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WORK WIFE IN A CUP

You thought working from home would be great, that it probably wouldn't
even feel like work if you didn’t have to deal with interruptions, traffic, and
Tony (fucking Tony).

But you're missing something. Why doesn’t work feel as fulfilling? Why is it
more draining and bland now?

It turns out, the best part of everyone’s work was seeing their work wife.
Fortunately, cutting technology has allowed for the Work Wife in a Cup™.

How to Operate Work Wife in a Cup™

1. Find a work wife vessel — it could be a box, a
bowl, a cup, or a mason jar (if you're basic).

2. Cut along the dotted lines on the following
page.

3. Place the pieces of paper in your work wife
vessel.

4. Voila! Pull a piece of paper out of Work
Wife in a Cup™ when working from home
feels like an endless blank landscape devoid of

anything worth living for.




Yo, you're totally right. Have you had enough water to drink today?

“You can’t use up creativity. The more you use,
the more you have.”
- Maya Angelou

"All of us, at some time or other, need help. Whether we're ! . .
giving or receiving help, each one of us has something valuable 1 “If you're always trying to be normal you will

to bring to this world. That's one of the things that connects us 1 Never know how amazing you can be.”

as neighbors--in our own way, each one of us is a giver and a : - Maya Angelou
receiver." - Fred Rogers .

"If you could only sense how important you are to the lives of
those you meet; how important you can be to the people you
may never even dream of. There is something of yourself that
you leave at every meeting with another person." - Fred Rogers

"What did the ocean say to the beach?"
"Nothing, it just waved."

“To capitalist logic, which thrives on myopia and i . . .
dissatisfaction, there may indeed be something dangerous ! "Whether you think you can or think you
about something as pedestrian as doing nothing: escaping . can't. vou're right.”
laterally toward each other, we might just find that everything ! Y ght.

1

1

we wanted is already here.” - Jenny Odell - Henry Ford
_____________________________________________ D e e e
1
“There will always be someone who can't 1 “The difference between a stumbling block
see your worth. Don't let it be you.” I and a stepping stone is how high you raise
- Mel Robbins i your foot.” - Benny Lewis
_____________________________________________ o o o o e e e
1
my H o, o, 1
Life is 10% what.hzippens to you and 90% 1 Some people suck. Not you though,
how you react to it. ! you're awesome
- Charles R. Windoll i '
1
............................................. bemmmmmmem-m-smem-e-e-es-e-e-em-ese-e-—-——————

1
“Sometimes the questions are complicated | “I'm a survivor. I'm not gonna give up. I'm
. 1
and the answers are simple.” i not gonna stop. I'm gonna work harder."
i
]

- Dr. Seuss - Destiny's Child "Survivor”
"In every life we have some trouble. But
when you worry, you make it double." Take a walk! Fresh air will do you good.
- Bobby McFerrin / Don't Worry be Happy

"I'm afraid for the calendar. Its days are
numbered."

Breathe in for 5 seconds.

Exhale for 5 seconds.
- Dad



A Sound Only He Can Hear

Andrew Eaton
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A wave of feeling crashed over him
As a bell struck a bowl!
And made a sound like a small voice singing

He had heard every sound before but this
Could now hear nothing but this
And was being carried by the wave of it

Then came a light
And a shape in the light
The shape of himself in a new form

And he could feel it move
Feel the shape become him
In his hair and under his skin

He lay still as it went on

Because he began to believe

He would finally become what he wanted to
be
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Burnt hair, Oliver thought. It smells like burnt
hair. Like when Lora used her straightener, but
overpoweringly so.

He looked down at the vinyl floor and
saw the source. There, in the shape of a human
body, was a black mat of dried blood and
scorched hair.

Questions arose but were put aside by a
sudden insatiate thirst. Oliver went to his water
bowl. He dropped his face in and lapped up
eagerly, unable to drink fast enough. His mouth
seemed smaller and his tongue shorter, fatter,
heavier.

Oliver stopped to examine himself. He
was naked and recoiled at the sight. He had
become very nearly hairless, his limbs spindly,
and his torso retracted and elongate. Sitting felt
unnatural and walking caused him pain. By some
transformation he seemed to have slept through,
he had become human.

Oliver went to a cheval mirror in the
corner of the room to study his reflection. Yes,
this confirmed it: he had become one of them.
And yet the reflection registered as him. He was
looking at himself.

