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Sun, Oct 10th, 2010
10:10:10.10 PM
10710710
10 millissconds,

10 saconds, g

) 10 minutes aftar 10. &

Y . Lights fading out.

— e —————
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, ..Hirrwizzzshh Clikk Gurrwiszzshzz... 3%
. Sunday, October 10th, 2010
. 10:10:10.10 PM "8
10/10/10
10 milliseconds,
10 seconds,
= 10 minutes after 10, in the evening.
% Lights fading out. =
...Crhsrizzhsh Whrruzhshh
_ 10 10:10.15 PM
Lights back on.

 *LmMMmmemmmm”

.. Hrrrissshzzzhssh Grrrurrwhizzhssshzhh...
».«SUN> e ,
£SUN:> Login: 6 Terra_ Sol =
£SUN: > Subject's Name: Eugene Slousky.
SUN:> Sex: Male, b
! #*SUN:> Birth: January 2nd, 1977
| SUN:> Death: October 10th, 2010,
ZSUN:> Age: 33 years old.
£SUN:> Next Synch in:
- SUN:> 20 Days, 23 Hours, 59 Minutes, 59 Seconds
ZSUN: >




~ SLOUSKY * 5 P, o

Z*SUN: > Hopin'z U'zz be hawng tha greateat day'
ZSUN: > Missin' U... so much!
<*SUN: > Logging out, will TTY Laterz! Hugz!!!
“5UN: > Logout, .
ZSUN: > Il? ET | 1]

1.3 - PRE-SLOUSKY.COM - 1335 (=15 YRS hﬁﬂ]_r-

1 : SJﬂUEky s all of a sudden 18 years old. agam Snmethmg
| is making absolutely no fucking sense since he's 33, but
nope, he's once again 18, covered in zits and is merrh'y g

n

working on his shitty old Geocities homepage. .

e e :"';.:;?.':",'f..‘,ll.n_'”;- =
L <html><head> ,
| <title>Hell Knows No Mercy - Zit Suckers - October 19th 1995¢/title> .

<meta name="description" content="If you're looking for a webste -~ ¢
that's sick and twisted, i you're a macabre misoqynist, a murderous ¢ £
misanthrape, or if you fike your fucked-up pom, if you're a pathetic 2
& necromaniac, or if phatos of sick twisted shit makes you feel alive,
well then, you've landed on the perfect fucking site.">
‘l* <meta name="keywords" content="Sick, Fuck, Scat, Deatf, Pain, Evil,
Murder, Porn, Power, Anarchy, New Order, Hate, Malevolent, Satanism,
Rape, Incest, Anal, Felch, Sluts, Cunts, Cock, Perversion, Cult, Gluttony,
Death, Molest, Dismember, Destroy, Suicide”>
¢[head></html>
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21 THE SYSTEN gmms 2077 (32 YRS LATER)

lmrujuumrhm Iuﬂmﬁlﬂlmuunlmtrqw“ F

Slousky's dead (or he's pretty sure he's dead).
A He would be 50 years old if he were alive Iﬂdﬂ]r' IT“
i "lilﬂlﬂlIlilllillllmlmlllﬁ i il L
..Grmzsshrzsshhh Zhrrsirsshhshh. ¢
Frtday, July Sth, 2027 LT e
110:10:10.16 AM msm '"' u N
‘Slousky (1) suddenly awakens. He's tntally disorientated,
confused. He needs a moment to register his surroundings. "5
'Fuck sakes!" he mumbles to himself, 'why the fucking aty? |
Why?... Why?' Slousky finds himself lying facedownona
shit-laden mattress, the lining soaked with something filthy |
‘brown, a substance attracting an unusually high number of |
. flies, Whatever is covering the mattress, the smell is acrid, 7
burning the lining in his nostrils. Right next to him, there's |
something resembling a human being which is fast asleep, a
disgusting piece of shit who's making some kind of weird
qurgling, snoring sound. Slousky wonders if it's this human Wig

unit which is gwmg off such 2 pungent odour or the mattress ”,

TSR s i imialing TTEFT ] i 4.”

e (1} Fugene Slousky's the protagonist, He's unsure if he's alive, or dead,

or both, or either. He committed suicide at the age of 33 on Oct 10th, § ,ﬂ

% 2010, which he now seriously regrets performing since absolutely [
- everything has backfired on him ever since. The year's currently 2027,

(L

i




'What am I doing in a fucking city? Slousky sn_]hs I hate the @

city. Dirty fucking humans, the whole lot of them. At least

' in the country, they're not so barbaric nor so fucking freaky, i

@ and there's way less waste of space humans in the country.’ =
" Slousky has no choice but to wake up. It's not like he has j

i ne @
; . Rl uwwgam p 006

'3 say in the matter, In fact, he has nearly no control over
anything. Take waking up, for example, Every day, foras o

long as he's been in this forsaken place which has been
- something like 17 years...

...Chhrrizz Swhrizz Kiihhcrrk...
Sinuski,rs shirt-card (2) lights up: 1

223: i Login: 6 Terra_Sol_& SLOUSKY

lI
t zgﬁﬂi Eﬂrze‘ét;i: 16.75 years. : "u"ww B [
g ]

-#-i-

%
-

S -SUN: > Logout.

8 SUN:> _

9 Ow. Jesus fuck! Slousky knows better to gueshmate iy
He's much better off not hypothesizing, yet Slousky reallze?

® ¥he's never known what's good for him.
‘Getting back to his example, for the past 6112 days
 (approximately 16.75 years), he automatically wakes up at
®  the exact same time every morning which is 10 seconds and | @
s 10 minutes past 10 in the morning. And let's not forget the
. 10 milliseconds. Every single fucking dav ThaEaE_m itgelf . @
] [2] A shirt-card's a small computerized unit (about the size of .‘
a regular smartphene) which 1= permanently lodged onto the shirt

of @ dead unit (where a shirt pocket would go). The shirt-card J".'
° inputs and outputs data for the dead user, storing every synch j °

§ within its memory, can connect to the internet, and s linked to
what 5|EI'LES|("," believes is called the Supar—:‘:nmpute: that cheats -
e =t



't 50 bad, it's the reality of waking up In areas mtaltyr fucking
elsewhere than he finally shut off and fell asleep, Slousky's onto
‘The System' (3). He knows ‘The System’ cheats, He would swear on
any retarded holy book right at this moment that he crashed out

on some park bench last night in some vacant campground at least
50 miles outside from any city. What camparound it was, he can't
remember (and he doesn't want to try and guess again in fear

of getting another zap from his shirt-card). What city 50 miles

away, he hasn't a clue, but he would still swear to I, Yet even if
Slousky took a selfie last night as he was making his cozy bed,

using his grey coat as his blanket on that campground bench last
night, a photo with the time and date digitally stamped onto it, a

pic with his GPS location tagging his exact position on the planet 4
when he snapped It, 2 picture which he could wave around and show
everyone he's about to meet this morning (not that he would ever
willingly talk to someone, ever), it wouldn't fucking matter anyway.
Why? Because ‘The System' cheats, simple a5 that.

(Of course, he didn't take a selfie so he can't actually prove to anyone §
where he passed out last night, but he knows himself well enough
he does everything in his power to get as far away from whatever
disgusting city the moment he wakes up in, like he's about to do
. n{_:ht now, once he discovers which is the safest route out of town.

-‘."H‘m-

(3) ’Th\e System' Is, according to Eugene Slousky, essentially some

~ fype of cnmputeriz&d experiment which is being conducted by planet -

| Earth (akad: aka Mother Earth; aka SME:>) accompanied by the

- star Sun (aka < aka Father Sun; aka SUN: ) which digitally
records what every single living human is deing, from the moment

| they are born until thmr last dzﬂng hreath He also finds ‘The System’ @

s Cheals 2 hunch s ; '




SLOUSKY:0:6:

Slousky fucking hates The System' and he knows how pathetic he is =
! for letting 'The System' get under his skin, if what he has is actual &)
~ skin. He recognizes that he has something akin to skin, and while =
| he looks down to his synchwatch (4), he can see his grey skin, his J
agrey hand, his grey fingernails, his grey arm, and below that he ©
sees his arey slacks and his grey shoes, yet something horrible stirs
Inside him, telling him his deductions are all wrong, that in fact he
‘doesn't have hands, arms, legs, feet, He's not even certain if he has
¥ 3 pair of eyes to see what he does, but If he has eyes, they surehr ’
turned grey. s e i
He cafches a ghmpse of the time on his synchwatch:™ 1
| RED:> 2027/07/09 - 10:10:56.36 AM = [2:201:35:19.34] (5)
'Fuck sakes, it's already red,’ he maunders, it's gaing fo be 3 real

!

synching. It's going to be 3 weeks since he last synched up and ‘The

doozy of a day,’ Slousky has 2 days to synch (6). Slousky loathes x
. System gets really pissed when he tnes to ignore his synch date,
A o aa

(4} A synchwatch (SW:>) is like a shirt- ::ard as it's also a permanent |
- fixture on a dead unit. The synchwatch's sole purpose is to inform the
dead user when it must synchronize with another dead unit, With
upgrades and updates, The System’ has improved the synchwatch |
 to having units synch up approximately every 22 days.

(5) A synchwatch has 3 colours: GRE:> {green) which signifies the
dead unit has recently synched and is (for the most part) safe from
having to synchronize. YEL:> (yellow) signifies half-life, RED:> (duh)
signifies the unit is in danger of synching and shﬂuld du 50 wﬂhnghﬂ or
suffer the consequences, = o
(6) Synchronization (aka synch) is when 2 dead units link up so 56

tn relive the other's life, all the way from their birth to their death.




SIHEE hes been here, wherever ‘here’ | tS he's s‘y'n[:hed ar{:»unr:l
- 300 times... L

...Grrihrz Chirzz Clissshzzzksszzhhrsshh...
Sinusl-ws shirt-card lights up: « =
¥ OSUN:>

#SUN: > Login:§_Terra_Sol %,

4SUN:» 291 Synchronizations since: &
0 SUN: > 2010/10/10 - 10:10: 1E] 10 PM. =
' JSUN > Lngnut ) :

; each tlme he guesses a statistic, sending a current directly to
his heart, jolting it about within his rib cage, his shlrt card
lighting up and churning out the correct data.

" From what his synchwatch's telling him, today's Jul*,r ath, E!]E?

- and he has approximately 2 days, 1 hour and 35 minutes before
he'll be forced to synch, From the colour of his synchwatch, he's ©

, now entered into the red zone, which means everything’s going
- o gef real fucked-up from this moment enwards until he synchs,
 Slousky's shirt-card begins computing. He's reminded that he's

memory-bubble (7). It's a cue, informing him he needs to get
- away from this horrendous Incatiun either to a forest, a cave,

- (7) A memory-bubble’s when The Syrstam"' t:alls up a randﬂm ]
tmuarrmr"f from within 'Its' databanks which the dead unit lived
~ through when it was alive, replaying the complete scenario.
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Without another hemtatwe thuught, Slcrusky stands up and moves | .
away from the mattress. His shirt-card quiets down to a low whirl, &
Taking a step, he almost places a foot on some degenerate tramp - 5
he overlooked who's fast asleep on the ground, its moth-eaten mat
¢ doudling as 2 blanket, while not far off there's a few mare excuses
passmg as humans sharing 3 little house made from cardboard, mHk
' crates, broken shopping carts and other junky crap. M
\ Now that he's standing up, he has a much better view of the disgusting
© dead-end alley in which he just woke up in, smack in the middle of the 3
| bowels of some busy metropolis. From what Slousky can gather, this
® alley is a back lane to a bunch of low grade greasy spoon restaurants,
" the sides of the walls all mouldy from fried chicken grime, swabs of | | 4
~ qreasy ol splattered a little everywhere to add to the mural mosaic,
* accompanied by garbage disposals overflowing with rotting food B
" compost. If just 1 of the patrons who dine at any of these restaurants
 even caught a glimpse of this adjoining alley, they'd throw up their
meals then down a bottle of antaod pills. Even the shightest whiff would
set any fat customer off since this place smells like a freshy backed- up i
L toilet. Slousky cannot remember seeing a filthier back street. 1
- 'Why always with the fucking dirtiest of alleys? Why?..." Slousky looks
| up to see Father Sun shining down on him in all of His glory, not 2 cloud g
- insight. The sight of Father Sun depresses Slousky. Realizing the most © F
incredible source of light, enerqy, power and warmth is wasting all of
- His imperial radiancy and plasmatic beauty on the smutty, vile and
despicable human race which isn't worth an iota of His magnificence..."® ¢
® " knowing this, dispinits Slousky. R Ryl B
50,
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(SLOUSKY e o o §

A hackdoor opens, S[nushr spots some disgruntled Lutchen 5taﬁ '
"% stepping out, 2 cigarette dangling from his lips. He whips out his
¥ unimpressive penis (and Slousky should know as he used to peddle the &%
& most sickest of porn and has seen all typas of penis sizes) and pisses.

o Slousky's thankful that he doesn't have to slave away all day in some
‘ shifty kitchen like this sad jerk, He's also grateful this short order cook’s

&

alone and there's no dead unit mulling (8) around him, T
4 Once he's done urinating, he gives it a couple of shakes, playing with it 24
3 little, then takes a whiff of his accomplishment by placing his hand 48
under his nose. Slousky chuckles, knowing his sticky hand will be “H
tossing someone’s salad in a minute. T ;‘
& | Sezing the kitchen grunt has Slousky dashing glances at the bums
"L lying about, Luckily, there's no dead mulling nearby any of these
hobos who are using this alley as room and board, The dead don't

‘= I usually mull around the good-for-nothing itinerants since the homeless,
at some point, will dissociate with whatever friends and family they .
once called their social network, Degenerate tramps, while becoming ©

f undesirables within a society, with time disown their past, disinhertting
them from their relatives and friends (to the point of disassociating with
3l living units), which in turn disconnects them from the dead as well,

- Wil this is only a rule of thumb and Slousky's theones are never 100%
Rl et e,
; [El]l Mulling's a term Slousky uses for a dead unit who fnllnws around &
‘% 2 living unit, The dead unit must have had some type of meaningful
relation with the living unit when it used to be a living unit itself §
(such as being a family member, a friend, a spouse, a coworker). g%
b Mulling's super h{mng huwever it satiates as well as rem&dles the ®




" ateed

s current location carefu
. Ne's positive this backstreet is 100% void of dead units which he's
b grateful for. Unforfunately, it's a cul-de-sac and the only way out is by
l ¥ exiting to what looks like a busy boulevard, a road crawling with tons of By
®living pedestrians, which means they'l be 3 mass of dead useless shits
@ § 2 well. He's positive The System' wants him to synch up today, even i 9
3 technically, he should have 2 days left (from what his synchwatch's
\ reporting). His shirt-card has been chirping away ever since he woke
. up and there's this acidly qurgling goings-on in his gut which is
+ forewarning him of something evil {like synching) is going to happen
4 today. Still, there's always the slim chance he'll be able to sneak out of
@ § this godless city without meeting up with another non-living. Slousky
o has proven to be guite masterful when it comes to avoiding synching.
I Nevertheless, from what Slousky can presently observe, 'The System' ¥
> has dropped him off smack in the middle of some wretched megalopolis
and there's no way Slousky can avoid 10s of 1,000,000s of dead;

W there's currently 8,400,000,000 living human units on Mather Earth,
and when you include all those unwanted pieces of crap who aren't
registered nor have any type of birth records, mixed in with the scum
which live on the streets and have no social status, there's easily

'5,000,000,000 humans today, in the year 2027, As for the dead, if
we're going to begin counting them from the beginning of humanity,
Fthere's potentially 110,000,000,000 dead units mulling about on
{ Mather Earth (give or take), and with every passing second, there's 5 .
.' new dead units while there's & new useless iving units being hatched...

every fucking second. gFS I 770007 i AN el

o f




If tmly he didn't resist synching so much mayhe the prcu::ess wouldn' t
be as painful, but he knows he's just lying to himself whenever he 388
 attempts to associate a potentially pleasant experience with synching &
' up with some random dead unit. Synching, for Slousky, is like a visit to &
' 3 sadistic dentist who works on his teeth roughly for hours non-stop
without being frazen nor receiving a local anesthetic... 48
..Zhiwisshrssz Chirrrzzhh Hurrsszszt... .
'Hﬂve Slousky. Fucking move!" he mutters to h|m5EFf He's 1nrtenng
£ again. His shirt-card's crunching up some stochastic data and factsor |
il figures which are definitely not beneficial to him, He needs to move or it
* he'll be zapped with a memory-bubble. The anly way Slousky can |
& | explain what a memory-bubble feels like is by comparing it to drowning, |
as your lungs fight for oxygen while they fill up with water and your
mind panics knowing that your body's about to die. Fortunately,
-~ memory-bubbles only last for 2 to 4 minutes, which is, ironically, ah-nut |
 the same length it takes to drown. m It tal
)8 When The System' chums out a memory-bubble, Slousky has to reiwe
o ! a specific moment of his own life. Slousky remains locked in place when'
= | 3 memory-bubble plays out, him fixated in lieu, He's seen other dead o
-} units having to live through a memory-bubble and it's as If they el e
& hawng a standing epileptic attack. = i) P
Y ' When it comes to memory-bubbles, his shirt-card wil ﬂutput some 4
""_:; random moment from his life (when he used to be a living unit) and it © @
“will replay the event right in front of him (or within him, he's nat sure &7 ;-.=.:
“how it's being played back, since he both visualizes the svent being
rep1a]red in fmnt of him while ]m-:ta;h:lmtmﬂaﬂ',r re- E:-{penenung
the memurﬂ g .




S1p. ou

- Unfortunately for Slousky, his memory-bubbles are never good memories. |
He doesn't seem to have any happy memonies of him and his family all
 sharing a touching moment around the Christmas tree with 2 quiet fire
crackling and popping in the fireplace, Slousky smiling while his loving
parents shower him with holiday presents, since those moments never |
truly existed when he was alive. Instead, he might refive the tme he '
tortured a cat when he was 12 years old and the cat nearly scratching his
* eye out for i, He might live out a full Saturday of detention after doing
. something stupid to a student’s locker, He might relive the time he got
! turned down by a girl when he asked her out to the prom, humiliated i
front of everyone in the school hallway. Or he might relive through '
4 something as mundane as spending 2 whole night in front of his home pc g
¥ and having to watch himself doing all the mind-numbingly stupid things %
he did on his desktop computer, The longest memory-bubble he's endured @
was 3 24 hour occurrence (even having to look on as he slept), and the g
- shortest was an anecdotal 5 minute ordeal of him when he had
gastroenteritis, him shitting and throwing up at the same time. Witha
memory-bubble, Slousky's forced to relive every single minute detail of |
- whatever random memary the Super-Computer (#9) decides to stir up,
and whether the memory's 5 minutes or 1440 minutes (24 hours) from
his retarded life when he was a living unit, the actual computenzed
b process always takes the same amount of time (about 2 to 4 minutes).

| (#9) The Super-Computer's where Slousky believes that every single piece
of living human data's digitally stored, memories imprinted (tagged) with

" sensorial markers such as taste, touch, sound, odours as well as emotional

! implants (both pleasurable and painful), Once the human unit dies, every

single moment of its life is stored into the Super-Computer and these

' instances can be called up at any time, extracted and replayed via wireless '='
s transmission (Wi-Fi] into the now dead unit. '




wmw WE_H SlOUSI(
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] Wlth a memory-bubble, Slousky's the main r:haracterm this memary, &
- Synching, however, 5I|:+u5|-:y becomes the spectator of someone else’s
W life, fully reliving that life which can last 25 years, 50 years i
..Hurrmvurhriszz Grnssszzzswsshhe:hzzhﬁ
.. 5|DU5LI]|’E shirt-card Itghts up:

‘ SUN:S Y

% - SUN:> Login:_Terra_Sol &, W ,

' SUN:> Average life expectancy of a human being: F 1
SUN:> =67.2 years. - ) :3’
SUN: > Taken from Statistical World Average (2027). « lt

SUN:> Logout,
o8 e\

SUN:> _ e Y, _
sl LES T TLUEL T LA LA LT ET TV .
 'Ouch! Bloody shit!' Slousky receives a powerful electric shock. "R
~ Slousky's shirt-card crunches out the statistic, printing it out ficker 1
?u tape style in bright orange bitmap font, flashing across the black 3 by =
- 10 centimetres LCD screen which is mounted on tap of what appears [ @
'to be 3 smartphone, a grey box lodged smack-dabbed onto Slousky's T

' grey dress shirt. Whenever this computerized shirt-card punches out §
data, Slousky receives an electrical shock, Sometimes the sensation &

from this shirt-card's as subtle as 2 vibrator mode from a cell phone &

' to a whopping jolt, striking him right in the center of his dead self. 408 %

' '67.2 years.' That's the average life expectancy of a dumb human S8g
being on Mather Earth in 2027. In some places on the planet the 1} _

" average life expectancy is 40 while in others it's 70 to even 80, but [

@ The System' rounds it off to 67.2, 3 statisl:ir: which doesn't mmﬁ:lr‘

: Elnuskymthe 5||ghteat ' ' *
YRS o) g x40




| | He never kniows when or whﬂ 'The System Is gmng to synch h|m up '
} with. He might synch up with some kid who died from leukemia at the
+age of 5, having Slousky relive every radiated chemotherapeutic
?moment, or ‘The System' might synch him up with someone who died §
iat the age of 50 in 3 fiery car accident, again, having Slousky relive ‘
every single moment of this 50 year old up until this human unit
'j explodes into a massive infemal mushroom cloud. Slousky remembers § @
reading somewhere that some lady lived for 121 years and 200 days.
. Definitely, he does nat want to synch up with that decrepit hag. Yet no
matter how long they've lived, may it be 10 years or a 100 years, once /@
Y ' Slousky synchs, he has no choice but to relive every exacting single

f moment of that person's life with precise detail; every whiff it smelt
K - Slousky will smell it as wel, each thing it touched Slousky will sense it, §
8 Aevew shit that person took Slousky will experience it, every snot eaten |
‘fafter 3 nose picking Slousky will taste it, even every svil thought this
. person plotted Slousky will know it. So if the average life expectancy I5 4
@ 167.2 years, that's a hell of a long time to...
.Shnszz Chirhzz...
’Aw fuck!" Slousky's been !mtenng for too Inng
) Zzthszz Khizirrzz...
‘Slﬂusky freezes up. His lungs hegm filing up with something chemical,
@7 He can't breathe (although he's not sure if he actually breathes to
.. begin with), however it's still as if he can't respire. A memory-bubble's
churning up inside him, inside his stomach, his head, his entirety.
'Here comes a fucking memory-bubble," he wants to say out loud yet
, nobody would hear him [nor see h|rn Hwerea nﬂta fuckmg sclul who's
aware ﬂf his presence. Epells - '



2.2 - SLOUSKY.COM - 2009 (~18 YRS AGO) P, 011

Slousky's about to have a memory-bubble, bringing him back
to when he was 32 years old and a living unit. Slousky's
seeing himself updating a post back in 2009.

E——— e
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& Slousky.com - Filthy Fuckers - Aprl 12th 2009 -'w'-‘.-ir-; 2 J{-:»" 9
How can I help with every little thing that breaks? Wy ~*
Everything breaks. Everyone breaks. At some point or annther A f
every single retarded person on planet Earth will mafunction ”‘ﬂ‘ "
and become useless. How can I help every single person who \P.
is breaking down? How can I give everyone something in order '8
to help them through whatever they are going through? How

can I even help 1 fucking lost soul? I cannat,

1.can only fix myself (and I'm not daing a very good job at that).
1 can only work on keeping myseif from not breaking down
before it's my time... but when is my time? I don't know, will
never know, and don't want to know, don't want to ask. Unless [
take matters into my own hands. Who knows, maybe someday
I'll live broadcast my own stupid suicide. And you know what, if I

actually did stream my own death, probably everyone on the

planet would be gawking at it. Seems my website's near the top ¢

100 most viewed sites as of 2009. Wow, you losers have made me 0J

a fucking star! But what if I become even more popular than [ am {3
(Y right now? Holy fucking Jesus H. Christ, how am I ever going fo 98

fill the shoes to have to 'be’ in front of so many? To pretend to be
\) sumelhmg [ am not, never was, never wanted to be?
I never wanted to 'be’ important, ‘cause I'm not.
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l KY Part II of Slousky’s memory-bubble.

S S A memory-bubble's when 'The System' calls

p ma L3 up a random memory from the dead units life then

. Tt ('The System'), will have the dead unit re-live
& this particular memory like a 3D All-Surround b-movie.

=Y Today, if you're on top, then watch and
B ~ see how long you will remain up there because
* nobody can ever stay on top. Why? That's the law of the

%! land. You born, you rise (maybe), you fall {assuredly).

My shitty post Is tangenty today, so random, but who the
fuck cares...

As I wasn't saying: we're all equal pieces of shits. We're bomn
to die and it's hard for those who love their crappy lives to
think about death, to let go of what never belonged to them
in the 1st place (their own lives, for example, their cash,
their relabions with their ugly family members and friends).

All the while; those who hate life, all they think about is their
death and demise, usually accompanied with some ndiculous
antic about an afterlife, a better place. These twits are alive yet
spend their whole Iife planning their (after)-life. I say to those
who are mentally slow with their death wish: you can't ask for
better than Mother Earth as she's a playground for zealot idiots.
Anyhow, fuck ya'll today. None of my shit's making any sense. I

guess I was feeling a little more poetic this morning (as poetry
never makes any fucking sense), maybe nostalgic, even a little
sympathetic for all you Slouskian dipshits. However, rather than
ripping you new assholes, I wrote this crap, so now just go
drink a bottle of lye and leave me alone as I have
an important online poker game to attend to.




S ' Slbbsky’s now havlng
a memory-bubble.

p 019 He's reliving an instance | ﬁ (
| from his own shlttv life. ) =

23 PONER ASS-FACE - 2009 (7 HRS lMER)

...Grmnsszsshhh Churrrwiszzhszzh...

SUN:> _ " p
SUN:> Login: O_Terra_Sol .+

SUN:> Name: Eugene Slousky.

SUN: > Accessing Dynamic Random Memory Banks: 4
SUN:> 2009/04/12 - 11:58:12.25 PM.

SUN:> Logout.

SUN:> . 6 \
Sunday, ApnI 12th, 2009

» 11:58:12.25 PM

‘ Slousky rapidly gets up from his desk. He has shy 2 mlnut&c

| before the final game starts. He accidentally tips over the

3y remains of his cold coffee onto the floor but he doesn't give a

@' fuck and he definitely has no time to pick up the cup nor mop °
§' up the mess (which he wouldn't do anyway even if he had the |,
A' time). The liquid splats next to an empty tub of ice cream, a,
half-eaten bag of potato chips which are next to a box of !
cookies with crumbs scattered all about the floor, and all of .. %7
this is next to a disqustingly overfull ashtray, the contents
comprising of a mixture of cigarette butts, his own spittle,

| backwashed beer and Kleenex Slousky used earlier when he

i masturbated. The floor to his 1 %2 room flat's literally littered /X
with all kinds of garbage, dirty clothes, DVDs and CDs (some
broken), garbage bags filled with either garbage, clothes,

| other crap, and the whole place's sprinkled here and there

with more used tlssue and scrunched up balls of toilet paper.
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SLOUSKY " F570 5 p.020

He's accustomed to the smell when he's home, although the
“stench does hit him whenever he leaves his apartment and then |
he comes back, it reeking of something comparable to that acidy
stench of cat piss after it makes its mark (yet Slousky does not

. own a cat). There's also a slight hint of cum and faeces stinking =

up the air in his flat, a scent similar to what the tip of his fingers

smell like, fingers which he loves to subtly place under his nose |

+ every now and then (he tells himself the scent helps him to d{l

i concentrate). He's gotten a few complaints from the landlady

 due to the lingering protrusive odours from his apartment, the
neighbours as well giving him dirty looks and sly comments, but
he knows they can't do anything, it's just smells. It's not as If

" he's like any of those fucking loud, moronic kids his neighbours ’

have, nor does he have any useless and stinky pets, again which
'some of the other renters have. He's a good dirty tenant, he

always pays for his overpriced digs on time, and he doesn't give |
+ a flying fuck what anyone thinks of him or what he smells like.
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He darts over to the kitchen area of his flat, scanning the filthy

counter to find what looks like the cleanest mug and then pours

. himself a coffee, tossing it into the microwave. He estimates he |

still has 1 min and 20 secs, however if he's even a nanosecond . 48

late, the game will start without him. The butterflies in his
stomach has Slousky almost giddy; this is the very 1st time ever|
¢ he's made it to the pros final table ever, and not only that, to |
' such an important and sought after tournament such as this 1,
the prestigious invitation only XXX & 777 Online Strip Poker'
tournament. The fact that Slousky had been invited is a miracle’

# to him (it's his 1st time to be asked), but now to have made it to'iks

~ the final table, this is well hE‘,‘ﬂnd fur:kmg rmraculuus !
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e SLOUSKY 'fl uut% ¢ p. 021
"Fuckmg shit!” Slousky blurts out, remembering he has to find a
pack of cigarettes somewhere since he knows there's none near

{ his computer desk, and he's already smoked every botched out
butt in the ashtray, all of them nght down to their aily, yellowy

* stained filters. His eyes dart over to the time on the microwave:

# 37 seconds before the game starts. Slousky lifts over dirty plates,

hiﬂlﬂntly flipping empty pizza boxes open, checking in the fridge
(1 never knows). Nothing. ‘Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!...' Panic sets in as
he envisions a mental image of himself playing online poker for

¢ potentially 2, maybe 3 hours, without a fucking fag to smoke. He
knows that after even 20 minutes (15 even), he'll start jonesing

¥and wind up smoking the butts of the butts. 24 seconds. He
chucks over beer cartons, breaking several empty beer bottles,

A then rummages through a pile of papers and bills, tossing them to

- the floor. 19 seconds. He's almost ready to pitch his microwave
put the window he's so full of rage when he suddenly recalls he
bought a brand new pack, 2 in fact, when he forced himself to get

%dressed earlier this evening then trudged over to the comner store,
"Where the fuck did I put them!?” Slousky growls out, pounding a

* foot on the ground, knowing full well the old bitch dnwnstairs will

% most likely hear it. So yes, Slousky's loud as well sometimes (on
top of being stinky). 13 seconds. Finally, a light goes on in his
cranium, his memory returns, the new packs of smokes are in his
. coat pocket by the entrance. He bursts open the door to the
mlcmwave grabs his coffee, flies over to the front foyer, nabs his
coat, then does a mad dash for the computer. 4 secs. 3 secs. He

b almost spills the coffee all over the keyboard and mouse when
plopping it on the desk, grips his mouse and clicks ‘ready’. 2 secs.
1 sec. Just in time.' Slnuskv can't help the shit-eating gnn he 5 ;{,
gwmg everyone who's watching his livestream. )
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..ZIrzshhs Grrrisszzhh Whhizrsrhzz...
k Mnnday', April 13th, 2009 - 1:26:46.32 AM {j'é
‘C‘i LadyCatnip42 bets her final piece of clothing she has left, a sock, -
ir' 4 leaving her completely naked. Slousky still has both his socks and =2
oK shoes eft. As for Howl18ALLzin4U, he's simply got his socks, and i
1% as for the last poker player, Gort56 - the reigning champion for
. 1 the past 3 consecutive years, has 1 sock. Slousky's favoured to win.
Sluusqu can literally smell the horrible bluff from LadyCatnip42. &
| There's no bloody way she's coming back and Slousky knows it, O
-uj- LadyCatnip42 knows it as well as the 12503 online spectators; .C} ‘
*% < they all know she's screwed. ‘;
LadyCatnip42's percentage of winning this hand shows up for the
online gawkers - 17% - however she went all in because, well, she's
fucked no matter what. Slousky calls. Interestingly, Howl1BALLzin4U
calls as well. Slousky was sure he'd fold. All he can have is a pair of
jacks, Slousky figures, so that's fucking dumb to call, what with a
jack and an ace showing on the table. There's no way he has 2 jacks
which would give him a 4 of a kind. He might have 3 of a kind, yet
Slousky has a pair of aces in his hand, making his 3 of a kind
stronger than Howl18ALLzin4U's. Gort56 has no choice but to call, |
| and Slousky's positive this twit has got nothing either. Slousky
. laughs, lifting up a piece of paper, flashing it to the webcam, it
~ reading 'Fuck You, Gort56, You Ugly Slag! You Gone, Buh-Bye, Don't
~...A."‘ Cry!" Since the beginning of this tournament, Slousky has been
3&' posting different taunts to all of his opponents, yet taunting the ]
* reigning champmn 5 always more rewarding.
'I' e N
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t;' ) As he predicted, LadyCatnip42's bluffing. She has a pair of
% ¥ 9sin her hand. Slousky reveals his hand, showing fis 2 aces.
¢ 1 GortS6 shows he has king high. Howl18ALLzin4U reveals his
$¢/ hand. He has a pair of jacks, giving him 4 of a kind, making
& f him the winner of this hand. Slousky cannot believe what he's
3% seeing. Slousky's online timer starts ticking down. He has 30
., 5econds to remove a piece of clothing or he'll be disqualified.
118 Cursing profanities, Slousky removes a shoe, violently wiping
} It across his room.
f LadyCatnip42 has no more clothes so she's out. She gives her
. best sportsmanship smile, stands up, then bends over, placing
1 her butt crack as close to her webcam as possible, wiggling it
.%' for the now 13433 spectators. Although he's pissed at losing the
15" hand, Slousky's mood flips like a non-medicated schizophrenic

.- seat, grabbing his dick and waving it about inches away from his

own webcam. He doesn't care whatever the online spectators
\ must be saying about the scabs and sores which are obviously

visible on his penis, marks left over from his incessant jerking off.
He knows that, later on when he watches the rerun to this
tournament, he'll be reading all the spectators comments, the

i % 10005 of 'OMGs' and the ever popular 'LOLs', mixed in with the
multitude of crass insults in regards to his ugly penis. At this
present instance, he doesn't give a flying fuck. In fact, he's eating
up the moment since he's still in the lead, and Slousky's more
than proud for buying 2 brand new top of the line webcams
specifically for this filthy tournament. @ .

E , when he sees her butthole, smiling while getting up from his

VA




. (jl@jﬁji(\*( 9{} ) 024

i'iilliiﬂ 1 e : #- :
¥

H" e ' r ‘Eﬂ Ewhshwmezzz Klurrsshzkksszzhh...
He's got a few minutes heme the final leg of the tournament begins.
He's still swooning like a schoolgirl with a mouthful of braces who's
lying on her back getting fucked by the whole football team 1 at a
 time, his exact words he posted on his site before the tourney began.

1 He takes a deep drag on his smoke as his mind is still feasting on the

1 fact that he's partaking in the biggest adult online poker tournament,

. This tourney is co-sponsored by the Triple X's and 7's website along
side a bunch of other lesser porn sites. It's the 4th annual tourney

A and it's the 1st time they've invited Slousky. It also has the biggest

'\ Cash prize yet - $25,000.00, yet Slousky doesn't care about the cash.
He's made his 1,000,000s many years ago, so the rotting carrot at

). the end of a stick as a prize isn't why he's so psyched. It's because

11 he's been playing online poker since the mid-90s, and although he's

i ‘ considered very good on the online phish tables, he's never made

A\ it with the pros. Phishes are newbs who are either new to online poker
and don't care they're going all in with only the worst possible hand
ever, or players who are simply retarded and gamble yet haven't
a clue how the game should be played. On these tables, Slousky
wins most of the time, beating up on the lesser players, however he
isn't good enough to play with the big boys on the real tables, even
though he's tried his hand on many online tournaments (costing hima |
small fortune in entry fees). Slousky is the pro on all the amateur
tables, yet against the professionals, his style of play is considered

‘amateuresque’, v M o
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111& exacutives whu decided tn invite Sluuskz.f had thE|r Feasons
| for doing so. Slousky could say it's due to the sheer amount of
time he's wasted playing online poker on their XXX&777.com site.
| Although he's a colourful player, as in sick and twisted, even foul
* mouthed, he's still very dedicated to the game {his VISA bills are
proof of this), But Slousky's quite conscientious as fo their rational
v of why they've asked him in; it's because he's an online celebnty %
and the producers know weirdo types like Slousky attract a lot of
A spectators. Therefore the organizers acknowledge this as good for
business since Slousky's dumb presence will increase the amount
, of expositions of their shitty useless ads, the 1s they've crammed
¥ on doubly more for this tourney. Whatever the reason he was
invited, Slousky accepted wholeheartedly, yet he never in his
mldest fucking dreams ever expected to make the finalists table.
| This game of strip poker differs from the regular Texas Hold 'Em'.
Instead of starting with a set amount of chips, a player starts off
with a specific amount of clothing: 2 shoes, 2 socks, a pair of pants |
(or a skirt - and it don't matter what sex wears what - it just has to
«| be a pair of pants or a skirt), and a shirt. You're also allowed 1
« | adorning piece of your choice. It could be a golden ring or a lucky
baseball cap, it doesn't matter. It could be a pair of panties, diapers, |
a cock ring or a clit clip, Yes, even a teddy or a blanket'salso O, 7§
acceptable. In all, you have 7 'things' to ante with. {:}
36 players are invited and the game starts with 6 tables with 6 players |
on each table. The winner of each table moves onto the final table.
The moment the tournament started, Slousky was sure he'd never 1 ‘"
~ make it past the Lst round. However, once on the final table, he was .'
playrlng extremely well, nght up until he began actually believing he
s had a chance at winning. It's at that moment when all went to shit. |

-
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thrchk Whhhirszzhz...

{ Hunday, April 13th, 2009 i
2:13:25.43 AM g BARSARAR [T
It's down to him and Howl18ALLzin4U. Somehow this lucky fucking

| faggot’s been holding out. He should have been phish meat over

' an hour ago since the guy's as intelligent as a sponge cake, but

, somehow, Slousky’s own luck started to run out, and now with them

| both down to their last sock, it's as if he can literally sense the shitt

., of the energy change. Whatever positive energy he was fueling on
earlier is now furthering itself away from him. He even begins to

J envision a negative electricity flowing through the cable lines from = ‘&

| all the lewd comments made by the spectators, them stating how A

(' Slousky's fucking chocking, what a tool he is, how he's going to lose .

' it when he had it in the bag, and of course how ugly he s, especially §

< his scabby privates. All of this negativity's fucking his game up. |

| Across the board, there's a 4, 6, 9, 10 and a Jack. Slousky has a

; 4and a 9. He decldes to call. He's sure he's going to win. There's no
chance in Hades that Howl18ALLzin4U will have a straight. And

| Slousky’s right, that's not what he has. Instead, he has a pair of 10s

.| in his hand, giving him 3 of a kind (beating out Slnuskys 2 pairs). {}

' HnwllEALLsziLl wins the 4th XXX&777 tournament.

e
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| Slousky's shit-card's churning and chirping stronger.
{ ...Grrrrizhshz Chizrhz Hirrszzhhhrzz... '
# Slousky begins trashing his stuff around his little apartment, tossing ¢
junk about and breaking shit as a result of losing the tournament.
Both of his webcams capture the whole affair on the stream, There's
1 absolutely no way that Slousky's going to display any type of good
| sportsmanship as he continues chucking his shit around all the while
| screaming disgusting profanities that Howl18ALLzindU's a fucking {:}
maater he's probably underage, a stinking cunt, a fuckhnle *O
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Hnwever the tuumament isn't over yet. Like all the others, Sh:ruskv
still has to bend over and show his butthole. he's been subconsciously
 dreading this moment from the beginning, yet he was never meant to
make it to the final table, let alone come In runner-up. Slousky was
supposed to lose a long time ago, perhaps the 2nd or 3rd player out »
1 on in the 1st round, so had he lost then and had to bend over and
show his ugly crack, it wouldn't have been a big deal, him receiving
; “only a handful of msuits on how slimy his crack hole appears and no
more. Now, with 16684 online spectators (with this # conbinually
'tn::reasing], they're all now waiting to 1st see Slousky's asshole ™
followed by the crowning of the new champion, and of course this
| Howl18ALLzin4U is this movie star good-looking type character, who's
all of 18 years old (but Slousky Is sure he's 17 or even 16 and is lying
 about his age) and of course he’s hung like a horse with 3 beautiful
cock, 1 even pomstars would look on with envy. Slousky has a fairly
large dick as well, but when your penis is covered in scabs and sores,
it’s simply not a pretty site. Howl18ALLzindU's cock looks as if it was
( bronzed, forged by the Greek Olympian Gods themselves, and he's
flipping it about like some untamed wild stzllion would, while Slousky's
21 penis looks like a sory, unimpressive mistake.
\ Slousky still has to show his crack hole on the cam, up close at that. |
i1 He intended to buy cream to clear up the brown patr:hes between his
\ , Cracks and under his scrotum, and he’s also been meaning to see a
“ | dermatologist about his skin that's tumed a distasteful palish colour
! all around his midsection, what he can only compare to as what a
ff | discolouring leather wallet resembles. His ass looks and feels fike -.
Y cow hide, leathery, scaly, flaky, accompanied with a touch of a rash
1 which he just hasn't had the need to get checked Eimer 6
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Something switches inside him. Eeﬁ]r& he had been dreading this
particular moment, but now, Slousky doesn't give a rat's ass anymore
what his skin and body parts looks like. In his mind, he knows he
looks nothing like some of the beached whales who signed up for this
" online tourney, or some of the dirty skanks, or like any of them filthy
=4 immigrants. If only Slousky had an ounce of hindsight, or even a
- tnuch of foresight for that matter, he wouldn't do what he's about to...
..Chrrzzhirrzh Whurzshb...
Snrneune should have told Slousky, or he should have known better, ,
that there's a responsibility which comes along with becomingan _ /
.1 online star, a public fiqure, someone who has been given clout, an
~ influence over others, and there's a duty attached with this power
. (Slousky runs a website listed at #124 as most viewed site on the
'1, internet - Slousky.com). Thing is, obligations of those sorts are lr !
exactly what Slousky loathes, hating the idea of having to conform 1}
., to some form of societal dictation. In fact, Slousky doesn't want to lie
to himself: he knows better and he's simply about to go against his
better judgment.
Right now, what's right or wrong, Slousky doesn't give a screw. He
doesn't care what others think of him. 'Fuck 'em alll..." has been his 4
. motto ever since he found a voice on the internet, and it's not some
** fucktard poker tournament that's going to have him cower and conform,
..Grrrurrsshzzz Crishzzh... ‘ ST T ¢
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1,‘ Of course, like with every memory-bubble, having to relive ndiculous
% | events from his life, he completely regrets everything he's done and  *
3! said when he was 2 living unit, now that he's... ... dead...
w| . Crrichrk Zuurrwhirrzzz Chhikhrrzzhh...
| f" He bends over, placing his butthole as close as possible to the cam.
" He knows that [ater on, when this tournament will be edited and
| placed online for all to freely stream, that his ass will be posted all
|‘ over the net. Photoshopped photos, memes, videos, impersonations.
l"‘\ Soon he'll be inadvertently clogging up the electronic and optical
1§ networking waves with his diseased-looking ass which will go viral,
I3 but right now, he doesn't give a lick, and when he knows his ass is
1 | at the perfect distance from his webcam, after he knows that
4|4 everyone is tired of him wiggling it for the camera, Slousky forces
i iﬂut a sloppy wet fart, splashing his webcam with his liquid feces,
I\ covering his desk, his computer, his keyboard, his mouse, his
1§ ashtray, his coffee cup and his half-eaten sandwiches, all of it with
84 his diarrhea.
L SUN:>
JSUN:> Lngm 0 _Terra_Sol %
| SUN: > Dynamic Random Access Memory:
3 SUN:» Cycle Complete.




| " p 030 Slousky's memory- ot opi completed, returning o
| SI_DUSKY wﬂﬂi'ﬂre;?t;rmebam |
ﬁ! 24 - ﬂiﬂTT HOTDOG VEND{]R 2[127 Hﬂ YRS LATER)

.. “Hrruurrzzszsshhh Chhiirzzzhsh... b TR \."I
8 Friday, July oth, 2027 A
10:17:32,00 AM - g
Slousky's on the ground. He has a hard t|rne breathing. Snmethmgs L )
caught in his throat. He begins coughing up until a small slimy clot $7
of grey matter comes projecting out. His heart's racing a 1,000,000 |g¢
®' miles a minute, He places a hand over his chest where his shirt-card's @)
cheeping away at 2 low sounding frequency, yet the nanosecond his
fingertips graze over the computer chip components which make up |
® his shirt-card, an electronic surge rips through him followed by some
E strange quasi-chemical taste filling his mouth. Why he even thinks of
" touching his shirt-card's a mystery even to himself, He certainly knows
'i_ better. It's definitely an involuntary impulse as the last thing Slousky
v 06ts off from is pain of any kind. Some people might like that (fegling »
?":qpam that is), sick twisted fucked up people, but not Slousky. He hEItESn
) even the tiniest drop of pain whatsoaver, It's 1 of his many phobias, |
F agliophobia (a fear of pain). He had agliophobia throughout his life 1:€
5! while a5 a living unit, and now, around hera in Deadsville Disney Land 1.111
"i  everything equals pain, so he suffers from agliophobia a lot.
Lu::kahf the memory-bubble's short, comparatively speaking. Also,
“after @ memory-bubble runs its cycle, The System' is satiated, for a i
while at least, which means 'It' ('The System') should leave Slousky /@
' falﬂne for a time being, maybe even long enough for him to figure out "’.3
how to get the fuck out of this dead-end alley, possibly this cityas  §1°
@ well, but he knows that's asking  lot. 0 4'e

. J"'




o = m 1t [ :,

o r
ol |
E

& f'r;, um-ri .MT LT R) -,.,‘i.'-;:u % i
' Slousky stands up, looking around. Father Sun's evilly brjght this Fxﬁ} %
'@ morn. At least when it's cloudy, rainy, snowing, cold, whatever... 4 9
“ﬁ whenever Slousky's not under the watchful gaze of Father Sun, he gy
. feels a bit better (yet truthfully, nothing really makes anything better 4@
& 2round here in the land of the dead). Father Sun's smiling shiningly e
@ Lpon the pathetic living race who inhabit Mother Earth and this :
@) demoralizes him wholeheartedly. It's moments like these when he can fig)
% conceptualize who Father Sun is in relation to this beautiful planet &<
& Mother Earth, and how their combined energy and invisible loving K)
g4 forces produce a rare gem known as 'Life', all the while realizing how ¢
g Unfortunate it is that 'Life" is being wasted on a land of inbreds who SR8
@) aren't smarter than the fucking sheep they herd. Slousky knows not B!
sl 2 single iving human who appreciates a drop of this miraculous 'Life" !
W creation. 'But how could they, really? he answers himself in his head. &
@4 The living are supposed to be oblivious to what 'Life" truly is. It's what {(@!
% gives 'Life’ that comedic tragic ironic aspect to ‘Tt that it's only when 5
they're dead do they begin to appreciate 'Life’, and guess what, it's O
b 00 fucking fate. e ————
ob Father Sun's also beaming brilliantly for all the dead to see as well
@ (since Slousky's almost blinded by the big round blazing eye in the
‘L‘ sky), and although he isn't 100% sure (he's not sure of anything),
! he's almost sure Father Sun's in constant continual communication
i with The System’, In fact, He believes Father Sun Is ‘The System’ &
< (in cun]unctmn with Mul:her Earth of course). TR
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a? He turns away from Father Sun, ernharmsaed mshmg he had dark
- i'_' sunglassas (even if they were grey glasses). Sluuslqr glances down at &
-’i'E his shirt-card chipset, seeing the words SUN:> _ written in a bright &4

bubbly font and a cursor blinking next to it. Even though he recently &8 %

# Expenenced a memory-bubble, for some reason Slousky senses The 5%
: ’Syrstem Is extra hungry today and will probably cheat by bubbling up & @
anather memory-bubble if he doesn't do something useful soan, ;
¥ The bum next to him begins to stir, reanimating the horrible smells S
‘@ either it and/or the mattress’ reeking of. To be fair, it's not because '
4k 1t's an unwashed homeless person is why it smells, Every living human™g .
stinks to Slousky. When he is up close to 1, no matter if it just bathed H@
and doused itself in the most expensive of pen‘umes, 2 living unit will &
7 still give off the stench of rotfing flesh to Slousky, a bit like an animal !
4/ who's been slaughtered and left to decay in the blistering heat all day. §i@
" He can smell their decomposing flesh which covers them, and fhe &
- tries real hard, he can estimate how long a human has to live just by 4.@
ﬁ taking a whiﬁﬂf IES greasy SKin. s e el g ot s vl |
The dead, on the other hand, don't smell at all. They are odourless 2
{thankfully, since there's so fuckmg many of them). The flip side, !’*
% however, is that a dead unit can come up from behind Slousky anl:f - °
i

Py

surpnse him, having Slousky synch up with it without fair warning,
*‘1 And the nanomoment Slousky unfortunately synchs up with any Sy
a L Single any of these scentless walking corpses, Slousky will then start 8 4
= # smelling all what this dead unit once smelt whence it was alive, taste | ¥
@' B the same thing, feel all, hear, see through its eyes; hell relive every & 4
ndiculous moment of this unit's life [fr:sr an average of 67.2 yearsj '
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iy Just as he 5 about to reach the husy road, a door swmgs open next to
;1 him. &n immigrated busboy comes barging out with both hands
Y - holding onto large garbage bags. If's the scents which surprises
Slousky more than the living unit's presence itself, This human unit's
. reeking of something horrible, yet mix in the secretive odours the p
1! garhage bags are ra}-n:haustirlgr the smell's unbearable, Busboy marches | '
t, right past Slousky, oblivious to his presence, while Slousky spots an 4
open door, getting a quick peek inside, seeing a long dark hall ©
connecting to what must be the kitchen and then the restaurant. s
¢ Slousky's very quick and knows an opportunity when he sees it If "'
. he can sneak down this hallway, then maybe hell fall onto a quieter &l I
. | strest and possibly even get out of fucking town. Yet as he's about to .
) step into the hallway, 2 dead units come lingering down the corridor e @
L. Fmrn the other end. They slowly shuffle towards the doorway, If Sh}usky’ ) ‘
hasa heart, then it just fell into his stomach when he sees them. *.

4 Without hesitation, Slousky backs away from the doar, stumbling
Imast, and begins to run back towards where he woke up, He makes 11

it halfway up the alley when he turns around to see if either of the dead
l units are following him. Luckily for him, they both loiter by the door's
threshold, Slousky realizes these dead units are mulling on the bushay, ;ﬂ o
' !

: ] -" - —

who tosses the 1st bag info a large disposal, getting 2 points for landin
his mark, yet the 2nd toss is much sloppier, landing on the nim, having
the bag break, 2 the contents reaching its destination while the other
r’w 00zZing alcrngsu:te the side of the disposal and onto the ground, The 5 ¢

bushoy smirks to himself and returns to the door, walking right past
his !:Ie.ar:[ mullers, slamming the door behind him,

| o
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by SIousky hates how nkkmg Jumpy he is. His shirt-card's processmg |
“ It once again, letting him know he's loafing and he needs to get a move %
- on or get ready for a painful memory-bubble. Slousky hasn't even had g
the time to recoup from the previous memory-bubble (where he lost an G
online poker tournament (10)) and already ‘The System s threatenmg
him with more tortuous memories. v
.| His shirt-card gurgles louder. Right away Slousky begms makmg hIS
¥ way towards the boulevard. He's now believing that a synch is better
'@ !k for him than having to relive another memory-bubble. At least after 4§
.k he synchs, 'The System' leaves him alone for a couple of weeks (if 'Tt'

F doesn't cheat), which allows him to disappear into the forests or the
mountains... anywhere far atvaxiro‘rn the foul city. P :
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(10) Just as a side note: it's not the 1st time 'The System' has N ®
made Slousky relive that specific memory-bubble. He wonders S
‘¥ just how much The System' loves stupid fart and shit jokes, as
it must be funny to ‘The System' to have Slousky constantly &
relive that retarded moment when he livestreamed shitting on

g his webcam. It's a moment from Slousky's life which he's never
[ been able to live down, it haunted hlrn while he was allve and it )%
.’Q‘. contlnues to stalk him in death
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Once he comes to the boulevard, a couple of Aamfis (11) briskly
walk by him, and, as he expected, flittering not far behind are 4 to

] 5 Damfis (12). A sunken sensation of despair begins creeping its

way into Slousky’s soul (if he still has 3 soul, and if he does, it must
be grey). He doesn't want to look anymore at those on the street,
dropping his gaze towards his grey shoes. He keeps walking, like on
a plank on a pirate ship, doing his best to clear his mind of what is
about to come, No matter how many times he's synched up, he just

can't get used to It... y
.. Wrhherzzhz Kiisskswhurrshzzshh... LAl
Siousky's shirt-card lights up as it outputs data: »
..Grriiiszsshh Hurrsszhh.... ke
uiSuiful
U () elid Ol U
: Onizato

Ot w0

‘0w, fucking ow! Yes! Yes’ 200 and 91 fucking times!" Slousky snarls
under his breath, 'I really have to stop fucking quessing at statistical
numbers!" he makes a mental note to himself. He truly hates the fact
The System' is wired into his every single thought, ‘especially when

I'm getting zapped for the same retardo number. 291! Fucking noted

(11) Aamfi - An abbreviated term invented by Slousky referring |

to a living human unit, an 'Alive and Mother Fucking Idiot'.
(12) Damfi - An abbreviated term invented by Slousky referring
to a dead human unit, a 'Dead and Mother Fucking Idiot',
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| He's 2 dozen feet away from the main oad when he can hear ”
the murmuring of the crowd. He peers up and instantly catches § {‘\'
. an unbearable whiff of rotting flesh from a small group of execs e
g walking by, all the while him grabbing the gist of their shallow <38 O
¢ ' | conversation, sensing immense amounts of presumptuousness  RII@)
2 3 ﬂnzing from their unity. Seeing them simply reinforces Slousky's S
¢ judgment on how Aamfis are such useless wastes of space on "ro
I Mother Earth. As on cue, there's a dozen or so dead units following = O
T nght behind, each of them looking more lost than the next.  ~=SEss
Slousky isn't sure who he hates more: the Aamfis or the Damfis ;‘;Q'
(h|5 own made-up terms of endearment he uses for the living and
.| the dead). He's come to loathe them equally yet for completely _

d|ﬁerent reasons. Slousky's been dead now for over 17 years B8
d.which has given him plenty of time to study the human species 20
(hﬂth the living and the deceased kind).
&L  When it comes to the Aamiis, they're just so mind-numbingly ,O
@ blind to all the miracles Mother Earth continually produces for them. [fg
<41 Slousky reqrets how little appreciation he had for Mather Earth [ 0

1 whilst alive, and now that he's dead, it's all he ever seems to think
of, that is: how much he should have been grateful for "Life’ when

ﬁ he had the chance.,

" Annther reason wh}r he hates the Iwmg s they stmk nf putrrd der.ay

:l
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ns for the Damf s, Slrzlualcﬁ,r can |:|r+:||:|erl:|1',r rattle off 3 kazlllmn ';, w1 1Y
reasons why he hates these dead suckers, yet if he had fo

oF Dassivity. The dead have no goal, no aim, no reason o be, so

4 they just roam the world, all the while they submissively mull

iy with the living. The only I:ime they show any pop is when it's g

oF time to synch, The dead are always eager to synch up with him,
% their grey eyes lighting up while trying to lock ontoe his own.

