


THE AGENT’S LETTER
I write knowing I will have to hide this. 
The situation I am living is not what I think it is. 

Where to begin… The habits of our lives make us presume that things will happen in a certain foreseeable way, 
that there will be a vague coherence. This is my attempt to leave a description for the attentive, to obtain a list 
of objects, situations, facts about a reality that appears to be changed.

I can hear the sound of many footsteps, upstairs and downstairs, are they fading away? I’ll write quicker. Or 
is that machinery? I can hear the hum of it, a ghost machine. It reminds me of a game I used to play when I 
was little, I’d look at the pictures in my books and stare at them for a long time, new objects kept appearing in 
endless succession.  

Of course I have no measuring device. The appearances and disappearances, the disruptions and ruptures, 
almost everything in fact does have an explanation. Look left. 
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THE PARK BENCHES
Each bench has two pairs of headphones.

As you sit on the bench, a witness testimony will start to play.

The testimonies will shift from one to the next, based on your move-
ment on the bench.

Small fidgets, a leg twitching, or shifting your weight will adjust what 
you hear.

Please remember to leave the headphones as you found them for the 
next visitor.

Sound generously provided by



AGENT: Are you referring to the lab? 

MISTER MISTER: They are distorting firmament. They are implanting, incepting, impregnating, they are breath-
ing fire and digesting air. Tubes, wires, rivets, engines, whirling through the night into the ground.

AGENT: Who is They?

MISTER MISTER: The family. The parents and child. This family is the cradle of the world’s misinformation. Meld-
ed from noise and the heat of being. Perhaps even something deeper like the need to survive. Small errors grow 
heads, fictions proliferate. Not to know is a weapon of survival. Magic and superstition become entrenched as 
orthodoxy of the clan. The family is strongest where reality is most likely to be misinterpreted. 

AGENT: You are referring to the family?

MISTER MISTER: Yes. They make their own disasters.   

AGENT: What kind of disasters do they make? 

MISTER MISTER: We all devise our own demise. They build machine for distortions. I saw it all start. Disguise 
is how we survive; this is the nature of our species. 

THE DRIFTER
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THE STORM CHASER
ELI: According to the regulations of the space, I must decontaminate and seal upon every entry and departure. 
It’s a formality at this point- there are seven layers of mirrored titanium seals but I never skip the process. I’m 
overly cautious… and I love the smell of bleach.

AGENT: Did you see anything? 

ELI: Seeing is a kind of spiritual surrender. We see only what the others see. We’ve agreed to be part of a col-
lective perception. It literally colors our vision. But I am trained to notice the unusual. The temperature of the 
soil, in the orchard, was consistent within the range of the season. The atmosphere was equally as “normal”. 
But what is normal anyways?

AGENT: Did you witness anything out of the ordinary?

ELI: When you’re always out looking for things, because they’re so fleeting and unpredictable, you become 
hypersensitive. I notice the evolution’s constantly.  

AGENT: Did you have a sense of what was happening outside?

ELI: I’m a witness every day to the demise of the earth. It is my profession to measure the meteorological 
against the metaphysical against the mechanic. The greater the scientific advance, the more primitive the fear. 
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THE NEW USERS
DANIEL: It was right after she had untinted windows. I remember hearing you say something and then once 
everything was clear outside that’s when we saw what was happening.

AGENT: What did you see?

KARINA: We were at the bottom of a hill and in front of us a deep light was moving towards us in the sky.

DANIEL: We tried to turnaround or at least stop but it was unresponsive. 

KARINA: It was as if we were being dragged forward by a magnet. 

DANIEL: We were being dragged forward to a blue light. 

KARINA: It was a vacuum, I felt like we were getting sucked into it. 

DANIEL: Around us everything was flying. First the wind brought leaves and tree branches, then mailboxes and 
potted plants. The fence ahead, down the road, began to be ripped up.
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AGENT: What happened next?

SUZANNE: I felt light headed and backed up against the truck. I always feel safe touching her, Need to put a 
hand on her to feel right. So I backed up after I saw the light growing. It was growing low in the sky right from 
the tree line. Like a vine, a wisteria vine. I don’t know when the shaking started. I was backed up against the car 
and thought that I was hallucinating. But I saw the mailboxes jittering too. 

MAKES JIGGLING SOUND

AGENT: Can you remember anything else? Sounds, smells? 

SUZANNE: I felt a dampness in the air. The air kind of sagging and pressing me down onto me as the wind 
picked up around my feet. I was so grateful for the stability but then it was rolling a bit forward and then back. I 
don’t remember when the trees fell. I shut my eyes because of the light. Like the AOL open line buzz. It was so 
loud I dropped to my knees. I couldn’t run. It was a Chinese maple. With purple black leaves. There were black 
leaves all around me. When the tree fell, black maple leaves falling everywhere. My legs were numb.

THE LUDDITE
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THE CHILD
AGENT: Did you go to the swing?

CHARLI: No, my Mom left earlier to go work with Dad a bit in the lab. I was trying to give Bones a treat, calling 
to him “Bones… Bones”...but he wouldn’t come to me. He just kept backing up, sniffing the air and barking.  

AGENT: Then what did you see?

CHARLI: There was a flash.

AGENT: What do you mean?

CHARLI: Like a firework. And then there was a glow after, it was so foggy over the trees. It was right above the 
orchard. The fog wasn’t moving it just stayed there.

CHARLI: I got dizzy and I shut my eyes, my ears kept ringing. Like after a really loud sound. Except this buzzed 
on and on. Bones and Doggo licked my face.

AGENT: Was there a scent?

CHARLI: It smelled like the way the clippings do when they rot - at the end of Fall, when everything goes to 
sleep. My Dad leaves the clippings in piles so they decompose.
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