
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 
 

derinthescarletpescatarian  
When people say they enjoy things, they usually mean one of two things. The first is that these 

things are fun; that is, they satisfy immediate emotional needs or desires for pleasure. Candy Crush 
is fun, for people who are into that sort of thing; waterslides are fun, watching TV is fun. Fun, in the 
way I’m defining it for this post, is the party food of pleasure; immediately and usually temporarily 

satisfying, and after that, mostly satisfying only as a happy memory (although some of these 
activities, like watching a TV show, can generate further opportunities for pleasure down the line 
like daydreaming, discussion, and making fanart). Like party food, this kind of fun is a good thing 
to have, and someone who doesn’t get enough of it is at high risk of stress-related health concerns. 

Also burnout. A lack of fun is a major contributor to burnout. 
The second kind of pleasure that most people talk about is rewarding activity. The lack of 
rewarding activity in one’s life is a major contributor to depression. It creates a sense of 

purposelessness and worthlessness and generates a low attention span, sapping the ability to feel 
long-term motivation or pleasure. People usually try to pick themselves up with the first kind of 

fun, which is a band-aid but not a very sticky one; the lack of rewarding activity grows and festers 
over time. Rewarding pleasure involves working on something long-term that feels worthwhile. 
There are usually also spots of fun (or you wouldn’t have gotten into the activity enough for it to 
become rewarding), but there also tends to be long slogs that aren’t that fun. Nevertheless, when 

people report on doing said activity, they will speak about it with great enjoyment and remember it 
being enjoyable and claim they like it. (I like being a writer. Writing can sometimes be boring as 

shit.) 
 
 
 

In Italia ci sono due assemblee legislative. Una è elettiva: la Camera dei Deputati. 
L’altra è ereditaria: la Corte dei Conti. 

-- riferita da Prof. Lorenzetto 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

“It’s very, very hard to un-smash something.” 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

nediemcarpito 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

writing-is-a-martial-art  
You meet god and she's mostly dead fish. You ask her why and she says most of the world is dead 
fish, and she's made herself to appeal to the most common denominator, the everyman funnyman 
comedy show that runs for eleven seasons but with the entire universe in mind. You ask her how 
much of the dead fish is your fault, she says it's far less than you'd think, in the grand scheme of 

things. You ask her if you matter at all. If you can do anything. She shrugs her rotting shoulders and 
says mattering is a made-up concept, like life, but sure, you can matter if you want to, on some 

scale. She has many scales. She doesn't know what you mean by 'anything', but you can do 
everything you can. You ask her if it's enough. She says there's no base requirement for deserving to 
exist. She's smoking a joint and the smoke filtering out of her gills gathers and forms gas giants and 
red dwarfs. You ask her if there's any hidden secrets of the universe you should know and she says 
it's not a secret if she tells, plus it's fun to let you figure it out yourself. You ask her if any of your 

questions were right questions and she says you worry about being right so much it might keep you 
from fucking around, which is as close to meaning of life as she ever bothered to make. You don't 
ask but she says she loves your hair, also your whole being, also your planet. She says she figured 

out what love is yesterday and is trying it out, which explains the ten thousand rainbows and sudden 
influx in rains of fish. She offers you a drag of her joint and you wake up half past midnight behind 

a chain restaurant clutching a smoked salmon. The new stars are winking like they're in on some 
joke and you're sure if you try hard enough you'll remember what it is. 

 
dragonflea Badge image.  

Idk what just happened but op's right, writing *is* a martial art 
 

#Religion#Writing#How do i tag this#God is mostly dead fish 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

dinosaurpower 
One thing about researching world around you is that it becomes a bit friendlier once you know it 
better. If you see a random spider- you get scared. You see plants and consider them just weeds. 

You look at night sky and see a bunch of stars. 
And then, you learn names. 

