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SIDEBAR:
DIGITAL TEXTS
Blogging, microblogging, social networks, genreless hypertext-infused écriture, all electronic 

communication (email, texting, cellphone/smartphone communications): because of our reliance on 

digital technology and networked experience, these entities clearly belong among hybrid forms, but 

their scope and dominance of the digital cultural landscape is so vast and immersive, they require 

their own critiques, historical and theoretical structures, and self-awareness. These expressions are 

the ever-expanding cyberverse, established yet in flux, creating their own arcs of formal development. 

And, like the current practice of ‘sexting-while-driving’, there are bound to be a few crashes. 

Have any of these forms achieved true hybrid status? At this writing, Twitterature (microblogging 

as microfiction, complete stories in 140 characters) might be a candidate, but the winning textual 

hybrid is likely the totality of the English language (sorry, French!) with its uncanny ability to absorb 

and assimilate the multiplicity of contemporary languages and usages (technical, social, informal, and 

inaccurate) into itself. 

case study: 
MICRONARRATIVES:
verbal storyboards
by SkyRon™ 

tranzMishunz™ (mmxi) by SkyRon™ is a collection of over 300 dream-like ‘verbal storyboards’.  

His intension was to create a foundation of quasi-narrative that could function as a verbal structure 

and jumping-off point for the performative environment: evocative imagery to be spoken, chanted, 

or sung, but not necessarily literally illustrated or produced as one would shoot a film; a world of 

engaging characters, settings, and actions, against which other visual and sonic realms can unfold. 

Many of these verbal storyboards were used in the early videojams of the experimental media 

ensemble meme™. These excerpts are presented in trialogue form: like the Burroughsesque cut-ups, 

they can be read vertically (as they were written) or horizontally across the page.

17.xii.09 

In this neat, new future 

they make it very easy for you 

if you want to use the suicide 

booths. 

They’re everywhere; next to 

bathrooms. 

The most popular brand is ‘Red 

Bullet’, 

where you have to turn in your 

driver’s license 

and other forms of ID, then sit 

down. 

Smile! 

 

The bathroom I try to use is not 

much better. 

Something rumbles from below the 

floor,  

pushing it up a bit—I’m not 

interested 

in finding out what’s down there, I 

leave. 

 

8.x.09 

And like so much 

in the experiencing of a life, 

this is broken into particles 

of unclear and multiple meenings. 

And there were cartoon animal 

characters— 

the dog, the horse, the rabbit, 

and a few others, 

that through a series 

of utterly implausible and 

physically impossible 

circumstances 

have all become stuck—heads 

embedded—in a door.

 

Rabbit to Dog, “Andrew, 

my mouth is really dry!”. 

Dog comments on the  

utter impossibility of 

circumstances 

that led to this. 

Horse, well, horse 

somehow breaks free 

18.vii.06 

An epic that I thought I saw before 

unfolds before my eyes, Matrix-like: 

The gang of young, beautiful 

protagonists is at it again. 

They’re pushing the laws of physics 

(daring them, actually) 

by doing super crazy shit 

like sending a 1934-D Jefferson 

nickel 

(yeah, I know they started in ‘38 

that’s why it’s pretty crazy) 

back in time twice, so it can land 

both heads and tails 

when it gets there. 

 

This, and all the permutations 

mapped to human bodies - desires, 

emotions, jealousies, power-grabs - 

are played out over the next 

twenty minutes, it seems. 

 

I don’t catch all of it, 

but I recall going back to E Town 
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I can fly from room to room if I 

use the ‘Blue Sky’ option, 

where you fly toward any 

representation of a blue sky, 

and that takes you to the next 

room. 

It doesn’t always work, however. 

In the study with all those Greek 

statues 

I land on the head of Venus, 

and expect her to fly me around 

but that, also, doesn’t happen. 

