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In American folklore it's often posited that “second place”
is actually “the first loser.” While scholars of various
stripes have conflicting opinions on the accuracy of such
claims, the reality is, at least according to the general
populace of the world’s greatest country, the saying is
functionally viewed as true. The second cousin, strictly
defined, is the child of the first cousin in relation to the
child of another first cousin, first cousins of course being
the respective children of siblings. The number 2 is, in
theory, the beginning of all multiplicity, the primal source
of a multitude. Without the number 2 there would be no
linear single-digit path to 3 and 4 or even 5. In fact all
evenness itself is defined, in theory, by an ability to be
divided by this number 2. Even binary code, while only
consisting of Os and 1s is still comprised of 2 numbers (0
and 1). And all duality is derivative of the number 2. The
number is at times associated with Ceres or Demeter, a
goddess of agriculture and fertility, an alleged sister of
Zeus. In certain forms of Neo-Pythagoreanism and/or
Neo-Platonism, a certain indefinite dyad is an originator
of the entire universe, emanating from an ineffable One,
whereas certain cosmologies, such as Gnosticism and
Manichaeism, are notable for their dualist structures,
placing a duality as a first principle, which are in sharp
contrast to the more monist constructions found in
Akbarism and other orders.
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Enzo told Daria

how he was considering
that it was perhaps

with a tyrannical exactness
that he proceeded

about his life,

right up through

his weekly high fades,

that he considered

a latent geometrical tyranny
to be possibly

ruthlessly guiding his life
as he took quick note

of a quite sizeable posterior
in light blue jeans

that was walking

right past him

as he approached

the large brick building
that contained

the Department for
Economic Development
on a quaint

Friday afternoon

at four pm on the dot.

Daria was aware

Enzo walked there

to try and slip the clerk

a quick so-called
business registration form



but before she could confirm
what she already knew
for a fact

Enzo went on to note that
it turned out

the city clerks’ offices
closed half an hour early
for their so-called
summer hours,

which as it

so happened

was exactly at

four pm.

Enzo muttered

what the fuck

before continuing on

to note he was wearing
his new tan Walmart mesh
basketball shorts

with his white vans

as the voluptuous woman
walked past,

by contrast,

wearing wire rimmed glasses
on the tip of her thin nose,
surrounded on three sides
by curly black locks.

According to him

sometimes it was

just preferable

to sit on a roof

with your shirt off

and think about fucking nothing



for a little bit

even if it

was five fifteen

on a Friday afternoon,
there was, after all,
repetition and number,
he noted to Daria,

but did all numbers
actually repeat?

Daria noted

she’d been noticing

an insane amount

of five fifty fives

and two twenty twos

plus eleven elevens

and even one elevens of late
but to date

she’d refrained

from any attempt

to google an explanation.

But wasn't it the case,

Enzo interjected,

since they’'d gotten

onto the topic

of sequences of integers anyway,
wasn't it the case

that the second cousin

as a conceptual artifice

was collectively accelerating
the downfall of their country,
| mean, Enzo said,

second cousins

are in aggregate



all basically cunts, right?

In Enzo’s mind

it was the clearly the case
that the second cousin

was basically objectionable,
a pitiful clinging

to a so-called bloodline

that was, even when

more potent,

still somewhat ambiguous
if not nonsensical.

What was blood anyway?

Daria, for her part,

didn’t have a particularly strong
opinion on the concept

of the second cousin

one way or the other,

but she admitted

that she didn’t

have as big of a family

as Enzo,

which perhaps played a part
in her quizzical nonchalance?

No, Enzo went on,

the second cousin

was something indicative
of a structural rot,

in fact it was something
that probably needed
actual legislation

to be properly combatted,



because these second cousins,
they wouldn’t just rescind
of their own accord.

No,

Enzo and Daria both,

they needed to start

petitioning local representatives
to abolish this concept

of the second cousin.

