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Data eventually has a role similar to that of the logic
of the sarcophagus: to prevent thinking, to forget.
- Vinciane Despret

Page 3

Page of Vapours'
2007 —

The sky
we, along the bottom of it.
When the memory of itself is

itself more real, filmic.

She whispers something and it sounds like someone

all at the neck

at the neck at night

guilt from the — posture, the way we gestured the lack of
in the wit again.

Here is an abortive-
glass of water,

cold like like like

and I slept on like a
hardly named

what kind of confidence

bound, a shadow look

our neighbour outside writes

reduction, all three stages

exhausts, transmission, triple plate clutch

with the memory along the side of it

all at the neck
. 1 Parts of this text appeared in Neck
at the neck at nlght of Thirsty Flower, an exhibition at Exercise,
from August 24-September 23,2012 in
Vancouver.



concern shaped (Go back to however)

the stillness in the school, summer gold accents, her method of It's lub
self actualization was not reflection but presupposed a missing body, ber scum
the scum and sli
me.
body where the spit in our mouth becomes an epitaph.
If you
She held the prototype of my feeling, forever, think what
you see
unprocessed it, I think
it witnessed again. right in front
of me
August 4th
Say millennium plus
Poggio foun one. Bread
d script to films petrified once
(that paragraph) upon chewed
by th and a bit
at tit pink love
poem sculpted
No lig out of it.
ht distract Blushed petted
ion attent becomes a
ion on motes pinched st
of dust on chain one face cute
s and disco orbs. painted bread
Attention on d dry hard
ream (Read the next line in your head) fits inside
vapours cavalcade. your hand.
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If it TEARS ARE INTELLECTUAL THINGS
rots the
hell out — Treat the page like a stage, to quote Emily
you won't — Think of the formal qualities of the work and repeat
know until in the formal qualities of the line and language
chalky filaments rosy cheek — Decorate the sentence with beer and pop can tabs
Maybe I — Treat the space like the breath
maybe I breathed in — Remember drunk Franca, letters with attitude
the already — Dust selves, reflect and flex, again
Maybe not humus infinity like Makapansgat . . . — Spinner-ing
Who cares?

Maybe who cares.

Rock in a grave grants all kinds of gist!
Face in a fanned hand honors the time rhyme twang!
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MIME POEM

Knock Knock Knock Knock

Knock Knock Knock

Knock Knock

Knock

Yolk tabs chiaroscuro

Elementary film metallic

Sucked into the fabric

Lack of myth-th-th-th-th-th-th-th-th-th
In the scrap metal yards

Near Franklin Street

Clang! Chink! Cha-ching! Clackety-clack!
Laconic forgotten

Diaries of dancers moving like fauns
Followed by instructions to think of yourself as a barrel

Yolk tabs on the walls
Decorations in dreams snapped in half

Poisoned wrist
Inside mind on the moon

Minutes make move inflect

Tripping on the necks of
Monday modernists Tuesday twat Wednesday witches etc etc
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Really thin necks lost
Its contents on

Table

I realized it held sum

Value when Ig’s
Closet filled with copper

Walking along the sky the world seemed wrapped in tulle.
Nothing reminds me of you.

So we net tulle all around all-ef you.

Fuzz the temperature of yogurt sticking gut to gut again.

It is warm, and my mother came all the way to Paris.

Dusty and sad and thirsty we tug and turn abstract memories.
Order snails wet with salt and butter and the afternoon.

A cup of tea occasion.

A drawer filled with squares of fine crochet is the language
of spiders.
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Fire makes no sound.
The water is cloudy at room temperature gulped.

The afternoon is in the forest in a Ford truck with red velvet
upholstery.

A fly lands on the big stone and hugs it.

We suck the small stones pretending it is supper, an image of
supper from novels for bohemian marxists in fine paisley suits.

There is no self to actualize, is a reflection.
Spit is humid mud.

A pinched face, cuticle relief oil mista hawaiian flowers,
marmo ladies stud with hard crotches.

Cartoon statuettes for communions is annoying if you have
the keys to houses entered for dusting neo-classical furniture.
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"Enter the shortest day, longest night with feet in hot water/ looking for the moon on an icy roof/
swimming with your period around sharks/ exhale onto a mirror and write into your breath/
phytoplankton deep sea diving/ pet fish in plastic bags in hot car/ wading through dark waters/
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"Enter the shortest day, longest night with feet in hot water/ looking for the moon on an icy roof/

swimming with your period around sharks/ exhale onto a mirror and write into your breath/

phytoplankton deep sea diving/ pet fish in plastic bags in hot car/ wading through dark waters/

smacking slush to sink into dim denim/ a sip to wet your whistle" written during a writing work- Marseille notebook fragment Examples of Being Observed by
shop co-hosted with Jaclyn Bruneau December 20, 2016 Animals 2017
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September 3, 2013 i

he 8 Lashes of Baby’s Breath e | ‘ e T AT N

N

B is for pond drinks a spray of baby’s breath

8 legs of l?bfs breath blink pond in spooked apartment \ : 7

Nail worm family romance smokes Spielberg Mew{gothic

The ashtray perfume pale door housefly arose |

B is for black mold fades peach balloon mushroom f . PR AT
F is for fate foul unfair fog and filthy air '

