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* Live Through This: The Art of Self Destruction edited by Sabrina
Chapadjiev, with contributions from Nan Goldin, bell hooks, Bonfire Madigan,
Inga Muscio and many others.

* Refusing to Be A Man: Essays on Sex and Justice by John Stoltenberg

* Caliban and the Witch: Wommen, the Body, and Primitive
Accumulation by Silvia Federici

* Support (a zine about supporting people who have been sexual]y abused) by Cmdy

Crabb (www. nucrocostubhshmg com) On An tlraCISt S truggles

disters of the Yam Black Women and Self Recovery by bell hooks
White Like Me: Reflections on Race from a Privileged Son by Tim Wise
Race Matters by Cornel West

Assata: An Autobtography by Assata Shakur and Angela Daws

i On Struggles Agamst Envxronmental Loss:

Silent Spring by Rachel Carson (details devastation of the environment because of
use of human-made chemicals and pesticides, and how this loops back to create
health problemsin humans).

- % Aftershock: Confronting Trauma in a Violent World. A Guide for
Activists and Their Allies by Patrice Jones
* Earth Democracy: Justice, Sustainability and Peace by Vandana Shiva
* Gone Tomorrow: The Hidden Life of Garbage by Heather Rogers
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M T cose themes for the next issue are the reclamation or rituals for our own use, and

| our lack of control of the death process.
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¥ I suddenly found myself speaking words and feeling feelings that nobody else understood,
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Death is a touchy subject. I hav fund firsthand that there are very few people for whom
discussing or thinking about grief and loss is easy or enjoyable. My father died in 2001, and

* 1-800-SUICIDE National Suicide Prevention Hotline
+ % http://psychologytoday. org allows you to search for therapists in your area -%
and sort by insurance, no- or low-cost, therapeutic approach and issues you want to ¥

—em

or wanted to engage with. I was especially frustrated when I would enter what had | diSCUSS-_ Clarifying the therapists’ political orientations requires a phonecall (1) o
previously been safe spaces for me: D.LY. punk shows, community spaces, activist groups | * Www_"car“SPijCCt-Ofg Radical mental health resource; amazing forums and ‘\\{;
and social gatherings, and found that bringing up my father’s death in conversations often Placesr to engage in dialogue with others about coping with the mental health -
~aused discomfort and silence. I learned the expression “you can’t buy oranges from a ' . i industry. .

nardware store” from a well-meaning therapist. She meant that some people will be good to ¥ N * N'Drea: One Woman’s Fight to Die Her Own Way by Andrea Dorea,

talk to about loss, and some people ‘won't, so choose wisely depending on how you feel and k N (available at www.eberhar dtpress.org/pdf/ndrea.pdf)

what you need. But she did not understand the strength of this community, or the way ?¥ . ‘ * Part of Me Died, Too: Stories of Creative Survival Among Bereaved Children

that the D.L.Y. ethic allows us to practice at reworking systems and social interactions in | : and Teenagers by Virginia Lynn Fry (very mainstream, vet good if you want

ways that are healthier for us. & ®oay ~ \§ = T; . inf-ormation about how art can help young children process 1oss). o
SRR W s 58 b-a . m — - L * Friends Make the Best Medicine by the Icarus Project ~
;Beca.use the topic of grief and loss is so large and m_l.ﬂﬁfaceted, the fear of hurting others b.y {w * A Heartbreaking Work of Staggering Genius by Dave Eggers (amazing
opening old wounds has loomed large over the project since my first attempt to make this . - honest account of parental loss; beware of blatant “white dude” narrative voice) v
inne in 2006. What if someone goes to the zine for comfort and is only unsettled by what ! v * The American Way of Death by Jessica Mitford . ]
they find on the pages? Engaging in dialogue with others also affected by loss has helped . E * The Year of Magical Thinking by Joan Didion (Ruthlessly honest account of

me to overcome the paralysis that I believe society has implanted in us surrounding these ' an experience with sudden loss, although the author fails to examiné her position of
issues. To speak honestly about loss through many mediums feels good to me. To learn ' privilege in society and this can be frustrating). v '

that there are people.all over the country who are trying to articulate their grief process ' ' - * Another Country by James Baldwin (touches on a suicide within a tight-knit

group of friends.) '

* Life is Hello, Life is Goodbye by Alla Renee Bozarth

* Swimming in a Sea of Death by David Reiff (Susan Sontag's son)

* Bridge to Terabithia by Katherine Patterson

1 * The Cancer Journals by Audre Lorde
; * On Death and Dying by Elizabeth Kubler-Ross

* The Mourner’s Dance:
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honesty and getting containment in return. The authors of these pieces have held nothing g% o * Gender Out b te Bomin (exposes e '

back—they have discussed some of the most painful events in their lives. It is this § construction, and is a good starting place for thinli?n i;; performance as a social

willingness to confront our emotional needs that ultimately challenges the repression by @ ] expressions are also limited by our gender socialinati ln§ rough how our emotional
: on).

which capitalist power structures maintain their chokehold on our lives and our - __' . ,
- , a3 ‘ a

through tears and anger and wisdom has allowed me to work for a life in which my losses .-r___;.;-' '
|are validated, acknowledged and supported. 1 want to share this support with everyone else ¥
nwho thinks they need this kind of space. I want anyone who reads this zine to take oe” ".7
| responsibility for their ability toengagé with it in a way that feels safe for them. :
T g gt P L Y ) B R SR

The process of creating the zine has also been very painful. While these pages contain B
much strength and hope for the success of our many struggles, each piece also symbolizes a xh
tremendous loss, trauma, or life-changing experience. I named the zine “The Worst” R

What we do when people die by Katherine
because I am tired of delicate Hallmark Card statements about death which dictate the & R te” o o

On Gender.Liberation:

imaginations. |
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Support Quilt Project-Have each person make a quilt square representing

a quilt from the squares that can travel from member to member each
meeting, or can be used in the meetmg space as a decoration or comforter.

Iy S N
Talk about what you do when yoit get sad What help have you sought? Do]
you go to a certam place, or call a certain fr:end or try to 1gnore 1t?

L1l

Bring in a picture of the person and talk about them as a group. Introduce
them to the group so their memory can be strong in the group setting..
Group: give your thoughts and feedback. Family résemblance? Interesting .
clothes? Watm smlle? Where was the plcture taken? ) x

Ve o \o [

- [ 7]

Bring in 1-3 objects that symbollze the dead person to you. Could be things:
they owned or gave you, or symbolic objects. Talk about the person. Greup
Support with questions when curious. halladll ' o

(T o m U

If you have dealt with the long or termmal illness of someone you loved .
Ihow did you ¢ope? What did you fear? What couldn’t you say then that you
‘want to say now? Did you feel that you were able to say goodhve?

I 1

Read your letters to the person you have lost as a group or have -someone
else read yours for you. Talk about how many different types of
relationships can be complxcated or ended by grief. Allow these differences .

pinill _

A
Saying goodbye vs. not getting to say goodbye.

What did you say? What r
would you add now? What would you have said if you had had the chance?
Why can this sometlmes be difficult to engage with whzle we are m the|
moment? ‘

their loss (some people may need to make more than one square). Construct )

Arhidst this competition, human differences in race, gender, sexuality, and .
& class are transformed into tools of control and oppression with respéct to grief and loss. In
order to survive, we end up internalizing and reproducing these dynamics of control, which
becomes evident as we make inquiries into structural racism, socially codified sexism and ¥ X
violent heteronormativity, violence against the earth and its resources, the enforcement of ¢ {
borders and nation-states, and many other facets of mainstream society that are simply 8

| taken for granted as permanent. This is a society in which everyday death is normalized,
and yet we are met with extreme repression from the state if we challenge these conditions.
It is assumed that functioning members of this society will react quietly to trauma in ways '_'3
that ensure the perpetuation of the values of the systemn. Because grieving outside of thi
framework represents a chailenge to the commodity-based value system, it is pathologized
and delegitimized. This is an insidious form of social control that has detrimental effects on
our mental health and on our ability to connect with and work through loss Our

. internalization of grief contmnment is a threat to our own survival. !wﬂ’ 2

leew1se, gnef expression challenges the de—valumg of hurnan life in the current system by § 'l
=~ insisting that the body-which-can-no-longer-produce must nonetheless be honored and re- =
* membered through a process of authentic emotional engagement. Even if memories of who
"“or what has been lost are complex and full of anger, or simply ambivalent, the

v “" acknowledgement that the emotions exist and require time and space to process insists that

Y “ ! our connections to each other transcend the commodification of our productive power.

R L. ’ o .
Most of us have grown up in a culture where the emotions accompanying loss are rarely 3
~ processed authentically, but we have to try and learn. This zine does not seek to gather
. knowledge and shape it into a medicalized program that mimics the so-called “expertise” of
» orofessional mainstream healers in the psychological industry. Rather, it is a collection | |
.7 space—Dblank pages for us to fill and share through our own networks, in our own safe
..; spaces. The speaking of experiences and the sharing of emotions is what brings comfort and
validation to so many who have been shut out or subdued by friends and family, bosses,
| therapists, teachers and other instruments of social control who offer little more than trite
, wxpressions of sympathy and cold silence. Because these emotions can be powerful when|.
they are ultlmately addressed, here is a list of things to do if readmg this zine becomes |
overwhelming: R -
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i become the worst topic of conversation, or the worst emotional need to fulfill. Its my hope

LI

Ml

Stop and take a break

Call a friend you can trust

Go find your pet or a good stuffed animal
Take a bath or a shower

Go for a walk, run or bike ride

Lighta candle

Look at pictures of the person you lost
Do some writing

Build something with your hands

Make space to cry

Watch a movie

Make something crafty

Have a cup of tea

Listen to music

The title “The Worst” is a play on colloquial medical definitions of health and life-status—
the worst case scenario, the worst diagnosis, the worst outcome. And yet this stigma should
not carry over into our grief processes: our experiences with grief and loss should not

that by exposing this terrible narrative—naming our worsts—we can realize our capacity to
begin a fearless dialogue; to overcome the emotional paralysis surrounding loss to bring
more fluidity to our communities.

~ Zine contributors can be reached by emailing theworstzine@gmail.com.

| — o
KATHLEEN| JANUARY 2008
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" Illustrate and/or Discuss:

. 4 -the moment you found out about the loss
‘ .your family or set of friends before, and then after the loss occurred. Are
your connections stronger, or weaker, or more complex? _

i -what are obstacles to your grief?
-portrait of the person you lost, or of what they meant to you
-what do we get from our group?

-Tell the story of a time when you reacted differently to the loss than those

around you, and might have felt isolated, out of place, or validated and

I AT

What "comforting advice® are you sick of hearing? What do people usually
say to you that does not help, or fit your experiences? Have you tried to talk
to friends and family about the types of support they could give that would

M‘

)

ake and decorate a notebook for your thoughts and writings about the
person. How do you experience the person you lost now? Are you able to

SN /

Do you have any rituals that help you to stay in touch with the memory of
the person you have lost? Have you adapted any rituals that are commonly
used by mainstream culture/religions to suit your own needs and memory

T

Dreams: Have you had a dream about the person you lost? What was the
— storyline? Who was there? How did you feel in the dream? Do you have a
inew understanding of it or new feelings about it now that you are awake?
.Note that not everyone has dreams about the people they have lost, and not
© reveryone can remember their dreams—this is OK./ //
//. .
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L ISTEN ING should be patient, conscxentmus, and open-minded. Sometimes
it is important not to respond or ask questions until a person who is sharing lets the
group know they are ready for feedback.

G e S s “
u-.:_._?__'::—:g__
can be done on a rotating basis and can be a shared

FACILITATION

task. It is important the facilitator also participate and that they provide periodic
check-ins about how people are doing and if they would like to re-focus discussion,

or take a break '
. Fr==o=: |
----- e | [
AVO Ib F I X IN (G whata group member is feeling by changing the

subject or presenting a solution for something that vou cannot solve. Remember,
this group may be the first time a person is really able to sit and cry, or yell or
silently visit their loss. Ewven if it is uncomfortable for you to witness, respect all

emotions as necessary for healing,
| | e ]
N:,‘._-_'*‘_ -__N._

DI FFEREN CEN can arise in religious behefs, theories of afterlife, and '

use of grief rituals, Members should challenge themselves to value the beliefs of

others.
"--..... *

GRIEF CAN CHANGE OVER TIME Arecentloss

may not always produce the same feelings or needs as a loss from years ago and vice
j§ versa. A group member may not even feel the same way from meeting to meeting.
Take care not to formulate expectations or roles for grievers in the group.

— e
Many of these guidelines are informed by and intersect with ideas put forth by the
Icarzxs Project in the new publication “Friends Make the Best Medicine,” and also in NG__
the “Support” zine by Cindy Crabb (see resources section). The book “On Conflict
and Consensus” can also serve as qcaffoldmg for healthy group dynamics p»°

(www.consensus. net). B, 2 .
. v
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i human being and maybe they could relate, but maybe it's better if they can't. that they don't

DEAD FA THER -

by maple '
=

2=

[ 1 wrote this story a couple of months after my father died. It was really sudden and

v Intense. Afterward I read it over and over and was forced to really confront my emotions

about the situation. I hadn't even realized that I needed to deal with it. So many people
don't realize that putting emotions into tangible form can really help with the "grieving
process”. It just helps to be able to pour out all this shit, put it in front of you and realize
that maybe it isn't so very big, at least not too big to overcome, But I always wanted for
someone else to read this story. Not because I thought that it would be beneficial for them, - ;
there was fust a part of me that wanted them to see my emotions and reactions as a real

have to. But anyway, it is very wonderful that You are putting this zine together. I think
that it will help a lot of people, not only the ones who read it but the cnes who write foritas |

1.

well.f 4 { | .
she death of my father was slow and painful for all who watched it. I didn' t watch it
though. I stayed as far away as possible, nearly a two hour drive, and when he called me,
made excuses to get off the phone and wouldn't tell him what I was thinking. The last real
conversation I had with him, he asked me if I smoked pot. I told him I wasn't really intoy
that any more- I had grown out of it. He said that he never had. I told him that he reaps :
what he sows. I'm not sure if he understood what I was getting at. You're not supposed to~ . {
talk of your impending death with your bastard daughter. You, as a father, are cmlyI 2
supposed to take her over to your best friend's house. Boast about how wasted you were last* -
night. Cough up bits of your liver and fall down in the snow for hours until your mother’s
toy chihuahua licks the blood off of your skull. His last days in the hospital were the most -
quality time I had spent with him in years, maybe ever. All he did was lay and gasp for
breath. We all looked up and held ours when this happened, thinking that maybe we
shouldn't hog it all for ourselves. There are other people who need it more. There weren't --,
any machines attached to his body. There was a tube and jar for the secretions and a small ®
IV for the pain medication. I watched his body filling up with pneumonia. At first I was '
afraid to be left alone with him. I imagined what would happen if I were the only one there -
when it happened. I pictured myself screaming into the hallway, sirens blaring, nurses
running in to resuscitate him. But in reality I probably would have silently stared and then
walked into the waiting room with my family as if I didn't notice anything. I didn't want
the burden of being the only one there to capture his soul when it left. '

TN
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After the first day he was moved into a larger corner room next to e waiting area. It was
much nicer here. I could look down the hall and see the other patients being wheeled in and

LY, GRIEi“ GROUDS

out of their rooms. I could sit in the waiting room and still hear the gurgling of his lungs. 1
. : gS. = 1 1, <Y ] ]
' Tt.1e whole thing seemed very detached and intimate. I was no longer scared of being alone L I o R I
with him. It was the first time in my life that that had been the case. Sometimes when I was “ m by a theraplst at

gaces where 1 felt
1o learn new ways
it powerful aspect ;
# , herapist, but the
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there by myself I thought of putting the pillow over his face until his eyes opened and he
saw me taking him down prematurely. I hated all of the waiting. We saw it coming but it,
it. being death, was tripped up somewhere along the way. But I never brought myself to
hurry it along. The nurses' station was right across the hall and my grandfather would
probably come in right in the middle of it and tell me that I probably shouldn't be doing
that. And really, I guess it isn't my place to take his life. He gave me mine though. How
else could I repay him?

Mostly I knit. I knit gluttonously. When someone asked me what I was doing I told them
that I was knitting leg warmers for my friend. Then when they asked me the differencef
between knitting and crocheting I would tell them that knitting is with two needles and
crocheting is just with 2 hook. My grandmother used to crochet but ever since her arthritis
got so bad, she hasn't been able to. I can feel my own premature arthritis setting in. I knit.
two leg warmers and then stopped because the circular repetition were starting to make me
feel dizzy and sick. So I tried going outside to smoke a cigarette but that did the same
thing. So I sat in the room and made hospital death mixes and listened to happy music and
wrote about my dying father like I had never even met him, even though I had once or
twice. '

lan provide a |
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Everyone kept crying and lding ch other's hands and making jokes as if my fath Aw" /”‘ I S g '/I hl [/I llﬂ.m e “"ﬂa > -
wasn't dying in the next room. But I guess in that instant he wasn't my father. He was 7 AREN ES In challenging the oppression of authentic grief in society, a ;

their father, uncle, son, brother, friend, or patient. My grandfather tried to hook up my i group should also be aware of other forms of oppression, and work to keep the )
brother with a sexy nurse. Had they 'met elsewhere perhaps it would have been different, i group safe from sexism, racism, homophobia, ageism, and other constructs of social
but they didn't. She couldn't help bt think that he would grow up fo be just like his father. division. Members should never judge each other based on how they respond to ,

. A : their loss and experiences should NEVER be guantified. i

d Finally my mother came. She has been divorced from my father since before I "fa':'n'i"""n'ﬂ””.”ﬂlﬂ”ﬂllh_Im.l'h‘lllmimlﬂu’“.f”f-”’n'./"”"f""‘"raﬂp,

remember. She spent most of her time yelling at him for being drunk, late, and generally / / ] BEG IN & E N D  with a check-in for each member of the group, so that
irresponsible when he came to pick us up every other weekend. My brother and T would ’ contributions are centered within ourselves and members feel respected.
|

play outside until he got there and then some while he went inside for his berating. For h,
;n-';,f.m_llmﬂllﬂllm.m'uﬂ:h:_Iilll?!Il.'.’.'ﬂll:’:‘!l"?lllll/fir'triﬁ!Wﬂ‘-’:’.’!’lll.l/ﬁ_w

hours on Friday evenings we would sit on the side walk, every time we heard a car we
| would strain our necks in it's direction, hoping it was his truck. We were always so eager // SDEAK using “I” statements and own your own reality. Let others own their

realities as well.

b "wmﬂ///'//// ” ":'.' iy /” 1 79 /;;"""-mlllllﬂ//f
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As the years have passed I have groped my way through my grief process, having learned |

that reclaiming the pieces of myself that are controlled by industries and experts is necessary
for my own hberat:on 1 'mll never let myself be drugged mto thinking the emohons

can view my life, or a lingering sickness my immune system just can’t kick. New deaths’
catapult me back through the cycle of feelings, but the panic is familiar to me now, and I §

can stay with it for longer and longer each time. Give it space. m
I WEN M’ d

Sometimes my mind makes up games and abstract beliefs to dodge reality when I am
grieving. Even my personzlity changes—I become raw, desperate or cynical. Time
urgency dominates and my whole idea of what I was supposed to be doing with my life is
] rendered meaningless. Ridges in my thumbnails always show up when things get tough—
: biomarkers for depletion of resources. This year I measure my nail and calculate the
passing time in millimeters: one ridge for February, one for May, and one for the end of -
1 July. Nana, Kristina and Jodi: the incorporations of depletion. Three women who used to
 be vital. I must work to mcorporate them mto the vntahty I still carry To carry my love '
4 for them inside my body. = ; -

1 have become a patchwork of re—membermg the incorporation is piecemeal—not
systematic. Some days my heart becomes my father's, passing the days before it betrays me }
with a fatal spasm. Seme days my lungs are Kristina's, filling and choking me with shorter
and shorter breaths. Some days my body rebels against the weight and I am recklessly @ |
happy; daring to forget whom I have lost as well as the knowledge that I will lose still
more. Other days my tears and numbness stop me from action, movement and hope. Fear -
has been implanted into every cell—fear so immobilizing I am torn between grief for those

who have already died and preparing for the loss of people I love now. I know the secret
ending of our fnendshlp and our farmly at some pomt either you or I w111 hurt as much as

N/

With time, the unperatlve to remtegrate the pieces of my self after loss has grown dull and
., heavy, but is still punctuated by moments of recognition and joy; a weaving of threads both #
bitter and sweetly familiar. I am tormented by the truth that the loss of those people that
constitute my past, my potential, and my deepest loves, does not, cannot, end my own w

_ existence if I am to honor what we have built. I fumble for the words to explain these Z

‘waiting. Perhaps soon something would be resurrected. 1 played the organ until the §

took me shopping for new clothes at K-Mart. But she left and took my ex-stepbrother and W&
ex-stepsister with her. We weren't allowed to see them agam Untﬂ the funeral that is.

