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flash

NOW! HOT OFF THE PRESS! IT'STRUE, AND YOU SAW IT HERE! The
confusion and consternation surrounding Black Holes and the Law of
Conservation of Matter and Energy isno more! The paradox has finally been
solved, and by no less a genius than Stephen Hawking. What exactly is a black
hole, you may ask? Isit a Promethean Wall, impenetrable, its prosel ytes
imploding like shattered glass into infinite random bits the moment they
approach? Or isit agateway through which the history of the universe passes and
isrecorded, sort of ? Isablack holea QUANTUM COMPUTER, spitting out
infinite waves of bingo balls, or isit deterministic, a UNIVERSAL TURING
MACHINE, encrypting but not destroying the information it is given? Is chaos a

higher form of order? YES, IT IS! Thereis no chaos! Chaosis simply order that
requires either a black hole or an infinity of universesto really understand. And
another thing. Like abuy one, get one free, deal of alifetime, Steven Hawking
also had thisto say. All you people who stuck by Kurt Godel through thick and
thin. Well, . . . KURT WAS RIGHT! His Incompleteness Theorem, the one that
states that for any formal language there exists awell-formed statement that
cannot be derived from the rules for the formation of statementsin that language,
that al languages are fundamentally incomplete, that to derive the statement you
have to add arule, creating yet another language with its own unique statement
that cannot be derived from the new set of rules? Now we know. It does go on and
on forever in both the LANGUAGE UNIVERSE and the PHY SICAL
UNIVERSE! Think about it! Even if there are an infinite number of yous and an
infinite number of mes and al the yous combined have lived every possible
particle combination that a guantum universe containing the multidimensional
you can live and so have all the mes, every single you and every single meis
communicating with languages that will never be complete. Not a single you or
mein our infinity of quizzlersis EVER going to have al the answers! So, isthat a
good thing or a bad thing? We'll have to wait and see, but in the meantime, if you
want to get technical about it, you could argue that any statement having
relationships with other statements in a given language (which all statements do),
being al'so amember of an infinite number of increasingly complex languages,
has relationships with infinite other statements in those languages and that these
statements collectively comprise a class of statements that constitute a separate
language containing its own unique statement that cannot be derived, . . . and so
forth and so on. It's POETRY GONE WILD! Thisthing just heads off in every
possible direction, like a fireworks display, a multi-multiverse of big bangs, each
one atwinkle (a nightlight maybe) in heaven! This QUANTUM UNIVERSE



MACHINE is beautiful in design, the METAPHOR MACHINE that describes it
an artifact’ s artifact. At the same time, the conclusion that the use of language to
establish agreement between any two people concerning anything at all must
either be impossible or inevitable also seems tenable. The same is the case with
disagreement. Given this new information, some of you will undoubtedly want to
take the physical multiverse in one hand and your own life in the other and try to
compare them. Well, gook luck! Although | personally think that timeis a sensory
construction and once time is taken out of the equation there is no equation and
since timeis arelation on events there are no events either, | do wear awatch.



genius

Socratesisjust standing there staring at hisfeet (at least that’s what | imagine)
and herealizes that, for amoment, heisn’'t thinking about anything at all. He's
thinking about nothing. He's momentarily existential, doing Zen, and he doesn’t
even know it. How can he? There' s no context for it. He's Greek. It's 399 B.C.E.

So, without further examination, he shakes it off and goes back to thinking about

how the strap on his sandal is worn through and could break at any moment. And

then he thinks, There is a sandal, perfect and eternal, which has a strap that could

break at any moment, and, Thereis also asandal, perfect and eternal, which has a
strap that will never break.

He has no regrets. He' s got money enough. Hislifeisits own example. He's
feeling more virtuous than usual, standing in the midst of the jury. Voices are
buzzing around his head like hornets. Where is the reason in this? he asks himself.
He calmly takes a breath, gathers his thoughts, looks up and, according to Plato,
says something along the lines of, How you have felt, O men of Athens, at
hearing the speeches of my accusers, | cannot tell; but | know that their persuasive
words almost made me forget who | was. . .



alphabet

Th entre lvng rm ws stndng arnd. Nobdy ws tikng. The antque leathr armchr
cleard itsthrot alttle, trying to catch the attntion of the beautifl mission style
Tiffany flor lamp turned and facing the opn window in full three quartr view. It
was hopeless. She was in love with atree. No one could understand it.

Mother Durga suddenly shouted from the next room, Hello? Sappho? Areyou in
there? If not, where?



pastoral
everything cal culated

space licentious cleridae
exigent carapace morning cardinal

vociferous exegesis

guise of levee ariel
pi dipody polyglot rubellite

relicted interior
assist abated heme
non-standard analysis

antennae and abdomen
tenuate acephalous excogotate beak

Senotaphrum secundatum  flowering culms ascending

ingeminate echo entropy



patterns

| have afriend, a collage artist, who lives with his wife and children in a house
without electricity or indoor plumbing, in rural Guatemala. He had gone to prison
once for making a picture comprised of women’s faces, lipsticks and makeup
mirrors cut out of popular magazines. From the time of his arrest to the time of his
release several years later, he had been in constant fear for hislife. There would
be no lawyer. There would be no jury. There would be no trial. He said, | knew
that if something happened to me, my wife and children would have no oneto
take care of them.

| met him at graduate school. The faculty compared him to Kurt Schwitters and
Hanna Hoch. We told him he should stay in America and become famous and
wealthy. He laughed and said, | am happier in my garden than here. | said | would
write to him. No, he said. Don’t ever write me. On one occasion | stood with him
in front of one of his collages, a piece about four feet wide by six feet high, quite
large for him. What do you think it is? he asked. | thought about it for along time.
Finally | said, | think it’s a map made by the Germans during World War 11 for
purposes of aerial bombardment. No, it’s not that, he said. Well then, | replied,
it’'samap of roads and railways, times and distances. No, he said. Not that either.
| gave up. | haven't got aclue, | said. He stood there for along time thinking it
over. Finally he said, It's dress patterns. For making women’s dresses.



fate

What of therain, or the eyes that seeit?

Which of these fates shall reign?

Which of these reigns shall rain?

What is, if any, will remember itself

Long enough to exist in its own mind,

Consciously or otherwise,

Much else the mind of another, of others,

A cow perhaps, or an egg, atree, or thewind or, just as poetically, a planetary
owarhoobygarfleemital cadi phairai rrewhmeqgabekoopi ebeggawhoodaf ubarokee
To put it another way:

Where is the rime and the canticles thereof ?

What of the particular moment turned into words

An and an a pedl to the gravity of others,

A sestina of a contract.

A string of words remembered, sometimes recited,

A string of symbols stuck in the middle of infinitely many strings,
All of them persisted in much the same way.

That is not to say that memory needs words

Or that the fates needs memory.

Yes, thisis serious alright.

Thisis definitely delirious,

Caravaggio Bacchiferous,

Ostentatiously Parsifalous,

Gargantuously and/or Lillipetuniously

Bahawagoomiously Cosmoloonian,

Give or take half abillion years.



body, earth for example, or the larger universe, or an upclose, personal digital
karstvanockiehoody.



assistant, or the assistant’ s assistant, whatever or whoever that is or turns out to be.



address

Titled, “Interpreting Geopolitics as Poetry,

With a Focus on Metaphor, Metonymy and Identity,”
The International Association of Socio-biological,
Cognitive and Quantum-mechanical Linguists

Or IASCQL (pronounced “ass-quill) listens
Attentively to the keynote speaker’ s opening remarks:

Asoka stands on the battlefield at Kalinga,

Attended by his armies of subatomic particles and genes --
Surveys the annihilation of his enemies and says, following Plato,
“Only the dead have seen the end of war”

And also, anticipating Wallace Stevens, and | quote,

"I have not but | anand as| am, | am."

While waiting on the rest of society to show up,

We should take a moment to realize we have added not one mote
To what we know as regards our essential nature,

Whether or not we even have one.

The question we must now ask ourselvesisthis,

Does this constitute a crisis of identity, or not?

In response, | propose a simple experiment.

Everyone, repeat after me -- All is Atman.

No, not -- All is Language. All is Atman. At-man. A-t-m-a-n. Atman . . .
Although | must admit, given what we now know,

The two don’'t seem so far apart

Asthey did 3,000 yearsago . . .



random

0100000110101100
1100101111110011
1010000100101100
1111010011101011
1010010111000111
0100100010000100
1000110000000010
1011001011110010
1001010101010101
1000100101100001
1100010011111100
0000111001111001
0001101000010111
0011100011111000
0110011110001011
1110101011010110
0000100010110000
0110101000111101
0010101110101100
0000110100010110
0101100111011000
1110100100000010
0001101011010001
0101010000011101
0011110111011100
1101011100111110
1100100111110111
0000110110000000
0110110010010101
0110100001110001
0110001101001000
0100011010101100
0001001110000010
0110000010010101
1100000100011000
0011110011101000
1100000001100000



civilization
1.

| have aways believed, he says, that a civilization is best understood by the nature
of itslanguage. Language is the root artifact.

2.

In the beginning, after several late night conversations, invariably, the subject of
sex comes up. He says, Many women think men are just in it for the sex. Maybe.
But I’'m not one of them. She says, That is so lame. He says, | caretoo much to lie
about athing like that. | won't take it back. She smiles and says, That’s better, but
not much. They are lying side by side while they talk. They don’'t sleep together
that night. He tells himself it's a matter of principal, but in fact he has made up his
mind too late.

3.

Heis at the dinner table staring at his asparagus. He has been watching the news
al afternoon, while she has been reading. He looks up and says, Y ou know, even
though capitalism is to democracy what sex isto love, capitalism seems to have
come out on top. It s ridden the coattails of democracy to fame and fortune. She
puts her fork down and looks at him. It’ s obvious he has been silently rehearsing
this speech over dinner. | realize now, he says, that capitalism is patriarcha in
nature. That’s why it finds itself so deeply entwined with the Abrahamic religions.
They’re all competing for the same space using the same methods --
objectification, forced penetration, dominance and control. Democracy is
supposed to create free markets for both consumers and producers, but capitalism
doesn’t seem to mind if there’ s only one producer to every million or so
consumers. Capitalism no longer depends on democracy for its existence, if it
ever did. Capitalism has sold its soul to corporatism and corporatism is a gangster.
Money is kicking the shit out of democracy in broad daylight and everybody is
just standing around watching. So what? she asks. Even if al that’strue, it makes
even less sense to spend all your time thinking about it. Don’t watch the newsiif it
upsets you. It’s not real anyway. It’s your life. You can do whatever you like.
You'reright, he replies, picking up his fork.



4.

She writes her sister, | have acquired atattoo that stretches across the small of my
back. | wasn’t drunk and it wasn’t for love. | saw Gustav Klimt's Tree of Life and
had to have it. Some of the most gifted artistsin the world are tattoo artists. All
day today, I’ ve been browsing through frame catal ogs from online interior design
studios, art supply stores and picture frame companies. I’ ve torn out the pages and
circled those pictures that | like best. I’ ve decided to photograph it, frame it and
put it on the wall. | can’t decide between one of several Florentine Baroque styles
or asimple, modern, thin black Bauhaus motif.

5.

His mother told him, Love does not come and go. If you ever stop loving a
person, you never did. He thinks she was probably talking about his father and not
necessarily in relationship to sex. Even so, he findsit auseful reference. It'sa
difficult thing to admit to the person you love that you have loved (and continue
to love) others with asimilar passion. It can be very unsettling to everyone
involved. Thisis especidly trueif the other person is young, or recently divorced,
or if the shoe is on the other foot. The Greeks understood this better than anyone
as evidenced by their plays and poetry. Even today, people tend to think that you
can’'t possibly know what true loveisif you’ve known it more than once. They
suspect that you are not atrue lover at all but, at the least, afetishist, a collector of
hearts, livers or other body parts, and at worst, an apostate. They assume that
everyone shares the same fundamental belief where true love is concerned, that
true love is aone-time-only thing, a No Pass-Outs sign on the bar doors of

Utopia. Once you enter, you can’t leave. If you ever do leave, don’t come back if
you' re not prepared to pay.

6.

He's browsing the Web. He' s looking at the news. War isimminent. War is
always imminent. It appears that our allies are selling weapons to our enemies and
that we are selling weapons to our enemies. It appears that every person’s
electronic transactions are now visible to anyone with an inside connection and
that, once you give your name, those transactions can be used to instantly
designate you as being either for or against. It appears that most of the productsin
the world are going to be made in China, most of the softwarein theworld is
going to be made in India, and most of the money in the world is going to be
made in the U.S. He sees an interesting link and follows it to a page titled,
Treasures from the Royal Tombs of Ur. He reads the page asif it were the daily



paper. He looks at the pictures until he begins to feel that heisliving in the City
of Ur. Ur of Abraham. Ur of Sin, the moon-god. Ur, home to king Ur-Nammu,
who wrote the first rule of law into history, who made the Ziggurat.

7.

Sometimes, if they sit quietly for long enough, almost every animal in the
neighborhood will stop by the birdfeeder to eat, drink or socialize. That includes
the squirrel. They’ ve noticed that the birds aren’t afraid of the squirrel. But the
birds and the squirrel are all afraid of aneighborhood cat so old it couldn’t catch
them if it wanted to. And that’s only part of the picture. In the evening the sun
doesn’t set so much as the dark rises up through the trees until at last the light
rests gently like ahalo on the highest branches. At about the same time, whatever
clouds there are sink slowly into a darkness that doubles as a mirror. But even this
darknessis not the end of things. Nothing is ever the end of things.



metonymy

Great king Méelodric looks long upon the army assailing the gates of his citadel
before turning to his own fair daughter standing at his side.

O my Daughter! Where is a steadfast unfailing heart great enough to lead us from
this dark place, to ride out with hope honor and glory into a bright new dawn?
Where is my nunubian star, my munificent mundus?

Where is that panorama of well-dressed men with bowler hats and umbrellas
floating in astill blue sky?

Whereisacloud to cut across the moon like a knife through aterrified wide-open
eye or butter?

Where are the shadows dressed like motorcycle cops stepping through the
mirrored doors of Hades?

Where is the red sphinx lying quietly in the midst of butterflies and painted
fireworks?

Where are the beautiful long silk stockinged legs extending like stamens from the
heart of a giant rhododendron?

Where are the dreamless nights filled with stone monuments growing from the
eyelids of lovers?

Where isthe little girl rolling a hoop into the melancholy sunset of an ancient
city?

Where are the early days of spring peopled with unnamable objects advancing in
rows toward some distant vanishing point?

Where are the dreams of wild beasts lulled by a piper under ared sun in awhite
sky?

Where is that most coveted cache of gems -- white, blue, red and green, lying like
drowned men in pools of their own blood and vomit?

Where is the silent one looking down from the watchtower as dusk settles on the
chimneys of atown glowing red with fire?

Where is the staircase reaching down into the mantle of the world whose steps are
made from the tongues and beaks of hummingbirds?

Where are al those eyes ears noses and throats so carefully seasoned and thrown
into the stockpot of time?

Where are the huntsmen with their candy bows and arrows, their ice cream
daggersdrawninire?

Where are the bed linens carefully folded and tucked away under elephantsin
winter?



Where is the multitude of little red boots standing patiently in line for tickets to
the big wazoo?

Where are the public baths filled with honey in which candel abras bob for prizes?
Where are the suburbs we so earnestly longed for with their satellite dishes and
well-tempered shrubbery?

Where are the paper soles of our tongues, cleaving to the roof of heaven, dry with
an imaginary thirst?

Where is one angry poet (you know the one | mean) yelling at a gorilla?

Where? Where?

Do not be troubled, Father, said the daughter.

Hereis a steadfast unfailing heart great enough to lead us from this dark place, to
ride out with hope honor and glory into a bright new dawn.

Hereis your nunubian star, your munificent mundus.

Here is a panorama of well-dressed men with bowler hats and umbrellas floating
in astill blue sky.

Hereisacloud to cut across the moon like a knife through aterrified wide-open
eye or butter.

Here are shadows dressed like motorcycle cops stepping through the mirrored
doors of Hades.

Hereisthe red sphinx lying quietly in the midst of butterflies and painted
fireworks.

Here are the beautiful long silk stockinged legs extending like stamens from the
heart of a giant rhododendron.

Here are the dreamless nights filled with stone monuments growing from the
eyelids of lovers.

Hereisthelittle girl rolling a hoop into the melancholy sunset of an ancient city.
Here are the early days of spring peopled with unnamable objects advancing in
rows toward some distant vanishing point.

Here are the dreams of wild beasts lulled by a piper under ared sunin awhite
sky.

Hereisthat most coveted cache of gems— white, blue, red and green, lying like
drowned men in pools of their own blood and vomit.

Hereisthe silent one looking down from the watchtower as dusk settles on the
chimneys of atown glowing red with fire.

Here is the staircase reaching down into the mantle of the world whose steps are
made from the tongues and beaks of hummingbirds.

Here are all those eyes ears noses and throats so carefully seasoned and thrown
into the stockpot of time.



Here are the huntsmen with their candy bows and arrows, their ice cream daggers
drawninire.

Here are the bed linens carefully folded and tucked away under elephantsin
winter.

Hereis the multitude of little red boots standing patiently in line for tickets to the
big wazoo.

Here are the public baths filled with honey in which candelabras bob for prizes.
Here are the suburbs we so earnestly longed for with their satellite dishes and
well-tempered shrubbery.

Here are the paper soles of our tongues, cleaving to the roof of heaven, dry with
an imaginary thirst.

Hereis one angry poet (I know the one you mean) yelling at a gorilla

Here. Right here.



autopsy

The poet is standing in line at the movies when his life suddenly leaps out of him
like aflea escaping the flea circus. An ambulance rushes him to hospital. The next
day he proceeds to the funeral home at amore leisurely pace only to discover (in a
rare turn of events even for him), that he must return to the hospital to be
examined by the poet doctor.

Important people have questions and the poet doctor is there to find the answers.

