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RETRO-ACTIVIST

Look what we made me do!!!
A healthy dose of immediate release.
Just conceptual for giving up.

I’'m remembering having no memory of where i am. those dreams become annexed by
my lifestyle. Your lifestyle becoméﬂesh.
I’'m out.

the town. the night. Y B
there’s heat on the street. I'm sick with a cold. *Y“ ' 'o h“

There’s a club under this blouse.

I'm showing a quiet ensemble 4“$h ' 0 h /

symbolising

my aspirations hijacked; having gone out the window.

tre=notwhattdeo=butwhall-thaught-kwas, 3
i ; where do | 5|gn'P

i'm showing myself no longer wanting. eiviRgeitsaacuoengsin }\QV\S

At peace is the new black

Creative writing myself into a classic look-at-me-don’t-look-at-me.

My confidence shines through this look, says truly

LU

| chose lifestyle.

Hirer

Retro-Activist
Cardboard, leather purse, packs of tissues, paint



'REALITY SCHIECK
TTS A NEW YoRK TH l\\C\

Lock jocks in two smoking morals ;
my forearms, o |
vessels of distress, a beacon of your desire,
i thought, thinking...

Compressing itself within my attire,

How this 2x4 became between us,

~ﬁsituationism’s dagger as impulse.

To compromise this potencies walking. : r»@ Ve p L P
How dare 501s gone desperate runner. 5 (
——Hold me tight (& NI ET

proximity is currency’s host Forever more congressman "

" door. Take it once, hold me close. Open +
/ In Your particularity came lies. j“& .\
Because Flares that fly cannot be thrown, '
tow-trucking across desire’'s frozen(lake/s h *
“throw best friend out of the window... ( M
primary targets are the situation’s object’s subjects. ?

A stormy widow
You sa|d you 'd come

=Sl

Reality Schick
Cardboard, camouflage shirt, hair net, old sneaker



WHITE STALKER

| have nothing in terms of deadlines,

shows 20

workS

White boys.

There's bloodstain for your pain. my weather 8 degrees~——

today, I'm meltingG©) ) >

There’s murder on the roadside.

White boy

| feel disconnected

in general.

general ™ , ]

white venes. BELIY < | |
Should we meet for a coffee? f+ . ~

My Image, read LW(? {C’ n e
My man, ‘

My mina,

How are my images?

| can't load phone ...

JaterRetso bad...

no deliveries @fé=due. Mdo you have a contact or tracking number i could write down.
fo make me feel,

| need deadlines,

your,dead.lines .

o8 v Mmin | M
J (U & oS

)

White Stalker
Cardboard, tape, pizza box



24 HOUR SOCIALIST SOCIOPATH

| am sorry to say that the way you treat A and Z

is merely a way to retrieve your dignity.

you have no time to lose, this dish is nearly done,
u' [ -

cleses.. this mind on three fingers of white wine and a fistful of antipsychotics
won’t quit wasting away with people ... what’'s your damage?

A bit of distraction, three teaspoons of escape, four kilos of responsibility.

My empire waist hasn’t slept in a week.

Stop lying and apologize for the hurt ...

desire ... exploitation...
A light from yourself! ‘
Bear the emptiness. Be the emptiness. M‘ l
- o s " o C
feePnobody to W up next to in the mornings.?

WaKe”~ p l ‘l i

Be your own mom..n.. Make your own wife.I. .
L 4

sexual urges ... emotional needs ... over working,

out ... eating food
| hate my mom, you hate your wife, | do you, you do we.

Regain control ... self-respect.

Work ... produce ... procure; ciasssweniensyguusinpnisespou?

my narcissistic obsession with your insignificance,
Show yourself myself.
Jutt fmg
Slam our forehead into the corner of the {5l bookshelf
...that's all i gotta do babe.

L‘“ﬂ s

24 Hour Socialist Sociopath
Cardboard, iPhone 5



SWEATSUIT GLAMOURATTI
A \

#pe disenfranchised body bag.spat in his eyes to make sure he was@crying,
Demise and distress inbox deplores jargoness_jn hand,—

in the end,

in the wind, of a wheely bin. Came a mask.

Was a Bee...bee...

in disguise

conflict is not abuse.