3.12 (.756)

It was abundantly clear
to Enzo that there was

a recurring splitting

into two

that was perhaps

the most nefarious act

of all,

that the first of this or that
inevitably'd become extended
to the so-called second
of the same substrate,
but why?

It was this counting,

this lurid linear extension

that perhaps offended

Enzo the most,

to which Daria,

thinking about her bok choy
with an unerring sense of dread,
was only partially paying



attention to.

They’d fundamentally forgotten
something essential

about number, Enzo said,
they’d become addicted to
dividing and adding,

extending and subtracting,
instead of focusing

on concepts more

steeped in purity.

Enzo felt as though

they were destined to recall
something essential about number,
but now, somehow,

that'd become impossible

for them, that they’d forgotten
for perpetuity

an essential aspect of number,
which made every situation
they encountered
immeasurably more bleak.

The second cousin itself

was little beyond a symptom

of a far greater sickness,

the common cold of counting numbers,
of becoming unitary until

they reached infinity.

Nothing was more infinite

than the unitary,

yet the unitary becoming infinite
was utterly absurd!



Everything was split into two,

or split into three,

all around them

were doppelgangers and trinities
of what was what.

Multiplicity
couldn’t exist this way!

Enzo continued

as Daria simultaneously
considered bringing up

a few concerns she had
with an employee

she’d contracted specifically
in a botanical manner,

but who, given his unorthodox methods,
had started to concern her
given some of his more
licentious habits.

Of course botany

and personal matters

were probably,

in most cases, considered
completely separate issues,
but due to the specific nature
of this particular job

it had begun to bother

Daria just slightly.

Enzo, for his part,
had an entire pack of cigarettes
in his drawer, he said to Daria,



because he’d bought
a whole pack the other day,
just purely out of spite.

Did she want to go
out onto the deck
and whack a puff or two from one?

Was she drunk enough
yet?—to smoke a quick cig?

Because she clearly wasn’t
listening to any

of the fucking shit he was saying
about integers

or second cousins,

about the nonsensical division
of everything all around them!

No Daria was,

she was listening (kind of ...),
it was just that

she was just a tad
preoccupied, even before
coming by she’d been
walking through

a small courtyard in the city,
taking note of the big trees
growing next to the large brick
condo buildings,
contemplating connecting
with nature,

but also with inanimate objects
as well?



It was one thing

to connect with nature

and trees and plants,

that was almost cliche,

but what about

connecting with inanimate objects
made of plastic

by wage slaves

in East Asia?

She’d recently attended
divine liturgy

for the first time in ages,

she told Enzo,

and while occasionally

staring up at the series

of icons people

would have

indiscriminately killed

people for worshipping

just a few short centuries ago,
she could have sworn

a set of voices

were speaking to her,

solely within her mind,
comforting her

but also informing her

that there'd be an upcoming time
that they’d snap their fingers
and she’d finally return to them,
as if that was where

she actually belonged,

in this plane

she could hardly comprehend,
yet communicated directly
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to her with no problem.

She exited her body

just momentarily,

filled with pure relief,
then the beings reiterated
a time would arrive

when they would

snap their fingers,

then she’d return, finally,
to them.

Perhaps

she’d have discounted
the encounter

if she hadn't,

with complete caprice,
she told Enzo,

decided to go up to take
communion with her dad,
and as her turn

finally arrived

to imbibe

the blood of Christ Himself,
she noticed sitting calmly
to the left of the priest
was a Wind Tunnel
brand floor fan.

The exact same floor fan she’d,
after taking entirely too

many mushrooms one
particular evening eons ago,
engaged in an extended
conversation with

1



regarding the true nature of things,
during which a certain clarity
descended upon her,

finally understanding,

with the utmost purity,

her true origin and, in turn,

the primal source of all things.
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Footnotes

