EVERY METHOD OF BEING IN THE
WORLD LOOKS WRONG BUT
FEELS SPECTACULAR
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immediate present or has always gripped you, regardless of circumstance and without my notice
-1 couldn’t really say which. The idea of getting to know someone well enough to know for

certain is such a melancholy fiction. The windows briefly shake with the rushing-past of nitrous

hellhounds, then nothing.



Stakes, intimacy, pageantry, and witness - these are the four margins that
constitute a slow dance.







For vears after. spectators will refer to particularly impressive maneuvers as slow

dancing: eventually the expression will turn blurry at the edges. and within a decade. new

legends will spin new terminology. and no longer will anyone think first of him: in fact few will

think of him at all. It is all too unfortunate how much must be seen and done in order to distill

just a hiccup of ubiquity. a single crease in a hierarchy of meaning. This is the heart of all things
- language will never hold you. And what’s left for the morning is little more than an aggregation

of rapturous skid-marks offered up like evidence of ritual summoning.



That you turn away and immediately begin to wash your empty mug makes me love you

less. It surprises me, the velocity of this displeasure, but I remember that actually a lot of things
are just that easy. | suppose it’s that [ suddenly feel dubious about my being in your kitchen

tonight. or going anywhere with you at all if a gesture like that could make me conjure up the
and so I tell you I don’t know to answer the question you have finally

very worst of you,
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though upon closing the door [ immediately realize I've left my almost-full pack of cigarettes on
the table. I'm punished with a pang of guilt for allowing it to matter. As ['m exiting your

apartment building. down the street Slow Dance lets someone tilt their flask into his open and
waiting mouth as he stumbles out of his car. splattering his screwed-shut eyes and dribbling into
his nostrils. face still stinging from imaginary wind. The hot thump of blood. the chorus that
arrives and keeps arriving like the greatest personal disco remix. He wipes his mouth.
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SUrAiOhs o blinds. I walt 44d Keep 6h walting. Time is 56 tenlious right now, carried only by m¥
Hefghbioui’s sniores ratling throvigh the wall.  think abodt whlt it Tooks like fo snore - how the
face becotnes a soft aperture, stunried open by slecp. | think about ot most faces are really
difficult to look right at, your face unbearably $6 sometimes. 1 think about all the stupidest things

I could possibly allow myself to, just this once.



Unbeknownst to you and your mother. your father drove to the airport and waited witha

sign bearing Miyako’s name. He watched streams of people. mussed and vacant. dribble down
the length of the escalator in waves. Thrice he rushed to the bathroom and back. heartbeat stuck
in his neck. He says. Excuse me. is there an inbound plane from Osaka arriving soon? Has it

already arrived? Do you know if it is delayed? All the other loved ones. they shake their head no.

I don’t know.






After waiting more than four hours he went to Subway, which was the closest restaurant
to the site of his mounting desperation. ltalian bread. Monterey Jack. Toasted. please. Tomatoes
and spinach and banana peppers. Mustard and mayo. He began to consider the way something
could be-made real through an assemblage of decisions made in quick succession: cven his
reassuringly mediocre 6-inch roast turkey sandwich was little more than a combination of
attributes that he just now demanded be conveniently placed in a single bun. their harmony
completely illusory. You have to understand that this is still the early days and the corporeal
consequences of such encounters were thought to be resolute and agreed upon. by virtue if by
nothing else. When we revisit this event in the future. we cannot help but place it in our
tumultuous history of technological trust as a decidedly pithy signification of the times,
emblematic of a now-extinct breed of naivety. The moral, apparently. is that victimization is what

happens prior to learning. That's narrative.
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Is it really s0 morally reprehensible to be an ever-changing set of variables? Is that not
what it takes to be here and worth any kind of affection or protection? The body that is infinitely
modifiable, always adding-on, removing-from, supplementary, surplus, narativizable,
detachable, rebuildable, reducible, transportable; Miyako, the Mazda, me when I am with you; I

ean 1o longer distinguish the contours of our variance.



