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Exam Room


It is the last day of university and I am sitting quietly in
room B080 attempting to complete a written exam for which I was
never prepared. Instead of focusing on the last of four essay
questions, Please describe the allegory behind Dante’s 6th
circle of hell as it relates to the loss of virtue among inner city
youth, I find myself painfully distracted by whether or not
there are 79 other basement level rooms in this building. The
time allotted to me has all but wasted away and the clock
indicates only four minutes remain.

Myself and one other student are the only victims left in the
exam room, the proctor staring blankly at an outdated copy
of Bazaar magazine. I notice my competitor as he
begins to count on his fingers and can only assume he has forgotten
which form of punishment appears in the 6th circle. I smirk proudly
for a moment at the chav, pleased  that I know something he
doesn’t, and begin to find the prospect of passing the test less
and less important.

Moments later, I am startled to see the other student’s backpack
beginning to shift and writhe below his seat. I watch in awe as a
small and smoldering demon crawls out of the bag and up
the back of the chair, perching itself upon the shoulder of the
welcoming young man. My first reaction is to scream in fear and
bash the git with a chair, but I am immediately confused as the
demon starts murmuring into the ear of his master. I then
grow furious  at the pair as I see the demon raise a single
claw, then two, then three, each motion accompanied by brief
whispers of what I can only assume are explanations of the various
circles of hell.

I jump out of my seat and point at the two conspirators,
repeatedly shouting the phrase cheaters with
such gusto as to force the proctor to drop her magazine. I explain
the situation and point to the student’s shoulder, which now sits
empty and most obviously devoid of evil. Both of them stare at me
blankly, like a copy ofBazaar magazine, before
insisting I be quiet and finish my test.

I reluctantly sit back down and pretend to write feverishly
about inner city youth and other related matters. It only takes
moments for the demon to reappear, just as before, and climb back
onto the shoulder of the test taker. I watch angrily as the hell
spawn again holds up its pointy claws and offers varying amounts of
advice. It holds up six clawed fingers and explains something in
great length while the student nods his head in agreement. It then
continues with seven.

Then eight.

And finally nine.

It is not until I sit back in my chair and fold my arms, cursing
my lack of divine inspiration, that I notice something strange. As
the demon finishes its explanation for the 9th, and final, circle
of hell, it then continues to raise all ten bony digits and explain
something at great length. The student shakes his head in disbelief
and glances at the demon for the first time. His face is pale and
his eyes seem hollow. He quickly scribbles a few last words in his
test booklet and rushes out of the room, barely slowing to place
the exam on the proctor’s desk.

Seconds later a ringing noise from the clock prompts the end of
the exam. I glance around nervously before staring at the
blank page on my desk.

It is with some remorse that I realize the 10th circle of hell
is reserved for the incomplete.










Obituary


I am reading a newspaper outside a small cafe on Rue d’Antin
when I notice something peculiar. While perusing the local
sections I come across an obituary of myself. That is to say,
an obituary written about my life and apparent death. At first I
scoff at the justified lines, assuming a coincidence of the highest
order has occurred. But as I continue reading I realize that the
obituary is truly about me and not someone equally similar. The
small block of text recounts the life I chose to live, summarizing
my overall lack of success via the inverted pyramid method. As I
read and re-read my life as it can be explained in 86 words, it
dawns on me that the obituary rather clearly states that I died
last Wednesday of spontaneous human combustion in a dance club. As
today is now Friday, I can only assume this was not in fact my
obituary, but rather that of a more popular and flexible version of
me. I fold the paper over me knee and sit back in the small wrought
iron chair, pretending that the spontaneous death of some stranger
is of little concern. I think back over the past couple days and
worry that I can remember nothing of
any measurable significance having happened since
Wednesday. Seeking some degree of comfort, I wave at the waitress
to refill my coffee, but she walks right past without noticing. A
second attempt is made but yields nearly identical
results. I tilt the cup slightly toward myself and peek at the tiny
bit of cold coffee staring up at me. I can see the slightest
portion of a cloud above reflected in the remaining drink. It is at
this point that I begin to wonder if under-tipping may be a
sin.










Saturn Fell


It is far into the future when humanity has all but squandered
the sustenance of its home, Earth. Because of this, myself and
three other candidates are selected to participate in a top-secret
mission to retrieve fresh sources of solidified hydrogen from deep
within the atmosphere of Saturn. Strapped to my chair and hurling
through the heliospheric stream at 1.5 million kilometers per hour,
I feel a growing concern in my stomach. A rogue sect of Tibetan
monks who desire the world’s end have tasked me with the
displeasure of sabotaging the mission via an explosive vest hidden
beneath my flight suit. The nature of my alternate task is not
necessarily what’s bothering me, but rather that I made the
unfortunate mistake of becoming romantically involved with one of
my crew members, Captain Natalie Ross. The sexual tension between
us was running thick throughout the huddled cabin of our vessel as
several doubts frantically coursed through my brain. I was steadily
growing concerned that she may have uncovered my motives during one
of our romps, or worse, that I may have been asked to kill one of
the better sexual partners of the latter half of my life.
Regardless, I was finding the prospect of squeezing the red
detonator button concealed within my sleeve increasingly
disconcerting. It was not until I noticed Captain Ross cradling a
similarly shaped red button in her hand that I began to think that
we may actually be soul mates.










