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[01] A wall of black silence
[02] An object too big to touch the walls
[03] Off-white emptiness
[04] Four objects floating between three objects sinking
[05] A hollow object filled to the brim with golden light

[06] Light emanates from a shallow hole constructed within a void of endless quiet

[07] A glowing object containing neither weight nor volume, oscillating within a room of
illuminated shadows

[08] An object constructed purely to hide a mistake

[09] A wall so long that it becomes a loop

[10] A small black sphere so dark that even shadows retreat into the gravity of its wake
[11] A black so dark that it glows

[12] A bucket of laughter held within a shallow pool of sorrow
[13] A hole deep enough to hold all of the nothing

[14] A monument so massive that the earth becomes its base
[15] A pile of something to counterweight everything

[16] Iron casts of the negative space held within silenced mouths
[17] Physical space set aside for lingering emotions

[18] A pedestal big enough to place a mountain upon

[19] A cup of heavy air

[20] A plaster cast of a sculpture based on a photograph of a drawing of a painting based on
a poem that referenced a song about a blind woman describing her long-dead lover's eyes



[21] Water saturated to the point of becoming as solid as melted stone

[22] A cube of air suspended within a sphere centered on top of a cylinder of spinning light
[23] A box of crimson silence

[24] A field of vertical movement suspended behind a humming curtain of deep slumber
[25] An object containing neither memory nor past

[26] A deep forest of evergreen cones surrounded by red velvet ropes of limber tongues,
awaiting the relief of morning dew

[27] A house made of ambergris

[28] Fragmented glass floating above dark waters, surrounded by nothing but shimmering
light

[29] A wall balanced upon a hill as tall as a mountain of mole hills, constructed to withstand
everything as long as necessary and not a second longer

[30] A list of the lengths of time it takes for a man to forget his own daughter's name

[31] Circles of light suspended within a warm pool of sweat collected from the brows of
mothers

[32] A rigid plane, bleeding into a ridge of swollen eyes encrusted shut by golden sleep

[33] A solid spear of light projected through a room filled with translucent roses that are the
color of the lips of virgins

[34] Orchid walls beneath lilies dyed olivine by suffering artists seeking fixes of pure white
light

[35] A smooth black stone slid between the gap contained within the small of the back of a
woman so pale that one can see her heartbeat

[36] Monuments constructed of nothing, dedicated to everything
[37] Requiem for a two-legged mammal contained within a chamber without doors

[38] An analog recording of the silence contained between every song recorded between
June/13th/1976, and June/ 13th /1983

[39] A 20-mile line of stones surrounding a pit deep enough to contain nothing but dust

[40] A room filled to waist level with black water so cold that it could stop the movement of
lungs



[41] Light shining onto a single grain of sand centered within a smoke-filled room
[42] A wall of spinning ash, collapsing into a golden field of freshly harvested grain
[43] A silent hill of oval-faced dolls constructed out of wood and ivory

[44] Wheels made of music turning at the speed of shadows encased in a box of wood slats
held together with lead nails and glue containing the spit of children

[45] A young child reading the bible at the rate of one word a day

[46] A one-thousand-page book stitched together with thread made of the hair of people who
died before they could see the sun

[47] A faux marble ceiling embedded with balls the size of giant squid eyes, glowing a light
so dim that even the dead feel blind

[48] A vessel so tall that one cannot see the top or read the silent inscription written within
[49] A basin emptied of both water and use
[50] A warm, dark room constructed of mirrors containing one thousand lightning bugs

[51] A collection of 1000 cheap, useful objects transformed into expensive objects that
contain no use or value

[52] A circle of deep crimson cubes surrounding a 10,000 ft pillar of hot white light, burning a
hole into the sky

[53] A turning cube of cyan roses tumbling down a hill of frozen pink light

[54] Soft static emanating from a valley surrounded by mountains constructed out of solid
night

[55] A painting of the nothingness contained between the letters in holy text
[56] A pillar of distant starlight
[57] A collection of objects small enough to fit between two atoms

[58] A pool of still water centered inside a room constructed out of boxes of shimmering
stillness

[59] An object built to be destroyed by the weight of its reflection

[60] A structure built to contain all of the thoughts we refuse to think



[61] A silence so thick that it glows

[62] An empty field surrounding a mass of iron floating within a pond of warm analog hiss
[63] A tattered moment of silence

[64] A place by the sea that is far away from the shore

[65] A nameless thing that puts everything in context

[66] A falling object suspended by its own will

[67] A slit in the floor that's also a crack in the ceiling

[68] A smoldering pit where once a building stood

[69] A field of snow punctuated by pillars of ash

[70] A box built to hold nothing but silence

[71] A land with neither borders nor horizon

[72] A poem to be unwritten by the reader

[73] Something cheap that no one can afford to keep

[74] A murder of salty, wet shoulders

[75] Shifting plains of colorless voids

[76] A field of virgin, snow-white silk awaits the messy hands of a child.

