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of Collections of Small Things and Books and Found Objects
The Museum of Collections of Small Things and Books and Found Objects
sort of museum consisting of collections of small things, books and found objects.
Located at 45°39’08”N, 123°06’54”W,
the museum is currently open by appointment only.
Admission is free.

the collection of collections

(A partial list. Not all collections are on
view at any given time.)

• bottle cap sculptures
• chopstick papers
• water journals
• sweeper tines
• walk boxes
• not robert rauschenberg’s erasers
• soils, sands and stones
• bones
• wishbones
• snakeskins
• paint books/journals
• travel journals
• 3D postcards, old & new
• globes
• lists of skipped stones
• mosses, seeds and cones
• ricers
• braces (hand drills)
• map boxes
• recordings
• tin tubes
• tin/steel boxes & cans
The Museum of Collections of Small Things and Books and Found Objects
• church keys
(not pictu
r ed
above) is an affiliate of concretewheels.com
(@concretewheels)
• toy postal vans / various countries
• how to cut out a nori bunny kit
• sardine gyotaku
Visit us online at mocostabafo.com or @mocostaba fo..
This ad paid for by The Friends of MoCoSTaBaFO
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Letter from the Editor

Love Triangle: Sex, God & Art
The marriage of sex and art gave birth to – among other things – God and Censorship. Censorship, of course, rarely stops anyone from doing anything;
laws, are made to be broken, taboos upended; words forbidden to be uttered
will always be spoken; fruit that’s forbidden to eat will be consumed; and
abortions made illegal, will always happen. God is love, right?
Humans are hooked on this dramatic tension: Doing the “right thing”
and failing through history. The unruly child drugged on Pop Tarts
goes wild in the playground, slapping older kids and lifting up
the dresses of little girls or grabbing the weenies of little boys.
For fun, for attention, for effect. It’s all Eden all the time. But
is this the kid who ends up in prison, the kid who shoots up
churches or his or her elementary school with an AR-15?
What does censorship and God have to do with this errant child? Is culture too permissive? Too forbidding?
Too uncaring? Is God Love? Is too much (or too little) of
that Love the drug that kills or just makes art happen? A byproduct
of human activity? One that’s wasted on the steroids of organized religion? Crazy triangle.
In 1974, Lynda Benglis, an artist who worked with
poured colored latex, felt her work was not getting
enough attention. So she bought a full page ad in
Artforum and posed naked with a dildo. Seems
like a smart idea. That got her lots of attention
and she soon became a bluechip artist. Wonder
why. Nudity is always a strategy in the art world.
Full frontal sex is too. Especially if it’s done without taste, or using the critical mesh of kitsch. Think
of Jeff Koons’ porn sculptures with ex-wife, Ilona
Staller, aka Ciccolina, which in Italian translates to “little chubby one.” Koons’ works were early 1990s sensations
in marble and pictures: “Made in Heaven.” These porn works as well as his floating
basketballs and vacuum cleaners, made Koons a household name in places like Kansas and Kyiv. It also pulled in some interesting prices. Blow Job-Ice (1991) drew
bidders to heights pretty unusual for a Koons piece then – $350,000 at Sotheby’s New
York.
Perhaps one way of looking at civilization is the arc of nakedness (and the sexuality
it implies) from Eden to the GAP. In the beginning we were all naked; and there was
8trouble
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no shame (that is no consciousness of sex and/
or guilt). Just hormones running about in nature. That changed soon enough in the roughly
10,000 years we’ve been since the cultivation
of edible grains.

Get Woke
Albrecht Dürer’s 1504 copper etching, Adam
and Eve, is an idealized form of the moments
just after the first couple “woke up.” That is,
they supposedly discovered their own sexuality
(at least in the Christian Bible) and shame and
guilt, and launched the art careers of just about
everyone. While still residents of Eden (though
not for long), Dürer produced human forms that
were perfect, symmetrical, and replete with the
first formal dress code – a fig leaf for Eve and a
Tree of Life branch of Mountain Ash for Adam.
Dürer’s take on mankind and the window dressing of symbolic animals – cats, rabbits, snakes
and ox, a rat (or a mouse) and elk – is a road
map to our current state of post-modernity, an
often garish mishmash of competing claims for
representation, narration, abstraction and, in a
more political vein, a woman’s right
to choose what to do with her own
body. That, in itself, is its own
art movement, along with the
full deck of rights given and
denied to LGBTQ people.
The war going on is perhaps
fairly represented in artists’
takes on what is real, what
is fake, what is urgent, what
is permissible and what is
verbotten – even for a metier
devoted to illusion.
In 1986 Ronald Reagan’s Attorney General Ed Meese’s
reported on the state of pornography in the Great Hall of
10trouble

the US Department of Justice press conference.
In the background was the 1933 statue Spirit of
Justice, a toga-clad woman with a single breast
exposed. That same statue was hidden by $8000
curtains when in 2002 George W. Bush’s Attorney General John Ashcroft gave a talk. Why?
Times change.
Sex and God and Art are inextricably tangled
in 2022. The #metoo movement is wedded to
Roe v Wade, the Constitutional right to abortion (with some limitations). That right is under
attack, and could be overturned by the US Supreme Court by the time you read this. Debate
itself is being attacked. Look no further than
Disney World in Governor Ron DeSantis’ Florida. Here, the CEO of the Mickey
Mouse empire made his disagreement known to
the Florida governor regarding his political red
meat “Don’t Say Gay” law. DeSantis and his
Republican state legislature promptly stripped
Disney of a 55-year old grant of self-governance in the Magic Kingdom; right-wing religious extremists began (and continue to) flood
the internet’s varied public squares with the
twin accusations that anyone not in agreement
with DeSantis is a pedophile and a “groomer.”
If Walt Disney wasn’t one of the world most
prolific artists of the 20th century… well, then,
what can we say?
Andrea Serrano’s controversial work, Immersion (1987), more widely known as “Piss
Christ” features a plastic crucifix floating in a
glass tank of the artist’s urine. One critic, Lucy
Lippard, called the piece “beautiful and mysterious.” Serrano, a Catholic himself, commented
“What it symbolizes is the way Christ died: the
blood came out of him but so did the piss and
the shit. Maybe if Piss Christ upsets you, it’s
because it gives some sense of what the crucifixion actually was like...I was born and raised a
Catholic and I’ve been a Christian all my life.”

Nonetheless the work was embroiled in scandal. The artist received death threats, hate mail, lost
opportunities and grants and when
it was exhibited at the Southeastern Center for Contemporary Art
in Winston-Salem, North Carolina.
In 1989, the uproar took flight because Serrano had received money from the National Endowment
for the Arts. Then-US senators Al
D’Amato and Jesse Helms went
nuts and forced the NEA to require
their grant selections to consider
“general standards of decency.” In
Australia The Catholic Archbishop
of Melbourne sought an injunction
for the Australian Supreme Court to
ban the work from public display.
In France in 2011, the work was on
display in Je Crois aux Miracles at
the Collection Lambert in Avignon,
and the print was damaged irreparably by a couple of angry hammer-wielding Christians. Serrano’s
photograph of a mediating nun was
attacked too, maybe for the hell of
it. Religious and sexual Imagery is
a pretty tough gig in the art world particularly when it steps into the public arena. But note that
famed modern art whisperer Sister Wendy Beckett, now 88, told the intrepid modern interpreter
of reality, Bill Moyers, that she thought the work was not blasphemous at all, but an expression of
“what we are doing to Christ.” Sister Wendy, though, doesn’t wave a magic wand.
Art has always been attacked for telling the truth. The truth, however, is often coded and disseminated in hidden strategies, ideas that promote at best ambiguity and at worse confusion. Though for
the enquiring creative mind, this is designed to enrich the mental process of unpacking visual and
textual metaphors. Art – even bad art, has the capacity to promote deep inquiry, generate nuanced
knowledge and an expansion of consciousness. For that very reason it’s a threat to the more conservative minority wings of society. But like all relationships, particularly sexually-fraught triangles,
the best we can say is “It’s complicated.”
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God & Sex: Four Poems By Michael Andre
I go to church the way she smokes.
It’s irrational, l’d like to stop, but l can’t.
Doctrine, as
‘Christ lurks in the blue sky,’
burns slowly
the body
down.
Side effects include, if she’s Jewish, divorce.
God is the strong silent Type.
God is a figment of solitude.
Whilom, an atheist at a Catholic school,
I tried my best
And got good grades in the religion test.
The usual kaleidoscopic psychedelia
in his dark bar with dancers
leads Billy to the edge. The remote future
dresses in interplanetary escapades
as he sees through her blouse
and, reaching for the moon, falls
from a great height, spreading wings; being
lost is a great freedom
a forbidden pleasure he can alas afford. Drunk
punched, thrown out
on a busy street, Bill
victim of female turpitude
floppy boobs and plucked eyebrows
scoops out her eye & places a diamond there
to make what is seen more valuable than what

does see.

Loving biology, Bill now lives in a cell.

Michael Andre is a Canadian New Yorker. He has published a dozen books of poetry and
500 articles on art, literature, and film. He published the stellar magazine Unmuzzled
OX. His opera on Ray Johnson, OrfReo, was performed in New York City, where it was
filmed and recorded. Michael wrote a monthly New York Letter for Small Press Review
in Paradise CA. SPR was print only. When fire notoriously destroyed Paradise, that work
was lost. Michael is 75-years-old.
12trouble Andre on FaceBook: https://www.facebook.com/michael.andre.7127
Michael

j newton
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Cutting Sex

The Collages of James Gallagher
“I prefer my work to be abstract and suggestive when it comes to depicting sex. To
leave it open to interpretation. Characters entwined in ways that conceal their identity
and leave the viewer confused about gender and sexuality. I try to let the body language do the talking. Those subtle gestures happening within the scene (or just outside
of it) are much more interesting to me. Creating a bit of intrigue is the goal. Especially
today when porn has taken all the mystery out of sex. I’m looking to bring it back.
That thrill. Like a quick glimpse of something private, or a hint of intimacy slightly
obscured. Like back when sexual encounters happened in the shadows, rather than on
the glowing computer screen.”
James Gallagher became one of the leaders in the contemporary collage movement
with the publication of Gestalten’s Cutting Edges: Contemporary Collage. That tome,
which the artist co-edited, brought together dozens of artists exploring the myriad possibilities of pasting paper together with glue and paint and brought Gallagher’s eye to
the forefront of both curatorial and aesthetic in collage.
Gallagher is the currently the creative director of the contemporary art magazine Secret Behavior which launched in 2013. Gallagher earned a BFA from The School of
Visual Arts in New York City. He is currently the creative director at Purchase College,
SUNY and lives in Brooklyn with his wife and three children.
Visit James Gallagher’s studio website here: https://gallagherstudio.net/Life-Cuts
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Pulp Brother: Fuck This Shit
Javier Mayoral, the American artist known as
PulpBrother, moved from Spain to the US and
began life in the promised land as a cook. He
painted as a hobby and posted his musings –
about sex, depravity, our collective vices and
general darkness as a species, all freckled with
paintings of cats, bottles of Veuve Cliquot,
whips and clever one line quips. One that
is often repeated, usually by women clad in
black patent leather S&M outfits is “Fuck This
Shit.”

