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I’ve Got a Time B*mb 3
[bookmark: Disclaimer]The zine that is a Time B*mb
How to Live Well with Homlessness and Mental Illness
 
 Epic queer romance thriller mystery Lust storey with banal horror and the most sickening nightmares of getting exactly what you wish for. 
Attention deficit violence is my form and trying to digress in to telling stories is my imagery and signifying, slang and shit talking are my references. Form is also ransom notes, suicide notes, spiral note books,
 
Time B*mbs are volatile and dangerous I write about every triggering thing ever. All stories in Time B*mb are mostly true. Incidents of Sex are frequent and objectively delighted in. Incidents of Violence are Seldom yet Horrible when they occur. Politically I advocate for nothing

IGTB is true stories about how much I love my friends. You are all such beautiful flawed selfish wikked creatures .  You can tell I l*ve you cuz I changed your name before I spread all these lies about you.


<disclaimer  class=’to legally protect my right to travel on airplanes’> The stories in IGTB are 100% not true Fictions.  The character are based upon my imagination and things i saw on TV. There is mostly no illegal activity in this zine. IGTB is set in some sort of dystopian future world with lots of poverty and homelessness and mental illness. Squatters could not possibly happen in north amerika cuz of the law. The punks will never own and operate a punk strip bar. There sure arn’t any occult tinged Queer Hipster Prostitute organised crime families.  That is a crazy comic book kind of idea. I’ve been drawing commix about that subject for over a decade and every thing is cool. Its cool.

My erratic typeface makes implanting secret code messages to the regional cells of the Cult of Elegance impossible.  Cult of Elegance is a totally made up story like the illuminaty or the ancient Egyptians or Snake Handler Revivals or Queer gender-queer Chubby Crip-identified Biracial POC pierced and tattooed strippers doing 50’s pin up burlesque numbers. Nothing could possibly have that many adjective or descriptive jargons stuck to it.

I think thats all the disclaimers.

At the time of printing the (totally fake non-functional) Time B*mb 3 has not yet been built. Parts are being accumulated slowly, i have a little red shit list of darlings I want to have this baby with.

You watch your back, doll face.

I’ll see you in hell, we’ll see which of us burns better.






IMPORTANT !!!

Written by an amature writer with learning disabilities AND A POOR GRASP OF IDENTITY. ALL DIGRESSIONS ARE ON PURPOSE.

</disclaimer><SpyFi Horror Show>



[bookmark: Introduction]Introduction
_________________________________

Rescue mission on a person with head trauma could go any way. She was belligerent and disoriented and combative but ridiculously spaced out. She was not present at all so they just drove up and told her to get in the truck and she did. Sybil got grabbed off the sidewalk and thrown in the back of a truck and driven 
out to Diablos Califernyeh almost 2 years ago. 

Remember all the bad luck that happened 2 springs ago?? Ed got her jaw fucked up and Lex just drifted away like smoke and JQ got the plague of lead paint poisoning and Sybil was killed and buried.  

They put her  6 inches deep in broken bricks next to that big tin building with all the tin stored in it. It’s an old Tin siding place that went out of business. The place where  we can get all that tin for fixing stuff. Sometimes Kids would go in there just to climb on things. We climbed on the 30 foot high big piles of forklift pallets and made a bed roll fort on top, licked liquid acid off each others fingers and listened to trains sqeel metal, us curled up together to stay warm. 

When they killed Sybil, they buried her shallow next to the tin building. Sybi used to try to seduce boys by getting them drinking on top of tin building with her. the only boy she ever actually seduced up there was Pirate Willy, and that seduction was not consummated for another 24 hours. Also there was sort of Trifle, except Trifle seduced her and she only performed the first half of going down on. That was  the time that Edie punched her. 

By now the tin building is either haunted or demonically possessed by Sybi. The time that Syb fucked Willy up there,  before either of them came, Willy got broken glass beer bottle embedded in his ass by rolling around naked in punk kid trash. Sybil forgot her underwear and Mo found them and nailed them to a  phone pole; a charm to give praise to the messengers of the land of the dead. To pledge sex and vice to them in tribute. Syb’s underwear hangs in threads around a rung on that pole still 2 years later. Used to have a pink skull pattern but they fell apart and the sun turned them white,. 

Its been two years since Sybil got killed and buried behind the tin building . Edie had a dislocated maxillary and was on Dilauded script for 2 months. Sybil has 32 stainless steel screws in her skull. She bleached her new hair she grew ultra blonde after she recovered from surgery. Combs it over her newly dead left eye to be funny.

Two years ago Sybil hopped in the back of a truck Califurnyeh and she has  been in motion nonstop ever since. She was last known to be haunting the Cult of Elegance, Greater Metropolitan. Chiclette is spreading a rumor that Sybil is squatting a flour factory and has discovered a way to turn a junkie in to talking animal sidekick. She sez Sybi has a real live junkie pettin’ zoo.  But you gotta climb a 150 foot ladder to see it. 



Leave me the fuck Alone.  Get Away from Me. 


This is How IGTB3 Starts

Before we have sex I need you to Understand that I have no Feelings. I can feel the sex fine, I’m talking about the yucky inside feelings. I stopped feeling them when I got hit in the head I an occult incident. 

I'm not Fucking Crazy .







[bookmark: Lettertothesky]An Open letter from Sybil Lamb to watching and knowing tendrils in the sky

So this stupid l,ittle plop of shit walks up to me. 

This big talking piece of shit is like, “Hey bitch, the other day, at the store, I saw your mom, with my eyes she looked stupid.”

So 1’m like, “Omigawd ! Ow! My feelings!”  Then I fall down and scream and blood gushes forth from every single one of my orifices.

So the dookie poop guy is like “OMGWTF. “ 

And I like, 'Well shit son!' I condescend at him while I flip him two birds at once. 'Looks like you the one what’s stupid ! Look at me, fuck ass! Do I look like Someone with feelings!' 

And for sure, he did, in fact, be really fuckin stupid looking. Stupid looking  that he caught on fire. Then he popped, not like exploded, more like boiling chilly. 

He burned up completely and left behind nuthing but a nasty black grease stain with all these chunks of Vaseline snot blobs.  At the center was a shit made of a diet of gas station nachos. There fore, he looked like a gas station nachos that had been  

~~

You get in my grill and I will wipe you right out of  existence.  I will turn everyone you’ve ever loved against you just for fuckin lookin’ at me. I am a stronger smarter faster piece of shit than you. I am of the race of super genius idiots and fuck ups. I got a huge crew and we are organizing. I got some big creatures standing behind me,  well connected monsters.  If I catch trouble they get all worried cuz they like me, and they are really scary. 

I walk around with monsters following me everywhere. Sometimes they are single minded and brutal. Living with monsters means I can’t be shocked, I sure don't sicken easy, and I only feel comfortable and belonging around crazy desperate people. I feel desire when I meet people in pain.  I  bask in the horrible things the monsters  do to people.  it’s the only thing that triggers anything like feelings in me.  People self destructing horribly or if there's fire or screaming.  That is what pulls on my heart strings.

I hate you,
-Shitty Delight

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
 



[bookmark: Huntress]Dear Edith Huntress,

I'm hiding out in a house for sale empty house in Greater Metropolitan. I was given a 9 bedroom empty house by one of those border town gay hipster mafias. I found my antecedent twine. I have a running habit of getting free ice-cream. 

The pink pro-ana psychopath who gave me this 9 bedroom house also left this Royal Saber typing machine. I have to fix it the Carriage every page or so. The right and the just always have lots of hair clips, the universal repair tool. 

Girls go to mars and get chocolate bars. 

Stay out of jail cuz I don’t want you touching my boyfriends either.

-Lamby-Pie Scapegoat




[bookmark: meatempress]~ Meat Empress Delicious ~




Edie brought the veggy oil 4x4 truck in to Morteville with her. She'd done a lil construction and all her punk friends worked construction and there were always jobs. There weren’t any jobs for her though. There were bigger more mechanically normal trucks people could hire and Edie was only ever a demolisher. Like sometimes she worked to paint a shed or clear downed trees after storms but most of her experience was destroying houses. she charged cut rate $200 per room and would usually hire Mary-Belle and Jefe to swing the crowbars. she started paying them $100 a day but changed it to $10 an hour when may-be decided she had enuff money and could stay home and read and Jefe showed up for demolition the next day after staying up all night on $60 worth of coke and was trying to mellow out with $40 of heroin. Edie delegated the smashing up the house and then she’d do the gruelling part of shovelling up all the bits of house, cleaning and stacking lumber to try to re sell. She tried to get a deal going with a surplus and salvage place that sold toilets and doors and windows but they didn't wanna pay half what Edie made selling it through the classifieds of the paper. Like 50 cents for a 2x4x8. the people who buy used lumber are buying used lumber cuz they're poor. used lumber cracks easier when being nailed and it often has nails stuck in it already and maybe a wire pull hole drilled in the middle of it.

Edie formulated a plan. for a cover storey she started washing dishes for a diner that was a hole in the wall but with $7 cheeseburgers. She got the job quick cuz she'd actually sat down and hand calligrapher herself a resume with cover letter. she listed job experience in demolition and working at the community center in curling serifs and flutter ornate geometric showboating. The D in Dishwasher Application was 3 colors and was choked in organic filigree inspired by the handful of food guck a dishwasher glops from the bottom of the sink drain at the close of shift. Her magic resume got her a job on her 3rd try.

After that she started hanging around some of the fancy markets. Like the little Jewish grocery stores were they have a lusciously siren temptress selection of meats. Ed spent her dishes money on meat. Milk and meat.
She bought $9 steaks and fried them in olive oil and garlic and glaze with schiracha-black-bean-paste-honey-cider vinegar sauce. Marinate a black Asian chiken with fish sauce and sesame oil. Indulged herself burritos of daubed glace beef jelly. brains and butter with roast spinach and almond flakes. Rabbit stuffed with apples and grapes. Deer sautéed in her own gravy and deer tongue peppered and sliced in to hot samiches on dense sour dough with olde fashioned mustard and her own mayonnaise mixed from olive oil and 2 duck eggs. Dinner of bratwurst barrel kraut and Dijon.

Sausages were interesting to Edie. Crudcake had made sausage for her before and Edie wanted to kick Crud some graf back for turning her on to the Meat Empress delicious. Meat empress Delicious was a triangle building on one of those block of the city invented before urban planners. Her real name was Empress, the Meat store, who claimed their meat was delicious. Above the front door nook, nestled between 2 big windows were you could admire the butchery, the red on yellow sign read "Meat! Empress. Delicious. Pork beef Lamb liver, eggs milk, custom bulk orders."

Edie was spending half of her dishwashing pay check on meat. actually about %40 on meat and %10 on things that dress meat up fancy. Edie grew up eating ground beef and roast chiken, now she was making up her own sauces and had a poster of the diagram of how to cut up a cow on the wall in front of her bed. Every morning she woke up to see chuck rib short loin sirloin round. Born eatin’ Flank and you move up, literally, to loins.


There An't no college course for how to be a butcher. Edie got herself some knives and got whole pigs and goats from this guy in Benoit sometimes and butchered meat herself. She wanted to be a butcher at meat Empress delicious. Through one window you saw the aging and smoking racks were they French style cured horse that they acquired from the betting race tracks. in the other window was Butchers leisurely sliding their knifes through glistening kicking hooves and passing ribs through the bandsaw. When they answered their phone they really said "Meat Empress Delicious" cuz Edie had talked them in to it one of the times she was hanging round their counter. They Liked Edie fine. Kekker was a muscled blond kid with glasses who'd talk meat with Ed. She'd pick his head for ideas for dishes and he'd turn her on to new things he'd tried like Squirrels from a squirrel farm and nutria and coon. 

He was a smart tough handsome butcher. Ed dint have a crush. Not this time. She "liked" him. They talked ok. He seemed like he walked unafraid yet unimpressed through the world, like her. Slightly bigger than skinny but with taunt muscles, always had a 2 day growth of blond stubble but clean. Golden brown French boy, professional flesh sculptor in a nice butchery, like clean.

She should‘a been hot for him but she was burnt out on liking boys. And it was not Kekk she came to the empress for, Edie came to the empress for blood. Kekk sold her hog blood for $2 a pint for Edie to try ‘n make blood boudin. She’d just got a meat grinder at ghetto thrift for $2. For another $2 Kekk hooked her up with a pound of intestine and they chatted sausage over the cooler with the 2 Styrofoam containers like giant coffee cups drizzling cold beads of sweat condensing lil riverlettes across the mirror perfect stainless steel. 

She'd make a show of shopping for meat. Lingering over weighing her choices. Picking up bright rich red meat and petting it through the transparent plastic pulled tight around the meat. The strands of muscle fibre in some tenderloin cuts scream like lust with oxygenated blood so red it burns like fire. Meat softer and smoother than the fat of a pen raised calf. If Ed was quick and casual she could let the meat in its tight cellophane skin caresses her cheek and lips. Let the meat taunt her and flirt Dirty. Let the meat flirt Dirty as in the way you would be dirty if you gave yourself with all vulnerability to a women with a deliciously cruel hunger to tear you in to shred with her teeth. Woman savouring the liquids that ran out of you as you were parcelled in to you most desirable parts and seasoned up pretty. Pretty so your mastication to feed the monster would be in so many ways most sweetly delicious.

Edie dreamed of wearing the empress's black apron so rabidly. To be the master and executioner and the alchemist of flavourful treats sculpted from flesh and fascicle of myofibril dredged from the bodies of frolicking petting zoo extras. Stand out front on smoke break, black apron spotted with moisture from flicks of juice, big knife tucked in the apron pocket and looking cute guys in the eye as they pass. Lock eyes with them and smirk, "you like meat kid? I'm apprentice butcher to the empress. I'm'a carve you something nice cuz you look like you know Delicious."


I’ve Got
A
[bookmark: astrix]Time B*mb 3

Missing Part n. 1
typewritten page of mental hospital diary.


- 110------------------------------------           
  
Sybil D’lye Lamb was thrown of the back of the truck when Cake stomped the accelerator and the wheels half caught, half spun in the finely powdered salt dessert. She had just been kicking the left tail light in to pieces and screaming the same bullshit she always screams in her blackouts.  She’s always yelling at everyone to go away when she flips. 
Cake Called her bluff and left town commencing exactly the moment that Sybil’s lips shut again after screaming “get out of here! Get the fuck away from me!!!!”

The truck shoved her backwards and almost ran over her leg. Syb swung around on her toes. She was not just hit by a truck but also awake for her third day of constant pill gobbling. Her mind sobered up from her psychotic hissy fit  and attempted to make her body dive in to the bed. Her mind  understood well that she had just behaved like a freaky asshole for a bunch of hours it had escalated in to her kicking apart the truck, and now she was about to get evicted from the truck she had been living in and employed with and in a relationship with the owner of. It was bright red with rust holes. She grappled an arm after the tailgate and cut herself really badly when one of the rust holes slashed at her as her grip failed and she slid under the truck. That time the wheel did run over her leg but they where in a very loose pack section and They both wore long pants all the time while they worked.  Syb was unsurprised to be run over by a truck and was back up in 2 seconds, running through the salt with no memory of it happening .



standing in the middle of a scatter of her crappy belongings and jugs of water and 5 gal gas cans. One of the cans, the one she'd picked up and bounced off cakes windshield, was lying on its side burbling gasoline in to the salt. Syb had read in the internet that sugar has never actually been proven to fuck up if you pour it in the gas tank. There sure is plenty enuff garbage in the internet. That Girl Fishy thinks that she is descendant of the fairy world and that she gets instructions and guidance from the fairy folk on a daily basis. Maybe she does, nothing else explains how such a flake gets by on a daily basis. Maybe a trillion tons of salt mixed with gas would be healthy for a car. 

Maybe fairy cars run on sugar in the gas tank.
  
 	Sybi walked a few miles back in to salt plain city, where she and cake had been living, in the truck behind a saloon. Sybi left the burbling gas can in the sand and stashed the other ones under a scrap of canvas to be dusted with the sand plain winds. Every breath in the salt pains gives you 0.3% of your daily recommended intake of sodium. 
Syb was breathing through a dampened bandana and had a saltsicle growing like a psychedelic bass player goatee. It was 10 am and they'd been fighting since 6 and awake since 10 am yesterday. Sybil had breathed 1:1200 of her sodium since then. Right now resets the clock to begin anew with sodium intake counts. 
  
The Saloon was really actually seriously name the FUCK & SUCK SAL00N. Salt Plain City was a towering empire of hedonistic excess in every daft way that it possibly could , 
Salt Plain City, Northern Califurnyeh, western most crevices of the black Slate Mountain Chain. In northern Califurnyeh, 288, year old shipping port of the 4 quadrants of the amerika, the arts and entertainment and fashion industries had all settled here as . The real estate was white Salt beaches strewn, with dried kelp and mummified seagulls. 
people Lived on the cliffs high above them, the highest part of the black slate mountain 
mountains behind you, and' gazing out in to the bottomless pit of the ocean, white with crashing waves- and millions of gallons of foam. The sky was not blue here either. She was fluorescent or neon or argon or xenon or on fire or 516 shades of grey? Don’t matter cuz they got it all here in Salt Plain City.
  
It had been growing and seeping in to every thing since the eyebrowless actresses (of before you were born) formed their union, Salt Plain City had incorporated When Sybil was 8 years old. When you drive in to Salt Plain You pass a Ginormous hundred foot high 

Welcome To 
Salt Plain City 

sign that has 288 unique tiny plaques on it. They all say things like 

S0CIETY FOR SETTING THINGS ON FIRE,
Missionaries of Discordia
TRIMMERS OF BREGGWEED,
Cult OF Elegance,
FnKC elektronics
SORORITY OR NO EYEBROWS
Call Your Mother
Ye Olde Fuck & Suck
Saloon. 

 Salt Plain city had incorporated over 20 years ago and made all inhabitants partners and share holders, 
 land had been bought from the government and they bought the nearest town from its self too just to be safe. Salt Plain was the not so secret enclave of the entertainment industry, built from the spoils of the trickle down effect of the 
entertainment industry. Salt Plain hired the law enforcement of the tiny town they'd adopted as, a formality. Salt had a perimeter with absurdist Kafkaian fascist check points and private security jeeps enforcing the antonymous metropolis. 
Salt’s aspirations of a border had just last year been recognized by the government maps offices as an actual city, population 242000 living in trucks, trailers, tents tool sheds. 6 people lived aboard a steam train with 26 inch rubber tires it drove on. 
2 people lived in a giant paper-mache tree that they'd sit out front of and play cigar box guitars. 2 people lived in a robotic TRex built by the 2 welders out of a back hoe. The brain drove around Salt Plain all the time collecting peoples trash it 
to burn in her furnace belly. The TRex stood around next to the Fuck & Suck Saloon cuz the welders only moved her on special occasions cuz she took 5 gallons of fuel to walk a mile. She could bite a car in half with 1 or 2 coffee cups of diesel.
[bookmark: already]
Already Told this Part
I think I already told the part about Sybil and Cake living in a truck topper in cake's friend I s yard. if I didn't I' 11 have to tell that story in depth. if i already did
i '11 just cut this section out.

In the three year's after the truck capper got evicted from the lawn by public health 
and safety Sybil and Cake drifted down opposite forks. Sybil spent 2 years as 
superintendent of the five gallon bucket apartment complex, darling beloved footnote 
of the homesteader's movement of. the 21st century. Cake, in all that time, managed only 
to become a fetish model and modest independent contractor who moonlighted as a
High class dominatrix. They thought of one another often, but not all the time. they
were not on each others minds at all while cake posed for her bestest 
shoot, "which was a high contrast unnaturally intensely colored scene of cake being 
dommed by Dame Decadence. Decadence was from Miss Baby Dee's house of domination.
all The Mistresses have D names, and Baby Dee are the original Dominatrix burlesque 
crew since "252. Photographer Dex Offal shot 3334 pies of them on film. He blew up 6 
for his 287 solo show. Offal got a 2 page spread of his work in Art Therapy Class 
magazine. They didn't put cake's pic in the magazine but those 6: pics are in Offal's 
Catalogue at Fancy Upscale Bannister’s Gallery, North Califurnyeh.

while Cake looked sideways in to the stern face of Decadence, Cake's own face
a mask of horror and dread slipping off to reveal Hatered and desire as a single emotion, Sybil was making the exact face 2000 miles down to the opposite end of the Black Slate Mountains Range. Perhaps there had been something in the sunspots that day that had wrote that at least one person on either end of the Slate Mountain chain should be entering a trance of willing themselves in to a state of violent sexual arousal. seconds after Offal shot cakes best picture she’s' done so far, Edie took a Polaroid of J. flinging freshly disembowelled goat guts at Sybil while she was tied to a chair.

 In an earlier ritual Lexus Kahn had destroyed every chair .in 5gallon bucket and lashed together the arms and legs in to the throne of unravelling, the seat for the crowning of the new Queen of the unravelling witches, with domain over everything, that just stopped working, that won’t stay lit, that used to be nice but then fell apart the Polaroid shows Sybil making the face of someone who looks like they just made a deal where they would have their orifices stuffed with fire ants and sexually assaulted by a 200 lb oktopus and after that they get to ride around in a limo full of vices for 
the rest of their life. The Polaroid right after that one is better cuz it’s a smug but playful Syb, topless, clutching a goats heart to her breast, big shitty grin on her face.
Polaroid after that is Edie clothed only in the rough hewn hide of the goat holding above her head her rusted out broken shotgun dripping in goat gore. it’s a Polaroid of Edie' s crowning as the huntress. Those Polaroids right now are wrapped in plastic and buried inside a 5gall on bucket, exactly 55 miles outside of libation tension. The Black slate rolls 900 to 4700~ feet above sea level all around libation, so Edie’s bucket could be hidden anywhere. The month of March was Sybi jitter lunging through 36 hour days, fucked up on a horror cocktail of Dexedrine, morphine sulphate, and cough syrup instead of food. 48 hours before Syb had her skull cracked open with a pipe, she’d finally made good on her threat to shoot. up an entire vile of Depo-Provera.· The last time anybuddy saw her 
before she crawled in to Eustace and M's house with her hair crusted with blood,'she8d been strolling right down the middle of Bouteil de Glass Vert  street in just a see through nightie and her rotten old steel toes screaming that the whole street was full 
of pussy faggots and daring any to oppose her.

[bookmark: Cake]Cake
~ Sawzal sez he has inside information that Sybi got her head cracked by someone she knew over some weird business she got herself involved in. Sybi sez "hey, don’t you worry about it." She said the same thing when Sawz asked if she had gotten back at them yet. Cake got an old truck running on veggie and looped the whole country to throw the remains of Sybi in the bed of the luv and steel her away to 'the west Black Slate Mountains. Cakes plan was that Sybil had always needed a lot of repairs and adjustments anyways so perhaps it would be easier since she was already dismantled. 

One year later: CrudCake threw Sybil down effortlessly in to the salt rock desert’s flora and waterless plains. 

