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A note on the text: 
 It’s not very good. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Thank you, and I love you. 



A Preacher with an Animal’s Face (An Exquisite Corpse) 
TO MAKE A DADAIST POEM, 

DROWN YOUR BRAIN 
…the new bride of the golden veil 

It was nice to know you when I knew you. 

Is this your sole praise from a friend? 

Let us begin and carry up this lazy, lonesome monster, this corpse.  
Goodbyes always take us half an hour. 

For a good time, call 606-4311. Ask for Ken. 

So, you gave a score of years; her slave…? 

I hoped she would love me: lonely often, and sometimes frightened 
…the dream must die! 

Now, heaven and she are beyond this ride… it’s only me out there. 

 

Please don’t make me run away. 

 

Life is a tragedy; ride si sapis 

The one or ones who created us for each other ought to have made more of an effort. They could never 
tell by his face he was starting to feed his flesh to wayward daughters. 

Start again at your beginnings – it can’t change; but every time you see it, it seems different  
because you’re different. 

 

Nothing I do makes me feel different. 

 

To be able to destroy with good conscience: “It is not I, it is the arrow”. 

 

Bury the man there? 
A mote of dust suspended in a sunbeam 

Loftily lying, living and dying 
Look again at that dot. 

This moaning God of Fire keeping money, you’ve got lots of friends amidst the bones and myself. A just 
universe wouldn’t tolerate my existence. 



You’re seeing stars reflected on the surface of the lake at night; the universe is in us. You talk as if you’re 
a hero in some story; the delusion that we have some privileged position in the universe. 

They find it easier to live.  
They’re protecting the people on the outside from us. 

Even those who are different can survive. 

I am on nobody’s side, because nobody is on my side. I felt very still and empty. 
Why me? 
Why not? 

What’s wrong isn’t that I’m sick. It’s that I don’t matter. 
Paint the streets red with my decision. 

 

Who am I kidding? I’m still standing in the same place  
where you left me standing. 

You turned back today for the first time. Mistakes are also important to me.  
I’m always gonna feel this way. 

I searched the who world for you. Now, please come, take my hand and lead me. My story is wholly and 
disturbingly ridiculous, and the world would not suffer if it ends too soon. 

What, man of music, you’ve grown grey with notes and no hint that help will come from elsewhere to 
save us from ourselves. 

Will your dreams meet you quietly and clearly? 
There’s many a crown for who can reach. The more level they have me, the more I cannot stand me. I 

gave my youth into nothingness; a kind of non-being, sharpened on the bones of their elders. 

Who knows what’s fit for us? 
And heed well their advice, even though they be turkeys. 

And here we are riding, she and I 
You don’t have to kill your feelings when dawn hennas her hands with the blood of the horizon. Educate 

yourself if you’ve got any guts spilling out of somebody’s head like a knife. 

That’s the role of poetry. To say what others cannot utter. 

 

What does it all mean, poet? 

The idea is about to arrive…….. 
Strive to be happy, hopeful child! 

Have a bliss to live with: their finest cosmic muffin 
Time to taste life! 

 







 

 

 

 

 

St. Helen’s Dust 50c/gal 

Sweet dreams 

Paradoxical materials could grow when compressed 

Art of Noise 

I’m All Fucked Up 

All right all you redeemers, rebels and radicals out there, I would like to 
protest against such depressing realism 

We are the asteroid 

Do you use wounds from the past? 

Another country crumbled from my father’s mouth this morning 

What do you want from the world? 

Create a legacy of your own unforgettable moments 

Fire and fury 

Mania 

Half-baked nihilism 



List of Introverts Who’ve Not Posted Buzzfeed Listicles About Introverts, Captioned with “This” 

59 32's that only 6's will 12 

List of Intestinal Flora and Fauna 

Big List of Little Lists 

The Little List of Lists 

The Big List of Lists 

The Big List of Big List Lists 

Little Big List of Lists that are a Little Big 

List of Implausible Topics for Lists 

List of Nuclear Blunders that Resulted in Massive Genitals 

List of Feral Hogs that I Befriended One Summer in Tuscany 

List of Chores I Am Avoiding Writing This 

List of Assignments that were Understood 

Why People Don't Burst into Song 

List of Things that Cause Irritable Bowel Syndrome 

Why Fox News Requires Weekly Colonoscopies 

List of Famous Cigar-Smoking Goats 

List of People Who 

Reasons to Sell Your Elbows on the Black Market 

List of People Ted Kennedy Didn't Like 

List of People Who Didn't Like Ted Kennedy 

List of All Rappers who are 'Certified' 

Law Firms Specializing in Masturbation Injury (Go fuck yourself; with proper representation) 

List of Words That Have Never Been Written 

Last Week's Shopping List 

The Fuck-it List (Ha-ha-ha, get it? It's like the Bucket List, but not!) 

Twenty Reasons to Give Up on Writing Li-- 



 

 

 

 

Really. 

 

 

You used a whole page for this little text? 

 

who the fuck do you think  

 

you 

 

are? 

 

rupi  

 

 

kaur? 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 

Can you believe there is an entire market for this fucking garbage? WOW, YOU’RE SO DEEP YOU ONLY 
PUT A COUPLE WORDS ON AN ENTIRE PAGE THAT DON’T MEAN ANYTHING OH MY GOD. Like, what kind 
of navel-gazing horseshit is this? Oh, look at me and my little amount of text which I’ve so cleverly stylized. Whose 
idea was this? And who thought of spacing it out to such ridiculous lengths? Like seriously? Can this even be considered poetry? I don’t know 
who Gabbie Hanna is, but all I know is she wrote “Sad…isfied” like it fucking means something. Here’s a poem for you: “Cunt… ent.” Seriously, 
who enables these pretentious, money-grabbing assholes? If you ask me, which nobody has, this is just another symptom of a culture that is racing to zero. We accept less and less and we 
expect more and we wonder why we’re all fucking depressed. Is it just chemicals? Or is the fucking garbage that we can’t get enough of? That we DEMAND be made available to us and  



Moral Ambiguity 
 

 

 

 

Almost all of life’s forks come to us unbidden; not us to them. And these 
forks are not always forks, but a veritable hydra of paths, each with 
consequences hidden by the fog of time and the actions and reactions 
of the tapestry of humans around us. 

