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She writes in her cloud notebook: “Emotions are the only way 
of having the world repeat itself.”
 

She writes in her cloud notebook: “The lining of the world is 
supple soft. A snail has secreted a thin sheath of slime around 
itself. This is written on a blue piece of paper.”
 

The milieu of the body is an outside that is more specific than 
the outside outside.
 

The body draws a rectangle within which something felted can 
appear on the surfaces of things, or it makes signs in the thin 
liquids that drape over the surfaces of slower, more solid forms.
 

When describing the last movements of something, the 
resolution of description changes: A small armadillo wanders 
onto the road again, the white flowers appear as a scrim in the 
grass, an old woman changes size, a white mouse chews on a 
plant in the night, they go on a road trip to look for seashells, 
the sky opens between them, she imagines blocks of time within 
which actions will occur. 

 
That time between knowing and thinking.
 

She replaces all feelings toward objects with more indirect 
smaller objects toward which feelings can occur. In this way, 
the world becomes controllable, like a set of colored pebbles, 
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but it also is not, or things still move in the world independently 
of their extrinsic causes: “If you had left the water camp the 
day after the day you left, if I had not touched your mouth 
on the motel bed in Connecticut, if I had not written about 
the moon rising above a baseball field in the mountains etc., 
you would not have been in that place at that time.” This is a 
problem of narrative. 
 

“There is no other possible world,” he says, “otherwise there 
would be another possible universe beside this one, and then 
another, or there would be an outside to substance, which 
would then have to be another substance breaking with the 
first, and then another, the planet would have to have a face 
facing outward,” the door closes between them. 
 

Beneath this is a boundary that is impassable to language.
 

The conversation ends.

 
A small boat floats in an even smaller lake.

She lies in the gravel parking lot to look at the sky again where 
they had touched the small pebbles with their feet.
 

It is from that vantage point that nothing appears in the sky: it 
is like a blue door.
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She says, “gather everything in the surface of your hand.”

She writes in her cloud notebook: “The red shapes disappear in 
the water like planets.”

Such is the contact between thought and the world that to think 
of the taste of an oyster one must have tasted an oyster at some 
point.
 

She sees that the ceiling has collapsed or is collapsing.
 

The color of the sky attaches to the external thing that is the 
color of the sky.
 

She writes in her cloud notebook: “The sensation ‘blue’ 
becomes the ‘blueness’ of the sky, the sensation ‘green’ becomes 
the ‘greenness’ of the lawn, and so forth. We recognize the sky 
by the feature ‘blue’ and the lawn by the feature ‘green.’” 

A tent is just a provisional structure made out of sticks on the 
surface of the sea.

Δ          Δ

Δ          Δ
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The forces of the sea allow some atoms to turn in color from a 
closed blue to the open sheets of marble luster.

In this scene her blood is drawn, or a liquid, perhaps ink, is 
pierced into her skin.

 
She transfers a small amount of a pink cream onto her hand.

 
You pass a broken wooden comb through your hair. 
 

The cloud notebook has appeared like a character in things.
 

On the floor of her workplace she finds a live mouse stuck on a 
piece of white paper covered with glue. Now she is ungluing it 
softly by wetting its fur and moving drops of water between it, 
her fingers, and a small pink bowl of water. She will later release 
it behind a small bush.

She thinks of a painting like those painted by Bosch of the 
underworld where blue insects are fucking one another or they 
are not entirely insects, their underbellies revealing the wet, soft 
flesh of humans. In another corner, two or three have gathered 
around a fire rising out of and within the upright sticks that 
have been positioned and pierced into the ground. 

Every occurrence arises out of every possible occurrence. 
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Or causality is a matter of indirection.

Sometimes she dreams of an apparatus, an empty glass box that 
can be positioned in front of a window, into which a fragment 
of the world could likewise be positioned to ascertain the 
asymmetries in its patterns of causation. 

Or inside her mouth something moves, an entire new world 
appearing out of the soft sounds.

She writes in her cloud notebook: “A whole world can arise 
out of the random movement of atoms as they bump into one 
another and come to make shapes, the shapes of which then 
come apart also; the same way an entire world can emerge out 
of the recombination of the letters of the alphabet as they touch 
one another.”

And so what is visible or sensible may reveal the mark of 
something that is hidden.

She says, “I have not seen it appear in this way, with this pattern 
of unevenness or with this set of uneven shadows, all of them 
still blue, for instance.”

