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To the Editors,
POETRY PROJECT.

G
iving in to an impulse that makes
me feel a little like the proverbial

retired Colonel writing letters to the
London Times, I beg to take issue with
Mr. Tim Davis' review of Edward
Sanders' book Hymn to the Rebel Café.

Deliberately ignoring the two most
powerful re-visionings in the book,
"Cassandra" and "Melville's Father," Mr.
Davis chooses to concentrate on what he
calls "Sanders' ditties" ("Images of Miri-
am" and "At Centu$s End"), sequences

of short aphoristic pieces, and proceeds
to misread them in a stunningly humor-

less, not to say tone-deaf, manner more

appropriate to The New Criterion than to
the pages of the Newsletter.

His coinage 'Qastoralus (sic) Inter-
ruptus" seems amusingly appropriate:

what late twentieth century pastoralis
wouldn't (and shouldn't) be interruptus,
sooner or later? But then Mr. Davis goes

on to pontificate about a sh01t poem in
which Sanders, or the character named
"I" in it, claims that an ant running
across his page at the moment of
"is more important/than George Bush."

The gist of his discourse appears to
be that such a statement is not 'frue" in
the light of "todays media generated
human nature" etc., and that "those two
little words, George Bush, outweigh the
ten lines of description that supposedly
eclipse them in 'importance.' "

The ironies of Sanders' ant/Bush, fax

machine/cricket pairings are obviously
lost on someone who can call them "per-

verse juxtapositions of nature and tech-
nologyP' and then condemn them as
"trite and unbelievable" (my italics).

Carried away by an ill-concealed ani-
mosity toward "the 60s generation poet-
activist" and his "lifestyle," Mr. Davis
then performs a curious volte-face by
stadng that "Belief is rarely an impor-
tant quality of poetry reading." I Such
oafishness ceases to be comical, and it is
not redeemed by what followsða disin-
genuous perplexity as to what "to do"
with Sanders' book "which wants to
chronicle while being votive." Was any
chronicle ever created without a mea-
sure of devotion?

Mr. Davis ends the sad little perfor-
mance with his own, as he seems to
believe, fashionable genuflection to
Gertrude Stein "who wrote so decisive-
ly of historical poetry' (you don't say)

and a lengthy quotation from her admit-
tedly quite charming crypto-babble,
Interestingly enough, Stein, in that
quote, seems to be all in favor of
"recording an arbitrary collision" (such
as black shiny ant / George Bush).

One wouldn't make so much of

thisðSanders' poems will be read and
sung long after his caravan has passed

and the dogs have ceased from bark-
ingðif it did not seem symptomatic of
the smug neo-Aristotelian school of lit-
erary "criticism" and "biography" so
lucidly exposed by Joseph LeSueur in his

letter concerning Brad Gooch's biography

of Frank O'Hara. I suppose some of the

young have always found in
prematurely mummifying their elders,
then painting the mummies in some par-

odic fashion. And I suppose their elders,

while still alive, have always had a light

to object to that

ðAnselm Hollo

NEW FROM

Poetry Poetry EverywhereEverywhere

by Jack Collom & Sheryl Noethe

A guide to teaching poetry writing in school and in
the community, with 60 writing exercises and more
than 450 example poems. 256 pages. $15.95.

To order, send check payable to Teachers & Writers Collaborative, 5
Union square west, New York, NY 10003-3306, or call (212) 691-6590
to use VISA or MasterCard.

T would be the first to admit to being a
Ivery un-au courant, an out-of-it

geezer, not in style, pre-modem, a for-
mer beautiful youth whose eyebags now

are in the league of Dickens or Bakunin,

a poet whose bardic garb is intricately
splashed with the various pigments of

radicalism, and someone with a broken

heart because his country has not
evolved at least into a Scandinavian-
style social democracy.