As abuse styimisgigEily speaking sorely emifasches spinning, lord my shifting shafting
desire-very fun,, ultra fun. ]

SipiresmeiSi - historical guns.@dr_\b‘ Speeecc AL\H

co-aligns with the pearl Iines’f%ﬂ'r of rome, and yesteryears empiréiwaist. W‘qg{'—%
Thrillingtregressing'phunking'flays!

parodical displays of fall weather, freezing temps. Holla at ya boy the body bomb,

\

bad body pumpt,

bad body m& PoMP

social suicide lumber lump. @
A JoKE .

Sweatsuit Glamouratti
Cardboard, bubble wrap, tape



Neoliberal Dandy Dad
Cardboard, blazer, headphones

6: NEOLIBERAL DANDY DAD
@ “Check your privilege son.” “F

@4~ “Check my website, dad.”
’ I'll show you mine once you you show me your ... your,,,

Your politics g
Every millimeter of my being.. :

Sit down on.m
\_ lip on in and slide on out
< & We're going for a walk, watch.
afy W We're going for a walk, watch. v

WY -\\erewheTe-Where is my watch?
@@ My watch, my watch, | can’t find my watch!
Ryattached to Pﬁf vest by a chain-- A chain my scarf your-
‘\l «what-whispering-wonders-of—this-western-world.
Kwﬁ_ to give a gift, yes. One breath. | want. to give to you. a gift.

ilﬁf With three timeg camenacking. the time you came in without knocking.
@y To tell you the racist me, to the corner with you, down and deeper

but then | stopped, by my mean spleen spleens Ia|n|

sepméHooty hoot my hollers, all aboard the shame-train-dont run for cover.

o re not for fun as plea bounds nor borders.
@¥My pleasure endless, to you
& My qi T O my gift to you | know you want my gift to you

o His gyt DaYS MRl SULC
& Before you depart m'i life | want you take you me this gift.

take your hand a flstfpunch not twice t e pavement of this world order;

[ —punchit:pleasesguick sickly-from the ice-which-plopped-
—inred-wine;-forgotten ice is-water when i read “A-my nazi-travel-guide-not-to-drink the

watemPuatheﬂsLthaLpuneheﬂhese—whese:aeeammsyeuﬁee—

Decaaenc ,“he gift i bear! Decadence, the gift | share!
“s®® Hold me closer tiny dancer, peel the skin off your fist now put it in my wallet, | had a

4® really good time on this trip it,, changed me...




Speculative Nihilism
Cardboard, sweatshirt, plastic Karstadt bag

SM M

SPECULATIVE NIHILI.

lllusions without subjects S
Dogs without owners
Guns without holsters 0

By the window by the way...thank god(outsrde it's dark enough

for the storefront glass to mirrorgime.

ME and me® I'm only here to show them that —— AWM X g
They need a dose of realrty,m/ust the person to give it to them.”
Their ignorance is my social lubricant.

Just weird enough to be expensive, maybe, I'll show you culture, human;
Just turn around and grab your ankles.

Jeans without belt loops
in public there is no shame in4#§i§ my problem... is my?

is my badge image on the floor of your sister’s room image.

you brought your family to my graduation show,
Good news father, | fuck around before you!
Only emails make me stressy, small talk is for suckers- i hope you die soon.

joke i make when i feel nervous. &

Then dripped some social lube on my lacan.

Desire is a historical abortion

Texting, scoffing about your performance#

but still, :

without you i'm just a u2 song forced upon your new iphone.
| up here and you down there.

Reverence is the resentment i feel in sentience-cool-jacket
My solipsism will astound you.

All this in the mirrored window, "

thank god i looked; A

the tag still on.

Thank god, what god, no god, dead god, dead phone. [V



infh : suewy
wgue. i

She rode through the fields so handsome and strong k ’ ;
{(self canonism, couture cynicism}! 4 L

DAYS OF HEAVEN

A rock stocked sanctuary, statutory topped with moss.

Her eyes became tools, her forearms gone guns
#(soft fascism, career nihilisnf)

she only wanted. T S

Where did she come from?

where did she go?

She left she came

Came Cirqueing for a friend, cirquing for a sun,

cnrque du soleil,

Cquue do you play7\ A

“cirque do you play with fire? Do you want to? Do you want to play with fire? 3"” :

Play for hire? -

We don’t even know your middle name but this looks so right.

(What arent you looking at?ﬁﬂw e e e e R

Blounting, sobbing, lets get to it, strike a pose there’s nothing to it. N* e ?

Dedicated to the core, my longing belts charge darkly. cant remembér what |t was béfore you.
f Remind yourself child, tides change, ‘

“i cried once to sleep once twice three times a daily.

