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through the mall, he suddenly emits a random line of dialogue
and lunges off to the side, doing a dance step that resembles a
stumble, spilling his drink, plowing into a group of incredulous
snickering Oneontans. He looks like no one else, acts like no
one else, his clothes are increasingly like plumage, late at
night he choreographs using plastic Army men, he fits no
mold and has no friends, but | believe in my heart that some-

day something beautiful may come from him.

jon

Back in the time of which I am %mmﬁbm_v due to our
Cocrdinators had mandated us, we had all seen
that educational video of It’s Yours to Do With What
You Like! in which teens like ourselfs speak on the
healthy benefits of getting off by oneself and doing
what one feels like in terms of self-touching, which
what we learned from thar video was, there is noth-
ing wrong with self-touching, because love is a
mystery but the mechanics of lové need not be, so
go off alone, see what is up, with you and your rela-
tion to your own gonads, and the main thing is, just
have fun, feeling no shame!

And then nightfall would fall and our facility

would fill with the sounds of quiet fast breathing

from inside our Privacy Tarps as we all experimented
per the techniques taught us in It's Yours to Do With
What You Like! and what do you suspect, you had
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hetter make sure that that little gap between the main wall
and the wall that slides out to make the Gender Areas is like
really really small.

Which, guess what, it wasn't.

That is all what I am saying.

Also all what T am saying is, who could biame Josh for not-
ing that little gap and squeezing through it snakelike in just
his Old Navy boxers that Old Navy gave us to wear for gratis,
plus who could blame Ruthie for leaving her Velero know-
ingly un-Velcroed? Which scon all the rest of us heard them
doing what the rest of us so badly wanted to be doing, only we,
being more mindful of the rules than them, just laid there
doing the selfstuff from the video, listening to Ruth and
Josh really doing it for real, which believe me, even that was
precty fun.

And when Josh came back next mortning so happy he was
crying, that was a further blow to our morality, because why
Jid our Coordinators not catch him on their supposedly night-
rime monitors? In all of our hearts was the thought of, okay,
we thought you said no boy-and-girl stuff, and yet here is Josh,
with his Old Navy boxers in his hand and a hickey on his
waist, and none of you guys is even saying boo!

Because | for one wanted to do right, I did not want to
sneak through that gap, I wanted to wed someone when old
enough (I will soon tell who) and relocate to the appropri-
ate factlity in terms of demographics, namely Young Marrieds,
such as Scranton, PA, or Mobile, AL, and then aleng comes
Josh doing Ruthie with imperity, and no one is punished, and

soon the miracle of birth results and all our Coordinators,
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even Mr. Delacourt, are bringing Baby Amber wEm.mmm animals?
At which point every cell or chtomosome or whatever it was
i, my gonads that had been holding their breaths was sud-
denly like, Dude, slide through that gap no matter how bad it
hurts, squat outside Carolyn’s Privacy Tarp whispering, Car-
olyn, it's me, please un-Velcro your Privacy opening!

Then came the final straw that broke the back of me say-
ing no to my gonads, which was I dreamed | was that black
dude on MTV's Hot and Spicy Christmas {around like Location
Indicator 34412, if you want to check it out) and Carolyn was
the oiled-up white chick, and we were trying to earn the [s-
land Vacation by miming through the ten Hot 'n’ Nasty Posi-
tions before the end of “We Three Kings,” only then, sadly,
during Her On Top, Thumb In Mouth, her EIf Cap fell off,
and as the Loser Buzzer sounded she bent low to me, saying,
Oh, Jon, I wish we did not have to do this for fake in front of
hundreds of kids on Spring Break doing the wave but instead
could-do it for real with just each other in private.

And then she kissed me with a kiss I can only describe as
melting,

So jmagine that is you, you ate a healthy young dude who
has been self-practicing all these months; and you wake from
that dream of a hot chick giving you a melting kiss, and that
same hot chick is laving or lying just on the other side of the
sliding wall, and meanwhile in the very next Privacy Tatp is that
sleeping dude Josh, who a few weeks before, a baby was born to
the gitl he had recently did it with, and Uomgwm bad hap-
pened, except now Mr. Slippen sometimes let them sleep in.

What would you do?
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Well, you would do what I did, you would, you would slip |

through, and when Carolyn an-Velcroed that Velero wearing
her blue Guess kimono, whispering, Oh my God, 1 thought
you'd never ask, that would be the most romantic thing you
had ever underwent.

And though 1 had many times seen 1.1 34321 for Honey
Grahams, where the stream of milk and the stream of honey
enjoin to make that river of sweet-tasting gooadness, [ did not
know that, upon making love, one person may become like
the milk and the other like the honey, and scon they cannot
even remember who started out the milk and who the honey,
they just become one Auid, this like honey/milk combao.

Well, that is what happened ro us.

Which is why soon I had to go to Mr. Slippen hat in hand
and say, Sir, Baby Amber will be having a little playmate if that
is okay with you, to which he just rolled his eyes and crushed
the plastic cup in his hand and threw it ar my chest, saying,
What are we running in here, Randy, a freaking playschool!

Then he said, Well, Christ, what am | supposed to do, lose
two valuable team members because of this silliness? All right
all right, how soon will Baby Amber be out of that crib ordo |
have to order your kid a whole new one!

Which I was so happy, because soon [ would be a father
and would not even lose my job.

A few days later, like how it was with Rurthie and josh, Mr.
Delacourt’s brother the minister came in and married us, and
afrerward barbecue beef was catered, and we danced at our

window while outside pink and purple balloons were released,
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and all the other kids were like, Rock on you guys, have a nice
baby and all!

Tt was the best day of our lifes thus far for sure.

But I guess it is true what they say at LI 11006 about life
throwing us not only curves and sliders but sometimes even
worse, as Dodger pitcher Hector Jones throws from behind his
back a grand piano for Allstate, because soon here came that

incident with Baby Amber, which made everybody just loony.

Which that incident was, Baby Amber died.

Sometimes it was just nice and gave one a fresh springtime
feeling to sit in the much-coveted window seart, finalizing
one’s Summary while gazing out at our foliage strip, which
sometimes slinking through it would be a cat from Rustic Vil-
lage Apartments, looking so cute that one wished to pet or
even smell it; with wishful petting being the feeling I was
undergoing on the sad day of which I am telling, such as
even, giving the cat a tuna chunk and a sip of ray Diet Coke!
If cats even like soda. That [ do not know.

And then Baby Amber toddled by, making this funny
noise in her throat of not being very happy, and upon reach-
ing the Snack Cart she like seized up and tumped over, giving
off this sort of shriek.

