz our storys tell of our triumfs over

our enemys in order to hide that is wuz

our storys that made enemys of our

naybors wile we wern't lookn. wut 

wur we doin? swappin storys! so, u c,

earl, story wd b an altogether fittn

n proper mekanism for conjoinin

frends, famly n society in a thrillin

escape from the anarkical n laborius

wur it not the very force tryin its damndest

to split them apart since the anarkical

n laborius r the very two things story needs

to survive! n let me quikly conclude with

this now i've paroled that cop killer,

anarky. BSFers often get accused of

bein anarkists who don't beleve in thou

shalt not kil, rape or steal, yet nuthn

so maims the truth. wen u becum

story free, u see that killers, rapists

n thieves r in fact story's most evident

victims, for they r gross n palpabl proof

of the horrors of story addiction.

see, crime wil never be wiped out

thru punishment, wich is always too much

too late. no, crime wil only be wiped out

once evryone is story free, becuz criminal

behavior is merely an attempt to liv

a story at someone else's expens, but, 

of cors, story is living at evryone else's

expens, making it the biggest criminal

of them al. crime is a symptom of story

infection, just like boredom, loneliness,

defensivness, judgmentalism, lak of

curiosity, resistans to others, lying,

taking unfair advantage, xenofobia,

buying mor than u need, believin

in the comparison of qualitys, prejudice,

pollution, religion, n al the other ways

we hav of not being natural, n it is

to the eradication of story infection

that we must dedicate ourselvs if we wish

to save our frends, famly, society n

planet from its own fanciful obsession

with rehearsing suicide. face it, earl.

u don't talk, u tel storys. u ain't free.

yr a slave to story. n u may think u

ain't got shit, but yr ron, cuz u got story.

al is a striving to reconcile with sumthing

in yrself, and is therfor already reconciled 

in this device, wich is u off a budget.

chek me out.

wut r u buying?

no, i mean, chek me out.

ya, i'd b hapy to, but wut r u buying?

i'm buying myself.

so how much do i charj u for yrself?

wutever u want.

howbout al u got.

great.

thanx for shopn.

thanx for chekn me out.

this device resolvs al contradictions

by making thr incompatibility a game.

so i get this txt from this guy, n he's

like, wana hang, and i'm like, that's the last

fukn thing i wana do is hang with that

dubl d-bag delux, so i txt him

n say, sure, let's hang, so he cums ovr

n i ty this rope round his nek

n i toss him out my windo and

i'm shoutin, "how ya like hangn with me,

you dum ass rubr fukr?" and he's like,

"i luv it," and that's wen I get the shazam

for my device. see, i bet only 6

or 7 of u fukrs noe who i am,

n i mean like realy noe who i am,

like u liv evry day inside my freaky,

but my device is gona fix that shit,

cuz this is the get-t'noe-me device,

and it's not goin away, like ther's no

on or off with this device, it's alwz

on and yr alwz gettn t'noe me,

like yr constantly engaged in starin

into my shit mor insanely evry 

moment, and not just on yr device, 

but across yr entire field of vision, 

wich is now a parking lot of vision,

but behind the parking lot ther's Me,

the stor for me n my shit, and it's al

u can c and it's wuteva i'm doin,

like from the dangerously fascinating

to the deliciously humiliating,

like yr gona see my most compromising

positions in a realy atractiv

layout with easy navigation,

wich is a joke, cuz ther's nower to go

other than deeper into me n my shit,

al raped and giddy and plugging myself, 

like i look realy fukn bad, and that's

al u can see, me lookn like i sat

on my own face tryn to get a seat

at the next big fukn shirkavaganza,

and that's the device, and u luv it.

i’m starting to think u may be rite.

o, so yr a sex addict sand castle? 

sounds ruf.

it’s like evrywer i look i see

the structure of story shakling our souls. 

i crave just one day wer people do

and say as they wd, not as they shd

so they can be compelling or compelld.

we’re living in tiny onanistic clumps,

stuk in the greeting, as the refinement

of pleasure leves desire the only

object of desire. i’m done foisting

my spirit into sellable constructs,

tying my bootstraps to private jets.

y go to the sho? to sho that we go.

the sho must go on? go on wut? my face?

my grave? my credit card? my record?

hello?

wen i get hungry, i eat my device,

and then this realy hot stuff cums out

my left abdominal port, but sadly 

it starts to stink almost immediatly,

and the smel can only be described if

i can get the funding to describe it,

so i'm torn, cuz the device, or at least

the glaring lak of the device is wut 

makes my art posibl, and my art

being posibl is wut my art is,

like my art is the posibility

of my art, so were i to stop geting

injections of liquidated childrn,

wut'l i do? i'l hav to shut my mouth

n hope i can get my deposit bak, cuz

i'l nevr get it bak with this gaping

hole in my face, the hole that shows my art

is real just me getn up on stage

and doin wut the girls want, the girls

who r screamn, "punch a hole in yr face!"

but at least i do it in a thotful way,

cuz as i'm pleazn the girls, i'm also

thinkn, "it's very confusing livn

in a cuntry u don't liv in, isn't it?"

Dear Dr. Jip - how is being story free different from any of the world's religions, spiritual practices, n self-help programs?

simple - be story free is not those things

becuz those things r about being story

enslaved. BSFers do not adhere to any

system, belief, ritual or prescribed parameters

of liberation; al they say is be story free. do not

indulge in story. it's time yr life was about yr life,

not about the story of another life that it's in

someone else's best interest u cal the story

of yr life. i mean, listen to this:

i visited my girlfrend last nite

via her live cam. she wuz lookn good,

we had a chat, al very sweet n close,

then with no warning she sez u wana

go privat? n i'm like, o shit, she wants

2 go privat. wado i do? privat

like costs, like it costs money, but i 

wana go privat, cuz wen u go privat 

u get to c evrythng, n u get to b 

in charj, like she'l do wutevr u want,

but the mor she duz, the mor u want her,

n the mor u want her, the mor it costs,

so wudid do? i got the device.

it's this device that takes peepl ya noe

behind pay walls n fictionalizes them

so theyr free within yr story world,

cuz it's good to noe peepl, but it's best

if theyr fictional n free, cuz wen sumon asks,

"wut's it about?" n u wana answer

but they'r behind a pay wall, so ya noe

they'r usin about as in "bodys wur

strewn about the yard," that shit sorta suks, 

cuz then once ya pay ya get that feeln

shit's goin down the drain, but if ya get

this device, sur, shit mite be goin down

the drain, but the drain spils onto a beach,

so yr at the beach, and it's realy nice,

least wen yr in yr personal air

conditioner suit, and ther's a food court

over ther wer the ocean used to be,

so i gess it's not teknicaly a beach,

it's more like a teknical brand of beach,

so ask yr kid if he's got any money,

cuz that's wut evryun's doin these days,

evryun meanin me.

that's religion. this is be story free.

u agree with me?

ya, is that ok?

is that ok? is it ok that yr buying an inkling

that won't let u go? that as soon as sumone

sez once, u think twice? is ok for u to becum

one of those for whom saving the day

is blocking the way? sure, that's ok,

if u wana be like me, wich is to lose me.

i think it's good. u helpt me realize

that story is the work of power-hungry

cowards who freez identitys so they

can eat them at their leisure; that i got

connected so i cd avoid everyun; that

befor story peepl livd fuly cuz no idea

wuz mor metaforicly relevant

to survival than any other idea,

then along came story as a method

for subjugating peepl to one way

of surviving, wich has turnd out to be

suicidal, but after story

peepl wil be free agen, living

at peace with iminent being. i mean,

in the dual meaning of dream - conscious

objective and unconscious expression -

u hav wut story's dun: it's turnd desire

to conviction. u hav taut me how to be

story free, and i luv u for it.

u don't want me to tel u a story?

not unles u want me to hang up.

so wut do u want from me?

nothing.

u luv me yet u want nothing from me?

i supose i want yr luv.

and wut is that?

reciprocation?

so like yr kind to me so i'm kind to u,

and u tuch me so i tuch u, and u want

that so i want that too?

ya, i gess so.

then yr mean to me.

i won't b mean to u.

y not?

luvrs shdn't be mean to each other.

who sez?

evryun sez. evryun noes that.

how do they noe it?

it's comon nolej.

no, it's a story. yr teln me a story.

yr askn me to liv a story with u,

yet u don't want me to tel u a story,

so i'm to liv a story, but not tel

a story, like i'm to make a living

but i don't actually get to liv

or make anything other than wut

others want me to make so they can liv.

if that's being story free, don't cal me.

Dear Dr. Jip - isn't being story free inherently antisocial?

ya noe, i thot so too befor i became story free.

i thot that accepting story ment acceptin

other peepl, but then i realized it wuz

the oposit, n i saw that story had made me

a hater. i hated other peepl n luvd story,

n the mor i luvd story, the mor i hated

other peepl cuz they didn't liv up to

the peepl in the story worlds, so i resented

them for not color-coordinating ther 

personalitys to my dramatis personae.

see, luvn story, we cannot luv. needn story,

we forget wut we need. wanting story, we'r

at war with our want. buying story, we sel

ourselvs. story is the product consistency,

the standardized procedures, the factory

farming of the wild soul, n lookn to empower

yrself thru disempowerment is strengthenin

a baloon with nails, n story is disempowerment

becuz the identification n emulation

we feel toward story characters is a toxic

mix of lookn up n lookn down. we look up

to them as paragons, so we do as they do,

yet we look down on them becuz they r

nuthn mor than fantasys concocted

to serv our needs, so in identifying with

n emulatin wut we disparage, we cum

to disesteem, disassociate from, n disempower

ourselvs. see, in the end, truth is many, n

paths r one. evryun walks into story via

the path of inate story addiction, but only

sum keep walkin n make it out of story.

most get stuk in a routine of encaging

escape; ther enthralment is encapsulated

into tiny supresiv widescreen instances

of baby safe events. they are fragmented

strains of a frustrating satisfaction who r

never in the room they'r in. ther voice is

a ded river. they r intimate only with 

the departed. they exist only upon receipt

of service. if u hav adopted a vocabulary

of being that duz nuthn but pre-confirm

yr ineptitude, then action is yr obstacl.

wd u tel me my secrets? then don't tel me a story,

for i hav lookt into the water n herd it burbl 

a beginning, a beginning, a beginning...

this device doesn’t alienate by being

mor than its user; it intimates itself

to its user by being intimately used.

my name's yuman, n i'm a story addict.

hi, yuman.

so, feelings chek. fysically

i'm feeling realy mental; mentally 

i'm feeling very fysical, n spritually

i'm feeling like i wish my feelings chek

had a few mor zeros in it. that's all.

thanx for sharin, yuman.

emotional differences disappear

in this device, for the emotions are

remnants of institutional implants

that this device extracts, appropriates,

and reinstalls, optimized for this device,

which is now the posibl set of

imposibl sets of emotional response

to what the device fakes as fact.

a boy is givn a sword by his father.

the boy takes the sword and chops off

his father's hed. the boy then puts his hed

into his father's hed and goes to

his mother and sez, "mother, i want 

to giv u a sword," and the mother sez,

"y r u caln me mother, father?"

so the boy cuts off the mother's hed

n hangs it on his penis. the boy

then goes on stage and begins atemptn

to reconcile his parents with a kiss.

suddenly, the story doctor arrives!

i cd just break yr nek, boom, crak the spine

rite in haf, then reset it at a 90,

100 degree angle, so u cd

hav a much easier time of it.

the boy, intrigued, sez

cd it hav a swivel joint?

the story doctor, spotting a photo op, sez

y not?

so the boy, eager to be free of labor, sez

great, n one more thing. ah shit, i forget

wut it wuz. man, i fukn hate that shit.

now i'm pisst. now ther's this thing in my hed

that wuz about to cum out.

n the story doctor interrupts with

i'd even say suposed to cum out.

n the boy agrees

ya, suposed to cum out, but now

it's not cumn out.

now it's just going to festr n kil u.

ya, like a splinter or a bullet or

a story doctor in my hed, absorbd

into my hed meat, like, wait, ah, i,

nope, thot i remembrd it, but it's gon.

do u c wut it's doin to me, doc?

bak n forth, in n out, i mean, like,

who's fukn in charge here?

n to that the story doctor replyd

doing the same thing agen and agen

and forgetn u get the same results

is the definition of making lots of money

in entertainment.

and exit.

at wich point the boy turnd his third cheek

to the audience and sed

do we, by fighting evil, becum evil?

and exit.

at last the empty stage got its big break

my favrit thing is to be ful of myself.

wen i'm not ful of myself, i feel empty, 

n wen i feel empty i just fil

myself up with myself, wich wd be

imposibl wur it not for story, 

for story is how i survive by eating 

myself.

n so it came to be that 

finis is premise.

u’v got to see it, and that’s an order!

inevitably, we're describing

realitys that hav ben rejected

du to an incomplete, late, or missing

application, arnt we? so the question

becums, how to convince reality

to submit its application on time,

corectly completed. or the question

becums, how mite we experience

reality without a predetermind

sens of how to do that. or the question

becums separating reality

from intuition wile also making sur

intuition remains relevant to

reality. or the question becums

not foreseeing wut u see. or the question

becums functioning without being

functional. or the question becums

how to be free wile also being good.

or the question becums getn wut u

want wile others also get wut they want.

or the question becums how mite we be

intimately detacht. or the question

becums moot cuz the question just becums.

wut?

wut's rong?

nothing.

cum on.

nothing's rong.

i agree, nothing's rong, so stop saying

nothing's rong to wut's rong cuz nothing's rong.

ok. evrything's rong.

u noe wut u need?

u need wut u noe?

u need a purpos.

i don't beleve in curing a sens

of loss thru reunion.

how then cure a sens of loss?

thru reunion with the nonsens of loss.

bak to yr purpos.

my bak is to my purpos,

wich is wy i've lost it.

so turn around.

no, thanx.

u don't wana see yr purpos?

i've seen it, which is y my bak is to it.

wut is it?

i don't wana talk about it.

pleaz.

it's horibl.

tel me.

aparently, tho i dispute the fact,

my purpos is to tel a story.

wo.

ya, woe is me. can u think of anything

mor woefuly woeful? it's so

woeishly woesum al i can say

is wo, horsy, toss the rope over

the branch, then slap that filly on the ass

to leve me swingin, a corndog for crows.

ther's money in story.

if ther's money in it, i don't go in.

y not?

money is an invasiv species,

and al u have to do is get a litl

on yr shoe, and it's in yr house, yr mouth,

yr pants, and i destroys evrything

in its path, even its path.

tryin to avoid money is like faking

an orgasm wile masturbating.

i've nevr met sumon so confident

wen not noeing wut she's talkn about.

i run myself on a broken remote.

and i'm just another faceless figur

exiting the face-ripper-offer,

cuz wen i get rippt off, sumon's paying,

and that sumon is usually me.

we'd make a good story.

cd storys be good.

i wish storys cd be good.

how cum?

i miss them. i miss thr hands on me.

i miss lettn them put thr grimy hands

al over me and lettin them hav thr way

with me. i miss lettn them take me

werevr theyr goin. i miss the thrill

of submittin to them, of trustn them,

of being in them and lettn them be

in me, i miss how they beleve in me

and i miss beleving in them.

i think i'm gona go to a sho.

no, yr not.

i wana go to a sho.

no, u don't. u mite think u wana go

to a sho, but yr lookn for sumthn els.

i'm lookn for a sho.

yr lookn for yr feelings.

theyr in the sho.

no theyr not.

i mean, it's like, wen u first enter 

the forest of feelings, u think u'v found 

yr feelings, but then u see other feelings 

among the feelings, scampring bak n forth

behind other feelings, n u realize

u maybe havn't found yr feelings;

u'v found sum feelings, but ther r other,

hardr to find, deeper in the dark feelings,

n then u wonder, r these al my feelings,

n if so, wut makes them my feelings?

do i own these feelings, like they sprang

original from me, do i alone

produce these feelings, n then u realize

theyr in u but yr not sur theyr yrs, cuz

these feelings wander from forest to forest,

so to figur out wich feelings r yrs,

u put up a fence around yr forest,

but then al the feelings start to dy, cuz

theyr isolated from other feelings,

and there's no cross-feeling procreation,

i mean, felings hav a huge habitat range,

and soon yr feelings r al sik n dying

n starving cuz they'v eaten evrything

in thr plot, so u take the fance down and

u tag al yr feelings and u trak them

with equipment as they wander from

forest to forest, but then it's like

yr feelings r in others' forests,

n others' feelings r in yr forest,

n the feelings start to adapt and change

accordn to thr environment, n so

even tho yr feelings are tagged they'v

started to behave mor like others' feelings,

and others' feelings, cuz they'r so often

in yr forest, r actn like yr feelings,

so now yr just totaly befuddld

as to whose feelings r wut and wer and y,

so u reach for the formula, n the formula

fixes evrything cuz it sez, "yes,

yr feelings are my feelings n my feelings

r yr feelings n in that we r goin

to find the ultimate connection" but

becuz being felt up by yr own feelings

can feel kinda creepy, we hav the formula,

wich u drink and it helps u basicly

stop worrying about whose feelings are whose

and it just lets u feel up and be felt up

by sum feelings, and it feels realy good.

see u at the sho.

Dr. Jip, peepl find hope in watchin others work for wut they want, becuz at least then u see ther r others who hope, even if they don't get it, so won't the end of story mean the end of hope, the end of hope the end of work, the end of work the end of society, n the end of society the end of humanity?

in story theory, the word "value" is used

to describe the thing that is up for grabs

in any situation. a man wants to get

information out of a thug as to the location

of his missing daughter. wil the man get

the information? the "value" is that variabl.

now, valu is also used to describe

the worth of sumthin as wel as sumthin

someone cares deeply about, so, in this one

word we see an interesting nexus: "valu"

describes the critical element in story,

economy n morality. the intensity of our

involvement with story is directly related

to the intensity of our identification with

the values being referenced in the story,

just as the intensity of our involvment in

the economy or morality is directly

related to the intensity of our identification

with what things r worth n wut kinds of

values peepl shd or shd not hav. so, story 

is, as we say, a sister city to economy n

morality. wil the absence of story mean 

the deth of the economy, the colapse of

morality, n the atendant extinction of

the human race? I doubt yr surprised

wen i say quite the oposit. we look to story,

we get consumed by story, as a spiritual

antithesis, an emotional release valve,

to our being consumed by the exchange

values of the economy n the moral values

of society, for neither the exchange nor

the moral values adequately address 

wut we real r n need, so to watch others

strugl to acquire the values they need

is satisfying amidst so much disaffection,

yet it is here that we see the way in wich

story is a vast dumping ground for

potential change. insted of saying

there must be a better way to determine

valu than thru the market, we watch

a story. insted of saying, ther must be

a betr way than inflicting our moral

values on others, we read a story.

story is wut we do wen we don't want

to do anything, but it's time to do sumthn.

it's time to stop accepting a world in wich

extinction, denaturation n competition

r maintaind as values so that story can

maximize its profit margins. if u liv

with sumone n they'r killin u, going out

at nite alon n watching them suffer

in sum show created by yr rich naybor

is not a solution to yr problem. if u

like acting so much, act. wen story

disappears, this immense reservoir

of transformativ energy wil sweep

the planet, n we wil finaly behold

wut's posibl wen the obvius ideal

we see so intent on keeping out

of our house finaly gets to move in.

story is wut's keeping work n thot

n action from having real valu.

it's upholding a system of false values

to uphold a world of false values

that give it valu, a value utterly false.

if u think u feel only one aspect

of an opposit pair of reactions,

u lak this device.

so, i met this video the other day,

n it pushd my buttons. ya noe, those buttons.

those constantly pushed buttons. those buttons

so constantly pushd they'v lost al structural

integrity, like they'v lost much of thr

spring, most of thr polish, thr wires r frayd,

but surprisingly, n this mite hav to do

with the kind of buttons those buttons r,

the mor they get pushd, the easier

they are to access, the faster they respond,

n the mor powerful the signal

they send into my baby brain, n boy,

do they stil send a signal. like wen

those buttons get pushd n send thr signal

into my baby brain, i do cry n quivr

n heav n trembl. i am spun and spat

upon n reeld about, n my feelings,

those giant popcorn poppers that pop out

giant popcorn poppers, they wiz al over

me with joy, it's like they can't help it, 

just jerkn me around makes em wiz,

n i'm the only life form around, so

they wiz on me, n that's wen the good times

realy start, cuz now i'v got video hands

in my mouth, video knees in my throat,

video diks in my fat cell mutoscope,

n as i curl into a ball, pale n spent,

i look to my left n i seem him.

i see formula.

formula is here.

wut duz he want?

he wants the child.

he's taken al my childrn.

y can't he leve me just one child?

he must hav al the childrn, for if he

lets one liv free of him, that one may save

anothr one, n that one another,

n so on, until al the childrn r

living free, n then wut?

then al the childrn wil be free!

free to wut? free to say things like,

"b mor humbl and u wil stumbl

less on yr mumbl then as u bumbl

n rumbl others wil grumbl less

at yr jumbl as u crumbl n

tumbl away" and then folo that with

"i try to hear my dotr, but i lak

the rite device, by wich i mean

the rite intrauterine device,"

n then say, "i submit myself to u

under the assumption u r an

amateur psychiatrist," n sort of

half conclude with "ther's commercial valu

in chopping dumps into bits n selling 

those bits as cars cuz penguins need cars

n penguins are the futur in the sens

of being so the futur they'v alredy gon

to another party." u call that free?

i cal that dialogical pollution.

i wil not let formula take my child.

u canot fite formula. he wil destroy u.

he has the power of evryun who evr

existed. it's as if u say u wil fite

evryun, and that is a lot of peepl.

i'd rather be rite and insane than rong

and indifferent to the murder of

my childrn at the hands of formula!

so wut wil u do?

i wil run.

wer wil u go? formula is evrywer!

formula is yr fantasy, yr feelings,

yr freedom, yr friend.

let him enter, n u wil c.

hey.

how may i help u?

wow, u look great today.

thank u.

no, i mean it. ther's sumthn

so sensual and vibrant about yr look.

thank u.

it's just so refreshing to see sumone

who not only duzn't seem to hav

anything to hide, but also al that stuf

she cd be hiding but isn't is just

so deliteful and interesting to look at.

thank u.

it's actualy kind of freeing to look at u.

thank u.

like normaly lookn at sumone can be

sumwut, u noe, tediusly enthralling,

but with u it's not, like, with u

the actual act of looking at u sumhow

contains no sensation other than a pure

desire to see mor of wut i'm lookn at.

thank u.

anyhow, great to c u.

wait. didn't u cum for sumthn?

sure did. i came to hav a look at u.

but yr child. don't u want yr child?

wut child?

my child, our child.

we hav a child?

u r formula, u hav cum for my child,

wich is our child, as u r its father,

for formula fathers al the childrn.

