[Journal]
Or

Epiphany: the clothes to put around the Naked Truth.

Sam Johnson

[Part 1: December]

Chapter 1: Deceit
  What the hell is going on? I turn my back for a minute, and everything just changes. What are these chains doing on my door?

  Normally, when someone finds their door chained shut they would panic. It is not until after that person has called the police countless times, and the officer on duty thinks it is all a prank, which, at this point, they start to feel doubtful. It is not until hours of screams and shouts that, when one finds no one as aide, one becomes quite unnerved. What is left to decay my sanity? 

  Time.

  I leave for eight hours and everything changes. People’s lives are ruined or fundamental problems seem rectified. Buildings are broken down and new businesses appear. I leave and nothing is really done, and yet, nothing seems left undone.


Chapter 2: In the Chambers
  A milky red color infuses with some unsuspecting white matter. I am stuck in the vortex of whist-less chains and floating words, which are stabbing me relentlessly in the side.

"Would you like a cigarette?" she asks me, as if her condescending, I'm a puppy- dog-look axing me in the side was not enough. 

  "Yes!" the craving barks.

  The blue sky gets all gooey, and my eyes start to blur; rising light stirs a pot of milk in the back of my mind. 

  "No, no, no!" a child shouts, as I bite at the lightning bugs that are assaulting my sanity.

  "What is it," she asks nonchalant, with that beautiful smile covering her lies like lip gloss.

  I awake in a sweat. Apparently blue skies and ejaculate on a girl’s smiling face makes my nerves twitch. Sweat entrenches the pillow behind me.

  I look over to see if those chains are gone. No luck. What is there to do with my time? How much time has gone past?

  I can only remember what happened by my justification, for whatever action I did. That justification, which is the cause for the effect we call emotion. Without feelings, our memories would simply evaporate.

  The chains on the door, as I so appropriately call them, are a plague. It is as if my room is under quarantine, and yet that stench of death feels so damn impudent. Insanity waylays my senses as I notice my hair melting; drops of pasty dew stretching the color of my hair. 

  Why is my hair wet? 

Minutes away, a faucet slowly squeaks droplets of water out, as fresh mist softens the sky.


Chapter 3: SKIN
  Dead skin on my body? I scratch, as pieces fall to the floor to melt into snow. My door still has those rusty chains and that incessant lock, staring at me with mockery in their lips.

  Why did I do that? Did I do that? How else would chains get on the inside of my door?

I haven't had guests over in months. Then it hits me: "The guy in the mirror!"

  It takes a lot to appreciate water. I don't know what I did, but it made little piglets of water just start rushing out, happy of their destiny, as I stood to intercept them. This is what cleanses us of our sins. That Styrofoam backdrop, of echoing raindrops, just seconds behind me. I get out of the shower and grab a towel, only to change into the same dirty clothes that I changed out of in the first place.


Chapter 3: A moralization

  Insanity is a puppy love: it doesn't hit you like a freight train; rather it just stalks you for a few years, then creeps up and makes you slit your throat.

"Creak, creak," goes the closet of Death, as echoes surround me and laugh in my face. A demon rips out of me, bloody paste on walls, and viciously shreds any ghost in front of me. 

 
“Leaves in the grass,” smiles the lawnmower-man, as I close my eyes to call forth endless night.
"Infinite pussy!" the man cried; his teeth hungry for his desire fulfilled, whilst blowing a blue whistle and handing out flyers. I ride a bouncing river to him and ask;   

“Who are you?"

 "Who am I?" the man snaps like a turtle.

 "Who am I?" I playfully volley.

  The man shocks me with a tap to my forehead, and says, "Find out for your self!"

  I pause to question his response, when suddenly sharp teeth and blunt nails wrap around me and squeeze. I look at the man, as if to ask why such would happen, and he responds:

"THIS IS DEATH!"

A Journal! Of course… such a place is not where we crazy men keep thoughts, is it not?

“Not it is," I grin sarcastically. I flip through mounds of heaping gold, trash with flies oozing from the sides, and find a notebook full of scraps; sentences with no meaning, words left unfulfilled. I open it and find myself pouting, for who could read such a mess?

    I know what it is! I am unable to read the clock, read the paper, or even read what I'm writing, but I know now what it is! The light! The light is playing tricks on me again, is it not? I shall put a curse on that lamp when I awake in hell, or maybe I should curse the person who sold me that lamp, or maybe even the man who gave me the light bulb?

  That lamp is making light hit the paper and then bounce in wavy, dancing curves, towards my honest eyes. Poor soul!

  Though what about the very particles of air that the light must travel through. Perhaps in their long flight, the light is depredated and perhaps made sick from bad airline peanuts.

  I know who it is that locked the door! The lamp for a second lost face, and suddenly, I can see again. 

  As I looked drastically through my notebook, on page 203, I find it. 

"If you were to sum up your life as actions, and experiences, resulting from the human mind existing during the state of an action, then your life would simply be experiences. Actions are little boxes, with little tags, describing how it affected you and how it changed your view or tastes. This is the basic rationale behind psychology. Once one is able to think every thought possible (though complete disassociation) then one becomes another. Once one becomes another, all boundaries are broken, and one becomes two becomes infinity becomes a limitless capacity. "

  What nonsense, I think. Then it all blurs together:

   "sks me if i want to diem locking mysin this room to fiself."¹

  That fiend! Thinking he can trick me into coming into this room, just so long enough as to put locks and chains on the door! He is locking his sin in the room, so it can be changed for the better, right? Like a caged animal, I am expected to obey.

