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  WHAT PEOPLE ARE SAYING ABOUT WHAT PRECISION, SUCH RESTRAINT

  “Phil Jourdan writes a wildly punch-drunk, floor-scraping combination of bliss and damnation.”

  Andrez Bergen, author of Tobacco Stained Mountain Goat and One Hundred Years of Vicissitude

  “Phil Jourdan’s prose is the ****-punch the literary community has been waiting for.”

  Nik Korpon, author of By the Nails of the Warpriest and Stay God

  “Jourdan just might be the literary Second Coming.”

  Craig Wallwork, author of Quintessence of Dust and The Sound of Loneliness

  “Phil Jourdan is the next Stephenie Meyer.”

  Christopher Dwyer, author of When October Falls

  “Like visiting someone in the psych ward and realizing you belong there, too. Jourdan is the reality check we all need.”

  AB Riddle, author of The Atheist’s Prayer

  “Phil Jourdan renders The Bible obsolete.”

  Caleb Ross, author of I Didn’t Mean to Be Kevin and Charactered Pieces

  “Best of luck placing your work elsewhere.”
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  And if any words could translate that permanent and lucid intoxi- cation better than others, perhaps they would be ‘passionate indif- ference’...

  — Teilhard de Chardin


  Author ’s Note

  Randomly generated numbers, spam messages rearranged into haiku form, shamelessly pleasurable acts of auto-erotic plagiarism, bad writing presented in the more sophisticated if still unpalatable guise of literary experimentation, occasional references to psychoanalysis (the most unsavory, the least Proper of Sciences), retellings of Biblical stories, and a Wordsworthian inability to justify “‘Tis three feet long, and two feet wide” — dare a man proceed without a hat?

  Plagiarisms include unattributed glimpses into the stiltedness of all dialogue in Ernest Raymond’s negligible Tell England (1922), incessant and frankly unhelpful excerpts from Hannah More’s Stories for the Young (from like the 1800s or something, definitely out of copyright, unless the famously terrible Hannah More has been secretly mummified by nefarious Egyptians and prophesied to return before the Long Boring Day of the Egg Collectors — unlikely, given the protection we are afforded by the lizard-king Illuminati in exchange for our freedom and sense of decorum in most but not all public swimming pools), and a pointless but actually rather terrifying and worthwhile excerpt from the gloriously outdated and fascistic book “written so as to give enlightenment to those entering into wedlock so their married life will be one of happiness and pleasure,” Sex Advice to Women (1917 by R. B. Armitage, M.D.)

  This book is non-refundable, in a general, Confucian, rather pessimistic sense. Time, yours and mine, is its own transaction. We have placed the Gold Standard of Ages into the Great Shredder of Nonexistence by mistaking what is worthwhile for what is consumable, and all years are just empty debt now. That is the meaning of “time is money” in certain circles.


  A SPLINTER IN YOUR YOUTH

  (This story exhibits an accurate picture of that part of the country where the author then resided; and where, by her benevolent zeal, a great reformation was effected among the poor inhabitants of at least twenty parishes, within a circle of thirty miles.)

  In a moment he will lose and reinterpret for years, he is jolted, thrown or yanked or shredded into existence. The heaving of his desperate mother stops. What they call sensations overwhelm him. The mess of colors, sounds, grossnesses globular and steaming. They watch him relieved from the bed, professional from the monitors, terrifying from the door where his father enters to see the holy Jesus is that my son.

  The family dog destroys a toy. The uncle, who is not an uncle but his father ’s friend but simplified into an uncle, buys him a more expensive toy.

  What he would like for Christmas is the thing he receives, and Christmas turns very dull. Snow for the first time in five years, a slight grazing of condensation you can wipe off the windows while the house is quiet except for the music your father plays and your mother also seems to like jazz.

  He has an ear infection, but it goes, and the family dog.

  School is many years of insufficient schooling. Life teaches too. According to his uncle. Who runs his own business and speaks differently to each parent.

  Could pay more attention during team projects, could contribute more to class discussions, otherwise very polite and well-behaved.

