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Then Karras was suddenly dodging a projectile stream of vomit,
leaping out of his chair. It caught a portion of his sweater and one
of his hands. His face now colorless, the priest looked down at
the bed. Regan cackled with glee. His hand dripped vomit onto

the rug.

—Wiilliam Peter Blatty, The Exorcist

As per our last conversation, I am sending you four straight
superimposures of vomit shots, composited without rotoscoping
the blocking mattes. These test supers were made to check the
vomit’s action before going through the somewhat complex mat-
ting operations. In the meantime, we are proceeding to make the
mattes for the first vomit take and for one of the others. In addi-
tion, I am sending you the same shots of Regan vomiting and
Karras being hit without being cut together. You can then try
different cutting if you wish. Please note that in take 4 of the
vomit super, although the vomit action is the same as in take 3,
we took out a few frames in Regan’s scene as she lunged forward
to see what weird unreal effect this would create in her. Just an

idea for what it may be worth.

—Lin Dunn, letter to Warner Bros., 1973
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Kate Rutledge Jaffe

The Sameness of Uncles

My uncle claims to be a cricket, claims he has teeth the way a
comb has teeth. Two large veins run along his shoulder blades.
He rubs them together: attract, repel.

A garage layered with bottle water, canned beans, ham radios
and jugs of rubbing alcohol, “If,” he says, “is a heavy word,” and
he hoists me onto his shoulders, where there are cobwebs, flecks
of paint to clump in my eyelashes. “Someday someone’s gonna
pull us all apart like string cheese,” he says and clutches at his
lower back where once a cyst leaked out a fleshy tail—but then,
aren’t all adults shape shifters, melting into furniture each time
we leave the room? Seeping between the bedroom floorboards,
pooling inside a keyhole, they do the high jump: start in a squat
and aim for the mountain’s cap. That’s the proper position for a
lightning strike. The bolt will toast your insides, then go on out
the other end, no harm no foul.

So he seeks solace in the avuncular, the sameness bred by un-
cles, and in girls a coil of taffeta snaked inside their brainstems.
“Suck in your gut,” he says. “Time’s up.” We’ll squeeze between

the newspaper stacks, light the trash pyre to taste a household’s
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inky soot. It’s two hairs past a freckle, one shoulder ride short, a

small splintered windmill on a storm-battered porch.
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Humming House

A pashmina is a scarf, a ball-peen a sort of hammer. The correct
response to “I think you are beautiful” is ““I think’?” The correct
response to “Say something” is “Mmmmm.”

Humming houses breathe best buried under soccer balls and
silver Monopoly pieces, feel each filament of carpet twined around
playing cards, trophies mounted onto marble-plated foam.

Occupants feed their nestlings arthropods and Apple Jacks,
cut their chicken nuggets into fingernail-sized bites. They speak
in clipped conditional statements:

“We should write a letter.” “Mmmmm.” “Let’s consider din-
ner.” “Mmmmm.” “We could get a little dirty.” They search under
the foundation where the wood is soft. “Mmmmm.”

There are dead birds down there. There are rejected re-
frigerator magnets, candy wrappers, sawdust and damp outdated
newspapers in plastic sacks.

When a humming house is bombed for termites, one might
find in the basement a pile of bees, but this is never the source of

the humming.
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In time, 2 humming house will disappear. Think of the pop
in an airplane, a black hole’s subtle cup, the regretful pang at the
top of a chairlift.

Until then, occupants let the humming form a sort of net.
When they’re away, they know the house hums in wait for them;

when they return, they hum along.

26



Puppy Love

Some boy-dogs catch clandestine film, a fine grain of wood im-
printed on their cheeks. What must it sound like through a couch
cushion, through a keyhole? What must it be to find comfort in a
loose sock caught in the hinges of a door? To whistle downward
a falling plane?

If each pup had a mother, the same, but a different face, one
striped sullen and the other three black with red whites, then how
did their love contract? With what sense was made their duplica-
tion?

The inside of a mother dog must be a screen door, wire bent
apart flirtatiously into catch-as-catch-can eyelashes. As an equa-
tion, she is easily balanced and folded in half. As furniture, she
shifts roundly in a nest of nylons and pull-apart pillows. It is im-
possible to be careful when the sun is a net in the branches.

