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Introduction
 
The things that you will read in this book must be looked at with absolute con-
centration, but before you are able to concentrate correctly you must develop an 
attention span of no more than a couple of minutes.  A couple of minutes is in fact 
quite long as the short pieces may seem too short if you think that they necessitate 
more time than they are actually worth.  I, for one, think that they are worth far less 
time than they take me to complete.  Each feels like an expanse, an eternity even, 
a fully formed story, although they lack many of those things that stories so often 
contain.  Because of their apparently truncated nature, we can spend our time with 
direct, focused examination without all the kerfuffle that many of those excessive 
words and things would undoubtedly create.

The concentration must be that of the moments in an ant’s life between the time 
it smells RAID for the first time and the time it no longer smells RAID.  Precise, 
terrified, confined, fleeting, volatile, etc. etc.  These aggregate into to a valuable 
type of encompassing focus.

The Internet plays a necessary role in the educational process that I describe as 
complete abbreviated concentration.  It is not so much a traditional education, but 
an embodied skill.  Like learning how to steer to maintain balance on a bicycle, 
we must condition ourselves to cultivate the excessive boredom that propels us 
beyond each page with explosive, sublime  energy (when interested, I often stare 
at a single page in most texts for hours and still feel like I’ve received relatively  
nothing from it).  This boredom is exciting as it is the physicalized manifestation of 
the desire for more.  Never be content with what an individual page says, and know 
that the next will most likely (1) be different and (2) hopefully more interesting; 
after repeating a semi-centum of times you will have completed the exercise and 
perhaps have found euphoria somewhere amidst bouts of hair-pulling banality.  At 
least I hope you do; I know I did.

We are plagued by a seemingly obligatory, lust-filled, (self-)destructive, progres-
sive, and excited relationship with whatever it is that now travels through Ethernet 
and Wi-Fi and Satellites and G-d forbid dial-up.  We are plagued with anonymity as 
anyone can leave a mark.  We are plagued by the idiot individual who escapes phys-
icality by writing words that not only transcend hir death, but are also accessible 
by more people than the Gutenberg Bible was when first published.  By ‘plagued,’ 
however, I do not mean to imply objectionable interactions, just as the agony of 
hunger that drives us to dine with our closest friends at the best restaurants cannot 
be defined as objectionable.  This is my attempt to do something about these sorts 
of things, and it really is something.  But I’m not going to tell you what it is ;), be-
cause I’d rather you make your own opinion.  

The Internet is: a propellant force, a revolutionizing body that leads us sed-
entary satisfaction, one that I (do not) feel conflicted about, and thus when  

  1. Temporal value is as of now undetermined.
  2. As sublime as carbon dioxide in a bubble bath. 
  3. There’s a secret on pg. 15.



I
Love notes are written
/                                \

with our thumbs, guised as jokes.                    in our skin, a difficult erasure.



I ’ v e  o n l y  l e f t  S o u t h e r n  C a l i f o r n i a  o n c e 

b e f o r e .  I t  w a s  a  f i e l d  t r i p  t o  S a n  F r a n s i s c o 

a n d  w e  w e r e  b a c k  b y  t h e  e n d  o f  t h e  d a y .



I don’t know how I feel about
a silent audience watching a string quartet.
What’s worse
is a raucous crowd at a rock show.  

We can not post things expecting them
to be spoken; 
instead they sit as scars
on disks in Nebraska.



On the contrary
rabbits,
it turns out, taped to 
your feet make it 
harder to run.

Sometimes because it takes so long to make
something fit just right, 
it lasts forever.

Sometimes
because it takes so
long to make something
fit just right,
it breaks immediately.
P=0.5

Bread gives life.
Breath gives life.
Breasts give life.
All things starting with “brea…” are good.

Take, 
for example, 
breaking a chair 
on stage.



//Oui means 
yes in French



Whenever I read lesbian 

Latina works they say 
things like: 
“I love her sweet pussy.”  

