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ZAK PREKOP
ELAINE RADIGUE - ADNOS AND MILAREPA
Eliane Radigue is an electronic music composer from France. She began her
work in the 1950’s and continues today. Her music is most easily described as a drone,
but that distinction fades with close listening. Between 1974 and 1983, she composed a
series of works called Adnos I, II and III, on an Arp synthesizer. Each work is about
seventy minutes long, adding up to three and a half hours of precisely layered sound,
slowly shifting, expanding and contracting. Radigue usually spends a few years on each
of her compositions. Duration is key to this music.
Adnos was my introduction to Eliane Radigue, so I think about it most when I
think about her work. Adnos is the one I know in detail and feel like I have actually
experienced. The work begins as an object of curiosity. Three distinct elements of sound
buzz along side each other. A mid-range drone softly flickers forward as it’s joined by a
higher frequency that sounds something like an alarm clock, compressed and sped up to a
continuous ring. Bass tones begin to pulse discretely below a few minutes in. The midrange starts to expand into more layers and tones, occasionally sounding like a plane
landing. The other frequencies do the same. The alarm clock now sounds like a swarm
of bugs. Now the music is complex, like a space, not an object. I adjust from listening at
to listening in. After a half hour, a kind of submerged bell arrives, sounding in response
to the bass pulses. The elements react to each other, until after a while, they don’t. By
the end of the first hour the various components of the music, which have multiplied into
new forms and variations, drift apart, finding their own rhythms, and in this way the
space that the music creates, expands further, from a structure to a landscape. Halfway
through Adnos II the drones start breaking and gaps emerge to create distinct rhythms that
stretch and ping-pong the music around like a set of pendulums moving at different
speeds. By the time I start to hear and understand this space, the music contracts again,
back down into a clear and dramatic ring, before expanding again later into new forms.
This all happens at a scale that Radigue has defined herself. By scale I mean her
sense of pace and difference. All of this happens very slowly. For the most part, a
listener doesn’t know when these changes occur. They happen so slowly that distraction
is impossible to avoid. As much as I want to experience this music as absolute
immersion, my attention wavers. I spend one minute hearing exactly what the music is
doing and letting it soak into my mind and body and the next minute thinking about
whether the sounds I hear are Radigue or my air conditioner or trucks outside. For
moments, I don’t hear it at all, thinking about something else, food or plans for the day.
Then I’m back in! And the music sounds like the crescendo of some amazing song. And
this can happen at any point in Radigue’s music, because it never asks for your attention.
I haven’t heard a live performance of this music, but I have been told that it involves a lot
of sleeping in the audience. They listen, fall asleep, wake up in rapture, and fall back
asleep. Her music creates it’s own world, but it also lodges itself in mine, blending in
with my attention and sounds that I already hear. Radigue’s scale shifts what counts and
what is perceivable as something happening. The music drones in a singular dirge but
really it’s made of many complex parts, like any music. The music sounds static at any
one moment but really it’s always changing.
Eliane Radigue came to this work through an interest in music, not an interest in
meditation. Her goals are musical complexity not mood. However, halfway through her
work on Adnos, she did take an interest in and devoted two years of her life to Buddhist
meditation practices, she claims, after being repeatedly asked about the subject from her
audience. Titles of her works since then, Jetsun Mila, Songs of Milarepa, etc. proclaim
this interest. Songs of Milarepa, 1983, is surprising and distinct from all of her other
work for its inclusion of a spoken voiceover retelling the story of Milarepa, an 11th
Century poet and saint, in Tibetan by Lama Kunga Rinpoche and in English by another
composer, Robert Ashley. I have always been surprised that Radigue, despite her interest
in Buddhist meditation, would reduce her music to the backdrop of a text about this
meditation rather than allowing it to again embody such meditation as it inherently does.
Her drone in this work sits clearly behind the voices of Rinpoche and Ashley. But my
perception of this work has changed over time. The lama’s reading is beautiful and
melodic, spoken but almost sung in a way that draws it towards Radigue’s tones. His
rhythms sound as though they may have grown from the electronic pulses below or vice
versa. Robert Ashley’s voice attempts some emulation of the lama’s cadences, but is
foiled by a strange, American drawl, almost a southern accent. It’s believable in its banal
and very human musicality, but can’t quite avoid imposing a touch of irony that was
never a part of Radigue’s music until this project. Her decision to use text and to align
her work with a named religion as well as Ashley’s suspicious sounding delivery, provide
a hinge, between the immersion that is so important to her music and a kind of cultural
messiness that Jo Baer and Philip Guston confronted when their art changed directions.
Subsequently, Radigue dug back into the work that for me does all that I would ask art to
do. But this brush with the outside world suggests to me how to see her work as focused
and intense but not necessarily sequestered within it’s own magic.
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June 22, 2011
Disciplines, a print journal, will inquire into exchanges between artistic disciplines and disciplines of daily
life (aesthetic, bodily, sexual). As editors, we are also interested in the ways in which academic and cultural
disciplines are constituted as grounds for cross-disciplinary and inter-disciplinary practices.
The journal will consider actions of self-tasking found in the practices mentioned above. When does one
become disciplined? Do the disciplined become so through training or practice, through the exercise of
control or through submission? As the journal develops, inquiry into individuals’ negotiations of historically
and socially constructed ideas of “discipline” will remain central.
Disciplines, the journal, will serve as a site of accumulated articles, interviews, and references that,
together, build a trajectory and create a resource. The publication will be printed but left unbound, to be
ordered by the subscriber in a notebook binder.
June 21, 2011
Intersection of epistemology and ontology
June 21, 2011
Disciplines’ inquiry is centered around the exchange, or mutual fulfillment, between artistic disciplines and
the disciplines practiced in everyday life: aesthetic, bodily, sexual, academic, etc. We are also interested
in the various ways in which “discipline” is constituted as a ground for inter-disciplinary and crossdisciplinary practices, however different. Also considered: the behavioral and habitual actions of selftasking as found in the practices mentioned above.
As Disciplines develops, questions of individuals’ negotiations of historically and socially constructed ideas
of “discipline” remain central.
When does one become disciplined? Do the disciplined become so through training or practice; submission
and appeal or control and vision?
Does the relationship of an individual’s ethics and morals to serve as model for this inquiry, both
intellectual and practical? If so, does methodology serve as the counterpoint of discipline and disciplinarity?
June 21, 2011
Disciplines’ inquiry is centered around the exchange, or mutual fulfillment, between artistic disciplines
and disciplines of everyday life: aesthetic, bodily, sexual, etc. We are also interested in the various ways in
which “discipline” is constituted as a ground for inter-disciplinary and cross-disciplinary practices, however
different.
As the journal develops, the questions of an individual’s practice relationship to the socially / historically
constructed idea of a “discipline” as a cultural category. When does one become disciplined? Through
training or practice?
The relationship of ethics to morals (?).
June 20, 2011
Disciplines’ inquiry is centered around the exchange, or mutual fulfillment, between artistic disciplines and
the disciplines practiced in everyday life: aesthetic, bodily, sexual, academic, etc. We are also interested
in the various ways in which “discipline” is constituted as a ground for inter-disciplinary and crossdisciplinary practices, however different. Also to be considered is the behavioral and habitual actions of
self-tasking as found in the practices mentioned above.
Questions of individuals’ navigation of the socially and historically constructed idea of a “discipline” as a
cultural category remains central. When does one become disciplined? Through training or practice?
(Sources of regulation.) Askesis.
June 19, 2011
Disciplines’ inquiry is centered around the exchange, or mutual fulfillment, between artistic disciplines and
disciplines of everyday life: aesthetic, bodily, sexual, etc.
The various ways in which “discipline” is constituted as a ground for inter-disciplinary and crossdisciplinary practices, however different.
Also to be considered is the behavioral, habitual, and actions of self-tasking as found in the practices
mentioned above.
Questions of an individual’s practice relationship to the socially / historically constructed idea of a
“discipline” as a cultural category.
(Sources of regulation.) Askesis.

