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xzbit 135 (above + below)—Tel’s P.O.V. in the making of 
Epimetheus became Marsupial (2008)
  

onerable 1, fast-tracking the Icarus trajectory, pair-o-he-
lion is when commitment is at hit’s brightest pt, on 
April fools. On April 3 Tel-bot wrote: A heavy wait 
has bean tossed into her manos + we dont know wat 
hit’s maid uv, what matereal substints. As time goes 

on we need to analyze + resolve the (mass × gravity). 
Rite now 

A

ll we know conchusly es que el peso es pes-
ante. On April 10 (2 a.m.), Tele wrote: A darkness 
we cant putt in words [ ... ] an emotion w/ color + 

shape, substance. Naut shore if it’s circumstance or cuz 
U rote from the sorce, a verry dark spring indead! 
We wand to superimpose yr dairy entrees on ours, 
see what we did on a given day when undoubtedly 
U wrote: used, puked, wondered why we used, 
broke promises, feel terrible, cried, tomorrow we 
will begin sobriety, etc... short, sharp, in shock like 

an animal stuck in a trap. Setting that dear free from the 
barbed wire fence (see pg 391) makes sense to us now 

the dear was Ulysses, we let her go tho worried 
wether her legs were broke ... maybe s/he wandered 
for a few more days butt inevitable s/he won’t live, 
butt “then again, who does?” sses Gaff in Blade- 
runner (1982). Ulysses is still out dare sumwhere 
butt this is probly sum sorta pyschological behavior-
ism on our part to help us cope—action-at-a-dis-
tance—Ulysses fusing into us anominusly. We feel 
a calling now to ghostwrite on his bee-½. U can be 
w/ us + vice-verse we can become U, in yr dreams as 
Dylan sses + if you didnt open the windows when general 
Ulysses Grant whoever he was or did supposed to be some 
great fellow landed off the ship + visited The Rock (Gi-
braltar—highest rock in existence), home to the taleless 
barbarian apes sure thats the way down the monkeys go 
under the sea to Africa when they die (Calypso’s Isle)
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xzbit 136. Drawing for Supermodel video (see pg 361)... seems said supermodel    
       (after having pig’s blood dumped on her) never leaves the gymnasium. 
  

+ then ppl started rifling thru your personal FX + the ugly busi-
ness of laying claim to things of yours they wanted, specific art-
works or artifacts U picked up in your travels + they found your 
notebooks + your laptop + Newton + we already said how no-
body cd guess your password til we type in “Chaulky” (see pg 9 
of vol 0) + @ that moment we became the author who has since 
(in this volume) morphed into Ulysses/ODsseyus while we re-
main in varyus stages of anonentitty (currently Tellus) + we god 
axess to your journels + doguments + found your address book 
+ called your friends that dint know yet, sum we barely new + in 
Tel’s journel he sses he called [H]ope in France + onely got her 
machine butt we (the Nausicaa ½) remember hym talking to 
[H]ope albeit briefly onely so much 1 kin ssey til the person on 
the other end has time to prosses what has bin said + he went to 
India he was to write the voyages these men have to make to the ends of the 
world + back its the least they might get a squeeze or 2 at a woman while 
they can going out to be drowned or blown up somewhere + we called J 
in Carmel who dint even know U took drugs at 

A

ll, assumed U 
were strait-laced as U were in high shcool + we had to get out of 
the house after a while, went + sat out in your Toyota. U managed 
to keep your Virgen of Guadalupe stickshift from your old truck 
+ swapped it out on the new 1 w/ 2600 miles + at sum pt (in an-
other car) we drove to the intersection of Gough+ Turk + slowed 
down butt we couldn’t fined a place to park + on subseekwind 
trips to S.F. weave driven thru that intersection butt seams park-
ing is always a problema not shore how U scored a space, maybe 
U dubble parked + another mourning we 

A

ll wint on a hike sum 
of us even w/ steaming mugs of coffee up to Cow hill to The Dish 
where we used to run to together + the mood was freaking us out 
      at times, a festive reunion like Bob’s funeral in My Own Private 

