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August 14, 2027

Sabit’ s the one with ahard-on for stitchwork, not me. It isnot exactly (or at dl) my particular realm of
expertise, not my cuppa, not my scene—as the beatniks used to say, back therein those happy Neolithic
times. | mean the plethora of Lower Manhattan flesh-art diveslike Guro/Guro or Twist or that
pretentious ittle shitstain way down on Pearl-Cor pus Ex Machina—the one that gets almost as much
gpacein the police blotters asin the glossy snip-art rags.

Me, I'm ill laboring alone or nearly so inthe Dark Ages, and she never lets meforget it. My
unfashionable and unprofitable preoccupation with mere canvas and paint, sted and plaster, dl that which
has been deemed demodé, passe, Post-Reevant, dl that which isfit only to fill up musty old museum
vaults and public gdleries, gathering more dust even than my career.

You still write on a goddamn keyboard, for chris sakes, shelaughs. You're the only woman | ever
fucked made being a living fossil a goddamn point of pride. And then Sabit checks for my pulse-two
fingers pressed gently to awrist or the sde of my throat—bcause, hey, maybel’m not a living foss| at dl.
Maybe I’'m that other kind, like Pollack and Mondrian, Henry Moore and poor old Man Ray. No, no,
no, the blood' s still flowing sluggishly along, she smilesand lightsacigarette. Too bad. Maybe

there’ s hope for you yet, my love.

Sabit likesto talk dmost as much as shelikes to watch. It' s not as though the bitch hasamark on her
hide anywhere, not as though she' s anything but atourist with a hard-on, afetishist who can not ever get
enough of her kink. Prick her for a crimson bead and the results would come back same as mine, 98%
the same as any chimpanzee. She knows how much contempt is reserved in those quartersfor tourists
and trippers, but | think that only makes her more zedlous. She exhaes, and smokelingerslikea
unearned hao about her face. | should have dumped her months ago, but I'm not as young as | used to
be, and I'm just as addicted to sex as sheisto nicotine and pills and stitchwork. She calls herself a poet,
but she has never let me read aword she' swritten, if she' s ever written aword.

| found her ayear ago, dmost ayear ago, found her in arun-down titty bar getting fucked-up on vodka
and laudanum and speed and the too-firm silicone breasts of women who might have been theredl
thing—even if their perfect boobs were not—or might only have been cheap japandroids. She followed me
home, fifteen years my junior, and the more things change, the more things stay the way they were day
before day before yesterday, day before | met Sabit and her umberous Arabian eyes. My doe-eyed
gtitch-fiend of agirlfriend, and | have her, and she has me, and we re as happy as happy can be, and |
pretend it means something more than orgasms and not being aone, something more than me annoying
her and her taunting and insulting me.

Now she' stelling me there’ sanew line-up down @ Cor pus Ex Machina (hereafter known smply as
CeM), and we have to be there tomorrow night. We have to be there, she says. The Trenton Group is
showing, and last time the Trenton Group showed, there was almost a riot, so we have to be
there. | have deadlines that have nothing whatsoever to do with that constantly revolving meat-market
gpectacle, and inamoment I [l finish thisentry & then I'll tell her that, and she' |l tell me we haveto be
there, we have to bethere, & therewill betimeto finish my articleslater. Thereadwaysis, & I'm never
late. Never late enough to matter. I’ll go with her, bcause | do not trust her to go alone—not go alone and
come back here again—shé Il tdl methat, and she' Il be right as fucking rain. Her smug triumph, well that's
agiven. Just as my obligatory refusa followed by inevitable, rluctant acquiescenceisadso agiven. We



play by the same rules every time. Now she's on about some scandal @ Guro/Guro—chicanery and
artifice, progthetics, and she says, They're all a bunch of gidding poseurs, the shitheels run that sorry
dump. Someone ought to burn it to the ground for this. Y ou know how to light amatch | reply, &
sherolls her dark eyes @ me.

No raintoday. No rain since...June. The sky at hoon isthe color of rust, and | wish it were winter.
Enough for now. Maybe she'll shut up for 10 or 15if | fuck her.