ANDREW BLACKLEY & JOHN NEFF
EXCHANGE ON DISCIPLINES

IX

At the age of 12, in the basement of my parents house, I found number
of oil paintings of unknown origin. I wasn’t sure where they came from.
They were well-intentioned landscapes and animal portraits; classically
balanced and (probably) heartfelt. The still life was a depiction of
commercial products from an everywhere and anytime, soaked in harmony,
and this kind of longing for; for dreams, and a world behind things.
These rather small paintings appeared to me well tempered and well
designed; a balm for both soul and mind.

The paintings had been stowed away without name or signature. Through
this lack of (declared) ownership, it was essentially a template that
was discovered, and a signature could be offered by another artist. An
artist’s masterpiece is secured by the presence of a signature, and in
its absence, a different artist may synchronize the time and place of
the work’s genesis, without contradiction of dignity and an adherence
to the history of images.

To rest these testimonies of craft and pastime, in unworthy waters
of forgetfulness, I crudely set my own name into the faded and the
ghosting signatures of nameless artists, who long ago abandoned all hope
IRUEHODWHGIDPHDQGDSSURSULDWHKRQRU¿QLVKLQJWKHSDLQWLQJVLQP\
sensibility.

7KH SDLQWLQJV ZHUH µ¿QLVKHG¶ DQG SUHVHQWHG LQ WKH IURQW JDUGHQ IRU
a typical open-air gallery at the Miller’s property. The astonished
villagers strolled past in enchanted steps, visibly impressed by an up
to this time unrecognized neighbor’s child. His talent became urgent
that afternoon: the news of the young painter genius reached to the royal
palace Altshausen and from over there to Duchess Diane of Württemberg,
on her part blessed with a up to this day never-ending artistic streak.
From there it was only a small step to my acclaimed admission into the
hand-picked club of sentimental and amateur painter of my modest 4000soul community. In the provincial narrowness of the country, many voices
ZRXOG QRW ¿QG DQ HQG GLVFXVVLQJ LQ DQQXDO H[KLELWLRQV P\ PRUH WKDQ
benevolent recognition.

2YHUQLJKWP\VXSSO\KDGH[KDXVWHGLWVHOI7RHYHU\RQH¶VDVWRQLVKPHQW
I gave up without complaint, my unfathomable grace and my unquestionable
talent, immediately. Youth seemed to offer other adventures.

Only much later, in a similar mood and attitude, I produced frame-like
structures for wall and space from my own personal drafts. These were
sealed in accordance with my ideas with very thin layers of lacquer,
which absorbed immaculate purity, nonporous perfection and sense and
sensuality in the signature of the true artist genius and dissolved it
in nothing / into nothingness.

Or else: The act of signing becomes a purely pictorial gesture, an
action that must arrive with precision. With my piece “I love Kreuzberg”
(2006), I dragged the artwork by a string attached to my car, over the
cobblestone and tar of Kreuzberg.

Engraving another vain artist-ego into the the sometimes scratchy
surfaces, my immediate living and working space accumulates with these
gestures of thrown nicks and scar mapping, the objects are marked as
violated, perhaps signed by another hand.

-XVWL¿HG LQ SUHFLVHO\ WKLV GHOHJDWLRQ WKH GLVFKDUJLQJ DQG UHOHDVLQJ
DELOLW\LVVRPHWKLQJMXVWL¿HGOLNHP\RZQIRUPRIDFRQWHPSRUDU\VWUHHW
scape – likewise cityscape.

2QWKHRFFDVLRQRIP\PDMRUVRORH[KLELWLRQDW.XQVWKDOOH:LQWHUWKXULQ
the mid 90s, an aspiring art critic - presumably in jest, but in any case
quite rightly – already placed my then signet-like appearing “Anlagen”
in the vicinity of the overwhelming pathos of large-format painting by
Rubens or almost intimate nature of atmospheric winter landscapes.

Something keeps driving me towards pronouncing the archetype of the
frame. There is a satisfaction enclosed, and then released; I work with
WKHVHV ODUJHVFDOH FRXQWHULPDJHV RI RXU FRPSOHWHO\ H[WHUQDO ZRUOG D
world that passes along the inner eye, capturing the conditions of The
Image.

Gerold Miller

www.geroldmiller.de

Berlin, MILLER
July 2011
GEROLD

Don't be all this thing you're doing right
now. Hear me, hear this thing: Damn the
bastards, yes? No one told you, yes? You
win everything, yes? Right?
I can't? Like I shouldn’t? Cause you're all,
like, "I oughta…?", like, shaking a fist in the
air? Or “won’t”, like “please don’t”?

DIEGO LECLERY
A SCRIPT FOR A SUGGESTED CONVERSATION
WITH YOURSELF

So… You can't get away... So… Don't try…
Cause you can’t.
Italian, Stallone. Stalling. I guess I see
what you mean.
Love me.
Yep. The old bull and stallion.
Eesh. You are very wrong on this one.
Stalling?
I see right through it. You're SO
bullshitting. I know why you WON’T say.
The “can't”?
Ha ha, pun.

That's exactly my point. Nothing is
beautiful. Everything is ugly.
No, they're not! Everything is beautiful.
Nothing is ugly.

Yeah, they are damn bastards.

It had been something special, that, with
time, has only now turned to true crap. You
see things very differently from me.

Doesn’t this remind you of something?

To you, winning everything is crap?

Yes. Well… I can't say.

Yeah, dude. The way you define it, come
on, of course! Everything and nothing are
the same thing according to you.

Oh, damn them, right. Right! Really?
Right? Still?