Idaho (1991), but “guess that’s o.k.” tho 
or ♀ ½ was getting G.I. issues from the 
peripheral chain of events (never cd 
stomach the dramas of the old house) + 
we was torn between sum sort of famil-
ial sense of duty + Nausicaa’s well-bean 
+ both of us couldn’t sleep days/nights 
running together not shore how long we 
remaned in the bay area maybe this in-
somnia why we cant articulate the ev-
ents surrounding your memaryall not in 
words no how, no need to call it a spade 
just hand us the bloody shovel + mean-
while in The Idiocy Penelope slept rite 
thru the bloodshed + when she finally 
wakes Telemachus chastises her for not 
being more lively, excited to be reunited 
w/ ODsseyus + in the Penelope episode 
of Ulysses thunder woke me up as if the world 
was coming to an end, our emotions a swir-
ling pool of concrete @ risk of hardening 
sew we need to keep stirring or laying it 
down to form new structures from found 
objets that will become permanent fix-
tures timeless + artless as the world spins 
the lazy suzy you’ll see Lucy w/ an uzi 
smelling boozey who’s he? oozing juicy 
zoo wounds, wooing, whoa, feel a bit 
woozie from the jacuzzi, u pussy, Wolf 
waded in the noosey Ouse, a dusie of a 
floozy 

A

ll loosey-goosey in a 1-sie or 2-
sie, knot newsworthy, nothing to see, 
keep moving, segue moviendo, reduced 
to ℝeel propoprtions, n exaggerated 
mass-stabbing not maßstab (to scale), 
Mr. sister, I didn’t like his slapping me be-
hind going away so familiarly in the hall 
though I laughed Im not a horse or an ass am 
I I suppose he was thinking of his father I 
wonder is he awake thinking of me or dreaming 
am I in it who gave him that flower “How 
could we halve bin so oblivious?” it 
dawned on us every mourning that week, 
like Epimetheus “lacking in foresight?” 
were it naut for Nausicaa we wood of 
crumbled to pedazos when U kicked 
buckit. “Satire is a sort of glass wherein 
beholders do generally discover every-
body’s face butt their own” said Swift. 
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 talking of course but hed do the same to the next woman that came  
 along I supposed he died of galloping drink ages ago the days like 
 years not a letter from a living soul except the odd few I posted to 
myself with bits of paper in them so bored sometimes I could fight 
with my nails listening sew yah their wasnt a funerol but a 
memoryal most every 1 showed up a lot of yr friends came 
up from L.A. or down from S.F. + we gathered where gran-
pa Aeolus’s ashes was buried + stared at a cardbored box 
of U’s ashes labelled Apollo Creamatory w/ their return ad-
dress + logos don’t think we actually buried the box or yr 
ashes but we needid sumping to look at eventually they put 
a plaque theyre tho + Art Center planted a tree for U in Pas-

 dena unkle N did most of the talking since Penelope ain’t 1 for 
  words + nether are we when we was aksed to ssey sumping we 
toll the story how we roadtripped w/ U to Oregon + how U be-
came obssesed w/ Xing the Sandy river that when we was kids 
seamed a formidable obstickle did U know Lewus + Clark named 
the river Sandy cuz when they 1st saw her she was shock full of 
volcanic pumice + floating grit like quicksand cuz Mt Hood had 