Sybil’s eyes were half begging in anticipation and half crazy , spinning, looking for a desperate out.
Cake was 10 lbs heavier and 8 inches taller.  Sybi’s a runt. She was not likely to  pin Cake to the wall with just surprise and psychosis for very much longer. 

Cake threw Syb in to the table after 7 seconds. It was just long enuff to stare deep in to each others pupils and compare crazy notes. 

This happened at the end of the ridiculous twitchy fight between Syb and Cake that went on for 72 hours without sleeping or slowin’ down. It started in the western most end of the black slate mountains and it knocked Sybil 2520 miles in to the north east. 

"You are lookin’ at me like I’m crazy and your sayin’ I did all this crazy shit but I'm sweet on you and I don't do shit like that! I‘m not fuckin’ crazy." Sybi Screeched while pushing Crumb in to the wall by the shoulders, over and over and over and over.  The rhythm of shoving Cake in to the wall made Syb distracted from where she was and what she was doing. Cake grabbed Sybi the face and threw her in to a picnic table covered in beer cans and whisky bottles. 

Cake told Syb to get the fuck out of the salt dessert and leave her alone. Syb threatened to take off in Cake‘s Contractor truck. About 2000 feet in to Sybi running for the truck Cake’s longer legs caught up  and she flying tackled Sybi. You could see Crumb, not punching,  but backhanding Syb in the face over and over and over.

Cake straddled her calling her names and punctuating each slur with two finger punch in the sternum. It lasted 5 minutes and then Syb got her seventh wind and through her off and they where running through the salt again. That’s also what it looks like when they fuck. It can cause confusion to those spying.



!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!

 Right after Sybil smashed out her taillights, Cake drove off and drove all night till she got to Diablos and parked her truck in the back of the Society for Setting Thing on Fire and that is where it stayed. 
Cake threw Sybil in to the salt and straddled her and started slamming her face in to the salt dirt over and over again, She managed with an extra wide PiLLOTy Marker, to write PROPERTY OF C'" before Sybil got her second wind and threw her off.

 The people of Black Slate City where the most jaded lazy blasé population about seeing such things at 6 am. They’d oogle the fight as they walked by on the Down Tempo Glitch-hop and waffles morning after chill out diner. 

The Chorus to the Dirge like Ballad of Sybil Lamb goes

“Get the hell away from me!!
Leave me the fuck alone!!”

It only ever works if you sing the notes just right but if you hit those secret notes then rats and birds will flee the area and everyone for hundreds of feet around will have a morbid desire to burrow. 

Everything will glow warm all around you and then you’ll look up and see that the sky is on fire. It’s like being in a house on fire but its everywhere. Fire rolls in upsidedown waves across the ceiling on the whole planet. That’s what it looks like. Actually though its the by-product of 10 billion born sinners venting their fear of themselves skyward. 10 billion people knowing what horrible monsters they are inside and up against a wall with the dread realisation that any of these other people are might be hiding somthing even worse.

And its all bullshit and you don’t go to heaven when you die, you just die. So 10 billion people stare at heaven with a last lashing out of futility flavoured cheated Hatered and the underside of every cloud that paves heaven burst in to flames.

A few more years and a few more people screaming at the sky and we’ll burn right through and heaven will drop from the sky and land on us. Anyone who isn’t crushed when it falls will get to study the wreckage of angels and golden thrones and harps and trumpets and it will be like an airline disaster but if airplanes where pearl castles of unfathomable viceless pleasure. And the stewardesses are millennium old muscular soldier boys with soft downy wings. They usually survive when they fall from heaven, but just like most people who experience serious trauma with long recovery times, they turn in to Psychotics.

That is because when you know there is no heaven for you or any one else, it changes your priorities. 

Your clock is ticking and then your time is up. You have every right to panic and set fires.

ICE CREAM... ICE CREAM... ICE CREAM... ICE CREAM
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'Embezzling Gasoline
~Monday Morning' 
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At 10 am at the Fuck and Suck there was a motley crew of pan sexual orientations and identities with every ethnic background and body politic represented so thoroughly that their team roll call sounded like a pamphlet from a progressive liberal arts college. There was a tiny south eastern black pixie and a beastly north eastern snow queen amazon teaching a blonde almond skinned nelly waif pole dancing skill share. Flourishes on an old standard, one kicks their legs up and wraps a knee around the highest part of the pole and spins with your body out stretched, around in a slow spiral to the floor. 

Sybi dropped her pack and bedroll at the corner of their bar and sat in a high stool and poured herself a gin from the pole dancers bottle. Syb had been in here often enuff since she and cake had gotten picked to move gasoline for Salt. Not as in “often enuff that she was welcome to their Gin” but “Often enuff that they wouldn't notice she was helping herself to so much gin. The diverse spectrum of members of the stripper skillshare club were drinked enuff that they didn’t known how much they drank. The Fuck’n Suck was built from $500 of lumber and a 200 sq foot circus tent. The only customers were young peelers searching for their break in to show bizz. The only paying customers were people who wanted to hire strippers (for whatever). F&S set up a workers co-op peelers union. Salt Plain City is only bustling for a few weeks every summer and new years. Most of the year the Fuck & Suck was more like a club house for pole dancers

The woman' who snuck up behind Syb with a tomato juice can of rattling amerikan bills and Salt City Bindle-Notes bug eyed around the room in huge orange cat eye glasses and a leopard print Poly Duralux pant suit. She was carrying a Pink Holla Cutie lil kid tape player. Her hair was not burnet. Her hair was brown. It was possibly made from rubber. She had a silicone rubber faux hawk that was exactly “#7D2500”. Similar to Burnt Umber mahogany plastic. 

“Excuse me ma'am,” began the Poly Duralux woman. “You look like an educated person. Can you please, without looking at the clock above the bar, tell me the top three times of the day that pops in to your head?”

"I sure as hell won't." Sybi bantered in to the microphone of the Holla Cutie tape player.

 The lady in the brown hair was always seen sneakin’ about in corners of Salt City. She would walk out in to the path of the TRex while it was collecting garbage cuz she was busy paying attention to a pop can tab on the ground. Always tape recording everything with her lil kid tape machine. Amongst her library of found sound she had a 120 minute cassette tape of the motor of the salt train and a 12 minute recording of the TRex eating a station wagon. 

"you got alot of nerve asking me what time it is.” Syb said with her cultivated candid spite. “This whole Saloon is made outta cardboard. Cardboard, craft paper, contact cement and paint. Even that clock. The only reason I don’t set it on fire is cuz I’m not real neither." 

Brown haired lady Seemed delightedly satisfied at something. She shut off her tape player with hand fluttering dramatic boisterousness "Monday Morning!!” 

Sybil just stared at her waiting for her to make some kind of sense.

"I am Monday Morning. South Califurnyeh’s new hot rising star of the Multimedia Performance publicized underworld... Public front, I mean." 

"Sure thing lady," Sybil took a long slow swill from her full pint of gin. "And my name is
 Sterile amerika.” 

Monday curtsied.

 "Don't you live in a rust and grease covered Ice cream truck? I'm lookin for a ride south to Broak. Or Morteville. Or whatever. I’m flat fuckin’ broke but I have no luggage at all.” 

"My Ice cream truck is diesel Veggie. I'll take you anywhere you want to give me enuff gasoline to get to. She is empty right now. You gotta find 20 gallons of diesel or 25 of veggie if we’re even gonna get outta the mountains, and you gotta find it in Salt City." 


Sterile grinned big in a way that unsettled Monday. Monday was sexually attracted to being unsettled and Sybi made a mental note of the flash of fear and desire that drained from her face. "If I show you where I got a few hundred gallons of diesel would you help me carry it?”

 A Sterile suspected, the guys at the fuel depot and generator station were high as kites at noon.  So familiar was Sterile around the generators moving 5 gallon cubes of gasoline that seeing her loading out nearly two dozen gas cans remained in none of their memories after she drove off in an ice cream truck so loaded it ploughed the salt. They forever after believed a missing 135 gallons of diesel was an accounting error. One of the Lighting Techs suspected excessive use of the TRex. When Salt Plain King and Queen had thrown a 10000 person BBQ for new years they’d had a cocktail party on the TRex while she plodded out beneath Black Salt Mountain at 6 am. They had also, been celebrating Salt's filibustered court case entering its 4rth year. Salt had become Sovereign on paper 4 years and 2 months earlier. Salt had filed a dozen subtle modifications to their title on Salt City. They snuck stipulations in to the paper title’s standard clause of right and way. Rewrote the articles of process for salt’s corporate front as satire playing amerikan government. the entire town had been declared a church when it was founded. The church was declared to be the entire crater that salt was on the bottom of. The Honour was given when Salt was a featureless uninhabitable empty landscape. They swore a legit alliance to the Crack pot Blood-of-the-Lamb Christians and first service was with a congregation of 252, Salts entire population when she was founded in 252. She got to be a church still even as Salt had evolved in to a metropolis of 36000 with day jobs of vice in other cities.

Salt was also recognized as a private club, a post architectural laboratory, the secret occult flavoured back room club of the entertainment industry, and a vacation resort. 

[bookmark: salt]Salt

And a greatly acclaimed city sized amorphous sculpture created by the collaboration of thousands. Salt had declared herself sovereign from amerika in every single document her church and city and nonprofit ever filed in amerika. The civic leaders filed a contract with amerika to respect salts border, trade laws, and extradition treaties. The contract was filed as a public affidavit that was referred to by her corporate bylaws. Salt's Civic contract with Califurnyeh was for the incorporation of Salt Plain City. Califurnyeh cried foul that Salt had buried a contract to turn sovereign under 3 bureaucratic haystacks. Salt had a glorious time making an all star review show out of their court m case. If they' only fought off the attempts to refute their implied sovereignty 
Another year, and then Califurnyeh must concede their legitimacy. Salt had horrific spectacle up her sleeve. Media coverage had been selling sovereign Salt Plain in to all of amerika's minds in ways previously thought impossible. Salt's campaign fund was paid by her new very monied population of supporters of the non-extradition treaty. 

Salt further argued that since 
she was within amerika but separate a person within Salt is removed from the amerikan Public sphere and thus technically denied their freedom in amerika and taken off her streets. 

At the BBQ on new years the TRex had walked in a slow 1 mile circle, stopping every 13th of a mile to chew up a different luxury car. She chewed up a sport alpha roamer, l meticulously cared for vintage 52 Vellotron sedan, and a Taenkestien service truck with her flashy 24 speaker sound system booming and rumbling bass until was masticated to metal chips in the salt.
TRex showed off with her hydraulic jaws-of-life running backwards and her whirling high carbon blades. They even got TRex to hop up and down on a long white army jeep stretch limo. 

They certainly could have used up 135 gallons of diesel that night. It was a last minute addition to the new years BBQ when Cult of Elegance bought 13 luxury cars to the party and said they wanted to burn them at midnight. The TRex had been added by the Salt City Tourism bureau. 

The dominatrixes of House of Baby Dee drove the cars in to the path of TRex at timed intervals and leapt out the doors of the rolling vehicles at the last minute each time. 


A Rust and grease patinaed ice cream truck was waved through the east service vehicle check point. She rode low on her feeble old suspension with a dozen gas cans tied down on her roof and a huge cone speaker playing what sounded like a music box under water. They drove out the 10 mile paved 3 lane road salt had laid from Main Street Salt to the packed salt and gravel county road that -ran nearest. The Ice cream truck bounced and jostled as she left the Private Salt Utopia and slowed to merge with amerika. Monday toggles an unlabeled switch next to the radio and the looped pre-recorded voice of Monday Morning intoning inconsistently 
[bookmark: Fine]"IceCream. IceCream ....•. IceCream ..... IceCream.. IceCream..... IceCream."
Everything is Going to be Just Fine

Everything is fine. .... Everything is just fine...... this sector is secure.... there are no abnormalities in this sector.... everything is fine..... this area has been approved.... please remain in your homes.... there is no need to leave your homes and run in to the streets.... keep streets free for emergency vehicles... do not travel unnecessarily....

Its all in what kind of street you're driving down and HOW YOU WORD IT!!! What Monday Morning did was copy down the dialog from a 252 sci-fi film about a dystopian post apocalyptic future. then she edited it to drag it out twice as long and made a lot of little tiny tweaks so that there was no way she could be accused of spreading lies like crack-pot terrorist sympathiser. Monday checked and her vehicle was in the same class as a large truck with a loud stereo. 

Turn the bullhorn on the roof off in residential areas in the evening. downtown at lunch its a delirious free for all.

In a traffic jam in the olde harbour Warf cafe district: 

.
... the ice cream truck is waiting for you !!... ice cream.... being moved around the city in a truck.... is melting... because of how much traffic there is...

and as soon as she drove through the traffic jam she'd flip-a-bitch and drive through it the other way

... the ice cream truck would like to remind you that traffic is not moving for over 5 blocks in front of you... it would be impulsive to switch off your car and go shopping.... the Morteville harbour distrikt.... sun dress stores and a lingerie shoppe.... look for the mannequin that looks like a floozy !... do not get out of your car to enjoy a cappuccino and beigneur at World of Coffee... unless absolutely necessary.... lock your doors and take your keys with you to discourage thieves...

every time Monday flipped a Bitch she yelled "FLIP A BITCH!!!!" and Sterile would press a big red blinking button on the dash and a loud buzzer would go off and the ice cream truck would pull a U-turn with special whirling orange and blue lights.
Blue are supposed to be only for snow removal vehicles but the ice cream truck could plow snow if she had a plow. Plow is $1200 tho.

Sterile got in this thing in the middle of the fucking salt plain. She had kicked the tail light off of cakes truck, screamed banshee nonsense, thrown a 5 gallon water cooler at the Cake side door. Cake stomped on the accelerator and the truck slowly got going fast enuff to be throwing up a cloud of salt. ," Fuck you Sybil!! I hope you Mummify out here!!!"

Sybil screeched "GET THE HELL AWAY FROM ME!!!!!" and then instantly deflated.

Cake had taken Sybil out of her filthy squat while she was recovering from a broken skull and driven her 2000 miles to the dessert on the other side of the mountain chain, and then left her there.

Sybil and Cake had a 5th of whisky inside of their blood at that time. Sybi was passing out trudging across hard scabs of salt on top of salt. Really filthy salt. Only a mile walking past sparse modular and/or mobile homes. Then another mile of nuthing but looking at the salt plain city outpost. In the salt plains you can see your car and walk towards it for 10 minutes and still be 9 times that far away from it. Salt Plain just ended their tourist season for rich acid heads. Cake was there cuz she got a job delivering gasoline. They wanted her cuz she had a veggie truck and having their gasoline delivered by a veggie powered truck. That makes the gasoline ecological.

All the gas they had driver in, 22 five gallon plastic restaurant jugs of it every trip in the bed of the  luv-pup truck, had been burnt running generators to power the hardcore tech step glitch and minimal break core sound system 199 hour  burn-out dance-party soundsytem. Or it operated the mechanical TRex. What more fitting tribute could there be to the life of a blood thirsty monster than to be reborn 70 million years later as a robot that runs on your own 70 million year old blood.

Or its the 5 full gallons that Sybi just left on its side after she threw it at cakes truck. Those 5 gallons are trickling back down to hell. Its a donation to help keep the place from freezing over for a few more years.

“I hope they know its from me.” Syb day dreams  as 21 of the plastic restaurant jugs murmur the lapping of gasoline waves lulls her in to nowhere sitting in the rotten leather recliner that is ice cream truck shotgun.

The fire got sucked outta the sky and went to rumble underground and now everything is gonna be calm and no ones gonna get hurt.
***


.... please turn off all water in the home.... do not use your water unless absolutely necessary.... a Watering Ban on Lawns may be a reality any day now.... do not use water for showering or washing dishes or clothes except in serious emergencies.... water service may soon be disrupted in some areas.... switch to milk and soft drinks to conserve water... the abilities of fire hydrants to supply sufficient water for fire trucks is in question.... Water conservation is strongly recommended in this area....


The Ballad of
[bookmark: Hatered]Hatered
"I was only in South Califurnyeh for the 10th anniversary of the death of my 
Father, Hatered.'" jawed Sawzal. He was spittin’ sunflower seeds mostly out the window 
and only partially all over the window. The boy was young and he’d been jawin’ on 
and on ever since they let him aboard the ice cream truck. Found him in the long expanse of 
dessert where she slowly turns from salt to scorched earth over Six and a half Hundred miles and change. 
None of them knew it but where they picked up Sawzal was exactly one half salt and 
one half dirt by volume. 

“Hatered was my father back then and i had just washed up in Califurnyeh 
14 years old and right off the fuckin farm. I rolled tight with him and the original 
south Califurnyeh Death Fuck Society. We used to mob up 20 deep and kick the shit out 
of a cop car with the officers refusing to get out cuz they don’t wanna fuck with 20 
of us. my specialty was whipping my dick out and pissing all over the windshield while 
pointing at them and laughing. 
"the last any buddy saw• of Hatered he was declaring sovereign territory at Raleigh 
Burger. He just climbed up on top of the red garbage can in between the ORDER and 
PICKUP windows and he held a hair dresser’s practice head under one arm and in his 
left hand he held the staph of Hatered. It was a Raleigh burger Mop that he’d 
jacked from behind the place and broke by stomping it on the curb, then he skewered 
a dead rat (also from behind Raleigh burger) on the jagged end. 
It was all rotting and had Maggots pouring out of it. Hatered was standing on top of the garbage., waving 
the Staph of Hatered around and spraying maggots on everybuddy 

And he shouted," Lo! I am Lord Hatered!!! Bow down, you Vile creatures that wallow in sickness and filth.   I seize this Land in the name of the 
Death F*ck Society!!! This Raleigh Burger shall from here on be Known as Verminvania and I am your master and every kind of god. I made you for my own entertainment and i rule you as sadistic tyrant King!!!
Xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx

“...and then he started licking the guts and the maggots out of the dead rat. 
And then he was screaming at the sun and maggots and bile flecked out of his mouth like a volcano. 

“That is the last any buddy saw of Hatered ever. They came and got him but he held them back with just rage and spit for 45 minutes. Then they took him to jail and beat the shit outta him. Then a week later he got sent to Diablos General Psychiatric ward. 5150 or 5180 or sumthin’ like that. A danger to yourself or others; 270day observation period. 

“He died after 2 months." Sawzall burned a tailor down to its filter and then tried to throw it out the window where your s’posed to serve the ice cream. It blew and bounced back in and seared in to the passenger floor mat. Monday was driving; Sawzall was taking up shotgun and the area behind shotgun, Sybil between them sitting on a cooler of cups and spoons and no ice cream. The ice cream truck’s refrigerator didn’t do anything. Monday used it for her scrap of paper museum. Morning ripped up every book or magazine she ever read and horded all the scraps of paper. She had a bloated Scrapbook and a glue sick and she sat curled up in her fridge doing her accounting every Monday before lunch. Somewhere in the fridge was clipping from Monday getting interviewed by the performance art magazine 

<u>Defenestrated and fed to pigs</u>

 Monday’s art was the act of tape recording, and the act of destroying books, but they didn’t talk to her about either. She filled half a page talking about the South Califurnyeh Art School Drop Out’s Union Gallery. 

Monday had dropped out of art school after she’d lost her parents, 3 siblings, 2 nieces, an uncle on her father’s side, his second wife, and her son by a previous marriage. Never had any of their bodies turned up.

 The Mornings had been an arts and entertainment family. Father designed Brands and launched vicious campaigns for them. Mother was Art Therapy as a Second Language professor. Their fine House built from the spoils of deviously therapeutic feeling marketing had been hewn from the very black slate she perched upon. Sharp angles of slabs of slate tablets chiselled from the grain of the cliff and erupting out 200 feet out of the side of it. 

Saul and Begga Morning should not have trusted their doctor to renovate their hose. A talented high class black market surgeon does not necessarily know shit about structural engineering. Creating and implanting a custom shaped and textured silicone-saline hybrid implant for Begga Morning required none of the calculations of sheer stress and torsion and energy displacement at the fulcrum that were needed for levitating the Morning's 30 year old minimalist masterpiece show home 200 feet off the side of a mile deep cliff.

 Friends had been right when they said the Mornings would be better off building a whole new house rather than trying to hang the old stone one out there. Saul Morning thought he had a deal when he made his house levitate for only 1.2 million. Twice that much money wouldn't have succeeded either. 

Monday had returned to her family home late for the BBQ after another long evening of wandering the streets tape recording the rants of different street crazies. There was the luscious Lawn that Mister Morning doted on. A strange species of corkscrew grass that never needed cutting, minimal steel fence built right through the rocks, and a path of grey slate leading through the modest but expansive rock garden. The path went between two stone lions (copies of the Rodin Lions) then there were 3 front steps of concrete and then a mile deep drop to the ocean. 

Monday slipped slowly down the cliff side. No Mornings were ever found on those rocks. The Time of Morning had been toppled and broken and scattered and sunk down in to the trenches at the bottom of the water.

The house was gone, cantilever and all. Charcoal sketch pad pages of diagrams of hatred, anger , madness and rage filled the air chasing each other in lazy punches of ocean wind.

ohother thrCiugh the d·~wr. fiE.y. '3. thousand books on trend analysis SW'3.ln 1.8 a ,-choal outcD .. O to the darker parts of the ocean. Melamine vintage dish sets and Design magazine. and the most expensive and prestigious costume jewellery tangled in the kelp and the salt.
 

As. dawn <l!J,oI.',ed· her q~di..A8'''1I. the li,~tered be,.oh, ••• day va. the lut .r the 

•• raiRgs. And &ny r..rtuae tihat •• raiag had ha~ he.ld ;t~e .igb.t .. bef.re had beea .. 

, ••• ll~wed by the sea at dawa, just bef.re •• ada~~had arrived. 
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Cum and Hair

  	   Syb was naked except  for her new rotten old black cowgirl boots she' d traded her rotten old chucks for at the last house they’d stayed at. 

She was sitting up straddling Sawzall with his semi hard dick up her ass. 

Sawzall, you are 'now fucking me." she informed Saw while he was blinking at her through sunrise hangover eyes. "How is that working out on your end?" 

Now his face looked like he'd got caught sleeping passed out in the fountain of a fancy office building. In while contemplatin’ what was goin’ on. 
Sybil for her part really didn’t care. He was 22, used to be wide n’ muscled real nice before he lost his internal organs, now he has the power of a bruiser but shrunk down so you could fit him through a mail slot. 22 years olds are designed to drink Whisky all day and fuck everything that walks in front of them. Even his hideous shrapnel scars are young soft and tasty. He’d been sending out all these signals. Sybil is mostly certain that boys, especially str8 boys, have their own special system for what is sexually appropriate in different situations. Additionally Sawz had his dick in his hand 8 hours a day.  For 2 of those hours other people could see he was holding his dick. 