My mother. came from across the state smtlmg hke she owned the place, the place bemg the .
hospital, and carrying a box of Christmas candy for the family that she was never really a | )
part of, but always thinks she is. She hugged my grandmother and they both cried. It was 2
probably something like my parents’ wedding day but I really can't say. 1 think maybe gt
things have changed a bit. I really didn't want her there. I never want her there. She came giay
from across the state, minivan filled with trinkets to save me from my sorrow. She only G
made it worse. Every time she talked to me she had this concern in her voice as if we were s
about to have a meaningful conversation. As if that had ever happened even once in all of §
historv. S m -
¥ ‘
3o I started making movies. I ran through the hospital hal.s with my con;puter captu;ing|
people crying and eating and joking. I ran up the stairs until the top door to the roof. It
was locked so I sat up there for a long time wondering what to do with myself. It seemed as
though all of the mourning had been taken care of and I was just creating a ruckus. No one
wants a rowdy teenager in the hospital. I tried to remain sly though. I found myself in the |

chapel. It was empty and dark, decorated for Christmas still. This was the third day of I

cleaning lady came in and told me to shut it off. I didn't want to. There were flashing
lights and it helped me not hear the wheezing. I stayed away for hours from the room.

——— AR — g — -

I couldn’t take it any more. People always talk about the Wamng Wa;tmg for the splnt to

pull out its flag, attach it as wings and fly to the moon of its home planet. I couldn't see
that happening. The pathetic green monster that lived inside my father could probably do j

no better than tripping over the threshold and scraping its knee on the pavement to'lay in |
waiting to rot. So I went home. I waited in an empty dark hospital room looking over the
lights of the city. The city where I was born, the city where I was conceived, the city I got
the hell out of and never wanted to visit again. But I have obligations to it.” I sat in that
room until my ride was ten minutes away. Then I walked down the hall, grabbed my
backpack and told my grandmother and aunt, whose name I am unsure of, that I was
leaving. I could come back if I need to but I can't stay waiting. School starts again in a few
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days, I need to prepare. I need to get the hell out of this situation. I hope he dies soon. I oA e Akt S " Lo v N NI
hugged them and went home. - | Although it wracked my body with pain and confusion, although I became a shell faill of 1>
: o silence who sought only quick gratifications, no matter the risk, although the grief followed
On the ride back Izz-lmed::ml] ﬂ}-] ard not tc _ _ . me everywhere like a thunderstorm from which I was only one step away, I could not grant e
run to the balcony ad ukey \ not to cry. But just like aE the hospital .when I had to it the right to exist. I could not exist if I was grieving. i - el (0 g o
holdi puke my ftears onto a statue, I couldn't hold them in. T had been N YT [ . i N
ItO lngdthim for the past four days. So I listen to Tom Waits and looked out the window g T¥ - uiia Bt (A &,{g ] £3IPY AR R0 .
W, . i . _ E % T . ol B ot} Sop . o ok -
ke arfly Zthi?d JO“]:'AI’_‘:CY subdued hysterics were heard. Just like my father. Always just in therapy I was told my goal should be incorporation of the loss into my life. I had to put
wanted to be i .thfls I_ ‘? my mother would say when she got angry with me. I never Y the loss into my body to continue living. Like the lithium, it was just another bitter pill. i
didn't hel mﬂ : 1s P<I)Slt.10n. D'ttchmg out on my family to drink wine for six days straight | Incorporate this loss? A body, a life, a place and a memory, bitter with alcohol stench and ;g }
o 1') a;ley ung. I kissed him on the head before I left and tried not to feel his warmth, | ., sick with fear, full of pride and sickening crushed hopes. My father’s life. ’ ," s '-
’ ?uﬁ?t - there much longer. I can still remember what his skin feels like. Like warm “ B CA TR D Y 13 e Al e ﬁr"‘,‘ﬂ\ a2 e
oily leather. But they didn't make a handbag or boots out of him when he di e i 3 g 2 e e,
probably too manv holes in the surface. - en he died. There were & " 0 hend 't . ' 1 .
not even comprehend it. simple as

- N1 i' No. 1 did not want this loss close to my seff.. I could
* the pain was, it was too great a feat to think through how I might still want to live in the "_'
‘face of it. What does grief do to your body? Why would I be afraid to incorporate it? |8
Incorporate—integrate with'my body the memory of someone who is no longer here. The
loss caused confusion, cloudiness, forgetfulness, crying, lack of appetite, loss of sleep, deep a_'
lines in my face and weariness in mv days. I began to grind my teeth at night. T ' .
oy YU I E,f%] | , ’ ‘{'

On my mother's way back home from his death bed she stopped by to go to coffee before "
she left. We went to the coffee shop and when we got there she got the call from my
grandmother. He was dead. Just as suspected. My mother asked if I wanted to go home.
told her no. I had homework to do and I want to drink my coffee. So we sat there a;1d
talked small talk about when the funeral would be and if I had any clothes that were nice
eno‘ugh. Until finally we ran out of things to talk about and I was just turning pages
arbitrarily. So she took me home, I hugged her and we went our separate ways. |

1
i
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Maintenance of relationships in life is comprised of acts of care, words, routines, and
interdependency. In death, rituals provide space for the relentless feelings to take shape in

Nathan's humongous family was swarming all over my house when I got back. I didn't
! years by resisting grief and denying incorporation so that I could keep functioning as I had -
) ' ' "o

l-moxiv what to do. This seemed like a situation to run into the room crying and screaming "

but it seemed silly to interrupt their video games. So I went on a walk with Josh. It was A before- | AT )

overcast and foggy and almost January. I talked to him like it was okay. He was awkward 7. | ‘g " k\% | | . .

and didn’t know what to say. No one ever does, So | just pretended like T didn't notice and k;” Y | vl — R ot the
didn't care. But I did. I stood in my bedroom crying silently after we got home from the "y Finally when I realized my latest shrifk was not even e ot Ao e e

5 L N 14t = own ]
gz;ll;.oiectoulci.?e}zr tlhe Fairbanks' in the other roon.1 screaming and laughing. I just stood in H“': - hﬂ;l:;mr:evelis W?II:E S;fe]’. mc;;; évaﬂs_! Supioslfs to, I. weaned my§e1ﬁ___d . to 'only
until Kayla came home. Then I left. I didn't know where to go. I wanted to talk ?:.llt ;f; fszt?er. ever;w;eer!:gs I fel te a c:t(x)suhging 1ev ¢ hmghwavc;. I}r)xa:ny ma.n té:igneLIl
ove for who and what remain

to somf:onjI but the only one I coul(.i think of' was a long lost stranger. He, who was the only " talk . : o : ; i
one around three years ago when it was going to happen that night. He who was the only ‘:- moments, % pains, fears, and joys hit with sharp refief against the empty space in my

one around all those other times when if was going to happen any minute. But when it ;f heart. I grew to understand that 1 did not need to work for or create this mythical

actually did happen I didn't kniow his number and he never called me back. AT incorporation of which the therapists spoke. Indeed both his genetic material and his soul
] o : — —during the times I had the patience and strength to feel them. 7
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Suddenly, I couldn’t feel my hands anymore and my legs were frozen.
=, “No,” I said. N\
==£“No. no. no! No. No. No, I repeated until I was out of breath. Then the tears came, :76
Ebut felt hollow and confused. T held onto my bookshelf for support. It was so simple: he g ’A
=—=was gote. No more late night talks, no more fights about too much drinking, no more car f7

rides or projects or analysis of the symbolism contained within “Cool Hand Luke.”
_.. nowa slow spiral away from the deepest parts of myself, into numb escape and total
=-= = confusion. I had been shattered. | o
12 | T _

= o “‘ﬁ Minm YR L3% ANl “
E’I’hey put me on fithium because I couldn’t stop crying. I needed to stabilize, they said, I

Ewas acting: irrational. I had spent the previous year rotating through cocktails of mood
stabilizers, antipsychotics, and ADD meds I had been prescribed after my parents” divorce.

:z_:f-Fdr a long time T still picked up the phone to give him a call, and swore I saw him in public
‘places. I read the coroner’s report to make sure he was really dead. If he hadn't been

1 -

[ =]

=
= already, the things they had to do te him to investisate the cause of death would certainly

5= have killed him. W "

% I went to a Freudian psychiatrist who dlagnosed me as having a weak ego and contmued to
ply me with lithium and risperdal. She said I needed to grieve so that I could move on but
% the lithium made all tears and laughter stop.

5== Month after month I pushed the feelings down and took my cocktaﬂs
%—was not grieving, they said, I was simply bipolar. Jh

E As T traveled and became frustrated with doctor after doctor, I was labeled many things.
—1— ADHD, “pre-schizophrenic,” manic, cyclothymic. It was my job to manage my creativity,
self-destructive sexual habits, and what were now quite evident cycles through mania and
== deep depressions. I was told to speed through school so I could get my degree before some
E disastrous psychotic break hit and T could no longer function. One doctor estimated that
é this would happen in my early 30s. It was not deemed particularly important or relv:mt
E—‘g all these conversations that I had just lost my father. k3 - duiod (el ne?o
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In my family and in countless doctor’s off1ces, with my closest friends, and as I tried to
= make new friends, grief was silenced and tumned away.
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On New Years Eve I went back to a house of an old friend and old life. Everyone sang
loudly and danced. No cne of those people who used to be my best friends said anything
until they were well and wasted. Then they hugged me and told me how much it sucks. I
guess I.can't blame them for being pitiful. What are you supposed to say when a long lost
friend's dad dies? Get her wasted and hope she doesn't ruin your night by crying.

I went back to school and walked through the halls thinking about it. My boss asked me
how my break was. I told him that it was okay- nice and relaxing, not much to tell. I
wanted to tell him, bist T didn't want to draw attention to myself. My advisor had saw it in
the paper. He was the only person to ever say anything. I wanted to tell everyone but I'm
not the only one with a dead father. It seemed so vain to try and talk about it. There was
nothing to say but he's dead and I'm alive and maybe one day that will change but for now
it caag to be working out. : /

The funeral was the first Saturday after school started. I used it as an excuse for skipping
one of my classes, even though the class was on a Wednesday. The teacher understood.
That's probably the only reason I even passed the class, I guess we talked a lot about death
on the dav that T missed. ] wanted so badly to have been there.
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I drove to the funeral with Nathan. I didn't want him to come. I didn't want h1m to see my
family and my father and see me crying in front of a bunch of strangers but I would have
fallen into the casket myself if he hadn't been there to catch me. They showed a slide show

T e

of his life. I was in it. My mother and step-father came. THey sat in the empty pews to the

right of the family section. She just can't get over the fact that he probably wouldn't have

wanted her there. Though, who am I to say? When I was sixteen years old he told me that -

it has taken him sixteen years to get over a woman. After the service I had to stand next to
the casket and hug everyone as they walked past. Some of them thought I was his wife.

' Most of them told me how grown up I looked. They all told me what a good man he was -

and to hang in there. I knew that they were just being polite. He looked like a bird in the -

casket. All of his features stuck out in points and his nose looked surprisingly similar to a

beak. Most people said he looked like an angel. I can see how they could get the two ‘

confused. My brother never cried at all. He is a lot like me. Just kind of angry and hidden.

=2 1 hope he cried by himself in the bathroom after everyone left. I've never talked to him
about the fact that our dad is dead. He's the only one who really knows what it's like, but I |

am naught but his baby sister with brain nor guts to feel with, so what does it matter?
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. o ' 7 s t and romantic few days, saying “I .‘ it
The rest was just socializing. My father's family all sat together. There was no chair for Some years ago [ wrote to Jodi zfter iy g::c::a;{hl:h?;iocess of mourning described here, is
.Nathan and I so we sat by ourselves. My stepfather came and sat with us for a while. We didn’t want to give you up to the day »

talked about how good the desserts looked. I've always been shoved in the corner by both of % an act of refusal: a refusal to forget the illustrious Jodi Tilton, a refusal to block the flow of her !

ed or imposed upon, a refusal to cease &
s ] ) . : fife into iy own; a refusal to have my ‘mournirg overcod
my families. There's never been a chair for me at either table. So my mother and stepfather rlny D rod?;;ilv e capacity as it intersects with others. In this refusal I am fleeing through ‘the

left. I didn't know what to do with myself or Nathan. I felt like everyone was glaring at nent I ca.nnot escape,” “and in fleeing we pick up a weapon.”

me. So I went to hug my family goodbye. I told them that I would be back soon to help I >

them clean his house. Y Jodi Tilton: _A Life and the full version of The Moment I Cauuot Escape are available, and the . i
L. / author contacted at www. wa.nnchmes info. F By i ﬂp.ﬂl - v

I've only been back once since. I stayed for a day and as I got into town I turned into the : : ¥ g :

cemetery. There was a funeral going on near the grave site, so I tried to act like I belonged. b

I looked up and down the isles but couldn't find his grave and thought for a second that
maybe it never really happened. Maybe he was still lying on my grandparents’' couch
drinking Mountain Dew and watching action films. But then I found it. About the size of a
playing card it had nothing but his name inscribed. The rectangle of grass above him was
appropriately brown and dying. Across the path was my brother and great grandfather. 1 p 1E CES O F MY S ELF
didn't have anything to say so in order to avoid awkward conversation with the ground I
just drove away and never told anyone where I had been.  The Camation I got at his |

funeral stayed in the cubby hole of Nathan's car for months. His funeral pamphlet was left ( b y ka th leen
in my jacket pocket for a similar length of time. I would unexpectedly stick my hand in
that pocket and open it up to see his face that looks kind of like mine. We have the same
yvellowish skin tone. I wondered if Kayla ever found it all those times that she borrowed my
coat. She didn't throw it away or mention it, I saved the obituary. My brother is fixing up
his house to move into. Someday I hope to live there with him. Kind of like when we were
dds only this time we're adults and things won't be so dreary and disgusting. I went to the
social Security office to meet with someone about bereavement benefits. The next week I
rot a check for two-hundred and fifty-two dollars. It is supposed to help me pay for the

tneral AXYNANeAg,

/I woke up at 8am to my phone ringing ov“er and dver and over again. I was so tired 1
i!;hought it was my alarm clock, so I repeatedly pressed snooze to stop the noise. Kinally 1
heard my mom’s voice over the answering machine, begging me to pick up. The phone was
2old and heavy in my hand.
“Something bad happened last night, to dad” she said.
“ok” 1 said, steeling myself for whatever news was to come. Maybe the cancer came back,
maybe a car accident, whatever the case I was ready.
“honey he had a heart attack”
"QK” I said, exhaling, “which hospital is he in? I'm coming home right now, tell him I'll be |
here” -
"No,” she said, “he’s not in the hospital. He. . . he died.”

