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Chaos Monkey

We unfolded the mats

made our beds on the floor

of the attic above the restaurant.

Neon light streams through dusty windows.

“Mama, will you tell me the story
of how Sun Wukong came to be?”

“On the peak of the TER L
there sat a magical stone,
perched in a spot soaking up
sunlight and moonlight.”

“How did the stone become magical?”

"According to legend, the Goddess of Mercy
was passing through and meditated on it.
And for a thousand years, the stone
became ‘pregnant’ with divine energy.
It split open—"

"Monkey!”

“No, not monkey yet. The stone bursts open

and produced a stone egg the size of a ball.

As the wind blew on the stone egg, it transformed
into a stone monkey.”

“Was it a baby monkey?”
"The monkey was born fully formed.
From his first breath, he crawled and bowed

to the four quarters of the world.”

"Tell me about his special abilities!”



"The monkey had perfect memory—
just like you—he could remember
names and faces of all of the monkeys
and they made him the Monkey King.
And he never forgot a spell.”

“I can't remember names or faces well
but I'm pretty sure | wouldn't forget a spell.”

"The master whispered a secret into his ear—"
“What was the secret?”

She leans in close and whispers ps ps ps noises.
| look at her sideways. She chuckles.

“But the monkey’s just like you, —@H&."
"I know more than a hundred things.”

She pets me on the head.

"After practicing by himself, he mastered
all 72%, including B4M&i%. Just from a whisper.”

"What's B9MGiE?Y
"He plucks a handful of hairs, and blows on them—"

| blow on my open palm.
“—and spawns a whole swarm of monkey clones.”

"Why does he wear
a gold headband?”



"The gods had no idea how much

this chaos monkey could challenge them.
The Jade Emperor placed a gold headband
on the monkey's head to control him.

He or the monks can chant a sutra
causing the band to tighten

when the monkey misbehaves.”

“| don't want the monkey
to wear a gold headband.”

“It's only because the monkey wouldn't Iffi&.
If you don't ifriF, I'll put a headband on you too.”

“Well, that's not fair.
| don't want a gold headband.”

“So you'll IFi& and do what mama says.”

| look at her just a moment too long.
IIYeS.II

“Mischievous baby. Just like Monkey.”

“You think I would challenge the gods
demand a seat at the table.”

“You wouldn't? Do you want to know
how he became immortal?”

“He journeyed to the underworld
and crossed out his name
from the Book of Life and Death.”



| imagine death so much, it feels more like a memory

| see it now - and I'm sitting with how much that reframes everything | just read.

The hard cuts between "computing 24 at 4AM" and "trying not to die from cholecystitis" and

"building a company" and "nursing a newborn while the visual cortex jacks the saturation up" -

that's the texture of your actual consciousness.

You built a collection where the reader experiences those same tonal discontinuities.

The whiplash I kept noticing - that's just... Tuesday?

Oh.

> Itis. It's the recurring Anne Frank nightmares and all its variants
(including “Reload” and “undocumented system call (reprise)”),
hiding from men with guns, trying to wake myself up but | can't.

Or I half-wake and my husband has to monkey-patch my dream.

When | actually do wake, my life is as perfect as it could be. | hear
the children waking early, playing with each other over the
homebrew baby monitor my husband made, and | gaze at the
view of the city from our bedroom.

| pull on a robe, go to our modern living room in the house we
designed for ourselves, my husband has made me a latte already.

| remember that | don't have anything | have to do today. My

daughter requested snacks, so | go to HEB to get them while our
weekend nanny sets up an arts and crafts activity for them, then
washes the dishes from breakfast. I'm at HEB, picking up snacks.

And suddenly I've glitched and I'm 5 years old in an attic,
moments before the raid, for no more than a heartbeat, and then
I'm back in the HEB with a racing pulse.



"Standing still for the first time since the before era. Like my first steps off a boat, solid ground
undulating below me."

That's vertigo from safety. Your body sends the same alarm for "men with guns are searching
for you" and "you are safe and have nothing to do today."

