Bea, Avaust 22,202

Al the fime wed been writing, or at least since you went to
Black Fextner, | didn't realize until now but | think | had this
growing sense of, dont push too hard.  was so gooo\ connec’rin3
With you again, o have s one precious thread in e wreck
and ruin of +he last year, and | wanted 4o Wold ento it. But you
got pulled into this other orbit. And | think a part of me was
rying harder and harder to not make a wrong move, {0 not
say the wrong thing, or 1d lose you Somehow.

Avd now | wonder if I've lost you anyway. Maybe treadin
carefully, Yempering words was pointless. Or maybe there

were never any words that could have reéached yow. Or
Mmaybe the werds | chose were Crap.

And now | have this feeling about all +he words that have
passed between us... where did they go, what didthey do? aid
ey do amything? are they living somewhere,, effecting
something? did they just fall down a well, or dissipate into
e ether. Sometimes the whole ¥hing feels like a dream,
and 'm sHIl n 1, or in and out of it

I've been working in e Space, the art space, working on this
piece it feels 4 1'Ve been wor king ont forever now, or inside
of tnis piece maybe is more accurate.Practically been livin
here actually. A few projects that had been scheduled inthe
venue before me wound up gefting canceled because | think
of concern over delta variant, so tney Offered me e space
to use as a stndio up unhl e installaion [epening, Which
feels almost tovo generous, like therés sometning obscene
about any one artist benefitting from a fucked situation.
Still, I've basically moved in, | have 243 aceess and | love
being here, (1 think | love it2 or it's fully abserbing
O Way.)



I've, started toming in and staying all night, feeling tne
walls breatning ®#desh around me. | play music, twigs’
magdalene aloum has beent on repeat lately... you know she
had these fucked up fibroids and ese fucked up relationships,
and ‘eres this etquisite fragility and exquisite. power to ner.,
But | keep fwinking of tne fibroids, this was a -Fufu years back.
bui | remember her o\escr‘ibinq how she had been 1gnoning

abdomina| (and other kinds of ) pain for so long, and werkg
hard through the Pan until she noticed this massive lump
and thought she had Stomach cancer... and when she {inally
went o e doctor Hiey found Six fibroids e size of 4wo
apples, ree kiwig, a Couple stirawberries... Mow ¥hey finally
removed them in this laparoscopic surgury like strings of
sausage through hev belly button, she said.. | just remember
that mage, andimagining these Skeins of muscles and tissue
being drawn out of Jour body, parts of you that grew out
of conirol and are vemoved, so your body can e whole, or
try and approach wholeness asain Somehow... so somehow when
I'm liS'&n‘mq*v her music, I'm -\M‘m\c‘mq about her bedy in pan,
and her working and working througw it. I'm ‘l‘h‘v\\dnq of

Wis and I'm drawing. | draw mindlessly, or without conscioug
tougnt. sometimes | draw a face,eyes, mouth, this aipy_
expression that's part Smiling, part uncertan, something
else... and it lboks so familiar and | Keep -Fo\\owinq te contours
and grooves of the face and curve of e mouth and eyebrows,
the laugnlines, until | realize I'm looking at you. Like | could
Conjure \you into that space.

| know you're not goin&"b write back to me. and so I'm like fuck
it wny would | hold anything Yack-.

But | shill do. | stll do hold +hings back, | think,

| dovit Want +o, but | do.



've been doing a lotta self portraits, oo, drawings of our faces
overlaid on one another. | found an old photo of us when |
wWas back in moody tais last fime ~ one of wus sitting on +he
steps oufside your house.

| was looking ot this photo remembering how we used to drop
off rolls of £ilm at developing places, how 1t would take a few
days, how excited we'd be waiting4o get fhem back and see how
they came ouf... and ‘ten when” we finally got them and
pulled Hnem out of the envelope and looked through the
stack — nsually there'd be a lot of crap, a nondescripf hill
in 4Me digtance, an overexposed quadrant of someonés face,
some out of focus arm sugqeshng the motion that couldn't
be captured...

but then ‘hered be one good one. like this one of us on the
steps. youre holdinga cup full of what looks like purple
grapes and looking at me With nis dazzling smile, the way
you were always so dazzling, like e sun was shining
out of your {ace., youre making some kind of joke, youre
mid, \augh‘mg, and | con't remember what you were \aug\ning
about, what we were lanahing about, because Im laughin
Too, but my laughter is Sorta Walf, like a ligt that’s only
ot dim, and Im pulling away a little, like I'm bracing fora
grape o be thrown at me. and youre Wearing shortg
which | foraot was a thing we ever did, it's nof like moody
aot Wot (not like now, when it's scary hot, all the Hime). But it
was & hot doy that day | twink, ome of those vare hot days
and you. had pulled ont a. paw of shorts but | Was sifting
nere wearing jeans like usual, oversized nioodie like usual,
| never stopped hiding, especially when e sun was ouf. It
looks like I'm trying fo Seak wn your warmih, seal tn your
light, I'm even sortain the Shadow on e stoop. and
looking af 4he photo as an adult | see Hhis dazzling giel and
s sorta shy airl, but | also remember the ?ee,\in% @



of leoking at His Photd when | got e pwotos back from
e developer, and e blend of pleasure and pon ot sees
it - the pleasure of seeing my {riend, see'mr? this person
who someviow, miraculously, let me info her life, and lovin
her so fiercely, and also the pain of sensing the distance
befween us, | dont ink | was consciouns of it in that way,
bout that was the {eeling,.