August 16, 2027

“You'reinto that whole scene, right?” Which only showsto go once again that my editor still has her
head rammed so far up her assthat her farts smell like toothpaste. But | said yeah, sure, bcause she
wanted someone with cred on the Guro/Guro story, the titch chicanery, dlegations of fraud among the
fresks, & what elsewas| supposed to say? | can’t remember the last time | had the nerve to turn down
apaying assignment. Must have been years before | met Sabit, at least. So, yeah, | tagged along last
night, just like she wanted-both of them wanted-she & she, but @ least | can say it swork, and Berlin
picked up the tab.

Sahit’sout, so | don’'t have her yammering in my goddamn ear, an hour to myself, perhaps, haf an hour,
however long it takes her to get back with dinner. | wanted to put something down, something that isn't
in the notes and photos I’ ve aready filed with the pre-edit gleets. Fuck. I’ ve been popping caps from
Sahit’ s pharmacopoeia al goddamn day long, | don’t even know what, the baby-blue ones she gets
$300/two dozen from Peru, the ones she says calm her down but they’ re not caming me down. They
haven't even dulled the edge, so far as| cantell.

But, anyway, there we were @ CelM, in the crowded Pearl St. warehouse passing itself off asa
daughterhouse or azoo or an exhibition or what the fuck ever, and there sthis bird from Tokyo, and |
never got her name, but she had eyes dl the colors of peacock feathers, iridescent eyes, and she
recognized me. Some monied bird with pretty peacock eyes. She' d read the series | wrotein ‘21 when
the city finaly gave up and let the seahave the subway. | read a lot, shesaid. | might have been a
journalist myself, she said. That sort of shit. Thought she was going to ask meto sign agoddamn
cocktail ngpkin. And I’'m smiling & nodding yes, bcause that’ s agency policy, be niceto the readers,
don’t feed the pigeons, whatever. But | can't take my eyes off the walls. The walls are new. They were
just wallslast time Sabit dragged me down to one of her snip affairs. Now they’re dive, every square
inch, mottled shades of pink and gray and whatever you call that shade between pink and gray. Touch
them (Sabit must have touched them a hundred times) and they twitch or sprout goosebumps. They
swedt, thosewalls.

And the peacock girl wasin one ear, and Sabit was in the other, the music so loud | was dready getting
aheadache before my fourth drink, and | wastrying to stop looking at those walls. Pig, Sabit told me
later intheevening. It'sall just pig, and she sounded disappointed. Most of thisisin the notes, though |
didn’'t say how unsettling | found thosewalls of skin. | save therevulsion for my own dime. Sabit says
they’ re working on adding functional genitdiaand....fuck. | hear her at the door. Later, then. She hasto
shut up and go to deep eventudly.

August 16, 2027 (later, 11:47 p.m.)

Sabit came back with abag full of Indian takeaway, when she' d gone out for sushi. | realy couldn’t care
less, oneway or the other, these daysfood is only fucking food—curry or wasabi, but when | asked why
she' d changed her mind, she just stared at me, eyes blank as a goddamn dead codfish, & shrugged. Then
shewasquiet dl night long, & thelast thing | need just now is Sabit Abbas going al silent and cregpy on
me. She' s adeep, snoring bcause her sinuses are bad bcause she smokes too much. & I’'mlosing the



momentum | needed to say anything more about what happened @ CeM on Sat. night. It' s all fading,
like adream.

I’ ve been reading one of Sabit’sbooks, The Breathing Composition (Weleran Smith, 2025),
something from those long-ago days when the avant-gar de abomination of stitch & snip was il hardly
more than nervous rumor & theory & the wishful thinking of a handful of East Coast art pervs. | don't
know what | waslooking for, if it was just research for the article, don’t know what | thought | might
find—or what any of this hasto do with Sat. nite. Am | afraid to write it down? That’ swhat Sabit would
say. But | won't ask Sabit. What do you dream, Sabit, my dear sadistic plaything? Do you dreamin
ingtallations, muscles and tendons, gallery walls of swesting pig flesh, living bone exposed for al to see,
vivisection as not-quite still life, portrait of the artist as ayoung atrocity? Are your sweet dreamsthe same
things keeping me awake, making me afraid to deep?