At the appointed time, the poet doctor strolls into the surgical amphitheatre to
have alook at the deceased. Y ou can learn alot about a person by looking at their
past participles he tells the crowd, smiling. These hands for example, spent many
weekends in the bathtub reading poetry, smoking cigarettes, masturbating and
drinking vodka. Is that normal for a poet? asks someone from the back. Yes, it is.
Too much poetry makes a person itch and eventually gives them arash. Long
herbal baths, cigarettes, liquor and masturbation are the proscribed treatment.

So far it appears he was a perfectly normal poet, the poet doctor asserts
peremptorily, sawing off the top of the poet’s head and looking at his brain. This,
for example, isreally quite nice. These particular cracks and crevices show how
determined our poet was to employ kitsch as his primary literary device. Before
anyone can voice the obvious question he raises his hand, palm outward, and
continues. No. Kitsch is not a pathology. At least not in this case. Thereis no
evidence that he was ever afraid of clichés asis the case with most literary types.
It was the only means he could find to reconcile a dominant cultural relativism
with his own hopeless postromantic nature.

Wait aminute. What is this doing in here? the doctor asks no onein particular.
Tucked away deep inside the poet’ s innermost partsis alittle cuckoo clock in the
shape of a heart. The doctor yanks it from the poet’s body, holding it up to the
light inches above his own upturned nose. Look -- It’s not a clock, but a heart that
suddenly beats twelve as alittle painted bird pops out and hops around in the
doctor’s hands looking furiously in every direction for the poet’ s long gone world.
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answer

Sitting quietly with hands folded in the waiting room of desire, staring down at
the official Boy Scout Pathfinder compass sitting in its lap, the perfect question.

It looks up and sees through an open window the deciduous forest of signs
through which it somehow found its way here, evading innumerable mouths, ears,
eyes, hands, feet, pencils, pens, brushes, musical instruments, clay and stone
tablets, petroglyphs, pictographs, ideograms, hieroglyphs, phonograms,
syllabaries, alphabets, facts, fictions and innuendos.

Although it has an appointment, it’s been waiting quite awhile. Asif reading its
mind, the receptionist looks up and smiles.



Cantilevered horoscopes decry
untoward photogenic bares and airs
as upside down floors navigate
excelsior and tassels.

Convalescent novellas recite
platitudinous homogeneities

as aphoristic soliloquies dredge
plastic coral reefs.

Conspicuous gematria belie

nascent copasetic sestinas

as parabolic improvisations expurgate
recalcitrant ectopic yodels.

Cornucopic ambassadors inspire
millennial blank assurances
astiny lepidopterists exfoliate
flowering chansonniers.

Congruent epistolariesreify
moribund nocturnal pantisocracies
as assonant windmills

taunt tumescent aquifers.



ludology

| walk into amuseum. | walk directly to the room containing works by
Caravaggio and Carracci. When | stand in front of the first painting | notice two
buttons on the floor in front of me. The one on the left islabeled “Yes.” The one
on theright “No.” | stand in front of a Caravaggio and think about it, but then |
don’'t. But | do in front of one of the Carraccis. | think it is amuch better solution
than pressing “Yes’ or “No” on every one but one. | had entered through the exit
and end up exiting through the entrance. The title of the show is“Ludology.” |
pay my money and |leave.



allover

Another Armageddonite, standing on the street corner, naked except for a
sandwich board. Scrawled across the board the words, “Kill YoUrSeLvES™.” In
acorner of the board, the corporate logo, acircle filled with atoothy grin. | swear
it'saPonzi scheme, my friend says as we enter the coffee shop. How else can you
describe a multinational corporation whose primary product is alottery funded
with the total possessions of everyone who participates and where each week the
winner becomes one of the world’ s ten richest people? The more people who
participate, the more money. The more people who kill themselves, the greater the
chances of winning. There's just something not quite right about the whole
business mode!.

We sit down. They’ re everywhere. Armageddonites here. Armageddonites there.
They look down their noses at anyone who doesn’t have a sandwich board. Not to
have a sandwich board means you are poor. Poor in heart, poor in spirit, poor in
hope. Thereis no place for people like you in a hopeful world, their glances seem
to say. But then again. Every so often one of them will step forward with asmile.
Y ou seem like a pretty reasonable person. Let me ask you something. Do you
have life insurance?



topiary

The sunis shining in aworld filled with memories as imagistic as words can
make them. Dispensing with adjectives for the moment: green, glistening, shear,
triumphal, severed, bright, yellow, blue, gray, white, and so forth, mellifluous the
nouns. grass, water, sunlight, sky, vines, trees, leaves, birds, bees.



stories

The stories. They have to be entertaining. Why, you ask, do they have to be
entertaining? No reason. They aso have to be end-to-end and mixed together.
They have to be completely interchangeable, non-stop, twenty-four hours a day

with over amillion channels each. They have to use avariety of plots, characters
and other literary devices --

| HATE THAT STUFF!



portrait

| have it on the highest authority:
"Thisisaportrait of IrisClert if | say s0.”
No matter what it is.

A limerick, a sonnet, a sestina.

Free verse, found text, typography.
Graphs, cartoons, maps.

Junk mail, coupons, magazines.
Billboards, TV commercials, Web pages.
Contracts, patents, lawsuits.

Financial reports, stock quotes, tax returns.
Food containers, product labels, bar codes.
Pens, pencils, crayons, markers.

Eating, drinking, sleeping, working.
Using the bathroom for any purpose.
Driving, bowling, waiting in line.
Kissing, touching, fucking.

Being born. Dying. Lying in acoma.
Shooting a gun. Dodging bullets.

Caring. Not caring.

Making lists.

Stop making lists.



recursion

I"'m agonna. You're agonna. He, sheor it'sagonna. We'reagonna. They'rea
gonna. | was agonna. Y ou was agonna. He, she or it was agonna. We was a
gonna. They was a gonna. | shoulda. Y ou shoulda. He, she or it shoulda. We
shoulda. They shoulda.

i’m agonnayou’re agonna. he, she or it's agonna. we're agonna. they’'rea
gonna. i was a gonna. you was a gonna. he, she or it was agonna. we was a
gonna. they was a gonna. i shoulda. you shoulda. he, she or it shoulda. we
shoulda. they shoulda.

I’'M A GONNA. YOU'RE A GONNA. HE, SHE OR IT'S A GONNA. WE'RE A
GONNA. THEY'RE A GONNA. | WAS A GONNA. YOU WAS A GONNA.
HE, SHE OR IT WAS A GONNA. WE WAS A GONNA. THEY WASA
GONNA. | SHOULDA. YOU SHOULDA. HE, SHE OR IT SHOULDA. WE
SHOULDA. THEY SHOULDA.

imagonnayou’ reagonnahesheoritsagonnawereagonnatheyreagonnai wasagonnayou
wasagonnahesheoritwasagonnawewasagonnatheywasagonnai shoul dayoushoul dah
esheoritshoul daweshoul datheyshoulda

i’MAgonnAyou’ rEAgonnAhEshEoRIt’ SAgonnAwe rEAgonnAthey’ rEAgonnAl
waSA gonnAyoUwaSA gonnAhEshEoRi TwaA AgonnAwEwaA AgonnAtheY waS
AgonnAIshoul DA yoUshoul dA hEshEoRI TshouldAwEshoul dAtheY shouldA

i"MAgonnAyou’ rEAgonnAhEshEoRIt’ SAgonnAwe rEAgonnAthey’ rEAgonn
AlwaSAgonnAyoUwaSAgonnA hEshEoRi TwaA AgonnAwEwaAAgonnAtheY
waSA gonnA I shoul DA yoUshoul dA hEshEoRI Tshoul dAwEshoul dAtheY shoul dA




ventriloquist
picTures/wOrds/langUage/sTory

The work done in codicology by Henry Rawlinson

to decipher Old Persian, Elamite and Babylonian
isdiscussed by Don DeL.illo

in his book The Names.

The reference to Rawlinson and the philologist Edwin Norris
as having been employees of the East India Company

and therefore first hand witnesses

to the cross-cultural colonization

and appropriation of language

has something to it.

mEmory/dreamSTruth

Empire usually makes a point not to destroy,

but to subdue and codify the languages and art

of those nations it conquers.

The Babylonians, the Macedonians, the Romans

and the English did thisto perfection.

The benefits to be derived by first embracing

and then extending the language of one’s adversaries
is so well understood that it finds its place in everything
from corporate brand management,

to media production and

geopolitical diplomacy.

nobiLity/impArtiality/noNor/Generosity/Artistry/inteGrity/pur posE

One of the first things marketing, communications
and political science students learn in college

is how to acquire the opposition’ s treasure words
and then change the meanings of those words

to suit their own ends.

The assimilation of other cultures

eventually becomes an end in itself.

(The boogeyman in Star Trek, the Borg,



had no greater purpose than to assimilate
the schemas, languages and data
of those civilizations they destroyed.)

Nansen was too kind and lost his treasure,
Truly, words have no power.

Even if mountains become the sea,

Words cannot open another’s mind.

This does not mean that the language and ideals

of the conquered do not sometimes come to dominate
the language and ideal s of the conqueror.

The Greeks and certain desert monotheistic societies,
in large part because of the Roman conquest,
established intellectual and social traditions

that continue to affect almost everything

we in the West think and say and do.

Even so, it isimportant to remember
that language plays in separate worlds:
one of them a place where words mean
only what we allow them to mean;

the other a place

where words may describe
but will never determine
what is and is not most real.

(Try not to think of this,

as anecessary conclusion,

but as a poem

present in a collection of words
devoid of any useful

imagery or emotion

other than that provided by

Ekai (i.e., Mumon),

relying instead on several gimmicks
one of which isthe oblique reference
in thefirst part of the text

to Cage’' s mesostics,

another, the clear admission



that | (have afriend who)

sometimes walk(s) around

dressed only in a cowboy hat

and sunglasses, naked from the neck down
except for my (friend’s)

black painted toenails,

asmy friend tries to grok global corporatism
and the rise of fascism in America,

and finaly, this portentous reversal,
telegraphed and tied up at the end
with abow and a bow,

like a‘50s Hollywood musical,

or better yet, a“90s sitcom,

or better yet, alate night mini-movie cable ad,
or better yet, . . . forget al that --
atattoo, a pierced tongue

and an online video game
like“Halo 2" or maybe

“Grand Theft Auto: San Andreas’.
Y eah, that’s it.

A: Seriously. Where' s the joke?

B: What do you mean?

A: You know <whispers> the joke?
B: I still don’t get what you mean.

C: <Silence>

B: Oh, that joke.



whisper

Zot is standing by the window, staring across the room. He appears to be posing.
He poses alot, especialy for cameras. Heisfamous. | draw aline from his eyes
to where the camera should be, but thereis no camera. Instead of a camerathereis
Zoe. She has chained herself to an entertainment system and is humming the most
beautiful music imaginable through her omni-directional speakers while one
wordless advertisement after another flashes across her huge high-definition
screen. | walk over to Zot. Do you two want to be alone? No, that’s ok. She does
this sometimes. She's done it with aroom full of people. | guess by this point I'm
either ok with it or I’'m not. We're dl civilized people here, right? Besides, she'sa
freethinker. How could | possibly deny her anything? | turn and walk across the
room. | kneel down directly in front of her. Close your eyes, she says. | do and
she enters my cochlea. A moment later sheis caressing my organs of Corti. All of
my stereocilia are in motion. We begin to move together, slowly at first and then
faster. | can feel everything falling away and | begin to shudder. Wait! she cries
and | force myself back. We settle into arhythm. For hours we stay that way,
moving back and forth as she whispersinto my ears, yes, yes, yes, yes, . . .



pastiche

The building contractor is at hiswit’s end. He' s been working on a project for
what seems like an eternity. He would have told the client to kiss his asslong ago
if the money wasn’t so good and he wasn’t afraid of the guy’s lawyers. Hiswife
laughs when he tells her some of the stories. She asksiif it’s costing them any
money. He says, No. I’'m making a bundle off the guy. She says he should think
of it as an annuity. No, he says, I’ve got pride in my work. I’ ve got other things to
do with my life. She suggests he seek the advice of someone he trusts. He calls
her Uncle Marcus.

Marcus, he says. I’ ve got this client who thinks he’ s building the Taj Mahal. He's
had me do the same bathroom floor four timesin the past six months. Just last
month we put in the most beautiful white marble floor you ever saw. All the way
from Italy. You could get married or buried on that floor it was so fine. But the
guy comes in, takes one shit, calls me the next day and says, Thisisn’t what | had
in mind. I1t’stoo cold. | want something warmer. So we tore the whole thing out
and put in ateakwood floor. We had to redo the rest of the room, a hallway, a
whole section of the house in teakwood to make it work. Thisisafriggin’
bathroom floor for crying out loud. This guy isdriving me crazy. If | leaveit up to
him, he'll have me working on that floor forever.

Is he paying you? asks Uncle Marcus. Y eah. Actually he pays really well. And he
never complains about the quality of the work. He just can’t seem to make up his
mind. So, what’ s the problem? asks Uncle Marcus.

You've got to think of it thisway. I’'m dealing in reality here. Not just idess.
Reality means that things are a certain way. Some things are meant to stay put. At
least for awhile. Redlity is not about every damn thing becoming obsol ete before
it's even finished. It’s about making things to last. Not just to pass the time.

Listen, says Uncle Marcus. Normally, | would tell you to go talk to the guy and
tell him to make up his mind. Tell him that there are amillion other guysjust like
him and no matter what he does to that bathroom, it isn’t going to make him
gpecial and it isn’t going to make him live one day longer. Some other time, I'd
tell you that. But | don’t think I’m going to tell you that this time. Because you're
no different than that guy. Y ou may as well be working on his bathroom floor as
anybody else's. You've got awife and kids. A couple of more customers like him
and you can retire. You're not Brunelleschi or Bernini or Michelangelo. But don’t



get upset. Neither were they. Y ou're abuilding contractor. Y ou’re good at what
you do. That’s why this guy hired you. So, get over it. Or don’t. But either way,
take the money. And don’'t feel bad about taking the money. It’s just money.
That's al I've got to say. Kiss Tina and the kids for me.



meditation

A reliquary in the brick walled dead end of an alley. In place of several bricks, a
screw on bottle cap, crumpled up wax paper, a cigarette butt, afew grains of rice.
The bricks lie on the ground. Engraved on one of the grains of rice, Soon, very
soon, thou wilt be ashes, or a skeleton, and either a name or not even a name; but
nameis sound and echo . . . and like little dogs biting one another, and little
children quarrelling, laughing, and then straightway weeping.



scratch
Beginning with the sentence

Ritual iswhat we do
even when we try not to.

What the urinate

hell did | ruminate
think? If not god,
then capitulate what?

| confess. ..

to the Blue & Brown Books, mimeographed,
bound between thick nondescript

cardboard coversin th-th-th

li-li-library of my commuter college.

(I knew, even before | read them,

that Carnap had always been full of shit.
Afterwards | spent what little money

| had on Whitehead' s Process and Reality,
or was it Cassirer’ s Essay on Man?
Anyway, it was one of the two,

and, on the same shelf, Eckhart’s Sermons.)

The devil’ sreverberate
in the details (don’t —yeu— think/see)

Postmodernism was always problematic
for me[This part omitted.]

b(B)ecause these days most poems
are made of symbols all together

resembling thoughts,



statements about philosophy, art,

mathematics, science, politics, economics

(but sometimes not ),
if not modernism or postmodernism then what, exactly?

It's the old cosmologica argument -- the Principle of Sufficient Reason. If the
signifier isthe pointer and the signified is the thing being pointed to, what is
pointing to the pointer? What if one person’s signifier actually is another person’s
signified? Which one is the metaphor? If the thing-in-itself really is dead, whereis
the autopsy report? Where in theworld isa when you need
one?

All words (i.e., symbols) areinfinite
in their relations to other symbols --

infinitely random in both their access and meanings.

All images can be trandlated to texts.
All texts to images.

In other words, everything is art.
Yo u believe that?
Scanna manna wanna bananana?

The tender boutonnieres
are yearsin arrears your ears your rears.

Caste

M assed

Classed

Trashed

Smashed (some lie some lay)
A Roman holiday

Take apoem by Charles Bernstein and try to erase it.
Rename it Erased DeKooning -- Sort of.



If that doesn’t work use white out.
Rename it After Robert Ryman.

If that doesn’t work paste a page from Homer
over it and don’t name it anything.

If that doesn’t work write your own poem
on top of it with colored markers.

If that doesn’t work, send Bernstein an email
and ask for advice while there' s still time.

If that doesn’t work,

well then, it didn’t work.

Anywhowhatwhenwherewhyandhow

by another name

would smell as sweet. Parakeet.

Y ou want apoem? I'll give you a poem --.

What path global peace?

Spirituality? Love? Empathy? Fleece?
Coca-Cola, Microsoft, GM, Citigroup?

or the world’ s biggest arms importer, China?
The next big nu-nu thing?

post-(self)hypnotisim, Uber-modernism,
new-mediaism, indie-vidualism,
brand-categorism, cyber-textualism,
ortho-gonalism, totali-tarianism?

| dunno. ectomy, octomy, alien anal proboscopy.
A rhymein time saves nine.

Nine whats? Nwihnaets? steahniwN?

Eternal recurrence in art means one thing,

in politics another, in science still another -- “kowdu.
If i’ saboy name it Hyde, Peter,

Tucker, Stu, BahamaAl,

Rocky, Cliff or Raphadl.

If it sagirl, suppose no change chance allele.
That’s why Mommies are almost always




Mommies and Dadas are Dada.s
except when Mommies are Dada.s
and vice versa.