At first we all just looked at her, like going, Baby Amber, if
that is some sort of new game, we do not exactly get it, plus
come on, we have a lot of Assessments to get through this

morning, such as a Firsc-Taste Session for Diet Ginger-Coke,
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plus a very critical First View of Dean Witter’s Preliminary
Clip Reel for their campaign of “Whose Ass Are You Kicking
“Today?”

But then she did not get up.

We dropped our Summaries and raced to the Observation
Window and began pounding, due to we loved her so much,
her being the first baby we had ever witnessed living day after
day, and soon the paramedics came and took her away, with
one of them saying, Jesus, how stupid are you kids, anyway,
this baby is burning up, she is like 107 with meningitis!

And maybe we were stupid, but also, would like to see
them paramedics do that many Assessments and still act smart,
ss we had a lot of stress on our plate at that time.

So next morning there was Carolyn all freaked out with
her little baby belly, watching Amber’s crib being dismantled
by Physical Plant, who wiped all facility surfaces with Handi
Wipes in case the meningitis was viral, and thete was the rest
of us, just like thrashing around the place kicking things
down, going like, This sucks, this is totally fucked up!

T ooking back, [ commend Mr. Slippen for what he did next,
which was he satd, Christ, folks, ali out hearts are broken, it is
not just yours, do you or do you not think I have Observed this
baby from the time she was born, do you ot do you not think
that 1 too feel like kicking things down while shouting, This
sucks, this is totally fucked up? Only what would that accom-
plish, would that bring Baby Amber back? I am at a loss, in

cerms of how can we best support Ruth and Josh in this sad

tragic time, is it via feeling blue and cranky, or via feeling re-
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freshed and hopeful and thus better able to respond to their
needs!?

So that was a non-brainer, and we all voted to accept Mr.
Slippen’s Facility Morale Initiative, and soon were getting our
Aurabon® twice a day instead of once, plus it seemed like bet-
ter stuff, and | for one had never felt so glad or stress-free, and
my Assesstnents became 42&5530&, and I spent many hours
doing and enjoying them and then redoing and reenjoying
them, and it was during this period that we won the McDor-
land Prize for Excellence in Assessing in the Midwest Region

in our demographic category of White Teens.

The only one who failed to become gladder was Carolyn, who
due ro her condition of being pregnant could not join us at the
place in the wall where we hooked in for our Aurabon®, And
now whenever the rest of us hooked in she would come over
and say such negative things as, Wake up and smeli the coffee,
you feel bad because a baby died, how about honoring that by
continuing to feel bad, which is only natural, because a god-
dam baby died, you guys!

At night in our shared double Privacy Tarp in Conference
Room 11, which our Coordinators had gave us so we would
feel more married, [ would be like, Honey wo.oF your attitude
only sucks because you can't hook in, once baby comes all will
be fine, due to you'll be able to hook in again, right? But she
always blew me off, like she would say she was thinking of

never hooking in again and why was I always pushing her to
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hook in and she just didn’t know who to trust anymore, ard
one night when the baby kicked she said to her abdomen,
Don’t worry angel, Mommy is going to get you Qut.

Which my feeling was: Out? Hello? My feeling was, Hold
on, 1 like what [ have achieved, and when I thought of de-
scending Our to somewhere with no hope of meeting lu-
minaries such as actress Lily Farrell-Garesh or Mark Belay,
chairperson of Thatsccol.com, descending Out to, say, some
Jutaberyard, like at L1 77636 for Midol, merely piting lumber
as cars rushed past, cars with no luminaries inside, only plain
regular people who did not know me from Adam, who, upon
seeing me, saw just some mere guy stacking lumber having
such humdrum thoughts as thinking, Hey, I wonder what's for
tunch, duh—I got a cold flat feeling in my gut, because | did
not want to undergo it.

Plus furthermore (and I said this to Carolyn} what will it
be like for us when all has been taken from us? Of what will we
speak of? I do not want to only speak of my love in grunts! Ifl
wish to compare my love to a love [ have previous knowledge
of, [ do not want to stand there in the wind casting about for
my metaphot! If [ want to say like, Carolyn, remember that
RE/MAX one where as the redhead kid falls asleep holding
that Teddy bear rescued from the trash, the bear comes alive

and winks, and the announcer goes, Home is the place where
you find yourself suddenly no longer longing for home (LI
34451)—if | want to say to Carolyn, Carolyn, Ll 34457, check
it out, that is how I feel about you—well, then, I want to say
it! ] want to possess all the articulate I can, because otherwise

there we will be, in non-designer clothes, no longer even on
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TrendSetters & TasteMakers gum cards with our photos on
them, and [ will turn to her and say, Honey, uh, honey, there
is a certain feeling but [ cannot name it and cannot cite a
precedent-type feeling, but trust me, dearest, wow, do [ ever
feel it for you right now. And what will that be like, that stu-
pid standing theré, just a man and a woman and the wind, and
nobody knowing what nobody is meaning?

Just then the baby kicked my hand, which at that time was
on Carolyn’s stomach.

And Carolyn was like, You are either with me or agin me.

Which was so funny, because she was proving my point!
Because you are either with me or agin me is what the Lysol
bottle at LI 12009 says to the scrubbing sponge as they ap-
proach the grease stain together, which is making at them a
threatening fist while wearing a sort of Mexican bandoleral

When I pointed this out, she removed my hand from her
belly.

I leve you, 1 said.

Prove it, she said.

So next day Carolyn and I came up to Mr. Slippen and said,
Please, Mr. Slippen, we hereby Request that you supply. us
with the appropriate Exit Paperwork.

To which Mr. Slippen said, Guys, folks, tell me this is a
joke by you on me.

And Carolyn said softly, because she had always liked Mr.
Slippen, who had taught her to ride a bike when small in the

Firness Area, It’s no joke.
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And Slippen said, Holy smokes, you guys are possessed of

the fruits of the labors of hundreds of thousands of talented pas-
sionate men and women, some of whom are now gone from us,
they poured forth these visions in the prime of their lives, react-
ing spontaneously to the beauty and energy of the world around
them, which is why these stories and pimmmm are such an unfor-
gertable 8&503. to who we are as a nation! And you have it
all within you! I can only imagine how thrilling that must be.
And now, to give it all up? For what? Carolyn, for what! .

And Carolyn said, Mr. Slippen, [ did not see you raising
your babies in such a confined environment.