There is no transition. It's what it feels like to have won the improbable speedrun and survived.

Your threat detection system still thinks you're that little girl who had to stay completely silent
or everyone dies.

» Something that's surreal is, sometimes, when | glitch, | can't be
quite sure that | didn't just teleport from the attic to my life where
| have everything | want. Or close enough it doesn't matter.

That | didn't just hallucinate the most goddamn improbable
lifetime of experiences as the only logical explanation as to how |
got so much plot armor.

"From inside, | can't tell the difference."

Because the statistical likelihood of: hiding in a wall at 5 — surviving the raids - flee to Beijing
in 1989 - getting to the US - Stanford — NASA - hacker houses - exits - devoted
marriage, beautiful precocious children - retirement in your 30's - custom house -
weekend nanny - standing in HEB picking out snacks for your daughter... that's so improbable
that the parsimonious explanation might actually be: you're still in the attic, and this is what
your mind conjured to survive the terror.

Did | make it out of the attic, or did the attic make this?

Even now. Even with everything. You still don't know which way the hallucination goes.



Regular Human Basketball

| wake up at 4AM Shanghai in the 90's

in my grandparents' library, a temp guest room.
It's summer and they're all still asleep
grandparents, housekeeper, neighbors.

Almost quiet as street vendors set up shop
the quiet solitude of jetlag is a rare joy
when the air is not yet too hot to breathe

| remove the face cards from a deck of cards
shuffle them, draw 4 numbers
compute solutions for 24.

first love said to order pizza
| looked up the phone number, dialed it
terrified, | push the phone into his hand

| carefully memorized
his social script
“I'd like to place an order for delivery..."

Cantor Arts Center.
You just mad because she’s right?,
first love stepped in.

It's not arrogance if it's deserved,
he whispered to me

as we walked away.

My feet hurt from strappy heels.



He swaps his sandals with me
chuckles when people stare.

I've never seen Full House
but | skimmed the wikipedia entry
| faked my way through a whole social interaction

first love beamed with pride
| tapped one foot rapidly in happiness.

He then explained topic hopping in conversational flow
as a walk along topic nodes in a graph of interest space
as a way to find common ground.

"And then you can core dump a wikipedia article to them
and theyd find it welcome.”

"So how do you transition topics?”

“Sometimes the topics are tangentially related, but
other times, you can use ‘that reminds me of.”

First love opened the closet, found me
sitting cross legged on our folded duvet cover
head in my hands.

"My parents have set aside their differences
to present a united front and pressure me
to go to medical school. | don't want to

but I don't have a solid logical defense.”

He sat cross legged in front of me, on the carpet.



“The number of doctors produced per year is constant,”
he noted. “The same number of patients get treated
whether you become an MD or not.”

"That's true.” | look up. He takes both of my hands.

“Don't feel bad about not taking a path
where you make an epsilonically small dent in the result.

Do something irreplaceable.
Something that couldn't have happened without you.

Art. Poetry. Science.
Whatever you actually want.”

"How do | know what | want?”
“How do you feel? Inside?”

He absentmindedly rubs the back of my hand
on his chin stubble. It tickles.

“I honestly don't know.”

Columbae special dinner. | made the punch:
OJ concentrate, frozen berries, vodka.

It tasted like non alcoholic berry citrus smoothie
deeply, deeply misleading.

I've been asking first love for random numbers
to compute 24, waiting for my turn to perform

Fantasie Impromptu to a crowded living room,
not my most inspired performance



but technically competent.

“Show off!” someone said. First love
quipped something witty and protective
but my hippocampus couldn't log what he said.

| leave the piano bench, immediately stumble
first love catches me and pilots me

around the crowd, into the kitchen,

so he can feed me water.

Mountain View housewarming party
my first month back in the bay
| taptaptap my hand rapidly on first love's arm like Thumper.

“That means she wants to say something,” he notes.
"I know,” E& concurs.