O, ya, rite. see, actually, that whole thing

stoppt about a year and a half ago.

ther's no formula anymor.

no formula?

nope.

so who r u?

wel, nobody's realy sure, but they think

i'm sum kind of device that basically

makes u forget wut u've made, so soon as

u make sumthn, yr like, wow, that's cool,

n u look at it and yr like, who made that?

n sumbody usuly sez, no un noes,

so u say, wel, i want un, so who do i

talk to, n sumon usuly sez,

u can talk to me, so u say, how much

is that thing, n they usaly say,

wel, it's wutevr u got, so u giv em

wutevr u got, n it's yrs, agen,

cuz actuly u made it, but u don't

remembr makin it, n it's perfect

cuz it's evrything u evr wanted,

wich makes sens, since u made it, so like

basicly it's this device wer evryun's

makn things n then forgetn they

made em n then payin wutevr

to whoever to get bak wut they made

but don't remembr makn, and that's cool

til, O, shit, this thing just broke, so yr like,

ok, i'l go talk to the maker, but u

don't noe who made it, cuz u made it but

u'v forgotn u made it, so that thing

u bot with wutevr u had, it's now

totaly fukn useless, but that's ok

cuz u'r stil makn things n forgetn

u made them n buying things u made

with wutevr u got n it's mostly

good n largely profitabl for sumone

u'r not allowd to meet, but problem is

ther's starting to be al these broken

things around, n since nobody noes who

made em, so like who's responsibl

for fixing em or disposing of em

or wut exactly r they even, i mean,

ther's like no one to talk to about

any of this, so thers basicly

these huge piles of shit appearing

evrywer, but that's genraly ok

cuz in certain societies a lot

of peepl hav learnd to make a prety

helthy livn off huge piles of shit,

like childrn can play on huge piles of shit

wile thr parents pik thru the huge piles

of shit, u noe, it's like a kind of huge

pile of shit sweden situation,

n ther are seagulls n raccoons

n grizzlies n seals n whales n great apes,

al just luvn the fuk outa this huge

pile of shit, n then prety soon the huge

pile of shit takes to talkn, n it sez,

"y the fuk r u raping my emotions?

who sed it's a just system that u shd make

a living by fuking my emotions?

i want sum fuking emotional

privacy, u emotional fukrs!"

but, of cors, no un listens, cuz who the fuk

cares about what sum huge pile of shit

has to say, so the huge pile of shit goes

ann frank. it begins to burro deeper

n deeper, it's hiding, it's hiding, but

then sumone sez, "hey, u shd hear this new song,"

n as th'r crying with joy at the clever

beuty of this new song, the huge pile

of shit is just banging its hed agenst

the underside of the pavement, screaming,

"yr paying to get fuckt! yr paying to hav

yr emotional core scraped out of u

like a pumpkin so u can be carvd

into a sik jak o lantern that smiles

for a wile but then it starts to rot

n stink n it just sits ther, sunken,

putrid n burnd out on the front porch,

irelevant in the wake of its

holiday glow, n that's wut yr doin

to me, u fuks." so, no, no mor formula.

so wut am i to do with this child?

i suggest u turn it into a

subscription service that makes money

by turning children into subscription

services in sum kind of murkily

co-beneficial crash-n-recover loop.

won't that make good writing a bunch of words

that r realy glad to be together

cuz they don't get along?

yr far too good 

lookn for me to concentrate

enuf to answer that question.

thank u.

this device

is the final epic for a world in wich

each person is the people’s hero

if they accept deth by life in this device.

i want us al to bow our heds for a moment

of silence, wich wil in fact be a feigned action

masking an inner turmoil, for not one of us

wil achieve actual silence, as our minds

thrash and bickr, seeking to free themselves

from the hypertechnic tentacles of story.

wd u mind if i told u a dream i had?

wd i mind if u bore the fuk outa me?

cool. so, i had this dream wer a beutiful woman

sat with her legs open on my bed,

n she askt me if i'd like sum, n i

sed yes, so she tore off one of her legs,

just rippt it off like a cookt chicken leg,

tendons n muscles n bones hanging down,

n i recoild n shudderd n she

sed, you don't like it? n i sed, no,

so she tore off the other one n handed

it to me n sed, try this one, n thru 

that act of vicious generosity

of myself to myself, i realized

that in a world wer we kil the aral sea

to pee al we can pee, storys of trying

to save wut we luv from wut wd kil us

may be anoyingly redundant, n

they may often contribute to the deth

of wut we luv by turning the strugl

for wut we luv into a popular game

whose thril depends on the existence of

the forces it metaforicly presents

as defeatabl by the player, but such games

r al we hav, n i shd just shut up

n accept that n craft worlds of war

or go ahed n eat the leg i askt for.

u want me to interpret this dream?

no.

cool. so, wut this dream signifies is that

the goal is to reach a satisfying end.

how do we do that?

by going west.

y west?

cuz to go west is to seek an end

that is satisfying becuz wen u

attain it, u realize u had it

al along, i.e., east is west.

then y not go east?

cuz u hav to walk agenst the urth 

to acheve a satisfying end.

ok, so how bout this: i'm a homeless man

who plays the harp on the streets of detroit.

i hav no legs and a weird haf hed growing

out of my nek, but it's ded. i beleve

i'm robin hood's hors, i hav a disorder

that makes astroturf grow on my eyeballs,

i can't stop farting gum, but i beleve

ther's an enemy out ther sumwer,

n i beleve she's a beijing pop star

with 6 million knives n she wants to eat

my savings. am i for or agenst the urth?

that depends. do u want to be a child

or a fetus agen? big diff. wd u

rather hav yr vocal chords removed, or

lern wen not to bark? agen, big diff.

do u want evry damn relationship

u get into to be a relese of

gases created from the rotting dreams

of yr stagnant concrete bunkerd infancy

or do u want to turn the world into

a facilitator of yr dreams so

u can finaly stop dreaming. massiv diff.

i think wut i want is a device that

puts my balls in women's mouths while i'm

working, n they don't noe my balls r ther,

but they'r workn my balls, n i'm workn

at my job, so it's sorta of a my balls

r ther in women's mouths but i'm not

realy ther kind of device, n a part

of this device shd include a leisure

time aspect so wen i'm not workn,

women's buttholes becum detachabl

n they kinda float around in the air,

n i can fly like in and out of them

without accruing any personal debt,

but of cors ther buttholes arn't actualy

rippt off them in a way that mite disturb

ther productivity, so it's mor like

an avatar butthole in sum kinda

simulated dubl ass app pack,

so women's buttholes can repeat themselvs

at my command, obviusly, yet it

shdn't even be at my command, cuz

i don't realy hav time for that, so it

shd just be hapening, but it shd only

be hapening with the buttholes i want

or mite want, so ther's got to be this reader,

rite, like an oogling reader system whose

backend spiders my butthole preferences

n then spits out only those butthole feeds

in a yammering agglomerated romp,

n i'd like sum thai food with that.

how bout a taco?

a taco? wow. like this device

is so fresh, it noes wut i want befor

i want it, it noes who i am befor

i am it, so it basicly makes me

before i am, so it's mor me than me

n al i hav to do is follo it

n try to becum wut it makes of me,

wich is bettr than me, so it gives me

the taco that i didn't noe i wanted,

but dammit, i do want it, i do want

that taco, so i'm like fuk, how's that shit

noe i wanted that taco, n like, no,

i don't actualy want that taco,

but now it's here, ya, i realy do want

that taco, cuz, like, that shit is so me.

that's y u play the game.

wut game?

the game wer u chain yrself to a tree

weron hangs a tiny sign that reads,

"Plz do not chain things to this tree,"

and as peepl pass, they go "muthafuka

got his game on." 

i play that game cuz then i finally feel

like my investment strategy is working

to protect my investment strategy

from any long term ramifications

of being too short to reach my own conclusions.

ya noe, that makes sense to me, cuz riffing

from yr idea to an unrelated

idea, my idea is that u don't hav

any more ideas, i hav al the ideas,

n if u hav an idea, wich u shdn't,

cuz that's not realy how this device works,

but shd u, n u shdn't, then it's like

actualy my idea, like i can take it

n hang it on a hook n sell it at

the fair, like it's fair, rite? 

wel, yes, it's fair,

and it's not fair, wich is y i like it,

cuz that's what pre-customer proclivity

apportioning systems r al about,

so, ya, i mean, success is how u force

others to define it by limiting

thr access to other definitions

thru algorithms that measure ther past

activitys n therby offer them

related activitys as thr best

n only option.

exactly, i mean,

the goal is to get into the mind of

the customer, n once yr in their minds,

u blow yrself up.

yes, but first u need

to get in ther without them noticing

yr wearing al this explosiv fashion.

u noe how i handle that?

u decorate

yrself in the ethics of insect sex?

nah, i spin this shit bout being story free.

wut?

ya, i'm like, hey, u, u wana be

story free, n rite away they'r like, wut?

n they get al focust, like sumthing happens

to them, like they smell dinner n they havn't

eaten in weeks, or their hot water's been

turnd off for years, n i'm like, hey, wana

take a nice warm shower, n they'r like, ya,

n wile i'm given em this crap about

how story is al this n that n how

they'd realy be bettr off if they do

this be story free shit, i sneak into

ther minds n ba-boom, i blow myself up.

that's y u make the big buks.

no, i make

the big buks cuz my mind actualy moves

a lot faster than yrs.

how do u noe?

cuz i won the race.

wut race?

fuk, yr stupid.

u didn't noe ther was a race? u didn't

noe that a wile ago I suggested

we al just stop evrything we'r doing

n enter the race to see whose brain

can move the fastest, n evryun was like,

ok, n they did it, n i won?

ya, but it sounds like u got a hed start.

dude, so wut? getn a hed start is how

u get ahed these days.

wut did u win?

i won this device that lets a man live

with the showerhed permanently fixt

on his perineum, wich is the spot 

between the testicles and the sphincter, 

aka settling for second best,

so he can see wut it's like to be a

woman, wich is sumthn not even 

women noe.

dude, u just lost half yr audience.

i choose to lose my audience, cuz then

wen i find them, they're scared, so they're grateful

i came so fast.

i suppose it's alwez

a question of how to sell one's self.

n if u want to sell yrself, first

meet the person t'whom u'd sell yrself

n scare them.

wo! counterintuitiv spaghetti man!

exactly, in the sens that here's the counter

and i 'm intuitiv about how to 

push shit over the counter for a sale.

by scaring the customer.

scaring them as in showing how strangely

similar i am to the kind of thing

they'd like to be in a device that lets

them be who they'r not but in a way that's

heroic and good, so if i scare them,

but in a funny way, they get to liv

the story of my defeat, wich is they play

the winner by buying what I offer,

wich destroys me in that i destroy them.

wut confuses me about that is that women

find me irresistibl, wich scares them, so

i've never met a woman.

no, u only think

u'v never met a woman, but in fact

by feeln scared of u they'v bot yr shit 

holesale, n two dogs in the hole

is worth five dogs sniffin that hole

actin like ther ain't gon b a dog fite.

wut's both pro-life n pro-choice about that 

is that it proves we're living in this kind

of exciting time frame wen no foto's

a bad foto.

or, as i say, evrything

is contextualized by a lak of context,

cuz evrything is basicly so embedded

in its platform that it is its platform,

so evryun's constantly dancing on

and in the platform, even tho the pilot's

like "we're going down! we're fukn goin down!"

n wile ther faces r hevy n ther's this

intense plunging feeling n evryun's

moaning and doing crazy shit with ther

hands, realy, evryun's just dancing,

n everyun noes sumthing is cuming

n it's gona be realy hard n wen

they hit it evrything around them is

gona go indiscriminatly slashing

thru ther bodys n they'r gona be turnd

into a kind of warm embarrassing

bony mush, n they noe that shit's cumn

cuz the pilot won't shut up, like he's screaming,

"we'r gona dy! we'r gona fukn dy!"

but so wut, cuz they'r in a bizness meeting,

aka takin a walk, n they'r workn

on making a device that helps u noe

wut yr insides smel like without havn

to open yr insides up or go thru

sum invasiv procedur, cuz we al

r kinda sik of invasiv procedures,

like i must go thru 17,000

invasiv procedures just tryin to

reclaim my shirt in the morning, so like

this device, insted of havn sum kind

of sensor in yr shit, it just fakes it,

so it's alwaz off, but so r yr insides,

so it's alwaz spot on, so ya luv it,

cuz wur an alien observer to be

lookn at the crazy shit yr hands r

doin, they'd think u wur panicing, cuz

the pilot is now so hed fukt he's in

the cabin dancing with you, not for joy,

but for the blak box, wich, tru, is a voice

recorder n not a camera, but like

everyun on board has a camera, so

once u go down ther wil be al these shots

of dancing cameras shooting dancing cameras

that won't exist, cuz the cameras wil be

destroyd, but that's cool cuz it's so vacant,

like unless art is throw away it's not,

wich makes sense once u realize that wut

we actualy do for each other these days

is we hang out in each other's wallets

til somune swipes us in a place dirtier

than we can imagine, and it's only then

that we can onestly say we've evolved 

to the point of being correct wen insted 

of sayn, "yr a dick," we say, "yr my dik."

that is by far the best fukn speech evr.

hey, i say if u wana hit

yr target, shoot slo n move the target.

this device is being in wut yr watching

as u create it by being created

by this device, wich beats eternal youth

as it embeds the wisdom of almost ded

into the panic of might not be born.

wel, my friends, i've enjoyd being with u today. i've enjoyd sharing my thots with u, hearing yr questions, n showing u sum of our Be Story Free materials. i want to thank my fello BSFers who did a great job of helping us dramatize the end of drama. let's give them a nice big round of...

wer r u?

i'm ther.

wer?

ther.

wer ther?

at the sho.

me too, but wer r u?

ther.

wer?

at the sho.

wer at the sho?

in yr hand.

in my hand?

at the sho, in yr hand.

in my hand?

at the sho.

that's u?

yes, it's me.

u'r my device?

uhhu.

but who hav i ben talking to?

me.

i've ben talking to my device?

uhhu.

u don't exist?

of course i exist. i'm yr device.

but u seemd like someone else.

that's wut u ordered.

wut i ordered?

u ordered me to seem like someone else. don't u remember?

no.

u did. u pusht a button and u ordered me.

i did?

don't u remember?

no.

maybe u pusht the button by mistake.

i think i did.

that's ok, cuz i'm sure u'll stil get charged for it.

i will?

of course u will, cuz, like, here i am, at the sho, with u. how do i look?

Below is a performance text from the first production of Be Story Free at The Home Of in 2011. This text is a cut version of the above, and has actor parts assigned. This is only offered as an example, and not a prescription, of a possible performance text.

Be Story Free

a story addiction destruction seminar

presented by Dr. Jip Syuzhet and the BSF Brigade

Moberg - Welcum to be story free

Denice - the be story free movement

Mick - and the first last wag of your new ded tail.

Moberg - i'm dr. jip syuzhet

Cathy - plogon of the be story free zygush

Jordan - the most eco-induldent psycho-seismic

revolition since arbitrary reference

Moberg - this is the BSF brigade...

All - wen i dy

u wil cry

so i 

must ask y

wen i

was alive

u didn't like me?

Moberg - n we're here to say: 

All - be story free

MOVE

Alexis - yes, we can't!

Thorn - no doubt many of u r knowingly

Patrick - or carboniferously

Denice - ghost-bloated

Alexis - by what we BSFers

Mick - flovize as

Cathy - story addiction

Jordan - narrative infection

Alexis - or perhaps most ponderously...

Thorn - entertaining inscription

into the war agenst yrself


MOVE

Mick - n yr situous if this glomide

Moberg - be story free

Jordan - mite pertuss the piney ingkch

out yr congested troibles

Denice - foible troubles in scruple bubbles

Alexis - u hav so praeter-judiciously hrounded

thru the fine-ass hootenamas of rah-bad being

All - rah rah bad!

Thorn - desperat for disparat dispiritiv

MOVE

Cathy - yet on u gush n climmber

Mick - stub n yink

Denice - lunging lifelessly

Jordan - from same to shaming same

Thorn - n to u we say: be story free

MOVE

Mick - stil sum of u

Thorn - the here-n-gon among us

Denice - clayishly wonder

Alexis - biz budz badz boutz dory?

Mick - grammy goosh a cogbag a da foe crunch,

n i so pump out schleempy, coint a hear

umma snitchy stitch fa mold time's gofer-saken?

Cathy - n to u we say: 

All - be story free

MOVE

Jordan - cuz if u realy look at it

Denice - thru gargoyle eye mirrors

Thorn - it becums latently apparent

Cathy - as a self-fulfilling non-fulfillment

Alexis - that our stories oppose our survival

Mick - so i do defy decry t'deny the tru-op

that ther be no conflict

Jordan - that has not hairs on the hammer of story


MOVE

Cathy - citizens of then deported into now!

Moberg - i wana tel u a story

All - look ow, look ow!

Thorn - hopefuly it will be the last story

u wil ever hav to suffer, so enjoy

Mick - it's the story of the deth of story

Cathy - n once u hear this story, u wil be

story free

Moberg - n once u'r story free, u wil smel

mor deeply, see mor keenly, hear

mor wildly, taste mor richly, n tuch

mor tender the delectabl depths

of wut u never nu to be so rite ther

MOVE

Denice - n u wil not be alone, 

Thorn - for that u r

here today is a sur sign that story

is fading from our urth

Mick - the urth

it has too garishly upgobbled

Moberg - n we r fully at a point in our

development wer we can envision

a not too far off future wen ther's

no such thing as story

MOVE

Alexis - stir that round in yr mug

Moberg - surely, story wil exist in the

uninforming arkives of information,

n those whose addiction remains

wil stil dable in its babl, but as

the story addicted doubles dwindl,

al those storys wil be less consumed

n less consuming, til one day

sum sad stump wil sit for a story,

n then, that wil be that. we wil al

be story free

MOVE

Cathy - feel it dissolv in yr solution

Moberg - no one wil ever agen turn to story

to get wut in getting is so gotten

u constantly require mor just to say

y in saying "i get it" u don't get it.

Jordan - feel yrself at story's lip,

n ask yrself, can i crave it not? 

MOVE

All - can i crave it not?

Moberg - n like a ded pigeon that ends up

in a trash pile that ends up

in a land fill that ends up

in a soil seep that ends up

as a city park wer children

sit in the grass n listen to

their caregiver tell them the truth,

story wil go down.

All - Ha!

Moberg - story, wich almost kild us al

All - ha ha!

Moberg - wil be gon.

All - ha ha ha!

Moberg - and we wil liv.

All - ha ha ha ha ha!

Moberg - Here at O God O Shit Agglutinated

we listen to our customers, then we

sel them a device that sez wut they sed

with just enuf distortion to disguise

the fact that the device is nuthn mor

than a cheap distortion of wut they sed.

Thorn - i want a device that converts my gas

into tiny beige vagina bubbles

thru an app that regenerates my sperm

instantly so i can fuk myself

over 15,000 times per drivel.

Cathy - i want a device that takes al this noise

n turns it into hit songs i can claim

legaly to have writtn, so i can

charge peepl to play it over the noise

so they can hear themselvs not thinking.

Denice - i want a device i can nurse on, but

it duzn't throttl me wen i bite down

becuz i'm a littl bit resistant

to gettn wut i need from wut i want.

Mick - i want a device that's sumwer between

a wordless bible n that lifeless shoal

of the inner-thanks wence west coasters sink

wen staring at a person like a display

so i can realy get under the hood

of my misplaced metaphor scavenging

n replace my freedom-guzzling engine

with curt chiliads.

Alexis - I want a device to tell me what kind

of device I want.

Jordan - sumtimes magic's all the beaver

has, n i want that device.

Dear Dr. Jip: When duz story addiction start?

Mick - ya noe, i struggld like a teatless runt

in the change-me days of my movement

with ovular rallying polymers

that optimized the valu in the valid,

n ther proved no batl mor brutal

than story addiction vs. story

infection; the former propitiously

implicates the agent, wile the latter

mor justly hits the truth between the lies,

for so onto-endemic is story,

so much the flower that forms our pistol,

we r not only gestated in it,

we r born that it may regenerate,

n, as such, it infects us into being,

a being whose empathic dimensions

its habitants r forbiddn to blaze

lest they discover side canyons teeming

with life forms unprofitabl to deth,

so story addiction starts with story

infection, n story addiction ends

with story disinfection, wich is naught

but an ilicit reformatting of

yr pre-personal derivations thru

the fluster shuk of be story free.

device - this device is divorcing choreography

from divorcing choreography.

Thorn - Hello? Who is this? It sez un-none.

Steve - i'm un-none.

Thorn - n i'm busy.

Steve - hi, bizzy.

Thorn - don't cal me agen.

Steve - y wd i cal u agen? yr bizzy.

Jordan - my name’s yuman, and i’m a story addict.

All - hi, yuman.

Cathy - um, ya, so, it’s ben an ok week, i gess,

mostly story free, but ya never noe,

ya noe? like, let’s say the other day i’m

walkn round n i spot this chikn samwich...

Jordan - story alert.

Mick - this is not a story. 

it’s just me blastin out a possible

cron form so my comunitas

n I can process some basic queries

re: the snag touchy significance

of said action-entailed choice mods.

Alexis - u use, u lose.

Denice - i’m not usin. i’m loudly meditating

on the usability of usage, and to do that

i gotta slum in representation.

Thorn - that representation is a story.

Jordan - Fine, it’s a story. but i’m not using

that story; i’m per-using that pre-story

as a non-emotive tack structure

whereby i can pose a methodology

that will aid in my better bundling

clash scripts to scrub my cache of story.

Cathy - if ya don’t want bullshit, don’t feed the bull.

Alexis - O cum on, look at us. how bloated is our bull

with sharing? caring? trying? abstaining?

recovering? listening? living? dying

without death? loving our higher power?

wanting a chikn samwich? it’s al story!

Mick - thirty seconds.

Thorn - thank u, thirty seconds.

i’m sayin, if u think yr story free,

r u, cuz bein story free just may be

another story t’wich u scab yrself

t’keep from bein story free. and call it

a psychosing and meta-subligativ

thorn bomb for a story addict to foal in, 

but that’s the wave we’re wresln here.

wen yr story stuk, yr higher power

is yr shortcomings, those u’v harmd 

wur glad to be so, the fearless moral 

inventory only reveals more clingy 

ambivalence, n sanity restored is storied 

cackafrack, cuz fact is, u r the story 

that's u, so how not use u wen tryin

t’get unused to it, speshly wen it’s u?

device - this device offers a deeper embevellment

into the self split, wich is world war loop.

Alexis - hello?

Steve - is bizy ther?

Alexis - who is this?

Steve - unnone. she noes me.

Alexis – wut do u want?

Steve – I want u to tell me a story.

Dear Dr. Jip: I read sumwer that u calld story

"emoploitation thru pang bang mood porn." 

can u expound on that phrase?

Cathy - I'd love to. cal it wut u think u wil,

story is sacrificing our integrity

to a simulated experience

in order to feel wut sumthn

mite be like wur we doin it

insted of just doin it, and we do this

becuz pouring our feelings into

pre-made molds results in

the amelioration of our pangs

via the exploitation of our sentiments,

since wen u hurt ther's nuthn bettr

than getn sumone to buy that hurt

in a form that makes them think

they'r gettn bettr. see, just like porn

forces sex into patterns, story

forces emotions into patterns,

n those patterns becum the

unavoidable action grids

we increasily require just to arive

at wut we've ben told is our potential,

yet potential is the savor of

intimacy's soup, n story addicts,

like porn addicts, can't feel tru

intimacy cuz they've gottn carried

away by stagnating orgasm armys,

and they'v willingly married their captor

since all one can realy say of their will

is that it's captivated by being chosen.

to truly get turnd on, turn the story off.

The Pickle Scene

Denice - wut lunk must i lob to cease the slaughter

of my dung folk at the flickering hands of

yr delishus robotic performers?

Mick - u must sincerely luv my teeth.

Denice - how pay this unreadabl ransom?

Mick - u do not luv my teeth?

Denice - i'm saying i sincerely feel unable

to prove the sincerity of my feelings.

Mick - so u hav yet agen sed sumthing t'wich

u find yrself incapabl of returning?

Denice - i'm saying...

Mick - do u not, or do u not, u intolerably

adorabl litl brown fuking machine,

sincerely luv my teeth, n answer cute,

or i shal nail yr shit clan forever

to the unbearabl story boards of

so so songy sluts for lamp in beam gap.

Denice - i cannot tel a story without teln

on sumon who's dun nuthn i wudn't

do wur i lookn to profit off ther story,

wich puts me in a pikl on a samwich

i wanna eat, yet if i eat it, wer duz it

leav me save from that place i must then

needs cal my story?

Mick - u r not so much in a pikl as

a pikl is entering u via the gaping

hole in yr story that i n my delirious

rhizotic conformers shal unstopably

stretch with our creepy calips of required

recommendation, oobershtoopo banoynoy?

Denice - um...

Mick - yr luv of truth condemns u to fiction!

device - this device contains infinite templates

as it is templated by being turned on.

Mick - wut?

Steve - tel me a story.

Mick – cal agen, I blok u.

Steve – broken news: bloking calls from the un-none

has ben noen to coz the un-noen.

Mick – r u thretening me?

Steve – thretening, tempting, it al depends

on the story, so tel it to me.

Mick – no.

Steve – y not?

Mick - i'm sik with story.

Steve - n i'm story sik.

Mick - wut, like u can't find a story

in this epic epidemic?

Steve - not one that i can get rapt up in

without losing my breth.

Mick - that's story, baby.

it grabs u by the throat, wich u accept,

cuz that's wut u gess it's gota do

to pul u out, but then it puts u down.

Steve - so pul me out.

Mick - i'm goin down myself.

Steve - ther's a start.

Thorn - i want each of u to think of a word. 

now, wen i raise my hand, say that word.

story!

Alexis - and now a story that can't seem to get

its story strait...

Denice/Cathy - befor the collitic nations were born

upon the plexi-beaches, life had many

forms, and its only form was the scream,

and the scream went shhhh, and it kisst

and it bit and it kisst and it bit and it sed,

“evry child emerges into a child,

and then rubes the rest of its life jawing

its way out of that wrapper child, and it

ain’t pretty, but fortunately we don’t

exactly look, due to our preferred visual

limitations,” and this was the oops

that started the war, the war that started

so long ago al we can remember

is it had sumthing to do with flowers

and how wen u smel them u either smel

yrself or u smel wut they mite smel like

wur they re-scented to match the moment,

the bad business plan moment, that is,

so the scream was up shit creek without

a permit to shit in the creek or call it

shit creek or even try to assess if thers

actually any creek in the shit, so it told

a story whose moral was “evry story

is a fite for our future, therby assuring

ther wil alwz be fighting in our futur.”