We love him and apparently so do some
300,000 followers on his Instagram feed. He
works small, usually acrylic on wood, and
posts almost weekly, if not more, mapping out
an hysterically depraved world of drug users,
lecherous and wonderfully deviant couples,
lonely alcoholics (hence, the Veuve Cliquot)
accessorized with cats carefully balances on
bare asses or female naked feet pointed high in
the air. Here’s a small sample of PulpBrother’s
aesthetic philosophy, a kind of ABC of vice,
debauchery and prurience. Enjoy.
https://www.instagram.com/pulpbrother/
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Jeff Ross:
Thai Porn Paintouts
I found the Thai Porn magazines in an
abandoned building in Bangkok, Thailand.
Not far from where I was living some years
ago. There was a ton of graffiti. It was very
interesting, and when I decided to pack up my
studio and return to the US I packed a ton of
these to eventually use in my collage work.
But when I told a friend about this material
they gave me a thumbs down. A friend explained that it was actually illegal to possess
and transport, due to the photo content.
Not wanting to get in trouble taking them
home, I went into a paint out frenzy a few
days before my flight. I had been doing
“PaintOuts” for quite some time. Basically

painting out the money in fashion ads, and
leaving the eyes only. So painting out the
smut, left the shapes sexless.
These pieces are the same Pancevo and Thai
Calendar girls.
Jeff Ross is an artist based in Denver,
Colorado. Having lived in Belgrade, Bankok and many cities in the United States,
Ross currently lives and works in Denver,
Colorado. His work has long involved many
disciplines from screen printing to painted
abstraction, drawing and collage. “Mistakes
are my process,” he says. He was also at
one time the main screen printer (posters, tee
shirts, etc.) for the band Nirvana.
website: www.jeffrossart.com
Instagram: jeffrossart
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LA CAVE DES PAPILLES CAVE à VIN NATURE 35 RUE DAGUERRE 75014 PARIS FRANCE www.lacavedespapilles.com
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Suzanna Scott
coin cunts
& other
work

Suzanna Scott
is an artist whose
work explores feminist themes and visual ideas
in and of the body. Her viral Coin Cunt
series of inverted change purses, stitched to resemble vulvae, portrays endless cultural associations between women,
money and power. At the same time this collection serves as
a timely symbol of empowerment and equality for all women.

facing page: self portrait with coin cunt, 2021
this page: nested purseys
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Entering her third decade as an artist, Scott employs a range
of materials, including stone, wax, fiber, paper, resin and the
occasional found object. Her work has been widely exhibited
in the United States and can be found in private collections
worldwide. Scott currently lives and works in Ruston, Louisiana.
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faxing page: ascendant (detail)
this page: nucleus
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coin cunt collection
(rainbow)
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Suzanna Scott discusses the making of her Coin Cunt collection
Interview by Trouble contributor Jennifer Allen Newton
Jennifer Newton: I really love your work.
It’s wonderfully audacious, seductive and
thought-provoking while also being beautifully
one. hat first s ar e the oin nt i ea
for you?
Suzanna Scott: Thanks so much Jennifer! I’m
always thrilled to hear when these deceivingly
simple art objects provoke the viewer in more
than one way. When I began this collection
back in early 2015 there were rumors of a female presidential candidate running for office. I
was looking for an object that would represent
the intersection of women, money and power.
There were some old kiss lock purses hanging
around the studio that I’d held onto from a previous stint selling vintage objects on Etsy. I was
playing around with them and voila!….a vulva!
Now we have our first elected female Vice
President in office.

pieces?
SS: Yes, unfortunately as we humans continue
to strive for equality we look around and still see
acts of domination perpetrated against whomever we view as “the other.” In many countries
women are still being controlled through the
barbaric practice of female genital mutilation.
Other countries restrict academic and career
opportunities for women. Here in the United
States the influence of white supremacy infiltrates all of our policies. During the pandemic
the economic loss to women, and particularly
BIPOC women, was far greater than any other
group. Employment opportunities for this group
are still not back to normal levels. Most glaringly right now is the fact that basic reproductive
healthcare

JN: Why did you decide to use the word
c nt as o ose to other terms for
female genitalia – as the term is so often used, usually by men, in the pejorative. Was there an aspect of taking
back the language and using it?
SS: I played around with different
titles. A close contender was
“Pursies” but I really liked the
alliteration and shock value
of “Coin Cunt” so I ultimately
went with that. It is definitely an act
of reclamation as both the object and
the title make the viewer do a little
double-take.
JN: Besides coin purses being such a
brilliant form to work with for this subject, as a soft, internal space that opens
to the world, as you note, there’s clearly
a message of sexuality and economics as
well. Can you talk a bit more about how you intended those messages to come across in these
60trouble

is in danger with Roe v. Wade in the precarious
state of being overturned. I won’t even start on
the damage the plague of religion plays on the
economic success of women. All these issues
end up keeping women impoverished, subservient and subsisting by whatever means necessary.
facing page:
coin cunt (portal)
this page:
coin cunt (bronze)

JN: Is there an aspect of feminine roles you
are exploring with the idea of using fabric and
sewing as a traditionally female art/craft form?

SS: When I began my career as an artist I was
primarily a stone carver and scornfully avoided
any materials that looked akin to craft. I think
the shift happened after my child was born. I’d
already begun experimenting with found objects which led to a lot of collage and assemblage work. Gradually fiber began to creep into
the mix of materials. I don’t have any formal
sewing skills, such as sewing an item of clothing from a pattern, but I’m able to make my
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sewing machine do what I need it to do. My
kind of hand stitching has evolved naturally
over hours and hours of late nights and audio
books. I’ve dubbed my signature stitch seen in
some of these fiber sculptures my “rage stitch.”

even dryer lint. Judy Chicago used what she
dubbed “central core” imagery on each plate
in “The Dinner Party.” Her aim was to reclaim
and celebrate the female experience throughout
history by creating a new visual language. As
far as readymades—I absolutely love the deceivingly simple, brain-teasing work of Meret
Oppenheim, most well known for her “Furry
Teacup.”
JN: A view through the history of Western art
serves up a treasure-trove of male genitalia, yet
the cunt is a rarity. Largely hidden from view
without some calisthenics or a mirror, the cunt
may very well be one of the least viewed (or understood) body parts outside of an OB/Gyn
text book (or pornography). Many women
(and others born with a cunt) have never
even gazed at their own, let alone seen those
of others. Your work really brings forth the
uniqueness of individual anatomies, the variety
of textures, colors, shapes and sizes. Can you
tell us more about other underlying messages
and statements you are making with this work?

JN: Are there any other artists who inspired
you in the making of these pieces? I immediately thought of Georgia O’Keeffe – though
her images were much less direct, I love her
ote
feel there is somethin ne lore
abo t women that onl a woman can e lore.
And, of course, there are other feminist artists
exploring similar themes… Do you see yourself
fittin within an artic lar cate ories
SS: The are several female artists who definitely have inspired me through their use of vulvic imagery. In particular, I would have to say
Hannah Wilke, who created repetitious forms
of vulvae out of clay, chewing gum, latex and
62trouble

SS: I found it quite ironic the other day when
seeing images on the news of women marching
in the capitol for abortion rights and, towering
over that crowd, the very phallic Washington
monument. Back when I began this project I
had no idea the variety of coin purses I would
ultimately find. The interior of the purse is
usually hidden from everyone but its owner, if
they’ve taken time to look. Since I’m literally
turning the purses inside out to create the “Coin
Cunts,” the irony of exposing that which has always been hidden by time/history is not lost on
me. Even I’m amazed by the variety in shape,
size and linings I’ve found when opening up
these well-worn coin purses—every color in
the spectrum plus some unique patterns from
checkered to paisley.
JN: Do the visible stitches represent surgical
experiences as well? For example, I immediately thought of women who have had an episiotom
rin chil birth an or the h sban
stitch often one witho t the woman s con-

sent, to tighten the vagina for her spouse (and, sadly, often causing pain for
her during sex thereafter).
SS: Using a few visible stitches on the purses not only helps them maintain
their new shape but has definitely helped open up conversations about the
“husband stitch,” you mentioned, episiotomies, the practice of female genital
mutilation and, of course, labiaplasty. As a side note, I love how the little kiss
lock knobs lend an anthropomorphic silliness to these objects. I see them as
little outstretched arms or possibly ovaries?
JN: These pieces are both a beautiful celebration of diversity and a way to
deliver potent messages. I love your artist statement, as it sums up this work
so ver well. ince we have the benefit of the written wor
ll sim l leave it
right here…and thank you for sharing your work with us!
Suzanna Scott Artist Statement:
In our new reality of untruths and the endorsement of misogynistic and racist
undercurrents in the United States, the Coin Cunts stand as a visual symbol
of empowerment and equality for all people/s with a vulva. By exposing the
mysterious interior of a ubiquitous object, we
find each Coin Cunt is distinct just as
every human is unique. A tease to
the imagination, these transposed
coin purses challenge our visual, political and cultural associations of women, money, and
power. Since their inception, the
Coin Cunts have given voice to
and raised awareness for many
causes around the globe such as
reproductive justice, sexual exploitation, FGM (female genital
mutilation), racial disparities in
maternal health, unnatural body
image ideals, the rise of labiaplasty, and the list continues to grow.

facing page: coin cunt (red)
this page: coin cunt (brown)
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facing page: coin cunt (melanin)
this page: carbuncle
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facin a e ori
this page: patriarchal pyre
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facing page: cicatrix
this page: fecund
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Fisherman Valdemar Madsen wearing one of S.N.S. Herning’s iconic knit sweaters, Denmark, 1930.

ICONS OF DANISH DESIGN
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www.sns-herning.com

THE ROSARY REVIEWS

by Victor F. Breidenbach

Ground Elk Hooves Virility Supplement
James Hogan
Elk are forest horses with swords growing out of their heads, superathletes you can eat
Ingested 5g before bed, for spiritual reasons. Dreamt of parachuting (the “parachutes” were
black drawstring trash bags) out of an airplane, into a landscape partitioned for monoculture.
Upon arrival, I was taken in by an elderly resident who “let me use”, or rather, “insisted with
suspicious vehemence” that I use her extravagantly equipped “bath house”, or rather, “room
of the gushing, wet walls” in the middle of the night, when I was supposed to be asleep.
Later, when I “was done”, or rather, “had outdone myself”, I caught her peeping through “a
pane of frosted glass”. Then she patted me dry and helped me into “an enormous, terrycloth
bathrobe”. Upon waking, I consulted Freud’s On the Interpretation of Dreams. I interpret this
dream as an intra-uterine squirt fantasy, the walls of my “once-upon-a-time home” spraying
me with the “not-quite-water of life”. 4/5
LUBE by Clarissa Montero (150ml)
Ned Simmons
Like anointing your member
Hey everyone, here to report on my experience with LUBE by Clarissa Montero (150ml). After
chugging a protein berry smoothie (fortification), I went on IG and tapped on the video of a
woman showing off the same outfits before and after getting breast reduction surgery (she
was much happier, more smiley, in the “after” videos), then continued scrolling, letting the
algorithm, which I’m usually pretty happy with, guide me. I tapped through to the OnlyFans
page of “the nastiest gamer girl out there”, bought one of three remaining discounted subscriptions for US$3 + VAT, unsubscribed so it wouldn’t renew for US$20 + VAT, then applied
LUBE by Clarissa Montero and masturbated while scrolling through her feed. I shortly considered tipping US$15 to remove a star-shaped icon from between her legs, but ejaculated onto
my torso before deciding. Using LUBE by Clarissa Montero improved the overall experience of
this by maybe 25%, but given the small bottle size (150ml) and hefty asking price (US$35 +
VAT), I’d say this is more of a Christmas morning lube, not your everyday “wiener-greaser”.
3/5
Greedy Girl G-Spot Rabbit Vibrator
Rainmaker73
Grade A tool to make her gush
Used this on my gf and she squirted right at me. It was like opening a packet of tofu too
quickly. 5/5
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Lifelike Lover Classic Realistic Dildo 6 Inch
Harriet B.
Totally useless
If you ask me, too much has been made of Mona Lisa’s smile. The truly indecipherable, fathomless smile is that on the closed lips of the penis, of which the mystic’s serene smile is only
a crude imitation. In this respect, I had high hopes for the Lifelike Lover Classic Realistic
Dildo 6 Inch, but I was sorely disappointed. In fact, I wish I’d been “sorely” disappointed, but
not only do its penis lips lack all mystery, the Lifelike Lover Classic Realistic Dildo 6 Inch
lacks even the girth to make up for this obvious defect with the brute ability to stretch me out.
1/5
Crown of Thorns in Glass and Rosewood Casing
Deborah Lore
Get it blessed by your local priest before placing it in your home
This is one of my most prized possessions, which is why it hurt all the more when I discovered that my son (25-year-old male with hazel eyes, luscious hair) corrupts the crown of
thorns for base purposes when he and his friends (blue hair is code for satanic persuasion, I
think?) get drunk, wear it in mocking imitation of our Lord and Savior Jesus Christ in satirical passion play. My boy (I watched through spy cam I had installed in base of wall-mounted
crucifix) will make great show of undressing to Calvin Klein underwear, take out crown of
thorns from glass and rosewood casing to cheers from (all male) friends, then place on head
and position himself against giant heirloom crucifix in standard “dead Jesus pose”. I (as good
Catholic mother) am gravely concerned about my baby boy with the hazel eyes. 2/5
Pipedream Extreme Spidergag
Hank O.
I can recommend this product from the bottom of my heart
There is, when master inserts the rod into my helpless mouth repeatedly and with great force,
a total sense of calm that settles over me. I’m finally where I’m supposed to be: on my knees,
barely breathing, almost (sometimes actually) throwing up. This contraption is MERCILESS.
I’m giving myself a raging hard-on just writing this review (in a coffee shop). Pro-tip: beg
your master to connect the metal ring at the back of the Pipedream Extreme Spidergag to the
tainless teel nal oo to further restrict your range of motion. 5/5
GamerGirl Bath Water
AhegaoLover
A sad step for mankind, but the next step for me
We used to joke we’d drink her bath water, and now here we are, buying her bath water to
drink, vape, or display, each according to their own. Did you know that, with her dirty bath
water alone, Belle Delphine has made over $12 Million from thirsty gamer boys like me?
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This may be a sad moment for us collectively, a low-point as a species even, but personally I
can’t wait for my 150ml of blessed elf-water to arrive. 3/5
Men’s Necklace with Cross Pendant 333 Gold 8 Carat Curb Chain
Tim Bone

