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With the living, I am
familiar. A woman stretches
the truth to disappear it, throws
her voice to animate it. As when,
I imagine, the word was made
flesh. I’'ve been trying to scrape
up what I remember:
1. 1,100 stems—Iong, headless;
2. afew bad apples;
3. “reportts of a stolen pickup...”
You put down one color
Bearden thought and it calls
for an answer. What’s an answer

to black, I wonder?