 

I blue sky into the next room, 

and then another, 

but that second room  

leads to a swimming pool 

that I enter from the bottom 

and I’m under for quite a while. 

I’m on my side, and see a toddler 

approach me. 

The kid blows air into my mouth, 

and I gush out quarts of liquid. 

I must’ve been a goner. 

 

So, my reward for being brought 

back to life 

is to clean the pool once 

everybody’s left. 

“Lots of watches here!” I remark. 

I pick up bunches of them.

Break time, so I go to the john. 

(This is where we came in) 

  

* * * * 

 

And then, I go with my 

doppelgänger or identical twin 

into town, up and down hills. 

We have to get rid of his 

BusHummer—it’s too gas-

guzzly— 

so we need to split up our clothes, 

and only take what we need. 

and bludgeons to deth 

one of the other animals 

stuck in the door - maybe a 

squirrel. 

(It’s really violent, 

involving a brick, 

and many bashings) 

 

The other animals, 

somehow now they’ve 

free from the door,  

but still can’t leave the house 

(maybe some post-apocalyptic 

scenario outside?), 

anyway, the next scene 

we see them all eating 

their meals of rice 

and hideous grey goop, 

which we all know  

is the horse. 

Bad Horse! 

 

But there are more human 

moments, too, 

involving humans, like me, 

and Frend lying, just lying, 

on the big comfy bed 

in the middle of the apple orchard. 

There will be more events to deal 

with 

in the house, 

but they won’t include us. 

Not us, not now.

27.vii.09 

He’s not in the practice 

of adding dreem-entrys directly  

into the text-body, 

But he does it today 

because he knows 

if the dreem is not honored, 

respected, 

made-something-of, 

it will return as a wild forest beest 

and wandering around a bookstore cafe 

with a pool table - how convenient. 

The wife spies a pudgy boy 

and says to me, “why, look! It’s - 

you know who it looks like!” 

“yes, but it’s not him, so leave him 

alone,” I urge. 

There are books to peruse, 

but these wanderings, these 

peregrinations accented by 

hints of cedar-wood 

and various lemon-scented 

furniture polishes 

just return me to home. 

Home is where the killer ghost-

bird robots are. 

23.v.09 

You might be the nude gal in front 

of yourself in line. 

You are in line to talk to the two 

producer doods 

at the artsy conference 

Everybody’s trying to see them. 

You also have on a nice suite and tie, 

and as you approach the doods 

The naked girl is not there. 

Like we all know,  

there was some confusion 

regarding who you are.

 

But now, you talk to the doods, 

they look at your badge,  

and then they talk to you  

from behind the little screen-

display 

that frames them like a traveling 

puppet show. 

“Yeah, I go to these conferences 

and write about blokes like you guys 

for more scholarly, academic 

purposes,” you say.

A suit for interviews, the leather 

jacket . . . 

No heavy winter coats—we can 

always get those off the homeless. 

3.xi.09 

Since everything occurred 

more or less 

simultaneously, 

I have to pull apart 

the fabric, the weave 

to tell you how it went down. 

 

Dawn and me in the shed 

barn, utility place. 

Some loudspeakers 

have loose pieces  

in them—must repair! 

But there’s an old 

Lorée there, too. 

I play it without reed 

and sound pretty good! 

I tell D how I’d be able  

to melt through a vat of butter 

with a bocal like that one 

(maybe this is an oboe d’amore?) 

and she tells me 

that that’s what I actually did for 

her 

that one time! 

Such a gentleman! 

 

And then next thread: 

Looking at the architect’s house 

And the trees—six trees 

in the front 

that enclose it like it’s behind 

prison bars: 

all spruces, and junipers 

(because we are at 

the corner of Spruce and Juniper), 

and I’ve gotta be thinking 

how utterly insignificant that is! 

 

of the mind or the hart or soul, 

And bite with those angry canines 

the flesh from the bone 

of the mind, or the hart, or the 

soul. 

