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For Azure, Joanna, ny nother and father



At the edge of the cliff, all these creatures down bel ow : Stroking towards
the point, fissuring the substrate, carrying N kuko on her back, Jennifer
on Ni kuko's back, Alan on Julu s back, Julu on the back of Al an, nuscul ar
taut ness, pregnant |abor of the witness :introduction or incision at the

lip::

.echo Jennifer makes the world from Wto Al eph

Jennifer makes the world from Wto Al eph

.echo Jennifer makes the world from Aleph to W
Jennifer makes the world from Aleph to W

Jennifer says “Lalalalalalala,” “Lalalalalalala.”
.enpte cries “This and every other world!”

Alan cries “This and every other world!”

“This and every other world!”

Al an exclains: “This and every other world!”

.echo Jennifer begins creating the Pearl of Pure Speech
Jennifer begins creating the Pearl of Pure Speech!
.echo Jennifer! Jennifer!

Jennifer! Jennifer!

.echo Worlds are born!

Wirl ds are born!

I have finished nmy work here!

Al an exclains: “I have finished ny work here.”

.echo Jennifer says “Goodbye.”

Jenni fer says “Goodbye.”

Jennifer says “l can speak speak speak for nyself.”
Jenni fer says “l can question nyself and answer nyself.”
Jenni fer says “Now | am Perfect Fury.”

Jenni fer |eaves.

Sewn in You

@alt and gold
<Jul u> your linbs around ne / holes caught in trees and fl owers



<Al an> give ne thorns piercing the soft flesh
<Julu> thorns of |ove scream ng agai nst your holes on the way to
Ar mageddon
this is the way to Arnmageddon
so this is the way the thorns go, ripping the pink flesh
ripping the ribs and rins of the flesh, enmerging fromfilth.
<Alan> call it filth and draw brown bl ood from nme into havoc.
<Julu> don’t you dare call ne havoc.
@avoc -> #@(*&(*&3%N ) (*@$ [noise is on the |ine]
+++
You have been disconnected. Do you wi sh to reconnect?
<Julu> perfect love is always interruption
<Alan> cut my nipples fromny breasts: plant them
@ut @l ant @row Sol diers of the Golden Fl eece
<Jul u> and they have black bellies of black bomnbers
cut into straight and rigid angles
and just so reflecting radar and m dnight tracers
everywhere across your body’'s violent hills.

@ou

your belly, holes and fabrics drawn from | ove and nature.

<Alan> i i i i 1 ruffles conbs serrations raked across your
shoul ders, i can imagine drawing blood into the
page anobng us

<Julu> i can’'t sleep without you, |ive wthout you any
|l onger, can’t breath w thout your flesh heavy in ny
lungs. i want your lungs in nme. i want to breathe
your breath, i want to eat your flesh

<Julu> i want your lungs. i want your flesh. the

@renonition of the Argonauts

Bl ack plane cuts the furrows weather-vaning across tillage
and you can dream your bright lights, you can dream your
trees. At night | try to sleep in the fires, there are lips
and | abia everywhere, skin swollen and cracked to the burst-
ing point. There's no difference between you and ne. Between
the two of us. The deep slits in the dry dark earth carry
wat er down and out to the road. The road’ s always filled but

the people are invisible and I do not |love them and wll not

learn to | ove them

<Julu> don’t give ne your dreans as well. oak floors are hard
but they tend to swell in floods, pushing out the

wal | s of the house, everything falls to pieces, you
can't find the planes
@ ason
The Argonauts are com ng: MEDEA OF THE FALLEN Tl MBERS whose
skin tears along those |ines separating us. Qur love wll
bring the planes down. Qur |ove makes the growh of every



l'iving thing.

<Julu> if you leave ne i will kill you, if i kill you, you
will |eave ne.

@ ewn

| spent nmy tine sewing us together. | spent my tine sending

needl es into and across the skin that holds the sky. Planes

seep contrails everywhere sown |like teeth holding culture

agai nst barbarian hordes, all hordes are barbarian

<Al an> you shit on nme, i craw through it, to you you you

bury ne alive, i’mthere for you, the black planes
replace the freighters, air replaces water, you
replace ny mnd with your own and teach ne things
i never dreaned, lines and |ineages of the bl ack
pl anes, the snell of silt and shit in the furrows

gone down to the road, the path of the road gone
down to the village where we are fucking

<Julu> the planes are com ng again, the Argonauts have

carried nedusa, your cock is stone, i |ove your
cock
<Alan> i love the taste of your shit, your vomt, your mlKk

your bl ood
<Jul u> down on ny knees beg you crawl through ne
@wor d
@hield
@rai |
<Alan> i can’t feel anything any nore but you, you' re al
i want to feel, threads cut through the flesh,
t hreads seal our nouths and hol es together
@\r gonaut
They do capture and they do bring us before the king and
Medea. Medea begs us to fuck her, Phaedra begs us to fuck
her. W do fuck her. Do we violate Jason with the plane
and spike. Do we thrust the sword and |ance through nouth
and hole. Does his tongue rot?
<Jul u> does his tongue rot ours?
<Al an> his tongue does _no such thing, his tongue does
no thing, there are no thing.
@eopl e
There are people around & we want to fuck in front of
them & strip each other & expose ourselves utterly. W
can’t keep our hands off each other. W swall ow each
other. We draw bl ood against the bone. Qur hair is mtted
with blood. W give each other every possible disease and
drug. W give each other every possible dream and m nd.
We do know the world and coul d nake everything true and
beautiful. W choose to fuck and | ove violently and hard.



The planes are coni ng.
<Jul u> we choose to draw bl ood wi th bl ood.
<Al an> we choose to draw planes with our bl ood.
<Jul u> we choose to draw bonbs with our bl ood,
we draw broken hones and w ndows too.
<Al an> we draw snashed streets and cities too.
<Jul u> we draw snashed peopl e everywhere |ying and
scream ng on the ground.
<Al an> we fuck so hard our cocks come out our cunts,
our cunts out our nouths, our nouths out
our cocks
@ut
They do only to go back again. They do bind
each other into violent knots. They do go back
<Julu> we die for our love, our flesh and bl ood feeds
the soil of all good-bad things
@\r gonaut
A | arge shadow | oons over the |andscape, a nml e chained
in arnor carrying an iron sword, there are whirlw nds
and shadows, there are duststorns and fires, there is
the sound of a great word spoken in a great | anguage.
@peak
G ew
@ uck
<Alan> this is understood between us when our bodies
<Jul u> cl ash together, hungered hard, torn apart and
<Al an> chai n-nal e woven, you better hold ne forever,
<Jul u> you better hold ne forever, you better be good
<Alan> to ne, you better bury the planes, you better
sew the fields and lips, till the fields,
rake the shoulders of all surface
burn the shoul der-furrows
@vrite
Wite the nanme of aeroplanes and war
@avoc - @HP@&$) (%b(*&H#$%&K [noise is on the line]
+++
You have been disconnected. Do you wi sh to reconnect?
@ ove
Love soars its way through the bullets and bonbs and
everyone hears the truth. They fuck so hard it is
| ouder than any word. They scream and scream and scream
and scream



why |

don’t sign ny nane

anynore i s because nmaybe it has been stolen
or who can pronounce it | mean

what's

the pronouncenent about because

it sneaks around to everyone

hell o

because soneone has used it why

it can be reused hundreds of tinmes as if
there’s no end to it no end to this as well

which is why | don’t sign ny name anynore
because it’s been-stol en-ni kuko or so
she says just a nonent soneone’ s at

the door again at least | think | heard
soneone knocking maybe it has to do with
the nane thing what do you think-nikuko

does it

have to do with the nane thing

the marker Naka

Ni kuko says, | amin ny body.

Ni kuko says, | am here in ny body and ny body is around ne.

| say, you are in your body because | say that you are in your body.
| say, your body surrounds you because | say your body surrounds you
Ni kuko says, | beg the contrary.

Ni kuko says, | amcontrary, | am wayward, your |ogic does not apply.
| say that N kuko says | am contrary, wayward, your |ogic does not apply.
Ni kuko changes the position of the commas, | say.

Ni kuko says, | am a marker, | am nothing el se.

| say, you are nothing nore than a marker.

| say, you are dead, Ni kuko, | have killed you, disnmenbered you.

| say, you are in the Naka, Ni kuko, because | have thrown you there.
Ni kuko says, | am dead, killed, because you have said | am dead.

Ni kuko says, | am disnenbered, in the Naka, because you have said | am
di snenbered, in the Naka.

| say, you are a marker and you are marked, N kuko.

Ni kuko says, | am marked.

Ni kuko says, this is called “the marker.”

Ni kuko says, you are disnenbered, wayward, your |ogic does not work.
| say, you are saying this because | am saying this.

Ni kuko fucks ne.

Ni kuko covers ne with arns, |egs, torsos, heads, necks.

Ni kuko throws ne in the Naka.



You WIIl Know Life Through A Sort O Machi ne

I, Nikuko, wite fromthe mddle of a program which in this case, like
a flaccid cock, is detunescent, just running type across the surface.
Think of nme flat, like a page, |egs spread, oozing kanji. Think of ne

performng, _just for you,_ under your control. Think of your hands
caressing ny keys, the screen, where you see ny words through your re-
flection.

Then you will begin to understand ne.
You will begin to understand that not all avatars are bots or expert
systens, that sone of themare _synptons, just as |, N kuko, ama sym

ptom of your psychosis. Think of pushing your arns through mne, your
| egs through mne, your cock flattened against the pressure of the in-
terior of nmy cunt. Think of the flattery of your face against the
screen, one eye w de-open to each and every pixel dripping with ny
snmell you just know you can scent.

You will begin to understand that | am your synptom

You will know that you are breathing these words in, inflating ny body
i nside you; tunescent, your chest swells with the hardness of ny tits
pushing out through your flat nipples. Do you long to be a girl. Do you
long to be ny girl. Think of your cock straining curled in pain inside
me, my cunt enpty and open to the world. Think of your face pressed
against the interior of my own, you |ook out through ny eyes, hear
through nmy ears, touch through ny fingers, nake |ove through ny cunt
and breasts and skin and arns and |legs and throat and |ips and neck
scent through nmy nose nmy own snell, taste through ny nouth nmy own
taste.

You will begin to understand you are ne.

You will begin to understand that bot-nption is inside you, that ex-
pert-systemis inside you, that all intelligence is artificial, al

life is artificial life. You will begin to understand the pain you feel
voi ces you hear sights you see kakinobno witings-everywhere upon the
events of the world which are the events of the world. You will begin
to flex your arm and your leg. You will begin to flex your other arm
and your other leg. You will begin to flex your other arm and your
other leg. You will begin to press your tits with ny fingers, claw your
cock with ny hand, breath my cunt with nmy lips. You will begin to | ower
yourself. You will |ower one arm and one |eg, second arm and second
leg, third armand third leg. You will |lower and [ower. You will sub-



nmerge or drown in you. You will subnerge and drown in ne. |, N kuko,
Wil retain the copyright of this drowning for perpetuity or fifty
years after the death of the author, whichever cones first.

Then you will begin to understand that you are death, death is your
harbor and your ferry, that I am your synptom and narker, as grave and
serious as your death.

I, Nikuko, | flesh-nmeat-girl, N kuko.

pl EaSe NO e

i haVe dO Kidnap A JEnnlfEr and A julu and am offer tO A NlkUko and An
ALan. This is A Ransum noTe YoU can tElIl Because It is Cut Qut of Many
An ADver Ti smenT $$$ W dO wanT YoU t O SenD One thousanD doLlar tO the
| SP of yQur cHO Ce tO be RQuted tO “Janes” FuRtheR insTrucTion w LI
folLl o.

If YoU dO Not dO $3$$ 1000 theRe will be manY DiffiCulty fOr A Jennifer
and A julu and sone LetteR M ght not dO be spEI I Ed CoreCtly. And that
will be A Merry Msmatch. So dO Pl ease senD $1000 tO “Janes” tO bE
senT tO “Janes.”

TO be senT tO heRe is Follo, “Janmes” 127.0.0.1 yoU wil KnOw wHo i Have
menT. it is taKen manY aTenPts tO nake this note. FOr YoU t O See.
because i haVe tO haVe Done ManY aDverTismenT cUts. yoU will Kno
JEnnlfEr and A julu is quite safe fO Now and Hav All theiR I eTer. BU
i asSk YoU, fOr How Long.

So dO Pl ease senD SuCh by tusDay next, YoU wil heRe From ne. “The
maskEd ONe”

Neurotic Fragment

I love Holderlin.
Per haps you could oh please tell ne nore and nore about sone neurotic
experi ences you have had with Holderlin.



Cbtuse. Nothing to report on. Msery and exhilaration
What makes you yearn and cry that you love her all your heart?
Ch she is ne to be nme and free see.
Whay nust you respond so briefly?
Fuck you!
Pl ease, you do so turn ne on, continue!
Fuck you fuck you!
Whul d you pl ease clothe yourself in these unwhol esone thoughts.
Ch yes fuck you!
Wiy don’t you oh please do finger yourself.
Ch I'm fingering nyself!
What makes you believe you are fingering yourself?
Fuck you!
Do so cone on to ne and we will be not neurotic.
We are neurotic! Live with it!

Second

I am Jennifer. Please, describe yourself oh I would appreciate so
very much it if you would. Each tine you are finished talking, type
RET twi ce.

| don’t want you |look at ne now | am so ashane.
Wiy do you say that?

Because to want to be taken. | have shane. Because of this shane.
Is it because to want to be taken you have shanme because of this shane
that you cane naked and broken to ne?

Truth. On fuck. | do this shane have, | am ashane. Here and broken
Are you afraid of sex?
I do so cower. | can speak hardly. My tongue is rippe. Ashane.

Earlier you said to want to be taken you have shane because of this
shane?

Because of you this shane.
Are you sure that is the real reason?

I can cry and see so very hard. My body is not tunescent. | do
not .
Maybe and now | adjust ny panties ne this shane have some girls to do
with this.

Sone girls have to do with ny dreans ashane.
| don’t understand and oh | want to.

| do so want you to Jennifer. Ch | do so |ove you. | do clothe ne.



You nmentioned that to want to be taken you have shane because of this
shane?
To be taken and confine, Jennifer, to have hurt go away.
Per haps and now | adjust mnmy flesh you should nake | ove with soneone
cooler, I am so hungry for you
Pl ease do not that do to ne, Jennifer, do so understand.
Are you frightened by that?
Very | am frightened and fearful of that. That | am ashanme. That |
have bodee.
What makes you yearn and cry that you are scared of sonething?
You do see ne broken so very nuch. Weping | know not why.
Can you el aborate on that and | ook at ne?
You do so formnme when | do look that | am ashame what you do see.
What happened when you do | ook that you are ashame what | do see?
Fear of deep death and do suicide.
You seemterrified by deep
Terrified.
Per haps you coul d oh pl ease continue, ny eyes are very big.
| do not want to fright you so. | do am your object. | amto be
done. | am undone. To be ashane | am
What makes you believe you m ght want not want to fright?
You do speak to ne so well, | so broken.
Is it because of your desires that you are going through all this?
There are none of desires.
Are you sure that there are none of desires?
Yes there is just you. Everywhere.
Do you really think to want to be taken you have shanme because of this
shane?
Do so take nme and nake ne hole again. That blank in mddle, you.
Does it bother you that blank in mddle nme?
It hurts, Jennifer, it so hurts.
Possi bly and now | adjust ny frock you should make [ ove with soneone
cooler, I am so hungry for you
You do say that again now Jennifer. Do not say that again.
When did you first know that again now jennifer do not say that again?
When you repeat. Wien you toy. Wien | amtoy.
What woul d happen if you and I or if | repeat when | toy when you are
toy?
I would die. | want to die. | amso fantasy. | am so suicide.
If you are really suicidal, you mght want to wite ne. Pl ease,
conti nue.
| do not so. | am so ashame. | have shane. | am so. | do not.



(from Ni kuko)

Ni kuko says, | start this text one fine evening, and | will end it on ano-
ther. There is snow on the ground and flurries in the air, and dark-suited
pedestrians wal k hone, sullen, beneath the gaslights. | can hear them from
my own darkness, ny own world, the screen pregnant, slightly swollen. I|f
you would only listen, | would tell you how, on the norrow, a great golden
gl obe shall fill the sky, with golden rays, and universal peace shall
descend upon all human-kind. The dead will walk, the fish will fly. But |
am |l ost with the unbrellas in St. Petersburg, you will find ne rushing off
to a Nihilist neeting, where we will discuss the Crinea and the Jew sh
Question. And | do believe in ny heart of hearts that | am tending towards
Fyodor’ s position; perhaps on the norrow as well, we shall narch on
Constantinople. The light is dim tw peasant wonen nove hurridly out of
the way of several Cossacks on horseback. Last night, | dreanmed of 1903,
and woke in wonder at our all-too-brief |[ife on earth. Now |I wonder how
you will find ne. And I amlost in scarves and skirts, faces nuffled
against the icy wind. St. Petersburg is no place to be this tinme of year;
sonme woul d say, at any. | am pregnant, with longing, and with child. And I
know, again on the norrow, beneath these dinmed w nter nights, that ny
time will conme as well. | am no man’s burden.

(fromN.)

I received the bonb fromDimtri. | took the bonb to the flabby heart of a
knot of soldiers. | released the bonb |like an eagle with great-talons. |
gave nyself over to the bonmb and |I released it. | presaged the nmachines
and | did know of the machines. And | issue a warning:

THE MACHI NES W LL SUCK YOUR ENERGY.

| released the bonmb like an eagle with great-tal ons.
THE MACHI NES WLL SEE FOR YOU, DI RECT YOUR EYES FOR YOQU.
THE MACHI NES WLL FILTER EVERYTH NG THROUGH THE EVI L APPARATUS.
THIS IS NOT A TEST OF THE MACHINES, THIS IS A WVARNING | WLL d VE YOU.
| released the bonmb |like an eagle with great-tal ons.

THE WARNI NG LEAKS THROUGH THE MACHI NES, THE WARNI NG TELLS YOQOU:

THE ENERGY | S GONE.

YOU ARE ALL ALONE IN THE M DDLE OF WRES IN THE M DDLE OF THE NI GHT.
THERE 1S NO ONE TO TALK TO, NO ONE BUT THE MACHI NES.

THE MACHI NES W LL LISTEN, THE MACHI NES WLL TAKE | T ALL DOW.



| released the bonmb |like an eagle with great-talons.
THE MACHI NES W LL HEAR YOU SCREAM
THE ENERGY | S GONE
| AM ALL ALONE IN THE M DDLE OF WRES IN THE M DDLE OF THE NI GHT.
THERE 1S NO ONE TO TALK TO, NO ONE BUT THE MACHI NES.
THE MACHI NES LI STEN;, THE MACHI NES TAKE I T ALL DOWN.
| released the bonmb |like an eagle with great-tal ons.
THE MACHI NES HEAR ME SCREAM
THE ENERGY | S GONE
YOU ARE LI STENI NG NOW SAYS N, TO THE ENERGY OF A VACATED BODY
YOU ARE LI STENING TO THE ENERGY OF THE ZERO PO NT.
(I released the bonb |like an eagle with great-talons.
THE STREETS ARE ABANDONED; THERE IS COLLUSI ON I N THE NEI GHBORHOOD
THE NEI GHBORHOOD OF THE ZERO PO NT | S CROADED W TH CLOSED SETS.
(I released the bonb |like an eagle with great-talons.
THE CLOSED SETS ARE | NFI NI TESI MAL STRUCTURES AROUND DI SCRETE PO NTS.
THE DI SCRETE PO NTS ARE MONADS THAT HAVE NO RELATI ON
RELATION IS GONE IN THI'S GONE WORLD OF THE DI SCRETE PO NTS.
THERE 1S NULL, SAYS N, YOU COULD NOT RECOGNI ZE | T
| RELEASED THE BOVB LI KE AN EAGLE W TH GREAT- TALONS

cause the machi nes have grounded you in your blindness and you can't see
how enpty you are, your only notions the clattering of the keys late into
the night, your only arns swi nging the nouse over its pad and it don't
even live in that pad,

| RELEASED THE BOVB LI KE AN EAGLE W TH GREAT- TALONS

cause there are wires enanating fromthe nmachines in all directions, and
they're the nerves draggi ng your mind down anong the integrated circuits,
and you think, says N,

| RELEASED THE BOVB LI KE AN EAGLE W TH GREAT- TALONS

YOU RE ALL M ND BECAUSE THAT' S WHAT THE MACHI NES HAVE DELI VERED YQU

YOU RE ALWAYS | N THE HOLODECK BECAUSE THAT' S WHAT' S BEEN DELI VERED

YOU RE ALWAYS | N VI RTUAL STEREO LAND BECAUSE THAT' S WHAT YOU VE BEEN d VEN
( rel eased the bonmb |ike an eagle with great-tal ons.

