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Catherine Borders 

 

 

The Red Velvet Curtains 
 

Catherine Clément  writes, “On the opera stage 

women perpetually sing their eternal undoing. The 

emotion is never more poignant than at the moment when 

the voice is lifted to die. With their voices they flap their 

wings, their arms writhe, and then there they are, dead, on 

the ground.”1 

And you have to let her die. Her tonal promiscuity, 

her fluidity, has no place here. So she leaps, flies, away, 

into the void, stealing the show. L’appel du vide.2 Where she 

belongs.  

…Home is where your heart is.  

Butterfly stabs herself in front of her child. 

Lovelorn José murders Carmen, because if he can’t have 

her, no one can. Isolde dies of a broken heart. Takotsubo 

                                                
1 Catherine Clément. Translated by Betsy Wing. Opera, or the Undoing of 
Women. Pg. 5. University of Minnesota Press. 1988. 
2 The call of the void. 
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cardiomyopathy. Violette Valéry dies, impoverished, of 

consumption. Lady MacBeth of Mtsensk goes the way of 

Ophelia, but at least she takes quite a few with her. Nedda 

dies, onstage, in character, none’s the wiser. Elisabeth de 

Valois waits, walks, alone, into exile. The terrifying 

seductress, that Queen of the Night, in the end, is undone, 

abandoned, unloved, unforgiving. Floria Tosca leaps into 

the abyss. Mimi dies on an old mattress, some say of 

youth’s flame. Tricked, betrayed, mad, Lucia di 

Laammermoor kills her husband–who is, unfortunately, 

not her lover but his twin–on her wedding night, then dies. 

Liu, the ever-faithful slave, resisting torture, sacrifices 

herself, accentuating the futile spectacle. The marschallin 

of Wertemberg’s womb has shriveled up; she’s useless, 

sexless, jilted, a husk, a corpse. Mélisande dies in silence, 

just after she gives birth to her daughter. Othello strangles 

Desdemona. Brunhilde throws herself onto the pyre, 

paganism dies with her, God rises from the ashes. Shall I 

go on? 

Again, Clément: In opera “the triumphant ones are 

the fathers, the kings, the uncles, the lovers. Authorities are 

triumphant, and so are churches. Above them a divine 

image is barely hidden. Defeated are the forces of the 



 9 

night, the forces of darkness, the forces of the weak and 

underprivileged. Defeated are the paganism with its many 

gods, the rebellious, desirable existence of the sorceress, 

and any transgressions. Opera is pitiless. The nineteenth 

century extended the powers of opera, to love (this 

formidable and fatal mythology), but certainly, it is in the 

dawning of the eighteenth-century Enlightenment that the 

religious forces that brought opera into existence are to be 

found–along with, I would say, the struggle against God, 

through women who are crushed.”3 

Woman’s body written on, into the text, is not her 

own. She’s kept from it, blocked off from it. Veiled from 

it. Cunt shunted. She begs to open the curtains, but she’s 

denied. She’s dirty. You can thank Eve for that. And 

menstruation, assuming that Eve menstruated, but I’m 

skeptical.  

Eve was a gift, after all. A gift made by a 

man for a man.  

Eve was unwrapped, manhandled, peeled like an 

orange, opened up, her juices dripping down Adam’s chin, 

onto his apple. Insatiable Adam who’s missing a rib, 

                                                
3 Clément. Pg. 22. 
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which, obviously, gives him the right. The right of 

possession. The right of, to passage. 

On her wedding day he lifts the veil, crosses the 

threshold, takes her in, seals the deal. She is absorbed. Her 

name is now his. Her stuff is now his.  

Mr. and Mrs. Man of the Hour. 

Hidden for man. Hidden from man. Wrapped like 

a present. That night he will peel her like a banana then 

she’ll be devoured by sharp teeth.   

Lasciatemi morir.4  

Let the curtain fall.  

A veil is a velvet curtain.  

Which of course is a euphemism.  

For a cunt.  

Which means, naturally, that a woman’s face is her 

cunt.  

Think Baubo,5 if we’re being literal.  

                                                
4 Let me die. 



 11 

Think Medusa, if we’re being metaphorical.  

All those snakes, wriggling, hissing, then WHAM 

you’re stone.  

Not stoned, stone.  

Petrified, calcified, stupefied.   

Sure, stoned.6  

On (because of) beauty. 

Because it is impolite, and illegal, to show your 

cunt in public, because those things have teeth and they 

bite, it is only proper to cover yourself, entirely. Think of 

the men, for crissakes! How they can’t control themselves 

when they see your flesh. How unaccountable they 

become! Your skin makes them rabid, drunk, insane with 

desire, with the incontrovertible NEED TO FUCK. And, 
                                                                                          

5  
 
6 Because women are still being fucking stoned. Stoned for unveiling 
women, for a broken hymen, for rape, witchcraft, incest. Stoned 
because men felt like it.  
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as everyone knows, a need is a responsibility. That falls on 

the woman’s shoulders. Faithfully, with thick black cloth, 

imprisoning her behind a wall built in the name of a God 

that has never favored her.  

But I have that within which passeth show, These but the 

trappings and the suits of woe.7 

Let us lift up our hearts and our hands, in praise of 

the glory of His name, for our good and for the good of all 

His church. 

Let the caged bird sing. 

Listen: 

“Bring me the head of John the Baptist!” 

Now I praise you, brethren, that ye remember me in all 

things, and keep the ordinances, as I delivered them to you. But I 

would have you know, that the head of every man is Christ; and the 

head of the woman is the man; and the head of Christ is God. Every 

man praying or prophesying, having his head covered, dishonoureth 

his head. But every woman that prayeth or prophesieth with her head 

uncovered dishonoureth her head: for that is even all one as if she were 

shaven. For if the woman be not covered, let her also be shorn: but if 

it be a shame for a woman to be shorn or shaven, let her be covered. 

For a man indeed ought not to cover his head, forasmuch as he is the 

                                                
7 William Shakespeare. Hamlet. 
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image and glory of God: but the woman is the glory of the man. For 

the man is not of the woman; but the woman of the man. Neither was 

the man created for the woman; but the woman for the man.8 

Now, dance for me.  

Tanz für mich, Salomé. 9 

King Herod promises to give her whatever her 

heart desires, even if it’s half of his kingdom, if only she 

would dance for him: Tanz für mich, Salomé. 

Salomé’s Dance of the Seven Veils:10 

 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=yPBBCusBSDk 11 

 

She wants the prophet’s head on a silver platter. 

After all, he insulted her mother’s marriage to Herod, her 

late husband’s brother, on account of incest, but worse, he 

refused Salomé’s solicitations. Herod begs to dissuade her 

but she’s adamant. 

Once Jochanaan’s head is severed from his body, 

Salomé falls into a bacchanalian frenzy with it. By the light 

                                                
8 Epistle of Saint Paul to the Corinthians. 
9 Dance for me, Salomé. 
10 Production: Berlin 1990. Catherine Malfitano (Salomé), Horst 
Hiestermann (Herod). Conductor: Giuseppe Sinopoli. Composer: 
Richard Strauss. 
11 Refer to website (OmniaVanitasReview.com) for video. 
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of the moon she declares her love to it, kissing, stroking, 

caressing it while falling madly into herself, into the depths 

of degradation. Frailty, thy name is woman. 12  The music 

climaxes, the cadence strikes a dissonant, polytonal chord. 

La petite mort. Her fate is crystal. Completely repulsed, 

Herod orders her execution.  

A vestal goddess of the moon, pure, untouched by 

men, Salomé strips, teases, and finally falls in love with a 

nonjudgmental unconscious dead man without a penis.  

And remember: 

At the head of every man is Christ. 

(I bet doubly so for his cousin!) 

So the pagan opens herself up to receive the Holy 

Spirit. She denounces the seductress within and gives 

herself unto this holiest of heads, and repents.  

No… She’s a satanic femme fatale; a cat rolling 

about with her kill. A man-hating dyke goddess—think 

Artemis or Cybele—hell-bent on destroying the male 

libido.  

So she dances. She dances to enthrall Herod. She 

dances for vengeance, for her mother’s slain reputation. 

She dances to slaughter the one God lurking in her home, 
                                                
12 Again, obviously, Hamlet. 
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threatening to enfeeble, to incapacitate, to proverbially 

castrate the uncastratable. In an act of defiance, she 

removes her layers, rips off her veils, and stands 

vulnerable.  

Why not empowered? 

As though the second the last veil falls from her 

wrist, her naked flesh reads like a beacon of rapable light 

that she is an animal, a vessel for pleasure: Do with me 

what you will, it says, I have no will of my own.  

But I do.  

After all, On ne naît pas femme: on le devient.13  

                                                
13 Simone de Beauvoir. The Second Sex. Famously translated by H. M. 
Parshley as, “One is not born, but rather becomes a woman.” The 
latest translation by Constance Borde and Sheila Malovany-Chevallier 
contests the use of the indefinite article, translating it to: “One is not 
born, but rather becomes, woman.” Meaning, a woman, a girl, a female 
is not born a second class citizen, but through her culture, through 
socialization, through prejudice, stupidity, and ignorance, she becomes 
one.  
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Brandon Brown 

 

Brandon Brown's CORRESPONDENCES are translations of 

Baudelaire's poems with the same title.  Each poem, once written was 

mailed individually.  

 

 

Correspondences 
 

 

Something I meant to do…something unnatural. 

Squeeze a pill between my tonsils. See what the 

tonsure does to my temples? Makes my brain look bigger? 

I see you looking at me—familiar and observant. 

 

There’s a noise that saturates Oakland. I’m confident 

it saturates the helium deposits pilloried 

in the nitrate-rich boneyard of the bay. 

I know! That sound stirred me too 

 

from the orgiastic perfume of a delightful dream 

in which I munched the profundity of not one, 
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not two…but like five children, 

their lives and their flaky attention 

 

cool as the skin of leftover plums. 

Sorry to make Charles Baudelaire a cannibal. 

It was hard enough to be him. Sorry 

to suggest this gastrophagous bent consumed 

him and that remarkable ascot. 

 

Oh fine, be incensed. For a minute, on the train, I saw 

you loving its sound. Its spirit. Its essence. 
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Correspondences 
 

 

I don’t think language is light 

but something sees through the floating corset 

passing through the colon of this salsa 

I chug it with my familiars. 

Confident; long, tall, wide, broad…and confident. 

Nothing really resembles anything else 

and language is not light. 

Hold up this page, you’re just trying to 

conjugate plastic. 

It doesn’t. There are sovereigns so fabulous 

 

they delight in roasting children. 

A horrible Baudelaireanism to include 

in this translation for you 

who have just painted a nursery. Did you all 

decide on taupe or emerald? Nevermind 

they do not delight in roasting children 

but rather tomatilloes. The whining skins 
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of peppers. Corn. And corn from 

musky, incendiary tubes. 

 

 

  



 20 

Correspondences 
 

 

Oh God the “natural.” Spare 

me. Elaborate routinization of genetic entropy 

so guys passing by give me those salty looks 

(Lawry’s). The seats of Ferraris feel familiar, 

like the caress of a sibling in prehistory. 

Fossilized cum fondues, 

dense as old cake, profound as Modernism; 

vast cum fondue which I duly, you know, buy online. 

Perfume is colorless my dudes 

just like my siblings. We’re hot, we’re related, 

we emerge in the prairies like a twist 

on the chalupa. Wet the wrapper if you want 

it to stick. If you want to be rich, 

if you want to be triumphant. Make it clap 

the pods of you, but don’t start lecturing 

me about “the natural.”  

I just told a barista that I have  

a twin brother. And yet I wasn’t 
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even so much “born” as set-down- 

adjacent-to-these-other-things. 
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Correspondences 
 

 

I think it’s time to start wearing purple. 

I think it’s time to be pilloried.  Sort of 

confused, sort of abreast that tireless agent 

of the ever-recurrent. Are you familiar  

with the long-echoing desire of Charles Baudelaire 

to huff cum in the night? To huff cum 

clearly and profoundly, to color his stepdad 

with residue on a hanky. Slapped into 

 

the afterlife like I was slapped off of 

the prairie. Desperate to surpass the back Ozark 

crank freak inside me. Desperate not to  

blow what I only ever intended to cook. 

 

Walk home of utter corruption, flashy and purple 

as the veins inside one heavenly blunt. 

Like amber. Like musk. Like generic ephedephrine. 

All singing in unison. The fashionability 
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of drilling down 80. Drilling down in full pillory, 

abreast a pooch. Abreast in my own pillory. 
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Correspondences 
 

 

Things do not connect, they correspond. Except 

when they do not correspond, and then sometimes 

you find yourself fucking the grass. Nobody 

knows how swiftly the cannibal inside these lines 

rears, wags the salt shaker at thighs striding by. Glorious 

tights simply the shrink-wrap on what cats 

simply have to plow. Ever since Charles Baudelaire 

initiated modernity, cracking nuts between his teeth 

and shrieking, these are just like 

eating the heads of little children! Eeek! But  

did you eat it? Or did you have a correspondence 

with it? Did it wriggle inside the paper bag 

nipping at your fingers? Bruce will not cook 

us crabs.  Syphilis is a bummer. Slave labor 

 is a bummer. And there’s us 

sipping Maalox on an airplane.  
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Correspondences 
 

 

Somehow I’ve got to tempt life into pill shape. 

Let the parboiled trotter poking its snout out 

of a gravy catastrophe be 

familiar as the wifey I’ve never observed. 

There’s confidence so confident it would irradiate 

the total trough. In the rich, mealy, Burgundian 

whiff of an ass that has never known paper 

look at me now. Look at me freak clearly, 

freak clarity. Freak in correspondence. In high- 

chairs there sit babes, slimy with virus, 

gnawing on pork tenderloin with their brittle, 

mortal, valuable teeth. They’re fed by the 

pill-flecked hands of prairie baby daddies. 

 

Hillbilly heroin. It makes life like a work 

of extravagant pharmacircuitry. Hillbilly correspondence. 

This used to be my walk now it’s my ambience. 

