
 

 

 

CHAPTER TWO OF TAURUS 

 

IN WHICH 

 

Taurus destroys Pisces’ faith in 

humanity because  

Pisces destroys Taurus’ phone 

 

*** 

Being a discontented materialist is 

bad.  

If I were a planetary hypnotist, I’d 

manipulate the Earth’s orbit such that I 

sent its population into a trance. Then, 

while everyone was incapacitated, I’d 

steal everything that was beautiful and 

hide it in my basement.  

However, I’m not a planetary 

hypnotist. 

      I’m a discontented materialist. 

                So instead, I brood over the 

   loss of my phone: 

I was looking at it, pretending to 

listen to Libra’s story, when a thief took it 

out of my hand.  I spent three seconds 

reading the lines of my palm before I 

realized they weren’t status updates.  

“Excuse me,” I said, looking up at the 

thief, “You took my phone. That’s my 

phone. You took it.” 

She was standing in front of me with 

her feet planted far apart.  Her face was 

contorted into the quintessential Bosch 

grimace.  

“I know it’s your phone,” she said, 

“But I'm here to deliver a message you 

don't know sister: This world is 

disgusting!” 

“I know that.”  

“What?” 

“Well, at least, I know I’m disgusting. 

I know my life is disgusting.  And I know 

this because, generally speaking, I know 

I am a contented materialist.”  

The thief seemed confused.  

“I don’t have a cause,” I explained, “I 

have a credit card.  Comfort is my cause, 

to echo Wilde, and that’s disgusting.  I 

know.  I know six-year-old children lose 

their fingers in the making of my newest 

fashionable purchase.  Yes. Fact. 

However, it’s also a fact that every day I 

buy more things because it makes me feel 

good.” 

It was Libra’s turn to grimace (more 

Blake than Bosch). Now they both 

seemed confused so I kept going:  



“I agree the world’s problems are 

sad,” I said, “and I pay attention to them.  

The problems of poor people are 

extremely interesting.  I’ll watch a 

documentary about their exploitation, 

absolutely, and I’ll talk about it with 

other Netflix subscribers but I won’t do 

anything about it.  Don’t be silly.  I’ll buy 

something. I’ll talk about their 

exploitation while sipping the evidence at 

a corporate café.  And I won’t give my 

change to cleft-lipped children.  No.  I’ll 

buy the cake pop.” 

I sipped.  

“I’m not about to contradict the 

truths revealed through these choices,” I 

continued, “I am disgusting. I am a 

contented materialist. I will be buried in 

a coffin that costs more than what a 

third-world prostitute could ever earn 

throughout an entire life spent 

habituating sex acts. Fact. True. I 

willingly and knowingly sacrifice the 

humanity of others just to have my 

things.  I'm surprised you don't know this 

about people yet: we're good at heart but 

bad at doing anything about it. This is 

what it means to be a contented 

materialist. It’s disgusting. Trust me 

when I say ‘I know.’” 

By then the light had changed and I’d 

lost all chance of viewing my phone 

without a strong backlight.  I was 

annoyed. I have weak eyes.  My patience 

was leaving.  So, I set down my glass and 

I stood up. 

“Now it’s time for you to return my 

phone,” I said. 

“Wait. You—you know? About the 

world. And this place. You. Me. It's 

disgusting and you know it?”  

“Everybody knows.”  

“Everybody?” the thief responded, 

her face collapsing into something even 

more ugly and desperate. 

I turned to Libra: 

“You know, correct?” 

“Well, I'll tell you what I do know. 

There once was a girl—”  

“She knows. We know,” I said, 

“Everybody knows.” 

The thief started to cry. Then, she 

started to blabber. It was unnecessary. 

And I felt for her. I did. And I was on the 

cusp of comforting her but then she 

threw my phone into the Pond.  

“Now you have to pay attention!” she 

said, “Now you have to own up! How does 

it feel? How does it feel to know you’re 

dis—”  



It was at that point I brought my 

forehead into contact with hers. Head 

butt. Her teeth cracked.  She staggered 

backwards and collided with a chair.  Her 

ankle popped.  She flipped and 

disappeared into the palm fronds.  

“It feels like that,” I responded.  

I was agitated. I instinctively reached 

for my phone but it wasn’t there. It was in 

the Pond.  

Were I an ironic jester, I would have 

remarked that the ripples signaling its 

location underwater were part of its 

waterproof GPS capabilities.  

However, I wasn't an ironic jester.  

     I was a recently discontented  

 materialist. 

“Zod damn it.” 

So instead,  

I finished my drink  

and entered the Pond. 

 

 