He looked back down at the floor. What a
mess. Ash and blood and hair and who knew
what else. He turned to the bed. The covers were
thrown back and it was empty.

Lora, he thought. He’d been sleeping at
the foot of her bed, as he always had. She must
have seen the whole thing happen. Or, at the
very least, heard it.

He became self-conscious. Where before
he was only concerned with meeting a hierarchy
of basic needs and, when possible, comforts, now
he was worried about what he looked like, how
long he would be like this, and what to do next. It
was overwhelming.
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Oliver came out of the room, hair standing
straight up, wrapped in a bedsheet. He had no
clothes — had never worn clothes — but now his
nakedness felt shameful.

This was not his home. Nor was it Lora’s.
This was a house she and her friends had gotten
for the weekend. He didn’t know where this
house was, but he knew it was a long car ride to
get here and that it had a big yard with no fence.

Oliver walked down the hallway to the
living room. There, on a loveseat in the corner,
surrounded by her five friends and her shithead
boyfriend Todd, sat Lora. They were sitting
completely still, staring back at him. In a corner
was a television playing a news program at low
volume. It was a segment showing the indigenous
inhabitants of an island adorning an enormously
round man on a beach with garlands and laying
gifts at his feet as he beamed enthusiastically.
The people on the beach kept pointing to the
water in response to the reporter’s questions.

No one in the room moved. Tears
streamed down Lora’s face. Her friends seemed
poised to protect her. Owing to experience, and
perhaps aided by his new consciousness, Oliver
comprehended the situation: they were afraid.

Oliver began making a repetition of
pained glottal noises, trying to recreate a sound
he’d thought and heard at least a thousand times.
The group winced at each attempt, until finally he
was able to produce the word: “Lora.”

She blinked, astonished. “...Oliver?”

His tongue felt nimble, his mouth wet,
and his lips elastic. Suddenly every word felt
moist and sayable.

Todd, who he liked least, turned from
Oliver to Lora, then back again. And, in that
shithead voice of his, brayed: “Wait - that’s your
dog??"
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Lora had long wanted a dog but had been
hesitant to commit. She knew that if she were to
get a dog, it would be from a shelter, showing
concern for the great many abandoned or passed
over in favor of more fashionable breeds. Lora’s
sister was oblivious to this concern, however, and
on Lora’s 30th birthday gifted her Oliver —a
shaggy Otterhound pup with big, webbed feet.
Though Lora wished her sister had gifted her a
rescue (or at least consulted her about the
feasibility of this gift first), she graciously
accepted Oliver and raised him lovingly.

Now at age five (in human years), Oliver
remembered it all. He remembered life from a
lower vantage point — long walks, dry food, strong
scents, the desire to be touched — and it all
seemed like a perfectly natural way to live. Now
he conceived of his life differently. He could
discern, through new awareness, a life before and
after.

Is this how humans remember childhood?
Or how they remember their time before being
born? Who could say? Maybe humans don’t
think too hard about their existence. Or maybe
they do but are far more sophisticated in their
thinking after years of contemplation and
learning than he could possibly muster in his
limited experience as a person. And another
thing: can they tell what each other are thinking?
Can she hear all this?

“Do you hear me?” Oliver asked.

Lora looked at him, still put off, but
managed to answer, “Yes.”

“And you understand me?”
“Yes,” she nodded.

After a protracted non-verbal
negotiation, Lora and Oliver had managed to get
away from the group and were now walking
along a garden path outside the house. His ability
to speak now more assured, Oliver recounted to
Lora how the night before began like any other:



he fell asleep at the foot of her bed, then awoke
the next day to find her gone and himself
transformed. In turn, Lora described a fantastic
commotion that drove her to sleep in the living
room, and that she thought it had all been a
nightmare. That was, until she returned in the
morning to find a person sleeping where a dog
should have been.

“You see now, Lora, that person is me —
Oliver.”

“Yes, | didn’t believe it at first,” she
replied. “But then | saw all that stuff on the news
and... well, you're here now.”

He felt a great tenderness toward Lora.
She had given him so much so freely and
expected nothing in turn. Now he was excited to
be speaking a language she could understand,
and he had so much to say. Though he wasn’t
conscious of it, somewhere deep down he’d
hoped something like this would happen.

“Am | supposed to say what | feel out
loud?” he asked.

“You can. But usually we don’t say
everything.”