Or this painting is a vast beach, only this beach is a recreation 
and so each of its sand grains is countable, all of them countable 
into a sum.
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She thinks of countable nouns and those that make a kind of pile 
or cannot be resolved into grains, like grains of milk for instance.

On the floor of the room only a mattress and a large bag of sugar 
out of which she is taking spoonfuls with a silver spoon. “This is 
a form of soft food,” she thinks. Not capturing the birds that are 
sitting in the trees, nor the pods of fruit, nor the porcupine that 
has hid in the ground. 

“Sensation is infinitely divisible, even if matter itself is not,” he 
says, “and so while a wave cannot be cut into a thousand tiny 
waves, the sound of a wave is a summation of the sounds made 
by a thousand waves.” 

She has attempted to make a changing thing, something 
appearing as an infinite unfolding as it is touched by the world, 
and yet one way that it is touched stops it, and now it can no 
longer move or be touched again. 

She waits there in the water, and sometimes speaks at the sky. It is 
in this way that speech becomes indirect or indirectly addressed.

The objects appearing as dots of paint without a mood.

And so, a winter scene in the Maine woods is present here, but 
appears grammatically hypothetical with hollows between 
what composes it. 
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All of the objects are left folded. They appear as an end. But this 
is not because an end is known or anticipated, only that an end 
appears within each day as an occlusion. 

“I wish to go to the docks,” she says, “or be left dissolute.”

She wraps pink quartz crystals into sheets of bubble wrap, rolls 
a sponge stained softly with semen into a cylinder and ties it 
together on separate occasions with six strings of red wool to 
hold it away from unfolding into a flatness. 

In this tiny performance she has bled into the middle of her bed, 
and so they stand there with wet sheets, using the wetness to 
pull one kind of liquid out of another. 

We have entered the sky she thinks, and now we can see the clouds. 
This week she has entered the sky on five distinct occasions. 

“Different countries proportion the geometries of their fields 
differently,” she observes.

“The money has appeared and then disappeared,” she thinks.

Δ          Δ

Δ          Δ
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“She allows others. In place of her. Admits 
others to make full. Make swarm.” 

—Theresa Hak Kyung Cha

Emotions are the only way of having the 
world repeat itself.

The lining of the world is supple soft. A 
snail has secreted a thin sheath of slime 
around itself. This is written on a blue 
piece of paper.

the sensation ‘blue’ becomes the ‘blueness’ 
of the sky, the sensation ‘green’ becomes the 
‘greenness’ of the lawn, and so forth / we 
recognize the sky by the feature ‘blue’ and 
the lawn by the feature ‘green’
or the blue of the plums 
is the memory of the sea
or she is wrapped in cloth with roses on it
with roses on it
or it is snowing and the men leave 
or it is snowing and she cannot see 
to preserve a fruit is to contain 
another time of sunlight in it, 
like playing charades with the faces 
of those who have disappeared
to see what one cannot see

The notion of the sky as a kind of 
memorial or duration.

Descriptions of tents and encampments / 
those kinds of images of cast cloth. 

Image of people waiting in line for bread 
or water. Image of people cutting trees in 
a city park for firewood. Image of people 
being evacuated on an airplane or a bus. An 
image by subtraction.

The trees enter where the walls had been /
narrative reoccurs in each cut.

A history of liquids. 

The multiple sea dreams. Two. 



“various materials and objects, including a 
metal bowl, yeast, flour, water, and a mirror”

nacreous blue deposits of mussel shells / 
elaters with helical bands of blue and green 
flicking with changing moisture 

unfold like a green lollipop full of slanting 
white lions behind a bush made sick in 
twilight / a mood is a body’s precipice, like 
little crystals in a dish

An apparatus is a fragmentation of a 
brittle star’s arm. 

A lab notebook or a vitrine.

When you hear the sound of the sea you 
cannot isolate the sound of one individual 
wave. 

One cannot separate a sound of one discrete 
wave from the overall murmur of the sea. 

One individual wave cannot be heard 
within the overall sound of the sea.

Each perception is composed of a thousand 
tiny perceptions, which never reach the 
threshold of consciousness.



A whole world can arise out of the random 
movement of atoms as they bump into one 
another and come to make shapes, the 
shapes of which then come apart also; the 
same way an entire world can emerge out 
of the recombination of the letters of the 
alphabet as they touch one another.

