






the shape of a heart
elyse brown

There is a rope tied around my ribcage
and a hand that reaches down
to caress the inside of my chest.
The fingers settle around the smooth edges of my heart.
Sometimes they are gentle
and sometimes they are not.

The tightness of the rope strengthens
and breathing becomes transactional,
the interval between the air that expands
and the pressure that crushes it back down.
All in exchange for the reminder,
I have no control.

I imagine my body as more hollow than it is,
an empty chamber that would be otherwise filled with organic machinery,
a shell covered by an intricate exterior.
I prefer it this way,
where the space it consumes is inconsequential
because it is just a vacant casing.
So that I am not terrified when I cannot feel how I am told I should.

I convince myself that I am not my body,
that I am separate instead of whole
because it is a vast unknown,
but worst of all, it is impermanent.
It helps me cope with how
I do not understand what it means to be material
and temporary.













“One day I woke up and realized I had 
spent more time trying to make money 
than memories.”

“I’m sick and fucking tired of my 9 to 5. Every day I 
wake up to the same fucking alarm, drink the same 
fucking coffee, take the same fucking subway route 
to work, talk to the same self-absorbed colleagues, 
perform the same pointless tasks, go home and 
watch the same derivative tv shows, and do it all 
over again the next day. The seconds pass like hours 
and the months pass like minutes. I live dopamine 
hit to dopamine hit, just trying to get through the 
day.”

-Annie, 33 (still isn’t quite sure how she ended up 
with an office job)

-Mark, 28 (has 
no friends and 

2 Teslas)
“I just feel 
stuck. I’ve been 
living like this 
for so long I 
don’t know 
how else to do 
it.”

- Sarah, 35 
(hasn’t slept in 

3 days but is 
caught up on 

her emails)
“I wish 
someone would 
come along and 
slap me in the 
face and tell me 
to wake up.”

-Elijah, 29 
(studied law 

like his parents 
wanted)
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“Devolve 
into a 
machine 
that makes 
money, then 
level up to 
become a 
homelss man 
who feeds 
bunnies”

-Rory Allen 
Phillips 

Ferreira (the 
only person 

in this 
spread who’s 
actually real)
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“Quit my job? I could never do that. I’m too far gone 
to switch careers now. At this point I’m just counting 
down the days until my retirement. I think I have 
14739 to go?”

-Mitchell, 26 (picked a script at 14 and now there’s 
no space in their brain for

their own thoughts)  

“The only time I feel like myself is when I sneak onto the roof of 
my office building to smoke a cigarette. It’s my last rebellion in a life 
that follows all the rules.”

-Paul, 39 (started smoking at 32)
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