Li
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process. of mourning, I propose understanding grief through measuring its contours, magnitude
and structure. ,

How one addresses their grief is by engaging with mourning as a social process. Which
as its own proceéss, and as a process that intersects with the emotional and corporeal experiences
of particular expressions of grief, it seeks to addresses the devastating aftermath of someone you

love passing into the unknown; and it is to this point that [ return.
* %k %
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Some months later the core group that had been present that week in the hospital and beside
Jodi throughout her illness came together at a gathering at Ben’s apartment to discuss these
three periods that frame The Moment I Cannot Escape. The purpose of this gathering was to
discuss our thoughts, feelings, reflections, and critiques about caring for her, that week in the
hospital, and how each of us has been fairing since her passing. Those in attendance expressed :
how deeply they missed her, some of the critiques I have provided here (and only when they
reflected my own), and how social events with mutual friends are important personally. Social
events allow them to feel Jodi's presence, whereas they don’t necessarily feel this during their
everyday lives. Here I am certainly not attempting to represent the event or the opinions and
thoughts of those in attendance, but rather providing a line of thought that I want to counter
with my own experience. Since Ji di's passing her death has generalized itself over the entirety
of my daily life, as I said to mutu ' “_iends “her death has become my life.” Along with this _
find social events impossible to attend because it is there that I notice not her presence, but rather
her absence; -and this is too much for me to bear. This gathering was important for me becausr
[ it provided-a collective and social space to mourn Jodi’s passing and participate fully in the socia

process of mourning against grief. o

o Seeing mourning as a collective endeavor, as a social and political process allows for the
production of collective memories and refusals, and the intensification of corresponding personal
memories and refusals in the act of their multiplication. Here the ever-moving westward
horizon, especially as we approach it, becomes ‘a common’: as an active depository of memories, ,
as a desiring-machine, as our collective productive and reproductive capacities, as an act of
refusal, as the mountains where guerillas have always kept their arms. I suggested this political E
project now nearly six months ago, on a Thursday evening, five days following that terrible ¥

l

Saturday, as I spoke of Jodi’s life, mine, and ours together to a gathering of her friends in the
park. I outlined this project in “A Life” and stated that we all should wield “a weapon against
forgetting.”” ' '
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IF, YOUR FRIEND'S PARENT DIED{® + | . (Sl o kvt cromicin s ot v v o e
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these moments, it intersects with a larger imposition of power that surrounds the management

¥ T . I, |oflife and death. S

- : - b y © indfy erabb | _ The entirety of end of life decisions are facilitated through a set of medical, religious,

’ Things that helped me after my mom died. ) e - and legal pathways, which exclude direct decision making by the ‘dying person’ as well as those

o ' 4 s A L | cc_)llectcd around them. Under the regime of biopower, life is managed and fostered by the

. There was the crisis time, the time when she was dieing, and then dead. That part T wil’ it 4 state, to challenge this is to go to war with the state-form. Here I return to my earlier point

" talk about later. What I want to talk about here is the later time. People forget that it is . ’&'lalt the dct of 'f(;‘:;g Onfe’:h bOdYt to ‘stay al?’é' Wh};ﬂ the ‘rtr]lthé;(;asafpassel\‘g? l;n an act of

. . . ' violence, as an in 10on o ¢ state into our lives. verl wi ter showing “no

| ot a lqumk recovery. What I am talking about here is 6 months later, a year fater, Ly« | brain activity” the community that surrounded Jodi, her family and friends, were not permitted

years Jater, now.’i - ' . to allow her boady to cease functioning. The regulations, limitations on, and time period for

- ¥ B _ o ' terminating her life support were imposed externally and maintained with the threat of

' One of the saddest suckiest things was that no one wanted to talk about it. T don't know |  continued violence by the state itself.

what it is that ma,kélﬁr people so afraid. Actually, I do kind of know because one of my ‘ For me, the period between Jodi's passing and when her body ceased functioning was

friends had a parveﬁt die recently, and I feel some of the things other people must have felt ' marked not by my productive capacity, but its alternate pole; and not by its lines of flight and
around me, ._L'i.ke' I'll say the wrong thing, or maybe it is not a good time to talk about it, I its flows, but by its blockages and the catatonic state I found-myself in. While ‘the moment I .
don't want to pry, I don't want to make her think about it if she doesn't want to. cannot escape’ is the pivot between the active and productive periods of care and mourning, it is

- — ! immediately encircled by its opposite — that is death, bordered by the trauma of watching her

pass into the unknown and the inability to act on her behalf in terminating her life support. As
someone who engaged with life as Jodi did, I believe as soon as she was unable to continue in it
(I gather this from endless conversations with her on the subject), she would have wanted to
simply pass on into the unknown, completely. | ~

but the thing I remember is I was always thinking about it. I was afraid t(? talk about it
would be burdening people. I didn't know what to say, wl'lere to begin, .what was
important, what was too much for someone else to hear. I didn’t want to talk if someone
didn't want to know and I felt like no one really wz_m_ted to\l_cngw.

mourning
If you are the friend of someone whos parent has died, try and think of how you can get
yourself to a place inside your self where you want to know. try and figure out how to hear

about it without it being a burden. Your parents will die someday too. It is part of our
existance that is pushed away but so real. It needs space to be seetl. ‘It need space to be heard

Grief and mouming function differently, and in important ways: grief is a set of symptoms of
emotional and corporeal reactions while mourning describes a set of productive, both affective
and corporeal, activities. In addition, the experience of both is further complicated by the

. - relationships of power they intersect with. Some forms of mourning are qualitatively and

_and experienced not just in our isolation. Y -@ quantitatively more substantive then others; some forms of mourning function by overcoding,

: - repressing and simplifying “a life” in the process while others utilize it as a process to further

If it 15 mothers day or fathers day, aknowledge it. If it is the anniversary of ’.the parentc 1'nd t:xpand its comple‘zlcity. a.n:l the flow throug}x “a life” and into the lives of others; some are

death, remember and say something. If you are hanging out with your friend with a bunch rich in .the content of .a} life, c‘)thers al-e dCW-/'Old of even a hint .of it. This is simply a way of

of people and everyone's talking about parents and your friend is quiet, talk with hef, later Teasuring the coTnposmon, social relationships and value contained in these activities. These =

o ut least tell her that you felt it too, the loss, the uncom ortableness, the ‘empty E?;\;;r take place in a vacuum, as these are part of larger struggles taking place on the social =5
k ' =F

_ space, the bitterness. l I i Grief when described as an abstraction eliminates the differences between how we all

grieve differently. Flere rather then using content, substance and function as we have with the >
(ﬁ' e g T Wi =

Make time to ask questions. For me, the first year was so uncomprehendable, and after the
year came the time when I was really ready to talk, when I really needed to talk and the

i

e




=, - again, at the time seemingly endless that causes the circular nature of this, seemingly
. inescapable moment. Additionally, these moments had a psycho-physical component: in heading
227 15 the hospital every morning, as I would find myself getting off the elevator on the 7th floor,
4 Walking past her room to where our friends had collected themselves — I found myself unable to
'move, as if all my limbs ballooned with weight and I entered a state where time had slowed. By
y ' that Monday morning I would require taking a friend’s arm as they led me into her room to sit :
by her bedside; the desire to be present with her was no longer able to propel my body forward. 4
#1 This period of slowed or stopped time generalized over the entirety of my daily life, but there
A\, were a scarce number of moments that I would have to briefly become productive. In these her
mother, who was serving as her medical proxy, required information that I had gathered from
c_ountlejr ];oin;virsr_ations_between Jodi and I in regards to organ donation and end of life issues. |
'\ Between Monday‘and Thursday nearly two hundred friends and acquaintances cycled through
| Jodi’s hospital room in an enormous show of solidarity: most standing in silent observance of her
“and her life. It is rare in everyday life to find a moment where this intensity of self-activity
| develops, with a corresponding level of composition, of affective and corporeal processes, of
flows and breaks. Here normal life activities are broken in the immediacy of the moment and
this defines its content, substance and function-rather then socio-historical patterns and external
impositions.

This level of activity is too often relegzted to addressing a crisis, here to “say goodbye,”
and dissipates after the immediacy of the moment is no longer apparent. During this period
provisions were not made to effectively continue this activity; and this collected group, while it |
intersected with other communities and social networks — of friends and other activists — didn’t
properly communicate its activities as to effect these neighboring communities. The political
question that arises in this is: how can we construct moments of collectivity, not in crisis but in
everyday life, whose mechanics I have partially sketched and theorized here. In answering this
question organizationally we confront the state-apparatus, its’ discipline, and the imposition of
, certain relations of power; in this confrontation war develops. '
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-, Throughout The Moment I Cannot Escape I have used ‘passing’ rather then die, dying, death, ; - -

dead, The choice is a conscious one, as passing refers to a general process rather then a final I

\ moment or specific physical process. As Italian Philosopher Giorgio Agamben has stated “life =
and death are not properly scientific concepts but rather political concepts, which acquire a o
‘political meaning precisely only through a decision.” I feel quite strongly that I held Jodi’s ,’_’—;;____
. hand as she passed into the unknown on that terrible Saturday; and on the following Thursday, -
I 1 set my eyes on her, pushed on her nose with my right pointer finger, as I would often do when .

. she was feeling ill, and left her side for the last time — her body ceasing to function with the f—;-—

ol
—— 2

truth was, no one remembered. For everyone else, they were glad the crisis was over and
they could finally get a break. It was over for them. For me, I needed to start peeling back
the sadness and anger. I needed to remember the good things and say them outloud. I
needed witness to our history. I needed friends:

Once a roommate out of the blue made breakfast, cleaned the house, got everyone else
outside and quiet. He said "I was thinking about your mom when I woke up and I wanted

I todo something for you.” ‘

Once someone said, "I was too afraid to ask you about your mom when you were having
_such a hard time, and I'm sorry. But I do have so many things 1 wonder about your

relationship with her. I realized I don't know anything about it really. but I'm t':tfretid to ask

you questions because I'm ‘afraid it'll be orving.” I said it wasn't prying. I said, "what do
. you want to know?" |

There is relief that comes from talking. There is relief that cor'nes from finding out that
what may seem like the hugest burden in the world does.n't tu.m.m to a burden fo; so;{nfeone
else if T say it outloud. Like the details of my moms disintegration. When 1 got hac gumt
the hospital, 1 tried to tell my one friend, and he said shhh. He was not able to ea;. o

later, I told someone else and they heard it fine. They let me cry. They were ngt crushed by

it atall. !

Around anniversary time, 1 like it when someone else figures out something for me to do.
Not anything too elaborate. It's just that left to myself, I will get angry or disassociated
and I will "forget” and try and push it away, and then I'll remember and get sad and angry
at myself. I like to be taken to the woods, may be just for an hour or two. Swimming
maybe, or where there is something special and beautiful. I like it when someone cooks for
me. comes into my room if I am not leaving it. leaves a little note saying something - I am
here for you. 1 will be here all day if you need me. I will be back at 7, I will be in the
garden. I am baking you cake, T am thinking about you, I am sad for you I am angry for
you I am wishing and thinking and amazed at your survival. [ wish I had known her, I
wish I had been able to be there to help you. I wish you didn't have to do so much of all of
that and all of this alone. I want to figure out how to be a better friend to you, and I am

going to figure it out. I am loving you.

Leave me a note if it's ok if I come in.




A HLEENHEESAY

Circle what you think you might need:

for me to come and hold you 1
for me to stay outside your door but play you-some music
for me to play music to you inside your room
dancing ' ‘
for me to ask you questions o i
for me to just be near and silent | ]
for me to held your hand while you call your other family
to talk about the rest of the family
to go outside and scream
to go outside and talk about anything but this death
to get away from here
go to a movie !
distraction |
acknowledgement ‘
some kind of ceremony ; ‘ :
to get the rest of the roommates out of the house i j‘
to get the rest of the roommates to stop giving you uncomfortable
to get people to stop trying to cheer you up "1ooks
to tell everyone else that this is the anniversary day - ‘
to tell you that all the mixed things you feel are ok
to tell you the things I love about you '
to tell you that this is the worst thing you'll ever know

to tell you that I want to know everything. it is not a burden. -

circle what you think you might need. or write more. I want to be here for you. I want to

M be your friend.
T

1 function — that are productive. [These activities are acts of struggle; of those against the

| doctors filed through, as visitors

BN act of violence; from the respirator

B constant imposition against the

completing the treatment she was exhausted and I ushered her home to rest. Over the next day.
she would find herself wandering the city streets, lost, and when I returned late the following ".’,.'.
night-it was clear something was wrong and that she needed to go to the emergency room.‘.
From this moment, until the evening of that terrible Saturday the 2Ist of July, she would g%
become a resident of Room 510 at New York Methodist Hospital, not far from either of our
residences, as they struggled to deteninine what condition her condition was in.

| ' All these moments and memories that come before ‘the moment I cannot escape’ are seen
| through its lens, as it is impossible for me to understand the dynamics of the situation without it
l being tainted by what followed. Even with over a decade of community organizing experience I
' was unable to construct a collaborative effort of care, and collectivize the process and activities
| Jodi and I were engaged in. I carry an incredible guilt for the nights I didn't travel up to Jodi’s
l apartment, for not discussing the entirety of the situation with her, for the times that I lacked ™
ipatience. and for the now irritable heartache I cannot acknowledge nor apologize for that I
caused her during the course of our partnership. Any relationship of care, regardless of its

affective and physical components, is composed of activities — its content, substance, and

imposition of care work, gendered and capitalist social relations. It is these that we need to

investigate, further, expand upon, and wh : TN "
mnvestigate ! erllexpan upon, and w €Te necessary construct. ] .. _
1

What I had realized on Sunda i | |
) : Y evening was apparent to all by M ing; i 3
never coming back to me, to us, ‘ i e 2t Ay Jodi was

n : and this world we all inhabit. With EEG MRI i
no brain activity” and the discovery that the i o .

{ neurological team provided not even the slimmest
For the next four days,

forcing air into ones lungs, the constant maintenance of fluid .

i and nutrient levels, the surveillance of the body’s entire functioning, all of this requiring aﬁ

E ) known or perceived will of the ‘person.’ %
very blip on the monitor or drop in blood pressure would cause me to shake or a friend




) I entered her room, walked up to her bedside, and took her hand as she violently seized.
' -Standing there alone with her, doctors just outside the door, the nurses running in and out,
unable to speak besides to say “its me,” periodically covering her naked body as she pulled at her
| hospital gown, her eyes closed — I held her hand and watched as she passed into the unknown.
Every morning since this moment, as soon as I realize that I am awakening into the day, I have
N the most uncontrollable terrors; but as I shake and cry I am able to find other memories of her

4 that allow me to escape from this.
* ¥ *k

b Five days after that terrible Saturday in July, on the night that her body was finally at rest, I
M gave a panegyric at a gathering in Prospect Park of nearly seventy of her friends. I described
B her as “a character,” continuing, “Her raspy voice and personality carried on- far beyond her
small body. Argumentative, sharp, punchy, and quick would all describe her conversational
3 style and how she interacted with the world; yet within this she was unrelenting in her support
PP and love for her friends. Her social conscience intersected with her love of craft and old
| typewriters, which in turn intersected with her unique sense of humor and her obsession with
M bulldogs (she just couldn’t walk past one without grabbing it in her arms).” The lines that
l immediately followed these were read by a Conor, a close mutual friend, as I was temporarily
gl unable to continue.

I began the piece, titled “Jodi Tilton: A Life,” which this paragraph is drawn from,
quite late on Sunday evening, after that terrible Saturday: after watching her pass into the
unknown, after walking from her bedside to consult with the doctors and to call her parents to
let them know they needed to return to the hospital, after she seized for nearly five hours as I
held her hand, after her move to the Intensive Care Unit, after a number of friends arrived,
after emergency brain surgery, after hoping that the swelling would go down, after scan after
scan reported “no brain activity,” after we maintained a constant vigil in the waiting room and
at her bedside for two days. After I returned home, to my room, alone; after I caught myself as
I thought I was losing my mind — I realized that she was never coming back to me, to us, and
this world we all inhabit.

This is ‘the moment I cannot escape’: because in this moment, with this realization, a
productive capacity — a machine (really a set of tiny machines) — began to turn inside of me. I
began to walk along a number of “lines of flight,” one produced “A Life”; others are far more
dangerous. [ Ry N - T

. - -4
On July 9th 1 accompanied Jodi for her second, and what would be her final, Rfemicade
treatment; which is a particularly insidious, genetically modified, option for autoimmune

disorders. This became her last resort, as the steroids were not controlling her flair ups, -a.f‘ld
she would =~* accept the steroids interfering with her ability
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.if i Noté to Reéd&s: :’.Vn’lc intent of this story is to record a very personal journey though coping

. with the death of a loved one. It contains language that may be dzsernpowa::‘i for Wor;z:z; :

" identified readers. However, after a productive dialogue bem:een auth_or and 1:‘;’ we_ﬁﬂiaﬂ

 decided to retain this language because it illustrates the potential experieace of gx; tbexpr sion
as gendered and emasculating- While a deeper discussion of this theme is beyond the scope

this piece, we invite readers to think and talk about how gender functions both here and in our

communities in ways that might restrict our healing. The value of this discussion 15 as importan

a5 the emotional honesty offered by the author of this piece. |

v - .
The thing about it is, it takes a long time. It lives up to its name, festering and slowh,r e;'it%ng
away at tissue and nerves and skin, at cells and memories and soul. I'really don_ t thm’k ‘
anything’s been more aptly named throughout history. Though if you think abou.t it, thart s
a sort of cyclical logic. After all, we gave it that name. Soit’s like I think that it acts like
the name we gave to it, though it didn’t really have a name before we named it. Thus, we
defined such a thing. We gave it identity and in some small way, a fraction of power.
Which in a wayis more power than it deserved, because it made it more dangerous and more
hurtful than before. There's a shred of comfort in the unknown, in being able to admit that
you are ignorant. It takes things out of your hands in 2 way. But knowing what it is,
knowing what could be done or what could have been done, it makes you doubt yourself,
makes you hate the world and temporarily forget about what's needed. Love and support
and simply being there to hold a withered hand, and squeeze it with every ounce of goddamn
strength you've got, to make up for it on that other end.

Hold fast.
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" & After a while, it started to stop hurting. Not completely, but enough. Enough so that I Cor o
4 ould get up in the morning and have a few cups of coffee, get in my car and go to work and vt g | ) . - . o )
get through the day without throwing up info the toilet in a stall or staring at the computer N\ E v} I :

screen until my vision blurred, unaware of the tears that had been streaming down my face,
oblivious to my coworkers staring, afraid and silent. I hadn’t said at word at home. Sarah oo 3 ;
would just look at me wide-eyed as I'd watch TV or eat, alwayé on the verge of saying - i )-*“ . . AN oo '

something. We'd gone together, in the car at the crack of dawn to make the two-hour trip g - " What folIows is an excerpt from a very m:h and detailed piece, in which the author discusses the
there, beating traffic, just for me and her to smoke afterwards with my sister and and . ‘ :l*' intersection between care work, death, mourning and radical politics utilizing a narrative from
cousins in the parking lot afterward, silent. My cousins passed a flask back and forth. .Fus own life. It is highly recommended that interested readers seek out the complete _text wh:_cb

canbcfoundatm warmachmesmfo Qh‘a.ﬁ 1 gﬁ # e o
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At the time of this writing, it is nearly six months from that terrible Saturday, since I held Jodi’s
. hand as she passed into the unknown. |
- Just two hours earlier I had left her bedside, hugged her, kissed her forehead, stated |

“It'1l be hard to accept...” my dad had said, staring straight ahead. “Ifll be hard to accept .
but one day, vou'll feel ok and the truth won’t seem so bad.” I don’t know if he was trying
to convince me or himself. Probably a bit of both. All I really remember is that his

shoulders had never seemed so low, he'd never seemed so small. Against all those memories . that “T'll see you later when you wake up from your nap” as I looked back on my way out the - -

of him, taller than me, setting up basketball hoops and barbeques in the yard, grinning door; looked back at her outstretched arm and how it slowly dropped to her side. She reached _

mischievously whenever he said something obnoxious to make my mother mad at the dinner %_p for me as she said goodbye, unable at this point to really speak more then a few words, but I :

table...it made me sad, to see him so small. : ; knew every ‘look’ and I understood what she was saying to me. I see this image every time I
P close my eyes, no matter how much I try to drink it away. But this is not the moment I am

, referring too. r‘

As I left the hospital T spoke with her parents, letting them know she wanted to try and "

£

sl

M

ik

“Hey man, how are you doing?” My coworkers all ask. They can’t help it. I'm fan- |
fucking-tastic Greg, just on top of the world. For a second every muscle is screaming to .

jump up like a spring-loaded toy and snap out, a hard fist against a soft and sycophantic

jawbone, and feel it shatter under my knuckles like candied glass.

