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Prologue
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​Saturday, January 26, 2008

Claro, I had nothing to hide on the outside, but the remnants of wrecked machines deep within alerted the hardware, and unwholesome security sullied my return. These pieces of personal history, stored like fossils in the layers of muscle and fat, in the lymph and marrow, in the mineralized tissue of my bones, submicroscopic — so small and yet so significant — exist undetectable to those who encounter me on the street. Indeed, to unsuspecting passersby I make no impression now that I wander once again among the living, an invisibility I remember well. But the electromagnetic portal of the airport metal detector took notice. It sang a staccato warning. 

Should I have stepped back and said, “No, thank you”? Should I have said “F you” to the whole shebang? Yes. Probably. For I’m a citizen, aren’t I? I had all the necessary forms, the notarizations and receipts, the approval of physicians and government officials, the constitutional rights handed down by generations. Under the sudden scrutiny of agents deputized by our fearful society to protect passengers at all cost, I felt compelled to cooperate. Once in line one proceeds forward. One does not make a fuss. You can’t fault me for hypocrisy when no place of exile exists, dear readers. I had nowhere else to go.

Besides, a quiet, deviant longing accompanied that procedural survey, and my craving, too, went unnoticed, passed the superficial inspection of my physical self, and my examiner, just doing his job, observed nothing. Yet he succeeded in the confiscation of my privacy, my dignity and liberty as an American. And he aroused in me a subtle lust still difficult to dismiss two days later and three thousand miles away, tucked safe, as it were, in my sponsored hotel room here in the home of the brave. 

Oh, and when the young man finished patting down my donated Levis and Old Glory sweatshirt and sent me again through the scanner, its beeping for the fourth time elicited only an impersonal shake of his head. He allowed me to proceed, withheld further free massages, and pulled off his latex gloves as if they were radioactive and dropped them into a wastebasket marked with a biohazard symbol before turning his attention to other travelers, all impatient sighs and weary faces. My lingering glance meant nothing to him, and then a stout woman in uniform, a most familiar archetype, jabbed me with the blunt end of a club and advised me in grunted ingles to “move on.”

How can I move on? All these months later, I have returned, of course, to the nothingness I had expected. For I recognized my irrelevance long before “the great pause,” as I have come to call my time of rest, and I knew that the zigzaggery of random chapters and pathologies I reported in the posts that follow had led me nowhere. Still, as you’ll see, afire with delusion I imagined myself at an inevitable crescendo. But of course I crashed instead. I accomplished little but the temporary dislocation of all my significant joints, the exposure of the pavement to my blood and feces and a concussion that left me comatose, more or less, for some time. But suicide was not my intent. Not at all. Instead it was the fulfillment of a fearful destiny. This will become apparent, surely. I have no desire to recapitulate here what I have already put into words. 

The decision to share as a book this web log that details my advancement to that desperate point was not an easy one, despite its long availability to the indifferent public. My guardians south, so supportive and sage, wished I would not dwell on such “memories,” for my experiences were, in their collective opinion, very much my own. The determination, medical and otherwise, to allow my release and repatriation was unofficially contingent on my agreement to look forward and not back, and I intend to keep the implicit promise I made beyond my publication of this desultory memoir. During that long period without dreaming I sampled death, and it was a lonely state: not quiet, not dark, but bright, with all the sounds and light of the world and none of the warmth or delight, none of the interaction. I listened too as the last vile metallic parasites relented, for I had managed to damage their unwilling host too much for them to fulfill the plans of the madman who designed them. My motivation in sharing these entries is the selfish hope that I might encounter other victims of his cruel experiment. Are the rest of you dead? Have any of you survived? I know of no one like me, and yet as long as I live, I will continue to search. 
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Tuesday, August 30, 2005
​I can’t sleep for some reason, and I think it’s because of that homeless guy. On my way back from grabbing lunch, he ran toward me out of a cardboard maze and shouted, “You never paid me for that poem!” Then before I could respond he jabbed a Bic pen into my neck. The sun hit my eyes, he vanished behind a windstorm of lotto tickets and fast-food wrappers, and I stood there bleeding and peeing my pants. A woman with rainbow dreadlocks stopped and fumbled with her phone, took a picture and hurried off; then a siren bleated, and a patrol car slammed against the curb. The cop took down my deetz and cited me for public urination, and I thanked her and went back inside Del Taco. Well, you can doubt it, but when the guy stabbed me I clamped down on my burrito, and it squirted all over the place. I dropped another buck eighty-nine, ran to work and almost forgot about my darned neck. But all of the sudden tonight it hurts like the world’s worst hickey, not that I know about such things. I just watched it open and close in silent conversation with its reflection in the mirror, while a wide purple bruise swirled up and down my skin like the stripe on a barber pole. 

