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…and you say  

„Oh my God, am 

 I here all alone?‟… 
 
 
 

(a dialogue with Caleb J Ross  
through the filter of  

his short fiction collection Charactered Pieces) 

 
 
 
 
 
Pablo D’Stair: Interesting thing that happened 
while I was reading your collection was: I started 
flipping through pages, just letting my eyes fall here and 
there, and one of the places they wound up falling was 
on the sentence „And then the beer commercial gun shot’.  I 
thought to myself it was a fucking brilliant sentence.  
The thing is, I‟d not read the story, so just took the 
sentence as a sentence, interpreting it that you‟d used 
„beer commercial‟ as a descriptor for „gunshot‟—
expressed the gunshot as a beer commercial, which I 
took to mean a gaudy, too noisy, jittering, pointless, 
obscene-in-it‟s-directness sort of thing—an insane and 
brilliant way to describe a gunshot.   
 
Caleb J Ross: Can I claim purpose, there? Please. 
Though that reading would inform the narrator in a way 
that wasn‟t intended. The narration is fairly non-
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confrontational in this story, letting instead the 
characters themselves inform any opinion the reader 
may have. Still, though, if I were the narrator, „beer 
commercial‟ would be a great descriptor of anything 
gaudy, noisy, and jittering.  
 
PD:  I suppose you can claim purpose, it would 
only be fair.  But my plan was to steal the bit—we‟ll just 
have to race for it 
 
CJR:  This opens up to an entirely new discussion. 
An old one, but one I wouldn‟t mind having in-depth, 
here, or elsewhere: Is there a priority of intention over 
reception when it comes to literature? Does the work 
inform the audience, or does the audience inform the 
work? In our behind-the-scenes DVD-extras world, I 
think the audience is becoming increasingly important—
no, perhaps, „Accepted’ is a better term—as a declarer of 
artistic worth. Art is made with the audience in mind, as 
it always has been, but the audience is so much more 
fragmented that individual pieces can often be made for 
minute audiences. The influx of online viral videos 
(though the artistic merit of such…most I would call 
„beer commercial‟ pieces) would be an example, wherein 
most videos are made for a truly small audience. Flash 
cartoons are perhaps a better example, spoofs and such, 
especially. With Charactered Pieces, I hope to reach a wide 
audience, but I don‟t feel as though I‟ve compromised 
integrity do so. I guess I fit into the group that makes 
art and hopes people like it (the lazy camp, maybe) as 
opposed to those who have a group in mind and make 
art to fit their ideals (the somewhat more devoted 
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camp). Though, would the latter group be making 
decoration, not art? A book I promote all I can, Denis 
Dutton‟s The Art Instinct, has some great things to say on 
this art vs. decoration (craft) issue, for those interested. 
 
PD:  Indeed a very vast subject, but one that 
certainly should be throttled around a bit, here—I‟ll do 
my best to keep some degree of focus, so bear with me.  
Your first camp—making art and hoping the audience 
likes it—is what interests me. I earnestly think this is the 
way to do art, but through a slight slant.  The only way 
an artist can respect an audience is to set down their 
work exactly as they see it, express what they want in the 
terms that occur to them, not concerning themselves 
with possible reactions from the audience, because these 
are infinite.  The moment an artist considers some 
viewpoint beyond the end of their fingers is when things 
reach the danger of becoming as you put—and as I 
mostly agree with you on—decoration.  „Hoping they 
like it‟ is earnest, certainly, but only if it means hoping 
they liked something that was nothing to do with them, 
was not crafted to „be liked.‟  With most of my favorite 
literature, „liked it‟ is always an odd thing to say.  Did I 
particularly like Victoria by Knut Hamsun?  Yes.  And 
emphatically „Dear Christ No‟.  Did I like The Rules Of 
Attraction?  Same thing. This is, I suppose, just another 
way of getting at the difference between „like‟ and 
„enjoy‟ which is where I think your „decoration camp‟ 
comes into it.  For an artist to craft with a particular 
audience in mind—be it specific individuals, or a 
specific demographic, or anything more specific than 
„human‟, really—is the first step in asking the work to be 



Predicate (dialogues with Pablo D’Stair 

 

14 

leveled off, defined, particularized, made absolute.  Is 
this such a bad thing?  I‟m tempted to be politic and say 
„No‟, but it actually is.  Or it‟s not literature, anyway.  It 
falls, for me, into another category altogether—when an 
artist goes out of their way to set up a defensive wall of 
„Well, you‟re not looking at it for what it is, so that‟s 
maybe why you don‟t like it‟ or whatever, it‟s a sad thing 
for me to witness.  Because—and this comes into your 
point about audience-informing work or vice versa—it 
adds the unacceptable element of Author-as-entity, 
informing.  An author and an author‟s work are 
different things.  Very different.  Literature is between 
the Author and the Piece or is between the Reader and 
the Piece—not a threesome.  Reader and Author can 
communicate, but not on any level that „has to do with 
anything‟, they have to both be communicating as 
Readers, as equally uninformed.  If Author cannot 
remove themselves from their work enough that they 
allow their opinion and point-of-view to be only as 
valid, absolutely equal to, the point-of-view of anyone 
else, this is not good, no earnest dialogue comes from it.  
Just because an artist says something, it has little to do 
with „what is in the work‟.  I‟m not talking about plot 
points or such shit—though the statement is true about 
such matters—I‟m talking about content, purpose, the 
realities a work touches on.  An Author can only say 
what their work means to them, and this should be—
while perhaps interesting, perhaps of note for a 
secondary purpose, a curiosity—meaningless to a 
reader.  If I read story where the notion of Justice is 
being explored by an artist—just for a loose little 
example, here—and I react to it a certain way, then the 
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author says „Well, you have to keep in mind that I think 
Justice is X or Y or Z defined by A and B and C‟, while 
their statement might be interesting, it is definitive to 
nothing—they know nothing more of Justice than I do 
(of the abstraction, the actual, the ideal). Literature is 
not about „What the individual author thought of 
justice‟ but about „What is Justice, what does anyone 
think of justice?‟.  The trend toward commentary—in 
cinema or literature or whatever art—is a wonderful 
thing if it opens a dialogue, but sadly I think it more 
serves to crystallize opinions, to divide people into 
Absolutes—when a reader lets the author‟s point-of-
view become dominant over their own, in even the 
slightest way, something unfortunate has happened.  
And likewise, the audience will never define one 
goddamned thing, except for themselves.  Literature 
should shun definition wherever possible—it is not 
about closure, not about stopping, but about perpetual 
flux.  One could say this is why time has no effect on it, 
why it is just as important to interpret and think about 
literature from ages past and customs dead and foreign 
climes and to always approach it head on, boldly, with 
earnest conviction—never looking to have it explained, 
just expressed and then explored. 
 
CJR:  I‟ve got to touch on your comment about 
literature not being a threesome. Isn‟t it important, 
though, that a writer acknowledge the inevitable reader 
in some way, even if subconsciously? When dealing with 
fiction, there are always three human elements involved: 
The Author, The Character, The Reader. And the 
Reader and Author are absolutely conscious of each 
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other. So, I‟m not sure that I can fully agree that a 
threesome is impossible. The simple act of writing 
implies and acknowledgement of a reader, so I think 
writing is always a result of three (or more) 
consciousnesses at work. Perhaps if I had thought more 
along those lines while writing the title piece of 
Charactered Pieces, I would not have been tempted to 
derail this conversation. Sorry about that. 
 
PD: It‟s nothing to be sorry about, derailing 
conversation is conversation.  With the „beer 
commercial‟ line, it turns out, of course, that you meant 
someone was shot with a gun during the filming of a 
beer commercial.  Normally, this sort of thing would 
disappoint me, put me off, would lead me to find a 
muddiness, a dulled down quality to the work—but it 
did no such thing in the case of Charactered Pieces.  As a 
matter of fact, something in that story I tell there is 
representative of what I think the strongest element of 
the collection is. It would be quite obvious, quite glaring 
and in your face—and appropriately to a certain 
extent—to construct your pieces with a whiz-bang 
element to them, with a flashiness that comes before 
anything substantive.  After all, you have a peculiar (on 
the surface, at least) list of subject matters and 
characters.  It would be almost expected that you would 
go for overly superficial gloss to justify yourself, but the 
opposite happens.   
 
CJR: No compliment can be taken better than 
that one. Thank you. I deal with this conflict of 
expectations directly in the story The Camp, but the 
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entire collection, perhaps all of my writing, is dependent 
on subversive motive. I enjoy the challenge of taking a 
viscerally stunning element and turning it into something 
intellectually stunning. In the hands of a commercial copy 
editor, the synopsis of the story Charactered Pieces would 
likely revolve around the fetus-in-fetu foot, the 
shocking. But the truth—I hope the truth—is that the 
visceral is simply a device to explore the intellectual. 
Most commercial fiction takes the opposite approach. 
I‟m fine with reading that stuff, but not with writing it.  
 
PD:  A bit counter-intuitively—at least to my way 
of looking at things—what you‟re after is the far more 
difficult thing to get away with, this alchemy of „visceral 
clattering‟ to „intellectual hush‟ (but please read 
„intellectual‟ as emotional, as well).  There is certainly, as 
you say, a lot of work out there that becomes throttling 
with visceral, even violent stimuli. The odd thing is that 
to do that is—as a keen, creative audience would always 
get the sniff of it fairly quick—really quite tame, safe, it 
leaves itself the protective out that „It‟s grotesque, in-
your-face, shocking‟ and has always the ready-made 
argument that this affront is The Purpose.   
 
CJR:  I do feel though that The Grotesque 
Purpose is a valid purpose, but so much more difficult 
to pull off than other, perhaps more legitimized 
purposes. I think of Brian Evenson as one who can do 
this; never resorting to tired imagery to shock the 
reader, but instead leveraging his unique understanding 
of humanity (could I have used a more clichéd term?) to 
fish out new modes of horror and shock. We all know 
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that we are supposed to react in horror to a missing 
eyeball (from his story Eye, in Altmann’s Tongue), but the 
well-played Grotesque Purpose will teach us how to 
react differently to it, forcing us to consider ourselves 
before we consider the subject. The Eye does this by 
pairing the missing eyeball with a strangely detached sex 
scene.  
 
PD:  Grotesque is an unavoidable element, both 
in literature and in life.  I think rendering it—however 
situational it may arise—needs to be done flatly and 
with all candor.  It is, as you suggest, a question of 
wanting an exaggerated effect—which a great deal of 
Grotesque is going for, the image or whatever as its own 
thing, existing just to be viscerally reacted to—or 
wanting an inward, humanistic effect—say in the film 
The Fly, there is a difference between watching the 
transformation and simply reacting viscerally to the 
grotesque images and in stopping to consider the 
actuality of what is happening, the whole man it is 
happening to, the mind, the psychology, the entire 
notion of what such a transformation truly is.  Horror 
pieces have this problem to confront in spades—it‟s 
easy to be horrific, to have that as a purpose, not so easy 
to use the horrific to converse about matters completely 
outside of the situation.  The grotesque has the 
unfortunate tendency to make it all about the in-your-
faceness of the moment—partly because this an 
interesting thing to render, in and of itself, and partly 
because there are fuckwits like George Romero out 
there (post Day Of The Dead Romero, not early Romero) 
who utterly confuse the notion of „getting at something‟ 
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with „using things to literally represent specific situations 
and mindsets‟.  Nothing is worse than a grotesque work 
that has a clearly defined „message‟ that tries to make 
itself directly representative, allegorical, as opposed to 
expressive, felt. 
 
CJR:  I‟d say that about all story, whether 
grotesque, light-hearted, melodramatic, anything. I like 
symbols. I like literal representations less. 
 
PD:  Trying to find something from within such 
a set-up, however, to take something jarring and move 
the audience out of it—not timidly, but to a moment of 
contemplation—is a riskier thing in that if it goes wrong 
it just seems lousy, pussy, or, at the very worst, faux-
intellectual. Not to mention there is, on the part of a 
great swath of people, a kind of cruel backlash against 
something that goes through dark ground with 
something other than absolute, violent nullification as 
it‟s goal—it‟s easy to say „Fuck everything‟ at the end 
and sound like a hard man, it‟s difficult and dangerous 
to say anything but that, but the cold shoulder that 
doing so dares on itself from the audience is the pulse 
where art should happen. 
 
CJR:  Exactly! If we grant the narrator (or the 
author) authority to say „Fuck everything‟ and not 
deliver on the promise of giving reason to so much 
morbid imagery, then we don‟t have a story, in the true 
sense of the word. Maybe we have a monologue or a 
diatribe or some such other form that too often feels 
more at home in the diary of a middle-class teenager 
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than bound and shelved with literary greats. Resolution, 
for all the commercial connotation that may come along 
with the word, is important for a true story, and even 
more-so when asking the reader to indulge in viscera. 
Perhaps my resolution is that my characters seem to 
embrace their vulgarities and grotesqueries, whether 
visceral as in the case of the title story, or emotional as 
in the case of My Family’s Rule. They don‟t simply 
announce their frustrations, they see them as a way to 
enhance their existence. 
 
PD:  I think so, and it is a thing of distinction in 
your work.  Resolution is an all-over-the-place term of 
art, really.  In your work, it is as you put it—these 
individual lives are not just presented as curiosities, as 
things to point at, but as genuine explorations of psyche, 
of emotional identity, of the thread that separates in 
one‟s own mind the difference between being human 
and not being human.  It‟s one of the horrors and 
sadnesses that informs your work—because many 
people do write themselves off, take a step back from 
the world, readily accepting some Definition, some 
third-party Identity, rather than knuckle down and 
accept themselves as equal in consideration to another.  
It‟s an intrinsic fear—not only „Am I not normal?‟ but 
literally „Am I less than someone else?‟  There is a 
strength in what you write—not that I view these stories 
as activism or anything, not that you have some 
literature-for-change attitude, because that is quite 
another matter and something of an absurdity we might 
talk about another time—in that the pieces refuse to 
admit to the idea of „lesser life‟.  Plato as Socrates so 
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famously said something along the lines of „The 
unregarded life is not worth living‟ and this is very often 
mistaken to mean that a life needs to be regarded by 
someone other than individual living, when it means 
quite the opposite.  That is the tension in your story.  
The line is walked between a person regarding 
themselves—having a purpose to life—and giving up to 
being regard by everyone but themselves—having no 
purpose, a freak-show, something to be gawked at, 
inhuman. 
 
CJR:  Perfect. I can add nothing to that. 
 
PD: The keen subtlety of the writing, the almost 
buried resonance works in concert with the more garish 
subject matter.  There is a moment in My Family Rule 
where the father tells one son that during the demolition 
of a building he saw a workman still on the roof, saw 
the man obliterated, consumed by the felled building, 
and the son—after briefly verifying that the other son is 
not paying attention—asks the father „Why didn‟t you 
tell me?‟ the father using this moment to suggest he did 
it out of a kind of protectiveness, some duty, some 
sacrifice.   
 
CJR: Interesting bit (maybe): that yellow hat 
image wasn‟t in the story until the final draft, just before 
the book went to print. Imagine how lackluster a story it 
would have been without that image. I‟d be 
embarrassed. There is no story without the yellow 
hardhat. It makes me wonder how many stories I‟ve let 
out that, should I read them again, would fail. That‟s 
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why I (one) rarely read stories of mine that have already 
been published, and (two) don‟t let anything out of my 
hands that does not have my 99% confidence. Even the 
stories in Charactered Pieces that were previously 
published I went back and revised, sometimes 
dramatically, before collecting them. 
 
PD:  With my own writing, such changes often 
happen once the writing starts—I have it all mapped 
out, but that trick that happens once the first bit of 
prose is down, once the pace starts, once the language 
decides itself—regardless of what I had in mind 
before—makes it for fuck what I had mapped out.  
Often, a scene will be in my mind the point of which is 
to have a guy get a telephone call—that‟s the scene—
but instead, the telephone call becomes some peripheral 
aspect, his peeking out the door becomes the larger 
thing, the central weight shifts to it—or something like 
that, the accent of the intention changes once the 
writing begins.  But these changes never happen after, 
because for me nothing happens after, when a story is 
called finished, it‟s finished forever.  I‟m curious as to 
whether the addition of the scene was off-the-cuff—
that is, you were revising, giving it a read over and the 
scene just announced itself, you had no idea the value it 
might have or not—or was it something more direct—
you read your piece, felt something was missing, and 
with direct purpose crafted the scene? 
 
CJR:  Definitely the latter. The dozens of passes I 
took over the piece prior the final draft revealed no 
glaring absences. But for some reason—credit the 
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moons, credit the gods (if they have nothing better to 
do than read my computer screen), credit the extra beer 
I drank the night before—but something made me see 
the weakness. I knew something had to elevate the 
father, the roles had to be reversed (which in this case, 
meant the roles actually aligned to traditional familial 
patterns; the story started off reversed). The specific 
image of a man failing to escape a building demolition, I 
don‟t know from where that came. But it came. And it 
fit the story perfectly. Perhaps I had it stored away, 
unconsciously. Though, if that‟s the case, I worry that I 
am not as in control of my stories as I would like. 
Leaving narrative up to the ether lessens the import of 
the writer, I think. 
  

PD:  Certainly leaving the matter entirely up to 
the ether—or to the bourbon or whatever—does lessen 
the writer a bit.  I‟ve always been of the mind that, to 
put things clumsily, a framework is set, a set of 
structural guidelines, a point in the distance is chosen, all 
manner of conscious considerations happen first and 
then the unconscious takes over, as much as is possible.  
There is much to be said for entirely freeform writing, 
to abandoning oneself to the whims of what cannot be 
controlled, but it is not literature, there is no struggle to 
it, no tension.  Just the same can be said of, as you 
hinted at sometime earlier, pieces being done entirely 
for craft, entirely consciously manipulated.  It‟s fine, it‟s 
just not of much value.  Hard work, you know, is not 
the same as struggle, as difficulty, as the violence that 
needs to be embedded in an artwork.  Hard work is just 
work, and entirely a choice.  Literature, the struggle of it, 
is a bit more imperative than that. 
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CJR:  „But it is not literature, there is no struggle 
to it, no tension.‟ Beautifully stated, sir. 
 
PD: In My Family Rule, the moment of the father 
revealing what he withheld rather nullifies the meaning 
he is hoping to convey—he doesn‟t want his sacrifice to 
be overlooked, and he wants it, though revealed, to be 
kind of treated as discovered.  And a further thing is, 
with that piece, there is absolutely nothing 
melodramatic—even the fact that, for me, the father is 
lying, the son believes the father is lying, and so the 
exchange takes place as a tacit agreement to remain as 
distanced as they have been throughout their lives is 
quite poignant, but poignant in that blink-and-you-miss-
it and I‟m-not-really-sure-how-it-makes-me-feel sort of 
way.   
 
CJR: Melodrama has no place in my writing; it‟s a 
weakness when I see it in other‟s pieces. To rely so 
heavily on cultural cues, which is why melodrama 
works—maybe „works‟ isn‟t the right word—takes too 
much responsibility away from the author. I want to 
own my story. I want to own the characters, the 
relationships, the emotions, the empathy. I want the 
credit. I want my own culture to inform the page. That 
being said, of course every story relies on some bit of 
social contract to work, that‟s what a story is, an 
exploration of culture, but there‟s a limit, a point where 
an author becomes a reporter rather than an artist. 
Melodrama is for reporters.  
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PD:  We can swap, you can take the beer 
commercial line, I‟ll pawn off „Melodrama is for 
reporters‟ as my own, even-Steven.  
 
CJR:  My story is your story. 
 
PD:  It‟s the suction of your work, really, this 
sense of hovering, of not tugging for meaning.  It seems 
to me that you do what a truly engaging documentarian 
does—they show the moments, no talking heads 
commentating, no illustrative examples to suggest 
impact. By the very fact that something honest is being 
shown, the audience will respond with an individual 
gravity. 
 
CJR:  That‟s a great way of describing the effect. 
 
PD:  The other way of doing things is often 
ghastly—to temper a moment, filter it, try to reasonably 
make it so that a kind of General Understanding is 
reached, in a sense treating a thinking audience member 
as the anomaly and any individual perception that falls 
outside of the melodramatic aesthetic as an eccentric 
thing—it takes a toll on the humanity of a piece, if that 
makes sense.  
 
CJR:  It does. 
 
PD:  With the yellow hat moment, which could, 
if poorly rendered, have come off as a this-wraps-it-all-
up sort of speech—such speeches and moments quite 
popular in a lot of writing—you give a bait, dangle the 
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rest of the story, very subtly, back in front of the face of 
the reader, tempting them back into their felt 
perceptions of the moments they witnessed when first 
reading—the perspective of the sons watching the 
building, watching their father—with a new set of eyes, 
you set a kind of distrust of themselves on them.  
 
CJR:  To be honest, going for the General 
Understanding or Lowest Common Denominator, as 
would be the convenient wrap-up speech of the sort you 
mention, not only makes for a less intellectually 
engaging piece, but is also likely a more difficult thing 
for an author to do. I might get some heat for this 
opinion, but knowing enough of a culture to arrive at 
the Lowest Common Denominator might require more 
effort than instead allowing the audience to respond 
with „individual gravity.‟ Now, don‟t mistake this for 
permission to shit on paper and let the audience 
determine worth, but in an elusive way, that‟s a version 
of what I do. I said earlier that the author should take 
responsibility for a piece. That responsibility is the 
difference between letting the audience determine worth 
and guiding the audience to worth. The Lowest Common 
Denominator approach itself determines worth. I don‟t 
want to claim to have no answers (re: shit on paper). 
Conversely, I don‟t want to claim to have all the answers 
(re: Lowest Common Denominator, plot-centric 
fiction). I want to guide the audience to understanding a 
piece, and in turn themselves. 
 
PD:  I‟d say, a bit differently, that perhaps the 
author‟s goal—or whatever term, I‟ll just stick with 
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that—should be to get the audience to actively question 
the piece and in turn—or for the purpose of—get the 
audience to actively question themselves, to turn their 
question inward and then back outward, but in the 
direction of reality, to make the piece viable, living, not 
just a point of reference, not just artwork to be 
discussed as artwork.  Not to just reiterate a lot of what 
I‟ve blathered on about earlier, but it is sometimes, 
especially I think for the author, a struggle to remember 
that the idea of literature is to extend back into reality, 
not to bring more of reality to the page—the story or 
novel or painting should not be the vacuum sucking in 
attention, but a pistol being readied, bursting the 
audience/bullet it was loaded with back out at the 
surrounding world. 
 
CJR:  I wonder if it would be safe to say that 
literary fiction asks questions, while commercial fiction 
provides answers. Literary fiction, as you say, gets the 
audience to actively question themselves, while 
commercial fiction instead provides convenient answers 
to an established plotline. I‟ll have to think on this. I like 
it. 
 
PD: I look at short fiction as the trickiest thing, 
really.  There seems such a risk of it falling into 
meaninglessness, especially the risk of this happening by 
attempting to inject too much of a forced symbolism, or 
leitmotif, or structure, or niggling a reader toward a 
quiet little epiphany—the thing could be made 
irrelevant, made into a justified roll of the eye at any 
moment by saying what the purpose behind any stitch 
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of it is—in fact, the necessity in short fiction for a 
nonchalance is paramount.  
 
CJR: Absolutely. Short fiction allows the author 
to explore moments, loosely set along an arc. Flash 
fiction (or prose poetry or micro fiction or whatever 
other hip term people give it) furthers this tendency by 
focusing on the moment, without the arc context. Some 
people call this structure boring. Those people only read 
blockbusters. That‟s why short fiction doesn‟t sell well; 
it‟s rarely about quick pacing and momentum. It‟s the 
anti-capitalist medium. The form is an exploration, not a 
ride.  
 
PD:  Short fiction I think has the delicious ability 
to haunt, to actually unconsciously be approached by a 
reader the way literature ought to.  It‟s built not to sell, 
certainly, but this is so much to its advantage and why it 
can be such an important poison.  There is a trap in 
longer form work in that, no matter what, preconceived 
notions creep in when the cover is cracked—there is 
such an idea of The Novel that it is unlikely any reader 
will ever approach the read willing to go anywhere new, 
even if newness is being introduced, thoughts that it 
needs to be equated to norms will get in.  So many 
conventions—and so many conventions so willfully, 
wholeheartedly clung to by so many authors—make it 
an ugly scene when someone tries to do something, to 
say something imperative—short fiction has a kind of 
grace, it can slip in and out, do its damage, no one 
thinks they need to defend themselves.  
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CJR:  Great points, all. Personally, I know that 
when I approach a work of short fiction, I actually 
anticipate just what you say, something unconventional. 
In fact, it‟s been weeks since I read a piece of short 
fiction that maintained the classic Aristotle arc while 
focusing on character development. Maybe this is 
because most of the short fiction I read is online, where 
the word count per piece is generally less than 1,000 or 
so, meaning there simply isn‟t room enough for such a 
structured story. Do you think that the expectations 
associated with The Novel are because the long form 
necessitates a strong core to keep a reader‟s attention? 
Therefore, the author is less able to write an engaging 
piece of that length? 
 
PD:  Now you‟re posing the tough questions, I 
see.  And I don‟t have such a developed answer.  The 
expectations of the novel—that a novel even need be 
long form—are very tough to get the pulse of.  I would 
say, definitely, that the novel tends to get bloated 
because much ancillary material is accepted as „part of 
it‟.  Sure, as you suggest, it could be because it is difficult 
to write a piece of substantial length on one idea, so a 
lot of smaller ideas, orbiting ideas, are brought in, so 
much so that now this is part of the definitive method, 
they are expected.  I have had conversations with people 
who get upset when a novel does not have a subplot, or 
multiple subplots—this might even have become a 
„necessary element‟ of a novel for all I fucking know.  
From personal experience, I know that some people 
dislike a novel that stays completely focused on its 
central character, premise, situation, it becomes a drag 
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to not be allowed to turn away, to have a distraction—a 
secondary story to follow, to allow for relief, for respite 
or something.  All of these things, though, have more to 
do with momentary, visceral enjoyment when reading.  
A novel needs to have some balls—and by this I mean 
that the difference between long form and short form 
should not necessarily be that more happens, more 
events are explained, more points-of-view are gotten 
into, more of a surrounding world is explored, but that 
short form might give a glimpse of some life, might tell 
you in one sentence that a situation exists—whisper it, 
give you a jab of it—while long form is going to simply 
say „This is what reality is composed of, hour after hour 
after hour after hour after hour after hour after hour‟.  
Long form says „It‟s not enough to just say it happens 
hour after hour etc. I‟m going to show you those hours 
and all the ways the same thing happening happens, I‟m 
actually going to explore the minutes that life is 
comprised of‟, whereas short from sort of indexes them, 
in a way, or at least does not dwell on the reality of 
Time. 
 
CJR:  The reality of Time, I like that. Of course, by 
you saying that, I‟ve got my mind whirring for an 
example that discredits your descriptions. But, I can‟t 
think of one. Evenson, to bring him up again, has a 
starkness to his short form writing that often feels like a 
catalog of minutes, but I suppose if I were to examine a 
piece right now, I‟d find that not the case. His scientific 
approach to story simply gives the impression of 
incremental time. Then, for a long form example, I 
think I would have to look into postmodern (RE: weird 
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for the sake of weird) novels to find something with a 
hyper-abbreviated timeline. But I‟m not confident 
enough to name one outright. 
 
PD: I probably could name a few of each to help 
you discredit me, but I‟ll just take that blow in my own 
mind, for the time being.  Good points, though. 
Returning to what we were driving at, in a novel, for 
example, while this risk of excessive surrounding 
material is there, there can be an odd power struck by 
having some statement in the midst of the work that 
hits at everything—the very fact that it can be so flatly 
stated and then yet have the piece continue to swirl 
around it adds a daring, a reckless, almost arrogant kind 
of pertinence.  
 
CJR: I credit the length for this. I wish I could 
offer some deeper, more intangible reason for the 
novel‟s ability to be simultaneously blunt and elusive, 
but I can‟t. So many pages forces a certain directness if 
the author hopes a reader to continue reading. Authors 
have to offer some positive reinforcement. 300 pages of 
dodging the issue doesn‟t mesh with the human mind. 
300 words of doing so, that our brains can handle.    
 
PD:  I think the length has a key part in it, 
provided that the novelist only makes the length what it 
needs to be.  That is, there is a sort of dick-waggingness 
to many novelists, some obsession with word-count as 
defining aspect and many a novel that should have been 
done in thirty-thousand words pump themselves up to 
sixty or seventy to avoid the meaningless label of 
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Novella, for example—there‟s a kind of unfortunate 
acceptance of parallel-storyline, and lesser-storyline, and 
extraneous nonsense that sullies a lot of things.   
 
CJR:  Strange coincidence: a recent interview at 
The Rumpus discusses this very issue. Author David 
Shields, who I am not familiar with, has some very 
strong opinions about what a novel does and what it 
should do. The crux of his argument is that novels tend 
to, and forgive my porn-speak here, fluff themselves for 
no better reason than girth. He has some compelling 
points, especially when he says, regarding Louise 
Erdrich‟s novel, Shadow Tag, that „…what I want from 
her is a searing excavation of the pain…not a 
story…not a novel, because a novel is basically a story 
telling mechanism that exists to hold the reader 
riveted…it‟s there to sell a book.‟ The argument to this 
is „Yes, the novel form is riveting. That‟s what many 
readers want.‟ Ultimately, I came away from the 
interview thinking of Shields as one more interested in 
dictating than exploring, but I think that was his 
intention.  
 
PD:  It reminds me of what I think was a point 
James Joyce made of literature—that it needs to be 
static, be something that is approached, not something 
that beckons.  It is there, contains what it does, is 
interesting in that it exists, and there is no point trying 
to make it alluring—the allure is a deception, has 
nothing to do with what is expressed from a purely 
artistic stand point.  Yes, Joyce—if he even said that—
said it far better than I just did, I am well aware.  Or, the 
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White Stripes might say „Her stare is louder than your 
voice, because truth doesn‟t make a noise‟.  I think what 
has come to be considered a novel rests so much on 
length it‟s idiotic.  The fucking insistence on word-count 
to even „bestow‟ the word—to make it not Novella or 
whatever—is a detriment to art, because it also posits 
that Novel, somehow, is where it‟s at, everything else is 
somehow more juvenile, more dilettante.  And many 
modern novels are there to jerk themselves off and are 
about them jerking themselves off, I feel that same way.  
Someone writing what they see in the artistic voice they 
have will never stop to consider a hook-line, a 
superficial trick of arrangement to lure a reader along, 
they will trust that someone interested will continue 
because they are interested.  It‟s a strange world to me, 
the idea of „making someone interested‟ in a literature by 
something other than the contents.  
 
CJR:  Maybe it is just a word, a description of 
length, and should be treated as such. Think of the 
terms Novel, Novella, Novelette, Short Story, and Flash 
Fiction as synonymous with Long Story, Medium-
Length Story, Short Story, Two-Page Story, and One-
Page Story. Maybe the intellectualization of the terms is 
completely unwarranted. But I see your point, and with 
it that because the damage has been done, reestablishing 
the former terms not as designations of quality or 
respectability but as a vague indication of the number of 
hours the book may take to read, would be very 
difficult. 
 
PD:  Indeed, it would be difficult—worthwhile, I 
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think.  Certainly difficult. Now, a work done well can 
use the length to a great advantage, of course.  You 
mentioned before, to re-reference the yellow hat 
moment, that this was an addition to your story and a 
large part of me wonders if the impulse on your part 
was to give a focus point to the audience so that the 
meaning of the rest of the story becomes the swirl a 
novel can get by force of length: that is, I disagree that 
there isn‟t a story to My Family’s Rule without that 
moment, I think that moment is an index of the rest of 
the story, an indicator to turn and face it—the opposite 
of a novel, where the whirl emphasizes the subtle—
here, and in much of your work, the hand clap is to get 
the attention, to momentarily steal the attention, but the 
power of the work comes in that when the attention is 
returned, so much more life or energy—sorry for the 
clichés—is palpable. The blunt moment changes the 
language of all the other words, while with a novel, as 
per our example here, all of the rest of the words define 
that instant.  
 
CJR:  Very interesting observation. Do you think 
that idea can be ascribed to novels vs. short fiction in 
general, that the novel builds to a moment, while the 
short fiction piece uses a moment to build the story? 
 
PD:  Yes, but with one or two clarification.  The 
„build to‟ with a novel is not in the sense of making it 
„end-heavy‟.  I‟d say „built around‟—the moment, the 
point can fall anyplace, depending on how it‟s wanting 
expression.  Short fiction is built from the moment—I‟d 
say with short fiction, there is a little bit of tissue and a 
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disease is inserted, recolors the tissue, alters it.  A novel 
is a diseased body that has some point of infection that 
needs to be excised.  Or I think I‟d say that…yes, I‟d say 
that. 
 
CJR:  I‟ve been long hunting for a way to see 
books and disease in the same light. Thank you. 
 
PD: Glad to be of help with that. Camel of 
Morocco spoke to me of the razor-walk with short fiction 
in a few ways. First, to stick with what I‟ve been driving 
at, there is this rising insistence toward either a perverse 
or somehow blistering conclusion, toward an overt 
ugliness, a macabre that seems to be lurking and that 
could perhaps be justified, but instead the writing shrugs 
all that away and becomes an inward, personal, 
whispered kind of redemption.  
 
CJR: I‟m blushing, truly. Jason Kane, from 
Oxyfication.net, had similar comments about my work. 
One person noting the effect could be a fluke. A second 
noting the effect means I‟m connecting in some way.  
 
PD: Well, it‟s certainly there, and I honestly 
think the true test of that is to keep some sort of ratio of 
for every one person who sees it, twenty-five to fifty will 
not.  It‟s a troubling thing with writing actual felt 
literature that you have to be fearful of too many people 
liking it.  Whether they say intelligent, honest things or 
not, a lot of the times I‟m wary when people notice 
something I actually intended, I get nervous.  But this is 
because for me, one of the main thrusts of a literature is 
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to have an audience participate, set them careening on 
their own course, whether I know what they‟re saying or 
not.   
 
CJR:  I‟ve always thought a story is the most literal 
and intimate form of art. Literal, because sentences 
cannot be misinterpreted quite the same way that paints 
or stanzas can. Intimate, because there is a true focused 
conversation taking place. So, understanding those 
boundaries, to remain controlled with your writing, 
while simultaneously intending the reader to careen, is 
quite a goal. You did that with Kaspar Traulhaine, 
approximate, definitely, practically daring the reader to 
settle into a planned groove.  
 
PD:  Cheers for that.  More and more, in my 
observations, people squirm from the idea of a piece of 
writing being what it seems to be—the same with 
cinema.  Literature—because some good tricks are 
possible, certainly—is treated like a sleight-of-hand, like 
a long set up of misdirection for some sublimating 
payoff.  I don‟t really like that.  I by no means want 
things to be predictable, but life is not predictable 
without having to resort to chicanery. However, that 
being said, it is a pleasant jolt like no other, someone 
giving something a read, saying X (in this equation X 
being something you like and honestly intended) and 
then having an entirely separate recurrence of this.  
Sure.  The trick is to get that just enough that you don‟t 
get paranoid, start thinking you‟re just good at thinking 
what other people like to think.  
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CJR:  My litmus test for a true ego-inflating 
comment is based on how well I know the reader. 
Though I do surround myself with capable, and more 
often, superb readers, they are friends above all. And I 
know that any comment from a friend, will be a nice 
one. Now, during the writing of a story, these friends 
can be necessary dicks, ripping apart my stories in effort 
to make them better. But once the story is published 
and presented, their comments are universally praise. 
That said, the post-publishing comments I take most to 
heart are those from readers I don‟t know. For better or 
worse. 
 
PD:  Yeah, that‟s the trick with friends.  Because 
if they say something about your work that actually isn‟t 
nice, as if by magic they aren‟t your friend anymore.  It‟s 
unavoidable.  More seriously, though, the elusive remark 
from total stranger is the thing, always.  I don‟t think 
that can be denied.  It‟s a discipline to remind yourself 
that „getting some strange‟, with regard to comments 
about work, is really no more or less valuable that 
bedding down at home.  I love remarks from 
strangers—they‟re so sexy, no matter what, so loaded 
with the sense of true commentary, of the actual 
unknown. 
 
CJR:  It makes me wonder if this distance is one 
reason some take up a pen name. Of course there is the 
distance one wants to put between himself and his 
subject matter, but what about the distance between 
himself and his readers? As though it is important to 
avoid contagion, despite needing it in order to have your 
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work validated. After all, an author wouldn‟t allow his 
work to be printed unless he wanted it to be read. I‟ve 
never thought about a pen name. Though I suppose the 
J part of my name can be considered such; I go by Caleb 
Ross normally, but there‟s a celebrity Caleb Ross already 
out there. I often get emails from his fans. The J is to 
separate us. Though, his fanbase and platform would be 
nice to have. 
 
PD: I thought you were that Caleb Ross—it‟s 
the whole reason I‟m even talking to you, bastard!  In 
Camel of Morocco, the man drilling into the veins of the 
camel‟s face—this after a lead-in describing the bloats of 
animal carcasses, a lead-in that put the sour and salt 
taste of decomposition and the rank of nothing-to-
move-forward-to so distinctly in the mind—and the 
man drinking the froth of blood does not relish in a 
garish kind of disgusting titillation, but instead the prose 
takes an unforced and untelgraphed (nearly unjustified) 
lift into a brief removal from clean, linear, logical pace 
to a not overpowering surrealistic choke—all of this is 
done with a reserve, like a man speaking quietly to a 
crowded room, making them fall hush, making them 
crane, realizing they want to listen.   
 
CJR: Can I hire you as my self-esteem 
personified?  
 
PD:  Sure you can.  You should wait until I mean 
to start flattering you, though, so far it‟s just calling it 
like I see it. 
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CJR:  Well, thank you, sir. 
 
PD: The second thing is the following: to my 
way of thinking a pitfall a lot of short fiction falls into is 
a reliance on—and sadly a tendency to become nothing 
more (and no, I see no value in being nothing more) 
than—superficial aspects, such as rhythm, recurrent 
phrase-work, faux musical pummeling that, while for a 
moment may be pleasant, evokes after say fifteen 
minutes of reflection, nothing more substantial than an 
interesting joke on the back of a cereal box you might 
tell to get a groan from a buddy.   
 
CJR: Completely. There‟s a saying in short 
fiction, one I just made up: „Clever in life is good; clever 
on the page is bad‟. Nobody wants to read 2,000 words 
of text just to be blindsided by a joke. Also, I credit this 
ability to the form‟s length; a flash fiction piece can 
definitely get away with being clever. In fact, many of 
them are, and to brilliant effect. Two recent examples 
are Mel Bosworth‟s chapbook When the Cats Razzed the 
Chickens & Other Stories which is mostly flash fiction 
pieces and Kristin Fouquet‟s Twenty Stories, which has a 
nice mix of the clever flash pieces and the intellectually 
substantive story-stories.  
 
PD:  The best sayings are the ones we just make 
up, man.  And I agree with the statement—however, 
while being blindsided by a joke is annoying, I‟m going 
on the impression that you mean what I call a Punch 
Line Story, whether serious or what not, a story that 
leads you and leads you and then claps you with a 
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sudden curtain line, like setting of a flashbulb in the 
dark—it‟s not as bad as when a story, however short, 
telegraphs it‟s damn little point so that when the bang 
comes the audience is left with the feeling that they 
Agree or Get-it, meaning that there is something there 
to get, when the truth is that it‟s all effect, you Agree 
only on the strength that the author pulled off their 
theatric.  It‟s like when someone makes a bad pun and 
for a moment you feel you should call them clever.  
That‟s the worst.  Because if you encourage them, they‟ll 
keep trying to make puns and you‟ll realize they‟re a 
fuckwit.  That was a long walk to get to my point: that I 
certainly agree and find there is a great strength is the 
effect a short piece can have, and that there is a 
difference between bluntness and transparency.  A story 
can be quite direct, gut-punch-to-the-point, but leave 
you lost in a state of dubious atmosphere—brilliant 
things can be accomplished with the short form in this 
way, especially as the length allows a reader to dive right 
back in, re-experience.  The impact of such a moment 
should leave things ringing, resonating, give a sense of 
unending to what irrevocably just reached its finality.  
 
CJR:  Yes, yes, the Punch Line Story. The short 
telegraph version of this, I see it a lot with beginning 
writers. And often, the theatric lacks any even 
underlying substance. But I understand the need to get 
that sort of clever trickery out of one‟s system. I did it 
for years—in high school, of course, but even a little in 
college before I started truly exploring the medium. I 
wish I could dig up some of those old scraps. Scratch 
that; no I don‟t. 
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PD:  Sure you do.  There‟s a time and a place for 
them and they‟re wonderfully harmless to read back 
later—sometimes they‟re even quite good.  I pleasantly 
remember when everything I would write or think to 
write was a tremendous build up to „the moment‟.  I 
remember ideas that used to excite me for years, even, 
and I‟d sometimes open my mouth to try to pawn them 
off as something new, only to discover I think they‟re 
dreadful, now.  But, I don‟t have a go at myself for 
thinking them up at the time.  I did like a convoluted 
„laboratory murder‟ story, must‟ve thought up ninety of 
those fuckers and I love finding them around—
especially considering most of them are screenplays: 
nothing like a perfect-murder-thriller-screenplay written 
by a sixteen year old. 
 
CJR:  In high school I dabbled with writing, and 
even wrote a few horrid pieces. One, I remember, was 
about a man who dug up his dead wife so he could be 
with her forever. He had a tick, calling her „Love‟ all the 
time, which, thinking back, was probably my first 
attempt to truly craft a character. I think I even showed 
that story to my then-girlfriend. I am sure she was 
unimpressed. 
 
PD: With Camel there is a great deal of 
recurrence, a great deal of left-hand chord pattern 
striking that threatens to try to pass itself off a musical 
progression—the quiet insistence of the humanity 
beneath, however, has more of an effect of passing out 
of this pelting repetition, thereby giving it the actual 
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meaning it contains, giving it an actual power, a 
pinpointed reason for being there rather than an empty 
and general effect, a might-as-well-be-in-any-other-
story-as-well-as-this-one floppiness.  
 
CJR: The repetition in this story is important 
considering the protagonist‟s mental condition. He‟s 
haunted by a single event, the collapse of a Mosque that 
he helped to construct. But ultimately, accessing the 
human obsession behind the instigating event is what is 
important. I, like so many others who were influenced 
by Chuck Palahniuk, played with the overt repetition, 
something Palahniuk calls the „Chorus‟. Ultimately, and 
I wish a lot of other young writers would realize this, I 
left the choruses to Palahniuk. He owns those.  But 
what I discovered during those years of imitation is that 
repetition, surface rhythm, the musicality of the 
language, even if dissonant, can complement the right 
story. It‟s when these elements are the entire backbone 
of a story that it beings to create problems.  
 
PD:  I‟m with you on the abandonment of 
chorus.  Chorus is not the same as repetition—perhaps 
it might be better to say „reiteration‟ than „repetition‟, 
because it‟s a combination of bluntly repeating and 
reinforcing.  Chorus-usage reinforces nothing, it‟s all 
surface level, a nudge toward nothing.  In my thinking, 
about Palahniuk and that sort of thing in general, there 
is even a kind of irritating snobbery to it—a sense of 
„Hey, tap tap, remember this line, here it is again, exactly 
the same, remember it from before, it‟s here again, isn‟t 
it interesting that it‟s here again, it‟s like I just stuck it in 
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there again and you might remember I used it before 
somewhere (sorry, it bugs the piss out of me, frankly)—
while repeating something, even with wording close to 
the same, as a reminder of an actual, emotionally 
persistent, undercurrent of meaning is honestly the same 
as saying something entirely new.  Palahniuk‟s sort of 
chorus just gives me the vibe of some guy saying „I love 
you‟ to his wife like ticking a box, like he‟s actually just 
saying the same thing again and again—the same on 
every level—while really it is through honest, felt 
repetition that a depth and permanence of humane 
gravity can be expressed—Camel, for example, does that.  
 

CJR:  My mistake. I understand the difference 
now. With Palahniuk, I feel his earlier work utilized the 
chorus to great effect, as though the novels were written 
with that chorus device in mind. Fight Club‟s protagonist 
has mental tics of a sort that play into the final 
revelation, for example. But later, that became his 
„thing‟, so he used it instead as a stamp of authenticity.  
 

PD:  Because I can never resist having a remark 
or two about this guy—because Fight Club is alright, no 
harm in that book though I think it pitch-perfectly 
defines the difference between Book and Novel in my 
thinking—I only have a problem with such technique 
when the „thing‟ becomes overtly conscious.  If he just 
„wrote that way‟ because he did, that‟s fine, that‟s 
wonderful.  I just can‟t stand getting the feeling that he 
goes out of his way to write that way, it seems so 
ancillary, such a put on, all gloss, not driving at anything.  
I agree that the voice in Fight Club is more genuine, 
though—there is a clean resonance to it, it‟s fitting. 
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CJR:  Too, I always feel the need to defend his 
work. He‟s one of the main reasons I got into reading, 
oddly enough. Some days I wish my seed would have 
been something hipper, maybe something canonical. 
Other days, I‟m glad to be part of the pack. 
 
PD: Any way in is fine, as long as you go 
somewhere from it—all roads lead to Rome provided 
you actually remember to walk.  Furthering what I‟ve 
been going on with regarding Camel, I find it troubling, 
in general, when an out-and-out insistence on 
something grotesque comes into a piece—grotesque or 
just obviously contrived to be shocking, controversial, 
off putting—and there are so many such winds blowing 
in contemporary fiction, so many phony uses of 
„bleakness‟ and „dark subject‟ that really it depresses 
me—not the subject matter, itself, the idea that it 
intrinsically is profound, an idea so many pieces smack 
of.  
 
CJR: The morbid, the grotesque, has become 
quite popular lately, and has even become its own genre. 
Bizarro fiction, which is very hit-and-miss for me, 
embraces the weird-for-the-sake-of-weirdness that 
postmodernism tried to intellectualize. Bizarro instead 
says „Fuck thinking, let‟s make some noise. Some 
bloody, bloody noise.‟ I‟m not sure the genre will ever 
establish itself as anything more than a niche, but that‟s 
probably for the better, for both Bizarro readers and 
authors.   
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PD:  Yeah, it‟s an intriguing kind of a shame to 
me, a lot of Bizarro, new Bizarro, anyway.  Older work 
that could easily fall under the umbrella were it written 
today never seemed to have the „I‟m this for the sake of 
being this‟ but more a sense of „This is strange, but I‟m 
not meaning for it to be, it‟s just reality.‟  It‟s a tough 
line to tow, of course.  It‟s more intuitive.  Bizarro stuff 
that it seems the author thought about, really crafted, is 
usually bad news—it‟s when the uniqueness, the 
oddness or grotesqueness of expression seems to fall 
from the bone that it works.  Conscious Bizarro is 
mostly bullshit and fan-boy jerk off lit. 
 
CJR:  That „it‟s just reality‟ that you speak of could 
fall under the Magical Realism umbrella, Gabriel Garcia 
Marquez‟s A Very Old Man With Enormous Wings, some 
Borges, and even Octavio Paz‟s The Blue Bouquet, which 
is my favorite story of all time. If these were written 
today, I could see them being given the Bizarro tag. 
Though, it seems Bizarro has a rebellious nature to it 
that the Magical Realist authors weren‟t promoting. 
Additionally, I there‟s a sense of intellectual purpose 
with those three examples that I don‟t often find in 
Bizarro. Though, then there‟s obvious examples like 
Kafka‟s The Metamorphosis, that seem to evade the 
Magical Realist tag, perhaps only because it isn‟t Latin 
American. I‟m not smart enough to know though, 
perhaps Magical Realism isn‟t affixed to the Latin 
American designation anymore. 
 
PD:  I‟m not smart enough to know that either.  I 
think you hit it, though, that a lot of Bizarro seems to be 
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for-it‟s-own-sake, while Borges, Paz, Marquez, Kafka do 
not.  Kafka, sometimes.  But, it‟s not a detraction, 
anyway, just a mode of expression.  Kafka, for example, 
is very felt, almost surrealistically, except for the fact 
that much of his stuff is clearly referential to external 
logics.  Bizarro is not even style-over-substance, it‟s 
style-as-substance, for however much that‟s worth. 
 

CJR:  According to Raw Dog Screaming Press, a 
noted publisher of Bizarro fiction, about $24.95 for a 
new hardback. 
 
PD: Indeed.  If it‟s D. Harlan Wilson‟s stuff, I‟d 
pay that price, otherwise I‟m not so sure. You‟re good at 
drifting me down a tangent, so returning to what I was 
saying: I‟m in no way a happy guy, and intrinsically 
distrust sentimentality in art because I tend to think it‟s 
there to hide something, but your work seems to use 
little jabs of sentimentality to a most unsettling effect 
however, they kind of gut, remind one that there is an 
actual beauty that can be lost, that life can be something 
so devoid of nostalgia it becomes not even a horror, but 
an emotionless discard.  
 

CJR: Nostalgia is something I‟ve long distrusted, 
and even vilified in my fiction (the piece, Norman 
Rockwell Nostalgia at Full of Crow for example). It‟s the 
ego of every generation to believe that their time is one 
of change, and that times past were somehow superior. 
This notion points more to the failings of the present 
than the realities of the past. That sort of ego is 
dangerous and prematurely steers a society toward 
defeat. I‟m not that cynical.  
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PD:  I‟d make a long speech about how much I 
agree and fill it with long winded examples, but I‟ll spare 
everyone and leave it with I absolutely agree, feel the 
same way. 
 
CJR:  I make an exception for when we inevitably 
have some drinks together. That will, from that time 
forward, be my one honest nostalgic referent. 
 
PD:  That‟s fair enough, sir.  I‟ll try to curb my 
intake, to help preserve the Norman Rockwell quality, as 
well. Now, the title piece of your collection—as well as, 
perhaps even moreso The Camp—have to them such 
distress, are about individuals so caught up in their 
affectations and personal neurosis, personal loathings, 
fears, that to find anything disturbing at the forefront of 
the characters seems almost idiotic—to put it a better 
way, when the characters seem unhappy, fucked up, 
disquieted, etc. to believe they are because of anything 
superficial, even though it seems there would be good 
reason for it, seems a waste of time, like „No shit, she 
has some unique deformity that brings her down‟ or 
„Yeah, she was shot in the face, used to be pretty, 
obviously this makes her a mess now internally as well 
as externally‟ or „Yes yes, there is a palpable void left by 
the unresolved death of her son, his brother‟.  However, 
to show that there is something so removed from all of 
the surface level horror-show driving them, something 
so childish it is almost tempting to tell them „Christ, just 
forget about it, be a freak, be something different, live 
with it‟ only to in that moment reach the conclusion 
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„They already are living with it, they have accepted it, 
they‟re in a different orbit entirely—yet this familiar 
pain, this sentimental pain is a part of that other 
existence, the same as it is a part of mine‟.  The 
characters in your stories aren‟t trying to get someplace 
better, they aren‟t trying to transcend themselves, they‟re 
just trying to fucking say „I‟m sad‟ and be believed.  It‟s 
a shaking thing to realize.  Especially if the realization is 
not followed by the basic swell of sympathy that should 
come, the „I‟m sorry you‟re sad‟ or better, the inability to 
say anything, but to fundamentally empathize.  
 

CJR: I think it‟s inborn to comfort, to resolve 
open wounds. Humans are social creatures, and part of 
maintaining a society is maintaining the individual 
components. Universal Health Care is humane. Denying 
health to an individual on the basis of bending to an 
unfair profit model is inhumane. So I, as an author, can 
leverage that nature (which is different than leveraging 
cultural cues discussed above) for the sake of exploring 
that grandiose literary destination: The Human 
Condition.   
 

PD:  Yeah.  When you listen to Ballad Of A Thin 
Man and get to the point where you realize it‟s about 
you—you aren‟t Dylan singing, you aren‟t „in the know‟, 
you are Mr. Jones and that is the thing of it—is where 
your writing seems to start.  It‟s a good thing and no 
matter what you employ to emphasis it, if the 
knowledge of that is there, it works.  The human 
condition is the second verse of that song and the 
second verse of that song would be a fitting epigraph to 
your collection.  
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CJR:  I know I have that song around here 
somewhere. I‟ll give it a listen. A couple years ago, a 
friend burned ten or so Dylan albums for me, in 
exchange for my offering of an equal number of Tom 
Waits discs. I‟m not as familiar with Dylan as I should 
be, I must confess. But I will be now. 
 
PD:  See to it, otherwise that nostalgic drink you 
were mentioning earlier will be soured by my cursing at 
you every time you don‟t know what I‟m talking about 
when I drop some obscure Dylan reference. And don‟t 
just be one of those fuckers who listens to young 
Dylan—his last three albums, for example, are some of 
his best shit ever.  The man isn‟t dead, and he‟s the 
epitome of what time does to someone who‟s honestly 
an artist—it makes them more an artist. 
 
CJR:  I will say that I fell right into Modern Times, 
quickly. For someone unfamiliar with Dylan‟s catalog, I 
really like that album. 
 
PD: Well, good.  Ain’t Talkin is one of his 
masterworks, as far as I‟m concerned.  But again, you 
get me tangential. There is a risk in your collection, in 
the sort of writing you set down that mirrors the risk of 
these types of characters, so conscious of what they are 
viewed as, broaching some kind of actual intimacy.  It 
should not be a fact of life that basic emotions come 
with stipulations, but you have framed a world in letters 
that illustrates, without being forceful, that they do.  The 
pieces are about consciousness buried under particulars, 



Predicate (dialogues with Pablo D’Stair 

 

50 

people needing to have excuses for every sigh.  It‟s 
startling, sometimes.  And equally startling is that you go 
about it—perhaps part of the strength of the short 
form—without making me feel an utter piece of shit by 
the end—I don‟t feel comatose, like I‟ve just had a litany 
off bullshit circumstances hammered at me.  There‟s a 
deftness to the prose that I think accomplishes this.  
 
CJR: Feeling like shit is still feeling, though. But I 
see your point, that sometimes a reader doesn‟t want to 
regret being human. They want to understand being 
human, even if at the expense of another 
person/character.  
 
PD:  It‟s another dangerous thing about honest 
literature—facing up to the fact that rhetoric can get 
anyone to the point where they regret being human, but 
that even if this regret is intense, it remains rhetorical.  
No one regrets being human, other than through some 
linguistic, semantic trick.  Even suicides don‟t (to 
probably very insensitively generalize, here) because 
human suicide is so antithetical to regret.  It is difficult 
to face down the barrel of what an individual is, let 
alone what an individual is, intrinsically, capable of 
being, but it‟s something, as you say, that one wants to 
explore.  Keeping it from becoming moot brushes with 
word play is hard, especially considering there is an 
allure to making people feel hard emotions, in seeing 
them wrung down by verbiage.  To not try, no matter 
what the end result, to trick anyone with a piece of 
writing is one of the most difficult things—to know the 
difference between honesty and effect. 
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CJR:  Maybe it‟s inhuman to regret being human. 
How‟s that for clever, linguistic trickery? Now, if I can 
only get a pun in there, I will have hit all the important 
bits. In a strange way, this impossibility of regretting 
one‟s humanity reminds me of a hurdle I‟ve tried to 
jump for a while. Maybe you can help. I‟m not a 
religious person, nor spiritual, so I‟m not prone to 
believe in an afterlife. But, the one nagging piece of 
evidence for an afterlife is this: the human mind cannot 
comprehend nothingness. Therefore, we must become 
something entirely different in death. Any thoughts? 
 
PD:  Yes, though we‟ll see it I can render it at all 
sensibly.  Anne Michaels wrote some line in some poem 
that I‟m sure went „Our blood is time‟.  I agree with this 
so much it hurts.  To drift from the overpowering 
strength of the poetic to a more mundane thought 
process, the speed at which our blood moves has much 
to do with how we interpret passage of time—it speeds 
up and time rushes by, it slows down and time becomes 
a crawl, loses the cohesion of one tick to the next tock.  
I think that, as our blood stops flowing, the way an 
„instant‟ would be interpreted by the mechanism of our 
brain might well have all the contents of an hour, a year, 
a lifetime.  In the final five minutes of life—or in the 
last instant, perhaps—there may be such a detachment 
that eternity seems experienced.  Someone brought back 
from death or near death may well experience some 
form of this loss of time.  The closest I can personally 
attest to has to do with taking some cat tranquilizers, so 
I won‟t bore you with that story.  I think of our 
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mortality something like I think of Zeno‟s paradox of 
Achilles and the Tortoise, or mathematically as the sum 
of an infinite set.  Maybe there always is that half-way 
mark that needs to be passed before the final distance 
can be achieved—nothing should be able to pass 
anything—and maybe as we disintegrate into death, we 
travel halfway, halfway, halfway halfway halfway until 
we are so reduced that certainly we have become 
something else, something utterly indivisible.  As 
humans, we are incredibly divisible.  But in every 
discipline imaginable there is that abstraction of 
indivisibility—if there is something there must be 
something absolute, some reduction, some piece that 
isn‟t a million other pieces, too.  Maybe our life in all its 
intricacies is component of something altogether 
different, so much of it can be stripped away without it 
really mattering.  Maybe if all that was left of us was one 
of the zillion little mites that live in our digestive tract—
some unbelievably minute aspect of us—our 
consciousness will shunt into it, go on with being 
whatever consciousness is.  Right now, it has us, we are 
our bodies and all, so we think if those go, we go.  
Maybe we are just wherever the highest concentration 
of consciousness is, so if my body was incinerated, the 
speck of me that exists as a discarded bit of hair or a 
crumb of blood digesting in a mosquito will „wake up‟ 
will be consciously aware of being „me‟.  Or already is.  
No, I have not rendered that sensibly. 
 