In my books, I try to present my

investigative poetry as well as my obser-

vations about the natural worldðthe
simply stark, the starkly complex, and

the beautifully simple. And so in the mix

of poems are those with simple images

of ants across plantain leaves as well as

works that discuss in detail historic
vengeance ("By Pont Neff), the serial
aggression of civilizations ("Cassandra")

or life in the early 19th century mercan-

tile lane ("Melville's Father').
I feel obligated to give some infor-

mation in my current series of works

detailing how I live and my political
vision. And the result are those exasper-

atingly stark poems about my %äfe pick-

ing Rabbit Tobacco at the top of Mead's

Mountain, the commingling in the aur-

al lobes of a fax machine and a-ickets at

dawn, or a hunger for a banking system
that would better serve working people.

And while I am honored to be
reviewed in such a prestigious publica-
tion as the Poetry Project Newsletter I
think the reviewer of my book, Hymn to
the Rebel Cafe, has rather too quickly
dismissed my poetry and my political
stance, in his haste to get me out of the
way. I Æv1 out of the way. I hand him a
bottle of pure European water as he
sprints past. And gladly leave to anyone
the entire field of hasty bardic mania,
overwork, careerism, and excessive eye-
balling of the fame-flame.

But my poeuy is definitely thereð
some of it is fully in the field of Olson,
Williams and Hesiod, and it's the way.

ðEd Sanders

LETTERS TO THE EDITOR
are always welcome,
especially if something
said here was terribly
right or wrong.

The next deadline is
February 20.
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dingo 1 $10.00 A Journal of the Arts

A feature interview with Bernadette Mayer plus an excerpt from her
forthcoming book The Desires Of Mothers To Please Others In Lztters. A
selection from My Life In The Early Nineties by Lyn Hejinian. A selection
from Clark Coolidge's City in Regard. Poetry and photos from Reconstruc-
tion by Fanny Howe and Ben Watkins. Plus new work by Rosmarie
Waldrop, John Ashbery, Eileen Myles, William Corbett and others.

Translations include: the complete text of Edmond Jabés' A Foreigner
Carrying In The Of His Arm A Tiny Book, a selection from Arkadii
Dragomoshchenko's Phosphor. New translations ofJacques Roubaud, Elke
Erb, Dominique Fourcade, Peter Waterhouse, and Pierre Martory.

Essays include: "Jazz on Video" by Peter Occhiogrosso and Geoffrey
Young on Kenneth Goldsmith's text art. A 16-page color portfolio including
Win Knowlton, Reginald Madison, Jim Youngerman, and Strombotne.

$10.00 Fall 1993

A feature interview with John Ashbery. James Schuyleús letters. Guston's Nixon by William Corbett (drawings
by Philip Guston). Poems by Bernadette Mayer, Barbara Guest, Clark Coolidge, Rosmarie Waldrop, Michael Gizzi,
Marjorie Welish, David Shapiro and many more. In translation: Edmond Jabés, Marcel Cohen, Jean Frémon, Elke
Erb and others.

A color portfolio including Trevor Winkfield, Darragh Park, and Barbieo Barros Gizzi. Photos and poetry from
The Berlin Book by John Yau and Bill Barrette. Essays on music, art and film including more "Jazz on Video" and an
interview with Leroy Jenkins by Peter Occhiogrosso. Ron Padgett on Trevor Winkfield, and Gus Blaisdell on Carroll

Lowell Connector $12.95 By Clark Coolidge, Michael Gizzi, and John Yau.
Photographs by Bill Barrette and Celia Coolidge.