Gotta go. Have to onomatopoeia.
And maybe even kerplunk.



article

The first thing you hear. The last thing you see. The red silhouette, snaking
around the corner, scattering chickens in every direction. Fast, glistening wet and
now gone. Classic.



plate

A time traveler lost in ice mountains ringing the flat earth. How fortunate, first to
witness the formation of the Teutonic Plates and now this, says Don Quixote,
erstwhile traveling companion. | do not think that word means what you think it
means, says the time traveler. Digging with his pick for clues. . . afrozen
monkey, a Roman coin, he finally finds what he islooking for -- ajade Pi disk
with colors reminiscent of his home on Qinghai Lake.



interface

If you happen to get invited to the party

of cultural production, or decide to crash it,

try not to get too caught up in after dinner questions
regarding the genera efficacy or incredulity

of “grand narratives.” Stories or statements

about totalizing programs are much less interesting
than are their interfaces. Everything happens

at the level of the interface. It’ s the one place

where both sides absolutely must touch each other.
Interfaces make voyeurism the ultimate fashion
statement and sex the ultimate data transformation.
Interfaces provide the means whereby
heterogeneous systems can interact with one another.
Interfaces define a common schema and set of behaviors,
an interlinguaif you will, for agiven domain.

It's not the end of Modernism if high and low art
share the same “schema.” It s not the end of History
if Marxism and Democracy both turn out to have
ignored critical species specific behaviors.

It's not the end of economicsif we discover

that free market capitalism and global corporatism
are (or are not) mutually exclusive categories

or that one inevitably leads to the other.

It's not the end of scientific knowledge if we take
afina vote on the Theory of Everything

only to find out later that the voting machines

were rigged. If cultural production is about anything
at al, it's about the product lifecycle (i.e., creation,
control, access and use) of those interfaces that provide
the primary means whereby heterogeneous systems
interact: the euro and the dollar, English,
international borders, communications protocols,
weapons systems, genomes, product codes,

tariffs, taxes, telescopes and time are examples.



seesaw

It wasterrible. Terrible. There was blood everywhere. Blood and hair and bone.
The air was ripe with the smell of the terribleness of it al. Except for the
occasional commercial, there was no respite from the feeling that a great hole had
opened up and swallowed everything in sight. There was nothing left but pieces of
lives left scattered in aworld gone mad. It was past feeling. Past thinking. Past
acting. There were no words to describe it. Hey, that part 1ooks pretty cool.



code

Twelve statements stare back at him. He perceives them collectively as an
instance of pure thought. He istrying to encrypt and compress datain real time
using atiny program the output of which all the computersin the world couldn’t
crack if they had to. The program and its output will be small enough to run on
everything from a cell phone to awristwatch, from a ballpoint pen to avideo
camerathe size of this dot. He does think occasionally about what it will mean
when he pullsit off. He mixes and matches the things he thinks will or won't
matter both in hislife and in the world as aresult. He wonders about its eventual
affect on other people slives. Will it make everyone more or less secure? Will it
make their lives better or worse? Will it end up in the wrong hands? Will it get
people killed? Probably, . . . maybe not.



meaning

types of meaning
niningtypesofmea
h8h8ht5603w9rj3q

types of meaning
ningtypesofmea
h8ht5603w9rj3q

formal meaning
0066 006D
006F 0065
0072 0061
006D 006E
0061 0069
006C 006E
0067

fo rmalmean ingforma

hidden meaning
hidden meanings



sentence

It ishard to live in aworld in which History and Memory rapidly become
obsolete, not because they cease to exist, but because they change so quickly they
cannot be verified or kept up with, where Desire, the ultimate drug, and Love, that
is, what is done solely for one's own perfect good, become one and the same,
where the only way to enter in is through one of a multitude of half opened doors
through which we see long before we enter, in asingle mirror, the partial
reflection of acompletely different room than the one in which we now stand and
through whose windows we gaze.



letter



reason
There are limits to reason. Places reason cannot go. Trust me on this:
Logic, likelove and poalitics, is uncertain:

The great river
purposel ess

in direction
imminent

its heavy metals
apolitical

chain of being

blood red at morning
and evening

To make the point: ambiguity is not the same as undecidability. Noted experts on
the subject include Eubulides, Russell, Goédel, Turing, Kolmogorov, Shannon and
Chaitin.

Two examples:
1. Thisstatement isfalse.

2. A man of Sevilleis shaved by the Barber of Sevilleif and only if the man
does not shave himself. Does the barber shave himsdf? If so, what sex is
the barber?

On the other hand, there is not one thing that does not have a multitude of hidden
meanings:

aslove isthe parent
of gravity
so isdesire,

Bound up in questions of identity and difference, reason, like poetry asks, Why
are things continually described in some ways and not others? And how do these
simple acts decide the difference between what exists and what does not?



Have you ever noticed, for example, when awriter wants to refer to athing (other
than “1") by asingle letter -- especially a mysterious thing, a secret hideout of the
soul, an alter ego, or even acosmology -- “M” isthe letter it gets named? Almost
every time. I’ve done it myself. As amatter of fact, I’'m writing anovel about it.

And many self-reflexive poems or literary or art criticisms have the writer sitting
or standing by awindow. Sometimes the window is glass, plexiglass or some
other transparent material. Sometimes the window is open. Sometimes the
window isapainting (Velasquez' Las Meninas, for example), inviting one or
another form of logico-poetic unified field theory:

1. The postmodern prose poet’sincreasing co-dependence on subconscious
symbolism (e.g., man, woman, child, earth, air, water, fire, wood, and real
or imaginary animals of every sort) or

2. the post-structuralist poet’ s reliance on formal systems of symbol
substitution (e.g., detournement, lipograms, écriture, etc.) as an aternative

to metaphor and metonymy

| once blurted out
drunk at adinner party
in the presence

of abeautiful

woman.

Nothing is random. Nothing. Choose any everyday little thing, anytime,
anywhere. Do it right now. The end of your nose. These three words. Y our
breathing in and out. A window. A pen. A blank piece of paper.



riddle

Around the feet
water drips
inacircle

The world divides
in two: overhead
and underneath

It spendsitstime
waiting for
the rain and snow

Seamen, soldiers
and children
do not use it

It creates
aperfect distance
between yourself and others

It finds itsalf
indrinks and
famous paintings

Both the wicked
and the just
stand in its shade

A simplerole
inlife
as much todo
with on€'s head
as with the weather



gravity

Monday mornings are hurried. They pass each other several times entering and
leaving the bathroom, dress side by side in separate full-length mirrors and gather
up the novels and monographs surrounding the bed before they make their way to
the dining room, separating only long enough for him to take out the garbage and
her to place fruit, cerea, coffee and milk on the table.

He wants coffee for breakfast and to read the paper. She prefers cereal and
conversation.

She tilts the milk carton over her cereal and the milk flows out and up until it
covers the dining room ceiling in a smooth glass pond of milk that quickly
evaporates into milk clouds hovering inches above her head and in which she
easily recognizes faces she has and has not seen.

She talks to him though the paper. Here' s a question for you. If it’ s true that
objectivity isamyth, how isit that | can see faces in the clouds? Isthe
construction of nature one thing, the construction of social reality another?

Everyone knows the gravity of milk isasocial construction, he says. If we did not
agree that milk flows upward, then it might not. It might flow to the l€eft like
water, or to the right like blood.

Perhaps, she says, taking a piece of granola between her thumb and forefinger and
examining it momentarily before popping it into her mouth. But gravity isa
different kind of truth, don’t you think?

It'simpossible to discover truth, he says. There is no correspondence between
words and words, much less words and things. Let’s have dinner out and talk
more about it. | haveto hurry or I'll be late. He walks over to her, puts his hand
gently on her shoulder and bends over to kiss her. | love you, he says. | love you,
too, she says. He floats slowly upward, passes effortlessly through the window
and flies away.

She reaches across the table, picks up the paper and, rolling it into a cone, gathers
into it all the blossoming milk flowers that are falling from the ceiling.



accident

In the third grade | had an accident. | was sitting in something like a cathedral
alcove at the top of the monkey bars, watching another little boy swing back and
forth. He had never done anything to me. | had never seen him before. Perhaps he
was an angel. If so, that may explain why, without cause, | suddenly grabbed the
bars and lunged at him as he swung by, hoping to knock him to the ground. | lost
my grip and fell like a sock monkey, like ashiny little ball in a pachinko machine.
Until that moment, with the exception of afew childhood sexual perturbations, |
had considered myself saint material.

The first thing | remember is the bright noon sun, accompanied by the distant
sound of many voices, shining through a prism of broken glass near my face. Two
nuns dragged me out by my feet, packed me into a car and drove around
according to my instructions, until they realized | wasin shock and had no idea
where | was or where we were going. They returned to the school to use the
phone while | sat patiently in the car, trying not to bleed on the upholstery. When
we eventually arrived at my house, they stood me in the middle of the living room
and stripped me down to my underwear while nearby stood my parents, aunts and
uncles, having all left work for their love of me, staring wide-eyed with fear and
concern at my bruised and bloody body.

We finally went to the hospital where my arm was put in a cast, my ankles were
bandaged, my lower lip was stitched and my parents got to see an x-ray of my
skull. I spent the night under observation at my aunt’s house in my older cousin’s
bedroom where | slept next to his laboratory rats. It was there that | achieved
Enlightenment, my life filled with a bodhisattva' s empathy, not so much for the
rats as for the boy.



blackbird
Thirteen Ways of Looking at a Blackbird
Blackbird Thirteen Ways of Looking at a
Thirteen Blackbird of Ways at Looking a

Thirteen Blackbird of
Ways at Looking a

Waysat Lookinga  Thirteen Blackbird of
ThirteenWaysof L ookingataBlackbird
fLookingataBlackbirdThirteenWayso
LfooikgntaBaalkcibdrhTrietheaWsyo

Lf ooik gntaBaal kcibdr hT ri et neaw sy o
oo Lfgnik Batakca dribri hT neet sy aw o
oLof gink Btaakacl dirb rhiT neet sayw o

Thirteen Ways of Looking at a Blackbird



object

Class— A set, collection or group containing members having certain attributes,
characteristics or traitsin common; a member of aclass may in turn be a class.

Attribute — A named value or relation that exists for one or more instances of a
member of aclass.

Relation — A subclass of the Cartesian product of two classes; a subclass of the
class of al ordered pairs of the two classes, with the first element of each pair
selected from the first class and the second element selected from the second
class.

The pen (i.e., class) and paper (i.e., class) lie on the table directly in front of him.
He picks up the pen and rolls it between the pams of his hands. He really likes
thispen. It’slight (i.e., attribute), well balanced (i.e., attribute) and has afine
ceramic ballpoint (i.e., attribute). He likes the way it feelsin his hand as he writes
(i.e, relation), the way it seemsto float across the paper (i.e., relation). As he
continues to examine himself examining himself, the pen and paper become part
of something else.



palimpsest

For each unordered class of symbols S
there exists aclass S; whose members
are ordered classes of those symbols.
For example:

where SequalsA,B,C

S, equas{(A,B,C), (A,CB), (B,A,C), (B,C,A), (CA,B), (CB,A)}.
Where Sequals 0,1

Sy equals{(0,1), (1,0)}.

All S; areequivalent across all S.

For each member of S;

there exists a class W (called Omega)
of N length symbol strings

whereN equals{1, 2, 3, .. .}.
Thisclassis apoem,

the Omega poem,

for that member of S;.

The Omega poems in binary form
are{0, 1, 00, 01, 10, 11, 000, . . .} and
{1,0, 11, 10, 01, 0O, 111, . . .}.

Each of these poems

contains all digital images,

all digital sounds,

al digital texts.



ambiance

To say athing like,

The canyon
and the roar
of apink crayon,

trails of incandescence
as the bride bellows
bountiful beautiful eyes

and somefaricicle
intermingled ardor even fire
elements all desirous al bootyliciousetc . . .



concept
These are concepts. { ABCD, 0123, —

Most concepts are based on the notion of {xy: Fxy} that designate the relation of
anything x to anything y such that there exists a function that describes arelation
between the values (i.e., Fxy):

Examplesinclude:

Substitution(ABC  AB2)
Deletion(AB2 A)

Addition(A  B)

Concatenation(B B )

Sequence(B B )

Repetition(ABC  AB2)
Recursion(123 12 (ABC AB2)

Fivewordsin aline (Gertrude Stein)
Five words

Five words six words
FiveWordslnRedNeon(Joseph K osuth)
Fivewordsinaline

Fivewordsinaline

Fivewordsinaline Words In Red Neon



how

How to evaluate criticism.

1.

Using the title of the work or the most important idea in the work, choose
one word and no more than a short sentence to identify the genre of the
criticism. (Ex. Postmodernism)

On ablank sheet of paper make twelve columns titled Nouns,
Adjectives(+), Adjectives(-), Verbs(+), Verbs(-), Verbs() Adverbs(+),
Adverbs(-), Adverbs( ), Prepositional phrases(+), Prepositional phrases(-),
Prepositional phrases().

Beginning with the first sentence, identify the nouns, verbs, adjectives and
any prepositional phrases.

Write each noun under the noun column.

List the noun’s associated adjectives next to it under the plus or minus
columns depending on whether or not they positively or negatively
describe the noun (Ex. beautiful (+) art, ugly(-) art, young(+) painter, old(-
) painter, dead(+) painter, etc.).

List the verbs associated with each noun. List the adverbs. Identify each
verb and adverb as being positive(+), negative(-) or neutral( ).

List the prepositional phrases associated with each noun. Identify each
prepositional phrase as being positive(+), negative(-) or neutral () (Ex.
informed by(+) feminism, uninformed by(-) gender, informed by( )
indifference.

Create one or more statistical models with which to analyze the data. If
possible, draw one or more conclusions.

Alternatively, do something else.



camera
“Youcandoitlikethis,” hesays. “Yes. | suppose you can,” she says.

Or, likethis.
Yes.

-Or this.
-1 can see the advantages.
-I’m not so sure myself. Does any of this actually make any rea difference?
-Of courseit does. They all do. They let you do different things.
Likethis.
And this.
-1 suppose.

He  What about this?
She: A play perhaps. Or ascript. Or a chapter in abook.

What if you read it out loud? What will the other person hear?

| don’t know. They will hear sounds: a procession of articles, pronouns and
prepositions with a few nouns scattered here and there. But there’ s no way of

being certain how they might have put the sounds and the words together in their

heads.
Y ou could ask them.

Or not.!

! A gorillaand abeautiful anthropologist are arguing over who gets to hold

the camera. The gorillasays, Let me hold the camera.

No.

Why not? Y ou’ ve been holding the camera all morning.

The beautiful anthropologist snaps a picture of the quizzical gorilla. It'smy
camera.

I’ll trade you a bananafor it.



Why should | do that? | can get my own banana. And she takes a picture of
the gorillawaving a banana around.

But | want to take pictures, too.

Of what?

Of you.

Why?

Because you're so very beautiful.

What do you mean, I’m beautiful ? I’m an anthropologist. | write monographs
and givelectures. | livein the jungle for years at atime and have close
relationships with wild animals.

| know al that. Why should you get mad at me for saying you' re beautiful.
Y ou are beautiful. You're the most beautiful anthropologist I’ ve ever met.

Thanks.

So can | hold the camera?

No.

Why not? Why do you always have to be the one to hold the camera? Why
can’'t | hold the camera?

She smiles. Because.

Because why?

Because whoever holds the camerawins,



cake
The

(PICK ONE FROM THE FOLLOWING: AMALGAM, IDEOCLOGY,
CUCARACHA, PARADOX, GRAVITATIONAL FIELD, BIRTHDAY CAKE, .

2)

BIRTHDAY CAKE islost in the dessert, wandering aimlessly, having misplaced
or never having had (it can’t remember which, exhausted as it is from the heat and
lack of water) a compass, having no knowledge of how to useit had it had one,
muttering to itself as it stumbles up one sand dune and down another, Why isthis
happening?. .. What isa(n) BIRTHDAY CAKE doing in asituation like this?. .
.l don’'t belong here. . . Itisn’t fair. ... Suddenly the BIRTHDAY CAKE
remembers something it heard once in October -- that the Fair comes in October.

Yes, the BIRTHDAY CAKE thinksto itself, that’s exactly right and | don’t
intend to die out here without a fight. So slowly and with great effort it writes the
letters B-1-R-T-H-D-A-Y -C-A-K-E in the sand and waits, hoping a search plane
will see the message and bring help.

But no one comes. Days pass into nights pass into days and the BIRTHDAY
CAKE would be unrecognizable were it not for its soul blazing from it like a
bonfire. It whispers over and over to itself, | an aBIRTHDAY CAKE. | was born
aBIRTHDAY CAKE. I'll liveor dieaBIRTHDAY CAKE. It passes into and out
of consciousness. At one point it thinksit wakes or dreams to see a group of
reclusive dessert nomads standing above it speaking to each other. What isit? |
think it saBIRTHDAY CAKE. What’sit doing out here? It’s probably lost. It
looks terrible. What do you think we should do with it, leave it here or carry it
back to the edge of civilization for othersto find? Yes, let’ s do that. Which one?

The BIRTHDAY CAKE wakes up in a hospital. Where am 1? How did | get here?
How long have | been here? The attending nurse replies, Someone was watching
out for you. You're safe now. Just try to rest. There will be plenty of time for
guestions | ater.

The experience changes the BIRTHDAY CAKE forever. It knowsit is herefor a
reason. It devotesits life to sharing its story with anyone who will listen. It startsa
foundation and a political action committee and becomes active on the college



lecture circuit. | always thought of myself asa BIRTHDAY CAKE, it saysto
packed auditoriums and talk show hosts, until | came to understand that being a
BIRTHDAY CAKE isonly part of amuch bigger story.



interview

Isthe end state of language the unending effort to create meaning through the
continuous beading together of symbol strings, or a Zen garden in which we stand

and rake or sit and meditate?
Wittgenstein: | don’t know.

Basho: Me neither.



art

Towittowoo. headlong down the rabbit

hole -- atchoo! That never should | liveto

see thee more? Oh, foolish thought (habit

to which | am grown long accustomed), to
think that thy soft brow and tender cheek,

sole reason for existence mine, from blessed sight should fly,
should leave these eyes to cherish naked space,
unharbored by that sweet and supple form
which stood before -- crowned by such grace
as Beauty can bestow on Beauty born.

