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“If we opened people up, we’d find landscapes.”

– Agnès Varda
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 It’s 4 a.m. as I finish typing this while listening to the patient hum of early 
morning traffic outside my bedroom window. The irony doesn’t escape me that I’m 
writing the introduction for the first issue of this project as the final step before pub-
lishing it- 

I’ve found that in the last few months, and more recently during a particularly event-
ful past couple of weeks, that my thought patterns have become increasingly more 
recursive as I’m goaded by the anxieties of quarantine in addition to routine stress, 
perhaps heightened by the freightening theatre of American politics we’ve all been 
witness to (but who am I kidding? It’s reflective of its own brand now than ever). I 
keep finding my mind drifting to the people and safety nets in my life that make it 
clear what it is that creates networks of support I consider indispensable to my life: 

The ability to express our innermost personal thoughts and emotions not only drives 
self-actualisation , but it also serves a negative function in the form of radical critique 
of the regulations and drudgery of capitalism. How we have been led to believe that 
self-expression has no place in either the revolution or in crisis I am sure has been 
subject to endless debate. But what I am also sure of is that our faculties that allow 
us independence from social structures are purely self-expressive, and are typically 
embedded in the artisitic. How do we come to know ourselves unless through others 
involved (albeit on different levels) in struggles similar to ours; those primarily against 
the regulatory systems of control endemic to capitalism and its repressive forces ex-
erted on our individual psyches. 

I’ll be straightforward: what you won’t find contained in these pages is information 
presented as a guidebook on how to overthrow the state, the police, et al. Howev-
er, our project is an endeavor to bring out the most resistant and subversive internal 
qualities within each of us as a form of dismantling the default subjectivies of late 
capitalism. To me, the line between the creative and the analytical has been indefi-
nitely blurred. All of it is equally critical at a moment like ours.

In love and solidarity, 

Anti-Capital Press
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“We Are Being Held Hostage” 
The Hegemony of Crisis, Speculation and Control in the Era of Coronavirus

by Russell FoustThere has been no better time in recent memory for direct, 
collective action. 

We can no longer trust a system that has left us in the dust 
and continues to do so.

 Last week, protests broke out across the country over the verdict to not indict the officers respon-

sible for the murder of Breonna Taylor with requisite charges. Caught in a cycle of rioting over state and 

police violence, those in the streets run the dangerous risk of settling for reform. 

 Multiple disasters are converging on the global horizon, with economic and social instability 

metastasizing in the short term, and foreboding far worse as to what sort of widespread failure awaits us 

in the future. COVID-19, climate change, and the indifference of governments to the suffering of their 

people are just three of an endless list of crises contributing to the global meltdown– all products of cap-

italism. It has become apparent that crisis is now capable of its own production, of reproducing itself.

 These threats triangulate the death drive of late capitalism, which we’ve been thrust unwillingly 

in the middle of. We have had opportunities to shift the pillars that capital uses to entrench itself, yet, as 

crises gain momentum, the pillars become more fortified.

 The global pandemic response also presented an opportunity for the swift ushering in of austerity 

version 2.0 – a reactionary financialization of the health crisis – that further defines the consistency of 

inequality under neoliberalism. The pandemic has threatened the livelihoods of the working class and 

members of what Marx called the “lumpenproletariat,” yet has afforded rich elites unprecedented returns 

on their investments. As the adage goes, the rich are growing rich, while the poor are growing poorer; 

However, what can’t be explained using platitudes recycled by the Left is the recurrence of economic 

destabilization at a rate that is becoming predictable. 

 2008 was a turning point, or so it appeared to revolutionaries, but what it really revealed was the 

inevitable ‘resilience’ of the one percent to avoid downturns resulting in a significant class restructuring.

_____
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A makeshift sign posted in Clackamas County, Oregon— it is not difficult to imag-
ine the word “arsonists” replaced with “anarchists” in this scenario.
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Riot police in Portland walk past a fire started by a Molotov cock-
tail thrown during a public demonstration on Sept. 23, 2020.
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 Amongst all else, the backdrop of current political and social unrest has been the scenes of cli-

mate catastrophe produced by massive wildfires in California, Oregon, and Washington. The images 

which characterize this new era of Anthropogenic climate change express the degree of irreversible 

damage being inflicted on the environment by large corporations. “Just 100 companies have been the 

source of more than 70% of the world’s greenhouse gas emissions since 1988,” reported The Guardian 

in 2017. And now, in the three years since the article was published, public perception has remained 

largely unmoved despite instances of mass attention drawn towards mainstream media headlines. 

 In a study published just three months ago on the driving forces of various perceptions of climate 

change, researchers aggregated reports suggesting that wealth plays a significant role in determining 

individuals’ relationships to their own conceivable extinction:

 

 Libidinally, this transference of affect by wealthier populations onto vectors of capital represents a 

disinvestment in humanity’s own future; an end with no means of reversing this position, and an uptick 

in collective preference of immediacy rather than longevity. In this version of the libidinal economy, it is 

more apropos to hedge one’s bets according to what will be culturally and socially fashionable tomor-

row in order to protect one’s class interests rather than act in good faith for the rest of society down the 

road. There is also an exponentially greater cost to living through multiple crises than neoliberals would 

like to address: the toll on human life. Six months into a pandemic that has caused a shock in labor felt 

deeply by workers, it’s insufficient to say there has been little support. With no timeline for a vaccine in 

the public domain, and back pay on unemployment funds running out, people faced with eviction and 

other threats to their wellbeing have few options. Time is running out. It has also been disclosed that 

“Younger adults, racial/ethnic minorities, essential workers, and unpaid adult caregivers reported having 

experienced disproportionately worse mental health outcomes, increased substance use, and elevated 

suicidal ideation,” according to the CDC. In late June alone, 40% of U.S. adults reported struggling with 

mental health and substance abuse, and corporate healthcare profits haven’t performed better in years.



 Capital’s ruthless appropriation of all things living has zero bounds; a process of commodify-

ing being, the essence at the cores of its subjects are transformed into objects of little to no speculative 

value, occuring at the hands of its own self-expansion. The disimbrication of human life from the val-

ue-form central to capital is the only way to escape mutually assured destruction.

 How can we achieve this? The late theorist Mark Fisher proposed in one of his lectures collected 

in the recently released Postcapitalist Desire that the “libidinal attractions of consumer capitalism [need] 

to be met with a counterlibidio, not simply an anti-libidinal dampening”. What will be the driving force 

of this generation’s “counterlibidio”? Could it be the revolutionary potential(s) of technology? Perhaps 

the pandemic, in its permanent and negatively ramifying capabilities, will illuminate a new kind of class 

consciousness that Fisher articulates as such:

 A new generational dialectic between subject and capital will have to be formed. If it is not

already clear now to younger generations through witnessing the response of Western liberal democracy 

to the pandemic that no amount of protesting can adequately challenge or subvert the dynamic of state 

and citizen within this system, then the unalterable material conditions resulting from the pandemic will 

need to instill new modes of consciousness– whether based on age, class, or a similar unifying trait, time 

will have to tell, but the emergence of radical networks of organizing in the past six months alone prom-

ises more than we could’ve hoped for from the beginning of the latest threats to all organic life imposed 

by capital. _____
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Conversation with 
           Ramzy Farouki

by Sam Smargiassi

 Ramzy Farouki is an argument against standardization; a symbol of what your 
life might look like if you unapologetically fought for what you believe in– fought 
for your identity, fought for your freedom, fought for the identity and freedoms of 
others. Beyond the symbolism associated with his identity and existence, Ramzy is 
a change maker.

 As the founder of the Center for Study and Preservation of Palestine (CSPP), 
Ramzy dedicates his life to the unification of marginalized people to claim their 
freedoms and rescue the developed world.

 In terms of a high stakes narrative, Ramzy’s history requires him to be like a 
lion. In 1948, his family was pushed out of Palestine and moved to Syria– a few 
leaped over to the United States shortly after. Ramzy was born in St. Louis, MO. He 
then went through the traditional education system and became an engineer at the 
age of 21.

 “I would say that I think assimilation and being a professional dictated kind of 
what I became in my early adolescence,” Ramzy says, “I very quickly saw the con-
nections of how my individual existence as a refugee, son of refugees, that capital-
ism and all that work was just inherently tied into my loss of culture.”

 After his employers asked kindly to exploit Ramzy, he declined and realized it 
was time to move on to something that felt more genuine to him. He dabbled again 
in education which brought him to Portland, OR. In the following interview, we 
discuss Ramzy’s path, revolution and how to be an effective activist.



Anti-Capital: When you left the engineering world, did you know you were being exploited or 
was it a gut feeling?

Ramzy Farouki: Oh, no. I was very aware because I was exploited pretty badly. Basically I was 
the only Arabic-speaking person in the engineering department I was working in in Houston, 
Texas. Initially, I was told that it would be a great asset because I’d be able to work on projects 
that benefit the Middle East. I very quickly found out that I was going to be utilized as a tool in 
order to do work on oil. They wanted to do oil work in Iraq, which was busted open and made 
available by the Iraq invasion of 2003, which I was in Kuwait at the time. So I knew very well 
what had happened there. And they wanted me to go to Iraq as a corporate [worker], like on the 
bill, in order to design oil production systems that would be used by the likes of Exxon Mobil 
and Chevron and all that. And I said no, of course. And then that got a lot of resistance. And I 
said, why at all? Then I jumped. I said, I have nothing to do with this anymore.

AC: That’s nasty, I’m sorry that happened to you. 

RF: It was nasty. I was 21 years old, it was my first job. My first (signals air quotes) “corporate” 
job– I had been working in stores and on farms, but this was [about] respectability, like assimila-
tion, becoming a professional. I had a desk, I had an office and all this crap. 

AC: We’ll jump to the present day: You talk quite a bit about Indigenoussolidarity and we see 
you do projects like running water out to Warm Springs as they endure their humanitarian crisis. 
Can you express what you are seeing happening in the United States and how it mirrors what 
has happened in Palestine?

RF: One of the biggest missions and organizational goals of the CSPP is to forge Palestinian and 
Indigenousof the Americas solidarity, because in my eyes, I see no greater parallel currently than 
the experience of being a Native American, IndigenousAmerican, than that of the Palestinians. 
The structure of Indigenousfolks, their relationship to the land, how they functioned as auton-
omous kind of sovereign peoples, their intense union and just harmony with the land mirrored 
the Palestinian experience. And then the colonialism, dispossession, the way that they were 
stopped, the way that they were taken from the land, the way that the system was set up on top 
of them is contingent on their erasure and also their co-option in some situations, and the cul-
tural erasure– the system of immutable imperialism, that no matter what amount of legitimacy 
that they even try to stand their ground in the courts that were created by the imperialists, they 
will never stand up to it. It’s just a system that is designed to eradicate them.

And also the contemporariness of it. Palestine was occupied, the Nakhba, the great disaster 
where seven hundred thousand to a million Palestinians were exiled was in 1948. So on the 
West Coast, for instance in a city like Portland that has the highest urban Native American pop-
ulation, and the Northwest in general is like a newly colonized place, in respect to the rest of 
the country. It’s not far back. A lot of the biggest betrayals and horrific treaties are like a gun to 
their head. Treaties that occurred less than one hundred years ago and are still ongoing. I see the 
Palestinians and the Indigenous American people to be people who have such a parallel experi-
ence and are fighting such a similar existential, spiritual and physical battle.

