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INT. Studio V (Art Dept) Nice, France. 1994
US: Or shd we call them Talus-man? Who? Scratch. Our Frank- 
enstein. We thought his name was Epimetheus? Call them them, 

ox, they’re androgenius. Sorry, forgod. What’s the R. stand 
fur? Redpoint, climbing lingo for doing a rout after u 

hang-dog the moves. As opposed to on-site flash, when 
u due a rout u ain’t never scene for the 1st time, 

sans falling + then dare’s on-site free-solo, un-
roped, when u don’t git no 2nd chants ése. Anything 
butt is girlie-man sissy shit. Even bedder if u 
don’t bring a film cru, free-solo sumping gnarly, 
a route dat don’t even god a name, 1st ascent, w/ 
no 1 along to even I-witness + then never tell no 
1 about it after the fact. We knew this dude in the 
Black Hills dat used to due dis sorta crazy shit. 
Well, how did we find out about it? Cuz we happend 
up on him once + we aksed later wat he was climbing 
+ he denied he was even dare. We couldn’t even due 
the same route roped up, yo. Anutter day we saw him 
free-soloing on this insane feetsureless wall w/ no 
established ruts + when we said we saw him climbing 

he just said he was out for a hike. We all 
stick to the script, makes folks uncomfortable 
knot to. But what script are we sticking 2? 
By whose stamp of approval? Who makes up 
the status quo + can they be trustid? Even 
our one script—how can we faithful to what 
we din’t rite? The “making of” is the only  
ℝeel story. Bedder yet is the making of the 
making of. Who was filming Jimmy Chin while 
Jimmy Chin was filming Alex Honnold? Think 
about it. Such things playged Telemachus,  
ℝeelist dat he is. Dis always = the making 
of, doesn’t pertend to be anything butt. 

OooOOOO
OooOOOO XXXXXXXXX

Muchos ½-locos got notebooks fool of 

½-legible dribble. It’s anuther thing to re-

lay her back from el otro lado, to turn her 

INT.o digestible story + even yet anutter  

to not sell out + Hollywoodify hit. The temp- 

tation of being the 1 standing at the po-

dium, recognized by tux-toting piers. We 
A
ll  

fall victim to hit. Tel knew the limits of 

ℝealidad, at least in an economickle ¢ense 

... ore at least he thought so. For Us hit 

was 
A
ll ore nada. No point taking a job knot 

toetilly in line w/ yo belief system, ox. 

Hit wasn’t talent so much as not ques-

tioning yourself. Being in the rite place 

at the rite time. Before landing in Côte 

d’Azur, Tel had degenerated to working as 

a line cook at The Chief in Custer, SD, 

wich a’cording to yelp.com is now closed, 

so we’re gunna halve to take his word for 

it, that they had teepees (inside!), buf-

falo heads mounted on the wall, etc. He even 

knows the “special” ingreedyant in their 

ChiefTM spice mix (MSG) + dat their world-fa-

mous buffalo burgers was beef, their venni-

Kiss-K-ssey innyway? Qu’est-ce que c’est ... 
u bedder learn to speak rite. Dis ain’t Mix-
eco buey, the French will call u on yo shit. 
Qu’est-ce que c’est? What is what? Ssey liv-
er. Ce livre?  Oui. Our sketchbook... for 
The Postmodern Epimetheu s, juste des idées 
et des notes pour le film + no, we don’t god 
no script yet. Spose we could use dis berry  
sketchbook pour le script... prescription 
pour quoi? What’s the finel produck? Why even 
shoot the movie? Mustering to hit a moving 
target. Y even travel hear, waste money... 
pourquoi ne pas publier ce même livre?

Si quoi que ce soit, c’était une excuse 
to halve the paths of Tel + Us overlap en 
même temps + lieu. In the months before   
shooting The Postmodern Epimetheus  in 
France, Us returned to the Himalayus (w/ 
[H]ope, on her dime).     