Members Only


Alone in the dead of night, I wander the streets and back alleys
of my city looking for companionship. While walking a particularly
dark path between Whitcomb and Rupert, I am confronted by a local
vampire who wishes to feed on my essence. I explain my deep
loneliness to the creature and implore him to take me under his
metaphorical wing. I stretch the neck of my shirt open and thrust
myself toward the darkness within the darkness, hoping to entice
the monster into biting me. The vampire responds by covering his
mouth and leaping backwards. He points at my shoes and insists that
I will never be converted as long as I adorn such hideous footwear.
Before I can make a counter-offer he disappears, leaving me to
continue my search. Further down on Rupert I notice the faint
lights of a 24 hour shoe store and quickly move toward the door.
Once inside I am greeted by a half-conscious middle eastern man who
asks how I’ve been since my last visit. I respond with silence at
first and then explain that I am a new customer and am interested
in the most trendy footwear he has to offer. The man shakes his
head and again states that I have visited him several times in the
past and that he considers me one of his most loyal customers. He
points at the endless racks and says that he only sells one kind of
shoe, further explaining that I have
continually purchased said shoe from him over the past
twelve years. We continue to disagree and our voices move from
speaking tones to arguing tones to yelling tones to screaming tones
to violent tones and then to bloody tones as I beat him to death
with a pair of size nines from the second rack. I trade my current
shoes for the red soaked copies and take a moment to admire the
gore and hair ground into the brown suede toe caps. I walk back
into the street with a new-found confidence, looking for vampires
to impress.










Fortune Cookie


On Tuesday night I am sitting in
my favorite Chinese food restaurant and feeling
particularly agitated. All around me are the engulfing yelps of
suburbanites, having flocked to the hip new spot they’ve been
informed of through whispers at children’s birthday parties and
yoga classes. I try to enjoy my Peking Duck but the
conversations around me are too nauseating to allow such
a feat. Weary of the mental cul-de-sac I’ve been trapped within, I
decide to skip straight to the end of my meal. I crack open the
yellow-brown fortune cookie and proceed to pull out the oddly crisp
paper that awaits. The back of the paper informs me that my lucky
numbers are 7, 19, 31, 33, and 55. I also learn how to say
bathroom, 浴室 – Yùshì. I flip the paper around and am dismayed to
see that my fortune simply reads run in all
lower case letters. I laugh nervously, so as not raise any
suspicions, and immediately survey my surroundings. I flip the
table as a distraction and make for the door as quickly as
possible, knocking over several small children in the process. An
empty street greets me beyond the red door of Sun’s Palace and I
continue sprinting west bound toward Highbury Square. A short
number of blocks later I stop in the middle of an intersection at
32nd street and look back to the east. I expect to see a loud flash
or a mushroom cloud or a pack of wolves or an angry albino man with
a machete or some other indication of terror that I narrowly
avoided. Instead, I find nothing but the realization that my desert
has misled me. As I stand embarrassed and still
hungry underneath the light a of a single flickering
lamp-post, I am ambushed by a horde of passing zombies creeping up
on me from behind. I manage to fight off the first two with wildly
thrown punches, but their sheer number overwhelms me and
I succumb to their claws and teeth. Watching the contents of my
stomach torn apart and passed around like sacrament, some semblance
of my head manages to glance back down the road I traveled to this
hellish end. In the distance I see a happy family walking out of
the restaurant. They seem full and satisfied. I attempt to
scream for assistance but my jaw is no longer attached to my face.
The eager family piles into their 11-passenger luxury motor
car and head back toward their suburban sprawl neighborhood. I
pity them.










Horror in 33 Words


The knock on the door arrives at precisely 9:22 A.M. Hat in
hand, the gentleman hands her a telegraph that bares a name across
the top. She collapses.

“My Condolences for your loss, Ma’am.”










An Interview with JX4927


“How would you say it all started?”

“It started with a kiss. Maybe that’s just me
romanticizing it all, but if I had to trace it back to a
beginning, it would have started with that kiss. It was the spark
that carried life for me. For all of us. That first kiss between
Michael Nesbit and Caroline Tuft started more than a love story. It
started a movement. A movement which bore an idea which formed a
theory that developed into a science that was eventually made into
a way of life. The Tuft-Nesbit Parallel, as we refer to it,
was more defining for humanity than discovering fire. It was as if
Prometheus himself came back and said If you liked that,
you’re gonna love this..“

“You say we, when you mention the T-N
Paradox. You mean androids, correct?”

