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Sing songs that don't change.  
 Have perfect ritual.  
     Be not a wave.  
 
Have cream and have cream again.  
 
Have the sounds the same sounds.  
 
Have the morning the same still morn-
ing  
 
when the sounds are the same sounds  
  and are yours.  
 
 Have the same coffee  
 and then the same memory.  
   
Be warm and warm again later.  
   
Have even the bitter snow unbittered  
   
  and warm  
 
because it is old snow,  



  a memory of snow-  
  and it is yours.  
   
This is the temptation!  
   
This is what will never happen!  
 
 
-The Morning Song of Grandmother of  
Rouye Gee Biv  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 There here now, 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
   
     
  I was in there the hallway that was  
long to me,   
 the white walls merging  
with the bright white of the far window,  
merging into no window, merging into 
the  
warm monotone of sleep.   
 Cream was the hallway that was  
long to me when I was there, there  
thinking of alone    
 and wondering am I alone,  



                             there being 
alone or not alone     and wondering  
  which one is worse?  
  there thinking, what is worse, 
what could be worse, there pondering 
on the distance in the hallway and the 
difference  
  between I and us, there thinking 
what is difference, what could be  
  difference,  
  in the hallway  
   and being I, wondering, or being 
us and thus, not being I   but 
rather something pictured- an image of 
I  
  there, amniotic, in the eyes of 
some other behind my shoulder  
 
  there in the hallway  
  being us  
  
      not smiling but being doing 
smiling. 
 
  I was there in the hallway,  
  a hallway  
  deep underground  
  that no one remembers exists, 



which is flickering just in and just out of 
being, like my thought      like a light-
bulb  
  forever dying and never quite 
dying but only going towards the end of 
dying-  
  so just flickering.  
 
 This is where you are when no one re-
members you.  
  
 
  Little light. Little light and warm.  
  I was there thinking the conse-
quenceless cyclical thought that 
permeated the hallway with its unanimi-
ty over the seconds.  
In the space that was the warm hall-
way's end that was reaching into the 
space past the space 
   always wanting to be more 
space, always more of the same space, 
more of the same warm,     an unend-
ingly  
  unfurling tentacle  
  of the gorgeous mucus of me  
  unfurling out into the outer there,  
  a membrane gently popping like 



the tenderest blister and oozing me with 
every noted moment, spilling me over 
until I contain it all,  
 
   there at the end of the hallway  
             there was a staircase 
which was my thought,  
 
  whose first step forever migrated  
  to its top  
  to become the new last step, 
 
   to become the new next step  
  in a peakless going-up  
  towards a breaking.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 





 
    -ALL DOOR NO WALL- 
 
 
 
 
Then she stood there and the threshold 
was breached as she stood there in the 
doorway. She occupied the space with-
in the steel doorframe like the subject of 
a painting. Someone across the street 
thought this thought when they noticed 
that her eyes did not reach out to clutch 
at any one direction as eyes set on  de-
parture tend to. But that was the only 
thought they ever had of her in their life.  
 Whoever it was walked quickly away in 
the direction that they chose to see. 
And she was standing there in the 
doorway and then there was feeling. 
She was darted with the cold tiny bits of 
air and she noticed that her skin had 
feeling then.  
    What's this harsh? 
  
She closed her eyes to stop the feeling 
and bring on the one warm landscape 
of slow familiar sleep but that did not 



stop the feeling.  
 It was strange to her- there were the 
slow pulses, the undulations of the 
cones and shelves and circles in the 
one-no-color of the going towards the 
dropping off completely but yet, barely, 
by one flossy wingtip, tethered, just be-
fore the instant when one can feel the 
pleasure and forget the source. 
 
  When she was there there was 
the picture of this permanently doomed 
moment to her, yet there was not the 
pleasure, there was not the forgetting- 
there was instead the feeling there of 
the cold tiny bits, the darting hits 
against her face. 
 
     will I never now    stop feeling   again? Am I   a giant tongue?  
 
Displaced there under the air that hit, in 
her skin that felt, because she couldn't 
take her skin from the air like she could 
her hand from the stove, there she was 
then, crestfallen because she could nei-
ther cease the feeling nor unsense the 
unwanted recollection of the sense of 
the just then. The moments containing 



the unbearably inevitable sense piled 
on top of one another faster than she 
could think. Each instance of sense in-
stantly passed to become a terrible 
memory and was instantly replaced 
with a new even more terrible instant. 
Nothing could be stopped. The feeling 
could not be stopped, and neither could 
the movement. Nothing at all could be 
stopped.  
 She stood in the doorway and stood 
slain by the sense. She tried to look 
without watching but she could not. A 
woman came out of the apartment 
building next door and walked into her 
field of sight, dragging along her two 
children. They all wore shiny puffy 
coats and itchy-looking knit scarves. 
The small girl's blond hair came out 
from under her balaclava, the loose 
gold of curl dusted with the silver bits 
that swam constantly in the air. The bits 
were falling and becoming white banks 
and water on the grey cream of pave-
ment.  
 Wind's really whipping up! shouted the 
mother at the top of her lungs. Some-
thing took the mother's voice and threw 



it under the hiss of a hot pan before it 
could reach the young woman standing 
in the doorway. She looked at the bes-
carved and puffy-coated mother-woman 
in front of her and she pointed to her 
ears and shook her head. This meant  
  there is this loud hiss which will     not stop coming up and up, and I   know it's not coming from you, so I     think it is doing something like   smothering to your voice.  
 
 I know! shouted the mother. It's really 
whipping! She stood in the doorway in 
the hiss and the silver bits, in front of 
the mother and her children, in her feel-
ing skin that she could not turn off, and 
she realized that she couldn't stop her 
ears from getting the hiss in them, just 
as she couldn't stop her skin from get-
ting the wind on it, and now the mother 
was talking about something which she 
didn't care about at all, something about 
how nice it is to have new neighbors, 
about how nice it is that the neighbor-
hood is changing a little for the better 
finally, what with the young people 
coming in, how maybe someone will 
open up a nice little cafe, and maybe 
you and I can sit there together, and 
maybe they will serve lâttes, and she 
could not stop her ears from hearing all 



of this word-noise either and it grated 
her ears like hiss, and she thought, 
neighbors?  
 She stood in the doorstep and tried to 
hear nothing by not listening. She tried 
to stand without feeling. She tried to 
feel the warm that was gone. But there 
was only the mother and her children 
and the hiss and the silver bits and the 
white banks and the grey cream of the 
pavement going off this way and off that 
way to the homes and stores and all the 
other places she did not want to know 
about.  
 She saw the little girl pick up a chunk of 
icy white from off the street. She 
watched her look up at her mother and 
note that she was still distracted by her 
own prattling. Then the little girl 
smashed the chunk of white into her 
younger brother's face. His face got red 
and contorted and then he made high 
wailing sounds and his face was wet. 
Then there was the hiss and the wailing 
and the talking and it was terrible. 
Shoulda worn your balaclava! Yelled 
the laughing little girl at her younger 
brother.  



