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_________________________________________________________________
(((((((((((((((((((((((((((Quinn’s))))))))))))))))))))))))))))))

___________________________________________________________________

“If I ever catch you in the gum again, I swear I- Fucking trampoline taper your fucking sequence until you approach a safe twin named RICHARD lifting tricycle from a green sky.” 
“He knows how to quit you.” 

“Savage ding-dong 'el be relieved to taper your frequencies into fucking green fucking house quiet with his tramps digging swift.”

“We’ll see you in the driveway.”

Chapels lie in the distance. Quinn swallows more Dramamine, laid out in a steeple, staring through quartz crystal with his laser eyes killing things with out his control.

“Kill.” Chapels, savory green chapels, replay of dodgers’ game, lights are green.

“Kill.” Light is green. The Driveway has weeds growing out of cracks in it. Steep hill leads to the Chapel. His brain smolders.
“Kill.” 'He Richard’ is lifting a symbol out of a safe, he Richard turning to the camera showing us what he found in the safe.
Light is green, Dodgers’ game, the steeple walls. Tricycles rolling away, into the folding orange sky, piling thick in the horizon into a heap near the fence in the forest, He Richard lifts a tricycle out of a safe.

“I'm doing the 'evidence room' opening tonight, approaching dark hours.”
“QUA! -Waits! -QUAITS-!” Replay. A green dodger’s game... 
Quinn’s arm dwindles, a driveway.

Quinn’s arm is a driveway. A dwindles arm driveway, where He Richard HE and his tramps taper at a frequency. 

The tramps shout up at Quinn. 

They pull words from the safe of Quinn; his chest comes out a tricycle.

“Tricycle!” “Tricycle!”

“Tricycle!”

“Tricycle!”

“Tricycle!”

The Dramamine speaks up. Quinn’s mouth opens. 

“Quit it you ding dongs!” 
His head rises up from the duct tape mark shaped in an ex to the burning smoke sky and his teeth are examined. He laughs a big and soldered formulae kind of laugh to himself, so the on looking gadgets built out of no how and whatnot, could get a good long look of what inside he had in store for them, the laughter bruising the outer edge of their tight grey suit jackets enough to deflower a corpse. 

The shape of the town they were living in, a mere hologram, or representative of how much putrid fur and cheese lingered inside that smile, shaped around the mattress of the sky, where broken bodies of the fallen Dramamine angels writhed and curled in epileptic vertigo, the torn up firmament torn through the thin skin of the angels drawing blood to the surface, to the pavement, it whispers. 

He Richard He and his tramps in the grey suit jackets need a new twist, another turn so their head lifts go right. 

‘I’m not going to fucking crank their thing,’
Quinn pushes the he Richard he doll, and the wooden parts and his grey suit jacket clang down, sounding shattered on the cement driveway. 

Quinn’s, always dropping down from the Steeple, their long bubble gum legs stretching out brown, dotted with hair.


 Quinn’s laser eyes emit the smell of death, crushing the sidewalk into broken bits of mucus.
 “I feel really sexy right now. When I touch my hair and my skin, watching from say, a mirror, I see my body and want someone to have sex with me. When I bend down to touch my feet I smell my skin emitting sweat and I want to fuck somebody who smells like that, like sweat.” The he Richard doll lies in the three other dolls, in the rays, somehow unaffected by the smell the laser’s put off. 

“- Fucking trampoline taper your fucking sequence-!” Quinn struggles and says, stuck at the end of his stretchy brown legs.  At the steeple his feet clutch a short rope attached to the bell, one knot around one foot and the other foot looping around the steeple structures. 

In another reality, He Richard he and his tramps are marching up the way, through the forest and Quinn’s got a bubble of snot in his nose, lying in his stomach fluid made early on. 

In another reality He Richard He and the tramps are burying Quinn beneath the driveway, the tramps still have on their grey coats and swing back and forth big pick axes, breaking up the concrete.

He Richard he screams like a Nazi, he looks like a Nazi, a tiny mustache just like Hitler (the Nazi) and he just like Hitler is a most industrious person (bad doll) and has set up the crank needed to constantly re-wind the spinner on his back portion. 
But next to that reality is Quinn’s reality, an unfortunate one for the spinner doll, and the tramps. 

In that reality, Quinn has got it all figured out, the map of the town he is currently spitting out from inside of his smile, into a puddle on the ground of the driveway. 
“You’re a lousy goddamned babysitter,” he says after almost choking these words up with the rest of the town maps. 