3.1 Enz[o] t[o]ld Daria [h]Jow [h]e was [c]on[sli[d]ering
that it [w]las [plerh[alps [w]ith a tyr[a][n]ni[c]al
ex[a][c]tin]ess th[a]t h[e] [p]ro[c][ee][d]ed about his I[i][f]le,
[rIlilght up th[rlough [h]is w[ee]klI[y] [h][ilgh [f][a]des, that
he [c]on[s]idered a I[a]tent geome[t][r]i[c]al [tly[rlanny to
[blle] [plolssilbIllly] [rluthlle[s]s[l]ly] gulilding his I[ilfe
as he [tJoolk] [g]uilc]k note of a [q]u[ijte [s][i]zeable
[plo[s]terior in [I][ilght b[l]ue jeans that [w][a]s [w][a]l[K]ing
[rlilght [pllast him [a]s he a[p]proached the large
[bIril[clk [b]u[i]l[d]ing that [c]ontained the [D]e[p]artim]ent
[flor E[clono[m]i[c] [D]evelo[p][m]ent on a [q]u[ailnt
[FIri[d][ay] [a]lflternoon [a]t [flour [p]m on the [d][o]t.
[Dl[alria [w]as a[w][ar]le Enzo [w]al[k]ed th[er]e [t]lo [tlry
and [s][l]lilp the [c]lller[k] a [q]ulil[c]k [s]o-[c]alled
[b][u]sin[e]ss [r]egist[r]ation [f][or]m [b]ut [b]e[f][or]e she
[clould [c]on[f][irim what she already k[n]ew [flor a [f][a]ct
Enz[o] went on [t]o [n][o]te th[a]t it [t][urlned out the [c]ity
[c][llerks’ of[f]fi[c]les [c][l][o]sed hal[f] an ho[ur] [ear][l]ly
[flor their [s][o]-[c]alled [sJummer hours, wh[ilch [a]s [i]t
[s][o] h[a]ppened [w]as [e]x[a]ctly [a]t [flour pm. [E]nz[0]
m[u]ttered [w]h[a]t the [f][u][c]k be[f]lore [c]on[t]inuing on
[tlo [n][o]te he [w]as [w]earing his [n]ew [t]lan [W]al[m]art
[m]esh [b]as[k]et[b]all shorts [w][i]th h[i]s [w]hite [v][a]ns
[a]s the [v]oluptuous [w]oman [w]alkled p[a]st, by
[clont[r][a]st, [w]ea[r]ing [w]ire [rlimmed gl[a]sses on the
t[ilp of her th[iln nose, [s]u[rlrounded on th[r]ee [s][i]des
[blly] [clur[lly [b][llalclk [llo[clks. Al[c]cording to him
[s]lometimes it w[als jlu]st p[rle[fle[rla[b]le to [s]it on a
[rJoolf] with your shirt o[f]f and think a[blout [f][u][c]k[ing]
[n][o]th[ing] [flor a [[iJttle bli]t [e]ven [il[f] [ilt was [f][i]lve
[fli[fltfeeln on a [FIr[i]Jday a[f]ter[n]Joon, there was, [a]fter
all, [rle[p]etition and [nJum[b]er, he [n]oted to [D]a[r]ia,
[b][u]t [d]lid all [n]lulm[blers [a]ctuallly] [rle[p][ea]t?