This is something special now, trust me.
Goddamn them.
Thanks. Please point it out to me.
Oh, yeah, those fuckers!
You missed the point already, amazing.
Bastards!
Them, yeah. So I definitely didn’t? Win?
Damn them.
No. They didn't. It’s cause I didn’t win?
They didn't tell you.

No. Now? Not now, definitely not! Why
would it? I know this by heart. You’re the
one dodging. I mean, why would it excite
me now? No, not now, definitely not.
And this thing? This back and forth about
the bastards, etc., it doesn't excite you
anymore? I’ll take it that it no longer excites
you now.

So what did I win?
Me? I guess so. Yes.
Yay! Yesssss!
Yay!
Congratulations, It's your winning day today.

Don't be all this thing you're doing right
now. Hear me, hear this thing: Damn the
bastards, yes? No one told you, yes? You
win everything, yes? Right?

I can't? Like I shouldn’t? Cause you're all,
like,
"I oughta…?",
like, shaking
A Script for a Suggested Conversation with Yourself by
Diego
Oswaldo Rocha
Leclery a fist in the
air? Or “won’t”, like “please don’t”?
So… You can't get away... So… Don't try…
Cause you can’t.
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God, you were perfect.

I say I say I love you like a time‐lapse of something blooming. Chest gasps open and is full
suddenly of clean wind: and you were a small thing growing, burning in the center of the
frame and you knew it— you were noon approaching fast.
Once I fell into the hole of you you became the whole sky. I opened my hand; there was
suddenly nothing except for a shouting glare, and the shape of the hole. You stared ahead:
innocent, implacable, a sculpture, a noseless icon staring and white‐hot. I touched my walls,
blinking back at you unblinking, and my little dungeon shook.
Pushed back against the wall, no frame but you now, all whiteness and deafening, the
wall pushed my head shut and trapped inside this roof of wind, fetid, an air‐conditioner, and
that first criminal burst of love burst suddenly inside, the wind stopped and I could smell
everything in you not you‐ not lilac but hotdogs, exhaust, antiseptic, dust. You blotted out
the sun, but, horribly, failed to conceal it; you isolated, enlarged the shiver of light and
shadow, mercilessly exposing each merciless gift poured onto my head. I traced my finger
through the dust and found that everything else was chrome.
You waited with furious patience, methodical, stone, bone, burning without increase of
urgency or appetite. The whole world roared on outside. You were waiting for me‐ I could
smell it. It looked like I was crying but my eyes were sweating around a mouthful of sand.
It was your tongue I wanted in my mouth: a precise instrument, speech blank and
sober and final, my own tongue a white flag blank and steaming in an endless time‐lapse of
noon. Ruined lapsed flag, announcing nothing, shivering in the stillness, hands even worse, I
loved you blind. I wanted (out of devotion) only to mark silence on silence, on completion,
bright‐white. You were inside me, actual‐size, and everywhere else, repeating my edges,
smiling at what you mercilessly could hold. I reached out— like this— the brightness
stopped for an instant, and I noticed I was howling. I wanted it to be beautiful, to be equal to
you, to call your edges ours; instead, I buried us.
It was over so fast. You said you loved it, that you could take it, me sweating all over you.
Others had. Peeled off the blindfold, blind; somehow now there was even more light, and
the hole couldn’t hold it.. I couldn’t face you, and turned my back on our stalemate to find
you reflected everywhere laughing in the chrome. My performance, you’re right, was
terribly old‐fashioned.
Faceless, adored, deafening No deaf to my Yes, your weapon, dear doctor, your love, is
silence, is completion. You marked your empty all over me and it’s still so hard to move for
the accuracy of the cut. I just wanted us to crack our heads together hard enough to get to
sleep, so I could finally hear you breathing. Instead, my face to your skull, my nose fit
perfectly into your noseless hole. Astonishing. You knew it would end at bone, at
architecture, that you could absorb and forget, and you smiled and said I love you like a
time‐lapse of something falling.
Years from now, now, you’ll wake me gasping from a dead sleep. You are something I will
regret: the traces left on you from pawing at encroaching wonder: no marks to show but
these, white‐hot, and not what I meant at all. I’m behind you now. We are finally the same.
Abbreviate me this, forgive me this, and this.

DANA DEGIULIO
SHEET OF PAPER

VIII
PHILIPPE DECRAUZAT
ALUMINUM NIGHT

7 Possible Scenarios
– Obama assassinated by Tea Party-affiliated nutjob. Sympathy for his family & legacy
rise to unprecedented heights; joins Lincoln, Jefferson and Washington as among the
great presidents. Agenda parsed for its many legislative, positional and ethical
achievements.
– Healthcare reform repealed, Republicans hold fast to No Progress, No Promise, No
Relief agenda; Obama loses 2012 election, legacy compared to Carter’s (despite
successful bin Laden mission).
– Hillary Clinton decides to mount primary challenge, recalling Ted Kennedy’s
opposition to Carter in ’80. Democratic party damaged for next several decades.
– Lieberman runs as independent spoiler, siphons just enough votes to propel Bachman to
Bill Clinton-style win. New York Times becomes yet more right-wing apologist than
during Bush era. Chaos ensues: Greater Depression, joblessness, draconian social
platforms enacted, Supreme Court splits into three factions.
– Bachman campaign selects Palin as running mate. Victory in 2012. Alaska invasion
2013. Obama victory in 2016.
– 2012 Obama victory. Ron Paul declares all Libertarians separate citizens, “independent
one-person nations.” Secession declared; waves of arrests central and mountain states,
small protests in cities. Rancor dies down quickly. Pot declared legal in seven states,
Supreme Court upholds decision 7-2.
– Obama signs executive order stipulating micro-states; Federal subsidiaries ruled
according to majority voting blocs. “Blue counties” become subject to Federal law, enjoy
trade off of higher taxes for improved public education and cultural facilities, public
transportation and infrastructure, social and business climate, workplace equality, civil
rights, green industrial growth, general quality of life. “Red counties” descend into zones
of protectionist alliances, tribal politics, denuded landscapes, pollution-wrack, corporate
domination, governmental Ponzi-schemes, “sin” and “goods & services” fees, private
road and resources tolls, illiteracy. Both factions support current policy.
— Nicholas Frank

