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Sometimes I am 

an empty barn 

Still warm 

from the cattle sent to slaughter 

 

like embarrassed eyes 

averting the homeless man 

prostrate on the street corner 

 

like the open mouth 

of people 

watching the aftermath 

of a car wreck 

 

maybe it’s because 

I have difficulty breathing 

at the thought 

of running into people I know 

at convenience stores 

 

maybe it’s all those murdered memories 

bodies chalked on my synapses 

calling to be crucified 

 

maybe it’s because I got stuck 

to the roofing tar of your cathedrals 

or that I can’t cater to 

the cause of your existence 

 

the scope of your being 

gives me agoraphobia  

 

I feel comfortable 

cramped in the corners 

of my doubts 
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pinned to the walls 

by the needles at my fingertips 

 

I tried to dissect my skin 

to show you that I can still bleed 

 

all that did 

was make a mess 

and kept your curtains closed 

 

I’ve since sewed those sutures 

 

learning to love 

the bottom of my lungs 

from watching the trees 

dance in the wind 

 

I still sometimes sink 

to the bottom 

of those old blood pools 

I left in the wells of why 

 

I now know blood when I see it 

And I know 

that it merely precedes a scar 

 

tattooing itself to remind me 

that those marks are as much us 

as those gleams 

in the corners of our iris 

 

that cry wonder 

at the wailing awe of our ocean 
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that pick up the leaves 

in the wake of our dancing 

 

that stretch arms out 

to the lengths of our latitudes 

 

that scream 

at the clouds 

 

whisper 

to the termites 

 

sigh 

to the bark 

 

shout 

to the critters in their cathedrals 

the mountains in their barns 

the gods in their shacks 

and the nothings in our heavens 

 

perfect 

all perfect 
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Introduction 

Who do we feel we are supposed to be? How do we see ourselves as we relate to the 

world? How do we find a reprieve from our daily anxieties? I explore these questions in my 

work using text and poetry situated amidst sculpture and installation. The text offers the voice 

of an author, a conscience, and the externalization of someone’s internal struggles as an 

invitation to embrace not knowing and vulnerability. The sculptures offer points of metaphor 

for our struggles to find meaning and understanding through the anthropomorphization of 

weathered and broken objects placed in moments of tension. The text and the sculptures 

together highlight mystery, wonder, and acceptance of the moment as a respite and an 

antidote for our existential longings. 
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Found Objects/Material Proclivities 

It is best to begin the investigation of my practice with an examination of my choices to 

make work involving found objects. I akin the story of an object to the story of a living being. It 

starts with a pre-ordained form, for life by DNA, for objects by schematic and design for utility. 

After a living being or a created article enters the world they are shaped and molded by their 

environment. An object, much like a person, carries the marks and wear of its actions and the 

pressures and effects of its environment as it progresses through time. The marked difference 

is that a person can tell their story of origin and travel directly, where an object may hint at it, 

but in a way that is more ambiguous. So, although imbued with the same energy of history, the 

old item presents us with a sort of enigma: the specific patina, wear, and markings that now 

make this item an individual, as uniquely distinct from any others of its kind as people are from 

one another, tell a story that we cannot know in any complete narrative. It is this mystery that I 

am attracted to. Pondering an object with age and wear presents a microcosm for our own 

existence, an existence that is infinitely complex and storied. This contemplation gives me a 

heightened awareness of the individuality of my own experience and subjective interpretation 

of the world around me.  

These material inclinations can be better understood by looking at the components of 

the piece, Cycles of Memory (Fig. 1). The objects in this piece have specific, personal, subjective 

narrative identities: The hammer was a gift from my grandmother, the brick discovered semi-

buried on a walk through the woods, the watch a gift from my parents when I was a child (the 

first of three pocket watches I received over the years).  



