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4 FRIENDS FURNITURE CO. (23-MAR-1995)
Buck + Dead’ R’Us halve bin friends for as long as 
they kin remember. Buck’s a dog (bull-terrorrier 
to be spacific) + Dead’ R’Us is a garter snake. 
These 2 friends live in a cave near the top of 
a towering mountain. This cave is just below 
the snow line. It’s small, bud dry + there 
is a smooth flat rock at the EN.Trance 
that serves as a terrazza. Buck + Dead’ R’
Us sit on this porch in the sun + listen 
to the wind blowing the snow high above them. 
For most of the day this is wat they do... 
sit + listen to the wind + think.

Buck + Dead’ R’Us halve 2 other friends  
who live on the mountain——Bloom the Yak + Molly  
the vulture. These 4 amigos often chill out to- 
gether in frent of the cave. 1 day, when they  
were all hanging out on the rock, Dead’ R’Us came  
up w/ the idea to build chairs + a table. They all  
agreed it was a great idea + started in on it.  
Bloom hauled wood from a distant forest, Dead’ R’Us  
cut the wood, Molly drilled holes w/ her beak so  
that the pieces cd be connected + Buck painted the  
finished furniture w/ bright colorful designs.

“That was fun!” Dead’ R’Us said after they fin- 
ished making the furniture. “Imagine doing that  
every day! Making tables + chairs for a living!”

“U can” said Bloom, “...down in the city.” All  
4 friends looked down at the dark patchwork of the  
industrial city called Cristhole Springs.

Next day Buck + Dead’ R’Us got up at maldrugada + began the gurney down the mountain to Crist-
hole Springs. Bloom gave them a ride but had to stop ½-way down cuz he couldn’t hack low att-
itudes. Buck + Dead’ R’Us walked the rest of the weigh down, arriving to the outskirts of the city 
in the evening. They spend the 1st night in a small hotel. Next mourning they find work at a fur-
niture factory + rent a small apartment. Buck set the alarm the nite before their 1st day of work 
+ said buenas noches to Dead’ R’Us who was already asleep in the bunk above. The alarm blared at 
5 o’clock next maldrugada, waking Dead’ R’Us who looked at the moon + for a fool 5 seconds mistak-
ing it for the son. When he �+ealized it was the moon he was waking up to he got sad. He threw the 
clock out the window + wint back to sleep. Later in the afternoon when they wake up, Buck + Dead’
R’Us hike back up the mountain. Little more than ½-way up they run into Bloom, grazing on grass 

near the edge of a pond. He’s glad to see his 2 amigos back so soon + more than happy to give ‘em 
a ride back up to their mountain home——their cave, w/ the terrace, a small stream running nearby + 
an apple tree that produced a constint supply of fruit year round.

The 4 friends d-side to start their one furniture compenny. They made solid stylish furni-
ture, hand-painted by Buck, the hot up + coming painter. The HQ for the compenny (that now cant 
produce enough to keep up w/ demand) is the big smooth rock in front of the cave. They call the 
compenny “4 Friends Furniture Co.” The # of pieces they halve to make drops as the cost of the 
furniture sores. All 4 friends save up vast amounts of cash, choosing to keep most of it in un-
traceable off-shore bank accounts. After 6 years trends change... an IKEA opens in Cristhole 
City + ppl stop bying expensive artsy furniture. Bloom + Molly had squandered all their money. 
However, they were laid back far as animals go so weren’t that bummed to go back to foredging + 
scavenging. They actually preferred it. On the other hand, Buck + Dead’ R’Us invested wisely, di-
versifying their portfolios. They both get married, but both decide against halving children. 
Buck becomes a heavy drinker after the business folds. He moves to Idaho w/ his wife + takes 
up hunting. Dead’ R’Us + his wife moove to Marin County. They get into mountain biking + sail-
ing + both live to be very old. Bloom + Molly remain on the mountain the rest of their lives, 
wandering near the snow line, searching for small bitter flowers to eat. 
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6.2.7.

