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Joyce and Armando: a system imbalanced within itself, creating war on itself

The jaw loosens at the moment when,

all of a sudden,

this woman at the bus stop is telling you about her turtles named Joyce and
Armando.

Joyce is her name too, Armando is her ex lover, and in this suspension of the
self that is the bus stop bench someone has felt welcome to open up to you.

She just lost 40 pounds, her knees have just met for the first time, she says, only
thing is the knees keep hurting each other, hitting one another now, she must
sleep with a pillow between her legs as to not agitate the tenderness when the
knees knock together.

This person does not know that she is the only one to have disrupted
despondent thoughts that were assaulting my head the whole day.

This woman, Joyce, did that, and also when I came home to a reply letter from
Santa Rita jail.
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In England and the United States, the police were invented within the space of
Just a few decades — roughly from 1825 to 1855.

The new institution was not a response to an increase in crime, and it really
didn’t lead to new methods for dealing with crime. The most common way for
authorities to solve a crime, before and since the invention of police, has been
for someone to tell them who did it.

Besides, crime has to do with the acts of individuals, and the ruling elites who
invented the police were responding to challenges posed by collective action.
10 put it in a nutshell: The authorities created the police in response to large,
defiant crowds. That’s

- strikes in England,

- riots in the Northern US,

- and the threat of slave insurrections in the South.
So the police are a response to crowds, not to crime.

... One of the first modern-type police forces came in Charleston, South
Carolina, in the years before New York force became fully professional. The

precursor of the Charleston’s police force was not a set of urban watchmen

but slave patrols that operated in the countryside. As one historian put it,
‘throughout all of the [Southern] states [before the Civil War], roving armed

police patrols scoured the countryside day and night, intimidating, terrorizing,
and brutalizing slaves into submission and meekness.”

These were generally volunteer forces of white citizens who provided their own
weapons. Over time, the system got adapted to city life.

... One example of this do-it-yourself justice, a method that lasted for
centuries, was known as the hue and cry. If you were in a marketplace and
you saw somebody stealing, you were supposed to yell and scream, saying “Stop,
thiefl” and chase after the thief. The rest of the deal was that anybody who saw
you do this was supposed to add to the hue and cry and also run after the thief.

From Origins of the Police by David Whitehouse
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I was robbed in the street and had that incapacitating sick body-feeling of
being robbed in public that happens to a person containing some somatic
composition of trauma and privilege. I was on the sidewalk, it was daytime.

I felt someone brush against me, the bag was gone. Then I saw that the street
that was beneath me was solid ice, my bag was sliding across it in a diagonal
out toward the Goodwill store across the street. No one was there. No one had
robbed me. I don’t want you to think of me like that either. No one would rob
me. There actually was no robbing anymore.

What are the acts of individuals.

It stopped happening. There was a person, I saw multiple people, I had been
banged into, my bag was gone, it was sliding across the street, under a car,

Slipping, rotating, conveyor belt, stripes, black and white stripes, rotating
circular platform, the house that Jack built, your bag, your body, their body,
pepper spray, walking, never needing to walk. Leaning your body in the
position. Mimicking your own previous fear. Rearticulating. Your mind sliding
the marble as if it did get stuck in that groove. Yup.

I was sad though, as if I'd been robbed, I was in a junky store trying to buy
something, or buy food, and felt sad, like how will I find my wallet, but it was
there in my pocket in my hoodie, and my bag was on my arm.

Then I saw the man outside with my bag. It was his now, I had mine. The street
was pure ice or maybe like a conveyor belt but all I know is people’s belongings
were sliding all over the place and the neighborhood was starting to get used to
it, you put things down on the conveyor belt and they go to someone else.

I was in Oakland, in the Laurel District, on a street I had walked many times.
I was in Allentown, where I grew up. I was about to get on the bus, it could be
either place, both had places where the bus goes under an underpass that felt
the same, darkening and enveloping you for a time whether it was a freeway
underpass or a railroad tressel.