He seems to be referring to himself, although there is a quick significant glance to the tramps huddled around He Richard who stands in place with one leg off the ground. 

The driveway reflects a bit of the wood which was used to make the doll. 

*

*

*

___________________________________________________________________________________

(((((((((((((((((((((Pepperoni.curtain)))))))))))
______________________________________________________________________

“Let’s just, ah pull these up here,” 

The sagging curtain lay near the concrete, following the narrator through the picture, through the pepperoni stuck to the threads of its weave. 

“I can’t even really tell what were looking at here.” In thin reality, next to one of Quinn’s realities, there are three long fellow George Towner’s leaping through the stereo phone, that means that the clock in the picture is seen, but nothing surrounding it on the table really, or that means that the two George’s (George Towner’s) feels all wound up and ready, this reality stinks. 
Back a step, the last reality, the real reality, the three dolls.

(((((((((((888888888888888888888888888))))))))))))))) Oh, okay. Three realities backwards, stretching like bubble gum, seventeen sticks pre-chewed, from the steeple to the driveway. 

Pulling open the curtain (pepperoni curtain, beef curtain.) clearing out the cobwebs with a long stick, Quinn has twins of Quinn, or one other Quinn, or maybe Quinn has twins. 

Three realities forward Quinn and RICHARD, one versus the other, one on the vomit cured floor (Quinn is dying in Dramamine HELL-UCINATION spinning the turn knob for he Richard he (doll) just like a good little hallucination should; Quinn holds on tight, as the doll pulls back a large wooden curtain, turning it velvet red with tiny wooden fingers. 
The light reflects of f of the red pepperonis against the wood made to look like skin. Orange sky on a horizon, silhouettes of grave markers against its sky like oranges layered up over each other, and then pissed on and had dirt thrown on there, people started raising children and goats, the goats accidentally shit in the ground, infecting the water table, the children started shitting in toilets, the toilets used waste five gallons of clean drinking water. 

The earth turned black, the sky orange for some reason, like oranges layered up over each other, and someone pisses on them and throws dirt on them, all over again. 

And so, the three dolls in one reality found themselves burying the human, Quinn, and the sky was orange there, the earth black. And in another real place, Quinn is stretchy- stretchy, and he kills off the wind-up tramp dolls and their leader He Richard He, with his bare hands. 
*

*

*

________________________________________________
 ((((po.LICE))))))))))))))))))))))))))

________________________________________________
A cop car arrives at the front of an abandoned residence, parked in the street near the family mailbox, worn down so that it reads partially three letters of the Jefferson, rather than the full eight. 

The cops step out into the patchy grass overgrown in the driveway, one cop referring to his dispatch, and the other two hiking up their pants to get a better grasp. 

The cops walk to the front entryway, where spiders web every nook and cranny, and the one main cop looks down and squeaks a board on the front porch, watching as a nail goes up and down in the rotting wood. 

The other two go around back with heavy black metal flashlights, aimed aggressively straight at the ground, theydisappear around the back of the condemned building. 


“Yeah, copy that.” The one on the front porch says, setting the receiver down after. The two around back had just told him that they were inside and would be exploring the rooms. He needed to be watching out for anything on the front porch. 

Police officer number one, all alone in the moonlight refracting from his patrol car window, stands there clutching his light. Virtually nothing like this had happened in his town before, not even something close to this. He watches as the two other cops walk through inside, flashlights forming the only view of the stuff inside from pitch black, his own light waves around, throwing light off into a direction ahead, where there are an array of random objects, one of which is a purple umbrella. A box of toys covered in a thick net of spider webs lies next to the umbrella, and a stack of mail piled up next to that. 

He sees inside as the two others pursue their victim that there on one wall above the mantelpiece fireplace that there above is a mask painted with clown makeup, it is a mask he feels like he has seen before and he temps himself to tap on the window, but decides against dealing with the two others. 

In a dream, maybe a place between rest and dream, somewhere in the middle, a mask atop a mask, atop a mask, on down the line, there is something he remembers and clicking the light off, he decides on tapping the window. 

The two inside turn instantly, jostled, they are almost afraid. 


“What?” One shouts through the dirty microphone on his belt radio. 


“That clown face, can you get that down, I think we need that…” 


The one rookie cop laughs in the back ground, walking up to the mantle piece and taking down the clown mask. 

In an alternate, these three cops are the victims of a terrible crime, the eyes looking out through this clown mask come alive only when played the song.

