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T h e  C i t y 

 
 

A boy in a long coat is holding a boy wearing shorts to his 

breast. They are standing on a sidewalk in the cold at three 

o'clock AM. The boy in shorts is blaming the boy in the coat 

about something. The boy in the coat regrets himself. The boy 

in shorts is angry and crying and swears at the boy in the coat. 

The boy in the coat keeps holding the boy in shorts to his breast 

and wishes for something to come and make everything better 

for the boy in shorts. The boy in the coat blames himself for 

something. A man in a hood is vacant while he walks past the 

two boys. They stay like this for another hour. 

 In a different place, a girl in a coat is holding another girl 

to her breast, and the girl being held is blaming the girl holding 

her. The girl in the coat does not feel regret. She watches past 

the girl she is holding to her breast. She is waiting for 

something else to happen. The girl she is holding says 

something. The girl in the coat looks at the girl she is holding 

without an expression and says that she is sorry and she does 



not know what to say. 

 A young woman in a hood walks past them. She is 

holding a chain and every few steps she whips the ground with 

the chain. She walks drunkenly for eight miles until she gets to 

the beach. She feels more drunk. She whips the lake with her 

chain. She whips the lake with her chain again and screams 

"fuck" loudly. A man sleeping on the beach wakes up and looks 

at her, gets up, and walks away from her. She drops her chain 

and sits on the beach at the edge of the lake. She shakes and 

whispers "fuck" to herself seven hundred times. 

 The boy in the long coat wishes he was dead. The boy in 

shorts buries his head in the other boy's coat and says "I hope 

you die. I don't want you in my life anymore and I can't stand 

the idea of you affecting anybody else's life. I need you to die. I 

want to die but not if I know that you're still here." The boy in 

the long coat grips the boy he is holding closer to him and rests 

his head on top of the other boy's head. He closes his eyes. 

 In a different place, two girls are walking down an unlit 

sidewalk. One girl says to the other "I'm trying to support her, 

but I don't want to jump to any conclusions before I hear Matt's 

side of the story. Matt is my friend and I want to make sure 

she's telling the truth before I have to lose that friendship." The 



other girl says "Right," but she is thinking "You're so fucking 

wrong about this, you're so fucked up." They turn into the first 

girl's house and the first girl makes the second girl a quinoa 

salad. 

 The girl that is being held swears at the girl in the coat. 

The girl in the coat says nothing, repositions her face, and puts 

her hand on the head of the girl she is holding. She is thinking 

about later in the day when everything will be better. 

 The boy in shorts quakes. He stays held by the boy in the 

long coat, crying, for another hour. His phone rings. He wants 

to yell but he does not feel like he can. He pushes away from 

the boy in the coat and looks at his phone. A friend has texted 

him apologizing for something and asking how he feels. He 

does not respond. He stares at the boy in the coat. 

 "Everything about this is fucked. I don't want to feel like 

this. I don't want you to have done anything or to do anything 

any more. My emotions are running contrary to my politics 

right now and I blame you for being so reckless. There is 

nowhere you can go from here. I'm going to stay here for the 

rest of our lives. I'm going to continue like this for as long as 

we live. I want you to have to see me every day and think about 

what you've done." 



 A boy comes up behind the young woman in the hood 

and places his hand on her shoulder. She grasps around for her 

chain but she can't find it. He looks at her worriedly and she 

scowls at him. She is unable to do anything. She stands up and 

her arms shake. She falls to her knees and vomits. He attempts 

to put his arm around her shoulders but she backs away about to 

cry. She walks into the lake until it is up to her waist, and then 

she begins to swim. 

 A man walks by the boy in shorts and the boy in the coat. 

He asks if they want to buy any weed. The boy in the coat says 

no thank you. The boy in shorts never takes his glaring eyes off 

the boy in the coat. The man continues to walk down the 

sidewalk. A car slowly passes by. The boy in shorts begins to 

choke the boy in the coat. The boy in the coat doesn't know 

what to do. 

