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BFF:​ check out the pup's new booties 

woah, sorry I just changed my text tone from  

partner-tuned mode and the new tone sounds so weird ​:me 

BFF:​ MMS delivered 

awww ​:me 

BFF:​ good, you need to stop hearing her thirty times a day,  

you haven't talked in a week right? 

aw it's like she's walking on lava! dogs always do that ​:me 

ya, we haven't talked since the break up, ty by the way​ :me 

BFF:​ want to go to chinatown for matcha? 

ugh yes, need​ ​:me 

BFF:​ cool, my treat 

ok this tone is getting better​ :me 

BFF:​ boo, tune your alert tones to ME, I will sooothe you 

 
 
 
 
 
 
The ​ "​Do You​"​  co-op pharmacy,  
started initially as an organic edibles dispensary, 
is now selling the ultimate perk up cocktail:  
ginseng and ginger with cold-pressed lemon  
and bubbles over oxygen-infused ice cubes 
 

Pair it with: (vivance-optional) 
slow release B12-enhanced asian pear mint juice 

as an alternative to day-long coffee intake. 
 
Members love the cafe for creative meetings 
and attention-efficient work sessions.  
Inquire with a member recommendation and 
your own elixir favorite (classic or invented) 
for an interview to join the co-op.  
 

Present this​ ​coupon​ for a sample​ ​juice​ or ​edible​. 
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☆ Escape plan: Coleman 2 person Pop Up Tent New ­ 
$80 
 
Flora and fauna are some of the only earthly intelligence not engineered 
to record and analyze human reaction to product placement and targeted 
news bytes. Replace hyper­culture with real nature; Take this tent off my 
hands or go build your own. Never used ­ brand new. Pick up only. 
 
$80.00 new 2 Person Pop Up Tent Features :­ Polyester rain fly with 
taped seams ­ provide rain and drone recording protection ­ Pre 
assembled frame for easy set up and folding ­ Great for evading 
surveillance culture for the weekend ­ Fold nearly flat for easy storage 
Specifications :­ One zippered door ­ Polyester taffeta 68D rain fly ­ 
Inner tent : Polyester Taffeta 68D ­ Floor : Polyester taffeta 68D ­ Poles 
: Fiber glass : No microphones, cameras, or GPS installed! 
 

 

 

This announcement uses the same language regardless of 

the demographics of the neighborhood where it is visible. 

We do not use retinal scans to detect your identity while 

reading. Please be assured that you are wonderfully 

anonymous to us. 

 

You’re invited to attend an information seminar on safe 

sex and birth control each Thursday at the * Clinic. We 

hold these sessions every Thursday from 8am – noon and 

are open later to accommodate walk-ins and appointments 

for personal consultation and procedures.  

Our promise is to make healthcare available to all, 

regardless of income-level, gender identity, or access to 

health insurance and to do so without soliciting our 

patient information outside of the office. We operate on a 

sliding scale and have long term payment plans to 

accommodate a range of needs. We are ADA accessible. 

 

Download our partner developer’s app, MobileScrambler, 

to give us an untraced call: 773-0-CLINIC 
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On the DL 
 

This Nondisclosure Agreement (the "Agreement") is entered into by and between _​DL 

Technicians​_ with its principal offices at _​Design-Neutral Labs (DL)​_ ("Disclosing Party") 

and _​Anon Cleaners Dept.​_, located at _​Anonymous Maintenance​_ ("Receiving Party") for 

the purpose of preventing the unauthorized disclosure of Confidential Information as 

defined below. The parties agree to enter into a confidential relationship with respect to the 

disclosure of certain proprietary and confidential information ("Confidential 

Information"). 

 

1. Definition of Confidential Information. For purposes of this Agreement, "Confidential 

Information" shall include all information or material that has or could have commercial 

value or other utility in the business in which Disclosing Party is engaged. ​All information​, 
whether written or verbal, within the labs or regarding the labs, is hereby considered 

Confidential. 

 

More information: 

 
We believe that we share principles of privacy with Anonymous Maintenance and want to be 

clear in our contract to work together. 

 

At the lights-out gyms and nightclubs Anon Cleaners works with, patrons' down-low 

identities free them from the data mining and emotional fracking of contemporary 

marketing techniques. Likewise, Design-Neutral Labs (Darknet Labs) offers IP protection 

so our users' data security plugins and our private servers will confidently keep all 

keystrokes private. Lantern is active on all computers, freeing the internet for users 

worldwide by sharing IP addresses with censored regions. 

 

"Other utility" is our primary concern in the confidentiality agreement. Our value in privacy 

is in protecting our right to evade commercial subjectivity. Please never discuss our labs 

with anyone under any circumstances and in exchange the cleaners and administration at 

Anonymous Maintenance are welcome to join us at any time. We will pay our maintenance 

bill in-person with cash every week and require no paperwork. 
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LED-ME: Light Innovation for your Pleasure 
 

With over 300 clients on weekdays and double on weekends,          

IntenCity hosts the emotional-manicuring of volumes of guests ranging from          

downbeat and lonely to ego-engorged and socially overwhelmed. The clientele          

has grown vastly since the bar was founded 2 years ago - during the emotive               

marketing and experience design upswing. IntenCity has accommodated the         

turn - from catering merely to melancholy - to taking on           

ego-perserverance-trained staff. This service change-over was possible       

through a $4 million renovation, creating a facility as mutable as its guests'             

emotions. 

