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h
oldin

g ou
t to h

er. 

T
h

e m
an

 sn
aps th

e pack in
to h

is fi
st. 

“B
arry’s been

 ‘C
on

an
’ sin

ce h
e got ou

t of th
e 

service. L
et h

is h
air grow

 ou
t, started liv-

in
g in

 th
e park. R

u
n

s th
rou

gh
 th

e fou
n

tain
 

h
ow

lin
g like a w

olf. T
h

ey said h
e w

as a real 

sh
arp sh

ooter too, top of h
is class. M

an
, h

e 

h
eld it togeth

er for a good lon
g w

h
ile.” H

e 

cou
gh

s, w
ipes h

is m
ou

th
 w

ith
 a h

an
ky an

d 

tu
rn

s back tow
ard th

e fou
n

tain
. 

“A
w

 Jesu
s.” L

ois looks back in
 th

e direc-

tion
 of th

e trees. T
h

e tw
o w

alk side by side.

“I’m
 G

ran
ger. You

 n
ew

 in
 tow

n
?”

“Yeah
.” S

h
e blow

s a sm
all bu

bble ou
t th

e 

side of h
er m

ou
th

 an
d pu

ts ou
t h

er h
an

d. 

“L
ois. L

ois M
in

kov.”

“P
leased to m

eet you
.” G

ran
ger sh

akes 

h
er h

an
d, n

ods. “W
an

n
a play crazy eigh

ts?”

A
 deck of cards ju

ts from
 h

is sh
irt pocket, 

L
ois m

akes ou
t a pretty lady h

ead, blon
d 

bou
ffan

t.

“O
kay.” 

P
igeon

s scatter as th
ey sit dow

n
 on

 th
e 

ben
ch

. T
h

e su
n

 h
as bu

rn
ed th

rou
gh

 th
e fog 

an
d w

arm
ed th

e w
ood. L

ois loosen
s off h

er 

dam
p sh

oes an
d lets th

em
 dry in

 th
e h

eat. 

 

1

W
e called an

d asked abou
t you

r w
ish

 to 

direct, to project an
d to m

ove, a proposal for 

action
 to be passed from

 ou
r h

an
ds to you

rs 

an
d on

w
ard, to th

e com
m

u
n

ity, beyon
d th

e 

face-to-face. You
 sen

t it in
, an

d som
e of it h

it 

an
d som

e of it stu
ck. A

n
d w

ith
 it stru

ck a cu
-

riou
s feelin

g. W
h

at are you
r stakes? W

h
ere 

do you
 w

an
t to take m

e? (I m
ean

, are w
e go-

in
g togeth

er?) T
h

e con
tribu

tion
s in

 th
is is-

su
e bu

ild private in
su

rrection
s th

at loosen
 

pu
blic grou

n
d. E

ach
 piece a testim

on
y. It’s 

abou
t ou

r labor, people! H
ow

 w
e w

ork, an
d 

for w
h

om
. T

ow
ard resilien

ce an
d refl

ection
.

H
alfw

ay th
rou

gh
 th

e process of review
in

g 

an
d discu

ssin
g, w

e, as editors, faced each
 

oth
er feelin

g an
 absen

ce. “W
h

ere w
ere th

e 

political dem
an

ds of ou
r qu

eer com
m

u
n

ity?” 

w
e asked. W

e felt h
u

n
gry for som

e direct 

an
alysis of cu

rren
t state politics, govern

-

m
en

t w
ar tactics an

d h
om

oph
obic strategies 

an
d th

eir effects on
 ou

r righ
ts an

d daily life. 

W
e are all bein

g directed th
rou

gh
 several 

w
ars, by a govern

m
en

t w
h

ose “U
S

” does n
ot 

in
clu

de m
e. 

S
om

etim
es, w

h
en

 you
 ask a qu

estion
 an

d 

you
 get a qu

estion
 back, th

at’s better th
an

 

an
y 

an
sw

er. 
You

r 
con

tribu
tion

s 
fi

lled 
u

s 

w
ith

 person
al n

arratives, vision
s, past an

d 

fu
tu

re. B
etw

een
 th

em
 is th

at tried-an
d-tru

e 

claim
 

th
at 

th
e 

person
al 

is 
political. 

L
ike 

you
, I h

ave fan
tasies an

d desires th
at sh

ape 

m
y 

con
fron

tation
s 

w
ith

 
th

e 
pressu

res 
of  

reality. W
h

en
 I speak ou

t lou
d, an

d som
eon

e  

an
sw

ers back, I feel m
y com

m
itm

en
t to col-

lective efforts. P
erh

aps th
is is w

h
ere w

e can
 

effect 
ch

an
ge. 

S
om

etim
es, 

w
h

en
 

you
 

call, 

w
h

at you
 get back is both

 an
 ech

o an
d a 

respon
se. T

h
e residu

al pleasu
re m

akes you
 

w
an

t to call again
.

C
om

m
u

n
ity is bu

ilt on
 sin

gu
lars like you

 

an
d m

e, w
h

o can
 be fou

n
d w

ith
 ou

r n
oses in

 

th
e crack of a book. T

im
e spen

t readin
g is 

tim
e spen

t livin
g. O

u
r bodies are evoked an

d 

affected, an
d w

e are actively rem
em

berin
g 

an
d m

asqu
eradin

g. T
h

ere are m
an

y th
in

gs 

to experien
ce an

d to read abou
t, an

d yes, 

th
ere are th

in
gs to do.

W
e asked for direction

 an
d you

 said you
 

n
eeded som

e you
rself. S

o let’s m
ove in

 to-

geth
er an

d read th
is issu

e, ou
rs.
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P
rin

ted 
M

atter’s 
P

u
blish

in
g 

P
rogram

 
for 

E
m

ergin
g 

A
rtists w

as m
ade possible th

rou
gh

 gen
erou

s su
pport 

from
 

T
h

e 
A

n
dy 

W
arh

ol 
F

ou
n

dation
 

for 
th

e 
V

isu
al 

A
rts an

d th
e N

ew
 York S

tate C
ou

n
cil on

 th
e A

rts, a  
state agen

cy.

P
rin

ted M
atter, In

c. is an
 in

depen
den

t 501(c)(3) n
on

-
profi

t organ
ization

 fou
n

ded in
 1976 by artists an

d art 
w

orkers w
ith

 th
e m

ission
 to foster th

e appreciation
, 

dissem
in

ation
, an

d u
n

derstan
din

g of artists’ books an
d 

oth
er artists’ pu

blication
s. 

P
rin

ted 
M

atter, 
In

c. 
h

as 
received 

su
pport, 

in
 

part, 
th

rou
gh

 gran
ts from

 th
e N

ew
 York S

tate C
ou

n
cil on

 
th

e A
rts, th

e N
ew

 York C
ity D

epartm
en

t of C
u

ltu
ral 

A
ffairs, A

ltria G
rou

p, In
c, th

e M
ilton

 &
 S

ally A
very A

rts 
F

ou
n

dation
, th

e C
an

adian
 C

on
su

late G
en

eral an
d th

e 
G

overn
m

en
t of C

an
ada, T

h
e C

ow
les C

h
aritable T

ru
st, 

T
h

e 
G

ladys 
K

rieble 
D

elm
as 

F
ou

n
dation

, 
th

e 
F

ifth
 

F
loor F

ou
n

dation
, F

u
rth

erm
ore: a program

 of th
e J.M

. 
K

aplan
 F

u
n

d, T
h

e H
orace W

. G
oldsm

ith
 F

ou
n

dation
, 

T
h

e K
etterin

g Fam
ily F

ou
n

dation
, th

e L
E

F
 F

ou
n

dation
, 

T
h

e P
eter S. R

eed F
ou

n
dation

, In
c.,  th

e S
ch

oen
stadt 

Fam
ily F

ou
n

dation
, T

h
e A

n
dy W

arh
ol F

ou
n

dation
 for 

th
e V

isu
al A

rts, an
d private fou

n
dation

s w
orldw

ide.
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 D

ESIG
N

: 
aish
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rn

es w
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 LT
T

R
 L

iz C
ollin
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E

R
G

E
R

 G
L

O
V

E
 kn
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 by S

toll 
A

m
erica, P

ort W
ash

in
gton

, N
ew

 Y
ork 

  L
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s T
en

d
 T

o R
ead

 bookm
ark illu

strated
 by  

O
n

ya H
ogan

-F
in
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W
h

en
 L

ois con
siders com

pan
ion

sh
ip n

ow
 

sh
e feels like sh

e’s pickin
g th

rou
gh

 dark 

m
u

d. S
h

e w
an

ts to tru
st som

eon
e. S

h
e w

ish
-

es h
er m

oth
er h

ad tau
gh

t h
er h

ow
. “M

ost 

people are stu
pid,” h

er m
oth

er often
 w

arn
ed. 

L
ois feels n

au
seou

s th
in

kin
g of h

er m
oth

er’s 

lon
elin

ess. A
n

gry at w
h

at sh
e’s in

h
erited. 

B
u

t “I,” th
ere is n

on
e. “M

e” is ju
st on

e m
ore 

pad
d

ed
 vessel kn

ockin
g arou

n
d

 on
 top of th

e 

earth
. B

lin
kin

g w
ith

 eyes. G
apin

g an
d

 ready 

to su
ckle. T

h
e rest is a gam

e of ch
an

ce. 

N
ow

 an
d th

en
 L

ois en
vision

s takin
g a 

sh
ot at it. T

h
e w

om
an

 at th
e bu

s station
 d

id
. 

“N
o, really, I adore you

,” sh
e im

agin
es say-

in
g ou

t lou
d. T

h
e scen

e is u
n

clear, bu
t sh

e 

glim
pses th

e sh
ape of h

erself, on
 a screen

 in
 

th
e distan

ce, glow
in

g in
 ch

ain
m

ail cu
t dow

n
 

th
e cen

ter w
ith

 satin
, m

ou
th

in
g w

ords across 

tall grass to an
oth

er h
u

m
an

 bein
g—

You
’re 

great, I, I th
in

k you
’re great.

…
In

 a park at th
e tow

n
’s cen

ter, a fou
n

tain
 

sprays above a ston
e pool, th

e w
ater spu

t-

terin
g in

 staggered pattern
s. P

igeon
s h

obble 

an
d coo u

n
der ben

ch
es, a m

an
 sleeps on

 on
e. 

L
ois circles th

e fou
n

tain
, m

esm
erized by th

e 

sou
n

d of th
e w

ater’s splats, th
e sigh

t of sky 

th
rou

gh
 th

e droplets, a sloppy, glin
tin

g sh
u

t-

ter. T
h

e w
orld is rau

cou
s to h

er, vau
devil-

lian
. S

am
 w

ou
ld h

ave th
ou

gh
t so too. 

H
e h

ad been
 bottlin

g rain
w

ater. “T
h

e pol-

lu
tan

ts from
 th

e air dim
in

ish
 after th

e th
ird 

day of rain
 an

d w
ater from

 sou
th

w
esterly 

storm
s is m

ore pu
re th

an
 an

y oth
er,” read a 

n
ote fou

n
d on

 h
is desk. It h

ad been
 rain

in
g 

for fou
r days straigh

t, an
 u

n
u

su
al dow

n
pou

r 

for th
at tim

e of year. S
am

 w
as clim

bin
g u

p to 

th
e roof each

 n
igh

t, collectin
g sam

ples an
d 

m
on

itorin
g 

th
em

 
th

rou
gh

 
h

is 
dim

e-store  

m
i  croscope. H

e’d taken
 to visitin

g th
e roof 

frequ
en

tly 
sin

ce 
h

is 
m

oth
er’s 

death
, 

an
d 

cou
ld be h

eard m
u

tterin
g an

d som
etim

es 

yellin
g to god, or to th

e n
eon

 bar sign
, th

at 

h
is fath

er sh
ou

ld n
ever be pardon

ed. “T
ake 

h
im

 off th
e list!” G

u
ilt soaked th

rou
gh

 h
im

, 

distractin
g 

h
im

, 
pin

ch
in

g 
off 

th
e 

sh
arp 

poin
ts of h

is sen
ses. L

ois w
as w

orkin
g n

igh
ts 

an
d sleepin

g all day. 

S
everely 

depressed, 
bu

t 
clu

m
sier 

still, 

S
am

 slipped from
 w

et sh
in

gles w
h

ere h
is 

plastic 
bottles 

w
ere 

stru
n

g 
from

 
th

e 
an

-

ten
n

a to th
e ch

im
n

ey, an
d fell fi

ve stories to 

th
e pavem

en
t. L

ois h
ad stood in

 th
e h

all of 

th
e apartm

en
t bu

ildin
g, m

u
te an

d sh
akin

g, 

u
n

til Jim
m

y th
e su

per w
alked u

p, h
is tin

n
y 

voice crackin
g th

rou
gh

 like an
 alarm

. “L
ois, 

I’m
 real sorry.” W

h
en

 h
is h

an
d tou

ch
ed h

er 

arm
, sh

e felt h
erself split in

to gray parts spi-

ralin
g aw

ay from
 each

 oth
er. 

…
L

ois reach
es ou

t, lets th
e fou

n
tain

 w
ater 

h
am

m
er in

to h
er palm

. A
ll of a su

dden
, from

 

som
ew

h
ere beh

in
d th

e ben
ch

es, a lady h
ol-

lers an
d tw

o cops ru
n

 across th
e grass. “H

e’s 

over by th
e trees!” th

e w
om

an
 sh

rieks from
 

a car w
in

dow
. L

ois spin
s, tries to locate th

e 

action
. 

“R
aaaooooow

! R
aaaooooow

w
! R

R
R

R
R

rrrr-

rrrr!” A
t th

e en
d of th

e park, a sm
all n

aked 

fi
gu

re ju
m

ps ou
t from

 beh
in

d a tree, fl
aps 

by 
th

en
 

disappears 
beh

in
d 

an
oth

er. 
L

ois 

squ
in

ts. B
lack cu

rls fl
ou

n
ce, a w

isp of pale 

torso, tin
y bu

tt ch
eeks. 

“R
aaaaaooooow

w
w

w
w

w
!” It h

ow
ls again

, 

arm
s ou

tstretch
ed. 

“C
on

an
!” 

L
ois 

yells 
an

d 
w

aves, 
w

alks 

qu
ickly in

 th
e direction

 of th
e trees. T

h
e 

cops sw
oop on

to h
im

. C
on

an
 is dow

n
 an

d 

L
ois can

’t m
ake ou

t w
h

at’s h
appen

in
g. “H

ey! 

H
old on

!” S
h

e ru
n

s tow
ard th

em
. T

h
ey h

ave 

h
im

 u
p fast, h

au
l h

im
 n

aked an
d w

rigglin
g 

to th
e squ

ad car, drive off. L
ois looks arou

n
d. 

A
 m

an
 stan

ds n
ext to h

er n
ow

, th
e on

e w
h

o’d 

been
 asleep on

 th
e ben

ch
. H

is voice is like a 

m
etal sh

ovel draggin
g over rock. 

“H
eh

. B
arry’s at it again

. T
h

at boy loves 

to get n
ekkid! H

a h
aaa.”

“B
arry? I th

ou
gh

t h
is n

am
e w

as C
on

an
,” 

L
ois tu

rn
s to th

e m
an

, ou
t of breath

. S
h

e 

absen
tm

in
dedly takes th

e stick of gu
m

 h
e’s 
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sh
ape of an

 eye, an
 old

 favorite across th
e 

m
illen

n
ia. W

h
at pow

ers d
o w

e h
ave, any-

h
ow

? S
u

dden
ly sh

e th
in

ks of th
e open

in
g 

scen
e of N

orm
a R

ae, th
e ju

m
pin

g spools an
d 

du
st-clotted sh

u
ttles of th

e textile factory. 

A
w

 N
orm

a R
ae, th

at saggy little m
ou

th
. 

Y
ou

r jean
s looked

 great in
 every scen

e. S
h

e 

im
agin

es S
am

 dressed as S
ally F

ields, in
 

tigh
t 

bellbottom
s 

leadin
g 

th
e 

w
orkers 

in
 

a m
arch

 to city h
all. T

h
e qu

estion
 of w

h
at 

to do bleeds in
to th

e issu
e of w

ith
 w

h
om

. I 

d
on’t h

ave anyon
e’s ph

on
e n

um
ber. C

an
 you

 

see th
is S

am
? 

…
T

h
ey h

ad spen
t lon

g n
igh

ts loadin
g n

u
m

-

bers in
to th

e com
pu

ter, S
am

 pu
n

ch
in

g in
 

w
ords, codes, w

h
ile L

ois scribbled dow
n

 th
e 

lin
ks m

eticu
lou

sly as th
ey appeared on

 th
e 

screen
. F

ou
r years ago th

ey h
ad fi

gu
red a 

w
ay to fi

lch
 m

on
ey from

 th
e in

tern
ation

al 

credit accou
n

ts of corporate su
per stores. 

S
am

’s desk w
as clu

ttered w
ith

 vitam
in

s, 

su
pplem

en
ts, books on

 h
erbal rem

edies. H
e 

barely m
ade h

is ren
t each

 m
on

th
, bu

ssin
g 

dish
es, clean

in
g fl

oors, spen
din

g w
h

at h
e 

h
ad on

 rare extraction
s an

d tin
ctu

res. T
h

eir 

m
oth

er h
ad su

ccu
m

bed to breast can
cer a 

few
 years earlier, th

e disease spreadin
g rap-

idly th
rou

gh
ou

t h
er body u

n
til sh

e qu
ietly 

O
D

’d h
erself on

 S
econ

al an
d C

om
pazin

e on
e 

n
igh

t. “T
h

is is ju
st sh

it,” sh
e’d said to L

ois 

th
e day before. S

am
 an

d L
ois m

oved in
to th

e 

sam
e apartm

en
t bu

ildin
g. 

L
ois 

cycled 
th

rou
gh

 
a 

variety 
of 

jobs, 

carpet-layin
g, 

dog-w
alkin

g, 
proofreadin

g. 

S
am

’s 
h

yper-in
telligen

ce, 
com

bin
ed 

w
ith

 

h
is excessive n

eed for con
trol, disabled h

im
 

from
 su

cceedin
g in

 m
ost fi

elds h
e cou

ld h
ave 

pu
rsu

ed—
com

pu
ter program

m
in

g, fi
n

an
cial 

an
alyzin

g, 
ch

em
ical 

en
gin

eerin
g. 

E
m

ploy-

m
en

t 
stru

ctu
res, 

w
ith

 
bosses, 

sch
edu

les, 

m
eetin

gs, 
agen

das, 
sh

ort-circu
ited 

S
am

’s 

con
cen

tration
 an

d sen
t h

im
 in

to babblin
g fu

-

ries. M
en

ial labor allow
ed h

is m
in

d respite 

an
d space bu

t left h
im

 alon
e to fi

n
d ch

al-

len
ge. C

alcu
latin

g th
e body’s n

eeds dow
n

 to 

cellu
lar m

in
u

tiae satisfi
ed h

im
 for stretch

es 

at a tim
e. “T

h
e brain

 is directly con
n

ected 

to th
e in

testin
es, toxicity fl

oxes th
e w

orks, 

m
akes literally sh

it for brain
s, n

o kiddin
g,” 

h
e’d explain

. “F
lox” h

is w
ord for fl

u
ctu

atin
g 

toxin
s fu

ckin
g th

in
gs u

p. H
e dropped effer-

vescen
t green

 pow
der in

to a glass of triple 

fi
ltered w

ater an
d stirred. 

A
s a ch

ild S
am

 su
ffered a debilitatin

g 

sw
eet tooth

, a food com
pu

lsion
 w

h
ich

 even
-

tu
ally drove h

im
—

alon
g w

ith
 th

e realization
 

at age 14 th
at h

is fath
er w

as a com
plete 

assh
ole w

h
o’d broken

 h
is h

eart forever—
to 

all m
an

n
er of eatin

g disorders, an
d fi

n
ally 

circled h
im

 arou
n

d to th
e con

trolled raw
 food 

an
d w

ater ordeal. O
lder th

an
 L

ois by tw
o 

years, S
am

 h
ad tried as a ch

ild to en
list h

er 

as an
 accom

plice in
 h

is fi
rst bu

rglin
gs, crim

es 

u
su

ally in
volvin

g sw
eets of som

e kin
d. In

 or-

der to w
in

 h
er con

fi
den

ce, or h
er belief in

 th
e 

pow
er of pu

re can
e, S

am
 on

ce fi
lled h

er ce-

real bow
l w

ith
 w

h
ite su

gar, sprin
kled som

e 

corn
 fl

akes an
d m

ilk on
 th

e pile, an
d m

ade 

h
er eat it. H

e w
ou

ldn
’t let h

er u
p from

 th
e ta-

ble u
n

til it w
as gon

e. O
f cou

rse, th
eir m

oth
er 

cam
e dow

n
stairs after on

e tortu
red bite an

d 

prom
ptly n

oticed L
ois w

ith
 both

 sm
all h

an
ds 

fl
atten

ed over h
er bow

l. S
am

 w
atch

ed to see 

if sh
e’d squ

eal. L
ois believed S

am
 h

ad ac-

cess to in
fi

n
ite, scrollin

g in
form

ation
, spe-

cial kn
ow

ledge w
h

ich
 pu

sh
ed w

ay past th
e 

reach
es of rote sch

ool lesson
s. S

h
e w

illfu
lly 

took th
e rap for pilferin

g tw
o h

u
n

dred tim
es 

th
e allotted sin

gle spoon
fu

l for cereal al-

low
ed in

 th
eir h

ou
se. L

ois w
asn

’t in
to su

gar. 

S
h

e w
an

ted facts, w
ords, an

sw
ers, problem

s, 

qu
estion

s, scen
arios, h

ypoth
eses, an

d, at a 

you
n

g age, ph
ilosoph

ical tricks an
d pu

zzles. 

S
am

 h
ad plen

ty, an
d L

ois h
an

dled h
is sw

eet 

tooth
 w

ith
 bravado an

d cu
n

n
in

g, keepin
g 

h
im

 su
pplied w

ith
 C

aram
el T

orpedos, N
u

tty 

B
u

ddies, P
ow

er D
ips an

d C
h

ocolate D
arlin

gs 

by an
y m

ean
s sh

e cou
ld. 

…
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I ju
st read you

r book. You
 really kn

ow
 

h
ow

 to sin
k in

to life. I’ve been
 h

idin
g a lot 

an
d I’m

 afraid I m
ay n

ever get to th
e “O

th
er 

S
ide” like you

 w
rite abou

t. I can
 on

ly w
rite 

from
 th

e posterior position
  —

lyin
g dow

n
 th

at 

is. (I’m
 so stu

pid som
etim

es I don
’t even

 

kn
ow

 w
h

at posterior m
ean

s.)

I realize it takes tim
e. M

aybe th
at’s a good 

th
in

g. I h
ave th

is feelin
g th

in
gs are abou

t 

to get u
gly. You

 w
rite a lot abou

t sh
it an

d 

sh
am

e. I h
ave a lot of sh

it in
side of m

e. G
ar-

bage, C
oke can

s, cigarette bu
tts, em

pty ch
ip 

bags an
d dirt. S

om
etim

es I feel like th
ere’s a 

rottin
g corpse in

side m
y body. 

A
n

d th
en

 you
 w

ere a lesbian
? B

u
t ju

st for 

a little w
h

ile? N
o on

e takes bisexu
als seri-

ou
sly. I kn

ow
 from

 experien
ce. I rem

em
ber 

m
akin

g fu
n

 of you
 in

 th
e tabloids. You

 looked 

in
san

ely beau
tifu

l w
an

derin
g arou

n
d topless 

m
u

m
blin

g abou
t O

u
ter S

pace. “A
n

n
e H

ech
e 

goes C
razy!” I said som

eth
in

g bitch
y abou

t 

h
ow

 you
 w

eren
’t even

 lesbian
. You

 w
ere kin

d 

of like n
oth

in
g. I’m

 sorry for th
at n

ow
. 

I’m
 am

azed at all you
’ve been

 th
rou

gh
. I 

feel sick. I w
an

t to open
 u

p an
d let people 

in
. I ju

st pu
sh

 people aw
ay an

d th
en

 expose 

m
yself in

 in
appropriate w

ays. I like m
y body, 

bu
t I don

’t kn
ow

 h
ow

 to get m
y in

sides to 

open
 u

p. I’m
 sick. I’m

 ten
se. I w

an
t to w

ork 

an
d m

ake art an
d open

 u
p. C

all m
e C

razy! 

I love th
at.

 F
irst I’m

 gon
n

a m
ake it. T

h
en

 I’m
 gon

n
a 

break it till it falls apart. S
h

iver an
d

 S
ave 

th
e W

orld
—

every lie you’ve h
eard

. 

D
o you

 kn
ow

 E
ch

o an
d th

e B
u

n
n

ym
en

? 

B
rin

g on
 th

e n
ew

 M
essiah

! L
ike Y

O
U

! A
n

d 

you
 h

ave th
e stigm

ata to prove it. I w
an

t to 

be a real artist an
d n

ot ju
st a victim

 all th
e 

tim
e. H

ow
 do you

 feel abou
t V

ictim
 C

u
ltu

re? 

D
o 

you
 

th
in

k 
w

ritin
g 

you
r 

book 
h

elped? 

D
o you

 kn
ow

 abou
t M

ike K
elley? D

o you
 

th
in

k h
e’s m

akin
g fu

n
 of u

s? I n
eed to open

 

u
p an

d m
ake th

is life cou
n

t. I’m
 afraid I’m

  

w
astin

g it ou
t of spite. I w

an
t love an

d joy 

an
d h

appin
ess! 

T
h

e w
h

ole tim
e I w

as grow
in

g u
p I told 
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m
ake h

er seek em
ptin

ess on
 h

er ow
n

 scalp, 

tw
iddlin

g an
d plu

ckin
g h

er h
air u

n
til bald 

areas an
d scabs appeared. T

h
e th

ree of th
em

 

spoke rarely of th
e fath

er w
h

o h
ad been

 u
n

-

able to leave th
e h

ou
se or care for th

e babies 

on
ce th

ey w
ere w

alkin
g, w

h
o stayed locked 

in
 h

is room
 w

ritin
g, u

n
til on

e day h
e packed 

u
p an

d ran
. 

L
ois’ m

oth
er kept h

is pictu
res in

 an
 en

-

velope n
ext to th

e en
cyclopedias, black an

d 

w
h

ite ph
otos of a th

in
 m

an
 sligh

tly h
u

n
ch

ed 

in
 th

e sh
ou

lders, h
an

dsom
e in

 a w
h

ite sh
irt 

an
d slacks, a th

in
 brow

n
 beard accen

tu
atin

g 

th
e an

gles of h
is jaw

 an
d ch

in
. S

h
e brou

gh
t 

h
is books h

om
e as th

ey w
ere pu

blish
ed an

d 

qu
ietly pu

t th
em

 on
 th

e sh
elves w

h
ere L

ois 

an
d S

am
 w

ere free to brow
se. If th

ey w
an

ted 

to talk abou
t h

im
, sh

e’d h
ave it. T

h
ey didn

’t. 

L
ois h

ad kn
ocked ligh

tly on
 h

er m
oth

er’s 

door on
e aftern

oon
, after a letter h

ad com
e 

w
ith

 h
is pu

blish
er’s retu

rn
 address. H

earin
g 

n
o an

sw
er, sh

e’d let h
erself in

 an
d saw

 h
er 

m
oth

er lyin
g face dow

n
 on

 th
e bed, cryin

g. 

“M
om

?”

“G
et ou

t!” S
h

e didn
’t tu

rn
 arou

n
d, ju

st 

th
rew

 a pillow
 to th

e fl
oor an

d pou
n

ded th
e 

h
eadboard w

ith
 h

er fi
st. 

L
ois didn

’t speak to h
er m

oth
er for tw

o 

days, u
n

til sh
e h

ad com
e in

 an
d apologized 

to L
ois, called S

am
 in

to th
e room

 an
d told 

th
em

 both
 m

atter-of-factly, th
at th

eir fath
er 

h
ad ju

st requ
ested n

ever to be con
tacted by 

th
em

, ever. A
pparen

tly S
am

 h
ad tried to 

sen
d a n

ote via th
e book com

pan
y, desperate 

to u
n

derstan
d th

e blan
k spots in

 h
is m

in
d, 

th
e glarin

g, em
pty ch

an
n

els ru
bbed free of 

m
arks w

h
ere th

ere sh
ou

ld h
ave been

 m
aps 

for h
ow

 to proceed. S
kiddin

g arou
n

d on
 tw

o 

w
h

eels, S
am

 kn
ew

 th
ey w

ou
ld each

 even
tu

-

ally crash
. T

h
eir m

oth
er rode th

em
 forw

ard, 

h
alf fu

eled by an
ger an

d resen
tm

en
t, h

alf 

by love an
d a cool, u

n
m

istakable kn
ow

ledge 

th
at h

er ch
ildren

 w
ere perfect, asym

m
etrical 

gem
s cu

t from
 deep in

side th
e rottin

g earth
. 

“If you
’re goin

g to do it, do it righ
t th

e 

fi
rst tim

e,” h
er m

oth
er h

ad said, w
h

en
 L

ois 

laid th
e tool box dow

n
 an

d set ou
t to patch

 

th
e h

ole in
 th

eir kitch
en

 fl
oor. M

ice cam
e 

an
d w

en
t as th

ey pleased an
d L

ois’ m
oth

er 

in
sisted th

ey fi
x m

ost th
in

gs th
em

selves. 

H
an

din
g h

er a level an
d m

easu
rin

g tape, 

h
er m

oth
er said, “M

en
 are eye-ballers. T

h
ey 

ru
sh

 th
rou

gh
 an

d screw
 th

in
gs u

p. S
h

in
e ’em

 

if th
ey say you

’re goin
g too slow

. You
 w

on
’t 

be th
e on

e doin
g it tw

ice, so lon
g as you

’re a 

stickler to begin
 w

ith
.” L

ois w
as com

pelled 

by h
er m

oth
er’s con

fi
den

ce an
d in

vested in
 

m
ain

tain
in

g h
er respect. L

ois carried on
 in

 

th
e h

ard-n
osed m

an
n

er of h
er m

oth
er, alien

-

atin
g ch

ildren
 at recess, tryin

g repeatedly to 

apply a m
ore su

btle ton
e. 

“You
’re bossy!” kids w

ou
ld yell.

“N
o, I ju

st m
ean

 if you
 rotate cou

n
ter-

clockw
ise arou

n
d th

e cou
rt, th

e fou
r-squ

are 

team
s w

ill lin
e u

p even
ly!” S

h
e th

ou
gh

t of 

h
erself as h

elpfu
l, a captain

 of sorts. 

“W
h

atever, L
ois, you

’re ou
t!” 

A
s sh

e m
atu

red, th
is ton

e, w
h

ich
 reso-

n
ated in

side h
er as earn

est, en
th

u
siastic,  

in
tegral, w

as often
 m

isin
terpreted as spooky, 

arrogan
t or derisive. T

h
e brigh

t ligh
t L

ois 

felt sw
oopin

g th
rou

gh
 h

er cou
ld apparen

tly 

h
it th

e w
orld like a laser. S

h
e learn

ed to 

scale everyth
in

g dow
n

 an
d coil in

w
ard. 