----ALT-
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  16 FEB 1995. Axixic, Mexico (TEL’S P.O.V.)152

We’re holed up in sum sorta high-security insane asylum again. There’s a death girl in  
another ward we was fond of. She freaked out + started injecting the warden w/ needles  
+ squirting blood at hym, so they locked her away ware we couldn’t see her no mo. 
Rather than lose our shit we played goodie 2-shoes to the warden. He took us out “for  
sum fresh air” + started bragging about what a great jogger he was. We ran back to 
the compound + when we got there he said, “come on ox, let’s keep going.” So we kept 
jogging thru San Fran + down near the ocean, thinking how e-z it’d bee to x-cape. 
There was a slanting rail he liked to climb to see how far he could get. He toll us 
to go 1st. We did it + kept going past his high mark. He was struggling below us. We  
were getting high enough that u cd get hurt falling from this height. We tried to s- 
wing our self over the top + he grabbed our leg. We struggled + pooled him over w/  
us. He was lying on the ground at the edge of the cliff recovering. We threw a stick 
just to shake hym off our tale bud it knocked him ova the edge. We ran down + he was 
still alive, but messed up perty bad, so we kept running. We ran the opposite dire-
erection as Penelope’s house cuz we knew they’d look for us there. We ran along sea 
cliffs, running + running... + then we was up in high mountains past the snow line. 
We started sliding down a near-vertical couloir. It was insane, like watching an act-
ion-packed movie where u could feel the gravety, like the SensurroundTM used in Earth-
quake (1974)153. Sliding at terminul velocity for 1000s of feet w/ powder + debris 
in our wake + face since we wint feet 1st. We was in a movie where we knew what was 
going to happen. We fell INT.0-g freefall + then we were headed for jagged rocks 
so we grabbed a ledge + ducked into a cave just as a volcanic avalanche gushed by 
in our wake. The cave led to a sistem of ice tubes. We ran thru the tubes til we 
came upon 3 workers in the same jumpsuits they wore at the asylum. We aksed them 
witch way + they hesitated, eyeing eachother. Reluctantly they pointed the way to 
a little villedge. We feared it was a set-up 
so we waited once we got around the coroner 
to see what they’d due. The warden was coming 
after us w/ a bazooka. He knew where we were 
hiding + started shooting thru the wall. We 
ran up another tube that was no longer iced. A
ll this was for the effect of capturing us. 

We scrambled up a steep tube when a steel door 
closed in front of us. We retreated back down 
bud another door closed behind us. We felt trap-
ped + closeterphobia set in. We took a deep 
breath + had that movie feeling like u know the hero always makes it out alive... 
but it still seamed hopeless. The workers were in cahoots w/ the warden. We were 
in a thick-walled tube w/ nothing to use as a weapon.  
Then the upper door opened. The workers took pity on 
us. We climbed to the upper EXIT. Then we herd the 
door below open + the warden w/ his grenade launcher 
emurged. We pooled our self out in the nick of time 
+ the workers were there cheering us on. 1 of them 
thru us a bazooka. We ran threw more tubes firing 
grenades in our wake. We came out onto a hill w/ a-
nether villedge below. Every 1 in the village had 
walked to the outskirts + was cheering us on. They 
had T-shirts + banners + whatnot like it was a mar-
athon. We were a celebrity + din’t know what for. 
We looked for the death girl but couldn’t find her, so our victory was tainted.

6.3.1.

_________________________________________
152 This + the previus + next sueño were adapted from Tel’s 
1994-95 dream log: https://www.5cense.com/19/636.htm.
153 Or referenced by Sex Pistols in “Holidays in the Sun”:   
...Sensurround sound in a 2-inch wall, I was waiting for the communist call.

RE: incar-
    nation 
   of Dead
     -alas
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«Everything looked familiar yet made no 
sense; it took ages to co-ordinate a few 

simple impressions which by ordinary reflex   
calculus would mean table, chair, building, person. 
Buildings emptied of their automatons are even more 

desolate than tombs; when the machines are left idle 
they create a void deeper than death itself.» + 

«My body is heavy as lead when I throw it into bed. I pass 
immediately into the lowest depth of dream. 

This body, which has become a sarcophagus 
with stone handles, lies perfectly motionless; 
the dreamer rises out of it, like a vapor, to 

circumnavigate the world. The dreamer seeks vainly 
to find a form and shape that will fit his ethereal 

essence. Like a celestial tailor, he tries on one 
body after another, but they are all misfits. Fin-

ally he is obliged to return to his own body, to 
reassume the leaden mould, to become a prisoner of 
the flesh, to carry on in torpor, pain and ennui.» 

