
We1 hope you will bear with us on this expedition as we show you some of the texts and ideas that make up our library.  We warn you that 
as a working institution, we have no clear mission statement, no tangible guiding principle for what we include or how we arrange it, and 
no claims of accuracy, but we are more than happy to give tours of our collection. Keep in mind that we are constantly under construc-
tion, and always rearranging things, so please watch your step.
 
Sincerely, 
The curators

1. I will be using the pronoun ÔweÕ 
throughout this paper; most of the time 
to signify that there are two of us out 
here working: my husband Ryan and I. 
I might also use it to signify a general col-
lective humanity or I might also use it, at 
times, as a kind of defense mechanism. 



We will start in the Workshop.

So often, we begin in here by copying out passages from books.  When we donÕt know how to come to writing we read, and when we read, 
we inevitably write.  If  you look up above the door frame over there youÕll see the words of Walter Benjamin, who wrote that: 

The power of  a country road is different when one is walking along it from when one is ßying over it by airplane. In the 
same way, the power of  a text is different when it is read from when it is copied out. The airplane passenger sees only how 
the road pushes through the landscape, how it unfolds according to the same laws as the terrain surrounding it. Only he 
who walks the road on foot learns of  the power it commands, and of  how, from the very scenery that for the ßier is only 
the unfurled plain, it calls forth distances, belvederes, clearings, prospects at each of  its turns like a commander deploying 
soldiers at a front.1  

There are so many ways to come to a text, or walk through a text and out again.  When we produce artwork we use text as if itÕs a Swiss 
army knife.  We use it as a readymade. We use it to cut holes, to pick things out, to draw with, to make, comparisons, manifestos, and lists. 
We use it to Þght with one another, to communicate information, to reimagine stories, and to think with.  As we have developed a method 
and an aesthetic sense for working together, we have been inßuenced more by the materiality of books than by any works of visual art, 
music, Þlm, or theatre.  The structure of the sentence, the look of a paragraph, and the scaffolding of the bookÑthese structures form the 
base of thought for what we create.  Perhaps this is because, like HŽl•ne Cixous writes, books take us, transport us, pierce us to the entrails, 
and allow us to feel their disinterested power.2  Or perhaps, itÕs because a Òbook is in your hands, and nobody is there to tell you how you 
have to understand [its] words. There is the possibility of a lot of translations being made by a reader so that, in a certain way, it is the 
reader who transforms the book...ItÕs up to the reader to change the rules of the game.Ó3   ThatÕs what we try to do here in the workshop.
    Those words, spoken by Jacques RanciŽre, (who seems, in our opinion, uncomfortably obsessed with the idea of equality) seem to il-
lustrate a belief in the book as a unique leveling material.  In his theory of intellectual emancipation, everyone who comes to a book comes 
with equal intelligenceÑthe author has no more claim to its knowledge than a reader.  There are no charlatans.  There is a great freedom in 
this relation, but also a cause for indifference. Samuel Beckett demonstrates, by commenting ÒWhat matter whoÕs speaking, someone said, 
what matters whoÕs speaking.Ó4  RanciŽre is indifferent to the plight of  the author, his goal is that the reader learn through the written word 
without the authority of a master teacher speaking it to them.  The materiality of the words themselves (and their author) are (almost) be-
side the point.  As readers, we want to be intellectually emancipated, (it sounds so good) and of course we want to learn, but we also want a 
text to require our engagement, to need our transformation of its words for its own existence.  
    For us the material life of the text and (its author to a point) is of great priority.  We wouldnÕt think of RanciŽreÕs theories in quite the 
same way, and most likely wouldnÕt mention them here, if  we werenÕt mentally pairing them with the words of Roland BarthesÕ famous 
essay, The Death of the Author, which we came to Þrst, and which more poetically recognizes the interdependent relation of the reader and 
the author.  Barthes writes that the reader is the Òsomeone who holds together in a single Þeld, all the traces by which the written text 
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is constituted.Ó1  For a work of literature to pass beyond the limit of its author and become a Text, (with a capital ÔTÕ) there must be a 
response to it.  As Barthes explains in a later essay, the ÒText is a multi-dimensional space in which are married and contested several 
writings, none of which is original...[it] requires that one try to abolish (or at the very least to diminish) the distance between writing and 
reading[...]the Text is experienced only in an activity of production.Ó2

    In the workshop, we remake texts3 in order to converse with them. To be implicated by them, and we see this as a way of prolonging their 
life.  We take BarthesÕ call for production as our call to arms.  With these bits of veriÞcation and inspiration from Barthes, Beckett, Benja-
min, Cixous, and RanciŽre, we can proceed in our work with a feeling of validation and with an established point of reference.  (I suppose 
that we must acknowledge that to validate our work through the words of Frenchmen like Barthes or RanciŽre it proves that the Author 
didnÕt really die. The idea of an author still exists in our workshop, but his capital ÔAÕ has been made smaller. In the words of William H. 
Gass, itÕs Òas if Zeus were stripped of his thunderbolts and swans, perhaps residing on Olympus still, but now living in a camper and cook-
ing with propane. He is, but he is no longer a god.Ó4

Recently, we have made work from the words of Benjamin, Duras, Woolf, Sorrentino, and Stevens, but also from the stories written by our 
uneducated great-grandparents and the recipes scrawled in our mothersÕ kitchens.  We often return to the same question while working: 
what does it mean to rewrite a text, to copy it as an image?  We came early to this kind of mimetic engagement with marks; we were young; 
it was our way of learning, and have been returning to it ever since.  Much like the artist and writer Johanna Drucker we can identify a 
crucial point in our early development when we began noticing Òa desire to copy marks, which already existed. [We] knew their signiÞcance 
was already determined, that they had a place in a larger context, a systematized framework. That was their power and their allure. Because 
to make them, partake of them, was to inset oneself into that order which connected outward as well as inward.Ó5  
    The writer David Abram looks farther back than Drucker to examine our Þrst acts of copying as a species. He suggests that Òby copy-
ing the distinctive prints and scratches made by other animals we could gain a new power; here was a method of identifying with the other 
animal, taking on its expressive magic in order to learn of its whereabouts, to draw it near, to make it appear...Ó6   Perhaps this is at the 
bottom of our work: the desire to invoke distant authors by mirroring or reenacting their marks.  According to Abram, the reading of a 
material trace of another, and the recreation of it, is a survival skill we have ingrained.  He goes on to say that: 

for more than a million years the subsistence of  humankind has depended upon the acuity of  hunters, upon their ability to 
read the traces...of  these animal Others. These letters I print across the page, the scratches and scrawls you now focus upon, 
trailing off  across the white surface, are hardly different from the footprints of  prey left in the snow. We read these traces 
with organs honed over millennia by our tribal ancestors, moving instinctively from one track to the next, picking up the trail 
afresh whenever it leaves off, hunting the meaning, which would be the meeting with the Other.7