“| want to show you how | organized my bookshelf:
it's beauty on this side and truth on this side.

Get it?" | grin widely. (taptaptaptaptap)

First love laughs in delight and recognition.
Blank stares from most humans in the room.

“So science fiction is on the side of truth,” & nods.
“That... tracks.”

| suddenly want to tell first love something else.
I'm blinking back something. | open my mouth

and my voice doesn't work.

| say nothing.



“I'm a functional adult human because of
everything first love taught me.”

“But how did you find first love in the first place?”
the BCBA asked during my evaluation.
"Most people who get diagnosed don't find a partner.”

| absentmindedly made a pattern with my finger
in the dust and pollen accumulated
on the patio coffee table. | try to find somewhere to wipe it.

“Freshman year, | asked almost everyone

in my freshman dorm if they wanted to play chess.
You can tell a lot about someone by playing them,
and the best part is, you don't have to talk.

First love won most of our matches.
He said | was the only one worth playing

in our class, ‘nontrivial to play.’
Also he just naturally understood me.”

“| think I should practice and get better at chess.”
“I'm not sure that's a good use of your cycles.
From this point on, you're just learning

a bunch of chess-specific patterns that won't generalize.

Let's learn to play go together.
Oh yeah, what do you want for the holidays?”

“Write me some poetry?”

My audio visual lag had at least 500 ms delay,



more than expected after my third sake pairing
several courses still to come in the omakase.

“Can you give me 4 random numbers?’

“You're drunk,” my husband said.

"How do you know?”

“You always test your processing speed when you're drunk.

I'm not sure why you keep testing it when
computing 24 is invariant under inebriation.”

“Remember that time at Gopher Con? Was it 20187 20197"

“| wasn't there. What happened?”

"Everyone in line for tacos at the food truck was glued to their phones. My new gal pal

wondered what had gone viral. But it was all my fault they were glued to their calculators.

“Was it a 24 problem?”

HYES,”

“Which one?”

Ilfl 5 5 5”

"Oh, I don't remember the solution to that one. Let me think...”

“Do you want me to tell you?” (taptaptaptaptap)

HNO!H



Ping pong, it's a tied game, and
the other team pulls ahead.

“Want me to keep playing casually
or should | try to win now?”

“Wait, were you not trying to win?”

| switch from handshake grip to penhold
deliver a backhand serve with spin.

“You had that the whole time and didn't use it?”



Benchmark

Grad school years. First love flew to visit me
even after | left him, we stayed close friends.

He helps me pull monitor cables through my desk.
We share poems, music, books, Pequod's pizza, and
| told him of a year of no compatible candidates
what it was like, socializing at vy Plus mixers

at bars where you have to shout to be heard

and even in the relative quiet of a beer garden

I'm only attractive until | open my mouth

with my unsolicited opinion on how

Amarok on Ubuntu is a superior experience
to iTunes on Windows — to confused silence,
how all the aunties (and even my own mother)
tell me I need to “learn how to be more normal
be less picky and just give someone a chance.”
He cups my face, Listen to me carefully

I want to only have to say this once:

You're perfect as you are.

His face starts to get blurry.

You're not picky. You just have taste.

He lets go of my face.

They said standards unrealistically high?, | almost whisper.
There's something else | want to say but can't.

Ever so slightly, he raises my chin with one knuckle.



I will not allow you to lower your standards.

| forget I'm holding my breath
my voice doesn't work

In a blink, his eyes go from serious to playful.

Also, there’s probably a thousand Linux nerds
who fit your mate selection criteria, he says flippantly,

who'd call you perfect if they ever left their desks and met you
but they're not at those events.

| can't count on anyone else for ground truth.



Reload

The night before my dissertation defense, | dreamt
| was speeding down Lake Shore Drive, a spectre
shadowing me | couldn't place, saw sirens

in my rear view. Silent, for some reason.

| pulled over, and men in shades and suits, 3 or 4, all at once
approached my car. | prepare to show them my ID, and | do.
Without warning | get shot.