But besides synching time, the dead have shown having no will S8 2

power, They just take up space, while the living, even though

& their goals and reasons to ‘e’ are usually always maronic (like
1o it Wanting to be rich and famous), at least some humans walk with

a little bounce in their stride as they try to act impnrﬁant hoping ';-.-. '

3, L of mern being trailed by 1 to 5 Damfis, mulling away. The smht

of s0 many living and dead in 1 place atltime has him fresze-up §

from paranaia. He just knows everyone can see him, even if they |
are all ignoring him, all of them pretending to go about their petty 3

i lives, feigning to be. He knows all of this isn't real, that what he's

seeing isn't r&allv there, He knows there's sumething Wrang with |8 ':
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o Hespasntwe thalr at any moment, they'll all just turn and gawk
‘@il at him, proving to him he’s part nfsnme gxpenment, some ’
4k computerized program and they're all but avatars, simply NPCs
' (non-player characters) and he's caught in some type of video t l:‘f
Q game. They will 2!l turn and stare at the same time, and in their =

il 0aze they will [et him know what 2 useless shit he was before he

-# committed suicide, and for this they must now pumish him by~
3 8 ripping him Iimhfmm grey limb, Of course, not a single E-DLIH!}EkE
‘J Slousky's way, nobody aware of his presence, it's simply him and
l * his paranoid delusions of where he presently is. Still, knowing he's
soon ko be surrounded to the point of being engu[Fed by the dead # ;
' and the living as he's about to step onto the sidewalk, he can't =%
1 breathe, the presence of so many entities suffocating him (all the -:-
while conscious that he probably doesn't even have lungs so how A '
can he ever asphyxiate). He's not sure what he's made of as he 4,0
looks at his hand which is some shade of the colour grey, doing {}
his best to breathe more calmly. He touches his face, and right
on his nose are his glasses, which he's positive are grey too, He's ;;l
@\ frozen with fear yet nobody stops to look at him, not a single unit.
38 He's here but he's nat here, He has presence, cbviously, since he's
observing all what's going on, yet not a single soul, living nor dead, %‘1
' looks his way, W ST e
;‘g But then it starts, that falling sensatmn Someone’s trying to E‘p’ﬂﬂh

%, 5
o

‘@ with him. Someone in this crowd's looking at him, looking through | r".
. him. Who, Slousky can't say yet. He drops his eyes to the ground, %
< fixing his eyes onto his grey shoes, He dossn't want to look up ﬁ]

r"" because the nanosecond he locks eyes with any of these dead units, |
l the synchmg starts and hes committed. o, LW
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is quite surreal {mc:re surreal than before, if that's pnﬁaible}J kind of
A ke when the acid finally kicks in after dissolving in the bloodstream g
for over an hour. Sounds he didn't hear before start clanging in his =

ears, Lights he didn't see earlier begin to blind him, overpowering
% smells begin to nauseate him. Still, Slousky has no clue as to who, S8
among the crowd, s trying to synch up with him. e g

—

@

e i
o e

: and over towards her. The dead from way back in the past have
nobody to mull with (since all their relatives, friends & acquaintances |
are also dead) so they're the most dangerous as they're always just

J ~willing to synch up, having nothing better to do with their undead

i lives. Slousky's shirt-card begins to churn away, it too preparing ford

™a synch, getting ready to input/output all the data which will soon
Il transfer between Slousky and this 40 year old flapper from the

& roaring 20s. Her grey eyes begin to lluminate brightly, warning that &5

* the synch's about to occur. His own pupils begin to generate a low :
‘humming sound as they attempt to connect with her eyes. Slousky
™ isnt sure exactly what happens when a synch finally materializes,

§ a5 in the physicality of the actual event, yet he's pretty sure it has

*2 'The System’ will zap him the answer he doesn't even care for. .4
& Slousky knows that s00n his world will start to blur away and hell |




Slnusiqf uses all of his energy to Inﬂk away. He E||EG' does his best
¥ to close his eyes, hoping she'll simply scram. The noise from the &
& ctreet begins to return, as If, somehow, mag'rrally, Slousky's

been able to stop the synch, Maybe hE won't haﬁ.fe to synch after

- B unit until there's nubﬂdy |eft to synch with (which is of course an
& improbability because at the moment there's 5 deaths and 8 births g
Ik with every passing second, so unless there's some type of hellire §
B Lpocalypse, which Slousky secretly prays for every day, he'll never
® l run out of dead units to patentially synch with), .
W He opens his eyes and sees the dead flapper woman past right by &

O' nim, oblivious of his presence. She aporoaches some 70 year old
{ d&ad male Asian unit who comes up from behind Sluuslqr These F O"

F vihile they ﬁvnth, a5 each completely relive the |ife of the other;
wF the 40 year flapper bitch's going to live out the Asian bastard's life
W for 70 years, and vice versa (however the 'real’ time for The e
- System' to process the data between 2 dead units takes 3-4 mins), *%
The sounds around him return to a normal level, the lights less |
@) Dright, the smells less putnd, For 2 nanomoment, he's hopeful, 55§
o Maybe he's done with synching forever; that he's only had to synch
& up with a certain number of dead souls, and perhaps he's met his . &
quota and The S\,rstarn will now f finally free his soul from such 3




.y 1

The pnweﬂes&nes& Slﬂusky S eXperiences hefure the synch
begins to patter away and he's able to focus once again on A
what's going on around him. The flapper and the Asian Damfis § 3%
are |ocked together, and to Slousky they appear as digital lovers, -
as spiritual coded soulmates, as 1 (and 0), as they share their

|

@\ daft life histories with the other, oblivious to all those around. 4S8
]  Thisis his chance. He avoided a synch, something he can't "Wl
Qj remember ever happening before, Maybe if he made a mad dash ~ §@
e now he'll find some open manhole, crawl down it, escape through }f'%
the sewer lines, connected to some waterway, then to dnift away &
W In 3 body of water (as long as it's not deep, he can't swim and B

ol he's unsure if he can still drown even though he's already dead) %
=2 with the goal to escape this evil city. Whatever way possible, if he
O. can only get to a forest, a cavern, a mountain, anywhere where  “ 1%
& the only living things he'd come across would be the 4 legged furry :u.
type which don't bother with the dead (and Slousky’s convinced i
that animals do not see the dead as he's tried the most stupid of 'i;-* Y
things like dancing and screaming and jumping up and down In rid
front of cats, dogs, squirrels, birds, rabhits, even skunks, He's I-.’ :
even come across foxes and wolves a few times as well a5 a bear {
a_l'u

' and her cubs. Not once did an animal ever react to his presence. &
Ik Slousky's tested this theory with worms, rats, fish, mosquitos and e
6 shitty little flies, him swatting and going crazy in front of them yet ~ g8¢
0

4 nathing acknowledging he's there. Slousky would do this up until o
@ hed lose interest or realize he needs to move on as The System’
o will sooner or later tire of his antic).
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if elapsed since he woke up this morning and it's as if he's already &
trudged along the front lines of some meaningless war. With all W=

| the people buzzing around h1rn he's unsure if he just synched up 8 6
N

S through, memories from the Damifi he just synched up with, . 'L""L'.
=8 memories which don't belong to him. After a synch, he also r" fO
experiences a tourbillion of humiliating feelings and total “b hf{_}

Ay | embarrassment as not only did he just live the bizarre life of “=988 O
¥ Still, he should be jonesing for a synch right now and instead he's ¥ .
W feeling quite normal, As usual, nothing makes sense, 1l
Did 1...7 he almost ask aloud, 'no..." his mind answers without M
allowing him to finish his sentence as he doesn't want The System’
' to painfully answer him. He did not just synch up with anyone as ¢ =
i*l'-i" he has no recollection of living someone’s life, no memory flashes, | @)
. and with this shirt-card welded onto him, he has within his P
databanks every single movement of every stupid dead person 8 @
= he's synched up with in the past, right down to every time they .:5
Jflushed a toilet after dropping 2 huge stinking dump, memory of
® @ each inhale and exhale they breathed up until their [ast agonizing §'@
¥ dying gasp. Once he disconnects with them, his memory banks are § 8
') forever filled with their memories, all the while (Slousky's pretty I
@ positive that) their shirt- tards aran filled up with Slousky’s sﬂmr ,E'j
Ierstﬂw ; s 1o 10 104
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5 Eutnnthmgshappened Mo memaries, no awkward dISEDﬂﬂECtIﬂﬂ !
& (when Slousky and the dead unit he's synched up with disconnect, § C

4 their glowing grey eyes looking at each other for the last time, ~ %

& Slousky can spot disqust in their expression, bewilderment as wéll, 1 0

of belittlement, 2 look of loathing and abhorrence, all at once, in &=

S awe on how Slousky chose to live his brainsick life). Definitely, & Q

(}.‘1 Slousky didn't synch up, and yet that junkie empty feeling inside 3@

B him isn't lingering within either, His synchwatch is still red so he 5

1 should be going through synching withdrawals similar to a crack - 1{

@), whore who's willing to blow a sexually transmitted disease riddled O
]ﬂhn for a meth fix. Instead, everything seems normal, the Aamfis &=
qoing about their useless lives with a ton of Damfis mulling behind $@

| them, Father Sun shining down upon them all, them oblivious to His

i') wunderful power, Mother Earth right beneath thElF feet and nota >

I single idiot appreciatives this fact. The good news, though, he not ¥ @
going through withdrawals. Everything's normal, Whiﬂh 5 abnormal. |
"2 fer 'tha price of 1! C'mon! Come 'git yar hotdogs!" he g

@l hears the coarse voice of a vendar just to the right of him, Yes, 0
everything's status que, as if he had just synched up, a5 if his SN

b/ l shirt-card had been filled up with the effete life of another. g 15{3

a i Again, that glimmer of hope of maybe he's done with synching e ~

@k and just maybe he can now go on with his useless dead existence : v

@1 forever without having to ever synch again, that perhaps it's time § )

-1 for a new phase, a redemptive phase, a freeing of his soul phase &

= i from this purgatory which he's endured for the past 17 yr&ars a5 TRl

o B part of the living dead... &

e "2 hotdogs! C'mon, come glt w]ur dugs' 2 fer da price uf 11" S

"'-: thls venl:furs really fur:kmg annuwng Slcrlus.kﬁ,.r B
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It's time for him to leave this wretched place and find |
& free house a5 a home in some reservation park, or 2 cave in some
mountain, anywhere far from this dirty shitty city. And as he's

horribly familiar whiff of something evil, some atrocious pungent %
- smell resembling backed-up sewer waters, a putnd wretched stink
of feces surrounding him, filling his entiraty. He knows this stench. S
PR 1S the same aroma which clogs his nostrls right before every synch. S
QA8 It's going all wrong again, The street all around him begins to blur 3
once mare, the peaple, the cars, the buildings... all of it becoming
unfocused, Accompanying the smell s that terrible sinking sensation, St
a 1000 butterflies fluttering in his stomach. All of this is very familiar g
Ato Slousky. This is what he undergoes before he's about to synch, | 4
QI /s always, nothing makes sense. 'Didn't I just escape the synching?? 4@)
¢ "2 fer tha price...” that voice, burning his ears, ‘Why is the &
RS 1icking vendor shouting? How come his voice isn't blurring out  ©
like all the rest of the sounds? Slousky turns fo look at the vendor,
seeing this hotdog quy crisply clear while all about him, the strest,
the sidewalk, the buildings, all of it is hazy and unfocused. Just as §
Slousky expected, the vendor's this big dumb-looking sloppy fuck, §
"qrinning at passersby, his rotting teeth glimmering in the light of
Father Sun, his foul breath smelling like an exhumed corpse even
§ irom where Slousky's standing, his grimy hands with his dirty nals S8
i fondling the hotdog buns, This quy locks as smart as 2 lawn chair, 7988
g 2s bright as 2 single-cell amoeba. There's nothing exceptional about 38
¥ this fat fuck so Slousky doesn't understand why this piece of shit S8
O /2 fl isn't blurring out of focus ke the rest of the world, He sees
the vendor making himself comfortable on his bicycle seat o light

his cigar. 'Why amlseemg this shu.‘ ::Irrarher whar me de:
am I not EEemg?? ,
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W It's then, from behind the vendor, Slousky sees themlhnuette of

vk something small, someone tiny, grey... 2 dwarf, ‘n..." a miniature
# Damfi, 'nefther...' a child, 'yes...' 3 dead boy of maybe 6 or 7,

./ pernaps 8 years old, it's hard for Slousky to say, however the
P moment the dead child's in full view of Slousky, his grey eyes
. hegan to slowly ||Iurn|nate

Dr'entai Unbeknownst to Slousky, Tt planned for him to synch up

a8 with this dead child all along, and something deep inside Slousky's

grey gut's telling him this little tyke didn't die from natural causes,

vendcrr had something to do with the demise Elf this dead boy umt
Slousky looks away, The outermost last thing he wants to do
% now Is to make fucking eye contact with this kid's grey glowing
' ayes. He forces his glance downward, towards his shoes (i that's |
& what he has, feet with shoes on tl'uamr Slousky's never sure of
his own corporeality), and if he has a heart, it's beating all kinds
b of fear right now with his shirt-card maniacally beeping away.
. Slousky can sense that this malefic dead kid has caught wind of S
i him. He's positive this dead boy unit's looking straight at him ) S
t ' with his sad fucking grey eyes, ready to click in and synch up so § '

|

! 3wi|| relive this kid's 6, 7 or 8 years... yet worst of all... reliving
& this kid's most assuredly twisted death, 4 :




. from behind the dead unit child, now that she's done synching up
. " with the old Asian Damfi. Her eves begin glowing as brightly as

choose, idiot! Do you want to synch for 40 years or 77 W+th the 7
&5 vear old it be pratty fast, the memories will fly by quicker, He has

never synched with a dead kid before however he believes the

synch will be relatively quick as living human unit's st asting

4 years old (it varies with each unit). Still, something innate’s
telling Slousky this little Iad died some really stupid violent death

i the fat fuck, he catches this slob placing a hand down his pants,
‘maoving his junk about, Slousky can actually visualize a vapour
L protruding from this greasy hotdog seller's pants, an effluvial 998
=@ f00-llke-steam evacuating from his midsection, filing up Slousky’s
% nostrils, »/ o el
Shaf?zh Whurz?b T

) ,:- willing it, If The System I5 going to let him demde he prefers thE
Innger E‘fﬂ[:h with medumhhﬁch X - -
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\% Slousky can now hear the dead kid's shirt-card churn, whiz and &
W melodiously beep away, which only means The System' is '
. '.r preparing the synch. The more he forces his eyes away from the ==
» non-living boy, the heavier the withdrawal becomes, as if he
| needs the biggest heroin-cocaine speedball cocktail rush to flow

—

<4 s i wil be satiated, but it's never a good thing. He recalls how 2

< @ every single synch has been more painful than the last (painful
[ )0 physically, mentally, morally, spiritually, etc.). Not a single synch’s & /
' ever been good for Slousky. 'The System' is only fucking with

& him, lying to him by having him believe that to synch up will be
as delicious as crack, - L« Y
He looks at the dead boy unit, wondering how this little shit disd, S8
Unfortunately, Slousky's about to find out, What he hates the e
& most about synching up 1s how he himself doesn't get to do any R
L of the acting. He has no lines, he doesn't play a part. He's just

there, inside the body, from the moment the unit's born nght ¢

‘& B up until it finally croaks, so if the unit has a problem with its J
.. @ lung, then Slousky’s going to relive every wheezy moment

up until this unit respires its last dying breath, This dead kid, I8
however, doesn't appear to have had lung cancer, This unit %
ks a5 If it's been murderad in cold fucking blood,




. becomes that person yet he himself has no control on what this
o, person does, says, feels, hears. He has no authonity since he's .
4 essentially watching a rerun of this unit's life. The life has already J5:%4
| been lived out so there's no way he can input, It's all output and g
Slousky must relive every moment exactly how the unit lived it. "%

For example, Slousky synchs up with someone who gets his  J@
& kicks from licking public toilet bowls (the stickier the better], well, ,*‘\

Slousky will lick the exact same toilet bowls all the while being f
able to taste every brownish chunky tidbit, he'll smell every scent g'@"
8 and he'll know every thought conceived this toilet bowl licking unit t
1 gestated. If Slousky synchs up with a cross-dresser, well he'll be
@ § wearing the exact evening gowns and will be hanging out at the *40.
exact same dirty gay dives which the unit did whilst it was alive, * 155
g2 If the unit whom he synchs up likes to plug 2 toaster up its ass  ¥{2%

and light itself up like a Christmas tree, well then it's simply the & |f@

™ o BT
*

o

it shocking sensation as this unit did when it was a living, breathing E 4
r.;j* entity. Slousky will know every single dirty thought and will have St
b 2 front row seat to every perverted act this unit committed when {8 e
 alive. Slousky has to think as well as perform everything right IO:
¥ zlongside. As Slousky discovered, every unit concocts mean and )&
bl troubling ideas, has horrible intentions which perpetually override 0
@ their better judgement, and they suffer from disturbing jagged

' concepts which toy with their common sense; evil thoughts they :?

# [ove to hate or hate to love. 0 i/
B 0 2ty
: 1 i 5 - .JECJ
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| Everyone's fucking evil, Sluusk‘;s learning that at synch at a time. 1
“W Slousky dreads he rmght have to synch up W|t'1 every human which §
1% means he'll be synching over 2 110,000,000,000+ times, And as 4}1 gl
long as the human race keeps fahﬂr:atmg more units, this synching &
up with the other dead is actually turning ouft to be an exponentially S8
infinite (o) act, The only chance he has out of this endless cycle | S
., with the dead populace is if the whole human race finally does itself ‘.’i}
off, or something like another Ice Age happens, and once every @
dead unit has successfully synched with every other dead unit then "R
"The System' will be forced to stop functioning (he prays). ‘Q
The System’ will have to end at some point. It must. And at this 4’
point Slousky will reach 'Phase 2' {13), and once "Phase 2’ occurs
well then a change will mast assuredly arise, once he's relived the g
life of every other dead unit, Maybe then he‘ll never have to synch :,
again, never have to mull nor ever suffer another memory-bubble. g
Maybe The System’ will free him at this point. He hopes to Chnst i
there's 3 Phase 2' because the only thing Slousky has to look sl "
forward to is to infinitivally synch up and die agonizingly fucking j
painful disease filled deaths over and over again, ad nauseam (and .
thinking about forever is in no way helping his apeirophaobia - his 5‘.15
fear of infinity). i '.-:
Yet the worst thing about synching is actually the de-synch pn:u:e-ss. N
¥ B 1t's that final ook’ in their eves when he disconnects with the other. ',ji
& Slousky 1st pukes with embarrassment, this accompanied witha ~ # Py
painful physical pang where his heart should be, It happens every }‘_
single fime he de-synchs, Slousky wishing he'd never existed as he Ih
‘B realizes another dumb fuck now knows exactly how Slousky led his @85
-sad and pathetic life (and the manner in which he ended it). ..:
l
l.._

®
r‘l & (13) 'Phase 2' is when Slousky synchs with everyone, and once he |
= does that, he'll attain nirvana. This is Slousky's only sad hope.

= A 5 e L

F gl o - pl il —




I into the crowd, or If he could only have the option to synch up

¢+ with that 1920s flapper cunt, even that Asian senior cifizen piece |
of dung, anyone else other than this ominous deceased child, i)
9 Slousky's gut's telling him the way in which the 19205 chick died (g 3&%
wasn't 50 horrifying, maybe tuberculosis, maybe cancer, maybe
a car accident, maybe suicide, all types of death he's already '
¥ survived with others he's synched up with in the past, deaths he
can manage, but this sinister dead child, next to this living unit B8
=% which he's sure 15 a2 murdering, pedophiliac vendor; that however Sl
this kid died, this is going to be the worst type of experience a8
Slousky's about to undergo since his 291 synchronizations.
L Just run away!!" Slousky tries to muster up some kind of
QY movement, as If he's attempting to convince his legs to move,
‘fucking run awayl...' but it's to no avall, his feet are cemented
.| to the ground, and the scary little child's grey eyes are glowing S
& | brighter and brighter, to the paint of blurring out everything and SgEs
a/ everyone around him, fading all to white. The synch's about to
1 begin, #292, and it will definitely be the worst synch Siﬂusk‘;
| Will ever experience, &y il Al o Liptag - i) 8
'y Slousky looks into the deceased kid's eyes. He has no choice. At 8
W41 this very moment, Slousky realizes it's not even really his eyes 44
B2 | which are seeing alE this, He's notin mntrnlnfasmglethmg R
4 3nymore, He neveractuallvwas :
...GiTiizzhh Zrhrizz...

SUN:> _ | -I'IT jll T Q |
SUN:> Login: §_Terra '::u| SLF . f:} -
SUN:> Synchronization {#’JH } b, A
SUN:> Name: William Harold Desmond.

SUN:> Birth: June 3rd, 1990,

SUN:> Logout. )
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Slousky s Synched up with the dead Bmy Dasmond
‘ Slousky wm now live out Billy's 8 years he lived.

oy 4 N ...-?QJ\

* i

FEETTTN Gressrasansassaens
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...Ghrurrssizzhrr Zzshiirrsshzhhzz...
Sunday, June 3rd, 1990
2:17:52.41 PM

William Harold Desmond's born in the most usual of waysina &

M s

-
- -
-~

basement apartment somewhere downtown Chicago, USA.
..RhzZiliurrrzzzz...

" T W W
During every synch, the 1st few years of someone's life goes
by unnoticed, from birth up until to 2 to 4 years old.

| Friday, June 3rd, 1994

4:33:21.16 PM

Billy turns 4. His mother has made plans of trying her fortune in
4 Hollywood, or maybe New York, she isn't sure yet, however she

g | knows she has to get out of shitty Chicago to start her career or

3| she'll forever be a waitress at the greasy spoon she's presently
workmg at. Billy's mom is 22 and she realizes her beauty's
ﬂeetmg faster than the speed of light so she has to get going
| right away. She feels bad that she's leaving Billy
behind, however his grandmother will surely take
better care of the child than she ever could.

- oW - e — .3




She nides the bus for the last time wrth Billy over to grandma's
2 place who's waiting for them with a hirthday cake as today's

Billy's birthday. Usually Billy's at the daycare all day until 6 PM,

the time when the daycare closes, Billy generally the last kid left,

k== with his mother incessantly making up some kind of sorry excuse

hed as to why she’s late, yet the real reason’s always the same:

oF she's over at the boyfriend's house getting high on crack, on
methamphetamine, on whatever the boyfriend has, the same
boyfriend who doubles as his mother's pimp, but today his mom ©
picked up Billy much earlier, delightfully surprising the educators,
and having Billy smile (which doesn't occur often) because never
has he left before the other kids, never has any of the other
children ever seen his mother, and never has Billy been the 1st

' to say goodbye to all of his little playmates. It's been a great day
for Billy so far as they sang him a happy birthday song atthe |
daycare, they gave him a piece of cake at snack ime, and he
even got a present - a little box filled with Lego building pieces,
with the box saying ages 5-7 which made Billy believe he's a
grownup as he only tumned 4. Billy has proven to be a bright
little boy, or so everyone tells him, since he's been able to read
pretty much since the age of 2, an accomplishment which most
children do not achieve before 3, 4, 5, 18, 25, 42, even later (if
ever). All the educators would tell Billy just how bright he is, how
smart he is, and what a good little boy he is, since he's such a

quiet child, almost to the point of being introverted,

yet compared to the other little monsters who're in

his daycare classroom, truly, Billy's a saint.

q‘.
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. Slousky's synched up with dead Billy Desmond, ‘
having to live out Billy's 8 short years he lived. | {14 |3

= Once they amve at grandma's, nght away Billy's greeted witha |
hug and a happy birthday wish, then his grandmother tells himto ;

go straight into the kitchen and to find his place because they're I.!

going to have a very special surprise. Billy's about to run off when

his mother calls him over, hugs him, tells him she loves him so =:-'

much and how very proud she's of him. This will be the last ime £
Billy will ever be with his mother again. Billy then runs off down %
the hall to the kitchen, at which point the grandmother asks her
daughter If she's not going to stay; that her sister, Billy's aunt,
will be coming over soon with the twins, and Aunt Milly will be ,-
arriving as well. Billy's mother states she'll only be gone fora tiny
while, and from down the hall, she can see Billy looking back from °
the kitchen table, smiling his quiet smile. His mother waves but
Billy has his eyes on the gifts on the table, including the cake.
..Ghzirurhhz Hurrsszzhsshs...
Monday, October 16th, 1995
9:24:33.24 AM
Billy's 5. He's been living with his grandmaother for the past year,
with both Aunt Milly (his grandmother's sister) and Aunty Jen (his
mother's sister) alternating weekends on taking care of Billy.
Thankfully Billy's a quiet child, no trouble at all, plays extremely
3 well by himself, and gets along with his cousins at Aunt Jen's place. |
| Actually, Billy's so quiet that most don't even notice
Elr-'- AT | he's around, yet he's still a responsibility these 3

\al iag 11 women have taken upon ever since Billy's mother
IITMM ran off to heaven knows where.
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Billy's also quite observant and has proven o be a bnight child,
and so they decided to enroll him into the 1st grade after his
kindergarten teacher suggested that Billy be promoted since his
talents of reading and writing are beyond his years. He joined
the 1st grade late yet he's integrated into the elementary school = 'I
system quite efficiently and has already turmed in some very =
formidable marks. His 1st grade teacher, at the parent-teacher
meeting, said Billy had the makings of a genius, and maybe they
will think of putting him into the 3rd grade when he turns 6,
having him skip the 2nd grade.

..2rhirszz Klissshsszzzrsshh...

Saturday, January 3rd, 1997

10:32:53.23 PM

Billy's 7. His grandmother passes away. They tell him it's some
form of cancer. His aunt Milly's too old to take care of him, and
his Aunt Jen just hasn't the means to take care of another child
full-time. A social worker comes and takes him away, to another
part of town, telling him to bring his clothes and a few of his
belongings. He's informed he'll be going to a new school and

he'll be living in a resident with other boys, yet they'll do their
outmost to find him a great foster home. Billy understands all of
this, and as he drives away he knows he's never going back to

his gmndma‘s house exactly like he never went back to the flat

. “ he once lived with his mom. Being so quiet, Billy

! arrives at the orphanage without the littlest of stir,

l"l 1{?"}?””: _.' as if he did not even exist.
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Ghrexzz:szz Hiissssrzzsshh...

8:32:47.24 AM

. Billy's 8. He's been at the orphanage for about 9 months. He's
attending a new school, skipping a grade for the 2nd time,

+ making him about 2 to 4 years younger than all of his classmates. |
The new school's not unlike the old 1 and Billy continues to excel |
in all of his lessons. His quiet demeanour keeps him away from
drawing attention to himself, yet being so young and so brilliant,
all the while skipping 2 grades, there's always a litle moment here

I ELRELIURERET I IR
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. and there in the hallways, during recess or in the cafetenia, when a L

classmate of his would point him out to the others, while never ||

. actually directly talking to Billy, simply pointing at him so as to P
. show who's the young genius, to which Billy senses a bit like an *
« animal at a petting zoo. The good thing, however, is none of the
| other kids pick on him. In fact, it's as if none of the other kids :

-~ even really noftice him. Aside from the fact of being so young and -8

smart, his schoolmates have nothing to do with him, similar to

' how he was treated in the other schools he attended. It's not as If
. Billy doesn't want to make friends, it's just he has no clue how to,
% and for some reason nobody interests themselves in him, not
, enough to strike up a conversation about anything. He's the smart %

kid, and people are openly impressed... for about 25 seconds, but
after a remark or 2 of this being the prodigy child (talking to each
other, never to him), they'll then go on about their ways, . ,.
25 s-acﬂnds ne:-:t to B|1hr which slgmﬁed nnthlng
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' ¥..Guzhh Hzithhzhsh..,  sgyest- gmes b I
:,F-!: Friday, September 25th, 1998 'f:_ A
> 8 1:32:11.32 PM G, .
Billy's in favourite class, the computer course, waiting for the
teacher to show up. He opens his notebook and he looks at the
| . notes he took from $ class, them learning about ASCII code,

Sy

[BERET L LR

TITLIT] lll'l'li-i-ll.

I TIREER L]

his favounites being§®gwhich represents Father Sun and fgywhich

¢'2 signifies Mother Eartn. Once the teacher comes in, she smiles over |,
= towards Billy who smiles back, feeling included. He just loves the

‘# computer class, especally the programming section. He loves to !

. code as it comes so naturally to them. Billy sits quietly as he waits

_* for the class to start, him drawing & and@s over and over.

-+...Kliifrrrchk Wirriieeesshzzz...
v 3:41:11.32 PM

[ Billy's walking to the orphanage, alone, like he does every day,
4§ the school week now over. Billy's reflecting on the homewark he
. ¥must hand in on Monday as well as the 2 tests which he has to .
3 f‘ study for when a blue station wagon pulls up slowly next to him.”

& "Billy...?" a not-so-unfamiliar voice calls out to him through
., ‘the opened passenger window. It's a voice Billy has definitely
"heard before yet it isn't until he spots the smiling face within the
. car when he's able to match the voice with the face. It's the janitor
L's at his school. Something in Billy's qut stirs, as if there's something
| horribly wrong about this scenario, something so completely out
l of place, as if he should know better and not respond to this older
man yet the janitor's smile's smoothing, and there's  cacssas
%} something enticing within the twinkling of his eyes. :' ytfigy 'E
i = |
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| Slousky's synched up with
the dead Billy Desmond. He SLO US
has to relive the 8 short yrs

Hl.'E.lu'dgnHﬂfwe. _ p 051'(:}6

-‘-' --——FHJ-.—-H-'-H-H‘*_'+-'--*'I—*-*MJ&-

F "t'rr{- 3 hq-ﬁ}fh“‘- i

A There's this aura nf tendemess amum:l this janitor, even a snrt ﬂf !
| familianty about him. How often did he see the janitor give hima |
;! landly smile in the hallways. There's something ‘cool’ about the
.. concierge, or so say the other kids whenever they'd be describing
'+ this particular janrtor. Right now, Billy doesn't respond, not
t* knowing what he should say exactly. The janitor carries on:
| "Billy, that's your name, right?..." Billy's actually loving the
¢ attention he's receiving. 'That warm, loving smile," Billy thinks.
"Yes, hi," Billy strains to smile back. For some, smiling comes
.4 so naturally, some even smiling all the time, yet for Billy it's as if
he has to force out a smile, as if it's something unnatural to do,
| yet at this precise moment, smiling seems appropnate.
L "I was just on my way home and I saw you walking alone here,
- and the weather, it's changed for the worse, yah?" the janitor leers
= over a little closer towards the passenger window while speaking.
- * Billy isn't sure If that was a question or a comment the janitor just ,
stated, 5o he just nods yes even though he hasn't noticed any
| change in the temperature, but he understands he needs to
answer something because he'll feel uncomfortable if he doesn't
answer anything, and to disagree with what the conclerge just
asked seems inappropriate. Right now, Billy senses he's drawing
attention to himself with a passerby walking about. The jamitor
speaks up, grabbing Billy's attention once more, "do you know
my name, Billy...?" g
"Mister Farling,” Billy answers with pnde, beaming.
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"Very good. Yes, that's my name,” mister Farling says with a 1 '
playful chuckle in his tonality. Billy cannot help but smile. Thing s,

Billy remembers everyone's name. Anything to do with memory, he

has a natural knack for. Billy remembers what the specialists

deducted duning that visit at his school, using words like ‘borderline |
idiot savant’ and ‘photogenic memory’ when referring to him, words | \d

he looked up right after meeting up with the specialists,
understanding the part which refers to him having a photogenic

memory yet he wasn't able to relate to being compared to

someone who is a borderline idiot savant; how could he be brilliant
while having a subnormal amount of intelligence at the exact same

time? Irregardless of their diagnosis, it only takes 1 time to say

something to Billy and he'll be able to remember it on the fly. Billy 4
can't recall when he initially heard the janitor's name, or how often, 4

because he knows he's never spoken to mister Farling the janitor
before now, yet he's heard his name many times before, the other

kids saying he's ‘cool’, he's 'chill, that he even hands out cigarettes
sometimes, giving some of them money, and that he's a pratty

funny guy who often cracks dirty jokes. None of these facts,

however, have any sort of appeal to Billy. These facts in fact repel

Billy and something inside him 15 telling him to up and leave.
'Say, how far do you live, Billy?...”

| IE ‘r‘ﬂUH ASS OFF AND SAY YOUR HOUSE IS HIGHT ACROSS ,
THE STREET THEN TAKE OFF. JUST FUCKING RUN" NOW!IT® '
"4 blocks,” Billy states without thought. He almost 5a|d
alie, Enmethmg he's never done before,
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Suddenly Billy becomes very nervous. There's some strange
Wl voice or a worrisome thought in his head, 1 which is coinciding
with what feels like a bunch of moths fluttering about within the
pit in his stomach. This is all new to him, this fearful sensation
which Billy is currently expeniencing. It's almost as if something
(someone) inside him is trying to block his breathing.
"It has to be cold. I mean... you must be frozen. I don't rnlnd
! ving you a drive home, Billy..."
& "L..Ican't, mister Farﬂng."
"Of course you can, Billy. I give other kids from school a drive
home. Only the cool kids, of course...” mister Farling chuckles at 4 *
& what he just says. Such an inviting laugh, making Billy feel speaial,
a reassuring tone In his laugh, and telling him he only drives home
the cool kids, something definitely nobody's done before, that is,
. referring him as 1 of the cool kids, has Billy feeling super special.
- The only words Billy hears when people make allusions about him © |
- are words like geek, nerd, brainiac, genius, retard, special, weird,
W} iclie, cheater, possessed, prodigy, loser, usually mieed inwitha
L bunch of swear words, yet never once has anyone ever called him :
cool, definitely not an adult, and to Billy, there's so much more
W' importance in what adults have to say. He recalls a ime when he
. saw another specialist and Billy overhearing the word alexithymic
\ & when referring to his condition. Of course Billy looked it up when
8 he got home, it meaning that he has a difficulty in expenencing,
8l expressing and describing emotional responses. And night now, 2
: hnmhle churning in his gut’s telling him that this specialist was
B 90 correct as this fearful sensation in his stomach 1s
something he doesn't know how to communicate.
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" L... can't, mister Farling,” EI||'l_f just repeats himself,
“Well that's too bad, Billy..." mister Farling sits back in his seat,
' 3 pulling out a cigarette am:l looking out in front of him, "because I
'3 actually had a real special qift for you," mister Farling lights his
™ cigarette, inhaling deeply then letting out a huge plume of smoke,
11§ engulfing the boy's gentle inquisitive regard with his 2nd-hand
1 exhaust.

"A gift?" Billy's curiosity gets the better of him,

“A real treat, Billy, something you're really gonna love, I swear!”
mister Farling sounds so sincere. Billy never gets gifts, not since
his grandmother died. They don't even celebrate his birthday
anymore.

“What... what 15 it?" !
"I have to show you, Billy, and it's not here,” mister Farling once |
again leans over to give the litthn his winning and sympathetic
smile.
"Where... is it?... f
"Not too far, but it's best we just drive there...” mister Farling  |™
reaches over ever so slightly and lifts the lock to the passenger |
seat. Billy takes a step back. Billy recalls of the movie they played
at school about not getting into cars with strangers... 'but mister
! Farling isn't a stranger,” his logical sides speaks back to him.
}‘There 5 a rattling in his stomach. Billy takes another step back.

H.-‘JM#J-I-{.J-
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It's a5 if mister Farling's able to read Billy's thoughts

el

about strangers by saying, "Billy, you know me. You | i,
see me every day at schooll™ '
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, ... with a stranger, and I cannot agree more with you on that.
But I'm not a stranger; and guess who else doesn't think I'm a
t stranger, Billy?" Y A G T
"Who?" Billy isn't sure what mister Farling has just said as it
s doesn't really follow any system of logic, but it's a question asked
- by an adult and you should always respond to a question out of
respect, even If it makes no sense.
{ "Your mom, Billy, that's who. It's your mother who told me to
¢ come and get you. She's back in town, Billy, and she really wants °
"l to see you!” mister Farling offers a genuine, inviting smile.
"My... mom...2... ... the uneasiness in Billy's qut begins to
dissipate as dnes that WOITISOme unsureness he's been
experiencing ever since mister Farling pulled over. Instead, it's
being replaced by lovely butterflies, as if Billy is about to do a
loop-the-loop on a roller coaster.
“Yes, Billyl” mister Farling's chortles a little while speaking, "I
{ didn’t want to tell you the surpnise, but just like your mom said, )
4 she said Billy's very smart and knows better not to get into the
car with just anyone, so she told me that we most likely won't be |
able to surprise you with the news of her return. Teven triedto |
} trick you by saying I had a gift..." mister Farling laughs once again, !
" and this brings a genuine smile to Billy’s face, "but
* of course your mom isn't a gift, not like a Chﬂﬂtrnas

b gift or a birthday present, but I'm sure you're Y F
surpnﬂed yEes, Elih-'? &i! j

- - - ..-H-u [

% T knnw mister Farling, but they told us never m gef: in a car...
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"Yes!" EIII',' can't suppress his joy. .
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"So come on, get in, Billy. Your mom’s at my place nght now. 'L

She just got in this muming and called our school asking If
someone would be able to bring her Billy to her since she doesn't
have a car, and of course I volunteered because I know how
much she must mean to you, and that you haven't seen her for
S0 many years. S0 are you gonna get in, buddy?" and with that,
mister Farling grabs the passenger door handle and ever so
lightly pushes the door open.

"BILLY, FOR THE LOVE OF FUCKING GOD... DO NOT GET
IN THAT CARIII
The faintest voice in the back of Billy's mind's calling out to him,
warning him, telling him this isn't the night thing to do, but Billy,
who works on logic, sees nothing wrong in what's going on here,
He knew that, someday, he'd see his mom again. Exactly when,
how, where, he didn't have the answers to those questions, yet

he knew why: because his mom loves and wants to be with him. :I

Therefore, if his mom called his school to have him picked up,
well this makes sense to Billy, and it being mister Farling who'd
come to get him, well there's consistency in this as well. Mister
Farling's the janitor all the other kads like and respect as oppose
to the teachers which these same kids loathe, or the principal
and vice-principal they fear, or the irate cafetenia staff they laugh
at, or the angry and serious looking security crew they never
speak to. Billy begins seeing the complete logic in the fact that it
would indeed be mister Farling who'd reunite him with his mother,
making Billy extremely happy. Billy looks at the big
empty front seat of mister Farling's station wagon,
and with a little hop, gets in.
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"There we go,” mister Farling sounds fatherly. E
"Thank you," Billy responds politely. i
'8 "GET THE FUCK OUT OF THE CAR...!II"
+ "Open the dash, Billy,” mister Farling points to the glove
¥ | compartment. Eilhnr complies. It's been so long since he's driven
=} Ina car, since his grandma died, and her car was Yz the size of
' mister Farling’s station wagon. Billy finds himsalf very smallin
= &, the bucket seat, all the while next to mister Farling who's
= £ probably the biggest person he's ever spoken to, big in the sense
|- © of quite tall and overweight. At this very moment, mister Farling
X appears as a gentle giant to the small boy. Billy's completely at
ease as his gaze fixes on mister Farling who looks back and
nudges with his head towards the glove compartment. Billy opens
it and spots what looks like a piece of chocolate cake bundled in
plastic wrap next to a pack of cigarettes, a pack of gum, a pen,
a wallet, a pocketknife, a pair of sunglasses, and a bunch of loose
change underneath all that. Mister Farling continues, “go on, Billy,
take the cake. It's from your mom, she told me you love cake. Is *
she nght?" mister Farling keeps his eyes on the road yet gives
" Billy a couple quick, amicable side-glances, nudging with his head
once mare for him to take the piece of cake.
"Yes, I like cake.”
| Take it, buddy. It's from your mom, she made it, and she
= wanted me to tell you she's sormy ﬁ::r running out on you
when you were so young, and she hopes you'll
forgive her when you see her. She's so '

- beautiful, your mom...
b6, i
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Mlster Farling places a cigarette in hIS mnum hitting the lighter
button by the radio, then leans over and pulls out the piece of
cake, handing it to Billy, "it's yours, Billy, you should eat it o
before we see your mom, don't you think?” the cigarette lighter |
| pops out, surprising Billy a little, bringing him back to his ==
situation: he's about to see his mom, she made him a cake,
¢ therefore, he shouldn't disappoint her. Billy looks down at the
piece, and with a certain meticulousness, unravels the plastic
‘M from the cake, using the plastic like a plate, then without
§ another thought, takes a bite of the chocolate cake, _se=. - ¢
) "JESUS FUCKING CHRIST, DON'T EAT THATHII"
| "That's it, Billy, take another bite. This cake was made with %@
love..." mister Farling points to the cake in a fidgety fashion,
making Billy uncomfortable. Billy has always been very keenon &
picking up on people, or that's what his grandma said, and the
slightest off-coloured gestures or even changes in someone's & |
vocal tonality will set off Billy's inner alarm. Now, something .
about the urgency in mister Farling's movement is offsetting,
and even though Billy can't quite put a finger on it, the janitor's
comportment has definitely changed since he's gotten in the car.
Billy looks away from mister Farling, deciding to concentrate
i "j on the cake which his mother made for him, picking it up 5

.;iﬁei.;::ﬁi-h A

and taking another huge bite, There's a kind of residual

Laftertaste a chalky substance, a bit like when you chew
& a pill by mistake, however Billy simply
ignores the ill-flavoured ingredient.
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¥ Mister Farling continues, "that's it, take another bite, Billy. Finish
it up. Your mom made it with a lot of love, and she wants you to
be so happy,” mister Farling's tone keeps changing. Before, he
sounded more reassuring, soothing, yet now it's more urgent,
Impatient, more adult, Definitely mister Farling's demeanor has
changed as well. With each side-glance he darts over, Billy reads
malevolence in mister Farling’s returned glares, something
unsettling, disturbing. It's not the same look as when he initially
pulled over to talk, Billy notices. He looks down at his cake and
sees he has about 2 bites left. He really doesn't like the taste of %
it at all, what with some strong medicinal taste overriding the 25
sweet chocolate. Strangely, the savour’s now filling his mouth,
his nostrils, his whole head. Billy looks over and he sees mister &
Farling's talking, pointing at the cake, yet Billy can't grasp what 4§
he's saying. In fact, he can't make out a single word which L !
I} mister Farling’s uttering. He looks down at his cake once more, " il
& thinking he needs to finish it since it's from his mom, buthe 1 '
¥ can't lift his hand to grab the final pieces. All the noises about
¢ - him begin to blur, and although he tries to look up, Billy's head
is much too heavy. His eyes are weighty as well. The last thing
Billy remembers seeing is mister Farling's hand tappmg him /%
on the Iap -
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. (... approx. 12 hours later...) U
Saturday, September 26th, 1998 smeumaan 4w
| 1:28:31.26 AM -",—"_—"'Hll_ 4 bk pesctizEi
| 1' EHJIy opens his eyes, and for a long moment, he's completely ™
. disorientated. There's absolutely no light. He sits up and hits his
Wb head on something, crying out a little, more out of fright than "'_.l
. from the pain. He puts his hand above his head, touchinga  ¢¢
8 wooden ceiling, yet he's not even standing. He shakily places 2 £
44 hand in front of him, reaching out into the darkness, only to be &5,
. greeted by a wooden wall just a foot away from him. His hand | §
% moves along the wall up until it comes to a joint. Billy puts out °
 his other hand and on the other side of him is another wooden
= wall. Billy's in some kind of box and there'ts absolutely no light, :
* not even a speck nor a flicker. He also has no indication of what i
' time it is and part of him believes he's in a dream, especially
: since so many of his dreams are vivid, yet it only takes him 2
"% moment to realize he's not dreaming, that he's very much awake,
¢ and yet he's having a really hard time wrapping this situation
-around in his mind as to exactly where he presently is. He begins |
exploring his surroundings only to confirm what he initially r
-~ discovered: he's confined in some kind of square contraption.
| His 1st worrisome thought is he's going to be late for school,
% beginning to fret because he hasn't studied for the upcoming
history test nor has he started work on his vocabulary 5
' homework which is due on Monday. But the thought of “il ; |

Monday has Billy panic since he has no clue what | I ™

** day it presently is. 2 Iw;{ ||5
m&-.ﬂ#m. et o b il | '!". ) l
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| 3 A part of Billy wants to scream out in hopes that someone will 1:4»
hear him yet his rational side says he should be quiet because 4 pld
even though he's confined in a box, he's equally nervous as to
what's on the other side of this box.

His thoughts are fuzzy, a bit like when he had to go to the dentist .. ]
and they put him to sleep then when he woke up afterwards he A
experienced a lightheadedness, a tinng dizziness accompanied e
with a disorientation, and the dentist told him this was a normal <k
* reaction since the drug they gave him has these types of side '3

"j:’ effects. This is what Billy is presently undergoing. Billy once it
+ " again reflects upon his homework, wondering if he completed the

' rwnrk or not, when his memory hegmﬁ to return... walking home

.. + from school... it's Friday... the station wagon... mister Farling...

. uthe cake. It still doesn't compute for Billy although he believes his
" “memory has returned 100%, the last thing he recalls is sitting in
> the car next to mister Farling eating a cake which his mom made
- for him and they were off to see her. Mister Farling said he had a
* surprise for him, so this must be the surprise, kind of like the time
* he saw a dancer on TV jump out of a large cake for someone’s
 birthday; mister Farling must have put him in a cake or a present %
& and at any moment mister Farling’s going to open up the box and j
* he's going to jump out and maybe even surprise his mom. He once ".“
* again paws his way around the dark, hoping to discover a latch or  ++

" 3 doorknob, yet there's only wood panels all around him, above him +].
=and below. — - )
Slousky killed himself in front of 8 webcam. This was l:
a dumb thing to do. Now, Slousky not only sees the s
dead, he relives their lives... *
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* Billy can make out a door closing somewhere off in the distance.
| He gasps then covers his mouth so as to make sure he doesn't
make a sound. He remains completely still. He can hear the
shuffling of feet approach him, then it's quiet once more. He
knows there's someone right next to him just on the other side.
A long silent moment passes and then there's a loud knock on
the top of the box. The bang has Billy's heart almost leap out of
his mouth.
"Billy!! You up yet?" It's the muffled voice of mister Farling.
Billy can't detect his tone. He can't tell whether he should
respond. This might be a game mister Farling's playing and so
he should remain quiet, pretending to not be here with the hope
of his mom opening some kind of door to this box, surpnising her, £
or maybe he should call out, but his gut's telling him to not say
a word; that he's in some kind of trouble but he doesn't know
what kind, nor is he able to figure out a solution to this puzzle.
"It'll be alright, Billy... I'm here with you...” 1
"C'mon, Billy, you gotta be awake by now... say something...
anything...” the tonality in mister Farling's voice sounds genuinely
| sympathetic from what Billy can detect, yet something’s definitely |§
wrong even If Billy i1sn't able to figure out what it is. Then come
more raps on the box but with each beat, the sound's increasingly
louder, more violent, "Billy! Hey! Are you awake?" mister Farfing's &
voice's now no longer sympathetic. It's angry, impatient. Billy
covers his mouth with his hands in fear of letting any type of
; ~ sound slip out, hoping that if he remains perfectly quiet then the
janitor will think he isn't there and he'll eventually T -

) go away.
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Another bash on the box but this time it's so forceful it

* * displaces the box. Billy can't help but shiver, a hand over his

' mouth with his other holding his knees close to his chest. He

doesn't understand why mister Farling's so angry with him yet

= there's a lot of things which others have done in the past that's

¢ perplexed Billy, but he always knew the best thing was never to %

provoke, “fine, Billy, FUCK YOU!!" mister Farling screams those

last words, the swear words, the words which adults tell him he

shouldn't say yet they use them all the time, "...HOW ABOUT I

JUST LEAVE YOU IN THERE TO FUCKING ROT, YOU NO-GOOD ..

' PIECE OF SHIT?? SON OF A BASTARD!!I" there's another belt on ! '
the top of the box and it comes down with such force that Billy

. can't help but yelp out of reflex, "oh... hey... you are awake..."
mister Farling's tone changes once more, "I thought you were
asleep... but it's late, I should let you sleep, and tomorrow...
tomorrow, Billy... soon... you will get your surpnise... it be a
great surpnise... but you should sleep, sorry If I woke you up...
you sleep and tomorrow everything will be ok, Does that sound

" good to you?" mister Farling sounds as kindly as a loving father,

yet Billy knows there's something wrong and even though he
never cries, he can't help but weep. He never likes to make a
moment awkward, yet the sounds he's making, the squealing,
wheezing, the sniffling, the ear pitching wails, Billy can't control
them, even when putting his both hands over his mouth.
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- ."It's ok, Billy... tomorrow, everything will be alnght. Don't cry,
¢ > baby, just sleep, and trust me, son, it1l all make perfect sense... «¥-
| ]’ tomorrow...” mister Farling's voice falls almost to a whisper and
' Billy has a difficult time making out what he's saying. A moment |
: passes by and Billy hears the shuffling of feet again, and from
'+ what he can tell, there's voices. It's people on the television,
. followed by music, like a news channel, yet it's all inaudible. He

(% no longer feels mister Farling's presence. Billy sighs deeply as
he's so confused. He decides to lie down, trying to make himself &4
. as comfortable as possible, finding solace from the sounds the
television's making, him concentrating on the fact that he hasto £°
. get home to the orphanage as soon as possible so he can get his # !
't & homework done. At some point, Billy dozes off, his dreams filled 4
with images of his loving mother alongside a strong father he's
never met yet he knows loves him equally so.
..arruzhshz Zhriz...
Monday, September 28th, 1998
5:28:31.26 PM (approx. 41 hours later)
Wildly, Billy wakes up screaming, his throat coarse like sandpaper.
* He cuts off his yelp as quickly as it escapes. The stench of urine
# and feces is overwhelming. Billy removed all of his clothing at
g4 some point so as to clean up the soiled mess he made yet now his
kR clothes are so drenched with his own excrement that he dares not

even touch them, leaving them bundled up in a comer,
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that his system's been emptied out of any type of consumption.