Cory Seznec & Friends
«The Sunset Session»
2 Juillet 2022 20H00

A powerful pendant
$335 is a lot to ask, but where my masculinity and faith are concerned, I spare no expense.
With the first four shirt buttons undone, the cross pendant rests nicely in my patch of exposed
chest hair. My body thus unmistakably coded as male and god-fearing, I feel pretty much
invincible. The other morning, at the omelet bar, the chef mixed onions into my omelet...
though I’d told him repeatedly not to (I said it twice). Usually, I would have let this go, not
wanting to inconvenience anyone, but then I thought... have I not been inconvenienced? And
is my convenience not worth just as much, if not, as a paying customer, more than that of the
omelet chef? I wasn’t 100% sure about this, but with some encouragement from Linda, I went
back and politely asked for a new, onionless omelet. 4/5

Duncan Wickel • Daniel Mizrahi • Karl Jannuska
Invités Surprises
Sunset/Sunside • 60 Rue des Lombards, 75001 Paris, France

Stoya Destroya Combo Package
Vincent Boyd
I faltered on my way to the espressolounge

Victor F. Breidenbach is a Berlin-based poet
Instagram: www.instagram.com/vfbreidenbach/
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This morning, on my way to the espressolounge, I was unsatisfied with my reflection in the
shop windows. My face had a raw, irritated look to it, like graying, ground beef. I felt an
immense heaviness, like I was lacking prospects, professional and romantic ones. I decided
to get a cup of coffee at a corner store, sit under the overcast sky, and see if I could rally the
strength to complete my journey. Drinking the coffee was nice, but I was unable to rally the
strength. Avoiding reflecting surfaces, I walked back to my apartment, kicked off my shoes,
and fell into a depressive stupor on the couch. After a textureless, indefinite amount of time,
the doorbell rang, and I received a large, discreetly packaged delivery item, which I knew to
contain the Stoya Destroya Combo Package, which, on a whim, feeling rich and horny, I’d
ordered a few days ago, then forgotten about. I drew the blinds, settled back into a horizontal position on the couch, and unpacked the fleshlight, modeled on the pale private parts of
Stoya. I rallied myself to clean and preheat the sleeve, then lubed it with Fleshlube Water, and
settled on the couch again. Piercing the 360° pleasure dome of the Destroya was so much like
the real thing, as far as I could recall, that my nervous system instantly relaxed. I felt held in a
larger, softer space, and after an initial moment of shock, I burst into tears. Gently stroking, I
cried for a long time, and when the tears had subsided, in the quiet exhaustion that followed,
I began to pray: I pray that I and others who falter, on journeys, in front of shop windows,
before the works we are called upon to complete, may be rallied to go on. I pray that the fears
that cri le s will event all when we can fin no other ro ress force s to wal an
pray that prospects, professional and romantic ones, may open up for you and me. 5/5

Love in the Afternoon:
Francisco G Pinzón Samper
Francisco G Pinzón Samper is a Colombian
artist born in 1997 in Bogota. He studied
art sciences at the Sorbonne University
in Paris and plastic arts at The Fine Art
School of Paris, where he lives and works.
Pinzón Samper’s work oscillates among
personal, wistful, and spiritual relationships. His figures come across vivacious,
their disparate personalities transcribed
through body positioning, hand gestures,
and broad splashes of color.
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Mark
Sink’s
Andy
Warhol
Years
By Matthew Rose

n
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arhol ort ollins
photo by John Bonath ©1981
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Where and when did you meet Andy Warhol?
It was in 1981 in Fort Collins, Colorado. Andy
was there for a show at Colorado State University, part of a POP Art series that patrons and
collectors John and Kimiko Powers brought to
the University. I was in town for a state finals
bicycle race and my best friend (then closeted) who had previously met Chris Makos and
Andy in New York City told me to go and meet
Andy and tell him Craig sent me.

“Look who I found.”
Take a deep breath, Mark,
here you go.
Early that morning, I had a terrible bike crash
sprinting to the finish line. I was all scraped up
and limping. But I did make it to the campus in
search of Andy, asking people where he was.
I got closer, opening class room doors up and
down halls and finally I opened up a door, and
and there he was, alone signing posters. His
crew had left to get him something and Chris
Makos and Bob Colacello [Editor of Interview Magazine] and Fred Hughes [President of
Andy Warhol Enterprises] were running around
on campus looking at the cute kids.

all photos by Mark Sink (except as noted)

I

n the early 1980s, Mark Sink found himself
face to face with one of his art heroes – Andy
Warhol. All alone in a room prior to an art opening at a local Colorado university museum,
Warhol was signing posters. Sink joined him to
pitch in and a friendship was born. Sometimes
romantic but always sincere, Mark’s career as
a photographer came into focus that day – but
first as a model for Warhol. Sex, drugs and art
produced a potent cocktail of excitement for the
twenty-something photographer; concocted in
the breathless New York of the pre-AIDS 1980s
Mark Sink became an artist and curator of uncommon nature. Humble, wise, generous and
articulate.
A photographer and curator as well as a pillar
in the Denver art community, Mark consulted
with the Aspen Art Museum on the recent show
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of “Warhol in Aspen.” Mark is a cofounder of
the Museum of Contemporary Art Denver and
is the founder of the Denver Collage Club, The
Big Picture and the biannual Month of Photography Denver. Mark regularly shows his work
at the Robin Rice Gallery, in New York City,
and RedLine Contemporary Art Center in Denver and across the globe.
Mark’s photographic works are much in demand and can be seen here:
https://www.gallerysink.com/
as well as on instagram:
https://www.instagram.com/marksink/
and here:
http://marksinkphotography.blogspot.com/
The Aspen Art Museum interview of Mark
Sink talking about Andy Warhol in Aspen .....
https://youtu.be/QkukCqYCsZg

After I introduced myself and mentioned Craig,
Andy was VERY happy to see me. He put me
to work, and I started pulling the prints off the
stack after he signed them.
We talked quite a bit, and I
told him I was a photographer and CRAZY for Interview Magazine. Andy said,
“Oh, you should work for
us opening accounts in Colorado.” The next issue I was
on the masthead.

went out on the campus to find Bob and Chris
Makos. AW says to Chris, in this super queer
voice, “Look who I found.” Take a deep breath,
Mark, here you go.
Chris Makos fell madly in love with me. These
days, years later, we talk weekly. Sometimes he
comes and stays here in Denver with me and
I’ve helped organize about a half dozen shows
in Denver for him.
So you began selling ads for Interview… ?
I began working as a circulation representative in Colorado but I also I worked with Chris
Makos on photo shoots like New Faces in the
Rockies. And a funny note about Chris Makos – he did Andy’s books in his apartment
bathroom n New York. Using the sink and the
bathtub to develop the prints. In New York, I
did what I’d call slave work for him. But I was
young and this was New York. And I had a job
at Interview.
This was 1981?
It was the time before one Andy’s great loves,
Jon Gould, but after his other great love, Jed
Johnson.
Was Andy looking to date you?
Andy was testing the waters ... Jon at that time
was on and off with Andy … kinda hot and cool
… so I think Andy was always keeping an eye

How did the rest of that
day go?
After we signed the posters and he gave me the job
at Interview…. Andy and I
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out, but not sure really. I was 100% unaware of
his relationship status, though he did want to
go on dates.

sheets – Andy Warhol’s Contact Sheets, Stanford University. He also photographed me at
Area, a New York City night club.

Did Warhol photograph you?

Why did Andy want to photograph you?

Andy shot me with my pants down basically
the day we first met … He invited me back to
the hotel, The Best Western. “Can I photograph
those.” And I’m like of course. So the pants
go down. I think he used a Minox camera, but
might have shot polaroids. He shot about a roll.
All of these photos are in a book of contact

He wanted to see my bicycle crash scrapes.
That’s how it started. Later on I sent Andy
nudes of myself when he returned to New York.
I think he asked me to send them. They are in
his time capsules. I mailed him a Diana camera
to take a roll of film of him self ... but I believe
he just threw it in a time capsule. [The Time
Capsules are Warhol’s largest
collecting project, in which he
saved source material for his
work and provide an enormous
record of his own daily life; the
material includes thousands of
items – cookie jars, record albums, business records, personal notes. These items are kept
at the Andy Warhol Museum in
Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania].

Then he wrote
down his phone
number in New
York. He was hitting on me!
When we first met at the opening for his show in Fort Collins,
Colorado, I jumped in a big
king-size bed with him when
he was laying down for a nap.
Andy loved it but his crew did
not. They shooed me out of the
room so he could rest for the
opening.
How was the opening?
Everyone was waiting in line
for him to sign books posters
and things. I had brought all my
books for him to sign. He was
very happy to see me when I
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stepped up to the table with all
these things. Andy signed dozens
of pages, drew in books (penises
and money symbols ), then proceeded to flip through his portrait
book and sign every page. He
said, “Tell me which ones you
like.” That took a long time with
extremely frustrated fans and
helpers. Then he wrote down his
phone number in New York. He
was hitting on me!
What did you make of Andy’s
sexuality?
Well, my friend, Craig… I didn’t
know he was gay. I was a pretty straight guy. Those were the
times – you didn’t know most
of the time. Everything I read
about Warhol was that he was
asexual. He was seen with Edie
Sedgwick… So, I didn’t know.
He didn’t have sex with boys or
girls. Sex was too hard and weird
for Andy. Now everyone is realizing that Andy was in fact very
sexual.
Warhol’s New York was very
much the Ground Zero for
what he called “The Gay Cancer” – AIDS. Do you recall the New York
caught in this deathly whirlpool?
Oh sure. It was like Vietnam for me. My best
friend Craig Scott died of AIDS. Edmond
Gauntly who was in charge of Warhol’s print
sales, died. I dated him in New York. (I owned
some Warhol prints from him). I found out I
was HIV positive in 1989. I just found a tape
of the blood draw in my archives! I thought
for sure I was going to die soon. That is why I
moved back to Colorado in 1991. Came home
to die.
But you didn’t…
No… I took a photograph of my self getting

Mark and Andy, Fort Collins, Colorado 1981.
Photo by Christopher Makos. Collection Mark Sink.

the AIDS blood test and I came back positive
as I said, and thought death was coming and
I packed up and headed out. It was painful in
many, many ways. But then, I didn’t get sick.
I saw some doctors – this is 1991 – and they
told me I was part of a small group of HIV positives who are “non-progressors.” The HIV is
positive, but the immune system keeps it all
in check. Doctors told me “You’re a unicorn,
Mark Sink.” The magic chalice.
Back to the Warhol ‘80s… At the Factory
on 860 Broadway, you were ostensibly there
are a gopher but also as a photographer.
But you mentioned you were a model for
Warhol? Andy was photographing tons of
young gay men for his work…
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Andy was my ‘60s hero… but what he really
was in the 1980s was a bored housewife. I went
to see his work in different venues and even at
the Factory … they looked vintage. Dusty. I
had a moment of falling out.
You didn’t stay and work at the Factory
like so many others…
There was something missing, like I said, the
work and the feeling there was not as I had envisioned it, and that was one of the reasons I
didn’t hang around at the Factory. The cooler
scene was downtown with Jean-Michel Basquiat and Rene Ricard. But over the years, I realized the genius of Warhol. The Piss Paintings,

New York in the 1980s defined a good many
artists – from Basquiat to Haring to others
say like Ross Bleckner, Robert Mapplethorpe, Peter Hujar, David Wojnarowicz and
many others. Warhol assistants like Ronnie
Cutrone as well as dealers – Mary Boone,
Leo Castelli, Tony Shafrazzi and on and on…

Fiorucci’s opening – that was when we
bought a sewing machine. (His last work
consisted of sewn photos – sewn actually by Michele Loud, of the Loud family.
It was a famed American Family series,
something of a pre-curser to reality TV.
Andy LOVED that series …)

A good many of these artists were discovered and championed by a friend I did a lot of
work with – poet and art writer Rene Ricard.
Yes, Jean-Michel, Julian Schnabel, Keith Haring, Francesco Clemente and dozens of others
came out in the 1980s and defined an era, an
aesthetic, perhaps even a politics. Rene Ricard
was court critic for almost everyone. Rene was
intense and ours was a wild rollercoaster ride of
a friendship. there were super highs and super
lows.

Maybe his making porn
art fit our over-sexed
society, like Campbell’s
soup did our consumer-crazy society.

Your time in New York was consumed with
the art world in all its incarnations but you
seemed to work largely as a photographer?
I worked photographing art works for Leo Castelli and Marlboro gallery, and for Jean-Michel’s last dealer Vreg Baghoomian. So I was
up front and center. But my experience was
pretty wide and I worked with a large group of
artists, some I knew, others I was simply acquainted with. Once Peter Hujar photographed
me from afar. I always wanted to know him
better. David Wojnarowicz was another artist I
wanted to know better. I realized after his death
how important he was in the downtown scene.