A\
Piss yellow sunshine we hate it doesn’t mean a thing

%ﬂ $ad vague fever palm at the end of the mind

Poem written for The Intellection of Lady Spider House at The Art
Gallery of Alberta, Edmonton

Marseille notebook pages Examples of Being Observed by
Animals 2017



why do
dot i's,

are
these dots

Question for Maggie Groat, 2014

Bread Teeth

Serafina’s front teeth are all falling out. So now they are just
like little black nubs. Every morning, before she goes out,
she rolls breadcrumbs between her fingers. The heat from her
hands revives the bread’s gluten. Elastic, she shapes a new
tooth. Then she lets the dough try before adding clear pol-
ish to it. In the meantime, she eats a banana. Smokes ciga-
rettes. Watches TV. Falls asleep. When the tooth dries, layers
of clear polish are added, gluing the prostheses around the
dead one. The new tooth lasts like an hour. So that’s why she
makes new teeth everyday. Long ago (was it months, years,
weeks, days? Who remembers?) the money from her niece
for professional teeth was used for gas and food. As a certi-
fied nail technician, [ used my portable kit to sculpt her teeth
using gel polish. Just a few minutes under the UV Nail Lamp,
and they are pretty good, pretty hard. At least these teeth will
last a couple days. Before leaving last summer, I made her
some spares that she could just glue in. But when I talked to
her last, she said she had to go back to making bread teeth.
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BOX?

I said to the Marseille Cat: “The lock is a hole with a row of
heavy teeth gating dislocated feelings barring contact inside
that blur between us”. The Cat said, “Sure, and the Bor-
der Guards require airy locks like names and sex and place
of birth and then the passwords to the phone. “Undoubt-
edly I am misunderstood,” sighs the Cat. “The locks sup-
port the house. Just built or just ancient fragments of brand
new junk.”

But there is this house that never locks its door. Inviting
travellers in. Tempting even thieves and birds. Doors flap-
ping or the bathroom door cracked open just enough for the
Marseille Cat to paw open the door, every time I go to piss.

The Marseille Cat was new to the city. Like us.

It was spacious here compared to a tiny bachelor suite
in Paris. That felt like hell. This felt luxurious, a palazzo by
the sea. There was this path. From the bath mat to the bowl.
He seemed to copy a rococo tease, mainly because his pigeon
hind legs caused him to saunter ornately. At times, the level
of inspection seemed fussy to us. Wandering in and out of
the row of rooms, scratching the closed doors, stretching on
the sofa, observing the sea gulls through the glass, and lay-
ing in the sun, listening to the construction of rooms and to
the mistrals.

When the weather got warmer, we moved the litter box
to the balcony, where the Marseille Cat now goes en plein
air. We made toys to unlock
his ease. We offer cuddles and  Foly’s exnibition et you o ive in

my city at Ermes-Ermes from
March 3 - May 3, 2017 in Vienna

babble. One minute he is sweeping the floor with his back,
the next he articulates his muscles, ready to attack the void.
All day he coos and mock-cries. We take heed in the search
to mollify him: pouring food, opening doors, closing doors.
Sometimes the Marseille Cat’s whining gets on our nerves.
He embodies a hyphen to something that no one really has
the time to join. There are many sad things, and one of them
is having moved on before understanding each other’s inter-
ests and disinterests. In this temporary resort, the animals
around us mime, slog, or take on our fretting. The Marseille
Cat carries around a quilt of dust. Stress shows itself through
the skin, in this case, released as dander. Poof. Before you
know it, we are balls of residue under the bed. Vacuumed.

Disgusted, he shuffles the sand around before stepping
into the litter box that is a bit too small. He entered dain-
tily and is suddenly dainty. Inside the too small box he feels
smaller. In this smallness he entered a dark hole. It was in
this depression that we first met the Marseille Cat.

The Border Guard asks the question, “What do you
do?” So, to keep in theme with the suitcase filled with locks,
the Artist replies, “Security guard.” Even though this is sus-
picious, it makes the guard feel safer so she passes.

The key links limp to walking stick, chain, shoe horn,
jumbo pencil all sticky with residues like butter of croissant,
oil of happy meal, sugar to keep going, traces of snacks and
steering wheels from hands both baby soft and calloused and
needing to pee. “In one ear, out the other,” then repeated, “in
one ear and out the other.” Imagine if it was that easy.

In one ear and out the other. Germ free, breezy. The
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advice was simple. To abandon the suffering caused by the
words and to let it pass through the ear. As if the ears are
vents through which hoarded feelings, heavy breathing, and
heavy pasts pass through and exit with a stillness inside a
windowless bathroom and wax collected on the tip of the
cotton swab. Well, it didn’t apply to the rest of the family,
considering it was a private whisper for their ears only, but
as a shadow. I heard it too, and went on (with meeting and
petting cats) with my vacation.
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Screenshot at the Shri Karni Temple in Deshnoke, India



