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Creative Writing—Mr. Lee
February 17, 2010
This Story Will Fuck Your Children or Seventeen Going on Dead.
He got out of bed.  His dad had told him to get up, maybe.  Maybe he was dreaming.  He smelled something rank.  He took off his shoes in the chimney and grabbed a handful of ash.  The ash wouldn’t reach that far.  It flashed off and grew into a bottle, unopened, that’s odd; he had opened it earlier for an after-dinner snack.  But here this was, unopened and in the same spot.  Had it been there?  Had he been there?  Had he eaten?  
He stirred and turned, this was no good.  Columns taller than his education stood in a row and someone below them paused infinitely.  A black blouse, sleeveless, sat on their torso and their pants were as greenish-gray as a parajay’s egg.  Sandals shod their feet, which were out of frame but in his frame of mind, feet dusty with dust from roads travelled and dusted with dust from travelling roads.  Roads and toads, time bodes.  They held in the crook of their arm in front of them attached at a near-perpendicular angle to their abdomen a clipboard, on which they were writing facts and figures and observations and opinions and assumptions and misconceptions and blatant lies to deceive him.  Their skin was olive; they seemed native to this land but then again he isn’t.  Their hair fell glossy as an equiphirial tail behind their head and their expression, though full of emptiness, had room for one more.  Their eyes were brazenly effervescent and seemed to threaten yet validate his existence, leaving him impotent and kennable in their wake, a noun of which he could not experience ulterior meaning.  He would not let them pause forever, so he played.  
	The scene picked up, the people around them sprouted life-like stairs.  Up the down, down the up, they went nowhere to the same place.  A school of fish waddled up in the distance, boxing with the tenacity of a little cloud.  The pauser resumed their activity, but their stagnancy beget ibi bangs and busts glowing like white tans.  Appreciated by cans, the man’s plans hands plant’s can’ts rants of bantering sauntering yoke.  Yoke white tan down, side of crystalline magninamite, hold blue please and go away.  
Now where was he?  Oh who knows?  Not I.  Knot eye, being well-rounded, knew where air warred on endlessly.  God save the been!  God save the been!  She was a pretty girl, gone too soon from this life like weeds.  Weeds sprout quickly and grow ferociously and you pick and prune and croon and before you know it they’re gone without a trace or a sound and that spot is left where weeds were and are not at no longer longitudinally until the sun sets at 2am with no been in sight.  “I wish it were dark, I wish it were light, I need to be quite,” says I he mentions.  This is too much, and I
	“Wake up, damnit!” a rotund man with black hair all over says, agitated.  He gets out of bed. 
	“Okay, I’m up, but where is the bread?” he asks determinedly.
	“You need to get ready.  You’re never gonna be on time if you always get up late,” says the rotunda.
	He shakes his head and wipes his eyes.  He smelled something rank.  One foot in front of the other through a door on a tile and a tile and a tile and don’t step on the crack or you-know-what and through a door and onto a nice warm rug.  Doors meant no more and were passable like kidney stones but not similarly.  He felt around and touched himself.  No kidney stone emissions today, but that won’t stop the blood from coming.  With the light still off, he thinks it looks blue.  There he played the color.
	“Que uso, y quanto partie.  Que in apuerta amismo secisies.  Cal no, por parci y en le pano,” he remembered, “Gimme your hand.”  But it was no match for the eyetalian fantasm that was about to unfold.  He turned the knob and swatted like a feline might a string of plastic explosives, meticulously, sporadically, and uncharacteristically sober.  
	“Did I forget an M?”
	It’s iaterial.  What is of importance is the tone that follows.  It is soft, like citronella.  But it quickens and hardens into a path closing always a second too early, preventing an escape that is so adamantly sought after and vital to carrots.  
	“Good girl,” he shouts quietly while he closes the door.  “Elizabeth, you’re a dirty tramp.”
	“Don’t speak to her that way.”
	“You fickle pickle, I won’t have your shit,” he replies. And it subsides.
	Sidled to the wall, the droplets fall and douse his tempered disposition like purple in a haze.  He sings wild sounds resembling words but indiscernible to any ear but his.  He doesn’t know what he’s saying.
	“You’re a sofa, do you knife me, cut cut cut kill kill kill love like bros.”  He swings a pick-axe over his back and beneath his shoulder blade.  Coughing, he fakes.  
	“Ah! Ha! Eb tit el! A band rape!” he questions.  The pick-axe repeats its path, this time falling like the droplets in a spot he can’t feel.  Patterns flow in the cerulean that’s emitted.
	“Hoink, ea ie goings freely, platonic lover.  Spin me long black turns back song nips.  If you float and I sting we’ll be an ivory exiter. See?” he says, plodding points with a bar worth nothing but heads of now.
	He continues until he gets out of bed, forcibly by his keeper.  He asks stupidly what the problem will be if he doesn’t.  He’s hit across his face with a familiar knowledge, veiny with contempt.  
He’s met, “Say cay a propos demote.”
Finally he understands.  He retreats blindly in the dark through a frame and a portal and a frame and he’s in a different place and different time and a different person?  He takes his money to the man.  Lisbon is a tarry place, nulled of itinerary and candice.  The cadence is inconsistent but ten away from perfection.  It lasts for a moment, then fades along with the rest of them.  And he’s out of it.  He’s extricated from it all, and none of their petty little rules mean a goddamn thing anymore.  He adds them up to give a shit.  He’s claustrophobic.  
“He said,” I am not allowed much danger.  By the mile, he paid the piper.  The road is long and winding around the border of a lake that’s bottled and sold.  He might have to use it for protection, you know.  The level keeps dropping but the pressure is building.  
“He’s my savior,” you say, and you believe.  But believing isn’t everything anymore, it costs a bit more.  
“There is no other way.  Remedy can’t be how I feel,” he articulates from the depths of his unbridled abyss.  His sacrifice is the cost.
“But will it be enough?” he wonders.  He can only wonder.  He breathes salty and carries it in his head and his part is to continue.  He must do what he must do to do what he must.  He gets away from me.  He hates it when that happens.  He had to think a white, great feeling overcame him and subdued him.  He’ll get lucky.  I don’t know, but I hope so.  
But dreams keep us from realizing them.  He gets out of bed and presses play.  He’s going down a road, but he’s stopped.  He doesn’t know where the catalyst is, but he seeks it.  His urge is in the glovebox and it’s that time again.  He switches and changes gears, hoping to help the pursuit.  His efforts are futile but irrelevant.  They sail through the night and skip sleep for light.  
He wants to learn the lingo and it’s as good a time as any.  He’s so lonely on these nights, but it’s just because of the people around him.  He seeks a piece, a peace, an inner-awakening that never comes.  Everything is upside down; he has to change it.  Change is ink re mental.  It can happen all at once and leave us feeling as impotent as an outdated alphabet.  Alphabets, outdated and indated, we’re inundated with meaningless alphabetons.
“If it were up to me,” he thinks aquietly, “I’d see without apprehension or cogency.”  He wonders how that worked out.
“Problems are questions with answers we don’t like,” he states.  He’s so full of himself.  But like an empty harvest donkey, his inauspiciousness is a projection that pales with dissimilation.  
“Characters subsist subconsciously, but not in the subconscious,” he .  He’d better stop, it was time to get going.
He gets out of bed with the wetness of a nightmare.  He can’t relate the truth, it’s too far removed from where he stands now, erect with mourning song.  He mars skeletons of lamps passed.  The lamp is past due and its light must raise 33.  Ah, the age of endarkenment, so that we might know the light.  Too bad, so sad, for forty days and nights we cry with ebony tears that evaporate into the atmosphere, choking the earth of its joy, its life.  But deliverance hitherto is refracted through the cool aid.  Intergalactic spectacles engage three allahs on an eve where the adam shines blue.  Hues unknown to the friend of one of them strive for dominance, but the darkest among them wins out.  Reminders of those above are manipulated and stripped of their meaning, which was ill-guided in the first place.  
“No!” he exclaims.  His decanter buries his sell.
“If you don’t get your fuckin’ ass out of bed right fuckin’ now,” an age-old symbol of ages symbolizes with a flack to his club tree.  “In my house you’ll do as I say, and I say you’re going today.  I said go, so ‘no’ is a no-go, Joe, say!” said he.
The real he complies.  He supposes these things happen.  Happenings come and go with the casualty of uncasualness.  It’s a damn shame, a travesty, no less, as he pulls a double tapestry evenly to two walls and turns a dial to the desired.  But the desired is absent and evidentially his membership crashes in its port.
“It’s not working!” he shouts from the holiest of Foleys.  
“What?” is the response.
“I might as well be an emperor, because this ain’t cookin’!” he reiterated.
“Well Jesus H. Christ, die an quick!” he retorted.  The faux pa had a habit of that.  He wondered what the “H” stood for.  He wondered what he stood for.  He thought if he figured that out, everything else would fall into place.  But maybe that was wishful.
“What?” bubbles surfaced in the salty.  
“What’re you doing?” someone asked someone.
“I’m trying!” they replied.  It was all they could do.
“Well there’s none left,” a voice said.
“I need more,” said another.
“I don’t know what you want from me,” others said.
“There’s not enough for us,” was the response.
“I don’t know what to do.”
Neither do I. So he got out of bed and started again.  A head to match, it was struck to begin.
The pain was impressive now and he fumbled his body in darkness through two gates and a pass falling limply in a small sterile bed.  He pulled the covers and turned on the sequence.  Drifting, these came to him:
“That smell is rank.”
[bookmark: _GoBack]“Backpack, pens, paper, notebooks, reading materials, play station three, games, laptop, flash! drive! suits, shirts, pants, jeans, underwear, socks, shoes, serra tonin’—edge, gun, jewelry, collectibles, non-perishables, nuts, soup, canned goods, liquids, water, others, gasoline, milk, cranberry juice, period.”
“Tanks, directions, blanket, pillow, essays, transcript, resume.”
And our story begins.  He got out of bed and sang a sad song to make it through a port, two keys and a life of why.  He’s got it going on and on and on and goodbye.

