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by Evelyn Taocheng Wang 



to school 
it makes me think of all the scrolls still rolled up 
i could hear my thoughts dub his words 
as he talked with a voice of old films where things happen 
to well-dressed warplane pilots in black and white. 
all across the country, people felt it was the wrong thing. 
all across the country, people felt it was the right thing. 
all across the country, people told people to leave 
i set out to acquire special skills that will enable me to do 
anything but what i do: scrape by 
i might be on a wrong medication

once i was crossing the street and hallucinated that  
my eyes had fallen out.  
i held up traffic while i patted the ground, searching for 
my eyes.
 
ain’t it funny how it happens 
ain’t funny ain’t it 
ain’t i fuckin it ain’t fun 
but it’s funny 
and it happens

on grainy, supposedly skin-softening swirls i rolled back 
and forth 
i breaded myself with ocean polluting micro plastic beads 
like a toxic schnitzel 
i read somewhere self care is not self-ish 
as long as one can interpret these innocent actions and 
self preservation tactics as somewhat feminist 
smart women who, coincidentally just like me, like to talk 
about their feelings  
coincidentally just like me, like to talk about this

sometimes we fuck up a hundred times in a row, get it 
right once, and call it a learning curve 
sometimes we fuck up every single time and than we call it 
a journey  
journey 
fuck ur journey 

no followers, following no one.  
whatever that meant.  
and ur updates, whatever those were,  
were protected 
ur probably playing playstation 
probably playing playstation 
probably playing playstation

regrets when you’re dead? a past when you’re dead?  
is there never any escaping the junkshop of the self?

click the link click it hard 
click the link click it so hard 
click the link click it hard click the link click it so hard 
click the link click it hard click the link i clicked that link 
so fucking hard 

we thought we had hit rock bottom, and then someone 
knocked from below 

i dillydallied at the mirror inspecting my naked body  
through the wafting steam. 
i dillydallied at the mirror inspecting my naked body  
through the wafting steam. 
some things don’t change and some things i’m sick of 
if u ask me nudity is powerful – but not necessarily  
empowering 
body – frankly i’m embarrassed to have one 

Leaning is the new sitting (2/2)

people think of themselves as better than average because 
they think of average as below average study finds 
polls confirm people r stupid  
study finds 
discover an assortment of gifts for a woman who has it all 
discover an assortment of gifts for a woman who realised 
she’s one in 7 billion 
what could she possibly want

the inventor of the fentanyl lollipop died.  
and salad making robot may cut germs and jobs 
jobs jobs jobs jobs 
adorable kittens with guns 
#catsofjihad 
rising sea levels threaten corgi 
and how to spot a psychopath 
watch live as baby turtles hatch! 
a few days ago we saw dozens emerge from under the 
sand – how many will we see today?  
cities are removing benches in an effort to counter 
vagrancy and crime – at the same time they’re adding them 
to make the public realm  
more age-friendly  
leaning is the new sitting study finds 
to a certain degree of scientific certainty 
horse shit

the honourable habits of those who lost their honour and 
habits 
cuz one must move constantly or die 
i told u to say goodbye, i told u to accept urself and burn 
that fuckin bridge down

sanctity sanity safety  
sanctity sanity safety  
sanctity sanity safety  
sanctity sanity safety 

it’s for the best, darling, in the end she was never really 
one of us

i might be clutching at straws 
biting my nerves down on my cold brew straw  
i’m at this new place that popped up, what seems to me, 
overnight 
it’s a tastier alternate-reality mirror world starbucks 
a bunch of cute shell shocked looking 
young dads  
barely old enough 
r queuing the line

sorry 
i just ramble, i talk because silence sounds fucked up 
and i often say “sorry” when i mean thank you 
it’s that contrast between things like “thanks for listening” 
and “sorry i’m rambling”, or between “thanks for  
waiting”, and “sorry i’m late”. 
i think a “sorry” is a token that was offered to ward off 
guilt and to keep others from being irritated with u 
but 
i feel like i was given only a nail-file and a sorry to cut my 
way out,  
u fundamentally untrustworthy  
me manipulative and apologetic 
u kept talking in this houellebecqian fugue of unhappiness  
and i kept saying sorry  
u see the problem is that u know all my buttons because  
u put them there 
the cat i let in, is eating a tea bag and i’m too torpid  

to stop her 
let alone kick her out 
child free  
loving it  
come at me 
i don’t make unhappy children  
i turn adults into unhappy children 
look what a wonderful job i’ve with us

eyes swollen shut 
i found out 
i court worry  
i seek it out

i spent the rest of that day online 
filling up baskets for kicks just so i can, all self  
co ngratulatory, empty them out 
to afford it i would have to get that deposit back 
my problem is that i’m too poor to afford it and too stupid 
to realise i’m not really missing it. 
and more pictures i see, more it’s fantasy 
a feeling peculiar in its falseness as it hardly feels fake 
fantastic