An embryo, divided at the fulcrum with the whipped pleasure
of an algorithm, tumbled together in a sack, becomes a puppyman,
a door swung open and the sounds barreling through. If it had a
beard, it would be a muzzle; if it had a tongue, it would be a rope

of eights.
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Follicles of carpet bristle, dank and perfumed like the soft
space between breasts, and like that space become a comfortable
but temporary place to rest. Be meaty, boy. Be fast. Quicksand is
making a comeback. Tie a rope around your ribcage and count

backward from x.
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Big Ag/ree

Let’s Romanize. Time

We mention. Let’s Estonia

Away. Sure they’re fast

Out here, but not always

Equidistant. I hollow
My journey for you,

The fruit my accounts.

When I bow in French

My watch is over:

Creamed—

Why set aside anything?

Pines never bested.
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Butterfly Corset

The competition.

New potatoes.

Ideal finish.

Pont de I’ Amitié.
Tomatoes—forbidden.

Who again’s growing coffee in Chicago?
Grotte Infomercial.
Room for another

Camel Memoriam.

Subject Blush.
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Field of Jogq

Those seven baby birds! half-opened
& shocked us. No, really:
Go gather your sledge.

A phase: Cherry Wont.
Tiered clap. As much

Structure as the presence.
One clucker, sprinter of the bunch, casually orders gyro.

My feeling: clogs erase,

Anything rusts w/ an introduction.
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Jonathan Volk

The Minotaur Holds the Labyrinth

I am not like you, mother said when she held my head in the
bathtub, beneath the water. Afterward, when we were both older,
I mentioned my bath, and we remembered it together.

We were playing a game, don’t you remember? We were see-
ing how long we could stand to hold our breath.

I did not pursue the matter of the game, because mother was
correct, in a manner of speaking, and I did not pursue how she
cried when she released my head, her shoulder blades sharpening
within her skin and nearly piercing through like the blades we say

they really are.

I look the same as you. My mirror reflects what yours does: bone
stacked and arranged, tied with tendon, fixed to muscle, merged
to skin. I can pull at my face and make it be funny. This is one

way you could say we are the same.
As to the matter of the turtle: father got us this when we were

young. Brother had asked for a dog. I did not do to this turtle

what our family remembers. I knew it was already dead or would
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be for most of existence. I perceived it to be what it mostly was.
When I explain this to brother, he says it upsets him, but he did

not care for this turtle.

If you have slept in locked rooms, then you could say this makes
us the same. My favorites are windowless with white floors, white
walls, and white ceilings. In these, I feel myself, which is to say
what bleeds: I lie, arms spread and fingers stretched, and drain to
lower places.

And this feeling is not unlike what the taffy machine achieves.
Father took us to a town in the mountains and held me high so I
could see the taffy machine squeezing and pulling its taffy, its
taffy thinning. When I went through the barrier and made to jump
into the taffy machine, this man grabbed me and squeezed. This
was like the feeling I wanted. And I wanted this man to be the

taffy machine to me.

On television, the dead report the dead getting murdered. A news-
woman got upset reporting a car, with children inside, sliding into
a lake, the car sinking, the water bulging through the windows, a
mother watching it sink from the shore—and they were her
children inside, not another mother’s—because she had released
the parking break. This was a game, I wanted to tell the news-

woman. That mother was having fun, as mothers do.
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Games are the most honest way to spend time. Brother brought
me a game, a wooden box with a silver ball trapped inside. He
told me to guide the silver ball down the wooden paths and let it
fall into the black holes bored specifically for its passage. That is
fun, but I like most avoiding the black holes, teasing the silver
ball down the paths over and over. I asked brother what to call
the game, and he said to call it labyrinth.

I wanted to know where this labyrinth’s minotaur was. I un-
derstood if the minotaur wasn’t inside the labyrinth, then the
minotaur must be outside it.

Brother guessed that could be.

I had another idea: the minotaur holds the labyrinth.

Brother said that would make me the minotaur.

Did this make him despise me? Brother said he loved me

very much, and I did not pursue the matter.

