


















































































































































































































scale, it might be invisible if not illicit. Pushing and then 

rescuing is a different economy. Why are you hanging out the 
window like that in the first place. 

"nakedness that shelters crosses and dresses" 

(Arthur Rimbaud, Illuminations) 

Then crossed over and had no further thoughts on the matter. 

Dead from silence, and unable to separate from the sign in 

some places, the captioned life pulling off the skin, the hand 

was surely big enough .... writing is experienced by them as 
'loose' .... 

The dealer didn't like some marks, what he referred to as ' ice' 

in the painting. So he hired another painter to 'take care of it'. 

Self-determination adjusts ever so slightly to make a turn. 

Application of light to paint it out. Just something that's 
applied to something else. In or out the corpse is not self­
involved. In whose service is the shroud? That line can 

preserve vulnerability. It doesn't have to pay attention at the 
borders. Horror writes a letter in the air not immediately 

recognizable. The doth itself, the textile, is doing two things at 

once, covering and revealing ... . 

destituere 

7. To leave without, or destitute 

"I was in Ecstasy, and 
My little wandering sportful soul 

Guest and Companion of my body 
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had liberty to wander through all places, and all the volumes 
of the heavens, and to comprehend the situation, the dimen­
sions, the nature, the people and the policy, both of the 
swimming islands, the planets, and of all those which are fixed 
in the firmament." 
Qohn Donne, "A Meeting in Hell") 

I was moving very quickly away 
out of the corner of my eye 
I could see the pen 
movmg 

Let's play I'll be fiction and you be the face of 
another world. Let's play you be fiction and I'll be 
the face of another will. 
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