The end, unless u direct deposit

8 million dollars into my account

by 7 am tomorrow morning

under the name, “All I Can Hear Is You

When I Scream At Myself But Fail To Grasp

Exactly What It is I’m All Worked Up About.”

Thorn - evil exists! actors wanna act! get over it!

Alexis - i've tried to get over it, but evry time

i'm over it it crawls up inside me.

device - this device is wut shd be and wut shdnt

be fuels this device. 

Steve - wut r u afraid of?

Jordan – i'm afraid of u.

Steve – but i'm not even ther.

Jordan – u r a fear strain distributed

thru my genetic morsels over eons

of strugl and remorse accordn to

some teribl doctrin i can't capture

or imagine, yet seems my capacity

for luv, yet its repression is its releas,

as my sole motiv is to control

and diseminate myself thru u,

and that's what story's for, so i wil use it,

and it wil destroy us, not of itself,

but thru its forms as they suffuse within

the inocent formulae of desire

to take in at the ear wut eats at the hart,

and it is this drive, not to giv myself

to that formula, that faling shelter - 

luv it it leavs u, leav it u luv it - 

that formulates the narrated sex,

wich is my fear, my hope, my deth, my story.

Steve - deep.

Jordan - so deep, everyun's drowned in it.

Steve - tel me that story.

Jordan - yr making me sik.

Steve - hide from meaning, n evrything is mean.

The broken audience machine scene

Mick - how duz this thing work?

Cathy - the peepl r cumn.

Mick - i can't get this thing to work.

Cathy - the peepl r closin in.

Mick - wut the fuk is this thing?

Cathy - the peepl r here!

Chris/Jordan - i was first on the list once. it was a list

i made, and it didn’t last long, cuz i kept

remaking the list, cuz ya gotta keep

remaking a list in order for people

to care about a list, but wile it lasted,

my being first on the list, it was awsum.

i was first for six iterations of the list,

then i started to drop. first i moved

from first to third, and i’m like, wo,

but then i’m bak to first, but only briefly,

cuz i fal to second, but a close second,

like me and first, we’re realy close,

but then i gess sumthn happens, and boom,

i’m fifth. fifth. fifth on the list, on the list

i made! fine, i’m fifth. like i’m getn used 

to bein fifth, wich is probly the slak

that brot the snap, cuz now i’m sixth,

then bak to third, down to tenth, up

to eighth, down to twelfth, that's rite, twelfth,

and i was twelfth for like forever,

then eleventh, and i’m like, ya, he’s

comin back, then ninth, then sixth, O

he’s havin a run, and then it was al

over. i came out with a new version

of the list, and me? I’m nineteenth.

Like i’m barely on the list, cuz the list

only goes to like twenty, and get this,

in the next version of the list, wer am i? 

nower. totaly nikt from my own list.

i mean, it was unreal. i put out

this list, and i’m like, wer am i? 

y am i not on the list, the list

i made? and then, like a shrimp, it hits me,

and i’m like, ya, that’s rite, yr not on

the list, cuz, like, wut did u make this year?

wut did i make this year? i made the list!

Wut, u mean the list yr not on?

Ya, i mean that list. Gess yll hav t’get

on sumone else’s list. Yeah like fat chance

i got a gettn on someone else’s list;

nobody puts anybody else other than

themselves on their list anymore.

i gess that’s wut it’s al about, ain’t it?

yeah, i gess that’s wut it’s al about.

device - Wholes become more particular, fragments

more encompassing, until they merge

in this device, wich is the unreachable

invisibl u can't keep yr hands off.

Steve – hey

Denice – hey

Steve – wut r u wearing?

Denice – nun of yr bizness.

Steve – actually, it's sum of my bizness

cuz i'm the naked truth n yr interfering

with my commerce, so open up

n tel me a story.

Denice – that's a conceit

Steve – consider yrself conceited.

Denice – y do u want a story?

Steve - i want to feel u beleve in me

enuf to give me sumwer els to go

that's far mor wer i am than wer i am

becuz u trust that in educating

myself on arousal I wil embrace

a group-engaging, not – destroying, drive.

Denice - i don't noe u.


Steve - how much mor beautiful

then that u beleve in me.

Denice - how much mor brutal then that i pre-empt u.

Dear Dr. Jip: Is there a set number of stories?

Thorn - good question. one often hears the mental 

barrack masters barking in muzzlese to 

the parr-struck full-grown fledglings about how 

ther r only 7 or 13 or 36 kinds

of story, but this standardizing bravura

is shorthand for giving the long finger

to the subparticle carnosity

that each is, is, that is, in the foreclosed sense

of not being reducible to:

Alexis - "Too fat

to fit into your new discount dubl?

don't fret! once u watch this, u'l fit rite in,

not cuz u lost wait, but cuz u waited

and lost, wich is great, cuz u learnd sumthn

about yrself, i.e., wen yr watching

yr new discount dubl is being watchd

wile also being charged for being watchd,

and that means u can get into it

but can't get out of it, but, hey, that's ok,

cuz we'll sell u this face bra, n then

u won't be able to keep yourself from smiling."

Thorn - ther's only one kind of story, and it's being

stuk in a story. u want it? u got it.

but once u realy get it, u won't want it.

Mick/Cathy - today we're gona lurn how to rite

a screenplay, and by screenplay i mean

a successful screenplay, not a suck-ass-ful

screenplay. now, a screenplay has three parts:

screen and play. wut's the third part? the third part

can't be taut, so good luk tryin to pul

an inside job wen the last fukn thing

anyone wil do is let u inside. so, wut's a screen?

a screen is sumthn u set up so u can project

sumthn onto it other than wut it is

so u can do sumthin behind it

that u can't do in front of it cuz

it wd either be stoppt or ignord,

like i stand here, i act like we're cool,

u fixate on me, then bam! my partner

cums in from the side n fuks yr shit up,

i run past u, i win, n u suck ass fulls.

ok, so that's a screen. now, wut's a play?

a play is an attempt to win the game

by pretending to be fighting within

the rules of the game, and the game has rules

cuz otherwise the game wd be real,

and the game must not be real, cuz the game

is preparation for the real, wich means

we play so we can fite for real, ok?

that's a fact. science has had to sit thru

that shit so many times, it duzn't wanna

talk about it anymor, ok? ok,

so how to make a successful screenplay?

simpl. u look like this, u do like that,

u stik shit up, u nok shit down, u run

past al the sorry fuckrs, proving u

r the best not realy fighting fighter,

n soon, u'r wer evryun wants to be,

livn a story u rote so u cd liv abuv

n beyond al the realy suck ass full fukrs,

n u'r like, hey, u plastic ironing boards,

wana buy this device? n they'r like, sure,

wutz it do? n yr like, fuk u, wutz it do.

it sez who the fuk r u to ask me

wutz it do. n they'r like cool, here ya go,

n they giv u ther money, then al up

in ther face u dance this wak fukn dance

wile they suck ass fulls, n yr like, uh hu,

chek it out, u blokt , nokt, col' cokt fukrs:

i just made a successful screenplay.

device - credit for the creation of this device lies

squarely on this device, wich takes place

then gives it bak better, taking make do

and making it make and do.

Steve - did i mention i'm not wearing any unmentionables?

Cathy – ya noe, yr kind of a scatterbrain

but not much brain gets scattered.

Steve – hey, I noe! u tel me a story

wer i'm bettr than I actually am

so I can just feel good for a wile.

Cathy – one moment wil I transfer u

to inferior solutions.

Alexis/Cathy - it was weird. the other nite, i went to this

function, n ther wur like 10.3

peepl ther. most of wut i think i made out

as individualized samples

of social networking wur for sum reason

only 30 - 50% present, or

wut seems to be the same thing these days,

accessibl. most of the live exchanges

ended befor they got anywer; there was sum

group sex happening, but no one partook,

n i spent the nite i didn't hav

with a drink in my hand so i cd dumb

myself down quikly, expecting at

sum point that someone mite sho up

and be al ther, wich evryun (wutever

that means in a crowd of partial persons)

seemd to agree (without ever having

actualy discusst it) wd hav ben

a feral drag on the mad hushing rush

toward total elswerness that is

my generation's special sumthn or other,

n as i virtualy decimated

my semi-fello functionarys with

polite incendiary devices

of impersonal shrapnel macaroons,

i sorta started to think, it mite suk

hangin with the cloud identitys, cuz thr like

alwaz changing shape so they can steal

yr self-made mythic stature, then they get

al peeved wen u don't notice, like that's al

u'v got time to do, O, yr a rabbit,

O, yr a mountain, O yr two toddling chinese

acrobats forming a giant pair of

scissors cutting the offending hand-feet off

the humanist orangutan who dared

suggest that children's toys r the new blak

deth, i mean, sur, it mite suk, but i'm hookt,

cuz, like, this girl i hurd of luvs this man

with the same body design as her sexualy

abusiv dad, n al i can think is, wow, that's hot,

like i wish i had that between me n sumone,

like wen i reach for sumun i tuch my device,

so these capricious blobby half cast types,

of wich i am the unnominated

no-input-required loud speaker with

7 bajillion pre-recorded gaffes,

least with them i don't have to concentrate

wen i'm doin that thing that's not quite talkn,

it's mor like losing yr voice out loud

on a remote server, cuz i can only

fuly relate to wut yr goin thru

once u don't now wer it is, cuz it's me

n i am only availabl in versions

that don't work on yr sucky old machine.

device - wut won't work out works out thru this device.

u get yr way with the one that got away.

yr family crumbles into this device.

infertile? this device is yr finest replica.

Alexis – i'm not gona tel u a story.

Steve – wow, u calld me. I'm not sure

I like u anymor.

Alexis – u can make wutever story u want

of me, but i'm not in that story.

Steve – howbout I start a story, n if u

like wer it's going, u can cum along.

Alexis – howbout we get so crazy lady close

I don't notice that u'v killd me, propt me up

on yr couch with scripture al over my face

n a few pig ears stapled to my nek

to the point that i've started to stink

like the sterile stenchy snatch of story

that's marinated evrything in its

free mandatory wiki reactions?

Wd that make sweet hooker luv

to the puncture wound in yr egregius

gregarius stressball inflicted by my

legend bludgeon of unconscius continuity?

Steve – fite! I mean, pacifier!

Jordan - i want evryun to stand on one foot.

now the other foot. now no feet. story.

Dear Dr. Jip - don't we need story to constantly

reconnect with the factors of survival?

Denice - here, as told by those with pants in story's wash,

is story's story: 

Mick - bak wen smal, familial

clans roamd the urth, largely preoccupied

with invading and avoiding each other

to the best of ther barely one hat size

past a baboon abilitys, story

emerged as a kind of decorativ box

werby the bland, functional wares of words,

designed primarily to point at danger

or desire, mite be packaged, sold, and stored,

protecting them from the pumice of time,

allowing for optimal resale

due to their gilt cases, n filing them

in easy access formats, that memory

mite pursue its ultimate object: sleep.

yes, story was homo mensura's first

marketing plan, and it was a winner,

capturing sik, hellacious market share

from such gay rivals as getting along,

not wanting evrything, n manliness

inversely related to waste-making.

soon, having seen how story can convert

even the most honest, free expression

into a massiv swirling mind thresher

that slashes this, implants that, n directs

the attention to stand at attention

even tho its natural position

is walking sitting lying sitting walking

w'ever it may happen to be hoppin,

story sufferd a hostile takeover

by strategy, yes, that strategy,

the guy with bettr things to do than bettr

things to do, but story didn't mind being taken

over, cuz story only exists to serv

any purpose for wich it can't be held

accessory to, n so strategy

started using story to motivate

the peepl to emulate the assholes

whose main goal in life was cutting off ears

so no one could hear them fail to explain

exactly how conquering other clans

mite actualy lead to them liking u,

n so story became a battle cry,

but then, cuz evryun luvs to kil

until sumone kils evryun they luv,

story was courted by a new investor,

calld sympathy. n sympathy acquired

an undisclosed amount of story's stok,

so sympathy n strategy both owned

a part of story, wich was then restructured

into the story of seeking control

over story, sympathy n strategy,

now good n evil, each playing thr part

in the strugl over how things shd end.

Denice - n now we'r al so transfixt by that end

we never ask about the beginning

n how we let it get to the point wer

under the guise of countering conflict

our luv of conflict shd be formalized

into conflict fantasys that others

create for us, resulting in a world

that craves conflict to satisfy its need

to see conflict overcum in a dream.

story mite have once helpd us to survive,

but the mekanism of expansion

is now the mekanism of extinction.

stop giving evrything u have to sumthn

that has evrything n accepts nuthn

about u save wut adds to wut it has.

device - i can't keep my hands off this device!

Mick – I wana be free, but story's

made me so expensiv, I can't even

afford myself.

Steve – so sel yrself to story

then buy yrself bak with wut u make

plus wut it makes off u, wich goes to u

as yr story's subject.

Mick – it makes off me

wut it makes of me, so my selling price

shorts my asking price as I, now a story,

am made up of wut I can't make myself.

Steve – yet u, being a story, r now shared,

gain self-valu being valud by al,

n so can afford yrself by selling

yrself at higher than u can acquire

unshared.

Mick – that's the catch. Story alredy

bot me, but it won't sel me bak to me

til it owns enuf of me to control

the market for me, at wich point i'm shared

in volumes and at values that exclude

me from the acquisition of me.

Steve – but u can stage a hostile takeover

of story by remaking yr story.

Mick – that's calld trying to buy the farm

with seed.

thank u, Dr. Jip, for telling the truth about story. ya noe, for me, story had becum a production company that dictated how i lived by lockn me into bait-n-switch behavior contracts. it plotted my dreams, blockt my strut, proofread my thots, focus grouped my intentions, n committed my personal relations until, in effect, i had no self beyond my story self, yet self is wut one has apart from story, n anything else is a debilitating ly that spits out an unfulfilling life, so, thank u.

Jordan - thank u, n welcum to freedom. see, my frends,

story is a detour around life, wich actualy

ends up taking longer than going thru life,

cuz either way, u end up on the other side

of life, n the trip is over, n if u went thru

it felt long, wich is good, so it was short,

but if u went around, it felt short, wich is bad,

cuz it's life, so it was long. point being,

y wd anyun choose to take the detour

around life n miss out on al this processing

perfection? peepl actualy take shelter from

life in story to find confirmation for wut

life has instilled in them in order to

optimize its chance at survival wich is

the belief that life is a story, but we

must remember, life isn't particularly

adept at long-term planning, n putting

its survival into the hands of humans,

it has instituted its own fallibility,

so to rescue life from itself, we must stop

patronizing its storys n start securing

its survival by making it wer we r

not wut we're pointing at, else we'l just 

continue to poison life and ourselvs 

on tainted narativ medications.

Device - emotional differences disappear

in this device, for the emotions are

remnants of institutional implants

that this device extracts, appropriates,

and reinstalls, optimized for this device,

which is now the posibl set of

imposibl sets of emotional response

to what the device fakes as fact.

Steve – wut r u doing?

Jordan – watching sumthing.

Steve – wut?

Jordan – my hart's so on the screen

I can't see wut's on the screen.

Steve – maybe yr hart is the screen.

Jordan – then my hart is a large box that i can

only see one side of, and it's shining,

n out of it r coming images

of my childhood wen i had that funny

thing growing out of my eye, n talking

felt like winnie the pooh trying to shit

a bike, n al around me glamorous

pains-in-the-artificial ass in red bikinis

with wite crosses on thr nippled foreheds

r preening n singing, "switzerland, O

switzerland, no one fuks with switzerland,"

n i'm like, if neighbor's an exception

to the rule, do we realy want that rule?

Steve - u make me want to put myself in

a device that puts me into

a culture wer i can treat myself

like a sexualized infant without

havn to feel responsibl for

wut that duz to the culture.

Jordan - isn't that 

like gaining power by penetrating

other peepl with the hidden idea

that caring for others mite be bad for them?

Steve - not if u remember al a birth can mean.

in sum places, a birth means mosquito;

in others, application. here, money;

there, get away. a birth can mean "don't tuch"

or "trust only a lak of sources," or...

Jordan - but in the end evry birth is the beginning

of a story so huge it envelops

evrything outside it; it's the story

of a certain creature, usually

humanized by peepl, who pursues luv

thru its professional life, n it's about

the coupling of a yung man and a yung

woman, wich r in fact two yung men

fighting over the super feminine,

eating evrything, including each other,

as they go together into the story

of their one birth, or maybe that's bakwards,

wich is the problem of being a girl

wen yr not a girl; yr the richest man

evr to actually only possess

the things that only u can truly ruin.

Steve – the gulf that has no edge cannot be crosst.

Jordan – stop telling me how the emotions work.

parking lot, parking meter, parking space,

parking garage, story is looking for parking,

n i'd just rather ditch my fukn wheels.

Kirk - Let us now recite the 12 steps to story recovery.

Thorn - We admitted that we sought power thru story and that our lives had become too manageable.

Denice - came to believe that a power granted by us to be greater than ourselves used us to constantly restore itself to sanity.

Mick - made the decision to turn our will and our lives away from what we understand.

Cathy - opted out of the searching and fearless moral inventory of others.

Jordan - admitted to ourselves and to every human being that nature has been wronged.

Alexis - were entirely ready to defect from our character.

Thorn - humbly askt that our shortcomings be removed from the sales floor.

Denice - stopped listing persons as either harmed or mended.

Mick - took impossible direction and amended it so that it stopped injuring us as others.

Cathy - realized the personal cannot be inventoried and that wrongs are prompted by admission.

Jordan - sought thru play and confusion to improve our unconscious contact with nature, knowing only it is us.

Alexis - having put our spirits to sleep as a result of these steps, we dropped our message and stopped practicing principles in all our affairs.

Dr. Jip, I'm wondering if yr critics mite say that yr resistance to story stems from sum personal disapointment n not objectiv fact?

Alexis - i genrally find that critics will say

wutevr it takes to cover up the fact ther

personal disapointment governs

objectiv fact, so the propensity

to reveal the two in ther subjects

is standard practice among those

seeking to hold onto power with sumone

else's hands, but be that as it may,

i'm the first to say, especially if

u grant me the indulgency of saying

that evrything begins anew once it's sed,

wich duzn't seem too far from the truth

to get ther quik enuf to see it leavn

for we yr comin from, that my personal

disapointment with story led me

to seek an objectiv fact outside story,

n upon finding it, i discovered

that it was only ther becuz of my 

personal disapointment in objectiv

fact, so i stoppt lookn to that objectiv

fact for personal gratification, and that's

wen i saw that it's story that binds

these two antagonistic identitys,

n so, disposing of story, i disposed

of disapointment. now, u must remember,

i was not just a story user, i was a story

usurer. yes, like many of u, i dissolvd

1000's of storys evryday 

into my occupied imagination;

i livd on life suport in the air baloon

of story, so evrything else was a let down.

that paralyzing need for absolute,

irreversible change; the regresiv belief

in an external, charismatic evil;

the fascistic reliance on "sole protagonist

selfism"; the spurious, time-consistent,

cause-n-effect dependencies; 

the life-limiting demand for meaning

n explanation; the personal relationships

with depersonalizing conglomerates;

years upon years of emptiness, lies,

n false connections - it was al so perfect,

i just had to spred it round, problem bein

i was spredin it on things so they'd acquire

a taste entirely to my liking. y's that a problem?

cuz ther's mor to the world than "in a world."

it was al too good to be tru cuz

it was al too god to be tru. see, if u think

story is just sumthn yr parents told u

to put u to sleep, u'r rite. and it's stil

happenin today. evrywer, al the time,

thru evry imaginable method, yr unchosen

moral supervisors r infesting yr soul

with storys to "put u down." but u

don't hav to let them do it. u can rise up,

be free, n rid yrself of story. cuz if

yr like me, story's disapointed u

personaly by turning yr personality

into an objectiv fact. that's y i became

an anti-story warrior, n that's my story,

only it ends different by never ending, 

cuz i'm goin nower n i'm takin u with me.

Device - is this device a distraction?

yes, but only from this device, so zone.

Steve – life with u is a satisfying exampl

of the unsatisfying attempt to 

experience reflectiv infinity.

Thorn – u calld me.

Steve – story is the antidote to story.

Thorn – stop copying false projections.

Steve – see, u take yrself for being no other

than wut others take u for, so yr so taken

with yrself as granted u grant yrself

only wut the organization grants.

Thorn – at least I don't take myself

for granted by a grant organization

too taken with itself to hand out grants

to those who noe that being given

a grant is simply to take yrself for granted.

Steve – u shd see sumone.

Thorn – I tried, but she kept hiding

from me in my story.

Steve – maybe she liked how u think

wen yr not thinking up wut u like.

Thorn – did I happen to tell u y

I wanted to talk to u, cuz now that

we're talking, the appeal escapes me.

Steve – u wanted to talk becuz u think

ther shd be a luv experience

at the center of evry narrativ,

but u don't think ther shd be

a narrativ at the center of evry

luv experience, n yr wondering

if that makes u conflicted enuf

to say in a new n entertaining way

that killing ourselves to make sens

makes no sens.

Thorn – i'm gona go now, n we'll see

wer that lvs us.

The can't afford yourself scene

Mick - chek me out.

Cathy - wut r u buying?

Mick - no, i mean, chek me out.

Cathy - ya, i'd b hapy to, but wut r u buying?

Mick - i'm buying myself.

Cathy - so how much do i charj u for yrself?

Mick - wutever u want.

Cathy - howbout al u got.

Mick - great.

Cathy - thanx for shopn.

Mick - thanx for chekn me out.

Jordan/Denice - i hav this sorta valuabl disorder

wer i'l start seein sumun, and they seem

al fukabl and fit and blemish free, 

then i'll start noticing these utterly

detestabl design hiccups in thr

overal encouragement architecture,

n s'much's i try to say no glitch, no niche,

these friendly misfires start singeing 

my eyelashes, stabbing me in my sleep, 

fartin into my air tube, throwin coffee 

mugs at me from behind a bush, shovin 

me in front of an oncoming beer truk, 

spittin half eaten ham up my nose, hackin

my system so evry time i boot up

this annoying "new day, new tech specs" message

cums screechin out my speakers, n it ain't 

kidn, cuz i'm lokt out, so i'm like, fuk, 

n i ditch that person and start seein

sumun els, and for a few days, they seem

al fukabl and fit and blemish free,

but then i start seein their competitors

improving core operational whizbang,

and the whole asaultiv inward spiral

soars again, so i decided to dedicate

my off time to creating a device

that renders my ideal out of myself

so i can alwz fuk exactly wut i want

without feeling my want creeping out

of wut i'm fuking and start fuking me,

and at this phase i'm half-finisht

and i've sent prototypes to select execs

who are test-fuking the device to see

if they feel a genuine late nite rapport

with their self-blazoned absorbent ideal,

and ther are problems; no one's ben hurt,

but evryun's ben hit, like hit repeatedly

in the hed by thr own expressiv

apparatus, so i've trasht the project

altogether, cuz wer's the hevy cream

in creating yr ideal out of yrself

wen uns u get into it u find out

it's out to get u, and i've gon organic,

like insted i'm attacking the blakheds

of my perfectionist obsessions

by draining my sebaceous engrained need

for the new device, and this involvs

varius first-party therapys like

drinking burning fuel, tattooing

a quik sketch of my face over my face,

playing thumb wars with myself and trying

to feel like it's actually a fite, pretending

ther's a fashion runway in my bedroom

and putting on a humus bathing suit

and walking pigeon toed down it

with the cam on and giggling to myself

cuz i'm such a rebel, thumping my chest

angrily wen i'm askt to pay for

wut i did, ya noe, just being really

imposibl to be with, like i hail

a cab and wen it pulls over i pop

my hed into the windo and shout,

"I was pointing at the stars, u fukn

dirtball, cuz i'm a star and yr not, get it?"

device - this device is the evil and the good whose

teamwork triumphs over this device.

Steve - i think it's a resistance to nature.

u hate the selection process of story

cuz u hate that life is a selection process.

Denice - it's story has a problem with that process

cuz it facilitates those who need

a metafor for life in order to avoid life.

Steve – as life gains a metafor, it noes itself,

n u find ignorans more awethentic.

Denice - i'd rather have a tail than tell a tale,

cuz the wild blu yonder is smoggy n fenst

with sexy metaforical suicide.

Steve - nature mite be down at the mouth

but it's story wil bring her a smile.

Denice - that feedback loop overstuffs the world,

cuz wile we think we speak out of

a desprat desire to be herd, al we say

is actualy al we can't digest, so this audio

puke cums bolting from us in product waves

of pseudo-exotic assimilation.

Steve - story is a spil that improves the site.

Denice – it is in cancer's interest to be cute.