I was invited to Los Angeles
to hang out with Andy. And
we had a wild, wild fun time
around town…
the Shadow paintings, the Big Cocks… the
endless exploration – even Andy Warhol TV. I
realized it all too late late and then, in 1987,
Andy died.
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At the time, I was friends with art writer and
actress Cookie Mueller and her artist husband
Vittorio Scarpati who, like Cookie, died of
AIDS in 1989. There is a great book – an oral
history – on her life done like a A-Z encyclopedia. It’s a great NYC 1980s read. That was
my world.

I just read this from Cookie Mueller, which
she wrote before she died:
ort natel
am not the first erson to tell
you that you will never die. You simply lose
your body. You will be the same except you
won’t have to worry about rent or mortgages
or fashionable clothes. You will be released
from sexual obsessions. You will not have
drug addictions. You will not need alcohol.
You will not have to worry about cellulite or
cigarettes or cancer or AIDS or venereal disease. o will be free.

There were a couple of the Aspen trips where
Andy wanted me around and he talked about
it in the Diaries. There was a famous snowmobile crash I got on film, but that was also when

Did you travel and photograph Warhol?
Or with his cohort and photographer,
Chris Makos?
Chris and I were early lovers, and we are still
close friends. Chris was madly in love with
me and Andy loved the drama it was causing;
he wrote about it in the diaries. I was invited
to Los Angeles to hang out with Andy. And
we had a wild, wild fun time around town…
got great shots of Andy at Danny Dogs with
punk kids. We had lunch with the famous
writer Christopher Isherwood. I ended up
sleeping with Fred Hughes who later I became very close and smitten with. I took
around 30 rolls of film. I was the talk of the
factory after that I think…
So you dated Warhol? Or is that the
wrong word?
Andy dated me, yes. I think that’s correct to
say. He took me to Odeon, and once up to
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Andy and Jon Gould were heating back up; he
gave me much less attention with Jon around.
Tell me a bit more about the Warhol’s
“Cock Shots,” clearly pornographic works,
but exceptionally frank, directly and emblematic art works of that time.
The “Cock Shots” or body parts were done at
860 Broadway in the late 70s, early 80s. I had
missed all that when I was there in New York.
Victor Hugo a total extrovert showed up with
Liza Minelli. Victor was the subject of hundreds of polaroids engaged in fellatio or just
posing for Andy. The works were done somewhat discretely and quietly done in a kind of
“porn room.” There was a pretty big crew and
it was kept pretty hush-hush. At the Factory,
things were very business
oriented. Anything that
was salacious or sexually
oriented was after hours.
But the thing about Andy
is that as he got older,
his work in this area and
maybe his whole personality, was more about
love, less about sex.
The thing is Andy was
crazy for beauty. Male
beauty. I don’t think he
was sexually attracted to
female beauty. He was
constantly asking people
– myself included – for
ideas – something on the edge, something fresh
and new. Like a lot of artists you’re on an exploration and don’t know where you‘re going
until you step back.
So was pornography an aspect of his art
that Warhol consciously embraced?
Well in that sense, maybe his making porn art
fit our over-sexed society, like Campbell’s soup
did our consumer-crazy society. In that time
you could not show men having sex or a penis.
It was all work that was very buried. Remember
that at this time Andy was doing lots of other things like the Wicked Witch images, Indi92trouble

an Head Nickels and the Endangered Species
series. People in the know probably found the
more pornographic imagery more collectible;
it’s clearly more expensive. Those were always
put aside; they were clear “No-Nos.” Of course
there was some acceptable queer art but Andy
never wanted to go over that edge and be too
queer.
But those days are over and queer art is
widely accessible and accepted – and not in
a small way.
Yes, of course. These works are in public collections. Now this work is being celebrated.
You’d have to say that Andy was an advocate
for queerness.

Warhol made quite a lot of homoerotic
work – I’m thinking of the figure drawings
– mostly heads and portraits – with gold
leaf. Then of course, there are drawings
from the 1970s – penises mostly, and many
silkscreens of the same subject matter. Tell
us what you remember about them – their
existence or their creation. There were the
drag queen images of Andy, too…
That was a tricky time. There were discussions, I understand, was it going too far? Remember that Andy was also working as a Zoli
model and the Factory folks were trying to run

the business. Sponsorship branding with giant
companies… etc. The business was balancing
it all and not wanting Andy to be over the top,
going too far. Andy in drag. The question, was
it too queer?, came up. But in the 1980s, Andy
drew penises for me! And money symbols and
on the pieces he’d write the word “WORK.”
How did sex – male sexuality, male genitalia, the overheated sexuality in the clubs in
the go-go New York 1980s – figure into the
creation of art? How did it make it meaningful…and what has changed, perhaps, to
make it more meaningful. How much was
surface? How much was observation? What
exactly did Warhol author with his lens and
aesthetics pointed towards the male sex?
Was it object, subject or something else,
deeper?
It’s a good question. Sex and our society at that
time was a very complicated story – from my
point of view. Andy was always an art mirror
of our society. This was a time of a big rise in
the club disco scene, and the bathhouse scene
– the late ‘70s and ‘80s. Oh, the dancing! This
was an exciting time – the clubs were queer and
straight and racially mixed – at least the ones
that were the most fun. It felt like an enlightened era to celebrate everyone coming together.
And this was going on all over the world. The
rise of the gender-neutral and queer club kids,
LGBTQ pride. I started wearing Jean-Paul
Gaultier skirts and Doc Martin boots when I
went out…even make up! A lot of my Polaroids
are from Area or Dancteria when Madonna was
an elevator operator there. Area, and for the early morning, The Garage, were heavy Amyl Nitrite (poppers) centers; There was pot and soon
there was Crack in the air. It was everywhere. I
lived next door to the RawHide, a serious leather bar. That place was a trip. Leather and sweat
and poppers. Andy knew it. Andy was exploring all this with Victor Hugo and others from
the Factory.
During the ‘60s Silver Factory era, a certain
sexuality was there, but most “cock” anything
was hidden. Andy veiled male love carefully,

and in fact, brilliantly. LGBTQ was celebrated and going mainstream, however. Think Lou
Reed and his song, “Take a Walk on the Wild
Side.” Andy was on point. His portrait series
“Ladies and Gentleman” celebrated the beauty and diversity of the New York queer scene
with drag queens and trans women of color like
Stonewall activist Marsha P Johnson. Of course,
that died when Andy was shot, but in the 1980s
it was becoming vogue again, and Andy wanted
to be part of that. He had many facilitators like
Victor Hugo. Everyone was exploring. But then
AIDS swept in. That’s the complicated part; the
dampening of queer erotic lifestyle with photography and art going more mainstream, became a kind of underclass project once more. It
was pushed underground again.

Matthew Rose is editor and publisher of Trouble.
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236 WALNUT AVENUE, CANTON, OHIO 44702 TEL: +1.330.704.8140 WWW.STRAUSSFURNITURE.COM

Basic
Sailing
Theory
Five small books
made from one original,
reconfigured, with
shifting emphasis,
collage, ink and pen.
Jamie Newton
2018
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jamie newton lives and works in the coast range foothills west of portland, oregon
he is an artist, writer and co-creator of trouble
@concretewheels / @mocostabafo
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Anushka:

chaos, stains & stupid feelings
a (mattress) collection of longing

Anushka’s recent work and ongoing project is tagging
abandoned mattresses. She sees on these discarded
pallets the good and bad dreams and anxieties, both the
abandoned and rising hopes, the sometimes disturbed
and often enlightened lives of her fellow night travelers. The mattresses, typically dumped on streets or
tossed along roadsides, evidencing the sweat and bodily stains of their night riders are proof that the world of
sleep and love and exhaustion is not an easy one. These
mattresses echo human chaos and stupid feelings, she
says, and she’s correct. Left out in the elements awaiting waste disposal, they corroborate a strange dark
world we all inhabit, sometimes with others, oftentimes
alone.
Discarded mattresses are part of the typical street scene
across the world. No matter which country or city,
abandoned mattresses are part of the landscape. People
have become so used to them they are hardly even
noticed. Anushka has noticed them, however, and taken
up a self-imposed challenge to make these mattresses
her canvas. And with her words, spray painted across
these mattresses, she releases these beds from their
context, that of being trash. In this way, she says, the
detritus becomes an intimate and daily object again and
transforms itself into an animated, though temporary,
form of street art. Sometimes these mattresses and
their messages last a few days, sometimes only a few
minutes.
“The first mattress I tagged was in the countryside in
Alentejo, Portugal, at a friend’s country home. They
kept the mattress outside the house; they would take
it to the dump at the next opportunity. The mattress
was leaning against the wall next to a window with its
shutter down. You could see the years of use, the lives
of those who sleep on it staining the faded floral pattern
canvas that covered it. The sky that day was gray and
cloudy. The tristesse and beauty of this scene was beyond compare. When I saw this lonely abandoned mattress, I felt touched and instantly felt the urge to write
something on it, to give it a voice. I asked my friends if
it was okay, and when they said “Yes.” I borrowed two
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spray cans from them and got started. And I
tagged the mattress with this message:
“I’ve had wonderful nights. It just weren’t the
ones with you.”
I messed up the first side and had to flip it
around. I was terrible at writing on blackboards at school as a child and I always hated
my own handwriting. Therefore, I worked for
many years with typewriters. The mattress, all
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of a sudden, gave me the freedom to just not
give a fuck. It works or you simply mess it up.
And it doesn’t matter. As I am an adrenaline
junkie this is one of the reasons why I got
hooked. Since that day in Portugal, I always
have spray cans with me. The various states of
preservation of the mattresses, and their often
unique covers, as well as the places where they
are abandoned never fail to amaze me. It’s
comparable to people you meet. Together it’s
possible to create memories and to tell great

stories – if you accept that they have already
their own stories and stains. And that it’s not
about hiding them. It’s about facing them.“
Anushka is a German text-based visual artist
with Russian roots living and working in Portugal. Anushka writes poems, love letters and
all kind of word organizations. She combines
words with daily objects and creates with them
room-sized installations. The detail-loving
n sh a sa s abo t herself
he is a s ecial-

ist in broken hearts, ambitious hairstyles and
good drinks, and she collects everything she
doesn’t need but desperately wants to have.
Minimalism is not her thing, she is more a
‘more is more’ kind of person. But nevertheless
Anushka is totally able to say a lot with using
onl few wor s.
Anushka on Instagram: https://www.instagram.com/dear.anushka/
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Gymastique des Corps: Victor Matussiere
“J’ai toujours était fasciné par la nudité aussi
bien pour sa beauté, la plastique des corps,
que pour son coté interdit. Le nu est est très
vite associé a la sexualité et à la pornographie. Moi je pense que c’est plus le problème de gens trop frustrés et pas bien dans
leur tête. La nudité a toujours été présente et
représenté depuis l’antiquité et reste un sujet
artistique universel.

The Red Wheelbarrow Bookstore
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9, rue de Médicis 75006 Paris France
https://theredwheelbarrowbookstore.com/

“C’est la plastique des corps qui me plait
surtout, ses lignes, ses courbes, ses volumes.
Il y a une force graphique et pure très puissante. C’est quelque chose que je retrouve
aussi dans les fleurs que j’aime également
beaucoup photographier. Pour la série
AQUAGYM j’ai voulu jouer sur l’altérité, le
contraste entre l’homme, de fer et la femme,
de marbre. Une gymnastique des corps qui
ne fait plus qu’un et devient chorégraphie.

“Le nu est aussi un bon moyen pour s’exprimer et travailler des nouveaux jeux de
lumière et des nouvelles techniques. C’est
un vrai laboratoire de recherche.
“A coté de mon travail commercial et artistique je tiens un compte Instagram qui relève
plus du reportage et qui a pour sujet les gens
dans la rue qui s affichent singulièrement et
qui m’inspirent énormément d’une façon ou
d’une autre.

