
Excerpts from User Not Found: 

 

It happened frequently, the sky shifted from blue to red to black and the day was 

gone and I was still there masticating the frayed remains of a fingernail, scrolling 

through screens, two of them. One large. One small. My upper back ached. My chin 

doubled and tripled. My hips melted through the slats of chairs. I assumed someone 

would come and feed me by hand, then through a tube. Let me check your eyes, they 

would say. It looks like you’ve lost your vision, they would say. We are going to 

have to scoop out your eyeballs and feed them to the tiger sharks. Let’s not waste the 

remaining energy of your eyeballs. The sharks are the only way out for you, they 

would say. If you don’t give the sharks your eyes, you’ll regret it, more than likely 

end up alone, penniless, a bonafide cyborg. I nod and update my status on the 

walls. When your eyeballs are fed to tiger sharks. 

… 

 

Today, sentences come in clear, even lines. I’m compelled to write long letters about 

what life was like ten years ago, before I was on the walls. I text paragraphs to 

faraway friends I haven’t spoken to in a while. I ask them to remember us when we 

didn’t have money for shoes or coffee creamer. I try to recall the shape of their name 



on paper, the patter of their footsteps. My eyes aren’t as tired, and my peripheral 

vision is improving. I consider heading to the woods to see if I can spot a Great 

Horned Owl. 

… 

  

I feel sorry for all users and long to free them from the walls. Let’s eat pie, I think. 

Let’s stare at the back of each other’s hands. Let’s talk about the weather. Let’s make 

out. I want to smell you! I look outside. Orange with thwacks of blue. It’s easy to put 

my shoes on, to open the door. 

… 

 

I buy film for a 35 millimeter camera that belonged to my father in the late sixties. I 

take the first film photo of my child, eager to see her image composed of dots rather 

than pixels. The shutter clicks. She asks to look at the picture. When I tell her it’s 

inside the body of the camera, in a roll of film we will have to process with chemicals 

and light, she loses interest in what I’m saying and walks away. 

… 

 



Sometimes, I would think about posting photos on walls while play- ing with my 

child instead of playing with my child. My body would be there, smiling back, 

swinging, feeding, stacking blocks, but my mind would be on the walls. My identity 

had been accosted by infant hormones. Baby coos. There was an uncertainty about 

who I was, who I had become. Milk ducts. I examined the threads of motherhood by 

applying a news lens to its surface. But the lens was really just an invisible wall 

between me and my child. I could see her, but she was more of an object, an invasive 

species I was trying to pry from my flesh by taking its picture. Look everyone, she’s 

smiling. She’s grabbing stuff with baby hands. She drools in her sleep. She’s saying 

something tangible. She’s holding the cat’s tail for balance. She’s drawing her first 

picture. She’s peeling an orange. She’s having a meltdown, and though it sounds like 

someone is being murdered, and though I feel like I might collapse from exhaustion 

and domestic unease, I need to capture this moment and share it with the world, to 

prove this is all happening, that I survived.  

… 

 

I question why I’ve ever wanted to share anything on the internet when it seems the 

sharing of things on the internet has reached its apex. There’s little room left to 

breathe. I can’t continue to squeeze myself into the din. I consider the earth storage 

it takes to house all of the sharing. Fossil fuels glug down my throat. I think of the 



conflict minerals inside my phone, slowly, sickly, morphing their remaining torture 

into an alert tone: a ding, a quack, a zen bowl.  

 

 