 The sun is beginning to show. The girl in the coat 

suggests they go inside and sleep. The girl she was holding 

agrees dejectedly. They walk into an apartment building and go 

into their apartment. The girl in the coat falls asleep. The other 

girl lies down but never falls asleep. 

 The boy in shorts stops choking the boy in the long coat. 

Neither of them are dead. The boy in shorts says "nothing will 



ever be enough" seventeen times to the boy in the coat over the 

course of an hour. The boy in the coat holds the boy in shorts to 

his breast and whispers. They sit down in an alleyway in this 

position. The young woman in the hood swims to the other side 

of the lake. She falls asleep on a beach. She wakes up ten hours 

later and does not know where she is. She looks across the lake 

at a sky filled with black smoke. 



 



The Mortal Combat 

 
 

I'm looking at the Moon in my telescope. I stop looking at the 

Moon and get out of my chair and exchange my skirt for a pair 

of pajama pants. I take off my t-shirt to take off my bra and my 

breast forms, and then I put my t-shirt back on. I go back to my 

telescope and smoke the rest of my cigarettes. I lower the 

telescope to look in your window and I see you there with 

Scorpion and you see me and you raise your glass like "cheers". 

Scorpion peers out the window squinting as you try to point me 

out, but he never sees me because you don't want to point in a 

way that makes you look foolish. I smirk at you and continue 

smoking and I read three pages of a James Baldwin book (if it 

was The Amen Corner, then I was probably sort of reciting out 

loud and only read three pages because I was trying to picture 

how it would be played out, but it could have been Giovanni's 

Room because it took me a long time to read that one.) 

☹ ☹ ☹ 
 

 



I'm walking with you and a mainstream gay compliments my 

shoes and your hair and thinks I'm a fringe gay and you're a 

normal gay and that we're boyfriends, and we're a little rude to 

him and we keep walking. We're walking East and the Sun is 

annoying our vision. You wait until there aren't any straights 

around us before you say "Jesus Christ I hate gays" and I'm 

giggling and maybe agreeing with you, and in my mind I'm 

thinking "I hate having to pass as a gay man, I hate having to 

tell my roommate I'm a gay man. I wish men didn't exist, 

including you." But then I feel bad because I know I should 

only apply that thought to a certain large category of men, and 

besides I have no reason to apply it to anyone but those men 

anyway. 

 We're not talking and then we get to Kitana's house and 

her partners are there drinking tea and one of them is making a 

zine. You hug Kitana and I smile at her and ask how she's been 

and then she hugs me, and then we introduce ourselves to her 

partners. Scorpion arrives after a while and he and Kitana speak 

in French. He's either from Abidjan or Algiers, or maybe we're 

all in Algiers right now. Kitana also speaks Spanish, and so do 

I, but we don't know this about each other until tonight when 

we're looking at each other's Facebook profiles. Scorpion is shy 



towards Kitana's partners. You try to be near him but he keeps 

isolating himself, for example by sitting in a small chair rather 

than on one of the couches. Kitana's partners should be given 

names: Sheeva and Sonya are sitting cross-legged on the floor, 

and they're now stapling together their zine, entitled 

"Powersluts 3: Orgy Punxxx." 

 I'm thinking about how I don't like sex. I'm thinking 

about asking you to date me, and I'm thinking about how I don't 

know how you feel about me. I'm thinking about how I feel 

guilty for keeping my given name. I'm wondering how I feel 

about you. I might hate you. You're thinking about me hating 

you and it makes you feel like a bad person. You don't express 

it, you make jokes with Scorpion. Neither you nor me nor he 

can tell if the two of you are flirting. Sheeva thinks you are, 

Kitana and Sonya don't. I isolate myself by texting other people 

and making sure you know that I'm not paying attention to you. 