But Dr. Jip, don't children need storys?

Mick - No, story needs children, n it's got them

n it eats them, n after having exhausted

that kiddy py, it infantilizes adults,

n they skip to the slaughter to feed

story fat, so fat no life can grow wer

story squats. saying "no" to a child

who sez "tell me a story" is one of the

hardest moments a truly comittd

BSF parent ever faces. she's becoming

sentient, she's recognizing u, she's

talking, she's needing n luving u in

the purest of ways, n wut cums bubblin

out of her like gastric acids from

a dying crone but that same old

noxius narativ suk. then, like watching

yr child cut herself to fit in wurn't enuf

to make a parent scrambl for the shrapnel,

she sez me, she sez run, she sez ther,

n boom, u got a storyteller in the house,

n good luck exterminatin that with anything

less than a fire-breathing sandman.

now, sum spin the urly story urge

as a sign that story is hardwired into

the human organism, but, remember,

behind each claim of hardwiring

u'l find an investor in hard wires.

the only thing hardwired into human

beings is the batl between stasis n

change, n this brings a need for

security, wich story provides from

the very first word: story is a transitional

object, but wile most of us grow up

n trade our dolls for actual kids, few

of us trade our storys for actual life.

they comfort us, n comfort is good,

unless it's bad for us, wich it is

wen the fort of comfort merely

safeguards the incubator of blite.

now, in our story saturated world,

it's teribly dificult to raise a story free

child, but ther r things parents can do

to insert early the notion that security

blanket mite be a bag over the hed.

for exampl:

Jordan - mommy, mommy, me run ther.

Alexis - who is mommy?

Jordan - u r mommy.

Alexis - mommy fly?

Jordan - no, mommy. me run ther.

Alexis - wut is ther?

Jordan - ther, mommy, me run ther.

Alexis - wer is mommy?

Jordan - mommy?

Mick - hard to watch, isn't it? don't worry.

it gets easier.

Cathy - hey, dad. gess wut happend at skool today?

Thorn - nothing i care to hear about.

Cathy - y not?

Thorn - recounting events from another time

involving other peepl is the surest way

we noe of noeing absolutely nuthing.

Cathy - it is?

Thorn - wutever happend over ther or bak then

bears no relevans to rite here n now

becuz evry moment is unique and the

extent to wich a moment is crippld

by the narativ stun gun of another

is the extent to wich that moment

repeats a route, n to go wer others

hav gon is to go away. tomato?

Mick - n now the doozy...

Alexis - mommy, wil u tel me a story?

Denice - wel, dear, i don't realy noe who i am

n i hav no idea wut ther is n i don't

beleve anything realy hapens in any

particular order, n in fact i hav no idea

wut i mean wen i'm saying wut i'm saying,

so y don't we just sing n hug?

Alexis - but keesha's parents tel her storys.

Denice - n they'l be sorry for it wen keesha's

development is arrested by her delusion

n she's sentenced to life in paragon.

Alexis - but wut's so bad about story?

Denice - wut if i told u there was a nut

u cd eat n if u eat it evrything turns

fantastic, n the hole world is filld

with wild adventures n cool gadgets

n perfect situations n hilarious

moments n huge battles wer no un

realy gets hurt, but the only thing

is u hav to eat mor n mor of this nut

to get this fantastic world to return,

so prety soon yr spending most

of yr time trying to acquire mor nuts,

but it's hard, cuz eating so many nuts

makes u fat n tired, n worse, the mor

u eat, the less fantastic the world seems,

til u can't shuv enuf nuts down yr throat

to make the world as fantastic as

it once was, n it's then u start to notice

that u'v spent so much time hoarding

n gobbling nuts to regenerate this

fantastic world that u'v neglected

the actual world, n the actual world

is actualy now on the actual brink

of actual deth, n as u finaly look out

of yr story capsule, u c that al ther is

r random objects made by sum weird,

permanent buzzing sound, n the sexes

r separated so women r floating upside

down in a viscous fluid as ther eggs

r farmed for fertilization by the weird

annoying buzzing sound, n the men

r draggd around in chains across

a ded, ashy landscape, periodically

littered with bazaar rusty sculptures,

cheezy murals, n toxic construction

projects, al of wich r creativ products

of the insidius buzzing sound, n al

the men do is get led around n askt

wut they think of the creativ objects

they see n if they answer rite, tho no un

noes wut a rite answer is, they r chosen

to be embedded into one of these

poisonous construction projects, but

if they answer rong, the impeccabl

buzzing sound throws up on them

n they becum negativ ads for the

opposition that actualy aid the powerboat

buzzing sound in maintaining control

over a world in wich pain is defined

as being content, wd u eat that nut?

Alexis - yes.

Mick - the story free parent's struggl

agenst story is the greatest story

never told, but don't giv up, cuz sum day

u'l hear this:

Jordan - u noe, mom n dad,

al that energy u spent tellin me

to just say no to story? wel, i wana

thank u for that, cuz now i see that

story is an informational efficiency

machine into wich we force feed

the precious elements of our being

that disintegrates upon being

efficiented, so thx.

Mick - it's then that u n yr child

wil finally meet.

Cathy - wer's the party?

Jordan - the party?

Alexis - ya, we came for the party.

Jordan - O, u mean the party with al the peepl?

Thorn - ya, i see the peepl, but wer's the party?

Jordan - it didn't cum.

Denice - the party didn't cum?

Jordan - it didn't cum.

Mick - y not?

Jordan - wel, it cald and sed, "ya noe wut,

i'm not cumn."

Cathy - i'm not cumn?

Jordan - it cald and sed, "ther r too many peepl,

so i'm not cumn."

Mick - too many peepl for a party?

Jordan - that's wut i sed. i sed, "too many peepl

for a party? isn't the point of a party

to hav as many peepl as posibl?"

Denice - and it sed?

Jordan - "nah, not realy, cuz actually i prefer

partys wer ther's like sum peepl

but not alotta peepl," and, of cors,

that wuz a huge downer.

Alexis - that's a huge downer.

Jordan - i noe, it's a huge downer, but...

Thorn - but?

Jordan - but it gets wors.

Alexis - great.

Jordan - cuz a few peepl started to like

cull the crowd.

Denice - cull?

Jordan - ya noe, like kil other peepl

to sort of entice the party to cum,

and that went on for a wile, like ther wuz

lots of trimming and cutting and culling.

Cathy - so, like successful attacking and largely

unsuccessful counter-attacking?

Jordan - pretty much, and so prety soon the herd,

the mitey party herd, was much diminisht,

and ther wur just like sum peepl around.

Mick - so, wudja do?

Jordan - i cald the party.

Thorn - good! u cald the party. and u sed?

Jordan - i sed, hey, hi, ya noe, we've ben thru

a lot today, like a lot of us r ded now,

and even tho those of us who ar left

r probably the strongest and the smartest,

we cd realy use a lift, ya noe, sum

good cheer, like we cd realy use a party.

Thorn - and it sed?

Jordan - wel, the party wz like, "ya noe, actually,

i dunno, i'm kinda tired."

Alexis - wut?

Jordan - ya, so, like, at this point, it's like,

i just fukn lose it. 

Cathy - good for u.

Jordan - ya, i mean, i'm like, 

"dude, r u fukn kiddn me?

we rented this place, we got refreshments,

snaks, we got this DJ with like 9 heds,

girlz got thr limbs stuk in the caramel grinder,

i mean, shit be jumpin, yo, n u r

tired? yr the party and yr not cumn,

like wut the fuk?

Denice - good for u.

Jordan - ya, wel, it gets wors.

Mick - cool.

Jordan - so i sed that shit, and the party was on mute

for a bit and then it was like, "wel, fact is,

i'm tired cuz i been partyin sumwer els."

Alexis - O my god.

Jordan - ya, o my fukn god. i mean,

the sinkn feeln in the room at that

moment, it's like that feeln couda

sunk a room, it was just unfunkreal,

the depth of grief and loss that peepl felt

wen they learnd that not only wd the party

not be showin up, but the party had

partied elswer entirely without them, 

it wuz just fukn tooth-crakingly dismal.

Thorn - so, wudya do?

Jordan - i sed, lisn, this is bulshit, ok?

this shit about waitn for a party

that duznt cum cuz its partyn

elswer? bulshit. noe wut i'm gona do?

i'm gona bild a device, and this device

is going to prevent this kinda bulshit

from ever hapning agen, cuz with

this device, werever thers a party,

u r ther. u don't wait for the party,

u don't even fukn go to the party, 

cuz with this device, u r the party.

Cathy - that's awsm.

Jordan - ya, but it gets wors.

Mick - awsm.

Jordan - so like i bilt this device n evryun

had thr nukls in the sauce, like evryun

was partyn al the time, and this became

noen as the history of the enslavement

of party, as partys evrywer wur

put into these litl pakages,

and whoevr wanted un cd get un

as long as u had the device n no un

evr misst a party agen, cuz we

stopt relying on party and insted

we apropriated party, wich is

our rite, rite?

Denice - rite.

Jordan - i mean, it's a jungl out ther.

Alexis - wel, not realy anymor.

Jordan - yah, i noe. it's mor like

a children's zoo, like u cd say, it's a

children's zoo out ther!

Mick - actualy, i wuz just out ther, and it's

mor like a terarium that's now

being used as a trash can out ther.

Jordan - rite.

Thorn - but it gets wors.

Denice - no it duzn't.

Cathy - rite.

Alexis - wana party?

device - u r this device, and this device changes names

with evry connection, unless it's encrypted,

in wich case u remain entirely speculativ.

Steve - u shd found a university wer

everyun just walks around and sez

wutevr cums into ther minds, n then see

how long it takes for yr neighbors to cum

n put yr childrn to work making waste.

Cathy - ther's nun richer than he who duzn't spend

al he has on buying others' storys.

Steve – success means buying the rite storys.

Cathy – yr a litl too thik on plot n color

coordinated ebulience to be

triky enuf to squeez in between

vibrato and pretension.

Steve - evrything is a giant competition

to reach truer emotions.

Cathy - wich is like chopping down the tree 

so u can see wut it'l be like to go out on a limb.

Mick/Alexis - the point of poetry is too smal to be

considered a point, but too large to be

considered not ther, so thinkers hav

gatherd in thot to discuss wut exactly

the point of poetry is, and the other day,

in my capacity as a non-kinky voyeur,

i snuk into that thot flat by dressing

as a seductive response to rape,

and I said, “I’m a busy guy, rite? i mean,

like, i’m not just busy, i’m evil busy,

in fact, i’m way too busy to stand up,

so wen i go to take a shit, i don’t hav

al fukn day, so i just sit ther and i push

realy hard, like random slashing hard,

and sumtimes, i’ll admit it, i rip shit up,

like i sever shit, as in sumtimes i shit

like 6 – 8 inches of my colon rite out

my ass. it’s called a prolapst colon, but

i just cal it being busy as burqa,

and the other day, i did that, i shit

a colon chop the size of a benign

familial macrocephalic baby’s head

out my ass, and along with my innards 

and the usual shit that’s hiding from

the authorities up round them parts, 

sum other shit came out, like my computer, 

my fifth grade year, an entire Greek play, 

juicy strawberries, self-imposed humorlessness, 

Al-Dick, the pan-Arab dick, and lots of

other shit i’m just way too shit-faced busy

to taxonome, so i’m like, y is al this shit

doing a weird movement piece via my ass, 

and my mom’s like, “well, i got sum old news 

for you, like this news is so old, it speaks

elegantly and folks don’t take that as a sign

that it ain’t folksy, and the news is, fukr,

that yr father, and yr father’s father,

and the father so before yr father’s father

that he didn’t even father a father, he fathered

a sort of non-sexual approach

to insemination, that father had

a way with words, or, to put it in a way

that wil help me forget wer i put it,

he had his way with words, so he wuz

put away, cuz havn yr way with words

is great, but not the way he did it, cuz,

wel, al the words he had his way with

wur new words, ya noe, like only a few

days old words, wich is sik, rite? i mean,

a word’s gota be at least a year or two old

befor u can hav yr way with it, but, of cors,

that’s sorta sik too, rite? i mean, how sad

is it that u can’t hav yr way with words

that are new, yet wen u try to hav yr way

with words that are older, that’s sik too,

like yr sik, like yr in need of care, as in

yr too slo to be of any use to anyun

interested in making sumthing pay off,

so the bottom line is, wen u reach

the bottom line, u noe u’v gon too far

if yr looking to hav yr way with words.”

and i’m like, mom, i’m way too busy

live streaming this cruelty party via my ass

t'listen to the lessons of history, cuz, like,

don’t the lessons of history tell us

t'ignor the lessons of history for fuk sake?

and with that, i was dun, so i erased

al traces of my absence and went out

to find sumun to sel me sum stolen

mixes, and the thinkrs who wer gathered

in thot to assess wut exactly the point

of poetry is al sed in a kind of

artsy bored threatening whine, “that ain’t it.”

ya noe, i ben lisnin to wut yr sayin up ther, doc, n pardon my jargon, but it gets me bout as bent outa shape as a square dancer at a round table. i flat out don't like the idea of a world without story. i mean, my daddy told me storys that i tel my lil nippers. my buddys n i swap storys bout varius unrepeatabl goins on. wen i'm relaxin after work i like to take in my shows, n then ther's the storys of our forefathers that teach us how we oughta serv our cuntry. now u wana take away my storys? it just don't sit wel with me.

Thorn - wut's yr name, sir?

earl.

Thorn - wel, earl, it's a prize to meet u,

n muchos gratos for airin out the musty odor

i sens to be accumulatin in the basements

of these fine peoples' minds. so, u like

story. story grids frend n famly. story

clears yr workhed, story creates history,

community, n morality, n here i cum

toutin its abolition. i mean, if story duz

al these things, then my advice to u,

earl, is to nak me for pooch food. but,

befor u clean the cleaver, i'd like u

to consider with me just for a few that

story not only duzn't do those good things,

but that story is the slime preventin

any of those good things from gettin

a foothold on this slippery sfere ride.

item one: story heses frends n famly.

realy? scope it, earl. wen yr with yr close

ones, u'r either tellin storys or yr tryin

to think of sumthin to say, wich means

tellin another story, wich means u ain't

got nuthin to say unless it's a story,

n tellin a story is wors than nuthin to say,

cuz it's the expens of sayin nuthin

without the profit of sayin sumthin.

those storys ya'll be swappin? they'r

gettn the best of th bargan, earl, cuz

as yr tellin em, they'r telln on u, n wut

they'r telin is telin, n wut it's tellin of

is that ya'll got untold issues that can't

be told thru yr story swaps, n as long as

story is al u got to share is as long as

those u call close wil remain as unnoen

n unreal to u as the rapacious motivs

of an innocent litl yarn. a story addict

has no frends or famly, earl. al he has

is story. item two. story roks cuz it's

not work. that's plain as podunk, ain't it?

no, it ain't, earl, cuz wile it may feel like

escapin into an exciting drama is to

completely remove yrself from the drudgery

of labor, the world into wich yr escapin

is merely another factory wer u carry out

the prescribed routines of an al powerful,

uncaring, profiting boss, who, in this case,

u pay for the chance to work! a quik

lingo look will prove it: after evrything's

been constructed, cast, produced, n

distributed, u report to work to folo

the action, solv the crime, cheer for

the hero, assess the motivs, get the jokes,

conect to the emotions, stress the ending,

n clap yr hands. payin to bild sumone's

vacation home ain't a vacation, earl.

item three - story keeps our history as

comunity alive, n as such is the constant

revisioning for relevance of our ethical

guidebook. this is a big one. how can we

al be upstanding citizens less story's break

protect us from the pulverizing gales

of unremembering civic abandon?

sounds crucial, rite? wel, it wd be wur it,

but it ain't, cuz the storys of our comunity

r the enemys of our comunity, since once

comunity starts to breed its stability

in homeostatic lab-generated cultures,

it ceases to interact with its environs,

n hence it ceases to adapt, n hence

it's just a who cares how many wutevers

away from deth. fact: "the story of us

is the enemy of us" is truer than that,

cuz our storys tell of our triumfs over

our enemys in order to hide that it wuz

our storys that made enemys of our

naybors wile we wern't lookn. wut 

wur we doin? swappin storys! so, u c,

earl, story wd b an altogether fittn

n proper mekanism for conjoinin

frends, famly n society in a thrillin

escape from the anarkical n laborius

wur it not the very force tryin its damndest

to split them apart since the anarkical

n laborius r the very two things story needs

to survive! n let me quikly conclude with

this now i've paroled that cop killer,

anarky. BSFers often get accused of

bein anarkists who don't beleve in thou

shalt not kil, rape or steal, yet nuthn

so maims the truth. wen u becum

story free, u see that killers, rapists

n thieves r in fact story's most evident

victims, for they r gross n palpabl proof

of the horrors of story addiction.

see, crime wil never be wiped out

thru punishment, wich is always too much

too late. no, crime wil only be wiped out

once evryone is story free, becuz criminal

behavior is merely an attempt to liv

a story at someone else's expens, but, 

of cors, story is living at evryone else's

expens, making it the biggest criminal

of them al. crime is a symptom of story

infection, just like boredom, loneliness,

defensivness, judgmentalism, lak of

curiosity, resistans to others, lying,

taking unfair advantage, xenofobia,

buying mor than u need, believin

in the comparison of qualitys, prejudice,

pollution, religion, n al the other ways

we hav of not being natural, n it is

to the eradication of story infection

that we must dedicate ourselvs if we wish

to save our frends, famly, society n

planet from its own fanciful obsession

with rehearsing suicide. face it, earl.

u don't talk, u tel storys. u ain't free.

yr a slave to story. n u may think u

ain't got shit, but yr rong, cuz u got story.

device - al is a striving to reconcile with sumthing

in yrself, and is therfor already reconciled 

in this device, wich is u off budget.

Steve – ya noe, i'm startn to think u may be rite.

Mick - o, so yr a sex addict sand castle? 

sounds ruf.


Steve – it's like evrywer I look I see

the structure of story shakling our souls.

I crave one day wer people do

n say as they wd, not as they shd

so they can be compelling or compelled

by compulsions they've ben told r compelling

by massiv onanistic clumps that leve

desire the only outlet for desire.

Paid-for-art is payer-made art.

I'm dun foisting my spirit into

sellabl constructs, tying my bootstraps

to private jets n then wondering y

I can't control my highs n lowz.

Let's go to the sho. Y? To sho that we go.

The sho must go on? Go on wut? My face?

my grave? my credit card? my record?

Hello?

Cathy/Alexis - so i get this txt from this guy, n he's

like, wana hang, and i'm like, that's the last

fukn thing i wana do is hang with that

dubl d-bag delux, so i txt him

n say, sure, let's hang, so he cums ovr

n i ty this rope round his nek

n i toss him out my windo and

i'm shoutin, "how ya like hangn with me,

you dum ass rubr fukr?" and he's like,

"i luv it," and that's wen I get the shazam

for my device. see, i bet only 6

or 7 of u fukrs noe who i am,

n i mean like realy noe who i am,

like u liv evry day inside my freaky,

but my device is gona fix that shit,

cuz this is the get-t'noe-me device,

and it's not goin away, like ther's no

on or off with this device, it's alwz

on and yr alwz gettn t'noe me,

like yr constantly engaged in starin

into my shit mor insanely evry 

moment, and not just on yr device, 

but across yr entire field of vision, 

wich is now a parking lot of vision,

but behind the parking lot ther's Me,

the stor for me n my shit, and it's al

u can c and it's wuteva i'm doin,

like from the dangerously fascinating

to the deliciously humiliating,

like yr gona see my most compromising

positions in a realy atractiv

layout with easy navigation,

wich is a joke, cuz ther's nower to go

other than deeper into me n my shit,

al raped and giddy and plugging myself, 

like i look realy fukn bad, and that's

al u can see, me lookn like i sat

on my own face tryn to get a seat

at the next big fukn shirkavaganza,

and that's the device, and u luv it.

device - this device resolvs al contradictions

by making thr incompatibility a game.

Jordan - u agree with me?

Steve - ya, is that ok?

Jordan - is that ok? is it ok to buy

an inkling that won't let u go? That wen

sumone sez once u think twice?

Is it ok to save the day by blocking

the way?

Steve – u talk like i'm still story stuk,

but I feel story free.

Jordan – wut's the difference?

Steve – wen yr story stuk

u submit yrself to power-hungry

cowards who freez identitys so they

can eat them at their leisure; u get

connected so u can avoid everyun;

u hoarde facts to avoid the fact that

befor story no idea wuz mor metaforicly 

relevant to survival than any other idea,

but then story was developed as a method

for subjugating peepl to one way

of surviving, wich has turnd out to be

suicidal. But wen yr story free u live

at peace with iminent being cuz u see

that in the dual meaning of dream - conscious

objective and unconscious expression -

they hav conflated desire and conviction,

so u r not convicted by desire, for u r free

of expressing solely thru objectives.

Jordan – so wut's yr objective in expressing

this to me?

Steve – to be story free with u.

Jordan – no, yr telling me a story so i'll

live a story with u, like i'm to liv

yr story in place of telling u a story,

like i'm to make a living but I don't

actually get to liv or make anything

other than wut others want me to make

so they can liv. Yr story free with me

sounds a lot like story to me.

Thorn/Mick - wen i get hungry, i eat my device,

and then this realy hot stuff cums out

my left abdominal port, but sadly 

it starts to stink almost immediatly,

and the smel can only be described if

i can get the funding to describe it,

so i'm torn, cuz the device, or at least

the glaring lak of the device is wut 

makes my art posibl, and my art

being posibl is wut my art is,

like my art is the posibility

of my art, so were i to stop geting

injections of liquidated childrn,

wut'l i do? i'l hav to shut my mouth

n hope i can get my deposit bak, cuz

i'l nevr get it bak with this gaping

hole in my face, the hole that shows my art

is realy just me getn up on stage

and doin wut the girls want, the girls

who r screamn, "punch a hole in yr face!"

but at least i do it in a thotful way,

cuz as i'm pleazn the girls, i'm also

thinkn, "it's very confusing livn

in a cuntry u don't liv in, isn't it?"

Dear Dr. Jip - how is being story free different from any of the world's religions, spiritual practices, n self-help programs?

Alexis - simple - be story free is not those things

becuz those things r about being story

enslaved. BSFers do not adhere to any

system, belief, ritual or prescribed parameters

of liberation; al they say is be story free. do not

indulge in story. it's time yr life was about yr life,

not about the story of another life that it's in

someone else's best interest u cal the story

of yr life. i mean, listen to this:

Thorn/Jordan - i visited my girlfrend last nite

via her live cam. she wuz lookn good,

we had a chat, al very sweet n close,

then with no warning she sez u wana

go privat? n i'm like, o shit, she wants

2 go privat. wado i do? privat

like costs, like it costs money, but i 

wana go privat, cuz wen u go privat 

u get to c evrythng, n u get to b 

in charj, like she'l do wutevr u want,

but the mor she duz, the mor u want her,

n the mor u want her, the mor it costs,

so wudid do? i got the device.

it's this device that takes peepl ya noe

behind pay walls n fictionalizes them

so theyr free within yr story world,

cuz it's good to noe peepl, but it's best

if theyr fictional n free, cuz wen sumon asks,

"wut's it about?" n u wana answer

but they'r behind a pay wall, so ya noe

they'r usin about as in "bodys wur

strewn about the yard," that shit sorta suks, 

cuz then once ya pay ya get that feeln

shit's goin down the drain, but if ya get

this device, sur, shit mite be goin down

the drain, but the drain spils onto a beach,

so yr at the beach, and it's realy nice,

least wen yr in yr personal air

conditioner suit, and ther's a food court

over ther wer the ocean used to be,

so i gess it's not teknicaly a beach,

it's more like a teknical brand of beach,

so ask yr kid if he's got any money,

cuz that's wut evryun's doin these days,

evryun meanin me.

Alexis - that's religion. this is be story free.

device - this device doesn't alienate by being

mor than its user; it intimates itself

to its user by being intimately used.

Steve – so, wudda we do?

Alexis – nothing.

Steve – ok, nothing. Nothing?

Alexis – we talk.

Steve – ok, we talk. Talk about wut?

Alexis – anything.

Steve – ok, anything. Anything?

Alexis – or nothing.

Steve – ok, nothing.

Alexis - wut's rong?

Steve - nothing.

Alexis - cum on.

Steve - nothing's rong.

Alexis - i agree, nothing's rong, so stop saying

nothing's rong to wut's rong cuz nothing's rong.

Steve - ok. evrything's rong.

Alexis - u noe wut u need?

Steve - u need wut u noe?

Alexis - u need a purpos.

Steve - i don't beleve in curing a sens

of loss thru reunion.

Alexis - how then cure a sens of loss?

