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Just fragments, really, on the end of things.

Sheshanaga bobs about in the cosmic ocean of milk and thinks it might be nice to stretch before
a nap, 1 begin, attempting to conjure underwhelming images of the end of the world to make
it fathomable.

Maybe it must be like when you kill yourself in over and over in layered dreams because it's
scary and you need to wake up.

And what of that dreadful trope from supernatural romance anime in which you find each
other through time and space in parallel universes and in multiple rebirths? I think I like
finite love.

And what of rat snakes who eat themselves up by the tail?

And of the very last cheetah on the Indian subcontinent, shot to death by Maharaja of Koriya
(the abolition of privy purses upset him, I suppose)? There must have been an exhilaration in
its last race. I wonder if it was lonely for a long time.

The dodo, that famously extinct (and flightless) bird whose claim to fame is engineering a
race in which everyone wins in an unhinged little story, was eaten up because it was unafraid
of humans.

It lived on the beach and I suppose it looked out over the horizon and squawked ineffectually
as they figured out the most efficient way to wring its neck.

My mother told me that when she was a
child she'd often find dead bees on her
windowsill. Of all the insects she disliked it
most when the bees died. She had four
children and yet she couldn’t bear to touch
the soil. With no one to bury them in the
ground their bodies remained on the
windowsill until the wind blew them away.

My grandmother feels like she’s suffocating
when her windows aren't open and my
father can’t open even his curtains. Any sign
of outside life would disrupt his plastic
plants.

A few weeks ago | bought a new plant,
which | move compulsively around my
apartment looking for the best light. | dreamt
that it had grown two meters and was strong
and healthy. But it had lost its flowers.

With the plastic and the sterile plant there
was nothing for the bees to pollinate.