All'T know is I had that anxiety like the bag and the money were gone, like I
wouldn’t be able to take care of myself or get anywhere or unlock any doors,

16



like I had been irresponsible and incapable of taking care of myself, but the
street | think was actually a conveyor belt, safe for cars to drive on, unlike ice,
good for us to walk on without slipping. Bouncy, a little. Sliding bags were
going under parked cars and being reassigned, and then no one was scared, they
were all getting what they needed. I held my bag like a stuffed animal. The sun
was streaming through the bus.
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I have very realistic fantasies

Like reading to each other

Like the scene in Fruitvale Station when everyone is dancing to Mac Dre on the
Bart

Like when the 3 men sing on the Bart and people sing along to the Beatles

(I am later stuck in the Bart elevator with these young black men, fare evaders
all of us, and we have a great conversation. I heard they got arrested a bunch

of times I didn’t ask them about it. Arrested for taking care of themselves while
making everyone’s day better. They even asked permission before playing music
each time. I would cry I was so happy.)

I would cry with joy to see the person pressing feet on one end of the
doorframe of the Bart car, back against the other side, pressing back to suspend
himself in mid air, swinging from the bars, then dismounting to salute to no
one.

And I saw the turf dancers, and the person who dragged the piano outside the
station, and everyone creating a work and making the space different, all of it a
slow moment, and I don’t want to die right then. I want to see more of it.

Staring off into space dreaming about you

Who knows me outside capitalist time, who knows me when I'm not an atom
or a gene or a cubicle.

Tunnel vision is here: that fuzz symptom of isolation that is not real but
pervasively believed, you say it’s not me, but rather that it’s with me.

He’s reading Richard Wright

[ am the “Man who Lived Underground”.

I am the working class vampire in Let the Right One In

I am a stray cat always biting my owner I cant stop viewing myself as a stray cat
though I have a soft exterior

It is possible to be horribly bored and overwhelmed at once

Bodies as raging dialectical gas pressure like the whipped cream container ready
to spray
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We can’t even eat gluten it makes us enraged and crying every day dough inside
sticks parts together, nothing moved, already in a vacuum

It is possible to love every person at your work and hate that you work with
them

It is possible to have court support for people that you've never met. What if we
just all went.

It is possible to communize food and cars and

It is possible to love someone and allow them to date someone else.
Yes we live here but still people dont understand

It is possible to be very close to people and not be sleeping with them
It is possible to not be possessive of your partner.

It is possible to visualize and exercise yourself out of pesky unwanted crushing
emotions

It is possible to unclog the fog suction that has surrounded your body. Your
aura is lumpy it is possible to fix this

If you don't care about that it is possible to live more

Those who have struggled more are better it’s just true, though I don’t want it
to be.

Everyone needs to find the way to see the world before mass killings cleared the

land.

It is possible to know specifics and list every single example and no one can
argue with a million examples, they just start to see.

No one sees clearly through their own fog
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I looked at her amber necklace and had a flash of how I told him we were
frozen in amber in that moment, only it was honey granulated honey starting
to get old, the way he was holding me at the tips of both end chakras we were
curled in a tight ball.
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A book doesn’t work unless you are walking around with a smart friend like
lan, a friend who never lets you get overemotional, the best for everyone.

You go on a walk in West Oakland, see a lizard! A lizard walking around,

so tiny and alone. Having never seen a lizard on the pavement anywhere in
Oakland, only lizards in the Hills. Also you see a smashed safe in an alley,

the stuffing that insulates it revealed, along with the dial from the safe and its
numbers exposed. Also you see a pillow, that has rotted perfectly flat in place. It
is a rectangle of feathers staring up at you. Are these the three things? The three
things that mean the book is almost done. Or just a walk with a friend.
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BUILDINGS
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A giant giant space, it felt like 10 warehouses. I was telling people in the dream
it was a show at SFMOMA and Juliana and Rachel were having exhibitions
there.