_____
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(Continued) So as well as being a displaced Indigenous person, being on stolen, unceded land, 
I have this intense calling and duty to to serve them and let them know that they are not alone, 
and that the Palestinian people see them. We stand with them in seeing their struggle as our 
struggle. I think it’s very important that we start to talk about each other. I think some people 
have made the connections, but it’s not talked about a lot. We know about black and Palestinian 
solidarity, liberation; solidarity that’s [been] going on since the fifties until now. That’s not new. 
But the talk about Native American, Indigenous of the Americas people, and Palestinians, not 
so much. That’s why one of my main goals is the continuation of black and Palestinian solidari-
ty, and the forging of a new path of Palestinian and Native American solidarity, so that we walk 
together in this trial.

AC: Can you be specific about the ways you spread solidarity?

RF: Our methods of resistance. We saw, for instance, during the uprising in St. Louis, Missouri 
and Ferguson when Mike Brown was murdered– We saw that Gazans, people from Gaza, were 
seeing militarized police tear gas the streets on YouTube and being like, “Oh, you know what 
you all need to do is this.” We see the same techniques and  the same exact canisters because 
we know that they are the same canisters, the same gear, the same tactics.

The IDF and the U.S. military and the militarized police, they do this. They’re physically the 
same systems, they train together. They fund each other. So that’s one way, this kind of exchange 
of information and this trauma bond. But what I’m talking about as well is cultural preservation 
work where we as Palestinians in diaspora use everything we have to aid the Native and Indig-
enous peoples of this land to preserve their culture, document their culture, and not let it get 
erased as much as we can. 

I’m going to announce the CSPP publishing program in the coming weeks, but we’re going to 
be a publisher documenting the stories. Some stories also aren’t meant to be shared. So I wish to 
document them for them to keep, not just to be housed. But there’s other stories that are import-
ant for people to know so that they know the land they’re on. And also using the CSPP as a cen-
ter for language so members of the Chinook people can come in and teach language classes to 
people here in the city, so you at least know how to say “Hi, thank you. I’m here on your land. I 
want to serve you” in Chinook.

As well as the Sister Cities program which is a program that we started here. I’m making Warm 
Springs [Oregon] and Ramallah, Palestine sister cities, and I’m linking us. One of the programs 
I’m designing what I’m calling Sister Cisterns, so that we’ll design a system to be built in the 
villages around Ramallah because of the water problem in Ramallah, just like there’s a water 
problem here in Warm Springs, both due to imperialism– Whereas in Warm Springs, they came 
in, they destroyed buildings and schools to build their modern water system that failed. So they 
lost their culture and are not being served.

_____
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(Cont.) Illegal settlements in Palestine tap in and or completely destroy the water system and take 
all the water so the Palestinian villages don’t have any water, and they actually bar them from 
building water systems above their roofs, the same way that the state of Oregon will bar people 
from open collection of water. 

Now, I understand  stormwater systems. I’m an environmental engineer and a civil environmental 
engineer. I understand it, but not not in this context. And you don’t have the right to tell Native 
American people not to collect water. No fucking way. So working together always continuously 
building two systems at the same time, one in Palestine, and one on Indigenous land of the Amer-
icas. They’ll be built to spec (sic) of Palestine, which means they have to be very ghyr wadih. They 
have to be done underground. They can’t be on the roof because Israeli settlers will literally come 
and destroy them with the support of the military because they just don’t want them to build in-
frastructure around them. But if it can be built in Palestine, it can be built here. Those are some of 
the projects supporting the direct actions and events that Native and Indigenous Americans here 
are doing, and centering them and sharing those with people are important too. 

Lastly, the journal. The CSPP is going to be producing a quarterly journal which I want to be the 
counterpoint to the academic journal that gets produced by UC Berkeley Press. I really now have 
zero relationship with academia, unless they want to come to us to learn, if they want to put their 
money where their mouth is and not be elitist and have students learn from non-academic elitist 
sources. I want our journal to be a people’s journal with submissions coming out that are more 
personal accounts, and I always want it to have Black and Indigenous voices represented in it. 

AC: How do you put together the teams that help you put these ideas into action?

RF: For many years, I functioned very independently. But, recently I’ve been able to bring in six 
directors on the board of directors, and these are all Palestinian women who have skills that go 
way beyond my skills in different areas, and they’re invested to do this work. And so we’re com-
bining so that we can work together on these different projects in our different areas of expertise 
and giving everybody free reign to collectively use the center and its resources to accomplish 
these things. We’re also always looking for good volunteers. We have students right now. There’s 
a student from PSU, she’s Palestinian. The thing with the center, it’s like if you’re a director, you’re 
a volunteer. We also just want to support you to do your projects if they align with our mission. 

So no one wants to open a Portland chapter of the Palestinian Youth Movement, which is like one 
of the greatest organizations out there. I love the Palestinian Youth Movement that are down there 
at the Kumeyaay wall in solidarity with the Kumeyaay fence camp that’s down by San Diego at 
the Trump wall that’s being built on unceded land. They’re out there camping and trying to stop 
the wall, and the Palestinian Youth Movement was down there with them. The Portland State stu-
dent is trying to start a chapter here.  

_____

11



The Center for the Study and 
Preservation of Palestine located in 

Portland, Oregon.

Emblem for the Levantine Lions Liberation Party
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AC: The term activist has been co-opted by neoliberals, the state, et cetera. Your work doesn’t 
conform to these narratives that can be easily assimilated by white people, liberals, and the 
state. Do you consider yourself an activist? 

RF: Yes, I see myself as an activist. I see my work as reclaiming activism for what it is, which is 
action. Doing something. So, you know, I reject any sort of activism that’s endorsed by who-
ever. You know what I mean? The big mission with CSPP’s work and my work is that I want to 
say no to the type of work that engages in normalization. It has been co-opted by the same 
people who are funding ideologically or monetarily the exact occupation and the thing that 
you’re trying to fight. If they’re if they’re working with you, there’s a problem, especially if you 
know what they’re doing. So I reject academia because I’ve been inside. I’ve been employed 
by academia. I’ve been a student. I’ve given them tens of thousands of dollars. Well, I didn’t 
give it to them. I had a scholarship. Thankfully, I didn’t pay them when I did owe them, be-
cause I think that’s garbage that this country makes you pay to go to school. What is that? So 
I’ve been inside and out of it, and I know exactly what gets supported and what doesn’t get 
supported. And my goal is to create the highest level cultural, scientific, and historic preserva-
tion: all those types of work out of an independent people’s organization and letting us decide 
what’s of merit or of a high standard, because at the end we are the ones who work in the 
organizations that then get the stamp of approval where we’re the product. We are the people 
who make these things. Why do we need to have a stamp of approval or endorsement of what 
we’re doing?

I would like to change the discourse. No communication is being made without a clear state-
ment of land back. Right of return, plain and simple. If you want to talk to me about what we 
can do, how it’s supposed to look, I can tell you this: people say it’s so complicated. What are 
we going to do? It’s very simple. It’s very, very simple. I won’t participate in the normalization 
of conversation about a two state solution. I’m not going to talk… even the word peace is an 
egregious insult. Finally, people are saying no justice, no peace. We’ve been saying no justice, 
no peace since 1967 or 1950, whatever. You know what I mean? So no justice. No peace. 
Peace requires two people who have equal standing or can actually be at the same table. 
How can I sit and have peace with you if I’m 200 feet beneath the ground under a mountain 
of rocks that you have put on top of me and then I say, I’m at peace with you. No can do. 
And my peace, my peace is resistance. That’s what I do. So that to me is activism. I want to 
not be co-opted. I won’t be a poster child or an endorsement or tokenized because we don’t 
engage in normalization. The Palestinian people, Black people and Native, Indigenous Amer-
ican people have a right to everything that is demanded by existing as a human being, which 
is freedom. Freedom to move, freedom to live where they’ve always lived and freedom from 
persecution and narration. There’s no reason for me to engage or anything less if I don’t have 
those things, what kind of peace is that?

Like Ghassan Kanafani said, that’s not a conversation, when he was asked, why don’t you sit 
down and have a conversation with the Israelis, he said, what kind of conversation is that? 
That’s a conversation between a sword and a neck. I agree with that. I don’t I don’t want to talk 
with a sword against my neck. I want to talk as two people. And we’re not on the level yet.

_____
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AC: So how do we move forward in the revolution? How do we level the playing field?

RF: I can speak on what is necessary for our people. What we need to do is not be dependent 
on a system that wasn’t created for us. We need to be independent from a food standpoint. 
That’s what I care about. I care about feeding the body so that the mind can be free to think 
about liberation, instead of thinking about its next meal and instead of thinking about how it’s 
going to pay for its next meal. So food sovereignty is what I’m about. I think that there is way 
more than enough. The people who are producing this work are Brown and Black folk. So we 
gotta figure it out. That’s work that I do. I think about co-education and learning about each 
other’s struggles so that we don’t see ourselves as different. Whenever an Armenian person and 
a Palestinian person and a Filipino person and an Indigenous person and a black person can 
actually articulate and know how exactly they have all been afflicted by one or two degrees of 
separation by the exact same system, literally the same people in the room who planned one 
person’s colonization... So co-education and re-learning our own struggles. We don’t think 
about intersectionality like that.

AC: Are white Americans ready for that?

RF: The relationship between white people and people of color has to change in the sense that 
it is a relationship of ownership. Some people here own the resources and these other people 
over here work the resources. These people over here run the organizations, the other people, 
they don’t run the organization. So what does it really look like to give up power? If you look 
at the demographics of organizations and space ownership and real estate ownership and all 
that, it’s very stacked to one direction. Now, I think that we have to realize is that if one wants 
to benefit from the cultural product of people of color, if people want to benefit from their 
physical product because they actually make all the food in the posts in a system, if we’re 
going to see this system we’re not going to participate in it. Without that system, then there 
has to be a new relationship and it has to be a relationship of saying there’s been centuries of 
inequity.



(Cont.)  So what does serving look like? What is asking where one could be useful actual-
ly look like instead of assuming where one could be useful? This relationship of asking how 
to serve is extremely important. I’ve seen some memes and some things about ending white 
supremacy means like ending all the privileges. You realize that a lot of things that make you 
comfortable are going to go away. So there is that educational portion to be like are the things 
that make me comfortable built on white supremacy? Will it really go away? Am I ready for 
that? Yeah. I mean, you know, it’s not easy. It’s not gonna be easy. It’s not going to be comfort-
able, you know. And I think that somebody goes to the question of allyship vs. accomplice-
ship, like I’ve seen this come up as a conversation and yeah, I don’t have any allies. I don’t. 
You ally with people who you’re on equal footing with. It’s once again, like peace. 

AC: What advice do you have for people who want to see the revolution move forward? How 
can people maintain motivation?

RF: I think it’s very difficult with the amount of information that we’re flooded with on a daily 
basis to parse out what to listen to or who to listen to. You get yelled at from one side and then 
you’re like, OK, I’m down with this. But then someone else says, hey, that’s problematic. You 
can’t do this. Even if it’s all true, you know, you’re just bouncing around. So this is one time to 
really identify. I think one needs to take the time to educate themself on who they are, where 
they come from, and relationships that their people have with the land. Everyone’s indigenous 
to somewhere. Deriving morals or  deriving a view in this world is a thing that really, really, 
really matters. You or something that you want to reclaim and your indigeneity or your his-
tory and finding out how that is manifested in the movement in front of you so that you have 
a strong vision– you’re walking towards something as something. We only have so much in 
there. 