Slow Dance drives backwards down the freeway. He can’t stop.
laghing because 2 deathwish is a joke is an'embellishment that
attempts to salvage ‘

living.

the refuse of heartsick and far too dependable,
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I kept thinking you would drunk call. 1 don’t know why because you'd never done thal

i H i slow
me before, ever. I got warm and unsteady imagining the unlikely event that 1 might hear the
i ized
wet of your voice fogging the line between us. But it never came., and a month later. 1 realiz
y crusty

that it was never coming. ] remember the exact, irrational moment: | was picking awa
bits of fallen rice stuck to the patch of carpet between the sofa and the coffee table. Outside. a car
blasting music so loud I could barely comprehend that it was music at all rushed by. its
reverberation setting off the alarm of another car parked across the street. and then another, and
then another, and the air was suddenly swarming with panicked, overlapping honks. Someone
started yelling out of their window or from their stoop, but no one came to the rescue. It went on
for what felt like many days; I gave up on the rice and stared at the wall in a stupor and when it
stopped I became terribly aware of the gap between me and the thing for whom you would with
great effort, pull into strangled words what you could not bear to succumb to in daylight. You

were not going to chase after me. Not only that, you were capable of dignity, and in that case 1

might as well call it quits.



That people want the thing that has no words and slow dances as a means ol
survival; the thing has the wet sheen of a surface not yet able to see in return; a
fretful newborn animal pink blind and uncertain of what exactly it is searching for
only that it must find whatever it is in order to live; this thing is slowly bleeding ou
in the third act of the {ilm and it’s so harrowing and tragically sexy; it’s always that
which must be painstakingly revealed and then this process of revealing becomes a
practice becomes a procedure becomes an organizing of libidinal principles i

economy of desire. In your kitchen, I felt it: your disappointment at having pried it
othing to say

apart just to come upon the sensation of hitting zero. Because there’s n ;
and nothing to hide; I am only ever an assortment of methods; a series g public
encounters nauseating and liberating alike; some misunderstood gestures in the
dark; for the stakes have been set and it’s all skin off my back.




Even now | don't have the right words for it. Even now [ feel torn when I say ‘slow

dancing’, by a loyalty I forgot | held.















Slow Dance pulls up to the takeover Thursday night in Anaheim. Someone recalls him
saying that he had just quit his job at the sunglass kiosk in the mall earlier that day, and he’s
taken it upon himself to celebrate tonight. He arrives still wearing his work uniform. This ends
up being particularly memorable, because in his cheap polyester polo and church-boy shoes he
finally appears as he is: fidgety, teeth yellow in the crevices from smoking. forgettably slight
with terrible posture, He's always smiling. [t’s gotten him in trouble before. He’s a lot younger

than anybody remembers.



I've never known any one since whose memony lives in the fissures of testimony in the
way that his does: with an utter lack of breath: a movie so hurried and ecstatic that there is never

enough time to point the lens directly at him.



Since he couldn’t possibly go back home, your father booked a room at a Super 8 in
Culver City and would end up staying there for two months eating Subway for nearly every meal
until either he ran out of money or your mother finally let him come home (this was always
unclear to me in your recounting of the event, though it seems to be an important detail). You
want to protest the decision, but decide against it for her sake because you're too afraid of what
she will do to herself if there is no tidy ending. Soon enough, so much will be gone anyway - the
sunglass kiosk, both of our old apartment buildings; even Slow Dance’s car was burnt so
thoroughly that there was nothing of him to find but teeth, and just the other week the marks of
his demise were paved over too. There is no good time to do much of anything. only time that is
favorable for the currency you hold and time that isn’t. How can anyone possibly protect

themselves, when the only way of doing so seems to be the abasement of every experience into a

win or a loss? And that | can win or lose simply by virtue of telling myself so?



Becavse narrative performs an explanation without any actual obligation to explain, Slow
Dance suddenly swerves and tits what is Tater ddbiously claimed to be something “like an
invisible wall in the street* by several wireliable eyewitnesses at such a velocity that he flips
sideways. There is a protesque, Squealing clash of metal on wetal on pavement, the glossy
exterior of his car catches a stripe of streetlight glare on its way up, a flash of heat sucks the air
out of everything on the way back down, And just like that, the mangled Mezda goes up in
flsmes. tis opponent screeches to a halt. He doesn't know what to do. The sound of collective
horror is all slowed-down and viscous and unreal; the smell is indescribable. Sirens geiting

closer this time. Fuck this, his opponent says out loud to himself, and he flees.









And it rains like crazy in the days that come after, it rains so much it ends the summer
prematurely. It causes accidents on the 5 and a few minor mudslides. Out of caution. everything
and everyone moves slower, but | squint real hard at the city so that out-of-focus it might

resemble a funeral procession.






If not an explanation, this is a love letter.
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