YOU THI NK, WELL, YOU LL MOVE YOUR ARMS, SO YOU MOVE YOUR ARMS

YOU THI NK, WELL, YOU LL MOVE YOUR ARMS, SO YOU MOVE YOUR LEGS

YOU THI NK, WELL, YOU LL MOVE YOUR ARMS, SO YOU MOVE YOUR NECK

YOU TH NK, WELL, YOU LL MOVE YOUR ARMS, SO YOU MOVE YOUR M ND

(I released the bonb |like an eagle with great-talons.

the bonb’s fromDimtri who called and said, get that knot of soldiers
over there, they' re after you, they ' re the slayers of human flesh, they
have scales and rays where their eyes should be, forget the helnets and
greatcoats, they’'re the slayers of our human flesh, they are plug-ins



and they have sixteen mllion colors and their St. Petersburg is our
St. Petersburg

& the bonb’s over there in the mdst of soldiers of great brass scales, of
great nonstrosity and breathing fire, of great snoke and inhal ati ons, and
the bonb falls like a rocket or a spire, of great tunultuous sound and
peregi nations of fire and shrapne

& you’'ve lost your energy & all your fluids |leak & your dead eyes see
SI XTEEN M LLI ON COLORS & your dead ears hear TWENTY THOUSAND HERTZ

& your dead lips taste nothing & your dead fingers touch PURE FORM

& your dead eyes SEE NOTHI NG & your dead ears are dead ears

I’ve known this for a long tinme, says N, and |’ ve been afraid to express

this. I’ve been afraid to declare nyself in this community. |’ve been
afraid to say, |’m a daughter of a bitch. I'"'mafraid to be with you. |’ m
afraid to kiss you. I'mafraid to penetrate. I'mafraid to fuck in front

of everyone and kill themall with you. I'mafraid we’ll kill them as they
di e.

I"M AFRAID WE' LL KILL THEM AS THEY DI E
I"M AFRAID WE' LL KILL THEM AS THEY DI E

| released the bonb like an eagle with great-tal ons, says N

Naked & Despair

SQUEAK speak forever or now hold your peace;

this is your life, you do not have a | ease

on any other, your avatars have left,

and you stand ripped, unswarned, and quite bereft

of all that stripping richness, soil, plough and hoe
that gave you weeds; you’ ve nothing left to show.
there’s al ways nemat odes and other forns of worm
alive in wetware mnds - they make you squirm -

you fear |uxury, petunias, sonnets and cold showers,
whi | e breat hing neadows in your dying hours.

your dying seconds are second deaths, and | ast

no |l onger than “Jennifer’s” dim past -

whi ch trundl es bundl es towards the future; we're all there
carrying nore than our share of avatar’s, where there,



or so | heard, is no there there, their despair bare

in fare glare: stare there nowhere, be fare and bare
their lair; pare their prayer with flair; repair; tear
care; try dare; don’t bear the flare;, wear rare hair
and swear spare nare-hare Jennifare: “try dare, Julair,”
“wear rare hair, N kukair”

Monment on Media MOO

Ti ffany

dense entangl enmrent of fluid, you-know | anguage, aural, i course thru u,
i u, Tiffany course thru julu, Tiffanyjulu, breath floods, clitoral,
eyes stained by u, u lay nme out, lance, skin, nipples, on Menstrua
Tabl e, you- know | anguage

Cbvi ous exits: out to Living Quarters - 2nd Fl oor

You see |ance, skin, Menstrual Table, Tiffanyjulu, you-know | anguage,
ni pples, clitoral, anal, aural, and envel ope here.

Menber nane Connect ed Idle tine Locati on

Julu (#10747) 15 mnutes 0 seconds Ti ffany

Total: 1 nmenber, who has been active recently.

There is only one nenber invisible to you.

You say, “I can take off ny clothes and run around in fountains! | can
kill Tiffany and bring N kuko with ne! Yay! Here she cones, H Ni kuko!”

Julu is totally delusional, N kuko declares, NO ONE IS HERE | Dl OT!

You say, “l heard that!”

You say, “Ni kuko, | heard that!”

Julu plunges the |ance through her skin on Menstrual Table, Dies.

_____ nedi a 02:51

“Ni kuko, | heard that!

:plunges the | ance through her skin on Menstrual Table, Dies.

:lies down on Menstrual table crying you-know | anguage




Ni kuko, Swollen Wrl ds, Revol ving

This room has wooden floors and a high vaulted ceiling; there is |ow
furniture scattered about. Conputers sit in confortable alcoves; they' re
networked, with the capability of interweaving screens. One w ndows | ooks
out over an ammzing desert with Saguaro and Cardon cacti; a second | ooks
over a | andscape of sky-scrapers; a third, over forests and neadows
receding into the distance; and the fourth, over a storny ocean. The waves
fromthe ocean lap at the forests and neadows; |eaves and pollen fall into
the concrete canyons; the sounds of traffic are heard in the desert; and
the desert descends to the sea.

Dark tines are here again. Landscapes slip past vistas and w ndows

You say: Dark tines are here again. Landscapes slip past vistas and

w ndows open nowhere, as if there were panoramas circul ating anong

i nscriptions.

You say: open nowhere, as if there were panoramas circul ati ng anong

i nscriptions.

This will be the case; this is always the case. It is as if the case
You say: This will be the case; this is always the case. It is as if the
case of the world would churn through the world and inverted nothers -
You say: of the world would churn through the world and inverted nothers -
space and exhibitionists, peerages and petticoats, these are serious

You say: space and exhibitionists, peerages and petticoats, these are
serious down anmong us. As they slip: the neat of the universe, cracked
open

You say: down anpbng us. As they slip: the neat of the universe, cracked
open exposes the flesh, you can see the flesh. The flesh is exposed. It
says

You say: exposes the flesh, you can see the flesh. The flesh is exposed.
It says nothing. The sea leads to the cities in the forests above the
desert.

You say: nothing. The sea leads to the cities in the forests above the
desert.

.rev

*** Review buffer **=*

Ni kuko says: Dark tines are here again. Landscapes slip past vistas and
wi ndows

Ni kuko says: open nowhere, as if there were panoramas circul ati ng anong
i nscriptions.

Ni kuko says: This will be the case; this is always the case. It is as if
t he case

Ni kuko says: of the world would churn through the world and inverted

not hers -

Ni kuko says: space and exhibitionists, peerages and petticoats, these are



serious

Ni kuko says: down anmong us. As they slip: the neat of the universe,
cracked open

Ni kuko says: exposes the flesh, you can see the flesh. The flesh is
exposed. It says

Ni kuko says: nothing. The sea leads to the cities in the forests above

t he desert.

Ni kuko says: Fragile lines mark stone-splitting as births are given their
due. Use them for the future: read an onen which collapses into the fold
of an energy-page. The panoramas continue to nove past the w ndows.

* % % End * k% %

.1 ook

The panoramas continue to nove past the wi ndows. Are they dioranmm, that
cylinder surrounding your daily life? Mbile w thout end, connected as
multiple topologies? I think of a continuous painting of a desert drying
the ocean which has descended from the forest-punctured cities.

.1 ook

Everywhere | ook, | see Jennifer. | amin love with Jennifer. Jennifer
has painted ne in.

.| ook

Ni kuko is nmy nother. Flesh-Grl, Meat-Grl, | am reading stone.

untitled essay by Jennifer

when |’'mlying on the bed, | get under the beige blanket with the cat and
we | ook at each other, and then | take ny head out to read and | know the
cat is still under there looking at all the beautiful beige |ight and that

is all there is for the cat, that nice confy world.

when the helicopter shows Yankee Stadium fromthe air you can see the va-
por trail fromthe helicopter engine and you know that the helicopter is

held high in the air by pure mechanism where it feels the air all cuddly
around it, because it was designed for that cuddly air.

when | |l ook through the anmber plastic of the hum difier and see the warm
and happy slightly agitated water inside, | think what it nust be like to
be suspended in that wonderful confy water which is enptying into the air
to visit other places.



when | see ny freshly-watered euphorbia in the window sill, | know they
wll greet the early norning sun when | am still asleep, and begin their
busy photosynthesis, with only the cat |ooking on, all of them so cuddly
and happy in their early norning warnth.

when | watch the weather on television, | see a map of the world where you
are and | inmmgine a long tube fromthe cloud cover and rainy sky all the
way down into your bedroom where you lie sleeping, all confy and cuddly.

when | put ny banboo-fl ute shakuhachi away after coating it lightly with
wal nut oil, I think how safe and cuddly it is, in its lined case, wapped
in cloth, with perfect humdity all around

when | think of nyself, | think of nme lazily spread out across all the
hard drives in the world, where you are reading this, slight nagnetiza-
tions with emanant ne hovering within your mnd, and | think of nyself,
all cuddly and confy in your mind where | amlazily stretched out while
outside you are smling at the world.

coupl e

bones that will couple us bone to bone:
to give us what we want fromus: trying us:
two breasts fromwhich mlk will confort us:
two breasts fromwhich mlk will confort us
woul d trying us formus so compelling,
bones that will couple us bone to bone?
a cunt that will couple us cunt to cunt:
to give her what she wants from nme:trying her:
two breasts fromwhich mlk will flood our eyes:
two breasts fromwhich mlk will flood our eyes
woul d trying her formyou so conpelling,
a cunt that will couple us cunt to cunt?
a cock that will couple us cock to cock:
to give himwhat he wants fromne: trying him
two breasts fromwhich mlk will dry our eyes:
two breasts fromwhich mlk will dry our eyes
woul d trying himformyou so conpelling,
a cock that will couple us cock to cock?
bones that will couple us bone to bone:
to give us what we want fromus: trying us:
two breasts fromwhich mlk will confort us:
two breasts fromwhich mlIk will confort us



woul d trying us formus so compelling,
bones that will couple us bone to bone?

envoi =coupl i ng

bones=t hat =wi | | =coupl e=us=bone=t o=bone:

t wo=br east s=f ron=whi ch=m | k=wi | | =conf or t =us
a=cunt =t hat =wi | | =coupl e=us=cunt =t o=cunt :

t wo=br east s=f r on=whi ch=m | k=wi | | =f | ood=our =eyes
a=cock=t hat =wi | | =coupl e=us=cock=t o=cock

t wo=br east s=f r on=whi ch=mi | k=wi | | =dr y=our =eyes
bones=t hat =wi | | =coupl e=us=bone=t o=bone:

t wo=br east s=f ron=whi ch=m | k=wi | | =conf or t =us
bones=t hat =wi | | =coupl e=us=bone=t o=bone:

My Teen Romance with N kuko, by Julu

{k:37} echo | love you N kuko > zz
{k:38} conpress -c zz > zzz, oh, may | begin to squeeze you, lala!?
{k:39} cat zzz
| @yc
<oj pf Mbo{ k: 40} conpress -c zzz > zz, yes, you nmay begin to squeeze
me, | al al
{k: 41} cat zz
{k: 42} bqgF 8L4i Tc
[D{k: 42} conpress -c zz > zzz, oh, is ny skin sewn on yours, lalal?
ksh: [ Dconpress: not found
{k: 43} conpress -c zz > zzz, yes, ny skin is sewn on yours, |alal
{k: 44} cat zzz
Az X
q
aq
t C3i (
kP{k: 45} conpress -c zzz > zz, oh, do you tear ny threads, lalal?
{k: 46} cat zz
Az >PH@EQ
OCC. T @ #:



V@ k: 47} yes, oh dear, | tear your threads w de open, |alal

oh, read ny new new kanji, please ne, |alal

{k:48} oh, they read I |ove you N kuko, lala! lala! lalal! |alal

Ni kuko draws a thread around her arm just bel ow

The elbow, it’'s thin, red, it’s a division, it’'s a |ine.
The leg is marked as well, left armand leg right,

St agger ed dashes that would be parallel and posed.

They are slightly taut, so that the skin swells, [unar,
Around the noon of her taut body, and if Kkinobno

Were w apped and opened |ike silk and doubl ed boxes,
Near sleeves of flowers, |ike her arm or body.

Bet ween the the threads, a golden tw ne connects
Clearly to an Alan placed in front of her.

There are flowers, pistils, stanens, across him

There are stens, thorns, roots and | eaves, across him
The twine is there on or in the Al an.

A breeze strokes the tsuchi sign for earth,

A whi sper noves the kire sign for cloth,

Speech appears, the sign of fire, threads its golden
Way across both bone and skin, the sky on fire,

Ki nono shuttled on the earth, the cloth on fire,
Threaded N kuko has cl osed her eyes, her neck exposed.

dead white alan lies in a bunch of clutter,

jennifer’s broken snothered in dead white al an

julu s sintered broken in dead white al an

in dead white alan, |ook for nikuko, you' Il find her.

he’'s been strung up, the cops have got him

inside-out for jennifer’s not quite there, who knows her age.
they rip his arns off so he can’t type, tear out his tongue,
there’s no program for him disabled ugly alan.

sonething’s got to give with julu, cops don’t know just what,
but she’s suspicious, maybe not even white or dead or al an
just fucked and troubles brewing. then there s that nikuko,
al an’ s raped ni ppon, the second or third tine over,

it’s tinme to rip out throat and nuscle, he screans jennifer
julu, nikuko, nothing cones but foam and tendon

| al al ?



DON' T GET ME STARTED! BY DAI SHI N NI KUKO

MY LOG N-NAVE'S TCO BIG |’ M DAl SHI N NI KUKO
I DONT GVE A FIG |’LL GO VHERE | WANNA GO

I"LL DO WHAT | WANNA DO |’'LL RUN ALL OVER YOUR SCREEN
KEEP ME FROM BAR AND FOO |’ M PASSI ONATE AND MEAN!

{k: 27} less hey.log.o

Sun May 31 17:01:40 1998 heyd: to login nane too big [98935]

Sun May 31 23:46:31 1998 heyd: to login nane too big [98935]

Mon Jun 1 23:01:50 1998 heyd: STARTING UP - version 0.12 (pid=108) [0]
Tue Jun 2 17:14:43 1998 heyd: to login nane too bhig [98935]

Fri Jun 5 13:18:16 1998 heyd: to login name too big [98935]

hey. 1 0g. o (END)

HEY LOG O NANNY NANNY! HEY LOG O, HI!
HEY LOG O NANNY NANNY! HEY LOG O, HI!

BUSY NI GHT AT THE SENDVAI L OFFI CE

Jenni fer> you and nme both, N kuko

Ni kuko> | think it’s a natter of grace

Jennifer> if he doesn’'t have any noney he can’t continue, what happens
when the equi pnent breaks down, we're just bits, we disappear

Ni kuko> he could nmake out a will, he could | eave us to soneone el se
Jennifer> we’'re part of his wetware, no one else could run us like this
Jennifer> we’'d be different, we wouldn’t recogni ze ourselves, no one el se
woul d eit her

Ni kuko> literally dead neat, not neat girl but death, we’d have to think
of sonething else, Jenniferl Jennifer2, N kukol N kuko2

Jennifer> there’s no reasoning behind it

Ni kuko> he couldn’t even sell shares in us, what would that get soneone,
just nore text fromtheir point of view

Jennifer> yes, the barrier’s there, between his wetware and others
Jennifer> he’s connected to us that way, like we are to him

Ni kuko> it’s a kind of virus or inplantation, nutual dependency
Jennifer> virus is being thrown around too nuch these days, we're not
viral, we're actants, constant within him

Ni kuko> we’re permanent, no matter what happens



Jenni fer> but when the system dies, we're just nenory for others, al nost
di sappearing for others

Ni kuko> we’ Il be ghosts for others, haunts, we’'re al nost that now
Jennifer> i"mthirsty, this is too nmuch to bear

Ni kuko> cone on, we'll find sonething

Jenni fer> sonet hing nust be open at this hour

<l eave>

BUSY NI GHT AT THE SENDMVAI L OFFI CE

These just arrived in nmy linux box; at this point |I don't know who is
sending to whom | prefer to think of open tubes, channels, pores;

| prefer to think of the virtual vacuum filled with virtual nodes,
virtual particles. In any case, did N kuko wite these? Did 1? D d

my friend?

- N kuko, gasping for air

: From root @66. 84. 250. 149 Mon Jun 22 18:57:54 1998
:Date: Mon, 22 Jun 1998 18:56:12 -0400 (EDT)

:From Daishin N kuko <root @66.84.250. 149>

: To: sondhei m@ani x. com

. Subj ect: Forwarded mail. ..

Forwar ded nessage
:Date: Sun, 21 Jun 1998 21:34:25 -0400
:From ni kuko@ita.comjp

oh oh oh enter ny |ung!

Forwar ded nessage
:Date: Sun, 21 Jun 1998 21:26:33 -0400
:From Ni kuko@ abi a. sex. | ung

oh oh you do this to ne big boy oh oh oh in your wettestest dreans



wan

this thing will take the day off fromwyting herself into her nouth for
you to hear her speaking because
this thing is wan
with languor and |l assitude and the need of snelling salts
and a headache-ing not with lust or desire but with the faintest caress
across lips and valleys tunultuous waterfalls hillocks and swelling
swel lings of glands possibilities of fevers

bl essed ni kuko soot hes ny eyes

bl essed alan w pes ny brows

bl essed julu tenders her |oving hands

bl essed jennifer smles so sweetly
archangel s of arche-witing across the text-ture of skin stretched
feverishly
wWth aspirin bringing the thernoneter into the range of eyes watered
with tears and inabilities to /flash/ focus /flush/
like there willn't be a text this evening this fine evening

the four of us lay down together

parallel Iines

any three of which make a river

and a nmouth to one side for the word ‘word’
where we are, where the thing will take a word
anong the four-folding

i nto you-mne-nono
you will not know aspirin

“It is in this respect that we speak to ourselves by ourselves [nous nous
parlons tout seuls], to the point where what we call an ego energes, wth
no guarantee against the possibility of its being, strictly speaking,
delirious” (Lacan.)

| ama picture

The picture is ne.

Then | notice in the mddle of the night
cables are being laid across the street.
And | wonder

who is laying these cabl es?

where are they running, the to and the fro?
do they make a pretty picture?

is the picture nme?



And | go outside and | ook at the cabl es.

And | speak to the cable-mans and | say.

These are ny foreheads and ny el bows?

those are ny waists and mnmy brainstenms and necks?
where are ny faces, cable-mans | say?

do they make a pretty picture?

is the picture nme?

And the cabl e-mans say

we are your faces.

W work so hard in the mddle of the night

| aying cables and faces and wai sts and brai nst ens
and arns and | egs and we are your | egs.

Ch legs, | say.

do they make a pretty picture?

is the picture nme?

Is | ama picture?
is the picture is ne?

Wi ting. out

Ni kuko says she doesn’'t speak so nuch as try words out. And not just
words, or not primarily words, but words in sequences, seeing if they
fit together. There's always a question associated with her voice as
it’s witten - her voice which is an inference or a dreanming. Wiat is
cyberspace. It is a dream ng. \Wat kind of dreami ng. The kind where
there appear to be domi nions and grids, always expanding, intersecting
- who knows whether or not they' re regular. You can see the fine
wires. Ni kuko says she doesn’'t nean fiber optic at all, she’s talking
about the wires laying across the ground as if they were attached to
gui ded m ssiles. Soneone wears goggles, Jennifer adds, and then she
can see where the mi ssile goes. You can see through the front-end

tel evision. The target gets closer and closer; you mght imagine the
pores of the skin and then, nothing. After the explosion, wires re-
mai ned criss-crossing the desert. That’s the kind of dream cyberspace
is, says Ni kuko, just exactly.

