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“One ear goes down into the abyss while the other 
exfoliates to the Open.”  
 –Avital Ronell, The Telephone Book 
 
 
“ʻYou got no . . .ʼ paused and interjected three 
syllables of laughter ʻ . . . know what I can see it in 
here, can I?ʼ” 
 –Samuel R. Delany, Dhalgren 
 
 
"I'm so funny it's as if fun had rained down on me 
from heaven, and if you don't believe me just give me 
a try, and follow me around for a year or so, and 
you'll see how the fun gushes out of me at every 
turn." 
 –Miguel de Cervantes, Don Quixote 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



ABOUT THIS 
BOOK 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Weʼd exhausted all the conversations about how 
close we were. There was not much else to discuss. 
now, the web . 42 kb packets send packets mark 
proxy, mark routing and rerouting, mark recurrence 
of home, mark edited host file block with home 
because of old block authenticate.   In a sense 
improvisational .  All sex, improvisational.  As 
humor “on the fly” relies on understanding the string 
which results from the first half of a sentence, then 
splitting that string out to its objects, then blocking or 
overblowing each different object.  The 
happy laugh, the apprehend an object can be 
blocked or overblown. A new discovery concerning 



malleability. Understanding it as an abstraction 
itself an abstraction; when understood immediately, it 
is felt immediately.  By adding to the substance of 
the original material, it is trivialized. It can now be 
understood only as a game; the understanding it as a 
game not a comprehensive measure, but a counter-
gesture in response to the perceived tactics of 
another gameplayer.  And there are only 
gameplayers, mid-status Pyrrhic Iʼs.  That is, the 
recognizing it as a game does not whatsoever ʻsolveʼ 
the game. Nor does not recognizing it      Nor 
does Augmented reality is, as a term, have been 
misled  presupposes the existence of an earlier 
reality which could have been described as non-
augmented; this definition is convenient and 
inadequate  The quibbling over the shape, 
size and contours of reality itself depends upon an 
understanding of oneself as living a life that is in 
some way augmented.  Without augmentation, 
there is no .  That said, let us understand
 augmented reality  usefullynot as a 
historical rupture, a train.    through 
which an object that had been straining 
 toward the superlative  is 
simultaneously bypassed------------------------------and 
absentiated.  but rather as a means of taking every 
object that has been straining  and to 
maintain them, their straining  within the field 
that they occupy, which  we understand, and are 
able to manipulate to an end  This is augmented 
reality as it is in an actual thing in an actual world 
here we talking of applicable  Not as an individual 
arguing that an end has been met, but as a
 gameplayer.arguing.through.action that an end 
is possible, preferable, and that social behavior can 
be explained through the act of manipulating social 
behavior through explaining social behavior 



through ripping the seams through altering 
transmission of fluids through novel forms of 
parasitism through disruption of beliefs about 
comfort through  the apprehension, alone of 
 Chaos, an Eidolon, the constant slave-driving of 
that which is both aberrant and abhorrent———
spectres of old beliefs in various states of disease or 
decay, which nonetheless still function as 
mechanisms    That is, outmoded not for an 
immanent wearing-down which cannot be excised — 
as iPod two-year exist — but rather a perceived 
wearing-down within the context of the use to which 
they had been assigned ... by inference ... before ... 
at their genesis ... the primary capacity of those to 
which they are beholden for existence lay not in 
perfecting their applicability to a certain task, but 
rather in their perfecting the creation of a task to 
which they are perfectly applicable yet when they 
  were  no longer well- suited to that 
task they then  were considered taskless rather than 
becoming good candidates for REASSIGNATION . 
Upon the possible diagram, the only possible 
diagram which can stand in response to this that 
is a TOTAL ! AND ! TOTALLY ! MALLEABLE ! 
DIAGRAM ! WHICH ACCOUNTS FOR ALL ! yet is 
neither firmly prescriptive nor firmly descriptive ... yet 
is firmly neither prescriptive nor descriptive ... is 
ʻdescriptiveʼ of the situation as it stands without being 
implicitly descriptive of the situation as it ought to 
stand given everything that led us here, is not even 
aware of whether something did or did not lead us 
here, and so comes into descriptive authority 
simultaneous to the moment-of-existence-beginning 
for that over which it possesses descriptive authority 
... is ʻprescriptiveʼ only insofar as it refers to an object 
which is separate from itself — by being whatsoever 
separate is therefore ʻlong-distanceʼ — and is 



therefore loosed, like an arrow, at a moving target, 
but only with the intention of hitting in that instant — 
so at the space it occupies, rather than the space it 
will/must occupy — so is ever accurate, insofar as it 
is correctly determining the position of the thing it is 
made to spear, but is ever in a state of unremitting 
potential wrongness, incapable of being used, only 
capable of being in a state of passively 
demonstrating the absolute perfection of its potential 
use while actively signaling the absolute imperfection 
of its actual use — - — therefore of the same shape 
as that of the way in which it is descriptive, that is, an 
infinitesimal ray, except directed forward, from the 
present to a future that is indifferentiably ʻfutureʼ and 
yet does not exist, rather than backward, from the 
present to a past that is indifferentiably ʻpastʼ and yet 
does not exist.     things can be called beautiful but 
that is nonetheless how they are    and so it is only 
how it is, but if that is so, then whatʼs the use?  of a 
ʻthe only possible diagramʼ then?  if itʼs only ʻthese 
thingsʼ?  why the perfect autism? but The Truth Is 
Weird because the fact of reality being augmented 
has created what the community ought to consider a 
polar reversal, wherein inefficacy [as the negative 
of efficacy, not the absence; immorality rather than 
amorality]   has bled into a perfect efficacy  by 
which I mean that the social diagrammatics, rather 
than being retroactive paradigms or sought-after 
forms — that is, prescriptive or descriptive — are 
themselves what comprise this augmented reality , 
become the stuff of  , around, of which the electronic 
calculations are comprised that is they themselves 
are  spatially    -  oriented , problems of digital 
storage are rooted in physical constraints and 
arrangement, problems of or relating to between 
them are problems  of materials, heat, space, 
transmission  solutions, too, are in this realm  each 



with its cognate in any other diagram  that is 
itself the virtue not only of the diagram, nor of the 
reality augmented by the diagram, but of the 
augmented reality which takes the components of the 
diagram as its basest unit, and the relationship 
between discrete objects on the diagram as its 
basest activity   unlike the liquidifying-action of 
currency  , which emanates from its linear passage 
through discrete bodies, the liquidifying-action of the 
socially-diagrammatic augmented reality is one of 
instantaneous inwardly-directed radiation, a 
Chernobyl   in which the devastation was both 
caused by and independently perfectly simultaneous 
to the autonomous erection of the sarcophagus , 
which , under these conditions, emits beta radiation 
inward but is the only thing within its own confines 
which whatsoever nullifies alpha or gamma radiation, 
both of which it perfectly nullifies.  because of this 
fact of diagrams of social being stuff of fact of reality 
of augmented insatiety the diagrams themselves 
have a blood sorcery, are the only things with a blood 
sorcery, blood sorcery is hard to come by. But this 
book now serves as an introductory guide to the 
precise and considered manipulation of this 
augmented reality through the careful formulation of 
new diagrammatics, as well as through the 
perversion of preexisting diagrammatics. It is 
practical, and here: 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



INSTANTIATION 1 
(THREE COURSES IN 

ATOTOQUINA) 
 
 
February, 2014, and Iʼm sitting 
in a Polish restaurant in Santiago.  
Iʼve paid too much, 
seven dumplings, 
bad good bad tea, 
my names are Kirill Medvedev and George Szirtes. 
 
I translate my work  
from the original Soviet 
into English, in which language  
they enjoy a poppy,  
political heyday. It suits them, 
to be selected for magazines by 30-year-olds 
and consumed, laughingly, lovingly, by 20-year-olds. 
I am two straight men,  
which makes me a quarter a gay poet 
and when a third straight man appears  
there is nearly nothing left. 
There are three other clients  
in this cafe, each of whom 
is wearing an Armani suit 
supplemented with a personality piece  
from Opening Ceremony, Band of Outsiders,  
Assembly New York, Acronym, 
something like that. They are part of the problem, 
members of this new nation which has yet to devise 
a native literature, and they donʼt 
even acknowledge that the nation exists — 
even as they mercenary — 



even as they are. 
 
There are four of us, then, seated. 
Two women standing behind the counter. 
One fat man with a hip haircut standing behind the 

counter. 
Our positioning and facing forms a shape that can 

only indicate diagrammatic intent. 
Three object-types which are 
myself, sitters — strangers would not distinguish 

from me — 
and standers — strangers would distinguish from 

me, though only by their standing. 
 
Gabby Bess sez young man poetry makes 
theory-informed readings of quotidian events and yes 

— 
but thereʼs also the farm of the naïve gendrous 

schizoid. Welcome. 
Wherein a language is produced not by the 

transference 
of real events to a theoretical framework 
which claims to see above, through, and below 
by neatly or messily diagramming 
power relationships in a given closed system. The 
limits, texture, and extent of the system 
determined by the territory-making 
Thoughtful Young Man. Not all diagrams 
are outsourced alike. Some 
are the result of analytic intelligence, viz. 
capable triage, visited 
onto misperceptions, the way 
my body makes patterns out of 
any more than one thing. The analysis a layer 
rollicked underwater, inner ear disarmed. 
 