I think the word SEMOMA was there because Lindsey had said poets “took
over’ the museum. Like the whole dream was a portion of this “take over a
building” thought that is so prevalent in my head.

My literal mind took it literally, there it was, our place.

I was running through it and it as it was half-built there was this outside part of
wood steps and each step would break as I ran up it.

Everything a maze, some had text on the walls, lasers, and holographic things.
Some were acrobatic and no one could tell whose are was whose.
You had to ask people what was what.

I went through a path of words and pictures, Duchamp’s Etant Donne at one
end and a space for performance where everyone gathered.

I kept asking where is Ariel’s show, and I asked Juliana where was hers, and she
said she only had one piece.
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But I had thought a giant holographic room with nets was hers. The most
exciting acrobatic part was jumping into a pit topped with a strong saran wrap
material.

I had jumped into it shamelessly as all these people were yelling I shouldn’. I
was already confident it was part of the art.

All these men in white medical looking suits chased me and yelled at me and

I didn’t care, I hit a part of the plastic, and I bounced up, and acrobatically
hurtled myself to the other side of the pit. It felt heroic! My body felt strong &
light. The joy was so full, being surrounded by everyone who loved me.

Next day: The feeling still remains of that dream, the lightness, the springy
feeling. I was redoing my J28 leap over the fence in a graceful and light way,
not the real-life sloppy scurry/struggle that it was, the struggle that made me
realize I have to get in shape again.
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Sometimes I held the knife/ sometimes I had one I didn’t know I had
-Zoe Addison

Upon seeking a mini utility knife in my room I remembered:

There were a bunch of us in a giant abandoned department store trying to do
something amazing. There is no knowing what it is you can just feel it.

This man gets up and tries to stab me with a knife and I am like, oh no, uh-uh.
My vision caught it so quickly, I grabbed and squashed his wrist and the knife
fell easily into my hand, and it was the lamest studpidest blade I had ever seen,
it crumpled like silver cellophane and was dull like a butter knife to start with.
The cowardly man in a hideously discolored dull red sweatshirt quickly slinked

away. Then we were all playing on the escalators and elevators and huge
staircases, feeling out the space so we could figure out what to do.
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Now let’s go to court.

Pati and I lock our bikes to the same pole outside the courtroom and we talk
about how we both woke up late because we are bleeding so heavily. Many of
us who have been going to things together are bleeding simultaneously.

Clothes in the courtroom. (03.16.12)

a. The cop in court tells the man to remove his hat. He has a Do-rag
underneath. The man waves his hat to indicate that her has already removed his
hat. The cop says “Remove your Do-rag as well.” The man slowly unravels it.

b. At Wiley Manual, one of the rooms has a sign outside:

NO SHORTS

NO TANK TOPS or TUBE TOPS

NO PAJAMA PANTS/SWEATS

NO EXPOSED MIDDRIFTS (that’s how they spelled it)
NO HATS

NO SUNGLASSES

PANTS SHALL BE WORN AROUND WAIST

[Note: Okay so then I'm really bummed because I had written on these cards

I threw on to the floor at BAM, about being in court with Linda after she got
kicked out of room, and she’s just trying to get a glimpse of her husband in the
courtroom, so he knows she’s there. I only have fragments of it.]

How we stood together in the room outside the courtroom peeping in to try to
see her husband. Just as I arrived she had been kicked out because her phone
went off. I had seen other people’s phones go off in court and they don’t get
kicked out. As the door would swing open, we'd peek in, and finally we saw
him in the red jumpsuit. He had gotten into an argument with a store owner
over religion. He ran out of meds. She really wanted him to come home and