[77] A meaningless gesture given power through delicate depiction in marble and stone
[78] A grid of white objects placed upon a deep red stage

[79] Four gold markers, placed around a shallow grave

[80] An object in which nothing but its documentation exists

[81] A collection of boxes filled with concrete molds of the spaces between infant hands
[82] Six million beautiful vessels reduced to sullen ash

[83] A room filled to the floor with white hot air

[84] Something large enough to fill the cracks in the sky



[85] Sun bleached photos of memories
[86] Diaries of suburban youth transcribed into Morse code and sent into space
[87] A cassette containing the unaltered voice of God

[88] A spinning ball of molten lead suspended in the corner of a room constructed of
beeswax and cardboard

[89] An endless wall

[90] A place to put the suffering

[91] A place without light or darkness

[92] An object surrounded by its inability to reflect light

[93] A place built by mothers as a way to explain death to a small child

[95] Clouds of slowly shifting debris, hovering over the black hole that was once its home
[96] Soft focus wind collecting under the shadows left behind by passing red cars

[97] A lavender field of violets swaying beneath a sky constructed out of molten blue sundry
[98] A pile of rusting steel silently buckling under the weight of its decay

[99] A document containing the time it would take 100,000 ants to move a herd of dead
elephants 1000 miles

[100] A diamond-coated memory
[101] The slow and steady erosion of everything depicted in the written word

[102] An analog recording of the sound of a burning record containing a recording of
something unknown.

[103] An endless loop of amplified silence held together with mud and wasp spit
[104] A collection of fake IDs confiscated from every teenage girl living in Kentucky

[105] Porcelain-skinned children, buried beneath, wet black soil containing a young sapling
forest

[106] Millions of outstretched hands grasping towards distant stars

[107] A language constructed out of pure color and simple shapes



[108] A neon green specter floating above a blood red sea

[109] Residue left behind by passing souls, collected into silver offering plates, and made
into ink

[110] The blackest white one can make without becoming grey

[111] The miracle, that is, every heartbeat, treated with the same reverence as Jesus in
toast.

[112] Something that dismembers stars like a butcher renders down a deer

[113] Hard light bouncing off soft tan skin

[114] Silver shadows

[115] The scent of sweat distilled and stored within shallow jars

[116] The point at which a pole becomes a tree

[117] A line of light circling a line of silence suspended within an oval room

[118] A drawing constructed out of the tattered line between the real and the imagined
[119] The shimmering sound of distant chimes reflecting off still water

[120] The weight of memories on the shoulders of man

[121] A place without a need for location, land, or map

[122] A small book containing a list of small wounds earned through determination
[123] A small thing enlarged into a big thing made out of smaller things

[124] The sound of one heart cell throbbing amplified to the point of madness

[125] What is left after the immortal maid has wiped away the residue, that is, time
[126] Everything necessary to build a bomb, transformed into vapor

[127] Photographs of children playing in the sun hung upon walls of concrete and lead
[128] A monument separated from the view and sunlight of history

[129] An unstrikable hammer

[130] A place without a people to claim it



[131] A line in the sand heading nowhere

[132] The first words sung by infants, carved into stone and read aloud by scholars
[133] A large, unstoppable nothing

[134] A plane of swollen moments made heavy by the passing of time

[135] Another slumbering pile

[136] A child's toy made out of conjecture and meaningless gestures, placed upon a table for
all to surrender

[137] A small, brief moment photographed and enlarged to galactic scale

[138] Something constructed to be entered from beneath and exited from the center
[139] A red line wrapping around the lungs of motherless land

[140] A red splice of a yellow sky

[141] The mangled remains of concrete boxes surrounding a hole filled with what was once a
bag containing a soul

[142] A slumbering mass of static transmitting a signal to parts unknown

[143] A cylinder made of gold so thin you can look through it like it was a well-cleaned pane
of glass, awaiting the sacrifice of young birds

[144] Layers of static, reduced to dusty moments of cloud-like stiliness
[145] Reducing a language to armless gestures and muted expressions
[146] A young bleeding second of immeasurable bliss

[147] A pause, inserted into the melting mouth of the ocean

[148] A glow so faint that only the deaf can see its light

[149] A bullet, placed firmly into skin

[150] Something so small that it can fit in the hand of a zygote

[151] A light that casts a shadow

[152] A monument to unmoving tongues

[153] An unbroken line that traces a path between every star visible to the naked eye