- I tried to summon a weak smile, the kind where you're trying to fake it and you can’t pull it
off, but that’s not a problem because people know vou're trying, and the effort’s enough.
“I'm okay, I guess.” I turned back to my computer. “I mean, at least it’s over.”

“Yeah, I guess.”
behind me.

He went back to his desk across the office, and I felt another presence

“She’s in a better place, vou know.” I felt it on my shoulder, an unwanted fat and heavy
hand. For a minute old me slips through the boarded up windows, and “heavy with

righteousness” comes to mind, but only for a second.

A

get some sleep before a group of us came back later in the evening. They mentioned that the ;: K

doctors didn’t see a change in her condition, as the past four days she was loosing her ability to

speak, walk, and collect herself. While I was worried, I was yet to be distraught, as she was on ::‘;#

a lot of medication and at twenty-three years of age [ thought ‘brain plasticity’ would allow for
a full recovery. When this new set of symptoms began to set in, [ remember a moment quite

' clearly as she sat on her bedside, with me standing before her. Her arms around my waist, mine

intertwined with hers and resting on her shoulders. She was concerned that the lesions that had

developed in her brain, and that were causing this trouble, were permanent and that she would "

_ i never be the same. To her “I'll never be smart again,” I said in response “you're gonna be ok,” £&
\, and promised that I would be there throughout her recovery. I squeezed her to confirm this; it '
B, Was always that way with us, words were secondary to what we would say with our eyes, arms,
8 3nd ‘looks.”

I was called back to the hospital by Ben, a good friend of us both, who said she wasn’t
doing well.

] As T raced up to the hospital on my bike, I called on others to join me. But in _
P 4 getting off the elevator, seeing the expression on Bens’ face, and the seriousness of the doctors
7 | huddled Just outside her door caused me to break from all the moments before and after.
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GOING HOME ‘, by alil b.

my grandmother passed away back in 2003, accordi
. ,» according to the gravest
that time of my life was blur- y one

1 was living at the hobo house i
make rent and not drop out of school, maintain some semblance; :;'Y sz]ngit;o
my dog died, then grandmother passed away. it was definitely a suc.ke;
punch to my insanely emotionally fragile heart. i hadn' |
since she was buried-
guess. ]

y t visited her grave
not because i didnt want to, time just sort of slips by, i

R

b

im back on long island for a few days- mos.tly just to hoa;ag out
with my folks, maybe clean out miy room a little .more. t 3(; Zr}?;
mom's cowokers took her out for lunch for her birthday, an
invited me along. across the street was t!le cemetery whetje lx;ny
grandparents are buried, so after i d{opped mom off_ at worf < c;
went back to the cemetery and stroiled around, trying to 1;;e
their graves. lots and lo_ts of dead people there-— hm
with the burying of remains 1 quiet places
road and next to the
building, thinking it

funny animals, what .
(well, not so quiet- right off scarfng-town
traintracks.) anyway, i stepped inside- a.

F|

might be the office- nope. definitely 2 mausoleum. it smelled like

'
.]- ] I]

acoustics were totally killer, given the _high
completely granite walls. | g

L3
so, in my grandmother's memory, i belted out a totally stellar rendition of
Cabaret for all the dead folks. see, grandmother loved playing the piano
and performing. she was never a grumpy old lady- in fact, she made fun of
those kinds of old ladies- the crabby kind i have to.deal with at work-
anyway, if any of them were complaining that her insane granddaughter
was disturbing their eternal rest, im sure she was there backing me up and
teasing them into enjoying probably the only performance they would hear
in a very long time. i sang as loud as i could, and danced on the benches
reserved for weeping, and joked with the crowd about the irony of singing
a song about how short and sweet life is ("start by admitting from cradle to
tomb, it isnt that a long a stay- ha, you know!™) when i finished, there was
(stunned?) silence, but i imagined applause echoing around the room.

4
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| Ididn’t deny it. I didn’t get angry at anyone or at myself. Ididn’t think I was depressed or
¥ had someone to bargain with, whatever that meant. And I mean, how are you gonna accept
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“Y suppose s0,” I said without turning around, still working on something. I shifted out of -
the grip, reaching to the other side of the cubicle to get something. “At least it's over” 1
repeated. After a few seconds of silence, I could feel the hand lift off my shoulder and then
leave. 1 hadn’t even bothered to turn around.

It scemed like a good thing to keep thinking. “She’s in a better place”. Or at least say to .
avoid having actual conversations with people. I'm not sure, T couldn’t really be bothered to
try and respohd in 'any'sort of coherent way. Just being able to function on autopilot
without having something fail within me at a mental level seemed like a monumental step
for me to have taken, and to get beyond that and attempt another shade of semblance of

¥ normalcy was too much to ask.

P No one was at home when I got back. There was a note by the phone from Sarah, she’d

gone out with some friends to a play and then dinner and drinks, and to call her cell if I
needed anything. I crumpled the note up, planted myself on the floor in front of the TV. I
didn’t turn it on right away, I just sat there for a second, feeling the day slowly catch up to

| me. Sarah’d been trying to keep me busy. She knew how my brain worked, she'd go get us

coffee as we'd sit around the foot of the bed, unwilling to leave for even a second for fear of

| missing anything.

She would always said to try and make something out of every day, a small way to fight the
grind. I thought for a second that I'd welcome that grind, something daylong that I could
keep my mind on and not have seconds, minutes, hours to spare. Someone in a shirt and tie,
the sleeves rolled up and the tie slightly askew like he’d been working hard all day, tried to
talk to me. There are five stages and it’'s normal for you to feel the way you do, he'd said.
But soon, she’ll be in a better place and then you'll be able to face each step one at a time
until everything’s OK again, until you can feel normal. '

it? I thought I was doing well. That heavy feeling, that keeps you numb and feels like
poison ivy slowly creeping up your arms from ignorant childhood fingers? That’s normal, -
right? It's just a part of you reminding your brain that something is different, something
you need to just accept. Nothing I can do about it. 1;7
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' , ~ have that flag in an honored place in my apartment now. Whether it is my flag, it
iﬁlgighme;t ) hhar;h. A ban:age agamnst your body and mi‘}d’ withering you down to a ; | was his. And I honor his gaods, as I honor him, even if I myself could neveryknefl, in
. usk, a s adow of self in the name of cures. After a point I told myself I couldn’t do : homage to them, and if I pray at all, it is for their fall |

f IT: anymore: couldn’t bring myself to sit there and lock at her without crying and bawling ' ' , S
like a fucking bitch, biting my knuckles hard until I bled, sending the nurse alarmed for

antiseptic, and wishing there was somethin : ' L o
g I could do, someone I could hurt ake thi . . .
all go away. , urt to make this { - I have come toa wisdom over these months, not just an acceptance of his death, but

- truly z celebration. HHis demons, and mine, and all of yours, are linked, my

. comrades. They are the same. We all suffer under the tyranny of a blood thirsty
élite, their system and their state, a nightmare world in which not even they can be
truly happy. Someday, we shall win, sisters, brothers, and all; never doubt that.

- Take heart from the battle we each fight, each in our own way, in just continuing to

But I didn’t go away, I sat there. Because that's what I had to do. I couldn’t explain it, not
to anyone who asked, not to Sarah, not to Cathy, not to any of my friends who held me as I
stared wordlessly whenever I stole moments to try and see them to try and distract myself
: bu-riecii in beer. I got to know tiled walls and sterile floors well, pacing back and forth:
drinking so much shitty coffee I didn’t sleep for three days straight at one point. We'd all

fall asleep in the chairs or at the foot of starch-white sheets of the bed, a sad pathetic united ' live in this horrific world. Even if our glorious dawn never comes, and the night
mess of family., We slept and woke up and they was yelling and pushing us out of the way .~ lasts until we as a species perish from the face of the earth—still, the battle is not -
as alarms went off and nurses and doctors ran around. ' ) '_ . lost. My father fought that battle to his death, and he did. find his liberation; the :

) , . monsters who deal in slavery and genocide and all manner of atrocity, the ones he =
Two nights later’I drank so much I had to be carried out to someone’s couch, still reeking of o perceived and could not escape in life—they cannot follow us into death. We shall -
2 bottle of Maker's Mark with stains of God-knows-what on my shirt and pants, my eyes red he free. And I am happy, deeply happy, to know my father finally escaped them.

and mjf throat sore from screaming at the sky and at familiar faces, they didn’t know what I
was gomng through and they couldn’t help me, at least then in my mind. My friends told me . T S ' " I : this
they thought I'd had alcohol poisoning. I remembered vivid dreams, dreams that had me -+ And the beauty he managed to see, and share with me and all his many friends, this

screamiing in silence in a white void where I was so scared of looking down I hit myself in the shows the indomitableness of the human spirit, which in spite of all oppressions, be
eyes. .

" | they real, imagined, or something between, can remain a vibrant and inspiring
wellspring of love, which cannot be defeated. We love each other now, and it is our

love, and its power, that proves that our visionary world is possible. If love is
possible, even in the corrupting and perverting and soul-crushing powers of this {?
world, then I lnow anarchy can and will flower in all its ecstatic and rapturous

potentials, when this system is finally brought down, or collapses of its own evil
“What are you doing?” She dropped her keys on the floor, clattering like a pile of coins in 2 ? weight. If my father could be kind, and loving, a fine father to me, despite all his

pocket, and came over, crouching down next to me. “Have you been sitting here since you - faults and mistakes, even with the double weight of oppressions outside and inside
came home from work?” ' : his head; if my own battle can be fought, and sometimes achieve little victories, with

“p o | the help of my comrades and friends and my ideals; if people can be good to each
; think so.” I didn't really k.now what to tell her. It was like a chunk of time had just other, even sometimes, then our world is possible. Indeed, it already exists, in our
- disappeared. The glare and noise of the TV had covered me like a blanket. hearts. Thank you, Daddy, for giving me hope.
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The scar under my left eye was miniscule.

I heard the door open. Suddenly, I noticed that it was darker. The LED clock blinked ? o -
am, and I heard Sarah. : ‘g




: Perhaps the most difficult thing. about it all was our political differences, which
revolved round the age-old debate of reform or revolution. He never condemned
the bastards in his mind; he acknowledged their authority, always defending this
wretched system when we argued, because in his mind, it could always be worse;
and where T was forced to Revolution to feel any sense of hope or dignity as my
monsters assailed me, he urged a pacifist attitude which made me feel shame in his
denigration of the working class which he, and I, were born into and, happily or
sadly, remain. He was a bcautiful, kind, noblc human being. But, his
unwillingness to make the conclusion 1 have made, that all oligarchs must fall, and
that the People are the only ones worth dying for, made him a sadder man than I
have beer. No matter how horrible it gets, I can find a strength in my faith in
humanity, and their eventual liberation from this terrible Babylon. He never had
that. And, while he was alive, I could never give him that gift. :

o N |

I am sad, contemplating the pain of his life. 1 grieve for him. But, too, I know he
is now finally at peace, his suffering finally over. I know that many anarchists
subscribe to the “No Gods, No Masters” concept, and presumably distrust any idea
of an afterlife. I myself am not so doctrinaire. I neither believe in an afterlife, nor

do I disbelieve it. T guess I'll figure it out when I get there. For my father, Heaven
was something he could not possibly live without, and 1 never tried to take it away
from him. When my family went into his hospital rocom, to view the body the night
he died, his face was one of unbelievable ecstasy. His eyes were closed, and his
mouth, though it had a great tube sticking in it, was a smile—not a peaceful smile,
or one even of relief, but of absolute rapture. Perhaps he never got to heaven; but
his last moment on this plane was surely the greatest release he ever felt. I hope my

~ moment of death shall be that totality, even if it's just the last flare of the flame of
 life, before the final darkness.
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7%; My friends were glorious to me, during the wake, and the funeral that followed.
They remain my rock and my joy. Solidarity. This is perhaps the most beautiful of
human feelings. And though my father was buried under the flag of a country that
had betrayed him, that has stood for some of the worst atrocities in human history, 1
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("7 ] A white blanket over a face. All of a sudden I had to get up, get out, get.it out. I =
{:‘; scrambled to my feet, realizing how sweaty and clammy I was just sitting there, as I
fumbled around in the dark, looking for the bathroom. I didn’t even hit the lights, I just fell
TR to my knees and grasped at the cool, slick, comforting edge of the toilet bowl in the gloom,

- faintly seeing the white of the tiles.
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I threw up. I threw up until I had nothing more to purge, screaming and crying as [ hungi
my head there, mouth slack open and drooling, wet tears rolling down my face as T heaved

and screamed and grunted and cried. At one point I felt the lights get turned on, though I
}] don’t know if that was just in my head as I squeezed my face, squeezing my eyes closed as I
1} felt the sick hot liquid against the back of my throat, against my teeth as I gagged and spat
and wretched my stomach, pushing it all out. Every poison I'd felt as they’d given it to her
as if it might help, ever word I'd wanted to say and curse I'd wanted to scream because my
rational brain told me they wouldn’t do any good, and every word I tried to choke out but
| couldn’t because I couldn’t keep it together and I had to be strong, I'd had to be strong for
| her. She was gone, gone, and all ] wanted to do was just empty myself out of everything
j that I'd ever felt, from the first moment I could ever remember in her arms, barely able to

walk, to that last moment when I almost broke my hand punching through the window.
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Finally T was done. There was nothing left, I don’t even know how long I'd been there
puking up what little I'd eaten and drank in the past few days. I almost fell, face-first into
the watery, dirty mess in the bowl but Sarah caught me, by the back of the neck like I was a ‘
puppy dog. I felt something cold and wet against my face. “Goddamnit” she whispered. I dﬂ\
could hear her fighting back tears for a second, “don’t worry, it'll be ok.” T curled up, - ﬂ
wrapping my arms around my shoulders, my face on her knee. “It'il be ok.”

felt the pain in every nerve, every extremity, every inch of my body. And I could feel it

o
I felt empty. It still hurt, but different. That heavy slow poison from before was gone. I }
slowly die down, bit by bit, and feeling return. Or maybe I was imagining it, I didn’t know. #‘

“It'll be ok.” 1 felt a hot tear fall onto my cheek, and I opened my eves and looked ﬁp at
her. She grinned at me, wiping at her cheek.




' "o r““" e I 1 HIJ I 0

[T ”

we packed everything;

making a small mound of red and green paper
in the back of a '95 ford windstar

before heading west.

I still can't remember the year;

only his skin, dark and leathery.

his red plaid shirt,

worn belts,

and a pair of boots that would never fit
but damned if I didn't try.

we packed everything;

our feet resting above the shotguns and rifles
laying about in odd angles,

like floorboards after a storm.

My father died in October of 2006, after a year and a half of living with illness
physical, emotional, and spiritual. The last times T visited him in the nursing homé
he'd found himself in, he would tell me to hush while he listened to “gun shots”
ringing through the hallway outside his room. His mind had always been the
playground for demons of his paranoia, and the last time he talked with me, he
assured me that the powers that be were moving to assassinate him. He'd been
tortured by such fears for longer than I've been alive; and from a young age, he
schooled me on the dark, inner circles which ran the world, and which had been
fucking with him sincehe was in his twenties. Over the years of their m'arriage, my
mother had to deal with his almost vearly visits to the hospital for extended stays,
had to shoot him up with Prolixin, and suffer through his alcoholism.
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Yet, I always found him heroic in his battle. Real or imagined, his tormentors
represented the most evil tendencies in the human condition, personified in the form
of what he called “the bourgeoisie,” a word I learnt when I was no more than three
years old. When my own schizophrenia began to affect me, in my early twenties,
the voices I heard and the “plot” they wrote for me were these same shadows, these
same ruling circles, and after some ten years of fighting them, their character has
not changed. I have inherited my father’s paranoia, his hypersensitivity and
hyperawareness of the evil way this world is structured, and, like him, I have made
my own private fight against them, taking up my own red and black banner to
stand alone on the barricades against their onslaught. 1 know what my father
suffered, because I suffer the same. I love him deeply, deeply respect him, and also
I find it hard to forgive him {or implanting in me the seeds of my madness.

i
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!e as your body passed

%a

| remembering you.

VR, '»@

from this world into beyond.
T was there to send you off,

my friend. e gt
And I am honored ‘ s :
¢ to have witnessed your death. 4 - n b 1@
1 To me, there is nothing more sacred.
' 1 was there to help your parents ' 3 it
M box up your material remains. .
My I boxed up your material remains
as your other friends wallowed in them — ey i
H B = ‘ T

e Sharing those moments after your death with them was strange because they were complete

£l strangers to me. _ . .- - P w
¥ I got wrapped up in the shit :
¥j of those with whom you surrounded yourself in the end.
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They questioned my presence, u
]

#4 my intentions.
S If they had only known you as I did.

l Only known of my promise to you.
e o LT G T ‘Oﬁ

- LA el

by kerid‘y

I call my parents each night to let them know I am home safe ahd sdurﬁd“ I do this every night even
- if T am tired or I do not feel like talking. One time I forgot to call my mom and realized my mistake

and called a few hours late. She picked up the phone crying. I am 28 years old, I have been living
on my own for 10 years When I tell people I have to call my parents at night they think that my

= parents either don't trust me or they treat me like a child. Neither of those are true, it comes down

to having lost a child and wanting to'protect the other. Truth be told, if I call my parents and they

; do no pick up, I get worried too. This act has extended to my boyfriend, T like him to call if he is

running late or has to do something after work.

My younger sister died October 27, almost 4 years ago at the age of 23. She w as in the passenger

. side of her friend’s car. Her friend was celebrating his 2/ birthday and was drinking and doing
" drugs. When he crashed his truck, he lived that night, while my sister lost her life. When I talk to

people about drinking and driving I tell them that I still have nightmares of visiting her at the
funeral home with the top of her head covered with a white towel.

‘Maybe some day people will
realize that drinking and driving is pointless and-dangerous.

e T

When I meet people who have had a
~family member die because of a drunk driver I feel a bond. =- .

T - - o V Jl .
L : b Do
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1 have thought so hard about how to approach this piece and I still don't know how.

Sw ™ My

Maybe I can tell you why I am interested at all in writing about death.

Two years ago my son's father died of cancer. He died around 6 weeks after my newest
child was born, the child of my current husband.
==

——— 1 had been divorced from my husband for quite some time and I had a very mixed

//'/'/'— experience with his death, because to be perfectly honest, I didn't like my ex-husband very
[1.‘@ much. One of my greatest fears in life was that I would die and my ex would get custody of
:.-:./- ~ s my son, who is now 11. Life with his father would be difficult as his dad was an exacting, . '

.. criticizing person. But I won't go too far into that, for he is now dead and I have no reason
.),2 to discuss his shortcomings for they have left with him.
o

~‘ ’ _ 4 My son has been remarkably free of any gfief since the death of his father. I kept waiting

the processing of grief. Sasha, my son, showed anger and contempt for my husband for a

few months, but that was it. He got over it quickly. He confessed that he felt secretly

relieved that his dad was gone and 1 affirmed for him that it is OK to have those feelings. I
1 fully expect, however, that he will process this event in different ways throughout his life.