There was so goddamn much @ CeM to turn my fucking ssomach, but just this one thing has me jigged
and deepless and popping your blue Peruvian bon bons. Just this one thing. I’ m not the squeamish sort,
and everyone knowsit. That’ s one reason the agency tossed the Guro/Guro story at me. Gore & sex and
mutilation? Giveit to Schuler. She' s seen the worst and keeps coming back for more. Wasn't she one of
thefirst into Brooklyn after the bomb? & she did that crazy whick out on the Stuyvesant rat attacks.

How many murders and suicides and serid killers does that make for Schuler now? 9? Fourteen? 38?
That kid in the Bronx, the Puerto Rican bastard who diced up hislittle sster & then fed her through a
food processor, that was one of Schuler’s, yeah? Ad infinitum, ad nauseum, hail Mary, full of beans.
Cause they know | won't be on my knees puking up lunch when | should be making notes & getting the
vid or asking questions.

But now, now Sabit, I’m dancing round this one thing. Thisonelittle thing. So, herethere sabig ol’
chink in these renowned nerves of stedl. Maybe I’ ve got aweak spot after fucking adl. Rings of flesh,
towers of iron—oh yeah, sure-fucking corpses hegped in dumpters and rats eating fucking babies dive &
winos & don't forget the kid with the Cuisinart—sure, fine—but that one labeled #17, oh, now that’s
another goddamn story. She saw something there, & ol’ Brass-Bals Schuler was never quite the same
again, isn't that the way it goes?

Areyou laughing in your dreams, Sabit?Isthat why you re smiling next to mein your goddamn deep?
I’ve dog-eared apage in your book, Sabit, a page with a poem written in aNew Jersey loony bin by a
woman, & Weleran Smith just calls her Jane Doe so | do not know her name. But Welleran Smith &
that mangy bunch of stitch prophets called her avisonary, & I’'mwriting it down here, whilel try to find
the nerve to say whatever it is|’ d wanted to say about #17:

spines and bellies knitted & proud and all open
all watching spines and bellies and the three;
triptych & buckled, ragdoll fusion

3 of you so conjoined, my eyes fromyours,
arterial hallways knitted red proud flesh
Healing and straining for cartilage & epidermis
Not taking, we cannot imagine

So many wet lips, your sky Raggedy alchemy



And all expecting Jerusalem

And Wédleran Smith, he proclaims Jane Doe a“ hyperlucid transcendent schizo-oracle,” a*“visonary
cdling into the maglstrom.” & turns out, here in the footnotes, they put the bitch away bcause she'd
drugged her lover—she was aleshian; of course, she had to be alesbian-she drugged her lover and used
surgica thread to sew the woman’slips & nodtrils closed, after performing a crude tracheotomy so she
wouldn’'t suffocate. Jane Doe sewed her own vagina shut, and she removed her own nipples & then tried
grafting them onto her gf’ sbelly. She kept the woman (not named, sorry, lost to anonymity) cuffed to a
bed for dmost 6 weeks before someonefindly came poking around & jesusfucking chrigt, Sabit, thisis
the sort of Sick bullshit set it dl in motion. Jane Do€ s till locked away in her padded cell, I'm guessing—
hyperlucid & worshipped by the snips—& maybe the woman she mutilated is dive somewhere, trying to
forget. Maybe the doctors even patched her up (hahafucking ha) made her good as new again, but |
doubt it.

| need to deep. | need to liedown & close my eyes & not see#17 and swesating walls and Sabit ready
to fucking cum bcause she can never, ever get enough. It's haf an hour after midnight, & they expect
copy from me tomorrow night, eight sharp, when | haven't written a goddamn word about the phony
stitchwork @ Guro/Guro. Fuck you, Sabit, and fuck Jane Doe & that jackoff Welleran Smith and the girl
with peacock eyesthat | should have screwed just to piss you off. | should have brought her back here
and fucked her in our bed, & maybe you' d have found some other snip tourist & even now | could be
basking in the sanguine cherry glow of happily ever fucking after.

August 18, 2027

I’'m off the Guro/Guro story. Missed the extended DL tonight, no copy, never even made it down to the
gdlery. Just my notes and photos from CeM for someone elseto pick up where | |eft off. Lucky the
agency didn’t let me go. Lucky or unlucky. But they can’t can me, not for missing adeadline or two. |
haverep, | have creds, | have awards & experience & loya goddamn readers. Hell, | fill get abylineon
thisthing; it'sin my contract. Fuck it. Fuck it all.