Occasionally, one of these roads is illuminated; a gold road: The Right 
Thing! You think to yourself “It is clear to me now! Here is The Right 
Thing! I know I am doing The Right Thing!” 

You take that road; straight and narrow, far and away from the chaotic 
swirl of The Wrong Things. Worry not! You’ve done The Right Thing! 
…right? This road is frought; more than you had believed; more than 
you could have seen from where you began. And the destination… is not 
what you planned. There never was The Right Thing. There were only 
ever… Things. 

You arrive… and everything is different now. There’s no going back. But 
why would you want to? You did the right thing… didn’t you? 

 

 

Long story short, I made an irreversible choice in a video game. 



Did You Know… 
That if you say “Nancy Grace” three times in a mirror, she’ll appear behind you and screech “TOT 
MOM!” until your eyes rocket out your skull? 

That there is a court order against me singing in front of any other people, living or dead? 

Alex Trebek did not shave his mustache, but rather detached it to use as a homemade batarang? 

John Legend was kicked off an album he was featuring on, because he didn’t sing, and wouldn’t stop 
rapping? This was later revealed to be a rare illness, called grandmaster flashitis, and its main symptom 
is being an MC, and being “here to say” something. 

White people love Morgan Freeman saying “stop talking about [racism]” because it excuses their 
racism? 

Ants can’t die from falling? This is due to an error in their meta data, rendering them immune from fall 
damage. 

There are people who survived both nuclear bombings of Hiroshima and Nagasaki? They’re cursed to 
live forever and then punch God in the dick. 

Dolphins have knees and that you are allowed to repeat jokes in the same e-book? It’s called a call-back, 
you philistine. 

A man was hospitalized after attempting to shoot an armadillo and the bullet ricocheted back to him? 
Or so he thought. It turned out that all armadillos carry adorable little Glocks and will return fire if shot 
at. 







 

 

 

The 
Culture Beasts 

Within Us: 

One hundred knives in the air; 
a shy storm, 

rip her to shreds in the flesh. 
The body politic is an exacting art –  

while the body’s still warm, 
enormous sums are spent on vivisection. 

Following this free-form style, 
you spend your life just an inch from madness. 

I woke, gasping, from a sexist fantasy. 

“I’m not interested in the problems of man 
and his gold, and me, running, who has no  

god and never will.” 

“Please don’t go.” 

“Don’t think you own me.” 

Looking deeper, 
when Death comes, I want to say: 

There is an enemy. 
Are you him? 



Le Perle et Le Papillon 

(An industrial town, northwest of Marseilles; May 24th, 1953) 
(Everything is in greyscale. It’s very romantic, I assure you) 

 Marie-Louise Arsenault began her day the way she did five days a week – in the ladies’ locker 
room at the Schultz Aciérie at the center of town. The factory had been subjected to two raids by the 
RAF during the war, crippling the ability of occupied France to produce artillery and railroad supplies. 
And now, among iron lockers that loudly chunked as they open and closed with chipping dark blue paint, 
Marie-Louise stood with her co-workers and friends, talking loudly around a large, round communal sink 
with multiple faucets and drains. 

 "Vous avez vu sa coiffure? On dirait le cul d'un canard!" 

 "Viens chez moi vendredi. Maxime vient d'acheter un nouveau disque de Jackie Brenston quand il 
était en Amérique. Tu dois l'écouter!" 

 "S'il te plaît, ne pars pas. Je veux que tu restes." 

 "Rentre chez toi, mon garçon."   

 "Êtes-vous allé au Michelet, rue des Acacias?" 

 “Ce n’est pas la mer à boire! ” 

 Auriane produced from a canvas bag a large, rough-hewn glass bottle with a clear liquid in it. 
Whenever Marie-Louise saw this bottle, she always envisioned a plague doctor in a beaked mask and 
black hat and robe holding this strange apothecary bottle with the cork stopper out to a frail man 
riddled with black welts in his armpits. But the liquid in this bottle was not some nostrum made through 
the careful application of alchemical principles; calcination, solution, separation, conjunction, 
putrefaction, congelation, cibation, sublimation, fermentation, exaltation, multiplication, and finally, 
projection. No, this was pastis. Popular in Marseilles and the south of France, pastis was made from 
anise. The bottle was only three quarters full, leaving room for water to be poured in, and the mixture of 
pastis and water became opaque: a cloudy and murky yellow. 

 The other women in the factory, especially Jeanne and Claire, had been ravaged by the pastis. 
They worked in the factory since they were young women and remembered well the raids conducted by 
the English air force. Both their husbands were resistance fighters who died in the north of France; it 
was said that Claude killed forty Gestapo on his own, and Gaspard used a cheese knife to destroy an SS 
power grid and communications hub, allowing the RAF to pass overhead unmolested and level the 
steelworks in the black-and-white town that time forgot. They were lifers. Factory folk, through-and-
through, as much, if not more, than the men. This was their work, their life. And after ten hours on their 
feet in the heat and clamor of the factory, they would return home for thin stews or chou farci if they 
were feeling ambitious. Then some radio and preparation for the next day of work. And the round-robin 
duty of providing pastis for the ladies. Over the foggy bottle of pastis and pale blue packs of Gauloises 
with the trademark winged helmets printed on them, the women of the Schultz Aciérie drank, smoked, 
talked, and laughed. 

"Je te le dis : De Beauvoir a raison ! Et elle va changer les choses ici!"  



"Tout ça n'est qu'une illusion, tu vois?"  

"Tu as vu sa robe, dimanche? Qui l'a habillée, les Allemands ? Une tenue merveilleuse, mein 
fraulein.”  