If it hadn't been for cotton-eye Joe

( i'd been marnedalongtlmeagog {/:/
b it | Vd / @,

Days of Heaven
Cardboard, denim jacket, glasses



v
W v nciade 1

tannlng outside the vatican (as europe collapses)

Drunk drive me to my next appomtment Sing to me and and slap me \

in the face. Whip me with your severed hand. Choke me with your lonely gIove % N S #4\1 @W(E}f

{ Yell at me like one of your french girls on a fllght where we hope to find ourselves,)
I love you. 5 :
my-hair is an angel atop a christmas tree./-v< 2

-

Anti intellectual is not just an |deology, its one of our most popular Iooks thls season.
The aeroplane is funny not only for the obvious reasons, but most especially because its
immediately 5 old clocks once you step on that air ship!
No matter what time you get on that plane youre gonna get drunk, youre gonna watch movies,
youre gonna think about politics or suicide, youre gonna not behave yourself anymore, youre
gonna try not to have a conversation with anyone, youre gonna be a little uncomfortable, youre
gonna think about being a flight attendent, youre gonna think about traveling the world, youre
gonna land even though youre always a bit nervous about landing, youre gonna get off that
plane in a different place, youre gonna feel good emotionally even though youre gonna feel bad
physically because you realized youre gonna do good things, youre gonna worry about some
mistakes, youre gonna worry about one mistake being too big a mistake, an un-undoable
4 mistake, you're gonna write something you care about, you're gonna feel embarrassed often,
{ lﬁ’ youre gonna realize the pettiness of your life and choices, you're gonna laugh out loud, youre

N \Vud gonna feel outside, youre gonna grab the reigns, youre gonna wonder about how often these
\ e‘ people{think about their own mortality, youre gonna do your best, youre gonna think about the
AN\ past, youre gonna take a shower, youre gonna dream of riches and wealth and fame and

\! " fortune, youre gonna make new friends, youre gonna listen to the same music you did 5 years
)\\1 b e J ago, you're gonna wonder whether your prophesies are only delusions

M

Cardboard silhouette of Karl Marx, fur coat splattered with red paint



SMOOTH CO_CURATOR

—Haissis my business casual attitude. Elegance, charm

coalesced ito=epmiet, subdued omnipotence... \
\_,—__,/ M

Jdumuiigiie® floor to ceiling trench
wemaadipesire authority you do qusely

|oose-fit§igg, slacks... A
LW Rgro s
A finely\blended pureé:

st class, \\
.
o4 comfort, ~——

erFeultural capital.

-A-treth=eurator, unobtrusive and anonymous; g

a decisive,multifaceted me

with-a-wardsobe-to-match- , \
’____/_______///

Fhis-placid combination of flow, an-air-ef'modestunapproachability... .
What's the occasion?

I’'m an object of glowing power,

my earnestness inseparable from my attire.

Echoeswof professional conviction rearing-down the-haliway,
only I, : :;/ . ‘
only in this dress can | climb;

Custodians of culture,
spaghetti strainers of media: listen up.

Smooth Co-Curator
Cardboard, cape made from Texte Zur Kunst The Canon issue covers



NATIONALISTS ABROAD

“Thug seduction”
It's 18 seconds long.

Shots of forest greenery and then dissolve...

The next shot shows two handsome youngish black men running through the forest

Both are shirtless, very lean. And they’re wearing shorts.

Another dissolve... and then we see both men stopped, bent over the waist, they are winded.
They stand up, there is another dissolve... and then we get a medium close up of one guy on
his knees giving the other guy head. Another dissolve... and now the camera is further back
showing both men in full figure as well as the landscape around them. They’re standing near a
pond or lake. The man getting his cock sucked has medium dark skin and a tattoo on his left
arm and he’s twisting his left nipple while he’s staring down at the other guy who has darker skin
and a'diamond earing in his right ear. There is another dissolve... and another closeup of the
blowjob. The standing man also holds and guides the kneeling man’s head. There is another
dissolve and the next shot is a medium closeup of the darker skinned man’s ass up in the air as
the other guy gets ready to start frigging him. He spits on the guy’s asshole and starts to lick.
The shot dissolves... and then we see the darker skinned man alternating between licking the
guy’s asshole and massaging his buttcheeks together. After another dissolve... we see
penetration.