I When he is a teen he will likely idolize his dad, because he will be the parent who is not
there. I witnessed how my friends in their teens idolized fathers who had picked up and
walked out on the family. I could see that he could go through something similar and I
fully expect it. '

He will also likely go through something else when he is the age his father was when he
died (45 years old). He may at that time grapple with his own mortality.

There's no way of telling what the future brings or how he will interpret his dad’s death as
! he matures.

| ;21

for it to hit him, for him to show the grief as I know children can be different than adults in . ., |
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| DEAR CHRIN

I had the unusual experience of watching my ex-husband d1e, and he had what m1ght be 4 by o Tilia hurd .
described as a "good death,” in the sense that he organized a dying celebration and é DearChns, reg .2,
ceremony to honor his life and died during it, which seemed to be exactly what he wanted. C

But I would like to shift focus now and tell you a little bit about things I learned from my
ex-husba.nd's death about death itself.

@' -
OAG'

|
' What is left of you in my memory?

' I'd like to say that what's left

; [
i

j?-

I will not pretend that he probably didn't feel horrible before he died, as he most likely did.

B . ‘ after your death
ut I was glad that his wishes were mostly fulfilled about who would be present and what W are pieces that I knew of Chris- i
| the mood of the event would be. ‘ idea machine Chris: l
. . ) . . ) ' . ¢ morning pancakes on the griddle Chris;
Although I didn't like him, I felt absolutely horrible about his having to die, I cried with humming “tee-tee-tee” Chris; 1
i him when he told me the fear he felt, and I would have done just about anything possible to

ofta

But that's not all of that’s left. 1
alleviate his considerable pain and discomfort. There are few things worse than watching a

person go through something like this as they are often terrified and there are few ways to
| reassure the person's fears as they face the unknown. I could have told him he would go

|

The other night I dreamt
that I was the one who killed you.

.

| straight to heaven, but T don't know that and he wouldn't have likely bought it. Even if he 7 $ Instead of the AIDS virus »
dxd, his fear would have still be looming and heavy. ‘ 4 that infected your mind, e e— |
) your inventive mind. S ¢
The only thing I tried to assure him of was that I would care well for Sasha and not speak ‘ { Why,
poorly of him to our son after he was gone. This has been a difficult promise to keep as my 'ﬁ a year after you've passed,
! son often expresses his anger towards his dad and I feel it is important to affirm his feelings. r am I left with feelings
Sometimes I will affirm that his dad was difficult in all the ways he was, but try to explain e 4 of guilt and betrayal? I _
to him that his father was a victim of childhood abuse and racism, being born indigenous- @ You told your sickness to me and no one else. gl
looking in Euro-centric Chile. I try to explain how these hardships can affect a person's " That was heavier than I could bear. _ ‘
behavior without them even being aware of it themselves. § Secing you continue your romps with various men, i
' | v 4 unsuspecting men. .. T ¥
Q I always thought that if a person I knew was dying of terminal cancer, I would try my best q I told Debbie i
to provide them with pain relief, stepping outside the law if necessary. Namely, buying . since she was the one that convinced you i 4
heroin for a dying person in pain is not outside my ethical system. I am very aware that 'f ' to get tested for syphilis in the first place. ' E v
\ ™ pain is often under treated because doctors prescribing opiates are monitored by the t . Toyou, this was betrayal and you shunned me. { ‘i

g

Whlch is total buHsh1t if you ask me.

’ﬁ\g government that is more concerned with curbing addiction than helping people in pain.

= . But I made a promise to you.
I promised you that I would be there for you through your s1ckness

‘ln‘

. as support and as family. ‘ - = — -
L
- uld lean on, - =
Someone you co | 5 . . 53}
\ someone to lend you money. al
I was there for you o - &
el o £

-



with me until Kel came, but when she arrived Kel was a complete
wreck. I was in shock, completely numb, and thought that 1 could

get on-with the next day's plans as usual. After a sleepless night, I

walked Kel halfway to fhe train station before going to talk to a
counselor about what had happened. We came up with a plan

| (simply to eat and to sleep), which I was barely able to follow for
the next week: I quickly lost weight, and didn’t realize that I was
dangerously self-medicating with cold medicine. I closed all the

blinds and locked myself in my bedroom, drinking and listening to
slow, somber music. In retrospect, my reaction that first week set

the course for the next year, a time marked by periods of extreme
isolation and depression.

to talk. Then came the night of your wake, which was by far the
worst nlght of my life and has frightened me beyond words. I was
completely unprepared, and sometimes I still try and blame you
and that night for my burgeoning alcoholism. I drink to remember
you, to feel stronger when talking about vou, to permit myself to
. think and talk about you, and to feel more connected to the people
around me. But now it’s been 1 and 1/4 years and I want to be
done, I want you to never have existed, 1 want to live with the
living, and I want our shit to be resolved -- and it never will be. [
love you, always, but now I can see through you. Now, all T can
do is apologize. “Metal heart, you're not hiding/ metal heart,
you're not worth a thing.” T'll apologize to you, to nothing and for

nothing, always.
(62

Really, I didn’t need anyone to say
anything to me (there was nothing to say), but I did need people to :
just be there, to physically be there, and to listen to me if T wanted

o ———

When my ex was dying, however, I reahzed that herom would not ltkely help h1m He had -
tremendous digestive problems in his last days and one of the problems relating to this was
constipation, a condition that would surely be made worse by adding street opiates to the
other prescribed meds he was taking. I realized a dose of heroin might kill him and I wasn't
ready to be responsible for this, a]though he expressed very clearly that he wanted to die. "
There is no handbook for how to handle this stuff and when it is best to help someone take
matters into their own hands. It must be considered on a case-by-case basis, and even then |
you are probably likely to feel fear that you are doing the wrong thing or question your '
actions because we have become a culture very far removed from death. It's kind of like |l
delivering a baby when you have no idea how to. \

He told me he had a good doctor who was willing to help him die, which is what he wanted
and so I left it at that, never offering him the heroin. The sad thing about the doctor's
merciful offer was that he would have to re-enter the hospital to get the doctor's help in
dying. I think he would have preferred to stay home, and again this proves the lack of N
mercy that the law offers in allowing people to have the death they want. | # \

He did, however, get to have his older son come to the hospital and build a sculpture in the 1
room, a tribute to my ex's life as a woodworker, it had saw blades hanging from it and it |
was beautiful. A {fellow Chilean who practices Native American. spirituality came and ‘
chanted and asked the forces and powers"-to"‘take him, and after maybe 20 or 30 minutes of
this rambling prayer-invocation he died. He had invited many people to be there and the
room was full of people he loved most and also people he knew only as casual
acquaintances, my new child was there, and others. 1 think it was the most human death
one could possibly have in a hospital setting.

My husband has told me that we have become removed from death as a culture. In the
' middle ages people buried their dead in their back yards. Later they began to bury them in
it;he town square. Now we bury our dead far, far away in towns far removed from our
cities.

I read recently that during the Victorian era people would often picnic in graveyards as an
I_Iouting. Although I don't think the Victorian era was terribly enlightened, this long-lost r’
practicé makes sense me. I image that gathered around the burial place of a dead relative or Lé
friend, conversation might turn to that person and what they meant to everyone who knew
them when they are living. | [ 2
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1. We were swept up, or maybe just whir : .
was consensual and it was nice, and it was intense, and it was fast. We were moving

entire continents beneath our feet. Two tickets out, when I left that’s all I had. ’I.‘he
scales were shifting the weight all on their own. A whole great space was opening

i ’y}‘,"
k
; d

yself I could make it through the
winter. That this wasn’t the hardest year, and that I had the support web to hold
myself above water. I mean I'm just learning how to swim but we were going to
. make it; we are going to make it, but I really thought it was going to be easier.

- t T can't really
3. I got a stream of phone calls in early September. They were so fas

bogus
| _ Max was arrested on some
remember who they were from, or the order et out by @ triend. Stole a

is insuli tes (evidence). It happened so
go see his favorite ;%nd.ITl?:e;O 1138\3:;,(1 atllshl:gs:;fty airport with my.r momtl in‘ rr;i
b, 2 e nD@c::man;id I were at the police station, going fhroug‘hdhm sz?rll eett.imeS
zz;;::rs rlcrse}?, A debit card, a few pictur.es, andal'ih;r}g;lzslzm Za:'m.eu, o
e is'lﬂ{é V‘?mi_tk‘g_; \:rjaiuzl :irﬁir?g ;xn:ld then something comes out. of ?701:', 1rt1
o mo'f“mi ey 'tu?qegncoﬁtrollable, and so powerful. It wasno longer an ms:}lltu xow
T S}EWS' 'lt 1Sas 2 fucking battlefield, we were€ struggliflg to control the r..';
° ogii;esgi:?.wgtwire feeling, we were fighting ourselves, trying to pull everything
emo

back inside us, butin a fight like that how can you win. |

24,

|
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I was listening to my favorite song when I got the first call. The
song was “Metal Heart” by Cat Power, and it was a song that we
used to listen to together. Once we sat on the edge of my bed in
my old room, and as I tried to tell you how great I thought the
song was you interrupted to ask a silly question. This time, as [
was listening to the song, I was painting. Can you believe it? 1
hadn’t painted anything in years, except for this one day when I
went out and bought paints and decided that I was going to make
something beautiful. 1 was listening to “Metal Heart” and
painting when 1 got that first call from our friend, Kel. I was so
excited to hear her voice, but now she was crying. She said you
overdosed. A friend had found you in the bathroom, and there was
blood dripping from your ears onto your hair. Pacing back and
forth on my back porch, I talked to Kel for almost an hour and
tried to convince her and myself that you were fine, that this was
totally normal, that you were so tough and that nothing could hurt

you. I took a shower to prepare myself and for the first time, 1 let

myself imagine that you might actually be gone. Then, clutching
my drained cell phone, I started calling other friends. One friend
had just talked to you hours before and thought that T was calling
to confirm our plans to party at her parentless house the next
night. She said you sounded so fucked up on the phone, but that
she didn’t think it was strange. (No-one thought it was weird that
you were constantly fucked up those last few weeks, and I'm so
sorry we didn’t do more to get you the help that you desperately

. needed). The call was interrupted by another call from Kel, this

time crying painfully until she finally blurted out that you were
gone. I screamed and cried and cried and cried and cried. Just

| then, a friend of mine pulled up with her car to take me to the
| hospital to see you, but I had to tell her it was too late. She stayed
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While we sat as a group I kept thinking about all the work that’s gone into keeping the
 building alive all these years: from the battles with the city in the courts and the streets, to
_the years of sweat and blood equity; all the sheetrock carried up five flights of stairs and

o every last scavenged brick. I started thinking about how we become like the spaces we
""‘ inhabit, how we grow together in complexity and beauty. Then I started thinking about
»l) how when someone as amazing as Donny dies its like they become the mortar that holds the
= Wa.lls of the community together. Like we're the bricks, all us people who are left standing.
When someone as amazing as Donny dies, they become. the spiritual g]ue-tfmt .Bonds us

s together for life, until it becomes our own turn, one by one, to silently play that role. :
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It's Monday night and a group of us are sitting outside the building smoking and drinking:
and telling stories. There are flickering red, vellow, and green candles on the sidewalk
lighting 2 memorial shrine to our lost friend. His haunting photo comnpels passersby,
~. strangers, and neighbors alike to stop and pay their respects. Lisa’s at the center of the
crew. FEveryone knows this is hardest for Lisa. We all kmow its getting cold out, that
winter is coming, that the easy part of a tragedy is at the beginning when everyone gathers
in mass to give support. The struggle is always in the long haul: raising the kids, paying
\: the bills, finding the vision to always move forward when times get hard. We all know

| that Lisa and Demmy had dreams of one day building a2 house on a piece of land up in
! ' Vermont and spending the rest of their lives together. We all know that the weight of lost
‘ : dreams and respamsibility that’s just been placed on her shoulders would crush many people
N .r. with a weaker spirit. We also all know that if there’s anyone who can handle the weight its
4 our friend Lisa. She is as strong willed and tough as they come. And when all is said and
done, there's a whole pack of us that’s going to stand by her and grow old with her
together. I close my eyes, listening to the sound of my friends’ voices in the quiet lat night
¥ street, and just for a second I see blinking red bicycle lights. I'm momentarily overcome
- with a sense of calm and a feeling that I'm part of something much bigger than myself that

7 I'don’t really understand. And somehow I know its going to be alright. We're so lucky to

Lisa smiles her beautiful smile by the light of the candles as she holds her s-Ieeping two-year-
old daughter Leila in her strong arms. “See how Leila looks just like her father? Same

\‘f, !\
et N

L

; 7 This is just the beginning.”
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4. Upon my return to Portland I was enraged. [ couldn’t speak to anyone for days,
and no one understood my self-inflicted isolation. When I reintegrated myself into
social activities I was baffled at the level of intimacy offered. I felt fatigued and
starved for some kind of rawness. I want to pour into people and have them pour
right back into me. I want the hot and the cold, I want to make hurricanes with the
people around me. I need to feel like my surroundings are more community based,

and less isolating.

5. Now things are slower, less concentrated emotion, slight stability. We're still
searching for something more. I still need something more meaningful, some dream
to both contribute to and hold on to. Right now I'd like to call it humanity. It'salll
believe in anymore. Everything else seems like an extension. I still need the hot and
_ the cold. T need both warmth and hurricanes. I need more, But i have to remember
* that sometimes things build slow,
and some times things fall apart,
. but some dreams need to be built, I
\ Some empty spaces need to overflow. | “
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I first met Mosca Avocado when I had just returnéd from living abroad for a year in
England. I was twenty and had just started a job working at a summer camp near Bemidji,
Minnesota. I saw Mosca riding his bike around the villages at all staff training. I watched
him a long time and decided that we would be friends. We slowly got to know each other.
We were both cooks but at different kitchens so I would bike over to his camp to visit. We
. took saunas and sat out on roofs looking at the stars with other kitchen staff. Soon after
that I moved in with him, his dog Chessie and another pit bull Penny into the Penguin
Orphanage (an old van) in the woods. We lived there together for a couple months. We
went on trips up to my parents near Red Lake and to Duluth where I had been living and
going to school. We had a lot to share with each other. I had all of my adventures of
traveling Europe and growing up in the woods and he shared his Anarchism and love for
trains and traveling. He took me on my first train ride that summer. Wherever we went

and no matter the conditions, we were happy together. Towards the end of the summer 1

drove him to Asheville where he had a room in a house waiting for him. It was a difficult
trip but we made the most of it. We stopped anywhere that looked interesting, spent time
with his family in Kentucky and arrived in Asheville uncertain of our future but excited.
That's where we first told each other that we loved one another. We decided to say together
even though I would be in Minnesota and he would be in North Carolina for the winter.
After I left we talked on the phone or wrote nearly everyday. After a couple of months we
decided to have an open relationship with pretty tight boundaries which I had never done
before. There were some issues presented not so much because of our age difference (10

years) but because of our difference in experience. It was difficult for both of us but mostly

me. Mosca was patient, understanding, sweet and supportive through all of that.

and Avenue A, I see the fancy restaurants and boutiques and people, but super-imposed

me wherever 1 go. .o this day when . m standing at the entrance of the part on St. Marks

over it all I still see a huge bonfire in the middle of the intersection and hundreds of people
reclaiming the streets from a retreating arm of police and riot gear. Then I blmk and its
gone. |

The cops kicked the whole dancing dirty lot of us out of the park that night the Blinkin’
Freddies came through town, but we just paraded down to the East River and danced some _ .
more to their old time rebel music. I could feel so many layers of history all around me on §
that walk down the river, stories like coats of peeling paint on the old tenement buildings
falling on the bloodstained streets, old traditions I'm a part of that connect my friends to
something a lot more powerful than our own individual lives. On the way to the river I
proudly pointed out 7th Street Squat to a couple of my younger friends. “some of the most .
amazing people I know live behind those walls. They're the reason we're st111 walking

down this street.” ' y

Back in the springtime, me and some of those younger friends I danced with planted a
garden at what was to become Jane Doe, the new anarcha-feminist infoshop in Brooklyn.

Last Saturday I went back to Jane Doe for the first time since May and found a forest of !'.
collards and kale growing in the backyard. Most of them were from seedlings I grew and
transplanted up at the farm in the Valley and now they were huge healthy plants thriving

in the middle of the city. It made me really happy. This is about the time of year that
collards and kale start to taste good because the cold weather stimulates the carbohydrates

in their leaves to turn into sugars and they suddenly become sweet. These are the little
things that give me hope. 1 harvested a b1g green and purple bunch and brought them back

to Lisa at 7th Street. . SI ry ![ ,’,ﬁ :

VI. . 7
We sat shiva for Donny at the Squat There were- warm ‘rooms packed full of good people

and good food. There were little kids running around everywhere. Even a couple big kids

and teenagers. It was a forest of people; the kids were like the understory and the

midstory. We were the trees. There were lots of old familiar characters from my life. We f
4

i

all had more lines on our faces, more stories on our skin and tongues. Lots of long

embraces and tears. On Saturday night we sat in a room on the floor and each took turns .

telling stories and gnevmg, sharing our memones and holdmg each other up tggeﬂler ‘

i B




; Whlle 1t was happenmg I thought to myselt It 1t exists, this 15 how 1 ithagine the
! afterlife—a million wandering souls floating in and around and through each other,
: strangers and friends crossing paths over and over forever.” In different shapes and forms
I‘ what we are doing has been happening for a long time, maybe since the beginning of time,
and w111 contmue to happen for a long time to come. |
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When you see a flashing red light at the end of a freight train sitting in a yard, you know E\\

'+ that train is soon going to be taking off for somewhere else. When you're trying to get out, \!\\‘

1

" of town in the middle of the night, sneaking through a trainyard with a pack on your back,

-, that fla.shmg red light is the sweetest sight there is to see. People who ride the rails call’
those blinking red lights “freddies”, which is an anthropomorphic slang-play on the ~

. '___ ~acronym “FRED (Flashing Rear End Device)”. Back at the end of the Summer, a crew of

trainhopping old time-playing musicians calling themselves the Blmkm Freddies blew ‘B";

" through New York City and played a free show in the middle of Thompkins Square Park.

-+ & They had ridden freight trains together all of the way across the country from Portland,

. Oregon with their fiddles and banjos and guitars. They communicated their whereabouts

_. across the country through a free 800 voicemail line, stopping along the way to play shows, =«

r. v, busk on the streets, and hang out with their friends. LT AT T '

L. e T o
I was one of their friends. I'd known most of that crew for years and was proud to see, as I
had suspected as hoped, that many of us are actually just getting cooler as we get older.