   I am sin to him. But he must be in the room, for he could not chain the door and then leave. This room is at least seven floors up. Maybe he called a helicopter? Those are expensive: perhaps the military has it in for me. 

  Government conspiracies! JFK! They knew that I knew that they knew. They knew my mind radiated sweaty, sweet knowledge about their damn conspiracy (and JFK).

Those bastards! Then I must have some documents or records of what it is I know. Perhaps I can live on in my usefulness and knowledge, I think to myself, as I run over to cabinet-man to find anything I have.

Chapter 4: DEAD

  Empty bottles surround me as I slowly awake. Medicine, alcohol, vitamin tablets: all empty faces to me now. 

  What was it I did last night? I recall covering my body in Glow in the dark face paint. I did something last night, and I'm certain that it has to do with those chains on my door. I look at my watch to see a blur of salty hands. I can not read anything! 

  Of course! I look down, in an aghast horror, to see dead skin covering my body. A shower, a shower, I must take a shower.

"go to the power plant and find the keys, doo to the plhere people lay." ²

I jump around a bit to warm up my legs. This is going to be a tough mission, finding that power plant and the keys. A snap behind me and my brain falls like lemonade berries. Fresh sun… and I awake.

"I am going away for a while, so please leave a message and I'll call you back later." 

The answering machine pauses for a quick hit off a joint, and then beeps mechanically. 

"No emotion," I shake my head, "There’s no emotion in that music, man."

  I've had people in here before. So my journal says: “Martha and Stewart came over today. She cooked me a nice, fresh chicken, but Stewart just had to snort that coke and smear his feces with that damn blood.” That blood has been on my walls now ever since I can remember, or at least to say, since those chains have been there.

  Why can't I leave?

"Do as I say to do, not as I speak to speak." I see this on the wall, a pale nothingness encompassed by brown blood and feces.

Someone wrote this here, and it smells like shit.

   I found a phone, but it doesn't help when you have no recollection of jumbled names in a book somewhere. I chatted with the operator for a few hours, but she hung up when she said some guy was blabbing nonsense about the end of the world. 

  She was sweet though; I was going to ask her for her number, but she replied, "Just call the operator whenever you need it!"

  So I called the police a while ago, saying I was stuck in my room. 

Doesn't anyone care about little old me? They thought it was a prank!

I am so hungry...

  Hunger is a paradigm for the balance we need in life. From one end: we need to eat to survive. From another end: we need to starve to maintain appearance and self-confidence.

Chapter 5: Katherine

  While looking through my notebook, I found a piece of paper scribbled with lectures. Katherine, it said with a number attached.

  I reached for the phone, avoiding the empty containers of yogurt and tuna, and dialed. 

"Hi, you've reached my cell phone! I'm not here to talk to you right now, but if you just leave a name and number, I'll get back to ya on that!"

  The machine pauses to burp, and then it lets out a loud beep.

"Hey, this is Stu! I'M STUCK IN MY ROOM AND THE DOORS ARE ALL CHAINED AND GLUED SHUT! I THINK I'M GOING INSANE!!!” I go on, not thinking, until the voice in my phone tells 
me to stop.

  "I love you," she says.

  "I <3 u too." I say

  Her hair falls like candy beer on teddy bear tongues. I smile as I feel my hand glide across warm flesh and naked smiles.

This is my last and most important journal entry. If I am not here tomorrow, at least in soul, then I have left my body. I detest my body. It just follows me like a shadow, with lies of confidence and pride swallowing my air.

"I need that air to live!" I cry, as I stab with a piercing spear to this Great Lions Mouth. You see, I did meet God; I met him once. He loves Me, and I love Him very much. He is the teacher who taught me all the capacities and boundaries of the vast infinities, and the very groundwork of perception and rationale.

"Do you want to die?" I hear this flowery sun request. 

"Why, very much so," I nod and smile contently.


Chapter 6: The Fiancé

  So it was really me and her in this room. Was she the girl who locked me in this room? She wrote in my journal, but I suppose she left. Dissolved through the walls, Sam! That's what happened.

She wrote poison words that left me sick. 

"She gently caressed his long, hard shaft with her tongue, moist beads of spit and cum showering her supple breasts."

  She thought she could be clever, writing with the same penmanship and craft as my very hands do, as if she could make me believe I wrote it. Though I know she wrote it, that evil woman, and I simply detest her being. Animosity can be such ambition for lark.  

  I did get a hold of Katherine, with which she simply snapped, "Dammit! This is the tenth time this month you've called about some damn chains or something; for the last time, I'm not coming over. Don't make me get a restraining order on you."

"This time it's not a lie!" I cry.

              "The meaning of life," the fifteen-million-year-old Universe told me, "is to use rationale to get to the end."
                "So why not tell me what it is I must do?" I asked childishly.

                "Because the final test is to see if you can actually carry it out..."

                "Carry what out?" I ask with innocent woos.

                "Because it is a paradox; it is something you can do, but will not do by nature."