        just erupted + did U know after surviving the 2-yr ordeal on 
        the ‘Corpse of Discovery’ expedition to the Oregon coast 
       Lewus shot hisself in the head? As Murphy sses in Ulysses, 
       “the coming back was the worst thing you ever did because     
      it went without sseying you would feel out of place as things 
   always moved with the times.” Then Bloom slipped Dead’ R’
us sum Mollies (MDMA—3,4-Methyl​enedioxy​methamphetamine) ± 
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roofies (Rohypnol, a.k.a. date rape drug) + then hey who wants to be 
the hero that delivers Dead’ R’us home safe + sound + when he finds 
out Dead’ R’us has no place to doormirror he encourages 
hym to make amends w/ his padre, “why did you leave your 
father’s house?” Bloom asks, to wich Dead’ R’us replies, 
“To seek misfortune.” Off course K used yr memaryall as a 
soapbox to plug her neural linguistic programming + relation-
ship counseling in fact, if 1 steps outside of their -X vs. -Y 
chromosomal box weed go as far as to ssey Molly is a he 
+ Bloom is the She or at least they are 2 opposing gray-
shaded manifestations of J.J’s one psyche like Nausicaa 
Molly mos def wares the pantalones + Bloom’s the submissive vir-
gin in the holey trinity + what of Joyce himself who used to cower 
behind the hunk of Hemingway when they’d get into bar 
fights in retrospect U cd of afforded to be a bit more in 
touch w/ yr ♀ side not that U was macho or textoseroni 
U dint even watch sports  had effeminate jestures sea-
med cumfortable w/ yr one sexuality to the extent eve-
ry 1 speculated behind your back weather u was gay just 
cuz U was an artist-type + din’t menshun girlfriends Pen-
elope said U’d flinch away when shed try to hug U ever 
since U was a be-bop sseying bouncey bebe so we just 
came out + aksed U remember? we were driving to Tower 
records U reclined in back of our ‘66 bug cuz wed removed 
the front passinger seat to make more leg room + to carry 

[adapted from Poste Restante (2006)]
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stuff so we had to look @ U thru our rear viewmererror as 1st 
we confessed to our juvenile fumblings w/ the opposit sex to 
pave the weigh in case U wantid to open up about any waters 
U may halve tested + when we aksed point blank U said no butt 
god a goot laugh out of our embareassing edmission said U al-
ways thought sumping was a bit odd about that kid next door 
no father + 

A
ll those niglected fat flea-bitten dalmatians + the 

trashy single mother never around haha let Penelope think we’re 
gay we dont care no we’re talking more how U never submitted 
to the ♀ fuerza maybe U dint trust them cuz dad always said 
they’d bee the deth of hym or tide-pooling at Haystack rock he com-
paired sea anenemies to womens pryvets dont touch sun their 
poisonus! beyond just an understanding (despite what Jung + 
other dudes said Nora said James knew “nothing at all” about 
women) we mean the submission prosses, the giving of yourself 
holey, handing ova the rains, wasn’t eazy for us nether we resist-
ed for the longest time even after we’d 100% found #1 thinking 
theyd impede our freedum + crimp our style we due think that 
sumwhere along the way between Penelope + Eurycleia U miss-
ed out on sum pivotal nurturing we missed out too but were 1½ 
yrs junger + we (unconchus or not) sought out riplacement ther-
apy in our teens shacking up w/ Calypso + adopting her family 
u cd ssey these are notes btw writ in a log book we told ppl feel 
free to write in tho we couldnt think of nothing to ssey our self 

[adapted from Poste Restante (2006)]
  

weave bin thinking 
23 yrs now spose 
stet Textiloma is our 
letter to U funny 
how a letter reefers to 
the pages of text from 
1 person to another + 
also 1 charactor of 
26 in the alphabet 
23 in Italian 27 in 
spañhole de todos 
modos this is how 
yr memaryall came off 
a bit randum at times + not so well organized but look! sum 1 
wrote that U are Stephen + Bloom + Joyce consubstantiated (sp?)  
 + for our part Telemachus was stoic + practical knot sure if it 
was just us but we dint feel like we said our peace not shure what 
there is to ssey every 1 sses its bedder this weigh, youre bedder 
off, that U was miserable + hopeless, cd see no future, etc. + 
we except 

A

ll this (to feel bedder about ourselves) butt also new 
U wanted to live... this was your hole cunundrum, like our fat-
her Sisyphus on a fun night out drinking regret it next mourning 
drinking coffee meat a nice girl then break up halve 1 too many 
drink coffee next mourn sseying never again! meat another 
girl break up try pot to sea if dats any ∆iffrent + eventually gradu-
ate to dope + the psychle is the same day in night out good grief 
Charlie Brown harking back to B.C. daze oh but those big Bot-