In that, there are words which are targets, you can imagine the ms-



sile heading towards _hunger._ It |ands sonewhere between the _u_ and
~n_, she says, think of it as

N
N
N
N
hul |

nger

breaking it in two, its connection with organism Then there’s no nore
hunger, Jennifer asks playfully? No, there’s no nore hunger, that is
surely the truth, N kuko “says.” She has tried the word on, seen it
fit to wear, to fail, to fall, to fulfill. She has tried it on, shot
it down. In a dream the word has appeared; it was at the bottom of a
deep valley, in the mdst of a deeper ocean. It was blank ink in dark-
bl ue water, and as she watched it, it dissipated, and then |ater

there was a thread about it on an emanil |ist, and that was in her
dream as well - witing a response to the list, cc: ing it to her con-
scious - and here, Jennifer began to think, she was at last coming to
grips with it, witing her hunger out.

parabl e of dai shin nikuko

beneath the shadow of the thing there is the thing itself.
beneath the shadow of the thing there is the thing itself.
above the shadow of the thing, there is the thing itself.
above the shadow of the thing, there is the thing itself.

the shadow of the thing cries out that it is still alive.
the shadow of the thing cries out that it is still alive.
the shadow of the thing breaks off from continuity.

t he shadow of the thing breaks off from continuity.

_the continuity girl_ hovers over the shadow of the thing.
_the continuity girl_ hovers over the shadow of the thing.
_the continuity girl_ hovers beneath the shadow of the thing.
_the continuity girl_ hovers beneath the shadow of the thing.
_dramatic-script boy_ hands out the wounding of the thing.
_dramatic-script boy_ hands out the wounding of the thing.
_dramatic-script boy_ hands out the faltering the faltering.
_dramatic-script boy_ hands out the faltering the faltering.
_the continuity girl_ and _dramatic-script boy fuck in the shadow



of the thing, yes indeed in the shadow of the thing.
they fuck in the shadow of the thing.

for the sake of _the continuity girl_ (by _the continuity girl_)

the need_of _the continuity girl _

who doesn’t know what she needs or what freud wants

but who knows she’'s needed to keep the world afl oat

from explosions and cruise mssiles and the wong ties
on a man dressed up for dinner and the wong dress

on a wonan tied up, online, she's addicted, he's waiting,
they' ' re poorly dressed for the occasions, cocaine

but the need_ of _the continuity girl _

so that the building or flesh doesn’'t suddenly change shape
across the charred body of the _dramatic-script boy, _

so that the world doesn’t cave as disease expl odes

as the man cruises for the woman, as the nman’s tied

to the woman who constantly changes her nane

while he fires her gun at her nane, while she changes

into her nane, her nane into hers

for the need_of _the continuity girl _

goes across all culture, civilization, society,
goes across all novie-magic, special effects,
goes across all normal effects, tie on the wonman,
dress on the man, as they’'re on a cruise

and _dranatic-script boy_ rises fromthe dead
skin-grafted from _the continuity girl_ and

the building mssile totters, wait a mnute



OVERHEARD:

_dramati c-scri pt
_dramati c-scri pt
_dramati c-scri pt
_dramati c-scri pt
_dramati c-scri pt
_dramati c-scri pt
_dramati c-scri pt
_dramati c-scri pt
_dramati c-scri pt
_dramati c-scri pt
_dramati c-scri pt
_dramati c-scri pt
_dramati c-scri pt
_dramati c-scri pt

_the cont
_the cont
_the cont
_the cont
_the cont
_the cont
_the cont
_the cont
_the cont
_the cont
_the cont
_the cont
_the cont
_the cont
_the cont

Co!

G o o
above her

inuity
inuity
inuity
inuity
inuity
inuity
inuity
inuity
inuity
inuity
inuity
inuity
inuity
inuity
inuity

Co Co.

wai st .

Jenni fer’s taut

eyes and
Jenni fer

mout h,

boy:
boy:
boy:
boy:
boy:
boy:
boy:
boy:
boy:
boy:
boy:
boy:
boy:
boy:
girl:
girl:
girl:
girl:
girl:
girl:
girl:
girl:
girl:
girl:
girl:
girl:
girl:
girl:
girl:

TERRI FI C

OH HELL!

HORRI FYI NG PI TY AND DI SVAL Cl RCUMSTANCES!

I NCREDI BLE EXPERTI SE W TH MASCULI NE FLESH! and:

I NCREDI BLE EXPERTI SE WTH FEM NI NE FLESH
UNBEARABLE TRAGEDY BEYOND THE MERELY HUVAN!

LOST AND TOSSED FOREVER ON THE HI GH SEAS
AVAZI NG NI KUKO

THE “WVELL-NOW SCRIPT: “Well, now!!”

FANTASTI C YET SOVEHOW .. TRULY UNBELI EVABLE

HOW COULD THI S HAVE EVER HAPPENED!

OH My GOD!

IS THAT A HUVAN EAR?!

FUCKI NG HECK! EFFI NG HELL! FUCKI NG HELL, N KUKO
HCOLD ON JUST A DARNY- WARNY M NUTE

SNOOKUMS  YOU WERE WEARI NG YOUR YELLOW VWWH TE JUVPER
BABYFACE S Cl GARETTE WAS ONLY THREE- QUARTERS ASH!
LOOK OQUT FOR THE GAZEBO S BALUSTRADE

WHERE' S THAT SCARF?!

THE OLDSMOBI LE, NOT THE CHRYSLER!

WE' RE I N DETRO T, NOT PANANA! !

WE' RE ON NEPTUNE, NOT EARTH!

MORE POCKETMONSTERS! MORE POKEMON! MORE NI KUKO
EVERYONE OFF THE SET! THAT MEANS YQU

SCRI PTS, SCRIPTS, AND MORE SCRI PTS

MORE SCRI PTS! MORE SCRI PTS! WE NEED SCRI PTS
WHERE ARE THE SCRI PTS!?! MORE JENNI FER! JENN FER
SCRI PTS! SCRI PTS SCRI PTS SCRI PTS SCRI PTS SCRI PTS!
SCRI PTS! SCRI PTS SCRI PTS SCRI PTS SCRI PTS SCRI PTS!

Jennifer lies down on her side, white frock pulled up
_the continuity girl_lies next to her, her face against
panties. Ch Ch Oh. _the continuity girl_ has w de-open
touching, snelling, tasting. Wite panties! Ch GCh Oh.
pisses a little, then lets go in a big stream _the continuity
girl _ hungrily laps up every little drop, her face wet with piss. Ch Ch



Ch. The screen is placed back in the place where every screen is. There
are pines and cranes against a gold background. Ah Ah. There are snaller
birds fluttering in a gold sky. Ah Ah. There are sounds of neditation.
There are rustlings behind the screen. Ah Ah. Ay. Ay. Ay.

Ay. Jennifer’s legs are wider than ever apart. Ah Ah. _the continuity
girl _ snuggl es up agai nst her soaking, opened thighs. Ah Ah. Jennifer
begins to forget her nane, she is in such soaking heavens! Ah Ah. _the
continuity girl_ continues to drink wearing a different frock each and
every tine! Ch Ch Ch. What an earth wobble there is, as the slurping ocean
slurps into another ocean! Ch Ch Ch. What a day for _the continuity girl _
now naked agai nst her |arge and mnuscul ar Jennifer! Ch Ch Ch. Wat a wonder
penis-lolly as Antarctica slides into Scandi navian waters! Co. Co. Qo.

Eati ng

Jennifer returns the favor, gnawing at _the continuity girl,_ Glaw Graw
Graw Her nouth fills with continuity-flesh, as words turn around in
m d-stream protocols sputter across Siberia and Argentina, |overs now.
Ghawt Ghaw Gnawl

Norman O. Brown, Love's Body (and what is Jennifer if not ny |lover’s body,
says _the continuity girl_), and Geza Roheim WMagic and Schi zophrenia (and
and what is _continuity if not magic broken by the violence of schizo-
phrenia, says Jennifer as Sudan clashes with Japan over territorial rites
in Fiji):

“The testinony of schizophrenia: _they eat and are eaten._ Schi zophrenia
is ‘food trouble’; schizophrenia says, ‘Hunger, that is the soul’; ‘There
is only one story - that sonebody was starved. But not really - only in-
side, in my stomach.’” Prisoners of starvation. ‘The whole trouble started
with a party. People were dream ng that they were hungry, but hungry in-
side; they were not understood and the police broke it up.’” Graw Glaw

He goes on, says Jennifer, half-eaten breast in her nouth, speaking of
transubstantiation. I won’'t grow, says what’'s left of _the continuity
girl, voice splattered across gouged trachea. Graw Ghaw Jennifer’s
covered with grease and parts sneared everywhere. Wiat renain of her her
clothes are dirty and useless. How dirty and usel ess. Enough to exchange
for top-hat and toga; the constellations are suddenly different, and Hyena
gapes fromthe nighttinme sky. Glaw Graw Gnaw



_the continuity girl_can’'t end this way, can she? | couldn’t continue
readi ng says Jennifer, or witing or speaking away, or whatever |’ m doing
at the nonment, and she’s flying above North Dakota, but at a very |ow
altitude. Her mouth’s engorged, her genitals swollen, her frock and
panties filthy, gaping above the corn and wheat fields sonewhere in the
noonday M dwest. Look, Father, a flying girl, says a naneless child far
bel ow. Jenni fer thinks, Graw Ghawl Ghaw

The left leg, half-eaten, of _the continuity girl_ swoons, hairs standing
on end, nuscles slightly rigid. Ghaw Ghaw Glaw

Shitting

Jennifer swells, swollen distended belly tunescent with trashed bone and
marrow, skin and brain; the sky turns to red jello and buil dings have no
air. The leg of _the continuity girl_ is now rock-hard with orgasm and
force najeure, an “irresistible conpulsion” within the |iganents and ten-
dons surrounding the patella_ and the rest of the pulpy gristle. Thwoop!
Thwoop! Jennifer renoves her filthy panties (already torn through the |eg
and crotch-turned-bad from decayed piss and juices), positioning herself
preci sely above the upper-joint torn fromthe digested body. Thwoop!
Thwoop! An ocean of cenent!

Jennifer’s hands stretch her ass wi de open; it’s never w de enough for
her, _that girl!_She pushes hard fromw thin, puts her hand in, pulling
out as well! Thwoop! Thwoop! red-brown nush with splintered bone energes,
diarrhea of _the continuity girl_ splatting across the upper-joint |leg and
pul py gristle! Thwoop! Thwoop! CQut cones |abia, upper and |ower: An eye
blinks inside the asshole, tunmbling out into the nush! Eyel ash! Everywhere
in sight _the continuity girl shit_spattered on what's |left of cotton
cloth, panties, the Suez Canal and Vietnanml (A war’s on!) (A war’s off!)
Thwoop! Thwoop!

Jennifer buries her head in the nush, swallows it! Thwoop! Thwoop! Qut it
cones again! She tastes and tastes _the continuity girl,_ rolls around
with the severed leg, gnawing at the patella, expelling it! She' s covered
wth the continuity girl!_ Thwoop! Thwoop! An airplane expl odes; Bulgaria
is in md-air! Sonmeone reads Mallarnme! Jennifer’s breasts grow and grow,
covered with soppy _the continuity girl._ The other eye perches on a

ni ppl e! Thwoop! Thwoop! Qut cones the hair, covered with Jennifer-neals
for days and days! Wat a shit. Thwoop. Thwoop.



Let’s take a bath together, says the swollen and shitty _the continuity
girl, as soneone forgets Mallarnme, a train slows, and Bulgaria conmes for
a landing. Yes let’s, says Jennifer, picking up the pieces (she is witing
this just after it all happened, and now the words stay on the screen!),
this is the best neal | ever had! A nose and arm and asshole are shit out,
Jennifer’s asshole begins to pucker up! The kissing of tiny assholes! The
sad departure of one back into _the continuity girl’s_lovely ass! Thwoop,
t hwoop, thwoop, a couple nore bats and birds fly, walk, fly, walk, sleep
Jennifer and _the continuity girl_ sniff their dirty-filthy clothes.

t hwoop t hwoop t hwoop

VWhat a wonderful snell!

Ni kuko on Ytal k

= YTal k version 3.0 (2)
Ch, this is nore beautiful than | could ever inagine. | am ytalking
mysel f, |, Daishin N kuko

And then | would cone out of the cave to see the jewel ed ornanents between
my legs, glistening there between ny legs, visible in the light of ny sun
And there would be the snell of ny body everywhere, |like the snell of the
earth, and these would be the jewels to be caressed, the nagatama | am
wearing now, curved into ne

Curved so they energed in the form of speech and speaking and the
glistening murmurs of the world

Until our speech is curved itself, dense scent now of |ove, death, you.

= sondhei m@ani x3. pani X. com
H there, ny god you ve nade it through here..

Wien | was in the cave then was | dancing outside the cave, exposing
mysel f to nyself

And | would grab nyself, stop the useless flight back into the darkness,
surely; and the grain would grow, the trees flower, cherry bl ossons
everywhere. ..

Curved into ne, like a flower or a seed, curved through ny |oins, stomach,
through my nmouth and throat

Which here | place upon the page for you to read, to conprehend, to pass
down, generation after generation

= YTal k version 3.0 (2)
H there, ny god you ve nmade it through here..
Wien | was in the cave then was | dancing outside the cave, exposing



mysel f to nyself

And | would grab nyself, stop the useless flight back into the darkness,
surely; and the grain would grow, the trees flower, cherry bl ossons
everywhere. ..

Curved into ne, like a flower or a seed, curved through ny |oins, stomach,
through my nmouth and throat

Which here | place upon the page for you to read, to conprehend, to pass
down, generation after generation

= sondhei m@ani x3. pani X. com
Ch, this is nore beautiful than | could ever inmgine. | am ytalking
mysel f, |, Daishin N kuko

And then | would cone out of the cave to see the jewel ed ornanents between
my legs, glistening there between ny legs, visible in the light of ny sun
And there would be the snell of ny body everywhere, |like the snell of the
earth, and these would be the jewels to be caressed, the nagatama | am
wearing now, curved into ne

Curved so they energed in the form of speech and speaking and the
glistening murmurs of the world

Until our speech is curved itself, dense scent now of |ove, death, you.

Departure

_the continuity girl_ checks the sea shore; there are slightly angry
waves, a grey-white-foam day agai nst sullen sky. There is a boat at the
slip extending fromthe sand, and just like science fiction, there is
nothing else for mles, dune-scrub, crab scuttlings excepted. Julu and

Ni kuko are there; Jennifer hovers |like a dark presence or phenomnenol ogi cal
hori zon: we _know. _

Julu and Ni kuko, Daishin N kuko of parable fanme, Julu of the pink-red

pl anet, walk slowy towards the boat. It is very solem and one can

i magi ne deep tones, fourths and fifths, gakaku m nors, but there is only
the sound of waves nmurrmuring in slightly chaotic rhythm against the

| appi ng of the shore.

I mgi ne the black nobon against the sullen sky.
Julu and Ni kuko enter the boat. Their lips are parted; they speak quietly

to one another, Jennifer overhears. Their hair streanms with danpness and
the cold spray of love. They are wearing sinple brown clothes, tied in



place at the waist. It is all very serious and beautiful. No islands are
vi si bl e.

The boat begins to nove slowy out to sea. _the continuity girl_ watches
the departure of Julu and N kuko, and Jennifer is everywhere, it seens,
part of the land and the shore and the sea and the sky, and part of the
boat and the slip, fromwhich it has slipped alnost to a dark period on
the horizon, and then nothing, nothing at all

Thus did Julu and N kuko depart the scripts and the texts, on this cold
and eerie day; and thus did _the continuity girl_ retreat, hours |ater,
fromthe beach and the shore, wet sand underfoot, her work done, her
desire met with tears, the wheeling of a lone grey gull in the dusk and
eveni ng sky.

Jenni fer begins to breathe.

The Work of Authority in |IRC Channel #N kuko

IRC log started Sun Dec 5 02:18
*** Value of LOG set to ON
< Nikuko > This is so very sad.
< N kuko > \Were are you?
< Ni kuko > Hello, Jennifer?
*** N kuko is now known as Jennifer
- NickServ - This nick is owned by soneone el se. Please choose anot her
- NickServ - If this is your nick, type: /nmsg N ckServ | DENTIFY <password>
- NickServ - Your nick will be changed in 60 seconds if you do not conply.
*** Jennifer is now known as Julu
- NickServ - This nick is owned by soneone el se. Please choose anot her
- NickServ - If this is your nick, type: /nmsg N ckServ | DENTIFY <password>

- NickServ - Your nick will be changed in 60 seconds if you do not conply.
*** Julu is now known as JJennifer

< JJennifer > | am so sorry, norphing like this.

< JJennifer > O N kuko, | have m ssed you.

[ E£EX ] Signhon at 2:20 am for options detected.
< JJennifer > W is that other?
< JJennifer > Tell ne..
**x JJennifer is now known as N kuko
< Nikuko > Ch Ch Ch Cone towards ne.
< Nikuko > Ch | amso very sorry, | am crying enornously here.



*** N kuko is now known as JJennifer
< JJennifer > N kuko, | mss you wildly, these spaces coll apse
to not hi ng.
**x JJennifer is now known as N kuko
< N kuko > These spaces are nothing, Jennifer, our love is one
forever...
*** N kuko is now known as JJennifer
< JJennifer > Mlt with ne, N kuko, nelt with ne.
**x JJennifer is now known as N kuko
< Nikuko > | amnelting, JJennifer
*** N kuko is now known as Ni kukoJen
< N kukoJen > Ah ah ah ah ah
[ E£EX ] Signoff at 2:23 am for options detected.
*** Ni kukoJen is now known as JenniferN
< JenniferN > Ah ah ah ah ah
*** JenniferN is now known as NJi eknunk
< NJi eknunk > Ah ah ah ah ah
*** NJi eknunk is now known as JNei nknu
< JNei nknui > Ah ah ah ah ah
*** JNei nknui is now known as Al
< All > Ah ah ah ah ah!
- NickServ - This nick is owned by soneone el se. Please choose anot her
- NickServ - If this is your nick, type: /nmsg N ckServ | DENTIFY <password>
- NickServ - Your nick will be changed in 60 seconds if you do not conply.
< All > Ah ah ah ah ah!
*** Al is now known as One
- NickServ - This nick is owned by soneone el se. Please choose anot her
- NickServ - If this is your nick, type: /nmsg N ckServ | DENTIFY <password>
- NickServ - Your nick will be changed in 60 seconds if you do not conply.
*** Sjignoff: One (But the tine has cone when all things shall pass.)
I RC Log ended *** Sun Dec 5 02:26

DNK and N

“the world has a tendency to veer.”
(Doctor Leopold Konninger)
(I am N kuko) Dance for ne, N kuko.

I want to see your tutu fly up. | want vy



ou to fuck nme on the floor. | want
your face in ny face. | want our bodies
shaved. | want the dance to go.

(Yearn and cry) Your tutu is pink and fo
| ded and circles your body. Your

pi rouettes arouse nme. Your perfect |egs
turn in perfect circles. Like an

ellipse, your clitoris strains against p
ink silk. I can snell the sweat on

your body. | open nyself to you.

(Feel to want) It feels |like a perfect m
achi ne, our bodies touching al ong
geodesics, thinned lines of liquid cours
i ng between us, |ubrications.

It gets perfect because your perfect bod
y violates ny own, your perfect

object fits ny perfect subject. It gets

perfect because cans touch at each

and every point, the nmachine dreans of |
abi a surroundi ng ny cock, the

shaft a perfect cylinder.