 And then she stepped beyond the 
threshold of the dilapidated, three story 
brick building where she had begun and 
the sun was overbright and terrible and 
hung like a weapon on invisible chains 
and then the clarity to her was toothed 
and unrelenting. She began to walk to-
wards. She felt want cresting just past 
the brim of her mind, but it was soft and 
formless and obscure. She walked and 
she went towards the want that was 
there on her horizon.  
 
 



 
  -I SEE RUMBLE SNAKE-  
 
 
 
 
She walked out from under the sus-
pended steel pathway that rumbled the 
air and now her memory was filled with 
through and under and walking. She 
had been going for a while. She could 
hear the metal snakes crawling across 
the metal snake-paths on top of the 
rumbling. There was the feeling of her 
skin again, stinging blue against no 
shelter 
   this is my skin, that is the wind.  
 
She looked back at the orange, flicker-
ing warm from the lips of the garbage 
can beneath the shade and shelter of 
the tall concrete rumbling and she 
looked at the two figures in long coats 
and gloves being warm there. 
   then I was there, now I am here.  
  I know this because I am not 
seeing from there,        see-
ing the orange and feeling that peculiar 



orange warm  that only warmed 
the seeing half of me in the instant that 
I passed it with that half of me, and I 
cannot smell the age of those people 
there anymore.  
   
      Now I am seeing from here 
 
   and nothing is here for me to be 
smelling.  
  When I was there and there was 
warm there was no thing,  
      but there was the idea of a 
maybe there being    
 something, because  
   I could feel the warm not being 
on the whole of me because it could not 
wrap around to the not-seeing side of 
me.  
  
   But now with no warm there are 
two things certainly. There is the wind 
and there is my skin. There is just one 
side of me and that is the no-warm 
side. 
  
 Above her were many shapes and 
shades now that she was gone from 



under the snaking shadow of the tall 
steel rumble. Boxes and boxes rose 
mercilessly square from out of the 
ground. She noticed that the boxes 
were made of many more tiny boxes 
stacked upon each other, with boxes 
cut out from those boxes in regular pat-
terns, and in some of the cut-out boxes 
there were little scenes, and in some of 
those scenes there were people.  
 In one of the boxes a woman with bright 
red nails blew a cloud of dark from her 
mouth while she watched the steel 
snakes slither and rumble along the 
length of the suspended tracks. The 
woman on the street watching the 
woman in the scene in the box in the 
bigger box wondered whether the tall 
rumbling path looked different from 
above, if you could see the mouth from 
there, the mouth of the snake, hissing 
out a hiss of enormous snakes which is 
a rumble. She watched the woman in 
the scene in the box put something like 
a finger between her lips and make an-
other cloud.  
 Above the craning boxes was grey. It 
was a grey cream that was unanimous 



like warm but far away. She watched 
the high grey that was far until the una-
nimity was shocked by a series of black 
flecks coming off the top of one of the 
tall boxes. The black flecks came and 
came until instead of seeing them as 
many tiny rents in the cream she began 
to be seeing them as one smatter of 
lilting black molting in the grey. She 
thought, first there was one, and it was 
like warm, and now there are two and it 
is like skin and wind.  
 She watched the mass of little black 
cuts twist and pulse and begin to move 
in a vast curve around the box from 
which it rose. She watched the black 
clotting in the grey disambiguate and  
reambiguate and move along a general 
curve in the grey above the box until 
she noticed that it had returned to its 
original place without ever once moving 
backwards,  
            and then the stream of her eye 
poured out from the clot that whirled si-
lently and without ripple in the sky. It 
poured through the grey and the hiss 
and it poured over the boxes and the 
boxes within the boxes and the scenes 



within those boxes. It poured onto an 
enormous rectangular blank which was 
held in the air on great grey metal 
beams. The blank stood there majestic 
in the hiss.  
 On a ledge that protruded from the bot-
tom of the square two dark spots 
scurried back and forth in the pale. 
They swathed color onto the blank from 
buckets attached to ropes. The dark 
spots up there on the ledge were hard-
looking canvas jackets and loose thick 
pants and belts attached to ropes. She 
wondered whether the men in the 
clothes that were the dark spots up 
there knew how to stop the hiss and the 
feeling of skin. She wondered if maybe 
they didn't know how to stop the hiss 
and the feeling of being in skin in the 
swirl of frozen bits, but had learned how 
to make these things smooth and in-
conspicuous like warm.  
 She stood in the street underneath the 
suspended rumbling and watched the 
men spreading colors across the ex-
blank. They tore the blank with their 
colors, which slowly crept into each 
corner of the blank until there was no 



blank.      There was something else 
then,  
      something more difficult than blank. 
She watched the men spreading the 
colors which no longer tore but now on-
ly molted and pulsed against each other 
and grew denser and denser and she 
tried to understand what the new colors 
were doing in the way that she had un-
derstood what the blank had been 
doing, and just then she could not.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 







 
       -I SEE YOU THE OTHER NOW- 
 
 
 
 
 Then she heard a sound like a voice 
from behind her so she ceased to con-
sider the vanishing blank and the 
growing-denser of the colors and the 
mouse-movements of the high men in 
the hard canvas jackets and thick 
leather gloves and she turned around 
and when she turned around the sound 
was a voice. There was the tiny person 
that she had seen as she had walked 
through the shade under the tall rumble 
with the orange flicker of warm homed 
in the metal can. She could remember 
them with their gloves folded into each 
other and tucked into their pockets, 
stretching their tiny hands toward the 
jumping orange of the warm. She could 
remember the slightest elevation at the 
corners of the thin line of their mouth. 
She could remember that their eyes 
were closed then, that they were gone 
in the warm.  



 Now there was the silver white light on 
them from the no-thing above them un-
shadowing them. Now there were their 
features there clearly: the skin-lines of 
days and days outside and squinting, 
wrinkles pyrographed alternately by 
thirstbright suns and moonlights of 
nights when the moon is the mirror of 
cold,  
  yet the play of it all was young- 
  then there was utterly straight 
hair lopped off in a horizontal chop the 
color of sidewalk gum-spots, four feet 
and seven inches tall and tucked into 
an angular black coat with the faded 
inlay of flowers that might once have 
even looked shiny, the cuffs gone to 
fray over the tiny wrists of the person, 
tiny face of the tiny person almost invis-
ible in the crook of the enormous metal 
overpass.   You will know them 
by the sound of cans and plastic bags 
tearing and not by their thin rosy 
cheeks or silt-green eyes.   There 
they were, dragging their suitcase full of 
other's refuse over the slick freeze of 
the grey cream sidewalks,  
  towards you.  