NICHOLAS FRANK
7 POSSIBLE SCENARIOS
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DEAD WEIGHT

july 14. anxiety about making paintings. i could avoid much of the
anxiety by simply having others make the paintings. and i will likely
do some of that. i'm not A Painter. but dammit i have to have
something to DO. i can't write all day and anyway it's several years
between books. making films leads into the problems of the film
world, which interest me not at all. i'm enough of a visual-art-type
artist to believe that one's location as a maker ought to involve some
physical endeavor of some kind--everything can't be made by
pointing and clicking--and painting is a most efficient form of physical
labor--it can say a lot if you get it right, and it can travel in the world
in rewarding ways. so, it's hugely efficient, energy-wise--big return
for a very controlled investment. i have to be careful to separate the
things that attach to the life of a painting (gallery, art dealer, sales,
etc) from the actual process of making them. i've already had all the
stuff that attaches to an art career, and NOW i'm making paintings?
it would seem like i've gotten something backwards: painting is what
you do to have a career, isn't it?, not something you do after you've
already had one and walked away from it! so the question becomes
instead do i enjoy the process enough to actually make them? it
seems that i do. if true, then the rest is just powerful noise. i like that
a painting performs in the world in a specific way, and to arrive at
that specific way there's no choice but to make the painting. i'm sure
that lots of painters would describe the process as a mix of fun and
high anxiety. add me to that list. i think my main trepidation has to do
with knowing that doing it well involves taking it at least somewhat
seriously as a task, and that in doing that i will be caused to change.
and do i want to change in that direction, given the freedom that i
have to order my life as i wish? that's really the question that has me
waking in the middle of the night: do i want to change in this way?
because if you're doing it right, painting unleashes elemental forces
in you, whether defined as cultural, psychic, or animal doesn't
matter--and riding that force has been known to kill. i can already
feel it kicking into gear from just a few stabs at doing it. does that
mean it's in the nature of painting or does it mean i'm doing it right?
and do i really want to feel this force?

DAVID ROBBINS

by Sean Ward
voices of Helene, Kenneth and Sean Ward
Saturday was always the day. I was eight or ten. We’d gather into the car to visit the relatives.
There had to have been an illegal amount of people in my father’s car. The relatives lived in
various places, my father’s father stayed in Mount Olivet, Saint John’s was where my mother’s
family remained, and Pine Lawn was the last stop. Sitting in the shade of the pine trees for lunch
at Pine Lawn on Long Island was considered special, a treat. We would bury quarters in the dirt.

I have been wrong about many things; this one came as no surprise but became an
encompassing series of questions. I always thought that my family had a peculiar
relationship with death and the dead, but from what friends have told me, it seems fairly
standard. On holidays and sometimes just on a bright cool day, we would visit the
cemeteries of our relatives, especially my grandparents, my mother’s parents. We
would compete with the other relatives to leave a better arrangement of flowers on their
graves. My mother, Helene, and my mother’s brother, Paul, would begin to complain
about the arrangement. Not from their perspective but acting out the perspectives of my
grandparents, a type of theater. My grandmother always wanted to make sure she got a
better arrangement than my grandfather. I always found this curious and absorbing.
Only through my mother’s and uncle’s performance of them do I have these memories.
The performed memories have been better than a photograph. My imagination can now
conjure arresting images of my grandparents based on these plays. We may have
buried them but we revisit them by integrating them back into our lives: by performing
them, we become them. Talking through, embodying them, or appropriating their voice
brings to life something needed to be heard now, a present sense and perhaps a
tradition. Traveling with these voices gives us a method of mourning, and perhaps
transforms them into a symbol. This is a symbol used for interior development of
ourselves. But the questions that remain are ‘Why do we keep them around?, Why do
we bring them back? Is it because we think we’re missing something today?’

John Ward, also know as Jack, aka Jack the Fox was a WWI hero medic, a gambler,
drinker, womanizer and a thief. My grandmother, Margret Ward put up with his
shenanigans for years before his death. She owned a bar, and he worked there until
she had to ﬁre him for stealing money from the till. As kids, of course, we had no idea
about any of this. We only knew him as Grandpa who would drive us out to New Jersey
for pony rides and then stop at various bar and grills. We would eat and he would drink
and smoke cigars. He looks like a short Mickey Spillane with his fedora, cigar and later
his cane. When he ﬁnally died we were sad....but not Grandma. I think I was the only
one with any idea about his proclivities because one day I ran into Grandma talking to
another woman so I thought I'd hit her up for a dollar. She introduced me to the woman
who she said was my Grandpa's 39 year old girlfriend. Jack the Fox was in his sixties at
the time. So when I attended the wake there was no crying. Actually, Grandma had
everyone in stitches telling stories about Jack. She said, "So one time when Jack was in
the hospital he says to me ʻOh, Margie when I die don't bury me all the way out on Long
Island in the military cemetery because you'll never come visit me.ʼ So I says ʻJack don't
worry if I buried you in the backyard I wouldn't visit you!ʼ " Then she told stories about
how when he would come home drunk and demand his dinner. "So he would sit down in
the kitchen and I would give him his spaghetti dinner. When he ﬁnished heʼd stand up
pull a couple of bucks out of his pocket and put it on the table. He was so drunk he
thought he was in a restaurant so he left me a tip!".

Thanksgiving dinner has always been a time to talk about burial plots. How and where
we want to be buried, next to who, what type of stone. This often brought to mind
specifically crows. Crows ritualize the death of a member in their murder. When one
dies in a specific place, crows gather silently for a few moments and then take off
without a sound. Remembering the place, those of that murder will most likely never
return there, avoiding it. They have buried their dead. Crows are a species of birds that
teach and pass along information from generation to generation. Remembering and
revisiting old territory, migrating, burial plots and maker of tools, crows adapt to and
reflect the human world. They can recognize humans individually, imitate our voices
(with training) and have symbolized death, luck, wisdom and trickery in myths
throughout cultures. Crows are our reflections. We often say that ‘they seem to know,
they’re watching’. Crows are animals we fear and envy. Through their patience and
waiting they evoke a collective understanding in us that we fear each other and possibly
our own death. Crows are sources of meditation. As we build scarecrows for these
birds, the straw-filled clothes strike us in their resemblance. In our chase for immortality,
when reminded of our own death we turn to violence. Lately, I’ve wondered, what
happens if we remove death?

Here are some classics from Edith Schkrutz, my mother1.
2.

3.

"Don't come crying to my box" - this was used when you weren't acting towards her in a
loving respectful way as she felt you needed to be.
Another - "I want to give while my eyes are still open" - this was used when she gave a
gift, usually monetary to be enjoyed by the recipient so that she could also derive
pleasure from it. I, personally, like that idea.
And then my own - " It's wonderful to celebrate one's life before they put the lid on you" meaning, it's great to be acknowledged & honored while you're still alive rather than
eulogize you after you're gone - because then, how would you know?!

