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Sloth
Never Log Off


Jarrod Kettle started the subathon on a Tuesday because Tuesday was when his mum rang, and if he was live, he couldn’t answer.

That was the whole plan. He had eleven followers who actually turned up, a ring light he’d bought during a period of optimism, and a flat in Werribee he had moved into “for a bit” in 2020. His channel was called kettl3, with a 3, because someone in Ohio already had kettle and someone in Brazil had kettl_ and he had stopped trying after that.

He set it up the way the YouTube tutorial said. A StreamElements timer in the corner of the screen. Every sub added five minutes. Every dollar donated added one. When the timer hit zero, a script he’d copied from a forum would stop the stream automatically. That was the bit that appealed to him most. He would never have to decide to end it. The timer would decide. He changed the offline banner to say back soon and pressed Start Streaming at 6:58pm.

The timer said four hours.

The category was Just Chatting, though in practice it was Just Sitting. He played some Balatro. He ate a dim sim. At 7:31 his phone lit up on the desk, face up, where chat could see it.

MUM

xd_borgar: DECLINE

snorlaxdad: decline decline decline

xd_borgar: dont do it king

He declined. Chat spammed KEKW. A man called mcgriddleenjoyer gifted five subs and the timer jumped by twenty-five minutes, and Jarrod felt something he could only describe, later, on stream, as being picked for a team.

At 10:40 the timer had more on it than when he’d started. Someone asked what the plan was.

“No plan,” Jarrod said. “Just see how far it goes.”

bigron_dayton: that’s how all the good ones start lol

He didn’t know who bigron_dayton was. Over the following nine weeks he would spend more hours with bigron_dayton than with any other living person. He would never find out that she was a fifty-four-year-old pharmacy technician called Rhonda, who watched Australian streams because they were live during her night shifts, and because the accents made her feel like she was on holiday.

*   *   *

The rules of a subathon are not written down anywhere, but chat knows them. You can sleep on stream. You can go to the toilet, but chat times you. You cannot leave the flat, because the flat is the stream, and if you leave the stream, what were they paying for?

By day three Jarrod’s world had shrunk to a few square metres. The desk. The chair. The bed, which was four steps from the chair and visible in the camera’s left edge if he tilted the webcam. The door, which Uber Eats drivers knocked on and walked away from, leaving bags that he collected with the fast, hunched movement of a man stealing his own food. The toilet, which was out of frame and therefore out of the economy.

Chat timed him anyway.

xd_borgar: 4 mins 40 seconds. bro is writing a novel in there

snorlaxdad: check the bottle situation

There was no bottle situation. Then, by day six, there was. He did not acknowledge it, and so it was not a bit, and so chat made it a bit. Someone made it a channel point redemption. It cost 25,000 points, and it was redeemed more than any other.

Rhonda became a mod on day four, after she told a man off for asking what suburb he lived in. “Don’t ever tell them that,” she typed in a whisper. It was the most anyone had told him to do anything in years. He gave her the sword. She took it seriously. She turned on slow mode during the Melbourne mornings when the Americans got weird. She set up a Nightbot command that told people to hydrate every forty-five minutes. Once, at 4am her time, she asked him whether he’d eaten anything that wasn’t beige. He held up a mandarin. Chat went insane.

The real discovery came on day nine.

He’d fallen asleep in the chair, chin on his chest, with the stream running, because getting into the bed meant moving the webcam, and moving the webcam meant standing up. He woke up seven hours later to thirty-three gifted subs, a timer that had grown by three and a half hours, and a clip with 80,000 views titled bro sleeping like he got shot.

He checked the numbers properly that afternoon, which he rarely did. His average viewership while awake was 140. While asleep it was 610.

He read the numbers out on stream. “So you lot don’t want me to do anything,” he said. “You want to watch me not do it.”

“Honestly,” he told chat, “that’s the nicest thing anyone’s ever said to me.”

He slept in the chair every night after that. His calf ached sometimes, a dull thing like a bruise from the inside, and he solved it the way he solved most problems, which was by no longer mentioning it.

*   *   *

By the third week he was a format.

The clips did it. Day 16 of the man who won’t stand up. Australian streamer has not seen the sun since the last Bluey episode. A TikTok account with a robot voice posted daily updates over footage of him sleeping, and the comments were full of people saying he was living the dream, and people saying he needed help, and people saying they would also like to need help like that.

His concurrents hit 4,000. Then 9,000. A big streamer raided him at 3am Melbourne time with 22,000 people. They arrived to find Jarrod asleep, a half-eaten Hungry Jack’s burger resting on his stomach, rising and falling with his breath. The raid stayed for an hour. It was, several people said, the most peaceful thing on the internet.

On day nineteen, someone gifted 100 subs. The name came up as Anonymous. No message. The timer jumped eight hours and twenty minutes. The alert sound, a cash register, played so many times it sounded like a pokie paying out.