Dawson 6 
 

 

Figure 1: Cycles of Memory, 2018. Mixed Media Sculpture (Wood, Brick, Cat-Tail Seed, Hammer, Twine, 

Watch, Butterfly Wings). 53x9x4 In. 
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The butterfly wings are an ode to a specific moment from years ago: Walking on my way to 

class my sophomore year of my undergraduate studies, head full of worries from a long 

forgotten, but at the time all-encompassing conflict, a single butterfly gracefully fluttered 

across my path. In this small interjection into the subjectivity of my own life, this butterfly 

offered me forgiveness; the words singing in my mind, “everything is going to be ok.”  

If the watch, hammer, and butterfly wings are tokens of specific memories, then the 

mossy brick encapsulates my attraction to objects with more enigmatic histories. My impulse to 

stop and ponder the brick and ultimately take it from its place was generated from the strange 

nature of its location: In the middle of the woods, no evidence of construction or structure to 

be found, rested this single old brick. The moss and wear on the brick indicated that it had been 

there for some time, but what were its origins? How did something so foreign to the 

environment end up in such an isolated place? Where were the other bricks that gave it its 

functional identity? (a single brick by itself does nothing for its intended function, it is only in a 

group that it can actualize its purpose). These are answers I can never have for that specific 

entity in any complete way. In Cycles of Memory, I highlight this sense of mystery by placing 

these objects in contexts that subvert their use: the hammer, on its head, now acts as fulcrum, 

the watch contains not numbered indications of time, but the ephemeral remnant of a creature 

that goes through its own cyclical process.  

Additionally, the placement of this object-arrangement in the gallery allows us to 

examine them removed from their debased or quotidian contexts. I have my specific histories 

for the objects, but those serve as a personal entry point into my collections. In the gallery 

context those stories cannot be and do not need to be known. In this relatively neutral space, 
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the stories of how these articles came to be in their current state are open to our 

interpretation, as they hint at their journey but cannot tell us explicitly. Posed with this enigma, 

it is in the mind of the viewer that the histories are created. By subverting these item’s function 

through their arrangement with one another and by their placement in the elevating context of 

the gallery, I create a metaphor for the mysteries and openness of our own existence and of the 

world around us.   

In addition to being attracted to the enigmatic histories of the old or refused, I also 

empathize with them. When I see a penny on the ground I feel an urge to help it find its 

purpose again, adding it to the penny refuge I keep on my desk. When I am pulling old fence 

boards apart, I keep the rusty bent nails that I might find some alternate purpose their warped, 

brutally-beautiful bodies may serve. Similarly, old, broken, and worn objects cry out to me for 

consideration. In my anthropomorphization of these old objects, I see a metaphor for my own 

cries for purpose, meaning, and dignity; I want to exist in relationship to my purpose, too. By 

using old objects in a way that extends their existence beyond the point of someone no longer 

deeming them useful, I am highlighting the openness of the purpose of all things, including 

ourselves. 

Working with these objects I feel like a shepherd of destiny. I contemplate an old rusty 

pulley I removed from a broken window-frame of a turn-of-the-century home in San Francisco. 

For a hundred years this pulley, dissolved in the daily milieu of the utilitarian objects we 

surround ourselves with, listened contently. The conversations it must have heard, the 

arguments, the love it witnessed; quietly rusting inside the window frame, faithfully hoisting 

the window open to let the sea-breeze in, closing it to keep the home’s occupants safe and 
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warm. I contemplate the old wooden board from a twenty-year-old foundation that the pulley 

is paired with in the piece, Invasive Thoughts (Fig. 2). The wood plank had to travel to the 

building site of the foundation in Alfred, New York, from whatever tree and mill it originated 

from (carrying the marks of its tree identity and the mill that shaped it) only to be abandoned 

mid-construction. There the plank of wood rested for over twenty years, through countless 

rains, snowstorms, hours of sunlight, warping its body and marking its skin. I then happened to 

stumble upon this abandoned foundation when exploring a back-country road, tucked away 

from sight. I happened to be the person who saw a means of connecting these two unlikely 

kindred spirts.  I consider the extreme unlikeliness of their ever interacting, and I begin to 

marvel at the complexity and circumstance of my own existence, the sheer probability that any 

of us are here at all, and that I am a conscious being in a society on earth reflecting on my 

experiences.   
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Figure 2: Invasive Thoughts, 2018. Mixed Media Sculpture (Wood, Rope, Paper, Ball-Point Pen, Buck-

