
According to cartographic sources, Menifee is a seven-day 
pilgrimage from my IP address. 
482 miles via CA-33 S, including some restricted usage or private roads. 
Apparently, it’s inevitable to break 
the law when crossing. But what if I ran?



I started running when I first moved to California (to an inland empire 
city, famous for its fake 
mission, a mere 9 hr walk from this website) and 

I have never stopped.

I run to hip pain, 
to bills and monies, 
I run to the perfectly round word, and
I run back in time, and I run 
loops and laps, and I run
to not. 

I’ve even run to drunk driving like everyone else in the greater
LA and I’ve even run to avoid the many run-ons I had almost, but 
not quite, 

crashed with my friend and her Spanish girlfriend making out drunk in the back.