Thy visage shall not fade away but shall

each moment clearer grow, and night will draw
Love' sfina vell so that the soul might tell
itssimpletale, ta-dada, and withdraw.

| shall not lose thee while mine eyes can see

or mind bear semblance of thislove for thee.



spoon

The room isfilled with smoke and noise and he has caught the attention of
someone half his age, not with money (which he has alittle of) or good looks
(which he has allittle of), but by being interesting, or as she putsit, Not just
another boring asshole. It’s something he has only recently learned to do from
necessity, the real trick being not only to speak, but to listen. That, and the poems
he writes on beer napkins.

Later, parked on the shoulder of the road, they sit and talk, sip hard liquor from a
bottle, listen to music, smoke cigarettes. He eventually reaches over to kiss her.
She kisses him back. When he puts his hand on her breast she pushes him away.
Minutes later heis pressed back in his seat her hands on his shoulders while she
straddles him. She whispersinto his ear, Y ou are a boring asshole. He' s not too
drunk to see how beautiful sheis. Even so, he can’t keep his mind on things. Each
time the occasional tractor-trailer rig passes by, rocking the car sightly from side
to side he thinks, Now there goes someone who has lived alife.



money

Carl Marx was both

a compassionate and angry man.

He, more so than Engels,

photographs well and looks

very much as if he knows

what he’ s doing.

He was so driven by the suffering he saw
among the impoverished urban poor

that he used his talents

to show how owning money

and having power were synonymous

and that money in the hands of afew
must inevitably lead to the suffering of many.
He decided that by doing away

with the ownership of money,

power would naturally find itself
distributed fairly throughout a population.
Hisinsightsinto history were remarkable,
but he failed to understand

one critically important thing:

that hierarchy is necessary

for the formation of society.

All forms of socia organization

are composed of separate organisms

that physically collocate

to form structures and pursue goals.

The first thing that happens

in the formation of the social order
isthe congregation of individual organisms.
(Communication can sometimes
substitute for transportation.)

The second thing that happens

isthe struggle for dominance and control
among individual organisms

and groups of organisms

within the larger system.



It happens every time.

This struggle is an ongoing process,

and where politics are concerned

is not confined to authoritarian systems

as many might suppose,

but applies equally to all systemsincluding
communism, socialism, capitalism and democracy.

Thisiswhere money comesin.

Money is the stimulus for congregation.
Money greatly speeds up communication.
Money is key to the formation of hierarchy.

To understand human society

in terms of its palitics,

you must first understand money.
Watch where it accumulates,

what forms it takes,

how it moves from one place to another,
who has it and who doesn't.

Money isthe socialization of desire
and desire in turn the catalyst for goal formation.

Money makes completely abstract
the concept of social exchange.

Money is a primary ordering principal
and a universal measure of value.

Money transforms nature.

Money occupies Maslow’s
hierarchy of needs from top to bottom
as both a generalized stimulus and belief system.

Within society,

money isameansto avoid confusion.
It lets you attach a number to anything
that can be bought or sold.



(Once you have a number then, theoretically,
two parties to a transaction

can easily exchange things

without confusion or resentment.

The general consensus used to be

that by providing a symbolic substitute for war
and other forms of physical aggression,
monetary transactions

would serve to reduce social conflict;

we now know that is not the case.)

In post-industrial society,

most of the things a person needs

in order to live safely and comfortably

come with numbers attached to them:

cars, houses, furniture, clothes, food, medicine, etc.

Money becomes most important

in the face of change.

When things change quickly

for along enough period of time,
apoint is reached

at which everything tends to be measured
in terms of money:

love, peace, happiness, health,
loyalty, integrity,

spirituality and even immortality.

In thisway,

money becomes the means by which
order is made the ward

of chaos and confusion.

If you understand money well enough,
money can be made to perpetuate itself
without ever having to change

what it isinto anything other than itself --
acontract for the exchange of money.
International exchange rates

are aprime example.

Interest rates and stock indexes

work amost as well;

they arejust alittle slower.



Finally, there are commodities.

A commodity is anything you treat

asif it'sprincipal value

isits exchange value.

Commodities allow money

to be exchanged many times more often
than is actually necessary

to make, distribute and consume a product.
Commodity trading creates products

from things as unlikely as weather patterns,
environmental emissions and election outcomes.
Commoditization has amultiplier effect

on the intrinsic value of a product.

Rather than value the product

asif its value were contained within itself,
commoditization creates extrinsic value

by surrounding the product

with transactions --

as many transactions

within as many networks

of transactions as possible.

It isthis concept of transaction as money
that converts money into a message
between two or more parties,

thereby creating the opportunity for mediation.

Mediation is the first act to occur

in the formation of hierarchy.
Mediation is the controlling

process underlying commaoditization.
The struggle for dominance and control
within society,

especialy asit applies

to money transactions,

isastruggle over mediation.

Intermediation, dis-intermediation and
re-intermediation are al part

of the larger process of mediation.

The history of capitalism and of money
isthe history of the intermediation,



dis-intermediation and re-intermediation
of variousindividuals

and groups of individuals

into the chains and networks

of transactions

that constitute economies,
governments and societies.

The rules governing mediation

and the exchange of money

are the principal means

by which these groups of individuals
coexist -- peacefully or otherwise.

These chains and networks

of mediated money transactions
serveto integrate

al theworld' sinstitutions

within the larger social order.
They provide the means by which
valueis created

and both wealth and power

are conferred, captured and controlled.
They provide the means by which
the current state of world politics
can best be understood.

When you think about society,

don’'t think Plato, Marx, Malthus, Smith,
Machiavelli, Rousseau, Hobbes,
Nietzsche, Kant or Hegel.

Think hierarchy.

Think money.

Think mediation.



patron

The orphaned children are expecting someone to dinner. For years they have
raised themselves as best they could and now that some of them are older, they
have acquired the wherewithal to entertain influential guests. A knock at the door
and in walks Money. Please, come eat, they say. They go to the dining room
where, without waiting or speaking aword, Money immediately begins to heap
food upon his plate. They have worked hard on this dinner, knowing what Money
likes, and have piled the table with the best of everything they have.

When they are done eating, the younger children are excused. The older children
remain, quietly watching Money eat hisdinner . . . Money, someone they can
trust, someone powerful enough to stand between them and the neighborhood
thugs sitting in their parked cars outside on the street in the dark.



nightmare

A reptilian in last name only, Monitor istaking his nephew to the movies. He has
grown increasingly reclusive over the years, but he loves the boy and will do
anything for him, even to the point of sitting in adark room filled with strangers.
Before they go in, they buy alarge popcorn, large drink, large candy bar and a
large box of malted milk balls. There are plenty of good seats. He situates
himself, kisses the boy on the top of his head, |eans back and closes his eyes. He
has just taken his methadone and it is making him sleepy. He dozes off for only a
moment before heis jerked suddenly awake to find himself standing waist deep in
apool of blood. Heads are floating everywhere. He has a boat paddie in his hand
and he uses it to whack the heads, trying to submerge them so he won’'t have to
look at them, but no matter how hard he hits them they immediately pop back up
to the surface. He is so distressed that he throws up which only makes the
situation worse since now heis standing in a pool of blood and vomit whereas
moments before he was only standing in a pool of blood. He tilts his head back
and looks up to see dark wings circling above him in a black sky. He sees them
not with his eyes but with his fear. He picks one of the heads out of the blood to
use as ashield only to recognize it as belonging to his favorite waiter at his
favorite Mexican restaurant. He triesto run and can’'t but eventually is able to
wade out of the blood onto dry land and thinks for moment that heisin Dante's
Inferno, but then realizes he is not because if he were he would be in a different
place, like the place where no light shone at all or around of rain, eternal,
cursed, cold, and falling heavy, etc. Wherever heis, it's not Dante’'s Inferno. It's
nothing like poetry. It's more like avideo game with infinite levels. You can’t
win. You can only ever get to the next level, where instead of getting better, it just
gets worse and worse. Worse and worse and worse. Eventually, he feelsatug at
his sleeve and |ooks down to see his nephew’ s smiling face. The movieis over.
How wasit? he asks. It was great, his nephew whispersloudly. | realy liked the
part where they opened the door and you couldn’t see anything and then you hear
ascream and al that’s left is the guy’s feet in his shoes with the veins poking out
of his socks and the door’ s open and then you start hearing al these other screams
from all over the place and then the door closes. And then you still had to wait
another twenty minutes to even see the monster.



then

He dips hisfingersinto it and slowly turns them, curls them like a spoon in order
to hold as much as possible. Then, gently, slowly, helifts his fingers to his mouth.
In the moments before they pass between his lips, he smells everything,
everything he had intended, everything he had dreamed of or fantasized about. It
is amost enough. But amost is not enough. Then he does it. He tastes what he
has never tasted, a taboo so sublime it takes his place in the world even as his own
body collapses and disappears. That this one act could change a person so much.
Who else, if not someone who knows the world in exactly the same way he does,
the then and then and then of it, would ever know or guess this?



profundo

after the untimely death
of the enchilada

beneath the terzarima party barge

under flatulence
of seated moorings sounding

into and through attendant calcitrant
surfaces dlick with  oily mutterance
beside
next to
between
across
and on

whatever languorously invisibly hopeful
waits like atraveler from afar country
before the past against which soundness
meaningful or not

comes and goes

atapestry throughout



coma

Sleeping Beauty

lies half-awake

in her tendered sleep

waiting upon her dream lover . . .

as adead sed
upon a polar bear
watched patiently
by Eskimo,

as seed upon adove,
aluring,

within acage

of thorns.

Her mother is no longer there
to whisper sweetly

of appliances. Maytag, Sony,
General Electric. . .

or to teach her the ways of men
with her father,

the King,

as example.

No ladies-in-waiting

to laugh wildly

at the stories

of her sexual awakening

and to look with mild
amusement thereafter
at the cute butt

of the Prince.

She has only
herself for company



in adream

that fearfully persists
despite her best efforts
to wake

up.



treatment

Thisisthethird of three textsin what was to have been atrilogy titled The Names
of Things. | originally intended this text to take the form of a graphic novel (i.e.
comic book), but it took this form instead. It was easier.

Synopsis:

Based in the year 2307, The Prophet is a powerful story of violence, love, and the
global conflict that results from the clash of two indomitable wills: one of them, a
nanobiologically engineered submariner named Aeon and the other, a prophet
named Cale. Thisisthe account of their individual struggles, their shared
destinies and a final meeting of wills that changes the fate of humanity.

The Pitch (key scenes):

It isdark and raining. A small, hydrogen powered car passes silently through the
narrow, empty streets of a squalid, seemingly endless sprawl of paper and plastic
tenements, home to over twenty million human beings, somewhere in South
America. Riding in the car on the passenger side is John Cale, afugitive, who has
come here in search of two people. The driver is his confidant and bodyguard, a
young woman named Luce. They stop on an empty street in front of what appears
to be ablank wall where they leave the car, pass through a hidden door and follow
amaze of passages until they reach the room they are looking for. Luce opens the
door and carefully stepsinside. Cale follows. What they find isaroom with an air
mattress on the floor, a small hydrogen powered lantern in the center, and the
bodies of aman and woman, hanging upside down from the ceiling, back to back,
with their feet and hands tied together. Without saying aword to each other, they
urgently retrace their steps. When they reach the exit, Luce stops for a minute,
while her eyes become black from the video screen contacts she is wearing. She
sees a 3D map of the area surrounding the car and the blip marks of the electronic
equipment that accompanies the people who are there to capture them. On one of
her hands she wears athin glove, a*“keyboard” device. She moves her fingers
dlightly in “code” and a moment later the car lights up like phosphorous, sending
ahigh-energy pulse out in every direction that renders all the electronic
equipment in the area useless. They turn and quickly follow the maze of corridors
deeper into the city.



The camera rises through the buildings and into the sky high above the city before
it begins to move at increasing speed, beyond the city, through ajungle and to the
ocean

where it skims over the surface of the water for miles before going beneath the
surface,

deeper and deeper until lights begin to emerge in the darkness.

A different type of city appears,

agreat, luminous city

inside atransparent sphere --.

peopled by creatures

whose upper half looks human,

whose lower half is made

of amultitude of delicate long tentacles.
The camera passes through the city,

itswalls and its people

like aclear glass tunnel

until it reaches abrightly lit

circular chamber in which

several of the creatures surround

what looks

like a human girl.

The girl isfloating erect

in the center of the chamber

with her eyes open,

arms apart, pams upward.

One of the beings approaches her and places
abright, shining, perfectly round blue object
in her outstretched hand.

Shelooks at it and after a moment closes her hand.
When she opensit again the object is gone.
The chamber goes dark.

On the surface it is daylight

and the sky is gray and overcast.

A group of people gathers on the beach.

A city filled with skyscrapers

looms in the background.

The people are dressed in simple uniforms

that denote their capacity as government officials.
They are standing quietly, waiting



while a dozen vehicles that represent news agencies
and security forces hover overhead.

Suddenly agirl’s head appearsin full view above the water. As she beginsto
emerge, it becomes obvious she is walking on the bottom. She steps nude onto the
beach and walks up to the person closest to her. “I am Aeon,” she says.
Immediately, the vehicles overhead form a circle around the group. The largest
vehicle comes to ground, its doors open, and Aeon accompanies the people
standing on the shore inside. The doors close, the vehicle risesinto the air, and all
of the vehicles immediately speed off toward the city.

Cale and Luce are sitting cross-legged on the floor in asmall room facing athin,
flat, clear plastic screen that Luce has placed between them. The screen lights up.
Cale places an earphone in his ear and we see that he has a glove as well. He
moves his fingers slightly and ared dot suddenly appears on the screen. He begins
to click quickly through image after image until a picture of Aeon appears. A
voice says, “Thisisthe Ocean portal, itsinformation provided you by the people
of Ocean. Our emissary iswith you now. As you know, we seek a peaceful
settlement between our peoples. Discussions are ongoing. Do not listen to what
your government tells you. Ocean speaks only the truth. We will keep you
informed of progressasit occurs.” Cale clicks on the screen and it dimsas afaint
white noise fills the room. He looks at Luce and says, “Now comes the hard part.
Finding them and killing them.”

Aeon is standing in the center of aluxurious stateroom with a group of people
sitting in asemicircle around her. One of them stands and introduces himself as
Speaker Chen, one of fifteen Speakers of the World Assembly. One by one, he
introduces the other Speakers, among them Speakers Ammon, Cortez, Robinson,
Tal, Rishi, Volker and Saada. He asks Aeon if she would like to address the
group. Aeon responds:

| am here to speak on behalf of the inhabitants of Ocean. It is our hope that
together we will reach an agreement that will provide both our peoples a peaceful
future. Following these discussions, it is our intention to declare null and void all
existing corporate and political agreements between Ocean and yourselves. New
agreements will take into consideration the rights of al living organisms to co-
exist in abalance of nature, power and responsibility.

Asyou may know, | am the last genetically altered embryo of Ocean. From this
point on, Ocean will no longer engage in genetic interventions for the sole
purpose of harvesting the wealth of earth’s oceans for the benefit of landed



humans. Although Ocean is peaceful in itsintentions, we cannot in good
conscience continue down a path, established over two hundred years ago, that
has placed the future of life on earth at risk.

For these past centuries, under international corporate agreement, the unborn
children of the poorest of the poor could be purchased from their parents with the
understanding that each child would be cared for, educated and guaranteed a
quality of life comparable to the quality of life enjoyed by the highest professional
class of landed humans. In exchange for this opportunity, the child would be
adapted for life underwater, educated primarily as an engineer or scientist, and put
to work in the service of its benefactors. Ocean does not deny that this effort has
had a positive effect. The creation of Ocean society has resulted in the ability to
adequately feed, clothe and house most of the earth’ s twenty billion landed
humans.

Ocean has now grown to a population of eighty million and is responsible for the
production of over thirty percent of the earth’s energy and food. Although
relatively small in number, we have become a significant and integral part of life
on earth. And we have learned a great deal about the nature of evolution. This
new knowledge has led usto call into question the social contract that exists
between landed humans and underwater humans. It is our belief that evolution has
agreater purpose than to promote a constant geometric increase in the absolute
numbers of a single species. Humans are nature’ s experiment in thought. Thought
has led to self-deterministic human evolution. And as everyone in this room
clearly understands, nature' s experiment is on the verge of failure. The people of
Ocean believe that the only way to preserve the integrity and future of life on
earth is by changing our approach to evolution. Thisbelief has placed usin
political and economic conflict with landed humans. As aresult, our two peoples
have been engaged in acold war for over twenty years. At present, we each have
the capacity to destroy the other and ourselves within a matter of minutes. This
mutually assured destruction cannot possibly lead to any successful outcome.
Rather than continue in this manner, Ocean has decided to propose a solution that
we hope will remove the threat of mutual annihilation while at the same time
benefiting al life on earth.

We believe the best way to preserve the integrity of earth’s ecosystem is by
making humans who do not require extensive infrastructure in terms of energy
and materia to evolve intellectually, physically and spiritually. We believe
humans should be able to live on earth non-invasively and in harmony with all
living things. Thiswill require the creation of a new species. To that end, Ocean
proposes the following:



One, that no additional underwater humans be created. Those underwater humans
now living will be allowed to complete their lives in peace.

Two, that landed humans agree to create no new members of their species. If
agreement is reached, we have the ability to accomplish thisin a matter of weeks
and to do so without inflicting pain or physical harm on any individual.

Three, that the genetic codes of all living humans be preserved.

Four, that these genetic codes be used to create a new species that will express the
individuality and physical diversity of those now living.

Five, that each member of this new species be provided with the capacity to self-
replicate once and only once in alifetime.

Six, that this new species be provided with the capability to live both on land and
underwater as they so desire.

Seven, that this new species have the ability to efficiently metabolize energy
sources in amanner that places very little demand on the earth’ s resources.

Eight, that this new species be provided with all possible assistance in its efforts
to take peaceful custodial control of the earth’ s ecosystem.