CJR:  All of that, I like it. Perhaps consciousness 
follows the path of least resistance, and the human 
makeup is simply the most accommodating vehicle for 
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consciousness. Though, that idea has a circular logic 
quality to it that renders it moot before it‟s even left my 
lips. So, ignore that. But „our blood is time,‟ very 
interesting. But consider unconsciousness, where time 
feels like an instant, but the blood is flowing slower. Or 
does blood flow slower during sleep? I‟m not sure. 
Either way, the hours I could spend considering this 
topic… 
 
PD: Getting back to my misinterpreted read of 
your „beer commercial‟ sentence, the actual prose in the 
piece never goes for such ostentatious thunder—really, I 
got the feeling that you don‟t particularly care if you find 
the „right word‟ or the „exact melody‟ to some passage—
which I mean as about as complimentary a thing as I 
can think of, though I imagine a lot of writers might 
wonder about it.  
 
CJR: I do have a love of language, the melody of 
it, and often I try to maintain a musicality, but it‟s 
definitely not at the top of my list. Poetry is about the 
line, short fiction is about the scene. I‟ll paint the scene 
with beautiful colors if it doesn‟t detract from the heart.   
 
PD:  Good thing about prose is that it almost has 
to be equivalent to honest blues guitar to work—it has 
to be a bit dingy, it has to be a bit dirty, uneven, 
scratching, because to clean it up destroys what it‟s 
trying to express to begin with.  Short fiction can do this 
so nicely, I think. You can write a piece about someone 
doing the nicest thing but subtextually set it to the 
strains of a murder ballad clapped out of a tinny piano 
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in a concrete hollow room.  Un-thought, uncorrected 
words have more heart than the most melodious 
prose—not that there aren‟t some nice crafters of 
melody, but I think Consideration should never be 
mistaken for Intention, or as you phrase it Heart. 
 
CJR:  But why let the piano deteriorate to tinny? 
Or why put the piano in a concrete room? Isn‟t doing 
these things a way to craft the work for a specific effect? 
 
PD:  I don‟t think the tinny quality is a 
deterioration, but yes I agree that it might be a 
consciously considered thing as much as a nice clean 
studio.  That‟s true.  There is an argument here that I 
have with myself a lot.  I love listening to a certain 
recording of Horowitz playing an encore of 
Rachmaninoff, particularly because it is live and all of 
the slips of his fingers, the keys played that shouldn‟t be 
played according to the written piece of music are there.  
I like this more than the recording of Horowitz playing 
the same piece in studio, because I know some 
chicanery happened, it was made so clean, different 
takes spliced together with great ingenuity and craft, you 
know?  I suppose I just like tinny things, things that 
admit they won‟t be rendered perfectly, and that if they 
have an appearance of „perfection‟ it is false, this 
perfection happened outside of the „creation‟, is a 
secondary thing put on to the work.  Prose should be 
like live performance, maybe is what I really want to 
drive at.  As much as possible, anyway. 
 
CJR:  I‟m with you entirely. Live—or at least, 
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recorded live—music has an organic quality that I think 
humans naturally connect with more-so than the finely 
crafted counterpart. Yet, there‟s a justified respect that 
comes with a musician‟s ability to render a piece without 
„flaws‟ of any kind. It seems we want to attain that 
perfection; we want to connect with something outside 
our nature. We want to be mathematical, not organic. I 
remember back when I played guitar, I had a series of 
tablature books, one of which was for the Nirvana 
Unplugged album. The recording is full of these types of 
flaws that we are discussing, and the tablature 
transcription of the songs includes each of these 
missteps, as though the learning guitarist must master 
the „flawed‟ version to be perfect. 
 
PD: I think that a surety in purpose has so much 
more value than word-smithing, than tinkering around 
with something that, in the end, is nothing to do with 
you.  I used to argue all the time that it‟s a fine poet who 
writes of love meaning to express something they think, 
something that happened to them etc. but it‟s a 
complete motherfucker poet who write a love poem 
thinking he‟s saying anything about love.  You don‟t 
strike me as a motherfucker poet, to select solely from 
those two identities, which is I think a rare condition in 
writers, and in my experience as a reader, especially with 
writers of short fiction.  Now, I don‟t know if the 
tendency to pin something down to the point it‟s 
despicably lifeless is an accidental evil of short form—
perhaps because there is a sense of conciseness, of 
brevity, an artist thinks that so much more weight is 
upon each word, each phrase, so a much more tricky or 
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conscious thought has to be given, everything measured 
and remeasured—they think, perhaps, it‟s better to write 
like carpenters making sure the shelves lay straight.  I‟ve 
never gelled with that, though.  
 
CJR: This once was me. When I first got into 
writing, my freshmen year of college, I was obsessed 
with the word. Every line carried more weight than, I 
later learned, it should. The simple lesson that broke me 
of this is when my professor, Amy Sage Webb, told me 
quite simply, the story is six pages long; nobody is going 
to remember every word. My argument was that stories 
can be about the journey, not the overall lesson, which I 
still feel is true to some extent (Steve Erickson and 
Stephen Graham Jones, two authors whose work is all 
about the journey. I‟ve read multiple books from each, 
and couldn‟t tell you much of what happened, but I can 
say that I loved getting there) but I‟ve also learned that 
the narrative should be most important. Look at 
anything by Scott McClanahan and you‟ll see what I 
mean. That guy couldn‟t care less about rhythm. He‟s a 
story teller. He said once in an interview at 
OrangeAlert.net, I‟ll never forget this, that „the worst thing 
a storyteller can do is start thinking like an intellectual.‟ I 
don‟t agree entirely, but the statement does do a lot to 
reiterate what is really important when storytelling.  
 
PD:  It‟s well said, and I don‟t want to step on it 
too much.  I‟ll just say that a good bit of storytelling is 
the best delivery for the poison.  A lot of the times 
when writing I will say to myself „Alright, this is a story 
about hatred and remorse and disquiet‟.  That‟s what it‟s 
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about.  Now, let me try to think of a story someone will 
like to read—doesn‟t matter the content, doesn‟t matter 
anything, let me think of a series of scenes and 
moments, whatever their superficial detail (be it 
pleasant, ghastly, humorous, whatever) and when I write 
it I‟ll just keep muttering „Hatred, remorse, disquiet‟ to 
myself—it gets in there somewhere, the less it‟s noticed, 
probably the better.  This seems somewhat similar to 
what you‟re remarking. 
 
CJR:  Yeah. Start with the theme, though that 
advice is usually a killer for writers, from my experience. 
The general teaching is to write a story first, and only 
then see what sort of theme developed. Then, go back 
and enhance that theme. Though, I guess you are 
probably talking more about tone and mood, maybe? 
Either way, yes, knowing your intended effect can help 
the story progress rather naturally, never giving the 
weeds a chance to grow. That‟s one way to write a story. 
 
PD: A writer is a haphazard little cobbler—you 
say it as well as you say it, but once you‟ve said it, it‟s 
done.  Your fiction reads to me that way, has that 
unconscious and unselfconscious hit to it that is so 
necessary—when I read through the collection, I don‟t 
get the feeling I‟m reading sentences that were written 
fifteen times, don‟t get the feeling I‟m reading a doodle 
etched in stone.  Writing can become like that, can be 
lost to a kind of sick fascination with absolute or 
permanence—it‟s a mistake though, when a writer 
confuses using ink for a tattoo with using words as 
something indelible precisely because they, themselves, 
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vanish even as the eye passes over them, lose 
individuation for something more nameless, outside, 
and forever.   
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         …how you got started, 
sitting in  

your little room… 
 
 
 
 

(a dialogue with author xTx  
set during her collection 

‘ I Dreamed I Fucked Stephen King  
While We Were Both On Vacation  

In The Cayman Islands With Our Spouses’) 

 
 
 
 

 

FIRESTARTER 

 

Stephen King leaves the toast in the toaster 12 

days past the time the toast has been ready.  The 

toast is burned.  The smoke had been there, had 

existed, had floated in the air between the walls 

of the gray kitchen, had choked his throat, had 

made him say “Bitch!”, had made him eat 

hollow soup, licking his own fingers, like strings 

of meat from bones. 
 
Pablo D’Stair: There‟s something distinct in this 
„hollow soup‟, one of those expressions that draws the 
eye, makes the mind do a soft and pleasant blink, but 
that in the end carries with it a kind of meaninglessness.  
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Expressions such as this, frankly, I enjoy—as a writer 
I‟m pleased when I find I‟ve jotted one, as a reader it 
makes me glad, makes me feel I‟m not being tricked or 
put upon.  But meaningless.  Meaningless as a 
compliment and not even an aesthetic critique.   
 
xTx:  Hollow soup is the nothing one chokes down in 
order to feel something. It has no calories.  It is 
meaningless, but has lots of meaning in its emptiness.  I 
eat it often.  We all eat it.  The smoke, also an emptiness 
that meant something at one point in time but, with 
time, nothing.  I just noticed that. I wonder if, when I 
write stuff, if I mean to make things hinge and make 
sense together or if its luck or strategy.  Both, perhaps. 
Certainly. Maybe. 
 
PD: Oh, I think it‟s more luck than strategy—if 
it were strategy, it wouldn‟t form up so nicely, wouldn‟t 
seem natural undercurrent, because it wouldn‟t be 
natural, wouldn‟t be undercurrent.  There‟s always—I 
think even internally on the part of every writer—the 
tension between the planned-out-purposefully-rendered-
thing and the thing-that-just-shows-up.  I tend to think 
preplanning always shows up as preplanning.  It reads 
that way.  It‟s acceptable to a lot of readers, of course—
it even gives a certain kick to some to pick up on 
leitmotif and all—but I think it‟s a shame that this 
knowledge and enjoyment as a reader spills in to affect 
an author.  It strikes me that this secondary connection, 
because of the very ethereal nature of it, couldn‟t have 
been a preparation—smoke, hollow soup, emptiness, 
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meaningless, remnant, are nothing but results, odours, 
groans, the results of nothing happening or something 
going wrong.  When I remarked that the phrase had, for 
example, a particular, rending meaninglessness, I meant 
that it was an appropriate, in-referenced word for the 
thrust of the passage—it‟s a sad passage, it‟s a passage 
about isolation not wanting to be isolated and at the 
same time there is an intrusiveness of these empty, ugly, 
irritating elements, a sense of self-loathing and shame 
penetrates in—poor fucker is isolated, but wants this to 
be even more so, if it‟s going to be.  Alone.  Alone 
without emptiness, without burning, without Bitch, 
without prods that remind him he‟s alive and 
unnourished.  This works because it isn‟t make believe, 
isn‟t some doctored up layer of meaning-on-meaning, 
isn‟t a careful balance—it‟s a clumsy gush of being 
about what it‟s about.  Or it reads that way. 
 
xTx:   I think you figured the piece out.  I like how 
you fed it back to me.  I am a baby bird, and you, my 
mother.  I agree with every bit of this.  I can plan things 
and write them or I can just begin to write and the 
things happen.  I tend to stray more towards the latter.   
It‟s less work. 
 
PD: To be bluntly honest with you—as I‟m not 
sure to what degree your remarks here are fatuous and 
to what degree they are revelatory—I fervently agree not 
only with doing whatever method is the less work, but 
with the undercurrent that this produces the better, 
more honest work.  I do not mean to cast things on 
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anyone, but literature built of much planning, research, 
drafting, redrafting—hard work—is suspect to me.  I 
am of the earnest—if sometimes deemed lazy—ideal 
that not only are there no „points for hard work‟ in 
literature, the only thing self-imposed labours and 
ritualized struggles add to the work is an aura of 
entitlement or accomplishment that is unbecoming.  I 
want to clarify to you that I don‟t mean that beautiful 
work is not produced through such methods, at times, 
nor do I at all enjoy the idea of prodigies or anything—
indeed, gauged brilliances or whatever mean nothing to 
me—I value only honesty in work.  And honesty is the 
easiest thing to render to the page, it needs no 
machinations or elaborate preamble, it needs no defense 
strategy or fortification.  I hope you are deadly truthful 
in what you said here. 
 
xTx:   I was.  I‟m sorry if it came off as „fatuous‟—
I had to look that up on dictionary.com, by the way—but I 
like to write in pictures sometimes; limited brain skills 
and all…   
 

Every morning the toast is there.  Every evening 

the toast is there.  Little brown-black heart 

humps peeking above the white plastic 

whispering to him, You burned the toast 

Stephen. YOU burned it.  Toast is not even legit 

cooking.  You are failure.  The toast sounds like 

his mother.  He feels compelled to answer, but 

doesn‟t.  It would be crazy to respond to toast.  

Instead, he fixes cereal or waffles or soup again.  
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The time spent eating it in front of the television 

is an eternity that reflects hopelessness; a 

mocking black hole. 

Stephen King never asks his girlfriend 

over.  She never asks why.  He wishes she 

would.  He looks at the toast.  It‟s been 33 days.  

It no longer whispers at him, it sings. 
 
PD: Give me something anecdotal, here.  The 
whole section reads of anecdotal literature, that kind 
where something incredibly simple—beautiful and 
nothing—is being expressed, something like a lot of the 
finer passages in Mysteries or Hunger, those lapses off into 
thought pointed at nothing, thought—though some 
might say otherwise—really quite rhythmless—I say 
give me something anecdotal because it‟s a shielding 
from simple anecdote and simple brief construct of idea 
that informs this piece, so I just want you to give it to 
me flat.  Something about „girlfriend‟.  Something about 
„She never asks why‟. 
 
xTx:  I will not give you anything.  I have no anecdotes.  
There was toast burned.  There was a sad and lonely 
man.  There was a black hole and there was poor me.  
33 days.  You can have all of this instead. 
 
PD: Fair enough, of course.  I find it interesting, 
however, that you say this.  In the piece, despite the use 
of the singular, abstract identity of Stephen King—a 
name that becomes a word, identifier only, an artificial 
deflection from the fact that it is a personal piece far 
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more than it is a set of jarring reflections made toward 
vague make-believe—and despite the fact that this 
identity is assigned to male and female, young and old, 
aggressor, receiver, timid-person, angry-person, it is all a 
kind of feint, all a piece about the internal workings of 
„the narrator‟, singular.  When you reflect on the piece--
or when you read it, even without reflection—you seem 
to suggest that you feel personally moved by it, 
personally affected—that an artist cannot help but be 
affected, moved by their piece as would any reader.  
Here, I posit you not as Author-only, but as Author-
Reader, though it seems you are more free with the 
perspective on the piece as Author than Reader—you 
say you „give me the actual passage, instead‟ but that was 
already given me.  I wonder if you do have a guarded 
sense to your work, a need to play with perspective 
moreso than you admit when you suggest you cannot 
help but be moved.  That is, when you say „you, as the 
artist‟, can still be affected by your own writing, to me 
this is to say that you become utterly a reader of it, a 
responder to it, the same as you might to a piece of 
writing by someone else.  But, I cannot imagine you 
would, when reading a passage by some other writer and 
broached for some response to it, merely recite the 
passage back, say the writing itself is what you think 
about the writing.  Perhaps it is my fault for saying 
„anecdotal‟, this positioning the question to you as 
Author.  I mean, as Reader, tell me something about this 
piece of writing—I mean, read it, tell me what you think 
of it, tell me the effect on you.  Or don‟t of course, but 
that is what I was driving at.  
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xTx:  It‟s funny that you say that you can‟t imagine that 
as a response to a writer I would recite the passage back 
to them as a response to their writing, as that is actually 
something I often feel compelled to do and have wanted 
to do from time to time.  I might be quite odd in this 
respect, but on more than one occasion, I‟ve 
commented on certain authors‟ pieces by telling them I 
want to read their words back to them, as if it were 
some sort of gift to show them.  A gift that I have first 
received by them and somehow feeling like they never 
truly saw the gift until they see it with or through my 
own eyes.  I am showing them the gift with/through my 
own eyes or, my mouth, so they too can see the 
brilliance or beauty in it.  I want to tell them „Look at 
this! Hear this! See this! Feel this! It is incredible!‟ as if 
maybe they did not know or were even aware.  Maybe I 
think that by them seeing the emotion in me that their 
work has caused, I am somehow giving them all of the 
response or the truest response I could ever give to 
them.  Words are sometimes limiting.  This probably 
makes no sense to you, but it makes perfect sense to 
me. 
 
PD: It does make sense to me, and despite what 
might be read of my earlier statement—I understand the 
supposing I wouldn‟t understand—it is something I 
have felt at times, yes.  There is something to wanting to 
thrust the prose back out onto the creator, to make it a 
gift, to show by simply the humanity in the recitation 
that it is the words themselves that connect.  Put to it, I 
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might even say it is the more appropriate and 
worthwhile thing to do—even if not done as a gush, 
even if done as a mere ambivalent shrug or a cut of 
dismissiveness.  My response, now that you‟ve made me 
turn in on it, could have much more to do with wanting 
to not share just the reaction, not just show what it did, 
but to show the artist that it birthed something more 
than admiration, more than appreciation.  This is my 
kink.  Certainly, it‟s nice to be admired.  But in putting 
my own wishes of „responder‟ onto myself responding 
to an artist, I would want to give something new, not 
just opinion or riff, I‟d want to show where the words 
chugged my mind off to. Analysis, even close critique, 
to me is more about creation than it is about 
dissection—the conversation, the focus is a new created 
thing.  I wonder, and ask in addition to wondering your 
thoughts on all of this, if you think this oftentimes 
desire of yours to show how beautiful or moving or 
charged a piece of work is back to a writer is filtered 
through your own work being of, while somewhat 
veiled, so personal a nature—do you not so much want 
to show that you admire the words, but the aspect of 
the words‟ creator they illustrate? 
 
xTx:  I guess, that in feeding the words back to the 
creator, perhaps I am wanting to „tip my hat‟ to 
whatever parts of the person crawled out from behind a 
liver or spleen in order to contribute to the piece.  
Reading a good piece of work makes me curious about 
the writer.  I usually, but not all the time, know what 
parts of myself I‟ve put into a piece, and am often 
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curious which parts of a piece that I‟ve read and loved 
were actual parts from that writer, buried and wrapped 
into the fiction.  As a reader of this piece, I am sad for 
this man who has nothing but the taunt of burnt toast 
that constantly reminds him he is a failure and a life of 
emptiness that he is seemingly a contributor towards.  I 
rewrite him a happier ending wherein all of his skies are 
blue, his girlfriends are multiple and his mother‟s voice, 
mute. 
 
PD: I don‟t believe that you do write him that 
ending, as I don‟t believe you find any specific beauty 
from the listed alterations.  I do think it would be The 
End for the man, that these things are truly several 
moves that could checkmate him.  As I‟ve said before, I 
don‟t think he wants what is in the room replaced by 
anything, even kindness, even warm touches and 
supportive voice.  I think there is a thread in every one 
of these pieces, under all other aspects, that suggests a 
world of people very deliberate in their identities—at 
the bottom, they don‟t want their miseries or prisons 
replaced by something better, as this, I think, would 
invalidate their suffering, would belittle it in a way.  I 
think they‟re fine with complete detachment as end 
result—which is where this fucker is headed if he plays 
his cards in this same fashion—because once they are 
extricated from everything, there is a kind of majesty to 
the suffering they endured—it was so monumental, 
even for it‟s minutia, that they had no choice but to 
utterly abandon ship.  I think you‟ve written him a 
happy ending by writing him an inevitable one, yes? 
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xTx:   Hmmm…perhaps you are right.  I will let 
the ending stand.  
 

THINNER 

 
PD: Has there ever been a lousy book about a 
gypsy curse?  The answer is that there has, and it‟s called 
(you think I‟m about to say Thinner, but I‟m actually not) 
Fear by L. Ron Hubbard.  Thing about that book—this 
has something to do with a personal grudge I have 
against Stephen King—is that some mass market paper 
back edition had a blurb from King on the front calling 
it „one of the greats‟ or „one of the truly good ones‟ or 
some other such pointless thing to say and, for some 
reason, knowing better—and more because there was an 
ax on the cover than anything else, but I still blame 
Stephen King—I recommended the book to someone, 
having never read it.  They were unimpressed, as was I 
when I read it, though because I‟d recommended it I 
tried the whole time I read it to couch it in a positive 
light—impossible to do, it‟s a cake of dog shit.  I 
suppose my question is, though „Has there ever been a 
lousy book about a gypsy curse (other than the one I 
just mentioned—if it even was about a gypsy curse, I 
don‟t fucking remember at this point) or are stories 
about gypsy curses just somewhat fine, no matter what, 
no matter the content or lack of worthwhile prose or 
anything even the least bit unsettling?‟  
 
xTx:   There have been 78 lousy books about 
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gypsy curses.  I only know this because my Uncle is 
both a gypsy and an author and he does the research 
and is compelled to type it to me longhand sending it to 
me in envelopes sealed with a wax substance.  (I open 
them using gloves.)  I‟ve never read his books because 
they are lousy books about gypsy curses.  (He doesn‟t 
count his among the lousy, so, in actuality, if you include 
his books, there are 82 lousy books about gypsy curses) 
 
PD: Indeed.  That is the correct answer, it was a 
trick question, to begin with.  
 
xTx:   You are a smart and clever man. 
 
PD: Mmn.  I‟ll tentatively accept that as 
compliment, but must voice my reservations that, in the 
final analysis, I think you see my endgame and are 
playing somewhat coy. 
 
xTx:   I‟m very bad at seeing endgames.  You give 
me too much credit.   
 

Stephen King tries to stay indoors.  The 

blackened sky bothers him.  It‟s not so much the 

color, but the thickness of it.  If the black were 

thin, like smoke, it might not be so bad, he 

thought.  But the black was something to fight 

through.  It was sticky almost; aggressive and 

taunting.  It made him want to cry for the blue 

that used to own its space for what it probably 

thought would be eternity. 
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Sometimes he did. 

All the pretty things were gone.  The 

black took away the blue which took away the 

green.  The shade of the town he‟d known his 36 

years now reflected the sky he chose to avoid.  

But that wasn‟t the worst of it.  Stephen missed 

the girls. 

They left one at a time so nobody 

noticed right away.  The growing black-blue 

swirl overhead took everyone‟s attention.  It was 

understandable.  Hardly anyone looked down 

anymore.  But then your head would drop and 

you‟d see one, walking down the middle of the 

street, heading east, hands limp against hips, 

sashaying with the tired gait of a sleepwalker. 

The town had a slow leak, and in 29 

days, none had returned.  It was like the death of 

pretty. 

Stephen King serves himself whiskey at 

Duke‟s.  He says, Here you go honey, when he 

sets the glass down, just like she used to.  He 

walks around the bar, sits on his stool, picks up 

the glass and tilts it towards the nothing and 

says, Thanks, babydoll, before taking a hit.  The 

windows don‟t let anything in but black.  He 

drinks. 

 

SALEM’S LOT 

 

It‟s a hunger God gave him one night after the 

weed, the fallen day and the empty plates.  
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Lunch hour never came and here he was; 

fingernails peeled back, teeth straight and 

waiting, stomach‟s claws bared.  His head a 

cloud bathed in a stoner‟s warm glow.  Nothing 

would suffice but the chicken.  KFC Grilled 

Chicken.  Stephen King puts his hands in pulls 

his hands out of his pockets like Mr. Monopoly 

indicating he‟s bankrupt pumpkin orange 

Chance card, but favor breathes down his collar 

like the sweetest big-breasted babygirl and 

money he makes with his fists onto the counter 

where the young girl stares and nods and pleases 

and thank yous and sooner than later Stephen 

has his chicken oh yes, a box full.  A. Box. Of. 

Chicken. He wraps it into his arms car seat safe, 

takes it outside to the darkest corner of the 

parking lot where he sits, cross legged, and 

jiggles his body with glee.  “God, I‟m hungry,” 

he says not as an exclamation, but actually 

speaking directly to God.  Stephen King cracks 

his knuckles, licks his lips and eats and eats and 

eats.  Cars pull into the parking lot and cars pull 

out of the parking lot.  Stephen King looks like a 

grungy untouchable mowing down KFC grilled 

chicken like a newly birthed zombie at a severed 

thigh and it‟s a beautiful thing to watch. 
 
PD: Something Bob Dylanesque (mid-sixties 
Bob Dylanesque, to clarify) here with the insistence on 
descriptors that do nothing to illuminate.  There is, in 
literature, an absolute phoniness in any attachment to 
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descriptor—a text is not to teach someone how to read, 
it is a prompt, a jab, and there is an unfortunate sense 
that a text that does not relax a reader or does not 
illuminate something particular that carries with it some 
verifiable method of interpretation (Christ, a lot of 
people want there to be secret codes in literature hidden 
between sentence length and where one is likely to 
breathe if reading aloud) is somehow incorrect, slovenly, 
wrong—or worse still, such praising words as 
„mystifying‟, „obfuscating‟, „layered‟—so my impulse is 
usually to enjoy a good long trick of descriptors that are 
there only because they are descriptors and can be there, 
serve little to no interpretive purpose, are some frothing 
up of an individual writer‟s bent toward particular letter 
sounds, maybe.  You of course use Stephen King, the 
name, as the primary example of this random ripple 
generator—in the end, the word Stephen King, the 
identity, becomes an obstacle reflecting the obstacle of 
the text.  
 
xTx:   I had a coupon for KFC Grilled Chicken 
but where I live, every KFC is in a total ghetto town.  
Not to say it is a „black‟ part of town, but really just a 
poor area.  The closest one is one of those combination 
Taco Bell/KFC dealies and if you skip the drive-thru 
and are brave enough to walk in, you will see that you 
are separated from the counter people by a thick, two 
inch plexiglass barrier.  They give you the chicken in this 
sort of turntable slot thing.  They place it on the 
turntable and spin it towards you and you are supposed 
to take it when it comes around.  It‟s sort of like visiting 
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a cousin in prison but with a heavy smell of grease.  
Anyway, if a zombie ate KFC grilled chicken, I think he 
would be disappointed. I‟m juss sayin‟…. 
 
PD: What you describe there is an eerie sadness, 
such a need for this faux-antiseptic, this clean and 
precise and humanless interaction of being given out 
our food—slinking in to the shop in distrust, being 
given food we don‟t trust by people who don‟t trust us.  
In the piece, in this section, there is a distilled emotion 
of beleagueredness that it seems the final line tries to 
stab into some kind of transcendence, knowing it will 
fail.  The passage reads of play-acted identity, 
pantomime, the pointlessness of gesture, of 
communication, the pointlessness even of hunger and 
relief and then it clips on the notion of this Stephen 
King slathering away at his cake of food, his widget of 
sustenance, just enough to continue to barely survive, 
barely have purpose—have purpose enough only to slog 
to the next unwanted meal.  Through the piece, there 
are various resonances of this distancing nature of 
individual-to-individual, of „ordinary perception of 
situation‟ to „personally hidden perception of 
situation‟—the world seems rendered into a lie by 
people insistent on the fact that they cleverly know the 
truth.  These long swipes at description, these 
interjections of genuine atop of manufactured—it all 
seems manufactured, in the end, driving at literal 
avoidance of having a statement.  I don‟t think it doesn‟t 
have a statement.  But I‟m someone reading—I read to 
claim what I read is making a statement, though perhaps 



 

Predicate (dialogues with Pablo D’Stair) 

 

74 

it‟s more honest that I‟m making the statement, pick-
pocketing your prose.  As both reader and writer—not 
to keep up on this, I only do because I so fervently 
don‟t think one can or should be one-and-the-same with 
their own work—what do you think would be the 
difference, really, between your response to my 
response to the passage being the passage itself versus 
leaving the passage the same.  One is birthed from the 
other, certainly, but do you think the one could be the 
other? 
 
xTx:   I am thoroughly confused by your question.  
It‟s in this instance I could ask you to rephrase in a 
more simpler fashion or take a befuddled stab at an 
answer.  Which would you like me to do? 
 
PD: I think you know right well which I‟d like 
you to do.  I‟d like to have you do both.  We‟ll have to 
put you on the honor system, here—though I don‟t 
think I can trust you, I think I can trust you.  I‟m going 
to rephrase the question, but before you even answer, 
before you even read it, I want you to take your 
befuddled stab.  So, to the question exactly as posed 
above, you answer goes here: 
 
xTx:   I am not reading ahead and being a cheater 
which will be made evident with my befuddled stab that 
I will take now with a dull butterknife—stab…stab—  
I‟m sorry.  I am lost. I‟ve left and come back to this 
several times and I‟m afraid each time my mind is 
exploded.  I will proceed on to your rephrase and pray 
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that I understand it so I don‟t look like even more of an 
idiot. 
 
PD: And now I will rephrase:  If the section of 
this collection entitled Salem’s Lot were not as it 
appears—were not „It’s a hunger God gave him one night 
after...‟—but was, instead, the text of your response—
that is, if it began „Stephen King has a coupon for KFC Grilled 
Chicken but where he lived...—do you think it would make a 
difference to the overall collection?  Do you, in effect, 
think that your response is the same thing as the story? 
 
Though it must be obvious to you, I want to bluntly say 
here that I do interpret this collection as an abstract 
whole, not individual, isolated pieces—to me it reads as 
a single unit broken into pieces to better drive home the 
„placeholder identity‟ by doing away with blasé transition 
or superficial storyline, opting instead for emotional 
transition and instinctive or felt storyline. 
 
xTx:   Okay! I am more clear!  I think if this 
section were my response instead of the original it 
would make a slight difference to the overall piece as a 
whole, although, I think it wouldn‟t be completely out 
of place.  If I had written the section as my response I 
think I would‟ve edited it out and removed it from the 
entire piece.  I think, in the end, it wouldn‟t exactly fit 
the overall mix I ended up creating.  I think it wouldn‟t 
have the same tone or rhythm that the first piece created 
and, instead, sort of duplicates maybe another section in 
the piece, like maybe Needful Things. I think the piece is 
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an abstract whole, but I also wanted the pieces to be 
able to stand alone, individually.  I wanted the reader to 
take it either way.  A smorgasbord. 
  

THE STAND 

 

The prettiest was Tabitha, but she was also the 

meanest.  Her shots were clean and never at 

anything unimportant.  They were always at 

parts someone needed; eyes, mouths, crotches, 

breasts.  Her shots were strong and fierce and 

she‟d usually draw blood, even when the shots 

connected with clothing.  Stephen thought she‟d 

make a man very unhappy one day.  She was a 

bear trap, that one. 

Naomi.  A father shouldn‟t, but he knew 

he loved her the most.  It might‟ve been because 

she was ugly like him and where Tabitha was 

mean Naomi was sweet.  Naomi‟s shots always 

went intentionally wide.  Whenever Tabby 

would laugh at her ineptitude her aim would 

usually improve. 
 
PD: Is it cliché, that a father shouldn‟t pick a 
favorite, or is it something that you actually think—
nothing to do with the story?  I‟m curious, as a father, 
but the curiosity has always been present in me.  The 
idea that a child would certainly want to be individuated, 
set aside—that competition that Aquinas would remind 
us is present even in infants enviously watching their 
sibling suckle at their mother‟s breast—is so blatant, it 
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flows in to the general fantasy that one wants to be 
favoured—but there is an idea that a parent should 
somehow teach a lesson that this will not come to pass 
(no one is favoured) a parent should purport to get 
behind a concept of equality that has to do with the 
most uncontrollable aspects of subconscious preference.  
People seem oddly taught this as cliché, but it‟s one of 
those winks, those mouthed „I loves you‟s from across 
the room—either way the concept is slanted, it is one of 
the first ways the necessity of deception is taught, that 
accepting lies are „pretty‟ and „pretty‟ is „meaningless‟ is a 
fundamentally necessary thing. 
 
xTx:   I also am a father, and I think the picking of 
a favorite child is a necessity.  It promotes survival of 
the fittest, in my humble opinion. I am a fan of telling 
each of my children, individually, that they are my 
favorite; keeps them on their toes with one another.  
They strive to be better than the next. I see the results in 
their grades, their athleticism, their fine and kempt 
appearances. Their mother didn‟t agree with this at first, 
but I told her that the cute neighbor lady across the way 
thought it was a great idea and that my ex-wife also 
thought it was an excellent thing to do.   She came 
around.   
 
PD: And in this thrust of the piece we have a 
break down of familial as well as basic humane 
relationships, in general.  We have this Stephen King 
with wife, with daughter, we have the obliterated life of 
the infant, the peals of anguish of the mother, we have 
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the surge of in-referenced emotion and response on the 
part of the King family—indeed, they only use the 
violent spectacle they witness/create to continue their 
low-key, subtle aggressions, perhaps even unconscious 
aggressions, envies, silent resentments.  In a sense, the 
victim, the spectacle, is robbed of it‟s humanity by being 
made dead and grieving, while the King family is given 
its spectacle by being unfeeling, or feeling only in 
reference to sensations they create for themselves—they 
respond to the world with a well felt, internal logic, as 
does everyone, at the expense of all others around them.  
There continues to progress this idea of aggressive self-
identity, even while the overarch of the piece fucks with 
identity—the readers themselves made constantly wary 
of time, place, of thinking they should attach in one way 
or another, because the prose defies the „natural 
reaction‟.   
 
xTx:   This family, to me, has a strong honesty 
about them.  The father is clear on the goods and bads 
of his daughters and his feelings towards each. Feelings 
that might, for a parent, be hard to look at or 
acknowledge.  It is a seemingly normal relationship set 
in an abnormal situation.  Personally, I would like to 
know what their home life is like if this is what they do 
for sport. 
 
PD: Indeed.  Which brings me to realize I very 
much took it as read that this was Stephen King, out 
with his two daughters, but that there was „wife‟ 
somewhere in the picture.  Does it, as a reader, strike 
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you as such?  It could be just that I don‟t feel from the 
piece an absence, a gulf between the family members—
there seems no piece missing from any of them, they are 
intact individuals, at ease.  What are they to you? 
 
xTx:   I don‟t know if it‟s Stephen King and I 
don‟t know that he has a wife.  I want them to be a 
father who has a very close relationship with his 
daughters, perhaps even stronger in the (possible) 
absence of a mother.  I like how he is doing what would 
seem to be a „son‟s‟ activity with his girls.  I like how 
they are spending time together as a family, doing this 
activity.  I like how that even though he comforts his 
more sensitive daughter after she is horrified at hitting 
the wrong target that he is quick to have his 
meaner/tougher daughter take her shot.  To me, they 
are a bonded family.  They are not just in their own 
rooms, playing Farmville on their laptops.  They are a 
family. 
 

It was Tuesday night, so they were at it 

again.  They lay still in their dark coats against 

the freezing tiles of the roof, one on either side 

of him.  Naomi was shivering, Tabitha was not.  

Stephen King‟s thighs froze against his jeans.  

He should‟ve brought the long coat. 

Naomi went. 

“Ha! You got that lady‟s BABY!” 

Tabby whispered with an incredulous envy.  

Naomi winced. 

They all watched the woman.  She was 
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yelling, “My baby! My baby!” holding it against 

her front, trying to stem the blood with what 

looked like a cloth diaper.  Her head, then neck 

turned in circles and her body followed, lost.  

She looked like the last dregs of a whirlpool 

making its final twist in a toilet bowl. 

“I was aiming for the lady,” Naomi says 

into his ear, voice cracking. 

“I know baby.  I know,” Stephen says, 

patting her hand and giving it a long squeeze.  

“Okay, Tabitha, your turn now.” 

He lets go.  She takes aim. 

 

IT 

 

Stephen King can‟t read his own writing.  He 

thinks the word is “strangle” but he‟s not sure.  

The L is smashed up against the wall of the E so 

it sort of looks like it could be “strange” but he‟s 

uncertain.  The other word he‟s pretty confident 

is “whores”, but the O is stabbed through with 

that strange tail he tends to put on the tops of 

small R‟s so it could be an E for “wheres” but 

there is no apostrophe.  In the time it took for the 

twilight to break full and the streetlights to begin 

their collaborative duty, the wheres came out, 

just didn‟t make sense. 

 
PD: I always had tendency to lie to people when 
they‟d ask about my writing, the tendency being that I‟d 
claim to prefer to write things by hand first, then type 



 
xTx: …how you got started 
sitting in your little room… 

 
 
 

81 

them out, claiming a more natural, slower perhaps, 
progression of thought could be more comfortably 
represented, be made truer by using ink and paper, 
manipulating fingers to soreness, wrist to discomfort.  
It‟s bullshit, though, when I say it.  It is bullshit.  The 
only benefit of writing by hand is that things wind up 
shorter, sometimes in a good way—a condensed 
violence, ideas all tumbling, somehow trying to fit into 
the five or six words I manage at a time when typing I 
could get hundreds in the same amount of time, room 
for everyone.  That‟s imaginary, though.  Unconscious 
thought is more difficult, pen and paper-wise.  There‟s a 
fuzzy time, I think, between oral tradition, to use that 
clumsy phrase, and typewriters (computers make little 
difference, really).  Writing by hand makes even random 
thought seemed forced into considered brackets, like 
something happens in the mind.  It makes writing 
appear to not be lazy, slovenly, inept, when it is 
imperative that it be all of these things.   
 
xTx:   For me, writing by hand is working in the 
fields all day.  It‟s coming home sweaty, hands blistered, 
dirty and ready for a big bowl of stew and a half-loaf of 
crusty bread.  Writing by hand is taking a hot shower 
after the meal is done and making sweet love to my 
pretty young wife.  I mean that. 
 
PD: And I both understand this and envy it, a 
little bit.  In honesty, if I truly held myself to my ideals, I 
often think I should only ever write by hand, because it 
would force so much to be lost, make what is kept a bit 
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more precious, even if the seething, nauseas feeling of 
having not written the best things that occurred to me 
because I couldn‟t get to them in time became 
dominating almost to the point of violence.  But I guess 
this has to do with an admiration for writers who wrote 
well before the advent of typewriter, of computer.  So 
much of technique, in a way, comes from what tools are 
readily available.  If Knut Hamsun had a nice 
Remington with a correction-ribbon, how would that 
voice in his head have been rendered to us? Would he 
have cared about the same things? Would the matter he 
focused on change drastically, distill, focus?  A pen for 
me is not honest because it‟s not how I really see or 
know words, it‟s not the pace I know for getting my 
thoughts down—my thoughts are already something 
else.  I cannot write like many of the pre-to-early 1900s 
writers who are my largest influences because they had 
no choice, whereas I do.  I might as well get a quill pen 
and a pot of ink, play pretend.  Which is a shame.  And 
saying that writing by hand is, for you, what you say 
above—what is writing by keyboard, or don‟t you?  And 
when you type up hand written material, do you do so 
resisting the urge to let the unconscious thacking of 
keys, of its own inertia, take a sentence or two, get it in 
there before you know any different, or do you keep to 
what was written, to the memory of that pleasant 
exhaustion, your young lover sated and you slinking off 
to sleep? 
 
xTx:    When the urge to write comes over me and 
I am away from my computer, I often stymie myself 
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when it comes to putting actual pen to paper.  The 
block comes when I tell myself that I will not be able to 
capture the flood of feelings/words/sentences that 
make up the urge and that I should not even try.  But 
when I push past that block, and fumble through my 
viper‟s nest of a purse to find my notebook and the pen 
that hides there, get them out and begin scribbling with 
hands that forget how to form letters so familiar they 
are now with pressing buttons, I usually end up with 
quality stuff.  Not to tout my own work, but a few of 
my, what I consider to be, „better‟ pieces were written by 
hand first.  It‟s odd.   
 
PD: I do wonder, as I have similar experience, if 
it is not that very tension that informs the work—the 
tension and the abandon.  There is something to be said 
for the kind of distraction that comes of writing by 
hand—at least in the fashion you describe—it cuts right 
down to the unconscious quick, gets at it with 
immediate gravity but also the sense of somehow not-
caring-so-much.  There is a genuineness to the 
handwritten scribble on a napkin it is impossible to 
distill any other way—I hate it when I write a beginning 
as some scribble and then find I cannot pick up from it 
at the keyboard.  It‟s something else, it‟s a different 
mind, maybe. 
 
xTx:   Yes, maybe. When I go to type them up, 
that‟s usually when the editing comes into play.  But, I 
usually find that there isn‟t too much editing to be done.  
I‟m not sure why.  Does the writing brain deliver 
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differently depending on the tools at hand?  Does the 
writing brain slow down when it knows you can only 
write so fast?  Is there a considerate dictator in my brain 
that makes up my stories for me?  It makes me wonder. 
 
PD: Now you‟re taking over the role of 
interviewer—or I‟m about to make you—and giving 
such wonderful prompts, better than mine.  I‟m 
disallowing „I‟m not sure why‟ and this „It makes me 
wonder‟.  I don‟t care if you‟re not sure, I don‟t want to 
know that you wonder—you asked three questions, 
there.  Answer them, no dodging, just answer them. 
 
xTx:   Hmmm, okay Mr. Bossy. No, the writing 
brain does not deliver differently depending on the tools 
at hand. Your writing brain is your writing brain no 
matter if you are in a rocketship or filling a pothole.  
You just make yourself „Think‟ you are making 
adjustments based on tools.  Chalk, stick in wet sand, 
crayons, computer; you will make the sentences happen, 
at whatever speed they occur because you must.  I think 
that answers the first two questions.  In regard to the 
considerate dictator, well, I think he exists, but he is sort 
of a dick from time to time.  Wish I knew how to pay 
him off.   
 

He looks at his right hand which holds the pen.  

He wishes he were ambidextrous so he could use 

his left hand to stab his right palm dead center 

using the pen that made this mess.  Teach that 

fucker a lesson, he thinks. 



 
xTx: …how you got started 
sitting in your little room… 

 
 
 

85 

 

MISERY 

 

Stephen King doesn‟t think it‟s fair that you can 

only fall in love once and then it‟s for the rest of 

your life.  He thinks if you end up falling in love 

again later then you should be able to.  It should 

be like a do-over, he thinks, and everyone 

should just understand.  Love is love.  Love is 

something you need a lot of like money or 

books.  It‟s not fair, he thinks, to take the first 

thing that comes to you but many years later, 

when that first thing is still there but gone, and 

you fall in love again, why can‟t you take it? 

 
PD: Effect is a curiosity, readers are basically 
liars hoping they get all the Jeopardy questions correct 
by chance.  In this passage, everything could be altered, 
no real alteration of meaning to this piece would come 
about—or to any piece generally.  Let‟s try it: 
 

Stephen King thinks it‟s fair that you can only 

fall in love once and then it‟s for the rest of your 

life.  He thinks if you end up falling in love 

again later you‟ve made a mistake, 

miscalculated, were only right the first time.  It 

shouldn‟t be like a do-over, he thinks, and 

everyone should just understand.  Love is love.  

Love isn‟t something you need a lot of like 

money or books.  It‟s only fair, he thinks, to take 

the first thing that comes to you but many years 
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later, when that first thing is still there but gone, 

and you pretend fall in love again, why can‟t 

you admit you‟re lying? 
 
Or something like that.  There is no importance in 
literature agreeing or disagreeing—construction is more 
like jazz than even jazz is like jazz.  To say: „Here I want 
you to understand what I‟m saying‟, „here I want you to 
be affected the opposite‟, etc. amounts to trying to 
masturbate about only one idea at a time—it doesn‟t 
happen, it‟s always a flood of ideas.  Nothing is altered if 
you alter Mersault‟s epiphany at the end of The Stranger 
to the exact opposite—nothing is altered if at some 
pivotal moment you alter „I love you‟ to „I don‟t love 
you‟ (Saramago may disagree, but History Of The Siege Of 
Lisbon aside, I‟m right).  As in life.  Impression and the 
palpable understanding that time keeps moving makes 
all things flat lines.  Literature can pretend, like jazz, to 
take measured stabs around the notes it is „trying‟ to hit, 
make a science out of approximation, or it can just be 
approximation.  I‟ve always wanted every piece of 
literature to be sloppily translated into another language, 
then translated from that language to a third, then 
retranslated, from that translation, to the original by 
someone encountering the piece for the first time, 
preferable someone who is only half paying attention.  
The artist should sign their name to that, because it is 
what they are signing their name to, anyway. 
 
xTx:   The opposite could also be true.  God 
knows if it was true, the Stephen King of this piece 
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would be content to come home to the same woman for 
21 years.  He would accept and acknowledge his good 
luck and never question or stray.  He would never need 
for internet sex or favorable looks from fledgling 
females‟ fancy.  If the opposite were true, there would 
be no pain in this piece, it would be a magazine cover of 
a pretty girl.  It would be the plainest ceramic vase on a 
side table next to an ordinary couch.  A translation of a 
translation of a translation is an entirely different piece 
of work, or one more translation and it becomes itself 
again.  I‟m not sure. 
 
PD: What is an untranslated piece for you?  I 
was meaning, quite literally, one language hopping to the 
next—but when is the „original‟ named?  Is it the 
thought? the first draft (if one does drafts)? is it the 
meaning the artist assigns themselves to the piece when 
the thing is considered „finished‟?—that is, is there 
something important in the author‟s own understanding 
of a piece, something that is necessary in them to 
consider it the „first, the original‟ as opposed to a 
translation?  In a sense, if twenty years pass from when 
an artist writes a piece, what they themselves think of 
what they wrote will have greatly changed—indeed, 
however much they might protest, they will not even be 
certain what they thought they were after.  So, after 
twenty years, is it a different translation of the piece, 
because they wrote it and have some say, or is the 
intention at the time of setting it down dominant?  
When I say it wouldn‟t matter if the words were 
changed out or if it were translated, retranslated, 
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retranslated, I meant that it‟s all a put-on to even make 
claim at there being a „way‟ to read a piece in the 
beginning, any more than the artist knows what they 
want to write when they write.  You, yourself, dodge 
around comments a bit, don‟t seem to place a high level 
or importance on explaining your words, so what do 
you find to be the difference in it being „the same 
words, but translated‟ you don‟t offer comment on?  I 
can see, superficially, what that would mean to an artist.  
But a reader doesn‟t really care if they‟re reading one 
writer or another, do they?  It‟s „words, words, words‟ as 
Hamlet might say.  I know I don‟t know Norwegian, so 
I haven‟t read Knut Hamsun, but, indeed, I have.  And 
it would be equally true, following this, that if your work 
were translated in to Russian, a Russian reader could say 
they‟ve read xTx—or do you not think so, do you think 
they read something that you didn‟t write, that they 
cannot access the same thing because of the obvious 
linguistic difference?  If it is true that a reader will only 
read their interpretation, why do you say a translation of 
a translation is another work?  What makes it so? 
 
xTx:   For me, the „original‟ of a piece is the 
author‟s finished work.  It is past the first and second 
drafts and it is pretty, in a ball gown, stepping out of the 
carriage.  Once it is at the party, that is the original.   
 
PD: Interesting.  Never much of a drafter 
myself, I don‟t want to come off as a fuckwit with this 
inquiry, so bear with me.  By „party‟, do you necessarily 
mean „in front of an audience‟ or do you mean there is a 
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point before interaction with audience that the work is 
done?  To clarify, does a second draft replace the entity 
of the first draft—do you consider a first draft not a 
complete work of literature, in other words—and so on 
to a third or fourth draft, so that the final is the, for lack 
of a better way of putting it, „only one that is literature‟.  
Is audience necessary to define—even if the third draft 
is the one that is sent off to the ball, until eyes fall on it 
is it nothing but „draft‟, is it being regarded that makes it 
„finished‟? 
 
xTx:   By „party‟, yes, I mean, in front of an 
audience.  If you are writing for others to read, and not 
for yourself, alone, then to me the original is what you 
present to them.  To me, the drafts, the edited version 
or the version that is being edited, are all the practice 
runs.  They are the rehearsals.  They are trying on the 
dress at the mall without your makeup and hair did 
(done).  I think the author makes it „finished‟ when 
he/she sends it out into the world to be regarded.  If 
nobody opens the book to read it, I still consider it 
finished. If, in twenty years, I read my work and it no 
longer resonates with me, or I cannot find the same 
meaning that I originally sat down to convey, or even 
find a different meaning, well, I guess that, in itself, is a 
sort of translation.  A translation created from the 
passage of time, maybe. If my words were translated 
into Russian and read by a Russian would they be 
reading my „original‟?  I‟m not sure.  I do not know 
enough about language to give you a good answer.  I am 
curious about this though.  I would like to have 
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something of mine translated, then read, then fed back 
to me by that reader.  I would like to see what he saw, 
what he heard, what he felt, then I would know. 
 
PD: Somewhat complicated, that.  Do you take 
it as true that someone who speaks your own language 
„understands‟ what you wrote, that it is such a specific 
linguistic thing?  It seems to me that the possibility of 
misinterpretation has more to do with the reader‟s 
individual intelligence than their language of origin.  
There are degrees of language—I have to use lay talk, 
here, I, as you say is the case with you, know little of 
language—not everyone who speaks English is speaking 
the same English.  For example and a fun question, too, 
do you think that there is a direct difference in an 
individual fifteen-years-old reading your work versus an 
individual sixty-five years old?  Is there a kind of 
translation based on the filter of age? 
 
xTx:   Okay, yes, true, understanding of a written 
work could completely vary from person to person 
within the same use of language.  It‟s obvious. You are 
right.  I would also agree on the „translation‟ based on 
the „filter of age‟, most definitely.  And I don‟t think I‟d 
really let anyone under the age of 18 read my work. 
Heh.  A translation of a translation of a translation, to 
me, sounds like a game of telephone.  One person 
passes it to another who passes it to another and so on, 
and in doing so things change.  At the end of the line, in 
most cases, the original content is very different or at 
the minimum, changed a bit.  In essence, another work 
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in that it is different than the original.  That is my 
opinion.  My opinion that is ignorant of language but 
well versed in the game of telephone.  
 
PD: Do you think you write what you think?  
You‟ve suggested that your state of „being too inside‟ 
keeps you from a removed interpretation of your work, 
such as mine.  Does it keep you from being able to 
interpret if your meaning was conveyed, even to 
yourself?  And as aside, because it‟s a little sub-subject 
that fascinates me, do you tend to remember the prose 
that you write, even somewhat exactly?  When recited to 
you, would you know if there were changes, if there 
were additions, subtractions—if a work was read to you 
and called yours, but wasn‟t, would you know straight 
away?  I never remember my writing, for example, and 
hardly ever recognize it as mine. 
 
xTx:   It‟s hard to judge if my meaning was 
conveyed on any particular piece.  Most of the time, I 
think it has and I hope it has.  I mean, I guess that is my 
intent, to convey a certain something.  When I am 
working on a piece I‟ll usually „let it rest‟ and not look at 
it for a while (days) before picking it up and reading it 
through to see what meaning, what sort of feeling it 
gives me and if that was the feeling or meaning I was 
trying to convey.  If not, it usually becomes a little 
clearer as to why, and I will edit accordingly.  In regard 
to your second question, well, I think I would be able to 
recognize my own work, but I don‟t think I could recite 
things exactly…from memory.  Maybe certain 
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sentences, but probably not paragraphs.  I might be able 
to tell if things were changed though.  I think I would 
get a wince of a feeling like when you hear a child hit a 
wrong note on his piano during a recital.   
 

Every night while sitting on the couch he can 

feel love slipping away.  It‟s in the place under 

his scalp where daydreams sit when eyes are 

half-lidded and ears hear nothing and he sighs. 

He cries with his fists, twisting and his 

heart wrenching with deafening screams that are 

palpable only to him. 

You okay hon? His wife asks, her face 

avoidable. 

Fine, he answers.  Fine. 

He knows he loves her, this new 

woman, but he can only sit and do nothing while 

the best thing he will never have tells him how 

lucky his wife is. 

 

CARRIE 

 

Stephen King‟s pussy was really wet when it all 

started but now it‟s slowly drying up.  She 

thinks she can feel it trapping his penis inside of 

her; the moisture retreating with every thrust, 

holding his dick with a sludgy, quicksand-like 

vice. 

She wishes he would fuck her harder, 

but the guy is going at it like he‟s trying not to 

wake her.  The problem with this is that she is 
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very much awake.  Stephen King wants the guy 

to fuck her like he is a bull and she is a China 

shop. Stephen King rubs her clit trying to hurry 

things along thinking that maybe if she finishes 

this guy will figure it‟s go time and will shoot 

his load; a drippy trail of ellipses at the end of 

the most boring sentence. 
 
PD: Probably the most violent scene in this 
piece, or the scene that has the most impact of violence.  
When neither person in a sexual exchange wants to be 
having sex or is the least bit interested in the other 
party, the psychological game play of assigning 
hero/villain is always intriguing—not just in letters, but 
in life—there is something so absolute, so primal about 
the decisions reached in so pointless a struggle—what 
patterns of thought X person falls into, thinking 
themselves the isolated, out-of-orbit one while at the 
same time imagining the other party clucks away like 
anybody else, drained of identity, automaton, defined by 
someone else‟s malaise.  Sex is so boring, really.  It‟s 
such a visceral reminder of itself being a yawn.  
 
xTx:   One likes it hard the other gives it soft; it‟s a 
mismatch.  Their nudity is the only equality.  Nobody 
speaks up so nothing can be fixed.  She looks at the 
clock, probably.  In my lifetime of sexing, I‟ve looked at 
the clock a time or two, I‟m not going to lie.  There is 
no violence, only a sexual misunderstanding.  I think she 
would take some violence, however, to offset the 
boredom.  I know I would. 
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PD: While completely understanding your 
response to the statement, I should point out that I did 
not mean the act being described was one of physical or 
sexual violence (or perhaps sexual violence, in as much 
as it could be equated to what I will now explain).  Here, 
and nearly at center-point of the piece, is the most 
blankly, intimately stated portrait of the divide I have 
been getting at: there are two individuals, here, intimate 
in nearly every physical sense—certainly in every 
superficial physical sense—and yet there is, at least in 
the Stephen King we are allowed access to the internal 
monologue of, an almost sense of aggressive pride—
certainly of aggressive distance—in not allowing for 
further intimacy.  What we are privy to is an instance of 
blame, of passive aggression turned self-defeat—to say 
that there is a misunderstanding or mismatch is not 
really quite true to what is stated in the piece.  Or it is 
true, but further forces home this idea that each 
individual is so isolated they can only hope that another 
will, as if by good fortune, wind up what they want, 
otherwise they reduce this person to limp, psychological 
sore spot, an aggressor of a kind, denude them of their 
intricate humanity.  Both people could bear the label 
Stephen King, certainly, and the disaffected assignment 
of the one we know the thoughts of positing that while 
they are not getting what they want, they understand 
what the other wants and further, through complete 
inaction—and indeed condescending, disinterested 
thought-scoffing—feel they have fulfilled their 
communicative function, when there is no evidence of 
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this.  You suggest mismatch, that each person is a set, 
component, complete thing that should puzzle-piece 
find another—I find this, and how it is layered in the 
writing, a violence, an assault on the make-up of the 
human, the individual, I find it a depiction of failure to 
state one‟s self, failure to find common in another, 
failure to bother to attempt—it is a willful turning away 
from intimacy, not just an „eh, person A is kinky, person 
B is straight-laced‟.  In this rendering of intimacy there 
is nothing intimate, not even in the internal workings of 
Stephen King, there is only deflection, distance, 
reference to anything but actuality—even the thoughts 
are dim, half accepted, half cared about, the person is 
riff and remembrance treating another as merely a 
component of their thought process. 
 

xTx:   I see what you are saying and I agree with 
you.  If this were a marriage, it would be wallowing in 
misery and defeat.  I hope this is only an occasion of 
intimacy.  I do not want this couple to have any sort of 
high-level commitment to one another.  I now hope he 
is only a suitor who has, in his opinion, „gotten lucky‟ 
and that she, having enjoyed the nice restaurant he 
invited her to, and the easy conversation, felt generous 
enough to let him inside of her even though she may be 
currently regretting it.   
 

PD: And here, to revisit the same old needle I‟ve 
been sticking you with, I have to inquire about 
something with more directness.  It is now several times 
you posit yourself as outsider to the text, you make 
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yourself „questioner‟ to it, show yourself as „uncertain of 
what is going on‟.  To what degree is this an affect, to 
what degree an expression of how you feel about your 
work?  That is, what you say here doesn‟t seem to come 
from being „too inside‟ the piece to critique it, as being 
inside the piece seems to be where the answer to your 
own questions would be.  I entirely understand being 
able to write without assigning direct roles—I much 
prefer it in many cases and in work such as this it seems 
quite a soft option.  But, as you wrote it, why say that 
„you wonder‟ or „you hope‟?  Do you not feel that you 
can simply say, even long after writing it, what it is that‟s 
going on?  Did you have genuinely no „feeling‟ about 
whether they were married or just having it off—or did 
you have some slight feeling, but don‟t think this is large 
enough, blunt enough to be considered part of the 
work?   
 