                "That is the meaning of life?" I ask confusedly.
                "No, the action is what must come rationally, from the train of thought. The actual meaning is in the thoughts themselves and the decision to make the final action."

                "So the moment is just defined by the justification that we create for the said manifested actions?"

                "That is reality," the Universe smiled at me, "That is all we really are."

                "The problem with being such a moral being," the words gleamed in confident juice, "is that when we know we did something wrong, we will feel the stronger urge for redemption and obligation." I smiled at the falsity of this statement, for I was such a fool to ever think this.

  Her glistening, pale body faced me with unspeakable humbleness. She titled her view slightly to the side, and asked, 

"Are you ready?" with an innocent flair.

  I remove my clothes and approached her, as evil continued dripping out of my being.

Where could she be? Perhaps I killed her, and the only reason I locked myself in the room was out of the remorse I felt, and perhaps I feel I should do something to make myself feel better? Maybe I came in here to kill myself, because that suicide note looked awfully convincing.

"Mmm... OH, GOD! YES! AAAH!" a man screams.

"SLRF! MMPH! AAH!" come out of two girls heads.

"Yummm..."

"Don't suck them too hard, Mayumi."

"Whoops... sorry about that. I just got carried away."

"Be nice to them so they makes lots more tasty cum."

"Mmm... that's right."
They girls halt their conversation to start guiding their tongues from his balls to the tip of his cock.

"Yeah... we sure don't want to hurt or break this beautiful cock, do we?"

"Yep... it's not like a vibrator, where you can always buy a new one."

The girls continue to suck and stroke his cock, "Slrrp, slrrp"

"OOOOH!!... AAHNGS!" he shouts. The moment before he is about to ejaculate, the camera pauses to show the two girls wrapping their tongues around the tip of his penis; just begging for hot, juicy cum. One of the girls shoves her mouth over the cock and goes "MMFG!....." After a few seconds, "slrp! gulp!"

"Don't we get greedy, Miki... Gimme gimme!"

The girl puts her hand gently around the other’s face, and lowers her head. She opens her mouth and lets the fresh, steaming cum drip onto parched lips.

"Ahhg! AHH! I'm gonna die!" she screams, as he rams her from behind, "You're so hard! so big!" she pauses to enjoy a few more thrusts, "Tell me you love my hot, tight pussy!"

"Oh god!," he shouts, "It's so tight! so hot! I'm g-gonna..."

"ARE YOU CUMMING!" she shouts back, "ARE YOU GOING TO SHOOT YOUR WAD INTO ME?" 

He can't reply; he's in such ecstasy.

"DO IT!" she affirms, "CUM INSIDE ME! FILL MY PUSSY UP WTTH YOUR HOT, THICK, CUM!"

He follows orders strictly, and begins ejaculating inside her.

"MORE! MORE!! CUM INSIDE ME! FILL ME WITH YOUR CUM!" she screams.

But what a second: Did I kill her before or after the chains were on my door?


Chapter 7: Redemption

  I've sinned and I need to find something to make the Maker forget about it. What is thy bidding, my master? Maybe I need to kill something? KILL SOME ONE?

  So maybe this is all just a crazy tale, simply more rain to get wiped off the windshield. Walking down a desolate street, the poles with chains attached in between them mock me when I'm not looking.

"WE STAND GUARD AROUND HERE," one gruff barks at me, "YOU CAN'T CROSS ONTO THE STREET HERE, SONNY!"

So it yelled at me, as I screamed and awoke in my bed. The pillows are wet, and my hair is a bit damp. I don't feel nervous, but I must have sweat a lot during my dream.


Chapter 8: Epiphany

"Do you want to die?" asked a voice. The voice was that of God, and God then said to me;

"You know you want to. You know you want to escape that shell, that meaningless existence on the very edge of reality, of where perception, from three hundred and sixty angles of all-seeing eyes, pierce very your identity. You can feel them; raping and scavenging your heart for pieces of warm flesh and sexual energy, all so they can slobber then up and digest the resources: so they can dispense of the eventual waste. They are nothing but parasites to you, just selfish people who want nothing but what they perceive as your very being. They are the people around you, they are ALL that you see; it includes the person in the mirror."
"He wants to kill me," I calmly reply.

"So let him." God smiles.

  Suddenly, the fifteen-billion year old Universe crept up behind God, and slapped him across the face.

"You!...” The Universe shrieked, “You traitor!!!"
"I made you," God said in retort.

"AND I MADE YOU." The Universe replied.

"All I wanted to do," wept the Universe, "was to create puzzles and lives for people to live and fabricate purpose from."

"I AM JUST TELLING THEM THE TRUTH!" God snapped, drool dripping thick from his snarl.

"So let him be, let him dream, let him live."

  I turn around and walk softly towards the darkness, as the light from God and the Universe creates more drama, and more motion.

  The secret to time travel, so it is written in this handy journal of mine, is to simply move fast. What people do not often associate with moving, however, is thinking. If one thinks fast, then he perceives time faster, and thus, relative to that person, time is going faster and that person is going faster as well. But according to another journal entry, time doesn't exist. 
  I wonder which one I wrote first?