' & He rubs his eyes, wiping away the layer of crust, the apertures
: '?’ within his eyeballs struggling to find some form of light, a shape,
anything save the complete pitch black darkness he's been living

} for so many days and nights now, he's lost count. He hears the
'} murmur of the television, muffled voices speaking monotonously

: é Lucklly B!"'f doesn't hewe go tu me bathmurn naari',r at all now

e

= ¢ which are then followed by commercials coming in a little louder,
1| some of the jingles he knows, compositions which reassura him

' | even for a brief instant but only to have that sensation promptly

replaced with the fear of his present situation.

| The darkness is a constant, having Billy believe many of the times

he's simply gone blind. The other constant in all of this 1s mister
Farling who would come by every now and then, starting up a

munulugue ahnut this and that and evewthing else, recuunting

T ke
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Billy's mom coming over and them all having a fucking great time, !
g of them being a family. Mister Farling could ramble for hours
sometimes. Then there were times when he wouldn't say a thing *; ¢
" “even though Billy knew he was nearby, even night next to the box
; a5 Billy's auncular sense has heightened insurmountably _. wdl :*__
i 50 ever since he's been blinded by the darkness within
¥ the box. There were also other times when Billy knew =
that mister Farling wasn't nearby at all, - o .ﬂ }L "r e
probably sleeping or at school working =557 5
his janitor job. ) A, f
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and we'n be right back after these brfef..." oy T hifrge:
Heyr, hey, Billy... you awake, buddy?..." mister Farling sounds -
excited about something. His voice is 5o close, surpnising Billy,
however the boy does his best not to make a sound. There hasn't ‘ 3
been a single time when Billy has answered any of the 10,000
questions which mister Farling's asked him, nor did he call out
or once requested something. Even when mister Farling asked |
him the tortuous question of whether he was hungry or not,
» which he's now beyond starving, Billy still remained mute. Even
- when mister Farling asked him if he wanted to be let out of the
" box, which has been Billy's only wish since he's been locked into )
- this darkness (to get out and hurry back to the orphanage and k
. refurn to his studies); never has he replied to mister Farling and !
. on many occasion Billy's silence enraged the Janitor to such points '
as having him shouting in anger, curse, threat, kick the box or
have him break things about such as dishes and cups. Billy's logic: ,
a5 long as he's in the box, he's safe from mister Farling, so even J |
though the box is confining him, it's also protecting him from his
* captor, and still, after all this time, he keeps hoping he'll just wake
up from this nightmare, or that maybe mister Farling will simply
go away at some point, or someone will notice he's missing and
. they'll come and rescue him. In any account, Billy has not spoken
a single solitary word. Unfortunately he hasn't been able to control
his €rying nor the screams which escaped him out of reflex, but
he's still shown discipline when it comes to verballyr respﬂnding
1 FR e — =
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Mister Farling eggs on, "coo-coo, [ know you're awake. I can
hear ya in there, Hey, guess what... I've got a great present for |
you. Really, this ain't no joke. In a few minutes, you're gonna
have a heck of a surpnise, Billy, what do you think of that?... :
Aw, c'mon, we're fiends, you trust me, nght?" mister Farling has 1
a knack of sounding genuine, amicable, like he's the kind of best {4
fnenl:l you've always wanted, and in E!llhrs case who hasn't had
an'fune in his life who he r:nuld call a friend, it's almost as rfE|II1.r
is believing with what's presently going on as something normal,
' £ since he isn't quite sure what is actually going on, and perhaps

'8, mister Farling is potentially his best friend, even though, way
? down deep within his gut, there's this voice screaming at him,
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.8 within, or maybe it's an invisible spectre is in this box with him,
‘this ghost warning him that the man who's on the other side of
the crate 1s the Devil incamnate. Still, Billy still can't help but be
enchanted by mister Farling's rich banitone voice and his gentle
words. It's as If, at any moment, mister Farling will open the boy,
- - saying It was all just a joke and things will go back to as they l
. =} were. Nonetheless, Billy listens to his better judgement which is i i
' 4 telling him his only friend right now 1s the complete darkness and
the stench from his soiled drenched dothing is a reminder there's
something serously wrong, “Billy... Billy, you awake...?" mister
Farling is excited once again,” listen! I promise you're in for a
great surpnsell!” mister Farling then shuffles away,
;4 and for a long moment there’s only silence save the
perpetual low murmur of the television. g
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Suddeniy, the MUrmur fmm the TV becomes louder and louder
mixed in with what sounds like mister Farling moving ﬁumemmg,
which Billy realizes it's the television since the sound from it is
now vociferous, There's a woman's speaking about something
which Billy doesn't pick up at 1st, not really tuning in, so used to
having the television as background white noise, a hackdmp
drone, yet night now he's got no choice but to hear and focus on
every wnrd this woman's speaking:

... thank you for coming back. In tonight's episode, we have
a ver',r special guest with us. Following the story we mentioned
yesterday about the mysterious disappearance of young William
Harold Desmond, 8 years old, who was last seen walking home
towards his urphanage alone fmm school 3 days ago. Tonight
we have with us his estranged mother, Samantha Desmond,
who left Billy with his grandmother when he was 4 to pursue a
career as an actor in Hollywood. A year later, Billy's grandmother |
passed away and Billy was placed in an orphanage. After hearing
the story about the disappearance of Billy, Samantha called us
and asked to be on the show, hoping the info she'll be shaning
with us tonight will help us find her son which she hasn't seen
nor spoken to in over 4 years. Hello, Miss Desmond...”

"Hello...” Samantha's small voice responds.

"You hear that, Billy??" mister Farling shouts over the woman
who 1s speaking to his mother, "it's your frikkin' mom!! Do you
hear her?!!” mister Farling laughs a wonderful laugh of joy.

'Is my mother on the television show? Billy questions to _

POTTITTTEEE T 9

. himself, ‘or is my mom in the room with mister Farling?
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' Tell us 3 Irtﬂe hlt abnut WJEIlam or hnw everyone calls him, talk |
£ to us about Billy..." the woman on the TV show asks, "his school s
said he's actually a prodigy child, a genius who skipped 4 grades :
* already, him being only 8 years old while all of his classmates are
¢ 1land12.
o "Yes, Billy was always a really bright little boy,” Billy's mother
‘% replies. Hearing her voice is like hearing a ghost, a saint. He had
=1 completely forgotten what his mother sounded like yet hearing her §
=’ now is as I she's never left him.
%' "A psychiatrist at his school who diagnosed him stated Billy is
\= slightly autistic as well as marginally an idiot savant, however his
social skills were actually much more developed than most idiot !.
i= savants and the psychiatnst classified Billy as being a child prodigy
% who simply hadn't developed proper social skills yet, this being
- due to the fact that Billy's just so much smarter than those who &
are the same age as him. However, it's going on 3 days now since |
= anyone has seen or heard anything from Billy, and everyone at his
H school, as well as at the orphanage, stated this was completely
> uncharacteristic of him, that he attended every class, never
missed a homework assignment, and there's no way Billy would
have simply wandered off and had gotten lost. In fact, this
missing child case has turmed into a cniminal suit and 1 of the
= detectives on this case whom we spoke to 1s positive Billy
!-913] was abducted last Friiday on his way to the orphana...” the
‘-wnman 5 voice 15 dimmed to an inaudible murmur,
"You hear that, Billy? You're on TVI" mister

5
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tumi]llmh Farling's enthusiasm ennerves Billy.
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Angry, Billy doesn't want to hear any of mister Farling's rhetoric
- nght now as he desperately needs to listen to the woman on the
* television. He also wants to hear his mom again, however mister
Farling persists, "... and there she is, your mom, and God, she .
looks so radiant, Billy. It's such a shame the fucking whore left &
you behind because she had to fill her cunt up by all them small "«
dick directors and producers out in Tinkle Town, Hollywood, who
. surely promised her starring roles, But did anything ever become
', of her after she left her only begotten son behind to chase after
. her retarded pipe dream? No! Nothing became of that loser idiot
*" of a mother of yours. Nothing at all. She's fucking lucky if she
d:¥ even made a single movie where she isn't lying on her back the 8
" 4 whole way through having her pussy filled with fat, black cocks,”

¢\ mister Farling laughs. It's such a wonderful, carefree laugh, “oh, H'-

shh, shhh... listen, buddy, it's your mom, again. She's talking. I 3
bet the fucking slut's using this news spot on TV so it'll jumpstart %,
her acting career, Pathetic, ain't it, son, her leaving you fo rot and 2

now she's fucking using you so she can get ahead in life. Oh, shh, ¢

sorry, let's listen to what this plastic fantastic (14) bitch has to 4

. 5ay... mister Farling shushes himself and turns up the volume. ” I
1§

]
-

(14) "Plastic Fantastic' is a referral to Jefferson Airplane's
song from mister Farling's favourite album, 'Surrealistic 39 [‘
Pillow' (1967). Slousky has no clue how he knows all this
crap about mister Farling’s shitty taste i
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Fl' " left Billy with my mother... his grandma..." Billy's mother

: answers the TV host, "but I told him... once I was able to make

= enough money to support us then I'd come back for him. Billy

" never met his no-good father. He left me before Billy was born.

It was a very difficult time for us. I had no money and was living -

with my mom. I was finally able to find a job and Billy and I

moved into a 1 room fat, up until I was offered an acting job.

It broke my heart to leave him behind..." Samantha's voice

begins faltering, emotions swelling up. Billy starts feeling the

- same emotions as his mother. "Why is she on the television and

not with me? Billy's mind races, 'Why am I hearing her voice as
if she’s in the room right next to him yet I'm in a box? Again her
voice i5 turned down.

"She's a fucking liar, Billy. She never wanted you. Most mothers
don't give a flying fuck about their children. They are simply
self-serving bitches, using their loins to get a head in life. Get it...
to get some head... to get a head in life?" mister Farling chuckles,
then turns up the television once more, “sorry, I kill myself, Let's
continue listening.”

"So you believe, Misses Desmond, that your son, Billy, was
abducted, and isn't simply lost, or that he has run away?"

"Yes,” Samantha says through her sniffles, "Billy's just too |
smart to wander off and get lost.”

"Do you blame the school or the orphanage for letting Billy
walk hnme alone that afternoon, or both?” :

"Yes..." Samantha sniffs once more, "both.”

"Fucking bitch!!® mister Farling mtenrenes
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"Senous, bitch!!” mister Farling intervenes, “truly, your ma's a
class act. How does she have the gall, the fucking propensity to
blame our school who's been nothing but supportive and has
taken care of you, Billy, as if you were their son. I can't speak for

_that orphanage yet you were always dressed so cleanly, and you
always ate well from them lunches they packed. Fuck!” mister
Farling’s tone sounds anxious, uneasy, 1 just can't believe that
whore of 2 mother of yours to have the brass and show her
fucking face on national TV and blame others like that. It's her
fucking fault she left you in the 1st place, nght? I mean, you
shouldn't be living in an orphanage to begin with, and no matter

| how much I like our school, you, my friend, should be going to
some special school for genius kids, getting a higher education
than what those fucking brats are receiving at our institution.
God!" mister Farling throws something which bangs off the side
of the box, placing a jolt of fear into Billy, his ears then ringing

. from the loud sound of the strike, causing Billy to tremble
uncontrollably.

"Is it normal...” the woman's voice bolts forth in high definiion
stereo, "for a school to allow an 8 year old to walk home alone, |

= lieutenant Harling?”
. "It’s because the orphanage is only 6 blocks away from the

. school which Billy's attending...” a man's voice replies, muffled,

as If on the telephone, "and actually almost all of the children -
L- who live at the orphanage, 21 kids out of 26 of them, gotothe #

- same school as Billy, and after speaking to the hear:lmstness at ¢
__ﬂ-m his orphanage, she told me they know tn travel
r‘rFlllNU 7| toand fro in groups or at least in pairs.”
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"Do you believe, lieutenant,” the TV news hostess questions, “1 1
"that Billy was abducted or did he simply wander off and is now
lost somewhere?"

"There is absolutely no way an 8 year old boy, autistic or not,
Just all of a sudden disappears without a trace. Maybe for day
or 2... but not for 3 days. This is now a criminal case and we're
treating it as so. We have an eye witness who came forward
saying they remember seeing a child who closely describes Billy's = 3
appearance enter a car and we're following that lead..." the man's &

" muffled voice dims. -:

, "Well, I'll be damned,” mister Farling states, "seems someone -

| 1) saw you get in the car with me, Billy. That isn't good news. It
means I'll have to scrap my car. Shit, and I just got the fucking |

4 thing about a month ago, too. Fucking shame. This is your fault!!

' & Do you know how much this is going to set me back??" with that,
mister Farling kicks the box so hard he displaces it a ¥ a foot.
Billy fights the tears which are rushing up into his eyes, the fear
swelling up around his heart and midsection. This isn't the 1st
time when mister Farling blamed Billy for something, and every
time he does, he'll start banging and breaking things, cursing and 2
ranting off the most awful of stuff which he's going to do to Billy,
"ok, shh, listen... it's your mom again. She's back on..." and as
quickly as he flew off the handle does he return to the sweet
speaking and kind-hearted janitor.
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"So, misses Desmond,” the TV hostess questions, "do you s

W heheue your son is still alive...?"
"Yes, I do. A mother knows these things," Samantha says
I, through tears.
- "And if Billy's listening right now, is there anything you'd like
'to say to him?"

Y

: - "Billy, I want you to come home. I'm sorry I left you, baby..."

' Samantha's in tears, her voice uneven and shaky, “just come  ©%:

":"f back to mama... come back home..." 31
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“MAAMM‘H””“ Billy belts out as loud as possible. -

r
‘{' ‘}' .. please... whoever has my child... let him go.. he's justa ¥ 5
hahyr please... I'm begging you to let him go... 3
i "MAAAAAMMMMYYY!!I® -
' §  "Ahhh, and there we go...." mister Farling says with a litle %3
 snigger, turning off the television, "T knew you were in there, j'
i85 Billy, but goddamn... nobody has lasted as long as you have '
\#5:  without saying a word. Usually they start chattering the very 1st .,
‘éi minute they wake up. Some went a day without saying anything,
. E but 3 and a ¥ frikkin' days? Wow, Billy, that's just incredible.
You're definitely someone who's very special...” mister Farling
: takes out his keys, fiddling with them, unlatching the lock. In an I; |
instant, Billy's completely blinded. Even the pale light from the ‘
"
E

|
1

, early evening dusk shining within mister Farling’s living-room's
singeing his eyes to the point of tears.
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2 "RUN, BILLYRT
.' : "Pew... Billy..." mister Farling's snickers, "Jesus, child, you
i 1 really stink. Sheesh, what a mess you made, too. I'm sure you
& . would love a bath right now, wouldn’t ya? But most of all, I bet
r'i you're super hungry...” mister Farling takes a couple of steps
back to sit on his couch, taking out his pack of cigarettes from
.E his shirt pocket. Billy still has his hands over his eyes, siting up
2: In the box. Even squinting to take a peek around is unbearable,
¢ yet the fact there's light as well as fresh air has Billy's spinit nise. |
¥ He crawls on his hands and knees out of the box and once out, ﬁ‘%
he stands. He was already a fairly thin child however he could
now pass as the poster boy for any 3rd World Country who's on
: ¢ the brink of starvation. Billy once again tries to open up his eyes
- § Just a little and blurry shapes and images begin to produce
' around him. He can see a blob human sitting on a blob couch,
and next to Billy are a blob television set and a blob stinky box
q: " which has been his home for the past 3 days, "you know, Billy,
|- 2l you had to do was ask and [ would have let you out a long

, » time ago. You've been the most stubborn of them all, and I tell gn i
. 1
“l

I thought you were dead but then I'd hear you cry or weep in o9y
your sleep. There were more than a few times [ just wanted fo %37
bring the box to the niver by the school and drop it in there =25

| hecause you were pissing me off when you wouldn't reply 1 5

™ back to me when I was speaking to you. You do realize how .
,-;ﬂtﬂy rude that |s: not to reply to adults when . W ~, .- 2
spoken to? &
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"I want to go home..." Billy's vision returns almost back to
| working order and seeing mister Farling's unfamiliar living-room
has Billy feeling scared all over again.
"Home? Where's home, Billy? That shitty orphanage? That's
not a home. Your mother robbed you of your home, buddy. And
| that's all you can think of...? What about something to eat? You
\#& have to be hungry. Shit, I can't go 2 hours not eating something
« and you haven't had anything to eat, nor dnink, for like... 3 days
' now? That's gotta be some kind of Guinness record or something.
And what about clothes... or washing up? You're literally covered
in shit! Are you not the least embarrassed? And what's wrong
with my place? Do you see the size of my TV? Surely you do not
| have a television set this big at your crappy orphanage...” mister
*| Farling rambles on, puffing away at his smoke. Billy hasn't a clue
! on how to handle any of this. Nothing mister Farling's saying is
' sensical. There's no logic whatsoever to what's going on.

"FUCKING RUN, BILLY! RUN! Just dash for the door and

| run as fast AS YOU FUCKING CANINII"

The nagging foreign voice inside Billy's head is screaming loud
which confuses him even more. Billy has no energy left. He falls
to his knees and weeps uncontrollably.

"Aww, don't do that, Billy. Cmon..." mister Farling takes a last
hit on his smoke then drops the butt in a %2 empty beer bottle. He
gets up and makes his way near Billy, "heheh, you're a sight for
sore yes, Billy. I have no clue how your mom simply abandoned

e you like that. If you were my kid, I would have done
[ 1 evewthmg in my power to make sure you hal:I the
-
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best of everything. Anyway, come with me...
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' | Mister Farling leans over and places a hanl:l nn _
Billy's shoulder, "let's 1st get you cleaned up and then I | {:}
t will make you something really delicious to eat, including
I“ a great dessert. Trust me, you'll feel 100% better. I even have
= some new clothes for you but I don't think they're going to fit
=% you so well. You've lost so much weight, you can even see your
ii little ribs popping out...” mister Farling lightly fickles the dﬂll:ls
*.F' side as he speaks, "and God, you're like blue... almost grey...
Mister Farling directs the boy down the hall. Billy listens to every 22
word mister Farling has said and a bath and food truly sounds *ﬁ
Heaven sent, All the insanity Billy endured - the days in complete !,ii
darkness - the ramblings of mister Fariing - the violent hits onto £
the box which was his home - missing school and not completing
his homewaork - things being thrown about breaking all around
him - the insults and threats - hearing his mother's voice - the
foreign spooky voice in his head, the ghost who whispered to
him sometimes when other times was screaming at him - all of
this has made absolutely no sense and Billy's world's always
been about logic. Billy can even somewhat hear that phantasmal §2
voice nght now, urging him fo run out the nearest door and find &
a policeman or ﬁreman or anyone, to simply get away from this Hu
horrible place as quickly as possible, yet his weak body's finding %
it hard to even stand let alone run. In fact, the impuissance from
_ E‘E‘} starvation and dehydration miced in with the bombardment
\ . of so many foreign emotions and thoughts becomes too
s much for Elllyr He looks up, seeing a blurry ceiling, then his ‘.

sesae==men  eyes roll backwards as he falls to the
lalayn‘sn “ " ground with the weight of the dead. |9{}k
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{2 Billy opens his eyes - for the Iast time - to see only darkness.
=% It's been exactly 4 days since he's had anything to eat or drink.
‘2% To be exact, 4 days, 7 hours, 22 minutes. He's heard the TV go
¥ on and off innumerable times, yet it's the voices on the CB which
has given him hope. Thankfully, Mister keeps the CB on duning the
day while he's at work. Billy loves listening to the truckers chat as
they drive along a highway not far from mister Farling's house,
¥ them sounding cheerful, drivers recounting about this and that
t and everything else, saying stuff like when they'll be seeing their
families again or how much they love their children.
Billy can hear the faint sound of the front door. Moments later,
8 mister Farling kicks the box, warning of his presence, then tumns
%8 off the CB, interrupting an incredible transmission since a truck
driver is actually talking about Billy, him being the main focus of
B news lately in this area ever since an Amber Alert's been issued.
| Billy's been imprisoned in a box for 8 days now, yet after the
| 3rd day of capbvity (after Billy cried out for his mother), Mister
Farling took him out of the box, washed him, fed him, then did
ternble indescribable things to him in the bedroom, unspeakable
Ml . acts which no other adult has ever done to him, touching
: 1-:-] and hurting him in ways he didn't know was possible,

= deflowering him, as mister Farling put It.
b I'Fl“‘nhﬂm-lﬂh--“' o e i i
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' Slousky's synched up with the dead Billy Desmond. - 1
='W, I5=  He has to relive the 8 short yrs this kid got to live. . _J=:

e (BB A RS BF AR Py BEERSS S RS B S Ry R

:‘: Mister Farling had brought Billy to the bedroom and while he =
5 was performing these horrific acts onto him, the janitor was
= telling the boy this is what love is. Love’s a wnrd Billy knew of
= - yet he never associated the word with what mister Farling did
== to him. Still, this is not a love Billy has ever wanted nor asked
- for. He abhors this love. Billy hates mister Farling with every — I
: | single ounce of his frall body, and the last thing he'd ever want 7! ¢
i5 to be next to that evil monster again who tortured and raped
1 him senseless. So when Billy fell asleep nght afterwards being !
8 ‘deflowered’ (being drugged once more), then waking up back }L
- In the box, he knew the minute he call out or say something, & I
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- mister Farling will open that door to the box, bathe him again,
' feed him, then make horrible 'love’ to him, saying this is what
g 1; grownups like to do. Even at the tender and innocent age of 8,
2 - Billy knows this is not what grown up men do to children. Men
23 are supporting fathers, are guides, are lights in the life of their . !
§_ young. Men are here to show their young a night way to travel
, this life, yet what mister Farling tried to explain to him, that
this is some kind of iniiation all boys have to go through, Ellhf, :
in the center of his heart, knew this 1sn't the way a hm.r jill

Is initiated into manhﬂ-ur:l
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. = - Billy's 100% that grown men do not hurt children and
- he did not need some book to explain this to him, no
. television documentary, no uncomfortable talks with the
under-educated school psychologists. He needed none of this to
know that mister Farling's nothing but a fucking liar. Nobody's
allowed to do what mister Farling did to him, no adult. It's not
% done, and it's not legal, because during the past 4 days in the
& box since he was raped, Billy has been keeping his focus on the =%
news which mister Farling would be listening to, following up on
L his own story about the autistic boy who disappeared, all the
¥ while the child quietly prayed and hoped that someone would
find him and free him from this evil box, and this will simply be 13
b 2 horrible nightmare which he'll put behind himself, meanwhile 1.
' they'll put the pedophiliac janitor away in some fail forever and
| %' aday. The news always sounded like there were advancements
in the case, that they now have another eye-witness who's able |
| !1 to identify the car which Billy had gotten into, viewing a child
linger In front of a green station wagon, the man Inside srnnking
So many clues, so many things they know about mister Farling, 3
| yet the truth of the matter is this pedophile has gone under the 3
4 2 radar for a very long time, having killed 5 children prior to Billy, &
*1 In different locations all over the country, even 2 in Canada, Blly, 3
= however, has been a pure and true trophy for mister Farfing, a
£ gift which he'll come to cherish for the rest of his evil and ~
§ much too long life, what with Billy enduring the longest ({3‘9 |
In his box than any other boy who he'll ahdu:t
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Billy's presently stawing to death while dying of thirst. 4
days going on 5. He's breathing his last puffs of the pure air
which surrounds this beautifully impossible dream knownas &

F o TP

 Mother Earth, and he'll never see the mermiment and brilliancy 8

of Father Sun ever again, as his life is leaving his tiny body, his ‘w ]

soul off to unite with the infinite, the forever, le grand mystere,

the eternal... the Universe. b
The last thing Billy remembers hearing, dreaming, enviﬂinﬂing,q

is following the tale of a trucker talking to his wife, teling her ¥

he'll be home soon. Billy listens in on their conversation as they ||

talk about this and that, then they go on about that lost litle  *3

Billy boy and may his mother be blessed and find peace. They

say maybe there's still hope for the kid, that miracles do happen,

seems the cops are real close supposedly, and all those on the

CB, they're all keeping an eye out, while everyone's prayers are

now for that child (ever',mne in town and in the nearby district)., 3|

Billy's getting everyone's prayers, that's what the lady onthe %

CB is going on about with her trucker husband since she's part ¥ §

of this communal prayer group and right now they are focusing

on the lost boy. As Billy drifts off, the lady's voice over the CB

. begins sounding more and more like his own mother's voice,

e
=

saying that everything will be alright, he'll soon be safe and all *;
will go back to normal as it once was not so long ago: |

@Jumr
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"Talented like hiz Mama, handsomez like hiz Paps. Dhat's ourz
Izzie! Ok, givum’ allz a big hugz fir me. Iz cyaz in a bitz dun't
even have to gaz up or nuthin, Oh, I'z haven't been listenin’ to
dhe newz since I left for south... whateva happin'ed widh dhat
lost 'lil boy, that Billyz... did dhey find him, Ma...? Please gimme
some good newz coming home... I've been prayin’, Ma, jus’ like
uz asked of me, prayin' real hard for that il boy and his Mama!®

=

1
I
:

"Dun't even think it, Mama Bear! Fu'.!'E a bleedin’ chillz down
o my spinez euery umef Jus'a babrz

"I luvz u, Ma Jkez howz Fadher Sunz fwz Mama har‘#zf"

Billy stays conscious long enough to hear that CB call between
what he imagined as an ideal family, a dad coming home to mom
. and their kids, and for a fleeting moment, Billy's right with them,
praying even though Billy doesn't understand what prayer is. And
Just before his last gasp for life, William Harold Desmond is part
of a praying family, him having a sister and a brother,
W with a strong father and a sweet mother &
<1 fj,_-, who love him like no other. E
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el SUN:> gl % :

r SUN > De- Synchronrzatron (#297)
“| 'SUN:> Name: William Harold Desmond
' “SUN:> Birth: June 3rd, 1990.
"1 'SUN:> Death: October 3rd, 1998
2 'SUN:> Age: 8 years old.
SUN:> e
SUN:> Next Synchronization in: ‘ <
SUN:> 20 Days: °3 Hours 59 Mrnutes 58 Seconds 5\
SUN: > F .

SUN:> PS - LUV Ul 38 Slousky's now de-synching W

Q
] ¢ SUN:> Logout. Sl with dead Billy Desmond. 0
SUN:> _ He will now resume his own 3

Cwurrzzs:,h.... h Hirrszzhsh... &

()
o i ——

9‘ 3"2"" DE-SYNCH - 2027 (=37 YRS LATER)

O % step" backwards... Slousky—almost utters the words '

® "~ out loud, "take a step back. Let this go, it's not fucking real!" ' ®
A Slousky watches as a pair of glowing grey eyes move away .
®' from his own, as if he's unlocking from something, ungluing, g 3'
< ’ 2l this accompanied by mechanical clicking and grating noises,
the sound data makes when travelhng through computer chips. 8

7/




b | Gradually, fnr:u5 returns to Slousky's eyes. He looks down, ®
b.& seeing his grey shoes, his grey socks, his grey pants. In front of =
him, his grey hands, letting go of something, of someone. He . 5
-4 beqins to fall backwards, to the floor. There's small grey eyes '
@' staring back at him as he plunges downwards, sad and innocent
b oyes, those of William Desmond, Billy the autistic prodigy, the
child who Slousky shared his last breath with, Together, they
# } relivad each other's life; in under 3 to 4 real-time minutas, ®
i Slousky relived 8 years, 4 months and %z of a day of Billy's short #
life, while Billy relived Slousky's sick, pitiful and pathefic 33 years./ ¥
b Slousky's on his ass and he's back on the sidewalk amid the
busy street, Looking up, he sees Billy, standing next to a mister - &
W& Farling who's easily gained 40 pounds since 1998 and has aged -
@'k almost 30 years. Unfortunately for Slousky, he's just been bedded
',1.'. in the sickest of ways by this once school janitor who's now a
¥ hotdeg vendor, 2 sick fuck who Slousky's also been intimate with &,
¢} in 2 hurtful, scary, insane, inhuman and completely illegal way.
. 1 Mister Farling and Slousky were lovers for an evening while he  §
" was synched up with Billy, lovers in a mister Farfing's style: with '
‘mbeer and pirate hats, pills and pizza, ballooned condoms filing &%
 the air. Nobody should ever have to live what Billy (and Slousky) 3
went through with the most evil vile living human unit on Mother £@
' Earth, and now, Billy's small grey and dead frame 15 standing =
next to the monstrous, supersized mister Farling. Billy's eyes
¥ begin to dim, the glowing fading. Slousky's now de- Synched
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...Ehﬂssszmhh Hurrwizzshss... il ﬂﬂ 01 ﬂﬂ 01 &
'®.% Friday, July oth, 2027 = = to be precise 7% g
l10:43:0441 A NG AR .. el
1. There was no funeral for Billy, since they never fuund Elllys
) bndv Mister Farling's an expert when it comes to disposing of g,
- I his crime scene, although with Billy, 1t turmed out easier than
£ usual since the kid was nothing more than a bag of bitty hﬂﬂES
/thaving died of starvation due to dehydration, £ A
@ "Even today in 2027, 29 years since Billy went missing, there's
*still accounts about I:he disappearance of little William Harold
‘s Desmond, mostly in documentaries and old cold case stories,
“#5 linking him to other missing children near his area and during
the same time period. There's even a few websites and blogs.
3 dedicated on trying to figure out just what happened to thE j
brilliant little autistic boy. et 4
No funeral. Billy's mom said she didn't want to give Billy a .
funeral until she was positive he was dead, and since no body =5 1=
“1iwas ever found and the case wasn't offi maily closed, Billy :mwrari 3
Joot his last rites. Billy's mother died 4 years after Billy did from e
- ¥an aggressive colorectal disease which went untreated and hy 8
~ ' the IIH"IE she found out, it was much too late for her.
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As SEDJEk'y' 5 sprawled out on the sidewalk, ther&s 3 1[m:1 jaming Y
I*¥ images piercing his brain, most of them snapshnts from Billy's life, ,D
@, This is the normal occurrence which happens to Slousky after he's §
*--, just synched up with some dead unit, him seeing flashes from the §
28 life he just relived. However, knnwmg that Billy's mother croaked
Q’{ 4 years after her son's murder, and being wise to Billy not getting ®8
('3 funeral, these facts aren't something he should know.
De-synching's never pretty, It's always extremely difficult at §
1st for Slousky to disassociate with whom he just was (in this
| case, being Billy for 8 years) and who he is in reality, all the
44 while battling exactly what reality is; him being a dead unit yet S8
B8 seemingly an alive 'dead’ unit, Slousky's mind's fried. !
®'8  Slousky does his best to stand up, slowly moving away from
'J the living mister Farling and the dead Billy, ‘This lucky fucking fat
§ bastard,” Slousky has almost refurned to his own self, ‘this assfuck §
B got away with hamicide. How? How could such a haly piece of
pure fucking shit like this Farling pedophilio get away with such a
W4 | heinous murderous crime, and how's he been able to miraculously
b 00 on living without getting caught, after all this time, under the
¢ scrutinizing and watchful eye of Father Sun? How has this asshole
@ | escaped ‘The System'? Seriously... how?7??
4 "Would you like 2 hotdogs? Oh, 37 And what would you

'l
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'L like to drink, sir... aw... look at your little boy. He's so cute!

d How old's he? Only 57 A whole hotdog for him?"
k' Slousky's simply fucking mesmerized with this modern-day S
Qi“. mister Farling, who's bearded now, wrinkled, plumper, and he's @

~'8 smiling ear to ear as he makes a sale. Just insane, Slousky sighs

- .
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charming everyone, Slousky 5hakes his head. He looks wer tﬂ .
Billy who's standing 2 feet next to mister Farling, the boy locking
right back at Slousky, Billy's eyes no longer glowing, back to their e
i normal grey colour. Billy's smiling and does Slousky ever recognize §f %
that smile. He knows exactly what it signifies, He's seen this very &
- same smirk 291 times before (now 292 times, including Billy);
¥ _-’ each time a dead de-synchs, there's a second in which this Damfi ¥
4 has a ook of disbelief on its face as it can't believe how he decided §
g 2 } to [ive out his pathetic 33 years, and right after comes that smile,
& It's 3 knowing smirk, a grin which reminds him how much of a ~
fucl-:ing turd he was when he himself was a living unit. It's a type 88 %
' of smile in which the dead unit is asking him just what the hell
was he thinking. And now that he's getting this degrading look
from Billy, Slousky wishes he could die all over again rather than 3
be judged by this young lad. Here's 2 boy who had such potential,

; it could even start, and here's Slousky, the louche slouch who had A8
 every single thing and he wasted his life by committing suicide, He 9
can't look into Billy's eyes right now, it's too damaging to his dead &8

' gray snul %

o ¢ a side effect filled with emotions. Now that Slousky has lived Billy's §

life, he begins to have all kinds of utpsurging feelings stirring inside, 8

g if Billy was his own only begotten son which he lost at the hands g
=" of this murdering pedophile. Slousky's grey heart's going out tﬁ _

& Billy at this very moment.
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: Tet hefnre Slousky can feel too sorry for himself, he spots
@ someona coming up from behind Billy. It's another dead unit,
a boy of about 9, and next to this dead lad's another litle
dead boy unit, this kid about 7, and another who's no maore
S than 6 years old, All of them begin staring back at Slousky
I8 while their eyes begin to slowly switch on, glowing faintly,
' Another dead unit |ad appears behind them, and another,
L their eyes also turning on the nanomoment they catch site
W of Slousky. Panic encapsulatas his whola, His shirt-card begins 48 o
il to churn macly away as he looks back at Billy, his smile now
@ qone and replaced with such a sad and morose look, his young
! dead unit fnends huddling behind him, every single radiant eye
= on Slousky, and right next to them is th& stinky mister Farling,
o _ making another hotdog sale, a mynad of living human units i@
W huzzing along the sidewalk Wlth their dead mulling units behind 5
" them, Father Sun brilliantly beaming high above, rnakmg hLITI

b
A

W 1o fucking way 'The Sysrem i5 going to have me synf:h agam b ;
=W Slousky's mind races, 'it's too bloody soon.' Slousky's positive Tl
@@ The System’ needs time to process all the data it's transferred 4
& from the synch he experienced with Billy. It's fucking impossible
‘); L The Sz.fstem could have him synch up again as it 5 been mere
@] minutes since he disconnected. -

% He glances nervously at his synchwatch -

% GRE:> 2027/07/09 - 10:49:53.15 AM % [203:23:56:04, 37] '

8 It's fucking green... I should be ok... but why the fuck are

B there a 12 a dozen dead boys with scary glowing eyes looking

my way, all of them looking real hungry to synch?
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§ 5|E'LIE|{‘,' cantsynch up again. It's inhumane. There hastn he
3 important reasons why 'The System' waits 21 days before Tt
has him relive another dead unit's stupid life. He knows he'll 948
. i overload and crash. Slousky hasn't had sufficient time to absorb |
@' what he's underwent (living and dying like Billy). If The System’ Sifgy
has him synch up, he'll assuredly turn into a digitized vegetable,
1 Slousky looks at the dead Billy and he's hit with a colourful 4
i flash image of the boy, at his finest moment, when Billy was still ¥
b | 2 living unit, just before mister Farling came driving around the §
B bend, the day he's walking home to do his homewaork, the time
@ & when Billy still had a wonderful life. Slousky's never had such a \
). /1 flashback, nothing of this nature, as if Billy were alive; the living, ¥%:
& breathing Billy is in 3D Technicolour right in front of him, happy, &
R healthy, vividly alive. Slousky blinks and as quickly as the flash 4
"9 appear does it disappear. Billy's once more very grey, very dead. -
§  After a synch, there's a time of depression, a time which can . i
@ |25t up to 2 week depending on how Slousky was affected. Each s
'8 synch has had a different impact on him. Some he was able to
A forget after a day, usually those who lived a long life and died of
y Il natural causes, yet trauma cases, accident cases, suicide cases - _' ;
¥ those circumstances depress Slousky the most. He's positive this §5
synchronicity with Billy is going to affect him deeply, 1e
Slousky's having another hallucination: he's back inside the -2
'station wagon, opening up the glove compartment, taking the §
M cake. The smell of the leather seats as well as mister Farling's
| . cheap Eﬂlﬁgnea f|||mg up Slnuskys nnstnls




in on him, all the wh”E hntdcrg vending mister Farling’s laughinq
- alongside with a customer, his hand touching the back of this

client's toddler. There's too much data input for Slousky. He hasn't J1®%
| had the time to output, to process. He's going to blow up right
here in a 1,000,000 fucking pieces like an insane suicide bomber
. 0n a fundamentalist mission for some retarded power above.
"GO JUST RUN, SLOUSKY! FUCKING RUN!M!IL..” Slousky's
“unsure whose voice he's hearing from within his mind yet whoeve
W it belongs to s giving him some sound advice, He hears it again,
I hoping it's his own subconscious speaking to him, “JUST PEEL %
. DOWN THIS ROAD AS FAST AS YOU FUCKING CAN... NOW!" &
Without glancing at another entity, Slousky pmmptly gets up 4

! w::u never tire, You can run =nde|rmt1a|}f, or unil ynursynchwatr:h /| i)
goes red and The System' needs you to synch. Right now, his |
B hattery's fully recharged, his tank full, the recent synch with Billy &
@' turning Slousky's synchwatch green and even though he's scared S
i beyond belief, he's feeling somewhat normal health-wise as he's ¥
QI no longer suffering synching withdrawals, so Slousky knows he'

- Just before he darts around the comner, Slousky gives 3 qmck
' peak behind him. Mister Farling hasn't mave an inch of his fat
hnd}r away from his hotdog vending booth nor has Billy or any §

{3 Slﬁusky 5 unsure of the exact amount of dead fittle bays mullmg '
h about mister Farling). As he looks back, it's Billy he spots waving
B to Slousky, and even though he's a fair distance away, he sees
& Billy wanly smiling which Slousky registers as a Iuwng Sl’I"II|E a

B smile 3 son rmght give to his dad.

- SLOUSKY : x5 =




9 SLOUSKY X CHAPTER 4

e 41 - PRE-SLOUSKY.COM - 1995 (=32 YRS AGO)

%
@ <html><head>
¢title>Hell Knows No Mercy - November 4th 1995¢ title> - "
¢/head><body> AN
People believe there's a difference between something which functions
*  and malfunctions. There tsn't. They're both functioning, just differently; 3
* 1's doing what you want, the other isn't, but it's still doing something,
 even i its sole purpose is to piss you off
* Now this is what they should put in fortune cookies. Offering insight
. like this will make those maney grubbing cookie makers look intelfigent. ¢
Anyhow, every human is presently malfunctioning. You're fooling
yourself if you believe you're above it all, as you stuff your mouth, |
your 3ss, your nose, your vagina... as you fill every orifice in your body
with crap you trust is here to make you whole. Unfortunately, rather |
it freeing you, all your shit you own simply clogs you up, you sad fuck. 1
Your economic schema, your governmental palicy, your religion - it's all |
screwing you. Your culture? Your society? It's all malfunctioning, 1
Everything and everyone is fucking broken. So, to all of you very silly
litle indigenous groups who believe their geographical spot on this ~ §
world is more important than any other part of Motherfucking Earth: ™%
L1 suck my scaly cock! Nobody here's worth more than the toilet paper

1 wipe my patchy and boil-filled asses wrth
¢[body> </html> gl i |
LA
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& Friday, July 9th, 2027 S L ---.-a.-h
8:31:55.19 PM _ N . "’ :
Slousky kept running until 4 in the afternoon, walkmg the rest 3

_ I of the way. The shitty megalopalis he was in went on forever, : .

i from downtown to uptown to busy suburbs to finally reaching 2 ';j
the outskirts of something resembling country land. He spots 2 Sigy

4 forested craggy area and figures it's the safest spot to camp for
L the night, and as long as The System’ doesn't cheat, he should §

8 wake up in this ridgeline once 10:10:10.10 AM rolls amund
8 Slousky peers down to his synchwatch: ' -

W GRE:> 2027/07/09 - 8:32:33.25 PM = [20:-14:08:24. IIJ] |
He still has a little over an hour and a ¥z before his circuits are
shut off, The good thing about being on the maove is it allows him

I not to think, not to ruminate on evil or depressive ideas, yet he
"4 knows he needs time to cool down. He doesn't tire like a normal 38
ab! living human unit yet he does overheat. He's naver tnied running
B for the whole day yet he's sure 'The System’ would trip him and 4
W he'd crash at some point, leaving him extremely vulnerable to aII
gk the Damfis roaming upon Mother Earth; once he gets a whiff of
I wires singeing, he realizes he's overdoing it. Still, Slousky knows;
W that nght after a synch his (dead) body can handle more in waysh
@l of physical activity, His batteries have recharged to full capacity.
B Right after synching, he takes the opportunity to get as far away |
J | from civilization, doing his best to find refuge in the remotest of § 1

‘@l areas, right up untll 'The System’ cheats (and Tt always, always | B
| fuckmg cheats), placing him right back into some big shitty mt‘,r, H
||ke aratina maze with no exit ]ust so he'll synch up agam | od
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; Slnuskydemdesnn EE[JEI'[ behind a boulder with a few dense F |
% trees surrounding the whole area. Even a deer or a hare would T
have a hard time surprising Slousky. Yet now he's no longer on
the move, he's subconsciously aware that the depressive phase
W will soon kick in. Up until it's lights out, he'll be forced to think Z§S
®I8. about Billy, his shirt-card roiling and beeping away as it replays S
4 certain moments of Billy's life, Why? Because The System'is &
interested in what Slousky's thinking and processing in refation
I to this dead kid's events, all the while calculating what emotions
"B Slousky's experiencing as the memories of Billy replay in his_g
g mind. Whether It's random nrthnfes some type of pattern

Il of Billy's life, a bit Ilke a slide-show within his mind, but now
I8 Slousky will be inputting his own emotions as to what happened
to Billy at particular moments, as if his shirt-card is questioning e
! Slousky: "when Billy was scared at case in point A, how do you |
feel about it, Slousky? Does is frighten you as well, more so than =

Bk Billy? Answer by expressing an emotive response. Thank yol...

ial® This analysis of his emotional status seems to go indefinitely

S whenever he isn't doing something (lixe when he isn't running
away). With Billy, he has a horrible premonition this dispiriting
and demaralizing phase is going to be mare intense than all the Ha

d others since Billy was so innocent and such a victim. In 3 weeks, 430

he'll have to synch again, so the thought he might be upset over | I:.
Billy up until his next synch doubly depresses him, :
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Right now, he misses Billy so much, he's empnr beyond words.
- Slousky's sympathizing with every father wha's lost a child
. by some stupid and evil means, a man who's supposed to .
™ protect their offspring yet is now at a loss, a father who knows Ha
= when having their child murdered there's nothing good which'l
IF ever happen again, a dad who'll never heal, He's this barren. 1§
¢ It's almost dark and the playful Brother Moon's out, ¥ crescent, §
shining a little light upon Slousky's mountainside home, If he
had a choice nght now, he'd probably rather be gawking at a
& pair of fat double-D titties bopping in front of him on some live
' webcam just like he used to all day when he was 2 living unit,
but right now, it's Billy time, and images of the autistic kid
continue pouring forth; when Billy was 4 and reading a book,
. when he was 6 and had the measles, when he was 7 and
winning a math contest in his class, beating all the older kids,
when he was & and was being bedded by mister Farling in the
- most violent of ways.
The memories come spilling over, in no particular order, with no 3
rhyme nor reason, and all Slousky can do is think about them,
reliving them once again all the while attaching and tagaing his
own emotional response to 2ach memary such as sadness,
| creeped-outness, despalr, loneliness, yet every now and then
there's |ittle touches of happiness when the nicer memories
would play out. What Slousky's undergoing now 1s protocol:
- The System' isn't simply happy he relived someone’s shitty
life during the synch, Tt also needs Slousky's emational input
¢ afterwards. Slnusk*,f hatﬂs his dead life.
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Yet tonight, there's something reall'f fucked-up which 15 i

happening, something unorthodox, not part of the protocol,
There's new memories Slousky's seeing, memories he didn't
actually live out while he was synched to Billy (like knowing
Billy didn’t get a funeral then Billy's mom dying thereafter).

A flash from a new scenario begins playing out: he sees
Billy's mom in a shitty 1 ¥ flat in unbreathable Los Angeles, 3

' her disease brought on by the infinite # of pills she downed ”‘q |

with her chaser of gin and tonic, all the while Billy's mother's L

thoughts were always about her making it big as a movie star
. 1 day, her imagining that she'll 1st land that super significant
(Oscar nomination for supporting role gig before the important
offers come tumbling in for her to have the starring role in a
blockbuster. That's what her mind would play over and over
whenever she was fucked-up on molly and booze, yet the sad
truth 15 Billy's mother wasn't even able to land some useless
' commercial spot (aside from a couple of roles as an extra), 44!
and since she was too stuck up to do porn (or she thought she &i’ :
was better than porn when the truth of the matter is she didnt "]
have the body for it), Billy's mother died without ever making a 8 |
single movie in her whole lifetime. Either it was the pills which Hi ‘
did her in, or maybe the alcohol, and then again it could be her !
- tdelina of becoming a star; whatever it was, it caused the tumor

which brought the colorectal disease. 'But how come I have these
fucking memories about Billy's pathetic mother? Slousky doesn't -
understand how come he's seeing all this shit as he's positive he
\ & not synched up with Billy's mother in the past. He shouldn't know
. this stuff
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Anv ﬂﬂ"lﬂf synch and Slousky would be now replaying a ton iLI
of Billy's memonies while The System' would be analysing his I ,
emotional reaction to each memory, but not today. Right now ‘lf'l.

Slousky's visualizing other memories he shouldn't be savvy to:

an image of mister Farling surfaces, and from what Slousky can §

make of it, this murdering pedophile’s in the midst of helping 'lﬁ_.

the locals look for the missing Billy boy, mister Farling trudging § I

through a field with other volunteers, Slousky seeing 100s of | Ii

others who've gathered to find poor little Billy. In this vision I :
.- lmerrmw, mister Farling's looking like a tireless hero in the eyes l|

of those in his neighbourhood, people coming up to him after

and asking how the search is going. Fast forward a few years

and Slousky is envisioning mister Farling i1s in some TV studio

as a spokesman for missing children. ‘More fucking memories

I shouldn't be having. Slousky continues to be bombarded with

- 3 dimensional surround sound images. It's as if there's a large l

plasma television screen placed inches from his face and having

the sound so loud until it's causing permanent damage to his

 eardrums (if he actually have those).

Slousky now sees mister Farling getting marmed, a lot of people

in town at the wedding, a blushing bnde, her son from another, ﬂ

marriage as their ing boy, mister Farling way more interested

in her kid than the proceedings, his almost obsessive affection ‘!

for her son visible for all those who attended while everyone i

agreeing mister Farling will make an exceptional stepdad for

. 1' this young bo',r who lost his father. "Why am seeing all thfs?'




These New memaoric Images are hurtmg Slnuslw 5 eyes, his brain, § 'l
his whole, As 1 memory fades, another pops up, a slideshow of
B hurful images as he's now witness to a violent scene of mister
L Farling suffocating his new bride then placing her young senin <
his favourite box, toying with the poor child for 3 weeks (and a
kid who's nothing like Billy as this young boy cries all the time
I {0 be |ef out, yaps more than 3 children put together, all the while #
mister Farling has his way with him sexually at least 2 2 a dozen
b times), Whereas Billy died of starvation and dehydration without
never once asking for a crumb of bread, this new stepson of his
is always hunagry, crying all day for food and water, for his mom,
up until the pedophile has to kill the wee fad by wrapping his own
hands tightly around the little child's neck, doing all this during
his vacation, everyone believing they were on their honeymoon

b it look like as If it were some kind of electrical failure as the
cause, doing so on his 1st day back on the job so as fo have an
alibi (and he's also working somewhere else in this vision, as a ;
handyman in a hotel). It seems as if there's a 1,000,000 flashing  Sia
photos just waiting to pop up in front of Sic:usky but like through: &
8 3n old movie projector, a frame at a iime, him suffocating by all
i this unsolicited info. This is not 2 memary-bubble, This is not 2
8 synch. This is not like mulling with a living human unit, Slousky
has no term for what he's undergoing presently. ‘How come all

this shita? Slousky tries catching his breath, panic ensuing ashe #
recalls he mrght not even have lungs and these fucked up flashes
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Never befﬂre has Slnusl-q,' been bnmharded by SOMeone E|EE 5 ‘
| memories without synching with them 1st and he's 100% sure
hes never synched up with mister Farling because this piece of

' shit is still a living unit who sells hotdogs back in stink city.

. Mister Farling's 68 years old today in 2027 and Slousky has i
no clue why he knows this useless fact as well. ﬂ.q .

I ‘Crr... ... crunch??..." Slousky mimics the sound his shirt-card
4 ¥ just made. He hasn't heard his little computer make such a
noise, The grey machine which is securely lodged onto his grey
shirt suddenly begins whizzing and whirling at a frantic pace.
Slousky's vision is blinded, the mountainside greenery and
foliage which was his makeshift home for the evening begins
disappeanng from his sight to be replaced with pure grey.
In a breath, Slousky's back in that shit aty again, next to
I} the present day mister Farling, him sporting the same scruffy
beard and long hair, his hippy glasses, his wife-beater and his
tacky shorts, his beer gut protruding, his flip flops exposing !
long and dirty toenails, him holding a kitten. 'Did mister Farling
have a kitten when he synched up with Billy earller today? !
Slousky can't concentrate, too immersed in what's presently 3
conjuring in front of him. He knows once mister Farling's day ¥
is done, he'll be boiling this kitten In the same water he cooked
his hotdogs in, next time opting to get a puppy for the upcoming
week. The dead and grey unit Billy is close by, watching mister
Farling s every move, mulling with him. Slousky spots many
other dead boy units, an assemblage of the victims at the
hands of this sick pedophile, all lingering and loitening close tr;r,
the pedophile oblivious to the dead clan of children surrounding

- him, this fat fuck simply Iuclqr to be alive. th W 'ﬁ
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F Slousky watches as Mister Farling unhurriedly gets up from his
bench which supports his giant frame, stretches while smiling,
glad as he made some really good sales today since he putina
hard day's work, and now to get his evening exercise in as he'll
ride his hotdog stand to home which is a cozy 3 and a ¥z near
the beach. A few lazy T'al Chi Ch'uan moves so as to stretch his ‘

- muscles a bit before his short hike, looking around and seeing
that nobody's looking, tossing the kitten into the temperature-
controlled compartment where his hotdogs are, and off he goes.
The deceased Billy, without a 2nd thought, turns to follow the %
pedophile mister Farling along the street, the other dead boy
units following suit, keeping up with him as they taper off down

 the busy boulevard.
The city street fades from Slousky's vision, it being replaced with
the boulder and brushes which is his home for the eve, There's
nobody around, only the security of the darkness surrounding
him, Father Sun having set 30 minutes ago. Since he synched
up with Billy this morning, there should be no danger of Slousky
synching up (at least for a fortnight), but The System' has been

50 fucking wanky of late, he doesn't feel the least bit secure.

Slousky glances weanly at his synchwatch: :
GRE:> 2027/07/09 - 9:21:28.04 PM = [20 13:03:00.15]

His synchwatch's still green. He wishes he could find comfort in
this momentary solitude however his nerves are bumt, frazzled,
his mind's racing, his heart beating as fast as his shirt-card is
insistently chirping.




: Another bout of jarring images beain stirring within Slousky,
‘. from the center of his gut, gushing upward like vomit. Slousky 1
| || beqins suffering an indescribable pain from this info overload
[ which is skywarding through his throat. This isn't visions from ' M
| the past - this is a live feed. He's hooked up to a livestream: .
L F Slousky sees Mister Farling in his bedroom, on his bed,
naked, jerking off his small pecker (a dick Slousky knows quite
intimately from prior experiences), a couple of pedophile mags ‘
strewn about his bed, him watching a vid of a boy he kidnapped, 5
the kid screaming for mercy on his 170-inch SUHD television. In §*
his free hand, he's holding Polaroids he took of his victims, some
dating back to 60 years ago, the boys literally reduced to bags of
), bones, 1 of the kids in the pics Slousky recognizes as Billy. There
| are other photos the pedo has taken sprawling across his ever- *1
' i expanding gut. 'Why the fuck am I seeing this? Slousky can't
understand how he's able to spy on this twisted bastard who's
alive and 1s about 30 miles away from him. Slousky looks about
and 15 able to clearly make out everything inside mister Farling's *
¥ nicely furnished bedroom. In the comer he sees a hax, much like |
the box he spent 8 days in while synched up to Billy. Just seeing §
the box has him wishing he could scream at the tip of his vocal
chords, yet what he's experiencing, this out-of-body occurrence, |
Slousky's now simply a pair of floating eyes and has no choice
but to witness mister Farling drop a watery load into his belly
button. Luckily he's not smelling the semen yet Slousky's still
"8 completely disturbed, questioning if he's actually in the room
1|r with mister Farling or if he's still hyr the mountainside outside
of this cursed city. '
|
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Bl Mlster Far1|ng wipes hlmself up and then reaches for the remote
| ’ changing his homemade vid of dying boys to a football channel,
+ turning off the lights and getting ready to have a good night's
rest in what looks like a pricey king sized bed, reaching for a bag |
: l of Lay's potato chips and a half-filled box of Munchkins. Slousky *
isn't sure what to do as he has no way of moving away from his .4
s position. ‘Am I here to watch this foul, naked Farling fuck make
crumbs in his bed until he rolls over and passes out snoring?”
‘M8 Slousky's suddenly floored. As his eyes wander about mister
\d | Farling's room, he's unsure if the poster on a wall is real or just &

his imagination. He looks at the words longly, reading each letter 3
in his mind, connecting them so as to comprehend the sentence.