 

xTx:   I am giving contradictory answers, perhaps.  
Sometimes my characters are incomplete; they are „just 
enough‟.  Things are implied or left for the reader to fill 
in.  Some may fill things in differently than I would.  In 
this particular section, I would say that they are „just 
having it off‟ as you put it.  But in re-reading it as if they 
were man and wife - that could also work.   
 
 

When he asks her, “Mmm…do you like 

it baby?” as he‟s moving in and out of her with 

enough force to create a ripple, Stephen 

responds, “Uh, sure,” with an equal amount of 
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enthusiasm.  He taps away, ignorant of her 

sarcasm. 

She wonders if that old ice cream shop 

is still open, the one down by the pier.  She 

remembers the dirty old ceramic clown it had 

out front.  When she was little her dad took her 

picture next to it. “Put your arm around him, 

Stephen,” he‟d say and she would, ice cream in 

fist, smiling. 

A soft serve cone sounds really good 

right now, she thinks. 

 

THE LONG WALK 

 

He‟s walked maybe five miles now, he 

guesstimates.  The sun‟s power cut in half by the 

wind like it‟s taking its breath.  He thanks the 

wind though it‟s chapping his face and bringing 

the dust from the untended fields into his eyes.  

This situation really sucks, he thinks, but the sun 

and wind are the least of his worries.  The pain 

in his arm he holds tight against him ratchets 

thick with a stabbing ache in perfect time with 

each step he takes.  Five miles of steps is a lot of 

stabs.  You try it.  Go wreck your motorcycle on 

the sharp curve in the road you‟ve had 

memorized round about the 40
th
 time you‟ve 

made it; first with your parents at the wheel, 

then eventually on your bicycle on a ride into 

town to get Slurpees and then with your parents‟ 

car with them not at the wheel (or knowin‟ you 
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were at it).  The curve where the hot tub thick 

trunk of the old oak sits bare of bark on the front 

side from all the „mishaps‟ this twist in the road 

has thrown its way.  If this tree could talk, it 

would say, “Why didn‟t you build this road 

fuckin‟ anywhere else but in front of me?”  This 

is the curve your mom never forgets to remind 

your dad to, “Please slow down Hank….” In that 

voice that always reminds you of Edith Bunker.  

How he could stand it Stephen would never 

know.  His dad probably never heard it anymore, 

probably just like how he never saw the curve; 

so there and familiar like your bedroom wall or 

your foot. 

 
PD: Personally, I despise King as a writer.  I 
used to come up with excuses, write off my gnashing 
stomach ache response because I felt embarrassed at 
even getting involved in discussion of him—tried to 
focus on the fact that I respect his output, his 
graphomania, which is marginally true—but it got to the 
point that I was sort of forced through a rhetorical 
conversational trick to actually read some of his stuff—
most notably his book about writing—and it‟s to the 
point I just can‟t stand it.  It‟s not even the way I dislike, 
say, Faulkner or Rupert Thomson or something like that 
(Duncan McLean as a playwright—he‟s a brilliant 
novelist and memoirist and writer of short fiction, just a 
fuck loss as a playwright) but it‟s a hatred that almost 
lacks emotion, it annoys me how much I dislike him. 
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xTx:   I used to be obsessed with a musical band 
that shall remain nameless.  This band shot to the top of 
the Billboard charts with their very first album; an 
album that shot right through to the core of me.  I fell 
in hard love with that album, that band.  I saw over 30 
shows, got backstage, became acquainted with the 
members of the band, followed them across the 
country.  But this band was a „love/hate‟ band, in that, 
you either loved them or hated them.  I felt so strongly 
about their music I could never tell anybody outside of 
my inner circle about my obsession lest they feel the 
opposite.  I didn‟t want to be ridiculed or shattered.  I 
can see the hate for King, but my love understands it 
and I can forgive. 
 
PD: I‟ve always been a bit the opposite (though 
everyone has instances close to what you speak of).  If 
there is something that isn‟t love-hate, I like to convince 
myself of it in those terms.  And I find a great sense of 
satisfaction in professing my love for something—some 
novel, film, film-maker, band—almost in spite of what 
the reaction will be.  Is this somewhat similar to how 
you view your own work, perhaps?  Do you craft with 
the idea that there will only be love/hate reactions, or 
do you allow for a kind of dubious middle ground?  For 
myself, while I understand there will be this middle 
ground, if someone gives me some so-so remark about 
my work, I find what I think is the tilt (is it a little more 
love or a little more hate) and assign it into that column, 
even if they protest.  Or—and I admit perhaps it seems 
this way to me, just from this piece and some of your 



 

Predicate (dialogues with Pablo D’Stair) 

 

100 

remarks—do you rather try to temper it to avoid such 
distinction—there is no „love‟ or „hate‟ of it, there is the 
piece, think what you like?  I wonder only because my 
instinctive reaction to your remarks suggests you want 
to treat your work lightly, almost shrug it off, yet in 
some moments where I feel I see revelation, both in the 
work and in conversation, you hint at an almost 
profound honesty, profound identity to the work.  For 
example, I cannot really get myself to believe the 
somewhat timid anxiety and frustration which abounds 
in this piece is contraption, or is some odd-ball luck—I 
can‟t make that gel.  I could if it was just a superficial 
game of gender change, scenario ambiguity, lack of 
pointed resolution, but in everything it seems more a 
remark waiting to happen, something deeply felt, but 
shyly expressed, like maybe one is only prepared to tell 
after a few drinks, quickly, in someone‟s ear as the 
group files out the door, more than halfway certain it 
won‟t be heard or remembered the next day. 
 
xTx:   You ask a lot of questions here.  I don‟t 
craft my work in order to generate a level of reaction.  
Quite frankly, I just want a reaction.  If I can generate 
Any feeling in a complete stranger by the words I‟ve 
connected together to make sentences, I feel like a 
winner.  Of course, having that feeling in the love 
column rather than the hate column, or at least leaning 
towards it, is preferable.  If given a chance to take a 
survey of any of my pieces with three check boxes 
marked, Love, Hate, In Between, with whatever box is 
marked, I would love to know the „why‟ of it.  If the 
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why of the opinions are similar and multiple, then I will 
learn from the piece I wrote and I will try to grow from 
it.  Too bad there usually isn‟t such a form available 
where my things are published.  Maybe I should send 
out surveys. 
 
PD: I‟d ad 
vocate sending out surveys, or at least prompting people 
for the „what‟ and „whys‟.  I do, as I think it is the only 
currency to literature.  The „Why‟, especially.  And 
people are often guarded about the „whys‟, I‟ve found, 
like they are nervous.  Nervous to say what they think 
about a work and why.  Personally, I do like the love 
column, but the whys are so much more interesting 
from the hate column and just so dead sexy from the in 
between section—I covet those in betweens the most. 
 
xTx: In regard to tempering reactions of 
love/hate with my work, and just presenting it as „the 
piece, think what you like,‟ well, I think a large part of 
me does feel that way, too.  I cannot control what 
people feel.  I cannot get caught up in their loves of it or 
hates of it…even though I sometimes do.  It is sort of 
like birthing a child, it is conceived, developed and when 
ready, born.  When it is there, in your arms, it is what it 
is.  Ten fingers or nine, blue eyes or brown, it is made 
and it is mine.  You will cherish and adore or you will 
give it up for adoption or you will throw it in a trash 
can, but it exists, as it is.  What can you do? 
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PD: I don‟t have an answer to that question, but 
I agree with everything that leads to your asking it. 
 
xTx: You analyze my writing way more than I 
ever could or can.  I think because I only see it from the 
inside.  I like the analogy about the drunken remark 
hoping not to be remembered.  Maybe that‟s what my 
writing is.  Sometimes. 
 

My feet, he thinks.  This road. My fucking arm.  

Fucking curve. Fuckin‟ tree. Fuckin‟ 

motorcycle.  He wishes a car would drive by. 

His dogs were definitely barking; a phrase his 

dad liked to say quite often after an especially 

grueling day working his mail route.  He always 

swore he would never use this phrase, but 

goddamn it really fit this shitty situation going 

on in his shoes right now. 

Two more to go, he estimates.  Why 

they had to live so far outside of town, he‟d 

never understand.  Fuckin‟ boondocks.  He sees 

their gravel driveway in his mind‟s eye, 

knowing the crunch, crunch, crunch will raise 

the dogs who will then shout his approach.  

Stephen King predicts his mom will fuss about 

his arm telling him, “Goshblessit!   Look at the 

blood!  Oh my! Does it hurt? Honey, get in the 

car, we‟re going to Doc Murphy‟s this instant!” 

and his dad will want to know what the Christ he 

did to his motorcycle.  “Lost it on the curve?  

Son of a bitch boy!  That curve a surprise to you 
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all a sudden?”  His dad will look at him that way 

he looked at him when he got that job at the 

lumber yard after graduation.  His dad wanted 

him to go off to college, the way he had never 

done.  “Gonna be stuck here forever boy…” he 

told him, tired eyes boring hard, making his 

warning seem like more of a curse and maybe it 

was.  It‟d been two years now and he‟d been 

making good money at the yard, become a 

supervisor three months ago.  The extra dough in 

his bank account made him feel good.  He 

bought the bike.  The bike now bashed and as 

broken as his arm. 

He walks. 

 

SONG OF SUSANNAH 

 

I imagine you shaving sometimes; how you 

watch yourself making careful carvings in an 

early morning mirror.  I picture your stubble 

white with foam filling in that half moon scar 

I‟ve always wanted to trace with my tongue.  

Your lips peeking through, pursing and zagging 

as you adjust your chin and tilt your head to 

scrape up all the cream.  I smell my dad in my 

head whenever I do this:  Old Spice. 

I lie on the bed and wait for the sink to 

turn on and then off, your throat to clear, and the 

invisible soft pat of a towel doing its job.  These 

sounds never come.  I just want you to take my 

dress off.  I‟d say, Take my dress off, Stephen 
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King.  Your smooth face has a home here, with 

my smoothness. It‟s only a casual introduction.  

Things will take off from there.  I‟m not worried 

about uncomfortable silences.  Everybody will 

get along just fine. 

 

BATTLEGROUND 

 

Stephen King rubbed his belly while he watched 

the whores finish; the tops of their heads moving 

in opposing time: the greatest war. 

 

DIFFERENT SEASONS 

 

Homer Simpson.  Kentucky. Redrum. Obvious. 

Fecal Matter. Suspenders. Mom‟s Minestrone.  

A Whale. Tenacious.  Shrimp Tempura. 

Obstinate.  A Way Out. Thumbprint. 

Tomorrow.  Stephen King‟s Disregard.  In 

Essence.  Unavoidable. Conundrum.  Pirate 

Costume.  A Crying Bitch.  Mr. Wreath Man.  

Tender.  Your Heatseaking Flesh Missile.  A 

Dead Battery.  A Bruised Rib.  A Chipped 

Tooth.  Sanguine.  Licking It.  Morsels.  A 

Rapist.  Black Things.  Normal.  Scooby Doo.  

Soccer Mom.  Whipped Pussy.  Taking Things. 

A Lot To Comprehend.  A Nice Way To Die.  

Your Face.  Let‟s Go. 

 

PD: Let‟s play a funny game:  rephrase this all 

as a single sentence, just pretend that I‟m a fuckwit 
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writing professor and do it—if you don‟t do it,  tell me 

why you didn‟t, but if you‟re not convincing I‟ll just 

ask you to do it, again.. 

 

xTx:  Homer Simpson, a Kentucky native trickles 
slowly southward, a redrum of a daydream, in that, it 
feels quite obvious to him the writing on the door is 
reflected backwards in the mirror not fooling anyone 
like a sculpt of fecal matter wearing suspenders, while 
drinking mom‟s minestrone in a whale sized flagon, 
tenacious in its gluttonous galore unlike the delicate 
fingers of, let‟s say, Shrimp Tempura, an obstinate way 
out of a place to be like the threat of thumbprints 
forthcoming today or tomorrow, it could be Stephen 
King‟s disregard, in essence, an unavoidable 
conundrum, perhaps a pirate costume one cannot get 
out of making someone like Homer Simpson, a crying 
bitch or worse, a Mr. Wreath Man, hung on the front 
door at Christmas time, tender as your heatseaking flesh 
missile lifeless due to a dead battery, or a bruised rib or 
a chipped tooth (if a flesh missile had such things) 
perhaps only sanguinely licking it, the morsels of a 
rapist‟s soul crusted with black things, not normal but 
talking dog abnormal like Scooby Doo or a soccer mom 
that leaves at half-time with her whipped pussy husband 
trailing behind taking things with his eyes like „save me‟ 
which is a lot to comprehend or a nice way to die  
maybe, Homer thinks, your face is his destination and 
he tells nobody, let‟s go. 
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PD: Curious, I actually thought it was something 
like that, only I would have started:  
 
„Homer Simpson‟, he said by mistake, meaning to take a 
shot of a Kentucky alcohol, not bourbon, though, a rum 
he jokingly called „redrum‟ and could not help but say to 
his lady friend, though it was obvious she knew, was 
„murder‟ done backward, and he agreed with Mamet, or 
with the character in Mamet that train compartments 
smelled vaguely of fecal matter, shit—he remembered 
seeing the play on stage, the actor doing Shelly in 
slouching suspenders… 
 
A passage such as this, for example— to make a further, 
somewhat aside, to what I was remarking about 
translation and your remark on it—is a keen example of 
something that is all translation, that is nothing but 
individual perception, that cannot help but not carry any 
authorial intent in the hope of it being understood, that, 
in fact, requires, by the act of being read, pure 
translation.  It could be argued I‟m substituting 
„translation‟ where „interpretation‟ might be more 
appropriate and I both agree and still see no difference.  
There‟s an interesting thing here, in that I feel there 
must have been—whatever it might be and I will not 
venture a guess—an exact idea, a reason you set the 
work down just so, something it does for you that, truly, 
directly, irrevocably, you do not concern yourself with 
disclosing.  In a sense, it is a portion of writing that 
seems to be making dialogue a requirement, but that 
out-and-out denies this by, of course, being a piece 
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written down.  To my reading of the piece as a whole, it 
is, again (especially considering its placement) a 
keystone, it is the physical destruction of the game, it‟s 
the atomic elements that have no meaning without 
tension and spin around each other.  Throughout the 
majority of the piece, whatever game play is at work is at 
least in a common tongue, where here, something has 
pulled back, shielded itself so far that it can only be 
misunderstood.  So, I have a curiosity as to the 
readiness, here, on your part to play the „silly game‟, but 
the refusal, earlier, to offer something anecdotal.  There 
is a further suggestion of this tension between revelation 
and timidity I‟ve been discussing—another piece of 
writing, another make-believe is easily rattled off, but an 
allowance, a peek at something strictly personal and 
couched in terms suggested by an outsider is met with a 
more brusque distance—indeed, with a return to the 
text, itself.  Do you find there to be no value in 
discussing personal thought as to the work?  If the work 
is to stand on its own—that is, the author‟s thoughts, 
whether they matter or not, are not be accounted for 
and likewise it must be assumed that the readers 
thoughts should be redirected to simply „well, I think 
(recitation of the text) means or evokes (recitation of 
same text)‟ then is it just text you are creating, 
comprised only of itself to be regarded only as itself? 
 
xTx:   This piece is clearly a collection of nonsense 
words and phrases.  Nonsense in the sense that they are 
not set within a context or a story or even a complete 
sentence.  It is a collection within a collection.  Why did 
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I choose these words?  Why did I put them together? 
Why did I put them in the order I did?  Why did this 
particular piece fall within the middle of the entirety of 
this collection?   
 
PD: It might be my favorite thing you‟ve said, so 
far, and certainly the most fascinating to my bent.  You 
say it is „clearly a collection of nonsense words‟ but I 
really didn‟t read it as that, once.  Do you think 
something as blunt and purposefully elusive would truly 
ever be regarded as „nonsense‟, whether it is or not?  I 
get suspicious of you, again.   
 
xTx:   I‟m sorry you are suspicious. I am not a 
good liar, so I normally just stick with the truth.  It‟s so 
much easier.  The honest answer is truly, I don‟t know.  
When I sat down to write it, I knew this is the type of 
piece I wanted to write; an abstract sort of piece that 
was unlike the others.  The words came out when I 
started typing.  I did not pick them so much as they 
picked me.  The order they are in is how they came out 
of my brain.  They felt right. The overall piece had a 
rhythm and a beat of emotion based on the words or 
phrases chosen that felt right to me.  Maybe it‟s like 
music without words, when it plays it makes you feel a 
certain way based on the high or lowness of each 
individual note that, when strung together, makes music.  
That is maybe what this piece is about. 
 
PD: Perhaps.  Giving it up to abstraction, one 
note at a time, in a sense reigning in the free flow of the 
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unconscious, but really only superficially.  Truly, I think 
that the reason they do not come across as nonsense, 
especially if the process of their creation is as you say, is 
that nonsense is not formed in our thoughts in such a 
way.  I think the patterns of thought, especially 
underneath the surface, function like music, as you put 
it, in an orderly, built, substantive way.  Nonsense is a 
put-on, when it is actually analyzed, something that has 
to be crafted, that has to purposefully avoid the patterns 
of expression that compose the unconscious.  As you 
say, „the words chose you‟—a nice and accurate poetic, 
and deeply true for the very use of the notion of „choice‟ 
there.  I don‟t think abstraction ever leads to 
nonsense—quite the opposite.   
 
xTx: I love discussing the personal thought that 
went into the work via the author.  But I also think the 
work should be able to stand on its own.  Afterall, that 
is what is was made for.   
 
 
PD: Yes.  I agree.  And I don‟t at all think the 
investigation of authorial intent and craft as even an 
attachment to the work—the dialogue, even in 
incorporating the ideas of a piece, is a form of intelligent 
creation it‟s own—there has to be a forceful reminding 
of this, sometimes, or the things mix together.  It is 
because work stands on it‟s own that it can be 
considered—if the consideration was nothing more than 
poles holding up a sagging building, it would be 
incorrect to consider there a full creation, at all, there 
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would be nothing to beget anything else, there would 
just be effort to hold up a facade. 
 

NEEDFUL THINGS 

 

His name is Dave and we see each other 

sometimes.  It‟s a “relationship” if you call “let‟s 

fuck cuz we‟re lonely” a relationship. 

He‟s older, maybe 48 or something. I 

don‟t dig too much.  His eyes are blue, his hair 

black and gray.  Yeah, perhaps a daddy fetish, 

whatever, he‟s still George Clooney sexy. There 

are other girls‟ eyes that I see wishing they were 

me when he takes me by the arm through the 

best restaurants.  (I‟m not ashamed to say I like 

the thickness of his wallet. What? He‟s buying 

pretty, I can enjoy his establishment.) 

What I really want to tell you is that 

whenever we fuck, he wraps his shit up in 

rubber bands.  He sends me to the bed and I 

wait.  Not long.  It takes him about five minutes, 

but still, I‟m restless and horny. 

He comes out and hits me hard.  It‟s 

dark and the black rubber tubing constricting his 

cock keeps him hard for a good hour.  I‟m not 

complaining.  I‟m just telling you.  I just needed 

to tell someone.  I mean, my mouth hits the base 

of his cock and there it all is, this smooth 

contraption that traps the blood like welfare 

traps a crack mom.  I never act surprised and 

I‟ve never said anything.  His balls are tied up 
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too.  They stick out swollen from it all.  I 

actually like it.  They are like the softest 

Christmas ornaments: so easy to swallow.  The 

intent is obvious; hold the blood in.  Fuck your 

young girlfriend like you‟re a young man.  

Stephen King never had it so easy. What I mean 

is, the subject matter writes itself.  An author 

waits for this type of thing to come his way.  A 

storyline opening up.  A vision that becomes so 

complete and visible it floods the brain and the 

fingers can‟t type fast enough to bring it alive on 

the page. 
 
PD: I invent my stories by pretending I‟ve 
already thought them up or by pretending I‟m telling 
someone about something I‟ve read or seen that 
someone else already made.  It‟s like Mamet saying „I try 
to imagine a fella more clever than myself and then I ask 
myself What would he do?‟  When I have an idea, I wait 
until the initial flail of it is over, until it‟s just a chug, 
something could be expressed, could not be expressed, 
until I forget that it hasn‟t already been, until I get 
depressed that it already has been, then I scribble it (or 
type it, rather) without thinking too much about it and 
then I wonder why I can‟t think of ideas like normal 
people do.   
 
xTx:  My stories come from anything that leaves a 
mark on my soul.  A gang rape, four strangers high-
fiving, a Chinese boy with squeaky puppy shoes that 
looks at me and runs away.  I can tell you something 
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about something but it‟s all begun from a tiny glass 
splinter stuck inside my skin like an infection that 
cannot heal until it is removed with the writing.  A wise 
man told me once, the writing is the scrubbing.  The 
writing is the scrubbing. 
 
PD: Has the act of writing every successfully 
removed the infection, or even at least the splinter?  I 
am with you on all counts, here, and I sometimes 
wonder.  For me, other than some idea is gone from my 
head, I‟ve never felt an immediate result from writing 
and have been slow to accept that it was the act of 
writing that rid me of anything, that altered me in any 
way.  Also, sometimes when I do think I can mark a 
result, I find it to be more a false balm, a deflection.  
But then, I often feel I write the same thing, the same 
thing, the same thing, because there are so many 
different words for the same thing, so many things that 
are the same.  What are you, not to cheat in the 
interview with so underhandedly blunt a question, 
scrubbing with this piece? 
 
xTx:   In the piece as a whole, or in the piece that 
this question is posed?  I will answer both, and I will 
also address what „scrubbing‟ means to me.  First of all, 
writing as scrubbing—for me—is not every day and is 
not in every piece I write.  Writing as scrubbing is when 
I have an emotional rift or am upset or pained in some 
fashion.  It is when I write under these circumstances 
that I am „scrubbing‟.  The bad feelings are my blueberry 
stained skin and the writing is my hands holding rough 
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loofah soaked with Borax rubbing it raw to make the 
stains disappear.  Sometimes the stains go away.  
Sometimes the stains only fade a tiny bit.  Most times 
they fade then reappear.  For me, at least. 
 
PD: Indeed, I do see what you mean.  The 
writing is scrubbing—not to some effect, not to achieve 
the removal of the stain—the value, the identity is in the 
act itself.   
 
xTx: In this piece, as a whole, it was not a 
scrubbing endeavor.  In this piece, Needful Things, there 
is no scrubbing.  The pieces in this collection that were 
contained any sort of scrubbing are; Misery, Song of 
Susannah and Roadwork.  What am I scrubbing with 
each?  For Misery, it seems obvious.  For Song of 
Susannah, I am scrubbing the wanting of the shaving 
man.  For Roadwork, I am scrubbing a childhood 
memory.  And to answer your first question—No, it 
never does. 
 
PD: I see that it does not, quite vividly, and I 
respect deeply that it does not—I also want to ask you, 
returning in a sense to some remarks early on in this 
piece, if it is fair to say you wouldn‟t want it to, would 
feel it incorrect for any amount of scrubbing to remove 
any amount of stain?  The disappearance of the stain, 
the removal of the splinter, this would never lead to a 
happy ending, it would be a jarring thing, an insult even. 
 
xTx:   I don‟t think it would be incorrect at all if 
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the scrubbing removed the stain.  Afterall, that is the 
purpose.  However, I would be Very Surprised if the 
scrubbing removed the stain.  Would it be a shame, for 
my writing‟s sake, if the scrubbing removed the shame?  
Probably.  Some of what is considered my „best writing‟ 
is „scrubbing writing‟.  If I was a „fixed‟ person, my 
writing would probably suck.   
 

Yeah, I write a little, so what.  Nothing 

good.  You‟d expect that from a big titted, 

bubble-assed blonde.  I never told Dave and he‟s 

never asked.  Much like the black rubber bands 

he puts around his cock.  Some things just are. 

I just needed someone to know. 

 

ROADWORK 

 

The first things I saw were my shoes.  They 

looked huge and completely ugly.  From this 

new vantage point I was getting a new 

perspective, perhaps.  Did I really wear shoes 

this ugly? They looked like thick old lady shoes 

or something a Special Ed grade-schooler might 

wear to even differences in leg length.  I‟ve had 

this pair of shoes for a while…four months 

maybe?  How come I never noticed how clunky 

they looked?  Next time I buy shoes I‟ll have to 

set them a hand‟s length from my face, see if it 

changes my opinion. 

Seeing my shoes a handful of inches 

from my face, I quickly become aware that this 
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means I have been knocked out of them.  This 

realization brings the realization of the 

shredding pain embedded on the asphalt-side-

down portion of my face.  This sudden 

awareness brings the awareness that I am lying 

on my arm in a manner that suggests it might not 

be completely secured into my body in the 

means that it should be.  This sudden recognition 

of my arm disconnection brings a sudden 

recognition that my legs are burning, or maybe 

have been burned.  It is an agony that is 

sickeningly calming in its continuous 

unwavering.  It is a domino effect of pain that 

began with my shoes.  Despite the severity of 

my predicament I cannot quiet the amused 

thought that if I had just not been forced to look 

at my now ugly shoes, that maybe the rest of the 

things would have just ceased to exist and I 

could simply right myself, put them back on and 

walk away. 

But this is far from the case. 

I hear sirens and voices and I can‟t seem 

to move in order to acknowledge any of it.  I use 

my brain to will my body to move and it‟s like 

I‟m trying to push a brick wall with a whisper.  I 

begin to feel a darkness.  I stare at my shoes.  

Must be serious if I got knocked out of my 

fucking shoes, I think. 

A lady‟s voice says, Don‟t touch her. 

A man‟s voice says, But she‟s bleeding. 

A man‟s voice says, Oh God. 
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Someone steps and kicks my shoes 

away.  Their shoes are black and shiny; work 

shoes, an office job maybe.  This was downtown 

after all. Probably a banker.  I wanted to let them 

know I had an office job too, that I was like 

them.  Breed some familiarity.  Maybe it would 

make them want to help me more. 

 
PD: Lars von Trier talks about, when directing, 
what he goes after, what he feels the greatest gift an 
actor can give to a director and to a piece of writing is to 
make a mistake—to give a performance as though 
filtered through a machine, but a detailed, texturally rich, 
visually involved, even gutturally-primal-to-all-
appearances performance, but one that they did not 
intend, one that they felt nothing for, in a sense.  There 
is a drive, in how I interpret what he says about this, to 
reach some deal with artistic expression where it takes 
on a specific life, nothing to do with its impetus.  
Clearly, collaborative art has certain trappings to it that 
one might say more easily allow for this than solitary art, 
such as literature.  Inasmuch as literature is solitary, it is 
rather up to an artist to reach this pitch of artificiality-
composed-of-rawness, composed of absolute atoms, 
pure elements.  The only time an artist should be moved 
to any form of emotion at all by their work is when 
someone else is reading it, speaking of it, interpreting it, 
because the trade off is that the artist is not being 
moved by their work, but by the appearance of their 
work.  I‟m deeply mistrustful not of artists who like 
their work, even to intense and arrogant extremes, but 
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of artists who are able to genuinely access the emotion 
of their work.  There is a mortifying sort of death in 
that, to be left with what you find satisfying only to 
realize it‟s something you had in your head, something 
you created.  However, to take it to my personal 
feelings, I think the most valuable sort of art would be 
an art that not only can the artist be cold to, but the 
audience must remain, as far as possible, inarticulate 
about, trapped in the twitch of trying to get their finger 
on it, the thing like a dent in the spin of some vinyl.  
Literature has the greatest trouble with this and so often 
reverts to poetics, to odd forms, to some machination 
or another to mock it up, to confuses blankness with 
perpetual misunderstanding. 
 
xTx:  When I receive any word from any reader 
that he has felt something, anything, from a piece I have 
written, even if it is horror or sickness, I am happy.  I 
am wondrously amazed and thrilled that words that I 
write, from my pea-brained brain, when formed 
together in certain ways and placed on a page in a 
cohesive or not cohesive manner, can make an effect on 
a person when they read them.  I feel from my own 
writings because if I didn‟t there would be no writings.  
I could not write what I could not feel or want to feel.  I 
cannot write about anything that generates nothing.  I 
cannot read myself and be numb, unless that was the 
outcome I wanted.  I do not know why one would 
mistrust me if I ended up feeling from something I‟ve 
written.  I am a human being and I feel things.  I cry at 
sad movies or particularly moving Hallmark card 
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commercials.  If I have a feeling and write it up inside of 
a story, that feeling is there somewhere and that feeling 
can make me feel, maybe not as strong as the first 
feeling of it, but felt nonetheless.  I am a girl.  Maybe 
that is why as well.  
 
PD: I don‟t think it‟s because you‟re a girl—
certainly not considering you‟re a girl and a father—as I 
cry at any finely rendered scene where such emotion 
could be evoked—I cry even at clumsily rendered 
scenes.  But here, perhaps most directly of all, I find my 
point of interest returning—you suggested „happiness‟, 
„wonder‟, „awe‟, „thrill‟ that the words you set down 
evoke some response—whatever the response—from 
someone else, but at the same time you say they evoke a 
response from you, as well, indeed that you couldn‟t 
write something you didn‟t know to contain emotion.  
What is the sense of awe, of even surprise you suggest, 
then?  Do you, as I feel the world evoked in these pieces 
does, have a sense of distrust at your own workings, at 
your own felt responses?  That is, is there some anxiety 
that you could write something—and as you say, feel it 
must be infused with genuine emotion, with some real 
germ of you, of your experience, your perception—and 
that someone would find nothing, not recognize what 
you recognize, therefore causing some uncertainty, 
however small, to its merit, to your perception of what 
your perceive?  There‟s something in what you say that 
seems less nonchalant than you put it, especially in 
that—which surprises me—you say you feel this 
happiness at any response, even if the response does not 



 
xTx: …how you got started 
sitting in your little room… 

 
 
 

119 

gel with what you meant to render.  In my own writing, 
I literally welcome and adore all responses, even 
somewhat relish those contrary to what I thought, what 
was in my head, but I also have a distance from my 
work, however personal it was when I wrote it, as I said 
earlier, a distance that keeps me from feeling it once it‟s 
out, from really actively deciphering myself from the 
response of someone else—it‟s all discussion.  The 
emotional investment you suggests—and I mean none 
of this as a challenge, please understand—is intriguing 
to me, as you couple it with this same sense of 
acceptance.  For example, if I wrote something that I 
felt was sad or heartfelt and a reader found it funny or 
prat-fallish, I wouldn‟t care, but I have an emotional 
distance, I‟d just be fascinated to chat with the reader, 
learn about their interpretation but with nothing to lean 
it against, no personal investment as counterbalance.  
It‟s interesting that such a potentially unsettling 
interaction, emotionally and artistically, is something 
you enjoy, flat out.  Do you never dislike, even strongly, 
the response of a reader, in all honesty? 
 
xTx:   The sense of awe or surprise, as you put it, 
that I guess I‟m evoking, is that I feel very small as a 
writer and as a person.  I don‟t feel there is anything 
special about me.  I am anyone you would pass on the 
street.  I am a stop sign or a telephone pole.  Therefore, 
if I, through my writing, make someone feel a strong 
feeling it surprises and astounds me to a certain degree.  
Stop signs and telephone poles cannot make me feel 
anything.  I may be over exaggerating here to form a 
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point, but hopefully it has been made.  If I wrote a sad 
or heartfelt piece and everyone took it as humor, I 
would consider the piece to be a failure and I would feel 
bad about it.   The same would be if I put out a piece I 
thought was very good and got many bad responses to 
it.  I would feel bad.  But I would learn from it and I 
would move on.  At the end of the day, I think I have 
too much of an emotional investment in my writing. 
 
PD: You would learn that you mis-expressed 
yourself, or you would learn that whoever read the work 
didn‟t understand you as a person—perhaps saw you as 
a telephone pole? I do not say this flippantly, I assure 
you, I say it with heartfelt respect for what you are 
saying, thoughts that could easily be my own.  It is a 
particular note of sadness, of feeling bad, to set things 
down in literature—to not just write a diary entry and 
ask someone what they think of you, but to create an 
artwork and hope that somewhere in it, you are 
recognized as well—and to find yourself unconsidered.  
I think it might be much worse to have the artwork 
recognized, even respected, but to realize it is only the 
crafted part of the work being regarded, the personal 
aspect swallowed up—you went for heartfelt, they find 
it humorous but like it, you know?  More personally—as 
it‟s a sense of trepidation I have myself—there is 
something of a quiet gamble in a piece—if you write 
about a telephone pole and this makes people feel 
something, but it has nothing to do with your intention, 
there is a desperate internal cutting that goes on, a sense 
that you handed the assassin the revolver, really hoping 
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you‟d forgotten to load it.  You‟ve written a telephone 
pole that makes them feel something, but nothing that 
you intended it to—nothing to do with you. 
 
xTx:   I would learn that I mis-expressed myself.  I 
am taking myself out of this equation.  My intention for 
a piece being misinterpreted, especially if it is 
misinterpreted by many, means it was My mistake. 
Certainly the end result could still be a good thing, for 
the reader, but as the writer, I think I would feel like I 
missed my mark.  I think there is a difference in being 
happy with a response from a reader or with the fact 
that something I wrote made the reader feel something.  
I am more happy with the latter, as I am often afraid of 
the former.  I think one of my motivations for writing, 
from when I was very young, was to try to make people 
like me.  If a response from a reader is „This sucked‟ 
then I would not be happy at all.  I hope that helps 
clarify things. 
 
PD: It does.  But prying asshole that I am, I have 
to put one more thing to you on this matter—if 
someone read something by you that you personally 
hated—did not think went off right at all, expressed 
nothing—but they loved it, read it back to you to show 
you how it made them feel, where would your feelings 
lay?  
 
xTx:   If someone truly loved something that I 
wrote that I hated, as you described, I would, to be 
honest, question this person‟s tastes. Haha!  It would be 
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like someone telling me they loved—enter name of 
horrible movie here that I absolutely hated—I would 
have to question where their tastes lied (lay?)  However, 
the follow up to that initial reaction, and because the 
piece was one of my creation, I would listen to the 
„whys‟ of the love and maybe see with new eyes. 
(Hopefully) So, to your last question, if a reader is a dick 
and tells me something mean and dickish about 
something I wrote, then I would dislike that response.  
If a reader didn‟t like something and explained why, 
then fine.   

 
We will all be late to work today. 

More scuffling, lots of pant legs, more 

voices saying things I don‟t want to hear.  Don‟t 

they know they are making this worse?  In the 

war movies, a soldier‟s guts will get blown apart 

and when his buddy comes up to him and 

surveys the situation which is: his friend lying 

on his back holding his intestines in his hands, 

the friend with the guts in his hands will ask if 

it‟s bad and the buddy always says, “You‟re 

fine.  It‟s gonna be fine. You just hold on, 

okay?”  That‟s what you‟re supposed to say to a 

broken person.  But, I suppose, if one of these 

bankers got down on their knees and started 

telling me that, I‟d think they were a lying 

soldier‟s buddy. 

Touché. 

Authoritative voices close in and the 

pant legs back away.  “Stephen King P.D.!” 
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Clear the area! Back the fuck up people!” 

There are fingers on me, then some 

hands.  A knee, then a face in the place my ugly 

shoes were.  “Miss, you‟re gonna be okay.   

Ambulance is pulling up now. Just lie still.” 

Lying soldier‟s buddy, I think and want 

to laugh.  Lie still, he said.  More laughter I want 

to make.  I think I‟m crying though.  No, I am 

crying.  I will not be okay. 

When they start cutting my clothes off I 

let my eyes focus on the sky while the pain 

consumes me beyond recognition.  I let it take 

me.  I abandon myself to this lack of choice.   I 

imagine my shoes looking up at me like how I‟m 

looking at the sky and how it‟s blue.  We‟ve all 

lost much on this day; me, my shoes…my shoes, 

my feet. 

They lift, leaving me behind. 

 
 
 



 

 



 

125 

…let‟s have a  
little talk about  

Tweetle Beetles… 
 
 
 

(a dialogue with author Mel Bosworth 
with regard to literature, through no 

filter in particular) 

 
 
 
 
 
Pablo D’Stair: In reading a text—any text, but a 
text I really respect and love especially—I admittedly do 
not stop very much, if at all. 
 
Mel Bosworth:  I stop for snacks. And bathroom 
breaks. If I don‟t like or respect a text I will stop much 
more often. And sometimes it might take me a very long 
time to finish it. But I‟ll finish it. On principle. Even 
„bad‟ text is „good‟ text. Contrast! Contrast! Contrast!  
 
PD: I see we must speak by the card of 
equivocation will undo us.  Yes, I don‟t mean to say I 
read a piece straight through, I mean that I don‟t stop 
for specific things having to do with the act of „reading‟.  
Unlike you, I lack the principle of finishing everything I 
start reading—a lot of times because it doesn‟t hold my 
attention, though I might still consider the bit I read 
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fantastic.  This happens a lot really.  I get at a particular 
novel quite piecemeal, taking it in nibbles here and 
there, my mind just chugging over some passage or 
another, riffing on it myself, then I might read another 
few pages, not even in sequence.  Sequence can be a 
bear, when it comes to reading, as I generally find a 
piece far more interesting after I‟ve already read it once, 
when the „first-time, sequence-heavy‟ read is out of the 
way. 
 
MB: Very curious method you have, Pablo, and I 
feel like it‟s curling back to your sometimes distrust of 
authors other than yourself. I‟m not saying it‟s a „bad‟ 
method, it‟s just a method. It‟s your method. 
 
PD: Kind of you to say, as most of the time the 
words „bad‟ and „mine‟ are so easily paired.  I have to 
ask a number of things quite pointedly—you say „on 
principle‟ you finish every text you begin.  Why is it that 
you do this—what principle are you describing—that is, 
do you feel there is a general principle of obligation, for 
lack of a better word, on the part of a reader to 
complete a work, or do you mean some personal kink of 
yours? 
 
MB: I suppose it‟s like watching a bad movie all 
the way through. Because there will be things that aren‟t 
entirely bad. Maybe it‟s a personal kink. Maybe I‟m 
kinky, Pablo. Maybe it‟s fun to like stupid sometimes. 
Because we need it. Because I need it. It‟s needed. It‟s 
certainly not an obligation. I choose to do it. Kinky. 
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PD: And, with even more interest, what do you 
mean by „bad text being good text‟?  I ask primarily 
because of your remark on my method being just „my 
method‟—distinctly not bad and not good—so I take it 
from your inclusion of both descriptors with regard to 
„text‟ that you think there is nothing that is „just text‟. 
 
MB: It just goes back to the idea of contrast 
again. „Bad‟ is good because it reminds us what „good‟ is. 
And vice versa. Hence it‟s needed. If everything was 
„good‟, or at best „a variety of goodness‟, it would be 
harder to see what „good‟ really is. Does that make 
sense? And „text‟ can be „just text‟ when simply talking 
about „text‟—like „Hey, that‟s a whole lot of text‟—but 
once that „text‟ is read and assigned the label of either 
„good‟ or „bad‟ then it becomes more than „just text‟. It 
becomes a collective understanding. Whether that 
collective labels it „good‟ or „bad‟ is the end result of a 
very subjective and drawn out process. It can take years. 
Decades. And people will never agree. And that‟s okay. 
 
PD: If I find writing bad, unless I picked it up 
knowing it was going to be bad, I‟ll never go on with it. 
Good or Bad—this is a conclusion I tend to reach very 
quickly—whether based on early passage or some 
random passage as I flip around the thing.  And when I 
come to a character‟s name I cannot pronounce, I don‟t 
bother to learn how, the name is treated as a visual 
identifier throughout the rest of the text—might as well 
be a symbol for that character, a little picture like in 
Highlight‟s Magazine for children. 
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MB: Good call. I do the same thing. 
 
PD: The same is true if I come to a word I don‟t 
know the definition of—I either make some sound or 
substitute another word, entirely, never give it a tremble 
of thought. 
 
MB: If I run into a word I‟m not familiar with I 
can tell, most of the time, what it means simply by the 
context in which it was used. But if I can‟t determine its 
meaning that way, I generally keep a dictionary on hand. 
It‟s fun to learn. 
 
PD: Certainly it is. I have a heartfelt admiration 
for people who use every opportunity to do such.  The 
experience of reading literature for me, though, is 
almost wholly visceral, only to with felt response, so I 
seldom think to look up a word is more the thing—I 
like the bump of the unknown, the sort of blur it puts to 
my focus, soon buried under the words that follow it, 
anyway.  Maybe I lose something, sometimes I think I 
do. 
 
MB: I would also imagine things would be lost in 
this way. Isn‟t it fair to say that this kind of loose 
approach to interpretation undermines the work? For 
me, part of the joy of reading is being able to let go of 
the controls. It‟s like taking a flight. You‟re strapped 
into your seat between a fat man and a chatty woman, 
surrounded by chance and danger, and you have no 
choice but to trust the pilot. Hopefully he knows how to 
fly the plane. And if he doesn‟t, well, then you die next 
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to a fat man and a chatty woman. But at the very least 
you get to hold their hands while the plane smashes into 
the sea. 
 
PD: I don‟t know that I think any method 
undermines the work, honestly.  I was being a bit 
facetious to go on suggesting how I read is any sort of 
calculated method—really I don‟t consider myself to 
have a method and I‟m not all that much of a reader.  I 
do know of readers who take reading quite seriously, for 
one reason or another—be it academic, be it because 
they are authors themselves and so find it symbolically 
valuable, or whatever—and I see little principle 
difference between any one way or the other.  If one is 
studying a text, it has little to do with the text itself, to 
my way of thinking, more to do with using the text as a 
springboard.  The same with casual reading.  A text does 
nothing but give glimpses of the reader back to the 
reader, really, so it‟s tough to undermine.  Not that I 
don‟t know what you‟re saying—I am not trying to 
dodge.  I think that an author might be put off to learn 
that their work is not considered in X or Y a light, but 
an author undermines their own self if they desire any 
control over method or pace of delivery, method or 
reason for interpretation.  A novel is too many things to 
worry about how its read. 
 
MB: True. I can‟t argue with that. Once it‟s 
puked from the author‟s mind it‟s gone gone gone. 
People can read, methodize, interpret however they 
choose. 
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PD: In principle, though, I think it is quite 
acceptable to insert absolutely invented words without 
much purpose other than making it universal that no 
one can think the same thing about some passage, so 
maybe I just pretend this is what‟s happening when an 
author is really trying to be quite specific, when they are 
choosing „the best word‟ or playing with linguistic 
melody or subtlety of definition.  
 
MB: I get it, but again, I feel like this approach 
can be counterproductive. Sure, it‟s all about the 
reader‟s imagination and interpretation, subjectivity can 
never be avoided, nor should it be, but this overt „high-
jacking‟ of a text lessens the learning experience, 
because the text becomes, to the reader, something it 
wasn‟t meant to be. It becomes something self-adjusted 
to accommodate the reader‟s comfort level. At least I 
think so. 
 
 
PD: The text does have no choice but to 
become what it was never meant to be, is one way of 
looking at it.  But instead of going on with that, I 
wonder if the author‟s intent should be bothered with 
protecting.  What do they have to do with it?  They 
already created it, you know?  They said a sentence one 
way, sure, but if I concern myself with their intent, does 
this not somewhat lead to the suggestion that if I don‟t 
agree with their intent, or their slant, or the effect that 
they were going for I‟m lessening the effect, the text is 
becoming what it was never meant to be?  As a reader 
I‟m not worried about the author, and as an author I‟ve 
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never spent a moment worrying if a reader was worrying 
about me. 
 
MB: Okay. You‟re right. It‟s not about the 
author. Fuck the author. Fuck him in the face. Or fuck 
her in the face. It‟s about the text. And the intent of the 
text, or, to put it a bit differently, it‟s about what kind of 
story the text is trying to tell via the author, who is kind 
of like the hose that sprays the water. What I‟m trying to 
say here is that if a reader is high-jacking a text to an 
extreme level, they‟re not even trying to read or 
understand what‟s in front of them. They‟d be better off 
staring at a newspaper and conjuring stories of unicorns 
while reading the obituaries. And I know I‟m a bit off 
point, I really just wanted to stick „unicorns‟ in the same 
sentence as „obituaries‟. But anyway, yes, disagree with a 
text. Disagree with the author‟s intent. But don‟t do it to 
such a degree that the words and/or ideas morph into 
something else entirely. Example: „The cat walked down 
the street‟, shouldn‟t be read as „My mother wears 
mascara‟….blorf. I‟m tired, Pablo. 
 
PD: Understandable.  We‟ll take another drift. 
When I read, if there is a lengthy passage of descriptive 
prose—a man walking through a busy pedestrian centre 
or along a desolate canal, let‟s say to keep this all 
abstract for a moment—I do not slowly consider these 
images the writer has, so to speak, chosen, but rather 
just clip along through—an image gets in my mind, an 
impression, some idea either my own or quickly grifted 
from the page and that stands, that‟s the thing for me. 
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MB: I can dig that, Pablo. I‟m sure I have a 
similar response. Descriptive prose is ever in danger of 
being self-indulgent, falling in love with its own songs 
and rhythms, and while I‟m not averse to reading 
passages such as this, I do understand the need to 
snatch and glean. Pictures are beautiful, and can be 
revisited, but the mood is the heart, and the information 
is the brain. Does that make sense? I think so. I‟m not 
looking through my microscope on a first reading of 
anything. Only later, if the text is worth revisiting will I 
peer through the lens at all the wonderful flowers. 
 
PD: Indeed, it does make sense.  And you 
mention „worth revisiting‟ which is also an interesting 
thing.  Is there some particular beyond „enjoyment‟, 
beyond personal affinity that makes a piece worth 
revisiting for you? 
 
MB: Yes. It‟s an opportunity to learn something 
new, a way to study how something was done. It‟s also 
about enjoyment, which lends to my personal affinity to 
a particular segment, but as a writer I feel it‟s important 
to keep myself open to influence. 
 
PD: That really fascinates me, because, as I think 
you‟ve come to know, I think it‟s of grave importance as 
a writer to avoid conscious influence whenever possible.  
Influence, itself, is not only impossible to avoid, not 
only nothing to fear, but something to cherish—
everything is influence.  But chosen influence, reflected 
influence, I am wary of it.  Of course, I‟m not trying to 
force the words „conscious influence‟ onto you, you 
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didn‟t say that.  What do you mean about open to 
influence—so far as to court influence, to even 
purposefully emulate? 
 
MB: „Conscious influence‟. Does that even exist? 
Can it? I don‟t really think we can pick and choose the 
things that influence us. It‟s not something that happens 
on a conscious level. We‟re more or less at the whim of 
osmosis. What we need as individuals, or what we‟re 
drawn to, will seep into our sponge-like heads regardless 
of whether, on a conscious level, we think (or don‟t 
think) we need it. My point is I feel it‟s important to 
remain open, at all times. It‟s fine to disagree or dislike 
something, but we shouldn‟t close the doors and shut 
the windows because of this. 
 
PD: Truthfully, I don‟t consider a piece of 
literature as actually „read‟ until it‟s been read more than 
once, whether or not the subsequent readings are done 
in a thorough way or in just as offhand a way a the first 
readings.  I‟d say—and I don‟t know if it‟s with shame 
or not—that a lot of books I very much like I don‟t 
really think I should say I‟ve read.  As a rule, if it goes 
more than five years or so without having read a piece, I 
no longer even consider myself in good conscience able 
to claim an opinion on it. 
 
MB: I think that‟s fair to say, in a way. And I also 
think this better fits your idea of snatching what you 
snatch, gleaning what you glean. As time passes 
everything fades, memories and such, but we‟ll continue 
to carry certain elements, whether we‟re aware of them 
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or not.  So although you may want to think of it in 
terms of „not having read the book‟ after X number of 
years has passed, at one time we allowed ourselves to be 
„read by the book‟. Remnants of the exchange will 
linger. Everything carries everything.  
 
PD: Sometimes I believe that, sometimes not.  
But it feeds, again, into my general thrust of reading.  If 
it‟s been ten years since I read The Man Who Was 
Thursday, I really might as well be inventing the thing—
it‟s a bit of a stretch of me to say I recall some remnant 
of it.  I recall conversations about it, I recall recollecting 
it or recollecting conversations about it, but I‟d have 
nothing to say about the actuality of it.  It‟s a bit like 
what you were saying about my loose method of initial 
reading somewhat undermining purpose, isn‟t it?  Time 
undermines all in the same way.  We only notice what 
we notice, and what we notice is never part of authorial 
intent—they say what they notice, we say what we 
noticed of what they notice, add five years, author and 
text are out of the equation, amoebaed up. 
 
MB: Amoebae are a friendly bunch. I have 
nothing intelligent to add, unless „amoebae are a friendly 
bunch‟ is intelligent. 
 
PD: Intelligent it is—and true, I‟m glad I‟m not 
the only one who thinks so—paramecium, on the other 
hand, are cocksuckers. Building on what we‟ve been 
saying, here, if some location, ceremony, aspect-of-
reality is brought into the mix of a literature, to me it 
might as well be fiction absolute, a contraption of the 
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author‟s imagination—the real process of picking a lock, 
laying a loved one to rest in some time honored 
tradition, picking a pocket, diluting a chemical, etc. is 
whatever the writer says it is.  To read a text otherwise is 
to give in to a kind of pointless make-believe. 
 
MB: Agreed. Although there is a tremendous 
burden on the author to convince me, or any reader, to 
suspend my disbelief. Unless, of course, I‟m reading 
something in a fantasy/slipstream/absurdist/surrealist 
genre, in which case my disbelief will be suspended 
from the balcony even before I begin reading. I think I 
understand what you‟re saying, but if I‟m reading literary 
fiction or creative non-fiction I require a bit of 
explanation should an instance arise in which an 
explanation or further detail might benefit me, even if 
that explanation turns out to be false. We‟re talking 
about the difference between good and bad writing 
here, yes? If an author fails to convince me of 
something, I‟ll probably smash the book against the wall 
and wonder who the fuck their editor was. Granted, I‟ll 
finish the book, eventually, and I‟ll have learned a 
lesson, or several, in what not to do in my own writing. 
 
PD: I suppose we are talking about good and 
bad writing, though I‟m getting the feeling we come at 
that down quite different avenues.  It‟s of interest to me, 
the way you state it—that the burden is on the author.  
As a writer yourself, do you feel this burden? And do 
you think it is necessary that an author feels some level 
of „passing a judgment‟ when they write? 
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MB: I do feel a certain amount of burden when I 
write. Maybe not so much on an initial draft, but during 
rounds of revision. Whether the writing is fantasy, 
horror, literary fiction, etc., I think the most important 
thing to convey honestly is human reactions, emotion. 
This is what makes the text relatable. This is what 
engages, what makes the reader want to continue. 
Granted, it‟s not the only thing that engages, but it‟s a 
damn important part. I could have a conversation with a 
horse, but as long as the conversation itself comes 
across as genuine—for what it is—then I‟ve done my 
job as a writer. I credit Mr. Ed as an early influence. 
 
 
PD: Emotion, reaction honestly rendered is no 
doubt one of the most important things.  And it‟s a 
difficult thing to build.  You look on it as a burden on 
the author to be relatable and—I infer from some other 
remarks—sort of a burden on the part of reader to 
relate—there is a symbiosis, you think it is an agreed 
coming together—author tries, reader tries.  There is an 
active element in both things, both are a form of 
expression, but both are done—moving out of the 
rhetorical—into the empty air, or down into the face of 
a page.  There really is no way to know if the 
communication went through, is there?—even if one 
were to chat with a reader, it would become 
questionable whether or not the relating happened 
during the chat, only in reference to the work, or during 
the actual reading of the work.  This is somewhat why I 
remark at the need for the accepted gulf—an author 
relates to himself through the text, the reader relates to 
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himself through the text, author intention and reader 
intention don‟t ever interact. 
 
MB: True. I like „accepted gulf‟. As authors we 
can only try to make sturdy bridges. 
 
PD: To me, this lays a great deal of forethought 
to every aspect of crafting a work, and I am never 
certain how I feel about that as it is equally as dubious in 
my way of thinking to imagine authorship as having to 
be a matter of convincing people who are not already on 
the same page as much as it troubles me to think of it as 
something done only for people who are willing to jump 
on board with whatever, no challenge offered.  Do you 
find there to be such a need as a reader to consider the 
actual entity of the author?  Is it through the author you 
filter your thoughts, or do you consider the prose as an 
entity in and of itself? 
 
MB: I consider the prose an entity in and of 
itself, sure. Once it‟s expelled from the author, it no 
longer belongs to them. It‟s something else. And as far 
as forethought in crafting a work, well, that‟s something 
tricky to think about. Oftentimes, too much thinking, or 
pre-planning, only causes problems. The writing can 
become flat, and the act of writing joyless. I‟ve run 
myself into the ground on several occasions 
approaching new projects this way. It‟s almost a 
compulsion to get it right the first time, maybe because 
revisions are a pain in the ass, maybe because I‟m in a 
rush. I think forethought is kind of like the evil twin of 
instinct. Instinct, I think, is something a writer should 
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rely upon during the initial draft. Only later, once we 
begin to examine the components of the work should 
forethought (or rather, a heightened understanding of 
„Okay, this is a piece of writing. How can I make it 
better?‟ come into play. You‟ve coughed up all the 
moving parts, now it‟s just a matter of putting them 
together so the machine runs at its optimum level. But 
instinct never really goes away. Because during these 
times of crafting and fine tuning, you begin to see which 
original pieces work and which don‟t. Sometimes you‟ll 
need an entirely new piece. It‟s that horrible, tricky, 
sometimes exhilarating game of balancing the creative 
mind and the critical mind. It‟s knowing when to get out 
of your own way, which might just be the hardest thing 
of all. 
 
PD: I‟ve strung a few ideas dead because I 
couldn‟t stop thinking about them, myself—not so 
much through preplanning, but just not finding time to 
write, so I run the thing in my head too much, it gets 
familiar, worked over, that raw thrust not there when 
the words first start coming, when I finally get to set 
them down.  If you already feel like you‟re editing when 
you‟ve just started, don‟t bother, it won‟t even amount 
to a decent dry hump.  Does there come a point for 
you—I ask because you suggested an „optimal level‟ 
after allowing that the work becomes nothing under the 
author‟s power after it is expelled—when the tinkering 
just has to be called done, optimal or not? 
 
MB: I always think of that line „No text is ever 
truly finished, just abandoned‟. Or something like that. 
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I‟m probably murdering the quote. And yes, that point 
does come for me. Sometimes too soon. Sometimes too 
late. I‟ve blasted submissions out that I‟ve immediately 
wanted to tinker with more, and in some cases (if I‟m 
dealing with a cool editor) I‟ve been allowed to do that. 
Other times I‟ve been accused of „over-editing‟. It‟s hard 
to strike a balance sometimes. And every so often a 
piece gushes out easily, with little need for editing. But 
it‟s not often. But that‟s the juice, man. You know what 
I‟m talking about. When a piece rushes out, fucking air 
tight. Some proofing and minor tweaking might be 
needed, but that‟s it. I think it‟s at these times when the 
wall separating art and artist is at its thinnest. It‟s the 
rush we live for. 
 
PD: You suggest instinct, I totally agree.  So, 
more in particular, am I correct to think that you mean 
this „optimal level‟ is something decided by the author 
before the work is let go, nothing to do with a tangible 
response from audience?  Audience reaction, that is, is 
outside of a piece being created to its highest standard? 
 
MB: Yes. The „optimal level‟ is ultimately decided 
by the author. After they‟ve tweaked and edited. After a 
set or two of trustworthy eyes have gone over the text. 
Because self-editing is a loaded process. You‟re trying to 
bend yourself around to interpret the text from an 
outsider‟s perspective. It can be done, many people are 
brilliant self-editors, but it‟s important to be aware of 
your own subjective influence. It‟s easier to self-edit 
shorter work than something novella length or longer. 
You get too deep in longer projects. You get too close. 
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You don‟t see the forest for the trees kind of thing. 
Again, self-editing can be done here, and done well, but 
enlisting help can expedite the process. And you‟ll be 
better off for it, a better writer. Feedback is an essential 
part of growth. 
 
PD: I want to return to, and in some sense then 
move from, this idea of burden on the author and what 
it implies. I understand of course, that an artist might 
earnestly want a reader to consider some particular—
think on it, get the exact image, the exact gravity, the 
exact process they‟re saying, understand some spot of 
their culture, their belief—but this turns art into a 
textbook of how to understand, and understanding into 
explanation and head nods. 
 
MB: Yeeaaaaah, I don‟t know about that, Pablo. 
I‟m not sure what you‟re attacking here. It sounds to me 
like you‟re fighting for the „reader‟s imagination‟, 
something that‟s lessened when an author expounds or 
explains or details or teaches too much. And I get that, 
but….establishing a setting or a place in time or 
showing how one might operate a power screener in a 
gravel pit doesn‟t have to be frowned upon. And in 
most cases I suspect it helps the reader sink more deeply 
into a story. 
 