" Which is a good thing, cause time sure ain't moving backwards. When I hang out with

. ,_-" certain crews of my friends I feel very much like T'm part of a secret culture of freedom and

o hope and adventure. And I have so much respect for my people who aren’t afraid to follow

. their dreams and live loud the vibrant poetry of the universe in their day to day lives. I feel |

.."- happily bound to a lot of these people for as long a we're all around and I'll should it for the

* world to hear. A bunch of us even all have the same little tattoo on our wrists: two

. interconnected circles, an old hobo sign that means “never give up.” I look down at my

WI'lSt all the time when I'm starting to forget. L{"{R-} '

. &y o 7 maw .

- The mght the Blmkm Freddies pIayed in the park there were about 50 dlrty punk k.ds
doing some beautiful and ridiculous mix of countrydancing and slamdancing. There was
something so pure and raw about the whole thing, all acoustic and loud, it felt like we were
waking up the rebel ghosts of the city with our joy and fire and song. I was one of the few
people in the young crowd that night who had been around to remember when Thompkins

i Square had been the last part in the city not to have a curfew and I carry that history with
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‘ He hopped trains up to see me a few times that year. I showed him a real Minnesotan
winter: we went sledding, skiing, walked on the ice shelves of Lake Superior. One moring
we woke up to three feet of snow and walked to a park to jump in it all. It was so fun to be
with him and to watch his skinny Southern frame shaking in the wind but so happy in all of
that cold and beauty. We spent nights in my room talking and whispering secrets to each
other and cooked pearut butter tofu stir fry as much as possible.. Our love grew
tremendously that winter. After several months he decided to move to Minneapolis. I went
down from Duluth to visit him a lot. We were still in an open relationship and I had
become confused about how I felt about him. I wasn’t completely ready .to be in a serious
and dedicated relationship. T had slipped on the boundaries a few times and started to feel
overwhelmed. He felt that I was the only one for him while I loved him dearly but wasn’t
ready to settle into a serious forever sort of relationship. I had a difficult time
communicating this to him and he had an even harder time hearing it.

l w mosca and chessie !
I

Later in the spring 1 met someone in Duluth. He was my own age, attractive and |
mysterious, we had a lot in common and seemed to be on a similar place in the world. Even




- before thlS I had stopped i)elng as attracted to Mosca I still'loved him deeply but didn’t feel

it romantically. It took months to get this through to him. It was incredibly hard and
confusing for both of us. He had become my best friend, my mentor and someone that I
always wanted to be a part of my life. The last time I saw him was later that summer in
Minneapolis. I had told him that it was it.
couldn’t. He sat on the curb sobbing as I drove away slowly looking back in the rearview
mirror. I had to get to work on time in Duluth I couldn’t stay there to comfort him.
i\ T T TN e

It didn’t take long for me to start a serious relatlons}up w1th the new person that I had met
in Duluth. We had already been hanging out and I knew that we could make it work.
This was incredibly difficult for Mosca to bear. I didn’t really understand what he was
going through until later. But I know he went through hell. I pushed that grief aside, like 1
was accustomed to'do with most things hard and jumped into the new relationship. After
several months the new person and I were still together and Mosca and I were emailing
again. He moved back to Asheville. We sent letters and packages. It wasn't the same but
it was an incredibly loving relationship. ~ ~

3] al

When Mosca died a little over a year ago it had been a year and a month since I had seen
him and it was that last place with him on the curb and me driving away. When I heard the
news over the phone my legs gave out and my heart stopped. Two days later my partner
and I were driving down to Asheville. The drive was awful. It was the same route Mosca
and I had taken; the same landmarks, the same towns, the same road side stops where we

had taken the dogs for walks. We got to Asheville and I went to the same house that he |
had lived in when I had been there before. I sat on his bed where he had died and drank his |
I laid on the -

bed and moaned and wailed like I'd never done before. I sat with his friends in vigil ontside

home brew. I sobbed as I went through his things and talked to his friends.

the hotise next to a shrine that was built. At night candles were lit, cigarettes were smoked

and we drank and talked. After a few days we headed in caravan to Florence, Kentucky |

where the funeral was held. When I walked into the funeral home I realized that I would
finally see Mosca again but that he would be in a casket. I sat down in a chair and breathed
deeply. The scent of flowers brought me back to all of the funerals I had been to before and
it made me gag. Eventually I made my way to the front and looked at him. I thought of
all the times that I had watched him sleep. Had he locked like this then? Why are his

hands folded like that, so unnatural, his hair is so dark, they must have dyed it, did he geta :
- new tattoo? I wanted to touch him and to hold his hand but I couldn’t. Before the funeral
sormeone told me that we could put things into his casket. I went outside to write something .

- — T'
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I didn’t want to be with him anymore. T .

i

created a life worth flghtlng for—for themse]ves and for their children. And while they
== could have easily chosen a much easier path, their high ideals and vision allowed them to see
the larger importance of living a radical llfe, challengmg the system that their kids would"
eventually have to take on themselves.
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The Critical Mass rides in New York City happen the last Friday of every month, We all ?
meet at Umon Square with our bicycles and at around 7pm everyone pours out into traffic ©
and takes over the entire four lane street, sidewalk to sidewalk. Its such a glorious sight.
N __f_~ The Masses have been getting progressively bigger every month, there were probably a'
=4 thousa.nd of us at the last ride when we took over the upper level of the Manhattan Bridge
5 and were finally dispersed by the Brooklyn police as we stopped to have a party by the
s river. Critical Mass is a protest of car culture, part of a larger alternative transportauon
movement pushing for more bike lanes and better traffic laws in the city. There are Critical -
- Mass rides that happen all over the world. It's a celebration of community and autonomy
from all the oil companies and corporate monsters who try to stranglehold our lives. It’s a
o _ celebration of the simply beauty and freedom of riding a bicycle. Its also where so many of

. - | us come to see our friends and feel the power of numbers—the power of The Mass
- e k| - o r ‘

-

- |
Weawng around each other feeing the Joyful unity amongst the strangers and familiar
* faces, Critical Mass is really a big roving street party that takes the city by storm every !
month. We ride a different route every time, but at some point we always end up blocking
traffic in Times Square, the center of Manhattan, amidst all its corporate Disneyland/Blade
Runner-hke madness. Holding our bicycles over our heads and screaming at the crazy
tourist techno-nightmare that 42nd street has become, its like we're carving a space for the
real people of the city, so that the tourists see that New York has become more than ]ust a
huge digital b111board advertlsmg the end of the wor]d |

— . B |

- There was a moment at the Mass a couple weeks ago when we all rode straight through the -'
- tunnel under Grand Central Terminal, a surreal visual cacophony of off-time red blinking i
hghts, and then emerged and took over Park Avenue in a flurry of hoots and howls. I b
suddenly felt like I knew all these people T was riding with, friends of friends or friends,
through however many degrees of separation. And it felt incredibly peaceful, the sense of .

| momentarily losing mdlwduallty among a fnendly mass in a sea of blmkmg red lights.
\ ==y
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At that time it felt like the squatter subculture on the Lower Eas

¢

g newly built cheap condos as every morning the sound of piledrivers digging foundations for |
spaces quietly kept their gates and doors open as more and more cafes and bars-and
il station broadcasting radical news and shows full of underground hip-hop and punk rock
\' existed a few blocks away from the building site of the enormous new police station. Those
were strange days for sure.

A0,
,, But the roots of the squatter community go way deeper into the history of the neighborhood
and the intersection of so many incredible lives and stories. The intense friendships and
o’ ¥ alliances forged amidst battles with the city — at the community board meetings, at eviction :
P watch’ meetings, in the courts, and mostly in the streets, brought together an incredible
. group of people. The Thompkins Square riots of the late ‘80s were the most visible
( manifestation to the outside world of the battle that went on for living space in the Lower
East Side, but over the years and outside of the larger public eye, dozens of buildings were
N ':'/ evicted violently and dramatically, leaving hundreds of people angry and out on the streets.
?J It's a battle which changed the course of a lot of peoples’ lives, myself included, and its just
+ been within the past two vears that the city finally struck a quiet deal with the last
remaining inhabitants of the squats. After all the fighting in the courts and on the streets,
3. 209 E. 7th, along with about a dozen other buildings, finally became legit in the eyes of the
A city. |

‘ Amidst this whole backdrop, Lisa and Donny were solid members of the community,
strvivors who had stuck it out without ever really knowing what would be the outcome of

their home and the homes of their friends. They moved to 209 E. 7th after the birth of

. their son Benjamin, Donny went tc school to study computer programming so he could
make as much money as he could to support the family, and they built their little nest. As
many others retreated over the bridge into Brooklyn or up north to the Bronx, they were
somne of those who stood their ground with the quiet battle with the city. They had proudly

mysterious shadowlike parallel universe amidst the rising tide of real estate which ¢

_ eventually ended up flooding everything and sending a diaspora of my friends all over the } /
, city to the outer boroughs. A couple dozen old squatted buildings quietly sat among the i '
£

% restaurants full of hip dotcomers made their way down the alphabet streets. A pirate radio Jid}

to him. It's the strangest thing to be at your friend’s funeral, especially a close friend that
you haven’t seen or talked toin a long time and then to try to figure out the right words to
express yourself. Once I arrived in Asheville I realizéd that he still loved me very much
and was waiting for me to come back to him. It was heart breaking, we never got the
chance to really talk over what happened nor what we both wanted in the future. We
never even got to see each other again. I wrote a paragraph and tucked it into a bright |
. pink toy train engine and walked back inside. !

H
The funeral service was awful. The minister seeing the overwhelming crowd of young
misfits obviously changed his sermon te a “Jesus can save you 'from your life, ever.l though
he never got this young man” sort of insult. After the service we all walked past his casket.
I touched his hand and left the train by his right arm. On the way t(?-the ce.rnetery, the
hearse and precession was stopped at a railroad crossing where a long frelght tr:':un passed_by
in front of us. It was the most remarkable thing. 1 knew in my heart that it was a sign
from him. We all felt that. I got out of the car and started bawling. .A bunch of us st?od
across the road watching the train as we rocked back and forth arm in arm and sang to him.

w iy 1
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i Once we got to the cemetery, the preacher once again went into morrologue but the same

)

"E;

# feelmgs completely with him and wasn’t sure if it was fair to Mosca's memory if I did §

- my own loss that I could barely choke out a sentence. I didn't fit in there. It was all older

freight train sounded its horn over and over interrupting the man’s plea for our salvation. g
It was totally Mosca's style. After the service some of us stayed behind. People played
instruments and we sa.ng songs and sat while they lowered hlS body mto ’r.he ground We

That mght my partner and I headed north back to anesota When we got back I dove |
straight into my two jobs and one class and didn’t talk too much about what had happened
or what I was feeling. My partner, the person I had pretty much left Mosca for was there

either. I talked to friends a lot, especially at bars after a few drinks. It would come out ¥}
and I would cry and sob into them. I would write some and find some release through art,
music and riding my bike past the lake. I searched the libraries and the internet for some ~7 6d
sort of radical grief guide which scemed like the only literature that could help me. Mosca’s '
life was radical, I am radical, the way he died and the complications of our relationship
didn’t make it easy to process and compartmentalize from some best-seller grief/self-help
book. I couldn’t find much for radical grief support in writing or in my community. I
neéded help. I went to talk with a professor that meant a great deal to me. After listening
for an hour and somehow knowing. what to say she recommended some boocks. Looking
back I see that a large part of my keeping in the grief was that I wasn’t sure how he had
died. I didn’t actually hear what the autopsy reports found until 7 months afterwards.
Even then it was confusing. Due to drug abiise in the past Mosca's brain had been filling
with a liquid that wasn’t supposed to be there, eventually it somehow caused him to have a
heart attack. His death had been preventable, if he had gone to a doctor and had an MRI
scan they could have fixed the problem. Which of course he would never have done for so
many reasons; he had no insurance, doctors and hospitals are scary and strange, he was
stubborn. Sometimes when people ask me how Mosca died I say it was of a broken heart
and I really feel that that’s the truth. .

After about 8 months I attended a grief support group at a hospital. 'We went around the
circle but by the time it was my turn I was too saddened by all of the other stories as well as
After that first session I was told
I didn’t feel completely safe sharing

A

people that had lost their husbands or wives later in life.
about a group that met on campus. I went to that.

H. ) 1

I don’t even really know how to find the language that makes sense for talking about this,
because its still so fresh and painful, but my friend Donny just dropped dead completely

" without warning last week at the age of 32. The doctors say he had a rare, undiagnosed

- condition that left him with an enlarged heart. Which in some ways is fitting because he
_was such a sweet man who had so much love for the world and the people around him. But
“his death is one of thé most horrible and confusing things that's ever happened in my
commumity of friends and were all still in shock and trying to make sense of it. It feels so
unfair and wrong and somehow meaningless. Donny seemed perfectly healthy and was the
proud father of three beautifu!l children. He always had a big smile and kind word for
those of us who crossed his path. There are a lot of grieving people walking around right
now, feeling the huge loss in their lives that his death has created.

Donny and his partner Lisa lived with their kids on the Lower East Side of New York City
at 7th Street Squat, one of the places that has felt like a second home to me since I was ¢
_teenager. A building full of rebels and artists and activists, the residents of 209 E. 7th are ¢.
group of people who have managed to carve a life for themselves in a city that has becomc.
less and less hospitable over the years to dissidents and radical and anyone not willing to
drink from the poisoned waters of the mainstream. The physical building itself is one of
many old six story tenement walkups in the neighborhood that was a burnt out meglected
and uninhabitable shell when the original homesteaders moved in more than two decades
ago. So much has changed on the block, in the city, and in the world since those days but
all these years later and against the odds, 7th Street’s proud walls are filled with families
who have beautiful children that go to the local public school together and play down the
? street in Tompkins Square Park. The building is a solid rock in the community and the
-epitome of everything I love about my hometown in all its dlver51ty and fighting spirit.

- Lii?
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Elght years ago when [ stayed at 7th Street w1th my fnend Fly, we would sneak into the
abandoned synagogue next door to scavenge bricks for patching up the holes in her walls.
The windows of Fly's space were framed by cut up 2x10 pieces of stolen biue and white
police barricades. The electricity and water were pirated from the city. People kept their
windows shaded and the front door was always locked. But it still felt so warm and
welcome inside. That Fall there was a constant flurry of activity in the building as sa
group of dedicated people banded together for the birth of Felix, Stefane and Arrow’s baby
girl. In those days Donny and Lisa lived down the street at Bullet Space, one of the other

-

Squats in the neighborhood that was part of the scene. ' 7 - '_‘;- .
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;‘%! Like clockwork .or maybe something more divine, the leaves just started cascading down | ;
é from the sky on the equinox, carpeting the ground in a layer of burnt orange, blood red,

and mustard yellow. There’s a chill in the air and word in the Hudson Valley says the first .
ground frost i{s coming any day now. The last apples, corn, and pumpkins are mostly -
harvested and the fields are being put to bed until next year. It's the end of the growing
season for all the plans that aren’t frost hearty. We'll wake up one morning soon and the |
vegetables and herbs we lovingly grew from seed in the spring will be frozen and dead.
Just like that. You can feel it in the air: the end is near.

But with the end always comes a new beginning. Last week we cut half a dozen heirloom
Striped German tomatoes in half, horizontally down the middle, their thick, sweet flesh a
marbleized swirl of reds and yellows. You won't find tomatoes like these in big
supermarkets anywhere, but people all over the world have been quietly saving and trading
their seeds for generations through family and friends. The fruits we chose were the largest
ones off the most productive and healthy plants. We squeezed the seeds into a glass jar,
their gelatinous coats settling into a thick layer of juicy pulp an inch deep. We let the jar
sit for three days until it was smelly and moldy, filled it up halfway with water, stirred the
whole mess and poured off the rotting gel and pulp along with the infertile empty seeds
which floated to the top. We continued to pour the remainder of the murky water through
a metal strainer until we were left with just the glistening seeds, and then spread them on a
plate to sit for a few days in an airy place out of the sun. When the seeds were dry enough
; ; to snap instead of bend, we put them in labeled packs, and stored them in the freezer to wait

?
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for next spring, for another chance at rebirth and life. R
. Ind A
-~ - : : = G Tig 'P L
. pe= ) éﬁ - X Fi
S LR PR e _

_ “but we keep goin

! fighting”. . :
4 out. When people die their energy stays behind with us.
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through similar things but I went just a few times. It was soon spring and I began to feel

better about things. I realize later that when you are in that much grief you need someocne
to witness it, to be there and see what you are going through (even if they don.’t know
exactly what to say) and so that you are not alone. My partner stayed by my' side e_ven
when I pushed him away, he along with several friends were witnesses to my pain, patient
and understanding and encouraging in ways I'll never forget. They also helped to keep
Mosca alive by sharing memories and asking questions about him. In the last letter I e.ver
got from Mosca he was just about to catch out of Asheville. He wrote that he'd been tying
down loose ends 21l day “soon a freight train will carry me away from here”. He wrote
about how he had been talking to 2 friend about how life is so hard and so beautiful. About
how things are just too sad sometimes and how we just want to give up and die. He wrote,
g, our hearts so very strong”. He signed the letter “keep loving, keep

I know that Mosca is out there. Every time I hear a train I feel him reaching
Mosca’s boundless energy inspired
many people. He changed my whole life for the better. He was so loved and so Io'ving and

' I know that that just doesn't just go away. 1 don’t believe that grief is something to be
| gone through, eventually it becomes part of us, a distinguishing feature for some people

ess for others. But it's with us and it always will be.
- ‘ == -
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the shrine outside mosca’s house




I have very recently suffered a new loss, not a death but the loss of my partner to break up.
- We had been together for over two years and even though things had been rough at times I
was and still am very much in love. I planned to be with this person for a very long time. I
didn’t expect that he wanted to break up with me. When he said those words my heart
stopped like before. In the last few weeks I have been going over things and understanding
bit by bit. This grief process has been much clearer in its stages than the ultimate loss of
Mosca. The shock lasted weeks and is still very present. At first there was denial and
memories that made everything seem that our relationship was perfect, there is guilt,

acceptance that things were screwed up, anger and so much sadness that sometimes it scems |

way too much to handle. I am having a fuck of a time letting go. This person means the
world tome and unlike Mosca he is still breathing, his heart is still beating, he's still riding

his bike and playing banjo. He's out there but somehow not there anymore too. ]
_ L P .