——Henry Miller, The Rosy Crucifixion (originally quoted above sketch)
THE CHANGE IN [H]OPE
She’s lucid + kind. Agitated + scornful. She 
lacks the ability to shout or fight back. In-
turnalizes everything. She fills up + finally 
bursts + we’re not around to see it. We can 
onely imagine it happening to her. 

When she bursts, she cleans it up rite a- 
way. Mops it up before her family wakes. \ll  
our indifference she wipes off of the furni- 
ture. Our coldness, she sponges off the floor 
w/ paper towels. Our thoughtless actions she 
sweeps into a pile + scoops up w/ a scrap of 
cardboard. She puts it all in the garbage can, 
every trace of us thrown out. She empties the 
trash, showers + changes into clean cloths.  
As she’s putting her ropa into the washer her 
mom comes into the lawndry room.

“Qu-est-ce-que tu fait?”
“Rien de tu.” 
There is no strange smell for sum 1 to no-

tiss. No stains to be found. Everything we ever 
did to her--every unanswerable action, every 
uncontested question--is disposed of cleanly.

We talk a week later over 7000 miles of 
space + she reflects the distance. Her voice  
is even keel, lacking emotion. We realies her in-
difference to us is genuine. There’s no intent-
ion in her coldness, she is simply responding. 
There is no misdirection or planning involved.

6.3.2. 6.3.3. 16 Feb 1995. Axixic. Mex.
We woke up back in the Himalayus + there 
were people telemark skiing at high speeds.  
We followed a trail down that we we real- 
ized we’d been on before, running, so knew  
the asylum orderlies wd be staking us out. 
This time 1 of ’em handed us his helmet +  
another handed us a metal box that we din’t  
know what was in it but dragged it down for  
hym. We came to a turnstile at the bottum 
+ emurged out of a mexican jungle + into a 
ciudad. We could see guerillas up on the 
steep overgrown cliffs. Undercover mili-
tary orderlies below them threw grenades. 
We was thinking “wow, this is a REAL war.” 
We found our room + fell asleep, then woke 
up in Paris w/ Ulysses + Spike Jonez. We 
were sitting on a street coroner w/ pros-
titutes all around us. These nerdy black 
geeks came around + the pimp came along + 
told them to leave, that it was his turf. 
The nerds started jive-talking (for street 
cred) + he punched them. Then the pimp 
aksed us if we was gonna take the pros. 
We aksed who the pros were + he said, “u 
know, the horrors.” Spike + Us wint off 
w/ them like it was their duty. We went 
back to the alley where our room was but 
couldn’t find it. We knew it was sumthing  
like 10 rue du Etats Unis. We asked sum 
locols where the rue was + they took us 
back + forth thru the streets + shook 
their heads. «C’était ici entre ces 2 
rues. La rue était ici hier, maintenant 
elle est partie! Où est-il allé?» 



TEXTILOMA; or, The Postmodern Epimetheus328

Then we stumbled upon a cast- 
ing agency, w/ all sorts 
of africans auditioning 
for black Bart Simpson. 
We fell asleep in the 
waitin room + woke in a fancy  
hôtel w/ a vu of the gorilla  
warfare. Then we were in a  
hostel w/ Scandalnavy flags  
painted on the walls. 1 of 
the girls was sitting on 
the couch + looked like Uma  
Thurman. She was giving us OX  
EYE. Our mouth started whist- 
ling involuntarily.   
She said “isn’t that... 
your whistling?” We ig-
nored her tho wished we 
had sumping to ssey.