 They smiled at the woman standing and 
shivering, looking like a stray animal 
underneath the billboard. They smiled 
at her as she approached and repeated 
their question: are you alright? Come to 
the warm! Come back to the fire!  
  They thought she looked amniot-
ic, newborn. 
 The…worm? Asked the shivering wom-
an, eyes wide, head tilted slightly, gaze 
fixed on a point behind her questioner's 
head.  
 Yes! Come back to the warm! Said the 
tiny person, who couldn't have known a 
few hours ago when they first noticed 
this lonely creature passing by the nur-
turing glow of their fire that what they 
would be dealing with now had to be 
some form of insanity, or else a terrible 
hunger of some sort, which is its own 
kind of insanity anyway, but who now, 
even after recognizing the apparent lu-
nacy of this lost woman, could not resist 
her helplessness. There were all kinds 
of local insanity. Anyway, some kinds 
are better than normalcy, they thought 
to themselves, and the parent that the 
tiny person had never allowed them-



selves to be raised their hand and of-
fered it to the shivering female figure 
standing beneath the billboard.  
 When the shivering woman made no 
move to reciprocate the motion, they 
took her bluish bare hand in their 
gloved one and began to lead her back 
across the black freeze of the wide, 
two-way street. What's your name? 
They asked. The tall lady grimaced 
slightly as if afflicted by a cramp. They 
asked again, this time in the tone of a 
void statement, a reminder: your name. 
The tall woman looked down and the 
tiny person saw her eyes. They were 
the eyes of a child in front of a mirror for 
the first time.  
 
 
 
 
 They were like the grey shape of oblivi-
on. She shook her head and the tiny 
person thought they noticed her lips 
parting slightly and then nothing was 
said where there was space in time for 
it to be said. It's okay, said the tiny per-
son. You call me Rouye Gee Biv. Or 



just Rouye. The tall woman looked con-
fused. Roygbiv? She mumbled. Yes! 
But you can just call me Rouye. No 
problem. It's a long name. You just call 
me Rouye,  
 exclaimed Rouye Gee Biv, your hands 
are cold.  
The shivering woman could not tell if 
the remark was a question or not. They 
walked and Rouye's bag of detritus jan-
gled like ache over the street.  
  Cold?  
  Yeh! Cold, not warm. Said 
Rouye Gee Biv, nodding their head vig-
orously at the level of the taller 
woman's chest.  
  ...Cold… not warm…  
 
You're not cold? asked Rouye Gee Biv. 
The taller woman could discern some-
thing in the tone that was like a lack- 
there was a void in the timbre of 
Rouye's phrase that wanted filling, an 
incompleteness or concavity that want-
ed something from a coming instant like 
filling or completing.  
  …They want me to make a 
shape out of words that fits  



   into theirs... 
 
 I'm not…warm, she said out loud. 
Rouye Gee Biv nodded slowly but 
looked puzzled. They kept walking to-
gether, hand in hand, Rouye Gee Biv 
rubbing their little spare warmth into the 
shivering woman's frozen fingers. As 
they walked together they could visual-
ize the fingers falling off into their hand, 
frostbitten to the thin white bone. They 
realized then that the loss would be un-
noticed by their owner. Rouye Gee Biv 
held the brittle fingers tighter and tried 
to be something warm to them.  
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
    -I SEE WHAT YOU SEE IS FROST- 
 
 
 
 
You must be cold, said Rouye Gee Biv, 
shaking their head, this must be the 
worst chill I can remember, and I've 
lived here, right here in this neighbor-
hood, since I was born, just a few 
blocks away from this spot in fact, be-
cause I didn't always live like this, right 
on the street like this, but I've always 
been here, and I can really tell you 
about some winters. I can tell you about 
some brutal winters.  
 Rouye Gee Biv stepped hard on the 
spots of brown dirty pooling that were 
slippery on the sidewalks. They went 
behind them cracked and wet. The tall-
er woman began to anticipate the slicks 
and guess whether they would break 
under Rouye's little sharp boot.  
 I can tell you about snow banks like 
castle walls, buried cars, trains deaded 
by the slush, bright red noses and 
cheeks on the faces of everyone and 



everyone squinting their eyes miserably 
and licking the chap of their lips all the 
time.  
 But this right now is as cold as any of 
them. For sheer, evil chill, for bone-lust 
in the wind itself, this takes the cake. 
The trick is I think, the trick to living in 
this city, is to spend the summer forget-
ting the fatality of the winter, so that by 
the time December comes around 
you're ready again, good and forgot-
tened-up. If I had to remember all those 
winters at the same time, all that dirty 
slush in the gutter for your soaky, fro-
zen ankles, all that grey-sky monotony 
for goading your neurosis, all the whip-
ping hits of sleet-wind for your red-raw 
skin, if I had to remember all the winters 
I've lived through living in this city, if I 
had to remember them all at the same 
time, if I even could remember them, 
and I know that if I could, I wouldn't be 
able to resist doing it- if I did that kind of 
remembering, well, I think I'd die, they 
said, in Chinese.  
 There was quiet and there was the 
sound of footsteps on pavement. The 
shivering woman glanced down at the 



tiny person with a perplexed expres-
sion, an expression that did not reflect 
the words she had just heard, or per-
haps just not heard. Her expression 
only reflected the wind and the silver 
bits in its blush and squint and pucker.  
 She murmured,    I'm not 
warm…I'm…cold… 
The tiny person responded in English- 
you were cold before, they said, point-
ing up at the shivering woman's face 
with their free hand, when you walked 
by our fire, remember? Now we are go-
ing back, we are going back to the 
warm fire. And the taller woman re-
membered before, before she had first 
seen the orange warm in the metal can. 
She remembered wandering in the 
wind, and the dismal skin, and the dis-
mal shattering of warm. She thought, 
then she was cold. But now, she real-
ized, she was being more like being the 
same, which was like being the same 
cold, but not like being cold.  
  Now there is something like be-
ing blank   and it is in being 
the same and then   
                 being the same again.  



 
She could remember the time and the 
time before that, and each time she re-
membered it became less like cold and 
easier to walk through the shivering 
hiss. The cold returned to her now as it 
had then, and then returned to her 
again and once more as it had just 
then- her cold, returning to her, more 
closely resembling something blank 
with each familiar coming-back.  
  maybe Rouye is wrong. Maybe 
the way away from cold is not in forget-
ting.   Maybe it is in 
remembering   everything,  
        and they were looking into                                  
  and walking into the new 
of the street in front of    them 
as they went    
across the many squares of grey and 
paths of black with yellow middles and 
stepped over the little hills of white cold. 
 