August 19, 2027

Wedleran Smith's“Jane Do€”’ died about six months ago, back in March. | asked some questions, said it
was work for the magazine, tagged some people who know people who could get to thefiles. It wasa
suicide—oh, and never you mind that she’ d been on suicide waich for years. This one was a certified
trooper, abona-fide martyr in the service of her own undoing. She chewed her tongue in half & choked
hersdf onit. She had aname, too. Don't know if Smith knew it & smply withheld it, or if he never
looked that far. Maybe he only prigged the bits he needed to put the snipsin orbit & disregarded the
rest.

“Jane Doeg’ was Judith Louise Darger, born 1992, Ph. D. in Anthropology from Y ae, specidized in
urban neomythology, syncretism, etc. & did abook with HarperC back in ‘ 21-Bloody Mary, La
Llorona, and the Blue Lady: Feminine Iconsin a Child’'s Apocalypse. Sold for shit, out of print by
2023. But found a battered copy cheap uptown. Darger’ s gf and victim, she's dead, too. Another
suicide, not long after they put Darger away. Turns out, she had a history of neurosis and sdf-mutilation
going back to high schoal, & therewas all sorts of shit there I’ m not going to get into, but shetold the
courtsthat what Darger did to her, and to hersdlf, they’ d planned the whole thing for months. So, why
the fuck did good old Welleran Smith leave that part out? It was in the goddamn press, no secret. | have
aphotograph of Judith Darger, right here on the dj of her book. She could not look lessremarkable.

Sabit saysthere' s another Trenton Group show thisweekend & don’t | wannato go? She's hardly said
three words to me the last couple of days, but shetold methis. Get another look at #17, shesaid, & |



amost fucking hit her. No more pills, Schuler. No more pills.
August 20, 2027

No deep last night. Today, | filed for my next assignment, but so far the green bin’ s ill empty. Maybe
I’m being punished for blowing the DL on Weds. night, some sort of pass-ag bullshit bcause that’ sthe
best those weaselsin senior edit can ever seem to manage. Or maybe it’s only a  oooowwww week. |
am having a hard time caring, either way.

No deep last night. No, | said that already. Time on my hands and that’ s never agood thing. Insomnia
and coffee and gin, takeaway and Pop-Tarts and afaint throb that wants to be a headache (how long
since one of those?), melocked in my office last night reading afew chapters of Darger’ s grand flop, but
there’ snothing in therefascinating and | don’t know why it wasn't better received, but till leading me
nowhere, nowhere at al (wheredid | think it would lead?). Thisbit re: LaLlorona(* Bloody Mary™)
from Ch. 3—* Some girls with no homefed claws scratching under the skin on their arms. Their hand [Sic]
lookslikered fire” And thisone, from a Miami New Times article: “When achild says he got the story
from the spirit world, as homeless children do, you' ve hit the ultimate non sequitur.” Homelesskids and
demons and angels, street gangs, drugs, the socioeconomic caamities of thirty goddamn years ago.
News articlesfrom 1997. None of thisis gonnaanswer any of my questions, if | truly have questionsto
be answered. But thisis* Jane Doe' s’ magnum opus, and thereis some grim fascination | can't
shake-How did she get from there to there, from diy street mythsto sewing her gf’ s mouth shut?

Maybe it wasn't such ashort goddamn walk. Maybe, one night, she stood before adark mirror ina
darkened room, the mirror coated with dried saltwater—going native or just too fucking curious,
whatever—and maybe she stood there chanting Bloody Mary, Bloody Mary, over and over and over and
LaLloronascratched her way out through the looking glass, scarring the anthropolgist’s soul with her
rosary beads. Maybe that’ s where this began, the snips and stitches, #17. Maybe it dl goes back to
those homeless kidsin Miami, back before the flood, before the W. Antarctic ice sheet melted and Dade
County FL sank like astone, and al dong it wasthelate Dr. J. L. Darger let thisdjinn out of its bottlein
way's people like Sabit have not yet begun to suspect and never will. I'm babbling, and if that’ sthe best |
can do, I'm going to stop keeping adamned journd.