The renovation was led by Silicon Valley-based       

industry-favorites, Exo:). You likely know them as the Interior Mood team who            

transformed air travel from merely transportation into a pleasurable luxury by           

appropriating the oxygen mask system into a family-friendly on-flight oxygen          

bar. Similar to the turnover in airfare sales (with corporate heads and service             

employees alike flying 150-300 miles round trip in an evening for a cloud-ride),             

IntenCity is the model of affect-bar reform, increasing client response by over            

40% in the first year. This project marries architectural lighting technology with            

affective innovation, resulting in client-satisfaction that the whole economy can          

feel. 

Figuring how to accommodate the individual experience and        

simultaneously facilitate a harmonious room-wide environment was the task of          

Lia Elita, ambiance-expert of the Infinite Light Firm. This entailed extensive light            

temperature coordination technology, only possible with individuated LED        

environments for each bar seat. "It was the most challenging and rewarding            

project I have ever worked on," Lia commented, "feelings can be guided with             

the touch of a fingertip." 

Part of what makes the LED light control panels simultaneously          

unique and successful is the option for user-control. iFeel (Microsoft's Affect           

Innovation team, founded in 2016 to resolve the abundance of tablet user's            

anxiety) developed a glass touch screen that can be accessed from the cafe             

seats (whether they are stools, couches, or recliners) for fully individuated           

environment control. Not all guests are aware of this option because social            

media-combing surveys prove that not all affect-bar clients want to know how            

the magic works. For the average client, the tenders' tasks of adjusting light             

temperature, fixing the right beverage to pair with physical and sonic           

architectures should be practically invisible to produce the greatest affect.          

However, for clients operating with a higher frequency of emotional awareness,           

it is important to grant personal choice for environmental adjustments. 

"I can transform my home's lighting and sonic environments         

(and much more) with my HouseHug program, so when I go out, it's for the               

social aspect. I want to meet people and I like to be able to adjust the aura                 

according to the mood I'm going for. You wouldn't want to be drinking the              

ExtraVerte Mate Latte with pink-dawn lighting, you want the midday          

happy-go-glow with Vitamin D mist. The LED-ME interface allows me to choose            

from mood profiles or simply adjust by hue and intensity," says Happy-Go            

Consultant and IntenCity part-owner, who spends 60 hours a week in affect            

bars. 
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THANK YOU IT’S FRIDAY (TYIF) 

 

PILOT 

 

GUEST DJ: 

MiGFcah 

 

 

& an invisible key for an invisible door PREVIOUSLY AIRED ON UNITIV 

 

PRODUCED BY: BROOK SINKINSON WITHROW 

 

 

WIDE SHOT of black velvet CURTAIN backdrop, a TABLE drapedwitharainbowembroideredBLANKETandwhite                 

stitching.SilverglitterypartydecoratingLETTERSstrungabovetheTABLEalongtheCURTAINspell“TYIF.”HOST                

isseatedatthetablewithhandsclasped,broodingasifcontemplatingacrystalball.Aglassbowlholdsawide                     

rainbow-speckled CANDLE. 

 

ANNOUNCER: 

(off screen) Welcome to this week’s edition of Thank You It’s Friday 

 

CLOSEUP:forthelightingofthechalice,HOSTstrikesalongmatch,touchesandilluminatesawick,fireoozing                    

from the wood to the wax before standing upright, perking toward the sky. 

 

MEDIUM SHOT of the table shows the CANDLE slightly to the right of the HOST 

 

HOST: 

Thankyouit’sFriday!I’myourhost,Primetime,andI’vemissedyousincelastweek.               

We’rejoinedtodaybyDJMiGFcah!Pleasefeelfreetoparticipateinourshowby               

sharingyourconnectionswiththesoundsoftheprogram.You’llfindinstructionson             

your screen for reaching us. 

 

LETTERSappearonthescreenoverthetable,scrollingasifonamarquee:“2callin,dial1-800-ILY-TYIF...or                     

tweet @TYIF ... or send an e-mail to live@TYIF.us ... or whisper into your lonely pillow” 

 

CLOSEUP:HOSTpinsaBADGEontohervelvetpurpleCAPE,whichreads“LONESOMENOMORE!”inaspeechbubble,as                     

fashioned by the main character in Kurt Vonnegut’s novel by the same name. 

 

MEDIUMSHOTfrombelowofaDJTABLEwithSPEAKERSoneithersideofMICAHinabalconysituatedabovethestudio                      

like a tech booth. MICAH waves. 

 

MICAH’S set begins 

 

“Hearme,ohmypeople,hearme”avoiceresoluterepeatsasasharpmiddlesynthpulsesfromlefttoright.The                      

pulsingisbuildingandslowlybeneathitrisesaslowerorchestraofsynths.Withtheentranceofthedrumkit                    

thevoiceexits.Drumsaresharpanddry,likeplasticcoveredinsand,doubledovereachotherasthesynths                    

quicklyfade.Weareleftwiththedrum,andforthefirsttimewenoticethatthebasslinehasbeentherethe                       

wholetime,butitwastooconsistentandtoosmoothtonotice.Somehowthesameelementsthatweredryand                    

jagged have become mellow and smooth. 

 

Hear Me (Album version) – The Shamen 
 

HOST: 

Duringthisprogramwewillsynchronize,extendingaswescatter,touch,andvibrate.             