Steve - thru reunion with the nonsens of loss.

Alexis - bak to yr purpos.

Steve - my bak is to my purpos,

wich is wy i've lost it.

Alexis - so turn around.

Steve - no, thanx.

Alexis - u don't wana see yr purpos?

Steve - i've seen it, which is y my bak is to it.

Alexis - wut is it?

Steve - i don't wana talk about it.

Dear Dr. Jip - isn't being story free inherently antisocial?

Jordan - ya noe, i thot so too befor i became story free.

i thot that accepting story ment acceptin

other peepl, but then i realized it wuz

the oposit, n i saw that story had made me

a hater. i hated other peepl n luvd story,

n the mor i luvd story, the mor i hated

other peepl cuz they didn't liv up to

the peepl in the story worlds, so i resented

them for not color-coordinating ther 

personalitys to my dramatis personae.

see, luvn story, we cannot luv. needn story,

we forget wut we need. wanting story, we'r

at war with our want. buying story, we sel

ourselvs. story is the product consistency,

the standardized procedures, the factory

farming of the wild soul, n lookn to empower

yrself thru disempowerment is strengthenin

a baloon with nails, n story is disempowerment

becuz the identification n emulation

we feel toward story characters is a toxic

mix of lookn up n lookn down. we look up

to them as paragons, so we do as they do,

yet we look down on them becuz they r

nuthn mor than fantasys concocted

to serv our needs, so in identifying with

n emulatin wut we disparage, we cum

to disesteem, disassociate from, n disempower

ourselvs. see, in the end, truth is many, n

paths r one. evryun walks into story via

the path of inate story addiction, but only

sum keep walkin n make it out of story.

most get stuk in a routine of encaging

escape; ther enthralment is encapsulated

into tiny supresiv widescreen instances

of baby safe events. they are fragmented

strains of a frustrating satisfaction who r

never in the room they'r in. ther voice is

a ded river. they r intimate only with 

the departed. they exist only upon receipt

of service. if u hav adopted a vocabulary

of being that duz nuthn but pre-confirm

yr ineptitude, then action is yr obstacl.

wd u tel me my secrets? then don't tel me a story,

for i hav lookt into the water n herd it burbl 

a beginning, a beginning, a beginning...

The Empty Stage Speaks At Last Scene

Denice - a boy is givn a sword by his father.

the boy takes the sword and chops off

his father's hed. the boy then puts his hed

into his father's hed and goes to

his mother and sez, "mother, i want 

to giv u a sword," and the mother sez,

"y r u caln me mother, father?"

so the boy cuts off the mother's hed

n hangs it on his penis. the boy

then goes on stage and begins atemptn

to reconcile his parents with a kiss.

Alexis - suddenly, the story doctor arrives!

Mick - i cd just break yr nek, boom, crak the spine

rite in haf, then reset it at a 90,

100 degree angle, so u cd

hav a much easier time of it.

Alexis - the boy, intrigued, sez

Jordan - cd it hav a swivel joint?

Alexis - the story doctor, spotting a photo op, sez

Mick - y not?

Alexis - so the boy, eager to be free of labor, sez

Jordan - great, n one more thing. ah shit, i forget

wut it wuz. man, i fukn hate that shit.

now i'm pisst. now ther's this thing in my hed

that wuz about to cum out.

Alexis - n the story doctor interrupts with

Mick - i'd even say suposed to cum out.

Alexis - n the boy agrees

Jordan - ya, suposed to cum out, but now

it's not cumn out.

Mick - now it's just going to festr n kil u.

Jordan - ya, like a splinter or a bullet or

a story doctor in my hed, absorbd

into my hed meat, like, wait, ah, i,

nope, thot i remembrd it, but it's gon.

do u c wut it's doin to me, doc?

bak n forth, in n out, i mean, like,

who's fukn in charge here?

Alexis - n to that the story doctor replyd

Mick - doing the same thing agen and agen

and forgetn u get the same results

is the definition of making lots of money

in entertainment.

Denice - and exit.

Alexis - at wich point the boy turnd his third cheek

to the audience and sed

Jordan - do we, by fighting evil, becum evil?

Denice - and exit.

Alexis - at last the empty stage got its big break.

Cathy - my favrit thing is to be ful of myself.

wen i'm not ful of myself, i feel empty, 

n wen i feel empty i just fil

myself up with myself, wich wd be

imposibl wur it not for story, 

for story is how i survive by eating 

myself.

Thorn - n so it came to be that 

finis is premise.

Mick - u’v got to see it, and that’s an order!

Denice/Jordan - inevitably, we're describing

realitys that hav ben rejected

du to an incomplete, late, or missing

application, arnt we? so the question

becums, how to convince reality

to submit its application on time,

corectly completed. or the question

becums, how mite we experience

reality without a predetermind

sens of how to do that. or the question

becums separating reality

from intuition wile also making sur

intuition remains relevant to

reality. or the question becums

not foreseeing wut u see. or the question

becums functioning without being

functional. or the question becums

how to be free wile also being good.

or the question becums getn wut u

want wile others also get wut they want.

or the question becums how mite we be

intimately detacht. or the question

becums moot cuz the question just becums.

device - if u think u feel only one aspect

of an opposit pair of reactions,

u lak this device.

Steve - aparently, tho i dispute the fact,

my purpos is to live the story of avoiding story.

Denice – how's it feel?

Steve – like faking an orgasm wile masturbating.

Denice – wo.

Steve - ya, woe is me. can u think of anything

mor woefuly woeful? it's so

woeishly woesum al i can say

is wo, horsy, toss the rope over

the branch, then slap that filly on the ass

to leve me swingin, a corndog for crows.

Denice - ther's money in story.

Steve - if ther's money in it, i don't go in.

Denice - y not?

Steve - money is an invasiv species,

and al u have to do is get a litl

on yr shoe, and it's in yr house, yr mouth,

yr pants, and it destroys evrything

in its path, even its path.

Denice - i've nevr met sumon so confident

wen not noeing wut he's talkn about.

Steve - i run myself on a broken remote.

Denice – so wut's that make you?

Steve - just another faceless figur

exiting the face-ripper-offer

that he willingly entered just to find out

who the hell rippt him off.

Denice – and it was me.

Steve - we'd make a good story.

Denice - cd storys be good.

Steve - i wish storys cd be good.

Denice – how cum?

Steve - i miss them. i miss thr hands on me.

i miss lettn them put thr grubby hands

al over me and lettin them hav thr way

with me. i miss lettn them take me

werevr theyr goin. i miss the thrill

of submittin to them, of trustn them,

of being in them and lettn them be

in me, i miss how they beleve in me

and i miss beleving in them.

Dr. Jip, peepl find hope in watchin others work for wut they want, becuz at least then u see ther r others who hope, even if they don't get it, so won't the end of story mean the end of hope, the end of hope the end of work, the end of work the end of society, n the end of society the end of humanity?

Cathy - in story theory, the word "value" is used

to describe the thing that is up for grabs

in any situation. a man wants to get

information out of a thug as to the location

of his missing daughter. wil the man get

the information? the "value" is that variabl.

now, valu is also used to describe

the worth of sumthin as wel as sumthin

someone cares deeply about, so, in this one

word we see an interesting nexus: "valu"

describes the critical element in story,

economy n morality. the intensity of our

involvement with story is directly related

to the intensity of our identification with

the values being referenced in the story,

just as the intensity of our involvment in

the economy or morality is directly

related to the intensity of our identification

with what things r worth n wut kinds of

values peepl shd or shd not hav. so, story 

is, as we say, a sister city to economy n

morality. wil the absence of story mean 

the deth of the economy, the colapse of

morality, n the atendant extinction of

the human race? I doubt yr surprised

wen i say quite the oposit. we look to story,

we get consumed by story, as a spiritual

antithesis, an emotional release valve,

to our being consumed by the exchange

values of the economy n the moral values

of society, for neither the exchange nor

the moral values adequately address 

wut we real r n need, so to watch others

strugl to acquire the values they need

is satisfying amidst so much disaffection,

yet it is here that we see the way in wich

story is a vast dumping ground for

potential change. insted of saying

there must be a better way to determine

valu than thru the market, we watch

a story. insted of saying, ther must be

a betr way than inflicting our moral

values on others, we read a story.

story is wut we do wen we don't want

to do anything, but it's time to do sumthn.

it's time to stop accepting a world in wich

extinction, denaturation n competition

r maintaind as values so that story can

maximize its profit margins. if u liv

with sumone n they'r killin u, going out

at nite alon n watching them suffer

in sum show created by yr rich naybor

is not a solution to yr problem. if u

like acting so much, act. wen story

disappears, this immense reservoir

of transformativ energy wil sweep

the planet, n we wil finaly behold

wut's posibl wen the obvius ideal

we see so intent on keeping out

of our house finaly gets to move in.

story is wut's keeping work n thot

n action from having real valu.

it's upholding a system of false values

to uphold a world of false values

that give it valu, a value utterly false.

The Subscription Children Service Scene

Alexis - formula is here.

Denice - wut duz he want?

Alexis - he wants the child.

Denice - he's taken al my childrn.

y can't he leve me just one child?

Alexis - he must hav al the childrn, for if he

lets one liv free of him, that one may save

anothr one, n that one another,

n so on, until al the childrn r

living free, n then wut?

Denice - then al the childrn wil be free!

Alexis - free to wut? free to say things like,

"b mor humbl and u wil stumbl

less on yr mumbl then as u bumbl

n rumbl others wil grumbl less

at yr jumbl as u crumbl n

tumbl away" and then folo that with

"i try to hear my dotr, but i lak

the rite device, by wich i mean

the rite intrauterine device,"

n then say, "i submit myself to u

under the assumption u r an

amateur psychiatrist," n sort of

half conclude with "ther's commercial valu

in chopping dumps into bits n selling 

those bits as cars cuz penguins need cars

n penguins are the futur in the sens

of being so the futur they'v alredy gon

to another party." u call that free?

i cal that dialogical pollution.

Denice - i wil not let formula take my child.

Alexis - u canot fite formula. he wil destroy u.

he has the power of evryun who evr

existed. it's as if u say u wil fite

evryun, and that is a lot of peepl.

Denice - i'd rather be rite and insane than rong

and indifferent to the murder of

my childrn at the hands of formula!

Alexis - so wut wil u do?

Denice - i wil run.

Alexis - wer wil u go? formula is evrywer!

formula is yr fantasy, yr feelings,

yr freedom, yr friend.

Denice - let him enter, n u wil c.

Thorn - hey.

Denice - how may i help u?

Thorn - wow, u look great today.

Denice - thank u.

Thorn - no, i mean it. ther's sumthn

so sensual and vibrant about yr look.

Denice - thank u.

Thorn - it's just so refreshing to see sumone

who not only duzn't seem to hav

anything to hide, but also al that stuf

she cd be hiding but isn't is just

so deliteful and interesting to look at.

Denice - thank u.

Thorn - it's actualy kind of freeing to look at u.

Denice - thank u.

Thorn - like normaly lookn at sumone can be

sumwut, u noe, tediusly enthralling,

but with u it's not, like, with u

the actual act of looking at u sumhow

contains no sensation other than a pure

desire to see mor of wut i'm lookn at.

Denice - thank u.

Thorn - anyhow, great to c u.

Denice - wait. didn't u cum for sumthn?

Thorn - sure did. i came to hav a look at u.

Denice - but yr child. don't u want yr child?

Thorn - wut child?

Denice - my child, our child.

Thorn - we hav a child?

Denice - u r formula, u hav cum for my child,

wich is our child, as u r its father,

for formula fathers al the childrn.

Thorn - O, ya, rite. see, actually, that whole thing

stoppt about a year and a half ago.

ther's no formula anymor.

Denice - no formula?

Thorn - nope.

Denice - so who r u?

Thorn - wel, nobody's realy sure, but they think

i'm sum kind of device that basically

makes u forget wut u've made, so soon as

u make sumthn, yr like, wow, that's cool,

n u look at it and yr like, who made that?

n sumbody usuly sez, no un noes,

so u say, wel, i want un, so who do i

talk to, n sumon usuly sez,

u can talk to me, so u say, how much

is that thing, n they usaly say,

wel, it's wutevr u got, so u giv em

wutevr u got, n it's yrs, agen,

cuz actuly u made it, but u don't

remembr makin it, n it's perfect

cuz it's evrything u evr wanted,

wich makes sens, since u made it, so like

basicly it's this device wer evryun's

makn things n then forgetn they

made em n then payin wutevr

to whoever to get bak wut they made

but don't remembr makn, and that's cool

til, O, shit, this thing just broke, so yr like,

ok, i'l go talk to the maker, but u

don't noe who made it, cuz u made it but

u'v forgotn u made it, so that thing

u bot with wutevr u had, it's now

totaly fukn useless, but that's ok

cuz u'r stil makn things n forgetn

u made them n buying things u made

with wutevr u got n it's mostly

good n largely profitabl for sumone

u'r not allowd to meet, but problem is

ther's starting to be al these broken

things around, n since nobody noes who

made em, so like who's responsibl

for fixing em or disposing of em

or wut exactly r they even, i mean,

ther's like no one to talk to about

any of this, so thers basicly

these huge piles of shit appearing

evrywer, but that's genraly ok

cuz in certain societies a lot

of peepl hav learnd to make a prety

helthy livn off huge piles of shit,

like childrn can play on huge piles of shit

wile thr parents pik thru the huge piles

of shit, u noe, it's like a kind of huge

pile of shit sweden situation,

n ther are seagulls n raccoons

n grizzlies n seals n whales n great apes,

al just luvn the fuk outa this huge

pile of shit, n then prety soon the huge

pile of shit takes to talkn, n it sez,

"y the fuk r u raping my emotions?

who sed it's a just system that u shd make

a living by fuking my emotions?

i want sum fuking emotional

privacy, u emotional fukrs!"

but, of cors, no un listens, cuz who the fuk

cares about what sum huge pile of shit

has to say, so the huge pile of shit goes

ann frank. it begins to burro deeper

n deeper, it's hiding, it's hiding, but

then sumone sez, "hey, u shd hear this new song,"

n as th'r crying with joy at the clever

beuty of this new song, the huge pile

of shit is just banging its hed agenst

the underside of the pavement, screaming,

"yr paying to get fuckt! yr paying to hav

yr emotional core scraped out of u

like a pumpkin so u can be carvd

into a sik jak o lantern that smiles

for a wile but then it starts to rot

n stink n it just sits ther, sunken,

putrid n burnd out on the front porch,

irelevant in the wake of its

holiday glow, n that's wut yr doin

to me, u fuks." so, no, no mor formula.

Denice - so wut am i to do with this child?

Thorn - i suggest u turn it into a

subscription service that makes money

by turning children into subscription

services in sum kind of murkily

co-beneficial crash-n-recover loop.

Denice - won't that make good writing a bunch of words

that r realy glad to be together

cuz they don't get along?

Thorn - yr far too good 

lookn for me to concentrate

enuf to answer that question.

Denice - thank u.

Device - this device

is the final epic for a world in wich

each person is the people's hero

if they accept deth by life in this device.

Steve - i think i'm gona go to a sho.

Thorn - no, yr not.

Steve - i wana go to a sho.

Thorn - no, u don't. u mite think u wana go

to a sho, but yr lookn for sumthn els.

Steve - i'm lookn for a sho.

Thorn - yr lookn for yr feelings.

Steve - theyr in the sho.

Thorn - no theyr not.

Steve – so wer r they?

Thorn – they'r in u.

Steve – in me.

Thorn – ya, in u.

Steve – like in sum forest of feelings.

Thorn – in yr forest of feelings.

Steve – ok, so like wen u first enter 

the forest of feelings, u think u'v found 

yr feelings, but then u see other feelings 

among the feelings, scampring bak n forth

behind other feelings, n u realize

u maybe havn't found yr feelings;

u'v found sum feelings, but ther r other,

hardr to find, deeper in the dark feelings,

n then u wonder, r these al my feelings,

n if so, wut makes them my feelings?

do i own these feelings, like they sprang

original from me, do i alone

produce these feelings, n then u realize

theyr in u but yr not sur theyr yrs, cuz

these feelings wander from forest to forest,

so to figur out wich feelings r yrs,

u put up a fence around yr forest,

but then al the feelings start to dy, cuz

theyr isolated from other feelings,

and there's no cross-feeling procreation,

i mean, felings hav a huge habitat range,

and soon yr feelings r al sik n dying

n starving cuz they'v eaten evrything

in thr plot, so u take the fence down and

u tag al yr feelings and u trak them

with equipment as they wander from

forest to forest, but then it's like

yr feelings r in others' forests,

n others' feelings r in yr forest,

n the feelings start to adapt and change

accordn to thr environment, n so

even tho yr feelings are tagged they'v

started to behave mor like others' feelings,

and others' feelings, cuz they'r so often

in yr forest, r actn like yr feelings,

so now yr just totaly befuddld

as to whose feelings r wut and wer and y,

so u reach for the formula, n the formula

fixes evrything cuz it sez, "yes,

yr feelings are my feelings n my feelings

r yr feelings n in that we r goin

to find the ultimate connection" but

becuz being felt up by yr own feelings

can feel kinda creepy, we hav the formula,

wich u drink and it helps u basicly

stop worrying about whose feelings are whose

and it just lets u feel up and be felt up

by sum feelings, and it feels realy good.

Thorn - see u at the sho.

video

device - this device is being in wut yr watching

as u create it by being created

by this device, wich beats eternal youth

as it embeds the wisdom of almost ded

into the panic of might not be born.

Jordan - wer r u?

Steve - i'm ther.

Alexis - wer?

Steve - ther.

Denice - wer ther?

Steve - at the sho.

Thorn - me too, but wer r u?

Steve - ther.

Mick - wer?

Steve - at the sho.

Cathy - wer at the sho?

Steve - in yr hand.

Thorn - in my hand?

Steve - at the sho, in yr hand.

Denice - in my hand?

Steve - at the sho.

Mick - that's u?

Steve - yes, it's me.

Jordan - u'r my device?

Steve – uhhu.

Alexis - but who hav i ben talking to?

Steve - me.

Cathy - i've ben talking to my device?

Steve - uhhu.

Denice - u don't exist?

Steve - of course i exist. i'm yr device.

Alexis - but u seemd like someone else.

Steve - that's wut u ordered.

Jordan - wut i ordered?

Steve - u ordered me to seem like someone else. don't u remember?

Mick - no.

Steve - u did. u pusht a button and u ordered me.

Thorn - i did?

Steve - don't u remember?

Cathy - no.

Steve - maybe u pusht the button by mistake.

Jordan - i think i did.

Steve - that's ok, cuz i'm sure u'll stil get charged for it.

Denice - i will?

Steve - of course u will, cuz, like, here i am, at the sho, with u. how do i look?

THE END


Now a cut version with actor lines assigned, only as example, not as mandate:

Be Story Free

a story addiction destruction seminar

presented by Dr. Jip Syuzhet and the BSF Brigade

Moberg - Welcum to be story free

Denice - the be story free movement

Mick - and the first last wag of your new ded tail.

Moberg - i'm dr. jip syuzhet

Cathy - plogon of the be story free zygush

Jordan - the most eco-induldent psycho-seismic

revolition since arbitrary reference

Moberg - this is the BSF brigade...

All - wen i dy

u wil cry

so i 

must ask y

wen i

was alive

u didn't like me?

Moberg - n we're here to say: 

All - be story free

MOVE

Alexis - yes, we can't!

Thorn - no doubt many of u r knowingly

Patrick - or carboniferously

Denice - ghost-bloated

Alexis - by what we BSFers

Mick - flovize as

Cathy - story addiction

Jordan - narrative infection

Alexis - or perhaps most ponderously...

Thorn - entertaining inscription

into the war agenst yrself


MOVE

Mick - n yr situous if this glomide

Moberg - be story free

Jordan - mite pertuss the piney ingkch

out yr congested troibles

Denice - foible troubles in scruple bubbles

Alexis - u hav so praeter-judiciously hrounded

thru the fine-ass hootenamas of rah-bad being

All - rah rah bad!

Thorn - desperat for disparat dispiritiv

MOVE

Cathy - yet on u gush n climmber

Mick - stub n yink

Denice - lunging lifelessly

Jordan - from same to shaming same

Thorn - n to u we say: be story free

MOVE

Mick - stil sum of u

Thorn - the here-n-gon among us

Denice - clayishly wonder

Alexis - biz budz badz boutz dory?

Mick - grammy goosh a cogbag a da foe crunch,

n i so pump out schleempy, coint a hear

umma snitchy stitch fa mold time's gofer-saken?

Cathy - n to u we say: 

All - be story free

MOVE

Jordan - cuz if u realy look at it

Denice - thru gargoyle eye mirrors

Thorn - it becums latently apparent

Cathy - as a self-fulfilling non-fulfillment

Alexis - that our stories oppose our survival

Mick - so i do defy decry t'deny the tru-op

that ther be no conflict

Jordan - that has not hairs on the hammer of story


MOVE

Cathy - citizens of then deported into now!

Moberg - i wana tel u a story

All - look ow, look ow!

Thorn - hopefuly it will be the last story

u wil ever hav to suffer, so enjoy

Mick - it's the story of the deth of story

Cathy - n once u hear this story, u wil be

story free

Moberg - n once u'r story free, u wil smel

mor deeply, see mor keenly, hear

mor wildly, taste mor richly, n tuch

mor tender the delectabl depths

of wut u never nu to be so rite ther

MOVE

Denice - n u wil not be alone, 

Thorn - for that u r

here today is a sur sign that story

is fading from our urth

Mick - the urth

it has too garishly upgobbled

Moberg - n we r fully at a point in our

development wer we can envision

a not too far off future wen ther's

no such thing as story

MOVE

Alexis - stir that round in yr mug

Moberg - surely, story wil exist in the

uninforming arkives of information,

n those whose addiction remains

wil stil dable in its babl, but as

the story addicted doubles dwindl,

al those storys wil be less consumed

n less consuming, til one day

sum sad stump wil sit for a story,

n then, that wil be that. we wil al

be story free

MOVE

Cathy - feel it dissolv in yr solution

Moberg - no one wil ever agen turn to story

to get wut in getting is so gotten

u constantly require mor just to say

y in saying "i get it" u don't get it.

Jordan - feel yrself at story's lip,

n ask yrself, can i crave it not? 

MOVE

All - can i crave it not?

Moberg - n like a ded pigeon that ends up

in a trash pile that ends up

in a land fill that ends up

in a soil seep that ends up

as a city park wer children

sit in the grass n listen to

their caregiver tell them the truth,

story wil go down.

All - Ha!

Moberg - story, wich almost kild us al

All - ha ha!

Moberg - wil be gon.

All - ha ha ha!

Moberg - and we wil liv.

All - ha ha ha ha ha!

Moberg - Here at O God O Shit Agglutinated

we listen to our customers, then we

sel them a device that sez wut they sed

with just enuf distortion to disguise

the fact that the device is nuthn mor

than a cheap distortion of wut they sed.

Thorn - i want a device that converts my gas

into tiny beige vagina bubbles

thru an app that regenerates my sperm

instantly so i can fuk myself

over 15,000 times per drivel.

Cathy - i want a device that takes al this noise

n turns it into hit songs i can claim

legaly to have writtn, so i can

charge peepl to play it over the noise

so they can hear themselvs not thinking.

Denice - i want a device i can nurse on, but

it duzn't throttl me wen i bite down

becuz i'm a littl bit resistant

to gettn wut i need from wut i want.

Mick - i want a device that's sumwer between

a wordless bible n that lifeless shoal

of the inner-thanks wence west coasters sink

wen staring at a person like a display

so i can realy get under the hood

of my misplaced metaphor scavenging

n replace my freedom-guzzling engine

with curt chiliads.

Alexis - I want a device to tell me what kind

of device I want.

Jordan - sumtimes magic's all the beaver

has, n i want that device.

Dear Dr. Jip: When duz story addiction start?

Mick - ya noe, i struggld like a teatless runt

in the change-me days of my movement

with ovular rallying polymers

that optimized the valu in the valid,

n ther proved no batl mor brutal

than story addiction vs. story

infection; the former propitiously

implicates the agent, wile the latter

mor justly hits the truth between the lies,

for so onto-endemic is story,

so much the flower that forms our pistol,

we r not only gestated in it,

we r born that it may regenerate,

n, as such, it infects us into being,

a being whose empathic dimensions

its habitants r forbiddn to blaze

lest they discover side canyons teeming

with life forms unprofitabl to deth,

so story addiction starts with story

infection, n story addiction ends

with story disinfection, wich is naught

but an ilicit reformatting of

yr pre-personal derivations thru

the fluster shuk of be story free.

device - this device is divorcing choreography

from divorcing choreography.

Thorn - Hello? Who is this? It sez un-none.

Steve - i'm un-none.