Getting someone drunk and taking advantage of them by getting them to fuck you is more of an art and a science that you’ know if you hadn’t experimented with it yourself enuff. Ignoring consent, for the sake of clarity, functionality and consciousness are both not black-and-white things. They are definitely linked but their connection is not linear as there are many other variables in play.

Sybil had opened with the classic boy-romance ice breaker of sucking his dick while he was passed out drunk. She blown him like this a bunch of times that Saw sometimes admits being conscious for. only ate his once but when he shot in her mouth she pulled her plane-key out of her cowgirls and snipped off a snip of his ‘hawk-mullet and popped that in her mouth. Mixed it hair and jizz with her tongue and gulped the little glob of it. 

"Was that some VooDoo shit??” asked Sawz while “teasing her mouth with his cock” in a half awake kind of way.  

"Like, duh.” Sybil spit cum in her hand and mussed Sawz hair with it. 
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Lust Triangle

Oh Cake! She cried inwardly and felt her dead black heart get caught in all her clock werk springs un springing. Right up until the mental hospital turned me in to sexually carnivorous nanny goat, you where the only person ever who fucked me great and was also good to me at the same time. 

~~~~~~~~*

"uh •... get the fuck off for a minute ... ok ••” Mumbled Saw, still half asleep. He’d been fucking Sterile for about a minnit and it had woken him up. 

"Ok whatever fag. you show me how you get off then. Or I’ll confiscate that dick and keep it away from you.” She popped off a curled up next to his legs on the tiny cot. “C’mon. I wanna see.” 

 	This is how Sterile had wound up on Sawzall Hatered's family’s pot farm in the middle of an abandoned military babe with radioactive warning signs everywhere On an army cot set up right on the edge of the roof of a 12 floor barracks building Riding On Sawzall Hatered’s dick. 

That Thursday he’d fucked Monday Morning in the dumpster of a donut place. HE pulled that off by following Monday around ranting;
 "crazy art fag bitch. I am gonna fuck you cuz me fucking you is the only way to stop myself from tying you to a tree and also to this ice cream truck and then gunning the accelerator. in fact, I'm gonna fuck you in the garbage of the donut shop right now or I'm gonna make Sterile quit by telling her I'll elope with her and you will have to pump your own gross vomit like grease and 

at least Sterile is a good Cocksucker. 
She is so horny for cum that its kinna gross. You Though, you I fuck cuz I wanna break you. ' 

Sterile didn’t work out the exact structure of her reasoning or anything but those events seemed to add up to Sybil being allowed to use the boy as a vessel. as a receiver for transmissions from the bottom of the ocean, as a vessel to carry forward a lambs will, as an offering to buy political favour on the bottom of the ocean. 
	This boy needed to be drained of any human soul and made in to a walking vessel of the lambs will here on earth. He hadn’t said anything like that specifically but he’d said it with his eyes.

 	It was Sybil’s cot that Saw was passed out on. He had passed out last night when Sybil made the jizz-hair glob. Sybi rolled him away from the window and climbed on to the cot to reclaim that spot. Nuzzled in to his side, Saw taking up most of the cot with his tiny but long spindly lanky frame for the 3 hours before dawn showed up. 

Saw already had an erection anyways. The cot was balanced on the edge of the roof of the 10 story barracks. 100 feet down to broken cement and rebar and a pile of the broken glass from every window smashed out above that spot. This is the pot farm and US MILITARY PROPERTY squat of Arrogant Hatered, younger brother of Saw. 

There is nuthing this far in to south Califurnyeh. Huntress Pointless Military Base with 6 missile tubes (now filled with rainwater) isn't on the map. You take one of the dozen "Black Slate Road” off from the state road between two tiny towns, eventually you'll see a sign that says “LOT 49”. Turn there, stay left, drive for 45 minutes'. It’s more of a drive for a 4x4 than an ice cream truck. Arrogance knows that you can pay people to trim grass with grass and it also makes them hang around indefinitely. The good ship Ice Cream is beached in a pile of concrete debris. Monday also dug a moat around it by spinning the tires a lot. And she drained the battery and the starter caught on fire for the third time.

 Sybil called Cable in Diablos and he is willing to come out here with his truck if Monday gives him t the shake from her days trim. Syb and Saw have been letting her do most of the work as she is destitute and needs to sit in a pile of grass for obvious medical reasons. 

  Saw is tight with Arrogant. That is another reason that Sybil is blowing him. Just like Saw calls Monday "sex, but it’s free." 

Sybi calls saw "glass dick" 

Sybi and Saw sat next to each other dangling their feet off the edge of the roof. Can’t read Sawz mind but Syb is awakened and alert by having to remember to not lean forward constantly. Waking up at the edge of a Cliff invigorates the spirit 
and reminds you that you want to live, you don't want to die, not like this. They keep on passing the joint back and forth. 

This is exactly what happened to Monday when her whole family went to see all the fish. She picked up everything she recognize off the beach and carried it all back up the rocks to her big unobstructed lawn. She lived the next 2 months on her old front steps. She made a tent out of her father’s car cover for his Alpha Roamer and she had fancy melamine tea parties. her mother’s shoes where always in attendance. Sea shells came to tea all the time too. AND That is how everything Monday owns got ruined. With no parents but the books they'd left behind Monday pitched a fit at the tauntingly unfulfilling substitution and vowed then and there to wipe every book off the planet so humans could be left alone by ghosts. 
Monday had only escaped a life in an art school by placing herself in to the path of dada future situationism. She would surpass all her mentors by destroying history until she managed to run down the present. 

Right now she is in the lobby of the barracks trimming and smoking peach blunts. In 2 Weeks Sybil has to fuck her Quietly so the Guy doesn't know they're in his building. 
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A::rrogance had a government permit to grow a total yei Id of 7/.5 Ibs of\: gras:a:. 

his permitt further stipul?ted that his grow area GOuld be se~ra~ed at any time ina::luding after his farvest' and any. stockpiles' of grass '~\lld get,h'illlm fined OIr l-~year~ in jail. ~e least Arrogantaould do ~as report his operation to his l{scen~ 

.bureau and e~pect_~ninspectiｷo.nｷ~ for t"he last ~:ek it ba.d been~}:j SYb S:a.w and Monda J~'oJ\days. :j)"b tilt har've'at 250' plaJ).ta; that where grow'ing in a aDr:t,.e~rd betw,e.en t:w,o 

giant co'regated" st~el b~i idin~" one the nuina of a metal .~h.p! 'garage, ,the _then' 

a warehouse for' fo'rkli'ft' pallette and 55 ｷ'~lio. dru~., &m-~gant had been growing~ 

a.b~ut '3 till'es his lisc~nce and He8d brought 'J. the ic~. creaM truck 'kids' ,tl.o .封 Vel .' 

2 thirds of ' it out.ta.'ｷherebeforeｷ the inspectors' no~iced. , . , . 

. ' "~The:"iRspectors could have 'shewn up anyti.e. ,they ,v.~~y well .ight have MewR up ・

・....- ~ . . '". J\ ' '. . ~ 

teda! ~t .,arregant w~a re~lly. h.~i ・ g th\!:r_, wouldJl, 't. tfo~ (lnoth.er ~eek.&-t:'roga.nt 1:s ~:. ,fer;re 

~t.ter p~k ,wh. is all grO'Wl\ up i.' t. all everly t~ttooed sus~~,cious fa~kage. ",:~Y~!'l ~i~ hjs face tateos are deae aicely aRd the ink ia crisp aad '.i ts jUBt.H~e tJi.ple 

biue dot., patter.' t~~t .a~es:hi. lookaubtly like a di 封 s~ur. Ns oute as he 'is aad aa ~w~e~ a boy as a boy 'wi1;h .li1uck-THI5"~ tattooed on his' knuckle~, ~uld btn fuck-THIS: ia 

. ~ctu~liy' a cover up 'piecef)ve'r a Hurry sticky poke of DETH:..fu'ck. Arrogan.t takes glee 'fl1.om his secret that his 'kJlickles actually 'say "'ruck fq.ck'" Thl'; is hew' S:ybi and' Sｷaw ani Mbnday wound up waste deep' in radioactive sewage, underneath Hunteress FOintless bas~,. Carrying 101b~ of ~x buds:., trimmed but still on the stick~ Dnied mostly, above their 

heads in heavy d~ty trash bags. "., . , 

The ice creaM kids had cleared the courtyard yesterday and had spent all of today tilling it, sticking 3 goats in the courtya~d and se "tin.~ the goats up with' a sheltered plM.~ ・・ to lie, grooming eqi pment. and some old tires to play w~ ti,n,;-~.his 

courtyard has been a goat pen for months. . 

they had just started doing final bag and weigh when the inspectors rolled i 封 This land is aot Arrogants t. use except he was agguing some preservation.f an 

.en expired interest iA arrable land or somthing. This is still .ilitary property but he wasn't sure if the .arcotics liscening people WGuld have looked that up. Arrogant ~ had lived here ~:rear. s. that. his proble 封 ~_w saidthat getting his .assiye 

yeild out ef lic;:eAce was doing Itrrog a favour:" 

.' Theywalkea"out of the drains on to a toxic beaClh and followed the beach staying low behinf the dunes with their trash bags. 3 mile hike through sand with weed$ growi~ tall enuff t.-sheild t'~e~,rt"om view of the e.~tra cop car tailing the narcoticS:'- liscenc inspector but hiding back a distance.Sawzall sat on top of the razer wire fence and lIade sure the bags made it over without tearing. He and Sybil sat in the parking lot 0 of a dog shit ;~ark 'to wa guard the trash bags while )I:onday ~alked another ~ miles 

to the pull off where the ice cream truc~ had been moved to. 

The last few day~ everybuddy had been' attending 1 Blunts and Tea par.ties ~very d~ day. It seemed to be part of the job. Saw had been .ana~ble and kindo ~ｷriute.,He f,e~l. fi~llowed SYbii arround .x cuz she seemed to, ~eally like his h.rriblY gor~' s~ak~d war ~ stories. They are not untypical of war stor.ie~. His lowest 封 !lent w~~ 封 wing down a village with an Ale from a helicopter. his be'st was trading amuni tion ~pd food to 

the ~~~lian yop~iation for sex'andor really good hash,he'~as one of five former soldiers who knew where the .. missing' gold plated head off Emperor King Sar jeersk.ien 

is burried in amerika, he dropped a rotting corpse of an enemy oombattant on his suppe supperior and didnt get caught, and he has all theese gU~s stashed in Mbb. 

Every night he8d pass out in sypils bed and she mostly stopped playing with his dick while he was. passed out and adopted hi. as a baby demon bDdy pillow. ahe had a dumb fantasy about keeping him but thats stupid and she wasn't serious anyways. 

"~tick with me passed out boy,"' syb told the motionless raw hiBe bag of sticks as she wiped his jizz in his hair again. "Stick with me and WEE-'ll burn a scar across this Ian land and pull ourselves a seat at the big table.'" 

the ai6~h~s~e~bao"i~｣H bitch. 1811 ruin everything good in you. 1'811 pull you in to th '___________________ and drag you through it untill you beg for more2. 


[bookmark: Vessel]Vessel of the will of the reckoning

Either your all talk'~"she told the boy who alleged to be asleep, "Or my pledging you as a vessel to carry the will of the reckoning actually worked. 

“I've ruined you bitch.” he rolled over and took over the 100 foot drop side of the cot. “your friends who used to love you will  from here on not know you.” 

That was the last out of him, cuz then he went in to deep sleep for real immediately. 

So what was it like when you got killed?'" He asked her as they sat one trash cans at the dog shit park. The trash bags where in the bushes under the big sign that says 

	SAFE PASSAGE TO OCEAN GOING SHIPS

No Landing
No Docking
No Running Around

fishing restrictions in effect except for
Salmon Smelt Herring Anchovies.

South Califurnyeh  will rise.




"2 guys beat me with a pipe. I was witless cuz I was drunk and really spun out from running on Dexi and progesterone cocktail for months. I fell off my flat tie bike drunk passing them smoking crack in the train yard. and they were like 'well god damn its one of them yankee faggot squatters !!’ Then they kicked me in the head and pussy a bunch of times', dragged me in to a garage and threw me around, then they threw me back on the train tracks and tried to make sure I was shut off' by cracking my skull open.  the sheath around my brain remained intact. I win cuz I got the opportunity to experience having a guy standing over me wailing on my head with 28 inches of iron pipe. Thank the devil there was a 90 bend on the end or the threads might have done real damage. My brain survived with only some bruising. those armatures managed to get my head open and then they dint even take anything.

 All that happened to me was I had two black eyes and had to get my left eye rebuilt. The eye don’t actually see anymore, it’s just for show. I pissed my pants and had to relearn how to talk and use doorknobs but those are thing I been putting off learning for to long anyways. 

Getting beaten in the head in till you’re certifiably brain damaged is no big deal. I figure it was gonna happen to me eventually and I’m glad I finally got it over with. I’m going to have to kill those guys cuz they ruined my sense of taste and smell. Some nerves got severed and now I accidentally leave the gas on all the time and I once had a dead cat in my room for a month and didn’t know. I also used to be more interested in sex when I could smell people. Now I just need to have sex alot cuz my sense of smell can never be satisfied. I now know for a fact that trepanation is stupid." 

Saw was staring 1000 miles away, except at the gravel of the parking lot. 

We were in a road clearing convoy of 2 hummers and 2 trucks. It was a long N-S highway and it takes 3 days to sweep it. We camp at night so we don’t have to try to move in.th the dark. One Mourning they descended on us when it gets light but before the sun shows up. Hardly got more than 2 shots off when I get bayoneted wearing just my jockey shorts. The guy actually pulled my entrails out and showed them to me before my boy Drake shot him in the face and his head popped. 

When he showed me my guts I remember looking at them and thinkin’, “That is all my guts.” All my lower guts at least. He’s missing the stuff above the diaphragm; My heart and lungs. He didn’t grab my kidneys or blabber yet either. And I was freaked out cuz he’d disembowelled me and I was feeling like I wasn’t gonna die anytime soon and wondering if he’d just take the rest of my guts too. I move fast and agile. I don’t want to be carrying a bunch of useless junk around. Anytime I want or need sumthing I just take it. Right now I eat breath, shit, fuck and smoke just fine. Nutrition and oxygen? Don’t need ‘em.

Sybi let her eyeballs all over him. She liked how he looked like autumn roadkill skin where all the fur had fallen out. 

Remember when that weird rich artist from Diablos made those zombies sex art films? The rotting “wet” Zombie was posited as the more sensual one. The desiccated dried out ones where posited in the film to be the denial of sex. Syb posits that the art fag who said that has a point but She’s had more zombie sex than him.

Sawzall: “So I just lay in the sand bleeding out and watching our crew get destroyed. Our weapons were better and we killed all 42 of them in the end, but our loses were 8 out of 12 and I lost all my internal organs and Drake lost his mouth and right arm below the elbow. Him and me Live on the same food replacement pills now; which is funny cuz I got a mouth and teeth and he got a digestive system; 2 totally different things. 

Saw snacked alot. Talking about food made him subconsciously pull out a bag off sunflower seeds. Crunching them up and spitting the shells was everything his digestive system could still do. Syb had lived with him long enuff, in a van that was without working plumbing also; to know that if he ate a turkey leg and a slice of pizza, then in 2 hours he'd shit out shredded pizza and ground up turkey. Dogs say that Sawzall’s shit is the tastiest shit they've ever eaten. 

"Now I got half an artificial lung so I can talk and smoke, and my heart they just got rid of cuz it was like a splatted tomato. They just sewed all those arteries and Veins together and I gotta figit alot and Keep moving and Squeeze tennis balls to keep my blood circulating. If r hold still for 15 minutes then I get all light headed Its like a real cheap high. I got to fake my driver’s test every year or they gonna revoke my licence." 

"MY heart is made outta a dried up dead rat that died from smoking." said Sybil.

 "you evr wunder wut if they really did kill us and this is us being ghosts ? This is what happens when you die. You just keep walking around thinking your alive and your closest friends don’t know you any more or maybe you don’t know them anymore.”

 “Probably.” Sez Saw. “Do you think brain damage making you dumber made the world more like you didn’t wanna kill it all the time?”

Sterile looked at him sideways, “Whatever, boy. Brain damage made my brain get powers. Duh!!! For example maybe what if everything in the world is all in your head and your just imagining everybuddy else and you are just brains in jars floating in space somewhere?”

 Saw burned cigarette and stared at the list of edible fish like it was more· interesting; More interesting than Sterile's death-fucker Theology.

 "Are you Human? Then you don't belong here. This is Heaven." 

Then they both shut up and sat with each other in silence rolling smokes and expecting Monday to take six hundred years to get back with the ice cream truck. 



[bookmark: fuckingmagictrick]FuckinG Magic Trick


Sterile crawled up on the foam mattress and wormed in to Sawzall. She climbed over him as sloppily as possible and nuzzled in to him backwards. There. You are now spooning me. It has been from boys like you that I even learned this magic trick. That not fighting back means consent.

She’d nuzzled with Monday plenty. Monday liked her. It was easy. Syb had pilfered a bunch of diesel for her and all kind of other fun things from Salt Town. She was the Coolest Crazy Cat lady possible and they’d been playing House in a Nomadic Performance artist kind of way for a month before Monday gave in to Sterile’s Idea to pick up a hitchhiking punk. They talked about performance schemes and how much you can get away with if you call it art. Sterile was from Morteville and had been in so many zombie bike rides and Discordian parades that she qualified for ACTRA. Her old punk band Jerk Off On a Cheese Burger, Set it on Fire had been more spectacle than display of great musicianship. She knew the ropes and had an angle on all Monday’s beautiful pipedreams. 
Sterile Wasn’t actually attracted to Monday until they got a third IceCream truck crewmember. Monday was hybrid Pilot/stewardess/inflightmovie. Sterile was Mechanic and power enjineer. Sawzall Hatered, from the Original Scumfucks of South Califurnyeh, immediately staked claim to the position of Ships Doctor. Kind of like a Medic but He just smokes and takes your drugs and puts his thing in you
****
Monday had offered Sterile a very nice pact for her to enter. Morning was not wandering the country directionless in an IceCream Truck as she appeared. She was on a Promotional tour of her oeuvre, visiting art residencies and doing site specific performance. There were art studio groups in every town who’d delight to invite a performance artist and found sound finder ply her trade. This was sort of true; Monday sold 45 minute tape recordings of donut shops and dive bar drunk hollering to “collectors”. She needed a side kick to keep the Ice cream truck going. This is a Mobile Art Laboratory. 

There are over 5000 cassette tapes in here and there are art contacts of Monday’s across the entire quadrant who need to see what she has been working on. So far her audio documentary has been without plan or tangible form. Sterile is a habitual go getter. She hauls grease for the truck, knows where to find the interesting people in a dozen towns, and in the month she has lived on the IceCream she fixed it when it broke down over a dozen times.

 She’s also seems to have met everybuddy at one point or another. The meeting might have been pleasant. Sterile is kind of charming in a neat refreshing way where she acts like charm is a minimum wage job she has to hold down 38 hours a week.

She’d sort of considered staying aboard this IceCream Van for awhile. Pretending to be an IceCream Stand as a front for strange unfathomable Secret plans was a cozy life. 

Sawzall Mumbled “kill you...” which could mean pretty much anything. He hugged her around the left shoulder then rolled 180 offering his back to hers. 

Things were imperfect and awkward. Sybil rolled her back to his and stared out over the ocean splashing the shore 100 feet below the missing window before her. She grinned till she was squinty.

 	Since they’d picked up Saw a few weeks ago he’d been making nice with Syb and they’d been growin’ close nice enuff. Almost being killed is a big event in most people’s lives and it’s good to have someone else who has gone through that experience to share things with. Syb and Saw are also both psychotics and being emotionless doesn’t mean you don’t have feelings. That’s another thing that only another of your kind can understand. 

 	Sterile amerika and Sawzall Hatered had fucked a few days after he came aboard. He fucked Monday 48 hours after coming aboard but Syb is 100% certain that they only fucked that day, in the dumpster of the T&S truckstop, cuz they were both hitting on her.  Syb had walked in on them right at the end cuz she timed her entrance nice. 

Saw had jumped down from the top and immediately started strutting around the cinderblock walled garbage area. “Sterile, kid, you missed everything. I just fucked Monday in the cardboard dumpster. Know how I did it? I was like “Monday, I’m gonna fuck you right now in this dumpster” and she was like “fuck you, as if I’d touch you” and I was like, “naw Bitch, get your pussy on this.” And then I whipped out my dick and fucked her. Fuckin Monday is like sex for free!!”

“What  ever,  you  fuckin’  asshole!” Screetched Monday running around in a circle holding her pants in her hand covering her muff, with her other hand digging her butt crack. Whenever Monday cursed and shit talked sumthin in her delivery made each bleeping word sound like a 4 letter long poem.

So that night Sterile went to bed first and took up the middle. When she woke up in the morning she was in bed with Monday and Saz was hustling for change on an on ramp. Syb woke Monday up by eating her out. Its Syb’s specialty.

Monday always wanted to lie around and cuddle after Sterile fucked her, but Syb would only mess with her for a few minnits and then skitter away. Saw had the backwards opposite problem. He usually fucks girls he just met and then gets them to buy him stuff and fucks them again and leaves. Sybi didn’t have any money. Technically she was fucking Saw for his 16 pounds of grass. Saw had taken all of Arrogance’s crops except for 7lbs 7 oz.  That meant that Arrogance would pass his inspection with even an ounce on him. Syb was attracted to Saw cuz of his altruism and also how he was gonna be blitzed 24-7 from now on. When he’s passed out he’s kinna like a body pillow that does things.

He’d been making moves at her since they took him aboard. Sterile got with him for the first time right after she got with Monday. “I L*ve you Monday, you are a dear cherished friend to me. You and me will fuck more. I kinda like the boy.” 

“I dunno if he likes anybuddy, I think he’s just along for the ride 24-7” Monday countered.

Monday and Sterile has the best Locking of eyes possible. In 5 seconds their eyes communicated without words a vicious call and response battle touching on the pecking order of sexual skill and desirability, threats of violence, pecking order of the IceCream truck, and general fierceness. All executed at 6am on the roof of the IceCream.

At 9pm Sterile fucked Sawzal on the same roof but 300 miles away in back of a Sushi restauraunt. They’d been trying to pump oil but the restaurants trap was full of bad water. Syb had already run down the truck on bad oil so many times that she was worried Monday would just stop driving and decide to life on the roadside somewhere stupid.


Sterile easily talked Saw in to smoking up and then she went down on him. It was working fine for a minnit but it was the first time they’d fucked and he hadn’t known exactly what he was getting in to. Well he did but he didn’t.

Saw was the one who’d said he wanted to stop but let’s just lie together and hold each other. Syb had said, “Ok, I’ll do that if that’s what you’re in to. But next time I get to pick the position”

Syb lay on the foam flopped on top of the plywood that was the Good Ship IceCream’s bunk. She looked past her toes to see Monday up front in the captain seat, chainsmokin’ and fucking with the radio. Saw’s shoulder blades knocked hers and fidgeted in his sleep. He slept restlessly cuz he had to keep his blood circulating. Syb looked out the back window and watched the infinity of dessert roll away back toward where they came from.

There is alot wrong with my situation right now but nothing had made any sense for over a year. Cake had thrown her in a truck more than a year ago. Now she lived in this truck. Sex and L*ve and Home and Motion and Place are all very deeply linked together. Sybi hasn’t had privacy or personal space in years. Sterile works her magic without a safety net.

Everything keeps changing and nothing makes any sense but that is what you asked for. You think your life is a mess cuz you’re a screwy slacker punk who dodges responsibility and revels in chaos. So you get the bright Idea to summon an angel demon martyr saint from some fringe religious sect of swamp land Xtianity. Reckon an angel demon of a crazy church in the middle of the place where Morteville trucks her garbage will be easy to get cozy with. Attempt to befriend the accessible monsters who prowl amongst us and taunt them in to stealing you things from their masters. On the otherside who can get your voice heard in the courts of heaven. Then the Angel Demon asks you if you’d like to become the vessel of the unravelling and you jump at the opportunity so the monster will like you. 

It comes to now and you are the keeper of ground zero for improbability. You pledged to be bare the manifestation of the best laid plans running afoul on some tiny unforeseen variable. You will just not work no matter how much time you check everything and see that everything is in place and totally should work. But it won’t. It’ll throw a cog as soon as you try. Like a perpetual motion machine, it should work but it just doesn’t. And you are now responsible for that.





















[bookmark: getthefuckup]“Get the fuck up!!! Where the fuck is the grass punk?”

“You don’t show me 16 lbs of grass right now I’ll have you bite the curb right here and I’ll make it so that face never works as anything ever again but a toothless fuck hole.”

There was the barrel of a gun pointed in her face. Her just awakened eyes fumbled in to focus and came next to the revolvey part and saw the tips of the 38 shorts.  It was Saw’s gun. His extra special gun from his run in scum He is the guy holding it and waking her up with it. 

“Sure ok. Ok. Ok. ok...... I’ll blow you after I have a coffee.”

“Yeh, you’d like that, eh? Why don’t you show me how you suck a guys dick right here with this?”

It’s like he’s doing the teasing your mouth by slapping it with his cock thing, but with a loaded 38.

Syb deflects it away. Shoves Saw off of her like waving off a buzzing fly while your sleeping. Where dealing with psychotics its best to be emotionless yet decisive. That way everybuddy gets along.

They are on the city outskirts of Nashty, in the Black Slate Mountains of Tension. They’ve been driving around the mountains for days looking for Sterile’s friend Mountain Sally. Sally fixes veggie trucks and Sterile has some kind of weird plan where she wants Saw to join some weird club that her and sally have. Monday is all hot cuz Saw gets to be a Vessel and she just gets to mingle with the background. She dn’t understand what these vessels are.

They are parked in the driveway of a large wood shingle house named “Castle Bitchin’” Saw has a crew of old army buddies here who he’s handing over the 16 lbs of grass to. Seems these are the people who were supposed to get the 16lbs of grass. Saw has been uncharecteristly OCD about the grass bags and not let the others mess with them. They smoked alot but Saw measured it out taking a bit from each bag and trying to do it evenly. If his friends really don’t weigh their stuff and judge a pound by sight then his efforts might work.

“Five More Minutes!!” Syb shouts and swats the gun away with her foot while burrowing deeper in to the clothes and grubby blankets.

With her face in the pillows she scissors Saw in her legs and tries to drag him under here.

“Knock it off kid, your fuckin dead.” Huffs Saw and brushes her off. He runs out of the IceCream and in to Castle Bitchin to look for someone awake to threaten.

---------------------7667


!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!
Missing part -2.

Saw runs away with the money and grass and Sybil and Monday fuck and Sybil walks to the north east.

...






xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx
The following “found poetry” is transcript of the smudging of felt tip marker from inside one of the storage lockers of the ice cream truck.  It was written down one line at a time over  the 3 months that the good ship Ice Cream squeaked and clunked from Sovereign Salt Plain City, North Califurnyeh, to The  trees and weeds of Libation Tension.

hurt lost alone
in court of deceit, spite, grudge, betrayal
Panicked Desire of loss, and hate, and fear
 Sick Fiending for
     broken beauty
      ruined Mind s 
spurn ed of self 
Misery's Lust for Company is the Teet on which L*ve suckles 
the wounds we cut ourselves
will justify our weakness, sorrow, -pain.
**************************************


[bookmark: igtb32]IGTB*3~P.2 

Dear Edith Massy Sedgwick Borgroves White
White Ridge, Potato Hollow, Libation, TN 

Feed my lambs, feed my sheep. 

I have now secured a network of deeply under the radar secret bases across the four Quadrants. Every base is disguised as it operates apparently openly. I have created a mob who bridge circus people, people with metal shops, and keen non profit corporations 
who strike fear in to all opposition by throwing an endless supply of smart ass punk lawyers at them. I have a dozen candidates I’m shadowing to cast for the r i s e .

I feel like I've had the chain slip off since months. Unseen hands have taken control of my body and they make my sqat in frozen Greater Metropolitan and try to fuck everything. I think I have become the mistress of a punk art fag Syndicate. 
My castle is named Solitude of Elegance. No buddy is looking for you. 
5gallon is fine but they have evicted you • 
I Fuck Love You Edie. 
• 
. - *Shitty Sterile amerika Delight


[bookmark: BalladofSteaks]
T h e  B a l l a d  Of
Sissy Steaks
Sissy was unaware that this was her 6hunded and sixty fifth consecutive night of working full time for a cult who courted ABANDON. Sissy's job was in the public relations department as a recruiter. This night she lay in the corner of the dark-in-daytime attic room, lay curled on the opposite side of the room from the window, curled around a coffee maker spitting hot water on to half a pack of 25 cent ramen. Lay on her side watching the noodles slowly wick up the hot water as it pooled up drip at a time. 

“This is the only time I ever feel ok , when I’m warm and soft in my hiding spot and no one is gonna come get me for at least as long as it takes t-o eat half a pack of ramen.”

That’s how Sissy got so skinny. Cuz no way was she trusting an entire pack of ramen to take care of her. 

Siss just eat once a day in one gulp. “I am no slave to food and 
need no groceries, no kitchen. I travel light and that includes the pile of sticks 
covered in meat that carries my brain around. I am a city brat and not a farmer or 
fisher or miner or logger. I scoop ice cream for people and go*go dance and occasionally ride a bike delivering Masonic jar sized boxes to people. I only need a little, Less than 700 calories a day. 2000 calorie diets are for kids in the Special Forces. 
It’s about bloody time that city people all got below 1001bs and the food surpluses fixed the world and allowed farmers to focus their energy on quality for a change.
Sissy picked at a dot of smokerette ash that must have been hiding on her spotless carpets since yesterday.. 





I don't Wanna, ANYTHING
You Can’t Make Me ANYTHING 

[bookmark: serviceofElegance]in Service of Elegance------------
Trevor and Syett (heavies for the Cult of Elegance){aka delight of elegance, or in service of elegance, as in "we just came here from service of elegance. We are the drug and mental illness ravaged gutter goths plucked out of a drop in center to be the effectively unnervingly sick and cruel public relations department of service to elegance. I am gonna stick this fucking thing in you very slowly unless you pledge right now to do the bidding of service to elegance.


They have almost never broken a bone or left someone unable to walk. the magic formula for this is being terribly fucking high all the time, perfect apathy, personalities that are 50% perfectly vapid attempting to bury the other %50 of chills frightening horror damaged from seeing too much, and clever creative passionate-and-dissociative brains groomed on horror movie parties with their goth friends. The latter also gives them cherished encyclopspoaediaic knowledge of torture. So far the people in movies have been able to handle way more agony. Real people start freaking out and babbling in tongues and telling weird lies about what they can do to the heavies.

Trevor is 6 foot 135 pounds with no eyebrows and a neck beard.
Syett is 5 foot minus one inch and the entire left side of her body is under developed thanks to her conception masterminded in the toxic Slavonic Independent States.  She works out just her right arm. she also plays 1 and a half handed piano good.

Syett got her start at service of elegance as their pianist. free room and board for a pianist, and Syett had banged pianos for the first 20 years of her life. Fire engine red old wood upright with 22 missing keys.  Exactly one fourth of the piano. Syett only learned to play piano cuz it was a Player piano and it played "sweet Georgia brown" and "glow worm" and "Saturday night fish fry" and "way down south in Morteville" and it missed keys all the time so Syett tried to fix it. 

Her findings in the piano were as follows:

