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everything will b fine

now that we put a airtag on the cat

so many notes

igroooan ughhhhhhhggh
ofc they need 2 universalize it   the faith in Speaking ur Story
bein Heard howwever
as andrea sed, 'then why xactly

why is this motherfucker 
takin so many Notes, then????'
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after negotiations w vance failed

i was with hrut in the train engine. he had some sort of phone that "worked 
through oil". i put on a black apron.
his train conductor boss put on a video/stream of three "business leaders":
evangelical men in a swimming pool, in inner tubes, hands aloft, waiting to 
be raptured

i laughed so hard... i jus laughed and laughed

finance dad socialite mom

h: she was the go-between for epstein and her dad after the dad had 
to publicly disavow and distance but he still needed like
leads on russian girls/ snow white costume girls or w/e
i knew her since we were 6

k: wow i wonder if she went to little st james

h: he helped her get into grad school at columbia. dad was former 
jpmorgan CEO jes staley so idk why she needed the help

k: what was alexa like
i guess shes still alive

h: she was totally fine. easygoing and polite, like better socialized 
than many of them. never was mean or weird to me or my friends 
that i ever remember. i think she lived in my friends same building 
on park avenue
she works for a drone company now, looks like
finance dad socialite mom
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more tools

this rly reminds me of a guy i deal with who is a living spoof of the handy 
man: in the middle of any frenzied school group volunteer day onsite or 
unrelated activity he will take me aside to exhaustively detail the specs of 
some mundane tool: 'its actually very handy and if you find yourself finding
a use for this--we cld sit down rite now and have a convo, etc etc'

he will pull u 2 the side to explain
u cld b changing a tire, delivering a baby, anything

he will have a tool expo 4 u

i went down a few half marathons engaging with the tool scenarios thinkin 
i could run up the clock and it wd surely run its course eventually but he 
just comes up with more tools so it never really ends

tho, surprisingly, he does have a sense of humor of sorts so i get away w 
screaming random jibberish over / at him and the comedy treasure and 
offgassing makes it palatable, in small doses

only other discernable / intermittant convo topics: how to minimize 
accidents and detour segweys dancing around discontent with a divorce 
that happened 10 or 20 years ago. All other topics he will bring back to the
trifecta (2 above + tools) within 20 sentences or less, guaranteed

why is he freaking out

my daughter askd n i told her oh 

its bc he lived most of his life--like most of a century--ina world inwhich 
things didnt Just Break At Random: he is not used to it 
like can u imagine

what a shock itd be & how shitty if u were led 2 xpect that things 
Wont Just Randomly Break & then THIS shit rollsaround????
its normal 4 us & we r used to it so the emotion is minimul but for him its 
like some horrible prank; prob feels personal

like u work ur

wholegoddamn life bein told 1 thing & next thing u know in liek a 
reverse midastouch its like the world s fucking with u everything u touch
every goddamnthing Just Breaks like Instantly &here we are
it rly upsets them --& that is why
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bronze hemlock

o please th woods r breathin (w not a small amt of alarm)
stay off thechannel touch grass touch grass immejitly for the lob ob
o well   jesuschrist man

i hear em an commizerating irather wanna 
get that bronze back tho i kno there seems not to b a real way due to the 
fact that its out of range

of my reach i kno despite there r many clueless minions a surplus of them 
and it is not hard to circle them closer however they cannot b directed bc 
they lack the will to b
anything but wholesome

they will not get my bronze disc back 4 me atanyprice not for me not for 
honor or spite or any other good reason
lacking the rite kind of associateshelp the tasks outta range & therefore

all i can hope it does is imbue a curse on the place seeing as
woodsthemselves clown on calvinists n their masochism like

NO GUM CHEWING NO BALL PLAYING ABSOLUTELY NO CARDS

even the most bizness-minded chipmunks shit all over this type of policy & 
chirp jesuschrist-- bitch go have an ice cream cone or somethin    

nevtheless   in absence of a good knight wench or rascal 2 do my bidding i
wll assume it give th'enemy

heavy metal poisoning
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portend of the wiggins sloth shop

i was in the bins w my daughter. a worker yell-laughed about how "The 
world is ending ... NOW!"

It was a giant department store w shop stalls of different minor businesses.
I was looking for housewares and stationary but I had an eight-inch-long 
brown flopping fish up the sleeve of my jacket. I also kept carelessly 
leaving my jacket places (it happened four times): sprawled across the 
avocadoes in their big freestanding crate, even. so I got picked up for 
shoplifting but it was a misunderstanding.

a nearby child said of the flopping fish, in their tank in the seafood section, 
"I'm going to have two tonight and one tmrw" and I agonized about letting 
the fish suffocate in my sleeve.

Iguess Im no sort of apex predator

When the mallcops released me, I asked where the housewares were and 
he said to go to this other place where there was a cute sloth 

hazmat reasoning

as if 2 assuage my fear of unidirectional time tides he sed: we live in 
multiple timelines he told every1 and rn im in a future one where im in a 
hazmat suit cleaning up the decay of the olde worlde in this singlewide 
trailer of knicknacks mold and family photos w water damage and this
is 1 of the routes towards communism ???

if that floats ur boat, i shrug have at it
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theories

no that cant be rite - i hear myself arguin in2 the big pale eyes of a 15yrs+ 
older associate- not inclined 2 argue w him but murmuring it all thesame 
bc it wasnt Believable even viaproxy i cd see some uh-- 
disillusionment, i sed, & tons of resentment of this uh, admittedly 
cringelocale, but not...