Friday we settle into expansion, sink into suspension and celebrate fusion. 
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Fade to sand, falling without breeze down a dune. Ripples on the mound reveal dark and light sand. 

 

HOST: 

Before we get to dispersion, let’s focus on reception and transference. Breathe, girl. 

 

MS: HOST stands up from table, keeping eye contact with the CAMERA. 

 

HOST: 

Standatyourbody’scenterandbreathedeeply,inhalingthroughyournosetoyour              

lungs’ brim and pausing before softly exhaling entirely. 

Breathe in . . . and exhale huhhhh 

 

puuuuh huuuuuh 

 

WSfromacuteangleinthestudiosothatTABLEisnotblockingtheblackCURTAIN,HOSTdances,turningawayfrom                     

theCAMERA’sgaze,wavingherheadfromsidetosideandallowingtherestofherbodytoripplealong,likea                      

snake slithering across a desert. Her CAPE billows. She turns back to the CAMERA. 

 

HOST: 

We breathe in the dance floor. 

 

PHONE rings 

 

PUBLIC CALLER (hewitstonyok): 

Great tune, so many memories in this cd, if only I could go back for one night!! 

 

HOST: 

Thanksforthatfeedback!Ilovethatnostalgicbiteforlistensofthepast;dance               

partiesorlatenightslyingonthefloorathome– eitherwaymybodyachestosweat                  

to this song like that again. Here we are with new bodies; we sweat. 

 

MICAH fades into a new track 

 

Bongosquietlyrising,becominglouderandlouder-theloopisshort.Adryopenhihatentersonthefour.A                     

distantpianoalsobeginstorise,soslowandsmooth.Asoulfulmalevoice,echoedandreverberated,callsout                   

“Sweet,sweet,sweet,sweet...Sweetmother...”Acalm,collectedclapcomesinonthetwo.Highlyrepetitious,                 

itallcontinuestomeshandsway.It’swarm,thickandlightatthesametime,avirginmargarita,probablyan                     

afternoon.Thevoicebecomesmoredistant.Thebassfallsout.Thevoicebecomesevenmoredistant,andthepiano                   

has disappeared. 

Sweet Mother – Trus’ Me 
 

E-mail TEXT appears on screen over the CURTAIN: 

 

Mom, 

Happy Mothers Day Your son -Ackhertz 

 

ANNOUNCER: 

(off screen) Primetime, show-n-tell! 

 

CUofHOST’shands,sculptingdrippingMUDinherhands,squeezingtheexcesswetoutlikeasponge.TheCAPE                    

gets muddy. 

 

HOST: 

Askids,myfriendsandIusedtomoldmudballsandconstructapartmentcomplexesfor                

themoutofcinderblocksinagravelparkinglot.WecalledthecreaturesMuddiesand                

playedwiththem,evenintherainwhiletheymeltedintosludgeinourpalms.Week                
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afterweekwewouldfashionbedsoutofsticksandleaves,doctorthecrackingand               

crumblingorbsandanimatethecommunitiesshelteredundermagnoliatrees.Oneweek,            

vandalismfoundusheartbrokenaswediscoveredourMuddiesandtheirhomesdecimated             

bytheblunderingofananonymousfoe.Asspokesperson,Iwroteapublicannouncement              

to address the aggression. 

 

CU of computer print out, reading “MuDdIeS aRe PeOpLe ToO” 

 

WSofHOSTseatedatTABLE.ThelightsdimandaDISCOBALLlowersintotheframetotheleftofthehanging                       

LETTERS. A pink light is directed upon its already rotating mirrorscape. 

 

HOST: 

Withnochoicebuttorebuild,weconceiveofexpansion.Weturntoourstage.Amirror                 

reflectsstraighttime,duplicatingthepresent,butasadiscoballrevolves,it             

revealsthemultiplicitiesofourpresentpotential.Onthedancefloorweareaudience              

to the possibilities of ourselves. 

 

PUBLIC CALLER (SIERA): 

EachvideocameraforsaleatBestBuyhasaninternalmemory.Thecameraisawindow,                 

memorytellsyouwhereyouhavegoneandwhowastherewithyou.Ihaverecordedclues                 

intoeachcamera--theyarewaitingtotellyouwhereitmightbeandhowyoumightfind                 

it.GotoBestBuy,lookforit.Iamlookingforittoo,inthecamerasandinthe                    

people. If you do discover it, please leave a clue so that others may follow you. 

 

Thepointsofthediscoball’sreflectedlightilluminatestheorganicsurfacesofitssurroundings;pointsof                 

lightcurlingovershouldersandcrawlingfromthefloortoglidealongthewall,upwardsandovertodiveintoa                     

poolofchangingcolor,fluctuatingfromcoolcobaltbluetothefleshyredofaflashlightshonethroughthe                   

inside of a cheek. 