We hunt this meeting in our acts of reading, writing, and rewriting.  We are non-confrontational by nature so we want to believe in and 
acknowledge DerridaÕs claim, (as Abram does in his notes) that there will be no ÒactualÓ meeting with a Òself-identical Author,Ó who dic-
tates the Þnal meanings of a text.8  We want to stay in the state of longing.  Abram talks about the Other, not as a human writer, but as a 
non-human entity, an animal awareness that lies behind the written word.  This leads us to think about a time before we were put under the 
spell9 of  written language, when it was still Þnding its form from speech.  
 
WeÕll move on now but weÕll return shortly to the Workshop, so letÕs leave the lamp on. 
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9. We are particularly fond of AbramÕs 
description of the ambiguous meaning of 
the word ÔspellÕ on page 133 of his The Spell 
of the Sensuous, he writes: 

As the Roman alphabet spread through 
oral Europe, the Old English word Òspell,Ó 
which had meant simply to recite a story 
or talk, took on the new double meaning: 
on the one hand, it now meant to arrange, 
in the proper order, the written letters that 
constitute the name of  a thing or a person, 
on the other it signiÞed a magic formula 
or charm. Yet these two meanings were 
not nearly as distinct as they have come 
to seem to us today...For to assemble the 
letters that make up the name of  a thing, 
in the correct order, was precisely to effect 
a magic, to establish a new kind of  inßu-
ence over that entity...To spell...seemed 
thus at the same time to cast a spell, to 
exert a new and lasting power over the 
thing spelled, [but also,] more profoundly 
to step under the inßuence of  the written 
letters ourselves to cast a spell upon our 
own senses.

We like this because it seems like Abram so 
badly wants to believe in the magic of words.



Was it you who brought up recently the lack of attention that contemporary theory gives to the connection between writing and death?  I 
might have concocted this in my own head, but regardless, if  we are talking about the advent of written language and the death of the 
author we canÕt proceed without talking about what lies between these two things. Perhaps it would make more sense to just show you this 
collection of passages, which we keep rubber-banded together in a bundle, as we take you down the hall toward our Museum of Natural (Liv-
ing Room) History (or more lovingly just the living room):  

Before the invention of  writing, a change had to occur to open the space in which writing could ßow and establish itself, a change, 
symbolized for us in its most original form by Homer, that forms one of  the most decisive ontological events in language: its 
mirrored reßection upon death and the construction from this reßection, of  a virtual space where speech discovers the endless 
resourcefulness of its own image...1

Writing so as not to die, as Blanchot said, or perhaps even speaking so as not to die is a task undoubtedly as old as the word...2

Writing: a way of  leaving no space for death, of  pushing back forgetfulness, of  never letting oneself be surprised by the abyss...
Maybe IÕve always written for no other reason than to...confront perpetually the mystery of  there not there. The visible and the 
invisible.3

The Arabian Nights, in particular, had as their motivation, their theme and pretext, this strategy for defeating death. Storytellers 
continued their narratives late into the night to forestall death and to delay the inevitable moment when everyone must fall silent...
This conception of  a spoken or written narrative as a protection against death has been transformed by our culture. Writing is 
now linked to sacriÞce and to the sacriÞce of  life itself; it is a voluntary obliteration of  the self that does not require representation 
in books because it takes place in the everyday existence of  the writer. Where a work had the duty of  creating immortality, it now 
attains the right to kill, to become the murderer of  its author. Flaubert, Proust, and Kafka are obvious examples of  this reversal...
If  we wish to know the writer in our day, it will be through the singularity of his absence...4*

It started when Michel Foucault died. The day after his death there was a piece about him on television, showing him giving a 
lecture at the College de France. Practically all you could hear was a sort of  crackling in the background. His voice was there, 
but drowned by the voice of  the commentator saying this was the voice of  Michel Foucault delivering one of  his lectures at the 
College de France. Soon after that Orson Welles died, and the same thing happened. You heard a very clear voice saying that the 
very faint and inaudible voice you could scarcely hear at all was that of  Orson Welles, who had just died. Its come to be the rule 
whenever anyone well known dies - the aural image of  the deceased is swamped by that of  the journalist telling you that what 
youÕre listening to is of course the voice of so-and-so whoÕs just passed on.5

We arenÕt ashamed to admit our own uncomfortability with the dramatic image of the writer as a voluntary martyr, and we hope that now 
we are in a future beyond having to choose between the unrealistic ambitions of either sacriÞce or immortality. But whatever might be true, 
FoucaultÕs point is felt. If Flaubert, Proust, and Kafka arenÕt enough for examples, then we can look at the metaphorical story The Secret 
Miracle, by Borges, to see the degree of difference between writing for oneÕs own immortality and writing as a sacriÞce of the self.  It tells 
of  the writer Jaromir Hladik who Þnishes his last work in the window of one last hour of immortality.  He Òasked God for a whole year 
to Þnish his work; [and] His omnipotence granted it...[the] German lead would kill him at the set hour, but in [HladikÕs] mind a year would 
go by between the order and its execution.Ó6  We could also read the life and work of Walter Benjamin as a more literal example. His work 
is also ambiguously (or rather more literally) poised between the points of his sacriÞcial (actual) death in 1940, as he was attempting to ßee 
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Proust and Kafka
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the NaziÕs (and perhaps StalinÕs agents as well) and his clear hope for his own immortality, which can be seen in his strategic dispersion of 
his archives to various friends throughout Europe and Palestine in the years preceding his death.
      