I’ve agreed to be @ CeM tomorrow night with Sabit. I'm abig girl. I can sSp my shitty Merlot and nibble
greasy orange cheese and stale crackers with the best of them. | can bear the soulless conversation and
the swesating porcinewalls. | can look at #17 and see nothing there but bad art, fucked-up artless crap,
pretentious carnage and willful suffering. Maybethen | can put all this shit behind me. Who knows,
maybe | can even put Sabit behind me, too.

August 20, 2027 (later, p.m.)

Sabit saysthe surgeon on #17 will be at the show t' morrow night. I think maybe it' s someone Sabit was
screwing before she started screwing me. Oh, & this, from The Breathing Composition, which I've
gtarted reading again & frankly wish | had not. Seems Welleran Smith somehow got his paws on
Darger’sdiary, or one of her diaries, & he quotesit at length (& no doubt there are contextua issues;
don’t know the fate of the origind text):

“Weare dl doneon adarkling plain, precisely as Matt. Arnold said. We are so very aone here, and we
yearn each day for the reunification promised by priests and gurus and by some ancient anima ingtinct.
We are evolution’ s grand degenerates, locked away forever in the consummeate prison cells of our
conscious minds, each divided always from the other. | met aman from Spain, and he gave me anote
card with the number seventeen written on it seventeen times. He thought that surely | would understand
right away, and he was heartbroken when | did not. When | asked, he would not explain. I ve kept the



card in my files, and sometimes| takeit out and Stare at it, hoping that | will at last discern its message.
But it remains perfectly opaque, bcause my eyes are the eyes of the damned.”

& I’'mlooking thru the program for the Trenton Show on the 15th, last Sun., & only one pieceis
numbered, only 1 piece w/a# for atitle+#17. Yes, | know. I'm going in circles here. Chasing my own
ass. Toysin the attic. Nutters as the goddamn snipsif | don’t watch mysdlf. If | don’t get some deep. |
haven't seen Sabit dl evening, just acdl this afternoon.

August 21, 2027 (Saturday, 10:12 am.)

Four whole hours deep last night. & the hangover is not so bad that old-fash blck coffee and aspirinisn’t
helping. My head fedls clearer than it hasin days. Sabit came home sometime after | nodded off & |
woke with her snoring next to me. When | asked if maybe she wanted breakfast, she smiled, so | made
egos & cut agrapefruit in half. Perhaps| can persuade her to stay home tonight, that we should both stay
home tonight. There is nothing down there | need to see again.

Part ||
August 21, 2027 (2:18 p.m.)

No, she says. We are expected, she says, & what the fuck isthat supposed to mean, anyway? So there
was afight, bcause there dways has to be afight with Sabit, ared screamer thistime, & | havenoidea
where she' srun off to but she swore she' d be back by five & | better be sober, she said, & | better be
dressed & ready for the show. So, yeah, fuck it. I’ll go to the damn show with her. I’ll rub shoulders with
the stitch freaks this one last time. Maybe I’ [| even have agood long look at #17 (tho’ now, | should add,
now Sabit saysthe surgeon won't be there after all). Maybe I'll stand & stare until it’ sonly flesh & wires
& hooks & fancy lighting.

Sidonie-Gabridlle Colette wrote somewhere, “Look for along time at what pleases you, and for alonger
time a what painsyou.” Maybe’ll shame them dl with my staring. They only fed asmuch pain asthey
want to fed—sn't that what Sabit isawaystelling me? The stitchworks, they get dl the best painkillers,
ever since the Feds decided this sick shit consitutes Art—so long as certain lines are not crossed. They
bask in glassy-eyed morphine hazes, shocked cold orange on neuroblocks & Fibrodene & Elyzzium,
exotic transdermals & maybe dl that shit'slega & maybeit ain't, but 2380 no on€e s asking too many
guestions asthe City of NY has enough on its great collective plate these days w/out stitch-friendly
lawyersraising aholy funk about censorship and freedom of expression and 1st Amendment violations.
The cops hate the fuckers, but none of the arrests have had jack to do with drugs, just disorderly
conduct, riots after shows, shit like that. But yeah, t' morrow night I’ll go back to CeM with Sabit, my
heart’s damned desire, my cunt’slazy love, & 1 will look until they want to fucking charge me extra

