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Editors’ Letter

Editors’ Letter

At night,
I replace the light of my screen with the light of candles. I like to think of lighting
candles as small performative actions, the prelude to getting ready for sleep.
Symbolically, each element of the candle represents something: wax is humanity, fire
is obedience, heat is humility.* I bear that in mind for when I try to fall asleep. It is
often hard to fall asleep. When I close my eyes, vivid images start flashing, the weight
of everything I left unfinished and that inevitably greets me at the other end, when I
wake up. I open the Voice Memo app on my phone and with my eyes closed, I start to
speak:
i dreamt about the two blocks next to the church. i knew these buildings since i was a child, but
somehow they never caught my attention. until recently. i have dreamt about them twice in the
last month. they mystified in my mind - these ordinary buildings that i have never been in. in
the first dream, there was a girl who i barely knew. she wanted to play with me, but she wasn’t
allowed. her mother was keeping her locked in a flat at the third floor. i started calling her from
the street but she wouldn’t react. i went upstairs. i realised i was now locked there too. i looked
out the window and saw people that i knew passing by. i was aware i couldn’t reach them. maybe
i’m subconsciously wondering what’s inside these buildings i know so well from the outside. how
does it feel to be inside one of those flats. i wonder what if someone close to me lived there and
these spaces were in fact familiar. what if i had history and memories in a different place from
the ones i know. i used to be a child, i was immune and susceptible at the same time. now i am
not a child, but i feel the same way. i feel like nothing can touch me, i won’t allow it. cause when
it does, it feels too strong.

In this issue, The Pluralist becomes an ethereal territory where gothic illustrations
coexist with lamentations, poems, tweets, interviews, rhythms. The contents are once
again united by an invisible thread: nighttime, dream, symbol, motive.
Enjoy the reading!

What can happen at Night?
When the obscurity finally falls into my tiny Londoner student room, the space
morphs into an infinite field of endless possibilities. The 4 walls surrounding me fade
into a black void. Usually I’ll put on some (dramatic-cinematographic) music and let
myself go to my craziest, remotest fantasies.
There is, to me, a real beauty in this letting go.
The control freak leaves place to a too-often-forgotten spontaneous part of the self:
- a nocturnal animal Immense creativity can imerge from this I believe.
The dizziness of tiredness brings me to make more authentic and honest choices.
That’s this value of the ‘revelation’that brings the night that we wanted to highlight
in this issue. And even if I’m finishing the editing in late after hours, I do not mind.
I’m accompanied by Tangerine Dream for a bit and will soon put on some sensual,
profound podcast’s narrator voice to fill in the darkness.
Hopefully, I will be done by dawn.
I hope you will enjoy this reading, would that be in the confines of your bedroom,
around 4 a.m or by the window, watching sunrise in your parents abode.
Before or after curfew, there’s no closing time for creative minds.
Take care,
Louise Gholam, Design Editor

Lera Kelemen, Content Editor
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Night Slugs

35.3945°N 14.1281°E

D

ripping gently in the middle of a small
wet room was Eileen, who recently had
been thinking about what she was made
of. The room was built of flesh and
moonlight, brick and plaster, where the
walls expanded…contracted as they breathed. Eileen
had sometimes tried to follow her nose to the end of
herself; she could tell where she had started, right in the
middle, but these days it was becoming difficult to tell
where she necessarily ended. This interior room was full
of folds, and she often fell into them.
Eileen shared the house with friends, and in the night
times, once they all came back from wherever they
preoccupied themselves during daylight, would float
past one another quietly completing their various evening routines until it was time to go to sleep. The house
slept with them, slowly breathing under the dim glow
of the moon.
During the nights in the house, slugs would frequently seep and crawl past the street and over the drive,
through moss and pebble and mud, and make their way
through the walls and into the house. Eileen and the
house would wake up in the morning, find they weren’t
as alone as they thought, and follow the silvery trails
over linoleum to the kitchen. Whilst the tea brewed
they’d pick up these soft dark slips of things and toss
them back outside.
They called them the night slugs, which leant them
a certain kind of mysticism; these things that slowly
moved towards and tessellated around them as they
slept. It was difficult to tell how they managed to find
their way inside, except for indulging the possibility
that somewhere in the walls was a small rupture where
the exterior boundaries fell away, little slits towards the
soft interior glow of the house. Eileen liked to think
the slugs came because the house was like a sleeping
beast; the slugs were living with them all together in
something’s stomach. These things that slipped in the
night towards something that was alive. They were all
enveloped in living tissue and leaving trails.
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This kind of interior folds into the body, flesh-like. The
walls breathed shallow and stretched, solidified to make
a ceiling, from which hung a single light bulb, casting
shadows across the walls and floor. Eileen slept on a
small mattress on the floor, so felt well acquainted with
the ground, was the first thing she saw when she opened
her eyes each morning.
At night she’d lie on her back though, and gaze upwards
and the aglow of the light bulb just before she’d turn
it out. Just as the house was beginning to slow down
and dim, this was when she liked it best. The slugs
cast shadows against this light, flickered on the walls,
dancing like oil slicks.
The slicks hum in the air, the hole in the wall that is a
wound, an interior, the slugs weep and sigh through
slits in brickwork structures, their shiny slicks glint
off the dust and moisture in the air, and sits. Eileen
lay with the slugs, like them wet and slow and seeping,
beyond the brickwork slit and exterior, beyond
slimebody and stomach acid, dissolving matter. They
met there at night where they sigh and sleep slippery
sweet, just in the centimetres distance between warm
cotton skin and squishy black pebble surface in an
ever-repeating unaware glaze. Eileen slept and the slugs
slicked, in the breathing and contracting room, like a
bowl full of their silvery translucent liquid.
Eileen began to think of the slugs as part of the body
of the house, their breath and slimes intermingling in
the spaces between their bodies. Her droplet-breath
was warm and smothering, gathers small worms like
glowing ashes around each small opening in the living
walls. Breath seeps into porous skin – crushed velvet
sandpaper, sponge nightmare. Their damp trails spread,
sit in little pockets, flowering and dense little clusters
of silvery and filthy buds. Through the wallpaper it
bubbles, bursts, and curls, blossoming new surfaces.