Now, it is an orbweaver, and you consider them a friend. The greenery around is a laurel, or an 
allium, or osmanthus, and you know which of them to keep away from, and which of them are great 
herbs for tea. Now, you look up and see a whole parade of Venus, Ursa Major, or Orion. You now 

know their names, and, if you respect them- they become allies of yours. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

"The English language is just three languages 
stacked on top of each other wearing a trenchcoat" 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

our clothing is no longer of the material and methodology where you have to spend extra 
time/attention/tools on them. Pyjama cases may have had some benefit - extending the life of the 

pyjamas, or something. Perhaps it was more common in those days for mice to climb into your silk 
pyjamas, or they kept them from being attacked by dogs, or something. It’s possible that there are 

unspoken benefits to keeping your pyjamas in a stuffed toy, which previous generations knew 
instinctively and we have forgotten. Some people are like that, they maintain rituals and practices 

that don’t get written down, and so become arcana. My father-in-law owns special clothing 
maintenance tools such as shoe trees (which you place in your shoes every night at night) and 

trouser presses (in which you leave your worn-but-not-dirty trousers overnight so they are crisp in 
the morning). He irons his pocket handkerchiefs - why? so that they fold into a precise pocket 

shape, with the same fold pattern as plastic-wrapped disposable tissues: the optimised shape for 
pockets. You are not going to read in the literature about there being a reason for ironing pocket 
handkerchiefs. It is a habit that is not captured by history. You have to speak to a practitioner to 

even consider that there is a specific value in pocket handkerchief folding. Maybe we operate at a 
remove from the people who could have told us why they bothered with the idea and then stopped. 

-- elodieunderglass 
 
 
 



le e-mail dei Romani: 

e-pistulae 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
-- legsdemandias 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
-- Emily Wilson 

 
 
 

“The fact is, I don’t know where my ideas come from. Nor 
does any writer. The only real answer is to drink way too 
much coffee and buy yourself a desk that doesn’t collapse 
when you beat your head against it.” ― Douglas Adams 

 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

mockiatoh  
Jan 27, 2021 

You can’t deserve a person’s love. You’ll drive yourself crazy thinking like that. They either love 
you, or they don’t. That doesn’t mean you weren’t good enough for them to love you, because love 
isn’t something you earn by being good enough. It isn’t something that can be quantified or doled 
out. Don’t blame yourself for not being loved how you need to, just teach yourself how to look for 

love where love lives.  
 
 
 

the-sunflower-spaceman 
i think not only do we have a moral obligation to preserve human life but also a moral obligation to 

maximize the pleasure of others and ourselves (provided it doesn’t hurt anyone)  
people don’t just deserve to eat food, they deserve to eat good food that tastes good without 

worrying about nutritional content  
people don’t just deserve clothes, they deserve nice clothes that are well made 

and fit their personal style 
people don’t just deserve the bare minimum, they don’t just deserve to be alive, they deserve to live 

and have nice things for no other reason than making that particular person happy 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 
all-chickens-are-trans  

May 30 
god i'm so tired of everybody's bad faith interpretations of everything. where's the trust. where's the 
forgiveness. where's the understanding that most things are complex and most people have many 

layers. and like the black eyed peas once said. where is the love 
 

dancinbutterfly Badge image.Badge image.  
Sep 28 

a wild therapist has entered the chat 
the counter to this is a technique one of my mentors called Most Respectable Interpretation 

When you're in a situation where you're thinking "argh this person wishis me ill/oh this is a bad 
thing/oh they're plotting" etc, take a deep breath, remember that the other person is a human being 

with a rich inner life who wants to be a good person just like you and ask yourself: What is the 
Most Respectable Interpretation I can think of for why this could be happening? 

Because the thing is? You have no fucking idea either way! 
You think you can! You believe you know! 

But you cannot! FOR YOU CANNOT READ MINDS! 
Mind reading, my loves, is a cognitive distortion. 

And since you cannot read minds and no matter how much you think you know about another 
person's intentions, you can never be 100% sure?  

This is a gift to you from the universe. Because now you are free! You can choose to interpret their 
actions however the fuck you want! 

So why not choose the Most Respectable Interpretation? This will give you so many gifts. This will 
allow you to relax, to be less anxious, to be less suspicious of people, to make good faith readings. 
When you start to do this? The vibes you give off will improve and people will like you more and 
want to be around you. This works. I know this works because I've done it and I've improved my 

mood and started to attract people (when I'm not having a stress or a trauma response that our 
ADHD underdeveloped ACC couldn't handle :[ thanks no thanks brain) and I've watched my clients 

implement it and improve their relationships and outlook on just everything really. 
I will tell you my intention for sharing this so you dont have to wonder it: I believe in this tool. I 

love this tool. It has helped me and I want to help you because I want less people to make bad faith 
interpretations. I want the internet to be friendlier and kinder and I think the Most Respectable 

Interpretation skill will help lead to that outcome.  
It's really powerful. One of my favorite tools. Give it a try if you want. It takes practice but I think it 

can help. 
Anyway I love you I hope you love you too. Good luck out there and remember, to ask what could 
be the most kind, respectable, generous, or if that's too much for you, neutral reason for this thing 

happening? 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

It turns out that there is pleasure in simply giving what you have, even if--as is 
generally the case--what you have proves insufficient. 