Anonymous came back the next night. And the next. Never a message. Always at around 2am, always enough to make the timer jump by hours. Chat built a lore around them. Anonymous was a Saudi prince. Anonymous was Jarrod’s dad. Anonymous was Twitch itself, keeping its best asset alive.

“Whoever you are,” Jarrod said on day twenty-two, reading the alert with one eye open, “you’re a legend. Please stop.”

He did not mean please stop. Chat knew he did not mean please stop. Anonymous did not stop.

A sponsor came through. GRYND, an energy drink with a skull on the can that mostly sponsored men who screamed. They sent a glass-fronted fridge with an LED strip. It went in the back of the shot, glowing a soft radioactive green, the only thing in the flat that looked like it had a future. His contract required him to drink one on stream every six hours. He set an alert for it. It was the only thing on his schedule.

The dashboard said he had made $38,412. He found this out by accident when the page opened instead of the one he wanted. He closed it again. Knowing the number felt like a responsibility.

His phone still lit up on Tuesdays.

MUM

The voicemails were transcribed automatically. He read them on stream, because that was content, and because reading them was easier than listening to them.

Hi love it’s Mum. Just ringing. Your cousin Shannon’s having the christening at the RSL on the 14th if you’re. Anyway. Call me back.

Hi love it’s Mum. Shannon says you’re on the computer all the time now and that heaps of people watch. That’s good. I don’t know how to get on it. Call me back.

mcgriddleenjoyer: mum’s worried Sadge

xd_borgar: call her back after the subathon

snorlaxdad: never log off

“After the subathon,” Jarrod agreed. The timer said nine days, fourteen hours. It had said nine days, fourteen hours the previous Tuesday, too.

*   *   *

Day sixty-two was a Sunday, and nothing happened on it, which was the brand.

Jarrod had been short of breath since Friday. He mentioned it once, around lunchtime, between a GRYND and a reroll in Balatro: “I’m actually so cooked, I get puffed going to the door.” Chat said real and same and gym arc when. Someone pointed out that he hadn’t really been to the door in days. He’d stopped getting up for the food until the evenings. That was fair enough.

At 9:12pm he said he was going to rest his eyes.

“Don’t let the timer run out,” he said, which he said every night. It was a joke. The timer said eleven days, six hours. It had not been below a week since the second month.

bigron_dayton: goodnight kettle 🫡

xd_borgar: sleep stream W

snorlaxdad: we ride

He leaned back. The chair creaked the way it always did. His hands settled in his lap, palms up, and his head tipped to the left, toward the fridge, and the fridge hummed, and the LED strip glowed green across the side of his face.

The camera did not move.

At 9:40, a donation came through with text-to-speech. The robot voice, the one that sounds like a cheerful sat-nav, read it out across the flat.

“Xd underscore borgar donated five dollars. Bro looks so peaceful. Never wake up king.”

The timer gained five minutes.

At 11:00, the GRYND alert went off, a bass drop and a skull animation. DRINK UP, GRYNDERS. Nobody drank up.

mcgriddleenjoyer: he’s not doing the drink LMAO

fuzzyslippers04: contract breach KEKW

tren_baby_2009: GRYND lawyers on the way

At 1:15am, the chat was moving at the speed of a big stream with nothing happening in it, which is to say quickly, and about nothing. People talked about the NBA. People argued about a different streamer’s divorce. Someone posted the same ASCII art of a frog nine times until Nightbot timed them out. Below all of it, at the bottom of the screen in a 640-pixel box, a man sat very still in a gaming chair.

At 2:04am, Anonymous gifted 100 subs.

The cash register played one hundred times. The timer jumped eight hours and twenty minutes. On any other night, Jarrod would have woken up at around the fortieth chime, squinted at the camera, said you absolute weapon, and gone back to sleep.

snorlaxdad: he didn’t wake up for anon??

xd_borgar: bro is DEEP

fuzzyslippers04: deepest sleep of all time

mcgriddleenjoyer: he’s locked in

The clip of the hundred chimes playing over a man who did not move was posted to TikTok at 2:11am, with a sleeping emoji and the caption the dedication. By morning it had half a million likes.

*   *   *

By eleven on Monday morning, he had been asleep for fourteen hours, and chat had started to have opinions about it.

The opinions were split. One half said he was obviously fine, he’d slept twelve hours plenty of times, look at the timer, he was a professional. The other half said that his hands hadn’t moved, and that the GRYND alert had gone off three times, and that his skin had gone a colour that was hard to judge under a green LED but was probably not a good colour.

Neither half did anything.

The channel had three mods. Rhonda was asleep in Dayton. One was in Germany and had not been active since August. One was a nineteen-year-old called goobsy who handled the daytime and mostly used his powers to delete links. Goobsy read the room, and the room wanted a prediction.