It makes dinner out of what should be insulating 
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the shack our babies chow in. Those 

pigs. Those drug-addled spider-loving swine! 
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Correspondences 
 

 

I draw a big pentagram on the floor 

kneel down 

and right there, surrounded by chalky lines, 

I pledge my life to advocate for fine things: 

everything that has a stench, which packs 

 in salt, which tickles one’s benefactor. 

When I was a child I was forced to play the oboe 

and my masters said the strength 

is in your hair boy. The hair inside your 

lips. It’s all the same. And yet… 

I’ve got a gas can semi-permanently moistening 

a rag and the rag is pressed against my face! Imagine 

if Charles Baudelaire had been exiled to West 

Texas. Imagine he starts a cannibal cult 

and its headquarters are in Marfa. People always 

say my outfit is so disco. So East 

Village 1979. I say come closer. Sniff 

deep. That’s what it smelled like too. 
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Correspondences 
 

 

I put my head in mud and it is cool. 

I mean, my scalp tingles with the yesterday’s-gravy- 

chill of the improbably frigid. Like dandruff 

shampoo, only nasty and made out of worms. 

And the pee of young loutish boys making ornery 

at the wedding as it tumbles into legend. 

Also the mud, my putting my head into it, 

makes me awesome. Industry is the enemy 

of magic—all the more reason to do it 

on a divan made of newt’s eyes (or whatever.) 

To do the nasty  on a davenport woven of 

sage tendrils and grunting in Coptic. 

Two hot boys approach, their veins green 

as the forests of Egypt in which the holy  

ones chant together in Coptic. I corrupt 

them with money and industry. I choose 

them over infinity, their musk over my 

musk. I magically choose these boys, 
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and we sit to eat together at a banquet 

laden with cutlery. Laden with mud pies. 
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Correspondences 
 

 

I was standing between two pillars when, oh 

shit! they started talking to me. What 

passes as a party in the forest of the 

totally symbolic? What passes as a fond 

 

party in one’s loins in the totally unpartylike 

profundity of brutal partying? I don’t  

know whether it’s the Visine™ or Everyday Life™ 

but I swear I hear pillars whispering to me. 

 

They’re saying “Hey, Charles Baudelaire, 

everything is in correspondence, but also 

you’re coming all over an oboe. Kill children. 

Write a poem.” This is how I begin to balloon. 

This is how my tinkle gets tickled. I go 

to this party and my pupils dissolve into 

a saline typhoon that trolls absorb into 

their saliva. Recapitulated piñata interior. 
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Major party. It’s my party. And I will 

come on an oboe if I…um…need to? 
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Lily Robert-Foley 

 

 

Writing the Line: 
A reading of the intersection of literature 

and philosophy in Veils 
  

 

The work of Jacques Derrida and Hélène Cixous are very 

close—like two sides of a mountain, they share the same 

interior, the same rubble.  They are in constant, sometimes 

overt, sometimes oblique, reference to one another.  In 

Veils the separation between them is razor thin, the size of 

this page.  I quote Cixous on meeting Derrida for the first 

time: 

“The first time I saw Jacques 

Derrida (it must have been in 

1962) he was walking on the crest 

of a mountain at a rapid and sure 

pace, from left to right, I was in 

Arcachon, I was reading (it must 
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have been Force and Signification), 

from where I was I saw him 

clearly advancing black on the 

light sky, feet on the edge, the 

crest, was blade-thin, clearly 

traced, he was walking on the 

peak, from afar I saw him, his 

progression on the limit between 

the mountain and the sky melted 

the one in the other, he must have 

been following a path no wider 

than the mark of a pencil tip.  He 

did not run, rapid, he made his 

way, all the way of the crests.”  

 

While Hélène watches Derrida ride the line, a near-

death experience, between one side of a mountain and the 

other, she is the one writing or “riding” the line, in what 

she calls her “poet-philosopher voice,” from a removed, 

translated perspective, looking at Derrida who is so close 

to himself, they are in fact riding (writing) each others' 

lines.   
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I’m trying to understand the place where literature 

and philosophy coincide.  I walk into a bookstore and I 

look for a book by Hélène Cixous,  or Jacques Derrida and 

I’m sent to two different sides of a mountain, two different 

sides of the bookstore.  A gendered difference.  And yet 

this space between them is razor thin, the size of a crest of 

a mountain, or a piece of paper.   

What does this difference consist of?  I’m having 

difficulty saying it.  Or rather, I’m having difficulty saying it 

without employing those tools which it uses to express 

itself.  I keep coming back to Cixous writing Derrida riding 

the mountain, the page, the Veil. 

Perhaps it is only possible to speak of this space 

where literature and philosophy intersect as a metaphor 

because it is a metaphor, or is metaphor.  Metaphor, a kind 

of writing that has often been assigned to the poet, has a 

relationship to absence, death and otherness that appears 

at the intersection, or rather the non-intersection—since 

this intersection is precisely the place, the non-place, where 

each does not come together with itself—of poetry and 

philosophy.   

In order to explain what I mean by this I’ll step 

back, or down, a bit into the rubble of Deconstruction, to 
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understand better what Derrida and Cixous might hear in 

the word metaphor, and likewise what they may 

understand the place of metaphor to be in the discourse of 

philosophy.   

Now I quote Paul deMan, from “Rhetoric of 

Tropes; Nietzsche” in Allegories of Reading: 

“Making the language that denies 

the self into a center rescues the 

self linguistically at the same time 

that it asserts its insignificance, its 

emptiness as a mere figure of 

speech. It can only persist as self if 

it is displaced into the text that 

denies it. The self which was at 

first the center of the language as 

its empirical referent now 

becomes the language of the 

center as fiction, as metaphor of 

the self. What was originally a 

simple referential text now 

becomes the text of a text, the 

figure of a figure.”  
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This is a reading of a reading of the tropical 

location of the self in philosophical discourse.  Nietzsche 

wants to, in part, oppose truth to metaphor, and thus to pit 

self against self.  The self is false, the self is a metaphor; 

therefore philosophy is aberrant because, in spite of itself, 

it situates the self at the birth of truth.  How can, 

Nietzsche would like to know, truth coincide with truth if 

the vehicle within which it travels is a lie—this self that is a 

metaphor?  Metaphor is both the foundation of truth and 

its annihilator, simultaneously.  The center of philosophical 

discourse in this case is thus not only a metaphor but 

likewise shares an essential structure with metaphor:  an 

essential disjunct, a non-convergence of self with self, 

center with center, same with same, other with other.  This 

is one of the principle iterations of Deconstruction.   

Now let us return to Veils, to Cixous’ center, a 

figure of a myopic young girl, who Cixous calls “her,” 

“she,” who is not Cixous.  Yet we know from reading 

Cixous that Cixous was a myopic little girl, and since 

Cixous very often writes about herself, her self, we 

may  nearly assume that this “she” “her” is Cixous.  In 

Villes Promises a lecture given by Cixous at the 2004 
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Conference on translation in Arles, she quotes Veils,  and 

comments on her citation, on the myopic girl of  Veils,  

 

“On le voit, elle ne voit pas ou elle 

est.  Elle est tellement perdue qu’elle est a 

la troisieme personne d’elle même, loin de 

moi et de je.”  (“We see it, she does not see 

where she is.  She is so lost that she has become her 

own third person, far from me and from I.”) 

 

            In this essay, the passage from third to first person, 

from self to other, is used as a way of explaining 

translation, of explaining two words that must mean the 

same, that can never mean the same.   (Derrida says that 

everything is both translatable and untranslatable, that the 

impossibility of translation is also its necessity.)  Hélène’s 

myopic engages in the same game as deMan’s reading of 

Nietzsche’s tropical self, and the same game as 

translation.  Let us return to Veils.   

 

“In the beginning there was myopia, near 

ignorance, or a kind of ignorance that is 

based on indeterminacy.  At first she has 
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some sight, and navigates her way through 

her city based on breaks in its ‘refusal’ to 

her: there is discrepancy between what she 

sees of the world and what the world is.  If 

this makes her a foreigner to the world, 

unable to see what others see, it also locates 

her in a state of constant equivocation or 

equivocity, ‘To be and not to be were never 

exclusive.’  The world, her vision, her self, 

is entrenched in otherness, in complete 

otherness, in ‘limitless pale 

nothingness…death.’” 

             

But her myopia does not stay the same.  In fact, it 

does the exact opposite.  It becomes other (again), it goes 

away, it dies.  Our myopic, she (I?) receives an eye surgery 

and her myopia becomes a thing of the past, “Suddenly, 

myopia, ‘the other’, the unwelcome, is unveiled”[i]and she 

must say “Farewell to this veil she cursed so much.”  So 

much happens in her new world of seeing, but one thing is 

that she is no longer myopic.  She is not only seeing now, 

but is no longer not seeing.  The piece is titled Savoir and 

this condition, not of seeing, but of no longer not seeing, 
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and likewise, of seeing herself see, becomes both her node 

and her mode of knowing.  Savoir, translated both as savoir, 

to know, or knowledge, and also sa voir, his/her to see, 

including the echo of sans voir (without vision, without 

being able to see) as well as, sa voix, her voice/his voice.   

            What else is concealed behind the Veil?  What else 

lies on the other side of not-seeing, on the other side of 

Cixous’ text, behind a woven fabric nearly the same width 

as a Veil, the page?  It’s Derrida’s text, Un Vers a Soi 

(translated as A Silkworm of One’s Own)— in vers we hear a 

polyphony of homophonies and homonyms: verre as in 

glass, vers, towards, un vers or invers, inverse, vers, worm, 

vers, verse—and in soi, self, silk, the subjunctive form of 

the verb to be, soit.   And much history that I leave out faute 

de temps.  The reference to Cixous’ text is veiled, as 

reference to his is veiled in Savoir, both titles making 

reference to the self sa voir, vers a soi—a self that is object, 

other, both me and her, or him, one-self, more than one 

self, Cixous or Derrida, or Cixous or Derrida.  Although 

neither of the texts critiques the other in a direct fashion—

in a hermeuntical sense—the tropes nevertheless endure in 

a sense, in some senses, in the transition between them—

the Veil the Fabric, the tallith, the warp and woof of the 
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threads in a fabric—as in a translation, although their 

modes and meanings change.  And like in a translation, 

although certain metaphors endure, we can never read 

them both at the same time.  As we read one, the other is 

always concealed behind the page, the Veil, the other 

always comes “too early, or too late.”  Again, the disjunct, 

or the non-convergence at the center of the metaphor, a 

disjunct that divides Veils “literary” text from its 

“philosophical” one.   

            Derrida’s text is therefore a metaphor of the 

myopic, of Cixous’ figure, her figuration, and of the 

crossing from one side of the veil to the other in which the 

condition of the same is also the condition of no-longer-

not-being-what-one-was, which is a metaphor for the 

essential disjunct of the metaphor.  A metaphor of 

metaphor, and a metaphor for its own metaphorization.   

Derrida likewise deconstructs his parallel trope, the tallith, 

which is both like the Veil and not like the veil, the 

difference between them also incarnating sexual difference, 

which is in many ways the principal theme of Veils.   The 

tallith is “One” like “Yahweh.”  It “depends on the One of 

the unique” (64).  It is “the singular event” (64).  It comes 

“before all else” (64) It is also “a tunic” (65), a “text” (65), 
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“skin” (67) the “law” (64), “mine”  (66) my 

“brother”’s  (65) my “neighbor’s” (65) it is “animal” (68), 

“dead” (69), “living” (69) a “nickname” (69):  “What I am 

nicknaming here the tallith” and “All my nicknames, I have 

so many.”  This is a very familiar Derridian way of 

allegorizing his own writing and deconstructing himself as 

he writes (as we read, as his text is unfolding).  The 

statement tallith = tallith or one = one becomes à travers 

(across) the text, across its warp and woof, no longer a 

self-reflexive statement.  One ≠ one.  This kind of trope is 

totally aberrant, it signifies signifieds that do not coincide 

with each other.   

I’ll now quote from Derrida’s essay The Strange 

Institution of Literature,  “the power that there is, as language 

or as writing, is that a singular mark should also be 

repeatable, iterable, as mark.  It then begins to differ from 

itself sufficiently to become exemplary and thus involve a 

certain generality.  The economy of exemplary iterability is 

itself formalizing… this condensation of history, of 

language, of the encyclopedia, remains here indissociable 

from an absolutely singular event, an absolutely singular 

signature, and therefore also of a date of language, of an 

autobiographical inscription… Precisely because the trait, 
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date, or signature—in short, the irreplaceable and 

untranslatable singularity of the unique—is iterable as 

such, it both does and does not form part of the marked 

set.”   This tension is similar to the resistance Derrida 

describes in Ulysses Gramophone between the equivocity of 

language in relation to its univocity.  Language constantly 

resists itself by being in an on-going play between its 

singular, unique meaning, and a multiplicity, or rather an 

ambiguity (equivocity) of meanings that relate the 

historicity of the word or the trope to its signature.  A 

word that is completely univocal is unintelligible, just as is 

one that is completely equivocal.  

(From Ulysses Gramophone:  “Il faut bien que 

quelque lisibilité minimale—un élément d’univocité, 

resistent à la surcharge de la condensation joycienne pour 

qu’une lecture commence à avoir lieu./It is necessary that 

some minimum of readability—an element of univocity—

resists the surcharge of Joycian condensation, in order for 

a reading to begin to take place.)  

This is what I have tried to describe as the time of 

metaphor, as Derrida says, always arriving, “too early” or 

“too late”:  the non-convergence at the center of metaphor 

that supercedes the genre distinction between literature 
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and philosophy.   This resistance is also at play in the 

contrary movement of language to make reference to 

itself  at the same time that it makes reference to 

something other than itself.   It is likewise there at the 

crossing of grammar and rhetoric (a connection that 

allowed me to jump rather rapidly—without being open 

about it, without saying as much—quite violently, perhaps 

unjustly from specific statements about metaphor to more 

generalized statements about language—as Derrida says, 

faute de temps (lack, or fault of time)).   

This movement is brought into further relief time 

and time again by the techniques unrelentingly at play in 

the work of both Cixous and Derrida (shelved on two sides 

of the bookstore):  the puns, the displacement of words in 

repetition, the unweaving and rewriting of their own 

tropics, of the history of their figures and terms.  And this 

is precisely why Cixous and Derrida are situated 

respectively at the intersection between literature and 

philosophy, because of this shared interest in language, the 

common way of seeing which makes the two indissociable 

at moments. 

