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YOU ARE RECEIVING THE NEW JERSEY MOTOR 
VEHICLE COMMISSION’S MANUAL FOR DRIV-
ING; or, transstigmata, AKA SOURCES SLIGHT-
ED #3 BECAUSE...

( ) you helped
( ) you encouraged
( ) you are trying to learn how to drive
( ) you are failing to learn how to drive
( ) you are a government official and i am giving this to you in 
the hopes that you do not sue me
( ) you are my friend
( ) i want you to be my friend <3
( ) you paid me cold hard cash
( ) you know which source i am slighting at present
( ) you need an oil change
( ) you want to pretend to leave
( ) and then, you want to meet again when both our cars collide.







If I want a new-modern-contemporary body, 
I have to buy one. You empower yourself 
through medical, cosmetic, and cos-med-
ical mutilation. Everyone is complicit, 
guilty. We continually create and uphold a 
standard. The standard then replaces the 
self-identifying perfection due to the sim-
ple truth that all beings want to be loved.

You are the standard and the perfection. 
You are  complicit and guilty. 
You want to be loved.

Alchemically speaking, the perfect body 
is that of the hermaphrodite; the inter-
section of maleness and femaleness, 
the eclipse, the sexual convergence, 
the Transsexual, the car crash, Christ. 



BALLARD SAID THAT; 
“IN TWENTIETH-CENTURY TERMS THE 
CRUCIFIXION, FOR EXAMPLE, WOULD
BE RE-ENACTED AS A 
CONCEPTUAL AUTO-DISASTER.”



One can easily draw a line between the wounds of 
Christ, the naked body and the juxtaposed vagi-
nal-wound, the car crash, and the hermaphroditic 
eclipse. Alchemically speaking, the Transsexual is the 
car-crash body. The reconstructed (perfected) remains 
of the injured (the dead). In the twenty-first century, 
the car-crash has become child’s play. Decadence is no 
longer anything but reality. If you have reached an ide-
al, philosophically, as a society, how do you then use 
it? The car has crashed and the victim is nothing but a 
martyr. We have finished with the mythos and moved 
on to the post-folkloric scar that is the constructed and 
technological body, the convulsed metal which bites 
and scratches what you call reality, the blood dripping 
on decadence, the sex-fluid secreting out from the 
genitals and onto the bed, the skin, the machine you 
call friend, lover. Except this is only true in the mind of 
those who inherently have the perfect body, the perfect 
soul.

Saying “the” implies that there is only one perfect 
body: this is untrue. Bodies fit together over and over 
again in their differences in every way from societally 
to sexually. Penetration is about understanding, can-
nibalizing via mucus glands, fingers, and cocks. The 
machine of which you know every crevasse and curve, 
every idiosyncrasy, it may as well be your lover. You go 
to work at the machine every day to either fuck or get 
fucked. The worst part is that you’re so good at it, dear. 
Just like that. Slip into something more comfortable, 
get some grease on your hands. We need to look under 
the hood in order to understand what’s going on, is 
that okay? Take your worn hands and push until you 
find what’s causing my problem. Right there. Just like 
that, baby. You know where it belongs because you’ve 
done it a dozen times. 
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