Infos Victor Matussiere
Instagram
Studio:
https://www.instagram.com/studiomatussiere/

Street:
https://www.instagram.com/me_my_cell_and_eye/
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Feminists Gay Guys Worship
by Bill Arning

Years ago when I was a full-time art-writer

I was working with an editor on a piece about
Tracey Emin. My old-school but brilliant female editor was trying to get me to tone down
my breathless adulation for Emin’s gutsy textbased works and performance videos. I had
called Emin a “feminist goddess” and the editor
asked me to consider that she might be the type
of feminist goddess that only gay boys worshipped, not actual women.
While I refused to tone down my gushing over
the artist, claiming critical self-awareness as
my salvation, our conversation made me think
of what “feminists gay men love” meant as a
category. There were clearly just as many if not
more on the other team, that is, feminists gay
men loathed; but their critical agenda appeared
to lack faith in the liberating power of pleasure
and humor.
In my curatorial work I have frequently invited queer men to unpack art works that caused
difficulty for traditional feminist art historians
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due to sexual or otherwise subversive humor. I
am convinced that the back and forth between
feminist and queer theory-based aesthetics are
fruitful.
I have lived in Texas for 12 years and although
I am relocating in 2023 to the Hudson Valley
full time, I have absorbed a lot of feisty Texas culture. This small list contains smart and
perceptive Texas-based art makers. They conjure the ghostly icons of progressive culture in
Texas – three strong, late Texas women: Ann
Richards, Molly Ivins and Barbara Jordan (two
politicians and a writer). When I describe an
artist by referring to their Texas roots, it is these
women’s spirit I think of.
Plucky, funny and sexy feminists often
grouped under “third-wave” feminism were
always my team – from the earliest days of my
curatorial career to today, where I continue to
work with new generations of women artists.
Some are gay themselves but most are not.
In my pantheon, however, they are all queer
icons, and as a team, alwaysSusan Silas /

Debra Berrera / Previous Twin: Freed Mexican Free Tailed Bat, 2019
graphite on paper; 13 x 21 inches
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Janice Freeman / DoDo4U, 2022
wood, wire, fabrics and yarn on spinning pedestal; 48 x 78 x 42 inches
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Thedra Cullar Ledford / 16 Ears from Lady Part Trays Series, 2014-2015
oil paint on metal trays; dimensions variable

trouble 139

aren ea le romethe s
acrylic, and ink on paper; 30 x 23 inches
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Elizabeth Insogna / Labyrinth-Serpent-Strange Armor-Shapeshifting-Bird, 2021
glazed Stoneware, 36 x 23 x 23 inches
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Robin Kahn / Correctly Set Cocks 2021
mixed media collage; 12 x 10.5 inches
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Alyssa Kazew / Are Your Feeling It Now, Mr Krabs, 2022
archival color photograph; 20 x16 inches
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Katharine Kuharic / Backwards Flag, 1998
oil on linen; 26 x 20 inches.
Courtesy of Katherine Kuharic and P.P.O.W., New York
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ovie livia
e
fresco-secco on wood panel, 5 x 5 feet, hexagon
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reeti a a ariah the worl nee s o r ni e ifts on t leave with them still insi e o
mother’s silk sari, glitter, and paint on yoga mats; 63 x 47 inches
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Facing page: Emily Peacock / Vitruvian Woman Peeing & Gaze That Old Fashion Gaze, 2022
archival inkjet print; 20 x 30 & 15 x15 inches
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Susan Silas / Ode to Echo and Narcissus (sculpture study), 2022
digital study for a marble sculpture
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Gods
of
Eros
By Bill Arning
When I discovered drinking at age 13, it-

be told, I only went to AA meetings to try get
my boyfriend of eight years to stay with me,
to not leave me. It worked, for a bit. But I was
flummoxed by the spiritual side of 12-step programs. Why did I have to find a god to guide me
to merely decline a genre of beverages?

seemed I might be able to return to an enchanted life. With alcohol a hint of my childhood,
where rocks and frogs had souls and were my
intimate friends, could return. I felt then, the
call of a life in art, and felt sure, too, that normal social rules no longer applied to me. Day
drinking, saying yes to every drug offered, and
at the cusp of adolescence, setting out to seduce
every boy in my class, was more than allowed
—it was a requirement. It was thrilling and absolutely necessary.

But it didn’t matter what or who your higher
power was – it just had to be anything or anyone, but you. So I jumped into spiritual comparison shopping. Every friend with a spiritual
dimension suddenly had a very interested Bill
with them at the ashrams, the meditation classes, the bible studies and the unitarian theology
classes. Even Catholic and Episcopalian church
services and a mosque in Istanbul had me as a
very interested tourist seeing if I felt the Holy
Spirit.

But “alcholic” drinking and drugging is quite
distinct from the fun kind. In alcoholic drinking, intoxication generated a buzz of happiness
and conviviality and offered the illusion that
a dawning joy would one day return. Alcohol
was, in effect, an accelerant for chasing memories. The Alcoholics Anonymous bible describes it this way:

At this point I was curator at the MIT List Visual Arts Center and working on a project with the
great queer Canadian Conceptualist AA Bronson. My boss, the late Jane Farver, a legendary
curatorial force, had no idea I was getting sober
and would request an “AA Meeting,” meaning
an all-staff discussion of the exhibition. We all
laughed at the idea that we were going to be
saying the Serenity Prayer
and holding hands.

For most normal folks, drinking means conviviality, companionship and colorful imagination.
It means release from care, boredom and worry.
It is joyous intimacy with friends and a feeling
that life is good. But not so with us in those last
days of heavy drinking. The old pleasures were
gone. They were but memories. Never could we
recapture the great moments of the past. There
was an insistent yearning to enjoy life as we
once did and a heartbreaking obsession that
some new miracle of control would enable us
to do it. There was always one more attempt—
and one more failure. The less people tolerated
us, the more we withdrew from society, from life
itself. As we became subjects of King Alcohol,
shivering denizens of his mad realm, the chilling vapor that is loneliness settled down.
Looking back I felt like an idiot. I’d been trying to perfect my boozing for decades. Truth
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Yet AA Bronson
did, in fact, lead
me toward a spiritual solution. In his
artist book Negative
Thoughts published
for his exhibition
at the MCA Chicago,
AA discussed
the magic of
“Body Electric” and the
experience
of
leaving
one’s body
and directly
experiencing the Divine

Aaron Michael Skolnick

ill restin in

arfa.

il on inen.

through working with a group of gay men to
enlarge and channel erotic energy. While my
coming out was as unproblematic as I can imagine, there was still some nagging sense that the
source of my perpetual discomfort I had been
treating with booze was linked at some core
level to sex.
Many gay folks in recovery recall when taking their first drink, typically before puberty, a
feeling of a never-before experienced release
from a tension that suffused their entire beings. It implied there existed a global army of
queer children more stressed out than CEOs of
international corporations. The simple fact is
that being born queer into straight families is a
taxing experience—even before overt sexuality
appears on the horizon.
I called AA and told him what I was looking
for and he assured me I was walking down the

o rtes

)

right path. As I looked into the basics, I learned
I would be with a group of men in the woods.
I would learn to trust them. We would all be
sexually stimulated with hands only, and learn
to breathe in a particular way to avoid orgasm.
And that energy, that orgasm would be dispelled; in the process of four days in the forest,
it would be internalized until the final ceremony – the “Big Draw.” It all seemed very mysterious.
I got a ride up from Cambridge to a Southern
New Hampshire clothing-optional campground
with a big bear of a man, a gay man who owned
an air conditioning company. He definitely confused categories. The workshop was the basic
Body Electric “Celebrating the Body Eroticism,” and it would present the foundation of
the program.
“The Body Electric School was first founded
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in the San Francisco Bay Area in 1984 in response to the emotional trauma, social dislocation, and shame experienced by gay men during
the first years of the AIDS crisis,” according to
their website. “Since then, the School has offered professionally guided workshops lasting
two to six days that inspire
and support participants toward integrating their
emotional,
sacred, and
erotic lives.
The work of
the School was
first developed
by combining
the ancient wisdom of Taoism
and Tantric sexual
cultivation with the insights of western sexology,
psychology, and neurobiology.”
When I arrived I knew only a little about what
would happen, but I knew I would be touching these men all over and sleeping in the same
bunkhouse rooms with them. And while intimacy was encouraged, full on sucking, fucking
and cumming together was not allowed as erotics needed to be harnessed toward the greater
goal than the type of sex we were addicted to.
I don’t think I have a particularly strong sex
drive but I do exhibit one horny faggot behavior that I find both sad and funny. In any social
situation—or even a New York City subway
car—I sort men in order of my desire quotient
toward them. If there are 25 men on a subway,
I pick the three I would be thrilled to fuck, and
the next six runner-ups if I was horny enough.
Not that I think these were actual erotic options,
and I am still startled when someone super-hot
(in my aesthetic system) makes a move on me.
But this ordering always kept me entertained.
Now as the 21 men arrived for their Celebrating
The Body Erotic Journey I was totally objec152trouble

tifying them based on body types alone. That
attitude vanished quickly.
These guys were all there for different reasons.
Several had spent years tending lovers dying of
AIDS or cancers and in their caregiving had lost
touch with their own bodies. In therapy others
had recalled past sexual abuse at the hands of
older men and were trying to learn to trust men
emotionally beyond simple pleasures of anonymous hook-ups. I was the only one trying to
find my “suppressed mystic” to stay sober; they
were all supportive of my motivations. Also after a day of trust exercises and learning to look
strange men in the eye and coordinate breathing, every one of these men became sacred spiritual beings.
There was a day of learning advanced hand-job
techniques for which I am very grateful to this
day, and in our bunks at night the cuddles did
occasionally get a little more sexual but in our
queer commune no orgasms seemed to be occurring. At 43, my perpetual erection was a nice
reminder of what youth was like.
I made a special friend and we lay together in
our bunks kissing innocently. I don’t remember
his name but I do remember he was a writer
on the subject of roses and the special tricks of
their cultivation. I was smitten.
As we moved toward the “Big
Draw,” so called because it
involved quick rhythmic
breathing followed by a
giant exhalation, the practicing was intense. Six men
would surround you stimulating every inch of your
body with an emphasis on their newly
acquired hand-job
techniques, drums
were beating and the
whole room moved
more deeply into the
erotic stratosphere.

And then it happened. After being messaged
by 12 hands, I inhaled deeply and released.
My body shook with semi-orgasmic tremors
and then, I collapsed and found myself floating
above my own body. I looked down and saw six
men standing beside my now cocooned flesh,
wrapped in swaddling blankets. They were all
weeping as if I had really died. The drumming
was quiet now, and a tunnel of light appeared
and then, I was gone. It was embarrassingly
like the death experiences one sees in movies. I
was flying in space and then I was in the presence of an overpowering love.
All of the worst things in my life were simultaneously present and no longer mattered, the
knowledge that life is an illusion meant to teach
our curious souls about higher realities was certain. That I no longer needed to live in fear was
made manifest. And then divine hands lowered
me back in my body and nudged me to rejoin
the living. When I returned to my flesh I was
aware that Samuel Barber’s Adagio for Strings
was playing, and hearing that piece today triggers queer spirit flashbacks.

opens in Kinderhook, New York.
Previously, Arning was a curator at MIT’s List
Visual Arts Center (2000–2009), putting together shows on AA Bronson, Cerith Wyn Evans,
Kate Ericson and Mel Ziegler. From 1985 to
1996, Arning was director of White Columns in
New York, where he organized groundbreaking
first solo shows for artists s ch as ohn rrin
Marilyn Minter, Andres Serrano, Richard Philli s a
olan an im o es.
Bill Arning has written for Artforum, Apollo,
Art in America, Out, Gulf Coast, and Parkett,
and he has contributed to many international
publications, including exhibition catalogues
on eith arin
hristian an ows i an
onal
offett. e wrote monthl col mn on
LGBTQ art issues for OutSmart Magazine, the
a ma a ine coverin
o ston e as from
2017-2019.
Websites:
https://www.instagram.com/billarningexhibitions/
https://www.billarning.com/

The vividness of that memory remains near
whenever I find myself overwhelmed by existential angst or my nihilistic impulses take
control, I can still close my eyes and with a certain pace of breathing, rejoin the queer spirit.
Queer spirit never intrudes when you just want
to enjoy some impersonal, joyfully meaningless fucking but when your soul is hungry for
spiritual connection, having body electric tools
can make mens’ bodies a magic carpet to an attainable heaven.
*****
Bill Arning is a contemporary art advisor, gallerist c rator an critic base in o ston
e as an the
son alle in
state ew
or . e was the irector of the ontem orar
rts
se m o ston
). n
Arning opened Bill Arning Exhibitions in the
historicall a nei hborhoo of o ston. his
s mmer ill rnin
hibitions
son alle
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Keith Donovan’s Chaise Libertine
“I hand painted the canvas in my studio for this erotic
armchair. But they were produced by a company
called Erottomane, in Paris in 2015. I had this idea
that I wanted to do an armchair. There was something
intriguing about it – even sexy. The inspiration came
from the 18th century French artist Borel, who produced these erotic gravures, erotic etchings. I sold it to
a Swiss collector who has an apartment in Paris. From
what I understand they designed a special covering for
it in linen to protect it. They take it off when guests
come.”
Keith Donovan is Canadian artist
living and working in Montmorillon, France.
e also o erates alerie
in ontmorillion rance.
Instagram: @galerie727
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Department of We’ve Noticed

oversized breasts and goofy faces,
these works were overt caricatures
born out of an ‘80s aesthetic that
critiqued the purpose of painting as
well as our grotesque fascination
with porn; those women seemed
to bathe in an idealized sunshine
of American innocence. This most
recent crop looks back some 500
years to a world with no color,
no joy, no obvious purpose except performance sexual discourse
– on the part of the painter – to a
strange, non-erotic end. The blood
is drained from these odd creatures,
each caught in the vice of a late
Renaissance filter. Here is dusty
God-obsessed art world. Several
critics have mused that this conspicuous sexuality points towards
the link between eroticism and
death. Currin makes that point with
these stone cold canvases.
– Ich Von Yich

