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Exploratory Statement: I’ve always written carefully constructed poems and stories, well aware of my meaning and word choice, so writing a random stream of consciousness without meaning in relatively standard grammar came as a major challenge.

	The car is red or at least I would like it to be.  I can’t see what I’m doing in so many different ways.  There are no cars to stare at or traffic or any kind of picture for me to ogle.  The weather didn’t permit sitting outside writing, nor did procrastinating.  In the end, I tried searching for images of the appropriate kinds of traffic on Google.  By appropriate, I meant something that wasn’t blurred lights in Shibuya, Japan or the line of taxis in New York endlessly circling the block.  I wanted a red car.  Whatever else was in the picture, I needed there to be a red car.  Red like the herring we were so scared of; I’ve always hated fish.  My parents would always go out for fish fry on Friday nights when I was young and I soon grew tired of it.  How much fish can one person eat in a lifetime?  Well, discounting people who’ve always lived on the coasts and always eat fish.  And those that really, really like fish or won’t eat any other kind of meat.  So maybe this argument is horribly flawed.  Unfortunate, perhaps.  I just pointed out to my roommate that I’m digressing on fish—My train OF THOUGHT WAS JUST ANNIHILATED.  Derailed, if I’m allowed to make the old joke.  Speaking of, I heard the one joke that shuts anyone telling dead baby jokes down in a second.  I can’t exactly remember what it was, only that it uses the disgustingness of jokes to a new extreme.  Disturbing.  Cars!  I was supposed to be writing about cars.  I couldn’t find the image I was looking for, though I had nothing particularly specific in mind.  I searched several times during which ResNet took several naps and caused me undue amounts of stress.  Though I feel that I shouldn’t be, I’m having difficulty writing this.  There’s a strange kind of focus necessary to write in stream of consciousness.  Not the kind that searches for meaning and tries to understand everything but the kind that keeps you unfocused.  That forces your mind to wander aimlessly over the far reaches of the page in the search of any distraction.  The music I’m listening to distracts me…but without using words I can’t describe it.  The blindfold I’m wearing to prevent my eyes from wandering and, more importantly, to prevent myself from going back to read what I’m writing is pushing my eyes into my head.  I think it’s totally worth it.  The car is shiny, almost new but its lights are off though it’s nighttime.  Or maybe they’re on even though it’s daytime.  I can’t tell; it seems to change.  I keep thinking that maybe Dr. Giblin is right and this isn’t going to work.  Not because it isn’t exploratory.  Quite the opposite.  I feel like I’m pushing myself into a place I’ve never been.  The real issue I foresee is the difficulty in editing and revising.  Obviously, grammar is one way this can be edited and revised.  Also, I want effort to be taken in removing any thought that seems too carefully planned.  Planning defeats what I’m trying to do in writing so randomly.  My roommate is right, all of Hans Gerrard’s compositions do sound alike.  That said, they’re still quite good.  I encourage you to try to find something in it worth taking away.  There I go trying to create meaning in something I expressly wanted not to.  Ignore that above idea.  Find nothing here.  Feel like you wasted your time.  Excellent.  Hmmm, that was only mildly diabolical.  If, by diabolical, I mean deranged.  It occurs to me that this is essentially talking to myself.  I can hear the words echo in my head and have no choice but to answer them as the space I’m in is devoid of other voices except one singing in a language I don’t understand.  Convenient, eh?

Stream of consciousness documents are never the same from moment to moment.  Even if I chose to start over now, there would be nothing exactly like what I’m writing.  It’s odd but amazing.  For the last several minutes I was convinced I was supposed to be writing about fish but really, I should be writing about cars.  Not that there’s a huge difference.  They’re both modes of transportation if you’re Aquaman and both food sources if you’re that guy who eats metal.

I wonder how I’ll know when to finish if I can’t see how much I’ve written.  I hope there needn’t be much more.  My eyes are really starting to bother me and I still have other work to do tonight.  Blasted procrastination causing trouble!  Well, at least I got the job I wanted: that’s something.  And then I can get a car with the money!  Maybe a red one!  If my mom doesn’t flip out like she does every time I say I want a car.  Mmm, maybe blue is better.  Will this be funny?  Not sure, really.  I do like red.  And blue.  Purple.