…
B

ack ou
t on

 th
e m

ain
 street, cars pu

ll in
 

an
d ou

t of lots, S
atu

rday sh
oppin

g h
as be-

gu
n

. L
ois tries to im

agin
e th

e re-in
sertion

 of 

h
erself in

to a lifew
orld w

ith
 frien

ds, a regu
-

lar job. W
ar an

d a sw
eepin

g ph
en

om
en

on
 of 

political debau
ch

ery h
an

g over everyth
in

g 

n
ow

 an
d sh

e w
on

ders in
 particu

lar abou
t 

th
e im

portan
ce of rejoin

in
g a popu

lace, is 

th
ere on

e, w
h

at’s left. T
oil. B

u
t h

ow
 to d

is-

tin
gu

ish
 som

e pu
rpose, set apart as w

e are 

from
 th

e an
im

al kin
gd

om
 or a rocketin

g 

n
atu

ral w
orld

. T
h

e cyclin
g of certain

 qu
es-

tion
s fru

strates L
ois, drives h

er in
to n

ervou
s 

calcu
lation

s an
d fatigu

e. T
h

ou
san

d
s of years 

of askin
g, like people con

tin
u

e to d
ood

le th
e 
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“Yeah
.” L

ois w
atch

es th
e w

om
an

’s ear-

rin
gs, tin

y gold u
n

icorn
s th

at qu
iver from

 

side to side. S
h

e glan
ces arou

n
d th

e station
 

an
d th

en
 back. T

h
e w

om
an

 tu
rn

s to look at 

th
e w

all clock above L
ois’ h

ead, an
d L

ois 

n
otices a red an

d yellow
 crescen

t of bru
ise 

arou
n

d h
er tem

ple. 

“I’m
 

goin
g 

to 
m

y 
sister’s, 

it’s 
h

er 

birth
day. S

h
e’ll kill m

e if I’m
 n

ot on
 th

e  

10 o’clock bu
s.”

…
L

ois h
ad w

an
ted to be a lady like th

at. 

W
h

en
 sh

e w
as n

in
e years old sh

e glu
ed cu

t-

ou
t pieces of paper on

to h
er fi

n
gertips an

d 

ran
 th

em
 over h

er face. S
h

e w
ore w

ax lips, 

sh
e stu

ffed h
er bra an

d h
er u

n
derpan

ts an
d 

posed for h
er farm

er doll. A
n

xiou
s even

 as 

a ch
ild, L

ois h
ad w

orried sh
e m

igh
t get in

 a 

car w
reck an

d die before sh
e grew

 breasts. 

W
ou

ld sh
e kn

ow
 th

e feelin
g of h

er boobs 

pressin
g again

st an
oth

er ch
est? S

h
e w

orried 

th
at by th

e tim
e sh

e w
as old en

ou
gh

 to press 

again
st an

oth
er, sh

e’d h
ave grow

n
 th

em
 an

d 

w
ou

ld n
ever get to kn

ow
 w

h
at it felt like to 

be fl
at again

st som
eon

e too. S
h

e took a kid 

in
to h

er closet on
e day after kin

dergarten
 

an
d said let’s fren

ch
. T

h
ey pu

lled off th
eir 

sh
irts, stood bare an

d fl
at, ch

est to ch
est an

d 

L
ois pu

t h
er ton

gu
e in

 h
is m

ou
th

. T
h

e kid 

w
en

t for it, for abou
t a m

in
u

te, th
en

 pu
sh

ed 

h
is w

ay ou
t, said h

e h
ad to go. L

ois real-

ized sh
e w

ou
ld also n

ot grow
 u

p to be a m
an

 

an
d so w

ou
ld n

ever get to try th
e feelin

g of 

som
eon

e else’s boobs pressin
g again

st h
er 

h
ard boy ch

est. T
im

e m
oved th

is w
ay, slow

ly 

an
d m

eth
odically, portion

s of an
 aftern

oon
 

sm
ooth

ed fl
at by m

u
llin

g possibilities. L
ike 

th
e expan

sion
 of th

e u
n

iverse beyon
d th

e so-

lar system
 an

d th
en

 th
e galaxy. L

ois follow
ed 

each
 n

ext th
in

g ou
t past th

e oth
ers u

n
til sh

e 

got to a blan
k T

V
 screen

, static an
d bu

zzin
g. 

S
o far, th

is w
as w

h
ere th

e u
n

iverse en
ded. 

L
ois’ m

oth
er explain

ed m
ost th

in
gs. S

h
e 

m
ixed 

fact 
w

ith
 

fi
ction

, 
bu

t 
alw

ays 
gave 

an
 an

sw
er. G

eology, evolu
tion

, politics. S
h

e 

w
as forth

righ
t an

d to th
e poin

t, som
etim

es 

blu
n

tin
g 

a 
discu

ssion
 

in
adverten

tly 
w

ith
 

th
e force of h

er opin
ion

s. “T
h

e presiden
t is a 

pig, th
ey’re all pigs.” S

h
e sat at th

e kitch
en

 

table after w
ork w

ith
 h

er feet u
p on

 a stack 

of ph
on

e books on
 a w

icker stool, sm
okin

g 

a cigarette an
d drin

kin
g O

lym
pia beer from

 

th
e can

. “It’s th
e w

ater, h
a!” 

L
ois n

ever got w
h

y th
at w

as fu
n

n
y. O

n
 

w
eeken

ds som
etim

es th
ey w

en
t to a m

u
se-

u
m

. “T
h

ese are ju
st w

on
derfu

l, m
arvelou

s!” 

h
er m

oth
er exclaim

ed in
 a w

h
ispery voice 

stan
din

g in
 fron

t of th
e su

rrealist pain
tin

gs. 

“It 
w

as 
a 

real 
breakth

rou
gh

 
w

h
en

 
th

ese 

gu
ys started m

essin
g w

ith
 th

e still life.” L
ois 

stared at boobs m
eltin

g in
to clocks, h

ollow
 

bodies m
ergin

g w
ith

 h
orses an

d tables. O
n

e 

lin
k w

ith
 th

e adu
lt w

orld, un
believable, L

ois 

h
ad th

e sen
se th

at som
eon

e w
as on

to som
e-

th
in

g close to tru
th

. L
ois felt sim

ilarly great 

w
h

en
 doin

g a scarf dan
ce to B

arry M
an

ilow
. 

“A
t th

e C
opa, C

opacaban
a! M

u
sic an

d pas-

sion
 are alw

ays th
e fash

ion
 …

” H
er m

om
 

w
alked past from

 th
e sh

ow
er, a tow

el tu
rban

 

w
rapped arou

n
d h

er h
ead, paisley u

n
dies 

h
an

gin
g low

 on
 h

er h
ips, “O

h
, god, B

arry 

M
an

ilow
. W

h
at a pig.” L

ois pu
sh

ed h
er door 

closed. T
h

is h
as n

oth
in

g to d
o w

ith
 pigs. 

T
h

is is abou
t cold

 d
rin

ks, d
an

cin
g by a pool 

an
d

 eatin
g cocon

u
t ice cream

. 

S
am

 w
ou

ld h
old h

is h
an

ds to h
is ears in

 

th
e 

h
allw

ay, 
h

u
n

ch
ed 

over 
h

is 
books. 

H
e 

seem
ed to block ou

t th
e sh

arp edges of h
is 

m
oth

er’s con
viction

s, bu
t plu

ck som
e piece of 

soft essen
ce from

 th
e cen

ter of h
er w

isdom
. 

H
e bru

sh
ed th

e pages of h
is diction

ary w
ith

 

h
is fi

n
gertips, fl

u
ffi

n
g th

e edges—
du

ck w
in

g, 

free bird. S
am

 in
verted th

e fam
ily’s h

aw
kish

 

in
telligen

ce, u
pen

din
g given

s in
 lan

gu
age it-

self w
ith

 m
ade-u

p h
ybrid w

ords of h
is ow

n
. 

“T
h

at’s n
ot a w

ord, S
am

.” H
e tu

n
ed in

 an
d 

ou
t. L

ois felt sh
e h

ad n
o kn

obs for adju
st-

in
g 

th
e 

in
com

in
g 

frequ
en

cies 
an

d 
picked 

u
p everyth

in
g h

er m
oth

er said. P
icked u

p 

m
ost th

in
gs, a crow

din
g w

h
ich

 w
ou

ld later 

5

th
e stories of w

h
at w

as h
appen

in
g over an

d 

over again
. It got m

e h
igh

. It w
as w

orse for 

you
, bu

t readin
g you

r book I w
as a little jeal-

ou
s. You

 really tu
rn

ed som
e sh

it in
to rain

-

bow
s. I m

ean
 basically you

 are am
azin

g. M
y 

case w
asn

’t as extrem
e as you

rs, bu
t m

aybe 

th
at w

as th
e problem

.

I w
an

t to be places, en
joy th

in
gs an

d n
ot 

be ju
dgm

en
tal. It’s h

ard, th
ou

gh
, becau

se 

som
etim

es B
ad feels G

ood an
d G

ood feels 

B
ad. L

ike for you
 C

razy felt S
an

e an
d S

an
e 

felt C
razy. I’m

 u
sed to sin

kin
g in

to m
y ow

n
 

sh
it an

d playin
g arou

n
d th

ere. I’m
 kin

d of 

like P
au

l M
cC

arth
y! D

o you
 kn

ow
 h

im
? I 

w
on

der if you
 are in

to C
on

tem
porary A

rt? 

A
n

yw
ay, I stew

—
or else I A

ct. W
e really 

h
ave a lot in

 com
m

on
, A

n
n

e. I act all th
e 

tim
e! M

ostly I act cool an
d detach

ed. I w
an

t-

ed to be an
 actor—

bu
t all th

ose actin
g people 

are too tou
ch

y feely for m
e. I cou

ldn
’t tru

st 

th
e m

om
en

t—
in

 m
y body. I gu

ess th
ey don

’t 

actu
ally tou

ch
 you

 in
 actin

g class. 

I th
in

k it is a testam
en

t to you
r stren

gth
 

th
at you

 believed in
 you

r m
em

ory. I th
in

k 

it m
akes all th

e differen
ce. B

ecau
se it can

 

F
u

ck w
ith

 you
r In

tu
ition

. A
n

d you
 kn

ow
 h

ow
 

diffi
cu

lt th
at can

 be. You
’re an

 actress. A
n

d 

you
’re really talen

ted. I’ve been
 w

atch
in

g 

you
r m

ovies an
d you

’re bu
stin

g at th
e seam

s! 

You
’re kin

d of a com
ic gen

iu
s. In

 S
ix D

ays 

an
d

 S
even

 N
igh

ts, you
 tu

rn
ed a N

ew
 York 

h
ipster in

to pu
re C

h
arlie C

h
aplin

. I w
on

der, 

th
ou

gh
, w

h
y so m

an
y of you

r m
ovies in

volve 

exotic islan
ds an

d eru
ptin

g volcan
oes.

D
o you

 th
in

k th
is kin

d of L
u

xu
ry, th

is ex-

trem
e self-in

volvem
en

t h
appen

s in
 th

e th
ird 

w
orld? I don

’t th
in

k so, A
n

n
e. I don

’t kn
ow

 

if th
ese tell-all books really m

ake an
yth

in
g 

better. D
id it really h

elp you
 in

to a “rebirth
”? 

I h
eard a social w

orker on
 N

P
R

 talkin
g abou

t 

C
am

bodia. T
h

e C
am

bodian
s w

ere depressed. 

T
h

e social w
orker h

elped people to do th
ree 

th
in

gs: to tou
ch

, to forget, an
d to w

ork. 

T
h

e fl
ags are w

avin
g an

d th
e in

fl
atable 

R
E

D
 T

A
G

 S
A

L
E

 is goin
g stron

g. N
ear h

ere 

is 
a 

place 
called 

C
lairem

on
t 

M
esa 

B
lvd. 

w
h

ere all th
e car dealersh

ips are. It’s gian
t. 

T
h

e road h
as 12 lan

es, an
d it’s n

ot even
 a 

freew
ay. E

veryth
in

g h
ere is really big. It’s 

disgu
stin

g. I w
an

t to be part of th
e W

orld 

bu
t th

e W
orld is so revoltin

g. T
h

e w
orld is 

fu
ll of people bein

g blow
n

 u
p an

d starvin
g 

an
d bein

g exploited. I’m
 fu

ll of sh
am

e. I’m
 

ash
am

ed for everyon
e an

d h
ow

 little w
e do 

to m
ake it better. I’m

 ash
am

ed of art. W
h

ere 

is ou
r O

U
T

R
A

G
E

? O
h

, A
n

n
e! W

e’ll sh
ow

 th
e 

w
orld th

at it isn
’t th

e sm
all m

ean
 place it 

appears to be.

T
h

an
ks for everyth

in
g, A

n
n

e. I’m
 takin

g 

m
y cu

es from
 you

!

You
rs T

ru
ly,

JO
C

ELY
N

 JA
C

O
BS
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L
ois gu

lps dow
n

 th
ree cu

ps of coffee from
 

a m
ach

in
e beh

in
d th

e lau
n

drom
at w

ash
ers. 

T
h

irty-fi
ve cen

ts each
, h

ot bu
t it sm

ells bad
, 

sh
e th

in
ks. M

ice pissin
g in

 th
e w

orks. S
h

e 

sh
oves h

er cu
p u

n
der th

e soft w
h

ite spou
t. 

In
d

eed, th
e stain

in
g of th

in
gs from

 th
e in

-

sid
e. L

ois feels like h
er m

in
d h

as been
 pissed 

in
, back beh

in
d places, stin

ked u
p. T

im
e 

spen
t alon

e cakes arou
n

d h
er like adobe, 

som
eth

in
g from

 determ
in

ation
. W

h
at else. 

S
h

e pokes h
oles in

 th
e cu

p, rockin
g again

st 

pan
ic, w

aitin
g for th

e caffein
e to can

cel ou
t 

th
e n

erves. T
h

e h
em

s of h
er jean

s are frayed 

from
 pickin

g an
d soft w

h
ite th

reads stick to 

h
er tu

be socks. I overth
in

k. H
er m

oth
er u

sed 

to circle a fi
n

ger by h
er ear an

d say “T
ick, 

tick, tick tick tick.” 

“W
h

at? I’m
 fi

gu
rin

g it ou
t,” L

ois w
ou

ld an
-

sw
er, rise irritated, close a door for silen

ce. 

T
h

ere is n
o qu

iet place. T
h

ose m
on

ks w
h

o 

pray an
d

 cou
n

t bean
s in

to th
e trillion

s god
 

bless th
em

, h
ave to bu

ckle d
ow

n
 th

rou
gh

 

th
in

 m
ou

n
tain

 air, skim
py robes, th

e h
u

n
gry 

villagers, n
eigh

borin
g arm

ies even
. S

u
rren

-

d
er, it’s ou

r con
d

ition
. S

h
e yaw

n
s. G

o w
ith

 

th
e fl

ow
. 

H
er sn

eakers ban
g in

 th
e dryer. S

h
e sees 

th
em

 tied to h
er w

rists, jerkin
g arou

n
d as 

sh
e 

m
arch

es 
th

rou
gh

 
tow

n
 

tryin
g 

to 
fi

g-

u
re ou

t h
ow

 to be u
sefu

l. P
eople d

o get it  

togeth
er. D

espots, fl
oggin

gs, m
assacre, h

igh
 

w
in

d
s, d

ebt. L
ike an

im
als w

h
o can

 en
d

u
re 

ven
om

ou
s bites an

d
 alch

em
ize th

e poison
, 

alter th
em

selves perm
an

en
tly bu

t n
ot roll 

over d
ead

. M
ost girls are fou

led
 up by sickos, 

for exam
ple. P

eople are n
u

ts. S
qu

eezed
, or 

all w
eaved

 ou
t an

d
 loose. I’m

 n
ot su

re w
h

en
 

it 
m

atters 
anym

ore. 
R

u
bbin

g 
h

er 
socked 

feet togeth
er, sh

e w
atch

es a ligh
t blu

e piece 

of lin
t pu

ff arou
n

d th
e fl

oor on
 tin

y jets of 

air created by th
e sligh

test m
ovem

en
t of  

h
er feet. 

T
h

ey say you
 can’t d

istin
gu

ish
 th

e an
x-

iou
s from

 th
e d

epressed
. T

h
ey say w

arm
 per-

son
alities d

efl
ect criticism

. T
h

ey say stress 

frays actu
al syn

apses in
 th

e brain
, rippin

g 

LO
IS A

N
D

 C
O

N
A

N
STA

N
YA

 K
A

H
N

 

11

stan
din

g. C
arm

en
 got it, th

e sh
itty ch

asm
 

tortu
rin

g L
ois, th

reaten
in

g to sw
allow

 h
er 

in
to n

oth
in

gn
ess or leave h

er stran
ded for-

ever separate from
 everyon

e else. 

“W
an

n
a sm

oke a roach
? I got on

e from
 m

y 

m
om

’s ash
tray.” C

arm
en

 open
ed h

er palm
. 

“O
kay.” L

ois felt stiff an
d w

oozy. “D
o you

 

h
ave an

y B
an

d-A
ids?” S

u
dden

ly th
e idea of 

losin
g too m

u
ch

 blood seem
ed vagu

ely fore-

bodin
g. 

“U
m

, I don
’t th

in
k so.” C

arm
en

’s bath
-

room
 

cabin
et 

w
as 

stocked 
w

ith
 

C
h

in
ese 

lin
im

en
t, a jar of blu

e beads an
d a tu

be of 

n
atu

ral tooth
paste. T

h
ey tied socks arou

n
d 

L
ois’ w

rists an
d lay on

 th
e bed sm

okin
g th

e 

resin
ed paper. L

ois fell asleep w
ith

 im
ages 

of h
erself an

d C
arm

en
 as a h

ybrid m
ix of 

M
axfi

eld P
arrish

 girls an
d th

e tow
-h

eaded 

H
ou

ses of th
e H

oly ch
ildren

 pressin
g th

rou
gh

 

m
ortar an

d brick like gh
osts. 

…
S

till bu
zzin

g from
 caffein

e, L
ois squ

eezes 

cru
sh

ed M
&

M
’s in

to h
er m

ou
th

 from
 an

 old 

packet sh
e fi

n
ds in

 h
er jean

s. T
h

e su
gar ru

sh
-

es in
, h

igh
, killin

g th
e sou

r taste of th
e lau

n
-

drom
at coffee. S

h
e crosses an

 em
pty lot to 

th
e back of th

e bu
s depot, pu

sh
es in

 th
rou

gh
 

th
e h

eavy doors. C
avern

ou
s an

d gloom
y, th

e 

room
 rem

in
ds h

er of th
e basem

en
t sw

im
-

m
in

g pool in
 an

 old brick com
m

u
n

ity cen
ter 

w
h

ere h
er m

oth
er sw

am
 laps alon

gside tin
y, 

w
rin

kled ladies. H
igh

 rectan
gu

lar w
in

dow
s 

let in
 ligh

t bu
t th

e w
alls of th

e depot are tall 

an
d sh

adow
s en

gu
lf w

h
ole corn

ers of th
e 

room
. A

 grou
p of ch

ildren
 crow

ds arou
n

d th
e 

sn
ack bar, a few

 travelers w
ait, read, ch

eck 

th
e 

clock. 
“R

eservation
s,” 

“In
form

ation
,” 

“D
estin

ation
s”—

black letters on
 green

 sign
-

board organ
ize th

e station
. L

ois scan
s th

e 

w
ooden

 ben
ch

es for C
on

an
’s h

ead. 

A
 w

om
an

 stan
ds over h

er open
 su

itcase, 

ch
ew

in
g gu

m
 an

d re-foldin
g h

er cloth
es, h

u
m

-

m
in

g. T
h

ree kids slide n
oisily on

to th
e ben

ch
 

n
ear h

er, w
et ch

erry m
ou

th
s ch

ew
in

g on
  

can
dy. T

h
e tw

o boys dou
ble-team

 th
e girl, try 

to w
ren

ch
 a plastic w

rapper from
 h

er h
an

d.  

 
“N

oooo,” sh
e w

h
in

es.

“H
ey, h

ey n
ow

.” T
h

e w
om

an
 stops fold-

in
g an

d steps in
 fron

t of th
e kids, h

an
ds on

 

h
er h

ips, h
er voice sh

arp in
 th

e m
u

sty air 

of th
e lobby, rin

gin
g again

st th
e green

 tiled 

w
alls. T

h
e kids look u

p at h
er all at on

ce. 

T
h

ey su
ck th

eir ch
eeks, stop sw

in
gin

g th
eir 

feet. S
h

e poin
ts w

ith
 lon

g red n
ails an

d gold 

rin
gs, red-black h

air sw
ept u

p in
 a w

ebby 

tw
ist. 

H
er 

eyes 
are 

rim
m

ed 
black, 

h
er 

ch
eeks rou

ged, lips lin
ed oran

ge an
d fi

lled 

w
ith

 pin
k. It is h

ard
 to im

agin
e h

er losin
g 

con
trol.

“G
irls alw

ays get w
h

at th
ey w

an
t,” sh

e 

says to th
e kids. “You

’ll learn
 th

at w
h

en
 you

 

get older. G
irls alw

ays get w
h

at th
ey w

an
t.” 

T
h

e kids look u
p at h

er, jittery, respectfu
l. 

S
h

e tu
rn

s back to h
er su

itcase, picks u
p a 

blou
se an

d says to L
ois, w

h
o h

as been
 stan

d-

in
g th

ere starin
g, “I don

’t kn
ow

 w
h

ose th
ey 

are, bu
t I don

’t let m
in

e ru
n

 loose like th
at.” 

L
ois n

ods an
d w

atch
es as th

e w
om

an
’s 

h
an

ds m
ove fast like a ban

ker’s, foldin
g each

 

piece squ
are w

ith
 itself. S

am
 h

ad tau
gh

t 

L
ois 

to 
fold 

h
ospital 

style, 
departm

en
t 

store fresh
 bu

t sh
e n

ever got th
e h

an
g of it,  

didn
’t care. 

“I got th
ree—

a tw
o, a fi

ve an
d a six,” th

e 

w
om

an
 con

tin
u

es. “T
h

ey m
in

d m
e fi

rst, th
en

 

m
y h

u
sban

d. W
h

en
 h

e cam
e back from

 th
e 

G
u

lf I h
ad to h

old a re-orien
tation

 in
 m

y 

h
ou

seh
old. ‘T

h
at’s you

r daddy!’ H
e h

ardly 

said a w
ord for th

ree w
h

ole m
on

th
s. You

 

learn
 to be th

an
kfu

l for w
h

at you
’ve got. 

L
ast tim

e I w
as h

ere, a lady w
as dan

glin
g 

h
er kid by h

is an
kles. I said ‘You

 kn
ow

 w
h

at? 

You
 sh

ou
ldn

’t play u
pside dow

n
 gam

es. It’s 

n
ot good for h

is brain
.’ S

h
e ju

st ign
ored m

e. 

F
in

e, su
it you

rself. P
eople don

’t listen
. S

h
e’s 

probably got a retarded kid n
ow

 an
d th

at’s 

expen
sive. If you

 can
 avoid a h

azard w
ith

 

lifelon
g effects, I’d say w

h
y th

e h
ell n

ot try. 

B
ecau

se th
ere are oth

er th
in

gs com
e alon

g 

w
h

ere you
 h

ave n
o ch

oice w
h

atsoever.”
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ou
tskirts an

d sealed th
eir fate in

 w
ritin

g. 

C
arm

en
’s n

otes w
ere fast an

d fu
ll. T

h
ere 

w
ou

ld be a draw
in

g w
ith

 a joke, a qu
estion

, 

or a poem
. S

cribble-eyed m
on

sters dove in
to 

spirals. “W
e h

ave to get ou
t of h

ere!” on
e 

w
ou

ld h
ow

l to th
e oth

er. “P
irates w

ill fi
sh

 

u
s from

 th
e grip of th

e old bitch
 in

 n
o tim

e!” 

yelled th
e oth

er. L
ois w

rote back. F
illin

g a 

w
h

ole h
ead w

ith
 black in

k, sh
e drew

 a girl’s 

lon
g stick body fallin

g in
to th

e earth
, pu

lled 

by th
e w

eigh
t of cem

en
t leg w

arm
ers. H

an
ds 

reach
ed ou

t for h
er on

 eith
er side, grasp-

in
g to h

elp h
er back u

p, bu
t h

er w
ire stick 

h
airs fan

n
ed ou

t like rays of th
e su

n
, en

din
g 

in
 voice bu

bbles scream
in

g: “D
on

’t believe a 

w
ord th

ey say!” 

B
y th

irteen
, L

ois began
 to peer ou

t at th
e 

w
orld th

rou
gh

 a tin
y h

ole in
 h

er ch
est an

d 

th
e cen

sor in
trodu

ced itself: “I’ll take over 

n
ow

.” D
ecisive, exclu

sive, th
e disem

bodied 

psych
ic boss bu

ilt a tall ston
e w

all arou
n

d 

h
er an

d com
m

an
ded from

 w
ith

in
. H

er m
oth

-

er w
as laid off, S

am
’s an

orexia began
, an

d 

L
ois relied n

ow
 on

 th
e force an

d form
 pro-

vided by th
e n

ew
 presen

ce, its sw
ord an

d 

disciplin
e, 

draw
bridge 

an
d 

gated 
tow

ers. 

D
on’t com

e in
 h

ere. S
h

e spen
t h

ou
rs starin

g 

ou
t h

er w
in

dow
, tryin

g to see th
rou

gh
 black 

sh
adow

s in
 th

e trees, sides of bu
ildin

gs, th
e 

places beyon
d reach

 of street lam
ps. A

n
y-

w
h

ere u
n

tou
ch

ed by society w
ou

ld do, a pu
re 

blan
k 

space, 
u

n
m

arred 
by 

m
an

kin
d, 

th
e 

govern
m

en
t, th

e prin
cipal, h

er teach
ers, th

e 

cou
n

selin
g offi

ce, th
e girls at th

e en
d of th

e 

yard. A
ll of th

em
 sh

itass. 

L
ois 

w
rote 

n
otes 

to 
C

arm
en

 
an

d 
th

en
 

th
rew

 th
em

 aw
ay. S

h
e w

rote in
 a diary, dig-

gin
g in

to th
e pin

k pages u
n

til w
h

ole section
s 

w
ere slash

ed th
rou

gh
, th

e w
ords F

U
C

K
 IT

 

h
an

gin
g on

 scraps. S
h

e w
an

ted to tell C
ar-

m
en

 abou
t th

e voice in
side, bu

t kn
elt in

stead 

on
 th

e fl
oor of h

er room
 w

ith
 th

e ligh
ts ou

t, 

h
opin

g to catch
 sigh

t of it, th
e overbearin

g 

th
in

g w
h

ich
 spat yes or n

o. L
ois stu

ffed 35 

aspirin
s in

 h
er m

ou
th

 an
d ch

u
gged th

e last 

of th
e grape ju

ice. S
h

e tied h
er diary to h

er 

belly an
d w

aited. T
h

e n
ext day at sch

ool 

sh
e fou

n
d C

arm
en

 an
d th

ey lay w
ith

 th
eir 

h
eads u

n
der a ben

ch
 at lu

n
ch

, listen
in

g to 

C
arm

en
’s radio. L

ois didn
’t tell h

er abou
t th

e 

sick n
igh

t. 

A
 few

 m
on

th
s later, L

ois cu
t h

er w
rists, in

 

th
e w

ron
g direction

, an
d w

alked across tow
n

 

to C
arm

en
’s h

ou
se. H

er jacket sleeves w
ere 

sticky, th
e tip of h

er n
ose cold as a rock. 

C
arm

en
 looked pleased to see h

er. 

“G
oldie!” C

arm
en

’s code n
am

e for L
ois. 

S
h

e cou
ld tell som

eth
in

g w
as u

p. 

“H
i R

ed, can
 I com

e in
?” 

C
arm

en
’s m

om
 w

as sm
okin

g a join
t on

 th
e 

livin
g room

 cou
ch

. “H
i L

ois, w
h

at’s cookin
’, 

su
gar?” S

h
e w

as an
 actress an

d su
bstitu

te 

teach
er w

ith
 loose ru

les an
d fou

r sm
art kids. 

T
h

e h
ou

se sm
elled like th

e h
ealth

 food store. 

L
ois loved C

arm
en

, kn
ew

 it in
 th

is m
om

en
t. 

L
ois loved alm

ost n
o on

e ou
tside h

er ow
n

 

fam
ily, an

d did n
ot register love as a red bal-

loon
 valen

tin
e in

 th
e h

eart bu
t like h

er skin
 

cou
ld com

e off an
d w

rap arou
n

d th
e person

. 

S
h

e w
ou

ld stan
d peeled an

d bloody an
d n

ot 

com
plain

. 
H

er 
em

otion
s 

traveled 
th

rou
gh

 

a trick cou
rse w

ith
 sw

in
gin

g doors like a 

pin
ball m

aze. K
in

g, din
g. R

ed ligh
ts. S

om
e 

n
oise. E

very n
ow

 an
d th

en
 a sh

u
tdow

n
, ev-

eryth
in

g dark w
ith

 n
o sou

n
ds.

C
arm

en
 took L

ois in
to th

e back bedroom
. 

S
h

e m
ade it easily over th

e w
all. “S

u
re I see 

it,” sh
e said to L

ois, sm
ooth

in
g L

ois’ h
air 

w
ith

 h
er fi

n
gers. “T

h
e w

all is alw
ays th

ere 

an
d th

ey can
’t see it bu

t w
e can

. W
e’ll n

ever 

let th
em

 in
 an

d w
e don

’t ever h
ave to go  

back ou
t.” 

“Yeah
,” 

L
ois 

sobbed 
h

eavily, 
h

er 
voice 

w
arblin

g w
ith

 relief to h
ear C

arm
en

’s good 

sen
se. L

ois’ face w
as sw

ollen
 from

 cryin
g; 

h
er barrettes h

u
n

g crooked an
d sn

agged. 

T
h

ey sat for h
ou

rs kn
ee to kn

ee on
 C

arm
en

’s 

su
n

ken
 bed, w

rapped in
 h

om
em

ade qu
ilts, 

w
h

isperin
g abou

t th
is com

plicated an
d m

ys-

teriou
s situ

ation
 ju

st beyon
d th

eir u
n

der-

7

off th
eir w

aggin
g tips, m

akin
g it h

ard
 to ever 

stay calm
. W

e live in
 h

eigh
ten

ed
 states of 

fear an
d

 n
o on

e kn
ow

s abou
t th

e ch
icken

 or 

th
e egg an

d
 apparen

tly it n
o lon

ger m
atters 

w
h

eth
er fear itself h

as bred
 so m

u
ch

 treach
-

ery or vice versa. W
h

at h
appen

ed
 to th

ose 

tiny girls in
 th

e n
ew

s, anyw
ay? R

aped
 an

d
 

m
u

rd
ered

, over an
d

 over, everyw
h

ere you
 

looked
. N

ow
 th

ey’re gon
e. T

od
ay apparen

tly 

an
ti-m

alaria m
ed

icin
e cau

ses psych
otic epi-

sod
es an

d
 m

igh
t explain

 th
e recen

t spate of 

m
u

rd
ers—

vets from
 th

e w
ar in

 A
fgh

an
istan

 

killin
g th

eir spou
ses. 

L
ois h

ad left all h
er clippin

gs at S
am

’s. 