And in the evidence bags, in the rows of storage, that specific song happened to be playing over the radio on a jimmy rigged set of speakers that the rookie’s have set up, and the mask opens its eyes, underneath the thick plastic evidence bag, with the set of evidence checklist numbers printed onto it. And the eyes melt steel. Adjustable parts from an old clown doll  found in a garage sale, 25 years ago. 
In this reality, the rookie puts the mask on, holding it up with one hand over his face, and holding the beam of light underneath for effect. He even adds a little boo, just to be playful and cheesy. The cop on the front porch asks for it to be catalogued, and Joey Ramirez, (the cop training the rookie) stands frozen, looking at the mask over the rookie’s face. He stares at him; his hand pressed down on the radio button, so that all the cop on the front porch hears is static and the rookie making writhing noises as he dances around the room, circling the green couch and laughing loudly,  so that the speaker on the receiver almost pops.
(((((((((
(((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((

((((((((((((((((((((((I’m coming for you))))))))))))))))))))))))))))))))))))))))))))))))))))))))))))))

((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((()))))))))))))))))))))))))))))))))))))))))))))))))))))))))))))))))))))))
A raspy, cold  voice comes through the static, loud enough that even the rookie hears it. Hunching over, a dark figure stands in an alternate; in a 50's telephone booth, clutching a device in carved redwood fingers, that resembles short wave radio technology. Shattered, long, sharp teeth jut from beneath his mouth and a great darkness, a shadow surrounds him with thick hands, the sky behind the phone booth made of dark writhing angels. Some groan as he whispers into the speaker. 

“Did you hear that?!” Joey shouts, crackling over the line and booming through the window. The rookie drops the mask on the dusty carpet and doesn’t take the time to inspect the pattern of the weave as he bends down and picks the clown face doll mask off of the ground and bags it up, under Joe’s flashlight. 


“Did I mention that it is freezing in here,” Joe says, letting go of the radio after, allowing it to drop into his holster. 


John, the cop standing out on the porch is laughing, a little snorting, a little chuckle, not one of them has any idea what is about to unfold.
A kid walks by clutching a skateboard on the street. The seasons are approaching fall. Halloween is near. The houses around the neighborhoods are already decorated with cardboard cutout pumpkins, dangling light bulbs with witches and broomstick; sheets with eyes poked through with scissors hang in trees. 

John looks back at the house at which he is posted on watch and then looks back down to where the kid with the skateboard had approached on foot. In the distance a ricocheting skateboard lands on the ground and rolls through the night. John watches the road as a spider builds a web in an old potted plant that has since died, the web creates a neat silhouette, one of which uses the light of his patrol car refracted off of the street light for background, and John watches the spider stop, pausing for a long time and then waiting, probably for a bug.

The flashlights points out from the upstairs bedrooms, flashing into the front yard where an old tree looks like it wilts where the light touches it. John follows the two detached blue lights as they ascend up the tree, casting a shadow of one branch onto another. The guys at the station had been calling him “the creative,” and some of the old timers called him the “fish Picasso.”
He knew there was no hope here, that they had no clue where to look and they were either in the wrong spot, or that this had become too cryptic to unfold. And with a crime like that, so rare in its nature, it almost always lead to Pandora’s box when you opened it, out comes the devil himself with a band of gypsies, a string of dead bodies popping up out of every river in north America, a terrible code to work out, this couldn’t be happening. Just the fact that they were all done in the same way made it obvious enough to him. But still, there was no end. He had recognized this early on, that there was no such thing as an end. 

This installation artist had been setting up private shows, he sent in postcard invitations for them, with names like: "The fingerprint house," “Evidence room,"  "taking apart old people." It seemed his M.O. to find innocent people, kill them, and then steal their houses. Houses to set up the private shows in, using their junk around the house mixed with DNA strands he took off the victims: blood, skin, whatever he could find  for the final touches. What kind of sick game would this become? How long had he been doing this, and what could they do about it, except for take the invitations and arrive at the scenes to collect evidence.

This phsycho had to leave a fingerprint or two lying around somewhere during these break-in’s; that was all they had so far. 

In an alternate the three cops find a series of fingerprintshidden under a box, in the attic; which they get heated about, just to find that these fingerprints matched the victim’s bodies, and none of the suspects. 

An installation of fingerprints,just like the flyer said: left to remain until July 27th, show opens June 29th. 

It was july 27th, and no sight of this guy. Maybe the skateboarder.

The post card dropped by three weeks later, landed on the chiefs desk with a series of fingerprints as well as black light ink printed on a white card, which he threw away. 