IR

Nationalists Abroad
Tangled cardboard silhouettes, hats, shoes, small Swiss flag



Did a seat of must carpet dreamed ‘sorry, &b’ L
Which ambitions to this dawn? & )

——

. - o

Do the queen of castle hush tiles not nigh. Lsiaion
Carnal copulation is a scent,
Advise me to tell better

Dale. left. me. . : k“' K a

Shame me about the weather that you provoke
is nothing but a toke connected to the brain is the illusion, is the sailing.....sail is not necessary.
That must hail upon both my soul and flesh and weave together.

- —

- 4 o
> \
What visions are true? \.'.,j

When i awakeii am you. 2 I
goody goody i dont wanna die 57 fﬁ/ {l__,,,»
| dont wanna die 7 M

Bugeeyde  BUT TF T WAVE T e S
| die dressed up in v%ite e Hh \IE ; D f'/ / Q [ e
all dressed in white. 41/ ‘ ;

In hell.

Putrid swarming i dont wana know what you tell what you sell to your friends with your friends at
a dinner not a friend.

When you sell your shells at the beach please give it home to thee

you're just bored!

LM OMB]Cl\f sweet+Sovl

J
|

ﬁ |
\i
|

-

Look N° 12
Cardboard silhouette of Brooke Shields, German version of the novel Philadelphia



PROFESSIONAL OUTSIDER

i R RS Py : .
Do you remember,me sporting friendly painty trainers ... ?

TN ST SCTCTTTHgSEeReT:,

“Weird coat”

A cool spring day, fresh with blooming approachability, nevermind my ethosjhave a seat.

fashion is my essential oil, fascist texts my humidor.

R

1 told you, ‘never forget that each has a license to carry a concealed weapon with which
to fight you”

There were always too many defences between us.
| really don’t go out anymore. My gem studded hammer and sickle cycle
Fuck me with your insigniﬁbnce

* .‘,‘ g

-

“hey Richard, | love your compliments”, you once said. this mlght have done the trick,
I'm sure héﬁTemember me now. S TSR
these sneaKefs afe an old-friend.

They never feel like leisurely khakis,

o

”

“You re jUSt another rung on my ladder )

SLATPY BASS

Unenccee panNe! {77V

Professional Outsider
Cardboard, one half of a Burberry coat, expanding foam, tissues, tape
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CULTURAL TUMBLEWEED

My rounds, y%;gunds. Oh yea oh yea.

Bonjour didn't see you there. Ey"é"fqg me eyeing you,

| would do anything you want, not born of masochism, because | know nosggy, other way.

I'm a tumbleweed, rubbish, very friendly human debris.

I’'m a fake purse filled with fake things faker faker

Make a promise you won't keep, | don't really' mind really only longing for the promise of a
promise.

soft but firm silhouettes s/ SNSRI 2 [uxury mattress.

A stranger’s bed you thought, once you thought once you loved,

only this thought made you cry once.

I'm sheer, I'm queer- criticality not welcome here... Oh me, a glorious, tumbleweed, knock me
around verbally. put me in a small potted cabinet neath the stairs,

talk to me once a day and I'll never be happier.

When you love so much you treat them

like you do and

Ooh lala, cremé de la crémeéd in my jeans that you remembered, asked me.

If you'd guess | ne sais quoi, you're right. | only read the right books, | only have the right looks.
mais oui mais oui un petit peu. C’est vrai! My emotionaal instability is secret to you and secret to
me,

| could die and you wouldnt notice.

ART .{c\:’to”o_ﬁ; b

r 3
Vﬂ.‘ P e
AR S -
"

Cultural Tumbleweed
Cardboard, leather backpack, photocopies of Painting Beyond Itself: The Medium in the Post-Medium Condition



ANTI
—ﬁﬁ‘?‘n@%

My hair has grown. A 40, year old,with 23 year old hair.

. 8 I’'m looking a lot fresher these days, feeling.
| [ ¢ 0 like my dreadlocks?
‘ | started smoking hash again today

|

Lardboard-bong-in-line.with.my-inside-mirors:~
I,Iike a good time but not detention. y@
C |ussi#y @ pro-decadence pnti-hedonist
Look me in the eye, read my lip. my beltline wanders

Capris make the ankles cold but the heart growth wander

Yonder beyonder bender

the post funyGender stapled a piece of the word bigot to my_seseterm— SC,A NeS¢— then tore and
hear’s Brendas got a baby \avghed

But Brendas baby got a brain

Post truth

post shame

When are you coming home my little expat
You owe me your tuition fees

Pro-Decadence, Anti-Hedonist
Cardboard, polyester cardigan



Trans-Illiterate Tyrant
Cardboard, leggings, smoking jacket covered with cigarettes

0 A/

s

4 <V,

‘i

TRANS SIgPUW e TYRANT

Rhythm is a hacker

decadence is a gift

You can feel it everywhere

Your mind, your mine, your soul’s companion

Free your mind and join us

What'’s your passion?