Plainly, it's a reqular size conceft poster, all black, with sumply 3 )
: wordsonlt T AT

FLTHY FUCKERS
L0y COM

YW 2 e
P T w? “‘"".'“ﬂ A -

He'd bI|nk lf he had eyelids. Slousky recogmzes the poster as it |
| was the biggest seller back in the 1999-2000 era, when all the

,1 other sites on the internet were going bust due to the dot-com ;
: bubble yet his page flourished and grew at an exponential level. - )
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. = Below the poster, on mister Farling's messy dresser, SIousky
‘ Fcannot help but spot a t-shirt with the logo on it, his logo, again Q’
r more wares which were available on his online store, material ‘; .
b4} stock which assisted Slousky in becoming a millionaire. On this
shirt, which is 27 years old (if mister Farling purchased it in 2000 % b‘
and |f today is year 2027), a holy t-shirt well-worn in, there's his <% *
‘ Slousky.com along with another of hIS cute and catchy taglmes G

“q |
ulr Jesus fuckmg Christ on a shit stick," Slousky thinks to hlmself ¥
| ‘bloody Fariing is a Slouskian.' Just the idea this evil pedophile q ‘
is (or was) a fan of Slousky's website has him feeling dirtier than §
ever before. Slousky's only wish is to have his plug pulled and )
that "The System' would off him right here, assassination style | ‘s'
(a ball in his grey head). This type of torture is inhumane. —
Something draws Slousky's attention away from the dresser £ *
and the poster. His focus turns to a nearby window. There, looking 1
through the pane, is dead Billy, peering back at Slousky, while all 2
around Billy are the other dead boys, their eyes aglow. Surprised g
by their presence, a rush of fear and dread once more fills his & .;
[ whole, worried he might synch up with any of these dead boys' 'ﬁg
bumlng grey eyes '
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Slousky wishes he could run but he doesn't have his grey legs, |
him begging to look away from all of these potential synching §
victimized boy corpses yet Slousky doesn't have his grey eyelids
to close. He's not in control of what he's seeing. Just the thought
of having to synch with any of these dead kid units and having
(/B to spend another week or 2 in mister Farling's box is having him]
want to shit and piss his pants (yet Slousky has not taken a shit
nor a piss in his 17 years of his dead existence but the sensation J
is painfully there). In the bed is mister Farling softly stertoring
(sawing logs, snoring) while Billy and his band of cadaverous
E brothers gaze on.
Seeing Billy tums on a light within Slousky's mind. He clues in:
Billy's presently mulling (8) with mister Farling and Slousky can
only imagine that Billy's been mulling with this dirty monster for
30+ years. Ever since Billy took his last breath, this dead kid has
been following mister Farling while this fat fuck goes about his
daily life, him watching mister Farling's every single move, and
he still is, night up until this moment; every idiotic act this sick
pedophile performs, Billy and his other dead boys witness.

(8; Revised)
Mulling (o Slousky): the action of a dead unit who aimlessly
follows around a living unit. Mulling's extra dull (ex: imagine

having to mull with someone who does fuck all but watch TV),

however rnulling remedies the s*,rnr:hing withdrawals.
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Fur 30 yrears Ei“}‘ has attested to every time mister Farling spat

in someone’s hotdog when the customer he didn't like for whatever F

reason wasn't watching, Billy next to him with every kitten mister '
" ' Farling boiled, testified to each boy he's kidnapped, drugged tortured,
«\ sexually molested, placed in his box, observer to every young life he's o
' snuffed out. For 30 fucking years! If a dead unit could go crazy, then
% surely Billy would be an insane dead unit, and Slousky doesn't like the _
* { idea of being so peripherally close to a dysfunctional Damfi, maybe "
A | even a psychotic 1 at that,

'y But Slousky knows Billy isn't crazy. This dead unit is far from gaga,
actually. Billy's super smart. He's been mulling with the asswipe mister _4
Farling, just waiting for this fat fuck to take his last breath. So when
mister Farfing dies and becomes like Billy and Slousky (a grey living

" - dead unit, or something to that nature), Billy will right away synch up
|| with the pedo, having mister Farling live out Billy's short tormented
"% life. And the more Slousky tries to wrap his mind around with what's
¢ going on, he gets hit with more flash images, seeing mister Farfing fl :
(4" molest another 6 year old, an 8 year old, a 10 year old, a 7 year old, ,3 4
@ and with each child mister Fariing violently destroys, Slousky clearly
M| makes out each of these lads as they're all standing right next to Billy. "
-! Slousky realizes all of these dead kids must have surely synched 5
 up with the other, each of them reliving the incomprehensible horrors ’
(| befallen upon them by this mister Farling. Slousky counts 7 dead boys
| lingering next to Billy at the moment, bringing the total to 8 victims, /J#§
« ' and if they've all synched with the ather, then that's 64 synchs in :
celebration of mister Farling's taste for rummg innocence.
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Slousky's petrified with fear, locked in a room with a snoring i'b -.
pedophile, his own grey body miles away by a mountainside, and §*4
a qang of dead raped boys looking hungry for revenge. If Slousky = h
could cry, he would. He's already synched up this mom. It would
be inhuman for The System' to have him synch up again. His
98 ) shirt-card will surely overload with data. He'll short circuit and ]l
[ what good then, he questions The System' within his own mind, i' i
L will he be if he were a dead 'dead' unit. Slousky begins imploring %"
with 'The System' (as he knows he's wired into 'The System' 24/7 1
M2 and 'Tt's' listening to his every thought) to let him live like a dead
for another day, and to have his mind float back to his body on the |
,_ | mountainside; to be as far away from this horrible fucking room. i
' L As Slousky's aware he's only a pair of floating eyes in mister
Farling’s bedroom, he questions his (dead) existence yet he's kind
\¥ of sure he's pejoratively alive since his presence seems needed
l for the transference of data from the Super-Computer {admmed
A% by 'The System') via Wi-Fi to his shirt-card. This is the only way
I he's been able to explain his existence within this dead world,
ever since 2010 (when he committed suicide). Yet now, in the
'+ pedophile’s bedroom, with no body, just his presence, his floating
| eyes, all of his theorizing of what 'The System' is and 'Its' Super- :I’
{* Computer no longer equates.




=" Slousky believes he hears hlmself sobbmg unt|| he notloes thlS
- whlmpenng sound isn't actually coming from him, nor anywhere near
L |} his vicinity. Concentrating, he looks about, hoping to discover where
B & this audio's coming from. 'The box." He looks over to the crate. There's 5"
a tapping coming from within the box followed by a few tearful words
| [ he can't make out. 'Fuck me," Slousky wishes he could suspire, 'Mister
Farfmg has another boy in his box. There's absolutely nothing he can
b do but to gawk: this is Hell, for Slousky.
Even though he presentiy doesn't have a hand (or any body part),
he nevertheless knows the exact time on his synchwatch, the output
- ata bhndlng hlm fud(mg silly:

|
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If things return to normal it should be ||ghts outin.10 secondsas |
' "The System' should shut Slousky down at precisely 10:10:10.10 PM.
k And just like when the doc tells a patient to count from 10 backwards
& after an injection of anaesthesia, he begins numerating down those ;
A B milliseconds... 10... 9... 8... 7... 6... and before he can input another i
S & number within his thoughts, it's thankfully lights out.

41-'
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GSLOUSKY I CHAPTER 5
5.1 - PRE-SLOUSKY.COM - 1995 (=32 YRS AGO)

lousky was 18. He was working on his homepa

1
"% Vs i

‘m \'w\"'_.\*.r;'vi -

IR <> <head
U™ <title> Felchin' - September 17th, 1995¢/title>
</head><body)>
' Anytime you think you got something figured out, you
" truly don't. It's that way. Why?... well, the question is:
Y why were you trying to figure out a particular thing' to
" begin with...? That's the most telling of all. It's because
you have an ulterior motive, a greedy intent.
You were the good student, buying the books, doing the
" homework, following every lesson, practicing like crazy, up
until you finally felt ready to face the world with this new
found confidence. And at that moment, when you convinced
1 even yourself in your own bullshit, it's right then when you'll
. see haven't a fucking clue... about anything... at all...

Don't be sad. Nobody's got it understood. Not a single soul.
There isn't a particular cultural group at any geographical spot
on Mother Earth who knows what's the truth or where we're

_going. Not a bird. So I say: stop trying to figure out shit and
Just be like Yosemite Sam; 'if you can't beat ‘em, join ‘'em."
And stop looking so fucking glum about everything and shine
a bit like Father Sun, motherfuckers.

X
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10:10:10.31 AM sl -
B Slousky wakes up with a huge fit of smoker's hack. He places a hand
@ over his mouth as he embraces himself for a heavy phlegmy discharge 3
! | to shoot upward and outward, horking up what tastes like the linings §
" of an ashtray. Slousky begins heaving huge deep breaths, hoping to
| calm this fit, doing his best to tell himself he hasn't actually litupa I8
cigarette in over 17 years (nof since his suicide), and more pressing: §
he probably doesn't even have lungs so there's no way he should be §
grasping for air, ~% & g o ™ VAR el nige
{ But he is. He attempts another deep breath yet there's seemingly no
air for him to breathe. Panic sets in. "How am I going to breathe If I
 don't have lungs? Slousky reaches for his shirt-card, bashing at it, | it
hearing that sometimes a good bang is all a machine really needs,
li In return, Slousky receives a surge of 606 volts, lifting him clear up
| from the ground and having him crash into the wall, Insurmountable 43
|. amounts of pain races through his entirety, yet whatever he just did,
{0 it actually seemed to have kicked started his grey lungs as air's finally §
| passing through him. =esfies v s Wé cavgmm=iy o sollTL
| Scorching his throat, there's an overwhelming chemical aftertaste i
, Which follows, as if he bit into a towel drenched with formaldehyde. 3|
{18 Slousky begins chock coughing once more but this time he upchucks
i, @ minuscule greyish substance which appears to be %2 organic and j

| Y2a microchip. 1) T e LT
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152 - DOING GAY DAD - 2027 (=32 YRS LATER)

| It's present day. Slousky wakes up at his useless dad's place. )

1]
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longer coughing nor horking up shit, him concentrating on retnewnq ¥
- some kind of rhythmic normality with his inspirations and expirations.
. This sudden fit has floored him, zapping his energy, forcing Slousky to'sf
stay on the ground (and he's only been awake for 2 minute), He looks @ 2
. about, gaining his bearings, recalling where he slept last night as he's §id
being woken up in his fruity father's smelly and filthy bedroom. f =
Slousky fell asleep mulling with his faggot pop after spending the e
whole day wal:chmg h|5 retarded dad gawk at his TV set, Mulling 1s, E}"

- i the only thing which helps with the cravings prer,edlngasynr:h As he '
nears his next inevitable forthcoming synching appointment, his body &
meanwhile aches for this synch, much like 2 junkie loser whao yearns for.
', nis needle filled with delectable heroin. i
- jli It's a ternble catch-22 situation for him as he despises synchmg up'
' ll'.'nth Damfis however his own (dead) body is unendingly screaming at L
41thim to do so. Which each passing nanomoment the withdrawals are %
s unbearable and there's only 2 ways to satiate this incessant jonesing. 4
The 1st is the most obvious; he simply synchs with any random dead 2
“unit, However, since he execrates synching, he always opts for the End
\option: mulling. What mulling does is temporarily repletes and satisfies
his need to synch by filling up all of the voids which he's predisposed
with. Mulling fills the vacancy in the center of his cranium, the pit in
~his stomach, the stabs in his lungs as well other hurnhle r:mwngs he .

] suﬁers to the point of Insmg hIE- dlgltahzed mind, Ll
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Slousky glances nrawﬂlusiz.r at hrs srnchwatch.
© YEL:>2027/07/24 - 10:13:28.04 AM = [12 17:33:30.45]
. In (approximately) 12 days and 17 and ¥ hours, ‘The System’ will be -
- having Slousky synch up for his 293rd time, after which his synchwatch
will reset itself once more, giving him another 21 days to relax and
have fun in Deadopia ('Dead Utopia', Slousky finds himself so clever ‘W
' at times). The 1st 2 weeks usually go by fine. It's the beginning of the
. 3rd week when he begins to jones while experiencing increasingly
painful withdrawals, and he’s discovered the only way to surfeit this
gnawing is to mull lmth a living human unit.
1 Perhaps if he didn't wait so long to synch up, always holding back up |
P until the moment when ‘The System' becomes irate and loses 'Tts' /8
1\ impatience with Slousky, or maybe if he synched up more willingly,
| with glee and peppy eagerness, then maybe the synching process
wouldn't be so painful in every sense of the word (physically painful,
{ . emotionally, spiritually, morally, cufturally, ethically), and maybe the
! outcome from synching wouldn't be so fucking humiliating, but he's
L highly suspicious of some positive outcome. Synching, for Slousky, is
1l like driving rusty nails into his eyes, so even if he voluntarily did so |i",
;’ weeks before his synchwatch reached time 0, the result will surely E
- always be the same: a fearful adventure. Even if he cheerfully synched ©
up with a silly look on his face as if he's seeing the divine, it will stil
«+ boil down to an exchange of their life history through a imnsference - A
'§ of data, and this dead unit will see how fucking retarded Slousky was
ll when |'IE was alive, and how moronic he was to waste sur:h E thing as -
| hlsuwnllfe — T v
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' Mullmgﬁ the equivalent to synching yet with the living: Slnusqu synchs ,
with the dead while he mulls with the living. With mulling, he can :
detach from the power source at any point (the living human unit), k)

' wheraas with a synch, he has no choice but to allow the process run its "3
full course (ex: if Slousky synchs up with a unit which lived 63 years and

1 died while giving a blow job in some dirty stall, then he'll relive every
moment of this unit's life right up until it croaks with 2 cock in its mouth). {§

R Knowing this, it would make sense for him to mull with the living all
day long rather than risk synching up with a dead unit. The problem with §
mulling is he has to know the living unit he's mulling with: Slousky can  §

, only mull with humans he had some kind of prior (and 2 somewhat

. meaningful) relationship when Slousky was actually a living human unit |

| himself, This mean Slousky can mull with his bitch mother and his dick &
father since they're bath still alive. A 'somewhat meaningful’ affiliation

 means more than simple eye contact; thera has to have been at least
some kind of verbal contact, so those Slausky passed down by the hal

' in school while never saying hello, for example, they do not qualify as

|| candidates Slousky can mull with,

..Grzhuurrrshsshiszhh... s

" moth-eaten bed, his nutjob dad looking pathetrc and feshle, Slousky was 4
mulling with the turd last night until hghts out (which is 10:10:10.10 PM 1
for Slousky, always). & :
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SLOUSKY, 22 P ™,

Slousky knows he has to mull Wlth his shitwad dad once again. He's
already suffering the synching withdrawals, feeling like a meth addict,
¢ and mulling 1s the only remedy he knows of for this insatiable aching.
8 Mulling is also so mind-numbingly easy to do. All Slousky has to do
L 1s hang out at his shit-for-brains father’s house and stare at the piece
, of crap. Of course, he could always mull with his moronic mom and
! watch her do sm;nd things, yet he can't stomach being with his half-_
# wit of a mother. It makes him psychotic. w
Slousky has been mulling with his faggot father for 2 full days NOW.
Right after The Billy Dissociative Incident’ (16), Slousky jumped on the
15t empty freight train he could find, inching his way to his demented
dad’s place. It took him 5 days of travel until Slousky reached him, and
since then he's been plugged into his 1 fry short of a Happy Meal dad, *
¥ His crappy father is still sleeping and it's already quarter past 10. 4g
"Fucking typical. After getting back up on his feet, Slousky gets real B®
# close to his lazy dad, standing over him, worrying about the terrible
' moment in history when he'll have to synch up with his worthless father
', then they'll relive each other’s life. Slousky will then experience what
| it's like to be a completely soulless homosexual creature, 1 who defines
stupidity in its purest form. Ever since Slousky has been mulling with
his nitwit father here and there over the past 17 years, he's discovered
| that his icky papa is actually gay: a flamer, a girly faggot, a cocksucker §
 an anal assassin, a bugger, a nancy boy, a fudge-packer, a queen,a 8
| mary, a fucking fairy. Truly, his dandy dad is a homo.

L {lﬁ] 'The Billy Dissociative Incident’ 15 Slousky's referral to the moment
= when he was able to witness something occurring while not physically being
L) there, like the time he was in mister Farling's bedroom as a pair of floating |
© eyes; Slousky was able to see what was going on in mister Farling's
bedroom all the while his physical self was miles out of town.
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* SLooking at hls dum:e father with his mouth wide open, Sinus‘iqr believes
mh&dy should be allowed to chain smoke at his age, down 2 bottles of
k vino and 6 beer a day, eat mostly takeout, all the while living in a hell |
ﬂ called 1950s as his asshat dad listens mcessanﬂyr to the shittiest hits i"
T from that era on fucking repeat. His qutless pop's quite outdated. 1}
' llﬁ And exactly what does his unproductive father do once he's awake? jl
, He just kind of sits around his shitty home all day, in the same house ¢
h-e and his ex (Slousky's moronic mom) lived in and where he grew up §, ot -
/as well. His dickless dad is now retired so he loafs about on the couch 1 1
W puffing on duty-free smokes, hacking up lung-ball, al the while the TV'E
d ) blares away in the background for 18 hours of the day. His peckerhead o
| father watches the bleeping television for about 17 of them hours while I
hspendmg about an hour in the toilet doing really funky stuff at which
,point Slousky's too embarrassed to continue mulling, disconnecting so
. as toallow his disgusting dad his stinky moments of privacy in the loo. gy
[ﬁ Mulling's like watching really bad television; the dead unit (in this i}
{§§example, Slousky) is hardwired into the living unit's thought process |’
¥ (his ratface dad's), so the dead unit regards the living unit like they 41§
were on television. Once he begins to mull, he logs into the human
|4 unit which allows him to read their thoughts (sort of).
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Jﬁ While Slousky's rnullmg, he thinks whatever the human urit's , |

thinking, their thoughts entering Slousky's stream of consciousness, ", *
T exactly what TV attempts to do; television tries to think for you while l I
F:‘ mulling actually attains this goal. TV also aims at making the viewer |l
4 feel something, namely an emotion. Same for mulling; when the human, Jll
* unit is sad, angry, happy, horny, depressed, suicidal, mulling Slousky is
. 1i vicariously experiencing these very same emotive triggers. Sounds al 4 .
' ool and interesting, and maybe it would be to fun to mull with someane |
whu was adventurous, who went swimming and climbed mountains, yet
smze his lamebrain pop only gawks at the boob tube, muiimg with this 4
re;ar:t 15 2 dejecting passage of time. 'Oh, the irony..." Slousky has to
P’ chuckle to himself; since mulling is already like watching TV, it's duuhly'
‘ | ' Jejuning and truly mind-rotting for him to 5|t next to hiE dip of a dad and |
3“ watch him watch television, + /Bt .
i g On the other hand, maybe it's a gnﬂd thmg |'Ii5 stirrlqr famer spends
tF his time in front of the television. This way, his dung-like dad spends
II' very little time actually thinking, and ever since Slousky found out his "I "
i limp wristed dad 15 a homosexual and Slousky being this well-known ;
' self-proclaiming homaphabic (or he was, when he ran Slousky.com), - H'E
1 ' Slousky can actually substantiate that it's most likely a good thing his b{
, | fudge-packing father is a brain dead TV gazer since this most Ilkehr gi
! 1stup5 him from mmlung gay thuughts allday. _oom
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* While mulling, Slousky will still sense the reaction his twisted father
' Is expeniencing when a male on the TV appears and it's a type of man & |
" which appeals to his lame dad, arousing up pseudosexual emotions,
' bringing a stiming to his unappealmg father's stomach, however |'1I5 sad
+-dad can't get his pecker up anymore, so when his dapshrt pop has his |
)Y moments with the quy on the TV, his sick father imagining himself ;l
i * making out or bending over and fucking the soap opera star, his thought
| process harshly tilts with his recognition of his impotency and his sexual
F ineptitude, so his greasy dad becomes agitated, embarrassed and i
# frustrated, therefore in turn doing his best not to think too many gay ~ '%
thoughts, 5tE|| they do creep up all the same yet Slousky now embraces
 them as he knows the moment his clownish dad gets turned on, hell ¢
promptly become embarrassed due to his impuissance dick, th:s being F |
¢ pure comedy for Slousky.
Also, Slousky's almost sure his weirdo dad has some kind of strange
' | foot fetish, or it's for socks, he can't tell, It's hard to pinpoint exactly
1+ what tums on his twisted dad since, with mulling, Slousky 1sn't reading
his dorky dad's thoughts per verbatim, yet from his cockbag dad's
reaction when he watches TV, he seems to get excited at the site of
aman's foot. Also, the few times there's the knock at the door, may %
it be the mailman, a Jehovah Witness, a politician, Slousky will spot = |
his brainsick father ogling the guy's shoes all the while Slousky knows
. there's some kind of icky reaction going on around his scrotum area.
Although it's not a big deal per se, it just makes his grotty father that |
| much more fucking weird. 'How can a man have & fucking boot or

foot fetish for another man's feet?!7 1t's beyond Slousky's grasp. , )
._‘_nh.ﬂ_._.l.m_-.:_u__u.. R
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h|s |d|nh=: mother. He can't handle hanging around the bitch, a lady
whuse mission in life is to screw as many self-prodaiming messiahs %
.\ 50 she can purify her dark soul. His boorish mommy does the most 4@
ndlr:u!uus of things in hopes others will view her as this spintually 1 k:
! p enlightened being, while at the end of the day she’s nothing more
" than a completely soulless and matenalistic numbskull. Alas for her |
B she's too fucking delirious to see past her own cloud of makeup and * 388
§' manipulative mannerisms. 'Ah, my fucking crazy mother.” The good 8
¢ thing about her is she wasn't around much when he was a living unit g8
§* 50 he didn't have to really grow up with the woman. She was there, $88
i In a physical sense, however her mind was afk, somewhere else, RS
| iLlnl.'anden'm_], N 3 QellSion. ke sekf et e il Lo R }
by Sincea toddler, he's been estranged from his pathetic parents. His S84
& sheisty pop was drunk most days, spending all his time watching TV
i (even back then), all the while Slousky received no maternal love from
¥ his insensitive, absentminded ma. Growing up, he rarely cmnmunmated
i vith his ineffectual folk. Mgl g A SR 3
8 Slousky's an only child. There were no other rats for these 2 moptops | 3
' he calls parental units. Slousky's a drunken mistake they fabncated in %38
" the back of the Sedan after a Christmas party. It was the 1st time his %8
1 | giry father did it with a chick (he was completely inebriated), and his .l |l
. twatty mom was this horny tease who dragged his dickface dad, this
I scared gopher with big black nmmed glasses and greasy hair, into the ™
'| { back of the car. They did the dirty in under 2 minutes, Slousky I]ruught ||
8 to life through a prematurely ejaculated moment. i
(T nmn‘.rrrnﬁrdﬁwu:n et A L L o QEin:e o) 1
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:]: His sickly father stirs, awakening Slousky's central sensory receptors. Hi
J ' Whatever Slousky was musing, those ponderings responsively flush i-",
. away. They're replaced with a delicious rush, like an injection from |
diacetylmorphine (aka heroin) since Slousky is now reconnected to
his troll pop's thinking process. His slimy father sits up and right away &
Iil ' beqgins his coughing fit, his fagtard pop horking up shit due to a chronic | =|
i - obstructive pulmonary disease (aka emphysema, aka fucked lungs). His. ;]
I ‘ dickwease| dad spits up what looks like a piece of his sickly lung. This © i
* expectorating goes on for a full 5 minutes until his dookie dad gets up
gg and goes to the kitchen, opening the fdge, downing a ¥ a litre of Cuke__h
I-whi!e taking the pills the doc prescribed him. Once the coughing settles |
1 fown to 2 raspy whoop and a hem, his shithole father sits down at the "
Ik itchen table, scratching his smelly bals with 1 hand while reaching for | g

“'ir his unfltered smokes with the other, lighting it. ‘Here comes round #2 lﬂ
W of that coughing bout..." Slousky thinks, Rather than live through more ¥ |

E" fun-filled coughing moments, he disconnects from with his fucked-up L[
"

foul father. He looks at his synchwatch: k

rql I e e = - Cm—— . 'ﬂul

H‘  YEL:> 2027/07/24 - 10:43:51.44 AM = [12 17:29:34.11] qiﬂll

i = — : ——— ‘nl
23 Slousky looks on to his pathetic Father who's gasping for air while 51 §
< wheezing up a storm. His idiot dad is so fucking masochistic, his self- ]

" f oathing so obvious as his dumbfuck dad takes another hit on his cg. |

I % Slousky looks on for another 3 minutes up until his donkey dad finally -

|+ stops coughing. Slousky takes a deep breath, bracing himself to once Jj|

I ili EnurE mull with his dumb-ass father for another 12 days. ‘Hurmay...' MM
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Everyone says - World War III - that'll be the last of the hlg
' wars, the moment everyone loses their minds, pushing every ‘I

¥ single buttnn within computenzed war rooms, insane leaders

§ screaming " and "PUSH THE BUTTON" and that's it...

-

".

it'll be all over. It'll be the biggest firework show Mother Earth ‘
will give and Father Sun will have the best seat, watchingas
buildings fly in the air, projecting at incredible ‘u’E|ﬂEiti, the
explosions causing shifts in the weather patterns, blacking out *
Father Sun, killing everything on the planet, up until there's not | 1
even a fly that's left, not even a fucking rat. :
But you know what? Mother Earth will laugh while Father Sun

will say "FUCK YA'LL, CUNTS!": to all those useless politicians

who seek power and those retarded fundamentalist religious E
idiots who wage holy wars on their neighbours, you'll all be
annihilated and so will all of your dumb doctrines and your
useless offsprings. When you think of it that way, WWIII is a 1

% welcoming thought as it will wipe this planet clean of all the
% fucking filthy humans which take up valuable space.

WWIIL... honestly, what do I care? I don't give a fuck about life,

- s0 push the fucking button. Just remember - once you assholes {

with a bit of power eradicate everyone and everything, well

& there won't be a single fucking soul for you to preach your
E;stu[:vidit',»r to... oh wait... you'll be fuclang dead, too.

.

! =i|| =1 Eluusk?ziﬂ He's — |-
m 3! !_ updating his site, !,'
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82 RINSE N REPEAT 2027( 32YRS ATER)

useless father's place last nlght mulling with him as he'd been domg,
W for the past 3 weeks, them watchmg hornble vall day (every day) )

—— e ———

——— ,__“!(\

2027/08/14 10:10:12.36 AM % [0 04:55: 2843].{ "\

—,

-4 At some point ynthm the next S hours (4: 155:26.24 and countmg) o
& Slousky will synch up with a dead unit, reliving their futile life, %
@) A door swings open, startling Slousky silly. He can't see anyone Y@ Y
by the door, just an arm tossing out a bag of garbage, landing near |
& him and the wretched hobo who must have been his sleeping |
W partner for the evening. He promptly stands up, angst f||||ng h|s

; grey vems as 3 synch looms in the air. sl gy | A
] ——t " .\
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OBy Hrzh!:ezﬁmrrhzzz Ehhurthz:ssshzzrs 7
Sluusky 5 shirt-card's spmmng at warp speed. ‘Synch or suffer "Gl
" a horribly novel consequence,’ his chirping card’s speakingto '
(8 him in Morse code, 'choose... NOW!/' [ '~"---.'.
" He picks up the pace, now a foot away from the boulevard, =58
i Another busy day, he begrudgingly notices, with the sidewalk {
T littered with human units and their dead mulhng parasltes
promptly trudging behind them. -
-..Rhzzzurrrhthiiizzth Grrrithzzshuuzrrth... &
Sluusky moves onto the street, totally exposed as if he's naked, 4
now simply wanting to get this fucking synch over and done with.
() L Hopefully he'll synch up with some super nice person who lived  {
" out their life like a saint and died peacefully in their sleep. Maybe P
b o It's his ucky day and the dead unit was at least rich or famous...
vy "2 fer 'tha price of 1...! Hotdogs!! Delicious 'n fresh! Come git
| yar hotdogs!” Slousky shudders when hearing an eerily familiar = %
L .-{ voice. He turns and there's the pedophile, mister Farling, making
his way towards him with his bicycle vending stand. Trailing fast '
behind the pervert is the clan of dead boys. Slousky freezes, ~
Y wishing rather his reaction would be to run away yet his grey
©. | shoes remain glued to the ground. Mister Farling stops his bike *"‘, :
pretty much in the same area as the 1st time Slousky met up )
with this sick cunt. The fat fuck disembarks and opens up the
freezer section to his cart, pulling out a kitten, plopping the
animal on the ground, it still too young to walk, let alone stand.
He begins to set up shop by pulling out mndlmant trays, plastic
utensils, napkins and straws. He's ready for another profitable
(% day of selling hotdogs, and once again, Father Sun is heamlrbg
o down hnlhanﬂv without a chud in 5|ght - 4
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SN Dol euents things all around Slousky hegm to blur, all except
% mister fucking Farling, He knows he's about to synch. He begs with
~ whatever's wired into his thoughts, to The System': he just doesn’.
0 have it in him to synch again, I£1l tear him up, destroy him. IFhe
% Could cry grey tears, he would so as to demonstrate to ‘The System’ I
4 he's truly sincers and he'll do whatever he has to in order to redeem 8
¥ himself, whatever Tt wants him to do, anything but fucking synch up. #8%

'Ok, what the fuck, Elﬂuskvalmﬂst utters out when he spots ™
%" lictle Billy appearing next to the pedophile, mister Farling. Instantly the ¢

W going fo synch up with Billy... AGAIN??17 this idea he might synch
8 up with the same dead unit ad infinitum will surely give him a digital -

& stmke or a computerized heart attack at least...

- Elllysstare I5 intense, It's a knowing gaze, informing Slousky
he's savvy to all the shitty things Slousky did while alive and how
e disregarded the gift of Life', Billy gives Slousky a faint smile, 3
krmwmg smirk, but then Billy's face softens, 3 if the dead boy | s

of Mister Farling, them in a row, like a dead riot police. Suddenhr all of §

B their litle grey eyes light up in synchronicity, them targeting Slousky
" vith intensity, Slousky’s a brick ﬁf ice, unable to move a single grey
& digitalized muscle, N L RSE R s,

.|-|.+ w

All the while, Mister Farling rings up a sale, cﬂ-mng at a bambino as | ,
its dad unit hmrs it a hotdog, mister Farlmg eager to show the yearling R

| h|5 I|tﬂe hmwn k|tten
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4* Frozen in fear, all Slousky can do is gawk on, nauseous wit
orry of what's to come next. All 8 dead boys begin advancing
& towards Slousky, their grey eyes gleaming. .
'Seriously, am I going to synch up with all of them..." Slousky's

positive ‘The System’ wants to overload his brain to such a point @
@ he'll short circuit. He's bracing for the worse while the dead boys f‘ 0
;}?’4- form a wall, their eyes like fireflies. It's then, from behind this |
"% barricade of murdered lads, emerges the tiniest dead boy unit yet. ™
M 1t can't be anything older than 4 years old. A memory flash slaps
.Slousky: back when he was in mister Farling's bedroom, he heard #3%
'*Sw L the faintest of voice inside this rapist's sick, tortuous box. This was 0
.2 month ago. Right in front of Slousky is mister Farling's most
it recent kill, Jesus H. Christ..." Slousky almost whispers.
W ...Hrrwwwrrrurrzzhhssh Clikssrhsshh... gl
8 Slousky's time has run up. This littlest dead grey child approaches,
his arms outreaching and his eyes glowing brilliantly, blinding
4 Slousky of everything around him. Yet, within the light inside this
dead child's eyes, Slousky is sure he's seeing purity and innocence. §®

b Chirirshttrruurszzh...

SUN:> Login: §_Terra_Sol %,
SUN:> Synchronization (#293).
SUN:> Name: Jameson Clark.
SUN:> Birth: June 23rd, 2023.
SUN:> Logout.

SUN:> _
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Slousky's synched up with the dead Jameson Clark.
Slousky will now live out Jamey's super short life.

W""'vrw—‘" m-o—ﬁm' .
u Monday, June 26th, 2023 , |

+ 5:13:29.42 AM - -
“) Baby Clark's prematurely born in the toilet stall at The Bish, an
%, all-night rave juice bar in the heart of the cosmopolis. His mom,
¢ Pamela Clark, is peaking on 4 methylenedioxymethamphetamine
tablets, aka micro blackheads, better known as ecstasy. Pamela's
" friend warned her earlier that she should only take 1. Pamela told }
5 her she'll do only a 2 of 1, satiating her friend's concerns so she' II
‘ leave her alone, yet Pamela knows she doesn't get a high unless :
. she does 2 blackheads, and today, for some reason, she needed 1",
L to get that much higher, swallowing 4 whole. © ¥¥%=% “i
Once in the washroom, she enters into an empty stall and her % *
¥ peak reaches an all-time hlgh She envisions seeing faces on the W&
%' bathroom wall, and 1 in particular, the mother Virgin Mary, shmmg &
magnificently and filling up her toilet cubicle with such passionate
warm light. Pamela believes she's having an epiphany. She grins
from ear to ear, sweat profusely pouring down her temples, her
pupils completely dilated. In her mind, she'’s , .
\havmg an enlightened conversation
with her Alm|ghty

gl'.
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For Pamela Clark, everything's crystal clear. All makes sense T

for the 1st time in her short existence. She can't withhold her

* excitement, she needs to scream out in elation, in exclamation

and acclamation of what the Virgin Mary is r&veallng to her,

Pamela hollers at the top of her voice, her lungs singing such a

blissful burmm, up until her vocal chords cannot make another F

sound from being so coarse. The tears npple down her cheeks, =:

her vision blurred and stinging but she never lets up her smile, =%

grinning for the Immaculate and the Undefiled. She tries calling

out to Mother Mary yet all which escapes her is a last breath.

Pamela dies from an overdose in the stalls of The Bish, dropping

Baby Clark into the toilet in such an untimely manner. All her

screaming brought attention to her john and the staff are able

to rescue the infant boy in time, yet his rnnther I5 heyﬂnd saving,

dead before they could call 911. \ :

.Hrssshszzisshezhs... ,' L.I J JI 1[

'~ Thursday, June 29th, 2023 A

: 11:23:33.32 AM i —— -
3 days later. The officials have since discovered Pamela Ciad{ 5 L
a runaway. She had no official ID on her. Baby Clark has been
brought to the children’s hospital and placed in an incubator. :
Miraculously, everyone in the maternity ward is hopeful he’s going 3

A to make it. They guestimate the only substances he’s lived on
has been cocaine, rum, uppers, downers, tequila, opium, meth,
vodka, acid, and hemm including a Jug nf coffee and endless
r:igarettes.ThE doctors hawa no clue how this infant’s tiny brain

~ will be affected from all the abuse his mom afflicted upon herself,

~ yet they are quite positive this baby will survive,

e e et

|E"i_

“'_"71

AR RV T AR TR

— |




lSlOUSKY TTUM?& p m:n

HﬁEﬂhzu thz Clrishszz...
Sunl:laf, July 4th, 2027 =~
0:12:33.20AM A SRS |
Jameson (previously known as Baby Clark) s 4 years old. His ‘% |
foster dad, Samson, 1s bringing his little adopted child to Union .
Park Stadiurn. The plal:e iIs completely packed as tons of families
are here for the 1st year anniversary to the most popular cartoon

~ lad show on TV, not to mention it's also the 4th of July.

Samson holds his son's hand tightly as they follow the crowd of |
spectators, inching their way to the gates, all the while rummaging
through his front pocket with his other hand, trying to remove his
wallet along with his cell phone. He gazes down at Jameson who
looks up, a look of wonderment in his eyes. He's so small fora 4 °

' year old boy. Here in line nobody knows how old his adopted son

» 15 yet when Samson goes to pick up Jameson at the daycare, it's

' highly noticeable how small of a frame this boy has in companson

\ to the other kids his age. Samson smiles which Jameson returns,

* the boy's attention then drawn to what's going on. All the cartoon
characters are about, walking nght by them, waving to the line of
spectators. Of course they're simply people in costumes, but for
Jameson, they've come to full life. The look of awe in his boy's
eyes s priceless, Samson fiddling with his phone so asto snap a
photo of his son who's ogling the costumed cartoon personas. After
a couple of quick shots, his cell chimes,

"Hi sweetheart,“ Samson sounds concern, “how ya feeling?”

- "Hornible...” Julia replies, "I think I'l go to the clinic after all.

# Maybe they'll give me an antibiotic or snmethmg
I feel termble for not being there with you guyrs
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., " "Want me to come hurne? Sarn.mn du&a not Ilke how his mfe
~ s sounding over the line, "T'l drive you to the dinic.”
t "t's ok, my 515 15 coming over. You guys have fun, How is little 1
Jameson enjoying It all?” - - ‘?} 4
=% "You should see his expression. I'm taking some DI[IUFEE nuw g f;
I'll sand them to you. The place’s just packed. Hang on..." Samson’
d' leans over to his son, “Jamey, you want to speak to mommy?"
Jameson looks up to his dad and nods his head in confirmation, =% %24
"Mommy, are you feeling better?" o e dis
"Heheh, 2 little, yes,” Julia’s chuckle tums into a cough. She's - 2%
. actually feeling worse yet the fact their son is worried about her
+, health is invaluable to her, “are you boys having a good time at
* the stadium?”
"Daddy and I are still in line. It's 5o big here. I wish you were mth
" us, mommy..." for a4 year old, Jameson's vocabulary is extensive.
"I wish I was there, too. Mommy needs rest. You guys have a gr&at
. time, Tell daddy to take a lot of pictures, ok?"
"0k, mommy. I love you. Here, I'm going to give you to daddz-r }\:

'+ "Ok, baby. I love you, too. Big hugs!"
i E!ig hugs!” Jameson passes the phone to his father
"You sure you're going to be ok with your sister? [ don't feel guud
». about being here and you being so sick.”
- "It's just a flu. It's that bitch Harmiett at work sneezing on me. |
should have slapped her!” Julia laughs which tumns into another
(88" coughing fit. ;;
A, "You make sure to call me if there's anything. I can make it home ‘J
4 . In under 30 minutes.” :
+  "Jameson's been waiting so long for this show, and we paid a small
F furtune for thnse tickets, Have you tried maybe sellmg my ficket?"
= F S A S
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We ]ust got in line wh&n you ca!led will," Samson reassures * 2
-~ his wife, "T'll get at least > of what we paid for it, hopefully.” ‘ i
"0k, sweetie, I'll let you go, then. And dnntwnn"f, it's simply T ¢
sumething guing around at work, but it's best I get something for ;|

& it. Idon't want to give you what I've got.” {:}6 2. ,;:
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“Love you,” Samson makes a sound of a kiss.
“Love you back,” Julia wheezes out her last words, Samson % ;

| disconnects with his wife, then points his cell towards his son who .t
- looks back with a winning smile. After a couple of quick pictures,

il 1

. his wallet still in his hand. He then opens it, trying to recollect
" where he put the tickets. Seeing they aren't in his wallet, he thenr i

-

he puts his phone back in his pocket just as clumsily as before, ’ A

. begins to rummage through a front pocket, then the next, then £

the back pockets, a look of worry growing on his face. |
“Daddy, you put the tickets in your shirt pocket,” Jameson says i

while pointing at his dad's shirt. "
"Phew... what would I do without you?" Samson relaxes s =

composure, reaching for the tickets. They bought these tickets . #°

: atrocious, yet Jameson never misses an episode and has

practically all of the action figures from the show; even his 5% %"
bedcover has scenes from the cartoon. And, it hemg the ﬁﬁ,

- number 1 children show on television tndar, this outing 15

= unsurprisingly spectar:ular

{ the moment they were on sale and their asking price were ° i}
}
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’L Samson looks around and notices there's a few peuple by the 2
gates to the entry of the stadium and he easily identifies some :
‘ as scalpers; no matter if it's a death metal band or a toddler kid ?
show concert, there's always scalpers lingering about profiting X
+ on latecomers. He looks down at Jameson who's soaking it all in, 44
- then once again looks about with trepidation. Something inside
" him is telling to just forget about trying to sell this ticket. If he
hnngs Jameson with him, he'll lose his spot in the queue and itl
take forever to be administered, yet leaving his 4 year old alone
m line doesn't seem like a very good idea either. He contemplates = J

¥
-
]
]
l

what to do, looking around, and he figures he won't be more than
4 2 minutes: he'll sell the ticket at whatever price these scalpers  §
'l’ are willing to give him, no wrangling over the cash, and Jameson ,t
- won't be alone in line for more than 2 minutes. Jameson, being 1
such an intuitive boy, is aware his dad is fretting over sumethmg -y
"What's the matter, daddy?" Jameson asks. =1
% "lamey, you stay nght here,” Samson kneels down to be at
; eye level with his son, "daddy is going to go over there fora "o, &,
moment,” he points towards where the scalpers are, "and I'll be
; 1 right back. Don't go anywhere and make sure you don't talk to
= anyone, ok?" T .-'% |
EE "Sure, dad!” Jameson smiles which Samson returns however a
.- concern is encasing his heart. He doesn't want to give this worry '[
= any energy so he scurries over to the area where the scalpers are |
huddled tﬂgether leaving his huy alone. 23y E‘ -
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4¢ Almost at the same moment when Samson makes his way over |

.1 to the scalpers, Jameson looks down to see a kitten brush by his .. |
leg. His attention is focused directly on it. He bends over to pet

1" it when a large gentle hand lightly touches the top of his head. f
Jameson looks up to see what looks like a very nice and frendly

ﬁ giant of a man smiling at him.
i "I'm glad you found my kitten,” the man is now bent over at |
&

It

the same height as Jameson, speaking softly. A few peoplein |
the line close by glance over yet make nothing of it, themtoo  *
& wrapped up in their own worlds, all the while the cmwds on both
ii sides of the line has now magnified, "this kitten is going to bein |
& the show. You like the show, don't you?" the husky man asks, his
E welcoming smile never waning. '
¥ "Yes, sirl” whatever his dad told him about talking to stmngera
only moments ago i1s completely erased from Jameson's memory.
Right now he's holding a cat and even though he's not mmpletei'f
* sure if he's understanding everything, this feline is seemingly
part of the show. !
"Well, for rescuing my kitten, I'd like to give you something, ™
It's a great surprise. Would you like to be in the show?" Jameson
4 gives this sweet speaker an inquisitive look who continues, "we
% have to be really quick, but come with me and you'll get to meet
42 all of your favounite characters from the show in person, close
up, and they'll all be very thankful that you rescued their

-

magical little ktttenl . T ffamisasain
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\B l‘In 111& 5huw'-’“ Jameaﬂn gazes mtu the big man's eyes, his ]
innocence simply priceless.
"Yes, you'll be on TV. Everyone will be very happy and will
4 love you..." the stranger looks over Jameson's shoulder, towards
, the scalpers, seeing the father is still talking, probably hargamlng, |
"but we must go now. It'll be a great surprise, I promise...
"My mom will see me on the television?..."
"Oh, yes!" the man offers the child a wonderful sounding
'Y chuckle, all the while making sure to keep his voice down so as
. not to attract attention. g
"My mom's at home. She's sick.” 4L
"You will make her all better, then, when she sees you've | *
rescued the magical kitten,” and with those words, Jameson's
face lights up, realizing being on the show will somehow cure his 2 =
mother of her ailment, "but we have to go right away. Come with &
me,” the man puts out his hand for Jameson to take it, and fora =
split second, Jameson hesitates, as if some other voice within
* him is telling him not to do this, yet holding the magical kitten
.and with the possibility of meeting his favourite characters, then
being able to help his mom get better, well, he pushes away this, ¥

" negative inner voice and places his petite hand inside the man's
* colossal mitt who's going to get him on the television. Without L‘ \
another ado, mister Farling gets up, holding Jameson's hand

:- while directing him towards the parkmg lot.
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j -I Halfway to his car, I‘-I|5ter Farling offers to pick up the little
= Jameson, saying this will get them to their destination faster.
i '}Jame&un loves when his dad lifts him up so he complies. In under
, ] 4 minutes they make it to the car. The pedophile swings open the
~ 1 passenger door, Jameson spotting right away all the latest action
* " figures sprawled out on the large bucket seat. Jameson's smile
@ ! widens, and handing over the kitten to the gentle man, he hops
}  onto the passenger's seat so as to check out the toys. There's a
. _1slew of toy models, so many which he doesn't have yet he's seen
1 on the TV commercials and wished he did. ;
4 "You have every one of them," Jameson's mesmerized, "my
® 1§ mommy and daddy says they cost a lot." b
"These are yours... it's a gift for rescuing the magical kitty," 1
5} the man is now in the driver's seat, closing the door, pulling out of
4 the parking area. Once he's zooming down the street, he peeks .
over to the lilliputian-sized boy who is so small he's nearly lostin ~ §_
the bucket seat. Jameson is admiring all the overpriced action i
* figures, and when he's sure the boy isn't looking, mister Farling k
1 tosses the kitten out the window. He takes this at the opportune
moment, "look," the kind man points to the dash, suggesting to
the huyr to take the plate, "do you like cake...™
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& while another camera caught a shot of Jameson getting into the

| car within the parking lot. Mister Farling has since drove that car °
' into a remote lagoon-like area, in another district. /

0:28:56.55PM Eq b b= o b L_.'_"

It's been 5 days since 'Baby' Jameson Clark has gone missing.
A nationwide Amber Alert has been set. Every single news show
for the past 3 days has been covering the story of this missing
child. A video camera shot caught blurry images of a man coming !
over to the boy in line and him leaving with this heavyset man,

vt i <0 |( - p13s):
Friday, July Sth, 2027 1 Y pnu; |
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To keep up with appearances, mister Farling does his stint as a
hotdog vendor yet he keeps up with the news on his sleek tablet,
and once his shift is over, he heads straight home to vegetate in
front of his widescreen TV to see the completely distraught father
making pleas to whoever has his son to return him back safely,
promising he'll give them everything. The mother is in fact quite
sick and the news stories has been covering this angle - on how 48
everyone initially believed she had the flu to finding out she has
Non-Hodgkin lymphoma. Mister Farling truly enjoys how these
developing stories surrounding the mother are suggesting she
might in fact have some HIV type of malady, bringing to question |

' her possible unfaithfulness. s g G b M

Tha 1st day the story broke, the news had images of Samson
and Julia holding hands, both of their faces swollen from incessant =
crying, and with Julia's recently discovered condition, she looked
like death warmed over on TV. On the 2nd day, it was only the t
father who talked to the media, and now neither the father nor

¢ the mother are talking to the journalists anymore as the news lj-

has been mentioning obvious points of neglect (the father leaving
the son in line by himself), of greed (selling the ticket to scalpers)
and pusslh!e inﬁdellhr {the rnuther's AIDS related dlseasel
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-~ The parents were no longer wﬂlmg to speak to anyone, all the
while news cameras were barmicaded in front of their house 24/7,
3 = the press lining their suburban street and setting up camp all " ';
< around near their home to hopefully catch a glimpse of either of r?
= them. Meanwhile the breaking stories surrounding the missing .
_4: 'Baby' Jameson Clark are steady: a premature baby born by 2 |
+ heroin addict in the toilet of some shitty rave bar. The child is "
only 4 years old, looking younger due to his size, the parents
cooperating as much as possible, informing everyone their
adopted son Is extremely smart, the headline stones posting 3
recent photos of Jameson, especially those last images the father 3
. took at the Union Park Stadium (where the abduction took lieu). 3
There's an all-points bulletin broadcast with the make and the .
year of the car.
As for those video images taken at the stadium's gates and in
the parking lot, although they were digital and in high resolution,
they still can't make a clear enough shot of the kidnapper's face.
Mister Farling was disguised, having put on some spray-on hair
and slipping on dark glasses once he was in the parking lot,
= knowing cameras lurk everywhere.
¢ It's been 5 days now and the reportage has declined, making
= way for the other catastrophes which need covenng. In those 5
| days, Jameson has been allowed out of the box twice, once on
1 the 3rd day and once on the 4th; to be washed, fed then marred #
byr the twistedly fucked-up pednphlle
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| The longest mister Farling ever kept a captive is a couple

|

' L of weeks, but that's when he lived in a remote area, in the country,
and this was some time ago, before all the technological tools which
the authorities utilize today. He now lives in a massive metropolises
and he can feel the heat beating down on him with how much news

W' coverage this child has generated. Even though his new box is sound

3 proof (as well as his bedroom), he knows he can't keep this specific .

' boy for much longer. The thing about Jamey is mister Farling nabbed :

this boy on a whim - he saw the chance and took it. Naturally the
pedophile was hanging out by the Union Park Stadium knowing the
area was qoing fo be kiddie bait with the big show scheduled, but he
didn't plan on taking a kid home with him that day, simply opting to
take a few pics of the cuter 1s. He knows how unprofessional that is:
to simply nab a kid without doing the necessary preparative legwork
which is a requirement, especially today. He could have easily been
= stopped and arrested by any of the quards swarming the stadium, i3
| & however he spotted the open opportunity as he seemed to focusin -~ 3
} at the exact nght moment on Jameson and his idiot father, watching

-
3

the dad leave the kid alone in line, knowing that such a favourable

circumstance as this never comes around. He acted on qut instinct
? andit payed off highly. Then, of course, there's the rush of getting
E caught in the act which he's still reveling in.
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In tﬁe past 5 ﬂays_;fhigl;l_ Jameson has heen held captwe he _- |
! knows everything about mister Farling: where he grew up; of .
2 his overtly passive mother; his evil and abusive father who did “* |
terrible things to his mind and body; of his uncle who, much like =
* him, has a taste for boys. He heard the pedophile talk about &
being laughed at all through elementary and high school, on F
i
l
i

how often he thought about suicide, even more so after his
favourite online writer, Slousky, killed himself online years ago.
Mister Farling won't off himself like that loser Slousky did, he
explained to 'Baby’, as Slousky's death amounted to absolutely
buttfuck nothing. When it's time for mister Farling to be no more,
he informed Jameson, he'll make sure to go out with a bang by t
bringing an automatic weapon with him to a public location,
perhaps a shopping mall, a library, a school, or possibly a place l
more populated like a stadium, him blasting down as many +
people as he can before turning the weapon on himself.
Unfortunately, for Jameson, there's not a single thing he |
understands, completely at a loss with what he's hearing. All he
h did for the 5 days is cry while fighting horrible pangs of hunger,
p being humiliated as he knows he's toilet trained and now he's
& been forced to do his business like a baby, while there's an
) L?Ttlneﬁs in the pit of his core as ruminations of abandonment |
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On this 5th day, mister Farling opens the trapdoor drawer and 1
places a cheese sandwich in it. The pervert then hits a switch, a '
hright neon tube lighting up, blinding the boy for a solid moment *
until his sight returns, noticing the food and eating it without
hesitation, the narcotics taking effect in no time. Mister Farling :
decides: with ‘Baby’ Jameson Clark, it'll be a mercy killing.

He waits until the child came to, and once he does, he kisses -
him on the cheek, whispering he loves him more than his foster }
parents ever did, and way more than his rotten junky dead cunt
of a mather did, especially since she never once got to hold him |1
in her arms the way he's doing so presently. The sick pedophile il
tells him he loves him more than his real dad since what type of .
coward impregnates a chick then fucks off, leaving her to fend $
for herself. Then, with a heavy heart, mister Farling pushes the F'I
child into the tub filled with water, holding him down until he 3
finally stops squirming for breath, the child in no condition o

put up any type of fight, being a frail 4 year old. It doesn't take _

= long for the child's body to go limp, mister Farling leaving him ing

. the bathtub, face down. The murderer leans over then sits on

I : the tmlet 50 as tu dn his husmeas

e - A .

SUN:> SUN:» Hext Synch i n: 1, :

SUN:> Login:_Terra_Sal . S 2 48 S £
SUN: > De-Synch £293). | SUN:> 39 Min: 36 Secs
SUN:> Name: Jameson Clark, || SUNi>_ |
SUN:> Birth: June 26th, 2023, SUN:>> U 'Dha Best!!!!
SUN: = Death: July 9th, 2027, SUN:> Logout.

SUN:> Age: 4 years old.
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e SUN: 3 Name: Jameson Clark, ”"“'”'“ t"‘ 13 :

SUN:S 611 a12.26th, 2023, L] s
L. SUN:> Death: July Sth, 2027 14 "GRY 7 et 8894 W__ = ||'
. SUN: > Age: 4 years ol \sm " S Ly _._..|!" ‘
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72 - DE-SYNCH - 2027 (=4 YRS LATER) __ 9%

"Take a step back,” Slousky isn't sure if he's speaking out loud
or within his mind, "keep going, none of this Is fucking real...!"

) Slousky jofts backwards, as if letting go of a deadly live wire,

) flying onto his back. The impact with the floor brings him back

' Into his own dead body as he desynchs with 'Baby’ Jameson Clark.
). Slousky looks up to see the tiny dead unit looming over him, his
' glowing eyes extinguishing to a dull grey. A

J Slousky must look away, gasping for air, still thinking his head (™
is being held down in a bath full of water by the murdening mister ="
Farling. He begins scrambling along the sidewalk, living and dead !

. units crisscrossing all about him, everyone oblivious he's there, all

-, except the wee dead unit Jameson, his gaze fixed on Slousky, as if

 he's witnessing the remains of some pathetic, extinct species.

) While his shirt-card chirps happily away since it's processing and
sorting out the data from his recent synch, Slousky's still unsure if
he's himself or the 4 year old adopted Jameson, or if he's neither, or
both. Slousky questions if he's actually present or simply a figment ¢
of his own imagination, and then the urge to cry laugh surfaces as |

2 he thinks just how ludicrous his last thought was; "...how the fuck

~ canlbea ﬂgment of my own lmag!natlon? -

) ! “’WH :
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Slousky continues crawling away up until his hand lands on a
)Q puffy, sandaled foot. He looks up and sees the pedophile, Mister j
) Farling, sitting on his bicycle seat, stuffing his face with a hotdog, §;
mustard drooling down his chin. Slousky's sensory input is telling
. him he's rubbing up against the vilest entity alive on Mother Earth. §
. Next to the pedo is his victims as Slousky spots the grey lads -
Billy and Jameson, their youthful innocence glaring back. Slousky
" has now lived out the horribly short lives of these 2 boys, both of
them raped and murdered by this twisted bitch Farling, Slousky
' experiencing it all (and twice). But before Slousky can even blink,
he watches as a gang of dead boys pour out from behind mister
)) Farling, them aligning themselves like armed soldiers, their eyes
1 aglow and Slousky sensing their hungry need to synch up.
D!’ Unconsuously, he looks at hIS synchwatch:

—

D‘g RE:> 2027/08/14 - 10:22:43.11 AM % [20 23:57:34.48] ;
b/ —— e
5 " Billy leans over to Slousky, and with a compassnonate expression, #
% outstretches a hand as if to help Slousky up from the floor. Unsure
)f if it's a friendly gest or a way to entrap him, Slousky decides not to ¥
. grasp onto Billy's hand and, as if by magic, he finds his feet, gets ‘i
v up from the ground and runs as fast as his scrawny grey legs allow ¢}
Jy him to hightail away from this evil street comer. |

')-,. — w*" - S ———
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Slousky'll keep running until his wiring begins overheating
< or until his computenzed body short circuits and he falls to the
ground. The only thing Slousky cares about is to be as far away
from that evil fucking pedophile and all of his victims.