--sizzlingsandwichperfection 
 
 
 



 



 
can confirm, seeing your grandma's tits as a child does you good, and not just because it teaches 

you that "beauty is fake and temporary", but because it broadens your ideas about what beauty even 
is in the first place. my sister and i used to spend our summers at our grandma's house by the 

countryside and frequently bathed and went to sauna with her. we saw not just her breasts but also 
her flabby skin, her moles and liver spots, her body hair and varicose veins, and we didn't see any of 
that as weird or ugly because they were a part of our grandma who we loved very much. and when 

we see those things in other people - ourselves included! - we think "well it wasn't ugly on my 
grandma's body, so why would it be ugly on anyone else's body?". it makes you much more 

understanding and "forgiving", if you will, towards the completely normal bodies of strangers as 
well as your own body. 

-- theslowesthnery 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
(more different than the microscopical changes I can make) 

 



 
 

thedreadvampy  
Sep 4 

you gotta be able to say "die" 
you gotta be able to say "suicide" 

you gotta be able to talk about "sex" 
they're uncomfortable topics, YEAH for SURE 

because LIFE is uncomfortable. Death and suicide and sex and pain are straight up going to happen.  
not having words for the way it discomforts you doesn't make it more comfortable, it just makes 

you less able to reach out about it.  
even more vital, you gotta be able to say words like "rape", "abuse", "queer" or "racist". cause we 

fought fucking hard to name those experiences. to identify "rape" as distinct from "sex" and 
"racism" as distinct from "acceptable behaviour" and "queer" as distinct from "invert" 

like the function of communication is not to minimise immediate discomfort. we gotta be able to 
talk about stuff that's hard or sucks or causes difficult conversations. 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
...said Hamlet. 

 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

Something I learned very quickly was that grieving was complicated by lack of certainty, that the hope 
inherent in a missing loved one was also a species of curse. People posted about children who had gone 

missing upwards of fifteen years ago and whose faces were now impossible to conjure, about friends who 
had messaged to confirm a meeting place and then simply never showed up. In almost every case, the sense 

of loss was convoluted by an ache of possibility, by the almost-but-not-quite-negligible hope of reprieve. 
Deus ex machina—the missing loved one thrown back down to earth. Grief is selfish: we cry for ourselves 
without the person we have lost far more than we cry for the person—but more than that, we cry because it 
helps. The grief process is also the coping process and if the grief is frozen by ambiguity, by the constant 

possibility of reversal, then so is the ability to cope. 
It’s not grief, one woman posted, it’s more like a haunting. Her sister had disappeared two decades 

previously […] There was no proof that anything bad had happened, the woman typed, no proof of anything 
at all. They told us hope wasn’t lost so often that it became impossible to live with it. It’s too hard, trying to 
exist between these poles of hope and death. You just find yourself imagining all these possibilities, all these 
possible sisters wandering around half unseen like people with sheets over their head, except that somewhere 

among them, you know that one of them’s real—one of them’s dead, one of them’s the ghost. 
— Julia Armfield, Our Wives Under the Sea 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

“many people seem to think it foolish, even superstitious, to believe that the world could still 
change for the better. and it is true that in winter it is sometimes so bitingly cold that one is tempted 
to say, ‘what do i care if there is a summer; its warmth is no help to me now.’ yes, evil often seems 
to surpass good. but then, in spite of us, and without our permission, there comes at last an end to 

the bitter frosts. one morning the wind turns, and there is a thaw. and so i must still have hope.” 
-- Vincent van Gogh 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

who, what, when, where and how 

 
 
 

 
 



 
 

VERY IMPORTANT INFO ABOUT MOODS 
 

eatyourdamnpears  
Oct 18 

I’ve been in such a funk since the concert. I’m not even sure I enjoyed myself that much. maybe I 
did. I don’t know  

 
painsandconfusion Badge image.Badge image.  