I think many people falsely believe that helping everybody or whatever, like serving every 
single cause is going to help everyone, no it’s not. Not like you need to. You need to focus 
on what it is like. I have many irons in the fire, as somebody told me today. But the reason is, 
is because they’re all in the fire of Palestinian revolution. From there I studied– I knew that 
the people who’ve served my ass, my revolution, my people’s revolution has been the Black 
Liberation Movement. No one has done more for the Palestinian movement than the Black 
Liberation Movement. I would say that they’re on equal footing with Palestinians. When Alice 
Walker and Malcolm X and Angela Davis and all of them talk about Palestine, Angela Davis 
and Malcolm X and all the Panthers back then, and Huey Newton, they spoke about Palestine. 
They knew more about Palestine than most Palestinians know about Palestine. What I’m saying 
is that you need to tap into how a way something is, something of you that you can funnel that 
energy through and express it that way, because otherwise you’re just going to get pulled in 
way too many directions.

AC: And you believe that’s in a person’s blood? Not in the idea they’ve created about who they 
are?

RF: Yeah, I think we need to get back in touch with roots like with the Earth and with what it is 
that shaped us.

_____
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(Cont.) I believe in epigenetics. I believe in generational things that are encoded in us. There’s 
been identity roles and all these things in every one of our cultures that the patriarchy has 
done shit to make things fucked up. But I’m talking like before that. I’m talking about looking 
to what made human beings who they are in different places, how they organized around 
community, the things that made Indigenous folk in different parts of the world love and serve 
each other and finding what that is in your track, where you came from and understanding it. 

AC: Can you tell us about your new project, Levantine Lions?

RF: Yeah, absolutely. I think the Levant is a cultural, cerebral center for a group of people in 
that area. I won’t say the Middle East because the Middle East is your middle and east of the 
U.K. or whatever. We are who we are. Lebanese, Palestinian, Syrian, Egyptian, and then also 
Armenian people have always lived there. Some of the North African people have always lived 
there or who have migrated there. US. That little room in Iraq. That portion of us there. Since 
we’ve been dispersed around the world and especially the United States, we’ve been trauma-
tized by the surveillance state. We are traumatized by things like the Patriot Act and the an-
ti-terrorist task force. Just knowing Arabic makes you a criminal in this country. We have some 
of the oldest, most beautiful cultural artifacts and contributions, and we’ve been colonized 
and oppressed for so long so that I think it is time that we organize together in the diaspora, 
to see each other and to be seen proudly as those people together, united, not just the Pales-
tinians, but the Palestinians, with the Syrians, with the Libyans, with the North Africans, with 
all of us together. We are a people and will not be afraid to be out there as a people and to 
say that we will stand strong. We will advocate for our liberation. We will advocate that our 
people know how to defend themselves. We will show the world that we are organized and 
we are committed to justice and there is nothing to be afraid of. We need to stop being afraid 
of being ourselves because of this narrative that’s built that has vilified us. And so my dream is 
to see my people in the diaspora all connected like that and that we are all on the same page 
and we are very organized and we are in solidarity with each other. We are proficient in our 
history. We are proficient in our ability to be self-sufficient. We know how to defend ourselves. 
We know survival skills. We know all that because it is terrifying to exist like this alone in this 
country. I want to show people that we’re not alone and there’s no reason to be alone. It’s the 
opposite. Let’s be together. Let’s be boldly together.

AC: What about what happened with National Geographic? Can you give us a play-by-play of 
what happened with them? 

RF: National Geographic has an immense, immense archive of Palestinian photos.
Photos of Palestine, of Palestine and Palestinians going as far back as 1909. They have aerial 
photographs out of British airplanes of Palestine showing the diversity, the complexity of our 
farming and the way we were in the land, showing how organically and naturally we had 
inhabited this land because we were Indigenous there for centuries. Millenia. All of that, the 
colors, Palestine, our rich streets, pre-colonization. What Jerusalem looks like in 1920, 1930. 
Like Palestinians walking around living their damn life as Palestinians. The thing that for seven-
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-ty years we haven’t let go of. We’ve been in occupation for seventy-two years. But actually a 
little more because they started occupying since the Balfour [Declaration]. We were so cul-
turally specific that we are able to exist in diaspora and be so uniquely Palestinian. Imagine 
the strength and the beauty of that culture. So they have all that. And you tell me, what have 
they done with it? National Geographic gets into textbooks and schools. They’re on televi-
sion. They’re on all that. Have you ever seen a picture of Palestine from 1920 on television or 
in a textbook? Most come out of school and don’t even know Palestine is. Their hoarding it, 
is what they’re doing. It is in their interest to not show that. And I believe that wholehearted-
ly.

AC:  Can you explain that? Why it’s in their interest?

RF: The kernel of Israel’s formation in 1948 that was built on a statement in the late 1800’s is 
that Palestine was a land without people. A land without people, a perfect place to go set up 
a state.

AC: That sounds like the dialogue colonisers used when they were talking about the West 
when they were colonizing it.

RF: Precisely. A couple of savages here and there. But, you know, for the most part, it’s also 
a desert that we’re going to bring life to its bearing. That’s another narrative that comes out. 
Most people see pictures of the Nakhba– the only pictures that we see there were from the 
U.N., like the pictures of the Trail of Tears, the Palestinian trail of tears, these dusty images, 
black and white images of people walking around. People are just like, well, those were 
just a bunch of Bedouins who just got moved from one Bedouin existence to another Bed-
ouin existence, not a complex, old-century, sophisticated, cultured, ancient society that has 
cultural continuity, historic continuity that’s not shown. And so there’s this obvious Ameri-
can corporate system so tied up into the Israeli military complex that all the money has to 
be funneled there and a populace that knows about Palestine wouldn’t really be too happy 
about the billions of dollars that we give to fund occupation. 

And it starts at a young age. You don’t want people to grow up being like, well, I like their 
dresses and I like the way they were dancing and I like the colors in their foods. Those are 
a people. The thing is that you’ve got to pay sure, you can see some of it. You’ve got to pay. 
OK, but who has the money? Some elites are educated on it. But not the people. Once 
again, for me, it’s about children. If I get a sixteen year old person who’s never seen a picture 
of Palestine and they’ve gone through all of National Geographic and they don’t publish it 
in the National Geographic magazines, they never show the Palestinian stuff, even though 
there is this immense state. What they did do is collaborate with a grant for Palestinians to 
go and give them detailed information about the pictures that they had, but still kept them 
inside of their archives. But what do they give us, a couple of little Instagram sized photos 
that they could put like, wow, look, here’s Palestine, like it’s going to count. I want to see it. 
I want kids to see this. I want people to see this. And so I just want access. I want to be able 
for people that come to the CSPP, just like you read the digital library book, to sit down at a 
kiosk that’s very secure and be able to flip through pictures of Palestine. That’s all I want. Not 
a big ask.

_____
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Photo of Ramzy chained to the doors of National Geographic’s 
corporate office in Washington D.C. – taken by Chad Smith

(Cont.) We can talk about how that’s going to be possible, what type of cybersecurity, what 
type of digital information security is required to make this happen, whatever. But I want ac-
cess. And the answer was copyright, and then just no answer. I said, well, listen, I’m going 
to come and I’m going to ask for access. And I did. I went because I sent them letters, I sent 
them emails, I sent them Instagram DM’s, and they gave me one dismissive answer and then 
nothing else. So I was like, OK, I’m coming. So I went and I chained myself to the head-
quarters door in Washington, D.C., and I spoke about why we want these pictures and the 
fact that they’re hoarding pictures, and we could dilute this horrible stream of information 
we see. I’m so sick of just seeing dead Palestinians. I’m so sick of just seeing bombs dropped 
on us. I want to see the things that will make people want to look and learn more about 
Palestine so that whenever they do see the dead Palestinian, it makes them actually angry 
because they see them as a human being and not just this man, not just this butcher shop. 
They are people as well.

We need to associate with that. We need to learn and tell people that this is a culture. This 
is a people. That they’re in their land where they always were. Where my mother was born, 
where her mother’s mother’s was born, like, why is it happening? _____
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(Cont.)  I’m not done with them because now they have an order- do not talk to me. I have. 
They literally won’t talk to me. The staff, they when I saw them the next day at the march on 
the capital all of them had their mouths shut. They wouldn’t talk to me at all. They left that 
day under police escort. They evacuated the whole building instead of just having a con-
versation with me. They said that there was no one there to talk to me except thirty people 
were escorted out of the building by police, and then after that, they wouldn’t engage with 
me at all. I saw them at the march on the capital and I talked. I went up and talked to ev-
ery single one of them. There is an order not to talk to me. National Geographic is going 
through the effort to be like this one Palestinian dude in this organization, don’t even talk to 
him. There’s like company communications about that instead of just talking to me and fig-
uring out what I want. I told them what I want. It’s so simple and it’s ours. I’m sorry, I don’t 
buy it. If it’s a copyright issue, then I’m not asking to copy it. I’m not asking to reproduce it. 
So don’t give me your copyright. It’s yours. You’ve already established that. You’ve looted. 
You’ve taken the pictures of us, which in my opinion, some of my ancestors would say that 
you stole our souls. We didn’t want you to take pictures of us. My great aunt who just died 
last year, she wouldn’t let anyone take pictures of her because she believed that you were 
taking something from her. And I would tell you that everyone who had their pictures taken 
would have thought that too. A lot of them did. So in my opinion, you stole stuff from us. So 
my opinion, you looted us. So I have credit to that and every Palestinian to just see. That’s 
all I’m asking is to just see. Nat Geo. I want my people’s pictures to look at and access. The 
thing is, is that the access that they’ve granted for some is through funding and they still 
own everything, that’s academic access. Academic access is not access. That’s one thing that 
I wrote on the sign that I held. Academic access is not access. And my culture is not subject 
to your copyright. Those two things.

AC: Do you think that there is a future in America, or what we call America, and the West 
in general for people like yourself, for marginalized people who seek to live outside the sys-
tems of control or, to simply state it, do you think a better world is truly possible?

RF: It’s a morose question to think about because I don’t see the system, as is, will support 
that ever, because the system exists only on the exploitation of the marginalized. There is no 
system without marginalization and exploitation.. it is the fuel of the system. That’s some-
thing that people have to realize. I think that reformists and the neoliberals, the liberals, 
they believe in reform because it still keeps the proximity to power. It still keeps the proxim-
ity to privilege. A total dismantling has to occur from the systems of capitalism. Otherwise, 
we continue to participate in our own exploitation. We continue to labor and toil and evade 
immense punitive actions and spend all our free time, the little free time we have, which 
might be the biggest crime against us is that we have no free time, like we can’t think, we 
can’t organize, we can’t do anything. I believe reform is impossible. I’m going to state that, 
simply, what I believe in is the restorative capabilities of land back to the Indigenous. I be-
lieve that they hold the wisdom.

_____
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(Cont.) They do not have the history of violence that the colonialists’ white supremacist 
system has. So for what those people are worried that the Indigenous will do to them is 
what they have done to the Indigenous for centuries. They’re lucky because we don’t have a 
history of violence. Indigenous folk. I say that about Palestinians as well. It’s something that 
was said by many black leaders in the Panthers parties, that we do not have a history of that, 
and that’s something that people fear that they would be subject to the same exploitation 
and oppression that they have put on the indigenous.