Voila. 
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Russell Jaffe 
 
 

Did you hear about the Morgans? 
2009, Sarah Jessica Parker 

 
 
Don’t bother with my life, I’m tiresome, 

I’d interfere with your crops, 

I’d roll my eyes at refrigerators that run red with meat 

like canals and like the streets of far away places and castes 

you read about in English class. 

Summer’s a green and brown patched snow hill waiting to 

happen; 

These unsuspecting tiles and images are common species 

of the West. 

Simple people raise chickens and become frustrated; 

again birds are watched and studied, 

wings are here again in buckets— 

these simple folk shun the speed of desperate New York 

and plain-spoke tan faces like Mary Steenburgen won’t 

mask 

unspeakable things; 



 46 

 

the watchful man knew this. I stay away from him because 

he knows where to separate the meat from the bones, 

and he knows the diligent thud of an axe, 

he knows the contours of a deep Western hat. 

The watchful man’s long face knows the secrets in the 

muscular pulp 

and has seen the sinews run dry of blood, he’s seen them 

ghost white. 

Oh, faces in rural slots, 

pitchfork countenance, 

eyes peering through decaying barnwood, 

 

unpainted silence. 

Run, always run.  

Run from the city, wait in the car while  I ask my parents 

to help us pay for a U-Haul from New York to Iowa. 

That first day of Spring 

I feel my innards swell like (Mid) Western wood 

as it goes cold to hot to cold again. 

 

Fear is the new lexicon of marriage, first and foremost 

because that must be why we aren’t married, it must 
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explain late nights Mary Steenburgen’s earnest 

countenance, shaky voice 

and continued roles.  

The watchful man sees movies like scrolls late into the 

night. 

You know it’s always been like this. 

This true heart, caged, will always fall in love. 

Brown mesas cut into tan after tan again, 

and I’m not sure what for. Love, maybe. 
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Bride Wars 
2009, Anne Hathaway and Kate 

Hudson 
 
 
 
What you want are simple things. But someone else 

complicates them. And we live to reach the apex. Skin has 

a silk sheen. Hair has long wiry runs like stockyards. 

Stockings keep the bad skin from getting out. Running, 

running. Your makeup. Your mannequin. And we all feel 

like this but someone needs to say it. But we all are 

running into another café. Into another beehive catacomb 

salon. Our mothers were nails and machines affixed to 

tables. And eyes are layered upon like historic buildings 

caked in mortar. And actress is a secondary term and 

empowerment is an almost-as-high platform for the 

secondary. Follow your friends past sleepy men, as if 

working, in a long line. Everyone is just a snippet away 

from vomiting. Here it comes again. That cute toy dog is 

chained to a fence outside a busy restaurant. And we all go 

to the bachelorette party and everyone has a moment. And 

everyone’s cocktails are bright. And you rip an outfit and 
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there are dozens more. Diamonds, chocolates, fruit 

baskets, piles of sheen-waxed flowers are melting supports 

of falling architecture. Moments like pink tiny presents in 

black lace bows, like eggshell white bags with silver letters. 

For the guests. Welcome, welcome. The room is fortunate 

with white. Friends by proximity, red fingernail sized 

snacks on trays. Women like spider webs, their brown hair 

in careful trusses. Their chatter and when they do they put 

their hands on their chests and look as if they’ll say “I 

know” at every moment. They are all waiting for their 

moment and the hallway is narrowing. Their eyes warm 

from the pressure. Beauty is an adjective, noun, and verb. 

But what it really is runs like blood into drains in the floors 

of the abattoirs. Purchase it prepackaged and you won’t 

know. And the man who caged it works a job in finance 

and has pattern baldness. His eyes look ahead and if he 

had a thought balloon what would be in it would be what 

he was looking at. And he looks sitting in his unfurled tux 

and says you are beautiful slowly but steadily. And he is 

thinking that and for a minute it’s like your arm has slipped 

through the bars of a cage and you feel inside from the 

outside. Here come the blades, quick, a wobbling mirage. 

That is what grateful means. And New York, it’s been such 
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a journey. Smiling Hispanic limo drivers, black assistants 

with PDAs and sass. We all learn together and swirl like 

think, warm fluid down tiled floors with drains. I’m about 

to scream. People learn to protect themselves in this place 

where architecture is the heel of a high heel. Always almost 

as high as the highest but getting closer. Please don’t do 

this. Your best friend became your worst enemy for the 

same reasons she was your friend. And Candice Bergan’s 

in it and she pauses a lot. She’d bind the feet of concubines 

if she wasn’t an actress. And you turn your head with your 

eyes closed and this is a moment. Now it’s your time. And 

you shift in your chair. And it’s funny to prepare for war.  

And strike your sister when she doesn’t expect it. And 

there’s nothing there. Call this the female war. I don’t 

know why I am so afraid all the time anymore. And you 

were kept because you were wild. 
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Sex and the City 2 
2010, Sarah Jessica Parker 

 
 
 
Watch this: you do it for the nestling, et al. But I do it 

because I’m obsessed secretly with oil—the pores, the fluid 

running down like all the slime I ever saw fall on 

Nickelodeon shows in the 90s.  We have pizza and movie 

night like when my brother and I were babysat. To sleep 

next to you is to be an avocado. These warm options 

include tears. Our skins rub off gently. Under my beard is 

the face of a boy still alone and the tv shows glow pencil 

moods on my face. Look in through the window at the 

picture of me single. Look in through the back on my 

imagined sleeping. This is me defending myself through 

the silhouettes you see in the window of dishes and bills on 

the kitchen table. These noodles are also a part of me. The 

stopper came loose when I was young and I heard about it 

but didn’t know how to stop it. Look in on the notebooks 

about moonlight but it’s stormed every Iowa night since 

you left. Would you believe that when I heard the wind 

blow through the broken shades I thought I heard an 
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Arabian folk song and I held my phone for a moment like 

a boy with bread. Look in through this long cage of rain at 

me rapping the floor with my toes. You’d think there were 

places it never rains and colorful women like cartoons 

carry diamonds endlessly. Although through that off-

rhythm I noticed I had stopped being what I would be and 

became what I could have been. Although, I’ll say 

although. 
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The Family Stone 
2006, Sarah Jessica Parker 

 
 
 
On the occurrence of family, I run but slowly. Not like a 

fugitive but like a blue eyed actress down a beach. Any 

generation will do. 

 

The family space, this time an aunt’s small house, often a 

joke, is filled with heat on Thanksgiving. I took Becky by 

the hand, led her in. We like children kicked stones. 

 

You could be an actress, my aunt said. Anyway, we played 

out the parts in front of the family. 

 

Sure we enjoy where we’re living. My cousin drank until 

she spun barefoot in the yard lit from the  

 

top silhouette of her black dress by her iPhone. 

Crabgrass and wire fence married in blue dark. 
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Between bites my aunts and uncles consider Becky and I, 

look at the bases of our 

naked stump fingers; few rings if cut, certainly. 

 

Before we all watched a movie since grandpa died, I also 

knew light and the funny stories it would tell  

 

Becky as she closed her eyes and smiled, asleep from 

another day. This is not to say we’re married to family, 

 

just survivors of events, cartographers of shallow roots. 

You know the roots of plants laying in suburban backyards 

before they’re planted.  

 

Stringy and yellow before they’re in the ground. On 

thanksgiving we pick and bake them rubbed in butter.  

 

My brother spills his plate on the floor and there’s a clang, 

someone hollers about what’s going on,  

 

and my uncle laughs loudly as his wife appears to be 

looking out the window.  

No, she’s looking 
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at the contours the light makes from the inside. Your mom 

doesn’t get not eating meat at all, Becky says, but mom’s 

talking again. 

 

This is not to say we’re jealous of jello molds and 

shimmering trays of large bird parts. 

 

I myself have been known to tear the lose skin and toss 

aside my own vanity and grease-soaked napkins into the 

sink. 

 

In and out of night falling, when the last red drops of wine 

bead and crust on pink tablecloths, we’ve been known to 

occur, 

 

you can see our traces like root paths in the soft banks. 

Nail this to the wall, wait for blood. 
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Rebecca Mir 

 
 

baby 
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A.B. Rosen 
 
 

I Stole Her Veil 
 
 
 
Rachel’s Story 
 
 I stole her veil. It was ugly, and didn’t match the 

dress. Anyway it was after the ceremony so I doubt she 

noticed, at least not right away. I didn’t want it for any 

sentimental reasons or anything; I just didn’t think she 

should have it anymore. That veil covered up her lie, our 

father’s lie. That veil destroyed my life. 

 I could hear them fucking on the wedding night. 

The room I was in was adjacent to theirs, so every fucking 

gasp, moan, tear, slap was fucking magnified in my fucking 

ear. He didn’t even pause any time during the foreplay, or 

the thrusting, to notice that he was fucking the wrong 

woman. The hips were too skinny, the chest too flat, the 

wiry hair on the arms and legs were clearly not mine. Even 

if he didn’t see her face once, he should’ve noticed that 

everything was wrong. 

 They didn’t clue me into their plan, obviously. That 
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afternoon I had been all dressed up, in a satin white dress, 

with white flowers in my hair. I had been soaking in herbs 

and oils for hours; had spent a good hour-and-a-half 

powdering and painting my face in front of the mirror. Lea 

comes in, supposedly to congratulate me. She’s wearing a 

tea-colored dress herself, which I noticed was distractingly 

too close to white. I was going to say something about it, 

but she smooths everything over with her syrupy words. 

 “You look gorgeous, Ray!” she exclaimed, oozing 

jealously. 

 “Thanks,” I said, “hope Jake thinks so.” 

 The room that I had gotten ready in was large, with 

a huge window facing the courtyard. My father had that 

window built for security: you can see the courtyard in full 

view, but no one can see you. It’s like those double-sided 

mirrors or something. 

 After Lea hugs me, she just gushes over and over 

again about how lucky I am, what a great wife I will be, etc. 

etc. I’m feeling pretty high on myself by the time she’s 

done, to tell you the truth. 

 “One other thing,” she says, “I brought you the 

veil to see.” 

 I looked at her surprised. “A veil?” I asked. “You 
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know I’m not into that shit.” 

 Lea just laughed and took out the ugliest veil I have 

ever seen. It didn’t even have any lace, it looked like white 

mesh layered with more and more white mesh. 

 “Why would I wear that?” I groaned rebelliously. 

“Jake won’t even be able to tell that it’s me under that 

thing.” 

 Lea laughed at that one. “Exactly.” 

 I didn’t have time to work out what the fuck she 

was talking about when she locked me in. The room used 

to be a nursery and is the ONLY room in the house that 

locks from the outside. I start banging on the door, having 

a fit. I’m not missing my wedding because my sister is a 

stupid little bitch. 

 It didn’t do any good. My father came around after 

an hour, speaking through the door. He explained that he 

had vetoed me getting married today, but decided that Jake 

would still make a good son-in-law. I called him a lot of 

nasty names and after a little while he gave up reasoning 

with me, and left me alone. 

 They got married in the courtyard and I could see 

the whole thing. I’m not a pussy or anything, but when I 

saw that tramp get wedded to my man I definitely cried a 
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few. What a slut. How could you do something like that in 

good conscience? 

 By the time I woke up the next day, I had resolved 

I didn’t love him anymore. Maybe it was easier to hate him 

than them. Maybe after hearing them fuck, it should have 

been my sister I punched in the face at breakfast. They 

were all stupid for thinking I’d get over it that quickly.  

The maid unlocked me from my prison at a quarter to ten. 

I was starved and bounded down to the breakfast table, 

still wearing what was supposed to be my goddamn 

wedding dress. 

 “Morning!” said my father brightly. 

 Jake sat there by himself. Lea must’ve not come 

down yet. He looked like hell. 

 “Good morning, you cunt.” I said pleasantly. 

 Jake stared. 

 “You look different,” he stammered. “ I thought 

your dress was different.” 

 “Shut the fuck up, Jake!” I glanced at him coldly. 

“You are well aware that you just married and boned my 

sister last night.” 

 Jake’s face fell. Then I punched him in the eye. He 

crumpled on the ground, clutching his face like he just got 
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stabbed. Dad didn’t say shit. I was still hungry. 

 I grabbed a piece of fruit off the table and 

crammed three pancakes into my mouth at once. 

 “Whatever,” I said. “I’m going riding.” 

 I rode the shit out of that horse for three hours till 

my thighs were throbbing. I think I was just trying to feel 

something. Maybe also it reminded me of sex. 

 I took a walk and cursed everything, the sky, the 

chirping birds, the sun, the flowers, the trees, the grass. I’m 

pretty sure I covered everything. 

 I was approaching a tree stump, cursing it as well, 

when Jake sidled over, his face wet with tears, his eye black 

as shit. 

 “I didn’t know, Ray, honest,” he said pleadingly, 

his brown eyes locking on mine. “This is a catastrophe. 

Can you ever forgive me?” 

 I looked him over, his whining and crying and 

black eye and altogether pathetic ensemble. 

 “There may be a way,” I said. “Make up for the 

wedding night I missed, motherfucker.” 

Jake took up the cue immediately, kissing my hand, then 

arm, then neck. Oh, Ray, he exclaimed between kisses and 

licks. He pulled down my pants, crouched on his knees, 
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kissing my thighs and caressing my lips. His tongue 

worked wonders down there (always did). He got me on 

the fucking verge. Then I pushed him down on the 

ground, unbuckling his pants. His dick was the hardest I’ve 

seen, and spitting on my hand, I rubbed his shaft till it was 

wet. Then I was on him, riding hard and sweating harder. 

 “Fuck yes, you fucking asshole!” I hissed. 

 Jake didn’t say anything except Oh, Ray, with little 

moans. I came quickly, and dismounted immediately. 

 “Hey baby,” he moaned. “Off so soon?” 

 His dick stood hard in the open air. “Yeah,” I said. 

“Fuck you. I got mine and now you can wait. Hope you 

enjoyed that tryst because that shit was the last you’re 

going to get.” 