help with the kids again.
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Or 50 people in the small room discussing how the anticapitalist struggle must
necessarily be the antiracist struggle. We are practically on top of one another.
BamBam is there from Hair Candy, the hair shop. We are climbing over each
other, hip to hip. I can feel everyone’s warmth, the temperature goes up 10
degrees. We are concealing our stomach rumblings, and everyone compresses as
a sponge as the door opens to pack more in. The crowd desires a place to meet.
The crowd desires oneness, which is usually fucked up to want, but as a mash of
50 to 60 people choosing to be in physical presence, this is the oneness that was
beautiful that day. I wanted to lie across their laps.
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SOMATICS
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It is very good when you see people playing a swatting hands game in public.
Look at them, they are playing in another realm. They can think of nothing
else. They are smiling too. They are becoming somatically sharper and more
aware. They are playing and they are not overthinking. They are in another
space for once. They don’t have language. They are figuring something else out.
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Remember, we ate an enormous meal at IHop, electric red berry sauce, and
all there was left to do in the dog park was play the game in which we would
try to knock one another off footing while retaining eye contact and pushing
our hands toward each other. And despite all the drama that could have been
further observed we played that instead. We played. I thought later, that’s me
and C, the dark angeldemon. I'm an angeldemon too. We're nothing else but
that push game. That’s our whole existence.
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Some things cause blood flow and some things remind you that you can't

gain blood flow that way. Some path to pleasure is blocked by numbness, it’s
sad, and so you have to go for blood flow. Sensation requires blood flow. And
there are many ways to achieve blood flow and to have respect for yourself.
Sometimes a mirage was: in order to handle what has happened, you proved to
yourself that you liked it whether you did or not. And if it had been observed
by someone they wouldn't have liked it, but you convinced yourself so you
wouldn’t have to be debased for liking it. You're still tough. Does that make any
sense? Humans being not human chose this, but the humans themselves were
puppeting around with egos until their bodies told them they were observed,
the humans were not the front of their brow, or their eye sockets or analysis,
they were moving blood that loved themselves and others.
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Be naked in the Russian banya with old men and be not sexualized. Be beaten
by branches of oak. Be not human even. Be there all day long and be mafia
and be new agey and be a member of some new belief gang for a one-day
membership it’s healthy, forget, see your sweetheart’s oldest friends all naked
the first time you meet them, it is fine.
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We went to the hot springs, she floated
me in the pool, we were both naked.
Later she held me as I cried, the 3 of us
leaned our heads in and all tilted our
heads in and all tilted our heads together
in a head hug, each

feeling different angles.
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Undoing the Freeze/Out of the Fog

-do this by push hands

-do this by standing game, taking steps back
-do this by grounding cord

-do this by exploding roses

Edith from El Salvador witnessed many war crimes and had to hide in wide
open space. She felt unsafe in the wide open space. Pulling herself out of

the mind state was hard. She comes in and out of it. Once she plays push
hands in order to come out of it. Her therapist suggests the stress position in
bioenergetics, also trauma releasing exercises. Causing the body to shake with
purpose, the opposite of holding will help it to not stick.
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Shades down mean the presence of nonaddiction

Shades down mean too much sun hasn’t gotten in

Shades down means concentration

Shades down means reading

Shades down means presence

Shades down means it is possible to focus on one thing

Shades down means all the other rays are not getting in

Shades down means the fog has gotten in

Shades down means no desire

Shades down means no attachment

Shades down means no suicidal ideations

One shade up could be okay

One or two shades up could be okay

One shade up could mean you're still sealed in the proper encasing
Sun coming in any light coming in like arrows

One shade up could mean you're not slipping out of a dotted line.
All shades up, forget it, stay in bed.

All shades up, like loss of blood
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All shades up, having no idea who you are,
All shades up, consciousness in the way of consciousness

Say there was a dotted line where you are and there was you and you were often
disjointed with this dotted line, and that sounds loud

Could it be the sound of the brain being out of balance. Sure, if you need that

explanation. Could it be cured by somatic means, sure. Could it be a signal to
another way of relating. What. What. What. What.
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Unemployable

L.