S
h

e started a n
ew

 pile th
is w

eek. T
h

in
 strips 

of n
ew

sprin
t lie across each

 oth
er on

 a sm
all 

desk in
 h

er room
 dryin

g in
 ripples. 

T
h

ere w
as th

at w
h

ole th
in

g abou
t soarin

g 

d
ivorce rates, d

om
estic violen

ce, variou
s tox-

ic effects on
 th

e sold
iers. T

h
e dryer w

h
in

es. 

L
ois w

raps h
er fi

n
ger in

 a sin
gle stran

d of 

h
air n

ear h
er n

eck an
d tu

gs. T
h

ere w
ere tw

o 

lists: exposu
res an

d
 sym

ptom
s. 

A
n

th
rax 

vaccin
es, 

sm
oke 

from
 

oil-w
ell 

fi
res, th

e soun
d

 of ch
em

ical alarm
s, fu

el on
 

skin
, d

ead
 an

im
als, m

aim
ed

 sold
iers, artil-

lery close by, m
u

stard
 gas, ch

em
ical gas, 

n
erve gas, S

C
U

D
 m

issiles explod
in

g w
ith

in
 

on
e m

ile, com
bat-related

 inju
ry, th

e w
itn

ess 

of anyon
e dyin

g …
 A

 kn
obby spiral of h

air 

form
s as h

er th
u

m
b an

d forefi
n

ger spin
 th

e 

stran
d. 

Irritability or ou
tbu

rsts of an
ger, fatigu

e, 

in
som

n
ia, forgetfu

ln
ess, feelin

g d
istan

t from
 

oth
ers, tin

glin
g in

 fi
n

gers an
d

 arm
s, fever, 

n
um

bn
ess in

 fi
n

gers an
d

 toes, bu
rn

in
g sen

sa-

tion
 in

 th
e sex organ

s, an
xiety, violen

ce an
d

 

w
ord

-fi
n

d
in

g d
iffi

cu
lties. L

ois pu
lls an

oth
er 

h
air, grin

din
g h

er teeth
. S

h
e pictu

res a fi
eld 

of cru
sh

ed porcelain
 over red san

d. A
fter a 

stu
dy of 12,000 G

u
lf W

ar veteran
s, scien

tists 

h
ave d

ecid
ed

 th
ere is n

o su
ch

 th
in

g as G
u

lf 

W
ar S

yn
d

rom
e.

 L
ois stan

ds abru
ptly in

 th
e qu

iet. O
u

t-

side, plastic A
m

erican
 fl

ags h
an

g from
 dam

p 

teleph
on

e poles, som
e stickin

g to th
e w

ood, 

w
et from

 th
e fog. T

h
e w

h
ole th

in
g is startin

g 

again
. L

ois tu
rn

s tow
ard th

e dryer, w
h

ich
 

h
as stopped, an

d feels a ru
sh

 of cold air on
 

h
er back. 

A
 m

an
 stan

ds ju
st in

side th
e doorw

ay, 

w
ild-eyed an

d sh
akin

g. H
e’s barefoot. A

 th
in

 

w
h

ite rope h
olds h

is pan
ts arou

n
d h

is w
aist. 

“I’m
 C

on
an

,” h
e says in

 a lou
d, h

igh
-pitch

ed 

voice. “I live w
ith

 th
e w

olves.”

“H
i. I’m

 L
ois. I live by m

yself.” 

“I’m
 C

on
an

.”

“I’m
 L

ois.”

“I live in
 th

e forest.”

“O
K

.”

L
ois h

as barely spoken
 to an

yon
e in

 th
e 

tw
o m

on
th

s sin
ce sh

e m
oved to th

is tow
n

. 

S
h

u
t tigh

t sin
ce S

am
 died, sh

e h
as been

 

th
aw

in
g slow

ly, u
n

glu
in

g a silen
t con

cen
tra-

tion
 th

at h
as stood in

 for grief. S
h

e h
as spen

t 

n
igh

ts an
d days in

 h
er apartm

en
t, an

d in
 its 

sm
all, squ

are, u
n

kem
pt yard, w

ith
 on

ly in
-

term
itten

t ou
tin

gs in
 search

 of w
ork. L

ast 

w
eek sh

e w
alked in

 th
e even

in
gs, loopin

g 

ou
t tow

ard th
e n

eigh
borh

ood’s perim
eters. 

Yesterday sh
e reach

ed th
e edge of tow

n
 an

d 

fou
n

d ju
st a m

arsh
y w

astelan
d w

ith
 tall 

dam
p w

eeds, u
gly from

 th
e battle betw

een
 

w
ildn

ess 
an

d 
developm

en
t. 

H
er 

sn
eakers 

h
ad been

 soaked th
rou

gh
. 

C
on

an
 stan

ds a few
 yards from

 h
er, on

e 

pale h
an

d pattin
g a w

ash
er w

h
ile h

e looks 

arou
n

d n
ervou

sly. Yellow
 su

lph
u

r sm
ells rise 

from
 h

im
 like h

eat. L
ois taps h

er fi
n

gers on
 

th
e dryer door alon

g w
ith

 h
is pattin

g. T
h

is is 

w
h

o h
as com

e. C
on

an
 rem

in
ds h

er of S
am

. 

“U
h

, I kn
ew

 a gu
y in

 h
igh

 sch
ool every-

on
e called C

on
an

,” L
ois offers, tossin

g h
er 

dam
p sn

eakers qu
ickly back in

to th
e dryer 

an
d gestu

rin
g tow

ard a seat. “H
e w

as h
u

ge. 

I saw
 h

im
 lift th

e back en
d of a V

W
 bu

g 

on
ce. H

e w
ou

ld carry people, girls. H
e cou

ld 

carry a fu
ll keg on

 h
is sh

ou
lders an

d ru
n

 u
p 

th
e h

ill w
ith

 it.” S
h

e’s n
ervou

s, lau
gh

s. S
h

e 

h
ad actu

ally barely kn
ow

n
 th

e gu
y in

 h
igh
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sch
ool, h

ad on
ly been

 in
vited to a few

 of th
e 

park parties. F
rom

 a ston
e ledge ou

tside th
e 

m
ain

 circle sh
e h

ad tracked th
e sh

adow
y 

m
ovem

en
ts th

e w
ay sh

e’d w
atch

ed th
e an

t 

farm
 in

 fi
fth

 grade. T
w

o break off n
ow

 in
to 

th
e trees, on

e is pin
n

ed
 by an

oth
er n

ear th
e 

garbage 
can

. 
W

h
at’s 

th
at 

lon
gh

aired
 

on
e 

d
raggin

g? O
h

 sh
e’s passed

 ou
t. T

h
ey h

au
l 

th
eir fem

ales in
to th

e bu
sh

es, play air gu
i-

tar. W
h

en
 cops cam

e, L
ois pu

lled qu
ietly 

backw
ards in

to th
e w

oods an
d ou

t of sigh
t, 

w
atch

ed everyth
in

g scatter. 

“H
is real n

am
e w

as C
arl,” sh

e starts again
 

an
d fades, “h

e got arrested all th
e tim

e.” I 

d
on’t kn

ow
 if h

e’s gettin
g any of th

is. C
on

an
’s 

foreh
ead seem

s to grow
 paler, drain

in
g. 

“I h
ad som

e acid an
d som

e crack last w
eek 

w
ith

 vodka an
d soda.” H

is teeth
 jitter as h

e 

speaks, an
d th

en
 h

e says, a little lou
der, “I 

h
ad C

ool R
an

ch
 D

oritos an
d I saved a w

olf 

from
 th

e fou
n

tain
!” 

O
kay. L

ois peers at h
im

. “D
id you

 get  

arrested?” 

“Yeah
!” h

e says, sn
ortin

g. G
aps betw

een
 

each
 tooth

 press h
is m

ou
th

 w
ide. 

“It’s 
w

arm
 

in
 

h
ere.” 

L
ois 

reach
es 

for 

ch
an

ge in
 h

er pocket. M
aybe sh

e can
 bu

y 

h
im

 a cu
p of coffee from

 th
e crappy m

ach
in

e. 

I’ve got n
oth

in
g to offer. L

ois faces th
e lin

e 

again
, th

e on
e set dow

n
 betw

een
 seclu

sion
 

an
d u

n
predictable h

u
m

an
 in

terch
an

ge. T
h

is 

ch
oice h

as glin
ted u

p at h
er sin

ce sh
e w

as a 

you
n

g girl, w
icked, h

issin
g w

ith
 paran

oia. T
o 

con
n

ect or disappear. It’s easier w
h

en
 every-

th
in

g is su
ch

 a w
reck righ

t on
 th

e su
rface.

“W
h

ere are you
r sh

oes?” sh
e asks. T

h
e 

gray skin
 arou

n
d C

on
an

’s eyes glow
s w

ith
 

exh
au

stion
. 

C
on

an
 

sh
akes 

h
is 

h
ead 

an
d 

m
oves tow

ard th
e door. 

“W
h

ere’s you
rs?” H

e lau
gh

s, trem
blin

g.

“In
 th

e dryer…
”

“N
o.” H

e backs u
p, still sh

akin
g h

is h
ead, 

th
en

 pu
sh

es ou
t th

e glass door an
d is gon

e. 

B
lu

r of a w
h

ite car passin
g, bran

ch
es of gold 

street m
aple ben

din
g u

p in
 th

e w
et spray—

L
ois sh

u
dders, alert su

dden
ly to lou

d details 

all arou
n

d. W
ater, w

in
d, ligh

t, tires, th
e sm

ell 

of h
eat an

d soap—
everyth

in
g pops in

, like a 

m
essen

ger or a m
essage. W

h
at’s m

y problem
. 

T
h

e su
dden

 con
versation

 ban
gs open

 a door 

in
 h

er h
ead. S

h
e takes h

er sn
eakers from

 th
e 

dryer, pu
ts th

em
 on

 dam
p an

d goes in
to th

e 

street. 

…
S

u
n

 
presses 

w
h

ite 
beh

in
d 

th
e 

fog 
bu

t 

doesn
’t break th

rou
gh

. L
ois w

alks fast, past 

th
e video arcade, n

ail salon
, a yellow

 bu
ild-

in
g w

ith
 green

 doors—
th

e C
h

it C
h

at L
ou

n
ge. 

S
m

oke an
d bar sm

ell seep ou
t an

d sh
e stops. 

S
h

e keeps an
 eye ou

t for C
on

an
. W

ou
ld

 h
e 

go in
 for a d

rin
k? S

h
e squ

in
ts again

st th
e 

darkn
ess. A

 m
an

 at th
e en

d of th
e bar n

ods 

tow
ard h

er, h
u

ge h
ead w

ith
 sm

all eyes an
d 

w
isps of w

h
ite h

air com
bed across th

e fore-

h
ead, a m

ou
th

 lost in
 w

rin
kles. S

h
e n

ods 

back an
d keeps w

alkin
g. 

T
im

e h
as passed so slow

ly, or h
as n

ot 

passed at all for L
ois. S

h
e h

as been
 frozen

 

in
 a cool, silen

t cocoon
, all h

er kn
obs tu

rn
ed 

dow
n

. N
ow

 sh
e bobs h

er kn
ees w

aitin
g at a 

red ligh
t an

d feels stiff. T
h

e people are h
ere, 

ju
st pick on

e. It’s n
ot th

e presen
ce of oth

er 

people th
at rattles h

er so m
u

ch
 as th

e idea 

of 
kn

ow
in

g 
th

em
. 

Im
possible, 

sh
e 

th
in

ks, 

h
as alm

ost alw
ays been

 su
re. “W

hy d
on’t 

you
 m

ake som
e frien

d
s?” H

er m
oth

er’s voice 

rin
gs in

side h
er ow

n
. “Y

ou
 an

d
 S

am
 can’t 

on
ly h

an
g ou

t w
ith

 each
 oth

er.” 

L
ois an

d S
am

 didn
’t discu

ss th
eir iso-

lation
. T

h
ey relaxed in

 its fam
iliarity, re-

sign
ed. T

h
ey kept a cordial distan

ce from
 

each
 oth

er’s in
tim

ate details. N
eith

er did 

th
ey discu

ss th
eir m

u
tu

al appreh
en

sion
 to-

w
ard socializin

g beyon
d th

e safe bou
n

ds of 

th
eir ow

n
 w

orries. U
n

spoken
 ru

les w
ebbed 

th
em

 togeth
er, bon

ded th
em

 w
ith

 carefu
lly 

con
stru

cted pragm
atism

, th
eir sh

ared h
is-

tory w
ired u

n
dergrou

n
d, ou

t of sigh
t. 

L
ois glan

ces briefl
y at a H

allm
ark display 

in
 th

e w
in

dow
 of a party store—

stu
ffed pu

p-

9

pies, a du
sty ch

am
pagn

e glass. A
 ph

oto cu
be 

sits on
 a cardboard sch

ool bu
s. E

arly fam
-

ily pictu
res on

 each
 side, grain

y an
d faded, 

sign
al jokin

gly to h
er—

n
ostalgia, h

eh
-h

eh
, 

d
on’t w

e all. B
u

t th
e past as a plastic box, 

L
ois 

th
in

ks, 
w

alkin
g 

on
, 

is 
perfect. 

E
ach

 

side fl
at arou

n
d th

e corn
er from

 th
e n

ext. 

Y
ou

 can
 n

ever view
 th

em
 all at on

ce. S
h

e 

fi
lls on

e for h
erself: C

losed door of th
e din

-

in
g room

 w
h

ere h
er fath

er h
ad ben

t over a 

typew
riter, su

rrou
n

ded by stacks of books, 

an
 ash

tray, dirty cu
ps; h

er m
oth

er rou
n

din
g 

th
e corn

er in
to th

e h
all, talkin

g to h
erself as 

sh
e scooped L

ois u
p off th

e fl
oor, w

h
isperin

g 

“H
e w

on
’t com

e ou
t, h

on
ey. H

ow
 th

e days 

are lon
g, h

a!”; h
er broth

er S
am

 cu
rled u

p 

w
ith

 a calcu
lator beh

in
d th

e L
az-y B

oy; th
e 

bare tree ou
t fron

t, a bed pillow
 cau

gh
t in

 its 

dry bran
ch

es—
“O

h
, a ripe pillow

 tree,” h
er 

m
oth

er h
ad joked, an

n
oyed. “It’s n

ot m
y job, 

dam
m

it.” S
h

e’d cu
rsed th

e city for m
on

th
s 

before fi
n

ally goin
g ou

t in
 h

er slippers on
e 

m
orn

in
g an

d yan
kin

g it free. “It’s dead an
y-

w
ay,” sh

e’d said u
n

der h
er breath

, sh
ovin

g 

th
e dirty th

in
g in

to th
e trash

. 

L
ois’ fath

er left w
h

en
 sh

e an
d S

am
 w

ere  

toddlers. A
 self-absorbed agoraph

obe, h
is 

accom
plish

ed 
books 

on
 

political 
econ

om
y 

con
tradicted th

e in
du

lgen
ce in

 person
al iso-

lation
. It’s too sim

ple to th
in

k I’m
 ju

st like 

h
im

, L
ois th

in
ks. S

h
e h

ears h
er m

oth
er’s 

rollin
g opin

ion
s, like large ston

es, w
edged in

 

every doorw
ay—

m
u

sin
gs an

d defam
ation

s 

h
er m

oth
er m

u
m

bled alou
d to h

erself, to 

th
e dash

 of th
e car, to th

e cold ch
icken

 sh
e 

m
eth

odically skin
n

ed an
d stu

ffed on
 F

riday 

n
igh

ts. W
ith

 so m
u

ch
 sign

ifi
can

ce jam
m

ed
 

up all arou
n

d
, w

h
o h

as th
e w

h
erew

ith
al for 

parlan
ce. 

L
ois tu

rn
s dow

n
 th

e alley beh
in

d th
e par-

ty store. T
h

ere’s som
eth

in
g I’m

 m
issin

g. S
h

e 

w
on

ders if sh
e’s ever m

et som
eon

e h
alfw

ay. 

S
om

eon
e besides S

am
. 

…
 

 
In

 ju
n

ior h
igh

 th
ere w

as C
arm

en
, an

 olive-

skin
n

ed, red-h
aired girl w

h
o tu

rn
ed to L

ois 

on
e day in

 S
ocial S

tu
dies an

d said, “W
h

at’s 

cookin
’, good lookin

’?’” L
ois h

ad peered at 

h
er th

rou
gh

 frizzy ban
gs an

d stared. C
ar-

m
en

 
sm

iled 
an

d 
tu

rn
ed 

back 
arou

n
d. 

“I 

kn
ow

 som
eth

in
g is,” sh

e said over h
er sh

ou
l-

der. L
ois kn

ew
 C

arm
en

 w
as th

e on
ly oth

er 

kid in
 th

e class acin
g every test like sh

e did. 

“Yeah
, you

 too!” L
ois fi

n
ally m

an
aged to 

blu
rt back. C

arm
en

 lau
gh

ed an
d th

e n
ext 

day th
ey started w

ritin
g n

otes. 

C
arm

en
 w

ore fl
at C

h
in

ese sh
oes, striped 

socks an
d a green

 w
in

dbreaker. S
h

e w
as 

n
early as tall as L

ois. H
er h

air w
as a den

se 

bu
sh

 of fat cu
rls an

d h
er h

ooked n
ose an

d 

gold-brow
n

 eyes set h
er, in

 L
ois’ m

in
d, lean

-

in
g again

st Ion
ic m

arble w
ith

 san
dals, blu

e 

robes 
an

d 
lau

rels, 
th

e 
w

h
ole 

bit. 
It 

w
as 

a 
syn

ch
ron

istic 
w

on
der 

th
e 

day 
C

arm
en

 

sh
ow

ed u
p w

ith
 a M

axfi
eld P

arrish
 pictu

re 

du
ct-taped to th

e back of h
er P

eeC
h

ee folder 

u
n

der “L
ed Z

ep R
u

les.” Im
possible gold ligh

t 

rim
m

ed th
e edges of deep blu

e w
ater an

d 

pin
k rocks w

h
ere girls stretch

ed an
d n

apped 

at su
n

dow
n

. Yes, th
at’s w

h
ere w

e belon
g, 

L
ois 

blan
ked 

ou
t 

m
om

en
tarily—

w
ash

in
g 

h
er feet w

h
ile w

in
d lifted h

er silk sash
 above 

m
ou

n
tain

 rock. 

“You
r h

ead is h
u

m
m

in
g an

d it w
on

’t go 

becau
se you

 don
’t kn

ow
 …

” C
arm

en
 san

g 

alon
g w

ith
 “S

tairw
ay to H

eaven
,” tappin

g 

h
er sm

all gray tape deck in
 th

e su
n

 beh
in

d 

th
e gym

. L
ois h

ated ch
an

gin
g in

to th
e n

ylon
 

sh
orts an

d th
ick dou

ble-sided t-sh
irts an

d 

sat w
ith

 C
arm

en
, squ

in
tin

g an
d pattin

g h
er 

h
an

ds alon
g. “T

h
ere’s a lady w

h
o’s su

re all 

th
at glitters is gold …

” C
arm

en
 w

rote poetry, 

read books an
d listen

ed to m
u

sic. H
er m

om
 

w
as an

 Irish
-Jew

ish
 beatn

ik, h
er fath

er, a 

P
u

erto 
R

ican
 

in
depen

dista 
w

h
o 

w
as, 

like 

L
ois’ fath

er, brillian
t bu

t absen
tee. A

t sch
ool, 

th
is m

ade C
arm

en
 as w

eird as L
ois, w

h
ose 

m
oth

er w
as a w

ell-read social w
orker rais-

in
g L

ois an
d S

am
 alon

e. T
h

ey bon
ded on

 th
e 
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 I get over to th
e R

oadkill R
approch

em
en

t 

ju
st before sh

e does an
d load u

p on
 w

h
at w

e 

call bacon
 fat. It’s actu

ally C
E

O
 drippin

gs. 

F
rom

 w
h

en
 w

e h
appen

ed to liberate a C
E

O
. 

A
n

d if you
 ju

st w
an

t to u
se it as person

al lu
-

brican
t, it “stays good” for u

p to fou
r m

on
th

s. 

In
 a pen

icillin
 sort of w

ay.

 C
h

u
ck M

an
gion

e sh
ow

s u
p a few

 m
in

-

u
tes late w

ith
 P

ablo C
ru

ise an
d Joe C

ocker. 

T
h

is really bu
rn

s m
e u

p for a lon
g m

in
u

te. 

W
e w

h
isper-argu

e like eviscerated ru
bber 

ch
icken

s.

 “I didn
’t say you

 cou
ld brin

g ju
st an

yon
e! 

P
ablo C

ru
ise an

d
 Joe C

ocker??” I feel totally 

dirty. 

 “W
ell, A

ir S
u

pply, th
ey th

in
k you

’re sexy.” 

S
h

e pau
ses a beat for dram

atic effect. “S
o.” 

S
h

e su
cks h

er good ch
eek in

to h
er teeth

.

 I abdicate. “You
 kn

ow
 th

e ru
les, th

ou
gh

, 

n
oth

in
g divisible by tw

o.”

 S
o Joe C

ocker w
atch

es w
h

ile w
e get off. 

C
on

cen
trically abidin

g th
e m

an
date th

at w
e 

disavow
 h

is pleasu
re in

 th
e creation

 of ou
rs. 

I’ll ju
st say righ

t h
ere th

at th
e th

ree of u
s do 

absolu
tely everyth

in
g th

at an
y body can

 do 

to an
oth

er body. A
n

d w
e do it T

W
IC

E
. P

ablo 

C
ru

ise in
 particu

lar is creative. M
arsu

pial 

su
ch

 th
at takes m

y breath
 aw

ay. S
h

im
 is a 

n
asty little pach

yderm
. N

ot tren
dy at all.

B
O

O
K

 6

W
e h

ave m
an

aged to tack togeth
er a h

alf-

m
ile len

gth
 of dried bu

ck gu
ts, an

d w
ater 

from
 th

e creek is n
ow

 fl
ow

in
g freely in

to th
e 

skin
n

y terrestrial blow
h

ole. M
arx th

e A
u

-

th
oritarian

 rem
ain

s u
n

con
vin

ced regardin
g 

th
e effi

cacy of th
is particu

lar su
ccession

 of 

experim
en

ts an
d is lettin

g loose a strin
g of 

sh
rieks th

at serve on
ly to fu

el th
e bu

rgeon
-

in
g disdain

 w
e are all stru

gglin
g to qu

ash
. 

P
oco an

d A
sia are m

an
ically addressin

g an
y 

n
u

m
ber of sm

all leaks w
ith

 a qu
ick-dry sap 

an
d blood paste th

at Joe W
h

eelie h
ad sh

ow
ed 

m
e in

 th
e in

itial days of m
y m

em
bersh

ip. 

 “T
ie th

is to S
abbath

’s h
air!” I drop dow

n
 

a boin
gy bladder balloon

. It descen
ds w

ith
 a 

series of w
h

ispery bom
ps an

d com
es to rest 

on
 th

e gan
gren

ou
s clot th

at h
ad been

 gen
tle 

S
abbath

. 

B
O

O
K

 7

 L
ater th

at n
igh

t I w
ake u

p to th
e sou

n
d of 

h
ecklin

g. E
L

O
 an

d G
en

esis are rakin
g L

ate 

Z
eppelin

 over th
e coals. 

 “You
 can

’t do m
eth

 on
 th

e lan
d, m

an
!” 

T
h

ey are both
 yellin

g at on
ce. “T

h
at’s E

X
-

C
E

S
S, du

de. A
ccu

m
u

lation
.”

 I see w
h

at th
ey are freakin

g ou
t abou

t. 

T
h

ere’s a pile of berries abou
t th

e size of a 

V
olksw

agen
 van

 ju
st beyon

d th
e C

oal B
ed 

C
orral.

 “If w
e keep th

at sh
it w

e’re for su
re goin

g 

straigh
t to h

ell.”

 L
ate Z

eppelin
 stares at h

is h
an

diw
ork, a 

trem
olo in

 h
is voice. “B

abylon
 m

an
. I get it.” 

H
e’s tryin

g to let th
em

 kn
ow

 th
at h

e kn
ow

s 

it is w
ron

g. T
h

at h
e is gettin

g th
eir poin

t. 

“C
an

 w
e m

ake preserves or som
eth

in
g?”

 You
 can

 tell h
e feels bad an

d is in
 a place 

w
h

ere h
e doesn

’t h
ave con

trol over h
is dru

g 

u
se. H

e’s probably ju
st on

 th
e lan

d w
ith

 u
s 

as a w
ay to n

ot get picked u
p by th

e 5-0 

w
h

ich
 is fi

n
e in

 a totally u
n

derstan
dable 

aw
esom

e w
ay, bu

t w
h

ich
 is often

 an
 all-too-

diaph
an

ou
s layer w

h
ich

 falls aw
ay to reveal 

a stark am
bivalen

ce regardin
g th

e goals of 

rew
ildin

g. 

 R
ew

ildin
g isn

’t a cakew
alk you

 kn
ow

. 

A
n

d L
ate Z

eppelin
 is fi

n
din

g th
at ou

t. B
e-

h
in

d th
e m

on
olith

 of h
is dru

g u
se is a very 

sm
art gu

y. I person
ally kn

ow
 th

at h
e on

ce 

h
ad been

 m
aroon

ed on
 a desert islan

d w
ith

 

a n
u

rse an
d a bu

n
ch

 of kids. T
h

ey w
ere liter-

ally dyin
g of th

irst. O
ff th

e top of h
is h

ead 

h
e th

ou
gh

t u
p th

e idea of fi
lterin

g salt w
ater 

th
rou

gh
 h

is rectu
m

. L
ike an

 in
verted or at 

least in
tern

al coffee fi
lter of sorts. It w

orked. 

H
e w

as a su
rvivor. A

 su
rvivalist. I cou

ld n
o 

17

 
 

F
ootn

otes 
electrify 

m
e. i 

F
or 

ages, 
I 

skipped th
em

. A
verted m

y gaze from
 th

eir 

in
sect-like 

presen
ce, 

an
n

oyin
g 

bu
t 

ign
or-

able. “If th
e au

th
or h

as som
eth

in
g im

portan
t 

to say,” I th
ou

gh
t, “w

h
y don

’t th
ey ju

st w
rite 

it u
p h

ere?” A
n

d to th
e footn

otes th
at sim

-

ply offered a citation
, a star on

 a roadm
ap 

of ideas claim
ed by h

u
m

an
s, I sim

ply said, 

“F
u

ck you
r in

tellectu
al property. I’ll read th

e 

bibliograph
y.” 

  I can
’t even

 rem
em

ber th
e book I w

as 

readin
g th

at in
itiated m

e in
to th

e w
orld 

of 
voraciou

s 
footn

ote 
readin

g. T
h

e 
desire 

em
erged ou

t of cu
riosity—

a page th
at con

-

sisted of h
alf-text, h

alf-footn
ote. T

h
e bu

lk 

of th
e footn

ote th
reaten

ed to bu
st th

e text 

above it clear off th
e page. It w

as like an
 u

p-

risin
g. I read it, feelin

g su
ckered. I em

erged 

a ch
an

ged m
an

. It told
 m

e th
e story w

ith
in

 

th
e story. It took m

e, th
e reader, u

p to th
e 

operatin
g 

table, 
an

d 
poin

ted 
at 

th
e 

text, 

an
esth

etized an
d split open

 from
 stom

ach
 

to stern
u

m
. T

h
e footn

ote in
serted a bloody, 

gloved fi
n

ger in
to th

e in
cision

. “T
h

ere,” it 

said, n
arratin

g stru
ctu

re an
d fu

n
ction

 of or-

gan
s as th

ey qu
ivered an

d pu
lsed in

side th
e 

body. T
h

en
 it su

tu
red u

p th
e slice, an

d sen
t 

m
e aw

ay w
ith

 a w
in

k. I kn
ew

 I’d be back.  

“D
o n

ot let footn
otes becom

e veh
icles for  

add
ition

al com
m

en
ts of su

bstan
ce. If th

e poin
t 

is im
portan

t, it sh
ou

ld be in
clu

ded in
 th

e body  

of th
e essay. If n

ot, it sh
ou

ld be exclu
ded  

altogeth
er.”  ii

If th
is w

ere tru
e, I w

ou
ld still be skippin

g 

footn
otes. A

s far as I’m
 con

cern
ed, footn

otes 

are a creative act. A
n

d as w
ith

 an
y creative 

act, failu
re is m

ore com
m

on
 th

an
 su

ccess. 

M
ost footn

otin
g is dry an

d h
ideou

s. T
h

e ex-

ception
, th

ou
gh

, are th
e footn

otes th
at beg a 

ph
otocopy at 150%

, th
e on

es h
ave you

 lick-

i th
rou

g
h

 xviii
C

H
R

ISTO
P

H
 BO

O
TS

i 
D

on’t be scared. R
ead on

. I dare you
.

ii 
U

n
iversity of N

ew
 E

n
glan

d, A
cadem

ic S
k

ills O
ffi

ce. “F
ootn

otin
g” h

ttp
://w

w
w

.u
n

e.edu
.au

/tlc/aso/ 
 

pdf/bibfn
.pdf

SIGNATURE 2 (pages 9–16)
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in
g th

e page. iii T
errible footn

otes are like a 

free tou
rist m

ap. T
h

ey sh
ow

 you
 everyth

in
g 

u
n

excitin
g an

d stu
pid abou

t w
h

ere you
 are. 

T
h

ey n
ever sh

ow
 you

 th
e th

in
gs th

ey cou
ld, 

eith
er becau

se th
e m

apm
akers w

an
t to keep 

it secret, or th
ey’re too ign

oran
t to kn

ow
 th

at 

oth
er rou

tes are possible. G
ood footn

otes are 

call an
d respon

se, au
to-con

versation
s over-

h
eard by eavesdroppin

g readers.

It’s easy for m
e to say. I com

e from
 th

is 

w
orld of books an

d big w
ords. T

h
is w

orld 

im
agin

es itself u
n

iversal, bu
t it is n

ot. I h
ave 

th
e w

h
ite skin

, th
e cash

 an
d th

e im
m

ersion
 

in
 m

y fam
ily’s academ

ic overach
ievem

en
t 

th
at reserve m

e a place in
side it. I did n

ot 

h
ave to fi

gh
t h

ard (as m
an

y do) to arrive 

th
ere. T

h
is w

orld u
n

m
ade m

e, rem
ade m

e, 

m
akes m

e n
ow

 as I u
n

m
ake an

d m
ake m

y-

self w
ith

 an
d again

st it. It’s w
ith

 all of th
is 

in
 m

y pocket th
at I seeth

e at in
accessibility 

of th
eory an

d h
au

gh
ty in

tellectu
alism

. I can
 

say “F
O

O
T

N
O

T
E

S
 F

O
R

 T
H

E
 P

E
O

P
L

E
!” be-

cau
se I h

ave already been
 com

fortable w
ith

 

th
e footn

ote for th
e few

. T
o th

e con
trary, bell 

h
ooks h

as argu
ed th

e poin
t th

at for w
orkin

g- 

class people, footn
otes ten

d to in
dicate a 

book is “for college edu
cated people,” an

d sh
e 

gen
erally avoids u

sin
g th

em
. iv T

h
e exclu

siv-

ity of th
e footn

ote is bu
ilt in

—
it’s a sign

 th
at 

says “w
elcom

e” for som
e, an

d “keep ou
t” for 

oth
ers. I w

ou
ld like to th

in
k th

at w
e can

 

w
ren

ch
 it from

 th
e dom

ain
 of th

e oppressive 

an
d elite. v 

T
h

e footn
ote m

ay n
ever kn

ow
 th

e u
n

iver-

sal. If th
ere is on

e th
in

g w
e all m

u
st learn

, vi it 

is th
at n

oth
in

g w
orks for all of u

s sim
u

ltan
e-

ou
sly. W

e m
u

st m
ake ou

r w
orlds big en

ou
gh

, 

stu
rdy en

ou
gh

, to con
tain

 both
 varian

ce an
d 

con
fl

ict, an
d keep th

e capacity to rem
ain

 

in
tact an

d con
n

ected in
 th

e m
idst of it all. 