It’s spring time and you’re remote and lusty for blue.  It’s pitch black except for your two wands—one casting fire and the other flames—that kill small animals without reason.  There are reasons, you can imagine, and even explain to someone who asks, and they’re good, but they’re not yours. They’re there and that’s puzzling.  Your quizzicism is mistook and gives you away.  You won’t have any of that though.
“Come on you motherfuckers! I will fuck you up!” you shout.  Your quest is aided by cool.  In a vehicle from a year that the world is changed, you drive too fast, drink too much and yell too loud.  But there’s nothing to stop you, not even you.
“Oh Shit! Look at ten!” someone excitedly says.  The world is instantly turned on a whim, and for nothing.  It was a false prophet.  You all chastise them with scalding humor.  They aren’t inherently a part of you and you make it known.  Cuts are deep, but scar tissue is tougher than being nailed.  If only he had known that, he might be saved instead of us.
“Hey, shine it over there,” someone commands.  This is an inquisition of unprecedented proportions.  Shoot first and ask questions never.  Questioning is for the weak, and there is no wavering in the voice that says, “I saw something over there.”
You cut through the dark with a saber of fire.  Fire is hot, and as you touch the subject of your search, it feels the heat of its newly hot seat.  It bolts.  Electricity versus fire.  Elemental in nature.  
You’re such a clever fuck.
No time. No time. Go go go.  That’s what we all say.  But when do we play?
That jolt jars left but you’re right up on it and you point and flame flame flame flame flame flame flame flame flame flame flame flame flame.
Rapid fire.
Carnage is left in your wake, but are you really?

