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Caspar’s friends all want him dead. It’s because they don’t like the shape of his eyebrows.
They want him dead and yet he won’t die for them. He’ll die for someone else, not for
them. He doesn’t have time to die. He has to find someone to die for. And so he’s still alive.
The tree has lights in it.
Caspar likes to stand around a lot. Sometimes he goes places. Caspar’s the type who’s
addicted to everything. The sky, for instance.
Outside, some old people were poking around in the dirt. Caspar stood by the window
staring out at them until one of them looked up and saw him staring. Caspar then looked
away.
Caspar is standing in the kitchen holding a sharp letter opener. He has to explain to the kid
standing next to him who wants him dead that it’s not a knife, it’s a letter opener. Kid asks
what a letter opener is. “See, before you got messages on your phone, people used to have
to use paper.” Kid still doesn’t get it, so Caspar stabs him in the face.
Outside, there’s a world out there. The world has a yellowish tint to it of late.
Nobody can satisfactorily explain why. Some experts call it a dust storm. The religious
fanatics refuse to believe this. To them, it is nothing less than Christ’s magnificent ant
farm having manifested itself from the sickled ether of brown nipple sentience. Now if that
sounds like quite a lot to manage conceptually, you should meet my cousin Angus.
He’s the same Angus who put all those colors in Caspar’s hair and nostrils.
Caspar is sick of the outside world. But he also doesn’t know what to do with the bleeding
boy in the kitchen, the one who thinks the internet originated in an eggshell. The reality
he was chasing that fall was being dubbed in a foreign language; he had to download the
subtitles so that he could finally understand himself. A teen bled across the screen.
Those teenagers have amazing hair but don’t have the values to support it. Caspar wants to
eat plastic but he doesn’t know how. In a way, then, he’s the same as them.
Caspar can never be a teenager again. That’s how he got his own reality series. Caspar
folds up the sky and farts on it. His friends come running over. Caspar, we don’t want you
to die anymore!
But one day I will, he tells them. As sure as the day is yellow and my hair’s a rainbow and
the night sky’s named Amber and all the birds are gay.
After that, all his friends ran away.
Now it’s Caspar’s turn to run away—from the camera that’s been following him everywhere,
broadcasting his every gestation, his every gesticulation. He goes into a bar, expecting
a punch line; neither punch nor line arrives. The floor is made of elbows. A new kind of
physical therapy for ferrets. The old man on the stool next to his was born with an extra
armpit. Caspar decides the old man will be his new friend, to replace the ones who ran away.
The old man says: “I like my women like I like my soup: not too thick, not too watery.”
As Caspar contemplates the semantics of that statement, a frozen popsicle the size of a
refrigerator crashes through the ceiling and crushes the extra-armpitted gentleman.
The ferrets scatter and hide inside the bottles.
Caspar feels he has nothing further to say in this situation, so he decides to go back into
the outside world, where the cameras and the teenagers are waiting for him.
Caspar considers giving the giant popsicle that just killed his best friend a good lick, but
decides against it. As he leaves the bar, he has no regrets. He already knew what flavor it
would be anyway (the popsicle was dark gray).
With the world finally returned to him, Caspar can now reject it for what it is.
“And what is that?” asks the reality producer sticking a microphone in Caspar’s face. To
which he replies: “Seething maggotry of silk froth stuck on an omelet-eyed postage stamp.”
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