August 21, 2027

So Sabit shows up an hour or so after dark...she’ s gone now, gone again bcause | suppose | have
chased her away, again. That’ swhat shewould say, | am sure. | have chased her away again. But, as|
was saying, she showsup, & | can tell she' s been drinking bcause she has that smirk and that swagger
she getswhen she' sbeen drinking, & | cantdl she'still pissed. I'm waiting for the other shoe. I'm
waiting, bcause | fucking know whatever’ s coming next isfor my benefit. & I’m thinking, screw it, get it
over with, don't let her have the satisfaction of getting in the first blow. I'm thinking, thisiswhereit ends.
Tonight. No more of her bullshit. It'sbeen agrandiose act of reciproca masochism, Sabit, & it'sbeen
raw & dl, but enough’s enough. @ least the sex was good, so let’ s remember that & move on.



& that’swhen | notice the gauze patch taped to her back, centered between her shoulder blades just so,
placed just so there between her scapulae, centered on the smooth brown plain of her trapezius (let me
write thisthe way agoddamn snip would writeit, cluttered with an anatomist’ s Latin). & when | ask her
what the fuck, shejust shrugs, & that swatch of gauze goes up & then down again. But | know. | know
whatever it is she' sdone, whatever comes next, thisisit. Thisis her preemptive volley, so | can just
forget al about landing the first punch thistime, baby. Sabit knows revenge like adrunk knows an empty
bottle, & | should have given up while | was ahead.

I’ ve been wanting some new ink, she says. You helped me to finally make up my mind, that’s all. &
before she can say anything s, | rip away the bandage. She does not even fucking flinch, even though
the tattoo can’'t be more than acouple hrsold, still seeping & puffy and red, & dl | can hear isher
laughing. Bcause there on her back isthe Roman numera XVII, & when she asksfor the bandage back,
| dap her.

| dapped her.

Thisuse of present tense, what’ sthat but keeping the wound open & fresh, keeping the scabs at bay just
like some goddamn pathetic stitchwork would do. | dapped her. The sound of my hand against her
cheek was s0 loud, crack like agoddamn firecracker, & in the silence afterwards (just as fucking loud)
shejust smiled & smiled & smiled for me. & then | started yelling— don’'t know exactly
what—accusations that couldn’t possibly have made sense, durs and ingnuation, and truthfully | knew
even then none of it was anything but bitterness & disgppointment that she’ d not only managed to draw
firgt blood (hahaha) thisround, she' d finally pushed me far enough to hit her. I’d never hit her before. |
had never hit anyone before, not since some bullshit high-schoal fights, &, at last, she did not even need
toraise her voice. & then shejust smiled @ me, & | think | must have finally told her to say something,
bcause | was puking sick to death of that smug smile.

I’mglad you approve, she said. Or maybe she said, I’m glad you understand. In thisinstance, the
meanings would be the same somehow. Somehow interchangegble. But | did not apologize. That’sthe
sort of prick | am. | sat down on the kitchen floor & stared @ linoleum patterns & when | looked up
again shewasgone. | don't know if she’sgone gone, or if Sabit has merely retreated until she decides
it’ stime for another blitz. Rethinking her maneuvers, theins & outs of thiscampaign, logisticsand field
tactics & what the fuck ever. Cards must be played properly. | know Sabit, & shewill never settle for
Pyrrhic victory, no wars of attrition, no winner’s curse. | sat on thefloor until | heard the door shut & so
knew | was alone again. | would say at least this gets me out of CeM on Sun. night, but | may go done.
Even though | know she'll bethere. Clearly, | can hurt some more. Tonight | will get drunk, & thatisal.

August 22, 2027 (2:56 am.)

