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I have a handful of lies
and every drunken night,...



Five years ago ehe e¢lé lrer Pody. ¢&he needed
the money for collefe. It €eemed like the
eakiest thing to Go. Wrote up contracte,
eectioned off parts as the areas in xost de~
mend went to higheet bidders., A lawyer w/
family in the area bought her legze. When in
town visiting, he stope by and takese them for
& walk, Her meuth was s0ld to a man who
likes to wateh. I only had the money for one
eide of her toreo, from armpit to waist.
When we would meke out (her mouth wee sold to
& men who likee tc watch) my hand coulén®t
stray from that side, coulén®t move to her
stomach or tc the ewall of her back, couldr®t
slide over tc that area beneath her breast ,

" After me she wer hemitant atout startines
new relationships. I wasn't understending
and I owned part of her but now-- w/ ker body
sold out --—even friendshipe are stressed,
They haven't seen her in, God, has it really
been two years? They went sore physical .
contact to aceompany their, "I've spent the
last year working on an organic farm in Kexi-
©0. It was nice except for all the Americans
who would come down and spoil the natural
beauty and culture of the area,.” )

She was adle to get arourd it, for a~
while, by dating a fag. They would g0 shop-
ping togethrer: they tought the same lingeric.
They would watch movies together: they had
crushes on the same actors; celebrity crushe
®s, like a relaticnship w/ a gay man, felt
satisfying in & way. It didn't matter i
they couldn't touch her. But crushes, like
& relationship w/ & gay men, end,

And ehe is alone now.

Sometimes I break into her housre, weit-
ing outeide until I car mee through the wine-
dow that she has gome to bed, I pull the
covere off her body and kneel beside her on
the bed, my fingers feeling what they can of
her ribve.

"Jonathar," she eaye, "I don't want tc
£€€e you anymore,"

t of
"I own you," I say, "At leest a par
§13eng§ e;enings and weekends,” She
g:;n’t want to.hear that I mise her,
sometimee, when I break into her house,

her. BHer
will te a man asleep next to
iﬁﬁ:g vae sold to & man who likes to watch,




Packing my life into boxes,
It's heavier than T awx, end my
arm?, lege, and back
can’t take the whele; it's only
here, within Possessione, where
my life takee on any weight,

ary substance,

It's hard to tell what is eweat and what is
the humidity. They lie together: they are
naked together on the bed, unaccompanied by
blankets~~ it is8 too hot for themr here ~-and
they are in love. \

I have never felt this close before.

Her skin feele like mine, grafted on so
I could have her beauty. Our muscles have
gtarted to weave together, the nervous sys=
tems are beginning to connect, and her blood
is recycled into me. The space between us
is non=existent, the space between us is a
terrariur for bodily fungi. If we are to-
gether long enough a rainforest will grow.
We'll be found dead in this room, mined dy
what started as a tribe living around the
riverse of our lege and the valleys her
breaests fill that later became busineses men
building their towere to comnect our collar
bones.

We should go before thie happens. But
it would be too painful tc part now ard soon
1t'11 ve day; there is nothing we need to do
then. Let us leave our clothes on the
floor, please, and stay thie way.




Tonight 1 lictened to & Ean .talk about hig
brother and the €now. About how his brother
died im the 8now, or, if you prefer, how the
brother was ¥illed by the snow, Outside 1t

-reining., He looked down, not at hie drink,
not at the table, a little to the right,
xaybe at the ground, maybe at someone's
Teet, and he thought about his brother, His

the wall of & ditch and g tree. He haq g
bottle of wine for Company but company
leaves too soon, ’

(leave while I'm sti11 vanting you)
Maybe he lert the car to Piss. ang decided to
keep "alking. The cola dosen't elvaye stay
cold and the snow felt warm ana eoft,

I forgot he was talking about snow,
"What was her name?™ I asked,

Evorything can be about vomen. Maybe
because éverything is.

I vant all my nighte over &gain, for
the first time, like 71 vant to make love to
you, sgain, for the first tims,

of you wearing only
it "itdgégigrg:eaated eporte coat & a fedora

& clgarette & a glase of 12 y/o scotch)



"I xmow you."

The voice sounded prettier than.the
mouth 1t came from. The voice ecunded proete
tier than most thinge in my life. Maybe
it's not the voice, maybe it's the worde, I
can respect words when placed in a certain
order. There is little great about the
ordering of, "I know you" but it was simple
and unexpected and I turmed to talk to her.