Moving on though...Our Museum of Natural (Living Room) History houses mostly things that we consider to be concerned with life, even if 
their creators have long been dead. It has become a storage room of sorts, a loosely assembled archive that houses all kinds of documents: 
copied down quotations, alphabets, indexes, leaves chewed by insects, and the labels from maple syrup bottles. A number of novels sit in 
stacks, alongside works of philosophical, linguistic and semiotic thought, and some other books on the history of the copy machine and 
things like that. Perhaps, we will Þnd something here that might illuminate our previous conversation about writing and death and what 
might lie in between living through writing, or dying by it.
   Take the words of John Crowe Ransom, on the windowsill over there. He wrote that Òa good poem, even if it is signed with a full and 
well-known name, intends as a work of art to lose the identity of the author.Ó1 Anonymity in this sense is a sign of life, a sign that a text 
gained an authority of its own, became its own creator.  Its anonymity is a kind of perfection. Paul ValŽry speaks of the desire for this 
sense of perfection in art. It is the desire to Þnd Òin a human work the sureness of execution, the inner necessity, the indissoluble bond 
between form and material that is revealed to us by the humblest of shells.Ó2   

This may seem like itÕs coming out of left Þeld, but really itÕs just coming from a stack of papers on the desk, next to the window: We see 
the possibility for this kind of anonymous perfection in the form of the back-of-book index, which we have chosen as a medium many 
times over.  Maybe, it is because in an index there is the possibility for poetry to naturally occur, brought out the alphabetical system and 
the inner necessity of the form. 
    We recently completed a small publication that collected thirteen different indexes to Walter BenjaminÕs, One-Way Street.  Each index3 
approaches One-Way Street from a different angle, extracting and cataloguing the text according to recurring topical, sensory, and poetic 
elements. The indexes are imagistic lists that aim to illuminate the variety of ways readers might navigate and participate with a text accord-
ing to their own preoccupations.  Thus, the Index of Edibles speaks to the needs of the reader who is indecisive about dinner.  The Index of 
Metaphors could help an unproductive poet or artist, while the Index of Numbers plays to the obsessions of an accountant or collector.  The 
Index of Colors is for the reader in wintertime; the Index of Places, for the traveler who stays at home, and the Index of Names might inspire 
expectant parents, set on giving birth to the next great mystery writer or cosmologist.  The Index of Sounds reassures a lonely reader with its 
aural traces, and the Index of Quotations offers the person who is perpetually speechless at parties something grand to say.  Often, we see in 
things exactly what we are looking for.  The search seems endless and is always for what one Þnds.  
    If  you look under the piles of paper on the chair, (we donÕt even know where it all accumulates from) you might come across another 
index we wrote, which is titled the Index of Left Behind. It references the loss of our house, which burned down in September 2008. We 
installed the text into a vacant apartment. From:
 
bed, of unreasonable comfort, 72
bookshelves, built by hand, 90
to 
control, unwillingly forfeited, 23
and
crack, in black and white, linoleum, 6

the index goes on. 
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It does the work all indexes do: it references an absence, in this case, our absent home. The index is like a reenactment in that it 
Òalways presupposes a missing body...Behind every reenactment there is a Òlittle death,Ó be it the beheading of the king or the passing epi-
sode in the life of an individual, grand of insigniÞcant....Although no one really dies in the reenactment, all language becomes an epitaph.Ó1 
Just as an index is a timeless space, erected in the vertical and marking the end of the horizontally progressing text that precedes it, so is 
the reenactment.  Both, indexers and reenactors, (spectators or partipants) Òsearch for a lost totality...[They] attempt to deny the passage of 
time itself and seek to be at one with the past, like a child in the womb: immersed in history and yet without history.Ó2

But back to the task at hand: showing you our living room of life and history, where we dabble in research, where we never outgrow a sense 
of  wonder, where we can look at the ways we have come to read, the ways that language has structured our perception of the universe, 
our understanding of time, and our relations with one another.  ItÕs the place where we think about the process of naming,3  the process 
of  establishing ties with unfamiliar things.  (At times, it is hard for me to fathom that there is anything still unnamed. ÒI knew my name 
before I knew the alphabet. I knew the alphabet before I knew there was another. Language was absolute before it was demonstrated to be 
relative.Ó)4 
   We have studied this stuff, but we (pleasantly) never feel like itÕs enough.  Somewhere in the cascade papers on the desk is a photocopied 
excerpt from An American Indian Model of the Universe, by Benjamin Lee Whorf. He worked at an insurance company for most of his life and 
was a linguistic theoretician on the side.  He studied and wrote about the Hopi people in the late 1930Õs. He found their language was with-
out words, grammar, or expressions that referred to time as we are familiar with it: ßowing from the past, through the present, and into the 
future beyond. He concluded that Òevery language contains terms that have come to attain a cosmic scope of reference, that crystallize in 
themselves the basic postulates of an unformulated philosophy, in which is couched the thought of a people, a culture, a civilization, even 
of  an era.Ó5  And in the

Hopi view, time disappears and space is altered, so that it is no longer the homogeneous and instantaneous timeless space of  our 
supposed intuition or of  classical Newtonian mechanics. At the same time, new concepts and abstractions ßow into the picture, 
taking up the task of  describing the universe without reference to such time or space--abstractions for which our language lacks 
adequate terms. [Our terms] Ôreality, substance, matter, cause,Õ and...Ôspace, time, past, present, futureÕ...Such a term in Hopi is 
the word often translated ÔhopeÕ--tunatya--Õit is in the action of  hoping, it hopes, it is hoped for, it thinks or is thought of  with 
hope,Õ etc. . . Most metaphysical words in Hopi are verbs, not nouns as in European languages.Ó6  