She started to say something else, then
hesitated before beginning again.

“Oliver, I'm sorry but | wasn’t prepared
for... this. This isn’t what | had in mind when |
took you in.”

“Me neither. | don’t know why it
happened or what it means, but I'm grateful it
did”

He began to feel poetic. He felt like
rhapsodizing to Lora about all the possibilities of
their life together. Now he could experience
things like she experienced things. They could
continue living together — not as romantic
partners — but as best friends, just as they were
before.

“Honestly, this is all a lot to take in,” she
said, “and | think it'd be best if you speak to
someone about this.”

“Someone?” he asked, puzzled.

“I called a specialist. They have people
who’ve been responding to this kind of thing and
know how to handle it.”

Oliver stopped. “I see. And I’'m to go see
them.”

“Actually, they’re coming to see you.” She
tried to smile, but it was unconvincing, even to
Oliver.

“| realize this is all happening very fast,”
he said, “But | hope you’ll give me a chance to
prove I’'m still me. Still Oliver. And I’d like to find a
way to continue being together. You know, as
friends.”

She pushed her hands into her pockets
and looked at the ground. “I just need some time
to think about it.” She glanced back up, eyes
moist, and walked back toward the door.

This is going poorly, Oliver thought. But
she’s all he knew. Where would he go without
her? Who was he without Lora? The thought of
entering the world without her caused him great
anxiety.

At that moment, a black sedan pulled
into the driveway of the house. A bespectacled
middle-aged man wearing a white lab coat got
out.

“Hello,” he announced loudly. The man
approached, sizing up Oliver, who was still
wrapped in a bedsheet. He smiled and extended
his hand. “You must be Oliver.”

“Yes,” Oliver replied, not taking the man’s
hand.

“I’'m Dr. Reynolds,” the man said, and
withdrew his hand. “l was called by a concerned
party about your situation. | think | might be able
to help.” (continued on p.28)



We just wanted to see where a doodle
went - how far it escaped the original.
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ARIES (MAR 21-APR19)

YOU'LL DISCOVER
YOUR NEIGHBOR IS A
HIGHLY SUCCESSFUL
TELEVISION PRODUCER
AFTER HE INVITES YOU AND
YOUR KIDS OVER FOR
DINNER ONE NIGHT. WHEN
YOU ASK WHAT SHOW HE
WORKS ON, HE'LL TELL YOU
IT'S A HIT FAMILY SITCOM
AIRING LATER THAT NIGHT.

YOU SETTLE IN TO

WATCH IT WITH YOUR FAMILY

LATER AND DISCOVER IT'S AN
UNFLATTERING _PORTRAIT
OF YOUR OWN LIFE IN
EXACTING DETAIL. YOUR
CHILDREN WILL FIND IT
UPROARIOUSLY FUNNY.
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Oliver looked toward the living room
window and saw all of Lora’s friends (and Todd)
staring at them.

Still smiling, Dr. Reynolds asked, “Perhaps
we could find a place to speak more privately?”
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The kitchen seemed as good a meeting place as
any. The group was still huddled together and
taking sanctuary in the living room.

Oliver followed Dr. Reynolds into the
kitchen and watched him do a quick inspection.
He opened the walk-in pantry and looked around,
then closed it and all the other doors to the
kitchen.

“Well,” he said, seemingly satisfied, and
motioned toward a chair at the high-top table.
“Will you sit?”

Oliver blinked but didn’t move.

“I’'m sure this has all been quite a shock
for you,” Dr. Reynolds said, pushing his glasses up
the bridge of his nose. “You must be very
confused about who you are and what you're
doing here.”

“I know who | am and what I'm doing.”

“And what is it you're doing?” Reynolds
asked, incredulously.

“Standing here, talking to you,” Oliver
shot back.

“Fascinating,” Dr. Reynolds said. He stood
quietly for a few moments before reaching into
his coat pocket to produce a small pen light. He
then motioned toward Oliver. “May 1?”

Oliver didn’t know what he was asking
permission to do, but Dr. Reynolds didn’t wait for
an answer and began inspecting Oliver’s ears
with it.

“What are you doing here?” Oliver asked.

“A number of animals, like yourself, have
begun taking human form lately. It’s not unheard
of, but we’re not sure what’s causing it to happen
so rapidly - and in such high numbers. In any
case, I'm here to help you find a way to turn back
to your old self. Please stick out your tongue and
say ‘ahh.”