 

MICAH transitions smoothly again 

 

Westartwiththedrums,it'sallthere:thekicks,thehihats,thecymbals,thesnares.Withthisonethere'sno                     

timeforintroductions.Justenoughtimefortherhythmtoenterthebody,andthevocalsstart.Ajoyfulcroon                    

withanaftertasteoflonging.Themostsimpleorganrepeatssomewhereinthecenter.Itlightensandchangesits                   

step,itsoundsyounger.Aguitar,twonotes,enterswithafewcongas.Theymingle,complimenteachother,they                   

walkaroundabit.Thevoicereturns,itallkeepsthrobbing.Thevoicehasgivenupitslanguageforanexcited                     

scat.Itisprobablyinlove.Somewherebetweenmountaintopandjungle.Therhythmtakesoveragainandit                  

solidifiesinthebody.Thereisnodifferencebetweenthebeatandthebody.Thevoicereturnswithanew                    

language, felt hard. 

 

Love & Happiness (Yemaya y Ochún)(feat. India)[House Nation Mix] - River Ocean 

 

HOST: Dispersing outwards, the disco ball reflects its environment, becoming and           

duplicatingtheconstituentsofitsfield.Wewaveandwiggleinitsluminousface,              

receiving the wandering glances of its many eyes and murmurs of its many mouths. 

 

The bass drops; the crowd swells. 

 

HOST: 

We are sharing placenta. 

 

PHONE rings  

 

PUBLIC CALLER (Martin Matthews):  

Einstein, Hawking, et al. Time travel is possible... 
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HOST:  

The lines are open 

 

PUBLIC CALLER (KraneAudra):  

This is my national anthem  

 

Tweet TEXT appears on screen over CURTAIN, appearing sequentially: 

@alexd0103: only forwards 

@TYIF: #forwardsforever 

@dontalkt2meboutheros: “You just got to believe there is love and haaaaaappiness” 

 

HOST: 

As we keep breathing, we inhale the exhalation of our cohort. The disco ball              

illuminates us, it is our blanket. 

 

MICAH, swaying with the music, switches it up for the final stretch 

"...wesingasongofrevolutionandchange..."asimply,tube-likebasslinehitsthebrainwithacowbell.                   

Short,sweet,andthenthetribaldrums.Wehearthebirdscall-theycouldbelasers-ourbodieshaveno                      

choicebuttomove.Theshakersareunconstrained,butsomewhereinthemiddle.Repetitiveshouts.Hotchaos                 

mortaredtothefour."Zulu-u-u-u-u-u-u-u”Thereisasynthbreezenowwithmorebirds.Thelaser-birds.The                 

breezeoverthebeat-it'sprobablysunsetand"dancedancedancedancedancedancedancedance"We'reheld                   

together by only the breeze and the beat, they melt together, with room to spare. No fade out just quiet exits. 

 

Zulu (Change Mix) – Circle Children 
 

WIDESHOTofstudioshowsacrowddancingunderthediscoball,MICAHisstillDJingfromabovebuthishipsare                      

swayingintimately,flirtingwiththeTABLE.TheHOSTusesherCAPEasadanceprop,holdingitopenandflapping                    

thewing-likeVELVET.PUBLICCALLERSseemtofillthecrowdamongstfriends.Disco-ball-scatteredlightgivesa                 

cheetah-print skin to KraneAudra, alexd0103, and other anonymous dance floor inhabitants. 

 

CREDITS roll over the dance party: 

 

HOST + WRITER: 

BROOK SINKINSON WITHROW 

 

GUEST DJ + MUSIC TEXT: MICAH SCHIPPA  

 

PUBLIC CALLER performance: 

SIERA HYTE 

(​an invisible key for an invisible doo​r) 
 

PUBLIC CALLERS (from youtube):  

hewitstonyok 

Ackhertz 

KraneAudra 

Martin Matthews  

alexd0103  

dontalkt2meboutheros  

 
Feel+ Reminder 

The more you practice the easier learning new feelings can be!  
Keep playing ​Feel+​ every day to expand your emotional capacity!  

You have reached emoji level 34 and have 9 <3's. 
Click​ to download the expansion app FlnPlurry. 

To unsubscribe to these e-mails, complete a survey ​here​.  
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THANK YOU IT’S FRIDAY (TYIF) 

 

EPISODE TWO 

 

 GUEST DJ: 

SO TRUE 

 

PREVIOUSLY AIRED ON UNITV 

 

PRODUCED BY: BROOK SINKINSON WITHROW 

 

 

INT. STUDIO – NIGHT 
MEDIUM-LONGSHOT:CURTAINisabitdisheveled,fallinglooselysothatontheleftsidetheunfinishedWALLis                   

revealed.HOSTisstanding,center-framed,withherHANDSclasped.Herexpressionremainspeaceful.Sheis               

wearing a TROPICAL BEACH THROW-OVER DRESS. 

 

QUICKZOOMINtoMEDIUMSHOT:LETTERSoverlayingtheHOSTread“TYIF”withascrollingmarqueeatthebottomof                    

thescreen,reading“2callin,dial1-800-ILY-TYIF...ortweet@TYIF...orsendane-mailtolive@TYIF.us...                    

“ As the scrolling text disappears to the left of the screen, the centered title letters fade away. 

 

HOST: 

Thankyouit’sFriday!Welcome!Wearesoexcitedtobroadcastanotherepisodewith              

you, sharing sensations, signs, and symptoms of rhythm. 

 

ANNOUNCER: 

(off camera) Primetime, turn it up! 

 

HOST: 

Guiding our highs and lows, we’ve got 

 

So True on the turntables! 

 

PAN RIGHT 

MEDIUM-LONGSHOT:SOTRUEisstationedintheDJBOOTH,anelevatedplatformtotheleftoftheHOST.SOTRUE,                     

looking at the MIXER, raises master volume and drops the first track. 