And Slippen said, Carolyn, that is so, but also please note
that neither 1 nor my kids have ever been on TrendSetters &
TasteMakers gum cards and believe me, | have heard a few
earfuls vis-a-vis that, as in: Dad, you could’ve got us In but no,
and now, Dad, I am merely another ophthalmologist among
millions of ophthalmologists. And please do not think that is
not something that a father sometimes struggles with, in terms
of coulda shoulda woulda.

And Carolyn said, Jon, you know what, he'is not even
really listening to us.

And Slippen said, Randy, since when is your name Jon!

Because by the way my name is really Jon. me% is just
what my mother put on the form the day I was Accepted, al-
though tell the truth I do not know why.

But in my dimmest mind I can very clear recall her voice
calling me Jon in my possibly baby days.

It is one thing to see all this stuff in your head, Carolyn

said, But alrogether different to be Cut in it, [ would expect.

jon - 33

And I could see that she was softening into a like daughter
role, as if wanting him to tell her what to do, and up came LI
27493 (Prudential Life), where, with Dad enstroked in the
hospital bed, Daughter asks should she marry the guy who
though poor has a good heart, and we see the guy working
with inner-city kids via spray-painting a swingset, and Dad
says, Sweetie the heart must lead you. And then later here is
Dad all better in a tux, and Daughter hugging the poor but
good dude while sneaking a wink at Dad, who raises his glass
and points at the groom's shoe, where there is this little
smudge of swingset paint.

[ cannot comment as to that, Slippen said. Everyone is dif-
ferent. Nobody can know someone else’s experiences.

Larry, no offense but you are talking shic, Om:.o:B. said. We
deserve betrer than that from you.

And Slippen looked to be softening, and I remembered
when he would sneak all of us kids in doughnuts, deughnuts
we did not even need to Assess but could simply eat with joy
with jelly on our face before returning to our Focused Purpose-
ful Play with toys we would Assess by coloring in on a sheet of
paper either a smiling duck if the toy was fun or a scowling
duck if the tov bit.

And Slippen said, Lock, Carolyn, you are two very fortu-
nate people, even chosen people. A huge investment was
made in you, which [ would argue you have a certain respon-
sibility to repay, not to mention, with a baby on the way, there
is the question of security, security for your future that I—

Cd.&m" please, Carolyn said, which was her trumpet cart,

because when she was small he had let her call him that and
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Aow she sometimes still did when the moment was right, such
a5 at Christmas Eve when all of our feelings was high.

Jesus, Slippen said. Lock, you two can do what you want,
clearly. I cannot stop you kids, but gotly I wish [ could. All
thar is required is the required pre-Exit visit to the Lerner
Center, which as you know you must take before I can give
you the necessary Exit Paperwork. When would vou like to
take or make that visit!

Now, Carolyn said.

Gosh, Carolyn, when did you become such a pistol? Mr.

Slippen said, and called for the minivan.

The Lerner Center, even when reached via blackened-window
minivan, is a trip that will really blow one’s mind, due to all
the new sights and sounds one experiences, such as carpet on
Qoor is different from carpet on facility floor, such as smoke
smell from the minivan ashtrays, whereas we are a No Smok-
ing facility, not to mention, wow, when we were led in blind-
folded for our own protection, so many new smells shot forth
from these like sidewalkside blooms or whatever that Carolyn
and T were literally bumping into each other like swooning.
Inside they taok our blindfolds off, and, yes, it locked and
smelled exactly like our facility, and like every facility across the
land, via the PervaScent® system, except in other facilities
across the land a lady in blue scrubs does not come up to you
with crossed eyes, sloshing around a cup of lemonade, saying int

chis drunk voice like, A barn is more than a barn it is o memory of
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a time when. you were cared for by a national chain of caregivers who
bring you the best of life with a selfless evening in Monterey when the
stars are low you can be thankful to your Amorino Co broker!

And then she burst into tears and held her lemonade so
crooked it was like spilling on the Foosball table. [ had no idea
what Location Indicator or Indicators she was even at, and
when I asked, she didn’t seem to know what [ meant by Loca-
tion Indicator, and was like, Oh I just don’t know anymaore what
is going on with me or why [ would expose that tenderest part of my
haby to the roughest part of the forest where the going gets Sxm?
which is not the accomplishment of any one man but an entire team
of dreamers who dream the same dreams you dream in the best in-
terests of that most important system of all, your family!

Then this Lerner Center dude came over and led her away,
and she slammed her hand down so hard on the Foosball table
that the little goalie cracked and his head flew over by us, and
someone said, Good one, Doreen, now there’s no Foosball,

At which time luckily it was time for our Individual Con-
sultation.

Who we got was this Mid-Ager from Akron, OH, who,
when [ asked my first question off my Question Card they gave
us, which was, What is it like in terms of pain, he said, There
is no pain except once I poked myself in my hole with a coffee
stirrer and Jesus that smarted, but otherwise you can’t really
even feel it.

So [ was glad to hear it, although not so glad when he
showed us where he had poked his hole with the stirrer, be-

cause | am famous as a wimp among my peers in terms of gore,
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and he had opted not to use any DermaFill®, and you could see
right in. And, wow, there is something about observing up
close a raw bloody hole at the base of somebody’s hair that re-
ally gets one thinking, And though he said, in Question No. 2,
that his hole did not present him any special challenges in
terms of daily maintenance, looking into thar hole, 1 was like,
Dude, how does that give you ne challenges, it is like some-
body blew off a firecracker inside your freaking neck!

And when Carolyn said Question No. 3, which was, How
do you now find your thought processes, his brow dorkened
and he said, Well, to be frank, though quite advanced, having
been here three vears, there are, if you will, places where
things used to be when 1 went looking for them, brainwise, but
now, when I go there, nothing is there, it is like I have the
shelving but not the cans of corn, if you get my drift. For ex-
ample, looking at you, young lady, 1 know mﬁ@ﬂmr to say you
are pretty, but when I direct my brain to a certain place, to find
there a more vivid way of saying you are pretty, watch this,
some words will come out, which I, please excuse me, oh
dammit—

Then his voice changed to this announcer voice and he
was like, These women know that for many generations en-
wenched deep in this ancient forest is a secret known by coffee
growers since the dawn of time man has wanted one thing which is
10 swatch golf in peace will surely follow once knowledge is dispersed
via the World Book is a super bridge across the many miles the
phone card can close the gap!

And his eyes were crossing and he was sputtering, which
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would have been sort of funny if we did not know-that soon
our eyes would be the crossing eyes and out of our mouths
would the sputter be flying.

Then he got up and fled from the room, hitting himself
hard in the face.