[154] A moment captured in fine wine and warm soup

[155] Lubricated walls of finely polished marble skin, between which nothing but animals play
[156] The border between two bodies of water

[157] A way to capture shadows

[158] A monument that takes up no space

[159] A way marked by a path not yet walked upon

[160] A line drawn on moving water

[161] A hall leading to a room contained within a building surrounded by a field of flowering
violence

[162] A cube of air cold enough to fill a basement knee deep

[163] A moment of sleep placed underneath a head of corn and allowed to seep between the
kernels

[164] A walled-in room constructed for neither use nor substance

[165] A silver field of wilted ash, placed between two golden walls of light
[166] An empty place filled with solidified silence

[167] A humming moment of organized destruction

[168] A blank page filled with everything unspoken, unread, and undone

[169] A figure without mass or light sitting upon a chair constructed out of memories of liquid
night

[170] An iron cone of absolute silence rusting underneath a storm of falling breath

[171] The moment in between moments encased in resin and set upon a shelf in a small
child's room

[172] A silver cast of deep yellow nothingness
[173] A bright red sunset, placed above a chasm of sullen off-white shadows
[175] A soft velvet space translated into solid stone

[176] An opening that is also a closing



[177] A red golden diamond, buried beneath, one thousand layers of coptic dust
[178] Four lead balls placed firmly in the corners of a pyramid
[179] A walled-in garden encircled by packs of tired, hungry dogs

[180] An atmosphere constructed out of nothing but the vaporised memories of the caresses
of past lovers

[181] A liquid second

[182] A small object expanded to fill an infinitely shrinking space

[183] A place in which even the wind is scared to go

[184] An alloy designed to be crushed by infant hands

[185] The separation of the skin from the bone, documented in full color glory, for all to hear
[186] A diagram of heaven drawn by newly skeletal hands

[187] A pile of heavy silence, hidden under rusty box springs, and unwashed prom dresses
[188] A dark burning figure falling beneath the horizon

[189] A marble needle cuts stone into dust

[190] The sun reduced to its core and allowed to wander the solar system unchained

[191] One yellow vessel, put atop another, placed beneath a sad pink light

[192] A well-worn path to yesterday's news

[193] White noise dyed ash black

[194] An emptied box of dried blood used to contain unspoken secrets

[195] A stringless violin playing Bartok at ear-melting volume

[196] A natural sculpture reduced to stone by chisels and hands

[197] The exact planck second, at which air becomes heavy enough to hold in your hands
[198] A long hole filled to the brim with glowing red embers of burning sight

[199] A question that contains its own answer



[200] An unexplored wilderness, hidden within a field, frequently used as a playground
[201] Claim ownership of the horizon
[202] White noise dyed black with reason

[203] Five red lines, leading to seven singular places, without bending, curving, or stopping
along the way

[204] An eight-walled room containing nine pillars constructed out of virgin light

[205] Sour squid ink, gingerly mixed with goat milk, used to delicately rewrite every blessed
love poem, penned by school girls' hands

[206] A painting produced without the need for meaning or context.
[207] A book of babble and slurs translated into Morse code and smoke signals

[208] A recording of pure clean air, translated into MIDI and then played by five underwater
mellowtrons

[209] A song of adipocere

[210] A one-stone wall

[211] A bloom of yellow smoke fades into the cold night sky

[212] A moment as sacred as a dead child's room

[213] Short hellos give birth to long goodbyes

[214] We become the soil upon which we stand

[215] The Weight Of Unspoken Secrets Turns Hearts Into Diamonds

[216] Silence murders thought

[217] What doesn't make you stronger will eventually kill you

[218] A version of light that inverts the shadows

[219] A deep pool of shallow moments dyed ash white

[220] A short, imposing tower of growing fear, shrinking into dimly lit corners.
[221] A doorless off-white room, hidden beneath, a pool of pulsating orange light

[222] A barrel of gold-plated tears and tarnished copper smiles



[223] The film that collects beneath unwashed grease pans, collected into buckets, and used
to draw lingering prose.

[224] A red string of yellow light, placed tenderly between two silver goldenrods
[225] The silent gesture of an empty smile, portrayed in faint silverpoint and museum wax

[226] A small calcified ball of yellow debris, encased within warm cubes of plasma, infused
with vaseline

[227] Another undocumented moment, indexed, sorted, boxed, and then distantly
warehoused between four metal walls

[228] A field of burnt orange iron, containing an irregular grid of cracked eggshell white
bowls, filled with old house keys, wrinkled love letters, baby teeth, and dried blood

[229] A dented cookie tin of undeveloped film, taken by drunk mothers, gently placed in
cardboard boxes and then quickly forgotten.

