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—(o1) .921

In late Two Thousand
Eighteen

I was smoking an

ice hookah at Pasha
wearing

oil paint

stained black
basketball shorts

with dress socks

and creme brulee Sperry's
and felt surprisingly
fine about it,

which strikes me

like an acceptable
enough intro

to this mode.

—(02) .789

In a sense, I felt

in the moment that

all that remained was opinion,
this notion that the internet
itself was basically

our last standing forest,

a natural architecture entirely
dedicated to the morass

of people's little perspectives



on things, the informal
personal essay

basically as the fulcrum

of the internet itself,

but the essay as part and parcel
of a large amalgamation

of one expansive

Nonsensical Opinion,

and this

is essentially

our final remaining

foray into nature

and spontaneous architecture—
whereas Robert Frost

wrote about fucking trees

and sticks and stones

and shit, but

now?—that's all over.

—(03) .858

Even modern art,

I thought,

these horrendous Matisse

reprints you now see in Millennial
doctors' offices, what did they evince
but a particular degradation

of form, which then

expressed itself in unmeasured
and anecdotal poetry, which
subsequently served as a

rosetta stone of the



internet's personal essay,

which amalgamated into the
amorphous

Nonsensical Opinion—

was it possibly the case

the demolition

of all art basically

took place

in a free verse poem

about people's capricious feelings,
that this falsified subjectivity
that had been violently promoted
by CIA funded MFA programs

as so-called art for decades

was now finally realized

as a collectivist project

that was ipso facto the internet,
as an Amalgamated Nonsensical
Opinion, which is now our

last remaining National Park?

—(04) .769

Art is functionally nothing

if not just another

consumer product

in a capitalist machine

that at bottom

prioritizes portable butt wipes—
yes, the median

American citizen

is primarily concerned



with wiping their balloon knots
with only toilet paper

when away from home.

—(05) .841

Take an artist

like Tao Lin,

are we to truly believe
his novels,

which are perfectly
indicative of

acceptable contemporary
literary art,

was it ever truly tenable to
consider Tao's

specific novels

as explicitly

apolitical

(as they often are
categorized)—

regardless

of Lin's

more recent

tweets about

vaccines,

was his art itself

ever really divorced from
political opinion?



—(06) .847

Well, of course

not, not even close!—
because

Tao's novels are
absolutely apex

assets to the

private equity industry—
when Taipei

was released

K Street lobbyists

were absolutely ecstatic
that so-called alt lit

had now finally

reached the mainstream,
that this brand of
ruthlessly tracking

your subjective

fleeting thoughts

but while

taking illicit prescription
drugs, which was

of course nothing

more than the imaginative
art of memory itself, as
it'd be impossible to recall
pure thoughts

in that manner,

when you were three sheets
to the wind,

that the notion



ostensibly

literary millennials

had completely eschewed
any analysis of the system
that fed them infinite xanax,
in favor of Larry David
adjacent

minutia calculus

was nothing but a
fucking monumental
victory for the financial
engineers and derivative
salespeople

of this country!

—(07) .905

It's possible it

was, in fact,

when I sat at Pasha
smoking an ice shisha
in paint stained

black basketball shorts
and Sperry's that

I considered:

Tao Lin

penned a long form
piece of so-called
autofiction

where he questioned
the frequency

his ostensible ex-wife's



showering sessions,
essentially,

leaving the question

of her hygiene

in a diabolical public
literary purgatory,

and that, far from

being an apolitical act,
actually

allowed the private equity
industry to fundamentally
seize control of the market
for single family homes,
to the extent

every major city in this
country is now dominated
by quote-unquote
"developers" who scoop up
affordable housing

with outrageous cash bids
from middle class

suckers who are then
forced to re-enter

a bubbly market to
hopelessly bid

on said property "flips"

Or even worse

"lease new rental units."



Diagrams

In 1[a]te [T]wo Thousand
[Eilgh[t][ee]n

I was [slmo[kling an

i[c]e hoo[k][a]h at [P][a]sh[a]
wear[ing]

oil [p][ailnt

[s]t[ailned [b]l[a][ck]
[blla][s][k]et[b]all shorts
with d[r][e]ss [sJocks

and d[r]leJme [b][r]oulet [S]ple[rrly's
and [flelt [slur[p][r][ilsingly
[f]lilne a[blout it,

which [slt[r][i][k]es me
l[ilik]e an alccle][pltalblle
[e]lnough int[r][o]

to this m[o]de.