WhorfÕs theory that language anchors and determines thought patterns, (sometimes called the linguistic relativity hypothesis) has its roots 
in the theories of German thinkers of the late eighteenth and early nineteenth centuries, thinkers like Kant and Humboldt.  These ideas al-
lowed us, for the Þrst time, to conceive of language as a unique form of emergence, through which collective thought, behavior and culture 
can been observed.
    The book on the top of the stack there, with the red spine, is my great-grandmotherÕs autobiography: GrandmaÕs Autobiography, by Ruby 
Randall.  We have been working from it lately.  It is interesting to look at for a few reasons. Because it was composed in the later part of  
RubyÕs life, it is written in a strange fragmented mix of colloquial Oklahoma speech and a sort of  nostalgic Laura Ingalls Wilder talk, the 
kind that one would Þnd in a 1970Õs young adult novel about the old west.  She uses words like ÔvittlesÕ, and goes on for pages about the 
new buds of spring, or how her pit broad-breasted bulldog would attack stray cows whenever they dared trample her papaÕs Þelds.  To have 
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this document makes us think about what sort of  language we inherit and what kind of language we create; our words might say more 
about our time, our place of habitation, or what we are reading than they will reveal who we are or what we feel.  
    We gave a lecture1 and reading recently from the text of GrandmaÕs Autobiography. It was centered, like the original book was, around the 
years 1912 - 1925. It attempted to put the events of the Þrst twelve years of her RubyÕs life in rural Oklahoma into the context of the cul-
tural, artistic, and political history of the world at large. The book is the limit of our knowledge about her, so we added alternate histories 
and, in a sense, we extended and reenacted her story.  
    We recently became infatuated with a transcription of another lecture: Loose Association Lecture 1.1, written by the artist Ryan Gander.  In 
his closing remarks he remarks that he ÒÞnds it fascinating that every year so many languages pass into extinction...while people make so 
much effort to keep alive languages rooted in Þction...Klingon, [a language] devised by the American linguist Dr. Marc Okrand in 1992 
for Paramount pictures, is the fastest growing language in the universe.Ó2  The funny thing about this, we have come to believe that every 
language is invented, but what makes Kingon different is a matter of time.  Klingon, as a system of speech and writing, was devised all at 
once by one man. It wasnÕt grown over centuries from the relation between speakers and writers. It hasnÕt been imbued with the value of 
accumulated use, (yet.)

Look up, on the top shelf there, is SaussureÕs Course in General Linguistics, which was the text that initially got us excited about semiotics. It 
puts forth the notion that every language is a complete system of signs and it is through the arrangement of and relation between these 
signs that meaning is created. When we Þrst read this, it made the system of language seem wonderfully Þnite, like when in BorgesÕ The 
Library of Babel Òit was proclaimed that the Library contained all books, the Þrst impression was one of extravagant happiness...the uni-
verse was justiÞed, the universe suddenly usurped the unlimited dimensions of hope.Ó3  In SaussureÕs theory, signs consist of a signiÞer 
and a signiÞed which are arbitrarily connected, and more and more we have come to think that the notion of an arbitrary relation is dull, 
and the idea of a perfect, Þnite and contained system seems depressing.  Since SaussureÕs time, signiÞers have been found to slide around.  
Onomatopoeia is not  considered arbitrary. Instead, we like to think that onomatopoeia is actually rather important to the development of 
language and thought. It is related to mimesis, which is an important part of  all Þgurative language. Through the mimetic and comparative 
relationships that make up Þgurative language, we begin to understand and gauge our relation to the non-human-made world and thus our 
consciousness develops. 
     In Hayden WhiteÕs Tropics of Discourse he writes about the tropes of Þgurative language (metaphor, metonymy, synecdoche, and irony,) 
saying that the Òprocess of understanding can only be tropological in nature for what is involved in the rendering of the unfamiliar into 
the familiar is a troping that is generally Þgurative.Ó4  Or more clearly, the ways we relate to and understand the world are mirrored in our 
Þgurative language, and our Þgurative language structures the way we relate to the world. This cyclical relation is the motor propelling 
Giambattista VicoÕs theory of Òthe autotransformation of human consciousness in history,Ó which White discusses in Tropics of Discourse.  
He begins with VicoÕs discussion of the ÒclassiÞcation of phenomena by simple metaphorical identiÞcation,Ó and metaphor, Vico writes, is 
ÒÔthe most luminous and therefore the most necessary and frequentÕ of the tropes,Ó especially of interest is a speciÞc kind of metaphor in 
which ÒÔsense and passionÕ are ascribed to Òinsensate things,ÓÕ like Òthe primitiveÕs identiÞcation of thunder with anger.Ó5   Metaphor sets 
up a Òtension between things and the words used to characterize them.Ó  It sets up what Vico calls a Ôclass conceptÕ that can be built upon 
through other tropological variation.  This is how our consciousness grows and cycles, building upon itself.  We live and learn by tropes, 
and we work by them too, even if imperceptibly. 

We love the work of Joseph Kosuth, who made One and Three Chairs, and Five Words in Orange Neon. With these dry tautologies he exposes 
the metaphorical base of all language. He points out how abstract words are, but also how material.  I donÕt know how to explain it exactly, 
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between the aural and the visual. 
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but by folding over and collapsing the distance between the metaphorical and the literal, an abyss seems to open up, or a mirror turns on itself.  
Perhaps this has something to do with the augmentation of the inherent aura of words. Walter Benjamin describes aura, as Òthe appearance 
of  distance however close [something] might be. Words themselves have an aura; [Karl] Kraus described this in particularly exact terms: ÔThe 
closer one looks at a word, the greater the distance from which it returns the gaze.ÕÓ1 To coax words to look back, like Kosuth does, catalyzes a 
Òtransformation of a certain state of relations between words and things, between words and the visible...Ó2 that is what we want art to do for 
us. 

There are lofty ways of saying that we want art to teach something. We want to spend our time learning new things, and in that experience of 
learning, to be given the feeling that there is a great depth of things left to be known, and an inÞnity of models through which we might come 
to know them.  