Pitch. Dark. How can I? Describe.
You know how dark is.
Tilted. Uneven horizon, blended.
Full circle. Long form, long wave.
Short wave. Sound. Numb. There is sound.
Dark but not full. Pitch would be full.
Moonlight. Maybe, maybe not.
A reflection, glimmer, a spark.
Direction? Ahead, the circle breaks.
Full bubble is pierced, ahead a light flickers.
Light separated from darkness
Waters do not. Separate
from waters. Unsplit.
Rebound of sound, not a wave.
It is so. Water.
It moves, makes forms. The light,
Is there, in glimmers. It lulls.
The voices? Maybe, possibly.
Alone. Not alone.
Dark but not pitch, dark.
Darker than some, nights.
Is that how everything began?
Begins to end. Ends?
The night of the sea,
You know how that is.
One light can be
Enough to create
A horizon, a burst
In the flatness of dark, high sea.
Can you see?
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Interview with
SalonRT Founders
SalonRT was founded by Lina Stallmann, Jerry Guo and Makesa Kaizen during the pandemic. The trio met whilst
studying at Central Saint Martins in London and are vibrant, young and talented curators and dealers. The platform
is centred around the domestic space of Jerry’s home in West London. Visitors invited to experience art in the physical
setting of his hallway, bedroom and rooftop. The domestic space is mirrored in an online viewing room, which emulates
game-like design by 3D scanning Jerry’s home. I spoke to Lina, Jerry and Makesa about collaboration, curating online
and setting up a commercial venture in a grass roots fashion.

YM:

From speaking with Lina previously, that for SalonRT
you had devised the concept before the pandemic, how
and why did you come to SalonRT? How do you find
the practice of working collaboratively?

MK:

We wanted to find out how we work together but also
to present a show with two artists, Jack Somerville
and Daniel Spivakov. Obviously due to the pandemic,
and restrictions in London, we weren’t able to carry
that show over. The formation of SalonRT was an
alternative to that particular show.

JG:
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Also if we’re going to promote these guys we love, how
do we do the job better? I always had a tendency for art
in a domestic space, whether in the curatorial format
or from a collector’s point of view. That’s one of the
reasons I got into contemporary art. The idea was to
utilise my living space and access the rooftop. At the
same time, I knew that there were different aspects that
I couldn’t take care of on my own, and I pitched the
idea to Makesa and Lina. We had some discussions and
they both liked how it was going. At that point, the
main aspect for us to develop on was the virtual gallery,
which is a digital rendering of my hallway, bedroom
and rooftop. So we thought about using that space as
an alternative viewing room to OVR formats on other
gallery websites. It was a good opportunity and we
had our first show with Daniel and Luc Wearing. We’re
having a second exhibition in the physical space at the
start of April.

LS:

I think different aspects came together and we were
like okay let’s do something about it. I remember Jerry
always telling us he wanted to use his space, but we
didn’t really pick up on that. Then we wanted to do this
show with Jack and Daniel, and Jerry also wanted to
be part of it. He said let’s do something with my space.
Lockdown hit and it was perfect timing to say, let’s do
it virtually, let’s make it happen.

MK:

I think what’s also worth mentioning is that between us
we all have an intense interest in the arts and collectively
there’s always been an energy to work together. Besides
being partners, we’re also really close friends. It makes
working together really easy, so it was almost like a no
brainer at that point, especially given the limitations
we had in terms of actually being able to have physical
shows, this was the best alternative.

YM:

Boring question, but do you need planning permission
to use the rooftop?

MK:

They often say sometimes it’s best to ask for forgiveness
than permission.

JG:

I mean when people ask me this, the example I bring
up is Aptart, there was this apartment with a gallery
in Moscow in the 80s; for three years, they had a
consecutive programme and then the KGB came and
took it down. Then it became part of art history and I
really looked up to that. We don’t have any connections
in the industry, and I’d say from a personal point of
view, it was a niche industry to get in to. As a start-up,
as young aspiring dealers or curators, it is extremely
difficult to show art consistently and to bring people
in constantly. Guts Gallery are trying to find spaces
all the time: they are quite well established and it’s
proving difficult even for them. In our generation, we
have to keep thinking about how to innovate, how to
utilise what we have, and try to do the best we can with
minimal resources.