58:63 .921

In a sle]nse, I fle]lt

in the [m][o][m]ent th[a]t

all th[alt re[m][ailned was opliln[iJon,
[thlis [n][o]tion [th]at [th]e [i]nter[n]et
[i]t[s]el[f] was blalsi[c]a[ll]y

our [I][a](s]t [s]t{aln[d]ing [florest,

a nfaltural ar[c]hi[t][e][c]ture [e]n[t]ire[l]y
[d]lel[dli[c]ated to the mor[a][s]s

of [pleo[plle's [llittle [pler(s][ple[cltives
on [thlings, [thle in[f]ormal
[pler[slonal e[ss][ay]

[bl[allslilclally as the [fTulllc]r[ulm
[o]f the [i]nternet [i]t[s]elf,



[blut the e[ss]lay] as [p]lar]t and [p][ar]cel
of [a] [ar]ge [a][m]alg[a][m]ation

[o]f [o]ne ex[p]lalnsilve
Nonl[s]le]n[slical O[pl[iln[ilon,

[alnd th[i]s

[ils [e][ss][e]ntially

our [f]inal [r]lem[ai][n]ing

[flo[r][ay] into [n][a]ture

and [s]pon[tla[nleous ar[chli[tle[c]ture,
whereas [R]o[blert [F][r]ost

w(rlote a[blout [fTu[ckling t[r]ees
[a]lnd [s][tlicks [a]lnd [s][t][o]nes

[a]nd shit, [blut

now?—that's all [o]ver.

135:171 789

Even [m][o][d]ern [a]rt,

I [th]ou]ght,

[th][e]se ho[rr]en[d][ou]s [M]at[i]sse
[r]lellpllilnts you [n]ow [s][ee] [iln [M]ille[nnlial
[d][o][cltors' [o][fT[i][cles, what [d][i]d they ev[iln[cle
but a [plarti[c]ular [d]egra[d]ation

of [florm, which th[e]n

[elx[pllr]elssed it[s]el[f] in unm[ealsured

[alnd [a]n[e]ed[o]tal [p]lolet(r]y, which
[slub[s][elqule]ntly [s]erved as a

ros[eltta [s][t]one of the

in[t]ler][nlet's pler][slo[n]al €[ss]ay,

which [a][m]alg[a][m][a]ted into the
[a][m]orphous

Non[slen[sli[c]al Olp][iln[iJon—

was it [plo[ss]ibly the [c][a][s]e

the demol[i]t[i]Jon

of [a]ll [a]rt bla][si[cla[ll]ly

took [pl[l][a]lcle
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in a [fTr]lee] verse [ploem

[a]bout [plleolplle's dal[plr(ilcfilous [f][e
[thlat [thlis [flal[s]i[f][iled [slubject[illv
thla]t hlald [bleen [v][ilo[llent[lly [p]r]l
[blly] [CIT]A] [flun[d]ed M[F][A] [p](r]
as [s]o-[c]alled art [for [d]e[c]ades

was now [f][ilna[llly rea[l][i]zed

as a [clo[I]e[c][t][ilv[ilst [plrojlelct

that was i[p]s[o] fact[o] the in[tlern[e]t,
[a]s [aln [A]lm][a]lg[allm][a]ted [N]on[s]en[slical
O[pllilniJon, whii]ch [i]s [nJow our

1[a]st re[m][ai]ning [N][a]tional [Plark?

193:225 .858

o

elllilngs,

—

[ilty

oJmoted

[o]g[r]lams

Art is [f]lulnctio[n]ally [n][o]thing
[i]f [n]ot jlulst [a][n]other
[clonsu[m]er [plr{o]duct

in a [cJa[plitalist [m]achlilne

thlalt [a]t [b]lo]ttom

[pllrlio[rlitizes [plorta[b]le [blutt wipes—
[th]at [th]e [m][e]d[i]an

Almleri[clan [c][i]t[i]z[eln

is [pllrlilm]alrlillly [cloncerned

[wlith [wli[pling their ba[llloon knots
with [o]n[l]y t[oli(llet [p][allpler

[wlhen a[w][ay] from h[o]Jme

60:78 769

[T]ake an [ar]tist

[llike [T]ao [Llin,

[ar]e we [t][o] [tIr[ul[l]ly] be[l]lie]ve

his novels,

which are [plerfle]ct[1][y]
[ilnd[i][c]at[i]ve of

alcc]le]lplta[b]le [clont[e]m[plo[r]a[r]ly]
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(lite[rlalr]y art,
was it [e]ver [tlrullly [t][e][n]a[b]le [tlo
[clon[s][i]der [T]ao's
[slipllellc][ilflilc [n]ovels
as [eJx[pl[illc]li]t{lly

alplol1]lilt[i]lc]al
(as they [o]ften [a]re
[clategolrlized),
[rlegard[l]ess
of [L]in's

more [r]e]lclent

o

twlee]ts about

[v]a[cc][ilnes,

was his art it[s]elf

e[vler [r]lea][l]l[y] di[v]orced f[rJom
[plolll[i]t[ilcal o[plliln[ilon?