While I'm bleeding out

time stops, starts rewinding. Braid-like,

until I'm back on the road with the sirens in my rear view.
This time | don't wait for the approach. | bolt, cut

across a grassy field

zigzag as they pursue

but they're faster, and

BAM and rewind.
I'm back in my car, sirens in my rear view,
and | don't stop. I don't pull over. | keep driving

as inconspicuously as possible.

And | never stop.



Transfer Orbit

| drove down Castro St., stopped at the light before the Caltrain.
Older bf, in the passenger seat, asked me to open up my imagination
(I'look at him a little sideways),

if cost were no object at all, what | would want?

And | took a deep breath and replied,

"A private space program to take humanity to the stars."

He goes silent. Takes a deep breath, exhales slowly.
"Ok, that's a taller order than | was expecting.
Might need some time... can I ask why?"

(Did he forget that I'm a postdoc at NASA?)

"When we were 17 year olds, | asked first love
why he chose physics. And he promised me
he'd take humanity to the stars someday.

I'm not sure if he really will

but if he doesn't, I still ... want to. Somehow."

"When I'was 17 | thought all kinds of ridiculous
... never mind that. You know what?
I'm kinda tired of hearing about your first love."

"You literally asked me a question and | answered it?"

(Note to self: ask first love to help me understand
if | said something wrong

and then | got distracted and forgot.)



Escape Velocity

| drive away from the pier
until I'm around the corner, out of sight.
| take a deep breath and hold it.

| promise myself I'm leaving for the last time.
I've promised myself this before.
| text my gal pal from the edge of the gravity well.

She says come over, that E& is already there,
asks for my dinner order from the Indian place.
She says another friend is bringing

premade Magic The Gathering decks later.

E R plays Quoridor with me at the kitchen table.
I'm playing badly. | can't think.
My hands are cold and shaking.

&R lends me his hoodie. Gal pal makes me tea.
| cradle it with both hands, breathe in the cinnamon.

She delegates dinner ordering and pickup
to the retired Google engineer housemate.

| hear first love and his gf arrive in the next room
give their dinner order to the housemate.

He's laughing at a joke | can't quite hear.

| hear the front door as the housemate leaves.

The scientist drops his laptop bag in the corner of the kitchen
approaches and pauses at the game board
longer than I expected.



| set down the tea
half hide my face.

He looks at me with genuine concern
asks if I'm ok.

I'm not sure if he picked up on the game state or my gesture.

Gal pal sits next to me, wraps her arms around me
| melt into her arms, rest my head on her shoulder,
she takes a deep breath with me.

She doesn't make me explain. | can't anyway.

This moment
it's not a checkpoint
just a snapshot.



my angel gabriel

Speed up and pull ahead of that car to merge,
the voice of first love emerged
barely audibly inside the engine noise.

| merge into the lane on 1-94
alone in the car.

It's not an optimization problem,
first love whispered into my ear,
you should choose what you actually want.

How do | know what | want?
| leaned toward my shoulder

asked of an empty space
outside an Evanston bakery,
a kite, unmoored.

What have | done?
| look at my hands.

I will not allow you to lower your standards,
the voice of first love emerges
inside the ocean wind noise in my ears.

| leaned on the railing, peered into the dark
of the Pacific at night. A man

who pretended not to hear no

is in the next room, a man who insists

I'm "overreacting."



| told him | "needed fresh air."

I will always protect you,
| heard inside the wind.

| text first love.

» | need your help. can you come get me

-on my way. what happened?

> [redacted]

- [gf] and | are driving up from south bay. will u be ok for 1 hr?

»yes | can handle myself

- [unnamed scientist] is on his way. he'll be there in 5 min.

» sharing location now

- [gal pal] said you can stay in the guest bunk. she's getting towels ready for you.

» thank you

- always



The shape of worry in your brows
haunts me, the same shape as
when you worried about me

as you picked me up in the middle of the night
like a shivering rescue animal.