In an alternate, described as an insect eye view, but one not at the whole center, one symmetrically left to the right reality, viewed through this insect eye, Quinn stretches out his body over the driveway, where a grave is being dug, where the same grave has been dug in different realities similar to this one for the last ten years. 

In this reality, Quinn hovers over the wind-up tramp dolls and the he Richard he doll, trying his secret flee punch on one of them, which in this stage, realm, or reality has been happening for, God, ten years now; slow motion though, happening in very long extended slow motion. 

He winds the toy up just a smidge, watches it deal out its garbage mouth and then it unwinds down back to the frozen spot it was lingering in, excerpt for this time one arm is up straight, where one arm was down.


 Quinn, in one reality, plays with the he Richard he doll, and in another reality he is under the he Richard he doll and the tramps, dealing with one oxygen passage versus another, dying. Breath being covered over with dirt, with soil, with earth, Quinn is being buried in one very blurred reality.

Just different parts and paths blocking in an agony, a sound that reverbs yellow and green, the color of genius, this whole thing of dying like it is always, like it always is, you just cannot do anything about it, you had two choices, maybe even four or five, now you have one choice, just one, and then no choice, death. (The fact is that we have one fucking choice, not plural, not choices. 

In an alter on the side hills, Quinn lies permanently stuck to the reverberations of an awful drug, the one which feels completely normal in the visual stimuli, but his head thinks, drifting down the alter over the corner, his face contorting into dream-like features that he might see piles at the bottom of the steel chapel. Piles and piles of drool lining the grass with blue wax from a burning light were pooling in another reality. The inverted wax inside water falling through in slow mouthfuls of a gasping high plane, dropping funk into fuel and fissures orange and dull glazed by thin membranes of dull clarity funneling into and around the blend, the blob growing human in iron nitrate, a clear fuel surrounding a Satsuma, one peeled and set aside, another peeled and then set aside the first orange, soaked in iron nitrate, dropped inside the pool and slowly, ever so slowly the mixture stirred with iron nitrate and a breath, like a stir stick, a breath moving this to and fro, near and far, through and through, dripping orange, dropping blue, soaking and clear, a fine distribution. 

Quinn stepping out of one stirred up reality and standing soaking wet in another, puddles on a bridge used to clear the gap, dripping and he steps effortlessly into the other dilution, another reality where blobs drop from above and soak, drifting by to the footfalls in the burned char. His feet are recognized as bloated skin. 

A cucumber being turned into a pickle, he stands bloated in his new reality where he had been standing before, but on another side of it, a side where intense Dramamine breath was all he could inhale. This reality coming equipped with that same orange sky, now adrift in a place from the blob of orange wax in the light.  In from the deserted black hills, silhouettes rise from out of the horizon, steeple crosses, grave markers and burned trees, or the skeletons of them lingering half alive in the plain, burned down field. 

There are moments of a devastating crawl to the sun. Quinn on both sides of the mirror, (one of which constructs a diamond) drags yellowing limbs to the grave markers and sun light bent over the burned trees. One Quinn touches the roots of a tree as he approaches, the other grasps white picket fence, nailed  together to shape a cross. Both Quinn’s have a good sight on one another, as if these two have understood fully some twisted reality of obscure twin crawl a light. 

It is a set up the way everything has come together for the Quinn’s. More and more somewhere they should never be. The place they will become narrow is enclosing, alien around the corner just over the burnt umber hills, a young girl's death is lied out, resembling a perfect set up, where Quinn will become a depraved and awful thing. Her hands are lying there in bones and in a field of vultures just on the other side of the cross; the Quinn’s approach the steeple and break down the door, where a room emits the particles of dust into the air

*

*

*

“We’re coming down.” 

Joey grabs the radiogram off his belt and presses the button.

“Yeah, copy that,” He says mildly into the microphone, looking at the metallic mesh over the speaker. 

Flashlights follow, blazing through the house like a stomach filled with coffee, and spitting them out into the backyard, fused to the evidence bags, like two burglars. The two cops stumble over newborn mushrooms that have popped up in the side yard, chief knocking one of the caps off of one mushroom and squishing it with his boot. 

In an alternate, Quinn steps inside the muggy chapel, brushing dust off of his flannel jacket, so that some of the particles land in the other Quinn’s eyes. Neither of them has noticed the other, and neither of them will find it odd when they have, but it startles Quinn when he hears his voice detached from his person, followed by a sneeze and laughter similar to his own coming from somewhere in the darkness behind him. 

____________________________________________________________________________
((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((***88888888***)))))))))))))))))))))))))

_____________________________________________________________________________
Quinns.
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