 
 Then they were back somewhere again 
where there were the things that were 
the same as they had been. The enor-
mous serpentine body of the elevated 



subway track still groaned its intermit-
tent rumble and the shivering woman 
standing there beneath it still could not 
locate its throat. The sidewalk beneath 
the track still stayed cut by the cliff of 
dark where the dim yellow of street-
lamps could not glow beneath the track 
and she still saw the breaking of the 
yellow on the hard dark beneath the 
track as far down the length of long 
black street as her eyes would per-
ceive. An insectuous buzz still ran like a 
wire through the gale of hiss and 
  if the  
  buzz  
  is such a wire as it seems        to 
be and is running straight through the 
hissing like it seems to be doing, why 
could she not actually see it impaling 
the sheets of whipping hiss in the space 
before her in the dark beneath the 
tracks?   
   
  what do the insides of a hiss look 
like?   What color would come 
out  
  from a gash    in a hiss?  
 



But then she saw no color. There was 
only the white like blank and the greys 
and blacks and the tints of yellow on 
them.   
 
  The buzz must still  
  not be a wire                    
then, actually-  
  and then,   it must not 
have been a wire then   ei-
ther. The buzz  
  then must not be         
what it seems to me to be. And  nei-
ther must the hiss be flapping 
 sheets on clotheslines like it 
seems   to me to be or the 
flick-cracking whips of unseeable tor-
menters like it seems to be- people 
made of air driving the people made of 
bone and blood down the lengths of 
grey and black, driving them past the 
boxes and the voices, past the banks of 
piled white and through the silver bits 
twisting through untraceable paths in 
the air.  
 
 
 



 
-ORANGE WARM- 
 
 
 
 
 Then the old woman was there as she 
had been before in the spot that she 
had walked past before, by the flicker-
ing orange which flicked and cracked 
as before. The play of shadow and yel-
low mirroring the flickering orange 
warmth in the metal can remained pro-
jected on the surface of the old 
woman's puffy winter jacket. Her narrow 
eyes thawed from the fire for a moment 
to nod at the tall, cold woman and 
Rouye Gee Biv as they approached and 
then they settled again into a slitted 
state intimating half-sleep and slowed 
blood. The word hibernation appeared 
in the mind of the shivering woman. 
The word was there without being 
heard or seen. It was there despite 
there being no place for it to be occupy-
ing. The word was there through the 
knowledge of it being there.  
  



 The corners of the old woman's mouth 
were creased in a tiny, impossible 
smile. It was the kind of crease that 
means the kind of smile that is there 
when you see it out of the corner of 
your eye, but turns into a stoic wrinkle 
when you look straight on at the face- 
and the wrinkles, the wrinkles were 
resting. They were resting in the brow, 
around the eyes, under the cheeks. 
They were comfortable in their place on 
her face. They were not a reminder of 
something regretted, something that 
sucked up moment after moment and 
became a hated over-and-over-thing, a 
returning-over-the-moments thing, a 
sweating and squinting over the same 
sheaves of the same someone else's 
papers full of someone else's pleasure, 
a forced creasing into smile-
semblancing at the same other's de-
manding of your instances, hollow 
gestures given-up to Big Make Easy to 
make smooth interactions with humans 
to make smooth days of survival to 
make smooth transactions and transi-
tion back towards an alone moment, 
the nose crinkling over and over at the 



same smell of the same restaurant ex-
haust pipe walked by each day at the 
same time, twice a day, at the same 
time, the cheeks scrunched under the 
awful bleating harmony of subway 
breaks and the same scrunch tomorrow 
under the same sound of the same 
metal on the metal.  
 Her wrinkles were not born out of things 
like these. Or if they were, they were 
different now then they were then. They 
did not remind her of over-and-overs 
that want to be forgotten. Not that she 
did not earn them in suffering- but it is 
possible to suffer cleanly, without re-
gret-  
  I can attest. I've known regret. 
I've known what it means to want some-
thing so badly to not be the way that it 
is that desire approaches natural ne-
cessity- but I know what it is to be me 
right now, and it is to live without a sin-
gle regret ever, my dear, she said 
suddenly, in Chinese.  
 Good for you, grammy, drawled Rouye 
Gee Biv, you're still living like a statue 
under the subway tracks. I have been 
thinking today, said the old woman, ap-



parently nonplussed. Clearly… grum-
bled Rouye. 
 The taller woman understood nothing. 
She stood there and continued to look 
at the statue-woman in the glow of the 
orange. She saw that she was the right 
shape for the space that she was in. 
She did not stand out against the dark, 
and she was not swallowed up in dark. 
She was just there. And this was as it 
had been before, when she had gone 
by before.  
  
 
 
 The old woman said in Chinese, I have 
been thinking about regret and no re-
gret and pain and no pain so I have 
been thinking about people. Everyone 
asks what is the painful thing, what is 
this painful thing. Everyone is watching 
intently the people that they are asking 
the question about the painful thing, so 
that they might not miss the answer, for 
they can feel instinctually that to miss 
something is infinitely more painful than 
to not have it to begin with. And once 
this point is missed, there is nothing 



anymore but regret. Nothing anymore to 
hope for. So the people, they are 
watching each other's lips for truths and 
each others eyes for lies about what 
might be the painful thing, and they 
mean this painful thing. They watch so 
intently that they forget they are watch-
ing, and then it becomes impossible to 
see. So it is impossible to see, when 
you are watching so intently, that the 
watching of people is actually the pain-
ful thing…And everyone asks what is 
this painful thing. They ask the people 
they are watching. Then they hurt- the 
watched and the watching. Everyone 
hurts. And they're disoriented. Dazzled, 
they are poked in the eye by these par-
adoxes evident in the image in 
everyone's faces that they are watching 
and hanging onto so intently. The con-
firmation and the negation tied together 
in one smile's twist, one eyelash's flick.   
If you watch us, you will see: People 
group together and make groups of 
people and this is hilarious and terrible. 
People chop other people in half and 
make levels of people. And people 
watch, and inattentively clutch at the 



wounds made of their watching every-
one, and while they're bleeding they're 
still shouting and creaming over the 
levels, asking and shouting at the 
gleaming of the toy-play and the weap-
on-play, but there's always a low voice 
crestfalling over the sure notion: maybe 
I would rather be alone. So it's always 
the painful watching of people and its 
always this that is the making of the 
watcher older and older… 
 
  So Conformus says: the older 
the more ideal. The    watcher 
grows wise from watching and ignoring. 
The   watcher grows wise from 
shrinking into an eye.   Con-
fuseus says become your own cataract. 
  Shrink into your eye. 
 You're old shriveled eye.  
   