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[D]a[r]ia [n][o]ted she’d [b]een [n][o]ti[cling a[n] i[n][s]ane
amount of [f][ilve [fli[fity [fllilves and [t][wo] [tlwenty
[tIiwo]s p[llus [e][llle]lven [e][ll[e][vlens and e[v]en one
[ellll[e]lvens of [l][a]te but to d[a]te she'd [r]e[f][r][ai]ned
[flrJom any a[ttlempt [t][o] g[oo]gle an explan[a]tion. B[u]t
w[a]sn’t it the [c][a]se, Enzo in[t]erje[c]ted, [s]in[c]e they'd
gloJtten [o]nto the [t][o][plilc] of [sle[q]uen|cles of
in[tlegers any[w][ay], [w]asn’t it the [c][a]se [th]at [thle
[s]e[c]lond [c]ousin as a [clon[cleptual art[i][f][ilce was
[clo[le[cltive[llly] a[ccle[lle[r]ating the down[flall of their
[clount[r][y], | mean, Enzo [s][ai]d, [s][e][clond [c][ou]sins
[alre in a[gg]lre[g]ate [a]ll b[a][s]i[c]ally [c][u]nts, r[ilght? In
Enzo’'s m[ijnd it was the [c][l]ear[l]ly the [c][a]se [th]at
[thle [sle[clond [clousin was [bla[s]i[clal[lly
obje[c]tiona[b]le, a plilt[i]ful [c][l][ilng[i]ng to a [s]o-[c]alled
b[lJood[l]ine that [w]as, even [w]hen more potent, [sltill
[s][ojmewh[a]t am[b][ilguous [i]f [n][o]t
[n][o]n[s]len[s]i[clal. [W]hat [w]as [b]lood any[w]ay?
[D][ar]ia, for her [p][ar]t, [d]i[d]n’t have a [p]arti[c]u[l]ar[l]ly
[s]trong o[p]inion on the [c]on[c]e[p]t of the [s]e[clond
[c][ou]sin [olne [w]lay or [thle [o]th]er, [bJut she
admliJttfe]d that she [d][i][d][n]'t have as [b][ilg [o]f [a]
fla]mily [a]s Enzo, which [p]erha[p]s [p]layed a [p]art [i]n
her [q]u[ilzz[i][c]al n[o]lnch[a]l[alnce? N[o], Enz[o] went
on, the [s]le[clond [c]lou]sin w[a]s [s]Jomething
[iind[i][c]at[ilve of a [s]tru[c]tu[r]al [r]ot, in fla]ct it was
[sJomething th[a]t [p]ro[bla[b]lllly] n[eelded [a]ctual
[legis[llation to [blle] [plro[plerlllly] [clom[b][a]ltted,
[ble[c]lause these [s]e[c]ond [c]ousins - they wouldn’t just
[rle[s]cind of their [o]wn a[cc]ord. [N][o], Enz[o] and
Dalr]i[a] [b][o]th, they [n]eeded to [s]tart [p]et[i]t[ijon[ilng
l[o][c]al [rle[p][rlesenta[tlives [tlo [a][b][o]l[i]sh this
[c][o]n[c][e]pt of the [s]e[c]ond [c]ousin.