 Jake whined. “But baby, I told you I was sorry. I 

didn’t know.” 

 “Like shit you didn’t know. You’ve been trying to 

get me into a threesome with that bitch for over a year. 

Hope her pussy is half what mine is, because you’re stuck 

with that shit for life.” 

 Jake lay there, his dick still out of his pants and 

hard, his face begging me to stay. He still looked like hell. I 

turned around and walked toward the house, not stopping 
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to glance back. I was pretty sure it was time to find my 

own place. 

 After packing the essentials in my old yellow-

leathered suitcase, I snuck out the back stairs and went 

onto the open lawn, in plain view of the neighbors. I knew 

Jake and Lea and Dad were out to dinner and wouldn’t see 

the commotion for a minute. Using my lighter and some 

newspaper and twigs, I got a vicious fire going. I saw a 

couple of douchebags peek from behind their window 

curtains. When the fire was strong enough, I took that 

fucking thick, heavy veil and threw it on the violent flames. 

It caught immediately, blackening and crisping. It was quite 

a bonfire. The old lady across the street came onto her 

porch. 

 “Come look, motherfuckers, this is the lying 

fucking veil that destroyed my life,” I screamed 

dramatically.  I watched it burn for a couple of minutes, 

letting its obliteration soak in.  

 Once satisfied, I walked toward the curb, sticking 

my thumb out. About ten minutes later I was riding in a 

moving van with three college kids, on my way to Mexico 

City. I hadn’t bothered to douse that fire, so I imagine that 

whole fucking house is burned to the ground by now. 
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M. A. A. 

 
 

The Fray 
 
 
 

Books open to Modigliani, it is early,  

you collect your scattered notes from the sink,  

from the doorway, pages curled  

underneath the table in spiral notebooks  

with bent rings.  Faded, ivory, ripped  

covers stained with pools of tea. 

 

Across the table are geometric folds of  

wet indigo napkins you washed  

the moment you woke, in a nightshirt with  

the sleeves rolled, now drying across the  

warped wood.   

 

You place your swollen books around the  

wet cloth, charcoal stains your fingertips,  

a yellow pencil falls rolling off the table’s  

edge and lands near a tin coffee can that  
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collects the dripping water. 

 

Bending you feel as though your spine is  

layers of broken glass. 

 

Water drips into the tin cup reminding you of the  

underground cistern in Turkey.  You close your  

eyes to moisture, to that red pulsating light, as the  

city hummed above you. You can almost hear your  

mother’s voice telling you to look at the Medusa. 

 

Last night, your own hair felt like a thousand  

venomous snakes. 

 

You sit to paint one long thin line.  A horizon.  A  

longing.  The cat stretches scratching at the leg of  

the table.  You want to scratch too, but at something  

larger than a table leg.  You listen for him, upstairs,  

in bed, and there is silence. 

 

You hear the tussle of wind through  

the open window. You step over      

the shattered glass.  Lavender pushes    
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into the room and the bruise swells;    

purple spreads like watercolors. 

 

Upstairs his heavy 

shoulders shift in the 

pale sheets 

 

Hold. A paintbrush. A pen. One thin piece of  

paper.   India ink bleeds through the paper  

staining the newspaper placed beneath it.   

In one still moment the sun bleaches the  

brick floor. You pass your hand under the  

light, if only illumination were this simple. 

 

He exhales loudly  

but you can’t hear him.  

 

A hen unfolds her voluminous wings and feathers  

float in the dust.  You stretch your arms  

and yawn. A dog barks in the distance.   

 

The pen digs into the page. 
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What is the shape of your geography? 

 

Touch, you carefully script your y,  

your hand traces the round of your hip,  

thumb rounding the curve of your lip,   

eyes flicker closed. 

 

In the field- 

you collect yellow: bundles of hay 

in fistfuls, soiled boots, and scratched hands. 

 

In the bedroom, he rolls over  

pulling up the sheets and quilt   

with a sigh.  

 

The sun: a burning aureole.     

You stare and count to five.     

When you look away the burnt dark smudge  

replaces France with an ink splotch. 

 

Wind rushes against you like a second body. 
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You want to stain your memory with this wind,   

with this outline of your shape, wind locating                                                                                                                                                                    

the curve of your neck, your inner ear, the 

slope of your elbow.                                                                                               

But suddenly the air is still and already you’ve    

forgotten your own cartography. 

 

You look into the distance beyond the fields.   

There is a marshland, a fray, where the thistles knot  

and the milkweed splits into hundreds of  

silken threads.   

You want to go there but      

time stretches. 

 

In the kitchen he steps over 

broken glass. 

 

You inhale the peppery scent of lavender. 

 

He opens and closes cabinets 

Searching for a clean glass. 

 

You hold your thumb up to  
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cover and uncover the sun. 

 

“Anadell? Anadell?” He calls and 

your name bends down the hall, 

slips through a window, and 

disappears into the wind. 

 

You squint and the landscape blurs.    

There is a lake in the distance.    

You trace the horizon.     

You conceptualize escape: the moment   

when shapes lose their boundaries. 

 

A bottle of milk stands in the front 

door. He sees your blue dress 

caught in the wind. 

The creamy milk pours slowly into 

the glass. He reads your notebook. 

His square jaw chewing an empty 

mouthful of air. 

 

He passes through the doorframe. 
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The red laces of his boots catch 

pieces of hay and they get twisted 

into the metal eyelets. 

 

You fidget with the dry hay.  

 

You cry out, startled    

by the notebook tossed   

on your stomach. 

 

Consumption.  India ink  

in your hand.  Paintbrush tapping 

your boot. His long shadow cutting 

the sun from your face, you roll 

over, touch the sun again, and sit up,  

stomach twisting from uncertainty. 

 

He crouches and places his 

calloused hands on your 

face. 

 

 

You pull back and recline  
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like a hurt child.  

 

He kneels to you and wraps his 

arms around you. “You smell like 

the earth,” he whispers placing his 

chest so you may rest your head. 

He cradles you. 

 

 

You let him.  You let him hold you. 

 

He rocks you like a child, and your 

body, except your eyes, lose resistance. 

 

I wonder if happiness is violent.    

I push my bicycle past the stone wall.  

 

You open your notebook.   

 

I pause to watch again.  

 

You draw blue rings    

beneath the question.     
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“What are you painting?” 

 

“The tops of lavender.” 

 

He smiles and lies down. 

 

You rub your hand over the bruise,  

turn away from him, and write, 

 

The shape of my geography is foreign.  

 

He is lying in the field 

possibly sleeping. 

    

In the kitchen- 

you sweep the glass. 

 

I push my bicycle closer.              

Rupture in the lines of your face.    

  

The glass is a remnant of the untenable, 

impossible to sweep.  
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The bruise pulsates. 

The window is open.  The door is open.   

 

He is lying in the sun, 

asleep. 
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Danielle Vogel 
 
 

Excerpts from The Memory of a Color 
 
 

           switching/ 

 

           In my mouth, I hold a small red valise. 

           It  is  my tongue and  I unpack  it  just 

           like this: 

 

           Loan  me  your  body.  For  a moment 

           Your  coat.  Your  pants.    Everything 

           below the waist. Hand it over. 

 

           I’ll  slink  off my  sex  like a  dress trim 

           the   skin,   break  the  bones  to  milk- 

           splinters, toss ribs in  thin stalks,  grind 

           me  into a  heap of dust  then  piece by  

           piece by piece me together again. 
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           to experience color/ 

 

           To  return to you,  I  bite my  lips until 

           bloody.  I’ve come  to understand  that 

           love is like a bloody mouth. The shock 

           of  color  wiped  across  a  cheek.  The 

           taste  of your metal ring at the  back of 

           me. I imagine  your  hair  arriving again 

           and    again    bright    and    unpinned, 

           pawing  at my belly.  How your  fingers 

           find  their  way  into  my mouth.  I bite 

           the rings as you pull your fingers back. 
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           in the chamber of the dream/ 

 

           I lift your skirt,  in sheets.  One by one 

           by one.  March my  little  hands  up  to 

           your  second   mouth  until   your  first 

           mouth  opens too.  All of this happens 

           until  you are  lit up  with sound.  Your 

           palms ripple between. 
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           trans/ 

 

           Even  in the  most lightless of place,  I 

           was  able  to  dig  up  the sensation  of  

           sound.  How  your   lips   and   tongue  

           would  carve  out  the  words   as   you 

           offered  them  to me.  If my eyes  were 

           closed  while  you  were  speaking,  the 

           sounds  would crawl to me in  patterns 

           of color. 

 

 

           The  last  time  you  stretched  yourself 

           out  across  me,   we  knitted  ourselves 

           together  and tried to fit into one dress. 

           We laughed,  but how terrified we were 

           of   coming   separated.  We  wove  our 
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           voices  together and tried  to magic our 

           bodies into absorption. 
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A. Schomer 
 
 

Unearthing [Cunnilingus] 
 
 
1. To appraise 

 

As a hummingbird to the trumpet flower’s flute,  

He to Her.  

She yawns open, a resurrected tulip  

Risen from the quiet inertia of the bulb.  

Now, the season’s ripeness fleshes it out to reveal  

Shy organs, pollen-draped and hung-headed as children  

Forced to surrender to Daddy's veiled violence. 

With each betrayal, they tremble. 

Years later, maybe they would revel in that indignity or 

lordship,  

Growing rigid or red in bright anticipation  

Of those unexpected blows only a lover delivers now. 

For whom was this meant: 

Whose sovereignty over this terrain? 

Predator or gardener?  

Was it won by stealth or grace, 
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Violence or humility,  

Force or compromise? 

 

2. To till 

 

She grows cautious as he descends. 

The leaves of Her legs a hair’s breadth retreat.  

This quiet flesh is so vulnerable yet so ultimately necessary  

That Her trepidation stems neither from prudishness  

nor lack of desire, 

But a vital compulsion to protect that locus  

So potently capable of giving birth to immaculate joys, 

Multiply, forever 'til death,  

At which point the fight for life— 

Which the final attainment of this rapture represents— 

Would at last be lost. 

 

3. To sow 

 

With profound and awful delicacy,  

He traces the vein  

Bisecting her anatomical core 

Like hemispheres of fruit.   
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Then, as cranes their solemn beaks,  

He plunges into the wide-mouth well  

Itself contained by a garden,  

With its scent of fecundity and flower. 

 

4. To harvest 

 

With these supple rods he has, tongue and touch,  

He fishes. 

Coaxes Her to His hook with underwater songs 

He throws himself headlong into battle with the waves.  

Moved to excruciation by the holy hush of her pulsing,  

He is divested of all sense but rhythm. 

The nectar she drops intoxicates him to  

pinnacles beyond logic. 

He is subsumed by the effects of a subtle,  

breathtaking poison. 

The essential cocktail of life pours mysteriously  

forth from an unknowable source.  

With a courageous desperation borne of quasi-futility,  

he plumbs it,  

Meanwhile digging at the crest of the dune where was 

known to dwell a hysterical giant.  
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Neither anymore feels any fear of what  

lays buried underneath.  

They have been excavated of self,  

insane now and delirious.  

Fragmented pieces of her want more than anything to die 

upon that last, fatal endowment.  

With their wisdom, they know it is in that singular death 

alone that they should merge. 

 

5. To feast 

 

Her fruit rests between his teeth; he peels her. 

Her humble offering of unique ambrosia,  

God-food to consecrate his palate,  

To nourish and embolden him.  

Music is emitted from the orifice.  

Her breath quickens as the wings of a bird  

in apocalyptic flight.  

Soon, tremors bear the gentle earth of  

the girl upwards into air.  

She hovers timelessly in the still of the brink,  

Silenced by the absolute,  

Until 
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Sinking,  

She shudders,  

Settles,  

Silt to its basin,  

Back into the corrupted, ordinary matter of itself. 

 

 

6. To subsist 

 

Within moments, her sense of private marvel at having 

survived some manner of godly cataclysm ebbs to vague 

disinclination. The majesty of the creative moment is 

carried out to nowhere by the primordial flow that now 

only inaudibly seeps, a minor tributary to its once surging 

river in the wilderness. 
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Brandon Brown 
 
 

Cat, Cat, Cats 
 
 
I’m cutting words into my midriff. Large and Old 

English: CATS.  We’ve got to be fair to the 

very rich. Their generosity makes this prosody 

possible. When you’re in moonlight, sucking 

the breath out of a sleeping child, you will know 

the power of my rhetoric and disgusting 

translations. Hey, I think you and I need to 

have a little chat. About the cutting. About the parts 

between the fur where I can see the etchings. 

Long, luxurious chats striding down the catwalk. 

When my heart jumps the lungs are its 

pillows. Cushion for the pushin’. So if I cash 

in my portion, nothing’s gonna cut into my fortune. 

“I’ve often thought that noxious, disgusting animals were, 

perhaps, merely the coming to life in bodily form of man’s 

evil thoughts.” (Baudelaire) 

I chatted badly. Made a mess of tempo, 

overtyped into oblivion the mewl of my coterie. 
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Itself blustering from an abyss. Cutting off the price 

tag. Cutting off the catnip, the delight in catnip, 

the catnip-provoked rassle round. Followed by a 

catnap. Everything got so vulnerable-ish. Precarity 

from which, I dunno, I’d rather lick the pus out of my 

social trauma. Puss in my favorite boots running out 

of canvas. General Bonkers. The whole catastrophe 

declares general war on string, so why am I 

composing free encomia in praise of string? A chat 

(yawn) feeling more like a yarn. I’m trying to read 

what my kitten’s written but it’s all cat scratch. 

At the bar Evan asks what am I writing. I say I’m 

translating Baudelaire’s poems: cat, cat, and cats. He tells 

me about a friend in France who heard her cat back home 

had died and cried and when someone asked her what’s 

wrong she said “ma chat est mort,” which by virtue of a 

misused possesive meant “my cunt is dead.” I want to tell 

you this so we can both recall our pleasure in one of Ali’s 

opening lines in Ali: Fear Eats the Soul (1974, dir. Rainer 

Werner Fassbinder), when the girl asks Ali why he doesn’t 

want to fuck and he says schwanz kaput. My dick is broke. 