“Los labios muy excitados.” 

“Te quiero, toda.”

This is 

how I feel about your pussy.



Before I noticed how many things 
are often repeated, 

I thought that clichés were poor form 
when trying to 

express thoughts.

However, I now understand 

that poems about 
roses remind us
people still think 
about love.



Raw from excessive friction and
desensitized by hours of urges ironically intending to create,
not his innocence, but a boy’s dick is a terrible thing to waste.

And when attempting to find a negative control,
Universite de Montreal researchers studying the effects of porn
on the male population were unable. 



Although, she 
hadn’t seen 
years .   The 
roadside was 
cleared of dry 
grass every 
May.



My w
hole li
fe I tho
ught I w
as catch
ing sala
manders
but they
were act
ually ne
wts.



II
Chasing euphoria is the only

/                                       \
goal.                         distraction.
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“Would you like to buy our fish?” said the Boy.
“Give me that fucking fish,” said the Man.
“Come back in the car,” said the Woman.

“Do you think he threw it out the window?” said the Friend.
“We better get out of here,” said the Other Boy.

“I can’t believe you all ran,” said the Girl.
“It was fun while it lasted,” said Another Boy.

“Are those three black cars?” said the Other Girl.
“I think I lost my shoe,” she continued.

I still can’t believe he stole our fish at knifepoint, on the holiest of days no less.
On the holiest of days.

At knifepoint.



Explain Postmodernism Like You Can Only Use 5 Words

Just like I said in the title. I want to hear your definition of postmodernism 
using 5 words.  I’ve been taking a class on postmodern theater and am having 
a really hard time understanding what that means.

Edit: I originally wanted 5 words total, but I like the top comment so much I’ll 
change the rules to allow repeated words!

43up
11down
Hyper derivative but still fresh.

19up
5down 
Make the thing; make the thing do the thing to the thing.

3up
17down
Things in the postmodern era.



She lit her hands
on fire so it wouldn’t be 
so dark.
They weren’t giving off much light
and he wanted to hold one.

The problem with 
a girl who lights her hands 
on fire
is that she sends 
your ice into a boil 
instead of melting it.

The gaseous form is                                                      all.
particularly hard to control                            it
there’s no way to keep track        of             

“Just because I don’t have gasoline pores, doesn’t mean that water is useless.” 
“True, but it doesn’t help much right now, does it?”
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The End.

Wait” said Sean. “I
just wrote a piece of 
creative fiction. 
Would you like me to
read it to you?” “Ya,” 
Nate responded. “Um,
I            actually              didn’t 
    write              anything.” 
“Oh. Well, that’s the 
   fiction.”             “Actually 
I’m writing it right 
now. Hold on though, 
I need to write this
all down first.” This
didn’t    happen.



Groups of Men
Grumble of Pugs



I like this.
I can say that                              now.
There are no metaphors here.

The more I say,
the less it means to me
and I am frightened.

 

I like this

“I like this,”1

   I like this. I like this. I like this. I like this. I like this. I like this. I like this. I like this. I like this. I like 
this. I like this. I like this. I like this. I like this. I like this. I like this. I like this. I like this. I like this. 
I like this. I like this. I like this. I like this. I like this. I like this. I like this. I like this. I like this. I like 
this. I like this. I like this. I like this. I like this. I like this. I like this. I like this. I like this. I like this. 
I like this. I like this. I like this. I like this. I like this. I like this. I like this. I like this. I like this. I like 
this. I like this. I like this. I like this. I like this. I like this. I like this. I like this. I like this. I like this. 
I like this. I like this. I like this. I like this. I like this. I like this. I like this. I like this. I like this. I like 
this. I like this. I like this. I like this. I like this. I like this. I like this. I like this. I like this. I like this. 
I like this. I like this. I like this. I like this. I like this. I like this. I like this. I like this. I like this. I like 
this. I like this. I like this. I like this.