 “Ce porc! Il a rasé la tête de Véronique, vous savez. Il l'a rasée et lui a jeté de la merde. J'espère 
que sa bite pourrira et tombera... Je suis sérieux!” 

 "Tu te rends compte qu'ils veulent qu'on redevienne des femmes au foyer ? Je ne vais pas passer 
le reste de mes jours les poignets dans les casseroles et les couches!" 

 Marie-Louise was a different sort of beast. An interesting creature who floated amongst the 
typical factory workers. Where they seemed dirty and grey, Marie-Louise seemed to radiate a glow from 
beneath her blue-grey smock. Just last year, she saw the film “Crazy for Love” with Andre Bourvil, and 
then just before she began working at the Schultz steelworks, “Manina, la fille sans voiles”, and 
devoured anything she could with that featured the beautiful and inspiring Brigitte Bardot, who ignited a 
flame in the souls of the French and caused a furor over in America. Marie-Louise described herself, if 
she had to, after sputtering and stammering for words, as “nerveux”. She was a little bit wild; her father 
claimed she was never domesticated. She was only eighteen, the youngest worker at the factory, and 
only there to make some money during the summer, before she left the black-and-white town that time 
forgot with the steelworks as its center, and pursued a career in the fashionable, full-colour city that led 
the march of time: Paris. Marie-Louise was resolute to live the bohemian life of the Parisian cultural and 
artistic in-crowd; black-clad expressionists and Dadaists, the mink coats, cigarettes sparked by men in 
black sweaters, avant-garde films, foie gras, Waiting for Godot, underground jazz clubs in Saint-
Germain-des-Prés, Marcel Marceau, slashed canvases, and a string of spurned lovers, men and women 
alike. She took a mouthful of pastis, that swampy yellow swill, and passed the bottle, bringing her 
cigarette to her lips in a sublime, mundane ritual, breathed deeply, and let the milky-white smoke 
luxuriantly rise out of her lungs into the haze of the cavernous women’s change room.  

 "A ces dieux, vous ne pouvez pas prier." 

 “Julien demande 10 euros à son père:        
 ‘C’est pour quoi faire?’           
 ‘Pour donner à une vieille dame!’         
 ‘C’est très bien de vouloir l’aider ! Et où est cette vieille dame?’     
 ‘Là-bas, elle vend des glaces!’” 

 "Et le Cambodge?" 

 "Anis? Plus comme un anus." 

 "Ta chatte sent le chien mouillé."  

Laughter. 

 In the men’s locker room, much of the same was happening. But where in the women’s room, 
laughter and sharp voices reverberated off metal and masonry, a dull, growling conversation took place. 
Quiet. Secret. A thicker haze of smoke and more packs of Gauloises. A different bottle of pastis. Dark 
blue overalls. Many of them missing fingertips, pieces of ears and noses. Pockmarks from splattering 



molten iron. Scars. The heavy machinery at the Schultz steelworks had safeguards in place, but Godefroy 
Marchant, the manager made one thing clear: "Soixante mille tonnes de produit fini par an - cent 
soixante-cinq tonnes par jour, et il y aura des primes." So, these safeguards were removed, and workers 
were deafened, mutilated, burned, and scored for one hundred more plummeting francs a year.  They 
spoke as if they were in deep contemplation; a roomful of burly and malformed Jean-Paul Sartres.  

 "J'ai trouvé un moyen plus rapide d'aller au travail, mais il faut franchir quelques barrières." 

 "Le chien du voisin n'essaie pas de vous mordre ?" 

 "Bien sûr, mais je l'ai dressé. Je lui donne un morceau de saucisse et de fromage, et il me laisse 
tranquille." 

 "Avec l'argent que vous dépensez en saucisses et fromage pour nourrir le chien énervé, vous 
pourriez acheter une Peugeot et venir ici." 

 "Peut-être, mais mes jambes n'ont jamais été aussi fortes." 

 "Passe le pastis, espèce d'idiot. Tu en as eu assez, et pas moi. Heureusement que tu ne peux pas 
perdre plus de ton nez." 

 Most of these men had been in the war, except for a small handful who were already injured at 
the mill before the occupation began. Those men, being bereft of too many knuckles and joints, were 
left to toil for the Germans, and most of those men, loyal if desperate workers for the Schultz Aciérie, 
had been killed when the RAF levelled the mill. Renaud, like many of the men at the mill, had wives and 
little children. Renaud fathered three sons and four daughters, all of whom had little upturned noses; so 
much so that everyone in the little black-and-white town that time forgot said that they had been born 
without the tips of their noses like their father. Frédéric was once a promising student and a math 
prodigy who was promised a scholarship to a prestigious Dutch university. When the Germans re-
annexed Alsace–Lorraine, they conscripted Frédéric, who joined the resistance after punching an 
officer’s head clean off his body. Or so the story went.  

Luc Sylvain Charpentier, whom everyone called “le gentil géant”, was in his mid-forties and had 
worked at the mill since he was twelve. A huge man, everyone said he was too good to harm, and too 
stupid to die. He was unscathed after an accident with the central blast furnace injured fourteen other 
boys; the Germans loved him and refused to conscript him and the overseer of the mill during the 
occupation tried to teach him German and shared Swiss chocolate in his office. A steel cable broke on 
his hand, rather than severing his wrist. When the RAF bombed the mill, Luc was found, sitting upright 
and smiling in unblemished overalls amongst the wreckage. And every time Luc Sylvain Charpentier had 
a moment to speak with Marie-Louise Arsenault, he would timidly approach her and speak in a voice 
that reminded her of the wind among tall grass. "Si j'avais vingt ans de moins, Marie-Louise, si j'étais 
plus beau et si je n'étais pas au-dessous de votre rang, je demanderais à tenir votre main dans la mienne. 
Je te demanderais de m'accompagner lors de mes promenades dans le parc, et de te joindre à moi dans 
tous les cafés de la ville pour qu'ils puissent voir comment tu me fais sourire. Je te volerais un baiser à 
chaque fois que je le pourrais, tant que tu le permettrais. Je te demanderais de t'allonger avec moi 
comme le font les hommes et les femmes qui s'aiment, et j'espère que tu me permettras de caresser ta 
cuisse pour que je sache ce que tu ressens dans cette proximité." 