Oct 18 
Hey hi hello! 

I got a potential answer for you.  
After ANY thrilling and/or happy experience, it's very possible for your brain to quite literally 

run out of the proteins and vitamins you need to make more happy chemical. People get 
dopamine crashes anywhere from a couple hours to a couple weeks after abormal but exciting 

events - whether it's a really good day, they did a lot of socializing, had a lot of fun hyperfocusing 
on a project, had an intense sexy time experience, a huge performance they were excited for, a date, 

a day at a theme part, etc etc etc.   
Your brain goes into overdrive coming up with !!!!!!!! chemicals to keep up with your environment, 

then -especially if that was an abnormal experience or if you don't have the !!!!!! chemicals in 
excess very often- then you just run out for a while. 

You can remedy this by finding other things that will be good, but not expect the !!!!! along with it. 
Instead of something you really really like doing, find something simple and calm and comforting. 

Snuggle with a friend and watch a movie, pet a cat, write a letter, etc.  
Definitely get some vitamin d, chocolate if you can / like it, and take a multivitamin. Protein is 

important for regrowth and restocking, so get plenty of that too to bounce back quickly! 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



cptsdwillgraham-deactivated2019 
beep beep sometimes when you have been in survival mode for a long time the parts of you 

dedicated to Wanting Things atrophy and you forget how to envision a future that feels rewarding 
because you are busy with the business of staying alive, and it can seem like your life must be 

pointless because you can’t imagine any long term goals. sometimes even when you leave survival 
mode you can’t remember how to Want Things. that doesn’t mean you need to give up on having a 

good and fulfilling life, it just means that Wanting Things is a muscle you need to gradually 
strengthen. the part of you that has dreams and aspirations is still there, it just fell asleep, but if you 

wiggle it enough it can and will regain feeling. it’s okay to start small 
 
 
 
 

gallusrostromegalus 
19h ago 

Oh neat the first time I heard of the concept the guy described it to me as "catastrophic 
functionality". 

He was talking about it in the context of designing robots that would go in and stop nuclear reactor 
meltdowns, something that would 100% destroy the robot, but they would be designed to keep 
functioning and fighting the meltdown for as long as possible. He had some designs where over 

80% of the robot has died and it was functionally dragging its corpse around by its one working arm 
because one more minute of functionality might save thousands. 

I've been having a few bad years mental health wise, and thinking about those robots a lot . 
 

*This* is what I’m doing right now! 
Graceful degradation, pulling myself forward with what’s left of me to keep doing something 

worthwhile 
 
 
 

TRAUMA OUTCOMES 

 
 

I strive towards solitude in all aspects of life, if there is no one else around there is no 
one to betray my trust & hurt me. 

 

 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 



 

 

 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

Anonymous: 
Parenting hack via my father: He was a single father and very stressed all the time. We were pretty 

crazy kids and getting us to do anything was a hassle. He made up a game to get us to eat 
veggies/try new things, where my siblings and I were bunnies and he was a farmer protecting his 

crops.  
We would have to sneak into the kitchen and ‘steal’ his crops (cut up veggies that he put out for us), 

while he wasn’t looking (ie: making dinner/getting work done)  
If he saw us, he would get really theatrical and ‘chase’ us with a broom, hollerin’ about pesky 

rabbits and all that, while we would run away and scarf down the veggies in hiding. Then the game 
would start again.  

A carrot has never tasted so good. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

  
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 

... the benefits of technological progress =( 
 
 
 

 
...oltre al resto, non occorre incrementare l’immagine di onnipotenza/onniscienza dei genitori 

 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

she-waves-at-cats 
I think it needs to become common knowledge that  "inability to read social cues" can 
show up as overcompensating. You don't know how much misbehaviour is allowed, so 

you become the perfect child who never tests rules.  
You don't know if someone is irritated with you, so you'll be extra generous and self-
effacing. You don't know how much is expected of you at work so you'll kill yourself in 

a minimum-wage job and not notice that nobody else is working like this. 
"Hardworking and quiet" should be as much of an autism red flag as "ignores rules 
and doesn't know when to stop talking". Or why don't we just start using words to 
communicate so i can stop tracking everybody's eyebrow twitches, that would be 

great. 
 