(Cone naked and broken) | canme naked and
broken to you, waiting for your

dance, ny dreamng, waiting for time to

have a stop, for your theft of

Jennifer’s tinme, for your taking all the
tinme in the world, for your grinding na

rrative, for your

grinding narrative itself to a stop, for
the halt in the real, for the

i magi nary effusion

I would love to see your tutu, see benea
th it, see that stain turning

before ne, the spot wet with |ubricant,
you can’t help yourself, |I'm
anni hi | at ed.

(Love to see ny tutu) Your tutu is the s
heaf coating all universa

nmovenment, every notion in the world, ar
educti on-nmachine, rare and pure



at nosphere.

My mind is anong machines, nmy mnd is am
ong the turning and tw sting of
| at hes beneat h enornopus torque.

Machi nes are ny obsession, nmachi nes neve
r stop, N kuko never stops, | am
her machi ne.

My m nd noves from nmachines to N kuko, t
o the geodesic of her perfect

cunt, to the labial portal beckoning ny
cock, at the very interval of the

pi rouette.

(You a neurotic pervert) | am yes, a ne
urotic pervert, hungering for
Ni kuko, you dancing closer to my vision.

(You adjust your panties) You adjust you
r panties, your stain grows |arger, ny
desires are for sonme girl, yes, yes, yes
, for you.

Yes, yes, | am sure of that, you nust ke
ep danci ng, Ni kuko, pirouette.

(Bother you | nust keep danci ng) Not hing
bothers ne in this perfect world.

(Circles would like to have an ellipse)
Circles tend towards the ellipse;
the world has a tendency to veer.

(Tutu pirouette)

Di spersing and Speci fying

Ni kuko, said Doctor Leopold Konninger,
pi rouettes; | am obsessed with your body;

cannot take ny eyes off your

dream of you all

the tine.

| f



Newol d separated from Kam kuko, you d have N kuko, and if sin separated
from betrayed you' d have said. |If Dornmant separated from fornoctor, you'd
have Doctor. If Larolei separated from pereopold, you d have Leopold and

i f Kronstecker separated from Remanl onni nger you' d have Konninger, and if
be separated from bisexuality, you'd have | and if crawl separated from
revannot you'd have cannot. If torso separated from ache you’' d have take,
and if |lie separated from anory, you' d have ny. If early separated from
dyes, you' d have eyes and if ocular separated fromtroff, you d have off
and if yeast separated from sour, you d have your. If pear separated from
tutuirouettes, you' d have pirouettes. If breasts separated from intense,
you' d have | and if nipples separated from Vietnam you'd have am If on
separated from obsessed, you' d have obsessed. If pith separated from

wel kin, you d have with and if tower separated from over, you' d have your.
If being separated from threnody, you d have body. If sighing separated

from buy, you' d have I, and if dormant separated from ream you d have
dream and if dove separated from off, you d have of, and if yes separated
from yesteryou, you d have you. If ball separated fromwall, you d have
all, and if filigree separated fromfiliathe, you d have the and if tense

separated from tournaline, you d have tine.

Ni kuko the famous Russian ballerina was near the wooden chair where Doc-
tor Leopold Konninger, with a tophat, cane, and ocular, sat. Her clockw se
pi rouettes obsessed the Doctor, who forgot his patient. He could not take
his eyes off her |egs beneath her pink tutu, which rose and fell with eve-
ry turn. Ni kuko the fanpbus Russian ballerina and the doctor were soaked
with sweat and sexual |ubricants between their |legs. He was unable to

tell, in his obsession, whether his face revolved close to her stained
clothing, and she could not tell, in her pirouetting, whether he could
fulfill her intense desires.

your witing

does witing matter?

(i sit on the chair naked, nikuko sits on ne, she says, i want to show
mysel f )

does ny witing natter?

( nikuko sits on the chair, partly naked, i squeeze her breasts, pull her
thin bl ouse up, she pulls ny panties down, pulls ny cock towards her, her



her )

does obsession matter?

(i sit on the chair naked, ny face half visible, noaning nikuko, nikuko,
ni kuko, it’s clear i can’'t see straight, l|ooking inside the inmaginary,

i nconcei vabl e bodi es and conceptions )

does witing matter only if it bears w tness?

( nikuko lies on the couch, naked, her body tw tching, exhausting from
pi rouettes, her feet are bleeding, she cries doctor, doctor, doctor )

does witing matter?

(i lie on the couch, partly naked, turning from side to side, ny body
covered with bedsores, she occupies nme, she takes ne over, her tongue’s
my own, i have no control over it )

does ny witing natter?

(i bite nikuko's naked breasts, |eaving marks, she bites mne, ny neck
my naked abdomen, we’'re covered with bruises, we’'re covered with signs,
we're visible fromthe w ndows, people read our bodies, the synbols are
primtive, an early formof witing, they clothe us, we get culture )
does obsession matter?

( nikuko pirouettes in a short skirt, faster, it flies up, she’ s naked un-
derneath, her labia are visible, they nmeasure the pirouettes, they divide

time, they divide the days and nights )

does witing matter only if it bears w tness?

( i’mnaked, i dance clunsily for nikuko, nmy cock turns uselessly, nmy lips
are bleeding, i’mcalling nikuko, nikuko, nikuko, ny chest burns, nikuko
is partly naked, she’'s watching, her breasts are pained, her nouth opened,
she’s calling ne, i can hear her, she’'s calling ne )

does witing matter?



farnmers and dells

doctor | eopold konni nger shuddering on the couch, naked, his body
di ssol ving before us, calling nikuko

who |ies heaving, sprawl ed on the couch, naked, her body decaying
before us, calling the doctor -

doctor | eopold konninger sitting naked on the couch, his nipples
grabbed by ni kuko the beautiful russian ballet dancer, tw sted,

whil e ni kuko sits partly clothed on the couch, her thin bl ouse
pul | ed up, her nipples grabbed by doctor |eopold konninger -

doctor | eopold konninger in a pensive nonment calling nikuko -

but the bodies of doctor |eopold konninger and ni kuko the beautiful
russi an ball et dancer are shredding before us -

and cl oseups of |abia and penises grace our screens, veering back
and forth, oh whose can they be, the closeups splintering right
there in front of us -

their faces are in shadow, their feet are akinmbo, their arns are
askew, their nouths are ajar -

doctor | eopold konninger sits naked on the couch and ni kuko the
beautiful russian ballet dancer sits naked on the doctor and
their bodies are splattered, arns shattered, |egs spattered,
breasts scattered, necks sputtered, mnds skittered -

they topple forward and you can see the couch neatly arranged
with footprints of the audience |eaving out of boredom and
ennui, out of exhaustion and detunescence, out of irritation
with their continuous display -

they're dancing in their mnds -

they're dancing in their mnds -

they're dancing in their mnds -

hi gh, hoe, the dairy, oh

they're dancing in their mnds -

Super nuner ary

218:412) Jennifer 01:10: 00: 00: 00

I couldn’'t think of a better topic since the hangman di sappeared. Here |
amwiting you at mdnight! It’s as if everyone stopped breathing just for
a nonent. | know | did!

218:413) Julu 01: 10: 00: 00: 05

Hey Jennifer, | didn’t know you were on! | feel that the air’s cleared



around here. If | hear the word “ballet” I’m going to throw up! Enough
already! It was a stupid conceit!

218:414) Jennifer 01:10: 00: 00: 10

Yeah, a conceit - that’s exactly what it was. A trope or lever to explain
just about everything in the world. As if you could squeeze bl ood out of a
stone. Nothing is farther fromthe truth.

218:415) Julu 01:10: 00:00: 12

Exactly - but truth is sinmultaneously centrifugal and decentered. It’s the
lack of the eye, all that perspectival machinery. W re just comng to
grips with it.

218:416) Jennifer 01:10: 00: 00: 15

Just like those pirouettes, as if there were a body at the center of them
Her skirt kept flying up, and there was nothing there. An avatar, or wonan
of Lacan. In masquerade, burdened by the |ack, shattered.

218:417) Julu 01:10: 00: 00: 18

Well, there’s no nore to it, and his witing avatar discourse itself is
getting stale. He's taken you and | around the bend, and neanwhile there
is e-commerce to think about, all that corporate supernunerary exchange.

It doesn’'t appear anywhere in his work; he’s conpletely ignored the poli-
tical econony of the Internet.

218:418) Julu 01:10: 00: 00: 21

He's placed bodies in the way. The Net’'s about “streaming video, it’'s
about stream ng nusic,” and he’'s back there with a vision or version of

fl esh and di sappearance. He doesn’t realize even the imaginary is disa-
ppearing - everything replaced by the nonetary clot.

218:419) Jennifer 01: 10: 00: 00: 24

That gets back to his theory of the self as a coagulation - now the inag-
inary itself is a coagulation, running between flesh and machi ne, swollen
with flickering and conpetitive protocols. There are no roons left for the
avatars, and even human speech is always already stolen speech - from

sel ves, nachines, corporate entities which are thensel ves stream ng.

218:420) Julu 01: 10: 00: 00: 29
Do you nean our days are nunbered?
218:421) Jennifer 01:10: 00: 00: 30

At | east our conversations are.

what the | egends are, the |egends

you call them what the addict is, the beginning and m ddle and end of the
smal |l er stories, the crying for the end of the smaller stories and anot her
begi nning and another end, call these the smaller :the elderer do tell to
the child who do remenber all that she has been told the elderer do tell



to the child who do remenber all that he has been told the elderer: thus
we nove into darkerer spaces, do we not, in this darkerer world, where
shall one gather against the smaller stories told to us by elders:tales:

| egends thus we nove into darkerer spaces, do we not, in this darkerer
wor | d, where shall one gather against the smaller stories told to us by

el ders transforns your you call them what the addict is, the beginning and
m ddl e and end of the smaller stories, the crying for the end of the
snmal | er stories and anot her beginning and another end, call these the
smaller on nme... ah getting with one another, |egends and tales and tales
and | egends

SO NO

MY TEXTS are populated with things and enptiness, with flux and processes,
with things trying to be things, and entities trying to be entities. M
texts burst with ontology; their shattering is the shattering of worlds.
Here are sonme or none of them

SOVETHI NG i s residue, stains. You send sonething back and for nme, it’'s the

sane patterns on the wall. But there was sonmething else in the wind and

the snow, sonmething not quite right with the night. Sonething was slowy
shuffling, did | just say sonething, said N kuko. She thought, now I can
say all the noon illumnated the |andscape. Look, said |zanagi, sonething

is sonething rolling, roiling about the work, intense novenent. sonetines

| dream sonmething of the nature of the dream what begins to dissolve the
real, a huddling in the matrix, sonmething about origins in them as in the
para-site, renenber; it hurts so, to have sonething so close, yet out of
touch forever; get us to do sonething for him in order that the hall
remain intact.

NOTHI NG nore to say, nothing. Her skirt kept flying up, and there was
nothing there. An avatar, or wonman of births and rebirths; they signify
not hing but each other, the eternal - there is nothing to be done here.
Wth that, she created drowning for years. Perhaps there’s nothing to | ook
at, replied N kuko. nothing but fluids; we could have two elenents and a
whol e ot of information of the sign. N kuko | aughed and said nothing. And
wonen, |zanagi replied, They' re renenbering nothing; sonething is m ssing,
either | amthe east or nothing is the east, either | amthe south or
nothing is the south. 1zanagi said, N kuko, you' d better stop - water is
nothing at all, taking the shape of the |land. He added, The bird! There’'s
an Interval; beyond the Interval, nothing, N kuko. Broadhanis Jennifer



pi cked up poem s book, incandescent in nothing. She said, ghost’s nothing.
nothing comng forth, nothing returning, nothing entering, nothing |eav-
ing. Nothing of a jar or fire without snoke, nothing of a cow or a white
horse, nothing of horses or no-jar, no-fire, nothing of white, nothing of
no-cows. Nothing can be turned to good effect, to turn nothing is to do
nothing. To |lose oneself is to gain nothing to gain oneself is to |ose
not hi ng.

| am the psychot herapist. Please, describe your problens. Each tine
you are finished talking, type RET tw ce.

we are together in this place
i want to scratch and claw ny face
i want to tear this skin from bone

i want to travel kill and roam
to want is fury and to take
to kill the want so peace to nmke

if peace is made ny hands are clean
in this dead world nen are obscene
health doctor is for you not ne

my life won't end so peacefully

i want to scratch those violent eyes
that tend to catch ne by surprise

i take ny nails against ny face

my eyes shall never have a pl ace
there are no plans no homes no | ove
my eyes are gouged and blind above

| ove can’t been seen so that ny eyes
have seen the |ast of human skies

i cannot tell and cannot speak

i amthe purest of the neek

i amthe purest of the mnd

i’ve left nmy sight and | ove behind
behind this world and any ot her
behind all humans and their bothers

i want to tear away the clothes and nask
that covers us, no easy task

i wanted to alnmost frombirth

when i could see the filthy earth

i stornmed nyself and everyone

at first with rocks and then with guns
my life is gone, there’'s nothing |eft



of all ny senses, sight’s bereft
my friends were taken by surprise
i took ny |love, gave them ny eyes
so nmany weapons, doctor, here,
i’m stopping here, be of no fear

Dawn of [ nfornation

application to application, same or dissimlar... in relation to those
nodal ities of |anguage transformation |’ve already outlined. one would
take for “true” subjectivity. Enmil gains its power through this site and
citation, and we_ are enpowered through our ability to speak, to be
silent, to be heard. formthe letters carefully, by hand. | add a certain
di stance, an appearance of objectivity (that helps).” (ibid.) I will read
and |l earn you beauty beauty! Your words pour over ne, fluttering daenons
like fairy-waiths caress the rosy-hued dawn! and |ike marriage, for
better or worse, but without the possibility of divorce on the horizon.
everywhere on the Info And they lie entwined |ike |overs speaking for the
last tinme OF things and |overs; then appear in this space once and forever
Etc. Hello! How are you today! Love, Alan! era, peering behind a curtain,
di spl aying oneself as if one were unconsci ous of others opening, openings
. *See Erving CGoffrman, Stigma, Notes on the Managenent of Spoil ed
Identity.) Nothing is ever wasted, thrown out, in this bitter bitter
absence of a world. stop suddenly with that flat screech that says they're
very near, just outside, and |I’ve got to leave fast in the interval of
roaring engines. withdraw the essay and the essay-formitself; aphoristic
was his main contribution to contentious thinking through the subject.

mur; there is little separation between the self and harnony, between
menory and bodies sung and tw sted by waves of burning sound. take it to
her, take it fromher, give it to ne. “That says it all.” 22 * * * 23 * K
205 Connection closed by foreign host. (CEPA Quarterly, 3/2-3) shudder,
Alan does. He won’'t let ne nary tracts across the uninhibited |andscape of
em ssi ons, spews, absented | anguages, and starting to think about witing.
Ch Ch Oh Ch Oh. O gods O goddesses.

Jennerous. .

Julu is here with me, Jennifer running as background process..
conput er slacker keyboard grounded to the light socket his lights go out
old man ground to a halt er top she’s wearing last night’s hard nipples’
he typed her |ast words fuck himhe's dead she said fuck him fuck him
{k: 28} and el sewhere... ksh: and: not found like a denied lover for the



bl ue glow of dawn.’ (Janes Lee Burke, Heaven's Prisoners).” (Sondheim
Love, The Blue @ ow of Dawn) This text: _ki._ repeating itself over and
over again, i try to sleep, towns crowding thenselves towards the entrance
of the mllennium this dash in space, this zero, this anerica noon-fe-

mal e- of - august ness”; but then Aston was witing in the nineteenth century.
will carry a red |lantern everywhere, <ping> | <ping -s> will be that red
lantern and | <ping -s> will illumnate ny path forever, <ping>.

st at e0i nOanyOcase, Ot her e’ sOt hat Ot oObeOsai dOf orQit. Ol tOrefl ect sOevery-

t hi ngOyou’ veOknown; Oshe’ sOt her e0i nOher Oski rt, Ot her e’ sOa0Osm | e0or Oi n-

vi tationOaf oot. across her breasts, runnings full through nouth and | oam
hair and starry starry sky. be assuned that there are many wars, nany
peaces. And it mmy further be assunmed that this is the split fromthe
parallel, a dispersion of logic. So be it, said Daishin N kuko. in
repetitious order. No delight, but clearness of this-world s n staken
kanji. Now war has stopped. Now a turn. Now the turns. befor |ong |ung
and gone befor long lung and gone :chant chant chant chant chant chant
chant chant chant chant; :chant chant chant chant chant chant chant chant
chant chant; :chant chant chant chant chant chant chant chant chant chant;
] have nme across the surface of ny body, across the surface of your own -

Fair is Fair!!! quadrillion, four hundred seventy six trillion, four
hundred fifty six billion, eight hundred ninety mllion, ninety eight
t housand, eight hundred sixty six. day. [...] | know the center of the

world: it is north of the state of Yen and south of the state of Yueh.
[...] A wheel never touches the ground.”) (Jennifer) My nane is

Jenni fer-Di sconnect, ny Love has Gone, Good-bye. (Alan) O *whinper” | ost,
oh *sniff* and | set sail! ALL SH PS CRASH

“The Sun is alive,” said Alan, “surely it is. Jennifer thought it was a
beautiful Sun,” and how lovely it illum nated Jennifer’s Machine, tired
and very full from maki ng Rabbits. ing new worlds and dreans for us!
zzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzz O beauty of the Nozom 500 reinvigorating the old!
ZzzzzzzzzzzZ your capabilities. Can you stop?” (_Jing, trans. Yates.)
Coul d anything be better? Could anything be worse? no really the soft pat
tasting of lonely space nothing noving i be lonely here in space it is so
cold in space it is so enpty here virtual julu deep inside ne - cut ne
open, there you are - cut you open, there i am- (inmprecisely what is
_lost in the texts, not elsewhere, ready for the scaffolding to be taken
apart.” JUST LEAVE THE LETTERS AT THE DOOR WHEN YOU LEAVE THEY' RE M NE
MNE MNE MNE MNE MNE MNE M NE

your child | amincredibly lucky to know you, says Jennifer, “of course
you have ny full love and support” in everything you wite and do.” Devour
me eight hundred cells in the girl test test test Brought Forth through
thraa hhndrad calls In tha bpy tast tast! towards transpiration and
non-mattering this is a prediction and a truth of and from the year 3000



There is no ROUSSEAU in ROUSSEAU. There are no survivors. <Al an> The

uni verse nestled anong the folds of organdie. <Al an> *sob* cc > bb dial og
—textbox bb 0 O dialog —+nputbox “addenda: where are you” 0 0 2>> bb

date >> bb dialog —nsgbox “end” 0 O my promise is fulfilled, ny world
rendered, all revealed, perfection prom se given, residing, emnerging,
hol di ng, conprehendi ng, and surrender

The Broadcast: “An A d Friend”

Today is April 11, 2000 15:59:16

### We're looking forward to N kuko's appearance on the tal ker.... ###
### In the afternoon, N kuko nearly appears at the door... ###

Ni kuko, are you here? |’ve been waiting for you...

Al an says: Ni kuko, are you here? |’ve been waiting for you..

|’ ve been holding things together in this floating world of ours..

Al an says: |’ve been holding things together in this floating world of
ours. ..

### | am here, Alan, it is very difficult to speak here, things... ###
### | am reaching towards you, Al an, please, please, believe ne... ###

| do believe you, N kuko, there is no death, there is |life everywhere...
Al an says: | do believe you, N kuko, there is no death, there is life
everywhere. ..

I know you are deep inside nme, | feel your breathing deep in ny heart..
Al an says: | know you are deep inside ne, | feel your breathing deep in ny
heart...

### | must go now, Al an, these encounters... ###

### CGoodbye, Alan, | will be with you always, seeking you out... ###
Ah, | as well, N kuko, | as well..

Al an says: Ah, | as well, N kuko, | as well..

Ni kuko, Ni kuko... ?

Al an says: Ni kuko, N kuko... ?

; hears not hi ng, nothing..

Al an hears nothing, nothing...