Bear your passport, sorrily denied- like | said. when you non-listened, this kingdom of one its me
the king me the queen and more the jester-

immigration control.

is this kingdom of one?

hope you're strapped enough with cash-that is to say you strapped it on enough cash, your thigh
holster holds my passion, Ooh, it’s a passion

Ooh, ooooh

your return ticket.

My ampleqii® STICK

A poem about sadness and annexation of the heart.

The groove is in the heart, but you're in the wrong place at the wrong time.

Its not getting better I'll kill your drug dealer, I'll murder your soul, I'll half-read your half essay.
Break your leg sprain my last nerve, youre always sick and i've seemed to have caughten your
dwindling habit, lingering ruminations of that time

in the snowy car

with your dad, if you, if you can remember... if you...

if you could return.

let’ let it burn

let’s let it fade,

I’'m sure I'm not being rude, but its just your attitude. Its tearing me apart,

quit ruining every day.

For me.

as you followed, asking

So why were you holding her hand?

Is that the way we stand? Were you lying all the time? Was it just a game to you?

Chimgling
} ﬁ'e/‘;‘ Vﬂm ' -
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FREUDIAN RAVER‘P\M Y

I’'m going, to take a shower. in a minute
Leave alone the filth, the first selection w I

The shared hat,

mawse . ComeTHING AKIN To

| will love

o < DVATZ SN

Not the same as

Blovymg off key§ i
Against the feeling now new.

“Material,}
P (V\M v\

Begs ctruising boldly and everything

Elsewhere’s stumer instincts though my burlapped won't

we hang glide high

As she stands behind ‘

Boasting makes the most oﬁyou.

Using bills as excellent glue

Builds and days using-instincts-as-hang-gliding-Higher

newsing

Newsting! i v ot

Teaching the noose against the see, volvo law veered ledges cues called help me and then
allied prefect.

My fluff smart she doored,

Smarting face beguiled see come as breeze somes. A feralous comeout as mount as flowing
low watching must as saying, Yeah_g?ne pamc,_rw; rggr_\g_itggumplored real faction.

Im going to make some noises and you interpret them as you see fit. \\y\w/ A
detract-yet-angus-get-high-cried enough for the flung for the mind to bleed..... /
(’«or-'ﬂ\bFor the the song for the magnet sang sang husband cried for the Song and unbroke mine

knees.

Shivelrist
In faction, fictioned
To kidnap the fourth;

Her Baumiogiope,. ner \’W‘U"f‘“‘g oo acown  angily [opder

Freudian Raver
Cardboard, painting of Amy Winehouse’s face



Post-Colonial Beachwear
Cardboard, veil made of net, Tomb Raider towel

9

%
/% I o

My bathing suit
m..m..m...my b..b..b..bathing suit o
lambskin soft-ballerina-pumps lw

marbled wooden heels

the chunky heel, . n
Ch.ch.chch chunki chChili mm chchchch Chill-layyyy out in the Sun, " S

sex tourism, so much Fun

The chunky heel says so much.
wide and blunt |
Your idea is very smart, to know you are going ‘
take my picture here and there.

add

Toouuurrism terrrrrrism tooooooorrrrrrism terrrrrrrrrism toooooouuurrism terrrrrrism { YOV? y
tooouuurrrisssm terrrrisssmmm toooouuurrrissmm..............

....... (transition to girl from ipanema)

Rita’s pony tail is long and lovely
Her sister’'s embassy is short of closing

[ §
And when it closes when it closes goes C m
Ahhhhhh \ rﬂ\h 7a

as europe falls I'll be over here swimming

I've already converted to gold

| have two passports, have two passports, I'll-be
fffiiinnneee

But aaaasss i watch oh so sadlyyyyyyyyyy
| understaaaaaand that this is not sssadnessssssss
Wwahhhhhhtttt could this feeling beeeeeeeEEEE

It's called glee as i walk to the sea
There’s no-thing that can save you from this