Two men come in — They are 



the catalyst. One a heroin addict 
the other French trash French jitter, 
he wants a latte and he wants to buy his friend 
a something. An American man he wants 
a basic a drip an American man in a small cup 
you always do this, you always do this, 
you always do this, you always sort things 
without identifying where the dotted line is 
and please tear before using. The soup isnʼt ready 
and they are two lunatics. Theyʼre easygoing 
in the way of dreadnoughts.  
They are asking one another 
about what theyʼve seen,  
one is on the Oscars, 
the other on Kiev, 
each constructs a half a sentence  
on the subject of the otherʼs 
and then a half a sentence to revert 
which quickly develops 
into a beautiful code-switching game 
and they arenʼt naive 
except insofar as theyʼre naive schizoids. 
Theyʼre playing the game as a game, 
each has a style and a sense 
of creating something which functions 
as a seam, absence, and ligature 
between the two subjects;  
each becomes accustomed to one direction 
and can choose to lay small traps 
or obstacles  
for the other moving the other. 
And they are moving toward something 
in both, although only either at a moment. 
Itʼs halting as theyʼre bound 
and neither has an especially nuanced 

understanding 
of either revolutionary or celebrity culture. 



   I think. They talk and switch up 
I can hear the click, the tongue, a closed air 
the roof of mouth. The whole world has narrowed to 

two codes: 
Kiev, and the Oscars. 
 
As they improve at talking the two codes tauten, 
which rigid form impinges upon the space between, 
wherein the switch is hid. 
 
Then time passes and they bleed into semantic 
satiation, a constrained exhaustion of the form, and 
the codes become baggy. As they bag, the higher 
pressure of the air in the spacebetween causes an 
expansion of the spacebetween, therefore the 
spacebetweenʼs container, the outer edges of which 
pressurized container now dictate a shape like an 
oval where previously there had been an hourglass; 
concave and convex are switched if one has 
maintained allegiance, otherwise concavity is 
maintained but one has changed allegiance. There is 
still not a visible bagginess to the container, because 
the increased pressure of the spacebetween has the 
effect of removing wrinkles or sag. Although it seems 
as though the natural response would be to read this 
[Spacebetween] (Relieves) [Codes] (of) 
[Responsibility]/[Burden Management] as an act of 
mutuality or cooperation, the actual valence is 
undeniably one of competition and resentment. 
 
La vida autista, lʼautisme chic. As that space 
expands by virtue of its pressure, the volume of its 
contents increases. Thusly what was unsaid — not 
between these two men, but between the codes 
between which they shutter between their phrasing, 
what they say — becomes both said and audible, 
such as: 



 
The worded part of me is an organ of me, 
an organ which stirred and grew negative 
space in response to the constant soft 
unpleasant, the self unpleasant. The rest 
of me is not worded, but each has a 
similarly complex relationship to whatever 
act each part performs. None are capable 
of expressing this complexity in fullness, 
however, as none else are not worded. 
The worded part can have its context as 
an organ inculcated in response when the 
complex relationships of the other parts 
are activated, when they glow hot, like a 
brand. At these times they speak full 
complexity, even in their wordlessness. 
 
There is a place where I will die. I may 
have been in the room, or walked by. 
There is a collection of small objects, 
currently scattered across distinct objects. 
They will come together inside me. I am 
absolutely taking a very roundabout path 
to get to wherever the path will end. It is 
conceivably possible to go there, and to 
wait, and to have something that was true 
become true. 

 
The expansion of the unsaid introduces a low terror 
to each of the men, which accelerates the process of 
their Kiev and Oscar codes becoming baggy. Those 
codes are deflating until nearly now the silence is all. 
Still nearly now the volume is increasing and still 
nearly the silence is all. It is difficult to say when — 
not yet — almost but not yet — as the edges 
themselves take up space, as skin does. The skin 
thins as its contents demand more. The silence is 



overpowering but it has not yet overpowered. And 
before it does the actions of the other points of the 
diagram, which had been arrested by the act of 
space-expansion, are relaxed from their arresting, 
and their queued actions unfold with fever-speed, as 
the Armani men and women gather their things, and 
leave and return, and leave and return, and the 
women and the man behind the counter ready and 
unready, and sleep and wake, and ready and 
unready, and sleep and wake. The sight is too fast 
for anyone to bear, but the blinking, too, is queued, 
so as the eyes close they open, and in the sound of 
each close and open, and in the sound of each ready 
and unready, leave and return, the dimensions of the 
skin of the sound are no longer easy to be seen. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



PROXIMITIES 
CATALOGUE 

 
 
 A way of understanding is in understanding the 
various spaces which occur and recur between an 
object and an object.  
 
 There are different Initial Spaces, which never 
appear as themselves, for those Initial Spaces 
become Actual Spaces whenever they are slotted 
between two objects. 
 
 The sort of Actual Space they become is 
determined by the contours of the objects between 
which they are slotted. For instance, if the objects have 
perfectly smooth sides, the Actual Space will have 
perfectly smooth sides. If the objects have prongs like 
the tail of a lamp, the Actual Space will have sides with 
slots, like wall plugs. 
 
 They cannot exist independently of objects—that 
is to say, one cannot examine an Initial Space or an 
Actual Space in Non-space, for then there is nothing to 
distinguish the space it is from the space nothing is. 
 
 Another way of putting this would be to say that one 
always must infer Actual Spaces from the objects which 
pin/impinge upon them, and Initial Spaces from Actual 
Spaces. The Initial Spaces have been inferred from a great 
deal of Actual Spaces and their permutations across 
different substantiations; thus, our understanding of Initial 
Spaces is in a state of constant fluidity, ever deferential to 



the discoveries we make in the course of studying Actual 
Spaces. And we are always studying Actual Spaces. 
 
 Tangent: We only became aware of Actual Spaces 
through studying the apparent relationships between objects, 
and we only became aware of Initial Spaces after that, through 
studying the less apparent relationships between Actual 
Spaces. Therefore, it seems likely—or unavoidable—that, with 
time, we will discover that which precedes the Initial Spaces. 
One can make an educated guess about the nature of these 
preceding ?spaces? through the clever application of the same 
mechanics that apply from Initial Spaces=>Actual Spaces and 
Actual Spaces=>Objects, but this can only ever be a flashy 
linguistic game rather than a true a posteriori examination of a 
ʻthingʼ as it occurs. We will leave off with that, as this is intended 
more to illuminate that which does not exist within the 
constrained ground of that which we know to exist than to 
indicate that which does exist within the boundless ground of 
that which we do not yet know to exist. 
 
 It is possible to be understanding each of these things 
better, more fluently, more naturally, to be understanding 
them better, through an evaluation of the other two, where 
one holds up one as a clear lens against a second, and 
finds stirring in the space between one and the second and 
the third. All enjoy proximity to one another, so anything can 
be made the first, the second, or the third.  
 
 The basic idea here is so boring that it is like 
death, this kind of subjectivity, I mean it is so obvious 
that it is like death, it is a fine thing to draw 
syllogisms out of it, to ascribe rules to it, to give it thin 
neat lines in primary and secondary colors, but when 
you actually think about a life spent affirming this sort 
of stuff, it is like death. 
 
 Still, there is maybe something productive in it? 
In thinking this way? As if, once all sorts of 
proximities were established, the questions of ʻlensʼ 
and ʻvoiceʼ and other boring ways of putting a wall 



around an indefinite space—like the ideas of 
thanatos or eros, both of which respond to the 
question, “What furniture do you have?” with the 
answer, “I keep my furniture in a house”—could be 
set aside in favor of describing an object as one sort 
of variable, and an object as one sort of variable, and 
an Actual Space as an Initial Space modified by 
those two variables? 
 
 For instance, say that there are two people, 
anorexics, well-educated, well-read anorexics, 
anorexics that are incapable of really bonding over 
their shared experience of anorexia. They are both 
closeted anorexics. [This is a Major Point in 
determining the Actual Space between them.] One of 
them, her parents and some close friends know that 
she was an anorexic, and a few less people than that 
know how bad it was, and know that she spent time 
in a facility for/around it. No one except the other 
anorexic, however, knows that it is continuing to be 
bad. Even he, the other anorexic, doesnʼt know how 
bad it is, though, as the first anorexic never fully 
communicates with him, and frequently lies, and 
sometimes doesnʼt communicate whatsoever. So, to 
the first anorexic, most people have a relationship of 
total absence of information; a smaller group of 
people ʻlifted to sit on topʼ of that first group have 
dried, shrunken, cracked information, which has 
either gone bad over the course of years or was 
gotten bad from the first anorexic; a smaller group of 
people, comprising of one (1) other anorexic, ʻlifted to 
sit on topʼ of that second group, has fresh 
information, which is riddled with abscesses. 
 
 And the other anorexic, he has never had it as 
badly. [This is a Major Point in determining the Actual 
Space between them.]  