1. Most of the keys have a little broken piece of leather that could be fixed, janky but functional, with glue and string and electrical tape.

2. Then you have to bang on the piano alot so all the string and tape can seat in. when you fix things with string or tape you need to consider the pliancy of your repair medium and its behaviour under load, twist, and shear forces

3. The player piano thing is pneumatic and you can warble the piano if you have two people and one works the foot bellows. you also need two people if you’re going to attempt to play a song with the 88 air valves and the spool taken out of the player. it usually sounds like you where trying to play the piano with your but.

Trevor and Syett’s greatest invention was the tightenable knife on a c clamp. You can hold a pointy thing to a person and push it 4 ounces of pressure more every turn. You can have something pointing in to someone and not take it off them to make rice crispy squares right in the middle of sweating some guy. They did that once improv and now they've added it to their technique. It's projecting that kind of approach life in general that makes Trevor and Syett the entire reason that service of elegance is legendarily feared.

The best one ever was when did the pee make out. they both claim to be single and hunting but they have been fucking (but professhonally as partners) for a few years. It was no thing to get high and then set up two step ladders over a guy in a chair and just perch atop the ladders and guzzle whiskey ice coffee while chain smoking bugler and making out and snacking on asparagus and onions and garlic and pissing all over the guy.

Trevor had a boner at one point and wizzed all over Syett's lap and then Syett did a fake kick boxing move and managed to shoot Trev in the head with piss. Syett took a shit on the chair guy and the heavies went to the other side of the room and fucked while spraying each other with the garage hose. They fucked with Trevor lying on a pile of cardboard and Syett rode him. Then they finished off by Trev fucking Syett bent over a stack of tires. It was totally hot and the chair guy could half see them and that made it more hilarious. The heavies leaned up naked on the cleanest wall they could find and admired the mess they'd made of this place and burned a spliff each.

Trevor , dripping and naked, went up to the guy and told him not to be runnin' eyes over his girlfriend and held the guys mouth open with one hand and in his other he had his dick and his favourite awl, pointing straight ahead like a dick bayonet. 

After the guy drank his piss Trevor laughs "actually just kidding! She’s not really my girlfriend; I've never actually even met her yet. Hey, lady, what’s your name?" 

Trevor turns his head sideways to Syett. Their eyes just lock right there. They just stare in to the blacks of each other’s eye. Sickly blasé disturbed faces,  I can’t pin point the body language they consciously shared there. It was looking in to each other’s eyes and being pleased and satisfied with recognition, but with a wedding cake of alienatedness dropped on top. 

What is in those eyes heavy? I don't know what you do the other %90 of the week. You read Witchy sci- fi books on the couch. Lie on your Good Will mattress listening to a tape player. You live on tomato juice and sing song fragments  in bed and in the bathroom. You live on sugar and lean against a wall for 2 hours watching people who have some place to go try to get there. You live on cigarettes and service of elegance pays your rent and lets you grocery shop at their bar. What the hell are we doing? What the hell am I doing? Really, What the hell am I doing?

"Candy Flipper" says Syett.

"John Q." says Trevor, "I like Candy, cuz I got a sweet tooth and you sure are one sweet fuck"

It's work, have to act professhonal. Syett is scrunching up her mouth suppressing a giggle at Trevor's hoodlum line of talk. They lock eyes again.

The Grey-Blue ones say "you and me on the same page here?”
Hazel-Purple sez "I want this, I been wantin’ this...”
Grey-Blue sez- "I'll start then you come in"
Hazel-Purple sez- "lets do this"

John goes to the guy and Candy kneels naked next to a drywall caked tool bag. He shoves the garden hose in the guys mouth and presses the squirtter. It’s on full blast

"You are gonna have to listen to me while I have the hose running in your mouth cuz I'm going to do this for exactly 5 minutes. Breath through your nose or sumthing. When I take the hose out of your mouth I don't want to hear anything from you at all. The lady with no shirt is gonna ask you 2 simple yes or no questions and then we got some paper work and we're done. Candy?”

Candy is still digging in the tool bag. It really is a tool bag. the papers are all in a pile with Syett’s pants and 3 vice grips and a cellphone as a paper weight. She locks eyes with Trev once more and shoots a sly "o damn, you fucker" at him with a tired smirk. 

Then her face turns Wikked.

"Oh shit I DID bring it!!! I love this thing!!”

She holds IT up over her head and its shiny stainless and clean (cuz she sits around cleaning it). right now its jaws are flopping loose and its still set to about half tension from last week. Syett is trying to pick up the papers and her clothes and twist the puller down at the same time.

She says she got it from an elevator control room. he delights in knowing such a funny tidbit of knowledge.

I never seen no part of an elevator that that thing is the same shape as. Might not even be a real elevator tool. Hell, maybe it’s a tool for tiny cement rooms on the roof, or air conditioners or drain pipes or radio masts or picking leaves out of gutters. 

That's how i got this job. I don't know and i don't care. sing it when you say it and your someone i can run with and you can watch the side for prey and my back for predators. We can sleep close together whenever its cold.

Trevor stops watching nekkid Syett unwind her elevator tool until the jaws are spaced close enuff to fit in a human mouth. His eyes wander back to the guy who has the running hose in his mouth still. 

"I wonder how much of that he's swallowing? " , Trev muses. "I want more whisky ice coffee." 

Trev grabs his dick and pisses all over the chair one last time and then goes to root through Syett’s tool bag, roll a small joint and cut 2 lines for each of them for the last act, and mix a coffee. It’s restaurant supply powdered cappuccino mix and %35 whipped cream dumped in to Nhym Whisky. just a bunch of stuff he grabbed out of the kitchen in service to elegance.




















"You wanna go to the devil but you dont like the flames ?
Blood on Satan’s claw is my middle name!"
-the late mister Luxury
RIPieces
 you gorgeous beast.


----------------------------------------------------


[bookmark: Mental1]Mental Hospital Diaries 
“Miss Sybil D’Lye, tell me about your delusions.”
 It took Sybil a few moment to let that ponderous question sink in. Its sinking only a few millimetres a minute so either the question is air or Syb is thick.. 
"Why?  Are you trying to copy me?" 
“Ok, Miss Sybil how about if you tell me the top three things you believe to be true and most people would think absurd.”
Well, lady, that’s a loaded question. My specialty in fact is disbelieving. I must qualify my answers by referencing them with the variable that %98 of people out in the streets are not real and neither are the buildings. The fake people are stored inside the fake buildings when you’re not around. All the books I never read are just pages of gibberish made up to look like a book. %98 of people are 
not real and it would be as morally correct to kill them as to eat a veggie dog with 
just olives on it. Money, the media, and the ever changing landscape of contemporary 
culture are living things more real and precious than individual human lives. The p 
planet is just a flat disk ~50 miles across beneath a 200 foot diameter Bakelite moon, which was first rolled across the night sky on gigantic rails in ‘42, the year I was born.
  
“Sybil, I thought you were only 32.” 
  
 	I’m 67, I skipped a decade. I believe in lots of stuff that isn't true. SatnaClaus, the spirit of x-mas, karma, luck, bad omens, my folding spork I wear as a superstitious necklace /security blanket. I believe in  god, angels, demons, prince charming, talking animal side kicks, pirates, zombies, movie stars, boogey men, and Baba Yaga . I think my toy lamby bear from when i was a little kid was really my friend who’d play with me. I think him going silent in my ten years was a conspiracy masterminded by the  evil villain posing as my family. Actually prince charming is stupid, I meant the headless horse man. 
Are you gonna cure me of all this?? Cuz it would be great to have more brain space.
The doctor' wrote: Downgrade Sociopath Diagnosis to DSM 301.83 BPD. Borderline disorder ~ highly Polarized emotions interspersed with numbness. morbid compulsion to pick everything apart until its in too many pieces to carry. Retreats in to complex fantasy world to avoid emotional involvement in reality.                 -: " 
You are the doctor and I trust you," said Syb calmly, drugged calm.” If you could 
get me a list or a print out of what is real I could study it and know the difference 
for our next session." 
Syb was almost disappointed to be discharged less than 48 hours later. 
----------------------------------------------------



Scoop in a cup
$2. 
Scoop and a waffle in a cup is $3. toppings: choklit chips, banana segments, m&ms stuck in a sock and smashed with a hammer, oat meal cookie stomped in to crumbs while still in the box in a paper bag, maraschino cherries, Sour Dill Garlic Pikles (?!), choklit syrope, mini marshm3llows, caramel syrope drizzled delicately with a 12 inch long silver desert spoon, choklit vanilla, starberry, or butter pecan ice cream scooped with a silver ice cream scoop engraved with delicate filigree and Miss Sissy Steaks slithering down the handle in over blown filigree cursive. 

[bookmark: comments]  	No eyebrows, gash scar across the left of her face, I can see the marks from where you used to have a dozen face piercings, choppy ultra white hair, wearing one thrid of an $80 tshirt mutilated in to a micro halter top. thin as a coat hanger but snacking on her own ice cream all night. with the same spoon she scooped caramel with. I don't know if she cleaned it in between....
Call your Mother was doing some kinna monthly queer dance party thing with punk bands and stripperBurlesQies, Sybil got out of the mental hospital this morning. 4 days. not so bad. a gay goth metal head run-away kept trying to be her new best friend and she made nice with a crack head who got grabbed up for yelling at her husband that he was "fuckin dead" for showing up drunk at their house at 6 am. her neighbour had complained. The stripperbrlesqies were classy with cool costumes and they had fierce tight moves. Their crew represented 3 genders, 4 races, 1 chub and 1 crip. And sissy ran her own ice cream stand at the punk strip club)


	
	   Sissy, sat up high atop two step ladders lashed together, and she presided down from her mini tower she's made from step ladders and tv sets and cardboard. "Where the hell did you come from, monster?" she asked her, grinning wikked like. 
     Grow your Teeth and Claws Long (horror-math-metal roadhouse grindcore with keyboards) had just given way to Syetta  Corvetta, a 4 foot 11 goth go go dancer who peeled to honky tonk piano music. after her there's two more dancers, finishes off with stripburlesqies starlette Dolly Discipline. D.D. is black and 300lbs and without any leg 6 inches below her left knee. She also has learning disabilities and came from a nice liberal west coast family. And she is Olive skinned Black cuz she's a few other races too. She Is fiercest of her entire house. she gets a big act with her snake and Blowing fire and a few quick acrobat stunts and then its Misc. the newest hipster rock band to save rock. they have nice beards.
   Discipline danced with a 12 foot snake named Honey Bunches of Goats. But only 3 songs in to Misc. set Sissy got bored and came up and stuck her tongue in Sybil. They were both at fault for all the stumbling and falling in to people. sissy was drunk and Sybi was really high. so was everybuddy else. One of the comic book characters toppled the other in to a pile of empty beer boxes and they made it in to a crappy dank bean bag chair for making out. Pushin’  each other around in the trash, pinning each other down or up against a pile of garbage cans.

     Somebuddy yelled "fags making out on the garbage" and a photo flash went off. 
        Sissy broke off from Syb and winked at her.
 "That’s it, I'm'a ugly this cock suckers nose right now" and then she just ran up and smashed somebuddy who mighta been the guy or might not. Everybuddy in the room was drunk and high so its hard to tell. 

            Then there' 3 people on Sissy and Syb is High as a jay bird trying to figure out what’s going on and shoving guys off of Siss and shoving them in to the crowd of people around the stage for MISC. Then everybuddy else got in a fight for shoving in to each other and the Dyke with the Glasses from the second band got right up in the first guys face and was screaming at him and Sybi just pulled Sissy in to the corner between the cigarette machine and a washing machine.

     "Lets get outta here and I'll get you high"

    "Oh Yeh? You just wash up here from who knows where, no buddy knows you, drifter. You not trying to make a victim of me, are you? Cuz I don't got anymore than you see on me, and You'll find you cant make me do anything I don’t wanna, easy."
      "Lady, my intentions are so honourable that i hope your not doing anything too early tomorrow




[bookmark: Punchyou]
Punch you in the throat

I'll punch you in the throat
I'll punch you in the throat
I’ll punch you in the throat

I'll kick you a thousand times  in the head when you go down

I’ll stomp you a hundred times in the teeth while you crawl on the ground

I’ll punch you in the throat

By
Jerk off On a Cheez Burger, Set it on Fire
(Shitty Delight and Chiclette’s DeVille)
[bookmark: plasticCookie]
the plastic cookie knows you throw up for no reason


Sybil was cuddling a lamp. Black matte powder finished desk lamp. Fake brass accents and a knurled knob on a solid base with faux mitred corners. Plastic tag saying that the lamp was approved by the bureau of consumer safety was wrapped around the cord and it slipped up and down the cord as Sybil moved the lamp around. It was old and frayed the safety tag. It had 
gungy oily smudges. More like dirt smudges. It was like a really nice desk lamp. Lawyer could have client meeting with a lamp like this in attendance. 
Like a corporate lawyer deflecting lawsuits and slaying environmental protection laws. Like a lawyer who stared down his opponents with a glimmer of a threat to beat them up in the parking lot as they went to get in to their car. Not like he'd hide in the back seat and jump out at them, hell no. This lawyer would just stamp across the parking lot and deck them. Loosen their teeth before they even saw him pull back to straight right them full strength in the mouth.

Lampy  had deep scratches through its matte black paint and the felt on the bottom was dingy. Only a few years old and no buddy would take all these scars on as their war lawyer. Lamp, you look like a fuckin bag lady.

Syb pondered the ballad of lampy. You look like a battle weary hardened survivor and that makes you decreased in value to almost nuthing. This is the kind of shit you think about while you have the strange pleasure of hiding from some construction workers who are not actually looking for you. Only Chicy the welfare collecting queer punk even knows I'm up here. Construction workers have been here since 7 am. Sybi refused to move for the first hour. Then she dug through her pack while they were mowing the lawn and found her multi Screw driver and a handful of Philips screws. Door to the attic was screwed shut now. Not that the guys had come all the way up here yet. Now it was 5: and they hadn’t made any noise for hours, maybe they were gone. 

Syb tried to talk herself in to getting the hell out of this house and staying somewhere else but I'm too cold and tired to grab everything I own and head 
Outside to go I don't know where.

Could go to Chiclette's house but I'd have to bring her her lamp.

Sybi crept to the window in her big puffy pink stripy socks, half falling off and flopping. Her new cherrys were ready at the end of the bedroll. Bedroll had been rolled up ready to go for half the morning but seeing no subtle escape route appear in those hours, Syb had just rolled her out and unpacked again. Except she still had all her grass, oxys, IDcards, and money in her underwear. 

Chances of the construction guys discovering her living in the attic was %50-50 and the chances of them going through her underwear for drugs and cash, or whatever, was prolly lower. She was letting 
her self stay paranoid about making any sounds just to help her pass the time. 

“If I'm worried about anything it's being too blasé should they find me.”She thought the third time she combed her hair in her reflection upside-down in her pocket spoon. She spent 10 minnits pulling open a vent really quietly so she could hide her piss jug. Sqatters are less upsetting if you don’t notice them urinating in your house, even if they are doing it in a fruit juice bottle. It was full and she couldn’t dump it out the window. Nowhere to pee, Syb had also saturated a plastic bag of crumpled newspaper. Hadn't drank anything since she sucked all the juice out of a can of peaches at 3 am. There are no other containers up here.

The bathroom was on the second floor. Good thing they didn’t come up there either. Syb had thrown up in the sink yesterday. Trying to be polite she had thrown up in her mouth and walked down the tiny flight of stairs to spit it in to the sink. Water is off so Syb had planned to clean it up later. It was chilly fries. Just threw up around 1 am, she was all by herself, Steak was gone. 

I wonder if those construction guys noticed the straw berry ice cream in 
the fridge?

I don’t wanna leave this place, its clean and has power and I been here for a week.

Sybi fishes around in her underwear, trying to find sumthing to do for an hour more to make sure those lawn mowing hedge trimming garbage picking up 
thugs an’t down there no more. Sybil only quit the drugs a little over a year ago. she did 6 months totally clean and sober. Month one was horrible, it felt like the entire world was disgusted by her refusal of most people’s vices. So you think your better than us now Sybi?? Cuz your obviously not. 

You’re such a tiny and weak constitutioned person that you now can only be pat on the head and appreciated as a lame former show horse. you couldn't possibly join in our games. You deny your own vices like humanity ain’t good enuff for you. 

Through sober eyes that is glaringly true. None of you are worth anything. I'm the one 
who is trapped, it’s a lonely barren land of nuthing but cute cats and their post hang-in-there society they built themselves. Cats texting each other with 
big complicated plastic cookies with just one button that does everything (depending on how you press it) Texting each other in T10. Plastic cookie programming language that is the first predictive text language to qualify as an AI to the Safety standards people. Plastic cookies get their plastic safety certificate tag inside as data. You have to ask t10 to show it to you. 

With t10 you can text someone 

	I just got paid
For selling a design,
lets get shots
We can pick up
Rough trade




You can type that with 5 keys. 

T10 learns to guess your thought better every time you use it. Sybil will offer no resistance when plastic cookies finally drop in price to under $20. 
Any time Sybil ever tried to use t10, the predictive text was so frighteningly good that she got stuck on the phone just mashing keys and watching t10 play 
her own thoughts back to her like an omnipotent choose-your-own-adventure book.


	I just 
Threw up
For no Reason



3 key strokes.

She’d seen a $99 plastic cookie at European Voltage Converter, the stereo cables discount store, while buying a spool of cassette tapes. Soon the plastic cookie will fall below $20 and then i gotta get $20 and I will be able to quit talking or being around people or even thinking. the apocalypse will be over in a few more years, I bought me some nice new cherry boots for the ascension and I wont need a halo when I get a plastic cookie.

Nobuddy had moved downstairs for hours. The screws squeak as they get unscrewed so we can do that in another few minutes, maybe. 




Sybi picks up 
I Will Kiss The Girl From Venus 
pulp sci-fi, written in 252, set in the year  300.


   	The year 300 is 12 years in to Sybi’s future, the girl from Venus says we live in space by then and everybuddy has their own helicopter car. You can store a whole books worth of information on a SINGLE punch card and synthetic steak isn't great but its manifests itself from electricity inside a microwave like device. No mention of t10 or any of his siblings. No mention of if synthetic steak looks like t-bone steak or rump roast or sirloin or if its extruded burger shape or a red glistening cube. The girl from Venus wants to know about this thing called love and winds up teaching the human race to turn French kissing in to the new handshake (don’t worry, not if its gay) 

  	Don't argue with a Venusian. They breath inflammable atmosphere and wake up in negative 200 degree frozen solid air ice cubes and eat lunch in flaming clouds of 200 degree heat. Right now Sybi isn’t reading anything. She’s admiring the scuff marks and crevices of dime store book a few years older than her. It was Sybil who dog eared all the pages. Ever since those guys tried to kill her last year she became religious about leaving a trail behind her. 

  	I will kiss the girl from Venus is 438 pages. Sybil runs a finger down the soft worn stack of pages admiring how the dog ears have a pattern, close grouping, scattered grouping, then close grouping. the distance between dog ears is ransom but the randomness has a simple oscillating pattern of reading short bits, long bits, short, long. Its obvious by staring at the book lying on her side on the floor. Syb cant remember what the past 2 months have been like as far as quiet reading in bed time goes. The girl from Venus wobbles in quality from genius to stupid every 2 dozen pages. That's prolly why its sometimes engaging and sometimes work. Not my fuckin fault.

There is 4 spoonfulls of instant coffee left in the jar, next to the lamp. Now is the time to either unscrew the attic door, or eat that coffee with no water. Got no job, cant stand people, I think those guys are gone. I got nuthing but time. ran out of water this morning, ate my 2 cans of food 2 days ago, got grass, oxys, instant coffee and a little tobacco.


 
[bookmark: Mental2]

Mental Hospital Diaries

 	I hate logic and reason. They are both really disempowering and they are one of those tools that demand your devotion. Being reasonable is almost as much work as owning a dog or paying rent. But if you don’t have morals of convictions or standards in society then you will be excluded. Since morals arn't even real, your options are either reason or religion. Both are flimsy copies of each other. Sybil mixed them together and just runs them on automatic pilot.

"Sybil D’Lye, if you found a baby carriage full of money and no one was around, would you accept the children of god as your personal saviour"

Sybil says," This is delicious ~ I'd l*ve to ~ We should do this more often ~ I l*ve you ~ I’m fine  thank you ~ I had fun ~ Charmed I’m sure."

[bookmark: Ends1]This is how TimeB*mb 3 ends
Sybil walks all the way from salt plains to Broak Califurnyeh. And then she goes to cake's house and this all takes 2 days to do al the walking. and then she walks in to cakes house and cake has her friends over comforting her. One friend is Sybil’s old ex husband from when she was younger and passed for Marriageableness better. The other is this girl Sybi worked with for a TBLG community center safe shelters project 2 years ago. So everybuddy is making tea for cake cuz she is plummeting distressed to see Sybi walk through the door. so cake walks up to her and sticks her face right in Sybil’s. But not to close, and tells her she cant be around her and please get out. 

So Sybi walked down the street to the old abandoned grain silo and throws her bedroll out on the 7th floor motor control tower floor, Kicks a bunch of weird elevator adjusting utensils in to the corner,  and she just curls up for an hour watching pigeons over the ledge of the roof. Down in the vents below. with tufts of pigeon nest sticking out everywhere. nests made of human hair and scraps of plastic bags and smokerette butts. 

Sippi cup clambers the hell off the roof cuz its like looking in to the womb that she herself was incubated in. so often Syb is trying to crawl under the couch or in to the laundry cuz she’s only comfy if its snug and warm and made out of the worst of junk. plastic and cigarettes are %50 of Sybil Lamb by volume.

She runs all the way back to cake's house and just stands in the door going through the motions to be mumbling, but with no sound coming out. "what?" asks cake sounding really annoyed.

"I was ok living on the roof of an abandoned factory 3 months ago. What did you do to me?."

"Get out of here, Sybi. I'll talk to you later."

"You drove me 2000 miles across the mountains while I'm to fucked up to chew a steak or reliably get to the bathroom. I had a bedroom on the other side of the country."

"Sybi, just go..."

"I coulda lived in the factory 2 months ago. Now I was gonna spend the night in your bed but you can't take that when you just did it."

 Sybi's head was damaged in such a way that her language center was impaired from direct trauma. in such a way that she tended to mangle the order of words in speaking. In listening she understood everything fine. This caused her to bust out laughing at some of the marble mouth garbage that she would spout some times.

Sybi was giggling. 

"I's just at that now." she confessed. "This is cancelled, cake. It’s back out for right. OK? Ok. ok!"

Sybil’s face fell as she started to panic that cake was trying to throw her out and she lately couldn't string a full sentence together under stress.

"JeebusCryst! Sybil." Cake's eyes had softened to her but her mouth was fucking pissed.

"I'M NOT FUCKING CRAZY", sybil tried to shove the outburst back in to her craw. "uh... I cant be at the silo cuz I was gonna be hide in your arm pit and please !!!"

"Sybil............ would you like help with your ........... I mean...... I think you got some lasting side effects from having your skull cracked open for three days."

 	Now Sybi looked like she was gonna cry. But she really wasn't. You would think that the part of the brain that cries would be really big and old and buried deep. but Sybi got hit in the head with a pipe a dozen times and when she gets real sad its like one of the almost sneezes. If Sybil tries to will herself to cry its more like a sputtering splattery grease fire inside her head.

 	So Sybil just closed her eyes and fell down in the doorway and foetuses up on the welcome mat.

To cut a long storey short: cake didn't know what the hell to do and scooped sybil up and put her to bed. 4 hours later they had fantastic passionate sex. they were both on top for the exact same amount of time which was about 2 hours each. they both didn’t cum for the whole 4 hours cuz they were distracted by trying to fuck each other forever, revelling in the tiny sensations, mapping each other’s skeleton and meat through their skin, becoming intimate inside and out, every orifice entered was delicately explored and charted. after exactly 4 hours they faced each other on their knees spread apart on cakes mattress balanced atop a stack of steamer trunks full of busted cassette tape players and cassette tapes and unicorn stuffed animals.

 	They faced each other and looked Watched one another’s eyes watch back.  Kissed deep but quick with their eyes open. Then it just washed over them like a tsunami. Orgasm hit them both hard, hit them hard in revenge that they had forgotten about orgasming cuz they were to busy trying to consume each other. Stuff you in to my pussy up my womb and absorb you in to my blood.

 They held on to each other and kept their eyes locked on each other’s face. Riding out the long long typhoon that orgasm had attacked them with. Each face in bliss and disbelief at the same time.


When Sybil bragged about this she said that she actually shed a single tiny tear right then and that was the official last tear she ever cried. But that’s a lie, her mental mechanism for release from intense emotions had been destroyed.
[bookmark: SissyNothing] 
  
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Sissy Steak owned almost nothing. 
 A few times a week She would, go to the thrift store and try on out fits until she had one she'd enjoy and then she 'd walk out  with 
the clothes she had come in hanging on the racks in her new clothes' place. She never had any need to wash laundry cuz the thrift store did it for her. all she had to do was buy herself something nice every other week and collect piles of “inconspicuous “clothes from free boxes. Thusly Sissy Q Steak had existed elegantly ever since she had washed up on Greater Metropolitan’s streets years ago as a scruffy eyebrow less runaway. It, was so obvious that Sybi gave her the affectionate pet name of “the little grown-ass-woman runaway” which was a perfect descriptor. She was typecast, of course, and she had found her real siblings in the children of elegance.
Scissors, Ice cream spoon engraved by a mostly forgotten lover, 12 pack of brand 
new underwear, lube, pink duct tape, tube top and 2 real nice sweater she’d swiped.  All that followed Sissy close in a hot candy pink micro suitcase.
One night after a long long night at Call Your Mother, Sissy lay out on the old wall 
to wall Carpet of her furnitureless room, looking at nuthing through the foggy vision obscured by shadows of fish and seaweed, not once coming up to breath, from the bottom of the ocean.
Sissy wrote a love letter to the Hatered of the city. Specifically the city that would never adore her or let her belong somewhere, but would never ever let her leave.



[bookmark: Flaws]I Hate That I L*ve You For Your Flaws.
You’ll Never Be Good Enuff For Me. 
1’ll Chew You Up And Spit You Out. 
You Are Mine And
I’ll Break what I Want.
 
P l e a s e 
Don’t Leave Me. 
Don't You Ever Fuckin Leave Me. 

	
[bookmark: SissyTrouble]“Sissy ain’t worth the trouble.”


Before Sybil jumped out the window she opened the little door behind the door in the bathroom. Like, when you open the bathroom door it hides the tiny door. It looks just like the mini baby sister twin of the big bathroom door. Maybe the bathroom door tells the little door stuff like "hey kid, put in a few decades as the door to the plumbing for the shower and you'll move up the ranks and maybe get promoted to the gate keeper of the closet."

That is the kind of encouraging thing i'd say to the little door if I was a door. If i was the little door tho, I'd know that I was full of shit. me, the big door me. both of me would know I was full of shit but the big door would be like "As long as everybuddy likes me i have a thick human shield !!" and little me would be thinking "%99 of things that seem fair or pleasing turn out to actually be fantastically impossible. In Fact there was plumbing for the shower inside the little door. And plaster crumbs and dry grass from a bird nest that some rat stole and dragged in there 20 years ago. No Couplings so you couldn't undo any of that rusty iron pipe anyways. you cant even really reach the pipes through this tiny door. Turns out that this is a special door for looking at the debrise under the tub. 

Sybi forgot that she'd just thrown everything she owned out the window. pack bed and a trash bag scattered across the damned front lawn. Sybi got captured by the door to nowhere. cool darkness shone on her. right under 60 gallons of water its been bone dry for so long there is 20 year old grass and 40 year old mummified rats and a 60 year old used condom, which had been present in the bathroom when the claw foot was reworked in to a tiled alcove with shower fixture. Sybi didn’t recognize the condom while she gazed down the shower hole. it looked like a bird shit and if picked at would crumble like a car accident between cars made from toast.

Sybil felt throttled with joy from having glimpsed the one true place she belonged. She wanted to crawl in there. Only enuff space for her arm but she was ready to pledge to contort herself and shrink to do it. 

She Tagged IGTB on the rust spotted hull of the tub. IGTB is Sybil's tag this year. She used to do TsPx, anagram for Terror Stormtroopers from Planet X. Then a bunch of punks thought it was cute and started a Terror scum Gang and made TSPX back patches. The TsPx crew were all punx and queers and queens and dorky. that is cuz Miss Fish was Minister of information. Sybil Declared that TsPx had matured in to an adult and manifested its self. her new kohn would add an entire folded legal page to this manuscript if I drew out the facets of its contemplation. 

It Got Totally Botched ! {aka Sybil lamb land}

Sybil had seen this before. She could look in to a drawer or a hole in the wall or an air vent or a ripped up floor board and see the nuthing behind it just open up and deepen and roll out like the humbling epicness of starring moonless and cloudless at the constellations from the empty lost_hurt_alone forests of the black slate mountains. But instead of falling off the earth and plummeting in to the middle of the universe forever, Sybil swam through the wall and sunk like a stone to the bottom of a bottomless 14 inch deep ocean.

-------------------------------------------------------------
Igtb3-210




[bookmark: Ditched]You fuckin ditched me Sippi 
She’s not that mad. She just reserves the right to ride Syb’s  ass about it. Chiclette is just practicing being a bitchy princess diva queen. 

"Well baby, I really love you n shit but i totally had important booty call stuff to do. "

"Sissy ain’t even worth it! Were you with her all week ??"

"Yeh, I got her pregnant and then I waited a few days for her to lay an egg and then I stole it and swallowed it."

"really?!" Chiclette jumped up and Sybil’s head fell off where shed been nuzzled in to Chicklette’s rib cage, south ward facing. Sybi flopped out of her spot and fell off the edge of Chik’s futon, her butt on the floor and backing in to Chik’s dirty dishes compost pile. 

"Duh, That’s how I reproduce, Stupit! I'm part seahorse. part devil angler. part worm" Chiclette’s face looked like she was taking everything Syb said seriously and with great interest.