Every morning at the Schultz Aciérie, as the women giggled and howled and swapped stories 
over an apothecary bottle of pastis and beneath a blue-grey haze of the finest smoke from the most 
patriotic cigarettes, in the black-and-white town that time forgot, Marie-Louise Arsenault thought about 
the men in their change room. With the same chipping dark blue lockers, the same communal, circular 
sink, the same blue-grey haze above them and the same bottle of murky-yellow pastis being 
manipulated and drained by large, rough hands amidst murmuring and somber conversation. But among 
the men, only one caught her attention and interest. She felt a burning in her stomach whenever 
Amaury Delacroix caught and deflected her glances, meeting her eyes with a piercing blue smile and a 
confident wink. Amaury was only two years older than Marie-Louise, but he was a lifer at the mill. He 
was tall, lean, and muscular, with hair that reminded Marie-Louise of broken glass, strewn across a 
beach and caught in the moonlight. He was unscathed from his six years of labour and knew each 
machine intimately like a lover. Alongside the larger mill with furnaces and cauldrons, was a workshop 
where steel and iron were worked and shaped, and when the enormous metal lathe began to kick and 
whine, Amaury was the first one, passing through the mill like a shadow, embracing it so it almost 
calmed itself from his soft, low voice. Nobody knew what he would say, the noise of the machinery was 
too intense, but Baptiste said the boy would place his forehead against the outer casing, near the outer 
casing of the quick-change gear box, and mouth something for a time, moving his hands delicately along 
the machine, dexterous fingers questing for answers and peace, until it quieted.  

Amaury arrived before anyone else and was the last to leave. He had a scarred and rusty tin 
lunch kit, with a prominent aberration in the lid, where a bullet had ricocheted and deflected back inside 
the Luger from whence it came. Or so the story went. And the young man carried it ever since then, this 
seemingly bottomless lunch kit that held an infinite supply of pastries, croissants, diaphanous slices of 
saucisson and jambon cru, creamy and sweet comté, and green grapes and deep scarlet apples. 
Typically, he would pedal his mustard-yellow 1949 René Herse from his flat on Rue Berthelot, a basket 
on the front holding his bottomless lunch kit that bore its German-inflicted schmisse, but on days when 
Amaury was feeling adventurous, his skilled hands turned the ignition of his black-and-maroon 1951 
Citroën 2CV with the rippled bonnet. No can opener included, however. He would park it two streets 
away from the mill so it wouldn’t be dusted with the black sugar coming from the Shultz Aciérie. Not 
that anyone would be able to tell, in the little black-and-white town that time forgot. 

fffFOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOmm 

The steam whistle of the Schultz Aciérie pulled Marie-Louise Arsenault from the ether in her 
head in which she lived. Seven o’ clock. Time may have forgot the town, but the steel mill did not forget 
the time. Cigarettes were extinguished. Lockers were ka-chunked. Pastis was concealed in Auriane’s 
canvas bag. Hands were washed in the great communal sink. Everything still greyscale. Everything 
romantic, I assure you. Auriane and Jeanne and Claire and Renaud and Frédéric and Luc and Amaury and 
all the other men and women in the locker rooms of Schultz Aciérie at the center of the black-and-white 
town that time forgot, began to file out onto the work floor. Except Marie-Louise Arsenault. 

Marie-Louise Arsenault lingered a moment, her lips curling at the corners into a smile. A 
beautiful smile that would enflame the heart of Amaury Delacroix. She lingered there a moment longer 
in the locker room of the Schultz Aciérie, both greyscale and variegated, romantic, forgotten by time. 
And there, she slackened the slate trousers of her work clothes so that they fell down her nymph-like 
legs to her ankles, and there, in the locker room of the Schultz Aciérie steel mill, she shit on the floor. 





They say the other side of comedy is tragedy, so I have written a tragedy for you here: 

 

 

 

FOR SALE: Baby shoes 

Never worn. Bought them while drunk; lost the receipt. 
Was drinking because my wife was murdered. 

By a baby. 

 

 

 

 

--SCENE-- 





 

 

 

 

 

Bjornlokur: Hymn of the Hamrammr 

Hlustaðu nú  
O sonur Vermundar  

Hildofr bendir á  
Og hvernig ætlar þú að svara  

Drekktu nú úr brunninum  
Og leitaðu að feldi og tõnnum  

Þegar þú hefur slípað öxi og sverð  
Þá brýtur þú klær og bein  

Slæðan yfir augu þínum lyftist  
Þegar þú heyrir þú kallið  

Og bragðar blóðið á tungunni   
Finndu andann og endurfæðstu  

Björn og úlfur og villigötur  
Taktu þinn nýja líkama  
Og leiddu hann til stríðs 





Ya Boy Lil Nubsy Worldwide – “I Own a Lot of Things” 

Uh (yeah) you know 
You already know (you know, you know) 

Bitch, you know it (skrrt skrrt!) 
Bitch, it is known by you (yurt yurt!) 
So let’s get to it, uh! (get it, get it!) 

I own a lot of things 
Name brands in these bins 

Gucci, Lambo, Benzes, and that ‘sace 
Got that Prada, you ain’t nada (yeah) 

Got some Pucci for my poochie like my name was Homer Simpson (coochie-coo!) 
I look like I got something to say? 

No, I certainly don’t (buy it, buy it!) 

Positively, I got a proclivity for luxury 
Gimme gold, gimme ice, get it all wit’ a glizzy 
Knock it out the park like Maguire, not Lizzie 
Treat you like a mark, my drink a little fizzy 

Drink it down and we get a little dizzy 
Room’s spinnin’ so much and we circle back 

I own a lot of things 
Goin’ on ‘bout Louboutin cos these red soles console for having sold my soul 

I own a lot of things (get it, get it!) 
You think I’m another sucker? 