[h]ope

ox
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ulysses

son bratworst pig + elk sirloin... also 
beef. Perhaps what finally closed em 
down. Strange 1° job for sum 1 w/ a post-
graduate degree in psychics, no? 

A
ll  

cuz he was addicted to crack... no, not 
coke (C17

H
21
NO

4) but the kind of crack 
dat forms in rocks + cliffs. Or rather 
the adrenalin generated by climbing, a 
healthier addiction than drugs Tel fig-
ured, cuz at least he was outside get-
ting exorcise + dare weren’t no bad side 
FX (unless u fell + died).

Beyond the addictive pair-alleles be-
tween drugs (the harder 1s) + climbing,  
both pursuits were also quasi-sewersidal 
dances w/ death. There was sum-thing 
about the f-fort required in cimbing tho 
that appealed to Tel. E-Z to pop a pill 
to get high, but to go out—often in 
adverse cunditions, to push your Bw/Ody 
against gravety, thru pane, fatigues + 
fear—was far more rewarding at the end 
of the day.

Dare ain’t no past nor fewchair, onely 
the present tents. 

There’s a reason the Hindu funeroll 
motif keeps popping to mined... the 
spinning pyre causes k-OS + confusion, 
shakes off inny trailing spearits. 

In the Tibetan sky burial, a humun 
corpse gets placed on a mountaintop 
to halve liver eaten by vultures.  

ox,

OUR CONDITION SANS [H]OPE
Bottum feeder. Big ugly mouth full of curved spiney teeth + a biological penlight hanging in front, dan-

gling, luring other smaller fish, in the cold blackness. This ugly blind creature, living in the most intoler-

ably lonely of environments is US. Also none as the symmetrically purrfect knight. A simplified Art Nouveau 

form of strength + beauty, perfectly bi-lateral. We are both of these things at once, in 1 fell swoop.

[H]ope is en nigma. We never actually get to see her true form. She hides behind curt smiles, cig- 

garet smoke + nervous gestures. When she speaks my mother tongue she carries a diffrent demeanor. 

When she speaks her one landgauge she seams plus détendu + contenu. She smokes a cigarrête + laughs 

as she talks to hym, nose dat we will never be able to understand what she murmurs, in ½-slang. Muster 

us to change her, to convert her, bud shees unwilling. Adamant, she pulls a weigh.

Wear we was attachéd dare is now a gaping bloody wound, deeper than The Skin. 

Thru the blood we make out bone + mussel. The pain ALT.urnates from over-

whelming to numbing.
We = the bottum-dwelling fish, in the cold blindness, tricking our prey, 

illuminating ourself w/ a feeble glow uv self-generating light. We = 

a stylized form of a black kNight, frozen, unable to move. Living at depths 

were the presshore is intents. The blackness cumplete + the cold unbearable.
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Telemachus Cooking not only allows us to 
clime, bud free’d up our mined to 
rite. Knot a job u brot home w/ 
u. Just as The Bw/Ody = V-uckle  

to move I-balls around the plan- 
it + up the sides of cliffs, all 
sew a v-uckle to make our fin-
gers type (at the moment on a 

hybred type-writer/word-prosses-
or...the kind u can type a few 

lines at a time before commiting  
to print). We soñar rêves we 

log cada notch, enabling our-
self to travel seamless round 

L moondough... pop underground 
+ resurface in an other time + 

plaze w/ the drop of a hat, slot 
of a coin, swipe of a magnetic 

strip... never quiet a ℝeel 
plaze correosponding to 1 ever 
weave bin, a fleeting fus-ion 

of fabrick pieces or paces for 
our last super off floatilla con 
cray-ma fish. How do u smell o-
f-f? Mariscos, ox, striped algo 

don on us. To git “off” need 
to relay on each udder’s wait. 
Weight, ok, now, recline. Op- 

posit to clime conditions. 
Keep the utter updated

as to progress of de-sent. 
Casi a ¼ the weigh, wich 

combined =  ½ a rope legth
look ma no clothes, as 
a berthday present, fe-
liz cumpleaños + a pros-

pourus proximate, ox.
>> aux 17 when  he apple-
hended the Δiffrents b-
twine a more + more toe.