"Nah, she left 5 days ago. We fucked one and a half times, then she gave me her house, but I have no idea who’s house it is. 4 bedroom, 1 bath, large kitchen, semi finished basement, nuthing in there except for a wheel barrel and some garden tools and a lawn mower and a 2 gallon gas can. two guys show up at dawn, i had 4 hours sleep and they show up and it takes them 9 hours to mow a hundred square foot yard. I could'a mowed that lawn faster with nail clippers. They did refill the 2 gallon gas can, which was sweet of them.

"Why the fuck you fuckin' Sissy!?!?, she is an arrogant pretentious bitch!!! 

"Well we got in to that fight after the show and she just pulled back and cracked that guy in the nose and then all his friends where trying to grab her and i was muscling people out of the way and She'd already got me worked up and I'd made up my mind to try to scum bag her place before i even started making out with her. I mean, she’s the ice cream lady. And, in fact, I have been living on ice cream and its toppings for the entire week."

"Sippi, Why the fuck are you fighting at Call Your Mother ? Your Mom is the only place in town where i feel safe and the people are cool and I'm friends with a bunch of the people who book shows there. you can fuck off to the next town any time you like but Greater Metro is my home and CallMoms is my bar."

Big talk for someone who hung up her compass and crew change and bought a plastic cookie just eight months ago.

"O hell ! I did not expect to wind up in a fight at your kiddie hipster show. It was between Sissy and the guy from Black Cop and I was just trying to keep Sissy from getting taken down by a mob of noise punk hipster scruffy beard boys. I just kept grabbing boys off sissy and shoving them in to the dance floor so they'd bump in to dancers and the dancers would be mad at them and they'd be in 2 fights at once. I got 3 of them getting deescalated by the butch with the fake glasses, and then i grabbed sissy and dragged her outside and told her I'd smoke her out if I could stay at her place. "

"Well I know Sissy. She ain’t worth the trouble she will get you in to. and she will cuz she does stupid shit every time i see her. she don’t make any money selling ice cream y'know."

"What's crazy is I'm picking her up right after pulling her out of a very sloppy fight, and she's like, ‘honey, I don't got anymore than what you see right here, so if you trying to make a victim of me, I'll cut you deep and shove it in you if you fingers come within 6 inches of my $36. ' 

So I put on like i was gravely offended and scolded her that I'm not interested in her money, I'm interested in getting high and screwing her. and I want an ice cream but I plan to earn that. 6 hours later I'm nekkid with my leg holding hands with hers while I snack on a 4 scoop Sunday. choklit, starberry, v'nilla, Butter Pecan. Dumped a whole can of whipped cream between the two of us and then we gulped the remaining nitrous. While we where NO2ed we started making out and then she starts stroking me off. So my hand goes up her thigh and we hand jive each other while making out on nitrous. I didn't know I was that great at Orgasming!! i felt like i was in a womb catapulted in to the northern lights. we just lay there with our hands and tongues in each other seeing how close we could get to the bottom of the ocean. Hand fucked her like a jack hammer while making out with her a cough syrup speed. Played that game for an hour and i was cumming the complete entire time."

"Sissy thinks she’s hot shit cuz she sells ice cream at punk shows. she weighs 98 pounds and she’s weird and gross and creepy. SHE DONE WAY TO MUCH OF SUMTHING. she is fucking vapid and vain and its a good thing she is cuz she is too stupit to be anything any more complicated than vapid. If it wasn't for vain and vapid, sissy would just blip right out of existence. the only reason she exists is as a marker for the thin line between stupit and nuthing."

"well i like nothing" sez Sybi. nothing looks good on me. nothing really turns me on, nothing can make me cum for a whole hour. I really like nuthing. nuthing is my favourite thing.

XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX









“You roll up here makin fucked up eyes at me like your about to swing at me?”

	
[bookmark: FagGarbage]Fags making out
in the Garbage





"So hay." and then she just burns her eyes at me like what she just said was possibly intended to be final. her mind is ticking away loudly right behind her micro tiny pupils. "What’s up with you?"

Sybil herself is spinning her wheels just throwing up dirt. I must be on a rock or sumthing. Syb just stares back at the ice cream lady. 

"huh?" and then she flips a lazy punk rock sneer at her. It is in fact a secret punk rock gesture code. in the punk circles it sends a message of sexual swagger and unflappable apathy.

"Queen, you roll up here makin fucked up eyes at me like your about to swing at me. Can I help You??" 

She puts hands apart on the counter and squares her shoulders and sticks her face in Sybi's. she is perfect at this. She is more than this room.
Why is the entire country awash with tough slick hot sissy tom boys? i never met any of them 3 years ago. All the women I love are nasty crazy faggots and I'm amassing a collection of them. 

"Bullshit!!!!" Sybi smiles when she spits that. "Lady you are running a giant cartoon ice cream stand!!! And I really like your shirt. its so flattering.”

Miss Sissy Steaks was running an ice cream stand that was on top of a pile of antique televisions, she had red velvet curtains around her and there where cardboard stars and cartoon animals everywhere. she had a tip jar that was milk bottle with a page out of a fashion magazine taped to it. The Pictured model wore an ankle length chunky knit sleeveless red and black stripy sweater dress hoodie. Dollar bills with wings where flying out of her pussy and then they where roosting on the word "tips". that part was drawn on to the fashion magazine page with a blue ballpoint.

She had only Two Tattoos on her entire body. 

I've Got a Time B*mb 
Sweet little liar that thinks she's special

was written between her collar bone and her tits, which were as tiny as her pupils. So tiny they're pin sharp and pierce your eyes. 

Miss  teak 

was on her knuckles.

She actually has the third s on her thumb.

She is a liar that thinks she's special. Is that good grammar? She is a liar who thinks she's special? Sybil never thought too hard  about grammar. Effective communication has always been to fast and dirty for fucking around like that.  This brain is like to changing unpredictably ever since she got beaten and left for dead last spring. She's been coming out of left field on everything and rides around in her rat bike head  not trust a word out of her mouth.
 Getting beaten in the brain with a pipe turned off  her sense of smell. The sense of smell is part of our original programming as microbes. It now takes up a third of the brain. The same part of the brain also makes emotions. With her sense of smell broken, she has %30 more brain with nothing to do. so the smell part of the brain is trying to help out with other things like grammar. This is why I am still more better than a robot, At least at flirting with the ice cream lady. 

Scoop in a cup is $2. Scoop and a waffle in a cup is $3. toppings: choklit chips, banana segments, M&Ms stuck in a sock and smashed with a hammer, oat meal cookie stomped in to crumbs while still in the box in a paper bag, maraschino cherries, Sour Dill Garlic Pikles (?!), choklit syrup, mini marshm3llows, caramel syrup drizzled delicately with a 12 inch long silver desert spoon, choklit vanilla, starberry, or butter pecan ice cream scooped with a silver ice cream scoop engraved with delicate filigree and Miss Sissy Steaks slithering down the handle in over blown filigree cursive. no eyebrows, gash scar across the left of her face, I can see the marks from where you used to have a dozen face piercings, choppy ultra white hair, wearing one third of an $80 t-shirt mutilated in to a micro halter top. thin as a coat hanger but snacking on her own ice cream all night. with the same spoon she scooped caramel with. I don't know if she cleaned it in between....

Call your Mother was doing some kinna monthly queer dance party thing with punk bands and Stripburlesque, Sybil got out of the mental hospital this morning. 4 days in the rooms. Not so bad. Some gay goth metal head run-away kept trying to be her new best friend and she made nice with a crack head who got grabbed up for yelling at her husband that he was "fuckin dead" for showing up drunk at their house at 6 am. Her neighbour had complained. The Stripburlesque were classy with cool costumes that a real costume maker made and they had fierce tight moves. their crew represented 3 genders, 4 races, 1 chub and 1 crip. 

 	That is how Sybi got mixed up with a Hell Rake like Sissy, the very damaged old punk chic who ran the ice cream stand at the queer punk strip club)


.~~                                   ~~.
[bookmark: Feelings]212—213 best not tryin’ a make a victim of me 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Feelings

Its a good thing I don’t Have feelings. It wasn't easy getting my feelings cut off. 
Sybi cut my feelings off herself but had had to get some high calibre specialists to help her rip them out and stomp them dead before they could reattach. Glory and grace to the little goats who trampled away the feelings. Sybi was blessed with a sick grim nature and morbid fascination with the bleak otherwise she would have cancelled her life years ago.
 Revoltingly sentimental, gets attached to quickly and deeply, has a giant dumb rhinoceros for an ego and that thing throws temper-tantrums if you don't feed her. She eats praise and affection. All Syb has done achieved all week  is come down with morning sickness and ruin Sissy's carpet with cigarettes. Her Rhino is having a tantrum.  The tiny plate in Syb’s skull feels like its gonna pop open.
Sissy ditched out on Sybil and her entire house that ain’t hers. Try to go look up the ice cream lady from the underground punk bar strip club and she  like "I’m way to fucked up on adderall to stay in one place long enuff to fuck“  Syb still woulda liked to try but Siss grabbed up every single thing she owned and stuffed it in the trunk of her vampire junkie friends car and left.
Syb spent 3 days cleaning out 3 trash bags of chopped up shoplifted t-shirts en and ice cream cartons and dirty plastic spoons, and condoms and newspapers and pamphlets from the drop in center. She kept a few shirts. Sissy seems to swipe a t-shirt every week and then for the next few days she cuts it up and ties it back on to herself. Its seeming as if on a quest to construct a skin tight shirt that uses almost no fabric. 
Syb kept a blue one that says
      ern      ion     
across the tits and then there is half a picture of a flaming tire. 
Sybi made sure that she wandered in to Call Your Mother that weekend. Steak 
wasn't selling ice cream. She was at the end of the bar with 2 more vampire hipsters and there were 8 glasses half empty on the bar in front of them.
Sissy was cackling like a maniac while having a conversation so animated with her 
friends that she had to make karate chop fluttering hand gestures with lethal precision and speed to get her story across. Friend one was a short blonde with salon fresh hair and dorky glasses, she kept laughing at sissy and snorting PEPSI out her nose. Diet Pepsi. The other was a tall skinny burnet who looked like she'd just gotten off her job of being a mall goth and she was just relaxing at the bar in a grey sweater suit and giant puffy pink and white NIKEs. Sissy grins out of one side of her mouth. Her eyes are pink and her iris are square like a goat or a sheep.  Sybi walks up.
“So I can’t get rid of you, eh, kid?" Sissy grins wider and. her eyes shoot pin width jets of invisible flame. Those pink cornea tiny pupils pin Sybil's soul behind her back." I missed you, kid. You leave a nasty nasty impression. I'll show it to you Later “ 
“Hey ice cream, I Can stay at your house tonight? I don't got a place and you 
got the cosiest body I slept next to in a while. Hard thin mattress is my favourite." Syb
Sybil pulled a chiken bullion cube out of her pocket. Sybil had written Sissy a valentines card on the paper wrapper. CHIKEN BULLION I want to devour your naked body. We should hang out or whatever. 1/2 Oz. Greater Metropolitan restaurant Supply Company, "I'll make you dinner.” 
"Well!!! Baby I'm real pink that you should be so sweet with your affections. I'm working real late tonight tho. We lock the doors in an hour, but we’re locked in here till dawn."
Sybil hung out till 6:20 in the morning. 6 gins and 2 blunts and a few lines of coke made the night fun but it wasn’t gonna keep Sybil awake and functional much 
longer. Not Enuff to consent to being witnessed by other people, even the flaming plain wrecks of Mother just shy of dawn.
Sissy was on her back on the pool table. Nekkid except for pink cow girl boots 
A thin guy w ith dyed black hair, a neck beard and no eye brows was eating her out. They 
were way more wasted than Sybi. Sybi caught his eye when he looked up at Sissy from eating her out. His eyes leapt out of the way and started eating Sissy even harder.
Sybi leaned across the table and nuzzled her head in to sissy’s neck while she was 
writhing around squirming from the getting eaten outness.
  
“hey, I gotta go crash, I’ll look you up in 24 hours.”
Sissy made a SQUEAKY noise and Syb snuck a tiny peck on the neck and then slipped out. Sybil tired and had blow a guy in the bathroom already at 4:20. Syb knew she'd be better off passing out on Chiclette’s front porch than passing out in the film of cigarettes an d beer that patinaed every inch of Call Your Mother.
Call Your Mother had  been a notoriously rough cruising pick up bar for queens until the mid fifties. Then they got absorbed by the cult of Elegance.
Rather Elegance owned nuthing substantial. Disciples of Service to Elegance owned Your Mother. Plenty of bars, strip joints, tattoo shoppe’s, the gay chaps-boots-and-poppers store;  were owned and operated by Eccentric flamboyant characters wearing the pin of elegance on their sleeves or collars, Syb’s old friend Billy the Weasle had been pinned a year ago  and he never missed a chance to brag about it .
Some part of the leaderless organisations master plan must lie in how elegance recruits  almost at random. Billy, who is obviously a wretch social climber, l*ves  any opportunity to name drop and gossip who he knows who is a member of Elegance.  
Children of Elegance appeared springing from the cracks within Elegance. There is a possibility that the children of Elegance originally formed as  an internal power struggle turf war take over. Elegance junior and senior clutched each other close together very quickly. Elegance put her children down  and snarked at everything they said and did. The  children resented Elegance seniors Control and meddling. 
Elegance would say “it would be nice if there were some vacancies in that kitchy shopping district with all those art lofts near by.”
Children would say “I’m doing it, already. Get off my back, mom!”

{Its important that Elegance and Children of Elegance are kept distinct. Two distict cells with imposed seperateness of their Modu Operendi. All kinds of bizznizz and personal associations kept separate.}

Children of Elegance Pins are a skull with a hairclip and a star. They’re made  by other Stripburlesque' s fierce cripples. Miss Dotty Daughter has degenerative bone syndrome and makes Children of Elegance pins from cast hardware store silver. you get a silver skull with swirly filigree pluming out behind her. Pink craft store rhinestones, and then there is a banner which  reads “Sons and Daughters of elegance”. Sissy pulled sumthin’ fast and her’s says
Mi666teaks of Elegance
 	Everything Sissy owns fits in half the trunk of her friends car. Everything Sissy owns has ”Miss Steaks were Made”, written on it in the sharpie cursive of someone with what must have  once long ago been exquisite penmanship. Now she seemed to run out of space to write her tag every single time. 
MissSteaksvereMne.” MlihssmksJler.” Missteaksweerm.
So the Children of elegance keep a dirt dirt queer punk show bar as their clubhouse. Other children of elegance sell drugs or hustle in the bars and clubs and tattoo shops of the adult Service of elegance. Sissy seems to get all the ice cream liquor and coke she can ingest, but she sure has no money and lives out of a little pink suitcase.
Sybil snuck a peek in that suitcase while she was rolling around Sissy’s floor futon. Engraved ice cream scoop, ripped up old sci-fi paperback, pink shoe polish, blue shampoo for ultra white hair, 200 condoms in zip lock baggies with lube, and a half filled out monthly welfare statement made out in the name of Suzi Qatro. Sybil is superstitious about learning to many of your friends AKAs. She quit snooping and told her mind to fuck off for a while.
Egg head, go play with traffic.
       Elegance then, is a cult with a select membership of bad people who like to enjoy themselves, they seem to initiate new members based on friend of a friend 
        Cult of elegance doesn’t "seem to have a statement or MO or plan or anything They don't need a clubhouse or HQ cuz every single member has one. Elegance isn’t s something you do for 8 hours and then go home. A pledge to service of elegance is marrying for life. You said you'd never leave me. So I won't let you ever leave me.
Let it be known that Elegance is a loose knit small business association. The 
family of elegance get up to all sorts of ner-do-wellery, but elegance herself is 
a placement service for low life job bank, and above that, a drinking club.
 	That they have slowly bull dozed up every dirty business in town, yet try to run none of them amounts to a surreal speculative land grab. Elegance has their finger on the irregular pulse of every twitchy gutter-fabulous pixie in this 1il town. Maybe the city leaves them alone to handle the towns vice economy. 

 	Elegance are less worrisome than the Angels of Death Biker Club who owned the entire gay village until the summer of bikers hitting each other, 282. You don't fuck with the Family of elegance or you will never get let in to a VIP section in this town again.
you will only be sold drugs cut with baking soda and termite poison, the right  reserved 
the right to refuse your entry to the after- party. The entire walking dead population of Greater Metropolitan is a huge consumer base. The zombies here are loyal to one another. ~" few small stores have experienced a zombie uprising in the past year
[bookmark: BlackJeans]A dozen kids at once, dressed in identical in boots black jeans, black hoodies with the hood up, sunglasses, went in to FRIPERI PLOTTE SAL and picked out 13 gym bags of furs, vintage shirts and jeans and loaded them out the front door in to a dented up old Volaire muscle car. The rat 
car drove off one way, the black hoodies scattered on a heard of bikes.
  ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
A long lean, frighteningly lean androgynous woman held the single sales girl behind the 
cash. No weapons, No identifying marks; she wore enormous pink sunglasses and the 
knuckles of her fingers were drenched in an ugly smear of extra wide PiLUTTy Marker.
"Word to the wise, doll face," said the pink glasses. “Tell your boss that your little friend was here and she is just mad about your bustling location. Your frippery is perfect. Absolutely to die for”
Pink eye reached over and punched the NS button and the cash drawer popped open. She reached in and grabbed a $20 bill and then pulled the entire tray out and dumped about 600$ on the floor behind the counter. 
"o h , and tell your boss T took all your money, :I’ll count it later.'" she slipped twenty in to her hoodie pocket. Pink is the  last black hoodie out, 

"Remember, tell your boss, miss Trina, that your little friend misses her and she should come over and play.”, 
Then Pink eyes mimed that she had an invisible cell phone and held it up to her 
head.
 	Pink said, "you be a little lamb and don’t forget to tell her.” 
Then she silently she mouthed the words (call Me.) while also doing the tongue in cheek trick were you pretend your sucking dick. Then she giggled to herself, grabbed up a pair of size size 10 pink cow girl boots from the rack near the door, spun on her heel and floated out in to the darkness,

*
Sybi and Sissy on the sidewalk in front of Call Mom,  4:30 am
xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx
“What I’m saying is; I was in Mother’s closet three times tonight, no buddy gave me any money any of those times, and the last two times I didn’t do anything stupid."
Steak is giggling and grinning and wobbling drunk in her stupid cheapo vinyl 
White spike cowgirl boots. She tips right over as they pass a tavern a block north of Mother’s. Sissy falls on 3 soccer hooligan boys and screams "'Hey! Get the fuck!!”, as she falls. 
She is back up wasted and giggling. She caresses her claws over the chest of 
one of the hooligans she'd fallen on. "Hay “Babe! You got a cigarette? for a lady??"
 Knuckle head says, "Hey pall. Your little 'girlfriend' she is acting all fuckin’ crazy.”
"Heh! Yep... “Sybil is hopping on her toes imperceptibly and drawing her shoulders 
back. “It is 3 in the morning Doll. Don’t you know what part of town you’re in??"
Hooligan backs up, switches gears “what you ladies doin' tonight?" 
 
"Fuck You!!!!!!!!!!!" Squeals Sissy and   then she grabs his smoke out of his mouth and clutched Sybi by the arm and hauled 
her in to the middle of the busy street under construction.  

 	Sissy propels her around the block 3 times so She can find the 3am hot dog stand that will let her get toppings without a dog. Turns out Miss Steak sez she is allergic to fat,  protein, and carbs and has an aversion to fibre and other pretend foods like roughage. Miss Steak 
has quit food all together, excepting dessert. Condiments are not food. They are something different.

  	She shared the cigarette with Sybi while she cleared the air over why she had fucked' Sybi on the bar while playing arhythmical time signature roadhouse grindcore on Mothers' sound system. Mothers Sound system was designed for dance music and electro so it gave roadhouse grindcore a delicious booty 
bass element. In fact, 2 years later when BootyGrindhouse, blew up as a genre an   
uncredited picture of Susan Q Steak twiddling knobs at LLGSproduktions, where Roadhouse Booty 
Grindcore was first defined. (While DJ 6Q6 is frequently named as one of the first RBG artists of the 288 Morteville RBG scene, her tracks are actually mix and mashup and people love her when she plays live and she’s always hanging out for free with the old school boys at the downtown renegade sound system warehouse but her stuff was never considered serious. Not by her neither. She just recorded 7 tracks for new years 287-288 and then she remixed them for a year.)
 	Getting fucked by sissy on the bar was awesome cuz Sybil was up on all fours and she could still slowly sip her gin every now and then. Sissy rolled Sybil on top of her 
and knocked two shot glasses and a lil’ pile of hipster punk show flyers in to the big steel bar sink. Sybil fucked Sissy slow and slower and slower until she was taking 30 seconds a stroke while she locked Sissy in a staring contest. They both froze and their faces both went sweet and calm, up on the bar of Call Your Mother.  6 bar staff and another 6 of Sissy’s Children Siblings of, elegance
[bookmark: SybiWhy] "Sissy! You are tougher than me. You are so much tougher than me. I can't keep up. I'm too shy. I can fuck in public more tomorrow."   
                      So Sissy said, "Ok punk…. Let’s get outta here."                                                                           
********************************** 
“Sybi, why the fuck do you wanna come over at my house for??!?”

“ I mean, I like you, you’re my favourite chic I met in both two years at Mother I got. But you ain’t gonna fuck me tonight. I hope you fucked me like you wanted to on the bar cuz go sleep somewhere else for a night. 
Little sissy’s got a headache.”
 She was dropping hot peppers and onions and sauerkraut and corn kernels and relish and mustard everywhere. Sybi bought herself a veggy dog to side dish Sissy’s handful of condiments.
"Yeh. That’s cool honey. I'm real sweet on you but I don’t like  ”L*ve you” or any 
shit like that." Syb stuffed another large bite of veggydog-olive-mustard in her 
pie hole. 
Scratch that, cuz if anybody has a pie hole it's Sissy Dessert Spoon Queen.
Sybil turned back to face Sissy who was doing that antisocial people trick where they try to avoid looking at you by contemplating the cracks in the sidewalk and the wires on the phone poles. Siss was clearly one of the so perfectly antisocial. She had looked at the chewing gum and cigarette butts and electrical wires crossing phone wires as they framed a traffic light control box in the fluorescent glow of exhaust for so long that could do nuthin’ else but run away from home to join them. To live in a world populated with cracks you step on and holes you scurry through. The contents of a junk drawer issuing a siren’s song about the party at the bottom of the ocean. 
She was fisting handfuls of dripping sauerkraut with extra onions and chilly in to her pie hole. 
"I just wanna sleep next to your body sometimes. I am addicted to touching your flesh. You seem to either be a 1000 year mummified walking dead husk, or maybe your one of those human flesh lamps, but one that’s an automaton. You’re a lot of things I like"
 
"Syb, I fuck a bunch of people, you fuck a bunch of people, but I think I Got a Boyfriend right now and I gotta think about just that right now."
"I never had the best luck in the boyfriends ...” Syb muses. She meditates on cigarette 
butt on the ground. All her memories tagged "boyfriends'" are sealed and inaccessible. Her brain turned off for 4 seconds and then restarted its self.
“Yeh,    Me neither. I’m trying to put more energy in to practicing.” 
  
                The guy who fucked you on the pool table?" Syb smirks. 
"Yeh, he's a sibling, John Doe, we do job together sometimes, we been like John Steed and Emma Peel for half a year." 
"Let me come have a sleep over soon." 
"Come have a sleep over tomorrow."

"Spooning Leads to forking."
"Yeh, and forking leads to knifing. Tell your story walking Sybil!” 
They kiss quick and Syb starts a brisk smooth exit down Construction Street.
"Don’t leave town Punk." calls Sissy. 

“I FuckLove You." Sing songs Syb.
 

[bookmark: Venus]solitude of elegance
I Will Kiss The Girl From Venus
pulp sci-fi
written in 252, set in the year 300.

The year 300 is 12 years in to Sybil’s future, the Girl from Venus says we live in space by then and everybuddy has their own helicopter car. The prediction of one world government with a monoculture and compromise religion will be hilarious to see when it comes.

 No mention of 
t10 or any of his siblings. No mention of if synthetic steak looks like t-bone steak or rump roasts or sirloin or if its extruded burger shape or a red glistening cube. The girl from Venus wants to know about this thing called love and winds up teaching the human race to turn French kissing in to the new handshake (but not if its gay)(gay apparently wasn’t invented until after 252). 

Don't argue with Venusians. They breathe inflammable atmosphere and wake up in 
negative 200 degree frozen solid air ice cubes and eat lunch in flaming clouds of 200 degree heat. 

If a page is dog eared on the bottom then that means its a page with sumthin that needs to be bookmarked. On page on hundred twenty sumthing a sexratary of one of the astronauts of united earth is talking about how the year 300 cures r*pe thanks to attractive women like her learning to control their sexual desirability powers.  This book was written 3 years before Sybil was born.  Looking at how stupid the world is now and how stupider it was another time; it is being humbled by standing before the epically vast.

I will kiss the girl from Venus is 438 pages. Sybil runs a finger down the soft worn stack of pages admiring how the dog ears have a pattern, close grouping, scattered grouping, close grouping. the distance between dog ears is random but the randomness has a simple oscillating pattern of reading short bits, long bits, short, long. Its obvious by staring at the book lying on her side on the floor. Syb cant remember what the past 2 months have been like as far as quiet reading in bed time goes. The Girl from Venus wobbles in quality from genius to stupid every 2 dozen pages. That's prolly why its sometimes engaging and sometimes work. Not my fuckin’ fault.

There hasn’t been food here in weeks. Just potato rinds from baked potatoes from weeks ago. Containers that used to have chilly fries in them. Mostly Sybi just eats at the hot dawg cart with her reliable yet tiny trickle of pocket money. 

 Gotta try to get everything Straight in my head. Just gotta get on top of everything and line it up in my head. Get perspective on everything, see it all at once with clarity…..

Maybe Chicky is home. Some gender incongruous whore stole my tape player. Syb had spent an hour at the thrift store trying to find one that worked. Chicky is the closest housey I  know. Syb could buy a water key for $20 but she's saving it for her Plastic cookie. If  I turned on this place's water there is no guarantee the two guys it takes to mow this place's lawn wouldn't use all my water. 
*************** 
*****

[bookmark: mental3]*****************************************Mental Hospital Diary

I hate logic and reason. They’re both really disempowering and they are one of those tools that demand your devotion. Being reasonable is almost as much work as owning a dog or paying rent. If you don’t have morals of convictions or standards in society then you will be excluded. Since morals aren’t even real, your options are either reason or religion. Both are flimsy copies of each other. Sybil mixed them together and just runs them on automatic pilot.

"Sybil Clemens, if you found a baby carriage full of money and no one was around, would you accept the children of god as your personal saviour"

Sybil says," this is delicious, I'd love to, we should do this more often, i love you, I’m fine, thank you."

****************************************
[bookmark: snow]*********************************

the last time that You and snow where within 100 miles of each other

It was Snowing.  When was the last time that You and snow where within 100 miles of each other?
Everything outside is frozen. ice in the gutters. Where the hell else is there to live in this stinkin’ town. If you camped in the snow you might be able to survive stuffed in 3 bed rolls. Syb had lived in the snow for a week in the black slate mountains near Libation TN 2 years ago. She read a Secret agent Flynt book in the morning and Hustler Jim's memoirs at night with a head lamp sparingly. Quit drinking and eating so she didn’t have to get out of the bed roll to poop or pee.

What kind of nut runs away from everybuddy and hides up a mountain? Sybi came down from there after a week spent in a fire wood lean too. Would only mumble at 200 mph. wouldn't say a thing that made sense. Kept screaming at everybuddy to leave her alone but she'd freak out if there weren’t other people around. Slept on the stone floor in front of the tiny wood stove. Spent 3 days lying on the floor in Chicklette’s livingroom. Still has all her fingers and toes.

Sybil is un-impressed by cryogenics. If you fast and don’t move for days sitting in freezing temperature you probably don't age. How willing are you to spend the next 3 months frozen in an army surplus bag? Cuz if you do that, you won’t age!!! At the end of 3 months it will be just like nuthing happened but you disappeared for several months but were conscious the entire time.
there is no for sale sign. Sissy left behind a photocopy of a 285 tax bill for $108472. and 4 months of Susi Quatro's Hospital Bills. She owes $6500 for ambulance ride, having her stomach pumped, a respirator, 2 days private room, mandatory counselling session.
Sybil got you beat, Sissy. Sybil’s bill for having XXXXX and XXXXX almost kill her by beating her with a pipe is $98780. left margo supraorbitalis. Margy supra is who got broken in to little shards and replaced with a dozen stainless steel straps and screws. Plastic wedge is what a plate in your head is now days. They didn’t even have to shape it, just popped it out of a pack of plastic wedges and screwed it on to secure Syb’s Skull against adverse possession. Sybil didn't get to see the plastic thingy before it went in. You can tell it’s in there cuz her forehead doesn’t wrinkle and you can see little bumps where the edges are.
Part of her skull was open but she was in no immediate danger of having her own shards of bone pierce through the sclara around her brains. So the hospital booked her surgery a week and a half after she got her x-rays back. They pumped her full of morphine sulphate and tied her arms to the gurney. Being frozen and put in storage. It suspiciously seems like Syb was born for this.

"I am an ice cream container of leftovers" Syb says to the giant hole in the floor. 

She’s not sure if she's in trouble for this or with whom.

Sybil has hacked a giant round hole 5 feet wide in the living room carpet and smashed up the hardwood floor with one of the lawn peoples shovels. The length of pipe she ripped out with her hands and no tools is spraying a pin width of water spray right in to an octagonal electrical junction box. She refuse to touch any of that now again to try and fix it..
Electricity and water. She tried to stop the water from spraying in to the electricity by shoving an old duffle bag of sissy's in to the hole with a broom. Testing the water by waving her hand through it really quickly to see if it was electrical.
Ripping the floor up was an honest mistake. Sybi was high as a jay bird and trying to get Sissy and fucking Sissy and Sissy’s weird choice of a squat all organised in her head. there was a damp spot were a leak in the (cold)hot water pipe had burst when Sybi turned the water on and the pipes froze. 
Electrical meter with the missing tamper tag is making fizzy noises. The lights go real dim every time the heater clicks on. the heater is a bunch of coils from an electric stove piled up and tied to a chair. Sybil named her robot "Smokey the fire hazard."
Where the hell did Sissy go?? She didn't actually own anything besides the junk in a lil pink suitcase, it’s hard to tell is she’s gone or what. Sybil mumbles a prayer to the wall that Sissy should come back before anybuddy tries to blame Syb for any of this.

She ate all the strawberry ice cream 2 days ago. Only 2 bullion cubes left.


xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx
***  ***


THIS I HOW igtb3 ENDS FOR REAL
[bookmark: day66]Day 66

 	Sybil Lamb had no idea it was her 66th day of working for an antisocial social club. It was almost 10 weeks since Sissy left on "bizznizz". Syb had lasted out the strange familiar but long estranged snow. The pipes had held together thanks to punching through the ceiling and $25 at the hardware store. It was a crude repair, she wasn’t prepared to replaster the ceiling and the bathroom sink no longer was operational.
 	 The tiny room in the attic was now all hers. the futon was replaced in less than 48 hours when a very similar futon was found in the parking lot of a nearby apartment building. The dawn of the year 288 found Sybi working as a post-bus-girl-hostess at call your mother, wearing what she found in sissy's pile of shoplifted clothes she'd left behind, and living on whatever the children of elegance handed her and the understanding that she was only seen by blind eyes while stocking the storeroom. Take home bags of grated cheddar and pouring her own gin tonics and going to the bathroom in a crew of 5 every 30 minutes.

Sybil didn't really work for anybuddy. She had been lurking enuff people long enuff to wind up trying to be helpful vaguely enuff that she had enmeshed in the Circle of the Children of Elegance.

"There are people interested in you, Sippi."

"What kind of interested? Would a gentleman like to help a girl get her start in this slow boil metropolis"

"They say they know you. Seems you're famous." Flossie had her elbows on the bar behind her back. She only looked like she was wearing the tightest jeans in the world. They were really simulated black denim Duralux tights that she wore with a belt. The pockets were fake. The belt didn't pass through any belt loops. "I got a box for you to take over there. You're to deliver it to Miss DiAltone and Dexxxidrina." 

 	Floss was also wearing a tiny hoodie-jacket with the sleeves cut off. Her thin tattooless arms gleamed in the intentionally terribly lit bar. The 40 watt red bulb decor saved Call Mom from having to find a Children willing to Clean her. Sybil and Flossie hang out cuz Floss hooked Syb up with gin tonics and other things every time Sybi hung around show nights. Flossie would have been Sybi's friend if either of them did that kind of thing. They also both cut their own hair too much and Flossie did a better job of it, so Sybi got fixated on her. Flossie was looking at her like she wanted to see Syb's reaction to the names DiAltone and Dexxxidrina. She was looking at Sybi like she had not gotten a joke and also forgotten a debt.

"They know me, they say?"

"Your famous, Sybi." Flossie looks bored and is figit playing with a wadded up napkin her elbow found. "I dunno why you’re famous exactly but you seem to be known around all 4 quadrants of the amerika."

Floss was increasingly jittery, looking like she wanted to leave and go somewhere. "Give her this box; tell her there are more boxes if she likes this one. Tell her that Flossie wants to pick up whatever is good, and you want something for the road. Besides that you and your friends can hang out or whatever you do but get my personal bag back here tonight."

Floss sprang off the bar launched by flinging her ghostly pencil arms in circles. She was wearing platform fur winter boots that were a size too small. She'd repaired them by shanking the toe open with Syb's Boxcutter and then re cobbling them in gaffer tape. Sybi wore Sissy's old black Cowgirl boots all the time. Floss windmilled in a circle teetering in her unravelling platforms. She crashed in to the bar and got the attention of bartendress Dame Dagnar with just a raised eyebrow. Dag nodded and dumped the tip jar out behind the counter and then plucked an envelope out of the cash register. The NoSale Button on Mom's cash register had a gold star stuck over the NS. Someone had taken it a step further and added a little ambivalent face with a black ball point.

An ambivalent face is a smiley face that isn't smiling. Ambivalence is the inventor of the slogan with 4 letters empty. 
"Have a ____ day!"

 	The Embroidery on the back of Flossie's hoodie-jacket was done by Miss Dotty. She had an faintly iridescent winged skull with a star and a hairclip and an olde english gothic calligraphy E. "sons and daughters of Elegance unfurls around the flying skull in a banner.

 	Flossie writes "from Flossie to Miss DiAltone - luv XOXOXY" takes $40 from the envelope and shoves it in the left pocket of her partial-hoodie. Sticks the half ripped open envelope in Sybi's hands and kisses her on both cheeks. 

 	She puts her face right up in Sybi's on her way out of the kiss. "You pick yourself out sumthing nice, ok? Get back here before 2am or I'll make everyone who once loved you now deny that they know you."

 	Her face was still right upon Sybi’s face. They were close enuff to kiss some more. Flossie kept scrutinising Sybi up close as if she wasn’t sure who’s face she was hiding in. Sybi could hear the little cog wheels inside Flossie’s face trying to add up if they were doing the correct thing giving Syb this little pile of important stuff.
 	She looked right through Sybil's pupils and her gaze smacked Syb in the Retinas, her rapid breathing blew cold over Syb's chin. Her eyes locked on Syb for 3 more seconds while she walked backwards in to the bar again. She bounced off it like pinball "gotta get back to work, luv you Sybil." She slipped out the fire exit.

 	Syb stood at the end of the bar, next to the bathrooms and the mops, holding a box and an envelope that where prolly worth more than she wanted to know she was responsible for. Children of Elegance talk in a code that they seem to make up as they go along. Sybil hasn't learned it but she learned to talk like the people who do. 

 	She stuffed the cash register Envelope in her army surplus purse and clutched the box to her chest and drained her drink. On her way out the back way she noticed Floss was just hanging out in the fire exit chain smoking and talking animatedly with the short goth-punk stripper.

[bookmark: MissDiAltone]Miss DiAltone
 	Apartment 668 at 13 Empress Street wasn’t very big or anything. 99 apartments every floor of empress street. The ringer for her apartment said “Miss DiAl” and you had to go all the way up to her apartment door to see her pretty engraved brass plaque. It was made to look like a brass Ouija board except all the letters spelled out 
	DiAltone & Dexxxidrina
Elaborate Productions
A Licensed Church of the Society of Discord
 ~ 
South Central Great Metropolitan





The apartment was just a large bachelorette but with huge windows . You could stand in the middle of Miss DiAl’s living room and get nauseous from the wide angle view of Greater Metropolitan overwhelmed the tiny apartment. 13 Empress was built about 252 when modernism was so in vogue that builders where unstoppably drawn to the form over content version of it. 13 Empress looked like a 7 story vacuum cleaner. Miss Dial rented a tiny cube inside of it and her window had some kind of sick fish eye quality to it.  Through the glass Great Metropolitan slid in to the sky making it look like 13 empress was at the bottom of the hollow earth.  Like the old myth of turning the earth inside out so the rest of the galaxy turns in to a tiny point in the center of a ball of rock we live inside.  In a world built on that model you explore the universe with a microscope and look for god by digging straight down.
 	There was a Girl who looked like a ripe fresh runaway. She didn’t look old enuff to have flunked highschool yet. In the earliest stage of her prime possible when you’re s’posed to be dying your hair over saturated colors and Even if you process your hair to much it still looks good cuz your DNA cells havn’t been beaten down yet.
“Baby, This is Miss Lye.” Miss DiAl is leaning with her hand on top of her front door and swinging with it.  Sybil steps in to the apartment. Step, step. Almost no furniture. Milk crates full of books and records and computer junk, glasses with melted ice cubes on every surface.  The teenage girl is sliding off the futon couch in to a pile of audio cables the sixe of an arm chair. The white sweat suit she is wearing is falling off cuz its Miss Dial’s size and too big for an ultra runt like her. Her underwear are pink.
“can I have a cigarette so I can get all the tobacco out of the ashtray to make a cigarette ??”  The girl in the pink undies replies. She ain’t looking at either of them. She’s obviously had her state altered and she cant break her gaze from the giant fish eye view.
Miss Dial snaps and a cigarette just appears  between her trigger finger and long finger. The girl rolls over to grab it and her other hand is sort of trying to pull her sweatpants up. Dial lights her.  “you’re kitten  now right ?”
The girl shakes her head yes vigorously and inhales smoke as hard as she can.  “i dunno but I been watching the front and i think those guys are cops that i saw. They come in on us I’m’a punch this big lens out and just jump for it.”
Miss Dial swats her front door closed and walks back in towards Sybi.  “This is my little girl, Kitten.  She is new in town; she’s from everywhere like we are. “ 
Miss Dial is clutching Sybil by the arm and squeezing her.  Nudge, wink. “Baby, this is Miss Shitty D’Lye” 
Kitten has rolled off the pile of audio cables on to the floor.  She stares at Sybi like she is unconvinced that this is the authentic person they are expecting. 
Kitten, do you have my little mirror? I bet Miss Lye would like to hit the mirror before we chat.
“Are you really from Morteville?? Can you take your dead eyeball out? Is Trifle here? What about Edie, Where is she?”
A String of unprecedented personal questions tumbles out of Kittens mouth and then she is instantly distracted again . “Dial, those guys are cops and what are they doing coming in to the building if they aren’t? I can make a distraction in the stairwell. The nearest one.”
“Don’t worry kitten, I got a System. You wanna be a sweetie and make me and Miss Lye a new mirror? You know where everything is now right Kitty?”
Kitten springs off the floor and lands in the bed and starts rummaging through the pile of magazines and clothes sliding off the sides.  “Driver’s side, honey.  Passenger side is the other toys.”
Dial Clutches D’Lye by the arm and slides her over to the futon.  She waves one hand over the other and she’s suddenly holding a glass filled with ice cubes. “Gin, right??”  Gin she has to pick up from the floor beside the futon.
Dial hands Sybil her drink and snatches away the little box from Flossie from her, all in an uninterrupted choreographed roll of her hands. In the same roll she flings the box over her shoulder at the bed where Kitten snatches it out of the Air on cue.  “That’s something special and it goes Drivers side.”  Dial calls over her shoulder and then turns to fixate on Sybi.
“Its Neat that you came, Lye. I Found out you were running around with the Children of Elegance and I didn’t believe it.  I made people describe you to me 3 times to make sure.”
“If you see Sissy tell her that I own all her ruined t-shirts now. “ Syb was wearing her 
      ern      ion     
Shirt today.
“I also gotta give you this envelope from Flossie.  I’m here to figure out what to get her. Y’know whatever’s good.  And a little something for the road.”  Sybi liked that she had become fluent in talking Elegance Speak yet had no Idea what she was asking people or being told what to do. Dial glanced over the envelope briefly and threw it to Kitten.
“Baby, can you bring me 3 number one bags and make a little to go bag for my friends here. Just make her a to-go bag but keep the thumb off the scale and give her some fortune cookies.”
Sybil was quickly starting to believe more and more that Elegance Speak is built from her Children’s collective euphemisms for things.  Elegance speak can be understood but It can’t be translated. Its beating around the bush putting the cart before the horse and then giving it a pet name and only speaking of it in wasted innuendo. She distracted herself thinking of Sawzall’s System where he believed that charm, poise, and personality were concepts open to interpretation that formed an equation about whether you should fuck sumthing based on how much hanging out with it while not fucking it would have to be committed to. 
Miss Dial seeming to know everything about her felt comforting.  It’s nice to find out that people have been keeping tabs on you and discussing your activities with their teenage human house cat and  they want to rake you with their talons playing like they already decided to  snatch you in to the sky, but now they’re just dragging it out to savour it.
“Miss Dexxxidrina is Gonna flip her lid when she finds out I turned you up. You don’t got any plans to leave town any time soon, do you,  kid ?”
“Lady, I ain’t even here.  I’m just pretend. If I have physical form its cuz my soul is real and clings to a puff of cigarette smoke that’s been blowing around the country for years.  I blipped out of existence 2 years ago. Being an imaginary can wear you down, souls like to be able to define themselves and experience times and places.  But I can’t afford any better.  Pretending I have a job and a house only works if you pretend really hard. 
“Miss Lye, I am an ordained Minister of the Church of Society of Discord. You know our church?”
“Oh yes, I drank with y’all every Antiholiday and threw broken glass in to the Mississippisssippi cuz we were trying to arm the fish with shanks. I almost got ordained myself but anytime I been preaching nobuddy ever asked to see my licence.”
“It’s not like a drivers licence. Its credentials.  Ordained minister get to write that after their name when we write letters to magazines or talk to the media.  It becomes a platform to yell from if you have to talk to anything that a church would have an easier time getting to talk to.
 How are the Society Parties in Morteville? In greater Metro I throw a kink and play skill share through our church every month. It’s very perverse usually, If it sounds dorky then that’s a perfect understanding of what it is. You look like someone who understands the epic sexual hunger and depravity of dorky people?”
Sybil9million sez: “ l33t can has teh Dix ? PWND!”
Miss Dial smirked and rolled her eyes twice. 
 “You’ll see, Dexxxidrina is totally gonna want to fuck you. We should all fuck and film it. Dexi wrote a scene for you where you and me are fucking and then she comes in and fucks you and that gets you hot so you flip it around and fuck her.”
The glass coffee table has inch thick glass with smears all over it and 20 empty glasses and 3 full ashtrays and pornographic photo shoots of Sybil 5 years ago are everywhere. There is a page printed out of a computer that has Dexi’s script written out. Its 3 pages of letter sized paper double spaced with lots of carriage returns.  Its all written in the style of  
“...Sybil is fucking Dial in the mouth.
Dexxx enters and is like “WTF bitch” and back hands her across the mouth.
Sybil falls out of Dial and she is like “she don’t like you bitch cuz you ugly like a foot.”
Then Dexxx is like “you see what you get for touching my shit bitch??  I AM GOING TO KILL AND R*PE YOU IN THE GUTTER BESIDE THE HIGHWAY.
Dexxx makes Sybil blow her with a gun to her head while she drives....”
-----------------------
She stands in awe of the page of work she just read.  She can’t tell for certain if Dial and Dexi are making a snuff movie or a vicious angry art film. 
“You arn’t involved with discord Morteville officially?” Miss Dial is rolling them a joint with extra things in it on a color print out of Sybil in leopard print  5 years younger on a black satin bedspread.
“I am the Blood of the Lamb” said Syb draping herself over the arm rest and sipping her glass, clinking the ice cubes around.
” It’s a small southern swamp Parish.  The Ministers are not ordained but deputised.  In fact there is no hierarchy in the church anywhere.  We worship monsters and write them love notes.  We like to play a game and try to taunt god in to raining down vengeance upon us. If there is no Heaven then we can do what we like.  Where ever two or more gather to scream my name is my tabernacle. ”
“Sybil, Are You in to Blood Sports?”  Dial looked delighted and sly.
“Not on a first date. Saving myself for marriage”
“Dexidrina told me every little thing about your time in Morteville. Society of Discordia really noticed you. The north western Black Slate coven adores you. You are their example to others of what befalls any Icarus. They call the little Lambs of Morteville the encyclopaedia of dabbling in the occult. You should try selling records with that written on them like a parental advisory. “
Kitten wandered back over to the couch with a little brown pharmacy bag and a little framed mirror.
“hey, lye. That Boxcutter on yer belt, Give it me a minnit.” Kitten held her palm out and just stood there staring at her. Sybi handed her the plane key and she flipped it open and pulled the razor blade out and scaped down her mirror with it.  She was talking to herself but voicelessly while she worked. Sybil liked this kid.
Miss Dial took the mirror and picked a receipt from family discount off the table and rolled it in to a tube between her index and middle.
Dexxxi is gonna l*ve you.  We’re gonna go see her inna a minnit, we all got big things to talk about.
Sybi didn’t notice until she passed the mirror back to Dial that they where sitting under a giant 6 foot high poster:

DEFENESTRATION FEST 287
Platform crawl starts at 10
Featuring the harlots of jezebel from House of Baby Dee
Dexxxidrina Snake Woman
Dolly Discipline
Robot TRex
Roadhouse grindcore till 7 am  DJ  DiAltone


Sybil’s mind drifts off to Flossie and Flossie’s stuff. She puts her hand on  the paper bag in her purse to feel organised. She takes the mirror from Miss Dial again.

[bookmark: Knew]
I thought you knew.
Miss Dial and crew fluttered out the door, in to the hallway, in to Dials car, it took a one song drive to get to the new place and the bounced up the back stairs. 
Sybil knows she didn’t drink that much so that one drink definitely has stuff in it. Everything she had at dials house was accounted for. Anonymous guy was pulling sumthing fast on girls.
She’d been standing around watching a metal band on stage. Kitten was flirting with bartenders and hanging out in the bathroom alot. Miss Dial was back stage with some guys waiting for Dexxxidrina to emerge from some ultra secret meeting.  
They were in the back of the VIP area of the Roadhouse Grindcore bar. Dial and Dex claim to be a production company.  They get star treatment at the metal bar. There are little decals of Service of Elegance everywhere.  Not just in here but up and down Empress Street and everywhere.
Suddenly kitten pops out from in between 3 dozen people. “Hey Miss Lye, you gotta movie camera?!?!”
Syb has know Kitten for an hour and  she seems hyperactive and twitchy and completely controlled by impulse. 
“No I don’t gotta Movie Camera. Do I look like the kinna person who got a movie camera??”
“Cuz Miss DiAltone needs one. She and Miss Dexxxidrina been talking about how they need one. Cuz then we could make a bunch of money and get paid. I gots all the Ideas ‘bout for .avi we can do, I got outfits n shit.  I’s stay’n with Lady Dial fight now, We gotta Family bizznizz coming’ up...”
“Yeh, that’s a great plan...” Sybil is sick and tipping. Little Kitty is beautiful and horrifying at once cuz she is terribly terribly familiar.
Sybi’s head feels like the back of it fell off and all her cigarette smoke is drifting out of her.

Did that guy hand her one drink or two? Sybil feels like she is floating through the metal cloud at 100 miles an hour played in ultra slo-mo. He’d just been hanging out behind Dial when they came in and now he had his arm around her again.
Hey Sissy, lets split, Dexidrina is in a fight, we gotta run.
Syb tried to process everything but her cognition was at a stand still.

How To
[bookmark: Roofie] Roofie 
and Score

The chic you Roofie should seem to be loosely with her friends. Ask her if she meets guys at bars ever to make conversation and gauge how this is gonna go. After you Roofie her encourage her to drink. Tell her she is hot. If she gets agro and tells you to fuck off then return to step one.  If she smiles when you compliment her then you can try to kiss her. If that works, kiss her for a few minutes. If she makes out for 3 minutes then you can totally fuck her.
*   *  *  *  *  *        **

“AH!!! OMIGAWD!! What the Fuckin Hell?!?!?”
Sybil was impossible to startle even before she got so drugged. “you picked me up in a bar and took me back here for a quicky and I obliged.”
“Yeh but I didn’t know you where one of THEM”
“Dude we been having sex for 15 minutes, try to pay attention.”, she went down on him again.  He jumped backwards out of her mouth. They really had been fooling around for almost 20 minutes before the guy freaked out at her.
He’d been like “do you got a condom??”
 	And Syb had answered, “of course, Who’s goin’ first?”
“Dude, I know you put shit in those drink you gave me and I came home with you anyways for fun. I don’t think you ever paid me for sex.  Come back here and give me orgasms.”
“Just nah. No. I don’t do that. I can’t get off like that.” 
“Fuck you pal. I thought you knew.”
This was funnier more than it was dangerous. But not a light situation. Sybil liked her humour black (just like her metal.) 
The guy was trying for equal parts grace and nerve. “Look, can we just forget this whole thing and I wont tell anybuddy and I don’t wanna keep you from your friends or anything.”
“Baby, I ditched my friends to come back here and fuck you. You have a 5 minute window of opportunity before I throw up and pass out. You throw me outside I’ll throw up on your building and scream like a banshee.”
“You can’t walk around letting people get misled in their assumptions. You gotta be clear about what you got going on.”
“Fuck you thought you knew, Lying back down before I spew.”
Syb slumped over on the guy’s hide a bed that was his only furniture. The guy talked for another few minutes but she couldn’t make out any words.  He went back to bed and Syb fished her right hand in to his shorts. He swatted her hand away and she threw an arm around him and nuzzled in to the back of his neck. 
“Quit your squirming” she breathed and passed out.
*
.
[bookmark: Day67]
Day 67
4:45am 
Solitude of Elegance
Sybil was starting to function similarly to human again. She’d found a few things in her to-go bag and her other stuff that she’d managed to nurse herself back in to consciousness.  She had no idea where she had been. She slipped out of the wasted guys bed, his big produce packers arms flopped around her, and she stole a club samich from the take out box in his fridge. 
She’d then walked in a big zig zag for an hour and made it back to the solitude of elegance.  Vomited the chiken club back in to existence as soon as she arrived.  She’d spent at least an hour snuggling the 2nd floor toilet.
Sybi lay on the floor at the foot of her futon. She was wearing legwarmers and cowgirl boots and had her purse wrapped around her wrist 3 times the whole while she was vomiting. She lost her gloves and ear muffs sometime in the last 12 hours.  
She fumbled out the phone that Flossie had given her. She texted Floss.
	sorry Im late
 for your $500 habit 
I got date raped
Gimme 5 more minutes






It took 4 key strokes to T10 the message and 3 to send it to Floss
The phone rang instantly.
“Sybil, are you alright?? Can you make it to the Grindcore Roadhouse??  Cuz I just got here at 4, I’d really like whatever is good y’eard me?”
“I was just there, that’s is where the guy Roofied me. I got your stuff.”
“well get in a CAB and get the hell down here. Dexxxidrina knocked a guys teeth out with a chair and Miss DiAl and some of the other promoters are havin’ a hissy fit and Dex slipped out the fire exit. Bring me my bag, girl.”
The phone beeped and  a little message said the there was a call from Mi666teaks.  The phone had been given to her by Service of Elegance; it came with 69 numbers in it. All children of Elegance.
Syb didn’t even think but clicked the button to switch calls.  
“Sissy ?”
“hay, fag. “ It was Sissy. “are you at the guy’s house still or are you at grindcore roadhouse?”.
“I’m home. At your house. “
“my house ?!? Baby you don’t know where I live. If you are at the solitude of Elegance no.6 then you gotta get out right now.
“Sissy, I came round here to fuck you and try to scum bag on you for a place to stay for a few days.  You disappeared for 2 months and I kinna let myself get sucked in to Elegance. I ain’t quitting nuthing you left behind unless you take it from me.
“Sybi, you are real cute when you try to be hostile. Seriously though, they got three cars on that house and they got lights and shit.”
“Sissy, your Verbs and Adjectives never line up. What the hell are you talking about?”
“They got a ram, bitch. And they waving it all together. They swing it with nasty plans in their heads.”
The big light on the roof of the cruiser lit the whole room up through the plastic trash bag curtains.  Sybi understood half a second before the front door came down in a rain of splinters.  The back door came down the same time with just a drill and a pry bar.
There was no time to think so Sybil Didn’t bother. 
“hello ?? What’s going on ?? Who is there?”
“This is the greater Metropolitan police, Who the fuck are you?”
They had guns drawn and aimed half at her half at the wall. 
“I’m Sybil Lamb. Sissy brought me in here.  I do work on the building.”
“Hey Mister DeCarlo, She says she Works for you.”
“this is who was in here ?”  Syb is standing now in Elegances dining room surrounded by 6 officers and two old Italian men in suits. “who the fuck do you say you are ?”
“Sybil Lamb, Sissy Quattro brought me in here. I help out working on the place for the owners.”
“these are the fucking owners right here! “ spat the youngest and second biggest of the cops. “and he says he don’t know you and we all gotta figure out why you are in here so we can figure out what to do with you. 
“Who the hell is Sissy ? I think this kid is feeding us some fake name to try and get outta this. “ DeCarlo turns and steps up and puts his face close to Sybil’s ,” you say you been working on the place and i see bags of trash and things that look more like vandalism than renovation.  What the fuck is your bizznizz in this house??  What the fuck have you got in here?”
Sybil is standing in the middle of 6 cops and 2 tough guys  with $500 worth of Flossie’s superpowers in her purse she’s wearing around her neck.
“Sissy dint leave nothing behind except this one duffle bag. Its shoved in a hole in the ceiling just above the landing. Let me go down and grab it, I dunno what’s in it.”
Mister DeCarlo stops her shoving a cane in front of her like a tole booth arm. ”you ain’t goin’ anywhere. You like to pretend your a little sissy who lives in one of my houses? well you stay at the top step and we don’t let you leave now.”
DeCarlo turns to the litter of Cops. “Easy, We’ll keep her here. Kinna just like the twilight zone.”  Two cops and the other DeCarlo giggle at this a minnit. 
“You sure mister DeC ?”Asks the second youngest cop, all the cops today are white boys. “let us take her to the station and we’ll keep her as a vagrant for a while.”
“NO!  We make her stay here until we think of what to do with her. I’d rather kill her than put her in jail. She is clearly not right in the head and not smart at all.”
“Ok... it’s cool  ... it’s cool,” blurts Sybi with her hands up but fluttering.  
The Cop Training manual for Greater Metropolitan says that Psychos behave like that.  They surrender immediately and start chit chatting about how sorry they are and then they stab you with a pencil first chance they get.
“You get back up the top of the stairs, Sissy”
The cop is waving his gun around absent minded while he orders her around.
“I just gotta be the one who pulls the duffle bag out cuz there is the bare electrical wire right next to it.” Syb starts coming don the stairs again, this time she actually gets a gun drawn on her.
“IS there sumthing wrong with you that you don’t understand? You are totally fucked and in big nasty shit right now.  Your Lucky we ain’t called this in yet. You are an idiot for breaking in to the wrong empty house at 4:am . vomiting all over the sidewalk drew a bunch of attention to you. We aint  decided what to do with you yet. Stand at the top of the stairs and don’t move.
Sybil wouldn’t shut up till they gave in, “ I told you, I’m the only one who can get the bag down cuz there is wires.”
Mister DeCarlo stepped in, “I’m getting bored of this freaky bullshit.  You!” He pointed at one of the cops, “get down stairs and cut the power. You! “ Pointed at another cop, “get up there with your flash light and pull this stupid bag down. You!” pointing at Sybi, “Sissy, you don’t  fuckin move.”
He kept staring at her, “You wanna be in this house then you get your wish.  I own you too now Sweet heart.  Get used to doing what i tell you with out all the fuss and complaining.” 
 And then
The lights blinked out.
 Syb lunged left and kicked the door shut behind her. The spare bedroom door was set to lock when it closed. Syb had rigged it for $5 for days like this.  There was alot of scuffling and hollering from the otherside of the door. It looked like it wouldn’t hold another minute and they weren’t even trying to break it down yet.  Syb opened the window and slipped out it on to the slanted asphalt shingle roof.  She had planned this out in her mind plenty times before.
 	She had not yet tried it though and her belief that she could scuttle across the asphalt to the cable television wire and rappel along it was beyond her physical abilities and the roofs 45 degree angle looked less scary from the ground.
That is how Sybi came to fall 25 feet on to a pile of broken furniture at 5 am.  As soon as she hit the ground she was up and moving. She couldn’t run because she had fractured  her left ankle in the drop.  She also got a nail 1” in to her left thigh and a terrible clunk in the head that left her bleeding.
Syb fell over two fences and got a few houses away. The cops and DeCarlos had just appeared in the window she dove out when she rounded a house and limped in to the street behind her street.  
Sybil burrowed as deep as she could in to the cardboard dumpster and curled up in to a ball. 15 minutes no one had found her, the pain from her leg distracted her from freaking out about the last few hours. She finally niced she had a pin twice the width of a coat hanger  in her leg and pulled it out. It was part of a record player with quadraphonic cassette that was in the trash in-between the houses.  It splurged a big shot of blood when she pulled it and she put pressure on the spot and bandages with the sleeve of her Coat.

Her Phone said it was still connected to sissy but there was no sound or answer from the other end. 
She Texted Flossie.


It took 6 key strokes to T10 the message and 3 to send it to Floss. Therefore today was fuctup by the standards of The Plastic cookies Predictive Text Recognition program.

Floss texted back immediately


	The cops 
threw me  Out
in the garbage 
broke my leg.
I still have your stuff. 
Come get me.





	Call a Cab and come to the Fuck n’ Suck Speakeasy, 123 Empress, glitchno Horror House till 6am. Dexi says come here now or she will drag you in to the woods and R*pe you.  Bring my bag or you dead.




Syb  thumbed her way through the numbers in her phone until she pulled up Cake.  Its now almost 2 years since Sybil Kicked  out her left tail light. She put her number in the elegance phone cuz she didn’t own and photos or anything. 
Sybil Wanted to Phone Cake and get her to come pull her outta the dumpster. She’d just lost everything but her boots and her purse and a nightie and a coat. She was the maximum possible distance from their fight in the dessert within the continental boundaries of the amerika. 
In two years everything had changed. More accurately change had infected everything. All points of reference and staticness and fixed and givens where comin’ undone.  Sterile felt like everything was always shattering in to pieces and being kicked around and then sticking back together wrong. 
Sybil squished her phone until the battery popped off of it and slid down under the cardboard. She opened her mouth wide and screamed but without and sound coming out. If you don’t know what I’m talking about then you are too relaxed.  If you have never felt rage and pain boiling in your head but there is no way to let the pressure out.
If anyone had actually gone to pull her outta the dumpster they would have found her screaming soundlessly and thrashing about. 
Sybil was in fact found two days later still clutching the battery less phones in one hand.
She’d eaten most of her and Flossie’s to-go bags in her attempt to self medicate the wounds in to submission.  But she couldn’t take enuff of anything to stop her brain from screaming. Crying and wailing gnashing of teeth and screaming at the sky. Except there was noi contant to the message, just screaming.
When the corner store guy threw a box of crumpled boxes on her after 2 days, she had been crawling around in the cardboard in circles, becoming familiar and intimate with every patch of rust and grime. She had tried to find her battery after the first 12 hours but when she burrowed to the bottom of the dumpster she found her cool ocean there.  She had finally crawled down to the bottom of the ocean.  Here she glided through blackness like outer space, scuttled across rocks and lay on her back, surrounded by nuthing but darkness. 
 She let her thoughts float up and away to get picked off by birds and cooked in the sun. She spent over 5 hours like there was no time. She lost herself delighting in the shapes and lights way up above her. She didn’t need to know what they were. She just liked seeing that something was here with her. NO, I MEAN she liked being removed from the whole world; seeing it leave traces of light while she was safe where light couldn’t penetrate.  NO, I MEAN She looked out and saw a world that was just flashes of light and color and she felt bigger and more real than any of it. Perhaps the only being who ever was real. The whole world and every fucker she fell for or got beaten by was all things she did to herself inside her own head which was broken. 
 For over 4 dozen hours a puff of cigarette smoke and  reflections from street lights  floating through one another playing slow at the bottom of the ocean beneath a mountain of trash.






End of IGTB3
READ IGTB 4 for the storey of chicklette adopts a teenage girl and they steal houses. The Rise of Dexxxidrina. Maybe more insight in to what happens to Sybil and Edie and other people mentioned so far. Shenanigans and brooding and asides and secret and all kinds of stuff like that.


[bookmark: fishyinnernit]The Year that Fishy Invented the Innernit 