As a world that can be existed in, it can only be in the hands of the original stewards of 
this place, because they have the wisdom of the land. And only under their leadership and 
only under their stewardship will we salvage an existence here, otherwise we will all be 
dragged into the post apocalyptic dystopia that they already live in. I would also like people 
to know that I hate when people are talking to me about the world ending. The world end-
ed for the indigenous. They live in a hellscape. They live in a post-apocalyptic world. Their 
world ended. And we need to understand that. We will all go towards that post-apocalyp-
tic, intolerable world the more we continue down this path as we wreck the environment. 
Perhaps it’s already too late. As an environmentalist, and one time environmental scientist, 
we blasted right through the stop sign many times on the carbon in the atmosphere. We will 
poison every well and inevitably the system will crumble and then we will all have to live 
in that same horrible hellscape, because even our version of the post-apocalyptic world will 
true So the only solution is land back. Back to the indigenous. They will show us the way 
they existed for millennia and that there was a time before the state, the police state, the 
imperialist state, the colonial state, and there can be and there will be a time after it. But the 
question is if we’re willing to take what’s left and hand it over so that we can all be okay.

Ramzy and members of the Hillsboro 
Brown Berets and Black Riders Liberation 

Party

If you would like to learn more about or 
get involved with the Center for the Study 
and Preservation of Palestine, email cspp.
pdx@gmail.com or follow @cspp.pdx on 
Instagram
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Palimpsest
 by Isaac Jones
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01 

With what kind of mirth the furling and unfurling 
cloth remained in its movement he did not know 
and there were many things about how a thing 
stays like a certain thing that he would be barred 
from knowing forever but he did not know it in 
any way that let him stop wondering. His gaze 
was fixed on the whipping canvas and the hot 
light poured over his darkened skin; He did not 
fear reprisal from the white hot thing that all life 
stemmed from and all thought lay outside of. Be-
ing burned was a proof and anyway his skin was
old. 
An ease came about the wind and allowed the 
tan ruched curtain to settle down into its intend-
ed position, to shade the porch from the sun. His 
skin cooled because the air did not hold water 
and was thin even in the heat of the day. There 
was a tapping from inside through the screen 
door like a metallic pen writing on a metal sur-
face, and in the brief interludes without noise, he 
heard the punctuated scratching
clearly. 
Come out and sit with me he called aloud. The 
ticking stopped for a moment and was followed 
by the voice behind it answering No. 
But I am confused, he retorted. The noises picked 
up again and the voice breathed No, more cour-
teously this time. 
Am I alive? 
Oh, stop it. 
It seems a question made to upend your sense of 
callous acceptance but I really ought to know. 
How else would we be talking? 
Perhaps I have made you. To talk to. 
How narcissistic. 
Alright. Perhaps you have made me, done it 
unwell. I didn’t make you, you didn’t make me. 
Just, here we are, ok? Let me be. 
The two-story house shared equally a suppres-
sion of movement, like the image of a house, 
with movement all around it, from the thin white 
clouds that disappeared behind it’s roof and 
reappeared back again as possibly the same wisp 
of white but who could know, to the changing of 
the sky’s colors so violent they balked at the dust 
that moved unendingly through them and prob-
ably the dust went up to make the clouds some-
how, for in sudden defense of reincarnation, dust 
was mostly dead skin. That’s what he had heard. 
Somehow a connection was weakly 
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made and lost, another way things seemed to adjust in

the peripheral and stop inside focus. You can only 
look at things sidelong, he thought. 
If he were in a rocking chair it would have creaked 
many times before he again chanced a question. 
Have I made any sound since that time at the river? 
Or am I just dreaming that I’ve made it. 
What? 
What I said. 
You just made a sound. You just asked me a question 
and you’re listening to me answer it. 
Yeah but could I be dreaming it? 
I suppose. Bodes poorly for me if I’m just some part 
of your dream and I’m so goddamn miserable. Yeah 
but I knew you before and if I was dreaming you I’d 
have made you be miserable by your own accord. 
Naw. Hey, listen to this. 
Inside he could hear the others footsteps coming 
toward him and stopping. He began reading aloud. 

Spare me, my God, O spare the soul 
    That gives itself to thee; 
Take all that I possess below, 
    And give thyself to me. 

Thy Spirit, O my Father, give, 
    To be my guide and friend 
To light my path to ceaseless joys, 
    To Sabbaths without end. 

You didn’t write that. 
Hell I didn’t. 
Thats an old primitive hymn. What’ve you actually 
been writing in there? 
I’m not writing. I’m making dinner. I found this in 
the trash but it’s my handwriting. I figured I must’ve. 
Naw. Thats old preacher fodder. Probably Ma had it. 
Well. 
I thought you were writing certainly. 
What would I write nowadays? No one to read it. 
We can still eat, though. 
You wrote that, some time. It’s your writing... Where 
is it that people have gone? 
Come on, now. The voice was pleading. 
Ok, ok. Silently he thought to himself that if his 
breath had a place amongst the living it would move 
things when he blew on them. He stood rigidly and 
bent at the waist and blew at a match book sitting 
on the railing of the porch. It fell onto the ground. I 
figure 
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       I’ve done that before, he spoke.
The other ignored the mumbling and asked aloud 
what he thinks about onions. 
Third of the holy trinity, he responded without look-
ing up from the matchbook. 
I’ll call this one-third soup, I s’pose. 
He smiled and sat down again. Not so long ago I 
was talking to someone that had never heard cica-
das and didn’t so much as know what they looked 
like. I saw a 
carcass of one where it was like a shell, you know? 
Hollowed out but in the shape of one. I blew on it 
to make sure I was alive. And it moved. But it was a 
dead cicada. How long have we been dead? 
We aren’t dead! C’mon. I’m here waiting on you. 
You’re gonna wake up and forget this, because you 
always do. I get tired of explaining it. 
What did you say? 
Oh, there he goes, wakin’ up. Things don’t move 
the same here, I can’t explain it. Don’t do anything 
stupid, there ain’t no rush. Trust me. Soup? 

02 

When Elliot woke he lay with his head on his only 
good pillow and stared dazedly at the ceiling. His 
hands were on his chest with his fingers enmeshed 
and he felt smashed onto the soft bed. A nice pres-
sure, which is rare, he thought. 
  At the edge of his understanding was a 
pregnant dream he could not make any good sense 
of but seemed a recurring theme in the long twilight 
his life has nested in for the last two years. Only 
images of the dream remained, only pieces that did 
not fit together. 
  There was a tinge of doubt that he 
could lift his head or twist his body to place his feet 
on the floor, but stubbornly, everything worked. As 
his muscles complied with the small job they had 
been tasked his mind groped for more details of his 
sleepless night. Tired, yes, but excited in some way. 
Things to tell Denise, he thought. 
         Elliot’s doctor, Denise, was his bio-
logical aunt on his mother’s side. They were not 
close outside of familial precedence, and he had 
always been wary of psychology in general, but this 
awkward positioning served a purpose: She was the 
only person he could trust to actually keep him off 
the books. His relative popularity as a public figure 
in the world of painting and fine art had grown in 
grotesque 
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proportions when the mystery of his brother’s 
disappearance shook the small but highly visible 
world they inhabited. Elliot careened wildly in 
private but never once spoke at any length to 
any person about the disappearance. There is a 
discipline required of hope; There is a collection 
of effort that is often so fierce it bends the steel 
of resolve, forces mercy and grace to beg quietly 
for their own import. Elliot knew the crucible of 
lack was forging him crookedly, and so when his 
mother, of whom all good in the world can be 
said, formally required Elliot to see Denise free 
from worry of the public, he eventually   
acquiesced. 
  “Hello, Elliot. Come and have a seat.” The room 
smelled of lavender and palo santo incense, and 

was softly lit in comparison to the brash strip-
mall office lighting in the rest of the building. The 
hum of the unromantic buildings air condition-
ing was positively sleep inducing. Denise’s smil-
ing voice was softly labored, years of smoking 

and raising children somehow still seated inside 
a gracefulness. Her hair was long and straight, a 

dusty brown and gently spooned each side of her 
face. “I spoke with your mother Marie this morn-
ing. She is concerned about your medication for 
sleep. I assured her I would discuss it with you, 
so we will lead off from there.” “I cannot sleep 

without it.” Elliot’s eyes were fixed on nothing. “I 
can’t even sleep well with it.” 

“You are still waking up, over and over?” she 
asked “Not exactly. I have this dream that keeps 
coming to me and gives me a type of... excite-
ment? Anxiety, maybe. I am talking with him, 
or me, like I’m both of us but neither, really. it 
doesn’t allow me to feel like I slept a wink.” 
“Him. Your brother.” 
Elliot stared ahead. 
Denise continued, “What is the dream? Can you 
describe it?” 
“I do not remember. Only that it is him and we 
are talking, at least what I think of as talking. 
Like, there are basic presumptions that we have 
when we speak that allow us to skip congenial 
parts of conversing. It feels like...like the insides 
of an old unused watch start to move again...al-
together. Elegantly. Silently. It is similar to speak-
ing with one’s self, I believe, but also provides 
what is beneficial about talking to someone else. 
He used to speak a lot about communicating 
and how it was different for us. I understood, but 
it mostly has not stuck. Perhaps I understood too 
well to listen 
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really getting out there. He was talking 
about...consciousness, the mind, how consciousness 
is physical and how the philosophy he had been stuck 
on was ornamental in comparison to a physiological 
understanding of sentience...it was all truncated by the 
accident at the river and he didn’t speak much about it 
afterwards.” Elliot would move his hands and gesture 
with fingers while he spoke; gestures completely un-
used anywhere else. 
“Yes, yes.” Denise seemed to deny her own desire to 
gesture and used her head and bright eyes instead, a 
labor that implied deftness of faculty. A career in speak-
ing accrued small triumphs such as these.    
Elliot leapt subjects. 
“Truly I cannot paint like I once did. I still can perform 
the motions, I am still technically proficient, none of 
that is any matter. But I can’t bat around ideas anymore. 
My mind doesn’t wander without him. I repeat what I 
made when I was whole, that is all I do now. I didn’t 
expect it to have such a dependence on him, not in this 
way. And these dreams, the ones where I don’t sleep... 
it feels as though I’m getting something like that old 
ponderance out of them. I’ve had countless dreams 
about him and none have felt like this. I wake up from 
those dreams into the nightmare my life has become, 
and this feels more as though I am moving towards 
something. Something new.” 

  Denise nodded sagely and offered advice 
that Elliot recognized as being straight from Elizabeth 
Kübler Ross. He knew even through his unknowing that 
there was something beyond definition, all consuming, 
in the calamity that housed the rupture of him and his 
twin brother. All of this in this room, he thought to him-
self, feels like pictionary but with
words.” 

  “It is an interesting analogy you provided, 
Elliot,” jarring him from his cynicism, “in that the inter-
nal mechanisms of a clock is called ‘the
movement’.” 