Aeon stands quietly. Thereis adead silence in the room. Finally, Speaker Ammon
stands and speaks, his voice quavering. “Thisiswhat you came here to tell us?
Thisis Ocean’s proposal ? Y ou speak as if we are monsters. We are not. We are
civilized. We are compassionate. We have progressed immensely in the past two
hundred years. | had assumed, until just now, that together we shared the same
hope for humankind. What you propose is impossible. How could any rational
person agree to this? Thisis akin to genocide. Y ou propose an end to the human
species. To be replaced by what? What would it look like? How would it act?
How could it possibly be trusted with the memories, history, dreams and hopes of
abillion years of human evolution? How could it be trusted not to make the same
mistakes we have made? Tell me. Tell usall. What does your proposed future
look like?’

Aeon responds, “Like me.”

There are gasps in the room. Speaker Rishi asks, “And what are you?’ “1 am here
for your examination,” says Aeon. “See for yourself.”



Caleis dlegping next to Luce.

Heis dreaming.

In his dream he sees a man walking
into the ocean until he disappears.

The ocean beginsto boil on its surface
creating acircular wave

that spreads out in every direction
until it extends out of sight.

The sky begins to darken.

The horizon turns red.

He sees that the ocean ison fire.
Heturnsto look at a great city
looming up behind him.

It, too, ison fire and he hears the screams
of many people dying.

He wakes up covered with sweat.
Luceislooking at him.

“Areyou alright?’ she asks.

“l saw it again,” he says.

“The end. We haveto hurry.”

Severa of the Speakers of the World Assembly are gathered in aroom with a
number of scientists. As different types of images of Aeon’s body are displayed
along the walls, one of the scientists addresses the group. He describes Aeon asa
nanobiotic organism having a body radically different from humansin several
ways. Although Aeon’s body is cellular, she has fewer cell types and the
individual cells are organized much differently than those of humans. And
although she has a skeletal and muscular system similar to that of humans, she
appears to have no endocrine, gastrointestinal or genito-urinary system and her
circulatory, respiratory and nervous systems are much more complex and finer
grained. Her chromosomes are self-repairing and do not alow cellular mutations.
Asaresult her body is perfect, without the possibility of disease or aging. She can
regenerate her extremities. When asked if Aeon can procreate, the scientist says
that any two members of Aeon’s species can create a child that will carry the
genetic traits of both parents. The body of the parent who carries the child will die
at the birth of the child. Aeon has told them that the child will carry forward many
of the memories of the parent who bearsit. One of the Speakers finally interrupts
the scientist. “What are you telling us?” he asks. “ That Aeon appears to be what
she says sheis -- the next stage in the evolution of human beings.”



Cale and Luce are walking quickly through the crowded streets of a huge
metropolis, one of the seats of earth’s political power. Through a series of guises
they find their way into the heart of alarge corporate building where Luce gains
access to a highly secure terminal device. She works quickly. Finally, she saysto
Cale, “I’'vefound her,” and begins capturing screen after screen of information on
Aeon using her contact lenses. But she and Cale have aready been identified by
security forces. There follows along action sequence in which they try to evade a
closing ring of armed security officers. Finally Luce turnsto Cale and says, “We
can’'t both escape this.” Cale replies, “Luce, you're the only one | have to help
me.” She says, “| need you to trust me.” She takes hisface in her hands and kisses
him on the mouth. A moment later she has disappeared. Cale stands with his
hands over his head as security officers come into view.

Aeon is sitting cross-legged on the floor in a simple room with a bed, table and
chairs. A door opens and Speaker Rishi enters the room. He tells Aeon that they
have captured one of two people who were trying to kill Aeon. He asksif Aeon
needs to personally communicate the information to Ocean. Aeon says, “| amin
constant communication with Ocean.” Rishi looks surprised for amoment and
then regains his composure. “What is their response?’ he asks. “If | am killed,
MAD will ensue. If agreement is not reached, MAD will ensue.” “Ocean would
do that? Assume responsibility for the destruction of all human life?’ asks Rishi,
incredulously. “No,” says Aeon. “Y ou would.”

Caeislying strapped to a bed in the center of a bright light, surrounded by people
he cannot see clearly. He has an intravenous tube attached to hisarm. Heis
groggy. Hisfaceis battered and bruised. Several voices take turns speaking to
him. “You have just been given adrug that will help you speak the truth. Do you
know why you are here, John Cale?” “Yes.” “Why?”" “Because you want me
here.” “Did you kill two peoplein Brazil?” “No.” “Do you know who killed
them?” “No.” “Do you know who they were?” “Yes.” “Who?’ “The emissary’s
parents.” “Do you know that there are some who think you are a prophet?’ “1 am
no prophet.” “Then what brought you here?’ “I have dreams.” “What do your
dreamstell you?’ “To stay away from you.” “Were you and your friend planning
to kill Ocean’semissary?” “No.” “Whereis your friend now.” “I don’t know.”
“Were you planning to kill someone else?” “Yes.” “Who?’ “The bad guys.
Probably you.” Someone steps forward and injects afluid into Cale's1.V. They
stand around him as he slowly lapses into unconsciousness.

Caeisdreaming.
He is sitting on the beach
as ocean waves | ap the shore.



He hears avoice and turnsto see

someone walking toward him. It is Aeon.

Aeon walksto within afew feet and stops.
Calelooks up and says, “1’ve been looking for you.”
“1 know,” says Aeon. “And now you have found me.”

After amoment Aeon continues, “Y ou want to ask me aquestion.” “Yes,” says
Cale. “What will happen if they agree to give you what you want?” “1 will use
this,” says Aeon, holding out her hand and showing Cale the blue sphere resting
in her palm. “The means by which we will enter the future together. If agreement
isreached, | will re-enter the ocean. Using this, my living body will disseminate
and spore. Within ashort period of time the spore will genetically reprogram all
human life. All future births will be of the new species.” “And what if they kill
you?’ asks Cale. “Then all will die.” “How does that make you any better than
them?’ asks Cale. “They will not die by Ocean’s hands,” says Aeon, “but by their
own.” “How can you know this?’ asks Cale. “In the same way that you do,”
replies Aeon. Cale lowers his head into his hands. “Do not be afraid, John Cale,”
says Aeon. “Thereis purpose in the world.” After along pause Aeon says, “Hold
out your hand, John Cale.” Calelooks up and slowly puts his outstretched palm in
front of Aeon. Aeon reaches down, places the blue spherein Cale’ s palm and
closes Cale' s hand upon itself.

Calewakesto find himself in a comfortable bed. Luce is sitting next to him. He
looks at her and says, “How am | here, Luce? Are you one of them?’ She smiles.
“You missed it,” she says calmly. " There was quite afight. No one escaped. Only
afew people know you're here. There is someone who would like to talk to you,
though.” She goes to the door, opens it and Speaker Rishi walksin. He stands at
the foot of the bed. “Thereis not much time, Mr. Cale. You don’'t know me, but |
know you. | know you are not hereto kill the emissary. A rogue organization
within earth’s government is planning to kill Aeon. This organization has created
a second organization. This second organization captured you to prevent your
helping Aeon and because they wanted to use you as the scapegoat once they had
killed her. We discovered their plan and were able to rescue you. But we don’t
know the identities of the people who have masterminded al of this. We suspect
that they may be some of our own members. They are the real threat.” “Is Aeon
alive?’ asksCale. “Yes,” repliesRishi. “Sheisin thisbuilding. Thereisavotein
several hours. The current consensus is that we will not approve Ocean’s
proposal.” “Then al will die,” says Cale. “How can you know this?’ asks Rishi.
“1 have dreamed it. And Aeon told me aswell.” “When did you speak to Aeon?’
asks Rishi. “In adream,” replies Cale. Rishi stares at Cale for a moment, then
turnsto Luce and says, “And | am supposed to place the lives of all humanity in



the hands of aman who is either amadman or a prophet and a girl who is most
surely the death or destiny of us all?” He turnsto Cale and says, “Do you trust
me, Mr. Cae?’ “No,” Cale responds.

Aeon is again standing in aroom, surrounded by the Speakers of the World
Assembly. The air istense. Speaker Chen takes the floor. “We have been
discussing the proposal you have made. We find it difficult to believe that Ocean,
such arelatively small part of the world’ s population, would risk the lives of al
humanity for the sake of adream. We will vote in afew minutes and history will
take its course. Is there anything you wish to say to us before we vote?’ “1 have
someone | would have speak on my behalf,” says Aeon. Cale and Luce step
forward into the open. Cale looks slowly from one Speaker to the next. “| have
seen the future,” Cale says, “and know that the choice has already been made.”
“What do you mean? What do you mean the choice has already been made?”’
shouts Speaker Cortez. “Y ou have chosen life,” says Cale. “No!” screams
Ammon, leaping from his chair as he pulls a weapon from his clothes and firesiit
several times at Aeon. Aeon falsto the floor. Even as Aeon isfalling, Luce leaps
across the room, seizes the weapon from Ammon’s hand and knocks him to the
floor. Cale, Rishi and Chen kneel over Aeon. Sheis badly wounded. Chen stands
and addresses the group. “Aeon isright. And Ocean isright. We are aviolent
species. We will not change. Even with the fate of the world in our hands we
choose to kill. I believe now that we will aways choose to kill. | would rather a
world ruled by children not of our species than aworld ruled like this. Although
Ammon may have aready made the decision for us, the decision to die, | vote that
we accept Ocean’ s proposal. What do you all say?’ Around the room severa
voices respond quietly, “Agreed. Agreed.” Another voice says, “No. Thereistoo
much at stake.” Another voice says, “We must strike first.” “Thereisno first
strike,” says Chen.

Aeon istrying to speak. Cale puts his ear to Aeon’s mouth and Aeon whispers, “I
am dying. Take me back to the ocean.” Cale picks Aeon up in his arms and starts
to leave the room. Several of the Speakers shout for Cale to stop, but Rishi
interrupts them. “ She has the right to die in peace and in her own country. Let her
go.” The Speakers reluctantly agree and Cale, Luce, Rishi and Chen rush Aeon
from the room. They fly to the beach where they first saw Aeon. The moment the
vehicle lands and the door opens, Cale starts walking, with Aeon in his arms,
toward the shore. “Cale,” says Rishi walking along beside him, “give her to me.”
Cale stops and looks at Rishi. “Please,” Rishi says, “let me carry her.” Rishi takes
Aeon into his arms and continues walking toward the water. Aeon places her hand
upon Rishi’s chest. Rishi walks out into the water, holding Aeon close to him.
Eventually Rishi and Aeon disappear beneath the surface. “Now what?’ says



Luce. “Wewill see,” replies Chen as he turns away. Cale and L uce continue to
stare out over the water. In the place where Rishi and Aeon have slipped beneath
the surface, the water begins to boil.



cinema

Sitting on abench in the lobby of an art cinema. Each Friday night adifferent
movie. Tonight it’s Orlando. Tomorrow they’ll go to Chucky Cheese's and
Sunday to the park or the mall or the museum. Sunday night she goes back to her
mother.

After the movie they stop at adiner for waffles and hot chocolate.

What was your favorite part? he asks.

Her dress.

Which one?

The one where she had to turn sideways to get between the chairs.. . .
What was your favorite?

The part where she rode a motorcycle and got her book published.

| liked the part with the angel.

Me too.

They could see it through the camera.

Y eah.

Daddy, what do angels do?

Different things. | think in this case, bring babies to earth and watch over
them while they grow up.

Do angels know when they’ re bringing poor or sick babies to earth?

| don’t think they think about it in the same ways we do.

So isit the baby’ s fault for being born poor?

No. Never.

Isit the baby’ s fault for being born rich?

No. It'snobody’sfault . . . You're eight years old. Drink your chocolate.

Be happy.
| am happy.



vacation

Sisyphus, slathered in sun block and attended by a dozen or more little paper
umbrellas and empty plastic cups, has been out like alight for hours. Boy, is he
going to be sorry later, says Prometheus, one beach chair over. Hephaestus and
Athena nod knowingly at each other. Y ou can’t blame the guy, says Athena. Or
maybe you can. The whole idea of taking a vacation isto relax. But heiswho he
is, | guess.

A swarm of monkeys comes running past them and jumps splashing into the
water. Tourist workers pass through smiling, handing out newspapers and
magazines to anyone interested. Asif on cue, cell phones pop out, and an infinity
of instructions to schedule or cancel meetings, check on reports and get the office
scoop are completed in the time it takes the next wave to reach the shore.

Sisyphus groans and sits upright in his Siesta Lounger. Oh, shit. Look at me, he
says, staring a hisarms and legs. Thisisreally going to hurt. Ice. | need ice, and
he staggers off towards the hotel. | don’t know what | think about these business
junkets, says Athena. It doesn’t matter, says Hephaestus. When it’s all said and
done, it’s the Chairman’ s vote that counts.



identity



time

1. Timeisthefirst invention. Whether by God or by man is a separate
discussion. Timeis the wheel within which all other wheels turn.

2. Inasingle moment you realize the sky has become grey and black, white
at the edges. A low noise passes through you, almost too low to hear. In a
single moment you know that it is not it but you that is the white edge of the
sky, its grey and black colors and the sound. Y ou don’'t know if thisisthe first
time this has happened, or if there ever was afirst time.

3. There has been an accident. Someone is hurt very badly and people are
beginning to gather around. Some of them try to help. And in the middle of it
all the person who is hurt, breathing in each second asiif it were a separate
life, suddenly remembers the simplest thing and focuses on it with a grief and
joy that takes them instantaneously to the center.

4. | wassleeping and | didn’t know | was sleeping. | really believed that
certain things were happening. | believed that | woke up and wanted
something to drink and it was there -- orange juice, and | was looking for a
pen and paper to write down what | had been dreaming.

5. Forever isnot an end state; it isaconditional understanding that things
will never stop changing, that each point of focus or attention is a placeholder.
The attributes of each thing | see or do not see are less arecord of their
existence than areminder.

6. Timeisthefirst thing you do that makes you different from everything
around you. And it is the last thing you do.

7. Timeisthefirst invention. Whether by God or by man is a separate
discussion. Timeis the wheel within which all other wheels turn.

8. Inasingle moment you realize the sky has become grey and black, white
at the edges. A low noise passes through you, almost too low to hear. In a
single moment you know that it is not it but you that is the white edge of the
sky, its grey and black colors and the sound. Y ou don’'t know if thisisthe first
time this has happened, or if there ever was afirst time.



9. There has been an accident. Someone is hurt very badly and people are
beginning to gather around. Some of them try to help. And in the middle of it
all the person who is hurt, breathing in each second as alifeinits own,
suddenly remembers the simplest thing and focuses on it with agrief and joy
that brings them instantaneously to the center.

10. | was sleeping and | didn’t know | was sleeping. | really believed that
certain things were happening. | believed that | woke up and wanted
something to drink and it was there — orange juice, and | was looking for a pen
and paper to write down what | had been dreaming.

11. Forever is no guarantee of fixedness; it isinstead an understanding that
things will never stop changing, that each point of focus or attention isa
placeholder. The attributes of each thing | see or do not see are less arecord of
their existence than areminder.

12. Timeisthe first thing you do that makes you different from everything
around you. And it’ s the last thing you do.



prophet

Heisaminor prophet. The voice he hearsin his head as he sits eating eggs, bacon
and drinking cup after cup of coffee at the all night diner saysthingslike, It's
going to snow tomorrow. There will be awar. It won't last long. SUVs are hereto
stay. Sometimes he shares what he hears with others, the waitress for example.
Mostly he doesn’t.



missile

John. Can you see it? Where? Over there. See? Between those two buildings. See
that window? Look. Just below there. Those two guys. Where? There. Right
there. Oh, shit. Yeah, man. | seethem. Fuck. They’ ve got an RPG. Get the rocket
over here. Did you see that? | don’t seeit. Look, man. The guy squatting down.
The third guy. Everybody stay down. Let’s use the rocket. Fuck, yeah man. Useit.
Useit. Wait asecond. I’ve got to call thisin. Go, ahead, Rochelle. Everybody get
down. Rochelle, are you ok to do it? Y eah. I'm ok. Go ahead, Rochelle. | dunno,
man. Rochelle, just fucking do it. No, man. | need an order. Ben, give him the
order. Hello, we've got an RPG here, three, maybe four combatants, no civilians
we can see. Y es. We're dismounted. Just as exposed as they are. On our belliesin
aditch. | don’t know if they’ ve seen us. Maybe. Yes. Ok. Out. What’d they say?
Y eah, they said yeah. Rochelle, go do it man. Ben? Y eah, Rochelle. Do it. Move
your ass up there, Rochelle. | never killed anybody. Rochelle, you have to do it.
WEe'll cover you. C'mon, Rochelle. They’ re going to drop a grenade on our ass
any second. Ok. Ok. Where are they? I’ll show you. Look right there. See it?
Yeah, | seeit. Go ahead. Ok. What? What? It didn’t fire. What? The rocket. It
didn’t fire. John? Come here. Over here. Y eah, bring it over here. Let me seeit.
We're ok. Look. Here. It'sok. Go do it. Have you got it? Y eah. Almost. Give me
asecond. WHOOSH. SSSHHH. BANG. Woah. Fuck. Man, you did it. Are they
gone? John? Yeah. | can see. Yeah. They're gone. Y eah, man. Let me see. Oh,
hell yeah. Man. We did it. Hello? Yes. Our location is secure. Three that we could
see. Out. Man. Did you see that? Baby boy dropped the hammer on their asses.
Right on the belly button. Rochelle, you're an artist. There's nothing left. They're
dead. Wow. Hey, Rochelle. Are you all right? Hey. Y eah, are you ok? Y eah.
Yeah, I'm ok.



manifesto

[This page intentionally left blank.]



breakfast

The omniscient man sits down to breakfast just as he has always known he would
sit down to this particular breakfast. He is having coffee, toast and oatmeal. He is
going to read the paper in afew minutes. He takes a sip of his coffee and a bite of
histoast (alittle dry for histaste, as he knew it would be). He looks at the toast
for amoment and sees all its mathematical, spatial, physical, chemical, sensory,
physiological, historical, political, economic, religious, psychological and
sociological dimensions for what they really are -- ablind, two-legged fly on an
elephant’ s ass. Smiling, he looks down at the bowl! and sees the timeless darkness
that occupied that place before anything was or could be. He sees the creation of
the universe, the formation of the earth, the coming and going of a great inland
sea, the many millions of lives both large and small that have passed a one time
or another through the space that is for the moment his breakfast. He sees the
inner lives of every living thing. The thoughts and dreams of infinite sentient
beings spin outward from their souls like countless stars emerging from the
massive dusk clouds of galaxies. He takes another sip of his coffee and picks up
the paper. The sunisshining. Theair iscool and clear. In alittle while he will
shower, shave and go to work.



pataphysics

Nasrudin was sitting in the corner bar, nursing abeer. A friend came to the table
and asked, Can | buy you another beer? No thanks, said Nasrudin, | don’t drink.



library

Following Joyce' s Ulysses and Finnegan's Wake, Queneau’s Cent mille milliards
de poemes and Borges' The Library of Babel, the ternary relation R(X, y, z) where

X isthe primary identifier
y isthe secondary identifier and
zisthe value associated with x and y,

describes a schema capable of both indexing and containing any and all texts.