Knife). 47x168x6 In. 
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Memory/History 

 As I demonstrated through my material choices, I focus on the histories (known and 

unknown) of objects and the uncertainty of their existence. This focus extends to our personal 

relationships to memory and how that constructs our reality, what we would like to/attempt to 

remember and what we would like to/attempt to forget. These desires for holding onto or 

shutting away memories say more about how we subjectively perceive the world around us 

then they do about the objective history of our lives.  Our memories and constructed histories 

are interwoven within the fabric of our identities and are the seat of our anxieties and 

insecurities. How we feel we are supposed to relate to the world is a direct product our identity 

and vice versa. So, on one hand I am desperately trying to forget moments that do not line up 

with who I feel I am supposed to be: moments of embarrassment, trauma, and delusion. On the 

other hand, I am trying to cling to the fleeting moments of my experience so that I may feel 

more permanent in selfhood. The effects of this dualistic struggle are alleviated when I 

understand these longings as futile and find meaning and beauty in the struggles of life.  

For instance, in the piece, Trying to Remember, Trying to forget (Fig. 3), I externalize my 

internal dialogues of things I cannot seem to forget; thoughts that peck at my conscience like a 

leaking faucet. Across the white wall, written in pencil is the question repeated: “What did I 

forget?” and, “what do I forget?” Following this repeated question are varying 

statements/answers ranging from the banal, “Was it the trash that needs to be taken out. 

Again.” To the more exuberant, “that if the stars could talk, it would sound like Salat chants, 

Glossolalia babbles, Songs in a Southern Baptist church.” Some answers consist of the 

confessional, “That I didn’t have the courage to apologize, To the girl I bullied, in fifth grade 
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when I saw her in a grocery store” (Fig. 4) and the hopeful, “To smile at the person in the 

mirror, To tell them every day, no matter how much they infuriate me, That I love them.” This 

myriad exploration of memory gives a sense of an internal struggle to the viewer and 

immediately creates an opportunity for a moment of empathy with the author of the 

statements.  

As the text is read from left to right, top to bottom, it travels from banal, to lament, to 

exaltation. This progression of the language is meant to take the viewer on a journey from an 

individual’s daily anxieties and struggles to their revelatory and hopeful epiphanies. The 

epiphanies that we should embrace the chaotic, imperfect versions of ourselves and that our 

struggles are as much a part of our experience as our triumphs. 

 

Figure 3: Trying to Remember, Trying to Forget (Front View) 2018. Mixed Media Installation (Drywall, 
wood, Pencil, text). 8x16x8 ft. 
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Figure 4: Trying to Remember, Trying to Forget (Front View, Detail). Pencil on Drywall. 
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Poetry and Text as a Material 
 

In the installation, Trying to Remember, Trying to Forget, I use text as an entry point into 

the show, both literally and psychologically. The wall creates a physical barrier that confronts 

the viewer before they enter the space where the rest of the work is contained. The text on the 

wall acts as a psychological primer for the viewer, helping to change their frame of mind before 

entering the show. Andrey Tarkovsky speaks of this notion of priming in his book, Sculpting in 

Time, 

You were walking along the street and your eyes met those of someone who went past 
you. There was something startling in his look, it gave you a feeling of apprehension. He  
influenced you psychologically, put you in a certain frame of mind. 

If all you do is reproduce the conditions of that meeting with mechanical accuracy, 
dressing the actors and choosing the spot for shooting with documentary precision, you 
still won’t achieve the same sensation as you had from the meeting itself. For when you 
filmed the scene of the meeting you ignored the psychological factor, your own mental 
state which caused the stranger’s look to affect you with that particular emotion. And 
so, for the stranger’s look to startle the audience as it did you at the time, you have to 
prepare for it by building up a mood similar to your own at the moment of the actual 
meeting.1  

This wall of text acts similarly to get my audience in a psychological state that affects their read 

of the other pieces. Additionally, the wall provides an example for when the audiences 

opportunity comes to share their own internal dialogues on its opposite side.  