  After his hour long talk with Denise, he 
drove home listening to the news but not really listen-
ing, as is the only way to listen to modern news. His 
day was just as crippled as the ones preceding them 
and in the evening fell to watching a television show 
until he felt encumbered by the 

      to him explain it? His writing was focused on small
details of communication, not as much on a linguistic  
kind of scale...and I know that towards the end it was
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Oh love that will not let me go. Put that on there. I got 
a painting that could be named that. Elliot said it again 
under his breath and thought it a wonderful sentence. 
The rhythm or something, huh? He asked loudly as to 
overcome the sound of the piano being played. 
Yeah, just mono syllables pat-pat-patting you. As the 
other said ‘pat-pat-patting you’ he played an A sharp 
on the piano in succession with the words. He stood to 
walk towards the door of the porch Elliot was sitting on. 
Words are like that. They mean everything because they 
kind of are everything. A part of sentience is represent-
ed with language. I’d even go so far as to say neither 
inhibit the other, like representations can do, but make 
the other possible. There are all the things outside of 
words but without words they are just a mimicry of 
other things. A looping of sensations. A technical del-
uge. Dark movement. The world miming the world. The 
other’s body slowly positioned itself 
in-between movements, the way it does when thought 
takes over major faculties, though his hands and arms 
gesture wildly. He continued, Like, think about a ma-
chine built to churn out small toys, and it’s totally 
automated. Then, a war or two. Water disappears. Or a 
massive solar flare, an ultra-virus, somethin’... civiliza-
tion collapses. It eventually goes away entirely. Imagine 
coming upon a ruined, decayed world and in the deaf-
ening quiet there’s this noise, deep in the rubble. Your 
curiosity overcomes whatever else and you dig through 
the ruins and underneath piles and piles of little toy 
trucks, there is a rickety machine making them, loyal-
ly piling itself underneath them. This is consciousness 
without language. It is ornament to design. His latent 
southern accent flared with the word “ornament”. He 
started to play the piano again. 
Elliot sat and the piano sounded muted but very close 
to his ears. What was being played was not very beau-
tiful. At the middle of his mind he felt a pulsating of 
experience but it was a static one, somewhere he could 
rest. Even the piano being played could not direct the 
moment to be temporal. It felt like a moving moment. It 
thrashed against his reason.

  stupidity. His good pillow was cold and flat, like he 
liked, and the medicine created an artificial path to 
slumber. 

_____

28



_____

29

porch began to groan and move under his weight. He 
twisted around in his chair and grabbed at the handle 
of the door to the house.

You know who would love this? 

Tell me, the other said. His voice was quiet. I’m falling! 
Elliot screamed. The voice broke and
squealed. 
Falling? Where? The voice was even quieter. The panic 
bounding in his chest felt like a fist beating his lungs 
and he gasped as his legs found the slip of wood in 
front of the door and his hands held onto the small iron 
ball of the door handle. There was a loud cracking and 
the whooshing sound of a falling mass slipped silently 
into the void below him as his brother opened the door 
and he stepped into the house with tentative foot falls. 
He knew it so well but had never recognized before 
now. The house he and Elliot grew 
up in. 

04 

 “Hello, Elliot. This is your agent calling, for the 
fifth time. Fifth. And I’ll probably follow with a sixth 
call or seventh if you don’t return this one. Again...
sigh... they want to do an exhibition with the Hymnal 
series and if I do not return with an answer at some 
point soon you may miss out on the biggest thing to 
come your way, you know, ever, probably. Please, 
please. This is...purgatory, Elliot. Come on, please. Call 
me back.” There was a rustling that is unique to the 
second or two it takes for someone to hang up a smart 
phone. 
 Elliot listened then read the dictation his 
voicemail made of the voice message. It was correct 
other than it saying “him null” instead of hymnal. If I 
hadn’t listened and it were wrong, I’d never know, he 
thought, and he was alright about it; just another way 
he rescinded responsibility in a world not his for any 
kind of taking anymore. The voice was exasperated. 

 He was hungry and looked for cookies in the few 
spaces of his house he would occupy. He had devel-

oped an aversion to food and especially sugar but that 
is specifically when addiction is at its fiercest: in the 

grimacing, purse-lipped face of aversion. His starving, 
gaunt frame sagged romantically with a lifetime of 

sugar at its helm. It is the only thing he would not let 
go of, it seemed. The love of eating is a heavy cross, 
he thought of from something he read. He raised his 

eyebrows in quiet acknowledgment.
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 the paintings in his studio that his agent was speak-
ing of. They were stacked unceremoniously against a 

wall outside of his studio space. He had a split-second 
vision of the pieces in the context of a 

gallery; white light and curated white space forcing 
with all the spurious wherewithal of an ancient econ-
omy, with all the hopes and desires and self doubt of 

thieves, fakes, skeptical-but-proud parents and envious, 
better artists alike, with all the dingy stench of subjec-

tivity- value. And that value, far from Wittgenstein’s 
That, still produces a name; A title, an author, a time 

and place, a history, a beginning, and an end en-
meshed with the beginnings and ends of other images 
that preceded it, a desire to transcend all of it and all 

at that instant enforcing it. Spatial. It always seemed to 
him that tacit desire 

preceded the failing of a thing, specifically because 
images produced by people to explain or 
accommodate one thing took on a set of meanings 
impossible for the author to know at the outset. Any 
time the author speaks towards a thing they make, even 
internally, they are removing blank section of canvas 
on which others are to sketch their conclusions. The 
entire place for someone to develop an understand-
ing of a piece of work are in the places the author has 
left unconstituted. In a way, the things an author does 
create explicitly are limp; filled poorly of only a single 
breath, a single understanding. This is the paradox of 
creating a thing, this is the ambivalence in a creator. In 
something that works, in something that is necessary, 
there is simultaneously required all the understanding 
possible and none at
all. 
 Elliot texted his agent, who was younger than he 
and successful in a way that marked the filthy, shal-
low puddle his culture lay face down in. Selling things 
always wages war with making them. “I have one piece 
I will use from the collection. It is called ‘Oh Love That 
Will Not Let Me Go’”. He stopped upon spotting a 
package of cookies tucked away in some seeming su-
perposition of snacks that were never there and always 
there throughout his life. “Send someone to pick it up, I 
will wrap it and mark it,” he continued, chewing
loudly. 

He threw the empty box away and half laid down on 
his bed, one foot on the floor and one up. His back 

hurt and he grinded his teeth absently as his eyes dart-
ed around in discontent at his decision.

He found no cookies, but the occupation led him to



 “And for god’s sake Beth, do not let the 
name ‘hymnal series’ catch on, or i’ll pull it”. 
 At the whooshing sound his phone made 
when it sent a message, he immediately turned 
the sound off to avoid the flurry of texts and 
calls he was sure Beth would follow up with. He 
stood and flipped

the switch of the hallway lights and went to wrap the 
painting in moving materials outside of his studio. 
There was a small lamp always on inside the work-
space, but despite the soft beckoning of an always 
ready room he did not have the compulsion to work on 
much of anything. He hadn’t been inside in over two 
weeks. Its dim light shone through the bottom of the 
double doors into the messy hallway and at one point 
he went all the way to the kitchen instead of the studio 
to grab scissors. It smelled of stale oil paints and, he 
thought, overwhelmingly like sheetrock; details des-
tined for the trash. Temporal versus spatial, he thought. 
The only good one out of the bunch was taller than him 
and it took quite some time to successfully finish cover-
ing it. 

05 

He withdrew in thought for a spell, before saying If I 
can’t remember, there is no beginning, no end; there’s 
nothin’. 
Sure there is. 
No, no. How can there be anything when the time-
stamp of memory is withheld? 
Time is never withheld, he answered. Only details. It is 
the cheapest way to solicit a question. Whenever either 
spoke quickly to each other, the accent lay like a snake 
in wait, choosing unsuspecting vowels to strike. What 
question, though? 
Any. 
Why? 
Desire, s’pose. 
That sounds lascivious. His voice wiggled around las-
civious in jest. 
C’mon. You know how I mean though. ‘No desire with-
out prohibition.’. That speaks to something very basic. 
Ugh, gutter talk, he joked. The way you attribute con-
tent always suspends it in a vacuum, a vacuum of study, 
academia. Let’s have a genuine thought that you didn’t 
read! Elliot was slowly shaking his head in more mock 
condescension. 
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Maybe. Well. Don’t make it untrue. What I was saying 
was about being denied... our narratological standards 
allow a cheap parlor trick to preside over the main 
body of movement in a story: withhold the details and 
the reader will ask a question, regardless of how
obvious. Once we ask, we desire; desire the answer.
Well. What is it? 

Never the point. And if it is, it wasn’t worth desiring 
the answer. Probably. 
Elliot spun on his heels toward the couch and his 
mouth formed an O in a mock eureka. So! You’re 
saying you’re cheap? Amazing. 
Pff, I’m not narrating no story for you. 
But you know something I don’t. 
I don’t know the important stuff. 
Elliot lay down on the brown couch and kicked his 
legs up. He felt spry. A tuft of air from the cushions 
being flattened pushed a cloud of nearly invisible 
particles in the air, and amongst the particles were 
short white hairs that shined as they flew upward 
then downward more slowly, tickling the light cas-
cading through the living room and illustrating the 
beams to look like a moving stream. 
 A scent reached him that locked his eyes 
shut and left his entire emotional person yoked in 
a moment that could have housed ten livings and 
dyings. All the joy and pain, all the splendor and all 
of the squalor, all of it, at once, through an opening 
in his head. Prudence, he whispered. 
 The other had moved across the room 
during the eternity and his voice sounded defeated, 
for the first time since he could remember. He’s not 
here, other than that, Ells. Sorry. 

06 

 Eyes gently opening and blinking, Elliot’s 
thoughts  were already mid-stride in images 
of his late great dane, Prudence. Prude for short, 
Prudy for the sweetest inflection. His belongings 
were in a drawer in the lower part of the cupboard 
that occupied the breakfast nook. Elliot’s bedroom 
opened into the nook and the kitchen was through 
the opposite doorway. He had removed the door to 
his room because Prudy was possessed by a com-
pulsion to be only where Elliot was but he did not 
like to push with his nose as some dogs would. As 
if to avoid ever actually closing the potential for his 
friend’s complacent ogle, he never replaced it. 
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In the odd geometry of the house, you could stand at a 
small place in the kitchen and see directly the foot of 

He sat in this small vignette on the bed. His gaze was 
fixed on the kitchen where Prudy used to stand looking 

when not allowed in the bedroom. He thought of his 
ears, like black flaps of new velvet draping the sides of 

his salt and pepper head. It
would

be a stretch to say he seemed alert when he stared, or 
longing, even, which he certainly was. His face was 

inclined to a sad disposition, even when not sad at all. 
But in the blankness that cannot house 
accommodations of minds unlike our own, Prude’s 
face commanded a different subjection. That sad red 
glare and its dark curtains perched to each side and 
its refusal of categorization held it all, accommodated 
every song ever sang. It was the harmony which sinks 
any single note into the abyss. Harmony is harmony 
when it abolishes the existing note with the new paired 
note, infinite multiplicity. An other. Sense in otherness; 
how infrequent a thing. 
 Elliot imagined himself through Prude’s 
gaze, perched on the bed like a primate; endlessly 
chattering, endlessly gesturing. Did he smell him all 
over the house? What did he hear when he snored 
like a high-school woodshop at night? No sense to 
be made of the other at all, only the harmony which 
is made by the two of them; A private harmony, and 
that struck him, compressed and forceful. The way he 
understood his universe; in tandem, private. The scale 
which this existed with Prudence, loose and ambig-
uous, lent its nebulous frame to him and his twin, 
allowed a spark of understanding. It was precious 
because it was private, not precious because it was 
unique. But how to know? It informed all of him, how 
he was made. All of what he made. It always had. But 
how? In some way. 
 He opened the drawer and there were a 
scattering of items. Un monument pathétique, he 
smiled and clenched his jaw. His chest began to burn. 
The idea that such banal objects could possess any 
symbolism whatsoever! The universe seemed to
chuckle. 
 Two leashes, a roll of poop bags, a pack of 
green rubber booties for when he broke one of his 
nails sprinting full speed for the joy of sprinting full 
speed and bled, bled, bled. Never once did Prudy even 
so much as look at it.

Elliot’s bed. 
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    ‘Jesus’ Love Never Failed Me Yet’ was 
playing in his bedroom, elegantly building to a 
sweeping cacophony burying the single spindly 
voice just repeating and repeating and repeating. 
The house rattled softly as a large truck passed 
by outside. He wept. And for the first time he 
wept without it being condemned by the loss of 
his brother. He wept, and wept, and wept, and 
never once so much as looked at 
his weeping. 

