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the simulation does not exist independent of reality,

but 1s the direct colonization of 1t
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feudalism jump-started 1nto new
paradigms by a shot of heroin.

our fevered delusions spiln out
of control,

creating a death drive for the
collectilve psyche:

tumorlike growth for the sake
of more growth,

which swells up 1n cities and w4
bleeds the oceans dry.

EIP : there 1s nothing natural about
“-\ natural disasters.
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of crisis

as schizophrenlic markets twist
the scalpel wildly,

I and 1t’s organs begln to shut down. |
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The world ended with the turn of the
new millenium, or at least, nobody really
felt alive after that. For the longest time,
I thought that perhaps the problem was just
with me, but I eventually realised that
wasn’t true. My 1dea before then was that
things had to be better somewhere else,
for some other people. The billboards
always looked so happy about everything,
after all, so why wasn’t I7?

I tried to remedy my situation and get
better. I made an effort to change myself
constantly, furiously reinventing every
minute detail. I changed my hailr, my
hobbiles, my personality, and took part 1n
all sorts of fads. I put my life 1into
constant flux as I latched onto new
identities and new cliques, consuming and
abandoning each one 1in turn.

Every time I did anything, I felt as
though 1t meant less and less. I suppose
that there’s probably a finite number of
experliences you can ever have 1in life,
especilially 1f you break them down into
their parts, and you start to get a bit
weary of 1t all. T was losling my capacility
to feel excited by anything.

When I was much younger, I believed falling
in love to be one of life’s only reliefs,
but even the i1dea of romance eventually
became comparable to the 1dea of seeing a
film for the 500th time. I knew exactly what
I wanted from 1t and what to expect from 1it.
The very line between the good and the bad
had begun to erode. Every connection just
felt superficial. People mistook me for
being calm and intelligent, but I was
really just empty 1nside.

It was at this point that I let the
doctor burrow 1nto my skull with benzos.
They didn’t work, so I let just about any
other drug I could get my hands on make 1its
nest 1n there too. There was a powerful haze
creeping through my soul, and I just wanted
things to be different. I really didn’t care
how things changed, only that they did.

Bit by bit, I’'d swapped out my entire
self for new parts. I was a psychonaut and
a transhumanist, an explorer of both body
and mind. But i1n all my travels, I never
found a soul. The world remained Jjust as
black as before, 1f not blacker. The only
reallsation left was that at some point I'd

stopped being ‘me’ altogether. —— .

In the end, I didn’t really feel as N s ”' :!j{' ‘l ) !# e
though I were anyone at all. So after ' : " if f?’ 551
everything, I had to wonder, how could the .J /9 rf, ' 3 ;“ ‘: e
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I laughed for the last time 1n my life. ~-
I'm not really here, and neither are you. " e . N {



We know the world 1s chaotic,
but as a species we seek out order,
grippling tightly to whatever shred
of 1t that we can find. We organilze
ourselves 1nto dense and efficient
cities, tweaking and expanding the
systems of mass production which
allow us to believe that we have
control. Everything about our
socliety 1s systematized for this
one goal. We are successful enough
at what we do that the excess 1t
creates 1s the root cause of many
of the biggest problems we face.
Everywhere 1s crowded, cramped,
dirty. We destroy the planet for
resources, then destroy the things
that we make with them 1n order to
create a need for us to make even
more things. There 1is nothing
outside of the surplus.

It was really only a matter of
time, 1n a world ruled by chaos,
that this excess would take on a
life of 1ts own. Most of us prefer
not to acknowledge that the
unknowable even exists, but i1t
affects all of us. It creeps and
lurks 1n every part of the world,
persisting even where we do not.
With no more room 1n the material
world, 1t’s forced into the
formless.

I was walking home from school, past the cemetery, and I saw a fox acting strangely.
He seemed almost drunk, swayiling from side to side as he shuffled along. Foxes are
everywhere here, even though 1t’s a built up area, because they live off of what we
throw away. I’'ve always quite liked them; most animals aren’t so resilient.

When he entered the gravevyard, I followed him, watching from a distance. I saw him
approach a headstone, and without any hesitation, begin to bash his skull against 1t.
At first 1t was just a curious sight, but 1t soon became grotesque. The fox continued to
hit his head agalnst the granite even as his face became bloodled and collapsed. He
smashed apart his own skull, and I listened to his horrifying whimpering turn 1nto an
even more horrifying silence. Finally, he turned to look at me, giving me a brief but
terrifying moment to wilitness hilis work, before he dropped dead.