Ahousepastiche:sixteenstepsofkicks,claps,andaslightlyjackingsnare;sixteenmoretointroduceathree-                   

notesynthline;andthenthesimultaneousentryofpianostabsandvoice."Let'sholdontothelovewehave,"                    

andmaybewe'veprettymuchhaditwiththistrack.Feetseemtobemoving,however,andmaybewecanpictureour                      

armsmoving,untilotherscanseeitaswell,andprettysoontherewillhavebeenmorearmmovementsthanare                     

possibletoremember.Andwhilewemaybepreoccupiedwithourarmsandlegsandbrains,buoyantpadshavearisen                    

toaddabitofweighttoaflutethat'sclearlysupposedtosoundcelestial.Ifnothingelse,we'llprobably                    

remember the feeling of wanting to look toward the firmament. 

Let’s Hold On (To the Love) - R.E. 

 

MEDIUMSHOT:ShakingaSHOULDERthensidlingwithboth,TORSOswaying,theHOSTistakenbytheMUSIC,andcloses                    

hereyes.HerFEETmakesmallmotionsforwardandbackward,thegestureofastepthathasnotquitebeenmade.                     

Her HEAD begins to dip as if reading a tiny book. 

 

CLOSE UP: HIPS sidle left, right, left, right, rotate in the middle, circle round the floor. 

 

Choreographingfromwithin,HIPSstarttopaymindtotheFINGERS,followingthedirectionsconductedwithNOODLY                 

ARM GESTURES, sending the HOST out of the shot. 
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AUTOFOCUS shifts its depth of field as CONFETTI rains down where the HOST has left the frame.  

 

ANNOUNCER: 

(off camera) We have a public caller,reaching out online! 

 

PUBLICCALLER(stevensnewest1119):Thissongisabsolutelyamazing,putsmeinahappy             

mood. Thank the lord for house music. 

 

HOST: 

Steven, thank you! Speaking of lords... 

 

CUT TO: 

STEINAVESULKA’sWARPvideo.STEINAVESULKAmovesacrosstheroom,shemovesandherimagemoves– slithers,                  

slinks– shewobbles,lookingintothecamera,andretreatsacrossthecarpet(revealingherfullbodyagainfor                   

thefulleffect).Shewarblesintime;marbledintime,sheisrolledandspreadoutacrossthepresent,bleeding                    

inbothdirections.Onehandextendsforward,herforearmfeignsfollowing,wavinginstead.Herflesh,aconfused                 

rendition of extension, reflects the resistance and magnification of movement (of time). 

 

HOST: 

Steina’s video maneuvers around “real time” with a video effect, ultimately           

hyperbolizingthetemporalpresent.Whiletimeisneitherspedup,norsloweddown,it              

iscertainlynotrepresented,aswemightliketoconceiveoftime,exemptfromthe               

editingofcinema,television,radio,andsoon.Thevideoeffect,instead,illustrates             

something that rhythm enables in each of us. 

 

The next track eases in: 

 

Avoicedousedinahigh-passfiltercoostwowaveringnotes.Evenasthefilterletsup,thesampleseemsas                     

thoughit'sreachingusthroughawall,andattachedtothevocalsarefoggybitsofwah-wahguitarandsighing                    

strings.Asinglepianonotebeckonsasteadykickandaclapthat'sburieddowninthemix.Thehi-hatsappear                     

farabovetherestoftheelements,anditonlytakesacoupleofmeasuresfortherestofthetracktoswirlup                        

totheirlevel.Sustainedbutsparepianostabsofferdepth,tobesure,but"deephouse"connotesadifferent                   

sideoftheemotivespectrumthanthisthatwearefeeling.Highhouse,then?Butherewearethinkingtoomuch,                     

andwemaynothaveevennoticedtherollinghanddrumsthathavecementedthemselvesinthegroove.Thepiano                    

straysfromthemotifandreachesgreatheightsasthereintroductionofthevocaloffersacluethatthistrack                    

will soon be releasing us. 

 

Fantasy Check – Morning Factory 
 

MEDIUM SHOT of PRIMETIME, looking below the camera in thought, feels out a body-length wiggle as she speaks. 

 

HOST: 

Bodies,suitedwithakindofhapticabilitytosensethevibrationofsound,letus                

dance with or without music,andwithorwithoutdecisiveaction.Heartbeatsand             

breathing teach us that the beat is always present. 

 

PAN to SO TRUE, HEAD swiveling with the beat, he slides his HAND down an imaginary slide in front of his TORSO. 

 

HOST: 

Haveyoueverplayedthegame,what’saminute?I’llbethereferee.Closeyoureyes.                

Raise your hand when you think a minute has passed. 

 

CUT TO: EXT. BEACH – DAY 
WIDE SHOT, LIVE VIDEO FEED of a BEACH, such as those that surfers check to determine wave-riding conditions. 

 

HOST: 

Evenifyou’veneverbeentoabeach,canyouimaginelyingandwatchingthewaves                
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crawluptheshoreandslinkbackdownagain?Iliketoimitatethesewaveswhile                

breathing or while rocking my body on a dance floor. 

 

CUT TO: 

LONG SHOT of the shore from 3⁄4 angle on the beach, emphasizing the coming and going of the waves’ overspill.  