On the front side of the installation, the audience is posed with a question, “what did I 

forget?” and specific answers to that question. The question and answers appear journalistic 

and as an internal dialogue. This offers a moment of honesty and vulnerability to the audience; 

it is an example of the personal catharsis of writing/sharing one’s thoughts and insecurities.  

                                                           
1 Andrey Tarkovsky, Sculpting in Time. (Austin, TX: University of Texas Press, 1986) 23-24. 
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On the back side of the same wall, the viewer is faced with a blank white surface, with 

pencils hanging by strings attached to screws (Fig. 5). Peppering the wall, echoing the question 

on the front side, the questions, “What did you forget?” and “what do you forget?” are written 

in pencil. The hanging pencils invite the viewer to respond to the questions. The temporal shift 

of “do” versus “did” indicates a differentiation between the singular moments that pester us 

from our past to the things we repeatedly must remind ourselves to remember. The act of the 

viewer choosing (or not choosing) to write their inner thoughts onto a wall in a public space, 

puts them in direct dialogue with others in the audience as well as the author; this gives the 

viewer a similar opportunity for honesty, vulnerability, and catharsis. (Fig. 6) 

Similar to the use of text on the front section of Trying to Remember, Trying to Forget 

(Fig. 3), I use poetry throughout the gallery space as moments of insight into an internal 

dialogue. The poems have the voice of a shared author and provide insight into the mind of 

someone trying to figure out their place in the world. The poems frequently use phrases such 

as, “I am”, “I wish”, and singular-possessive pronouns such as, “me”, “my”, “mine”. These 

poems act as an additional window into an open and vulnerable internal dialogue.  

The physical relationship of the poems in space to the installation and sculptures allows 

them to start relating to/ hinting at ideas and life within the objects. For instance, the 

placement of the poem, Who I Thought I was Supposed to Be (Fig. 7), next to the piece, Cycles 

of Memory (Fig. 1), extends the open-ended narrative existence for the objects in the sculpture. 

The repeated statement of “I have been” implies multiplicitous identities and many lives lived. 

This language gives a voice to the silently open-ended objects in their new context.   
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Figure 5: Trying to Remember, Trying to Forget (Back View) 2018. Mixed Media Installation (Drywall, 
wood, Pencil, text). 8x16x8 ft. 
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Figure 6: Trying to Remember, Trying to Forget (Back View, Audience Interaction) 2018. Mixed Media 
Installation (Drywall, wood, Pencil, text). 8x16x8 ft. 
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Figure 7: Who I Thought I was Supposed to Be, 2018. Poem (Pencil on drywall). 30x10 in.  

 

The repeated use of pronouns such as “I”, “Me” “You” etc. also invites the opportunity 

for anthropomorphic relationships to the objects. If the poem is reading in the first-person 

possessive, then one starts to wonder if the root-ball, in the piece, How to Dance With Your 

Demons Without Falling Over Forgotten Flaws (Fig.8), is the “I” in the poem, To Make a Wish is 

to Say Yes to Maybe (Fig.9). 
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Figure 8: How to Dance with Your Demons Without Falling Over Forgotten Flaws, 2017. Mixed Media 

Sculpture (Wood, Concrete, String). 4x8x10 ft. 
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Figure 9: To Make a Wish is to Say Yes to Maybe, 2017. Poem, (Pencil on drywall), 36x7”. 
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Poetry has an ability to carry me through a narrative that is open enough for me to find 

where I exist within it, but specific enough where I can grasp the imagery and empathetically 

relate to it. I think of the poem, What You Missed That Day You Were Absent from Fourth 

Grade, by Brad Aaron Modlin and how he simultaneously addresses feelings of hope and the 

struggle to find oneself while being specific, but in a way that allows room for me to enter into 

the space of the poem, 

Mrs. Nelson explained how to stand still and listen 

to the wind, how to find meaning in pumping gas, 

how peeling potatoes can be a form of prayer. She took questions 

on how not to feel lost in the dark. 