W
e’re all in

 th
is togeth

er. W
e’re doin

g dif-

feren
t kin

ds of th
in

gs togeth
er. M

y footn
ote 

an
d you

r crow
bar. You

r dan
ce revolu

tion
 an

d 

m
y alien

-gen
dered body. M

y diary an
d you

r 

bu
llh

orn
. W

e sh
are lu

n
gs an

d h
eart. A

lso, 

m
y lu

n
gs an

d h
eart are m

y ow
n

.

…
 

R
E

FU
S

A
L

: I refu
se to believe th

at w
e 

can
n

ot fi
rst extract th

e prom
isin

g before w
e 

sh
atter th

e oppressive. vii I refu
se to be m

is-

u
n

derstood. viii I refu
se to believe th

at w
e w

ill 

n
ot triu

m
ph

. ix I refu
se to ign

ore th
e stories 

in
side th

e stories w
e’re presen

ted. x

 
IN

TE
N

TIO
N

: 
I 

w
ill 

con
tin

u
e 

to 
fi

gh
t 

tooth
 an

d n
ail: C

om
m

u
n

ity! S
u

rvival! R
esis- 

tan
ce! xi W

e w
ill learn

 from
 on

e an
oth

er, fi
n

d 

iii 
L

ick th
is page n

ow
. I don’t care if I don’t deserve it yet. I w

an
t you

r spit on
 m

y w
ords.

iv 
h

ook
s, bell.  “K

eepin
g C

lose to H
om

e: C
lass an

d E
du

cation
,” in

  T
h

e P
resen

ce of O
th

ers.  2n
d ed.  A

n
d

rea  
 

L
u

n
sford an

d Joh
n

 J. R
u

szk
iew

icz.  N
ew

 Y
ork

: S
t. M

artin’s  P
ress, 1997, p. 93.

v 
T

ak
e a pen

. S
craw

l across m
e, th

e text, th
e footn

ote, th
e im

plicated body. D
o you

 lay claim
 to m

e? T
ell m

e  
 

w
h

at you
 th

in
k

, h
ow

 you
 feel.  

vi 
“W

e all m
u

st learn
?” C

u
rse you

r osten
tatiou

s sin
cerity of vagu

eries.

vii 
I’m

 sorry, bu
t th

is is im
possible. Is it n

ot?

viii 
I’m

 sorry. I don’t u
n

derstan
d you

, an
d I don’t u

n
derstan

d w
hy you

 w
rite th

is. T
h

e story w
ith

in
 th

e story,  
 

th
e tan

gen
t th

at w
ill n

ot be teth
ered is th

is: I d
iscovered th

at bein
g m

isu
n

derstood is in
evitable later  

 
th

an
 som

e an
d earlier th

an
 oth

ers. I w
as on

 a cou
ch

 in
 S

an
 F

ran
cisco, age 26, ban

daged from
 sex- 

 
reassign

m
en

t su
rgery in

 th
e form

 of bilateral m
astectom

y an
d ch

est recon
stru

ction
, an

d everyon
e in

 pu
blic  

 
w

as still callin
g m

e “sh
e” w

ith
ou

t battin
g an

 eyelash
. I w

as an
gry, n

ot becau
se th

ey w
ere w

ron
g (th

ou
gh

  
 

th
ey w

ere), bu
t becau

se m
y gen

der is n
ever com

plete in
side a pron

ou
n

. I got th
e su

dden
, sin

k
in

g feelin
g as I  

 
took m

y P
ercocet, “I do n

ot exist, I do n
ot belon

g.” “E
xisten

ce” an
d “belon

gin
g” are relative; I m

ay be alien
  

 
in

 m
y gen

dered body, bu
t I exist an

d belon
g perm

an
en

tly in
 w

ays th
at privilege m

e. I fou
n

d m
yself gratefu

l  
 

for th
e k

n
ow

ledge th
at “existen

ce” is n
ot tran

slatable to anyon
e in

 its en
tirety, an

d I con
tinu

e to be fu
riou

s  
 

at th
e fact th

at a sen
se of h

om
e, of existen

ce, of com
fort, an

d of belon
gin

g are dealt ou
t selectively, alon

g 
 

w
ith

 hu
n

d
red-dollar bills, ow

n
ed h

om
es, an

d privilege. I w
ill be m

isu
n

derstood. W
e w

ill all be m
isu

n
der- 

 
 

stood. W
e fi

gh
t back w

ith
 articu

lation
, w

ith
 specifi

city.
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C
h

u
ck M

an
gion

e lookin
g at m

e ou
t of th

e 

corn
er of h

er on
e good eye.

 B
ack at th

e pit I get everyth
in

g set u
p, 

m
ake a bow

, press th
e socket in

to th
e spin

dle 

an
d h

old it w
ith

 m
y m

ou
th

. T
h

en
 back an

d 

forth
. I don

’t ru
sh

. A
fter a few

 m
in

u
tes sm

oke 

starts risin
g from

 th
e bark. C

h
u

ck is actu
al-

ly sm
irkin

g at th
is poin

t, in
ten

tly focu
sed on

 

m
y activity. S

low
ly, gen

tly, I pu
ll th

e board 

aw
ay from

 th
e bark, w

ave m
y h

an
d over th

e 

du
st an

d th
ere it is, th

e red-oran
ge glow

 of 

a fi
rebead. I see C

h
u

ck M
an

gion
e th

rou
gh

 

th
e h

aze of m
y h

an
diw

ork. S
h

e w
in

ks an
d 

pokes h
er ton

gu
e ou

t betw
een

 th
e left part 

of h
er lips. 

 I h
appen

 to kn
ow

 sh
e h

as part of h
er face 

th
at is m

otion
less n

ow
 an

d it w
ill be like th

at 

for th
e rest of h

er days. T
h

e paralysis is from
 

an
 old sex act in

ju
ry w

h
ere sh

e collapsed of 

ecstasy in
 a stan

din
g bon

dage position
, th

e 

collar h
ad tigh

ten
ed arou

n
d h

er n
eck w

h
ile 

th
e 

person
 

in
 

ch
arge 

of 
th

e 
w

h
ole 

th
in

g 

w
as takin

g a w
h

iz. B
asically, sh

e didn
’t get 

en
ou

gh
 air for a few

 m
in

u
tes on

e n
igh

t. H
er 

sidesm
ile is absolu

tely en
ch

an
tin

g, th
ou

gh
, 

an
d th

e lon
g au

bu
rn

 cu
rls th

at cascade dow
n

 

h
er back like seven

ty-seven
 w

aterfalls are 

ju
st too m

u
ch

 for m
y little body to bear. I 

sm
ile back. 

 I cu
p th

e bu
n

dle an
d blow

 in
to it from

 

u
n

dern
eath

. O
n

e, tw
o, th

ree an
d boom

, it 

bu
rsts in

to fl
am

e righ
t in

 th
e palm

 of m
y 

h
an

d. E
veryon

e ch
eers. I h

ave created life 

an
d en

ergy an
d I feel good.

 W
e h

ave stu
ffed th

e L
C

 w
ith

 a com
bin

a-

tion
 of m

ealyw
orm

s, grassh
oppers, cattail 

roots an
d m

u
stard. H

is h
an

ds are startin
g to 

look a little bloated an
d I am

 relieved w
h

en
 

w
e fi

n
ally get h

im
 over th

e fi
re. T

h
e m

eal is 

protein
 h

eavy bu
t m

ost of u
s are a little ligh

t 

on
 ou

r feet so it n
ever h

u
rts. A

fter eatin
g 

an
d U

N
IG

U
Y

 ch
an

tin
g, I w

alk over an
d fi

n
d 

C
h

u
ck M

an
gion

e. S
h

e’s lau
gh

in
g w

ith
 U

2 

w
h

o is n
ow

 w
earin

g th
e m

eat corpse’s sh
irt. 

It is m
ostly frow

n
ed on

 to pilfer th
e civ-w

ear 

from
 th

e m
eat corpses bu

t in
 th

is case w
e 

cou
ld all see th

e draw
. T

ie dye looked pretty 

decen
t on

 U
2. In

 a soft w
ay. I don

’t th
in

k 

an
yon

e else cou
ld h

ave pu
lled it off. 

 I kick th
e w

arm
 dirt. T

oe a very sm
all 

fragm
en

t of w
h

at appears to be colon
 tissu

e 

in
 a m

ove th
at I h

ope com
es off as h

u
m

ble, 

eager. 

 A
t a loss for proposition

al tech
n

ical term
s, 

I h
asten

 a sh
ot. “I like you

r fu
r.” I poke at 

h
er h

air. “W
ou

ld you
 like to get fu

n
ky w

ith
 

m
e?” 

 “S
h

e’s a lesbian
!” U

2 sn
eers in

 a really 

n
erdy voice an

d th
en

 cackles lou
dly. C

h
u

ck 

h
olds m

y gaze. T
h

at sidesm
ile is really a 

star u
p close. 

 “You
 kn

ow
 th

ere’s n
o real gen

ders an
y-

m
ore,” I con

tin
u

e.

 
“Yeah

, 
I 

kn
ow

.” 
H

er 
left 

eye 
is 

u
n

-

sw
ervin

g.

 “P
lu

s, m
y dick is so sm

all you
 m

igh
t 

m
istake it for a clitoris. You

 w
ou

ldn
’t be th

e 

fi
rst.”

 “A
 m

icro-pen
is,” sh

e pu
rrs. “T

h
at’s sexy.” 

 “I’m
 n

ot kiddin
g.” I kick in

to bach
m

an
 

tu
rn

er overdrive an
d w

e both
 start to w

alk 

at th
e sam

e tim
e. 

 “Yeah
, an

d you
 cou

ld fl
y a 747 in

to m
y ass 

open
in

g too …
” 

 If sh
e h

ad tw
o sides to h

er m
ou

th
 th

ey 

w
ou

ld defi
n

itely h
ave collaborated on

 th
is 

particu
lar grin

. I kiss h
er on

 th
e th

e m
o-

tion
less little fl

ap of skin
 th

at is h
er righ

t 

eyelid. 

 “G
et A

m
erica an

d S
pyro G

yra in
to th

e 

H
aystack H

u
t in

 h
alf an

 h
ou

r. You
’ll each

 

lose a forearm
 u

p th
ere before you

 can
 say 

‘B
aku

n
in

’s 
R

even
ge.’” 

B
aku

n
in

’s 
R

even
ge 

is w
h

at th
e grou

p calls it w
h

en
 a m

em
ber 

is con
stipated. N

o on
e says it ou

trigh
t bu

t 

slow
n

ess is con
sidered a sign

 of fain
tn

ess of 

h
eart. L

ack of feral prim
acy, rew

ildin
g am

bi-

tion
. I’m

 prou
d to say I n

ever h
ave su

ffered 

from
 it. 

…

SIGNATURE 2 (pages 9–16)
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gers (scabs), an
d a few

 of ju
st you

r basic sort 

of m
edieval barbarian

s w
h

om
 w

e affection
-

ately call S
treisan

d. T
h

e scaven
gers h

ave 

w
iden

ed th
eir foragin

g goals to in
clu

de bits 

of plastic, m
etal, w

ood sidin
g, car parts, syn

-

th
etic 

dru
gs, 

porn
ograph

y. 
T

h
ey’re 

gen
er-

ally a lot m
ore an

gry th
an

 th
e ston

ers. T
h

ey 

don
’t seem

 to h
ave an

y h
ope. I can

 n
ever tell 

if th
ey’re scabs cu

z th
ey h

ave n
o h

ope or th
ey 

h
ave n

o h
ope cu

z th
ey’re scabs. T

h
ey alw

ays 

strike m
e as w

ith
ou

t core, low
 on

 w
ill an

d 

w
illpow

er.

O
ver at th

e bleach
ers som

e of th
e folks 

h
ave broken

 off in
to effervescen

t trios an
d 

com
m

en
ced to som

e seriou
s bu

tt sn
iffi

n
g. It 

seem
s in

variably h
eaded to som

e sort of co-

ital feral fl
u

rry an
d I am

 m
elan

ch
oly abou

t 

h
avin

g to m
iss ou

t on
 it.

“S
tu

pid fu
ckin

g pu
rist troglodyte …

” H
e 

con
tin

u
es to m

an
ifest an

 in
ky brattish

 cou
r-

age th
at for som

e reason
 rem

in
ds m

e of th
at 

pooplin
e dow

n
 a sh

rim
p. 

 “You
’re ju

st a fu
ckin

g essen
tialist,” h

e 

adds.

 “I am
 n

ot!” I say an
d pop m

y fi
n

ger ou
t 

of m
y ass. “I’m

 th
e opposite!” T

h
at M

 th
e A

 

is revealin
g a tru

er bou
rbon

ism
 th

an
 I h

ave 

previou
sly iden

tifi
ed in

 h
im

. 

 
“T

h
ere 

is 
n

o 
su

ch
 

th
in

g 
as 

h
u

m
an

  

n
atu

re …
” H

e ru
n

s ou
t of breath

, su
cks th

e 

h
eavy air back in

to h
is lu

n
gs an

d con
tin

u
es. 

“You
 idiot! T

h
ere is n

o O
N

E
 tru

th
.” I fi

n
ger 

m
y arm

pit h
air casu

ally. 

 “T
h

e th
in

gs th
at are tru

e are th
e th

in
gs 

th
at 

are 
tru

e, 
bu

ddy. 
Ju

st 
cu

z 
you

 
don

’t 

kn
ow

 w
h

at th
ey are doesn

’t m
ean

 th
ey don

’t  

exist!!”

 “W
h

at good is a th
in

g th
at is u

n
kn

ow
-

able?” h
e exh

orts.

 “N
ot su

re. B
u

t on
 th

e sam
e arm

, w
h

at 

good is a th
in

g th
at is kn

ow
able?” S

ilen
ce 

from
 below

.

“T
ell m

e som
eth

in
g good m

em
ber. D

id you
 

like th
e feelin

g of th
e cookie cu

tter w
h

en
 it 

cam
e?”

 H
e is u

n
repen

tan
t. “I did, A

ir S
u

pply.  

I D
ID

.” 

 “W
ell, I D

ID
 N

O
T, pal. I didn

’t.” L
on

g 

pau
se. W

e h
ad fi

n
ish

ed sim
u

ltan
eou

sly.

 H
e is cryin

g qu
ietly. “I’m

 scared, A
ir S

u
p-

ply, please pu
ll m

e ou
t.” 

S
ilen

ce. 

…
C

h
u

ck M
an

gion
e, L

ate Z
eppelin

 an
d a 

S
treisan

d are stu
ffed u

n
der th

e bleach
ers in

 

a th
robbin

g gyroscopic h
eap. L

ate Z
eppelin

’s 

h
ead is ban

gin
g in

to th
e alu

m
in

u
m

 ben
ch

 at 

a pace th
at m

akes m
e feel like doin

g “T
h

e 

B
u

s S
top.” I w

atch
 th

em
 for a lon

g m
in

u
te 

an
d th

e crickets rev u
p th

eir n
igh

ttim
e ca-

lypso. B
u

ttes th
e color of ash

 an
d pu

m
pkin

 

ascen
d u

n
til m

ercifu
lly, th

ey eclipse th
e su

n
. 

A
 totally relaxin

g prim
al even

t. I feel looser. 

T
h

e air is soft, exactly th
e tem

peratu
re of m

y 

skin
 an

d fragran
t to boot. O

ran
ge blossom

s. 

T
u

n
a. 

W
h

im
pers, 

scream
s, 

yells 
replace  

th
e m

etallic fu
ck-gon

gin
g an

d before lon
g 

th
e trio em

erges in
to th

e soft dark n
igh

t 

sm
ilin

g. S
tu

m
blin

g on
 loose h

ips. 

 I soften
 con

siderably. “A
ll righ

t people, 

get th
e w

in
ch

. T
ell th

e oth
er N

eils to brin
g 

th
e tru

ck.” I take a cou
ple of steps an

d n
otice 

P
oco—

w
h

ose pen
is is pu

sh
ed in

to h
is body 

like 
a 

vagin
a—

grow
l 

an
d 

sn
ap 

th
e 

little 

fu
cker back ou

t to a sproin
gy seven

 in
ch

er 

w
ith

 th
e aid of a h

an
dm

ade bladder. I stop 

in
 m

y tracks.

 “H
old 

on
 

N
eil, 

forget 
th

e 
w

in
ch

, 
let’s 

m
ake som

e cordage. T
ell Yan

n
i to kill a few

 

squ
irrels. W

e don
’t h

ave a lot of tim
e.”

B
O

O
K

 5

 T
h

e tin
der bu

n
dle is m

ade from
 an

y kin
d 

of 
dry 

fi
brou

s 
m

aterials 
like 

dead 
grass. 

D
oobie B

ros, S
on

n
y an

d C
h

er, A
m

brosia an
d 

th
e rest of th

e m
em

bers start driftin
g in

to 

M
eat M

ecca for th
e L

C
D

 (L
iberated C

apital-

ist D
in

n
er). I pick arou

n
d beh

in
d a patch

 of 

sm
oke trees, fi

n
d a cou

ple of tw
igs. I n

otice 

19

w
ays to bu

ild ou
r com

m
u

n
ity w

ith
 on

e an
-

oth
er. xii It’s u

p to u
s to carve ou

r w
ay in

to 

existen
ce. xiii

…
 T

h
e footn

ote becom
es u

n
ru

ly w
h

en
 w

e let 

it occu
py th

e cen
ter rin

g. xiv A
s trou

blem
ak-

ers, isn
’t th

at w
h

at w
e’re goin

g for? W
h

en
 

does u
n

ru
ly m

ove from
 a deviou

s w
in

k to 

an
 explosion

 th
at destroys m

u
ch

 m
ore th

an
 

w
e in

ten
ded?

xv Is to liberate th
e footn

ote 

from
 th

e dreadfu
l iron

 grasp of in
tellectu

al  

elitism
 to pollu

te popu
lism

? O
r is it to ligh

t 

a fu
se th

at m
ay lead to a m

igh
ty ch

arge?
xvi 

T
h

e footn
ote speaks, w

e listen
. Is th

is w
h

at 

w
e m

ean
 by revolu

tion
? G

ivin
g voice to th

e 

footn
otes, literal or fi

gu
rative?

xvii A
llow

in
g 

footn
otes to pen

etrate text, to spill over, to 

su
lly th

e textu
al body, to split th

e su
rface? 

W
h

at m
ess w

ill resu
lt, w

h
at fl

u
ids w

ill spill 

over th
e page? T

h
e com

in
g togeth

er of bodies 

can
 be du

biou
s or prom

isin
g. xviii I am

 relu
c-

tan
t, I am

 open
, I am

 listen
in

g.

ix 
I m

igh
t agree w

ith
 you

 if an
d w

h
en

 you
 tell m

e w
h

at you
 m

ean
 by “w

e.”

x 
B

u
t w

h
at if th

ose stories d
isru

pt you
r ow

n
? W

h
ose stories w

ill you
 con

tinu
e to ign

ore, an
d w

hy? 

xi 
T

h
e w

ords are vessels left u
n

fi
lled. Y

ou
 tell m

e som
eth

in
g an

d sim
u

ltan
eou

sly tell m
e n

oth
in

g. Y
ou

r ex- 
 

clam
atory veh

em
en

ce leaves m
e h

esitan
t to qu

estion
 con

ten
t an

d specifi
city w

h
en

 th
e sen

tim
en

t is so pretty  
 

an
d com

pellin
g. A

n
d still, I raise m

y fi
st as you

 exclaim
. 

xii 
Y

ou
 are a fu

ck
in

g dayd
ream

in
g h

ippie. It’s n
ot th

at it’s a bad idea—
bu

t tell m
e, W

H
O

S
E

 com
m

u
n

ity?! W
h

o  
 

cou
n

ts, w
h

o is left ou
t? W

h
o decides, w

h
o is left w

ith
ou

t decision
-m

ak
in

g au
th

ority? W
h

o speak
s for “u

s”? 
 

A
n

d w
h

ich
 “u

s” do you
 m

ean
? Y

ou
 speak of com

m
u

n
ity lik

e it is O
n

e. Y
ou

 h
ave th

ou
san

ds. O
f w

h
ich

 do you
 

 
speak? W

h
ich

 do you
 w

an
t to su

rvive?

xiii 
E

xisten
ce for w

h
om

? F
rom

 w
h

om
 do you

 requ
ire u

n
derstan

d
in

g an
d belon

gin
g? A

n
d to w

h
at exten

t? 

xiv 
T

h
e spotligh

t feels w
arm

—
I can’t see th

e faces of th
e au

d
ien

ce at all!

xv 
T

ext, I’m
 goin

g to ask you
 som

eth
in

g …

xvi 
T

ext, listen
 to m

e.  

xvii 
T

ext, let m
e in

side you
. 

xviii 
C

an
 you

 feel m
e? I can

 feel you
.
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I. O
V

ID
’S

 M
ETA

M
O

R
P

H
O

S
IS

 TA
LE O

F 

TH
E H

E
R

M
A

P
H

R
O

D
ITE

, 7
 A

D

A
ccordin

g to O
vid, th

e dau
gh

ters of K
in

g 

M
in

yas w
eave, tellin

g stories. 1 T
h

ey h
ave 

locked th
em

selves in
doors to avoid th

e ec-

static displays of w
om

en
 an

d girls for th
e 

feast of B
acch

u
s, a god th

ey n
eith

er revere 

n
or believe in

, savin
g all th

at for A
th

en
a, 

goddess of w
ar an

d w
eavin

g. In
 th

eir se-

clu
sion

, after several stories, th
e oldest of 

th
e dau

gh
ters of M

in
yas, A

lcith
oë, begin

s 

th
e 

tale 
of 

th
e 

h
erm

aph
rodite. 

S
h

e 
ru

n
s 

h
er “sh

u
ttle sw

iftly th
rou

gh
 th

e treads of 

h
er loom

,” an
d speaks abou

t “a little son
 

of H
erm

es an
d A

ph
rodite.” “In

 h
is fair face 

m
oth

er an
d fath

er cou
ld be clearly seen

; h
is 

n
am

e also h
e took from

 th
em

.” U
n

til th
e age 

of 
fi

fteen
 

H
erm

aph
roditu

s, 
h

ow
ever, 

w
as  

a boy.

O
n

e day w
h

ile h
e w

as w
an

derin
g th

rou
gh

 

th
e lan

d of L
ycia, n

ow
 m

odern
-day T

u
rkey, 

h
e cam

e across “a pool of w
ater crystal clear 

to th
e very bottom

.” H
idden

 from
 h

is sigh
t, 

gath
erin

g fl
ow

ers at th
e edge of th

e pool, 

w
as S

alm
acis, a you

n
g n

aiad of D
ian

a, god-

dess of th
e h

u
n

t. M
ore in

 love w
ith

 beau
ty 

th
an

 h
u

n
tin

g, S
alm

acis often
 stayed beh

in
d 

at th
e pool to look at h

er refl
ection

 in
 th

e 

w
ater. O

n
 th

is day in
stead of h

erself sh
e 

saw
 H

erm
aph

roditu
s an

d “lon
ged to pos-

sess h
im

.” W
h

en
 sh

e approach
ed h

im
 fu

ll of 

h
er desire, th

e “boy blu
sh

ed rosy red; for h
e 

kn
ew

 n
ot w

h
at love is.” W

h
en

 sh
e tried to 

kiss h
im

, H
erm

aph
roditu

s cried, “h
ave don

e, 

or I m
u

st fl
ee an

d leave th
is spot—

an
d you

.” 

S
alm

acis prom
ised to leave h

im
 sw

im
 in

 

peace, bu
t h

id qu
ietly in

 th
e bu

sh
es to w

atch
 

th
is fair you

th
. 

H
erm

aph
roditu

s, clearly m
ore in

trigu
ed 

by th
e cool w

ater th
an

 th
e desirou

s n
aiad, 

“th
rew

 aside h
is th

in
 garm

en
ts” an

d dove 

in
to th

e w
ater. E

n
fl

am
ed by th

e sigh
t of h

is 

n
aked body in

 th
e w

ater, S
alm

acis cou
ld 

con
trol h

erself n
o lon

ger. “C
astin

g off all h
er 

garm
en

ts,” sh
e dove in

 after h
im

, graspin
g 

M
ESH

 
TH

E TA
LE O

F TH
E H

ER
M

A
PH

R
O

D
ITE

A
N

N
A

 BLU
M

E

“…
th

e cen
ter of m

yself w
h

ere I stan
d as a h

oly spider on
 th

e m
ajor th

reads 

of m
y sou

l an
d w

ith
 w

h
ich

 I w
ill w

eave at th
e crossw

ays a few
 lace w

h
ich

 I 

gu
ess already exist in

 th
e h

eart of B
eau

ty.” 

M
allarm

é, Ju
ly 28, 1866

29

to create th
e explosion

 th
at w

ou
ld ligh

t th
em

 

u
p. S

o th
ey accou

n
t for som

e of th
e m

ass  

or gravity th
at certain

 n
ear galaxies exert 

bu
t w

e h
ave n

o w
ay of seein

g th
em

 becau
se 

th
ey 

do 
n

ot 
em

it 
ligh

t. 
T

h
ey 

apparen
tly  

h
ave a su

ckin
g capability th

at does n
ot rival 

a black h
ole. It is a brow

n
 dw

arf. A
 m

ysteri-

ou
s blob of as yet prim

ordial ooze. A
w

aitin
g 

assign
m

en
t. L

ike u
n

iversal stem
 cells. 

…
O

n
ce a w

eek N
eil S

edaka goes ou
t an

d 

liberates a capitalist. W
e roast h

im
 w

h
ole 

like th
e pig h

e is w
ith

 an
 apple in

 h
is m

ou
th

 

an
d th

en
 eat h

im
 w

ith
ou

t u
sin

g ou
r h

an
ds. 

A
gain

 th
e idea is u

n
ifi

cation
, w

h
olen

ess (so 

w
e don

’t disassem
ble th

e corpse) an
d also 

som
e h

air of th
e dog stu

ff to keep u
s on

 ou
r 

toes. W
e do th

is w
eekly, did I say th

at, an
d 

w
h

ile w
e eat, w

e ch
an

t U
N

IG
U

Y, U
N

IG
U

Y. 

S
h

im
’s ou

r m
ascot. A

 h
u

m
an

 version
 of th

e 

absolu
te. A

 bein
g w

ith
 ju

st a body, n
o ap-

pen
dages or h

oles at all. I th
in

k of h
im

 like a 

cross betw
een

 C
asper th

e G
h

ost an
d an

 octo-

pu
s. I don

’t kn
ow

 w
h

y. W
e tran

ce ou
t du

rin
g 

th
ese grou

p be-in
s. I like it a lot.

…
I h

appen
 to kn

ow
 th

at pretty m
u

ch
 all 

m
atter is m

ade ou
t of th

e sam
e stu

ff. T
h

ese 

tin
y little th

in
gs called stran

ge, ch
arm

 an
d 

n
eu

trin
os. O

bjects an
d organ

ism
s ju

st form
 

an
d reform

 ou
t of th

e ooze. T
h

ere are cer-

tain
 particles th

at are especially attracted to 

oth
er particles so th

at’s w
h

y certain
 form

s 

are really com
m

on
 as far as th

e observable 

u
n

iverse. L
ike iron

, th
e w

h
ole core of th

e 

earth
 is a h

ard iron
 ball an

d th
en

 a bu
n

ch
 

of liqu
id iron

 arou
n

d it. A
n

d h
ydrogen

 is th
e 

m
ost com

m
on

. T
h

at’s w
h

at m
ost of th

e stars 

are eatin
g. N

in
ety-tw

o percen
t of everyth

in
g 

is h
ydrogen

. It w
eigh

s O
N

E
. A

 lot of people 

h
ave don

e research
 arou

n
d w

h
y for exam

ple 

h
u

m
an

s don
’t ju

st fall in
to a pile of iron

 an
d 

h
ydrogen

. It’s cu
z w

e’re in
 a stru

ggle w
ith

 

th
e 

su
n

’s 
h

eat 
apparen

tly. 
T

h
e 

organ
ism

 

stays organ
ized as lon

g as it h
as a task. If 

I h
ad to m

ake a m
olecu

le ou
t of h

u
m

an
s 

…
 R

am
 D

ass w
ou

ld be th
e proton

, B
arbra  

S
trei san

d w
ou

ld be th
e electron

, an
d T

ed 

K
aczin

sky as th
e n

eu
tron

. 

In
 m

om
en

ts of glee m
em

bers w
ill often

 

yell ou
t, “H

igh
 fi

ve for R
am

 D
ass!” an

d slap 

h
an

ds abou
t face level. It is n

ot th
at h

igh
 of 

a fi
ve. T

h
is salu

tation
 is apparen

tly particu
-

lar to th
is lan

d an
d th

is m
em

bersh
ip. T

h
ey 

w
ere doin

g it pretty often
 even

 on
 th

e very 

fi
rst day I arrived. 

 

B
O

O
K

 4 

I address th
e slim

y apertu
re. “You

’re go-

in
g to h

ave to gn
aw

 th
e lim

bs off of S
abbath

’s 

torso. It looks from
 h

ere like h
e’s ju

st in
 a 

big w
eird tan

gle.” N
o respon

se. I scratch
 m

y 

balls an
d listen

 for an
y sign

s of m
orbidity. 

P
u

ll m
y loin

cloth
 ou

t of m
y ass crack. 

I h
ear h

igh
-pitch

ed w
h

in
in

g. Fast m
in

d-

less breath
s. H

e is u
sin

g u
p air.

“T
h

e exploited an
d dispossessed of th

is 

w
orld can

 n
o lon

ger seriou
sly desire to get 

a piece of th
is pu

trefyin
g pie, n

or to take it 

over an
d ‘self-m

an
age’ it!” I dron

e in
to th

e 

orifi
ce earn

estly. B
eh

in
d m

e a tired voice, 

“R
igh

t on
 bu

ddy.” 

I sprin
kle a bit of soil on

to th
e fl

esh
y 

blockage. “W
h

y’d you
 con

tact press?” 

“S
o w

e can
 get m

ore m
em

bers. S
o people 

w
ou

ld kn
ow

!” S
train

ed, m
ach

o delivery.

“L
isten

 u
p. If m

y solidarity w
ith

 certain
 

action
s is critical it’s becau

se I can
 see cal-

cu
lation

 creepin
g in

. If I reject all coopera-

tion
 w

ith
 th

e m
edia it’s becau

se th
at pow

er 

stru
ctu

re dem
an

ds th
ose w

h
o ch

oose to par-

ticipate in
 its activity to su

dden
ly m

easu
re 

th
eir w

ords, drain
 th

em
 of su

bstan
ce, of th

e 

en
ergy force th

at refu
ses all com

prom
ise!” 