So this is how you and I are not the same: you like to be inside,
and I like to be outside. You do not like the wooden feel of this
moment in your hands. You do not like the weight. You do not
like the clack a ball makes hitting walls. You do not like to think
you are pulled at. You like to fall into black holes, and I like to

shake you out.
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GAINESVILLE

I am reintroducing myself.

I sit behind a screen. I visit the nurses’ station and make
some yelling noises.

It has been suggested that what I am doing is being at
Langston’s bedside, probably leaning, leering out of a chair. I
have been told that this hospital here is efficient—here, a boy of
mine was born—and yes, it is clean indeed. You would never
know this soft, unplucky thing to be Langston—so still, so
strung with her blood, not dressed her turgid best in this off-
white room: one window, no floor, a pool of veins. I cannot
touch her. Great clumps will fall out of Langston if I touch her. I
have been told to flee this sacred place before a quake—a shaking
frame, a choked and flubby brain—becomes me.

I pluck the yellow foam of Langston’s bed with finger after
finger, tug at the tubes curling out of her, and will risk her life,

the scream of her heartbeat, to feel at her.
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The boys are gone. It’s just old Gainey. The boys in their
white river, outswimming a shark—goddamn and good heavens,
my boys are magnificent boys. I am so glad they are mine here
on this earth.

Nurses will enter and I will act sovereign. I will do doctorly
things, prescriptively read and reduce charts. But really my profes-
sion is professionally having no profession, and in that I do excel.

My hot, rotting life.

Thousands of days halfway between Gainey and an
Egyptian guard-dog, ambery eyes in either case. Entering new
modes. As the case may be, pay attention as I lisp and click out
each slot of this chart.

“Medishin,” I say. “Dishtribute medishin.” I am having fun.

“Stay right there,” the nurses say to me.

“Hold still,” they say.

I am just trying to change the channel on the television on
the wall over there.

My hair looms on its gray edge.

At home, I am known as the man of the house. I have a gar-
den which I relish: long lines of tomatoes, rinds of squash, plain
spiny vine cycles, some other things I can’t remember, some
bunchgrass and some dead things. I will sit in there for hours

and uproot and shoot things.
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There is this body here in front of me. I measure its temper-
ature, touch its cold head with the back of my hand. I am warned:
do not kiss it, love it, or attempt to speak things into it.

Do not order me to leave my hand from my wife when she
needs me here.

Here is what Langston did.

A private doctor had prescribed so many effective pills for how
Langston has found difficulty in sleeping. It is funny that she
would use so many of these pills for this purpose.

She took so many of these pills because she had been feeling
so blue. She was feeling so blue.

Some of the boys uncovered Langston in the playroom,
seizing.

Some things can be repaired if you are trying hard.

Other things simply sink.

Langston will probably die.

I am not sure where that puts me. I am not sure what to get
from all of this. I am struggling hard to stay awake in my chair.
This chair is mine. All of these sentences are mine. I am begin-
ning to shake. A shred of me blinks briefly into sleep. Machines
hiss and whistle to keep Langston alive for tonight. Most of what

happens from now on will appear unclear.
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Dear old me, dear friends. Will I soften into uncaring?

I remember catching Langston masturbating. I remember moving
her hair around in my mouth and asking her why. I mashed my
nose into the hard part of her neck. I washed her with kissing lips
and blushing touch. I guzzled most of her down, thinking, was
she thinking of me?

Wake me up if you see me nodding off.

I remember how her skin was altogether wet. I had been out-
side biting the night sky with a rifle. I fired into tall trees and
waited. Now I heard, in the silence ripping out of my rifle’s boom,
Langston doing sexual noises from inside. I have excellent senses
of smell and hearing. I can hear just about any human noise you
play for me.

My desire to fire was gone. I went upstairs and held onto my
Langston. I tugged up her nightgown. I said, down here is where
I am yours. I ran my hand on that strip of her. She trailed her
love on my palm, sucked in her scabbing lips. She made noises I
could not hear. I repeated myself until she fell asleep.