PD: I certainly don‟t argue with that, as often 
time such passages of detailed description—how 
someone works his particular machine, for example—
are the most alluring part of some piece.  For me, 
though, it is precisely because I look at it so abstractly—
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the details might as well be invention, pure imagination.  
Earlier, you mentioned the difference between how you 
suspend your disbelief for a more fantasy-laden piece of 
literature than for a piece detailing actual, everyday, real-
life things—to me, there is little difference.  If some 
piece of writing stated how an asphalt paving machine 
worked, I‟d just take it as true, not go investigate 
whether the writer was correct or not.  Nothing 
important to literature, I don‟t think, comes down to 
such details, they are just there as quaint comfort, 
reaffirming illusions.  If, for example, a piece was about 
how a criminal was being treated in prison and the 
courts, it‟s a bit irrelevant whether or not the 
descriptions of dockets and hearings and shackles and 
cafeteria time and The Yard and etc, and etc, bear any 
resemblance to reality, the only thing that would matter 
is the thrust of the piece, what the central blood and 
humane, emotional drive is.  And for me, the more 
abstractly any surrounding detail is rendered makes me 
grip down more tightly, become insistent on it as reality. 
 
MB: You‟re a unique bird, Pablo. I like that. I 
appreciate that. And you‟re right—the central blood is 
what‟s truly important. The rest is just frosting. That‟s 
not to say frosting doesn‟t serve a purpose, it‟s part of 
the cake as a whole, but yeah, it‟s just frosting. But I like 
frosting. I like cake. Let‟s eat some cake, Pablo. Let‟s 
drink the Kool-Aid.    
 
PD: I‟d never say anything bad about the 
frosting, it‟s unavoidable.  And I‟d never turn my nose 
up at the Kool-Aid. 
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MB: Purple-Saurus Rex. That‟s all I‟ve got to say.  
 
PD: And it‟s all that needs be said.  Except for 
maybe Ecto-Cooler.  But turning from that equally 
intricate subject matter back to out discussion before I 
irredeemably lose the thread, another way to say this is 
that to imagine Dostoyevsky was taking some larger 
picture into account, making as accurate a depiction of 
his Russia, historically, socially, etc as could be 
conceived so that an abstract posterity would have a 
clean, absolutely correct glimpse of it one hundred, one 
thousand, whatever number of years later is as absurd 
 
MB: Why does it have to be a „clean, absolutely 
correct glimpse?‟ Does such a thing even exist in 
literature? Or anywhere? Why can‟t it be „a muddy, 
foggy debatable glimpse, open to interpretation?‟ 
 
PD: I actually think we are somewhat saying the 
same thing, you just have a more direct and clean way of 
getting at it.  I would say the writing has no choice but 
to be a muddy, foggy, debatable glimpse, whether the 
author intends it to be or no.  That‟s all there is.    
  
MB: Why is this idea so absurd? Are books not 
time capsules in a sense? 
 
PD: I‟ve never felt them such—not in their 
intent, at any rate.  If a novel written in 1980 is sort of 
about 1980 it is, in a sense, a time capsule, but only 
because of things having nothing to do with an artist‟s 
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volition, it‟s like a semantic argument.  An artist might 
want it to be a time capsule—to go with what I am 
saying about there only existing the possibility of 
muddy, foggy datable expression—but the time capsule 
is only a time capsule that contains a subjective 
rendering of things, that has no definitive thrust to it, 
nothing that should be turned to by anymore as more 
than an artifact of someone‟s point-of-view.  But, I 
think I‟m belaboring that point, just a bit. 
 
MB: You‟re right. I feel you. Books are merely 
time-capsules of subjective thought. Not a bad thing. 
And it‟s fun to belabor. Belabor away. 
 
PD: Christ, you really don‟t want to be an 
enabler, here.  It isn‟t even so much the subjective 
thoughts in the time capsule—the superficial things—
but even the objective matters which trouble me about 
literature being taken that way.  Literature, the stab of it, 
is outside of time—if a book were a time capsule, I‟d 
think it to contain only what is vital, only what is, for 
lack of a better word, eternal—to in effect contain 
exactly what there would be in a contemporary „time 
capsule‟. 
 
MB: Have you ever seen what‟s in some time 
capsules? Children‟s drawings. Hand-made blankets. Are 
these things vital in representing a particular time? 
Maybe. What‟s „eternal?‟ The resonance of human 
expression? The recognition of that expression? 
 
PD: It‟s what you say about the frosting being 
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part of the cake, though, you know?  I think it‟s 
dangerous to think of books as time capsules. 
 
MB: Why „dangerous?‟ Will thinking of books as 
time capsules somehow put us in harm‟s way? 
 
PD: Physically, no.  In any way having nothing 
to do with art, no.  As artists and reactors to art, 
absolutely.  Dangerous because the less artifacts we have 
of a particular year, the more we elevate every aspect of 
the pieces we manage to find—for example it‟s like a 
blasphemous thing to say there is much ancillary, 
superficial, more or less trite aspect to ancient drama or 
poetry, as though the very fact something is antiquated 
makes it venerable. 
 
MB: Bah. You‟re assuming what readers will 
elevate and consider venerable. Give Johnny Reader 
some credit. 
 
PD: You may be right, you may be right.  I will 
curb my extremist nature on this point, to focus it back 
on my aligning the actual content of—I think I was 
using Dostoyevsky—a novelist of a past era describing a 
walk through city centre being the same as my 
describing the city block I happen to walk down to get 
to work with it in mind that there is an historical 
imperative in doing so, a reason it must be made „true‟.  
It doesn‟t gel to think a great piece of literature from the 
past had such an imperative mindset to preserving 
„actuality‟ any more than a contemporary piece. 
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MB: I can understand how contrivances can be 
off-putting to a reader, and it‟s something I try to be 
aware of, and avoid, in my own writing. Two good 
indicators of contrived writing is when the writing isn‟t 
„fun‟ or feels „forced‟. It‟s writing that has an unnatural 
feel to it; it‟s not organic, or not as organic. The socio-
economic climate is best represented by the characters 
and their actions. I don‟t think it‟s fair to say that the 
image of a particular time can‟t be rendered well or 
interpreted well by the reader, but I do agree that 
reading is a subjective process, and we get what we get. 
 
PD: Sure, again, put better than I put it.  Though 
I cannot resist saying that I suspect that not only do 
many artists have no idea of what their socio-economic 
climate might be—whether they try to or not—I think 
this is a bizarre make-believe, in general, something 
abstracted out of life, and there is a peculiar danger in 
treating a more statistical set of information, especially 
once its own time has passed, as being a truer or more 
definitive, to whatever degree, representation of some 
time or place or people.  I‟m terribly frightened when an 
individual crafting literature tries to be consciously 
accurate to such matters—whether of their own time or 
another—because it makes me think they don‟t quite 
have a good sense of actuality about them, they think 
they can somehow come at something from a removed 
perspective and this, even if it could be accomplished, is 
something of questionable value to me. Really, I write 
and the writing contains „actual information‟ about the 
world I inhabit, accurate or not, I do it because that is 
how I feel like writing it, knowing full well that it will 
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dribble down, morph into, become whatever vague 
impression someone else reading makes it—or, better 
still, whatever overly-considered, overly-examined, 
overly-specified monument of exactness a reader makes 
it.  Reality cannot be described, because reality cannot 
be remembered. 
 
MB: True. Reality isn‟t a tangible thing. It‟s an 
idea. And ideas can only be expressed. Sometimes well. 
Sometimes poorly. I think writing, or literature, acts as 
sonar, imaging what „reality‟ might look like. It‟s a brain 
bender because as writers we‟re bouncing the sonar, in 
part, off of ourselves and our own experiences. 
 
PD: Absolutely.  We‟re trying to define 
something imaginary that we might be an imaginary part 
of, to put it more clumsily.  Or, we can just stick with 
what you said, because I just agree and want to weasel 
myself in to the eloquent way you put it. 
 
MB: Is „brain bender‟ part of that eloquence? 
Don‟t give me too much credit, Pablo. You sling 
eloquence well yourself. 
 
PD: Allow me to redirect. I have never been 
shot in the stomach. 
 
MB: And I‟ve never fallen from a cliff, but never 
say never, Pablo. We‟ve got a lot of life ahead of us! 
 
PD: Indeed. But I will full on write about being 
shot in the stomach and without shame will say there is 
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as much accuracy to my description—as literature and 
expression of reality, alike—as the description of 
someone who has been. 
 
MB: I don‟t buy it. Or maybe I do. A prerequisite 
for being a writer is having the ability to bullshit, and 
bullshit extremely well. But I do believe that flat-out 
fabrications mustered without any personal experience 
will fall short, either in emotional impact or believability. 
Unless you‟re writing in a minimalist style or objectively, 
ie, „He was shot in the stomach. He fell. He crawled 
away.‟ But then again, who knows? Although, were the 
writer to dwell in the scene, to attempt to offer up some 
insights, he might put himself at risk of being 
discovered. But most writers are smart, so they avoid 
the noose. And maybe I‟m just having some fun playing 
devil‟s advocate. 
 
PD: Maybe, but the devil‟s advocate always 
makes the best points.  And it is very fair and something 
it would be foolish not consider, that there is a „sense‟ to 
things that overrides all—in fact, to earnestly examine 
several of my own statements with regard to 
subjectivity, I‟d find there must be.  Because I am not an 
all-literature-is-just-as-good-as-all-other-literature sort of 
guy, not by any stretch of the imagination.  The trouble, 
as you hint at, comes in what to make of this sense and 
what to say beyond „It is there‟.  Though, it could be 
that „accepting it‟ is all that can be done and to know 
that vicious arguments—probably the best kind when it 
comes to literature—will be birthed from it.  At any 
rate, it‟s well said and somehow makes me less anxious 
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about things—if a kind of „sense‟ can be said to exist, 
nothing will ever trail off too far from the honest, 
something in most individuals, certainly in most artists, 
will not let it. 
 
MB: Good point. 
 
PD: But, to continue with my redirection—
tempted though I am to end with so nice an 
„agreement‟—likewise, I have lost my virginity, stubbed 
my toe, been in a car accident, touched a brick wall, let a 
dog lick my face and tasted the residue left by its tongue, 
and know full well so have many others, but I will never 
trust their impressions of such matters, I will simply 
substitute my own. 
 
MB: True, but are you saying that, as a rule, you 
distrust any experience a writer conveys, even if you‟ve 
had a similar experience? Doesn‟t this idea run counter 
to your earlier idea of abandoning yourself to a piece of 
writing, regardless of what it is? Wouldn‟t this put you at 
odds with being able to relate to the text? And if this is 
the case, why would you read anything written by 
someone other than yourself? Curious. 
 
PD: I do see where you are coming from, here, 
and I don‟t really know how best to reply.  Certainly it 
puts me at odds with being able to relate to the text—
the idea that my „relating‟ would be more an assessment 
of my own thoughts and ideas—though at the same 
time, it is this insistence that makes what I‟m saying and 
how I read fundamentally not at odds with the 
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statement.  I feel that using the idea of „authorial intent‟ 
or accepting „authorial truth‟ is kind of a thing one just 
says, when really it‟s never true.  That it, if a writer is 
writing about something I haven‟t experienced, he might 
be writing about it honestly, he might not be—likewise 
if it‟s about something I have experienced—but I truly 
have no consideration for this author, agree or disagree 
with the way they describe.  So, that there is no 
difference to me if it‟s real or imaginary—earnest or 
bullshit is kind of true whether or not I say it, and I 
think it‟s kind of an accepted dishonesty on the part of 
many readers to bolster their feeling and thoughts with 
those of the author they are reading.  I fundamentally 
distrust, which is why I do read things other people 
write and it‟s precisely that I either don‟t distrust 
myself—or anyway have to work harder to—that I 
cannot just read my own things.  I know what I‟m 
saying, in my own writing, even if I‟m saying some 
bullshit.  I never can tell with someone else, so the 
tension draws me in, gives allure and value that I cannot 
just think up for myself.  It‟s another reason why 
opinion and feeling about a work has an expiration 
date—I don‟t know what I used to think of a piece 
because I‟m having to base any current opinion on old 
impressions. 
 
MB: Well said, Captain Pablo of the SS D‟Stair. 
„Accepted dishonesty‟ is perfect. 
 
PD: Literature is a deal, the making of a shell, a 
body suit, a consciousness to insert an unconscious into.  
If one has never felt guilt, it is academically fine to read 
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of Raskolinkov feeling it, to ponder this, make it into 
bits and pieces—further, if one has felt guilt, in reading 
Raskolinkov one‟s own impressions will obliterate his 
fictions, even if those fictions are culled from another‟s 
truth, the author, for example—further still, the 
individual‟s lived, personal perceptions will always 
dominate, putting a fiction into the adversarial posture 
of either „agreeing‟ or „disagreeing‟ with a reality.  Now, 
changing lanes a moment, I will say that I‟ve been being 
slightly gadfly and inflammatory about this because I 
think there is a tenderness on the subject of literature, a 
sort of disavowal of the fact that it is—intrinsically, 
without choice, simply is—a confrontation, a clattering, 
messy assault between the conscious and the 
unconscious—literature itself is an art-form, perhaps the 
only in my opinion, where a distinct battle is fought 
between the two, where an unnatural clamber of 
violence for a definition, a dominant party is made alive. 
 
MB: Why wouldn‟t this idea apply to all art 
forms? Why just literature? 
 
PD: I really think there is not a clash between 
conscious and unconscious in most other art forms.  I 
find that there is something about language—
specifically language in prose, language used to render—
that is distinct.  Certainly, a painting can be debated in 
many ways, experienced in many ways, for example, but 
I think that it is fundamentally accepted by audience that 
it will be, needs to be, there isn‟t conflict in saying „We 
can never know exactly what is being expressed here‟.  
When words become involved, especially strings that 



Mel Bosworth: …let’s have a little talk 
about Tweetle Beetles… 

 
 

151 

seem to be tying to build something distinct, these 
arguments just flare up, the conscious mind trying to 
define, the unconscious mind trying to define, and the 
linguistic traps that come up are just more tangible. 
 
MB: Fair enough. I can get on board with that, I 
suppose. Although I think during the act of creation, for 
any piece of „art‟, be it painting, writing, what have you, 
there will always exist that clash between the conscious 
and unconscious mind. But as finished products, yes, I 
suppose a piece of writing does carry that clash a bit 
father because it is language as well as image. Although, 
images speak as well. Hm. There‟s no end to any of 
these thoughts.  
 
PD: There is no end, no.  To what you say 
directly here, though, I certainly agree that in the 
creation of all types of art the clash exists on some level, 
but less so in the appreciation, or at least in the lay 
appreciation.  Images speak, music speaks, I most 
certainly agree and would always defend that stance, but 
they don‟t speak in the same tongue as their audience.  
The trouble is, really, in the most important sense, 
neither does literature, it just very much seems to—
superficially it does, in an absolute way.  Picasso or 
Pollock could easily, when asked what their work 
means, simply point to it, utter no word.  A writer of 
literature can do the same, but the trouble is the words 
on the page will be taken for their spoken reply.  And 
there is no way around it, because we think in words. 
 
MB: Do we really? When you think about doing 
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laundry, do you actually see the words „Pablo is going to 
do some laundry?‟ Or do you see a moving, visual 
representation of Pablo doing laundry? Have you done 
your laundry lately, Pablo? Please do it so we can have 
some cake. 
 
 
PD: I don‟t think „thinking in words‟ is the same 
as narrating or reciting words in one‟s mind while they 
act.  But, I will concede that „words‟ should better be 
read „language‟, that we think in „language‟, not „in 
images‟—even if you think you are „seeing images‟ when 
you think, you aren‟t.  We‟re reading the words we‟re 
thinking about—it all becomes muddled, it‟s like the 
fucking Pontypool disease.  The other thing is that using 
words to express thoughts on a painting or piece of 
music, the words are so clearly differentiated from the 
art, the description so obviously is the poorer rendering.  
With literature, there is the real threat of the description 
trumping the words, being necessary for the words—it‟s 
kind of a puzzling thing, maybe even more of a 
„modern‟ thing but I kind of doubt it, that „synopsis‟ and 
„critique‟ of literature almost seems like a fundamental 
aspect of the thing to a swath of humanity, like someone 
who‟s done so much heroin the chemistry of their body 
now needs the heroin for even the most basic functions, 
blood is just the delivery system. A paradox that births 
form this, of course, is that a writer, if dependent on the 
unconscious, chooses nothing—even in choosing 
something, it isn‟t a choice and I‟m not trying to be 
overly airy with this.  More bluntly I‟ll say, no writer 
who is writing something raw, meaningful, or actual 
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about what it is to be a human being is choosing 
anything. 
 
MB: Yes, this is a paradox and my Zen hat isn‟t 
stuffed on tightly enough to appreciate what you‟re 
trying to say here. And you‟ve thrown a very large 
umbrella over what „good‟ writing „is‟, when I think it‟s 
safer to say it‟s what „good‟ writing „can be,‟‟ but which 
oftentimes isn‟t. „Raw‟ writing doesn‟t equate 
spontaneous, unconscious beauty. The act of writing 
itself is well, an action, and as it moves from our brains 
and down our arms and finally from our fingertips, it 
becomes diluted. There is no such thing as a pure art 
form. Even at its best there will always be an element of 
contrivance, a conscious choice to sit down to write. 
 
PD: There‟s something tricky, though inarguable 
in what you say here.  I cannot accept that something 
transmuting from thought to action is a dilution, as I 
don‟t think a thing being action makes it less raw.  The 
teleological slant you‟re taking is cool—it is messing 
with me—but I don‟t think that writing „originates as 
thought and then we write it‟ or anything like that.  
Thought is thought—I can think about a piece of 
literature all day, think and think and consider and 
consider, and then I can make notes and diagrams and 
think about these, but when writing happens, it is an all-
in-one thing—the thought is something separate from 
and before. Writing can be unconscious and raw, no 
dilution—and I don‟t mean it needs to be scribble 
scrabbled fast or anything Beat generation like that.  
One is never, I submit, thinking what they are writing, 
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thought moves at a different speed along different 
wavelengths—true „conscious writing‟ in fact is far more 
difficult for me to conceive of than true „unconscious 
writing‟.  I think it‟s more a question of accepting that 
there is such a current of rawness, of unconscious, not 
trying to wriggle a conscious control into the movement 
of the pen, the fingers over the keys, whatever.  Even 
still, though, I think about what you say and still more-
or-less agree, so I‟m at a loss. 
 
MB: I‟ll just elaborate a bit here, because it is a 
tricky thought and I‟m not even sure I have it nailed 
down completely. When a writer chooses to write or 
chooses not to write, that‟s something that exists in the 
brain. It‟s intangible. Thought is pure. The act of living is 
pure. So, arguably, the only pure art form is our lives. 
But the act of writing is something a bit different. Sure, 
it‟s part of our overall living experience, but that small 
element of contrivance, or maybe it‟s better to say focused 
intent, tugs at the purity of things. This reminds me of a 
conversation I had somewhere sometime about 
spontaneous writing. I honestly don‟t believe there is 
such a thing. Spontaneous living, yes, but not writing. My 
argument was „Show me spontaneous roofing. Or 
spontaneous plumbing‟. When you get down to it, 
writing is simply a trade. We‟re no different than 
carpenters. We build things. We use tools. And I think 
it‟s at that moment when we pick up a pen, or place our 
fingers on a keyboard, that the small tug of dilution 
occurs. Sure, the thought in our head is a pure art form, 
but it‟s intangible. It‟s only when we make our mark, or 
hammer our first nail, that it crosses over into another 
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plane of existence. And it just popped into my head that 
the act of reading a text, or better, the act of reading aloud 
to others, helps along the argument that literature is a 
pure art form, but only when it‟s experienced or 
expressed. Unread words on a piece of paper are 
nothing more than unread words on a piece of paper. 
They have no power…Jesus Christ. What were we 
talking about? 
 
PD: Well, I got what you‟re talking about—not 
surprisingly even more than I got what I‟ve been talking 
about.  But, I must pry at some of this, get you to come 
out a bit further.  „Unread words on a piece of paper 
have no power‟ is where I‟ll start.  To my way of 
thinking, this is a bit of an odd thing to say—the unread 
words are a kind of potential energy to me, there is that 
slight quiver to them, even as they wait, even as they 
wait perhaps forever—unread words aren‟t absolute 
zero, they‟re the tightness at the center of the atom. 
 
MB: Good point. I can get on board with that. 
 
PD: Further, when the words are first read, 
some aspect of them is unleashed, they are put into 
motion and this motion is, for the most part, perpetual.  
I may read a text once, be overwhelmed by it, but as I‟ve 
stated earlier, give it a few years, I start to consider those 
words unread.  Yet even as the words become directly 
unremembered, oftentimes the energy of them, what 
erupted of them, is palpably alive, even as I might think 
about rereading the text the life of the now unread 
words has effect. 
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MB: Could this be a good example of 
unconscious influence? 
 
PD: Absolutely it is that very thing. I cannot 
argue, really, with what you say about writing as a trade 
like carpentry, or even plumbing—if you had used the 
term to suggest the commerce associated with trade it 
would be another matter, you‟d have got my hackles up.  
Writing is a trade, as is law-making, educating, 
architecture, topography, but it is a trade of expressing 
some impulse of our humanity out onto the world.  
Spontaneous writing—other than what perhaps 
surrealists mean by it—I don‟t know much about, nor 
do I think I‟d be for it, because it seems to be a way of 
escaping the struggle of literature—or maybe 
spontaneous writing is fine, but not spontaneous 
literature.  And you‟re brilliantly correct about your 
thoughts of reading and reading aloud a text—a text 
given voice is such a concentration of the words, such a 
redoubling of the very essence of literature as I see it—
not only the struggle of the conscious and unconscious 
of the writer, but of the reader and of the listener all at 
once—that it could be aligned to splitting the atom.  But 
this, to me, is what defines the power of unread words, I 
think.  I don‟t think the reader is so much giving the 
words power, don‟t think the listener is so much giving 
them power, I think the words are being unearthed, 
what is in them—waiting to be read—is coming out.  
Unread words are just waiting words, to make an overly 
artsy turn of phrase out of this. 
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MB: Well put, Pablo. I like that. Unread words as 
atomic bomb. Reader as detonator. 
 
PD: Oh, good.  So I‟ll quickly retack to an earlier 
point. The unconscious thrust, the blundering, pointless 
necessity of either an aspect of story, description, 
character, or so on is something the unconscious mind 
must dominate in order for even a modicum of breath 
to get into a piece. 
 
MB: Why must the unconscious mind dominate 
for this to happen? Does great art and/or literature only 
exist in our dreams? What does that say about our 
waking life? Is this why I want to sleep all the time? 
 
PD: The unconscious mind must dominate only 
if the aim is to render truth, because the conscious mind 
is all spin doctoring, is all wordsmithing and game play. 
 
MB: Fair enough. Hard to argue that. 
 
PD: Literature is not an argument, it‟s not a 
stacked series of statements to get at something 
specific—Author‟s mind to Reader‟s mind—it is really 
two separate things, one for Author one for Audience.  
I think there is a grave unnaturalness in not treating it 
that way, in not just admitting the drastic gulf, letting a 
reader consciously mull a thing over, define it, have their 
way with it, nothing at all to do with author.  Of course, 
Author is Reader, but it‟s a difficult thing for an author 
to be an honest reader of their own work.  And it‟s a 
silly writer who thinks they also wrote the thing they are 
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reading, when someone else clearly did.  No need for an 
author to think they have a kinship to another piece of 
writing—they cannot, because they of all people should 
know that, honestly, no reader can have a kinship with 
theirs.  Readers can feel the same thing as other readers, 
maybe, but the author is left out of it… or should be.  
And for some reason this gets me thinking about 
specifics of content, regarding conscious and 
unconscious inclusion. Ask yourself, are you wearing the 
pants you‟re wearing today for any reason?  Maybe. 
 
MB: Actually, not maybe. Absolutely. I‟m wearing 
them because I like them. They are comfortable and 
practical. I have been wearing them for two weeks. And 
when they become too soiled for my liking to wear, I 
will wash them. And while I wash them I will wear my 
second favorite pair of pants. And then I will change 
again. 
 
PD: Okay.  Fine.  But, if your wife was 
murdered today, would that have been why you were 
wearing the pants you are wearing today? why you had 
X or Y or Z a thought over coffee in the morning?  
That event is now The Event, but what else—
consciously, symbolically, or in any way—touches on it. 
 
MB: What‟s „The Event?‟ The putting on of my 
favorite pants? Or that my wife was murdered (by me) 
because she told me to change my pants because I‟ve 
been wearing them too long?] 
 
PD: I like your wit well.  What I meant by The 
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Event was the murder of your wife, not by you.  I mean, 
if your wife was murdered at four o‟clock PM there is 
absolutely no relevant—and certainly no symbolic—
importance that at ten AM you decided to wear your 
favorite pants.  I think many a piece of writing likes to 
use these unfortunate aspects of foreshadowing or 
assigning actual symbolic importance after-the-fact to 
such trivialities and irrelevant matters, and that this is 
something that skews any sense of representing a 
meaningful experience, anything that has to do with 
how an event is processed, in reality.  Literature is not 
meant to be reality, but it certainly isn‟t meant to directly 
not be reality. 
 
MB: Hm. So, is literature meant to be indirect 
reality? Yes…Yes yes. I feel like we keep chasing the 
same rabbits around here. And I‟m feeling a Pablo tirade 
against foreshadowing coming on. But if the act of 
putting on pants at ten AM bears no meaning to the 
murder, then it‟s not foreshadowing; it‟s just a detail. 
And if it comes back again, then it‟s a recurring detail, 
an annoying detail. Again, if I find myself reading 
something like this, I‟ll wonder where the editor went, if 
they fell asleep at the wheel. 
 
PD: Where the editor went?  Interesting.  Do 
you, when you read, assume multiple voices, multiple 
sets of eyes and thoughts to a text? 
 
MB: Yes. If there are multiple voices and sets of 
eyes within the text, sure. 
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PD: And, just because of exactly what you said 
here—which you may have meant offhand, of course—
when you find something an irritant to a piece of 
writing, do you trend toward thinking in terms of it 
should have be excised, or altered, that some influence, 
even outside of the author, should have done this?  Or, 
as that question is unfairly loaded, maybe, do you think 
of Editor as a necessity in literature, that an author 
should have an editor? 
 
MB: Yes. I do think an author should have an 
editor. Again, back to an earlier thought, self-editing is a 
tricky tricky thing to do. But having an editor doesn‟t 
mean you relinquish your creative control as an author. 
Good editors „suggest‟, and leave the author to choose 
which of those suggestions to employ. Good editors are 
open to dialogue.  
 
 
PD: For me, there is a tension to it—I kind of 
like the idea of an artist, when they are done with their 
work, handing it off to someone, knowing this someone 
is going to change the work, even against the artist‟s 
will. 
 
MB: If something is changed or omitted from a 
text without benefit of a dialogue this is unacceptable to 
me. I wouldn‟t want that kind of editor. 
 
PD: That is my idea of editing, a good thing if 
done that way, quite fascinating—which serves to 
reason, considering some of the philosophies I‟ve 
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outlined to you.  But an author working with an editor is 
bad news, to me. 
 
MB: You‟re an odd bird, Pablo. That‟s why I 
love you. 
 
PD: It seems quite perverse to the nature of 
creation.  Worse still, an editor editing and then asking 
the author to approve the edits or something—such a 
mixing, such a strange commingling. 
 
MB: Why is this so strange? So perverse? It 
seems to me an unwillingness to make yourself open to 
a process such as this puts you at a distinct disadvantage 
in terms of growth. And it‟s also doing a disservice to 
the work. As a writer you have to be fearless and 
confident. But by resisting any kind of give and take 
editorial process you belie that very fearlessness and 
confidence that writing requires. We‟re wildly insecure. 
It‟s part of being a writer. And to play dead in the 
presence of that insecurity can be hobbling. Embrace 
the paradox. Admit you‟re an alcoholic. 
 
PD: Do you personally work with an editor, or 
go back and forth on a work while working? 
 
MB: I have worked with editors in this way on 
occasion. Oftentimes they suggest simple word changes, 
or offer a more concise why to present things. There‟s 
nothing negative about it, and in the long run it helps 
me improve at a much quicker rate. I‟ve also been a part 
of writing groups. Having a half-dozen people read and 
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thoroughly critique something is invaluable. Even if you 
don‟t take on any of the suggestions, being able to get a 
glimpse of how your work is perceived is, again, 
invaluable. And of course I‟ve played the role of self-
editor, and I‟ve had some success in that role. I‟m not 
saying you can‟t have a successful writing career if you 
only self-edit, but for me, in this accelerated day and age, 
reaching out to people has really sped along my growth. 
And it proves I can play nice with others. I might be a 
fucking brat sometimes, but I‟m not pulling any hair. 
 
PD: I don‟t ask about this as aggression, but out 
of genuine interest.  I‟m a hermetically sealed off person 
when it comes to literary creation, everything else 
spooks me and sometimes I feel a weirdo because of it, 
like I might have some off kilter thought process.  I‟m 
not as giving as you—I don‟t allow that things are „just 
methods‟ for example, everything is either good or bad, 
somehow, somehow. 
 
MB: I am rather hermetically sealed, as well. 
Sometimes painfully so. But once I‟ve given birth to a 
little monster, I‟m very tired. My judgment might be 
impaired. There‟s no shame in buzzing the nurse in to 
help you wash your monster. And your monster will 
thank you for it. Again, you don‟t have to buzz the nurse, 
but the option is there if you make yourself available to 
it. It could be the difference between having a good 
piece in X number of days, or a great piece in X number 
of days. You could have a great piece in X number of 
days simply by self-editing, but it might take a bit longer 
than if you had someone else run their eyes over it first. 
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Or not. It‟s about being comfortable with whatever 
process you choose. But it‟s also about knocking 
yourself out of that comfort zone from time to time. 
Blah blah blah. It‟s about whatever works for us as 
individual writers. We‟ll always be learning. We‟ll always 
be growing. 
  
PD: Sure.  And I am being a bit of a bully about 
this.  Returning to the gripe I have with symbolic reality, 
when symbols and other such bric-a-brac take on a life 
of their own, literature, however nice, lays limp, leads 
readers astray from anything imperative, anything of 
humane value. 
 
MB: But if those symbols have honest meaning 
and add value to the story, why take a dump on them? 
Using symbols as a means to foreshadow doesn‟t have 
to be a bad thing, and I don‟t think you‟re saying it is. 
Or maybe you are. And yes, maybe it‟s that „accepted 
dishonesty‟ from earlier that pecks here. 
 
PD: It has to either be a bad thing or an 
irrelevant thing, I suppose.  In literature, symbols tend 
to bug me, unless they seem slack, like they could be 
there, but it isn‟t of any real importance if they are or 
not—it‟s like a game inside a game that certain people 
play.  But only a game.  By this, to be more direct than 
earlier about the pants and the murder and all, I mean 
that there are no symbols in the world—none that aren‟t 
conscious, exerted choice and influence of some 
individual.  I can do something symbolically, or make 
some object a symbol-to-me, but it is my interpretation 
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and will that gives the symbol anything.  There are not 
Pure Symbols, Natural Symbols.  Things don‟t 
symbolize things.  So, as a means of artistic 
expression—and I apologize for all the clumsy thought 
here, I have a hard time articulating this—I‟m not 
suggesting things need to be rendered in „realism‟, far 
from it, but any meaning has to brought out of a piece 
of writing by considering the matter as real.  I think the 
use of a symbol, in whatever fashion, suggests a human 
interpretative-will to the world that is a road to 
nowhere—it‟s like getting mad at someone in a dream, 
waking up and still holding them accountable.  I know 
this seems at odds with my love affair with the 
unconscious, but I really don‟t think the unconscious 
functions on abstracts, I think it, really, thinks like the 
waking brain, isn‟t all abstracts and open-for-
interpretation rhetoric—it‟s just thought like waking-
thought we don‟t know how to access.  Symbols seem 
so removed, such a false sublimation of things.  They‟re 
like high-brow escapism and I‟m of the mind that there 
is no escapist literature—there is escapist writing, but 
I‟m not talking about writing—in fact I think literature, 
if it were to have any defining quality, has to be 
something that seeks not to escape and that, moreover, 
seeks to steep one in the harshest realities, or at least the 
bluntest realities they personally know.  Transcendence 
is a kid‟s toy—anything that doesn‟t remind you of the 
fragility of yourself and all of the circumstances and 
individuals surrounding you is not something worth 
literary consideration.  Not to be too forceful in my 
language there. 
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MB: I‟m with you, Pablo. I‟d only add that we 
should be careful with the word „harsh‟, or extremities in 
general. It kind of puts us in danger of being 
exclusionary, in terms of understanding what „good‟ or 
„valuable‟ literature is. I think our job as writers, and 
readers, is to remain as open as we possibly can. 
Transcendence can only be expressed from the ground 
up. Its roots begin here, in the dirt and shit, so I don‟t 
see the point in dismissing it. Likewise, I think lots of 
young adult literature—for example, the works of Dr. 
Seuss—deserves a place on that mantel of „worthiness‟. 
The simple act of reading and writing, regardless of its 
level of harshness or bluntness, offers a resonating echo 
that we are very much alive, human. It‟s a recognition of 
language, a communication, an understanding that all 
forms of writing are visceral. It‟s an agreement that we 
are human. And to be human is to be fragile. We‟re all 
walking squishy toys. 
 
PD: I‟m properly put in my place, momentarily.  
I am not as against being exclusionary as you, but you 
are absolutely correct and what you say gives me pause.  
Linguistic communication, written words, they are all 
visceral, yes, but not everything is literature—I simply 
cannot walk the path that far.  Let me quickly say that 
young adult literature is something I would never 
dismiss—nor would I say it is lacking in exactly the kind 
of bluntness or harshness I now think I expressed 
somewhat poorly.  By blunt or harsh, I mean earnest, 
absolute, I mean avoiding the urge to transcend.  When 
I said „kid‟s toy‟ about transcendence, I did mean it 
pejoratively, and will elaborate on this pejorative.  The 
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notion of transcendence or actual sublimation is garish 
to me, is outside of the realm of what I consider even 
healthy thought, let alone artistic thought.  It is human 
to be fragile, because we are fragile.  And it is human to 
want to be fragile—it is human to want to be human, 
not to want to transcend it.  Nothing achieves lift off, 
nothing.  Nothing is of another world, and if it is, it is of 
no value to a human.  To seek, especially through 
literature, to manage some avenue of being „more than 
human‟ of „reaching another level‟ is antithetical to the 
very nature of the art—literature is human, or at the 
very least wants to be.  It is to remind us that we are, 
not that we might not be, that we might be something 
else.  Not all written language—while it is visceral yes—
has it in mind to remind us of our „squishy toy nature‟, 
or to even admit to it.  Not all writing is an agreement 
that we are human—all literature, what I would deem 
literature, is, but not all writing, not just communication 
in and of itself. 
 
MB: Good thoughts. But I still believe 
communication, in and of itself, is the core of 
understanding, and recognizing, the fact that we are 
human. That‟s not to say that all writing is literature, 
but…maybe it is. Anyway. Good thoughts, Captain 
Pablo. 
 
PD: I believe in magic, in magic thinking—if a 
kitchen knife was used to kill my brother, I would never 
cut bread with it, again; if this knife fell into a drawer 
with ten other knives, I would never use any of them, 
but there the truth of such things ends, even 
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superstitiously.  This is what literature is, when it comes 
down to it: explaining about the sullied knife, explaining 
that you wouldn‟t use it without ever saying why. 
 
MB: So, to put it more simply, literature is 
expression made implicit. Yes? 
 
PD: Certainly—I should hire you to summary 
everything I say, really. 
 
MB: Will Summarize For Food. 
 
PD: Oh, fantastic.  Let‟s get this deal inked. 
Expression made implicit. Anything that, in fact, trends 
more in the direction of the Explicit has something to it 
antithetical of literary expression. This is having to do 
with the „meaning‟ of a piece, not necessarily the 
language—language does not have to be airy or avoid 
specifics, avoid vulgar terms. Precise language can be 
employed to avoid explicitness quite nicely, in fact.  
Take Easton Ellis with American Psycho, he renders 
scenes in such meticulous detail it is impossible to come 
away from anything with more than a vague gleaning, he 
uses realism to achieve impressionism—like the closer 
you stand to a realist painting, the more it takes on 
aspects of impressionism, of abstract—getting too 
specific transmutes into anything but specific. 
 
MB: Well put. 
 
PD: One could go on to say „If the knife 
touched a wall, I would still hang pictures on that wall‟ 
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but one could also explain, tick by tick, exactly why that 
is.  It‟s nothing human.  It‟s this new thing, Reason, this 
new permutation that is worming its way around—and 
always will—trying to affect a stance that it‟s always 
been there and has a rightful purpose in letters.  No.  
Literature is the fully understood and never explained 
fact that the knife is infected and infects the other 
knives.  If there is a novel, it says that.  If there is a 
poem, it says that.  If some words on a page say why 
that is, or try to go a whistle further, something else has 
gone off, something has caused the struggle to be 
resolved.  Odd as it may seem, I‟m dreadfully upset by 
and fearful of form experiments in literature. 
 
MB: Or are you fearful of explanation? Of things 
being made too tidy? Why the aversion to resolution? A 
well written resolution doesn‟t necessarily mean that the 
struggle has entirely ceased, it just means that a pinpoint 
has been reached, mirroring a pinpoint from the very 
beginning, and by way of an explosive and chaotic body. 
This is what writing is, even at its most experimental. 
It‟s the revolution of a spinning wheel in search of a 
truth, and even if that truth is never unearthed, what 
we‟re left with is a circle, or a sphere.  
 
PD: It isn‟t resolution, necessarily, that bothers 
me—not in and of itself—it has something more to do 
with the „well written resolution‟ as you call it, this idea 
of assigning some specific impact to the pinpoints.  I 
agree with what you say, in essence, about a piece 
moving from a pinpoint, through a chaotic (even 
misshapen) middle, to reach another pinpoint—but the 
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beginning and end, while necessary, are also arbitrary, 
have to be made rendered in such a way as to not stock 
them heavy with implied meaning, not overload them, 
they need to be equivalent to any moment that came in 
between.  My fearfulness of experimental form is that it 
has a strong tendency to want to disintegrate all 
distinctions too much. 
 
MB: I‟d agree with that. It‟s almost like a „forced 
evolution‟ that falls flat, or unravels into worthless 
obscurity. But oftentimes these failed experiments are 
good markers for what‟s to come; they‟re just not quite 
there yet. It goes back to an earlier thought that all 
writing, be it good or bad, has its place in the grand 
scheme of things, and therefore shouldn‟t be 
discounted. It may not be enjoyed, but it has its place.  
 
PD: I love everything about what you said.  Not 
just because I now picture some literature as the failed 
experiment locked in the scientist‟s lab in the film The 
Brain That Wouldn’t Die, but because, yes, you‟re right, 
it‟s all that beautiful, flimsy evolution.  The beaks of 
certain writing evolves in time with the lengthening 
flower of human‟s peculiar fancies, so it survives.  It is 
as elegant and primordial as that.  Or it‟s that fucking 
thing moaning in the scientist‟s locked room. 
 
MB: Awesome, awesome. 
 
PD: The pinpoints, as you call them, are needed 
so that the piece becomes a shuttling back and forth 
between them—I think there is a need for a narrative 
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thrust, a sense of momentum, inertia, and this needs to 
have a kind of linear aspect to it in order to capture the 
unavoidable reality of progression.  But nothing more.  
So, I‟m kind of a prick, in the final analysis.  I want I 
want I want, you know?  It‟s only experiment in form 
that irks me, because it seems to be trying to make a 
reality out of semantic, linguistic trick.  Take any story 
that is told fragmented, out of joint the first run through 
and I think it‟s a waste of time.  The mind makes this of 
all linear narrative, either way, so it‟s a pointless attempt 
to force people to regard something they can‟t help but 
creating for themselves—put another way, it‟s trying to 
be clever for the sake of taking ownership of something 
that will exist regardless of it.  I also get an irritating 
feeling of cleverness off of a form experiment, a smarty-
pants vibe, like the writing is trying at once to be 
individual and universal. 
 
MB: All good thoughts, and maybe the best 
example of why contrivances are often a bad thing, due 
to their alienating, smarmy nature. 
 
PD: When the contrivance takes over, yes.  Until 
then, they‟re not quite smarmy, until then they have a 
darkly handsome allure to them, are really quite 
seductive. Form experiment, to me, shows a kind of 
fundamental breaking down of the struggle, the queasy 
back and forth between unconscious and conscious—to 
alter, fundamentally, the structure (briefly I will say I 
don‟t mean there has to be just one basic format to 
literature, so please take what I‟m saying as about 
conscious, evident alterations and experiment in 
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form)—it, in many ways, posits conscious as the winner, 
going so far as to say that conscious can manipulate 
unconscious and this is eerie and underhanded to me. 
 
MB: Examples of writing that are eerie and 
underhanded please. 
 
PD: Well, it isn‟t so much one piece of writing 
versus another—that is, I am not going to hold up one 
specific novel, nothing like that—what I mean is that it 
is a sleight-of-hand to create so unique a form that the 
form itself cannot help but taking on central focus—
which I must argue that it certainly would—and thereby 
making not only the prose of a piece secondary to the 
manner in which it is framed, but the actual content of 
the prose subordinate, as well. 
 
MB: Agreed. Although it may not be an overt 
underhandedness in a lot of cases, but instead a personal 
failing to remain on the fence separating the conscious 
and unconscious (objective/subjective) mind during the 
act of creation. It‟s falling in love with a style of 
language that turns out to be a black hole in the end, 
swallowing up whatever flicker of meaning it forgot to 
convey. And you‟re right—what‟s left is…essentially just 
words. With no heart behind them.  
 
PD: Absolutely, and again this humanistic 
rendering, all the time with you.  Language and style, it 
can be the death of everything.  I might be even a bit 
forceful about this, because I‟m so for the diluting down 
and purposeful obfuscation of things—we can‟t go 
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around letting language be the boss of us, we‟ve got to 
kick it, tell it what it means, not use it so it can tell us 
what it means.  I say what I mean, even if the words 
don‟t seem correct, you know?  An artist cannot do 
anything but say it—this falling in love with style and 
going off the thin line, that happens when this focus is 
lost.  Language just happens to be there, expression 
cannot be subservient to it—this‟d be another way of 
letting the conscious mind on top, all the time. I think 
this cannot be avoided in form experiment. 
 
MB: Well, isn‟t it fair to say even the most 
accepted, established forms of writing are nothing more 
than evolved spawns of experiment, and that we‟ve 
simply dropped the tag? All mainstream popular culture 
was at one time part of a dark and seething 
underground. 
 
PD: Yeah…Well…Yes…Fuck off, man. 
 
MB: Ha. It‟s all in good fun, this sometimes 
game of „goat getting‟. Give me back my goat! 
 
PD: I can‟t even think of anything good to say in 
response to that.  It‟s not only fair, but true.  So, now 
I‟m going to ask you Don‟t you kind of want to be a 
failed experiment, isn‟t that really where it‟s at? 
 
MB: Do I want to be a failed experiment? Like, 
my work? My writing? As a whole? And how would we 
be able to judge that? I do want to be a part of the 
ongoing experiment. A part of the evolution of thought, 
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writing. And as long as I remain active in my expression, 
I will be a part of that. Whether I‟m writing or not. As 
long as I‟m alive I will be a part of the experiment. And 
hopefully I won‟t live long enough to see it deemed a 
„failure‟. But then again, I‟m not even sure it could be 
deemed as such. 
 
PD: I‟m not joking.  Because you‟re so very very 
right, even if I were to root around for a clever bit of 
semantic mootness, here. The Accepted and the 
Underbelly—as in that „defined underground‟ you 
know?—frankly they‟re both kind of awful and 
everyone always knows it. 
 
MB: Yes and no. There can be awful in the 
underground but there‟s also an abundance of awesome. 
And when I‟m thinking in terms of what the „literary 
underground‟ is, I‟m thinking mainly of the online 
underground, which is constantly boiling and shifting 
and expanding. Much of it exists not only online but 
also in print. There‟s a very real passion in the 
underground. And a very real commitment. There‟s also 
an exceptional sophistication, and it shows in the work 
that bleeds through. It‟s not an easy place to exist.  
 
PD: You‟ve rekindled my old, really almost 
forgotten desire, to be unremarked, passionate, and 
dismally sink under the tread of the constant back and 
forth of mainstream and underground.  Answer my 
question, though: Do you desire oblivion, in a way?  
You really make it sound so fucking noble. 
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MB: I desire creating strong work that can exist, 
and be respected, on both sides of the fence. I don‟t 
want utter oblivion, although there is some outstanding, 
mind-blowing work on that side of the fence, and I 
don‟t necessarily want to be mainstream. I want to be 
the bridge that connects the two. I want to be the fence. 
I think that’s where it‟s at. I want to be R.E.M‟s Green. I 
want to be Radiohead‟s Kid A. I want to be Tom Waits. 
 
PD: Fuck Christ, who doesn‟t?  I need to just 
briefly finish out what I was saying about conscious 
mind always being on top in form experiment, that it 
cannot be avoided and that there is no real thing to the 
manipulation of structure other than individual kick—
which isn‟t a bad thing, it just should not be the central 
thing. 
 
 
MB: True dat. 
 
PD: That is, if words are blocked in some 
distinct way, in patterns, in mathematical progressions—
even in haphazards, but willful haphazards—there is 
something of an implicit statement that the thinking 
mind has handed the unthinking mind something to 
think about, something to justify itself with, something 
to alter itself into.  It could be true that experiments in 
form are done to lead to the opposite, to take away a 
familiar iconography, to allow any impression to rest on 
no precedent, but I see a serious and unfortunate danger 
in this—removing precedent or familiarity, in a sense, is 
a way of saying one is removing things instantaneously, 
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without thought, accepted things normally taken for 
granted. 
 
MB: Stranger danger? Danger, Will Robinson? 
Why is experimentation an „unfortunate danger‟? 
Familiarity will always exist despite form. Do you know 
your ABC‟s? 
 
PD: Familiarity will always exist, despite form, 
yes.  I suppose I should re-tack to answer the specific 
question.  The danger is that „experimentation‟ is not 
really any sort of experiment, but seems to posit itself as 
such.  I‟m only talking about literature, of course, and 
literature is not a piece of sociological research—if the 
purpose of a piece of writing is to see what people make 
of the form—either over the content, despite the 
content, in reference to the content, or to simply see 
how the content is viewed in it—it again is a way to 
thrust author back into a controlling role, or at the very 
least a role directly interactive with reader—but not 
Author-as-person, instead it is Author-as-work.  An 
author is not their work, however much they might 
want to be, as I somewhat stated before, and I think 
tooling with form is a way of trying to get around it—it 
gives the author something they can speak on 
definitively, they can explain, for all intents and 
purposes, down to the atom and posits this—the 
structural, conscious element of the work—as 
something somehow necessary for the writing—the 
unconscious part—to have life.  I think it‟s dangerous 
because it seems to be, at its heart, a way for an Author 
to refuse to relinquish control. 
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MB: Okay. Again, well put. And I‟ll simply add 
again—because I think it‟s important and I think you 
think it‟s important too but correct me if I‟m off base—
that all forms of writing have their place and purpose. 
Everything pushes everything forward. It‟s all necessity. 
It‟s not all pretty, but if it was all pretty then the ugly 
wouldn‟t be able to get laid. And sometimes two uglies 
make a pretty. 
 
PD: You‟re not off base—everything has its 
place. Not everything is the same as everything, though, 
and tempting as it is, the real thing is not to spend all 
day sleuthing out what‟s what.  I really do think there is 
a mechanism, a „sense‟ that you hinted at before, that 
keeps the general balance—keeps the oscillation 
between accepted and outlawed, turns it every once in 
awhile.  I think the thing is to accept the subjective 
nature and, because of it—because of the very accepted 
understanding of the subjective—to state all opinion, 
create all literature as absolutely objective.  If there is no 
difference, if everything contains the million 
interpretations it does, there is no point as an author to 
not express absolutely and fuck off with all 
consideration but.  It is because the world is 
unavoidably subjective and literature is unavoidably 
subjective that the creation of it should be so gnashing, 
so violent—not in defiance of the subjective, but in near 
celebratory response.  I cannot stand the idea, artistic or 
otherwise, that some things should not be taken for 
granted—please, however, understand that „taken for 
granted‟ should not be read „correct‟ or „proper‟ or any 
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such thing—as it thrusts an inhuman, academic tone 
onto everything, makes everything about as relevant as 
asking if Green is made up of atoms of Green.  Any 
form of literary expression that gives a tilt in one 
direction or the other—dominant conscious, dominant 
unconscious—is villainous, even if the devil‟s argument 
is introduced that a tilt in a particular direction or 
another is done as a prompt or emphasis.  There aren‟t 
prompts, and emphasis is not something that can have 
more intellectual control than emotional.  The struggle 
in literature is to keep the struggle in literature, the 
stomach-ache grapple between perception, idea, and 
jabs at a reality that will be, no matter how you might 
argue, perpetually unrecognized. 
 
MB: So I won‟t argue. But I will say this: The aim 
of literature is indeed to present a struggle. And how 
deeply the reader identifies with, or understands, or 
recognizes the narrator‟s reality is dependent upon the 
caliber of the writing. 
 
PD: The aim of literature is to be certain, as far 
as it is possible, that no one ever agrees and no one ever 
gets along—it‟s to use lovely words as teeth bared 
growls. 
 
MB: Grrrrr. Good stuff. 
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...our labour to  
give and our  

labour is not required... 
 
 
 
 

(a dialogue with Darrell Epp,  
through the filter of  

his poetry collection Imaginary Maps) 

 
 
 
 
Pablo D’Stair: An intriguing thrust of this 
collection was that it (I‟d go so far as to say 
underhandedly) obfuscated whether or not it was 
actually a clean, straight, narrative of poetic fragments, 
or was instances of diverse individuality being paraded, 
distinct and one-at-a-time—more simply put, whether it 
was a collection of poems or a construction—a single 
poem.   
 
Darrell Epp: Yes. Sure it‟s underhanded; the last 
thing I‟d want to do is write a book that is just „one 
thing,‟ that can be summarized in a single soundbyte, 
like „This is what I‟m trying to say.‟ Some people have 
told me that it worked best for them to read one poem 
from the book per day, so they could really digest the 
images separately: some people have said that when they 
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read it in one shot, it really does feel like a narrative that 
runs through the last decade or so of my life in a series 
of compressed key moments. So it may be a book of 
poems that reads like a single poem, or maybe not. They 
all come out of a single life, of course, so the same 
problems and images are mined over and over again. 
Hopefully, the structure of the book helps to emphasize 
things, and make a stronger impact by creating a sort of 
rhythm. 
  
PD: Indeed.  It‟s always my slant, for example, 
to look for a kind of abstracted narrative—I do this 
even when there is no reason to think that pieces in a 
collection (poetry, short fiction, songs on a album) had 
it in mind to be a single unit—single in the sense of all 
components of One Entity, in the case of your 
collection of One Poem.  I‟m fascinated to know if 
there is intent behind such things, because I feel that it 
is unavoidable in the subconscious doings of an artist to 
not be always crafting just „one thing‟—a single poem is 
one thing, another poem is one thing, too but as soon as 
there are two things some mechanism starts, however 
quietly, churning, making the second a component to 
the first, and so on even if a collection is never built, 
you know?  I‟ve always found the fact that individual 
entities are made through an artist‟s lifetime as a side 
remark, it‟s true but only symptomatic—an artist is 
always making „one thing‟.  That it becomes possible to 
call moments of it Poem or Novel or Film is outside of 
the heart of the matter. 
  
DE: Intent? Hopefully, assuming you‟ve done 
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your homework (learned your craft) you start a project 
with a certain idea and encounter a lot of pleasant 
surprises along the way. It‟s not uncommon to hear a 
writer talk about being halfway through a book and 
suddenly thinking „Oh! I thought I was writing a book 
about This, but this book is really about That!” It‟s 
exciting. And I knew from the outset that I could 
arrange a stack of poems so it obliquely told the story of 
a particular five years of my life or whatever, but then 
things got more interesting....the human brain is so 
hard-wired for narrative that you just have to hint at the 
„these poems add up to one poem that tells a sort of 
tale‟ thing for the reader to pick up on it, and then 
you‟re free to have fun little digressions, some poems 
that don‟t „fit‟ that model, that are just whimsical or 
whatever, to put some variety on the plate. Every book 
is several different „stories.‟ I mean, you could take a 
chronological stack of my poems and say it‟s a narrative 
entitled „The Maturation Of An Artist‟—there are tricks 
I use in 2009 that I couldn‟t have used in 2003, for 
example. That‟s the interesting story, to me.   
 
PD: It‟s certainly not uncommon—I‟d say for 
me, I‟m a bit suspect of any idea I have that „stays put‟ 
once the first few hundred words are out.  Ideas are 
their own thing; the physicality of the writing has to 
have some say—there is something about the very 
influence of the insertion of physical energy into 
literature, it does something invaluable—having to fuse 
the „invention of the narrative‟ or whatever you want to 
call it, „the idea‟, with the actual words should change 
them, it should be an expected bit of chaos.  To me, 
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creating the piece of literature is like saying „I want to 
arrange a tarp so that when it rains, droplets will falls 
through onto a canvas of powdered paint, beneath—I 
have no idea what the final product will look like, but I 
know that it is dependent on how I arrange the tarp‟.  
It‟s the welcoming of the intrusion, the unknown, the 
uncontrolled—I want to consciously interact with the 
unconscious. 
 
DE: Sure. I think you‟re touching on something 
we mentioned elsewhere, the way new ideas can pop up 
and surprise you and „refuse to stay put‟ in the middle of 
a project. Hitchcock is said to have storyboarded 
everything to death, made detailed sketches of every 
shot before he ever started filming—what a nightmare! 
Surprising yourself is half the fun! The image of 
spatterings on a tarp turns me off, since it suggests, to 
me, some idiot savant, „primitive‟ approach, where too 
often lack of technical skill is excused with „Hey man, 
I‟m just following my muse, plugging into the collective 
unconscious blah blah blah,‟ and it‟s starting to sound 
like I‟m more of a stickler for „craft‟ than you are. No 
harm done, that‟s okay. And I agree with that last bit 
about trying to get the conscious and the unconscious 
to play against each other. I would say, however, that 
the more hard work you‟ve done and the more time 
you‟ve spent studying your craft, the more you will be 
able to hand the reins over the unconscious. I‟d suggest 
that if you let „the unconscious‟ take over without 
having done the necessary prep work, the finished 
product might turn out to be a sloppy mess. Still, on a 
good day, watching the interplay between the two is 
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pretty interesting. I mean, I write a poem here, I write a 
poem there, and then I‟ve got a stack. Then I read 
through the stack and see some thread worming its way 
through, binding it together, and I think „Boy oh boy, 
that‟s a pretty good trick. I wish I‟d been consciously 
aware I was doing that at the time, but it sure is a nice 
surprise.‟  I‟d bet the things you liked best about the 
book aren‟t things where I put on my thinking cap and 
tried really hard to think up something cool. More likely 
they are spontaneous byproducts of hard work. As 
you‟re paddling away, you can sometimes ride a bigger 
wave. Picasso said something like „When the Muse 
arrives, she should find you working.‟ And I agree. Sam 
Shepard was asked where he gets his ideas. His answer 
was right on the money. He said it‟s not like how non-
writers think of it at all. He doesn‟t sit around waiting 
for an idea, then the idea arrives and he starts writing a 
play. He said he wrote plays because he was in the habit 
of doing so, and sometimes, upon finishing one, he‟d be 
able to look back over his shoulder and say „Hey look, 
there‟s an idea in there.‟ 
 
PD:   There is the story of the artwork, itself, as 
an entity.  I feel the same way—whether it is looked at 
as a textual history or the intricate working of how a text 
comes to be—idea to words or words to realized idea—
it is like a separate life, the creation of a literature, if it 
could be recorded, would be a fine literature in itself. 
 
