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CHEMICAL PROCESS
For each issue of EADERS DIGEST, a six-stage metabolic reaction 
is begun. A previously published text is selected and sent to the 
first participant, who is asked to digest the text into another piece 
that must be a fixed number of words fewer than the original. The 
response can take any form within the word count constraint, 
borrowing from or transforming the source material. The digested 
text is sent to the next contributor with the same instructions. The 
word count shrinks weekly, and at stage 5 is left to ferment for a 
period of time, until the final reduction phase is performed by the 
writer of the original text.

Each participant has one week for metabolization. No contributor 
is personally familiar with the people preceding or following in the 
chain, and no one receives any information about the other writers 
until publication. Re-printed here are the steps of an orchestrated 
organic breakdown between strangers, resulting in the most refined 
and dense form of the material possible. 
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No Now Now

Gertrude Stein said about Oakland that “there is no there there.” Had 
she been living now she would have said that “there is no now now.” At 
least that’s what I say: there is no now now.
	 Nowness is a subtle intoxication, a spirit perhaps, that infuses 
the world with a sense of magic. People and objects are enhanced by 
nowness, so that they appear both beautiful and glowing. It is also an 
optimum of attention: the eyes do not glide carelessly over what they 
see: they are riveted to what comes into them.
	 Perhaps what I am describing is only the exhilaration of youth, 
adolescence to be exact, a state of physiological newness. But no, it 
wouldn’t do to confuse now with new. Or perhaps only in the sense that 
there is more now in the new.
	 Maybe it is a seasonal thing: there is always now in the spring, 
and no now in the winter.
	 It may even be a multi-thing: there may be whole slews of now. 
A now of the social body, when suddenly people become conscious of 
injustice and deceit, and they stir angrily to action. There might be a 
now of science, when suddenly a thousand discoveries are made, and 
everyone feels like they’re walking on air. There surely is a now of the 
arts, when people begin talking in multi-colored bubbles like cartoon 
characters, and beauty is so obvious only executioners don’t see it.
	 Nowness may be a surplus of vital substance, a spillage of 
the Mysterium. It may be a well-regulated quantity that sometimes 
overflows, the way the keepers of dams and reservoirs sometimes 
open them to let out the excess rain.
	 Whatever it is, we have always tried to locate it and drink from it.
	 Every tribe has fairy tales about the magic water of life and of 
youth. These are the waters of now, for which an eternal search has 
been organized by human beings since before history. In fact, history is 
only the string of incidents incurred during the search.
	 Whatever it is, there isn’t much now now, and I’m going on the 
road.

	    	           ==>      Omnipresent
 
In a box at the top of my closet I have contained the following items:

==>	 A 3 x 5 ft. map of the pre-Columbian world, including places 
marked with “here thar be monsters” and depicting unknown beasts 
and mermaids.  Many of the land masses are shadowy, their exact 
sizes not known.  The map is dated 1372 and appears very old and 
authentic, but in fact it is not.  It was drawn by my artist friend and 
presented to me on my twenty- third birthday.  

==>	 One hundred and fifty two pencils of different colors, sizes, and 
degrees of erasure use, acquired between 1992 and 1994.  

==>	 A report card from Stamford County Elementary P.S. 12, 
showing fairly decent grades with room for improvement.  The very 
poor grade in mathematics could possibly be seen as ironic.  

==>	 Two threes of clubs, found on the same street on September 
16, 2006.  One’s back bears that standard red and white playing 
card design; the other a green and gold checkered pattern.  After 
this amazing find, I spent the next few weeks looking for more 
coincidences, but apparently such luck is not to be repeated.

==>	 A folded sheet of notebook paper with the recipe for my super 
secret signature cocktail.  (The secret is complicated but the drink is 
pretty much just red wine spiked with gin.)  Here I will add a photograph 
of myself smiling and preparing said cocktail for numerous smiling 
friends.

Please organize these items into an attractive display and charge the 
highest admission fee that people are willing to pay.