Predictions are a Twitch feature. Viewers bet the channel points they’ve earned by watching on the outcome of something, and the points go to whoever picked right. Streamers use them for will I beat this boss and will I cry during this cutscene. Goobsy used it for this.

PREDICTION: is kettl3 alive 💀

YES (he’s locked in)

NO (o7)

The points poured in. Within three minutes, 6,100 people had bet 41 million channel points. YES was winning, but not by as much as you’d hope.

fuzzyslippers04: all in on YES, bro is built different

tren_baby_2009: put 200k on NO for the funny

xd_borgar: this is so messed up LMAO

xd_borgar: 50k on yes tho

People who had never typed in the chat typed in the chat. The first-time chatter highlight, the little badge Twitch gives you when you speak for the first time, lit up again and again.

✨ dianne_kellerman2: is this real

✨ jkmorrow88: should someone call someone

snorlaxdad: chat is this real

mcgriddleenjoyer: Clueless

The question should someone call someone scrolled up and off the top of the screen in under a second, pushed away by people spamming the frog.

Rhonda’s alarm went off at 8pm, Dayton time. She did what she did every evening. She put the kettle on the stove, propped her phone against the sugar jar, and opened the stream before putting her uniform on. She saw the prediction first, and her first thought was that goobsy was going to get a stern whisper.

Then she looked at the picture.

Rhonda had worked behind a pharmacy counter for twenty-six years, and she knew about legs. She’d handed out more compression stockings than she could count to men who’d driven trucks for twelve hours, and she had said, every single time, get up and walk around, honey, or it’ll find your lungs.

She looked at his hands, palms up in his lap, a colour you could see even through green light.

The kettle started to whistle. She did not make the tea.

*   *   *

The first number Rhonda called was 911, because it was the only one she knew.

The dispatcher was patient for about forty seconds. Then she asked where the emergency was, and Rhonda said Werribee, and the dispatcher asked if that was in Montgomery County, and Rhonda said it was in Australia. There was a long pause.

She googled Victoria Police on her phone with one hand, the stream open on the laptop. The website gave her 000 for emergencies, which did not connect from Ohio. It gave her the Police Assistance Line, 131 444, which a recorded voice informed her could not be called from outside Australia. It gave her a form. The form asked for an address.

She did not have an address. She had his first name, which he’d said on day seven and plenty of times since. She had his suburb, which he’d said once while complaining about the trains. She had sixty-three days of watching a man sleep, and she knew his face better than her nephew’s, and she had no idea where he was.

She found a direct landline for the Werribee police station and called it on international rates. Senior Constable Moretti answered. He was decent about it. He asked for the address.

“I don’t know it,” Rhonda said. “I banned a man for asking.”

But chat might.

She went into chat and typed, in capitals, because Twitch does not let you whisper to six thousand people at once:

bigron_dayton: I AM ON THE PHONE WITH POLICE IN AUSTRALIA. DOES ANYONE KNOW HIS ADDRESS. THIS IS NOT A BIT.

For eight weeks, the chat had been unable to work out whether he was Jarrod or Jared, despite him saying it many times. It found his address in four minutes.

Someone remembered a clip from day thirty where he held up an Uber Eats bag to the camera to show off a forty-dollar order of loaded fries. Someone else found the clip. Someone zoomed in on the receipt stapled to the bag, ran the frame through an upscaler, and posted the screenshot: a unit number, a street name, a postcode. A man from Perth confirmed it on Google Street View, noting that the apartment block’s bins were overflowing, which also tracked.

Rhonda read the address to Senior Constable Moretti with her finger on the screen, like reading a prescription back.

Twenty-two minutes later, on stream, there was a knock at the door.

The chat, which had been moving too fast to read for an hour, stopped almost completely. Six thousand people waited.

The knock came again, then a voice, then the sound of a door that had barely been opened in days opening. Two officers came into frame. The younger one went straight to Jarrod and said his name, and then said it differently, and then put two fingers against his neck. The older one, Moretti, stopped in the middle of the room and looked at the second monitor, where the chat was scrolling.

“Are they watching?” he said.

Nobody in the room answered him. Six thousand people typed yes.

Moretti looked for a way to turn it off. He found the monitor’s power button, and pressed it, and the second screen went dark, and he seemed satisfied. The stream, which did not run through the monitor, carried on. He picked up the webcam and turned it away from the chair to face the wall.

The new shot was the GRYND fridge, glowing green, full of cans.

In chat, people started asking, then insisting, then demanding that someone resolve the prediction. It had been locked for hours. Forty-one million points were sitting in limbo, and some of the people who had bet them wanted to know.

fuzzyslippers04: mods resolve it??

tren_baby_2009: mods are asleep resolve the pred

snorlaxdad: brother there are cops in the room

fuzzyslippers04: i know but like. which one

Rhonda sat in her kitchen in Dayton, the kettle gone cold on the stove behind her. It had to be resolved by someone. It would stay on the screen, a little box of percentages, until it was. She clicked through to
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