After lunch she distributed worksheets 

that covered ways to remember your grandfather’s 

voice. Then the class discussed falling asleep 

without feeling you had forgotten to do something else— 

something important—and how to believe 

the house you wake in is your home. This prompted 

Mrs. Nelson to draw a chalkboard diagram detailing 

how to chant the Psalms during cigarette breaks, 

and how not to squirm for sound when your own thoughts 

are all you hear; also, that you have enough. 

The English lesson was that I am 

is a complete sentence. 

And just before the afternoon bell, she made the math equation 

look easy. The one that proves that hundreds of questions, 

and feeling cold, and all those nights spent looking 

for whatever it was you lost, and one person 

add up to something2. 

                                                           
2 Brad Aaron Modlin, Every Person at This Party Has Two Names (Cape Girardeau, MO: Southern Missouri State 
University Press, 2016) 13. 



Dawson 22 
 

In this poem, I am the child again, in Miss Nelson’s class. I am relearning the lessons as it 

unfolds. My poems act as a similar prompt for the viewer: the author is specific enough for the 

words to be believable/relatable but open enough that the viewer can place themselves inside 

the space of the poem. Similarly, my poems act cathartically for when I am struggling with my 

own feelings of inadequacy and lack of purpose. In the structure of most of these poems the 

language starts out with lament or despair and ends with an exuberance and celebration of life.  

Often my visual imagery drifts from the microscopic and banal to the cosmic. By 

juxtaposing these images together, I aim to highlight their similarity. The banal is as grand, 

mysterious, and wonderful as the cosmic; we are as part of the cosmic as we are of our own 

quotidian surroundings. My trashcan, a rusty key and a grocery store are all equally a product 

of the universe as a black hole or a celestial body.  

Although acting in relationship to the sculptures they are surrounded by, the poems also 

stand alone as their own pieces. These works, written on the wall, reveal the internal dialogue 

of an unknown author, left as clues on the gallery wall. The material nature of the handwritten 

messages indicates an individual. The use of pencil on the wall speaks to an immediacy and 

need for the words to be written at that moment with what is available. Additionally, their 

appearance on the wall of the gallery implicates the architecture in this internal dialogue of an 

individual so that the gallery becomes an externalized, internal psychological space; We are in 

the mind of the author. 
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Struggle 

The author of the text is struggling, trying to find meaning, hope and purpose in the face 

of their anxieties. These struggles are exemplified in the pieces and the objects that are placed 

in various positions of tension.  

 The desire for an ease of life’s suffering is at the crux of our anxieties as conscious 

beings. Specifically, in American culture we are strongly averted to notions of pain, hardship, 

struggle, or misery. My artistic explorations highlight the beauty and catharsis in the realization 

that these pains and hardships are what create meaning. 

For instance, in the piece, Invasive Thoughts (Fig. 2), a knife breaks its back under the 

cumulative weight of a stack of paper. The knife is plunged into a long plank of wood balanced 

on a post. Attached to the knife is a rope, running the length of the plank. Attached to the other 

end, pulling on the knife is the stack of paper.  On the paper is written “why?” repeatedly. 

Sheets of paper protruding out of the stack at various points bare the same question, indicating 

that the entire stack of paper is a repetition. The cumulation of this question, of THE question, 

“Why?” is reminiscent of Pablo Neruda’s poem, Las Enigmas.i In this poem Neruda speaks of 

“investigating the endless star” and casting one’s net into darkness seeking answers, only to 

catch oneself naked, “A fish trapped inside the wind”3.  The search for answers and meaning in 

life is daunting, and it seems the more we understand the less we know; it is a fractal 

uncertainty playing out in a quantum complexity of information. Confronted with the weight of 

                                                           
3 Pablo Neruda. "Enigmas - Poem by Pablo Neruda." Poemhunter.com. January 23, 2003. Accessed February 3, 
2018. https://www.poemhunter.com/poem/enigmas/.  
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this daunting uncertainty pulling against its hilt, the knife remains poised and enduring. There is 

hope in this knife’s struggle, even as the apparatus of wood supporting it is slowly decaying, the 

knife, in this moment is persisting.  