Here is Langston here. I am touching where I love her while
she sleeps in her soft, courageous coma. If anyone enters I will
say she is my wife here. She is my wife here and you cannot stop

me from loving her rightly.
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I am doing what any strong husband would do. I am no
stranger to devotion. I have not been brought so far from risk.
Even though we have been far apart, and I could have been
more of another man. I am kneeling on Langston’s hospital bed.
It is like I am praying into her.

Langston is a dry rind down there. Her gauzy gown
swallows my upper half. I slide her open, trickle into her with
my tongue.

I vanish. I think sometimes I am magical.

Look, I am tunneling and digging a way out of here. I am
not telling jokes anymore.

It is impossible to know what I mean when I say that.
Look, I have proved the way my heart goes cold the instant a
gown blooms around me.

Langston once wanted to pilot airplanes. I talked her down
from it. And I am tired of saying no. This bright place spoons
out each morsel of yes in me.

It tastes down here like less of a life, the loss of one.

I am trying not to fall asleep, but I am submerged. I am
saving the best for last. I try to smuggle myself between
Langston’s tender legs. My hair shrugs and my body rolls over.

Goddamn, it is gruesome to behold.

Wake me up when it shines outside.
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Chad Hardy & Joe Hall

Tulips command bodies, wordmills, stackable clear polypropylene
containers of uterine explosions

A work: The Container Store

A product: tunnel, suburb, disc suspension

PREDAWN
CASH
LANDLORD

Tulips command bodies
Tulips command this dance dress as water-borne bacteria

[ where the room is moss and you are a bird ]

[ where you are moss and the room is a mouth ]
[[ where the room is a room is a room ]]

Sub-title lapse: Hamlet. 32 16 .4 .6 .8 1.0 1.2
Panels: people:

A Commodity Table nontemporal

4, pp- 163 ff.
19 The English translation of Space



The streets in “Lg”

are narrow, linoleum packed
with cars, leather-stitched, looking into the mirrors
even through the backlog area
[Meeting by reading this, (continue) speculation
Cupboard with the archives] put a cop in your home
(over) atower the cratered body “prematurely” — billboards
a certain spirit of “nostalgia” that crosses

rivers concerned with rendering opaque surfaces

in a previous geologic era
when CD supermarkets still dotted

the North American experience

of the body

810.8



Josh Fomon

The time i dangled my

poetry on your skin

[incessant action to

mark each other]

1 put my [poetry] on you. your [ ] [skin]/outshone the
childish [buttons hung from] knobs/of [open] doors. the [loss
of] love begins/when obsolescence pushes silent [mobs]/to glom
[about conglomeration], steal/[curvatures,] [parachutes]—co-
hesive dubs./ in fifty-eight the river [rose,] congealed./ [your
secrets] stowed [away], tattooed and rubbed/[onto] your skin. a
kiln captures [volta—]/the turning process: metamorphosis,/
photography. say [tz amo,] o la/[tua] assenza. say [ ]

[geneticist.]/

1 put my [poetry] in you. your mind/inflicted [patina—adulate]

to shine.



We touch it because it’s shiny and bronze and we do not under-
stand the description in Cyrillic. We rub it because it must be
good—the locals believe in action, so we mimic, because it’s

right. But what is the right motion, the proper pronunciation?



The proper salutation is sublime. The pocket watch is to be
drawn and worn like time. Every time one might ask to measure a
prolonged moment of formality. There is certainty about a man
and woman dressed to stately spruce—to procure a cigarette is
only a matter of asking. This gala, more than proper, is vital. Our
art has manifested in the bronzed statues we mirror of ourselves.
Twilight breaks this tie and gown affair, is broken when the sun
weeps against the bloated river. This night cast in ourselves as
syzygy, our bodies wrought in metal molds. In time, water will
make us weep our crusted memories, lest we wipe away our wear,

resist the loss of all we had.