Bradley Childs. Concrete (2021) and I am a drain (2021)
in Bradley Childs: Jack of all Trades, Salon RT (installation image).
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YM:

Everyone is talking about online curating, but not as
much about how it works practically, could you talk
me through the technology you use to create the online
space?

MK:

The technological side is still very much in its beta
stage, its not necessarily at the most advanced stage
at the moment. You have to be extremely imaginative,
we could have gone for the conventional white space,
but we wanted to opt for a more domestic setting, we
wanted to very much mirror the onsite space, which
is Jerry’s space. We didn’t seek to necessarily reinvent
the wheel, but we wanted to create the platform in
a different way, which kind of spoke to the average
individual, that felt more accessible.

LS:

Bradley Childs. Fibreglass bench prototype (2019)
in Bradley Childs: Jack of all Trades, Salon RT (installation image).
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We were working with a programmer very practically,
and we might look for another to see how we can
actually develop the vision a bit further. We are also
new to programming and Unity, which is the platform
we’re using. Also 3D rendering, it’s no witchcraft but
it’s something we’re still wrapping our heads around.
We have the next show planned in the online viewing
room and someone is helping us to implement it. We’re
constantly like can we do this, can you do that, how
can we make this move and this go away? Also we’re
exploring the technical side of it, there’s so many
opportunities but it takes a lot of time to code things,
put things in. That was also a learning curve for us to
see it’s not just like dropping things on the programme
and they pop up. There are a lot of fine little renderings
you need to figure out. Maybe they were not all perfect
the first time, but there were so many things we needed
to consider, how the light and virtual light hits the
paintings. We weren’t aware of a lot of details initially
but after the first time, we saw how many opportunities
there are to really play around. There’s so much more
than just looking at paintings in a virtual space. You
can create an experience people might enjoy and want
to explore more. Also, we wanted it to be more realistic
at first but then we saw what the programmer did and
we actually liked this not clear, not realistic rebuild
of the room and the background of this weird sunset,
which looks really cool. That was fun to see.

The Pluralist - Longer than the Winter’s night

MK:

I would add on to that that I think SalonRT and the
digital space is a true example of being able to execute
something on a small budget and very limited resources.
None of us here are necessarily tech savvy, we’re not
coders ourselves, but being able to present something
in a very unconventional form that I would personally
say, not because I’m biased, I believe rivals any other
platform in being very unique and very refreshing.

YM:

Moving on to artists: From your first two exhibitions,
‘Paintings without Walls: Daniel Spivakov and Luc
Wearing’and ‘Bradley Childs: Jack of All Trades’, it
seems that you like working with anti-establishment
artists who challenge the notion of traditional fine
art practice, how do you see that as reflective of the
gallery?

MK:

I think that’s very reflective of us, we are all quite
anti-establishment. We don’t necessarily come from a
background of collectors or dealers or even have access
to that world. I remember very early on, possibly 2018,
when I first met Lina, we had a conversation about
if we were to begin an artistic movement or gallery,
whether individually or together, that it would be like
almost having to create your own kind of party and
become your own establishment. And then those from
the outside, who deal within the art world can always
take light to that in some shape or form. You kind of
have to ballsy, brave enough to be like we’re going to
start something and eventually people will begin to
pick up on that. I think its very much reflective of our
interest in art and the kind of individuals we work with
too.

LS:

I agree but I think we want to have new things, fresh
things that you might come in and be like I’ve never seen
this before. That’s how we can also make our stance,
because we’re as good as we can offer. We really want to
push ourselves so that we can find not only emerging
artists, but also the best we can find and the best we can
see. A potential to change the course of art history or
to really nudge people into new direction. I mean that’s
what I’m very much interested also with Stallmann
Gallery, you know it has to be fresh and crisp. I think
the viewing room also has this very fresh thing, its’s
exciting to see something new. Also with Bradley, I feel
very much that he’s really onto something. A new way
of making people view his art, also within the space,
painting and sculpture. We can also offer something
new to the conversation in the art world, because we
have something people don’t have yet and haven’t seen.
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JG:

YM:

I find it really inspiring that you’re all sticking your
finger up to the establishment, being like I’m not going
to wait for my chance, I’m going to go out and get it.

MK:

For me, I’m kind of giving up on the idea of finding
a job when I graduate and just trying to work on
SalonRT and other projects, to turn them into
functional enterprises that speak to the new generation
and try to find my own audience.

MK:

Absolutely, I think one thing that’s important to
stress is that you need a team. Although we may do
our own thing individually, we all, either indirectly or
consciously, support each other.

YM:

Talking about your current exhibition with the
artist Bradley Childs, Makesa, I know you mentioned
that the show was “almost like an act of revenge on
the environment”. Is this an act of revenge on the
gentrified neighbourhood of West London?

MK:

I think most definitely indirectly, not necessarily
directly. I was making a point about the domestic space
that Jerry lives in. It’s quite hard to categorise Bradley’s
work, he uses a lot of natural elements and every
day materials but presented in a way that probably
belongs in a museum or traditional gallery space.
Once presented in a domestic space it elevates that
entire experience. So almost a heightened, refreshed
perspective on the actual environment, it’s something
that’s extremely captivating.