 
 Also, no one has ever known, really. People 
know that he is “weird about food,” or “has a small 
appetite,” or “gets nauseous whenever he eats,” or 
“makes a funny sort of spasming motion whenever 
he eats,” and a few people have even noticed that he 
“becomes very anxious or irritable after he eats.” But 
no one has understood exactly what sun exerted 
gravitational pull sufficient to cause each of those 
planets to come into persistent orbit. It is not even a 
secret he has had to keep. When he was growing up, 
his parents were busy divorcing, and caring for an 
epileptic/autistic son, the other anorexicʼs brother, 
and he lived in the guest house, and then alone. It is 
funny/sad/funny. 
 
 Even the first anorexic has never known, nor 
has ever given any cue that she observes the signs, 
and has in fact treated each sign as a funny sort of 
parlor trick, a reassuring constant facet in the other 
anorexicʼs personality. She is blithely unaware. [This 
is a Major Point in determining the Actual Space 
between them.] 
  
 Still, it is necessary to stress that the other 
anorexic never had it as bad as the first anorexic.  
 
 Also, that he is no longer significantly anorexic. 
Which cannot be said of the first anorexic. Not that 
he defeated it—there are things he did defeat, but 
anorexia is not one of them. It just went away, or was 
eclipsed by things which proved more adhesive to 
his particular brand of obsession. 
 
 Also, that their anorexias were different. The 
other anorexic tends to think of his anorexia as 
ʻlesser,ʼ both because it was less destructive, and 



because it is less destructive. The first anorexic 
would vomit, as a personal choice, as a 
guarantor/signal of control, as a button upon the 
body-without-organs. The other anorexic would go 
days without eating, as a personal choice, as a 
promise/symbol of control, as a means of performing 
penance to prevent incurring consequences for any 
future sin. The first anorexic is essentially an addict, 
who conceptualizes her anorexia as something which 
she is occasionally strong and balanced enough to 
avoid indulging . . . when she is not strong and 
balanced in the way that this requires, she ʻjust 
needs to take care of whatʼs on her plate right nowʼ 
before she can think about dealing with the anorexia 
thing, but resolves to tackle it ʻonce things have 
settled a bit.ʼ The idea is that she has to collect 
herself to deal with removing purging from her 
schedule, as though it is something that someone 
else has slotted in, and it would be more 
expensive/costly to cancel than it would be to just go 
through with it. This, every day.  
 
 The first anorexicʼs relationship to her anorexia 
is very complex, but can be violently simplified 
through the following facts: Her parents thought it 
was enough of a problem that it was necessary to 
send her to a center, at which center there was a 
very precise set of rhetorical values about anorexia 
vs. no anorexia, the internalization of which was 
understood to be healthy, the rejection of which was 
seen to be stubbornness, or regression, or a kind of 
possession by the forces of pseudoscience, which 
necessitated exorcism. Except that they would never 
call it exorcism, they would call it an explanation. She 
believes that she can control it, and yet still does it. 
[Educated smokers—that is, smokers that have tried 
to quit, and failed—will recognize this thought.] When 



telling a story about an overweight stranger, her 
voice takes on the inflection that a 45-year-old white 
liberalʼs does when discussing a new black coworker 
who is still in the process of being trained. She uses 
her body as a weapon against what she terms, 
generally, ʻboys,ʼ and then uses the way that ʻboysʼ 
respond to that as a weapon against herself. 
 
 The other anorexic, despite having more 
troubles with addiction in his life, generally, has no 
such relationship with his own anorexia. His 
relationship to it when he was younger, when it was 
something that was impacting his daily life and his 
health, was mute, animalistic, skittery, without 
definition or proper form. His relationship to it now is 
that of a stoic, faintly demented, overaged patriarch 
bemusedly regarding an approaching summer 
thunderstorm. Would probably frighten a tourist, but, 
in this case, the situation being what it is, just the 
incomprehensible fancy of some unknown god-child. 
It comes and goes without any discernible 
relationship to anything exterior; when it is not 
present, it is easy to forget that it was ever the case.  
 
 He has, and this is perhaps fucked-up, but 
he feels that he has a relationship to the first 
anorexicʼs anorexia that is in some ways comparable 
to the relationship that forms between one person 
and his, her loverʼs body, a private, winking sort of a 
relationship which the lover believes that he, she is a 
part of. [This is a Major Point in determining the 
Actual Space between them.] And he, she is allowed 
to believe this. Meanwhile, the one person is seeing 
parts of his, her loverʼs body that his, her lover has 
never seen, eliciting reactions that he, she has never 
seen, becoming friendly. 
 



 So the other anorexic has a relationship to 
the first anorexicʼs anorexia that is more familiar than 
he lets on, both because of his own clandestine 
anorexia and because of the nature of getting to 
know a person who has this present thing in her life, 
which affects, corrupts, corrodes the fibrous, basic 
unit-matter of her life which comes into direct contact 
with it. It is as easy to discern which parts of the 
fibrous, basic-unit matter of the first anorexicʼs life 
have been affected, corrupted, corroded, as anything 
like this can ever be. Can ever be easy. Not very. 
ʻAnything like thisʼ meaning anything involving the 
intrapsychic sway between different instantiations of 
the same person, which is actually not the same 
person but is one Actual Person only ever apparently 
possessing an Initial Person. There are lots of ways 
to fuck this up, this thing, this thing. The two really 
popular ones are to: 
 
 (A) Convince yourself that the Initial Person 
is somehow more ʻthe personʼ than any of the Actual 
People which the Initial Person actually exists as in 
the course of conversation, sex, professional duties, 
private responsibilities, basic empathy situations, and 
so on. 
 
 (B) Understand, actually, that the Actual 
People are the only people, but enact an offensive 
and gross but mostly just seductive and violent 
identity-curation in believing that some of the Actual 
People which the Initial Person instantiates as are 
accurate, are truly the people that the person is. But 
that, on the other hand, some of the Actual People 
which the Initial Person instantiates as are not 
accurate, belong to a demon or a disease, and will 
fade with time, or with unconditional love, or through 



one lover explaining the other lover to him, herself, 
over and over, forever. 
 
 Whereas the reality is that every Actual 
Person is an Actual Person, and the Initial Person is 
nothing but an idea. Which is encouraging because 
on the one hand, each thing you do is as fully 
yourself as any other thing, but on the other hand, 
this endless flexibility allows for a lot of flexibility. And 
the other anorexic understands this, but still has a 
hard time not regarding the first anorexicʼs anorexia 
as being another presence in the room. And when 
the first anorexic comes back from the bathroom with 
her eyes all wide, flushed, toothpaste on her breath, 
not really making eye contact, talking too quickly, the 
other anorexic has a hard time not feeling like he just 
lost an argument to that presence. Which he knows 
is ʻincorrect,ʼ and yet . . . and yet, a lot of things that 
seem too obviously wrong, for reasons that arenʼt 
even worth enunciating, can very quickly cease 
feeling that way, and it all of a sudden becomes very 
easy to wish that you had taken the time to write a 
few rules down on a napkin, or something. 
 
 So nonetheless this is the case. The better part 
of the scenario is comprised of elisions and calcified 
absences, but it does not matter. Actual Space is 
formed by absence as much as presence, each 
impinges upon the Initial Space or forms new cavities 
into which it floods. We are trying to apprehend the 
shape? The size? What brought us into this? One is 
changing, and one is changing, and both are 
changing. Size only ever increasing as shape 
changing. Apprehend the size, the size only ever 
changing, the shape, the shape only ever changing. 
Both the anorexics changing as guarded secrets, 
further vacuums and impingements. Sense of what 



Actual we were speaking of lost, as both changing, 
and sense out what we were speaking of, lost. All 
four changing. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



ON THE PRIMARY 
MODE OF 

COMMUNIQUE 
 
 
blister/he said blister/cyst/you know, Iʼm sort of 
drunk?/blister/man said blister/cyst/he said 
blister/man/you know, Iʼm sort of drunk?/blister/man 
said blister/cyst/you know/ash/he said blister/man 
said cyst/blister/he said Easter/oh/cyst/you know, Iʼm 
sort of drunk?/no/blister/he said cyst/he said she 
said/he said so/blister/he said blister/man, he said 
sheʼs sort of old/blister/cyst/so?/cyst/blister/you know 
she said he didnʼt know 
 
Clarice Lispector, she enters the room and looks 
around, and then she inhabits the room.  
Clarice Lispector, she enters the room and looks 
around, and she then inhabits the room. 
Alejandra Pizarnik, she says she wishes sheʼd 
worked on love. 
I have Alejandra Pizarnik, on tape, saying she read 
because she did not know what love  was. 
I have Alejandra Pizarnik and Clarice Lispector, on 
VHS, sighing and pointedly not  looking. 
I have a triangle which turns like a wheel. I have a 
triangle, its points offer no resistance. 
I have a triangle which a moron would mistake for a 
bell. 
 Do you think so?  
 Did you think so? Mm? 
 



blister/dad said blacklist/cyst/heʼs getting sort of 
old/blister/cyst/maʼam, mister/no/I mean, heʼs sort of 
old/cyst/thistle/whisper/shit/I forgot to pick her 
up/shit, I/bit and kissed her/then forgot to pick her 
up/this/satisfaction/sates/sics/I/I mean my/cyst 
compounds 
 
he was leeward from the point he showed him. he 
was standing over there after he touched his hand. 
his hand still bore the touch of when he touched him. 
there and there. he fingered him. wait, he said. he 
went as he stopped. he looked back. they were on 
the leeward side of the hill from where he had 
showed him; the wind tousled the hair of the one 
nearest to the cliff above the sea forcefully, and 
tousled the hair of the one farthest from the cliff 
above the sea playfully. each one sized the other up, 
concerning health and longevity. who was looking 
older, these days? whose face was creased with 
age, and whose with the accumulation of 
unconscious smiles? of the ugly things that had 
happened between them, who wore it as the 
necessary, if painful, experience of a life lived to the 
fullest, and who wore it as the undiscussable 
ugliness of a personality whose patterns had proven 
too rigid to avoid? if they were to have a falling out at 
precisely that moment, who would most people 
consider to have ʻwonʼ?  
 