SEAN WARD
DEAD WEIGHT
VOICES OF HELENE, KENNETH AND SEAN WARD

EMILY SUNDBLAD
PRESS RELEASE
E. S.
May 2011
A new body of paintings hang on the gallery walls. They double as baffles for the sound of the music.
The Hills are alive, The City is on.
I have a boner.
Odilon Redon.
The dove in the bathroom window at Reena Spaulings broods her egg. We use the toilet carefully when we
see her angry eye through the glass, so she won’t fly away.
You had better get $10 000 so you can freeze your own eggs, Miss.
Djuna Barnes would have barfed. She favored bestiality over child bearing. Thelma Wood knocked her
teeth out. Sometimes violence clears the air. I’m coming for you, bitch.
That creep! Yuck. How could you?
But wait, you are gorgeous, out of control, disappearing down into the subway, which is also possessed.
Hetero-normativity, My ass.
Darling, save yours.
It’s the season and the auction houses are haunted by artworks in limbo. Rumor says some sales are rigged
to increase action. One painting in this exhibition is a self-portrait and an advertisement for the show. The
time of an artist’s emergence and their work showing up at auction is shockingly brief. With this painting I
decided to cut to the chase.
On May 9th Pete Drungle and I are performing live music at the gallery. We are trying to take our
collaboration to the next level.
This time, for example, we decided to pair Syd Barrett’s surrealist song “If It’s In You” with The Goldberg
Variations by J.S Bach.
The computer helped us butcher the Variations and Frankenstein them back together. Through cut and
pasted midi files Pete made our demented sheet music. Then our bodies had to learn it. We called Helga
Davis. Proenza Schouler’s dress is also a Frankenstein. The lace it is made from was drawn on a computer.
A robot sewed/drew it onto tulle; the tulle was then dipped in acid which burned away the unwanted parts
and created lace.
Matt Mazzucca brought rubber, Vaseline and a staple-gun and made us a set.
It is spring, my baby. The streets of New York are so busted we can barely walk on them. The city is
bankrupt. I see you stumbling towards another from my window. I’m late. I’m in a yellow cab and my
i-phone just cut you off. Actually, I hung up on you. I hung up on you @me.com.
We try to share. As galleries in the same city we share artists. We share jealously.
Jack, these songs are about that.
Because attention is currency one family can bankrupt another when mama spends too much time at the
neighbor’s. The west side confuses her in a fresh way. At GBE she spilled soup allover her new T-shirt
thinking about her friends who live close to the Fukushima nuclear plant.
Chinatown I miss you. These are songs of love and loss.
I have been seeing two pianists - Pete and Joe. They knew nothing about each other for a long time,
although both sensed that something was weird. Then I lost my voice from the exhaustion of rehearsing
twice a day and I had to come clean. I told Joe first, as one would a lover. I went back to Sunset Park. In the
glow from Pete’s macbook screen we quietly returned to work on Bach and Scarlatti. I decided to put Joe
on the backburner. Who was I kidding? We will perform our five minute opera “Enkidu, If I Were You”
here at Algus Greenspon at the end of the month.
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This summer was mostly lost to this plan to move with my two kids from
Portland to Berlin for a year, a city which I had never laid eyes on. It was lost to
sorting and throwing things out, packing boxes, and preparing to leave the house where
my babies were born, and the yard where their placentas were buried. After the birth of
the baby, the placenta comes, and if you have a home birth, it often ends up in a yogurt
container in the freezer and often for an undetermined length of time. This is usually
so you can bury it in a garden under a fruit tree so it can nourish the fruit tree like it
nourished the baby, and then the fruit tree feeds the growing family, and it is nicely
circular. Some women eat them, a friend of mine had hers frieze dried into capsules
so she could consume it in pill form to enhance her milk supply and fight post partum
depression. I know women who were so attached to their placenta that they would
never bury them in case they moved someday, but just kept them frozen indefinitely.
My daughter’s placenta was taking up valuable space though, and occasionally I would
open up the wrong yogurt container when looking for the chili or whatever, and in
that frozen state it was sometimes hard to tell which was which. But neither did we
have room in the yard for another fruit tree, there was too much fruit there already and
it was causing a nasty raccoon infestation. So I just bought a bush, a slow-growing
Australian bush, and planted Lottie’s placenta under it, propped her up next to it, and
took a picture. That the bush was described as slow-growing on the tag didn’t seem like
a problem at the time, but it did come to matter if you were going to pay attention to
these things, it just didn’t seem to thrive, it certainly didn’t exude a sense of growth and
abundance.
Six months later, the placenta of my second daughter proved to be more than
a hassle but a real danger when it fell from the top shelf of the freezer and came very,
very close to crushing her tiny little head under it. We were then in the middle of relandscaping the back yard. I had already moved Lottie’s slow growing Australian bush.
I tried to do Sunday’s more by the book and planted it under an apple tree, but it is in
a lousy spot, the only one I could find to work with, and at this writing it is doing just
barely ok. It is too shaded by the neighbors cherry tree and is growing crooked. The
next owners will probably just tear it out. But the truth is, despite my obvious failure
with regards to placenta conduct, I did and do feel that they were in there somehow, and
that whether or not they had their own successful tree, they were there in the ground
integrating some power of their presence into our little plot of land.
So in this preparation to move I had been trying to determine how nostalgic
or regretful or whatever I was going to feel about these placentas. During times of
great uncertainty things take on greater significance, suddenly laden with symbolic or
even prescient value (superstition). I was deeply into sorting through the stuff, trying
to assess the usefulness, or value, or potential value for each thing, when I found my
high school copy of Moby Dick. Nearly half of it is enthusiastically underlined, and
I remember pages and pages of glosses written in a long lost journal. I immediately
connected the placenta with the whale, lurking beneath the surface, pregnant with
metaphysical symbolism. In particular though, it was the chapter “A Squeeze of the
hand” that first connected the two; when Ishmael describes squeezing the lumps out
of whale sperm, his arms, and those of his shipmates, thrust deep into a huge tub of it.
The sperm, like the placenta, gross and fibrous, with “soft, gentle globules of infiltrated