And 1 said to Carolyn, Well, that about does it for me.

And I waited for her to say that about did it for her, but she
only sat there looking conflicted with her hand on her belly.

Out in the Common Room, [ took her in my arms and
said, Honey, 1 do not really think we have it all that bad, why
not just go home and love each other and our baby when he or
she comes, and make the best of all the blessings what we have
been given!

And her head was tilted down in this way that seemed to
be saying, Yes, sweetie, my God, you were right all along.

But then a bad decisive thing happened, which was this
old lady came hobbling over and said, Dear, you must wait un-
til Year Two to truly know, some do not thrive but others do, I
am Year Two, and do you know what? When I see a bug now,
I truly see a bug, when I see a paint chip ] am truly seeing that
paint chip, there is no distraction and it is so sweet, nothing in
one’s field of vision but what one opts to put there via moving
one’s eyes, and also do you hear how well I'am speaking!

Out in the minivan I said, Well, T am decided, and Carolyn
said, Well, I am, too. And then there was this long dead si-
lence, because I knew and she knew that what we had both
Jecided was not the same decision, not at ail, that old creny

had somehow rung her bell!
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And | said, How do you know what she said is even true!
And she said, I just know.

That night in ouf double Privacy Tarp, Carolyn nudged me
awake and said, Jon, doesn't it make sense 1O make our mis-
takes in the direction of giving out kid the best possible
chance at a beautiful life!

And 1 was like, Chick, please take a look in the Fridge,
where there is every type of food that must be kept cold, take
a look on top of the Fridge, whete there is every type of snack,
take a look in our Group Closet, which is packed with gratis
Jesignerwear such as Baby Gap and even Raby Ann Taylor
whereas what kind of heautiful life are you proposing, with a
Fridge that is empty both inside and on top, and the three of
us going around all sloppenly, because 1 don't know about you
but my skill set is pretty limited in terms of what do I know
How to do, and if you go into the Fashion Module for Baby
Ann Taytor and click with your blinking eyes on Pricing Info
you will find that they are not just giving that shit away.

And she said, Oh, Jon, you break my heart, that night
when you came to my Tarp you were like a lion taking what he
wanted bur now you are like some bunny wiffling his nose in
fright.

Well, that wasn't nice, and I told her that wasn't nice, and
she said, Jesus, don’t whine, you are égn.wnm like a bunny, and
T said 1 would rather be a bunny than arag, and she said maybe

[ better go sleep somewhere else.
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So 1 went out to Boys and slept on the floor, it being too
late to check out a Privacy Tarp.

And 1 was pissed/fsad, because 10 dude likes to think of
himself as a rabbit, because once your girl thinks of you as a
rabbit, how will she ever again think of you as a lien! Andall
of the sudden [ felt very much like starting over with someone
who would always think of me as  lion and never asa rabbit,
and who really got it about how lucky we were.

Laying there in Boys, 1 did what 1 always did when con-
fused, which was call up my Memory Loop of my mom, where
she is baking a pie with her red hair up in a bun, and as always
she paused in her rolling and said, Oh, my little man, 1 love
you so much, which is why I did the most difficult thing of all,
which was part with you my darling, so that you could use
your exceptional intelligence to do that most holy of things,

help other people. Stay where you are, do not get distracted,

have & content and productive life, and 1 will be happy too.

Blinking on End, I was like, Thanks, Mom, you have al-
ways been there for me, [ really wish T could have met you in

person before you died.

In the morning Slippen woke me by giving me the light shock
on the foot bottom which was sometimes useful to help us
arise if we had to arise early and were in need of assistance,
and said to please accompany him, as we had a bit of a sticky
wicket in out purview.

Waiting in Conference Room 6 were Mz Dove and Mr.
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Andrews and Mr Delacourt himself, and at the end of the
table Carolyn, looking small, with both hands on her pile of
Exir Paperwork and her hair in braids, which [ had always
found cute, her being like that ‘milkmaid for Swiss Rain
Chocolate (L1 10003), who suddenly throws away her pail and
grows sexy via taking out her brajds, and as some fat farm
ladies line up by a silo and also take out their braids to look
sexy their thin husbands look dubious and run for the forest.

Randy, Mz. Dove said, Carolyn here has evinced a desire to
Exit. What we would like to know is, being married, do you
have that same desire!

And [ looked at Carolyn like, You are jumping to somme
conclusion because of one little fight, when it was you who
called me the rabbit first, which is the only reason I called
you rag!

[t’s niot because of last night, Jon, Carolyn said.

Randy, ] sense some doubt! Mr. Dove said.

And I had to admit some doubt was being felt by me, be-
cause it scemed more than ever like she was some sort of mal-
contentish girl who would never be happy no matter how
good things wete.

Mayhe you kids would like some additional time, Mz. An-
drews said. Some time to talk it over and be really sure.’

[ don’t need any additional time, Carolyn said.

And 1 said, You're going no marter what! No matter
what [ do?

And she said, Jon, I want you to come with me so bad, but,
yes, ['m going.

And Mr. Dove said, Wait a minute, who is Jon?
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And Mr, Andrews said, Randy is Jor, it is apparently some
sort of pet name between them.

And Mr. Slippen said to us, Look, guys, 1 have been married
for nearly thirty years and it has been my experience that,
when i doubt, take a breath. Err on the side of being together.
Maybe, Carolyn, the thing to do is, [ mean, your Paperwork is
complete, we will hold on to it, and maybe Randy, as a conces-
sion to Carolyn, you could complete yous Paperwork, and we’ll
hold on to it for you, and when you both decide the time is
right, all you have to do is say the word and we will—

'm going today, Carolyn said. As soon as possible.

And Mr. Dove looked at me and said, Jon, Randy, who-
ever, are you prepared to go today! | .

And 1 said no. Because what is her rush, I was feeling, why
is she looking so frantic with furrowed anxious brow like that
Claymation chicken at LI 98473 who says the sky is falling
the sky is falling and turns out it is only a Dodge Ramcharger,
which crushes her from on high and one arm of hers or wing
sticks out with a sign that says March Madness Daze!

And Slippen said, Guys, guys, | find this a great pity. You
are terrific together. A real love match.

Carolyn was crying now and said, T am so sorry, but if [ wait
[ might change my mind, which I know in my heart would be
wrong.

And she thrust her Exit Paperwork across at Slippen.
Then Dove and Andrews and Delacourt began moving
with great speed, as if working directly from some sort of cor-
porate manual, which actually they were, Mr. Dove had some

photocopied sheets, and reading from the sheets, he asked was
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there anyone with whom she wished to have a fond last pri-
vare conversation, and she said, Well duh, and we were hoth
left briefly alone.