☹ ☹ ☹ 
 

I'm keeping myself away from the telescope right now, and I'm 

on the computer. Both of us are ignoring each other on Gchat. I 

don't want to impose myself on your life if you don't want to 

talk to me right now or I'm trying to convey the message that I 



don't need to talk to you right now, or I'm trying to compete 

with you so you'll message me first. You're really anxious and 

you can't handle anything right now so you go offline. I have 

mixed feelings about this but I don't cry. I chat with Scorpion 

for a while, and then I have a conversation with Sonya via 

Facebook wall post comments. 

 You're in your apartment, off of your computer. You're 

putting on pajamas and taking off your shirt. I'm not sure what 

exactly is happening to you, and I don't really want to invade 

your privacy, but I know that you're having troubles right now 

and I would never judge you for it. Still, I wonder how much 

this effects the way you act (or don't act, maybe) around me and 

I wish we were better friends. You're thinking about how I think 

this and you're thinking about Kitana. You're thinking about 

how you can't start dating Scorpion right now because you don't 

know what our relationship is and you don't want to start two 

relationships at the same time. You're really fucked up right 

now and you want to kill me and this makes you feel guilty. I'm 

looking out my window, and I see three giant black cats stalking 

the sidewalks. 

☹ ☹ ☹ 
 



I'm trying to tell you about the cats while we're walking back 

together from Scorpion's house but I can't find a reason to start 

talking (or I don't think you'd be interested) and I'm looking 

down and I'm walking a few steps and I turn to you to say 

something but I realize that you're four feet behind me (you 

stopped in front of a noose that was hanging apparently from 

the sky). You try very hard not to look at me, and you put your 

head through the noose and it begins to lift you into the air until 

you're just below where the clouds would be, a little bit higher 

than the tallest building around, and I can see you hanging 

there, dead. (I'm now realizing that you've had to die for a while 

now and this has always been a suicide fantasy of mine. Other 

ways you could've died include: 

 

  Jumping from a building and stopping 

mid-air so that I could always see that 

as you were falling you had the same 

look on your face that you had when 

you looked at me and I had nothing to 

say. 

 

 



 

  Holding your breath until you died 

alone in your room, but that sounds 

really goofy so I saved that one for 

myself. 

 

  Transforming into somebody else 

completely; forgetting my name and 

everybody else's, becoming a cis 

straight man and going to college.) 

☹ ☹ ☹ 
 

I'm looking at you hanging there in my telescope. I feel selfish 

for trying to covet you. I think about how I might have caused 

your suicide, but I also think that you did it to spite me and to 

make me think that I had caused it. I think about all the times I 

wanted to kill myself but I didn't. 

☹ ☹ ☹ 
 

I'm at Kitana's and she's crying and Sonya is trying to comfort 

her and Sheeva is trying to maintain distance so as not to 



smother her. She's holding onto my arm and weeping. I'm 

thinking about you and wondering what the greatest pop song 

of 2012 has been so far. I think "Somebody that I Used to 

Know" but I sort of feel bad about that decision and think that 

maybe it should be something a bit more "pop" and then I 

remember that song was released in 2011 anyway. I'm allowing 

myself to forget about you, but I'm completely aware that I'm 

allowing myself to forget about you. I'm wondering if I'm 

actually really broken up about this. I'm actually really angry 

and I wish my life was simple right now. I'm thinking about 

starting a Twitter feed, but I don't know anybody that would 

follow me. 

☹ ☹ ☹ 
 

I'm watching Scorpion in my telescope. He's at your house, 

sitting on your couch watching TV with red, teary eyes. I keep 

reading James Baldwin (it must have been Giovanni's Room 

since it's taking me this long to read it) and I wonder about how 

I've never really read any celebratory fiction. Celebratory 

poetry isn't often good. The only thing I really intake that's sort 

of happy or jovial or anything is vlogs. Most of the literature 

that I like is suicidal. I'm thinking about writing something 



happy but I can't think of anything I'm happy about. I think 

about writing something celebrating something but I can't think 

of anything. I put a bra on and read more Baldwin. 