ANNOUNCER: 

(off screen) We have a tweet on the line! 

 

INT. STUDIO - NIGHT 

TEXTappearsovertheCURTAINonscreen,abovetheHOST:@KushPizzaSleep:MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMTASTYLIKERA               

JR CHICKEN WITH BBQ SAUCE INSTEAD OF MCCHICKEN 

 

HOST: 

(laughing) Let’s take another call. 

 

PUBLIC CALLER (LameBushido): so blissful 

 

SO TRUE ushers another track in 

 

Onceinplace,thegroovehasarealswingtoit,andwehavetambourineandtriangletothank.Wemightpicture                      

thehouse-musicequivalenttoajugband:abassistcontenttoletthesamefournotesgoupanddownforsix                      

minutes;someonewithasnaresetupunderthecurvealargebell,itsassertivesnapbouncingaroundforabit                     

beforetrailingoff.Plushchordsbringlevitytothesound,chordssoaffectingthatwewonderiftheiroverall                   

impressionwillobliterateorenhanceourmemoriesoftheevent.Hornsenterthesway,harmonizewiththemselves,                 

andtheelementsofthetrackphaseinandout,theemphasischangingsooftenthatwecannotpictureclearly                    

whethertheapogee—surelythereisone—isinfront,behind,oruponus.Hereapeakisnotsomethingwecan                    

conquer, or even see from afar; it may only appear to us in memory. 

Track 1 – Kerri Chandler 
 

HOST: 

Youmightbesurprisedbythequantityandcomplicatedcombinationofaxesinyourbody               

thatcanbeinstatesoffluxatatime.Bendingeachkneesimultaneouslywitheach                

elbowisoneplacetostart,butthenthinkofanaxisthatconnectsyourrighthand                 

withyourleftknee,andthatallactivityoneithersideofthatfoldedlinemayact                 

in reaction or response, without acting as a mirror. 

 

MEDIUM-LONGSHOT:DANCERSappearintheSTUDIO,lookingabstractlytowardtheirownbodiesorbeyondthecamera;                 

theyseemtobelookingatthemusic.HANDSquicklymorphbetweenshapes,graspingfornewfunctions:holding                  

imaginaryboxes,imitatingshelves,pointingtowardthefloor,flatteningandactinglikespatulas,flippingand               

pivoting;eachHANDreactstotheSNARESaseachdancer’sABDOMENworksinconjunctionwiththeBASS.Some                  

DANCERSaremorefluid,constantlyshiftingaroundtheFLOORandchangingtheirmovements.Almostappearingas                

lettersspellingoutwordsastheyarespoken,ARMSandKNEESflyintovariouspositions.Meanwhile,other                 

DANCERSareloyaltotherepetitionoftheHOUSESOUND,repeatingsimilargestureswithslightvariationonlyat                  

the signal of an INSTRUMENTAL SAMPLE. 

 

TEXT appears over the DANCERS: (translated from Spanish) @MichelShine: in tears (: incredible ... 

 

AWIDESHOTofthemysteriouslygrowingCROWDshowsthepulsating,festeringenergyoftheDANCEFLOOR.Itisn’t                   

thateveryonemovesatthesametimeinthesamedirection,butthatEVERYONEismoving.Peoplegroovewith                   

passion, their HEADS and HANDS emerging above the mass like the peaks of waves in an ocean. 

 

The last track sails 

 

Thisonecomesintofocuswithsheerabrasion.Abassdrumknocksaboutonthelowendwhilereverb-soakedhi-hat                    

andasnarethatresemblestruncatedradiofuzzcomeinandoutoftime.Butasrisingpadsandagurglingsynth                      

appear,wewonderhowthisrecordcouldhavesoundedanythingbutsmooth.Thepadsdiffuseintothetrack'supper                   

limits,andwemaybesurethatwearenotcapableofhearingallofthefrequencies.Butweareasopenaswe                        
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canbe,andtheascendingboogiebassaddsthesensationoftouchtowhatwefearmaybeourinadequatehearing.                     

Avoiceappears;itswordshavebeenvocodedintoobscurity.Wemighttrynottoquestionourdisinterestin                   

their meaning—an unconscious attempt, at least, to let signifier enter us as something only signified. 
Solar Funk - Kyle Hall 

 

 

ANNOUNCER: 

(off screen) Letting the tweets come crashing! 

 

TEXT appears on screen over CURTAIN, scrolling sequentially: 

@GurtTarctor: Syncopation keeps it feelin loose @DiscoforU: Nice funky 

 

@phunkaizer: it’s alive. 

 

HOST: 

(joining the dance floor) Alive like a rogue wave! 

 

ADANCERthrustsherCHESTinandout,placingherHANDSfirmlyonherHIPS,andwatchingthemusicseeparound                     

her,embracingher,bringsherbodydownintothedancefloor’sdepths,bendingherKNEESasherBOOTYrocks.                   

Another DANCER kicks his FEET periodically; his dance moves emphasizing exaggerated walking and stepping              

gestures,thoughhistravelsarespecifictoathree-footradius.HelayshisHEADbackintheairandsometimes                    

sendshisEARStowardhisSHOULDERS,listeningtoboththetrackandhisownbody.DANCERSlooktoeachotherfor                     

communicative gestures, leaning toward and away from one another, moving synchronously and separately. 