1



III
When I meet people they remind me

/                                       \
how I’m broken.                 that we feed each other.



I’ve called you the wrong name twice.
Once when I was drunk and 
you were asleep and 
I couldn’t remember your face.

Once when I was ecstatic and 
wanted you to leave 

wherever you were and 
come find me.



10 Things I Don’t Want to Know About Lists

1. I am told that lists are a new genre of literature, especially in binary-based media.

2. I used to love a girl who loved lists.

3. She used to make lists.

4. She used to make lists for me.

5. Listerature is almost always disappointing.



Around You by Sean Winnik

C:           x32010
G7:         323000
E7:         020100
Am:        x02210
D:   xx0232
G:   320033

Intro: C   G7  C  G7

Verse:
C         G7
Trying not to bring her up around you
C         G7
Thinking ‘bout her a little less around you
C         G7
Trying not to write this song about her
C                   G7
Hoping that you hearing it won’t make it worse

Chorus:
E7           Am
What would you want me to do? Wear my shoes
E7    Am
Take me to your island. Maybe we can be friends?

Verse:
Trying not to bring you down around me
You smiling makes it worth it don’t you see
Why’d you have to look at me that way?
Reminding me of those days

Chorus:
It’s hard to get to know me when I have secret stories
Tell me your secret stories I promise they wont bore me

Bridge:
D            G
And even if they do, at least I heard them from you.

OUTRO: C  G7  C  G7



Earlier tonight through a gate, across the street, and through another gate 
I watched kids playing.

Yesterday someone knocked on our door and said something that no one 
heard clearly.  My mother, “Who’s that? Did someone leave the gate open? 
I don’t like that.”  My father, worried, stood up from the table to see who 
it was.  By this time I could see her leaving through our white plantation 
shades.  My mother, who rarely cooks, came out of the kitchen, her hand 
on the doorframe.  
 
“It was UPS.”

My sister from her room and my mother excitedly both said, “Oh it’s mine?” 
Too large to be the tablet case my mother is waiting for, the box is handed 
to my sister. “My prom dress!”  Furious unwrapping reveals black fabric.  
More negative space than cloth.  This makes my sister slightly uncomfort-
able and she doesn’t want to try it on for the family.  She goes to her room, 
because of course she has to try it on for herself.  She’s seventeen now 
and I remember being seventeen, and when I was seventeen I felt older 
than I do now.  We close the gate because guests seem to be unwanted on 
Woodley Ave.

I haven’t smoked a cigarette in a week, which must mean I’m not addicted.  
I light a Camel Blue.  Looking up, I hear children yelling and see a hat 
land on a 20-foot-tall bush that separates the houses on the other side of 
the street.



GET GOUT OUT



GET GOUT OUT



Some time recently a man and his few friends got into a car and went to 
their favorite place.  The place was ‘just the place to go.’  You know the 
type of place.  It’s the type of place that you go when you don’t know where 
to go but because you’ve been there before and it was a good, or at least 
okay last time you decide to go back.  You sometimes get food, and some-
times you don’t. It’s that type of place.  After leaving, they decided to do 
things, and eventually got tired of them too.  A few day later, but before 
he did other things, he sat down and thought.  He was conflicted about 
his thoughts, but also thought that they were good.  He wasn’t conflicted 
because he thought they were ‘bad,’ but because he wasn’t sure what he 
thought about them.  They were what had been on his mind for a while, 
or at least for a while recently.  It’s not that they were overpowering, but 
more that they just would stay in his head even when he wasn’t really 
thinking about them or maybe especially when he wasn’t thinking about 
them.  They were about that other time, that time before they went to that 
place again. Those times that for some reason just stick in your head.  Af-
ter a while he decided that these thoughts were not really worth his time, 
but they just didn’t seem to leave, probably because of many reasons. No, 
definitely because of many reasons.  When he would go out by himself he’d 
sometimes go to old places, but they reminded him of old times and that 
led to a mixture of feelings.  When he went to new places he wasn’t sure if 
he was excited because he was making new memories, new memories that 
would push out the old ones, or sad because he was making new memo-
ries, new memories that would push out the old ones.  Or maybe he was 
sad because he wanted to share these new memories with the old people, 
or happy because he had old people that he wanted to share the new 
memories with.  But you must understand the context; understanding the 
context is very important.  Otherwise how would you begin to understand 
the details and why those details were seemingly microcosmic of so much 
in this man’s life.  The little pin in the lighter fell out when his friend was 
playing with it after he had clearly warned him that “the pin is loose so 
when you close it, make sure to push the pin back in.”  This sort of thing 
persisted for a while; it’s still persisting actually. And so on and so forth.