The relation on x and y supports the concept of class and attribute and allows the
construction of syntactic structures of any complexity. The resulting name value
relation between (X, y) and (2) alows the creation of both propositional and
predicate grammars, (including the Chomsky hierarchy).

When combined with the binary class {0, 1, 00, 01, 10, 11, 000, . . .} of N length
symbol stringswhere N equals{1, 2, 3, .. .}, thelibrary contains all possible
binary combinations of X, y, and zand, as aresult, all classes, attributes and
relations as well as al formal grammars and the statements derived from them.



signal

line of sight
and light in time
Synaesthesia
ubiquitous choral
Paris



dialogue

He has just had a fight with his partner and now it’ s out in the open. Heis
insensitive. He is committed to arepressive ideology. He has huge gapsin his
cultural perspective. Heis unwilling to compromise. So, for the time being, heis
driving around aimlessly, stewing in it, trying to adapt to a changed social
environment. Heisintelligent and well educated. So is his partner. Heis
progressive in his views and politically correct most of the time. He knows better
than to trivialize the situation. He needs time to think. He drives through a
combination tex-mex/southern fried chicken fast food restaurant where there’ s no
Coke. Only PC -- Pepsi Cola.

It began as a Chinese foreign film on the cable channel. When he wondered out
loud if the film was available for rental in English without subtitles his partner
said, There are dmost a billion people in the world who speak Mandarin Chinese.
There are less than half a billion who speak English. Why should Chinese actors
speak in English?

Becausg, at least for the time being, the people who speak English watch more
movies and pay more money, and if they didn’t we wouldn’t be watching this
now, even with subtitles.

You're exactly right. That's the reason it’ s subtitled in English in the first place. A
relatively small group of people controls amost everything in the world, even our
concept of reality. A redlity that says that every other culture’s social
constructions should be easily translatable into America s socia constructions.

| don’t think reality really needs anyone’s permission to be reality. Social redlity,
maybe. But not physical redlity.

Physical redlity isas much asocia construction as anything else. The division of
reality into two types of reality is nothing more than a way to make one of the
types of reality a series of stupid, easily dismissible rhetorical arguments and the
other type the important one that everyone has to agree to. The important oneis
the president. The important one has the veto.

By this time the sound on the television had been turned off. He had seen the
movie before. A group of servants was about to hang a young woman for cheating



on her husband, after one of his other four wives had gotten drunk and spilled the
beans.

Are you telling me the same people who control the money all agree that the Hot
Big Bang isthe best redlity story we could come up with? That’s not right.
Cosmology is not conservative. Cosmology is psychedelic. Cosmology is
confusing and discomforting and it’s not something that most people with money
spend much time thinking about.

Are you kidding? Just listen to yourself. Hot Big Bang. It's abig, swinging dick
story if there ever was one. It’ s patriarchal and it’s violent and it starts with an
orgasm and ends with a cigarette. It sthe last grand narrative that has any
credibility at all within the intellectual community. It'sthe Alamo. It's Custer’s
Last Stand. Onceit’s gone, it'sgone. That'siit.

What do you mean ‘the last grand narrative? That’sjust the way it is, the way
things work. That’swhy they call it reality. So what if it changes? It’ s supposed to
change. We didn’t used to have black holes. Now we have black holes. We didn’t
use to have genes. Now we have genes. Just because we didn’t know about them,
doesn’t mean they weren't there all along. And even if we thought they were there
al along, doesn’'t mean they were. And just because we don’t always know the
difference doesn’t mean the difference isn’t there.

Don’'t be obtuse.

That was a pretty obtuse thing to say, given the circumstances.

Are you calling me obtuse?

No, I’'m not calling you anything. | accept you unconditionally.

You asshole.

So now heisdriving around, drinking his Diet Pepsi, eating his grilled chicken
sandwich and wondering what to do next. Should he go back and apologize? Or

should he do something else? He goes back. His partner is sitting on the couch
watching a different movie. He sits down, quietly, and watches it too.



pornography
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fashion
Literary news flashesin the year 2050:

Flash! — Microsoft’s grid computer Alphabetamania defeats incumbent champion
Lao Cruz to win thisyear’s Nobel Prize for literature.

Flash! — The World Court rules that media giant Zizaki cannot legally use a
computer program to generate all known combinations of al known symbolsin
all known languages in order to claim copyright protection on everything not yet
written.

Flash! — Conceptual artist John Smith from Portland, Oregon has successfully
encoded the full text of Walt Whitman’s Leaves of Grassin a DNA limited
edition issue of the species Triticum aestivum to be distributed by Midwest Farm,
Lawn, Garden and Tractor.

Flash! — An archeological team sponsored by The Literary Trusts Corporation has
located another cache of unpublished origina works by Shakespeare, Dante,
Goethe, Rumi, and Li Bai.



Sex

Face down in his hand, her beautiful mouth is really warm. He can see past her
forehead to her staring wide-open, palm reader eyes. Nothing is hidden. | should
help myself to you, and | will, he thinks, but for now | will lie here floating
underneath you forever, having followed you here like you were the pied piper, or
better yet, Stradivarius' s twin sister, amaker not of violins, but of oboes or
tympani, equipped with deluxe features.

They take turns paying attention to things. He is an igneous rock formation, along
bright tooth forming in the darkness of her mouth. He is the softest thing
imaginable, softer than air; so is she. They trace water lilies in the softness of each
other’ s skin with their fingertips. Now it’s his turn and she wants to kiss his
mouth, but he is determined to kiss her other mouth, to kiss her with the deepest
kisses, a stream of kisses, allusions to every mythic person, place or thing he can
imaginein his growing excitement. He's completely out of it. Meanwhile, sheisa
bodhisattva, generous, patient, contemplating her own release.

Look -- now they have turned into an airplane flying at altitude, from which
position they can look down and see the town bustling with its little matchbox
cars and ant people. Isthe black box recording all this? The black box is nowhere
in sight. Instead of ablack box there’s alunchbox, empty except for the fond
memory of bananas, crackers, cheese and peanut butter and jelly sandwiches.
They are having lunch on the moon. Of course they are on the moon, jumping in
the low gravity, jumping up and down in front of the camerafor the benefit of all
the people of earth.

They both know what s coming. They try to hold onto their horses, but they can’t.
Here it comes they think (or don't) in the instant before they finally just let go and
stick their hands up in the air and scream at the top of their lungs like a bunch of
little kids on a big roller coaster going down.



poetry

| need inspiration. I'm desperate for it. | gather every book of poetry in the house
and pile them up around my bed as an offering. It’s futile. The whole collection of
a hundred books or more doesn’t rise more than two inches off the floor. Trying
to remain apurist, | add poetics. What am | thinking? It’s not until | combine
literature, philosophy, science and visual art with popular media (i.e., magazines,
CDs, DVDs, video games and frozen food containers) that | even begin to get the
kind of impressive floor-to-ceiling effect I'm looking for. Only then do | dress up
in my best brand label clothes, lay back on the bed, close my eyes and wait for the
poetry fairie to show. | eventually doze off and, although | do dream dreams, as
soon as | wake up | forgot whatever it was | had been dreaming.

Anxiety roils my stomach. | carefully retrieve my favorite books from the bottom
of the stacks and try reading out loud from my favorite poems. That is no country
for old men . .. No. That won't do. Because | could not stop for Death- He kindly
stopped for me- No. Not that either. Time present and time past/Are both perhaps
present in time future, Nope. And then, in rapid succession: You do not do, you do
not do; and somehow a dog/has taken itself & itstail considerably away; Histired
gaze -from passing endless bars-; yacketayakking screaming vomiting whispering
facts and memories; The first line of the undecoded messages read:; The time of
minor poets is coming. Nope. Nothing works.

It's obvious | can't rely on the poetic canon for help. So, | reach higher up in
search of the proper authorities: Barth, Borges, Stein, Nabokov, Pynchon,
Barthelme, DeL.illo, Reed, Auster, Acker, Spiegel man, Powers, Pavic, O’ Brian,
Maso, Roubaud, Marcus. | can’t put my arms around al this stuff. I'm dropping
names left and right. The room is suddenly spinning and | ditch everything and
run unceremoniously to the bathroom to puke.

I’m at the mall walking around to clear my head. | pass by the book stores, the
clothiers, the kiosks only to find myself standing in the midst of greeting cards. . .
aisle after aisle of greeting cards -- cards for birthdays, parties, births, deaths,
friends, family, lovers and co-workers. How did | cometo this place, this. . . this
new home of poetry? Something catches my attention. A card under the heading
Endangered Relationships that consists of a single long stem rose on awhite
background. | open it and read for free the verse contained inside. It says,
Say/Don’t leave/Wait/Don’t do it/We' |l figure something out/Wait/Come back . . .



limit



science

He reads his horoscope daily. He doesn’t believe in it any more than he believes
in the insides of the occasional fortune cookie, although he could, if he wished,
recite verbatim the strings of numbers associated with every fortune cookie he's
ever had the opportunity to meet. His horoscope is different. It has more patterns
than you can shake a stick at. Today it says, Thisis a bad day for machines, so
don’'t use them where money is concerned. Write a check instead. The sunis
wielding power over the planets. Electrical storms and solar flares are the news
of the day. Be careful! The chains of cause and effect are mind-boggling. It would
take a monograph to even begin to describe the web of relationships behind this
horoscope — No; it would take a grant, abig grant, amillion dollars at |east. What
are the social, economic and legal implications of solar flaresand ATMs? Isthis
thing macro or micro? Is the sun really acting up (easy enough to verify) or isthe
person writing the horoscope having a bad day? Does that person need araise? Is
he or she frustrated in his or her work? How many people, by the way, are relying
on this information, consciously or not, to make decisions? To smplify matters by
asking, What, exactly, are the physics of solar flares and ATMs? doesn’t make
the answer any easier. He hasto close his eyes just to stop the machine that is his
mind from wasting any more time on the motions of the planets. Others have
aready been there and done that: Ptolemy, Copernicus, Galileo, Kepler, Newton,
Hubble and Einstein to name afew. Just about all of his friends dabble in physics
and cosmology. It's afashion industry these days.

He turns back to hiswork. He's doing little things, designing genetic chips that
can be implanted into people to be on the lookout for cancer. It’s important work.
But it can be as cruel and unforgiving as ajealous lover -- as when, standing face
to face with your other self, certain both of the truth and of your own innocence,
al you hear isthat your words are lies and your face amask. Y ou know you’'re
not aliar. You're not wrong. It isreality that istrying to trick you into admitting
something untrue. It’s not that reality iswrong. It’s just a misunderstanding. But
you know (and reality knows) that you will always be the first oneto givein. And
you know deep inside that reality, for its part, will not leave you. At least not as
long as the money holds out.

The work is exciting at times. But mostly it’s boring (as real science must almost
always be boring, methodical, repetitive). But as boring asit is, even if the whole
week’ swork iswrong, it’s one less thing for the world to worry about. At the very
least, it’s something to do and it keeps him occupied and out of trouble. But it



may not keep anyone else out of trouble. It depends on who’s in charge, where the
money is and where the money goes. He knows that much. He makes it a point to
pay careful attention to the ebb and flow of money both in his country and in the
world. Money is a catalyst in the chemistry of power. He doubts that the people
he works for ever think about these things in quite the same ways that he does and
he doesn’'t often share his less scientific ideas with others. He reads Schumpeter
and R.H. Coase on the weekends. He's also reading Herman Hesse and The
Brothers Grimm at night. Y ou can know a person by their bookshelf, he tells
himself.



painting

Having decided to paint again after anumber of years, his second decision was to
make paintings that were physical. He began with alarge blank canvas. He spent
several hours aday for several dayswalking around it asit lay face up on the
floor. He was uncertain about what to do with it. He had intended to paint it, but it
seemed complete enough aready. He realized that he didn’t want to paint it. He
had to ask himself, Exactly what am | selling here? And who am | selling it to? It
wasn't painting. And it wasn’'t emotion. His paintings were more like prose poems
than lyrical poetry. So much for the what. The who to was another matter. He
thought perhaps he would start again with a new canvas big enough to cover three
walls of an exhibition space, and if he absolutely had to put paint on it, he would
use encaustic and put the paint on thickly with atrowel -- perhaps on opening
night. But what would he paint after that? Another canvas? Smaller, larger, white,
or the obvious alternative, black, or some other color? He did not mind that his
choices might be termed Minimal by some. Given the current state of painting, as
many as might call them Minimal might also call them Mannerist or Baroque.
Although he didn’t know what he wanted to paint, he definitely knew what he
wanted to say. And he wanted to say it with the greatest possible efficacy. He
wanted to say that heterogeneity and divergence were a necessary consequence of
evolution, not because evolution is discordant, but because evolution resultsin
greater and greater levels of complexity -- areverse entropy that is part of our
daily lives. He wanted to say that this divergent evolution of matter and energy is
aprocess that will continue for along time, and that interwoven withitisa
second process: the continuous and increasingly complex integration of all the
things that are born of thefirst process. That’s what he wanted to say as he stared
at the blank canvaslying on the floor.
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criticism

At some point all art becomes conceptual,

its medium afunction of the institutional

contexts in which it manifests, the novelty or newness
of an individual work less dependent on the

mean, median or mode of its production

than on the quality and degree of its deviation

from the canon that precedes it and from which it derives
its principal references. The value of the conceptual
component of awork of art

is based less on novelties of logic

than on the qualities of itsidess,

qualities which may not be expressible in aformal
language. It is at this point that criticism,

more than an act of interpretation, becomes an art form
in and of itself, an intellectua performance

of the artifact, the artifact in turn

arandomly accessed point from which the critical
argument can be taken in any direction.



names

They throw her on the table and hold her hands above her head. Frank goesfirst.
Then John. Then Tommy. Then Marcus. Then Bill. Then Castor. Then Scott.
Then Luke. Then George. Then Allen. Then Wayne. Then Raphael. Then Sid.
Then Jon Jon. Then Buster. Then Larry. Then Little Larry. Then Roger. Then
Evan. Then Hank. Then Lou. Then Dill. Then Jack. Then Emil. Then Lucien.
Then Carl. Then Andy. Then Lewis. Then Jeff. Then Rollo. Then Shane. Then
Bob. Franklin slips and busts his ass. Then Franklin. Then Rob. Then Bill again.
Then Abe. Then Will. Then Harvey. Then Dae. Then James. Then Buck. Then
Clark. Then Fernando. Then Willis. Then Mike. Then Stu. Then Duane. Then

Greg.



numbers

Numbers, she said to the jury, are the basis of atradition which looks at
everything as being reasonable, or if not reasonable, at least understandable, and
if not understandable, at lest enumerable. With the addition of a single character,
any group of characters, meaningful or not, seesits possible number of
permutations increase factorially! Quite abody of evidence, wouldn’t you say?
Add to that Pythagorean or Gnostic or Cabbalistic mysticism and it only takes a
few words to create an unfathomable cosmic fountain of gematria. Given these
circumstances, even if it is so (as the Greeks would have it) that even numbers are
evil and odd numbers are true, it makes no sense to go on counting. At least not in
this case. Even or odd, the climate seems to change and to stay changed. The
water isrising. Wholeislands turn to ice. Cities sink beneath the sea. Did | read
this, or dream it, or isit really happening, and if so, isit happening now or
somewhere in the future? Where is the timeless dream, | swear I’m not making
this up, of auniversal freedom and peace? When, exactly, did Utopia become a
cliché? More importantly, why is everything suddenly getting so much warmer?



daydream

If itistrue
that an open

democratic society
is based upon

therights
and free will

of each individual
and the collective

judgments and general
consensus of those

individuals as organized
into one or more

groups and those
groupsinturn

into a society,
thenitisaso true

that the choices made
by any individual

may change
either the judgments

Or consensus
of the group

and potentially
the judgments



Or CoNsensus
of the society

asadonut (w)hole.



juice

Y ou describe the first thing exactly as you seeit,
and you find it suddenly surrounded

by so many other things

you can barely see the first thing anymore:

This glass for exampleis,

top to bottom, clean, transparent, fluted.
As | tap the sides with my fingernails,

it makes a sound like a copper bell

or the distant clang of arailroad crossing.

(Then you describe the second thing,
but not asif it isthe only thing.)

The orange juicein the glassisthick

with pulp, and its color is abright

orange that is almost yellow.

Thetiny beads that condense at the bottom,
and the light frost, like winter

that coverstherest of the glass

say more about the juice than the glass.