He gets out of bed.  What kind of comedy is this?  
“How can you say no?” the stranger asks.
“Shut the fuck up.  This is my show now, and I’m not having any of your shit,” he says.  Or maybe it’s you.
“What is wrong with you…” it continues endlessly in whispers growing shrinker and shrinker.
“Do you think anything is wrong with you?” they ask.
You wonder, he says.
“So you don’t know?” they ask.
Do you, he asks.
“I don’t know you,” they say.
Do you, who does.
“Tell me about your childhood,” they say.
You wonder, who does.
“What age was this,”
They ask.  You wonder.
“Do you?” he asks.
“Let’s get back to the issue,” they say.
“Of whether or not I have one,” you wonder.
“Yes,” they say.
“You’re sure?” he says.  “I’m not asking if you’re decided.  Are you sure?  Because if I go, I’m never coming back.  This destroys what little shred I still have of home.  Those empty egg-shell white walls are about to become a very apt metaphor for me in your life.”
And it’s all gone.

“Do you speak the lingo?” they ask, their brazenly blazing eyes setting your soul afire.
“Parlez vous francais?” I charmingly ask.
“Oui,” she continues excitedly, “Oui!” and on into unintelligibility.  She’s intelligenter than me, though.  
You say you don’t know any, you’re just a fan of flight.  
She identifies with me.
“Ooh ahh ooh,” I’m struck by eros’ entropic tundra.  You think she’s pretty and pretty cool.
“Where are you from?”
“Montreal,” she says.  I can’t concentrate on but a few words.  She’s too distracting.  
“Have you listened to the band ‘Of Montreal’?” I ask inquisitively.  Of course it’s inquisitive, it’s a question you dumbass.  Get my shit together.
She lightly laughs and says she has. 
I say I have, too.  I explain that I like the band.
She tells me of festivals in Montreal.  I wish I could listen to her words, but I’m too busy immortalizing her.  She’s her own worst enemy, and I’m mine.
That’s cool, I say, or something to that ineffectual effect.
I’m tired of me.