Thorn - n i'm busy.

Steve - hi, bizzy.

Thorn - don't cal me agen.

Steve - y wd i cal u agen? yr bizzy.

Jordan - my name’s yuman, and i’m a story addict.

All - hi, yuman.

Cathy - um, ya, so, it’s ben an ok week, i gess,

mostly story free, but ya never noe,

ya noe? like, let’s say the other day i’m

walkn round n i spot this chikn samwich...

Jordan - story alert.

Mick - this is not a story. 

it’s just me blastin out a possible

cron form so my comunitas

n I can process some basic queries

re: the snag touchy significance

of said action-entailed choice mods.

Alexis - u use, u lose.

Denice - i’m not usin. i’m loudly meditating

on the usability of usage, and to do that

i gotta slum in representation.

Thorn - that representation is a story.

Jordan - Fine, it’s a story. but i’m not using

that story; i’m per-using that pre-story

as a non-emotive tack structure

whereby i can pose a methodology

that will aid in my better bundling

clash scripts to scrub my cache of story.

Cathy - if ya don’t want bullshit, don’t feed the bull.

Alexis - O cum on, look at us. how bloated is our bull

with sharing? caring? trying? abstaining?

recovering? listening? living? dying

without death? loving our higher power?

wanting a chikn samwich? it’s al story!

Mick - thirty seconds.

Thorn - thank u, thirty seconds.

i’m sayin, if u think yr story free,

r u, cuz bein story free just may be

another story t’wich u scab yrself

t’keep from bein story free. and call it

a psychosing and meta-subligativ

thorn bomb for a story addict to foal in, 

but that’s the wave we’re wresln here.

wen yr story stuk, yr higher power

is yr shortcomings, those u’v harmd 

wur glad to be so, the fearless moral 

inventory only reveals more clingy 

ambivalence, n sanity restored is storied 

cackafrack, cuz fact is, u r the story 

that's u, so how not use u wen tryin

t’get unused to it, speshly wen it’s u?

device - this device offers a deeper embevellment

into the self split, wich is world war loop.

Alexis - hello?

Steve - is bizy ther?

Alexis - who is this?

Steve - unnone. she noes me.

Alexis – wut do u want?

Steve – I want u to tell me a story.

Dear Dr. Jip: I read sumwer that u calld story

"emoploitation thru pang bang mood porn." 

can u expound on that phrase?

Cathy - I'd love to. cal it wut u think u wil,

story is sacrificing our integrity

to a simulated experience

in order to feel wut sumthn

mite be like wur we doin it

insted of just doin it, and we do this

becuz pouring our feelings into

pre-made molds results in

the amelioration of our pangs

via the exploitation of our sentiments,

since wen u hurt ther's nuthn bettr

than getn sumone to buy that hurt

in a form that makes them think

they'r gettn bettr. see, just like porn

forces sex into patterns, story

forces emotions into patterns,

n those patterns becum the

unavoidable action grids

we increasily require just to arive

at wut we've ben told is our potential,

yet potential is the savor of

intimacy's soup, n story addicts,

like porn addicts, can't feel tru

intimacy cuz they've gottn carried

away by stagnating orgasm armys,

and they'v willingly married their captor

since all one can realy say of their will

is that it's captivated by being chosen.

to truly get turnd on, turn the story off.

The Pickle Scene

Denice - wut lunk must i lob to cease the slaughter

of my dung folk at the flickering hands of

yr delishus robotic performers?

Mick - u must sincerely luv my teeth.

Denice - how pay this unreadabl ransom?

Mick - u do not luv my teeth?

Denice - i'm saying i sincerely feel unable

to prove the sincerity of my feelings.

Mick - so u hav yet agen sed sumthing t'wich

u find yrself incapabl of returning?

Denice - i'm saying...

Mick - do u not, or do u not, u intolerably

adorabl litl brown fuking machine,

sincerely luv my teeth, n answer cute,

or i shal nail yr shit clan forever

to the unbearabl story boards of

so so songy sluts for lamp in beam gap.

Denice - i cannot tel a story without teln

on sumon who's dun nuthn i wudn't

do wur i lookn to profit off ther story,

wich puts me in a pikl on a samwich

i wanna eat, yet if i eat it, wer duz it

leav me save from that place i must then

needs cal my story?

Mick - u r not so much in a pikl as

a pikl is entering u via the gaping

hole in yr story that i n my delirious

rhizotic conformers shal unstopably

stretch with our creepy calips of required

recommendation, oobershtoopo banoynoy?

Denice - um...

Mick - yr luv of truth condemns u to fiction!

device - this device contains infinite templates

as it is templated by being turned on.

Mick - wut?

Steve - tel me a story.

Mick – cal agen, I blok u.

Steve – broken news: bloking calls from the un-none

has ben noen to coz the un-noen.

Mick – r u thretening me?

Steve – thretening, tempting, it al depends

on the story, so tel it to me.

Mick – no.

Steve – y not?

Mick - i'm sik with story.

Steve - n i'm story sik.

Mick - wut, like u can't find a story

in this epic epidemic?

Steve - not one that i can get rapt up in

without losing my breth.

Mick - that's story, baby.

it grabs u by the throat, wich u accept,

cuz that's wut u gess it's gota do

to pul u out, but then it puts u down.

Steve - so pul me out.

Mick - i'm goin down myself.

Steve - ther's a start.

Thorn - i want each of u to think of a word. 

now, wen i raise my hand, say that word.

story!

Alexis - and now a story that can't seem to get

its story strait...

Denice/Cathy - befor the collitic nations were born

upon the plexi-beaches, life had many

forms, and its only form was the scream,

and the scream went shhhh, and it kisst

and it bit and it kisst and it bit and it sed,

“evry child emerges into a child,

and then rubes the rest of its life jawing

its way out of that wrapper child, and it

ain’t pretty, but fortunately we don’t

exactly look, due to our preferred visual

limitations,” and this was the oops

that started the war, the war that started

so long ago al we can remember

is it had sumthing to do with flowers

and how wen u smel them u either smel

yrself or u smel wut they mite smel like

wur they re-scented to match the moment,

the bad business plan moment, that is,

so the scream was up shit creek without

a permit to shit in the creek or call it

shit creek or even try to assess if thers

actually any creek in the shit, so it told

a story whose moral was “evry story

is a fite for our future, therby assuring

ther wil alwz be fighting in our futur.”

The end, unless u direct deposit

8 million dollars into my account

by 7 am tomorrow morning

under the name, “All I Can Hear Is You

When I Scream At Myself But Fail To Grasp

Exactly What It is I’m All Worked Up About.”

Thorn - evil exists! actors wanna act! get over it!

Alexis - i've tried to get over it, but evry time

i'm over it it crawls up inside me.

device - this device is wut shd be and wut shdnt

be fuels this device. 

Steve - wut r u afraid of?

Jordan – i'm afraid of u.

Steve – but i'm not even ther.

Jordan – u r a fear strain distributed

thru my genetic morsels over eons

of strugl and remorse accordn to

some teribl doctrin i can't capture

or imagine, yet seems my capacity

for luv, yet its repression is its releas,

as my sole motiv is to control

and diseminate myself thru u,

and that's what story's for, so i wil use it,

and it wil destroy us, not of itself,

but thru its forms as they suffuse within

the inocent formulae of desire

to take in at the ear wut eats at the hart,

and it is this drive, not to giv myself

to that formula, that faling shelter - 

luv it it leavs u, leav it u luv it - 

that formulates the narrated sex,

wich is my fear, my hope, my deth, my story.

Steve - deep.

Jordan - so deep, everyun's drowned in it.

Steve - tel me that story.

Jordan - yr making me sik.

Steve - hide from meaning, n evrything is mean.

The broken audience machine scene

Mick - how duz this thing work?

Cathy - the peepl r cumn.

Mick - i can't get this thing to work.

Cathy - the peepl r closin in.

Mick - wut the fuk is this thing?

Cathy - the peepl r here!

Chris/Jordan - i was first on the list once. it was a list

i made, and it didn’t last long, cuz i kept

remaking the list, cuz ya gotta keep

remaking a list in order for people

to care about a list, but wile it lasted,

my being first on the list, it was awsum.

i was first for six iterations of the list,

then i started to drop. first i moved

from first to third, and i’m like, wo,

but then i’m bak to first, but only briefly,

cuz i fal to second, but a close second,

like me and first, we’re realy close,

but then i gess sumthn happens, and boom,

i’m fifth. fifth. fifth on the list, on the list

i made! fine, i’m fifth. like i’m getn used 

to bein fifth, wich is probly the slak

that brot the snap, cuz now i’m sixth,

then bak to third, down to tenth, up

to eighth, down to twelfth, that's rite, twelfth,

and i was twelfth for like forever,

then eleventh, and i’m like, ya, he’s

comin back, then ninth, then sixth, O

he’s havin a run, and then it was al

over. i came out with a new version

of the list, and me? I’m nineteenth.

Like i’m barely on the list, cuz the list

only goes to like twenty, and get this,

in the next version of the list, wer am i? 

nower. totaly nikt from my own list.

i mean, it was unreal. i put out

this list, and i’m like, wer am i? 

y am i not on the list, the list

i made? and then, like a shrimp, it hits me,

and i’m like, ya, that’s rite, yr not on

the list, cuz, like, wut did u make this year?

wut did i make this year? i made the list!

Wut, u mean the list yr not on?

Ya, i mean that list. Gess yll hav t’get

on sumone else’s list. Yeah like fat chance

i got a gettn on someone else’s list;

nobody puts anybody else other than

themselves on their list anymore.

i gess that’s wut it’s al about, ain’t it?

yeah, i gess that’s wut it’s al about.

device - Wholes become more particular, fragments

more encompassing, until they merge

in this device, wich is the unreachable

invisibl u can't keep yr hands off.

Steve – hey

Denice – hey

Steve – wut r u wearing?

Denice – nun of yr bizness.

Steve – actually, it's sum of my bizness

cuz i'm the naked truth n yr interfering

with my commerce, so open up

n tel me a story.

Denice – that's a conceit

Steve – consider yrself conceited.

Denice – y do u want a story?

Steve - i want to feel u beleve in me

enuf to give me sumwer els to go

that's far mor wer i am than wer i am

becuz u trust that in educating

myself on arousal I wil embrace

a group-engaging, not – destroying, drive.

Denice - i don't noe u.


Steve - how much mor beautiful

then that u beleve in me.

Denice - how much mor brutal then that i pre-empt u.

Dear Dr. Jip: Is there a set number of stories?

Thorn - good question. one often hears the mental 

barrack masters barking in muzzlese to 

the parr-struck full-grown fledglings about how 

ther r only 7 or 13 or 36 kinds

of story, but this standardizing bravura

is shorthand for giving the long finger

to the subparticle carnosity

that each is, is, that is, in the foreclosed sense

of not being reducible to:

Alexis - "Too fat

to fit into your new discount dubl?

don't fret! once u watch this, u'l fit rite in,

not cuz u lost wait, but cuz u waited

and lost, wich is great, cuz u learnd sumthn

about yrself, i.e., wen yr watching

yr new discount dubl is being watchd

wile also being charged for being watchd,

and that means u can get into it

but can't get out of it, but, hey, that's ok,

cuz we'll sell u this face bra, n then

u won't be able to keep yourself from smiling."

Thorn - ther's only one kind of story, and it's being

stuk in a story. u want it? u got it.

but once u realy get it, u won't want it.

Mick/Cathy - today we're gona lurn how to rite

a screenplay, and by screenplay i mean

a successful screenplay, not a suck-ass-ful

screenplay. now, a screenplay has three parts:

screen and play. wut's the third part? the third part

can't be taut, so good luk tryin to pul

an inside job wen the last fukn thing

anyone wil do is let u inside. so, wut's a screen?

a screen is sumthn u set up so u can project

sumthn onto it other than wut it is

so u can do sumthin behind it

that u can't do in front of it cuz

it wd either be stoppt or ignord,

like i stand here, i act like we're cool,

u fixate on me, then bam! my partner

cums in from the side n fuks yr shit up,

i run past u, i win, n u suck ass fulls.

ok, so that's a screen. now, wut's a play?

a play is an attempt to win the game

by pretending to be fighting within

the rules of the game, and the game has rules

cuz otherwise the game wd be real,

and the game must not be real, cuz the game

is preparation for the real, wich means

we play so we can fite for real, ok?

that's a fact. science has had to sit thru

that shit so many times, it duzn't wanna

talk about it anymor, ok? ok,

so how to make a successful screenplay?

simpl. u look like this, u do like that,

u stik shit up, u nok shit down, u run

past al the sorry fuckrs, proving u

r the best not realy fighting fighter,

n soon, u'r wer evryun wants to be,

livn a story u rote so u cd liv abuv

n beyond al the realy suck ass full fukrs,

n u'r like, hey, u plastic ironing boards,

wana buy this device? n they'r like, sure,

wutz it do? n yr like, fuk u, wutz it do.

it sez who the fuk r u to ask me

wutz it do. n they'r like cool, here ya go,

n they giv u ther money, then al up

in ther face u dance this wak fukn dance

wile they suck ass fulls, n yr like, uh hu,

chek it out, u blokt , nokt, col' cokt fukrs:

i just made a successful screenplay.

device - credit for the creation of this device lies

squarely on this device, wich takes place

then gives it bak better, taking make do

and making it make and do.

Steve - did i mention i'm not wearing any unmentionables?

Cathy – ya noe, yr kind of a scatterbrain

but not much brain gets scattered.

Steve – hey, I noe! u tel me a story

wer i'm bettr than I actually am

so I can just feel good for a wile.

Cathy – one moment wil I transfer u

to inferior solutions.

Alexis/Cathy - it was weird. the other nite, i went to this

function, n ther wur like 10.3

peepl ther. most of wut i think i made out

as individualized samples

of social networking wur for sum reason

only 30 - 50% present, or

wut seems to be the same thing these days,

accessibl. most of the live exchanges

ended befor they got anywer; there was sum

group sex happening, but no one partook,

n i spent the nite i didn't hav

with a drink in my hand so i cd dumb

myself down quikly, expecting at

sum point that someone mite sho up

and be al ther, wich evryun (wutever

that means in a crowd of partial persons)

seemd to agree (without ever having

actualy discusst it) wd hav ben

a feral drag on the mad hushing rush

toward total elswerness that is

my generation's special sumthn or other,

n as i virtualy decimated

my semi-fello functionarys with

polite incendiary devices

of impersonal shrapnel macaroons,

i sorta started to think, it mite suk

hangin with the cloud identitys, cuz thr like

alwaz changing shape so they can steal

yr self-made mythic stature, then they get

al peeved wen u don't notice, like that's al

u'v got time to do, O, yr a rabbit,

O, yr a mountain, O yr two toddling chinese

acrobats forming a giant pair of

scissors cutting the offending hand-feet off

the humanist orangutan who dared

suggest that children's toys r the new blak

deth, i mean, sur, it mite suk, but i'm hookt,

cuz, like, this girl i hurd of luvs this man

with the same body design as her sexualy

abusiv dad, n al i can think is, wow, that's hot,

like i wish i had that between me n sumone,

like wen i reach for sumun i tuch my device,

so these capricious blobby half cast types,

of wich i am the unnominated

no-input-required loud speaker with

7 bajillion pre-recorded gaffes,

least with them i don't have to concentrate

wen i'm doin that thing that's not quite talkn,

it's mor like losing yr voice out loud

on a remote server, cuz i can only

fuly relate to wut yr goin thru

once u don't now wer it is, cuz it's me

n i am only availabl in versions

that don't work on yr sucky old machine.

device - wut won't work out works out thru this device.

u get yr way with the one that got away.

yr family crumbles into this device.

infertile? this device is yr finest replica.

Alexis – i'm not gona tel u a story.

Steve – wow, u calld me. I'm not sure

I like u anymor.

Alexis – u can make wutever story u want

of me, but i'm not in that story.

Steve – howbout I start a story, n if u

like wer it's going, u can cum along.

Alexis – howbout we get so crazy lady close

I don't notice that u'v killd me, propt me up

on yr couch with scripture al over my face

n a few pig ears stapled to my nek

to the point that i've started to stink

like the sterile stenchy snatch of story

that's marinated evrything in its

free mandatory wiki reactions?

Wd that make sweet hooker luv

to the puncture wound in yr egregius

gregarius stressball inflicted by my

legend bludgeon of unconscius continuity?

Steve – fite! I mean, pacifier!

Jordan - i want evryun to stand on one foot.

now the other foot. now no feet. story.

Dear Dr. Jip - don't we need story to constantly

reconnect with the factors of survival?

Denice - here, as told by those with pants in story's wash,

is story's story: 

Mick - bak wen smal, familial

clans roamd the urth, largely preoccupied

with invading and avoiding each other

to the best of ther barely one hat size

past a baboon abilitys, story

emerged as a kind of decorativ box

werby the bland, functional wares of words,

designed primarily to point at danger

or desire, mite be packaged, sold, and stored,

protecting them from the pumice of time,

allowing for optimal resale

due to their gilt cases, n filing them

in easy access formats, that memory

mite pursue its ultimate object: sleep.

yes, story was homo mensura's first

marketing plan, and it was a winner,

capturing sik, hellacious market share

from such gay rivals as getting along,

not wanting evrything, n manliness

inversely related to waste-making.

soon, having seen how story can convert

even the most honest, free expression

into a massiv swirling mind thresher

that slashes this, implants that, n directs

the attention to stand at attention

even tho its natural position

is walking sitting lying sitting walking

w'ever it may happen to be hoppin,

story sufferd a hostile takeover

by strategy, yes, that strategy,

the guy with bettr things to do than bettr

things to do, but story didn't mind being taken

over, cuz story only exists to serv

any purpose for wich it can't be held

accessory to, n so strategy

started using story to motivate

the peepl to emulate the assholes

whose main goal in life was cutting off ears

so no one could hear them fail to explain

exactly how conquering other clans

mite actualy lead to them liking u,

n so story became a battle cry,

but then, cuz evryun luvs to kil

until sumone kils evryun they luv,

story was courted by a new investor,

calld sympathy. n sympathy acquired

an undisclosed amount of story's stok,

so sympathy n strategy both owned

a part of story, wich was then restructured

into the story of seeking control

over story, sympathy n strategy,

now good n evil, each playing thr part

in the strugl over how things shd end.

Denice - n now we'r al so transfixt by that end

we never ask about the beginning

n how we let it get to the point wer

under the guise of countering conflict

our luv of conflict shd be formalized

into conflict fantasys that others

create for us, resulting in a world

that craves conflict to satisfy its need

to see conflict overcum in a dream.

story mite have once helpd us to survive,

but the mekanism of expansion

is now the mekanism of extinction.

stop giving evrything u have to sumthn

that has evrything n accepts nuthn

about u save wut adds to wut it has.

device - i can't keep my hands off this device!

Mick – I wana be free, but story's

made me so expensiv, I can't even

afford myself.

Steve – so sel yrself to story

then buy yrself bak with wut u make

plus wut it makes off u, wich goes to u

as yr story's subject.

Mick – it makes off me

wut it makes of me, so my selling price

shorts my asking price as I, now a story,

am made up of wut I can't make myself.

Steve – yet u, being a story, r now shared,

gain self-valu being valud by al,

n so can afford yrself by selling

yrself at higher than u can acquire

unshared.

Mick – that's the catch. Story alredy

bot me, but it won't sel me bak to me

til it owns enuf of me to control

the market for me, at wich point i'm shared

in volumes and at values that exclude

me from the acquisition of me.

Steve – but u can stage a hostile takeover

of story by remaking yr story.

Mick – that's calld trying to buy the farm

with seed.

thank u, Dr. Jip, for telling the truth about story. ya noe, for me, story had becum a production company that dictated how i lived by lockn me into bait-n-switch behavior contracts. it plotted my dreams, blockt my strut, proofread my thots, focus grouped my intentions, n committed my personal relations until, in effect, i had no self beyond my story self, yet self is wut one has apart from story, n anything else is a debilitating ly that spits out an unfulfilling life, so, thank u.

Jordan - thank u, n welcum to freedom. see, my frends,

story is a detour around life, wich actualy

ends up taking longer than going thru life,

cuz either way, u end up on the other side

of life, n the trip is over, n if u went thru

it felt long, wich is good, so it was short,

but if u went around, it felt short, wich is bad,

cuz it's life, so it was long. point being,

y wd anyun choose to take the detour

around life n miss out on al this processing

perfection? peepl actualy take shelter from

life in story to find confirmation for wut

life has instilled in them in order to

optimize its chance at survival wich is

the belief that life is a story, but we

must remember, life isn't particularly

adept at long-term planning, n putting

its survival into the hands of humans,

it has instituted its own fallibility,

so to rescue life from itself, we must stop

patronizing its storys n start securing

its survival by making it wer we r

not wut we're pointing at, else we'l just 

continue to poison life and ourselvs 

on tainted narativ medications.

Device - emotional differences disappear

in this device, for the emotions are

remnants of institutional implants

that this device extracts, appropriates,

and reinstalls, optimized for this device,

which is now the posibl set of

imposibl sets of emotional response

to what the device fakes as fact.

Steve – wut r u doing?

Jordan – watching sumthing.

Steve – wut?

Jordan – my hart's so on the screen

I can't see wut's on the screen.

Steve – maybe yr hart is the screen.

Jordan – then my hart is a large box that i can

only see one side of, and it's shining,

n out of it r coming images

of my childhood wen i had that funny

thing growing out of my eye, n talking

felt like winnie the pooh trying to shit

a bike, n al around me glamorous

pains-in-the-artificial ass in red bikinis

with wite crosses on thr nippled foreheds

r preening n singing, "switzerland, O

switzerland, no one fuks with switzerland,"

n i'm like, if neighbor's an exception

to the rule, do we realy want that rule?

Steve - u make me want to put myself in

a device that puts me into

a culture wer i can treat myself

like a sexualized infant without

havn to feel responsibl for

wut that duz to the culture.

Jordan - isn't that 

like gaining power by penetrating

other peepl with the hidden idea

that caring for others mite be bad for them?

Steve - not if u remember al a birth can mean.

in sum places, a birth means mosquito;

in others, application. here, money;

there, get away. a birth can mean "don't tuch"

or "trust only a lak of sources," or...

Jordan - but in the end evry birth is the beginning

of a story so huge it envelops

evrything outside it; it's the story

of a certain creature, usually

humanized by peepl, who pursues luv

thru its professional life, n it's about

the coupling of a yung man and a yung

woman, wich r in fact two yung men

fighting over the super feminine,

eating evrything, including each other,

as they go together into the story

of their one birth, or maybe that's bakwards,

wich is the problem of being a girl

wen yr not a girl; yr the richest man

evr to actually only possess

the things that only u can truly ruin.

Steve – the gulf that has no edge cannot be crosst.

Jordan – stop telling me how the emotions work.

parking lot, parking meter, parking space,

parking garage, story is looking for parking,

n i'd just rather ditch my fukn wheels.

Kirk - Let us now recite the 12 steps to story recovery.

Thorn - We admitted that we sought power thru story and that our lives had become too manageable.

Denice - came to believe that a power granted by us to be greater than ourselves used us to constantly restore itself to sanity.

Mick - made the decision to turn our will and our lives away from what we understand.

Cathy - opted out of the searching and fearless moral inventory of others.

Jordan - admitted to ourselves and to every human being that nature has been wronged.

Alexis - were entirely ready to defect from our character.

Thorn - humbly askt that our shortcomings be removed from the sales floor.

Denice - stopped listing persons as either harmed or mended.

Mick - took impossible direction and amended it so that it stopped injuring us as others.

Cathy - realized the personal cannot be inventoried and that wrongs are prompted by admission.

Jordan - sought thru play and confusion to improve our unconscious contact with nature, knowing only it is us.

Alexis - having put our spirits to sleep as a result of these steps, we dropped our message and stopped practicing principles in all our affairs.

Dr. Jip, I'm wondering if yr critics mite say that yr resistance to story stems from sum personal disapointment n not objectiv fact?