n/w 583:763 .764
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3.12 It was [a]b[u]ndant[l]y [c][l]ear to Enz[o] [th]at [th]ere
was a [r]le[c]u[rr][ing] s[p]itt[ing] [iIn[t][o] [t][wo] that was
[plerh[a][p]s the m[o]st ne[flarious [a]ct of all, [th][a]t [th]e
[flirst of [thlis or [th]at in[e]vita[b]ly'd [ble[clome
[e]x[tlended [t]o the [s]o-[c]alled [s]e[c]ond of the [s][a]me
[s][u]b[s]tr[a]te, [b][u]t why? It was th[i]s counting, th[i]s
[[urfild [Nlilnear [e]xt[e]nsion that [p]erha[p]s off[e]nd[e]d
[Elnz[o] the m[o]st, to which [D]a[r]ia, th[ilnk[i][ng] a[b]out
her [bJok choy with [a]ln un[elr[rliing] s[e]lnse of
[d]r][eald, was on[l][y] [plartial[l]ly] [playing alttlention
[tlo. They'd [flundam[e]ntally [florgotten [s][olmething
[ellss][e]ntial a[b]out n[u]m[bler, [E]nzo [s]aid, they'd
be[c][olme a[d]di[c]ted to [d]ivi[d]iing] [a]nd [a][dd]i[ng],
ex[tlen[d]iing] [alnd sub[t]r[a][c]ting], in[s]tead of
fo[clu[s]ing on [clon[cle[p]ts more [s]i[ee]lpled in
[pluritly]l. [Elnz[o] f[e]it as [th]Jou]gh [thley were
d[e][s]tined to [rlecall [slomething [e][s]sential a[blout
[n][u]lmIb]er, [b][u]t [n][ow], [s]omeh[ow], that'd [b]ec[o]me
im[plos[s]i[b]le [flor [th]em, [th]lat [th]ey'd [f][or]gotten
[fllor] [pler[pletuity [a]n [e][s]s[e]ntial a[s][p]ect of
num[bler, which [m][alde [e]very [slitu[altion they
[eln[clountered i[m]m[e]asura[b][l][y] [m]ore [b][l][ea]lK].
The [s][e][c]ond [c]ousin it[s][e]l[f] was I[i]ttle beyond a
[s][ylmptom of a [flar greater [s][i][c]k[n]ess, the
[clolmm]on [c]old of [clounting [n]Jum[b]ers, [o]f
[ble[clo[m]ing u[n]i[t]a[r][y] un[t]ii they [r][ealched
[iInflil[n][i]ty. [N]othing was [m]ore [i]nf[i]n[i]te [th]an [th]e
u[n]iltlalrly, [ylet the [u]ni[t]lary bec[o][m]ing [i]nfli]n[i]te
was [ultt[er]ly [a]b[s][ur]d! Eve[rlything was [s][p]I[ilt
[iIn[tl[o] [tllwo], or [s]pli]t [iInto th[r]lee, [a]ll [a][r]lound
them were [d]o[plpelg[alngers [a]nd [t]r[i]n[ilti[e]s of
[wlh[alt [w]lals [w]h[a]t. Mul[t]ipl[ilc[iltly] [cloul[d]n’t
ex[il[s]t th[il[s] way! Enzo [c]on[t]inued as [D]alrlia
[s]limul[t]laneou[s]ly [c]on[s][i][d]ered b[r]lilng[ilng up a
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few [clon[c]lerns she h[a]d with [a]n [e]m[p]loyee she’d
[clon[tlr[a][c]ted [s][ple[c][ilflil[clally in a bo[t][a][n]i[c]al
m[a][n]ner, but who, g[ijv[eln h[i]s unorthodox methods,
had [s]tarted to [c]on[c][er]n h[er] given [s]lome of his
[m]ore li[c]entious hal[blits. Of [c]our[s]e [b][o]tan[y] and
[pler[s]onal [m]atters were [p][rlo[blab]lly], in [m]ost
[c]la[s]es, [c]on[slidered [clom[p][l][elte[llly] [sle[plar[a]te
[i]ssues, but [d][ue] t[o] the [s][ple[c]lilflilc nat[urle of
th[ils [plar(t][ilcul[ar] job it had [blegun to [blother [Dlaria
just [s][llight[lly. Enzo, for his [p][a]rt, had [a]n [e]n][t]ire
[plack of [cliga[rlettes [i]n h[i]s [d][r][awer], he [s]aid to
[Dla[r]ia, [ble[clause he’d [blought a whole [p]a[c]k [th]e
o[th]er [d]ay, ju[s]t [p]urely out of [s][p]ite. [D]id she [w]ant
[tlo go [o]ut [o]n[t]o the [d]e[c]k and [w]ha[c]k a puff or
[tlwo f[r][o]m [o]ne? Was she [d][r][u]n[k] en[ou]gh yet?