We were still trying  
to find the originul room.  
Strange sounds emanated  
from 1 room. We opened  
it + there were 5 girls  
dressed up as Sunflowers. 
They were 

A
ll writhing 

+ had dialating flowers  
where there crotches were.  
They fingered their flo- 
wers, but seamed lost in  
their one whorlds, like  
they were drugged up.  
1 of them (a gorge-us  
Swede) opened her eyes.  
She beckoned us to come  
over + read her a bed- 
time story. We can’t  
REMember what it was a- 
bout X-cept it endid w/  
us reading, “we can’t  
REMember what it was about X-cept it endid  
w/ us reading, “we cant REMember what it was about X-cept it endid w/ us reading,

6.3.4. 22 FEB 1995. EXT. Guanajuato, Mixeco
We got a job working on a chain gang doing road construction. They 

A
ll wore black + white striped 

referee uniforms + we had sivillyan clothes. We used our one bags to fill up holes. We was the one-
lie 1 reelly working--shoveling dirt, digging trenches + pouring tar--wile the rest of the inmates 
stood around watching us. We wasn’t preoccupied, tho. The exorcise felt bedder than standing around 
doing a hole lot of nada. 
IN-MATE #121393: Man, what chew doing? U’s free to go when u wand ox, u don’t halve to bee hear.
OX (como TEL o TEL como XO): I a.I. siñore. High hoe, high hoe. Hit’s off to trabajo we go-go.
ORDERLY #6 (also a fooly liesensed psycho the rapist): Ok boyzzz, brake it up. Back to work. Except 
u, Telemachus. Take 10 lying supine (mid-century tufted chase lounge in black velvet matirealizes). 

u    n  e  e  d    t  h  e    r  a  p  e  y  ,    b  o  y
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X-Z-bit #118

Ulysses
Telemachus

Art shcool ain’t cheap yo, he racked up sum sir-
ius debt. Makes money to take money, however the 
sane goes.
THE RAPIST: Let’s move beyond #s to git to the 
heart of the madder. Ain’t loan sharks u was wor-
ried about, seams mo like u felt a debt to socie-
ty. Based on these hear dreams u logged. Who/what 
was it persecuting u?
TEL: We cant herein by case-sensitive baysis, who 
is it PURSecUtING us, or US? 
THE RAPIST: As Deasy sses in Ulysses: “I paid my 
weigh. I never borrowed a shilling in my life. 
Can u feel that? I O nothing. Can U?”
TEL: “For the moment, no,” Dead’ R’us answered. 
THE RAPIST: Does that make U Dead’ R’us?
a.I.: U is dead to us, we’re Telemachus (clo- 
sing eyes). Bedder yet, we’re anon I’m us now.  A
ll voixes murge as 1. U ain’t a the rapist + u 
ain’t Dr. Ssues nether, ore whatever DOC u meant 
dat put us under to begin with. We’re under self-
dieagonysus now. What’s in pursuit is 

A
ll rela-

tive. In The Idiocy it’s obvius, ox. The suit-
ors are what’s in pursuit. Sure, stewdent debt 
plagues Dead’ R’us, but his unquenchable thirst 
for absinthe dont make madders bedder. In ‘Oxen 
of the Sun,’ Dead’ R’us spends his paycheck on 
rounds of absinthe for hym + his friends, an-
nounsing in Latin, ‘Nos omnes biberimus viridum 
toxicum, diabolus capiat posterioria nostria [We 
will all drink green poison + the devil take the 
hindmost]. On the udder end of the visual spec-
trum (+ also French in oregin) Bloom’s libation 
of choice is burgundy... tho he plays more the 
enabler roll than ad dict. After their drunken 
chandelier-braking escapade in the brothel, Bloom 
a’tempts to placate the occifers by sseying, “He 
doesn’t know what he’s sseying. Taken a little 
more than is good for him. Absinthe. Greeneyed 
monster. I know him. He’s a gentleman, a poet. 
It’s all right”. Sin embargo, a row ensues leav-
ing Dead’ R’us unconchus in the gutter.

‘Greeneyed monster’ = skeleton in closet, the 
demon rearing his ugly head. But this was in the 
Circe episode (epi 15), corresponding to epi 5 in 
our book (vol I). We’re in volume II now, witch 
Joyce (+ Chaulky) skipped, in D-nile of a home-
coming, a wreckoning of sorts. What’s the cor-
relation in The ODiocy? ODiocius (still in dis-
guys as a beggar) is challenged by another hobo 
(I’R’us) + beats hym. The suitors egg Us on from 
the peanut gallery + then reward Us by throw-
ing us a bone (w/ a bit of meat still on it). The 
suitors woo Penelope w/ gifts + she announces dat 
she’ll take a new husband once Telemachus grows 
facial hare. This bring us up to Q1 1995. 