And the older and older the better they 
say. The books say, the older the 
watcher the wiser. The wiser the easier 
the watching…And if one feels wasted 
by both watching and being watched? 
Then?  
 Pshh, the books only confuse you be-



cause they are secretly about people, 
said Rouye Gee Biv. People aren't so 
hard. They only seem obscure and fatal 
because you have a fatal personality 
and actually want everything obscured. 
You make it that way yourself! You 
wouldn't have people be accessible to 
you, because then you would have no 
reason to isolate yourself, and you 
might have a genuine good time with 
someone. 
 The electric hum sang under the sharp 
hush of wind while the old woman re-
sponded: I have a good time with you, 
dear. I don't need to understand every-
one. Sometimes I try- when I am sitting 
on a subway bench next to a stranger, 
or when I come to deliver the cans at 
the same time that someone else does, 
or a thousand other times during the 
day, and I try to have a simple thought 
about what it is to be them. But I cannot 
understand people. Always what inter-
rupts me at the moment that I am about 
to really think about them is the no-
person thing. The person is subsumed 
by the no-person. The person…The 
person is the black fly… and so is the 



earthquake. But the black fly is just the 
black fly. 
  The no-person thing is always 
there inside the person. It's there like an 
organ, acting to sustain this thing hap-
pening. This thing happening is my 
seeing people the way that I do. When 
the no-person-thing gets noticed, or ra-
ther, when the person that gets so 
wonderfully in the way of the no-
person-thing and distracts me from it 
sometimes is suddenly remembered, 
merely remembered, in one effortless, 
insubstantial instant, just in the time it 
takes to think, when it is is realized to 
be there rather than just easily, blissfuly 
perceived to be there, then the person 
becomes the person-thing, just like that. 
Then it's like waves of heat that bend 
air that is seen. I know the thing of the 
person is not really there- but it is there 
for me anyway when I remember, and I 
almost always remember. It's there in 
you right now for me, said the old wom-
an, now looking up intently and tenderly 
suddenly at the pale-cold face of her 
guest. It's there, beating in you like a 
heart for me, an anti-heart, pumping the 



no-blood that all flows away from me.  
 And Rouye Gee Biv laughed. 
 
Everyone thinks in terms of what they 
miss! An old bloodless prune sitting 
here crusting in the cold- and she is still 
beautiful enough to think of gushing 
bodies, organs, hearts, blood. 
 
 You, where do you come from? Asked 
the old woman, addressing the globe of 
the face of her guest in English, which, 
as she spoke, suddenly reminded her 
of a planet in its helpless indifference 
and in the rolling nonplussed ob-
servance of the eyes.  
 
  What's a planet like earth if not a 
gigantic eye?   What is 
there in the anti-anything of space, 
    of life, but eyes and more eyes? But 
people aren't   like that,  
      thought the old woman.  
  People are the thing that aren't  
  like  that-  
  or at least feel strongly enough 
that they aren't like that  
  to make it not matter, because 



you cannot convince  yourself of 
anything, really, if you didn't already  
  feel it,  
  you can't convince yourself that 
you are   just one eye like a 
planet  
  if you can feel the thing that the  
       eye is looking at inside your-
self,   feel it like a nervous 
heartbeat. The eyes of this  
  lonely animal before me are hid-
ing   that heartbeat, that down-
below thing of      pure 
sense, just like everyone else's   eyes hide their heartbeats from me. Just   because my heartbeat is the only convincing  
  heartbeat in the world to me 
doesn't mean anything about  the 
complete or incomplete ocularity of her 
or anyone else. 
 
 I don't know, replied the planet-faced 
woman. I can't think of it clearly. There 
was a door, but… 
  nothing behind it.  
  There was the cold then,  
  and everything else then,   everything was… a thing so quickly   then,   but it was all after, all that   was after I got up and went   through that door  
  into  
  the cold and the   wind 
and all  



  the other things.  
 
 The old woman thought for a while. She 
lit the second half of a cigarette which 
made the shivering woman think of red. 
What, the old woman finally asked, did 
you leave? Where were you when you 
got up, before you went through the 
door? Do you not remember? 
  
Quiet again,  
    which was distant car alarms 
and distant voices and the electric 
shine of the street lamp. I can't remem-
ber it, murmured the planet-faced lady.  
  There was…nothing, there was  
         nothing behind  
  the door.        Or if      
there was something, it was  
  only something you could  
  go   away from, a kind of  
  place that could only be left. 
 
And the old woman asked slowly, be-
tween soft drags of smoke, but you 
were there in that place that was like 
no-place? Do you think you can leave a 
place that you cannot be in?  



 I don't know…maybe something was 
there, but it wasn't me.  
 
             Or if it was, it was no me  
  that I can understand being now.  
  There was nothing  
  in that place  
    to make it me. There just were-
n't any   things in that place. 
   
 
 
 



 
 -THE ALWAYS KIND INSIDE- 
 
 
 
 Poor child, said the old woman aloud, in 
Chinese again, breaking the long si-
lence softly. Something has happened 
to you. May I tell you what your story 
reminds me of, your story of the door 
and the place-no-place? It reminds me 
of falling to sleep. When you fall to 
sleep and dream, you are born into a 
perfect, impeccably framed image, a 
world that is completely self-contained 
and self-sufficient. It's like a chicken's 
egg- motion and impetus combine into 
a single process. Your dream feeds on 
it's own form- it needs no umbilical con-
nections to outside entities. It is as 
unconscious of its ultimate source as it 
is of its fate, as the egg is equally un-
conscious of the hen and the frying 
pan.  
 But the moment when the shell is 
cracked approaches as clandestinely 
as a fish gliding through water. Your 
dream doesn't know of the thinness of 



the shell that keeps it closed from the 
senses. It feels like it is deep under the 
earth, far down into a well or a cave, 
when there is really only the slightest 
crust of slime keeping it from that which 
necessarily obliterates it. The egg does 
not know that one day it will feel the im-
possible desire to crack…and 
break…Yes… But really, I suppose, 
you should not take this too seriously. 
There are many things that remind me 
of sleep. Things just tend to do that. 
The difference here, I suppose, is that 
in dreams there is no doubt as to the 
completeness and permanence of the 
dream- but you, you can remember the 
leaving- or the entering, however you 
choose to look at it. You know that you 
fell asleep- but from what did you fall? 
What was before the dream?  
   These questions are always the dis-
turbances.  
  Now is always the dream and 
the dream is   always the sea and 
memory is always the    
thing. Without remembering, the sea 
would be   a pure cream. But 
there is remembering. There    is always the wake in the sea, a thing that       is disturbing of the mile after mile of milk,   of white gull beneath the white cloud above   the white water, moving relative to   nothing and so not moving in terms 