Three poetscollaboratewhilemakingtheroundsinKerouaesLowell. "What do you seeifyouwalkina placewhere
ecplosive acts of imagination had their source? And then what further acts are possible? ... We were attracted here to
find out.... Perhaps we thought to Geiger up some remnant bits from the rubble of Jack's Lowell

October 1993

The Desires Of Mothers To Please Others In Letters $12.95
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By Bernadette Mayer
A monumental St. Bernadette to the initiates, this work has

achieved something like the status of "Manuscript Classic." An
epistolary text which takes as its formal parameters the nine
months of Ms. Mayer's last pregnancy τ an augury by bee sting
ð and writes the readers psyche to the fences. "She is a consum-
mate pet no matter what's for suppr or who eats it. Would that all
genius were as generous. ð Robert Creeley. By the author of The

Bemadette Mayer Reader, Sonnets, and Studying Hunger.
FebruaV 1994

Available at bookstores or directfrom
Hard Press

PO Box 184, west Stockbridge, MA 01266



Piero Heliczer, 1931-1993
Åmuring the very early 1960s a door
Yopened briefly into the room of
British poetry and for a while the air
was breathable. Public readings by
Michael Horovitz, Pete Brown, Adrian
Mitchell, Libby Houston, Michael Shay-
er and many others gave energy and
hope to a generation bored with verse
that seemed without connection to their
experience and surroundings. Among the
poeb from abroad whose contribution to
this moment should not be forgotten
were the Finnish-bom Anselm Hollo, the
American David Ball, and Piero Heliczer,
who was tragically killed in a road-acci-
dent in Normandy two weeks ago.

Heliczer was born in Rome on mid-
summers eve, 1937. His mother was
Jewish, from Pmssia; his father Italian-
Polish. Between the ages of four and six
he was a child film-star ("Il Piccolo Tuc-
ci") after winning a contest for the most
typical Italian boy in Rome. He acted
with Alida Valli, and in Augusto Geni-
na's Bengasi, which won first prize at
Venice in 1942. After the war he was
offered parts in Shoeshine, and Romeð
Open City, but his mother "didn't want
me to play with the dirty kids from the
streets." The family was in hiding during
the last two years of the war.

For a time Piero was secreted in a
Catholic orphanage, where he was bap-
tised. His father, a doctor who was a
member of the Resistance, was captured,
tortured and killed by the Gestapo.

In 1947 he moved to the United
States and after attending Forest Hills
High School he went to Harvard, which
he left suddenly after an aesthetic dif-
ference with the authorities about the
siting of a statue. By 1956 he was in
Paris putting on plays and writing poet-
ry. He began a small pressðThe Dead
Languageðhand-printing books, broad-

sides, and A Pulp Magazinefor the Dead

Generation, which included early work
by Gregory Corso and Angus MacLise.
Moving to England for a few years, he
manÅied Catharine Cowper, living first in

London and then for some time in
Brighton, where he made his first film,
The Autumn Feast. He listened to
William Byrd and Henry Purcell, gave
readings around the counuy,and was an
example to the growing small-press net-

work of what could be achieved with
very little money.

Back in New York he became involved
with the Film-makers Co-operadve, acted
in Jack Smith's naming Creatures and
continued making experimental films:
Satisfaction, Venus in Furs, Joan ofArc (in
which Andy Warhol had a role), and the
unfinished three-hour epic Dirt. Another
magazine appeared: The Wednesday
Paper. After many years the Gennan gov-
emment awarded him a sum of money in
reparation for the death of his father.
Heliczer, true to his vision, gave most of
it away to fellow artists, using what
remained to buy a small house in Nor-
mandy to which he would retreat.

For a while, in the 1970s, he lived on
a dilapadated houseboat in Amsterdam
which was mysteriously scuttled during
one of his absences. In 1978 when I vis-
ited him he was staying on the worst
street in the city, surrounded by books
in a storefront that had been a Chinese
restaurant the ownership of which was
being disputed by two violent gangs.

He survived that, as he had so much
else, and moved permanently to Nor-
mandy, where he lived simply, selling
second-hand books in the local market.
It was while travelling on his mobylette
to visit his family in Holland that he was
killed.

Piero Heliczet's early books, Impri-
matur 1281, You Could Hear the Snow
Dripping and Falling into the Deer's
Mouth, The First Battle of the Marne,
have long since disappeared. The Soap
Opera, a collection published in London
by Trigram Press, with illustrations by
Warhol, Wallace Berman and others,
although out of print, is well worth
searching for. As an American living
abroad, he missed inclusion with his
contemporaries in such anthologies as
The New American Poetry, and as a for-
eigner he is in (with the honourable
exception of Children of Albion) no
British anthology of the period. He
deserves better.