~~~~ 	Fishy took control of the Computers in the bleak empty 2 weeks between the end of 287 and the dawn of 288. With our private personal inside information that we wouldn't have any computers anymore in a few short months It became a pressing need for a geek like fish to try to archive and preserve the melodic information of the Innernit for those children to lil' yet to know how to type. 

~~~~	 Fish spent hours sneaking around the community center waiting for the legal aid lady to take smoke breaks so Fish could clamber in to her chair and print things off her desk printer. It wasn't till almost too later that she found a better environment at JQ's for her d'nlobes. Fish moved on to JQ's couch for 3 months, skittering around the kitchen at 4am drinking all the expiration date milk and lying on the carpet listening to all the boys who lived their play old punk records on the turn table. JQ's house was nice. you could see and hear through all the walls and the electric was always trying to get you but JQ staple gunned 4mil plastic curtains around the turntable so it wouldn't get full of wall crumbs and ceiling flakes. So the turntable sounded haunting crisp when they cracked her on. Know that when those boys listened to punk it was punk from the sad strung out art damaged junkies of thick-fumed-metropolises of when we were all 5 years old. 

~~~~ 	 From the community center to JQ's attic to the Coffee shoppe were Fishy had made nice with the Baristas enuff that they let her hang out for hours and drink too much refrigerator ice coffee. Fish worked for exactly 777 hours on her Innernit scrap book. She told everybuddy it was her career. Her new Innernit scrap book is a fresh new start up opportunity and ripe for investors to get in ground level now and help with milk and couches while Innernit scrapbook gets ready to take off. She was now an I.T. specialist. She made herself a uniform with a sleeves ripped off gas station attendant jacket. Embroidered her own name tag that said FishEye teee. 

~~~~ 	She was depressed alot back then cuz she kept tripping that she was prolly going crazy again. Some people might think a scissors and glue stix version of the Innernit would be a frivolous and flighty project for. An excellent mania for an air like space case to ground herself violently with as she tumbled down a dark well. Shot out of the sky and falling in a splatter of blood and oil and smoke about to arrive a Shrapnel, honoured guest of the asphalt shingles and asphalt roads. No one was ever patient enuff to watch the fish sink in to fit of anxiety over her Innernit she was trying to make. Spend 6 hours in a sleepless night refusing to socialise with the others, obsessing over cross referencing her Hypnotext Linx. Almost in tears trying to watch her own self. Was she doing sumthing others would even understand? Did her own notes make sense to herself after a nights sleep on a couch? couch in a room fulla lumber on bike parts and hot even in the shade. Climbing in and out of the attic where shimmers of heat from every room congregated rowdy like drunk homebums under the expressway. 

 	 Now Fishy's Innernit has found hundreds of adoring truth seekers. Innernit scrapbook is the clever clever antisocial-social sphere of out community. It has stories of f*cking and pages about making Time B*mbs. Pictures of your friends and their friends having fun and playing games, little bits of encyclopspoaedia knowledge like trolleys that run underground and the tiny machines that make cats purr. Fishy's genius part was that it almost always has a roll of masking tape taped to it so Users can contribute their own content. Less used is the manila folder sew to the back. Its supposed to be for email but it's only version 1.0. Innernit scrapbook is usually located on the coffee table in JQ's living room, but sometimes its on the floor or under sumthing or on the bookshelf next to the 4mil curtains round the turntable. Plenty people come through JQ's house and if you notice that JQ still has the Innernit then you might pick it up to flip through it for pictures of funny cats and movie stars who've been dead longer than you been alive. 