 
DE: Then there‟s the „real‟ story, the details of 
the author‟s life, and that interests me less. Is it even 



Predicate (dialogues with Pablo D’Stair) 
 
 
 

184 

possible to get a life down on paper, all the thoughts, 
crises etc.? How many thousand poems would it take to 
catalogue it all?  And I‟m not sure if this is what you‟re 
talking about, but it‟s fascinating how the artist does 
create more than one thing at a time. If you stick with it, 
you aren‟t just creating a discrete poem, or story, you‟re 
creating part of something that will add up to a 
particular point of view, a World. You know what I 
mean if I say some experience was „Kafkaesque‟ or 
„Bergmanesque.‟ It means that whatever Kafka story 
you‟re reading or Bergman film you‟re watching, there‟s 
some flavor there that you can recognize as belonging to 
the distinct world this particular artist had created. For 
art to work, for art to last, it had to be more than one 
thing. It‟s gotta possess some craft, some heart, say 
something about the human experience in a fresh way, 
you gotta have a good story but also more than just a 
good story. If I told you Citizen Kane is „a story about a 
guy who was bitter because he lost his toboggan‟ that 
would be accurate on one level, but it wouldn‟t tell you 
anything about why people watch it over and over again. 
People are haunted by the little grace notes, the 
nostalgic asides, the sadness—all those things that are 
happy accidents that popped up during the process and 
were absent during the first meeting where Manciewicz 
and Welles said „Hey, let‟s write a fictional screenplay 
about William Randolph Hearst.‟  
 
PD: In every principle way, I am right with you.  
My peculiar bent though, disallows me from agreeing 
with this idea of „freshness‟, of a „new way‟ of looking at 
things.  I do know what you mean, but there is 
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something missing from that.  Or I think there is.  To 
me, this suggests that one must, to whatever degree, 
look around and see what came before, then try to make 
something „new‟ for the mere fact that it „hasn‟t been 
said that way before‟.  I don‟t think that‟s important.  If 
I, because I went around observing the world, wrote 
some piece of work that was very like Who‟s Afraid Of 
Virginia Wolff or something—better, to sick with your 
example, if I wrote something Kafkaesque—it would be 
odd to think it isn‟t fresh—I haven‟t read Kafka, I‟m 
just saying what I see.  Or I did read Kafka, but I‟m still 
saying what I see.  Did Kafka say something similar?  
That‟s fine.  But does it honestly devalue or steal from 
the originality of another‟s art?  I think that honest 
expression is the thing, whether it‟s all be said before or 
not is irrelevant to anything artistic.  As much as I 
admire Saramago, as much as I admire Paz or Borges or 
Durrell or Dante, I will never take their word over mine 
for what I feel, you know? never quote them in place of 
me.  It‟s a bit dangerous to suggest that past or even 
contemporary creation should exert such a need for 
sought, consciously-investigated influence, is maybe all I 
mean.  
 
DE: It sounds like I wasn‟t clear. If you observe 
your world accurately and artfully, your art will be new 
and true, whether or not it sounds a bit like Kafka or 
not—and no, it doesn‟t matter if Kafka said something 
similar. And I wouldn‟t worry too much about 
„originality.‟ Look at Shakespeare. Out of dozens of 
plays, how many original plots? Two? Three, maybe? 
Almost everything was cribbed from history or 
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plagiarized from other plays from the previous decades. 
And there‟s the rub: there was a play called King Lear 
before Shakespeare‟s time; the awesome thing is the 
changes Shakespeare made to the work. In the original, 
Lear didn‟t go crazy, and Cordelia didn‟t die! Can you 
imagine? The genius was all in taking the old piece of 
hackwork and re-booting it into monumental tragedy 
and the highest art. If it sounded like I was suggesting 
that creation needs some consciously-investigated 
influences or something, that is not what I meant. I was 
not saying anybody should try to be Kafkaesque by 
consciously imitating Kafka. I was saying that the an 
artist should strive to create a worldview that is so 
distinctive and singular it is instantly recognized as his 
own, until the flavour is so unique the artist can be 
adjective-ied. Hence Kafkaesque, Bergmanesque, 
Shakespearean... 
 
PD:  I do have to say I rather like that—a 
fine arrogant thrust is quite my cup of tea, though I am 
sorry if you don‟t mean it arrogantly. I like arrogance, so 
I see it as a fine arrogant sweep.  I think, even if one‟s 
personality is meek or one is laid back and always has a 
nice thing to say, an artist should, yes, want to be 
adjective-ied.  I absolutely agree. 
 
DE: And what you say about a „mechanism‟ 
starting once there are two poems is interesting. It‟s fun 
to look at a body of work and see that happen: the late 
novel vs. the early novel. Had the writer „mellowed‟ or 
become „more cynical‟?  Eventually, different bits of a 
body of work start to dialogue with themselves. 
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Different poems in the book battle for pole position: 
„My take on things is the true one.‟ „No, Mine is!‟ It‟d be 
horrid to do a poetry book where every poem hit the 
same emotional note. You want to jar people a bit, make 
them constantly have to reappraise the narrative voice 
and think „Oh, I thought he could only write in This 
range, but now he‟s doing something over here....‟ 
Maybe it‟s important to subvert the reader‟s 
expectations, to remind the reader not to judge the 
writer too quickly. In any event, it sure is fun. 
  
PD: Subverting is where it‟s at—try to subvert 
everything, though, right?  Never take it as read that a 
reader will not be expecting your trick, might not have 
thought of it ages ago, see it as quite commonplace, 
because they might—nothing worse than knowing 
someone is going for subversive, but that they are also 
underestimating who or what they want to subvert.  
You have a lively take on audience and artist interaction, 
I think.  It seems there is much of you that wants to—
or maybe does—shunt the idea of audience off to one 
side, but another that lets it in—you seem to keep it 
pliable, abstract—Audience as Ether, maybe.  It‟s 
something I think leads to much of the verve in your 
work, and something that is central to truly 
conversational art. An author sort of writes 
conversation as monologue, I‟ve always thought, 
because audience does the same.  There‟s little chance 
of text agreeing with interpretation or vice versa—in 
fact it‟s a little bit ugly to imagine.  The most important 
part of a piece of literature for author is the shit they 
didn‟t think of—and the most important part for the 
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reader is knowing they are the shit the author didn‟t 
think of, they should never credit the text with 
foreseeing them, because it didn‟t—to be art, it better 
not have even thought it could. 
  
DE: Certainly one of the most pleasing things 
for me, when experiencing art, is the sensation of having 
been tricked. You know, you read the dust jacket, read 
the book, and then find out that the dust jacket blurb 
was just there to hook you, get you in the door, but the 
story is really about something else, something a lot 
meatier. Going back and reading a good book after a 
few years, and thinking „Wow, the first time through, I 
didn‟t realize how sad it was, there‟s actually a lot of 
stuff just bubbling under the surface, if you want to look 
that close‟. I love the conflict between the surface story, 
the genre elements needed to sell popcorn, and the 
more ineffable stuff lurking in the shadows, that makes 
you keep thinking about it. That‟s what the perennial 
appeal of The Godfather movies is about (besides the 
fact that they‟re just so well-made): „Hey, I thought this 
was a story about gangsters, but really it‟s a story about a 
family.‟ Or Cronenberg‟s version of The Dead Zone: 
„Hey, I thought I was getting a cheesy Stephen King 
thrill-ride, but instead I‟m getting a really wrenching and 
disturbing mediation on loss and loneliness.‟ It makes 
me smile to hear you talk about my take on „audience 
and artist interaction,‟ since it‟s only recently that my 
poems have Had an audience. For many years, I was 
writing for pretty much no one, and any „audience‟ was 
hypothetical, except for a few kind friends in Kitchener, 
Dallas, and Toronto. Which begs the question, would I 
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have done anything differently if I‟d known beforehand 
that my book would be read by absolutely no one? Or a 
million people? How important is the audience? How 
many negative reviews would it take to make you stop 
writing? You see, thinking about that stuff too much 
could be paralyzing. I‟d suggest that whatever the 
audience reaction, as long as you keep your head down 
and stay productive, you‟ll be fine. Part of the verve 
you‟re talking about comes out of that dialogue most 
artists have with themselves—the voice that says „Geez, 
am I revealing too much of myself here, do I really want 
the world to know what a weirdo I am?‟ which finally 
surrenders to the voice that says „Ah who cares, just do 
it!‟ And here I am, naked on the stage, telling these tall 
tales about myself, insisting it‟s important that the whole 
world knows exactly how Dorothee made me feel in 
April 2006 or whatever—who do I think I am? Why do 
you let me get away with it? Well, look at Notes From 
Underground, for example. The record of a soul laid 
bare, disguised as art. A monologue that is a 
conversation—artist vs. himself, artist vs. audience, and 
finally, months down the road, audience member vs. 
himself, as he tries to sort it all out, and maybe use 
pieces of the conversation as tools to make sense of his 
own life. 
 
PD: What is undeniable about your work—
audience of zero, one, or one hundred thousand—is 
that it disquietingly moves through emotional and 
abstract territory I can most readily align with Pontypool 
Changes Everything by Tony Burgess or works such as 
Destroy, she said by Duras.  Now, both of these are 
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novels—novels in the truest sense of the term—but 
poetry that attains the distinct hollowness Imaginary 
Maps does is not springing to mind for comparison.  
Isolation is the idea here, almost coveted isolation—
isolation that begins as emotional torture, begins as 
unwelcomed interloper, something foist onto someone, 
but that soon becomes skin, central to self-identity.  The 
isolation in the work speaks to an acceptance of 
subjectivity, rather than a writhing to avoid it.  And this 
leads to the resonance.  
 
DE:  What greater compliment could a poet 
hope for than being told you can‟t think of any other 
poetry to compare it to? To let the cat out of the bag, 
the trigger for the approach you‟re talking about doesn‟t 
come from poetry as much as the world of novels, 
specifically the world of Conrad, Chandler and Ballard. 
Those three guys have made a massive impression on 
me, and one thing they all have in common might relate 
to that „distinct hollowness‟ you mention: they all 
frequently have protagonists of flattened affect, whose 
„take‟ on things is expressed through the metaphoric 
weight of the guy‟s physical environments, the images 
that surround him. A character‟s breakdown is inferred 
through the oppressive geometry of the room that 
encloses him, or a sun-bleached sidewalk, or a twisted 
tree branch. Instead of „zooming in‟ when they get to 
the „spill your guts, tell us how you‟re feeling‟ moment, 
they zoom Out, and give us a fresh metaphoric image 
for the character‟s loneliness and isolation. So 
something old becomes new, as a familiar feeling is 
evoked in unfamiliar ways. 
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PD: I am familiar with the writers and think you 
articulate the primary effect, the haunt of their work 
quite better than I could.  It‟s evident in your work, to 
me, the affinity to Conrad more so than the others, 
because I think Conrad had the ability to zoom out even 
as he zooms in (like the actual cinematic film technique 
pioneered by Hitchcock in Vertigo and later refined and 
made more subtle by Spielberg in Jaws) to not have to 
step away from the intricacies of the inner workings of 
the souls he desiccates while he distances the readers to 
show the forlorn isolation the personal event is 
happening in.  Ballard, to me, perhaps mostly because of 
nothing more than the time period in which he wrote, 
employs a technique more akin to showing „inside‟ then 
throwing up a wall, thrusting „outside‟ on top, letting a 
reader be keenly aware that what they were a moment 
ago witnessing is still happening—the horror he 
suggests is that a superficial barrier is all it takes for 
individuals to become detached from the humanity of 
the world that surrounds them.  To another point, and 
more as an aside, I also find the majority of my 
influence, when working in one form, to originate in 
another—as you say, you are working on poetry but 
find ideals you explore in prose novels.  I most often 
will utilize music—individual piece or collection of 
pieces—and the terms and avenues of thought these 
indicate when working on novels, when I work on 
poetry and find myself thinking on it, terms and ideas 
cinematic take firmer hold.  I‟ve always felt an odd duck 
about this, as there is an intensity to a lot of artists I‟ve 
come across that if one is to write a novel, one should 
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study or draw from The Novel, likewise with poetry or 
film or theatre.  I find this a bad idea, the last thing that 
should be done.  There is some mechanism in knowing 
one is going to write poetry that, to my way of thinking, 
is not functioning properly if the individual has an 
intense desire to study other poetry.  In fact, if one was 
really in to poetry and wanted to write, I‟d council them 
toward working on a novel or learning an instrument, 
anything but to have them set down poetry built from 
poetry.  
  
 
DE: That‟s one thing Spielberg got right: don‟t 
show the shark! If Jaws had been 90 minutes of a shark 
ripping swimmers limb from limb, it would have 
bombed. The image of the girl treading water a hundred 
metres out, and suddenly, she‟s just gone—THAT‟S 
what gives you nightmares. And yeah, if you‟re writing 
about something intense, you can‟t beat someone over 
the head with it, as soon as you drop the hint once, 
people get it. Then it‟s time to zoom out and start 
describing the vegetation, the jungle sounds, if you‟re 
Conrad, or the way the neon bounces off a rusted 
fender, if you‟re Ballard, or whatever. Again, that‟s 
where the art comes in: finding a fresh way to make 
your point.  You mention Vertigo. Sure. If you‟re using 
film and you want to hit the „loneliness‟ button, just put 
the camera on a guy and start zooming out, leaving the 
guy standing there (for more of that action, check out 
Blow-Up and The Passenger). It‟s all about inventing 
your own vocabulary, finding ways to convey a whole 
lot of information without holding my hand and just 
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„telling‟ it to me. Vertigo does that well with the spatial 
relationships between the characters, even the colours. 
 
PD: Good film selections, we should have 
another chat just about cinema—if I‟d known you were 
going to drop The Passenger on me, I‟d have at least 
picked Duel as my Spielberg reference, you‟re trying to 
make me look like a child, here.  Also, here I get a 
different slant on what you mean by „fresh‟, I think.  At 
first, I thought there was something paradoxical in your 
citing an example, suggesting a prior method when 
speaking in terms of „freshness‟ but now I seem to see 
you‟re driving at a „Ginsberg wore a beard when 
everyone went shaven, shaved when everyone wore a 
beard‟, thing.  Because I am in agreement, fierce 
agreement—even while standing by earlier statements—
that there is a need to consciously avoid what I am 
going to call „obvious contemporary influence‟.  If 
Conrad was writing at the moment, I‟d be damned if I‟d 
do anything like him, you know?  Just on principle.  
Being able to hold him at a distance, I don‟t feel even a 
directly considered grift from what I consider his style 
as dreadful as it would be to read Martha Cooley and 
suddenly want to write in her measure. 
 
DE: Duel is great, isn‟t it? Besides „Don‟t show 
the shark!‟ the other thing Spielberg got right is: when 
you‟re dealing with primal dread, don‟t show it, don‟t 
name it. Who is driving the truck? No idea. Why is he 
chasing Dennis Weaver? No idea. That’s why it‟s great. 
If those questions had been answered, Duel would have 
been just another movie-of-the-week, no more haunting 



Predicate (dialogues with Pablo D’Stair) 
 
 
 

194 

than Beyond the Poseidon Adventure, or whatever. To 
repeat myself, when you‟re dealing with the big life and 
death themes that everybody can on some level intuit 
even if they can‟t speak articulately about them, just 
present the question, don‟t answer it, because any 
answer you provide will be unsatisfying. The great 
works of art leave you with questions, not answers. Why 
does Michael Corleone damn himself and trigger the 
process of turning into his father by shooting Solozzo 
and McKluskey, when all the time he‟s been saying he 
wants to have nothing to do with his father‟s world? 
What made Iago so rotten? Why does Othello believe 
Iago instead of Desdemona? The only thing that 
prevents Citizen Kane from being genuine tragedy is 
„rosebud,‟ the lame-o, wholly unsatisfying „explanation‟ 
for a man‟s life. I‟m not sure I get your point about 
Conrad. It depends on what you mean by writing „like‟ 
him. I think we should try to write „like‟ Conrad in the 
sense of trying our hardest to accurately record reality as 
we see it. And since you mentioned him—Joseph 
Conrad, like few others, really demonstrates what 
imaginary maps i.e. fictions are for: they can convey 
truths that couldn‟t be effectively transmitted in any 
other way.  Remember all those glowing reports that 
came back from the „embedded‟ journalists during the 
early days of the Iraq War? Did you ever think „I‟m glad 
you‟re enjoying your little joy ride in that M1 tank, but I 
wonder what it‟s really like to be an average Joe in Tikrit 
or Mosul, running a shop and feeding a family while 
living under a tyrant, or living in a war zone.‟ But that 
kind of information just can‟t fit into a nightly newscast. 
Last year I was in Africa, and the most crucial and 
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interesting discoveries are things that just wouldn‟t fit 
into a professional travel writer‟s 750-word puff piece 
for the weekend paper. If you want the truth about the 
map‟s far-flung places, stay up all night drinking with an 
aid worker, or with a journalist as he tells you all the 
stories that couldn‟t be shoehorned into the daily news 
feed. The great thing about Conrad is that through 
fiction, he was able to play with a canvas big enough to 
fit in all these true little moments that couldn‟t get 
delivered any other way. People knock him for being a 
„slow read‟ but that‟s the whole point of the project: 
taking the time to document all the human detritus by 
the side of the road, the local grotesques—what a 
master of the „big picture‟ and also of zooming in for 
the close-up, unparalleled at showing how the veneer of 
civilization (macrocosm) and civility (microcosm) has a 
tendency to fray around the edges. His imaginary maps 
of real places contained more truth than the mere „facts‟ 
ever could.  
 
PD:   I nothing but agree with you about Conrad, 
we should invite him over for a chat.  I‟m going to 
redirect back to you, though, because too much 
mention of Conrad, we‟re going to feel odd talking 
about our own work—me because I‟m too arrogant, 
you because you seem a bit too earnestly humble.  
Somewhere I mentioned not counseling poetry fans 
toward writing poetry, but toward writing novels or 
learning the piano. 
 
DE: Yeah, poetry by a poet whose inspiration 
comes solely from poetry tends to be a very dreary 
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affair. Worse still are poems about other poems/poets. 
It‟s a problem: so much of today‟s poetry is dull. Not 
incompetent, not dumb, but boring. So much so that it 
becomes expected, and if it isn‟t boring, if there‟s 
humour or pop culture references, it‟s immediately 
suspect. And I think a big part of what people react to 
with my stuff, negatively or positively, is that there is an 
odd mixed bag of influences in there: comics, b-movies, 
rock music—although there is certainly a long list of 
poems that have inspired me for years, and I must stress 
it‟s also important to know the history and craft of 
poetry, it would be an insult to the reader not to.  
  
PD: Well, you can no doubt see my 
disagreement on that last point.  I don‟t think it‟s out-
and-out wrong to be aware of some history of poetry, or 
to be aware of anything for that matter—it‟s defeating 
to purposefully not expose oneself to things, I‟m just 
against a methodical exposure, I value random chance, 
fetishize it even—but the same way you wonder if a life 
can ever be rendered, I wonder what of history, 
especially of something as vast as artistic craft—
something born of the same mystery, perpetually, 
historically or five minutes form now—can be known.  
Do you feel you can know the craft without crafting, 
first and foremost?  Not to just be silly with pointing 
out at some point there was no history to look back on, 
but I cannot escape the truth of that.  If you have an 
idea, something to express, do you truly think not 
versing yourself in history has anything to do with a 
reader?  Or, to put myself I hope more clearly, do you 
assume your audience to be versed, particularly, in 



Darrell Epp: …our labour to give and 
our labour is not required… 

 
 

197 

history?  Where would the insult be springing from?  To 
me, misinterpretation is not only unavoidable but part 
of thing, so this „insulted audience‟—if it comes from 
someone being irked that they read in your work a lack 
of understanding of what the Symbolist movement was 
about or whatever—what can really be made of that?    
 
DE: Well, let‟s see if I can make this any clearer. 
You ask if one can know the craft without crafting. On 
the one hand, certainly you can know a lot about the art 
of film without ever having made a film yourself. On 
the other hand, sure, practical knowledge is the best 
kind. People learn most effectively by doing. And 
nothing has increased my appreciation for great poetry 
more than trying to create some myself. You seem to be 
polarizing the two options in a more extreme way than 
is necessary. I think it‟s reasonable to expect a film-
maker to have studied the history and craft of his art 
form at least as much as I have, if he‟s going to ask me 
to pay for a ticket to his movie. That doesn‟t sound that 
controversial to me. Haven‟t you ever seen a movie that 
was so shoddy you felt insulted? On the other end of 
the pendulum swing is the guy who insists that the art 
have a slaving devotion to/obsession with the past 
masters, and a poetry project that doesn‟t contain 
winking tips of the hat to the Symbolists or whoever 
just isn‟t high-brow enough for them. And that‟s silly 
too. Buddy, I‟ve seen all sorts of poetry books like that, 
where you can‟t „get‟ it unless you‟ve read Catullus in the 
original Latin, or whatever. Instead of reaching for the 
primal, the universal, the stuff becomes insular and in-
jokey, capable of being enjoyed only by other like-
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minded poetry PhD‟s. If it leaves the reader cold, the 
writer smugly concludes that the reader just isn‟t on the 
ball enough to get it. That‟s an insult too, of a different 
sort. 
 
PD: Sure.  I get the inertia of what you‟re saying, 
yes.  But it could be looked at—this „in-jokey thing‟—as 
not so much a way of being superior, but a way of 
insulating.  It isn‟t exactly on the same topic, but seems 
connected to a notion in your work I mentioned 
before—that the voice does somewhat want to „be 
away‟ and takes pains, in life, to keep itself away.  
Perhaps artists creating art, at times, infuse these 
trappings to cordon themselves off more so than to feel 
haughty.  The, I believe I called it, „coveted isolation‟ of 
your characters doesn‟t have a haughtiness to it, though 
it does make them static from quite a bit of the rest of 
the world. 
 
DE: „Coveted isolation.‟ It‟s almost creepy that 
you can know me so well from reading my book! Yes, I 
do love being alone, and I guess it has become a part of 
my identity. Just in practical terms, I can‟t see how I 
could be a productive poet while also doing double duty 
as an extroverted life of the party type of guy. 
  
PD: Oh absolutely, I think I see it because it‟s 
how I am, how I understand the world.  There‟s 
something altogether fishy about, as you put it, an artist 
(poet) doing double duty as a socially inclined individual.  
Certainly there are gradations, which is why I say 
„coveted‟—as long as there is this desire to distance, to 
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stay hidden, to exist more in artistic output things are 
going alright.  It‟s a desire for isolation, almost an 
emotion on it‟s own.  Oftentimes an individual may be 
the key thing keeping themselves from what they covet, 
which could cause a deliriously wonderful tension, but 
that isolation has to be the desire.  While one may want 
to show their work to others when it‟s done, in some 
form or another, no artist really creates because they 
want to show it everyone else.  It‟s like if another arm 
grew out of side—you‟d show it to people for many 
reasons, hide it from others for just as many reasons, 
but you didn‟t grow it because you wanted to have 
something to discuss or something to avoid. 
  
DE: I dunno. I write because it‟s pleasurable, 
satisfying, and I‟ve somehow convinced myself it‟s 
important. That‟s just me, and it is a rather modern 
viewpoint that would sound ridiculous to gentlemen of 
days gone by. Samuel Johnson: „No one but a blockhead 
ever wrote, except for money.‟  
  
PD: I can‟t say I disagree with old Sam 
Johnson‟s quote, except that I know he probably isn‟t 
meaning it in support of the blockhead, while I tend to 
read it that way.  Pleasurable, satisfying, and important 
are wonderful things to call it—blockhead things, the 
most important things of all.  Literature won‟t get us 
anywhere—it‟ll keep us what and where we are.  That‟s 
what we‟re expressing, that is what we are trying to 
preserve.  It is not at all surprising that commodity 
writing takes so much of the focus—I wonder if there 
are many readers out there who take a particular thrill in 
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the hunt, anymore, in seeking out a thing to read merely 
because it is something that no one else has come by.  
Commerce, I must say, has surrounded some very fine 
artists, but only by chance.  You aren‟t really a reader, 
are you, until you‟ve actively, for no reason at all, sought 
out something utterly unknown, and kept on doing so 
until you found something you adore.  I am glad, for 
myself, that the best art is still the most difficult to find, 
that it will always remain true that as fucking wonderful 
as everything that can be found is, there is the stuff that 
hasn‟t been found that equals it, that trumps it.  You‟ve 
brought up Conrad, Bergman, Kafka—the world would 
be so different without them, one is tempted to say, but 
also must remember that No, it wouldn‟t.  There was 
brilliance before all brilliance, around it, under it—some 
things float to general attention, most things don‟t.  If 
that changes, something has really gone rotten. 
  
DE: Well, that‟s the big final jeopardy question, 
isn‟t it? Am I a blockhead, or aren‟t I? I can‟t pretend to 
be unbiased. Since I don‟t want to think of myself as a 
blockhead, of course I‟m going to reflexively make the 
case for literature‟s intrinsic value. And since I can‟t be 
objective about the question, maybe I should just skip it. 
You mention commerce. Even Antonioni had a „hit,‟ 
with Blow-Up. I‟m sure it surprised him as much as 
anybody else, and yet it‟s as pure an Antonioni film as 
any of the others. Rembrandt got rich on crowd-
pleasing celebrity portraits; the haunting later 
masterworks that ensure his status as arguably the 
greatest painter ever, were critical and commercial 
failures that bankrupted him. Moby Dick bombed so 
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bad Melville never recovered, spending those long 
decades as a clerk, haunted by his youthful successes—
grim business! As to your final thoughts there, yes, I am 
grateful to live in a world that contains Conrad, Welles, 
Goya, Rembrandt, Chaplin, Jack Kirby, King Kong, 
Aeschylus, Tolstoy, Chekhov—I‟m grateful for a lot of 
things.   
 
PD:  Oh, I know it.  So am I.  I was 
reinforcing subjectivity, again.  I was just positing that if 
Kirby weren‟t ever born, some other „Kirby‟ would have 
been, things would have gone on, wound up the same.  
We have Kirby, so we cannot imagine it.  This is 
something that strikes me as powerful in your verse—
the struggle between objective reality and wanting reality 
subjective.  As I said before, this leads to the resonance 
in much of this collection. 
 
DE: Hopefully, what leads to any sort of 
resonance is hard work on my part. Make no mistake, 
emotion is a part of human life the poet greedily makes 
use of, but this project is not just about „Darrell talking 
about his feelings‟ even if that is an obvious starting 
point. Hopefully, you run with it, come up with your 
own personal bag of symbols, your own private 
mythology, so it becomes art, not just a rant or a diary 
entry. Like, watch this.:  
  
Man of the Year 

  

„The Two Faces of Superman!‟ Superman #137, May 1960 

  

our bloody superman  
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takes a bow,  

peeps on the hotties  

with his x-ray vision. 

  

hard to smile, 

kryptonite  

could be  

anywhere. he 

found a cure  

for aging, squeezed 

coal into diamonds, 

pretended it didn‟t 

hurt when we forgot 

to say thank you. 

  

the nerd in the howdy 

doody mask yelling  

been there done that. 

  

confusing dreams 

of alien life forms. 

  

the motiveless hate  

of the super-villains. 

  

snowballing echoes in  

his bachelor apartment. 

  
If Darrell writes a poem about how he feels lonely or 
alienated, that‟s just lame, nobody would want to read 
that. If you instead map those feelings onto Superman, 
the poem at the very least has the asset of novelty on its 
side, by making you think about something you haven‟t 
thought about before. „Hey yeah, Superman Is an alien, 
he will never be able to meet someone who really 
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understands him...‟ That‟s fun, and maybe on some 
other level, the reader thinks about the same dynamic 
playing out in the reader‟s daily life. „Hey, I know how 
Superman feels. Hey, that guy on the bus, I wonder if 
that‟s how he feels...‟ So the fun part is trying to find 
fresh ways to say what you gotta say, thinking of fresh 
images, and then issues re: craft. Like, how can the line 
breaks help to make the idea clearer, things like that. 
  
PD: Building from what you say—because I 
think what you say and how you render it is true—in 
this I find one of the interesting stresses, the principia of 
artistry.  In what you say, an artist recognizes some 
limitation, some banality on their own part, something 
they do indeed want to share because it is a banality they 
recognize in others, as some integral component of life. 
Now, your artist distances themselves form it, takes a 
known icon and assigns to it, never says implicitly „Hey, 
what if you were Superman, eh?‟  The other side is an 
artist who likewise wants to explore the unremarked and 
unremarkable things in themselves, but does so by 
making a kind of knife out of them, blatantly laying out 
their very banal nature and then indicating, often meekly 
or else brashly but with morbid sense of futility, an 
alignment to higher things, to more profound things—
to poetry, in fact, more akin to the kind your artist 
describes.  I want to clarify that I mean by the second 
artist someone who would render Prufrock rather than 
Superman, and show the lonely humility, the humility 
that wants to be arrogance, of a man awash in his own 
nothing by aligning this man, in his own voice, to 
Hamlet, but then just as quickly admitting he‟s Hamlet-
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by-way-of-Polonius, at best, by invoking Lazarus, by 
invoking almost mytho-historic ideas, things so 
removed from individuals they are central to them. 
  
DE: Well, it is one of the true paradoxes of 
writing that the more specific you get the more universal 
it becomes. You could be writing about a yak herder, 
and as long as it‟s done well, and accurately gets across 
the guy‟s POV, someone with a completely different life 
will be able to plug into it.  I think Oscar Wilde said 
something to the effect that the artist‟s job is to make 
you look at something a second time, and I think that‟s 
quite true. We all have days full of these banal details, 
but the artist holds them up, shines a new light on them. 
As to the Prufrock/Hamilet/Lazarus thing, sure, there‟s 
more than one way to skin a cat. Whatever works is the 
right way to go. You can talk about Man vs. God by 
writing Moby Dick; you can plug into a bigger battery 
by co-opting universal struggles or types, ideas that do 
seem removed from the individual‟s daily life but are, in 
fact, crucial to it. 
  
PD: I‟m going to—since you‟ve so eloquently 
rolled out the nicest set-up possible for me—ask you 
one of my favorite questions, bear with me while I 
preamble—You speak of Moby Dick in terms of Man 
vs. God—it can be spoken of in terms of a lot of things 
like that, all true, because it is quaking literature.  But, to 
me, it seems that the finest literature, for all of the other 
things it „can be looked at as‟ works just as well if looked 
at blatantly superficially.  If Moby Dick was just about 
what it was about, superficially, if read just for the story 
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of a single man and what went down with him, do you 
think it is lost to its profundity, its value?  What you say 
about the yak herder I think is inarguable, but I think 
that a literature can exist, removed by culture and 
custom and detail, so much that it‟s very foreignness, it‟s 
very lack of „universality‟ is what gives it its power.  
There is something you remarked that to not study the 
history of poetry would be an insult to the reader, but 
do you not think it is somewhat of an insult to the 
author—the yak herder, were he to write of his life in 
some literature—to assume connection, to suggest he is 
desiring understanding you are even capable of giving?  
I would like your remarks on the preamble, of course, 
but my favorite question is „What is it that is valued in 
universal connection more than universal 
disconnection?  Why do people read a literature thinking 
to find commonality, as opposed to wanting to find 
something vastly foreign, burdensome in its inability to 
be empathized with?‟   
 
DE: A person can read Moby Dick on all these 
deep, profound levels, or one can read it on the straight 
surface level. Both approaches are eminently fair: by 
putting the book out there, you are allowing it to be 
read any which way by anybody. That‟s how the game is 
played: one guy writes one book, and then millions of 
other people say „Moby Dick is about this.‟ „No, it‟s 
about that.‟ If someone has an interpretation of 
Imaginary Maps that‟s different than my own, I‟m not 
going to argue with the guy, because it‟s not mine 
anymore, it‟s out there in the world, and can be anything 
to anybody. That‟s what art is: something that can mean 
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something different to different people. If you write 
something that has only one possible meaning/message, 
that‟s not literature, that‟s another form of writing called 
propaganda. Then you talk about the desires of our 
hypothetical yak herder. I‟m not saying that the yak 
herder takes up his pen in the mad hope that someone 
out there will read his thoughts and truly understand 
him and like him they‟ll have this mystical connection 
and he‟ll know that he‟s special just like his mommy 
always told him—again, that‟s a very modern notion. 
Ask a great artist why he started making art and you‟ll 
probably get a blank look. It seems to have more in 
common with compulsion than a rational plan like „I‟ll 
have Shreddies instead of Cheerios today.‟ He makes his 
art, and if all goes well, a reader will read it and feel 
some sort of connection with the material. It‟s an 
important thing, to be sure, but hard to talk about. As to 
your favourite question—it‟s actually two questions, 
isn‟t it? Why is connection more valuable than 
disconnection? Look, all the evidence suggests that man 
was making art just as soon as he had the brain pan for 
it. However you want to parse it, the presence of artistic 
expression in every human community in every time 
does suggest is serves some primary human need. And 
one human need is the need for a sense of community, 
belonging, and good art can make one feel less alone. 
There‟s also its value as a pedagogic tool, its ability to 
edify, instruct, help us contemplate the meaning of 
things. It also gives people pleasure and relief from the 
nasty and brutish side of life. I can‟t give you the sort of 
answer you‟re looking for in the second question, 
because I think your use of „as opposed to‟ unhelpfully 
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creates a false dichotomy.  You can get something 
common and foreign at the same time, if you‟re lucky. 
For example, on a much loftier plane, I can read 1st and 
2nd Samuel and learn a bit about life in Palestine 3000 
years ago, an experience completely foreign to my 
experience in 21st century Canada. Now if someone was 
to say „Why study the lives of primitive Bronze Age 
tribesmen, when we‟re modern guys? How is it 
relevant?‟ I‟d say precisely because human nature, the 
laws of cause and effect, the laws of hubris and nemesis, 
don‟t change! So these old stories from vastly foreign 
cultures have something to say to anybody who will 
listen. The world of War and Peace is „foreign‟ to me, 
but I find so much „commonality‟ with its characters 
because the struggles they go through are timeless, and 
instantly recognizable to anybody, anywhere, any time. 
 
 
PD: I very much see these feelings of the 
changelessness of human nature and the need to at once 
specify time and place while connecting to the personal 
and universal in your work. Even quick yelps of blatant 
humanity—such as the brief poem Fragment in your 
collection, which in itself is reminiscent of the lovelorn, 
but acceptingly lovelorn tone, of much of Lou Reed‟s 
lyric verse—for all of their distress seem to be pointing 
to this humanity and distress more as a cultural object to 
display, rather than something to weep into a 
companion‟s shoulder.   
 
DE: Very nice to see you mention Lou Reed. 
When I became serious about poetry, of course lyrics 
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like „Legendary Hearts,‟ „Street Hassle‟ and „Berlin‟ were 
high water marks for me. 
  
PD: I mention Lou Reed any time I can.  Maybe 
if I mention him enough times, he‟ll learn I exist and 
invite me over for a drink or something.  Though of 
course that is not the primary reason I brought him up, 
nor the primary reason I would also say in the most 
guarded parts of your work, in moments that seem to 
want to be raw screams but that at the last moment hold 
their hands over their mouth, there is much of Nick 
Cave—particularly his album And No More Shall We 
Part (and interestingly enough, an album that I insist has 
a clear, distinct, even linear storyline built to songs that 
seem to deny that they do). 
  
DE: I don‟t have many „Gee, I wish I‟d written 
that‟ moments these days, but that‟s what I think every 
time I hear Cave‟s „The Mercy Seat.‟ 
  
PD: I have a lot of such moments, myself—and 
a high percentage of them directly to do with that fucker 
Cave.   
 
tears are welling in my eyes again  

I need twenty big buckets to catch them in  

twenty pretty girls to carry them down  

twenty deep holes to bury them in  

 
What an asshole, right?  Where does he get off writing 
that instead of me? 
 
DE: Yeah, he‟s got more than his fair share of 
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flashy moments, but he‟s also really strong when he 
goes with the more direct, unadorned approach. 
„Brompton Oratory‟: a cascade of beguilingly-simple 
lines that have such a powerful cumulative affect. I 
guess he‟s an easy guy to be jealous of—he even got to 
write a cowboy movie! 
 
PD: Fuck yeah he did.  The Proposition—Christ 
that‟s a piece of art, bracing, irrevocably affecting.  But 
again, let‟s not get caught up about Cave and Reed, we 
have to remember ourselves, here. I strip Fragment out 
of the collection for mention because even its form 
within the context of the larger work reinforces its 
fetish-ized longing, it‟s kinky loneliness.  
 
DE: Sure. It‟s a fine line: when does the guy‟s 
longing for what‟s lost move from being romantic to 
being creepy? How much is too much? Is the fetishistic 
longing now a crutch that, in his weakness, the guy is 
using to protect himself from future hurts? Why do so 
many people „live in the past‟? Because it‟s so easy. It‟s a 
lot harder to live in the present, deal with obstacles and 
keep on trucking, than it is to pointlessly mourn 
something/someone that‟s never coming back. This, 
and some of your other points, seem to me to be in 
Marcel Proust territory. Like, do you want it only 
because you can‟t have it? If you actually had it, would 
you get bored of it in 10 seconds, like the kid who gets 
the toy he‟s been begging for, but soon finds it‟s more 
fun to play with the cardboard box it came in. Did you 
ever want something, get it, and feel strangely let down, 
like it was better when you wanted it, and it couldn‟t live 
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up to your Idea of it? Did you ever appreciate a person 
only after she was gone? The guy in the book is like 
that, and it‟s a rather silly game he‟s playing. He‟s getting 
a lot of mileage out of missing someone, but don‟t you 
start to get the idea that, if she came back, she‟d be 
getting on his nerves within a day, he‟d be remembering 
all the little things she did that bugged him? I‟m afraid 
he likes the Idea of missing her more than he actually 
misses her, likes the Idea of her more than he actually 
likes her reality.  
  
PD: Oh, indeed, I think (and found it one of the 
palpably eerie aspects of the piece) that whoever has lost 
something in your work seems almost afraid—fearful in 
a pure and intrinsically superstitious way—that if they 
open their mouth and name what that is, they might 
actually get it back.  There is a real tension there.  
Especially because, in fact, the voice of your work is so 
in love with being away that it might want to test the 
reality of its „awayness‟—some one of these people 
longing for a former lover, for example, might just 
become assured enough in their removal that they 
would take up the telephone, give the woman a call, so 
certain they would be seen as a broken, weird, creepy 
husk only to find that the woman finds their longing 
romantic, falls in love with them for their seeming depth 
of love-for-her, not realizing the love is actually for the 
loss-of-her.  It‟s a marvelous, and very real, danger of 
thought and sentiment having to admit there is an actual 
world, not just a series of glimpses and icons and 
moments-past to reassemble. 
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DE: Tension? You got that right. To be blunt, 
the guy‟s probably taking a „have your cake and eat it 
too‟ approach: it‟s easy to beg her to come back when 
he knows she isn‟t coming back. If he actually got the 
girl, two days later he‟d be complaining about all her 
little annoying habits that had driven him nuts the last 
time around. For a girl to hold his attention, all she has 
to do is Stay Away.  Then, he can safely dream about 
how perfect she is, and write love poetry to a girl who 
he never even truly knew. Having to deal with someone 
who‟s actually there is a lot less „romantic‟ than 
fetishizing a memory. He likes it better this way. 
Perpetually wanting something that he knows will never 
come, and that‟s fine because it would probably 
disappoint him anyhow. Goethe wrote 
  
love is an ideal thing, 

marriage is a real thing. 

a confusion of the real with  

the ideal never goes unpunished  

  
PD: That Goethe.  It‟s much like Thomas Mann 
out of, I think, Tonio Kruger.  „He who loves more is 
the weaker, and therefore must suffer‟ or something like 
that.  In the case of your work, a kind of masochism 
enters in, robs this of its pithiness.  I admit though, that 
a real allure to how you shape your poetics comes from 
wondering if the whole thing had been a crafted desire 
with this fellow—or several of these fellows.  There‟s 
much weight to suggest even the initial love affair was a 
creation of kinds, a raw material—he clapped to 
someone he never had genuine feelings for, to all the 
better turn them into Object, into definitive „rejector‟—
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or, perhaps more correctly and more to the core of the 
specific humanity you get at, he did his „artistic best‟ to 
fall in love with someone due to their very characteristic 
of not loving him, or not being likely to love him—
some of these people you write are fudging the „risk 
factor‟ they need to be as assured of their „unloved‟ 
nature as possible before risking the „please come back 
to me‟ line.  Genuine Romance would rob them of their 
so meticulously Built Romance—meticulous in the 
traditional sense, obsessive and birthed of fear.  Nothing 
in many of these identities you set to paper has, it 
seems, true origin outside of the individual—they like to 
speak in terms of things as though there are Ideals, but I 
think the undercurrent of passionate distrust is that even 
ideals aren‟t good enough for them, or aren‟t desired 
anyway.  This is verse of individuals wanting to ingest 
the world, let it dissolve in them, have meaning only as a 
component they chose to take in.  
 
DE: I always believe that however much the 
people beg the magician to explain how the trick is 
done, deep down inside, they don‟t really want to know, 
so I‟m going to leave some of that stuff alone. Of 
course, it‟s extremely gratifying to see that my work has 
triggered so much thought for you, but I‟m not going to 
confirm your suspicions as to whether you‟re on the 
right track or not. I really think there are some times 
when the writer has to step back and let the 
conversation be take over by the readers, the critics. I 
mean, the book‟s talking about things like love and loss 
and meaning. I tried to tackle these issues as well as I 
could, and am kind of hesitant now to second-guess my 
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own best thoughts on the matter. Romance, obsession, 
identity, fear and that all sounds like great raw material 
for another poem, but not the sort of thing I can talk 
rationally about right now.  
  
PD: Fair enough, and a fine answer even if it 
were unfair.  Expressions quite similar to Fragment 
appear throughout the collection, but always coolly 
tucked inside the context of other expression, always 
coupled with intriguing remarks about lifeless 
surroundings.  
 
DE:  Again, for more of this effect you mention, 
see Conrad and Ballard. 
 
PD: I would go as far as to say that there is to 
this verse something of the suggestion that emotion—
especially painful emotion built from hurt, regret, loss, 
or want—is something precious, to be snatched up and 
scurried away with, a little bauble that becomes more 
beautiful the older and grubbier it becomes.  
 
DE:  I‟m sure the guy in the poems would agree 
with that sentiment. Instead of „emotions,‟ I‟d say 
„thoughts, memories, ideas.‟ But yeah, I can picture the 
guy in book running down main street while his heart is 
breaking in the most apocalyptic manner, watching all 
the drones passing him by, and wanting to scream „How 
can you not notice what‟s happening? How can you just 
sleepwalk through your lives, not even notice what‟s 
happening, letting seconds slip away unnoticed? Why 
aren‟t you paying close attention to your own lives?‟ 
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Myself, I‟m feeling much calmer these days, thanks for 
asking. 
  
PD: That or a world surrounding him in which 
everyone is behaving that way (running down the street 
screaming etc.), eyes willfully darting from every attempt 
at contact, and him wanting to touch someone on the 
shoulder and explain to them that even though they are 
afraid or whatever, he‟s more afraid, he has something 
to fear that they don‟t.  There is this need, like a pulse as 
strong as in the chest in every fingertip to how there 
needs to be constant ways for your people to get away 
from other people.  They have to have something that is 
their own—„their own‟ is the most profound thing, 
where they find meaning and for you—because I think 
you have a very unique cut to your work—this is just 
the beginning, there adds into it a somewhat paradoxical 
element of they cannot let themselves become happy in 
their isolation, they can‟t let themselves defeat 
themselves by having anything fulfilled, even being 
alone—the whole world always needs to be an 
interloper, even when the world is listening, it can‟t be 
understanding, just the listening to them say how much 
they understand.  If that makes sense. 
  
DE: I love the image of the wild guy in the 
streets babbling on to strangers, it makes me think of 
Coleridge‟s Ancient Mariner, compelled to talk, the 
wedding guest compelled to listen. The kind of art I like 
really feels like a soul‟s howl, like the guy‟s grabbing a 
stranger on the street and saying „Hey, the weirdest 
thing just happened to me and if I don‟t tell it to you I 
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know I‟ll just die, do you ever feel that way, or is it just 
me?‟ And one of the big consolations of Art is: you can 
have conversations with other minds, and with the 
greatest minds that have ever lived. If I want to know 
what Tolstoy thought of the battle of Austerlitz, I can 
reach out my arm to this bookshelf and he‟ll tell me. I 
can write a poem in a basement near the western shore 
of Lake Ontario, and two years later some guy in 
Massachusetts says „I get it‟. Art is a most pure and 
profound sort of communication.  
  
PD: Indeed.  Art is that.  Much of this though, I 
think must have to do with the, as I‟ve somewhat called 
it earlier, „monologue quality‟ of it.  Speaking with the 
great minds is possible, but only in that way you might 
get caught up „talking to someone‟ who goes on and on, 
but no matter what question you ask or observation you 
might interject, just nods and goes on with what they 
were going to say, regardless of your being there (you 
can feel free to make a glib remark about me here, if you 
must).  I like that you say „communication‟ because one 
of the profound aspects of communication is that even 
into the void, it is communication, even a scream into 
hands clamped over face is meant to be heard, burnt 
letter are meant to be read.  Reciprocal communication 
is not always the thing with art, it is monologue begets 
monologue—as it comes to one piece of art and 
another.  And it is my firm principle that two artists 
talking to each other, even about their work, is little to 
do with their work.  There is a special truth to the 
communication, the permanence of the communication, 
of literature.  Even as hope of understanding it 
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dwindles, even as you know there has been such a 
garble—the hieroglyphs, I don‟t know what the fuck 
they mean, the missing pages of the manuscript…they 
probably were important, you know?—that even if it is 
insane to say „you understand‟, it is impossible to escape 
the reality of the communication.  It‟s right there.  Even 
futile and unregarded, it‟s right there. 
 
DE: A monologue can be communication, too, 
as long as the listener‟s receptive. Remember the 
journalist who asked Mother Teresa what she says when 
she prayed. She said „Nothing. I listen.‟ The journalist 
said „Um, okay. Well, what does God say?‟ And she 
smiled and said „Nothing. He listens.‟ And yes, people 
have a burning desire to communicate, to be 
understood. Again, hence the presence of art in any 
human community.  Against all the odds, despite all the 
well-meaning relatives telling you to grow up and get a 
real job, the scream must find a mouth.  
 
PD: There is a suggestion that to the people of 
your verse, not only is loss the same as attainment, but a 
kind of violent insistence that one‟s loss be the only 
loss, one‟s heartbreak the only heartbreak—nothing in 
the „character‟ of the verse suggests any terror at being 
dejected, cast off, left alone, but screams with profound 
anger at the very notion that there are other people 
equally as cast of, dejected, abandoned.   
 
DE: An interesting idea, and very Proustian 
again. Sure, the guy is profoundly angry about the way 
people are ignored, discarded and treated like trash 
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unless of course one is a celebrity. And sure, the guy 
feels „no terror‟ re: the bad things that happened to him, 
because he‟s a writer! That‟s the consolation prize: being 
able to always have the last word. The guy can take all 
the crap and filter it through art until a meaning 
emerges, he can even cheat and give every story a happy 
ending if he wants to. Writing your way through can 
really help give events meaning, order structure—so 
much so that Graham Greene once wondered aloud 
how non-writers could possibly make it through the day 
without going crazy. 
  
PD: I wonder that, too—I don‟t trust writers 
who don‟t.  No one in your world would write 
themselves a happy ending, unless they did it 
temporarily, something new to undermine.  They would 
not avoid giving things „meanings‟, but could not give 
things „Meaning‟.  As writers, they have a desire to get 
out of themselves, watch themselves from a distance, 
but just as much as writers, if they could do that, they 
wouldn‟t write about what they saw themselves doing, 
they‟d write about what it was like to be outside of 
themselves, watching themselves—an isolation, indeed.    
  
DE: Not sure what to say to this one, Pablo. 
  
PD: A common reaction, don‟t worry.  No 
better response could have been made.  Cheers.  
Returning to the point that was an attaché to—in your 
verse, alone should be Alone, not a group of people 
who are alone together.  It gets quite vicious in its 
attempt to make the world so quiet, to make the 
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individual be the only crumb, the rest of the world a 
cohesive, unfragmented whole.  Thinking a moment, I 
realize that some verse by Anne Michaels speaks to the 
same things—many of the pieces in her collection The 
Weight Of Oranges.  But while Michaels seems to seek 
for some sublimation, something transcendental, an 
understanding that leads to common bond between 
those who suffer and those who are secure, seems to 
admit to the world being an oscillation, an almost 
profound tick-tock, between the two, your work is less 
warm toward that.  Your work, I further, seems to reject 
it outright—which is where, as I started saying right at 
the beginning of this, the beguiling and underhanded 
trick of the things comes in—and the heartbreak, from 
the point of view of observer, reader, audience—
because as much as the work seems to be about an 
individual (you perhaps, which is kindergarten to say, 
but bear with me for the example—you not only as 
„yourself‟ but as a single set of perceptive remarks, as the 
only one doing the writing and the observing) it at the 
same time seems to be about a different individual every 
page, a different individual struggling for their 
individuality, though not in the „usual way‟, not in some 
superficial „I‟m me and you‟re you‟ way, but rather in a 
„I‟m me and you are everyone else‟ way—a world 
composed of units is ghastly to the voice in your 
creation, but your creation is a world composed of 
units.  
 
DE: I know what you mean. There are times 
when the first-person narrator is, I admit, me, and 
plenty of times when he‟s not. There are times when 
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clearly the „I‟ is a mask, because the narrator is 
describing a fantastic situation, i.e. a werewolf attack, 
and other times when you‟re not sure. Hopefully by the 
end, the reader understands, as you do, that this isn‟t 
just Darrell‟s diary, there‟s a lot more going on here. For 
one, maybe it makes you wonder who the „I‟ is. Did 
Darrell „really‟ do that, or is he just making it up? Is the 
„I‟ in this poem the same guy as the „I‟ in this other 
poem? As the reader wonders about all that, I‟d hope a 
weird sort of intimacy is created, as the reader thinks 
about identity, about how the reader defines his/her 
own identity, until you maybe start viewing the humans 
that surround you in a new way: more sympathy, more 
urgency. 
  
PD: It‟s a risk in all work, especially in my 
opinion poetry, and something that is more profoundly 
upsetting to me all the time—that is, wondering where 
the glance of the reader is falling: is it on the author? is it 
on the work? is it on themselves?  Really, I find there to 
be a trend in readership that wants to use a work more 
as a kind of index to investigate the author, rather than 
to take the work and run with it—rather than turn their 
attentions inward or outward, their attention turns 
nowhere. Sorry for the odd phrasing, not to say the 
author is Nowhere, I just mean the author and „authorial 
intent‟ is not at the heart of what is being expressed by a 
literature.  That is, if someone reads your collection and 
comes away with only „I think Darrell means this, feels 
this, etc.‟ while that might be nice, as an ending point it‟s 
the same as a nothing having happened.  And most of 
the time, this is not the fault of the work—indeed, more 
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finely wrought, imperative literature is sadly reduced to 
only the question „What is the author saying here?‟ 
Rather than dialoguing, it becomes a point-and-name 
monologue.  It becomes a list of „I agrees‟ and „I don‟t 
agrees‟.  This trouble redoubles when the word “I” 
comes into it. 
  
DE: Yeah, well, blame Freud, Pablo. He‟s the 
one who started this whole racket of psycho-analyzing 
the writer by reading his book, making a psychiatric 
diagnosis of Shakespeare by reading Hamlet, or 
whatever. It‟s ridiculous, and also a weirdly 
anachronistic projection. The great artists were Not 
making art so that future generations would know what 
so-and-so was really „like.‟ Up until the modern 
moment, if you‟d ask an artist why he created, he most 
likely would have said his goal was to make an object 
that was beautiful. He would Not have said „I‟m using 
art as a tool to work through my traumatic childhood‟ 
or „I needed the world to know how I feel.‟ You get 
these ridiculous novels where you know the guy is just 
working out the fact that mommy didn‟t hug him 
enough, or whatever. If you had told Shakespeare that 
people would study his plays and wonder what he was 
really like, what his true feelings and opinions were, he 
would have been mortified. He was a guy with a job and 
wanted to do his job well: make you focus on the 
characters as if they‟re real, until they Are real.  
 
PD: I blame so much on Freud—if he read my 
novels, he‟d probably think to himself „This artist‟s 
entire output is just about how he blames me for shit.‟  
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There is something in all art that is revelatory—having 
nothing to do with artist intention—and this is a valid 
and interesting thing to explore through the scope of 
„What is it, this creation of art, despite what an artist 
says?‟  Of course, I‟m more aligned with you, as per 
much contemporary—or even near contemporary—
literature, that much of what I will say used to be 
subtextual, inference-understanding of the artist—them 
unconsciously representing through creation—has been 
taken over by conscious control, actual attempts at 
either rendering truthful self-portrait or even revisionist 
self-portrait through literary creation.  It‟s awkward to 
try to delineate it in someone else‟s work, of course, 
though quite important to go with one‟s own feelings—
for example, that this literature is someone working 
through Daddy Issues or what have you, be this 
„correct‟ or „incorrect‟—and of grave importance to 
know the difference in one‟s own work.  You mention 
that in your collections, certain pieces are fiercely you, 
certain consciously-fictionalized you, certain pieces—to 
your way of looking at things—abstractions, not in 
keeping with sequence. That you keep pulse of this I 
feel is an important part of honesty.  If you, in your own 
work, utterly confused what is conscious expression of 
yourself, literally, with what is created, somewhat-
unconscious-expression-through-an-absolutely-crafted-
identity, everything is a bad mess.  When it comes to 
„making something Beautiful‟ I think this still remains 
the intention, but oddly that word Beautiful has taken 
on such an unnecessarily pleasant connotation.  
Nowadays, to generalize, most people would not think 
of something that isn‟t somehow infused with happiness 
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or some, however out of place, suggestion at sublimated 
happiness as „beautiful‟—if something contains no hint 
of „happy conclusion‟ or is not meant to be pleasant—
superficially pleasant, most importantly—then it is not 
beautiful.  Back to cinema, There Will Be Blood or 
Dogville are beautiful and I think that, though the exact 
term might not be so readily mouthed, the artists were 
creating something beautiful, that was the aim—not 
necessarily to be admired or enjoyed, but interfaced 
with, communicated with, genuinely cutting to that 
which is human.  So, in what you say, a lot of changes in 
terminology have skewed even the intentions of „old 
beauty‟, art has built to a point that subjectivity has been 
so embraced, much deliberate phrase-work has started 
to feel necessary.  I think this is more to do with 
audience, honestly, than with artist.  I think there is—
not to take blame away from Freud, exclusively, the 
bastard—something in that Audience posits itself more 
often in the role of „interlocutor‟ than „receiver of 
output‟ that is, for the most part, an inevitable good.  
It‟s very warped most of the time, but I always think it‟s 
better that an audience take their position, even—and 
perhaps especially—if it‟s a big „fuck you‟ to the 
intentions or sensibilities of the artist.  Maybe it will help 
the divide between Artist and Audience be more easily 
recognized, which I don‟t think of as a bad thing, quite 
the contrary. 
 
DE: First off, that bit where you talk about me 
„keeping pulse‟ of which pieces are more or less me, 
that‟s not that big a deal. I just thought it‟s worth 
warning people not to look too hard to find „the real 
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me‟ in my poems: sometimes I‟m not there. Sure there 
are changes of terminology, and standards do change. 
The final scene in The Wild Bunch, which so appalled 
and nauseated America when first shown, is now 
recognized as something very beautiful. Was the original 
audience too lame and fuddy-duddy to „get it?‟ or, has 
our culture become so debased by decades of pointless 
excessive cinematic bloodletting than even massacring a 
village can now seem sweet and lyrical, even quaint? 
Which audience was right? Again, Rembrandt‟s latter 
works, like Return Of The Prodigal Son, are now 
viewed as the high water marks of classical painting, or, 
simply, the best paintings of all time. At the time, they 
were rejected as being too „radical,‟ „vulgar‟ and „crude‟. 
And I‟m not sure there‟s too much benefit in pondering 
„the audience‟ too much. Sometimes they get it, 
sometimes they don‟t, sometimes they only get it a 
century later. Look at Caravaggio. He‟s now viewed as 
one of the very best, but in the 1800‟s he was almost 
completely unknown, and was only rediscovered a few 
decades into the 20th century. Kierkegaard‟s neighbours 
viewed him pretty much as the village idiot. He 
repeatedly wrote about his assurance that he‟d be 
recognized as a genius decades after his death. For 
better or worse, he was right. I myself am both Artist 
and Audience, and the funny thing is that if someone 
doesn‟t like my book, that‟s water off a duck‟s back, but 
it‟s like a knife in the ribs when I see „the audience‟ isn‟t 
giving a fair shake to an artist I admire. You know, you 
read some great book that didn‟t sell so hot and you 
think „Why do people buy billions of Jackie Collins 
books and ignore this one?‟ It can really bug a person, 
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so I‟ve concluded it‟s best not to think about it too 
much. It‟s fun to think „Wow, isn‟t it interesting how 
many disparate opinions can be spun off from a single 
work of art‟ but don‟t forget, sometimes „the audience‟ 
can truly drop the ball. Look at Joseph Conrad‟s 
Nostromo. The general consensus on that book is „It‟s a 
great novel, one of the very best, with a lousy ending. 
Conrad ran out of steam fifty pages before the ending.‟ 
But what if the general consensus is wrong, what if it 
profoundly misunderstands Conrad‟s intentions? 
Nostromo is a „big picture‟ novel, the fictional history of 
an imaginary country, politics, revolution, all that stuff. 
After all that, the reader is expecting some huge windup, 
but then Conrad does something that a lot of people 
just call a mistake, but is actually quite subversive: he 
zooms in. The book ends by focusing on the character‟s 
interior life and motives, his unhappy love affair. It‟s like 
you‟re watching some epic about D-Day and suddenly 
the director focuses on some inconsequential GI who‟s 
ruminating about his girl back in Podunk, and should he 
really marry her or not? If your interest was mainly in 
military history, you‟d be ticked off, but there‟s 
something true to life about it: political crises come and 
go, but the personal crap remains, and forcefully 
reasserts itself as soon as the shooting stops. One thing 
Conrad‟s putatively „lame‟ ending points out is that yes, 
big political changes are often brought about by 
individuals motivated by  the most personal and private 
reasons, and not the catchy slogans of the campaign 
trail. (This makes you wonder „Is a man‟s 
vanity/pride/the desire to be loved a more powerful 
engine of history than lofty ideals/political theory?) 
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Conrad‟s choice at the end of Nostromo also has a lot 
to do with what I already mentioned: this is one guy 
who grasped that the novel, like nothing else, gave him a 
big enough canvas to cram in every inch of the human 
comedy, and by hook or by crook that‟s what he was 
going to do. What a mistake to read Conrad‟s oblique 
style, so out of step with 21-century soundbyte culture, 
and think „Why is he doing that? I wish he wouldn‟t get 
so distracted and just get on with it.‟ This ain‟t no Tom 
Clancy novel where the whole point is racing to the end 
to see is buddy defuses the bomb in time. With Conard, 
the seeming „digressions‟ are often the point, the 
marginal people and moments that just wouldn‟t have a 
voice otherwise. So you get a good story—and to be 
sure, Conrad has tons of strangely suspenseful 
moments—but you get all of life thrown in as well. Not 
a bad deal. Which is a long-winded way of saying hey, 
sometimes „the audience‟ is just flat-out wrong. In which 
case, screw „em.  
 