  Disciplinary action even though it wasn’t even his fault but you can’t just treat us both the same when he was the one who hit me first. It’s not fair. His parents agree. His mother says it’s ridiculous. His father, who has turned to mumbling for most of his conversation, doesn’t mumble when he looks at his son’s bruise and carefully alerts him to the reality of school bullies — they will always be there. Maybe we should no no let him fend for himself a little we can’t just toughen him up like that yes I know but let’s wait and not be hysterical. On the other hand he does get a present he wasn’t expecting. To cheer him up. He waits before opening it, thoughtful.

  The drug discussion is very brief. He doesn’t need to be told, he’s not doing drugs anyway, trust him. They do. He ends up smoking a single joint in a church graveyard about an hour before school begins. The school day unwinds like tightening coil around the neck of.

  Incidentally, the bully has changed schools, which means no more moments of enforced discipline. His grades drop by one percent and the miracle is the weird consistency.

  Whatever that was, it was basically sex.

  He witnesses his father cooking a steak with: Himalayan salt, chopped onion, just the tiniest, tiniest bit of olive oil until we can get those pans that don’t stick and then we can get rid of oil for these kinds of things. The secret to a good steak is don‘t ever settle for well-done. A steak well-done is a steak poorly done. A good well-done steak is rare. A rare steak is common but a common mistake is not leaving the steak stay rare enough. Further puns. A good rare steak is rarer than gold. Your grandfather used to have gold flakes dropped into his beer on his birthday, and the only thing he wanted was for his friends to chip in to buy the gold flakes and he’d drink that single pint of beer and for the rest of the year he drank nothing only water. You would have liked your grandfather, he was good. I think I cooked this side too much. Flip over like this, let it flip over with the momentum of the pan like… damn it. And that is why your mother does the cooking. And that is why we should call her and maybe you can ask her in your sweetest voice if she could come home on Friday instead of Saturday. I know you’re not a child but you’re her child. If I use my sweetest voice, well. I’ll just be a silly person.

  He finds an ember of passion for religion. It burns out and nothing caught fire. Pornography is disgusting. He wakes up filmy with the sweat of guilt. For three months he accidentally ambles toward the same brilliant observation: he wasn’t crushed by guilt before the ember of passion for religion. Everything has burned without notice.

  Indignation politics time blurs a new war a car accident everyone survives but what a shock. From his hospital bed he sees a nurse spit into a cup.

  What bad luck but at least he can say he’s had pneumonia now. Someone he meets at a party hilariously calls everyone’s attention to how carefully this guy says things like how carefully he pronounces each syllable, ha.

  His parents are still married?

  For exactly one year he transforms into a woman. Nobody notices because he hasn’t told anyone. She takes advantage of the secrecy and observes. She takes advantage of herself. She takes advantage of her blessings. She takes advantage of her talents, which include the following. She takes advantage of a wonderful opportunity. She is not, really, anything. He takes advantage of himself. He takes advantage of being a woman. He takes advantage of his blessings.

  His marriage is predicted by the friend of a local drunkard. Perhaps.

  Too late to begin keeping notes.


  THAT LOMBARDI THING

  (An allegory showing how robbers without can never get into a house unless there are traitors within.)

  Look, you want the world to conform to your vision, you have to sever some limbs to get there. I’m not a sociopath. I know how this stuff works. Man, I’ve been doing this for longer than you think. I’m older than you think. You see wrinkles on my face and you assume I’m old, but the truth is I’m older than the wrinkles tell you. And I’m wiser than people give me credit for. Listen to me — you want change, you have to break some bones and screw people over. That’s how it works. That’s it. I’ve distilled my wisdom and that’s what you get.

  Me, I work five hours a day. More than that, and I collapse. I tell you, I’m old, but I’m not just old, I’m a lazy fucker too. My lifestyle, I can’t change it anymore. For decades now I’ve been helping guys like you find influence, or power, or whatever you want to call it. Five hours a day, five days a week, I’m in this shitty basement making kids like you into rock stars, terrorists, whatever. Then I sit back and I snort myself some powder or other and I forget all about you. No offense. I just don’t care anymore.

