Case 42.

Label: Found under bed

Entry: Single sheet of paper. 

Reads: When you think about spiders you never think of them slow. They twitch and whisker, turn and pounce. Never the slow movements of the hairs on their legs, never the underwater silk of their segments and torsos. Just the trampolining of a web as it thunders, thunders. A fly, it’s wings in place and traveling, breathing. A kill, and the world touches away. The ends of destinations by ways of fangs. Homes as traps, and the glistening closes in. Breaking the black back flesh, corpseing it. The juice makes good food, the screams good company. The light dances gorgeous in approval off the very threads, fading down, fading away into a yellow. A voice dying, a plan to fruition. And somewhere, off in the distance, a nuclear family of flies goes hungry tonight. I just don’t see what I’m doing as any different.

Label: Phone history.

Entry: Transcript, which contains the following.

“If I paint a painting, you rip it up.”

“Is that supposed to be a threat?”

“The other ones, inside.” 

“I’d call it a deal if you did.”

“You can tell it’s a light by the handles.”

“Bring it where?”
”I think we’re finished, I think.”

“Twist it, does it make a sound?”

“Skeletons, skeletons…”

“If it’s too light why did you get it?”

“That can’t be him, he doesn’t have a key.”

“Their legs come over the trees.”

“Well he definitely didn’t, but it’s possible.”

“Why move it? No.”

“It sounds a little like it.”

“At that point it should just push right through.”

“If he ever lost her he’d be dead in the water, I know.”

Label: Handwriting.

Entry: Analysis summary.

Finding: Tense. Too much emphasis on the S Swoop.

Notes: The coroner included in his report the comment that incision produced no sound upon the subject. Presence of charcoal under the fingernails. 