My pussy’s dead. I know you’d laugh, but in the humorless 

terrordome of chat-abyss I’m bereft of those tonsular 
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gestures which coax. Good morning baby. Good morning 

baby. Good morning Alli. Morning baby. Good 

morning baby. Good morning peanut. Morning 

baby.  I had a chat in my chamber, me in all my snuggery. 

General Bonkers wiping his mustache on my whiskers. I 

mean 

real haptic pattycake of our faces. Our minds merged 

and I heard the meow erupt inside me. Bubbling like 

a cholera which I could not chat away I mean 

which I could not chase away. When I am old 

and full of paranoia, a cat like the squirt of cheese 

food into the roof of one’s holes, tingling 

with salinity and the stench of near-murder 

I’ll comb through these chats looking for gnats, 

recalling that in my life, before the total 

psychic disability prevented my holes from 

liking to bump up against these other holes 

I groomed and I was marvelously groomed. 

Someone starts paying me for playing 

with my bad-faith allegorical fuck-buddy. Butting 

paws and with many flicks of the cutest-ever 

button nostrils akimbo we meet in the neutral 

zone of spayed intimacy. Click click click. Lick lick 
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lick. Purr purr purr. Dumped cat in the furnace 

meows upward. It’s so “resume ready.” What 

I’m good at is chatter and curiosity. 

That very thing goes about killing cats famously, but 

it can’t stop my misconstrued quarter-joke that enrages 

my beloved and provokes a Sturm der Angst Typing. 

Blowing on a dime. Aerating the petrified 

gunk of it. Hallraker in a pretty-worn-out-already chat. 

Cat curling up on a bed of mottled lice. Tonguing 

tuna. Zonin’ on Ambien for cats. Dreaming of tuna 

and crabs, lining up for bottomless consumption. 

This is what it’s like, when the working day crashed 

but we clip our fur daily. Cat pulling a plow. Plow typing 

into the fields. I am 

typing. My typing wrecks of itself. My typing 

somehow responsible for dead cats. For the death of a 

litter 

of kittens. Someone pays me to do this.  
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Beth Boettcher 
 
 

BPM 
 
 
 
Pulse, please; 

patterned after subway 

lurching; leave here, 

weave left, all stairs, 

no breath at the top 

and its grime and sidewalk; 

scraping against each other. 

Don't touch, just shove 

wrists down 

at your sides; 

wait and wait and wait, 

just wait. 

The light changes. 

Slow down, speed up. 

Don't stop. 

Don't ever stop. 

Cellular, this circuitry 

coursing through concrete. 
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Quickening, cutting off 

each quip with a kiss. 

Is this what you want? 

Your heart or a jackhammer. 
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Breakfast in Bed 
 
 
 
You break yourself over the rim 

of bone, the lips, the 

bowl of belly sucked in. 

You spread out, stick fast. 

Under the thin white cover of skin, 

you're not so fragile; 

but you go running, 

spilling out of your own mouth. 

This realized fear: the fissure 

after rolling around in palms, 

tooth tapping against shell; 

it cracks, and there's no repair; 

just you mixed with me, 

alchemizing in the air, 

open and too close 

to ever get back in. 
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Machination 
 
 
 
She figured they had as much in common as anybody. 

Maybe more. They both knew about fixing things, how to 

keep things running. It’s just that she took care of engines 

and he worked on people instead.  

 

People. She was still a novice there, lots of learning left. 

Machines, they made real sense, told you what you wanted 

to know in a simple language. Of course everyone else 

thought it indecipherable. They just weren’t listening, is all.  

 

Could be she ought to listen better to people too.  

 

That’s probably why the doctor had his place, same as she 

had hers. If she thought about it, the body was really like a 

wet, pink engine. So, that she took care of the metal kind 

and his were fragile with flesh, well, that was of little 

consequence, wasn’t it? Made no difference. You still had 

your generator, which was as much like a heart as anything, 

keeping it all going. And distributors kept the fuel running 

through—call it blood, call it gasoline, it’s still fuel. Well, 
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the whole thing’s just a bunch of chambers. Basic muscular 

system, if she remembered her schooling, bones and such, 

all like gears and pistons and pins and bearings and 

crankshafts. Oh, levers were obvious. And carburetors: 

lungs, she guessed. Perhaps. Fine, she didn’t know where 

those fit in exactly. So maybe people and engines weren’t 

like each other at all. But she sure wished they were—

would make a hell of a lot more sense. 

 

No, she had plenty left to figure out.  

 

Still, the time he fixed her up was pretty much the best 

thing that ever happened to her. She was an optimistic girl 

and she saw there was space for things to get better. Not 

just body-better, but better beneath the surface—closer to 

understanding. She thrived on challenge, she knew certain 

she did. If she still hadn’t figured out people, didn’t know 

them like her engines, then she could learn them. Learn 

him. Because possibly he and her were the same. Near 

enough the same, only with different workings and a 

different name each: discrepancies so tiny, really, she could 

hold them in her grease-grimed hand. 

 



 93 

Her hands always taught her best. When she was still just a 

small thing, back at home, she learned mechanisms by 

taking them apart. And though she hadn’t taken the ship 

apart, she knew it inside and out, and that was just as good. 

Point was, she knew its makings. But sometimes you have 

to go back to basics, she thought. The same would work 

here, in theory. Just had to be proved. 

 

It would have to be the engine room, where she could 

trust the light. She’d take him there, out of his cold blue 

room into hers, where no one could hear. He’d fixed her in 

his place, so he was due to be fixed in hers. But she’d have 

to still him, brace him so he wouldn’t go flying off like a 

loose coupling. If she could bring him to his knees, she 

could steady him, thread through his hair and hold him 

tight. Girl or not, she had grip, and her strength was a 

force to be reckoned with. But once he was there, not 

going, once she was sure, she could loosen her hold. Her 

hands would frame his scalp, feel the heat of him, the burn 

of his skin, less hot than heated metal but still enough to 

leave lines and curves to mark him onto her. She would 

feel the stop and start of his heart pump against the heels 

of her palms. She wondered if it would match the churn of 
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the ship. If she could tell, that was, if the noise of her own 

pulse didn’t drown out the engines. 

 

And when she was ready, she would begin with his mouth 

and push her fingers into him. Trace him until she was wet 

and smudged. Pull him apart piece by piece.  
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Roxanne Carter 
 
 

Veil 
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Camille Bloomfield 
 
 

Moite renaissance  - poème à déshabiller 
 
 
Ce soir-là  finalement elle avait accouché 

innocence d’une jeune vierge 

découvrant dans la douleur la 

géométrie de l’amour et de la 

coquille vide 

 

 

Par ce geste finalement elle avait mesuré 

le ciel les étoiles 

de son sextant intouché, 

multiplié en rêve les vergers humides 

où soustraite au monde par une lente orbite  

elle se livrerait enfin aux plaisirs rudes du  

calcul. 

 

N.b.: Ce poème comporte de nombreux 

(sous-)vêtements inutiles : à vous de le 

déshabiller. 
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Moisty Rebirth 
 
 
 

That night she finally put out a child,   

her innocence staked on a rememberance 

discovering in pain 

the geometry of love and of  

vacant nutshell 

 

With this final gesture she had mesured 

the sky and stars 

by her untouched sextant 

in orchard wetness multiplied in dreams 

succumbs, mounting o’er earth in a slow orbit 

delivered at last to the rugged pleasures of the  

count. 

 

Note :  This poem contains a number of 

unnecessary (under-)garments.  We invite you to 

rip them off. 

 

(translated by Lily Robert-Foley)  
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Nicholas Karavatos 
 

 
Empirical Salads 

 
 

           I think about that 

I want 

                                and I don’t 

want to think about 

                      that I want 

that or this or 

                    what is realistic or 

really needs 

                    to be thought about 

really needs 

           to be done with 

it is so 

       it does not seem 

real 

                               that invention  

this need want I let 

                                go of and won’t 



 99 

float away from me. 

 

      Last sips 

she 

                 leaves of herself 

reheat me. 

 

If you want her 

                          drink 

from her cup 

when she’s left 

                         need 

her warm 

swallow 

 

coffee 

           bolt stays 

                           for morning. 

 

She’s down to earth 

                                 it’s just a different world 

more than her own 

                               she lets 
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her dark side shine 

                               beacon for 

the recently dead 

                            are you 

                                         go away 

you’re dead 

                    don’t bother me 

she lets  

her dark side shine 

                               and I am standing 

in her black light 

                                    dowsing 

each other in our dark. 

 

Even 

                      fucking better than 

the real thing 

               where did you get 

yourself 

            to do what 

you do 

                                      too 

even better than a good 
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                              book 

       look at you in 

borrowed leather underneath 

our 

                                          a different kind of 

sticky when we’re drying 

like it’s some secret 

                                 about artists 

      being cannibals 

                                 thieving  

 

Standing in the flaming 

I like what I 

keep doing to 

not like myself 

what it does 

for me is 

not the same 

                            nothing more than nothing less 

nothing less than nothing more. 
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Homologous Organs 
 
 
 

With   a   tail   to   lean 

with.      Hares      with 

drooping  ears listen to 

the   ground.     Drawn 

with  the  radiant beam 

of   an    artist’s   brush 

encased      in      wood. 

Passes   through  a  line 

in    a     plane.    Slopes 

down   and  bends  into 

the  slant.  Lying  down.  

Secreted       packsaddle 

of  viscous fluid.     Co- 

coon  for egg.  Bent up. 

Upward  slope    of  lit- 

ters.  Down  the hill of 

natural        inclination. 

Brushing  ripened fruit 

and  cheese  with blue 

and   green.     Follow. 
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Bends  over  uncover- 

ing    apertures.    De- 

pendent      download 

ing  server   manipula- 

tions. Gradually. Hold 

the   ear.   Inclined  to 

transiting         change. 

Oblique   axial    inter- 

sects  in  bed or  from 

either  side of medical 

couch.  The  magnetic 

equator  reclines on  a 

stamen.  With  enclitic 

leaning   along   white 

sloping    crystal    sta- 

ens  and  pistils in  the 

same  bed a room with 

three   facing  couches.  

Turning  on crisis  and  

self  perpetuated inten- 

sities  contract  and ex- 

pand  creased  surfaces 

earth 
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cover her she covers me I provide her with cover 

cause her to be she causes me to be 

  

we have power and are fashionably bound 

from the outside I go to her points within 

following instructions I give her an order 

  

indebted 

I split a woman I love in two in style 

we are doors we open and step through the other 

  

I am available to her she is under my control 

she is available to me I am under her control 

  

a space equal to half 

a thorough width. 
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Jessica Lefèvre-Grave Delâtre 
 

 

“Alternative Modeling” or Loyalty 
 

 

Story of people, ordinary people 

Story of heart 

Story of friends 

Story of regards 

Histoire de fausses pudeurs, que des voiles semblent 

cacher mais dévoilent en vérité.  

L’érotique est le semi visible et toujours fort en corps. 

Préalables, préliminaires.  

Et en absence, je m’immisce, je me glisse… Just a glimpse, 

a drop, un zeste, à peine un courant d’air. Hop !  

In presence, in absence, emptyness. Le manque. La 

chaleur, toujours, bien sûr.  

Tels deux balletistes. Making love, dancing around each 

other in mind.  

Mes joues saphirs, your eyes apparently childish but not so 

innocent. Ta voix assurée, la complicité, la passion 

partagée. 
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Que ne donnerais-je pas pour ta durçœur… Mmm… 

Tendhardness…  

Too hard, too much, or fear that it wouldn’t be enough… 

Omnipresence… 

Se toucher, seulement des yeux, et ne faire qu’un en rêve. 

Fantasmagorical métamorphosis.  

Sensation de chute, de nuages cotonneux, et à la fois 

brûlure sauvage, tes mains sur mes seins, ta présence. Ton 

corps, ton regard… planté dans le mien.  

Et continuer ainsi ad libitum pour ne pas souffrir ni faire 

souffrir.  

Engagements.  

Impensable, coup pendable, ostentatoire tentation. 

Je me consume d’amitié, tu t’insinues dans mes rêves ! 

Etat parfait, onirisme insistant, aucun de nous deux n’ira 

plus avant.  

Jouons avec le feu, après tout que cela peut-il faire ?  

« Pour l’instant tout va bien »…  
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Amanda Davidson 
 
 

Drömboken 
a cut-up from Swedenborg’s Journal of 

Dreams 
 
 
 
I was neither in a state of sleep nor 

wakefulness. 

Throughout the whole night I seemed to be 

going deep down, 

by ladders and other spaces. 

This signified moving from celestial to 

natural 

understanding. 

I slept deeply for eleven hours 

I dreamt I was being punished 

I dreamt of a woman 

I dreamt of cages 

I was arrested 

Whipped 

Climbed down 

I flew 

This signifies inmost affection from the 

Lord. 
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This signifies the grand man. 

This signifies natural truths. 

This signifies the highest heaven. 

This signifies I had not washed my feet. 

I spoke long and familiarly with our 

Successor 

who changed into a woman. 

What it may signify is best known to our 

Lord. 

In the morning my eyesight was so improved 

that I could 

read the Bible without glasses. 

What this signifies I do not know. 

Something will happen to me after I finish 

the first 

chapter on the sense of touch. 

Whether I am being prepared to take another 

road in my work 

and am being prepared for another, I know 

not; it is dark 

to me. 

I was not able to have the strong faith I 

ought to have. 

I believed and yet did not believe. 

Once again I was thrown onto my face. 

I do not know what this means.    
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Dear Chachie, 

 

I hope you are having a good time on the chicken farm. 

Something happened after you left. I was thrown down on 

my face. In the hospital they are giving me a lot of nice 

meds. To be honest sometimes I can’t tell if I’m awake or 

sleeping. It’s like I’m writing to you from a dream. The 

thing is that I might not be able to work this semester 

because my arm is in a cast. Not sure what this means in 

terms of saving for our trip. Also your typewriter got 

smashed. But I’m still going to write something for you. 

