| am wrlting to you wPth my urlneq a secret message Ifke the thvlstble notes written tn
the marglns of envelopes sent from death camps, Let th's be a letter out of the stupa of
our eplstolary years that began seven years ago. a year after | met you th a bar In Porto.
You wanted me to debase you so | wrote your blography as a Worm. But w'th a nose Itke

t

hat you could Just s at a desk near the Wlndow, nefther wrltthg nor thmkmg (although

earlng todo both) Iooklng dreamlly out Into the overcast scene, We all fell n love with
’Ehe* beauttful Interforlty we tmagtnhed bloomed wtthth your pale sk'ne

Just nowg the urlne s burnthg and %t fills the k?tchen w'th a sour scent, The fmage has
darkened to a pale ptnke | fed about the bar Ceuta ™h Porto In fact | never met the man
they call Oscargl never ate those brined beans that taste ke cheese, | only read about Tt T
a press release, But Tt seemed as 1 Tt happened to me, In any case, my eyes were swollen
as though from bee stthgse and 1f you had seen meq you might have thoughte ®my gods the
poor girl s grleving® Maybe you®d have even bought me a beer, | first met you through
a Google search where your nose was sent to me T a string of unntellfgtble numbers, It
was thls same sequence they sent out on the Voyager records Tt was th?s same strlng of
pearls a shark In the ocean gnawed loose, Everyone salde ®He®s so brlifant, Have you read
what he d¥d to Tuesday3® So who was | to questton M | couldn®t do math w'th more than
3 dfg™ numbers thvolved and | was always the one who belabored the Joke w'th puzzled
brows and ®| dfdn®t get Tt®

®\\Vhat was the last mfracleg®(stands wPth arms outstretched as ¥f on the Cross)
Wipes hand across nose with sn'ffing no'se,

(Sneezes) ®*Do you have SARSZ® A man on an a?rplane asked mee
®No | have RAS®

®| hope you Wil get ITpstick on the right orffice ths tTme, as the excuse ®the collar was
much too blg® wlil not work with a maske®

(Don®t ask me to explatne These were Just thlngs | heard w'th predfctable Astan mtrthless-
ness and uncomprehendings)

It was only much later that | began to feel angry and betrayed although non-vlolent com-
munfcat®on tells us that betrayal {s not a feelfng but a Judgement, | began my letters to you
wtth phrases Itkeq ®In fact® and ®Should you have askeds you would have learned® and
®the beauty of the fold® You replfed to the non-essentlal parts of my lettersq asking for
the rout!ng number and name of my elementary schools Later | saw you used a pen name
to publfsh a book wth the tftle The Beauty of the Folde which detalled the beautfful napk™h
art of Joan Sallase rather than the orlgthal meantng thtended by my words,

As you stand on the promontory of th?s lookThg grounds gray and obsoleteq the secret
chamber ft 1s rumored to hold pulses Itke a rabb®t®s heart beat from withng Someone s not
thstde the room masturbatinge Someone s not Ihstde torturng Katurfan®s brother so that
he may become a cultural genfus, Someone s not scripttng the'lr screams of horrtble agony
h order to ellctt a confesston from sald genluse From the highest pont of th's thdustrtal
heape ths man-made mounta®ne the orator s now glving an thsptratfonal speeche | must

speak louder to compete wlth hfme Aheme | Wil shock you Into attenton with the spectacle

[ ) [

[ ) [ )
of Violences | Wil confess my sex crimes, | Whl divulge the confesstonals | will thsPst upon
these tales ™n such a loudg querulous volceq | Wl have vocal frys



An old man was walkthg slowly n h!s nelghborhood when a young man came runnfng
up from beh™d and shoved hfm to the ground, Later the man dted from h¥s hfurtes, A
woman was walk!ng Th T'mes Square when a man suddenly k¥cked her In the stomach,
She crumpled to the stdewalk and he klcked her agan and aga®h In the head, The securlty
guard watched from the nearby apartment bullding and quickly closed the front door to
keep the Inhab®tants safe, We get hung up on htmg Inflamed with thdfgnance, We say, we
would never have done the same, We would have run up and stopped the sceney Cute A
man drove to three dffferent massage parlors and shot h's e?ght vict!ms as they huddled In
thelr futlle hldtng places ™n the backroomg closetq and bathroomg pleadinge They declared
thls an absence of hate,

You are yawn?ng nows bored of my predfctable pedantry, my thes's that you care more
about the so-called hfdden room and what could be happentng than the panorama of
volence and death that sy We have glutted ourselves on th?s endless feast, But | tell you
e 0 [ ] (] [ } [ ] [ ]
It Is personalg | Insist on the story, as If to say my body here before you proves ite | saye It
happened to my mothery who turned Tn awe to the man at the grocery store to share wth
h!m her surprlse that Thomas®s Englfsh muffins had come out w'th a new th™ sifce, He
o 0 CS [ ®
spit in her face and saidg ®You people are always in the waye

My lack of fmagthatfon concelves of the hldden chamber the way | have always tmagthed
the Thstde of my genttals sThce | was an 8 year old—a cavernous space w'th spongy warm
wet walls that grew dfamonds the way trees grow walnutse My chlldhood conceptfon of
sex was shaped by Samuel Beckett®s descriptfon of an old man trytng to have sex w'th an
old womang h?s small ptnky-Itke shaft grop'ng bitndly thto a cave, stratntng to ftch ftself
aga'nst the wallse but the room was far too blg and emptys (creake creake creaky creak)

In facte | was always n thls room watt’ng for sex to happene Desplte having a few pretty
years In my 20s, Tt seemed that no one was very ftchye | knows | knows hard to belfeve h
thls swelterng heat with the rampant new breed of Astan Tlger mosqutos, (They are the
most virulent} Horrble blood thfrsty beasts}) But should you have askeds you would have
learned that the taste of Jesus®s foresk'n that appeared m¥raculously th my mouth as |
daydreamed n Lat’h grammar classe was sweet and bftter itke madeletnes d¥pped th oolong
teae But you d¥d not ask and even pretended to be embarrassed by the stze of spoon |
used to serve you fce creame ®Goldtocksy STze Queen{® my thternal dtalogue screamed,
The beauty of the fold seemed to elude me desp'te the declaratfons | made to th's beloved
®clf g?rl® th the form of drled Ifzardse bubble gumg and plast’c toys melted thto ®creatlve
and unlque shapes®

Later th the days Roger asks me tn a sertes of gestures wtth hfs beaut®ful nose ¥ what we
do counts as sexe He s'ts on my stomach as I1°'m try'ng to worke pushes the computer away
with h's handsome, angular face, presses me to the bed and breathes heavlly on my
neck wth h's hot sthk?ng breathe He pThs me eastly with one nall threaten?ng to draw blood
?f | move too suddenlye H's body sifps under mtne fke an assembly I'ne and | fill my fists
wtth the knotted muscles of h's thfghs which clench and release T response, After a few
momentsq h's head hangs IImply, h's eyes roll backe hfs mouth opens sifghtly, Somettmes
the ass massage s too deep and h's anal glands emft a strong musky scent, | marvel at
the flextblifty of hs fgaments, Hs feetq thrust Into my mouthe smell fantly of tortfila chpse
| used to have to bribe him for h's touch wtth vitam®ns placed strateg®cally In the crevices
of my body whfch he would tease out whth terrtble patlence, Ifcktng and ifcktng away, But
now he comes wtth alacrlty every afternoon for our post Zoom recovery napg tles me nto
the sheetsq and stomps gently on the tenderest parts of my anatomye

Cand?ce