How to describe her: she flirtse like
she read & how~to in Cosmo but has yet to
become confortable with it.

How to describe her: she has no ase and
her face ien't particularly attractive
though there ie something endearing about it.

How to describe her: she hes nice tits.

How to describe her: it has been a leng
time and I am feeling lonely.

I would tell you her name but that would
be tellinmg. If you knew her, vou would know
this 1s a lie; I want you to think she would
let me touch her becauze I want to believe 1t
toc. By keeoping her namelese she can be anye
oné. This fiction ien't finalized and I
could etill erase her description, could
etill make her anyone. I could make her any
of those giris unwilling to let me touch
them. I oould describe her walking through
the dark house to spit semen down the drain
(how much semen has gone down that drain?)
stepping on an Oliver #E. Maybe you would
likXe thie image but you'd know it'e a lie.
You know she would only touch me to slap me;
that I don't have an Oliver #5.

But maybe you will let me lie. Maybe
you will think, "Jonathan needs thie. If he
keepe telling his lies long enough maybe
he'll start to believe them. If he keepe
telling his lies long enough maybe he'll get
over them, He neede thise."

Or, maybe, ycu like the lies. I've
tried to be honest but there's little in my
life to be honest about and all I want to do

is entertain you.

All I want is to Dbe remembered;i; 2gpe
words will remember me even ere
ii“h':{u of myeelf in them. The truth is I
am unable te write, unadle to paint, unable
to grow & fucking beard but I am & man in
that I have a cook=- small and unwilling as
1t is =~I am & man in that there is nothigg
else for me to do, I am & map in that she'e
willing but I'm still needing a bottle of
rt wine to work up the courage to disap-
her. .
’01ntL10 or Truth, I don't know which to -
ve. Lir or Truth, she said, "I know you.

and I'1l let you write the rest,




I would like te tell you a lie:

I' received my first hand job at fifteen
from an attractive girl who took off her
shirt but wouldn't take off her bra. It
happened in her bedroom, on her bed, and I
came halfway thru the second song of the CD
we put on to hide our sounds. The following
conversation took place only in ny thoughts:
Her: Shouldn't it be bigger?

Me: No. '
Her: It's smaller than I was expecting.
Ke: It's slightly éver €" (it wasn't o

Se I ignored her. I avoided her. I did
&ll ef that but I kept the messages ghe left
on ny answering machine. I deleted all other
néesages and kept hers. And when the tape
was full ef her, "Can you call me back?"s and
her dreken, geeping, "Did I do somethings
wrong?™e, I took the tape out and replaced 1t
%/ & new ome. At night, after everyone had
gone to sleep, I would listen to them, 1
still have them and I still listen to them.

I would like to tell you that she could have
loved me, that I could have loved her,

What does it mean that she's a lie? She
has affected my life more than the truth,

The truth: I received my firet handjob
at 13 from & 14 y/o boy named James on &
fieldtrip te the coast. We etayed the night
in a school gymmasium. The girls slept in
the small gym and the boys slept in the large
gym and James and I were together as far away
&8 we could dbe from the rest of the boys.

And I etill see her., I have left her
nanelees to avoid any incongruities in the
future. I still see her at parties, at bars,
in supermarkets buying orgenic vegetables, I
like to imagine she can cook better than me,
that she's buying ingredients for our dinner,
I especially still see her &t bars. 1'11
firnish my drink, order another then I'1l walk
over te her ard I usually fall apart, Some-
times she humors me sometimes she igmores me,
but she never ronenﬂers me, But I l1ikxe to

inagine...
i t does 1t mean she's alive? SChe's

dead w/ the rest, e ghost making me imagine
beautifu] women.

I play her
l1ike Cecil Taylor



If this ie all there is== and I think 4+ is
-=then let's keep drinking,

Drain what bottles are left, we'll meet
later after being cut off, Everything
starte w/ a drink, v/ a bottle of wine. She
is young and beautiful, though she doubts
both of these things. She invites me in.

In the morning I'11l watch her shower, pull
the shower curtain down from te rings to
866 her imn full. I'll notice the cellulite
that I won't notice tonight., All I wanted
from her was a pair of lipe or a pair of
lege, whichever she'd part.

She invites you in because ehe feels
cld and you are young.

And the guys she hes been w/, I should
feel embarrascsed to be in their company;
thinking, "I am no better than those that -
have come before me,"

I'1l mame her Chloe because her nane is
Chlce and not because she reminds me of Chloe
Sevigny. Though, she reminds ne of Chloe
Sevigry in Trees Lounge (1996)., When I am
inside her I can only think about Harmony
Korine and Vincent Gallo. What do my words
mean if theire were good enough?

