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REVIEW: CRASH 1996
A mound of stitched skin and a plastic leg brace pushed back until a ligament is stretched sore. The numb metal ball in his knee bores into the car seat. 

MELOPEPON (1.4) 
Today the Mule attends a class. Fitted with a saddle-back-pack, she passes the computer to the left and joins the heat outside. It smells of summer. She takes the bus to Asphalt, the capital city of Tar province.
Today’s Musicology lecture is dedicated to the percussion category. Percussion organology: idiophones, membranophones, aerophones, chordophones. Percussion instrument production, famous percussionists, percussion pedagogy, percussion semiotics … but into the second hour, Melopepon is unsettled: the professor theorizes about an observed synchronization of percussionists’ performances and their circadian rhythms. Melopepon notices a student tapping their pencil, a student bouncing their leg, a student’s blood pumping in their wrists, blood pumping in the Mule’s ears … Melopepon is sickened from fear. She sweats, afraid to make a movement that could disrupt the predestined intervals of the Absolute World Rhythm, causing a lawless eternity. The Mule is frozen for hours. Until a pain sears in her forehead, and she rushes to grasp at the curled bone growing from her head that knocks off her white-arctic-fox-fur-hat. But it recedes as soon as she moves. When she leaves the empty lecture hall, its acoustics amplify the clops of her hooves.
At home the Mule looks at her computer wallpaper. It is a quiet, cool oil painting of a woman in black next to a dark-wood piano. There are a lot of right angles. Hammershøi places his shadows arbitrarily. Then the Mule passes the computer to the left. 

CONTACT
You and I can meet if we follow the correct points in the chain. Use the address desk1ll@proton.me to e-mail me.