[230] A ballerina dressed in haint blue, slowly dancing around their fear of becoming.

[231] A wall of screaming, trembling, pulsating flesh, sitting above warm pools of bleeding
lovers, moaning for the blissful nothingness encased in silent release.

[232] An index of miracles performed by the drunk and the lay

[233] A young child's depiction of lesser known saints, copied, washed, and preserved in
royal honey, and allowed to age like wine.

[234] llluminated letters, carved by children, spelling out every stuttering syllable, and
shadowy utterance, written and spoken by deeply blistered red tongues, collected into tiny
bottles, and sold by the gram.

[235] The cruelty of power, framed in baroque gilding, put firmly on display

[236] An attempt to explain to a tree, a human's need for a cabin in the woods.

[237] Color images of dead children, sold for profit, bullets cost less than bread.

[238] Paintings of flowers never wilt

[239] A large field filled with marble, granite, and ash, hovering over fabric, wood, and steel.

[240] A box made of red oak, placed inside a curved room, filled with the echoes of silence.

[241] A long, round, musty, ashen room, filled with beer-stained cardboard boxes, full of
rusty tools, trophies, hidden cigarettes, fragmented poems, and regrets.



[242] On this lingering spot, there wasl/is a fading sense of a momentary hush
[243] The hue of mothers' milk, transformed into solid ink, drawings of infinity.
[244] The long, slow ache of transmogrification, documented in DNA and bone
[245] An endless ladder of white smoke

[246] A blue ball painted red, placed in the corner of a room, awaiting the sticky hands of
youth

[247] A collection of hair, sourced from elderly fathers, embedded in beeswax, and turned
into wicks for dim candles

[248] A small black leather book filled with wasp paper and illustrations from anatomy books
[249] A solid cube of cobalt blue powder encased in clear, polished resin

[250] A buried golden monument to everything we said we would never forget

[251] A violent pulsating pile of weeping lovers embracing the white hot light of a yellow star

[252] A deep pile of solidified lamp black, delicately placed next to a solid cylinder of bone
white sundries

[253] Images of mimeographed photographs, thoroughly burned, and then redrawn from
memory

[254] A collapsing star, spinning slowly above, what is left of us after the storm

[255] A portfolio of weights and measures, scribed and bound by time’s eternal scholar.
[256] A wallet full of unused stamps. yellowed letters, never to be sent home

[257] A tidy pile of yellowed receipts for clothes, never to be worn by busy mothers

[258] A path tracing the soft footsteps of a well-dressed foreign curator, encircling the
ultraviolet nexus of white hot conceptual nothingness

[259] The oscillating colors of an unwashed bowl of standard unfiltered city water, used to
determine the hue and saturation of a 30-watt bulb illuminating the water closet in the cold,
damp sub-basement of reality, put on live television for all to see

[260] A long, fragile bundle of exhausted light, stitched together with sinew and twine.

[261] Lightbulb on a skinny pole, centered in a round room, filled with peach vapor, and
morose lavender blues.



[262] The yellow, frail, musty, sweat stained curtains of existence, recycled into new wash
rags

[263] The intangible knowledge of good and evil, documented in sallow red and ochre,
carefully placed upon a shelf of its own making

[264] A painted structure forming a sharp curved plane, a suture for a wound of its own
making

[265] Paintings of solidified poetry morph into unlit, invisible sculptures

[266] The fading color of humming streetlamps, photographed by young aunts, hung on
grandmother’s fridge

[267] A ghost in @ mason jar

[268] A long fermented second

[267] A singular lapse of judgement carved into black marble

[268] A shallow sculpture made of the dust that was once a man'’s life

[269] A melting circle of gossiping stones standing in pale powder blue moonlight, awaiting a
warm breeze

[270] A traveling murder of glowing acidic orange clouds, forever seeking a deep green
valley to retire within

[271] A film based on a book written by an unreliable narrator

[272] A fourth generation video of the final ten seconds of the 1984 winter olympics
transferred onto high ferro audio tape and then broadcast via short-range radio into a
museum's coat closet

[273] A movie filmed through five layers of tinted frosted glass

[274] A cold ball of heavy water

[275] A shallow pool of inky black water sits beneath the reflection of a reclining nude

[276] A red disruption placed upon the floor

[277] A line made of old thread, sinking downward, entering flesh, humming like a bird, a
nest of solitude

[278] Raw linen, stained with beet juice, left to dry in the sun, insect tracks create infinite
pareidolia.