You a punk motherfucker (fucker) 
Ferrari, Jag, Bentley, and Martin 
Got em all but don’t touch em 

Cos at the end of this shoot, they gon’ be departin’ (byeee) 

Take the Xanny out the bottle 
Bring to bed another model 

This plosive epiglottal 
PA-PA-POW! (blikky,blikky) 

Got these brands in these hands 
I’m better than ya mans 

And better than ya Rands 
Ayn talkin’ bout Paul 

Now look at you, feelin’ small (ya heard!) 
But that’s the idea, y’all (understand?) 
Free advertising, buy the whole mall 

But don’t ever look for a hole in this wall 
Cos you won’t like what you find 
And what you see is just things 



Slam Poetry (as Written by a Molecule of DNA) 

How do the genes express themselves? 
(rapturous bongo hits) 

This is how my genes express themselves 
(bongo hits) 

DNA! 
I am D – (bongo hit) N – (bongo hit) A (bongo hit)  

(bongo hits) 
DNA? 

D…. N!... A? 
(bongo hits) 

DNR 

Do. Not. Repress-itate 
(bongo hits) 

I am the blueprint for life? I don’t have a blueprint for life 
Maybe a blooper reel 

(bongo hit) 

Polynucleotides we are all in this TOGETHER 
Polynucleotides, poly-you-cle-and-I 

(bongo hits) 
Poly-you-cle-and-Ides, beware the ides of march 

Double helix, triple shelix 
Double heal? …ick 

(bongo hit) 

They say I could have been a dinosaur, a tick, a mosquito; but instead, I am a man 
(bongo hits) 

I say, they are the same thing 
(bongo hits) 









If you have enjoyed Haunted Moments so far, you may also enjoy these other Taylor Moorey books… 

Milk, Eggs, Cheese, Bread: How Agribusiness Manipulates You Through TV Grocery Lists 

Dolphins Have Knees! and Other Amazing Untrue Facts 

Mostly Mammals 

Cooking for Cunts 

A Collection of Shitty Jokes: My Act Encapsulated 

Beating People into Submission for Fun and Profit: Musings from my Quilting Convention in Baltimore  

A Piece of Chicken Fell on My Toe: My Life as a Failure 

Chicken Soup for the No Soul: Gingers Discuss Relationships 

Shakespeare, Three Aardvarks, an ISIS Extremist with a Yeast Infection, and a Mucus Monster 

Waiting for Gadot: Why We Need Another Hollywood Cover of ‘Imagine’ 

On Relationships: I Don't Know What the Fuck I'm Doing (And Neither Do You) 

A Bible (had to change the name as apparently there’s already a book called The Bible???????) 

Lincoln Bio 

How to Cope with Your Massive Cock and New-found Omniscience 

Crypto for Absolute Fucking Cretins: You Idiot, You Complete and Utter Fucking Shitbag Bag of Shit 

A Stool and Some Rope: Improving Your Life Through the Joys of Post-Modern Furniture Installation 

The Life & Times of Inconsequential Men & Women 

 



    On Accepting Pain 
 “His manliness also requires that he refuse to go to a doctor or a hospital unless it can be 
demonstrated to him that he has, in fact, been clinically dead for six months. ‘No sense going to the 
hospital, honey, I don’t seem to be in a coma’. Therefore, he must learn to ignore pain. ‘It doesn’t really 
hurt. Bleeding from six holes in the head doesn’t really hurt. Just gimme the remote, and get me a beer, 
and get the fuck outta here’. […] The poor fuck. The poor stupid fuck.”  - George Carlin  

 Remember that kid in the back of class that got frequent nosebleeds? Yeah, that was me. I got 
them so often, that I was, and am, very casual about it. One instance sticks in my brain that an adult 
(nurse? Teacher? Don’t remember) saw it and was extremely serious, like she had never seen blood 
outside of a human. Relating the story to my parents (who were equally casual about the sudden river of 
blood that night - usually, the right nostril, oddly enough), my dad said, “Any time there’s blood, it’s an 
emergency”. In the above quote from “When Will Jesus Bring the Porkchops?”, Carlin attributes this 
passing down of forced manliness (now called Toxic Masculinity© by the yout’s) to being something 
sons learn from their dads. My dad is, admittedly, not like most. He’s pretty extraordinary and makes it 
his business to embarrass anyone he happens to be out in public with. Okay, in that way he’s like most. 
But has never passed down the “Don’t admit to pain” philosophy like is often seen in men. He is very 
much of the school of thought that if something hurts, it’s okay to say it hurts, and sit down and cry if 
you need to. So, the question is; where did I get the idea that I cannot show pain? 

 TL;DR: I still don’t know. 

 But I can tell you what I figured out in talking to myself the other day – after all, somebody has 
to talk to me. Might as well be an expert. This past Wednesday, I hurt my back at work. Moving a box in 
a way I shouldn’t, I felt a POP and I got light-headed, saw white, and had to sit down – ironically(?) on 
the box I had just moved. Apparently, I turned grey, as pale was already taken. At the clinic, the doctor 
said I likely pulled a tendon in my lower back, just above the ass (my words). I finished work, saw Joker, 
and carried on with the end of the day as best I could. My boss said I could text her if I couldn’t come 
into work if the pain was too bad.  

Ahhh, I’ll be in. No worries.  

At 6am the next morning, I couldn’t bend over to change into my uniform which I had strategically 
placed on the bathroom floor. And riding the bus and going to work naked are frowned upon, so I stayed 
home and went back to bed. Trying to get ready a couple hours later, Emily yelled at me for trying to go 
to work again and just stay home and to not leave after she left for work. I don’t know how she knew 
that’s what I was planning on doing. I’ve never had a job I really loved doing; the people are great, but 
I’m rarely stimulated at a job, but I still feel tremendous guilt about doing less than I think I ought. The 
last time I took a day off that wasn’t vacation, I was vomiting and couldn’t get out of bed. This was a stiff 
back! And sharp intakes of air and a buckling of the knees when the pain struck at random.  