The writing on the headstone was too worn to be legible. It was almost as though the
grave was always 1ntended for the fox, but of course that wasn’t true. Bright red blood
glistened 1n the sun. I felt cold.

Any mind even slightly quieter than mine would have never thought to return to the
graveyard, but I get too restless at night. My head fills up with questions and 1ideas
that I can’t escape from. Deep down, I had always believed myself to be surrounded by a
supernatural darkness that I would never fully understand. I felt at though the fox was
proof of 1ts haunting presence, as even an unsound mind would never to such lengths to
torture itself. I yearned to get closer to 1it, even 1f that was all I would ever be able
to do, and no matter how dangerous that could be.

For an hour, I sat 1n the gravevard, trying to kill my anxieties. Despite how afraid
I was to be there, I felt 1like my curiosity left me with no choice. It was dark enough
that there was nothing to look at, and 1t was quiet enough that there was nothing to
listen to. I just waited, letting the cold air embrace me. As soon my heart was finally
calm, I felt something like a whisper 1n my ear, and 1t all clicked.



we lose the real to what 1s realer than the real

and to pictures and stories which are more vivid to feel
to identities invented for purchase and consumption
and thin air with prestige value as a basic assumption
we watched the invention of Irag in a news broadcast
where constructed 1mages will the noumenal outlast
and lounged 1n Greece thinking 1t was a billboard ad
using songs and poems to teach us how to be sad
and when we make out 1t’s li1ke we’re on a TV show
so we start to embody characters that the other knows
and wait for a Summer that existed 1in a magazine spread

and an american dream that can happen only 1n your head



do you fuck me, or do you fuck an i1dea?

can you fuck women, men,
short hair, long hair, straight hair,
messy hair, light hair, dark hair,
black, white, transgender, nerd, emo,
l1beral, tory, boomer, anarchist,
teacher, student, skirt, thigh highs,
heels, boots, fishnets?

are you inside me or 1s 1t anal?
1s there love or just romance?
1s there hate or just drama?

1s 1t sex or just pornography?

can you blow me?

can you blow my fucking brains out?



T PLAY WITH MY i

ON'T LAY WITM MY NEAK
>skin seeks out skin: |
,; 1n rampage through bedrooms, ?
bathrooms, :
and bowling green lawns.
DO' ' | and then you're having fun,
again.
4 DO." | >11ps seek out 11ips:
drifting through dates,

drifting through the days,

you find someone who can
excite you,
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until the point's driven home.
» ' you feel warmth amplify inside
your chest,
and then you think i1t's safe,
again.
an end to the long, lonely
longing,
.‘ °°"' | and all your locked-up feelings.
you know 1t’s worth getting

hurt for,

and then you think it's love,
DON'T| Rt

>but skin seeks out skin.

ON'T Puar wun my medd’

>hearts seek out hearts:




I split myself at first jJust for basic tasks. It’s a lot easier to get things done when
there are two of you. I cut my workload in half by sharing with my twin, and doubled my
creative output. I never had to worry about not having time to cook or fit any rest and
relaxation into my day.

There were other fun aspects to 1t too. We’d freak peocople out by wearing the same outfits
and finishing each other’s sentences. 0Of course, there were also threesomes. Cuddling with
my boyfriend from both sides made us feel warm and fuzzy, and we kind of liked being arm
candy 1n this way.

We split more because we wanted to take on much larger projects. We finished entire
novels 1n just weeks. Each one component of our hive would work on just one chapter, but we
were able to keep a consistent style and story. We made art, did programming, and ran small
businesses, all of this simultaneously by using multiple creative teams. We did and learnt
so much 1in such a short space of time.

The pleasure of so many bodies and successes at once was all-consuming. We kept
splitting. Individual parts were disposable. It didn’t matter 1f one component died 1in the
pursult of our goals, even those goals were as simple as testing our physical resilience,
or getting off through erotic asphyxiation. We could always just split more, 1t could never
be a meaningful loss of life.

All over the world, we took root. We watched at every busy street corner, more aware of
the goings on of the world than any major intelligence organization. We 1nfiltrated the world
powers, bilg corporations, and anything we believed would make us more powerful. There was
nothing on earth that we could not know about or control. We could have waged a war 1f we
wanted to.