LS:

26

I think I was very fortunate to start building a
community unconsciously. Meeting artists, reading
about art and trying to see more art. I met Jack,
who then introduced me to Daniel’s work and then
introduced me to Lina. If you have a similar energy
and the same drive, then you’re orientated towards your
kind of people in the end.
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MK:

Bradley’s been able to collide different chemicals and
textures together to create form.

JG:

Also in being a domestic space, compared to a big open
floor gallery, the pieces are much harder to ignore,
you’re almost confronted by them. I live there so I’m
being confronted all the time. You really have to look
and think about what they’re trying to say. That’s how
we organised this show, making sure that all the pieces
speak for themselves.

LK:

When you’re working with the artists do they orient
themselves towards this notion of site-specificity?

JG:

Absolutely, I think Bradley specifically, when we started
talking about the show was very aware of the context.
He’s actively trying to engage with the environment,
trying to confront things. If it’s on the rooftop what
can you do to the work, if it’s on the wall how do you
look at it. Even using existing infrastructure on the
roof, for example there is a painting that’s screwed on
top of the watershed. He tried to emulate the texture
from that environment in his own work to create a
dialogue.

LS:

He did specific works that were with the wall, connected
to the wall. The environment that’s there is also part of
the piece automatically, he very much thinks like that.
Even if the work was not site specifically made each
time, his intention was to work with where it was to be
installed.

YM:

From your launch event, I know you mentioned that
the platform is funded by sales. How do you create
relationships with collectors? How successful have the
commercial aspects been so far?

JG:
MK:

We’re still very much looking into it.
Still trying to find the best strategy that we can
implement. It’s definitely not easy especially when you
don’t exactly have a record of commercial sales.

I was thinking today, they’re like radiant objects,
because they’re not really these panels on the walls, not
really like paintings because they’re objects. They’re
very radiant, they have a lot of energy giving back to
the space.

PAINTINGS DON’T NEED WALLS:
Luc Waring & Daniel Spivakov, Salon RT (installation image).
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LS:

PAINTINGS DON’T NEED WALLS:
Luc Waring & Daniel Spivakov, Salon RT (installation image).

YM:
JG:

MK:
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Having a shop front, people automatically have a
different approach to what you’re doing. Buying is
such a normal thing then, but when it’s not as clear
the conversation changes so drastically. I wasn’t aware
of that before but now being here in Berlin, its much
easier. I mean not that I’m selling like crazy, but it leads
to more sales. It’s much harder work with the online and
domestic space. We are very much trying to figure out
how to make back all the money we are spending now to
really have a good financial flow. We do not come from
any collector families, so we are really working from the
bottom up. The fact that you can’t have conversations
in the space makes things very different, like an online
space, if I invite someone over and we talk about it
together, it’s much more likely that they will want to
buy it. It’s cool to have the space, I’m excited to see
what will happen with the first onsite show. Where we
can actually communicate and make more bonds, even
though selling is a thing that takes longer, but starting
to establish relationships.

MK:

Not many people have access to the technology, nor do
many people have access to that amount of funds. So
inevitably I agree with Jerry, it’s a hype and it is going
to crash. Yet I think in years to come it will be a very
interesting way for people to profit off their art but it’s
too early to say.

LS:

It’s a good technology to trace your art, but as a
gallerist it’s not really working for me, its rather
contra galleries and the middle man. It’s a good thing
that artists can put work on there and make their own
money. I think the art is not great, it has to develop
a quality that really makes sense and I think it would
interesting to maybe provide better art or content that’s
actually valuable. It’s probably staying, I don’t think
it’s going to disappear but maybe it will calm down and
it’ll be another tool. Instagram is great, you can sell
art, but it’s not taking over everything. The NFT could
also have a legit function for people in the art market
but the quality needs to improve.

We can’t help but ignore NFTs, is this something you
would want to be engaging with on this platform?

YM:

I know that you all run several different projects in
addition to SalonRT. Could you expand on these? How
did you form connections as friends?

MK:

We all met through university, I met Lina through a
mutual friend of ours. Lina introduced me to Jerry. I
think what’s important to mention is how genuine our
connection is. It’s about wanting to produce beautiful
institutions and initiatives, there’s a real truth in
wanting to see each other excel. Within our busy lives, I
teach, I’m an associate lecturer at CSM, currently also
working for Carlos Ishikawa as a registrar and aside
from that I’m of course trying to establish myself as
a gallerist and dealer with my own programme and
SalonRT. I’m a bad arse, all around bad arse.

LS:

We’re all from different courses, but somehow we kind
of came together. I set up a gallery in Berlin in October
2020, I’m running a non-profit platform called artisall
for emerging artists and designers. We make interviews
but we also want to showcase works by graduates on
our website and instagram. SalonRT and Stallmann
Gallery are kind of reciprocal learning ventures.

JG:

I’m still studying, I’m starting a coffee company. Im
trying to export that and bring it to the UK and find
a new market and promote a good product. Right now
I’m mainly thinking about first graduating, I’m excited
for SalonRT to go forward in the future. Lina and
Makesa have given me a lot of help and guidance, how
to operate a gallery and cultivate a programme.