He gets out of bed.  No he doesn’t.  But he has to soon.  His life is composed entirely of dead time.  He always has things to be doing, time to be spending in other ways.  No matter what he’s doing, he could be doing something else.  And he wonders why he’s dissatisfied with his life.  He’s looking for the best product to spend his life on, but there’s no good or best.  Let’s all have another , J .  
J says, “Okay. Everything’s good. Everyone is golden.”
And you’re off, travelling the world in a song.  It’s a song with many cohesive parts, parts that are different from each other in every way, which unites them.  In unison, you sing,
Sounds without wordklsrkd a;lkj diencj aldienkdls dokf dod kdi dke a akdkoind oakjnlkdf.
“Whoah, that was crazy,” he says.  “Oh no, you can make it.  You’ve got plenty of room.  Trust me.”

“Why should I?” she asks, crying.
You don’t know.  I don’t know.  Who knows.
“It’s your choice,” you tell her.  It’s easier when I’m you.
You don’t remember what was said next.  What’s important is that it wasn’t to you.  You don’t know if she is.  It’s all just a game to you, and you’re playing it for your own enjoyment.

He gets out of bed.  That smell is rank.  It’s him, it always has been, he just won’t own up to it.  He won’t own up to anything.
His personal crucifiction is penetrating all voices.

Let’s start fresh.  We won’t be sleeping.  We’ll be up, he’ll be up, and we’ll be together, forever, if only for a time.  There will be music in the background, as there always is.  This will be something sweet, or something expansive, something that will make us think, or about each other.  We won’t be sleeping, either, medicated or un, it won’t matter, because it doesn’t, not like they say it does.  Back to the picture.  
Details.  Details.  Flower bed.  Yes, it’s a flower bed, not really.  We won’t be sleeping, and we’re staying awake, hiding under covers, in a bed of flowers, flower printed sheets, slightly faded with worn and not so much keeping us warm as we are.
“Who are you?” I wonder, but not there.  I don’t know.  I’m looking for the best product to spend my life on.  And then I’ll be looking for the best product to produce our lives into.  But it’s all the same, allways is.  Get back to it.
Details.  Details.  I know exactly where this scene is in my mind, and even whom it’s with, but I won’t let it play out because it’s too painful and unenjoyable, and this game is played for my enjoyment.
Details.  Details.  I need a new drug.

“If it makes you feel any better, I can empathize.  Tuesday morning I was going to go to New York.  I was going to leave second period.  Just take the number six, walk here, get some shit, get in my car, and drive.  I was going to get a job, go to community college next year.  There’s nothing left for me here,” you say.
She’s crying.  You don’t know if you feel anything.  You just don’t know anymore.
She hugs you, and you hug her back, you guess.  
“Is she hugging you for you or her?” you wonder.  Who knows.  Do you.
You rub her back, try to comfort her, half-heartedly.  
“Is that all you’ve got?” you wonder.
“There’s not enough left for us,” is the response.
But you can’t tell her that.  So you’re just silent.  You always are.  Are you scared or smart?  Stupid or wise?  Preoccupied or contemplative?  You are whatever anyone says.  You are entirely susceptible to everything, and there is nothing you can do about it.
You don’t know how it goes from there.  Yes you do, you just don’t know how it goes there.  Stop lying to yourself.  Self.  Self.  Self.  Is lying in a lie between this and that.

“Do you get anything out of seeing a….” I’m not going to let her say that noun.  It’s my fuckin’ story, and I’m gonna tell it the way I want to.
“No, not really.”  That’s not even what she said, at least not at that time, but since I started off with that weird dream sequence and recurring episodes free of chronological order I don’t have to specify, and thus, I don’t have to keep this, I could just press backspace, but I won’t, and I’m gonna tell it the way I want to.  
But it’s getting less and less early by the minute and 
He got out of bed.  Of his own accord, he travels through one, two frames of perspective and he’s afraid he can’t come back once he’s gone.  But maybe that’s what’s so damn exciting about it.  Eighteen will come and go just like any other.