VII
tissues” rich with nutrients and hard to come by, has all kinds of healing powers for the body
(“No wonder that in old times this sperm was such a favorite cosmetic. Such a clearer! Such
a sweetener! Such a softener! Such a delicious mollifier!”) as well as for the soul. “…as I
snuffed up that uncontaminated aroma,--literally and truly, like the smell of spring violets; I
declare to you, that for the time I lived as in a musky meadow; I forgot all about our horrible
oath; in that inexpressible sperm, I washed my hands and my heart of it; I almost began
to credit the old Paracelsan superstition that sperm is of rare virtue in allaying the heat of
anger: while bathing in the bath, I felt divinely free from all ill-will, or petulance, or malice,
of any sort whatever.”1 I can tell you that giving birth can have a similarly ameliorative
effect on ones heart, instigating a surge of compassion previously unknown, and all kinds of
intimacies, some of them pretty unexpected. The post-partum euphoria that I experienced
could rival that which Melville displays throughout the book; where all things overflow with
a frenzy of existential significance. It is only years after my teenage reading that I became
aware of how Melville is depicting the simultaneous urgency and absurdity of such excesses
of language and comic indulgences in symbolism. Still, he believes it too, and this was sort
of my predicament reflecting on all these sweet, stinky baby things, redolent of these tiny
bodies gone forever, as I prepared to move into the unknown with my two small children and
reflected on my experience of motherhood. “So strongly and metaphysically did I conceive of
my situation then, that while earnestly watching his motions, I seemed distinctly to perceive
that my own individuality was now merged in a joint stock company of two; that my free will
had received a mortal wound; and that another’s mistake or misfortune might plunge innocent
me into unmerited disaster and death.”2
My solution was to take all of the old useless clothes, the ones too stained or frayed,
to create a hammock, which would then eventually cradle a ceramic sculpture. I cut each
item into strips, which would be sewed together into longer strips and then braided into ropes.
These ropes were then threaded through holes drilled into pieces of wood and attached to
rings on each end, by which it could be attached to trees or other supports. Then all the ropes
braided out of the lengths of fabric strips could be woven into a net that is the body of the
hammock. It felt so insane, so extravagant to stop in the middle of this enormous job I had
in front of me, with a dangerous lack of time, amongst these heaps of boxes, to cut each item
into strips, but it gave me a bit of a break from the chaos, and a chance to mull things over,
just like the mat-makers on the Pequod “I say so strange a dreaminess did there reign all over
the ship and all over the sea, …that it seemed as if this were the Loom of Time, and I myself
were a shuttle mechanically weaving and weaving away at the Fates. “3
While I am cutting and the braiding and thinking of mythological journeys, I cant help
but think of Penelope, Odysseus’s wife. You know Penelope, who was besieged by suitors
in her husband’s absence (whom they assumed was dead) and to fend them off, she promised
she would make her choice among them when she had finished this tapestry. So all day, every
day she would weave her tapestry while these suitors lounged around her house drinking all
her wine, but at night, she would tear out all the stitches. In this way, through the doing and
undoing of her women’s work, she was able to hold time still in a way, and control her fate.
This was not the first time I had evoked Penelope to try to understand something in my life.
In the early / mid nineties when I was unhappily addicted to heroin, I decided in some effort
to make sense or symbolic justification of my life, that I would sew all of my dope bags into
a quilt, and that once it was ‘finished’ I would kick. The drugs I bought came in diaphanous
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All quotes from the Norton Critical Edition (1967) of Moby Dick by Herman Melville
1
pg 348
2
pg 271
3
pg 185
4
pg 185

bags with stamps of the brand name or symbol on them; bag in a bag, no name,
poison, etc. They were about 2 x 3 inches big, thin and would often tear. It was
the absurdity that appealed to me, the darkly comic nihilism. Because that would
be too many bags, too much work, (when I rarely had my head up for much time)
and since a quilt had no definitive boundaries, it was an obvious misplacement
of the intention onto fictive boundaries of a boundary-less object. It insinuates
time and cancels it out in one swoop. But like with Penelope’s weaving there
is something about the image of the busy hands and simple tools that in the
face of one’s overwhelming powerlessness, is the heroic journey or the way
out of the witches cave. The activity that is arduous and useless is symbolic
action, meaningful for its own sake. Like hunting the great white whale, to
embark on something impossible and absurd while investing wholeheartedly and
enthusiastically in its profundity, there is something defiant in this, triumphant.
“There lay the fixed threads of the warp subject to but one single, ever returning,
unchanging vibration, and that vibration merely enough to admit of the crosswise
interblending of other threads with its own. The warp seemed necessity; and
here, thought I, with my own hand, I ply my own shuttle and weave my own
destiny into these unalterable threads.”4

9/29/08
…I was so worried the review would make me look really bad and instead I feel like aw
shucks, now I have to try even harder to live up to this. Thanks for believing in me.

9/23/08
…oh and three, thank you so much for the tomatoes - Dana and I shared them. Delicious
like sunshine!

07/17/08
… because I allow myself a great deal of latitude in making paintings… the little
monochromes are a measure of sameness to measure difference or variety or even
novelty against… When they are that small, and not hanging on the wall, they seem so
defenseless - so close to tchotchkes… afraid of that, but also interested in investigating it.
I think the whole show had a wobble between serious (and for me, slightly mystical)
beauty, and kitsch…

07/10/08
… I have a real fear of being half-assed about anything. So the talk is postponed
indefinitely…

03/10/08
…when last you saw my work you remarked upon speed… Most everything is relatively
slow now. Some of the paintings in the show took two years. Both gestational and markmaking time have begun to creak and grow cobwebs…

I'm jobless again - just quit my underpaid Chicago public schools job, as student loans
make social work impossible… Painting in my apartment - a tiny bedroom studio off the
kitchen that overflows bits of paper and tubes and brushes and mess into the
kitchen/living room. The apartment is all mine though and that’s lovely…

10/31/07
…from Who Cares, "More than ever, artists need to be alone to re-think their relation to
an industry overwrought with competition and overrun by market promotion." …I needed
to hear it put so plainly to remind myself of why I am holing up this way these days.

4/12/07
…thank you for your presence and intelligence this Tuesday. I am ashamed to say I was
almost entirely absent. Dana told me later of things you had said and I missed them
completely… emotional haze, perhaps residue from the work, perhaps too sensitive to
your and Susanne's responses …you said recently that you would be delighted to receive
a studio visit nowadays and then mentioned your struggles with figure/ground. I wanted
to ask; do you consider figure/ground to be also your relationship to your work, teaching,
The Suburban etc?

12/01/05
…my painting is still so floppy, all-over-the-place, and confused, so it really helps to find
clarity in [your] work…

11/02/05
…I have carried your phone number around on this xerox you gave me about Barnett
Newman for a year and finally misplaced it.

09/10/10
…I suppose its rather draining to see a whole new, ever larger crop of students coming
into SAIC - feels like it IS just a factory... its different keeping irony on the back burner
vs moving it to the front and then burning my hand on it... I am getting exactly what I
wanted and never dreamed of and I should (and do!) count my lucky stars. But perhaps I
am also refining what I wish for. Maybe "ambition" is too vague.

06/10/10
… Maybe I will make 'em read [Henri] Bergson... So your life is a little speedy eh? The
surveillance system for your garden is perfect! How would it feel to watch a baby cam
from 5-6 hours away? What if the baby fell off the bed? …I look at the internet too
often. I am hoping I will suddenly be given a solo show somewhere exotic. This is
pathetic/symptomatic.

…always feel that I have to redouble my efforts with you around. And I am made to feel
silly - which keeps my ego where it should be…

04/18/10

02/12/10
…I think ethics as material is like straw in Anselm Kiefer or shit in Chris Ofili!

12/13/09
…working on the writing for the CAA panel. About ten pages so far and still nothing I'd
want to say aloud… talking about "critical reverie" (a term I made up) or airing anticapitalist feelings… Sabina Ott says I should just talk about how I make my paintings.
That of course is the hardest.