Chuck Close’s
Me Too Moment
Remember just last year how
Chuck Close (1940 - 2021) was
one of the greatest artists of his
generation? The artist pioneered
photo realism, producing massive exacting portrait paintings,
sometimes with his finger print,
Close scaled the art world to its
greatest heights even as spinal
artery collapse left him permanently paralyzed. Wheelchair
bound, Close rolled on to artworld excpetionalism with the
help of installed a lift installed
in his studio, allowing him ascend his monumental canvases;
the artist painted with a brush
fastened to his wrist. In his last
years he made portraits of Cindy
Sherman, Kiki Smith and Cecily Brown among other women artists. But there was some controversy as Close got himself tossed under the #metoo bus in the last phase of his life. Between
2007 and 2013, the artist was accused of sexual harassment, particularly by models he had
hired. Articles in The New York Times, Huffington Post and Hyperallergic detailed accounts
by several models in their 20s of Close’s sexual abuse . Most of that abuse seemed to be verbal.
In response, in 2018 The National Gallery of Art cancelled a big Chuck Close exhibition. After
Close died, neurologist Thomas M. Wisniewski, claimed that Close’s bad boy behavior was
attributable to “frontotemporal dementia.” Dr. Wisniewsk explained in The New York Times:
Close “was very disinhibited and did inappropriate things, which were part of his underlying
medical condition,” and that this type of dementia “destroys that part of the brain that governs
behavior and inhibits base instincts,” adding that “sexual inappropriateness and disastrous financial decisions are common presenting symptoms.” – Ich Von Yich

John Currin’s Brothel
Much ink has been spilled about John Currin’s “Memorial,” a banquet of raw sexualized pornographic paintings by the American artist. Obscene doesn’t describe the seven oil on canvas
works that debuted at Gagosian Gallery’s New York space back in October 2021. Large-breasted naked “pin up” mannerist works echo alabaster statues whoring as Hallmark cards for the
perverted. They are brazen and maybe even brave in this political era where women are being
crushed just for being women. While Currin has for years painted cartoonish females with
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Pictured: John Currin, Memorial, 2020,
oil on canvas, 62 × 40 inches (157.5 ×
101.6 cm)
Artwork © John Currin; photos: Rob
McKeever
John Currin: Memorial, Gagosian, 541
West 24th Street, New York, September
14 – October 30, 2021

Cover Up
Gabrielle d’Estrées and One of Her Sisters (ca. 1594), painted by an anonymous French artist,
is said to depict the mistress of the French King Henry IV and her sister the Duchess de Villars.
It is one of the most famous, erotic and overt sapphic paintings in history. Naked and positioned
facing the viewer in a silk lined tub, the two women’s gaze is potently, quietly, aggressive. But
what startles the viewer and the reason this art work is so well known (it is in the collection of
the Louvre) is one woman pinches the erect nipple with clear intention; in the left hand of who
we believe is Gabrielle, is what could be a wedding ring. Many art historians have analyzed the
work as queer art, yet from a more modern perspective. Certainly, the scene is a performance:
the women framed with richly appointed red silk curtains; their faces mysterious, ambiguous
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Get into Trouble. Only $50.
Trouble is an art and literary quarterly. It is mostly about trouble.

as to their sexual orientation. It could be
viewed as a lesbian paean but some critics
have proposed that the sister is indicating
Gabrielle is pregnant with the King’s (illegitimate) son (Hannah Williams/Artsy). Of
note, in the 19th century, an official at the
Louvre covered up the decadent work with a
drape. Reminds me of when John Ashcroft,
the then-Attorney General of the United
States gave a speech at the Great Hall in
the Department of Justice with two partially
nude statues covered up with $8000 drapes.
One statue is The Spirit of Justice, the other
Majesty of Law. It was literally a government cover up. Times have changed.
– Ich Von Yich

There’s lots of trouble going
trouble at home, trouble
disasters, brilliant fuck ups
trouble, friends.

around. Trouble in the arts,
in the garden. Beautiful
and elegant scams. We’ve got

Here in Trouble, you will
fresh) contemporary art and
with smart cartoonists and
and druggy PLAYA or inhale
on the planet.

brush up against great (and
writing, find yourself in bed
poets, ride out on the hot
the smokey ends of our days

Yes, you’l laugh and cry at art world billionaires, double down on DIY disasters, toke up the biology of
muchies or just give yourself a good swift kick in the ass. Pain and pleasure and everything in between.
So... Got something to sell? Sell it by the pound in Trouble. Got something to say? Yell it out loud in
Trouble. It’s easy. It’s good for you. For only $50, the price of a bottle of decent wine, funding a friend’s
kickstarter, a vertical waffle maker, three grams of skunk, a donation to cancer research, you can find
yourself in the delicious color pages of Trouble. Join us. Easy. Simple.
Full page ads: Dimensions: 25,5 cm x 20 cm.
Contact our Paris Bureau now: mistahrose@yahoo.com
Art © 2022 by Pulp Brother https://www.instagram.com/pulpbrother/

158trouble

trouble 159

Paris & France Apartments & Homes

160trouble

vingtparis.com

trouble 161

MORE
TROUBLE:
By Matthew Rose

One Night Stands
Sylvie, 1965. Sylvie, my cousin from Freemont, California,
was five years older than me,
and she insisted one summer
day while visiting that I kiss
her private parts. For this, she
gave me a Nestle’s Crunch bar.
Delores, 1967. Delores was
12 when, while swimming in
her pool that summer on Long
Island, she said, “Let me stick
my tongue in your mouth.”
Laetitia, 1968. Laetitia wore
a suede skirt that really turned
me on. In a game of 7 Minutes in Heaven at a birthday
party for Roxanne (see No. 9),
Laetitia didn’t mind at all that
I slid my hand up her dress.
The next day she sent me a
Valentine’s Day Card, even
though it was June.
Constance, 1969. We
watched Neil Armstrong walk
on the moon in her basement.
“Can I sit on your lap?” she
asked me.
Helen O., 1970. Helen had breasts shaped like pineapples. In school one day, I had to brush past
her in the crowded hallway. Her tits scraped my back. The next day she told everyone that I was
her boyfriend.
Katusha, 1973. A transfer student from Ukraine, I was teaching Katusha English in her house
while her parents were at work. She invited me into the bathroom to see her breasts. “You can kiss
them if you like,” she said.
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Elena, 1974. After three bong hits, Elena pulled off her pants in the basement of my friend Greg’s
house, and said “Fuck me.” She was Greg’s girlfriend. We didn’t fuck though because we didn’t
have condoms.
Josette, 1975. The sister of a good friend, she pulled me into a clothes closet after some serious
flirting and she was giving me head when her brother opened the door to get a tie.
Roxanne. 1975. Tall, leggy, blonde Roxanne and I were drinking beers at a party when I told her
my neighbors had a pool and they were gone for the weekend. We swam naked and then had oral
sex.
Judy, 1975. The smartest girl in the class, Judy came over my house to study for the AP Physics
exam. After an hour in my room, surrounded by books, pencils and a protractor (which we didn’t
need) she asked me to feel
her up. I couldn’t get her
bra off and she went home
frustrated. I did slightly better than Judy on the exam.
Shari, 1975. Shari was the
hottest girl in class. She
wore this very tight silk
blue and pink shirt that
drove me wild. She had a
tattoo on the inside of her
thigh. On our second date
she told me she loved oral
sex, but had never had an
orgasm that way.
Anne, 1975. Anne was
addicted at an early age
to amphetamines and at
a party one night told me
she wanted to “do it.” But
when we got to the bedroom at the friend’s house,
it was already occupied.
So she took me into the
bathroom, but after taking
more amphetamines, she
passed out.
Rosemarie, 1976. Rosemarie was very tiny, had
a flat chest and cursed
like a motherfucker. She
also had a problem with
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personal hygiene. She grabbed my crotch one night as I was dropping her off at home in a car I
borrowed from my father. “Get the fuck outta here,” I told her.

her holding hands with Robert
Krazner, who had his own car.

Eve, 1976. Eve had an old Rambler. She was also the girlfriend of a friend of my brother’s. She
drove me home in the Rambler and cut the engine off in front of my house. “You’re the best,” she
said to me, reaching for my dinger.

Rachel, 1978. My second tour
with Rachel did not go very
well. It was clear when she
begged for my forgiveness for
having gone out with Robert
Krazner there was something
wrong. Yes, it was fun to
make out with her again, but
I called a friend of mine who
knew Krazner really well, and
he informed me that Krazner
had herpes.

Phyllis, 1976. Phyllis was my neighbor. Slightly older than me, she had a great body, smoked
cigarettes and drove her own car. We made out against the side of her house one night, accidentally setting off the water sprinkler system, getting soaked. It wasn’t like in the movies at all though.
She was pissed. The next day at I saw her watering her front lawn, she ignored me. I never spoke
with her again.
Phyllis’s Sister, 1976. Funny
enough, Phyllis had a sister,
a year younger than me. I
saw her several months after
Phyllis raking the leaves in
her front yard. We made out
in her father’s tool shed and
both got stung by hornets.
She became an actress and
lives in Hollywood.

Long Term
Suzette, 1976. I drove
Upstate to see Suzette at her
summer home on a lake. At
midnight she suggested we
go skinny dipping. Dripping
wet, she took me back into
the house (where her parents
were sleeping) and we made
love on the fold-out bed. In
the morning I discovered
the blood-stained sheets, but
didn’t say a word.
Rachel, 1976. Rachel had
red hair and breasts the size
and demeanor of grapefruits.
She was a dream come true.
But the relationship ended
when she said she thought
she was pregnant (she
wasn’t). A week later I saw
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Barbara, 1979. Barbara was
large breasted with nipples
as big as silver dollars with
which she tried to mother me.
We would lie in her bed after
school and she would feed me
graham crackers and milk. I
dropped crumbs in her bed
and began to get fat. Months
after I left her, Barbara was
still calling me up on the
phone asking me to come
to her house for dinner or a
snack.
Betty, 1979. Betty’s main
interest was getting high and
she would smoke pot from
morning ‘til night. After two
months of Betty (who didn’t
really care how you had sex
with her), I discovered she
was falling asleep while we
were at it, so I left her. Plus, I started to smell like a bong.
Piper, 1980. Piper’s dream was to have “seven chubby babies and live on a farm,” so I was
always careful with her to wear rubbers. She was quite beautiful with shiny blue eyes, had a big
body, loved to eat but developed cancer and died. I spoke at her funeral and hugged her mother
and father.
Cindy, 1981. Cindy, skinny with blonde hair, was a great girlfriend, she really loved me and wrote
me tons of beautiful letters and gave me music cassettes. But Cindy told me after six months she
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hated sex because, she
said, “my psychiatrist
said I am projecting.”
She has since become a
fundamentalist Christian
living in New Mexico.
She still sends me postcards.

Isabelle, 1986. Isabelle had a car and money, a small house in the country and a blind dog. She
wore bright clothes and smoked menthol cigarettes. Once she wore an outfit that made her look
like a bumblebee. We used to fuck energetically on her sofa and would often break the wooden
slats. The sofa sank further and further to the point where the blind dog would bump into us on the
floor. Finally she got rid of the sofa and got rid of me because I wouldn’t have oral sex with her.
Now she’s divorced, has twins and lives in the suburbs.

Sally, 1982. Sally was
Piper’s best friend.
After Piper’s death, we
comforted each other
by fucking each other’s
brains out. After a month,
we both felt we were
healed enough to see
other people.

Happy, 1987. Happy was a strange name for this girl who was as melancholy as they make them.
Happy was a painter and all her paintings were black. All types of black. She often joked that if I
banged her hard enough
she might in fact become
happy. Happy committed
suicide a year after I left
her. I wondered if her
parents felt guilty about
naming her “Happy.”
I still have one of her
black paintings.