 Almost a week later, still a bit stiff, the pain is mostly gone, and I’m still annoyed when anybody asks me 
how I am. 

I’m fine! Let me just work! Just because I can’t bend normally doesn’t mean I’m injured! 



In the last few years, and particularly in therapy, I realized that I’ve always done this. Ever since I was a 
kid, I had somehow come up with the idea that if I was having a hard time, I couldn’t let it show, 
because I couldn’t let it affect other people. In five years of high school, which I haaaaaated, I did not 
miss one day. Even if sometimes I’d wake up at 5 in the morning just to puke. Had to go in! Couldn’t be 
sick! I had to be granite; a solid bedrock, a foundation upon which anybody could build their troubled 
homes. Bring whatever you got, this shit is straight igneous! Just look at that compression strength! 
Giorgio Vasari described me in the 16th century: my "hardness and solidity have nothing to fear from fire 
or sword, and time itself, that drives everything to ruin, not only has not destroyed them but has not 
even altered their colour.” Depression since ten? Pfft, whatever. Suicidal thoughts beginning two years 
later? That’s life! Family deterioration? What family! Parents divorce? I gotta be strong for them – they 
can’t be bothered with me, because I’m fine! 

And it continues. Girlfriend’s having troubles? I need to be her rock! You gotta be 100% all. The. Time. 
You’re granite, remember? Constant. You have to be on point, always. Don’t let up, don’t unwind. You 
don’t need to! Does a mountain ever let up? Does it ever back down? 

No! Never! You’re big, cold, and inscrutable. 

But it does get washed away by the ocean. It does weather into dust from stinging winds. 

It fades away. 

That’s how I thought I’d go most recently. Pull out of everything, break off relationships, no more 
comedy, no more music, sell the gear, move home. No grandiose statements, no jockeying for attention 
on social media. Closed door. Note: “Don’t open. Just call 911.” 

That’s it. 

It’s such a stupid, strange impulse. And I’m still no clearer on its origin. Only a few years ago did I start 
taking painkillers for a headache, or meds for a cold. I couldn’t rely on anything outside of myself! But 
did you know this shit works?! Goddamn! Pretty well, I must say. There might really be a market for 
this… what did you call it? Ad…vil? Apparently, it even works on granite. 

But I’m not granite. I’m a human. 

And a fairly squishy one, at that. 

Oddly, it might have helped me in a way. Staying away from drugs and alcohol was probably the right 
call, all things considered.  

I still get angry when I’m not at 100%, because I want to always be operating at that, and I don’t unwind 
like a lot of people do. Writing, recording, producing, creating are how I feel comfortable. They’re how I 
fit my weird puzzle piece into the universe. Man colds, to me, are not a thing. I get pissy because my 
stupid body didn’t adequately defend itself, and now I can’t do everything at 100%. Nose bleeds are less 
frequent, and those teeny-tiny OB tampons are a godsend. Just stuff one in, and it leaves both my hands 
free! When I bailed off my bike earlier this year, I tore up my elbow pretty bad – first scars, woo! I was 
also off my meds, which my doctor would only find out about a month later. They made me throw up on 
an empty stomach, which took a while to figure out. I went out on the bike ride specifically because I 
had been feeling so shitty, and I thought ‘Hey, exercise!’ but did not think ‘Hey, you’ve been off your 



meds for three months, you big, dumb idiot!’ I ended up losing all of May, I repeat – all of it – to 
depression. 

Just FYI, I am back on my meds; 10mg of escitalopram and 5mg of Trintellix and doing pretty well.  

And I’m also beginning to learn to accept that sometimes, you have to say it hurts, sit down, and cry. 
Very slowly.  

Like, slow as balls. 

Another tangentially related thing I’m learning, is that it’s only ever too late when you’re dead, and not 
before. For anything. I just watched Lady Bird, and it was a really great movie. Made me kinda wistful for 
those teenage years in which I had no wild oats to sew. It never felt like growing pains, just… pain. But I 
feel like I’m finally, finally hitting some kind of stride and I can be on a path that I like, and that is of my 
own construction. And part of making that path is putting down your… path-maker? Sitting, having some 
water, and looking at the progress you’ve made, and acknowledging that, yes, you’re a little sore. 

Hey, that was pretty good. When I brought up Lady Bird, I had no idea how I was going to tie into the 
bigger picture. I just liked the movie. Oh, El Camino was pretty good too. And for all the hullabaloo, I 
quite liked Joker. 

Just watch a nice movie, listen to some music, write something, have a little snack, write a rambling 
essay and hope you get a Robaxacet endorsement. 

Be kinder, be smarter, be funnier. 

“Push and believe!” 
-Steven Brody Stevens 

 

-(2019) 



 

 

“How are you?” 
“Did you get that email?” 

“Do you remember?” 
“Am I making sense?” 
“Are you on your way?” 

“Do you like it?” 

“Call me!” 

“Did you watch that movie yet?” 

“We should do this again!” 

“So nice to see you!” 

“Remember me?” 

“Are you okay?” 

“I love you.” 

 

 

 

 

 

I Will Lie to You 
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WOMAN 
UUUUH?! UUUUH?! AAAAAOOOAAAH?! UUUUHH! 

MAN 
(shamefully) 

……………..eurgh. 



 “Where is this going?” 

 “…what do you mean?” 

 “Oh! Well, nothing… I guess?” 

 “No… what do you mean?” 