The worst part is that the homeless guy was right. I never did pay him for the poem he tossed at me the other day because we never settled on a price, and I never asked for it in the first place. I was sure I’d left the crumpled page on the sidewalk, but earlier this evening I found it in the breast pocket of a dress shirt in the laundry basket, folded into a scuffed yet elegant rhombus:


All this waking makes us sleep,

and the dreams flirt as we doze.

The sex, the anger, the way down deep!

Such stillness, night, repose.

But you and I can never stay

the monsters of our mind.

These nighttime visions turned to day

will suffer all mankind.



I guess I should have mentioned my assailant to the cop, “You know, the guy in the camouflage jacket with the Bic pen,” but I was entranced by her sideburns and lazy eye, and I wasn’t thinking straight. Anyway, I guess I’ll try again to shut myself down. I’ll check into this blog again tomorrow, mayhaps. Does anyone even read these things? I know I don’t. 

––––––––
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Wednesday, August 31, 2005

I never did get any sleep. At 4 o’clock in the morning I was in the bathroom again trying to quiet down the scorching agony produced by my fine, festering neck with a shot of rubbing alcohol, but the darned thing continued to suppurate. When it started to look less like a puncture wound than the entrance to a brick mine, reddened by Cimarron clay or whatever, I got dressed and went downstairs to my pimped Chevy Cavalier and navigated myself over to Cedars Sinai.

In my delirium I forgot to smile at the simian guard who googahed at me when I parked in too convenient a spot. She followed me to the counter and threatened to show me her hairy knuckles, but because my neck kept excreting seepage all over the insurance forms, she beat her chest and wandered back outside, and I was admitted right away. After a five-hour wait, drowsy from the clinical silence, feverish and kept awake by a flirtatious nursing assistant who tickled my feet and laughed while I writhed in hideous torment, a doctor finally arrived. He was about four feet tall and had the biggest nose I’ve ever seen outside of a jet airplane, a wooly beard and a dried red flower pinned to his lab coat lapel. He grasped my face and torqued my head from side to side and made me flip over twice as if he was trying to determine the sex of a tortoise and then said he couldn’t see anything wrong. I pointed at the gaping, smoldering blast site on my neck, and he said, “Ah, yes.” He ordered larval therapy and told me I’d acquired from the Bic-wielding bedlamite a strain of resistant bacteria enjoyed by maggots as a snack. So now my neck is wrapped tight, and underneath the bandage, future flies have begun to debride the lesion by dining on even more disgusting parasites of the microscopic variety. That sounds about right. The physician introduced himself as Dr. Herbert Q. Melmanzian, gave me his card and told me to let him know if it gets worse, then sent me home. 

Unable to find my car, I walked the four and a half miles back to Hollywood and dragged myself into bed, where I’ve spent most of the hours since. It remains unclear what he meant by “worse.” 

––––––––
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Thursday, September 1, 2005

Yesterday’s account of having maggots applied to my tramp-induced stab wound turns out to have been fictional. I realized this in a quasi-languor, doped up on baby aspirin and half a tumbler of NyQuil. All night long the ridiculous bandage percolated like a spider’s nest, and I felt a distinct clawing instead of the “mild wriggling” Dr. Melmanzian had warned me to expect. Driven nearly to madness by the unceasing activity beneath the gauze, I tore it off and discovered that the beeps and whistles I’d thought were rising up from the neighborhood instead emanated from a miniature construction crew of mechanized nanites reconstructing the area of the Bic wound on my neck!