What we have shown here, our bodies sodden:

3.
4
al.
ao.
2.
hob.
do.
dob.

aob.

hf.

df.

hl.

ho.
af.

thick hosts of imagery, manic spasms of constellation

one time you were smacked in the face when you turned around
at its furthest distance, the sky can only hold so much gravity
intrepid action salutes you with a bow

strung out in victory exclamations, we fail to fall

knobbed and behind our intent, we only want to see

the sea intends to claim us, the way you see it lap toward you
hello, good sir, would you like the duck confit

1 think 1 might be dying

sound satisfied around my discharged blood

madam, i want to press against your bosom, refute my coldness

the water is reflective, forces us to see the image of ourselves that
is fluid, motioned

the openness of your flames engulfs me

1 only want to know which way to the grocery store

our actions before us, our chart of consequence

repeat i think 1 might be dying

1 felt the world wobble before me

splitting us into you and me



Priscilla Kinter

Doxia

(A pronged ant crosses my palm, neatly bisecting my future and
past: a lifeline pinched by glossy mandibles, pinched and held.)
All that T say is a lie. (This is not about a golden-mean fallacy,
logical paradox, being twee or fey: I refuse to speak in tongues, a
memento of wider days and nights when I clutched the curves of
my mattress to make the shape of his shoulder, bicep, pectoral,
nipple, rib.) Blank disingenuity and a referential motion of my
fingers through my hair: a prestidigital wave many standard devi-
ations past simply clearing my vision. (This is about biting down
on sore muscles, swallowing stones.) One sees my hair, but not
shafts bobbed by carbon steel in long, slow cuts with breath
warm and moist on my neck.

I am neither chaste nor unsexed but ironic, sanguine, filled
with blood, a shiver in my vertebrae, electricity conducted by a
leather baton, the smell of spice and blood.

(A sudden invisible injury to his lungs and pericardium be-
cause the deprong mori flies through walls and so do I.)

Ask the ant, but listen to me.



Categories of Darkness

I am curled beside my sleeping child. I am awake. I am curled
beside her, waiting. The world is as wide as the room.

I am curled alongside my sleeping child in her room in the
dark, listening to the bright noise of a fan, eyes shut, waiting for
the man who is her father (in this place, in this time), trunk and
limbs and head holding the complete record of a shared life
playing like a silent film, every moment: marriage, marriage bed,
birth, bedroom, mornings, darkness, sleep. I bide and the mute
film plays.

I am lying in a square bed laid with linen, crisp and square on
the pillows, draped on my body, a gauzy pall. The floor is swept.
Glossy cement. The walls are pale grey like a pearl still in the
membranes. Slippery vulva folds of an oyster. Hoary light from
three long windows. The light buzzes, unsettles me. It scratches
like a burr. I rise from the bed in an insubstantial dressing gown
like milk poured down my skin. The room is distilled vapor, mist;
the light is raw. I pull the thin curtains closed and the light be-
comes flax like the air before a storm. I lie down again; I've

brought the rain.



Walking on a path through the woods, I pass piles of brightly
colored leaves heaped in wet mounts—carmine, chartreuse and
deep saffron—intensified by the autumn damp and gunmetal air.
The trunks of the tree are black with water. Pale, waxen limbs jut
and jar from the piles of leaves: an arm with fingers splayed, a
portion of a bare thigh. This wood is where the killers bury the
bodies.

I am in a basement full of water, lit by a single bare bulb dangling
from the ceiling, so flooded that I tread to stay above. The walls
are black, the water shiny as if caught by the glare of a powder
flash, shine in the glare of a bare bulb, walls and water flattening
against each other, two dimensions.

There is a doorway in the wall of the basement and the open-
ing reaches the ceiling. I swim through to a room tiled in pink, lit
by another single bulb, the water still up to my chin. There is a
doorway here, too, to yet another room tiled in a different color,
and so on.

Sometimes the rooms have blackened bare concrete walls.
Sometimes the sills are so high I must pull my legs over as I swim
through to the next. Every room is flooded, and I float and tread

and swim. There are no stairs.



William VanDenBerg

Characteristics of Aberrational Cultic

Movements

The house, the house. It sits by a river outside of town, flanked
by unkempt fields. We describe it to potential recruits as pastoral,
Edenic. It stands three stories tall, houses seventeen people. It

used to be open, now it is shut.

Martin once worked in ad sales at the local newspaper. He left
and arrived at places promptly. The child, his child, hung around
his heels at all times.

