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Foreword

dozens

Hello and welcome to issue #7 of the tilde.town zine! I
could not be more excited to share this issue with you. It is
positively bursting at the seams with cool stuff. It is indeed
our biggest issue ever. Look, I made a graph to prove it!
Between these covers you will find photographs and other
visual art, poetry, guides and hows-to, a choose your own
adventure story, and other submissions that defy easy
categorization.

Ag always, I am super impressed with the talents and
creativity of this community, and I am proud to be a part
of it.

Okay, let's crack on. Enjoy!

<3,
dozens




Standby Background

waynr

This is my first ever pixel art, created on my twitch stream
(https://twitch.tv/uuayn)



I Look For Bones Everywhere I Rest
My Gaze, or, The Trouble With Buying
Things.

Being one Yankee's honestly retold
recollection of visiting Buenos Aires in
September of 2023

vilmibm

Buendia. I have returned from Buenos Aires. For me,
Argentina was "the place where Jorge Luis Borges is from"
until one of my best friends moved to live there
permanently in 2018. I played a decade long game of
chicken with his return to the states that I have now lost.

On the first day I woke up and tried to drink airplane
orange juice that smelled like dirty socks woven from steel
wool.

It also tasted like dirty socks woven from steel wool. I
could not finish it before the turbulence of landing began
and prepared to take it as one horrible shot before it
splashed all over my pants. They were the only pair I
brought on the trip. I was saved by a flight attendant just
as things became dire. My time to bienvenidos was short
and I emerged into the smoking area by the international
arrivals door. My friend was to meet me there but I was 45
minutes early. To pass the time I pulled out the one book I
brought to the country: the Labyrinths collection by
Borges. I have owned this copy of Labyrinths since 2006 or
so when this same friend showed it to me at a used book
store in Poughkeepsie, NY, USA.

"His stories are like murder mysteries where the Killer is
infinity," my friend had explained. When he showed me the
book I realized I had no idea how to pronounce Borges and
thought it might be "boar jizz." I also realized I was very
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intrigued by his description. I don't remember in which
year I actually read the book but reading it changed my
perception of reality and the world forever. When I first
read Borges it felt like the first step on a long journey. I
didn't know what the journey was or where it was going,
but every book I have read after Labyrinths has been part
of a conversation with Labyrinths. I sometimes feel like
that journey is near a kind of completion. Perhaps it would
complete in Buenos Aires? I couldn't say, but I felt I had no
more choice in whether to bring the book than I had the
choice of inhaling clouds of cigarette smoke outside of the
international arrivals door of the Ministro Pistarini
International Airport.

My friend arrived in a cab that was also an Uber and I
squeezed in with my one backpack and my one metal case
of modular synthesizer equipment. I could not make the
country around me seem foreign. The sprawl, the highway
system, the trees, the billboards, and the gray skies all
looked like they could be in USA. This disappointed me, I
deposited objects in my friend's apartment and hugs unto
my friend and brunch into my body. I would have napped,
but we had synthesizers. We spent the rest of the day on
the floor in and out of headphones basking in a video
synth playing on a big TV propped up on chairs looming
over us. After synths, talking, a break for exceptional
Armenian food at Sarkis, and more talking.

On my second day in Buenos Aires I stared into the water
heater of my friend's apartment.

A tiny charred portal on the metal box let me see the
secret world inside. Tiny mountains of flame filling a black
void with blue light. T had never considered the beauty
inside of a water heater. I think we ate medialunas. We
took an Uber to the Recoleta Cemetery where the driver
observed that if he followed the application's direction we
would have to scale a very large wall.

"Gracias, la puerta es mucho mas facil," replied my friend.
Recoleta was promptly overwhelming with its beauty. A
dense sepulchral city covered in Art Deco and Belle
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Epoque iconography decaying elegantly yet filled. in its
corners with discarded bottles and wrappers. Below the
crypts I saw pits descending into abject darkness. As we
walked I saw statuary so magnificent and yet so cramped I
felt surrounded by a vast empire with eons of history
clicked, dragged, and re-scaled into a city block. Metal
wept green and stone sprouted weeds all around me. My
friend wanted pictures for his online dating profile among
all of this. I did not know how until I saw him reflected in
the glass door of an overgrown crypt. Friend merged with
plant merged with shadow merged with me merged with
darkness.

From Recoleta we walked and then cab'ed. I again tried to
nap, perhaps, but failed. Memory resumes at a bar where
we met with a person who became a new friend. The bar
turned us away because of a private motorcycle club
event. Another bar, many blocks away, welcomed us. The
bar remains a mystery of memory but they focused on
vermouth based cocktails. This was a nice time. I finally
worked up the courage to go inside from the patio and ask,

"Bano?" I was not understood. I repeated myself with a
more nasal "n" and a tentative "donde esta el" and was
motioned as needed. After the bar came our actual venue:
a drag show in a warehouse. I enjoyed this drag show,
though I caught myself being more enchanted with the
wall sized projection of Divine music videos than with the
show in front of me a few times. A thing that scandalized
me was how drinks could be ordered with "speed." Given
Argentina's reputation as a cocaine enjoying place I, in my
tired state, completely believed that this meant
amphetamines could be added to beverages. My friend
later explained that speed is just a popular energy drink of
the country. A long walk and far too much Argentine pizza
later I slept. I rather liked la faina and resolved to eat any
further Argentine pizza on horseback.

Photographs from my phone inform me that on the third
day my friend took me to San Telmo.

I was very tired this day and recall it faintly. We looked
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upon many beautiful buildings and I purchased Simpsons
magnets from a vendor at a street market. We circled the
market and I caught a glimpse of tango. We looked in the
windows of many antique stores but did not enter any. I
pet a cat in the entryway of a witch (brujxs) supply store.
We became lost in an indoor market and spiraled around
our need for bathroom, coffee, and food. We pushed
through a confusing altercation between the police and a
couple for the former. We drank fancy Brazilian coffee
from Coffee Town for the middle. For the latter the easiest
option seemed to be empanadas but we could find none sin
carne. We gave up and left in haste for my friend had an
appointment. That night I loved a maximalist dinner at
Salgado and had my first glass of Argentine red wine since
arriving. I selected the wine at random and was not
disappointed. Between this Italian meal and the earlier
Armenian meal my dire fear of every meal in Argentina
being a meat mountain subsided.

El cuarto dia en Buenos Aires I arose on my own and got in
an Uber for Tigre where another old friend of mine lives.

This friend is inextricably linked to my other friend. They
do not live together anymore, but in my mind are always
interwoven. As this was my first solo trip in Argentina I
felt panic. A food truck on the side of the road. going into
Tigre read "You do not need teeth to eat my beef" in English
which I could only interpret as a threat. Near my
destination my panic briefly abated when I saw a horse,
unadorned and seemingly wandering free, grazing on a
pile of dirt and garbage next to a polluted waterway.

The day's visit was the first in many years. My friend gave
me a tour of hirds, trees, canals, sadness, love, endings,
beginnings, fear, reunion, and a large abandoned boat. The
boat evoked the glorious decay of the Recoleta Cemetery
as it sat rusting in the quiet water of el rio Lujan. The sun
began to set and I realized I would be late getting back in
time for evening plans. I returned to panic.

Against most odds I made it on time. We took in a gender
fucking cyberpunk opera in a building where thousands of
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