I’m much more interested in creating a market for
internet art and for art that’s non fungible rather than
jumping in on the bubble so to speak. We have a show
after Bradley, which is this artist with a subtext for
ecology and nature and the environment. Originally I
said to him maybe think about how you can re-slice the
virtual space and turn that into a non fungible token
that he can sell and give the gallery a share. Personally,
I feel that this NFT is slightly problematic and I’m not
a fan of how much it’s costing the environment. I feel
it needs to be more sustainable going forward. We’re
seeing such high prices for these NFTs and I don’t think
it’s going to last. If we want to have a presence in this
market, we need to help it to grow organically rather
than what’s been happening recently.
I’m slightly on the fence, I agree with Jerry, in terms of
it being very damaging or problematic for culture. Jerry
mentioned yesterday that just to mint an NFT costs the
same as trying to sustain your household. I think the
reason I’m slightly on the fence is I think the platform
is yet to establish itself and have a structure which is
more democratic. Maybe even more decentralised in
many aspects, given the fact that we’re seeing these very
high profile sales happening at the very highest price
margins.
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Father’s Head
➿

A severed head bearing an eerie resemblance to my father, stares ahead with glazed over eyes

The Pluralist - Longer than the Winter’s night

💧
Eye sockets were carved out in the back of the house’s mustard yellow nape.
My father’s head nestles in one of these holes like a stone dove.

from his niche in the back wall
In this long house rooms line up one after the other like pearls on an antique necklace.

The attic homes the house’s own consciousness; a mass of grey dust, resting atop the innards bellow.
Holding on to particles form an age before the house was lived in, with ferocious defiance, long clawed aggression.

I pause in front of the threshold
Staring at the kitchen floor made entirely of perfectly square pieces of rib-eye steak.
I approach in the dark leaving muddy footsteps in my wake.
The wall clock rings twelve in a low baritone, reverberating through the current in the electric fence.
The whinny of a horse in the neighbouring farm shakes the dust.
The attic hangs. The garden stretches.

🕯

The air inside these rooms is thick with dust and baroque sensibility
to contain the hate that is congealed love, guts and mother’s milk.
A burning heat that could erupt through my mouth like a plume of rage.
Like sticky and itchy and heavy, breathing the air out of my lungs.

✂

My father’s head stares ahead with glazed over eyes.

My father’s head casts a guardian spell over the long garden stretching out towards the nearby hills.
Exiled from inside but still tethered to the house.
At the foot of the hill lies buried Pityuka the 8th – rest in peace – my grandmother’s pet parrot.
My sister standing in the wind in her grey plush pyjamas, bow strung, her waist-long hair to one side as she fires arrows into the
cardboard box stuck over a tree stump for target.
Every hit beats a satisfying drum in my ears.
Every missed hit sends arrow rushing to burrow their heads into the ground in shame, biting into thick blades of grass.

I step over flesh coloured faux marble tiles veined with white streaks.
Eager to impress with wicked liveliness.
Machine lace dulls the light and age old burgundy drapes cast a drunken glow over the yellowish walls.
Elemental wilderness.
Not for comfort nor for pleasure.
In one bedroom I discover my sister’s long, cut-off dark blonde braid coiled up in an ornate silver plate.
Above, the attic hangs. Outside, the garden stretches.

The small black cat wakes from her afternoon nap. Pines shiver below the house’s blind gaze.
Cool air hangs sweet and round with spring’s promise.

⌛

The house hosts my father as a parasitic earworm
When I arrive the house breaks into a requiem
Through the cracks in its voice, I hear the long hiatus it has taken from practising scales.
I make my presence known by stomping loudly on the doormat to wipe the mud off my shoes.
A warning to the spirited soprano greeting me with her false accord.
I trace the length of the house like a caged wolf; pacing back and forth anxiously.
Rummaging through the draws of a nightstand, I find a shrivelled piece of my little-sister’s umbilical cord.
I stroke the carpet against the direction of the rich pile,
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changing it from dusty pink to sore mauve.

Effy Harle. 2020-21
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Rain Rhythm

S

mall droplets run, pause to reach another drop, join it, wobble a little, run again. Night’s rain has
stopped, its calming rhythm disappeared with the dawn. Now tentative early rays of sun push the rain’s
remnants against the window until the droplets are forced to move, run and chase each other down the
glass. From this side, they are flat shapes. They giggle as they slip down the other side. Ha ha! Wait for
me! I’m coming to get you…

East-facing room. It is very quiet; the boiler has not come on, the neighbours are sleeping. Augustus is curled-up
on the dark blue chair; his paw neatly curved over his face and tucked in under the other arm, as though to block
the light.
Like the cat’s paws, the walls occasionally curl close around the sleeping subject, and then stretch to release the
eyes tightly shut.
When the paws are released, the length of the space fits the rhythm:
One and two and, three and four and. One and two and, three and four and. Rachmaninoff Second Piano. Right
foot plays the orchestra. Step across to the door in time. Back towards the window, humming, left foot heavy on
the downbeat. Never reach the door, suspend the note and turn around.

