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My body has more often been invited than my mind. This 

used to anger me deeply. These days, however, any invitation 
at all engenders anxiety. I wish that I could just be left to 
bed. [1] 

As a child, I was sickly like clockwork. Stranded in my 
duvet at least once a month, my teachers would extend concern. 
Later in life, a recurring infection plagued my urinary tract 
for months at a time. A subconscious protest? A desire for alone? 
[2] Interstitial cystitis? Depression calls for covers, too. An 
extended leave. Carpal tunnel flares so that holding a book 
pulsates, pains. [3] Now, a fibrous polyp slowly wraps itself in 
the fat of my right buttock. It's only yet the size of a large 
green grape: I ought to lie still, else it'll fill out.  

Though my relatively able-body leaves bed often—and this 
is a privilege—I can't help but wonder if I would be alive at age 
thirty, two-hundred-years ago. 

The femme presenting figure model from 19th C France now 
echoes as classic. [4] Pictured sensual, inviting, she is most 
readily without a name. In reality, an artist, she struggled. 
Perhaps achieved some small successes, against all odds. [5] Still, 
better known for her anonymous breasts. 

I wonder if she would have rather stayed in bed? The 
working class cannot, I know. This was and is a felonious fantasy. 
What are we if not an illness forced to spread? [6] She, an ironic 
image of wealth at rest. The only time afforded must be 
indelibly mired in perfect stillness. 

Refusing to move is painful too. You begin to burn inside. 
Weight pools here to cause cracking there. And internal 
repetitions—interruptions—are trapping. Turn a corner in the 
hedge maze, burrow through the brush, find yourself unwelcome 
in your own mind. Uninviting. And then, mentally caress each 
aching tendon, bone, to love the flesh that's a small flame 
here, there. Aching. Feel an invisible chill and the body 
responds. Despite how representations might read, hard nipples 
are not always reactions to Eros. 

Escape and repose and enclosure. What oscillation. 

Once, a man I much admire wished aloud that I should show 
more leadership. After all, more ascendancy for me meant less 
pressure for him. But it wasn't right. Didn't bear correct. So I 
stung and felt to freeze. Would he interpret tenacity in my 
unmoving, maybe? Marvell at my initiative through refusal? 
Brilliance in silence? Do I want to be invited at all? It doesn't 
matter. 

Instead of returning my regrets, you could stay here and 
watch me age. [7] Don't worry—I'm fairly weak and tired and 
poor, so it shouldn't take long. [8] 



NOTES 

[1] Where did the flute girl go, after they had sent her away 
(Jonathan et al.)?  

[2] How lowly, this love I have been given. Not of heavenly 
Aphrodite, but her common twin (Jonathan et al.). It bores me 
how insistent this love can be, especially when lovers think I 
ought to lie in waiting. 

[3] Reading is not what I am supposed to do, anyways. It could 
make me sicker than I already am (Ehrenreich 11). 

[4] The male figure model used to be the ideal nude: he stood in 
for humanity; now, however, when we think of Art History, we 
think of softly smiling women (Waller 42). 

[5] Joanna Hiffernan and Victorine Meurent are two such 
examples, though many more we know much less about; Laure, for 
one, the Black model who posed for Manet's "Olympia" (1863) 
(Jimenez 315). 

[6] women of the upper class of the 19th C were considered sick, 
while women of the working class were sickening (6). As scientific 
understanding of germs became more popularly known, working 
class women—who largely worked as domestic servants or in 
clothing factories—were thought liable to spread their 
constant sickness to the upper class at home (Ehrenreich and 
English 24-25).  

[7] you can hear me age too, if you're quiet enough (Jenkins and 
Nappi 10). 

[8] The performance concludes after 90 minutes: the time it 
takes to watch the sun rise and set on the International Space 
Station (Jenkins and Nappi 66). 
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AUDIO Transcript 

0:05:11 

A silent non - entity called… 

 

0:06:11  

Women were excluded from any important position in social or 
emotional life. 

 

0:07:58 

No, you mistook my meaning. Um… You’re all teachers are you? 
[Indiscernible] You’re all teachers? [Indiscernible] Gentleman! 
What do I do? What do I do? Don’t do anything, just be. Right. 
Wrong. Ha ha ha ha. [Cough] 

 

0:10:32 

Both here and hereafter. 

 

0:13:37 

It’s felt for women. 

 

0:16:22 

To yield to a bad man in a bad way is wrong. 

 

0:18:23 

[Burp, Burp, Burp, Burp] Stop that… One way or the other. [Hiccup] 
I think I will take advantage of your indisposition.  

 

0:21:14 

It is the business of a good practitioner to gratify the, the 
sound and healthy parts of the body and to thwart the unsound 
and diseased parts. And this is the business of what we call 
medicine, isn’t it? The, the, the knowledge of the principals of 
love that work in the body with regard to repletion and 
evacuation. [Inhale] Yes.  

 

0:24:46 

Did I speak of those? Oh, well, the elements of which I didn’t 
speak, um… Um… 

 



0:25:45 

Um… let’s see. From these epidemics many other various 
ailments are apt to spring. Floods, hail and blight are the 
result of these, these mutual disorderly aggressions. 

 

0:26:34 - 26:59 

Astronomy? Astronomy? Yes. Um… So then, love in general… So 
then… yes, this is the winding up, isn’t it? Very nearly, thank 
God. So then, so then… 

 

0:28:02 - 28:19 

0:Well, it may be that … I’ve omitted several points. But if so, 
I promise you it has been unwittingly. 

 

0:28:36 - 28:49 

However… Uh… Very boring speech. Oh—did you think so? Mhm. 
Very boring indeed.  

 

0:38:19 

Ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha! [Clapping] Well, we can all laugh! It’s 
not really quite so daft as it sounds. 

 

0:39:23 

So it’s not so mad after all. 

 

0:40:17 

Anyway… 

 

0:42:22 

By fleeing from old age and associating with the young. 

 

0:43:04 

For love dwells in the softest places. The softest places of all. 

 

0:50:58 

Is simply a lack. A question mark, if you like. A blank or a 
negative. 

 



0:52:31 

He is reduced to ignorance by a mysterious woman we never see. 

 

1:17:27 

Oh… Hello everybody, I’m here! 

 

1:17:51 

Some yokel misdirected me. 

 

1:18:05 

Hah ha ha. [Wheeze] Uh Ha. [Heavy breathing] Uh. Uh ha. Ha. 
Hello. Hooo. [Exhale] Uh. Uh. Good grief. Uh, hello, h - yes. Uh, I’m 
afraid I… I didn’t really get a chance to, uh… [Exhale] Uh… 
[Exhale] Let’s see now, he ha ha. [Exhale] Uh. [Exhale] Ah. 
[Exhale] 

 

1:19:08 

Ha. Well. I, well, I. … Yeah, well. You’d better go out and come 
back again drunk with two flute girls. Ugh. 

 

1:19:51 

And we send the girls away. 

 

1:20:17 

And then uh… Oh yes. 

 

1:20:41 - 1:20:53 

Ah, I mean uh, I mean ah, I can’t read all this! I mean, listen… 

 

1:21:06 - 1:21:11 

Ah - hoo, hoo, and then uh… 

 

1:26:00 

And also wanting to see if Socrates would move or stay there 
all night. 