bread-tab  
Sometimes (though not nearly as often) you get subtypes of this where 

overcompensating even grows into a special interest. I'm looking at you, autistic 
actors, psychologists, etiquette experts, interculturalists, anthropologists, sociologists, 

hospitality gurus, fiction writers, philosophers... All you bemused scholars of 
humanity."Ah, this doesn't apply to me... after years of intense study, I can reliably 
read most social cues!" When you spend all day in a performance where you are so 
incredibly Normal and Socially Skilled and then collapse into a nonverbal puddle as 
soon as you get home, that's an autism.Also. "Not picking up on social cues" is a 
frame of the situation which looks in from the outside, where "social cues" are a 

mundane, obvious facet of reality. As an internal experience, it feels more like: "Most 
other human beings are weird and unpredictable, especially in groups. They seem to 

have shared sets of secret rules and nearly imperceptible ways of communicating 
which lead to erratic, disturbing behavior." 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 



 
 
 

joytri  
Nov 25 

Life is just a series of obstacles 
preventing you from reading a book. 

 
 
 

girl-kendallroy 
Apr 7, 2022 

the line “your worst sin is that you’ve betrayed and destroyed yourself for nothing” is so raw you’d 
think it’s from a destiel fanfic or even hetalia but it’s actually from dostoyevskys crime and 

punishment 
 
 
 

 
EXACTLY ! 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

Avatar 



pyrrhiccomedy 
2d ago 

so judging by how astonished people are by it every time we explain it to anybody, it seems like my 
wife and I might really be onto something here 

during the pandemic, we invented something we call "astronaut time." 
when it's astronaut time, it's like we are two astronauts wearing the big helmets, moving around the 

station on totally separate tasks. one of us is outside the space station and one of us is inside the 
space station. our radios do not work and we have no way of communicating with each other. we 
might see each other through the lil porthole windows, but we ignore each other because we both 

have different things to do.  
"astronaut time" is how we get total privacy when we live in the same apartment. I will pretend you 

don't exist. You will pretend I don't exist. we have a nonverbal, zero-contact signal for when 
astronaut time is over (usually "I'll draw a smiley-face on the whiteboard in the kitchen when I'm 

done"). No talking, stay out of each other's line of sight, we are actively avoiding each other, unless 
you are currently experiencing a medical emergency goodbye.  

it has been. a godsend. imagine living with your partner and being able to close every single tab in 
your brain related to social interaction. no fear of being interrupted by a "hey, quick question--" or 
"sorry to bother you, but do you know where the scissors are?" or "did you want something to eat, 
too?" Once or twice a month, we look at each other lovingly, hold hands, and say "baby I think I 
need some astronaut time tonight," and the other person goes "okay cool. bye! have a nice night!" 
and nobody's feelings are hurt and we both go and have a lovely evening completely by ourselves. 

like idk it's a small thing but it's made our lives so much nicer, so if you and your partner/roommate 
are both people who sometimes need total privacy in order to recharge, maybe try it 

 
wizzard890  

2d ago 
I'm the wife in question and I cannot recommend this enough. When I told my therapist about 

astronaut time, she asked if she could share it with the couples she councils, so even the 
professionals give it two thumbs up. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

FONDERIA (acciaio) 
“Great video clip. I had a job once at the US Steel Pipe Works, Geneva Plant, Utah where I took 
“slag temperatures” before they sprayed “devils liquor” sump water on it to cool it down. I wore 
wooden shoe “clogs” to protect my shoes from melting (the same kind coke oven operators wear 
when servicing ovens). 24 hours after a “thimble car” dump of red-hot slag was made, I went out 
and traversed the dump site, measuring congealed slag surface temperatures, sometimes up to and 

exceeding 600 degrees F. I wore thick canvas over-clothes, but anywhere my body came into 
pointed contact with the canvas (elbows and knees) I would get “burned” because of the heat 

transferred from the canvas material through my regular clothes. The heat at breathing height was 
about 200 degrees F. I wore a face shield (clear) to protect my face from the heat and had to wear a 
scarf over my nose to prevent breathing in super-heated air. As it was, I still singed the hairs inside 