Uncertain what, but have a strange feeling something will 

happen once I finish it. 
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De Cultu et Amore Dei 

 

The pub is busier than usual, but as 

soon as Swedenborg totters in he sees the 

stranger, leaning against the back wall and 

wearing a big black cloak. Right away 

Swedenborg doesn’t care for the fashion. An 

unsettling effect—all that billowing; it 

signifies that you can’t locate his exact 

placement. Plus his ranginess brings to mind 

the dream apparitions.  

Only an effect of the cloak, although 

he can’t be certain. He scuttles to a corner 

seat and barks an order in. It isn’t like 

Swedenborg to forego a courtesy, but 

tonight’s calisthenics with the journal have 

left his senses disarrayed. Again he dreamed 

that he had been cast down upon his face. 

Again he swooned. And then his pen moved with 

clear penetration. This signifies the new 

direction in his work; he can almost be 

certain. 

The plate arrives. Room vanishes. He 

dives toward the food. He’s so famished he’s 

shaking. Should have eaten before he wrote. 



 111 

But, no—that’s out of the question. The dream 

would have hidden its significations by then. 

If only he could write at the same as he’s 

dreaming. 

He is hunched over the platter, really 

scooping it in, so it takes him a moment to 

notice the stranger standing in front of him. 

He keeps his head down, keeps the fork 

moving. This signifies that he hopes the man 

will go away from him.  

“Swedenborg!” the stranger says.  

Does he know me? Swedenborg scrambles 

to place him. He’s wearing all black, so 

maybe—an acquaintance from publishing? 

His mind flies to the new book idea 

he’s simmering. Maybe not new, entirely. He’s 

already jotted down a few notes and passages. 

But the form would be a somewhat of a 

departure for him—less research based; more 

of a poetic account of the Universe— 

The stranger swells in brightness as 

the rest of the pub darkens. Is Swedenborg 

asleep? Is this still part of his vision? Of 

all the Heavens that he’s dreamed, he’s never 

dreamed London. He panics to catch the 

messages flickering out of objects. The plate 

and fork—they signify—no time to be certain.  

Now the stranger is giving off that 
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spooky ebullience; a sure sign, in the dream 

world, that a spirit is going to speak. 

“Swedenborg,” the stranger says, “you 

shouldn’t eat so much.”  

He bolts; another first—he’s never left 

without paying. But the words frighten him 

more than the whips, ladders, cages, women, 

dogs, beasts, horses, water, and chasms in 

his dreams. 

On the sidewalk, the wind is stiff. He 

hurries toward his rented flat. Eating too 

much signifies he’s going to give birth. He 

refuses the insight—or, he’ll give it to the 

new poem. A man, he thinks. A man could hatch 

a poem Universe. A presence moves; a presence 

follows. But he can’t be certain. Is that a 

cape he hears, or just the wind, flapping 

behind him?  

 

Dear Chachie, 

 

Thanks for your letter, and for sending the novel excerpt. 

It was beautiful but surprising how the characters are so 

confused.  I wouldn’t have guessed that was in your 

imagination--maybe because I’ve never sensed such 

confusion in you. Is that weird to say? I feel like I can write 
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you things I wouldn’t say out loud. But letters are 

conversations, they just move really slowly. You asked if 

I’m still working on something to send you. Yes. You 

asked what I meant, something will happen when I finish? 

Don’t know. So far I only have a title: The Writings. What 

do you think?   
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Arcana Caelestia 

 

He has set aside the diary pertaining 

to his dreams. He is no longer dreaming, he 

understands, but traveling. Not in space, or 

time, but along spiritual axes.  

Swedenborg is empirical, to the letter 

a scientist. Heaven, as seen with his own 

eyes. A diligent transcript.  

Not one Heaven, either, but a multitude 

of Heavens. Which boundaries, he hears 

murmured, are a little too relaxed. 

Well, it’s not for him to censure; he’s 

not making this stuff up. But the Author of 

his Understandings refuses a by-line. Of 

course, the Swedish publishers won’t touch 

the new work. Fortunately, Swedenborg is well 

connected in London; Anonymous is the author 

when the books come back from press.  

Understandings flow through Swedenborg 

as they are issued from the Lord. His 

challenge is absent his interpretative 

thoughts, although a shiver still runs 

through his mind each time the Lord commences 

a fresh lode. It’s a queer sensation, the 
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urge to clamp his thoughts around the visions 

as they stream his faculties. The breathing 

exercises help relax these vestigial hiccups—

faint gasps, really, compared to the first 

months’ agonies—spasming as each insight 

penetrated his theories. Better to be a 

shepherd, than all stuffed with philosophies.  

The visit from the stranger has eased 

his doubts; ecstasies no longer molest him. 

He’s getting the swing of it. The surge of 

sight, the shiver, then the repetitious 

breaths. That old disjunction between the 

dreams and writing almost vanishes. No more 

sleepy fumbles at the ink well over the 

manuscript sheets. Experience and text are 

simultaneous; he can travel through the other 

world and keep the pen moving. The more he 

writes, the more he sees. Material 

proliferates. 

Heavens’ citizens are eager to grant 

interviews. Finally! A proxy with decent 

publishing contacts. 

 

Dear Chachie,  

 

I’m curious what you meant when you wrote that the novel 

came out of the negative space of your personality. No, I 



 116 

don’t assume/expect that all writing is autobiography. 

Even when it arises from experience. I agree, we are 

carried away. By language. By processes. Your last question 

is hovering in the negative space of this letter—I don’t 

how I will know when the story is finished—how can you 

ever “finish” “writing”? There are only interruptions. 

Endings require beginnings but do beginning require 

endings, or can they trail off? Maybe the finish line will just 

keep receding so that whatever I thought happens next will 

never quite arrive. I’m sending you the first chapter. I’d 

love to hear your thoughts, if you have time. Happy to 

hear you found someone there that you can trade work 

with. Over here, I have yet to find another “trusted 

reader,” although I am on the verge of making two friends. 

Strangely enough, this makes me sad, like time and space 

are about to swallow me. For a while, absences and your 

letters were my only companions, and I could stand 

outside of time, like an angel, without an appetite.  
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The Writings 
 
 

 
Cautiously, but with a refreshed 

spirit, Swedenborg wakes up. Lately he’s 

never certain which world he’s going to wake 

up in. But there’s his writing desk. The 

manuscript. As much as half finished.  

Now it comes back to him in flashes—the 

moving pen, the other earth, the long, static 

journey.  

His senses flux, sharpen. A vertigo 

particular to moving between realms. But how 

delightful, the other earth. It was pleasant 

to fly there with an angel. Of all the earths 

he’s visited, this earth was the farthest 

yet. This signifies the Immensity of Heaven 

and Its elastic boundary. He is almost sure 

of it. Soon he’ll review the manuscript to 

confirm the insight given him.  

The new pages occupy his awareness as 

plainly as if a person or spirit were in the 

room, but at present Swedenborg avoids the 

desk. The pleasures of revision blossom more 

fully when deferred. 

Lord, he prays, let me become a 

stranger to this text.  
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He moves toward the window to revive 

his natural sense. The garden emerges from a 

dazzle when he draws the curtain back. In the 

waxing light of Stockholm’s summer, the 

blooming plots appear so orderly as to be 

celestial. In delight he thinks appearance 

equals usefulness, but a disorder comes into 

focus as soon as his eyes adjust. The almond 

tree could stand pruning. 

How long has he been working? Or, how 

long has he been away? Maybe hours. Maybe 

days. He’ll measure the time by writing when 

he goes over the new draft. Sentences are 

minutes. Day and night are paragraphs. 

Time, then. 

He walks to the desk and a familiar 

amnesia seizes him; always this disjunction 

between memory and writing.  

He reads the new chapter as if for the 

first time.  

Swedenborg holds a page written in 

Swedenborg’s own hand, but who, he marvels, 

is the true author of his transcript? 

A shiver runs down his front—vestige of 

the old tremors. He waits a moment and it 

passes. Only an influx from the hells. Not 

arising from himself. And nothing in himself 

is left to snag or capture it.  
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A greater influx of joy spreads his 

cheeks into a grin.  

The Lord has promised Swedenborg the book will 

go to press.  
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Morani Kornberg-Weiss 
 

 
Procedures 

 
 
All words having to do with direction –  

Up, down, right, left, in front, behind –  

Are to be understood 

With regard to the page itself. 

 

“Fold upward” thus means 

“Fold toward the top of the page” 

“Forward” is towards you 

“Behind” is away from you 

 

But because most models 

Are symmetrical, 

Folds made in front 

Are often repeated 

On the back  

Of the model. 

The standard instruction  

For this is “repeat behind” 
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Any model will be easier to fold 

If you concentrate 

On the drawings 

While someone else 

Reads the instructions 

To you. 

 

But always keep the sample 

Handy for reference, 

As charming figures 

Can be created 

Through plain  

Geometrical foldings.  
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Likelihood of – 
 
 
 
To make the “Prince” 

Fold a square sheet 

Along line PE 

So that NI 

Falls on S 

 

The head piece 

Folding along XY 

Bringing to point G 

Back along XY. 

 

Opening corner V 

So that XY falls on G 

 

To make the “Princess” 

Repeat steps 1 through 6. 

Follow the diagram closely. 

The main difference  

Is in the cutting 

Of the notches 
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To make a head 

Piece.  

 

OR is less 

Than two-thirds  

Of the way 

Towards the center G. 

 

GA folds back on OR 

So that “Prince” and “Princess” 

Face each other. 

 

Mark OR along GA 

And cut out diamond shape 

ORGA,  

XY and V being  

On G. 

 

Bring points ORGA and SM  

Forward, V and XY 

Nearly ½ an inch 

From V and G. 

Do the same  
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Lift V and G 

In the air: 

 

Push XY in between 

The body flap. 

 

O meets O meets O. 

O again onto O. 

O and O, respectively. 

O turns the entire object 

Inside out. 
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Folding Into Herself 
 

In the shape of herself  

She folds four times: 

Twice the knees  

Moving into breast – twice  

The ankles crumpling  

Under themselves. 

Her lips part. 

 

Turn over. 

Fold in the dotted lines to make crease. 

 

Unfold twice- 

Knee to wrist, 

Unfold twice more- and fold back - 

Stomach to breast. 

Hold here. 

Turn over. 

 

Then fold again 

Knee to knee 
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Two-thirds  

Of the way  

Down the body flap. 

 

Flatten. 

 

Previous position. 

 

The lips- fold to stomach. 

Fold both sides- 

Face to face 

Unfold again. 

In front. Behind. 

 

Turn model over. 

 

Come 

Down 

To the front.  

 

She now moves inward and out. 

Hold here. Watch this spot. 

Open 
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In the doted line. 

 

Tuck in; or open out; 

Or apply force. 

Fold over and over. 

 

Finished.  
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Disturbed to Feel Turned On 
 
 
 
Look! There, on the screen 

her beautiful body bouncing  

in mid-air. No, 

it's just her breasts; the camera 

focuses on her perfectly  

curved nipples, two flat one- 

dimensional spheres that look 

like a cut-out of some sort.  

All I can see  

is his round belly and her head 

moving back and forth, back and forth 

back and forth I almost like it. She lets 

out a groan (I almost believe her) 

and I am sure that having your hair 

pulled is quite distressing.  

(I am really getting turned on now.) 

The uneasiness  

of her body (or is it mine?) 

We're both feeling  

penetration . I am vexed  



 129 

by his body, by hers, and mine. 

 

And then the final scene: come 

shoot towards that direction.  

Sitting here,  

I'm getting it right 

in my face. 
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Centre Back 
 
 
 
In this game  

words grow thin 

repetitive moans 

lose their roundness 

and even the clock 

sounds more exotic. 

 

This is a cruel sport 

and it’s not because  

she can’t smile 

or that her face  

is constantly moist, 

but because  

we can never see 

the faces  

of the opposing team. 

  



 131 

Rebecca Mir 
 
 

kissing 
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Brandon Brown 
 
 

To The Reader 
 
 
I’m so fucking bored. 

So you know it’s been 

a few hours since the Cialis got 

chopped, groomed by the rail, 

coaxed into industrial shape.  First there’s a sting, 

spotty sprays of plasma when I huff, 

and then? Revolution. Afterwards, 

none of us go to work. In my translation of Charles 

Baudelaire’s poem “To The Reader,” I meditate on the 

contemporary situation of work and the proliferation of 

“work without work.” That is, I read “To The Reader” as a 

reader who’s obliged to repeat a performance structured 

according to the familiar contours of the working day, a 

day determined on the assumption of production, but one 

almost devoid of production. I go to a small cell washed in 

halogen light for nine hours. One hour a day I am 

permitted to stray and graze with the caveat that I return in 

a timely fashion. Indeed, according to my masters the one 
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hour ought to be considered a luxury paid for with the 

blood of heroic predecessors. This production without 

production effects a formalsurveillance, partly engineered 

by my own voluntary surrender of content. 

I’m talking about 

Facebook. I’m talking about the beginning of the poem 

“To The Reader.” Work appears in the first 

stanza as a description of just such 

autoenslavement, manacling 

our spirits with folly and vice 

 because we hunger for them. 

On Facebook, Malia Jackson describes 

a burrito-shaped hole in her heart. 

She goes to Chipotle but finds that 

going to Chipotle tripled the size 

of that burrito-shaped lack. Sweaty 

murmur. God. I am so fucking bored, 

which is how you know I’m surrounded 

by those closest to me. We’re licking 

each other’s sweat, revolted by the laborious 

acidity of simmering Cialis. I’m Starving 

Cute Overload. I’m sure many of you dear hostile readers 

of my dreams are already feeling a little hesitant about the 
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second stanza of my translation, since I describe the 

characters engaged in the drama of contemporary work in 

terms of “master” and “slave.” You’re thinking, “What is 

this, ‘Daddy’ by Sylvia Plath.”  You’re thinking is he 

high.  Has he been rubbing hash-covered knives together 

in the kitchen. But just as there’s no equal sign governing 

my translation and Baudelaire’s poem, I don’t propose an 

equal sign between the series of historical catastrophes we 

subsume under 

 the episteme “slavery” and the particulars of that tearful 

 walk through moist acid I and many of my fellows 

and sisters undertake each morning. And yet… 

It’s obvious that community 

is Satanic. This translation 

wipes the crystallized snot out 

of wens in its wens. You 

know, when wrinkles 

have wrinkles. I turn to talk to my 

master, but I find the master to be an 

endless serialization of the Prometheus 

story. You know the one. 