08/03/09
...Poor Farm this weekend... camping right? We are still trying to figure out our tent
probabilities/possibilities... and if we brought deflated inner tubes could we get them
filled at some gas station up there?

03/05/09
…it seems I should get a tax attorney?…Thank you for answering all my dumb
questions...

02/26/09
… thank you again for having my class into your studio on Tuesday. They were awfully
quiet, probably nervous, as was I a little… Fatima remarked that you were very different
from the last time she saw you - on a panel… So I think they understood that it was
generous of you to have us in like that. I appreciate watching you teach in a context
where I am thinking of myself as a teacher, the way you talk to them like they understand
everything you are saying - like they are equals. I tend to be slightly explanatory, and
sometimes feel like a condescending fool because of it...

02/26/09
I keep forgetting to ask you if you would write a recommendation for me for the Whitney
Studio Program… I always think they wouldn't want me because they don't like painters.
So I am trying to think of ways to make myself less painterly…

12/05/08
[I admire your teaching because] you create problems - render formerly flat surfaces
wrinkled with dire complexity. It is different from offering information and far from
instruction. And no chance of "conversion." …You aren't a comforting teacher, which
most likely means you gain no comfort from the practice. But I use you as a role model,
because knowing that problematizing is a virtue comforts me. This is an illusion you
couldn't destroy... I just wrapped up my basic painting class at Northwestern. I had them
all write what grade they thought they deserved and what I deserved… and one student
gave herself an A- and me a B.

12/04/08
I am teaching a grad seminar Spring semester… Of course I am thrilled, but my dilemma
is should I worry and stress and try to make myself into a different, more important and
intelligent person by next month, or should I just do my best and believe in myself?

1/29/05
I am excited to meet with you!...I am a post-bacc painting student, my studio is 1604 (by
the windows.) …hope to hear from you soon.

10/7/05
…I am frustrated with what is still a rather bombastic tone in my writing voice. I might
be the undereducated over-opinionated riot grrrl mentioned in the article...read the
interview with you in the book published in 1998, the light blue plaid cover. …you
summed up ideas I have heard you hint at throughout this past year… this subtle way that
you have of inserting yourself in the norm, establishing that as the norm, and then quietly
disrupting that norm, with a disarming honesty about the realities of your life. I find that
quality calmly radical…

11/25/08
…you are so kind. Having a series of very down days, and your support lifted the haze,
gave me new hope and then the next day I heard from Susanne that there are a couple of
classes for me next year at SAIC. So I must buckle down and find some part-time crap in
the meantime …[I will] just stay put and try to stop being so damned worried about the
financial and political times we live in.

10/14/08
... If you have any advice about how to avoid the drastic step of applying [for teaching
jobs] outside Chicago, please do let me know. I AM looking into bartending…

You have given me many opportunities over the past six years, as well as the gift of your
time and attention, and I have tried and failed to write about you and your work as a gift
in return. In lieu of that writing, for this publication I have crafted an homage to you; a
distilled compilation of my correspondence with you (my side only.) My hope is that it
performs an absent portrait of you as an active listener and a teacher. These fragments
can only allude, obliquely, to the weight of my respect and gratitude for the space you
provide.

Dear Michelle,

Figure/Ground
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9/29/08
…I was so worried the review would make me look really bad and instead I feel like aw
shucks, now I have to try even harder to live up to this. Thanks for believing in me.

9/23/08
…oh and three, thank you so much for the tomatoes - Dana and I shared them. Delicious
like sunshine!

MOLLY ZUCKERMAN-HARTUNG
FIGURE/GROUND

Molly Zuckerman-Hartung

Love,

06/01/11
Of course I want to do it! Are there NO guidelines, topic etc? Just a word count limit and
font choices?

05/14/11
…apologize again for whatever damage I inflicted (indirectly) on that little painting. It
seemed new and strange, in the short glimpse I caught. Like a table or graph or grid... and
I startled you and stained it… If there is anything I can do - gesso some panels or squeeze
lemons or mow the yard with tweezers, please just say so…

05/14/11
… reading The Nightmare of Participation by Markus Miessen... and juice fasting…

04/05/11
…I keep thinking I will become milder (when I quit drinking coffee and smoking like a
fiend) and if I'm not so hot-headed, I could be critical without making personal digs. But
I never can separate the person from the work.

03/11/11
…I've been thinking about clowns, fools, jokers. Reading a biography of Lucille Ball.
Somehow this will come together…

01/06/11
I like that your question was stated as "Let me know if you find yourself in the next
week." But what did you mean?

10/19/10
[in reference to a difficult teaching situation] I hate the customer service expectations. I
keep the legend of Ted Halkins in my head. And Joseph Beuys. You know he once
locked the students in a courtyard for a few hours? I love that story.
11/17/10
I am in St Louis reeling from a massive rich meal of steak, pork and salmon…
Overstuffed myself to compensate for a feeling of exhaustion after this
quarter/semester…

10/15/10
… I think all the things I believe art to be are challenged by the transition from gallery to
studio. Discreet paintings are no longer doing it for me. Getting into sculpture and
photography and realizing I don't know what art is. My late arrival to the institution bites
me in the ass every time I hit a new transition in my work. My misunderstandings are
myriad.

09/25/10
… trying to make things without starting from a painting [as you suggested.] Chuckled to
myself many times about the excitable silliness of me running over and picking up the
rope and exclaiming “here is an object!” …You are very right about the work not being
as interesting if it just puts the judgment call on the viewer in a kind of casual way … I
don’t want to simply let [the viewer] decide which they “like the most.”…you suggested
that it was slow/fast in the studio, and you are right... the speed ends when I get
discouraged – the bottom falls out from under the activity. It suddenly seems empty
again; typical manic behavior… After the mania and the megalomania accompanying the
mania, the dejected feeling of failure.

09/19/10
Thank you for having us over yesterday. I was very happy to be eating squash in season,
…Hope I didn't seem too peaked, I spent all day today in bed, not smoking, and I feel a
little better - I haven't been taking care of myself and it is catching up.