               07 

 The clouds rolled in slowly overhead. Silvery 
monuments to change; of changing. Crawling explo-
sions painting affliction, cleansing, renewal. But really 
it was just the earth repeating itself. Affirmation on 
high. All the earth’s plurality imbued well before we 
could pluralize it with our words. How long it must 
have repeated, waiting for a reckoning; how small the 
reckoning must’ve sounded upon arrival. 
 Inside the house it was dimming. Inclement 
weather excited them both, and both they went to the 
windows. Outside of the house to the back was a small 
yard and then a treeline and beyond that was bigger 
yard that joined two other houses. One neighbor to the 
back was an old woman who would give them cookies 
made with m&m’s and they were from another world 
entirely in their perfection. She would give them to 
them in ziploc bags inside round tin containers. This 
was an easy love to possess; it fit safely between one’s 
hands. 
 The other was a severely overweight couple, 
hoarders, and in their grief of living, hidden catastro-
phes of reason suspended them in a total mindlessness 
of others. They were rude, 
inconsiderate, tactless, thankless. Elliot remembered 
that Ma and Pa were wonderful to them, a devotion 
to the love they shared, a devotion of devotion. How 
alarming that unfamiliar, diffused reflection of one’s 
own stupid looking face when the moral dogmatism so 
thoroughly railed against is actually a window to kind-
ness instead of ignorance. 
 Beyond the shared yard was a Salvation 
Army. It had church services in the dingy main room 
that served many purposes and did not resemble a 
church even in the slightest. The services felt like Alco-
holic Anonymous meetings and to be sure, the Alco-
holic Anonymous meetings felt like church services. 
The stale fear that there was an overlap in attendance to 
both scared no one except the 
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well-to-do people that would volunteer in the holi-
day season. They would not bring their children, that’s 
how you knew. But there were plenty of children there 
already, and all the better to not teach the absurdity of 
classism at a place where the shit end of the dispari-
ty stick was so protruding. That’s what school was for, 
anyway. 
Down the hill on the back side of the 
Salvation Army continued the little brick houses and 
yards, endless seeming, dotting a landscape that
otherwise would be full of a different kind of sadness, 
one where scattered, brittle realities didn’t exist at all. 
But things in minds multiply in places much smaller, 
much sadder. So perhaps the saddest place is one that 
is not taken in, not regarded at all. Who knows? No one 
knows. The whole point is that no one is there to know. 
But beyond being forgotten, beyond forgetting, Elliot 
could not think of anything that scared him. 
These places, impoverished of imagination if not things, 
still had all one requires to begin contending in a world 
that pummels most from the very start. The shapes of 
streets and land that dictated how we moved and later 
what was possible with one another are unremem-
bered, the aforementioned details destined for the bin. 
A tree’s shade may thwart one from seeing behind a 
neighbor’s house, where that person you knew had 
their entire livelihood that you didn’t know. A hill may 
be too difficult to ascend, and the view afforded there 
and there only was consigned to oblivion. We learned, 
and we left, and we eventually return. Often just to 
see how our eyes changed what they see. All of this is 
looking, mind you; all of this is a gaze. Why did I never 
know? one may ask. I never gazed with my own eyes, 
should be the answer. 
The place responded to the weather the way it does. 
Froze, or waited. Even the smells froze, waiting to be 
succeeded by the smell of rain. It guided them both all 
around this place they knew as home, it soaked up El-
liot’s mind and suspended it above the town. The trees 
swayed as a single gesture, waved to be fed. The grass 
sat stupidly in its uselessness. The view was one easily 
imaginable. 
What do bees do when it rains? 
I don’t know, man. 
Can they fly? I mean, the raindrops are as big as they 
are. 
Maybe time goes slower for them, ‘cause they’re so fast. 
So they can dodge the rain. 
Mm. Meditative. 
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You just need something huge from everything. I take 
great calm that a bug’s life is full enough to ignore ev-
erything except their duty. 
I do require much. Might just be it’s a fault of mine. El-
liot did not look at him. His mind had shot to Prudence 
again. It dragged his thought into the congealment of 
understanding, categorization. He asked timidly, What 
is happening in this place, how 
am I here. 

Well. Here we are is all. I don’t know that I have a better 
way to bridge these two places we’re in. And to be specif-
ic, you are in two places. I am not in any place like you’d 
know as “place”. I made it here and waited for you, but, 
time...it’s not time here. It goes in every direction but its 
all at once. There’s no center. There is no before, after. 
There is not even a direction that orients you. 
Elliot paused before contending: But, you ‘waited’ for me, 
you said. 
Yes, but I also have always been in this conversation, as 
I have always been in every conversation we have ever 
had. Everything you experience as a moment in 
time, I see from another place. I dunno how else to say 
it...there is no language yet to bridge these two islands 
of information. Like, a rat can understand color, and can 
understand shape, but he can’t connect those two things 
to orient himself in a room. “Left of the blue wall” doesn’t 
exist for him yet. To be clear, I’m not calling you a rat, 
not calling you ignorant...I mean the important part to 
regard is the language, the internal speaking to one’s self 
with words and images. But you can’t access the correct 
perspective to develop the images yet, and that’s what 
creates the bridge. Elliot sighed, sucked his teeth. So, I 
don’t understand and I’m not going to understand. I don’t 
know that that puts to rest anything in my head. 
I am sorry, I wish I could create a way to exist for you to 
experience this and simultaneously have you understand 
how limited it forces me to be. Anyway, this is what I 
wanted, this is what I made, this place for us. Desire does 
not disappear here, it simply becomes a multitude, and 
an infinitely fractional part of that multitude is this. I must 
speak with you, otherwise I am a confused and ambling 
web of desires. All of it begins here, with you. It is the 
only thing that precedes desire for us, Elliot. That is how 
to orient our view of the maze we wander through alone. 
Everything else we experience and know, we are injected 
into at the level of desire. Not this. Even



where I am at now, it begins here. It is the only 
“center” in the prism of my experience...but 
it moves. At every moment it moves to where 
we are then. Or for your sake, where we were, 
as children, and where we’re going, as those 
same children. I knew our minds would traverse 
towards this place on their own. Elliot quietly let 
this form a place in himself.

      The spirit of rain always precedes its 
             fellowship with us. There was an orange glow now
that hummed throughout. He agreed, saying I feel the need 
to speak with you as well, I cannot exist well without it. 
Like how a harmony abolishes the two notes it uses. I think 
that is why I was so linked to Prudy. I went through his 
things the other day. Or, today? Shit. 
Don’t slip out by trying to orient yourself, Ells, the oth-
er tried to warn. And besides, you’d be surprised at how 
many ways dogs and human beings continue their exis-
tence together. 
Is he there? Where you are. Is he? 
I can say only that the window to how you knew him and 
how he knew you is locked. But it is just that, Ells.
A window. 
God, this confusing shit. I hate it. 
We’re leagues beyond where I thought we could go. I am 
shocked you’re still here. Anyway, harmony is an interest-
ing analogy. Makes me think of Walter Pater.
Who? 
Jus’ look it up later...he made clear the importance of 
being enveloped by a moment. Letting it succeed. If we 
were to listen to our moments like we listen to the music 
we love, the harmonies, the disharmonies... Observation 
is some thread woven throughout. Attention. Or it’s the 
needle pulling the thread. We were witness to the abolition 
of our future, and “becoming” I know now was a static 
loop. Elliot swallowed and his throat was very dry. When 
you died? 
No. Death was not the end of our future. Our future was 
dismantled right in front of us while we were experiencing 
the same things. We were just distracted.
Everyone was. Is. 
I can’t follow, Elliot conceded, but it feels like I’m reading 
about semiotics. I’m thinking about Prudence. I would sit 
and listen to his breathing as he drifted in and out of sleep. 
It would change as I held his big heavy head differently, as 
I rubbed the soft hair between his eyes...it was a music. A 
different
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language.
 The rain started softly and pecked the quiet in  
       uneven patterns. It began to rain harder and it became 
clear that there were spots where it dripped onto the floor. 
The drips eventually became little splashes as the puddles 

grew. How often he has lain under a strange roof, thinking  
of home. 

 Pieces of wood siding painted white peeled from 
the house and flew by the window but no sound of their 
loosening came to Elliot. The wind was not howling but 
grumbling, and the other seemed not to 
notice or care that the house was slowly coming apart. 

 He sat with a piece of paper in his hand, 
crossed his legs and began to speak after reading it. There 
was no sound from his voice but the groaning of the storm 
made Elliot sit up and an alarming knocking cleaved his 
peacefulness. 

08 

 The knock came several more times but 
Elliot did not move. Eventually he heard a faint knocking at 
his neighbor’s house and he moved a curtain aside to see 
that it was a canvasser with khakis and a clipboard. It was 
bright outside, birds slowly flagging the firmament. 
 He slowly got up, stretched his arms above his 
head, sat down at his small desk and began to write. First 
to his mother and father who he had not spoken to in some 
time and then roughshod ideas that somehow bleated at 
not being in physical space. Eventually they would be, 
twice over: First a line on a page and then the form of a 
painting. Creation bellows and insists it’s magnitude con-
stantly, but necessity implores, quietly. 

“It has been some time. How are you,” he began, and the 
black ink from his pen was soaking into the page in great 
blots.
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I Will Eat My Sheep in Peace
                       by Robert Torres
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 I will not insult your intelligence by saying we are all born with a purpose or that ev-
erything happens for a reason. I do propose that all of us, for better or for worse, are to some 
extent unique and that our unique qualities will, when tested, lead each of us to different solu-
tions. Only I can know this mouth and these teeth and the food crushed between them. If we 
are fighting to keep each other alive, each of us must be sure that we are living.
 Examine with me the street sheep: The body is so fresh that its flesh is still warm to the 
touch. It was probably still alive when it drove into the business district, the driver diverted 
from the highway by the riot police. There is a bullet wound in its side, near its many stom-
achs, but I can’t tell you if it was shot while still alive or after it had died from the impact of the 
truck crashing through the storefront. The street is strewn with cubic shatterings of safety glass 
and concrete dust turned to slurry by the drizzle this morning. The air is still cool. A fog hangs 
around the second stories. If there were other sheep or humans on the truck, they survived long 
enough to bleed out elsewhere. 
 We can’t all be in the business of leaving things behind.
 Let us start then, with the wool. Dry, formless, yet provides resistance to the molars 
as I try to grind. The concrete dust ensnared in the wool makes it especially unpalatable. At 
first I try trimming it like a hedge, but fibers stick between my teeth. I resort to pulling it out 
in clumps with huge jerks of my neck. A bomb explodes to the east, but the glass it shatters is 
louder than the explosion itself. By the time I’ve torn a hole in the wool wide enough for my 
face, I can feel my bowels knitting a stocking. I am not a weaver; I am the eater of this sheep. 