 

CREDITS roll over the dance party: 

 

HOST + WRITER: 

BROOK SINKINSON WITHROW 

 

GUEST DJ + MUSIC TEXT + TRANSLATION: “SO TRUE” BRANDON WILNER 

 

PUBLIC CALLERS (from youtube): stevensnewest1119 KushPizzaSleep 

LameBushido 

 

MichelShine GurtTarctor DiscoforU phunkaizer  

 

 

Welcome to The Co-op Cube's yoga and wellness community, and thanks in advance for covering my                

class. 

 

First of all, here are some technical notes for setting up the studio - it is in the northeast corner of the                      

studio-cube. It may still be set up from the Qi-Gong morning class, but just in case: 

 

- Bamboo curtain folds out from the east wall - all you have to do is tug on the floor-ceiling bamboo                     

handle and it will smoothly pull out the accordian-folded bamboo divider. 

 

- You can control the mp3 player from the sonic board embedded in the wall just south of the bamboo                    

divider handle. Just select the playlist: total_yoga - it sets the pace with a ten minute ocean waves                  

rhythmic segment for the stretching time while people are arriving. It is important that this is playing                 

while people come in so that they are experiencing total relaxation and you might even get temporary                 

office users drifting over from the tea-bar in the office to listen (you can invite them to join in for the                     

breathing exercises, even if they don't have yoga gear) 

 

- The recycled tire floor is soft enough that people who don't have mats are usually comfortable                 



 
 
 

13 

enough, but there are extra tension release pillows to go under knees and such in the bamboo chest                  

below the sonic board. You'll also find a few spare sweat towels in here, though plenty are stocked in                   

the changing room. 

 

 

For the program: 

 

- Ten minutes of sitting in the northeast corner and leading ten-second inhale-exhale cycles and               

greeting students. Take this time to introduce yourself to the class and make sure to tell them about                  

the yoga-by-sea class you've been teaching. 

 

- Ten minutes of warmup stretching at your discretion 

 

- Any variation on sun salutations can be done for the following twenty minutes, facing the east                 

window (which you'll see is sun-tinted - if it's especially gloomy out, you can adjust the glass glow with                   

the < * > touchscreen below the sonic board). 

 

- Your own program at this point is fine, just be wary of any students who are in the room just for                      

breathing guidance. The playlist is set to facilitate relaxed and augmented exhales, but be sure your                

rhythm aligns 

 

Notes on some of the students: 

 

- Most of the regular students are already wearing yoga-appropriate clothing in the office and do not                 

need the ten minute walk-in for changing. They will be seated and breathing. If they do not respond                  

to you, it is because I've found that many of them are meditating to remove work from their minds.                   

Speak softly if newcomers have questions or if you are explaining your background. 

 

- ***Please walk around and touch peoples bodies to assist them in their positioning and stretching - I                  

am very diligent about this and many of them rely on this touching for intimate reinforcement of body                  

confidence. 

 

- Students who sit on the far north side of the room are usually regulars who need you to come by and                      

breathe loudly with them while they are stretching (visiting every ten minutes in rounds is fine). I find                  

that a humming, vocal breathing is most effective in conditioning relaxation with these students.  

 

 

 

    

 

 

 

 

Alert: ​Youcannotsignintogoogleservicesatthistimebecause            

your user e-authenticity is not trusted. Re-entry will be         

determined after updating mood status, checkinginonsocial         

sites, and interacting with emotive marketing.  
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Crawlers 
 
 

chapter 1 
 
“You should always check with local authorities to ensure that any DIY project abides by local codes and regulations.” reads the 
“DIY Industrial Lamp: Cool Desk Lamp Made From Pipe” article on the home depot blog, posted by an anonymous staff member. 
 
I’m pretty certain that the local authorities wouldn’t care about a lamp made out of store­bought steel pipes, or I mean, they 
shouldn’t care about low­wattage lighting devices in general. There are usually more important things to worry about, like actual 
human crime. 
I didn’t think I would need to contact the authorities, but I did. 
 
‘Building the Lamp Base,’ easy enough. 
With the blog’s instructions open on my phone for reference at my studio desk, I read on. ‘Building the Lamp Body and Wiring It,’ I 
knew I had to process this part a few times. I’m afraid of getting electrocuted and get really OCD about turning switches on and off. 
It’s a wonder I’ve gotten into home projects. I followed each step meticulously and found that the lamp was easier to make than I 
thought. I switched it on and off a few times. It worked, but it looked plain. 
 
Over a few months I assembled dozens of lamps. Sometimes I’d work only by the light of the last lamp I built, but despite leaving 
the bulbs exposed, it always seemed to get darker in my studio. Sometimes I went out for more materials from the hardware store, 
other times I would just use things from around the house. 
 
I thought about how darkness masks the dangerous figures in horror movies. I would worry about what they really were or how 
they actually moved. But you can’t hold up a lamp in a horror movie, you just wait. I guess I was obscuring my own fears by 
building these lamps.  
 
Midnight, one­fifty, three­thirty, six­o­six. I’d stay up fitting sockets and burning imprints into my retinas of luminous filaments, 
ensuring that they’d hum actively when I pressed on one side and dead silent for the other. 
 