And if I have it all worked out, not only did these electromagnetic Teamsters forge a metal manhole scab while I slept, they tunneled deep into my throat and annexed my larynx. My voice box has become a sort of communication relay where every thought I speak is converted into indecipherable ramblings only the machines can understand. I suspect their molecular army raided each bolus of my evening’s fish tacos as they passed into the alimentary canal, and they used the basic nutrients to reproduce 100-fold overnight. I speak now in an unhinged manner, whoop at the top of my lungs one moment and rattle off rapid, preposterous monologues the next. The drug dealer down the hallway, who always leaves her door open, slammed it in my face when I tried to hit her up for some of the stronger stuff she sells but only managed to blurt out something about swastikas in Wyoming.

In fear that eating food will only bolster the growing infestation and a complete linguistic breakdown, I skipped breakfast and sent an email to my boss explaining I had the worst case of laryngitis outside of a sword swallowers’ convention. Then I tied my shoes and headed to the address on Dr. Melmanzian’s business card. I couldn’t drive because the city towed my Cavalier from its perch outside the hospital entrance to some car prison in WeHo, so I walked, a scarf around my face in the 90-degree heat, blathering about a blizzard as passersby on the sidewalk dropped away from me like jacaranda blossoms in June. 

The unmerciful ejaculations have more or less ebbed for the moment. I’m blogging from my laptop at the doctor’s office, where I intend to have these microscopic usurpers removed. But where is Dr. Melmanzian? The sea foam walls of his grim waiting room have corrupted my vision, and the faded abstract pastel prints look dead in their frames. My tongue keeps thrusting against the roof of my mouth as if it’s trying to force it open, and I’m tired of reading brochures about erectile dysfunction. I should probably shake off this inadvertent tumescence and head back home.  

––––––––
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Friday, September 2, 2005

It was pretty chaotic around here all night, but I’ve caught most of them. They’re rattling around inside an old wicker laundry hamper I tied down with a rope. I’m not sure when they’ll run out of power or if they have the means to escape, but at least for now I seem okay, if I can expand the definition of “okay” to mean huddled under a quilt quivering like a bucket of motel ice with remnant silver gobs of bile-tinged spittle dried on my chin.

I never had the chance to meet with the doctor yesterday because, it seems, I wasn’t sitting in his office at all but the lobby of a urologist on “sabba-tickle.” The receptionist waited until late afternoon to share her pertinent mispronunciation as I languished in the lobby, and she had no idea who Dr. Melmanzian is. As I walked home in a funk I gave up all efforts to squelch the nanites that had invaded my vocal cords and let loose a cacophonous load of gibberish, like a pregnant jackhammer, frightening the poor tent denizens along the sidewalk out of their laudanum languors. But then I began to feel sick, and I stumbled home clutching this laptop to my stomach and trying not to lose my lunch. Of course I hadn’t eaten lunch — or breakfast — but I could barely get the key into the lock before my mouth filled with a bilious pus and a round, egg-sized ball of metal blew out and launched across the room.

As post-peristaltic relief washed over me, I kneeled on the apartment floor and tried to calm my stertorous breaths. But then like a raptor’s talons another wince grasped my intestines, my body arched and an entire herd of metallic balls exploded from my mouth. They scattered in every direction, leaving trails of saliva and blood in stripes across the beige carpet. The expulsion lasted roughly half a minute; I don’t really know how long because I passed out and coughed up even more of them while I was unconscious.

When I came to, the objects no longer remained on the floor but slid up and down the walls and on the ceiling, beeping and clicking an erratic and urgent code. They appeared as delicate as Christmas ornaments, but they fought like frightened kittens to get out of my hands, and it took three or four hours of chasing and pouncing to catch them all. I’m sure my neighbors think I’ve rearranged every piece of furniture while hosting an orgy of mountain goats, but none of them stopped by to crash the party, none mustered up the courage to knock on the door and tell me to keep it down.