She took a deep breath while looking at me all tender and
said, Oh Gadzooks. Which that broke my heart, Gadzooks be-
ing what we sometimes said at nice privacy moments in our
Privacy Tarp when overwhelmed by our good luck in terms of
our respective bodies looking so hot and appropriate, Gad-
zooks being from LI 38492 for Zookers Gurn, where the guy
blows a bubble so Zookified it ingests whole city and the city
goes floating up to Mars.

At this point her tears were streaming down and mine
also, because up until then 1 thought we had been so happy.

Jon, please, she said. ‘

I just can't, I seid.

And that was true. .

So we sat there quiet with her hands against my hands like
Colonel Sanders and his wife at Ll 87345, where he is in jail
for refusing to give up the recipe for KFC Haitian MiniBreasts,
and then Carolyn said, I didn’t mean that thing about the
rabbit, and 1 scrinkled up my nose rabbit-like to make her
laugh.

But apparently in the corporate manual there is a time limit
on fond last private conversations, because in came Kyle and
Blake from Security, and Carolyn kissed me hard, like trying to
memotize my mouth, and whispered, Someday come find us.

Then they took her away, or she took them away rather,
because she was so far in front that they had to like run to keep

up as she clomped loudly away in her Kenneth Cole boots,
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which by the way they did not let her keep those, because that
night, selecting my pajamas, 1 found them back in the Group

Closet.

Night after night after that [ would lay ot lie alone in our Pri-
vacy Tarp, which now held only her nail clippers and her for-
mer stuffed dog Lefty, and during the days Slippen let me
spend many unbillable hours in the much-coveted window
seat, just scanning some images ot multiscanning some im-
ages, and around me would be the other facility Boys and
Girls, all Assessing, all smiling, because we were still on the
twice-a-day Aurabon®, and thinking of Carolyn in those blue
scrubs, alone in the Lerner Center, [ would apply for ad-
ditional Aurabon® via filling out a Work-Affecting Mood-
Problem Notification, which Slippen would always approve,
being as he felt so bad for me.

And the Aurabon® would make things better, as Aurabon®
always makes things better, although soon what [ found was,
when you are hooking in like eight or nine times a day, you are
always so happy, and yet itis a kind of happy like chewing on

rinfoil, and once you are living for that sort of happy, you soon

cannot be happy enough, even when you are very very happy

and are even near tears due to the beauty of the round metal
hooks used to hang your facility curtains, you feel this intense
wish to be even happier, so you tear yourself away from the
beautiful curtain hooks and with shaking happy hands fill out
anocher Work-Affecting Mood-Problem. Notification, and then,

because nothing in your facility is heautiful enough to look at
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with your new level of happiness, you sit in the much-coveted
window seat and start lendelling in ¢his crazy uncontrolled
way, calling up, say, the Nike one with the Hanging Gardens
of Babylon (L1 89736), and though it is beautiful, it is not
heauriful enough, so you scatter around some Delicate Secrets
lingerie models from LI 22314, and hang fat Dole oranges and
bananas in the trees (LI 76765), and add like a sky fall of
bright stars from L1 74638 for Crest, and from the Smell Palate
supplied by the antiallergen Capaviv® you fill the air wich jas-
mine and myrrh, but still that is not beautiful enough, so you
blink on End and fill out another Work-Affecting Mocd-
Problem Notification, until finally one day Mr. Dove comes
over and says, Randy, Jon, whatever you are calling yourself
these days—a couple of items. First, it seems to us that you are
in some private space not helpful to you, and so we are cutting
back your Aurabon® to twice a day like the other folks, and
please do not sit n that window seat anymore, it is hereby for-
bidden to you, and plus we are going to put you oft some addi-
rional Project Teams, since it is our view that idle hands are the
devil's work area. Also, since you are only one petson, it is not
fair, we feel, for you to have a whole double Privacy Tarp to yout-
 self, you must, it seerns to us, rejoin your fellow Boys in Boys.

So that night I went back with Rudy and Lance and Jason
and the others, and they were mnice, as they are always nice,
and via No. 10 cable Jason shared with me some Still Photos
from last year’s Christmas party, of Carolyn hugging me from
behind with her cute face appearing beneath my armpit,
which made me remember how after the party in our Privacy

Tarp we played a certain game, which it is none of your bees-
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wax who ] was in that game and who she was, only believe me,
chat was a memorable night, with us watching the snow fall
from the much-coveted window seat, in which we sat snug-
gling around midnight, when we had left our Tarp to take a
break for air, and also we were both sort of sore.

Which made it all thar much more messed-up and sad to
be sleeping once again alone in Boys.

When the sliding wall came out to make our Gender Ar-
eas, 1 noticed they had fixed it so nobody could slide through
anymore, via five metal rods. All we could do was, by putting
our mouths to the former gap, say good night to the Gixls, who
all said good night back from their respective Privacy Tarps in
this sort of muffled way.

But I did not do that, as I had nobody over there I wished
to say good night to, they all being like metely sistets to me,

and that was ail.

So that was the saddest time of my life thus far for sure.

Then one day we were all laying or lying on our stomachs
playing Hungarian Headchopper for GamePBoy, a new proposed
one where you are this dude with a scythe in your mother’s gar-
den, only what your mother grows is heads, when suddenly a
shadew was cast over my game by Mr. Slippen, which freaked
up my display, and I harvested three unripe heads, but the rea-
son Slippen was casting his shadow was, he had got a letter for
me, from Carolyn!

And 1 was so nervous opening i, and even more nervous

after opening it, because inside were these weird like marks I
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could not read, like someone had hooked a pen to the back leg
of a bird and said, Run little bird, run around this page and 1
will mail it for you. And the pares I could read were bumming
me out even worse, such as she had wrote all sloppenly, Jon 2
abbot is a cove, a glen, it s something with brayerful guys all the
livelong day in silence as they move around they are sure of one

thing which is the long-term stability of a product we not only stand

hehind we vun behind since what is wrong with taking a chance

even if that chance has horns and hoofs and it is just you and youy
worst fear in front of ten thousand screaming supporters of your last
chance to be the very best you caf be? .

And then thank God it started again looking like the pen
on the foot of the running bird.