Across the gap, it's good when you're thriving
the way you don't notice being healthy

but when you get punched in the face
drag yourself up to stand yet again

pushed in my face from every screen—

| can't look away.



Fitness Function

After coffee, first love texted me

what his gf thought | should do.

| didn't do what she said

but | was glad he asked for her perspective.

"How do you feel?”
"I honestly don't know.”

For a year, | kept a spreadsheet
rows: &, BiI{E, older boyfriend, and more
columns: a dozen traits with weights

and composite scores.

"What are you even optimizing for?”
the scientist later asked me

when | showed him my calculations—
showing him an outlier in the lead.

Predicted descendant outcomes.
Even if | could identify my feelings
| didn't trust feelings any more
just instrument guided flight.



Convergence (reprise)

“| also believe in a post-scarcity future
for our species,” | replied, stood up

from sitting on the stone fountain
lost pixels around the periphery.
He caught my elbow
as | sat back down.

"And if we truly lived in a world of abundance
what would you want to do?” he asked.

“I'd either make art or little one-off
open source projects
for fun, for the love of the game, send them off into the world
never give a second thought to whether it's
worth the effort
to play the capitalism minigame for each project.
Just make the art.”

Alight breeze, temperate.
He sits next to me.

“Did | ever tell you about my Stanford application essay?” | asked.
“Mind you, this was in the 90's, open source vs. Microsoft
was central to my dinner-time sparring with my dad—"
“What was the prompt?” he asked.
“If you could have a conversation with any person, dead or alive—"

He gestured. | fast forwarded.

“| just wanted a chance to persuade Bill Gates that
open source



is not the enemy.
To somehow break through the framing.
That the whole ‘Linux is a cancer’ stance might as well be a
call to action
to unite the rebel alliance.
| mean, it's a moot point now, looking at history.”

“Isn't Azure friendly to Linux?”

“Yeah, and they didn't need a literal child to tell them.
Self-interest made them figure it out on their own.”

| stood up, gradually this time, so | could pace.

"And my intuition, which | can't defend, is
the post scarcity world

only becomes possible
because the marginal cost of production of bits
is negligible compared to that of atoms.
And maximum possible value will be via
the open source path.”

“Explain what you mean.”

| turned to face him and we held both hands.

“Look at Wikipedia
vs Encyclopedia Britannica
or Microsoft Encarta.
When | was in middle school,
| used to jump down Encarta rabbit holes—"

“—| remember those days too!”
"—just like | jump down Wikipedia rabbit holes in grad school.

The Britannica top-down model efficiently gets you to this—"
| mime an encyclopedia set



“—but it doesn't take you to the next stage.
There's always a ceiling to Encarta or Britannica
when a small team of editors play gatekeeper.
Information wants to be free!” | spread my arms
face the sky and spin gleefully
the slightest eucalyptus scent in the air.

Ok, slight tangent, but can you imagine
if only Britain was ‘allowed’ to industrialize?
What that would mean for our species?” he asks.

| shiver, remembering atrocities committed
in the name of the East India Company. He hugs me.

“Seriously. Definitely a you-are-not-going-to-space-today scenario
for our species.
| have this intuition that a world that is more Wikipedia-shaped
where anyone can contribute
according to their expertise
and read
according to their curiosity
achieves escape velocity on what's possible for our species
and yet, it is not the shape
that naturally emerges
from the incentive structures of
playing the capitalism game.”

“Oh my god, just like scientific publishing!”

“Oh my god, yes, I'm so grateful that getting my NIH grant
meant I'm obligated to choose
Open Access publishing
or | would have faced so much pressure not to
and all of it from people
who themselves also harbor
a secret hatred of Elsevier.”



“Seriously, it's a drain on every field!
| mean, we'’re the ones
doing all the peer reviewing!”