 

 

The Moment 

If our anxieties exemplify the struggle to find meaning and purpose in life, then the 

present moment is what offers us a reprieve. The moment is the only reality we can perceive 

with any degree of certainty: past exists in our mind as memory and future as our 

preconceptions for what may or may not occur. In Alan Watts words,  

When … you realize that you live in, that indeed you are this moment now, and no other, that apart 
from this there is no past and no future, you must relax and taste to the full, whether it be pleasure 
or pain. At once it becomes obvious why this universe exists, why conscious beings have been 
produced, why sensitive organs, why space, time, and change. The whole problem of justifying 
nature, of trying to make life mean something in terms of its future, disappears utterly. Obviously, it 
all exists for this moment. It is a dance, and when you are dancing you are not intent on getting 
somewhere… The meaning and purpose of dancing is the dance.4 

To embrace the moment is to embrace the world and your experience as it is. Once one 

embraces their experience in such a way, the full range of experiences become sacred and 

important. As Timothy “Speed” Levitch put it in the chapter, “We Are the Authorsii” in the film 

Waking Life, “Life is a matter of a miracle that is collected over time by moments, flabbergasted 

to be in each other’s presence,”5 once we see life as this miracle culminated by a collection of 

                                                           
4 Alan Watts and Deepak Chopra, The Wisdom of Insecurity: A Message for an Age of Anxiety (New York: Vintage 
Books, a Divison of Random House, 2011) 116. 
5 Walker-McBay, Anne, Tommy Pallotta, Palmer West, Jonah Smith, Richard Linklater, Trevor Jack Brooks, Lorelei 
Linklater, et al. Waking life (20th Century Fox Home Entertainment. 2002.) 1:12:00-!:14:50 
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moments, our struggles and pain simply become what is. This notion highlights the beauty of 

the fact that we are here, and we are experiencing anything at all.  

This precarious wonder of the moment is present in the piece, How to Dance with Your 

Demons Without Falling Over Forgotten Flaws (Fig. 4). A root ball, a bramble of dead wood, 

balances on the point of a single severed root. Broken branches and roots gesture upwards, 

outwards and forwards. The tree-skeleton is caught mid stride in a dance, frozen in a moment. 

The gesture of the bramble’s movement is suspended and frozen by lines of twine pulling 

against its forward momentum. Tied to the lines are twigs and smaller pieces of the root-ball, 

which are cast in small blocks of concrete acting as weights.  These sticks and twigs, as well as 

the blocks they are cast in, appear in varying states of decay and erosion. Some whittled down 

to a single stalk emerging from a cleaved block of concrete, some more branch-like with 

multiple bisections emerging from the main stem. Some branches are painted white appearing 

as an almost ghostly absence of the branch, as if it has gone into hiding. The paint on others is 

pealing as if emerging from or shedding this layer of obfuscation.  

 These weights serve as the reminder to the anchors we place in our past; that the 

weight we carry with us is of our own creation. Yet, there is still beauty in the gesture of this 

creature. It is awkwardly elegant in its posture, struggling, but still graceful. This moment it is 

frozen in is perfect because of, not in spite of, its flaws and imperfections.  
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Conclusion 