believe it: he sed, i was there. im just repeatin his own words

and his words: anew the assertion th@ 'anarchos r in fact nothing more 
than the street wing of the democratic party'; even via proxy i still rolled 
my eyes n thought ok buddy well which 1 of us was out in the street 
after a fuckin election??? thats on u man... dramaqueen

out loud i reply well do u have any- cough - theories? what it means? imo it
cd be 1 of 2 things: either our boy is leanin into contemporary ascendant 
pro-state commie brand on thelogic that anything-less-streamlined 
henceforth triggers the Ick / is Gay; (& frankly--fair enough;)
or 
--and what ur sayin seems 2 imply--its now actually just reg acceleration; 
in the flat sense of 'i just wanna win'

i watch & wait - feelin my doubts th@-this associate possessthe Sensitivity
to these uh Subtleties; & i am correct; theres no real response so i cont'd:

wow-- he said that to u? i just find hard 2 believe
if 4 no other reason than that these enemies u name
r big fuckin dorks, toxicdorks; poison lvls of clammy dork; 
(i mean we r talkin like: musk??? u cant b serius)
imean i would xpect him 2 xperience anaphylaxis ... @minimum

believe it: he sed, i was there. who knows: maybe i shd go to florida and 
have this conversation face 2 face

hmm was all i cd say - certainthis will jus b unresolved 4 years until i 
eventually get a direct glimpse of thefacts

so much

i wanna tell her like bitch you Meditate so much it clearly doesnt help!!!!
LOL
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so sick

of the metaphor "firing" 
for "neurons" like OMG shut UP
soSTUPID

portend come true

in Wiggins MS theres a real triple whamy of this stuff

1. the town is tubicore af its like bein on set of a christian film called 
something like "measure twice" abt a girl with a speech impediment who 
works at a coffee shop who falls in love w a surly carpenter and they meet 
while both their mothers are dying of cancer in the same hospital ward;

2. on the main street which, again, imagine ur on the set of this movie, 
there is a storefront (my friend walked me rite up to it to show me) that 
says "Video Game and Software Design" however the double-wide full 
length glass panel storefront frame is set up like a well-lit diorama to show 
you its CLEARLY full of crates of cats; there are maybe a dozen desks 
covered in cats and the floor is 100% cat-trash;

3. on this very same street there is an ice cream shop, an ice cream shop 
attempting to cultivate trendy insta ring lite traffic by virtue of the fact that 
40% of the shop is a motherfucking sloth enclosure yes--false rock and 
potted plants and his

lil circular wicker basket mounted on the wall
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akio type shit

when he launch himself up on2 the hood of a movingcar

onto the red convertible's apocalyptic road arms flungout 
frictionless acceleration thru a nonplace of pure koncept if that s the 
textbook xample of Evil in the JB sense the appeal s obvious even more 
obvious than theappeal of never-bein-anywhere-near th@ liminal road
afterall it s not evil which fascinates  it s the cycle of worsening

thuswhen lookin for intheflesh xamples i consult my notes n attempt 2 
calculate which 1 is evil? mayb both of them mayb neither? maybe 
the whole lot r evil -- that is okay: it is fascinating trash to sift if i have the 
taste for it--if its not tooembarassin 
evil s okay

jeeves poisoned chalice

i alwaysknew th@ my questions couldnt b n would never b answered; by 
the time i cd even articulate them it stopped bein feasible 2 seek even 
benign forms of Information & nolonger possible to try n obtain so much as
a cupcake recipe w/o payin an unpayableprice 

the prev-eras survivors 2 this day struggle2 understand how we r not 
honored delighted seduced n totally high on the opportunity 2 pay such 
anawful price or b stripped 4 parts & by the time 
it dawnz on them what was takenaway it will b 2 late (best case scenario 
they r all dead an do not have 2 be hit by the whiplash--in interest of bein 
humane or w/e)

& was not longue thereafter even goog stoppd werking too
involuntarily n fast
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a dying art

when i was fed spicy scraps of chilimangolike vegetal treat of archaic 
reliable flavor i wasreminded pleasantly of how some1 foolish, a actual 
buffoon can still b themost mesmerizing 1 to watch: a gift that keep on 
giving: a taste acquird 4 somethin that s only available when mostly 
obscured

as soon as the wretchedbrite lite is shined on it it s uh v different
but theimportant part s cultivatin the power of allowin imagination 
&fateitself 2 fill in the obscured spots, & the art of slowly inchin closer but 
leavin enough

space 2 b mystified: simultaneous &contradictory flavors complimentary n 
unworried by the issue of incompatability,

and itmust b called a dying art bc of the taste many has via bruteforce 
&mandatory subsistence acquired 4 (pedestrian,pathetic,tragic even, 2 
pitiful 2 even think thru most days) what they r calling the data
or the facts or even objective  (they notevenknowing what that meanz & 
tooLazyto find out)

the religious stuff as this foolserrandEra perceive it will kontinue 2B of no 
interest to 97% of people they r like 'yadda yadda yadda you never shut up
about all that Empty Space' -- bc they only want ingredientslisted 
relationalcandy   &thats the problem 

im bursting with candy ihave so much im just not that into it bc the other 
stuff is 9 mil times more flavorful & why bother w cheap candy when i can 
firstofall singlehandedly convert it in2 true treasure & once fullystocked 
gladly binge on the other stuff so easy,so easy

i can work w very little & get off the ground w next 2 nothing but that 
doesnt maek it not dismal 2 b plagued with this pitiful ambiance this

unapproachably sad delusion forever stallin out my treasuremine

hell

its so stupid 2 refuse 2 see what u see with ur own eyes:
hell
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