“l don’t want to change back.”
lIHm?l’
“I want to stay this way.”

“I see,” Dr. Reynolds said with concern.
“And what do you hope to do in your present
state?”

“I want to stay with Lora. As I am now,”
Oliver answered.

“l don’t think that’s a likely outcome
given the circumstances,” he said, while checking
Oliver’s pulse. “There’s also Lora’s opinion to
consider.”

“What are you doing with the others
who’ve changed?”

“It’s hard to explain,” Dr. Reynolds
shrugged. “Every case is different.”

“Do the others like me, the ones with
homes, get to stay with their...” Oliver couldn’t
find the word but Dr. Reynolds understood his
meaning.

“Think about it, Oliver. Our society
couldn’t sustainably accommodate every
household-pet-turned-person that wanted to stay
with their owner. There’s the economic burden
they present, as well as the nightmare this
creates for our census-takers. Assuming these
individuals would be welcome to stay. Of course,
exceptions could be made for the right cases.”

Oliver swallowed. “So how will you
change me back?”

Dr. Reynolds avoided his gaze while
putting his effects back into the pockets of his lab
coat. “Well, we're still working out the details,

28
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but we’re going to start by bringing you together
with some of your other kin who’ve also changed
and try a few things, play around, see what
works.”

“I don’t understand,” Oliver said,
alarmed. “What if | don’t want to go? Will | be
allowed to leave?”

Dr. Reynolds flashed the same smile he
did when he greeted Oliver. “I think that’s enough
for today. You should get some rest. I'll tell you all
about it when | come back in the morning. Oh! |
almost forgot.”

He reached into his pocket and produced
a small biscuit. “For doing so well,” he said to
Oliver, and pressed it into his hand.

6

Oliver left the kitchen, chafed from his meeting
with Dr. Reynolds, and was heading back toward
the bedroom to be alone, when he ran into Todd.

“Hey Oliver,” Todd greeted him, blocking
Oliver’s path. “Pretty crazy, all that stuff that’s
happened to you, huh?”

“Yeah, | guess so.”

“Look, | know Lora cares about you and
all, but none of us feel safe right now with you
around. | think it’s best if you go with Dr.
Reynolds until this whole animals-turning-into-
people thing blows over.”

Oliver felt the back of his neck go red.
“Yeah, | don’t know what’s going on either, Todd.
But | care about Lora too, what with her being my
best friend and all, and I’'m not going to hurt her.
And I'm not going with that Dr. Reynolds.”

Todd walked right up to Oliver, until their
faces were practically touching. “I wasn’t asking.”

Oliver was incensed. He could bite Todd’s
nose off — but what then? Lora would get upset
and he’d only prove Todd’s point: that Oliver was
a danger. No, better to let this one slide.

Todd backed off when he didn’t get a rise
out of Oliver. “Thought so,” Todd sneered as he
passed by into the kitchen.

What a shithead, Oliver thought, and
walked down the hallway.

In the living room sat the rest of Lora’s
friends, their eyes glued to the television. It was
the news showing the same island villagers, but
now they were struggling to carry the enormous
man along the beach. He was flailing and
shouting at them to let him down, though they
were undeterred in their task: they were
returning him to the ocean.
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1’d like to be turned back now, Oliver thought,
alone in the bedroom. He’d had enough of being
a human. It had so far been one disappointing
encounter after another, and he wasn’t up for any
more. All the thinking and speaking was too
complicated. Where was the pleasure in this?

If they won’t accept me as a person, then
| want to be my old self again.



But how did he get this way? What force
of nature compelled him to change? And could it
see him now? If so, why had it stood by and done
nothing to help him?

“I'm done!” Oliver shouted at the ceiling.
“Send me back!”

Silence.
“I didn’t ask for this! | don’t want this!”
Nothing.

He picked up a ceramic vase from the
nightstand and chucked it across the room,
where it crashed against a wall and fell in pieces
to the floor.

“Now! Please!”

Still without a response, Oliver picked up
a shoe he saw under the bed and threw it at the
cheval mirror, which also broke and fell into
pieces to the floor.

“Fuck! Shit! Ass!” He was shouting every
bad word he could think of. “Cock! Bitch! Hump!”