While his way of life might have been
an initation to the trendy newcomers,
the old Norman farmers who, along
with the Mayor, attended his funeral
were more tolerant. Reporting his
death, the vållage newspaper said that
he was "appreciépour sa gentillesse et son
rire." He would have liked that.

ðTom Raworth

Ane blight August day this year (93),

and I drive up into the moun-
tains. Browsing in Nederland's shoppes,

I find a blue stone and a copy of The
Brief Hour of Franpis Villon by John

Erskine, author of many popular books

in the Thirties, including The Private Life

of Helen of Troy; good subjects, watery
works. And in the mail back in Boulder,
there is a card from Tom Raworth to tell

me: "Piero was killed in a traffic acci-
dent in France a few days ago. Bad, so

his widow saysðhit by a u-uck." Leaving

his enterprise with pain and cry...
Piero marginal" in the

French newspaper story Tom had sent
me a month earlier, all about Piero's get-

ting dragged out of bed and beaten up
by pea-brained humanoids. His enter-
prise, "underground" movies, in the
heady days of Harry Smith and Jack
Smith and Andy Warhol, and before
that, small handset books and broad-
sides that were petits grimoires, secret
scrolls, prayer flags.

Erskine's books you can find in used
book stores; Heliczer's are, as Tom
states, among the most fugitive and
rare. Cranky, often initating and as they
say irrational, a perennial wanderer
between worlds, Piero was his own lit-
erary work's worst promoter. About a
decade ago, Dennis Cooper devoted an
issue of Little Caesar magazine to a
selection of Piero's work made by Ger-
ard Malanga. In its intensely private,
slyly humorous, "wise child" surrealism,
it is well worth another look, and I pray
that his opus posthumous won't meet the
fate of Darrell Gray's (after whose death
a landlord "disposed OP the manu-
scripts left in his room).

ðAnselm Hollo

Tom Raworth's essay is
reprinted from The
Independent (London),
August 11, 1993.
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You Can Toy Hith Cause and Effect My Friend,
funny thing happened the other day on the way to my

I-A, and I don't mean my private Los Angeles either, I

ean my Libido Anonymous meeting. Synchronistic
events took place that I didn't know anything about. 1) Inter-
disciplinary psychiatrists unleashed Dante, a viral robot which
(like its namesake, that once-seminal volcano explorer) actu-
ally rappells down the steep slopes of subconscious architec-
ture and into the very maelstrom of volcanic emotions to fetch
back clues of our ancesU-al inner selves..2) Meanwhile across
town, in another lab, a smaller version of the same binary-dri-
ven octoped descended into yet another explosive environ-
ment, as a group of Russian researchers sent mini-Dantes up
the rectums of dogs where they would perform a delicate hip
surgery, separating canine entities that had locked together
and passed out due to malnutrition during sexual intercourse.

Once again technology augments leisure, and a mechani-
cal convenience frees doctors and their ilk to exploit their
imaginations instead of their dogma. One member of the 'ilk'
noticed that the canine hip bones, in fact all post-cambrian
vertebrate pelvic apparati, resemble in their symmetry, the
human thyroid gland, especially as it appears in x-rays of dou-
ble-YY hyperactive males with speech defects. The thyroid, or
Adam's apple, is a large cartilege, a kind of auxiliary pelvis
located in the larynx, whose inform most human
speech. The resultant association of loins and voice, of course,
bodes ill for the future of untainted rhetoric.