  In another journal entry, marked at an earlier date than both entries, stated this:

"Time travel is unnecessary: The only reason we want to go back in time is because we realize mistakes in history; that we wish could be fixed or changed… or perhaps we wish to gain some knowledge by having an experience in the past or future. However, if one knows all, then there is no need for time travel. If there is no regret..."

 The writing went along those lines but also seemed to justify suicide in some abstract sense that I could not understand. Apparently I wrote this before my "secret to time travel," though I thought of it after I wrote the "secret to time travel," so why did I travel back in time to write how unnecessary it was to do so?

  So I sit, reminiscing and getting high off of nostalgia. I never liked being a kid much. I always wanted to be an adult. Even though my parents and everyone around me constantly brought me down, and despite suicidal thoughts that plagued my brain, I often times wish I could relive those days. Not any different, either. I have never felt remorse.

  I simply feel a longing for this fake past that I can only scrap together from my memories and heart. For all we want in the present is confidence in the future, so to relive the past exactly as lived is to live in a present where the future is always known. I look across the room; those chains are still there. Keeping them out…
  Or perhaps keeping myself away from the world.

  Hyperbolic needles, bottles, and old bags surround me. I awake to a dark room, with nothing but the subtle sunlight seeping through the window. Gray bits of dust fluff the wind to a smooth tingle. I pick up a bag, and it smells like feces. That is the moment I remembered the blood and feces on my walls, and I look around. The walls are clean. What was that written on the wall?

"Do as I say do, not as I speak."

  It resonates, and I hear myself echoing it softly to myself. As if it were a tune, a tune that calls forth deep, pensive, feelings. I weep. What has happened to her? What have I become. I look at the walls: blood stained again.

  This is not my blood. This cannot be my blood. I examine the wall closely. A red blur and it feels quite dry. It must be at least three days old. I strip and look for any cuts or new wounds. 
  Nothing. I hurry my clothes back on, though it is not like anyone here cares, and I look around some more. What the hell is going on here?

  I have not eaten in days. What was it I was cooking so long ago?  It was something important. Perhaps if I check the various pots and dishes around this kitchen area I will find something of interest. 

  Bloodstains splatter various aspects of the kitchen, and I see a knife stuck in an arm on a cutting board. At least it is not my arm, and at least we are getting somewhere here. 

  Did I kill someone? I think they were trying to kill me, but I'm not too sure.

Where is my journal?
  I was looking for that.

Part 2: Exodus


Chapter I: Hunger and the Meals that Come

  It was not until some time later that I realized hunger is what makes me survive. My body is shaking inside and it is making it hard to see. I cannot  feel this alarm clock I am picking up, laughing in my face, and screaming bloody carols of WAKE UP! WAKE UP!
"Food will satiate my grumbling stomach," I snicker to myself, as I pillage pantry after pantry of delicious snacks.

"This Candyland of penny arcades won't stop me!" I scream, as I bring a bloody hatchet to its aim.  Food in my mouth, I chew and chew, until the little screaming bodies quit their damn protesting. I feel the last spear hit in my teeth as I grind their beloved opinions to their grave.
   I celebrate in victory/

   To those damn, ignorant knaves!

   I snicker tooth and butterscotch/

   ‘Till the last guard falls to drunk seas

   And with a glint/

   In my dear eye/

   I hold the flag up hiiigh...

   To a good day

   With the death of

   My dear

   Sweet

   Enemieeeeaahhs. (sing proudly.)
  This food tastes pretty good, I say, after my first chew. The door lets out a cough; a knock of subtle needs.
  "HARK! Who goes there?!" I say in a prideful cry, from behind my chair; "Who dare disturbeth the master in his chambers!"

   Rage fills my shoes!

  The door remains in silence; but how can it endure?
"How long can you endure?" I dribble, as I hold the axe in my clenching fists. This door does not know the extent of my torture.

"Take that, and THAT!" as I hear the axe grinding pure lemon ice out of that damn incessant door!
 Oh victory; the bitter sweet,

Let’s drink till drinkards done!

  
Oh bon voyage; our peaceful stars,

  
As the day brings sun to front!

  
For the day to us, is a battlefield/

  
 with friends to lose as well;
  
Let’s somber sweet, with a kiss of me/

 
And let our death becommmme.

  The door is in pieces. Then I realize the horror, naked truth: My door has had chains on it ever since I can remember. 
  This door, obviously, must be a trap door; WHAT HORRORS LIE ON THAT SWEATY, OTHER SIDE?


Chapter II: Misty, Hollow Dream

  But it is too late. Death is in my open mouth. The crow did hath start his descent towards my open, bloodstained heart, before wishing that to tell these tales to my lovely lover’s mouth;

  
But 'tis the sick mans dying tale/ to forever remain grave ... 

And polish thee/ this melody/ and keep thy heart at bay.

But time had fallen all too ill, and shortness brimmed my bloody knees.


Chapter III: Fair Maiden, how Save thee?
                     When Thou Kitchen Remains Full! (Men love food in a fridge.)

  There she was! Standing at the door!
"Hey!" she chirped, with that dear sun caressing her hair.

"Hey," I script nonchalant. I got to keep it cool. Yo.

"You said you wanted to get together for dinner," she pressed, and then it hit me.


Chapter IV: The TRAP

  This is all a trap. I was made hungry by those damn, dirty particles. I ate and ate, like a sailor with no tomorrow, till my stomach was brimmed with shit. When, in actuality, I was making dinner for her, and the chains. I so affectionately call them: "fluffy-fluffy-poo!"