We've been talking a little and we both want to be in each other’s lives. It's going to take a
long time, a lot of forgiveness, communication and healing. And we’ll never be together
again. I've lost who he was when we were partners, his love and who we were together.
That will never be the same. Both of our hearts are shattered but we each have to go on
alone. Realizing the things that made it this way, the lack of communication, and support
and mutual misunderstandings of the last few months, I see it was unhealthy. It’s even
harder to know that a lot of this was because of something that I did and then failed to
know how to, to ask or help to fix. Now [ have to suffer all of the consequences, largely the
| loss of someone that I loved more than anything in this world. *

I haven't been not in a relationship for years. I have been lucky to find love and hold on to

it and have learned a lot through those bonds. Not having time alone to be forced to

acknowledge the mirror and its reflections that are presented in relationships or better yet to

work on those things has become harmful. I know that there can be a lot of work done

while with someone and I have learned much and become wiser. But obviously, sorely
~ pointed out by this lost love, I have a long way to go. There’s something to be said about
' being alone. I realize that that's what I need now but it doesn’t make this loss any less
painful. Idon’t really know what to do. Pm trying to follow my heart but it hurts so badly
I can’t always tell what it is saying. |
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edge of matenal stab1hty One false step, regardless of need, if not properly calcu]ated could ¥
|be the choice between keeping your shitty apartment or living on the streets. No, there has -
to be a constant weighing of factors, of lies that will seem believable enough to allow for | =<
‘e more day to call off without being written up, and of which bill can be late since taking ‘
-ttme off to grieve will cut into the insufficient funds coming in. Hold it together, find

strength don’t glve up or else 11fe will just get worse becomes an internal mantra_\

.. MM

:_:_;:1% With these thoughts in mind, swirling around incessantly, 1 spend the next two weeks’
 processing my emotions in between the days I work causing me to feel like a yo-vo, laying:
 low by refusing to answer emails or phone calls, and oscillating between snapping at people:
for their incorrect use of the term ‘poor’ and crying rivers of tears mixed with guilt for
whatever reason of the moment. Grief is a tricky mistress, connecting dots one hasn’t
thought about in years by playing them 2ll in surround sound and vivid coloring. Of course -
these walks down memory lane are useless due to the distortion created by vears past
causing fuzzy moments to take on the shape and form of the current distress. The years of
social, religious,-and family conditioning add onto the layers of “should have” and “could
have” thoughts already spiraling out of control in this distraught state. In my balanced

mind I know that this is unnecessary, know that my loved one doesn’t give a rats ass about ; e,

=N

those growing pains, but in this moment all that is true is the bullshit I carry around that I ‘\}%C;
never got a chance - to sav or apologize for. N

e
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iTo begm to mend my heart I write out the letters I never got to send, making some peace _ 5

EWlth my internal monologue and reminding myself that I am Joved by this person. I'm : 3

ucky enough that I have access to Chinese medicine (since I attend a school for ittandso T
. tap into some treatments for grief, letting go, and emotional support. Since I amon a school=
break, I take this time to nourish myself with good company, pleasurable reading, writing, |
walks in the park, home cooked meals, phone conversations with my mom, and of course;
oceans of tears. I'm trying not to hold back the waters that seek to cleanse the emotions that:
need to find release. On top of all this I give thanks for the amazing friends I have who areL
supportmg me through this rough time, and I take stock of my life, reevaluating theﬁ&'
ielements that cause me to feel less grounded, bitter, and angry in an attempt to make some
B ‘space for the other issues this grieving will bring. Issues such as the politics of the health
= System, my part in it, and how I can help create more access for those of us that need
preventative care. As John's favorite song reminds me “You can't always get what you
want, but if you try, sometxmes you get what you need‘% B

In loving memory of John 1945 - 2007 !
b - RIS crrn
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rather an inability to have the basic nee Iter, chtiing, water, and health care
met on a regular and stable basis. These needs are not the organic, free range with a side of
alternative medicine kind, but the food stamps, free boxes, and emergency room visits

" because you don’t have health care _(and the ER is required to see everyane, regardless of
unds) kind of basics. Being poor means not getting to choose how or where you die or even
vhom you die with. It often means getting creative and personal with what is available.
Like listening to your favorite song over the phone long distance with your loved ones, %f
lasting it loud enough for the comatose and dead to hear, to share in the last few moments &%
~F breath. TTE, ’
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'I'm thinking about all of this as the phone rings and I hear the inevitable causing the damn
to break. Every shred of sadness for my mom and John's love being separated by an
untimely death, each fist of rage for the doctors who wouldn’t help him because there
wasn't any money, shreds of anger towards the health system that caused John and so
many other poor to stay ill, the oppressive injustice done to my family and all who are poor
and homeless, a scream of frustration fo. a .- he classist fucks who have no clue what being
poor really means other than a tax break or political choice, all the shame and guilt people
have laid dpon us for not working harder to improve our lot in life, all the good John did
for his family and those he didn’t know very well, his strength, his smile, his sky blue,
ilaughing eyes flooding past those levies, drowning me in heavy darkness, while I shriek in I
absolute and completely raging frustrated loss.ir T ok

Perhaps this seems like overldll to some, but my skin tends to be pre'fty porcgus to the world

swith all my nerves jacked up to receive the wide range of life at high decibels all a'round

" me. Ican’t seem to block out the intersection of my emotions with tk}e spectrum of existence
on this planet, just this gift I have 1 guess. Looking around in 2 numbed out, drw_lken rage:
7 trash my apartment in the utter meaninglessness of owning anything \.Nhen T'm just going
to have to pack a single bag and move on again at some point. People like my fafnﬂy r}ever
really put any roots down. We are nomads by nature, causing us to becoming hlgt_lly
nalleable for any situation, while simultaneocusly 'distrusting the concept that anyttng
lasts. A pressure is building in me to run, move on, get to my moth?r, do smpeﬂnng,
anything te get away from this anger and helplessness I feel, but I can't (?Je t-o ?'ny owfvn
responsibilities and promises. This realization causes me to succumb to my grief, sngtmg with |
|it, coaxing it into a manageable form that I can live with and 5 get to work on time.

X

And that is the core of all this anger, the awareness that the poor get screwed in the grief
department too. Being incapacitated by sadness is not an ootion for those who live on the

|

"It seems like it's during these hard times that friends and loved ones really come through.
If it hadn't been for them these last few weeks I don’t think I would have been able to
handle all' of this pain. And like Mosca said there is so much hard but there is so much
beautiful too. Mosca. was one of the people that really taught me what it is to be a good
friend. I have already learned so much in my years of loss and I will keep-on living and
growing for as long as I can. Without a doubt there will be more losses of all kinds. There
will be for all ‘of us. Death and grief are a huge-part of life. I's important that we have
support in our communities, that we have resources and books and zines like this cne to help
each other and so that we never feel alone. Friends and loved ones are part of that
indescribable beauty and finding support and help when we need it is necessary for our
health and healing. These roads are both hard and long but they don’t have to be lonely. .
The biggest lesson that I've learned is that it's the people that we meet and love that help to
make us who we are as well as the things that we do and the things that happen to us. As
long as our hearts are still beating the people that we have lost are stil] with us. Their
strength and passed on wisdom and love lives inside us and it's all 'we can do to carry them
with us and keep passing it on. |

’ Ideas from my experience:

* ask for help if you need it, from friends, from family, and your community

* put off major life decisions for a while '

* build a shrine and talk or write to the person that you have lost

* cry whenever you can, it is good for your body and your head and heart, that pain
is toxic inside you and the tears flush that out (I had some major issues with crying
in public but sometimes I needed to, after a couple of times it got better)

‘¢ let people know what you need. A lot of times people have no idea what to say or do
to comfort you, let them know and tell people what's going on as much as you can

e let yourself feel the loss I pushed the grief away for a long time, scared that it

' wotld overwhelm me and be too dark and sad, it came out later, it always does

A book that helped me was Life is Hello, Life is Goodbye by Alla Renee Bozarth

(she is a pastor and it has religious overtones but nothing in your face, she writes

well and is sensitive and wise). _
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= I o o : . -I'm waiting for the phone to ring, passing time until nry mother tags me back after this
= . 4

endless game of cat and mouse, to give me news on my step-pop’s progression towards the
spirit realm. There is a cup of coffee beside me sure to amp up my anxiety levels but I need
it to get through my last day of class, work, and two writing deadlines for my second job
before I finally have time to process all the events camping out behind my dam of grief.
During the waiting game all kinds of thoughts appear to test the solidity of my barrier,

E: He is driving when he sums up the hints he has been dropping over the phone. Linda, his & 3
E"“«: wife, my mother, is going to die soon. Maybe he waits to tell me in the car because he won't :_7 P
_ have to look at my face or because I cannot avoid responding. -
: A ' - AT £ w?*“.fzi' * &% z
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. 1L tapping on the cracks that are leaking and bending under the pressure of holding back so
5*-;, It is autumn in New England. It’s uncomfortably cold, but thankfully dark, when I decide 4. much untilthe ‘right’ moment to set it all free. !
#: to go for a walk with a boy I met a few days ago. I don’t know the gangly youth well, but 4 LN ]
#* feel innocent and at ease. We wander to the edges of the woods, near a scarlet barn with JH% - A : 3 e R
s . . . . ; . + S ‘right’ 7 i death, and regardless of h
3 dim lighting. I ask, could we just lie down for a few minutes. We mechanically lower our 3% Yet, there are rarely ‘right’ moments when it comes to death, and regardless ow

prepared one thinks they are, the blow always finds a sore spot to hif, causing damage
where you thought you were ready. Yet it is not the dying that leaves me burning with
white-hot rage for this particular passing, but the events that led up to this finale. My
mind begins to wander over the last few months of memories as I keep waiting for mom to
ring me back, remembering the parts that keep me angry, so that I may stay motivated for
action rather than be reduced to a puddle of tears. ®

angle in a field enclosed by a circle of tall thin grasses to face the blank sky. _Everything is g
just barely tinged with the artificial illumination. The moon is not seen, only implied.
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I drape my arm over his chest nervously, thinking I am too forward, but he clutches me in

return. I rest my head against his rib cage and begin a soft-spoken monologue. My

sentences consist of memories about my mother; they are remembrances that sound like war %
# stories. He puts his slender fingers in my hair idly while I talk about her as if she is already
" dead. T am hypnotized. My inhibitions are lost, and so is the idea of maintaining a
"= conversational boundary. When 1 find myself starring at his throat, I feel the need to shut
- myself up by kissing him. I think better of it as I hear the low tones of neighboring reeds,
&3 clucking and clicking at me while the wind passes.

~p Lo a R T

I wish I could visit my parent;; but being poor means there are not a"fg:ro resources
available. Add on homelessness and that there isn’t anywhere to spend those last days. My
| parents weren't always homeless, but family obligations caused them to leave the-ir off—t%l'e-
grid home for the sour taste of duty. So when I hear that my step-pop put.‘off his looming
health problemns in order to bring in the meager bacon, I wondered how many others ‘out
there put family before their life juice, hoping that eventually there would be enough tllme
and money to take care of those needs. Food and shelter come before healthcare every time

3 :

when you are living close to the bone. e

=% II1. :
z 5:@ When I return home for a leave of absence in October, a bald skeleton is sitting on the
= musty floral print couch. My mother flexes her pointer finger at me and smiles. This is her
= way of saying hello, of saying she is happy to see me. Covering her mouth is the plastic cup
=z of the air machine that feeds her life forces. I find myself concentrating to pick up any-vocal
T tones as I have already forgotten what it once sounded like.

: , - e Bl . |
Being poor is not a fashion statement, or a sub-cultural political strategy to stick it to “the
man”. Neither does poverty translate to cutting back on lifestyle choices such as dining out,

seeing shows, or limiting the num_t_»er ofryq Ta 5' 8§ per mo_nth for personal wellness, but
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g o'\_; € T "Our house is haunted now by a forty-four year old woman slowly pacing on the first floor

' N : aimlessly and angrily. As soon as I go-to bed, she and my father perform gruesome medical
" ° ‘ 19%% tasks, I dont inquire about them during the day. I don’t want to know. She never sleeps
Y .:}:é) ‘\(( anymore. I can tell because, at night, the floorboards below me do not stop creaking. I lock # =3
2 £ b «;DP Par ( b my door, for the stranger who has possessed our hou_se horrifies me. She is not my mother. .
o '

She is a walking corpse.
R VTS

> A

Ft

| Then in later performances I shortened the poem to this:

3 V. “ | ;
I part the cheap broken blinds over my window carefully with two fingers so she will not |

“ =@
P1 ALL THAT WE HAVE CREATED WILL DECAY. g PN

2 . .
L T o | LEBET _ o :_/: d catch me looking at her. The only time Linda Paquet leaves the house is in the mornings.
ALL THAT WE OWN WI AKEN. ‘ ¥ % = & As she often said with a smile, her names means pretty package in Spanish. She sits alone it
: ALL THAT WE LOVE SHALL BE DESTROYED. P%&‘_ . 4 on a wooden bench in our overrun back_Yard and prays. She watches the birds for hours; her NS

o whole head follows their migration as they pass in flight. The Tibetan peace flags she made & |
billow on sticks behind her. There are four of them, one for each of the family members.

b . My flag symbolizes clarity. At this stage, the flags have just begun to tatter, but eventually | ‘
H they Willlrunra}rgl F_ompletely. As each thread frays, the prayer is heard.
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Although the message sounds bleak, I found the act of writing it out cathartic and
liberating. It came over me later that this performance also addresses the issue of
b global warming very directly with the image of evaporating water.

¥ My father died during the period I was performing this piece, so it became about ;
% losing my father as well, - - VI | : | -
In November, I wake up and can’t find the will to attend classes. Instead, I decide to dress ‘ {;G:f
myself in her shirts and necklaces, items that I quietly collected instantly after the funeral. Il{*,c W
like feeling the physical weight of her things. I walk slowly off campus into town. A ten- g\‘

. dollar bill shoved in my pocket and Linda’s journal under my arm all that I carry. I don’t
| think much as I slowly move along the pavement. ' :

I ‘got various reactions from people. Many people ignored me. Others were very
| interested, and asked for an explanation or offered me sympathy. Sometimes shop
7 owners were annoyed or concerned that my words would stain the sidewalk. (They
| did not) _

Evaporations was performed during the summer of 2005 in California at the San ,
Y Pedro Art Walk; the Long Beach Art Walk, the Santa Ana Art Walk, and at the
‘Los Angeles Public Library. In 2006 it was performed in New York City: in |
+ Brooklyn at the DUMBO festival, the Williamsburg Performance Alliance, and -

espresso punches in to gather enough strength to heave open the cover of her penned 3
thoughts in public. I hunch over the book, mildly paranoid that someone else will be able tc "'SZE
read the frightening testimonies. The scariest sentence is the last one. She wrote it in a X

handwriting that I don’t recognize. “The tip of the iceberg, up where the layers come off \'

. : H i P
Nurture Art Gallery for Performa 06, and in Manhattan at Le Petit Versailles- 5.0 quickly. These bare bones do see and feel. Thanks.”
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’GOOD GRIEF! | .by laura

My sister and I grew up in the same house, our bedrooms separ?.ted by one wall, We
learned together how to tell our parents' moods by the sound of their footsteps on the floor
above us. We plugged our ears through the same screaming matches and ducked under the |

! same flying dinner plates. We have likely blocked out many of the same mermories.
7R 5 Q
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Yet somehow by the time my father died we could not have been more separate.

coming up for air sounds people make when they're sobbing. She said it though: "Laura,

!

]

!

' She didn’t have to say anything. I knew from the first frantic gasps over the phone. The
i

E daddy's dead." And the feeling was overwhelming: relief.
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That was six years after the last time I really talked to my father, when I was 15. After one *
too many fights ending in visits from the cops, he had just been kicked out of the house |
grew up in. For real this time. He had been calling all night demanding that I put my
mother on. I was home alone but he didn’t believe me. I was a lying bitch just like her and
if I hung up on him one more time he was going to come over there and kill me. I
unplugged the phone and ran through the empty house locking every door and window. All

I could do then was kneel on the couch in the living room peering through the blinds with
my heart pounding, prayig that the first pair of headlights that turned towards the house

! would be my moms, not his. Luckily they were,
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| After that the longest communication from either of us was a letter from him in which he
~ 1 apologized for hurting me "in whatever way you think I did.”

e

j My sister’s relationship with him was completely diffe

rent. Though I hated him for the
way he had treated my mother, and the control his mood swings held over all of our lives,

she loved him for his special treatment of her, the voungest. Born four years after me, she |
|
i

. Was too young to understand the abuse she witnessed. He hardly ever raised his voice to
her, and she loved him for all of his presents and inside jokes (often at the expense of me or |
my mother). I think for her the reality of how cruel he could be was too painful for her to !

make their marriage work. This side of the story was somehow easier for my sister to
swallow. When our mom velled back at him,

i

she saw it as a provocation, not an attempt o

accept. He saw himself as a victim whose wife simply did not care enough about him to * ~
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, & T wrote a poem when my cat, Mazie, died of cancer. I was very close to her, and it
was an enormous loss for me.

I became inspired to write the poem on sidewalks in water using a brush. The words
evaporated naturally from the sun and the air, leaving no mark. The evaporation of
i the words was an analogy of loss. No trace of the performance is left once the words
evaporate.

T dressed in white pants and white shirt, with a symbol of evaporation on my shirt. I
passed out small cards of the poem during the performance to those were interested.
n LV
The first few times I wrote out the full poem: | @ J “3‘ =e? T
- /a = m 1;.“‘ ’
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T am so sad. "
0 o y
% All that I love will be taken from me,

'\ And T will be taken from all that I love.

U My body is cold with fear.

Our lives are brief moments,

w3 _ = Wi‘ f i |
@ All things pass away. ; %ﬁ.; 1
i\‘\ ]’ﬂ; %\9 % Q |

A ﬁ I beg time for mercy. S i
ol ii‘r—‘u..\ B
fre I mourn, T s
Tears wet my cheeks % ; ‘,"@ B
Qne |

AAnd I am so afraid. = Lo L
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Finally, the nonrelatives started to dissipate, leaving a hush of whispers and the sobs of my
aunt Joy, the one who had walked Scott to bus stop and doled out Little I.eague picture
cards with motherly pride. The flowers and wreaths glowed around the casket as I took one
last look at my cousin.. He was older than I remembered. In my head, Scott is fourteen,
kicking me out of my own room to play wrestling with Kenny. They are Hogan and
Savage, duking it out clothesline-for-clothesline, and I'm not allowed to watch. Scott is
eighteen, just out of highschool. He's the scared kid in the army uniform in the picture my
mother keeps on our TV. He is twenty-one when we sit together at Kimmie's wedding, at
the same table as Kenneth and Joey, the cousins with Down Syndrome that always want to

at self defense. She even got his nickname for her, Boo Boo, tattooed in script on her hip
when she was 16. Those six years I spent rejecting his calls, my sister stood by him,

' wondering how I could be so cruel.

1. AR . 9P O "

- bell hooks wrote: "Often, children will want to remain with parental caregivers who have
. Q hurt them because of their cathected feelings for those adults. They will cling to the

misguided assumption that their parents love them even in the face of remembered abuse,
usually by denying the abuse and focusmg on random acts of care.”

do the conga line.