T

he boiler is on; pipes make a sharp ticking. Augustus takes a deep breath, purrs, and curls up all the
more tightly. Circle the space again. Often the wall refuses to give; it is cold and smooth, like a lifeless
marble cheek. But sometimes, hand against the wall, waiting for that note to hold, the wall gives, and
allows the pressing hand to feel its warm malleability. At these instances, the walls reveal their permeability, their capacity to absorb, to have ears.

Shift in time.
Different walls, different ears. But the cry haunts many insentient wall, blank pages that have invisibly absorbed
tear droplets. Unlike the window, where the rain droplets slip down the other side, laughing and running, the
walls hold these tears dropped in the release of various emotional tensions.
Those two Tudor boys, Henry Howard and Henry FitzRoy, spending the nights enwrapped entangled by the same
“void walls eke, that harboured us each night”. FitzRoy dead at seventeen, Howard imprisoned between the same
walls. The inanimate stones gradually force themselves upon Howard, whispering in echoes of past winter nights
where with “sweet accord, such sleeps as yet delight; / The pleasant dreams, the quiet bed of rest;— / The secret
thoughts, imparted with such trust”. His skin assimilates with his dead companion, the temperature and colour
of the walls: “And with this thought the blood forsakes the face; / The tears berain my cheeks of deadly hue”. He
screams at the stone, lifeless again:

Shift in time.
Width feels more in threes. Brahms Violin Waltz. One two three, two two three. One two three, two two three.
External wall, away from the sleeping neighbours. Back.
Step quicker, follow the clock: Bach Double Violin. One and two and. One and two and. One and two and. One and
two and. Sing to it. The space is the concert. Draw the space like music. Rostropovich’s note, Haydn’s Cello in C; if
the walls were assimilated to his notes just at the point they met the silence, the room would be the piece, and life
in the room would be life within the piece.
The neighbours begin to mumble, duvets shifting, reach the door.
The water droplets on the window have formed a moustache at the bottom, lingering before they drop to the
ground.

‘O place of bliss, renewer of my woes
Give me account, where is my noble fere,
Whom in thy walls thou dost each night enclose,
To other lief, but unto me most dear.’
Echo, alas! that doth my sorrow rue
Returns thereat a hollow sound of plaint.
Shift in time. Something faster. Take the length again, wake Augustus the cat.
Nathan Milstein playing Saint-Saëns’Violin Concerto Three. Loud diagonal step: hollow sound, skipping up the
single string, every accent a heavy bow. Step backwards back down the G string, triplets running right to the top
of the E, right up the neck. Pushing the parameters of the sound space. Broken chords, hit against the wall, fall
close to the floor. Pause as the invisible orchestra chases. Against the window, pause, wobble a little, run again, but
never stop. Ha ha! Wait for me!

Dreamer in Nacht und Träume, sits in a dark room, hands on a patch of light. Beckett’s take from Schubert. In a
cycle, Dreamer hums Schubert to call for night to consume him. The sound of his ritualistic humming recreates
and segregates a new space for his dream; so that the dream is seen in parallel with his sleep.
Hold that note, hold breath, hand against the wall. Hold it before it slips, like the rain, down the other side of the
window. Ha ha! Wait for me!
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I think you were there
but from the distance
I could not tell if it was you
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Since that first dream, there has been another,
There you were again,
But this time our bodies touched
Skin against skin,
Mine against yours,
Yours against mine.

Continued from the first line of Adrienne Rich’s Twenty-One Love Poems (ii)
Georgina Watson
14th May and 9th December 2020
I wake up in your bed. I know I have been dreaming.

I even thought

I think you were there but from the distance I could not
tell if it was you.

What if I could end this dream?

I wanted to move closer. But I was trapped.
My feet rooted to the ground like the base of an ancient
tree.

To be back beside you in our bed again,
To remind myself we are close.

But something was uncomfortable,
Our heads
They kept switching
I was resting on your left shoulder
Then your right, then your left again.
I realised you were crying as our foreheads met,
I did not wipe your cheek as I wanted to.

But I was trapped by a body unable to move. Instead
I was stood there tall.

I turned my head away

Instead,

I wanted to move but I could not.

Trying not to watch you pace

I stole a kiss.

The shape of you moved,

Then out of the corner of my eye I saw you began to
move towards me.

Pacing,
Walking left and right,
And then left and right again
and again.

I wanted to be able to help you.
To know what you were thinking. But still,
I was rooted.

Slowly,

But still,
It seemed to last,

Slowly you came closer.
As time slowed, I lingered.
But as you reached me, I slipped out of the dream,
A dream I had once wanted to leave

I wasn’t sure if you noticed,

Not anymore.

I’m not sure if the kiss was returned,
As time slowed further, the dream faded away.

Then I woke up in your bed. I knew I had been
dreaming.
Reminded that you were always there.

34

It was brief

Then I woke up in my bed, I knew I had been dreaming.
And this time you were not there.
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Lamentation by Night

W

e debated. Has it been four or three
years? It didn’t matter. We spoke like
we could see into the corners of each
other’s souls.