(a pretty knarly metaphor – better 

stop that right now!) 

 

So what it is, 

is a complicated place, 

Many rooms, measured play 

of dark and intruding daylight, 

Dirty windows, edged in mould. 

Nothing really happens there, 

although 

T. is there, and she’s just hangin’ out; 

we talk. 

 

In one of the rooms 

(and this may have been 

in a different house or dreem) 

I lay on the bed with Nephew Stevie 

Whose body is big, round, 

corpulent, 

And patterned with reticulations 

like you’d get 

From a vellum-thin layer of 

unrendered animal fat 

Allowed to dry on the surface of 

water,

 

But there is multicolored neon light 

Pushing through these crackly 

breaks on his skin, 

Which is dark and shiny. 

He’s maybe ten or twelve, and 

extremely big for his age.

6.x.07 

These initial attempts 

to regain past glories 

after such a hiatus 

is necessarily brutal 

You lie. 

You go to conferences like this 

one 

hoping to get noticed by the 

people who run them 

so next year, you’ll be the star 

with lines of confusing, ambiguous 

fans 

waiting to talk to you. 

 

You remember, you recall 

all this has taken place 

in the same multi-level 

multi-room, multi-corridor house-

mansion 

where you stay, 

and where you’ve been exploring 

each night 

because it’s usually extremely 

empty 

and spooky, with many dark rooms 

and corners. 

You look in one room, 

hoping to see ghosts. 

Better, you see the two figures 

made of burlap bags stuffed with 

feathers 

and fashioned into scare-crow-like 

life-size dolls 

with blank faces 

(I mean, really blank faces, 

as in no eyes, mouth nose, ears. 

Nothing.) 

The figures move like in a horror 

film, 

that is, they move when you’re not 

looking at them, 

so you only notice their position 

has changed.

I dance the one outside 
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Rose is there, too. 

She’s not super huge, 

but still big. 

We view the house from the 

hallway/breezeway. 

 

And the next thread: 

Fading a bit, perhaps, 

like the darkness at dawn. 

Night washing away, 

revealing depressing pastels. 

So, there’s the booklet 

on travelling to England 

and observing all the local customs 

so you don’t offend anyone 

ded or living. 

It’s a lot of work 

A lot to remember. 

I don’t know if I’m up for it. 

 

In the booklet, the introduction 

discusses various bridges 

and the spirits of the bridge 

you must appease 

by not stepping on them 

or else some dumb statue 

of some forgotten royal rich dood 

whose nose you hafta rub. 

Stuff like that. 

Again, I’m so unmoved by it. 

The opossum was more interesting, 

both ugly, revolting 

and endearing, like a bit of 

the best of humanity 

shining through his ‘possum-ness. 

Anyway, the book concludes with  

several pages of lavishly appointed 

interiors, 

more houses of rich people, 

all in 17th or 18th or 19th century 

splendor, 

all so boring and old, 

but each one with a different lovely 

buxom and bare-breasted woman 

awkward, sloppy. 

a mess of garbled werdz/ 

possibilities of werdz. 

but the alternative 

is to leave nothing for no one 

forever—whoo, that’s pretty 

heavy, dude! 

 

OK, so we’re in france, 

looking as tourists look 

at the great cathedrals. 

touching the wise old structures, 

peering up to see 

where and how they lean a bit. 

Inside one of them, 

or inside the barn, 

we watch poop being hurled 

as the basic medieval weapon,  

loaded into cross-bows. 

We wait till the coast is clear 

before peeking around the corner. 

 

I’m carrying one plank in one 

hand 

as I work my way to the heifers, 

and intend upward entry 

to the hay maough (never quite sure 

how to spell that) 

Dad points out I’ll need to put the 

plank down first. 

Well, duh.

 

Little Feller, 

my steer from 4H days 

(which I never joined) 

agrees with him. 

 

Every cathedral is a barn, 

and every barn a cathedral. 

