
We sent our men to the moon with plastic parachutes 
folded into their backs with wires from broken hand 
gliders. Their mission was to find the source of our 
failures. To report the thoughts and feelings that are 
formed within undiscovered terrain. But before they 
left we caught them gazing at the stars as if they were 
something to reach for, so we removed their arms just 
in case. We reminded them that they were made from 
melted tar that we had formed into structures of flesh 
and bone. That they were ours, and that anything 
they wanted was because we wanted it first. And they 
didn’t respond, because we told them not to. We told 
them that the clouds were once made out of water. But 
once we ran out of oceans and lakes we stole from the 
heavens and replaced them with plastic bags. Floating 
in their places. The oceans and lakes we replaced with 
paintings of shattered glass. And manufactured shirts 
to cover our eyes to keep us walking short distances 
and to keep us on track. Tracks that we sent trains 
down to take care of the increasing amount of births 
and declining mortality rates, because we took our 
resources into our own hands. The same hand we 
remove as we start sending each other to the moon.
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