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u had dreams, circle the ones u recognize. 
the sleepyhead type of dreams, not those 
crushed ones you’re usually going on 
about…

oh my bad. ur getting old - it’s actually 
all crushed dreams. wanna talk about it 
for serious? might help, might give u 
new issues:

~car won’t start. u r the car. ~there go ur 

teeth and sense of power over ur life. ~u 

can’t find the room ur avoiding. ~ naked in 

public but not on purpose this time. ~the 

toilets are  overflowing; time to plunge into 

the backlog. ~ u said yes. u meant no. about 

the big thing. shit.

What♠ the [emotional] weather? 
better check the sadar
You’ll heed the warnings this time, right?
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1.
Agonize over your 
self-im

posed dilem
m

a 
until it physically hurts.

2.
Close eyes, spin page.

3.
Tap your (unlit) clove 
cigarette to the page.

4.
Accept your fate. {unless 
ur question/answ

er 
results in kys…feel free to 
destroy urself up to that   
point tho!}
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Scene King : …and now u report to Chad 
Abercrombie. Got2b wondering if ur youth 
was wasted or ur adulthood.

Heartbroken Poet :  feasting on my 
blood/lyme fears, lost pills. fuck. 

le sigh/ that bird laughed at me.

 u know what, stop touching grass. go  do ur 
homework in the computer room. 

Half-Pipe Philosopher : u figured it all 
out at 15. sketched out on writing it down, 
spent 20 years mall grabbing. the poet’s in 
the computer room. y'all could stomp it.

Melancholy Metalhead : ur neck has arthritis but 
ur heart still needs catharsis. it’s okay to step 
out of the pit…we know ur really at the Saosin 
show.

Nerdcore Neighbor : you invite people to 
your LAN party but won’t let them connect. 
we showed up. we wanted to play with you.

Arm Warmer Punk : you’ve been ur own 
POW for two decades. we’ve tied a studded 
belt round the ole’ cork tree…please start 
negotiating ur release.

Bonfire Busker : you’ve been blacking out 
the friction for twenty years. *nudges capo 
in ur direction, follows u into the dark*. 
today, u will be loved. *dodges DMCA suit*

Apropos Acolyte {a divine message for the otherly 
dejected} u weren’t scene, u were on the scene. stop  
compiling. be seen.

Holga’s Hero : if every shot is bokeh, 
maybe it’s ur lens?
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SAD BOI!

W
ho hurt u???
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we know this ends in tears…
show me why

←CUT HERE TO FEEL SOMETHING  CUT HERE TO FEEL SOMETHING CUT HERE→
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