To [sJmo[k]e a [q]u[i][ck] c[ilg? Be[c]lause she [c][l]ear]l]y
wasn't [l]i[s]te[n]ing to a[n]y of the fu[ck][i]ng sh][i]t he was
[slaying a[bJout int[e]gers or [s][e][clond [c]ousins,
a[bJout the non[s][e]n[sli[c]al d[i]v[i]s[iJon of [e]ve[r]ything
[alll [a][rlound them! No Daria [w]as, she [w]as
[[i]st[e]ning ([k]ind of ...), it was [jlust th[a]t she was [jJust
a t[a]d [p]r[e]o[cc]u[plied, [e]ven [b]efore [c]loming [bly
she’d [b]leen wallk]ing through a [s]mall [c]ourtyard [i]n
the [cllilty, [tla[kling [n][o]te of the [b]lilg [tllrlees
g[rllolwing [nlext to the large [b][r]lilic]lk [c]ondo
[b]u[illdings, [clont[elmpl[a]Jting [c]o[nn][e][c]ting with
[n][a]ture, but also wii]th [i][n]a[n][iimate obj[e]cts as
[w][e]ll? It [w]as [o]ne thing to [c]o[nn]e[c]t with [n]ature
and trees [a]nd [p][l][a]nts, th[a]t was almost [c][l]iche,
[blut what a[b]out [c]o[nn]e[c]ting w[i]th [i][n]a[n][i][m]ate
objects [m][alde of [p][lla[s]tic by w[a]ge [s][l][a]ves in
East [A]sia? Sh[e]'d r[e]centlly] a[ttlended d]i]v[ilne
[[ilturgy [flor the [f]irst [t][iime in ages, she [t][o]ld Enz[o],
and while o[cc]asionally [s]ta[r]ling u[p] at the [s]e][r]ies of
i[clons [pleo[p]le would have [i]nd[i][s][c]rliim[i]nately
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[k][i]led [p]eo[p]le [f]lor] wlor][sh]i[pp]ing just [a] [flew
[sh][or]t [clenturies [a]lgo, she [c]ould have [s][w]orn a
[s]let of voi[cles [w]ere [s]pealkling to her, [s][o]lely
wliJth[iln her [m][ilnd, [clom[f][or]ting [h]ler but al[s][o]
in[fl[or][m]ing [h]er [th]at [th]ere'd be an u[p][cloming
tliime [th]at [th]ey’d [s][n]a[p] their [flingers and she’d
[fliin]al[lly] re[tlurn [t]o them, [a]s if th[a]t [w]as [w]here
she [a]ctual[l][y] be[llonged, [i]n th[ils [p][l]lane she [c]ould
[hlard[lly [clom[p][rle[h]lend, yet [c]o[mm]uni[c][a]ted
di[r]e[c]tly to her with no [p][r][o][bli[elm. She [e]xited her
[bllo]ld[y] just [m]o[mlenta[r]i[llly], f[illled wl[i]lth [p]ure
[rle[lief, [thlen [th]e bl[elings [r][elite[r]lated [a] [t][i]ime
would [a][rr][ilve [w]lhen they ([w]ould s[n]ap [thleir
[flingers, [th]len she’d [rle[tlurn, [fliin]ally, [t]Jo [th]lem.
[Plerh[a][p]s she’d h[alve [d]i[s][c][ou]nted the
en[c]oulnter if she h[aldn’t, with [c]lom[p]i[e]te
[clalplrlilce, sh[e] [t][o]ld Enz[o], [d]e[cli[d]led to g[o] up
[tlo [tla[k]e [c]ommunion with her [d]ad, [a]nd [a]s h[er]
tlurln flilnally a[r]rlilved to im[b]lilbe the [b]lood of
[CIn[rlil[s]t Him[s]elf, she [n]ot[i][c]led [s][iltt[ilng [c]alm][l]y
to the [lle[flt of the plrliest [wlas a [W]ind Tun[n]el
b[r][a]lnd [f][lJoor [f][a]n. The [e]x[a]ct same [f]loor [f][a]n
she’d, [a][flter [tla[kling [e]n[t]irelly] [tloo [m]an[y]
[m][u]shrooms [o]ne par]t]i[c]ular [e]vening [e]ons ago,
[e]ng[a]ged [i]n [a]n [e]x[tlen[d]ed [c]onvers[a]tion w[i]th
[rlegar[d]ing the [t][r]ue n[a]ture of things, [d]u[r]ing which
a [clertain [c][l]a[rlitly] [d]e[s]cen[d]ed [u][p]on her,
final[ll[y] [u]ln[d]er[s]tan[d]ing, with the [u]tim]ost [p]u[rlity,
her [tl[rlue o[r][ilg[iln and, [iln [tlurn, the [p][r]liim]al
[s]our[c]e of all things.
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