all aloof, slippery and impeccably prepared 
i set out to show others i get it, 
i get it 
i get it 
i get the joke, i get it 
i’m in on the joke 
i get it 
being in on the joke is the new status symbol 
i get it 
u see for many flamboyance is easy to fake 
and faith performed perfectly becomes fact 
irony consumed me and than purged me out 
if i let go of i now, will it let go of me? 
a benefit to having it is the deep reason i keep having it 
irony 
irony just like poverty lent my little dabblings a 
much-needed veneer of authenticity 
i really think i should just go go back fix all mistakes 
i ever made and erase myself 
get rid of meaning. your mind is a nightmare that has 
been eating you alive: now eat your mind 
i walked by continually beginning to fall forward  
jet bloated steaming nordic noir from bed on a farm 
now we care less, or are nicer 
and my doodlings still the usual free-form confessional 
stuff 
for whatever reason or lack of one, i’m fine 
and this is according to me, the world foremost expert  
on me 
i’m fine 
i chose a painless user experience over a paranoid one.

(gift someone one book)

nothing is ever so expensive as what is offered for free

my head resting dead on the bloated man’s chest,  
his head resting dead in his hands 
i’m so weak and frail now, thin as the skeleton of a cartoon 
fish left by a cartoon cat 
and i smell of fish cuz 
the cost of wifi was tea 
and i spent that afternoon in a seafood place drinking tea 
and i scrolled 
and i scroll 
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it makes me think of all the scrolls still rolled up 
i could hear my thoughts dub his words 
as he talked with a voice of old films where things happen 
to well-dressed warplane pilots in black and white. 
all across the country, people felt it was the wrong thing. 
all across the country, people felt it was the right thing. 
all across the country, people told people to leave 
i set out to acquire special skills that will enable me to do 
anything but what i do: scrape by 
i might be on a wrong medication

once i was crossing the street and hallucinated that  
my eyes had fallen out.  
i held up traffic while i patted the ground, searching for 
my eyes.
 
ain’t it funny how it happens 
ain’t funny ain’t it 
ain’t i fuckin it ain’t fun 
but it’s funny 
and it happens

on grainy, supposedly skin-softening swirls i rolled back 
and forth 
i breaded myself with ocean polluting micro plastic beads 
like a toxic schnitzel 
i read somewhere self care is not self-ish 
as long as one can interpret these innocent actions and 
self preservation tactics as somewhat feminist 
smart women who, coincidentally just like me, like to talk 
about their feelings  
coincidentally just like me, like to talk about this

sometimes we fuck up a hundred times in a row, get it 
right once, and call it a learning curve 
sometimes we fuck up every single time and than we call it 
a journey  
journey 
fuck ur journey 

no followers, following no one.  
whatever that meant.  
and ur updates, whatever those were,  
were protected 
ur probably playing playstation 
probably playing playstation 
probably playing playstation

regrets when you’re dead? a past when you’re dead?  
is there never any escaping the junkshop of the self?

click the link click it hard 
click the link click it so hard 
click the link click it hard click the link click it so hard 
click the link click it hard click the link i clicked that link 
so fucking hard 

we thought we had hit rock bottom, and then someone 
knocked from below 

i dillydallied at the mirror inspecting my naked body  
through the wafting steam. 
i dillydallied at the mirror inspecting my naked body  
through the wafting steam. 
some things don’t change and some things i’m sick of 
if u ask me nudity is powerful – but not necessarily  
empowering 
body – frankly i’m embarrassed to have one 

i’m an elephant entrapped in crystal 
the idea of becoming it is as vibrant as the prospect  
of failing it 
what shall i wear 
what shall i wear 
you can always tell something when a woman is overdressed 
either she’s an outsider, or she’s insane. 
i think she is insane 
i used to hear her cry in toilettes 
her body a limp rag wrung hard by the laxatives 
she would sit in parked cars with men 
felt like killing em, but didn’t want em to leave or die 
she’d break out in rashes, had to lie in cold baths. 
diluted and rediluted 
virtually, homephatic  
changed hands like a party joint 
i 
i think she’s stupid

sipping from her glass 
stretched her legs across his lap

i’m just trying to cultivate respect for those who can toss 
themselves around and assume new identities

maybe she’s a cave dweller and keeps tinfoil taped over 
her windows 
vibrating on her hitachi magic wand next to u smelling of 
ginseng infused lubricant

suspicious of popular culture but addicted to it 
in strange hours stoned roaming netflix  
sexy

maybe she likes 
shiny black things with superfluous zippers  
and after u two fuck maybe even neighourbs reach out  
for a cigarette 

u dont get to me! 
u wanna get to me? 
u dont get to me! 
there is no way for u to get to me

i thought small talk was too small  
i thought big talk was too pretentious  
and 
the only way out as waaaaaay, waaaay, out,  
or way through 
u think ur funny? 
u do think ur funny! 
ur not funny 
ur not funny ur hysterical
i watched your career dissolve and it fascinated me  
i watched your career dissolve and it fascinated me 

seeing into u  
or through u,  
dissolving u 
in order to find something else  
never mind what 
unlike u i rather be cold than sentimental, 
as far as i can tell 
for u,  
the broadcasting of sentimentality encourages a real 
release
and that’s great
but fuck that
sentimental is for pussys
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