
                       
 

 
 
 
 
Fanfiction:  The Last Days of Disco 
 
 
The gravest error is to be plain 
but dull goes with the territory.  
 
How can anyone talk so slowly,  
smile so sullenly, as Chloë Sevigny? 
 
If you made it all the way through  
the movie, text me & I’ll send  
 
both of you a Donna Summer LP. 
You know how sometimes when you  
 
kick at the metal grill covering  
the drain of an old plastic shower  
 
a glob of hair comes out & you  
stare at it through the water to see  
 
what color it is? Way more 
suspense than this picture.  
 
Even in your own shower. 
 



                       
 

 
 
 

 

 

 

Fanfiction:  Daughters of Britannia 

 

 

First an awful wind: the torches blew out and one couldn’t even slightly see what 
was happening. The track was built behind the Plenipotentiary’s tea garden. 
Chairs were brought in for two hundred because God’s Extraordinary Shadow 
Upon Earth was said to attend, but at the last moment begged off with a 
toothache. The rumor was he’d bitten down hard on a jewel in the seraglio. 
While there still was light the ponies were paraded in company, which made me 
morose because ours all had died  on the voyage out. The compound is now 
reduced to tennis for exercise, but the courts are at the Club so wives have 
strictly gardening. The Countess of Stair and Mrs. Vigor crush me with their 
superiority. Diamonds are my weak point: too many in one evening and I lose 
my internal sense of my priorities. Thank god Shags survived. He’s the only true 
friend I have. We’re so far away and there are no churches. I start to wonder if 
God will ever find me. The Secretary translated the names of this region’s 
prevailing diseases: Die-While-Standing, Shake-in-the-Wind, Eat Nothing 
Forever.  When the sea freezes we’ll have no deliveries for half a year. I’ve 
developed an unsuitable fondness for poker. In the next box please send black 
wool and muslin. It will take five months to reach us and by then several more 
here will be dead. 
  
 