The thyroid is the gland that controls rates of metabolism
and mutation. It is responsible for dwarfs and midgets as well
as big-headedness, and it is often removed in an operation
called a 'thyroidectomyp which has been the catalyst behind
more than one misguided art project. One pre-med student
%dth a promising video career had a great idea: she recorded,
edited and replayed a speeded up case of the operation,
beginning with the scene where a fragile and hesitant hand
makes a slit in a throat, like a shimmering razor breaking the
surface of a bowl of flesh-colored water. After digitally delet-

ing hand and knife on her computer screen, she made it
appear as if hundreds of bloody butterflies were leaving the

wound in an act of thanks for maintaining the patient's small

stature in the face of an indifferent universe. The student
called her video "The Proliferation of Humility through a Vio-

lent Laceration" and sold it to MTV.

Oddly enough, the first public broadcast of this entertain-

ment took place at precisely that time of year when hordes of

Monarch butterflies were flocking to certain trees in a Mexi-

can resort town seeking the mass crescendo of their collec-

tively libidinous lives. The natural phenomenon happens

annually, and during that time, everyone in the town begins

to talk funny and/or subsequently grows or shrinks to strange

proportions. Attracted by the illusory kinship, midgets and

giants began to winter there with attitude. The town became

a center of learning. The Mexican Thyroid Institute opened. A

zen scholar was invited to give a speech. No one knew why.

Was it order or anarchy? Relativity or chaos theory? Or was

it simply a failure to communicate between the animate and

inanimate worlds?

A local ornithologist who specialized in information theo-

IY noted that, undetectable amongst the apparent confusion
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of flight pattems, the butterflies actually fonned subtle sym.
metrical fonns (a huge pelvis perhaps, or a Chinese kite) as
they chevroned through the sky, as if trying to send sublimÅ.
nal messages of order to those rapt observers on land. Semi.
ologists proclaimed this was actually a form of non-votive
biological propaganda advocating the domination of symme-
nyðan elusive and dangerous aesthetic that pits one 'thingor
entity against another 'thing or entity very much, but not
exactly, like itself. And symmetry 

is born 

is a positive 
from similarityðpicture

economic force,
precisely because competition 

a pair of lungs or kidneys, each trying to suck the sustenance
of the other in the battle for prestige among the life-sustain.
ing organs.

In the case of vain, self-cognizant entities, the competition

can become so intense the two antagonists may merge, form-
ing a concept called a mirror, photograph, or an imaginary
loverðwhatever it is called, it is that plane upon which an
object meets its desire. Apparently this can happen at the very

onset of human life, when a single embryo may well divide
into twins in the womb, and then recombine back into a sin-
gle embryo if there is not enough nutrition to sustain it. Car.

lied to an adult conclusion, this is what happens when lovers
begin to look and speak one another, having exhausted all

their differences in the name of the undefineable emotion that

drew them together in the first place.
In the course of society's evolution, this tendency toward

recombination with primordial selves became a popular

explanation of the rampant social disease known as sexual

intercourse, which in its more subtle fom is called schizo-

phrenia. In fact, when schizophrenics hear voices it has been

shown to be an internalized twin, a memory of a once-perfect

%nate' making itself known to the sufferer, coming out of the

closet so to speak to proclaim the validity of the egosexual

lifestyle. Many self-love enthusiasts state that despite the pain

such a lifestyle caused, it was more orgiastic than real sex,

which often ended in bitter disappointrnent. Others said no

way, emotional masturbation is equally disappointing, and

the only solution is to simply forget itðthe problem lies in the

act, not in the memory. But then if love does always seem bet-

ter as a memory, the answer must lie in our misunderstand-

ing of the phenomenon. We could not stand u-ue corporeal,

temporal loveðthere's too much responsibility. So it has to

sneak back to us in dreams and illusions. Often in the form of

an imageða fake memory, a twin or illusory homeland to

which we pledge unwarranted devotion.
As an illustration of this, witness how moths are attracted

to the warm wax of a candle flame. The real reason is because

the infra-red radiation emitted coincides almost perfectly with

the wavelength of sex-attractant chemicals in female moths,

which are in turn detected by light conducting spines pro-

u-uding from the male's antennae. These spines act as radia-

tion guides similar to the optical fibers used to transmit the

pulses of light by which modem telephone 
communications

are conducted. To the moth it is like a wireless phone call

from death, expiring as they do in the heat Of their misguid-

ed passion. And, subliminally, that's what the phone compa-

ny means when they ask you to reach out and touch someone
the
Å

They really mean reach out and expire like a moth, in



But You Can't Toy Hith My Affections Watson
by Carl

throes of your own, personal misguided
passion. They then provide you with a
bunch of call-waiting, and call-forward-
ing services to do just that.