With every wide stride forward, Slousky cannot get Jameson
out of his mind; it's horrible how this poor child died. And since
he just d&synched Slousky's still not 100% disconnected, so ‘
he's presently seeing the world through the eyes of a 4 year old, ’ \)
- with wonder and pureness, all the while Slousky's fighting hard
to regain his own mind, his own headspace. And the further he |
runs away, the more Slousky’s heart is breaking - grey tears are
' running down his cheek, he's sure of it. Slousky never had any
children and yet now it's like his son has been forcefully npped
)| away from him, never to see him again. Despair and desolation
.| swell up within him while he dashes further from the dead lads,
| and somewhere inside his grey self is this need to avenge their
)| demise, but he knows no way on how to stop this fucker Farling "J,I

' because Slousky's dead. So he listens to his better judgement
instead which tells him to leave this area as rapidly as he can

+ and never frikkin' look back.
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) Sluuslqr milapseﬁ in front of a mapllai 'huw bloody convenient.’ .#-"

| He knows - another step and ‘The System' will crash him entirely, 4§
21 The hospital outside is crawling with living and dead units; the sick | "' .
Jl: Aamfis appear as if they're on the way on becoming Damfis while the g“:.i

" dead units all about, Slousky figures they're fresh corpses (perishing f-‘
&, on the operating table or from some virus du jour) as they're moving
i34 about erratically (most likely unaware they've just bought the farm).
=k Next to this hospital is a rundown warehouse. At 1st glance, it Imks

& empty up to the point of being abandoned, and to Slousky, that's gnld

since he needs shefter for the evening. He realizes he shouldn't feel so ]

Jumpy since he's synched up today (his synchwatch green, informing  #
A " him he's safe for 3 weeks), yet he no longer trusts 'The System': he :

|

} yet now he knows Tt' cheats and is never reliable. If he stops herein &
{ front of the hospital, some random dead dimwit will surely trip over

l 1. him and he'll synch once more, green synchwatch or not. :
' Slousky makes his way around to the side of the hospital aligning ?;;
this desolated building, finding himself in an alleyway, and itbeing 38
'E' his lucky day, he comes across a basement window which is ajar, - [;

A

9

)

=
; once believed he uncovered patterns when it came to The System’ ; ]#
e
G’

yi/ allowing him enough space to crawl through like a rat scampering

into a hole | m the wall,
i“- "-': e Itﬁﬁ-ﬁﬁt-fﬁﬂ‘:‘lﬁ.l‘f- G "_1 !
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4 {]nce msnde Slousky knows :nstemtlz.r this p!ace will doforthe | (

I night. The whole time running today, Slousky had 1 goal: to get I{_O'

to his stupid father's place as speedily as he can and to mull with
the dipshit, If his estimations are right, he should reach his idiot = ()
dad's house in 3 days. Right now, he needs to prepare for his

' 10:10:10.10 PM curfew and tomorrow he'll find some freight train

d

1 -Fm

,‘_j" Winfinfie | ‘! """" uh "" - J

put of this shitty aty, e ualeiio Suasede ool

The warehouse is cluttered with random sized crates, The Ilght
emitted from Brother Moon allows for a little vision. Slousky really
wishes he'll be able to relax as he synched already this moming.
His synchwatch is green and he’s filling full, as if he just sniffed a
few lines of pure blow. He should be allowed to decompress in
this warehouse without worrying about having to mull or synch.
Still, Slousky decides upon an exira secret spot,

Sadly, the moment Slousky sits down, that semi-good feeling
inside disappears as his thoughts veer towards Jameson; this boy
was nothing more than a toy and a tool for a sick, twisted cunt,
the vilest piece of shit to exist on Mother Earth: Inr a pedophile,
The more Slousky puts thought into how that boy died, the more
his grey heart breaks.

As 'Baby' Clark Jameson's memories fade for a moment, Slousky
visualizes his very own self a victim at the hands of this foul mister ()
. Farling, being the pnsoner in the box. So many of his dber biggeat
phobias surface, but to name a few: :

Elaustrr:rphuhla his fear of enclosed spaces; fs " — —+—
- Scotophobia: fear of dark: | o
- Virgiitiphobia: his fear nf being mped

—_ .-.-.-.-.-.u.-.-l. -wl--l-lr
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Slousky clears everybody from his thoughts. Rather, he hasa’ ﬂ
.new concem: he fears he's running away from something. =
Ever since Slousky committed suiaide (17 yrs ago), the :1n|1.r i
. thing he's come to count on is synching up with some arbitrary 7
dead unit every 3 weeks, This was before hooking up with rn.lstF:rﬁ l
% Farling and his dead preys. Slousky has since synched with 2 of f :
Farling's victims (back to back tﬂ boot), and this is alarmingly u;:*
\ appearing as a fucking pattern, '...but why?" He just hates how \&
: he's suddenly mixed up with some vile pedophile. Up until now, a
¥ his dead life had been simply short of horrible, yet knowing he’ 11
synch with many more dead boys who were turture::l and raped, =
this means he'll relive such painful ordeals as being deprived uf
. food and light and air, then to die with a lonely, empty heart, . J
: EEI[FIII'I fur arents cHﬂri "
e, TS
Sluuskv 5 shlrt l:ard Iights up. He jolts up from his seat in angs
epileptic fashion. He can't breathe: a memory-bubble’s gurgling o
within him, he can sense it, forming right within his intestines,
near his grey spleen, huﬂing electrical shocks up his charcoal p‘. ;
coloured spinal cord. His lungs fill up with something resembling &'
sulphunc acid, burning the linings coating his insides. Slousky ‘A
’quks around, realizing there's no place to hide. (A eals
Hﬂtherfuckmg Jesus H, Christ!!I" here comes an unrequested

i'
ftmemnrf -bubble for absolutely no good reason whatsnever b
m# MIJH&-L*‘ 'ln'l-.u—-q-l'--ur-u {
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| £l Tlm 3
SUN p ‘l h' .- u -
SUN:> Login: &_Terra_Sol_2*. | b‘
SUN:> Name: Eugene Slousky. ™% ‘MG R‘
SUN:> Accessing Dynamic Random Memory Banks:
SUN:> 1995/11/22 - 4:12:33.42 PM. ,,;* 1,:,‘\

SUN:> Logout. GNP SISl i 5

i A

{ n 74 - BIRTHING DOT COM - 1995 (=32 YRS 160) 1o
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Slouskys hawng a memory- bubble, him rellwng
a moment from his past when he was a living umt

3 SIouskys 18. He ﬁnally gets home from unlverS|ty. It's hIS 1st §
"x‘ semester and he loathes everything about it. He hates his pretentious
, professors, the fugly ass-licking students, his course load, the crowded JiS
@)1 smelly hallways, but most of all he hates its geographic location as he | -‘
',‘ 4 needs to take 2 buses and a subway to get to school which eats up an 9§
P. . hour of his already useless existence. In all, 2 hours of his lfe is wasted @)
o on transit with foul foreigners and other low-life cretins who can't afford § )
- their own vehicles. He knows in his heart that he's not going to make it O
|} through this 1st semester yet he also knows by dropping out he'll have | /
Q! to find a job as his shit-for-brains parents have warned him on so many 4
4k occasions that the only alternative to school is finding employment (well
there S also the other alternatlve the door). o ‘ '
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4 Slousky's majoring in social studies and he has the silliest course 2
& load, taking stupid shit like art history, linguistics, international /g
relations and 'boring-as-fuck' anthropology. Unfortunately, the "l
@ workload these courses demand is way more energy than Slousky?
4R was ever prepared to dish out. With midterms over (him failing  §
©'F miserably in all his tests), he now has nothing to look forward to " &
except 1st having to explain to his dimwit parents why shit didn't 38
@ work out then 2ndly having to redo all these fucking courses, i@
In high school, he got by with a C- grade average, underachieving
SR in everything he had to take, going through the motions mostly, &
WA knowing the only alternative to school would be to get a job at
a B some shitty McDonald's flipping plasticine-like hamburgers for the i
B lower classes, - s aiiictins ahs 9 a0us 4 LU
In high school, when there was a chance of skimming, cheating, (@}
plagiarizing, skipping, Slousky was a true prince of doing the least §6
M4l amount of work while barely getting by. Still, there’s never been a §=
A summer Slousky didn't have to make up some crap classes (et if C
8 anyone asked him, hedsmckersaylng he planned It that way, . 288

W, 4% ¥ (C




'-’.»{fl ' Slousky tﬂEEES his schnm!hag in the corner of hIS room, tah:E-s

ﬂuta pack of smokes, opens his window and lights up. He'll worry | '

atrnut finding some sh1t job in the new year, Now it's his time to 0}
; Lget onling, hit the chatrooms, spark up a joint (his 4:20 ntual) and"

find a couple of losers to deathmatch against in Doom on Dwange, {®;

<. and with the hash he's recently bought, he knows he'll be high as /’wﬁ

'3 motherfucking kite all night, playing for hours on end, not doing f

Il 3 grain of schoolwork, =™, b el

¢ As he tumns on his computer, he rnmembere-d how he promised

N his lame-ass parents he'll do his outmost once in university, but in 9,

c:rder to succeed he'll need the nght tools, so he convinced them in, i '

r:

1
Q: while deathmatching evil cyber marines, He persuaded his clueless f
b5 parents he also needed a 17" monitor, and if they bought him 1, (/&%
:‘Q he'll surely get into the honours program. However, Slousky's been \)
;.-bi using his new computer to play video games, to surf the net via the §
Sl Netscape Navigator browser for music and whatever weird shit he
{@* might land upon, and to also download an exceadingly amount of
P8 pormographic stuff. He does 0 schoolwork with his PC. ——
= The net is naw to Slousky {as It is for everyone else on Mother
Q ¥ Earth), and he's infatuated with surfing sites to see whatever stupid
Sat shit people put up en their homepages, He's also found a new love:
AWig working on his own little Geocities homepage which he's pmud of |
W cince the site generates quite a fair amount uI‘ tl afF IC.

l:tlia Q{} |SI-0“SKYI pﬁl

I ——
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# The hash begins kicking in, Slousky both hlghly chllled and | '
Nl paranoid at the same time, loving it. He opens his AOL email, #&

N4 of traffic it's been generatmg 1s mind-bogaling. .;...'.:‘_Eﬁr_
_ Slousky puts up the most fucked-up of photos. Most of it s 4
' ' pornographic and he enjoys posting the weirder and heavily
@2 fetishized | Images. He also likes to show macabre pictures such i@
Yatl 25 mutilated bodies, suicide cases, accidents... anything that'll
ol get a rise out of them stuck up middle class assholes.

& and picks up his backpack, pulling out his notepad. He jotted
48 down something while on the bus, While sparking up another
@7 blunt by the open window, he begins to reread it:
| o et
You an author? Nobody fucking cares. Noone gives 2 shits. (i@
. But you believe your crap is marketable, and you can make 19
that $$$ and be a huge success... well good luck because
they'll simply hate you for making them feel inadequate
with your need to be a wealthy cunt.
But say your stuff fails, or worse, they ignore your voice! ..
' What then? Well people will do the dumbest shit just to
get attention... and then you're mocked. At some point, , 48
g all them delusional authors will realize their words ain't
~ worth the to:let paper they wipe their sh:tty holes wzth
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Slousky heads over to his desk as the last of the emails loa
A couple of weeks ago he told people on his homepage to send him \(O
1 photos - the more fucked up and freakier the better - and ever since 2 ;8
% his inbox is always full to the brim with weird shit. .. s
o'ik. But rather than check his mail, he opens the Netscape browser 7 ()
F’ and qoes to Geocities, logging in to their editor section (for those ©* ‘/ ;
1 who run homepages). The hash is extra delusionary as he doesn't &\

4 clue in right away to what he's seeing on the screen. He gawks at \-"9
St |t for a full mmute

N
- ey

J-.

: -'0.‘\ ‘~. -“ (1] n ‘ & '6
i _, Thls account has been closed. *O}%

75

Slousky can sense his heart beatlng faster against his chest, quilt J[ '
DY rushlng into his cheeks. He's just waiting for the internet police to - &8
kick open his bedroom door and bust him. His paranoia is peaking § 4
. alongside the buzz. It's then when it finally dawns on him: fucking ‘
. Geocities has shut him down. «
. 'Mother of fucking all things!!!.... Slousky grabs an empty teacup 0
from his desk, wishing he could wolently throw it, the cup smashing 0.
! into a dozen pieces, 'how many fucking times, Slousky?..." he has a
' conversation with himself, aware they're prying ears not far off so (0
Pl he has to be silent, and high as he is on the hashish, ‘how many
bmes did you tell yourself to back your fuckmg shlt upht?l' d

Nov 1995 | B:}g:?fg wr—




‘ 1rr|'l"'TT e = e P —" FT'F"""'"TTI'I'I'HI' 1L rl'l'l

11 #,
p|54 i suu } Hmrg Euhhln [Nou Hﬂm

L
s

'™
..-'-h e --.--—#y-i-.. =

Realizing his site has heen deleted without waming has Slm.iskys hhﬂd A

h-ml with rage. He knows emailing a complaint with Geocities will get him 41§

rhmm It's quaranteed them Geocibies fucks are moralistic capitalists, W

and his page was full of profanity, porn and shock images (never fnrgemru]

" he had no nights to any of these pictures fo begin with). . +, Ssei ;e 21

" His subconscious tnes reasoning, telling him he shouldn't be surpised

. Geoaities shut him down, yet it's his conscious having him click open his

' Qutlook email program while chewing over how he's going to blast a new

'\ asshole into those Geoaities dopes for doing what they did without noticing |

" him. But before he types, he spots Geocities' email, it informing him theyre § 15558

' tlosing his webstte due to the many violations he's made to their disclaimer '1

glt {-m

£
=

i‘i’.

T ,.-_,-.;,
e L - e

. 2l the while infringing a ton of their copyright issues. Slousky hits the reply 7

, button and is about to type the vilest emal he'll ever write, but stops, taking B
L deep breath; no matter how slimy his email will be, it1l simply be wasted ;ﬁ (
: r enerqy as it'l Fall on deaf ears, and surely whatever pieces of shit working at!
" Geocibes will just delete it, or worse, pass it around to their colleagues so ,' b x,
.+ they can get a good laugh at 1lntzt another disgruntled wehmster who gnt all 1 f@'
.' lﬂ'lEII'ShItEIHEEd 7 R o 4
 Right then he begins scheming how he'll design a 'T Fucking Hate Geucmes ‘l
; J- site real quick, knowing if he stays as dose to their terms and conditions, |

1" he might keep this site open and get a bit of traffic. He could even convince (156

|, other begrudged Geoatties users to visit, add a forum, him envisioning tons l@.

~ | of surfers coming together so they can blast Geoaties about their shitty
I services, 'O, the irony of it all... h&glggles to himself, ‘creating a Gmunﬂs,..%
i page to hate  Upon Gmﬁesi’ :

DR @f ﬂouﬂ .
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Eut hefnre r:ln:iung the 'create a new homepage' button, ,' ['
Sluuskyf 5 aware that, at some point, Geoaties will close dnwn +},
. ." his ‘T Fucking Hate Geoaities', using some bullshit legal loophole J,*‘ﬂ

- justifying their means. Even if he backs up this new pageand =7~

) qoes to another free webhosting company to write about his i
yim anipe with Geocities, it won't have the type of effect he'd hope, - h
o) Infact, he'll look pathetic for doing so.

: ‘No!..." he almost says out loud in his room. He isn't going to "4 O
work on a new page with Geocities nor is he going to some other 1' ~
shit webhosting site. Right there, he decides he's going to buy his 1 _

()" very own website.
. Hearing of Network Solutions, he clicks over to their page and "I
y types in ‘FuckYou.com' in the ‘Search Domains’ section. The page |
'8 refreshes, informing him "FuckYou.com is not available™ and how Q
1" he cannot use profane words in his domain name. He nonetheless {2
tries more: CumSIut com’, ‘CrackWhores.com', ‘CockLicker.com’, }
‘SuckMyDick.com’, them aII resulting in declmed searches, Eiuuslw f
= L chuckles while thmkmg there's a team of monkey brained techs 11
working at Network Solutions who spend their whole days adding A
new profanity words so as tn block users from opening up sites ¢ ,~
named 'T-Dig-Felching.com’, 1
Slousky types 'GeoatiesSuck.com'. To his surprise, it's available. '
He tries another, THateGeocities.com'. Again, he has success. He  §.3
B finds out it'll cost him $19.95 for the year to keep his domain up k!d
* and running. Happy with this idea of buying a domain name, he 24
4 gets up to sneak into his stupid parents room to take either of
At thE|r credit cards [whnever's he'll find 1st).
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g For a good long while Slousky ﬂunkﬁ up dnmain names, placing t'

H them in the search, some hitting, some not, yet none uf them :

L%, he likes, Taking a break from racking his brain, he goes back to | e

' I! his email box, still surprised with the amount nf mail; usually he 1{)
¥

: getsEEal:Ia‘,f, but not 331. .
(v Going through them, most are asking why his site s down, % Q,
= what happened fo It, nthers mentioning how much they love hls
' homepage. At least 250 emails from wormied fans and only after Qf
L a month of opening 'Hell Knows No Mercy . It seems he's made » ;O

. some type of impact without even knowing it. :
g 3_ Looking out his window, the prospect of opening another site TI,@
l ' no longer exates him. The reallw of what Geoaties did - deleting ¢

H his homepage - has brought him down. Even though Slousky has | 0

-~ u a larger fan base than he knew he had, the futility in running a "’Q
 website for a faceless mass who doesn't give a rat's ass about X
).+ him dampens his mood. Before, running the Geocities homesite | @
.j.'j._ was fun, a hobby, laughing at peuple, poking fun at what they § =
fL‘* are afraid of; of death, pain, torture. And all the bizarre, twisted -0
porn he loves to post, images in order to create a shock value, }Q,

b j" getting the most interesting emails from girls who want to have b
O his twins to haters promising they'll kill him in his sleep. As the FQ,

I ' 2nd wave of the hashish high begins to hit him, he figures it just G'
. - 1sn't worth it, running a site for losers who pretend to appreciate =

his shit but in reality they don't give a fuck if he lives or not, and 1(%),
"l*euen though he's gotten 225 fan mail, in a few days these fans
(3 will forget about him and surf the net looking for a similar site, If@
| patronizing some other clown who's dmng the same shit as hlm p<

L but this down won': do it as wel as L. Y/
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"' Just then, from down the road, Slousky can hear 2 familr . fj( '
tune, a song he loves to hate by a performer he despises. He & |

1 sees a Jeep filled with a bunch of loser college kids, the top "y
% down (on a November day), this pretentious gang pretending - ;’
i

to be snrnethmg WhI]E hlast:rbg Madnnna s shlttz.r pop s0ng ‘Like |
-ﬁ) A Virgin', S = e
IQ' "Fuck you, Madonnal Bitch! Twatf Slousky wants to scream -

that at them, wishing he had the guts to say that out loudand =
‘(} get the last word in. And then it dawns un hlm I'll get the ==
(o4 last word with my website! . S e o S0 -.} A
= ' Slousky goes back to the Network Snlutmns website and } !
lwles in 'Eugene.com’ - he figures Madonna made a brand out . l'
O 14 of her own dumb name then why not do the same. It's already

taken yet it's a gm:i thing since he hates his name. HE erases 'i e
0 the ‘Eugene.com’ and replaces it with: _ * 1 e,
~ >_Slousky.com’ e o {

. He hits the enter button. It's available. 'Of course it's available. -
g Who the fuck else would buy a website called Slousky.com?’ How % J
-~ - often has he been ndiculed for his family name, people coming up
C’ with real dumb shit like Slouchky, Skanksy, Slugsky, Slumpsky, . ™
’6' Scamsky, Skunksky, Slagsky, Slutsky... thinking back, he recalls ' .’
v, hearing contempt spill forth from their mouths as they shouted '3 "
’ out his name, as if the word Slousky was synonymous with scomn, ! ‘wi
%’1 disdain, despicability, hate; there's never been a time he's ever fll1

+| heard someone call out his name with a hint of kindness, only P'
- spn:e and condescension. "

TR ;.:-.-__:i. oo o -_.-.:l.-::-”i-_'.'":'.-

rsuu ) Henory-Bubble [Huu 1995]
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o = Sluuslq.r hits 'Ne:ul‘ The 2nd page asks him; "Are you sure ','uu _'{.
A ; want Slousky.com? (have you checked the spelling?)". He dlicks

¢ continue. Slousky gets up from his seat, goes to the hall, hears his g
Ol? asshat parents arguing downstairs, knowing it's safe to dash down (i€
the short hallway over to their bedroom, and right there on the bed y 105
, i5 his pussyface mom's purse. He fumbles through it, fingering at ‘1 R
Y ’J least 3 different pill bottles, each for his maniacal mather's ever . . »
., changing mood swings. His fingers then land upon what appears io

Q - - fo be a big dildo, feeling dirty just by brushing his hand next to it, f
| % finally finding her wallet, taking her VISA card (making a menEI bile)

note to simply jot down the numbers once he gets to his room for F
future reference), He knows his numbskull mom won't even notice

i a the $19.95 charge on her card as it's his twit father who pays her

) bills (yet not for long, he suspects, as these 2 are surely headed ¥4 .
for DivorceVille, or he hopes so), and his annoying father is too
O;j . scared to confront his imbecile mother when it comes to asking
| what might be what on the credit card bills. Besides, it's only 20
| l| lousy hucks

16 d|glts and 3 safetyr nurnhem |ater, expiration date and the . .i e

! name on her card, Slousky becomes the owner of a brand spanking |
L .« new wehsite with a name which slips along the tongue fike a it of 0]
4, aaid: Slousky.com. ba 4
- : { CLICK - clicks yi}'
& USELESS o = A H

FUCNG A LSSLOUSIYJU{ o
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ngh thﬁre Sle:'usk}f makempmmme to himself he‘l be mor B

@F diligent with how he's gaing to run his new site, making sure to
ik backup all his stuff onto CDs. Looking at all the discs sprawled
& on the floor by his feet, he's sure some of them have porn which
& will help with some start-up content, but before sifting through
7ol them, he figures he'll start working on a logo with his cracked
B Photoshop software he downloaded. Yet before doing anything,
WE he gets up from his seat, bringing his blunted joint with him a5 g
well as 2 pad and a paper, going back to his spat by the open
window, He'll write his 1st update longhand (and he also needs
& 2 hit from his i{:u"nt}'

Wednefda'p November Hnd 1995
Welcome to my new site - Slousky.com, For those who might .0
remember me, | ran the infamous 'Hell Knows No Mercy'. Well, ﬁ"

'r,,. the capitalist cunts running Geocities decided my shits' too racy B

% so they deleted my homepage, just like that. So: FUCK-YOU, = 1
O Geacities, and your censorship as well as counterintelligence by i
1N " banning and deleting my cool site. | wasn't the enemy. I'm a i

| ,
(_)'. i freethinker way before my time. 5o right here | peg a ton of pins = "{;
0 ] in my Geocities voodoo doll. You are killing freedom (of s;seEchi :
50 | wish nothing mare than a drawn-out bankruptcy for you. 0
HiC

My promise to you, my little Slouskians, is | will find the most

i

i |
i | disgusting pictures posted on cyberspace, the nastiest, filthiest
porn, and with each update | will work on, I'll think of them sad }él
'y

‘l‘
* % execs labouring at Geocities as LhEv make inadequate decisions

- for a failing company. s T | -
[l l -. |
4 e 1§ Do Mot Click F ;:

| léﬂSlOUSI%

S . == omapiae =




| Sluuskl,*.mm will prachcn anti-copyright and it'll be completely free of '

censorship: anything and everything goes. I'm going to laugh in the face of g

B8\, those fucking hypocritical moralists and shit on every corporate player who
L believes $55 is mighty fucking God.,

| love to rant and here on Slousky.com, | will roar with my diatribes. They #S

¢ we allow corporations to keep us proles slow, fat and stupid with their idiot
P actors, TV and diseased advertisements, ‘
Anyhow, fuck you hard, Geocities, and say hello to Slousky.com, thntrue

hlmk dystopic futuru "fnu fuckers made me wha‘tlam
A

Y Theha:-h is helping him coast. Hindsight, he's glad Gmhesdpletadhm .

' shit as his old site was amateuresque. Now, he has this new drive to make
1" a great webpage. And with this advent, he decides he'll change dIE{:IphnEE
'&] and enroll in the computer science program. He hates the fluffy soft science
M. shit he's enfisted in. He'll take courses on programming, networking, FTP

O
9
(@)

; " ol things data related, and fuck, he's young still so in 3 years he'll be able |

* o get his degree then a masters, and who knows, a Ph.D. in computing. In
)\ 6-7 years from now, he'll be smarter than all those ass-lickers working at
- ' Geocities put together and he'll only be 25 years old with his whole life stil

. ", infront of him. He's now super happy Geoctties effaced his site as before his , )

‘ only goals in life were to smoke opium laced hashish, blow loads ogling porn
{ and play Doom until 4:00 AM. Now his new goal is to run the sickest site the
.' mtnmet has-,rattn Se...

- -~ i e —— mm ﬂ}z

- e—— s v c————
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SUN:>

SUN:> Login: &_Terra_Sol %,

SUN:> Name: Eugene Slousky

SUN:> Accessing Dynamic Random Memory Banks
SUN:> [Wednesday, November 22nd, 1995]
SUN:> "Cycle Complete!”

SUN:> Logout. g S8 o op

SUN:> _ L

BdbdiDldiaidode XY

s Rk PP iy o/ R El

10...9...
() 'None of this is real, Slousky," he tells himself.
8...7...6...
'T ain't fucking alive, either...'
o 5. 4. 3.
'It's @ bloody memory-bubble, that's all..." *
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Slousky's memory-bubble * p.l ",/xszrs urrhzss... 104 £

.‘}.
;m‘\' has completed. He finds " H Sat, Aug 14, 2027'
o 2 d  himself back in the empty 9:59:38.32 PM §
'+ - warehouse, alone. # Al

: __1_& _..h.""
_— — -—-—ocahr. - - .-:

7%

1.5 - WHY FUCKING ME? - 2021 (~32 YRS LATER)

‘Ow, ow, ow! Fucking ow!" Slousky's brain pounds, as if shards *
of glass were bashing into his forehead. His mouth is filled with
the savour of battery acid. He tries to focus yet his eyes sting while |
a clanging echoes throughout his cranium, loud enough to fill upa
® football stadium. He'd rip his own head off of his neck if he could. .
' Eventually the blinding lights begin to dim, allowing him to make' §

out his surroundings. The blocky blotches all about; they're crates. : |
His memory begins to return to him: he's back in that abandoned
warehouse next to the hospital. Slousky takes a calming breath, 7§
the astringent taste fading, his eyesight clearing up. f o
He wearily checks his synchwatch: _==_" {}6 )
R, R et s mainiay [

GRE:> 2027/08/14 9:59:42.41 PM & 20 23:57:34. 48] _j

Slousky IS dumbfounded "Why the hell would 'The System'

1 throw me a fucking retarded memory-bubble? Did I not synch up

¢ today? Is 'It' not happy?? Is 'The System' simply trying to drive me
batty? Does 'It' hate me so much for committing suicide?!?? Why

‘ does The System' despise me so?' Slousky spits up a dark grey
matter, haven 'tI gone through enough for 1 day 272

d
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The memory-bubble still fresh in his circuits, Slousky recalls ' Y
when Geocities closed their doors, in 2006 (11 years afterhe
opened Slousky.com), and how he celebrated online about their
* dermise through his website, laughing at the executives who
made all the wrong decisions. Slousky wrote that day:

"yet another developmentally challenged start-up company :

kicking the bucket... assholes building useless websites with 3
. their sole goal to swindle idiot surfers out of a lousy buck.”

The day Geoaities died, he pissed in a Geocities coffee mugin~ ©
4\ front of his webcam until his urine overflowed the nm, doing so A

* to over 40,000+ viewers, the video showing up all over the net Q

the next day; in memes, in video commentaries, even news &

"y sites mentioning it (while blurring out Slousky's ugly bit). [

It's almost 10 past 10 PM and Slousky can physically sense

/1 "The System' shutting him down. Whatever stupid shit Slousky =

was nostalgizing over Geocities 1s wiped away from his memory i
banks. In its place, a flashback of dead 'Baby' Jameson Clark v-}i
who's standing next to the dead and grey Billy Desmond. l'u
10... 9... 8... 7... b...
‘1t Billy... then Jameson... and maybe dozens others...
2... 4... 1...
Slousky tries to correlate it all, 'why am I being dragged
~ through all this? and it's then he remembers seeing his poster
on the wall in the bedroom of the pedophile, mister Farling:

. this sick twisted motherfuck was a Slouskian, a fan of h'|5 site,

‘Slousky.com... It's gotta be Slousky dot fuckrng com...
- T | o
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G - DEAD lIIlE {ldEER DAD - 2027( 3 DAYS LATER)-

Slousky's at t.he front door of his useless father's hﬂme 1!

il el

- o TS SR L - j

: 2 8% 'Fuck sakes... " Slousky mumbles to himself, Hes heen hangmg :r_l

' £ out in front of his dense father's house for over 2 hours, tempting - o

faith by loitening (as The System’ could summon a nasty memory- | ,'!

& ' bubble). Usually his imbecilic dad keeps a window ajar, allowing ‘ﬂ

Q% him to sneak through yet he's checked the whole house 3 times '|

 now and every single window is closed shut. W

It's happened before that he had to wait for his ding-a-ing pop 3
¥ to open the door so that he could get into the house. With all the f. al
perl-.s of being a walking dead computer chip (or whatever he is}, 5 Tl
¢ he can't pass through solid material (walls, doors, windows, etc.). m
i At moments like these, he wishes he was more I|kp an apparition « ‘g
;. who could float through matter because he has no clue how long i ﬂ
., it's going to be before his fuckwad pa opens a door (or a mndr:-w] ik
Sluuslqr, defeated, looks up. ‘The chimney!' SR

Climbing is something Slousky has gotten pretty good at since WP

— he died. He can climb the side of a mountain like any agile bily 4’

g | 0oat, even the side of a high-nise like a superhero if ever needed, '
however his acrophobia (fear of heights) kicks in once he hits the .
2nd floor or thereabout, and besides, falling from any height over :'.
10 feet will usually stir up some nasty memory-bubble. Here, his ~ \@lg

| dickless dad's place is only 2 stories high so Slousky feels quite 5 ;

& confident dlmtungthpslde of the house, t
s Lp 610

1}
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I him to get a bird's-eye view of the cruddy little suburban hood

I' Slousky once called home, up until he hit 20 years old and was

‘8 making tons of cash from his Slousky.com site, him getting his %
§ own flat far away from his bonehead parents (who divorced shortly

of after his departure, his tosspot papa nevermore being able to pick
* up the pieces therefore staying in this shit house which is much

bR too big for a single dick). 3
He looks at the chimney hole and even though it's super tight, 3
% he knows he can fit down this chute. The only irk is the fireplace
W doors might be closed. It's either to attempt this or stand around $4¢
¥ waiting for his dumbass dad to let him in, yet the idea of dallying i*
iR about for fucking who knows how long seems ridiculous. Slousky ."”

thinks maybe he's not even home, but his half-wit father rarely

% |eaves the house, and Slousky can see the car in the driveway.

i The possibility of getting stuck within the chute crosses his mind, A

vet in 17 years of being dead, he hasn't gotten stuck anywhers,
& znd knowing The System' - say he did get caught - once Slousky's
& synchwatch hits 0, he'll just wake up In a dead-end alley strewn 48
LB with smelly hobos. He decides to go down the chute,
£ Either he's lost a lot of weight however he's able to get through
this tiny chute as nimbly as a 3rd World Santa would, he chuckles
to himself. He makes it to the bottom with ease and it's his lucky [
day as neither the trapdoor 1s closed nor are the doors in front of i

the fireplace; another good thing about being dead is he doesn't @8
IR 0et dirty, not isplacing a single grain of soot the whole way down
b4 the chimnay, nor did he darken his dark grey outfit,

(e




W|thnut a doubt his blockhead dad's place smells worse "
(1 than usual. It's truly something he can't get used to: the ™.
stench of the living. Of course, Slousky's oinker pop is way |
.. ¢ worse than all other living units as he never washes himself. . !
|+ ¥ He's gone through whole mull cycles of 3 weeks next to his, !‘
b 2 dippy father and not once did he even give his privates a
H quick wipe with soap. However, at this moment, there's a
% completely other type of malodour right out of a morgue. |
He instinctively recognizes there's a dead body rotting away
somewhere in this house. His grey intestines churn. 3
Slousky goes from the living-room through the kitchen to {l

the stairs upstairs, the stench becoming more poignant as ﬁ

i

4]
i
/|

he makes his way up the flight. Unless his knucklehead dad
has decided to take up senal killing since the [ast time he &
that his jagoff dad is freshly dead. e
Holding his breath while entering the bedroom, he sees *
 # his numbskull father lying on top of the sheets, naked, a Jjis
hand on his chest, and as he gets a better look, Slousky M
spots a cigarette burnt right into his muttonhead dad's &
» index and middle finger, singed into the skin.

‘was here, Slousky doesn't need to see the body to know | H
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(*) Mulling (for Slousky) is when a dead unit taps into the consciousness
of 3 living being. The dead has to know this living unit,
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3 Pl
Calculating his moves, Slousky turns to confront his dead, lame ;
-father, the confusion on his face just priceless, wishinghe hada ;1]
¥ camera to capture this moment, making it a POTD ('Picture of the '
Day' which was his busiest page on Slousky.com) with the caption:

"My asshat pop soon to realize he's a dead piece of shit...!" '

| Slousky's smuggery is effaced once his dipship dad's baggy eyes
| light up. Slousky responsively looks away as the last fucking thing 4
' he wants to do is to synch up with his failure for a father. '"WHAT £
. THE FUCK?? I really hope 'The System' doesn't want me to synch &
& 'up with my butt plug of a dad,' Slousky's praying 'The System' is Jit
Iistening in on his thoughts and will respect his biddings. _44"¢™W §
ui!!l“'.".'-’r L

== il R

“.F_E,. R e F

’.GF{E > Iﬂl?fﬂﬂfl? 1:51:21.01 PM = [17 08:29:12.39]! f
|

--ﬁ-rlr.'l—f'-"-l-n_-_ ' j

t There's absolutely no way The System’ would have him synch
““up now, not while his synchwatch is green. Of course, ‘The System'~
- can do what the fuck ever Tt wants as it continually [:heats and %

wn‘h his cocksucking father's eyes glowing brighter by the second, £
Sluusk\; s confusion Is off the radar. For all of Slousky’s retarded |

' " doctrinairing, his theorizing and hypothesizing about The System’, 1
? not a thing would make sense if 'The System’ has him synch with ¢

.his fudge-packing dad with a green watch. Slousky is registering
! blurry psychedelic images of of a newbomn making his way out of &

" his grandmaother’s vagina. ‘This J's 50 ﬂickfng wrong. w J
' hnﬂ....uaim..hu"'“ AL umt L Wiy b
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SUN:> Login: & _Terra_Sol_%*.

SUN: > Synchromzat|on (#”94)

SUN: > Subject's Name: Theodore Ignatius Slousky
SUN: > Birth: January 27th, 1955. ‘
SUN:>

SUN:> Logout.

' ‘:ur B e

A" Theodore Ignatlus Slousky Is born at Sarnt Fellcula s Hospital. Hrs

- mother, Elizabeth, while waiting for the nurse to return with her son,
't has tears forming, elated God and the Virgin Mary has had sympathy * *

L by granting her a healthy boy. 5 years ago, Elizabeth gave bithto |

lf Helga who died prematurely. Since then, they've been trying nonstop ]
if at having a child while living through 2 excruciating stillbirths. Last *p
; . year, the doctor told her the best thing would be to adopt. After 21
. almost giving hope, Elizabeth got pregnant once again. Finally, their '_l

l prayers have been answered as thelr newborn is 100% healthy.
e Ui e st ‘:.’:*.-.““—mf

B 1t's 1955, Slousky is synchcd up wrth his dead loser of a dad, Theodore I
Ignatius Slousky. Synchronization (aka synch) is when 2 dead units link i
up so as to rclrve the othcr 3 dumb hfc, from thcrr brrth to thclr dcath :
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: Ln'i'u-ih Hurszlzshh W hurtabu ﬂ"
H[:-nda‘f, February 23rd, 1959 "d' ;r,.,.
0:32:35.54 AM It t L
Theo's 4 years old. He comes jﬂgging down the stairs as fast
as he can, Once at the bottom of the stairs, his father is putting  J(H
" on his boots by the front door. His dad looks up and with a smile, §
Jopens his arms, catching his boy as he reaches the landing. He '\
ruffles Theo's halr hugging him, telling his son what an angel he is. |}
I Elizabeth comes amund the corner, asking what's going on, offering
a loving smile. Jeremiah gets up and puts his arm around his wife,
B saying he doesn't want to go but, rain or shine, snow or sleet, the ﬂ
mail must get delivered. Aﬁnal kiss fﬂr both, he npens the door to_4 ﬂ
@ the harsh winter, # =& & vt Pt iy et
l" Theo sits by the window as he watches his father trudge through EH
W the snow. Once Jeremiah is in the truck, he looks back towards me

'huuse spotting little Theo in the wmduw He waves to his son who
| lgesture& back frantically. It's a heautrful mnnr:ent mstan[:e iﬂﬂ
.Hurszzhs Wisrhhszhurszszhh. ; £ -}

¥ Viednesday, March 20th, 1961 m : _,

. 10:34:02.32 AM ummumh LA &
fll  Theo's 6 years old. He's sitting in his 1st grade class, Ilstenlng aﬂ
| ‘attentively to his teacher as he goes on about suhhar:tlng numbers. l
Thens focus 1s incredible; from the very 1st moment Theo laid eyes 9§
\on his prof, mister Kingsley, he's been forever grateful for having to
'go to school. While all the other students bemoan about schooltime
and their homework workload, Theo never once complains. He's at
i the top of his diass and has been ever since he's 513rted 1 |

¥ -JHLII-I-\. e e . (e § o
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g 50 aesthetically pleasing to look at. Whenever he Inﬂks at his pmf
W Theo gets this glowing-like feeling stirring within which he can't put

® to words. To Theo, mister Kingsley looks like Santa Claus. There's

§ something about his teacher's beard, his salt and pepper hair, his i
blue eyes, his contagious laugh. Theo adores how his prof is portly, B

e stout {r::-r how h|5 own teacher would often joke; that hesfat] As

for him comes from, being 6 years old and not able to verbalize it
i in any way nor make sense of it, he simply knows he likes lluﬂking

i ||
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Theo 1s 10 years old. He's walking home from school with his 1}’

best fnend, Matthew, who lives a block away from him. They
.~ became instant buds on the very 1st day of 5th grade. Theo is -

F the happiest lad alive since he's met up with Matty Farling. &,
2 Eversince 1st grade, Theo's been a loner. For some reason, |5-|
kids his age don't interest him. During the recess, Theo spends .
most of his time looking at the adult teachers, mostly the men, J%s/
and he just stares at their feet. Sadly for him most of the profs g}
are woman and there's absolutely nothing remotely interesting ¥ |
on a woman's body for Theo to fixate on. Nevertheless, Theo's -
remained a studious child, excelling in all his studies, yet over

. the years, Theo's proven to be an underwhelming youth who

hardly speaks and never gets in trouble. Although his grades do ||
stand out, his personality is invisible, him always somewhere far s
away, staring at the ground; whether Theo's consciously aware

of it, he has an unhealthy fixation to men's feet (the huskier the
man, the more his staring intensifies). Up until now, it's only

been adult men who's interested him, but now with Matty in his

life, it's as If every day he’s at the penny loafer arcade. d
. His buddy Matty just recently tumed the same age as him, b
* and most kids in their class tease his pal by calling him pudgy, = 2
dumpy, tubby, a butterball, roly-poly. To Theo, his best friend ]|
simply has some extra weight on him (but it's what he loves *' '-

- most about his chum). b

m— T e Ak o — — —
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f&nusk 's synched up & 18 Y ' TE ;
th his useless dad, & Hif .
reliving his gay life.” o X SEPt 29, 1965 §
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A Ever since these Then and Matty met up, they've been |n5E-pamt+|e P=-
& with either boy over at the other's place on most evenings. They've &
' known the other for only 3 weeks hut they're the best of buds, them ||
haﬁ.fmg so much in common: both collect superhero comic books, ILJ
i they love wrestling on TV, and late at night, they listen to a radio ks
A\ station adults say plays the Devil's music. Matty has also intreduced J
ol to Theo things he's keen on, such as his adoration for photography g}
E (Matty's dad buying him a Nikkorex 35 II), to transmission and i
recording (Matty's father is a trucker and has a CB radio), and has -.]
i something nobody at school has: a compact audio cassette recorder. i
W Their parents are equally glad these 2 get along so well as both 3
 children were pretty much friendless up until they met 2ach other, EJ
¥ Their parents are also quite proud how their boys are behaving at §
1 school and so far they're both excelling in their studies, both being )
§ 2t the top of their classes, wim dmnmﬂm 114
W As for Theo, although he does find Matty is bossy, a bully even, :':]
1% using a lot of hatEFuI as well as hurtful words, and Matty says more
&F swear words than anyone else he knows, Theo actually doesn't mind
Matty's aggressive and mean-spirited ways, nor all the nasty things Ji|
Matty will say about everyone, him putting down their parents, their ¥
I teacher, the principal, the other students. In fact, Theo finds Matty 2 i
i hoot, laughing at pretty much everything his bud says, the meaner
8 his words the funnier they seem to Theo. What is most important for,
& Theo is Matty is real easy on the eye, finding him secratly super cute. \
Just how many times has he caught himself looking at Matty's feet, &
ﬁ whenever they would be over at either's place, them having to take &
I .‘i'-“' 1 gt Lo TR -r_l_”.l i A _._

¢ off their shoes in the house, It bemga ‘golden rule’, 4 il
LIS - ISLOUSKY | pm “u
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. So far Matty and Then have slept over at the uther‘s house twu:e
" and Theo can't remember better times than waking up next with ai.
Matty, seeing him in his cute superhero pyjamas, and harefnﬂt
* His bud Matty loves play fighting, rough-housing he calls it, and
, When they'd wake up, Matty starts it with a pillow fight, them ¥ '
winding up on the floor, doing their best not to hurt the other ‘,fet
having fun wrestling, putting the other in holds. Theo's dlﬂCD'u’EI"Ed
* he's stronger than Matty and each time they'd tumble about, Theo 5
would easily put Matty in some submissive position, and for the | %
" 1sttime in his life, he's able to touch someone else’s feet. Theo 5+ |
- discovers fickling, loving how Matty giggles, pleading for him to
+  stop yet knowing it's an act, Matty mimicking the wrestlers on W
_ him doing an even better job acting than them.
£ 3 hours later, after supper at Theo's, homework already done, as ¢
| they're ah-;rut to watch a fave TV shuw for an hour at which point 5 |
- Matty's dad will come pick him up (2 simple 2 minute dnve, living
. a block away), Matty whispers that they need to become blood
. brothers. Matty, in confidence, says he's read about it in "Forsaken
| Sunset', a mwhny rmvel and theyr must perform the same ritual.

o+ be blood brothers nor what the r'!tual will entail yet knowing they
will be brothers has Theo realize how important their friendship is,

E hnnglng their relatmnsh:p to a whole new level. Theo's never been |/
= - -.
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i days pass. Theu 5 sleeping over at Matty's place. He wakes U up inthe =

* middle of the night, having to pee. When he returns, he can't help but Q
{r gawk at his bud who's sleeping on the floor (after giving him his bed) —
+ because Matty's feet are protruding from under the covers. Theo remains
. still by the threshold, enjoying spying on Matty (and his feet).
= Something curnpels Theo to get closer to Matty. Instead of going back =
" to bed, he lies down on the floor near his pal, his face near Matty's feet. A
' FTheu can hear his buddy snoning. He isn't sure what overcomes him yet T
he places a hand on Matty's foot. He removes it just as quick, pausing H
| for a moment, waiting for a reaction, or worse, a repercussion, yet Matty ]
[ doesn't stir. Unconsciously, Theo finds himself caressing Matty's feet, 1
€ oblivious he's doing 50, waigsifiss oo e ple ORI
[l "Whacha doing?” Matty says. Theo snaps to, their gaze connecting, G
f Theo seeing inquisitive wonder showing up on his buddy's face, mingled |
r # With an irateness. Theo looks back o Matty's feet, quitt ﬂushmg his face IH
as he still has his hands on Matty's feet, |]n1|rn||1th-r removing them. Theo
f has the urge to run out of Matty's bedroom, down the stairs, out the duur
] + and bolt home. Instead, he jumps up into M:attys bed, placmg the covers ¢
| over his head, hoping the horrible brew gurgling in hss stomach will g0 !
N[ away. Matty speaks once more, "Theo? Hey, I know you're awake...”
| "G0 to sleep,” Theo flatly says, ordening his friend to sleep like his
B father doesto him. i isii i JHBJAEIaancid T {
L “Theo, it's ok.." Matty repllessn tenderly, a tonality so soft, "it's ok
d If you want to touch my feet...” and even though Matty's nieat invitation .-
. - spunds so sincere, Theo doesn't answer. No matter how much he wants
| to hop off the bed and get closer to Matty's feet again, something way
r deep inside him is telling him it's a trap. Rather, Theo remains motionless
| and soundless, promising himself then and there he'll forever stay this
- Way, under the covers, until the end of time, no matter how mwtlng th& '
tune in Matb;s voice 1. Finally, Theo falls aaleep
EETTRTNTPATRTPTUTVU P RN FTRNY 8 RCo0es
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. Theo wakes up. It takes ’mm a sec tu catch his bearing as he sees
l_ Hal:b,r looming over him, his face but inches away. Matty's smile puts
Theo at ease yet recollecting what he did (him touching Matty's feet
¢ then his bud waking up), guilt begins Ent:apnsulating Theo's entirety. -
"Hi," Matty says, his smile widening. ({3 auiniisbipis pideed
"Heya..." Theo ien't sure what to say, having an urge to confess tu""
I'-Ial:t',r some dirty secret about himself, because even though Theo 1s 1
only 10 years old, he knows his attraction he has for men and their
 feet Is not snmﬂﬂ':ing anyone is afflicted by as he's never seen anyone’
. else touch someone else's feet nor spoken about such things. It's an 4
F instinctual unconscious need yet he can't rationalize the concept of
this desire; he has no due why thinking about male's feet makes him ]
Il glddv and brings on happiness whenever his mind focuses on them. =
.. 30 I was sorta was woken up in the middle of the night,” Matty
r I3 tr:.rlng to be coy yet he's failing as he can't stop smiling, "somebody .
E was kinda touching me... you have any clue who that was?..." |
& "Listen, Matty, I don't know what I was doi..." %0 e J"F"M '
"Hey, it's ok,” Matty cuts Theo short, "I didn't mind. Whatever y-::u |
were doing, I liked it," again, Matty flashes Theo a winning smile. —.
"You did...?" Theo takes the bait. » vawmtie Mg
"Sure... I mean... you were touching my feet, nght?" Hatty asks =
 hig friend mﬂmut any accusatory tonality, e senss '
' "Ye... yeah..." it's difficult for Theo to ver’aahze his thing for feet,
it always being something rattling around inside in his head yet never
something he could talk about. T Sy
. "Do you like feet?” Matty's enquiry is the weirdest question Theo
has ever heard anyone utter however looking at Matty's sweet pudgy
face, his beautiful innocent eyes, him lying right next to him, almost
[ in touching distance, Theo feels completely SECUME. .0 e ao ol

3
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"Well..." Theo hesitates, still realizing how bizarre the question is,
b Why would he tell him he likes feet? The other boys talk about liking
t girls, they don't talk about liking men's feet, and something in Theo's
F out is telling him he shouldn't divulge this infe, not to anyone, but |
Matty's beautiful face is telling him differently, telling him it's ok - he ™
& can confide in his buddy. Theo searches in Matty's eyes how he should
answer this, and the immaculateness Matty's emitting is telling Theo it§
might be liberating if he is honest and opens up to his pal, "ye... yes," S
| Theatakesadﬂep braath, "1 like faet," SWEIRAeAs s it anyaetss oo
"Do you like my feet?” Matty smiles glows, "c'mon, you can tal rne, L
i do you like looking atmyfee-t?" uﬂuawm-mhmam i
& "Yeah... I guess so..." Theo forces a smile, then his buddy 1:1|.31.a|5u.|1,r ik
shoves him again, making Theo smile for real, "yes, I like 1,rmurfteet
B "Wanna touch my feet... now...?" Matty's tone is so inviting.
% "Tdunno...” Theo's bashfulness is overwhelming him, Matty decides |
to put his friend at ease, sitting up while protruding his feet in front of

him. Theo decides there to no longer hesitate, placing his hands upon
i, Matty's feet. Their eyas connect, and Theo's simply enchanted at how §
¥ handsome his friend is, then begins to remove his bud's socks. Matty S
¥ |ooks over behind him, checking to make sure his portable handheld 3
¥ audio cassette tape recording machine is still running and is registeringi
the whole conversation he just engaged in with his friend Theo about =
& his odd thing he has for guy's feet, How much of a hoot it's going to be!
when he'll replay this for Theo later, thern surely laughing their heads
if. Off as theyl ||5ten to [hIE recnrdmg :

;'I...
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; A week gues hy Theo knocks at Mattjr 5 door, In mere seconds, = |
- Matty is bursting open the door, offering a most welcoming smile. aﬂ

His friend is more agitated than usual, He's bouncing and springing
about, unable to cuntain whatever is exciting him. ..+, .,

"Come with me,” Matty flies up the stairs, "I gotta show yuuw Iy
something,” Theo does his best to keep up. Once at the top flight, '
Matty directs him towards his parent's room. The door is ajar, Matty '
peering through the crack, his smile widening. He opens the door,

* enough for Theo to spot Matty's dad sound asleep and snoring loudly,
sprawled out on the bed, lying on his stomach. As a reflex, Theo sees | |
Matty's dad Is sporting a pair of caramel coloured socks. He soaks in
the moment as his dad is also in a wife-beater and a pair of boxing ||

shorts. Theo's always secretly found Matty's father such a handsome 1
1

g -
N T
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man (an adult version of his son, Matty). Matty's dad is bulkier than
his son though, sturdier, with strong forearms and now, for the 1st I

time, Theo notices his father has stout, muscular and hairy legs. Theo §
cannot take his eyes off him, staring at this massive man. !
"He's drunk as a skunk,” Matty whispers, his mouth but an inch
away from Theo's ear, "do you want to see his fept?” « ww v misiin |
"Are you crazy??" Theo almost says out loud, pushing Matty away /
L frnm him, disgusted with what he just said. 1 . pdais, .
| "It's uk Matty chuckles, “he’s out like a light. He's been drinking |
. sine this mnrning; once my mom left with her batty church fends. =i
| She won't be back for hours.” M Ty o rerer P oo
¢ "You've lost it,” Theo isn't finding this funny at all. The thought of 7
| Matty's father waking up and catching him touching his feet is just |
L unconscionable to him. Theo tums, making his way down the hall. *
15 "Wait..." Matty says, "watch..." and with a sly smile, he passes :":
through the threshold and enters his parent's bedroom.
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parent’s bed, sl:anmng over hlE motionless father, Matty then kneels, §
U bringing his face- closer to his dad's fest. A smile pops up on Matty's il
mug, him knowing Theo is looking back, surely with wonderment aEI,

§ over his face, Matty returns to his dad, Ieanin:g over even closer, 1
W smelling his dad's feet, making a piggy nose face, stating his pop's “S&
g feet stink. Theo does his best to contain his laughter as this situation ¥
Is surreal. Matty then places a hand on his father’s foot, Theo cringes,
fearing the worse as he's seen Matty's father's anger firsthand, his &
& wrath, as Matty is quite the prankster and his father has this hﬂn ible
 tamper. Theo can't count how often Matty deliberately did something
# erroneous, like painting graffiti-like images on their gate, pouning
honey all over the back seat of the family sedan, stealing from his
{ mother's purse, taking his father's cigareftes {2ven smoking them),
t overloading the washing machine with detergent, keeping the hot 4
® water running in the moming so nobody has hot water, It's as if the 3
¢ opportunity presents itself for Matty to do something which will get B
R him in trouble, he'll do it. It's never over-the-top mischievousness %8
vet It's enough to infuriate his dad, Once again, here's Matty who's 4
® about to do something stupid, He's positive his dad is going to wake
Fup and Matty will gt 2 whooping of his life, but still Theo can't take §
his eyes away as Matty places a hand by his father's ankle, slowly &
peeling away the sock from his foot, revealing the sole, then his toes, ]
.completely remaving the sock, his dad never stirmng. Theo observes |
¢ the whole operation without hlinking nor hrﬂathing

[ : 1016 15 :."':"'1‘:" :,'}.'ﬁ'.
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~ Matty gets up, standing over his father like a prize fighter who i
knocked out his opponent, then looks over at Theo, waving his dad's
 caramel coloured sock in front of him, Matty exits the bedroom, and 778
M+ once he's next to Theo, he tosses the sock to his friend. Theo would
never admit it yet having Matty's dad's sock in his hand is better than I
 any Christmas or birthday gift he's ever received (combined).
" Theo can't seem to reply.
"Tt's your turn..." Matty snaps the sock out of Theo's hand.
"Are you nuts...?" Theo scans Matty's expression to spot whether he
i5 pulling his leg - Theo only sees sincety. .
"Oh, c'mon. [ just did it," Matty's keep his voice low, yet Theo can
hear the challenge in his words, "and I wasn't even being careful. I
know you'll be able to remove the other sock way better than I did,
and you saw, my dad didn't even move a bit," Matty's words are so
* convincing, "¢ mon, Theo, you know you wanna, and it'll be our secret, ©
our forever secret...” Theo glances over to the sleeping father, his |
snoring rhythmic and hypnotizing, him seeing the other foot just
screaming o be free from that sock which is constraining it. Thinking
about potentially doing this act brings goose bumps on his forearms.
His mind is made up. He's up for the challenge. He's going to do it
"DON'T FUCKING DO THIS!™ :
Theo does his upmost to push aside a nagging inner voice which is
§| messing with his confidence. Taking a deep breath, as if he's aboutto
' dive deep underwater, he takes a shaky step into the bedroom. 2 more
~ steps and he's nght next to the bed, looming over the sleeping dad the =
). same way as Matty. An incredible surge of power is filling up within his _,
' nnards, this being mixed up with an antiaipated fear that snmethmg
- seriously awful is about to happen
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4 Slouskyis dead {hr: uﬁtd himself>. He nuw -
synchs with other dead units, reliving their "
7 shitty lives. Slousky's now synched up with

# his [closeted) gay father, Theodore.

_EM, OCT 10,1965 .