The two happy people said whatever happens next 
will be sadder than how we feel now. In the future, he 
would only ever come to believe what he did not 
believe then—everything he believed then he would 
either continue believing or would cease to believe, 
would no longer believe in. well, the time when we 
thought this would be different is ending. you know, 
Iʼm starting to think everything starts with a time 



where I think itʼll be different? anyway, that time is 
ending. anyway, I really think this is different. oh . . . I 
think I get it. it feels hard to communicate. have you 
ever felt, just, have you ever. youʼre so, so strong. 
youʼll never understand me. youʼre so strong. when 
you say I feel like I feel like you when you say when 
you act like I feel I didnʼt used to be this way. I donʼt 
feel or think enough, I have this huge structure and it 
is empty because I am a pool. I feel like I used to 
notice new things and get thrilled, but, these days, 
new things have to be very tall in the pile. Sheʼs 
beautiful, but her face just slides right off the mind. 
 
blister, he said. well. blister, cyst, you know. heʼs 
looking down. you know, sheʼs getting sort of old. 
blister. what. he said cyst. well, I guess, if he 
  said 
  so. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



LEVEL 
 
 

1. 
 

The weather is too good — everyone I know seems 
happy — I am so busy extracting small slivers of 
metal from my kneecaps. 
 
Gold acupuncture needles, made to help with chronic 
pain, put into my knee to help with chronic pain. 
 
Their little rain-scatter occludes the x-ray machines 
such that no doctors can see the exact limits of my 
kneecaps, they gripe and slam the air. 
 
The skin below my skin fevers and creates small 
pockets, which is nonetheless a form of delimit of 
movement rather than a vacuous free to pocket. I 
stiffen, and any step becomes a stretch, where my 
material is ʻgetting larger,ʼ but said with maximum 
possible prejudice. 
 
Despite the stretch, and a perceptual gigantism, the 
size of things becomes more pitted as dehydration 
woos me, my scope is only decreasing. 
 
I am increasingly decreasingly complex. 
 
It is increasingly revealed that the maintenance of 
even solids requires energy as a lively force, what we 
call electric. 
 



Rerouting electric into call itself the call electric. 
Switchboard of control energy direction in addition to 
what is or is not a hole. 
 
The genitals flex and unflex, or better said they 
ripple. The ocean slaps like your stomach. Theyʼre 
gonna put me down about the needles. 
 
The time around this potential tragedy, as Harriett is 
leaving the city, will thicken into a kind of body:  
 
The, (A), surface of a thing which we describe as a 
whole out of a petulant insistence that times can be 
later understood as a time, and, (B), the material that 
was ʻthe point,ʼ gone all septic from birth, as youʼll 
have it. Iʼm talking about the meat between the 
matter, each matter, each big-city filtration system. 
 
When Iʼm put down, and Harriett leaves the city, all 
my selfish organs as they are get corralled into the 
furtherance of a person that does not exist. (“The 
time.”) It is actually only the environment in which the 
organs are suspended, which happens to be born 
and sustained by their rote filtration. 
 
So once far enough ahead that the talk becomes 
backwards, all their fancy filtration systems are seen 
to run only forward in the winding time of depletion, 
priming, satiation.  
 
It was rote filtration, blind, and the body that was ʻthe 
time in which Harriett was leavingʼ was the real 
human of it, which had a lot to learn and is 
increasingly matured. 
 
Except winding time didnʼt take.  
 



Firstly because I sing great rhythm and never eat, the 
satiation sits gross, I deplete and trickle out which 
expands the definition of food.  
 
Firstly again because the sight of what objects were 
exiting the other end went far to debunk the fancy 
filtration system hypothesis.  
 
Firstly second-to-last because the fevers of the slim 
golden needles near my kneecap small pocket out an 
abscess fills with fluid, treated in the body as an 
organ insofar as is suspended, yet not, not filtering, 
only intake and swell, its output greater size and 
redness, linearly.  
 
Firstly last because their little rain-scatter occludes x-
ray machines in their oughta function, making it total 
that who knows. 
 

2. 
 

* —she plucked me. Iʼd had an awful dream, a 
perfect medley compilation of everything Iʼd been 
trying to avoid for the month or two before . . . I woke 
up confused, having to piece out what I had or had 
not found on Facebook, had apparently gone looking 
for, whether there had been a splinter Instagram 
account with dozens of extremely recent pictures I 
had never seen, who had called or texted. The actual 
answer was no, no, no, no, nothing, nothing, nothing, 
nothing. These vacuums self-eliminated when I 
identified them as anything, leaving not even 
vacuum-shell, but leaving a formula that could 
reproduce their dimensions as accurate, misleading 
numbers. Like bragging I keep below the sleeve is 
also spherical, but bullet grey, a dense piece of 
legislative architecture. The women who had invited 



me to go to bed with them when I was wandering 
with my eyes fixed fifteen degrees above any human 
head were also kept on my person, my back, bauble-
facts composed of that they wanted to fuck, and 
when the lead grey of my modesty ceases being 
strength-training and becomes, quickly, danger draw, 
I pierce a bauble-fuck with a boba tea straw and 
draw out the contents through chest expansion. Each 
is surprisingly refreshing, process-sweet and 
overcarbonated, and the bubbles move up out of the 
liquid toward the ceiling, which is, here, my desire to 
boba-fuck another little sac. But if I drink them all 
then I return to undesired, which isolates, pauses, 
and haunts me. Then Iʼve got nothing to do against 
the langoliers, I can always try— * —feel thatʼs your 
hand there, like a windowed bird which broken shape 
is slept below the ataxic badland of my shoulder-
blade— * —in the back of the Volvo, the back goes 
down. The winding I swore against has here bled 
through, what I thought was lower bounds was upper 
limit. By which I mean once ʻwindʼ fell away I thought 
thereʼd be a capital linear, the sort of honest-to-
goodness progressivism which— * —an ocean liner 
through what Iʼd rather forgot. No regrets nor 
remonstrance, only constantly a tick below the 
pleasant— * 
 

3. 
 
Sharp intake, sharp sadness. A sound of grating hum 
indicates the scan is ongoing. 
 
Once done they stand me up outside the machine. 
The diagnosis: Needles non-removable, except for 
when the suspension fluid which is my body forces 
false organs to pop and then drives them out as 
silica. 



 
Additional diagnostic is he calls me an artfuck, and I 
say no Iʼm actually much more of a sappy kinda 
words dude. I mean I get much more excited about 
the activity of theory-words on a page than their 
actual,,,,,, 
 
His sybaritic partner is operating pillowed lips over 
his shoulder, and I donʼt like making eye contact with 
either of them. I excuse them and slide into my coat 
where I am a cyclist once again. My legs are 
propped against a cardboard box for years, each 
needle emerging in a terrible approximation of red. 
Once what I think are enough are out, I resume my 
life as I think I remembered it being. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



TERMS MOST 
USEFUL IN 

DESCRIBING A 
FEELING THAT 
RISES FROM 

BENEATH AND 
DEMANDS 

MOVEMENT 
 
 
 Through an extreme consideration of value-
oriented living, The Artist extends the ubiquitous flow 
of lived space endlessly, without disruption or 
rupture. The Artist, through the relentless 
subj(ection/ugation) of pre-spectacularized ʻnovel 
experienceʼ to established frameworks formed by the 
precise overloading of Oedipal anti-instinct, and the 
surgical depletion of good-faith schizoid possibility, 
extends the ubiquitous flow of lived space endlessly, 
without disruption or rupture. The Artist, from the 
domestic neo-panopticon of his mattress pad, which 
has been Oedipally overloaded to create a space of 
perfect consideration and ruminative thought, thereby 
ʻblowing outʼ the good-faith possibility of some 



necessary critical threshold being met, which 
threshold being met would produce ʻproductive 
action,ʼ as it is defined by internalized guilt over The 
Artistʼs willing inculcation into the role of flow-
receptable, flow-refiner, and flow-producer, considers 
everything but ʻdoesʼ nothing. Through this 
inculcation, The Artist extends the ubiquitous flow of 
lived space endlessly, without disruption or rupture. 
The Artist thereby avoids radical 
recontextualizations, dramatic reappropriations, or 
explosive forays into anything. 
 
 When youʼre pushing up against me and I feel 
tight in my chest like I am going too fast and I will 
never die. On the airplane there is the sound of you 
coughing, fidgeting, adjusting, burping, shushing, 
humming, scraping, opening, closing, touching, 
brushing, pardoning, clearing, settling, impressing, 
pressing, retreating, sidling, sliding, zipping, sucking, 
lips parting to be being starting speaking. The sound 
creates a solid blockade of the perfectly usual, which 
laps and overlaps like anything that grows to coat, 
and over that grows, and over that grows, until I canʼt 
turn away from sidling but for to run into humming, or 
humming into scraping, and scraping to pressing or 
back to sidling, and so on.  
 