Humans are only subliminally aware
of this threat however because we do
not actually have antennae. We do how-
ever have cancer, a disease of repression
and mutation whose closest cousin in
so-called healthy individuals is "hair-
growth"ðyes, hair growthðin fact hair
is really just a kind of cancer-hat deco-
rating the head, an anomaly caused by
certain sadistic, goading, pro-growth
proteins. It seems silly, but one rational-
ization for the disease is the general
consensus that people probably "feel"
too much anyway. And if they feel too

much, they probably think too much
too, mostly of themselves. Thus as skin

cancer rates rise, researchers began to
test new vaccines for megalomania, sus-
pecting that the rampant cell mutation
is actually the struggling of represed

to form their own bodies, thus
succeeding from the tyranny of the host.

In which case it is a disease in tune with

the increasing division of the world into
special interest groups who can look at
each other and actually hate each other
based on some level of mutual under-
standing. Such explanations may sound
unnecessarily complex, but as time pass-
es, all systems supposedly test the
boundaries of chaos via increasing com-
plexity. Explanations encumber them-
selves and a general loss of meaning
results. Knowledge needs to be adjusted.

We now know for instance, that life
does not actually get more complex, it
merely mutates. Things cast imperfect
reflections. It might seem a lot of stuff is

happening, but it's really just the same
stuff over and over again. There's
absolutely no way to keep track. Relat-
ing events through the drawing of a
graph or the compiling of statistics is a

time-honored tradition, and it not only
creates hitherto non-existent relation-
ships, it perpetuates the illusion of cause
and effect through a sort of forced phys-
ical proximity. Advocates of the process
live in what is called a user-created uni-
verse. An example of which would be
the psychiatrist, who by asking leading
questions, intends to induce the multi-
ple personalities she is looking for, thus

creating the pluralistic society which
keeps her employed. In this same man-
ner, a "use?' creates a universe which
keeps him employed, or at least at odds
indefinitely with whatever trivial pur-
suits refuse to please him.

What we're driving at is an explana-
tion of the process that links physical
motion to thought, that process where-
by forms of attraction and navigation
are made to setve the functions of nar-
ration or metaphor, binding things
together in absurd fictional ways. Time
may be traversed as space, as reality
bootstraps itself into being. Narration
joins one place to another. The pretense
here is that anything that actually
moves through this world has to tell
itself a story to do so. Usually it is a love
story. Thus tnrth gives way to desire,
and the strangest things begin to make
perfect sense. Causation works back-
wards. Butterflies begin to explain the
shape of the thyroid gland. Earthquakes
tracked on oscilloscopes are used to out-
line the nadiments of human speech. Spi-
derwebs, which are purposely construct-

through this Imowledge, the underpin-
ning behind elaborations on human
trappings such as churches, fashionable
dress, etcðthat is, the bait by which the
perceiver is captured and eaten by faith.

We now perceive a history composed
mostly of mistakes and misconceptions.
Science, too. Indeed, frenzied mathe-
maticians have been forced to admit
that it's not success, but failure, that
offers truly exciting clues to the cosmos,
and that the most profound and star-
tling findings are the result of utter
flukes and errors. Indeed, there are so
many things happening in our peripher-
al vision that it's not even funny. It is
very nearly religious, however. It makes

us dizzy. And maybe that's how all reli-

gion really starts. Someone gets dizzy
and they think that explains the uni-
verse. And the funny thing isðit does.
Things get said no matter how inani-
mate the source. Radio waves emanat-

ing from seismic faults seem to imitate

interstellar broadcasts. Strange lights
are often mistaken for the flying saucers

that bear our ancient relatives. A global
headache explains the biblical parting of

the seas. "No pain, no gain," Moses said,

not only relating discomfort to freedom

but providing a prophetic clue to the
future of volition itself.