  But I have no appetite. I cannot cook. For the true nature behind cooking is the cooks desire to have the dish as much as the audience. In his mind, his selfishness manifests unto his very hands. And I have no more ammunition!

  "I'll put my stuff on the bed," she woos.


Chapter V: The Bed

  THE BED! THE BED! What lies hath she dispensed? Oh, I can see you now: lying there, peaceful and naked next to some man. Some brazen, gold-clad, young man, a piece of grade A Meat, with a cigarette parched upon your lush lips.  Spreading lies! SPREADING LIES!

  BED! THE BED! What lies hath she dispensed? How long have I known her? Have we had sex? What kind of foul karma did she bring into my life, once we commenced the foul act of love-making? A factory of love we were indeed, had it ever happened. What is her name?
"Honey, I think we should skip the meal and go straight for dessert."

  Dessert? Skip the meal. Then I don't have to cook! She knew all along! TAKE THAT YOU DAMN, DIRTY PARTICLES! I don't have to cook, I am saved!

  I love dessert though. The funny thing between desert and dessert is that the "dessert" is easier to remember because the two "s’s" make it easier to spell. 
"If you ever have problems with remember what dessert and desert are when you read or spell them is this: Dessert you want more of right? So remember, two S's." I announce proudly.

   So therefore, I discover, the very human need to classify things appears in front of me. We want to remember and write and buy and sell more desserts than deserts. Therefore, in naming them, we shall name this tasty-snack-of-a-woman; 

  "DESSERT!" I SCREAM.

Ok, follow me to the bed then, handsome.

  THE BED! THE BED! What lies hath she dispensed? She is spreading evil lies, lies that only her hips can whisper. I can see it; moonlight grazes, softly tampering her cheeks. Another man, some tall dark fellow, with candy lips and simmered lies, pulls out his very piece. She obeys and gets on her knees, to begin what horrors my mind can only pause to bear.

"OH YEEEAHH, suck that cock," he yelps.

  "Mmm, you like that?" she moans as she slides her tongue up to the tip of his cock.

"Yeah, baby," he snorts as she massages curly Q's around his cock. And so on and so on. The axe in my hands yelps.

"THAT damn Door! How dare it not speaketh of such truths!" Why, yes. Yes, it is true; that door subjected to even my harshest torture, and yet, it spoke of nothing of this. I shake my head sorrowfully at her. I owe him, the Door, redemption, in the very least, for such honor and courage will never reach the hearts of his wife or children.

  But how to rectify such? To kill myself… But that would not rectify the current situation. Perhaps… perhaps if I kill this woman and kill myself, then the answer shall be golden ripe! I pick up the axe. 

"Hey baby, so where should I get that lotion?" she asks, with her

back facing me. "KIAAA!!" I SCREAM.


Chapter VI: Death of a Dream

  Oh my god. Oh my god. I just killed a hooker. She was not my girlfriend, she was not my wife. Though she could be a cousin, or maybe a niece?
  But what ho! She is not! She is but a mild mannered woman selling her naughty fantasies-manifested in this sick, man’s world! And I lay that brazen axe upon her skull, calling forth juices of precious life to spray, red ash upon my snarled teeth. I turn her face around to see what beauty may have been, and the face suddenly distorts into one of my own. 
  I see my scarred tears, running down my face; an utter look of terror: Of looking death straight in the face. This is my death as well. I pick up the axe and bring it forth unto my very heart. Bloody tears dance chocolate lullabies.
  I awake. I awake to my room. I awake to those damn chains!


Chapter VII: Chains

  These chains are evil. These chains are man. We all have some chains that stop us from acting, some inhibitions, whether they are natural or imposed. These are our demons; this is our pain, and this it at the very center of the heart of Man.

  But when these very abstractions are taken from the heart of the metaphor to the very simile, we see that no matter what thoughts I produce, these chains shall never be more than just ugly, rugged chains.

  Resting on my door… 
  Breathing haplessly upon my floor; pissing and shitting like it was nobodies business. Those damn chains. So I look around. 

  Nothing new… 

  No new bed sheets, wallpaper decorations or assortments of flowers, just begging to be called Beautiful.
“But upon no lips,” I declare, “shall that word fall, until I lose a bit of my wits!” 

  That's right. Love is just a delusion. It is a lie that I love someone, because that is what makes me say it. If there was really something I loved, then I would be afraid to have it hear me say such a statement as;
“You're beautiful." For I am afraid it would simply disappear, because all that was, or will ever be good in my life, has simply disappeared from me after a while. It is really not that bad, for once I grow up a little, I won't even feel it.

  I grab a knife in my own defense, and ask myself, "what honor is in killing ones self?" …

Chapter VIII: Coffeshop Detective

"Intellectually or in reality?" he asked me. A cigarette lay resting in his fingers, as the smoke rose slowly to watch my very reply.

"Well... intellectually really, because with the fall of the intel-lectual comes the fall for the will to live, which thus causes the body to fall prone quicker to the axe of death almighty."

"So, you want me to kill this guy for good?" His thick eyebrow rose to mock my very plea.

"Yes. I want you to."