PD:  Certainly there is nothing I want to inject on 
so personal and well made a statement.  I will say—
perhaps to your chagrin—around the statement, though, 
that I wonder if you use Conrad to posit your own 
feelings, more than to consider Conrad, not that what 
you say is not the truth—and I very much agree with 
it—but that you necessitate more the conflict of 
audience vs. audience than focus on simply the 
interpretation of the work.  That is, to me, it does seem 
there is a great need in what you drive at to have the 
larger audience as a filter for your „individual audience‟ 
observations—it‟s your subversive streak, perhaps, and 
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it is your want for a kind of isolated and gritty purity of 
expression.  All of which I can as a compliment, in case 
my awkward way with words does not get that through.  
Conrad—which I think could be read „Art‟—is reality, 
to you, one you want preserved, not fragmented and 
pinned up all over the place. 
 
DE: North America‟s full of college classes 
where they‟ll read a great story through all sorts of 
trendy „lenses‟ but they won‟t study the story As A Story, 
which is how the creator originally intended the text to 
be used. You can get a PhD analyzing Conrad through 
the „racism/post-colonialism‟ lens, but you can‟t study 
what actually makes him noteworthy in the first place, 
the artistry and craftsmanship, the characters and the 
stories. Sorry, I‟m ranting. Anyway, we now have a 
culture where people don‟t know how to read in an 
adult meaningful way. They do read a book and 
conclude „This is a bunch of stuff that happened.‟ And 
that‟s about as deep as it goes. If you‟re serious, and 
want your art to operate on multiple levels (as art must, 
if it is to stand the test of time) the search for serious 
readers becomes ever more frustrating.  Occasionally 
someone seems to get it, and that helps. 
  
PD: Ranting is what I want and what I respect 
the most.  Two points you raise here I will refrain from 
ranting on—or will try to refrain—but do want to make 
pointed comments with regard to.  It is true that the 
study of literature at „University level‟, so to speak,  
through the PhD lens can—not always does, but can—
overlook the blood of a work.  But, once one has read 
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Conrad, say, and experienced the visceral reality of it, 
there is much to be said for the pursuit of the sort of 
analysis you mention.  Most serious minded scholars I 
come across, they don‟t so much say that their remarks 
about Conrad through a specific lens were the conscious 
intentions—or the intentions at all—of Conrad, but use 
criticism—an art form in itself and one I greatly admire 
on multiple levels—to express aspects of the world, 
through the filter of the art this world was expressed as 
by some individual.  That is, Conrad will be studied 
precisely because the true import of his work is known, 
is so deeply felt, because it is so overwhelmingly human, 
first. No, not by everyone, and there is, it seems, an 
influx more and more of „lay scholarship‟ at the book 
store, mass-market „scholarship‟ that is blurring 
everything.  People writing scholarship on fads, or else 
trying to take one manner of literary expression—Harry 
Potter, say—and forcefully fit it in to terms of another, 
like Conrad.  Not everything is literature, not everything 
can or should be exposed to serious minded 
scholarship—indeed, serious scholarship is much to do 
with the philosophy of „What is art?‟—cognitively, 
expressively, as an entity that does exert influence on its 
surroundings—and this is not only harrowing and 
imperative, it is as true an extension of what Conrad 
would have been expressing as his own expression.  The 
other point is that I am glad you use the expression „the 
search for serious readers‟, putting the identity of „active 
hunter‟ to the entity of Author.  This is another thing 
becoming lost, in a larger way—becoming all the more 
pronounced, by certain artists, though, it must be said to 
the positive side of things—and replaced by a more 
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lackadaisical „I wrote a book, a good book, people 
should come looking for it‟ attitude of creator. Indeed, 
people should go looking for it—this is something 
outside the hands of author, though, and needs to be 
recognized and accepted as such.  And even in that 
people should go looking, more so the author should go 
looking, find people and interact.  As a separate aside, 
the fact that so many people who write actually can and 
do, quite directly, say „Why they do‟, clearly defined, is 
somewhat off putting.  
  
 
DE: Flannery O‟Connor was asked if she 
worried that formal creative writing programs stifled 
aspiring writers. She said she worried that it didn‟t stifle 
enough of them. Amen, sister! I think, if it you take a 
look around, it‟s pretty obvious that the world needs 
more good readers much more than it needs more good 
writers. Criticism can be an art form. There are times 
when someone is such a loving and attentive reader that 
it does become something special. The first name that 
comes to mind is Robert Alter. Look at the splash he 
made with his book The Art Of Biblical Narrative—by 
giving people a few guidelines to navigate some difficult 
texts, he opened them up to whole new literary world. 
At the same time, „all‟ he was doing was being a careful 
and conscientious reader. And I‟m not sure, but maybe 
the writer should be the last guy in the world to try to 
„explain‟ a text. If you had dinner with Conrad and 
asked him to „explain‟ Heart Of Darkness for you, he‟d 
probably punch you in the mouth. „You want to know 
what I think about Africa/King Leopold/life? It‟s all 
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there in the text, read it, that‟s my explanation. If I could 
have said it any other way, I would have.‟ 
 
PD: Now, in your work mingled with this idea of 
the fragmented „I‟ we were discussing—built on this 
perhaps it would be better to say—is the notion that the 
impulse to judge, to define the world is a necessary 
force.  When the remarks from the „speakers‟ in your 
poems don‟t turn abstractly or directly to themselves, 
they stab at definitions, many times definitions that 
define by describing absence: „I lack the vocabulary for 
so many of the very best things‟, you say in What 
Johanna Said, so perhaps this way of primarily 
describing the world by what is no longer there is 
something you posit as unavoidable—what cannot be 
described, what you don‟t have words for doesn‟t 
matter.  And so, a paradox and yet not a paradox, things 
become exactly what they aren‟t.  
 
DE: People create a worldview by arranging their 
sensory data into categories. In objective reality, things 
are exactly what they really are. In art, memory, the 
mind, things can be what they are not depending on the 
particular mind in question. Certainly in the art that I 
admire, everything becomes something else in the sense 
that every detail or image becomes part of web of 
metaphor being created. That‟s what I‟m going for.  
  
PD: And though I hate to compliment, outright, 
while interviewing, I have to say that not only do I think 
you achieve it, I think something that I admire is 
reached, a kind of boiling pitch to the work where not 
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only is each object, thought, emotion, situation assigned 
a new identity—forming this web of metaphor as you 
put it—but that enough inertia is built that these ideas, 
themselves, can spin off secondary identities, their own.  
That is, a pitch is reached where one interpretation buds 
another, equally formed, equally sound, that connects 
not only with what created it, but with what it will 
spawn.  There is no cap, I suppose is what I mean.  
With Plato‟s cave, for example, there is the idea of the 
„real world wrongly interpreted‟, the „real world rightly 
interpreted‟, and „the ideal world where things exist in 
their absolute‟ (to oversimplify, a bit).  You defy that 
things can exist in absolutes—your cave would not have 
three levels, with you each new discovery, new 
interpretation leads to another—forever, away and away 
and away.  
  
DE: Thank you for the kind words. A work of 
art can certainly lead „away and away and away‟ into new 
interpretations. You pick up on things in my poems that 
I didn‟t notice, and I wrote the darn things! There‟s 
nothing I can take credit for in that: that‟s just the sort 
of artistic rewards hard work can lead to.  
  
 
PD: I‟m going to just replace „hard work‟ there 
with „honest expression‟, to suit my own fancy—for the 
most part, we mean the same thing.  There is 
something, though again I likely misremember the exact 
wording, that Shaw said along the lines of „Writing a 
piece is either easy or it is impossible—it may be 
laborious, but that is quite another matter‟.  I saw a film 
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where McGoohan played Shaw and him saying this—or 
something like it—is a haunt in my mind, all the time. 
 
DE: And I must insist on „hard work.‟ A baby 
crying is „honest expression‟ but it isn‟t art, and it sure 
isn‟t meaningful. I think this is important, especially if, 
at some point down the road, this interview is read by 
someone aspiring to be an artist. To that reader I have 
to say: There Is No Substitute For Hard Work. Talent is 
over-rated; pretty much anybody can do pretty much 
anything with enough hard work. If by McGoohan 
you‟re referring to Patrick McGoohan, that explains it 
right there. That guy had such a great voice, anything 
he‟d say sounded totally convincing, whether it was true 
or not.  
 
PD: I was referring to Patrick—you‟re right 
about him—and perhaps, because I certainly don‟t want 
to step on your point, it wasn‟t my intention, we will 
leave it at „hard work‟—though I think we aren‟t as far 
away from each other as it might sometime seem. Your 
poem Alchemy forces the most wrenching depiction of 
what I was getting at before the digression and the 
most, in a way, obscenely detached.  The rough pawing 
of emotion it begins with, positing past—very briefly—
as „actual present‟, not as remembered present—only to 
dilute it down to memory is an absolute haunt.  But 
moreso, it raises a permutation of the central fear in the 
collection and the central question—is it description 
that is wanted or is it emotion that is wanted? Would I 
rather have a palpable sense of what I felt emotionally, 
or what I felt physically—what is „the sensation your 
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hand resting on mine‟ and why is it that when the time 
comes to remember it—though it is admitted that the 
memory is hardly believed—the terminology is that of 
physical magic leading to a ghost of emotion rather that 
emotional phrasing trying to render the physical?   
 
DE: Very interesting that you picked up on that. 
Does the guy really want it, or just think he does? What 
does he really want? Does he know? He‟s trying to 
convince you and himself that he really loves this thing, 
but maybe it‟s only the idea of the thing he loves. The 
ideal will never let him down, the reality is treacherous, 
unmanageable. 
  
PD: Keeping with my overall trend in thinking 
on the collection, I think this poem is a rendering of the 
moment of need for the next step back, it is the 
churning of the atoms about to fuse. He realizes he‟s 
becoming comfortable with „the question‟, it‟s getting 
too defined, making too much sense, it is more a simple 
question than the paradox it once seemed.  Perhaps it 
will lead to him fetishizing an „ideal that is treacherous 
and unmanageable‟, maybe a „world that is ideal he can 
no longer be a part of‟.  It‟s that dangerous, 
superstitious fear I spoke of earlier.  What do I want?  
The question cuts too close.  It puts everything at 
definite distances, starts cleaving away the open 
interpretability of everything.  If he can say what he 
wants, he might start asking himself how he can get it.  
And then, things would go ugly. 
  
 



Darrell Epp: …our labour to give and 
our labour is not required… 

 
 

233 

DE: Sure, things could get ugly, that‟s partially 
why he doesn‟t act, maybe. People are more afraid of 
change than they are of pain. You know the guy who‟s 
always whining but won‟t act on what‟s wrong, won‟t 
change his life. We prefer „the devil we know.‟ This guy 
has a little bit of the deer-in-the-headlights thing going 
on: frozen by indecision, fear of the unknown---maybe 
it‟s time for him to grow up, before he starts using this 
situation as a crutch, an excuse to turn into a creep or 
something.  
  
 
PD: Absolutely.  He wants to turn thought into 
some sort of active force, build physical inertia from the 
phantasmal.  It‟s a kind of writhing throughout your 
collection, something I was discussing earlier, this 
attempt at purposeful substitution all the time.  What 
makes it so affecting, at least to me, is the mix of the 
lashing, sloppy, uncontrolled natures that your voices 
have on one level, but that these same disheveled 
psychologies are so bent on specifying, they so don‟t 
want to be understood they will sit altering themselves 
until they actually feel specific enough to be expressed.  
On the one hand, he wants to think himself „outside of 
the world‟, but on the other he is somehow convinced 
that this is exactly what will allow him to safely enter 
into it—he wants an almost holy remove, to fast on a 
mountain top for years and to come down changed for 
the time spent away.  But he wants it all to be secret, 
you know?  He wants his life to be the film that starts 
with him already coming back, people knowing him 
only as his changed self, who he „was‟ just lines of 
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dialogue and little snatches of moody flashback meant 
to so much more drive home who he has become.   
 
DE: It‟s interesting to hear you talk about being 
affected by the „substitution‟ „writhing‟ throughout my 
book. You‟re right! If the guy just wrote a book that said 
„She‟s gone‟, nobody would care to read it. But you read 
the book, the guy takes you on this wild ride with 
cowboys and werewolves and godzillas and hey, why 
does our humble narrator have so much free time to 
spend regaling you with his tall tales? Because: she‟s 
gone. That‟s the big secret that we‟re all afraid to say out 
loud, but we all know what the secret is, anyhow. And 
yes, he does picture his life as being some sort of movie, 
all his critical moments preserved on celluloid—I 
wonder why?  
 
PD: My feeling is that it is because the voice is 
always, against itself even, struggling to be neither 
regarded or disregarded—the magic would be lost if 
anyone could understand what was being expressed, but 
it would not exist at all without expression—the 
defensiveness of the verse creeps in.   
 
DE: Could the „defensiveness‟ have something 
to do with fear of killing something by overanalyzing it? 
You can‟t really dissect that frog until it‟s dead, right? 
He‟s got something that is important, must be 
expressed, but words fail him and that‟s okay, because if 
words Could do it justice, how majestic and magical 
could it really be? 
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PD: Well, there you go.  Yes.  Far more easily 
stated than my goings on.  If words do it justice, in your 
world, he would have to find some way to wriggle out 
of it, destroy something, make something else crippled, 
change the focus.  But only if it passes out from „words 
could‟ into „words do‟.  „Could‟ is where it‟s at, because 
„could‟ allows the room to stretch, the room to exist. 
„Do‟ is death.   
  
DE: Words are inadequate. The word „world‟ is 
not the world, just like a map of Boston isn‟t Boston. 
The American painter Mark Rothko said „Silence is so 
accurate.‟ But despite its limitations, language is still a 
wonderful gift, and we should use it wisely and well.  
  
PD: There‟s much truth, there.  Silence was 
made to be broken, though, that‟s its purpose—or 
consciousness was made to break silence, that‟s its 
purpose.  As much as one might value refinement, we 
have to babble and screech and primally express 
ourselves even as we attempt to „understand‟.  It‟s a fine 
quote from a fine painter, but honestly I find it 
somewhat timid and dismissive.  Silence is accurate to 
death, I think.  Life is not death, and art is not of 
death—art is life.  „Wisely and well‟, that is a thing to 
keep in mind, just as long as you don‟t wait for it before 
you open your mouth.  It‟s quite similar to the thread 
we‟ve been discussing involving certain of the 
individuals you write.  The world is inaccurate, so art is 
going to be accurate only in describing the inaccurate.  
Imaginary Maps, I suppose.  We all know that any 
rendering we make of anything is at its core wrong, is 
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just representation.  Silence, even, we have to represent 
with its antithesis.  Otherwise, it isn‟t an expression, it 
simply Is—without us, beyond us.  It‟s nothing to do 
with anything, it‟s too accurately itself.  
 
DE: This seems like a good place to insert a 
pithy Wittgenstein quote or something, but it‟s getting a 
little late in the day and I‟m drawing a blank. All I can 
do is repeat myself: Yes, the word is not the world, but 
as I said when I was talking about Conrad, in some 
magical way, the most accurate representations can be 
made via fictional means. Shameless Plug: „Imaginary 
Maps are the best kinds: accept no substitutes!‟ 
  
PD: And along your imaginary maps—your 
romance, your „lover‟ as I will term it for a little while 
now, is one that certainly is not looking to love again, is 
not laying bear their soul in order to couple with 
anything, but to proudly explain that they had coupled, 
before, and have become uncoupled—a triumph, 
almost, equal parts affected and genuine.  There is really 
nothing like telling somebody about something 
wonderful you had and lost and nothing worse than 
someone telling you „I understand‟.  No one fucking 
understands, and we don‟t tell each other things in 
hopes that someone does—it‟s obscenity to suggest 
understanding. Which is why the polite rage in this verse 
is so principally unsettling, because what I just flatly 
exclaimed, there, is not the chorus people encounter.  
 
DE: It‟s interesting to me that Alchemy jumped 
out at you, and jumped out at you in the way it did. The 
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idea to write something that starts off sweet, but yes, 
even this sweet moment does contain the seeds of its 
own destruction—it is taking place in The Past, right? (I 
don‟t have it handy, but the way you‟re talking about 
this poem is making me think of The Rose by William 
Blake. 
  
PD: I also don‟t have The Rose handy, but how 
you‟re talking about what I‟m talking about reminds me 
of Isabella or The Pot Of Basil by Keats. 
  
Fair Isabel, poor simple Isabel!  

Lorenzo, a young palmer in Love‟s eye!  

They could not in the self-same mansion dwell  

Without some stir of heart, some malady;  

They could not sit at meals but feel how well  

  

It soothed each to be the other by;  

They could not, sure, beneath the same roof sleep  

But to each other dream, and nightly weep.  

  
…and on from there (it‟s a long poem, you know?) 
  
DE: I found it. 
   
O Rose, thou art sick!  

The invisible worm 

That flies in the night 

In the howling storm, 

  

Has found out thy bed 

of crimson joy;  

And his dark secret love 

does thy life destroy. 
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Good poem, nice rhyme. Now, let‟s say the poem‟s 
about a girl‟s loss of virginity/virtue (interchangeable 
terms in Blake‟s day), hence Stanza Two‟s blood on the 
sheets. Should we celebrate or mourn? Something is 
beginning and something is ending. A romance is 
consummated (yay!), but the worm‟s dark love is going 
to destroy the girl (boo!). Who‟s the worm? The guy? Or 
inexorable decay itself, Edgar Allan Poe‟s Conqueror 
Worm? Or, as Lou Reed wrote,  
 
and why it always comes to this 

It‟s all downhill after the first kiss 

 
PD: It‟s a fine poem and Blake utterly terrifies 
me, to reveal something personal.  Outside of even your 
brief theoretical rendering of possible interpretation, the 
words so pierce through, make everything so inevitable 
that even without fatalism or thoughts of anything 
transcendent, a fear of one‟s very blood, mythical 
horror, comes out of eight fucking lines.  There is such 
a fear of the world, such a mix of passion-around-
paranoia, of longing-around-secret, it‟s almost as though 
one could take a breath in and on a breath out have 
become another entity, never even knowing it.  „Does 
thy life destroy‟ is so primordially unsettling, because it 
lacks even the somewhat-escape of death.  Sickness 
born of joy, I see why the piece is so dear to you.   
  
DE: Of course he terrifies you—what‟s a 
modern guy supposed to do with a guy who claimed to 
see and converse with angels and devils who were just 



Darrell Epp: …our labour to give and 
our labour is not required… 

 
 

239 

as real as his wife or his mailman? All those pages of 
incomprehensible gibberish, studded with moments of 
stunning, right-on-the-money clarity and mastery of 
poetic effects—all those crazy paintings which have 
given us so many enduring metaphors, like God as the 
naked geometer with the silky white beard. And yes sir, 
that‟s quite a poem. What a masterpiece of 
compression—all the hope and horror implicit in having 
a body, squeezed into eight lines! Good Lord! Reading 
that is a humbling experience! All hail, William Blake! 
 
PD: Indeed—and again, we are going to hail him 
by getting the fuck away from him—we can talk another 
time about Blake.  Before Keats and Blake (and Reed, 
again) we were discussing the unsettling tone of 
Alchemy—your work, in general. We encounter „Man is 
a social animal‟ or „the greatest triumph is not in never 
falling, but rising again‟ or „life is about second chances‟ 
etc. often in our lives, either just as background noise or 
as earnest, heartfelt recognition of something But for 
the character(s) of this collection, nothing seems more 
offensive.  „Man is isolation‟ and „the greatest triumph 
comes in falling‟ and „life is one thing, forever‟ is more 
true to their hopes.  Of course, the collection does not 
go bleating this out, it doesn‟t even make its poetry out 
of explaining this, it makes it poetry out of lost 
vocabulary to reinforce that other words don‟t exist—
even as someone interprets, they do so by shedding the 
phrase they interpret.  
 
DE: Right on! All the feel-good bromides in the 
world are just salt in the wound when you‟re „going 
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through something.‟ And „making poetry out of lost 
vocabulary‟ is the high wire act we‟re talking about. I‟d 
suppose most poets start off with the appallingly 
narcissistic notion that „My thoughts and feelings are so 
important they must be shared with the world, just 
because I happened to think and feel them.‟ Then 
comes the decade or two of endlessly reading, endlessly 
studying the craft until you know what and how you 
want to say, until you can reboot old phrases/images 
and make them your own, until you can use language 
like you invented it. 
  
PD: Until you can use language like you invented 
it, yes, not like you‟ve reinvented it.  To get to the point 
where one has the humility and gall, in the same 
moment, to render things in verse as though they do 
have something to say but accept that what they are 
saying will never, by virtue of being their own foreign 
language, be really „understood‟ only „translated‟.  I think 
it‟s the wonder of poetics, and can be the wonder of 
prose, to make this foreignness seem so common, to 
make itself invisible.  Writing poetry is akin to writing 
music in the style of Bach or the style Scarlatti and 
knowing for whatever reason people will interpret it like 
it‟s Bud Powell jazz, or to write something in the style 
of Debussy but know that people will only speak of it in 
terms of Toscanini. 
  
DE: Emerson said „To be great is to be 
misunderstood.‟ I would say „To be an artist is to be 
misunderstood.‟  The artist starts out knowing a reader 
will take something the wrong way, not get it, a loose 
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approximation is the best he can hope for, and he 
creates his art anyway. An artist either gives up when all 
the little annoyances get too much, or else he keeps his 
head down and keeps working. And yes, the „category 
error‟ thing you mention is a problem. Criticism of your 
art originating solely from the critic‟s pre-existing 
prejudices isn‟t worth the hassle. If a jazz fan rejects 
your bluegrass album because he only likes jazz, so 
what?  
  
PD: Honestly, at one point—and some germ of 
it still irks in my bones at times—I felt that the only 
thing worth paying attention to was misinterpretation, 
that there was something in the profound and 
inarticulate anger it brought in me that was a source of 
energy—a critic didn‟t like my jazz because he likes 
bluegrass, something absurd in me would want to craft 
in this critics face, somehow prove out that there really 
is no difference.  It was a desire to latch, to be 
included—to still express myself outside of some 
specific little nook, while at the same time, through 
chop-logic, convincing myself that the whole world was 
that nook.  I‟m mostly no longer this way.  To be an 
artist is to be misunderstood, I feel that.  As long as it 
does not devastate the meaning of „misunderstood‟—
there is a queasiness in not being recognized, a 
trepidation, a desire to find some reflective surface, 
assure yourself that you recognize your features when 
you regard them, yourself.  Perhaps, in thinking on it, I 
might change my agreement a bit.  To be an artist is to 
not understand. 
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DE: The fact that you‟re „mostly no longer this 
way‟ is probably just a byproduct of having spent a bit 
more time on the planet, if my experience is anything to 
go by. Attitudes that look pretty cool on the 20-
something „angry young man‟ look pretty ridiculous 15 
years down the road. All that rage about being 
misunderstood, like all rage, tends to fall by the wayside 
as you realize it really is a marathon, not a sprint. Just 
keep working hard, be polite, and it‟ll all be over before 
you know it.  
 
PD: You say in this collection „We grow bored 
trying to figure out whose fault it is. Going for a walk 
downtown is more logical‟ and I say „I know what you 
mean‟.  Proving that I don‟t—that at best you might 
humour me, if only to reiterate that you know what you 
mean and I am something you accept just to loathe a 
little bit. 
 
DE: Hold on there, fella. This isn‟t rocket 
science, or plumbing, where there‟s only one right way 
to go. I‟d hope nobody views my book as some sort of 
problem to solved, a brain teaser that will, with diligence 
and pluck, reveal its true meaning. If I could tell you 
unequivocally the one true thing my poem „means,‟ it 
couldn‟t be art. Propaganda, maybe, but not art. Art is 
the mystery, the search. When someone says „What does 
this poem mean?‟ I say in all seriousness „That’s what it 
means‟. The experience of rolling it around on your 
tongue, thinking it over, going back and re-reading it 
tomorrow afternoon, mapping it onto your own life 
experiences and seeing how it fits—That’s what it 
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means. The question is less „What does it mean?‟ and 
more „How can I use art to plug myself in to the human 
experience by communicating in an honest yet artful 
minds with other minds?‟ Which is a long-winded of 
saying, somehow I think you Do know what I mean, 
Pablo. 



 

 



 

 

 

…season by season  
her changes change her  

changes endlessly… 
 
 
 

(a dialogue with Michael Paul Gonzalez  
through the filter of  

his unpublished novel Angel Falls) 

 
 
 
 
 
Pablo D’Stair: The thing—the principle thing—
with a novel such as Angel Falls is that it either goes 
good (early Jonathan Lethem—by which I mean Gun, 
with occasional music through Amnesia Moon through 
As She Climbed Across The Table) or it goes very, very 
wrong (by which I mean most things Clive Barker, Neil 
Gaiman, Stephen King).  What differentiates this is the 
clarity and light-handedness of the delivery—something 
of the difference between Rod Serling and Richard 
Matheson versus Chris Carter and J.J. Abrams.  
 
Michael Paul Gonzalez: I‟d like to comment about 
the author choice here, but I might need more 
clarification. I quite enjoy the works of every author 
mentioned on both sides of that list. I‟ve never thought 
of King or Gaiman as particularly subtle writers, no, but 
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very good at what they do, and what they do is very 
specific. 
 
PD: And I don‟t mean to ever foist my 
moderate-to-low opinions of anyone‟s work on anyone, 
so please never assume I think you‟d share my odd and 
specific feelings on the negative side of that list.  With 
King, Barker, Gaiman it‟s more a question of, to my way 
of thinking, harping on the thing too much, assigning 
such a heaviness, an imperativeness, explaining, 
belaboring, like they‟re trying to force-feed a fascination 
or a value to the subject matter.  I‟m going to, in 
reflection, remove Gaiman, because my actual reason 
for including him is a little bit less so and could muddle 
my point.  That one is „good at what one does‟ is all well 
and good, but that can really be said of everyone, can be 
used to sort of suggest all writing is one and the same.   
 
 
MPG: I suppose I meant it in the broadest sense 
of things. If all of the names above built tables, but 
some specialized in end tables or folding tables, you‟d 
be able to see the finished work as a whole and instantly 
say „Oh, that‟s a Gaiman‟ or „Ooh! A Lethem end table!‟ 
They‟re constructed in a specific way, and though some 
of the ideas may be familiar, the tales are told in a voice 
unique to that particular author. If, for instance, Clive 
Barker wrote a story about a rabid St. Bernard, I think it 
would read vastly different than Cujo. Being good at 
what you do can‟t apply to all writers. Writing a story 
from beginning to end doesn‟t automatically earn the 
label of „good‟. For instance, I can say Dan Brown is 
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good at coming up with great story ideas. I cannot say 
Dan Brown is a good writer.  
 
PD: Sure.  And frankly for me, there is a tension 
even in recognizing some work that is exactly what 
some artist set out to accomplish—and that may be 
quite a difficult or intricate thing to do—and yet still 
feeling flat toward the product.  Just to throw a little bit 
of cinematic blasphemy in here, I feel that Kubrick 
delivered on every possible level, according to his 
intention, with 2001, yet I still find little of value to the 
film, overall—he, so to speak, did exactly what he 
wanted to do, addressed exactly what he wanted to 
address, did so in groundbreaking and unique and fully 
artistically personal terms, but does this trump that 
„intrinsic value‟ of art, that sense of „there is something 
imperative to be addressed here.‟?  Now, as you say, not 
everything is going for this imperative in spades, not 
everything is balls out, but the import is there, 
nonetheless.  I merely meant to build on your notion of 
writing something beginning-to-end doesn‟t qualify as 
„good‟ with my addition of „nor does bringing in some 
superficial proficiency of detail, even well executed‟. The 
difference between Dan Brown and, say, Scott Smith—
both more-or-less commercial writers, but the former a 
dire bore and the latter a craftsman of great artistry and 
literary currency—is not really so much in either their 
neat story ideas or surface craft, but in the 
underpinnings, the „what is being got at with this work?‟. 
 
MPG: One of the things I was always taught to 
strive for in my writing is to have a firm grasp not just 
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on the plot, but the story itself, what I was trying to 
convey. Every moment of the writing should strive to 
serve that. And I do agree there are artists out there who 
can get a little too self-indulgent, a little too navel-
gazing, to the point that the story—the work as a 
whole—is lessened by it. I think the films of Kevin 
Smith get trapped by clever dialogue and a horrific lack 
of plot. Too much sideways meandering, not enough 
dedicated story movement except for awful stock things 
to force things along. I have no problem with asides, 
smart ideas, tiny jokes or moments, as long as the story 
is always being served. In your book, Kaspar Traulhaine, 
approximate there are a lot of these kinds of „small 
moments‟, little business that isn‟t crucial to the plot 
moving forward per se, but serves the story by building 
character, tension, backstory, etc. It‟s a difficult 
tightrope to walk, which is one of the reasons I like 
doing this advanced reader process. As the author, it can 
be difficult to see the forest for the trees, so it‟s good to 
have a person who can tell me if what I‟m doing is 
getting too masturbatory and self-serving.  
 
PD: Which is something one really should keep 
tabs on, there isn‟t any way around that.  This has to do 
with the author-camps I set up at the start. The 
difference between Lethem and King—or between 
H.G. Wells or H.P. Lovecraft and Barker—is that the 
first side of the coin seems to have a world in their head 
that they already inhabit, a world they express and 
explain as though it is self-evident—we, as readers, are 
already there, nothing needs explanation, everything is 
just said.  On the other side of the coin, these writers 
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seem to be taking pains to convince the reader of their 
reality, to describe it, to throw enough words down, 
enough faux-philosophy, enough needless background 
and mocked-up intricacy to create a sense of immersion, 
to insist it with the prose—for me this never works.   
 
MPG: Here, I agree. It‟s one of the reasons I have 
a really difficult time getting into most fantasy novels. 
The author spends so much time showing off what 
they‟ve created—explaining rules, politics, society, 
physiology, etc—that I find myself snoozing. It‟s one of 
the reasons I have a love/hate thing with Tolkein. The 
level of detail he delves into gets so mundane when 
they‟re walking around (and let‟s face it, that‟s at least 
60% of the story), but when the action starts, when he 
lets go and just talks about the fighting, it‟s good stuff. 
China Mieville is really good at building a world that‟s 
completely foreign, yet finding a way to just casually fill 
in the details without going overboard. Yes, this is an 
anthropomorphized race of cactus people. Yes, this is a 
small, bucket-dwelling sentient frog thing. But let‟s not 
slow down the story, eh? 
 
PD: This we could talk about forever, I echo all 
of your sentiments.  And it‟s a better way of hitting at 
some of my earlier points, it more directly dives in.  Yes, 
Tolkien; no one can fault a stitch of his ability to 
conceive and to render prose and nobody can fault the 
intelligence and diligence to structure and detail—but I 
see so little presence of the underlying unconscious 
thrust of art in the work of his I have read.  I connect 
this to my thoughts of your work in the following 



Predicate (dialogues with Pablo D’Stair) 
 
 
 

250 

way—bear with me: there is a large turn toward awed, 
nearly deified respect for mythology, for legends, for the 
great iconic stories of old, as there should be, such 
stories are, by virtue of being so distant to us in time 
and surface understanding, the nearest we have to 
literary representations of the unconscious on the 
page—surely, the stories have much conscious 
construction, yes, but to a modern fellow they may as 
well be the most elaborately and brilliantly rendered 
dream sequences ever.  And they are plumbed for 
example, for icon, for connection to root meaning, root 
human desire.  But, stories or novels or literatures built 
around them, or around their style, their iconography—
and I suggest Tolkien for example does so—can be so 
steeped in these descriptive turns, these consciously 
created realities that are meant to be „the same as the 
myths‟ or „birthed from the same themes‟ they go 
contrary to the beauty of these „dream histories‟.  You, 
on the other side of the coin, treat in Angel Falls a 
mythology or religious iconography or folk legend 
identity on this equal, dreamscape field.  You certainly 
tap into the things, but don‟t force a reverence or 
scholarship or need to be able to so steep the „myth‟ you 
are creating in the trappings of reality—the reader might 
do so, might not, but you just build icons from icons, 
and use someone else‟s dreams to explain your own.   
 
MPG: Yeah, exactly. There is a bit of „getting out 
of my own way‟ at work there. Not to get too ethereal, 
but it‟s always nice when a story is coming through you 
rather than being crafted by you. The finer details, the 
nuts and bolts, that‟s the craft, that‟s the Work part of 
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writing, but the actual story, the moment to moment, 
the breath and life and pulse of it, it‟s wonderful when 
you just let it come from wherever it is and follow it 
rather than trying to drive it. And I actually feel weird 
typing that last part out, because I‟m always an 
obsessive planner when it comes to writing. I see a 
scene in my head for the end of a book, and I just keep 
trying to find a way to make it happen. Sometimes that 
works out, and the story organically follows a process to 
that final flower that was planted in my brain early on, 
but most times I find myself with a lot of heavy weeding 
to do when all is said and done. And I suppose that‟s 
the thing of it—I feel like Tolkein, with his excessive 
description of cape clasps, sword hilts, rolling hills, 
distances covered, etc, just sort of feels like he‟s found 
himself in the garden of his mind and is determined to 
catalogue it all rather than figure out the most efficient 
way to garden it (and I realize my metaphor is falling 
apart here) but he has the wonderful story, and he 
knows it, but the flourishes start to seem grandiose and 
unnecessary. 
 
PD: Too much in the writing is unnecessary to 
the point of irritant, it makes reading like tonguing a 
canker-sore.  It seems a weakness in an author, makes 
them like fanboys talking about the liner notes to 
albums by bands they like, learning what sort of 
keyboard, guitar, amp, mixer is used as though this 
brings one closer to the expressed art.  Lethem, Wells, 
Lovecraft—for that matter Philip K. Dick, G. K. 
Chesterton—they just express the thing they express, 
don‟t bother with also „explaining it‟ with 
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„contextualizing it‟—there is a kind of tacit admission to 
the fiction, it doesn‟t need to convince the reader that it 
isn‟t fiction, doesn‟t need to couch itself so meticulously 
in the aspect of „real-life‟ and so it somehow is able to 
hit more truthful notes, allow a more honest response, a 
more imperative touch on the actual.  Your work, to 
me, falls into the Lethem camp and therefore—and I 
mean this positively—avoids the necessity of the 
somewhat unfortunate expression „You‟re good at what 
you do.‟  You‟re just good, who cares what you do—it‟s 
literature, not a diagnostic evaluation. 
 
MPG: That‟s part of the end-goal, I think. You 
can‟t force people to like your work. I also have a hard 
time believing, especially with books, that an artist can 
„win over‟ an audience. You either keep them engaged 
or you don‟t. But I‟ve rarely gotten to page 50 in a bad 
book and kept going, hoping that the author would 
eventually hit that magic note. I‟ve stopped a few books 
by notable authors (Ellis‟ Lunar Park, Coupland‟s All 
Families Are Psychotic) that people told me picked up 
after the first 50 pages or so. I have a painfully short 
attention span and very little time to read, so I prefer 
authors who just jump in and get into it. 
 
PD: No.  Can‟t force it, can‟t figure out how to, 
even, using the soft sell—or as you might call it 
„winning them over‟.  That‟s pure fancy, writers who 
think it is a real possibility are fuckwits.  To me for 
several reasons, but mainly because there is a false 
reverence and belief in this idea of Universal—of 
Everyman, or common humanity, a story-we-all-know 
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regardless of where it comes from.  It‟s shit.  Themes—
to use the word, I don‟t love it so much, but know what 
is meant by it—iconography, philosophical ideas, 
humanistic ideals, they can be recognized across a wide 
expanse of different literatures and stories, but there is 
no way to infuse a piece of literature with a common 
humanity. A novel being about a human and a reader 
being a human is universal, certainly, but it‟s 
meaninglessly universal.  If you, in fact, kept reading 50 
pages into a bad book, I truly hope it doesn‟t get good 
for you and that you learn your lesson—and I only 
mean that half jokingly.  Lunar Park, for example, I 
think is one of the finest novels I‟ve come across—it 
certainly, to me, is Ellis‟ masterwork to date—but like 
most things I personally think are masterful, I kind of 
always feel that were I to name-drop them, the reaction 
would be negative or ambivalent, at best.  My 
appreciation for Lunar Park has nothing to do with 
thinking that it reaches across some gulf and finds a 
commonality with me, or that it is something I feel I can 
speak of my appreciation for and find a chorus waiting 
to support me—when I fall hard in love with a piece, 
it‟s like I‟ve found something that is sunk to the exact 
depth I am, a treasure so personal it‟s shaking when too 
many other people like it, too.  I get suspicious.  It‟s 
interesting, doubly, because you saying „I prefer authors 
who just jump in and get to it‟ that‟s what I prefer an 
author to do and I think Lunar Park, just for one 
example, does so forcefully.  Quickly let me say I am 
not trying to sell you on Lunar Park, but just to build a 
clear example of this tension between author and reader, 
between their intentions and hopes—I could add Ellis, 
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for example, at least regarding Lunar Park, to my list of 
writers Angel Falls reminds me of, and I would mean it 
in the best possible way—it‟s a fucking high 
compliment—but I would imagine it would be 
unnerving to you, to be enthusiastically compared to 
something you are indifferent to. 
 
MPG: Not at all, and really, reading what you say, 
it makes me think I do need to go give it another try. 
Especially in the instance of that book, I hear more 
positive than I do negative, but there was something 
so—I don‟t quite know how to put it—„Meta‟? 
„Reflective‟? „Smarmy‟ isn‟t the right word, but the 
opening had this „Look what I can do!‟ kind of feel to it. 
Another example I can think of is Danielewski. I Love 
„House Of Leaves‟. It was one of my first experiences 
with an un-Novel (if that makes sense), the experimental 
aspects of it, and I found myself reading every footnote, 
following every extra breadcrumb, eating it all up. Even 
the Johnny Truant stuff, and I‟m usually not a fan of 
lonely-drug-addled-bruised-warrior-poet-type characters, 
but it all won me over. By contrast, I rushed to pick up 
Only Revolutions, and literally made it two pages in 
before saying „Fuck this‟. Tried it from the other 
direction, same result. I know people who love it, swear 
by it, but I can‟t do it. And both works are not so much 
well written as they are well-constructed (and I mean 
that in the holistic sense of both story and physical 
book). One got me right away, one didn‟t. I think there 
are Universal Ideas out there (or maybe just one - Love) 
for authors and readers, but it‟s so broad and vague that 
it rarely makes for a good story until it‟s shaped and 
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molded and hammered into something that is, on some 
level, unique.   Every story, my playwriting professor 
told me, is about Love, on some level, in some aspect. It 
drives everything. Sometimes you might have to dig at 
it, or stretch, but the aspects are always there. I think 
that hearkens back to what we discussed a bit earlier, 
that need to serve story. 
 
PD: With Lunar Park, I certainly think „Meta-
literary‟ is apt, and I see what you mean about the 
„showing off‟ aspect—that man as an author is 
impressive to behold when he shows off, but such 
things can be off-putting if one is in the wrong mood.  
The other works, though I am only loosely familiar with 
the specific titles I also understand what you‟re driving 
at: contraption novels, like Mamet‟s Wilson: A 
Consideration Of The Sources.  These are works 
meticulously constructed to make direct consideration 
of the text a world itself, something I won‟t go into, 
now, because it‟s such another matter.  Your work is not 
a contraption. Yours is a piece put together based on a 
glissando of abstract verve and metaphysical gameplay, 
it becomes a bomb that could go off at any second—
any syllable could fuck the piece dead, but the real 
daring of the writing is not to get to a smooth sense of 
„all-is-well-this-bomb-will-not-go-off‟ nor to get to a 
pitch of „the bomb went off, it‟s over, but let‟s try to 
find out if it was worth the trouble‟ but instead to get to 
the point where the sense of the incendiary is the 
greatest force at work—to tread lightly and then drop 
the thing on purpose, realize the thrill in putting pieces 
arbitrarily back together.  This is the sort of fiction that, 
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through reading, makes the reader write without their 
realizing it—to make them realize it is a mistake.   
 
MPG: Can you clarify your use of the word 
„mistake‟ here?  
 
PD: The mistake I refer to is having the reader 
become too conscious of their own role as creators, as 
lynch-pins to the act of artistic coupling—authorship-
and-readership.  It is unavoidably true that the 
perceptions and perspective each individual reader 
brings with them is crucial to understanding and to, in a 
sense, finalizing a literary work—what the author 
wanted to say is all well and good, but that‟s done, their 
part is done, what remains is the synthesis of the text 
with the unknown, with the always-altering thought of a 
reader, who needs not be invested in any particular way.  
Writing that keeps a reader keenly aware that they are 
participating, that they are deciding what they believe, 
what they allow, that they are in the conscious role of 
dubious decision maker, of „allower‟, this sort of 
writing—earlier I suggest King, Barker, Gaiman as 
examples—is a mistake.  It robs the reader, in a great 
way, of their unconscious reaction, thereby upsetting 
any sense of equilibrium with the writer.  A writer gets, 
to maybe oversimplify, all the choice in the world to set 
down what they will—to create, discard, to build 
background meaning, to feel—but much of this is, or 
should be, left off of the page, there is no need for a 
novel to be a showcase of the author‟s fascination with 
their own thoughts.  If writing so explains itself, so 
positions itself, so overburdens the reader with 
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exposition, however abstract, each passage takes away 
the easy ability for the reader to choose, to interface, to 
assign the value, the back stories, the emphasis, the 
interest, the intrigue.  It is this I meant by mistake—to 
posit the author, after completion of a work, still in a 
role of any authority.  An author has no authority 
beyond the edge of their pentip, outside of the confines 
of their own mind.  It is, therefore, not a mistake to 
build a world inside of them, but it must then be set to 
the page as though they are describing things that 
should be evident and ordinary to all—they wouldn‟t 
need to belabor over a description of a shirt, or dialing a 
telephone, or standing at a crosswalk and this same lack 
of invested directness should be given to mythologies, 
historical moments, philosophical constructs, 
abstraction, everything. 
 
MPG: I couldn‟t agree more. The trick of it is 
getting things so that the reader might continue to think 
of the story, or the world, or the characters, and not 
casually wander around looking for plot holes after the 
fact. I recently saw Shutter Island, and besides the fact 
that I guessed the ending shortly into the movie, I feel 
like I left the theater thinking about the wrong things. 
Especially for a Scorsese film, I feel as though I should 
have been thinking of shot selection, moments, beats, 
etc. Instead, it was all logistics—„Why the hell would 
they let that guy do ____?‟ But it might also have to do 
with your earlier comments about belaboring the act of 
world-creation. The scoring was heavy-handed, the 
shots imposing, the flashbacks very overbearing, etc. 
With my book in particular, I run the danger of a reader 
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saying „Who was this Rashn, exactly?‟ or doing further 
research into Philistine culture, wind demons, the Land 
of the Dead, etc. I need them to just accept that this is 
the world I‟ve created, the people and places have 
familiar names and traits. I‟m sure I contradict doctrine 
routinely in every chapter, but I hope I‟ve based enough 
of the characters in their respective „realities‟ that people 
who are familiar with the legends aren‟t knocked out of 
the story. 
 
PD: You, in the sense of how you are terming 
things, take an exhilarating risk with the way you have 
peopled Angel Falls—I think it‟s what makes it work so 
nicely, but certainly I, in case it hasn‟t become 
abundantly clear, am never the sort to go looking up the 
„actual myth‟ of X or Y or Z after encountering a 
literature.  Even if I „know it‟, it doesn‟t matter—
Beowulf not even considered, Gardner‟s Grendel is a 
phenomenal work of literary creation, doesn‟t matter to 
me one way or another if it is „true‟ to anything, and 
though Camus may take liberties in his modern slant on 
Sisyphus‟ burden, the use of the myth in his 
philosophical tract is not exploded by a close study of 
traditional telling and remarks on the matter.  Your 
novel is about creation, not about dissection, not about 
justification, which is why it seems so stable.  For me, 
were you to get all steeped in „research‟ and „bringing in 
as many voices‟ on the matter as possible, the thing 
would become stilted and dead—the way „poor 
scholarship‟ can make a mythology dead but „good 
scholarship‟ can make it so imperative it might as well 
have been written tomorrow.  Thing is, and maybe it‟s 
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why I value the anonymity of the unconscious in craft, if 
someone were to look up „the actual Rashn‟: first of all 
„No they aren‟t‟ and second, so much lifetime of 
scholarship and thought and foreign detail would have 
to be spent that it‟s pointless—even if someone was 
somewhat versed, they are false in positing their 
„interpretation‟ of so vast a thing against your own, you 
know?  I would like to think, based on the energy of 
your work, that someone who did become interested in 
any of the ideas or legends of icons you stock the pages 
full with would go looking them up out of genuine 
curiosity, that your work is positive in its 
infectiousness—that‟s one of the finer things of it, a 
reader would look up Rashn not to argue, but just 
because they would be interested.  If you rendered your 
world in too stilted a way, this life‟s breath of the 
mythologies it references would be absent. Now, all of 
this being said, what the unspoken part of the long 
winded—and likely wobbly—analogy I put together 
sometime back there—the work as a bomb you want to 
drop for the truth of the experience—is that intrinsic to 
the working of a novel such as Angel Falls is the need 
for a distinct personality to be at work, and more 
importantly to be irrevocably, unfetteredly at the 
helm—there needs to be something to the text that 
makes irrelevant all arguments as to the actual 
content—that indeed makes the actual content almost 
incidental to the force of the piece as a whole—the 
novel lives in that it is an individual intelligence at play 
rather than a carefully stacked model to be observed and 
cogitated on, particularly.  Angel Falls is not an 
argument, but rather an instigator.  Angel Falls is not 
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looking to change anything, is not looking to find 
justification in any appropriate or theologically, 
philosophically, or metaphysically sound slant of reason, 
it is looking to imbue the reader with ideas that it does 
not even contain (to spread, might be the word, the 
fascination it is composed of).  The device of it is similar 
to the device of Amnesia Moon—to create out of 
superficially familiar artifice a firm, self-supporting logic, 
to take elements of almost unconscious familiarity but 
that no one really bothers to investigate the actual 
meanings of and to then infuse these with the familiar 
gravity of tight minded narrative.   
 
MPG: This is certainly something I tried to achieve 
with the story. Too often I see revisionist mythology (a 
genre that seems to be slowly growing in popularity) too 
weighed down with subservience to what has come 
before. I tried to work through archetypes (i.e. God is 
all powerful and infallible, Satan is the Prince of Lies, 
etc.) and see how I could skirt some of the problems 
presented while still staying true to the origin of the 
myth on a superficial level. Taking the broad strokes of 
what is canon and tearing the underpinnings out of that, 
and putting some kind of convoluted trellis in its place, 
if that makes any sense.  
 
 
PD: You put it so much better than me there—
Revisionist Mythology is exactly it.  And yes, it is 
showing a great swell in popularity, though it‟s always 
been around.  The method you describe here is so 
crucial to achieving honesty, not just niche-particular, 
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not just alteration of what someone else already said.  
And it‟s a risky game, certainly, because so many 
concepts are so loaded—but it‟s the risk that makes it 
fascinating and worthwhile.  Throughout Angel Falls, 
these blatant icons appear, are used, intermingle, but 
never seem dependent on anything outside of the 
page—there is no point arguing about them in terms of 
religious debate, of philosophical debate, of dissecting 
the actual textual history of any of them.  And as you 
say, there is a desire to stay true to the origins of a 
particular myth, certainly, but your piece has what I 
consider the good sense to be true moreover to the 
notion of Myth, to not confuse it with absolutism, even 
for the sake of a story. Nothing is necessary beyond the 
thrust—Cuthulu doesn‟t need to be real, you just need 
to know what Lovecraft is talking about and likewise 
with your work, Purgatory doesn‟t need to be endlessly 
justified, it has to be expressed quite flatly and then 
taken for granted—this is the heart of myth, the older 
they get, the more removed from our conscious control 
they get, the more simplistic and pointless to argue with 
they become.  Angel Falls doesn‟t rest at all on 
revisionism, any more than it seems to stake claim at 
being „visionary‟. The premise itself, very succinctly and 
intriguingly rendered in the prologue, is enough to 
sustain the novel—the novel, more than an investigation 
of the particulars of the storyline, is an inquisition of the 
prologue.   Here Is The Novel, is the prologue and Here 
Is A Particular Riff On The Prologue is the rest.  I am 
an absolutist on a certain point—and it is something 
that draws me to work like Angel Falls but frankly 
troubles me about you putting it out with the 
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introductory letter as you do—and that is that when a 
novel is finished, it is finished.   
 
MPG: I mostly agree with what you‟re saying here, 
but the letter, and the ARC I‟ve made in general, is 
more of a kick in my own ass to prepare myself for 
manuscript submission to publishers/agents. One of the 
reasons I specifically state that I‟m interested in what a 
reader feels is that I honestly don‟t give a shit if they 
thought Lucifer and Eve should have hooked up, or 
whether Goliath could be smarter, or any particular plot 
point. I build an agenda for myself before I send things 
out to readers, and mainly it‟s a checklist I have to see if 
what I’m trying to convey is getting through. I‟m a 
playwright by nature, and getting a play to the stage is a 
massive effort of collaboration, passing back and forth, 
testing things out, hearing them live, etc and all of that is 
absolutely essential to getting the piece standing on its 
own feet.  
 
PD: And here is where my particular fascination 
comes in—do please understand that this fascination 
would not exist without it being taken as read that I find 
your work honest, worthwhile literature; this is not an 
expression of abstraction, what I‟m about to get into, it 
is about my reactions and feelings toward your novel, as 
an actuality.  There is an intriguing element to the 
division you suggest—you don‟t so much care about 
reaction to or opinion on plot-point, but you do care 
about the more intangible things, the matter you are 
trying „to convey‟—in that you see what I would term 
„superficial things‟, things in a sense outside of the point 
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of your individual artistic position, as absolute, 
concreted, nothing that will change, but see things that I 
feel as crucial to what individuates your work, things 
one hundred percent having to do with your own, 
unique, artistic filter or expression as a matter that 
should be tested, gauged, investigated.  What is it that, 
for example, you would see as warranting some 
change—do you mean that you have a passage that 
expresses X to you and if there is not some hint that this 
X was understood by some reader, you feel you didn‟t 
express it?  Is an outside reaction a litmus test to 
whether or not something is actually there?  Even 
though you disperse the work to individuals you respect, 
people whose own work you admire, whose opinion in 
general you take to heart, Socrates‟ explanation of a ship 
needing a captain springs to mind—that if ninety-nine 
people all think the ship should be steered in one 
direction, but only one person has training in navigation, 
only the opinion of one person matters.  So, while it is 
true that the audience you seek has „training in writing‟ 
so to speak, it isn‟t points of technical craft you say you 
are so concerned with, it is only a matter of your own 
internal expressions—your emotional identity, for 
example—and this makes anyone else among the 
ninety-nine who should not be consulted. You are the 
navigator of your own views.   
 
MPG: It‟s tricky to pinpoint with this book, but 
for the most part it goes back to playwriting (as it always 
does for me). Test readings, those nights in tiny rooms 
with small audiences as you fine tune writing, you listen 
for things—Where is the audience breathing? When are 
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the asses shifting in the seats? Where‟s the 
laughter/applause/etc. Of course, with a book, you 
don‟t get this immediate reaction, but since this a small 
group of people I trust, I trust that they will come back 
and kind of tell me where those moments were for 
them. It is important for me to know overall if readers 
thought a certain sequence was dragging or meandering 
or disconnected. One or two people saying they got 
bored in a certain spot doesn‟t carry much weight, but if 
the greater majority of readers all mention that same 
spot, it‟s worth it for me to go back and look at what I 
did and what I was trying to accomplish. Also, most 
writers aren‟t lucky enough to have their work see the 
light of day, and those that do get little in the way of 
genuine feedback on their work (a review rarely dissects 
the writing itself, usually opting to cover the 
broadstrokes of plot, character, etc). So even if I don‟t 
change a word of Angel Falls, it‟s good as an artist to get 
feedback my actual craft of writing that I can then use 
on the next thing. 
 
PD: I want to bring a few things out, here, 
because of the way you‟ve so nicely explained this.  
There is a curious blend of statistical thinking and 
thinking-in-reference-to-reaction here I want to be 
certain I am understanding the drive of.  You seem able 
to delete—a good thing—large swaths of people from 
your queue of reactions-you‟d-put-stock-in, some of 
which we‟ve discussed earlier, but at the same time, the 
closer you get to defining the audience whose reaction 
you seek and why, the more ethereal it becomes.  I 
absolutely respect and know that you are not saying you 
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would „have to‟ change anything based on anything, so 
we will take that point as read as we continue.  But you 
do seem—I mean this because of your consideration of 
work as a crafted, published, available entity—to value a 
„review‟, a specific reaction, though these reactions, as 
you say, tend to revolve around more the superficial 
trappings of the novel—broad strokes, plot points, 
these seem to be things you are testing for with the 
smaller, intimate audience—where does some superficial 
mind wandering happen? when do they seem a bit out 
of the performance, more aware of their own bodies? 
and so on.  But, in taking these notes and applying them 
to the piece, even in just slight tinkering, it seems the 
„review response‟ is the one being most directly 
considered, while at the same time such response is 
recognized as somewhat irrelevant to the guts of the 
literature.  Why I bring this up is that I wonder if you 
see the one thing in service of the other—if a piece can 
be crafted to gloss past the review response, if it can be 
made that enough people will comfortably read it, even 
if just on a superficial level, not get fidgety or bored or 
whatever, then it redoubles the odds of it surviving „in 
print‟ long enough to get some more „important‟ or 
„depth-full‟ notice from readers you find more kinship 
with.  And if this is so, it is very well thought, but I 
suppose what I wonder is whether your idea of what 
happens after—your particular understanding of 
literature as commodity, for better or worse, as artifact, 
as tangible item that must be „sold‟ to audience—
informs the craft even from an early point.  It is in 
thinking about mythologies and oral traditions and 
reinterpretations of timeless iconography that wends me 
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down this path—do you, as I sometimes do, think that 
there has been an actual change in people‟s 
understanding of the artists-of-our-times‟ renderings of 
the world, that no longer will some piece, however true 
and imperative, survive to be regarded in the future if it 
does not play according to the rules of our age?  Is there 
a struggle in literature now, that it must be accepted that 
a work, to survive with any kind of posterity, must first 
go through the „trials of the marketplace‟ so to speak? 
 
MPG: That‟s a toughie, but I don‟t think it‟s any 
more pertinent to the here-and-now than it is to the 
there-and-gone. Think of the Library at Alexandria 
burning—what was lost there? We will never know. As 
highly as we value the works of the ancient philosophers 
and playwrights, what if they were merely the „B‟ team? 
On a more modern note, look at Confederacy of 
Dunces. Had John Kennedy Toole‟s mother not 
intervened, would anyone know of the work? Had he 
chosen to live, would he have published it at all, or 
perhaps shelved it in favor of another project? I think 
that any work that will eventually be seen as „Great‟ or 
„Worthy‟ or „remembered‟ has to be, on some level, 
discovered. Even if it‟s just a small Cult following, there 
are books out there that probably far outstrip the works 
of David Foster Wallace or Rushdie or Eggers or any of 
our modern wunderkinds, and we will simply never 
know about them. We are the noisy forest, they are the 
trees falling with no chance of making a noise loud 
enough to notice. Kind of depressing, that. That said, 
do I write with a financial end product in mind? No. It 
would hamper the work too much, and I‟d never be able 
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to get a word out without second-guessing it. Do I re-
write with that in mind? Eventually, yes. If I decide the 
work is worth taking public, then I will try to gauge a 
market reaction on a micro level to see what, if any, 
adjustments need to be made. 
 