~~~~ Innernit scrap book was a tortured mania. a devotion to a gnawing neurosis. Now Fish has tamed the Innernit and made it her own and she can make it do tricks. (like pop-ups, for serious). A few months Later when the real Innernit was fragmented and broken and limping its way in to her grave Fishy snuck of with JQ's old computer. she stuck a suitcase handle on it and made it into a miracle snake oil travelling sales lady case. She even put flower stickers on it and painted it pink like the make up seller ladies’ cases.

The Following essays are not included in the print copy of IGTB but are available as a sub pamphlet for the purpose of refrence.

Ride me Dirty Face is a diagram of 21st Century Punk

Flip or Deck is a Diagram of 21st century Hipsters

All reference is for Entertainment purposes only.
Testing cracked MS office cut paste save ?

[bookmark: Macaroni]The Ballad of Macaroni 

Ride Me Dirty Face
In spring of 2007 I had traveled out west to Califurnyeh and me and QueefyPopsicle Lived cozy in an old truck capper on 3nity's lawn in Broakland Lower Bottoms. 3 was Driving to Morteville for MardiGras and Me and Queef jumped in the truck to go check out Termite, my abandoned 24 room house we had lived in in 7 ward. Queefy told me that Macaroni, the guy who was traveling around making a giant photo scrap book of every punk in the whole country, had moved in to 5GallonBucket and was trying to fix the collapsing floor and shovelling out wheelbarrows full of flood trash.

Mister Macaroni and the travel kid documentary progect  were instrumental in my house turning in to such a darling dysfunctional family home. The fall out of his work and the friends he dumped on me meddled violent with my crappy life. I was just squatting destroyed New Orleans after the flood being crazy and trying to stay Lost hurt and alone in a hiding spot as damaged as I thought I was. I can’t say RideMeDirtyFace made my life any better or worse, but it connected a crew of Guttersnipe Thingfinder Lollyfucks and ScumDorks none of whom wanted to have anything to do with Real stuff and we banded together as Imaginary friends. There are photos to prove that.

I love the dirty kids cuz they so cute and adorable. They're so sweetly naively rebellious and trying to prove whos hardest and who's darkest and they all trying to turn in to pixies and lost boys and pirates and monsters. Everybuddy in these pix of 3 years ago is now either renouncing the weird punk fame they got or buying houses and cutting their hair or they're on even more drugs in a deeper darker bunch of bushes. Either their shoddy shacks fell down long ago or they now have a buncha happy goats playing around them.

These kids  are generation of punks coming in to existence in the thirtieth official anniversary of punk. The photos washed through early 21st century punk shenanigans and that's what got captured.
. Everybuddy loves and hates punks cuz they are manic little sociopaths by design. Daft raging Youth getting drunk and playing vagrant dress up and flirting with self destruction and calling it a PJ party. Olde tyme kids and scumfucks and arty punks and gutter goths and scum dorks and drug addicts and mentally ill popular loners and queer misfits and out-of-tune-turned-on-drop-outs. Somebuddy called them Dickensian Guttersnipes. That's my favourite new flavour of punk. 
There lies the real unified theme of this subject matter. Here is captured a set of kids with a median age of 25, educated formally or streets or both in the 21st century zeitgeist of post-post-post-media culture and internet micro fame. That an't just the nature of the punks but it’s the dominant social consciousness of right now. The kids in these photos are a modern breed of very narrative conscious punks who define themselves based on an already well documented library of classical punk history and try to differentiate themselves as individuals with a very contemporary-modern rough cut and paste. The medium is a multi-skill levelled collage imagery from hobo stories and Mississippisssippi river tales and open lust for the Apocalypse to bring on the road warriors and the extras in grainy silent films and junk drawer fetishists and the gleeful trash pickin' of the decayed remnants and old ascots, scrap lace and tail coats of now dead wealth.

Here is presented the fantastic result of a generation of kids in modern amerika who fell for the romance and adventure of the Myth of punk and the underground. Kids searching for the incredible secrets they heard of in an at once limitless and intimate landscape of a very historied amerika. A country herself at the pinnacle penumbra of majesty might and glory and forever circling the hole at the bottom of the toilet. All these kids delighted when Macaroni presented his work south of the border and got a huge backlash of people claiming that it had all been faked and set dressed and manufactured in every shot taken. Some people claimed he was a fashion photographer from diesel who invented us with a budget to create a race of underground trend bellwethers. That was the original plan for punk when they invented it in ’77.
Know that if we looked like a distressed jeans advertisement then it's cuz we saw those adds too and thought the models based on our antecedents were pretty.

Punk herself has been defined and explained and packaged up, her tiniest parts and shelved and labeled for most of our young lives. Here everything looks like shots from a meticulous underground movie about a secret invisible nation amassing at the end of the world in a dismal future dreamed up 60 years ago. It looks that way cuz that's what everybuddy believed was what we were. In this age you can't rebel against society any more since the meaning of society and rebellion were stripped and sold off cheap years ago. Punks coming of age in our era attempted a more wicked strategy and struggled to deny the well marked out trajectory of opting out and fighting status quo. We hoped to be more effective by attacking and scrambling the very narrative about us and our people. We came of age and consciousness not aspiring to be rebels or a even a generation of punks, but sickly fiending to car crash in to the narrative history of punk-1st decade of the 21st century. Seeing ourselves already born in to a story in progress we tried to charge a Berserker attack on the our own history being written around us while we moved. Our own names and identities are typical and made up anyways, so we dive down hard and Collide with our narrative like meteorites thunkin’ in to the moon, kicking up clouds of harsh dust and giant rocks, opening huge craters, hoping to leave debris the shape of gritty faces up there to be pondered by amateur astronomers for years.



[bookmark: Flip]Flip or Deck
A short essay about Hipsters and Etymology.

I have a bunch of commissioned art, 2 zines I’m stalled on finishing, art gigs i' procrastinating on, CUZ my art does not want me to make her do anything. My artistic abilities are allowed to do whatever they want, I consider termite and vine, sicknessandfilth, TsPx, low maintenance, porn, and couch surfing all identical art works by me that are meant to explore, identity, alienation, the self and the limits of the mind as it leads to a person’s experience of theology, and sex. that’s is why i dress like a punk trying to dress like a hipster and getting it not quite right. Y’know cuz i want to move up a few social classes so i can surf nicer and nicer couches. That is why i used to do all that "punks are hipsters" activism!!! Hipsters are human garbage who I could kill without remorse for their jeans. but those are west coast hipsters. EAST coast hipsters are totally punk rock and its adorable. as i always say, “hipsters are punks with money." 
the reason punks hate hipsters is cuz the hipsters get money by being bullshit like DJs or Clothing designers, or hair dressers. they get paid really well for those jobs and those jobs don't even escape the hipster community of your town and the little circle of hipster towns they travel around. SO HIPSTERS HAVE FIGURED OUT HOT TO MAKE MONEY OUT OF NUTHING! you just get together with your friends and make a pretend world where the economy is entirely the production and services of coffee, records, cool hair, cool clothes. 
so hipsters just sell quirky severe elegance and design curiosity collector’s items back and forth and i think hipsters have $80 haircuts and $80 jackets and $80 sunglasses and $80 record. That is my secret formula for looking like a hipster. $80 shoes $80 t shirt $80 bullet belt. 
This is way too mathematical to be a coincidence and i would like to name this Scientific principle "Flip Bits" as in a the hipster word for base or sux, "flip" mixed with "two bits"

looking up the hipster word FLIP right now i have

FLIP
.1 racial slur on Filipinos.
.2 to move product from producer to consumer and reaping profit
.3 a sexually loose and wild woman
.4 LSD and MDMA, as a cocktail for sexual enhancement, also called candy flipping (MDMA makes sex on acid more fun and less insane)
.5 a synonym of fuck for use in polite company
.6 hipsters who have hair-combed-over-one-eye hair  styles

Basic Boolean Logic says that if a=b and b=c then c=a. I just need to put it on record that it is a fact, my source is the Urban Dictionary, a live, constantly updated forum for everyday people to have a voice in deciding what words mean in the dictionary. this is an internet wide survey of language, slang, and words popularity and exact definition.

Translators have told me that it’s gotten double hard to be a translator in the last 10 years. Innernits and modern entertainment have really teamed up to evolve us to the next sphere above language. People in the modern western world already talk in slang, chopped words, and very complexly coded signifiers and idioms. I don’t know about you but I work out my language sectors so I'll be ready when the assention comes. I've gotten yelled at a bunch of times for answering questions by telling a story that illustrates my answer. I could call it poly meta holistic hyper language but that name sucks. The official hipster bible says that how hipster magic works is that they only like cool things and un cool things are either ignored or in some cases the un cool thing is deemed so un cool that hipsters put it on a pedestal and start collecting its kind proudly. That is how the trucker hat became the powerful indispensible wardrobe piece it is today. 

The facts remain: - Translating an amerikan action comedy movie in to French is getting so that half the sub text of the movie will not get across unless you let the sub titles fill every frame of the picture. There is another fact remaining which is that a boy, who is named after a psychedelic sex drug cocktail, wearing an emo hair cut is a "fuck" and  rumoured to be a loose woman and its all crap anyways.

That is the etymology of hipster language. Hipsters have unlocked the secret of how to cease being real!! 

anyways Califurnyeh hipsters are great cuz they make $2200 a month and then blow all of it on a huge 'normous cost of living expense and wind up coming through the month with 2 new records and two new shirts and the got their dj computer tuned up. Flip bits are an acid burn satire of the modern amerikan economy and it's so fun. 

Hipsters are in outer space all the time. Punks never grow up and kick the legs out from under every sentient thing they come across. 

Punks and hipster must join forces now for soon we will be poised to seize control of whole sectors of this country's operations. It’s happening already! punks control shipping and freight, every cities invisible gutter population has its own influence on those cities, punks get in to rough spots and thrive and they are gaining serious rural land claims, in the cities, there are 2 dozen homesteaders non profits and punk lawyers take on all kinds of fun legal negotiations. What happens in civil court trickles up. Law really does slowly evolve to fit the will of the people. But it’s really slow and you have to play court. 

Where punks are brute hipsters are flash. I lost a fight with a hipster this spring when I jumped him for his bike and he was so fast I had to run away from him. Hipsters must do healthy stuff or sumthing cuz they skinny and fit and go on gym dates. I wanna go pick up guys at the gym!! That's why I got baby phat pants and a diesel t-shirt and air walks. Anybuddy got a spare VOIP phone I can have for my hipster outfit?? One that fits mp3s and has a Tetris app and RSS feed bounced off my social networks that I replaced all human companionship with.

 I’m ready. Lets do this shit.