my nose if I inhaled a little too quickly.  
Imagine walking around inside a pizza oven, that is what it felt like. It dried me out, like desiccating 

me from the inside out breathing in all that super hot and dry air.  
Watching the thimble cars dump slag at night was one of the most incredible visual experiences I 

have ever had. The second after they tip a thimble, when the splash of red hot slag boiling down the 
slope glows intensely red, there follows milliseconds later, a “blast” of intense infrared radiation, 

that hits you in the face like a gust of hot wind.  
The sea-gulls around dusk, would often ride the intense thermals created by the super-heated air, 
drawing cooler air up from below the slag pits, combining with the hot air whoosh it would go, 

rushing up the precipitous cliffs, man-made mini mountains of slag, there they would fly along the 
thermals updraft about 100 feet up and nearly parallel to the rail car dump line. Their white 

underbelly’s “glowing” brilliantly orange, phoenix like they hovered there almost motionless 
reflecting the bright yellow-orange and red hues of the cooling slag. It was like they were on fire it 

was so bright in the fading light of day. It was the only beautiful sight to see in an otherwise 
desolate and foreboding wasteland of glassy rock-like congealed blast furnace slag.  

Geneva works is now defunct. 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

Everyone wants to commit a villainy without having to feel like a villain.” 
— Stanisław Lem, The Futurological Congress 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



She described family dysfunction as water. Some families are messed up in a waythat everyone can 
see the huge waves across the surface. 

Others are better at hiding it, but there's still a riptide that you can't see unless you're also in the 
water. 

Made me realize that trying to keep the surface from ever rippling doesn't erase what is happening 
underneath. 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

God told Job to come back when he could make a whale, so this is me...making a whale. 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

When medieval folks looked up at the sky, it wasn't with wonder or optimism. It was with the exact 
same boredom that we look at the sky with.  

"yep. It's the sky. Stars are pretty." 
The fact that they were seeing the divine clockwork of the universe was exactly as commonplace 

and uninteresting as it is to us. Sure there are some folks that really like the sky, some folks devote 
their lives to studying it, but to most folks it's just the sky.  

It wasn't wonderous or enchanted, it was just the sky. Yeah the heavens are a great machine 
powered by innumerable spirits. This was exactly as normal as the sky being filled with impossibly 
large and distant fusion reactors. The heavens were full of living spirits that tended to their divinely 

appointed tasks, and nobody really gave that much of a shit. 
-- cryptotheism 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

Describe yourself in 3 wordsthat first appeared in print in your birthyear: 
I am a knee-jerk uncompromisable bigfoot 

 
 
 

teaboot  
Jun 25, 2021 

A woman came into my work a little while ago loudly complaining about her (perfectly well-
behaved) son, saying how he was ten years old and didn't know how to listen, and I nodded along 
like "yeah I totally remember being that age", and she looks at me and goes, "no, seriously, he's 

Autistic," and I spread my arms and go, "Hey, same! Twinsies!" 
And this woman's eyes. My God, it was beautiful. She goes, "Really? And they let you WORK 

here?" 
And  then she turns back to her kid to nag at him and over her shoulder little dude and and I make 

what I can only describe as the purest form of eye contact I have ever experienced in my life 
She snapped at him to stop running around and hold still so I froze in place like a terrified statue 

and he copied me and we both grinned and he's my favourite customer now  
One experience that has not changed my whole life is the joyous vindication that comes from an 

adult communicating to a kid that yeah, you're not stupid, this other adult just needs to 
untwist their pants 

this post just made a full trip back to my dash and reading it over again two years later I feel the 
need to add that when this happened I was working as uniformed security personnel  

and I really really hope that the memory of "person in position of authority thinks that you're doing 
great and your mom is wrong about you" sticks in their head for when they need it most 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
--callmemaggie13 

 
 
 

“Another form of excess might be called omnipotent guilt, which rests on the illusion of control—
the illusion, for example, that we have absolute power over our loved ones’ well-being. And so, if 
they suffer or fail or fall ill in body or in mind, we have no doubt that we alone are to blame, that 
had we done it differently, or had we done it better, we surely would have been able to prevent it. 

[…] By blaming ourself, we can believe in our life-controlling powers. By blaming ourself, we are 
saying that we would rather feel guilty than helpless, than not in control.” 