Our lives are chaotic and messy affairs. There is no neat, ordered answer for why we are 

here and what purpose, if any, we serve. Life is a struggle, it is pain, and hardship and sickness 

and hurt. Yet, life is also a dance, a sonnet, beautiful and exalted. These dualities are not 

mutually exclusive, they highlight and complement one another, they waltz together and make 

music. Using poetry and text, I present the audience with the internal conscience of an 

individual grappling with these forces. The meandering musings of the author offers a respite 

from one’s daily struggles in the struggles themselves. Using found, old, and broken objects I 

highlight the hidden beauty, complexity and interrelationships between our struggles and 

revelations; snapshots of the movement of an endless ballet.  
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i You've asked me what the lobster is weaving there with  
his golden feet? 
I reply, the ocean knows this. 
You say, what is the ascidia waiting for in its transparent  
bell? What is it waiting for? 
I tell you it is waiting for time, like you. 
You ask me whom the Macrocystis alga hugs in its arms? 
Study, study it, at a certain hour, in a certain sea I know. 
You question me about the wicked tusk of the narwhal,  
and I reply by describing 
how the sea unicorn with the harpoon in it dies. 
You enquire about the kingfisher's feathers, 
which tremble in the pure springs of the southern tides? 
Or you've found in the cards a new question touching on  
the crystal architecture 
of the sea anemone, and you'll deal that to me now? 
You want to understand the electric nature of the ocean  
spines? 
The armored stalactite that breaks as it walks? 
The hook of the angler fish, the music stretched out 
in the deep places like a thread in the water? 
 
I want to tell you the ocean knows this, that life in its  
jewel boxes 
is endless as the sand, impossible to count, pure, 
and among the blood-colored grapes time has made the  
petal 
hard and shiny, made the jellyfish full of light 
and untied its knot, letting its musical threads fall 
from a horn of plenty made of infinite mother-of-pearl. 
 
I am nothing but the empty net which has gone on ahead 
of human eyes, dead in those darknesses, 
of fingers accustomed to the triangle, longitudes 
on the timid globe of an orange. 
 
I walked around as you do, investigating 
the endless star, 
and in my net, during the night, I woke up naked, 
the only thing caught, a fish trapped inside the wind. 
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"On this bridge," Lorca warns, "life is not a dream. Beware. And beware. And beware." And so many think because 
Then happened, Now isn't. But didn't I mention the ongoing "wow" is happening right now? We are all co-authors 
of this dancing exuberance where even our inabilities are having a roast. We are the authors of ourselves, co-
authoring a gigantic Dostoevsky novel, starring clowns. This entire thing we're involved with called the world, is an 
opportunity to exhibit how exciting alienation can be. Life is a matter of a miracle that is collected over time by 
moments, flabbergasted to be in each other's presence. The world is an exam to see if we can rise into direct 
experience. Our eyesight is here as a test to see if we can see beyond it. Matter is here as a test for our curiosity. 
Doubt is here as an exam for our vitality. Thomas Mann wrote that he would rather participate in life than write 
100 stories. Giacometti was once run down by a car, and he recalled falling into a lucid faint, a sudden exhilaration, 
as he realized that at last something was happening to him. An assumption develops that you cannot understand 
life and live life simultaneously. I do not agree entirely. Which is to say I do not exactly disagree. I would say that 
life understood is life lived. But the paradoxes bug me, and I can learn to love and make love to the paradoxes that 
bug me. And on really romantic evenings of self, I go salsa dancing with my confusion. Before you drift off, don't 
forget. Which is to say, remember. Because remembering is so much more a psychotic activity than forgetting. 
Lorca, in that same poem said that the iguana will bite those who do not dream. And as one realizes that one is a 
dream figure in another person's dream, that is self-awareness.ii  
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Appendix 

(Text of Poems Included in Thesis Show) 

Restless, Endless 

My eyes don’t rest 

On sleepless nights 

 

Fixed on the filament’s 

Residual glow 

 

The weight of  

Misgivings and misdoings, 

Concrete and conjured 

 

The future sewing 

Its endless lists 

On synapses 

 

Fish hooks slipping into 

A hazy stupor 

 

Machine gun thought process 

Tripping land-mine memories 

 