Seating charts of the years, lists of birthdays
Destruction of the home space

Landlord emails

The growing growing mobs

& housing built only to remain empty for flipping
& housing fixed up only to remain empty for flipping
& landlord as roommate so to appear not as owner

They live with their parents

They live off credit cards

They just stop paying

They leave the country

They never go into work but are working all the time

They work 5 jobs

They wait 7 years for it to go away

They stay enrolled slightly in college to avoid the payments

They get their parents to give them money

They become gentrifiers by going to college

They go home on the holidays

They live in closets or trucks or vans

They know that they will never have a life anyway

They smuggle themselves into the country under car seats

They have never had any debt because no one in their family has debt because
they worked all the time and never went anywhere because who could afford
that without credit cards

They couldn’t drive because they didn’t have citizenship

That which is maintained by credit card usage

That which credit’s permission maintained in terms of movement, in terms of
people being able to stay or go.
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It’s okay, we're gonna sail on this because this is the great leveler, this wave, this

one will be the one

I am not there right now because I'm not sleeping with someone on the project
I am not sleeping with someone who can drag me out of the world of the sleep

II.

Full cabinets

Or eating everything that’s there

Adhering to a diet

How and where

A special diet

Behavior as related to diet

Fixing and fixing

Clutter or not clutter

Wastewater collection or let it rain

Let the dishes pile up

Wipe off their face or leave it

Has good boundary

Has bad boundary

Has ever had anyone acknowledge a boundary
Has flailed arms to divert some object thrown
Confesses tracing that circle around oneself for protection
Easily attaches to others

Shuts down when cannot control social situation
Disappears

Finds comfort in bed with beer

Otherwise needs to leave the house to find comfort
Gets up in the morning in time to stretch

Can barely drag oneself out of bed
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“are you feeling grown up?”

“are you still procrastinating?”

“all you have to do is show up on time”

“all you have to do is show up for yourself on time”

I1I.

And for those who played the game, they moved far away to a place where
every beach and yard and park was gated, with 10 signs about surveillance

on every gate, and they had to get married because the requirement to move
for the job means you move someplace with no one that you know, and you
probably don’t know anyone in your neighborhood and you go outside and
you don't talk to anyone, or you make enough money that there are plenty of
people paid to talk to you. And you commute long and you might as well have
bought yourself a pellet to live in, because that’s how you are living anyway.

This is the future, you will be happy. Don’t give up
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Equestria Girls

The episode begins with a robbery

Sunset Shimmer wanted the crown for some reason.
That pony tackles the other pony.

No one’s taking any shit.

I sit close to the TV like Stimpy adoring the program, rocking back and forth
in glee

Because I think of Leila or Ellie watching it all young and I think they won’t
grow up thinking they should take some shit

In the human world of the Equestria Girls there is a museum of stolen objects
from the animal world.

“Why is everybody separated this way” the pony asks when she’s a human in
the other dimension, as she observes the social roles of the high school, the
roles she is about to help destroy.

No Bronies, no saddle is waiting.

Every human had a pony inside their body and that’s why they were friends and
the portal didn’t get messed up.
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END SECTION
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The sleepwalker answers the phone and knows there will be consequences for
his irresponsible sleepwalking. “NO? NO! Tell them I was dreaming!” It’s as if,
say he had taken care of dominating his body into not sleepwalking somehow.
Maybe his daughter wouldn’t have been killed by mysterious killings. These are
the logics we encounter.

The scientists are studying work.
Study participant: “I don’t work.” Scientist: “That’s very interesting.”

“How can you take care of your responsibilities when you spend all your time

with 50 people?”

The problem is that they believed the scientists when the scientists told them
their bond was the result of a world-computer’s glitch.

(Just after I typed that I uncontrollably slammed my fist onto the table because I
had such a conviction it was not true.)
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GELATINOUS MASS MANIFESTO, PARTIALLY AN ESSAY ON
MELANIE GILLIGAN’S POPULAR UNREST

When you trap them one on one in a private room they are very different.

It could be their partner at home, it could be the psychologist, the single person
that they are in an intimate room with.

In this psychologist type configuration, a person explains themselves to a
person.

They experience themselves as a worker: “I used to be an account manager”
“I had to drop my volunteer position at the daycare” There’s something very
earnest. I’s just the person and their emotions.