  of anything. Think of a 
child's mobile,   or our solar 
system, or a cue ball on an  
   expansious pool table. Think of 
the sea, the   milk of water, the 
image of your mind.  
 And the disturbance.   
It takes no effort to think of the disturb-
ance. The disturbance is always what 
wants to be thought of. The wave, the 
ripple, is always the demanding thing, 
the colorful, contorting thing. There is a 
disturbance, there is a wake, but in the 
wake, there is a pattern, the water rolls 
conceivably, measurably. Isn't it beauti-
ful? Isn't it life-like? You know, there are 
mathematical formulas for the meas-
urement of the physical action of the 
wake. We have done the pleasant re-
membering of the patterns. It is the 
familiar ripple of a unique wake that 
draws the white gull to the water's face 
to feed. This is a thing that is happen-
ing. This is a disturbance. Your 
disturbance. Yet I think it is the same- 
the gull, she never is a new gull…And 
the ripple of the wake, in being entirely 
new, is entirely old. The same old 



wake. The same cream, homogenous 
even through all its constituents' cart-
wheeling variations.  
 Look, look at anything, look at that traf-
fic sign lying on its side (for what?), at 
that boot-print in the snow (to where?), 
at that discarded coffee cup, all crushed 
and soggy- we  are  happy  to  serve  
you. Now look harder at it. 
 And now look at your hand. Are you 
crying dear? Or is that just a cold-tear? 
Some tears, you know… are beyond 
both joy and sadness. Look- and do not 
think of joy and sadness.  
 Rouye Gee Biv came back then carry-
ing another corner's trash can and 
began feeding its contents into the 
mouth of the ember. The shivering 
woman had not noticed them leave. 
She had been looking somewhere else. 
They stoked the fire until it flicked and 
jumped and then they took something 
out of their pocket and, after unwrap-
ping it, threw a handful into the can, 
and the smell was like a piece of a 
pleasant instant long before, but too ti-
ny a piece to tell the story of the whole, 
instead of like burning plastics and pa-



pers. They wrapped themselves to-
gether in a large quilt and lay against 
one of the columns that suspended the 
tracks. The tracks rattled all night at 
regular intervals. On the quilt there 
were pictures of people playing chil-
dren's games. The tall woman felt 
Rouye's arm fall across her body. Then 
they went to sleep.  
 



 
 
           
 
 
 
   he-                   re 
whe-  re there   are  
the trees  
  and the trees' trunks 
  and the same non-processes 
non-repeating  
      in the spa-  ce between 
each tree's trunk,  
 
  I walk b- 
  y the trees  
       and I see the loom  
  is made of bone.    I lean closer 
      and th- 
  en  
  I recognize the bone.  
       
    (I know of potentials.    
I dream 
     I know of betweens)               
 
  spac- 



  e equals poten- 
  tial,  
               and trees: betwe- 
    en each trunk, 
                                     the same poten- 
  tial, measured by 
                                 the same darkne- 
            ss, the same shadow, 
                               meaning no darkne- 
  ss, no shadow,  
 meaning difference is the only sa- 
  me thing.  
 
  Betwe- 
  en each tree: the nows not,  
    anti-until, raw in mind, 
                                            the same,  
           no now new poten- 
       tial, in every crook 
      there is something debo- 
  died, dispersed into the cream  
  of dark, nows not yet, unraveled 
  from the skein- 
 
 
 
  I have been lost in these woods. 
I think it's been since yesterday, but I 



remember thinking yesterday that it had 
been a year. There is no sun here to 
give the time, no longer and shorter 
shadows, no squinting when looking 
one way but not an- 
                                            other, 
no glint of these objects but not those, 
no cold waking and going towards 
warming, no blankets for day's end's 
cold's sleep.  
 
  I've watched wild pigs here eat 
there young, and the next day those 
same pigs suckling those same young. 
I've watched those young growing and 
devouring plants fertilized by the car-
cass of their mother, and I've watched 
their mother outlive all her children and 
grow old and blind. I've gone to sleep in 
the silent globe of new snow and woken 
glutted in the browns of fall.  
   
  I've seen the yellow and blue 
and red of corn on fat cobs shrink into 
tiny green shoots. I have watched 
young men curse at their mother and 
instantly fall to sucking at her breasts.  
 



 
  The shadow unanim- 
  ous,  that is 
      there is to be no night 
now  
  or coming.  
   the same equ- 
  al darkness 
  permeating each  
  light-holding spac- 
  e,  
    will do it over each space-
containing  
  second.  
 
 
 
  I have been lost in these woods  
  where the- 
  re is no     
  sun, only the sourceless light  
     like milk spilt perfectly onto a white 
tiled floor,  
                  that perfectly inhabits each 
line between  
     the tiles on the floor. I have been 
lost in these woods where       be-
tween these trees comes cream, and 



between those trees              comes cream again. I have been in these woods     and I have seen between the trees and I have seen   the image of a loom repeated  
    in the prismed pattern of a mir-
ror in a mirror,  
 
  the image in the glints of the 
bones   of my loom nibbled 
at by blind fish in black water,   deep in my water, the bones covered with a languid   growth of algae in the water, the loom crusted  
  into the center of million year old 
coral,  
 
  but working, spinning the slimy   threads of tiny tentacles together into a coat   that is growing towards enveloping and warming the reaching water's edges, 
   in the tiny room in the hidden 
center,       in the place that 
you go when you are   for-
gotten or have not yet been named,  
 
  there, working, the shuttle                    returning to the same hand   beneath the same shadow,   beneath the same coat. I have been lost in this hallway.  
 
  I have felt the slow joy of non  
   and witnessed an instant longer than 
my life.  
 
I have seen cream and the black fly on 
its back in the cream.  
  I once sucked milk out of a sha- 
  dow 
  
  There are potentials  



  I dream  
  there are in-betwee- 
  ns  
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 -WE GO UP TO BLACK FLIES- 
 
 
 
 
There was then the bright altruist arriv-
ing on the screen of vision, but there 
was also what was before then: 
 Shadows molting of their dark, birds 
with soft feathers underneath. 
    Then there was  
 the always the  
spontaneous appearance of the next 
stair-  
  step, under the feet  
  of the bright warm worm, there 
was the last   step always migrat-
ing through some slight  
 peripheral rift, a worm's hole, a 
gentle inversion,  
  to become the new next step 
under the feet stepping in          
the rhythm of the perfect digestive har-
mony   intimated by spheres-  
  a worm both eats and shits dirt. 
The sun rose.  
 



There was the gold over the white tear-
ing hills and the street.  
  Warm without the absence of 
cold.   The sun full of spite. She 
rose and went with them into their  
      going again. She was doing it too 
when they were walking into something 
again too    because she went to her 
going too. The shift felt like pain and felt 
like perverse joy.  
 
 She rose and went without meaning to,  
         to change like a revolving globe.  
  Good morning, I am here said 
Rouye Gee-Biv before they were going, 
and they went. People were there. They 
look almost like people. Some seemed 
terrible and some seemed minuscule, 
but they all seemed. They all seemed, 
or else they were hungry, in which case 
they seemed entirely real. They were 
impossible. She didn't know.  
  Can I know anyone? Can I only       understand someone who wants something?  
 