G
row

ls from
 below

. H
u

m
m

in
g.

 …
O

f late th
ere’s been

 m
ild division

s ocu
r-

rin
g in

 th
e com

m
u

n
ity. T

h
ere are th

e ston
e 

agers (ston
ers), th

e postin
du

strial scaven
-
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th
ou

gh
. T

h
ere w

ere a lot of feral kids th
ere, 

or partially feral, bu
t th

e best on
e w

as a kid 

th
ey rescu

ed off a P
atagon

ian
 plateau

 a few
 

years before. H
e h

ad been
 in

 th
e w

ildern
ess 

th
ere sin

ce h
e w

as fou
r an

d a h
alf, ten

din
g 

sh
eep. E

n
slaved, apparen

tly, an
d n

eglected. 

H
e n

ever really cared to speak, w
as barely 

m
an

agin
g 

h
is 

daily 
ch

oru
s “I’d 

gladly 
go 

back” over a late lu
n

ch
 on

e day w
h

en
 h

e 

keeled over of a brain
 an

eu
rysm

. I tried to 

h
elp h

im
, bu

t I th
ou

gh
t h

e w
as ch

okin
g on

 

a fren
ch

 fry an
d w

as w
ay in

to th
e H

eim
lich

 

th
in

g w
h

en
 th

e E
M

T
s sh

ow
ed u

p an
d n

o-

ticed th
e blood balloon

 form
in

g on
 th

e side of 

h
is ten

der eager little en
slaved h

ead. I m
iss 

h
im

 th
ou

gh
, don

’t get m
e w

ron
g. I can

 still 

h
ear h

is tin
y w

h
isperin

g m
an

tra. P
robably 

h
e’s w

h
y I en

ded u
p on

 th
is lan

d, tryin
g to 

fi
gu

re ou
t h

ow
 to get M

arx th
e A

u
th

oritarian
 

ou
t of h

is h
ole.

I started su
bm

ittin
g articles to th

e F
ood 

In
sects N

ew
sletter an

d th
e S

ociety for P
rim

-

itive T
ech

n
ology at th

e age of th
irteen

. T
h

e 

fi
rst on

e w
as called H

u
n

ter G
ath

erers W
ere 

S
om

etim
es V

ery L
abor-E

ffi
cien

t. T
h

e secon
d 

on
e, C

ollectin
g A

n
t P

u
pae F

or F
ood. A

t six-

teen
 I su

bm
itted an

 in
cisive piece en

titled 

T
h

ey A
te W

h
at!? in

 italics w
ith

 a qu
estion

 

m
ark an

d exclam
ation

 poin
t. T

h
ere w

ere too 

m
an

y to n
am

e. M
y an

n
u

al F
ood In

sect F
esti-

vals of N
orth

 A
m

erica garn
ered m

e th
e cov-

eted L
eppy in

 1989 an
d F

ried G
rassh

oppers 

F
or C

am
pou

ts O
r A

t H
om

e is to date th
e on

e 

of w
h

ich
 I am

 m
ost prou

d.

M
y prelu

dial ph
ases are m

ost effectively 

ch
aracterized by th

e sen
ten

ce fragm
en

t th
at 

follow
s, “A

 bu
n

ch
 of ass-eatin

g ju
m

bos.” T
h

e 

assorted biological an
ti-fru

its of m
y failed 

gen
e en

h
an

cem
en

ts are—
h

ow
ever—

at th
is 

ju
n

ctu
re qu

ite strikin
g an

d—
I h

ave to ad-

m
it—

h
ave 

garn
ered 

a 
certain

 
am

ou
n

t 
of 

praise an
d/or erotic atten

tion
. C

h
icks dig 

m
e. L

ife as an
 earth

lin
g w

ith
ou

t ou
ter ear 

con
es, less on

e arm
, an

d w
ith

 th
ree spin

dly 

little brittle-bon
ed birdlegs h

as n
ot been

 as 

w
h

olly joyless as on
e (n

ot in
 th

e kn
ow

) m
ay 

im
agin

e. T
h

ere are th
ou

san
ds of u

s. N
arrow

s 

w
e’re called. O

u
r bodies are m

ore cylin
drical 

(alth
ou

gh
 th

e differen
ce is n

egligible an
d for 

th
e m

ost part im
perceptible), an

d ou
r ribs 

are very fl
exible. W

h
en

 it cou
n

ts, I can
 fi

t 

in
to places th

at are m
ost certain

ly a pretty 

tigh
t squ

eeze for th
e old gu

ard.

B
O

O
K

 3 

W
e are allow

ed to brin
g fi

ve pou
n

ds in
 

w
ith

 u
s. L

ike h
eredity. W

h
ere you

 sh
ow

 u
p 

w
ith

 a certain
 load. P

rim
eval gifts w

e give 

ou
rselves. I brin

g in
 a very ligh

tw
eigh

t sleep-

in
g bag th

at frays an
d disin

tegrates over th
e 

cou
rse of m

y fi
rst w

eek. In
 addition

 I brin
g 

in
 a stack of porn

ograph
y w

h
ich

 com
es in

 

h
an

dy as a blan
ket u

n
til I perfect th

e em
-

ploym
en

t of pin
e bou

gh
s, coal beds an

d vari-

ou
s terrain

 appropriate sh
elters. 

C
h

icago, A
sia, F

leetw
ood M

ac. W
e are all 

given
 soft rock n

am
es as w

e arrive. T
h

e goal 

is a resyn
th

esis of th
e w

orst of con
tem

porary 

cu
ltu

re. V
accin

ation
s. S

om
etim

es som
eon

e 

gets th
e n

am
e of a person

 w
h

o didn
’t do soft 

rock. O
n

e gu
y got th

e n
am

e L
ee Iacocca an

d 

an
oth

er gu
y, h

is lover w
h

o cam
e at th

e sam
e 

tim
e, got S

im
on

 W
in

cer, w
h

o directed F
ree 

W
illy in

 1993. N
o on

e on
 th

e lan
d kn

ow
s 

w
h

o th
e origin

al S
im

on
 W

in
cer is bu

t S
im

on
 

W
in

cer th
e gu

y from
 ou

r grou
p feels okay 

even
 n

ot h
avin

g a fam
ou

s n
am

e to live ou
t 

th
e rest of h

is days w
ith

. A
n

oth
er gu

y got 

th
e n

am
e M

arx th
e A

u
th

oritarian
. W

h
ich

 I 

th
ou

gh
t w

as n
ice cu

z it rh
ym

ed w
ith

 C
on

an
 

th
e 

B
arbarian

. 
H

e 
w

as 
ju

st 
a 

little 
gu

y 

th
ou

gh
, like m

e. H
e w

as really n
ice an

d kin
d 

of w
ispy.

T
h

ere’s on
ly been

 on
e baby born

 in
to th

e 

com
m

u
n

ity, E
agles an

d B
eegees h

ad a perfect 

little h
erm

aph
rodite w

h
ich

 th
ey called T

h
e 

B
row

n
 D

w
arf. B

row
n

 dw
arfs are th

is type of 

star in
 actu

al ou
ter space th

at n
ever lit on

 

fi
re. T

h
ey h

ave a lot of m
ass bu

t n
ot en

ou
gh

 

21

H
erm

aph
roditu

s to h
er again

st h
is w

ill. 

A
t len

gth
, as h

e tries h
is best to break aw

ay 

from
 h

er, sh
e w

raps h
im

 rou
n

d w
ith

 h
er em

-

brace, as a serpen
t, w

h
en

 th
e kin

g of birds 

h
as cau

gh
t h

er an
d is bearin

g h
er on

 h
igh

: 

w
h

ich
, h

an
gin

g from
 h

is claw
s, w

raps h
er 

folds arou
n

d h
is h

ead an
d feet an

d en
tan

gles 

h
is fl

appin
g w

in
gs w

ith
 h

er tail; or as th
e ivy 

oft-tim
es em

braces great tru
n

ks of trees, or 

as th
e sea-polyp h

olds its en
em

y cau
gh

t be-

n
eath

 th
e sea, its ten

tacles em
bracin

g h
im

 

on
 every side.

W
h

ile h
oldin

g h
im

 in
 th

is violen
t em

brace 

S
alm

acis called ou
t to th

e gods to m
ake h

er 

an
d 

H
erm

aph
roditu

s 
in

to 
on

e 
bein

g. T
h

e 

gods 
acqu

iesced, 
m

akin
g 

th
e 

tw
o 

bodies 

“kn
it in

 close em
brace: th

ey w
ere n

o lon
ger 

tw
o, n

or su
ch

 as to be called, on
e, w

om
an

, 

an
d on

e, m
an

. T
h

ey seem
ed n

eith
er, an

d 

yet 
both

.” 
A

fter 
th

is 
su

dden
 

tran
sform

a-

tion
, w

h
en

 H
erm

aph
roditu

s felt th
at h

e h
ad 

becom
e “bu

t h
alf-m

an
” an

d “en
feebled,” h

e 

cried ou
t to h

is pow
erfu

l paren
ts H

erm
es 

an
d 

A
ph

rodite 
to 

cu
rse 

th
ese 

w
aters, 

so 

“w
h

oever com
es in

to th
is pool as m

an
 m

ay 

h
e go forth

 h
alf-m

an
, an

d m
ay h

e w
eaken

 

at tou
ch

 of th
e w

ater.” H
is paren

ts gran
ted 

h
is w

ish
, an

d cu
rsed th

e pool, kn
ow

n
 from

 

th
en

 on
 as th

e dan
gerou

s u
n

can
n

y w
aters 

of S
alm

acis, th
at w

ou
ld tu

rn
 each

 m
an

 w
h

o 

sw
am

 or dran
k th

ere in
to a h

erm
aph

rodite.

M
an

y stories in
 th

e M
etam

orph
osis are 

abou
t th

e violen
ce in

 love th
at resu

lts in
 

th
e origin

 of species—
h

u
m

an
, plan

t or oth
-

erw
ise. N

arcissu
s becom

es a fl
ow

er w
h

en
 

h
e ch

ooses h
is ow

n
 refl

ection
 in

 a pool of 

w
ater w

h
ile rejectin

g th
e advan

ces of E
ch

o, 

w
h

o h
erself is tran

sform
ed in

to th
e lon

g-

in
g ech

o of h
er u

n
requ

ited love. D
aph

n
e is 

tran
sform

ed in
to th

e lau
rel tree to avoid th

e 

u
n

w
an

ted advan
ces of A

pollo, an
d th

e death
 

of P
yram

u
s an

d T
h

isbe, star-crossed lovers, 

tu
rn

s th
e w

h
ite fru

it of th
e m

u
lberry tree 

red. F
or H

erm
aph

roditu
s th

is tran
sform

a-

tion
 in

to a h
alf-m

an
 h

alf-w
om

an
 is th

e re-

su
lt of erotic trau

m
a, on

e th
at h

e lam
en

ts, 

th
e trau

m
a an

d th
e tran

sform
ation

. H
e, w

h
o 

h
as becom

e h
e/sh

e, n
ow

 can
 on

ly see th
is 

ch
an

ge as a loss of m
an

h
ood, a w

eaken
in

g of 

self. M
otivated by ven

gean
ce, h

e pleads w
ith

 

h
is paren

ts to cu
rse th

e w
aters so th

at h
e 

w
ill n

ot be alon
e in

 th
is n

ew
 state of du

al 

sexu
ality. C

ou
ld h

e n
ot see th

is tran
sform

a-

tion
 an

y oth
er w

ay? C
ou

ld h
erm

aph
rodism

 

be a fu
lfi

llm
en

t rath
er th

an
 a loss? W

as h
e 

n
ot, as O

vid w
rites, both

 H
erm

es an
d A

ph
-

rodite, m
ale an

d fem
ale from

 th
e begin

n
in

g? 

M
yth

s, h
ow

ever, do n
ot create states of m

in
d 

or body; th
ey rath

er represen
t th

em
 w

ith
 

em
bedded m

ean
in

gs th
at trace th

e m
ark of 

fears or h
idden

 desires th
at sleep w

ith
in

 u
s.

II. S
LE

E
P

IN
G

 H
E

R
M

A
P

H
R

O
D

ITE
, 

2
N

D C
E

N
TU

R
Y

 A
D

, R
O

M
A

N
 M

A
R

B
LE 

S
C

U
LP

TU
R

E
, C

O
P

Y
 O

F A
 LO

S
T G

R
E

E
K

 

B
R

O
N

ZE S
C

U
LP

TU
R

E

R
om

an
 scu

lptu
res, like th

e R
om

an
 poet 

O
vid, re-w

orked an
cien

t G
reek ideas, often

 

m
akin

g 
copies 

of 
G

reek 
scu

lptu
res. 

O
n

e 

su
ch

 w
ork is th

e S
leepin

g H
erm

aph
rod

ite, 

scu
lpted in

 m
arble in

 th
e 2

n
d cen

tu
ry A

D
, 

th
ou

gh
t to be a copy of a n

ow
 lost G

reek 

bron
ze by P

olykles from
 th

e 2
n

d cen
tu

ry B
C

. 

T
h

e S
leepin

g H
erm

aph
rod

ite w
as fou

n
d in

 

R
om

e n
ear th

e an
cien

t bath
s of D

iocletian
 

in
 1608. A

t th
e tim

e it w
as fou

n
d, it easily 

cam
e in

to th
e au

spiciou
s collection

 of C
ar-

din
al S

cipion
e B

orgh
ese, th

e n
eph

ew
 of th

e 

seated P
ope P

au
l V. O

n
ce th

is scu
lptu

re w
as 

in
 h

is collection
, th

e C
ardin

al com
m

ission
ed 

th
e baroqu

e scu
lptor B

ern
in

i to m
ake th

e 

su
m

ptu
ou

s 
m

attress 
an

d 
pillow

 
th

at 
th

e 

fu
ll-len

gth
 reclin

in
g fi

gu
re still rests u

pon
 

today. T
w

o h
u

n
dred years later, in

 1807, N
a-

poleon
 bou

gh
t th

e S
leepin

g H
erm

aph
rod

ite 

from
 h

is w
ell-placed broth

er-in
 law

 P
rin

ce 

C
am

illo B
orgh

ese. It w
ou

ld becom
e part of 
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m
u

rm
u

r. I kn
ow

 h
e can

 h
ear m

e perfectly. A
 

den
se h

u
sh

 settles on
to th

e bleach
ers. 

 
“W

h
at? 

S
h

it. 
I’m

 
totally 

sm
ash

ed 
in

 

h
ere m

an
!” H

is voice cracks. I sit u
p for a 

m
om

en
t an

d con
cen

trate on
 a set of deep 

am
ber bu

ttes w
ay off to m

y righ
t. I n

arrow
 

m
y eyes at th

e N
eils, w

h
o are all pu

ckered 

togeth
er in

 th
e fron

t row
. M

 th
e A

 is cryin
g 

n
ow

. A
pparen

ly su
bsu

m
ed by a pan

ic th
at 

strikes m
e an

d m
ost of th

e oth
er people on

 

th
e bleach

ers as u
n

attractive. W
h

ere w
as 

m
y sportsm

an
sh

ip n
ow

? B
eyon

d m
y con

trol 

w
as th

e u
rge to crap dow

n
 th

e h
ole in

stead 

of ju
st jettison

 m
y garbagey th

ou
gh

ts.

…
H

avin
g been

 on
 th

e lan
d th

e lon
gest (by 

m
y cou

n
t) I w

as both
 respected an

d regarded 

w
ith

 su
spicion

. I h
ad m

an
aged to becom

e an
 

ou
tsider am

on
g th

e ou
tsiders (w

h
ile livin

g 

ou
tside). B

ru
ised w

ith
 th

e psych
ic arrow

s 

disch
arged con

tin
u

ally by th
e lin

gerin
g spec-

ter of you
th

 cu
ltu

re (you
 can

 take th
e you

n
g 

ou
t of cu

ltu
re …

), I in
argu

ably rem
ain

ed …
 

a bein
g dim

in
u

tive in
 ph

ysical statu
re an

d, 

m
ore to th

e poin
t, fu

n
dam

en
tally n

arrow
. I 

also h
ad lon

g h
airs th

at protru
ded idiotically 

from
 both

 of m
y n

ostrils. F
or th

ese reason
s 

an
d som

e oth
ers I w

ill refrain
 from

 m
en

tion
-

in
g, I w

as th
erefore best qu

alifi
ed for th

e 

dan
gerou

s m
ission

 th
at w

as to follow
. 

“S
piritu

ality 
is 

a 
m

ean
 

n
asty 

ch
icken

 

sn
atch

er,” I said dow
n

 th
e h

ole. “S
piritu

al-

ity,” I tilted m
y h

ead aw
ay from

 th
e earth

y 

orifi
ce in

 a covert address to th
e rem

ain
in

g 

bystan
ders, “n

o m
atter h

ow
 softy soft you

 

th
in

k it is—
steals th

e m
arvelou

s from
 th

e 

ph
ysical w

orld.” I w
as totally off th

e poin
t 

an
d I kn

ew
 it. A

 ren
ew

ed rou
n

d of sobs arose 

from
 th

e soggy grotto. 

“W
h

at are you
 drivin

g at, A
ir S

u
pply?!” 

H
is cries sou

n
ded like a dog yelpin

g. I felt 

like killin
g h

im
. 

“L
et’s eat h

im
 after you

 pu
ll h

im
 u

p,” 

N
eil 

S
edaka 

su
ggested. 

H
is 

tin
y 

fl
ipper 

fi
n

gs w
riggled alm

ost im
perceptibly ju

st off  

h
is clavicle.

N
eil S

edaka. T
h

ere w
as a gu

y w
h

ose su
r-

gery h
ad gon

e w
ell. A

m
pu

tation
s, redu

ction
s, 

su
bstitu

tion
s w

ere n
ow

 su
bstan

tially m
ore 

com
m

on
place 

th
an

, 
say, 

fi
ve 

years 
ago. 

I 

th
in

k in
 lieu

 of th
e lobotom

y for lin
gu

al exci-

sion
, aerodyn

am
ism

 w
as com

pellin
g to pret-

ty m
u

ch
 everyon

e w
h

o en
ded u

p becom
in

g a 

m
em

ber. H
elen

 R
eddy h

ad on
ce described a 

related m
in

dset th
at m

aterialized ju
st after 

th
e m

illen
n

iu
m

. T
h

ey started callin
g it body 

in
tegrity iden

tity disorder. W
h

ere a person
 

requ
ests an

 am
pu

tation
. T

h
ey h

ave a m
u

l-

ish
 desire for th

eir body to ph
ysically m

atch
 

th
e idealized im

age th
ey h

ave of th
em

selves. 

A
 very spicy paradox, th

e idea of losin
g on

e 

or m
ore m

ajor lim
bs on

 th
e road to becom

-

in
g w

h
ole. “L

ess is m
ore,” H

elen
 R

eddy h
ad 

ch
ortled. C

h
icago w

as alw
ays callin

g it M
od-

ern
ism

 an
d th

en
 fartin

g.

B
O

O
K

 2

S
h

ortly after I w
as able to sit u

p, m
y 

m
oth

er strapped m
e to m

y potty seat an
d 

left m
e th

ere for ju
st over th

ree years. I still 

h
ave callou

ses on
 th

e back of m
y th

igh
s to 

prove it. S
h

e m
an

aged to feed m
e n

ow
 an

d 

th
en

, em
pty th

e bow
l on

 m
ost days, an

d 

w
ipe m

e dow
n

 bien
n

ially, bu
t sh

e n
ever said 

a dam
n

 th
in

g in
 m

y direction
. I w

as ju
st like 

a little tu
n

n
el. R

espiratin
g. M

em
orizin

g th
e 

lin
es of th

e dim
 doorw

ay, th
e kn

ob, a glow
in

g 

yellow
 sh

ade over m
y left sh

ou
lder. S

om
e-

tim
es I h

eard h
er cryin

g, paddin
g arou

n
d in

 

h
er slippers, on

e day sh
e killed a cat in

 th
e 

dow
n

stairs foyer. C
ity w

orkers even
tu

ally 

fou
n

d m
e th

ere, a little fi
lth

y pin
k R

odin
, 

poopin
g. I w

as real skin
n

y. A
t th

at poin
t—

so 

th
e story goes—

I w
an

ted to kn
ow

 th
e w

ords 

for everyth
in

g. H
u

m
an

s are fu
n

n
y an

d stu
-

pid. W
h

y w
ou

ld I w
an

t to kn
ow

 th
e w

ords 

for an
yth

in
g? W

e h
ave like cookie cu

tters 

in
stead of brain

s. 

I m
et m

y on
e good frien

d at th
e A

gen
cy 

SIGNATURE 2 (pages 9–16)



LTTR # 4 Page: 15

26

B
O

O
K

 1

“T
w

o of th
e m

em
bers are stu

ck dow
n

 a 

h
ole.” A

sia h
as been

 sen
t back to fi

n
d u

s, 

perh
aps a day an

d a h
alf beh

in
d G

rou
p 1. 

S
h

e em
erges from

 a patch
 of P

alo V
erde an

d 

skips th
e last few

 feet dow
n

 in
to th

e w
ash

. 

W
e are su

rrou
n

ded by gray rocks th
e size of 

bron
tosau

ru
s testicles. M

y an
kles are w

eak. 

“T
h

e N
eils th

in
k you

 are th
e on

ly on
e w

h
o 

can
 get h

im
 ou

t.” I h
ate all th

e N
eils. S

m
u

g, 

I h
ate sm

u
g. I w

ou
ld n

ever ever n
am

e a per-

son
 N

eil after th
is experien

ce. 

M
arx 

th
e A

u
th

oritarian
 

is 
w

h
im

perin
g 

by th
e tim

e I arrive. I gu
ess sm

ack dab in
 

th
e m

iddle of clu
bbin

g a squ
irrel to death

, 

h
e started an

 allergic reaction
 to an

 u
n

ripe 

prickly pear th
ey h

ad ju
st fi

n
ish

ed bru
n

ch
in

g 

on
. W

ith
 a m

u
ted sn

ap, h
is epiglottal apen

d-

age h
ad very su

dden
ly in

fl
am

ed to th
e size of 

a pin
g pon

g ball. P
resu

m
ably, h

e reeled, lost 

h
is footin

g an
d w

as h
u

rled in
to th

e old w
ell. 

A
s an

 aside, at approxim
ately 29 in

ch
es in

 

diam
eter it w

as a ridicu
lou

sly tigh
t open

in
g 

an
d h

ad to h
ave been

 excavated in
itially by 

a real lazy m
oth

erfu
cker. 

I n
otice a trio of scaven

gers h
ave dragged 

a sm
all set of bleach

ers over an
d I su

ppose 

people w
ill be m

akin
g th

em
selves at h

om
e 

for th
e du

ration
 of th

e spectacle. O
n

e of 

M
arx th

e A
u

th
oritarian

’s legs is u
n

dern
eath

 

h
im

 tou
ch

in
g th

e fl
oor of th

e dam
p trap, an

d 

on
e leg is straigh

t above h
im

. H
is kn

ee is 

pressin
g in

to h
is th

roat “really really h
ard!” 

h
e yells u

p, bu
t h

is allergic reaction
 h

as su
b-

sequ
en

tly reversed itself. A
n

d again
, I’m

 n
ot 

su
re h

ow
 S

abbath
 died an

d th
en

 got dow
n

 

th
ere on

 top of h
im

. 

“A
ir 

S
u

pply, 
is 

th
at 

you
 

bu
ddy?” 

T
h

e 

len
gth

 
of 

th
e 

cave 
actu

ally 
am

plifi
es 

h
is 

voice. T
h

e voice of th
e clu

m
sy spelu

n
ker. “I 

h
ope to G

od th
at it’s you

.” I can
 h

ear th
at h

e 

is droolin
g.

I get dow
n

 on
 all m

y kn
ees, pu

t m
y ch

eek 

to th
e w

arm
 dirt arou

n
d th

e rim
 of th

e loam
y 

ven
tricle. “You

’ve 
been

 
off-kilter 

lately,” 
I 

excerp
t from

  
H

IG
H

 FIV
E FO

R
 R

A
M

 D
A

SS
a

 w
ork in

 p
rog

ress
H

A
R

R
IET “H

A
R

RY
” D

O
D

G
E

23

th
e collection

 of th
e M

u
sée de la R

épu
bliqu

e, 

later kn
ow

n
 as th

e L
ou

vre.

W
h

en
 on

e en
ters th

e an
cien

t scu
lptu

re 

gallery at th
e L

ou
vre, th

is fi
gu

re is prom
i-

n
en

tly displayed in
 th

e cen
ter of th

e room
 on

 

a fl
oor of black-an

d-w
h

ite tiles. A
t fi

rst, seen
 

from
 th

e back, th
is reclin

in
g elegan

t fi
gu

re 

appears to be a n
aked w

om
an

, on
e leg ben

t 

over th
e oth

er, w
ith

 h
er left foot sligh

tly an
i-

m
ated, as if dream

in
g or abou

t to stir. H
er 

poise is com
plex, w

ith
 a tw

ist at th
e w

aist 

an
d h

er h
ead tu

rn
ed all th

e w
ay tow

ards u
s, 

typical 
of 

H
ellen

istic 
com

position
s 

m
ean

t 

to sh
ow

 bodies th
at carve th

e space arou
n

d 

th
em

, as th
e fi

gu
res of th

e fam
ou

s L
aocoön

 

do. W
h

en
 on

e w
alks arou

n
d th

e scu
lptu

re 

on
e sees th

e back of th
e fi

gu
re’s h

air, th
e 

gen
tle cu

rve of th
e left breast an

d an
 erect 

pen
is u

n
der th

e cu
rve of th

e sligh
tly ben

t 

left leg. T
h

e com
position

 itself sets th
e view

-

er u
p for th

is u
n

expected du
ality in

 th
e sexu

-

ality of th
e sleepin

g fi
gu

re. W
e are m

ean
t to 

th
in

k th
is is a w

om
an

; th
e title, on

ce read, 

th
erefore becom

es a provocation
 to eith

er in
-

terpret or search
 for th

e m
alen

ess w
h

ich
 at 

fi
rst is n

ot apparen
t. H

erm
aph

rodism
 h

ere 

is a dorm
an

t riddle m
ean

t to startle or de-

ligh
t u

s w
ith

 th
e u

n
expected, as if on

ly w
h

ile 

sleepin
g cou

ld w
e dou

ble ou
rselves in

to m
ale 

an
d fem

ale. 

III. N
A

D
A

R
, EX

A
M

IN
A

TIO
N

 O
F A

  

H
E

R
M

A
P

H
R

O
D

ITE
, 1

8
6

1

In
 1854, 47 years after N

apoleon
 brou

gh
t 

th
e S

leepin
g H

erm
aph

rod
ite to P

aris, F
élix 

T
ou

rn
ach

on
, kn

ow
n

 as N
adar, open

ed h
is 

fi
rst ph

otograph
y stu

dio at 11, B
ou

levard des 

C
apu

cin
es. U

n
til h

is death
 in

 1910, N
adar 

w
ou

ld be on
e of th

e m
ost w

idely sou
gh

t after 

portraitists of h
is tim

e an
d place. H

e ph
oto-

graph
ed B

au
delaire, B

ern
h

ardt, D
elacroix, 

B
erlioz, G

eorges S
an

d, M
ich

elet, D
au

m
ier, 

D
ore an

d oth
ers, w

h
o u

n
til th

en
 h

ad m
ostly 

been
 kn

ow
n

 by th
eir w

orks. N
ow

, th
ey w

ou
ld 

also be kn
ow

n
 by th

eir faces, as N
adar an

d 

th
is n

ew
 tech

n
ology w

ou
ld defi

n
e th

em
 in

 

cou
n

tless reprodu
ction

s. T
h

ese ph
otograph

s 

w
ere a n

ew
 kin

d of icon
 th

at created a n
ew

 

kin
d of irreplaceable person

ality in
 th

e 19
th 

cen
tu

ry. 

A
lon

gside N
adar th

e portraitist w
as N

a-

dar th
e in

ven
tor an

d scien
tifi

c observer. In
 

th
is 

capacity 
h

e 
experim

en
ted 

w
ith

 
n

ew
 

ligh
t-sen

sitive ch
em

icals an
d ph

otograph
ed 

th
e fi

rst fl
yin

g balloon
s. In

 1861, u
pon

 th
e 

requ
est of D

r. A
rm

an
d T

rou
sseau

 an
d h

is 

colleagu
e, th

e su
rgeon

 Ju
les-G

erm
ain

 M
ai-

son
n

eu
ve, N

adar took n
in

e ph
otograph

s of a 

h
erm

aph
rodite. T

h
ese w

ere th
e on

ly ph
oto-

graph
s h

e ever copyrigh
ted, explicitly n

am
-

in
g th

em
 for scien

tifi
c research

. T
w

o of th
ese 

im
ages, n

ow
 in

 th
e M

u
sée d’O

rsay in
 P

aris, 

depict a person
 w

h
o h

as been
 in

stru
cted to 

rem
ove h

is/h
er cloth

es, all bu
t a lon

g w
h

ite 

open
ed frock sh

irt th
at falls to th

e side an
d 

w
h

ite kn
ee h

igh
 stockin

gs. T
h

e fi
gu

re h
as 

agreed to reclin
e, legs ben

t at th
e kn

ees an
d 

spread open
, w

h
ile th

e h
an

d of th
e su

rgeon
 

M
aison

n
eu

ve spreads open
 th

e in
n

er labia to 

reveal th
e fem

ale gen
italia. In

 an
oth

er im
-

age in
 th

e series, th
e sam

e person
 partially 

reclin
es w

ith
 on

e leg u
p w

h
ile M

aison
n

eu
ve 

pu
lls th

e edge of th
e pen

is forw
ard over th

e 

vagin
al open

in
g. 2 In

 both
 im

ages th
e fi

gu
re 

places h
is/h

er h
an

d over th
eir breasts w

ith
 

th
e oth

er h
an

d obscu
rin

g th
eir face. U

n
like 

th
e im

ages of lu
m

in
aries N

adar u
su

ally ph
o-

tograph
ed, th

ese im
ages are n

ot of a face or 

a person
age, n

or of a person
ality; th

ey are of 

a body an
d specifi

cally of th
e gen

itals of th
is 

body, th
is h

erm
aph

rodite. W
h

y w
eaken

ed, 

w
h

y sleepin
g, w

h
y faceless—

w
h

at are w
e, 

over th
ree th

ou
san

d years, afraid of, w
h

at 

are w
e ru

n
n

in
g aw

ay from
?

IV
. FR

E
U

D
, 1

9
3

3

In
 

1933, 
w

h
ile 

still 
livin

g 
in

 
V

ien
n

a, 

F
reu

d gave an
d pu

blish
ed a lectu

re en
titled 

SIGNATURE 2 (pages 9–16)
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1 
O

vid. “M
yth

 of th
e H

erm
aph

rod
ite,” in

 M
etam

orph
oses B

ook IV
, ln

s. 285-389. T
ran

slated by F
ran

k Ju
stu

s 
M

iller. C
am

bridge: H
arvard U

n
iversity P

ress, 1977.