I am no better than those who have come
before me, '

And if that's all there is-— and I

think it is «<then I'll keep drinking.

xd out of
am here, in this room, w/ no soun
:1&08. Tﬁey are catalogued and ordered on

elves by type and eize.
ek 8h'hen I zas inside of her I could only

wkwerd but now=- w/ her asleep on my
ggzlw:aring only rreathing «=I feel I could
care about her. Earlier, ehe went through
the sounds ccllected on my shelves. She
brought them down two by two, too eager to
see how they would fit: the moans, the ex-
clamaticne, the laughter, the heavy breath=
ing, en embarraeeing little gasp... but
they didn't suit her. She wore them w/ a
frown. They were incongruoua w/ her body ’
and her movements. Instead, ehe wae forced
to rely on what sounds she could make,

And she sighed and went silent.




The Dawn 1e drunk but the Dawn is eti1ll
awhile away, . T

And I've got another Dawn here .

And she ips currently more appealing,

And this Dawn is small erd T like her
like I like 18 y/o Yoye who say, "I've never
done this tefore..." Like I like two drunk
1€ y/o girle who invite me to their house to
" watch them dance (that is not how it hap-
pened but I 1like it better this way) and she
is a drink away from béeing drunk enough.,

She looke like Britney and Brooke and Vhitney

ard from a distance she looked 1ike Adrienne
and if I knew any of those girle I would make
them all Dawn. As it is I1'11 keep Dawn as
Dawn and I like her because of the way she
loocks at me.

The look saye, "I'm 2 drink eway from
being drunk enough," .

And her voice says, "Jonathan® every=
thing, everything she says starte w/,
"Jonathan® and I like that like I 11ike to
watch the Dawn Bleep drunk but the Dawn is
8t1l1l awhilw awlRy.

And I've got another Dewn here,

And she is currently mors &ppealing,

ine a teautiful woman.
< It's not hard,

Imagine her standing nude before you.
There are typewriter keys under her breasts,
lining her ribs, and typewriter teeth in
place of her mouth. When she speaks the
keye depress and the teeth swing across
their arcs, beating their letters cn the
paper white of her skin, There is no fear
that her voice will ruin the fantaqy and
you can write her words.

Imagine a cunt eweeter than port wine
and more intoxicating than absinthe, cccaine
or opium. Imagine you are a great poet and
imagine a beautiful woman. See what kind of
creature she is,



Today in Revolution Cleees we made Kolotov
cocktails for our generation. They are
Hoetese Pink Snowballe on the end of a chop~
stick. We light them and throw them. There
is no fire everywhere, juet the hope they'l1
stick and burng thet the voting public won't
want a disfigured government.

Today in Revolution Clase we watoched a
slideshow of starving childrer. They wore
1ittle and picked through gardage dumpe for
scrap metal for ten cente & week. Their
skin was cut, their bodies cancer ridden.
Today in Revolution Class we loved our
sweatshop clothing because it offers these
children a job other than that--~ other than
prostitution --at better wages v/ bdetter
vork conditions, Today in Revolution Class
we loved our sweatshop clothing because it .
saves us money for our cocaine.

Today in Revolution Claes we watched a
video of the 1939 World's Fair so we could
understand the world of tomorrow today.
There was a mermaid. €he had no fins, she
had no top, juet a soxy lingerie bottom, Tt
only showed her for a few seconds ae she
swam by the camera but I fell in love.

Today in Revolution Class I imagined deing
fifteen years old in 1939 and I wondered if
her bdreaste would have been the first I had
seen other than erotic photos my father had
saved from World War I, other than close
relatives. I imagine so, 1I imagine myself
stalking the mermaid, wonderifg if she would
eéver remember me out of all the others that
gawked at her. I would try to dress better
than them. I would try to act ae though 1
was interested in the art of the exhibit ang
not the auburn of her nipples, the elight
ourve of her breaste. She died lees than
ten years later lire all the other women,
from cancer, from the metale that poisoned
the water of the 1939 World's Falr., The
water of tomorros is poisoned like it is to=-
day, like it was yesterday,

n Revolution Claes we fought
our r:ggzgtion'becauee the women we‘ve
loved are dead, or eare left unimpressed by
us, or never exieted except in the silver
flicker of an old movie projected onto a
new screen-~ becauee the world has ignored
ue =-«beocause someoreé ought to know who we
are and tell that we were here.