Now I feel desperate for rest. Some time after a long snooze on my futon, I will call the authorities or ... I don’t know. Are there authorities for this sort of thing? Miniature mechanized balls of specious origin, their progenitors inserted into my system by a four-foot doctor whose business card was a wash? I’ll have to think about it later. Dawn is near, and I can’t seem to keep my eyes open. 

––––––––
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Saturday, September 3, 2005

I awoke as if rising from underwater to a violent crash against the shore. I thought I’d taken a good nap — that it was now Friday evening — but it was Saturday afternoon. I’d slept more than 24 hours, and I don’t know how much longer I might have gone if a violent knocking hadn’t shaken me from my slumber.

I barely had time to shake off my dream of a snowbound cabin before the center of the door shattered. Where a flat surface had existed a moment before, a gaping toothy hole appeared, clouded with paint dust and splinters of plywood. I heard a woman of sorts shout as her bear paw reached through the hole, and I sat up and backed against the sharp arm of the futon. A familiar tinge of quease poked its nose up from my esophagus and sniffed around the base of my throat as a clattering troop of bewhiskered ladies in medical scrubs rushed into the apartment like clowns at a circus and began to manhandle me as if I were a wheelbarrow full of cinder blocks. 

Behind them, a diminutive bearded man hurried in and traveled from one section of my apartment to another with a beeping device in both hands. After the dust settled I recognized him as Dr. Melmanzian, the villainous quack who had infected me with nanites and made himself scarce. It didn’t take him long to locate the snow globes that had erupted from my pharynx because his device gave off a high-pitched squeal above the laundry hamper where I had contained them. He giggled with delight and began to untie the rope as I wriggled and shouted “Put me down!” while waves of nausea welled up like an imminent tsunami. 

The ladies looked confused. One of them grabbed my wrist, found my pulse and said in a voice an octave deeper than my own baritone, “This one’s still alive!”

Melmanzian did a pirouette. His lab coat billowed and formed the illusion of magnolia petals. He observed me wide-eyed, and, through his tangled beard, flecked with paint chips and splinters from the door, he seemed to recognize my pending paroxysm and muttered, “Shield yourselves, he’s about to go off!”

I continued to try to wrest myself to no avail because I was indeed cocked and ready to fire. The nearest receptacle was a cobwebby wastebasket, but a purple-coiffed woman with a fish hook in each eyebrow stood in front of it unzipping a body bag. I focused on her and said, “Can I borrow that?”

But it was too late. I felt the angry surge well up from my gut like the eager magma of a waking volcano. My left eye snapped shut, and every muscle in my body tightened. Then my mouth popped open like a bottle of fizzy water, and metallic shards spewed in every direction.

The medics or cleaners, whoever they were, dropped me to the floor as the razor-sharp ammunition turned their costumes crimson and disintegrated their bodies like piñatas. They collapsed into heaps of viscera as I slid backward on the carpet and felt my shoulder blades crack against the wall. I reached up to wipe away a string of ecstatic drool hanging from my lower lip and felt an unexpected relief to discover I still had a human face. 

Dr. Melmanzian, who had somehow dodged the lethal spray, appeared overhead and gazed at the monster beneath him, his features hidden by beard and shadow. He seemed undisturbed by the strewn carnage of his colleagues. “Congratulations,” he said, and he held out his hand as if to shake my own. Needless to say I denied his mockery as I instead passed out. 

––––––––
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Sunday, September 4, 2005

I tap these unpleasant words into my laptop while the mad scientist in my living room studies the machines. The afternoon sun glares, and I have a terrible headache, and despite the absence of ersatz maggots my neck still feels hot. Somehow the door to my apartment is new. Did Melmanzian arrange it? I can see the sticky fresh paint on its surface, a key in its shining new deadbolt lock. 