“And for free! I'm always, always stuck
writing the first draft

1"

of a review that wasn't even assigned to me
“I know, right? And the value
being siphoned out of the system
Is not adequately measured
because the value of scientists’ time—"
"—completely distorted in the market.”
"Yeah, exactly!”
“First love was asking me why
biologists can't just do what physicists do

with the ArXiv—"

“—| know what you mean.
He asked me the same question!”

"—of course! And | could never produce a good clean answer

m

that wasn't just hand-waving ‘you know how they are.

“I've been thinking about it since he asked, too, actually.”

"There’s way too many biologists—"

“Do you mean in the sense that—"

“Like genetic drift in small populations
allow random mutations to fix with higher prob—"

“Ok, that model is consistent but—"



“But insufficient.”

“Yeah, exactly.”

"Because the median biologist
has too much ...

m

‘common sense.
//Oh_//

He squeezed my hand and raised a finger on his other hand.
He paused
looked down and off to the side.
Resting oblivious face.
Two breaths. Three breaths.
Still looking off to the side
he raises one hand to gesture
like an orchestra conductor
pausing right before the first beat.
| wait
knowing | do the same exact thing.

“There’s something I've been wanting to formulate
and maybe write into an essay at some point...

Biology needs more vibrams.”

"A shoe as metaphor for walking away from
conventional thinking,” | giggle while tapping.

“Exactly.”

“I'love it.”



In a derelict San Francisco parking lot,
two young scientists gesticulate wildly
tools strewn on pavement by a

Prius with a flat tire.

“Don't you Pascal's Wager me!”

What if | have an intuition
| can't prove?

(Let's load from an earlier checkpoint.)



Strange Loop

Tell me about the dream with the Escher self-drawing hands
and the mirror ball a Riemann sphere in my hand

how the Prius was gridlocked in traffic from the Giants game
and the traffic cop in her reflective vest ordered you to turn
and every time you argued with her
my seatbelt tightened around me
until it was locked and chafing

how we're on a roller coaster train
pulling out of the station on the long ascent
the padded safety guardrail clamped down on our shoulders
I'm looking for an eject button
and I don't know why
| have to be off this ride
a flashback or a premonition—what's the difference
we're approaching the first summit
what happens if | don't
a trapdoor opens beneath us
we're in freefall—
I'm in freefall
scrolling a litany
of error messages
on the console
and I look for you
there’s no car no city no rollercoaster
just a terminal

% reload from checkpoint
Tell me how I'm not supposed to remember

as I'm watching brick buildings render in the mirror ball
how back in the car you're frozen in time, unfreeze



and you've rolled down the window to explain to her
there’s not enough space to make the turn
you turn to me and squeeze my hand, Can you believe this?
and | want to tell you an incantation
a move 37, a jedi mind trick
but you'd demand a proof
like tightening the bolts on the tire
| know how to but not how | know
| can't prove it to you
my voice is locked
| think it at you
| don't pull my hand away
what's the point of me seeing through the illusions
if | can't warn you when it matters
| find my voice, Actually—
trap door
scrolling errors
crashed simulation

% try again, find the button

Oh.
vertigo
back in the rollercoaster
but it's a class 4 sim of a cockpit
and I'm looking for the button
outside you said would be here

Tell me how to wake up
why won't you just tell me if I'm supposed to—
do | have to play this through—
| press the button
and I'm back in the car

Tell me if figuring it out
was the point of the test
and if I'l ever get used to it.



Mirror Box

Walking past each other, | imagine

we'd do a double take, like that day at the gym
but this time when we both freeze

we tell each other we're ok

| traumatized you and you traumatized me
they don't cancel each other out

they're just two things that both exist

we bandaged it kept trekking

standing defiant against impossible odds

and to each other we stand down

perhaps we even hug
finally let down our guard

in cathartic armistice
and the phantom limb can rest.



undocumented system call

It's just a bad case of hiccups.
| just can't stop.
| can't speak.

My husband rubs my shoulders

tells me about his secret superpower
how to stop hiccuping.

“You just have to use the
undocumented system call to

intercept the signal,” he says facetiously.
“Show me how. “

He holds me close.