Once we’re comfy lying in the chase on the side 
of the road (under deconstruction), orderly #6 
demonstraits the above xzbit to us.
THE RAPIST: What’s up w/ the shovel? As if u 2 
ever did a day hard laybore in yo lives.
TEL: After the film shoot in France we wint 
down to Mixeco + remodeled + painted Penelope’s 
adobe abode, tilled + planted her garden.
THE RAPIST: Not counting work u did fur yo mother.
TEL: Ain’t that what u shrinks is sposed to bee 
intrested in, our mothers?
THE RAPIST:(sighs): Ok ox, tell us about yr ol lady.
TEL: We was working off a debt we hat to her, 
cuz she paid off our maxed plastick wile we was 
in France w/o aksing us. 
THE RAPIST: (jotting notes): What was your cred-
it line?
TEL: $1500-2000 per card. The total amount was 
$3800 if we member carwreckly.
THE RAPIST: What about all the cash u banked in 
France? (skimming thru our journel). U were 
making $100 a day as a stand-in + $800 a day 
for “hazard pay” on a few days.
TEL: + u was sane we never did a day’s hard laybore? 
THE RAPIST: That ain’t REAL work, ox. At the end 
of the day what did u halve to show for yoself? 
TEL: Whatever it was was less than $10,000 cuz 
that’s how much u can take back into the U.S. 
w/o declaring. U shd be psycho-analyzing Ulyss-
es, he’s the 1 whose monetary woes we’re 5-fig-
ured. He had to stuff Franks down his pants com-
ing back + then when he wint to the bank he got 
stiffed on the x-change. Our worries was petty 
chicken-feed compared to Ulysses. He maid more 
on the moovie, but had moss to pay off, ox. 
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6.3.5. 25 MAR 1995. Tucson, AZ. (TEL’s P.O.V.)
A retired doctor (Dr. Ssues, except he was a doctored professor of litterasure, not medesin) 
came by to the student apartment that we shared w/ Nausicaa. We gave him a copy of our fhesis  
(this manuscript!) + he wint out to read it in the car. 

4 hours later he returned w/ a huge cardboard cut-out model of a series of latch keys juxta-
posed in linear fashion (the transliterated name + address of the addresser of the 3 letters 
in reversed alphabetic boustrophedontic154 quadrilinear cryptogram (vowels suppressed): N.IGS/
WI.UU.OX/ W.OKS.MH/Y.IM). Then he handed us a hole (of the kind feetsured in cartunes) + toll  
us to holed it. He drove the skeleton key straight on bud it wouldn’t fit... he could onely ram  
it in sideways. “It’s effective,” he     said, “it just works in a roundabout weigh”. 

We wanted to defend ourself           + ssey that it    wasn’t so much WHAT we were trying to  
convey as HOW, but couldn’t fined  
the words. Sum 1 Ls was in the room 
(w/ burgundy hair) + aksed the prof 
what’s the point of writing anyways 
... what was the end goal?    

“To halve Penelope’s people like 
it” said the professor. Dr. Ssues 
started browsing our shelves + we of-
fered hym a few books to read + said 
there’s more ware that came from in 
Nausicaa’s room. He lingered to check 
out sum books in the hall w/ Nausi-
caa playing good host, wile we scout-
ed ahead into her room to make sure 
everything was in order. The room was 
unfamiliar to us. There was an unmade 
bed w/ lots of pillows + down com-

forters. Above her bed were shelves of 
books. We staired at the bed + it over-
whelmed us w/ a sense of comfort. In-

stead of going back 
to the professor w/ sum books, 
we went out    down the hall + 

told Nausicaa we       wanted to 
sleep w/ her            that night. 

6.3.6. 31 MAR 1995
We were driving an old car of mine (no 1 in pertick-
ler except it was made in 1966) + the driver’s seat 
started spinning around. It started spinning faster 
like a tornado + we jumped off before we got out of 
cuntroll. The seat kept spinning on it’s one accord 
+ came loose from the car + started wreaking havoc 
thru the streets like the Tasmanian devil.
___________________________________________________
154 From Greek boustrophēdon, turning like an ox while plowing : bous, ox;  + strophē, a turning.