They are very markedly not this when they are with others, the earnestness does
not exist.

They don't need it. And it’s better this way. Even group therapy would be better.

I am noticing that the people who are getting killed by the mysterious knife are
people who primarily see themselves as workers.

(Someone will say that I am against succeeding but that is not true. I am against
a person seeing oneself as a worker.)

I was describing the scene to him with tears coming out of my eyes.
They are outside on a regular dreary day in London.

I said, “You know that’s what the best part of life is, when you are all together
and you're not thinking about it, but somehow you have gathered, and
something is happening because you are together, and it doesn’t have to do with
any kind of relationship with another person who is there. It has to do with
gathering itself, in public, with others that you recognize, and the closeness
comes from the lightness of the interaction which is a stronger bond.”



I saw it in those scenes, it was like when the friends here in Oakland aligned

about hatred of work and all of its drizzling consequences were hanging around.

In those times they used to see each other and run up to each other with
hamster eyes, glowing and saying “us.”

The scenes when they are eating pizza together and sharing it, cheering as they
pull from the pizza pie.

They barely know each other, they have built a bond.

They look in each other’s eyes.

They take walks together. They see one another differently than others see them.

But anyone could see them.

There is nothing special about it, except that when this occurs often enough on
multiple occasions closely occurring the time will seem special.

No person is special.
Only configurations of time and space can be special.

The bond of the people gathering is inherently political because it is based on
the hatred of work, it is based on a common struggle.

I don’t think they could love each other so much if they didn’t hate work so
much.

But the gathering does not hit you over the head with the fact that it is political.

You don’t need to say any other words about their bond other than that.

Perhaps that is where it goes wrong every time, people come along and say
words about what that bond is and the terms that have been used are recycled
and loaded up and don’t mean anything anymore.
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I am banging my fists on my lap every time they let the scientists in.
My teeth are gnashing. My brow sharpens and hurts.
As if they know it is their death but they still let the scientists in.

Everyone should know by now, fuck biology, because we are creating ourselves
by now. All sci-fi. But I digress.

Someone thinks it’s a good idea to let the scientists in, so everyone does,
because they want to be able to continue to communicate with their group.

They earnestly believe that the scientists could be helpful.

But what the gelatinous mass as life needs least is earnestness or authenticity,
because it is only concerned with being and allowing people the space to be.

At this late stage of capitalism, the only place that more bonds are going to be
made are through being.

The Popular Unrest people live in another dimension now because they killed
each other through the relentless atomizing that work convinced them they
needed. Next time around they will not have to kill each other into the other
dimension through competition about work because here we beings have
learned from them.

Dare I say the Popular Unrest people are our bodhisattvas.

The Popular Unrest people killed each other in a room in an abandoned
building because they didn’t know what they were after their initial moment of
bonding. They found that “it wasn’t as romantic” the second time around in an

abandoned building.

But somehow there is always another abandoned building or space that is there
to go back to. We like our psychogeographic tours, so we can talk about where
it had happened before, and it is always logical to make things in the space
capital temporarily forgot.



Anyway, they were eating pizza together, they looked in each others eyes a
certain way, this could last a lifetime, this could last for months, this could last
one day.

I am looking at the plan to last a lifetime because it is not based on one bond to
a person, but a bond to a gelatinous mass.

The fact that there would be some part of the gelatinous mass that still
remained.

The gelatinous mass is not anyone in a relationship with anyone else, but the
thing/atmosphere that happens when they are gathering for no reason.

No reason except that there is that sensed reason to talk in public, instead of
rushing off somewhere else.

The blank time that can feel shaming in this world, with everyone commuting.
Only the gathering can be planned (sometimes), nothing else can be planned.

The problem with the Popular Unrest people is that they believed the scientists
when the scientists told them their bond was the result of a glitch.

A mass that would break off like mercury but most of the blob remains in tact.
The fact that it is a blob means that other people will jump on at any time.
It is a language of knowingness, like a nod that means knowingness.