Filler
This is filler.  If I could repeat this for gigabytes I would, but that would 
be simply too lazy/boring.

Filler
Boredom can quickly turn to anger; Art elicits emotion.

Notice the discrepancies. Notice the contradictions.  Notice the things I don’t.  Notice 
when to notice.  Notice what not to notice (get Adblock Plus). Notice the lines; read 
between them.  Notice the oil on the window from where the sock touched.  Notice when 
form is secondary.  Notice when none of these are relevant.

1. Thanks Adblock Plus for helping fund this project.

1

You Think this is a Fucking Game?



Groups of Men
Complain about Bitches



I’m kinda handy around the house.
When things break,

you just unplug 

n=1
>>> while n < 16:
 print n, “Mississippi”
 n = n+1
>>> if n == 16:
 print “replug”



Dawn came twelve hours early yesterday.
The sun had just set
but she said, “make way for me!
I got things to do.”

That must be why some days feel so long 

and some so short.

Tomorrow I’ll ask her

to come in the afternoon,

as she’s working overtime today.



IV

Can you imagine what it must be like 
to be a child born on the first day 

the flowers really bloom?
/                                       \

Every day after pales in comparison.        The most magical way to enter the world.



after the first, many more followed.

Almost as if by definition,



In Nature Squirrels Are Afraid of People

Even the squirrel didn’t 
notice me today.
I could have stepped on its tail 
if  I had wanted. 

Would I rather have had it 
run                      away?
                   No.
The answer’s                           no.

I don’t get                  to be 
    
around                nature                 much                       and                  I should;
    
                       it’s nice                 out there

and           there’s             so much            space                     out there.
     



Nemo Found.  

Stage right,  a couch fitting two, a coffee table, armchair.  Stage Left, 
a kitchen table with four chairs. No other decoration except for a 
small bowl with a dozen eggs on the coffee table.

3 Characters with the given names of the actors.

SCENE 1

Character 1: Do you guys want some water?

Character 2: Yeah that would be great.

1: I need to drink as much as I can before I go to sleep.  Character 3, 
do you want…

Character 3: No I’m fine.

2 leans forward checks Alien Blue on hir phone.  3 reclines deeply into 
the couch, folding hir hands behind hir head. 1 walks across stage. 
Stands facing away from the other two, square, shoulder-width feet, 
hands by hir sides.  Beat.  1 turns around and returns to the couch, 
and runs hir hand through hir hair.

2: Oh my god (laughs).  “Clown fish will change sexes from male 
to female if the breeding female dies.” This means that in Finding 
Nemo…

1: What the fuck? No way.

2: This means that in Finding Nemo, Nemo’s father would have 
changed into a female and ended up breeding with Nemo.

1: Wait, so, but they’re fish, so really he’d…she’d just lay a bunch of 
eggs and Nemo would fertilize them. It’s not that bad.



2: Yeah but whatever. That’s so funny.  Oh, wait we should totally 
write a play about this.  So it’s like a black box sorta thing, with like 
minimal set design, and umm so it’s a two-character play, and the 
characters are fish, but they play it like they’re just people. The cast 
is in black jumpsuits, except for like a weird hat or something.