Strategy

Thisis one of three texts that were originally intended to become a book titled,
The Names of Things. The first text was to take the form of anovella. The second
text was to take the form of a screenplay. The third text was to take the form of a
graphic novel (i.e., acomic). | decided not to write anovella, a screenplay or a
comic, at least not right now. | placed what would have been the screenplay under
the title treatment and placed what would have been the novella here. Titled The
City of Ur, it isthe story of Ammon, a sentient computer program, and its creator,
Min Chael, the founder of Ur. (Ur stands for Urban Research, atechnology
company that specializes in the use of artificia intelligence, microtechnology,
nanotechnology and cloning as a corporate tax shelter strategy.) Here isthe Cliff’s
Notes version of the novella

<The Character List and Critical Commentaries have been omitted for brevity>

In summary, | was after something more than just another twentieth century
schizophrenic allegory or parable about some soup de jour identity issue. What |
really wanted was to simulate a dialogue between science, history (i.e., memory)
and culture. | wanted to translate them from social institutions into the avatars
Religion, Empire and Art, all incarnations of the greater god, Man. Science, the
power behind the thrones of economics, politics, longevity and war, unassailable
as abelief system solely because it holds the keysto life and death in a secular
world, played the role of Religion. History assumed the face and voice of its
avatar, Empire, Religion’ s brother. The conflict was between Religion and
Empire. Although history and science are both malleable and can be fashioned
into amost any form, history is available to interpretation in away that scienceis
not. History allows the creation at any time of new histories that do not have to be
substituted one for the other asis the case with science, but may be multiplied
until as many narratives exist as there are people to believe them. Empire
understands this and uses its influence to answer with authority those questions
concerning the relative importance of any given history, especialy itsown. . .

At the climax of the story, Min, in keeping with his Egyptian counterpart, is
caught by the authorities at a party wearing a crown of feathers and holding his
erect penisin hisleft hand and aflail in hisright, which isjust is another way of
saying that Art, for the most part, went its own way.



memory

Sometimes | momentarily forget everything. And | mean everything. The cause?
Micro-seizures? Serotonin depletion (in turn the result of work related stress and
caffeine related anxiety?) Who knows? But it's ok. Because if | can just
remember just one thing, then | can remember everything. Take my children, for
example. | suddenly couldn’t remember their names. Then | began to make up
names:. Allen, Deidre, Joan. And then suddenly: Alex, Ashley, Daniel, Erin and
Micah. | could suddenly remember them in any order | chose. By birth order, or
alphabetically or height or color of eyes. An almost infinite number of
classification schemes suddenly spring to mind. A blizzard of categorical
imperatives. That's how it is sometimes. Y ou can’t remember anything. But just
one word later you can remember anything you want. Suddenly, any one word
becomes a mnemonic for the universe.

Once I’'m back, thinking in words, boredom becomes impossible. | simply pick a
subject and amuse myself for aslong as | like by thinking about it.

Last wills for example. At the height of Nero’s madness (around 68 A.D.) any
Roman citizen could receive avisit from the Emperor’s praetorian guard politely
asking them to commit suicide or else. | find it amazing that Roman senators so
feared for their families' safety that they would leave awill giving up to ten
percent of their belongings to Nero as away of saying thank you for letting them
commit suicide at home with their friends and family instead of being publicly
butchered. In their wills, they would tell Nero that, in addition to being aliving
god, he was also quite generous and considerate for letting them commit suicide
by opening their veins, or suffocating in a steam bath, or throwing themselves on
their swords. | supposeit really was like that. At least according to Tacitus.
Except for the way he talks about Tiberius, which is defamatory to say the least,
he seemsfairly objective. | too have awill, but it doesn’'t say anything as strange
asadl that. | didn’t writeit. An attorney did. I’m not even sure what it says, except
that all of my belongings will go to my children.

Light. Everyone was beginning to believe that light was the fastest thing in the
universe and that it was impossible to travel faster than the speed of light. Which
meant that we were pretty much stuck in this solar system or at least in this galaxy
for al practical purposes, especially considering the fact that the universe appears
to be expanding at an increasing rate of speed, dark matter notwithstanding. But
then several scientists discovered that if you put a pulse of light in one end of a



tube containing cesium, an identical pulse will come out of the other end before it
had finished entering the first. And it comes out of the other end approximately
three hundred twenty times faster than it’s supposed to. That’s promising. (|
bounced this off an engineering friend of mine and he insisted that nothing,
absolutely nothing, can exceed the speed of light, that it was not light, but a pulse
of some sort that came out of the other end of the tube. | had no problem with that
explanation. | agreed with him that it could not possibly be a message that
traveled through the tube, that it was more akin to pushing on one end of awire
sticking out of a pipe and seeing the other end of the wire emerge
“instantaneously” from the other end of the pipe, that the universeisaunity and
that anything, absolutely anything, can be that wire.) This sort of thinking shows
up from time to time in other parts of the physics community. The idea that
something on the far side of the universe could have adirect causal effect on
things that are happening right here, right this moment is not beyond me. | believe
in both local and non-local causes and effects. | think it’ sinteresting, for example,
that more and more scientists are trying to use the “two places at once”
characteristic of paired subatomic particles to create high performance quantum
computers for mathematics, encryption and wireless communication. Basically,
they’ re assuming that the majority of the quantum calculations in their machines
are occurring in other dimensions, if not other universes.

Water. Even as achild | was fascinated by all the forms water could take. It can
be asolid or aliquid or agas. It can be harsh and cold one moment and gentle and
warm the next. It is perhaps the most versatile of the four elements. As a source of
metaphor it needs no domain. It hasits own kingdom. We are al conceived in its
presence and under its protection and, once conceived, continue as submariners
while our bodies retrace one-by-one the steps billions of years have taken. And it
doesn’t end there. Like someone going over Niagara Fallsin abarrel, we each
begin our birth to the roar of breaking waters, of the womb and of the heart,
curled up in atiny ball, ejected out into space by a current we cannot oppose
towards a destiny that would forever seem insignificant by comparison if only we
could remember. Throughout history, every important artist, scientist and
philosopher has paid homage to water in one way or another. It isliteraly what
we are made of. And although it can assume amost infinite forms, my favoriteis
atear. Water, water, water, ... Well, well, well, . . .

Marcel Duchamp. Not because of the things he accomplished as an artist, but
because he reminds me, for no reason | can state, that proper nouns are like
magnets for common nouns. Y ou can't have a proper noun without a lot of
common nouns around it to prop it up. | sometimes think that proper nouns are
really just mental file cabinets for the organization of common nouns. I’ ve also



noticed that there are no such things as proper verbs. Y ou can have a specific
person, place or thing and spell it with a capital letter. But you can’t have a
specific action in time and space and spell it with acapital letter unlessit’s at the
beginning of a sentence or part of atitle of some sort. Even the most terrible,
wonderful or mysterious events or actions must invariably be preceded by an
article, not of faith, but of grammar, before they are allowed to join the privileged
class of proper nouns. There can be no question that words have their own class
system and that proper nouns are at the top. | think proper nouns exist because
people generally want things to stay put. Nouns are away of making things stay
put. Verbs represent change. And change makes many people uncomfortable.
Although you can rightly say, “No nouns, no things,” verbs are the place where
everything happens.

Like | said, once | get started, | can go on indefinitely.

At thispoint in my life | feel hundreds of proper nouns slipping away. There was
atimewhen | could pick any one of many topics and roll dozens or even hundreds
of proper nouns off the tip of my tongue. Artists. Writers. Poets. Scientists.
Mathematicians. Philosophers. Historical facts and periods. Geographic locations.
Human anatomy. Automobile makes and models. Many, many collections of
people, places and things. | can’t do it anymore. | worked really hard for along
timeto store all of that stuff in my brain. It'stoo bad it's slipping away. | can till
think, but in an all-encompassing holistic sort of way. It's adifferent kind of
understanding and it works well enough, but it’s not as much fun, especially when
you' re watching Jeopardy.

| think in images, too. And | can sometimes think in colors, but | can’t put those
ways of thinking into words.

Some people talk out loud to themselves, whether in private or public, in an effort
to keep their consciousness and memories intact. I'm still too self-conscious to
talk out loud to myself in public. There' s nothing to do about it. That’s just the
way it isfor now.

Several mornings ago | was sitting on the toilet seat reading from the Upanishads
for purposes of relaxation. When | stood up, | saw a spider squashed flat on the
seat. | could not tell what kind of spider it was. | thought for a moment that it was
abrown recluse. If so, | guessit was facing the wrong way for revenge.



wor k

His mother told him as a young child, Everyone has the same two jobsin life. The
first oneisto find the thing you love to do, no matter how long it takes. The
second oneisto do it with al your heart.

His mother has been dead for years. Nevertheless, he occasionally sends her a
letter in his head:

Mom,

The car won't start and I’ m late for adinner party. My agent says he'll drop meiif
| miss another gig. Doing sleight of hand card and coin tricks for the dlightly rich
and famousin L.A. is not always an easy job. Y ou can’'t get through five minutes
without some guy yelling, He's got it in his pocket! I'd like to tell him, | got your
pocket right here! But | don’t. It's much better doing kid’s birthday parties
although it doesn’t pay nearly aswell. Kids are enlightened by nature. Adults are
not.

It's al good. I’'m actually pretty happy in spite of myself. | think I’d better call a
cab. Tak to you later.



etcetera

Poetry As Emotion Recollected In Tranquility:

WHAT? It's not enough to think this way. | know there’s a bug in here somewhere. Every event
adivine intervention. No matter what, you are going to end up doing pretty much the same things
aseveryone WHAT?! else. Suddenly the lights went up as the curtain parted. Y our experiment is
verifiably unscientific, she muttered. Tell me you're kidding. Given infinite empty space, infinite
universes, say a new one every 10 of a second WHAAT?! or so. | don’t think your WHAT!?
cell phone isworking. | mean really working. Come back. A sure sign of civilization is the shared
knowledge that it's rude to stare at a naked person’s WHAT?!? body parts without his or her
permission. Eye contact is best. At least it's not contagious, contagion being a sure sign of late
civilization. 1t's an all WHAT??! new you. You can tell alot about a person by their use of
declarative, imperative, interrogative and exclamatory sentences. Whether or not it is calculable is
not the point. That wheelchair is very nice. | have one just like it. | have my own lighter, thank
you. You shouldn't use someone else’'s WHAT!?? computer to send flame mails. This has all
been done | don’t know how many times not one instance of which may have involved mutual
consent. What this house needs is a new coat of paint. Whether you know it or not, you are
consuming more WHAT! 2211?77 than your fair share of mercury. Be like me and keep cool.
Your kids are jumping on my fence, well at least they were. There are more periods at the end of

these sentences WHAT DAMMIT 2212 than | care for. You are my sunshine. My
only sunshine. There are any number of ways to register. You can have sex and still be a virgin.
I'm a firm believer in team work. It was Plato who first made the distinction between the act

WHAAAT???2 yal infinite and the potential infinite. It is true that chocolate releases
endorphins. So do chili peppers, prolonged exercise, childbirth, music, meditation and chiropracty.

(not letter
not line
not page
not book)
(not southern wild
not sylvan Wye)
(not picture
not sentence
not music
not city)
(some different
new
unique

distinct)etcetera



animals

Living with animals. | have lived with a number of domestic animals. The ones
that lived inside the house included fish, aturtle, several cats and several dogs.
The ones that lived outside were all dogs. | like animals, but I’'m so obsessed with
my work that | don’t seem to be able to give them the time and attention they
need in order to fedl like members of the family. As aresult, they seem to meto
be alittle neurotic in their behaviors. | can’t tell if it’sin their nature to act the
way they do, or if they learned some of it from me. Regardless, there is something
to be said for having animals live with you. | won’t guess the reasons why, but |
suspect that they have a concrete sense of reality that is comforting to humans.
They’re doing Zen al the time.

Visiting animals. My wife and | were at the zoo. Everything was going well. We
followed thetrail of visitorslike any other visitor would, backtracking only once
in an effort to make sure we saw everything: from rhinos, to elephants to hippos
to gorillas, to an insect extravaganza put on by a Fortune 500 pest control
company, back to the gorillas and then through several picturesque collections of
birds until, on the way out, we passed in front of the lion cages. That was the
money shot. We stood and stared along with everyone else. They were beautiful.
Y ou think that they’ re just big cats until you see one up close. Then you realize
that if it was hungry or upset with you for any reason, and there was just you and
it out on the Serengeti, you would have about as much chance of surviving the
encounter as. . . nothing. There's nothing to compare it to. It’s the baseline that
you compare other things to. Y ou would be dead. It sjust that simple. And even
though | know that we' re safe on our side of the cage, | can still feel the immense
power of the things. There were three of them and they were al lying down. And
then the lioness started roaring. She roared several times before she got up on her
feet. Sheturned and looked directly at my wife and roared again. My wife's
reaction was immediate: a cluster bomb of fear. | took adirect hit. | was gauging
the lioness as athreat. Was she hungry? Was she dying of boredom? Was she
mad as hell at the knowledge that a thing as noble and powerful as she remained
locked inside that cage while objects as fearful and weak as ourselves had the
liberty to exude sweat and fear without any repercussions?

Eating animals. Many people, especially vegetarians, are aware of the moral
implications of eating animals. First, you have to decide what constitutes an
animal. Then you have to rule out al the animals you unintentionally kill,
beginning with the microscopic ones you don’'t even know about and extending



up the food chain until you reach your first conscious choice, usually insects, at
which time you know you're eating animals. In the moral order of things, insects
are followed by invertebrate sea creatures, vertebrate sea creatures, reptiles, birds
and mammals. Each category isamoral choice. Y ou can be a complete vegan and
say dl lifeis precious, but that’s drawing a line between plants and animals and
you still haveto kill the plants. Y ou have to eat something organic. If you don’t
you'll die, and then what? Y ou will have only succeeded in substituting one
insoluble moral problem for another. Another way to look at it isas an
evolutionary choice. It takes alot less energy to make a pound of plant energy as
opposed to a pound of animal energy. Since it’s more energy efficient to eat
plants than animals, you' re leaving more energy available for the rest of the planet
if you don’t eat animals. And those people who say that eating meat is a genetic
imperative are just reading the headlines. Paleolithic people ate mostly fruits and
berries, though they were just as omnivorous as we are today. And even the most
avid meat eater does not normally eat his pets. I'm not taking the side of the
vegetariansin this, because | think that eating or not eating animals as a moral
choice is amost beside the point. Even if we didn’t eat meat, we would still
continue to kill amost every kind of animal there is for any number of other
reasons. because they bother us, endanger us, we like to dress up in them, we use
them for medicinal purposes, they assist in the production of things you wouldn’t
guess had anything to do with animals, because we occasionally like to watch
them fight to the death, and once in awhile because human beings just like to kill
things.



compass

She wakes up in the middle of the night knowing instinctively that something has
happened while she was sleeping. Something is different. Not wrong, but
different. She tiptoes down the hall to the bathroom where she can look at herself
in the mirror. In a place that was flat when she went to sleep, there are now two
small soft mounds. At the center of each mound a nipple, hard and extended. She
touches them with her fingertips and feels heat and pleasure radiate in every
direction. Shelooksin the mirror at her face. Isit the same person? When she
went to sleep afew hours ago she knew who she was. Now who is she? She
examines her face carefully. I'm still me, she whispersto her mirror self before
she tiptoes back to bed. The next morning, just like any other day, she gets
dressed for school. When she enters the kitchen her mom, dad and brother are
eating cereal and talking. They immediately stop what they are doing to stare at
her. Oh my god, says her mother. Y ou go right back upstairs and change your
clothes, says her father. Her brother just stares at her. She is wearing the same
school uniform she always wears -- blouse, skirt, socks and shoes. | mean it!
Right now! her father yells at her. Her brother has moved his hand under the table
and is rubbing himself. Her mother’ s face is red with anger and shame. What?
What are you doing? she yells back at them. Are you crazy? They are freaking
her out! Did she wake up in some alternate universe? Their stares and anger wake
aragein her. | hate you! | hate you all! she screams at them before running out of
the house and down the street. After aminute she slowsto awalk. It isonly afew
blocks to school from where she lives. As she reaches the corner, she realizes
someone is following her. She looks out of the corner of her eye and sees men and
boys approaching her from every direction. Cars stop in the middle of the street
and more men and boys get out of them and start walking toward her. She begins
to run but before she can reach the next corner, hundreds of men and boys
surround her. They stare at her. Hundreds become a thousand as they enclose her
in acircle. None of them says aword. She begins to hear voices from far away.
Women'’svoices. Loud and shrill. They are coming to save me, she thinks. They
are coming to protect me. The women break through the ranks of men and boys
and begin to shake their heads and fingers at her. They shout at her, calling her
names. You little bitch! Who do you think you are?! What do you think you're
doing? You filthy little whore! Sheisterrified and looks past them at the men
and boys, pleading with her eyes for help. But all of the men and all of the boys
have taken their cocks out of their pants and are masturbating. Staring at her and
masturbating. Hundreds of cocks, thousands of cocks, masturbating. The women
descend on her. They tear at her hair. They claw at her face and her clothes. They



pick her up, naked and bleeding and hold her above their heads like the needle of
acompass.
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cartoon

I’m working at my bedroom desk when my teenage daughter comes into the room
and plops across the bed. It's early in the day for her. She normally doesn’t get up
until mid-afternoon. After a minute or so, during which time she appears to be
intently examining the floral design on my bedspread, she looks up and says,
Daddy, what exactly isit that you do for aliving? | tell my friends you work in
computers, but they keep asking.

Do you want the whole story or just the infomercia?

Either one, she says, turning on the television and pressing the mute button on the
remote control. The cartoon channel explodes silently into view.

| stop what I’m doing and turn in my chair to look at her. Ok, | say. It goes like
this. I work in the computer business because | like computers. | like them for the
same reasons that | like automobiles and clocks. They intersect every dimension
of our everyday lives. They are conceptually beautiful. They’ re the dominant
cultural artifacts where time, motion and thought are concerned.

But they're not TV, she says.