Also, in my backyard, I am constructing the world’s largest ball of twine.  
Currently, it is so large that I can not make it round, and the top leans 
over onto the roof of my two- story house.  It is truly massive.  

	 It’s known that most of our memories live outside our minds 
and bodies or wherever: it’s been written and all. Sometimes I’m pretty 
sure I came up with them but - sad but true, I recognize - I didn’t. 
Specially that one about embracing our own warm thigh in the morning 
as if it were a strange independent body or that one about the guy 
falling from the stairs and dying slowly because of it. Genius not me: 
“I could die robbing a bank, but no… here I am dying cause of stairs”, 
something like that. Thing is, they’re not mine. I mean, they’re part of 
me somehow, now that I read them, but I didn’t die, or invent them. 

	 I have two memories that live inside me, they’re mine, that I 
want to tell you about.

	 In the first, I see my grandmother, and she says “Bom dia” to 
me. She doesn’t say “Bom dia”, in good Portuguese, cause she’s an 
immigrant. She says something like “Bóndia”. “Ah, Bóndia”, I answer 
laughing at her, but she doesn’t care, cause that’s the way she speaks, 
and she loves me and all.

	 The second is in the desert of Deïr ez-Zor, I see two virile 
figures, with well-constructed bodies and great ink black beards. Father 
and son. They’re shepherds or something. The son walks towards 
his father and hugs him tight like his own thigh in the morning, crying, 
knowing what’s going to happen to them. An act of love and all.

My mother didn’t try to warn me much.  She cradled me: I would crawl 
to the crook of her legs as she slept and we didn’t know the difference 
between me and her own warm thigh- One perfect, fleshy triangle.  

Her warnings: Germs will kill, and so will untied shoelaces. And once 
upon a time, her fear lived inside me, biotic and wild:  

	 A talented man died at age thirty-seven.  A singer, his last 
sounds were awful, common 	 yelps as he fell down the staircase and 
died slowly because of it.   An untied shoelace, the 	 neck holding 
his most celebrated organs snapped.  One heaped, fleshy triangle on 
cement 		 without blood on his great black ink beard.  

She not me: traumatized at the thought of virile figures breaking, not 
decaying. 
Almost certain now: I prefer a snap, an angular if pointless death to 
Every morning crying, knowing just what’s going to happen to them, 
your voice cradling them as you tell them exactly how and when and 
why…. 

I left my shoelaces untied, falling outside my body somewhere and 
landing with blood in my ink black beard, but hardly anyone celebrates 
my organs, and anyway, I did not die.  

I did not die. 
Or did I? Inside my shaken viscera rose the unmistakable urge to pick 
up the phone and call every single human I knew. To ask them, to tell 
them, to SAVE them from all the insignificant and overlooked ways in 
which a promising person can disappear at the stroke of a brush, turn-
ing into the ephemeral little dots that haunt the screen of a burned out 
television.

Mysteries aren’t rare: Why at times music sounds like it was specifi-
cally tailored to the nooks and crannies of your eardrum, why we sleep, 

why we dream, why we run… why we need a God. Yet deep inside 
this inharmoniously dissatisfying bubble I felt the glow of my true self 

grow stronger; in the end, my mother’s words had saved my life but left 
me drowning in the surging cascade of my regrets. We’d be together 

forever.

I’ll love you forever, as long as I’m living. This creeping 
sensation builds up as we grow older and eventually festers 
	 within us, inside us, like some black mold promising 
to tear us down little by little, clotting our lungs and congesting 
our reason.

Where did this happen?  
How, when we each were once so unique and true, did our days mutate 
into something so pedestrian?
			 
	 This lifelong theme of amour, this hunt 
						      for a sentiment 
so fleeting in something so fleeting
	 is our means to our end

					     T h i s 
inharmoniously dissatisfying bubble spins and 
turns but never falters 

Czech acid
   microdot universe in movie locket
story-text reduced to lotto ticket
       buried within potatohead
                 sprouting
once I added water
	 now I get called outside
to a perfect V
    migrating geese
they no like it here now
            off to the future
go geese sky vacuum
       full of not-yet
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