95:113 .841

Well, of [c]ourse

[n][o]t, [n][o]t e[v]en [c]lose!—
be[clause

[T]ao's [n][o][v]els are
aJb[s]o[1]utellly alplex

a][ss]ets to the

pllrlivate equliltly] [ilndust[r][y]—
wlhen Tai[p][ei]

wlas [rle[l][ea][s]ed

K] [s]t[r][eelt [lJobbyists

were [a]b[s]o[1]ute[lly ec[s]t[a]t[ilc
that [s]o-called alt [1][i]t

had [n]ow fi[n]a[ll][y]

[r]lea]ched the main[s]t[r][ea]m,
[th][a]t [th]is b[r][a]nd of
[rluth{l]e[ss]1]ly] t[r][a]cking

your [s][u]bjective

— — o o o
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f[Ilee]ting thoughts
blu]t while

ta[kling [illl[i][c][ilt [p]lrle[s]c[r]i][ptlilon
d[r][ulgs, [wlhich [w][a]s

of [course [n]othing

[m]ore [th][a]n [th]e iim][a]gi[n]ative
art of [m]e[m]ory [i]t[s]elf, as

it'd [ble [iJm[plo[ss]i[b]le to reca]ll
[plure th{ou]ghts

in th[a]t [m][a]nner,

[wlhen you [wlere thr[ee] sh[ee]ts

to the [wlind,

[th]at [th]e [n]otion

ofs]ten[s]ib[1][y]

(1lite[r]a[r][y] mi[llle[nnlials

had [clomp[l][e]te[l][y] es[c]hewed
a[nly a[n][a]lly][s][ils of the [s][y][s]ltem
that [fled them [i]n[f][i][n][i]te x[a][n][a]x,
in f[a][v]or of [L]arry D[a][v][ild
adj[a]c[e]nt

[mli[n]utia [c]al[c]u[l][u]s

was n[o]thing blult a
[fTullckling [m]o[n]u[m]ental
[vlilc]to[r]y for the [fli[n]ancial

engi[n]eers and de[r][i][v]at[ilve

r—vs_l

sales[pleo[plle
of this [clount[r]y!
194:229 .847

(T]t's [plo[ss]i]ble it

[wlas in fla]ct

[wlhen I [s]{a]t [a]t [P][a][sh][a]
[sImo[kling an ice [shli[sh][a]
in [pllailnt [s]t[ailned

[bll[a]lc]k [bl[als[k]et[blall [shlorts
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and [S][plerry's th[a]t

I con[slidered

Tao [L]in

[plenned a [llong [florm
[plie[cle of [s]o-[c]alled

autol[f][ilct[ilon

1

where he [qlule]st[iJoned

the frlel[qJulelnc[y]

his o[s]t[e]n[s]ible [e]x-[w]ife's
[shlo[wlering [s][e][ss][i]ons,
[ellss]leln[t][i]a[l][y],

[ll[ealving the [qlule][st]ion

of [hler [h][ylgiene

in a d[ila[blo[lli[c]al [plulb][1li[c]
(lite[r]alr][y] [plurgatolr][y],

and th[alt, [f]ar [f][rJom

being an a[plo[1][ilt[i][c]al [a][c]t,
[al[cltualllly

a[lllowed the [p][rlivate [e][qluit]y]
in[d]uls]t[r]ly] to [flun[d]a[m][e]nta[ll][y]
[s]eize [clontrol of the [m]ar[k]et

for [slingle [flamily homes,

to the [elxt[e]nt
[elvelr]ly] [m][aljor [c][ilty] [iIn th[i]s
[clount[r]ly] [ils [nJow [d]o[m]i[n][a]ted
by [qlulo]te-un[q]ulo]te

"[d]evelo[plers" whlo] s[c][oo][p] ulp]
a[fflor[d]a[b]le hlou]sing

with [ou]t[r]ageous [c][a]sh [blids
[fllrJom mi[dd]le [c]l[a]ss

[slulc]kers who are then

[flor[cled to [r]e-enter

[a] [b]fullbb][1]ly] mar[klet to
ho[ple[lless[1][y] [bl[ild

on [s]aid [p]ir]o[plerty "f[l][il[p]s"

o
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or [elven worse
"[Mleal[sle [n]lew] [r]ental [u][n]its."
210:232 .905
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