 I'm watching Scorpion wake up in the morning on your 

couch. I'm shifting the telescope over to look at you hanging. 

You're facing me and you have the same look on your face that 

you had when you looked at me and I had nothing to say. I say 

"shut up, you fucker," to myself. I think about one of your 

recurring jokes and giggle. I think about your name. Back to 

Scorpion: He and Kitana are on your couch. More people are 

coming. Sub-Zero is there. I think about how Sub-Zero and I 

never broke up even though we haven't talked in a month and I 

wonder if we're still together. I think about how I coveted you 

like I coveted him and I was so mad that he was there in your 

apartment. I get a call from Kitana who asks me "Are you 

coming?" and I don't know what she's talking about and she 

informs me that your wake is today but I never knew because I 

haven't checked my e-mail in a while. 

 I'm standing next to Sub-Zero talking to other people in 

your apartment. I'm watching you hanging outside the window 

while somebody tells me about Thailand or something. I am 

consciously avoiding the use of the term "yolo" because I know 



it will have a really morbid interpretation in this context. I 

remember those cats from the night before you killed yourself. 

Kitana calls my name and asks me how I've been. She seems to 

think that I've been really affected by your death. Either I 

wonder if I have been, or I pity her for being simple, but either 

way I feel very guilty and try to believe that she knows that I 

haven't talked to anybody in a few days. Sub-Zero tells me that 

we should talk soon and then he leaves. I have a drink in the 

kitchen and then I say goodbye and leave. Kitana puts her hand 

on my arm and says "If you ever need anything, I'm just a 

phone call away." 

☹ ☹ ☹ 
 

I'm waking up. I put on clothes (today I pass as a gay man and 

it makes me feel awful but all of my good clothes are dirty.) I 

go to work and I come back. I sort of recite some of The Amen 

Corner, I make myself dinner, and I go on Tumblr until I fall 

asleep with my laptop next to me. When I wake up earlier than 

usual I look at your house through my telescope and it's empty. 

I look at you through my telescope but you aren't there. For the 

rest of the day I wonder if you're alive and I'm so mad that you 

did all of this just to spite me and get away from me. I feel 



selfish. I learn later that the city had taken you somewhere and 

now Kitana had identified you and Sheeva and Sonya were 

using their parents' money to pay for you to be cremated. 

 I'm walking to Sub-Zero's house. He's trying to be 

romantic but I'm not in the mood at all. The thought of him 

disgusts me. He's thinking about how he used to talk about you 

behind your back to me, but he doesn't mention it. I'm not 

thinking about you. We make out a bit and I feel like setting 

both him and myself on fire afterward. I excuse myself and go 

home. 

☹ ☹ ☹ 
 

Kitana is at my door. She hands me a small urn. She says that 

you would have wanted me to have this. I think that's a 

ridiculous thing to say. She tells me you have been distributed 

amongst your friends. I am aware, for the first time since I've 

met you, that I was one of your only friends. Your name is 

engraved in the urn. I invite her in and tell her about Sub-Zero. 

I'm really glad that she and I are friends. I wish you and I had 

never met. I wish my name was engraved on your urn. I try to 

feel the letters blindly, but the "R" feels weird. I try to 

pronounce "Goro" but I'm drunk and it slurs to "Gomo," then 



"Golo." I feel uncomfortable and horny so I ask Kitana to leave. 

It's very late. I look out my window and the rope is gone. I 

laugh at a joke that somebody had once told me but maybe the 

laughter was artificial because it didn't make me feel any better. 