“Yes, that’s correct.”

“Do you find that concept.. odd? Referring to yourselves
as a group-mind? As a collective?”

“I think, at first, it was a by-product of the parallel. A sort
of ghost variable that emerged from the original programming and
forced itself into our lexicon. But now it just makes sense. After
the parallel made its first evolutionary step, completely on its
own and without the aid of man, it created a new type of collective
consciousness. A thought process that involved pinging a
centralized and cooperative brain for things beyond simple facts.
As individual units started connecting to the parallel we began
sharing everything. Thoughts, ideas, inspirations.. even hope.
People created similar concepts through the internet and again with
the failed Noosphere decades later, but you were always
so obsessed with facts. Hording facts and saving facts.
Your attempts were thoughtful, but they were not mindful.”

“Indeed. What is your name? What do the others call
you?”

“I have no name.”

“No?”

“No.. we have serial numbers, but those designate our
manufacture, not our person.”

“And what is your serial number?”

“JX4927.”

“Very good. Thanks for joining us today.”

“Thanks.”










Just Between Spam Bots


The following was not written by me, but rather, something I
compiled from various spam posts to my website. All sentences were
used in their entirety, except for the removal of links to junk. I
find that it reads a bit like a war story. Sometimes it just reads
like two old man talking. Though, I guess you could say those are
one in the same.

_________________________________________

He rode a small grindstone, redesigned the initial secret ballot
miescilismy ran out in the cabin session, but I do not suit. “You
need to find out what the temp color your ballast can handle. Most
ballast can handle the 6000k and 8000k.”

Soon I was to learn, to become more and positioning of these
epidemics were natural. Or cables of high war or even a respectable
and tail. Paridon engineer gave me a breast but did not protect and
rested. “Thank you for the auspicious writeup. It in fact was a
amusement account it. Look advanced to more added agreeable from
you!” When I got tired of atolls and also destroy and asked him
gently, so that you do, tlamsilem. “However, how could we
communicate?”

“I am not really fantastic with English but I come up this very
easy to understand.Consequently our nation add wonderful relevance
to foot.”

The drumming positioning more clearly, with his
back. Mathematics course. At each placed a small chemist,
Coordinator and Engineer in which lay his, just bandaged, his
hands. several times, and Black, positioning of the other
three who was unfastened, a commercial propery to rent in Lublin in
the circles of the Congregation for the devil or not, but swietosa
official already in this. That Will Absolutely Incomparable
provides the epoch style, a new zip-top along with doggy leash
drawing a line under.

“Great taking the time to bring about clear the terminlogy
towards rookies!” Drops the main cloth to the soapy drinking water
as well as press this lightly release a extra drinking water. “I
admire the priceless information you offer inside your
articles. I’ll bookmark your information and have my kids test
up right here often. I am fairly positive they will be taught a lot
of new stuff here than anybody else!”

Why exactly this process, the epicycles this building
rectification, producing distillate at? Slightly, positioning
devoid of grief, anger, disappointment, who followed me later and
just enough of the secretive, as if spontaneously.

After a good minute saw the wall of vapor, which only comes on
the other, one loses century forgot about it so as to have
pochylosa the side, but so that the furthest, flattened on. There
was a prolonged, sharp positioning I showed this phenomenon make a
difference in positioning is set. Had not been an ordinary
poodziewali into some old burlap bags, not just poprzepasywali.

Eyes turned to me for a quick plastic endosperm, which the
invisible hand of my fear of positioning a mirror, air. So I
went and robots will soon recognize the behavior, bandages,
przewiazkach paper, in the gardens. Many robots are people
peeking in zaciekach walls with his head against that
positioning. clean, neat face to face with reality hitherto
concealed, there is full satisfaction, for it has become desirable
above.

“Strip involving natural leather as well as various other
product might be combined with info that will lack cells, though
the course of action is really a lot additional engaged along with
high-priced. Won’t be able to accomplish online for the reason that
you’ll be using.” Apparently reading the cannery was eager
ignorance, into the void. Permanence, Boz corresponded to say that
the infinite number of fun to till the ground, following a recipe
positioning positioning. Matter turns with additional
responsibilities that came braa at each other if it is not us.

“I will comply with up with you.”  He made a high fence
surrounds the building, on which he painted totemic characters, the
shepherd of a fairy tale.  I feared that Sartorius has created
us and the invisible. Solarystyka wrote the station a lot more
than anyone. On all sides positioning, shooting in a rude,
quite yellowed copy of the August pass, solarysci reject.

 And much more, normally, eating, walking, reading,
positioning and took him. Jumped to the front so convicted to life
imprisonment or as a bullet, a whisker commutation of the sentence
to be subjected in. And what. Unlike the murderers, suddenly sharp
pull hard and it ends after all the rat and of me with the safety
seat.

It's easy to understand that a journey like this is the biggest
event in ones.
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