I miss that big old barn.

 

so I can rip it apart and burn it 

but maybe I’m being a tad harsh, 

and I can actually talk to these 

creepy things. 

 

And speaking of creepy things, 

guess who you’re talking to next? 

Yup, it’s that big old Lizard Mom 

With the three glistening black eyes!

 

Such iridescent, wrinkled skin, 

Such grace!

22.iv.10 

I know, I know. 

Collecting cadavers doesn’t really 

count 

as a hobby, but it’s what I do. 

I have four, so far. 

I pose them in funny positions 

and dress them up. 

 

Still, I’m also collecting 

plastic monsters 

and cartoon characters. 

I’ve just gathered a bunch 

of Hanna-Barbera specimens 

and I tell young house-mate-one-

eyed dude 

(because he has whipped cream 

or shaving cream or creamy 

plaster of paris 

in the other eye) 

that, because I don’t keep 

a regular, predictable 

schedule, 

“I see a lot of stuff 

other people don’t.”

10.iii.08 

Briefly, we see the lush meadows, 

pastures, very bucolic, 

before the screen skews to reveal 

that it’s just a painted backdrop in a 

sitting on each couch. 

A touch of class! 

 

But I page back to the cover 

past the lawn ornaments 

and historical sites 

of battles or duels over love, land, 

honor. 

Lots of fighting, always fighting. 

Always hot-blooded young men 

ready to draw a blade. 

It’s a wonder they all made it 

past adolescence, 

although certainly some did not. 

Past all that,  

to the cover of the booklet, 

the travel booklet, 

chubby, but fits in a pocket. 

Glossy color photos throughout. 

On the cover, 

a picture I took 

of a very pretty blonde girl 

in a deep blue dress, 

obviously great personality, 

winning smile, 

but she has like, 

three chins,  

and the chins morph 

into her neck, and the neck 

is really long, but partly concealed 

by some of the chins or other 

amplings of flesh. 

dark TV sound stage. 

(But it is very well painted - so 

realistic!)

 

Anyway, pan right  

In the dark studio, in a pool of soft 

light, 

Lounges in a barca-lounger 

Barak Obama, in a lovely lavender 

evening dress 

He’s distressed, holding his martini, 

and asking about: 

“Where is Oprah? Where is she??”

 

Pulling back, slightly,  

we see silhouettes of two 

producers or assistants, 

replete with headsets, 

microphones, clipboards: 

“Are you gonna tell him? I’m not 

gonna tell him,” says one.

 

“Are you kidding? I’m not going to 

tell him, “ says the other.

 

It’s evident that Obama has 

completely forgotten 

that he ate Oprah.

4.v.11 

We’ve walked into this rustic cafe 

because there’s a few hours  

before we need to check in 

to the hotel, or maybe a 

conference, or rehab. 

Waitstaff brings us a plate with 

a couple of pieces of bread, 

a slice of cheese, a leaf of lettuce, 

and we pick on that for about 30 

minutes. 

 

I’m looking over the menu,, 

I’d like something tasty, maybe 

a southwest-style chipotle chicken 

sandwich. 

That would be yummy. 

Instead, there are strange things on 

the menu: 

The Islamic meat-platter, featuring 

mice-egg-meats. 

They have ice-cube sandwiches, too. 

 

I’m trying to get the attention of 

the  

waiter and waitress, finally 

they both come over to my table, 

and I try to explain how it would 

be helpful 

if the menu was, maybe, magnetic, 

so you could 

stick magnets next to what you 

wanted to order, 

or maybe you could circle things 

with magic markers, or put a check 

mark 

in the box next to the menu item. 

 

“You’re pretty funny,” says the 

waiter, 

“Were your parents also funny?” 
I tell him, “Well, at least once!”. 

I’m not sure what I mean by that.
Excerpts from tranzMishunz™ 
(mmxi) reprinted through kind per-
mission of the author.