I'm looking at Scott but he's not there. He's somewhere else, frozen in memory in a pl:;é'e'in '
my past that I have to fight to keep from dreaming away. Everyday the memories in my
head get a little shorter and the lists of things I wish I remembered a little longer, blurred
around the edges and edited together into something that's never real enough.

ST IxH
At the wake I tried to stay composed I didn’'t know what would happen if I really let
N\ myself be there. I didn't let the things I was seeing and hearing register emotions. So
- many pictures of us smiling, the four of us. My extended family exchanging stories, all

7 the1r happy memorles of him.

-I'walked over to Aunt Joy, who hugged me harder than I've ever been hugged before.

"Why did this have to happen?" she asked in a shuddering breath that wetted my hair with ‘I' C - *
~, tears. That's the sad thing about dying: the people you leave behind. No matter how long £ His face, thin and gray, so different from the last time I had seen it (I don't remember).
L. it's been since you've seen someone, they're still going to think about you when you're £r His body, once about 100 pounds overweight, eaten away by disease and drugs. Just bones.
. gone. If it's been a hundred years or a hundred wrestling mriatches, at least one person is out R =T ——s -
¢ # there, still wondering why and what if. , ' riie
D.—._ ’ ' : I | hadn t tHought about the kids that would be there, seeing them hurt so badly. All my
- "I'm sorry,” I said. younger cousins, these tough-as-hell Italian boys with hard faces, tears rolling down to lips
. that struggled to stay in stiff lines. The chaos in my own house had kept me so distant
" from the rest of the family for so long that we had barely talked in years. The brother, son, -

I'm so sorry. :
' uncle they knew was not the same as the father I lived with and there was no explaining
.. th_at to them. :

- And my sister, suddenly looking so grown up at 15. She held her head up until walking up
.to the casket. She didn't want to look at this body, no longer recognizable. How can so
:- much emotion be attached to one person? She grabbed my arm and cried into me. There is
: - * nothing like holding on to someone you love while they sob, trying to absorb some of the [
l _ o . ~ hurt so they don't have to feel it anymore. The grief and confusion pouring out of her r /7N

jo ‘l 3 . : I seemed almost tangible, like thick black water that I could take away in buckets for days

without making a dent. .
— - tora, ’ [N (
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 wasa stupld weak g1r1

Seeing everyone like that and not feeling it, I thought, “how could I be so cold, so selfish?™
Shouldn’t I have at least pretended to be sad in front of my family? But for me there was
nothing. I could finally breathe.

My whole family knew how I felt, how angry I had been for so long. But it was thisi
unspoken thing that now that he was gone I would have to brush those feelings aside and |
pretend to remember him in a better light. Even my mother thought so. “You only have
one father. Maybe you didn't have the best relationship but you only have one father.
There were hard times but Laura he loved you so much.”

When the wake was almost over, my dad's uncle, my great uncle came to me and said those
things. “This is the only chance you have, you have to forgive him. If you don't forgive
him now you are going to regret it for the rest of your life. Come walk up to the casket.
with me and look at him and tell him you forgive him.” I shook my head nio but I am
always so fucking polite and then there I was with his hand clamped so tight on my arm it

l‘
hurt. '

And we stood there in tront of the casket and he said look at him, look at him. Do you
forgive him, you have to forgive him. There wasn’t the slightest hesitation in his voice, no
question about what he was saying. He knew he was doing the right thing. And I nodded
my head yes so it would end. '

And now I can't believe I did that, can't believe I fucking stood there so angry and not
allowed to feel it. My feelings were dismissed because they were nat the same as everyone
else’s. There was my father, dead in front of me and I was being told how to feel. My
uncle’s sense of authority defined me right then, as my father's had for so many years. I

Y ‘&u. E )

I dldn t then and still don’t have a frame of reference for daalmg w1th the loss of someone
who you have at times loved and hated more than anyone else. Someone who had not been
a physical part of my life for years, but whose actions continued to find and affect me the
whole time. His abuse and manipulation was something restraining orders could not hold
back, something drug and alcohol treatment centers could not contain. To me, his death

“ab

. was one last little stab at everyone who had cared about him. When his body was too weak

to punch or even yell, the last thing he could do to get our attention and control our

moﬁms was to make us come to his funeral.

s

4

" had probably gdne to the Chicken Sbup for the Soul website and picked out some "Christmas

s

Shoes” rip-off.

I walked inside, hoping to pay my respects and make a quick exit. I felt a little better about |

( my blood relatives when the mother of my stepdad walked in, a woman who waits eagerly

each month for the next issue of High Times to be delivered to her trailer. That feeling was .,

who take in an opera or volunteer at a soup kitchen when the nest is empty, and those who
go to funerals-of people they have never met just to socialize, or, perhaps, score some really

 sweet hydro.

‘ My sister and I groaned when we saw her. I shifted, hoping I could hide in the mammoth

- shadow of the five-hundred pounder in the aisle seat. Joanne's infrequent Christmas cards

" she took a seat in the row in front of us, I hoped she was stoned enough not to recognize

showed that she would probably go to her grave thinking my name was Carly, and when

me. Instead she leaned over and gave my thigh a hearty squeeze, mouthing the words, "I'm

sOITYy.

" fleeting, however, when | remembered my parents had cashed in my college money to buy a %
- trailer of their own. I decided that in this world there are two kinds of senior citizens: ones

-

"Sotry for what?" I said, but she'd already turmed around to make friends with the bereaved 5 s

in the next row. I turmed to my sister. "Hey, wouldn't it be funny 1f she just started
caressing the inside of my thigh and slowly worked her hand up?”

a choking fit to cover my laughter over something that, under normal circumstances, would
not be so funny. In childhood, this meant my mother elbowing me violently in the ribs until
real tears of physical pain came to my eyes. In adulthood, it just meant that I used sexual
harassment humor to spice up the mourning process.

Although I stared at the back of Joanne's head while disgust bore an acidy hole in my chest
each time I heard her say the word "tragic,’ there were also various other spectators on hand
to vulture group sadness. People who I am sure had never spoken to Scott gathered to chat
and bum Newports off of each other in creepy voyeuristic solidarity.

44
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- Solemnity was never my strongpoint.\ In fact, dead bodies and clergy had always been a ~ -
deal-breaker for me. At every funeral and wedding I have ever attended, I have had to fake



- every time someone said something that made me want to scream. Sarcasm bit into my
tongue and Kimmie finally walked away, throwing her cigarette into the mulch.

"God, did you hear what she did?” Jamie asked once Kimmie was out of earshot. I shook
my head, watching another brushfire smother under the heels of a distant relative.

"You didn't hear about the poem?"

§ "No. What poem?" My infrequent attendance of weddings and birthday parties meant I
M was out of the loop for most family gossip.

. "Kimmie claimed she wrote a poem for Scott, but she definitely got it off the internet. Then
- . she signed all our names on it and put it in the casket.”

To the best of my knowledge, Kimmie was illiterate, as I assumed most people to be when
they needed-dentures before their thirtieth birthday. "How do you know she stole it from
the internet?"

"Every last word rhymes, except where she pasted 'Scott’ and cousin, Plus, when has
Kimmie ever written anything? Senous]y

NASCAR Starter jacket, had elected herself poet laureate of my extended family and now,
gingerly nestled next to Scott's body for all of eternity was some chain email that probably
said Scott's crush would fall madly in love with him if he sent it to twenty of his friends in
the next ten minutes.

. "That's really great,” 1 said, teeth gritted, wondering why most of my relatives weren't
- muzzled, I'd-only plagiarized once- a senior year thesis on MacBeth- but I'd also typed "I
'_ ' bet your aren't really reading this" on the fifth page and copied a few paragraphs of the
" Declaration of Independence into it for good measure. 1 got an A minus on that paper,
* which 1 credited to my creative choice in resources and my overall can-do attitude. If
- Kimmie had perhaps used Frost or Donne or Goethe, my relatives would have been as
sl clueless as if she had farmed Reading Rainbow for a good Levar Burton quote. Instead she

B
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I balled my fists in mute anger. If I felt like expressing my lack of feeling for the eccasion
in a poem, I would have done it myself. Instead Kimmie, with her adult acne and

We have all been a number of different people in our lives.” For me the most severely
disconnected are the person I was before my dad moved out, and the person I became
afterwards. The greatest loss for me when he died knew that those two worlds would never
'ome together again. That there are things that only my oldest friends can understand,
because they were there and the stories are not ones I know how to tell.

Coming home to my apartment after the funeral, I felt so distanced from all of my friends
that hadn't been there. My whole body was fizzing up with these things that had nowhere
‘ to go. Little bubbles of anger and jealousy towards everyone that didn't have to feel so
J alone. Only now, almost two years later, have I really been able to fully close that gap
with the slow realization of the obvious - that we all go through our most painful and
§ terrifying times alone. That is what gives those experiences their definitive shapes. It

Esounds like adding insult to injury, but to me it has been the most comforting thing.
When there is no frame of reference, you have to try to create one. When your friends
|can't imagine how you feel, you have to tell them.

m o — \ g

. N
t We wind up feeling lost and alone as we all silently try to stuff our emotions into categories
’ where they just don't fit. I felt that way for years, trying to understand how my father ,

i\ 1nd some relatives could use the word love to describe control, humiliation and violence. |

.

A}

\tAnd it felt-amazing to reject that as an adolescent and since figure out how to redefine love i)j
for myself as something that must include respect, support, and affection. My feelings of
isolation during and after the wake were magnified by the thought that we were all ! f
_ supposed to be in it together; my whole family, along with everyone else in the world who “

j] ~l1ad ever had to bury someone they were close to. We were all dealing with the same thing: |
= death. As if it is one thing. As if my sister's experience and mine could possibly be called =y

the same thing. 7 |

7 At first, [ didn’t feel like my father's death was an experience I could really call my own

'because words like mourn and loss didn’t seem to apply. Grief and joy are listed in the
dictionary as antonyms, but I felt those emotions simultaneously. I know that life is much
too complicated for death to be simple. Yet even as a person who has rejected a lot of the
teachings of mainstream culture, it still feels strange to think of death and happiness
together. I still feel mean and guilty thinking “I am happy my dad is dead”. But thatis +~
- my reality, and it doesn’t make sense to act differently for the sake of sounding nice. It is -
sweet and liberating to disregard everyone else, trust myself and my emotions and say that f
- yhonestly, I am so glad he is gone | T f -
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I now know that he was brilliant. I did not know then. He told ;

me to “think ahead.” That blew my small mind: To conceiv¢ of
change directed at my minuscule existence before it occurred 1n
my window of vision. He was teaching me dialectics. From this
mental recrientation, I was imbued with a fascination with life, a
love of the world. I did not know thatT was not in a ghetto and
that most who looked like me were and would die there. He
showed me bloody black backs flayed to the spine; I thought
they looked like what I was fed. A white man held the whip. He
seemed quite evil. T did not know what 1 looked like. T knew of
other blacks. T loved them. And they loved me. I knew of
whites; I felt loved by them as well. It would be years until I
could make sense of these strange twists in hue and manners of

being. I became quite attuned to dialectical reason. I could see.

the sense that lies at the bottom of all non-sense. 1 could
formulate possibilities and act in short periods of time. My father
quickly lost the ability to move; then he lost the ability to think..
- To reason at all. He lost his mind. It was tom from him. His
body too. I witnessed madness. It was fascinating. He copld no
longer think; he who had taught me to think had lost his own
foresight. What did this mean? I later learned that this process
had been speeded up by his sniffing cocaine. Malcolm X
described cocaine as creating a feeling of invincibility. My father
wanted to feel invincible, unassailable, and yet he was assailed. T
smelled urine. He had given me freedom of thought. He was
IOSing his and wanted mine back. He wanted a slave. Is that too

much to ask for a dying man, dying insanely? I was nine. 1
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My thoughts drifted to other conversations in the generational clusters outside of the
funeral parlor. No one was saying what had happened. No mention of the needle jammed
in his arm when they found him, or the Playstation controller in his other hand. "Oh,
apathy," no one was saying. "Acute apathy. Didn't want to be anything. Shame really.”

. e

"FIRE!" My gaze startled and jumped to where the bushes and mulch were smoking.

RAGING FIRE TAKES OUT ENTIRE FAMILY BECAUSE SOME FUCKTARD
- CAN'T BE BOTHERED WITH ASHTRAYS. TONIGHT AT ELEVEN,

An uncle stamped out the blaze with shining all-purpose wedding/funeral shoes and I felt

- someone else groping my shoulder. I hoped it wasn't one of the creepy bachelor-far-life

cousins on my mother's side, the ones that dance a little too close at weddings and had gone B

. off to find a bar when the wake got a little too stiff. Instead it was my cousin Kimmie, who
. used her free hand to light the cigarette already in her mouth.

'_; "Hey," she said, like the word 'hey' would combine with overwhelming air of grief to create

a soothing, hypnotic effect that would make me forget that she stole the savings from my

piggy bank after my father died. You are getting very sleepy...you are handing me a

twenty... "How are you kids holding up?”

"Uh, good, I guess," 1 said, leaving the reply uncomfortably open ended so that she might
see that none of us had any desire to speak to her.

"That's good, that's good. We've all got to be strong for Aunt Joy. This is a really tough
time for her now.” My brain cut to a kindergarten class post 9/11.
"We have to be strong for America. This is 2 really tough time for her right now."

1 I realized then that it is as meaningless to be strong for an intangible concept as it is for a

relative that lives a hundred miles away that you don't even see on holidays. I had spent all -

., day wracking my brain for something, some shred of depth to my relationship with Scott.
. He used to like Hulk Hogan. I think he liked baseball, too. Or maybe it was wiffleball. Or
~ maybe I liked wiffleball and Hulk Hogan, and I was just projecting that onto my memories

of him. All moming, my brain had been a merry-go-round of these shitty, half-formed

memories. ] was an emotional narce, disguising the way I really felt with thoughtful nods
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" "Fucking Scott, man."

Carly and Jamie sucked back on their cigarettes, drawing the warm nicotine in gestures of

+  deeply felt personal grief. I leaned back on the heels of my sneakers and surveyed my other
relatives, huddled under the awning of the funeral home, lighting each other's cigarettes
and saying what a shame it was. I realized then that I was the only member of my extended
family that wasn't smoking, and I was also probably the only member of my extended
family that wasn't pretending to be heartbroken.
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=" They weren't arying because Scott was dead. They were crying because he was the only one
of us who'd actually done something, the Ultimate Something, the Be-All, End-All of
Somethings: he had fucking died. This was enviable to my cousins, most of whom were
lifers at Stop-n-Shop, because- as the generation with no great war, no Great Depression,
their war and depression were separating paper bags at work and looking upon their
paychecks each Friday.

"How are you guys holding up?” The hand on my shoulder belonged to Vicky, who as the
oldest cousin felt a matronly responsibility to ask everyone if they were okay. I was fine.
My pants were a little tighter than they used to be, which seemed to happen with all wake-
going gear. I'd like to think that my pants shrank in the closet because-my unfeigned zeal
for life robbed them of their elasticity, not because I'd yo-yoed since the last relative bit it.

aF

"It's just...I...fucking Scott, man,"” was all Jamie could say, trailing off for all of us.

Yes. Fucking Scott, man. Would this be the rallying cry that would lead us into battle,
attacking the world with our youthful indignation as bayonets? Would this be the call to
arms that would liberate us from our low-paying jobs and catapult us, dizzyingly free, into

our dreams? I know Kenny always wanted to be a professional wrestler. We had .

discouraged him in those days, suggesting he call himself The Flounder and throw rubber
W fish into the audience for his gimmick. No more. Now, with Scott waving us on from
4 Heaven, our support could act as an emotional pyramid that could lift him to WWF
‘ superstardom.
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defied him. My white mother cut the weight. She could not bear
it any longer; she sent my father to be confined — a young crazy
black man with old crazy white shells of men. I did not
understand. My foresight was becoming useless. The man across
from my father’s new prison was a sad old man who no longer
spoke. He had watched his children burn in a fire. My father
was left to stare at him. I was left to think. Was it. I who was
slowly burning? Was it he? He died and his body was burned.
And I am left to think. To act. I now take it upon myself to
understand his madness, To make his insanity my own, to
interpret it, and to use it, for it is the sum of my inheritance.
There is no doubt that his disease was, in part, biclogical. But to
say it was fully so would be to throw away the world he lived in,
that we live in, simply to reduce the exploding of his mind to his
sick black body. Yes, in his genetic make-up was a problem born
and bred of his very tissues. But he existed in a web of Others.

| .And it was they who also generatedihis psyche, and who helped

destroy it. He was born in 1954, .The; white races and the black
suffering upon which they built their world were now to be one
in knowledge. He came from a matriarchal family which had
been propped up as part of the black petit-bourgeoisie, first in
Virginia as the den of the slave-trade, then in Philadelphia’s
“black suburbs” which were reserved for those servile enough to
white power and thrifty encugh to get by on little. They owned
the only store around and were the first have a small television,
selling viewings for a dollar. His father died in New York City
buying heroin, with a needle in his arm, stumped-leaning against
a wall on the floor, hat tilted to the side. His mother committed
suicide by opening the exhaust pipe and locking the doors,
possibly with her lover. He found himself alone and he looked
toward books. Upon graduating -from high school, he was told
by the white administration that he could go to one of five white
colleges on a partial scholarship if he so chose. He did and
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learned of the world. He was ten when Malcolm's legs and chest
were riddled with metal pieces and thirteen when Martin lay
dripping in the sunlight. By the time he was in college, the
Panthers were being assaulted for daring to object to genocide
and occupation in their own land. The land to which his pecple
had been brought, that they had worked to death, and still to be - l
policed and imprisoned, though they had built the whole thing
with their blood. He was alone. Captive to the forced creation of
his African Civilization. He perceived his sociogenic
abnormality. He knew he was seen as an "animal. He
dialecticized his world and understood its workings. He saw
clearly that to be normal (included) here was to be white. It must
have twisted his mind as it must twist all who realize such
horror. Their realization is spurned by their humanity. Their
double-consciousness is their life. It is not hard fo see that the
world is glued by race-hatred, how such hatred structures the
psychological, economic, social, and political reality. He saw
this. And he was obliged to become a living contradiction. He
was forced to use his knowledge not for the good of his beautiful
black people, but to be used as a tool of white-capitalism (as are -
poor whites). It must have been this that in turn made him mad
in combination with his inherent deficiencies. He was a human
being and wanted to be recognized as such apart from any
relation to whiteness. But this strange structure was forced upon
him and he ran to expensively false feelings of invincibility. But
he was quite vulnerable. And he went mad in his contradiction.
The contradiction of his intelligence in a world that certainly had
use for it, but that whom dismissed him as a Nigger. When he
died, I stood silent. And the black liquid ran down his ribs and
pooled lightly at his sides. T was left to think. And I am left to
act, in this abnormal society, as the abnormal son of an abnormal
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