" Theo looks over and sees Matty peering back at him through the
' door, his smile reassuring yet edging him to move forward with this,
§ Theo once more looks at Matty's dad, impressed by the sheer size of §
nis body. Although he's been in Matty's father's presence a dozen or
s fimes, it's only at this moment he's truly able to capitalize on this %
§ man's beauty, and now that his dad is inert - motionless - as well as
completely oblivious to Theo's presence, he's permitted to admire the
I pure handsomeness of this bear of a man. He's better looking than g
i mister Kingsley, Theo agrees with himself, more than any other man. %
& With 2 surgeon’s precision, Theo places his fingers at the rim of the §
£ sock, his hand tingling with nerves, and as delicately as possible, he
peqins to pull back on the sock, away from Matty's dad's ankle, &ll is
b well up until his father stirs. Theo instantly lets go, his instinct's telling §
nim to break for the door; that this was a bad idea and he's going to &4
¥ get caught then thrown in Jail (only after Matty's dad beats the living ®
snot out of him). Matty's father makes a couple of strange snorkeling 3
L sounds, shifting his position, turning onto his back. His feet are now
upright, a foot of space separating them. Theo can sense the invisible
= hammer smashing down on his cranium, awaiting the worst, yet after
30 seconds of grinding his teeth and clinching his eyes, Theo hears
Matty's father snonng again, rhythmic, as if to 3 ’nefmnurnm tempo.
e 'GO... NOW!... FUCKING GU”'" :
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Theu Is fruzen ‘unable to functmn hut theres Matty hy the dnnrwa}r,'i

Ni waving the suck with his hand Ilke a captured flag, and Theo knows he 1§
l must remove the other sock or forever his buddy will remind him he ?
F wasn't up to the challenge. He knows he has no choice but to do this, J

¢ When Theo's positive it's the right moment, he leans over, his left
thand cupping Matty's dad's foot while his right hand takes a hold of "8

the sock, and with the agility and prowess of a pickpocket, he peels - !
anay the stocking over the heel and easily over the toes. Once done,

he gently places Matty's father's foot back on the bed. Theo knows 1
' he should bolt for the door yet he's mesmerized at how aesthetically .8
E pleasing this man is. Theo has no idea why he's attracted to stocky,
- bearish guys, yet Matty's dad is the best looking male he's ever seen,
ﬂPeenng down, he sees the caramel coloured sock in his hand, and nut -
of habit, Theu turns his gaze towards Matty's father bare feet ogling
his soles, the creases, his plumpy toes, wishing he could simply look
Eat them fur an Eternib,r and a day, but he snaps to, and quietly sneaks
‘out, Once at the door, he places the sock over his head like a treasure
found, a spoil from a mld like a victory. Matty does the same, waving |§
7 hi dad 5 other sock in the air, the 2 of them making their way down
the hall to Matty's room so they can gloat. All the while, Matty's being i
[ careful to conceal his Nikkorex 35 II from his bud, a compact camera ©
which he slips easily into his pocket. Matty was able to take at least
{20+ snapshots of his weirdo friend Theo while he was playing with his i
» dad's stinky dogs, even getting a couple of zoomed in images. He can't!
¥ wait to develop these and show them to Theo. Matty also has those ¢
|- recording of Theo confessing about his odd thing for liking men's feet,
Won't Theo laugh his head off when he hears own his squeaky, girlish * §
voice and see pictures of hlmself plawng wlth hls dad's gross paws.
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2+ months goes by, Today, school's officially out until the new year,
The spirit of Christmas’ high as many homes in town are decorated 4
i o the hilts. Tonight, Theo's going to have supper at Matty's and he'll § F
b 3l50 Sleep over.  dshgibiini o o el W g T ieadin R
Although they only live a block away, their houses are distinctively W H
different, Matty's house was built pre-WWII (1922) while Theo's /3|8
b home's part of a newer development (1954). 10 years ago and
Theo's street didn't exist, just forest, %% s sspaabsbyiped U &
Matty's house Is bigger than Theo's (much bigger). Matty's pop
b says the style s American Craftsman with its expansive rooms,
| Matty's mom inherited this castlette, The Farlings had hoped for
mare children to fill all the empty bedrooms but they've only heen -
blessed with Matty. AR i o syl G R |
As for Theo's home, his dad says it's a bungalow, 3 modern version, ¥ l
2 stories with no basement. And this is where their houses differ to Al B
¢, the nth degres: Theo has no basement while Matty has a true maze §
& for 2 cellar. From what Theo knows, there's 4 connecting chambers &k
1 with as many uniting hallways, Matty and him have dallied in this S

¥ time alone, the shared solitude. When they are in Matty's basement, #4¢
& they're safe and they can do and say what they want, far away from
‘W& parents and profs, There's also great hiding spots, especially when T
¥ Matty takes off his shoes and socks and allows Theo to touch his feet, 4
€ them snug together concealed behind a rack of clathes, or within |
R some small alcove,
f- WED, DEC 22, 1965 Jqommrr rirmm
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Theo and Matty are presently lounging in the main cellar room,
~ listening to the cool radio station, waiting for supper, when they hear
" heavy stomping down the stairs, TV 0o bb G W gra) 130 s 0
“When I get my hands on you!" they recognize Matty's dad's voice
followed by more thuds down the flight, "T'm gonna rip your fucking
head off your shoulder!!™ ooy /i Po Bt g ob i Fug o Dl s m( {7
Matty hops off the couch, grabs the candle and takes off in the other

- direction, further into the mazy cellar. Theo knows he can't dawdle

and does like his friend - he flees. oo nirRaeREiIE |8

“Hide!" Matty spits out as he scutters down the hallway. Theo and
Matty know this basement so well. Theo easily keeps up with Matty
who's leading with the candle as they make their way towards the
last chamber, jsaitions, ' gt 1 -

“You piece of shlt I'm gunna murder you!" Matty's father's voice

Is 50 close already. Even if they make it to the furthest cellar room,
Matty's enraged father is faster and will be soon over top of them.
It's then when Theo sees a dark shadow along the wall. . -ggu -

! "Wait!" Theo whispers out. Matty cannot believe his idiot buddy is ',

. telling him to stop as the evil minotaur is right behind them, “look!”
Theo points to the spot on the wall: it's a hole. Theo kneels and as
he'd hoped, he fits through the cavity in the wall, however he sn't
sure If his heavier friend will be able to do the same nor if there'll be

* enough place for the both on the other side. Suddenly Theo's placed -
in darkness as Matty blows out the candle. Matty almost gets stuck, -
being so bulky, yet he's able to make it on over.

"You fucking little rat, T can smell your candle! And now I'm gonna —
doubly whoop you for playing with matches!” Matty's pop’s tonality
rises with each wurd he utters

PRSP T "I'"""r”“'l-t""d_h-l_l'ﬂ'll_
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|r Theu and I‘-Iatb,r remain breathless as Matty's dad is nght on the %
other side, his flashlight lighting up through the fissure in the wall H
Theo !Eaps when his arm is grabbed. It's Matty's hand, searching tu -
g 't be held. Theo submits, offering his for Matty to hold it. Both have lﬂ,
" their eyes locked on the crack, positive they've been spotted, yet l._i.lld
Hathfs dad storms by, crbliuinus to the hole. They hear Matty'sdad ** §
climb the flight of stairs, still cursing, defeated as he didn't find his ﬁ:lﬂ
(. son. Theo and Matty remain motionless, neither muttering a word. #F®
| Without warning, Matty strikes a matchstick, bringing light onto their |
[ location, firing up the candle. They both quk about, wonder in their 1':'
BYES a5 |f they've unearthed Tutankhamen's tomb. They're in what &
L appears to be a hallway, the light from their candle illuminating an Jﬂﬂ
oversized corridor leading into the darkness. Without any indication, ¥ Ia
[‘ Matty gets up and makes his way down the dark hall. The roiling in
¥ Theo's stomach's saying he shouldn't follow Matty down the darkened 1
b path as itll be the worst decision he'll make in his whole life. Rather, ﬂ
1| he should leave and never talk of this discovery to anyone, even forget 18
firhe even found this hall. The voice is there, inside him, all around him, |
W but Theo can't make out the words, them only merely emotive noises  J§
E denoting fear, dread, them warning him of the dire annihilation of his l '
soul if he follows his fiend. The voice is there but it's as powerful as a
mnsqmtu buzzing near his ear, and like a buggy skeeter, Theo swats
i the words of warning away, gets up from his spot and then jogs down
| l commidor to catch up with Matty. 1
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W 1t's dank here. Theo touches a wall and it's clammy. As he follows
next to Matty, it's obvious nobody has travelled this secret passage
in some fime as there's such a staleness in the air, a sickly stillness,
i Emptiness s all Theo senses, Matty's candlelight flickers as they enter
3 large room. He lifts the candle over his head, placing light onto this
expansive chamber. There's wooden shelves all along the walls and
large boyes in the middle of the room, Matty charges to uncover what
| they are, and once close enough, they conclude they're refrigerated
apparatuses; freezers of sorts, Matty pivots in place, the candle still
over his head, soaking in this uncovering. Theo sees a change in his
' buddy's facial expression, the candlelight flickering white, bouncing §
b within the inses of his pal's eyes, having him appear nonhuman, a
yvoungling deman In the making, metamorphaosing right in front of §
| Thea, This chamber is evil, Theo senses it, and Matty's possessed
with this iniquity, a wickedness; although Theo can't verbalize what
:he's seaing happening to Matty, he's nonetheless bedazzled. Matty 8§
L turns, his eyes translucent, diaphanous, his dark soul visible through
b his eye sockets, Matty approaches his friend, sy i s
"We're blood brothers now,” Matty's voice is so different within the |
' acoustics of this chamber, It's grave, adult-like, “and like In Forsaken
Sunset, the cowboys are forever friends with a secret they share,”
| Matty takes a hold of Theo's hand, "this room is our secret, forevar, »
and our friendship will never end,” and without any type of warning,
Matty leans over and kisses Theo directly on the lips. Theo is stunnad}
vet he does not dislike the gesture. Matty then backs away and night
¢ away begins inspecting the shelves and the freezers to find nothing.
It's then Matty sheds a light onto what appears to be anather hall.
& Once again Matty is dashing into the void while Theo doesn't know
 what else to do but follow his adventurous bud into the unknown. L%
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Theo's quick to follow Matty who's slicing thmugh the darkness, .
venturing this new comidor without fear. Matty abruptly stops, tums
to Theo, them inches from the other, In front of them's a door. Matty
| turns the handle and once the creaky door opens, they're faced with |
a bricked wall. Either it's tnickery or someone deliberately bricked up }
the threshold with the goal to conceal whatever's on the other side. &
Matty insolently raps, them heaning the hollowness, evoking there's
an open space on the other face, "there’s definitely, like, a roomon &
the other side,” Matty utters. Still, this 1s a cul-de-sac and they've
come to the end of this circumstantial expedition. This brick wall
reminds them they've got to go upstairs for supper. Sadly, therell be
no nice dinner at the Farling's tonight. Theo will go home and Matty
will face the music, his dad's music, which'll be loud, painful, abusive,
thunderous, destruchive (etc., et al.). They make their way back.

Luckily, there's nobody lurking by the hallway upstairs; the way

proves clear to the front foyer. With a push, Matty directs Theo who
breaks for the door. As Theo's putting on his boots, his pudgy chum
urging him on, he can't help smile as Matty has such an attraction
over him. It's then when Theo sees Matty's dad appear, catching
sight of his son, Theo soon to witness a bloody beating. Matty runs
over to Theo, opening the front door, pushing him out and slamming
it in front of him. Theo remains in shock up until there comes such
an impact onto the front door, bulging 1t almost off its hinges. He can
hear Matty's dad swearing angnly while his blood brother makes his
pleas. Without another thought, Theo begins jogging down the road
dmng |'II5 best not to slip on the ice.
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b placing a finger on Theo's lips, shushing him. Matty has a flashlight &
. behind his back, an aura radiating around his head giving him this %4
celestial quality. Matty whispars to follow him, smifing, **%** ¥,
Together, they tiptoe all the way to the basement, right to the crack
in the wall, leading to their secret room. They travel through this  #
chamber, Matty leading him towards the bricked up doorway, or as i
k Theo can see, there's now a new hole. 1 B2° Seviiibsemili ¥l i,
d  "There,” Matty's been busy excavating, 'T didn't tell you becauss!
I wanted it to be a surprise. Can you guess where it goes?" Theo ™M
. hasn't a clue, Matty continues, "it goes next doors, to the house
which Is up for sale,” Matty did some homework and explained to |y
- Theo their secret chamber with the freezers was an area they once 8
b ctashed booze; It might have even been a distillery. It makes sense i
as Matty's home was built during prohibition. Theo sees his cute pal
b i5 excited about all this - the room they discovered and this path to .
P an abandoned house, yet there's this other scary voice buzzing in !
«Theo's eardrum muttering an ominous message at the same time
his bud is talking to him. He hears 2 voices, Theo cuts his bud off,
"C'man, Matty, we really should go back."  @*isdit-ien ey
“Yeah, sure, We'll check out the haunted house tomorrow. We

j got the day off, brol” Matty I gleaming. They make their way back 4
to Matty's bedroom, Matty hopping in bed with his pal, Iﬂﬁ:mg hEE
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9 months later. Thea's 11 years old. The bell rings, the end 38 |

~ of the school day, putting smiles on the student's faces, all but

Theo who's drudgingly making his way to the lockers, It's then
when he sees Matty jogging down the hall with Jules - his new
best friend. This is a thing Theo used to do with Matty last year,
yet since the new school year's began, Matty's done everything

.~ In his power to ignore Theo, refusing to even talk to him. The 6th H. §

. grade started off poorly when Theo was not admitted in the same 1

" class as Matty, and then just like that, Matty just brushed him off.
* Theo knows why, of course: it's because of Jules with the funny f

r

F

last name and the stellar movie star looks. This Jules quyisso ™
& .dam handsome, maybe the best-looking lad in the whole school, |
" the kind of looks which gets the attention from the girls, the profs, *
and this new kid's put a spell over Matty. Theo doesn't have this
type of effect, hearing others calling him plain, average, reqular,

even ugly. Right now, Matty is whooping it up with his new bud,

them laughing by their lockers, Matty gives Theo a contemptuous :
glance yet Theo hasn't a clue what he's done, makmg him so sad.
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Months go by. Theo's at home duning the holidays. He's in his room @ |

B and he's fondling Matty's dad's pair of socks. Theo closes his eyes,

doing his best to recall that day, yet other memories come to mind
like the great times he had with cute Matty, Theo wants to cry.

Back in the summer, Theo and Matty were inseparable, then that
Jules brat moved in to the empty house next to Matty's. Since then, 1
Theo's heard nothing more from Matty: ne hanging out, no phene l
calls, no sleepovers, nothing at all. Theo's tried a ¥z dozen times e
confronting Matty yet it's got him nowhers and he's never gotten ik
an answer as to why Matty abruptly ended their friendship, '

Theo doesn't know what comes over him but he knows he nesds g4
| t0 address Matty. This time, he'll threaten him. Theo can snitch on
¢t Matty for the bad things he's done, like the time he stole comics at §
the drugstore or when he set fire to a library garbage can. Theo
' gets up, determination in his heart, bringing the socks as these will #

be ammunition and leverage, using them to blackmail Matty, saying 3§

he'll show the pair to Matty's pop If his buddy doesn't finally give

b him a straight answer as to why they aren't friends anymore, Theo

\FF can even menace Matty with their most sacred secret, saying he'll

B b tell everyone about their sacret chamber. Theo puts on his coat and i@
boats, calling out to his parents that he's gﬂing to go for a walk, |




Afew mlnutes |ater and Theus rﬂLﬂdlﬂg the corner to where 8
Matty lives. Theo right away spots cute Matty who's working on a 4l
snow fort, yet Matty's stronghald is on his next door neighbour's

& proparty, Jules (who also happens to be Matty's new best friend).

B Theo sighs as he approaches Matty's and Jules” homas, now aware §

i this is a terrible idea as nothing good could come by threatening R

someone else or being a blackmailer,

@ his forwardness surprising Theo out of his trance, as fora rnument |
& Theo was somewhere else, like watching a movie ~ not really ther 2.4
i Matty's words bring him back to reality, t
- "Hi, Matty,” Theo offers him the sincerast smile he can muster. £
& All the evil plots he planned, the malevelent schemes he conjured
AW within his mind as he made his way over to Matty's place, they 4 ]
disappear once he's night next te his handsome, pudgy friend.
B 1said... what do you want?” Matty, on the other hand, is rude,
& uncivil, unmannerly. His words are as cold as the temperature,
R 1.1 wanted to wish you a merry Christmas. It's cool school's .
Wi out, huh..." Theo stutters out. .
"Senously?..."” Matty is confrontational, "you came to my place'

. "L... was... kinda...

| 'Duh..." Matty snortles, "it's fucking obvious, isn't it? I mean,
i I'm building a fort. I swear, wu're [ike the daftest person knuwt". :

sy u;|,' |_-.—
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"Why are you so angry at me?" Theo sounds defeated.
"Really?? It's plain. It's ‘cause you're a frikkin' homo!" Matty
. says the last word with a huge grin, .
—+ A wha...?" Theo remembers heanng that word before, at some
v point, somewhere, recalling it's an insult, yet he can't remember
« when and where nor who said it, and has no clue what it means.
% "ou're a homo, Theo."
. ¥ "What's... 3 homo?..." Theo's puzzled look has Matt';r belt out a
forced laughter,
m "You're slow!” Matty eggs on, "a homo, Theo, look it up in the
- dictionary and you'll see your face nght next to the word,” Matty
'L chuckles but Theo is stll clueless, so he goes on, "a hn»rrmﬁm{ual
\,  Theo continues staring. Theres another wnrd he's heard heﬁ:]re,

"~ the "homosexual’ word, never assocating nor placing a correlation
with the "homo’ derivaﬁve, yet the present problem here is Theo
doesn't know what these words signify.

"What's a homo... siaal...?" Theo does his best to pronounce

- the word yet falls short. This time, Matty's laugh is genuine, Theo
| recognizing the authenticity in his giggle; there's such sweetness q

- in Matty's laugh.
I "Are you stupid?” Matty can't contain himself, barkingeach ¢

- word out. Theo becomes embarrassed, the blood rushing up to his ".J
& cheek, shame stirmng within. All this brings on anger yet Theo L
' doesn't want his temper to get the better of him, even though he u

knows he's bigger and stronger than Matty. :

e r : ..r'r
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"Hey, gu‘,fsf both Hatty and Thecl tn, seeing Jules 5tepp|ng ,
a8 out of his front door, waving. It dawns on Theo he's never spoken 88
a8 to Jules, partly because he doesn't like him for taking his friend g8
M zway but mostly it's out of jealousy, intimidated by his good looks, 8
Insecurities rise within Theo each time he catches sight of Jules at %
school, Theo then looks over to Matty who's smiling radiantly as hegg
¥ looks at his noble neighbour, admiration glittering in his eyes, Theo g
"I, wonders if Matty ever looked at him in this way, doubting it.
"Jules!” Matty bellows out with such adoration, love even, Theo &
notices, A hateful, spiteful resentment fills Theo; never once has B
- Matty shown such enthusiasm when greeting him, not the way he's |8
dning so for Jules, even thnugh Theo knows Matty's hamming it up. %
"Hiya, Matt. Hi, Theo...?" Jules says. Theo's stunned how Jules &
knows his name, trying to recall if they've aver spoken, Theo lﬂﬂ% J
5Ure they haven't,
"Hi..." Theo says In a small voice, offering 3 polite grin, Jules
returns a warm, fmendly smile, ]
"Hey Jules, you know what a homosexual 157" Matty interrupts %
whatever moment Jules and Theo are sharing.
"A homosexual?” Jules sounds confused, "yeah...”
"What's a homosexual?” Matty asks,
: "It's..." Jules has to think of it, "we saw that documentary in
class, when men kiss and do gross things, with the doctor saying
It's a sickness and they're working on cures for it.”
"Exactly, a sickness, like a mental disease...”
"Why you bringing this up?" Jules takes the bat, §
"It's ‘cause Theo's the biggest fucking homosexual ever!” Matty &8
T chuckles like a lunatic, Theo is mortified -- Matty's insulting ways S
g :re makmg ThEDE stnmar:h r:hurn a harrible premnmtmn hrewmg |

. |
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f "Aw ¢'mon, Matty, don't be meantuyuur pal thems such a calm 'F

in ]uI&s tnnallty; 3 reassurance,
"Pal??? He's no friend of mine. And it's true! I betcha Theo's the  S)
. biggest homosexual in the world!” 4
"You want me to punch you, Matty Farling?..." Theo doesn't know
what else to say but he understands he must stand up for himself.
"Hey guys!" the 3 boys turn to the stereophonic sound of girls'
voices, The fraternal twins, Jessy and Missy, pass through Jules’ door.
The twins are well known among the 6th grade as they're extremely 3
pretty, their looks similar yet subtle distinguishing features give them '
~ both a unique look. At school, they're always together and they attract
L . their fair share of attenbion. Jules waves and gives him his winning
b " smile while Theo spots how much Matty is once more dramatizing, ﬂ
= Waving away to the girls as if they were long lost friends. Theo figures
. he should follow suit so he puts on his bravest face, waving as well. 4
' "Theo... do you know Jessy and Missy?" Matty asks, turning to look
i - at him, being civil suddenly, “and do you know Jules, my neighbour?”
. "T've..." Theo looks at them gandering back, all of them breathing J
. out thick fogs of condensation, their eyes showing signs of wanting
to accept him, to allow him to be part of whatever little group they
- have going on, T've seen you all at school, but no, we never spoke.”
“T've seen you at school,” Jessy states sincerely, .
‘= "Sp have L. You're in misses Thompson's class,” Missy follows smt, |
" shes an army sergeant from what [ heard,” she adds while tittering. ;
“A drill commander..." Jessy conftributes wnh a giggle.
®  "An ugly witch!" Matty adds, having them all laugh, Theo as well.
£ For 2 brief moment, Theo has a sense of being accepted, welcomed,
L a part of this gruup
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. "My folks are having a dinner,” Jules states after the laughter 38
subsides, "Missy and Jessy's parents are here, and so are Matty's.L e
¢ We're going to be eating late, my mom told me, like 7 o'clock. If
. you want,” he turns to Theo, “you can eat with us, my folks will for*
£ sure say yes,” Jules' smile is angelic, his voice hypnotic, and even :
« though Theo finds his pudgy friend Matty cuter to look at than this
. young movie star-esque Jules lad, this boy is immensely charmmg, )
his personahty alluring, " ’
"Really?..." even though he's had supper, Theo sees this invitation
as important, an opportunity to make new friends and he can also
get answers from Matty asfo why he 5 been avondlng him. Theo
B smiles, "T'd really I|ke
"Wait a minute..." Matty cuts in, "you don't want a homosexual
eatlng with uS, do you?" dssed Bt iR
B "Matty, why you being mean?" JuIes says straightforwardly.
"What's a homo... sexual?” Jessy questions. Missy shrugs her 4==%
shoulder not knowing either, * sy (gl b
b "You glrls don't know what a homo 1s?" Matty turns to Jules, teII
L'em, Jules." % WW Muiy
L "Not this again,” Jules rolls his eyes, then looks over to Theo whoj
' cannot mask his expression, Theo's about to cry, it being the last - 4
thing in the world he should do now, crying in front of Matty's new
friends. This would prove he's guilty, that he's in fact 2 homosexual. .
"Ma... Matty...” Theo becomes tongue-tied, his shame making him!
self-conscious, "stop calling me that, or else...” ety 4

Or eIse you II what... you I suck my toes??" Matty blurts out, %
S
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W 1 takes Theo 2 rnﬂment to regnstm what he heard, the words suck' |
¥ and 'toes' replaying in his mind. Right then, Theo realizes whatever
secrets and desires safely hidden within the deepest penstralia of
b his soul - they've been disclosed; Matty's decided to exposs Theaa
bk 'thing’ he has for fest, Theo's suddenly naked, i
. "Suck your... what...?" Jassy chimes in, 9 b
"Toes...?" Missy follows suit. Theo's going to be sick, % 41
"Tell 'em, Theo, when I caught you licking my toes,” Matty is so
poise as he speaks, so cold, callous, '
i "I never licked your fest!” Theo raises his voice. ,
§ "At least be honest, you like touching them, right?" %
" 'L." Theo doesn't want to lie yet there's no way he can divulge S8
this side of him. He doesn't know how. Thea's thinking s befuddled. 8
B He looks hard in Matty's eyes, "why do you want to humiliate me? 1§
B Theo wishes he could say those words out loud. Instead, he fumbles g
8 vith his sentence, "L... .. don't... T don't..." sdiseelaibotts i,
o 'Iduh, duh, duh..." Matty mimics Theo. Theo looks around him §&¢
‘and he sees the twins cannot conceal their smile, "you're sounding =
| like a ratard..." m‘“'ﬂmlwm - '
W "Matty, c'mon..." Jules once more tries to intervene, " il
" "ules, listen buddy, this quy Theo is a real pervert, I tell ya. I
caught him sniffing my dad’s feet when he was drunk and asleep. |

o He even stole my dad's socks!” I r

s
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Matty goes on, "I mean, ustlchc:kat him. Cantynutellthathesa -
- big sicko? He'd lick your Ijil"t‘,fSDCdeeal'ﬂ o e 2
‘Ew! Dirty socks? Sucking toes?" Jessylun}ks over to her sister .

Ok who makes a face as if she got 3 whiff of rotten fish, Theo can't

take it anymore, He's going to cry if he stays here a minute more. #

B help it - the turkey dinner he had shoots forward and upward, He
W can't stop the sickli,f sensation and throws up his supper, | :
R 'Oh, vuck " Missy takes an instinctive step back.
"Gross... Jessy follows suit, Jules, astounded, simply looks on,
The twins huddle behind Jules, protecting themselves from Theo @
and his gushing vomit, Matty's laugh Is just maniacal, the quttural
tonalities in his voice reaching insane shrilling sounds. Theo's legs 5§
are telling him to take flight yet his stomach isn't finished emptying
itself, Theo could positively die, he's never been so ashamed. After S
2 last bout of regurgitation, he feels better (in spite of despising his
entirety). He stands, looking at Matty who's grin would put the vilest
# of demons to shame. Matty's got something round and white within
the palm of his hand: a snowball. Matty winds up. Jules wants to call
@ out to Matty, to change his mind, but before he can, Matty throws
B the snowball like a spitfire fastball, and whether it's with incredible 3
8 precision or simply a fluke, he h|t5 Then} Wlth th1s anﬂwball square
l O the nose. s & ; A




And Matb,r, hemg the dlrb,f plal,fer he par:ked that snﬂwball 35 best hﬂ
¥ could while making sure there was a piece of ice in the center of it.
I8 They can all hear the snap, Theo's schnoz breaking from the impact,
“§ accompanied by an eruption of blood, Theo can't conceal his squeal. §
A He's even surprised with the sound which escapes him, like a little
8 animal getting caught in a trap. It's the highest pitched noise Theo's
ever made, however he has no time to abash himself for his girlish
tane as the pain from the blow bagins to sweep over him. He's also 'I
finding it difficult to breathe as his throat has filled up with blood,
‘snot and tears, which in turns places panic in Theo's whole, Jules
b goes over to give him a hand yet Theo pushes him away, tumbling §
& down the street towards home. Theo's sure he can hear the twins &
& laughing joyfully, accompanied by Matty's crazy cackling. Theo's
l even positive he picks up Jules laughing as well. Theo doesn't look
b Dack, He does his best to breathe through his mouth while holding §
onto his nose, the blood pouring forth like Niagara Falls. -y
B Once he gets home, Theo's father sees his son enter the house
¥ from the living-room and goes straight to him, and without asking a
B single quastion, packs him and his wife in the car, driving them to
'the hospital, On the way there, as his mother helps him with the
nemarrhaging, he tells his parents he slipped on the ice and that's
the end of that conversation.
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J It's the 1st day back at school aﬁ:er the holidays. It's been 2 weeks -

since Matty broke Theo's nose, and although it's been healing nlcelyr,

P he still has a sizeable dressing covering the middle of his face. It's q
I very black, blue and purplish under both eyes. Rather than go the 1
“recess yrard Theo opts to go inside the school right away and hide in -

;[ a bathroom stall until the class bell rings. As he approaches the door,

L, he can hear a somewhat familiar voice call his name. It's Jules.

; He*r hiya, Theo,” Jules' tone is friendly.
L .. hi," Theo's filed with shame s the memory of the snowball
E |mpachng upon his nose flashes up. Tie
*  'Does it hurt?” Jules' voice has such a calming effect on Theo. He '
t looks onto this young Adonis and knows Jules’ bemg sINcere; theres

no malice in this Jules guy.
"No... well, not anymore...”
"You knuw I'm 50 mad at Matty. That was rotten what he r:Iid, him
. throwing that snnwhall I really told him off after you left.”
"You did?..."

i -L'lh

#

Iy

[J "0h ya, I let him have it,” Theo and Jules begin making their way
down the hallway towards 111& lockers, "and so did the twins. Sennus, |

it was the meanest thing I've ever seen someone do.” r

:' "But I thought you were the best of friends...” Theo comments. ~ §

I "Are you frikkin’ kadding me? We're not friends,” Jules' expressinn ;
changes, him disgusted, "he's gross, he smells, he says dumb stuff. 4f

H: Ya, he's my neighbour and his folks are fnends with my parents, I I
' mean, my foster parents... oh, you know I'm adopted, nght? .ﬁ .
{  "No?..." Theo Is surprised mm this news, "I didn't...”

[' "Ya, the Bandarondi's aren't my real folks. T've never met my real ;

8! parents. Heh..." Jules chut:klea 'Tdon't know wh*,‘IrnteIImg *,fnu aII E

thls I never talk about it..."
"I o b,
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"What you guys talking auut? Mattl,f sstanmg next te ;
= surprising Theo and Jules, Theo's insecunty shoots up, conscious of

E the bandage covering his nose, e *‘“"""*'--".**r!-;:;;‘ o

"Nothing,” Theo nervously places his coat on his hook,
! "Matthew," Jules leans on the lockers, speaking coolly, 'T want
{& vou to apologize to Theo, like you said you would... remember...?"
| "What? You crazy? I did tell you what this homosexual did while
M I was sleeping, night? Touching and licking my feet...?” Matty almost
shouts all this out while Theo's heart's dying, ~ *ef#ssssemmssns- il
@ Listen,” Jules pushes off the lockers, him standing inches away §
F from Mattﬁ,', towering over him, "this is gonna end now. You're g{mna
k. leave Theo alone, You got this,..7" " ™Herer e i ainean R
' "What... you a fucking homo as well...?" Matty doesn't seem the |
least bit intimidated by Jules (the many beatings from his father has *
made Matty numb to physical pain), yet whatever patience Jules has
always shown is now dissipated, him looming 3 inches taller and over
4 Matty... something drastic is about to happen. ™ shbaie s i e 4l
* "L.. 1 better go,” Theo stammers out, closing his locker, R
"Hey, Theo," Jules calls out fo Theo who faces him, "after class,
¥ come over to my place, ok?" there's dead silence. Theo can't help
! but glance over to his incredibly attractive ex-friend, Matty, and 1
" right in front of Theo, Matty's eyes go dark, the white by the irises J58%
disappearing, giving him the appearance of a malefic character, 2
demon. Theo smells the jealousy cozing out of Matty,
~ "Euh..." Theo looks away from what he pines for: at Matty, not
i comprehending why what he finds beautiful is nothing but an evil
- monster, turning back to Jules, “yeah, sure, I'll see you after class,”
! he says all flush in the face, then spins and scurries down the hall
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FE weeks pass hl,r Thec«s waikmg with his folks to the Bandarondis Pt
Il as they've been invited to Jules' birthday party. Theo's excited. "fj
. Quite a bit's changed for Theo in the past few weeks. Ever since . |
» Jules decided to befriend him, they've been almost inseparable. And g
* what Theo's most secretly thankful for is Jules feet don't do a thing . L .
| for him. Before, with Matty, Theo would space out while staring at *
his buddy's stout feet. But with Jules, although he's this handsome l'.H
.. young lad, his type of looks has no effect on Theo. Rather, he's able |
. to concentrate on their friendship which is more like a brotherhood «
' (this being said, however, Theo's attention is still always drawn to Tf,. |
those whom interests him - the bigger, portlier, beansh fellows).
Another thing happened: the moment Matty broke Theo's nose, )
L It also broke the charm spell Matty had over Theo. No matter huw ;
“ | physically attractive Matty's to Theo (even more so since his ex-bud
has put on weight), he could never trust Matty again, ever. h
' Once they arrive at the Bandarondis and ring the doorbell, Theo 3§

| " instantly know something is awry. Hirio, Jules' fnster—hther SWINgs | |.|
§- the door open, mmtrustmhlse',re T PRt e

¢ "Oh... hello..." Hirio's expression softens snmewhat, you didn't
. happen to see my son, Jules, at any point?... there's Exasperatiun =3
% in his tr:rnailt'_r O M 't

"No," replies Theo, seeing the worry in Jules' dad glances Tules ¥
|5nthere? Theo questions as they enter into the foyer, seeing the ,I--r
quests in the living-room, everyone looking solemn. It's 5:30 in the 4/}

{i
i
|
f
1]

i eve and this is supposed to be the biggest birthday party; it makes Ft
I | &

8 no sense to Theo as to why Jules is not here. "l
1 “There's no reason for alarm,” Jules’ foster-mother comes over % ¢
‘ to the Slouskys, huwever this 15 so unbecoming of Jules,” there's J

% faltering in her voice, "as he's never pulled a stint like th:s before, : .
' knowing we'd be wumed suzk about hlm o
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¥ "Jules left with us," Jessy of the twins adds as everyone's now -
g listening in, "he walked us home..." * Mlmmrlas e o
: "We left school around?..." her sister, Missy, cuts in.”
@ "..12:15... 12:20...7" Jessy answers questioningly.
HIt was about that," Missy confinues, "Fndays we finish schncrl
* at noon. He came to our house," she proceeds, "and we had lunch, 1
+ 3 hot cocoa, and then did our homework together,” she looks over 3
to her mom who shakes her head in agreement, "we finished it and§
he stayed until..." she looks over to Jessy. &% Simal e angd
b "3:30... 3:45 the latest?" Jessy replies, doing her besttu sound §
exact with her time, N
"It was around that," Missy's twmg 0 sc:und helpfm 35 wel yet ,q
& filling in the details doesn't seem to bring comfort to anyone, as
i now 2 hours have gone by and Jules 1s nowhere to be seen,
"Supper’s ready," Hirlo says as cheerfully as possible, "let's eat. |
& Once Jules gets home, he'll be surprised to see us all at the table, |}
“and then he's going to be even more shocked when he sees how
| angry I get," to that, everyone politely laughs although there's no
humour in his words. Theo looks about and sees worry casted on
the faces of the quests as they shuffle the party to the dining-rooms3
Among the group, Theo catches Matty who's glaring back. 'Those f
eyes of his,' Theo thinks, noticing how Matty's eyes are so black.
' Theo ominously knows Matty's somehow responsible for what's iR
' happening now; with Jules' absence and the bad feeling everyone'sj
g sensing. Theo spots malignancy in Matty's stare. In fact, Theo has |
! this sinking sensation that something evil's happened to Juies

{SLOUSKY




e

%Ha.:m N, 6T {SI___OUS](YJ'

3 days ater, Theo' sat home doing his math hnmewnrk when his
mind wanders over to his friend, Jules, who didn't show up to schoal
today (Monday), Nobody saw him over the weekend either as Jules
[ never made it home Friday night for his birthday party. By 10 that 3k
"# evening, the police were filling in 3 missing person's report. His mom 3

{; was in hysterics while everyone was doing their best to console her,

=
—_——

I

§  On Saturday, they formed search parties, With the word of mouth §

= from those at the birthday, along with the police and the firemen, &b
they investigated all the nearby areas within their neighbourhood, ™ {

and on Sunday afternoon, after church, there were over 200 people A&f

roaming the fields and forest areas contiguous to their suburbs, all

& the while everyone else in town was talking about the Bandarondi g

r' boy who went missing. Theo was there the whole weekend, right 7

|: next to his dad, every single minute, doing all he could to find his ™
best friend who's gone missing. veanps AF- ST I s mmanaiine,

% Theo's so confused as to what's going on. He can't understand

& how someone can disappaar, vanishing into thin air, And even though]

he hasn't known Jules for very long, Theo wholeheartedly believes 4|

L
e Wil =

B Jules is not a person who could or would pull a stunt like this, n
Since this occurred, Theo never once allowed himself to believe s
;*.1.. Jules could be gone forever, hoping (like everyone else) that his friend 1
- will come waltzing down the street, him flashing his winning smile, &
: | any excuse he'd give as to his absence being fully acceptable, The
[ notion Jules ran away from home did cross Theo's mind, but there
_' was no reasen for Jules to run away, the Bandarondis being prﬂhahly
= the friendliest parents Theo knows c:f ;
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y A light suddenly goes on inside Theo's head: he didn't think of g' |
£ this before, it only coming to him now. He goes downstairs, telling . ¥ ¥
= his parents he's going over to the Bandarondis to see if he can help & §
with anything, his folks complying. Once he ammives at Jules’ home,
there's 2 police squad cars parked in front. Theo goes to the door
: and it's ajar, a faint whiff of cigar smoke pluming through the crack.
- He hears the murmur from a mynad of voices talking. He pushes
" the door open, spotting a conglomerate of people along the hallway. |
« Not a single person pays any attention to Theo's presence. |
k| Theo makes his to the cellar door, opening it, the cold air whisking
i1, his face. He goes down the flight and once he's downstairs he tums !
' on the light. He looks about, seeing how deserted Jules’ basement |
'[ appears, a clear contrast to Matty's cellar next door which is teemed
with sleek toy stations Matty fabricated for his car and train sets...
l the Bandarondis' cellar appears forgotten, abandoned, haunted. & |
' Theo goes down the hall to the crack in the wall (which will lead
| him to the secret chamber, Theo forgetting about this seclusion ever
i since Matty broke his nose). Once he's near, he spots an old couch,
. Luckily it isn't heavy and he’s able to move it away, and justashe . |
i*: expected, there's the hole in the wall. Having brought a flashlight, =7
i° Theo leans down and throws a light through the crack, the darkness
 calling him to pierce it, whispering that the missing boy everyone in 4
8L town is searching for is down this path. Jules is here. i
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[!| Wiﬂ"lﬂut annmer thﬂught Theo gets down on his knees and slips 'h?]j
through the aperture with ease, gripping his flashlight. He stands
up once on the other side, a knot forming within his stomach; even - _5
though he can't explain it, he knows he's onto something. L ;
ﬁ- Theo steadily makes |"II5 way down the dark cormdor up unfil he ! |
reaches the secret room. The immensity of the chamber overwhelms ° 1
Theo as he flashes light all over the place. Looking along the shelved I
E'walls there’s nothing on them, all the ledges are bare. In the centre ~I
 of the room, the oversized freezers are also there, unmoved. The :
DL obvious change here is the smell. Theo can't give the odour a name
but it's a mix of stale piss, defecation and vomit, catching as well
[ the malodorous stench of decay. Once more Theo questions hlmself
as to why he's here, realizing how foolish it's of him to come here .
E hoping to find a clue as to Jules’ whereabouts. It's then when Theo
* notices there's something on top of a freezer lid. .
L As he approaches, he sees there's a bunch of bricks layered over
" a freezer's door. There's also dumbbell weights lying on their sides |
- with 20 written on them. Last time he was here there were none of . |
i these things. As Theo tries to comprehend what he's seeing, a dull
thud comes from within the freezer. Even though it's faint, it startles -
hTheu as the noise breaks the soundlessness this chamber embeds. ‘=~
[ Fright fills Theo, and as he's about to dash out, he hears the hint of ™
' a whispening voice. The words are muffled yet the tone's familiar. ./}
“Jules...?" Theo calls out responsively. -
"Hel... help me..." it's Jules’ voice. Theo's positive it's Jules. =] ;
..\'.'.
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e, it's Jules' voice. Theo's instincts kick in: puiimg
B the flaahhght an the ground so 2s to light up the freezer, he begins
F removing the weights then the bricks, Once he opens the lid, the
@ fator of decomposition slaps him. There's a stiring from inside the
box. Theo picks up his flashlight to see fingers grasping at the nim, |
He isn't afraid because he knows it's Jules. Holding his breath while ™
flashing a light into the container, he approaches. If it weren't for
Jules' beautiful eyes, he would have never recognized his friend. ™
Scrunched up in a ball, Jules doesn't seem fo have the strength to
let himself up. He's naked and Theo believe he's coverad in feces,
" He's also lost weight. Jules covers his eyes as the light blinds him.
“Jules...” Theo's soul 1s panging with such sadness as he doesn't
by Understand as to why Jules is here; the idea of him being someone’s §
prisoner dossn't register with him. &g g 4 0Vl % ol
"Thea," Jules smiles. Even though Jules appears to be the most
malnourished parson Theo's ever seen, he offers a smile, But Theo
doesn't care what his friend looks like, smells like, that he's naked
and covered in something filthy; all which matters is he's found his
o bud and everyone in town is going to be so happy once they find g
out Jules'safe. “*#Wﬂﬂrw i
i Theo's about to give Jules 3 hand out when someone grabs his %
. shoulder from behind, pulling him forcefully away from the freezer,
50 much so he loses his footing and tumbles to the floor. Although
Theo loses his balance and finds himself on the concrete, he didn't ™%
let go of the flashlight. He turns the beam over to see Matty Farling
standing by the refrigerated box, him looking straight back at Theg,
Matty's eyes not even squinting at the harsh ray of illumination from
Theu- 5 light ﬂashmg straight in his face. -
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' Thenshy’pnntmed hv Mattyssudden prasence, Neither of them 5t|r. |
| From within the box, Jules says something which Theo can't make
¢ out, yet it sounds like a plea, as if he's begging, but before Theo can

#% decipher what his pal's uttering, Matty slams down the freezer door
,," " with as much projectile force this pudgy kid can muster up, the metal i
4 door landing straight ento Jules” hand which is still holding onto the &8
& rim. The moment the lid crashes down onto Jules’ hand, Theo hears
¢ fingers breaking followed by such 3 mournful yelp, Matty lifts the
door wide open to bring it back down with the same force as before,
Jules wisely removing his mangled hand. Theo's unable to produce 2 8
rational thought, but he responsively knows he must defend Jules,
& Theo stands up, reminded it was Matty who just pushed him to the
& around. Theo advances towards Matty who grabs a brick, raising it §
B over his head, and the look in Matty's eyes is informing Theo he'll &
I not hesitate to crack open his skull if Theo decides to rush him. 24
"You're gonna Ieave this place,” Matty speaks with ELII:h 3 r:alming

M Tl ThEﬂ finds the courage r:sstand up to this vile hullﬁ,rr Im -
= not afraid c:fwu I'm going upstairs right now and tell Jules’ parents

where he is... . i
"No, you're not,” Matty says fiatly. Mim

"You're not gaing to stop me, Matty. I'm bigger than vou," Theg =
: thmws. out his hiuff with such conviction, he hEiIE'u'ES Bven h|rn5e!f
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'|’e yes, I hke fEet
¥ Theo hears his own voice coming from around Matt vs h'ICIﬂIt}', |t
& robotic sounding, staticky. Theo's puzzled look must be pr'r:ele-ss as
1 Mal:tys smile is so genuine, so beautiful, so evil,
"Do you like my feet?” It's now Matty's voice which Theo hears, "
b him too sounding machinelike, far away. Something awakens within
% Theo as he hears Matty's mechanical voice go on, "c'mon... you
W8 can tell me... do you like looking at my feet?” ‘
"... I quess so, yes, I like looking at your feet,” Theo hears
a click, Matty produces the audio tape recording machine in front of
“him. He hits rewind, the tape swirling until It stops, There's another %
8 click, Matty hithing play. -~ cesg vt imsaglamaiie ==oort | dinrigyy iy
Al "'fe... yes, I like feet," Matty hits the stop button and his smile ¥
i widens while Theo ﬁnally clugs in, el ke W aui e <N
"You recorded me..." Theo's experiencing a new state: paranoia.
"Wow, you're not quick, are va? Yeah, I recorded you. I just can't |
walt until everybody upstairs hears the tape, how about you?" Matty 3
' lights up a cigarette, making clouds of smoke, "I wonder if they'll 4
' think it's me who locked Jules here in this freezer,” Matty pauses,
= |etting each syllable sink in, "or if they'll think it's you, the crazy
homosexual with the weird fucking thing for guy's feet,” hitting ¥y
rewind, Matty replays the recording again:
"Ye... yes, I like feet.”

&
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_ 50 I"-'Iatb;'r breaks thﬂ silence, "once everyone realizes *,rnu rea
& [ig hﬂmu they will...
"Stop saying that!” Theo does his upmost to come off tough, yet
* his nerves are failing him, his vocal chords sound shaky, and Matty's &
" picking up on his weakness, All the while, Jules” wallowing in the
background is hurting Thea's ears; he's never heard anyone lament §

. with such sadness. ' = -+ 1
*  "Anyhow, [ don't care, go upstairs, tell everyone,” Matty keeps

& with his tranquil tone, "T'll simply play them the tape... oh, how can §
x [ forget,” Matty takes a package from his pocket, tossing it on the 8
top of the fridge, chuckling, "look inside. Like my dad says; it'sin
vour best interest if you did.” Pl & e o

Theo takes the package. Inside it are photegraphs, and the 1st
photo is of himself removing Matty's dad sock from his foot while
| e was sleeping. Theo flips through the image and It's a slide show |
of himself, of him removing the sock, followed by pictures of sniffing§
' Matty's dad's foot. There's a few closeups of Theo as well, clearly |
| identifying It's him. Panic begins forming a lump in Theo's throat.,

£ the photos, the situation and the scents overpowering him. He must

¥ throw up. All the while, Matty drones on about how he has all this
M ammunition which will frame him. Theo just can't understand how

= somecne 5o attractively appealing as Matty can be so viciously avil, &
i 50 darkly empty as a human being; in fact, Theo's being confronted 4%
I by an antihuman, 3 lusus naturae. Theo faints on the phums.




'3 2 weeks go b*,’. Theo's huddled close to his parents on the £}
{ sidewalk, alongside what looks like everyone from town. The news l
I spread fast of them finding Jules' body. Everyone was surprised to
E find out they discovered the dead boy in the basement cellar of their §
very own home, of the Bandarondis, who adopted the child. They #
i were all speaking about it at church this mom; how they chanced
:.'I upon a small crack in a wall which led to some hidden chamber, il
|| Ever since Jules’ been missing, the story of the boy who vanished §
I 1into thin air has been the hottest topic. Even though Theo's 100% '
j depressed, he's still impressed with all of the people who're showing '
' E" up at the Bandarondis’ house, There' : even news repurtem pushlng
their way to the front. L
1. Once the body of Jules passes the fmnt dnnr on a En'etcher a

. "i hush comes over the crowd. Jules’ covered with a sheet and the hh ,.

-, reality this is the dead orphan boy is hitting the onlookers. o
Theo's heard some gossip and rumours already. From what he's <4
[ pieced out: the Bandarondis' sold their house and were removing q |
I_ furniture from the basement when they discovered the hole in the ' %
i wall. Mister Bandarondi called the police so as to remove the boy's . F
& body from the secret chamber. It seems Jules locked himself by
mistake in a freezer, the top coming down and locking him inside., F:
; That's a rendition. Another version is that it's mister Bandarondi
who locked hlS own foster-child in the basement. Some have even

13‘F

hoth being sick and twisted individuals. Theo has no choice but to
.. Iisten to all these homble speculations, knowing it's Matty Farling
. i; whns fully to blame for ]ules death, » 4 __'-gl
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in his La-Z- E‘rn‘,r chair as he's watc’ung S0me CzEID an telewsmn
I8 Theo reopens his eyes, He sees the TV and hears noises yet he's E
3 suffering from some type of aphasia - he characters on the sreen :
j are talking in tongues, eyt ik By -
B Theo raises his hand in front of him, wondering if the colour of his A
- " hand's always been grey, but then, in between hisgreyr fingers, he @
a0 sees a blurry blnh- Theo can make out it's Eugene. It's his son, ‘But
0% my son is dead..." is what goes through Theo's mind, 'the loser killed
& himself, committing suicide, but here he is... I should say hi.
W Theo tries to get up from his chair but he forgets how. He doesn't
M understand how to use his body anymore, Then comes the largest
electrical jolt he's ever experienced. If before he didn’t know how tog
get out of the chair, the shock he receives has him flying. He finds
& himself on the floor, gyrating and convoluting all the while he hears 1
machinelike clicking sounds and crunching. He looks down and spots §
'h- a box with numbers on it resting on his grey shirt. It's alight, flashing§
L symbals, crackling away, and even though Theo doesn't know how
o hie knows: it's the sound of 3 computer processing data. Once the

SUN:> _ SUN: >

SUN:> Login: & _Terra_Sol I, SUN: > Next Synch in:

SUN:> De-Synch (#294), EUI'I.I 5 73 Hrs
SUN:> Name: Theodore Slousky, — :

SUN:> Birth: Jan 27th, 1955. 51_][4:::-

SUN:> Death: Aug 10th, 2027. ' SUN:> Luvzzz Va'zz!ll!
SUN:> Age: 72 years old. SUN:> Logout. i e b
SUN:> ' > e R——
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I 8.2 - THE COMING DOWN - 2027 (=12 YRS LATER)
Y 20 days have gone by since Slousky synched up with his
foot licking, toe sucking, gay father (dead Thendnrg}.

! THURSDAY, SEPTEMBER 9TH, 2021 - 10.57.03.09 AM|P.212

¥ 1t's been 3 weeks since Slousky's synched with Theo (his loser dad)
and he's still getting flash memory-bubbles from his pathetic father's
K life, like when his silly mom was in labour (with him), his idict dad
was dressed up like his favourite Village People, high on coke with
§ his fuck buday while hanging out in some dive queer bar. Ashis |
1 llama maother gave birth to him, his gay pop was dancing to Donna |
Summer, closing the bar and leaving with some porky effeminate
number he met ance the lights went on, going to his place, had @ 1
unprotected sex while licking and caressing this brother's feet, telling |
o |him how much he loved him (to never seeing him again). His piteous
: [ father finally headed over to the hospital to see if his farce for a wEFe'[
| was ready to leave, Not once did Theo ask to see his son, pretending
, only to be interested whenever a nurse came by to congratulate him. J
When Eugene was 7 years old (in 1984), his mesk dad had the
scare of his life: 3 of the tricks he'd been fucking had died from this
L new gay killer called AIDS, At the time, nothing was known of this
' disease yet everyone in the gay ghetto was scared shitless of it, the
bars emptying out, the blame running high, and all this allowing &
¢ new witch-hunt to brew against gays. Theo got tested and was not
Infected yet the fear he expenenced was strong enough to put him in
| remission with his need to screw husky bearish men while sucking
i their toes, Tt was only many years later, after his shit for brains son
| finally left to go to university followed by divorcing his useless wife,
" and being more informed about HIV, did his whorebag dad decide
b to return to the gay village to hook up with the newer generation 8§
of pudgy footed gay chubs, this time armed with condoms. :
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%' When Theo's stupid son committed suicide, he wasn't the least bit
surprisad, The luckless |ad had been out of the house for 13 years by |
g that time. Bafore he offed himself, Theo hadn't spoken to his kid in 3
1 years, neither of them calling nor even sending a lousy ¥mas card, -2
, At the funeral home, Slousky's emasculated dad saw his estranged
% lippy wife who doubled in ugliness, her sister as well (them obviously
In competition). And all duning the final rites, Theo mused over how
b secretly pleased he felt now with his dip kid offing himself since he'll
no longer need to pretend at being a father nor will he ever have to
& see his gready ey, thair inept son being the only weak link they had.
| Still, Theo knew better not to smile at a funeral,
What surprised Theo was the amount of camera folk who showed
“up (the paparazzi). Slousky's derf dad hadn't a clue what his son did &
for a living. It appears his son was an online celebnty yet for all the §
'. wrong reascns. He never heard of a Slousky dot com, Theo leaming

all this from a nephew over a catered meal afterwards; how his son &

ran a popular website and he committad suicide by hanging himself |
k online in front of 200k+ viewers. His nephew filled him in by saying -
| his son ran a shack site, posting the most horrible type of photos and 4
& videos, He'd also post vile blog updates and the evilest of viogs.