PD: And it is finished, when the writing is done 
to the point the author feels it is ready to be slipped into 
the consideration of someone else.  Because, at this 
point, the craft of the novel is complete, and what 
remains is the contemplation—contemplation is nothing 
to do with change.  That any set of eyes falls on the 
piece is the desire, and any and all thought about the 
work that is had is had is the only thing that will ever 
result. I would not pick up, for example, Doctor 
Faustus, give it a read, think about some things I agree 
with or disagree with and then consider how the text 
might be changed and certainly not how the meaning or 
effect of the novel on me—or worse still, on some 
abstraction, some imaginary-man—might have altered, 
as well.  Nor would I do so with the latest John 
Grisham legal thriller nor the latest Leisure Books 
issuing of some Richard Laymon hack-piece.  To 
consider making alterations to a novel, even based on 
sound ideas from sound minded artists, shows (as a 
more eloquent man than myself has put it) „a will most 
incorrect to heaven‟.   
 
MPG: Well, the old adage we had in my 
playwriting program was a simple comeback. During 
previews/staged reading feedback, if a responder said „I 
wanted to see X happen onstage,‟ we had full 
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permission to respond with „Go write your own fucking 
play if that‟s what you want to see onstage.‟ However, 
there is no way in hell I‟d think about letting a novel out 
into the wild simply because I‟d reached those magical 
two words The End.  The product reviewed here is 
more like a racecar that I think is ready to run on a 
track, but needs a final coat of paint and a few minor 
adjustments. The people I sent the book to aren‟t the 
ones suggesting those changes, I‟m the one watching 
them drive around the track. I‟m the guy in the pit 
listening to their comments about how the car‟s running 
out there, so comments like „You need comfier seats‟ 
mean little to me, where comments like „It felt kinda 
loose around that last turn‟ will clue me in to re-read 
what I‟ve written to see if what I intend to convey is 
coming through. Having said all that, I‟m not a fan of 
auto racing per se, and I‟m surprised that analogy just 
came out of me. 
 
PD: Indeed.  So I want to further investigate this 
matter—if it‟s not becoming tiring— this idea that is 
emerging of what The Book is to you, or in general.  
Here, you posit it as Racecar, as mechanism meant to 
function in some express way. And I see this, certainly, 
though it must have become obvious we approach this 
from wildly different avenues.  Is it fair to say that with 
your work you are seeking specific results—you don‟t 
want it to be loose around certain turns—as opposed to 
watching people drive it, just to see what it does and 
remark on it—you see that it‟s loose around a turn, but 
that is just a property of it.  Trying to pin myself down a 
little, to bring this into more specific ground, do you see 
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literary expression as something to be some tempered, 
something that once observed should be fixed, or 
tinkered with anyway?  You say that it isn‟t over when 
you reach the words The End, and certainly this is fair 
enough and it is understandable considering you are 
talking about „a draft‟ in a sense and I am talking about 
„a novel‟—but when, I wonder, is the point of 
conclusion for you, as author, when do you relinquish 
control?  Because as I understand what you‟re saying, 
even in making the book a kind of collaboration, it is a 
collaboration that you still have absolute authority over, 
so it is halfway-collaborative, really.  I suppose I wonder 
why it is, at this point, a collaboration at all. What will 
prompt the final The End from you? 
 
MPG: Well, in this case, the book is done. The 
story itself isn‟t going to change, but I might go back 
and expand on detail in some places, for instance. I‟ve 
gotten a few questions here and there about why certain 
things happen in the novel, and going back and reading, 
I can see that there are things I glossed over because it‟s 
my world and I take things for granted as „known‟ that 
might benefit from a little extra detail for a reader. It‟s 
those kind of things. I think everything, every written 
work, can benefit from a little extra tinkering, but of 
course the author has to walk away at some point and 
just leave it. I don‟t need it to be perfect, but I do want 
it to be as good as it can be, and when I feel that it‟s at 
that level, I‟m satisfied. Like I said earlier, the feedback 
in theatre is immediate, something you can‟t get from 
writing a novel, and that‟s fine. But the feedback is 
indeed crucial, and it‟s this little round of readership that 
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gives me the final notes before „opening night‟, as it 
were. Again, I feel like it‟s not that much of a 
collaboration, because the people giving me feedback 
have no authority over the story itself, and no ability to 
change a thing. Even in theatre, feedback sessions are 
directed more towards the director and actors, because 
they‟re the ones interpreting my words. My job was to 
listen and see if I could distill from those notes things 
that were relevant to the writing. 
 
PD: Relenting a bit, I see that it could be, as the 
foreigner to your process, I am overly insisting on what 
you have, principally, already explained.  So, I want to 
redirect a bit to the idea of, generally, finished 
product—the novel-as-product.  There is more and 
more the ability for an author to get their own work „to 
the light of day‟ as it were, something I am quite an 
advocate of.  Perhaps the newness of this, on the heels 
of many many years—years enough anyway that it 
became the layman „norm‟, the pre-understood way of 
things—of the notion of getting ones work „out there‟ 
being an ordeal, something that in even the most basic 
way required the help of others, this help bringing with 
it the appearance of necessity for all manner of 
secondary craft and an understandable insistence on 
superficial flawlessness—typographical, absolute clarity 
of direction, succinctness, readability etc.—while 
certainly literature, prior to the notion of mass produced 
individual pieces, had a different face.  That is—and I 
note it as „just something that happened‟, not bad not 
good—an industry built around „books‟ had an 
influence on what people think „books‟ are.  But really, if 
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at any epoch in history an author could have put his or 
her own work out, with ease, they would have opted for 
this, and likely, if one takes into account the brazen egos 
of many literary greats and the utter timidity of others, it 
would have been a version of their work far more 
naked, rough hewn.  Bringing this in to a point—or 
rather a question—do you see this turn toward any 
artists‟ ability to make available their work to the 
marketplace through no filter as a return to the, for lack 
of a better word, „purity‟ of artistic expression that 
existed before the advent of large-scale-edition-literary-
commerce, or do you think that the collaborative 
aspects of the often vilified „commercial publisher‟—
editor, marketing, wide distribution, etc.—are 
something, in and of themselves, that are a pure product 
of literary creation?  Or, since I loaded that question up 
a bit—though I would like an answer to it—I will say 
that I see you do value the „traditional methods‟ of 
getting a book „out there‟, but do not seem to value 
them for commercial reasons—indeed you haven‟t said 
a word in your talk of process that seems to have any 
bearing on commerciality—and so will just ask in a 
general way your thoughts on how methods of 
availability influence artistic methods of production. 
 
MPG: The internet changed everything. I actually 
remember a series of ads from the now defunct (I think) 
company Qwest, where they had people checking into 
these weird remote hotels, asking which channels were 
available, and the reply was „Everything. Anything ever 
made is available to you.‟ Same take with books, news, 
etc. The floodgates are open, and the internet has well-
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and-truly fucked the means of artistic production. In 
some ways, this is a fantastic thing. We‟re seeing, in 
some areas, fewer „manufactured‟ artists (particularly in 
music) and more of a sense of pride in fans discovering 
people‟s works. The problem with such unfettered 
market availability is that its flipped everything on its 
head. Before, an author had to climb a mountain, 
struggle and fight to find editors, publishers, get noticed, 
tooth and claw, etc and eventually join the entirely 
different race of „being published‟ and its intrinsic 
difficulties and struggles. Now, the struggle is to swim 
to the surface of a deep well of murky, scum infested 
waters. When you‟ve got a million people in a swimming 
pool with you, how do you get the lifeguard to notice 
you? There have been interesting new notions of the 
„working artist‟ (anyone who has, I think the theory was, 
1,000 loyal fans will be able to sustain themselves solely 
on their art). The rawness is a fantastic part of it. In 
music, it works fantastically, as we get exposed to new 
sounds, new voices, less autotuning and vamping and 
more soulfulness and expression. It‟s a bit different in 
books, however, because we as authors are, in a sense, 
building a house for people to live in for a brief time. 
People forgive a cracked voice or pitchy guitar in a song 
a few times. In a 500-page book, it all starts to add up, 
and the flaws will soon start to obscure the greater 
whole of the work. It‟s a delicate tightrope walk. It‟s a 
field that is really going to hit authors hard in the next 5-
10 years as eReaders become more widely available. 
Although production costs may technically decrease, 
there will be new concerns over marketing, pricing, and 
worst of all, piracy. Some authors like Cory Doctorow 
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are fighting to stay ahead of this trend. Though it‟s not 
like being an author was ever a financial career decision 
akin to being a doctor, it is going to become ever 
trickier to make a dime or two from writing.  
 
 
PD: Again, sir, again you tempt me into all 
manner of wonderful side-conversations inside of side-
conversations.  Here, I will not, sadly, have to not speak 
on the many things I have to say about the „making a 
dime off of‟ literature, and will instead return to an 
earlier trail. While it is true to the absolute purpose of 
literature to bluntly ask a reader for comments, no 
matter the content of the comment (to make flesh the 
actual dialogue nature that is so implicit yet all to often 
ignored in art—to ask for conversation rather than 
„review‟ or „opinion‟) there is an incorrect trepidation in 
asking the reader to give suggestions that may alter 
anything—but you do this, calling what I term a 
„finished novel‟ not so, breaking off audience into Early 
Readers and Later Readers. I wonder what is at the 
heart of it.  Because it further alters the general lens 
through which the work will be regarded to posit a 
reader as an entity whose individual presence has that 
power to alter the tone and gravity of even one word of 
the literature being regarded—you mention a test 
audience for a play and I think of early cut screenings 
for cinema, but this upset me, as such „focus group‟ 
matters do not have artistic integrity or flat respect for 
craft in mind, but rather—however minimally it might 
be in the best of cases—a suggestion that an individual 
artist‟s work should be somehow tempered to suit 
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something born of the momentary conscious 
consideration of a third party.   
 
MPG: Well, again on this point I fall back to my 
playwriting analogy. You have to write for an audience. 
This is not to be misconstrued as saying you need to 
pander to an audience to give them a single thing they 
want, but you Must acknowledge that your final product 
needs an audience. To the authors who say they write 
strictly for themselves, I ask: Why write at all? You live 
with your brain every second of every day. Think your 
story to yourself if it‟s really just for you. But the second 
you commit pen to paper or finger to keyboard, you‟re 
acknowledging the need for an audience, the desire for 
your voice to be preserved, heard, what have you, in 
some aspect.  
 
PD: Here I find much blood, much wonderful 
blood.  I absolutely agree with you that if a writer writes 
„merely for themselves‟ there is nothing, perhaps, to 
speak of in terms of literature—if one truly writes as an 
exercise, never intending even the abstraction of 
audience, is it correct to consider the words set down as 
part of the dialogue, the conversational imperative that 
literature is?  It‟s a fascinating and troubling, and very 
very very very well remarked point.  And I don‟t know 
how I feel about that, entirely, and don‟t think to get 
lost down that path, just at the moment.  To ask „Why 
write at all?‟ is going a bit far, but I think by that you 
mean what I mean when I say „Should the thing be 
treated as literature?‟  Further, and even more of import, 
is again a subtle, marvelous misplacement of intent in 
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what you say, or how I interpret it.  There is an 
audience, yes, and pandering is out of the question if 
literature is what‟s being discussed.  But, you seem to 
suggest that the author expresses the desire to have their 
voice be preserved and by this I must assume their 
„voice‟ is their ideas, their feelings, their identity, their 
particulars, but at the same time you are—either saying 
it happens before it‟s done or as means of getting it 
done—utilizing the audience as a way of knowing 
whether or not this happens.  That is, from what you 
say, the audience has some say as to what your voice is, 
not just how it is expressed—or perhaps these are one 
and the same thing.  There is a tension I feel from you, 
in that you suggest it is the final product that needs 
audience—and there I with all my heart agree with 
you—but at the same time insist, somehow, that the 
not-final product also needs audience to make it a final 
product. 
 
MPG: In the case of writing, the audience always 
has a say to what an author‟s voice is, but it‟s a show put 
on for one person at a time. Getting feedback from all 
of these „audiences‟ only helps in growing as a writer, 
but also helps the book in the final awful phase of its 
life, that of marketing. There‟s the rub, eh? This is 
where the split occurs between „I think I‟ve written a 
very good book.‟ and „I‟m getting ready to take this 
book to market.‟ If I imagine the work as my son going 
to a formal family dinner with me, this would be the 
part before we enter where I‟m just checking for snot 
on his face or food stains on his clothes. In the long 
run, those kinds of flaws will be exposed no matter how 
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much primping I do, because he is what he is, and he‟s 
bound to sneeze again or drool, or make a mess. But, 
for just that brief second when he walks through the 
door and the people at the party (agents/publishers) see 
him the first time, he‟ll be clean.  
 
PD: I am going to resists—except briefly and in 
good humour (I have children myself)—wondering at 
the comparison between taking a child to an event and 
„selling something‟—child or novel—at an event.  One 
of the two I‟d ask a higher price for, though I will not 
reveal which.  With more seriousness and directness, 
because it is something I admit to being the alien about, 
I want to know about this idea of „growing‟ as a writer.  
I have always thought of this as an unconscious reaction 
to the stimuli that surrounds one, something 
unavoidable—one lives, one grows.  You seem to posit 
it as something more to do with conscious desire, 
conscious direction rather than mere influence.  Buried 
in a lot of what I‟ve been saying is the idea that it is only 
the unconscious understanding and the ability to set this 
down in words, that seems to mark an author‟s 
„progress‟—and I will further that even this „progress‟ is 
something of little value outside of rhetorical discourse.  
When you speak of any interaction—be it with 
colleagues whose minds you know and whose opinion 
you are likely to consider with some gravity or the 
reactions of strangers whose opinions, if gruff or off-
the-cuff, you value less and don‟t dwell on dismissing—
the only thing that gives me pause is that it brings your 
conscious focus to your work and brings the conscious 
aspect of creation into the position of dominance and 
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of—I extrapolate—„properness‟.  One of the things that 
I value above all, for example, is dialogue about my 
work, absolutely unfiltered feedback that I will take to 
heart, discuss, and that I will use to explore my creation.  
However, I find it dubious to, because of any 
perspective arrived at after the work‟s creation, alter the 
work, even if, as I say, I see the absolute correctness, am 
in absolute agreement with the view of a colleague.  This 
is not something I am attempting to influence you 
toward, but something I, again, want to get at through 
the filter of „growth of the artist‟.  And to better focus 
your response, if you chose to make one, I want to also 
get at what you think the general direction of an artist‟s 
growth should be—growing toward what?  As the 
„maturation process continues‟ for you personally or in 
how you see the work of an artist you admire continue 
to be produced, how do you mark this notion of 
growth?  Is it something you can see only in your own 
work, or is it something you can perceive in the work of 
another, even a total stranger? 
 
MPG: I can definitely see it in the works of other 
authors. Compare Palahniuk‟s Fight Club to Rant or 
Pygmy, and you‟ll see a much different author at work 
in both. I‟ll refrain from passing judgment on growth 
equaling quality, but you will see an author who is 
absolutely unafraid of failure. As much as I‟ve disliked 
his latest works, he obviously has no qualms about 
applying his minimalist ideas and styles to widely 
disparate ideas. The changes in, say, King, or someone 
with a similar style and career longevity, tend to be a bit 
more subdued, because they are walking that line—
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trying to expand their horizons while not alienating the 
hands that fed them and carried them to where they are 
today. To borrow a random name, I suppose I feel 
better discussing a book and saying „Palahniuk wrote a 
fantastic new story‟, rather than referring to it as 
„another Palahniuk story.‟ One implies the artist serving 
the story, the other implies the desire to make a quick 
buck putting on the same dog-and-pony show with new 
masks on the actors. In terms of growth, I think it‟s 
necessary. I‟m a huge fan of combat sports, and the 
parallels between it and writing are numerous. You can 
have a fighter who‟s one-dimensional, a powerful and 
fast striker, who racks up a quick succession of victories, 
who suddenly finds himself knocked out at the hands of 
a superior tactician (see Arlovski vs. Emelianenko). And 
that first failure, that knock-out, can derail a career—
writing, fighting, or otherwise. So there‟s a bit of a 
combination necessary—the willingness to boldly fail 
but to be open to failure and the lessons it brings, but 
also the desire to hone craft, build muscle, learn new 
skillsets, and push yourself as hard as possible. These 
advanced readings are a bit like sparring matches in that 
regard, seeing how it rolls, seeing where its taking the 
hardest punches and if it‟s still on its feet afterwards. I 
don‟t mean to be an analogy machine here, but it‟s the 
easiest way for me to get my head around ideas. For 
instance, you said you couldn‟t imagine going back to 
change your work, even if someone brought up a strong 
point that you agreed with. If your book was a mass 
market paperback, the difficulties in fixing it would be 
immense. But as it stands now, with a smaller press, you 
do have the option of going back to make those changes 
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if you so desire. There‟s a whole new set of problems 
that comes from that, obviously, in the „time travel‟ 
required to get your mind back to that state, the 
potential to poison the „you‟ of a year ago with the new 
ideas of today, etc. It‟s an interesting dilemma certainly.  
 
PD: Literature is psychic viciousness—not to say 
the subject matter is jarring or violent or brutish, per se,, 
but it has to lack artifice, very much like two fighters 
going at it bare knuckle.  Earlier on, what I was driving 
at about the inclusion of your „author request‟ for 
structured feedback was that such a conscious purpose 
to feedback, was akin to reading the book with the 
author reading over your shoulder, whispering „Here is 
the first sentence of the novel, here is the second, the 
third, the fourth‟ and so on.  A reader does not need the 
author‟s voice around saying so as a reminder—in fact, 
it sullies the illusion, and a sullied illusion cannot ever 
gain the clip of reality.   
 
MPG: I‟ve found that no matter what I‟m writing, 
it‟s always best to give specific feedback requests to 
readers. Going through the expense of making these 
books and sending them to people, there‟s no way I‟m 
just gonna hand it over and say „tell me what you think‟ 
because that leads to a couple of different things: either 
bland answers „I liked it‟ „pretty good‟ etc, which means 
I still have to ask followup questions, or a response 
that‟s all over the place and in no way helpful. I selected 
my initial group of test readers for very specific reasons, 
each person representing a different aspect to me. It will 
help me to know how my book speaks to the varied 
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demographics I sent it to. The preface is by no means 
an apology (although my joking tone may suggest so to 
those uninitiated to my sense of humor). It‟s merely a 
starting point: hey, you‟re gonna read this book, keep 
these things in mind as you go through. It‟s worked for 
me consistently as I‟ve written novels, short stories, 
plays, etc, although the degree of feedback I seek for 
each varies.  
 
 
PD: Oh yes, I do the same thing, in many 
ways—and I think everyone should (though obviously I 
do set grave import on „when‟ and „to what end‟ the 
feedback is sought)—and I do not mean by any stretch 
of the imagination to devalue the heart of the thing or 
to posit one „writerly technique‟ over another.  I 
suppose I‟m overly dissecting you, but I do find your 
method of abstracting yourself a fantastic thing—
because it is what I think you‟re doing, breaking yourself 
into aspects of yourself as represented by your opinion 
of other people, in turn using these trusted other people 
as a method of gauging a general swath of people—and 
yet doing this as a way of bringing things back around to 
yourself, as a single, unique consciousness.  The novel, 
as I see it, should go forth to put whatever ideas a 
reader might have from it in their minds (and if you 
want to know what these are, there is powerful beauty in 
this desire, an earnest request to have art considered 
outside of ego or commodity) but to make this 
unspoken, natural quality of artistic pursuit of intelligent 
consideration a consciously suggested, even requested, 
happening sets an irrevocable trap—and especially with 
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a finely crafted and obviously personality-infused work 
such as yours, much is set to be lost.   
 
MPG: Also, in the process of publishing, an editor 
is typically involved, and this process is done on some 
kind of micro-level. Rewriting and honing of text has 
always been my favorite part of the creative process. My 
training and background lies mainly in playwriting, so I 
suppose my approach to getting to a finished product 
has always been somewhat unusual, but not extremely 
so. It‟s why we have writer‟s groups, writing classes, etc. 
All of these things affect the creative process behind a 
novel, but I prefer to take all my lumps at the end rather 
than during the act of creation.  
 
PD: And this, of course, perhaps cuts to the 
central question of this matter—from everything we‟ve 
been discussing and now this, am I correcting in 
thinking that when you write, it is with (and I don‟t use 
the word pejoratively) the „Product‟ of the novel in 
mind—that is, do you think about publication as 
integral to authorship?  The emphasis you lay on writers 
groups, work shopping, these are matters you don‟t find 
secondary, but instead essential to literary output.  It 
makes sense, if you as an artist find particular 
importance—even joy—in „rewriting‟ and „honing‟, you 
see these as part of your thing.   
 
MPG: Writing the book is one thing, marketing 
something else entirely. I try as much as possible to 
keep the idea of „Product‟ out of the first draft stage. It‟s 
all about the joy of creating the story at that point. Once 
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I get through the „fun‟ of writing, then it becomes about 
the job of rewriting, and then, worse still, the job of 
marketing. I do think that ultimately, most writers need 
some aspect of public connection (workshops, 
feedback, etc) to fully realize their work. It is the rare 
person who can get from start to finish with no 
feedback and still produce something consistently great. 
 
PD: Simple question, asked very non-
confrontationally—I will ask it of myself and answer 
too, if you ask me to in order to keep this reciprocal: 
Would you prefer to write work that is exactly as you 
envision it, but know will not be viewed as „great‟ by 
large numbers of people and certainly not as 
„consistently great‟ by anybody, or to engage in a process 
that would call for some—not severe—alteration of 
your prose and presentation that would carry with it the 
guarantee of being regarded in such terms as „great‟ and 
„consistently great‟?  And more so—same tone—do you 
think an aspect of wide appreciation is necessary for a 
work to be considered „great‟ or an artist‟s output to be 
considered such—the proverbial „if nobody is reading it 
and remarking on it, does it even have these qualities, 
are they only subjective and dependent on eyes to 
review?‟—is there such a thing as intrinsically „great 
literature‟? 
 
MPG: I don‟t like the notion of „great literature‟, or 
great art in general, because it invites snobbery. I know 
what I like, but I know there are people out there that 
are genuinely enthralled by Twilight, and more power to 
them. I want my work to be the best it can be as judged 



Michael Paul Gonzalez: …seasonby season her changes 
Change her changes endlessly 

 
 

283 

by me.  One of the things I know I am prone to doing is 
leaving out crucial details, glossing things over that are 
essential to certain plot points, and worse, forgetting 
certain through lines of the story altogether. I can‟t re-
read my own work for shit, so having extra eyes going 
through it, giving me feedback, is crucial to the process, 
for me. I know other authors who stew for weeks over 
the story before they sit and pound out these perfectly 
formed sentences. I, on the other hand, rewrite on the 
fly, two steps forward three steps back, that kind of 
thing. It makes it messy, and it leaves me confused in 
certain aspects by the end of it all, so the readers keep 
me grounded. I can‟t worry about anybody‟s perception 
of the book other than my own. I view it less as a 
painting, less as something to be observed, and more as 
this tentacular thing that slithers into your eyeballs and 
wraps around your brain, a devious little beast that I‟ve 
birthed in a laboratory. I can‟t spend all that time getting 
ready to unleash it on the world without a field test or 
two, but again, it‟s not really to tell me what I need to 
change, but to show me where my intentions did not 
reach my audience, and if that is or is not important to 
the work as a whole.  
 
PD: When this editor comes in, though, is that 
something you are envisioning from the get-go, that 
there will, without question, be a filter of someone else‟s 
aesthetics, opinions, craft that the piece will pass 
through, that the finality comes, perhaps, when other 
hands take over?  It‟s interesting and paints the matter 
in a different light.   
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MPG: The editor—that‟s a part I‟ve had 
nightmares about. It‟s a tricky relationship, to be sure, 
and I‟ve heard just as many horror stories as I have 
stories about wonderful working relationships. It‟s odd 
that in published writing, the author loses some of that 
control over their work, whereas onstage, the playwright 
is God and their word is deemed final. You can‟t change 
a word, technically, in a staged performance without 
consent from the playwright. „Yes‟ cannot be „Yeah‟, 
„Do not‟ can‟t become „Don‟t‟, etc etc. There‟s just as 
much marketing that must be done for plays as for 
books (and you could argue, much more consistent and 
prolonged marketing while the play is running). The 
financial risk is there on both sides (production 
company vs. publishing house) so why do authors 
relinquish so much control? It‟s strange how these 
things work.   
 
PD: Well, some of this is out of my range, other 
than rhetorically.  And I wonder, as I went into earlier, 
about this set-up in principal, as gone are the days, 
truthfully, when there need be any—and certainly no 
substantial—financial risk unless the notion of 
publication is based on investment and return, which 
philosophically I do not see as very interesting.  
Publishing as its own art form, just as free from the 
encumbrances of the marketplace as literary creation 
itself, is something of a passion of mine and within the 
context of that I would see any relationship between 
artist-author and artist-editor as interesting and having 
nothing but the heart of the literary work in mind—in 
such a format, any dialogue between artist and other 



Michael Paul Gonzalez: …seasonby season her changes 
Change her changes endlessly 

 
 

285 

collaborator is somewhat more tranquil to me—or is 
just as feverish, but has such a simplicity to its reason.  
When the editor comes into effect, really, I think it 
should be a relinquishing of control from the author—
something like admitting to the idea of unseen 
influence, trusting that the notion of the work is sound, 
the structure not hanging on a thread, that is to treat the 
editor as first interpreter, translator and to be willing to 
stand symbolically by a work that was not wholly „the 
artist‟s‟ because the work will be, literally, transmuted 
into „audience interpretation‟ no matter what, once it is 
read—the author is out of the picture, their opinion of 
their work or their  interpretation of it of no more or 
less value or correctness than any person reading it.  
Your remark about the control of the playwright—I had 
no idea and find it a little bit horrifying, to my 
sensibilities.  It seems a bit out of joint with the notion 
of purity through expression, especially collaborative 
expression. 
 
MPG: Well, to clarify it, the playwright is the god 
of the text. He cannot make changes to any physical 
aspect of performance, staging, set decoration, et cetera 
(unless it‟s strictly written in the play—someone getting 
shot, but the actor decides to throw a banana instead). If 
you ever want a chuckle, read a play by David Mamet, a 
modern master, and then go back and read the great 
works of GB Shaw. Shaw‟s stage directions read like a 
Victorian novel, with Tolkeinesque levels of description 
and movement and mannerism and motivation, all 
things that are generally acknowledged now to be the 
territory of the other collaborative artists involved. It is 
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important though, plays are written as they are for a 
reason. Most productions, especially first productions, 
are a collaboration, where there is opportunity for 
change, interaction, discussion. But once it‟s locked 
down, it‟s locked down. No more changes to the words. 
In both staging and novel writing, I think that final 
handover of control is not a worrisome process when 
you are with the right team. You‟ll be confident that the 
editor has the book‟s best interests at heart, and most of 
the changes suggested will probably be along the lines of 
pacing and tightening and phrasing (I hope). To that 
extent, most of the time, the editor will go back and 
show the author what they‟re up to, and the author can 
wield the power of the almighty STET to save his or her 
inconsequential yet precious gems. I‟m sure for the most 
part, authors are only too happy to relinquish control to 
an editor at the end of the process, akin to the act of 
handing a colicky infant to a spouse so you can have a 
moment of peace. 
 
PD: I have always been dreadfully uncertain how 
I feel about the editor‟s pen, be it in the hands of a 
revered colleague or a complete stranger—indeed, I 
would have words with Ezra Pound about some of the 
slashes to Eliot, even despite the fact that the finality of 
poems are wonderful, I still wonder what Pound was 
missing that he felt excising was necessary, or what Eliot 
was thinking, for that matter.  
 
MPG: I wonder this as well. These are also the 
kinds of questions I get when reading translated 
literature as well, because then there‟s a doubly weird 
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foreign-author-to-foreign-editor-to-translator-to-
english-editor thing happening. How much of Cervantes 
have I Really read? Was my experience with Battle 
Royale the same as someone who read the Japanese 
version? So much gets lost in the pacing, the rhythm, 
dialect, culture, etc. But I suppose that‟s another 
discussion for another time.  
 
PD: Unfortunately it always has to be a 
discussion for another time, but I am going to touch on 
it a bit here.  „Much is lost‟ is a statement that, while I 
understand it, is also something of a superstitious 
construct to me.  This returns to my notion of 
relinquishing of authorial control, but even more so 
touches on the idea of the audience confusing the 
„reality‟ of a particular author or culture with the 
„necessity‟ of it.  A brief example would be William 
Shakespeare‟s Hamlet, a play so open to 
interpretation—indeed in need of obsessive 
interpretation—that to suggest the text of it that I am 
reading, today, is anything remotely close to the original 
is unlikely.  And even if it is, there are countless 
renderings based on this or that definitive text that 
many—I have several on my shelf—have different 
wording, slightly different pacing, different breaks.  But, 
frankly, were someone to show me the original Hamlet 
and I were to find it bore no resemblance to the text I 
have studied and memorized and forgotten and 
rememorized and lived with in my head for more than a 
decade, I don‟t think I‟d give a fuck.  It changes nothing 
of what Hamlet is.  When the author „steps away‟ it is an 
act of removal from the world of „author‟ into the vast 
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readership and world of interpretation that is literature.  
And while I may wonder how much of the Hamlet I 
read is the Hamlet Shakespeare wrote, how much of my 
interpretation—separated by time, culture, linguistic 
nuance, age, status, etc—could have anything to do with 
the „play‟s intentions‟?  I think there is something in 
what you ask here that is to the heart of the matter—if 
my appreciation of a piece is dependent on my 
understanding of rhythms, diction, culture, etc. does it 
not just come down to „if I feel differently about any of 
these particular likes and dislikes of the author, if I see 
their use differently than they see their use, am I not in 
essence not reading exactly what the author wrote‟? 
 
MPG: Good points, all. Most of the time, when 
you read a script, you‟re looking at a final produced 
version from a Broadway (or off-off or whatever) 
premiere. Stage directions, line cuts, etc, all of these 
were set in place by the playwright and production crew, 
then staged, then That version is what you hold in your 
hands—which may or may not resemble the beast that 
began production. Shakespeare is even crazier to think 
about. Scholars generally agree that a Shakespeare 
production at the Globe would have run two hours, 
maybe slightly longer. Doesn‟t sound like much, until 
you realize that today, most production companies have 
to hack his scripts from 5 acts to two (or sometimes 
three) and cut vast swathes of text, and Still end up 
running considerably longer, sometimes Double the 
amount, of an „authentic original production.‟ The 
reasons behind this are varied, but ultimately, what is 
taken away form the theatre, the ghost of the story that 
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haunts the viewer, is the same. I suppose, in the broader 
sense, I think of it like watching a Polish movie with my 
wife. She‟s listening to the words, I‟m reading subtitles. 
She, in general, tends to appreciate the movie more and 
also critiques the subtitles for inaccuracy. In many cases, 
it‟s quite a bit of intention that gets lost in translation. 
At what point then, does a work of art mutate to the 
point that it is no longer „of the artist‟? And in that case, 
are we doing a disservice to the author? Or are we doing 
a greater service to the story? 
 
PD: So tempted to utterly derail this 
conversation just to discuss this matter of „intention lost 
in translation‟ and whether two languages—such a 
superficially obvious divide—are necessary for this loss, 
but we‟ll do that another time. In particular, to pick up 
from the thick we‟ve been creating, I suppose I‟m 
directly asking if you think a novel, until it is published 
by an outside party, remains an unfinished thing? Does 
the aspect of it being a product, an artifact, have an 
active role in its definition as „finished literature‟?  I am 
not talking about commerciality, not anything to do with 
selling the book, just with the passing of the baton.  
Because you seem to flirt with The End, but I wonder 
what the culmination of this flirtation is for you. 
 
MPG: In a sense, it is unfinished as long as you 
allow it to be. I think the act of publication means 
you‟re done with it for the time being (although King 
has managed to go revisit his earlier works a few times). 
Putting it on the shelf is the other sign that you‟re done 
with it for now. I do feel like there are only so many 
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stories that can be told in humanity, and that in a greater 
sense we‟ve just taken these basic tales of love, death, 
etc and passed them along from generation to 
generation, and whatever I‟m writing, it‟s just my turn 
with Aristophenes‟ thoughts or Shakespeare‟s ghosts or 
Twain‟s adventures. On the macro level, there are 
probably only a dozen or so stories we can tell as 
people, we just keep finding different ways to explore 
the same themes. In the case of Angel Falls, the story is 
finished. There may be a polish here or there, but I‟ve 
already started my next book, and after that I may write 
the next book in the Angel Falls series, which I think 
will be a trilogy, because it seems a fitting number in the 
context of the characters.  
 
PD: Well, certainly bringing it to that is true, 
cannot be argued—there is nothing stopping someone 
from taking up their work again, even after they‟ve said 
it is done.  However, I will say that, personally, it would 
make me question the idea of the work in question 
being literature.  What you say is certainly rhetorically 
true on many levels—the existence of only so many 
stories, of literature simply rehashing literature—but 
there are many things to be said contrary to this.  For 
the life of me, I‟ve never understood why this way of 
thinking came into vogue—to say that, for example, 
Camus‟ The Fall ending not how it does but instead 
with the man still refusing to admit his crime and his 
inaction on the bridge, to say that were someone to 
write a book just like The Fall but with that different 
ending, why would someone observe that „this is just the 
same story with a different ending‟ as opposed to „it‟s a 
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different story‟? Because it touched on the same 
„themes‟?  I‟ve never understood Themes as such 
concrete, stolid things.  One story about jealousy is the 
same as another story about jealousy, all in all?  I don‟t 
buy it.  It would suggest that „jealousy‟—or „love‟ for 
that matter—is something anyone has a definitive grasp 
on.  I think there is a large conscious thrust in literature 
and in literary interpretation to suggest this universality 
to „stories‟ because it sort of enforces the idea of a 
„universality in life‟:  „I am not so different from 
someone removed from me by thousands of miles and 
decades of culture and tradition—our stories are the 
same‟.  Yet we have to admit, at the same time, there is 
this fearfulness of losing something because of rhythm, 
time, culture, translation.  I rather think that literary 
expression is a way of asserting our removal from 
others, of insisting eternally that we are not so much the 
same that we are actually the same.  And our differences 
are not so superficial—I am not just „your story told a 
little bit different‟.  I think it is an honest and humble 
thing to say that it is your turn now with the ideas and 
tales of the artists you mention, certainly, but I wonder 
just how far that goes.  Some of the greatest literatures 
that have affected me, it is because I would not have any 
fucking clue how to take my turn with the realities being 
transmuted into art—it is somewhat dangerous to think 
that literature, birthed of the individual experience and 
life of particular artist after particular artist can be so 
readily accessed. 
 
MPG: I do mean that in the broadest sense 
possible. I completely agree with your take on the nature 
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of a literary work, but I would also assert that no author 
can step back from any work, no matter how deeply 
personal and unique, and claim to have reinvented the 
wheel. Any book can, in general, be reduced to one 
sentence. But it‟s the unpacking, the approach, the 
failures, successes, schemes, the basic humanity of it, 
that‟s what makes it unique. There are different 
approaches, certainly. I like books that alienate me (ie - 
I‟m forced to see the world through someone else‟s 
prism), and I also like books that affirm basic facts of 
life („I‟ve seen this room, I‟ve walked these floors,‟ to 
quote Leonard Cohen). In either case, I stay away from 
heavily didactic works, I don‟t enjoy being cudgeled 
with someone‟s affirmations and I dislike being clubbed 
with their counter-cultural ideas or iconoclastic views. 
Not that one story about jealousy is the Same as another 
about jealousy, but they are Both stories about jealousy. 
Theme, in that sense, anchors stories, and theme can 
switch from chapter to chapter or page to page, but I 
don‟t think it can be escaped.  
 
PD: In a way, you have manufactured for 
yourself an odd plight in that you‟ve written a novel but 
pretend that you‟ve not yet, you‟ve set down something 
distinct but think to treat it as indistinct, half formed.   
 
MPG: This, I honestly take as a compliment, in 
that it speaks to the manuscript having a solid 
beginning, middle, end, etc. Again, it‟s more of a 
concern that people take what I‟ve written, read it, and 
then tell me very specific things about it. I‟ve gotten 
wildly different reactions from some of the readers 
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who‟ve already finished, and none of those ideas will 
affect my final rewrite directly. What it does is tell me 
where my tactics have worked, and which areas of the 
novel (the things unmentioned, or mentioned in 
passing) might need some more attention.  
 
PD: It was meant as a compliment, so I‟m glad.  
Wildly different reactions is all there will ever be, even if 
you happen across one thousand people in a row who 
reacted more or less likewise, a work of literature is the 
embodiment of what I will call the „potential for all 
reactions‟.  So, in a sense I‟m flapping away at a riddle—
if everything will be reacted to in every way, what does it 
matter what is being reacted to?  It‟s the riddle I love, 
though.   
 
MPG: True, and I think I may be doing the same 
thing. I feel like you see it as a small amusing puzzle and 
I‟m like the guy from „A Beautiful Mind‟ making Venn 
diagrams and cutting out clippings and making dossiers 
and things. There‟s a pattern here! Something‟s 
emerging! 
 
PD: Perhaps, perhaps.  Though now I‟m jealous, 
because that‟s the guy I wanted to be. 
 
MPG: It seems to me you have a more contained 
view of things, drawing all things to serve the central 
idea of what literature is. This notion of „literature‟ is an 
intricate puzzle, certainly, but one you are able to grasp, 
hold, and turn. I feel as though I‟m just kind of walking 
along getting hit in the face with ideas and notions and 
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trying to arrange them all into one vast picture. Or 
maybe we‟re both two eccentrics on opposite sides of 
the same wall, pasting the same newsclippings in 
different orders and using the same evidence to draw 
different conclusions. That‟s why I love art. 
 
PD: The only result I fear in your advanced 
copies process, is that your risk in the way you so 
personally crafted this novel will lose to the consciously 
considered and momentary will of someone else.   
 
MPG: See preceding „Go write your own fucking 
book‟ analogy. 
 
PD: It‟s an important analogy, that.  Absolutely.  
Perhaps it‟s even somewhat bold to take the exposure, 
work the possible internal conflict, the possible sense of 
loss to the will of others into the thing.  Now, this is not 
to say that you have to take even the slightest suggestion 
from a third party, but it is to say that a writer, I feel, 
has a duty to their literature to not take even a good bit 
of advice, with regard to their finished work.  That‟s 
what other work is for.  That‟s why something is 
finished, so that something else can be begun without 
regard to perceived flaws, perceived perfections, 
possible alterations, or even calls of support to leave 
things be.  
 
MPG: This aspect, the new beginnings, is always 
one of the more exhilarating and frustrating aspects of 
writing for me. And, again, it‟s one of the great things 
about sending these advance copies out. I‟m done with 
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Angel Falls until I get all of my reviews back, which 
would have come at the time I needed anyway (you have 
to put a manuscript down for a few months and come 
back to it with fresh eyes before rewriting). I plan to 
examine the feedback before I start re-reading what I‟ve 
created and sanding out those last few rough bits until 
I‟m happy with the finished product. This is by no 
means a Hollywood-style redesign by committee. My 
finished product is my own, but the initial feedback is 
invaluable so that I know that the creation itself is 
working. The book, in a less immediate sense than a 
play, only exists for the specific moments that anyone is 
reading it, otherwise it‟s a lifeless stack of papers. The 
feedback is my way of finding out how my little Acme-
world-building kit unfolded itself in someone‟s head, 
and if all the parts went where I intended them to go. 
 
PD: Am I to understand you mean that the work 
only exists when being directly interfaced?  That a play, 
for example, is a play only when being performed, only 
then, in those moments of direct contact, does it have 
affect—or that a novel, only when being read, is 
imperatively there?  I think there is something a bit odd 
in that—I cannot recall the last time I cracked the cover 
of Doctor Glas, for example, but I do know that, 
though I don‟t even own an edition any longer, that 
novel is a thriving, breathing, devouring part of me.  
And I know that there is a copy of King Lear on my 
bookshelf that I often start to approach, to read again, 
but a fear, a strangle hold of emotion so powerful just at 
the remembrance of it keeps me from doing so.  I 
cannot remember which film-maker called cinema „an 
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experiment in the science of memory‟, but it was aptly 
put, for all artistic matters.  In reference to your 
question to a writer who writes only for themselves 
„Why write then?‟ I would have to ask that, if the life of 
a novel exists only when it is actively regarded, also 
„Why write?‟  Further, my initial reaction to a work, 
however powerful one way or the other, is a living thing 
it‟s own, quite capable of changing as my own thoughts 
change, though the stimuli of the piece is nowhere 
around—indeed, often times a piece I would say I felt X 
about, give it three weeks and I might—begrudgingly 
even—admit that it‟s not spent one minute out of 
thoughts, and in those hours it has changed, expanded, 
well beyond my ability to gauge it or calculate it.  Which 
isn‟t to say I don‟t agree there is a particular life to an 
artwork when it is being „actively observed‟, but I rather 
feel the actual reading of something is done well after—
and in a sense well before—the eyes see the pages.  It 
think it must be so.  I mentioned earlier the desire to 
drop the bomb, to have it go off, the giddy thrill of it, 
but I really meant it was only to try to put your pieces 
back together after they‟ve been reduced to smithereens.   
 
MPG: It depends on the medium. A „play‟ only 
exists while being performed. A script can be read as 
literature. You can only read a book for the first time 
once. Every re-reading colors the experience of the first 
time. You might be able to ruminate on things you‟ve 
read, or character motivations, but the first impression 
you got, that first trip through Wonderland, can‟t be 
duplicated. The goal, I think is to create something 
lasting, something that moves or affects people, even if 
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for a moment. Even if, years later, someone just thinks 
of a line from my book and chuckles, that‟s pretty cool. 
But this, this advanced reading process, is me making 
Guinea pigs out of a group of friends so that I might 
make others‟ first readings memorable. Revisiting a 
work is a frightening concept sometimes, especially if 
enough time has passed.  That movie you thought was 
so incredible or hilarious as a child (hello, Johnny 
Dangerously) doesn‟t quite hold up to subsequent 
viewings. I think a lot of that effect can be seen in the 
new Star Wars trilogy. So many adults claimed that their 
childhood had been „raped‟ by the new films, but 
honestly, as fun as the original trilogy was, as big a part 
of my life as it was at the time, it‟s pretty hokey stuff. It 
is (to borrow from the earlier part of the interview) 
good at what it does, telling a child‟s fable in outer 
space, and really, the new set of movies is the same. 
Then there are those dark places (Lear is a great 
example) that you just feel like you can‟t look at twice, 
those scars that were placed so well the first time that 
there‟s no need to go back for more, much as you‟d like 
to.  
 
PD: You can only read it for the first time once.  
Now you are indeed speaking my language.  I so 
fundamentally agree with this, so absolutely, and I‟ll 
spare us a long running off at the mouth about my 
obsession with the idea.  Instead, I will admit to my 
personal rapture at getting through with the „first time‟ 
the „formality time‟ the time when the only reason 
anything is interesting, startling, new, or surprising is 
because I just haven‟t read the words yet.  A 
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technicality.  I see your earlier statements differently in 
light of this remark from you.  For myself, I place little 
emphasis on the first read, as I never think I get the 
germ of the thing, there.  Nothing is alive during a first 
read because everything is tentative.  I don‟t think the 
mind processes stories as linear, as page one then two 
then three—until there is a whole „thought object‟, any 
reaction remains tentative, until time has passed. The 
first read needs to lead to thought, conversation, the 
second read likewise.  You leave me wondering at a 
hypothetical—the notion of one of your first readers, in 
a few months, coming to you and remarking that some 
part they said they felt X about, now that they think 
about it, or on reading it again, they don‟t know what 
they were thinking, they „really feel Y‟.  But, I do 
understand the desire to craft the first read, as it‟s the 
only one, in the end, that the author might still feel their 
hand is on, somewhere—it‟s the last tensing of the fist, 
immediately realizing there‟s nothing left to grip. 
 
MPG: How the book lives in someone‟s mind is an 
entirely different matter. The story, and that‟s the 
fascinating part, either cements itself as Gospel, or 
remains malleable and fluid (or worse, is there and 
gone). I read very few books a second or third time, 
mostly because I‟m a painfully slow reader. There are a 
few I go back to though, partly from a technical „how 
did she do that?‟ aspect, and also to find those things 
that I missed the first time. In the case of Fight Club, 
for instance, I somehow managed to meld the movie 
and the first read of the book and convince myself there 
was a scene near the end that ended up existing neither 
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on film nor in print. And I Loved the line too, although 
now I can‟t remember it, but it was the re-reading, the 
build up for „that part‟, the confusion when it wasn‟t 
there, it was something I‟ve never experienced before or 
since with a book. The book as a „thought object‟—I 
like that notion. How do you handle something like that 
over a series of books? Is each book weighed 
individually as a part, or do you have to wait until the 
final-final ending to render judgment as a whole? The 
immediate reaction from a reader gives me a sense of 
how the book might do with agents/publishers. The 
delayed reaction tells me how the book does as a book. I 
may have to revisit that a few months down the line, 
just for personal mental torture kicks. 
 
 
PD: A book only experienced when read is a 
book not experienced. 
 
MPG: And furthermore, is probably a book that 
wasn‟t worth reading in the first place. I think what I 
was referring to earlier is that first contact with a work, 
the first time it makes a connection to your brain. You 
can‟t get that feeling twice, so as an author, my job is to 
make sure the first time you read it makes it worth 
remembering, and possibly reading again, or 
recommending, or et cetera.  
 
PD:  And you, anyway, as author and as audience do 
guarantee yourself a re-experience of the work by your 
method.  Which, as you seem to say, is in an accepted 
and considered-in-advance stasis as you move on to 
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other work, don‟t just dwell, stew in lack of creation 
waiting to recreate. 
 
MPG: In the meantime, I am indeed on to the next 
novel, happy to let Satan sleep for a little while.  

 



 

 

…thinking part that wonders  

what the part that isn’t  

thinking isn’t thinking of… 
 
 
 

(a dialogue with Natalija Grgorinic and Ognjen Raden  
through the filter of  

their novel Mr. And Mrs. Hide) 

 
 
 
 
 
Pablo D’Stair: There is a precision in the way that 
bleakness is rendered throughout the pages of your novel 
that elicits a pointed discomfort—bleakness and 
fearfulness, the way that the frustration of individual 
perception crashes with the frustrations of intimate 
perception and is lost in the roil and ugly overlap of 
thought, self, and lacking anything but the most abstract 
passion. 
 
Natalija Grgorinic & Ognjen Raden:  This is an 
interesting observation—particularly since it coincides 
with our own view of the novel. The funny thing is that, 
while we were still writing it, we were convinced we were 
composing a light piece, not frivolous, but unburdened 
with simple quotidian frustrations that give ordinary life 
such potential for horror. While we were handling a 
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whirlwind of fragments, they each individually seemed 
unremarkable, manageable, but somehow, in that 
centrifugal motion, rubbing one against the other (we 
rearranged the novel a number of times), they became 
sharp, razor-like. In the end we learned to like the 
discomfort, knowing full well the readers will have to 
experience it, since it made the discomfort of living more 
bearable, or at least comparable to something—and 
comparison, the opportunity to evaluate two things, 
emotions, by placing them one next to the other, is the 
key to understanding (though understanding may just as 
well lead to more discomfort).  
 
PD:   Very much of what you say is why the piece 
can maintain the gravity of the moment—if this 
conversation were about something else, I may well have 
opened up by guessing that the novel‟s final form had 
come about in such a way.  Now, I will touch on it to 
mention the rather ethereal world you develop—not 
labyrinthine, certainly, but somewhat of a closing box—
and how you develop it through rendering so exactly.  
There is a real sense—and this is redoubled with the 
internal content of Nasia and Oren—of cementing, 
scabbing, becoming set into a few specific places, into the 
noticing of particular details—the description of the world 
wrapped around wherever the gaze of some passage falls 
takes on an almost oppressive lack of purpose and 
detail—if they are in a room, the windows are leering in at 
them; if they are looking across the street, there is 
something lecherous about the street behind them; the 
buildings we know are across the way, the interiors 
beneath every building front are almost actively 
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dismissive.  Many passages, for example, which have a fine 
effect of showcasing the two of them out for a walk 
around—this aside from the revelatory content in 
whatever is their conversation—have the secondary (or 
perhaps primary, as the novel progresses) purpose of 
making them seem genuine interlopers, unwanted—they 
are so curious to remark about what they see, either as 
actual question of as self-referential question/observation, 
but the world does not want them there, does not want to 
be bothered. 
 
NG&OR:  They are foreigners, after all, and not 
exclusively in the sense of passports and visas. It is more 
that their togetherness turns them into foreigners, they are 
foreign to the world, any part of it, even the part of the 
world they come from, and the world is foreign to them. 
Their main predicament, if it can be called that, is that 
they are strange in what is seemingly such a familiar, 
ordinary way. The monogamous heterosexual union is, 
allegedly, the basis of the human society; apart from 
retelling old Romeo-and-Juliet type of romantic myths 
there are no mysteries regarding such a relationship. 
Simply because sexual intercourse is still the habitual 
manner of biological reproduction it is assumed that 
contacts between members of different sexes, and even 
contacts between individuals of any sex are something 
normal, something we know how to accomplish, 
something we do not necessarily need to learn, something 
inherent. Yet everything that our society is about is 
anything but natural. Human, yes, but not natural in the 
sense that it happens regardless of our actions. Friendship, 
romantic or otherwise, has to be learned and practiced, 
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with no guaranteed outcomes. People only know they 
don‟t want to be alone. Most don‟t know how not to be 
alone. From this perspective everybody is a stranger. 
Everybody is a potential friend. 
 
PD:  The foreignness of these two individuals is 
multifold—as you say, it‟s well beyond passports and 
visas, I would add well beyond even, for lack of a better 
term, the ordinary constraints of the individual.  I think it 
is interesting that Nasia and Oren do not attempt to 
mystically defy their „individual nature‟ but through 
process—as you are hinting at, through „learning a way of 
being together‟—they first philosophize it and then 
proceed along a warbled scientific-method route of living 
according to its dictates, no other route really being 
available.  I suppose the particular distinction I mean is 
that by not out-and-out discounting their individual 
identities, but making—as much as it is made for them—
their combined identity willfully set against what they 
perceive as „normal‟, they cannot help but add a doubled 
sense of foreignness to themselves—they cannot, to 
perhaps streamline what I‟m saying, focus wholly, each 
one, on knowing themselves—though they can admit 
there is an actual, visceral difference between them—
because the constructed philosophy of their identity is 
somewhat at odds with this.  You shy a little bit away from 
„predicament‟, but I do not, simply because for the 
foreignness they obtain there is a particularized 
problem—a problem they covet, as many covet their 
particular trouble.  I wonder if, perhaps, it is not so much 
a question of wanting „not to be alone‟ that is the primary 
haunt of them, but of being very palpably aware that they, 
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in fact, are not certain they don‟t desire being alone.  In—
to again be clumsy with terms—a „traditional individual‟, 
the sort of unconscious thrust, I will agree, is toward a 
sense of „being known‟, of having someone regard them, 
to not be alone—but how most couple with another, 
without the artistry or philosophical construction of 
„being‟ the other, leaves them in a place where their sense 
of isolation never goes away, so their partner, another 
isolated entity, is something they can reach to, find 
assurance of a reciprocated longing in.  Nasia and Oren, 
perhaps because of their type of „togetherness‟ would have 
an equally pulsing desire to move away from „together‟, if 
that makes sense, to experience the isolation they must, I 
would submit, individually, instinctively feel, but that they, 
as the consciously combined entity they are, intellectually 
avoid. 
 
NG&OR: We are somewhat reluctant to term their 
strangeness as a predicament simply because we believe 
that everyone has some sort of strangeness around 
them—so rather than a predicament this strangeness is a 
condition of existence. It may be a handicap of a sort, an 
invalidity, each person possesses, comparable to physical 
handicaps, but only on a very superficial level. Why do 
handicapped persons want to be treated the same as 
everyone else? For the simple reason that each of us has 
something „wrong‟ with him her, each of us is lacking in 
some way, each of us needs help, and care, and respect. 
This does not mean that everybody needs the same type 
and amount of help, but we are all needy in one way or 
another. Loneliness is a universal handicap, one that 
people attempt to solve by being with other people. This 
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solution does not necessarily need to work. People can 
feel alone in company. In fact, being alone with someone 
else can even intensify the feeling of loneliness. Nasia and 
Oren find themselves in a paradoxical situation where they 
feel extremely alone, and at the same time want to be left 
alone. This type of loneliness is what each of them feels, 
while feeling the loneliness of the other—and this is what 
separates them from the rest of the world, as well as what 
makes them the same as everyone else, the inability to 
fathom the otherness of the entire world. They are not 
Christs, or Ghandis, nor Buddhas, they cannot be intimate 
with the entire world, they cannot be intimate with anyone 
but each other, which consequently means that their 
togetherness creates an environment for their 
individualities, an environment outside of which they 
refuse to function. 
 
PD:   As to the world seeing them as interlopers, 
there is something to the way they develop in to one 
another that justifies this, really.  No one likes to know 
that the people at the table across the way are chatting 
about them, having clever things to say, even honestly 
trying to assess them—its invasive, but Nasia and Oren 
are, in a sense, so used to „invasiveness‟ so used to the idea 
of „being in someone else‟ that certain very underlying 
rules of distance are always at odds with them.  Hence this 
„razor‟ quality you mention, perhaps.  There is something 
aggressive toward the world, in them, or something, either 
way, the world cannot but help react to as aggression. 
 
NG&OR:  What comes across as aggression is really 
mostly impatience characteristic of all those who detect 
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discrepancies between what things are and what things 
ought to be—everyone suffers from some degree of this 
existential impatience, but to an extent it is especially 
prevalent in people with literary ambitions. The world 
nowadays seems hooked on ever faster, and more 
superficial types of communication in comparison to 
which literature is desperately slow and unrewarding. 
 
PD:  Yes.  Indeed.  The anxious impatience of 
the artistic individual is something that bleeds from Nasia 
and Oren—in all of its half-formed, vicious, inward 
stabbing, nakedness.  Here also—something I read of the 
text—is the sort of perpetual double perspective they 
insert on their lives—to be observers observing 
themselves observing.  They, like many artist—but they 
actively set things to be a struggle—have such a rabid 
adherence to their vision they would almost prefer 
enemies—they would prefer anything but oblivion, I 
think, and if antagonism is a thing more readily offered by 
the world, they will situate themselves right in front of it 
as often as they can.  As an aside to this, I think one of the 
great effects of the observations of the larger world 
allowed over the course of the novel—from the 
perspective of the many individuals it gives glimpses of—
is that the array of people so isolated by every quirk and 
nuance of their personalities, people so individuated and 
on different wavelengths from each other, eventually takes 
on the form of a singular Unit: Them, so to speak.  The 
World.  The People Who Aren‟t Nasia And Oren.  It‟s 
such a persistent scraping at Nasia and Oren, that the idea 
of their foreignness seems made so much more potent by 
the paranoiac tilt that the rest of the world is all together, 
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is a single identity, the two of them the only other identity.  
The frustration often seems to paralyze them, seems, in 
fact, to be at the heart of so many of their personal 
conflicts, even their bickering with each other.  Also, I 
want to remark on this notion of literature being 
desperately slow and unrewarding—do you mean this in 
reference to the current trends, only? or do you think 
there is some obligation to literature to be so?—that is, is 
this remark made in the face of „the way things are now‟ 
somewhat wryly? or do you mean that even in the 
composition of literature, you seek to build something 
slow and unrewarding? 
 
NG&OR: There is no doubt that literature has taken 
the back seat to other media. But these new, faster, 
sleeker, image-based media simply cannot provide the type 
and the scope of communication facilitated by literature. 
Yes, new media annoy us to a degree, but only because 
they are designed to be annoying—something like a „social 
networking‟ group is not made to foster any depth of 
thought or dialogue, especially if that becomes the 
predominant way in which people interact. From the 
1920s or 1930s, novels have been written to incorporate 
techniques or effects of film—this, however, has not 
made literature any less challenging, it has not reduced its 
quality. Similarly, new media cannot harm literature, and 
cannot replace it, but at this particular moment in history 
there needs to be more literature created than ever exactly 
because there is such an emphasis on communication 
(albeit superficial). The only problem with literature is the 
notion that is constantly being spread by the conservative 
faction of the literary world: that the best works of 
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literature have been created in some remote, unreachable 
past. To this we say: No! The best is yet to come, the best 
is always yet to come! As for the impression that the world 
around them is a single collective unit, it is a result of 
perception without the benefit of communication—we 
tend to perceive those whom we do not know as mere 
shadows, rough outlines that foster prejudice rather than 
insight. Nasia and Oren, although they consider 
themselves to be victims of prejudice, are not themselves 
immune from forming prejudices regarding others. Under 
prejudice we understand an inadequate knowledge or even 
an inexistence of knowledge that stands for knowledge.     
 