LetÕs move on though, backwards and upstairs to the private bedrooms where we Þrst worked, where we would Ôwrite to Þnd out what we were 
thinking,Õ keeping Didion-esque diaries full of private notations, scratching them down alone and into the night.  We would pretend they were 
about someone or something else when in actuality they were always about Òthe implacable ÔI.ÕÓ We Òkeepers of private notebooks [were] lonely 
and resistant rearrangers of things, anxious malcontents,Ó3 but that was back when the goal was to achieve the purest and most romantic form 
of  self-expression. Now we just come here to sleep.  
    And, our Òdreams are no longer summoned with closed eyes, but in reading; and a true image is now a product of learning; It derives from 
words spoken in the past, exact recensions, the amassing of minute facts, monuments reduced to inÞnitesimal fragments, and the reproductions 
of  reproductions. In the modern experience, these elements contain the power of the impossible.Ó4   These words are from FoucaultÕs Fantasia 
of the Library, which was written about the creation of Gustave FlaubertÕs masterwork The Temptation of St. Anthony. Flaubert rewrote the book 3 
separate times.  He drew extensively from his studies, from Spinoza, Tillemont, Matter, Xirey, Duret, Herbolet, Hottinger, and many others, so 
the book was less created from imagination and more from his meticulous reading and research. The Temptation seems like5 a vital example of a 
self-reßexive literary work. It is Ò[a] work whose exclusive domain is that of booksÓ and Òfollowing Flaubert, MallarmŽ is able to write Le Livre 
and modern literature is activatedÑJoyce, Roussel, Kafka, Pound, Borges. The library is on Þre.Ó 
   This is why we care: The Temptation engages a discourse by at once richly embodying the literary form and its history, and at the same time 
Òcontradict[ing] itself as a book by challeng[ing] the priority of its printed signs and tak[ing] the form of a theatrical presentation...Ó6  What 
Foucault describes as FlaubertÕs method of construction for The Temptation is applicable, I think, to the way we want to construct art now: we 
donÕt want it to be grown out of an imagination that is Òformed in opposition to reality as its denial or compensation; [we want it to] grow 
among signs, from book to book, in the interstice of repetitions and commentaries; it is born and takes shape in the interval between books.Ó7   
It is the phenomenon of the library, not the bedroom.  
    The bedroom is still a place we go for isolation, just not for working.  We have owned up, and grown out. Ò[We] think in terms of production 
and reception as much as creation, Þnding as much interest in the reactions of the public as in the direction of [us] the art makers.Ó8  We work 
from our books and studies, but that doesnÕt mean we donÕt make stuff up; we do. We just allow our Þctions to grow from the stories and signs 
we observe and read everyday, from the public realm.  There is an inÞnity of material in existence already, we can add on, answer-back, pick 
things out, and retell for the rest of our lives and still have work to do.  We arenÕt choosing self-reßexivity to the exclusion of self-expression, 
or limiting ourselves to the rearrangement of exterior signiÞers with no projection of our own interior worlds,9 that would be uninteresting, but 
we are choosing a discourse by using a method of reference and reßexivity, and that discourse is art. We leave the bedroom in much the same 
state as it was before though, (when we were angsty and writing in unreadable cursive) as a reminder of another model for working, another 
type of learning, that perhaps it might serve us again one day. 
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Language is always doubling up on itself, building strings of references, and reversing direction. One can see it easily in the adoption of 
slang words: the minute ÒcoolÓ catches on as a signiÞer for good, ÒhotÓ takes its place. This happens with aesthetic trends and aestheticized 
politics as well. It is the trope of irony at work or perhaps its that old saying Ôyou should keep your friends close and your enemies closerÕ 
put into action.1  Our culture is more and more a culture of remix and appropriation. Lawrence Lessig, (Creative Commons founder, 
activist, and writer) claims that culture as a whole can be thought of as remix. He writes that Òevery single act of reading and choosing and 
criticizing and praising culture is in [a] sense remix, and it is through this general practice that cultures get made.Ó2  

WeÕre going to take you back to the workshop to talk more about this....but letÕs stop in the kitchen on our way. 

We love the kitchen because it is where the real connection happens. ItÕs where we Þrst felt nourished by books. And not just in the intel-
lectual sense. We have found that if we read books Òas deliberately and reservedly as they are written,Ó3 they can nourish all of our senses. 
ÒAs soon as we attend to its sensorial texture, [reading] discloses itself as a profoundly synaesthetic encounter. Our eyes converge upon a 
visible mark, or a series of marks, yet what they Þnd there is a sequence not of images but of sounds, something heard; the visible letters as 
we have said, trade our eyes for our ears. Or, rather, the eye and the ear are brought together at the surface of the text.Ó4

    Every kitchen has its stand-bys, the foods that are always kept on hand. (In ours there is usually a gallon of whole milk, a quart of  half-
and-half, coffee beans, fresh-baked bread, a dozen eggs, and a few bananas.) In our metaphorical kitchen, our Ôindex of ediblesÕ would 
include Walter Benjamin of course, and Robert Musil, Wallace Stevens, Virginia Woolf, Michel Foucault and a few artists like Ryan Gander, 
Tacita Dean and Frances Stark who are also a bit word-obsessed themselves. Stark writes about mixing and arranging her own bookish 
ingredients. She writes,

It wasnÕt long before a bouquet of  sorts began to come into focus, prompting me to pluck the following four books from their 
dusty green resting places: The New Feminism in Twentieth-Century America, Gaston BachelardÕs The Poetics of Space, a history of  
Cuba, and a book published by the Museum of  Modern Art on Robert Venturi. I experienced an excitement with the bouquet 
Ð a little bit of  self-congratulatory pride and/or whatever you call that distinct satisfaction one gets right after placing ßowers 
in a vase and stepping back to admire their effect.5

 

WeÕll carry that idea back to the room where we began the tour. On our return trip, think back on reenactments and remixes...ÒThe past is 
perfect and imperfect at the same time.Ó6   

We began by talking about the act of reenacting or rewriting a text and we will return to that by talking through a few more of our projects. 
We may repeat ourselves, but hopefully we will Þll in some holes that have been created along the way. First of all, to review: we have estab-
lished that we want to learn, and we do so through the process of manifesting our interiorization, our troping, our translation and remix of 
the information and methods we encounter everyday. 

We are working now at creating a lecture about lecturing. In this doubling of subject matter and method we can (1) employ tactics of self-
reßexivity, and (2) reenact and remix portions of information (both veriÞable and not) from the history of lecturing, building them up, and 
mashing them together with other related or unrelated forms and stories. We expect to talk about the correlatives of the lecture form in rap 
music, oral storytelling, pedagogy, and the pulpit. We will perhaps reenact excerpts from the best of art lecturers (see Peter Kreider) or the 
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worst (see Richard Deacon) and also talk about the all-important question and answer session. 

On another note, we are continuing work with books in a more direct way, through the making of a series of back-of-book indexes, which fo-
cus on the image in literature.  Robert Bly says that Òthe images always holds to one of the senses at least, to smell or taste or touch or hearing, 
the seeing of color or motion.Ó For our indexes we have chosen the element of color to focus on. We rearrange original texts, isolating ßashes 
of  color, creating a different imagistic palette, for each book. Color is problematic, hard to pin down, just as the literary image is. Both rely on 
the idiosyncratic conditions of light, relativity, contrast, context, and the always-unreliable human perception. We have always been compelled 
by the incompleteness of a word-made image because it reveals the creative requirements of a reader. She must construct (without thinking) an 
image in her own head. Different types of writing suggest different types of internal creative construction. ÒIf one says, ÔThe good of one is 
the good of all,Õ one abandons the senses almost successfully,Ó and a reader has little creative work to do. ÒThe image, by contrast, keeps a way 
open to the old marshes, and the naked hunter.Ó7 It activates a reader, asks them to enact the text in their own mind.  Our indexes reveal new 
(alphabetical) relationships of the images, colors, and impressions within a text. They ask like the locators of any index to be used again. It is in 
this sense that we are remixing the original text, and inviting other remixes to follow. Each remix or reenactment Òin principle expands the pos-
sibilities for future remixes. In reality, however, many remixes prove Òinfertile.Ó They are not subsequently remixed by others and may not even 
be viewed, read, or listened to more than a few times.Ó2 
    Slavoj Zizek points out a great example of what an infertile remix might look like in his book The Parallax View when he talks about books 
like Shakespeare Made Easy that present a retranslation of the words of Shakespeare into colloquial English. 