2 
In

 F
ran

ce in
 th

e 1860s, w
h

en
 th

ese ph
otograph

s w
ere tak

en
, it w

as illegal to rem
ain

 an
 adu

lt h
erm

aph
ro- 

d
ite. A

 specialist, su
ch

 as th
e su

rgeon
 Ju

les-G
erm

ain
 M

aison
n

eu
ve, w

h
ose h

an
d w

e see revealin
g th

e sex organ
s 

of th
e reclin

in
g fi

gu
re in

 th
e N

adar im
ages, w

ou
ld determ

in
e th

e “tru
e” sex an

d operate accord
in

gly, sin
ce du

al 
sexu

ality w
as n

ot recogn
ized or tolerated as a possibility. T

h
e pretext for th

ese n
in

e im
ages m

ay h
ave been

 th
e 

begin
n

in
g of su

ch
 an

 in
qu

iry an
d su

bsequ
en

t su
rgery. F

ou
cau

lt w
rites abou

t th
is w

eb of legality an
d th

e resu
lt-

in
g trau

m
a of state-requ

ired su
rgery in

 th
e in

trodu
ction

 to H
ercu

lin
e B

arbin
, th

e m
em

oirs of a 19
th-cen

tu
ry 

h
erm

aph
rod

ite w
h

o lived as a w
om

an
, bu

t u
ltim

ately w
as m

ade in
to a m

an
, a tran

sform
ation

 sh
e/h

e d
id n

ot 
psych

ically su
rvive. S

ee H
ercu

lin
e B

arbin. In
trodu

ction
 by M

ich
ael F

ou
cau

lt, tran
slated by R

ich
ard M

cD
ou

gall. 
N

ew
 Y

ork
: P

an
th

eon
, 1980.

3 
F

reu
d, S

igm
u

n
d. “L

ectu
re X

X
X

III F
em

in
in

ity,” in
 N

ew
 In

trod
u

ctory L
ectu

res on
 P

sych
oan

alysis. T
ran

slated 
an

d ed
ited by Jam

es S
trach

ey. N
ew

 Y
ork

: N
orton

, (1933) 1965.

P
R

E
V

IO
U

S S
P

R
E

A
D

: S
leepin

g H
erm

aph
rod

ite. R
om

an
 2

n
d c. A

D
 after G

reek 2n
d c. B

C
 origin

al. M
attress by 

B
ern

in
i 17

th c. P
h

oto cred
it: E

ric L
essin

g. A
rt R

esou
rces, N

Y
. L

ou
vre, P

aris

O
P

P
O

S
ITE

 P
A

G
E

:  E
xam

in
ation

 of a H
erm

aph
rod

ite. F
elix N

adar. 1861. A
rt R

esou
rces N

Y
, R

eu
n

ion
 des M

u
sées 

N
ation

au
x, M

u
sée d’O

rsay, P
aris

“F
em

in
in

ity.” 3 In
 th

is piece h
e iden

tifi
es th

e 

id
ée fi

xe, or u
n

con
sciou

s obsession
, of pen

is 

en
vy as a cen

tral m
otivatin

g factor of fem
ale 

sexu
ality. H

e argu
es th

at th
e effect of th

is 

id
ée fi

xe cau
ses “ph

ysical van
ity of w

om
en

, 

sin
ce th

ey are bou
n

d to valu
e th

eir ch
arm

s 

m
ore h

igh
ly as a late com

pen
sation

 for th
eir 

origin
al 

sexu
al 

in
feriority.” 

In
 

th
e 

follow
-

in
g passage, h

e ju
stifi

es th
is in

terpretation
 

based u
pon

 an
oth

er th
eory, th

e th
eory th

at 

w
om

an
, w

h
o in

ven
ted so few

 th
in

gs, in
ven

t-

ed plaitin
g an

d w
eavin

g as a w
ay to con

ceal 

th
e absen

ce of a pen
is. F

reu
d w

rites:

It seem
s th

at w
om

en
 h

ave m
ade few

 con
tri-

bu
tion

s to th
e discoveries an

d in
ven

tion
s in

 

th
e h

istory of civilization
; th

ere is, h
ow

ever, 

on
e tech

n
iqu

e w
h

ich
 th

ey m
ay h

ave in
ven

t-

ed—
th

at of plaitin
g an

d w
eavin

g. If th
at is 

so, w
e sh

ou
ld be tem

pted to gu
ess th

e u
n

con
-

sciou
s m

otive for th
e ach

ievem
en

t. N
atu

re 

h
erself w

ou
ld seem

 to h
ave given

 th
e m

odel 

w
h

ich
 th

is ach
ievem

en
t im

itates by cau
sin

g 

th
e grow

th
 at m

atu
rity of th

e pu
bic h

air th
at 

con
ceals th

e gen
itals. T

h
e step th

at rem
ain

ed 

to be taken
 lay in

 m
akin

g th
e th

reads adh
ere 

to on
e an

oth
er, w

h
ile on

 th
e body th

ey stick 

in
to th

e skin
 an

d are on
ly m

atted togeth
er. If 

you
 reject th

is idea as fan
tastic an

d regard 

m
y belief in

 th
e in

fl
u

en
ce of th

e lack of a pe-

n
is on

 th
e con

fi
gu

ration
 of fem

in
in

ity as an
 

id
ée fi

xe, I am
 of cou

rse defen
seless.

L
ike a lin

k in
 a ch

ain
, F

reu
d perpetu

ates 

th
e perspective of th

e torm
en

ted an
d ven

ge-

fu
l H

erm
aph

roditu
s w

h
o felt w

eaken
ed by 

h
is fem

alen
ess. W

e m
u

st n
ot carry th

is doom
 

an
y fu

rth
er, n

or sh
ou

ld ou
r deep an

d du
al 

sexu
alities be relegated to a sleepin

g or face-

less state. L
ike M

allarm
é, let u

s be spiders 

an
d poets w

h
o “w

eave at th
e crossw

ays a few
 

lace w
h

ich
 I gu

ess already exist in
 th

e h
eart 

of B
eau

ty.”
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I arrive at th
e bar in

 m
y boxers again

, 

w
ith

 sleep in
 m

y m
ou

th
, th

at stin
ky airless 

stu
ff like w

h
en

 you
 get off an

 airplan
e. I for-

got to open
 m

y m
ou

th
 last n

igh
t. I forget a 

lot of th
in

gs, fran
kly. L

ike girls, tom
atoes, 

yam
s. It is n

o secret th
at I slept in

 m
y sh

irt 

again
, n

ot becau
se of th

e w
rin

kles, bu
t be-

cau
se w

h
en

 I saddle u
p to th

e bar w
ith

 th
e 

oth
er gu

ys in
 th

eir briefs all pressed ou
t an

d 

iron
ed, all a person

 h
as to do is take on

e u
p 

n
’ dow

n
 look at m

y form
al com

position
 an

d 

th
e con

clu
sion

 is obviou
s: th

at 100%
 cot-

ton
 bu

tton
-dow

n
 w

as a n
igh

tie last n
igh

t. 

Yep, du
de slept in

 h
is sh

irt. W
ell, sleep is 

n
ot su

ch
 a bad th

in
g, an

d n
or is sn

oozin
’ 

in
 you

r du
ds. Ya h

eard it h
ere. N

ow
 th

at I 

am
 sin

gle, an
d h

ave h
ad en

dless n
igh

ts to 

ch
oose from

 to w
ork on

 th
e idea, h

ere’s th
e 

foregon
e con

clu
sion

: sn
u

ggle u
p w

ith
 pride, 

bu
ddy. W

ay back w
h

en
 I dated sexy ch

icks, 

stayed u
p late prow

lin
g th

e streets for art, 

or h
eld lin

e on
 forest fi

res in
 N

orth
ern

 C
ali, I 

n
ever slept. L

ife w
as captivatin

g. F
olks liked 

to explore, w
atch

 th
e m

oon
, sn

iff th
e dirt, lie 

dow
n

 on
 th

e dirty cem
en

t an
d stay a w

h
ile. 

N
ow

? L
ife’s ju

st a th
in

g, an
d bars are ju

st 

excu
ses, an

d som
etim

es I pass ou
t before 

ch
an

gin
g m

y du
ds. T

h
ere are cloth

es pil-

in
g u

p in
 th

e bath
room

, a h
u

ge fricken
 pile 

of th
em

, like th
ey ow

n
 th

e place. L
ike it’s a 

telecon
feren

ce n
ext to th

e tu
b on

 accou
n

t 

of th
e lovely royal blu

e ru
g. N

icest th
in

g in
 

th
e place, really. I don

’t care, th
ey can

 take 

over, becau
se h

e an
d everyth

in
g I ever kn

ew
 

is gon
e, everyth

in
g; every little th

in
g, large 

an
d 

sm
all. A

ll 
m

atters. 
E

veryth
in

g. 
S

o 
I 

h
ead to th

e bar, fi
gu

rin
g, m

igh
t as w

ell grab 

a drin
k an

d som
e gab. I really despise drin

k-

in
g, actu

ally. B
u

t th
is ain

’t n
o ju

ice bar an
d 

I keep sh
ow

in
g u

p h
ere, th

in
kin

g som
eth

in
g, 

th
is tim

e, m
igh

t ch
an

ge. L
ike in

 th
e m

ovie 

U
-T

u
rn

. O
n

ly it doesn
’t. 

W
e are alw

ays retu
rn

in
g som

ew
h

ere …
 

an
d on

e of th
ese tim

es, m
aybe w

e’ll retu
rn

 

dead.

I try to keep th
in

gs sim
ple. F

or you
 you

n
g 

A
IN

’T TO
 C

O
M

PRO
M

ISE
TA

N
IA

 N
. H

A
M

M
ID

IFR
O

M
 “

I, A
 M

A
N

”
 (A

N
D

Y
 W

A
R

H
O

L, 1
9

6
7

) 

 

V
alerie S

olan
as [to m

an
]: 

 
“W

H
A

T
 D

O
 Y

O
U

R
 IN

S
T

IN
C

T
S

 T
E

L
L

 Y
O

U
?”

M
an

 [w
ho is h

ittin
g on

 her]: 

 
“T

o d
ig w

om
en

.”

S
olan

as [w
ho is resistin

g h
im

]: 

 
“Y

O
U

R
 IN

S
T

IN
C

T
S

 T
E

L
L

 Y
O

U
 T

O
 D

IG
 W

O
M

E
N

? S
O

 D
O

 M
IN

E
. 

W
H

Y
 S

H
O

U
L

D
 M

Y
 S

T
A

N
D

A
R

D
S

 B
E

 L
O

W
E

R
 T

H
A

N
 Y

O
U

R
S

?”

33

lon
ger organ

ize th
e differen

ce in
 m

y m
in

d. 

W
h

ich
 w

as m
elty on

 a clear day an
d kaleido-

scopic on
 m

ost.

 I stop listen
in

g an
d decide to go over an

d 

see L
ee Iacocca an

d S
im

on
 W

in
cer. T

h
ey’ve 

been
 perfectin

g a m
eth

od of P
M

 h
ookless 

fi
sh

in
g. G

ian
t paleozoic catfi

sh
 is a great 

break from
 roadkill an

d I am
 defi

n
itely on

 

board w
ith

 th
e on

goin
g cu

ltivation
 of an

y 

an
d 

all 
of 

th
e 

joh
n

n
y-com

e-lately 
earth

 

skills. T
h

is m
an

u
ever strikes m

e tim
e an

d 

again
 as m

agn
ifi

cen
tly spartan

, th
ou

gh
 I 

h
ave person

ally avoided su
bjectin

g m
yself to 

th
e m

ild pain
 th

at apparen
tly accom

pan
ies 

th
e alm

ost static h
u

n
t.

 A
 m

em
ber w

ades qu
ietly in

to th
e silty 

pool w
h

ich
 is steep-sided if n

ot sh
allow

 an
d 

rife w
ith

 h
orizon

tal orifi
ces ju

st abou
t th

e 

size of a pu
dgy h

u
m

an
 leg. K

in
d of like an

 

u
n

derw
ater 

adobe 
village. 

S
h

im
 

ch
ooses 

a cavity, pu
sh

es an
 en

tire arm
 in

to it an
d 

w
aits for th

e cu
m

brou
s felin

e m
arin

er to 

n
ote th

e su
dden

 com
pan

y of a stu
m

py pin
k 

eel. B
efore lon

g on
e’s arm

 is su
dden

ly an
d vi-

olen
tly en

gu
lfed by th

e fi
sh

y corpu
s. A

t th
is 

poin
t in

 th
e con

ju
gation

 it is im
perative th

at 

th
e soggy an

gler tickle th
e fi

sh
’s bu

tt from
 

in
side. N

orm
ally a sligh

t fl
ex in

 th
e poin

ter 

fi
n

ger does th
e job. H

u
n

dreds of tin
y, razory 

teeth
 su

bsequ
en

tly jab in
to th

e bracelet of 

skin
 ju

st above th
e forearm

. B
oom

. P
u

ll ’em
 

ou
t, w

restle ’em
 on

to th
e sh

ore an
d h

ave th
e 

lan
d gu

y clu
b th

e u
gly m

oth
erfu

cker asap. 

T
h

ese 
w

ere 
w

eird 
form

less 
th

in
gs. 

W
ide 

w
ith

 big ru
bbery w

h
iskers.

 T
h

ere w
as a gu

y w
h

o h
ad in

itiated th
e 

h
ook free fi

sh
in

g (th
at’s h

ow
 S

im
on

 an
d L

ee 

got in
 on

 it) bu
t last m

on
th

 th
e fi

sh
in

g gu
y, 

h
is n

am
e w

as F
ogh

at bu
t for som

e reason
 w

e 

called h
im

 T
igger. A

n
yw

ay, h
is coal bed w

as 

w
ay too h

ot on
e n

igh
t an

d h
e ju

st fried h
im

-

self alm
ost to death

. In
 th

e m
orn

in
g, h

e w
as 

on
ly like h

alf gon
e bu

t w
e sort of m

obbed it 

u
p an

d pu
t h

im
 ou

t of h
is m

isery. It w
asn

’t 

even
 like a vote. W

e don
’t really vote on

 stu
ff 

h
ere, ju

st feel vibes. T
h

e vibe on
 th

at m
orn

-

in
g w

as, “L
et’s eat th

e m
oth

erfu
cker.” T

h
at’s 

ju
st h

ow
 it w

en
t. I don

’t kn
ow

. T
h

e su
n

 

w
asn

’t even
 u

p yet w
h

en
 it h

appen
ed. 

…
 I am

 in
 w

ash
 w

ith
 gen

tle h
ills on

 all 

sides, 
lots 

of 
em

pty, 
w

ildfl
ow

er-covered 

fi
elds. I w

alk a cou
ple of m

iles to th
e river 

an
d th

en
 h

au
l m

yself on
to th

e dale n
ear th

e 

peat bog. It is pitch
 black w

ith
 n

o m
oon

 an
d 

I con
sisten

tly h
ear w

ildlife scu
rryin

g as I 

approach
 th

eir h
idin

g spots. S
everal deer 

bou
n

d across a fi
eld an

d m
an

y du
cks take off 

from
 a sprin

g-fed pon
d on

 m
y righ

t. 

 I th
in

k m
ore abou

t m
y u

pcom
in

g lobot-

om
y. I can

’t w
ait to really break w

ith
 civili-

zation
. I feel m

ore th
an

 a little regretfu
l (or 

an
gry I gu

ess m
ore like) th

at I h
ave been

 

tau
gh

t th
e n

am
es for everyth

in
g. T

h
at I h

ad 

been
 su

ch
 an

 aw
esom

e speller as a kid. In
 

fi
fth

 grade w
h

en
 w

e graph
ed sen

ten
ces I h

ad 

been
 th

e on
ly person

 in
 class to follow

 th
e 

lesson
. I w

as regretfu
l cu

z I w
as probably go-

in
g to toss in

 a certain
 am

ou
n

t of in
tu

ition
 

w
ith

 m
y lan

gu
age lobes. I gu

ess th
ey’re on

 

separate sides of th
e brain

, bu
t you

 n
ever 

kn
ow

. I’m
 h

u
m

ble regardin
g th

e scope of m
y 

sen
ses. M

y u
n

derstan
din

g of n
atu

re. O
u

r 

con
sciou

sn
esses m

ade of m
atter an

d th
en

 

con
vin

ced th
at th

ey are n
ot. W

e are arrogan
t, 

in
sist even

 as w
e die in

 droves of can
cer an

d 

h
u

rrican
es th

at w
e are at th

e top of th
e food 

ch
ain

. W
e 

th
en

, 
com

pletely 
baffl

ed 
abou

t 

th
e issu

e of in
fi

n
ity. It so clearly exists as in

 

th
e case of th

e u
n

iverse, bu
t even

 th
e poor 

cosm
ologists w

ill ackn
ow

ledge th
at as soon

 

as w
e learn

 ou
r fi

rst w
ord, w

e m
ay as w

ell 

kiss th
e u

n
iverse goodbye. S

cale problem
s. 

M
agn

itu
de im

possibilities. You
 can

’t kn
ow

 

W
O

R
D

S
 an

d
 th

e sh
ape of th

e u
n

iverse. 

 It is a beau
tifu

l w
alk. I stru

ggle u
p th

e 

bajada an
d m

ake it on
to th

e m
esa w

ith
ou

t 

tw
istin

g an
y of m

y an
kles. M

y feet are n
ar-

row
, h

ave been
 design

ed after bird bon
es, for 

an
 aw

esom
e w

eigh
t to stren

gth
 ratio. I am
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tripedal th
ou

gh
 so I am

 actu
ally O

N
 each

 

foot for less tim
e th

an
 an

y of th
e bipes. T

h
e 

little ch
eeses I call feet rarely ach

e, bu
t I do 

tw
ist m

y an
kles a lot. 

 I get over th
ere an

d coin
ciden

tally D
ire 

S
traits is stan

din
g on

 sh
ore w

earin
g n

oth
-

in
g bu

t a jockstrap an
d h

e h
as an

 old T
V

 

strapped to h
is w

aist. T
h

ere is a lon
g squ

ig-

gly rou
gh

 m
u

d track from
 w

h
ere h

e h
as 

dragged th
e old m

ach
in

e in
 w

ith
 h

im
. T

h
e 

ligh
t from

 th
e m

oon
 glisten

s, refl
ectin

g off 

little drops of blood startin
g to form

 at th
e 

apex of h
is h

ip bon
e plates. H

is lobotom
y 

seem
s to be w

orkin
g ou

t. H
e is pretty m

u
ch

 

th
e coolest m

em
ber. I n

od to h
im

. H
e exh

ales 

qu
ite au

dibly th
rou

gh
 h

is n
ose, sm

ilin
g w

ith
 

on
ly th

e corn
ers of h

is sw
eet eyes. I w

alk 

over an
d h

u
g h

im
. A

fter a m
om

en
t, h

e ac-

tu
ally w

raps h
is skin

n
y arm

s qu
ite su

rely 

arou
n

d m
y m

elan
ch

olic little torso. A
t th

at 

poin
t, I decide to press th

e clan
 for post- 

lobotom
y title ch

an
ges. It on

ly seem
s righ

t 

th
at if you

 h
ave h

ad cu
ltu

re rem
oved from

 

you
r con

sciou
sn

ess th
at you

 be n
o lon

ger re-

qu
ired to w

ear it daily, an
 em

blem
 of you

r 

tu
bercu

lar h
istory. L

ike H
ester P

ryn
n

 an
d 

h
er scarlet letter. I w

an
t to call h

im
 W

olf. 

O
r ju

st like, a gru
n

ty h
u

gff!! W
ith

 tw
o excla-

m
ation

 poin
ts. I w

an
t to ch

an
ge h

is n
am

e to 

W
olf or L

ava B
om

b.

 L
ee Iaccoca an

d S
im

on
 W

in
cer are n

o-

w
h

ere arou
n

d so I decide to keep on
. I realize 

righ
t th

en
 th

at D
ire W

olf is beyon
d n

am
es. 

H
e is th

e sh
ape of th

e u
n

iverse n
ow

 an
d all 

th
e ooze it con

tain
s. T

otally u
n

n
am

able. I 

pu
ll a join

t ou
t of m

y loin
cloth

 an
d sm

oke 

it as I w
alk.

 Yan
n

i—
w

h
o w

alks arou
n

d w
ith

 a pictu
re 

of an
 assh

ole taped over h
is left eye—

h
ad 

taken
 h

is u
ltraligh

t u
p ju

st before h
e cam

e 

on
to th

e lan
d abou

t fi
ve years ago. D

ropped 

a bu
n

ch
 of sativa cu

ttin
gs. T

h
ou

san
ds of 

seedlin
gs, so w

e w
ere basically baked abou

t 

seven
ty-fi

ve percen
t of th

e tim
e. It didn

’t of-

fi
cially cou

n
t as agricu

ltu
re cu

z it w
as ou

t of 

ou
r h

an
ds, fi

gu
ratively.

 I h
ad passed a bu

n
ch

 of w
ild on

ion
s, dot-

ted in
 w

ith
 glacier lilies n

ear th
e creek, so 

I h
ead back to pick som

e u
p for breakfast. 

O
n

ce I get to th
e creek I stretch

 ou
t an

d 

try to n
ap bu

t th
en

 lie th
ere, lookin

g at th
e 

clou
ds m

ove in
 th

e n
igh

t sky. I h
ock a loo-

gie u
p in

to th
e space above m

y face, a ro-

tatin
g n

ebu
la, ph

legm
 in

 th
e sh

ape of th
e 

u
n

iverse. I open
 m

y m
ou

th
 as w

ide as it w
ill 

go, in
ten

din
g a retrieval of th

e fl
u

id, bu
t it 

m
isses m

y strain
in

g yaw
 an

d lan
ds as u

su
-

al on
 th

e rock n
ext to m

y earh
ole. I do th

is 

en
ou

gh
 tim

es before sleep overtakes m
e th

at 

th
e back of m

y h
air is still w

et an
d m

u
sky 

w
h

en
 I get u

p. I dream
 th

at I am
 a clow

n
, I 

dan
ce, I tell Irish

 alcoh
olic jokes to people at  

bat m
itzvah

s. 
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TE
N

N
E

S
S

E
E

 D
on

’t be ridicu
lou

s.

C
A

R
S

O
N

You
’ve read all m

y ju
ven

alia. You
’ve read 

it. You
’ve read T

h
e sh

ow
’s over, th

e m
on

key’s 

d
ead. H

ere, do you
 w

an
t som

e m
ore?

T
ake 

th
is: 

cou
n

try 
ch

ild
ren

 
at 

cou
n

try 

fairs. You
 can

 h
ave it.

TE
N

N
E

S
S

E
E

W
ell, 

C
h

oppers, 
I 

gu
ess 

w
e’re 

really 

en
m

esh
ed. It’s th

at w
e of m

e you
’ve been

 

groan
in

g abou
t.

C
A

R
S

O
N

I adm
it, I don

’t w
an

t to en
du

re m
y n

er-

vou
s com

pu
lsion

s w
ith

ou
t you

 bu
t th

at is n
ot 

rom
an

tic love. R
eeves is com

in
g back from

 

th
e w

ar. W
e’ve been

 w
ritin

g regu
larly. H

e’s 

su
ffered an

d th
at open

s m
y h

eart. B
u

t h
e’s 

n
ot w

h
at I w

an
t eith

er.

TE
N

N
E

S
S

E
E

 W
h

at do you
 w

an
t?

C
A

R
S

O
N

 T
h

at S
w

iss w
om

an
. I can

’t get h
er ou

t of 

m
y h

ead.

TE
N

N
E

S
S

E
E

 C
an

 sh
e get you

 ou
t of h

ers?

C
A

R
S

O
N

S
h

e w
ou

ld pay m
on

ey to get rid of m
e, 

W
h

en
ever sh

e sees m
e it’s like a bad m

em
o-

ry, like realizin
g th

at th
e gas is still on

.

TE
N

N
E

S
S

E
E

E
ven

 I h
ave h

ad m
ore su

ccess w
ith

 w
om

-

en
 th

an
 you

 h
ave.

C
A

R
S

O
N

 T
h

at’s n
ot tru

e.

TE
N

N
E

S
S

E
E

O
f cou

rse it’s tru
e, you

’ve n
ever even

 h
ad 

a seriou
s grope.

C
A

R
S

O
N

 I h
ave so.

TE
N

N
E

S
S

E
E

 W
ith

 w
h

o?

C
A

R
S

O
N

W
ith

 G
ypsy. I h

ad fu
ll in

tercou
rse w

ith
 

h
er on

ly last w
eek.

TE
N

N
E

S
S

E
E

 R
eally?

C
A

R
S

O
N

 It w
as divin

e raptu
re. A

n
d I w

as excel-

len
t at it.

TE
N

N
E

S
S

E
E

 W
h

at day last w
eek?

C
A

R
S

O
N

 T
h

u
rsday.

TE
N

N
E

S
S

E
E

 W
h

at tim
e?

C
A

R
S

O
N

 R
igh

t before din
n

er. A
n

d again
 after.

TE
N

N
E

S
S

E
E

D
ear 

C
h

oppers, 
you

 
w

ere 
w

ith
 

m
e 

all 

aftern
oon

 
an

d 
even

in
g 

last 
T

h
u

rsday. 
In

 

fact, you
 spen

t th
e n

igh
t h

ere, in
 th

e gu
est  

bedroom
.

C
A

R
S

O
N

D
on

’t be so ch
ecky, dearie. I like th

e story 

th
e w

ay it is. 

TE
N

N
E

S
S

E
E

 P
oor dear. H

ave a drin
k.
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C
A

R
S

O
N

B
ecau

se I w
an

t you
. B

ecau
se I be cau

se 

you
 cau

 se (crosses ou
t) I am

 in
side you

, I am
 

ou
tside you

—
to be on

e w
ith

 you
—

to slith
er 

th
rou

gh
 you

 to cou
rse th

rou
gh

 you
 cau

sally, 

casu
ally. N

o you
. N

o you
. T

h
e join

in
g—

n
o 

death
 w

ith
ou

t you
r death

, th
e sam

e sten
ch

. 

O
n

e en
tity, on

e im
agin

ation
—

th
e you

, th
e 

m
e, th

e you
 from

 m
e, bu

t w
ith

 m
yself at th

e 

cen
ter of w

e. T
h

e w
e of m

e. 

(C
rosses ou

t all bu
t th

e last lin
e.)

T
h

e w
e of m

e.

T
en

n
esse fi

n
ally pu

ts pen
 to paper.

TE
N

N
E

S
S

E
E (L

ike h
e w

as breath
in

g.)

T
h

e sh
ow

 is over. T
h

e m
on

key’s d
ead

.

C
A

R
S

O
N

T
h

ief.

TE
N

N
E

S
S

E
E

You
’re ju

st jealou
s becau

se m
y in

spiration
 

is so in
stan

tan
eou

s.

C
A

R
S

O
N

R
eally? You

 stole th
at lin

e from
 a story I 

w
rote w

h
en

 I w
as n

in
eteen

.

TE
N

N
E

S
S

E
E

O
h

 dear, n
ow

 you
’ve h

ad too m
u

ch
 to 

drin
k. H

ave a drin
k.

 C
A

R
S

O
N

N
o dear, you

’ve h
ad too m

u
ch

 to drin
k, 

h
ave 

a 
drin

k. 
T

h
e 

sh
ow

’s 
over 

an
d

 
th

e  

m
on

key’s d
ead

 is from
 m

y story, “In
stan

t of 

T
h

e H
ou

r A
fter,” w

h
ich

 I w
rote for m

y cre-

ative w
ritin

g professor, lon
g before I’d ever 

m
et you

.

TE
N

N
E

S
S

E
E

N
o, n

o, n
o, it’s com

pletely m
y sort of lin

e. 

T
o th

e poin
t, u

n
u

su
al, sligh

tly odd, poetic.

C
A

R
S

O
N

 T
h

an
k you

 for th
e com

plim
en

t.

  

C
A

R
SO

N
 M

cC
U

LLER
S

SC
EN

E SEV
EN

SA
R

A
H

 SC
H

U
LM

A
N

C
arson

 M
cC

u
llers and T

en
nessee W

illiam
s are sittin

g at tw
o en

ds of th
e 

sam
e table, w

ritin
g. P

referably ou
tside in

 N
an

tu
cket. S

h
e scribbles fu

riou
sly, 

crosses ou
t. H

e is lookin
g at th

e birds.

35

D
rop by drop in

to on
e’s m

ou
th

 th
e taste 

of piss pleases. N
ot a fu

ll stream
 rath

er 

th
e redolen

t kiss off on
e’s gen

itals. U
rin

e is 

w
aste su

btracted from
 on

e’s body. It is w
h

at 

is n
ot n

eeded an
d yet it alw

ays com
es ou

t of 

n
ecessity. O

n
e n

eeds to pee often
 pain

fu
lly 

as a m
atter of release. S

o th
e pleasu

re in
 

peein
g can

 be felt as a su
bm

ission
 to w

h
at 

on
e can

n
ot h

elp bu
t do. N

ot w
ater, n

ot spit, 

n
ot sw

eat, n
ot cu

m
, n

ot blood, n
ot beer, n

ot 

asparagu
s an

d som
eh

ow
 in

 part all of th
ese. 

If n
ot on

e, th
en

 th
e oth

er, or n
eith

er. E
very 

drop is alw
ays itself, its opposite an

d som
e-

th
in

g else. 

O
n

e sim
ply w

an
ts to serve, to give over 

to desire, to com
pletely dissolve satisfaction

 

in
to deliriu

m
. O

n
e is totally respon

sible for 

on
e’s pleasu

re an
d u

ltim
ately on

e is depen
-

den
t on

 pleasu
re as th

e prin
cipal featu

re 

defi
n

in
g on

e’s relation
 to oth

ers. O
n

e en
joys 

oth
ers w

h
en

 it pleases or n
ot. 

A
 big sticky object, on

e can
 poten

tially 

adh
ere to an

yth
in

g. D
an

gerou
s to stick to 

an
yth

in
g an

d everyth
in

g, yet on
e gets stu

ck. 

A
void attach

m
en

t if on
e can

 an
d on

e w
ill al-

w
ays su

ccu
m

b. 

O
n

e h
as a list of preferen

ces. E
ach

 is a 

gift bu
t n

o on
e com

es from
 th

e sam
e on

e an
d 

each
 is in

ten
ded for an

oth
er:

O
n

e prefers th
e life lived w

ell over th
e life 

lived freely. 

A
part from

 th
e con

strain
ts of birth

 an
d 

death
, abou

t w
h

ich
 on

e h
as n

o ch
oice, 

th
ere do exist ch

oices. C
h

oose w
h

at on
e 

m
ay. C

on
sequ

en
ces w

ill certain
ly follow

.

O
n

e prefers th
e on

goin
g labor of creativity 

over th
e com

pleted w
ork of creation

. 

W
h

atever can
 be com

pleted disin
tegrates. 

W
h

atever appears don
e is n

ot. 

O
n

e prefers kn
ow

ledge over in
form

ation
.

T
o kn

ow
 is to care. 

M
O

R
E O

R
 LESS

G
R

EG
G

 BO
R

D
O

W
ITZ

I w
ou

ld prefer not to. 

B
artleby th

e S
criven

er

…

E
ach

 one as she m
ay. 

G
ertru

d
e S

tein

…
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O
n

e prefers care over love.