A language based on accessibility and not exclusion, based on presence and not
irony or distance, because it is not a language of words.

A language of being, separate from work identity.
Of figuring out how to use work identity as a tool to in turn feed the gelatinous

mass, to stealth and steal and redirect and smile in the face. To be able to have
the thing that is always there behind the things we have to believe to figure out
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how to portion out our amounts, the amounts, the quantities that the outer life
requires on the outer shell.

To reject emotions as real and take the responsibility to reject other friends’
emotions in order to move the emotions around as storms and learn how to
work around their importance.

As we can't tell anymore through the storms, the emotions put out there, what
the real ones are or are not. Because there have been so many namings of so
many things to select, the illusion of choices takes over the commitment to a
gelatinous mass.

The knowing of self is clouded in the choices of what the self can be.

Emotions are tools now, used by others on minds, the intended result of life up
against the screen.

What is discharge and what is generative becomes indistinguishable.
It is not pertinent to be optimistic or believing in happiness.

It is pertinent to go on a walk, to do the things that allow myself and others to
move.

[ am a materialist.

The gelatinous mass can be sensed.

The gelatinous mass is a need, like food or housing, which is why people end
up needing church or school or poetry scenes or music scenes or some other
structure to live in.

Because they need the moment of setting up the chairs and talking to each

other, or having moments in between to gather when they are walking to the
grassy area.



The alternative to the gelatinous mass is atomization: offices, cubicles, living
alone, perceived isolation agitating itself as one overworks themselves, marriage
often because of loneliness or giving up.

It is hard to tell what the moneyed spaces are or are not anymore. But the
incapacity to move is inside something like choices, scientists telling you that
your group will be subject to analytics, sending you suggestions about what
you might like in the future, friend suggestions, purchase suggestions, life
suggestions, preparation and insurance and micro-taking of portions of this
analysis, and competition based on the micro-preferences within this analysis,
and forgetting you have comrades, bonds, connections, a garden, and animal
companions, and dismissing this larger need as youthful waste.

And it doesn’t matter to be pure in finding this unanalyzed space except

that somehow, to keep moving slowly and talking with others, allowing the
perspective to slowly change, you might become less predictive, you might find
an answer in the images encountered, or the nothingness encountered. In the
inability to name what is in front of you or describe it as sickness or lack or
imperfection, in the relationships or the lessening of the cruel optimism of the
life that is presented as impossible to get, yet you must get it, but you don’t have
to believe it. You could be further away from this, you have had a time when
you were, never forget.

To walk together, to move outside, as the landscape around changes in a
gradual manner with steps, as you move, as you talk, you might get somewhere.
Though it doesn’t seem possible the way the tiny pixels are built like blocks, like
checkmark boxes. and youre supposed to know the content of every pixel as a
choice, every disembodied limb on its own. Don't believe it, keep walking and
look in the faces. Keep gathering, and seeing the analog and imperfect shapings
of plants, animals and faces, the one not divisible.

Feeling hopeless moved us together until it disappeared in our gelatinous mass
and transformed into this connected and generative feeling. It left again, and
likely returns, flashing on and off, because a flashing on is not something that
can be controlled.

But sitting in a grass field with others is always potential.
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CREDITS

This entire book comes from notebooks of the past few years. This book is

a naively hopeful sci-fi as a last resort at the moment. It was compiled in
relation to watching Melanie Gilligan’s Popular Unrest hundreds of times. I
chose content from the notebooks in relation to what I was writing about this
weird art TV series. I was introduced to it by a friend about 6 months ago,
though it was made in 2011. Popular Unrest was either particularly tuned in to,
or helping manifest, what was about to happen in terms of hordes of people
taking to the streets all over the world in 2011.

Popular Unrest is a trilogy. It is the middle piece of the trilogy. I see the trilogy
as past, present, and future. So it is the present.

Last I checked anyone can view this at popularunrest.org.