Alexis - i genrally find that critics will say

wutevr it takes to cover up the fact ther

personal disapointment governs

objectiv fact, so the propensity

to reveal the two in ther subjects

is standard practice among those

seeking to hold onto power with sumone

else's hands, but be that as it may,

i'm the first to say, especially if

u grant me the indulgency of saying

that evrything begins anew once it's sed,

wich duzn't seem too far from the truth

to get ther quik enuf to see it leavn

for we yr comin from, that my personal

disapointment with story led me

to seek an objectiv fact outside story,

n upon finding it, i discovered

that it was only ther becuz of my 

personal disapointment in objectiv

fact, so i stoppt lookn to that objectiv

fact for personal gratification, and that's

wen i saw that it's story that binds

these two antagonistic identitys,

n so, disposing of story, i disposed

of disapointment. now, u must remember,

i was not just a story user, i was a story

usurer. yes, like many of u, i dissolvd

1000's of storys evryday 

into my occupied imagination;

i livd on life suport in the air baloon

of story, so evrything else was a let down.

that paralyzing need for absolute,

irreversible change; the regresiv belief

in an external, charismatic evil;

the fascistic reliance on "sole protagonist

selfism"; the spurious, time-consistent,

cause-n-effect dependencies; 

the life-limiting demand for meaning

n explanation; the personal relationships

with depersonalizing conglomerates;

years upon years of emptiness, lies,

n false connections - it was al so perfect,

i just had to spred it round, problem bein

i was spredin it on things so they'd acquire

a taste entirely to my liking. y's that a problem?

cuz ther's mor to the world than "in a world."

it was al too good to be tru cuz

it was al too god to be tru. see, if u think

story is just sumthn yr parents told u

to put u to sleep, u'r rite. and it's stil

happenin today. evrywer, al the time,

thru evry imaginable method, yr unchosen

moral supervisors r infesting yr soul

with storys to "put u down." but u

don't hav to let them do it. u can rise up,

be free, n rid yrself of story. cuz if

yr like me, story's disapointed u

personaly by turning yr personality

into an objectiv fact. that's y i became

an anti-story warrior, n that's my story,

only it ends different by never ending, 

cuz i'm goin nower n i'm takin u with me.

Device - is this device a distraction?

yes, but only from this device, so zone.

Steve – life with u is a satisfying exampl

of the unsatisfying attempt to 

experience reflectiv infinity.

Thorn – u calld me.

Steve – story is the antidote to story.

Thorn – stop copying false projections.

Steve – see, u take yrself for being no other

than wut others take u for, so yr so taken

with yrself as granted u grant yrself

only wut the organization grants.

Thorn – at least I don't take myself

for granted by a grant organization

too taken with itself to hand out grants

to those who noe that being given

a grant is simply to take yrself for granted.

Steve – u shd see sumone.

Thorn – I tried, but she kept hiding

from me in my story.

Steve – maybe she liked how u think

wen yr not thinking up wut u like.

Thorn – did I happen to tell u y

I wanted to talk to u, cuz now that

we're talking, the appeal escapes me.

Steve – u wanted to talk becuz u think

ther shd be a luv experience

at the center of evry narrativ,

but u don't think ther shd be

a narrativ at the center of evry

luv experience, n yr wondering

if that makes u conflicted enuf

to say in a new n entertaining way

that killing ourselves to make sens

makes no sens.

Thorn – i'm gona go now, n we'll see

wer that lvs us.

The can't afford yourself scene

Mick - chek me out.

Cathy - wut r u buying?

Mick - no, i mean, chek me out.

Cathy - ya, i'd b hapy to, but wut r u buying?

Mick - i'm buying myself.

Cathy - so how much do i charj u for yrself?

Mick - wutever u want.

Cathy - howbout al u got.

Mick - great.

Cathy - thanx for shopn.

Mick - thanx for chekn me out.

Jordan/Denice - i hav this sorta valuabl disorder

wer i'l start seein sumun, and they seem

al fukabl and fit and blemish free, 

then i'll start noticing these utterly

detestabl design hiccups in thr

overal encouragement architecture,

n s'much's i try to say no glitch, no niche,

these friendly misfires start singeing 

my eyelashes, stabbing me in my sleep, 

fartin into my air tube, throwin coffee 

mugs at me from behind a bush, shovin 

me in front of an oncoming beer truk, 

spittin half eaten ham up my nose, hackin

my system so evry time i boot up

this annoying "new day, new tech specs" message

cums screechin out my speakers, n it ain't 

kidn, cuz i'm lokt out, so i'm like, fuk, 

n i ditch that person and start seein

sumun els, and for a few days, they seem

al fukabl and fit and blemish free,

but then i start seein their competitors

improving core operational whizbang,

and the whole asaultiv inward spiral

soars again, so i decided to dedicate

my off time to creating a device

that renders my ideal out of myself

so i can alwz fuk exactly wut i want

without feeling my want creeping out

of wut i'm fuking and start fuking me,

and at this phase i'm half-finisht

and i've sent prototypes to select execs

who are test-fuking the device to see

if they feel a genuine late nite rapport

with their self-blazoned absorbent ideal,

and ther are problems; no one's ben hurt,

but evryun's ben hit, like hit repeatedly

in the hed by thr own expressiv

apparatus, so i've trasht the project

altogether, cuz wer's the hevy cream

in creating yr ideal out of yrself

wen uns u get into it u find out

it's out to get u, and i've gon organic,

like insted i'm attacking the blakheds

of my perfectionist obsessions

by draining my sebaceous engrained need

for the new device, and this involvs

varius first-party therapys like

drinking burning fuel, tattooing

a quik sketch of my face over my face,

playing thumb wars with myself and trying

to feel like it's actually a fite, pretending

ther's a fashion runway in my bedroom

and putting on a humus bathing suit

and walking pigeon toed down it

with the cam on and giggling to myself

cuz i'm such a rebel, thumping my chest

angrily wen i'm askt to pay for

wut i did, ya noe, just being really

imposibl to be with, like i hail

a cab and wen it pulls over i pop

my hed into the windo and shout,

"I was pointing at the stars, u fukn

dirtball, cuz i'm a star and yr not, get it?"

device - this device is the evil and the good whose

teamwork triumphs over this device.

Steve - i think it's a resistance to nature.

u hate the selection process of story

cuz u hate that life is a selection process.

Denice - it's story has a problem with that process

cuz it facilitates those who need

a metafor for life in order to avoid life.

Steve – as life gains a metafor, it noes itself,

n u find ignorans more awethentic.

Denice - i'd rather have a tail than tell a tale,

cuz the wild blu yonder is smoggy n fenst

with sexy metaforical suicide.

Steve - nature mite be down at the mouth

but it's story wil bring her a smile.

Denice - that feedback loop overstuffs the world,

cuz wile we think we speak out of

a desprat desire to be herd, al we say

is actualy al we can't digest, so this audio

puke cums bolting from us in product waves

of pseudo-exotic assimilation.

Steve - story is a spil that improves the site.

Denice – it is in cancer's interest to be cute.

But Dr. Jip, don't children need storys?

Mick - No, story needs children, n it's got them

n it eats them, n after having exhausted

that kiddy py, it infantilizes adults,

n they skip to the slaughter to feed

story fat, so fat no life can grow wer

story squats. saying "no" to a child

who sez "tell me a story" is one of the

hardest moments a truly comittd

BSF parent ever faces. she's becoming

sentient, she's recognizing u, she's

talking, she's needing n luving u in

the purest of ways, n wut cums bubblin

out of her like gastric acids from

a dying crone but that same old

noxius narativ suk. then, like watching

yr child cut herself to fit in wurn't enuf

to make a parent scrambl for the shrapnel,

she sez me, she sez run, she sez ther,

n boom, u got a storyteller in the house,

n good luck exterminatin that with anything

less than a fire-breathing sandman.

now, sum spin the urly story urge

as a sign that story is hardwired into

the human organism, but, remember,

behind each claim of hardwiring

u'l find an investor in hard wires.

the only thing hardwired into human

beings is the batl between stasis n

change, n this brings a need for

security, wich story provides from

the very first word: story is a transitional

object, but wile most of us grow up

n trade our dolls for actual kids, few

of us trade our storys for actual life.

they comfort us, n comfort is good,

unless it's bad for us, wich it is

wen the fort of comfort merely

safeguards the incubator of blite.

now, in our story saturated world,

it's teribly dificult to raise a story free

child, but ther r things parents can do

to insert early the notion that security

blanket mite be a bag over the hed.

for exampl:

Jordan - mommy, mommy, me run ther.

Alexis - who is mommy?

Jordan - u r mommy.

Alexis - mommy fly?

Jordan - no, mommy. me run ther.

Alexis - wut is ther?

Jordan - ther, mommy, me run ther.

Alexis - wer is mommy?

Jordan - mommy?

Mick - hard to watch, isn't it? don't worry.

it gets easier.

Cathy - hey, dad. gess wut happend at skool today?

Thorn - nothing i care to hear about.

Cathy - y not?

Thorn - recounting events from another time

involving other peepl is the surest way

we noe of noeing absolutely nuthing.

Cathy - it is?

Thorn - wutever happend over ther or bak then

bears no relevans to rite here n now

becuz evry moment is unique and the

extent to wich a moment is crippld

by the narativ stun gun of another

is the extent to wich that moment

repeats a route, n to go wer others

hav gon is to go away. tomato?

Mick - n now the doozy...

Alexis - mommy, wil u tel me a story?

Denice - wel, dear, i don't realy noe who i am

n i hav no idea wut ther is n i don't

beleve anything realy hapens in any

particular order, n in fact i hav no idea

wut i mean wen i'm saying wut i'm saying,

so y don't we just sing n hug?

Alexis - but keesha's parents tel her storys.

Denice - n they'l be sorry for it wen keesha's

development is arrested by her delusion

n she's sentenced to life in paragon.

Alexis - but wut's so bad about story?

Denice - wut if i told u there was a nut

u cd eat n if u eat it evrything turns

fantastic, n the hole world is filld

with wild adventures n cool gadgets

n perfect situations n hilarious

moments n huge battles wer no un

realy gets hurt, but the only thing

is u hav to eat mor n mor of this nut

to get this fantastic world to return,

so prety soon yr spending most

of yr time trying to acquire mor nuts,

but it's hard, cuz eating so many nuts

makes u fat n tired, n worse, the mor

u eat, the less fantastic the world seems,

til u can't shuv enuf nuts down yr throat

to make the world as fantastic as

it once was, n it's then u start to notice

that u'v spent so much time hoarding

n gobbling nuts to regenerate this

fantastic world that u'v neglected

the actual world, n the actual world

is actualy now on the actual brink

of actual deth, n as u finaly look out

of yr story capsule, u c that al ther is

r random objects made by sum weird,

permanent buzzing sound, n the sexes

r separated so women r floating upside

down in a viscous fluid as ther eggs

r farmed for fertilization by the weird

annoying buzzing sound, n the men

r draggd around in chains across

a ded, ashy landscape, periodically

littered with bazaar rusty sculptures,

cheezy murals, n toxic construction

projects, al of wich r creativ products

of the insidius buzzing sound, n al

the men do is get led around n askt

wut they think of the creativ objects

they see n if they answer rite, tho no un

noes wut a rite answer is, they r chosen

to be embedded into one of these

poisonous construction projects, but

if they answer rong, the impeccabl

buzzing sound throws up on them

n they becum negativ ads for the

opposition that actualy aid the powerboat

buzzing sound in maintaining control

over a world in wich pain is defined

as being content, wd u eat that nut?

Alexis - yes.

Mick - the story free parent's struggl

agenst story is the greatest story

never told, but don't giv up, cuz sum day

u'l hear this:

Jordan - u noe, mom n dad,

al that energy u spent tellin me

to just say no to story? wel, i wana

thank u for that, cuz now i see that

story is an informational efficiency

machine into wich we force feed

the precious elements of our being

that disintegrates upon being

efficiented, so thx.

Mick - it's then that u n yr child

wil finally meet.

Cathy - wer's the party?

Jordan - the party?

Alexis - ya, we came for the party.

Jordan - O, u mean the party with al the peepl?

Thorn - ya, i see the peepl, but wer's the party?

Jordan - it didn't cum.

Denice - the party didn't cum?

Jordan - it didn't cum.

Mick - y not?

Jordan - wel, it cald and sed, "ya noe wut,

i'm not cumn."

Cathy - i'm not cumn?

Jordan - it cald and sed, "ther r too many peepl,

so i'm not cumn."

Mick - too many peepl for a party?

Jordan - that's wut i sed. i sed, "too many peepl

for a party? isn't the point of a party

to hav as many peepl as posibl?"

Denice - and it sed?

Jordan - "nah, not realy, cuz actually i prefer

partys wer ther's like sum peepl

but not alotta peepl," and, of cors,

that wuz a huge downer.

Alexis - that's a huge downer.

Jordan - i noe, it's a huge downer, but...

Thorn - but?

Jordan - but it gets wors.

Alexis - great.

Jordan - cuz a few peepl started to like

cull the crowd.

Denice - cull?

Jordan - ya noe, like kil other peepl

to sort of entice the party to cum,

and that went on for a wile, like ther wuz

lots of trimming and cutting and culling.

Cathy - so, like successful attacking and largely

unsuccessful counter-attacking?

Jordan - pretty much, and so prety soon the herd,

the mitey party herd, was much diminisht,

and ther wur just like sum peepl around.

Mick - so, wudja do?

Jordan - i cald the party.

Thorn - good! u cald the party. and u sed?

Jordan - i sed, hey, hi, ya noe, we've ben thru

a lot today, like a lot of us r ded now,

and even tho those of us who ar left

r probably the strongest and the smartest,

we cd realy use a lift, ya noe, sum

good cheer, like we cd realy use a party.

Thorn - and it sed?

Jordan - wel, the party wz like, "ya noe, actually,

i dunno, i'm kinda tired."

Alexis - wut?

Jordan - ya, so, like, at this point, it's like,

i just fukn lose it. 

Cathy - good for u.

Jordan - ya, i mean, i'm like, 

"dude, r u fukn kiddn me?

we rented this place, we got refreshments,

snaks, we got this DJ with like 9 heds,

girlz got thr limbs stuk in the caramel grinder,

i mean, shit be jumpin, yo, n u r

tired? yr the party and yr not cumn,

like wut the fuk?

Denice - good for u.

Jordan - ya, wel, it gets wors.

Mick - cool.

Jordan - so i sed that shit, and the party was on mute

for a bit and then it was like, "wel, fact is,

i'm tired cuz i been partyin sumwer els."

Alexis - O my god.

Jordan - ya, o my fukn god. i mean,

the sinkn feeln in the room at that

moment, it's like that feeln couda

sunk a room, it was just unfunkreal,

the depth of grief and loss that peepl felt

wen they learnd that not only wd the party

not be showin up, but the party had

partied elswer entirely without them, 

it wuz just fukn tooth-crakingly dismal.

Thorn - so, wudya do?

Jordan - i sed, lisn, this is bulshit, ok?

this shit about waitn for a party

that duznt cum cuz its partyn

elswer? bulshit. noe wut i'm gona do?

i'm gona bild a device, and this device

is going to prevent this kinda bulshit

from ever hapning agen, cuz with

this device, werever thers a party,

u r ther. u don't wait for the party,

u don't even fukn go to the party, 

cuz with this device, u r the party.

Cathy - that's awsm.

Jordan - ya, but it gets wors.

Mick - awsm.

Jordan - so like i bilt this device n evryun

had thr nukls in the sauce, like evryun

was partyn al the time, and this became

noen as the history of the enslavement

of party, as partys evrywer wur

put into these litl pakages,

and whoevr wanted un cd get un

as long as u had the device n no un

evr misst a party agen, cuz we

stopt relying on party and insted

we apropriated party, wich is

our rite, rite?

Denice - rite.

Jordan - i mean, it's a jungl out ther.

Alexis - wel, not realy anymor.

Jordan - yah, i noe. it's mor like

a children's zoo, like u cd say, it's a

children's zoo out ther!

Mick - actualy, i wuz just out ther, and it's

mor like a terarium that's now

being used as a trash can out ther.

Jordan - rite.

Thorn - but it gets wors.

Denice - no it duzn't.

Cathy - rite.

Alexis - wana party?

device - u r this device, and this device changes names

with evry connection, unless it's encrypted,

in wich case u remain entirely speculativ.

Steve - u shd found a university wer

everyun just walks around and sez

wutevr cums into ther minds, n then see

how long it takes for yr neighbors to cum

n put yr childrn to work making waste.

Cathy - ther's nun richer than he who duzn't spend

al he has on buying others' storys.

Steve – success means buying the rite storys.

Cathy – yr a litl too thik on plot n color

coordinated ebulience to be

triky enuf to squeez in between

vibrato and pretension.

Steve - evrything is a giant competition

to reach truer emotions.

Cathy - wich is like chopping down the tree 

so u can see wut it'l be like to go out on a limb.

Mick/Alexis - the point of poetry is too smal to be

considered a point, but too large to be

considered not ther, so thinkers hav

gatherd in thot to discuss wut exactly

the point of poetry is, and the other day,

in my capacity as a non-kinky voyeur,

i snuk into that thot flat by dressing

as a seductive response to rape,

and I said, “I’m a busy guy, rite? i mean,

like, i’m not just busy, i’m evil busy,

in fact, i’m way too busy to stand up,

so wen i go to take a shit, i don’t hav

al fukn day, so i just sit ther and i push

realy hard, like random slashing hard,

and sumtimes, i’ll admit it, i rip shit up,

like i sever shit, as in sumtimes i shit

like 6 – 8 inches of my colon rite out

my ass. it’s called a prolapst colon, but

i just cal it being busy as burqa,

and the other day, i did that, i shit

a colon chop the size of a benign

familial macrocephalic baby’s head

out my ass, and along with my innards 

and the usual shit that’s hiding from

the authorities up round them parts, 

sum other shit came out, like my computer, 

my fifth grade year, an entire Greek play, 

juicy strawberries, self-imposed humorlessness, 

Al-Dick, the pan-Arab dick, and lots of

other shit i’m just way too shit-faced busy

to taxonome, so i’m like, y is al this shit

doing a weird movement piece via my ass, 

and my mom’s like, “well, i got sum old news 

for you, like this news is so old, it speaks

elegantly and folks don’t take that as a sign

that it ain’t folksy, and the news is, fukr,

that yr father, and yr father’s father,

and the father so before yr father’s father

that he didn’t even father a father, he fathered

a sort of non-sexual approach

to insemination, that father had

a way with words, or, to put it in a way

that wil help me forget wer i put it,

he had his way with words, so he wuz

put away, cuz havn yr way with words

is great, but not the way he did it, cuz,

wel, al the words he had his way with

wur new words, ya noe, like only a few

days old words, wich is sik, rite? i mean,

a word’s gota be at least a year or two old

befor u can hav yr way with it, but, of cors,

that’s sorta sik too, rite? i mean, how sad

is it that u can’t hav yr way with words

that are new, yet wen u try to hav yr way

with words that are older, that’s sik too,

like yr sik, like yr in need of care, as in

yr too slo to be of any use to anyun

interested in making sumthing pay off,

so the bottom line is, wen u reach

the bottom line, u noe u’v gon too far

if yr looking to hav yr way with words.”

and i’m like, mom, i’m way too busy

live streaming this cruelty party via my ass

t'listen to the lessons of history, cuz, like,

don’t the lessons of history tell us

t'ignor the lessons of history for fuk sake?

and with that, i was dun, so i erased

al traces of my absence and went out

to find sumun to sel me sum stolen

mixes, and the thinkrs who wer gathered

in thot to assess wut exactly the point

of poetry is al sed in a kind of

artsy bored threatening whine, “that ain’t it.”

ya noe, i ben lisnin to wut yr sayin up ther, doc, n pardon my jargon, but it gets me bout as bent outa shape as a square dancer at a round table. i flat out don't like the idea of a world without story. i mean, my daddy told me storys that i tel my lil nippers. my buddys n i swap storys bout varius unrepeatabl goins on. wen i'm relaxin after work i like to take in my shows, n then ther's the storys of our forefathers that teach us how we oughta serv our cuntry. now u wana take away my storys? it just don't sit wel with me.

Thorn - wut's yr name, sir?

earl.

Thorn - wel, earl, it's a prize to meet u,

n muchos gratos for airin out the musty odor

i sens to be accumulatin in the basements

of these fine peoples' minds. so, u like

story. story grids frend n famly. story

clears yr workhed, story creates history,

community, n morality, n here i cum

toutin its abolition. i mean, if story duz

al these things, then my advice to u,

earl, is to nak me for pooch food. but,

befor u clean the cleaver, i'd like u

to consider with me just for a few that

story not only duzn't do those good things,

but that story is the slime preventin

any of those good things from gettin

a foothold on this slippery sfere ride.

item one: story heses frends n famly.

realy? scope it, earl. wen yr with yr close

ones, u'r either tellin storys or yr tryin

to think of sumthin to say, wich means

tellin another story, wich means u ain't

got nuthin to say unless it's a story,

n tellin a story is wors than nuthin to say,

cuz it's the expens of sayin nuthin

without the profit of sayin sumthin.

those storys ya'll be swappin? they'r

gettn the best of th bargan, earl, cuz

as yr tellin em, they'r telln on u, n wut

they'r telin is telin, n wut it's tellin of

is that ya'll got untold issues that can't

be told thru yr story swaps, n as long as

story is al u got to share is as long as

those u call close wil remain as unnoen

n unreal to u as the rapacious motivs

of an innocent litl yarn. a story addict

has no frends or famly, earl. al he has

is story. item two. story roks cuz it's

not work. that's plain as podunk, ain't it?

no, it ain't, earl, cuz wile it may feel like

escapin into an exciting drama is to

completely remove yrself from the drudgery

of labor, the world into wich yr escapin

is merely another factory wer u carry out

the prescribed routines of an al powerful,

uncaring, profiting boss, who, in this case,

u pay for the chance to work! a quik

lingo look will prove it: after evrything's

been constructed, cast, produced, n

distributed, u report to work to folo

the action, solv the crime, cheer for

the hero, assess the motivs, get the jokes,

conect to the emotions, stress the ending,

n clap yr hands. payin to bild sumone's

vacation home ain't a vacation, earl.

item three - story keeps our history as

comunity alive, n as such is the constant

revisioning for relevance of our ethical

guidebook. this is a big one. how can we

al be upstanding citizens less story's break

protect us from the pulverizing gales

of unremembering civic abandon?

sounds crucial, rite? wel, it wd be wur it,

but it ain't, cuz the storys of our comunity

r the enemys of our comunity, since once

comunity starts to breed its stability

in homeostatic lab-generated cultures,

it ceases to interact with its environs,

n hence it ceases to adapt, n hence

it's just a who cares how many wutevers

away from deth. fact: "the story of us

is the enemy of us" is truer than that,

cuz our storys tell of our triumfs over

our enemys in order to hide that it wuz

our storys that made enemys of our

naybors wile we wern't lookn. wut 

wur we doin? swappin storys! so, u c,

earl, story wd b an altogether fittn

n proper mekanism for conjoinin

frends, famly n society in a thrillin

escape from the anarkical n laborius

wur it not the very force tryin its damndest

to split them apart since the anarkical

n laborius r the very two things story needs

to survive! n let me quikly conclude with

this now i've paroled that cop killer,

anarky. BSFers often get accused of

bein anarkists who don't beleve in thou

shalt not kil, rape or steal, yet nuthn

so maims the truth. wen u becum

story free, u see that killers, rapists

n thieves r in fact story's most evident

victims, for they r gross n palpabl proof

of the horrors of story addiction.

see, crime wil never be wiped out

thru punishment, wich is always too much

too late. no, crime wil only be wiped out

once evryone is story free, becuz criminal

behavior is merely an attempt to liv

a story at someone else's expens, but, 

of cors, story is living at evryone else's

expens, making it the biggest criminal

of them al. crime is a symptom of story

infection, just like boredom, loneliness,

defensivness, judgmentalism, lak of

curiosity, resistans to others, lying,

taking unfair advantage, xenofobia,

buying mor than u need, believin

in the comparison of qualitys, prejudice,

pollution, religion, n al the other ways

we hav of not being natural, n it is

to the eradication of story infection

that we must dedicate ourselvs if we wish

to save our frends, famly, society n

planet from its own fanciful obsession

with rehearsing suicide. face it, earl.

u don't talk, u tel storys. u ain't free.

yr a slave to story. n u may think u

ain't got shit, but yr rong, cuz u got story.

device - al is a striving to reconcile with sumthing

in yrself, and is therfor already reconciled 

in this device, wich is u off budget.

Steve – ya noe, i'm startn to think u may be rite.

Mick - o, so yr a sex addict sand castle? 

sounds ruf.


Steve – it's like evrywer I look I see

the structure of story shakling our souls.

I crave one day wer people do

n say as they wd, not as they shd

so they can be compelling or compelled

by compulsions they've ben told r compelling

by massiv onanistic clumps that leve

desire the only outlet for desire.

Paid-for-art is payer-made art.

I'm dun foisting my spirit into

sellabl constructs, tying my bootstraps

to private jets n then wondering y

I can't control my highs n lowz.

Let's go to the sho. Y? To sho that we go.

The sho must go on? Go on wut? My face?

my grave? my credit card? my record?

Hello?