Chapter IX: Love in a Basket.

  Where am I? I awake from a dream to see that ripe apple of beauty resting across from me.
"Hey..." she sends, sailing across open seas. I receive and feel a slight ting in my heart. What is this feeling?

  She is beautiful. Hair falls fresh upon calm shoulders. Her skin is smooth with milky cream and chocolate bits; she is a supple blueberry, and I am but a lonely Grape. But we are two berries amongst a few in a basket, and the sun feels nice on our skin.

  I run and run towards her, but she gets farther and farther. I run backwards a bit, to see if it is inversely proportional in this world 
"Sorry," she whispers, "but the time between us is falling all too short. I would love to stay with you, but I simply can't bear this feeling."
  The feeling! I gasp. It hits me. That feeling of waiting: Of waiting as if at a loss. 

Those very minutes we spent, the hours of love making, all to end too soon. And upon my waves of goodbye to her waiting face, we turn back to back and lead separate lives.

  And in those mundane moments apart, where we laugh and nod for others and think secretly to ourselves, we could fall victim to another’s talons, and fall in love with someone else.
   She fades to a droplet of morning dew, to be pressed by my ignorant, childish finger.

She fades to a droplet of light, but a small simmer in my eye. And she is gone.

Forever…

Chapter X: Forever.
  Forever, Forever!
  We carry such burden and pain!
  Forever, Forever!
  How can we not stay the same?

  Forever, Forever!
  We feel happy followed by sad,
  Forever, Forever!
  If we can keep getting our fix, and stop feeling sick,
 Then why would we want any change?  (Sing proudly)

  They say that the direction of a mind is in its progress. Progress is classified on the level of objective thinking. The ultimate master of such would simply see an argument, and all he would see is disassociated words of the sentence, and thus the connections that come.  

  And upon seeing such, he will see letters of each word, and the connections that made them exist.  And upon seeing each letter, he shall see the very pixel of each letter, thus making the connection that made them be. And so on, and so on. Infinity…

Chapter XI: Schizophrenic

  I must leave now. I am sad to go, for all my thoughts that I will hold, so far away from you, shall never be yours. I cannot reach you if we are ever lost; lost in others lives.  I wish that my words could reach you, by writing or yells, but I know without me, the words will be words, to be put back in the recycling bin.

[Part 3: On Vacation]

chapter i: Demons Seed
"Sir," the red rabbit chirped, "why need us these soldiers whom

brought forth such taste/ when really our evil shall never fall waste."

“What is that Pip?" I chorted; that grimy little fuck!
"We are demons, and our enemy are humans. They suffer from a

condition known as mortality, and there is no cure."

"So where is your logic going with this?" You Twit!
"My logic is that since we are immortal, it would not matter what type of soldier we picked, because it is not like we can ever lose."

  I looked at my servant with utter disgust. Had he no values? Oh, but of course, he is the younger man. He is part of another generation, one ever so distant from mine.

  I felt old.

"Pip, my son," I said in a Baseball-Coach voice, "it is the personality that makes the soldier, and our army must contain charisma unlike any other. For you see..."
  I pause to let a tear squint my vision.

"For you see, it is all about MERCHINDIZING, MERCHINDIZING!"

"Merchandising?" the bunny asked.

"Yes, and you know if they ever make a monopoly version of our army or perhaps a videogame about the war, people are going to have invincibility cloaks for the humans and whatnot."
  The red rabbit sighed. He thinks I am insane.  I am not insane though, for this is all just a test. The test is for him to realize that it is utterly pointless of him to worry, for he knows that we are immortal, as demons, and those humans are mortal.

   We shall crush them to dust. So why worry about anything? I take out an axe.

"Pip," I say carelessly, "you know I loved ya, but you know why you have to go?"

"Why?" his voice squealed, "WHAT DID I DO?!?!"

  I sighed. If Pip were smarter, he would know why. If he was smarter, he would also be able to avoid such a situation— which would make it an assumption of ours— that Pip would know why. I bring the axe down and it slices through pizza guts. I hear a woman scream in some deep recess of my mind.


chapter ii: Avalanche
"Who was ‘dat fellow who always babbled ‘bout ‘dem Hobbits?"

  Old men sit in rocking chairs, scattered throughout a small room. It is a quaint setting with a temperate atmosphere. Some of the men smoke, while others drink tea with hallucinogenic mushrooms. Some are chugging bottles of cough syrup, whilst others are simply lighting a blunt.

  A songbird whistles in the background an old tune from when they were all young boys.

"Hmm, I don't remember his name exactly..." said Steve.

"Hmm... a hell of a stoner that man was..." said Eric.

"I dunno..........Yeah!... Yeah!" said Bob, pointing a finger to the sky.
"Because, I remember," Bob elaborated, "how I would always be, like, uh, 'hey there J.R.R. TOKE, stop HOGGING THE WEED!"

  Laughter echoes throughout the room and some spectators cry.
  "That fucking Einstein," said Eric.

  "What did he do?" I asked.

  "Einstein, while on mushrooms, told me this: 'Eric, I am about to create something incredible; not only is it going to end a war and bring peace, but it will also bring about a new era and the destruction of the entire human race, by their very own hands even!. I see the effect for every cause, beginning with this very moment being a Cause for an Effect.'"