The doctor has cracked open more of the objects and taken copious notes in longhand. He writes in green ink on yellow legal pads and avoids my laptop when I bring it near. When I first cranked it up he uttered as if in admonishment that he eschews technology at all times. Overnight this unwelcome guest crashed on the recliner in the corner, and when I awoke this morning I found him snoring like an elephant seal. He is a grotesque specimen whose facial features I can’t describe, hidden, as they are, behind all that wool. His eyes are ice blue, I can tell you that; he wears wire-rim bifocals and often looks up from them with a piercing, inscrutable gaze, the cold stare of a lizard with cataracts.  

I’ve begun to feel ravenous. It’s been almost two days since I ate anything at all, but the horrible stench of dead whatchamacallit matter, though somehow shoveled up and removed while I slept, fills the apartment despite the open windows, and my appetite seems out of place. I asked Melmanzian if he thinks I should seek medical attention given the monstrous events of yesterday afternoon, but his reply was “Pepperoni will be fine,” and he returned to his work. He found one of the machines alive this morning — “alive,” if that’s the right word — beeping on its own. None of the other two dozen balls responded, and he set the lone survivor upright and kept an eye on it until it quieted down, mayhaps for good.  

I have to wonder what the one medic meant when she said, “This one’s still alive.” Have there been others like me, human experiments gone wrong? I hesitate to ask my guest as I listen to chamber music and the host’s dry trivia on KUSC, and I’ve heard nothing during news reports about a pandemic of vomited machines. 

It’s strange, but I can’t find any of the bullet-like projectiles that appeared so clearly when they shot out of my mouth. They did their damage and seem to have atomized on impact. Faint blood stains remain, along with the empty body bag by the door, and I fear the violence and perverse imagery of this impossible reality has yet to end. The answer may or may not exist in the brain of the impenetrable doctor who tinkers in the corner as if he hasn’t a care in the world, and judging from the lack of comments on this web log, he might feel confident no one else cares either. 

But what if that’s for the best? What if this turns out to be a dangerous story to tell? My headache worsens, my neck hurts, I’m hungry and afraid to go out, afraid to make a phone call and place an order given my lack of control speech-wise. I guess for what it’s worth I should try to answer the mystery for myself. It won’t hurt to continue this record for posterity.

––––––––
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Tuesday, September 6, 2005

I’ve arisen again from intermittent sleep, during which I try to spoon the nauseating memory of the last few days, hoping I imagined them. I don’t curl into the fetal position of a weeping televangelist but toss from side to side, eyes wide open and dry from staring into the darkness. And fear, though I might call it something else — awareness, caution — ties me to the bed as well as any madhouse strap.

The doctor has left without so much as an au revoir. He shuffled around for a day and a half, offering fewer than a dozen sentences, and sometime last night made a quiet exit: equipment, lab coat and black bag all gone. Only the stench of decimated corpses remains, with the vague aromatic complement of the smoke from his brown cigarettes. Abandoned butts smolder everywhere, inside mugs and wine glasses, the soap dish by the kitchen sink. Curly hairs from what I hope is his beard keep showing up, too, on my pillow for some reason, the bathroom counter, all over the bloody carpet. I’ve tried to clean those stains with baking soda and water. I’ve scrubbed at them, but you can imagine the difficulty. It’s as if some lioness raven or ravenous lion feasted on its kill in my living room. 

Though it lasted a matter of seconds, I can’t dismiss yesterday’s horror as a static discharge of my imagination. All this evidence remains. And ... should I admit to having this ringing in my ears? Only it’s not a mere ringing. It’s the steady, pulsating, high-pitched signal of a neurotransmitter, somehow casting its message outside my head. I feel I’m now connected to a network of like but unknown members of a secret club I’ve involuntarily joined, and the mere thought seems to feed the ticker-tape reeling off of code. 

How I wish I could go to sleep for real and dream a genuine dream, one silly and comforting, unlike this odious waking nightmare with its washrags and cheap Chinese food (ordered online). The fortune cookie made me laugh: “The object of your dreams awaits you.” And the lottery numbers caused a sharp pain in my temple. Information overload? Mayhaps ... but the deep sleep I desire is unlikely. Right now I’m wide awake.

––––––––
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Thursday, September 8, 2005

This morning my phone rang too often for me not to hear it outside the searing tinnitus in my ears. I answered with some trepidation and discovered that my voice box had reverted, at least for the time being, to its more reticent self. “Hell .... o?”