09/10/10
…I suppose its rather draining to see a whole new, ever larger crop of students coming
into SAIC - feels like it IS just a factory... its different keeping irony on the back burner
vs moving it to the front and then burning my hand on it... I am getting exactly what I
wanted and never dreamed of and I should (and do!) count my lucky stars. But perhaps I
am also refining what I wish for. Maybe "ambition" is too vague.

surveillance system for your garden is perfect! How would it feel to watch a baby cam
from 5-6 hours away? What if the baby fell off the bed? …I look at the internet too
often. I am hoping I will suddenly be given a solo show somewhere exotic. This is
pathetic/symptomatic.
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Site/Non-Site: The Intersection of Surfing and Art-making in Experimental Film
The following introduction to a new three-channel video titled Spiral Jetty/Crystal Voyager/Region
Centrale (Bootlegged, Re-ordered, Combined, Sometimes More, Sometimes Less) was given by
th
Drew Heitzler on October 29, 2010 as part of the concluding lecture at the 9 Annual Surfing,
Arts, and Science Issues conference at the Scripps Institution of Oceanography in La Jolla,
California:
Hello. Thank you for having me here today. I know it’s been a long one, so I will be short with the
speech so we can get to the films quickly. I was asked to present a lecture on the history of surf
films, but that didn’t seem like so much fun to me so I decided to take a bit of a different
approach. This afternoon I’ll be showing you three films by three experimental filmmakers from
three different aesthetic fields, whose work intersects in what I find to be a very interesting way:
Spiral Jetty by Robert Smithson, La Region Centrale by Michael Snow, and Crystal Voyager by
George Greenough. This intersection identifies the zeitgeist of that specific era when the sixties
lapsed into the seventies. As such, each film marks a moving away, whether from the constraints
of the gallery, the rules of avant-garde filmmaking, or the crowded surf of Santa Barbara. In all
three films, technology is used to facilitate this moving away. And in all three films the utopian
aspirations of the filmmakers center on, in various ways, the arresting of time and space.
Robert Smithson was born in 1938 in Passaic New Jersey. By the mid sixties he was a wellestablished artist and critic in New York City. His early work evolved from painting into minimalist
sculpture, and by 1967 he was beginning to make the work for which he would become most well
known. The site/non-site pieces involved the collection of rocks and other minerals from a
location (the site) that were then presented in an art gallery as sculpture (the non-site). This work
evolved further when Smithson began making earthworks, collapsing the idea of the site/non-site
onto itself. Partially Buried Woodshed, constructed at Kent State University in 1970, and The
Spiral Jetty, constructed in the Great Salt Lake, Utah, also in 1970, are perfect examples of this
form. The documentary film Spiral Jetty was made during the construction of the earthwork.

outlines of your ego, your Self, untangle into a meaningless scribble.

figure of a puckered asshole.

Michael Snow was born in 1929 in Toronto, Canada. His 1967 film Wavelength, a forty-five
minute fixed-position zoom across an eighty-foot-long loft apartment onto a photograph of the
ocean is an example of structural film making at its best. This style abandoned the complex and
condensed tropes of earlier avant-garde film in favor of a simplified and predetermined form,
mimicking the minimalism of the painting and sculpture that was ascendant at the time. Snow
followed Wavelength in 1970 with the film La Region Centrale, which took structural
predetermination to its apex. The film was shot at a fixed location by a mechanical swing arm
designed by the artist.
George Greenough was born in Santa Barbara, California. By the mid sixties he had
revolutionized surfboard fin design and was experimenting with fiberglass technology and
inventing experimental wave-riding machines. He was also a filmmaker and his water housing
designs allowed him to film aspects of the surfing experience known previously only to surfers.
The Inner Most Limits of Pure Fun is a surf film classic, but Crystal Voyager, accepted to the
Cannes Film Festival in 1973, is a truly great work of art. Crystal Voyager is really two films in
one, the first a documentary of the construction of a sailboat named The Morning Light. The
second is a structural film, in my opinion, one of the most beautiful structural films ever made.
Spiral Jetty has a running time of 38 minutes, Crystal Voyager has a running time of 78 minutes,
and La Region Centrale has a running time of 180 minutes. (Pause for groans of exasperation)
Don’t worry, I’ve edited the films to run 41 minutes and we are going to watch them all at the
same time. (Pause for confused laughter) Let’s watch the films…

DREW HEITZLER
SITE/NON-SITE: THE INTERSECTION OF SURFING
AND ART-MAKING IN EXPERIMENTAL FILM

ELIJAH BURGHER
WHAT IS THE ANAL SWASTIKA?

condemningly labeled “against nature.”
leftward spinning annihilate the world.

order. In connection to this, it should be noted that same-sex desire has been
a razor. Clench the AS in your mind’s eye and allow the centrifugal force of its

nature, which is to say nature conceived as a source or mirror of the moral
in order to intercede in the shitty-ness of right now and cut it into your skin with

of the universe. The AS may be likened to a plough tearing up the garden of
finger. Put down the Ram Dass and the Foucault or whatever else you are reading

leftward motion connotes discord rather than harmony with the natural order
inside your ass and draw its contours on your prostate gland with your middle

The meaning of the swastika depends on the direction in which it turns. A
ball sack, before going out cruising in order to ensure success in the hunt. Dig

Draw it on a small scrap of paper and tuck it beneath your penis, nested on your

into which you peered at sixteen, eyes closed, high on LSD, and glimpsed the
improve the efficacy of the action undertaken.

Maenads submerge his mournful song in their shrill wailing. I am the dark pit
ritual space, a protest, a riot, a speech or other performance with the AS, in order to

enemies. I am Orpheus’s dismembered limbs thrown to the four corners while

alchemical sulfur, the psychoanalyst’s couch, or a personal trainer. Embellish a

your backside and into which are tossed the murdered bodies of your friends and

and semiotic, think of it as an engine, an electroshock machine, a defibrillator,

you stick your dick, your fingers, your fists, your tongue. I am the ditch dug into

logos, flags, etc.—by placing it adjacent to or behind them. In matters both psychic

turn, and churn your guts like a blender set to “liquefy.” I am a grave into which

The AS can additionally be used to recharge the power of various symbols—sigils,

be sodomized, to be the receptacle of wasted sperm. But I will sodomize you in

sun. I am an asshole evacuating the living death of consensus reality. I beg to

mental health.

masturbating. This is what the symbol told me: I am a solar anus and a black

great deal of collateral damage—to property, friendships, and your physical and

emblem. In order to divine it’s meaning, I meditated on its contours while

with transformations unto wildness, however. These spells frequently result in a

buttholes and musing on the troubling handsomeness of the Nazi’s adopted

Like a witch’s ointment, the AS can also be used to induce lycanthropy. Be cautious

I discovered the AS, which preexisted my finding it, doodling asterisk-like

overcome. Test your will in this way, and build intellectual and emotional muscle.

The AS has several applications. It may be utilized to invoke obstacles to be

Anal Swastika (AS), eight left hands with razor-pointed elbows, describing the

production of new life.

reverse this eight-armed swastika so that it rotates counter-clockwise. This is the

be practiced by everyone, as should all sexual activities that do not result in the

octopus, the eye of a storm, and a swirling galaxy. It also suggests an anus. Now

is not to replace the rainbow flag or pink triangle. Anyway, anal sex can and should

that there are eight crooked arms. It conjures a burst of light, the sun, a splayed

Despite the AS’s solicitation to sodomy, it is not strictly a gay symbol. Its purpose

Imagine two swastikas, one overlaid on the other, but tilted forty-five degrees, so
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