 Once I was the eater of a small blue bird, or its remains, an azure whorl of feathers, 
mangled, like the angel in the door, screaming for the prophet, screaming to fly into my mouth 
and it came into my body and I was changed as the feathers tore my throat and the beak dis-
solved in my gullet and I looked into the forest and knew nothing out of place.
 A sheep is heavier than a bluebird. The strain of wrenching the wool from the skin 
cramps my neck. I move my body like a machine. Finally, the flesh is exposed. It is still warm 
to the mouth. The texture is wet purse. Inside the skin is the salty and coppery blood. I’m glad 
to find my life long taste for blood sausage has not left me; after inches of wool, the taste of the 
blood is a wet and welcome relief. One hand on the forelimb and the other on the diaphragm, 
I unzipper a slit in the sheep with my teeth parallel to the curve of the ribs. The process is less 
akin to tearing cloth than to say, chipping paint, as the fascia gives only a little more than it 
would have in life. With the arteries disarmed, blood oozes limply from the severed vessels and 
smears all over my face and chest. 
 The shots in the distance move closer, then stop abruptly. They have discovered a strong-
hold of revolutionaries and are bull-horning orders to come out peacefully, though both the 
pigs and the reds know that either way, they’ll be lined up and executed right there on the 
street. They revolted. I revolted alongside them. I sat on the committees. I agreed that the time 
was right, that the beast from bleeding from the inside out. We made posters, we had rallies 
both above and below ground. We pulled the trigger on what we thought would be permanent 
change. The response was swift and predictable. We were with each of our own little narcis-
sisms caught unprepared. The police will continue marching until the last window has stopped 
rattling from the revolutionary gust.
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 The change around me is slowly being reeled in. The change inside of me, however, is 
charging forward. A grotesque hunger has spawned in me and begs for the heart of the thing. So 
much stands in the way: the pericardium and its web of cartilage, the forest of the lung, and the 
wall of ribs and their tapestries of rich meat. I distract myself with forecasting. What I eat now is 
the spongey skin. Its fat squishes in my mouth as I grind it away. Working my molars like this, I feel 
a certain kinship with my felled ruminant prey. A good palm-sized chunk of meat is exposed now. I 
must hurry while the smell of decay is still fainter than the everyday sheep smell. 
 I cannot chew my way through the ribs. Instead I beat them with my fists. I knock the sheep 
a few inches out of place each time I raise my arm and knock against it. Bash by bash, the blood 
streak from the bullet wound is revealed underneath it. My knuckles ache. My hands have not 
changed so much as my mouth has. I have grown my claws but added only a little muscle and 
bone mass to my extremities. All this to say, hitting the sheep hard enough and long enough to 
crack the ribs is terribly painful. I begin to question whether my molars wouldn’t, in fact, wind 
down more slowly than my hand, which I fear may already be broken after just a dozen or so 
strikes.
 But then I hear the snap. A single rib gives away. With another blow, it breaks in another 
place, and then another breaks with a third. This is the gift I give myself by staying the course and 
heading straight in. Out in the street, they split into so many divisions and committees, like each 
finger of a hand trying to make its own fist. I sat on one such committee, then another. I was part 
of the problem, too. Our goal was clear but our route multifoliate, giving the reactionaries any 
number of smaller routes to cut off from the head. But here with this sheep my goal and my route 
are clear, and I will embrace the change that has come over me and refuse to go back to that small 
human life I led.

 I start peeling back the ribs and scraping their muscles off with my teeth. This part is the 
most familiar. It’s simply raw meat. With a small flame or lime juice most humans would consider 
this a proper though voluminous meal. My teeth are changed thus that I if I’m careful, I can scrape 
away at the bone too, breaking off little pieces and swallowing them like jagged pills.
 The gunshots begin again. Either they surrendered or the pigs decided it was worth raiding 
the place right away. I hope they put up a fight, though how much of one, I couldn’t tell you. We 
didn’t have time to gather weapons. Their stronghold will be torn through in minutes, and then it 
will be just a couple blocks before the reactionaries encounter me in the street with my sheep, and 
they will shoot on site when they find me like this. My change has not made me bullet proof. I am 
not a werewolf. I am simply a bit larger and a bit sharper than I used to be. It is, however, difficult 
to eat the ribs quickly. I hurry the process by breaking the ribs into smaller pieces with my hands 
as I gnaw away with my teeth, giving myself a break every few mouthfuls by savoring a chunk of 
the real meat. After the ribs, the lungs will be a breeze, I think, though again I distract myself with 
forecasting. Too much forward thinking can be a burden. One must always keep his eyes on the 
situation at hand, lest he miss it shifting into something unpredicted. 
 By the time I have worked away a sufficient area of the ribs, the fighting has died down.  
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I can only assume they’re marching this way. The lung meat is worse than I reckoned for. Any 
given alveolus is but a tiny sac, but together they form a dense cartilaginous sponge. The empty 
space only makes it harder to chew as it depletes my bite force. Also working against me is the 
mass of ribs, meat, and wool already sitting in my distended stomach. The rate my gut works at 
has not changed enough to accommodate the change in my appetite. 

The sun is high in the sky now. Mouthful by mouthful, the lung of the street sheep has begun to 
give way. The marchers have not encountered me yet. Perhaps they stopped for a simple lunch of 
meat and bread, a simple human meal. I have been eating all morning, but still I am a new kind 
of hungry. I long for the heart, which I have long lusted after in my dreams. It’s rondure finally ap-
pears under the last layer of the lung. I take a break with that last layer in my mouth, trying to let 
my gut make room, taking in the shape and size of my quarry. My paralysis breaks when I hear 
them marching again. I must move quickly. I will not be kept from my goal when it is so close 
at hand. I embrace my change. With my hands I pull the heart in the pericardium so the arteries 
are taut. I gnaw them each to sever them. If there was more time I would savor the process, but 
suddenly I am in a hurry. With my jaws weak from working the ribs, these vessels feel as strong 
as PVC pipe. It takes nearly as long to free the heart as it did to eat through the lung. But then it’s 
in my hands.
 It’s in my hands.
 In the shadowless light, the pericardium glistens, wet with blood still red. I tear it open 
like a candy wrapper. The reactionaries round the corner. I’m so covered in blood I could be a 
corpse. I am so not so changed on the outside as to look like anything besides human. Perhaps I 
have not grown so large, perhaps my nails not so clawlike, my teeth not so sharp. I am but an-
other man among humans. But the change inside of me is intractable. I have dug my way to my 
goal and now I hold it in my hand and when I sink my teeth into this flesh, I will be made whole. 
I will join together the beginning and the end. 
 The soldiers see that I’m alive, they call to me, they tell me to halt. They could not possi-
bly stop me now. I sink my incisors into the atrium, through the fat like another layer of skin and 
the cartilage like another set of ribs. It squishes and cracks at the same time. They fire a shot. I 
have deceived myself this whole time but I cannot stop. My teeth have not changed but I believe 
I can.



The Wall
by Nicolas Amara
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 I’m running in a gargantuan maze, one flat tunnel like the rest of them becomes 
one roofless tunnel. All of the great walls are looking over me from their points in history. 
I make a dent with my fist in the soft metal of the wall and hide against the pavement, 
where the wall meets the pavement at the ground

Howling at the wall doesn’t do anything. Hunting around for a knife in my pocket so I 
can at least carve a word on the wall and hold out until I can speak from mouth to mouth 
with someone that I know and know respects my words. I can’t help but keep my mouth 
open and wait for the yellow air to come in and graze my brain and tell me what the right 
thing to do is

I get up and walk onto the concrete and imagine the siding, I draw the lines and I bring 
them up like fissures into the gold sunrise of the new day

Banging and cajoling, eyes smack at the foresight and grin at the inevitable, wondering 
and peering and peeling back at the self in the hole

The hole is like a dead animal that I prod and prod and eventually want to tell me the 
truth. When I look at the wall I think of the hole. I wish the hole was in the wall so I could 
stick my fist in through it and feel around in the ambivalent and the unknown.

My chest hurts and I start to panic. Nobody will feel the rapid palpitations of my heart 
against the wall. I cannot guarantee anything to myself so I fondle around in my pockets 
for something reassuring.

When I pull out a lighter it is blue and green and white but I peel the wrapper off that has 
all of these colors and see that the lighter itself is actually white.

I hurry down the line of the wall and search again for another hole. I want to go in where 
the rats go in. When the rats go in they divide up their duties and great big ideas murder 
in the brain the collapsing moments of truth, they take them out and they leave the mind 
blank again, like a brand new sieve, clean and shiny and empty.

The seven ways in are like a gallery of masks: my, me, it, your, I, they, us

I poke around in the middle of them with a stick and stir them like yolk

I am running and I keep running now. The wall doesn’t end. It’s the Berlin wall, it’sits the 
great wall in China, it’sits a border wall—that border wall—time itself, a great harrowing 
length of monotony, a wild surface without a face.

I gather up my belongings that I’ve let out of my stomach. I try to put them in my hands 
and wrangle them with my knobby fingers, long knobby fingers from years of gripping 
and grabbing after, wrangling and wringing with boredom, mostly boredom and mind-
lessness

_____
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After a day or so I wake up again at the side of the wall. I think it could be a day, I think 
it could be an hour or a few minutes, I think it could be a way out that I haven’t seen 
before, and maybe I’ve woken up in a strange little circle of earth that I’ve never seen 
before.

At the base of the wall again is a rope. I pick up the short piece of rope, about as long as 
my forearm. I try to realize what the time is and the use of the rope as I smack it against 
the ground like a little animal like a fast little twig

I wish I could go back in time, back to when the life was in a can, a little something to 
ease the wondering, but now I’ve forgotten its name, and I can’t find another way to get 
a hold of that, so I’m holding anything I find on the ground and I try to get a name out of 
it, I wring it and wring it, I try to get a purpose out of it, I smack and smack at it and get 
another look at it now that I’ve beaten it, and it’s quite frayed now at one end, its coming 
apart but its the same, its different but its hard to discern from what I thought I had in the 
beginning, so I smack it some more, I beat it and whip it about like a raggedy ragdoll, I 
picture a purpose for it or I put it into a million little pieces, either way I look I look I look

The future is a ragged edge, something I’m tripping over as I run up and down the wall, 
up and down and up and down and from side to side of the wall, sides without lines, 
ends without means, simply existing, simply lethargic, one on the other, yet to grow an-
other way out. Like me.

Hold on, looks like there’s a crack here. I slow my whipping and stop my fraying and I 
focus myself on the crack in the wall. I put my nose up to it and take a big breath so I can 
really get at what it’s like to be this crack in the wall.

I stick the tip of my nose right in it and wiggle it around but right as I do so the tip jumps 
right off and falls into the crack. I turn fast and put my ear against the crack to see if I can 
hear anything, and I hear that little tip of my nose smack against something far away, I 
can taste the distance.

The distance gives me hope. As long as I’m positioning in relation to something else, 
I can find my way to that other side, I can figure some thing to do to make it less of a 
distance, I can get relative, I can feel the relation to the outside world, with that vibration 
and that slap of the nose on the surface somewhere on the other side of the wall, where 
things fall across

Well there’s no use wondering too much about what to do with the rest of my nose, I still 
have most of it, it’s still here and the other piece is there. And I hear against my own ear 
drums the sound of the outside of my ears, the little particles of wall flaking off of them, I 
wonder and imagine and I dream right outside of my ear, I focus in on the little pieces of 
the thing and wonder and dream and I get into the hole in my head and I make a big deal 
of it, I feel a vertigo coming on

I open my eyes and the wall is at my back. I lay against it like a mannequin, flexing 
slightly at the legs, the legs are still there. Great looking at the upside of things from the 
ground of a 



vertical plane, the upside being the unilateral, the line of sight like a pillar of smoke in 
the dust of the great alleyway of life.

