e

Keywords: embodied simulation; folk psychology; mind-reading; mirror neurons; monkey
theory of mind



Because of a Problem / To a Bag of Candy

l. Eating you is eating too much candy, but
the candy only tasted like potatoes to begin
with----

I'm fucking done with you.

2. Your gears & wires & shit are neatly
contained in cylindrical tin casing.

But then someone turns you on and you fall
the fuck apart----

I'm fucking done with you.

Flute

he skier leaves the surfacel
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Part 4 of Home: Temper Temper

It is hardest to love those we've seen float
naked in truth. I’ve seen my family drown
and bob back to the surface, bloated with
clarity, as they have seen me. My father
eventually drowned during one of our dives
into ourselves, but not before the depths had
obscured his 1mage into a bad-trip
hallucination. He submerged again and again,
slowly becoming a murky nightmare beyond our
reach. As liquid seeped into every cranny,
his soul eroded and bled until, even after he
had surfaced, all that remained was an
indistinct shadow with his shape. When
too began to dissolve and sink, his
reflection appeared, intangible and
disconnected, but him, nonetheless.
With sad eyes, he saw the indistinct tangle
he had become, but could not see how, or why,
or what he had been before. So we watched
his eyes follow what we had all failed to
save, and I wished I could cradle those eyes,
that faint image of the man we all loved.

But those eyes could only watch his mangled
body and mind drift further and further,
finally leaving only confusion to be
reflected back to us. And we wept for all we
had lost together. And we wept because we
knew that truth’s watery embrace was no
comfort, especially when you finally float
alone.
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Few understand our love, 1ts purity and
ferocity. Many have loved my father, but I
have not yet found another that loved him
enough to fight him and stay. The rest of
us, the three of us, have never been loved
that way, perhaps cursed or marked by the
jealous hatred of those others who loved him.
Could their cries of bastard and home-wrecker
have branded us or changed our scent?

Perhaps their loathing all these years is a
hum attracting more people waiting to hate,
or changing people 1n our vicinity into
seething tormentors. Maybe my father drew
everyone’s love 1n, leaving nothing for us?
Is our essence so pungent that no one can
stand or resist us?

Only now are we finding those that appreciate
even some of who we are. True, we have
mellowed a bit with age and are less one
member, and the chaos we live in has slowed
to an observable pace. It seems unlikely
that even our current loved ones would have
been with us 1n our formative years, though
they have now blended into our lives. They
may still leave us in disgust or come to
desplse us suddenly, as so many have in the
past. And even 1f they remain, and our bonds
only tighten, they will never understand our
family'’s love.

Not that our love 1s so unobtainable that
they could never duplicate it. The seed of
our love 1s common, unremarkable. It is its