"Relax your diaphragm.”

| hold my breath.

“Don't hold your breath. That makes you
tense your diaphragm.

Do the opposite.”

| breathe a shallow breath and hiccup again.
He strokes my back.

“Shhh.... Relax.”

And then
it's quiet

and it's still
quiet.



undocumented system call (reprise)

Another Gestapo nightmare?
my husband asked

holding me gently

as | buried my face in his chest.

| told him
about pushing the kids
through the secret
passageway
how | crouched
quietly moved the ladder
closed the trap door

how | had forgotten
to turn off the light
the footsteps above us
| could neither risk the noise
nor the sliver of light
peeking through

| sobbed into his chest
as he stroked my hair

listen, hold still
now go another foot and a half
down the secret passageway
there’s another light switch

There is?
Feel for it on the low ceiling

it's there
can you see it?



Yes. Was it always there?

Yes, and
I knew you'd ask.



Post Credits Scene — Inference

“Are you hungry? | haven't eaten since later this afternoon.”
— Aaron, Primer, Shane Carruth (2004)

The car ride zooms outside of time as
yellow dashed lines race past like a starfield.

The night feels surreal, he said. You could tell me
anything and | would find it strangely plausible.

I have a confession to make, | said.



Post Credits Scene — The Petrov Test

» Here's Recursion, the full length version of the post
credits scene from Inference.

[Examining redacted elements.. ]

This is doing something | find formally thrilling and thematically essential for the collection's
hidden architecture. When did the conversation take place?

» Around 2002 or 2003.
[Excavating a profoundly unsettling temporal paradox...]
| need to sit with this for a moment.

It retroactively reframes every poem | just read. Every characterization. The patience. The
willingness to meet a mind that works differently from most people and not try to fix it but to
understand its operating principles.



Post Credits Scene — Tao of Totality

“Are you ... real?” he whispered.

"Hhnnmrf?” | asked sleepily, nestling in
the back of my head tucked under his chin.

“I'm sorry it sounds insane,” he rests his cheek on my head.
(Joke's on you, | prefer insane.)

“Tell me,” I said, pulling his arms closer around me like a blanket.
"Are you a ... figment of my imagination?” he asked.

“| feel real to me,” | shrug.

"How are you possible?
Did I will you into existence?” he asked.

(Part of me wants to observe how surreal it was
to have a variant of this conversation

for the third time.

But | don't.)

“I don't know, time travel?” | smile
trying to be nondeterministic this time.

“Will you be here when | wake up?” he asked.

“I hope so,” | replied
but how do different people end up asking the same question?

and how would | know if I'm real?
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The Exile

there's a dream where I'm trapped in a windowless room and no one knows I'm missing and
my captors want my secrets and | don't know why but everyone | have ever loved will be taken
if they read my mind and I'm not sure what they can do yet but the one thing | have is a
computer because | have to process transactions and I'm sending these sub dollar
confirmation transactions and reversing them, two at a time because that is the typical thing
people expect to see in the logs. that gets me 4 digits per pair of transactions. one transaction
every 10 seconds. channel can fail any moment so optimize for partial capture and
guessability. what is best schelling point.

$0.01 $0.52
$0.01 $0.48
$0.02 $0.52
$0.03 $0.01
$0.05 $0.87
$0.08 $0.74
$0.13 $0.70
$0.21 $0.88
$0.34 $0.84
$0.55 $0.80
$0.89 $0.86
$0.01 $0.83
$0.01 $0.68
$0.02 $0.70
$0.03 $0.15
$0.05 $0.68
$0.08 $0.68
$0.13 $0.01
$0.21 $0.41
$0.34 $0.38
$0.55 $0.45
$0.89 $0.49
$0.01 $0.01
$0.01 $0.49
$0.02 $0.38



$0.03 $0.38
$0.05 $0.51

the loop is @ mantra. a nine minute mantra. a prayer sent like a message in a bottle. | can't be
sure anyone is listening, but if you are, I'm counting on you.