And | felt a lot of sorrow, now, looking at e photo,
feeling for both of us, where both of us are, ond us bein
on the precipice of fourty which doesnt mean anything omdg
also means everytning and wondering when e fuck. will we
ever feel like we loelong, anywhere, when do we ever figure
this shit @k out. and my bran goes o evex‘qﬂn‘mg |'Ve read,
everytning 1ve encountered, all the narratives aboud™ how
we figure shit ouf, people looking back on he mess they
made of dneir lives from the sSafely of some pristine marie
kondo figured-it-out fantasy of whatever adulthood is
supposed to look like.and | have no fucking clue. and |
look back even on +his last year of us writing each other
and how a part of me actually thought deep down really
thought really believed that coming home to you fo each
ofher was going fo be Some kind of Key. like + wouldn't-
Jusk bv‘m& us {ogetner; it would semehnow ‘solve whateveyr
broken thing was govig on 1R us, whateler broken thing was
00Ng on N the world, and then a part of me knows, the
way some pact of us knows, the wisdom that resides somewhere
in us even if a ot of the time 11 goes mute or awol, for
long sfretehes of time, the Wisdom part knows and
understonds fhat beng broken is the state of things, its neot
A problem, 's how were bulk, we're built do break and
shatter and long for a wholeness fhat 13 always elusive,
and that sort of breakingness and e \Jearning for our

pieces is our wholeness,



whichh sounds like an elaborafe pile of bulishit: and some
assvniole part of me ponts out that thet argument could be
used as justification for not doing anytning, for not even
Arying to take action to address problems because provolems
are e nature of things. and anywoy being broken is an
illusion, we're all one, were all whole and Connected, blah
blan blan. but it 1s very hard 4o feel that way, that being
broken is an illusion, that we are all one and whole and
connected, it is very hard to believe that, fhings beingthe
way ey ore.

anyway. so is phricto, | drew this over and over and over...
tese two %‘mls. onad wan’dni’m have that moment back
somehow, ond %ee\inc} i¥ so far away

I'm yrieving for that moment in the parking lot, that yessma
momeny ot thhe stoop.

| feel like Y living with ghosts in His space,

Judy wasnt just o dog ‘
| £elf Mot needed o “be Sand,

and 'm Thinking about your second medevna swot, how
Jou sounded unsure of getting it, like you were leaning
away from it. and the danger that puts youw wn,

you say e farm is helping you 4@Ek to heal. What does
healing look like. iow do you know when you get there,

who determines what it means o be Sick., and to be \ealed

Iwish fo be healed. | wish you 1o Ve healed . | wish for us
a\\ 4o be healed

| love Hhat seeing faces fills you with nstinctual joy

1 love that JOU sek & wniverse vt o face

Joure vright

we're a lot 4o take n all at ovice )



reading your letters, youre this stor or comet receding
from me... thought we were coming together but you

were always on your own path, in your own orbit,
or we're allin some greofer systewy, all looping and arcing

around the same universe, belonging together even if, even if

| do remember when you were told your braids were agunst
the hig\n school dress Code
| remember when you were sent home

that photo

the one of us oni the steps

you in shorts, a buttoned down flannel

you Nave braids i your haiy

you're home because you were sent home

I'm tere because | went home with you -too
I'm remembering

| wrote on He bathroom wall (RE)DRESS THE CODE FUCKERS
and lef+t

you threw grapes at me

you smiled wrilliantd

| drew my hoedie up around my face

it hurts 1o think of you there

believing youwre sick w ways | know youre not

but you 5oy you have that cozy feeling of beingpart of a
community

is it wrong of me fo want you to not have that

oure living a big life
j‘i@n\"’. ke A
| Want that for you .
n My Mind Mats what youve always been doing

| want you o live your big life

10 push yourself beyond where you think you can go
that sounds beanthiful

when \ou say it like that

\ou‘l‘ @



You write in your p.g., "W never forget what's appened -this
Jear. probably | will gpend +he rest of my life trying to
repair the damoge.”

I'm wonder"mq about thot

sithing with +hat

and how we could ever go about doing that
repairing the damage.

I'm looking ot thig photo of ug

I'm there, in that moment

There's no photo of us in the parking lot that night
when | think of us then

feels like we were in possesion of some kind of wisdom
some Kkind of understandin

some kind of code | can't quite crack.,

| wondev what we're o\o'm<3
what we're thinking

the gquestions we're asking and
whoat we're o\veamina; abow