"Then why did he do it?" I asked.

 “To get to the Thought Kingdom!" Steve butted in. "That fucking Einstein, now that he's in Thought Kingdom he can strip away his visage of Righteousness. He can bask in his sickest, most repressed fantasies. I've seen him, shooting junk while getting his cock sucked by some horny Japanese teacher named Mayumi, and a fucking nurse! 

Curse that decadence that comes with Power!"

"All those damn idiots; Einstein, Socrates, Aristotle, Newton, Nietzsche... they all did it to go to Thought Kingdom."

"What is Thought Kingdom?" I inquired.

“Thought Kingdom is the Kingdom of the Thought World." Eric said. Bob butted in, "I'm not sure our guest fully realizes the Thought World."

"The Thought World," Bob said, "is where we make a mark depending on what our thoughts were."

  I was confused and gave a puzzled look.

  "Just as you can map your world by the category of the connections made between human to human, human to location, location to location..." Steve said, "You can map out a world by the category of your thoughts and intellectual maturity."

"But isn't that all relative?" I asked. Intellectual Maturity?
"No! Intelligence behind thoughts can be measured on an indefinite scale," he declared.

"But how so?" I asked.

"Well; for example… Someone who thinks that morals are relative, because they themselves don't believe in any specific morals, as opposed to someone who thinks morals are relative, because they see the contradictions,  paradoxes and absurdity behind meaning, definition and the very fabric of matter and time... the two are very different intellectually despite having the same opinion on morals and their relativity"

"But this is getting off topic," Bob then declared.


chapter iv: THOUGHT WORLD

"Just as you can map your world by the category of the connections made between human to human, human to location, location to location..." Steve said, "You can map out a world by the category of your thoughts and intellectual maturity."

"Therefore, the mark you leave on the world, in any sense of fame or glory, is much different than the mark you leave in the Thought World."
"So it's like?" I asked stupidly.

"Fine, fine, fine...  tell him the useless simile." Bob yelled.  
"It is Heaven, but we are not measured so much by what we were, and what we believed. Rather, we are measured by how what we were got to be, and how 'what you believe came to be, as well." Eric stated, "But by calling it Heaven, we have immediately brought some doubt forth in your mind, so you will not believe us."

"You are measured in this Heaven based on the justification that you, yourself, fabricated because of the situations, which also contributes to your intellectual side." 

"But why not just judge the good and the bad moments?" I asked.

"Because it is not important: what actually happened. All that is important is the reasons behind the action, the intent of the individual parties, because thoughts came before action." Bob declared. 
"Thoughts will forever be the plague that we must stop!" Eric yelped. 
chapter v: Basins full of Paradox
  We lie half naked; she and I, and our hearts had never beaten faster.

"Is this what you really want?" she asked me. Another Paradox, I mutter.

"I only want it if I know you want it," I said in a light coo.

"But I only want it if I know you really want me…" she whispered,

"that you want me and not just my body."

  Then we'll never know. Let us believe our own stories, it will make us feel better, because knowing makes us feel better. There is a paradox within knowledge though: the Greater the understanding of a truth, which is thus made Absolute, the more that very truth is immediately negated due to Objective, Rational, or Human thinking. 

  In other words, no matter how much one learns and how much one understands, He can never learn more than what others will call "opinions," even despite the Truth.

"The truth is that there is no truth." I say to her.

"Then that truth is not true... therefore there is a truth."

"The truth," I say, while nodding, "is the same as God. We simply can not accept it in its most absolute form."

  She looked at me doubtingly, and with the stare of a shady cat she said "and how do you know any of this?"

"There is a way to connect anything and everything, and once one sees the patterns, it is hard to ever turn back." That fine line between sanity and insanity can be so much fun to cross between, though does that make one insane?

chapter vi: Interlude
  The movie played despite there being only a handful of people in the theatre. Just a few older people, and individuals, wanting to waste a Sunday evening, scattered lightly across the seats.



Enter Romeo and Juliet.


Chorus:

A couple sits in the very front row/

But 'tis not for them to see.

To see the lights and epic flights/

Of this action packed movie.

So they sit and touch  and moan and puff/

And shoot crack up their veins

He cums on the seat

While she's beating his meat

To this wavy trip todaaaaay.

(Close Curtains.)

chapter vii: Answering Quantum Physics 

"Once you're on a bad trip, it's hard to really just sober yourself up. You just need to give in to every little accusation and presumption you make, and you just need to ride the waves and hope you make it out alive."

  I shook my head.

"But really what is the Greater Trip? That, my friends, is Life. The very lives we live are a strange paradox. As we age, the more we grow intellectually and the more we mature; we feel we have more freedom and control over our lives. In actuality, the older we get, the less control we have, because what we become is based on what we were. Our past becomes ever more important to us as we accumulate more moments and memories to add to this indefinite universe, we call My Existence, or the Past."

"What we eventually become is a victim to our own drug; whatever it is that we have a passion for. Our greatest strength becomes our very foil, the seed of anger and insecurities."
  I pause to breathe.

"So all we can do, from our mistakes and blunders of the past, is to just ride the waves, and accept the fact that nothing really exists."

  I raise my hand.

“For you see, do you, the Reader, know if it is I that is speaking, or I that is a listener in an active discussion?”