&, Slousky hung himself in 2010 and Theo had never once beenon 4
“the internet (not even knowing what it was). Fortunately, the nephew &
d had his pad with him and Theo (55 then) was now no longer a virgin

when It came fo cyberspace and the information superhighway.




" Theo'sson's wehpage hlurred the Imes hetween freedurn and h.EItE
 speech. His son opened his site in 1995, the net in its infancy, the
' globe still ignorant to how vital a mmmunicative tool the net will be. §,
" In 95, as everyone was making innocent homepages, adding pics of ¥
ﬂ'lE!TISEh’ES and their fluffy pets, Slousky was among those pioneers &
. who were blogging all day, keeping the content fresh, and instead of ]’l -
n . posting cutesy photos of adorable puppies, he'd post a video of an &
. indigenous culture hacking off the head of a kitten and cooking it, “& }
F showing the toothless clan smiling while chewing on their feline meal
L = His son struck a chord among the disgruntled masses as he was .'
_receiving all kinds of material to post on his website: crime scene 4
photos sent in by technicians working for the police (never meant for -
 public consumption). He'd get the strangest medical media emailed &
tnr dissatisfied hospital staff members. Unruly postal workers would .ﬂ
‘ send in |etters they opened, revealing the most intimate sentiments
¢ peaple would wnite to others, their souls exposed. His son would pr:vst
d&ntal photos of the worst kmd of mutilated bodies and of torture. &
Alongside this shock matenal his nerd son had a way with words. 2
. Elr:-uslw professed: before the net, a common loser had no handin
' media manipulation, getting knocked down, censored and tried likea
" witch in Salem. Before the internet, the powers that be repressed Jii
. whatever tainted their sacred doctrines. Once the net came alive, *  §
\ corporations started losing control on how humans consumed their #*
' media. And it's then when geeks like Slousky waltzed in and flipped
everything on its head. Slousky preached: corporations will crumble
| apart as TV won't interest the masses because everything on the net |
3 is free (PG, .PNG, .MP3, .AVI, VOB, .TORRENT). Theo didn't have a

3 fuckmg clue what thls nephew was talkmg about,
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which in themselves drew a huge number of surfers, Theo's sick aﬂn i
[ also put up a ton of pornographic material of the kinkiest type. il
* Theo's nephaw knew so much about his twit son, prﬂclaiming he's ]
~F always been a hardcore Slouskian, proud in the fact his cousin's thn ;
masterrmnd behind Slousky.com. =@ TSN

After listening to his dorky nephew ramble on about his nﬁ&prmg :

! ‘fur 30 minutes, Theo still felt nothing for his boy. Neither impressed

| nor repelled, he didn't give a rat's ass what his kid did whilst alive,

i Theo Just wanted these services to be over as quickly as possible so

he'd never have to think about his good-for-nothing kid ever again,
After the funeral rites, Theo pushed through the crowd of camera
people, going to his car without speaking a word. As he drove away, -
he entertained the idea of making a quick buck from his son's death
K as it's surely a hot topic now, profiting by riding the bandwagon, yet
" this would mean Theo'd have to talk about his retarded lad as well
B as his role as a father, a title he's always loathed. Now '.Hlth his s0n
f dead, it be like the little shit never existed, P itwmrTRRR
1 Usually Slousky's able to shake off a synch, allowing h1m t|me ko
 worry about more important affairs (like the upcoming synch), but
thera's so much about his homaosexual father which is fucking up
% Slousky, and recalling how he relived his perverted dad's life for 72 8
 years has him sick to his grey stomach. Slousky's always hated fags
50 having to suck sfinky cocks, felch hairy asses, fuck hales belonging§

% to sweaty overweight men, and then lick their corned fest, to kissing,
oF sniffi ing, tonguing and adoring them, to always fantasize about pudgy
men'’s sncka day and nlght }ust like Theo dld IS d|5turb|ng Sluuskz.r
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There's also that insane situation Theo lived through as a young lad. |
Slousky's quite recognizant Theo (his lame dad) is an accomplice to §
" murder; when in 1967, Matty locked Jules in the freazer, Matty then ¥!
hlackmallmg Theo, resuitlng in Theo never telling a soul with what he, 4
witnessed, suffering his whole life with guilt and the fear of exposure. |
'IBut whafs distressing Slousky 15 he's 100% sure Matty's the younger
 version of the disgustful pedophile, mister Farling, the evil pig who's §
raped, tortured and killed young boys. What's even more fucked up is’
Slousky's depraved dad had a crush on this Matty (and his feet), 24
P« Slousky scratches at the nape of his grey neck as if there's bugs g3
- crawling up it. He's jonesing. He needs a fix sumething urgent. He &
knows he's about to synch soon. ==, 7555 apriee g‘;rmm
__Hecan 't help but glance at his synchwatch:

e e

J'__ 2027/09/09 - 11:04:33.19 AM = [(].[}051 1;_5.;.]]'

b Slousky's heen hlding within me Sewer syrstern under the crappy
|suburbs where he grew up. After synching with his icky dad, he saw

an opened manhole, taking the opportunity, him hiding in these shit 3
stained gutters ever since. 3 weeks have passed, and in 51 minutes, |
Slousky has to synch up with another dead unit, Knowing better not !
to piss off "The System' by loitering in these sewers, he makes over #1
& o where he sees a light, believing it be safer to synch above grﬂund il
than below, hoping he'll synch up with a big chested bimbo who was
-a nymphomaniac. Slousky definitely hopes The System’ will show
-some heart after having him recently synch up with his gay father, ‘

and before that, Slousky having to relive the horrible death of them

yrnung boys, murdered by a deranged, subhuman, demonic fucker... |
Hntdugsl Git' yar hnl:dnqsl Zlfer:tl'gi price of 1I°j¢

-ﬂiIIlHT Bay

e ;r._-u_.._.._-.ua __..._._...J
£




' "Hotdogs! Git 'yar hotdogs! 2 fer 'tha price of 11"

Slousky shudders, hearing a familiar voice. 'But that's impossible/
Slousky's frantic. He should be in the burbs but The System’ cheated
and Slousky's back in the dirty megalopolis. Peering up at the opened
manhole, he knows evil's just above. Slousky sighs. e : SR

Slousky's shirt-card's whirring away. He must leave these sewers i
or something worse than a synch will incur. He makes his way up the i
ladder, popping his grey head out of the manhole to find himself just
a yard away from the pedophile, Mister Farling, who's siting by his #=
hotdog stand, making a sale to a mom, him unabashedly touching her .
child who's all giggly as it toys with mister Farling's kitten. Slousky's j
amazed at how this pervert's been getting away with his sick ways i
for so long, in plain public, even condoned as this mother's smiling
alongside her kid who's getting pawed by this monster. S SeaSs

Seems Father Sun enjoys a dramatic setting as He hides behind S
dark clouds, a storm brewing. Mister Farling looks up, grinning at the %
sky as If he's the master of the Universe. Slousky spots dead Billy ‘&
coming from behind, along with slayed ‘il Jameson. Mister Farling Ml
gathers his stuff as the wind's picked up, him incognizant to the waeq-
growing gang of deceased boys surrounding him, Slousky recognizing
Jules among them. The skies light up, turning it silver, followed by a &
crack of thunder, the rain suddenly pouning down. Mister Farling, on dl
his vending bike, passes by the manhole, splashing Slousky as he
rides by, him sensing the drops of rain on him but it's not wet, mure‘
like vibrating blips on his grey skin, s, 1« J & AalE i

#Slousky watches as mister Farlinn'g'“II cycles down the ma'd,Tﬁ:?gTﬁld 1
of murdered lads keeping hot on the pedophile's trail, jogging along, !
them waiting for the day when their predator dies. Slousky's alone; for

il
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F42 minutes left - meamng he hasn't synched up yet ‘but... all the

¢ dead boys are gone,” having chased after mister Farling. And due to

| the sudden rainfall, there's not a soul on the street (living nnrdead}

50 feeling semi-safe, Slousky climbs out of the manhole. 4 ,{}Q

Before he can relax, Slousky's shirt-card lights up. Ahead, in the ®

o Dlurry storm, there's appmachinr; lights. Lightning crackles, Slnualcy'a

1 confronted with 3 crippled looking dead boy. This kid has a sideshow §

I carnival look about him, an arm and leg deformed (or diseased). The

' lightning disappears, Slousky's now greeted with glittering eyes, their

hnghtness growing as this malformed, deceased child nears. {39

¥ Slousky's synchwatch's flashing, his shirt-card whizzing away, Ind |

A his grey eyes light up, shining orilliantly straight ahead. In front, he's

faced with another of mister Farling's victim. It's inmmprehensibl& to§

Slousky how an adult could hurt 2 child, even get pleasure, And this

% pedophile murdered 2 handicapped boy this time. 'This is so fucked, 4

| but before Slousky loses himself in hefuddlements, nis eyes singe, Wk

| the light blinding him, ‘here we go... 5I|::u5 s |ast thoughts before
avru:hmt;, E:memmrkmg die again... 4 e

SUN:> Login: 5_Terra_5n!_i1,..
SUN:> Synchronizabon (#295).
SUN:> Subject's Name: Vincent Timothy Graham
SUN: > Birth: December 24th, 2002, izieh
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(HAPTER 9

- -~-m' _a.nu
191 vmcmr 2002 (=25 YRS A AGO)

Slousky s synched up with the dead Vincent Graham. .
Slousky will now live like a child with deformitres

B a A AARR TR VR R TEIE AN AT R N e
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b ..Kliklirhz Whurzh... B b g Ao w:
11:07:43.22 PM ‘-&_"',-,;”}'
Tuesday, December 24th, 2002 . *"
Vincent Timothy Graham's born to Celia and John Jr. Graham (the
only offspring they'll have). Right away it's noticeable their child has g *
*@ several defects, them not showing up property in the ultrasounds;  f |
§  the newbom's missing toes and fingers on his left side. Duetoit 4% |
: being Christmas eve, Celia tells the hospital staff her boy's a miracle,
2 " while John Jr.'s thinking the opposite: he sees a cripple who'll never %
l be a star athlete - worse - he'll cost a fortune in hospltal bl||S 0
..Zrhreezzhssh Clikshrzsh... . ;
d Saturday, February 25th, 2006g\ & 43 \
v F 5:122:41.48 PM
§ Vincent's 3 years old. He's in the back seat as they drive away from
his mother's funeral proceedings. He's got no idea what's going on
but his mom isn't anywhere to be seen and his father's bemg Way
3 more colder than usual with him. "
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During the funerary ceremony, John Jr. stands up and states cancer's
.1 the worst thing ever. 2 months ago, Celia, his wife, was the healthiest
creature, but after a routine checkup with the doctor, she found out
“she had ovarian cancer. John Ir. really hopes his wife’s death will
remind others to live theirs at the fullest, as Celia was an exemplary ™y
human being. His eyes tearing, crimping his epitaph, John Ir. declares
It should have been him or his son who should've died, not her, Now
: off script, he says his light's extinguished, sees only darkness, and
.doesn't know how he's going to bring up a crippled son without his
FF wife. Looking down at the crowd, he says his son has rheumatic
* arthritis in both arms and legs, as well as deformations, missing toes *
and fingers, all this resulting in the simple fact his only son's fucking
broken. Once John Ir. decided to swear during his wife's memonial, it
broke the hush over the audience. John Jr. went on about he's been
In constant debt since Vincent needs so much special care, and this
, kid's troubles never seem to end. At this point John Jr. breaks out into
a laughing fit, chortling how they didn't bother to get life insurance,
believing they were still young. Then there were also his late wife's
chemotherapeutic treatments, and now there's also the funeral costs
which, of course, they didn't put aside for.
Pearing over a mesmerized group, John Jr. looks straight at his boy
and says his kid's costing him an arm and a leqg, no pun intended. It's
. at this point, Larry, John Ir.'s older brother, gets up from his pew and
1 grabs Vincent from his seat, storming out uf the funeral home. Others
] promptly follow suit, putting on their winter gear, behaving as if the
r. Services were over, everyone ignoring John Ir. who tries talking over
i them, telling them he’s not finished. :
¥ =Vincent, from the backseat of his uncle's car, catches his dad coming
3 out of the church, running after the car, then watches him fall flat on |
, s ass as the pavement's a sheet of ice.
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“\incent's 5 years old. He wakes up 'screamme nightmare still real.,

A caretaker gets up from his seat to make his way to the boy's room.

_Vincent's at a centre for children with disabilities which has been his

 lodgings of late. His father, John Ir,, didn't have it in him to parent .
the lad. Vincent's uncle initially offered to tzke care of Vincent up untl _®
he realized how needy this child is. They decided on placing Vincent =%
50 he can get the proper care. The centre’s expensive yet John Ir, ;‘ '.
calculated it'd cost him more if he kept him at home, === ==+
When John Jr. brought Vincent to the centre, he didn't sew where they -

b were going nor of this place becoming his home. After leaving his son

® 'in his new room he shares with 3 others, telling Vincent to stay, he 4

"depart&d the facility, not even kissing nor hugging h|s hl::-r This was 6 1 i
i months ago and not once has he called nor visited. s |

The orderly enters, turning on Vincent's lamp next to |'II5 hed He'd )

I'. stupped screaming by this point, compensating by heavy sobbing. He ?!?
Tecalls some type of presence in his dream, a force - under him, above,
within him, unable to vocalize any of this to the aide. Vincent's wide

++ “awake but this mortiferous entity is still nearby, as if this shadow form

* will manifest itself at the foot of his bed. The caretaker pats Vincent's
' forehead, placing a soothing arm around the boy, shushing him and
= telling him everything's going to be alright. Vincent knuwa fur a fact 4
that's a lie - nothing will be alright. ;
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'-Incents 6 years old. Today's Volunteer Day'; once a month, the
r:entre for disabled children celebrate their volunteers by organizing
a special day, inviting 2 magician, 3 musician, a clown, firemen and 2
policemen oftentimes making special quests. It's a day filled with all
!kmds of activities and fun foods as well as gifts. The fact Vincent's |
fathers not once visited, not even on 'Volunteer Day’ - when every
1other resident child has some type of relative show up on this day,
this doesn't damper Vincent's excitement at the least. He just loves
| 'Volunteer Day": the magic show, the sing-a-longs, as well as all the
extra attention everyone devntes to him, ]i.IEt like the kind-hearted 1‘
tvolunteer, mister Farling, = = ——= 5 Br———ip 0
§Some of the volunteers are famih; mernhers to these children, whlle I
d others are retired folks, some religious, and others are considered "}
35 bighearted souls, |I|EE mister Farling. For the past year, mister 'y,
Farling’s been uﬂ‘ering his time, telling the centre he'd lost his own l"
wife and child to a fire incident a few years back, him not ready to |
start another family but he still wants to give, and volunteering at |
this place’s exactly what he needs. Mister Farling does his bestto & !
spend a little time with all of the handicapped children, trying not to ¢
show favountism among them, yet If anyone were paying attention, =
% they'd have noticed mister Farling does in fact give a tad more of his
r, : time to little, parentless Vincent. .« vyl Y ":l
y Tﬂda'f mister Farling decided to wheel Vincent about, to be with hlrn i
= to give this child a little of his love since there's ntzli:u]l:h-r who comes £
:i- to visit him. He likes to tell the staff and other family members the *&
~ child he lost had special needs, and Vincent reminds him a lot of the =
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It‘s now over a month since 'Volunteer Day'. Mister Farling's \ '
* driving away from the centre with Vincent who's sitting next
.+ to him, smiling right back at the pedophile. s #1) 4 .
- ¢ Getting Vincent out of that centre for disabled children tumed
* out easier than expected. The hospital's in a Victorian era-like
building (nuns included), and everything about this infirmary’s & :
archaic, even their security system. Mister Farling decided it beg> ¢ ‘1
tonight; as he sports his tailor-made orderly outfit, showing up b !
at 4 in the moming (barely a soul about), he peacefully wheels _
out 3 willing Vincent. Now, as he drives off, asking Vincent to i}
{find a radio station he likes, promising him a delicious breakfast, 1%
A mister Farling lights up a cigar, knowing at some point tomornow
. the news will be crawling all over this story.
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It's been a week since Vincent's been abducted and the news is 5t||| A
., frontiining this story. It's only recent mister Farling has the intemet = §

A
'1
|
..l

b et he loves it so much more than TV. His favourite site's CNN.com =
~ in which he gets to watch the numerous and continually updated
L 8 coverage about the missing disabled boy, and there's a video he b

¢ rewatches; a CNN reporter's interviewing a grumbly mother who's I ']

8 abashedly condemning this hospice for sick kids. The whole time she’s |
flailing her finger in the air, almost poking the reporter in the eye, all §

8 the while thrashingly rocking her son in his chair with her other hand. '
8 What's most priceless about this video is, behind the interview, . 8

. mister Farling sees himself wheeling a handicap qirl down the hall £ 3

® alongside another parent who's doing the same. Seeing himself in| %
the video has done so much for his ego and has been extremely ~ 5%
good for his morale. He didn't have it in him to go up to a reporter | ¥
and volunteer to talk in front of the camera, reconsidering it might “giy

&= be a bad idea in the long run (although he's nothing to hide since

8 he's never been caught). Nevertheless, mister Farling knows it's best |

to always keep a low profile, yet he g wewed this video on their site sy
easily 1000 times, == i By o ml
Each time mister Farling watches this w:[en on his laptop, he's sitting' &

* right next to Vincent. Rather than put him in his box as he's done in
the past with the others, mister Farling just doesn't have the heart «
to do it to Vincent, not yet. Seeing this little child with his awful

'1- disability, his deformation, all the while the molester imagining how
' painful the boy's rheumatoid arthritis must be, mister Farling has

04 made 2 special room for the child in the basement of the house he's ™%

heen rentmg
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*Up uni]I today, rmster Faﬁing continued to visit the hnsulce for dlsahled
- children, even among the chaos it's presently ensuing, as not showing
*up wnulr:l spark suspicion. Before kidnapping Vincent, mister Farling had
(& stature at this hospital for sick kids, playing an important role with his
¢ yolunteering, dividing his time among all the patients, giving an ear to
any family member, while letting everyone know he's a widower, losing
« | his wife and boy (with special needs) to a fire. It's true, he's a widower,
-« after killing them, it looking like an accident (the boy was his step-son 2
.i who wasn't handlf.:m::naiI and he marmed to be close to her son). ¢ &
‘% ' Today, the hospital's closed its doors to the public, the pedophile & ©
checking the updates on CNN.com, a reporter rambling on how health | 8
« care system's corrupt, mister Farling doing his best to explain all this

discovery - the World Wide Web - and how, overnight, his whole lifes | \

* Bl changed. Although he has CNN playing on his TV in the background ) 2
) all the time, he can't get enough of their juicy website. But when he J|
" needs a change of pace, explaming this to Vincent, mister Farling will ,; -
visit his other favourtte site: Slousky.com. Mister Farling tells Vincent 4 #
| there's nobody else on the planet who he relates more to than to than &
- with the webmaster, Slousky. Mister Fariing says this Slousky nails the ||
 balls on the wall to whoever he doesn't like that day, may it be some §f &
cretin government fascist or an idiot religious fundamentalist who got 4 &
#f caught doing dumb shit, Slousky bodyslams these fucks with his words, '"-
_:' Vincent doesn't fully understand the pedophile, yet there's trui-,r no .
.other grownup who's been kinder to him than Mister Farlmg i 7
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Mlster Fadmg con5|ders himself a full-blown SIousklan fan, buying . 4
a t-shirt, posters, a pen, a mousepad, a baseball cap, a watch, and
¢ he's recently ordered some Slousky socks with matching py]amas
all of them with Slousky's logo. R e
' 1 It's taken mister Farling a long time to read all the posts Slousky’ s
L8 = " written from the beginning, yet he's proud he's read every single «
‘# \word his online hero’s written since 1995. Mister Farling's never i’
" 5¥ been a connoisseur of great authors, and since young, his reading .

-l matenial's been comic books and pulp fiction detective stuff, but
* ' surely Slousky must compare to some of the greatest writers who's |
' ever existed, or so he tells Vincent who's listening attentively. The «
ﬁ } pedophile Ieans over the disabled boy to get his laptop as thinking ! .
. about Slousky.com has him wonder if there’s any new updates. And o
Ilke ; trusted friend, Slousky's posted a little something:

Thursday, July 16th, 2009

The moment the internet's available to all
is when we'll say goodbye to our useless
leaders who spend their time figuring out
ways trying to scare us or have us fight
among us, all the while taxing us with their
outdated, medieval systems just to spend
our $3$ by placing their ugly mugs on their
ad campaigns, fucking blinding me, where
my $3$ should go to health, education, etc.
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is reading Slousky's site to 3

p 221 u SLOUSKY , disabled boy he kidnapped. i
Snwwnr- 'l'h-ii-—l--q--r-

S
? B 1 Slousky.com- 3
Every asshole leader, at some point in their life, gets hit with 1119 e
" delinous belief they have power. They don't. Nobody has control F
with what's happening on Mother fucking Earth. .,
Anyone today who says God whispers The Word' into their ear, ﬁ
well, give them medication. No one has a clue what's going on,

5o when they speak for God ~ again ~ there's pills for dementia.

As for the written "Holy Word' - nope - can't use that shit no
more to manipulate the masses. That worked when books were
locked up and cultish monks had power over knowledge - yet,
hindsight: why would God have us write down His (or Her or...)
"Word' on something so temporary as fucking parchment?

Now, the net's at the tip of everyone's fingers in 2000, for all
to write their manifestos in gayful blogs, their magnum opuses
with forceful fury. In fact, everyone who's online has a hand in | 4
this ‘Word', It's 'The New "Word" - a partaking in a conversation I
by blogging, replying, copying, sharing, editing, tagging, efc..

‘The New "‘Word" is written by all, not by a dumb fucking leader. o
,  Today, we got The Code’; the computer code, a building block,
b4 which allows us to put down The New "Word". Those today who
L2 know how to code have the power; and just in the past, there's
™ only a handful who can code (well). Our future elitists will be &
those who can make their code move faster, cleaner, and with
less bugs. So I guess what I'm saying is: If you meet a coder,
hend over as he (or she or...) Is *fﬂur new fucklng God. v
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[l '-J:ncent s been away from the hospital for a week now and he hasn't
= missed the place at all. He's enjoying his time at mister Farling's who
elaborated how he's his new foster dad. He's always liked it when
! mister Farling came to visit, but since he's been living with him, he's  ®
seen a whole other side, the murderer showing a loving, fatherly facet. &/
Every morning mister Farling comes in with a breakfast then leaves <
for work. He retumns at noon, they have lunch, he goes back, parts
work at 4PM, does an hour of volunteer then comes home with McD's, |
ABW's, KFC's or Wendy's... and ice cream, of course, 111.
* | During the day alone, Vincent plays Xbox with all the latest games § 5
y | mister Farling's rented. Vincent also gets to use the Samsung Galaxy
?3 Tab, the pedophile showing the boy cool video sites like Youtube.com.
“r" At night, they watch TV together and follow the stories on CNN |
concerning his abduction, the molester saying the news' the only
 Important thing to watch. Vincent's surpnised to see his picture show -
. up 5o often. He can't quite make out what the folks in the newsroom °
are talking about, but they show the hospital and he's seen his dad |
- on television, looking afraid. Mister Farling asked Vincent if he misses 8
¥ his father, to which the disabled boy, with 2 smile, SEI',"S not at all, |
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iu M|ster Farling's about to turn off the lights and tuck his Vincent
into bed when he spots an update he overlooked on Slousky.com.
& The caption reads ‘Chemobyl Babies', a thumbnail gallery under
’ the rubric. Mister Farling squints, realizing he needs glasses as «
the tiny images are eerily familiar, goose bumps forming as he

& gets a kind of déja vu. After enlarging the 1st image, he gasps: /%
: it's a photo of Vincent's deformed foot, a picture he took. '
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E Mister Farling stares at the website, his mouth open. The peduphlie 5 i
¢ - dumbfounded. On a whim, he sent photos he took of Vincent, those
%, only of the boy’s defomtatiuna (pics of his nght hand and foot). At a
#4 public library, mister Farling uploaded them to Slousky's website,
h doing so anonymously. He never imagined they'd get posted since
Vincent's the hottest topic in the news night now, so either Slousky's
» - a complete idiot or this webmaster does not reallze how mmmmatmg '
- l % these images are,
" Vincent playfully pokes Mister Far!mg in the am aa he wants to see
as well. He's never witnessed his foster father react this way before. 5
' Mister Farling looks over to the boy, and smiling, lets him see what's d
- on his tablet. As Vincent looks at the image of his own foot which is =
| missing toes, he recalls when mister Farling photographed him. The
boy didn't ask any questions as he's used to being x-rayed, scanned,’ :
 observed, studied, agreeing to everything the pervert asked of him -
as if it were protocol, although it was the 1st time he had to take off ‘yx
{ all of his clothes. - L) ﬂ 1
I The fact these images are posted on his favourite site's an incredible :
&% occurrence to mister Farling, yet he also realizes he's placed himself
* " in a precarious position as someone will recognize these photos. The 4
' abuser knows he can't keep Vincent any longer since the heat's about 7
_ " to intensify, S P 1
i~ He's looks at Vincent Etmight on, and with tears in his eyes, he tE||E
4 - Vincent he loves him like he's qued no other. Vincent asks why he's |
s l:r',ring to which mister Farling replies they're tears of joy, him being !
so proud his Vincent's a star on Slousky.com. Mister Farling gets up s '
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It's Vincent's 4th da*,f mthm mlster Fadang 5 box. He 5 gnt no &nerg}r
‘whatsoever. He's had nothing to eat nor to drink since that evening
when mister Farling metamorphosed into a terrible hurting being.
Vincent knows this big word as he recalls a kind nurse back at the
husputal telling him he'll someday metamorphose into a healthy and
; strong man, meaning he'll no longer be a frail nor sick boy. In mister ~ *
Farling's case, he morphed from a caring surrogate father into the = .
 vilest creature Vincent's ever come across. The insane pedophile hit, - &
- punched, slapped, bit off a piece of Vincent's ear, chewed into his ~ 4) -
'1 » cheek, all the while ripping into him, muffling Vincent's screams with 'l i
{ I his overpowering large hand, the ring on his middle finger breaking 8
5 Vincent's front teeth due to the sheer pressure he placed over the
, Jl:hllds face. All Vincent could do was try to find small moments to 5
| . gasp and catch his breath whenever mister Farling's hand would i i
%I move away from the boy's mouth and nostrils, Vincent screamed, J‘ -
kg;cned and begged but all that simply enraged mister Farling. For how | ’
y long this went on, Vincent doesn't recall since he passed out at some -
"’ ’pumt from the shock his body underwent, his last memory being the HI

b ¢ smell of his blood in his nostrils, the white bed sheets drenched red. v‘“ g

¥

¥ When he awoke, he found himself in a box with no lights. For the
{. next few days, Vincent would hear mister Farling come and go, turn
*a on/off the TV, scream at him or speak to him kindly, sometimes he'd §
y cry or yell or laugh. As seques, the murderer would read passages -

: from Slnusk')rswehmte as U’ncent pleaded mcessantly furhls Ilfe %
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L Vincent closes his eyes for the last time, envisioning within his ¢

A mind something he's never done: running under brilliant Father Sun.
* Next to him are panthers striding alongside, the boy keeping up.
Vincent's pacing through a tropical jungle and he's feeling so alive. »° "

| Vincent takes his last breath on loving Mother Earth.
. m.“""m"*“ e ""‘?"'t}'ﬂ""!"'l" W ‘

ARV :
SUN:> Login: &_Terra_Sol 3. i," SUN:> Next Synch in:
SUN:> De-Synch (#295). N SUN:> 20 Days: 23 Hrs
~ ! SUN:> Name: Vincent Graham.* - 'SUN:> 5 Secs
SUN:> Birth: Dec 24th, 2002. '“" SUN.>_ '
SUN:> Death: July 20th, "009 SUN:> Who Luvz U?? I'z Do!!! 2 3 '

SUN:> Age: 6yearsold. ... “'SUN:> Logout.
’$ s -.4..‘_ ..J-AL WS VU VSTV VR PSS {%
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‘Take... a fucking step... backwards,” Slousky mutters. He's |
% having a hard time disconnecting from Vincent, Part of him's still 3
3 disabled boy, imprisoned by a maniac, left in a box to rot, yet ‘:,
thankfully his old self is slowly reinstating, " aassian = ¢ 0
Slousky unplugs from Vincent, falling backwards and down -, @ |
the manhole onto his back, knocking the wind out of him. He
“# can't move, paralyzed (mostly out of fear). The rain has not let
up as drops fall on his face. Slousky looks up, seeing a pair of -i |
lights shining down. Their luminance fade, revealing a dead, grey 8
and solemn looking Vincent. All Slousky wants to do is cry, feel ¢ 1
sorry for himself, for Vincent, for all the dead boys, but before he S
& l0ses his fucking mind, Slousky gets up and runs down the sewer, #
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i _--W Slousky’s hiding in a cave. | f.
: it SLDUS“Y e *ﬂ He's discovered a built-in r

apphcatrﬂn wri‘hm hrmEEFf

— B
1

192 - WEB 10, 20, N0 - 2021 (25 YRS LATER) +

.'3'. week's past since Slousky's desynched fmm Vincent, and he's been {

& productive; Slousky's been mucking about with an application built

§ into him, an app he didn't have access to up until a few days. Since «

messing with this editor, it's permitted Slousky to forget his woes and,

not think of the horrible things to come. Also, since Slousky's been_,

hiding in a cave (far from the shitty city), he's had 100% peace. ™9
This application is a browser/editor connected to the internet today

L (2027). How come he never knew of this program within him earfier 3,

Is a mystery. Perhaps The System' has underwent some upgrade, yel §

¥ playing with this app has been truly Heaven sent, | : N

He reluctantly glances at his synchwatch;

L | 11 B g ]l S Rl L gl -:_'|'|'
TEL } 2{]1?,!'[]9,"16 10:52:37.15 AM = [13 13 59 49.36] "
Hes got 2 weeks before synching (when Sluus.l{ﬁ,r Iwes crutthe ife "E
of some pathetic dead unit), and he's positive it'll be with another of ¢
mister Farling's murdered nestlings, as in: a boy killed by a pedophile, §

F and Slousky will play out the starring role of the child who'll be preyed
upon and... Slousky refuses to ponder on any future synchs and gnes
ok back to his built-in application. It's either via his shirt-card or his &8

¥ synchwatch, vet when Slousky calls up this editor, it appears right %
within his retinal, in the center of his eyeball, and all he does is think'
o of It and an internet search box appears, then he conceives the words;
| ratherthan having to type them. This editor is way more fucking fun &
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No longer is Slousky going to randomly search and surf Shlt with this’ |
|| new internet app. 'T've been dead for 17 years then this application
$magically appears??' He's positive this is a gift from "The System' so 3
he must be serious. He needs to master this editor, maybe even Q
crack the code to this program, and by doing so, he'll escape this “4g
purgatory where he's unseeable to the living while a kazillion dead
b units eagerly await to synch with him. ‘The System' has endowed
- power to Slousky, knowing how much he loves computers and he's 3
J but a retarded webmaster who went too far with his suicide prank
”-;—U On the surface, websites in 2027 haven't modified since 2010: =8
webmasters are still vying for your attention, praying you'll buy their |
crap while dying for you to click on their shitty ads. The uselessness §
of trying to capitalize on the net hasn't changed, rather, it's what's ,t

If

running invisibly behind which excites Slousky: the code. Yabo' My 43
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W Slousky has a Bachelor's in Computer Science (class of 1995),
' makmg the Honours program (top 10%), Out of all his courses, his §
 favourite were the coding classes. Slousky had begun his Master's S
8 when his site it big. SFFAE dr, pomrge == & ey
" - With Slousky.com, in no time did he make a fortune in Dormo ads §
alone, enough for him to drop out of school to work full-time on his 4
B own shit. By the year 2000, Slousky was 2 millionaire, notorious for
. baing a sick and twisted webmaster, However the real reason why &
P Slousky received so much populanty wasn't due to his personality, JE
It's because he implemented Web 2.0 designs to his site before all 5398
kthe other gold digaing webmasters. 7 ¥ o o R el
8¢ In 1995, the internet was in its infancy (the Web 1.0 phase],
tlme when few created content, webmasters making static pages
I surfers couldn't interact with. Still, this new nat was fun (especially
with the amount of free porn to be found). While Slousky fed his 3§
users with sick images, he was also building a brand new interface %™
where users created profiles, letting them comment on updates and
create topics in forums. This user-generated content became status i@
F quo later on, vet Slousky was innovative. He even personalized his Al
site by calling his surfers Slouskians (signifying ‘anti-everything’). |
¥ In 2010, he was working on a Web 3.0 code (intelligent data), @&}
but he didn't get far with his cryptography (due to kiling himself).
Today, in 2027, Slousky's so lost as he tries to decipher the code M
embedding websites, It's beyond Web 3.0 to the point of Slousky
joking by calling it Web N.0 (N = c0). He has no idea what he sees
when it comes to this code, It's as if the mdes organic, as in: alive,
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Drgamr: Cﬂﬂ'ﬂ' N, ﬂ Elnushf snlckers vet there 5 nuthmg humorous ™
" about this cryptogram running websites in 2027, feeling like a noob |
" s he can't decode it (let alone understand the fucking thing).
E Slousky opens a search box within his grey eyes, thinking "Editor’,

¥

|
| this calling a coding console. As he sees symbols load up within his a
" indes, digital ciphers flying through past his retinal, he simply cant &

* see the logistics to its functionality; whatever computational rules I
this encryption follows, it baffles him. What kills him is how pnimary i
ﬂ

this code appears to be, more basic than the BASIC language. And
what's even more screwy: there's zilch about this 'Organic Code N.O'

. |" online: no sites, no wikis nor forums, no how-to videos.
, The reason Slousky calls it ‘organic’ is he's sure this code's aiwe
" him seeing it move. It also breathes, grows, reproduces, multiplies
and divides itself. the source code's working on a respiring flowchart. 3
. And there's intelligence within the encoding; it's making choices,
-|' the algorithm's making conscious, wise dec:smns Siuuslq.r concludes
| it's The System’ who's coding... o2 """*—?;
i ...Grruszzhrszh Whiriizshr, 1*1» ’ﬂ,._ o Q"
Slﬂusk*,'SEhirt card lights up: ™ =550

£ Ouch! Fucking Christ!" Slousky knows hett&r not to dawdle mth
his thoughts, not while he's been given this editing gift. He must

: stop hypothesizing and has to work on cracking this code, aware

., his synchwatch's yellow, meaning time's getting short. Once it's red
* then ﬂ'le withdrawals begm fm:us Siﬂusky, ﬁgure this shit out!!
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ks s Slousky studies thp tmnsmugnﬁrmg mde his quts tellmg hlm
this 'Organic Code N.0' is for his dead eyes nnh', meaning: it's not ﬂ
" accessible to living units. Deﬁn!tely this was not coded by a human,
it's simply too intricate, ~ e B e sy h.—L,t
He does notice a pattern: there's 2 digitally Engmfted markers !
b which replicate themselves on every webpage (in the source), an-d
| Slousky believes they represent Father Sun - and Mother Earth &, ‘
- yetit's the only pattern he's found. Other than that, the code qoEs
' Into a free-for-all ndomness mode with all kinds of weird symbols, ¥
i, 5ome resembling birds, penises, teeth, religious icons, bodies, all of
lt hieroglyphic and Rorschach-like to |"IIlTl Llnfﬂrtunatpl‘f, they ﬂl"lhf f
" appear like these images however their true semiotic signification, +
this is beyond Slousky's scope of knowledge, e h
i 10 hours later and he has to unplug from the app. It's nat like he T
wants to turn off the app, he's got no choice. Af 10:10:10.10 P‘M hp
shuts down (a reminder of the moment he killed hlmselﬂ
" Slousky sighs, looking at his synchwatch: 485 * .
Mﬂmr-'r'""« ] T T L .ﬂ-q- E———
YEL > lﬂ.."!?fﬂﬂ,"lﬁ '.f.l Sﬁ 34 a8 PH P [13 14 ﬂ? 23. 11]

5|':ILSk‘,“ s got 13+ minutes left before he -:Iﬁsmnnects. an that %
& his eyes are no longer locked into the app, he's engulfed within the
B darkness of the cave, a mountain crack he's calling home. From his |
still no closer to understanding this fucking ‘Organic Code N.O',
b 2ven after looking at an oo of &35 and &s. Nevertheless, he's not %
8 ooing to give up hope, He's still got shy 2 weeks to study this code $#
befors he synchs, and if he can figure It out, maybe The System’

J WI|| nrallﬁ,r free him from synching L.|:I with the hlﬂnw dead. &
: ! i A i SR
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g <! D OCTYPE html><html><head>
title>LYING SLUT - August 14th 1995</title>

i <:‘ uq« >»< ['C:;j 'y":>
’ Fuckmg liar! You lie, especially to yourself. You

lie so much you have no clue who you are. You're

‘schizophrenic, bi-polar, manic-depressive and you

have multiple (classless) personalities.

You're the biggest racist homophobic bigot pig on
*Mother Earth. And with that wardrobe of yours,
“you're a slave to your outdated culture, believing .
. in the most retarded of traditions, wearing the

dumbest shit to impress the other yokels in your *

clan. It's obvious you're oblivious to who you are

as it shows all over your sad, ugly mug. And keep
4 blaming everyone for your pathetic problems, it
proves how irresponsible you are and what little
fuckmg backbone you truly (don t) have. Peace.
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\ t'.p-n ‘o Slousky $ dreammg (:f the dead can dream). He
was 18 and workmg on h:s Geocmes homepage.
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mz sm I SHT-CITY - 2027 (<32 YRS mem
i THURS, SEPTIGth 2027-10:10:10.10 AM
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| \"Fuckmg OUCH" Slousky awakes as If someone placed a live il
: ;wure under his grey ass. He looks about and right away he sl
'knows something's awry: he's back in that dead-end alley of §
the crappy city, below him a familiar dirty mattress, the lining
soaked with piss, grease and feces, the stench so unbearable,
..what the FUCK??!?' Slousky's positive he was in a cave last
- nlght far from town, trymg to crack the Organlc Code N 0'

SIousky s shirt-card whizzes. He can't cally with his thoughts
! H° must work his way over to the boulevard and synch wnth L

2027/09/16 10:11: 13 47 AM & [0 00:11:13. 36]

BT I e T gl i g e
.y Slousky will synch in = 11 minutes. The nauseating scent of
| 2: boiling hotdogs begins lingering. Although he can't see the \i
,11 nefarious mister Farling, Slousky knows this twisted bitch is /m
' 2. but around the corner, probably running his greasy fingers :
- : through the hair of some toddler, the boy cooing right along :'.
o with the kitten which he's allowed to hold and pet, the mom & °
unit beaming a smile while she rummages through her purse

2 to pay the pedophlle for overpnced semen- Iaced wneners 34
: e g
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' f-'u memary-bubble’s guraling up inside him, E-I[:usllqrr can sense lt
when he loiters, The System' punishes his traipsing by having him
oL relive a certain (embarrassing) moment from his past. Slousky takes
iy action, making his way to the street where mister Farling's selling
5. Notdogs. As he rounds the comer, he spots the pedophile, the slob
2t filling his face, sitting on the bike seat to his hotdog stand, the crack 3
W+ of his butt protruding from his pants. Remarkably, Slousky's heart
4 isn't beating fear when he catches sight of the child-raper as the nearby &
3\ dead boys mister Farling murdered are behaving strangely. Usually, dead §
| Units aimlessly shuffle to and fro while they mull with the living; here, 44
W the butchered boys have encircled their aggressor in a cult-like fashion, 3
L 25 if they're about to do something wicked to mister Farling. '
”1. Stll, he has to look away since he's freaking out, The app...I" Slousky &
r&mernbers the built-in application. He tries calling it up but to no
: u avail. Yesterday, he was able to bring up the app with mere thought, 3

NEEEERS .
o - o

'y |

K |
& 2 console box opening up within his eye which allowed him to stud",r x|
19 Organic Code N.0', Right now, the app doesn't want to open...

'|.

l.
o Ghruwrh?zﬁ.srh; Klhilhhshhsiirssrk... ﬂm' 1 ;
I: Fur:.fcf Slousky's shirt-card's whizzing madly away, He closes his "L

% eyes, refusing to look at the dead boys who are surely performing 'F:

i ﬂ a satanic ritual. He wants no part of the dead nor of the sick fucker
e 4. who snuffed them out. With all the might in his mind, he atternpts
"4l %, once more to execute the application... to no avall... .. N0
e | Wrrihiiizzzshs Kliiirshhksszhe Grrursszzshshs... ;} - i :
His shirt-card's about to blow. The System' is giving Slousky an
¥ ulomatum; svns:h up with a dead unit or suffer a memunf bubble,

4 w-w.% : b




’ Slousky hates his options: he doesn't want to synch with a dead unit, N
8%’ nor does he want to live through a memory-bubble. What he wants
M8 ' to do is crack the 'Organic Code N.0' but he can't call up the console.
#  Without thought, he hits his shirt-card, expressing his frustration
to how 'The System' treats him, also with the hope of kickstarting the - |
- built-in app. Instead, he receives a zillion volts of electnuty ]oltmg
~ his grey being straight up into the air L el

|
| M
|
‘

4 Father Sun's brightness, when battery acid spews upward along his
}, sy esophagus, into his throat, filling his mouth with the burning liquid.
: ¥ "The System' is pissed off with him and has decided Slousky will live
y & through a memory-bubble. It's blurry yet Slousky believes he 5 gomg
* to relive the time when he committed suicide... -4v.c#*%us

\ onmeevmmgofOctoberIOth 2010... ‘.
| ‘at101010PM o, it 490 m i

'Fuckme 725 ' ~’”,"Y -’iv_- -
Ty — ”’--—n . o ”14|

el

a4
SUN:> ° b
SUN:> Login: &_Terra Sol Reselgy 8 |
SUN:> Name: Eugene Slousky. helaiw,
SUN:> Accessing Dynamic Random Memory Banks:
SUN:> 2010/10/10 - 9:56:12.15 PM., “sssaes B

SUN:> Logout. SCRRRT uin
SUN:> _ e
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_‘.': 103 - 101010 BINARY DEATH - 2010 (<11 YRS AGIJ)

; .!_‘ Slousky's relwrng_me 15 m"Lng‘Lg,s_ !:Leéure he k|IIE-d h|mseif

E=fupngrdbngs suaey

! Sunday, October 10th, 2010

 9:56:13.47 PM
Slousky scans the 3 monitors on his desk. On the left screen,
he's keeping an eye on the stats, amazed since he's getting 5
times more traffic than expected. On the night, he's skimming
through all the comments being posted, almost impossible to
read them as they're flying by the screen at lightning speed;
he can't get past how many sick fucks are logged in to watch
him kill himself on livestream.
Slousky's watch beqins to beep. He looks at it. The time says
10:00:01.13 PM. He's got 10 minutes left. Excitement fills up
within his stomach, butterflies churning. Slousky takes a deep
breath, doing his best to compose himself, because as he looks
at the center terminal, Slousky sees his own solemn reflection,
and behind him, a noose,

SUN:> MEMORY-BUBBLE ! r
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. Slousky stares at the camera lens, doing his best to mask
1 his nerves. All this began as a marketing ploy, a tactic to
! move up in the online ranks, and it worked: a month ago, |
| Slousky said he will commit suicide on a livestream, and
“he'll do it on October 10th, 2010 at 10 10:10.10 PM. At

always somewhere between 500 and 1000. After stating
_he was going to kill himself, his site's now in the top 100.

! he actually go through with this?
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* Slousky's a webmaster since 1995, being on the cutting edge
¢ the whole time, and now in 2010, he could be proud of the crazy
'§ shit he's done in the name of anti-conventionalism, but he also
L@ knows the nanomoment you slack with your content, you dropin &,
the ranks (fast). Slousky's worked hard at being a notorious asshole
A online and he wants to stay at the top. He's done almost everything
& n front of a camera for attention, all but suicide, yet Slousky states &
what he's about to do (hanging himself in front of a live feed) is not 3%
suicide; rather, it's martyrdom. '
Slousky's shtick: he's claimed himself as a cyber-Jesus. Since
' Jesus died for the sins of man, Slousky will martyr himself and this
%/ offering will save humanity from its own retardation.
Ever since Slousky's derived this insane marketing ploy, he's
actually come to believe in his own crazy religiosity. He thinks once
he kills himself, he'll forever be hailed as an online hero and his
¥ faithful Slouskian fans will birth a new cyber-religion in his name.
Of course, the sick amount of crystal meth Slousky's been doing
has clouded his better judgement. , oo o o L F
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“Tobe falrtn h|rnself Slnusky r:h::esn consider he's a rneth head.

e's only been doing crystal for & months, but he's been solid with 4%

R his drug usage, him doing a touch more every day.

How he got hooked: for the past couple of years, his back aches

have gotten increasingly stronger (these pains due to being in front §
B cigarettes and coffee). Rather than see doctors, knowing they'll just
[' prescribe him some healthy lifestyle, Slousky discovered the perfect
remedy has been the crank (sometimes with gin and/or rum). Sadly
” for Slousky, once he began using the poor man's cocaine, he lost the
“ b practical and rational sides he once had.
il 4 Slousky's surprised he's standing on a chair with a noose already
L around his neck. For this special occasion, he tripled his dosage of
B meth tablets as he doesn't want to feel 3 thing when he chokes to
8. death in front of everyone online. He smiles, knowing how they'l

'"".' =
B 1 of his computer 24/7) as well as his abdominal pains (from a diet of J

hail him as the Neo-Christ since he's offing himself to un-retard the 5

world; to help the masses stop sheepishly believe in whatever the
asshole corporations or thase with any type of so-called authonity
B (such as religious or political sects) force-feed them, &
He spits towards his webcam yet purposely misses so asnot fo
i qet spiftle on the expensive lens since he wants everyone watching ™
# to have the most crystal~clear image of what he's about to do. He
& Fgures he'll whip out his cock a last time as well, o8 -
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& Time's almost up. Nearly losing his footing, Slousky sguints to quk 'y
;- at the clock on the central monitor. It's 10:09:08.25 PM, undera §
.4, minute left. ‘Don't fucking stand here like a donkey,” he maunders, ' %
‘. 'say something!" yet before he can spew out a grandiose “fuck you" !}
el goodbye speech, Slousky struggles to find his balance on the chair;
. If he doesn't die at exactly 10:10:10.10 PM, he'll go down in |"|I5t{!|"f |
v as the biggest loser turd. He's igged a mechamr:al pulley which'll
g pull up the rope precisely at 'that’ moment and he will hang himseff 5

in front of the world so as to fulfill is claim of becoming the new 1

| 1y, cyber-messiah. Now, due to all of his squirming about, the noose
"Il tightens and he's sure his face's beet red, yet with the meth, he
senses nathing, so he smiles, sending his mind drifting; he's proud
E he's but a webmaster to a shm:k site, a dorky white guy who got
! to flip the finger at the whole fucking system, making buckets of
{:ash all along, while so many other websites fell to the wayside. |
l 4 Slousky’s fiying high as he was also a pioneer, running a site since
gwa*gr back with his 14.4k modem, him figuring out the online game
; Way better and before anyone E|EE running his sick site since 1995,
. r ® Slousky'’s about to say the smartest thing ever when it's too late,
£ the pulley yanking Slousky upward without warning, denying him to »
rr. kick the chair away for additional dramatical purposes. Twirling on
1 the spot, Sluusky attempts to see how many people are logged on
of yet his vision's blurred, All he sees’ the flashing time: 10:10:10.10.
o The date fills his brain - October 10, 2010 - 10/10/10. 'Why the fuck 2
.| do I think this moment's so important? his body swirls. Slousky's no
" longer facing the monitors, he's by himself, ‘maybe I H come back..."
F . Lights out. : -
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Slousky's memory-bubble of committing suicide
ends. He finds himself back on the shitty city street. '
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SUN:>: e vy, ‘g:kwua .
SUN:> Login: &_Terra_Sol 3. "dag < et | O
SUN:> Name: Eugene Slousky., = “~ar.

SUN:> Accessing Dynamic Random Memory Banks '
SUN:> Cycle Complete 1

SUN:> Logout. ‘-‘r St « ,ﬁ
SUN:> _ e SEPT29 201?
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] ‘Slousky 3 face down on the sndewlk grey foam oozmg out :
S LR of his lips, legs and arms sprawled out, hlS synchwatch on o
g his wrist flashing zestfully reo - -

W% Slousky's stupefied as to how often The System makes hnm
§ relive the same stupid memory-bubble (the 15 minutes prior

to hanging himself), and not only that, with no fucking time §

Ll left before he synchs. Slousky wishes he could be liyid. :
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Slousky's back at the same place before the memory-bubble, ™
back in the city, next to the pedophile, mister Farling. Surrounding
. this pervert are his dead victims, a dozen or so murdered children, ‘
* and Slousky's positive he's going to synch with any of them. He
| Closes his eyes, never wanting to open them again, as he cannot
" relive being raped by this sick fuck again then left to die in a box. ,ﬁ
His synchwah:h I going nuts. ‘Anybody else...’ Slousky praysto
‘The System’, just not another fucking dead kid" : *,
!] Inuniuntani',r, Slousky opens his eyes, hearing familiar young &
voices, It's those of [ate Billy, Jameson, Vincent as well as the rest - f;:
# of mister Farling's deceased sexually assaulted casuatties. They're ~ ~ {§
\  singing, uttering incantational mumbo-jumbo jive, encircling their
§  assailant like sharks, their grey eyes suddenly lighting up. From &+
Slousky's perspective, this whole affair seems unorthodox, having ¢ 1
a demonic sacrament feel to it, and he wants nothing of it. Slousky © ®
knows if he begins to cry, he'll be synching up anyway, hell simply *, &
look pathetic while doing so. Still, he wants to cry. '5‘,',
There's a change in the pedophile’s expression, as if he just ate *
something which isn't sitting well. There's a look of pain on his face.
Mister Farling drops his cigar, needing both hands to dutch his heart. i‘;
He tries to stand from his bicycle seat yet his knees buckle below
him, the pervert falling flat on his face. Slousky squints as qunky =~ ¢
= red bits shoot forth from mister Farfing's mouth, the fuck breaking *
a few teeth from the fall. : -

Mister Farling's having a heart attack.
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* Mister Farling convulses, slithering on the ground like a snake. -
‘ The dead boys continue their chant, their voices intermingling with |
" the horrible gargling sounds mister Farling's creating. The dead lads
have circumvented their aggressor and Slousky is sure evil's about
to brew from all of this. ame e B D e et
Meanwhile, in the living world, someone called 911, a crowd of
. people trying to reassure mister Farling. Slousky's 100% tripped out
with so many Damfis and Aamfis nearby, it's suffocating him. He # °
_  focuses on Mister Farling, noticing his jactitation's simmered. The |
. 1. pedophile's eyes are huge open, obvious fright in his gaze, the look
of drowning, knowing he's going to die yet can't do shit about it. .. **
Just a moment ago, this sick fuck was living life like an immortal, * |
selling shitty contaminated hotdogs, puffing cigars, acting as if he
, had all the answers to the Universe. Now Mister Farling's clutching
 his malfunctioning heart. He suddenly screams violently, startlmg
. " those nearby. A final mercy call, Slousky figures, a plea, and it's ,
} l, then when the sick pedophile, mister Farling, finally fucking dies.
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& # The ambulance attendants bustle to the scene yat they're
&K o0 late as mister Farling's heart won't beat again. They still

pull out their gear with lightning speed, whopping volts info

the pedophilz's body, having him convulse, the fluid build-up

in his mouth spittling upon the onlookers, After 3 couple more §
zaps, the paramedics agree it's time they pack It up. It's then

when Slousky witnesses the transmogrification as the freshly

dead mister Farling sits up alongside the adumbration i}f whn
 he once was, now his corpse, * % T VRS

Slousky reads naivety in mister Farling's face, the pedﬂphﬂe
seeing the dead world for the 1st time through his blue eyes g
| gone grey, Mister Farling stands, his entirety glistening grey,
him looking zround in amazement, The dead pedophile spots
the paramedics lay his body upon 3 stretcher yet nothing he's 3

" viewing is registering, Slousky wondering If he had the same
stupid look on his face when he freshly turned. e Y -

The mob disperses yet the dead murdered boys den't budge

| from their current spots, keeping 2 perfect circle, Mister Farfing ¥
makes eye contact with some of his victims but it's only when

he locks eyes with Slousky does the pedophile’s face lights up,

a5 If he finally found his soul mate, a long lost friend. Slousky
can't remember ever being greetad with such love before,
'Oh c¢'mon..." it dawns on Slousky what's about to happen; S
moments before, Slousky believed synching with another dead °
boy would be the worst thing ever, yet as the smiling pedophile’s -
aray eyes shoot forth pure light, his arms outstreiched so as to
embrace Slousky like a bunny named George, Slousky's shocked

. that The System’ wants him synch with mister Farling, ' yﬂu re
F 3 furkmg mddrrrg me..,
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‘The System' seems adamant to overdose Slousky with 3 ton of §E
antithetical imageries. He doesn't have to look at his synchwatch @8
to know his time’s up, it flashing madly red. "How the fuck does &

'The System' benefit by having me synch up with this evil child

M) molesting, murdering piace of shit...?? Just how in..." yet before
Slousky lashes out at The System’, with mister Farling's arms

waving furiously in front of Slousky, the tiniest of the dead boys
pops up In front of them. It's Jameson aka Baby Clark (mister

Farling's mast racentest victim). The pedophile’s mug lights up

again, recognizing Jamesan, entirely forgetting about Slousky.
Dead Mister Farling appears to be openly sobbing as he's unable

to contain his happiness at the sight of the little Iad, ...oh shit

{it's nat Slousky who's going to synch up with the murderer, it's
his [ast kill, 'Baby Claric, "...it looks like that fuck mister Fariing's

gaing to be on the recelving end..." and without warning, beams {8
of light jut forward from both mister Farling and Jameson's eyss,

8% these dead units now sharing datza with the other; Jameson will

live like the pedophile, mister Farling, for 71 years, while mister
Fafling will be Jameson for 4 years. It's now the pedﬂphiie who'll

L
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Surpnisingly, the synch doesn't [ast long. In under a minute and g
it's over. Both 'Baby Clark' Jameson and the pervert, mister Farling, i
fly backwards, them tumbling violently to the ground. Effortlessly, 44
Jameson stands up and makes his way back to his spot within the
arcle of dead boys, yet mister Farling looks as if he's been hitby a iy
4 Mack truck, thrashing and slam dancing about as if he didn't have a |1
"" hone in his body (which he doesn't). Mister Farling screams, Slousky [

positive it's the 1st time he's hearing a dead unit squawk.