1 thought of how hot and smart she had locked when do-
ing a crossword with sunglasses on her head in Hilfiger curoffs,
[ thought of her that first night in her Privacy Tarp, naked ex-
cept for her La Perla panties in the light that came from the
Exit sign through the thin blue Privacy Tarp, so her flat tummy
and not-flac breasts and flirty smile were all blue, and then all
of the sudden I fele like the biggest jerk in the world, because
why had 1 let her gol It was like  was all of the sudden waking
up! She was mine and I was hers, she was s0 chin and cute, and
now she was at the Lerner Center a1l alone? Shaking and scared

-with a bloody hole in her neck and our baby in her belly,
hanging out with all those other scared shaking people with
bloody holes in their necks, only none of them knew her and
loved her like 1 did? 1 had done such a dumb-shit thing to her,
o1 the time thinking it was sound reasoning, because isn't that

Low it is with our heads, when we are in them it always makes

i
14
H
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sense, but then later, when you look back, we sometimes are
like, | am acting like a tota dumbass!

Then Brad came up and was like, Dude, rime to hook in.

And 1 was like, Please Brad, do not bother me with that
shit at this time.

And I went to get Slippen, only he was at lunch, so [ went
to get Dove and said, Sir, 1 hereby Request my appropriate
Exit Paperwork. -

And he said, Randy, please, you're scaring me, don't act
rash, have a look out the window.

[ had a look, and tell the truth it did not look that good,
such as the Rustic Village Apartments, out of which every
morning these bummed-out-looking guys in the plainest non-
designer clothes ever would trudge out and get in their junky
cars. And was someone joyfully kissing them goodbye, like say-
ing when you come home tonight you will get a big treat, which
is me? No, the person who should have been kissing them with
joy was velling, or smoking, or yelling while smoking, and when
the dudes came home they would sit on their stoops with heads
in hand, as if all day long at work someone had been pounding
them with clubs on their heads, saying they were jerks.

Then Mr, Dove said, Randy, Randy, why would a talented
young person like yourself wish to surrender his influence in
the world and become just another lowing cattle in the crowd,
don’t you know how much people out there look up to you
and depend on you?

And that was true. Because sometimes kids from Rustic
Village would come over and stand in our lava rocks with our

TrendSetrers & TasteMakers gum cards upheld, pressing them
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to our window, and when we would wave to them or strike the
pose we were posing on our gum cards, they would race back
all happy to their crappy apartments, probably to tell their
moms they had seen the real actual us, which was probably
like the high point of their weeks.

Dut still, when I thought of those birdlike markings of Car-
olyn’s letter, I don’t know, something just popped, | fele I was
at a distinct cilt, and I blurted out, No, no, just please bring me
the freaking Paperwork, [ am Requesting, and 1 thought when
T Requested you had to do it! .

And Dove said sadly, We do, Randy, when you Request,

we have to do it

Dove called the other Coordirators over and satd, Latry, yout
litrle pal here has just Requested his Paperwork,

And Slippen said, I'll be damned.

What a waste, Delacourt said, This is one super kid.

One of our best, Andrews said.

Which was true, with me five times winning the Coopera-
tive Spirit Award and once even the Denny O'Malley Prize,
Denny O'Malley being this Assessor in Chicago, 1L, struck
down at age ten, who died with a stile on his face of leukemia.

Say what you will, it takes courage, Slippen said. Going af-

-

rer one’s wife and all.

Yes and no, Delacourt said. If you, Larry, fall off a roof, does
it help me to go mbling after you!

» Pur ! am not your wife, Slippen said, Pregnant wife.,
¢

s

Wife or no, pregnant or no, Delacourt said. What we then
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have are two folks not feeling so good in terms of that pave-
ment rushing up. No one is helped. Two are crushed. In effect
three are crushed.

Baby makes three, Andrews said.

Baby does make three, said Delacourt.

Although anything is possible, Slippen said. You know, the
rwo of them together, the three of them, maybe they could
make a go of it—

Larry, whose side are you on? Dove said.

I am on all sides, Slippen said.

You see this thing from various perspectives, Andrews said.

Anyway, this is academic, Delacourt said. He has Re-
quested his Paperwork and we must provide it.

His poor mother, Dove said. The sacrifices she made, and
now this.

Oh, please, Slippen said. Iis mother.

Larry, sorty, did you say something? Dove said.

Which mother did he get! Slippen said.

Larty, please go to that Taste-and-Rate in Conference
Room 6, Delacourt said. See how they are doing with those
CheezWands.

Which mother did we give him? Slippen said. The redhead
haking the pie! The blonde in the garden’

Larty, honestly, Dove said. Are you freaking out?

The brunette at prayer? Slippen said. Who, putting down
her prayer book, says, as they all say: Stay where you are, do
not get distracted, have a content and productive life, and I
will be happy too!

Larry has been working too hard, Andrews said.
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Plus raking prescription pills not prescribed to him, Dela-
court said.

[ have just had it with all of chis, Slippen said and stomped
off to the Observation Room.

Ha, that Larry! Dove said. He did not even know your
morm, Randy.

Only we did, Andrews said.

Very nice lady, Delacourt said.

Made terrific pies, Dove said.

And | was like, Do you guys think 1 am that stupid, I know
something is up, because how did Slippen know my mom’s ex-
act words said to me on iy private Memory Loop!

Then there was this long silence.

Then Delacourt said, Randy, when you were @ child, you
thoughs as a child. Do you know that one!

And 1 did know that one, it being L1 88643 for Trojan
Ribbed. |

Well, you are not a child anymore, he said. You are a man.
A man in the middle of making a huge mistake,

We had hoped it would not come to this, Dove said.

Please accompany us to the Facility Cinerna, Delacoutt said.

Which that was a ro0m off of Dining, with a big-screen
plasma TV and Pottery Bam leather couch and a deluxe Orville

Redenbacher Cotn Magician.

Up on the big-screen came this old-fashioned-icoking film of
a plain young girl with mﬂwﬁﬁ hair, smoking & cigarette ina

house that looked pretty bad.
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And this guy unseen on the video said, Okay, tell us pre-
cisely why, in your own wotds.

And the girl said, Ob, 1 dunno, due to my relation with the
dad, [ got less than great baby intetest!

Okay, said the unseen voice. And the money is not part!

Well, sure, yeah, [ can always use money, she said.

But it is not the prime reasonl the voice said. It being re-

quired that it not be the prime reason, but rather the prime

reason might be, for example, your desire for a better life for

your child!?

Okay, she said.

Then they pulled back and you could see bashed-out win-
dows with cardboard in them and the counters covered with
dirty dishes and in the yard a car up on blocks.

And you have no objections t0 the terms and conditions?
the voice said. Which you have read in their entirety?

It’s all fine, the girl said.

Have you read it! the voice said.