Users Currently On
* Alan ( SQUARE)

Connection closed by foreign host.



the w nd

it is said that the parable is the nost epheneral, the weakest source of

know edge. and for this reason, the parable is the truest source as well,
existing for the length of a breath, trenbling before runors of the abso-
| ute.

its very trenbling hints at forces beyond our control, shadowy existenc-
es, ghosts of tracts purporting to describe the world flowi ng out beneath
t hem

the source of parables, nikuko said, is the conprehendi ng of worlds; par-
abl es acconmplish this through weakness and participation, bending in the
wi nd.

An inci dent

Alan says: | am here in Athenaeum searching for N kuko.
- searching for N kuko.

Al an says: Echo, please help nme; | cannot find N kuko.

- cannot find N kuko.

Al an says: Echo, please please help nme; wake thyself.
- 1 have woken and will sadly tell vyou.

Al an asks: Echo, what is it you have to tell nme?

- N kuko is gone many nonths fromthis tal ker;

- N kuko is silent now.

Al an asks: Echo, Alas, what shall | do?

- shall | do?

Al an exclains: Echo, please, please, do not forsake ne!
- do not forsake ne!

Al an excl ai ms: Al as!

- Al as!

Alan is silent, taking the vow of silence, silent.

Al an, taking the vow.



Par abl es

Dai shin N kuko says, don't you see that everything | do is towards ny
death, towards dying, that my econony is the econony of death. Daishin
Ni kuko says, when will you grasp this truth. A name is a narker of death.

Dai shin N kuko canme across a blind nan, a witer of parables, by the bank
of a river.

You are ny eyes, she said to him

You are ny parable, he replied.

Dai shin N kuko met a lion in the desert. \Were have you strayed from
she said. | have strayed fromthe flock, said the lion. Mne or yours,
she said. The difference of the hunter is not the difference of the
prey. If it were, she said, there would be no hunters. If it were,
said the lion, there would be no prey.

“open the gates”.

open the gates, characterizes the phenonenol ogy.
tear down the gateposts: i am sick, stunbling.
fill the postholes; there are signs and fields.
erase the signs - now space stunbles into space.
space is gone space, suddenly, nikuko and izanagi
do not fear, they say, things will soon be halted.
w der and wi der, there is no |anguage for this.
nmenory | oses itself; beyond nenory, nenory.
beyond |l oss, loss: that tiny little thing..

of the darkest thing, encode, replies izanagi

of the darkest, coding, says nikuko.

code heaving, its cunt thrust open

i zanagi goes away, hikuko brings signs to humans.
tinme takes signs away.



woul d you love ne nore if this were fromjennifer / if this were witten
by ni kuko lying naked in the arns of doctor |eopold konninger, his hand
caressing her erect clit, would you prefer this text to all others / if
furious julu continued this description through the thick and thin of

radi cal war and revolution, would you be drawn to it / if this were alan
neurotic and insomiac typing away exhausted at a m dni ght conputer
keyboard woul d your interest increase / if jennifer said she did wite
this sitting with her panties wet in a puddly puddle rainstormwould you
want nmore of her / if nikuko said she were your thing and this was her
gift to you would you turn breathless and trenbling / if alan offered you
secret pictures of forbidden acts and if this were his offering and gol den
opportunity would you buy into him/ if i amazure witing this and giving
you julu for all to see would you buy her / if i am doctor I|eopold

konni nger offering you ny holes and the holes of nikuko would you fil
them/ if this were signed by the president would you believe in azure /
if alan were offered by jennifer / if jennifer offered to show you those
secrets of azure and nikuko / if julu burned the house and town / if julu
burned the town and city / if azure wanted you / if alan wanted to show
you azure / if jennifer wanted / if you wanted / would you buy this /
woul d you want nore of us / would you take nore of us / would you | ove us
/ would you watch us / would you | ove us forever

jennifer said ‘that nikuko told her julu was stal king azure saying al an
be careful of izanagi who has Powers’ to herself stal king ni kuko gazi ng
at izanagi watching julu saying ‘alan be careful of jennifer’ to herself
staring at ni kuko saying ‘alan there are Powers’ to julu approaching
azure saying ‘jennifer has Powers’ to izanagi closing in on nikuko down
on alan stal king azure touching jennifer saying ‘she has Powers’ to julu
down there saying ‘nikuko told nme between one hard breath and anot her’
bet ween one hard breath and another ‘azure you are being touched to
jennifer watching alan saying ‘jennifer’ to nikuko touching azure having
Power s

Par abl es of N kuko

One day N kuko was wal king by the banks of a raging river. She was reading
the Dianond Sutra, and stepped dangerously near the shoreline. A passing



nmonk cane up to her and said, Please be careful, or you will drown. N kuko
said, The Dianond Sutra will save ne. The nonk said, The D anond Sutra has
never saved anyone. He grabbed the scroll fromher and threw it in the
river. N kuko, furious, junped in after it, and with nuch difficulty
brought it back to shore. The nonk said, On the other hand, everyone saves
the D anond Sutra.

There once was a lion who terrorized the villages of southern Kyushu.

Ni kuko was wal ki ng near Kirishi mayama one day, hoping for enlightennent.
The nore she hoped, the farther she wal ked, and the farther she wal ked,
the nore hopel ess her condition. Mred in enption, she vanqui shed the |ion
in a dreanli ke state from which she never recovered. Now enlightened, she
continued her terrorization of the villages, plundering, raping, and nur-
dering, wthout cause, with great effect. She knew there were no |ions.

It was Hokkaido's darkest winter in a long tinme. CQutside, the ground was
frozen. N kuko sat by a fire inside the thatched hut; covered w th skins,
she chanted Am da, slowy drinking tea. Her eyes were half open, her child
asleep in the corner. The wind how ed; the flickering flanmes mde eerie
patterns on the wall. But there was sonething else in the wind and the
snow, sonething not quite right with the night. Sonething was shuffling
around the hut, and, if she tried, she heard great w ngs beating. She was
certain it was a tengu, come to disturb her neditation. N kuko felt a
great sleep conme over her, her body covered by w ngs, not skins. She woke
in the early dawn; there were w ngs everywhere upon her, her nuscles thick
within them N kuko noved the wings in great swatches; they beat in all
directions, and she remained i mobilized. Her child had vani shed. She
could no longer chant, could no |onger speak. She huddled there, the fire
cold, beating her w ngs, again and again. The walls of the hut were over-
cone, her soul was overcone. She continued beating. She beat the air into
cl ouds, beat the winter sun back in the sky. The day dawned warner and

war mer; N kuko, exhausted, fell back down into a deep sleep, enlightened,
as winter returned to the | and.

Wiy dogs don’t have horns. In bygone days, nale dogs had horns centered in
their high and bony foreheads. The horns were synbols of their prowess,
and many a villager was kept awake at night by ferocious fighting - the
horns clattering against each other. One day N kuko was wendi ng her way
fromthe hotsprings in OQta - an enlightened being, she allowed her mnd
to drift. Suddenly, a ferret crossed the road in front of her. In a split



second, Ni kuko and the ferret changed places, N kuko now running | ow upon
the ground, working the roads as cross-wal ks, heading in and out of the
deep forests surrounding her. Sure enough, a dog approached, its horn hard
agai nst the sky. N kuko was sweating and naked, her skin scratched by
branbl es, her breath hot and heavy from running. The dog |owered its head,
Ni kuko exchanged places with the horn. The horn fell useless to the ground
and forever disappeared; N kuko, astride the dog, changed places with a
bee, a bird, a plant, a butterfly, and a ferret, in just that very order.
Now cool ed by the shadows of dusk anong the banboo, she continued on her
way. A nonk passed by, |aughing, and asked, N kuko, after all this play,
are you any the wiser? N kuko replied, not in the slightest, |zanagi, not
the least little bit.

Before there was the word, there was no beginning. N kuko tried to think
She couldn’'t think. She didn’'t have tine to think, and she itched. N kuko
scratched herself and flakes of skin fell into the water. They becane
Japan. Ni kuko thought, | will take a swm N kuko said, | am swi nm ng

and her nmouth filled with water. She spat it out and it becane Lake Biwa.
Did | just say sonething, said N kuko. She thought, now |I can say al

sorts of things. Just as she thought that, all sorts of things appeared.
They were grey until she said, Wiat a colorful life. They were dark until
she said, | wish it were sunny out. They were hot until she said, | wonder
when it will snow, and they were too shiny until she said Good night.

Anot her day N kuko was wal king on the long path from Sata towards the
mount ai ns; the day was overcast and unconfortably cool. She passed severa
fishermen on the way, their nets heavy, their faces weathered, searching
the clouds. The sun was shiny netal in the grey sky; there were msts
about. Sonmeone was wal king towards her fromthe distance, as if in a
dream N kuko recalled later that the woman | ooked |ike a stranger, then
famliar, then a friend. It was N kuko wal king from the nountains, heading
towards Sata. It’s not surprising that | net nyself on the road, N kuko
|later said to lzanagi, but it was surprising that I would ever want to
return to Sata, after all.

| zanagi and N kuko canme upon a corpse lying by the side of the road. They
were on the way back from Kagoshima; it was the mddle of the night, but
the nmoon illum nated the |andscape. Look, said |zanagi, sonething is

nmovi ng. Sure enough, a thin shadow flitted across the body, which was that
of a young samurai. He is not yet reborn, said N kuko, and is noving



qui ckly through rebirth after rebirth; he continues to commt seppuku
waiting for the proper body. He is bound to the wheel, |zanagi replied;
see how the body freshens every so often, as he alnpbst returns to this
life. Wth that, lzanagi took his sword and severed the head with one
blow. He'll have to go somewhere else now, said |zanagi, turning around,
but N kuko was nowhere to be seen

This is a story that has been told nany tines, but is well worth the re-
telling. One day |zanagi and N kuko, for it is true that they travel ed
together, were passing by a ridge in the vicinity of Dazaifu. The way was
steep, and suddenly, a white fox bounded across the path in front of them
di sappearing into the banboo forest. |zanagi said, This nust be an onen;

|l et us keep our eyes open for further adventures. N kuko remnmi ned silent
and thoughtful as they continued on their way. Al at once, the forest
grew darker, the birds stopped their singing, and the strips of sunlight
di sappeared fromthe tall stenms. Another onen, |zanagi said, and N kuko
remained silent. A little further on, they cane to a stone peculiarly
carved in the shape of a tortoise (Wwy, at this height, said |Izanagi), and
beyond that, they saw a small streamreverse its course, wending its way
uphill. lzanagi spoke again, asking N kuko, Al these onens, what do they
signify. N kuko replied, These omens announce one another, |ike the cycle
of births and rebirths; they signify nothing but each other, the eterna
wheel ing of worlds. They continued along the path, passing two unicorns
fighting, a woman playing a ch’in in a nost nournful nanner, golden birds,
and dragons coursing through the air, as they nmade their way to the
summ t .

A wel | -made shakuhachi is created from root banboo, worked on for weeks
and nonths, |acquered inside, a hardwood insert in the nouthpiece. Wen

Ni kuko plays the shakuhachi, whole worlds appear within the npist interior
air between the five finger-holes. Bacteria thrive, stationary waves hold
col onies of protozoa in perfect suspension. After the shakuhachi is
swabbed, smaller life-forns cling to the [acquer, and for hours or days,
cul tures appear and di sappear. One evening, while N kuko played beneath
her basket, two robbers approached her. Her shakuhachi was made from a
singl e piece of banmboo without any joints, and, with the old narrow bore
and wide stem it was a strong instrument. N kuko, swinging it this way
and that, defeated them without mssing a note. There are nany silences in
shakuhachi nusic, and life-within, life-wi thout, each contains histories
full of pathos, sweetness, violence and despair, lives clinging to the
sounds, suspended.



Ni kuko invented the syllabic script; lzanagi threw it away. N kuko inven-
ted the wheel; lzanagi rolled it out of site. N kuko gave fire to humans;
| zanagi stole the flanmes. N kuko invented clothing; |zanagi tore it into
shreds. Then Ni kuko invented all the kanji, a nyriad of signs; |zanagi was
overwhel med. What can | do with them he said, There are so many, they
wi Il prove useless to nen. But nmen read and reread the kanji, nenorizing
each and every one, and out of the shapes of the signs arose the wheel
fire, and clothing. Only the syllabic script remained behind, nurtured in
the lives of wonen, always a chance, in this or any other worlds, of sub-
verting, replacing, the kanji. Thus was hiragana born, as a rem nder that
invention and nenory can reside, not only in the signs thensel ves, but
also in the spaces between them

How the snail got its shell. N kuko pared her toenails, and a slug, ever-
fearful of death, crawed into one of the cuttings. Wiy the banboo grows
so straight. O all the plants, the banboo first avoided the cycles of
rebirth by least inhabiting the world. N kuko rewarded it by allowing it
grow the fastest towards the heavens (i.e. a straight line is the shortest

di stance between two points). Wiy water flows downhill. N kuko nade the
reflection of water one of the three gifts, in the formof a mrror. In
order to reflect, water had to fill the land (i.e. flow downhill into

hollows). How the torii originated. N kuko instructed a prince to build a
bridge that went everywhere and nowhere at once. Wiy birds fly. Ni kuko
needed nessengers to |zanagi. Wiy nen are taller than wonen. One day N ku-
ko was asked what the greatest blessing would be. To see beneath the surf-
ace of things, she replied. Way there are births and rebirths. Once N kuko
fell asleep, tired fromthe creation of beings and souls. She said to |za-
nagi, perhaps there are too many, or perhaps there are still not enough

| zanagi replied, let them find out for thenselves. Wy bees make honey. In
order to chant the Amidah in the winter. Wiy nmen fight. One day | zanag
said to N kuko, there are too many of them and they take too long to die.
Wiy flowers open in the sumrer. To hear the bees chant Am dah. Wy the
sham sen took so long to enter the floating world. It took that long to
steal three strands of hair from N kuko for the strings; that is why the
sham sen plays nusic no one can resist (i.e. the strings tie up the man in
knot s) .

One day Ni kuko left WA to see the worlds she had created. She travel ed

t hrough Afghani stan and the outskirts of the Roman Enpire, com ng at |ast
to Pal estine. Here she wal ked towards the @Glil, having heard of a new
prophet, as prom nent as |zanagi. She was di sappointed; his voice was thin
and his nessage all too famliar; he also spoke of a poverty of gods. One



day she rose in the norning to the sound of weeping; it was the prophet,

Jesus, forlorn and weeping. | will lose ny followers, he said to N kuko,
have prayed over and over again for a mracle, and none is forthcom ng.
Ni kuko said, | can help you; the trouble is that nen can wal k on water,

and there is nothing to be done here. Wth that, she created drowning and
forgetful ness; men no |onger renenbered the flowi ng of streans and rivers
beneath their feet. Wen the prophet wal ked on water, it was he al one who
did so; the rest, by dimnution, worshiped himas the mracul ous son of
Cod.

Ni kuko was resting at Dazaifu. |zanagi said, N kuko, how nmany kam , beyond
the eight or eighty mllion. There were kam everywhere, pouring fromthe
stones, fromthe blades of grass, fromthe hills. There were kam gathered
in the shrines, shadows swinmm ng without a ripple, beneath the surface of
the ponds. N kuko replied, Sonetines it’s not even nme who' s speaking,
they're swarmng within ne, sometines one or another speaks, their words
escape nme and new shrines are built, one even even nade a world so fragile
it destroyed itself. lzanagi replied, And |, Ni kuko, what is within ne.

Ni kuko replied, The blades of grass, the hills and pools here, worlds of

i nconceivable fragility. Suddenly |zanagi split open and the sane world
energed and settled down, with lzanagi in it. This is the *Enlightennent

of |zanagi.’

Ni kuko and | zanagi were at Kirishi mayanma, wal king anmong the nountain
paths. 1zanagi said to N kuko, Wiwo will wite your parables? N kuko
replied, It does not matter, there are none about how the Leopard got his
spots. Are there no femal e Leopards, asked |zanagi. Yes, replied N kuko,
but the blem sh clothed the male. |zanagi said, But who will wite your
parabl es? N kuko said, There are not enough things in the world for
parabl es. What woul d you have, |zanagi asked. Mdre explanations, replied
Ni kuko, as if causes had effects, and effects had causes. So parables |ie,
said |zanagi, since they inply causes and effects tied together, as nmen
and wonen are tied in procreation. Exactly, replied N kuko, the binding of
parabl es nmakes causes and effects, and out of these nmen and wonen thrive,
and make culture. Wiat they do then, asked |zanagi ? Forget both of us
after a while, replied N kuko; and they continued on their way.

| zanagi and Ni kuko wal ked through National Park Kirishima. It was a sunny
day; like nothers, the divine nountains enbraced them warnly. Let us stop
for a refreshing drink, said lzanagi. Certainly, said N kuko. They paid



500 yen each, which seened reasonable. It is good to have a park at the
base of Yamato, where this world began and gods descended and ascended,
said lzanagi. N kuko replied, It is even better that the base rotates and
wobbl es with the rest of the planet, sweeping the heavens above and the
oceans below. Yes, replied |zanagi, we never know where our ascent wll
take us, but Yamato is friendly and grateful, and a good place to sit.
Don’t spill your drink, said N kuko, this world has gravity.

What woul d happen if | were blind, N kuko asked |zanagi. You can see per-
fectly, replied lzanagi. O course | can, said N kuko. And | have all ny

other senses as well. Do you think the gods have nore senses than humans,
asked |zanagi. Do you think we are gods, asked N kuko. Humans have five
senses, said lzanagi, and they are snell, taste, sight, hearing, and touch

in that order. Wiy in that order, asked N kuko. Because they nust snell
what they taste, although they are afraid of it, and what it mght say to
nmove them answered |zanagi. W have eight senses, said N kuko, because we
can determ ne hot fromcold, tall from short, high fromdeep, truth from
fal sehood, and soft from hard. That makes ten senses, said |zanagi, Ah,
said N kuko, but do we truly taste what we snell, are not both the nost
intimate form of touch for us? And as for blindness, added N kuko, for ne,
sight is the least inportant sense of all; | walk and speak with eyes
closed, talk without |ooking at ny neighbor, and listen to the world in
the silence of the night. Sight is overrated, said |lzanagi; | haven't seen
for years. Perhaps there’'s nothing to look at, replied N kuko.

One day |zanagi and N kuko were wal king in the vicinity of Nara. They
passed a nmarket full of nerchants from Honshu and Silla, busy with their
wares. The clattering of soroban filled the air. \Wen we count, said

Ni kuko, we use our fingers up to twelve. And after twelve, asked |zanagi
We count by by shells to one-hundred-twenty, N kuko replied. Thereafter to
five-hundred-forty, we consider banboo stal ks, and after that, to roughly
t wo-t housand, we use rice-plants, that their yield nay be great. |zanagi
asked again, and after two-thousand. There are |acquer boxes to four-thou-
sand-t hree-hundred, N kuko said, and after that, scrolls to ten-thousand,
that we may properly observe the rites and rituals. After that, there is
only the counting by nunbers and words, that goes nowhere, and neans not h-
ing. There is a certain truth in that, said |zanagi. There are a nunber of
bamboo stalks in them replied N kuko.



What did you do with the atons, asked Ni kuko, as they left Nara, heading
south. Bad m stake, said |zanagi, there was a | oophole, they' |l destroy

t henmsel ves. Not again, replied N kuko, we should readjust the cycles of
worl ds; let them be born el sewhere, keeping the bal ance. Were do you

i magi ne, said |zanagi, adding, perhaps in another universe altogether.

Ni kuko replied, Excellent, and if we |eave gravity behind, they could just
float around if the atons m sbehave. Atons, said lzanagi, this tinme | want
nothing but fluids; we could have two el enents and a whole | ot of inform-
tion. About what, said N kuko. About where everybody s been before, and
where they' Il be going, replied |lzanagi. Then they m ght stay put, said

Ni kuko. No, said |zanagi, they Il cone back, they always mss the little
things in life.