This was before he put his hand under scalding water and
saw steam rising from his fingers. He couldn’t tell if the steam
sourced from the water or his hand. The burning sensation came

later, but he failed to locate the cause of the pain.
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He came to describe it as rapture.

Then the shedding of the wife and child, the deadlocked
door of the house, the knocking of concerned neighbors and
friends.

He emerged three weeks later, burns parading up his arms,
carrying three books: The Book of Light, The Book of the

World, and one with no title which none of us have read.

After we are deemed trustworthy, Martin shows us The Book of
Light. It details the true nature of light—how it acts and smells
and affects things in the world.

He explains how light will become deadly, like rain changing
to hail. One splashes, the other pummels until the body becomes
pliant.

The light, he yells. Martin splays his fingers against the giant
window in the living room and screams about the immanently
perforated masses. The sun blankets him.

We tell our families. We implore them to come down to the

house by the river. There is more than enough room.
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The Book of the World contains a random inventory of physical
objects. It documents the state of things before The Book of Light.

He lists objects, sometimes in specific terms, more often in
general. Mildew damaged shirts, plaster molds of hands, Bell jars
of fused toffees. Halves of guns. Few of us have made it through

the Book.

Someone has to seal up the house when the bad light arrives.
Martin asks for a volunteer, and a thin white hand shakes up. His
name is Timothy and he has no family. We took him a year and
four months ago from the streets of town.

He is sent to martyrdom at noon of the next day. The en-
trance hall clutters with boards, duct tape, nails, a tall ladder, and
Timothy. He steps outside and quickly closes the doors to
contain the increasingly toxic light. Martin himself nails the
entryway shut from the inside. We huddle in the basement, lis-
tening to the pounding from upstairs. It is well into the night

before it stops.
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When we come up from the basement, all the windows are
boarded over. All avenues of light are taped, sealed, contained.

We know the sun is rising when we hear the screaming. We
listen to his proclamations about boiling skin and fires tearing
through the sky. There are people coming toward him, he says.
Martin holds us back from the sealed door.

Time passes. The screaming stops.

We remember him asleep on the couch, shirtless, tucked in a
sleeping bag. We saw his white, freckled chest recede and con-

tract, patchy chest hair rustling against the flannel lining.

We live on the first floor with our father. He is a tall, lumbering
man—we are shocked his hands don’t scrape the ground when he
walks.

We have free rein of the house. There are no other children,
so people get a far off look in their eyes when they see us and pay
no attention. They don’t lock their doors or drawers. Everything
is open to us.

We have memories of before. Of the mother and the light.

They are fuzzy and indistinct, but the smells pierce through.
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We used to press our noses to the lawn and inhale the grass, let it
poke all the way up our nostrils. We do this sometimes on the base-

ment floor, but the earth there smells like turpentine and urine.

The basement: one large main area, two smaller rooms with blue
plastic tarps stretched out over the floors.

Laura lives in a corner room. She says her bones used to be
full of disease, but now they are clean and hollow, like a bird’s.
Her possessions—a stack of books, boxes of clothes, a lamp, a
bedside table—keep down the corners and prevent the plastic

from sliding. She sleeps on a quilted twin mattress.

Davis lives on the first floor, in the pantry. He sleeps swaddled in
a pea green blanket surrounded by cans and old, yellowed cook-
books. He tells us that the first thing he sees in the morning is
the large silver stockpot on the floor.

He was a pizza boy. He had little to contribute; that’s why

he sleeps in the pantry.
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The rituals take place in the master bedroom. We observe
through a keyhole.

Christine—we think her name is Christine—stands in front
of Martin and takes her clothes off. We see her shoulder blades
rise and fall, pinched Vs in her back. She lies down on the bed,
out of our line of view. We only see her naked feet. Her toes are
long; we wonder how and if our toes will ever get that long.

He takes an old paint can and dips a thick, frayed brush. The
brush disappears from view. Then sounds, like splashing. We see
him run the brush over her feet and cover them with a thin gloss.

She makes a sound like sand flowing. He pulls out a wet,
dripping rope that seems to source from her head.

Once a week, different people, all women.