 The phone buzzes and thatʼs them. The private 
message from his lover is them, too. It isnʼt always 
that way, not with his lover—nor with his father—nor 
with his ex with whom he has since become 
extremely close—nor with his similarly-gendered 
friends with whom he has spent an inconceivable 
amount of time, much of it in a very chill lovespace 
without thinking or doing much, hungover in one 
sense or another. Sometimes when they talk to him 
he has a sense of that person talking to him, That 



Person is Talking To Me, and when this happens he 
wonders if? it isnʼt possible? that this is maybe? 
other peopleʼs general experience? generally? but 
then he thinks that what heʼs asking is a question 
about them. And sometimes when any of these 
single-named individuals get in touch with him, itʼs 
just them, theyʼre just being another extension of 
them. And it just feels like, God, you know, if even 
the only people that arenʼt them canʼt avoid being 
never them, then whatʼs the use of even making a 
distinction? He means, if everyone else is at least 
them sometimes, if not most of the time, if not all of 
the time, then the ʻthemʼ is much more of an ʻusʼ of 
which he feels that he is not a member. Even if the 
members of that ʻusʼ regularly insist that he is. He 
knows-feels that he is not. So he has to keep 
believing that thereʼs someone else out there that is 
never them, someone heʼll meet—but, God, wouldnʼt 
that be lonely? Stuck with that one other person, the 
smallest us possible in contrapunto to the largest us 
possible? To say nothing of the fact that each of 
them would constantly be monitoring the other for 
any sign of ever appearing them? And, if weʼre being 
totally honest, he doesnʼt even feel that confident 
about how scrupulously heʼs monitoring his own 
continuing feeling them as them, because there have 
been some sunny days where a moment parts and 
he feels very much a member of the us? And those 
moments feel exquisitely nice as nothing ever does, 
and why canʼt he feel that way all the time, so long 
as itʼs ever going to be true, which it consistently 
proving to be is? 
 
 It goes run run run run run run and I go run with 
it, too. All the new films show young women with their 
hair done up, and their hands going shaky, and their 
eyes go back and forth between two separate things. 



I leave the movie knowing the movie, but I walked 
into the movie knowing the movie. I knew I knew it, I 
reassure myself. I knew I know, and still do. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



INSTANTIATION 2 
(MINI > MACRO) 

 
 

Ralph was a man. 
 
His son, Paul, was a man who worked in a foundry. 
He lived in the Rust Belt. 
 
Jessica was a woman. She lived with Paul, and they 
were married. 
 
Gilbert was a clerk who lived in their guest house. 
 
Rebecca was a woman, but it took her a long time to 
realize it, because she was born with the genitalia of 
a man, and she was a lesbian, which she thought, 
attempting to find out what subscribable identity felt 
most accurate to her indistinct but nonetheless firmly 
dissatisfying psychic state, meant that she was a 
man. Her upbringing did not immediately provide her 
with the tools or the vocabulary to state, to herself, 
what she wanted. And yet when she was able to 
state that to herself, it felt less like a ʻlearningʼ—that 
is, the acquisition of a new tool—than it did like an 
ʻunlearning.ʼ Or, it felt like she had gained the ability 
to put something down, which she had been holding 
for a very long time. The rhythm of the cliché that that 
thought almost was tugged at her [Rebecca] to finish 
the thought with something like, “...something which 
she had been holding the entirety of her life,” but that 
wasnʼt accurate. What was more accurate was, 
“...something which she had somehow managed to 
pick up when she was 12 or 13, at a time when she 



felt like she was putting dozens of things down.” Not 
that this directly follows, but that her unhappiness, for 
a long time, came from inferring what the possible 
options for herself were from the lives-lived she read 
in others, as though they, themselves, had been 
presented with an explicit roster of possible lives-
lived, from which each had made his or her selection. 
Rebecca was on a plane to Barcelona, where she 
would stay in a room she had rented through Airbnb, 
located in the Barri Gòtic. 
 
Julia was a woman, but is now a man. That is, she 
was born with the genitalia of a woman, and spent 
the better part of her life as a straight woman, 
thinking of herself as a straight woman, being 
assumed to be being a straight woman, and happily 
a straight woman. Then a number of things changed, 
many of them entirely external to her, and she felt a 
reorientation occur. She was unhappily, catatonically 
unhappy, for about a week and a half, and then 
described herself as a man, and had been happy 
since. She was on a plane to Barcelona, too. She 
was sitting three rows behind Rebecca, although the 
two have never known each other. Nor will they ever. 
Julia was going to stay near the Sagrada Familiar, in 
a room she had rented through Airbnb. 
 
Gilbert was a clerk who lived in the guest house of a 
nice couple that he didnʼt know that well. He had met 
them through Craigslist. Each day he went off to an 
office, where he sat at a long counter with the other 
clerks . . . the counter was made of the sort of wood 
that is typically used to make lecterns. It was very 
easy to get splinters from the counter. Gilbert spent 
all days manipulating numbers, dozens of numbers, 
so as to work out the statuses of the various 
accounts that comprised his duty, committing various 



acts of legerdemain such that the numbers, dozens 
of them, could be, and were, resolved, in the dozens 
of different ways that they had to be resolved. The 
primary ways were as follows: Two numbers had to 
be proven to zero one another out when one was 
subtracted from the next, or the next from the one; 
three numbers had to add up to a hundred, perfectly, 
when all three were added together, or when the 
latter two were subtracted from the first; one number 
had to absorb other numbers until it became large 
enough that other numbers could be subtracted from 
it without it reaching zero. Gilbert had some kind of a 
problem that interfered with his ability to understand 
how people talk, not that it made him incapable of 
understanding how people talked, rather that it made 
him understand how people talked through the way 
of how numbers talked. During the day, Gilbert did 
number stuff and avoided getting splinters, and 
during the night, he pulled the blinds so that Paul and 
Jessica couldnʼt see in to his apartment. He imagined 
that they spent every night trying to see into his 
apartment; he hadnʼt asked himself the question of 
whether he ʻactuallyʼ believed that they were doing 
so in quite a while. 
 
Paul lost his left hand at the foundry. 
 
Apparently unrelatedly, a couple days later, Paul was 
promoted to manage the foundry. 
 
Jessicaʼs mother called and said that she was sorry 
for being so abusive when Jessica was growing up. 
She had done this three times before. It made 
Jessica extremely angry, but she tried to engage with 
her mother about it. After a few minutes, her mother 
said that she was sorry, that she had to run because 
she was about to board a plane to Moscow. 



 
Jessicaʼs mother sent a letter from Moscow 
apologizing for being so abusive and self-centered 
when Jessica was growing up. There was no return 
address on the envelope. Jessica wrote a letter 
asking her mother not to send any more letters, and 
put it in an envelope, and interrupted the mailman on 
his daily route. She showed the mailman the 
envelope that her mother had sent her and said she 
wanted to send her own letter to where the first came 
from. The mailman shook his head and said he did 
not understand. 
 
Gilbert rotates away to clutch at the stem of a martini 
glass. The inside of his first-floor window is well-
fogged along the veins and particles of old oil, from 
brush-swipes and the pads of fingertips. And wolf-
meat, oddly enough, that goddamn Gilbertʼs 
tendency to drag wolf-meat across glass. Itʼs the 
right sort of eccentricity for Jessica and Paul, it 
loosens them up in conversation with the butcher 
himself, because they know that whatever apparent 
judgment some accidental forehead wrinkle might 
presage, heʼs still just a wolf-meat-loving boy. The 
fog had covered the window before Gilbert had ever 
moved in, and he worries that someone might take 
the wrong impression from that opacity, or from the 
eddies of rainbow oil it indicates upon the interior of 
the glass. 
 
Paul appreciated the salary hike resulting from his 
new position, but found himself incapable of wielding 
sufficient power with his right hand alone. His 
supervisors—most of whom were based in Tel 
Aviv—noticed that things were not up to snuff. He 
was too embarrassed to tell them about his one-
handedness, and each time they visited he wore a 



very lifelike prosthetic. If he had just told them, things 
might have been better . . . instead, they assumed 
that the increasing unruliness of his inferiors at the 
foundry was the result of some essential personality 
misalignment, some weakness on Paulʼs part. 
Therefore, they did not send reinforcements. Paul 
became increasingly panicked. This spread into 
other, purportedly discrete spheres of his life. 
 
Paul returned home and Jessica was gone. 
 
At work, there was a strike. Scabs were struck down 
at the front gate. From his enormous, latticed, floor-
to-ceiling window, Paul thought he saw Jessica 
among the strikers. He pressed his nose to the 
window. “Jessica?” he yelled. His panic was affecting 
his ability to understand what was feasible, what was 
credible, what people did. He felt as though he had to 
tailor himself to a public reality which he did not firmly 
understand, except with a negative sign before the 
word “tailor,” and all the self-possession that implied. 
“Jessica?” he yelled through the clear glass of the 
window. The glass was so clear, and so thick, and it 
did not communicate sound. 
 
