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disposability and electroneuroticism and objectism, our rote 
workers and general-type servants aren’t even allowed to hide a 
piece of their humanity behind a sizeable register, but are forced, 
rather, to be totally exposed so that, in order to survive, they 
themselves must become a mechanized limb of the store, eradi-
cating all impulses of subversion), things like, “How’s your day 
going so far?”—and because he’s a nice guy he’ll usually answer, 
“Not too bad; yourself?”—and they say these things because 
they want to assure him they don’t view him as some subhuman 
drone, but rather as a full-fledged person who is being forced, 
even if it happens to be his own fault, to do the work of a drone.
From this angle we’re seeing him, he’s stripped of any dangerous 
potential. But perform the simple trick of switching to his per-
spective, and you’ll find it’s us he regards as the weak meandering 
drones, the human chaff, the sick gobblers of styrofoam to-go 
boxes smeared with food, shopping bags with brands on them, 
disposable cameras bloated with vacation photos from recent 
Carnival cruises, servants skittering in the background beyond 
the reach of the flash reduced to dark objects.

You’ll probably want to know he’s mixed—half-black, half-
white. His skin’s on the much lighter side. There are freckles. His 
hair has a caramel tinge thanks to his mother’s being blonde, and 
grows into a loose type of afro, though he keeps it cut short. Is 
he attractive or no? I can’t tell. More attractive than some. More 
like especially attractive to some. His eyes embody the observant, 
fearful gaze of the autodidact: deep skepticism fused to emotional 
vulnerability.

My intent with this section is to impart that, despite all the bad 
things you’re going to discover about Cole, and I suspect there 
will be many, and I also suspect there will be times when he fades 