--
>
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tums talk about mudflaps my gals god ’em + on another day prima ± 
dopo we cant REMember we wint to Calistoga to soak in mud + hot 
H20 Penelope was in good spearits guess this is when her “eve-
rything was meant to be” fillosophy pays off (for her) we couldn’t 
check in yet sew we waited  the night he borrowed the swallowtail to 
sing out of in Holles street squeezed and squashed into them and grinning 
all over his big Dolly face like a wellwhipped childs botty didnt he look a 
balmy ballocks sure enough that must have been a spectacle on the stage 
imagine paying 5/- in the preserved seats for that to see him and Simon 
Dedalus too he was always turning up half screwed singing the second verse first
wading for y/our appt in a waiting room undressed + wrapped in 
a large cotton towel + they had iced cucumber/lemon water eve-
rywhere + as we write this squirrels are scampering on the roof 
+ skunks ± cats are scratching the walls up in the attic where U 
slept your final days did U ever hear them? We’re in your bed be-
tween white sheets under a down comforter w/ Nausicaa the 1st night 
± 2 was creepy but now we find it comforting starting to feel sleepy 
honestly but to finish y/our bedtime story it remains to bee scene 
how The End unfolds... “the rest” of hisstory as in what remains 
± at ease almost asleep, in a waiting room rapped in white towel 
nodding in + out its all very fine for them but as for being a woman 
as soon as youre old enough they might as well throw you out in the bot-
tom of the ashpit + the wait of the warm heavy mud on y/our naked 
Bw/Ody was soothing, heaving w/ each breadth rendering us motionless + senseless we surrendered to the Mex-
ican attendants (the 1st scoop of mud they slopped on y/our crotch to get past the awkwordness) a funny way 
for us survivors to commemorate your alleged death we thought at 1st never on our one dime but hey Penelope 
was payin’ + D + T were there too fueling the new age pyscho-babble ranging from numerology to denial + as-
trology to channelers + Castaneda to Aquarian Conspiracies (U wd of fucking hated it) + then T started bragging 
about his drug-running days wich really pissed us off no respect no tact back in the day flying load after load 
across the border from Sinaloa to Arizona how many tons of weed, coke + heroine he trafficked boasting about 
his time spent in jail for a 1st-degree murder he never did or at least cant remember tho he wanted to kill 1 guy 1 
time butt settled for torching his ranch + cars + how he took 3 prostitutes at a time on trips to High-why-eee (D  
at his side the whole time rubbing his fat belly) + how menny friends 
they knew that O.D.ed or died blah blah blah butt this was after 
when we were all soaking in the natural springs now we’re still 
buried up to y/our neck in mud time to get up the Mexicans ssey 
(what a shit job we kept thinking, feeling bad these sherpas dotting 
on us... the things ppl do to unwind + let go) grabbing us by each 
arm to pull us out + then rinse off the caked on mud + then like 
embalmers they dip us into sum sorta speciel mineral bath for a 
specified amount of time + then into steam til we can’t take it no 
more + then they rapped us up in gauzey linen + laid us to rest 
pudding cucumber slices on y/our I sockets + a cold compress on 
y/our forehead + we fell into a slumbery yet lucid state (they said 
it was OK if we fell asleep) until we were woken up by the mas-
seusse + she did the full Bw/Ody massage ironing out inny wrinkles 
+ yes i was a flower of the mountain yes when I put a rose in my hair 
+ now we’re over the Pacific, took off north over the Golden 
Gate before making a U-turn South to head back home... + then 
the flight attendant shakes y/our shouldar + sses sorry Ms. butt 
were biginning hour initials descent please fasten yr safety belt 
+ put yr seat back in it’s upright position.

xzbit 136—hope U don’t mind we collaged your dogchew 
bones (see pg 84 of vol 1) + the Bacchus/Tantalus 
grapeman (pg 179) + that’s actually Nausicaa’s head we 
called [H]ope
  

en
elope