Prometheus is chained to a rock where he 

manufactures a very complex, astonishingly 
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efficient propaganda machine 

praising the transcendent value 

of chaining oneself to a rock. 

Meanwhile Hercules pets fifty 

nubile things in a furry hut, showers in Retsina, 

very not bored as he lives the life 

of a God on earth. Ugh, what 

am I talking about? Reading 

“To The Reader” 

I find myself foam. My 

teeth crumble like mints into shredded 

glucose. It’s sweet. Do you think the devil has a pillow? Do 

you care about David Pottruck and Emily Pottruck? Do 

you think that David and Emily Pottruck care about you? I 

wake up in a drool lagoon and the first thought I have in 

the morning is will I be fired by Charles Schwab 

today.  Being an alchemist used to be the only job one did 

24 hours a day. Even when you were slopping up 

ferruginous gruels in a bowl off a plank you kept thinking, 

“how am I going to turn such and such into gold” and 

“how am I going to turn such and 

such into gold.” Really chewing on that. Emblazoned 

pillow 
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 whose thread counts blaze. Leisure arson. 

You can’t burn cereal. I’d worship Satan 

if only I weren’t so allergic to the monochrome 

gloomy sartorial orthodoxy 

and Nordic vibrato of its brutal 

soundtrack. I’m not talking to a cat, I’m 

talking to my reader. My reader, 

you suspect that the stanzas of 

the poem preserve a secret 

anagram. You’re getting 

Indiana Jones on this shit. Sweaty 

decipherment. It dawns on you 

that my oeuvre seems to itself assert 

that there a missing or deferred 

oeuvre and this is cognitively opaque or 

cognitively opaque-ish. But you know what never stops 

working? Olfaction. Even and especially when you’d really 

prefer it to take a break. What we do daily we tend to do 

without horror. Last summer at my birthday party 

somebody puked in the bathroom sink and two days later 

there was still a stench of it. Barnacles on the pipe coating 

the plunge to sheer sepsis. There’s a way in which the 

radical lack of immediate party is the only way you know 
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that you party and have partied. Last night in Stephanie’s 

reading she was talking about the “event that hides the 

event.” That’s exactly like spraying air freshener in massive 

quantities around this tiny bathroom whose mold spores 

hold their noses, howling about bad redolence.  

Have you ever held blank whiteness 

between your pecs? Blowing on the 

dice, I watch those bones gradually 

become cynical. Someone 

starts paying me to dangle out a window 

by one toe, tied by string and the overtakeless 

grace by which I glide through the mottled 

labyrinth of a gutless piñata. If you can’t 

read it you can’t translate it. You know that 

all too well, dear reader. I want your ear 

so close to my lips you’ll be aware I’ve 

had citrus. Gross lactic fireworks display of 

mom’s milk. Did you like my pantomime? 

Did you ever want to throttle a pantomime? 

I’m hesitant to reproduce the central image of Baudelaire’s 

fifth stanza, the “secret pleasure” of the broke rake 

squeezing and biting the breasts of an aged prostitute. It 

suggests as comic what is essentially awful. Like a mime 
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acting out your worst comment thread nightmare. BTW 

Baudelaire rhymes the word for eating and biting, 

“mange,” with the word for orange, “orange.”  I want to 

see a representation of my own 

brain like I want to see a bowl of maggots 

stir from torpor and overturn their slimy turpitude. 

Do you think Charles Baudelaire’s brain looked 

like Nietzsche’s? Do you think Greg Louganis’s 

arms would squeeze the seeds out of an orange? 

Do you think he would dare to? When I was being 

reared in the Sudafedic waste bastion 

of rural American fructose culture 

they used to show us videos of the lungs of smokers. 

They were always very black and awful. Then 

they would show you the lungs of a non-smoker 

which I guess were better because of being pink 

But still they were not, like, inside the human 

being who wasn’t smoking so that seems like the kind of 

purposefully occulted information which even Wikileaks 

cannot accommodate. They also showed pictures of the 

skulls 

of kids who put quarters on the train tracks. Don’t put 

quarters on the train tracks. Things that make you go hm. 
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Things that make you go (the sound of woesome grieving 

at staggering noise.) This stanza was inspired by something 

I learned reading commentary on the first five lines of 

Iliad. So one of the first words in Iliad is oulomenos, 

which normally translates as “wretched” or “woesome.” 

The word is derived from the barely morphemic sounds of 

grieving in Greek, which emerge in full textual apparatus 

only in tragedy, where their onomatopoetic vowel sounds 

are appropriated into the mixed metrics of those 

plays.  That is, oulomenos means something like “that 

which makes you go oileto! Oiiiiillleeeto! Oioioiloiloiloi! To 

ululate. Every language has its stable phonemes to express 

grief. In English we say oh and alas. Sobs crest inside us 

like the broken, crazy toilet in The Conversation (1974, dir. 

Francis Ford Coppola.) In the poem I alternate between 

“authentic” or genuine expressive discourse and ironic 

passages meant to provoke laughter in you, my salty 

reader. For example, I talk about the death of beloved 

friends and pets as things that make you go (the sound of 

woesome grieving at staggering noise) and then I talk 

about sending in your tax return but forgetting to include 

your student loan interest as a thing that make you go (the 

sound of woesome grieving at staggering noise.) When I’m 
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terrified I long for the corny, but perversely it’s the 

profoundly corny which most makes me open my mouth 

and howl with sounds of woe and grief. In Iliad it’s a 

horrible sickness sent by Apollo as punishment for bad 

behavior on the part of the sovereign. That is, the 

sovereign’s brutality has the effect of causing his own 

people to suffer painful illness, dying on the sand, 

becoming dinner for birds and dogs.  Poor king. 

Everybody’s uvulas flickering with o’s and l’s. I tried to 

write down how sad I was when Lesley died. Dear Rodney, 

I wrote. Dear Rodney, I wrote but there weren’t really 

words for that.  Do you think the destruction of the 

Vendome 

Column in 1871 is one of the top 10 

historical topplings of monuments? In 

my fantasy re-creation plumes of lead seethe 

from the scene of its crash like birds 

scrambling tyranny. And Jake Gyllenhaal 

plays Gaillard, the best socialist cobbler 

in a century known for its outstanding socialist 

cobblers. Cobblers you’d happily crew with 

and plan a coup with. To breathe is recreational. 

To deliver the coup de grace to a notionally 



 141 

stable regime would be so satisfying. Still, 

all those francs getting dusty in the abandoned 

Bank of France…orphaned in heaps 

like those kids in, is it Iowa? My plans to commit 

great larceny in this life are relatively non-violent 

but I do always escape. Then I recline by federated 

waters, translating “To The Reader” until cocktails 

arrive. How many poems have I written in order to say 

I don’t want to go to work today? But if you 

forgive me, dear reader, your palm fills 

of roe later. Lavishly, nastily, making a 

hump on perfectly toasted bread. A monument to raked 

salt. One which the regime of trill scholarship 

will not come blow up when power has been appropriated. 

Now  let me tell you some more about everything 

that I have swallowed. How I obtained a swallowship and 

registered with a flock of swallows. Graft into a hard herd. 

Community is obviously a long look into whatever you’re 

lacking. A wringing hands over fealty and oaths, petty 

larcenies. Petters, and the manicured hands of petters. 

Sociability gathers as a painting and everybody who sees it 

hates it. You can’t love something if you can’t read it. But 

you know that as well, my dear reader, my dear syphilitic 
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reader. My translation isn’t lubricant for the withered flakes 

of epidermis into which you shove tongues and beverages. 

Gulp. If you could hang out 

with Charles Baudelaire, which Charles 

Baudelaire would you do it with? 

On Facebook Anne Boyer cited Charles Baudelaire 

as an illustration of the iconic male artist 

who refuses to labor, sublimating his own 

creative work  to the extent that wage labor appears 

demonic, the stumbling stone over which his 

astonishing artmaking would be tripped and dissipate. 

So these guys, what they do, as Anne points 

out on Facebook, is defer the responsibility for 

wage earning onto the women in their lives. Baudelaire 

famously disavows children and wives, but 

has this incredibly fucked relationship with 

his mom as you know. All his life he writes her 

letters, alternating between extreme vitriol 

and the dulcified platitudes of a fine son. But 

what the letters have in common is they all 

ask for money. In return he promises that he’s doing 

tons of work, that all he does is work. But Baudelaire as 

you know is a brooder not a thinker, and brooding loves 
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idleness the way Long Island Iced Tea loves ice. I love 

what Anne Boyer said, and I also want to add that the 

heroic male artist as lame and tragic as he is also gets this 

one thing right, that work is the stumbling stone over 

which artmaking trips and dissipates. Or rears out of a 

long, terrible historical travail which is not yet spent. And 

emerges necessarily wearing the mark of the beast. Now 

this is not as dumb as it sounds, and my translation is not 

proposing that there is even some imaginable strata of 

ideal art forms which could only be effected by the 

implementation of anarchist principles. And yet… 

God. I. Am. So. Fucking. Bored. 

I think I’d hang out with the Baudelaire 

of the late 1840’s. We’d be about the same 

age, and I would love to go smoke opium 

at Courbet’s house and stroll through the 

Latin Quarter afterwards talking about how 

I can’t feel my fucking legs, Charles or How pleased 

am I with the purple albatross spreading 

its immense feathers over the  crest of my 

ennui. Or whatever. What’s destroyed 

the world is the historical fact that a small 

group of people have enduringly convinced a much 
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larger group of people that it is all right 

for the small group to own all the land and 

yawn so wide that drops of Dom condense 

as the honeyed dew from which poetry issues. 

The other group disfigures their body 

and their wild potentiality. What I’d like to do 

is lay in bed with you, my dear reader, all the time. The 

ninth stanza of my translation of “To The Reader” 

essentially recites an index of all the things I want to do to 

you, tender reader, and all the things I’d like you to do to 

me. When we’re lying in bed or wrapped around a lectern. 

I don’t want a lecture. I want to smell your snot and 

whatever your body likes to spray across the exposed nerve 

endings somewhat acclimated to a long period of time 

untrammeled by finance. The index is alphabetical. Its 

scope is comprehensive. Dear reader, pant pant pant. Dear 

reader, my translation brays the sounds of satisfaction. 

Those sounds so hateful to Charles Baudelaire and 

everybody else who loves labor. One of the best things 

about the toppling of the Vendome Column is the 

perfection of its irony, necessary to revolutionary 

libidinality going forward. The icon of destruction 

and murder can only be blown up with dynamite. 
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Courbet wanted to merely move it somewhere else 

and reinscribe it as a monument to eternal peace. But 

Courbet as you know was a silly country bumpkin. 

Just like your translator, who shits amidst ticks 

in his dreams and drinks mud. I’m watching 

a revolution in Egypt and I’m watching it on Facebook. 

I’m there with my whole community. I’m sitting 

alone in an ergonomic chair especially suited to all-day 

sitting. Bored to eructation. Oh my god. 

Dear reader, you are me except you never will be. 

We’ll hunker together, groping flippers, 

masticating the salt out of each other’s 

teardrops. Here we are, squeezing 

each other’s oranges! Disavowing 

the citrus that rages inside the churning 

ambivalence in us. My reader, 

my homie, my hypocritical cousin. 

Yes, I said that we’re cousins. 

We’re satanic cousins! 
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Sarah Elizabeth Blake 
 

 
and and/or or 

 
 

We will write letters. I will tell you who I am. You will tell 

me who you are. Truth and lies intermingle so subtly, in a 

way only distance can create. A veil of words. We choose 

what to tell each other. We choose what to believe about 

each other. We give each other a series of options, 

separated by “and/or”. We make our choices. Yes or no, 

circle one. [Maybe] 

 
hearts and/or stars and/or kits 
and/or swings and/or ropes 
and/or chains and/or crosses 
and/or swords and/or martyrs 
and/or gladiators and/or jihads 
and/or fatwas and/or grand mall 
seizures and/or Molotov cocktails 
and/or hallucinations and/or 
panic attacks and/or sacrilege 
and/or refuge and/or guns 'n'/or 
roses and/or serendipity and/or 
talking kittens and/or blood 
and/or guts and/or mirrors 
and/or voids and/or blank stares 
and/or wormholes and/or 
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monarchy and/or dance 
revolution and/or either and/or 
neither and/or heavy hearts 
and/or tiny bubbles and/or 
ermine and/or mink and/or 
hairline fracture and/or needle 
abrasion and/or gay robots 
and/or british robots and/or 
tooteloo and/or haberdashery 
and/or biscuits and/or gravy 
and/or diary and/or contraband 
and/or taxes and/or death 
and/or gargoyles and/or apaches 
and/or heavy eyelids and/or 
numb toes and/or tree talk 
and/or faceforest and/or granola 
and/or ground up hippies and/or 
ERROR and/or ERROR and/or 
ions and/or isotopes and/or 
foreheads and/or spleens and/or 
BIBS AND/OR PACIFIERS 
and/or wires and/or pointy sticks 
and/or grease and/or weasels 
and/or wanton and/or garden 
and/or wor won ton soup and/or 
gan mao ling formula and/or 
K.O. and/or match point and/or 
oblivion and/or heaven on earth 
and/or Chandelier and/or Haus 
and/or infinity and/or zero 
and/or serenity and/or hero 
and/or papercuts and/or 
rockpaperscissors and/or Ford 
tough and/or You want it... you 
got it... Toyota and/or 214 mph 
and/or 344.39962 kph and/or 
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747 and/or 909 and/or airplanes 
and/or hrududil and/or 
valentines day and/or venereal 
disease and/or sweaty homoerotic 
competition and/or pornography 
and/or linear and/or blitzkrieg 
and/or nicotine and/or caffeine 
and/or insignia and/or aphasia 
and/or abomination and/or 
wraith and/or jockos and/or 
homos and/or shaking and/or 
scratching and/or nymph and/or 
node and/or knit and/or crochet 
and/or A and/or B and/or pliers 
and/or pyres and/or doh and/or 
ray and/or a deer, a female deer 
and/or a drop of golden sun 
and/or sketch and/or skew 
and/or mastermind and/or 
magnavox 
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TRUE 
 

Mirror: In you I see me in me you see you in me in you. 