I met Barcelona at a party.
I call her Barcelona because she has
been there and I have not.

Her real name is uni tant.
PO the arohitecture of her wae once well known

but you know the things living doeBece




Now that I've quit drinking the bottles
empty themeelves. They stay up late emoking
clgarettes and listening to old Billie
Holliday records. And I, having nothing
better to do, lean in close to my bedroom
door, trying to listen in on their movements:
2 bottle of Chimay, a bottle of Bulleit
Bourdon and perhape toc many bottles of port
w¥ine talking about an ex~could~have-been-
girlfriend, saying, "The people we fall in
love w/ aren't worth the words wested on
them," ’ .

Their words flit from bottle to bottle
scattered arourd the room.

Their words are interrupted w/ Lester
Young introducing, "Ladies end Gentlemen,
Mies Billie Bolliday!"

And I've decided I've wasted enough
time. I sit down and try to write. If all
I can meake is a failed attempt at being a
writer, at least I can do it as an anachro=
nism: w/ a soundtrack of vinyl popes and
typewriter keye, w/ cigars and dourbon...

The bottles try to drowh out ny free-
Jazz percussion of hesitarnt words-- God bless
the chilé ~-louder and louder until, eventu=
ally, &n umvanted company of Pabst Elue Rib-
bon, Busch and Budweiser wake up. How have
they worked themselves into ny life? Maybe
someone left them here: an old roozmate, a
friend, maybe somecne not worth the words
wasted on them. And the music they play-- I
can hear them say, "What is this?" to the
Billie Holliday, hear it being taken off the
record player, hear it thrown and crask
against the wall ~=how hae &ll this worked
1t's way into my life?

Oh my God, they're even getting the lamp
drunk. That'shade she favore toesed like
nothing to the floor, picked up by an almost
empty can who weare it 1ike a bra on the

head of Anthony M¥ichael Hall in Weird Sf
like a lampshade on an idiot, like a cl
I hope doesn't find its way to my page.

ienc
che S

And I ruin the party., I return the
shade to the lamp, I drain the cane down
the sink=- it doeen't have a cast=iron
stomach but £t will hold «-and I glue the
Billie Eolliéay back together. Though I
don't get it quite right. Tho.needlo skips
aoross the surfece giving us: "Jfadies ard
Gentlemsn Kise God tless the btubdles in a
glass of champame” sounding ee if William
S. Burroughs came back as a glitch artiet,

And, of course, I pour myeelf a drink.
A drink for each piece of the record I
glued dback together: when I wake up in the
morning, the dottles are little sips escat-
tere@ across the floors.



I could 1ist all the Pretty girls:
they are variatione on & thenme
like the clothes you wear

though the styles might change
the colors might change
the fabric might change

it's st111 your body underneath

1've been drinking btut tonight I think you
should stay here and fall in love w/ me; I'm
not & bad person to fall in love w/.

Others have, Only half regret it.

In Singapore I saw real ampitheatres;
large clamshell deeigns that would ocarry
your voice., From & hill my friends and I
watched a group of British studente rehear-
ging & play. The clamshell carried their
voices as & pair of binoculers paseed be=-
tween us brought their bodies. They saw us
and emiled and waved.

And there was a pretty girl and she
smiled and waved.,

In New York City I collected typewriters
and smoked and drank w/ real bohemians.
Lived w/ & girl who'd stub her toees on the
typere in the morning and played Ornette
Coleman in the evening.

Inbetween we mostly did nothibg.

In Singapore I bought her Singapore
Slings because we were in Singapore ard I
thought I was being clever. I miee the way
would cry when we fought.

I can only love a woman when she is
crying.

And I've never found KYC ae interesting
a8 Singapore., Singapore knew I wasn't clever
when I wasn't clever.

Back here everyone's trying to be big
city Wew York City but the details get lost:
change typewritere to paintings (Oliver Es
for mock Rothkoe) and Ornette Coleman to
Talking Beade. In the evening we dance and
in the morning we sleep &nd inbetween we
mostly do no$hing.

Though, often, I've been drinking.