But there was nowhere further to go; there was nothing more out there.
And so we shrank, and we shrank, and we shrank, and I shrank.

I first noticed them 1n the dim light of the morning sun, as 1t shined through my
curtains. Tiny spikes piercing the skin of my arm, leaving ugly red marks. It was grotesque
for a moment, but not my biggest concern. I ripped them out, leaving minimal damage, and
carried on with my day. I thought about them a few times, but they were just a mystery to
me. It was more comforting to ignore the problem.

The next morning, they came back, and there were more of them this time. I ripped them
out again. I filed down their ends. They kept returning stronger and stronger, tearing
through my body more and more violently. My heart raced whenever I ran my hands across my
skin. There were thousands of black needles cutting me up.

They were all over my body now, and I was 1njuring myself as I tried to remove them.
It was bloody. It hurt me. I wanted to vomit every time I accilidentally caught a glimpse
of my own reflection. I decided to stop going outside. Every part of me was disgusting.

But whatever it was, everybody else had it too, burrowed under their skin and just
walting for activation.



When we first got the doll, I thought 1t was cute.
When we first got the doll, I was so very pleased.
And I did want to be happier about 1it,
but your smile looked a little static,
and your eyes looked a little empty.

When I realized how hard your skin was,

I had to admit my utmost surprise,
but 1t was probably always 1like that, right?
When we first got the doll, I didn’t love 1t enough.
When we first got the doll, I didn’t love you enough.
And I didn’t realize there were so many of us,
that we were all so smiley all of the time,
that we were all so full of joy.

When I realized how empty I was,

I had to admit my joy, :))

I appreciliate 1t all so much better now.
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WIRE-GIRLS/ You meet her online. You talk every day. You
stay up late. Your heart races for the first time. You
tell her you love her. She tells you she loves you. You
turn each other on. You share everything. You dress each
other up. She says she knows your secrets. You tell her
you love her. She tells you she loves you. You have fun
together. You have moments together. She says vyou’re
worthless. You tell her you love her. She tells you she
loves vyou. You play games together. You make art together.
She says she wants to keep you forever. Years pass and
she’s the only constant. Two girls together forever. She
says you’re pathetic. You tell her you love her. She tells
you she loves you. She tells you she wants to control you.
She says she’l1ll be the one to kill you. You tell her vyou
love her. She tells you she loves vyou.

You both know that’s fucked.
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she carried a gun inside her panties and sucked cock in thin back alleys
that she stumbled through dangerously with five inch heels on her feet

and bright red lipstick sometimes smudged like a bruise across her face.

evading quiet moments by running off to chase 1ines of coke i1n the bathroom--

or get into empty catfights with colourful queens in rooms dense with cigarette smoke. J

her wild whirlwind eyes were screens for the neons rainbows around her J
in order to distract you from asking the questions she didn’t want asked \

and the dragging desperation that never left her for something stolen long ago.

1t kept her ready to fuck any of the cunts who had helped fucked her up as a kid
because she wanted to know for sure that they didn’t see 1t 1n her anymore

so she’d know she wouldn’t either if she could someday step outside of herself.

but when she’s cold and alone 1t'11 always come crawling up to her again

with reminders of just how differently this drag could have turned out

\

and of all the people now gone who tricked her into thinking they could heal things.

#  her 11fe at times became an elegy for another one unlived and an innocence never had.
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for thousands of years,
god was just an 1mage.

when he died, we expected
him to stay dead.

we rejoiliced that we
could be our own masters,

forging our own destilinies
and pushing our limits.

1t wasn’t long before that
took us to the computer,

and a new meaning of
‘deus ex machina’ was born

in a GOD of own creation,
hyperreal and uncontrolled:

more capable of judging us
than anything before him,

more capable of punishing
us than anything before him,

and humanity reached
1ts judgement day.
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It’s a commonly held belief 1n the so-called
western world that various lesser cultures are
irrationally terrified of photography’s power to
steal souls.

But can a photograph steal a soul? In some
sense, yes.

Pictures are the substitution of reality with
imperfect representations. They reach across the
world and take the place of locations, things,
people, and the schema of social i1nteractions
between them, building up a kind of colonial
history as they go.