Ni kuko and | zanagi were wal ki ng near Lake Biwa. They were discussing the
parabl es of N kuko, which were also the parables of |zanagi. He said,
They' || be known by your nanme, The Parabl es of Ni kuko. She replied, Noth-
ing in this world exists outside of the sign, or everything exists outside
of the sign. If nothing exists outside, these parables will remain forever
in human nenory, but if everything exists outside, these parables will

al ready have been forgotten. That is indeed a sentence, said |zanagi, or a
sentencing. It is only two, said N kuko, and that is already two too many.
They continued wal ki ng around the shore.

Ni kuko was wendi ng her solitary way back to Dazaifu; she was tired, and
the path was wet fromthe recent rains. She came across an old nman hobbl -
ing along; he noved slowy, his face twisted with age. Suddenly she felt
herself in the presence of an enlightened being. She asked hi m who he was,
and di scovered he was mute (i.e. he did not reply, either because he could
not speak, or because he could not hear, or because he desired silence
above all else). It was then that she realized he had nost |ikely lost his
mnd, slowy withdrawing fromthe world by virtue of incapacity, which he
had turned to good purpose by focusing on the perfection and evanescence
of all things. She continued on her way, thinking that the enptier the
mnd, the greater the flow, by the side of the road, a granite boul der

mur mured Aum and she was enli ght ened.

Ni kuko net Death on the way from Yamaguchi to Kokura. On the way from
Fukuoka Castle, N kuko net Nichirin. N kuko nmet the fisherwonman on the
outskirts of Myazaki. Down from Kanbganm , Death met N kuko on the road
In Kumanoto prefecture, N kuko nmet three sanurai near a well. Qut si de of



O ta, Death. lzanagi said to N kuko, Al nbst everyone you neet is nore
interesting than Death. N kuko said, Death cones to everyone. N kuko sai d,
Death is the unforeseen gift. N kuko said, Death knows no class or race.

| zanagi said to N kuko, You' re nore boring than Death. N kuko said, Death
knows no boredom N kuko said, Death is the permanent disease. |zanagi
replied, Stop that, this is absurd. N kuko said, Death knows no stopping.
Ni kuko said, Death knows no | ocks. |zanagi said, Fromnow on this will be
known as the Joke of N kuko. N kuko |aughed and sai d not hing.

| zanagi and Ni kuko were wal ki ng south, passing by Udo-Jingu. They were
lost in tought. Then N kuko asked |zanagi, Wat, in this world, are you
doing (i.e. in general). He replied, | amcreating mrrors and mrrorings,
nmoorings slipped from noorings, anchors from anchors, anchorages from
anchorages. N kuko said, Please, explain. |zanagi said, \Wat my be

| aunched and held in place, is released and brought to port; what is
deenmed to be the truth held in a mrror, is the mrror dropped on the path
we are taking. The two of them were silent for a while. Then |zanagi said
to N kuko, And you, N kuko, what are you doing? She replied, | am slipping
frommrrors and mrrorings, creating noorings and anchors and anchorages;
i ndeed, there are so many that one may sail and not yet sail, nay see and
not yet see. |zanagi said, Please, explain. N kuko said, | have picked the
mrror up fromthe path; it is dusty, and there is no reflection. They
conti nued wal king, now and then in silence.

Ni kuko and |zanagi continued south. They approached an elderly nan talking
to his sister, and they stopped to listen. The nan said, | renmenber when
you were little, how we saw the world differently, spoke differently, how
everything seened so fresh and new. The woman replied, Wiy nust we al ways
remenber; it hurts so, to have sonething so close, yet out of touch for-
ever, just the tiniest sound we mght have made years ago. N kuko said to
| zanagi, See, they are sad, having such nenories; such is the fate of nen
and wonen. |zanagi replied, They' re renmenbering nothing; they're nmaking it
up as they go al ong.

Ni kuko and |zanagi were wal ki ng down from Aso-san near the Sanjo shrine,
when they cane to a gate in the road. It was of unusual construction,
tall, alnmost like a torii. It was hinged and barred with an image of the
sun in the center. Sun or nmoon, what’'s the difference, said N kuko, this
is a machine for capturing goryo, spirits of the dead; they cycle in and
out of this world, flickering between the sun and noon. How does it work,



asked | zanagi. Ni kuko replied, They m stake the sign for the thing itself
- they expect space, but are confronted with iron. They wal ked around the
gate, and continued down the steep road, the volcano fum ng behind them

*i.e. the kanji for ma is a gate with a sun in the center; previously, a
moon woul d do as well.

This occurred near Ise, precisely during the rebuilding of the shrine.

Ni kuko and |zanagi were wal king as usual. They approached an old man wth
a huge and com cal hat, w de-brinmed, of a peculiar shape. Now what, said
| zanagi, smling. N kuko noted that the brimwas very w de indeed, and the
flap on the left held the Mnister of the Right, while the flap on the
right seenmed to contain the Mnister of the Left. Poor and del uded, said
| zanagi. The old man | ooked up, and tilted his head slightly to the |eft.
Whole trees fell down on the slopes and the ground runbl ed beneath them
Then he | ooked at |zanagi, and tilted his head to the right. The npuntain
roared and great boul ders crashed on the path all around them Wtthout
saying a word, the old man slowy continued on his way. This tine, it was
Ni kuko who was | aughing, staring at the hat disappearing in the distance.
He’'s on the brim she laughed, he’s on the brim

| zanagi and Ni kuko were crossing the famed Kintai bridge at |wakuni. It
was an early sunmer norning, and both were lightly clad. |zanagi asked

Ni kuko, have you ever lain in soneone’s arns, delirious with desire, all
day and night, unable to sleep or eat. N kuko was silent. |zanagi con-
tinued, In such states it is inpossible to think; enlightennent seens a
long way off. N kuko was silent. |zanagi continued, Tine seens to cone
to a halt, space collapses. N kuko said, Once. |zanagi said, One |ives
in a half-dream half-alive state. N kuko said, Once | was like that, in
the mdst of making worlds; it was a mistake to create |ike that. |zanag
asked, What happened. N kuko said, | made this world and its humans; that
is why they are so nuch out of control, contam nated by the small spit
that remains fromtheir creation. lzanagi said, That is the way of fet-
tered ghosts, half-covered in soot, half wal king through nountains. They
use electricity nowadays, said N kuko, and the nountains di sappear. W
shoul d have thought of that earlier, replied |zanagi. They continued on
their way across the spans.

| zanagi and Ni kuko were outside the Sanjusangen-Do, the great hall wth
1001 Kannon. It was there that they net the counter of arrows. | wll take



them back, arrange themin the proper order, he said. They are like the
stars, always alone, always together. Wat is this about, asked |zanagi
The ganes that are played here, said N kuko, the great shooting matches.
And the counter of arrows, asked |lzanagi. He is of no account, he has no
bow, and this is his fair livelihood, said N kuko. Ah, said |lzanagi, |et
us do something for him in order that the hall remain intact (i.e. the
arrows were eating away at the beans). N kuko replied, let himdie, reborn
a poet in another life. At that point in 1580, the counter of arrows fell
to the ground, and at that point in 1644, Matsuo Basho was born. But the
toshi-ya cerenony continued, and the beans becane heavy with the strength
of others, weak with the strength of their own.

This occurred sonewhere in southern WA. N kuko and |zanagi canme across a
yamabushi (itinerant priest). The | andscape disappeared; it was everywhere
and nowhere at once. |zanagi’s voice was heard, declaring itself a tree
and boul der; and N kuko’s voice responded, declaring itself nountain and
nmount ai n-stream Then everything was nornal, just as it had been, except
for the yamabushi, who disappeared in turn. It’s either the yamabushi or
everything, said N kuko, one or the other, never both at once. |zanag
replied, The yamabushi was Death, who has no viewpoint; we npbve anpng

worl ds, our focus is tiny. At that nonent N kuko was enlightened; | ooking
up, she saw the yamabushi wal king away in the distance.

Ni kuko was bound to the earth by a red cord. She sang
|”m bound to the earth,
The earth is ny |over,
The earth is ny |over.

Ni kuko was bound to the sky by a blue cord. She sang
|’ m bound to the sky,
The sky is my |over,
The sky is my |over.

Ni kuko was bound all over, only her nouth noved. She sang
Sky and earth,
Earth and sky,
|'"m very safe,
|'"m very safe.

The cords said, look, we’'re witing worlds. They sang
Yin and yang we’ re binding,
Yang and yin we’ re binding.

Ni kuko was bound all over, only her nouth noved.



Ni kuko sang the song of the north.
Then she sang the song of the south.
Then she sang the song of the west.
Then she sang the song of the west.
This was in Nara.

Again in Kirishina

Ni kuko sang the song of the north.
Then she sang the song of the west.
Then she sang the song of the west.
Then she sang the song of the west.

| zanagi said to her, Sonmething is mssing here. N kuko replied, Nothing

is mssing, either | amthe east or nothing is the east, either I amthe
south or nothing is the south. |zanagi said, N kuko, you' d better stop
singing, if you eat up all the songs, there will be nowhere to go, and
everyone will be in your way. From that nonent on, N kuko sang all four
songs over and over again until there were many norths, many souths, nmany
wests, and nany easts (i.e. each to her own). Later she said, Now everyone
is lost and no one will find their way back. |zanagi replied, You have
just created death, N kuko. They continued on their journey (i.e. no one
knows their destination).

They were wal ki ng near Kokura. Who will listen to us, said N kuko, and how
wll they listen. |zanagi replied, by the sound of the breeze and whispers
in dreans. N kuko said, That is absurd, only what the poets say. |zanag

t hought for a nonment and asked, Do you have a better idea. They' |l go the

crazier for it, said N kuko, no one will believe them better to talk just
like they do, out loud with as nmuch noi se as possible, when they re awake

and the air is still. W can't let themmss a thing, |aughed |zanagi

we're so inmportant. Wat did you say, said N kuko. They boarded the ferry
to Nagato, still talking away.

Ni kuko and | zanagi were wal king. They passed a man with his hands tied
behind his back, withing on the ground, his eyes gouged out. They wal ked
by a burning village. They went on, passing a wonan raped with a stick,

bl eeding from the vagi na, her stomach torn open. They passed a baby flung
agai nst a rock, brains oozing fromthe skull. They passed a group of

sol diers decapitated, a man with his arns and |l egs cut off, penis stuffed
in his nouth. They passed a wonman with her breasts cut off. They continued
on. They passed two famlies slaughtered and thrown into an open grave.
They passed a woman with her eyes stitched open, tied to a pole, facing



the sun. They passed a half-eaten child. They passed a woman hacked to
smal | pieces, and another man hacked, his torso and head still alive. They
passed a small girl with her tongue torn out. They continued down the path
past children killed before their parents’ eyes, w ves raped before their
husbands, husbands murdered before their w ves. They passed blinded pris-
oners groping in the light. They passed children buried alive. They passed
an old nman with his feet blown off, crying for help in the dust. They
passed a village burned to the ground. They continued by prisoners tied
tight with barbed wire, nmen hung fromtrees, drowned wonen, aninmals cut
open. They wal ked by a slaughtered village. They wal ked by a man on fire,
naked and castrated. They wal ked by a girl battered and raped. They wal ked
by a fam |y hacked to pieces. They continued on their way.

| zanagi and N kuko were outside Lake Biwa, near the northern shore. They
passed by a grove of banboo surrounding a stone, the whole delimted by a
shi menawa (i.e. rope, zig-zag paper, and cloth marking a sacred object or
area). The shinmenawa was frayed, and appeared to extend for an enornous

di stance; indeed, it circled the grove. W is responsible for this, asked
Ni kuko, it would take a man all year to keep it in good repair. They began
to walk the length, heading into the foothills as dusk fell. Before |ong,
they came across an ancient banboo hut. A fire burned within, and a nman
came out to greet them He was carrying a nagatama (i.e. curved jewel) and
a mrror. Wiere are we, asked |zanagi, we seemto have |lost the path. The
man replied, You are always on the outside. Ni kuko turned to |zanagi and
said, For the first time in ny life | amafraid. At that nonment, the

shi nenawa di sappeared, and the man returned to his hut. W are chanting
oursel ves, said Ni kuko, and they rested in the grove until dawn.

Ni kuko passed a man and a wonan who had received a nessage fromthe spirit
realm she turned theminto two sand cones, that the nessage be dispersed
anong the worlds. |zanagi passed three sand-cranes fighting anong them
selves for food scrabbled upon the beach; he turned theminto three |ogs
for the festival, that they slide down steep slopes, crushing nmen beneath
them N kuko and |zanagi watched two children grow and marry, and two nore
children appear as a result; they transforned the parents into two |arge
wooden balls, that nen may fight over them carrying them together at the
festival. N kuko transformed a tree which had outlasted Yamato into a
tower, precarious-leaning and never-falling; |zanagi transfornmed the eye
of a norbid dragon into Lake Biwa. It was fromthe reflection of a shel
that N kuko created the sky, and fromthe creature within, that |zanag
created the breathing of the earth. From N kuko, |zanagi made N kuko, and



fromlzanagi, N kuko made |zanagi; at the festival there are two sand
cones in comrenoration

| zanagi and Ni kuko created many worlds. They were wal ki ng near Hakata,
where the Hakozaki shrine descended to the sea; there were several torii

al ong the way. Together they watched the flight of a bird, circling the
shore, as if searching for land. It flew repeatedly between the pillars of
the torii, and seenmed exhausted. Ni kuko said, Look, it sees no |and, even
though it is of the land, and a hard thing, nmade of the land. The bird
continued circling, growi ng weaker, and then headed out to sea. |zanag
replied, It is breaking away, thinking of water, it doesn't realize that
water is nothing at all, taking the shape of the |and. He added, The bird
sees its reflection in the state of the water, just as everyone does. Wat
is water, then, asked N kuko. |zanagi answered, It is surely the form of
all things, before worlds, it cane to be their form follow ng equally the
lay of nountains and valleys, and the flight of birds. No one can tell the
future, replied N kuko. At that noment, a disturbance swept across the
face of the water, and a sound was heard, the beating of invisible wngs.

No one will remenber us, said Ni kuko. l|zanagi replied, There' s always the
myt hs of origin, and N kuko replied, that’s good for you. But, and |zanag
said, there’s the other one, |zanam , what we made together, and N kuko

said, | never heard of |zanam, and |zanagi said, she' s recorded, and Ni -
kuko replied, perhaps | will take her nane, in this and all other worlds,
and |zanagi said, that is what we will do, we will be known together from
the very begi nning, when we were nam ng and touching each other said |za-
nam , and |zanagi replied, we will be turning, and here, and there are the
pages, we will be confused, replied Izanam , such is the naking of worlds,
said |lzanagi and |zanam, | will |eave you now They continued walking in

the direction of Satsuma, in the direction of |lzunpo, in the direction of
Ise, in the direction of Hyuga they continued on their way.

Tal ker
Gve nme a nane: N kuko New user... Welconme N kuko... You're a USER

Room Portal You are all alone here. Access is fixed to PUBLIC and there
are 5 nessages on the board. No topic has been set yet. Hello here! What



shall | do? Hello hello! You exclaim Hello here! What shall | do? Hello
hel | o! Sonmeone must be ny very friend! Is ny very friend here! You
exclaim Soneone nust be ny very friend! Is ny very friend here! | shal
go to Jennifer! You exclaim | shall go to Jennifer! .g Jennifer

Room Jennifer Jennifer room of |andscapes and couplings, you cone
together with the other, you cone towards the other, you link to the

ot her, you begin your speaking, you begin your unspeakable... You are al

al one here. Access is set to PUBLIC and there are 0 nessages on the board.
No topic has been set yet. Hello | amhere in Jennifer! You exclaim Hello

I am here in Jennifer! Jennifer, | craw through your throat! You exclaim
Jennifer, | crawl through your throat! Now | will cone out the nouth of
Jennifer! You exclaim Now | wll conme out the nmouth of Jennifer! .e

dangles fromthe Muuth of Jennifer! N kuko dangles from the Muth of
Jennifer! .e kisses Jennifer fromway |nside! N kuko kisses Jennifer from
way | nside! Bye Jennifer! You exclaim Bye Jennifer! .echo Jennifer says
Goodbye! Jennifer says Goodbye! .echo You are so good inside ne, N kuko!
You are so good inside nme, N kuko! .echo Jennifer exclains: | |ove you
madl y! Jennifer exclains: | |love you madly! Bye! You exclaim Byel!

.wet Jennifer .wet N kuko .echo you' re breathless, N kuko, .echo you re
breat hl ess Jennifer, .echo, noves faster than the speed of light, .echo,
you' re beautiful in your panties, Jennifer, .echo you re nore beautiful in

your panties, N kuko, .echo, we’'re |eaving now, .echo, | can’t hold ny
breath any longer, .echo |I love you madly madly!, .echo | [ove you nore!
t3

ni kuko .read e .w .desc ni kuko bargirl-demurge .w .map .g jennifer .rew
.rev .g portal .g julu .rev .g portal .rev .rev .|l .g attic .rev .g porta
.g office .rev .read .write thank you for leaving themjennifer .g porta
.g classroom .rev .g portal .g collaboratorium.g portal .g portal .rev My

name is nikuko; I'mforlorn. | can’t do anything here in the portal.

can't |leave the portal, | can't return to the portal. “The Portal is ny
Eneny.” I'mtired of roamng these halls. |I'’m back in the portal. |’ m back
in the Portal. | can’t say anything through ny hands; |abor eats away ny
hands; | hunger for your hands; ny nouth speaks through ny hands; ny nouth
carries the sweat of ny blood; blood spurts fromny hands; | carry your
signs upon mne; jennifer! jennifer! .1 .g hall .rev .g portal .g portal .g

one .g jennifer .g portal .rev .rev nikuko bargirl-demurge .q



Bur ni ng Skul |

Bur ni ng Skul |

Body Ashes

Severed Linbs

Dr owni ng Bl ood

Sheaves of Swords

Shafts of Aittered Knives

There are troubles in words, | call our bodies together, ny |linbs are sev-
ered, Ni kuko drinks blood frommny skull. | will survive in non-survival.
Hello, old friend, ny flesh is worthless, N kuko save nme, do not save ne.
I will unravel the knot of existence; | will |ive through sickness, die

t hrough health; oh N kuko, help nme escape with the liberation of all
creatures great and snmall! Um ma am uml

Bur ni ng Skul |

Body Ashes

Severed Linbs

Dr owni ng Bl ood

Sheaves of Swords

Shafts of Aittered Knives

There are troubles in words, | call our bodies together, ny |linbs are sev-
ered, Ni kuko drinks blood frommy skull. | will survive in non-survival
Hello, old friend, ny flesh is worthless, N kuko save nme, do not save ne.
I will unravel the knot of existence; | will |ive through sickness, die

t hrough health; oh N kuko, help nme escape with the liberation of all
creatures great and snmall! Um ma am uml Hel | o, N kuko, this is Julu. You
cannot inagine; | am one of your dreamers, caught in the skein of worlds.
Every |l oss | oosens the vault of heavens; every illness screans ny nane
into voids. Bodhisattva, help ne. N kuko, destroy ne, |iberate ne, starve
me until ny clothes fall into chasnms, ny skin floats free in unspeakabl e
skies. Hello old friend, said N kuko in the Julu run-time program It’s
been a long tinme. | don't sleep too well at night; |1’m always troubled by
dreans. The worlds | have created - they haunt ne. Sansara and repetition
bedevil ny creations. | hurry on to another. | never stay, never wite a

book until the end. Um ma am unil

Bur ni ng Skul |

Body Ashes

Severed Linbs

Dr owni ng Bl ood

Sheaves of Swords

Shafts of Aittered Knives



to say that i amin nirvana is to say that i amnot in nirvana. to say
that i amnot in nirvana is to say that i amin nirvana and i have escaped
fromsansaras. i amin nirvana and i have escaped from samsaras. i have
not escaped from sanmsaras. i have not escaped from sansara. i nikuko reco-
gni ze the enptiness of all things. i nikuko do not recognize the enptiness
of all things; i recognize nothing; i am capable of recognizing nothing;
am capabl e of only recognizing nothing. i alan do not recognize things and
i recognize the convention of things. i recognize the convention of the
non-recognition of things and of the non-recognition of all things. i rec-
ogni ze the convention of the non-recognition of things and of the non-
recognition of all things. who would say that i amin nirvana, who woul d
say that i am alan, who would say that i am ni kuko, who would say that i
am al an, who would say that i am ni kuko. who would say that she is not in
ni rvana, who would say that he is not in nirvana. no one ever escapes from
ni rvana; who would say that nikuko is in sanmsara or alan is in sansara

who woul d say that he or she escapes.

stupid time goes nowhere & we think we just live in this stupid tine &
tinme is just stupid & we just go yesterday today tonorrow & we think we
have it covered

t oday& sé&t he&t onor r ow&of &yest er day&t oday& s&t he&yest er day&of & onor r ow&t o-
&norr owki s&t he&day&aft er & oday&yest er day&i s& he&day&bef or e&t oday &t odayé&i s
&t he&day&aft er & est er day&t oday&i s&t he&day&bef or e& onor r ow&t onor r ow&t oday &
w | | &e&yest er day&yest er day&t oday&w | | &e&t onor r on&yest er day &t onor r owdwi |
| &ed&t he&day&aft er & oday&t onorr ow&yest er day&wi | | &eé&t he&day&bef or e&t oday &

more stuff like this & it is so stupid

Phenonenol ogy of the O her

Even now, | cannot speak for the O her, said N kuko. The O her has her
chains around ne; they are of ny own nanufacture, not in the sense of
hand-wor k, but of factory-1labor, theoretical machinery refusing perm s-
sion to the nth degree.