“Are you alive, Erik?” It was my boss, what’s-her-snout, a middle manager slotted into the socket above mine by hidden higher-ups roughly a year ago. 

“I think so.”

“It’s not, like, contagious, is it?”

“Just something parasitic.”

I heard a bit of static on the line in harmony with my ringing ears and wondered if the call had disconnected. But then her voice returned. “I’m asking because your sick leave is running low, and HR wants to know if they should pull any disability paperwork.”

I understood the implication and hopped to it, donned a tie and combed my hair, for what it’s worth, and made my way back to work. I braved the bus without my Cavalier and sat shoulder to shoulder with the other chumps a lurch at a time, my mouth clamped tight in case I lost control again, while  my ears sang like a live wire. When I disembarked I witnessed no less than cinco mujeres remove their manos from their orejas, and as I rode in the elevator, the mail clerk yanked out his iPod earbuds and examined them for malfunction. 

All went fairly well for an hour or so until an IT guy showed up and said someone had reported my computer had a whine. He was too polite or mayhaps confused to point his screwdriver at me when he realized the noise had nothing to do with the computer. After he stepped away my manager floated over like a lost balloon from a street parade and hovered till I turned my squealing head her way. “Yes, boss?” Her bubblegum face had a strained seriousness, as if she knew her slimming stripes had betrayed her. “Can you turn that down, like whatever it is? I don’t know if it’s like a hearing aid or like a cordless radio, and you’re listening to, like, the playoffs or whatever, but like ...”

Like, like, like. I shook my head to deny her hypothesis, and suddenly I felt a great woosh in both ears, as if a member of the cleaning staff had arrived with an industrial-sized wet vac. The piercing wail fell away and became a dying siren half a mile down the road.

“Thank you,” my boss said. “People were making complaints.” She turned and drifted away as I slipped a finger into each ear and dug around expecting to find a pair of dead cicadas. But nothing physiological had changed, as far as I could tell. The ringing had simply ceased.

The rest of the day proceeded more or less without incident, though I got a terrible shock while washing my hands in the break room, and after that I couldn’t sip my tea without eliciting a spark from the rim of the mug. Nobody else talked to me outside of customers’ email correspondence, and I suppose my colleagues were suspicious of my sick leave and afraid to engage for fear of germs. 

I don’t know how much longer I’ll be able to keep this job if my ears renew their peculiar temperament. No one has ever asked me to quiet down before, and I have to say it was strange to be shushed in such a manner. Obviously I can’t easily explain the origin of my condition, and even I have my doubts about it. The only thing I know for certain is the odd and ever-evolving symptoms are real. Tonight I washed myself with a wet Q-Tip dipped in Palmolive because I’m afraid to take a shower. And forcing myself to eat dinner was a new brand of torture, though it got easier when I used the wooden chopsticks instead of my fork.

Before I began to compose this entry, I watched a storm of sparks under the cotton sheet above me for more than an hour. But my thoughts cycled through the day and those that preceded, and sleep just wouldn’t come. I’ve turned to this blog again to vent my worries, if only to hear them echo in the private chamber of my head. So nothing new.

––––––––
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Friday, September 9, 2005

The wound on my neck has finally begun to fill in with a puckered scar, and I’ve seen no more signs of nanites or the miniature machines they construct. Yet the lack of control over my speech continues — mostly in the presence of other people. I let out whoops and yelps like a cartoon hare hopping over a briar patch. At work this morning my co-workers lifted their heads above their cubicle walls, like soldiers peering over sandbags, and I saw my dirigible boss exchange quiet gossip by the proverbial water cooler, but no one approached me all day. Left to my emails and data entry and staticky keyboard and removed from the fray of office nonsense, I was particularly productive, but some expression of sympathy, even a mere query as to my condition, would have meant something to me, mayhaps a great deal.