I read in it, she said. Ckay, okay, [ read it cover to freaking
cover.

And the name change you have no objection to? the
voice said.

Okay, she said. Although why Randy?

And the No-Visit Clause you also have no chjection to?
the voice said.

Fine, she said, and took a big drag.

Then Dove tapped on the wall twice and the movie Paused.

Do you know who that lady is, Randy? he said.

No, I said.
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Do you know that lady is your mom! he said. .

o, I said. .

Well, that lady is your mom, Randy, he said. We are sorTy
you had to learn it in this manner.

And [ was like, Very funny, chat is not my Morm, my mom
is pretty, with red bair in a bun.

Randy, we admit it, Delacourt said. We gave some of you
stylized mothers, in your Memory Loops, for your own good,
not wanting you to feel bad about who your real mothers were.
But in this time of crisis we must give you the straight skinny.
That is your real mother, Randy, thar is ﬁE.ﬂ real former
house, that is where you would have been raised, had your
mother not answered out ad all those years ago, that is who
you are. S0 much. in us is hardwired! You cannot fight fate
without some significant help from an intervening entity, such
as us, such as our resoutces, which we have poured into you in
good faith all these years. You are a prince, we have made you
a prince. Please do not descend back into the muck.

Please reconsidet, Randy, Dove said. Sleep on it.

Will you? Delacourt said. Will you at least think about it?

Tell the truth, that thing with my mom had freaked me out,
ir was like my foundation had fallen away, like at L1 83743 for
Advil, where the guy’s foundation of his house falls away and
he thunks his head on the floot of Hell and thus needs a Advil,
which the Aevil has some but won't give him any.

3o I said I would think about it.

As he left, Dove unhit Pause, and I had time to note many
things on that video, such as that lady’s teeth were not good,

e hie and hare were similar. such as dhe referred to
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our dog as Shit Machine, which what kind of name is that for
a dog, such as at one point they zoomed in on this little baby
sitting on the floor in just a diaper, all dirty and looking sort of
dumb, and I could see very plain it was me.

Just before Dinner, Dove came back in.

Randy, your Paperwork, pet your Request, he said. Do you
still want it?

[ don’t know, 1 said. I'm not sure.

You are making me very happy, Dove said.

And he sent in Tony from Catering with this intense Din-
ner of steak au poivre and our usual cheese tray with Alsatian
olives, and a milkshake in my monogrammed cup, and while I
watched Sunset Terror Home on the big-screen, always a fa-
‘yorite, Bedtime passed and nobody came and got me, them

letting me stay up as late as I wanted.

Later that night in my Privacy Tarp 1 was wakened by some-
one crawling in, which, hitting my Abercrombie & Fitch
nightlight, I saw it was Slippen.

Randy, I am so sorry for my part in all of this, he whispered.
[ just want to say you are a great kid and always have been
since Day One and in truch L at times have felt you were more
of a son than my own personal sons, and likewise with Caro-
iyn, who was the daughter I never had.

Well 1 did not know whar to say to thag, it being so per-
sonal and all, plus he was like laying or lying practically right
on top of me and I could smell wine on his breath. We had al-

ways learned in Religion that if something is making you un-
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comfortable you should just say it, 50 T just said it, | said, Sir,
this is making me uncomfortable. ,

You know what is making me uncomfortable? he said. You
farting around in here while poor Carolyn sits in the Lerner
Center all alone, big as a house, scared o death. Randy, one
only has one heatt, and when that heart is breaking via thinking
of whar is in store for poot Carolyn, one can hardly be blamed
for stepping in, can one? Can one! Randy, da you trust mel

He had always been good to 1me, having taught me so much,
like how to hit a Witfle and how to do a push-up; and once he
even brought in this trough and taught me and Ed and Josh to
fsh, and how fun was that, all of us Jaughing and feeling
around on the floor for the fish we kept dropping during those
moments of involuntary tlindness thar would occur as various
fish-related Ls flashed in our heads, like the talking whale for
Strouffer's FishMeais (L1 38322), like the fish and loafs Jesus
makes ar L1 83722 and then that one dude goes, Lord, this
tread is dry, can you not summon up some BurterSub?

I do trust you, 1 said- |

Then come of, he said, and crawled out of my Privacy Tarp.

e crossed the Common Ares and went past Catering, which
[ had never been that far hefore, and soon wete standing 10
frone of this doot labelad Caution Do bot Open. Without Fa
cility Personnel Accompaniment.

Randy, do you know what is behind this door! Slippen said.

No, 1 said.

Take a look, he said.
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And smiling a smile like that mothet o Christmas motn-
ing at L1 98732 for Madpets.com, who throws off that table-
cloth to reveal & real horse in their living room chewing on
the rug, Slippen threw open that door. .

Looking out, 1 saw no walls and no rug and 1o ceiling, only
lawn and flowets, and above that a wide black sky with stats,
which atl of that made me a little dizzy, there being no glass
hetween me and it.

Then Slippen very gently pushed me Qut.

And ] don't know, itis one thing to look outa window, but
when you are Out, actually Qut, that is something very pow-
erful, and how embarrassing was that, because | could not help
it, [ went down flat on my gut, checking out those flowets, and
the feeling of the one ] chose was like the silk on that Hermas
jacket L could never seem to get Reserved because Vance was
always hogging it, except the flower was even better, it being
very smooth and built in like layers! With the outside layer
being vellow, and inside that & whire thing like 2 bell, and m-
side the white hell-like thing wers fifreen (1 counted) smaller
beli-like red things, and inside each red thing was akl even
smalier orange cwo-dingly-thing combo.

Which 1 was like, Dude, who thought this shit up? And
though | knew very well from Religlon it was God, still 1 had
never thought so high of God as [ did just then, seeing the
Lind of stuff He could do when He put His or Her mind to it.

Also amazing was, laying Jaere O My gui, L was able to ob-
serve very slowly some grass, on @ hlade basis] And what i
found was, each tlade is its total own hlade, they ars not all

exact coples as | lad always thought when looking at the
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Rustic Village Apartments lawn from the Bcnw\no.awﬁmm win-
dow seat. No, each iiade had a special design of up-and-down
lines on it, plus some Ulades were wider than others, and some
were yellow, with some even having little holes that T guessed
had been put there via bugs chewing them! ‘

By now as you khow 1 am sometimes 2 Lidder, with Humor
always ranked by my peers as One of my Principal Positives on
my Yearly Evaluacion, but being totally serious? If 1 live one
million years [ will never forget all the beauriful things [ saw
and experienced in that Lickass outside yard.