  

[H]OPE’S LANDGAUGE
She don’t ssey much to us, we accept the fact dat 
we speak 2 diffrent landgauges. She bridges the 
gap w/ Us . . . makes the f-fort, has la capacité to 
parlez in our tongue. We are at our one mercy. 
              If [H]ope where ever to get ℝeeeaally 
              mad at Us (wich she don’t. . . . yet) she 
              might yell at Us w/ her one tongue.

ox

ox ox

ox

the books

ox

ox
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REACHING THE SUMMIT

We tell ourself dat wheel never 4 as long as we live forget questing 
momento or her emotional impact. Shell retain for us her vitality til the 
day we die. Smell of coal smoke, direct sun low on the horrorizon, the 
statick cold that penetraits + numbs us as we carry our heavin’ packs 
in the early mourning mist layboring up the trail, up twards EVErest. 
We x-change few words, in stead consintraiting All our faculties on the 
tremendous psychical f-fort (at such attitudes), to just walk, ox.

Weave never bin so far from everything familiar in our life + she is 
their, sharing IT w/ us. The towering Himalayin peeks are so stunning 
that 1 is inklined to stay in 1 plaze + mirrorly stair at the peaceful 
beauty of IT All, but we push on, pooled by the idea that the scenery 
will become even more dramatic. . . that sumthing ℝeely amazing awaits 
us around the next bend in the valley.

What we feel is for est a defining feel of freedum, a measurement 
from witch wheel spend the rest of our life weighing our experience 
against. The sensation is sew overwhelming that it inkludes in it a cur-
tain sense of trepidation + ennui--a foreboding sense that at sum point 
we halve to go back down the trail + eventually back to our sepa-

TEXTILOMA: or, The Postmodern EpimetheusTelemachus

The hands so the st- 
itches, 

A
ll 2 to un- 

do same stitches at a  
ladder date, when the 
heeling is cumpleat. 
«We halve a pack» 
= the letters she 
sews. A pack to sum-
mit together or Ls...  
> 1/

3 
- 1/

2
 the weigh 

thru we commit our-
selves (//5cense.com/ 
19/692.htm) to the fall- 
owing skedjewel: 
05 jan 2020—-epi 12
14 jan 2020—-epi 13
23 jan 2020—-epi 14
01 feb 2020—-epi 15
10 feb 2020—-epi 16
19 feb 2020—-epi 17
28 feb 2020—-epi 18
08 mar 2020—-epi 19
17 mar 2020—-epi 20
26 mar 2020—-epi 21
03 apr 2020—-epi 22
12 apr 2020—-epi 23
21 apr 2020—-epi 24
30 apr 2020—-public-
ation for 55th birthday.
Witch means we got to 
git cranking ox!
We also commit ourself to  

not drink in solidaridad, 
starting 1/1/2020. To-
day is X-mas, 12/25/2019. 
Now begins the 12 days 
of X-mas, between now + 
the publication (on inUr-
net) of epi 12. Bebe Gee-
zus steps, 12 of them to 
abide by. 1 partridge in 
a pair tree. 12/25/1982 
was the last time we saw 
our father, Sisyphus, at 
our grandmar Periboea’s 
in Menlo Park. We halve a 
photo of hym listening to 
the Walkman he gifted to 1 
of us, serene smile on his 
face as if he knew the end 
was near. We wint back to 
Mixeco + 12 days later was 
when he commit sewerside.  
We flu to PDX + got behind 
the wheel where he’d bin 
to see what it was like. 
There was a blackjack com-
puter w/ blood on it.