He tore off the bed sheet he was wearing
and ripped the covers off the bed, shouting
madly. He fell to the floor and began pounding it
—then the lights began to flicker. The floor began
to vibrate. The ceiling fan started whirling in
circles. The lights began getting blindingly bright.

Oliver looked around, suddenly afraid of
whatever force he had just summoned. Then
came a terrible high-pitched screaming sound.
Oliver covered his ears and squeezed his eyes
shut.

This must be it. He couldn’t remember
how it happened the night before. It felt like a
dream; the farther he got from it and the harder
he tried to recall it, the less he could remember.
But perhaps this is how it happened.

And what was it? A reincarnation? Would
he be doomed to relive this all again with the
same stupefying results? He knew so little about
his own life. But he knew Lora. He felt like he had

known her forever, that they were kindred spirits,
and that they would be best friends in every life.

He opened his eyes and uncovered his
ears and let whatever it was envelop him.
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Oliver awoke on the floor again. He had
no sense of what time it was, but it felt like a
night had passed. The room was disheveled — the
covers were still on the floor, the vase and mirror
still broken — but otherwise there was no
indication a cataclysm had occurred.

He sat up and looked at himself. He was
still a person.

How disappointing. And after all that.

It was time to face facts: this is just how
things were going to be. He would have to keep
being a person, in this body, with this awkward
beginning. And these people didn’t want him
here, didn’t trust him or understand him. So it
was time to move on. Go somewhere where he
would be welcome.

9

Lora was talking to her friends in the
living room when Oliver came in, kempt and
dressed. His appearance was a far cry from the
bedsheet and static hair of yesterday morning; he
was dressed in a button-down with jeans that
more-or-less fit and flattered his appearance.

The group fell silent.

“Lora, | want to let you know that I've
decided to leave. | don’t think | can go back to
what | was before. This is my body and it’s just
what I'll look like now.”

Lora stood up from where she was sitting,
listening intently while her eyes turned glassy.

“I love you, Lora. Not in the way you love
Todd, but...” Oliver faltered, “as a friend. | know
you cannot love me back the same way and that |
can’t stay here. So, I’'m going out on a long walk,
to explore the world on my own.”
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Lora looked down at her feet while her
friends looked at each other.

Oliver addressed her friends. “I took
these clothes out of some bags | found in the
other room. | don’t know whose I've taken and |
probably won’t be coming back so... I'm sorry.”

He took a deep breath. “Well, goodbye.”
He started for the door.

“Goodbye, Oliver,” Lora said to him,
softly. “And good luck.”

Oliver smiled and gave an awkward wave
before leaving.
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Once outside, Oliver breathed in fresh air
and felt renewed by the sense of opportunity.

As he walked toward the gravel road
leading up to the house, two black sedans
appeared. They were driving toward the house
but stopped in front of him. Dr. Reynolds
emerged from one of the cars.

“Hello, Oliver!” he shouted, smiling.

“Hello, Dr. Reynolds,” Oliver said,
worried.

“Where are you going?” Dr. Reynolds
asked.

“I've decided to leave.”

“I thought we agreed,” Dr. Reynolds said,
“that you’d come with me to see some of your
other friends.”

“My friends are here,” Oliver said, turning
to look toward the house — though unfortunately
the only person he saw was Todd, watching from
the porch with a big shit-eating grin. “But they
don’t want me here, so I've decided to go out on
my own.”

At that moment, two more men in white
lab coats emerged from the black sedans and
began walking toward Oliver.

“Oliver, we care a lot about your well-
being. It’s important you come with us.”

The two men in white lab coats took
Oliver by the shoulders and began walking him
toward one of the sedans.

“Why are you doing this? | just want to
go out on my own!”

“We’re concerned about the tendencies
of your kind,” Dr. Reynolds explained, “We need
to take precautions — for everyone’s safety.”

“l don’t want to hurt anyone! Why won’t
you help me?!” Oliver yelled back as he got
pushed into the backseat of the car.

Dr. Reynolds ducked his head into the
backseat window, a pained look on his face. “Be
reasonable,” he said, but Oliver was too busy
struggling to hear. “You're doing terrific. Let’s just
see this through.”

The car started and began to drive away.
Oliver looked back through the rear window. Lora
and the rest of her friends had come outside to
watch the scene. Todd was still grinning,
unphased by everything he'd seen, while Lora
began to cry.

Oliver, still restrained by the two men in
lab coats, watched her sobbing figure disappear
as the car drove away.