If I’ve a blue and you’ve a b’lloon and I call bluff, what does that make us? You say friends, I say more, bu’ ‘tis nor.  That’s yore.
I see you with my mouth, hear you with my eyes, the only thing I love is being in ‘tween your thighs.
Who is you, who is I, you may pry.  But we’ve no time for who or why, just live in the now and don’t let it pass you by.  Fly.
“Hi, my name is [a;lfjoiadsfjandviuhjer].”  Names aren’t as important as the things we think when our mind says them.
“Hi, my name is” what.
“My name is” who.
“My name is Wayne Packers Egyptian sun god album,” why?
“Cut cut cut kill kill kill what what what ‘tis only for the the thrill.  Why you gotta be so black and blue; ey, Louie!?”
Where to go.  Where to go.  I hear it’s nice, up in Colorado.  And it was, but I couldn’t wait to come back.  I missed her, whomever that was.  I stayed up odd hours on less juice than isn’t used by McCryer.  Faggot.
I was so cold on that July morning.  I was naked, basically.  We’re more clothed when we fuck than when we’re insecure in secure clothing.  Now making love, that’s hard to bare. Bare, bear. Bear!  We tried to hide our trash from the beast, in a bag, in a tree, in the air.  Like it even gives a care.

“Share,” she commanded.  “This is a two-way street.”  “This is a bank with deposits and withdrawals, and I keep depositing but there’s nothing to withdraw.”
I’m withdrawn.  But it’s hard to be genuine and genuinely in the conversation when every thought is a cliché.  But then again that’s life.
I nod; or do something without saying anything and let her think I agree.  I don’t know if I agree.  I don’t care to have an opinion on the matter, and why not let her just be happy, right?
	“It’s wrong.  I spend all my life doing things for other people and just get shit on in return! I’m at the point of a nervous breakdown!” she cries, beginning to cry.  
	She’s right, you know.  You, him, them, others spew shit upon her with the consistency of ol’ faithful.  Ol’ faithful.  My ol’ woman is so faithful, even though my ol’ man isn’t.  I wonder if it’s hereditary.  Am I fallen, victim to forces I can’t control?  Is this game I’m playing balancing upon the strings of fate?  Or can I control this thing that I hate. I love. Olive. O’, Live! I need to find a piece, peace, branch, like a dove.  Nobody ever loved me like she love me, oh she dove me, she dove me good.
	“You’ve always been the most important thing in my life.”  I could not say the same to her.  
	“Why are you so angry at me?”  I was angry.  I didn’t need a reason.  I had reasons, but they didn’t matter.  I’m mad.  
	“Is it because we’ve taken things from you?”  
	What the fuck, why not.
	“Everything you own is because we’ve given it to you out of love.”  And if I could give it all back, I would.
	Slam mal’s smal alms.  Fuck you.  Thank her.  
	“Yeah,” I nod.  I’m trying.  I’m trying to sleep away the part of the day that I cannot piss away.

	He got out of bed.  He was in his room; he’d stayed out of habit, maybe.  Maybe he was already gone.  
	They went to watch the black and the white and the blue play a game.  Blue was spent, a color had more points, but no ground is ever gained when two colors shine against each other.  They’re the same.  Red, Yellow, Blue.  Boo-who.  Blue’s spent.  Get Green!  Go, go, race you rat!  Gorge upon gorgeous greens gregariously, you goat.  Consume everything in your wake.  Until you grow yellow.  Are you sick, or scared of what you’ve become?  You slow the race, go steady, 
	Red.  Game over.  The protagonist suddenly realizes what he must do in the middle of downtown traffic.  He’s got to reach; he’s got to grow; he’s got to go.
	I’ve been trying to reach out to you, but our ghost has me feathered and tarred.  I’m not the same ser, lo; I’m nothing, not the same fart lard.  I’m flawed, but I can be your hero.  In just a second, darling, we’ll stand for something forever.  You take my breath away.
	Asphyxiated?  Breathe.  And be forever, my love.  
	Your air bags flutter like a threatened monarch.  
	You know, we need oxygen to breathe.  You know we need oxygen to breathe.  Every time you think you’re breathing you’re just sucking wind
	ing time, winding around and around and down in a barrel dive.  You’re beside yourself and I’m beside you.
	“Besides, do you know the date?” I ask you.
	“It’s ten after,” you say.
	“That’s right.  It’s…” I pause.
	“What?” you ask.
	“Y,our birthday.  Happy birthday darling!  We love you very very very very very very very much,” I tell you.
	“We can’t be flying our whole time,” you tell me.
	“I will come down too soon; you will come down soon, too.”  Evacuate soul in three, two, one,
	
0, he got out of bed, washed up in New York City.  A story is a tale with a head and tail from which you can look ahead or behind or, no matter, it’s all in your mind.
I’m going up to Alaska, I’m gonna get off Scot-fucking-free and
This existence is
Complete at seventeen: my
Life as a haiku.
