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O1 and O2 rob a bank and leave in a hacked
car with a black duffle bag.
With 6 holes in the roof from anger, Tanla continues to laugh.
O1 and O2 drive for an hour. They pull
over at Café Nowhere where O2 heads to
the bathroom while O1 selects a booth.
O2 enters the bathroom and stands in
front of an etched mirror where she suspects herself. She leans forward and exhales, making her reflection disappear.
O2 reaches for her left eye and loosens
it with a turning motion until it pops. She
places it on the least dusty corner of the
enamel sink and reaches into the round
hole where she locates two strings.

She unknots them, then releases.
Her left arm drops to the ground with a
soft thump, the two strings flowing before they hang down her torso.
O2 bends down to collect her arm. She
turns around and walks to the second
bathroom stall, gets on top of the toilet
seat from which she stuffs the arm down
a narrow space between the stalls.
The bathroom door whooshes.
O2 turns her head and catches a glimpse
of a woman in a long coat entering the
bathroom and then the sixth stall.
Off the toilet seat, O2 shakes imagined
dust off her paw and walks back to the
sink where she collects her eye and puts
it back into the hole.
With her remaining arm, she pushes the
bathroom door open.
O1 turns his grey-blue head as O2 re-enters the café where low frequency metal pop is playing, and says something like:
– Where’s your arm?

O2 squeezes down onto the narrow booth
bench, bunts O1’s snout, and pours a cup
of ALMOSTcoffee®, her eyes gliding left
to make sure she doesn’t spill on the table cover.
It’s pale pink and polymer-coated.
60 seconds pass.
O1 reaches into the bulky duffle bag
full of dollars and takes one, holding it
in front of them between two claws:
– I personally collect hell objects.
O1 and O2 look at the muted TV while they
empty two steamy bowls.
O1 places the 20-dollar bill on the table.
They step out onto the checkered floor.
They leave.
Outside, frost gleams. The car door handle thuds and dumps snow on O2’s paw.
She licks it off. The blue hour ends.
In the car, O1 and O2 fall asleep.
Two hours later, they pull up to a grey

building that says Motel. O1 wakes up to
the extended beep of arrival.
O1 closes the car door gently not to
wake O2.
A texted plate is bolted to the cement
wall next to the concierge window. The
motel is to be converted into a storage
facility after the passing of the 01-066
Commemorative Love Act, the regulation
of personal relations. The manager is
watching a game show, bothered by the
sudden visitor.
O2 runs after O1, and catches up to him as
he pays and receives the key.
– XL, room 8102, the manager says, before
he shuts the glass hatch and returns to
the game show.
O1 and O2 make two turns, go up two
flights of stairs, then along an exterior
corridor. The moon plays on their dustyblue furs.
O1 turns the key to THE room. Attached to
the key dangles an oblong metal plate
engraved The Octagon.
The space is mostly empty. O1 and O2 are

very large. They bend down and enter
the room where a ceiling fan is rotating
though the temperature is below zero.
O1 brushes over the touch sensor from
old habit but there are no lamps in Xerotown.
They let their garments drop to the
floor before they fall onto the bed. They
change opacity with the fuzzy glow of aN
LED banner across the motel, scrolling
and fading, repeating the same message.
– Are you dehydrated too? O2 gets up,
opens a small freezer and swallows a
PureH2O® tablet.
O1 shakes his head. A cockroach emerges
from the dark and lands on the tip of his
ear, causing it to twitch. Tumbling backwards, it falls through the air on which
it continues to a narrow crack in the
large window and continues outside.
Wind catches the cockroach’s wings. It
enters another narrow crack two levels below, leading to the concierge’s
glass box. The game show has been replaced by BDSM hour but is interrupted
by a detergent commercial. The cockroach buzzes onto the counter where it

spends the next two days.
O2 enters the bathroom. Sounds from the
underground are making the blank surfaces roar. A different cockroach than
the one that landed on O1’s ear is detaching her ootheca in a recessed medicine
cabinet.
A soft voice enters the room:
– You have a new memory.
– R-B-T-M-X, O2 spells, and turns a grooved
chrome button in her neck until it snaps.
She lowers her arm and looks at the detached button in her paw. She steps into
the box to pee.
O1 appears in the door with a bed sheet
draped over his shoulders.
O2 turns her head. She points in the direction of the exterior corridor with her index claw.
O1’s ears pull back as steps approach.
Someone knocks at the door.
O1 drapes the bed sheet around his waist,
walks across the cement floor, unlocks
and opens the door.

A woman with long, center-parted hair
stands outside.
– Yes? O1 says.
– Nouk, the woman says, and stretches
her hand toward O1.
O1 wrings his right paw free from the bed
sheet and shakes the woman’s hand. She
smiles inconclusively and makes a hand
gesture as if to wait a second.
With her other hand, she fetches a pamphlet from a large pocket in her coat
and hands it to O1.
O1 grabs the pamphlet. room 8102, it reads
in a debossed font across a negative cover.
O1 mumbles a thank you and shuts the
door. He drops the pamphlet on the floor
before he gets back into the bed where
O2 has returned.
O1 puts his paw on O2’s hip, rolling her
onto her side. He strokes the two strings
from O2’s armhole in slow, steady movements, licks her shoulder and locates
an indent. An elongated crease opens between O2’s shoulder blades, revealing

dry interiors. O1 rubs it open.
Inside is dark-blue and dusty. O2 turns
around, ROLLS O1 on his other side and locates a similar crevice between his shoulder blades. They separate and close in
this way until they sleep.
It’s low underneath the large bed.
Breathing forcedly slow, the woman
from before drags her body soundlessly
across the cool floor until she reaches
the open space.
Getting up on her two legs, she walks
across the room, stepping over the pamphlet and dark pools of garments. She
collects the car keys from a porcelain
bowl next to the freezer and a populated grey rotary phone. From the door,
she turns around, looking at O1 and O2’s
sleeping bodies, rising and falling rhythmically but not in the same tempo.
A motel tarantula watches them from the
outside while puffing on a vapor. It names
the moment Mu.