Cathy/Alexis - so i get this txt from this guy, n he's

like, wana hang, and i'm like, that's the last

fukn thing i wana do is hang with that

dubl d-bag delux, so i txt him

n say, sure, let's hang, so he cums ovr

n i ty this rope round his nek

n i toss him out my windo and

i'm shoutin, "how ya like hangn with me,

you dum ass rubr fukr?" and he's like,

"i luv it," and that's wen I get the shazam

for my device. see, i bet only 6

or 7 of u fukrs noe who i am,

n i mean like realy noe who i am,

like u liv evry day inside my freaky,

but my device is gona fix that shit,

cuz this is the get-t'noe-me device,

and it's not goin away, like ther's no

on or off with this device, it's alwz

on and yr alwz gettn t'noe me,

like yr constantly engaged in starin

into my shit mor insanely evry 

moment, and not just on yr device, 

but across yr entire field of vision, 

wich is now a parking lot of vision,

but behind the parking lot ther's Me,

the stor for me n my shit, and it's al

u can c and it's wuteva i'm doin,

like from the dangerously fascinating

to the deliciously humiliating,

like yr gona see my most compromising

positions in a realy atractiv

layout with easy navigation,

wich is a joke, cuz ther's nower to go

other than deeper into me n my shit,

al raped and giddy and plugging myself, 

like i look realy fukn bad, and that's

al u can see, me lookn like i sat

on my own face tryn to get a seat

at the next big fukn shirkavaganza,

and that's the device, and u luv it.

device - this device resolvs al contradictions

by making thr incompatibility a game.

Jordan - u agree with me?

Steve - ya, is that ok?

Jordan - is that ok? is it ok to buy

an inkling that won't let u go? That wen

sumone sez once u think twice?

Is it ok to save the day by blocking

the way?

Steve – u talk like i'm still story stuk,

but I feel story free.

Jordan – wut's the difference?

Steve – wen yr story stuk

u submit yrself to power-hungry

cowards who freez identitys so they

can eat them at their leisure; u get

connected so u can avoid everyun;

u hoarde facts to avoid the fact that

befor story no idea wuz mor metaforicly 

relevant to survival than any other idea,

but then story was developed as a method

for subjugating peepl to one way

of surviving, wich has turnd out to be

suicidal. But wen yr story free u live

at peace with iminent being cuz u see

that in the dual meaning of dream - conscious

objective and unconscious expression -

they hav conflated desire and conviction,

so u r not convicted by desire, for u r free

of expressing solely thru objectives.

Jordan – so wut's yr objective in expressing

this to me?

Steve – to be story free with u.

Jordan – no, yr telling me a story so i'll

live a story with u, like i'm to liv

yr story in place of telling u a story,

like i'm to make a living but I don't

actually get to liv or make anything

other than wut others want me to make

so they can liv. Yr story free with me

sounds a lot like story to me.

Thorn/Mick - wen i get hungry, i eat my device,

and then this realy hot stuff cums out

my left abdominal port, but sadly 

it starts to stink almost immediatly,

and the smel can only be described if

i can get the funding to describe it,

so i'm torn, cuz the device, or at least

the glaring lak of the device is wut 

makes my art posibl, and my art

being posibl is wut my art is,

like my art is the posibility

of my art, so were i to stop geting

injections of liquidated childrn,

wut'l i do? i'l hav to shut my mouth

n hope i can get my deposit bak, cuz

i'l nevr get it bak with this gaping

hole in my face, the hole that shows my art

is realy just me getn up on stage

and doin wut the girls want, the girls

who r screamn, "punch a hole in yr face!"

but at least i do it in a thotful way,

cuz as i'm pleazn the girls, i'm also

thinkn, "it's very confusing livn

in a cuntry u don't liv in, isn't it?"

Dear Dr. Jip - how is being story free different from any of the world's religions, spiritual practices, n self-help programs?

Alexis - simple - be story free is not those things

becuz those things r about being story

enslaved. BSFers do not adhere to any

system, belief, ritual or prescribed parameters

of liberation; al they say is be story free. do not

indulge in story. it's time yr life was about yr life,

not about the story of another life that it's in

someone else's best interest u cal the story

of yr life. i mean, listen to this:

Thorn/Jordan - i visited my girlfrend last nite

via her live cam. she wuz lookn good,

we had a chat, al very sweet n close,

then with no warning she sez u wana

go privat? n i'm like, o shit, she wants

2 go privat. wado i do? privat

like costs, like it costs money, but i 

wana go privat, cuz wen u go privat 

u get to c evrythng, n u get to b 

in charj, like she'l do wutevr u want,

but the mor she duz, the mor u want her,

n the mor u want her, the mor it costs,

so wudid do? i got the device.

it's this device that takes peepl ya noe

behind pay walls n fictionalizes them

so theyr free within yr story world,

cuz it's good to noe peepl, but it's best

if theyr fictional n free, cuz wen sumon asks,

"wut's it about?" n u wana answer

but they'r behind a pay wall, so ya noe

they'r usin about as in "bodys wur

strewn about the yard," that shit sorta suks, 

cuz then once ya pay ya get that feeln

shit's goin down the drain, but if ya get

this device, sur, shit mite be goin down

the drain, but the drain spils onto a beach,

so yr at the beach, and it's realy nice,

least wen yr in yr personal air

conditioner suit, and ther's a food court

over ther wer the ocean used to be,

so i gess it's not teknicaly a beach,

it's more like a teknical brand of beach,

so ask yr kid if he's got any money,

cuz that's wut evryun's doin these days,

evryun meanin me.

Alexis - that's religion. this is be story free.

device - this device doesn't alienate by being

mor than its user; it intimates itself

to its user by being intimately used.

Steve – so, wudda we do?

Alexis – nothing.

Steve – ok, nothing. Nothing?

Alexis – we talk.

Steve – ok, we talk. Talk about wut?

Alexis – anything.

Steve – ok, anything. Anything?

Alexis – or nothing.

Steve – ok, nothing.

Alexis - wut's rong?

Steve - nothing.

Alexis - cum on.

Steve - nothing's rong.

Alexis - i agree, nothing's rong, so stop saying

nothing's rong to wut's rong cuz nothing's rong.

Steve - ok. evrything's rong.

Alexis - u noe wut u need?

Steve - u need wut u noe?

Alexis - u need a purpos.

Steve - i don't beleve in curing a sens

of loss thru reunion.

Alexis - how then cure a sens of loss?

Steve - thru reunion with the nonsens of loss.

Alexis - bak to yr purpos.

Steve - my bak is to my purpos,

wich is wy i've lost it.

Alexis - so turn around.

Steve - no, thanx.

Alexis - u don't wana see yr purpos?

Steve - i've seen it, which is y my bak is to it.

Alexis - wut is it?

Steve - i don't wana talk about it.

Dear Dr. Jip - isn't being story free inherently antisocial?

Jordan - ya noe, i thot so too befor i became story free.

i thot that accepting story ment acceptin

other peepl, but then i realized it wuz

the oposit, n i saw that story had made me

a hater. i hated other peepl n luvd story,

n the mor i luvd story, the mor i hated

other peepl cuz they didn't liv up to

the peepl in the story worlds, so i resented

them for not color-coordinating ther 

personalitys to my dramatis personae.

see, luvn story, we cannot luv. needn story,

we forget wut we need. wanting story, we'r

at war with our want. buying story, we sel

ourselvs. story is the product consistency,

the standardized procedures, the factory

farming of the wild soul, n lookn to empower

yrself thru disempowerment is strengthenin

a baloon with nails, n story is disempowerment

becuz the identification n emulation

we feel toward story characters is a toxic

mix of lookn up n lookn down. we look up

to them as paragons, so we do as they do,

yet we look down on them becuz they r

nuthn mor than fantasys concocted

to serv our needs, so in identifying with

n emulatin wut we disparage, we cum

to disesteem, disassociate from, n disempower

ourselvs. see, in the end, truth is many, n

paths r one. evryun walks into story via

the path of inate story addiction, but only

sum keep walkin n make it out of story.

most get stuk in a routine of encaging

escape; ther enthralment is encapsulated

into tiny supresiv widescreen instances

of baby safe events. they are fragmented

strains of a frustrating satisfaction who r

never in the room they'r in. ther voice is

a ded river. they r intimate only with 

the departed. they exist only upon receipt

of service. if u hav adopted a vocabulary

of being that duz nuthn but pre-confirm

yr ineptitude, then action is yr obstacl.

wd u tel me my secrets? then don't tel me a story,

for i hav lookt into the water n herd it burbl 

a beginning, a beginning, a beginning...

The Empty Stage Speaks At Last Scene

Denice - a boy is givn a sword by his father.

the boy takes the sword and chops off

his father's hed. the boy then puts his hed

into his father's hed and goes to

his mother and sez, "mother, i want 

to giv u a sword," and the mother sez,

"y r u caln me mother, father?"

so the boy cuts off the mother's hed

n hangs it on his penis. the boy

then goes on stage and begins atemptn

to reconcile his parents with a kiss.

Alexis - suddenly, the story doctor arrives!

Mick - i cd just break yr nek, boom, crak the spine

rite in haf, then reset it at a 90,

100 degree angle, so u cd

hav a much easier time of it.

Alexis - the boy, intrigued, sez

Jordan - cd it hav a swivel joint?

Alexis - the story doctor, spotting a photo op, sez

Mick - y not?

Alexis - so the boy, eager to be free of labor, sez

Jordan - great, n one more thing. ah shit, i forget

wut it wuz. man, i fukn hate that shit.

now i'm pisst. now ther's this thing in my hed

that wuz about to cum out.

Alexis - n the story doctor interrupts with

Mick - i'd even say suposed to cum out.

Alexis - n the boy agrees

Jordan - ya, suposed to cum out, but now

it's not cumn out.

Mick - now it's just going to festr n kil u.

Jordan - ya, like a splinter or a bullet or

a story doctor in my hed, absorbd

into my hed meat, like, wait, ah, i,

nope, thot i remembrd it, but it's gon.

do u c wut it's doin to me, doc?

bak n forth, in n out, i mean, like,

who's fukn in charge here?

Alexis - n to that the story doctor replyd

Mick - doing the same thing agen and agen

and forgetn u get the same results

is the definition of making lots of money

in entertainment.

Denice - and exit.

Alexis - at wich point the boy turnd his third cheek

to the audience and sed

Jordan - do we, by fighting evil, becum evil?

Denice - and exit.

Alexis - at last the empty stage got its big break.

Cathy - my favrit thing is to be ful of myself.

wen i'm not ful of myself, i feel empty, 

n wen i feel empty i just fil

myself up with myself, wich wd be

imposibl wur it not for story, 

for story is how i survive by eating 

myself.

Thorn - n so it came to be that 

finis is premise.

Mick - u’v got to see it, and that’s an order!

Denice/Jordan - inevitably, we're describing

realitys that hav ben rejected

du to an incomplete, late, or missing

application, arnt we? so the question

becums, how to convince reality

to submit its application on time,

corectly completed. or the question

becums, how mite we experience

reality without a predetermind

sens of how to do that. or the question

becums separating reality

from intuition wile also making sur

intuition remains relevant to

reality. or the question becums

not foreseeing wut u see. or the question

becums functioning without being

functional. or the question becums

how to be free wile also being good.

or the question becums getn wut u

want wile others also get wut they want.

or the question becums how mite we be

intimately detacht. or the question

becums moot cuz the question just becums.

device - if u think u feel only one aspect

of an opposit pair of reactions,

u lak this device.

Steve - aparently, tho i dispute the fact,

my purpos is to live the story of avoiding story.

Denice – how's it feel?

Steve – like faking an orgasm wile masturbating.

Denice – wo.

Steve - ya, woe is me. can u think of anything

mor woefuly woeful? it's so

woeishly woesum al i can say

is wo, horsy, toss the rope over

the branch, then slap that filly on the ass

to leve me swingin, a corndog for crows.

Denice - ther's money in story.

Steve - if ther's money in it, i don't go in.

Denice - y not?

Steve - money is an invasiv species,

and al u have to do is get a litl

on yr shoe, and it's in yr house, yr mouth,

yr pants, and it destroys evrything

in its path, even its path.

Denice - i've nevr met sumon so confident

wen not noeing wut he's talkn about.

Steve - i run myself on a broken remote.

Denice – so wut's that make you?

Steve - just another faceless figur

exiting the face-ripper-offer

that he willingly entered just to find out

who the hell rippt him off.

Denice – and it was me.

Steve - we'd make a good story.

Denice - cd storys be good.

Steve - i wish storys cd be good.

Denice – how cum?

Steve - i miss them. i miss thr hands on me.

i miss lettn them put thr grubby hands

al over me and lettin them hav thr way

with me. i miss lettn them take me

werevr theyr goin. i miss the thrill

of submittin to them, of trustn them,

of being in them and lettn them be

in me, i miss how they beleve in me

and i miss beleving in them.

Dr. Jip, peepl find hope in watchin others work for wut they want, becuz at least then u see ther r others who hope, even if they don't get it, so won't the end of story mean the end of hope, the end of hope the end of work, the end of work the end of society, n the end of society the end of humanity?

Cathy - in story theory, the word "value" is used

to describe the thing that is up for grabs

in any situation. a man wants to get

information out of a thug as to the location

of his missing daughter. wil the man get

the information? the "value" is that variabl.

now, valu is also used to describe

the worth of sumthin as wel as sumthin

someone cares deeply about, so, in this one

word we see an interesting nexus: "valu"

describes the critical element in story,

economy n morality. the intensity of our

involvement with story is directly related

to the intensity of our identification with

the values being referenced in the story,

just as the intensity of our involvment in

the economy or morality is directly

related to the intensity of our identification

with what things r worth n wut kinds of

values peepl shd or shd not hav. so, story 

is, as we say, a sister city to economy n

morality. wil the absence of story mean 

the deth of the economy, the colapse of

morality, n the atendant extinction of

the human race? I doubt yr surprised

wen i say quite the oposit. we look to story,

we get consumed by story, as a spiritual

antithesis, an emotional release valve,

to our being consumed by the exchange

values of the economy n the moral values

of society, for neither the exchange nor

the moral values adequately address 

wut we real r n need, so to watch others

strugl to acquire the values they need

is satisfying amidst so much disaffection,

yet it is here that we see the way in wich

story is a vast dumping ground for

potential change. insted of saying

there must be a better way to determine

valu than thru the market, we watch

a story. insted of saying, ther must be

a betr way than inflicting our moral

values on others, we read a story.

story is wut we do wen we don't want

to do anything, but it's time to do sumthn.

it's time to stop accepting a world in wich

extinction, denaturation n competition

r maintaind as values so that story can

maximize its profit margins. if u liv

with sumone n they'r killin u, going out

at nite alon n watching them suffer

in sum show created by yr rich naybor

is not a solution to yr problem. if u

like acting so much, act. wen story

disappears, this immense reservoir

of transformativ energy wil sweep

the planet, n we wil finaly behold

wut's posibl wen the obvius ideal

we see so intent on keeping out

of our house finaly gets to move in.

story is wut's keeping work n thot

n action from having real valu.

it's upholding a system of false values

to uphold a world of false values

that give it valu, a value utterly false.

The Subscription Children Service Scene

Alexis - formula is here.

Denice - wut duz he want?

Alexis - he wants the child.

Denice - he's taken al my childrn.

y can't he leve me just one child?

Alexis - he must hav al the childrn, for if he

lets one liv free of him, that one may save

anothr one, n that one another,

n so on, until al the childrn r

living free, n then wut?

Denice - then al the childrn wil be free!

Alexis - free to wut? free to say things like,

"b mor humbl and u wil stumbl

less on yr mumbl then as u bumbl

n rumbl others wil grumbl less

at yr jumbl as u crumbl n

tumbl away" and then folo that with

"i try to hear my dotr, but i lak

the rite device, by wich i mean

the rite intrauterine device,"

n then say, "i submit myself to u

under the assumption u r an

amateur psychiatrist," n sort of

half conclude with "ther's commercial valu

in chopping dumps into bits n selling 

those bits as cars cuz penguins need cars

n penguins are the futur in the sens

of being so the futur they'v alredy gon

to another party." u call that free?

i cal that dialogical pollution.

Denice - i wil not let formula take my child.

Alexis - u canot fite formula. he wil destroy u.

he has the power of evryun who evr

existed. it's as if u say u wil fite

evryun, and that is a lot of peepl.

Denice - i'd rather be rite and insane than rong

and indifferent to the murder of

my childrn at the hands of formula!

Alexis - so wut wil u do?

Denice - i wil run.

Alexis - wer wil u go? formula is evrywer!

formula is yr fantasy, yr feelings,

yr freedom, yr friend.

Denice - let him enter, n u wil c.

Thorn - hey.

Denice - how may i help u?

Thorn - wow, u look great today.

Denice - thank u.

Thorn - no, i mean it. ther's sumthn

so sensual and vibrant about yr look.

Denice - thank u.

Thorn - it's just so refreshing to see sumone

who not only duzn't seem to hav

anything to hide, but also al that stuf

she cd be hiding but isn't is just

so deliteful and interesting to look at.

Denice - thank u.

Thorn - it's actualy kind of freeing to look at u.

Denice - thank u.

Thorn - like normaly lookn at sumone can be

sumwut, u noe, tediusly enthralling,

but with u it's not, like, with u

the actual act of looking at u sumhow

contains no sensation other than a pure

desire to see mor of wut i'm lookn at.

Denice - thank u.

Thorn - anyhow, great to c u.

Denice - wait. didn't u cum for sumthn?

Thorn - sure did. i came to hav a look at u.

Denice - but yr child. don't u want yr child?

Thorn - wut child?

Denice - my child, our child.

Thorn - we hav a child?

Denice - u r formula, u hav cum for my child,

wich is our child, as u r its father,

for formula fathers al the childrn.

Thorn - O, ya, rite. see, actually, that whole thing

stoppt about a year and a half ago.

ther's no formula anymor.

Denice - no formula?

Thorn - nope.

Denice - so who r u?

Thorn - wel, nobody's realy sure, but they think

i'm sum kind of device that basically

makes u forget wut u've made, so soon as

u make sumthn, yr like, wow, that's cool,

n u look at it and yr like, who made that?

n sumbody usuly sez, no un noes,

so u say, wel, i want un, so who do i

talk to, n sumon usuly sez,

u can talk to me, so u say, how much

is that thing, n they usaly say,

wel, it's wutevr u got, so u giv em

wutevr u got, n it's yrs, agen,

cuz actuly u made it, but u don't

remembr makin it, n it's perfect

cuz it's evrything u evr wanted,

wich makes sens, since u made it, so like

basicly it's this device wer evryun's

makn things n then forgetn they

made em n then payin wutevr

to whoever to get bak wut they made

but don't remembr makn, and that's cool

til, O, shit, this thing just broke, so yr like,

ok, i'l go talk to the maker, but u

don't noe who made it, cuz u made it but

u'v forgotn u made it, so that thing

u bot with wutevr u had, it's now

totaly fukn useless, but that's ok

cuz u'r stil makn things n forgetn

u made them n buying things u made

with wutevr u got n it's mostly

good n largely profitabl for sumone

u'r not allowd to meet, but problem is

ther's starting to be al these broken

things around, n since nobody noes who

made em, so like who's responsibl

for fixing em or disposing of em

or wut exactly r they even, i mean,

ther's like no one to talk to about

any of this, so thers basicly

these huge piles of shit appearing

evrywer, but that's genraly ok

cuz in certain societies a lot

of peepl hav learnd to make a prety

helthy livn off huge piles of shit,

like childrn can play on huge piles of shit

wile thr parents pik thru the huge piles

of shit, u noe, it's like a kind of huge

pile of shit sweden situation,

n ther are seagulls n raccoons

n grizzlies n seals n whales n great apes,

al just luvn the fuk outa this huge

pile of shit, n then prety soon the huge

pile of shit takes to talkn, n it sez,

"y the fuk r u raping my emotions?

who sed it's a just system that u shd make

a living by fuking my emotions?

i want sum fuking emotional

privacy, u emotional fukrs!"

but, of cors, no un listens, cuz who the fuk

cares about what sum huge pile of shit

has to say, so the huge pile of shit goes

ann frank. it begins to burro deeper

n deeper, it's hiding, it's hiding, but

then sumone sez, "hey, u shd hear this new song,"

n as th'r crying with joy at the clever

beuty of this new song, the huge pile

of shit is just banging its hed agenst

the underside of the pavement, screaming,

"yr paying to get fuckt! yr paying to hav

yr emotional core scraped out of u

like a pumpkin so u can be carvd

into a sik jak o lantern that smiles

for a wile but then it starts to rot

n stink n it just sits ther, sunken,

putrid n burnd out on the front porch,

irelevant in the wake of its

holiday glow, n that's wut yr doin

to me, u fuks." so, no, no mor formula.

Denice - so wut am i to do with this child?

Thorn - i suggest u turn it into a

subscription service that makes money

by turning children into subscription

services in sum kind of murkily

co-beneficial crash-n-recover loop.

Denice - won't that make good writing a bunch of words

that r realy glad to be together

cuz they don't get along?

Thorn - yr far too good 

lookn for me to concentrate

enuf to answer that question.

Denice - thank u.

Device - this device

is the final epic for a world in wich

each person is the people's hero

if they accept deth by life in this device.

Steve - i think i'm gona go to a sho.

Thorn - no, yr not.

Steve - i wana go to a sho.

Thorn - no, u don't. u mite think u wana go

to a sho, but yr lookn for sumthn els.

Steve - i'm lookn for a sho.

Thorn - yr lookn for yr feelings.

Steve - theyr in the sho.

Thorn - no theyr not.

Steve – so wer r they?

Thorn – they'r in u.

Steve – in me.

Thorn – ya, in u.

Steve – like in sum forest of feelings.

Thorn – in yr forest of feelings.

Steve – ok, so like wen u first enter 

the forest of feelings, u think u'v found 

yr feelings, but then u see other feelings 

among the feelings, scampring bak n forth

behind other feelings, n u realize

u maybe havn't found yr feelings;

u'v found sum feelings, but ther r other,

hardr to find, deeper in the dark feelings,

n then u wonder, r these al my feelings,

n if so, wut makes them my feelings?

do i own these feelings, like they sprang

original from me, do i alone

produce these feelings, n then u realize

theyr in u but yr not sur theyr yrs, cuz

these feelings wander from forest to forest,

so to figur out wich feelings r yrs,

u put up a fence around yr forest,

but then al the feelings start to dy, cuz

theyr isolated from other feelings,

and there's no cross-feeling procreation,

i mean, felings hav a huge habitat range,

and soon yr feelings r al sik n dying

n starving cuz they'v eaten evrything

in thr plot, so u take the fence down and

u tag al yr feelings and u trak them

with equipment as they wander from

forest to forest, but then it's like

yr feelings r in others' forests,

n others' feelings r in yr forest,

n the feelings start to adapt and change

accordn to thr environment, n so

even tho yr feelings are tagged they'v

started to behave mor like others' feelings,

and others' feelings, cuz they'r so often

in yr forest, r actn like yr feelings,

so now yr just totaly befuddld

as to whose feelings r wut and wer and y,

so u reach for the formula, n the formula

fixes evrything cuz it sez, "yes,

yr feelings are my feelings n my feelings

r yr feelings n in that we r goin

to find the ultimate connection" but

becuz being felt up by yr own feelings

can feel kinda creepy, we hav the formula,

wich u drink and it helps u basicly

stop worrying about whose feelings are whose

and it just lets u feel up and be felt up

by sum feelings, and it feels realy good.

Thorn - see u at the sho.

video

device - this device is being in wut yr watching

as u create it by being created

by this device, wich beats eternal youth

as it embeds the wisdom of almost ded

into the panic of might not be born.

Jordan - wer r u?

Steve - i'm ther.

Alexis - wer?

Steve - ther.

Denice - wer ther?

Steve - at the sho.

Thorn - me too, but wer r u?

Steve - ther.

Mick - wer?

Steve - at the sho.

Cathy - wer at the sho?

Steve - in yr hand.

Thorn - in my hand?

Steve - at the sho, in yr hand.

Denice - in my hand?

Steve - at the sho.

Mick - that's u?

Steve - yes, it's me.

Jordan - u'r my device?

Steve – uhhu.

Alexis - but who hav i ben talking to?

Steve - me.

Cathy - i've ben talking to my device?

Steve - uhhu.

Denice - u don't exist?

Steve - of course i exist. i'm yr device.

Alexis - but u seemd like someone else.

Steve - that's wut u ordered.

Jordan - wut i ordered?

Steve - u ordered me to seem like someone else. don't u remember?

Mick - no.

Steve - u did. u pusht a button and u ordered me.

Thorn - i did?

Steve - don't u remember?

Cathy - no.

Steve - maybe u pusht the button by mistake.

Jordan - i think i did.

Steve - that's ok, cuz i'm sure u'll stil get charged for it.

Denice - i will?

Steve - of course u will, cuz, like, here i am, at the sho, with u. how do i look?