“Am I, and He, the same Character? Is this entire chapter a monologue of one man in a room, or is it a one on one discussion, whereas I am the speaker and He writes the story? Each are both equally valid, and each are equally true, regardless of any intent from the author. They become your reality, and in essence, did happen in the story that You are Reading."
"So what question does this answer?" I ask, as the teacher rambles on and on.

"I just proved," he said, "how we can be in two places at the same time."

"But I didn't feel any different," I said.

"Reality Changes never feel much different," He replied, "It's why nobody seems to notice."

"Ambiguity really hurts intent, huh," I say.


Chapter viii: Good bye
"So this is it?" I say, as the night slowly melted by the coming forth of day.

"What did you expect?" He said to me. His portly body accompanied his robust laugh. 

"I never expected any of this to happen..." I say.

"You've seen things and felt things that no Man should ever have to have done..." 

"But Why… Why, God?"

"Because you are..." He paused.

  He pauses for a moment, to let me beg for redemption once more.

"Because you create realities that are simply unfit to be, because you created me, because you become what you write, and because you be-come what you think and feel."

  Is that such a crime?


chapter ix: Coffee House Detective



        Part Two

  A crime... A crime, I remembered. I hired that guy to kill my Intellectual Side. That guy disguised himself as God. Or Perhaps God was the Coffee House Detective. I stopped for a moment. 
  Looked behind me… Nothing. 
  Good. But why did I do this? Why did I want to lose the intellectual side of myself? Why?  I recall saying something along the lines of, "if the intellectual side goes, then the will to live will go as well..." I can make no sense of it though. They are all just empty words, spilling blood upon a soil that does not exist.

  It is what we think that makes us live. It is how we justify the moments that would otherwise be random particles dancing throughout random matter, because we create them to be our Reality. Without any ability to think would come the will to die, but why would I want such? Perhaps my only desire was to not think anymore; thoughts only bring more sadness and more confusion into life. I walk alongside a dark alley, whereas a small, muddy stream is flowing through the middle. I see a scrap of paper floating down, and I pick it up. Something about it was alluring. On the back, is written, Look in Kitchen.
  I walk slowly towards the Kitchen and when I see what a bloody mess is scattered throughout that room. I must close my eyes briefly to avoid vomiting.

  Did I make this mess?

  What happened during all my trips, all my drug excursions, all my day dreaming, night dreaming, lucid dreaming, acid dreaming and sleep walking moments? What did I do while I was gone? A torn up scrap of paper from my journal is at my feet. I pick it up, nervously:
"Damn, Damn, Damn! I should have seen this coming. Whenever I left on an Acid trip or a Dex ³ Trip, I just assumed this mortal body would become a prone, empty shell for the time being. I should have guessed that my body would want my mind there, for its selfish needs: it made me all the more sick whenever I returned. Sick in the mind! Sick to a psychotic state… Who have I killed? Who will I Kill?"

  This was written just two hours ago, but I have no recollection of doing so. All I can remember are dreams.


Chapter x: Atlantis

  Why did my body do this? Why is my mind doing this? I ravage notebooks for any sort of hints.

  I find the One.

"I want to die. I have rationally induced that life is not worth living. I have also rationally concluded that reality is what we think it to be, so that those very moments that our brain is still active after our body dies (in that dream state) I shall think up a new life. Whatever that life is, I'm sure it will be different and weird, but it’s my Utopia. Perhaps I shall write about it someday and think it through to this reality."
"But I can't get myself to do it, for the very mind that made me realize such is also the cause of all inhibitions against any form of suicide. I know once I am dumb, I will be able to kill myself, however, I know I will not be able to understand it. Therefore, it shall never have been a reality, and I shall cease to exist."

"Jeez" I said, "You're just a fucking character in a story."

"And none of this makes sense," I say.

“While you were off hunting your dreams and living your life through your thoughts, the whole world did the same, and now all that’s left are these scattered scraps of useless paper.”


Chapter xi: Nostalgia

"…And God would ask, with his mighty guitar by his brazen side, if you would want to join him in this world, where realities are more than just what you make them: it's what you think them to be in their truest of forms."

"Are there any drawbacks?" I asked.

"Well, you would appear to be dead in the reality that you came from."

"Well, would I feel any pain?"

"No, you won't."

"Then how will I know I'm dead?" I ask.

"You won't care once you infuse in our world because it doesn't matter."

  So I decided to stay.

Chapter xii: Trick Question

  I did not decide to stay that time. For I knew I must come back and write about such events. I must let some of this truth leak out; however, God and the Universe are not scared because they know it will sound like utter nonsense. That's how they planned it to be, for the paradox in our language and systemic memory has caused the Absolute Truth to seem a most ridiculous, stupid, layman’s belief. Or perhaps I am just insane. However, I can rationalize why I'm insane. Should that not, in light of fact, make me Sane? It will in your eyes, but I will always be haunted by the Paradox. For I know I am Truly Insane, from my Sane Rationale, however I know I am Sane as well. Which do I hold dear? 

  It is not a conspiracy. It is just one man's wish to die, and his search for the reasons behind such.

 Glossary
¹ …asks me if I want to die, so I 'm locking myself in this room to find myself.
²go to the power plant and find the keys, do not go to where the people lay.

³dextromorphane.
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