 “Well, it’s just… I mean, it’s been three years, we’ve lived 
together for eight months, and you know, I don’t want to put any 
undue pressure on you or myself, or, of course, both of us. I’ve – 
we’ve both been just crazy busy, so it’s, like, totally 
understandable. And just with the way things are, you know? I mean, 
like… and, I mean, I love you, but I just wonder… I mean, don’t forget 
that, like… I LOVE… you, and I love spending time with you, and being 
with you, and this – what we have, this is all great. But, you just wonder, 
I mean, I can’t speak for you. I shouldn’t say ‘you’, I should say ‘I’, because I can 
only speak for me. But I really just… you know, I don’t mean YOU, just the 
general ‘you’. So, like, yeah, you might wonder where, I mean, not where, 
exactly, you know? Just – cos, you know, I mean, I… I know WHERE we are. And 
where we are is awesome. Like, I honestly think that, completely. Absolutely. Cos I 
really like, I love what we have right now, you know? Like, we can come home, and be 
together, and we watch movies, or we hang out with friends, and the sex is… But, you 
know, it’s funny, Laurie at work asked me… Laurie, she’s the one with the dog and the 
club foot, remember? Or, like, she was born with one, this obviously fix that stuff. But yeah, she 
asked me – and I thought it was kinda, like, rude, you know? Cos she’s not – like, I can’t answer that 
without you, or maybe you don’t wanna answer that for someone who’s not – I mean the general 
‘you’ again, sorry, but that’s obviously a super, like, suuuuuper private thing. So, of course, after she asked that, I 
was just thinking about, cos, like, how can one… NOT think about that, when asked? Not that, you know, you’re – 
I’M unsure, NOT that I’m unsure of the, you know, answer. But, like, I always value, your input, and of course, I always want 
to hear what you think, because I think that we’re on the same page of most things, really, so of course, I really just, you know… I 
want to know… 

Like, what I’m trying to ask is… what did you want for dinner?” 





 

 

 

Sui Generis 

 

 

She was beautiful, but not like other women. She was a poem; a song 
made woman. She was lyric and melody. Soft and ethereal, but neither 
flighty not demure.  Conventionally attractive for the unconventional. 

And she had perky tits and a fat ass. 

 

Nice. 

















Good evening and thank you, everybody. My presentation is going to be a meditation and philosophical 
exploration on mining practices at the turn of the 20th century, feudal vassalism, ethical consumption in 
a capitalist society, unconventional relationships, and the meaning of Christmas. It is entitled: 

Of Bumbles & Blood: The Problem of Evil in Rudolph the Red-Nosed Reindeer. 

Yes, you know Dasher, Dancer, Prancer, and Vixen; Comet, Cupid, Donner, and Blitzen… but do you 
recall the most fucked up story of all? 

Rudolph the Red-Nosed Reindeer was created by Robert L May as the subject of the eponymous book in 
1939, and adapted into a song in 1949. The story we all know: a reindeer is born with a bioluminescent 
nose, is relentlessly mocked by other reindeer, Santa realizes Rudolph’s deformity can be exploited, and 
the young reindeer saves Christmas by leading Santa’s sleigh through inclement weather.  

This is the sanitized version we’ve been fed for over eight decades. In 1964, a stop motion special was 
made with an expanded story under the auspices of NBC and General Electric. The book, song, and 
special are what we call the Canonical Trinity. Further adaptations and expansions, such as Leroy the 
Redneck Reindeer are appropriately labeled: Propaganda. 

We all know the basics, so let’s speed over the beginning: Rudolph born, freak with red nose, Donner’s 
toxic masculinity forces Rudolph to disguise his deformity. Fans of Johnny Tremaine will enjoy this part 
of the story. On his first day of… Reindeer school… his glowing nose is discovered after he pops a boner 
when fellow student, Clarice, says he’s cute. Humiliated, he runs away. Meanwhile, at Santa’s factory, an 
elf called Hermey has missed… elf practice? Who the fuck wrote this? Elf practice. Fine. Hermey missed 
elf practice because he was pursuing his true passion: Dentistry. It’s the North Pole, there’s not a lot to 
do. After being made fun of by his boss, Rip Torn… Hermey quits with no written notice.  

Rudolph and Hermey meet one another, decide they are both misfits, and decide to travel… somewhere 
together. Here, we hit our first massive red flag. Reindeer, or caribou, are fully weened off their mothers 
at six months, and begin to grow antlers at two years old. He is, at most, two years old. Hermey Epstein 
is old enough to pursue dentistry; not at school, by the way. As a hobby. From being dejected for his 
nose and saving Santa, we have made a huge leap to an interspecies Lolita.  

Here, we meet a fascinating character; it’s not Santa, not the Heat Miser from that one creepy Christmas 
special, but rather a prospector. Presumably, this prospector joined thousands of others to participate in 
the Klondike Gold Rush, but if that’s the case, we run into a problem. We know we are still in the North 
Pole; Santa’s domain. Why is he so far north? And why is he still searching? The gold rush ended 
decades before the book was published. 

To explain this, we must remember one key factor: Santa Claus is a well-known practitioner of blood 
magic. Conventional physics says that all eight reindeer, Santa, his sleigh, the gifts, would be instantly 
vaporized traveling at the speed required to visit all the homes of all good children in a single night. To 
circumvent these laws, old Kris Kringle engages in the dark arts to manipulate time and space. The 
source of this, we’ll discuss later.  

 

 



Another aspect of this prospector is his deep knowledge of, and hatred for, his nemesis… the 
abominable snowman, or “Bumble” in the prospector’s dialect. The Bumble is known and feared by the 
other citizens of the North Pole, except for Santa Claus, who appears ignorant or uncaring of the beast… 
or is he? 

It’s possible that Santa tolerates the monster’s presence; allowing it to patrol his borders, using it as a 
convenient boogeyman to scare the subservient elves into obedience. An occasional dead worker is 
worth their unquestioning servitude. But the more likely scenario is that Santa can’t defeat the Bumble. 
He would not allow a threat to his power to exist so close to his territory. 

Enter: Yukon Cornelius, the prospector who possesses the human technology of firearms. As 
punishment for mining too far north, into his domain, Father Christmas engaged in Satanic… sorry, 
Santa-ic rituals to bind Yukon Cornelius to the land, and the only way to lift the curse is to kill the 
Bumble. 