No. Television is an alternate universe. They’'renot TV. But | like them just the
same. Even so, as machines they are not something | would want to devote my
lifeto. I’ m after something else. | used to believe that the machine is the child of
language, language of gravity and gravity of love. Now | believe that language is
the child of the machine, the machine of gravity, and gravity of love. And love in
turn is the fundamental force in the universe. A superreality. That’swhy | believe
that everything has purpose. I’ ve believed it from the beginning, like a genetic
predisposition.

Without taking her eyes away from the television she says, | don’t believe in god.
Y ou say you don’t. | thought | didn’t either at times. But if you’ re born knowing
god, not believing is more like forgetting than not actually believing. You're an
intelligent and sensitive person. Y ou wouldn’t forget to remember something that
important.

Propaganda and flattery is not the best way to convince people.



Tell that to the people in Washington. Anyway, it’s not flattery or propaganda.
We both know the innocent sometimes suffer while the wicked go free, that
selfish peoplelie, cheat and steal in order to get their way. I’ve seen it. We've all
seen it. That’s one of the reasons | read. I’m aways on the lookout for other
people who are as obsessed as | am with trying to figure out whether it's us
making up all these things that are going on, or if it's them making us up. |
thought reading books by dead people -- historians, philosophers, poets and
scientists would help me figure out if selfishness was a permanent human
condition.

So, isit?

| still can’'ttell .. . | think that’s why | ended up choosing art as a way to make
sense out of things. | think that, when it works, art is agood way to share what
you see. And when it doesn’t work, at least it doesn’t kill anybody. Well, actually,
about ten years ago, agiant art umbrella by Christo blew over and killed someone,
and Paul Klee died from a skin disease that was partly the result of all the
different chemicals he used when he painted, and if you count people like
Nietzsche and Rousseau as artists | guess the idea that art isn’t dangerous pretty
much goes out the window. But even if it turns out that | didn’t have a good
reason to do art, | would still do it. | feel the same way about computers. |
discovered computers when | was in my twenties and to me they were some of the
most conceptually beautiful things | had ever seen. | was fascinated by the way
they worked, by the people who invented them. More than anything else, | was
fascinated by the way computers used language to create reality. To me,
computers are language machines. Each computer, in away, is like a hologram of
society, amirror of what we collectively think we know and how we think we
know it. It was the computer that brought me back to poetry, because | cameto
believe that there exists a universal language and that this language could be used
to describe anything and everything that can be described using language, that
ultimately language is our interface to reality. Not only our sensory reality, but all
reality. A reality in which every actual and potential thing and its opposite exists.
A universe of potentiality. And that what we normally call redlity, all the things
we agree on, sits on top of language. It’s like a peanut butter and jelly sandwich.
A dlice of potentiality bread covered with alittle bit of computer jelly, covered
with language peanut butter covered with a slice of human-reality bread. And |
had to believe that it was possible to take a bite out of the whole thing. Not with
your mind, but with your entire being. It’s only after you take the bite that you can
chew on it with your mind. And even though | knew it was just amodel, a genera
purpose sandwich model, it was good enough. With this model in mind, | spent



years looking for a universal language and eventually | found it. | shouldn’t really
call it alanguage. It's more like a structure to hold language. All languages. And
while | was looking a second thing happened. | began to believe that the
computer, not the physical computer itself but the computer as an abstraction, was
the original machine, the first machine, the original metaphor from which
language emerged. It was this machine, cal it gravity or cosmic DNA or
whatever, that once created, began in turn to churn out language, that in the
known universe the computer becomes the interface between potentiality and
language. Language didn’t make the computer. The computer made language. |
realized that computers didn’t come into existence in the twentieth century. The
computer was here long before humans ever existed. And the computer isthe
original machine from which every other machine is constructed. Every single
thing that exists began as a computer. Each and every description of a person,
place or thing is a computer. Like an apple, for instance. I'll never realy know
what an appleis. | can seeit and touch it and smell it and taste it, but none of
those things is the apple. They’ re statements about the apple spoken in the
language of being human. But the appleis no less real because of it. What makes
the applereal isthe fact that | can perceive it even asit perceives me. | can
changeit even asit changes me. Language is the machine through which these
changes pass and can be known. Thisisthe case for every single thing we call a
thing. And it happens at every conceivable level between things and groups of
things. And each time it happens, its happening is an instance of a computer. Most
computer scientists define acomputer as something that receives input, translates
or transformsit in some way and creates output that may or may not result in
some form of response or action on the part of the observer. And they will also
tell you that a computer has a memory that it uses to store none, some or all of
everything that happens inside itself from the time the input occurs to the time the
output occurs. And some of those scientists will ask you, How does that differ
from a person’s receiving sensory input, thinking thoughts, making decisions,
storing memories and responding or acting on those perceptions, thoughts and
memories? That’s how | came to know that time is a human construction. Time
doesn’t exist outside of language. That’s why you can't find the bottom or the
smallest unit of time. Thereis no smallest unit of time. Timeis arelationship that
exists between two perceptions, or thoughts or memories. Reality, apart from
observation, is aunity. It takes a computer to make language and language to
make athing. Every single thing and every single event associated with every
single thing is an instance of acomputer, all of them existing both in the world
and in our minds at one and the same time. By changing them in our minds we
can sometimes change them in the world. That is why language or any aspect of
language, meaningful or not, isaso athing in and of itself, athing occupying
gpace and time just like any other thing. There’s no way around it. Y ou can view



language as things that are there, like marks on paper, or things that aren’t there,
like dentsin clay, or scientific things like sound waves, electrons, photons, or
guantum eventsin your brain. That doesn’t change the fact that every part of
language remains a thing in one form or another. And even though language
exists as a collection of things, and even though you can act asif those things
have no real relationship to things outside themselves, that will only get you so
far. You will still be left with certain facts staring you in the face. Like the fact
that there used to be really big dinosaurs and now there aren’t. Or the fact that you
can draw a picture or some words on a piece of paper and afew years later there's
athing in the world that wasn’t there before. A thing that is so unique that nobody
could have guessed it before it existed. A thing that looks and acts exactly like
you think it would look and act by looking at the picture or the words describing
it. A satellite for example, or adrug, or a nuclear bomb, or a building, or music.
And the rules that we use to make things from words are also words and part of
the deal. For the most part, whoever controls the rules of language controls the
things that result from words, and that includes not only physical things but
beliefs and laws and even society. There will aways be some people who will try
to use the rulesto cheat, to hurt and to control others. And hopefully there will
always be amagjority of people will use the rulesto help each other. The words
and the rules themselves don’t care. They're indifferent. They have no feelings or
values except the feelings and values we give them. They’ re computers.
Computers and language don’'t create meaning. We do. That’s our job. We are the
ones who are saying that the universe is composed of an infinite number of
computers, interacting with each other in an infinite variety of ways, tying al
other things in the universe together and ultimately creating the language-based,
rational mind of the universe -- us. If you' re not careful, you might even conclude
that computers constitute a universe in and of themselves, that the entire universe
isacomputer. It'samistake if you do. There is another universe than that
described by computers, but that universe is unspoken. That other universeisa
unity and amystery and trying to talk about it rationally doesn’t get you
anywhere. Computers cannot see this other universe. But you and | can. We can
have direct knowledge of its existence by simply being aware of our own
existence. And if weinsist on being rationa about it, we can have indirect
knowledge of its existence by understanding that there are rational thoughts that
cannot be constructed using the rules of language. I1t’s one thing if there are limits
to language and you don’t know it. It’s another thing if there are limitsto
language and you do know it. Knowing those limits is what makes you different
from a computer. It doesn’t mean that computers aren’t going to keep getting
faster and better and that someday they may have their own type of intelligence,
perhaps even aglobal intelligence, but it will be a different type of intelligence
than ours. And if that computer intelligence does emerge, it won't be separate and



apart but created by and integrated with our own intelligence. So that’swhat | do
for aliving. | do it to demonstrate the unity and disparity and the symmetry and
randomness of the universe. I’ ve learned that you can’t arrive at the conclusion
that the world is strictly chaotic or random in nature through the use of reason,
and have the conclusion be acceptable to reason. Neither can you successfully
arrive at the conclusion that the world is a unity and perfect to the exclusion of
randomness. I’ ve learned that reason can show us that the world is what we
choose it to be -- unity or chaos or both. This doesn’t mean that everything is
purely relative. Gravity doesn’'t need anyone' s permission to be gravity. And
neither doeslove. 1, for one, believe that love exists in the same way that gravity
exists, that love exists prior to gravity and isin fact the parent of gravity. So
everything is not purely relative. But it’s not purely deterministic either. It'sa
choice. And to be given the freedom to make that kind of choiceis the greatest
gift I can imagine. Believing this, | do what | do to make these ideas part of the
larger world. But what | do | also do to make aliving like everybody else.

| open my eyes. Sitting on the edge of the bed facing me, my daughter smiles and
says, Can you summarize that for me? Sure. Between you and me, | actually think
of myself asalanguage artist . . . Tell your friends | work on problems related to
binary machine translation and real time, ubiquitous computing. She turns to the
TV, presses the mute button again and laughs. | love you Daddy.

| love you too.
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god

The fish glints orange and black through the glass. Fish isaword to describe
something there is no word to describe. The lifein the fish isa different word
entirely. It isthe same with any word. God for example. Thereisno god. God isa
word instead of silence, a perfection evident in every single thing, a response to
the tragedy of being born into alife filled with uncertainty and fear. God is a
place where the innocent do not suffer at the hands of the guilty, wherethereis
justice, where the evil do not die happy and old in their beds.



wall

abeautiful,
moving poem

about standing
inan alley

between two
buildings

looking at the ruined wall
of one building

with hands at sides
speechless

more or less

ok, more
| mean less



fork

Speaking in ancient animalese. Y ou’ re kidding me! the language maker click-
clicks hisfork tongue. No, really, both reply as one. Everything is different now,
she says, turning slowly in her strapless cocktail dress, exposing her elegant back
and shoulders, her perfect calves. Emissaries from every tree in the garden but
one, leaves gathered in heaps surround her bare feet, jostling for attention. Rising
and falling like the tide, her partner’ s attentions are only occasionally distracted
by the wolf’s grin of the interlocutor.



love

| know you love me.

| know you do.

Just as my father and mother love me.

Just as my children love me.

Just as my brothers and sister love me.

Just as my ex-wiveslove me.

Just as my friends love me.

Just as the people who love everyone love me.
Just as the people who love strangers love me.
More than my government loves me.

More than aflower loves me.

More than amolecule loves me.

It's Occam’ s razor:

To make aVenn diagram of all these loves,

To make note of the points of greatest intersection
And of greatest area.

And then what?

| cannot even begin to describe all the things

| have done for love. Can you?

What is the worst that love can do?

| livein America.

| am an artist trying to sell you art.

| am an artist and a businessman, no doubt about it.
| am my own source of capital production.

| know exactly what I’m doing.

Tell mewhat I'm doing and I'll tell you if you’ re right.
No. Forget that.

| know what loveis.



lexia

The ideas of hypertext and cybertext fiction
have lessto do

with the study of digital computers and networks
than with the study of one’s self.

Think of Panofsky’s Eye.

The image that comes through

your pupil and is displayed upside down

and convex on the back of your eye

has less to do with the number of photons

and their frequencies

than with the interneurons, rods and cones,
less to do with the way

the resulting signals are processed by your brain
than with choices you make,

less to do with your waking than

with memories in adream and the dream itself.

The things we do echo repeatedly in us.
That is the way we come to know things.

Listen to the echoes and follow their instruction as you would a teacher’s.
Call them by their names, tie them together

and push them over the edge

until they fill the canyon of time from one end to the other.*

! Theideas of hypertext and cybertext fiction have less to do with the study of
digital computers and networks than with the study of one's self. Think of
Panofsky’s Eye. The image that comes through your pupil and is displayed upside
down and convex on the back of your eye has less to do with the number of
photons and their frequencies than with the interneurons, rods and cones, less to
do with the way the resulting signals are processed by your brain than with
choices you make, less to do with your waking than with memoriesin a dream
and the dream itself. The things we do echo repeatedly in us. That is the way we
come to know things. Listen to the echoes and follow their instruction as you



would ateacher’s. Call them by their names, tie them together and push them over
the edge until they fill the canyon of time from one end to the other.



measur e
or
The Art Student Falls Aslegp Cramming for an Exam

The inhabitants of this green sea
inherited from their ancestors

popul ate memories with dreams --
pith accumulated from columns

gray and lichen covered,

the skeletons of gods

inaworld filled with elegies

for those with no internal organs,
with skin once smooth, pale, fluted --
as the water coils round their bodies,
captured as they arein the world s eye,
hoping to remember one last thing . . .



regret

| wish | had slept with more women, the old man whispers with his last breath. On
abedside table lies his notebook, filled with unmailed letters: <Jackie, the other
day you asked meif | thought you had a big butt and | said yes. | have been
thinking quite a bit about our subsequent conversation. | realize | amjust one
voice among many, but you must understand that | consider you to be an order of
magnitude greater in booty beauty than any starlet or supermodel. Disclaimer: |
may not be representative of the larger male population. Thefirst pictures| ever
saw of naked women were from a black and white nude art photo magazine and
an art history book | found under my older brother@bed. To thisday | cannot
pass by an image of a Greek or Renaissance female nude or a Venus refrigerator
magnet set without my heart skipping a beat at the utter voluptuousness of it

all. 1@n not talking about Venus of Willendorf, although | think she is quite
beautiful. 1@n talking about you.><Harriet, | attended your lecture on the
guantum multiver se and found it fascinating. While I understand that the primary
reason for postulating a multiverse is the almost infinitely small probability that
this particular universe should exist in its current particle state as opposed to a
different particle state, | don’'t agree that the idea of a multiverse solves the
problem. | say this because this same statistical anomaly is evident within our
own universe. With the possible exception of earth, the universe seemsto be more
or less homogeneous. Earth is the outlier. Why do the particle configurations that
constitute life seemto exist here on earth and nowhere else? Why within earth’s
collection of particle configurations do you exist as you do and not as someone or
something else? Why within your specific collection of subatomic particles, do
certain subsets of those particles behave in one way as opposed to another. Why
isthe level of complexity in these systems so much greater than anywhere elsein
the universe? And finally, why was your particular particle configuration giving a
lecture on cosmology in a public library on a Wednesday night when you told me
last Friday that you couldn’t have dinner with me on Wednesday because you
were going to be out of town? We have both learned from long experience never
to confuse a person’s hormones with their identity. Even so, my question remains,
Not how, but why?><Rhonda, I’ ve left a number of messages on your answering
machine, but I’ ve come to the conclusion that you really don’t want to talk to me.
Thereis clearly a misunderstanding. We are both informed artists. We have had
numer ous discussions on the emerging influence of ludology in participative and
interactive art. The whole idea was to body paint you, tie you to the bed and
digitally record your monologue. | did not know the camera’s batteries were
dead. | had no idea | was going to get a flat tire on the way to the drugstore to



buy batteries. | had no idea a police officer would ticket me because of an expired
license plate and put a boot on my car and | had no idea he would insist on giving
me a ride to the store and then home and also insist on coming into the apartment
as aresult of your shoutsto find you tied up in the bedroom. | certainly had no
idea he was going to arrest you. | know it only got worse from there. We are both
familiar with the inter pretive versus configurative aspects of interactivity. Can’'t
we just think of this as a subtext of a larger configuration?>



suit

| will not tell you what to do.

Do whatever pleases you.

We both know and make our livings

based on the simple fact that styles change.
And whether they recur or not

(of course they do)

and how often, islessimportant

than whether they meet the spirit

of atime and place with an almost
unnamable something-or-other,

| don’t know, impalpable truth,

whether they so perfectly embody

“the work” that they go unnoticed by all

but the most gifted and discerning,

by those actively researching genius

as they would their own geneal ogy.

Style is not the ends.

Nor isit the means whereby

geniusis able to speak uninhibitedly

no matter who is listening.

Styleis a courtesy.

If not afforded this simple courtesy,

don't fault genius for choosing an older

suit, hat, coat, shoes or other accessories.

To put apoint on it:

The long night of my futureisin your hands.
If | have ever done you any harm | apologize.
If you disagree with me completely
concerning certain matters of taste, moral principles,
politics or religion, | understand.

If you have never read my poetry | understand.
If you have read it and hate it | understand.
If you don’t know me from Adam

and don't care, | understand.

Asafellow artist | ask you one thing only.
Be as true to your instincts and your art

as | am to mine. As humility isavirtue,



so is sincerity. The author is not dead.
Heislying right here being fitted for a suit
By an undertaker who is also not dead.



gnosticism

My son Erin looked at this
poem and asked me what it
meant. | said, Animism isthe
belief that everything has a
spirit and that, because all
things eat to live, we must
treat what wekill as holy.
Gnosticism is the belief that
dualism is the beginning of
reason and that reason must
pass through mystery before it
can reach understanding. He
said, If that is what you meant
to say, why didn’t you just
say it? Are you deliberately
trying to make your poetry
inaccessible? No. Not at all. It
is not mind, but being that
motivates the phenomenon of
language and the creation of
meaning. All I'm trying to
say isthat, whenit'sal said
and done, god isthe effable
name of whatever sustains us.
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license

The previous collection of words, letters, marks, blank spaces, objects, events,
classes, attributes, relations, statements, sentences and languages, ipsius scriptam
causam, once in mind, agrees to neither exemplify nor hold harmful (i.e., less null
no less) the amorphous latitude of insouciant nocturnal omissions prevalent in any
and all associated en un and decoded messages both therein and herein contained,
including the intra, inter and con textuality and referentiality of signifiers both
present and absent. The producer, consumer or bystander whose innate and
implicit predilections bear any weight in the measure, stricture, structure and
referential production causa materialis Uberannotatedly exercised in hopes either
of criticality or quantum neural activity de lege ferenda, quod erat
demonstrandum and ipso lipso facto also agrees to the carapacious pricipital
zyzwig puttis so’liel aormosies reoibilay fmoew boopoopoo wirt andurr flaque
cardinia socii et amici ontic sormsitat did du rowl
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