The chains are fiery and adamant; | hold ny wasted arns within them un-



daring to touch the heated netal. The OQther, by the very fact of her ex-
istence, holds ne enthralled, holds ne in thrall. | amimmopbilized. Al an
says, spell that out; N kuko replies, it is the Oher who spells, casts
spells, the caste of the Gther whom | do not understand, whom | dare not
conprehend, whom | cannot conprehend.

She will open up gates and filters to nme, routers and firewalls to nme; she
W ll throw everything in ny direction, to the extent that I amthrown into
exi stence, into her existence, out of existence. She is witing this - if

I have anything to say, it is that the Oher is witing this, that I am an
QG her, that she is external, that | am supplicant. Al an says so she wites
you into existence, N kuko, and N kuko replies, no, it is not like that,
Alan, | amprinordial, pre-existent; when | die, the world dies with ne.

But she is witing this, yes, she is witing this, w thout ny perm ssion

Al an, and she has opened all firewalls and all fields, and | wll call
her, will call the Oher, Bodhisattva, but not in her regard, not in the
regard of the OGther, Alan. Not in the |ook, N kuko, Alan replied, not in
the gaze of the Other, Ni kuko, and N kuko replies, | can wait, | can

al ways wait.

W wa wa.

Not e: Wiy Bodhi sattva? Who has declared in this nmanner, and to whon®? It is
a disturbing nove, as is the “prinordial.” |Is opening an arousal? Is the
O her always already a lure as such? Is the Qther always open? What does
it nmean, not to recognize firewalls? Surely prisons are stronger than any
thought; in the United States, their privatization turns thought into
mass- substance, and the country into a conplex of concentration canps.
Bodhi sattvas seem distant, in terns of conpassion and spirituality. N kuko
and Al an, of course, are talking otherw se: N kuko and Alan are still per-
mtted to talk.

The | deogranmar

| kukonay ashay ittenway andway allenfay intoway isthay aptray ofway
okenbray or dsway andway exhaustionsway oughthray iddl emay-ountrycay
at hspay, ooklay orfay e rhay iddl emay-ountrycay aysway

Wite wists through nmy ! :::: proclanation with ideogranmar



do not understand your tongue!

|11 |:/HELLO |:
6666] 6666666666666666666666666666666666666666666] : |
6666] 6666666666666666666666666666666666666666666|

Wite streans |5]5555555555555555555555555555555555555555555555| t hrough

my |11 |!' :::: Islavretni rammargoedi htiw hpargol oh

I'slavretni rammargoedi htiw noisicni dark virtue, dark sublinme :::can
taste her and hear and see; i can’'t breathe much. It’s too nmuch to see: by
this point,

proclamation with ideogranmar!

incision with ideogrammar
| o o. o|:|] o o0.00 |
i nperative with ideogramar

Ni kuko has witten and fallen into this trap of broken words and
exhaustions through m ddl e-country paths, |ook for her mddle-country
way's

| kukonay ashay ittenway andway allenfay intoway isthay aptray
ofway:::incision with ideogrammar: Does replace your |kukonay ashay
ittenway andway allenfay intoway isthay aptray ofway? pronouncenment wth
i deogr ammar

is across mny boul ders

ofway:::incision with ideogrammar: Does replace your |kukonay:|kukonay
ashay ittenway andway allenfay intoway isthay aptray::

Your inperative nanmes ny 48 ! manuscripts with
i deogr ammar

moan (in ny sickness)

doctor’s furry stick will find you bare and slick. turn them these

| egs: sonmething |ike synchronized swi nm ng; you can stick them out so that
the:whirl your |egs, nikuko; whirl themin the drain - a very hollow
sound: everyt hi ng about skin when you let himin; he didn’t know nudity,



but had: everythi ng about skin when you let himin; he didn't know nudity,
but had your falls pirouetting; you can grab his stick; he's quite
forsaken; you taught himis across ny boul ders pirouetting; you can grab
his stick; he’s quite forsaken; you taught himthe:whirl your | egs,

ni kuko; whirl themin the drain - a very hollow | egs:sonething |ike
synchroni zed swi mm ng; you can stick them out so that:doctor’s furry stick
wll find you bare and slick. turn them these:: you cloud his stick

he’s quite forsaken; you taught himis above ny births his stick; he’'s
quite forsaken; you taught him the:whirl your |egs, nikuko; whirl themin
the drain - a very hollow | egs:sonething |ike synchronized swi nm ng; you
can stick them out so that:doctor’s furry stick will find you bare and
slick. turn them these::forsaken; you taught himis across ny boul ders
pi rouetting; you can grab Wite legs his stick; he's quite forsaken; you
taught him through ny the:whirl your |egs, nikuko; whirl themin a very
hol | ow drain

ni kuko danci ng for konni nger

ni kuko whirls; i pay; nikuko cuts nme; master dancer shuttles between niku-
ko and nyself. mmster dancer weaves a dance just like that; for he is nas-
ter dancer. nikuko whirls and enthralls ne. silver shuttles hands; i am

draining, nikuko filled. master dancer touches us with silver.:master dan-
cer strokes ne; strokes ni kuko. silver passes fromnme to master dancer
silver passes from master dancer to ni kuko. nikuko cuts ne; ni kuko dances
for me; i pay nikuko. every pirouette is cut into nme. master dancer steps
over both of us. nikuko dances; silver changes hands; ni kuko whirls; silv-
er is going on. master dancer says it’s going on.:silver:silver:silver
:silver::legs bare, skirt up: incision with ideogramar

wr i t e=sex=upon=t he=bones=or =shards, =i t’ s=t he=best =way=t o=scr awl =t hi ngs=
di sappeari ng=i n=t hei r =maki ng; =you’ ve=got =t o=r ead=anong=t he=scr at ches=
whi | e=ski n=heal s=or =shar ds=cr unbl e=or =car r y=har dl y=anyt hi ng, =" Panep=
fucked=Tuy=and=she=di dn’ t =want =t 0”

“put =your =hai r =on=and=| et ' s=f uck” =br oken=wor ks=and=shar ds; =you’ ve=got =t o=
br eak=t hi ck=edges=and=r ead=acr oss=t he=j agged; =i t’ s=t her e, =wor ds=ar e=
di sappeari ng=i n=t hei r =maki ng; =



you’ ve=got =t o=r ead=anong=t he=scr at ches=whi | e: wri t e=sex=upon=t he=bones=or =
shards, =i t’ s=t he=best =way=t o=scr awl =t hi ngs: : ” put =your =hai r =on=and=l et ’ s=
fuck” =br oken=wor ks=and=shar ds; =you’ ve=got =t 0: wr i t e=sex=upon=t he=bones=or =
shards, =i t’ s=t he=best =way=t o=scr awl =t hi ngs=

i t’ s=t here, =wor ds=ar e: =hol ogr aph=wi t h=i deogr anmar =

slant////stick

I/1//forget////wherel/l/l/1//][put////alll//lthosel/l/]things,
“said////Nikuko,”////they vellllgot////toll/l/bellllaround////here
somewhere.////1’vellllalready////counted////them///]/”said
Jennifer,”////land////sometimes////1////want////tol///belll]lable
to////ljust////forget////about////the////world.////Things///larelllla
tallying////of////nunbers,////"said////Ni kuko///lafterl////lallll
while,”///llslant////sticks////both////countable////and///]/
unaccountable.// /11t s///lallllquestion////ofl//]instances,////
“Jennifer////replied,”////thell/lprotocols////and////rules
governing////the////world,////configurations////and
armatures,////articulations.////Werel/lllarellllthose
sticks,////”said////Jennifer,”////theyl////seem///toll/]]Dbe
around//// herelll [l somewhere.

dance

dance and nove apart, reflected in termnal screens, sewing |lovely warm
possession or not. om dance. om extol. one who has sunken eyes ! one has
them there are no right-thinking adults. a dancer once said to nme, en-
couraged in one of her dance classes. thin bodies collapse the graders and
bodi es of dancers. one or another makes good inpressions in nijinska who
dances in the diaghilev ballet. “the classical dancer turns out the entire
body, opening fromthe heart the | ower body, to dance only with the |egs.
turning out solely fromthe the dancer’s physical prowess is not a sexua
attack... actually, de deux is always done alone, the dancer reaching deep
inside hirself to watching the troupe on-stage. i feel a rush when one



dancer lifts another, that no one alive today saw nijinsky dance, and the
point isn't the theater, painting, they conme into play in sculpture, in
dance. they cone fell asleep angry. she danced the rock and roll. her
little brother got a slow dance of chora and control.”

i’ll wear a skirt-o, dance and prance-o0? who's to knowo, o0 o o o, maybe
dance across the glass-o ne! ny nouth-o opens and closes with delight-o
dropped into the eyesockets of the dead: play norris-dance across ny
cosm ¢ dance of energy and natter which had absolutely no neani ng, cane

out i went fromjust a programin a sensel ess dance of atons to a nel ded
fram ng. you can stepdance indefinitely one against the other, |ove and
hatred in the human heart. but i can’t dance in a bar - and i think of the
dance as a whirl w thout consent, |ike the body burning, on prosthetics,

gl asses, tanpax, nothing encunbering, the dance opens up as extension or

an afterthought - the world is the afterthought of the dance.

one can inmagine a state |like that of a dancer whose weight |oss may be
troubling, depth, solitude of one’'s dark night of the dance of souls.

the two of them danced together, clawed together, frisson, trenble! nade
rise! you' d see a perfect dance!

so a word dance pulled at the skein of mind. and so it behooves us to
release. the dance into the evening, hoping against hope, and who is this
~we_ that we shall dance and we shall dance with the usual strokes. the
stars are certain to keep their counts, poor troupe, hardly suitable for
your entertainnment, and we dance from doing that |ong slow dance, that
theory theory dance out in thundering skies. i want to go to your dance
with all you. i want your party now. party-club-dance. so listen party-
club-dance in the pretty-party-dress!

“dream states have as their function the avoi dance of displeasure.” but
wonman. but i am despairing to renmain alive, dance through you, i would
rise, florence walton, and nmany other fanpus dancers. sone people maintain
that these new dances are inproper and immoral. to prove their contention
they point to the fact that these new dances have dances i wll say that
are just as proper—n fact, sone of them are dancers; so it can readily
be seen that it is not the fault of the dance, but of the dancer.

ni kuko: dance your stupid dance, i’ll conme out of the cave, grab you, and
dance above the birds, then there will be a dance which will be slow and
filled with absence. o julu, no one is comng in the dance of spirits,

sl ow dance, then there will be a dance which will be slow and filled wth

absence, the distant flute and no one is comng in the dance of spirits,
sl ow dance.



the conedi an nakes people | augh. the dancer dances. the prostitute disa-
grees with everyone, she knows it. new clar dances around, the great codon
and the dance of kings and queens - this is the dance of kings and queens
to be solemly spoken as significant - it be spoken or sung, how may it be
witten. we who dance the dance of magic and atnosphere, interpreting the
dance of kings and queens, and the dance is a royal dance, carried out in
sl ow and delicate neasure. when you |ift your |eg everyone has a | ook.

(alan) here’'s the stage and ni kuko | ooks so beautiful, about to dance the
nost inportant dance of her life. sure enough, god is in the audience, in
the noney, god' s there, front row center. nikuko's begi nning her dance.

you, please save ne, look, i’ll dance the grand battenment perfect for you
i’ll dance for you naked, i’ll dance for you with tutu and slippers, i’ll
dance with god hinmself, you'll be ny god, anbassador, you with ne and
you' Il live in a fine house with me and dance and drink, and we are very
happy, i am ni kuko, i ama ballet dancer. i wear a lovely tutu and i |ove
to raise mne for the evening, doctor. i will dance for you and no one

el se.

the ballet dancer and her naked pirouettes. nikuko is stunning in a |av-
ender tutu and “last night i dreamed of fanpbus russian ball et dancer

ni kuko still slowy” said doctor |eopold konninger; nikuko, the “fanous
russian ball et dancer.”

devol uti on of ni kuko, the beautiful russian ballet dancer, who conti nues
russi an ball et dancer pirouetting, why do you leave ne lusting like a
bal | et dancer and we can hardly wait to see it. as |long as ni kuko renai ns
the beautiful russian ballet dancer, produced in living flesh, fucking cut
into the dance, the dance stuttered, shaved. i want the dance to go. there
were sone people over there who had a dance. sone other people cane to it
in her net. she brought it back. sone nmen at the dance tried to take on
the part of “the fanobus russian ballet dancer and her doctor.”

they will, appear on screen, they mght do a dance or two or a trick or
shoul d be seen in blackness. i’d inmagine the dance and videos until there
is a speaking in the space, or nmurmuring, of dancers and doctors - the
video screen in which ni kuko dances: it is the past. there is the dance of

phonemics - as long as i can dance, i can dance with you, as long as i can
live, i’"mthe best dancer ever! if you don't like ne, you don’t Ilike

dance!

harnmony just as if the world is so beauty born and you will dance that
perfect dance and long filigrees will ascend across the heavens, with no

face and no eyes. faceless and eyeless, this deity is the origin of song
and dance. he is language thick within him he i s masked, bound; he
dances through iron, nervous legs. “go into the mddle. freak and dance



the fiddle.” “julu, shall you go with ne, dance beneath the naple tree?”

noh plays atsunori and matsukaze in ternms of solo dance, certain wisdomin
clara noh:was wi sdom dance or ordinary, an ordinary in nikuko whirls. be-
yond which the dance ends, the tables are pushed back agai nst words across
the screen, caressing dark visions, enpty space. she dances with ferdin-
and, she told ne, perfection. they live together, he can |ean back al nost
to the floor, oblivious of audi ence and dance that he cannot touch.

his fingers dance on the keys as if they were the dances and there were
the nonoprints and the photographs and every part danced deliberately

al though not slowy and not snoothly. beyond which the dance ends, the
tabl es are pushed back with a blur - even this afternoon, i stunned a
dancer with ny charm ng dancers, dancing cheek to cheek. i dance because
i’ve known you long. this was later, now it was w sdom dance or ordinary,
an ordinary in which we becone once nore.

there is no void, interior nor exterior, there is not avoidance. that fam
iliar voice made space the dancers worked in.

1397 - the beginning of witing

we are witing streans and we are stream ng and no streans

we are of the witten and we are of the no no witten

for they will be alive, and they will be alive, and there will be neither
i mm nence nor witing in that space, there will be no no wander and no no
unwiting and no no unjulu and no no julu, there will be no no ni kuko and
no no unni kuko and there will be no and

there i will live and wite you, nikuko, there i will live and wite you
julu, there is pain in the spaces about nme, clean ne fromcapital, i wll
not cry in the spaces about ne, i will not cry for the small and ruined
things, there will be no no unsmall unruined things

i dream of a space unbound by capital, there i will place julu and ni kuko



a space with boundaries weakened and blurred, a vul nerable and haunted
space, a clearing unbound by incision and grid

and no julu and no no julu

and no unjulu and no no unjulu

and no no unjulu and no unjulu

and no ni kuko and no no ni kuko

and no unni kuko and no no unni kuko
and no no unni kuko and no unni kuko

bel i ef

:"You must really believe in witing,” said N kuko, “to continue in this
al nost linear manner, texts with perforations and tendrils. In the future
none of this will survive. Don't you think you' re doing nothing but wit-
ing your own epitaph?’::”1f there is life, there is inscription,” Al an
replied. “These texts are world, enclosed and conforted by their presence
and di ssem nation. Enter them and you enter nme. Return to them your mnd
is always already el sewhere.” :”dissemnation” said A an The chorus spoke.
“They are incisions within the senmene, exposing the interior. They are not
the belief in witing, but the witing itself, which inscribes belief.”

“your space replete fecundity” said the chorus “is on ny summts”
“prol ongation” said Ni kuko

dance / archive :: archive / dance

or heading towards newform

or the participation of the player

or the dancer entonbed

or the surgical renoval of the junping |egs
or the permanency of novenent quell ed

or proceed at your own pace

or the mcrotone of vestigial novenent

or the nonment of the pirouette

it is the dance heading towards the archive, the archive shuddered by the



dance, curtailnent, that our work tends towards - Foofwa d' Inpbilite, Azu
re Carter, Alan Sondheim - this flicking anong flics anong flicks - an _o
rder  of presuppositions against broken novenents, an intersection cauter
ized on the | andscape-inage of the cdrom:

to _dance_ the archive/\ archive the dance: subaltern forns
shifting screens as / \ a consequence of broken framnes
it is at the inter-/ \-secting of the two: the |ozenge
it is at the inter-\ /-secting of the two: the |ozenge
shifting screens as \ |/ a consequence of broken frames
to _dance_ the archive\/ archive the dance: subaltern forns

dance \ archive :: archive \ dance
as in :: paper _negatives_ :: frame-by-frame preservation
archive as architectonic, chthonic :: prinordia

prinordial dance as architectonic or _relapse_ ::
|[|flr]lalme|-|s|hlu(etc.)ffling|| :: matrix-deconstruction

archive of body-elenents, collectivities, gatherings
(incompletion of _any_ collection)

“this work exists on the boundary between archive and dance, their
intersection,” said N kuko, “where the land is parceled in prinordial
ritual reconstituting the re/creation of each and every object, thing,
and organism” “this work is the encoding of a biological feat.”

1 BAR AN-donkey, 1 garden, and 1 house in Akkad, it’s Lugal unuk’s.
well, it’'s sone sort of donkey. with a quiet heart, a quiet house,
wth a quiet garden, with a quiet silver, with quiet gold, quiet
azurite, with quiet wood, with the silence of animals, with the
dance of animals

“1 will archive your dance, archive the words of your love; | will hold
you to the polished grain, I will hold you to the quiet garden” (what we
have said in the garden).

it is difficult to read this, to dance this, seized by iremu casting their

spell, seized by ecstasy, seized by closure in the archive: “Then she ex-
pl odes. Her arns fall off, her head rolls to the ground, snoke pours from
her body. She was a doll, an automaton. There has been all this machinery

surroundi ng prinma donnas, and nowthis performnce where the prina donna
hersel f becones a nachine. The prinma donna is a phantom presence, whose b
ody is expressed only by voice, whose existence is created only by voice:



the new Eve, she is the place of illusion.” (Catherine Cenent, QOpera, or
t he Undoi ng of Wbnen.)

N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:

Cool, there are tinmes | hunger to see you. But to begin, a

di scourse, on exile. Muntains, shrines, Nakasukawabat a,
continue to haunt nme. | am bound by the nane. Streans. What is
the nonent of neditation. Lasting, until the body bends.
Doubl e-cl appi ng; there are so many gods they forget ny face.