Jessica thought about how she was going to portray 
the following things to Paul: first, her issues with her 
mother; second, her response to her issues with her 
mother; third, her decision to disappear from her and 
Paulʼs mutual home with no warning. Then she 
realized that she didnʼt have to. She could simply not. 
She owed no one no explanation never. E silencio. 
 
Paul disappeared in the direction of. But from whom? 
And to what? Who would be distraught? 
 



The strikers were unmoored to find that they were 
essentially striking against nothing, now that the big 
office with the floor-to-ceiling latticed window was 
unoccupied. The most qualified of them occupied the 
office. All the sex had been drained from everything.  
They watched television and wondered if it was nice 
there, where the show had been filmed. 
 
Gilbert came home and realized that the main house 
had been dark for months, months. He occupied it. 
He was, as they say, “moving up the ladder.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



VANILLA 
EXTRAPOLATION 

 
 
 Sure, boink. Tamas dares me to be the fall-guy 
for some Genovese duchy. If I let me do that, Iʼm 
almost immediately done up in the most ridiculous 
clothing . . . maroons, purples. Uncle wonʼt let me 
fuck, my collarʼs a prop for the framing of parts of my 
body as hapless mood-indicators where the flesh is 
the ongoing moment just before the punchline, which 
reveals things about different ideas God has had for 
exerting gender diaspora, and the immediate family 
sets me up in the parlor with a hair-conditioned 
comfort dog bred toward bad hips. I stroke him, do 
his ribbon, flex his little paws. When uncle shows me 
off to houseguests, he remarks on the quality of the 
stitching upon my epaulets before saying anything 
about my high marks in history, arithmetic, and 
alchemy. 
 
 I age rapidly, but my wardrobe is tailored to 
match. My hands are softened from years of petting 
so many comfort dogs, from selecting comfort dogs, 
from judging comfort dogs, from training comfort 
dogs, from pressing my hands against the glass 
barrier between two rooms as I watch the doctor put 
my comfort dog down . . . an ex-lover performs a 
spell which wrenches me apart at the plexus. I 
stagger, my uncle—by now an old man with some 
kind of degenerative disease—attempts to catch me, 
is incapable of doing so, we land heavily, together, I 
atop him, he crushed, I the victor. 
 



 The prize money allows me to afford the most 
costly surgeries . . . not only do I hire a carpenter to 
use four wooden pegs to seal my plexus back 
together, but three burly men ʻrevolve my wheelʼ with 
their clumsy fingers. It takes them a while to get it 
going, but once itʼs done Iʼm spun back to the 
Genovese, before I accepted anything. Now Iʼm 
small, pink, chubby, my fingers are once more 
potentially calloused instead of long and arachnid. I 
steal away from Tamas before he can dare me to be 
the fall-guy for the duchy, am adopted by the 
carpenter who pegged my ribs together and the burly 
men who revolved my wheel. Over the passing 
years, they teach me the art of wheel-revolution and 
wood-shaping. By the time Iʼm grown Iʼm a Senior 
Druid, and the comfort dogs are just a distant 
memory. Iʼve narrowly avoided a life of privilege and 
studied responses to various configurations of 
portraits hung on walls in homes, and all because my 
uncle was willing to sacrifice himself under my fall. 
For that, I am almost willing to forgive that he never 
let me fuck. 
 
 Which reminds me! My ex-lover! I had nearly 
forgotten! Now that Iʼm young and druidic, I can track 
her down again. Before my wheel had been revolved, 
sheʼd had a tattoo that read, “Life is disease, to 
which I offer the cure,” but post-revolution her 
shoulderblade says, “Close ranks against 
impression.” Still as self-important as ever, but 
thereʼs something seductive about that in this world 
of half-measures. We catch up over coffee, talk 
about before, after, and during, laugh at things we 
felt we couldnʼt say before, and have coffee again 
thirty, thirty-five times before I propose. Sheʼs 
impressed with my druidism; I love her for her 
murgydroid. The carpenter and burly-men also 



acknowledge her existence. Once everything has 
been decided, the remainder of my life is executed. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



INSTANTIATION 3 
(DOLLIES) 

 
 There are two figures sprinting, one after the 
other, through a forest comprised mostly of conifer 
trees. There are three places for our regard of them 
to be rooted. The first is in the runner in front, named 
"Youngland.”  
 If the regard is rooted in Youngland's eyes, it's 
hard to tell if he is being chased or not. He is 
breathing heavily and thundering straight through 
brush and scrub. He slides around a trees, is 
launched off of a short cliff he hadn't seen, too 
focused on the tree, lands hard, the fingers of one 
hand brushing the ground, but there's no time, he's 
back up again and is sprinting, off-balance, his upper 
body too far ahead of his waist, but somehow he 
manages to get back over himself without going 
down again and he is plowing forward again. His 
occasional glances backward confirm that the 
second figure is chasing him, but don't indicate 
whether he hopes that she still is or fears that she 
still is. The blurry impressions we get of her face only 
indicate, momentarily, an expressionless fixation, 
face set in grim resolve, indicating magnitude of 
desire, but not type, the absolute value of her 
commitment as indicated by her maintained pursuit 
as by the unfamiliar way in which she has set her 
unfamiliar features, if we are being honest. And we 
are. 
 The setting is reminding me a lot of the Rocky 
Mountains. I was back there a little less than two 
months ago. A week before I showed up, a firefighter 
stationed up in the mountains got a call to check out 



some smoke about ten miles away from where he 
was. He hopped on his ATV and disappeared. About 
six or eight hours later, they sent dozens of other 
rangers, patrollers, etc., on foot and on ATVs, to find 
him. Two helicopters, too. It took them a week to find 
him. He was dead, near the ATV. Although, the 
terrain that Youngland is furiously consuming is a 
little different than that of the Rocky Mountains. The 
ground is flatter, the conifer trees are more like the 
tall, serene conifer trees of northern California than 
like the short, frustrated pines of the lower Rocky 
Mountains. Both environments are similarly littered 
with brown, fallen pine needles, though. The pine 
needles do something to the chase, tonally, which is 
markedly different than what late-fall Northeastern 
leaves would do. 
 There's a similar story from around June of 
either this year or last year. It takes place in the 
brutal nothing of southern New Mexico, where 
everyone is very poor. An old couple was living alone 
together in a house, way out away from anyone, 
which sounds dramatic or impressive but means 
something totally different once you're out there. The 
wife was demented; the husband took care of her. 
One day, their adult son came to visit, and found his 
father a few days dead on the couch. His father's car 
was missing, as was his mother. He called the 
police, and a countywide search began. A few days 
later, they found her in a ditch off one of the 
innumerable roads down there, dead behind the 
wheel of her husband's car. 
 Remaining behind Youngland's eyes produces 
a tension, which results from ignorance. There is 
information here as to what is going on and it is 
being withheld. It is also frustrating. Being thrust 
straight into things and left to flail for context seems 
like a coy gesture, as though whoever put our 



attention here, in the lead, would only do so out of a 
fear that we would not be interested if we had all the 
information. It becomes suspicious, as though he is 
drawing the available information out across a 
greater distance of time to obfuscate what is actually 
at stake.  
 So when we hate things, we eject them.  
 Shift to Roserly, spooling up the back end. Still 
hard breathing, territory covered at the same rate, 
although the style is a little different; she doesn't plow 
straight through whatever fauna winds up in her way. 
She vaults it. It is usually still shaking from 
Youngland. We see his face when he glances back 
to check if/that Roserly is still following him, although 
the sight is too brief and too hectic for us to discern 
what his expression is. Roserly's hard breathing is 
unemotive, wholly functional. One could hunt for 
clues to form an impression of whether Roserly is 
chasing Youngland, or whether they are both fleeing. 
An impression, but not a certainty. It's difficult to trust 
the impression, as we are accustomed to being 
purposefully misled by whomever. 
 Youngland and Roserly are keeping pace with 
one another, that much is clear. Whether 
purposefully or not, the distance between them has 
been constant over the course the descriptions of 
their actions and the different places our regard 
might be rooted (however long that has been). Does 
this mean that one is matching his or her speed to 
the other's, viz. that Youngland is moving slower than 
he could be so that he doesn't lose Roserly? Or that 
Roserly is moving slower than she could be so that 
she doesn't pass Youngland? It is also possible that 
they naturally share the same maximum speed, as 
many predator-prey pairs do. In which case the 
chase will be decided not by one individual gradually 
overcoming the other, but rather as a result of some 



error–a misplaced foot, a poorly-judged gap. If it is a 
chase. If it is not a chase, who can say. If Roserly 
falters, and Youngland continues, she was chasing 
him, or he could have saved her and he is selfish, or 
he could not have saved her and he is rational. If 
Youngland falters, and Roserly helps him up, she 
was saving him, or she was chasing him and does 
not want the game to be up yet. All the speculation 
thus far, of course, has revolved around the idea that 
at least Youngland is afraid, and that Roserly is 
either also afraid or is causing Youngland's fear. It is 
possible that no one is afraid, that they are simply 
going. Although, the way in which that possibility is 
laughable forces us back onto the shore of our own 
incomprehension. 
 Nonetheless, being rooted in Roserly does 
make the scene a little more enjoyable. Seeing 
Youngland scrambling endears him to us. All the 
moreso in comparison to the breathing, crashing 
absence of a body he was when we chose him as a 
camera. Roserly is less frightening as a housing than 
as a pursuer, which is to her favor, too, at least 
insofar as our liking her is concerned. Still, there is 
something about the faultless grace with which she 
rolls of off small embankments, never loses her 
footing, slides around trees, that is a little 
discomforting. Years of these sorts of characters in 
other environments have shown us that the talented, 
the effective, the efficient, are to be mistrusted. They 
are not sufficiently in touch with their emotions, and 
have a fascistic, too-comfortable relationship with the 
reality of executing a task. And whatever guilty 
pleasure these warrior-acrobats offer us, the endless 
Untermenschlichkeit, is dissolved by the fact that 
Roserly has been reduced to an occasional limb, a 
sourceless cacophony of exertion in the face of each 
new obstacle. There is insufficient change for the 