10

We talk of new rooms. Leo Archer swears there were only three
rooms on the second floor. Now there are four, that fact is in-
disputable.

We make maps on lined paper. When it changes, we will

know.
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II

Our Mother wouldn’t come. She stood outside our apartment
door and smashed her white fists against the wood while we
snuck out the fire escape.

We clutched blankets and clothes, our father laden with

two suitcases and a thickly strapped backpack.

I2

The larder is half full. When Davis wakes, he sees more and
more white paint on the walls of the pantry. The fresh fruit is
long gone; the remnants pile in the basement trash pit.

Soap. We try and make soap but lack several crucial ingre-
dients. The results come to a thick grey liquid that makes things
neither clean nor dirty.

Martin spends more time in the bedroom. We hear the
sound of paper endlessly turning over, the whack of slamming
books.

No sound comes from the outside world. No screams, no

knocks, no whispers.
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13

The door to the Attic is boarded over, but we find a climbable
duct in the third floor walls. We sneak up during house meetings.

The roof is ramshackle and shot through with shafts of light.
Timothy must have been unable to cover it. We take great care to
duck under the bright beams when we travel to the attic’s center.

There is a spot where we can sit and be surrounded by a cage
of blinding angles. The wood underneath feels hot and rough. It
touches back. The air reeks of insulation. When we lie on our
sides we hear the sounds of the house underneath like a creaking
mattress.

There are some days we don’t miss the old world at all.

14

Eli puts his hands on all of us but never says why.

Is

A second floor bedroom door is barred from the inside. Some

people remember a woman named Robin living in the room, but
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Eli claims it was a man named Leo, who pipes up and says that he
is still there. Either way, reports are sketchy. Jeff slams his shoul-
der into the door, but it doesn’t give way.

Some claim the room is absent from physical reality, and the
locked door prevents us from being swallowed into nothingness.
Others claim that Robin or Leo (Leo again proclaims his exis-
tence) smashed their way to the outside world as an act of suicide
or escape. Perhaps something broke through from the outside.
The locked, barred door is intended to save us.

We fall asleep imagining a jagged hole in the wall. It opens

into bare, toxic light.

16

Martin emerges, glossy, from his room. Gather in the living
room, he says. We move the sleeping bags and general clutter—
paper, plastic forks, dust, fully-leafed magazines—to the corners
of the room. He claims he is ready to show us the third book.
The writing is sketchy and lacks the directness of the preceding
works. It includes illustrations of basic interactions like hugging,
holding hands, slapping, but with distance between the contact.
He explains that the concepts of cause and effect will break

down. We will raise our hand in anger and somewhere a faucet
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will turn on. We will move to embrace one another and find our-

selves covered in dust. Our footsteps will be rain.

17

We eat salads of kidney beans and baby corn. They have either no
dressing or a dusting of flour which merges everything into a paste.

Our joints are angry and rusted. We see ourselves as failing
machines. Jeff pours over The Book of the World. When we ask
him what he is looking for he has no concrete answer.

We ask Martin pointed questions about God. He responds
by directing us to obscure passages that supposedly prove there is
no God, that we confuse God with the system we are in, the
closed loop. He says that if we stay in the house, we can make it
through to the other side and live the new world in its infancy.

He uses images of rebirth. Spring. The best things we im-

agine these days are bright green.

I8

Yelling pierces the floor. Footsteps, then the sound of something

metal being gouged into wood.
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A splintering, a crashing to the floor. Someone saw.

There are some days we see the old world as clearly as ever,
as if through the act of remembering we can bring it back.

They climb the narrow stairs to the attic and see us in the
center, surrounded by a cage of light. Our father is there, waving
his arms and yelling. He gets right up to the light but won’t
enter. Martin’s mouth is wide open. We hear the words, careful,
dear god, careful. Come towards us, they say.

We imagine methods to bring the old world back. If we are
to understand that effects do not match their causes, then there
must be some inscrutable action that restores the world to it’s
previous state.

This has led us to catalogue and attempt all available options.
We have knelt on all stairs. We have filled all shoes with every
source of water. We have flooded the rooms with smoke. All
actions are exhausted except for one.

We stand.

We step forward.

We twist our faces upward into the light.
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