[The editor, John] Durband tries to formulate directly in every locution, (what he considers to be) the thought expressed in 
ShakespeareÕs metaphorical idiom- ÒTo be or not to be, that is the questionÓ becomes something like: ÒWhatÕs bothering me now 
is: Shall I kill myself or not?Ó...One can imagine the translation of  the most sublime of  HšlderinÕs verses into everday German: 
ÒWo aber Gefahr ist, wŠchst das Rettende auchÓ-- ÒWhen youÕre in deep trouble, donÕt despair too quickly, look around carefully, 
the solution may be just around the corner.Ó3

Beyond the funny kitsch factor, we just canÕt see these new translations of old poetic classics catching on or transmitting anything more than 
a chuckle in line at the grocery.  What do the things that get transmitted--that Òget handed over and down..through decades, if  not centuriesÓ4 
consist of? What magic makes a fertile remix? I canÕt answer that question because I havenÕt Þnished the book Transmitting Culture by Regis Deb-
ray, but I will come back and edit this paragraph, and our entire art practice, as soon as I do.  (I think part of  the key is accepting the us-ness of 
culture and the media that culture uses. For now, what we see ourselves doing, in our lectures, newspapers, books, and indexes, is materializing 
our collective experience and dusting it with a hope that it will transcend and surpass our own deaths. We hope (ask) that at some point some-
one may want to appropriate our traces and repurpose them for use as teaching tools, or in performance pieces, or as the content of a history 
book. We will leave you now to read the words over the door that you entered by. Feel free to let yourself out whenever your are done reading. 

By materializing my experience I detach it from myself and allow it to survive me.  I extract it from its experiential context and 
thus make it available to others, inÞnitely usable and appropriable (by whoever possesses the code.) I pass on the intransitive. I 
virtually make my singularity collective to make a return to the past and to identify me now (then) as having been singular. I give 
power of  attorney to others to live and think vicariously what I lived or thought. And I myself cannot internalize anything but 
what has been externalized before me, in such a manner that the link from within one person to the inwardness of  another who 
is not yet born will be made via an outwardness, a crafted materiality, a witness to the great relay race of generations.5
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There are so many things we have left out and so many redundancies we left in. Sorry 



APPENDIX 



black
 -est most terrible stroke of fate, 56
 -lacquered frames, 93
 cloth of the photographer, 95
 coal, 86 
 currants, 72
 forest, 50n
 of  the eye sockets, 70 
 -ish dwarf-town, 86  
 practice, 94
 robe, 87
 swan, found only in Australia, 94
blue
 of  cloudless weather, 96
 distance, 78, 81
 of  a forget-me-not, 77
 issues of postage stamp, 94  
 wife, 84
brown
 of  dead matter, 92
 issues of postage stamp, 94
clear
 cold air, where sparse colors melt, 86
 colorless ßame of wit, 79
 of  crystal, 48, 61, 64 
 days, 81 
copper
 shields, 73
 spent on colored switches, 86
gold
 bowl, with fruit, 85 
 of  a merchantÕs breast-pin, 94
 bush, 88   
 ßame, 88 
 head, 76
 in the mouth of the morning, 77
green
 of  the interior jungle, 50 
 issues of postage stamp, 94
Green, Anna Katherine, 48
grey 
 coal, in relief, 86
 foundation, of clay- 86 
 penumbra, 46

 shades of Mars, 93
 stone jetty, 83
 wall, 86   
pink 
 of  a cactus bloom, 77
 as Carthusian, 77
purple, assemblies, 94
red 
 of  the apple market, 86
 of  a bloodbath, 104
 church, 86
 edges of a opened book, 67  
 of  a geranium, 77
 in gradations of Þre, 93 
 as in Little Red Riding Hood, 85 
 neon sign, 90
 plush curtains, 85 
 scales, 84
 skullcap, 100 
 veil, concealing the night sky, 59
silver
 gilded Buddha, 51
 rib, 89
 sling, 49
 of  hoarded tinfoil, 74 
ultraviolet, rays, 99
white
 of  the bridal bed, 104
 clay pipes, 85
 of  ßour, 72 
 ßoating ghost, 74
 lace-trimmed tulle dress, 92
 mounds of the apple market, 86
 as in Snow White, 85
 -washed corridor of a dream, 47
yellow
 as in pencils of light, 69
 man, 84
 -ochre ground, 86 
 

1. One-Way Street was ! rst published in 1928, by Ernst Rowohlt, 
Òin booklet form with typography intended to evoke advertising 
shock e" ects; the cover was a photographic montage of aggres-
sive phrases in capital letters from newspaper announcements, 
ads, o# cial and odd signs. $ e opening passage in which Ben-
jamin hails Òprompt languageÓ and denounces the Òpretentious 
universal gesture of the book,Ó does not make much sense unless 
one knows what kind of book, physically, One-Way Street was 
designed to be.Ó 