Our rag-tag crew now assembled, Rudolph, Hermey, and Yukon have a chance encounter with the 
prospector’s mortal enemy; the Bumble, oh dear. Being a dishonourable man, Yukon Cornelius 
facilitates their escape on an ice floe, rather than battling the creature, thus avoiding his fate and 
contributing to the break-up of the polar ice cap.  After a sojourn through a fog bank and a debate over 
what it more closely resembles – pea soup or peanut butter… it’s pea soup, Hermey, you fucking 
pedophile… they arrive at Santa’s dirty little secret; the nuclear dumping ground of the North Pole, also 
known as The Island of Misfit Toys. Ruled over by King Moonracer, a winged lion who is the last of his 
species, and always speaking through a reverb pedal, we find a group of strange toys; a bird that swims, 
a cowboy riding an ostrich, a water pistol that shoots jelly. King Moonracer flies around, finding 
unwanted or discarded toys and brings them (kidnaps them) to his island. A lot of Epstein parallels in 
this story. We don’t know who set him to this task, or if it’s done by his own volition, but what is 
apparent is that Santa is above King Moonracer and is therefore, an emperor.  

Now, most of these “problems” faced by the toys aren’t really problems at all; bird that swims? Cool 
new bath toy. Cowboy on an ostrich? Somebody at Hot Topic will think it’s cool. Water pistol filled with 
jelly? Just empty it out and refill it. Worst case scenario, it’s an infinite supply. Worst case scenario, you 
have a solution for world hunger. 

But you know what’s more disturbing than a train with square wheels built by an alcoholic elf after a 
week-long bender? TALKING TOYS. A sub-category of evil I call “The Problem of Sentience”. None of the 
other toys at Santa’s workshop we have seen exhibit any signs of life, but these ones are walking, 
talking, singing, and thinking; they are self-aware to the point of depression. Each of these toys is 
another potential instalment in the Conjuring series, and it’s never addressed. Now, it could be that the 
Island of Misfit Toys is enchanted and that merely being there imbued them with consciousness, but 
then it seems unimaginably cruel that King Moonracer would bring them there to suffer along with him. 

Another point: Consider the narrator of the story: Sam the snowman. A sentient man made of snow… in 
the North Pole. How did he attain consciousness? Is he a golem, therefore Jewish, therefore unable to 
celebrate Christmas? Is he horrified to be surrounded by his own flesh? Or is the level of consciousness 
achieved by Sam and the toys an unintended side-effect of Santa’s experimentation with blood magic? 



Back to our story. After a brief time on the island, Rudolph leaves on his own in the middle of the night. 
Terrible problem-solving skills, but remember, he’s TWO. And Yukon and Hermey follow after him the 
next morning. Meanwhile, Donner finally gets the idea to LOOK. FOR HIS MISSING SON. But not before 
drinking from his deep well of misogyny and stating, “This is man’s work”. And leaves his wife and the 
concerned Clarice, who then also go out looking.  

THEN SEVERAL MONTHS PASS. Much like Jesus, we only hear about Rudolph’s first days and his last. The 
winds of fate kick up a strange vortex of coincidence to put many of our key players together at the 
cave… of the ABOMINABLE SNOWMAN ooo…. Spooky. I stole that wording from God of War, sue me. 

Here, we reach our climactic battle where the Bumble has kidnapped (why?) Donner, Mrs. Donner (is 
Donner a first name or last?) and Clarice. Donner is gravely wounded, Mrs. Donner hasn’t done shit, so 
she’s dead in the fridge. That’s for film buffs. Rudolph attacks the Bumble, but is knocked unconscious, 
and then they are saved by the prospector and child predator. There’s a sentence I never thought I’d 
say. Again. Creating a distraction via the world’s worst imitation of a pig, which should be easier for this 
creep, and subsequently dropping rocks on the snowman’s head Hermey uses this opportunity to pull 
out the creature’s teeth. Not taking into account the Bumble’s claws, enormous strength, and sheer size. 

And curses, like rules, are meant to be broken. Our unlikely hero, Yukon Cornelius takes on the Bumble 
with renewed vigour and his faithful sled dogs, fighting the beast until they plummet off the cliff like 
Gandalf and the Balrog. 

Our survivors return to the North Pole and Santa’s depravity fully comes to light. A subplot of the story 
has been Mrs. Claus tying to get Santa to eat because “Nobody wants a skinny Santa” – body shaming 
your husband, nice. Yeah, fuck your health, Santa. Let’s have your weight yo-yo all fuckin year. And we 
never see Father Christmas eat until he is fed this non-descript, purple-grey slop which literally makes 
him fat between scenes. What is the source of this strange, calorie-dense meal? I’m glad you asked. It’s 
the same source as the blood for his magic. Think about it. Santa is centuries old; an eldritch being like 
Cthulhu. He needs reindeer which live for less than twenty years. There are lots of reindeer in school, 
but only eight-to-nine spots. What happens to the rejects? SOYLENT PURPLE IS REINDEER. And everyone 
is just fine with this! 

So where does that leave us? Hermey gives up dentistry and has a long, successful career committing 
sexual assault as a Hollywood producer, but dies in 2002, so he’s remembered as a great guy, only to be 
exposed in a Buzzfeed article ten years later. In the story, Yukon and the reformed Bumble return, but 
that’s Hollywood bullshit, they’re both dead. An insane storm approaches, and Santa has an ugly 
meltdown where he cancels Christmas for racist Tweets. Which gives you pause. Santa, at the slightest 
hint of adversity, proves that he’s learned less about the holidays than the Grinch ever did.  

But, Rudolph volunteers to lead the sleigh with his fog light nose, on the condition that they redistribute 
the Misfit Toys. Red nose, redistribution, seizing the means of production; Communist propaganda. 
Strange coding from major American corporations during the Cold War. Santa agrees, because the real 
issue is that they can’t see, not that, I dunno, a storm will crash you faster than a suicidal pilot. Donner 
accepts his son and mourns his wife, Clarice continues to do nothing, and the Misfit Toys are airdropped 
over America to spy for the Red Army. And lastly, King Moonracer dies alone in a snowdrift. THANK YOU 
VERY MUCH! 
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