US

-- 1
-- 2
-- 3
-- 4
-- 5
-- 6
-- 7
-- 8
-- 9
-- 10
-- 11
-- 12
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rate moondoughs. In the back of my mined is the 
ever-present thawt that in under 2 weeks she’ll 
bee taking a plane headed West + we’ll be going 
East. Bud for now we’re in the moment + dare is no 
plaze weed rather bee. Purest location on earth + 
the wether is sew beautiful as to describe as rare. 

The hole way up is tinged w/ the constint shadow 
of illness (+ death). Attitude sickness is ever on 
every 1’s mined. No buddy wands to bee the 1 to start 
feeling the FX + thus force the rest of the group 
to stop trekking the trail. . . or even worse, return 
down the mountin to seek medickle attention.

The sleepless nights git spent w/ pounding head-
aches in painfull cold. We take medisin dat is sposed 
to help, but feel very little in the way of releaf. 

On the 14th day we set out in the early mourning 
darkness for the summit of Machapuchare. We have 
to muster \ll our strength just to keep mooving. 
Around 11 o’clock we begin the finel ascent, 800 me-
ters of gradual inkline, up to 19,800 ft, the top of a 
hill across the glacier from Everest. We only manage 
to take 3 or 4 steps before needing to stop to rest. 
The progress is painfully slow + more than once it 
seams as if everyone is going to give up + saddle 
for going ½ -way, bud after a cupple of hours we 
find ourselves on the top of a pointy rock, the peek. 
We spend a ½ hour taking pictures + enjoying the 
vu. . . 360° degrees of perfect clear sky. Mt. Eve- 
rest looms rite in front of us, sew close that we kin 
make out 3 teams of climbers who will summit that 
afternoon (after waiting for 3 weeks for a brake in 
the wether). 

[H]OPE looks happy + we god a photograph to 
prove it. In the picture she is completely covered 
up w/ glacier glasses shielding her eyes. The only 
part of her that u can see is her smile, weary but 
satisfied.

When we start back downhill we both know that 
things will never be the same between us. The climb  
  itself is such an overwhelming (plane + simple) met- 
    aphor for us, that we don’t even question it, or a’ 
     tempt to escape its FX. We have peaked + there 

  is no f-fort made to deny it. 

> 12 drummers drum on 12/14/2019 | NYC> 
We surfizz @ 59th St + Lex b-lo the 59th 
St bridge + crawl rite into bed w/o  
waking our bedder-½. The past ever 
ketch ups w/ the presents. At sum point 
(2/

3
 the weigh) wheel go from recording 

to streaming, ox. 

> 11 pipers pipe on 11/9/1991 we 
stopped in Phoenix for a tuna sandwitch 
then keep deriving thru L.A. at rush 
hour to Santa Monica smells soaked in 
brine. Showed up unfashionably early to 
Ulysses’ opening. «Good stuff... drains 
+ unfinished showers, dog bones, eve-
rything dysfunctional, aluminum-graped 
bodies» etc. (see official review on pg 
258). Δiffrent threads pooling every 
witch weigh: //5cense.com/19/664.htm

> 10 lords a leaping yo. Calipso’s 
strait-laced brother yaking in 1 ear  
(L) + OX in the other (R). Ox, our psy-
cho alter ego: «they’re telling lies, 
don’t believe ‘em!». Ulysses obliv-
ious, at the head of table next to 
the gallery oner + 9 ladies dancing, 
at Jumbo Clown Room. Calipso touts a 
sighingtific discovery + Ox whisper’s 
«now’s yo chants! Call ‘em on dare 
bullshit.» Arm draped over our shoul-
der. «8 maids a milking». Eat yo food 
+ smile, try knot to attrack attn to yo 
self. 

A
ll the indecision molests us. 