Eventually, I wasn’t sure if I was dreaming in the studio, seeing the just­dimmed glass of a bulb or the face of a cesspool­born 
monster. I’d miss work sitting watch over the lamps, daylight thinning and counting down until the first light switch would be 
pressed in. 
 
 
chapter 2  
 
My house lies last on the block heading west. Other apartments and corner stores down the street are overshadowed by two big 
brick warehouses and the piles of litter you might imagine around such relics. It doesn’t matter what used to be produced or 
packaged here, there’s not much of it happening anymore. It’s a great place to live if you’re flexible about amenities. 
 
Occasionally I head down to the bar a block down to kill an hour or so and gulp down a cheap pitcher of beer. It’s easy to pick up a 
conversation with another laborer, or just as effortlessly slide into a seat alone. I’m not saying I’m antisocial or even that I’m 
broke, I just prefer this lifestyle to a drag and drop suburban home. 
 
On a night such as this, I looked in on the lamps before heading out. I couldn’t tell if one of the light bulbs was on. There was just a 
slight warm glimmer coming from it, but I couldn’t be sure from the doorway. It definitely shouldn’t be on. I always check that 
things are turned off when I leave the house. 
 
I pushed the door open further. The shadows from the lamps slid sideways a bit. Now I really couldn’t tell. I leaned in and stepped 
into the room. The armatures of the lamps seemed to reach into space, toward me or at one another. I moved through them 
toward the tallest. Squatting under that one’s height, an assemblage of PVC and metal still seemed to emanate yellow. 
 
Like a low­exposure photograph, details seemed to emerge from the objects I crouched beside like grains. The grains seemed to 
swim on the surface of my eyes. Did a power cord just slither? 
 
The grainy effect took over and real shapes evaporated. 
 
 
chapter 3 
 
I woke up on the floor outside of the studio with a pounding headache. It consumed the space behind my brow and eyes and 
seemed to pierce all the way to the stem of my spine. I clutched my forehead and clamped my eyelids down for a while. Finally 
looking further into the studio I saw the lamps all blazing bright. 
 
Nauseous with anxiety, I turned and got up to begin flicking the switches off. 
 
What happened? Was I still dreaming? My headache was making me feel slightly out of body but my brain felt heavier than the 
whole earth. 
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I thought about my trip to the bar. I’d talked to the bartender for a bit, a great no bullshitter. We took a shot together after she 
poured my pitcher. Chilled mug in hand, I sat at the long bar and talked to Jerome, another regular. He has his own moving 
company with five employees. They seem like a wild lot in general. He told me once that the first time he tried crack was on a job. 
And then he moved someone’s whole apartment right after that. I shared almost half of my pitcher with him. No way I’d had 
enough to B.O. 
 
The neighborhood might appear shady to some folks but we take care of each other. Migrants, mostly families, good people. 
Women around here feel safer here than they do in more populated and grossly commodified areas where they’re more likely to get 
mugged by someone who’s just stopping through to dip their hand in the excess and take some with them.  
 
It barely crossed my mind that I could have been drugged at the bar, but I’m afraid of what logic would have compelled me to turn 
all of the lamps on at once like that. Anger started welling around the mystery. 
 
 
chapter 4 
 
At the open fridge door, I gazed at a near­empty carton of eggs. 
 
The lamps, now all off, still felt animated, as if I was reliving a vivid dream just thinking about them. I wondered if I had gotten too 
obsessed with them, but a person obsessed probably wouldn’t have such a thought. It seemed important to focus on relieving my 
headache before going back to the lamp studio. 
 
A cup of coffee and two eggs and toast later, I turned my head toward the doorway. 
 
The tension caused by the walls in between me and the light bulbs, the lamp bodies, their circuits, and the wall sockets they were 
connected to was intensifying again. I wondered if my own awareness of each lamp system was remotely routing some of the 
electricity to my own nervous system. 
 
In another attempt to stop worrying, I went out onto my stoop. Each item or web of detritus within my view seemed to buzz. Like 
roadkill, snack wrappers, rope, and nylon packaging bits littered the scene with once­relevant leftovers. Is there hope for a future 
that doesn’t produce so much waste? 
 
Somehow, even in the fresh air, it seemed I was plugged into a socket. 
 
I picked up the littered objects at the bottom of my stoop and brought them into the studio. 
 
 
chapter 5 
 
Production assumed residence in my arms. Assigning the new objects from outside as body parts, I already began to grow 
affectionate for my next lamp. This one would have legs, maybe take itself on a walk to its former bed outside. 
 
This intimacy that had developed compared to friendship. I wanted to include the lamps in my daily rituals, share my world with 
them. At times it felt familial, like I could remain unconditionally close even if I was concerned or disappointed. The thinking about 
them, well, I suppose that could even be romantic. 
 
Light streaked across my field of vision from a vague source. Already evening, I realized the new lamp had taken all day to build. 
My eyes burned with the sense I’d barely blinked. Past the inverted streak blinding part of my vision, I thought I could make out 
stripes on my skin. 
 
Were these relationships healthy? Could they be negotiated by both sides? My paranoia returned, easily at home within me. 
 
Coiled wires held my arms out like splints. The wires stretched across the floor, a root system combining the power for all the 
lamps. 
 
Still realizing the scene, I tried to shake the feeling of paralysis. A muscle spasm in my arm helped me to flinch. My thumb came 
down on a smooth plastic morsel smaller than the digit’s pad: a switch. I jerked and held my eyes wide open to take in the room’s 
sudden glow. 

  

 

  

 

  

 