frisson of human endeavor to really keep us 
entranced. The mind wanders. 
 And the third point of regard is at a Bressonian 
middle-distance, I'm thinking of the nighttime 
stumbling in Mouchette, the camera watching with 
mute, considered interest, following action from one 
side to another. Shades of the Wes Anderson 
physical comedy, a single static shot and full-bodied 
characters traversing the screen geometrically, but 
here the camera follows their approach, tracks their 
exit, then jumps further down the line. Here they 
come, Youngland and Roserly. There they go, 
Youngland and Roserly. The sprint, the chase, 
whatever it is, the whole affair looks a little pathetic 
from here. And, now free of the breath of the 
sprinters, which we realize was clogging up our 
thoughts, we hadn't noticed the impact it had until it 
was gone, we can finally think clearly. More 
importantly, we can see behind them as they 
approach, watch their back as they elope, see what 
we might have suspected: There is nothing chasing 
them. Although Roserly may be chasing Youngland. 
Why not? Once again, we watch them approach. 
Once again, we watch them recede. This time, our 
regard does not jump. It just rolls away back down 
the slope. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



RULES IʼVE 
DECIDED ON 

 
 
a monstrous creaking, with the roots 
of each cement foundation pulled 
 toward the shoreline. My bushido 
 
reveals as small cracks in the air 
 paralyzed against urge 
 
discolored, calcified 
 as skin-horns upon the palm, 
pressed into a mess of loam and pine needles.  
 
 Gehenna hush— 
I have ʻawkward grief ritualsʼ the same. 
 
my creating the shape of nothing felt 
becomes a codified arraignment of half-actions 
 
tabulated, better-preserved in the texture of my 
stream than any list of sins.  That stream, too, 
 
holds amber cracks, static in the flow. 
They paper over— 
 basalt and limestone— 
 
an obscene morality of non-participation. 
Collecting air, hoarding 
 air against a home economy. 
 
 
 



INSTANTIATION 4 
(PARTY 

MEMBERS) 
 
 The zero-point is arc and architecture, 
who lay the land and who surveyed, 
 who opened with a counter-gesture, and who 
mortared the bait. The more attractive partner 
 made a scarecrow of how gossip painted 
her pathology, yang woady bride  
 recognized the gesture, the asked 
torquing of response, the ashed 
 option of acknowledgement. One turned 
ʻradical empathyʼ response into letʼs-jets at dinner 
 parties, like shattering narrative convention 
was reagent to unprocess affair. The other 

recognized 
 neo-liberalism and begged a little more, 
but was still adolescent-enamored with 
 venom and a cannonball. Like when I sip. 
Or when Tommi tilts his head down  
 after heʼs apprehended some self reality 

elapse.  
As Zoe used to call me, to calm her 
 to describe objects in my environment  
and where I am – a room I made 
 but which she asked me into as  
a seduction technique. Wherein the cue of  
 “from whom to whom” is yes. 
 
This as a way to get to that. 
 



Back in I think October  
 a movie critic died, and for  
the last couple decades  
 I guess his opinions  
had gone a little far afield, 
 outer verse. But I heard a theory, then, sez  
YOU try 
 two movies a day 
every day 
 for years your 
idea of a good movie is gonna 
 come out the wash a  
somewhat fucked a, similar 
 thinks re thoughts, thinks re 
books and pleasure, whatʼs the worth, 
 all that industrial- 
grade elegance. Iʼm yang woady bride, a 
 Warby Parker witch of flyover country 
except my FAA continuity is anew, 
a sort of buttoning 
  between how heartstop whimpers down 
for my thoughts 
 concerning my concerns 
vis-a-vis one of my people 
 and how a question opens up 
with a head-tilt sort of 
 tender in, one of my people. The ligatures are 

dropping out between them, 
Tom and Ren still wrestle at the neck 
and Wendyʼs got an intimacy with both Mar and 

Michael, 
and Milo with Harriett, 
and Harriett with Render, 
 but those few just highlight what is 
 getting better known, that the linkʼs 
 now wifi,  
what Lucy called 



 the “human capacity to make patterns out of 
anything” 

when Hannah or someone remarked the one wall 
was all wall, 

 the other wall all window, and everyone 
 hurtstamp in response to  
what Lucy said. Hurtstamp as regards 
the implicit wallpaper being that 
the pattern was just a human capacity in the face of 
whatʼs not-so-secretly no- 
 thing. As though its being no-thing diminished 

their lumping. 
  
thus the Markson songʼve  
 wherefore all my time spent studying, 
away from all the strangers who mightʼve 
Like my shit on website,  
 Markson songʼve 
paled out a bit with age, or become a much more tidy 

question. 
 
 Instead that shameless buttoning, the same 

mechanic 
as would make buttoning itself a nexus in this 

language 
 itself footless. Itʼs a pivot-gesture, whaunk  
hiccup is the tender pathos-scoop inverse the 

patella, where the denim  
 bunches, but only against my hand when 
itch arise. As callous forms on thumb from idle rub  
 against the fang I have.  
I modulate my latter-day hardnesses against some I 

was born with.  
 Like the tools I have  
the buttoning are themselves the refinements, 

sharpening, unfolding, 



 what you might call capsule-schizoids, which 
predate the program.  
At dinner parties we tie the knots or greasy wheel to 

smile,  
 infer tooth-show ensure we end up in  
aflame one day, my name gives it legitimacy as itʼs 

widely-known I was  
 firmly man-en-scene.  
Dinner parties and readings, my tag a fancy facial,  
 my Facebook background sparkles since  
I informed the IPO of my protagonism. Since I  
 followed suiting spay this clubbing, class 
disparity  
a halter-top between two snuggle terms,  
 avoiding all of Queens and Kings  
in favor of the Hudson,  
 where the heartstop is a thin-air clarion cold  
and weʼre huddled on the porch at Putnamʼs. 
itʼs the last time Iʼll feel a certain way, 
  as the feeling part became broken, and would 
burst just a few days afterward 
 
Dana. Last week a girl on okc messaged me a bit of 
your poem, “A Kentucky of Mothers,” with my okc 
screenname subbed in for “Geoff.” Except she 
subbed “Allen” out for “Dana,” which I mistook as first 
for your own instance of your name, thereby 
repainting my initial reading, not retroactively, but at 
the time I had read it, initially, and also repainting her 
reconstituted poem of me as poem of us, an us of 
you and I. So that what started as taste reveal & 
sympathy confirm, the unasked-for message of an 
author I had heartstamped a bit myself, plus some 
romance fantasy in which I not only reconfirmed her 
blindfold seduction but could immediately self-
diasporize to poetic terms, turned into speculative 
fanfiction, where her strategy to prove partner 



protagonism was to guess at my possessing some 
internal monologue, parallel to the thoughtful train of 
your poem, which makes of me a thing made by you 
and thus more-or-less contiguous with nouns and 
verbs. Which, no offense, is not the case. I mean I 
love your writing, but I donʼt want that. I like reading 
and not being a part of, the tangy little whiz of seeing 
my own name-in-scene has pretty well plumbed out 
by now. Which is maybe the same as how I feel 
about the girl on okc messaging me a bit of your 
poem, “A Kentucky of Mothers,” with all the bits 
subbed out. Like how perfectly sweet and actually 
romantic, maybe the most that way okc message Iʼve 
yet received, and simultaneously totally sloppy, 
seams still showing and all, but thatʼs part of the 
appeal. Anyway, I havenʼt messaged her back, and I 
donʼt think I will, for a number of reasons, among 
them that I would be waiting for her to tell me that 
she had googled you and taken the first section in 
which a name-substitution might bear the implication 
of romantic intent. But I thought all of this might 
please you to know so. 
 
Thisʼll really pop off upon RapGenius  
once my narrative is more well-established and 
itʼs clear when I am or am not talking about Zoe,  
when the record shows what is an event, 
when I went to the Whitney with Nick and Cora in a 

few hours 
where thing clearly happened. Iʼve inflated every 
thing enough that I can slot it in later 
later, no matter how small it turns out to be, and this 

is the better secret of that 
“a sort of buttoning” for me, 
yang woady bride, 
how thoughts pin my friends as clusters even when 

they never get alone together.  



Itʼs just that the thoughts used to pin are unconstant,  
 I mean —  
I was planning on writing that RapGenius bit before I 

wrote it,  
but on my way to where Iʼd sit to write it  
Ezra texted me,  
and that inflated an air-pocket, and one of the things I 

was going to say is gone, now. Like a lot of the 
stuff that I know I have to remember to express 
to Zoe also disappears, it doesnʼt even pop, just 
slides into transparency. As she goes. 