-Susan Sontag, 
Introduction to One-Way Street and Other Writings
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one 
 alphabet, 94
 and then the other, 88
 board, 86
 day, 48, 55, 69 
 evening, 479 
 Þne afternoon, 49 
 executioner, 87 
 great collection, 73 
 hand, 55, 88 
 leg, 85, 103 
 limit, beyond which things cannot go, 55
 mother, endlessly shaking her head, 87
 among ten thousands, 70
 occasion, 85 
 of  the epigones, 79 
 of  those that may once have been true but  
     have long since degenerated, 54
 on the left, 88
 or the other, 100 
 or two large Þgures, 93
 princely personage, 87
 sailor, 101  
 -self, 83
 shop, 86
 side, 48
 single stroke, 461, 480 
 seated in the middle, 100
 thing, 47, 75, 97
 vanishes, 84 
 -way street, 45
 window, 47
two 
 barrel-like containers, 88
 cardinals, 87
 convicts, 85 
 different Þling systems, 62  
 elderly English lady visitors, 47 
 equally diminutive puppets, 85 
 executioners, 87   

 foresters, 84 
 girls whispering in Italian, 95
 glass-covered tables, 87
 hours, of walking in solitude, 68, 81 
 of  us, 69 
 or three others, 100  
 monkeys playing violins, 88 
 mothers, 87
 persons alone, 100
 policemen, 85
 puppets, 88 
 sirens with provocative breasts, 84
 wings, 88
 wrestlers, 80
three
 cabs, 78 
 -cornered cell, 78 
 -dimensional writing, 62
 fruit, 84
 others, 100 
 priests, 99
 steps, 61
four
 great grey shades of Mars, 93
 pillars, 74   
 Roman quarters, 81
Þve, published books, 97
seven, -fold of oneself around another, 83
eight, -hour workday, 97
ten
 heavy sacks of ßour, 72  
 minutes waiting, 78
 -room apartment, 48-49
thirteen, 59, 65, 66, 67, 68
 Ò--stopping at this number, I felt a cruel  
     pleasure,Ó 67    
 Theses on a WriterÕs Technique, 64 
 Theses Against Snobs, 65
 Theses on a CriticÕs Technique, 66
 Ways of Looking at a Blackbird, 67n

Þfteen, 48
twenty
 centimeters tall, 87 
 heavy sacks of ßour shaken onto the tardy   
    child, 72
twenty-four
 hours of happiness, 99
 hours in jail, 61
twenty-Þve, centimeters, 87
twenty-seven, 97
twenty-eight, 97
thirty, paces from the water, 86
thirty-six, labeled boxes, 85
forty, years spent building a cathedral, 82
forty-Þve, years of life, 96
forty-eight, hours exposure is like a caustic   
solution, 48
one hundred thirteen, 46
one thousand
 gradations of Þre-red, 93
 times more exact, 98
 years ago, 73
three thousand
 ladies and gentleman arrested in their   
    beds, 60
 years cultural development, 80
four thousand, year-old obelisk, 70
tens of thousands, of passers-by not  
paus-
 ing, 62
hundreds of thousands, dragged into misfor-  
tune, 56
millions, born into misfortune, 56
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adoration, as a ßeeting dart nestled in a   
loverÕs imperfections, 52
air, as a communally supported weighty   
column, 59
ale-house, as the sailorÕs key to a town, 101
alleyways, as air shafts, 81
armchair of the ofÞce, as a dentistÕs chair, 90
artwork, as energy-center, 66; as the criticÕs    
shining sword, 67
astronomy, as ßowering, 103
the author, as a powder keg, 69n
ballast, as subject matter in art, 66
bliss, as cloudlessness, 96
blood, as a voice, 79
book
 as a bed for the printed word, 61-62 
 as a city, 91 
 as a refuge, 62
 as a tightly-folded virgin, 67
booming orchestration of the carousel, as   
its crown jewels, 73
brick, as a cofÞn, 74
cacti, as a totem-pole, 74
cafŽ, as a polyclinic, 88-89
cathedral, as a dark promontory passed on   
the way to the tavern, 101; as a religious   
train station, 82
cellar, as the deepest part of  the develop-  
ment of the self, 46
chestnut, as a spiky club, 74
a child 
 collecting stamps, as Gulliver, 94
 as an engineer, 74 
 as the just ruler of a world, 73
 riding an animal on a carousel, as a mute   
    Arion riding a silent Þsh, 73
a childÕs
  gaze, as a rope, 73
 hand, as the juvenile Don Juan, 73; as a   
     lover embracing his girl, 72
 steps in a quiet classroom, as the tread of a  
     wretched soul at midnight, 72
a church, as God himself, 80
collector of postmarked stamps, as an arche-  
ologist, cabbalist, and detective, 92
colored paper rods, as a scolding from a   

much-loved voice, 86
commentary and translation, as eternally  
 rustling leaves on the sacred tree of 
 text, 52
cranium, as the odalisqueÕs boudoir, 95
critic, as a strategist in battle, 66
the coming day, as a fresh shirt, 99 
daydream, as an airplane ßight, 48
extra-postage stamp, as an unaltering spirit,  
 93
exposure without the parental shield, as a  
 caustic solution, 48
the family, as an ediÞce, 101-102
fate, as a blow, 48; as a stroke, 56
a Þddler and a dancing bear, as a constella- 
 tion, 85
Þlth and misery, as walls built by invisible  
 hands, 56
the Þne prose sentence, as a ray of light pen- 
 etrating an alchemistÕs cell, 64
ßame, as parting into two wings, 88 
the ßoor melting, like water, 84
ßuttering feelings, as a ßock of birds seeking  
 refuge, 52
foreign term in writing, as a silver rib, 89
a fresh shirt, as made of the tissue of pure  
 prediction, 99
harbor, as a cradle, 102
hazy distance, as a shroud, 102 
hesitation, as a shadow, 103
hope, as a triangle, 94
human personality, as the contours of the  
 High Alps, 58
idea, as a patient in surgery, 88-89
image, as a folded fan, 75
imbecility, as a picture, 59
ink ßowing from the writerÕs pen, as smoke  
 from his cigarette, 71
inspiration, as lacunae, 65
letters of print, as snowßakes, 71 
letters  in print, as a blizzard, 62
life 
 as a house, 46 
 passing as gently as weather, 100 
 as a path, 79
lifeÕs happiness, as a crystal, 48