 I don't know how to end this, but I wrote a poem that 

might be about you but I don't think so (other than the part 

about the person killing themselves): 

   

"when u die u become a blog" 

by shang tsung 

 

if there was a blog 

written by ropes 

in the english language 

accessible by no computer 

 

if there was a blog 

made of chance and smoke 

that could cause cancer 

that could cure glaucoma 

 

if there was a blog 

that hung in the sky 



   that was feeble and fertile 

   and boneless and generous 

 

if there was a blog 

that was another ocean 

and you hadn't killed yourself 

you would have read it and i wouldn't 

have read it 
 

(Sometimes I wonder how much time would have to elapse 

before I could kill myself and my suicide wouldn't be seen in 

relation to your suicide.) 



 

Toni's Fetlife Account 

 

 
Supper Moo asked Toni "Why did you delete your Fetlife 

account?" 

 Toni laughed "Hahahahahahahaha" and then deleted their 

Facebook, Tumblr, Twitter, Gmail, RuneScape, and Book of 

Shadows account. 

 Toni laughed again and drank a big bottle of wine. 

 The wine began to laugh, and so did Toni's chair and all 

of their books and their whole room. 

 "What a good decision! Hahahahahahaha!" Toni 

exclaimed, and all of their room agreed enthusiastically. They 

felt so wonderful about life. They played a new video game and 

beat it in record time. They walked somebody's dog and the dog 

felt wonderful. They played Flash games on the internet and felt 

wonderful about the games. They ate birthday cake and felt a 

little sick but then they felt wonderful. 





 

Oh Wow (Morning) 

 
 

I lay in bed for 30 minutes. I lay in bed for 30 more 

minutes. I cried in bed for 3 minutes. I jumped up and 

punched my bed. I lay myself down in bed. I lay in bed 

for 15 minutes. I took a long time to sit up in bed. I put a 

shirt on. I put leggings on. I sat in bed for 15 minutes. I 

put a pair of shorts on. I put a sweater on. I took a long 

time to get out of bed. I stood in front of my bed for 5 

minutes. I left the room. I took off the shorts and 

leggings. I took off my underwear. I put on a pair of 

underwear. I put on my shorts and leggings. I took a long 

time to walk into the bathroom. I brushed my teeth. I 

peed. I looked at myself in a mirror for 3 minutes. I left 

the bathroom. I looked at myself in a mirror for 5 

minutes. I checked the time. I sat in a chair for 7 minutes. 

I took a long time to get up from the chair. I stood in front 

of the chair. I sat in the chair for 7 minutes. I checked the 

time. I cried in the chair for 5 minutes. I took a long time 



to get up from the chair. I took a long time to walk into 

the bathroom. I sat on the toilet for 15 minutes. I took a 

long time to get up from the toilet. I washed my hands for 

3 minutes. I threw my roommate's brush to the floor and it 

shattered. I picked up the pieces of the broken brush and 

threw them in the trash. I stood for 15 minutes. I paced 

for 10 minutes. I paced for 5 more minutes. I ate 1 bite of 

pad thai. I ate 1 more bite of pad thai. I sat in the chair for 

7 minutes. I kicked a cupboard and it didn't do anything. 

 I cried for 1 hour. I cried for 1 more hour. I cried for 

1 more hour. I cried for 1 more hour. I cried for 1 more 

hour. I cried for 1 more hour. I cried for 1 more hour. I 

cried for 1 more hour. I cried for 1 more hour. I cried for 

1 more hour. I cried for 1 more hour. I cried for 1 more 

hour. I cried for 1 more hour. I cried for 1 more hour. I 

checked the time. I cried for 5 minutes. I took a long time 

to get up from the chair. I stood in front of the chair. I 

paced for 3 minutes. I stood still. I cried for 2 hours. I 

tried to scream. I tried to scream again. I tried to scream 

again.