 There was a newspaper lying on a park 
bench in a basketball court that they 
were passing and the ink had ran. 
There was a smeared rolled newspaper 



and next to it there was a clear plastic 
cup half full of pink-tinted water and 
next to it was a bottle. There was a cup 
full of a little wine mixed with ice water 
and an empty bottle and next to it were 
a female figure and a male figure lean-
ing against each other, with their faces 
buried in the warm crook of the shoul-
der of each other. They looked like cats. 
     They look warm.  
Thought the tall woman.  
 
 The female figure on the bench in the 
basketball court was murmuring into the 
ear of the male figure wrapped in her 
shoulder, saying something like hey, I 
want to let you know and I want you to 
want to know, to know me deep, know 
this one certain thing and that one cer-
tain thing of me, and I'm gonna tell you 
now baby, even though you must al-
ready know, that I've gotta let you know 
by just doing it, by being it, that I've got-
ta do it like this because I can't be 
honest by just telling you how I feel and 
that I'm sorry. I've gotta show you for us 
to have a real communion. You've gotta 
see it for me to believe it. You know 



what I mean baby? If you want to know 
me you've got to understand that the 
only way is to open up your wound over 
the long haul and just let me inflict it on 
you, let me just pour my salt in there 
and show you how I am, and when your 
burning you'll understand how you can 
love. I can't talk. You know I can't talk. I 
never believe in the talk- your talk, 
maybe, but that's because you can be 
honest with words, and maybe the 
words aren't all just right but when you 
speak I know it's you, I mean, the 
mode, the whole thing that's really com-
ing out of you when you talking to me, I 
just know it's true, and I can't be there 
with words like that. Every time I use 
words, I lie with them. I can only use 
words for vanity. And vanity's a lie, be-
cause there's nothing ever really to be 
vain over, and nothing ever really to 
protect with lies. If you wanna know 
something about me, I'll tell you now, 
the only things to know about me are 
the shameful things, and if you want to 
know me then you've got to feel me and 
be hurt by me because, you know, you 
can't know someone until they hurt you.  



 And the male figured murmured muffled 
into her shoulder, that sun feels good, 
you feel warm, baby, I feel glad with 
you. I'm open for you.  
 
 And they were walking by and they 
were hearing nothing of it.        
They look like cats said Rouye.    
There's not a cat in the world that 
doesn't   know how to enjoy 
a patch of sun.  
 It's gotten warmer, the taller woman 
heard the voice of the old woman say, 
that sun on one's face in the morning in 
the winter is such a nice discreet pleas-
ure. It's my kind of feeling, that little kind 
of difference. Some differences are 
hard to love, though we should love all 
differences. But little differences are 
easy. Like this warm light and this cold 
wind, or like taste when one is hungry, 
or like music, or movement- greater and 
smaller differences, but mostly small 
and lovely. But big differences…Those 
can be hard to swallow, hard to love, 
though we should love all differences.  
 Stop being morbid please. Its still early 
in the morning said Rouye.  



 She could hear the old woman singing 
as the three of them trudged across the 
white slick of the basketball court. She 
could hear the words that she did not 
understand and in the space between 
her and the source of the singing there 
was the faint voice doing the singing 
from the torn old throat and there was 
the croaking melody of it beneath the 
softer hiss of wind. The hiss was softer 
in the light.  The light was pale in the 
morning. The hiss was still a harsh 
brush on the cheek but was not the 
knives. And she could hear the whis-
pering of the couple on the bench. She 
thought,  
  They must have been some-
where last night 
And then she wondered,  
   where they had been during the 
night, and the pale little light said very 
early so she wondered,  
  and there were no visible foot-
prints  
  leading up to the bench  
  where the couple sat entwined 
and shivering.   There was 
only 



     the level white 
  and then there was them.  
  They had been there for a long 
time, 
 
and then she kept hearing the song of 
the old woman. What does it mean? 
She asked Rouye Gee Biv.  
 It is a reminder song. She sings it every 
morning, they responded. It means, 
more or less, now can’t be then, so 
there is no such thing as doing again. It 
is a song for remembering that memory 
is temptation, and temptation is frustra-
tion. At least that’s what she tells me it’s 
about. The words make little sense to 
me, and she’s been singing it so long 
that I hardly hear them anymore any-
way. But it’s nice to have this old thing 
to rely on, a consistent thing, as long as 
I’m with her in the morning. Each morn-
ing, the same little song. It comforts me. 
This morning, for instance, I woke up 
with this hard thought in my head, a 
thought that the whipping wind gave to 
a dream of mine during the night. And I 
woke up this morning thinking that 
someone died last night. It was too cold 



to be sleeping outside last night. You 
know it. You know about cold. 
 And I thought it was her. I thought for 
some reason that she had died in her 
sleep. But when I woke and heard her 
crooked breaths like I always do then I 
knew it had to have been someone 
else, someone else who couldn’t find a 
roof to sleep beneath. Maybe it was 
someone else I know. We aren’t built to 
live this way. It’s too cold. There are 
people in the world who can, eskimos, 
and animals and trees of course- but 
not us. When I think of people persist-
ing in living in this kind of cold I feel like 
I must have dreamed them. And then I 
remember where I last laid my head. 
 A pained expression crossed Rouye’s 
face, and the tall woman wondered 
whether it was something in what they 
had said that had reminded them of 
something, or just a strong glint of shine 
from 
the sheet of bright they walked across 
hitting their eye. In English this time, 
Rouye said, it is a song for the heart. 
And then she said more loudly some-
thing the taller woman could not 



understand that to the old woman 
humming the last reprise of her morning 
song meant where are we going? And 
the old woman said, no cans today my 
dear, without looking back. No cart ei-
ther. I want you to give this day 
completely to me, if you don’t mind, and 
I don’t want to do what we usually do. I 
don’t want to do what we did yesterday. 
I don’t want to do anything similar right 
now. Our strange, forgetful guest has 
reminded me of something. I would like 
to go to the beach today. 
 And Rouye Gee Biv said things that the 
taller woman did not understand that 
sounded indignant  
  and they were walking towards 
the high steel of the rumble and the 
stairs up. There were the ones on the 
stairs who thought they were people, 
and there were sounds like words that 
she did not recognize and sounds like 
words that she did recognize but in con-
figuration did not. All the time she 
thought of the door and coming out of it 
and what it meant, and the first cold bit 
that had penetrated the warm before, 
and how that one had gotten into every-



thing, how it had shattered into dust 
and gotten into everything. She moved 
and all of it was a bit cold. they spoke 
and they were all a bit cold, and so 
there was always the dull reflection of 
the thought of the door in all of it.  
  And this thought was a seeping 
move behind the crust of what was 
happening like water beneath the fro-
zen top in winter.  
  And she saw the cat,  
  and the word occupied her fully  
  like a sound, 
  but there was no sound- 
  there was not even an image  
  for more than a second 
because they were walking, yet there 
was the impression of it 
  making the hallways full, 
  recalling the vestiges of thoughts 
  and thoughts to warm  
     each other in the hallways.  
 