Windowing an egg: In this tiny performance 
rub the surface of the egg like a dusty moon 
with gauze soaked in ethanol. Then place a 
piece of clear tape over an area of the egg 
and cut a window into the tape with a pair 
of scissors. A small window is cut into its 
shell and a piece of clear tape placed over 
it. Seeing the strange red moving dot. Like 
a tiny insect from the rocks moving along 
your arm. 

One could close the world into an orb. 
Shutting an appearance into things. Like a 
flock of blue birds rising into the mountains. 
A dotted seal rising from the waters. They 
had cracked out of the egg or had come into 
it. Sucking the juice out of the long threads 
of the thistle. A bird with blue wings turned 
sideways. Or a dress she is wearing made 
out of night. 

the sky

In the place where she wrapped birch bark 
around her wrists like an open costume. Or 
the temporary monument of spreading flour 
under her window.

The dark green of a cedar branch we hid 
beneath. She sits among the starfish. They 
are in different directions. A dress of yellow 
lemons or a fainter lemon quality, a dusk.

Some form of flight vanishes us.



A row of black birds passes across the 
sky. They exit a mountain. One particular 
rectangle of blue brightness. They are 
invisible there or only make a murmuring 
of color, as if the blue were buzzing with 
the appearance of bees.

The tops of trees covered in snow like a 
brushed surface changing.

Arriving in Vancouver — its milk and porn 
stores, February 1995.

Save on Meats.

Write out of certain kinds of violence —
including the violence of waiting. 

Create a loose weaving as though with 
thick colored straw. One liquid can pass 
out of a tincture of another. The golden 
straws of nostalgia look backwards even as 
the movement is opening out, and yet this 
is what makes the moment distinct, able 
to proliferate through its imaginings.

a) the blue scrawl of dripped paint on 
the sidewalk b) the shimmer of the red 
or gold plush pants sailing c) the black 
strip of encased leaves formed into half 
circles on the surface of the molding d) 
the scrunched up plastic bag someone is 
holding in their hand e) the blue broom 
left leaning against the fence next to 
the woman bent over in a white dress 
touching plants.



1. Weave something out of thick straw 
of different colors. 2. During war decide 
between feeding the tigers at the zoo or 
freeing them. 3. Consider the events that 
are outside of human occurrences within 
a historical moment. Such events may be 
historical. 4. Consider that the door may 
have been made under a different regime. 
5. Write a tiny performance. 6. Think 
about the way that one talks about a slow 
unfolding / the actions like the removal 
of things.

When mosquitoes dance in the sunset, 
they do not see our big human sun, setting 
six kilometers away, but small mosquito 
suns that set about half a meter away. The 
moon and stars are absent from the sky of 
the mosquito.

The edge of one’s time is unknown.

When taking the sea urchin spines out of 
your foot, find unripe figs on a tree and 
pour the milk out of their green stems.

A swimmer begins her swim out to the sea.
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She thinks about the mysteries of touch, someone makes a sound 
that is digital, someone mimes a size of a dog with their hands. 

She finds it strange walking in the architecture after she has 
already seen the drawing.

She does not watch any of the videos, does not want to know 
any of the content. 

The bronze surface greets her then. She wants to become the 
surface of the sea, become invisible, become divided into a 
thousand waves. 

The light passes through a series of glasses pressed against each 
other. All clear surfaces lack withholding, she thinks. Laughter 
is a form of translucent paper, or joy. 

She enters a cabinet filled with boxes of wafer cookies in 
different flavors, hazelnut nougat, gold rush, lemon. A woman 
with a voice speaks. Someone presses tiny green beans out of 
the green beans. 

She thinks of deafness and lists and oblique angles. A red liquid 

Δ          Δ

Δ          Δ
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rests on the bottom of the glass. Many forms of thinking are not 
statistical, she thinks. A city is large, chunky, unpowdered. 

She thinks of albumen as a form of clarity. 

Nothing is in the glass now. In the distance someone sings, a 
bird. A woman brings something to read between the rocks. 

She has an embroidered jacket with tiny mirrors on it. 

A possibility of representation opens inside of the represen-
tation. Almost any surface can act as a site of such appearance. 

The bear may be any size, really. 

She writes in her cloud notebook: “A woman, a librarian, meets 
a bear as she archives. She washes the bear’s fur in the water 
to undust its surface. Tiny snowflakes fall on the other side of 
a window, but there is no narrative, no mood. An orange peel 
rests in a glass.” 

Someone next to her says, “it’s too dreary. This story is too 
dreary and awkward.”

Δ          Δ

Δ          Δ