“You fucked me up.”“You fucked me
up more.”
Not used to the cold, my
scarf flapped uselessly from
my neck. He rewrapped
it and tucked it into my
coat. Later he added his
scarf on top of it.
“Everyone I’ve dated
after you has had
blonde hair and blue
eyes.”
I laughed. Not
nervously. From some
place of extreme pain.
He read my eyes. He knew,
he always knew. I hated him
for it. He always tore apart
anyone I dated. No one was
good enough for me. I tried to
talk about his girlfriend as little as
possible. Secretly pretending she didn’t
exist.

I photographed him smoking. A beam of sun falling
through his long dark hair. “I can die once you’re
happy.”
“That might take a long time.”
“Well then it will prolong my life.”
He kept asking me if I think my
medication is working. Was it
helping, were there side effects,
was I eating, did I think
about killing myself. He
was still the only person
who could pay that much
attention. I could tell
him the absolute truth.
“Your profile is
different.”
I could feel his eyes on
me in the subway. I let
him stare. I looked at
the couple opposite us,
the woman was looking
up at her lover, who was
reading the rail system
map.
We talked about the
past. When we were living
together. And then when we
weren’t. Walking endlessly, sharing
cigarettes. We talked about my sex life.
The disappointments and all.

H

e said I could ask him anything. I didn’t
ask what I wanted to. The absolute truth
thing didn’t go two ways. Besides there
aren’t enough questions in the
world that could clarify
my sense of abandonment, or how
after four hours I was in love with
him I was again.
“That’s what I’ve always
liked about you. What
you think is pragmatism,
is actually cynicism.”
We both agreed we
couldn’t tell the people
we were seeing about
us meeting. I hugged
him goodbye. I walked
towards the subway
platform. He asked me
to come see him again
before I left. I knew I
wouldn’t. I couldn’t handle
how special he made me feel.
How could I return to my life
again. Knowing he and I are in the
same city.

One day he’d get married and it would finally be over. I
could stop dreaming about him calling me and telling
me that it had been me all along. That our lives were
directed by Richard Linklater and we could be
us again. That I could stop filling this
massive void with people I’ll never
really know. That I can have the
piece of myself back.
The piece he took with him.
“Do you think about your
own mortality?”
“Only really in the sense
that I’m afraid to die
before falling in love.”
“But you’ve been in
love before.”
“It didn’t last.”
I dropped my entrance
card and bent to pick
it up. Straightening
myself a sob was
already in my throat.
I wandered blindly
through the bright white
tiled tunnels, following
signs for the southbound
and then eastbound trains. I
wrapped myself around the pole
in the center of the train car and
tried to steady my breath as pairs of
tears ran down my cheeks. I entered my hotel
room and collapsed on the floor.
It had been 1,319 days.
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27 Tweets About Amber
‘Amber’ is an artist book published by Nina Canell and Robin Watkins (Rhombus Press, 2020). The book is a
visual anthology that has absolutely no text; it is an archive of images, mostly advertisements, of the contradictory
representation of the female body in the electrical age.
Read more about the book here: https://www.printedmatter.org/catalog/56759/
When we received a copy at the bookstore where I work, I could not stop the compulsion to write text for the images. I
wrote about 27 different images, using the Twitter limitation of 280 characters.

One.

Eight.

Fifteen.

Twenty Two.

She is holding up the light of heaven in pale garment, breasts exposed
on the tracks, light is white, hair is gold harness nods of bio-technology.
Earth is electric, woman is electricity in a bottle as she conduits her body,
suntanned from rays, all earthly movements a loft.

The embryonic hymn of human ideas is carried forth by Helios on a laurel
leaf, crescent moon and shards of lightning spinning the wheel of time,
the wheel of industry, the telling of three or more recurrent periods of
time, an early harnessed power of elaboration.

Your eyes shine. I do not know continents from milky aorta, iliac bones
from the mons pubis, lilac from the ribs. In the fingertip pressed against
Claude glass, the world is picturesque and a glow, operator nymph with
thousands of grains of ruby sand.

Flame above and electric below, inverting heaven like a palindrome that
can be pared down to the center of the earth, which is found through the
gaping mouth of the creature which holds up the light fixture: gargoyle
crotch of a sprouting demon; gossip of mercury top left.

Two.

Nine.

Sixteen.

Twenty Two.

A palindrome performing a dance in the courtyard, the dance of the seven
veils, to mark the ending of the Y chromosome, which is a palindrome,
(which will die out in a few hundred years.) Woman is a palindrome of
electricity. A manicure of ideas contained for a short time.

Unbuttoning every businesswoman reveals the source power, or, as a means
of marshalling the powers already deployed in nature. Also found via
google image search at a time near the first stirrings recognized by the
mystic, only later rarefied as instrumental artefact.

The sun is already high above the plateau. You are spread out like your
palms turns toward the sun. Hands like stars. Hair like circuits arteries
gradually catching fire. Extending in multiples, like the intended use of
the recurrent verse as a magical passage.

Tarnished for my beauty, a golden arc of how this has been sourced
through me, because of me, upheld for my connection to source, but soon
the tables will turn much like before, and this will hush me into sympathetic nervous symptoms in which I should lie very still.

Three.

Ten.

Seventeen.

Twenty Three.