Yael, 1983. Yael lived
on a kibbutz in Israel
and had muscles. I met
her on a basketball court
and she challenged me
to a game of one-on-one.
(She won). Yael loved
screwing in the toilet.
She was always trying
to get me to fuck her
while she was looking at
herself in the mirror, or
putting on makeup. Once
she chipped her tooth on
the bathroom sink. Eventually she went back to
the kibbutz.
Hannah, 1984. Hannah was a great poet, and each time after we had sex, she would write a poem
about it, describing her orgasms or the sounds I made, or whether she heard birds or not. Hannah
published a book of poetry soon after we broke up (she decided she was a lesbian), called “Heart
Attacks.” When I read a copy I couldn’t find a single reference to me.
Hortense, 1985. Hortense was the first girl I’d slept with who had read all of Kierkegaard. The
first time we did the nasty it was on top of a layer of books and she got paper cuts. The second
time was on a carpet and she complained that her coccyx bone was all red (it was). The third time
was in the University library and a shelf of books fell down on us. Finally she said, “I really like
you but having sex with you is too dangerous.”
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Mary, 1986 - 1990.
Mary was the pitcher
on my softball team.
She would come over
after the game and take
showers with me. She
especially liked it when
I took a bar of soap and
pushed it into her ass.
She also liked to have
sex in public places.
Once she took me in her
mouth in the hallway of
my apartment building.
There was a tomboy
tough thing about her,
but, oddly enough, she
always cried after we
made love. Now she’s
living in Hong Kong
writing romance novels
with a political bent.
Yvonne, 1992. Yvonne
was like a page out
of a fairy tale, and it
was clear she lived in
a fantasy. Yvonne was
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on lithium and would get so drunk she said she didn’t know what happened the night before. But
physically Yvonne was fantastic, and she was always turning me on. After four months, though,
Yvonne admitted she had a boyfriend and was getting married in June.
Millie, 1996 - 2001. Millie was the
love of my life, I was certain of it.
Green eyes, red hair, smart, clever
and funny, sleeping with Millie was
like nothing I’d ever experienced
before. She wore tiny red panties,
had tits like cantaloupes and would
read to me William Burroughs or
John Le Carré while we fucked til 5
am. We’d fuck in the kitchen, in the
elevator of my building, the moment she came into my apartment,
on the dining room table, and once
on a long plane trip she sucked me
off in my seat. When Millie came
she said she saw colors. She introduced me to her mother and father.
Then one day she went out for
cigarettes (Benson & Hedges 100s)
and never came back. Her parents
don’t know where she is to this day.
I think the police are still looking
for her.
Diana, 2001. After Millie, Diana,
Millie’s friend called me up. She
was sweet and ran an Internet dating
service. Married with kids, but with
a husband that was cheating on her,
she proposed we get together for
cocktails at the Howard Johnson’s.
One thing led to another and we
saw each other in stairwells, parked
cars, city parks and cheap hotels for
about eight months. Then she divorced her husband and moved her
kids to split-level on Long Island.
Princesse5924@hotmail.com,
2002. I don’t even know her name. I saw her last night at the Opera. She had hazel eyes, was
wearing cinnamon-scented Dolce Vita perfume and spilled a coke on my tuxedo at the bar during
intermission. She scribbled down her email for me and said she would pay for the dry cleaning.
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KARUIZAWA NEW ART MUSEUM
1151-5 Karuizawa, Karuizawa-machi, Kitasaku-gun, Nagano Prefecture 389-0102, Japan
http://knam.jp/en/
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Self-Portrait on Viagra
By Bryan Lewis Saunders
I took an Excedrin first in order to avoid a possible headache. Then I took a 50mg Viagra pill after
eating two frozen waffles. About 40 minutes later it hit me. I got really warm. My head got hot.
I had a fluttering type of panic in my chest. I drank a bunch of water and started to draw myself.
I got frightened by the intensity of my erection and the nervous panic in my chest and neck muscles. I stopped drawing and started putting my clothes back on thinking I should take a very brisk
walk to expend some nervous energy
but then once I put my pants on I got an
acclimated feeling. Like I may be OK
after all. So I got undressed again and
then continued to draw myself. My penis was fluctuating between flaccid and
erect but each time it became erect it
seemed mightier. It got so intense that
it felt like its spirit or will was wanting
to rip its way out of my urethra and the
neuromuscular tension had enough constant pressure applied so that it felt like
my muscle tension was pinning me to
the floor. As if it had attached itself to
gravity, to the center of the Earth’s mass
density, and I was stuck in this position
feet up. Once I got brave enough to
start stimulating myself while drawing
these sensory transmissions it felt as if
my penis wanted to penetrate itself, like
spread its own corona apart like butt
cheeks and then slam itself up in there
hard! It was intense! The orgasm was
mediocre to mild in intensity but a lot
of ejaculate was expelled. The refractory period was nonexistent. There wasn’t
one. I can see how that could be useful
to some people but it was not very pleasurable.

Facing page:
Daily-Self-Portrait 11/21/17 no. 11,092
encil on a er
This page:
50mg Viagra 12/03/17 no. 11105
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Bryan Lewis Saunders, an artist living
and working in Johnson City, Tennessee,
was feat re in ro ble s he r
ss e in e tember
.
See more of Bryan’s work on:
http://bryanlewissaunders.org/
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Sojourn of a Burning Sun
In the heat of a helpless deed
The universe gave way.
Separated from the swelling see came rolling in a single wave.
In the warmth of the mothers womb, in the web of what’s to come.
Soon the days when the flowers bloom.
In the sojourn of a burning sun
In the darkness a groom and bride, in the light of a crescent moon.
As the children play seek and hide. The stars will shine here soon.
Our lungs they are breathing life and our hearts are beating drums.
In the week of a static splash, the sojourn of a burning sun.
In the cauldron of all that is, on the altar of our hearts.
Everything that has ever blazed must have started from a spark.
In the shadows of the night, the bottom of the rung.
The friction of the atmosphere, the sojourn of a burning sun.
–Daniel Rodriguez, singer, songwriter, founder Elephant Revival
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Don’t Say DiSantis
Art & text by Jack Ryalls
Part I: Florida governor Ron DiSantis challenges the mask mandate of the public school
system on the grounds of ‘personal freedoms.’ This measure immediately captures the attention
of the international press. School systems have become less safe public spaces as children are no
longer required to wear masks. It is just those children whose parents also refuse to vaccinate who
are not wearing masks. The personal freedom of the other students and teachers to attend and work
school in a somewhat safer environment has apparently been overlooked. Concerned Parents’ rights
groups challenge the measure in a series of lawsuits, but in the meantime, masking cannot be enforced at a time when Covid numbers are spiking. Since younger children are not being vaccinated,
alarming numbers of them are being seen in the emergency rooms of hospitals and dying. DiSantis’
challenge can thus be viewed as a ‘baby killing measure.’
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Part II: DiSantis formulates the “Don’t say gay” law which forbids teaching anything
about homosexuality in the public elementary school systems. This occurs at a time when the rights
of transsexual athletes to play sports on the teams of their aspired gender are being challenged and
lost around the world. The international press interprets the measure as the mere mention of the
word ‘gay’ will be illegal in the State of Florida. Fueled by rhetoric that children are being exposed
to ‘pornographic material’ in the education systems and innuendos of ‘pedophilia,’ the law is passed
in the largely red state.
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Part III: Disney Corporation publicly criticizes the law. Disney has only adopted a proLGBT stance after decades of protest—especially by their large contingent of gay and lesbian ‘cast
members.’ It should be born in mind that Disney initially resisted hosting ‘gay days’ at their theme
parks. Earliest ‘Gay Days’ were not officially sanctioned by Disney, but they could not forbid the
gathering of this minority on certain days of their choosing.

Part IV: DiSantis works in the legislature to revoke Disney’s ‘special status.’ When Disney first set up in Florida in the early 1970s, they were granted a status in which they were not incorporated into any municipality, allowing them a huge tax incentive. No wonder, perhaps, that it is
known as the ‘happiest place on earth.’ While it is deplorable that such a huge corporation receives
tax breaks like this, which should be illegal, it is even worse that a single political figure can remove
them in a blatant punitive measure. Such are the mad political machinations in Florida. Revocation
of this special status is estimated to cost Disney many millions of dollars annually and they have
filed suit.
Jack Ryalls is a retired neurolinguist and speech pathologist living in Florida.
e is c rrentl en a e in ma in art raisin mini oats an ri in the cra
olitics that has en e lori a.
is insta ram htt s www.insta ram.com r alls ac
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Off the Wall:
Arles, Paris
Summer 2022
Sex, love, God, wifi and uncommon
psychology find their poetic voices
posted and pasted -- short photo essay of graffiti in Arles and Paris. The
art of messaging wanderers remains
strong in one of France’s oldest cities.
One of the most curious messages is
this red spray paint statement: IDFIX.
That translates more clearly to “idée
fixe,” which refers to an obsession or a
passion one fixates on. Nice to see one
of France’s most famous graffiti artists MISSTIC (mystique) works emblazoned on one of Arles’ sun-washed
walls. It’s been a nice vacation for the
eyes and the mind here in the South
of France with a quick visit to Paris’
Buttes aux Cailles (75013)
– Ich Von Yich
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Writing by Nathan D. Horowitz
Reading Your Book of Poems
Reading your book of poems,
I remember lying with you on our clothes
On the wooded slope overlooking the lake.
No bugs to trouble us,
Just sunset light gilding everything a
Peaceful shade of orange: your tawny skin,
Your hair the color of goldfish scales,
Your pink nipples like pinecone tips.
You were on your period, and you let me
Dip my finger and taste your blood,
Warm, dark, salty,
Like your poems I now read.

Porn for the Blind
I’m in the home of a friend who has some recently invented porn for the blind. It’s a couple
of dolls, a bit like Barbie and Ken but extremely lifelike to the touch. He’s dark and muscly,
she blonde and slender. The user turns them on and they have sex. The user places one hand
on them and the other on his or her naughty bits. My friend turns them on to show me how it
works. I watch them for a moment. We’re heading out. I say, “You better turn them off, because
when they’re finished, they’re going to be hungry.”

Friendly Leftists
In a strange city, I miss my train because I can’t read the ticket, so I wander into a big house
full of friendly leftists. I meet a woman and we decide to indulge our mutual attraction. In a
dark room, we roll around stroking each other. Soon I realize she’s not here anymore and it’s
actually two gay men rolling around stroking me. I sit up. “Where is she?” “Oh, she’ll be back
in a minute, she just went out to campaign for Bernie Sanders, and Bernie Sanders’ campaign
is about to be so over!”

Quackenbush
Grinning, she whispers in my ear: “It’s me! Quackenbush!” She’s drop-dead gorgeous. I play
along, listening, suspicious. She’s come to work here at this outdoor workshop where we print
posters to advertise books. Without revealing I don’t remember her, I listen. She refers to the
time we were lovers. She refers to our plan to meet again. She caresses me, expresses delight
at finding me. With a name like Quackenbush, I should remember her, right? Have I forgotten
a crucial chapter of my life? Is she a stranger trying to scam me? The director of the workshop
points out that the paint that has randomly spilled in front of the printing press makes a better
composition than most of the posters. Quackenbush pulls me aside to where we can have some
privacy and whispers to me again. “No,” I say, “I don’t have a condom. Would you just suck
my left nipple?” She does. Now it doesn’t matter if I knew her before.

Black Sunflower
h n ower wear of time
Who countest the steps of the Sun:
Seeking after that sweet golden clime
Where the travellers journey is done.
The mating dance of the gay Black academic writer
involved a spectacular singing of William Blake’s “Sun-flower”
and a recitation of a poem of his own
about him and a red-haired alabaster-skinned youth
getting it on in a barn, mirroring each other
like yin and yang. These gestures
were beautiful but I couldn’t see myself
standing in for the alabaster youth,
and when Don played with my nipples
they got hard, but nothing happened, you know, down there.
His brown fingers might as well have been a cool breeze.
He took the rejection in stride,
didn’t treat me any differently afterward, just stopped hitting on me.
Later, in another context, he complimented me:
“Nathan, you’re a strong, young Black man.”
He told me he’d been raised by his grandma
who said, during his adolescence, and not disapprovingly,
but to contextualize him within the family,
“You’re like your uncle.
He’s always runnin’ around with some white man.”
Don drove me and three other acolytes
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to see Toni Morrison read in Detroit,
then picked a fight with her at the book table afterward
about her reluctance to support gay Black male writers.
Despite what his friends said at the trial years later,
he had a feisty side. Don’t we all?
He didn’t like the service he got
in a restaurant one day, suspected racism,
and told the waiter,
“You can suck the shit out of my butt –
I’ll provide the straw.” I’ve always appreciated the terse
grossness of that phrase. Everything a poet says
is poetry, is it not?
Ten years ago, weary of time,
and hoping to say hi to him, I googled Don Belton
and learned he’d been murdered
by a young, white Iraq War veteran
with whom he’d had a drunk, stoned fuck.
Stabbed twenty-one times
with a knife that had menaced insurgents in Fallujah.
Perfect storm of homophobia, lust, and PTSD.
Perp is in prison, his son growing up fatherless.
There must be a good way to put this in a poem.
I haven’t worked it out yet.
Where the Youth pined away with desire,
And the pale Virgin shrouded in snow:
Arise from their graves and aspire,
here m
n ower wishes to o.