PD:   It would be tempting to give over to the 
emotional wash of the piece, state it flatly as a book about 
people who are, at base, liars, know they are liars, and 
choose the identity of Knowing-Liar-Pretending-Not-To-
Be-A-Liar—it would be tempting, except for it would rob 
the novel of its core disquiet: if the world, down to the 
syllable, is composed of a subjectivity, a subjectivity so 
infectious it gains control of primary self-identity, then a 
liar pretending not to lie takes on a sort of mournful 
recklessness—the novel becomes a theatric of Ideal, a 
make-believe of not-make-believe. 
 
NG&OR:  The relativity of truth is a moral category. 
Truths are lies that people feel are worth fighting for, 
investing their energies in. In that sense, it is essential for 
one‟s well-being to discover at least one thing that cannot 
change, ever, regardless of the circumstances. For Nasia 
and Oren that one thing is that they are together, they are 
never apart, and that is that one thing needed to justify the 
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rest of their existence. Some people choose to see the 
proof of their existence in religion: God exists, therefore I 
exist; some find the proof of the world‟s existence in their 
own existence: I exist, therefore everything else exists. 
Nasia and Oren chose to see each other as the proof of 
their individual existences. This liberates them, and allows 
them to create the world according to their design—they 
choose not to create a thing of beauty, or a thing of 
comfort, they create reality as real as they can create it, 
because it is a moral thing to do, but also because it brings 
them joy. 
 
PD:   Oh absolutely, and one of the primary 
nauseas of the novel is the bluntness they have with 
that—the way it becomes apparent that they, at the most 
fundamental level, accept this notion of a gritty reality that 
will not be so comfortable and will not be so pleasant and 
will not be so enviable as „desirable‟ and „beautiful‟ and as 
„true‟.  There is, in a lot of people, an almost unconscious 
tug away form this, whether couched in distinct 
philosophy or not, just away from the fact that there is 
going to be discomfort, anxiety, misunderstanding, 
irrationality, etc. and certainly away for the idea that these 
things belong, are actually an intrinsic element of anything 
else one might want to create.  I used the term „liar‟ I 
realize from the point of view of how they would be 
perceived, rather than how they would perceive 
themselves.  As Hamlet so much better than I puts it 
„Conscience does make cowards of us all‟—this is 
something that seems to upset Nasia and Oren, this 
„evolutionary weakness‟, as they would likely put it.  They 
seem very steeped in the idea that things change in the 
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direction of progress, in the direction of „becoming‟, of 
never hoping to achieve stasis, never hoping to stop their 
state of flux and constant, painful birthing.  One of the 
tragic aspects of consciousness is that when one can think 
on something, one can attempt to pin down what cannot 
be, one can attempt to make stasis through some artificial 
means—but doing so, as these characters seem to 
violently realize, is to cut off all chance of survival.  An 
observation I often make and drive at in my own work is 
that consciousness has existed a short time, and 
percentage-wise it is perhaps one percent of us, we are 
mostly unconscious, mostly writhing attempts to become 
the next thing, to become what we are not.  So much is 
thrown on this other one percent though—because it is 
beguiling, one must admit—that many a person, not even 
knowing it, will define themselves solely by it.  I‟d go as 
far as to say that Nasia and Oren are representative of this, 
they recognize their conscious identities (and, indeed, their 
very self-conscious Identity) but use it to be actively 
aware, physically aware of the aspect of them they have no 
say over.  In many passages and in the overall strum of the 
novel, one of them seems to take on the role of 
„consciousness‟ the other is simply reaction, is 
„unconsciousness‟—when both drift into the role of 
unconscious, things are easy, but lack anything, become 
description only, and when both of them become 
conscious, when the scale is tipped that that is all there is 
for even a moment, things become thrashing, there is such 
howling from them, such a sense of being trapped, 
surrounded by a foreignness they certainly recognize, but 
cannot begin to articulate. 
 



Predicate (dialogues with Pablo D’Stair) 
 
 
 

312 

NG&OR:  Relationships are entered to allow 
individuals to enact their insanities. Being intimate with 
someone else is similar to being intimate with one‟s self. 
The main difference is that it is easier to achieve some sort 
of balance between sanity and insanity, or consciousness 
and unconsciousness as you put it, in a relationship than 
on one‟s own. A relationship allows a person to be 
whatever he or she needs to be, being with someone else 
is much more liberating than being alone. In a way, 
relationships break up because people realize there is more 
to each of them than they originally thought. This is why 
no romantic story should be viewed as tragic—one 
becomes more than one is or was by merely 
acknowledging the other. Romantic stories are tragic only 
from the position of solitude—it is terrible to die alone, 
without the proof of one‟s own existence that can be 
found only in the other person. 
 
PD:  It seems you value a sort of proximity to 
relationship and, more so, a conscious decision to remain 
proximate.  The fascinating streak to Nasia and Oren—
one of the many—is not that they feel they have „found 
the one who completes their identity‟ not that they so 
passionately feel for each other—positive feelings, 
negative feelings, the whole gamut of feelings—but that 
they literally hold to the physical necessity of such a 
connection, they want actually to be and do everything 
with each other, you know?  In the sort of tragic love 
story you mention, often what is called „tragic‟ just means 
sort of unfortunate, a little bit sad—as you suggest, it‟s 
only tragic in one sense—but I wonder if the „tragic‟ 
quality of such stories stems so much from the idea of 
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„dying alone‟, really.  Many people, especially in such 
stories, may live apart their entire lives, may never find 
ways to have intimacy, in any sort of sense we are 
discussing here, yet feel an immense connection, indeed 
may die by themselves, but would never feel alone due to 
the knowledge that they have felt this connection to 
another.  The Remains Of The Day springs to mind, here.  
What I suppose I‟m driving at is, I wonder if the 
characters in your novel see the world as so alone, really, 
see people dying outside of romantic coupling as alone—I 
think that they do, that their mania needs this, that, really, 
they don‟t think that their philosophy ought to be applied 
by anyone but them, I think they would distrust „another 
set of Nasia and Oren‟ and that this niggling thing, finding 
some individuals who are, indeed, as together as they are 
would be dreadful.  I find the romance of Nasia and Oren 
equivalent and built of their stubbornness and swing 
toward, despite everything, self aggrandizement—they are 
writers, and they must treat themselves not only as one 
and other, not only as themselves, but as characters-of-
one-another, characters-of-themselves—if they could truly 
find something like them to regard outside of them, the 
underlying fragility of their identity might rupture. 
 
NG&OR: Ha! A very interesting suggestion. Inasmuch 
as the novel is a love story it is the greatest love story ever. 
But, then again, every love story is the greatest love story 
ever. If it would be anything less it simply would not be a 
love story. Thus, in the context of the novel there simply 
cannot exist a pair as committed to each other as Nasia 
and Oren. In fact, the only couple that comes close to 
matching the relationship of Nasia and Oren is a pair of 
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creepy swingers, Marcy and John, who are caricaturized, 
most probably by Nasia and Oren, so as not to be 
considered a threat to their uniqueness. Here might also 
lay the tragic aspect of love stories—it must be tragic in 
order to achieve balance: the love that is described is 
allowed to be unique and unmatchable (within the story 
world), but only if it is in some way tragic. We‟ve tried so 
hard to work our way around this, but have in the end 
made a somewhat cowardly choice to leave it up to the 
reader to decide whether any real tragedy occurs. Nothing 
really tragic happens to Nasia and Oren, from an objective 
standpoint they have a bit of a row, they get lost in a 
crowd, but they end up looking for each other, and if the 
reader so desires they either meet up or they don‟t. But in 
our minds there is no doubt about it whether they remain 
together or not. The tragic aspect of the story is thus 
created by the very fact that it is, first and foremost, a love 
story, describing, as they all do, the greatest love ever, a 
love that has to end tragically because it is the greatest 
love ever. So this is simply a trope of the love story. In a 
way it is a challenge to the reader to come up with the 
story of his/her own—anything else would be a mockery 
of the reader and his/her own capacity to love. Here, of 
course, we are forced to use the term „love‟ that is 
employed so often in so many contexts, but this cannot be 
helped, to some people it means everything, to some 
nothing at all. To us, if we would be forced to define it, 
love is the adhesive between people, it makes them stick 
together, some firmly, some loosely, it is never entirely 
absent, yet there never can be enough of it. Of course, 
there is an inadvertent parodic effect in Nasia and Oren‟s 
insistence on constant proximity—most love stories are 
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built around characters who never seem to achieve that 
level of proximity, but are ever apart, and this separateness 
becomes the story‟s main tragic element. With Nasia and 
Oren, the opposite might be true—their proximity is 
tragic inasmuch as it is impracticable in the world of 
today, a world designed for either families or single 
individuals. Their togetherness is too frugal in terms of the 
market, they don‟t make money, nor do they spend 
enough of it to justify their type of existence. In that sense 
they are two embraced albatrosses, falling to their 
inevitable doom, or so we would say if we‟d want to 
sound overly dramatic—what saves them is that they are 
falling from a particularly great height, which allows them 
to enjoy their fall, or even get bored with it.     
 
PD:   There is a Fitzcaraldo-maniacal aspect to 
Nasia and Oren—a great anger at themselves for wanting 
what they want, being unable to shut themselves from it—
and the violence, the primary violence, of the novel is an 
intellectual one that succeeds pitch perfect in brutalizing.  
One of the most (to select a term that is obviously open 
for interpretation) graceful aspects of this psychic violence 
is that it is both directed outward at the reader and the 
reader, in a sense, becomes complicit in humping it back 
against the characters: to be a bit more precise (and to 
briefly oversimplify for sake of being precise) the central 
characters‟ insistence on shared identity—however much 
the prose may suggest it is felt by the central characters—
is obliterated by the very nature of how the audience is 
able to read the novel—I am not reading about one 
person, I am always reading about one-or-the-other 
person (even when the book somehow tries to visually 
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make it possible to do both at once, it just reinforces that 
it isn‟t) nullifying any of their intellectual, emotional, and 
personal struggles simply by this fact: Nasia and Oren 
filter through a philosophy, while I not only don‟t filter 
through the same philosophy, but have them filtering 
through it rendered to me in a way that I cannot accept. 
 
NG&OR:  Being with someone is not supposed to 
provide a person with only one identity. Being with 
someone is supposed to open up a person to a seemingly 
infinite number of identities. There is I, who can become 
another I, there is you, he, she, us, them… At a glance this 
would seem to be a very consumerist notion: be all that 
you can (afford to) be, identities are to be acquired as 
frequently as you salary allows it. Yet what we suggest is 
that one is unable even to have an identity without the 
interaction with the other, if for no other reason then 
simply because one doesn‟t really need an identity unless 
interacting with the other. The great trap of the Western 
tradition is the insistence on singularity: philosophy is 
unable to deal with things unless they come in ones. Every 
plurality must be reduced to its singular element in order 
to be even recognized as plurality. We are each supposed 
to be individuals possessing a single identifiable identity. 
All other states of being are to be treated by drugs or 
psychotherapy. Yet even for the simplest existence each of 
us must employ a number of identities, a number of 
languages, each to correspond to a particular environment: 
home, work, friendship… We create these identities 
assuming that beneath them all there is one, true, original, 
individual identity.  A reader encountering Nasia and Oren 
is supposed to choose between them, only to discover that 
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there is no right choice: by opting for „him‟ rather than 
„her‟ (or vice versa) the reader is effectively destroying 
„them‟; trying to perceive them together, from the outside, 
the reader remains at a distance that should not allow 
him/her to fully perceive them from within. This is 
something uncorrupted readers are familiar with—only in 
a poorly written text is the reader allowed to make a right 
choice, because in life there are no right choices, there are 
only choices we choose to insist on, even when the 
consensus might be that they are wrong—they are right 
because we are willing to make them right. Of course, as 
human beings, we are allowed, expected to be wrong—
without being wrong at least once in a while we can never 
be right (this is something we‟re trying to teach our son 
right now). The reader must be convinced that s/he (the 
reader, but also the character) is a human being, and not a 
minor deity protected by layer upon layer of text. Reading 
is dangerous, as dangerous as it is to live. In a sense, 
reading is similar to starting a conversation with a perfect 
stranger in the environment of, lets say, public 
transportation: there are no guarantees that you‟re going 
to like what you hear, but that‟s exactly it—there are no 
guarantees, literature should go beyond, far beyond liking, 
it should not even be entertaining, or exciting, or 
stimulating—all it needs to be is real, so that through 
reading one gets the sense of being real, too. Of course, 
this interpretation sounds just too wonderful, but it is all 
that it is, an interpretation, since, right now, we are merely 
readers of the novel, a bit more informed, possibly, but 
because of it maybe even more prone to making false 
assumptions about it. 
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PD:   This is the, for lack of a better term, „booby 
trap‟ of the choice in the beginning—and it is where I will 
build upon my preoccupation with the violence-as-
thought in this novel.  „Choose one‟, the novel begins and 
two columns are presented—right away, and I feel it must 
have been known by you, because it is really all too perfect 
a distillation of the spiraling aggression of the piece—the 
game is going to be compromised.  When confronted with 
this simple choice, the reader (perhaps I should call 
readers of this novel „liars‟ not the characters in it, now 
that I‟m thinking about it) will refuse to make it.  Because 
the choice, the imperative is stated alone, is read as 
„Choose Right Now, before you begin‟, knowing there is 
something, through this work, that you will not know, 
though it is stated.  That is, „Pick one column and ignore 
the other‟.  No one will do it, because they have the 
option not to.  They will either read both columns 
(reconnaissance) and „choose whichever one they like‟, 
rendering the choice moot, just a thought in their head 
(„Alright, I choose He) that doesn‟t have any meaning, any 
influence, any effect, or they will read both, not even 
making a consideration of the choice.  And once this is 
done, there is a fundamental corruption—they cannot, 
even in the textual construct of Nasia and Oren—claim to 
understand the experience of the characters, because the 
characters actually did make the choice, they are only their 
perceptions, have no honest idea what comprises their 
„other‟.  It‟s a vicious thing to do, but it sets the tone, 
forces the primal lack of understanding—to go with my 
example, it posits the reader as that ever-wanting-
dominance-one-percent-consciousness and makes the text 
the subordinate unconscious.  A second reading cannot 
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achieve it.  The reader either goes or doesn‟t.  I didn‟t, for 
example.  But, not that it matters, felt I‟d somewhat made 
a mistake even as I found myself reading both columns.  
„I‟m not doing something‟ I thought.  And with every 
passage, this does seem to reflect what the novel is 
balefully expressing—„We are not doing something‟. 
 
NG&OR:  Language is violence. Language is the 
equivalent of violence in the sense that it is the only true 
alternative to violence. Human kind developed language in 
order not to exterminate itself. There surely was a 
moment in the prehistory when the humans became the 
most efficient predator, when they became each other‟s 
most dangerous enemy. At that moment we, as a species, 
had a choice: to continue or to end. Language is our 
answer to that dilemma, it is not perfect, it is not all-
powerful, but it is the best we got. In other words, there is 
no other option than communication, dialogue, 
conversation. The very moment that communication ends, 
an opportunity for violence arises. Traditional notion of 
communication suggests that we need to understand each 
other in order not to harm each other, yet in reality we 
only need to keep communicating with each other in order 
not to harm each other. This is something Nasia and Oren 
do, for them understanding is overrated; even a 
misunderstanding will do if it leads to more 
communication. For them, please excuse the rhyme, 
silence is violence.     
 
PD:  I will break staunch dialogue-partner mode 
to say how blunt and moving I find this sentiment.  And 
how true.  Absolutely, in what you are saying there is 
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profound truth—and in how it is represented through 
Nasia and Oren, there is much beauty and equally much 
horror.  I cannot help but be shaken to view them in this 
way—they are willing to make this pact of constant 
communication with each other—this personal 
peacefulness, lack of violence—while at the same time 
they are willing not only to be somewhat apathetic to a 
world they construct into lack of communication, silence, 
violence, but are willing to be quite active, quite culpable 
in making that world uncommunicative.  In a sense, by 
choosing their philosophical thrust, they choose not only 
isolation, but countenance the hush of violence, readily 
view it as unavoidable.  This is a truly disquieting 
furthering of their attempt to be individual—it makes me 
focus on that quest for isolation as, indeed, a sense to 
perfect their foreignness.  Yet at the same time, they 
cannot escape the human yowl inside of them for 
recognition, they certainly would not be comfortable being 
viewed as less-than-human, there is an arrogant streak to 
them—the artist, again, perhaps—that wants to be seen as 
„more-than‟, as a step forward. 
 
NG&OR: Well, the trap of their condition, or absolute 
commitment to each other is that it is impossible for them 
to achieve an even remotely close level of commitment 
with anyone else. They are only partly aware of this, and 
this awareness accounts for their arrogance. But on the 
other hand they are also very naïve, they cannot but be 
naïve, since it takes a considerable amount of naïveté to 
approach people, strangers, or even to allow to be 
approached by other people. Communication with others 
always involves a substantial leap of faith—this is why 
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people tend to limit the circle of those with whom they 
communicate on a regular basis. To communicate with a 
perfect stranger always forces us to go beyond our private 
little conservativism, beyond our fears. We tend to solve 
this problem by imagining groups: affiliations, nations, 
religions, races… in an attempt to belong to a comfortably 
large group of people with whom we imagine we have 
enough in common so as not to feel the awkwardness of 
initial communication. This is, of course, somewhat 
paradoxical since one might conclude that communication 
is at the root of ostracism, exclusion, racism, fascism… 
and it is, in a way, at least a desire for safe communication, 
for communication that will not challenge our dogmas, a 
communication that will allow us to be whatever we 
imagine we are at the expense of those who are 
„unfortunate‟ not to belong to our particular group. This is 
why it is so cold outside of even a book-club, or a stamp-
collectors‟ association, if you want to join those particular 
groups, and find that you don‟t qualify.  
 
PD:   The rest of the world, as described in the 
novel, is an endless showcase of people, often without any 
intellectual attempt (or attempt of any kind) who are 
unconsciously living the shared existence the central 
characters sweat blood over (voyeurs, concept artists, 
swingers, fucking pedestrians and vague background-
image people for that matter); the rest of the world is 
people who lay there, inert, having no choice but to be 
deaf to the individual (or shared) pain of the central 
characters, because this pain is something so assumed by 
everyone it is almost offensively unnecessary to name. 
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NG&OR:  It might be the effect of Los Angeles. We 
could at least blame it on LA, if we‟d want to mythologize 
our work. The fact is that we‟d get the same effect moving 
to anyplace outside of our mother tongue. For the first 
couple of weeks, maybe even months in LA, we expected 
subtitles to pop up out of thin air every time somebody 
spoke to us. Our environment turned unreal overnight, a 
consequence of our decision to move to another language. 
This in turn resulted in everybody else‟s existence seeming 
a bit fictional to us: it was easier to be any one of those 
people we met in LA than it was to be ourselves, their 
lives seemed flat, their problems easy to solve, their 
worries trivial. Of course, it is always like that—the other‟s 
existence always seems less weighty than our own, which 
is why people are capable of doing terrible things to fellow 
human beings. To a person, his or her life is always a 
horrible trap—to escape from that trap is as horrible as it 
is to stay in it. That is why people tend to seek escape 
from their own lives in the lives of others—because those 
lives of others are merely imagined, and not experienced, 
and imagination is a tricky ability, most people never 
imagine things to be as hard or as easy as they really are. 
We find relief in imagining things are okay, when they‟re 
really not—the imagination itself is pleasant enough. Or 
we find relief in things being better than we really 
imagined them to be—in which case we find relief in 
reality. In both cases, there‟s nothing else to do but to 
both imagine and experience. A person cannot do one 
without the other. And when it comes to literature, the 
common misconception is that it is all about imagining 
and not about experiencing, which is why literature often 
gets labeled as good or bad, successful or failed.  
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PD:   Certainly.  It always irks me when „a good 
imagination‟ is posited as a necessary for creating 
literature.  Maybe it‟s important for creating escapist 
novels, story-telling—and I am not pissing on such things, 
outright, just directly saying they are not literature—but 
imagination can be a tricky species in literary creation.  For 
myself, I find my lack of imagination quite a boon, I‟m 
content with things as stripped down as they could 
possibly be—nothing clever, nothing unexpected, I try to 
infuse a sense of lack-of-unexpectedness whenever I 
can—most readers will readily supply faux-
unexpectedness anyway, it‟s like everyone is always waiting 
for that twist and I like to make sure their isn‟t one. 
 
 
NG&OR:  A pre-imagined text is like a pre-cooked 
meal—the writer is not supposed to imagine anything; the 
reader is the one who should do all the imagining, at least 
in accordance to what we imagine imagination might be. 
In other words, it suffices to think in order to participate 
in a literary text, and not even to think certain thoughts 
since the text is liberal enough to allow all kinds of 
thoughts. Any writer expecting his or her reader to think 
one thing and not the other is a tyrant. Any reader 
expecting the writer to lead him or her in the general 
direction of one idea or the other is also a tyrant. As we 
suggested above, there is violence implied in a desire to 
limit dialogue. The only expectation one should have of 
literature, whether writing or reading it, is to encounter 
something new, something one had not thought of before. 
This new idea, new thought does not even need to come 
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from the text, it can simply be a side-effect of spending 
time with the text.  
 
PD:  I feel much the same way about this.  So 
often, though, I come across statements by people, or 
indeed hear such statements from people, that literature 
has in it some obligation to—though being perhaps 
somewhat „original‟—reinforce that which one already 
thinks, or else politely poke at it a bit, in the end giving a 
shrug of „Well, to each his own‟ reducing all Idea to the 
Same Idea.  I feel literature should leave one confused, 
angry at something difficult to pinpoint.  For a reader, the 
exploration of a text should be, as you suggest, sort of a 
secondary thing to their exploration of themselves, their 
thoughts—literature is something to couple with, to come 
away from either „changed‟ or, perhaps more rightly „aware 
of what you actually are‟, but this change or realization 
should be a personal thing, in reference to what you have 
decided, regardless of the fucking text.  Yes, the author 
should have no imagination, but I think perhaps neither 
should the reader—there is something to not trying to 
imagine what something must be like for someone else, or 
what another world must be like, but instead to use only 
your own unimaginative reference points to define—
literature should infuse one with a sense of foreignness, 
like everyone else understands them—it is the reader who 
comes at it from the outside and nothing on earth can 
help them get in. 
 
NG&OR: You‟re absolutely right. It is wrong to try to 
imagine for someone. It can even be perceived as an act of 
aggression. By imagining what someone else might 
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imagine we reduce that other to a figment of our own 
imagination: he or she no longer needs to be a person—
which is something consumerist literature does, and 
something that consumer-readers embrace because they 
want literature that prevents them from being themselves 
and allows them to be somebody else, for at least the 
duration of one reading. We believe that, once created a 
text develops a certain type of subjectivity of its own. 
Thus, anyone who approaches it must imagine what this 
text is on his or her own. Discussing Mr. & Mrs. Hide, 
we‟re not saying what the novel actually is—it is what it 
is—but what we imagine it to be. In this we hold no 
authority of the novel, no writer does, we share that 
authority, and consequently share the authorship with 
anyone who is willing to participate, since we can 
determine what the novel is only with the help of other 
people. The future (and we have learned that it has also 
been the past) of literature is that everyone is an author, 
collaborating in the authorship of every text he or she 
encounters. The notion that writers seem to hold a bit 
more authority over a text than an average reader is simply 
due to the fact that in the process of writing writers read 
the text much more carefully than the average reader, but 
even this may not be so, since there are editors, and critics, 
and scholars, and other unprofessional readers who read 
texts more carefully than the writers themselves.     
 
PD:   You mention the language difference and 
how it, for a time, made the world seem fictional to you—
which I can see—but of course I think the language just 
accented it—or I truly think the language barrier served as 
a method of revealing that everybody else‟s lives actually 
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are fiction, when one is honest with oneself.  For example, 
as you mention, the rest of the world seemed a fiction to 
you, you didn‟t feel a fiction to the rest of the world, you 
didn‟t seem the make-believe, every thing else did.  
Likewise with Nasia and with Oren, only they seem to 
move to the extreme, that every particle of everything is 
imaginary, is there one moment, gone the next, serves 
nothing but incidental, momentary purpose, something 
else will replace it or won‟t—it‟s irrelevant.  In a way, they 
reach the moment of tension where they kind of just want 
to be a single running monologue, but as this is an 
impossibility they allow a direct reality to their own 
physicality.  Oren knows that he can never be in Nasia‟s 
thoughts—he just can‟t be, through no fault of anything—
so an invasive intimacy cannot be achieved there—hence 
he wants to fuck her, always, accepts this, needs to be 
reminded that there can be an absolutism in their 
connection—he in her, she around him, this can happen.  
Nasia seems somewhat less accepting of the impossibility 
of a commingling of thoughts—it seems to be her pain, 
the constant desire of „why doesn‟t he know my thoughts 
right now, why isn‟t he in me?‟.  The tension is always 
present, wrapped around the idea of being „in‟ the other—
Oren wants to be „in her‟ she wants Oren to be „in her‟ but 
both hold out on the coming together, both willfully, 
aggressively do so, because—to my way of thinking—
both somehow know that neither are truly possible, 
neither will really get them what they want.  So, as a trade 
off maybe, they settle for knowing they can cause the 
other „pain‟ in this way, insert a sensation built-from-them 
if not actually them.  Their anger, their frustration is a 
disease they can infect each other with and for those 



Natalija Grgorinic and Ognjen Raden: …thinking part that 
wonders that the part that isn’t thinking isn’t thinking of… 

 
 

327 

moments, though in a kind of roil, they can feel 
themselves truly as both of them. 
 
NG&OR:  The impossibility of being „in‟ the other, or 
being the other is what attracts us to other people, and 
furthermore, it is what is at the core of monogamy: the 
closest thing to being someone else is to be as close as one 
can to that someone else. Life is too short to spend it on 
numerous relationships that all reach the same level (or 
lack) of commitment. The only way to match what we 
imagine the intensity of being someone else would be is to 
be with one person, intensely. Of course, there is no way 
of telling what this experience will result in, there is no 
way of telling who someone is without spending a lot of 
time with that someone. By the time we get the glimpse of 
otherness we may already be too deep, we may not want 
to be that other, we may not want to be someone else, we 
may not want to be ourselves, or anyone else for that 
matter.  
 
PD:  I feel, or often I feel, there is a struggle in an 
individual built from feeling somehow obligated not to 
personally change—you mention „finding out who 
someone is‟, which I‟ve felt many people say with it 
somehow built in that Person X is such and such a way, 
composed of these elements, moving along and that 
Person Y will be able to, on careful investigation, discover 
just what these elements and this construction is.  But that 
cannot be done.  It‟s Heraclitus and his flux, it‟s Newton, 
it‟s Heisenberg—people instead, I think, mean that they 
want to decipher the more conscious constructions of 
another person—the words they use, the manner in which 
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they express themselves consciously.  Good God, no one 
ever requires a working knowledge of another person‟s 
unconscious, no one needs to understand someone else‟s 
dreaming mind to feel they know them, but this is a 
central part of the person they want to know.  I do 
understand what you are saying, but it points to this 
constructed understanding—which is at the heart of the 
novel: a point of reference is needed, something that one 
convinces oneself is, at least more or less, unmoving.  The 
rhetoric that „life is too short for‟ for example, always cuts 
both ways—if it came down to it, in the end, that even 
were the union of Nasia and Oren—as it mostly is—held 
until the day they die, do they die less alone?  Do they 
actually have another to find meaning or completion in, 
any more than if they had flitted from person to 
person?—I suppose I mean, there is just as much a 
recklessness in their attachment as there is certainty. 
 
NG&OR: Far too much importance is given to how 
one dies—and presumably everyone dies alone, though no 
one has returned to confirm the matter one way or the 
other—and that „fact‟ has been a cornerstone of the 
Western type of individualism. The bottom line is, who 
cares how one dies? Compared to even a shortest life, 
death is an entirely insignificant moment that has been 
unjustly used to limit the quality of life, not necessarily in a 
hedonistic way, because individualism is the ultimate 
hedonism, but in an intellectual way. Polygamy, or 
promiscuity, and we use the terms loosely, allow only the 
superficial involvement with the other, a relationship that 
ends once the point of pleasurable and comfortable is 
reached. Being with another is as uncomfortable as being 
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with oneself is, the only difference being that things 
acquire severity when one‟s existence is witnessed by 
another. Duration and intensity is important—for how 
long and to what an extent has one witnessed our 
existence, and for how long and to what extent have we 
witnessed the existence of that other. This is not a matter 
of mutual completion—we die maybe even more 
incomplete than we are born, but we discover our 
inadequacies, along with our qualities only through 
prolonged exposure to the other. If a tree falls in the 
forest and there is no one to see it fall, did it fall at all, did 
it ever exist? The only proof of our existence is in the 
other, and we reciprocate that favor by offering them the 
proof of their existence. This is what finding out who one 
(really) is—finding out that one really is, or finding out 
whether one actually is—and not in the sense of a single 
instance of confirmation, but in the sense of duration and 
intensity, which can never be achieved through superficial 
relationships or limited commitments, if they don‟t 
contain at least a promise of permanence, at least an 
illusion of immortality.   
 
PD:   It‟s as though the novel itself reduces the 
angst and gnashing of the characters to a halfwit 
lamenting the fact that he has to share his identity with his 
hair.  Perhaps more intellectually stimulating than an 
oblong comparison to a halfwit, though, is the edgy 
similarity to Trelkovsky in Roland Topor‟s The Tenant, 
who, in drunkenness, finds himself pondering his identity 
in the following paraphrased way: If his arm were 
removed, he would say „That is me and my arm‟; if his legs 
were removed, he would say „That is me and my legs‟; but 
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if his head were removed, would he say „That is me and 
my body?‟ or „That is me and my head?‟ and finally pushes 
it to the conclusion that if this syllogistic thought holds, 
what is the difference between his identity being his own, 
his own in pieces, or a thing shared with some worms—Is 
he the property of those worms or are those worms an 
element of him? (I could also throw in the lyrics to 
Particle Man by They Might Be Giants, but I‟ll resist). 
 
NG&OR:  This is exactly what we had in mind when 
arguing for the plurality of identities. We are all in pieces, 
and not even those pieces are changeless, we keep 
misplacing or discarding them, more or less consciously. 
Our identities are not fixed and finite, though in order to 
function we need to try and make those pieces cohere, at 
least temporarily. There is no „I‟ or „me‟ either in my body 
or in my head, „I‟ only pretends to be whole, or attempts 
to complete myself by entering into a relationship with the 
other. One of the more dangerous impressions of the 
Occidental novel is that there is that „I‟, that singular hero, 
one that can be assembled long enough to be 
photographed. The Romantic ideal of individual genius is 
a blind alley in the development of the image of self, and 
its main attraction is that at one point it was fashionable to 
be an individual. Like the necktie—at one point in time it 
was the fashion of the kings (allegedly picked up from 
Croatian mercenaries) and that itself is a good enough 
reason for armies of professionals to wear it nowadays, 
without ever wondering why, what is this piece of cloth 
for? Same is true with individuality—everybody‟s got one, 
regardless of whether they know what‟s it for or not. But 
the truth is we‟re all very „dividual‟, and in the case of 
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Nasia and Oren this „dividuality‟ is manifested as duality. 
Unfortunately, most of the present models for imagining 
plurality are developed to create networks of machines, 
and not human beings, and are therefore inadequate for 
the task of creating humanity that is in itself not a given, 
but must be perpetually constructed. 
 
PD:   There is a real fear, I think maybe not 
always articulated so well that, yes, there should be this 
„dividuality‟ but that human beings are simply incapable of 
actually achieving it.  It‟s all done for us.  We know, 
somehow, that the next step would—or should—be an 
acceptance and moving in to step with this combined 
identity, but we lack the proper mechanism—as you say—
to do so.  We‟re just dying, built to die in every sense.  
Which I don‟t really mean morbidly—in the novel, for 
example, I think what Nasia and Oren are, why they can 
accept the grime of the world, the discomfort and 
irreverent violence of their minds and term it „beautiful‟ 
„desired‟ and go so far as to passionately, even wantonly 
term it „their artistic creation‟ is because they know this 
death is inevitable, or at least feel this inevitability of 
„nothing beyond individuality‟—and individuality is the 
definition of stasis, and stasis is lack of progress, end of 
evolution, a thing waiting to wither. 
 
NG&OR:  There are no guarantees, of course, in life as 
in love, but the only sure way of achieving something is to 
attempt to achieve something, to make an effort that goes 
beyond any potential failure. For Nasia and Oren, their 
togetherness is based on effort to remain together, there is 
no other adhesive between them apart from their 
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combined wills to be together. No one and nothing else 
keeps them together, and so many things could potentially 
pull them apart. This also means that their relationship is 
not based on any interest, not based on dependency—
they, in a sense, don‟t get anything out of it, which is 
possibly the main reason why they stick together. 
 
PD:  There is something quite the paradox in 
this—I don‟t argue with the paradox, but will say I don‟t 
read the two of them quite as lacking of „dependence‟ as 
this suggests, I don‟t see them not getting something out 
of it.  I have referred to them as, in some ways, the „artistic 
creations of each other‟, and being art and audience to one 
another they certainly, quite viciously, need each other—
or perhaps it is better and more to the meat of what I‟m 
getting at to say they strike me as wonderfully proud of 
themselves, wonderfully vainglorious, but only when 
regarded by each other.  I don‟t say there is not a kind of 
stoicism to them and certainly there is to what they posit 
as their personal and artistic ideals, but nothing about 
them makes them more human and more in need of each 
other than their desire to stick together.  I cannot see it as 
outside of dependence.  
 
NG&OR: There is strong tendency to explain 
relationships in terms of the (capitalist) market, a tendency 
to evaluate relationships on the balance between 
investment and profit. By saying that the relationship of 
Nasia and Oren is beyond interest, we are saying that they 
are beyond such economics of togetherness. By saying 
that they are beyond dependence we are saying that it is 
impossible to judge either of them as the weaker partner, 
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as the one who profits more than s/he invests. What 
keeps them together is—here, for a lack of better term we 
must resort to paraphrasing Nietzsche—the will to love 
based on a pure mutual decision to be together. The 
simplified conception of love describes it as based entirely 
on emotion—any input of reason seems to contaminate 
love. Well, for Nasia and Oren emotions are matched by 
reason, and neither has precedence, neither has 
dominance, their relationship is, if anything, threatened by 
emotions, but is not in the exclusive domain of emotions, 
nor is it in the exclusive domain of reason, but is the 
perfect overlap of those two domains. Of course, 
maintaining a perfect relationship is quite a challenge, and 
they do their best as well as their worst, and this 
perfection we speak of is not quiet, calm, or sublime, but 
tempestuous, unruly, chaotic, they are tested beyond their 
every limit without any promise of a reward, without any 
glimpse of a goal, their relationship is its own purpose.  
 
 
PD:   They are desperate, the novel is desperate, 
and they do their best to manipulate the terms and games 
and rules of the world, somehow arrange it into a pattern 
that will allow them, at least them—and frankly only them, 
fuck everyone else—to go on.  They try to achieve this, 
logically, with art—and sadly to me this is the biggest 
mistake they could have made—it seems to make sense, it 
seems there would be such potential, that „other artists‟ 
would be the ones also moving along the path, would see 
what they mean.  But „other artists‟ especially in this 
book—and I‟m not even saying they are „bad‟ because of 
it—are the most cemented, absolute individuals of all.  
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The rest of the world just lacks volition, but artists 
hungrily want to be „them-self‟.  Singular. 
 
NG&OR:  Well art certainly appears to be a dead-end 
street, yet for those who are unable, for any reason, to 
directly communicate with the world, art is the only 
medium, since it allows communication to stretch beyond 
the moment. Art also gives Nasia and Oren to fake that 
singularity that is necessary to establish at least initial 
communication, in their case with the reader. Habitually, 
people never approach pairs to start a conversation—
there are exceptions, but those serve only to prove the 
rule. Yet regardless of what one might think, two are 
never self-sufficient, three are never self-sufficient… the 
society as a whole is not self-sufficient. In fact, human 
condition as such is marked by the very lack of self-
sufficiency, we are the neediest of all species, which is why 
we tend to idolize self-sufficiency, we singularize gods and 
individualize geniuses and heroes. In this context, art is a 
way of both courting our idols and breaking taboos, art is 
an attempt to articulate a prayer consisting only of 
profanities. 
 
PD:  All very well said.  This novel seems to set a 
direct rebellion against this, a notion to not only dismiss 
it—which by its own terms seems to be impossibility—
but to obliterate it.  I agree that humans are not self-
sufficient, as I agree that—outside of some very semantic 
constructions that might prove me wrong in some 
miniscule way—nothing is.  Which brings me back around 
to an earlier interpretation of these characters and this 
novel—they want to achieve this idea of One—to be self-
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sufficient—but, seeing the trouble in that, first want to 
make Two into One—again, they want to transcend 
human nature.  What they want to become, perhaps, is 
that idolized thing, that One—which is often described as 
being one-yet-not-one, they want to be Society-writ-small.  
But also, I think the squirm to the piece is that they don‟t 
want to remove themselves from anything—they are two 
people who feel so many struggles, want so many 
struggles, have so many struggles, yet at the same time 
have nothing but dissatisfactions, hate being the victims of 
their own logics.  Or of their own emotions.  They don‟t 
particularly seem to think there is a need to discuss their 
„way of life‟ except as emotional outburst—most other 
things they can address as though from a distance, 
„themselves‟ is a raw exception. 
 
NG&OR: There is a trap in the „Western‟ style of 
conceptualizing noticeable as a tendency to reduce 
everything to one, any number of occurrences, beings, 
thoughts, although these appear in an unbroken stream of 
plurality. In order to manage this plurality we abstract it as 
oneness, disregarding plurality as the basic condition of 
being. In this context, Nasia and Oren try, if anything, 
very hard not to be „One,‟ and in that fight the reader‟s 
„onefying‟ perception, perception that would turn them 
into a unit, and therefore a one-of-a-kind. Thus, in other 
words, they are struggling to be more, to be more than 
one, to be more than two, to be more than the sum of 
their parts, to be more than mere parts of one: unit, 
relationship, pair… This might as well be an impossible 
project, but they are undaunted by its impossibility. In this 
they embody the paradox of a literary text, according to 
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which a text does not exist without the simultaneous 
attentions, or perceptions, of writers and readers—they 
are literary characters who give an impression that they are 
determined to exist (together) regardless of whether 
anyone reads them or not, regardless of whether anyone 
writes them or not.   
 
PD:   And inside of this already volatile 
construction, the novel renders exacting portraits of 
personal psychology—portraits almost embarrassing in 
their intimacy and quaking in their blunt admission.  I find 
it a direct challenge made by the novel that any honest, 
keen reader will never actually be surprised by any of the 
feelings, any of the anxieties, and certainly not by any of 
the deceptions of the two people being written about.  
The humanity of the piece is at risk, every moment, of 
being muffled by some goblin postmodern interpretation 
that threatens to disavow humanity to mere listless 
experiments in words.  And this is a threat present in 
literature, as it is present in individual life—as all truly 
necessary risks should be coupled.  A creeping kind of 
consciousness is a threat to both authorship and 
readership, as consciousness itself is a parasitic thing that 
feeds on anything it can, gobbling around for a dominance 
it will destroy itself by attaining.  Your novel suggests this 
quite powerfully by leaving it as plain as day that the 
moments these two individuals are most themselves is 
when they are left to themselves, even their insistence in 
calling themselves by bits and pieces of each other—Nasia 
especially, in her hatred of Oren laying asleep, laying away 
from her—and even as they artistically seek and insist on 
„no compromise‟, their physical bodies and unconscious 
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selves lunge for any shred of it.  Yet it is not an affected 
pain, it is not an affected struggle—piercing moments 
such as being told their attempts to create a shared 
literature amounts to nothing more than keeping a quaint 
diary of their individual marriage and kinks and the hiss of 
recoil in them from this statement is all too genuine—all 
too individual, shared, universal, and completely isolated, 
at once.  It‟s a vicious little moment among hundreds of 
vicious moments. 
 
NG&OR:  Risking, again, to sound a bit like marriage 
counselors, we must emphasize that a real relationship 
comes not without struggle and strife. Most relationships, 
at least that is our take on the matter, dissolve because 
people imagine them as peaceful, calm, bucolic unions of 
two „souls‟ in perfect accord and harmony. Yet, musical 
metaphors are misleading, especially because they rely on a 
simplified idea of music itself, which can be as discordant 
and unharmonious as any human activity. A real 
relationship is the one that exists, a relationship that 
endures beyond all tribulations—as we already suggested, 
not with a specific goal in sight, but as a goal in itself. The 
abuse in a relationship starts with one or both persons 
expecting that relationship to be perfect, ideal and idyllic, 
since that very expectation results in attempts to bend 
one‟s partner mentally and physically to fit an impossible 
frame. The only expectation that should be put before a 
relationship is that it continues. Of course, people 
involved in a relationship should be better off in it than on 
their own, but that is really up to them to decide, and 
there are no certain objective standards in that respect—
every relationship comes with its own rules, every 
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relationship is a world in itself, and as such in certain 
opposition, and even in conflict with the world we all 
belong to.  As easy as it would be (seemingly) to be 
someone else, it is exceedingly difficult, or more correctly, 
impossible to be one‟s own other. It takes much effort 
and dedication to be with another person, but one can 
never be that other person, and yet, one is that other 
person, in the exact same measure as that other person is 
oneself—that is the basic human condition, our existence 
is distributed over a number of persons only one of which 
we traditionally recognize as oneself. It is selfish to claim 
oneself only for oneself, as it is cowardly. But it is equally 
selfish and cowardly to claim others for oneself 
exclusively. Juggling these relationships is possibly, or 
probably, impossible—it‟s certainly impossible not to 
make mistakes…most of the time. 
 
PD:   Selfish, yes.  „I am willing to give myself to 
someone else‟ is easy, seems selfless, in fact. „I am even 
willing to give myself to several others‟—but it is 
impossible to get away from that selfish need for 
guarantee that this other, these others, will stay.  There has 
to be that conscious deal, and certainly in this novel.  
Otherwise, the very act of giving oneself away could leave 
one banished to nothing, all alone, just a bruise of want, 
waiting for someone else.  It‟s definitely a hard thing, and 
so primordially terrifying.  Every way it‟s stated seems like 
a trick sentence, and eventually one will run out of stem, 
flag, stop trying.  There could come the moment, and it 
seems to be Nasia‟s terror moreso than Oren‟s, where 
they will accept a commingling with „the other‟ via 
effacing their identity, becoming nothing, becoming a 
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faceless, thoughtless, purposeless bit of background.  This 
is also the anger, and more Oren‟s thing, this feeling that a 
person has a fundamental „right to identity‟ that it is not 
really a matter of „all becoming one‟ because this would 
mean individuality would have to be snuffed. 
 
NG&OR:  Yes, but also in the act of becoming one 
individuality would be reaffirmed, and therefore to be one 
(this new, composite one) would mean to be none (since 
those pre-composite ones have been erased). In other 
words, the plurality of being is a necessity, though not 
always a comfortable one, since being with another person 
perpetually generates challenges and requires a person to 
constantly reposition oneself in respect to the other.    
 
PD:   To take from the scene of the editor rather 
belittling Nasia and Oren‟s literature, in particular, it 
restates a fundamental woe I see in the world (especially 
the world of literature) today—there is an almost 
superstitiously, witch-burning insistence that art be 
something entirely invented, that it is almost loathe to „say 
something you actually think‟, that Fiction must actually 
be Invention, while at the same time the only thing of 
value is to get at something real: invent something „more 
real‟ than „real‟, find the alchemy that makes your 
„individual‟ the „everyman‟ because fuck God, no one 
wants to read about someone they can‟t relate to, though 
they will without much prompting tell you that no one can 
every truly know them, plumb their depths—nobody 
knows anybody, but this is somehow the most 
inappropriate thing for art to state—art that does state it is 
treated as quaint, cynical, cliché, obvious, naive.  It is 
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(returning form that aside) in this scene between the 
bored, twerpish publisher that the core truth of the novel 
is made, the truth that a reader, by even passing their eyes 
over the scene describing it out, cannot help but verify, 
justify, enthusiastically support.  Because a reader is less a 
reader than a „dissector‟ or someone trying to smooth at 
the sheets to make it look like they didn‟t take a nap in the 
writers‟ bed.  That the conscious identity Writer and the 
conscious identity Reader have become so blunderously 
and fundamental an aspect of Reading and Writing is a 
terrifying proposition.  No exchange of intimate value will 
be achieved under such self-regarding conditions. 
 
NG&OR:  Exactly! The approach to literature you‟ve 
so piercingly described above is most often summarized 
by that doctrine of „showing and not telling‟. If forced to 
choose, we would definitely label ourselves as „the tellers‟, 
and not even storytellers, but, as presumptuous as it might 
sound, „truthsayers‟. Here we could insert a disclaimer and 
say that we refer to highly personal, subjective truths, but, 
as we already indicated, there are no impersonal, objective 
truths—if a truth concerns a person, then it is a personal 
truth, or to put it differently, a truth can be perceived as 
universal, but it must be a personal truth first and 
foremost. The most serious error one can make is to 
consider certain truths to be universal, general, because 
once they become depersonalized these truths are easily 
disregarded. The bottom line is, ideas cannot function on 
their own, ideas are merely frames to be filled with 
corresponding acts. In these terms our writing is 
fundamentally personal, yet it concerns every person 
stubborn enough to put up with it. It is our opinion that 
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by reading it the audience participates in the creation of 
the text—this is not a particularly original notion in 
itself—yet most of the potential readership has been 
brought up on the steady diet of „fiction‟ shaped to be a 
better product. By definition, at least the one we subscribe 
to, literature cannot be a product, since the finished 
product is reading itself. Hence, if something is created to 
be a product even before it is read, it does not really need 
another person to exist, and as such is as dead as a 
doornail. We hope our writing is alive, imperfect, but 
alive—we simply supply the results of our dual 
perspective and hope someone will add to them another 
dimension. In this sense, this dialogue with you is one of 
the first results of our efforts, the true product of our 
writing. 
 
PD:   Well, it‟s interesting what you say here, 
because if I would have taken a different slant on this 
dialogue (there are about five thousand slants I could have 
taken, as there is much to the novel) I would have 
suggested that what I‟d read was a novel about the 
character of a Novel.  I entirely agree with your thoughts 
about reading itself as product—certainly as the currency, 
the profit of a literary piece.  So many people want theirs 
to be „the book on the bookshelf‟ and this is something 
somewhat terrible to me.  For me—and then I will steer 
back to my main point—I would be upset to find my 
novel just there on someone‟s shelf, an object, unliving, 
unread, it would make me furious (a pet peeve of mine is 
when someone reads a literary work once and then 
metaphorically ticks a box on it, crosses it off the list, sets 
it down instead of handing it off).  Nasia and Oren could 
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be said to be two novels, somehow granted consciousness, 
saying to each other „read me‟ but being unable.  A better 
way of saying this is that the choice you present in the 
opening of the novel is the choice between two novels—
you can read one or the other, but you‟re going to read 
both.  This extends to literature in general—we don‟t read 
one novel at a time, it‟s an impossibility—if a literary piece 
is in any way a distilment of true experience, it is a 
dialogue and whatever a reader injects is necessary, is 
another novel.  The novel never needs to be turned to for 
proof of what it said, for the purpose of what it said—that 
is what readers are turned to for. 
 
NG&OR:  Yes, and the point is that there are choices 
to make in recreating every novel, every text through the 
process of reading. We made a conscious effort to 
exaggerate those choices hoping to provide the reader 
with a freer reading, following the principle that says 
people will rebel, people will fight back, people will make 
up their own minds and do what they feel is best and right 
if they are confronted with enough restrictions. In Mr. & 
Mrs. Hide, the reader cannot fully identify with both main 
characters, even we ourselves as writers cannot fully 
identify with those characters. But there is no need to do 
that for the simple reason that we don‟t fully identify with 
every person we meet. This „device‟ hopefully serves to 
convince readers that fiction is not necessarily fake or 
artificial life. It may not be real life in the sense of 
everyday life people lead but to us at least it is real enough 
because it is a part of life we create, and if the reader so 
chooses it can be a part of life he and she create. This, of 
course, is no revolutionary rabbit we‟ve pulled out of our 
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top hat, every text confronts readers with choices, even 
something as banal as a shopping list can be interpreted 
this way or that depending on what one imagines when 
reading „toothpaste‟ or „cheese‟.  
 
PD:  I never commit my shopping list to paper 
for fear I would get lost in literary analysis of it, my family 
starving.  I do think it is interesting, this notion of 
expecting people to rebel against a text—because so often 
I think literary expression is seen as passive, is seen as 
something not to trouble too much about—whatever the 
game is, so to speak, people don‟t tend to play.  If I am 
not misunderstanding, you would prefer the reader to take 
the read as an experience, view it in some way other than 
how they view other books—however they may view 
other books.  It struck me when reading that the book 
does its best to make the reader feel somewhat responsible 
for the disquiet Nasia and Oren feel, both internally and 
because of outside stimulations.   The reader, the filter, 
knows that the life of one, or either, or both of the 
characters can be made primary, made secondary, 
dismissed out of hand—but more so, the reader knows it 
is their unconscious patterns of attention that do a lot of 
the defining.  One shivering quality to the novel is pick it 
up, put it down, there is a real sense of becoming 
disconnected and having to reconnect, each time—or to 
rather dismiss what came before as something the details 
of which are unimportant.  The text really wants to play as 
much with the unconscious mind of the reader as give 
them passages to run their thinking brain around with.  
 
NG&OR: The readers are responsible, as responsible 
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as the writers, and the text is a vehicle for (re)distribution 
of responsibility for, yes, literature, but also the world—
what else would be the point of thrusting congealed 
masses of words before the unsuspecting other? Writing is 
an equivalent of showing up unannounced in someone 
else‟s kitchen for breakfast—and in pajamas still on, or 
worse. It is an intimate assault on the other‟s morality. A 
demand for response, and hence a demand for 
participation in responsibility. To think that literature 
today is almost synonymous with hermitage, that writers 
escape their other by writing, that readers escape their 
others by reaching for a book. There is nothing solitary 
about literature, yet it has become a physical as well as 
intellectual equivalent of self-imposed solitary 
confinement.     
 
PD:   In this novel, you have two people who 
want to be one person, who want, as one person, to write 
one thing that will not be regarded as the work of two, 
who want to choose the interpretation of not only the 
words they write but of the way the reader reads the 
words they write—they want to read their work aloud, 
then tell people what they think people think about it.  
But, and I mean this earnestly, they don‟t want to do so in 
a selfish or arrogant way. 
 
NG&OR: Quite true, though again, we have to 
disagree—Nasia and Oren‟s project is not to become one 
person. In a way, that is an impossible task even for a 
single individual, simply because being with others is the 
essential part of being. The problem is that, generally, 
most literature is perceived as created by the singular 
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genius—insisting on authorial, or indeed writerly plurality 
results in the product of collaborative effort to be 
perceived as something, if not less than literature, then 
something other than literature. We are all programmed 
to, for example, when we see two people talking, keep 
away, to avoid joining the conversation. A pair is more 
than twice less likely to be approached by a third person—
it is somehow a norm that individuals communicate with 
individuals, pairs with pairs, people with kids with other 
people with kids, people with pets with other people with 
pets. Consequently, literature produced by pairs, or 
partners, or groups, would have an especially small 
audience because even more than writing, reading is 
perceived as the ultimate solitary activity—perceived as 
such, of course, by people who disregard the fact that the 
purpose of literature, and hence the purpose of reading, is 
communication.   
 
PD:  Nasia and Oren want to be understood, 
they just don‟t want to be understood by anyone.  And 
their possible readers want to understand, they just don‟t 
want to understand anything that they don‟t come up with 
themselves.  So it explodes—or doesn‟t explode, but 
rather shakily crawls away and eventually flops over.  I 
would not hesitate to call Mr. and Mrs. Hide a work of 
literary horror, and a violent work of literary horror.  It 
somehow wears the identity of the man going to bed with 
a woman he doesn‟t love, really wanting to tell her he 
doesn‟t love her just so she can sympathize with him, 
intimately understand him, yet the novel manages to keep 
from being so ghastly by wearing also the identity of a 
reader who wishes they wrote something they‟ve just read, 
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because they feel the imaginary more accurately represents 
them than they do.  For either admission to be made is 
tantamount to murder.  And this novel admits both, 
repeatedly.  In a way, not to get too complimentary here, 
the book is miraculous in that it full well knows that 
asking someone to read it amounts to asking them not to. 
 
NG&OR:   We‟re still working out a theory 
according to which communication exists regardless of 
whether it produces understanding. The only true end to 
communication is not a misunderstanding but the end to 
communication. In this sense, to understand can be 
equally detrimental to a dialogue, if that understanding 
doesn‟t further it, which again brings us back to our point 
that there are no universal, unalterable truths, or values 
that are beyond reconsideration. The process of 
communication is full of frustration and hesitation, yet the 
notion that one can enter a dialogue and remain protected 
is an illusion, to communicate is not safe, but it simply has 
no alternative. 
 
PD:   Every word of a dialogue, of a novel, of a 
chit-chat in life is the potential of irrevocable harm.  
Certainly.  Agreements, consensus, understanding, these 
are timidity crafted because there is the sniff of the mortal 
about dialogue.  Conclusion, we know, is some nonsense.  
„Say what you think something said‟ is all well and good, 
provided you can, even hatefully, admit that give it five 
minutes, you‟ll never be able to repeat yourself.  Say what 
you said again and you‟re saying something else, though 
you might never even recognize the difference.  Nasia and 
Oren, I think they want to recognize the difference.  Nasia 
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and Oren, I think, somewhat detest themselves that they 
cannot—but would rather detest themselves for not 
knowing this than admit they will never know it.  To 
return to my Fitzcaraldo reference—they want their Opera 
House. 
 
NG&OR:  Nasia and Oren enjoy and suffer the benefit 
of double perspective that does not make things easier for 
them but only provides them with more information, 
which also means more disinformation. There‟s a great 
Danish picture book called Palle alene i Verden (Palle Alone 
In The World or as it was translated to English Nils All 
Alone) by writer Jens Sigsgaard and illustrator Arne 
Ungermann about a small boy named Palle who discovers 
everybody else, including his parents, have disappeared, 
leaving him alone, the only person in the entire world (a 
rather existentialist version of Home Alone). Well, Palle has 
fun doing all the things he was forbidden or prevented to 
do before and he, of course, ends up missing everyone, his 
parents in particular. Nasia and Oren are similar to Palle: 
they are alone, their loneliness is nothing extravagant, it is 
a type of loneliness every thinking being must feel. Yet, 
unlike Palle, they are constantly surrounded with all those 
people who disappeared, as if an invisible though 
impenetrable barrier forever separates them from the 
world. Like Palle, Nasia and Oren get to do whatever they 
thought they were prohibited and prevented from doing, 
discovering that nobody really cares what they do one way 
or another. The world that surrounds them is an ocean of 
indifference. However, unlike Palle, Nasia and Oren never 
really miss all those people who have disappeared, because 
those people are always around them, but they are also 



Predicate (dialogues with Pablo D’Stair) 
 
 
 

348 

never allowed to completely forget about the rest of the 
world.   
 
PD:  Nasia and Oren—not that it is something 
that is difficult to understand—seem, when certain 
pressures build, to be grateful for the world still being 
there, still being a set of little scenes for them to define, 
for them to bounce ideas off of, for them to vilify if they 
feel like it and often to dehumanize.  There is a thrust in 
them to turn their anger toward each other—not all of it, 
but much of it, the kind of anger no person really feels 
they should confront another with, certainly not one who 
is cared for—and their loathing for themselves out in 
endless effigy, scapegoat the world they see as ghost again 
and again—it becomes a place to void themselves of 
certain psychic shit, to use a really clumsy term. If they 
can, however clumsily, find representation of some 
anxiety, some pettiness, some neurosis they feel, they will 
gladly stab the world—I think they need the indifference, 
they use it as a tool to hold themselves intact, it‟s like a 
vast bed to hide things under, it‟s a relief to always have 
somewhere else to point.  They are, individually, too 
passionate, they are each far too in love with themselves 
to survive in this union they create without the ability to 
representatively skin themselves and each other from time 
to time.  In a way, the world is their creation, more so 
than even each other are—it is the, more often than not, 
point of reference they most need—something neither of 
them can claim control of—so that they are on equal 
footing, absolutely, when it comes to writing their stories, 
making their observations, showcasing their weakness, 
their hates, their pulping at the unknown of themselves.  



Natalija Grgorinic and Ognjen Raden: …thinking part that 
wonders that the part that isn’t thinking isn’t thinking of… 
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NG&OR: If they have any clear ambition regarding 
the world, it is not that they be its creators, but its co-
creators. They approach the world with a demanding, 
nagging sort of attention; they look at the world expecting 
to be looked back at. There is something merciless and 
even tyrannical in their relationship to the world—they 
expect the world to reciprocate their attention, expect. 
They put high demands before the world, and they expect 
that these demands be matched by even higher demands 
that the world would put before them, because there is 
nothing like the despair created by no one wanting or 
expecting anything from you. Surely, certain expectations 
may be frustrating, but a situation in which no one 
expects, nor needs anything from you is unbearable, is 
almost an equivalent of death, or worse, an equivalent of 
never existing in the first place. 



 

 

 