I was especially interested in the somatic connection of the characters in
Popular Unrest and the relation of this bond to the destruction of time and
space as we know it.

How do small groups form? One thing is sure. Use of the body in non-
normative ways in public is one necessary thing that has to happen. I say this
in the time where predictive data is king, in the time where the only thing left
to be monetized is the future of the body and mind. There are ways to reclaim
that.

Portions of this text were published in WORK; a journal published by David
Harrison Horton. You can find PDFs of WORK on www.deepoakland.org

Cover image by Alex Cruse. Cover & spine foil stamped by me.
The notebook pages are from the “Cough” performance with Nicholas
Komodore AKA Mayakov+sky Platform. Some of the lines are from Pier Paolo

Pasolini.

The coloring book page is “Vampire Princess Celestia” by Leila Izel Hernandez-
Varra.
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Thanks to Ian Dolton-Thornton and Chloe Minervini for editing and life help.
The Chloe Chloe Ian Aaron house was very nurturing, always, a place where I

could always think.
Thanks to my dear sister Alana Siegel for emergency editing.

There were a lot of people who reminded me I was a writer or artist when I fell
off again and again. For a few years I thought I was trading art for a commune

and that might still happen.

Thanks to those over many years who were some sort of support to me whether
they realized it or not: Ariel Goldberg, Aaron Begg, Syd Staiti, Nico Peck,
Niko Komodore, David Buuck, Carlos Soto-Roman, Matthew O’Malley,
Alana Siegel, Lindsey Boldt, CA Conrad, Kimberly Alidio, Andrea Abi-Karam,
Andrea Marina, Wendy Trevino, Andrew Kenower, Juliana Spahr, Alex Cruse,
Kevin Lo, Emji Spero, Jack Rusk, Brian Ang, Erin Morrill, Dillon Westbrook,
Margit Galanter, Abby Crain, Sara Larsen, David Brazil, Zack Haber, Olive
Blackburn, Marianne Morris, Sarah Rupp, Bill Luoma, Chloe Watlington,
Aaron Benanav. Stephanie Young, Brian Whitener, Jeffrey Schrader, Jesse
Trepper, MG Roberts, Melissa Mack, Samantha Giles, Cassandra Smith, Chris
Chen, Zoe Ceja, Andrew Macy, Cornell Harris, Hillary Overberg, Laurel
DeCou, Jaime Goldman, Pati, Linda Grant, Julianna Leskie, Annemarie Munn,
Bethany Hobbs, Kate Robinson, Winston Goertz-Giffen, Weyam Ghadbian,
Malgosia Kostecka, Kate Robinson, Yosef, Claire Buss, erica lewis, Chrissy
Becker, Jim Siebold, Gabriela Laz, Cheena Marie Lo, Suzanne Stein, George
Tan, Petey Mastriano, Alice Li.

For the long hauls: Heather Jovanelli, RV (Rebecca Vandevoort), Rachel Varra,
Julie Lacko...I can’t laugh or cry enough.

Thanks to Jesse Falk-Finley, my co-conspirator who is the most worth it
challenge/r. Look out for our Esoteric DSM busting out soon and already in
progress on widenow.org. You can see space weather updates there too, if you
are wondering what you're feeling that is from outer space, if you're sensitive

like that.
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For Full House, that went away. Fred, Kirk, Humberto, Alfredo, Leah, Mike,
Marcos. And all the people that just keep coming back.

Particularly a nod to the somatically-named work of CA Conrad, Eleni
Stecopoulous, Amber DiPietra, Bhanu Kapil, Margit Galanter, Melissa Buzzeo.

There were a number of buildings and rooms and outsides. Houses, reading
groups, squats, events, bourgie beer gardens, bourgie cafes, living rooms,
gardens, back porches, couches, couches on back porches, basement and
warehouse press rooms, backyards, a college, camp on a distant farm, a magical
ranch, summer writing programs, where I spent much time with others. When
I tried to specify I got overwhelmed. And maybe it was better not to.
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