I trace the outline of a rat next to me on the wall, imagining it might get up and move and 
go to the hole, lead me the way to the next level of this maze

I look down a ways from where I lay against the wall and I see the rope laying against the 
wall. I push myself up off the wall and walk sidelong at the rope, looking at it as hard as 
I can manage without hurting my brain, and I feel the frayed ends in the socket of mem-
ory. When I get to the rope, though, it’s not frayed, and it’s quite longer, its a little bit of 
a spool mangling itself together as a great big knot, in fact it’s barely a rope at all, almost 
a pile made of shred of rope, woven together, just a mound afterall. But it’s quivering, its 
shaking with a little purpose, or for want of purpose, its angling itself at my eyes so I must 
take it in, and I can’t understand why but I must stare at it too, and watch it wiggle until 
its become a hardened fact, the rope pile wiggling, the length of thing stuck in a pile of 
thing, a thing without a thing to become, having decided upon its thingness.

I figure I should turn to look for the other rope. This isn’t my rope. I can’t tie this rope. I 
figure the other rope that I saw before, that I beat to be frayed at either end to show its 
threads, should be tied. It’s long enough to be tied in one knot, and then that will be that. 
So I look around in circles and look for the rope, a circle mulling around in search of a 
line of rope.

I think about holding myself fast, I feel my wandering is getting out of hand, I stick to it, 
the walking, I find myself grabbing at myself but I keep on moving. I walk past the rat out-
line I’ve scratched into the wall a few times, I come back against the wall with my fingers 
on the rough surface of corroded metal, and I qualify this moment against the outline of 
the rat like a fixed point on a terribly large map

I’m hanging out against the purpose of the thing, I can’t quite get to the surface with my 
reasoning or my vision, I can’t quite wrangle what all of the wandering is about

I can’t quite imagine what it’d be like to squeeze myself through the opening into the 
other side that houses the rest of my nose now, I hope its the great wall that I imagine and 
a hard edge on the other side will straighten out all of this kicking of the dust 

All of this great mess of things. All of this is a great big mess of things. All of this is a great 
big mistake that I’m counting up on an abacus behind my back, I got hold of the grip and 
I can make it a grip if I can get the the grip on the situation at hand, it’s just the flat wall, 
the surface of the wall an amalgam of flat 

I run my fingers along it, I preach to it to become my wall and my door, my crack and my 
portal, curling up against it and drooling slightly, moving into the open space beyond me, 
swinging my arms like brooms, sweeping the bitter particles

_____
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The forming is the breaking, the masquerading is the holding, the happening is the col-
lapsing of the sheet metal and screws in a hundred crashing moments that’ve piled in the 
back of the brain

The angles start to vibrate with the deathgrip of the linear

—

Here in the mist of the day when I wake I can see the wall stretch for miles. I pound my 
tiny fists against it. I am an island with a wave crashing on it all day and all night.

Hurrying on again, I find myself running. Running around in circles again. In front of the 
wall I make a circle

The line I look down with my eyes keeps regenerating, one long stretch into the next step 
and the next step, the wall like a guardrail 

The sun looks down like a cheap lamp on cobbled fixtures, fake lines and hard edges, 
chalk drawings and scuffing in the paint

I move to put another stripe on the wall, I brush with my fingers over the rough surface 
of the wall and feel the friction at the tips, I make a brush in my hand and I brush over a 
length an arm’s width wide. When I stop moving my hand back and forth I see the faint 
outline of a smear that goes away when I keep on looking

I walk back to where I began, where I pushed myself off of the ground and decided it 
was this day that I would get up and paint the wall, I try to make things look differently 
than they are so that I can escape the boxing in of the division between here and there. I 
pretend I’m not wondering about the other side of the wall. I don’t believe I ever saw the 
crack or lost my nose. I can’t smell any differently, I haven’t lost any awarenes of any-
thing, so I might as well give in to this long line leading me into something interminable 
but whole.

I put my hand against the wall and expect to leave a handprint. I hang onto the wall with 
a flat palm. I feel a fusing here in this particular spot. Perhaps this is my spot. Maybe I’ll 
just stand here and wait until I become another thing. I can see that yellow glare in my 
peripheral vision. I know it’s pushing at the air around me and trying to coccoon me in. I 
can gather that I’m not supposed to stay still and keep at it. I realize I should be moving 
on. I’m made to know that this isn’t my place. I come to figure that I should keep walk-
ing and hold my own hand and make a movement that doesn’t suggest I’m ungrateful for 
waking up on this side of the wall

I put my hand in my pocket and feel a wet handful of paint start running down my leg

I’m just standing here and all I want to do is put my hand back on the wall. All that is just 
is the feet on the ground and the hand in the pants and the liquid running down the leg. 
The only mark that I’ve made on myself is on my body. I crack open another thought and 
let it fester. I rip up all of the copper wiring from my muscles. I leave myself like a broken 
open car frame and I walk forward along the wall, looking backward. I look one way and 
I feel the inferiority. I turn another _____
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way and I make up the absence. I kick the ground as if it will flake into dust but the hard 
dirt turns to hard rubber and I squeak my bare feet against the linoleum as it turns to met-
al. I wonder where the end is between the beginning and the beginning

That wall that they talk about isn’t even upright, it’s not even a wall at all, it’s a level plane 
for walking

That wall that they say into existence isn’t even a great big problem wall, it’s not even a 
barrier, and anyone could see that it’s not a wall

I talk in the third person and the wall remains a singular being

I open up my shirt and reach in for my lungs. I take the lungs and hold them against the 
wall. They disappear

I take out my kidneys leaking fluids and hold them against the wall, as if to filter out its 
bad parts and leave only its absence. They disappear

I hope that when I hold up my liver to the wall that I’ll be able to figure out what’s good 
and what’s bad and my eyes will reflect that. It disappears

I hold out my heart to the wall and feel it pulsing in those hands. It disappears

I put those hands into my face through my nose and wiggle out my brain, keeping most of 
the mush intact. The bulk of it disappears, some mush left to fall at the foot of the wall

I want to take out my eyes and offer them to the wall, but my brain having been removed, 
all I can do is look on as the wall becomes and becomes, from all sides

—

Underneath the wall is a divet that runs for miles to either side. Underneath the divet is 
the cold, cold ground. The ground becomes a mirror. The ground shoots at the possibility 
of entertainment. The ground reflects. The ground like a hollow bridge with no posts at 
either side

The sky doesn’t speak. The air is still yellow.

The holes, where they appear, are little people calling out

The little people are scratching behind my ears
The little people want the way to become a house
The littleness wants to linger for long enough to hold onto me _____
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I yell at the top of the wall and hold a finger to the seam
I found the seam. I found the seam

Underneath the feet there is a cold, cold, heart. Underneath the wall there was a person.
I happened upon the person when I was, one day, performing another day of walking 
along the wall. The person started to yell when they felt me at their feet. This was the first 
person I had seen while I was walking along the length of the wall. I believed the wall to 
be an absolute thing, I could not gather any other opinion, as the wall had gathered all of 
my necessary organs and left only my eyes to look on. I could not finally speak to the per-
son who I had before longed so dearly to speak, their anonymity a blessing of openness. 
Where sinews used to be inside my ears, hollow spaces were propped up with tiny hands 
made of toothpicks.

I believed the person must be yelling, anyway. I could not see anything except for their 
feet. I wandered back and forth as my eyes looked at the feet. The feet kicked once or 
twice

I am trying to talk to what I believe is right. I am trying to speak to what I believe needs 
speaking to. I am trying to assess the situation in media res. I am seeing and assessing the 
needs of the situation. I need to interpret this as I go along.

It is believed that the individual on the other side of the wall is yelling for help. I can 
judge the vibrations of the yelling by the movement of the toothpicks in the ears. While 
I cannot understand the particularities of speech, the vibrating toothpicks alert me to the 
point of an individual noise sounding loudly. I believe this to be the yelling of the person 
on the other end of the legs.

I am governed by an impulse to understand. The arms swing wildly like broomsticks. I 
govern myself without the power of thought. I move on down the line, a pair of legs wig-
gling in hindsight. When I come to, I’ve gotten to the wall. I turn about and with my eyes 
look down the stretch of the wall. The legs are still there. The longer I look at them, the 
lighter they seem. Eventually they evaporate into nothing

Running isn’t an artform. Stamina is only stasis. Looking is simply leisure. Awareness is 
all a hoax. Moving is monotonous. Breathing is bogus. I look away and look this way and 
that and look straight ahead. Measured in small steps we think so little about the line

This movement is a desert. For as long as I can see I am in the midst of a flat plain with a 
closure at one side. I can run as long as I want into the open distance but the closure is 
what pulls close like a magnet 

The more that I move with the words the less that I can say a sharp thing
Say a thing with definition
Rub out something meaningful

_____
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The walking takes to running, and the running becomes the jumping, the breathing and 
gulping is wishing is hoping

Its exasperating, these fickle measures we take to exacerbate the wall, the one thing 
which comes yearning for our standstill like a face with a laugh perched just behind its 
smile. It wants a crystallization and we want disintegration. It and its miles of receiving, it 
and its boundless giving

I push up from the wall. The wall is beneath me.

I walk sidelong towards the otherside of the wall. I believe if I walk far enough up the 
wall I’ll topple over onto the other side and the movement will continue. I walk and I 
walk and more wall appears before me out of the dust. The dust comes walking towards 
me and brings me back into a desert where I am living on the ground and there is nothing 
before me, the wall at my back

When the time comes I’ll be grateful for this message. When I’m on top of the world I’ll 
climb back down again to tell you how wonderful it all was. When I’m worthy of this 
position I hold, I’ll be humble. When I’ve finally made it I’ll know what the key was all 
along.

When I’m ready to come down I’ll come down. Don’t tell me what to do. Don’t tell me 
what is wrong or right, because I’ve got a handle on it. I make all of the decisions. I’m 
ready for a fight whenever I can chance one.

You think you’re better than me? Well let me let you take a good look at me before it’s you 
you’ll be looking at and it’s me you’ll be running from. Take a good pair of eyes and put 
them to the test. Take a long glance at these puppies. Take a hike and get lost. 

A hundred miles down the line and the lessons start to crop up in the cracks of the wall. 
The cracks are more numerous now, little minute fissures that I need to squint hard at to 
see at all, but they’re there. Holding onto myself, I press my face against the wall. I press 
harder and harder and I start to feel the air on top of my head. I put my hand to the top of 
my head and my hair has disappeared. I have become bald. There’s a lake of water be-
hind both of my eyes and I feel it draining out into the little crik in the wall. It’s opening 
up a little bit more now. I push harder and I feel one eye disappear, as my vision becomes 
lopsided and left-oriented. The crack widens a little bit more. I feel the saliva in the glands 
in my mouth brewing like crazy, and sure enough, sooner than later it’s joined the water 
from my eyes in the crik, now a proper crack with some depth to it. I start clenching my 
teeth but soon they’re gone too and I’m just mushing my gums together. Once my oth-
er eyeball goes all I can do is feel the wall with my face, feel the puddle I’ve made out 
of myself. A big crack open in the wall full of my water and eventually it’s just an open 
space and I fall right through and smack down on the sand.

—

_____
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I wake up again and it’s a pity that they don’t tell you what to do when you wake up. 
Every time I wake up I have to go through the motions of discovering the wall again, 
discovering the space again, realizing what I can and can’t do, and really jumping up 
and down is about the only thing I can do in one space that feels halfway productive. So 
I jump up and down and the creases in the wall run up and down vertically from time 
beating against it for such a long time. It’s got a lot of character, this wall. It’s really some-
thing, just a big something in the middle of nothing. It’s got some really great attributes. 
Strong, docile, dependable, weathered and with a not a little bit of time-tested resilience. 
It’s really a great wall.

_____
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