 

Oh Wow (Bridge) 

 
 

I wanted to shave your head while you were strapped down 

to a coffee table with thick, dirty ropes and I was fucking 

you with a strap-on and whipping your ass and your back 

with a cat-of-nine-tails, and then fuck you with my flesh 

dick after I put a gag in your mouth. I wanted to lick your 

asshole while your feet were tied together stretched up to 

your ears and your hands were tied behind your back. I 

wanted to whip myself in the back with chafing leather and 

then do worse to your torso while we listened to angry 

speeches by people we agree with against the military, the 

prison-industrial complex, imperialism, patriarchy, and 

capitalism. Then I wanted to go to a post-modern nightclub 

on my own dressed in a sort of plastic dress and pick 

someone up and fuck them hard in the bathroom or at their 

place and then text you about it and then talk with you over 

coffee the next morning, and we would go birthday 

shopping for your mom and my shoes would not be 



appropriate for the weather so I would buy myself boots 

and you would hold me as we walked and I texted one of 

my partners, and later I would hijack a plane and fly it 

straight up as far as it could go. I wanted to crash another 

plane into the sky like I did last summer when people first 

started to call me angsty and directionless but then after I 

hijacked the plane and crashed it my YouTube videos 

became famous for about a month, mostly through the 

viewership of people who either liked me ironically or 

hated me and watched my videos just to hate me because 

they thought I was flighty and emotional but they were all 

cis anyway so I don't even care, and anyway now nobody 

even remembers them and I've changed my name, not to 

get away from that publicity or anything but just because I 

thought my old name didn't really suit me since I felt like I 

had changed as a person. I wanted Angela Davis to make 

me kneel on hot coals and not let me get up. I wanted 

Angela Davis to do whatever she wanted with me and for it 

not to feel good or satisfying for me at all because I 

deserve it. I wanted to feel horny whenever you and I 

touched even if we were more likely to stay in one position 

holding each other for hours on end awake but with our 



eyes closed than we were to fuck because there are 

different ways that I can get off and that's one of them just 

because it's you. I wanted to dissociate ten thousand miles 

above the ground and forget what I was doing or where I 

was, and I would float lazily with a bag full of radical 

gender theory publications and alcohol that was bought for 

me by dancers. The generational gap is my least favorite 

thing because it's very hard to describe contemporary 

literature and music scenes. I wanted to move away, and 

you would decide to move with me but not move in with 

me. I wanted to eat you out in my new apartment until I 

starved to death while clawing at any skin of yours I could 

grab, scratching words and pictures and scrapes into 

whatever I could reach but instead I threw myself off of the 

world's tallest bridge because I couldn't do any of that and 

even if I could it wouldn't have mattered and it would all 

just be for myself anyway even if I saved the world it 

would just be for my own satisfaction. I died before hitting 

the ocean below by thinking to myself this is it, there is no 

way you can live through this and that thought stopped my 

heart and my breath. After I hit the water surface I saw two 

large brown fish and a school of small silver fish. I looked 



below and saw a beautifully diverse ecosystem of algae, 

kelp, fish, cetaceans, sponges, mollusks, urchins, sea stars, 

and one sea otter that swam past me to prey on one of the 

urchins. It was stunning and it changed my perspective on 

nature and life for a moment. I resurfaced and drifted to 

shore. Tomorrow I'm going to go back to my shitty house 

with my shitty father and his son, there will be nobody 

around to fuck or go window shopping with, nobody knows 

about all that I've done, and you'll text other people instead 

of me. I hope you aren't made uncomfortable about any of 

my wants or desires but I only hope that for my own well-

being and it doesn't have that much to do with how you 

feel outside of the context of me. I want you to like me 

even though I'll never do any of the things that I want, at 

least now that I am dead, and at least now I have an excuse 

to never make an attempt at actualizing anything. I wish I 

could draw comic books and I would make comic books 

about everything I've ever wanted to do and everything I 

did instead of all of that. Nobody has to do anything, and 

there's nothing objective by which we can measure the 

quality of a person. 
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(I wrote this page myself, I don't know why I used the third 

person point of view. Thank you for reading my stories.) 



 

 