[279] Caged feral light
[280] The faint glow of ancient light
[281] Invisible systems and structures encircle an open field

[282] Everything meant to be destroyed, preserved only by memory, and the scent of its
passing

[283] A wound in the ground, too small to be a grave, too big to hold a seed

[284] An infinitely long line dividing neither space nor time

[285] All the salt in the Red Sea, stained golden yellow and placed in a hilton suite
[286] A small pile of dust, placed in a crystal vial, swallowed and turned into pure ecstasy
[287] The city of Louisville as a concept

[288] A white room, emptied of everything, but pale light and silent air

[289] Museum grade biblical violence

[290] An exhibition of polaroids of distant memories of lovers’ sweat

[291] A new building constructed out of old stones

[292] A crypt for a poem, placed in a field, far away from lovers

[293] A slick satin sheet embedded with the scent of old lovers

[294] Overflowing vats of powdered deep red virgin light

[295] A smooth black vascular stone placed on a tall copper green pillar

[296] A long charcoal line hastily drawn on a short wall

[297] A black portfolio of confessions, placed on acid-free backing, put in a dark,
climate-controlled room, and left only accessible by retired nuns

[298] A dull lamp black canvas hung in a dark room full to the brim with the warm
hum of barely audible speaker hiss

[299] The spit and labor of a million mud daubers used to construct a one-to-one replica of
the farnese hercules, out of nothing but the mud collected from the shore of the Ohio River

[300] A shallow room set aside for weeping wounds and endless light



[301] Golden nostalgia

[302] Bible paper thin blocks of granite laid end to end
[303] An Emotional Pole of Inaccessibility

[304] A small field of infinite displacement

[305] This silence will be the end of us

[306] Small movements of wind, water and crust transform hills into mountains, and
mountains into dust.

[307] A bipedal entity, sitting alone in a crowded room, drowning in solid air
[308] White light tentatively drips out of the holes in our hearts

[309] A living document, listing all the times we failed to note our triumphs so that we can, in
turn, make granite sculptures of our failures

[310] A ship of theseus. made not of canvas, rope, and wood, but out of skin, tendon, and
bone. A vessel manned by a crew of one.

[311] The shimmering bones of history

[312] One does not exclude the other

[313] How do we sleep at night, knowing others bleed in silence

[314] The faux simulacrum of reality, cheaply reproduced and taped upon a wall
[315] High End Luxury Suffering

[316] Small shards of falling glass cut bodies into slender red ribbons
[317] A lake by the sea, attached to the shore

[318] An object built to be destroyed

[319] An object made to fill time and space

[320] A haunted vessel of meat and bone, forced to produce for scraps
[321] A heavy pile of sullen hearts

[322] An inverted golden corner



[323] Bullets are cheaper than bread

[324] A small delicate gold and silver ball of lint placed on a wood floor
[325] Paintings of horses never get spooked

[326] One turning plane drifts into another

[327] Like a lightning damaged oak, given enough time, you will regrow.
[328] Pick a quiet spot in a field, allow the grass to go to seed.

[329] If tears were pennies, we would all be billionaires.

[330] Two vertical planes, one bigger than the other, violently held together with spikes and
wires.

[331] A short powder grey wood pillar holding a small highly patinaed copper bowl filled with
undefined words

[332] A forgotten displaced moment in time, something to be remembered overmorrow
[333] An infinitely heavy diminutive primrose object, placed within an unlit room
[334] A deeply lavender shallow sapphire monument to Saturn’s children

[335] what we choose to forget tells us more about ourselves than what we choose to
remember

[336] five pounds of heavily patinated bronze placed beneath recycled beeswax and wood
sundry

[337] a monumentally small gilded cage made to hold a bouquet of writhing anhedonia

[338] The 1st implies the 2nd / the 2nd implies the 3rd / the 3rd implies the 4th / the 4th
implies the whole.

[339] seven metal poles lying perpendicular to each other on a circular slab / length
determined by the nearest tree / diameter determined by the sun.

[340] A hole dug deep enough to fit the whole hole within its own hole
[341] baroque simplicity
[342] teenage love poems softly whispered in foreign tongues

[343] a white porcelain bowl overflowing with small infinities



[344] A sculpture made purely of ideas for pedestals containing nothing but soiled verbs
[345] Artis not a manual; it's a transmission from one mind to another
[346] If you're tired enough, you will learn to enjoy the nails

[347] A flimsy perforated wall dividing sight and sound, embellished with holy material
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[348] A well curated collection of small hours, collected in a styrofoam cup

[349]