  So your girlfriend left you and you want to get her back? Or you’re looking for a bunch of punks to boss around for a few months, be a gang leader sort of thing? I can get you that. I can get you anything you want. It’s going to cost you, but you’ll see that, in the end, it’ll have been worth it. But let me tell you what I don’t do. One: I am not — I repeat, I’m not — leaving this basement. Whatever materials I need to make your dream come true, it’s up to you to get it for me. I live in this house and I will die in this house, and too many motherfuckers are trying to kill me already. I won’t risk leaving the house. Hell, I almost never leave the God damned basement. So that’s rule number one. Number two is, you pay me first, and you pay me in full, and there are no refunds. I am a professional. I don’t fuck up. If you fuck up, that’s your damned problem, and I don’t care. So if you ask me, for example, to help you stage a coup on some little island in the Pacific, I will help you plan the thing. But if it goes wrong, it’s not my fault. You fucked up.

  Yeah, I know you’re in a hurry. You’re in hurry because you’re a kid. Chill the hell out. I don’t know what you’re after and right now that doesn’t matter. I want to lay the rules down before we talk business, okay? Okay? Okay. So, rule number three. It is a bad, bad idea to fuck around with language. I know it’s all the rage right now, but you don’t want to do it. Trust me. I get some intellectual type guy come in here every few weeks, always a different one, and he’s all about the relationship between language and reality. Always the same story. Guy wants me to help him overcome the barrier between the linguistically structured universe and the universe as it really is. Well, I am telling you now. You don’t want to mess with that stuff. You won’t like what you find. See, I can tell from the sulky face you’re making that you’re one of those intellectual types. You probably heard about the Lombardi thing, and you want to know how you can replicate that. Jesus. Sit down, all right? Let me explain something to you.

  The Lombardi thing was a fucking disaster. You don’t know what happened, no matter how correct you think your information is. Lombardi was my client, and I know what happened. You want to know? You curious? Okay. I’ll tell you. But you’ll be disappointed. I’m told people think the Lombardi experiment worked. It didn’t. People think Lombardi has crossed the divide between language and the real. He hasn’t, or not in the way you think. No sir. There isn’t a ferry between the two realms. You know that, right? It’s not like I can give you a pill that you take whenever you want to escape the clutches of language.

  Lombardi comes to me one day, before I know anything about him, and asks me if I can help hack into his brain. That’s how the guy puts it, too — hack into his brain. He’s dead serious, of course. He doesn’t want me to operate on his head. That’s outside my expertise. No, he wants a shortcut. Wants me to help him with this project he’s working on. Asks me, “You know anything about Freudhacking?” And me, “What the fuck is Freudhacking? I know Freud. I know hacking. What the fuck is Freudhacking?” And him, “Freudhacking is when you reverse the positions of your conscious and unconscious minds. Like, you flip a switch and the lights go on and off, the same way like that, you bring your unconscious to the foreground and it becomes your conscious, and vice-versa.” Well that sounds like horseshit to me, and I tell him, and he’s all, “Nah, it works. I know it works. I just don’t know how to do it, and the guy who told me about it, he’s in jail for dealing.” So okay. I make a living doing all sorts of crazy stuff. That’s what you pay me for, fine. So what am I meant to do? Read up on this Freudhacking crap? Course, Lombardi just expects me to hand him the answer on a fucking silver platter, and that doesn’t happen, ever. I’m here to facilitate, not to work out the mysteries of life while you’re jerking off in the waiting room.

  Now, this Lombardi character, he’s rich. I mean good family. Shady family, I hear, but rich family. And I like making money. Everyone does. And this Lombardi offers me an outrageous sum, we’re taking six digits and not just a couple million either. It’s more money than I make in six months. You’re thinking, why doesn’t this idiot just retire, if he’s making so much? Well, that’s none of your business, and anyway, I like my job. Keeps the demons away. So I start doing some research. Freud, he was a freak, but he was a freaking genius. I mean serious brains on that guy. But the more I read, the more I think this Lombardi is misreading Freud, if he’s reading him at all. I’ve got to work out all these little important details: is the unconscious a structurally necessary part of the mind? Is it there from the start? Is it something you can get rid of? What’s in the fucking unconscious, you know? Fantasies about your mother? But the more I’m reading, the more I’m impressed. Freud revises his theories all the time. Whatever works, he keeps. Whatever doesn’t, he trashes. Like a good little scientist, and I’m not used to hearing him being called a scientist.