 The  penetration  of  similarities.  Here  I  raise  my 

hand and watch you raise yours. Here I speak and 

find I'm being spoken to. Here I look and see you 

looking back, or avert my gaze and know you've 

turned yours. But this mirror is warped, a piece of 

metal can only be polished so bright, and we are 

still two different people, who cannot see each 

other clearly. 
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Blank stares: I just don't know what to think of the things                                          

y                   you say. 

 

Hairline Fractures: Subtle injuries. Tiny slights. Miniscule 

 teardrops.  Red  eyes hidden  behind  dark  glasses. 

Secret wounds covered by long sleeves. Teeth 

marks and scratches and missing hairs. Words that 

cut without even knowing they have edges. 

 

Linear: Chronology brings us forward, or so it would 

 seem.  One  after  the  other  after  the  other  after  

the other after the other after … the one. Old 

thoughts, old feelings, said in new ways. New 

thoughts, new feelings, said in old ways. Things 

move forward and backwards, loop around, double 

back, jump up and over one another, and in the 

end, nothing we ever say is new. 

 

Nicotine: Days without word. I sit, waiting. Pretending I 

    don’t  crave  it.   Pretending   that   even   half   a 

   letter would be enough, if only it would come          

s  sooner.   When  word finally does come, I  try to 

   wait longer, put off the craving until it passes. 
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But it doesn’t pass. It never passes, and I’m 

addicted to your words. 

 

Aphasia:  What we say is not what we mean. What we 

      mean has no words.  Have  no  words   brought 

truth to our ears? To our ears everything is 

complete and utter nonsense. And utter 

nonsense is the only thing that conveys what we 

mean. What we mean can then, finally, be what 

we say. 

 

FALSE 

 

Wanton: He said, “You don't seem like the kind of girl 

    who  would  have  a lot of lovers.”  I  said,  “You  

   don't seem like the kind of guy who would judge        

a a book by its cover.” Sometimes only strangers   

c can see through our disguises.  

 

Valentines day: Mine. Not Mine. Mine. Not Mine. 

He loves me. He loves me not. He loves 

me. He loves me not. 

    Sometimes I forget you aren't my lover. 
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Candor breeds intimacy breeds candor                                          

breeds intimacy, 

    breed love, breed hate. 

    Sometimes I forget I'm not your lover. 

 

Yes (acceptance) 

 

Wormholes: Shortcuts through space and time which find 

 their  way   from   me  to  you  and  back  again  by 

pathways of wire and waves and bits that flow so 

smoothly or perhaps in great jerks one after the 

other moving and then waiting until you or I can 

find the time to read and write and read to time the 

find can I or you until waiting then and moving 

other the after one jerks great in perhaps or 

smoothly so flow that bits and waves and wire of 

pathways by again back and you to me from way 

their find which time and space through shortcuts 

through space and time which find their way from 

me to you and back again. 

 

 

Heavy Eyelids: Writing at night can be dangerous. You let                                                                                           
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 your  guard down,  things come out that are  better 

locked away. You come too close to saying the 

things that have always been – should always be – 

left unsaid. The hidden words come to the surface. 

It's like drunk dialing, only worse/better: you know 

you mean things you say, say the things you mean. 

 

No (denial) 

 

Papercuts: Why slice a wrist? Not for pain, surely, but to

  bleed.  Open  the  heart,  pour  its contents  

upon another body, another heart. Use it 

for ink. Write the heart. Use red life to 

write the heart upon the heart. 

 

Maybe 

 

Refuge: I feel safe as this woman I made in my own image. 

 She moves through the realm of words,  

ink, paper. I send her to you. She meets the man 

you made in your own image. You sent him to me. 

She tries to read you in him. He tries to read me in 

her. They return to us, reporting back, and the 
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distance bridged is distance made. 

 

Infinity: I could write you forever. I could speak u

 uncountable words to you. I could spend a life 

 time or two or three or four or hrair telling you my 

 heart, and hearing yours. I speak words you will 

 never hear, more words than I can count. Behind 

 them lie the same three, masked by more complex 

 constructions, repeated, over and over,  

“_ ____ ___ _ ____ ___ _ ____ ___...”  

ad infinitum.  

 

Pornography: One of the lucky ones: you exude sex 

 whether you like it or not. You infuse sensation 

into every syllable. They roll over the tongue like 

so many  inches  of  skin  that  you’ve never tasted.  

They pass through lips which have fallen into 

disgraceful disuse. They are heard by ears that lack 

licks and lovebites. They are typed by fingers that 

cannot caress, on a screen in front of eyes that dare 

not undress anyone, not anymore. 
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Jared Schickling 
 

 
A Packet of Food   
and a blooming 
excursion:  a sequence 
 
 
 

Please visit omniavanitasreview.com for this 
accompanying suite. 
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Biographies: 
 

Brandon Brown’s first two books were published in 2011, 

The Persians By Aeschylus (Displaced Press) and The Poems 

of Gaius Valerius Catullus (Krupskaya.) Poems and prose 

have recently appeared in Postmodern Culture, Model 

Homes, Poetry Project Newsletter, Swan’s Rag, Try!, and 

Art Practical.   He has programmed literary series at New 

Langton Arts, 21 Grand Gallery, several consecutive living 

rooms, and published small press chapbooks under the 

imprint OMG!  He lives in San Francisco. 

 

Lily Robert-Foley is the author of Jiji (Omnia Vanitas 

Review 2016); m, a book of poetry-critique-collage 

(Corrupt Press, 2013); graphemachine, a chapbook of visual 

poetry (Xerolage, 2013); the creative annotations for The 

North Georgia Gazette (Green Lantern Press 2009); Frozen 
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Assets, a work of experimental translations of snowflakes 

cut from bank loan papers (APR press, 2014); and the 

Soloflex poem, a poetry blog that asks if poetry can help us 

lose weight. She is the translator of The Room Under the 

Willow Tree by Sophie Loizeau (To Press, 2016). She 

teaches for money. 

 

M.A.A. has an MFA Graduate degree from the New 

School in Creative writing.  She received her BA at Naropa 

University's Jack Kerouac School of Disembodied 

Poetics.  She is most inspired by this quote, “This is what 

makes writing wild.  One returns to a savage state from 

before life itself.  And one can always recognize it: it's the 

savageness of forests, as ancient as time.  It is the fear of 

everything, distinct and inseparable from life itself.  One 

becomes relentless.  One cannot write without bodily 

strength.  One must be stronger than oneself to approach 
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writing; one must be stronger than what one is writing.  It's 

an odd thing- not only writing, the written word, but also 

the howls of animals in the night, of everyone, of you and 

me, of dogs." - Marguerite Duras, Writing.  M.A.A. wishes 

to return to this savage state.  

 

Russell Jaffe holds an MFA in poetry from Columbia 

College in Chicago and currently teaches English and 

poetry in Iowa City. His poems have appeared in 

Shampoo, MiPOesias, Spooky Boyfriend, The Portland 

Review, and others. He loves his partner Becky, bad 

romantic comedies, and writing poems. Another great love 

of his, hot sauce, is caressed and oft fed on his review 

blog Good Hurts. Still a love more distant than 

language/form and hot sauce is pro wrestling, which he is 

preparing to speak about at the Midwest Pop Culture 

Association in October.  



 159 

 

Rebecca Mir is a Chicago based artist, by way of Alaska 

and Maine. When she was too little to walk she was pulled 

around on a sled by a german shepherd called Namer. Her 

work is primarily concerned with the perplexing character 

of interactions with nature. More information can be 

found at www.rebeccamir.com 

 

A.B. Rosen has been writing and telling stories since she 

learned to speak. By day, she works in the development 

world trying to make herself useful. In her free time, Ms. 

Rosen enjoys reading, yoga, and writing poetry as well as 

laboring over whatever her current novel. Ms. Rosen feels 

honored to be a part of the Omnia Vanitas circle, and 

looks forward to working on more pieces for future 

publications. 
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Danielle Vogel dreams of the narrative that, in its 

syntactical flickerings, is able to collect and reimagine the 

damaged body. She is the author of lit and Narrative & 

Nest. Her writing has most recently appeared in The Denver 

Quarterly, Puerto del Sol, Tarpaulin Sky, and Trickhouse. Her 

textile scroll-works and ceramic book artifacts, which 

explore  the  ceremonial  gestation  of  a  manuscript  as  it 

is  written,  have  been  exhibited  in  galleries  across  the 

country.  She  is  currently  a  PhD  candidate  at  the  

University  of  Denver  where  she  is  investigating  

divinatory poetics, nest architectures, and somatic therapies 

in relation to syntactical structures. Danielle grew up on 

the Long Island Sound and currently lives in Denver with 

her partner, designer and writer, HR Hegnauer. 
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A. Schomer is a writer and media expert in Brooklyn, NY. 

She graduated from Mount Holyoke College. She can be 

reached at alschomer@gmail.com. 

 

Beth Boettcher is a writer and woolgatherer, a rusty 

musician and restless listener, and a slapdash artist focusing 

on mixed media paintings and handmade books. Her work 

has appeared in Certain Circuits, Otoliths, nth position, 

Pedestal, and Agon (from which she received their 

Creative Writing Award in 1999). The Howled Chord, her 

first chapbook, explores the wilderness within and 

accidents of harmony and dissonance. She currently resides 

in the Alabama part of Pennsylvania. 

 

Roxanne Carter received her MFA in Literary Arts from 

Brown University in 2008, and her Ph.D. in Creative 

Writing from the University of Denver in 2011. She has 
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taught creative writing at Brown University, the University 

of Denver, and at Miami University in Ohio.  She currently 

lives in California. Her first book, Glamorous Freak: How I 

Taught My Dress to Act, was published by Jaded Ibis Press in 

2012, and her second novel, Beyond This Point Are Monsters, 

was published by Sidebrow Books in 2013. 

 

Camille Bloomfield is a doctor in Comparative Literature 

from the University of Paris 8–Saint-Denis. She 

currently holds a post-doc position at the University of 

Paris 3–Sorbonne Nouvelle. She also translates from 

Italian and English into French, and leads creative writing 

workshops. 

 

Jared Schickling is the author of the BlazeVOX [books] 

trilogy Two Books on the Gas: Above the Shale and Achieved by 

Kissing + ATBOALGFPOPASASBIFL: Irritations, 
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Excrement and Wipes  + The Pink (2015-13), Province of 

Numberrs (2016), and The Paranoid Reader: Essays, 2006-

2012 (Furniture Press, 2014).  He co-edits Delete Press and 

lives in Western New York.  

 

From San Francisco via Dubai, Nicholas Karavatos is a 

global poet, recently reading his poems in Istanbul, 

Amsterdam, & Paris, and performing poems with 

musicians in Beijing, Chengdu, & Suzhou, People’s 

Republic of China. 

  

Of his 2009 book No Asylum, San Francisco Renaissance 

poet & musician David Meltzer writes: “Nicholas 

Karavatos is a poet of great range and clarity. This book is 

an amazing collectanea of smart sharp political poetry in 

tandem with astute and tender love lyrics. All of it voiced 

with an impressive singularity.”  
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Kevin Killian, poet & co-author of the critical 

biography Poet Be Like God: Jack Spicer and the San 

Francisco Renaissance, writes: “Nicholas Karavatos points 

out that there is ‘no asylum’ anywhere, in a figurative sense, 

because even the parts of the world in most opposition to 

each other are bound up seamlessly in a net of shared 

reference, sensual pleasure, and invasive, sometimes 

assertive media. And misunderstanding.  He is a prophet as 

well as a poet—maybe the canary we’ve sent down the 

coal-mine.” 

  
A graduate of Humboldt State University in Arcata and 

New College of California's fabled poetics program in San 

Francisco, NICHOLAS KARAVATOS currently teaches 

literature & writing at the American University of Sharjah 

in the United Arab Emirates. 
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Jessica Lefèvre-Grave Delâtre is a French fusion-writer, 

who likes to play with sound effects in various languages 

(French, English and sometimes Spanish). She has mostly 

written songs over the years, and just started poetry. 

 

Amanda Davidson writes, teaches, publishes and makes 

performances as Parted in the Middle, an ongoing 

collaboration with Nathanial Putnam (and the world). Find 

out more at amandakdavidson.com. 

 

Morani Kornberg-Weiss moved from Tel Aviv, Israel to 

Buffalo, NY in order to pursue a Ph.D. in English at 

SUNY Buffalo's Poetics Program. Her poems have been 

published in kadar koli, The Last Stanza, Voices Israel, Re-

Vision, Papilio, and Genius Floored. Her translation of Israeli 

poet Karen Alkalay-Gut’s collection Miracles & More was 

recently published by Keshev. Morani is currently working 



 166 

on two poetry manuscripts: Folding into Her Self which 

features poems that examine the relationship between 

pornography and the art of origami and Dear Darwish or a 

series of letters addressed to the late Palestinian poet 

Mahmoud Darwish. 

 

Sarah Elizabeth Blake is a very nerdy person who lives in 

San Francisco with her cat. She sometimes funnels her 

high anxiety and obsessive tendencies into writing things. 

Some of those things have been published, by Omnia 

Vanitas Review, Green Lantern Press, and The Walrus. 

When Sarah is not writing, she can be found running 

D&D, knitting, and teaching 4-year-olds to fight the 

patriarchy. 

 

Dominic Santos lives and works in Los Angeles, 

California. http://www.dominicsantos.com 
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Catherine Borders is the Founder and Executive Editor 

of Omnia Vanitas Review. She lives in “Chicago” with her 

husband, daughter, and two very necessary cats. Her first 

novel, A Suburb of Monogamy was published with Omnia 

Vanitas Review in 2016 : it's about the invention, 

withdrawal, and body of a liaison. Catherine is a struggling 

nihilist but she believes in art. She wears it like armor. 

Omnia Vanitas Review is a space for her to disseminate 

the beauty of its powers.  

 