A handshake gone wrong 

A misplaced frown 

A stuttered utterance 

An averted eye 

A missed hello 

Again 



Shattered Nerves 

A car wreck 

 

broken safety glass  

still intact  

 

cracked concrete 

 under rubber soles 

takes a heavy seat  

in the corner 

 

watching 

shoulder movements 

 

under desk light 

under moon light 

under street lamp 

 

in cardboard boxes 

in rain 

in the blood of bit lips 

 

tips of stiletto heals 

on cobblestone 

on brick-way 

 

moss growing  

on back alley walls 

 

 



it flows  

with gutter runoff 

oil-slick freeways 

 

tires spin in unwanted direction 

the glass waits patiently 

in the panic of a pile-up 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



To Make a Wish is to Say Yes to Maybe 

I wish  

to peel off the layers  

that don’t fit 

between my rib cage 

 

They rise above 

the night pooled sweat 

hanging flaccidly and impotent 

 

To examine my bones 

for calluses made for the callous 

asking why they left  

rocks in my throat 

 

I wish to help my hands 

loosen the grip on my anxious, 

help my jawbones 

unhinge my worries 

 

To shrug off the weight of my no’s 

to give loft to my maybes 

 

I wish to take the shoes  

off my uncertainty, 

dance with the streetlight 

on warm summer nights 

 

 

To laugh the tops off the mountains 



of my misunderstandings, 

boom echoes in the valleys 

of my furrowed brows 

 

I wish to love my lungs enough 

to exhale  

an eternal yes 

to the gates guarded  

by my cant’s 

 

To find my whys answer 

within its own utterance 

 

I wish to be an astronaut 

to plug my umbilical 

into the planet’s rotation 

 

I wish to feel my fire vibrate 

with the deep hum of purpose, 

build bonfires in my belly  

 

I am stuck here 

like you 

 

Waiting for my want 

 

So  

let’s fill each other’s cup 

and decide together  

who we want to be 



Whispers in the Dust 

Whispers 

 In the deathless dust 

 

Tell stories 

 

Of the atoms forged  

In the center of a dying star 

 

Of the laughing abyss 

Dancing  

To the drum beat  

Of the outer universe 

 

Stories 

 

Of every boot 

Laid prostrate 

In the mud, 

At home in the earth 

 

Stories 

 

Of first kisses 

And silent tears 

 

Of fractured molars 

And hunched shoulders 

 



Nights spent 

Seeking meaning  

In plaster ceilings 

 

Whispers that pass 

Into the nothingness 

 

Unheard 

 

Content in their utterance 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Who I Thought I was Supposed to Be 

I have preached  

without a sermon 

 

I have listened to sermons 

without a preacher 

 

I have begged 

on God’s corner 

and asked for enough money 

to buy a bus pass to anywhere 

 

I have been a crack in the sidewalk 

a piece of gum  

on the underside of a park bench 

a broken radiator 

trying its hardest 

 to cool this machine 

 

I have been a gas explosion 

an oil spill 

 

I have starred  

with the eyes of a widow 

at an open casket 

waiting for something 

 to glance back 

 

 



I have been a scared child 

on their first day of school 

 

I have been a tired cashier 

trying my hardest 

to make it through the day 

 

I have been a teenager 

crying  

for the world 

 that ignores them 

 

I have been a held hand 

caressing a sweaty palm 

 

I have been a willow branch 

In a tempest 

On the verge of snapping 

 

I have been a cliff-face 

shaped 

by ten thousand years 

of wind-blown sand 

 

I have been midnight laughs  

with old friends 

 

 

 



I have been a cold drink 

 after a day 

 of mending fences 

and a dead battery 

on the way to work 

 

I have been a piano 

in a symphony 

 

I have been  

open heart surgery 

a smoker’s lungs 

a babies first breathe 

a dying word 

 

I have been a sun 

churning fire in its chest 

to keep the emptiness warm 

 

I have been the center of a black hole 

and the edge of a dance floor 

 

I have been 

an ocean tide 

an untied shoelace 

two week old snow 

and northern lights 

 

 



I have been all of these 

And none of them 

 

I am. 
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