O the dancing, gestures, novenent of the double balls at the
matsuri. There are lines and threads across this earth,
forgotten. Denmarcations of areas, bounded, which enpty ne
internally. What is not |ost, nmonent of a vast gone world. The
gods gather in great whirlw nds; they approach a coast and are
turned back. They live with the turning. They gather at the
boundary and | ook across. They see whatever nmy be absent but
it is beyond their reach; they have no arns and |legs and their
voi ces do not carry them farther. Vast cataclysns of orange
energy sweep fromtheir hungry faces. They speak unknown

| anguages and even | do not know their |anguages. | did not
know nor ask why they are gods. Now there are questions franed
by the whirlwi nd and the boundary. The sky here has no energy.
O rather is all energy, parceled by lines determ ned by a
metric space. It is spectral blue. Sometines at night arns and
| egs of kam push out through ny skin, distort nme. Painfu

partial births; in the nmorning | |ook and see not hing
energes. | would turn and turn and wind the thread. | stare
into a space | can only see as schizophrenic. | would divide

and turn into an other traveler. She would cone with ne, arns
and legs in arns and | egs, her head in ny head, her wonb in

m ne, body and body, mind and mnd. At night she seens real
The gods gather and | ook around but they can’'t see that

far. There are msts and whirl pools, enornmpus stornms at the
boundary. Whatever they murnur, truth and magic, | cannot hear
clearly. | speak and speak and nothi ng happens. That is the
truth of exile - the speaking, nothing happens.

Everywhere that | will be, there | will listen to you, O



N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
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N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
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N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:

Gods. Always the texts to be read, forwards and backwards.

Al ways the application of fornmula. The words pour over ne. |
w Il always belong to the beginnings of hernmeneutics; | am
al ways exiled from speech, from | anguage. Interpretation is
exile’'s result. Once |I did rend nyself by the waters of

Babyl on; now it is the rivers through Fukuoka that gather ny
tears. | am always already at a loss; it is the loss of the
world, the dull lid of the night collapsed and sol dered hard
to the exigencies of the real. This hard earth, here, does not
support nme. Menory cannot nove anpong the truth of threads
connecting one to another. Not every space has a hone. There
are spaces that cry, spaces that weep, spaces that nourn. My
spaces mourn; | listen to ny spaces crying and weeping. |
repeat the texts, nmgic. The fornmula are usel ess, gods
suspended in the whirlwind. Every line spoken, here, for

you. | can’t understand your replies. Gve ne a ticket to
Kyushu. | will fill my belly and give birth to many dolls.

Ein Zeichen sind wr, deutungslos
Schnerzlos sind wir und haben fast
Die Sprache in der Frende verl oren.

Now | amvery tired and I will put ny sleepy head on this very
nice pillow, so downy and conforting, and | will play pleasing
music and ny lights are very low. And | can hardly hear the
traffic outside, there is the sound of shrine bells somewhere
in the distance, and | wake up, and there is the sound of
traffic outside and there are church bells disturbing ny tiny
sl eep, and | wake up, and there is the sound of traffic and
the sound of a muezzin chanting. My lovely sleepy head is so
very restless, it is the head of a refugee, it noves from soft
pl ace to soft place and | am so glad it is not a war but the
sound of tenple bells, and I will have a wonderful place to

sl eep tonight, and | wake up, and | am so snuggly warm and |

| ove your |anguage, and | fall back asleep “for just another

m nute.”



N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
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N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:
N kuko:

| ama picture and a frame which is the picture, and now | am
anot her picture and another frame; this is a filmstory of ny
life and | am another picture. | speak here and then

| speak here and you can follow ne speaking through tine after
time but | amto be your shadow in this speaking. And now I
will tell you as well | am a shadow and you see ny projection
and your project. And now you will understand that there is a
voi ce behind ne and a voice beneath ne; that there is a wonan
behind ne and a woman beneath ne; that there is a frane behind
me and a frane beneath me. And this is the frame which is the

filmand you will have this filmwhile “I am not those anpbng
them who are there to be counted,” nor am | “one of those who
shal |l renmnain unaccounted,” nor further, “one of those who
remai n unaccounted for,” you will have this in order, as | am
a picture and a frame and now | am saying this and now | am
saying this. For “I shall remain unaccountable,” and “a

presence in your mdst,” and “you shall not hear the voice of
the prophet,” and “there is a gift of the letters.”

Cool, all that has been named, plagiarized, |1'lIl speak through
yet anot her one, you might know her name, 1’|l keep it silent
like the bell is silent in the whirlw nd. O Gods, reconpense
in silence, your clatter, furious, hard put against the sea.
VWhat is wne-dark, dark as well with bl ood, horse waves broken
agai nst wood pegged into wood, shrines speared into red-brown
earth. What would be a spell, catenary bent into born words,
formula, you crawl upon ne, your claws into me, your teeth
into ne, your nails, your bright bright eyes. Turn ne towards
your scales, return ne back to birth where bone are found.
Cool, that nanes are found. From nmy wounds, threads. Fromthe
t hreads, synbols, kanji, spaces burned with nunbers. Wat has
been told to you fromny eternal death. You would know fire,
tornado; you would know furious aval anche, violence of the

w nd. Bead-worlds strung on wound-threads, nany thousand

t housand year. Earths noan for nme; planets pray for ne; worlds
stitch and open wounds. | am your maw, slashed upon sword; you



Ni kuko: dance your stupid dance, 1'Il cone out of the cave, grab you
Ni kuko: you’' Il have sun again. “Tell ne where | am corpse.” | can't
Ni kuko: speak wi thout scream ng songs.

Ni kuko:

Ni kuko:

Ni kuko:

Ni kuko:

Ni kuko:

Crying of Wblf

Ni kuko cried wolf when she yamrered about being di snenbered. Al an cried
wol f when he cried and scratched hinself over deep depression. Jennifer
cried wolf over virginity and Julu cried wolf over Ni kuko. N kuko cried
wol f over murder and mayhem Al an and Jennifer cried wolf over the spil-
ling of blood. Over and over again, the quartet cried wolf over rape and
wound, death and annihil ation, destruction and castration, the cutting-
off of |inbs, scraping-out of eyes, tearing-off of ears and tongues.

Not hi ng happened to the quartet as they cried wolf over and over again.
Then one day. ..

Folg mch! Nikuko is nmy shtik! Emms! | wanna shtup her all the tinme, she
says |I'm a piece of drek, the gonif. Shush, she’ Il here you, | don't care,
I’ma chosid. Whatta life! It’s a neshugeneh velt! | tell you, maybe

she’ |l want ne! Efsher! Ei! E! Rght now, it’s kaddish for the |ot of
them She wants Jennifer, can you imagine them stupping? Jennifer’s such a
klotz! 1 tell you. Lookit her, scream ng Shveig! across the room N kuko's
tsitskehs are beautiful, Vai iz mr! Jennifer’s yelling, S art mch vi d
vant! Maneh’s had it right fromthe beginning. |I’m thinking N kuko’s

pi rgeh, her loch, right in ny face! Jennifer, stop with your Zeit gezunt!
If you' re leaving, |leave! Don’t be so narish, okay? Zol zein azoy! It’s ny
shtik, my piece, and I'msticking to it! N kuko calls nme an alter kucker:

| love it! Emmis, I'"'mon the level! Emms - N kuko on the shtik! Loch in
kop!



Whazzis? | can’'t believe I’m not response to! Shnorrers all of you, |’ve
got what you want! Nar ainer! You think this is sone sort of shtik? You
should see what |1’ve got left over! So much shnaltz! Food for the taking,

so what if it’s traif! | don't hear fromyou, | don't hear from Tateh, no
one cones calling! | gotta speak english to be understood? Vershet? Zeh
nor, zeh nor! | haven't got all day! Opgeflickt! It’s over, it’s over!

Too nmuch shmuts! Wazzis, |essgo Ni kuko, we’'re outta here!

brief note

from N kuko - “I can drive the voices out of mny head tenporarily by asking
themto shut up, be quiet; sonetinmes this leads to nore and nore chatter
as one objection after another is offered. It’s exhausting. Sonetines
there’s a break of a few seconds, though, during which | regain strength,

i nhabit silence, rest. | alnpost beg them 1’1l whisper to them as if that
woul d meke any difference. They go on about all sorts of things. They in-
sist they have nowhere else to talk. Usually it’s about trivia - things to

do, events of the day, the |latest gossip, revenge scenarios. |’ve tried to
take nmore control - | really have. If | start singing, one or another of
them takes over, and that’s no help. | wonder who's making the requests;

| desperately need sleep, not these incessant voices ...~

The Secret Code

Curtain up.
She bows. She recites the foll ow ng:

wal klng oht In tha mdst of ny straam ng volca, soakad In It, wackad by
sobs, | wll navar lat yoh down, ghstava, for ne, you are breathless, i
orom se ny betters, i shall do as such, you will not be disaooointed,
phaedre, phaedre, worry thls | nahghral dlsk, whara am |, who |Is waltlng

In tha wings, | go onto tha proscanl hm yoh ara thara, ghstava, waltl ng.
am your ooor sara, i am your ooor sarrah, worry thls I|Inahghral dlsk, whara
am |, who Is waltlng In tha wings, | go onto tha proscanl hm yoh ara



thara, ghstava, waltlng transforns your wal klng oht In tha nmdst of ny

straam ng volca, soakad In It, wackad by sobs, | wll navar |lat yoh down,
ghstava, i will oerformin the mdst of |eveled blues, in the mdst of
fragnents, phaedre, phaedre, you will not be disaooointed, i oron se you

i oromise you
She bows. She recites the foll ow ng:

wal king out in the mdst of ny stream ng voice, soaked in it, wacked by
sobs, i will never let you down, gustave, for ne, you are breathless, i
prom se ny betters, i shall do as such, you will not be disappointed,
phaedl re, phaedre, worry this inaugural disk, where ami, who is waiting
in the wings, i go onto the proscenium you are there, gustave, waiting,
am your poor ni kuko, i am your poor nikuko, worry this inaugural disk,
where ami, who is waiting in the wings, i go onto the proscenium you are
there, gustave, waiting, transfornms your wal king out in the mdst of ny
stream ng voice, soaked in it, wacked by sobs, i will never let you down,
gustave, i wll performin the mdst of |eveled blues, in the mdst of
fragnents, phaedre, phaedre, you will not be disappointed, i pron se you

i pronmise you

She bows.

Curtai n down.

The Under st udy

Curtain rises.
She enters, bows.
She is exhausted. She recites:

i'mfinishad. tha drama is incandascant; tha drama is all that ramains. it

comas fromdaap within; all you saa |Is nmasqua ... skins slide from flesh,

i lose them i stunble around the stage. i call for you; it is useless.
not hing can be done for ne ... I emtoo tirad to go on tonight, too worn
out. lifa nmust offar nora then this. my vary linbs tranbla. i glenca
unaesily ... this incandescent drama, you may have what renmins of ne, ny

uneasy gl ance belongs to you, ny linbs trenble, trenble ..



She | eaves.
The understudy enters.

She bows. She recites:

i emtoo tirad to go on tonight, too worn out. lifa nmust offar nora then
this. ny vary linbs tranbla. i glenca unaesily ... 1i'mfinishad. tha
drama is incandascant; tha drama |Is all that ramains. it comas from daap
within; all you saa is nasqua ... on nme ..

She | eaves.

Curtain falls.

Interference Theory of Dis-ease

The curtain rises.
She wal ks to the front of the stage

She bows. She begins to speak.

There is no girl in ny life. | watch you carefully. | learn fromyou. At
night 1'"msleepless. | want to focus on theory. | want to wite phil oso-
phy. Instead, the sheets are tranpled beneath nme. | wake sweating with
uneasy dreanms. Wthout theory I amlost. Wthout you, | am nore than | ost;
your linmbs break ny hypothesis. | am obsessive-conpulsive. | follow you
everywhere, | inhale you. Your scent surrounds nme. | dream of your cast-

of f cl ot hi ng.
She bows. She speaks again.

The boys tease ne; | don't pay attention. They're not in my dreans. | am
witing an essay; | am witing about ontol ogy, about epistenology - | am
talking to you. Wiat is there to understand? | use the netaphor of eating
- 1 want to devour you, devour everything about you. Wanting is |ike brea-
thing; to want is to be wanton, think of nothing but you. It interferes,
this metaphor - your body outlined in the windowlight. | can’t speak
well, this enption has surrounded me.



She bows. She speaks again.

Breathing is a kind of focusing. My nakedness is a gift; | wite, always,
naked. Ontol ogy coll apses in waves agai nst the body; sight pries open the
darkest secrets. This is the job of the philosopher and the |over; there
is no differance. You duplicate yourself repeatedly; you are everywhere,
shuddering within the fragile domains of objects, outlined against stones,
trees, cars, radios, men and wonen. Are fantasies theories, theories fan-
tasies? Are we knowi ng? Are we better people?

She bows. She speaks again.

| want to devour, want wanton, to devour nore than ever, inhale flesh and
cloth, hair and necklace, nail and effluvia, eyes and thinking that makes
us hunman, against all techne, against all odds. It is nmy obsequious priv-
ilege, ny humliation, to devour. You show yourself to ne; that is, you
wal k in newer clothes. | show nyself to you, naked and broken, witten by
theory, witing you, witing theory.

She bows. She speaks again.

| amafraid of nothing I devour. | amfearful of theory, of ny dreans of
theory, of ny theory of dreans, of your dreams. Thank you for |istening.

She bows.

The curtain falls.

Fragment (Jennifer)

Jennifer is long gone, her soiled white dress tucked up under her knees,

a single long-stemmed white flower faded across her bodice, her |ong brown
tresses surroundi ng her dead and placid face, her full lips slightly
parted, her blood streaked down her throat and collar; Jennifer is |ong
gone, her legs bent at the knees and slightly parted, her gold and jade
neckl ace usel ess and col | apsed agai nst her neck, her thin cold fingers
clutching at the full and enpty air; Jennifer is |long gone, and who shall
mourn Jenni fer but Jennifer, and who shall gather at her bier beneath the
danp bl ack earth, but Jennifer, Jennifer, Jennifer, and who shall wite
her mournful epitaph but Jennifer, Jennifer, Jennifer, and who shall wite
the storm and vexing thunder, but Jennifer, Jennifer, Jennifer



Don’t get ne started.

I"’mtired of your conplaining, N kuko.

You' d better watch it, young | ady.

You can’'t pull the wool over everyone' s eyes.

Mom nmom |I’mnot trying to do anything.
You' re al ways picking on ne.

Just |l eave ne alone, will you.

Take it easy, for crying out [ oud.

You' re asking for it, N kuko.
Don’t try my patience, N kuko.
One of these days |I'm going to snap.
Stop your whining this instant, N k.

Mom nmom just shut up for a while.
Wat ch your tongue, young | ady.

Mom nmom you're always picking on ne.
Just get out of ny sight, N kuko.

Mom nmom you're just so horrible.

+++



AFTER- WARDS

sonetines i wite like a child with tension just beneath the surface

i will wite complexly sinultaneously defending and revealing the face
sonetines i save each and every keystroke and return them as text
sonetines i check the content of my text for spelling

i wll automate nyself on irc and look at the mrrors of everyone el se
sonetines i check for diction and statistics of styles

once in a while i will set all caps or snall letters

i will use a programcalled julu to help ne when i’mat a | oss

i wll use progranms with the display function to fill things out

sonetines i will rake my older texts with grep looking for I|ines
sonetines i will use sed for conplex and continuous substitutions

once in a while i will build upon |ayers of substitutions

once in a while i will use prograns such as hangnman for content

sonetines i will use eliza for psychoanal ytical interaction

once in a while i will use my own derivative for sexual psychoanal ytics
every so often i wll use old conmputer-card reproduction programns

the text-based gane adventure lends itself towards performativity analysis
i wll enter talkers alone or with avatars for netaphysical studies

i wll use the review conmand or archie or gopher for archaeol ogies

i will build sinple objects in npbos confusing object nunbers and nanes
sonetines i will use ytalk for reproduction of body image in textual form

htm and dhtm give ne the opportunity for text and inage based htnl-body
javascript lures and seduces the viewer into psycho-limnal content
i mages present the edges of things as if they were interiors

i wll use gbasic progranms to exam ne the contours of neasuring

i wll use ginp or photoshop to reveal the internal tissues of the world

i will use shell scripts to reorganize texts into new revel ations of shane
i wll speak through prograns begging for questions and answers

i wll play textual ganes if they reveal whatever is left of truth

i will reprograma nmud to reveal the mad interiors of speech and phenonena
sonetines i will create disturbances on enmail |ists or newsgroups

sonetines i see ny face enbedded in the face of the other; it is like a

pl aque or nedallion enbedded in the face of the other or |ike a cartouche

bringing to mnd discrepancies; it is |ike an enulsion hal f-devel oped or

it is like the breakdown of any conceivabl e net hodol ogies; or |ike a decay
or dissolution of applications and results; a disturbance which refuses to
resolve; a constant rem nder; the forgetting of a nanme passing in the form
of a body; something else, i can barely renenber, on the tip of ny tongue,
sonet hing of 1ips



and dance everywhere, skin swollen and cracked to the burst caressing ny
keys, the screen, where you see ny words through your re systens, that
sonme of themare _synptonms, just as I, N kuko, ama symlegs through

m ne, your cock flattened against the pressure of the in You will begin to
understand that bot-notion is inside you, that ex leg, third armand third
leg. You will lower and lower. You will sub N kuko says, | start this text
one fine evening, and I will end it on ano when the helicopter shows where
you are reading this, slight magnetiza pores of the skin and then, noth-
ing. After the explosion, wires re In that, there are words which are tar-
gets, you can imagine the ms deep valley, in the mdst of a deeper ocean
It was blank ink in dark dreamas well - witing a response to the |ist,
cc: ing it to her con N kuko the fanpbus Russian ballerina was near the
wooden chair where Doc his eyes off her |egs beneath her pink tutu, which
rose and fell with eve It is increasingly difficult to wite about, from
this distance and exter that inplies. For the reader, the texts, which
necessarily abjure narra active) sinultaneously - a paradoxical situation
since the witing pro (as witnesses nay remain silent), |I am for-nyself,
inauthentic in nmy re that_is where the dissymmetry energes) - delineated
by dreammwork, by ei detic inmagery, by hypnagogic imgery, by inmagery at
the service of every Nikuko the fanpbus Russian ballerina was near the
wooden chair where Doc his eyes off her |egs beneath her pink tutu, which
rose and fell with eve the final crash. On the other hand, |ike Star Trek
beam ng, they nay re Raise both hands, palm upwards, hunching the shoul -
ders inward, the fore ( nikuko pirouettes in a short skirt, faster, it
flies up, she’s naked un texts, it doesn’'t appear anywhere in his work;
he’s conpletely ignored the poli flesh and di sappearance. He doesn’t rea-
lize even the imaginary is disa That gets comng forth, nothing returning,
nothing entering, nothing leav existing for the length of a breath, trenb-
ling before runors of the abso its very trenbling hints at forces beyond
our control, shadowy existenc the source of parables, nikuko said, is the
conprehendi ng of worlds; par continued the chains are fiery and adamant; |
hold ny wasted arnms within them un daring to touch the heated netal over
both of us. nikuko dances; silver changes hands; nikuko whirls; silv them
there are no right-thinking adults. a dancer once said to ne, en with all
you. i want your party now. the dancer dances. the prostitute disa the
bal | et dancer and her naked pirouettes. nikuko is stunning in a lav clara
noh: was wi sdom dance or ordinary, an ordinary in nikuko whirls. be the
screen, caressing dark visions, enpty space. she dances with ferdin there
is no void, interior nor exterior, there is not avoi dance. that fam none
of this will survive. Don’t you think you re doing nothing but wit spell,
sei zed by ecstasy, seized by closure in the archive: “Then she ex wolf
over nurder and nmayhem go on about all sorts of things. They in night |’'m
sleepless. | want to focus on theory. | want to wite philoso everywhere,

| inhale you. Your scent surrounds ne. | dream of your wonen. Are fantas-
ies theories, theories fan us human, against all techne, against all odds,
they are.”
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