Feeling dejected but somewhat optimistic about my reduced nausea, I decided to try to eat something of significance and left the office in search of lunch. I found myself outside the fateful Del Taco for the first time since my attack and risked entry, but it was all I could do to restrain my tongue and order a combo meal without scandalizing the poor matron behind the register. I pointed at the menu like a deaf mute, but my whining ears had clearly rattled her because she gave me my change twice. After returning said overage I hopscotched around the anarchist truants in line behind me and ate outside under the bright sun as sweat sent steam from my brow and subtle sparks spit from my skin.

To my relief I saw no sign of the homeless poet who began this misadventure in front of that fast-food eatery or on my walk back. And there has been no return of the mad doctor who made the situation worse. I asked Jeeves if he knew the whereabouts of Melmanzian, but he had never heard of him, and neither had Mssrs. Yahoo and Lycos. I tried to call the number on his alleged business card, but my ear caused such excruciating feedback I couldn’t complete the call. For a short moment the duet of the dial tone and my tinnitus soothed my frustration, and in my subtle reverie I remembered the weekend had started. So I guess it’s all right that instead of sleeping I’m again writing to an imagined, idealized reader, some young gent of heroic inclination who might find it in his heart to rescue me. If you’re out there, shoot me a message, and I’ll send you my address.

––––––––
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Monday, September 12

Well, the reprieve didn’t last. I burped up something fierce this evening, a key-chain Rubik’s cube without the colors. I tried to catch it, but it flew away out of the bus window. Then at home I felt the urge to sneeze, but just as I grabbed a handkerchief, a metal spider with antennae for legs wriggled out of my nose and hung dangling from a single metallic strand. I shook it off and watched it stagger toward the ottoman until I stomped on it, and when I raised my foot to examine the kill I found a tiny bubble of blood, like a pinprick on my heel, as if I had reabsorbed the product of my sternutation and given it the opportunity to travel north and reestablish residence in my nostril.

I did sneeze again, but nothing came out except a piercing squeal that caught the attention of the neighbor upstairs. After the requisite foot-stomping abated, I forgave his failure to offer a gesundheit and vowed to send him a written apology, even as I wondered, myself, at the alarming volume of the noise. 

I guess I jinxed myself in my last post. I really had thought the worst was over, that the demented experiment had come to an end. But I’ve been in denial. That arachnid-like apparatus, my speech impediment and this sawmill tinnitus are clear signs of more horrors to come, and I have a serious situation here, one in which the sudden twitch of a muscle on my left forearm is accompanied by a miniature train of nanites following an invisible track beneath my skin. What is going on within my flesh while I try to live my life? Why when these arterial voyages occur do I not feel any pain? That might be the greatest horror, at least tonight. I almost feel nothing at all. 

––––––––
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Tuesday, September 13, 2005

It’s three o’clock in the morning, only a few hours since I last posted, and I haven’t slept five minutes. I’ve just stared at the ceiling on my hot futon and listened to the city breathe around me. Faraway sirens grow nearer, their agonizing wails in accompaniment to my own constant whine. Helicopters convene overhead, their propellers like the patter of church women. Grown children shout as modified motorcycle engines crack against the canyon walls. But these noises that would ordinarily greatly disturb me are drowned out by the squeaks and crackles that emanate from my head and torso. I am a coffee can of marbles dropped on a litter of cats, a truckload of orchestral instruments on a potholed gravel road.

Just now through the cacophony, I imagined a young woman holding a warm wet cloth against my brow, a faded image from childhood, mayhaps. But I am an adult, enduring the punishment of modern medicine run amok. A madman has trapped me in his experiment, a medical trial of sorts without explanation of intent. And though I suspect he has other victims, I can find no other blogs of like torture published online. I alone have the intensity of self-pity necessary to share this story with an absent audience. Or I’m the only one of us so foolish as to think anyone will care. 

And so I continue in a state of bewildered dysfunction, an insomniac at night, a weary if productive worker by day. All my life I’ve sat behind a desk half asleep, unnoticed or ignored. It’s all the worse because my injuries lack heft and definition. A person can’t look at me and point out what’s wrong: “He sits in a wheelchair; he has a glass eye; his pee smells like Froot Loops.” There
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