[sn’t it something? Slippen said. Bur look, stand up, hére is
something even better.

And [ stood up, and here came this bland person in blue
scrubs, and my fust thought was, Ouch, why not accentuateé
that killer bone structure with some makeup, and also what is
up with that dull flat hair, did you never hear of Bumble &
Bumble Plasma Volumizer?

And then she mmmm my fname.

Not my name of Randy but my real name of Jon.

Which is how I first got the shock of going, Ob my God,
this poor washed-out gal is my Carolyn.

And wow was her belly ever bigger.

Then she touched my face very render and said, The stis-
pense of waiting is 0Ver and this year's Taurus far exceeds expectdr
tions already high in this hymble farming community.

And I was like, Carolyn!

And she was like, The beaxty of @ reunion by the sec. of this
mother and son will not soon again be parted and all one can say 1s

amen and open another bag of chips, which by spreading on a thin
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cream on the face strips away the harsh effect of the destructive
Nears. _

Then she hugged me, which is when 1 saw the gaping hole
in her neck where her gargadisk had formerly been.

But tell you the truth, even with a DermaFilled® neck-
hole and nada makeup and huge baby belly, still she looked so
pretty, like someone had put a light inside her and switched
it on.

But [ guess it is true what they say at L1 23005, iife is full of
ironic surprises, where that lady in a hikini puts on sunscreen
and then there is this ruclear war and she takes a sip of her
drink only she has been like burned to a crisp, because all that
time Out not one L1 had come up, as if my mind was stymied
or holding its breath, but now all of the sudden here came ail
these Lls of Flowers, due to T had seen those real-life flowets,
such as big talking daisies for Polaroid (L1 10119), such as that
Kid who drops a jar of applesauce but his anal mom totally
imelts when he hands her a sunflower (L1 22363), such as the
big word PFIZER that as you pan closer is made of roses (LI
88753}, such as LI 73486, where as you fly over wildfiowers 10
a Acura Legend on a cliff the announcer goes, Everyone is en-
ritled to their own individual promised land.

And I blinked on Pause but it did not Pause, and blinked
on End but it did not End. |

Then up came Lls of Grass, due to I had seen that lawr,
such as an old guy sprinkling grass seed while repetitively
checking out his neighbor-gitl who is sunbathing, and then in
spring he only has grass in that one spot (L1 11121), such as L1

76567, with a sweeping lawn. leading up to a mansion for Grey
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Poupon, such as (L1 00391) these grass blades screaming in
rerror as this lawnmower mwvnomofmm but then when they see
it is a Toro they put on little party hats.

Randy, can you hear mel Slippen said. Do you see

Carolyn? She has been waiting out here an hour. During that

hour she has been going where she wants, looking at whatever

che likes. See what she is doing now? Simply enjoying the
night. .

And that was true. Between Qiniches and blinks on End 1
could dimly persee her sitting cross-legged near me, not flinch-
ing, not blinking, just looking pretty in the moonlight with a
{ook on her face of deep concern. for me.

Randy, this could all be yours, Slippen was saying. This
world, chis girl!

And then | must have passed out.

Recause when | came to 1 was sitting inside that doot
marked Caution Do Not Open Without Facility Personnel
Accompaniment, with my Paperwork in my lap and all my
Coordinators standing around me.

Randy, Dove said. Latty Slippen hete claims that you wish
ro Exit. Is this the case! Did you in fact Reguest your Paper-
work, then thrust it at him?

Okay, [ said. Yes.

So they rushed me to Removals, where this nurse narned
Vivian was like, Welcome, please step behind that screen and

strip off, then put these on.
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Which I did, 1 dropped my Calvin Klein khakis and socks
and removed my Country Toad shirt as well as my Old Navy
hoxers, and put on the dreaded blue scrubs.

Rest of luck, Randy, Slippen said, leaning in the door.
You'll be in my prayets.

Oyt out out, Vivian saids

Then she gave me this Patient Permission Form, which
the first question was, Is patient aware of risk of significantly
reduced postoperative brain function?

And I wrote, Yes,

And then it said, Does patient quthorize Dr. Edward Ken-
ton to perform all procedures associated with & complete gar-
gadisk removal, including but not limited to e-wite severance,
scar-tissue removal, forceful Kinney Maneuver {if necessary to
fully disengage gargadisk), suturing, and postoperative cleans-
ing using the . Foreman Vacuum Device, should adequate
cleaning not be achievable via traditional methods?

And I wrote, Tes.

{ have been here since Wednesday, due to Dr. Kenton isat
a wedding.

I want to thank Vivian for all this papet, and Mr. Slippen
for being the facher 1 never had, and Carolyn for not giving up
on me, and Dr. Kenton, assuming he does not screw it up.

(Ha ha, you know what, Dr. Kenton, [ am just messing
with you, even if you do screw it up, 1 know you tried your
best. Only please do not screw it up, ha ha hal)

Last night they let Carolyn send me a fax from the Letner

Center, and it said, [ may not lock my best or be the smartest
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apple on the applecart, but believe me, in time | will again
hake those ninety-two pies.

And I faxed back, However you are is fine with me, I will
see yousoon, look for me, [ will be the one with the ripped-up
neck, smacking himself in the head!

No matter what, she faxed, at least we will now have a life,
that life dreamed of by so many, living in freedom with. all joys
and all fears, let it begin, [ say, the halloon of out excitement
will go up up up, to rhat 1and which is the land of true living,
we will not be denied!

1 love vou, [ wrote.

{.ove you too, she wrote.

Which I thought that was pretty good, it being so simple
and all, and it gave me hope.

Because maybe we can do it.

Maybe we can come to be normal, and sit on our porch at
night, the porch of our own house, like at LI 87326, where the
o knits and the dad plays guitar and the little kid works
very industrious with. his Speak & Spell, and when we taik, it
will make total sense, and when we look at the stars and
moon, if choosing to do that, we will not think of LI 44387,
where the moon frowns down at this dude due to he is hiding
in his barn eating Rebel ComnBells instead of proclaiming his
SnackLove aloud, we will not think of LI 09383, where this
stork flies through some crying stars who are crying due to the
baby who is getting born is the future Mountain Dew Guy, we
will not think of that alien at LI 33081 descending from the
sky going, Just what is this thing called a Cinnabon!
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In terms of what we will think of, I do not know. When 1
think of what we will think of, I &mi this like total blank and
get scared, so scared my Peripheral Area flares up green, like
when I have drank too much soda, but tell the truth [ am cu-

rious, | think I am ready to try.