 
— Judith Viorst, Necessary Losses 

 
 
 

appena trovato 

 
Silvia Gasparini <me@mazaher.org> 
 

10:18 PM (1 
minute ago)

to Emilia 

 
 

trascrivo: 
 
RIMEDIO contro il rimpianto 
 
“Another form of excess might be called omnipotent guilt, which rests on the illusion of 
control—the illusion, for example, that we have absolute power over our loved ones’ well-
being. And so, if they suffer or fail or fall ill in body or in mind, we have no doubt that we 
alone are to blame, that had we done it differently, or had we done it better, we surely 
would have been able to prevent it. […] By blaming ourself, we can believe in our life-
controlling powers. By blaming ourself, we are saying that we would rather feel guilty than 
helpless, than not in control.” 
 
— Judith Viorst, Necessary Losses 

 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

homunculus-argument 
 

You ever think supernatural creatures that consider humans potential prey have that "cat 
chases a bear up a tree"-thing? Like how bears, being an apex predator, have no concept of 

something that's sufficiently prey-sized deciding to attack instead of fleeing, and cats have no 
awareness of the fact that they can die. So every once in a while a cat and a bear come face to 

face in the wild for the first time. A bear doesn't understand what this creature is that isn't 
trying to flee, and starts sniffing. A cat doesn't understand what this creature is and decides to 

slap it. Utterly baffled, the bear decides it's best to get out of here. The cat starts chasing 
because obviously anything that flees is prey. 

Imagine having an Entity in your home that eats creatures like you, but has never caught a 
human before. It doesn't understand why this prey isn't trying to escape, the human is clearly 
unnerved by sensing A Presence but still keeps stubbornly sitting on the couch watching TV. 

The Entity moves a piece of furniture, making an eerie creaking noise, planning to raise terror 
in its prey as a way of playing with its food. But instead of even turning to look towards the 

source of the sound, the human just yells into the empty house: 

"WHATEVER THE FUCK JUST MADE THAT NOISE HAD BETTER FUCK 
OFF, OR START PAYING RENT." 

The Entiry freezes in place, and decides that whatever is going on, it's not worth the risk to 
find out. Better leave while it still can. 

 



 
 

questbedhead  
Feb 2, 2021 

My new, totally uneducated guess for why humans tell stories is to keep them from getting bored 
and cranky while following a gazelle for four hours. No deeper mystery or meaning. Some folk 
needed a distraction while they tried to catch dinner so they just made some shit up. The end. 

technicallyoneofakind  
The equivalent of listening and singing to songs on your way home so you don't fall asleep at the 

wheel. 
questbedhead 

For millennia upon millenia, humans have had to yell creatively to keep on task  
awaytoday  

theres a theory that the reason there are so many characters in folk tales who weave/spin is because 
weavers/spinners were bored while they were doing the repetitve work that doesnt require much 

brian power for experienced workers. e.g. the greek fates, rumpelstiltskin, sleeping beauty pricking 
her finger on a spindle.  

so the weavers/spinners were telling stories to pass the time and then they were like 'yo but what if 
WE were in it.' 

also interesting that making up a story as you tell it is called 'spinning a tale' 
nicolauda 

in Australian Aboriginal English, telling a story is also called "yarning." 
biggest-gaudiest-patronuses  

going back to the singing bit, there’s a LONG history of work songs--both singing and whistling--
being used by agricultural societies, hunters, sailors, etc. These songs could be used as a form of 
communication and time-keeping, but often also resulted in longer narrative songs involving folk 

tales & motifs.  
Most surviving work songs are only a few centuries old (such as Yankee Doodle, believe it or not, 
which probably started out as a 15th cent Dutch harvest song), but the practice itself is probably 

much, much older. As in, earliest-agrarian-societies old. As in, hunters-and-gatherers old. 
Interestingly, singing predates language (and may have contributed to the development of 

language), and probably predates Homo Sapiens--our hominid ancestors may have been singing and 
whistling for millions of years before our species even existed! But as language developed, you 

better believe we hit upon the kickass combo of song-as-a-form-of-storytelling, and have been using 
it ever since to keep ourselves entertained during work and leisure hours. 

 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
-- crevicedwelling 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

Alexander the Great didn't get that title by leaving people alone. 
-- cryptotheism 

 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 