No, I Wasn’t in Love with You Very Much Back Then
The trucks that roared all night in your eyebrows! The blue spines on the side of your tongue!
How could anyone love a creature like that? The notion is laughable. And yet, I tried. The eyes
that sprouted on your eyes! The tongues that wagged on your tongue, telling vicious gossip!
The sharp bones you jabbed me with to keep me awake, while, writhing on my penis, you tried
to come before I wilted like a delinquent lily! The undertow that could suck me into one of
your pupils without warning during a conversation about the denizens of the café and leave
me struggling, trapped, my feet kicking the air like a man half-devoured by a shark. The way
it was possible – in that ugly, nameless month that squatted between the end of October and
the beginning of November – for me to throw a basketball up your left nostril and listen to it
rattle through the tin labyrinth of your skull for six hours – six full hours! – before dropping out
your right nostril covered in faded postage stamps from so-called “developing countries.” No,
I didn’t love you very much back then. But, perhaps, love you I did. Sometimes you seemed
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an Alice-in-Wonderland monster. The way your feet were sweaty hands gripping my ankles,
your navel a train tunnel, your left eye a bluebird singing songs I couldn’t follow, your right
eye a ferret with a bloody mouth from biting my mistakes. The way your eyelids were pale
citrus peels and your cheeks road signs saying “STOP” and “YIELD,” though sometimes they
seemed deliberately misspelled. Your chin was the forehead of an upside-down beluga whale.
Your gas was unleaded and your own forehead a map and your legs crocuses and your hair a dirty mop. Was it dark blonde? Was it light
brown? Was there red in it? Did it matter? No, I wasn’t in love
with you very much back then. The way you left hungry demons
and snail tracks inside my dad’s Honda Accord. The way you
melted cherries with a desk lamp when we simply met for soup
and naked poetry. No.
But you brought me up a mountain on a spiral path. Yes.
Yes, you brought me up a mountain on a spiral path so I
could photograph the surroundings. Yes, only so I could
photograph the surroundings. And I think I loved
you then, when you held my hand. Yes, I think I
loved you then. And we commented on the tulips.
Yes, the tulips. We admired them and their stateliness and their majesty: the way they were always
urging humans to be better. And, yes, I said yes, I
said hell yes, fuck yes, oh yeah, bite me there, bite me
hard. If my memory serves me correctly, I loved you
then, when you bit me hard.
But cell phones hadn’t been invented yet. No, they hadn’t.
They certainly hadn’t been invented. And I had no camera, no. The only photography I did that day was with the fleshy cameras of my eyes. Yes, I looked around with the
fleshy cameras of my eyes. And I touched you with the seismographs of my hands. Yes, I did.
Virtually everywhere. And I saw the landscape of you through the apertures of my pupils, and I
photographed it: I photographed your mountains and rivers with the fleshy cameras of my eyes.
Well, I wasn’t in love with you very much back then. But I photographed you – yes, I photographed you – with the fleshy cameras of my eyes, and I read you with the seismographs of my
hands, and now, when I try to sleep, or write, or shower, or shave, or any one of the other million things I do, my body reverberates with all the terrifying, loving, monstrous tremors of you!

The Spirit Lover:
A translation of an Amazonian folktale
They say a Siekopai shaman went out in the forest and visited a spirit called the Horá. Then
the shaman went home. That night, the Horá followed his trail and, in the dark, lay down next
to the shaman’s wife in her hammock. The spirit tried to make love to her, but she pushed him
off and he crept away.
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She thought he must have been one of the men who lived in the multi-family house she lived
in. To find out who he was, she went alone to her garden, a little way into the forest, thinking
he would follow her there to try to seduce her. But no-one came. The Horá only came back that
night. This time, she gave him what he wanted. They made love in silence, and before dawn,
he crept away. She kept thinking he was one of the other men who lived in the house, because
when he arrived, he would dress in human clothing, and he would paint his face with achiote
like the Siekopai do, so he smelled like a human. Three nights the mysterious figure made love
to her.
Then the woman said to her husband the shaman, “Let’s switch hammocks tonight.” She wanted her husband to discover this strange man. She went to sleep in her husband’s
hammock and he in hers. Around midnight, the shaman felt a man lie down
in the hammock alongside him. The shaman jumped up, grabbed a stick,
and clubbed the man on the head. Silently, the Horá struggled to escape
and made it outside the door of the hut before the shaman killed him with
another blow to the head. No-one else had awakened. The shaman returned to the hammock and sat in the dark, waiting.
At three in the morning, some other people in the multi-family house started to rise, feed wood to their hearth fires, drink
their yocó caffeinated bark infusion, and begin their predawn work of twining chambira palm fiber into string for
hammocks and fishing line. The shaman watched, silently, wondering which of his neighbors was the man he
had killed. But one by one, all the neighbors rose. Not
one was missing. At four-thirty, the shaman called out,
“My friends, are we all here?”
“Yes, we’re all here,” they said.
“Then go see who’s lying dead outside the hut,” he said.
They found the Horá’s corpse out there, looking strange, with hairy arms and legs. The shaman said to his wife, “You slept with him, didn’t you?” People say the shaman didn’t hit her,
only spoke angrily to her.
Afterwards, the shaman said, “I’m going to throw his corpse in the river and let it rot there.”
But his friends said, “Don’t do that. It’ll foul up the river. We’ll end up eating the fish that eat
the corpse. Let’s get rid of it in the forest.” They all tied the Horá’s body to a pole and carried
it into the forest and chopped it up and left it to rot there.

BELLE et BEAU
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Some days after that, the shaman’s wife missed a period, and nine months later, she gave birth
to a baby boy. As soon as the cord was cut, the shaman nailed the infant with a spear and threw
his body in the river.

Galerie d’art contemporain
14 rue de Grille 13200 Arles, France

(Fernando Payaguaje, translated into Spanish by Jorge Lusitande, in Maria Susana Cipolletti, Aipe
oca
translate into n lish b
)

instagram.com/belle.beau.arles
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The Siekopai Woman Who Wanted a Male Tapir:
A translation of an Amazonian folktale
In the old days, there lived a young Siekopai woman who wanted to find a male tapir. Every
time the tapir hunters returned from a hunt, they returned with a female. She would always ask
what sex the animal was. “Female,” the hunter would say, and she would go back home. When
she heard that a male had been killed, she went to the hunter and asked him to cut off the animal’s member and give it to her. He did. She hung it above her fire to dry. Later, she dug a hole
in front of the fire and put in the member, then covered the hole with palm leaves. She sat down
to weave palm fronds into adornments: bracelets, armbands, and bands for her legs.
The story tells that the brother and sister-in-law of that woman heard her burst out laughing.
“What is my sister laughing about?” asked the brother. “She’s alone. Why is she laughing like
that?” After her husband spoke like that, his wife went to see what was happening with the
young woman. “It’s nothing,” she thought. She asked, “What are you laughing about?” “I’m
just laughing because I’m making mistakes as I’m weaving these palm fronds, that’s all,” she
answered.
The sister-in-law sat down to weave with the young woman. But the moment she sat down, she
felt a strange movement underneath where she was sitting. She stood up. She saw something
stuck in the earth and she called her husband: “Come look what your sister is doing.”
Her husband came to see, and there it was, the animal’s member, inside the hole, stuck in the
ground. The man buried it with his axe, scraping dirt on top of it and smashing it down. He said
to his sister, “You’re crazy! Why do you do these things that people don’t do?”
Time passed and the young woman said she was pregnant. But more time passed and nothing
happened. A year went by. This had gone on too long. So her brother said to her, “Let’s go cut
ungurahua palm fruit.”
The two of them went out into the forest. He climbed high up an ungurahua palm and chopped
at one of its limbs laden with fruit. The limb fell, crushing and killing his pregnant sister. The
weight of the limb made her belly burst open.

Sarah de Teliga
Paintings : Still Lives of the Ordinary
Image: Pour Belle, 2021, oil on board
www.instagram.com/sdeteliga/
196trouble

He shimmied down the tree, terrified because he had killed his sister. He saw his dead sister and
also saw some worm-like creatures that were trying to climb the tree. Frightened, he chopped
their heads off, then ran home. There, he said to his wife, “The ungurahua limb crushed my
sister. She’s dead. I saw what she had inside her. She was full of worms.”
Time passed. The man said, “I’m going to gather up my little sister’s bones so I can bury them.”
He went back to the place, but he couldn’t find the bones. Nearby, he saw that someone had
cut down some trees. He heard a characteristic sound of someone building a house: a machete
chopping wood. He said to himself, “Is there a village here?” He approached the sound. Soon,
he saw his sister, alive and well, with a husband: the tapir’s member had transformed into a
man. This man said to the recent arrival, “Welcome, brother-in-law!” Right at that moment,
some children appeared and greeted their uncle. They were the worms whose heads he had
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chopped off. Generally, they lived as earthworms, but they had come out to see the visitor.
Their mother told them, “You’re not humans! Get back in the ground! And stay in there!” They
disappeared back into the earth.
The story tells that that’s the origin of that kind of worm: they were born from the union of the
woman and the man who had been a tapir’s member. They are worms and they are also people,
and they have gone to the other world. We call those people the Wasiyeo Pai, the Earthworm
People.
When he came back home, the man told his wife about the people he had seen out there. “My
sister and her husband are going to invite us to drink ayahuasca with them. Then, we’ll invite
them to drink ayahuasca with us.” And that’s what happened.
(Told by Erlinda Piaguaje, in Ruth Moya, Requiem Por Los Espejos y Los Tigres, 1992, translated into
n lish b
)

Born and raised in Michigan, writer/teacher/translator/proofreader Nathan D. Horowitz has
a BA in English and an MA in Applied Linguistics. After four years in Latin America and
fifteen in Austria, he lives with his wife
and daughter in Baltimore, Maryland. He
is the author of two volumes of creative
nonfiction about Ecuadorian ayahuasca
shamanism and the translator of three
volumes of Ecuadorian fiction, one volume of Venezuelan poetry, and the autobiography of the last shaman-chief of the
Siekopai people of the Amazon Rainforest. Despite living in Maryland for a year
and a half, he hasn’t yet tried the crab.
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RICK FRAUSTO
Rick Frausto is an LA-based artist and activist known for his evocative pen and ink illustrations. Rick tells Trouble that his mission is to expand awareness around the critical issues of our
time, with a focus on racial equality, social justice, and earth stewardship. He’s been commissioned to create custom works of art for the likes of The Smithsonian, Audi, Vanity Fair editor/
stylist Lisa Eisner, photographer Bruce Weber, and actress Leisha Hailey. He’s exhibited at the
L.A. Municipal Art Gallery, Long Beach Museum of Art, La Luz De Jesus Gallery L.A., Hive
Gallery L.A., Lois Lambert Gallery at Bergamot Station in Santa Monica, The Orange County
Center for Contemporary Art, Watts Towers Cultural Center, and others. His work has been
featured in Elle Magazine, Psychology Today, and Viper Magazine, to name a few.
We’ve selected a number of his line and text drawings. You’ll find them throughout the issue.
Contact Rick here if you’d like to see his originals, prints, and environmentally-friendly stickers: Instagram: instagram.com/rickfrausto/ and rickfrausto.com

www.artsper.com/fr/galeries-d-art/france/1065/galerie-jean-louis-cleret
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Peat and Repeat

art edition house

Together
Behind Four
Walls

peatandrepeat.org

10 euros + 5.80 postage
To get your copy, please email :
powellfrancisvid@gmail.com

Get your
copy today.
Only 10 €
Plus postage

Together Behind
Four Walls
Compiled by
Francis H. Powell

A book
about the
pandemic as it
unfolded in France.
Told with love and
humanity.

instagram: @peatandrepeatcosmos
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prints . books
tee shirts .ephemera. texts

Now available from
Francis H. Powell

«Together Behind Four Walls is a collection of short stories, poems and images by
writers, artists and poets who decided to
express their feelings about left during the
Covid 19 pandemic. What I liked about
this book was that you got to read about
people’s different e periences and feelings.
This book really makes you think about
what we have all been experiencing and
how differently we have been affected. The
proceeds from sales of this book are going
to Marie Curie nurses who continued their
fantastic work during this hard time.»
–@BookAddictNaomi
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Au Revoir
Au Revoi
Au Revo
Au Rev
Au Re
Au R
Au
A
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Au Revoir

trouble and its editors and contributors
dedicate this fifth issue to all those
who have recently left the planet.
Thomas Weyr; Kelly Zinkowski; Edward Forget
Emy Phelps; Duncan Hannah; Philip Baker Hall
Ray Liotta; Taylor Hawkins; Jerry Uelsmann; Lee Kelly;
Kelly Joe Phelps; Klaus Schulze; Ronnie Hawkins;
Gilbert Gottfried; Fred Ward; Vangelis; Alan White
Cynthis Plaster Caster (Cynthia Albritton)
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