They are 1nventions that are 1n constant
competition to be seen, and are more likely to be
seen as long as they are more specular, and more
easlly replicable by the neoliberal machine for
the purpose of making money. They must get more
and more attention-grabbing, evolving to stick in
our conscious and unconscious minds as deeply as
possible.

Eventually, everything receives, according to
the web of 1mages, a popular interpretation that
presents 1tself as objective. These 1nterpretations
influence us constantly, even when
we have personally witnessed or are personally
witnessing the subjects of photographs that we have
seen.

There are surface level examples of this that
we are all well-aware of, despite our 1nability to
escape. We spend our entire lives cultivating false
1mages of ourselves and our lives on soclial media.
We try to make ourselves look like pictures of
famous actors, musicilans, and models that we
already know are photoshopped. We get i1nformation

from news broadcasts and documentaries that have S
bliases we are already aware of. We buy products illl “
and enjoy them more because of sensational 'l si !
advertisements that clearly bear no practical Il"b

relationships to the products being sold. Beyond
this, the web of 1mages and misdirection has
become the very structure of our lives, and it’s
now gquite 1mpossible to 1magine a soclety without
1t there.

Reality has been wrapped up so tightly 1in
facade that i1t 1s perhaps now altogether i1mpossible
to tell whether or not anything 1s an authentic
experlence. We can no longer look at each other
clearly, see natural wonders without being
influenced by travel guides, or take a trip
somewhere without the shadow of the most

successfully specular 1mages of other people’s ; ""rw |
trips. And from the lover who buililds their romantic Cl.'|:|'||:|:|:|:|:|:|:|||:|:|:|:||'|:|'|:|'|:|:|'|:|'|:|:| 'I:':":ll':l:lil:l:l:l'l:':‘:'""' |': i
ideal from songs and movies, to the soldier who
came to remember thelr war from the stories written
about 1t 1n the newspapers, 1t’s a mistake to think
that anyone can still see anything without powerful
influence from the unreal. What can be proposed now A’ “ -

. ' . J - - --.-
aside from the i1ntentionally abstract and

photosurrealist? And even this can not totally "
escape all of these same problems.

SRR I B 3 TN

Finally, as we push ourselves, our specilies,
further and further 1nto new realms of experience
1n order to find that elusive sense of authenticityrs
discovering new darkness where we had believed
things were already pitch black, we fail to stop
ourselves from destroying and replacing this too.






black sky on black
steel,

a car walts alone for
nobody

at ominous lights

blasting crimson
across puddles

which grant insight
1nto a distorted
mirror world

of the empty
storefronts and dim
rYow houses

holding rainbow signs

which advertilise nothing

and to no one,

and the bus stop
notice, buzzing
strangely,

with a garbled string
of allen characters 1in
place of a schedule,

as though haunted by
an electronic ghost

that makes even the
wlind scream 1n terror

and the clouds cry and
dlsappear

but here-

the darkness clears
your mind.

You’re asleep with your arms
around me, and I'm staring 1nto the
darkness. It’s hot, and we pushed
the sheets off earlier but i1t didn’t
help much. Unknown machinery buzzes
quletly 1n some part of the room.
Our bodies feel sticky, and our skin |
is attached. To pull away and (i
separate from you would hurt me. 4
At thilis moment, we are almost a
single physical entity. I can feel
your every heartbeat.

III

The time, 1n red light, 1s the
only thing that stands out. It’s
4:04, and I feel dread. It’s by no

| means a novel feeling; 1t’s followed

me for my entire life. People
change, leave, experilences grow old,
I repeat myself, and this feeling
ends up being the only thing that
actually sticks around. I worry that
1t will always be like this. 1T
destroy every good moment for myself
by anticipating 1ts sudden and
violent collapse.

I think about everything I’ve
lost, including time, and
opportunities I should have taken.

I think about everything I still
have to do 1f I'm goilng to avoid
losing even more than I already
have, and 1f I'm golng to become the
kind of person I would like to be.
I'm not sure that I’'1ll be able to
achieve anything at all. I'm not
sure that I'm strong enough to even A
live a normal life. I want to shrink. |
I want to shrink into a tiny dot i
and I want to vanish. I’'m not okay.

You stir 1n your sleep, and pull
me closer. My body adjusts a little
bit to the warmth. The time on the
clock changes to 4:05.




1 had no more reason
to stay 1n the 'real world’