7 Swans a Swimming (5.11) on Needle’s 
Spire in the Black Hills, red-points 
the route. Back on the 101 + I-5 thru 
Orange county. Stopped at Disneyland 
to get gas. 6 geese god laid. Wait. 
Way options. When u get to a fork 
take it. On Mary’s gorund. 

A
ll 4 re- 

creation. Amusing maze meant for sump-
ing Ls.  

> 5 gggggoooooooooollllldddiiinn rr- 
riinnngggsssss. Lasso us under hip-
noses @ OK coral. Fall INT.0 dREaM 
seakwinds. The actual script w/in the 
script begins 01/01/2020. We got 5 
dayzzzzz to git our fucking 4 calling 
birds in a row. No, knot a fight. Meat 
no resistents, ox. Moss com we godda 
rid our selves of x-SSES baggedge, cum 
Russian doll. Official rushing rule 
lets us pick up +3 French hens from 
line of scrimmage. Necking neck in 
neck con mon poulet. 2 turtle doves to 
beecomb 1: a patridge in a pair tree.
  

fishtale

[●] > [▶]

[◼]. . . . .[||]. . . . .[●]

♩

♫

♪

♬
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SENSE OF SECURITY
Sumtimes it seams there Exist 2 of us, 1 always wat-
ching the udder. We hate ourself, constantly battling 
it out w/in ourself. She seas this from the getgo. She 
nose when we am walking down Boulevard Gambettia w/ 
her (holding hands) we am far away, mixing it up w/  
ourself. We need sum 1 bedder than   me to take me a-
way, to allow me to leave my Bw/Ody.   But    commune-a-
cakeshun w/ her is kept 2 a minimum  + All we am left w/ 
is the comfurt of company, a warm         Bw/Ody 
to sleep next to. . . sum 1 there   when we    
reach out. She puts up w/ this for   a while,
bud now sees things for what they   is + 
steps outta the pitcher. We am     
left w/ less security + dam if it 
hurts. 9:30 a.m. on 6/6/1994 in a 
quiet hood in Santa Monica. We go 
out + move our pick-up truck a-
round the block to a place where 
it won’t have to be mooved til 
tomorrow. This for us is security.             
This simple task--maybe our only
ℝeel task du jour--to give us this         (false?) 
sense of security. We won’t be 
ticketed today. It’s a start, we 
will work our way up from there.

       ----
--------PAY

SHINT

           
   confidential

           
           

-ity

---
-->

(files
 pre–
 script 
 –ions)
   
   (flips
     THe
   Script)

(see epi #11 )

READ IN as Trans-Whirled Airwaze in-

flight magazine dat reeds itself out 

loud, dubbling as dubbed in-flight 

entertainment. ZOOM IN ON: 

TEL in/as an airplane, flying over the 

Bay Area (or Los Angeles). Flips thru 

this verry inflight zine, wich 
A
llsew 

dubbles as subway map/dream journel. 

Ni un portail, pa. Flips the script on 

auto-pilot. This is your capitain spea-

king. Weave reached cruzing attitude. 

We highly edvice u to keep yo safety 

belt cinched in the event we encounter 

unexpected turbulents. Once/if we get 

above the clouds/fog/whatchamacallit 

marine lair we shd halve clear skies, 

+4°C/-16°F. 16 o’clock, 4 post merid-

iem, EST. 12-hour time Δiffrence from 

Bangkok. Greenwich Mean + 7. Sentez-

vous mal de mer? Call Marea, due u 

feel like we due? Yes we do, comme 

 doggie-do. Turn me on dead man. 

 Gets off on Viaducts. clean-X the  

gate. Consults map. In ℝeelidad

a Magnetic Resinants Image. Motion

sickness is 
A
ll in yo tête b’way. 

Pyschogeographickle. Teleport même

au prochain arrêt. The French 

built her after 
A
ll, d-signed dans 

notre propre même ressemblance.

Do
cto

r [
ed
]

-----------------

Videonystamogram          

----------------

/--------maid
              maid

minute