For a second she thought that it was 
alive.  
 It was splayed out like some action, 
springing, scared or hunting.  
  but it was only skin. No inside 



cat. No sound, 
 and it was in the ice.  
  It was in the ice in the street and 
she was in the ice in the street but she 
could have sound. They went up the 
stairs then and there were the ones on 
the stairs then and in her mind there 
was the skin of the seeing of the cat, 
formal, fragile, the thought walked up 
the stairs with her and put the mask of 
the skin of the cat on all the things that 
she saw, on the ones like people and 
the one like cold.  
 





 
 -I HEAR A MORNING SONG-  
 
 
 
 
And then they were in the very throat of 
the rumble and there were so many of 
them and none of them cared. They 
looked like people doing waiting and 
ignoring and it was amazing the way 
they glided through the instances so 
fraught with the high rumbling and the 
side-to-side jostling. She was within the 
rumble and no one cared. They stood 
by her and did not look at her. They 
looked by her and stood and did wait-
ing. And they were very close and the 
light was yellowing now in the 
scratched glass of windows. She felt 
like the turning page of a book. She 
could feel her breath going in and going 
out.  
 The train stopped and the doors 
crushed open and many more of them 
came in then and it was like the floods 
of bats through deep caverns. There 
was jostling and there were the bodies 



of them in feeling but there were none 
of them looking. And the three of them 
held onto a pole in the middle and 
again they were moving, and the old 
woman began to speak rapidly, and 
then some of them were looking be-
cause what else was there to be doing? 
The old woman was saying, No one is 
willing. You really think people are will-
ing to do the things that they do? To 
pack themselves like decks of cards 
into subway cars, twice or thrice a day, 
great rows of metal boxes brimming 
with flesh, metal and flesh shooting 
through these manufactured caves be-
neath this city      -at this point the voice 
of the old woman had risen to a kind of 
song, full of harsh rhythm and jolting 
cadence, the tempo rising, self-
propelling, feeding on its own energy, at 
a speed faster than that of thought it-
self, faster than thought yet more 
coherent than thought. More and more 
joyously and breathlessly did she spit 
her tirade, and the tall woman could feel 
the looking happening more and more, 
and she wished for a moment that the 
old woman would stop- she couldn't 



understand her anyway- but she didn't 
stop. She went on, louder-        
magnificent, revolting caravans of wor-
ried  ticking flesh-      she was yelling 
out her old stale lungs now-  
  overflowing and re-stuffing at 
each juncture, this flesh enduring the 
obnoxiousness of that flesh, enduring 
the spiteful eye of one flesh jostled by 
another, enduring the covert thrust          
- here she shot forward her pelvis in 
demonstration and Rouye Gee Biv held 
their hands over their face as if hiding-                 
 of the pervert's covered flesh into 
a victim's covered flesh, enduring the 
blatant deceptions of addicts masquer-
ading as war-veterans- and you think 
that each party here is willing? That 
every flesh here is willing?      -Here 
she gripped hold of a passenger's el-
bow which, due to his height, had been 
resting on her shoulder while they held 
onto the pole. The tall, clean-shaven 
man in the long black wool overcoat 
gasped a little, elegant and exasperat-
ed, and shuffled his feet, trying to 
gingerly move his arm up the pole, in-
conspicuously, as if the little woman's 



grip had been some kind of accident, 
an incident demanding nothing more 
than a murmured excuse me and a mu-
tual down-casting of the eyes- but the 
old woman did not release her clutch-          
This flesh- Willing? She shrieked. Then 
you do not know what willing is. There 
is no willing, she said, lifted to her tip-
toes by the arm of the man whose face 
reflected something between incredulity 
and the surprise one feels at seeing a 
rather large cockroach where one does 
not expect it. There is wanting and 
there is doing and there is happening. 
But no willing. The only reason people 
are so resilient is because they have 
already been born! That should be ob-
vious, evident!      She screamed, 
beaming.  
 And the doors lurched open once more 
and there were all the more the faces of 
the new ones but then they were mov-
ing in, shuffling in formation towards the 
door and off the train and then the high 
floor of the rumble and seeing the rum-
ble fade off until gone. Then there was 
the stairs and the always the pooling 
cream of the grey street and then there 



was the the endlessness of the blue 
that broke before me on the sand of ice.  
   
  



  



 
      -A WAKE IN THE CREAM SEA- 
 
 
 
 
 
There were none of them here on the 
beach then. The air was too full of the 
sharp sides of the wind's hands and the 
sight too full of longing. They harbored 
enough yearning themselves to know 
not to walk the beach in winter. And 
Rouye asked why are we here when 
they walked across the glittering to-
wards the endless sway that was over 
there and then endless, and the old 
woman spat in   response and the gob 
shone gold in the sun as it fell and she 
pulled another cigarette stub from her 
pocket. As she lit it she told us this:  
 
 Every mouth spits a word  
 that adorns a sign  
 that means a way   
  that glints.  
  
 If the spit that's ran down a wall is 



watched a while 
  
  it will be beautiful.  
  
 If it is watched longer 
  
  it will be miserable.  
 
I don't understand, said Rouye Gee Biv. 
They had gotten to the water's edge 
and for sound there was only the crack-
ing of the frozen water against itself and 
the lapping of the water against the fro-
zen water and the sand beneath it. The 
old woman turned to Rouye Gee Biv 
and exhaled a plume of dirty smoke into 
the immaculateness of the air. I want to 
eat, she said suddenly. Go and find 
breakfast Rouye. Go and get us some-
thing to eat. I'll wait here. Rouye shook 
their head perplexedly. I don't under-
stand, they said. What would you like to 
eat?  
 It doesn't matter. Something cheap. Our 
guest must be very hungry as well. Get 
something that she wants.  
 The old woman was right. There was 
the deep animal stomach hunger then 



which was almost like a something 
more than like a lack of something. She 
was amazed that there was the instinct 
in her to connect the needing in her bel-
ly with the thought of food. Had anyone 
told her how to do this? And she knew 
then that there were parts of her that 
she did not know, and she turned to 
Rouye and told them I cannot see my-
self at all but I can see her like she was 
made of fire, and Rouye smiled and 
said that is sometimes how it is, and 
they were walking away from the old 
woman then, following their old way, 
making the footprints of one with two 
front-sides in the ice, and when they 
returned, the old woman was gone.  
 





 