lifeÕs questions, as foliage obscuring oneÕs  
 view, 51
light ray, as a pencil, 69
limbless statue, as oneÕs future, 76
handwriting, as lineaments, 89
machine, as the apparatus of social exis- 
 tence, 45
mankind, as a frame, 104
memory, as ultraviolet rays, 98
minutes, as ßorins, 96
mother, as a much-hammered stake, 73
music notes, as garnish to thought, 79
nature, as a fragment, 104
natureÕs mystery, as an umbilical cord, 98
nicknames, as hoisted pennants, 101
obelisk, as an immortal Þgure, 70
opinions, as machine oil, 45
page number, as the racing clock watched by  
 the reader, 76
past thought, as a sculptural relief, 76
peace, as a fortress, 59
penny, as a copper shield, 74
persistence of a beggar before a passer-by,  
 as a scholarÕs nose before a difÞcult text,  
 102-103
polemics, as a cannibal, 67
postmark, as a crown on a stamp, 92
poverty, as a shadow, 57
print, as a swarm of locust, 62
publisher, as a gambler, 97
punctuation, as Þne stitching, 89
quarter, as port of  a south-sea island, 84
quotations, as wayside robbers, 95
reading, as half-hidden path, 72; as snow, 72
sacred text, as a tree, 73
a secret, as a fetter that binds, 98
serrated edge of a stamp, as a white lace- 
 garnished tulle dress, 92
sexuality, as an abyss, 77
shoes, as rain from the horn of plenty, 84
space, as stammering, 73
stamp albums, as magic-reference books, 93
stamp
 as fateÕs lottery ticket, 93
 as a framed picture of unknown rela- 
     tives, 93

 as graphic cellular tissue, 92
 as a tightly woven spiderÕs web, 93
 as visiting card, 94
stock, as phraseology, 54
street, as a text cut through the author, 45
streetcar, as a Þre engine, 69
stupidity and cowardice, as an amalgam, 54
teacherÕs voice, as a grinding mill-wheel, 72
text, as a road, 50; as a soft drift, 71
time, as money, 96
tinfoil, as hoarded silver, 74
touchstone, as the aural accompaniment to a  
 writer as she works, 65
traditionalist writing, as a crystalline struc- 
 ture, 61
truth, as one who refuses to keep still and  
 look amiable for a photograph, 95
vacant house, as a deaf ear, 49
waiter, as the surgeonÕs assistant, 89
waking, as a penumbra, 46
water, as a stream of glass, 88
a whisper in a foreign tongue, as a cool dress- 
 ing on a painful place, 95
wit, as a colorless ßame, 79
witnessed sunrise, as a crown, 76
a work of writing, as a death mask for its  
 conception, 65
writer, as a surgeon, 88-89
writerÕs notebook, as a well-kept register of  
 aliens, 65
writing prose
 as architectural building, 61
 as composing music, 61
 as weaving a textile, 61
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alcohol, 84
ale, 101
almonds, as groped by the pilfering 
 child, 72
animal-water, spoiled in a dream, 78
apple 
 as a threat to Snow White, 85
 cheeks outshining the red church, 86 
 in the basket of a housewife, 86
 -marine, meaning ÔmandarinÕ in the  
     language of Stefan Benjamin, son of  
     the author, 53n
 packed in straw, 86
 as the red-and-white mounds of the   
      market, 86
 revealed from under a beaker, 88
banquet, enriched by the beggar, 91
beer, drunk by Germans, 64, 101; drunk by  
 seamen, 101
bird, catching a worm, 77
bread rolls, interfering with jam, 72
breakfast, and recounted dreams, 45
butter, responding tenderly to the hand, 72 
chestnuts, as a childÕs spiky clubs, 74
coffee, carefully poured for the writer while  
 seated at a marble table, 88
corn, forgotten in the Þeld, 60 
crumbs, left for the hero, 60
currants, in heaps, 72
dumplings, impaled on GargantuaÕs  
forks,  88 
eggs, of Easter, 74
everything edible, in the land of idle luxury,  
 84
Þsh 
 used to distinguish location, 101
 as silent, ridden by a mute Arion, 73
 sold from a hut, 86
ßour, in heavy sacks, 72

food, as well-received if divided and distrib- 
 uted, 91
fruit 
 falling seasonally, 52
 as an overripe garnish, 79 
 in three pieces on a golden bowl, 85  
 snatched from the trees, unripe, 60 
grapes, as fallen, 60
honey, inviting the hand of the hungry child,  
 72
jerky, 89
loaf, revealed from under a beaker, 88
marrow, 101,104
meat, sold at the market, 86
oil,  45
pigeon, 85
preserves, in the darkness of the larder, 72
raisins, 72
rice, yielding to the hand of a juvenile Don  
 Juan, 72
seed, 94
spices, used by a cannibal to season a baby, 
67
strawberry jam, unencumbered by bread  
 rolls, 72
stew, of the damned, 85
sugar, or almonds, 72; in sacks, in relief  
 against a market wall, 86
sultanas, 72
toothpaste, handy for the giants of Ameri-
can   movies, 89
vinegar, soaking a sponge, 87
water
 of  the Dvina, 86
 fetched from the ocean of tears, 79
 of  the most paciÞc ocean, 94
 as a stream of glass, 88  
worms, 77
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To grieve the sudden absence of a place compounds 
its personality, making permanent in our minds 
certain unspeakable qualities of there.  

Our place, a 96-year old house on  SW Cable 
Avenue in Portland, caught Þre and burned down 
on September 10th, 2008.  While the Þre injured no 
one and we were able to salvage some of our things, 
we found ourselves suddenly without a home, 
forced to leave a place that we loved inhabiting.  

This is an index of some of what we left behind.

ants, 65

bed, of  unreasonable comfort, 72
bookshelf, built by hand, 90

coat, of  corduroy and suede, 44
collection 
    of  cassette tapes, 13
    of  ceramic animals, 39
    of  letters, 49

control, unwillingly forfeited, 23
crack, in black-and-white linoleum, 6

doors 
    as mostly open, 22
    separating me from you, 9
earrings, of  prehenite and gold, 40
gestures, unconsciously rehearsed, 27

houseplants, as longtime friends of  the family, 30

illusion 
    of  invisibility, 23
    of  privilege, 64

piano, mufßed sound of, 45
solitude, 4

soup, cucumber and mint, 65

view 
    of  English Ivy, 22
    of  the volcano, 63

water, hard running, 16



Burgundy, 57
gold

buried by a psychopath, 94
carried by slaves, 88
chains, 88
cloth, 88
coins, 89
crown, 87
earrings, 88
necklace, 87
limited to one thousand pounds, 62
as raw material, 86
in reserve, 85
rings, 88
as sacriÞced, 58
-smith, 129
stripped, and inspected in the nude, 94
thread, 127
as a useless substance, 89
in vast quantities, 111

green, and pleasant growing earth, 40
multicoloured, vestments worn by priests, 127
natural color, wool, 78
purple, cloth, 85
scarlet, cloth, 85
silver

carried by slaves, 88
equivalent to one thousand pounds, 62
as raw material, 86
reserves of, 85

white
dress, of the congregation, 127
linen, 78
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