What links all events ultimately is
precisely that spiritual pain which is not,

as popularly believed, caused by a sinis-

ter cloud of unknowing or by paradox,

but by something so simple as destabi-

lized magnesium levels in the human
cerebral cortex. Studies show that such

destabilization spreads from one spot of

the brain to another like a wave moving

through a pond of cream. The phenom-

enon, which is called "spreading depres-

sion" is often experienced as rolling
waves of nauseaðone of the wretched

hallmarks of migraine headaches. It pro-

duces a storm of electrical quirks, span-

ning the visual cortex, causing optical
and auditory disturbances which
account for the fact that nearly 20% of
migraine sufferers experience a shim-
mering hallucinatory aura as the first
symptom of an attack. It may be a spec-
tacular pulsing star of light, or a dance
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of geomeu-ic forms, sometimes turning into hallucinations
similar to those induced by psilocybin or LSD, lasting for sev-
eral minutes and followed by temporary blindness. In fact the
auras are such an astonishing experience they are believed to
explain many historical mystical visions. One nun in the 12th

century reports "I saw a great star, most splendid and
ful and with it an exceeding multitude of falling stars. And it
was then I knew..." She didn't go on to say what she knew.

There are many such occurences. One devotee saw the
blue face of a bruised Jesus flare up like a rocket ship and fly
off toward Mars. He understood this to be the divine seeding
of the soil of impending war, and he therefore joined the
army. Elsewhere in a village shopping mall, the movement of
an Adam's apple up and down carves the air into a self-ful-
filling tirade that sends its proponent to the nuthouse. Pelvic
girdles twist in dancehalls across the globe and coils of light
form the ghosts of DNA molecules spiralling off to influence
the future. A man kisses a mirror in a sad hotel, parting his
hair down the middle in an act of compromise for the same
reason. Thyroids flap their lobes in the throats of prophets,
while the tree of life sways under a burden of invisible but-
terflies. What bumps the Richter scale toward disaster may
begin with the smallest of tremors, like the touch of a hesitant
lover. Thus a nipple manipulated with affection may end
somewhere in holocaust. A man pulls pud in a bleak alley in
a dying world and a dream unravels like a spool of silk. This
ejection of milk or semen into the great pool of empathy is
often experienced as remorse, while yet far out in chilly space,
billions of tons of hydrogen are converted into helium at

Pa tti
Tana

tmfathomable temperatures in the hearts of stars every sec.ond, as they wink on and off across the galaxy. Powerful
forces are operating all around us and all we can do is uy tolook good. And one way to do this of course is to add charac
ter to your features through the indulgence of painðcocoa
butter, plenty of starlight, and pain.

Indeed, in the annals of ancient medicine, starlight is said
to make your skin soft and your eyes bright. It adds sheen to
your hair and gives a boost to your sex life. It offers guidance
in ünes of strife. Many animals set intemal compasses by the
stars. They see or sense polarized bands and auras, and act
upon them. Birds, and migrating moles. Lemmings and
lemurs. Even some plants make long mysterious journeys by

starshine. They start here and they end up there. Vast forests
and giant patches of clubmoss thousands of miles across have
been known to shift subtly towards these seductive beams. In
the light of what we now know about migraines vs. migration
patterns, we might say it is as if all these things, indeed the
sum total of sensation itself were migrating toward that puls-
ing bead of human pain which draws all data into a web and
calls it divinity, causing a state of intelligence that severely
resembles encroaching vegetation.

cognmon into a web, cognizance
Whole histories disappear in the blink of an owl's eye.
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