There is something about wetching someone
undrees, It feels intimate, Mlore so than
seeing the person naked, An Example! look
at undreseing for sex, FEither casual sex
or sex at the early parte of a relationehip.
Undressing becomes stylized. It's hurried,
it's a mini striptease, it's done out of
sight, each person undreeses the other, et
Cetersa. It 1s not the undressing after a
long day to go to sleep, to take & hot ghowe
er, to change intp different clothes. It's
fully aware that sex will come, that it is
part of the sex aet, and it either becomes
embarrassed or overstates the sexual aspect,

(Emdarrassment and awkwardnese are both

intimate, too, but-they are often too hure

ried and cennot dbe enjoyed. And if the em-
barrassed or awkward action is elowed down

to be enjoyed, it eventually becomes aware

that 1t needs not be embarrassed or awkward
and it becomes something elee,)

But it's the natursl undreseing-- the
undreesing we do when we are by ourselves
--that feels the most intimate., We like to
think it ie entirely innocent. We are un-
dreesing because it has been & long day,
and work was hard, and we have sweat, and
our clothee stink, and we wish to shower.
We are undreesing decause something hae
been spilled on us and our clothes are no
longer comfortable to wear, We are un-
dreseing because it's three in the morne
ing, the bars are closed and we found no
one there to take home, and our friends
are asleep, and nothing comee when we sit
down to write so we might a8 well be asleep,
toe. These are not sexual esexual sctions
but still... the body tvists, it arches, it
becomes revesled ,...snd young boyes hope a
beautiful woman will move ir next door,
that her bedroom will te acroes from theirs
and one night she will forget to draw the
curtains when she undresses for bed. Is it
really Jjust for the hope of a curve and the

T le ¢t tgrull t far awa
%3bgggrorotlfgpgeuon er? Al y

ir firFure drawing classes,
the .ﬁﬁ,;oiigfoéo into her little undressing
room and come out & minute later in a bath-
be. She will go to the middle of the
g maybe there ie & chair for her, maybe
§§:7i1 be doing standing posee, but the
pathrobe is discarded and for three hours

ue look at every part of her body,
e 1;3: she won't let us watch her undrese.




I saw her egair., years leter, as eghe was
sitting down after the bus pulled away from
the stop. Just the back of her head. I
hadn't been paying attentiorn when she boarded
and just saw the back of her head. We rods
past my stop but ¥ didn't know how to walk
paet her. I watched her. When we came to
her stop I watched her profile, watched as
gehe walked down the street walting until ehe
could oross. Your .children have left you w/
wide hipe, w/ an ulcer growing in your stc-
mach like, scon; the cancer will start
rrowing in your breast. The left one. The
one that I noticed was emaller than the
other that day when we were eixteen and you
let me watch you undress.

I remember here.
Her ekeleton, too. I remember her for

how her ekeleton would support her body.
The way her face was constructed. My
fingers remember the way I would imagine
the feel of her Jaw line.

It was the first thing you noticed:
Her mouth.

Claire, if you cculd hear the things
we've fantasized adbout you... If you cculd
feel them hardening your skin.

How will you age?

I've been dreaming about you. Nothing
romantic. You're just in the background.



I was at Barnes & Noble looking at where I
would eit en the shelf. :

Ky neighbors would be horror- authors,
their boeks so generic that my eyes were un=
able to register the titles., I fimgored e
epace there, between the two of them, and it
was large enough only for one slim volume,

All of this is probably how it should
be. My prose cerries no storiee or substanc
and while I sometimes choose to believe that
it kas ite momente of beauty, they don't
happen eften enough. Some would argue they
den't happen at all. And, if I am going to
be honest tonight, know that all I have in n
is one slim volume. One copy ie all that a
Barnes & Noble would need, It could eit
there, rather hollow, next to hollow neigh-
bors--~ and I will fit right in.

But at night when the books gather to
tell stories like we do-- mround campfires,
around barroom tables, in cars when it's
dark and the destination is vepue and thers
are etill plenty of cigarettes left —-ny
neighbors, though repeating thinges we've
heard teoc often, will still be able to enter=-
tain, When 1t eomes to me I'll stumble over
the words until I hit patches of thinge I
would be proud of if they weren't plagiar-
isme from leesser worke of better writers,

. I 1like to think that someday semeone T
used to know will find 1t, She'll be waiting
for her kxids to deecide which book they want,
She'll wonder why they like to read so much.
She never did. And it's not that she dis-
eouraged their readin{ but she never en-
couraged it. And ehe'll think about me (thie
is a fantasy and I 1like to think she'll some~
times think of me). She'll wonder if I ever
finished that novel that, for avhile, I kept
telling her I was writirg. And I'1l1l be
sitting there, betweer those two generic
herror autheres. Only the one copy she'll buy
and read and see herself all through it.

It won't matter, but if I'm being h9n°°t
w/ you tonight, you should know that she's

newhere in it.
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