3: (Rubs and opens hir eyes, pretending to be more awake) Or maybe 
they wear a orange and white sash or something. (Returns to re-
clined position).

2: Yes! Perfect. So the play would start just after the eggs and Ne-
mo’s Dad’s wife got eaten, and there’d be a man with his infant son.  
He’d try to raise him like any other kid, but then he’d grow up and 
they’d start having these weird urges that they didn’t understand 
and it would end with them fucking. Or maybe they’d fuck right 
before intermission, and the second act would be them dealing with 
it? I don’t know, either way they’d fucking love it!

1: Who? 

2: Who? Everyone. Duh. It’d be so good. Everyone would freak out.

-----Black-----



The Water in the Bay of Fundy is much warmer than you’d expect, even for 
summer.  Sixtyish vertical feet of tidal shift, and a shallow slope leads to 
hundreds of feet in horizontal displacement.  It will swallow you up if you 
walk too slow.  It will also leave you lonesome if you can’t keep up.  There’s 
nothing lonelier than a fishing boat, hull in the sand, when the sea has moved 
on.  These boats are stuck.
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There will always be pretty girls on trains.
There will always be middle-aged men, and pretty girls on trains.
There will always be children standing on seats, middle-aged men, and pretty girls on trains.
There will always be stowaways on trains, and I will pretend I’m one of them,
but I will always buy my ticket to get on trains.



The rat gets to sit in a circle of pretty flowers;
I know he doesn’t enjoy their scent like I do.
If I lay poison in his favorite spot, he’ll die.
That is the goal, so don’t cite it as something to worry about.

The rat has
Short whiskers
A cable on his ass
Sharp hands
A rotten mouth
Lissencephaly
A poor taste in music
Mange
A scar on his ear
A high tolerance to d-CON
An empty stomach
A sick mind
A cool way to hold Reds
An older sibling?
Too much time
The weight of a polar bear
Reason enough to die.

The flowers have
Sweet-smelling pedals
Healthy stalks
An empty place for me once the rat is no longer around.



My chewed cuticles and bitten nails whisper secrets
by massaging circuits
in a code that only she understands.
They are held dear by my magnetic lover.
We file them in a box, the location of which I will eventually intentionally forget.



The clock on my desk has a broken arm.
No longer can it climb trees
or work air traffic control
let alone tell time.

I look at it 
not in hope of recovery,
but out of habit.  And anyway
when it ticked it ticked too loudly.

It says to me,
“Here, take it. Take it. Even if I’m just bips and pieces now.
Spoopsiedaisy. Don’t drop my pieces.”





Originally from North Hollywood, California, Sean Winnik is a musician 
and poet who is about to receive a BA in neuroscience from Wesleyan Uni-
versity.  With ancestry hailing from Poland and The Philippines he thought, 
“My relatives are world travelers. I know where I’ll go, Connecticut!” and 
he did.  Soon he will be leaving this place, but not too soon.  Due to his ad-
olescent videogame fanboyism, and his amateur film enthusiastic tendencies 
he has many times said to himself, “If only I had taken a film or computer 
programming class freshman year, perhaps I would have a different life.” 
But due to his nonunderstanding/ignorant rejection of the multiverse the-
ory and his naive acceptance of chaotic determinism, he doubts that any of 
that could approach anything called truth.  He thinks every science major 
should be required to take a course on philosophy of science.  He thinks 
programming should be taught in the 4th grade.  He thinks education is a 
luxury that he is extremely thankful to have participated in.  He has white 
guilt even though he was invited to a “Students of Color Weekend.”  He is 
worried his grandmother will be worried that the word “tits” appears on the 
cover of this book, but is keeping it there because it is necessary not only for 
the maintenance of his artistic sovereignty, but also for the realization of the 
foundational goals of this work.
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