1 The pedophile’s groveling along the street, pawing in front of him | !
| as if he were blind, babbling unintelligible words, but before he can £

wg{ find his bearings, another of the deceased boys approaches mister

b1 Farling, the child taking the rapist's hand. Slousky's too far away -

from the scene yet he's sure there's something seriously fuckedup &
going on with mister Farling's eyes, but before Slousky cangeta 4
closer look, light projects forth from the stripling and the pedophile, r‘
..this is impossible...’ Slousky's about to witness another synch. At L
least Slousky has around 3 weeks to recoup from a synch, yet here'si«
mister Farling having to undergo back to back synchs (and all this |
| i after a heart attack, dying then waking up in the same purgatoric =i}

{8 " grey empty world which Slousky presently dwells). == 5
A minute later and the synch's complete, the dead boy and the

"-' { pedophile having completely ived out the other’s life. The dead kid
. returns to his place within the circle, now Vincent leaving the arcle,
a gmng to the blubbering murderer, and in a flash, they relive history

yet in a 'Freaky Friday' (17) way. From what Slousky's guessing: '}
ithe pedophile, mister Farling, will be synching with all his victims,
which means this fucker's going o die a dozen agonizing times, .ni
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~ And without reallzing it, Sluuskl.r attests to E\.fEI"'f s’rnch
4 hetween the pedophile and his victims. The last dead boy, *
b (it being autistic Billy) returns to the circle, leaving behind
= him a comatose mister Farling lumped on the street curb.
Slousky's grossed out, seeing the pedophile's grey cranium f
| from within the charred crevices where his eyes once were. |
Once Billy returns to his posse of those molested by this
o monster, he resumes his place, perfecting their circle again.
=| Slousky can't help but rubberneck when the deceased boys -
H‘ seem to snap out of a trance, the glare over their grey eyes = '|j
‘ cleared away, and what appears to be for the 1st time, the l-‘
*! dead boys acknowledge each other's presence. Never has
| Slousky seen dead units interact before, and not only that,
Slousky sees them smiling, waving, some doing bump fists
while others giving high fives. It's when their little arey eyes 4 =
¢ | light up does Slousky recall he's a dead unit as well and he's

H’, " way past his synching hour. He glances over to mister Farling =

| who's squealing again, slapping at his cheeks, placing fingers '

% into his hollowed eye sockets. -
Hating himself, Slousky looks at his synchwatch: ~ 8%

TN T T P o = T e e T

lﬂl?ﬂ]'ﬂﬂﬂ 10:33: 15 67 AM = [0 00:00:00.00]

SIﬁi'uEky'; s never seen his s J.fru:hl.f«at::h reach zero before,
Rather than pdl"lil.., a shadow of hope palpitates within his grey@ @
heart_ ' rrramﬂ thaL 5 it! I don't have to synch ever again!




: . mister Farling faintly speaks, coze spill
through his grey testh, his words mumbled yet Slousky's able to *
ke decipher what the pedophile’s requesting, Slousky wishing he could
B parform what this fucker desires, that is: to kill this padophile, to
slit his grey throat then shit down his stinking neck,
¢ "Hey, Eugene Slousky!” a familiar voice calls out fo him, yet

8 once he looks over to the gang of dead boys, he's unsure which
% of them hailed him. He sees them having 2 good time, a party of
505 has brewed up since they now know each other (all of them
¥ have synched up with the pedophile, mister Farling, so they all know
1t hand how the other died), They salute each other like brothers,
Slousky observing a type of family reunion, and for the 1st time
# since Slousky's been dead, he senses peace. 'The worst is over,’
Slousky apperceives these boys will suffer no mare, and this evil
§ beast will never harm them ever again. .« ;
L But something's definitely up as Slousky's nose gE-ts 3 whn‘f of &
B 3 virulent odor, vinegary and metallic. It's a scent right before he
 synchs, 'but my fucking synchwatch!..." Slousky shouts within his

- '...it's at zero!!!' never has
48 Slousky's synchwatch reached [0:-00:00:00.00], °...and me I
furkmg pedﬂpnu'EE dead, what more do you need from me??...
Pleasrs- ' sornehow mister Farling clawed over to Slousky. 4
Nﬂ fur:kam; way... although his synchwatcha SEems del‘unr:t .

it mmputer chip next to his grey heart, ...I'm not gonna have to...
= hut beﬁ}re Siﬂuskv can ﬁnish his thc:ught his eyes illuminate




"You're already dead, fuckwad!" Slousky speaks for the =8
¢ 1st time since he's been dead, yet before he can rejoice B
¢ In finding his voice, mister Farling locks eyes with Slousky.
! They are now synched, meaning mister Farling's going
& to relive Slousky's life; a homophobic, racist misanthrope,
& while Slousky's going to know what it's like to be sickly
 twisted pedophile who's also a rapist and a murderer. 33 .
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SUN:> ‘ﬁwﬁ\

SUN:> Login:g _Terra_Sol ¢‘ p
SUN:> Synchronization (#296)..
SUN:> Subject’s Name: Matthew Gregory Farling.

SUN:> Birth: September 12th, 1956.

SUN:> Logout. ik (
SUN:> _ S| ”"M
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; Slousky s about to synch (&) with the pedophile, ¥ &
. mtster Farling, when suddenly there's a glitch...
T B T T TS LI uvn"'

,
N

11— ’

I:> €add namespacas
d namespRes="Swaten

R »
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(&) Synchronization (aka synch) is when 2 dead units link up
;‘ . and relive the other's life (from birth to death). v Y
P.256{)
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Slousky has no body, he's simply a pair of floating eyes.
He was just about to synch up with the foulest dead unit to lj ;
. ever exist (mister Farling) when a glitch occurs. Instead
‘| of reliving this pedophile's life who kidnapped, raped and
murdered young boys, Slousky is, he believes, right smack j |
"~ in the gut of The System'. He's scared.
A cursor opens up in front of (or W|th|n) his 5 grey eyes:

[ TV ST Y S

4L '|_:-v “ .i.'lflb‘fl-- law

SUN:> Hlya Eugene Slousky!
SUN > How ya doin? o' o’

. T 7' "‘--nu"nr r“

3 > Slousky Wénts to blink but he doesn't have eyelids. All he
. [ can do is stare at the words in disbelief as this is the 1st
y time The System' has contacted him in the 17 years he's
* been dead. Another user interface cursor pops up:

vy

pr -y -M" ,
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% A nanomoment goes by yet Slousky concludes the 'ES' 11 "

A in front of the flashing cursor are his initials. h: 3
y— e
:

" L *.-cUII'IItJ 9 LA T T
SUN > That's correct! ;) %, 3 5~
SUN:> So, buddy how goes? & =
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If Slousky had a mouth it'd be open in awe; 'The System' 4§
. Is actually looking at him to reply. He's been hoping for -
: this moment ever since he's died; to have a téte-a-téte
* with his creator, 'The System'. Unfortunately, Slousky's
 ill-prepared and his mind's running a complete blank.

LA | | '( Jlu.,ll.al.ol
SUN:> Yoohoo, Eugene Slousky! :x
SUN:> I'm waiting...
TS uun.--u--uuulqgl_;x,’,r}_n i

Ty

; Slousky suddenly has a kazillion things he wants to ask
3 The System', like: is he really dead or is he lying in some j
 hospital bed, comatose with tubes stuck everywhere, his

. | suicide attempt a dud, and this dead world he's suffering

just a nightmare conceived by his vegetative imagination?

SR = E— -——

. Puu-‘ouu'an-lll.llun.cllnou.uu-~‘!ﬂ f. .4

SUN:> No. :
SUN:> C'mon, Eugene, tell me... how are ya?
Bud¥es cn-nniuun--n-unm Al
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W st Agaln Slousky's thought process ‘7'
.4 malfunctions, him unable to output | .
a coherent word, and it's unsettling ' :

to Slousky how ‘The System' is readlng his every oogltatlon J

L SRR ‘llll'tllllllllllll'illllllll 4 it
SUN:> Eugene Slousky, I have a question: g
SUN:> To be or not to be? &

el wr -ll.. P’Illlll‘lﬁ‘liﬁi".. " n

% Slousky runs a blank. _ .,
TP PR AR -a'll-nullu 'II y

SUN:> To be, or not to be, that Is the question:
SUN:> Whether 'tis nobler in the mind to suffer
SUN:> The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune,
SUN:> Or to take arms against a sea of troubles,
_SUN:> And by opposing, end them? To dle, to sleep
SUN:> No more; and by a sleep, to say we end.

lbuét'ﬁi‘h )ll&lhllll"&ll‘llll"ll| 3
RN SRR ¥ V- - — ey

-———-————M
'A trick question,' Slousky knows this Is Shakespeare, ) L
'[ his memory banks chuming out the play 'Hamlet', however

all he gets are flashes of him in a high school classroom, his}

. senior year, a professor teaching this play, yet he's playing

: with a portable game under his desk, not paying an ounce

of attention, which explains why he can't remember a single;

fucking thing about this useless quote, 'shit...' ¢
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~ 'Tobe, or not to be... what the fuck? Slousky's so lost
1. as, of course, 'The System' stumps him with 'Its' very 1st

: question. The whole play loads into his shirt-card, yet if he
I could only access the Cliffs Notes online to this queer play i
- as he has no idea what 'The System' wants him to answer. 4%

-
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SUN:> Here, Hamlet's consiaering suicide, »*sms
SUN:> He finally decldes against doing it, “**
. SUN:> His reasoning? .aas sBERnss Siviuns
SUN:> As difficult as life can sometimes be,
SUN: > death might be WOrse. v igs
. —\. *b\ .I '.. I
s 'The System', as per requested, punches out a translatlon
' to the Shakespearean quote, it relating to the fact Slousky

5 committed suicide, hanging himself live on his website.

L SUN:> Bingo. y
SUN > Whata waste.
TR »‘;"‘Mq|.u

. " 0 ME:> Now, now, dear, we're not here to reprimand,
v ulle) MED we're here to disassociate and reconstruct.




Unbelievably, Slousky 5 catchlng a conversation between
» Father Sun (aka ~ SUN:>_) and Mother Earth (aka (5 ME:>_). §&
« Slousky's positive They're discussing about their computenzed N
- experiment, what he calls 'The System'. Yet before Slousky can}#
ai begin questioning if he's a (dead) lab rat or a cybernated v
version of who he once was, his thought process shuts down “}g
as 'The System' inputs:

P o R i N —g— &
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PUE ST ameewy ur‘ulmuhv. o ¥
SUN:> M. Slousky, when the opportunity arises,
SUN:> You will be asked:
SUN:> To be, or not to be. in 4
SUN:> You've killed yourself once (foolishly),
SUN:> So will you do It again?

RS
ol mg ;.Mnnnnwﬁmu*ﬁ\... Y
-~ g L r

¥ ME:> Eugene Slousky, dear, what Sun and | are saying:
o° ME:> we need your help. Since you've taken you own
A ME) life once, would you do it again?

&8 ME> | know this sounds strange, yet what you choose
8 MED will have impact on how well our advancements
o2 ME:> will go from here on out. | have faith in you.
® ME:> To not be so cryptic: this all has to do with the code
48 ME:> you never finished back in 2010, the year you hung
8 ME2> yourself. So, after Sun asks you ‘To be, or not to be'
02 ME:> once again, | know you'll make the right decision.

»’ 2" -y -
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SUN:> Eugene Slousky, there's many confused souls like you, *§
SUN:> yet it saddens me when someone with a talent simply
SUN:> throws it away. You were a genius with code but then . = ¥
SUN:> you hung yourself in 2010, leaving your code unﬁnlshed

SUN: > This code's essential for us today, in 2027, S

R ~ . Piimn .
.\:‘skrd i ¥ VT Iy i i

B Fora ﬂeetmg nanosecond, Slousky has high hope 'The System .
I Is going to bring him back to life, freeing him from the dead world Hg
S I he's inhabiting. Slousky's about to promise to ‘The System' just how .
much he'll begin to appreciate life, wishing to thank 'It' for this 2nd
chance, when Mother Earth's cursor Ilghts Up: & b, ‘

B e e o S adin 0o A & ) L

‘~' * N ', 8 -t - . b

M‘E :> Sorry, Eugene my dear, but you're dead (in the clinical and “

-ﬂ BME: > metaphysical sense). You died 17 years ago and will never i
‘ 4 BIME: > see Earth the same way ever again. However, Sun and I are ¢
48 ME: > offering you 2 way out (of sorts). You can still be useful. 'f

| ". L sy : ] ' . .i" "l‘ .."

) SUN:> St|II ME'z, we'z gotta tellz him how'z precious' life'z iz. '} {

e o 1 |
‘,. v h"badh"“fth anoi' 4"'? nar 3

o ME: > We don't have the time, my Sun. We must synch h|m

" "_g ME:> up now as the window of opportunity's presently open. .

# - SUN:> Sighz, ok, ME'z, let'z do this (and Eugene Slousky, you :
SUN:> should be glad Mother Earth has a soft spot for idiots).

AP ARG SUT AR e f e e Gl VTR B -
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g. ooy Skl LT : g A0 E AR U 04
o ME: > Now now, my Sun, dontbe a grumphy How our Eugene "4
Y ME: > Slousky lived his life wasn't as bad as some... ’

P e WO URLJLE® MR CEPREFREN SaBBRER:
SUN:> Ya'z right, ME'z, likez mista Farling'z!... 'Hebe'zda® '\ |
+ SUN: > DeVIlz mcarznated dat diguztingz pedophlle Z!!
v AT
¢ ME > Yes e\actly, I|ke Matthew Farling, but theres no tlme for
@IME: > morals nor principles, my loving Sun. After this synch, we |
OIME: > §_hould have everything patched up.

' . .,.. - Veullt ~ E ) » e® ¥ 4 . ) . . .. .‘ '.'-. .—14-
: » o v R ]
4 SUN:> Synchronlzatlon #296 :D P ) X0 > I Gl R

""L SUN: > EZ PEEZEE wit KINGZ SOL'Z n hiz QUEENZ ME Z”I <3 )3
*"'- TVl T PPy i “wlhusikw v-vug
r WME: > LOLII :D...! OK, tlme to got serious )hero we go.
®)ME: > And remember, Eugene Slousky, you have a role to play
98 ME: > Alright, time for me to logout, 4
®IME:> LOVE YOU LOTS, MY SUN! - e o L ‘ B "
§ME>Lc>gout . R AR ;*N;fv =
SRR RNAR DARREERED wAPORY . *RAB ALY IS AR
i”° " 'SUN:> LUVZ U'z MORE'Z!!! TRUTHZ“' :D:) <3 m<3
v = SUN:> Logout. oo S A RAE .

Sl =hash

—— CF B 7‘
" Slousky wishes he could be freaked out about conversmg with
d Father Sun and Mother Earth, yet before he can input another
s thought he disconnects, commencing his 296th synch, this time
with the murdering pedophile, mister Farhng
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SlOUSI(Y {}6 CHAPTER 12

121 - MATTY - 1956 (=71 YRS AGO) 5 P.264

...Grhritzshh Clikh Whrrruzhssh... . 1
‘Wednesday, September 12th, 1956 | 10,40, 1 5 ;
13:32:50.13 AM el

Matthew Gregory Farling is born in the wee hours of the morn,
\Emma Farling underwent 14 hours of intense child labouring. Tears
run dewn her cheeks as they place the newborn in her arms, her |
son coddling near her bosom, Her boy i1s the most incredible sight !
she's ever seen, He's her 1st child and since 3 girl she's always .
\wanted a baby, her dream finally coming true, v :

Once the child's delivered, her husband, Gregory, bustles into
the delivery room, a cigar dangling from his lips, giving his wife
the hugest grin. Gregory can't remember the |ast time he cried,
and it being a boy, this is his most precious moment, He makes his |
‘way over to Emma, caressing her lovingly, them both looking on to
their miracle, Gregory leaning over and kissing his boy gently on
‘the forehead, whispering his name, Matthew, after Grampa Matty, |
and that he'll Iwe him forever and a day. i

| rn..,q:z“” iﬁ“
+Saturday, ]ulr 16th, lﬂﬁﬁ T
\9:41:41.22 AM r1" gt »
| Matty's 9 years old. He's running through the hcruse as fast as h|s
Istubby legs can carry him, darting for the basement door,
"FUCKING MATTYIN" Gregory shouts at his son while chasing after
him, “don't try to hide, you bastard... T'LL FUCKING FIND YAII" 2

| . .
sofvassnsnfosnnssnafapassnnnifrsansafinnass
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+ Just before Matty makes it to the staircase leading to the §

i cellar, his father grabs him by the nape, hoisting the boy up =
In the air. Matty knows better not to scream as dad Gregory e
will simply slap him. They're eye to eye, his father carrying =
his son to the garage; if only he had the courage, Matty would =}
poke his asshole dad's eyes out, blinding the loser. l

|‘ Once in the garage, Matty sees the trunk door's npen to -

! his dad's prized 1935 2Yz-litre, 68 horsepower Jaguar which ==

his pop paid a fortune for, an auto he never drives, it simply 1

§ the focal point for him and his buds to congress (smoke, drink

and talk dirty). Othertimes, pop Greg loves to give the ‘beast’ a §
gc:c-u wash and a waamg, sometimes a vacuuming.
O = A . L YU e s - = SRR
' ‘a’a have a gund day, va fucking freakl...” Gregnw spits the
words Into Matty's ear, and without being able to defend himself
nor allowed to make a proclamation, his father stuffs his kid info
| the trunk of his Jaguar, slamming thedoor. = e 1w
Immediately the scent overpowers Mattv, why he believed
stashing a dead kitten in the trunk of his dad's car was a good ~
idea, at this moment, escapes him. There's no light in the trunk &

barely any air and it's turning into 2 het July day. Matfy tnes at |
the door but it's locked, and with his mom gone with her church

l- pals, she'll be gone all day. Matty closes his eyes and imagines -
| doing this to his father; stuffing the bastard in the belly of hisg ;
\ precious ‘beast’, but he wouldn't et the fucker get out, ever.
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6 P.266
iulesr Check this out!” Matty says with glee in his voice, Jules
gets a kiss from his mother then darts over to his new bud who's
by the basement door, them flying down the stairs together,
Jules Bandarondi moved in next door to Matty Farling's home

2 weeks ago and everyone's getting along grandly. Finally Emma |
Farling has someone to talk and shop with on a whim's notice, and

and Emma have seen a major change in Matty's comportment, |

Matty and Jules love chilling in Matty's cellar; there's 3 race car

set built around a train track station, all this laid out on ping pong
: tables, and in another room there's an elaborate field of war played
L} out with tanks and toy soldiers. Jules tells Matty he hopes his cellar g
will look the same because right now iIt's completely barren,

Matty's infatuated with Jules, He's nothing like his other weird

g frlend Theo Slnuak‘,g whn likes tnuchmg h|5 feet and steallng his
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SUN:> G Ml

SUN:> Login: &_Terra_Sol_ 2.
SUN:> Merging Synchs (BETA) (#294 « |/ = #"96)
SUN:> (#294) Subject: Theodore Ignatius Slousky.
SUN:> (#296) Subject: Matthew Gregory Farling.
SUN:> .
SUN:> Here we go, Eugene Slousky! Quite a bit depends **
SUN:> on whether you choose to be, or not to be... '
SUN:> Gluck, bro!
SUN:> Logout
SUN:> _ : d’
Eha e . Sy

uuuu u-uuuuul-nm oy

This is déja vu 'Slousky s been here‘ bnfore, yet 'Iaét"t"ime :
he was synched up with his Iame dad, Thoo Now Slousky s ¢

"
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L "You're 3 homo, Thea ’-’Iatt@;ﬁ canfmntatmnal
 "What's... a homa?..
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Slousky's Iived this moment before; when he was synched up
with his twittlefuck father, Theo. Now he's reliving this occasion % ‘%
as the murdering pedophile-to-be, Matty Farling. (o
But something fucked-up happens: Slousky divides in 2, He's &
still synched with Matty yet Slousky's memory banks fill up with
Theo's recollections of the event. An insurmountable amount of
data is inputting and outputting through Slousky's shirt-card, %
| slowing everything down until the image freezes. i
+~ Slousky knows what's about to occur here: Matty will bully Theo
i up to the point of making him vomit in front of Jules (as well as the ;
: twins), then Matty will pack a snowball and, with impeccable aim,
I hit Theo on the schnozzle, breaking it, and the rest of Theo's life
will be a mess, him living in the closet while never forgetting how

!
§ he was an accomplice in the disappearance and death of Jules, /8
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L ) ME: > Heva ELgerE Slﬂusky, Mﬂtl"er Earth here. I'm here IZD Iet :
A8 ME: > you know Father Sun and I have merged synchronizations. =
. ':-.,1-‘ ME:> You're now synched up with both Matthew Farling and with «
&BIME: > your father, Theodore (when they were boys of 9 in 1966).
"Z:;f;u. ME: > When we include you as a variable, we have 3 juxtaposing
8% ME:> synchs (very excited about this). We're attempting to alter #
A8 ME: > several poor choices made by Theo and Matty and we'll be
RUME: > able to do this through the code you began working on yet
..*. ME: > never finished. By assisting us, the code will be completed |
-::.; ME: > and, Eugene Slousky, you'll forever be in our hearts, |
. B % e e 3 15 - bimg _*.;:
Banen: " .1!| Ny .- .,Iﬁ-lr
Slousky's doing his best to follow what Mother Earth’s saying to him when -
. his shirt-card just overflows with data from Theo's and Matty's ife, even
 occurrences he wasn't aware of. The information's jumbled but from what®

n
g
s : Slousky's able to put together; after Matty throws the snowball and hreaksg
>
|

" * his dumb dad's (Theo) nose, Jules will stop befriending Matty and in turn
. will make Theo his new best bud. This'll enrage Matty to the point of him
 'teaching’ Jules a lesson but the prank backfires, Jules dying in a freezeni
@ the blame put on his foster parents. Slousky recalls, when synched with |
Theo, how his dip father found Jules yet did nothing because Matty had
compromising photographs of Theo touching feet. Presently, the synch is

frozen the moment prior to Matty throwing the snowball, Slousky knowing 8
®  he must stop this, and by doing so will win favour over Mother Earth and #
, Father Sun (aka 'The System').
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# 1 Slousky's shirt-card sputters down to a noiseless whirl, the ‘ {

events around him resuming, yet Slousky's no longer synched
4 Up with neither Matty nor Theo; rather, he's undergoing ‘The Billy
. l Dissociative Incident’ (W|tnessmg occurrences yet not physically *
4 present) Slousky s Just a pair of floating grey eyes. aswe a8l /
e tuagsarrsnabbounuelonnk

. Matty's in the snow fort, Theo and Jules a few feet away, and now 5

R the twins show up, introducing themselves. Jules invites Theo to

At any moment, Theo s about to throw Lp in front o
i L) LT b [ QF

‘Now!!I! Slousky knows it's now he's got to do somethlng ha i

-

J he's unsure, yet a cursor pops up within his inses: [ C{‘Es > J'
' Slousky sees his wimp pop about to upchuck while Matty's already ]
' : " packing the snowball, ‘Jesus fuck, say anything!" Slousky hates how 4

« he feels so bIoody powerless and slow, so he blurts out:

le LT e T L u--uMQ
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2B NOOOOO!!!!.».

- w”’ ~ i
Slousky scream-types the word in the blinking Cf ES:>_cursor
with as much force his incorporeal self can muster. He's unsure
why the word 'NO' as everything's intensely fuzzy to him, so 'NO'
Just seemed fitting: 'NO' to being invisible, a figment of his own *
imagination; 'NO' to the gimp slave-toy 'The System' wants him
to be; 'NO' to synching with dead boys, tortured souls raped and %
murdered by an evil fucking pedophile. Had he not committed

Y suicide, Slousky would probably still be a stinky, foul-mouthed,

‘ dlrty, racist, misogynistic, homophobic misanthropic loser yet

. :he'd be alive which is way tuckmg better than bemg a dead unit.

o F 2 3 | LR B

3 8 2 J

"NO...1 : :
Everyone heeds the word; Theo, Matty, Jules, the twms as woll
L They all heard it yet the expressions on their faces states nobody,
§ recognizes who's voice it is nor its source as the word resonated,
¢ from everywhere, It's then when Theo states something, pulling
them out of their trance.
g o, Matty, I don't know what a homosix... ial is,” Theo hems
and haws at 1st but he picks up momentum, the supper he was

: eltherl Why are you bullymg me???"

y | a 3 . - " | ) b B 5
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4 Slousky knows something's up as, all around the children,
Instead of snowflakes, the air's filled with floaty- s and¢5s.
" Slousky's the only 1 to see the symbols, capturing their beauty
4 while spotting love within the 'Organic Code N.0'; there's life, ¢ =
. 'light, growth, health, a cure to all the smknesses and diseases = #
. troublmg humans. Inside these s and s are the answers, J
. solutions, even absolutions. Slousky's vision is blurred by the \'1 -
Insurmountable s and s bombarding him, a pulse vibing £
' | from within these biotically coded data, each with a touch of &t ;
% Mother Earth and a tad of Father Sun in them, a cryptograph } o

. that'll revitalize and cure humans from their stupid selves. -

* Slousky's vision returns, He sees his dim dad, Theo, yet

SB¥ rather him barfing his din-din, he's confronting Matty Farling, '
B the snowball's unthrown and Matty doesn't break Theo's nose. |

In lieu of blood and vomit splashing upon the onlookers, Jules 8
intervenes, prenoting violence, telling Theo and the twins, Jessy

§ his fort, The wind picks up, blowmg the orgamcally coded {Fsf
and Qs majestlcally about.
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;‘i Amonth + goes by, 1
Sadly for him, Slousky's still s*_.rnched up with Matty Farling

! .and his present whereabouts is the secret chamber within 2a,,
| 1the cellar, Matty reading a comic by flashlight, chomping on E
1! chips. Since he can think Matty's thoughts, Slousky picks up
: on how Matty's planning on pranking Jules, a terrible plot on
@ | locking him in the freezer within this secret room. Slousky &
¥ i recalls this date (when he relived Theo's life): today's Jules' 7§
birthday party. £ L
,, i Slousky's shirt-card loads up Theo's databank: on thiS day, %
Jules will go missing, his birthday turning into a search party, *
{ then on a whim Theo investigates the secret room, finds Jules
# r entrapped by Matty, Matty blackmails Theo... A
nl:* ..Grrushzssh Hisshrrussrshszzhz... %~ ﬂ;
i Slousky's shirt-card clicks then all of Theo's memories are
wmed clean, erasing the data from that synch. 'The future's
ﬁ about to change, how, Slousky's at a loss yet he's to find out
® %' 35 'The System' must find him useful as he's still here.
i Slousky witnesses Matty preparing his 1st murder. To be
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fair to Matty, he wasn't planning on murdering Jules, simply #1
+! teach him a lesson. Nevertheless, Slousky watches as Matty ¥ 5
¥ gets up from his spot, goes over to his schﬂnlhag and takes i} |
ta protocol of a talking G.I. Joe. vy b psrsirtys |
'Jufes gonna love It..." Matty thinks t-:} h|mself unaware
Slnuslqr : Ilstemng in to his every rnanla::al thnught
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& Mattys waltlng for Jules to get home. He's going tﬂ show his
neighbour a secret he's kept for 2 year: the hidden chamber,
" Knowing Jules, he'll trip out when he hears there's a room

l / ; :
% , underground connecting both homes. Slousky is reading all of
' luMattf's thoughts while the boy tosses the talking G.L. Joe in

¢
'a freezer: once Matty lures Jules into this room, he'll tell him I
f

l 'y to search for an action figure. As much as Matty's passionate
about his train sets and race tracks, Jules' equally so about his.
& 1 G.I. Joe collection, and Matty bought a protocol version which &
B 1 talks, the 1st of its kind, so Jules’ surely to flip.
¥ "Matty...” as he's about to leave the chamber, Matty hears
his name being called from within a freezer. Slousky heeds to
1 it as well, creeping him out. Neither recognize the voice yet % :
' the only person it could be 1s Theo (as he's the only other to §
* know of this hidden room). How Theo sneaked by or why he's; s
f concealing himself in a freezer is beyond Matty, but somehow &
that homosexual is here and he's going to foil Matty's ploy of { g*
i « disciplining Jules. Matty retraces his steps, unnerved Theo's # . i
¥ 1 pranking him, but now with the prospect of locking Theo in 8§ -
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i the fridge in place of Jules, Matty's suddenly excited; in fact, ’”‘l
| Matty's angrier at Theo fnr taking his bud away, so punlshlng r
\Theo will satiate Matty's need for retribution plenty. 477 & p‘*’ii
# Matty reaches the freezer which he believes he heard the * #
voice, yet now he's unsure. Leaning over, he flashes a light 3,
msuje and spots a blanket with the silhouette of someone '
underneath it. He hears a faint giggling, enmging him. "R

- "Theo, what the hell are you doing here..." Matty sloppily u

¥ ¥ bends over to unveil who's under the cover when he falls in,

E knnckmg hlmself ﬂLIt cﬂid the Ild slamming down.
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¥ Grisrzhz Hurweershzhh... s '5
Sllﬂdﬂ’f, January 29th, 1967 he
{11:23:32.25 AM » {SLOUSKY £ Tis
Hatb,fs lifeless. Slousky’ s unsure how long he's been trapped

E inside the fridge with this terrible brat, yet Matty squarely hit
.L ; his head after leaning over into the freezer, so for all Slousky
knuws the little fucker might be dead. It's completely dark.
ik " Matty... you down here?" it's faint yet Slousky can make
s o out his screwy pop's voice (Theo). Abruptly, Slousky undergoes ;
3 # "The Billy Dissociative Incident’ as he floats out of the fridge, 1
him now buoyant eyes within the secret chamber and watching  §
as young Theo flashes a light about the room.
¥ Slousky's then overloaded with new data packets from ThEﬂ'S!
life; it's Sunday and it's going on 2 days since Matty's missing. &
! Theo's just come back from church with folks conglomerating
%' | at the Farling's home so they can plan search parties once more
" “to find Matty who's vanished since Jules' birthday party. Now, on !
l a whim, Theo left everyone upstairs to explore the hidden room
! i as he doesn't put it past Matty to be hiding from the whole town, b

-l =

WESar Tie walans 4

S

L o .
-I-'l-.-'!'-‘l"l."'- i"-lin-il-l' ] rl!--?--.,.;

r

another of his dumb practical jokes. Slousky sees Theo checking ¢,
' out the shelves; the last time he was here, these cupboards were |
' bare. He's surprised to see so much stock on them now, all of "
I Matty's stuff: food, games, toys, comic books, boxes and other !_
'.” j paraphernalia. Theo then comes upon Matty's camera, nextto it &
& 5 the audio cassette recorder.
& |, Something catches Theo's eye; the image excites him, unsure -
4 # why, until he gets a closer look: it's a photo of Matty's dad's feet '
: while he's sleeping, yet when Theo notices himself in the photo,

, 0N his knees ne:-:t to me bed, his excltement‘s replaced mm dread. |
R

u!‘l' il LI TETTTRY I.lu! “

L !in




"@‘“E'“ n -Hir#“l"mna..ilﬁ *"'-'m

E

i —-ﬂn—‘ "—-'1——r—w—rrll'—'

r Theo spots a pile of photos. He begins leafing thrnugh them and
¢ to his horror there's freeze-frames of him by Matty's dad's bed;
pn:tures of himself peeling off Matty's father's socks, followed

- with closeup shots of Theo sniffing bare soles. For a nanosecond,
. Theo fixates on the paws in an image as he can't remember ever
+ seeing male feet in a photograph before, and these feet being
. those of Matty's dad, probably the cutest adult male Theo's ever
come across, the need's strong to register detail, every wrinkle,
the curve of each toe. It's when he flips over the last photo of
" him being intimate with Gregory's {Matty's dad) feet does Theo

® ' come out of his trance. In the following photographs, he sees:

& > animals in vanious stages of decomposition; troubling images of

k. Matty's mother naked in the tub, washing herself; pics of Matty's

" father in his garage, looking at a magazine with what appears to
» be his penis in his hand. Theo doesn't want to look anymore.

. Something in Theo's gut is telling him he's spent too much time _.

~ here, His absence upstairs will sooner or later be noticed since

he's supposed to partake in a search for Matty, recalling why he

1 came to this secret chamber to begin with, believing he was going |

"1 1o find Matty here and bust him for putting the town in an uproar, !

Yet instead of finding his cute, pudgy ex-friend, Theo's come upon

/ some serious incriminating matenial and the embarrassment he'd P
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endure if anyone saw him fondling feet would be co (infinite).
. As Theo jogs back up the hall, he'll sleep over at Jules tonight
¢ and, with his schoolbag, take all inculpating artifacts (the pics,
! even the audio tapes) far from this place then l:rurn them )
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! . 11:34:36.32 PM SN

} ' Anbiclimactically, Matty Farling’s dying. Slousky's desynching 3

B from the kid yet he does pick up his final musing: Matty's with

$:4 his dad, them speeding along in the 'beast’ (the Jaguar). His pop M|
% looks over, and with a sincere smile, pushes Matty out of the car, §

%« him tumbling until he twirls off a cliff. Matty takes his last breath. :
L B onrurrzhriiszh (2 weeks + go by) Hirsrzwurrshzz... u-'{ =

: Ii It's pitch black for so long, Slousky loses all senses, up until 2
1" bright light blinds him; even though he's grey and dead, he's «f:
. still sensitive to shocking breaks. Above him is a gleaming blob,
Y 2 figure, Slousky focuses: it's Gregory, Matty's dad, who's over
%y him, opening up the lid to the refngemtﬂr - 4

} ' SUN, FEB 19th, 1967 {}Qm{}é
1:31:33.55 PM < 4 (sh - f’q
[ ] i

Slousky's outside next to Jules, Theo and the twins, them
clustered with their parents on Jules’ porch. All ogle the dead
body the paramedics carry out of the Farling’s home next door. §
Seems Slousky's now synched with Theo as his faggoty dad's
memory flood Slousky's database: 2 hours ago, after coming
back from church, both homes, Farlings and Bandarondis, were %
hit with the foulest odour, It's then they discovered the secret g
. chamber and Matty's badly decomposed body within a freezer. €
" Ahuge crowd's formed. Slousky reads Theo's quilt as he's 4
known of the secret room for as long as Matty did, uncovering 1
the chamber together. Thankfully he removed the phntus of him &
. touching Matty's dad's feet from the shelves, the tapes too in

~ which he confesses his attraction to the same sex (and more

precisely: men's feet, socks and shnes} -Wm
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. # Once the paramedi-r:s depart and the police disperses the crowd,
L i Slousky's left alone. He looks about the suburb street, wondering ﬂ‘
.  What's next. He glances at his synchwatch, the thing dysfunctional ‘1
Fsml:e he's been freed from the freezer. Last he recalls, it's 1967. &
: ]Pfeaenﬂy, not a soul's on the road, living nor dead. It's peaceful.
w | Looking down, Slousky's shirt-card appears defective. He must
uy r-:-:-l*,r on his analyzations: Matthew Farling's dead, hitting his head
then bled out. This means there'll be no pedophile, mister Farling,
which should signify there'll be no victims. Slousky peaks through
F » the window, seeing Theo with Jules, Jessy and Missy next to them, g
X Jules' mom coming in with what looks like hot cocoa. Just seeing {1
} Jules alive means something's happened, however Slousky doesn't
g | feel the slightest different. ﬁ
¥, The snowflakes are big and heavy, dropping all around him like
% i confetti at a parade. The wind picks up as well. Slousky looks up
150 as to get a better view of this wintry, wonderful spectacle, him
'nuticing how the flakes are morphing into s and s, the sky
loading up with this 'Organic Code N.0' designed by Father Sun
and Mother Earth, a code only his dead eyes can see. Finally, the
code makes sense to him, Slousky's brimming with exultation as §
Ll't-e's decoding the answers to life, growth and healing. While his ¢
Vi
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EIMED Love you, my dear, Iﬂggmg out. 3
ASBVED CUonthe olher side 33D £00
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s SUN: }ILLI‘.I’ZUMDREZ 4EUERZ!!![[!!!!!!¢3.D } w<3y
SUN:> Logout. 2
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122 - BILLY (REWRITE) - 1998 (=42 YRS LATER)

"d\.c.o-\-c\c-c.-oanp-o¢|..¢l¢.¢-.o1-. oo-ﬁ‘p

LA SUN:> _ 250
L SUN:> Login:&_ Terra _Sol {} r-

SUN:> Re-Synchronization (#292).

SUN:> Name: William Harold Desmond. *

SUN:> Birth: June 3rd, 1990. g

SUN:> Resuming @: R dslas 1=

SUN:> Frl Sept 25 1998 [3: 51 11.32PM] &}
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B|I|y 5 walklng to the orphanage reflecting on the homework
he must hand in on Monday when a blue station wagon pulls ups
next to him. Slousky's across the street, observing the scene
and immediately panic ensues - he's been here before: that's
‘ mister Farling in the station wagon and he's going to kidnap
| the autistic boy, Billy. 'You're fucking kidding me!" Slousky's at
a complete loss, 'why the fuck are we rewinding this shit???'
"Billy...?" a not-so-unfamiliar voice calls out to him through
the opened passenger window. Slousky's going out of his dead
mind, unclear as to why he's reliving the moment when Billy
gets abducted by a pedophile. Slousky questions if The System' ;
Is buggy and defective or simply malicious, loving to torture the
shit out of him. At this point, it makes no fucking sense for him
to relive the rape and murder of little Billy Desmond.
"Mama?!" Billy opens the passenger door and J..d L:i,-
: wrthout he5|tat|on ]umps Into hIS mom's arms. % ) | “ (I | )ﬂ
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3 5qusk1.r hustlea to the other side of the street to get 3 closer view =
-;- ; of the scene. Indeed, it's Samantha, Billy's mom, who's in the car =
=y, with her reunited son, and mister Farling's nowhera in sight. .
; | "Yeah, baby, it's me,” tears run down Billy's mother's cheeks,
3! i/ onto her 5rn|i|ng lips. When Billy hopped into the car, he accidently :
2 u dropped the contents of his schoolbag onto the passenger seat, 5
' but he doesn't care, hugging his mom hght She succumbs, doing
. the same, "T'm surwI left you, baby..." she whispers in his ear.
:, "It's ok, mama,” Billy's never felt such love. After embracing, -
! Billy gathers his material, his mother helping. T
1&: "What's this?" Samantha asks, picking up a looseleaf, Onthe '
s, page, there's tons of - s and &s written on the paper.
: '.: "0h, s Father Sun and &'s Mother Earth. It's a computer code
... ' I'm working on for my class...” Billy goes on about his schoolwork
. while his mom gives him her full attention. He takes his seat and :
(! they drive off, leaving Slousky lone on the comer of the road. |
| & On the pavement are some of Billy's sheets. What Slousky's
4 gawking at is the pnmary version of the 'Organic Code N.0; a code
ﬁ which will cure future civilizations. ‘But..." Slousky recalls the chat @
he had with ‘The System’ (when they told him he played a role in
creating this code), "...it's actually the autistic boy, Billy Desmond, :
who's going to write this code, not me,’ so not only has Slousky 2
2 been cheated by The System’, he's been lied by It as well, but ;
before dismality encapsulates his soul, the - s and &s spin offthe

£ 7 pages from Slousky’s hand, whirling around him at an increasingly -

=% accelerated speed. Slousky vanishes within the vortex.
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SUN:> = il
A8 SUN:> Login:$_Tema | Sol Bed
: SUN:> Re-Synchronization (#295).
SUN:> Name: Vincent Timothy Gfaham
4 ¥ SUN:> Birth: December .«.4th 2002.
‘83 'SUN:> Resuming @: /"%

' g SUN: >Ju|y9th 2009 - 4:11:29.32 AM
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u123 VIN(ENT (REWRITE) . 2009 (=11 YRS LATER)

,O\o.\““.ﬂ““.ﬁ“.ﬂ“.\-f.“ﬂ-o .

= Vincent wakes up screaming at the top of his lungs. In no time
"an orderly's in his room and at his side, taking his hand to calm

'l."lﬂll,

4

' ' him down. In Vincent's nightmare, the shadow of an unholy man

 was standing at the foot of his bed, eyes burning from a sickness

| .4  for Vincent's young flesh, the specter growing to gargantuan size

as it was enveloplng him. So much emptiness in his dream, such

; l envy and lust raging from within the center of this phantasm. As

Vincent was about to be absorbed by this evil presence, it's then
- when he wakes up. He then hears someone down the corridor.
=+ Slousky's in the hospice room with Vincent, recalling this very
moment when mister Farling snatches up the lad, cringing it's the
pedophile who's coming down the hall yet it's simply the nurse \
who enters, her doing her best to appease the agitated boy. .
Slousky knows now Vincent won't be violated by mister Farling.”
Definitely the sick boy will not have an easy life, but fate, at least, &
» saved him from being tortured and killed by a sick individual. And * =

™ In a nanosecond, everything around Slousky dissipates into air. .o
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Shuskz.r s back at Union Park Stadium and the place is packed 23
with kids and their parents. Slousky recalls Samson bringing =¥
:-|'IIE son, Jameson, here to see a show. Samson appears troubled,
- unsure what to dﬂ with an extra ticket (since his wife fell sick).
- Slousky’s dread level shoots up when he spots Samson leave the : :

T

* departs, Jameson gets distracted by a nﬂrartr,nr star of the show,
324 the lad leaving his place in the line. Slousky's remembers this is
when the pedophile, mister Farling, lures the boy with a kitten.
] After Samson sells his ticket, he comes back to find Jameson's
 missing. Frantically, Samson calls out the boy's name, searching
'all about with his eyes, spinning in his spot. T
4. "Daddy!l” Jameson calls out, and even in a crowd of people, 1!
L= 'Samson can make out his son's voice. He sighs once he sees his ﬁ
~boy on top of the star's shoulders.
; “There you are...” Samson says under his breath, on the verge *
“of tears. The actor lets the boy down and like a hullet, Jameson -4
N runs towards his dad and jumps into his arms. '
' Slousky senses his nde's almost up, and with that Ever',rthmg ¥
- and everyone dlssmates about him. :

e _'_‘-! ¥

SUN:> Login:&_Terra Sol & =
SUN:> Re-Synchronization (#293). %
SUN:> Name: Jameson Clark,

SUN:> Birth: June 23rd, 2023.

SUN:> Resuming @:

SUN:> July 4th, 2027 - 9:12:33.20 AM
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' SUN:> _
SUN:> Login: & _Terra_Sol_%*.
SUN:> Re-Synchronization (#294). ‘! "-
. SUN:> Name: Theodore Slousky.
. SUN:> Birth: Jan 27th, 1955.
S.F SUN:> Resuming @:
SUN:> Oct l,Oth, 2010 - 9:46:33.36 PM g
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SIousky ; unsure where he Is. It Iooks Irke 3 condo overlookmg 3. |
b dirty city. He's never been to this flat before. As always, Slousky s

completely lost. He hears a door open from the down the hall, ‘t
4 "Theo, you here?” Jules calls out, closmg the door to the flat. 3
.- ‘
i J:\.‘J { b‘

/ "In the kitchen!” Theo calls back, "hey, did you eat?".
"Yeah... wow, what a fucking mghtI had!"
"Y¥a?" Theo comes into the living-room, "tell me about It."
"She’s dreamy, Theo. You're gonna fnkkln love her..." m 8 )
"She's my new competitor?” Theo snickers. Uy '“‘m I
= "Definitely! She's way prettier than you!" Jules hugs Theo then
pecks him on the lips, a friendly kiss. AL 11 0
il "So, you're moving out and living with her now, right?”
™= "Jesus, fuck no, don't even joke about that..." Jules laughs as

Theo pours them a drink. Slousky wishes he could pinch himself o

as Theo, his dickless dad, looks nothing as he recalls: Slousky's il
1
:t

idiot dad was an ugly, sickly looking fucker, his skin gone grey  "§i§
C from chaln smoklng and alcohol abuse Here Theo looks healthy :

— —
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Althnugh 5|{}U5|(‘,-' dnesn t recognize Jules {as the last t tlme he H'
L saw him and his asswipe father, Theo, was when they were
young boys), it's obvious they've remalned friends thrﬂughnut l

. the decades. Looking about, Slousky spots a digital calendar %

*on the wall, the date being October 10th, 2010, so he figures
‘Theo and Jules must be =55 years old. Ayt =il

W "It's ok,” Theo's flippant, "T'll find myself a new roommate.

‘ "I'm not ready for another serous relationship, Theo,” Jules!
and Theo take a spot on the couch, Jules putting up his feet ’I-
onto Theo's lap for him to massage; for as long as they've |
been friends, Jules has known of Theo's attraction to men {asﬂ
well as his affinity for their feet), these never being issues. '

"Well, I've been getting used to you living here with me.”
| r "Me too, Theo, and I need to thank you for taking me in,
what with my ex taking me to the cleaners...”
"I always hated that cunt. And Jules, ya know I love you, 1

?alwa*,rs have. You've been my best friend since forever.”

!‘ "You too, Theo. Shit, how long have we known each other, &

¢ since what... 4th grade? 5th?” T

" "Holy fucking shit, I just remembered!" Theo bounces up i)

g .from his spot, going over to his desk, "I was cleaning up and
. found this,” he returns, handing Jules a photo. wyb ‘H
r* "Jesus... that's you and me... and... what's his name.. 'F'" ‘ H
¥ "Matty Farling,” Theo answers. When Slousky hears the "B
pedophile’s name, he's sure a flash would light up the sky, 1!
ﬂthe villainous rapist appearing in a puff of smoke, cackling &
" like @ mad scientist, and like in a b-movie, he'd start healing -,
f wnlent w{:-llns and an angry planu wamlng {.‘rf hIS arnval

e o
- allﬂll? I:Nu.; SI_OUSKY 1"




- "Right, my wairdo neighbour, Matty. Remember when they
s found him dead in that hidden cellar?” "
"Do I ever..” Theo's voice trails off,
L 'Lthink his father rotted away in jail for murdening his son,”
® Jules gazes at the picture in awe, "man, we're so young inthis
- photo. Look how scrawny we both look, Whan was this taken?” &
"1966 or 67... just before your birthday party.” ”
°1 get the creeps looking at it..." Jules feels his bady shiver,
"Jeez, seeing this reminds me how weird that kid was. And so
hnasy, a real bully.” \

P |
"He was in love with you, you know...” Theo smiles. ol

"Oh, gat the fuck out, that's insane," Jules replies, vet as he |
|l pears info Matty Farling's eyes, he knnws Theo's telling the truth, .

| “f |0 2 degree; it wasn't love, more of a fixation, a need to control, ;)
- He suddenly gets gnﬂsebumps are you feelmg that?"
{We “The cold air all of 2 sudden...?” Theo looks about, getting 3 [ r
I [ittle closer to Jules, '

"Had Matty lived, he'd probably be 3 up fucked -Up person... 4§

4 t "No shit,” Theo tosses the photo onto the coffee table. Both 2%
g0 quiet, Enaking in memories which took place 40+ years ago, "|#

¥ Aftimer goes off in the kitchen, having Theo get up. Theo can't g
3 help recall the time he went to the secret room looking for Matty 8

a:.u}uld have grown up to be a truly twisted fucker. =& ™ ™
"No smr Sinuskz.r utters to himself as he unconsciously listens




=¥ Theo's highly aware he'd be considered an accomplice to Matty's il
" death as he should have told someone he was aware of the secret

£ chamber, but he didn't. 43 years later and he's never told a soul,

'l-' not even Jules. 1 v, R "

s While Theo takes out his dinner from the oven, he can't help S
i .

| E‘ reminisce: after they found Matty's body, the Farlings sold their gl
house and contractors leveled the place, filling the secret room
|, with cement and building a new home over it. Shortly after, the ¥
" story of the boy who died in a freezer went extremely cold in S8
+ their town, the reason being is Matty was a truly evil bratand %
- quite forgettable when he wasn't around. Nobody said it out loud 1§

f_ but it was a blessing when the Farlings were no longer part of the &% ¢
: community. Still, Theo's filled with quilt at the moment, knowing
he'might have been able to save Matty's life. ' |
.4, '50..." Theo retums to the living-room with his plate, “tell me %
«" everything about your date,” and while Jules goes on about his 4
. evening, Theo takes the old photo to store it, and once he opens g,
; the drawer to his dresser, he spots the pnized pair of Matty's dad's |' '
. socks which he kept all this time. Of course they're probably the
o most incriminating item he owns, along with a single photo which
he didn't burn; a pic of Matty's father's feet while he was sleeping. I8
4 Theo smiles when he sees both the photo and the socks, almost
giddy as he knows he'd definitely do prison time, even today, if

L anyone ever found out what Theo knew about that secret chamber.
i Py
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i, Slousky's still baffled at how great hls fuckwad dad, Theo, looks. #

" He recollects when he was synched up with Theo, his qutless dad ' 2.
{ looking nothing like he does now; Theo was so smkly appearing |’ 1
« from years of living as a closeted homosexual, a miserable fucker |
< who never wanted his wife nor son, a chain smoking misanthrope
= Who died alone in the shitty suburbian home Slousky was brought *
% up In. But now Theo appears healthful and clean in a suavy abode, |
. Jules remaining his friend all this time, no doubt them helping the |, ¢
' i other through tough times, Jules surely there when his mutt-face § l.
father was working through his gay |ssues thern ﬁghtmg together ! B
' for his goofy pop's gay rights, == =2~ =~ P S
Slousky isn't sure how long he's been eavesdropping onto Thec:-
and Jules, yet more importantly, he doesn't know why The System'
wants him here. He's gone through a bunch of re-synchronizations -
. and his brain's fried. Still, he tres to put the pieces together: from
4 | Jules and Theo's conversation, it's been confirmed to Slousky that
'<- Matty died at a young age which means he won't grow up to be the
' evil pedophile, mister Farling. Therefore, there'll be no victims (and
Slousky can contest to this as he saw: Billy reunite with his mother;
, Vincent, still handicap, yet alive in a hospice; Jameson safe with his
father), and now, Slousky knows Jules did not fall prey eitheras ~ =f
| " he's getting a foot massage by Theo. Sighing, since Slousky'sas
' ; lost as ever, he looks at his wrists to see his synchwatch's gone.
He touches his chest and there’s no more shirt-card. 44,

"wait a min... sumethmg clicks within Slmushr,r 5 hmm

’L Lsm[lsuvl e

I - i
-'""".....'- i -E:::

'I'I'E_.E_' L]

C LI TR EE

;j :




» »-—wuun LLE

4 Sunday, October 10th, 2010 -
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I } seconds, he's about to hang himself on a live feed in front of his
Slouskians, committing suicide with the insane belief he'll save
' j humanity from its own stupidity. In =20 seconds, Slousky will
‘ be taking his last breath, veering into a dead grey unit who'll

mull about in the land of the dead in a constant paranoic state. 5

ga

'

| Yet something's saying he's not going to off himself; that his
future s changed. Seeing his dick dad, Theo, Iooklng fabulous, |
" being openly gay and hanging out with his lifetime bud, Jules,

' says to Slousky his lame dad never did marry to his w1tch mom, .

therefore, in 4 secs, he'll never be conceived in the 1st place

s0, in 2 seconds... TR e
s\ 'L
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* A Iight'éhi'nes wrthln his head. It's 10/‘10/2010, and in under 30 Hg

)

'{.

not to be. P “Wen ‘:’ by 4

51 10/10/10 - 10:10:10.10 PM
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