E
ach

 on
e kills th

e th
in

g on
e loves. (apolo-

gies to O
scar W

ilde)

O
n

e prefers pleasu
re over procreation

.

E
n

joym
en

t is th
e goal. A

ll progen
y are  

acciden
ts. 

O
n

e prefers passion
 over respon

sibility. 

S
en

sation
s are both

 th
e cau

ses an
d th

e 

effects of on
e’s passion

s. R
espon

sibility 

serves passion
 even

 w
h

en
 it does n

ot in
-

ten
d to serve it. 

 

O
n

e prefers th
e fi

erce attach
m

en
t over th

e 

secu
rity of m

arriage.

A
ttach

m
en

ts can
 last w

h
ere m

arriages  

do n
ot.  

O
n

e prefers th
e vitality of bodies over th

e 

h
ealth

 of n
ation

s. 

W
h

en
 on

e is ill on
e h

as a kin
sh

ip w
ith

 th
e 

diseased w
h

erever th
ey fall. 

O
n

e is like so m
an

y th
at on

e is n
ot on

e, 

n
ever on

e, alw
ays on

e of a n
u

m
ber. O

n
e is 

on
e of m

an
y bu

t n
ot th

e sam
e as an

y oth
er, 

n
ever th

e sam
e, n

ot exactly. O
n

e is pecu
-

liar, both
 on

e th
in

g an
d an

oth
er, h

ere an
d 

th
ere, 

real 
an

d 
im

agin
ary. 

C
ertain

ly 
on

e 

term
in

ates. E
very on

e h
as an

 en
d. O

n
e falls 

everyw
h

ere restin
g an

yw
h

ere bu
t on

e n
ever 

keeps th
e sam

e in
 th

e sam
e place like th

e 

oth
ers. O

n
e sim

ply does n
ot h

ave a ch
oice. 

R
isin

g on
e falls an

d collects. D
roppin

g to 

gath
er, 

on
e 

ch
an

ges, 
an

d 
on

e 
evaporates, 

an
d each

 on
e is con

strain
ed by th

e sam
e 

gravity as an
y oth

er. 

45

if B
ad R

eligion
 is on

 tou
r an

d you
 en

d u
p in

 

th
eir room

 in
 som

e E
u

ropean
 tow

n
. T

h
ey’re 

like, “T
h

is is sexu
al ten

sion
 isn

’t it?” A
n

d 

“W
h

oa, look h
ow

 h
ard m

y cock is,” an
d pu

ll 

dow
n

 th
e sh

eets, bu
t h

ow
 are th

ey su
pposed 

to kn
ow

 h
ow

 bad you
’re tw

eakin
g on

 B
elgian

 

m
eth

 an
d th

at’s w
h

y you
’re n

ot sleepin
g? 

T
h

at it’s n
ot becau

se you
 w

an
t to fu

ck. W
h

y 

don
’t you

 ju
st tell h

im
 you

’re h
igh

? If h
e pu

ts 

you
r h

an
d on

 h
is dick, th

at’s su
pposed to be 

a rape? 

L
ookin

g back on
 th

ose teen
age years, you

 

h
ave to adm

it stu
pid ch

oices w
ere m

ade. 

T
h

at’s w
h

at rebellion
’s all abou

t. W
h

o w
ou

ld 

go in
to th

e h
otel room

 tw
eakin

g after a sh
ow

 

if th
ey didn

’t w
an

t a celebrity fu
ck? It m

akes 

sen
se h

e w
ou

ld th
in

k th
at, you

’d th
in

k th
at 

too if th
e roles w

ere reversed. A
n

d everybody 

kn
ow

s it’s totally easy to lie abou
t a rape. 

A
n

d an
yw

ay ch
eck you

r h
istory. It’s like th

e 

m
ain

 th
in

g n
ext to w

ar. 

O
r 

if 
you

r 
m

oth
er 

is 
givin

g 
you

 
som

e 

clean
sin

g en
em

a treatm
en

ts. A
n

d I m
ean

 

th
e 

govern
m

en
t 

rapes 
everyon

e 
on

 
taxes, 

righ
t. A

n
d M

cD
on

ald’s rapes th
e en

viron
-

m
en

t. T
h

ese are th
e th

in
gs to w

orry abou
t. 

I kn
ow

 plen
ty of adu

lts w
h

o h
appen

 to like 

an
 en

em
a h

ere an
d th

ere. I kn
ow

 plen
ty of 

ch
ildren

 w
h

o are pu
ttin

g all kin
ds of th

in
gs 

in
 th

eir an
u

ses w
h

en
 th

ey’re su
pposed to be 

sleepin
g. 

W
h

y is th
e fu

ck you
 didn

’t expect so m
u

ch
 

w
orse th

an
 an

yth
in

g else? It’s n
ot like it is 

as bad as h
avin

g to deal w
ith

 th
e stu

den
t 

loan
 people every day on

 th
e ph

on
e for th

ree 

m
on

th
s. It takes ju

st a few
 secon

ds. E
ven

 if it 

h
appen

s n
igh

tly. E
ven

 if it’s som
eon

e you
’re 

su
pposed to like or tru

st or w
h

o gives you
 

you
r allow

an
ce. It’s like, if th

e w
orld th

ou
gh

t 

it w
as okay, th

en
 it’d be okay. It’s th

e sh
am

e 

th
at’s th

e really big problem
. 

L
ike h

itch
h

ikin
g you

 can
 totally expect it. 

O
r passed ou

t at a party. It’s ju
st th

e ru
les 

of th
e gam

e. O
r leave you

r dau
gh

ter alon
e 

w
ith

 h
er broth

er. W
h

at’s goin
g to h

appen
? 

S
om

ebody’s goin
g to start h

orsin
g arou

n
d. 

S
om

ebody’s goin
g play rou

gh
. K

ids do th
at, 

th
at is th

e n
atu

re of playfu
ln

ess, it’s edgy, 

it’s ou
t of con

trol. 

It’s 
n

ot 
like 

th
ere’s 

really 
an

yth
in

g 
so 

differen
t abou

t gen
itals th

an
 a h

an
d. You

 

w
ou

ldn
’t scream

, “H
elp, h

elp!” if som
ebody 

grabbed you
 by th

e h
an

d. S
o w

h
at’s th

e big 

deal an
yw

ay?

W
h

at th
e big deal is, is you

 can
 get a lot 

of pity from
 it. F

u
ck th

at. You
 can

 get a lot 

of people on
 you

r side. F
u

ck th
at. P

eople w
ill 

try to h
elp you

 get th
rou

gh
 it. T

h
ey w

on
’t 

try an
d h

elp you
 get th

rou
gh

 situ
ation

s like 

w
h

en
 n

obody in
 you

r h
ou

se w
ill talk to you

 

or com
e h

om
e for m

on
th

s at a tim
e, or, like, 

if you
 feel like th

e govern
m

en
t h

as raped 

you
 on

 you
r taxes. T

h
ey w

on
’t care abou

t 

th
at. F

u
ck th

em
, w

h
o w

an
ts th

eir pity, n
ot 

m
e. T

h
ey act like it’s th

e w
orst crim

e in
 th

e 

w
orld, like it’s as bad as a w

ar becau
se th

ey 

w
an

t to ow
n

 ou
r bodies, bu

t w
h

at’s a body? 

It’s ju
st an

im
al th

at’s all, it’s ju
st bon

es an
d 

blood an
d n

erves like everyth
in

g else. T
h

ey 

w
an

t u
s to be scared of ou

r an
im

al bodies. 

B
u

t I’m
 n

ot bu
yin

g it, becau
se I already 

kn
ow

 it’s a big fu
ckin

g scam
, an

d I don
’t 

n
eed an

yon
e’s pity.
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bad. L
ike for in

stan
ce, w

h
y do w

e th
in

k sh
it 

sm
ells bad? I h

appen
 to th

in
k it sm

ells good. 

If it’s m
y sh

it, I th
in

k som
etim

es th
at it’s a 

good sm
ell, an

d th
ere’s su

pposed to be som
e-

th
in

g w
ron

g w
ith

 m
e for th

at? A
m

 I som
e 

kin
d of freak, becau

se I totally kn
ow

 I am
, 

already, okay? 

A
n

d th
e qu

estion
 is w

h
at kin

d
 of sh

it? 

B
ecau

se if a sw
an

 rapes you
 it’s n

ot as 

bad, accordin
g to th

e sm
artest of th

e sm
art. 

N
ot su

ch
 a big th

in
g, ju

st regu
lar. B

u
t is 

th
at tru

e if all th
ese gu

ys w
an

t to pain
t it 

in
 pictu

res an
d w

rite a son
g abou

t it? A
n

d 

w
h

y sh
ou

ld a sw
an

 be so special? S
o if you

’re 

passed ou
t in

 th
e sh

ow
er fu

ckin
g an

d th
row

 

u
p on

 th
e gu

y w
h

o’s a w
aterpolo player an

d 

popu
lar, an

d you
 w

ake u
p w

ith
 n

o sh
oes, 

w
h

at’s th
e big deal? It’s n

ot like th
ey told 

you
 th

e w
orld w

as safe for w
om

en
. I n

ever 

get in
 trou

ble an
ym

ore becau
se I ju

st like it. 

I’m
 ju

st like, “I don
’t care if you

 w
an

t to fu
ck 

m
e, I like it.” A

n
d if you

 th
row

 u
p on

 h
im

 an
d 

h
e doesn

’t like it th
at’s h

is fu
ckin

g problem
. 

T
h

ere’s ram
ifi

cation
s for everyth

in
g, an

d if 

you
 fu

ck a passed ou
t girl sh

e m
igh

t w
ake 

u
p an

d pu
ke in

 you
r face. It’s on

ly a big deal 

if you
 let it be a big deal, an

d if you
 let it be a 

big deal, th
ey w

ill keep doin
g it becau

se th
e 

rapers kn
ow

 it both
ers you

. 

A
n

d I don
’t bu

y th
at w

h
ole th

in
g abou

t 

rape on
ly bein

g a form
 of rage, n

ot sexu
al 

arou
sal, becau

se I’m
 totally en

raged all th
e 

tim
e an

d I’ve n
ever gon

e ah
ead an

d raped 

som
ebody. N

ot th
at I kn

ew
 it an

yw
ay. E

x-

cept m
y m

oth
er felt raped I th

in
k, w

h
en

 I 

w
as w

ith
 th

is gu
y on

 th
e law

n
 in

 fron
t of m

y 

h
ou

se last w
eek an

d sh
e h

eard u
s an

d it kept 

h
er u

p. F
u

ck h
er, it’s n

ot like I didn
’t h

ave to 

h
ear h

er gettin
g fu

cked all th
e tim

e all n
igh

t 

lon
g, it’s n

ot like I didn
’t h

ave to sit th
ere 

at th
e din

n
er table w

ith
 h

er an
d S

am
 w

h
en

 

th
ey w

ere goin
g th

rou
gh

 th
eir n

u
dist ph

ase, 

an
d th

ey said, all n
aked, “G

o fi
n

d som
e oth

-

er restau
ran

t if you
 don

’t like th
is on

e,” so 

th
at’s w

h
at I m

ean
 abou

t th
at w

ord, “rape,” 

becau
se it’s totally over u

sed. 

You
 w

an
t to com

e u
p w

ith
 a differen

t w
ord 

for it. C
all it an

yth
in

g. L
et’s start callin

g it 

“S
w

an
son

g,” 
in

 
h

on
or 

of 
th

e 
m

igh
ty 

god 

ligh
tn

in
g bolt fu

ck. I w
ill if you

 w
ill.

A
n

d an
yw

ay th
ere’s all kin

ds of rapes, so 

h
ere’s m

y rape sh
ow

 an
d tell. P

ictu
re th

e 

kin
d w

h
ere th

e tw
at doctor tells you

 to re-

lax relax, look at th
e w

aterfall poster on
 th

e 

ceilin
g. A

n
d th

e little cloth
 cozies on

 th
e stir-

ru
ps say “Z

oloft.” T
h

en
 th

ere’s th
e m

en
tal 

kin
d w

h
ere you

’re h
avin

g a h
ard tim

e com
-

in
g an

d you
’re m

astu
rbatin

g bu
t you

 h
ave to 

be ou
t th

e door in
 fou

r m
in

u
tes. S

u
dden

ly 

L
au

ra In
galls W

ilder from
 L

ittle H
ou

se on
 

th
e P

rairie com
es ru

n
n

in
g dow

n
 a h

ill. O
kay. 

T
h

en
 sh

e’s got a ripped calico dress on
. A

n
d 

h
er fl

at little ch
est is all scratch

ed u
p an

d 

sh
e’s sobbin

g, an
d th

e m
u

sic to L
ittle H

ou
se 

on
 th

e P
rairie is playin

g. You
 sh

ou
ldn

’t try to 

stifl
e you

r th
ou

gh
ts becau

se th
en

 you
’ll start 

doin
g w

orse an
d w

orse th
in

gs w
ith

ou
t even

 

m
ean

in
g to. P

robably to ch
ildren

. S
o th

ere’s 

th
e kin

d of rape th
at’s a th

ou
gh

t, starrin
g 

bloody little M
elissa G

ilbert, w
ith

 h
er little 

pigtails fl
appin

g. A
n

d if you
 h

appen
 to look 

dow
n

 at you
rself an

d see th
at you

’ve becom
e 

P
a, th

at’s great. S
o n

ow
 it’s a fam

ily sh
ow

. 

You
 

can
 

eith
er 

slap 
L

au
ra 

an
d 

say, “I’m
 

ash
am

ed of you
 for m

akin
g m

e do th
at,” or 

say “S
orry sorry sorry, h

alf-pin
t,” or w

h
at 

ever gets you
 th

ere, th
en

 h
ave th

e orgasm
, 

an
d you

’re ou
t th

e door. 

I kn
ow

 th
in

kin
g abou

t a rape is a differen
t 

th
in

g th
an

 doin
g on

e w
ith

 a real live girl, bu
t 

th
ere’s a reason

 it’s excitin
g, an

d if it w
ere 

n
ot a big deal it w

ou
ld n

ot be excitin
g. S

o as 

lon
g as it is a big deal you

 m
igh

t as w
ell u

se 

it. It’s on
ly bad becau

se th
ey m

ake u
s th

in
k 

it’s bad, an
d I say it’s n

ot bad if you
 don

’t 

care abou
t it. If you

 th
in

k abou
t it like ju

st 

an
oth

er th
in

g th
at people do. 

A
n

d th
en

 th
ere’s th

e kin
d of rape w

h
ere 

you
 can

’t even
 decide if it really is on

e, I 

m
ean

 th
ere’s all kin

ds of on
es like th

at. L
ike 

37

C
O

LO
G

N
E

, S
H

O
W

 D
A

Y

If you
 w

alk far en
ou

gh
 (dow

n
 th

e alley 

w
h

ere you
 en

ter/exit th
e clu

b, to th
e street, 

th
en

 
left), 

th
e 

su
n

 
w

ill 
set. 

B
lock 

after 

block is lin
ed w

ith
 low

 apartm
en

t bu
ildin

gs 

an
d every w

in
dow

 is h
u

n
g w

ith
 w

h
ite lace  

cu
rtain

s. E
xcept for th

e on
e w

in
dow

 (ou
t of 

th
ou

san
ds) th

at’s displayin
g a B

ob M
arley 

tapestry. B
eyon

d th
e overpass th

ere’s a bill-

board pictu
rin

g a dead ch
ild position

ed in
 

fron
t of a car’s bu

m
per, a trickle of blood 

at h
er tem

ple (a pu
blic service cam

paign
  

re: 
dru

n
k 

drivin
g 

m
aybe, 

or, 
w

h
o 

kn
ow

s, 

it’s in
 G

erm
an

) an
d an

oth
er billboard, an

 

ad for licorice. A
 dom

in
atrix in

 black paten
t 

leath
er h

as a glassy licorice squ
are speared 

on
 a lon

g acrylic n
ail. T

u
rn

 back w
h

en
 you

 

com
e to a du

sky cu
l-de-sac w

h
ere on

ly kids 

are ou
t. T

een
s w

alk like u
n

sh
eath

ed kn
ives, 

radian
t w

ith
 expertise vis-à-vis popu

lar cu
l-

tu
re, an

d h
igh

 on
 th

eir disdain
 for th

e older 

gen
eration

. T
h

e sh
arpen

in
g of blades (th

e 

politicization
 of you

th
 estran

gem
en

t) sou
n

ds 

like crickets ch
irpin

g an
d w

in
dsh

ield w
ipers. 

T
een

s are free becau
se th

ey’re n
ot respon

si-

ble. T
h

eir paren
ts are respon

sible, legally.

I took a C
laritin

-D
 so I’m

 w
ide-eyed an

d 

sw
eatin

g th
rou

gh
 a fan

zin
e in

terview
 on

 a 

m
etal staircase across th

e alley w
h

ere ou
r 

tou
r bu

s is parked. T
h

e lu
xu

ry an
d scale of 

th
e bu

s m
ake capital tran

sparen
t. T

h
e stack 

of xeroxed back-issu
es th

is girl h
as pu

t on
 

m
y lap distracts m

e. W
h

en
 faced w

ith
 it, 

th
e prom

in
en

ce of m
y ban

d as a su
bject in

 a 

particu
lar su

b-cu
ltu

ral discou
rse abou

t dif-

feren
ce politics is u

n
settlin

g. W
e talk abou

t 

bein
g on

 a m
ajor label; it’s pretty scripted. 

B
efore I leave sh

e persu
ades m

e to draw
 a 

pictu
re to accom

pan
y th

e in
terview

. I disap-

poin
t m

yself by draw
in

g a scratch
y pictu

re 

TO
U

R
 D

IA
R

Y
1

JO
H

A
N

N
A

 FA
TEM

A
N

1 
U

n
-ch

ron
ological excerpts from

 jou
rn

als k
ept on

 tou
r (S

eptem
ber 2004 – A

pril 2005) w
ith

 L
e T

igre, a pu
n

k 
fem

in
ist electron

ic ban
d com

prised of K
ath

leen
 H

an
n

a, JD
 S

am
son

 an
d m

yself.
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of a tiger sh
akin

g h
an

ds w
ith

 a bu
sin

ess-

m
an

, bu
t sh

e seem
s okay w

ith
 it. 

S
Y

D
N

E
Y

, S
H

O
W

 D
A

Y

T
h

ere’s a blizzard in
 N

ew
 York, bu

t w
e’re 

on
 a differen

t plan
et. H

ere it’s h
ot, brigh

t, 

perfect for a m
assive ou

tdoor rock festival. 

A
 parade of m

ale creeps breezes by secu
rity 

th
rou

gh
 th

e en
tran

ce to th
e artists’ area 

bu
t w

om
en

 are su
spected stalkers. I h

ave 

to sh
ow

 both
 sides of m

y all-access pass, it’s 

scru
tin

ized for sign
s of forgery, an

d th
e gu

y 

ten
derly gath

ers m
y h

air aw
ay from

 m
y n

eck 

to see m
y tattoo, in

 a m
otion

 like m
y h

air is 

in
 th

e w
ay of h

im
 seein

g m
e givin

g h
im

 a 

blow
 job or som

eth
in

g. N
ot ten

 feet from
 u

s 

a gay-lookin
g kid in

 clow
n

-w
h

ite an
d ch

ain
s 

vom
its violen

tly. T
h

e su
bju

gation
’s am

bien
t. 

A
s token

s, exception
s to th

e n
ear total exclu

-

sion
 of w

om
en

 in
 th

e festival lin
e-u

p, w
e are 

given
 a ch

an
ce to m

editate on
 it (exclu

sion
) 

from
 a cou

ple of differen
t van

tage poin
ts: w

e 

w
atch

 from
 far beh

in
d th

e crow
d on

 sh
ady 

bleach
ers; w

e w
atch

 from
 th

e side of th
e 

stage, S
lipkn

ot gu
ys sprin

tin
g to su

ck oxy-

gen
 th

rou
gh

 th
eir m

asks from
 tan

ks m
an

n
ed 

by crew
 gu

ys beh
in

d th
e dru

m
-riser.

S
H

E
FFIE

LD
, S

H
O

W
 D

A
Y

I’m
 in

 S
h

effi
eld

, U
.K

. on
 tou

r w
ith

 th
e 

C
lash

 an
d

 it’s becom
e com

pletely clear th
at 

I’ve lost in
terest in

 rock an
d

 roll. It’s th
e ex-

act feelin
g th

at I w
an

t to leave, w
h

ich
 seem

s 

to be m
y m

ost profou
n

d
 ch

aracteristic. I be-

gan
 to su

spect it as soon
 as w

e’d
 fi

n
ish

ed
 th

e 

albu
m

 an
d

 I actu
ally kn

ew
 it by th

e tim
e w

e 

arrived
 in

 E
n

glan
d

. I’ve n
ever really been

 

in
terested

 in
 bein

g a m
u

sician
 an

d
 w

ith
 th

e 

com
pletion

 of th
e album

 I’d
 accom

plish
ed

 

m
y aim

s—
in

clu
d

in
g: affectin

g th
e style of 

th
e popu

lar art (w
h

ich
 m

ean
s affectin

g th
e 

cu
ltu

re), attain
in

g certain
 pu

blic cred
en

tials 

as an
 artist, an

d
 m

akin
g a record

 th
at is a 

classic. –R
ich

ard H
ell, 1977

2

W
e’re 

in
 

S
h

effi
eld 

too 
an

d 
I’m

 
draw

n
 

to th
is kin

d of disavow
al an

d gran
diosity 

as w
ell. B

u
t th

at’s n
ot th

e kin
d of attitu

de 

you
 brin

g on
 stage. S

om
eth

in
g’s tellin

g m
e 

to drin
k a R

ed B
u

ll (th
e croissan

t I’m
 eat-

in
g su

cks an
d I w

an
t to feel differen

t). T
h

e 

w
ay I feel n

ow
, I on

ly w
an

t to read a V
icto-

rian
 n

ovel, bu
t if I dran

k a R
ed B

u
ll I m

igh
t 

w
an

t to: th
in

k, w
rite, play a sh

ow
? O

u
r aim

 

is to create a pu
blic even

t w
ith

 an
 em

an
cipa-

tory an
d h

opefu
l vibe. T

h
e qu

estion
 is h

ow
 

can
 on

e recon
cile private feelin

gs of fatigu
e, 

skepticism
, an

d bookish
n

ess w
ith

 th
e pu

b-

lic perform
an

ce of earn
est stru

ggle/celebra-

tion
. L

u
ckily, w

ith
 regard to th

is problem
 

w
e can

 look to th
e h

istory of fem
in

ist art for 

an
sw

ers.

V
IE

N
N

A
, P

R
E

S
S D

A
Y

It’s better to ju
st pu

t you
r cards on

 th
e 

table: h
ere w

e are, th
ree w

om
en

 w
h

o exclu
de 

all m
en

, an
d in

 addition
 to th

at, w
e exclu

de 

all w
om

en
 w

h
o are n

ot exactly ou
rselves. 

W
e’re on

e th
in

g (w
om

en
) even

 as w
e are split 

in
to th

ree parts to speak to th
ree differen

t 

jou
rn

alists sim
u

ltan
eou

sly. M
y part is do-

in
g an

 in
terview

 for th
e radio. A

n
 in

terview
 

is a platform
. In

 th
is case, it’s in

 som
e kin

d 

of u
pper-level elevator-lou

n
ge th

at’s qu
ieter 

th
an

 th
e grou

n
d-fl

oor lobby. T
h

e less am
bi-

en
t n

oise for a taped in
terview

, th
e better! 

T
h

is jou
rn

alist is th
in

kin
g, th

is is a lot bet-

ter (qu
ieter) th

an
 th

e lobby.

It’s better to ju
st say it righ

t off th
e bat: 

w
h

y is th
ere a m

an
 in

 th
e ban

d, an
d if th

ere 

isn
’t a m

an
 in

 th
e ban

d w
h

y does it appear to 

be so (poin
tin

g to albu
m

 cover)? L
u

ckily, I’m
 

n
ot th

e m
an

 in
 qu

estion
. N

ot on
ly am

 I defi
-

n
itely a w

om
an

, I am
 defi

an
tly a w

om
an

. M
y 

h
air grow

s lon
ger an

d blon
der. M

y eyelash
es 

are plu
sh

 an
d black like spider legs. P

art 

of bein
g a w

om
an

, I m
ean

, bein
g a fem

in
ist 

2 
R

ich
ard H

ell, A
rtifact: N

otebooks from
 H

ell 1974 - 80 (M
ad

ras &
 N

ew
 Y

ork
: H

anu
m

an
 B

ook
s, 1992), 114.
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TH
E B

LA
C

K
B

IR
D

 II

[R
em

em
ber th

is is a love letter. It h
as been

 

fou
rteen

 years sin
ce w

e m
et at th

at su
m

m
er 

art sch
ool for am

bitiou
s you

n
g talen

ts. B
ack 

th
en

, I w
an

ted
 to be a fam

ou
s poet an

d
 sh

e 

w
an

ted
 to be a fam

ou
s opera sin

ger. T
h

ere 

h
ad

 been
 n

o revolu
tion

 in
 com

m
un

ication
 

tech
n

ologies, an
d

 th
ere w

as n
o S

ilicon
 V

al-

ley, as far as w
e kn

ew
. N

o cellu
lar ph

on
es, 

n
o W

orld
 W

id
e W

eb, n
o G

lobal V
illage, n

o 

F
ree T

rad
e. 

T
h

ere w
as ju

st an
 ou

tlin
e of a prom

ised
 

h
ill, alw

ays th
is d

um
b scraggly h

ill. A
lw

ays 

w
ith

 d
ram

atic ligh
tin

g. F
ifteen

 years n
ow

, 

later, an
d

 rarely a h
ill in

 sigh
t.] 

T
h

e blackbirds don
’t love to fl

y, th
ey do it 

everyday.

H
in

dsigh
t: O

n
e day to n

otice. 

W
as it or w

asn
’t it th

e dru
gs? I w

as so cer-

tain
. W

h
at is called eu

ph
oria, or m

an
ia, or 

a blessin
g aggression

. A
n

d n
ow

 I rem
em

ber 

w
ith

 n
ew

 n
am

es. R
ed, oran

ge, yellow
, th

e 

low
er th

ru
st, green

 (w
h

ich
 is pin

k), blu
e, 

violet, ru
n

n
in

g u
p th

e im
agin

ary in
tern

al 

skylin
e, 

all 
th

ese 
n

ew
 

n
am

es, 
n

ew
 

m
ea-

su
rin

g sticks. H
ow

 tou
ch

in
g w

as n
ot yet a 

sort of eth
ical dilem

m
a. I w

ou
ld tou

ch
 h

er 

th
ou

gh
tlessly, w

e h
ad boys for fu

ckin
g. I 

w
ou

ld collect h
er h

airs, like in
 old-fash

ion
ed 

tim
es, braid th

em
 an

d h
ide th

em
 like w

rit-

ers of lon
g cu

rsive letters. B
u

t th
at kin

d of 

th
in

g seem
s so dan

gerou
s n

ow
. A

n
d dan

ger 

is w
orse th

an
 ever. 

[K
n

ow
in

g th
is, I w

ill try to talk abou
t rape 

an
d

 you
 sh

ou
ld

n’t believe m
e. I w

ill con
vin

ce 

you
 I’m

 recitin
g tom

es abou
t d

eals an
d

 d
ev-

ils. B
e w

arn
ed

, I’ll be skirtin
g th

e issu
e.]  

TH
E C

R
O

W

T
oo separate to be a w

orld. A
ll of u

s fen
ce 

sittin
g, th

ere on
 th

e w
ire.

TH
E S

W
A

N
 II

H
ere’s an

 essay abou
t rape w

h
ich

 is su
p-

posed to be su
ch

 a big th
in

g. B
u

t w
h

en
 you

 

con
sider it, it’s on

ly bad if you
 th

in
k it’s 

excerp
ts from

  
TH

IEV
ES W

ITH
 TIN

Y
 EY

ES 
A

N
N

A
 JO

Y
 SP

R
IN

G
ER
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W
h

en
 tw

o bottom
s

h
ave it aw

ay, th
ey’re battlin

g.

Yesterday, I w
as readin

g 

Jack S
m

ith
 talk 

abou
t N

orm
al L

ove.

H
e says,

“P
eople sh

ou
ld caress each

 oth
er du

rin
g th

eir qu
arrels.”

S
o w

h
en

 tw
o battlin

g bottom
s,

h
ave a fi

gh
t, 

bu
ttin

g bu
tts, 

th
ey’re fu

ckin
g. 

B
etw

een
 a bottom

an
d a bottom

 is

u
sefu

l n
egativity.

BO
TTO

M
 W

A
R

S
M

A
TT W

O
LF

39

pu
blicly, is bein

g a w
om

an
 w

h
o is u

n
afraid to 

explain
 th

in
gs as th

ey com
e u

p du
rin

g in
ter-

view
s for radio broadcast. S

o, w
ith

ou
t h

esi-

tation
, au

 con
traire, w

ith
 every appearan

ce 

of h
avin

g an
 appetite for on

-air discu
ssion

 

of even
 th

e m
ost diffi

cu
lt an

d bizarre topics, 

I dig in
. I tear in

to it. I’m
 on

 a roll. In
 gen

-

eral, a rock jou
rn

alist w
ill be m

ade h
ysteri-

cal (bored to tears) by th
is kin

d of talk. B
u

t 

h
e asked for it an

d som
eon

e ou
t th

ere w
ill 

lap it u
p. I’ve pou

red ou
t a sh

allow
 dish

 of 

cou
gh

 syru
p, h

eld ou
t a w

ooden
 spoon

 slick 

w
ith

 cake batter. I’m
 dru

n
k on

 th
e su

bject of 

gen
der again

!

M
A

D
R

ID
, D

A
Y

 O
FF

W
e h

ear th
e fain

t h
u

m
 of a live T

V
 w

h
en

 

w
e en

ter a n
ew

 h
otel room

 an
d it’s a little 

scary: h
ave w

e m
istaken

ly gain
ed en

try to  

som
eone else’s room

, is there a m
an here w

ith
 

the 
porn 

channel 
m

uted 
and 

the 
curtains 

closed? B
u

t th
e room

’s em
pty an

d th
e T

V
 

screen
 is blu

e w
ith

 w
h

ite type w
elcom

in
g 

M
rs. Fatem

an
 an

d M
r. S

am
son

, in
vitin

g u
s 

to n
avigate th

e m
en

u
 of h

otel services. L
u

ck-

ily th
ere’s n

obody h
ere to becom

e terribly 

em
barrassed w

h
en

 th
e sh

ockin
g realization

 

is m
ade, so th

e h
ospitable gen

der slip is ac-

tu
ally cool. O

u
r h

otel room
 is S

isterh
ood, 

A
K

A
 “n

ot-reality”: all w
e really w

an
t is C

N
N

 

becau
se 

th
e 

u
n

der-reported 
bloodsh

ed 
in

 

Iraq h
as kept T

erry S
ch

iavo an
d th

e P
ope 

alive for eleven
 days n

ow
. A

n
d w

e’re w
on

der-

in
g h

ow
 th

eir pen
din

g death
s w

ill in
 tu

rn
 

affect th
e situ

ation
 in

 Iraq. W
e’ve got free 

h
igh

 speed so M
r. S

am
son

’s search
in

g for a 

vegetarian
 restau

ran
t in

 th
e n

eigh
borh

ood, 

I’m
 fi

llin
g th

e sin
k w

ith
 u

n
derw

ear.