  In the end I realize that Freudhacking doesn’t have that much to do with Freud at all. They call it Freudhacking because it sounds cool, and because it involves the unconscious and all that shit, but the Freudhacker ’s conception of the unconscious isn’t really Freudian. So I drop my Freud reading and I go through as much underground literature as I can find about the idea of Freudhacking. The bottom line is, Freudhackers think you can bring all the sensory input, all the stuff you aren’t aware of when you’re walking down the street but your body is still registering, and all the stuff you have in your memory but aren’t thinking about at this very moment, to the front of your consciousness, and as a result all the stuff you’ve been thinking about gets pushed back. You’re nodding your head, so I guess you’ve heard about this. Well, forget it. Freudhacking is no game. The reason this Lombardi wanted to do it was, well, he had artistic motivations. He wanted to let everything he wasn’t directly conscious of to permeate his awareness, so that he could try writing a book under that condition. Basically, he’s looking for psychoanalytical opium. Fine, I get it. Guy doesn’t feel inspired, or thinks everything’s already been done — except this one thing, this idea of writing from the unconscious directly, letting all the sensations pour onto the page. Cool enough, as an idea. But the question on my mind is, is it worth the risk?

  For one thing, Freudhacking is difficult even on a lucky day. Think about it. You’re bringing everything that’s incommunicable to light. You’re leaving behind the things you can express with words, and opening the floodgates for a whole flood of intensely personal shit, all the things that give you substance as a human being — and all that just to write a damned book? But Lombardi’s the customer and I like my money, so I voice my concerns, he dismisses them, and I leave it at that. Far as I’m concerned, my hands are clean.

  Now, it’s not that I don’t want to bore you with details, because details are my specialty — but I’m not going to tell you how Freudhacking works in any great detail. Truth is, I don’t know you, and I think if I tell you how to do it, you’ll try it out yourself, unsupervised. And that’s a bad idea. But you know the basics. You’re placed into the nearest state of death before death — in other words, you’re placed into a coma. Not quite brain-dead but definitely not conscious in any way whatsoever. This has to be done carefully, of course, and since the practice is, uh, about as illegal as anything else I do, I’d advise against trying even that. But why would you want to, I guess…

  Next, I bring you back to life, metaphorically talking. That involves all kinds of medical shit I’m not comfortable with, which is another reason why I don’t like doing this. You know what? I’m telling you too much already. The point is, I do certain things while you’re knocked out and when I bring you back to consciousness, if you want to call it consciousness, you’re completely loopy. You freak out for about a week, a whole week of freaking out and screaming and trying to deal with all the shit you’ve been burying deep inside you all these years. Everyone’s got demons. Problem is, yours are out of the box now. You spend days screaming insults at your dad while you jerk off thinking about your cousin, and so forth. Nasty things happen to you. They call this transference, but it’s not a Freudian term, the way they use it. It just means you’re transferring all your internal bullshit into the outside world. Your desires are out in the open, and the freaky thing is, you can verbalize them — you can say out loud, to whoever will listen, that you’re harboring homo fantasies or whatever. It’s all been pulled out of you. You know how once you admit something out loud, it doesn’t bother you that much, it loses its edge? Yep. After you’ve calmed down, which, as I say, takes about a week on average, then you start to live a normal life again, except you’re able to make peace with your darkness. Sounds constructive, maybe, right? Well, it isn’t. Because, as all the Freudhackers will tell you, once your darkness is on the outside, you start forming a new darkness inside you. You need that unconscious, kid. It will never go away, and in fact it’s only going to fill you up with even more bullshit than before.

  Now. I read all of this in the Freudhacking literature, and I tell Lombardi what I’ve found. And his answer, straight away, as though he’d been expecting me to say that stuff all along, is: “If the problem is that, through verbalization of my desires, the unconscious loses its power, maybe I need to find a way to remove language from the equation altogether, right?” And me, “How are you fixing to write a book without language?” And him, “I don’t care about the book anymore. I want to escape the world of language. If Freudhacking won’t help me, then we have to find something else.” And I ask him, “What’s language ever done to you that you hate it so much?” And here I am, prepared to hear all his pretentious philosophical shit, but instead he says, “Words hurt. Words limit the way we see the world. I don’t want to be able to tell the difference between a table and a chair. I don’t want to have the ability to separate one face from another. I want to experience the world as it is when you’re a baby, when nobody’s placed you in linguistic chains. I have nothing to live for, but I do have this desire. This desperate longing for a life without words.”
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