The tulip, fallopian, covers the nodes with its hood, dolloping lightly in
suspension, little legs, fuzzy, a shaded bonnet cap. The mood is also the
study of the early psychology of a state intimate with primeval natural
science. Desire generated by a pattern of behavior.

Like the daughter of Herodias, she danced with arms floating in the air, a
striptease of light, tossing in an old world vice, gathering the light for the
great descent featured at the World’s fair and invented by Oscar Wilde. The
veil is a lightbeam, revealing a jeweled body, wink wink.

We are lying on a cloth of sand while the Atlantic noon stains the world
in light. The heat becomes explosive. It was much the same five years ago,
twenty years ago, a century passed. Bobbing about in the mists of Venus,
suddenly sinking like a sweet fat grape. Venus is green.

As though we did not arrive from the island of Sappho with our heads
and tails of violets sticking out of the sky and smells of wet grass and
leaf-humus and long shudders of lips sliding over cheeks and the haunches
of iliac, of lilac bones. Running in leaps and bounds.

Four.

Eleven.

Eighteen.

Twenty Four.

She has arrived in full-color, bejeweled with a tax ID number and driving
license, wet hair look from a bottle, an alignment at a time near its first
stirrings. Baby blue matching set to carry the glance backwards at us, an
expressive palindrome to get us out of a certain mess.

Look at my skin glow, look at my skin cry. It’s almost as if I don’t have any
insides. Now I’ve donned another uniform in the next century. I got an MA
in women’s studies. I modeled for this ad to pay for college. I’ve got the
power, symbolically, since this should ruin my eyes.

Oiling up the atom blast, we fell through time like a forgotten pitted
stone. We let all the creatures loose to live on Venus now that we could see
her true colors; someone found the light switch flapping with damp wings
on a patch of grass. I have found warm caves in the woods.

In another figure, the leaps and bounds retreat into gesticulation and the
tremors and convulsions retreat onto the floor in a fetal position with the
hammerings of fists in excess of adoration and in excess of transformations in a viscera in succession from the grave.

Five.

Twelve.

Nineteen.

Twenty Five.

Salome is in the middle of her set, catching a breath by bending backward,
rolling onto the pedestal, the veils are globes of light descending without
gravity, muscles engaged. Alice wearing her sexiest gown at the other end
of town, talking to the Victorian mirror.

A lullaby singing from the iPhone arriving here from all the way back
there. Even the little angels are tuned in. Now all heavenly channels can be
harnessed by the breast and long curling locks and pale skin from Greek
Antiquity. Listen up, cherubs, to an oriental dance number.

I swim far out to sea bearing thousands of seaweeds, enveloping me in a
black mass. When I emerge from the water, your white body is spread on
the surface of the water, your sea murmurs lightning belling around skin.
Light seeks the canals of traces of former orifices.

Cell by cell, I spill like a fountain. Hello, is that you great Aunt? The
water falls gently, where moisture is not welcome. The medium of storm
lightnings dials the number slowly and waits. When you place your fingertips against my closed eyes I seem them frenzied.

Six.

Thirteen.

Twenty.

Twenty Six.

The conduit is in the shape of a ring, a pinky ring, a married ring finger.
Forget about emancipation in the imperium Romanum. Dream materials
light up the vanity mirror in the dressing room behind the stage. Designing light, far more remote than a magic square.

We’ve returned to the parlor scene, the land of no return where, in commemoration, we cannot suffer the labyrinthine filters of translation, even
after the way you said good night and turned off the lights has worn away
and is beyond recall. The palindrome is everlasting.

The letters of Mina Harker unravel from her hands, pearls of letters onto
the dusk laying low over Marseilles in the Belle Epoque. What wouldn’t
Dodie Bellamy say to speak again, to speak again like rain. The phone
rings after midnight with a manuscript instead of a kiss.

You run under no current. The ridges of the temples and the shoulder
blades of the spine enlarge beneath fingers covered with the globules of
enlarged cells thousands of time transgressing the enormous quantities of
shining leaping all around the globe.

Seven.

Fourteen.

Twenty One.

Twenty Seven.

The intern sat at her desk looking for stock images of ‘embracing ideas’
like a wave gone over her head. The google image stock revealed a woman
levitating a light bulb aglow without being attached to a socket, her red
angle-length shirt marking the cryptogram.

If you read me horizontally, an optical fiber transmits 76,800 messages at
the speed of light. Despite the glare of lanterns, you have not recognized
my message among the many limbs removed and boiled for a long time,
crystallized bowls fruits and blood on the tongue.

Is that you Virginia, Martha, Valentine, Sue? I know the new electric
corset is making you feel like a battery operated lollipop (or is it all in
your head?). When it rains, you come inside with a damp parasol and turn
the switch on the flowers before fainting.

One can hear the sea, hysterical in her every-day life. Is it any surprise that
the history of metaphysics is the history of sound, light, and the voice?
Good shampoo, Saussure, and a primitive sign language to talk with in
the coffee break room.
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Keep posted on upcoming open calls
for our next issue on the instagram page
@thepluralist.world
Send notes, pitches, questions, ideas, writings,
or visual submissions to
thepluralist.rca@gmail.com.
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