Always have | been asober drunk. I’ ve finished the gin & started on an old bottle of rye whisky—gift
from some former lover | won't name here-bcause | didn't fed like walking through the muggy, dusty
evening, risking lifeand limb & lung for another pretty blue bottle of Bombay. A sober & lazy drunk,
adverseto taking unnecessary risks. Sabit has not yet regppeared, likely shewill not. | suspect she
believes she has won not only the battle, but the war, aswell. Good for her. May she go haunt some
other sad fuck’slife. Of course, the gpt. is still awash in her junk, her clothes, her stitch lit, the hc zines
and discs & her txtbooksfilled with diagrams, schematics of skeletons & musculature, neuroanatomy,
aurgical technique, organic chem and pharmacol ogy, immunology, al that crap. Snip porn. | should dump
ital. | should cal someone 2830 to cartit all away so | don't have to fucking look at it anymore. The
clothes, her lucite ashtrays, the smoky, musky, spicy smell of her, bottles of perfume, cosmetics, music,
jewelry, deodorant, jasmine soap, & jesusal the CRAP she' sleft behind to keep me company. | don’t
know if I'll deep tonight. | don’t want to. | don’t want to be awake anymore ever again. Why did she



want to rub my nosein #17? Just that she' sfinally found aflaw, a goddamn weakness, & shehasto
make the mogt of it?

A takative, sober drunk. But wait-there is something. Thereis something se | found in Welleran Smith,
& I’'m gonnawriteit down. Something more from the diary/ies of Dr. Judith Darger, unlessit’sonly
something Smith concocted to suit hisown ends. More & more | consider that likelihood, that Darger is
only some lunatic just happened to be where these people needed her to be, but isn’t that how it dways
iswith saints and martyrs? Questions of victimhood arise. Who' s exploiting who? Whose exploiting
whom? Chrigt | get lost in al thesewords. | don’t need words. I'm strangling on words. | need to see
Sabit & end thismess & be donewith her. According to Welleran Smith, Darger writes (none of the
“entries’ are dated):

“I would not tell achild thet itisn't going to hurt. I wouldn't lie. It isgoing to hurt, and it isgoing to hurt
forever or aslong as human consciousness may endure. It isgoing to hurt until it doesn't hurt anymore.
That iswhat | would tell achild. That iswhat | tell mysdlf, and what am | but my own child? So, | will not
lieto any of you. Yes, therewill be pain, and at times the pain will seem unbearable. But the pain will
open doorways. The pain is adoorway, asisthe scalpel and as are the sutures and each and every
incision. Painisto be thrown open widethat al may gaze at the wonders which lie beyond. Why isit
assumed this flesh must not be cut? Why isit assumed thisismy find corpored form? What isit we
cannot yet seefor al our fear of pain and ugliness and disfiguration? | would not tell achild that it isn't
going to hurt. I would teech achildto livein pain.”

Isthat what | am learning from you, Sabit? Isthat the lesson of #17 and the glassy stare of those six
eyes? Would you, dl of you, teach meto live with pain?

August 23, 2027

It samost dawn, that first false dawn & just abit of hesitant purple where the sky isn't quite night
anymore. Asmuch as | have ever seen false dawn in the city, where we try so hard to keep the night
away forever. If | had ason, or adaughter, | would tell them a story, how people are @ war with night,
& thecity-ikedl citiesHsonly afortress built to hold back the night, even though dl theworldisjust a
bit of grit floating in aseaof night that might go on dmost forever. I'm on theroof. I’ ve never been up
here before. Sabit & | never came up here. Maybe another three hours | eft before it’ stoo hot & bright to
st up here, only 95F now if my weatchistdling methetruth. My face & hair are dick with swest,
swesting out the booze & pills, sweating out the sour memory of Sabit. It feels good to swedt.

| went to Pearl St. & the Trenton reveal @ Corpus ex Machina, but apparently she did not. Maybe she
had something better to do & someone better to be doing it with. | flashed my presstag @ the door, so
at least | didn’t have to pay the $47 cover. | was not the only pundit in attendance. | saw Kline, who's
over @ the Voice these days (that venerable old whore) & | saw Garrison, too. Buzzards wi/their beaks
sharp, ssomach’s empty, mouth’ swatering. No, | do not know if birds salivate, but reporters fucking do.
None of them spoke to me, & | exchanged the favor.