B
E

R
LIN

, S
H

O
W

 D
A

Y

“W
ritin

g” seem
s im

possible to m
e n

ow
,  

bu
t perfect ph

rases fl
are an

d disappear in
 

m
y periph

eral vision
 w

h
en

 I’m
 doin

g som
e-

th
in

g else. L
ike w

alkin
g th

rou
gh

 a crow
d.  

I feel respon
sible to a n

ew
 en

tity, I’ve got  

a 
n

eed 
to 

con
ceal 

m
y 

tru
e 

person
ality 

(th
eoretical 

con
cern

s 
an

d 
n

ih
ilistic 

ton
e) 

from
 an

 abstract/fan
tasized dem

ograph
ic of  

observers. T
h

is feelin
g started w

h
en

 A
u

di-

en
ce ou

tstripped C
om

m
u

n
ity. C

om
m

u
n

ity is 

n
ow

 proportion
ally tin

y, bu
t m

yth
ically im

-

portan
t, an

d som
eh

ow
 th

at’s dam
agin

g m
y 

ability to w
rite. 

I w
alk to a departm

en
t store n

ear th
e clu

b 

an
d bu

y a m
oth

er an
d baby seal m

ade ou
t 

of m
arzipan

, m
asoch

istically spray m
y w

rist 

w
ith

 a fu
cked-u

p perfu
m

e th
at com

es in
 a 

gren
ade-like 

atom
izer, 

w
an

der 
aim

lessly. 

O
u

tside I fi
n

d a ben
ch

 an
d eat th

e m
oth

er 

an
d th

en
 th

e baby seal w
h

ile I read m
y book. 

It tu
rn

s ou
t th

ere’s a w
h

ole con
tem

porary 

gen
re of terrible n

ovels abou
t h

istorically 

im
portan

t people/even
ts retold th

rou
gh

 th
e 

fi
rst person

 n
arration

 of a servan
t w

h
o w

it-

n
essed it all. 
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You
 are h

ere, 

N
ext to a you

n
g m

an
 w

ith
 beau

tifu
l h

air, 

E
n

 rou
te to th

e B
astille, M

ay 13, 

O
n

e day before th
e gen

eral strike, 

T
w

o days after th
e S

orbon
n

e reopen
s, 

T
en

 days sin
ce th

e police occu
pation

, 

F
ou

r m
on

th
s follow

in
g th

e riots at C
aen

, 

In
 th

e w
ake of w

ildcat strikes in
 L

yon
s, 

L
on

ger sin
ce th

e m
atraqu

age: 

O
ctober 17, 1961, 

A
lgerian

 w
orkers, clu

bbed to death
, 

T
h

row
n

 in
to th

e S
ein

e from
 N

eu
illy B

ridge.

B
eh

in
d you

, th
e ph

otograph
er, 

S
econ

ds before th
e sh

u
tter clicks, im

m
u

rin
g th

e m
om

en
t, 

N
ot lon

g before you
 are born

.

S
traigh

t ah
ead, th

e sh
ou

lders of an
 artist, 

S
u

pportin
g h

is com
pan

ion
 w

h
o h

as m
al au

x pied
s.

L
a M

arian
n

e d
e m

ai:

“D
es tas d

’id
ées m

e passen
t par la tête. 

Je pen
se m

êm
e à la R

évolu
tion

 fran
çaise. 

M
oi, la jeu

n
n

e fi
lle d

’u
n

e bon
n

e fam
ille an

glaise. 

C
IR

C
A

 1968
M

A
RY

 K
ELLY

 

41

Je com
m

en
ce à poser. 

M
on

 corps se raid
it. 

Je ten
d

s m
on

 bras. 

M
on

 visage d
evien

t plu
s grave. 

A
lors, je su

is piègée par le rôle qu
e j’essaie d

’in
carn

er.”

A
bove, a fl

ag, 

N
eith

er com
m

u
n

ist, n
or an

arch
ist, bu

t V
ietn

am
ese, 

T
w

o years after th
e bom

bin
g of H

an
oi, 

C
h

icago an
d K

en
t S

tate still ah
ead. N

ow
, 

“W
e are all G

erm
an

 Jew
s.” 

“W
e are all la pègre.”  

“O
n

 a raison
 d

e se révolter.”

O
n

 th
e balcon

y, a ban
n

er: 

U
S

IN
E

-U
N

IV
E

R
S

IT
É

-U
N

IO
N

. 

N
o separation

, n
o delegation

, 

N
o righ

t to speak w
ith

ou
t les en

qu
êtes.

T
o th

e left, “W
e w

an
t m

ore tim
e to live!” 

M
ore tim

e …
 m

ore …
 everyth

in
g …

“E
veryth

in
g, righ

t n
ow

!”  

  B
elow

, les m
arron

n
iers, in

 bloom
 perh

aps, 

T
h

e sm
ell of exaltation

, exh
au

stion
: 

T
en

 dead, 1500 in
ju

red. 

M
ore th

an
 a cu

ltu
ral revolu

tion
, 

Yet less th
an

 expected. 

B
en

eath
 th

e pavin
g ston

es,  

M
ore th

an
 th

e beach
.
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on
es at h

om
e, don

’t drin
k. Ju

st stop, h
ow

 

abou
t n

ow
? “A

n
d h

ey, th
in

k th
ree tim

es be-

fore you
 ru

n
 th

at red ligh
t. B

ecau
se w

h
at 

w
ith

 th
e n

ew
 tech

n
ology n

’ all, it w
ill cost 

you
 a pretty pen

n
y.” A

n
d don

’t catch
 you

r z’s 

beh
in

d th
e w

h
eel of a car. S

ee th
is scar on

 m
y 

face? It w
asn

’t cu
te crash

in
g in

to th
e side of 

th
e road. G

ood m
em

ory, bu
t life th

reaten
in

g. 

W
h

ich
 rem

in
ds m

e, th
is is w

h
y I’m

 drin
kin

g. 

I’m
 in

 h
ell. H

ere, th
ere’s all sorts of creeps 

attach
in

g th
em

selves to m
y life, em

otion
ally 

starved an
d an

gry feel-gooders w
h

o bu
g th

e 

sh
it ou

t of m
e becau

se of th
in

gs like bein
g 

attach
ed to poverty in

 th
e n

am
e of h

oldin
’ 

ou
t again

st th
a’ m

an
 on

ly becau
se th

ey’re 

so dam
n

 an
gry abou

t som
eth

in
’ th

ey can
’t 

face. S
om

eth
in

g sticky, stin
ky, an

d den
se. It 

don
’t crop u

p. B
u

t it’s righ
t th

ere, located in
 

th
e sam

e place as sex. T
h

e oth
er side of h

ow
 

good it feels. 

T
h

is. Is It. [A
 th

u
n

der sou
n

d.] It’s T
u

es-

day. 
[L

igh
ts 

fade 
u

p.] 
T

h
e 

m
ost 

h
orrible 

th
in

g in
 th

e w
h

ole, w
ide w

orld is abou
t to 

h
appen

. [T
h

e ru
m

blin
g con

tin
u

es, an
d fades 

to silen
ce.] You

 w
an

t to kn
ow

 w
h

at th
ere 

ain
’t 

to 
com

prom
ise 

abou
t? 

S
ee, 

n
o 

m
at-

ter h
ow

 an
yon

e says it in
 th

e w
orld—

th
e 

G
reeks, 

th
e 

F
in

s, 
m

y A
rab 

relatives, 
th

e 

S
ou

th
 A

sian
s, th

e N
ew

 Yorkers, th
e pu

n
ks in

 

M
issou

ri, stran
gers on

 th
e road, in

 you
r bed, 

in
 th

e join
t, th

ere are tim
es in

 alla life w
h

en
 

n
o on

e bu
t n

o on
e gets it like you

 do. T
h

at 

is w
h

at “ain
’t.” I kn

ow
. I kn

ow
 w

h
at th

ere is 

to rem
ain

 steady abou
t. I com

prom
ise n

oth
-

in
g in

 m
em

ory of th
e sw

eet life of a gen
tle 

boy. M
y broth

er is dan
cin

g on
 a disco dan

ce 

fl
oor, tw

irlin
g arou

n
d like h

e’s n
ever don

e in
 

h
is life. T

h
e size of th

e sm
ile on

 h
is face is 

en
orm

ou
s, an

d, lu
ckily, I slip over to th

e bar-

stools an
d grab som

e cou
n

tertop. O
h

 yeah
, 

th
is is a gay bar, w

h
ere th

ere’s little w
h

ite 

briefs saddled over barstools; th
ey m

igh
t as 

w
ell call th

is n
igh

t “ch
at an

d cu
m

.” W
h

ich
 is 

w
h

y I arrive in
 m

y boxers, to strike a m
iddle 

grou
n

d. M
y broth

er’s big face is all th
at I can

 

see, w
h

ich
 probably m

ean
s th

at m
y m

in
d is 

on
 oth

er th
in

gs, bu
t th

e tru
th

 is, I ju
st h

ave 

n
ever seen

 th
e gu

y dan
ce like th

is. I’ve n
ever 

seen
 h

im
 dan

ce. N
ot at all. I’ve n

ever seen
 

h
im

 so h
appy an

d com
plete. 

It’s A
n

dy G
ibbs over th

e clu
b speakers, 

“N
igh

t fever, n
igh

t fever, you
 don

’t h
ave to 

do it.” T
h

e disco ball m
akes refl

ection
s on

 

th
e fl

oor, circles an
d rain

bow
 ligh

t rays all 

over th
e place. I fi

gu
re I can

 leave h
im

 dan
c-

in
g, an

d go to th
e “back room

” at th
e clu

b, 

an
d do w

h
at bois do in

 th
ese kin

d of spaces, 

w
h

ich
 for m

e m
ean

s cru
isin

g th
rou

gh
 th

e 

soap-m
akin

g parlou
r, lookin

g for sex th
at 

m
igh

t be som
eth

in
g special. I h

ave forgot-

ten
 abou

t th
e ozon

e layer for a m
in

u
te, as I 

en
joy th

e resplen
den

t colors of brigh
t yellow

 

an
d brigh

t pin
k polyester en

sem
bles, caked 

on
 th

e fl
esh

y bodies of th
ose gettin

g it on
 in

 

th
e back. T

h
ese th

in
gs still m

ake m
y brow

 

a little fu
rry—

err, fu
rrow

ed—
cu

z really, is 

th
is h

appen
in

g? Is th
is great an

on
ym

ou
s sex 

possible w
ith

ou
t lyin

g dow
n

 on
 th

at sticky 

fl
oor? S

ee, I th
in

k h
ow

 w
e get off in

 an
on

y-

m
ou

s sex defi
n

es u
s.

M
y broth

er h
as kept h

is sh
oes off th

is 

tim
e, an

d th
e sh

ape of h
is feet is rou

gh
. T

h
e 

gu
y’s got n

o frien
ds, n

o fam
ily except for m

e, 

a diagn
osis as big as fou

r lin
es on

 a piece of 

paper, an
d a w

arran
t ou

t for h
is arrest be-

cau
se h

e stole A
dvil from

 th
e 7/11 store dow

n
 

th
e street from

 h
is h

ou
se. Ju

st th
e oth

er day 

h
e tu

rn
ed 40. W

h
en

 I called h
e said, “H

appy 

birth
day, 

yeh
. 

S
om

eon
e 

th
rew

 
a 

ch
air 

at 

m
y back today.” H

e lives off of S
ocial S

ecu
-

rity In
com

e w
h

ich
, after th

e board-an
d-care 

place w
h

ere h
e stays takes ou

t th
e cost of 

h
is ren

t, leaves h
im

 w
ith

 $30.62 a m
on

th
 to 

live on
. M

on
th

 after m
on

th
 after m

on
th

. H
e 

said to m
e, “I kn

ow
 it is n

ot m
u

ch
 to som

e 

people, bu
t it is a lot to m

e, an
d I try to m

ake 

th
e best of it.” L

ike h
e stan

ds h
alf a ch

an
ce 

of m
akin

g it in
 S

ou
th

ern
 C

aliforn
ia. H

ow
 

m
an

y w
ays can

 you
 say “im

possible”? W
h

y, 

even
 th

e m
ost crappy m

eal like at Jack-In
- 
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th
e-B

ox costs fou
r or fi

ve bu
cks. It’d be dif-

feren
t if w

e h
ad exten

ded fam
ily or w

e didn
’t 

live in
 a w

h
ite w

orld w
h

ere folks ju
st pass 

each
 oth

er by. B
u

t w
e don

’t. In
 case an

yon
e 

w
on

ders w
h

y I’m
 bitter. 

I go back ou
t fron

t, saggin
g really w

ell 

n
ow

 th
at th

e boxers m
ake m

e look like I 

h
ave an

 ass, an
d stare at m

y bro’s crappy 

feet. P
oor gu

y. S
ize 13 an

d a h
alf, an

d fron
t 

toes poin
ted in

 tw
o direction

s from
 escap-

in
g from

 a m
en

tal h
ospital by ju

m
pin

g over 

a 40-foot-h
igh

 ch
ain

-lin
k fen

ce. I su
pport 

fragm
en

ts—
every kin

d th
ere is. S

h
ort on

es. 

M
i/s/spaled on

es. H
ypth

en
ated ate-tem

p-ta-

tion
s to accelerate read/in

g w
h

en
 Jerks w

ith
 

little im
agn

n
n

n
ash

ion
 forget th

at th
ey, too, 

w
ere scared an

d pim
ply in

 h
igh

 sch
ool, an

d 

h
aven

’t forgotten
 h

ow
 rotten

 th
ey still feel 

abou
t it all. 

S
o all of a su

dden
 w

e are in
 th

e m
iddle of 

a h
ospital, becau

se I am
 starin

g at m
y broth

-

er’s sidew
ise size 13 an

d a h
alf feet, an

d I 

realize 
th

at 
I’ve 

been
 

daydream
in

g—
th

at 

I’m
 n

ot really in
 a gay bar w

ith
 m

y broth
er 

dan
cin

g disco, bu
t rath

er in
 th

e em
ergen

cy 

w
ard of an

oth
er fricken

 h
ospital, w

ith
 h

im
 

passed ou
t an

d yellow
. [B

oom
.] I h

ave lost 

h
im

. [B
oom

.] It h
as h

appen
ed. [B

oom
.] H

e 

w
eigh

s abou
t 90 pou

n
ds, even

 th
ou

gh
 h

e’s 37 

years old, an
d h

is feet are th
ree tim

es th
e 

size of h
is scraw

n
y body, becau

se of th
e acci-

den
t. Yeh

, “th
e acciden

t.” H
e’s been

 livin
g at 

a board-an
d-care h

om
e, payin

g $900 a m
on

th
 

for a sh
ared room

 in
 a gian

t h
acien

da-style 

slop h
ou

se, w
h

ich
 h

is case w
orkers from

 S
an

 

D
iego 

C
ou

n
ty 

M
en

tal 
H

ealth
 

picked. 
H

e 

gets a room
, m

eals, an
d h

is m
eds. S

ou
n

ds 

like a great deal, except for th
e fact th

at th
is 

place—
like so m

an
y—

feeds h
im

 crap ou
t of 

can
s like green

 bean
s an

d C
am

pbell’s sou
p 

an
d 

probably 
S

pam
. 

F
or 

breakfast. A
fter 

tw
o m

on
th

s at th
is place, n

o on
e h

as n
oticed 

th
at th

e gu
y—

w
h

o is 6’ 3” an
d gen

erally 150 

pou
n

ds—
is losin

g a little bit of w
eigh

t. T
ie a 

yellow
 ribbon

 rou
n

d it ya old creep. 

It tu
rn

s ou
t, h

e loses a w
h

ole lot of w
eigh

t. 

It tu
rn

s ou
t, in

 fact, th
at h

e barely m
akes it 

to th
e pay ph

on
e w

h
ere h

e h
as h

ad to beg 

som
e assh

ole on
 th

e street for 35 cen
ts, so 

h
e can

 call m
y m

om
 an

d say, “M
om

, I w
an

t 

to live.” A
n

d th
en

 pass ou
t. M

y m
om

, w
h

o is 

old an
d alon

e an
d a real sw

eet person
 w

h
en

 

sh
e’s n

ot frigh
ten

ed, h
as to fi

n
d th

e board-

an
d-care place, on

ly to discover h
er son

 look-

in
g like h

e is an
 em

an
cipated poster ch

ild 

for L
ife m

agazin
e. S

eriou
sly. S

h
e h

as to h
au

l 

h
im

 h
erself, w

h
ich

 sh
e does, an

d take h
im

 to 

th
e em

ergen
cy w

ard.  

W
e fi

n
d ou

t h
e’s h

ad a blockage in
 h

is 

large in
testin

e, an
d h

e h
asn

’t peed or sh
it 

for 11 days, an
d n

o on
e, in

 spite of h
is com

-

plain
ts an

d rapid w
eigh

t loss, h
as decided 

to pay n
otice. H

e h
as arrived at th

e h
ospi-

tal yellow
, poison

ed by th
e rotten

 food in
 h

is 

body, alm
ost dead. S

om
eth

in
g in

 m
e clicks, 

an
d dies. 

[T
h

u
n

der sou
n

d again
.] A

 n
u

rse com
es in

. 

S
h

e h
as on

 oversized gloves an
d a clipboard 

in
 h

er h
an

ds. It seem
s th

at th
e peckin

g or-

der exists all th
e w

ay dow
n

 to th
e low

liest 

h
u

m
an

 bein
g an

d I, in
 spite of bein

g a m
em

-

ber of a very prestigiou
s u

n
iversity, h

ave n
o 

pow
er to vou

ch
 for th

e w
orth

 of th
is in

di-

vidu
al, in

 order to en
su

re th
at h

e is treated 

like a n
orm

al person
. B

ein
g at th

e h
ospital 

teach
es m

e th
is. E

very n
ow

 an
d again

, th
e 

large h
ead an

d spidery lim
bs th

at h
ave be-

com
e m

y broth
er lift u

p th
eir h

ead, slow
ly; 

all th
at com

es from
 h

is m
ou

th
 are tw

o w
ords, 

an
d on

e arm
 gestu

re.

“Iceeee ch
ip,” h

e says, reach
in

g ou
t to th

e 

n
u

rse w
ith

 h
is extra-lon

g arm
, yellow

 at th
e 

fi
n

gertips like iodin
e. If you

 looked in
 h

is 

eyes, all you
’d see w

ou
ld be a kin

d of h
azy 

fu
zz, like th

ose tim
es you

’re at th
e h

ospital 

w
ith

 
som

eon
e 

you
’ve 

kn
ow

n
 

forever 
an

d 

th
ey’re dru

gged ou
t on

 ph
at m

orph
in

e, all 

loopy an
d u

n
focu

sed. T
h

ere’s n
o w

ay to con
-

n
ect th

ese tw
o w

orlds, so I pick u
p a com

b 

an
d ru

n
 it th

rou
gh

 h
is h

air. H
e’s goin

g. I 

SIGNATURE 4 (pages 25–31)



LTTR # 4 Page: 28

53

search
 for sign

s of life from
 th

e n
u

rse.

“Iceeee ch
ip,” th

e boy pleads again
, to-

tally ch
apped all th

e w
ay dow

n
 h

is th
roat so 

bad you
 kn

ow
 th

at it’s like th
e S

ah
ara des-

ert probably to th
e bottom

 of h
is stom

ach
. 

S
om

eh
ow

 I am
 to believe th

ere is h
ealin

g 

m
edical treatm

en
t goin

g on
 in

 th
is room

, bu
t 

n
o m

atter you
 spin

 it, I’m
 su

re it is n
ot com

-

in
g from

 th
e doctors or n

u
rse. 

T
h

e 
n

u
rse 

h
as 

u
sed 

h
er 

pen
 

to 
w

rite 

som
eth

in
g, so apparen

tly th
is is th

e cau
se 

for 
a 

dram
atic 

h
an

d-w
ash

in
g 

scen
e. 

S
h

e 

pu
lls off h

er gloves an
d tu

rn
s h

er back to m
y 

broth
er, spin

n
in

g on
 th

e in
du

strial-size fau
-

cet w
ater to w

ash
, w

h
ile sh

e says: “You
 h

ad 

on
e an

 h
ou

r ago, I’m
 sorry. T

h
at is all you

 

m
ay h

ave.” T
h

e w
ater is fl

ow
in

g dow
n

, an
 

even
 fu

ll force, in
 w

h
ich

 sh
e is w

ash
in

g h
er 

h
an

ds copiou
sly. 

H
is h

ead drops. H
e’s gon

e, dow
n

 again
, 

passed ou
t from

 all th
is ridicu

lou
sn

ess an
d 

starvation
. I stare at th

e n
u

rse w
ith

 th
e 

m
ean

est eyes I kn
ow

 h
ow

 to m
ake, to get h

er 

to leave th
e room

 before I sm
ack h

er w
ith

 

m
y fi

st. S
h

e leaves, probably on
 h

er ow
n

 ac-

cord, w
h

ich
 m

akes th
in

gs m
u

ch
 w

orse for all 

of u
s. I u

se all th
e forces in

 m
y body to stan

d 

qu
ietly, breath

in
g softly as I can

 to let ou
t 

th
e aggression

. M
y feelin

gs w
ou

ld oth
erw

ise 

tu
rn

 in
w

ard an
d dism

an
tle m

e. T
h

en
 I take 

ou
t th

e cam
era, on

e I h
ave sm

u
ggled in

to th
e 

h
ospital, an

d take fi
ve qu

ick ph
otograph

s of 

m
y broth

er’s feet. It’s all I can
 th

in
k of doin

g. 

T
h

ere’s n
o m

ovem
en

t. H
e’s absolu

tely gon
e. 

T
h

ere’s n
o dan

cin
g, n

o ligh
ts, n

o disco balls, 

n
o good sex, an

d n
oth

in
g bu

t a h
ospital gow

n
 

an
d h

eavy m
eds separatin

g m
e from

 h
im

. 

T
h

ere’s n
o soap, an

d n
ot even

 an
y w

ater in
 

th
is h

ellh
ole. A

s I lose m
y brodda, I fi

gu
re 

it ou
t: N

o. N
o. In

 a w
orld all excited abou

t 

bio-w
arfare an

d th
ose little m

ach
in

es th
at 

pu
t th

e T
h

om
as gu

ide in
 you

r “It’s so con
-

ven
ien

t!” car …
 like th

e idiots th
at w

e are 

…
 it is n

ot so con
ven

ien
t for m

e to lose m
y 

brodda. F
ricken

 gon
e, you

 get it? —
becau

se 

of th
e w

arped th
in

kin
g of som

e lady-tw
it 

w
ith

 a bu
cket fu

ll of ice ch
ips an

d a doctor 

w
ith

 “M
.D

.” stam
ped on

 h
is w

rin
kled frock. 

L
ook h

ere, I h
ave h

alf a m
in

d to pu
ll ou

t 

som
e pow

erfu
l w

eapon
 an

d fi
re back. W

h
y 

sh
ou

ld m
y stan

dards be low
er th

an
 th

eirs? 

I com
prom

ise n
ada, w

arped in
 a life w

ith
ou

t 

h
im

.
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T
h

at m
igh

t be a bit abru
pt. B

u
t still, 

you
’re sen

din
g th

ese sign
s th

at I can
 read 

an
d m

aybe th
ose tou

rists takin
g you

r ph
oto 

can
’t. you

’re on
 live display every satu

rday 

from
 12 to 3, I’ll be back. I’m

 distracted 

by th
e oth

er objects in
 th

e room
. 

th
e lich

ten
stein

 h
ot dog in

 a bu
n

 pain
tin

g, 

a repeat of th
is en

du
rin

g sym
bol of th

e 

fast-food pen
is …

 an
d th

en
, th

e big fl
at 

en
dless w

arh
ol fl

ow
ers, oversized, 

th
e im

age pirated origin
ally from

 a kodak 

advertisem
en

t, repeat repeat repeat.

an
d th

en
 th

ere are th
ese joh

n
s 

plaster an
d bron

ze casts of ligh
t bu

lbs, 

restin
g on

 top of little blocks th
at are like 

oversized soap bars. ju
st lyin

g th
ere 

a little fl
accid, a bit testicu

lar, a little bit 

like th
e w

ay a body w
ith

 a rou
n

d sh
ape 

m
igh

t lie on
 top of a body w

ith
 a squ

are 

sh
ape. i fi

n
d th

ese little beasts sexy, 

an
d absu

rd. i’d n
ever seen

 th
em

 th
at w

ay 

before, som
e kin

d of ech
o/sh

adow
 

bein
g cast …

this m
ight be an exhibition hall, but it occurs  

to m
e th

at sh
e’s staged a takeover. 

reco(r)din
g an

 exh
ibition

ist/deeply qu
eer 

disco/h
ot dog/decorative/ligh

t bu
lb/orgasm

 

space. som
eth

in
g is tu

rn
in

g m
e on

.

R
eadin

g M
ich

ael Jackson
 w

as M
y L

over 

by V
ictor M

. G
u

ttierez (self-pu
blish

ed, 

1997)—
th

e su
per reality of tru

th
 as falsity. 

A
n

d alw
ays in

 betw
een

, G
illes D

eleu
ze an

d 

M
ich

el F
ou

cau
lt to preven

t brain
 dam

age; 

u
sin

g h
orizon

tal th
in

kin
g. 

rem
ake reu

se reassem
ble, recom

bin
e—

th
at’s th

e w
ay to go. th

e force of th
e w

ork 

lies in
 th

e prem
ise th

at th
ou

gh
t is pow

er.

ru
ptu

res an
d leaps, ten

sion
s an

d 

in
ten

sities, an
d striden

t repetition
s th

at 

brin
g to fu

ll force th
e blatan

t exterior: 

th
e ou

tside bru
tally dism

issin
g th

e in
terior.

sh
e doesn

’t go to porn
 m

ovie h
ou

ses 

to jerk off, doesn
’t w

ear h
er collar u

p …

th
e w

ork is loaded w
ith

 gu
ts an

d passion
 …

 

th
ose w

h
o cam

e w
ere m

oved to tears …

59
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today i’m
 stalkin

g som
eon

e w
h

o looks 

both
 like a gran

dm
oth

er an
d a person

 w
h

o 

cou
ld be m

y lover an
d w

h
o is 

triggerin
g, triggerin

g …

so th
is is abou

t love an
d

i w
alked in

to th
is place, n

ot kn
ow

in
g 

bu
t expectin

g everyth
in

g. 

an
d in

 th
e fi

rst room
, th

ere you
 w

ere,

a specter video projection
, dressed 

like joseph
 beu

ys in
 ren

egade w
ear 

w
ith

 you
r h

ead bu
ried in

 a pile of fat, 

ju
st h

oldin
g still. th

e ch
u

rch
 lady gu

ard

in
 th

e room
 m

akin
g a sketch

 

of som
eth

in
g else. h

er grin
 is discon

certin
g 

ju
xtaposed w

ith
 th

e im
age of you

, 

n
ow

 low
erin

g you
r legs in

to th
e fat. 

A
 throw

 of the device doesn’t abolish chance. 

I’m
 ju

st tryin
g to w

alk th
rou

gh
 th

e door 

h
ere, en

ou
gh

 

[som
ebody else, som

ew
h

ere else asks:

W
h

at sh
ou

ld
 ch

an
ge?

W
h

at sh
ou

ld
 stay th

e sam
e?

W
h

at cou
ld

 you
 im

agin
e d

oin
g if you

 d
id

n’t 

d
o w

h
at you

 d
o?

A
LW

A
Y

S STEA
L N

EV
ER BO

RRO
W

th
e bru

tal tru
th

.

th
e relation

sh
ip betw

een
 origin

al an
d 

origin
ality, as w

ell as accessin
g space for 

n
ew

 th
in

kin
g.

A
 w

ild th
row

 of th
e dice.

H
ate, violen

ce, ou
r h

ot d
esire for d

eath
.

 D
efi

n
itely n

ot “th
e sam

e.”

R
aisin

g a lot m
ore h

ell.]
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h
ere’s h

ow
 I’d like to tell th

e story: 

I’m
 stan

din
g in

 a room
, arou

n
d m

e are som
e 

of th
e th

in
gs you

’re m
ost (u

n
)kn

ow
n

 for—
 

precisely im
precise repeats of icon

ic w
orks 

by privileged m
ostly w

h
ite m

ale artists, 

m
an

y created ju
st before th

ese m
en

 becam
e 

can
on

ized as “m
asters” of th

e 20
th cen

tu
ry.

w
h

at’s catch
in

g m
e by su

rprise 

in
 th

is sh
ow

room
 is th

e live go-go dan
cer 

in
 tin

y silver sh
orts. S

u
rrou

n
ded by repeats 

of w
arh

ol, joh
n

s an
d lich

ten
stein

, m
y m

an
 

is sh
akin

g h
is th

in
g an

d h
is th

in
g an

d 

h
is oth

er th
in

g, listen
in

g to h
eadph

on
es on

 

a low
 blu

e platform
 th

at is bordered w
ith

 

sm
all ligh

t bu
lbs in

 th
e m

iddle of th
e room

.

th
is is repeat as w

ell, a gon
zalez-torres 

m
om

en
t. m

ade from
 h

er recollection
 

of the w
ork and from

 the available m
aterials, 

its details differ sligh
tly from

 th
e on

es 

i’d seen
 in

 ph
otograph

s, sm
aller ligh

t bu
lbs. 

th
e dan

cer in
 th

is case w
asn

’t a m
u

scle m
an

 

w
ith

 a bu
zz cu

t, bu
t a th

in
 tattooed tw

in
k, 

dan
cin

g in
 th

e silver lam
é sh

ort sh
orts an

d 

w
ith

 th
e yellow

 son
y sports w

alkm
an

 th
at i

kn
ow

 from
 th

e books. th
at particu

lar w
alk-

m
an

 catch
es m

y eye becau
se it is in

scribed  

in
 m

y ch
ildh

ood m
em

ories of th
e 80s; 

it’s on
e th

e kids in
 th

e kn
ow

 h
ad (n

ot m
e)—

 

th
e fi

rst statu
s sym

bol of cool.

I w
an

ted to h
ear w

h
at h

e w
as listen

in
g to, 

or ask, “H
ey, w

h
at’s it like u

p th
ere?” 

“H
ow

 m
u

ch
 are th

ey payin
g you

?” 

“M
aybe w

e cou
ld talk w

h
en

 you
 step off th

at 

pedestal, w
h

at are you
 doin

g after th
is?”

L
an

gu
age is n

ot jargon
, bu

t lan
gu

age is  

jargon
—

dem
an

din
g an

d dim
in

ish
in

g it to  

n
on

-fu
n

ction
 w

ith
 th

e pow
erfu

l reversal of  

n
egative u

sage.

A
lw

ays at stake is pu
sh

in
g th

e silen
t pow

er 

of  art to create a h
overin

g force an
d en

ergy 

that leaves the spectator rocking and reeling.

T
h

e w
ork is don

e predom
in

an
tly from

  

m
em

ory, u
sin

g th
e sam

e tech
n

iqu
es, 

m
akin

g th
e sam

e errors, an
d th

u
s com

in
g 

ou
t in

 th
e sam

e place.
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