
 
FICTIONAL THESIS STORY: 
 
 After meeting my neighbor Steve, I have become more aware of the 
loneliness in New York City and in the world in general. I see him painting 
everyday through my kitchen window, which looks across into his studio. All I can 
see is his hairy man boobs and fat belly. What is he painting? Why is he always 
shirtless? Isn't it weird that we live so close to each other in NYC and can 
observe our neighbors doing the most mundane things or even catch them at 
their most vulnerable times? We feel like we know them but if we were to run into 
each other on the street would we recognize each other? If we did, would we say 
anything? The windows of our apartments are like TV screens in which we are 
simultaneously the actor and the audience. Because the resolution of our 
windows is often poor or out of focus, we live as fragments.  The Asian girl one 
floor beneath Steve is only portrayed in the kitchen setting. I see her often, so 
does that mean she is always in the kitchen or do I just so happen to be in the 
kitchen the same time as her? She is thin, calm, quiet, reserved and prefers to be 
alone. I wonder if she has met Steve. Steve tells stories about his friends, but is 
always pictured alone with his paintings. They would make a good couple. She is 
usually alone, but I caught her with another girl in the kitchen once early in the 
morning. I will have to keep tuned in to see if the girl is her love interest to know if 
Steve even has a chance. 
 The building serves as a community, a social network. Our privacy settings 
include but are not limited to: windows, locks, curtains, names on our mailboxes 
and/or apartment buzzer, and the permision/blocking of visitors. We experience 
the areas surrounding us simultaneously. Everyday two Hispanic characters 
come and sort through the trash. We hear them chatting and rustling loudly as 
they examine our existences through what we discard. Who are these girls with 
all the banana peels? What is the significance of these disposed objects to the 
characters that throw them away? How does one persona transfer characteristics 
to another through objects? Our friend Mollie gave us a lamp, which we ended up 
not needing and tossed it. We turned on the TV in the living room and caught a 
scene where one of the garbage guys broke the lamp and cut his hands on it. 
The other character could not believe the stupidity of his friend and was mad 
because he wanted the lamp. As viewers, we felt partially responsible, but sided 
with the friend-how did he not realize it was glass? And even if it did look like 
glass instead of plastic why would he SQUEEZE it? We wished the friend could 
have taken home our lamp but now it was damaged and our relationship could 
not exist through this object as a pleasant one anymore. All the time we were 
watching this show, I wondered if they were playing for their audience and if there 
were others in the network tuned in as well.  
 We are all fictional characters reacting to fictional surroundings. Everything 
and everyone is connected through our archived stories. Steve is spotted on the 
street and I approach him. His display is much less awkward outside the comfort 



of his painting setting. Julia spots Steve at the grocery store and avoids him. 
Papa Sloan asks him if he is a homicidal maniac. Mama Sloan thinks he is 
Italian. We meet the fictional character of a son of a friend of Steve's on the roof, 
the networkʼs control tower. We already know him. We are given new TV screens 
in the network across the street. I take a picture of a woman watching TV within 
her TV while she picks at her feet. We act and react through a network of 
invisible forces. The walls are like the codes that makeup our being and our 
virtual experiences.  
 
 
 