 And on RapGenius, too, Iʼll defuse to those clan 
who knows, and exonerate myself of my inaction. 
 
And this is that, the void-terms on terms avoiding 
anything that might fill up the absence up with false 
material, like cork, or sponge, a nameless heartstop, 
absent, as of the cold thrill before disaster forgotten, 
and then nothing once again. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



ON THE 
INVISIBLE LINES 

WE HAVE 
INSCRIBED OVER 

THE WORLD 
 
The mimics, too, are a source of plague, which pallid 
little scurries of symptoms and panics race outward 
from barest contact between within and any surface. 
Their fingerpad and the brick of a building, their 
tongue and the outside of a can of Tecate. This is 
death sentence, here, they carve eldritch lines into 
their suppurating gums and imitate one another 
carving lines into their gums. When they breathe, 
now, they breathe out void. From the carves stream 
further air. 
 
The mimics collect in basements and backchannels 
where they AMA about gumcarving. In basements, 
erect altars to Mammon; in attics, dribs and drabs of 
clay, afforded with the remainder of each paycheck, 
are forming a golem which emulates a simurgh in 
shape. Between the two they crush their wineglasses 
together and share information about people with 
whom they are all acquainted, the mimics heating oil 
in a pan.  
 
They dart between impressions fast and perfectly 
and too quickly. This proves talent but unmoors them 



in the plane of call-and-response conversation so 
they seem unhinged, like acolytes that gouged their 
eyes out for seeing or for hoping to be seeing, thick 
robes, heavy crowns, revolving around day-glo 
mash-ups on the fourth floor of the 2014 Whitney 
Biennial. 
 
The mimics are collectivizing, they do this incredible 
impression of a uniform substance. It is tarred and 
glossy, it captures the convex arcs of a face—
cheekbones, chin, exposed forehead—but 
diminishes the concavities—sockets, dimples—to 
black pits, absences without texture or contour. Each 
mimic is doing an incredible impression of a person 
who has really accepted that America is too 
decentralized to cogently function as a cohesive 
body capable of meaningful and effective revolution. 
The mimics are coming together to mollify one 
another with their children, their pregnancies, and 
their turbulent (but resilient) romantic relationships. 
The mimicsʼ bones are thickening, their nails gnarling 
over into claws. The mimics are brittle, they do not 
mind smiling widely even though this reveals a yellow 
film upon the tooth. 
 
The mimics stored shivs, estocs, balisongs, stilettos, 
and kukris upon their persons for so long that their 
skins have formed a series of coverlets. They are 
doing impressions, now, of slender blades, almost 
without thinking. Around the hilt a leather cord 
provides the necessary traction. The mimics are 
reading words in the old books which they use to 
encode their personality in a willful recombination of 
centuries-old cacography, the incidental recording of 
a thoughtless moment becoming the basis for an 
entire intrapsychic terrain, the ducks and divets of 
ability and inability. The mimics are discovering the 



edge of a pommel in the center of a mole, 
remembering their slender blades, and getting to the 
business of carving out. Although with what shall 
they carve, dear Liza? They cut into the substance, 
and breathe out empty. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



INSTANTIATION 5 
(TERMING) 

 
 
 The outlets are forthcoming  
with their reviews.  To kill the time  
I make nice things, no you may not  
see them. Theyʼre all knobbed any- 
way. Iʼm being broken, the process  
will output me nicer. in two more 
years say common knowledge. You 
used to write so beautiful, demand! I  
loved the ways you pictured clouds  
to me. I never thought of trees the  
same. Could I have known love was 
really like that? New thoughts and  
old thoughts revolve the windscreen.  
I call these thoughts new thoughts,  
the thoughts I said revolve. 
 If I smile itʼs because my ruff  
is finally a plague-snake which is re- 
volving down around my leg, itʼs not  
at what you said. At Agape on Sunday  
the priest said as for you, Iʼm take it  
or leave, and Iʼm the same. Iʼve got an  
air. Air which expands out of my mouth  
to meet the screen its energy-absorption  
blue suits my face and collates my full 
expressive range in what absence com- 
prises the pyramid between the warming 
boundary of my harlequin regard and  
a more containing blue.  
 Iʼve not much time before the  
reviews come in, same mechanic as  



rush before caffeine exhaust, or plastic  
bag of blues and whites which Mari  
gave me becoming lighter in deloafing.  
Chemical disarray sets any Whole Foods  
set to shuddering, the outermost particles 
scrape horrid iron-filing ecstasy out from  
underneath portcullis, like city rats  
squirrel their way into the undersides  
of trucks, disperse among the tall grass,  
and create pockets in the undersides of 
sheep and such which yield spring- 
sensation on the grasstips. Then 
these systems recollect me, the sun shining,  
birds singing, reviews not yet in, I firm- 
drugged in another tiny room. It occupied 
and was new or old, and is now old.  Which 
is to say I recall the city rats from all  
their pockets, depositthem where I saw  
them, which is a ruckus among garbage  
bags at night. Where they never really  
werenʼt, that is Iʼm impotent. 
 The War Remnants Museum  
in HCMC features prominent a spade- 
toothed girl, almost an FMA outtake  
for the anime synchronicity between  
the disruption in her otherwise smooth 
visual anonymity and the reasons for  
her especiality, who is kept in a cage in  
the outlands for she tries to eat anything 
which is not her father. She does not  
speak, she smiles wide, unspectacular  
fingers around the dada wrist, and people, 
animals, objects alike are subsumed into  
the category of edible or die trying. Where  
the other Orange Pharmakoi were trotted  
day laborers downstairs as an instance of 
life inaction, a visual chaos intended for  



out-of-towners for out-of-place with black 
-and-white dot matrix printing imbroglio  
in the lobby, this victim is deified in  
perpetuity on the third floor for her 
tidy little facts sewn into the Western  
ribosome. That is to say where the  
more-or-less together Pharmakoi can  
only output transpacific as tourist traps  
or a malaised shrug, the photograph co- 
heres as OKC-ready factoids which slot  
into one another with a satisfying click. 
So I can liken myself to her mechanics  
without internalizing the havoc outgrowth  
of razing greenery.   
 These mechanics transpose them- 
selves across my heads-up display while  
I firm-drugged in the same same room,  
severe pull tabs slot like quartz, and with  
an effort disengage. Somehow, the timer  
hasnʼt changed before reviews arrive.  
Wrest up new darling film stock, transpose  
across heads-up display, with tabs that slot  
like quartz again. Only new can be transposed,  
or old I donʼt resolve.  
 This occurs, and then recurs. From 
a wood-crack adopted from arroyo, a webbing  
of letharia blooms, atmosphere mauvens, click  
of cooling V4 behind thin plaster wall. Phone  
fills with impinged preachdoms from boyos  
who know the blind side of me, Skype with  
dolted bombs on the same seen stretch of  
grounder under spotlight, and I adapt to 
aching, Glabrezu, wave-crunch, and sleep  
like a revolving tesseract, constantly  
collapsing, redefining illness- 
management with thoughts mechanically  
adept to lying. I call these thoughts 



new thoughts,  
the thoughts I said revolve. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



LATE-GAME 
TRANSCRIPTION 

 
 
“I am in a room alone and my hands move out before 
me.” — “I am on tinychat with other people like me: 
Yung skinflint analysts with access to some brutal 
off-world tech. We applaud and laugh and attract 
publicity. There is a thin laughing flow of drug addicts 
who like books sometimes, connected through their 
tongues vulva asshole armpit pursed lips.” — “Iʼve 
started getting sloppier and slurring more and people 
like me more, now.” — “Iʼve got so much untapped 
power.” — “—enough to destroy ʻcreativity,ʼ the idea 
ʻcreativity,ʼ which has become a kind of shibboleth for 
morons—” — “I am pinned down and undone by 
simple things, like the fact that I recognize the scars 
upon the backs of my fingers, or the obelisk Citibank 
in Long Island City which rotates slowly across 
rivers.” — “The last man on earth will be both a 
criminal and a madman.” — “Bury me with my 
money.” — “The thing I respect but do not like about 
him is that he reminds me of a space underneath my 
feet where there is no material there.” — “We are 
now the Spicerian martians of our own lives, ʻusʼ 
meaning cross sections we infer the attractiveness of 
in the act of construction I.” —  “This is some real 
this-level shit.” — “Iʼve a bolthole up in Esopus.” — 
“Because most of the things my time is allotted out to 
are the same size as the time they occupy, or 
smaller. Work, sleep, cooking, eating. This is the only 
thing I can do alone that can be larger than the time it 
occupies. Because it isnʼt time alone, not really. Itʼs 
time spent referring to everything I do or do not know 



about other people.” — “The things I didnʼt know to 
ask for.” — “To use the word control is totally 
appropriate.” — “–very frequently hear a non-gender-
specific voice saying my own name at a 
conversational volume right when I am about to fall 
asleep–” — “He who drinks copiously consumes and 
destroys the radical humor, wherein life consists.” — 
“Still alone, still in a room.” — “Somehow managing 
to introduce discontinuities.” — “Which lays like a 
clarifying thickness, a formal interface, over . . . well, 
itʼs draped over everything.” 
 
 
 
 