The place was replete, as the dollymops are wont to say, chock-full, standing room only. | sipped dirty
martinis and licorice shides & looked no onein the eye, no one who was not on exhibit. #17 was near
the back, not aswell lit as some of the others, & | stood there & stared, bcause that iswhat |I'd come
for. Sometimesit gazed back me, or they gazed @ me- am uncertain of the proper idiom or parlance or
phrase. Isit Oneor are they 3?1 stared & stared & stared, like any good voyeur would do, any
dedicated peeper, bcause no clipsare dlowed, so you stand & drink it al in there the same way the
Neanderthasdid it or pony up the fat spool of cash for one of the Trenton chips or mnemonic lozenges
(“al proceedsfor R&D, promo, & ongoing medical expenses,” of course). | looked until al | saw wasdl
| was meant to see-the sculpted body(ies), living & breathing & conscious-the perpetudly hurting



redization of adl Darger’ snightmares. If | saw beauty there, it was no different from the beauty | saw in
Brooklyn after the New Konsojaya Trading Co. popped their mini-nuke over on Tillary St. No different
from ahundred lingering desths I’ ve witnessed.

Welleran Smith said thiswas to be “the soul’ sterrorism againgt the tyranny of genes & phenotype.” |
stood there & | saw everything there was to see. Maybe Sabit would have been proud. Maybe she
would have been disgppointed @ my resolve. It hardly matters, either way. A drop of swesat dissolving
on my tongue & | wonder if that’ s the way the ocean used to taste, when it wasn't suicide to taste the
ocean?

When | had seen dl | had come to see, my communion w/#17, | found an empty stool @ the bar. |
thought you might still put in an appearance, Sabit, so | got drunker & waited for aglimpse of you inthe
crowd. & there was aman stting next to me, Harvey somebody or another from Chicago, gray-haired
withamustache, & hetalked & | listened, asbest | could hear him over themusic. | think the music was
suffocating me. He said, That’s my granddaughter over there, what's left of her, & he pointed thru
the crush of bodies toward agtitchwork hanging from the warehouse ceiling, adim chanddlier of circuitry
& bone & musclesflayed & rearranged. I’ d looked at the piece on the way in—The Lighthouse of
Francis Bacon, it was called. The old man told me he' d been following the show for months, but now he
was dmost broke & would have to head back to Chicago soon. Hewas only drinking ginger de. |
bought him aginger de & listened, leaning close so he didn’t have to shout to be heard. The chandelier
had once been a student @ the Pritzker School of Medicine, but then, he said, “ something happened.” |
did not ask what. | decided if he wanted me to know, hewould tell me. Hedidn’t. Didn't tell me, | mean.
Hetried to buy meadrink, but | wouldn't let him.

The grandfather of the Lighthouse of Francis Bacon tried to buy me adrink, & | redlized | wasthinking
likeajourndist again, thinking you dumb fucks-here’'s your goddamn story—not some bullshit
hearsay about chicanery among the snips, no, this old man’s your goddamn story, this poor guy
probably born way the fuck back before man even walked on the goddamn moon & now he's
sitting here at the end of the world, this anonymous old man rubbing his bony shoulders with the
tourists and art critics & stitch fiends and freaks because his granddaughter decided she'd rather
be a fucking chandelier than a gynecologist. Oh god, Sabit. If you could have shown him your
brand-new tattoo.

| 1eft the place before midnight, paid the hack extrato go farther south, to get me as near theruinsas he
dared. | needed to seethem, that’sal. Rings of flesh & towers of iron, right, rust-stained granite and the
empty eye sockets where once were windows. The skyscraper stubs of Old Downtown, Wall St. and
Battery Park City, dl of it inundated by the risng waters there @ the confluence of the Hudson & the E.
River. And then | came home, & now | am sitting here on the roof, getting less & less drunk, sweating &
ligening to traffic & the city waking up around me-theliving foss| with her antique keyboard. If you do
come back here, Sabit, if that’ s whatever happens next, you will not find me intimidated by your XV1I or
by #17, either, but | don’t think you ever will. Y ou' ve moved on. & if you send someone to pack up
your shit, I’ [l probably aready bein Bratidava by then. After CeM, there were 2 good assigns waiting
for meinthegreen bin, & I’'m taking the one that gets mefar, far away from here for 3 weeksin
Sovakia But right now I’'m just gonnasit here on the roof & watch the sun come up dl swollen &
lobster red over thisrotten, drowning city, over thisrotten fucking world. | think the pigeons are waking

up.



