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[ Andreas Malm, Fossil Capital (Verso 2016) 17-18; image = lowered emissions ] 



 WE LIVE IN AN OLD CHAOS OF THE SUN | 8 March 2020  

 

Coronaviruses are so called “for the crown-like spikes on their 

surface” (CDC). As Wikipedia puts it, “The name refers to the 

characteristic appearance of virions [...] by electron microscopy, 

which have a fringe of large bulbous surface projections creating an 

image reminiscent of a crown or a solar corona.” A solar corona, for 

its part (per Wiki), is “most easily seen during a total solar eclipse.”  

So the morphology of the virus’s surface proteins under the 

electron microscope, on the one hand, and the flanges of solar 

plasma made visible during an occlusion, on the other, leads to the 

name, corona, because they both resemble a crown.  

This raises the question: what might the current COVID-19 

pandemic reveal about the “ultrastructural morphology” of power? 

What can this crisis make visible, both (a) in terms of the blow-by-

blow minutiae of power relations – a microscopic representation of 

stealthy superficial protrusions – & (b) in terms of power’s hidden 

substance – shapes and forms that irradiate far beyond what we can 

typically perceive and become visible only in rare conjunctures?  

We hope you agree that our objective can’t be to just return to 

“business as usual.” Models predicated on a unitary executive have 

long since proven themselves extinct. The Acute Hierarchy Distress 

Syndrome we are witnessing across the board at every level in every 

precinct and jurisdiction shows as much. We can’t let the incapacity 
of the few incapacitate the rest of us.  

Social distancing is little more than a general strike. Having 

achieved that (if we achieve that) the question remains: how to build 

the new world in the shell of the old?  

This crisis is going to kill a lot of our elders. It may be the case that 

almost nothing we can do can impede that hard fact – tho we can and 

should and will try like hell to prevent it. The climate crisis is going to 

kill our children. Our fervent hope is that this catastrophe creates 

senses of possibility and facts of practice for things to be otherwise. 

In “Three Models of Emergency Thinking” (boundary2, 2014) 

Bonnie Honig asks a crucial question: “Who will we be, having 

survived, given how we survived?” Now is the time to start planning.  

 

 

 
 

 
 

[ Ed Sanders ] 
 

::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  :: 

 

It is because a set of given actions will either accelerate 

the emergency or instead bring it to a halt that carefully chosen 

emergency preparations must be put in place. Far from being 

structureless, a crisis is an event in which structures inevitably 

take over. The only question is whether the structures 

will be positive or negative. 

 

[ Elaine Scarry, Thinking in an Emergency (Norton 2011) 17-18 ] 
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Joel Felix | LETTER FROM SEATTLE | 15 March 2020 

 
The epidemiology folks I work with, based on assumption that 
Americans cannot/are not practicing social distancing to much effect 
(due to inequities, lack of equal access to essential goods, and due to 
the lack of trust in institutions, science, the government, etc.), believe 
exponential growth of new cases will extend for a while. That speaks 
not so much to the increase of risk of any one person but to the 
timeline of all this. I haven't heard anything that suggests flying will be 
safer at the end of March, or that the risk to any one place is lessened 
either. If I knew my parents were happy enough where they were, and 
they were prepared to stay through April, I would advise them to stay 
in place until then. It's likely they will see the risk and the value of 
staying in place for a longer time than planned in the coming week or 
so if the cases double every day.  

There's a lot of talk about the crash of the hospital/health care 
system, and I'm sad to say it's already starting. ED doctors and 
nurses are at very, very high risk. I watched yesterday a man 
weeping, as well as coughing into the air and his hand, came into the 
ED begging for his papers. Unbelievably, no one at the desk spoke 
Spanish. He grew more distraught when they tried to hang a paper 
mask on his face and kept ripping it down to speak. He was positive 
for the virus and needed some kind of verification that he's been 
diagnosed and probably hoping that this would help show that he was 
trying his best to stay safe by having gone to the hospital. But it wasn't 
clear, and he left with his friend. All I managed to offer was to tell them 
the Spanish word for papers and repeat his name to the front desk. 
The front desk called the nurse and told her he was COVID-19 
positive and had been in the ED last week. I keep seeing the image of 
the 60-year-old nurse pulling his mask up on his mouth with her 
delicate fingers each time he pulled it down to speak. I think of him 
and his family this morning after another sleepless night. And I read 
two ER physicians, one here in Seattle, have now tested positive.  
 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 
 

Faith is a fine invention  

For gentleman who see 

But microscopes are prudent  

In an emergency 
 

[ Emily Dickinson ]  

The Crisis Times 
 

::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  :: 

 

 “the semantic quality of the concept of crisis […] always admits 

alternatives pointing not just to diametrically opposed possibilities, 

but also to those cutting across such opposites” 
 

[ Reinhard Koselleck, “Crisis,” JHI (2006) 270 ]  

 

::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  ::  :: 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

THOMAS SCHELLING 

 
LETTER FROM A PRISON IN WA 

 
thanks for checking in with me and my family, things are well but as 
you know this environment is slightly different based on my location. 
we are currently on a limited bases of activity here, meaning no 
outside sponsers or education is taking place, no church, no 
volunteers coming in. 

its strange but as you know this plantation must stay stocked with 
fresh lives to herd from here to there so they are still receiving 
chains...(chain buses) also they have canceled all visiting...so people 
cannot see there families at all until further notice. however I have 
been video visiting on the Skype with my wife and son...they are also 
on limited movement, my wife has stocked on perishable foods and 
also has exercised her right to bear arms by being aware that if things 
get strange in the community she must protect the fort. so protocol 
has been established. 

as far as social distance in here its a little unusual, we all need 
each other...but we are trying to remain clean and some are only fist 
bumping or elbow taps...I say the social distance is different because 
we don't know if we will need each other to survive if all these 
concentration camp officers decide to stop showing up and leave 
us...all conversations make sense today... I'm sure you understand. 

I'm just trying to remain hopeful, optimistic about my everyday 
attitude, people matter, love matters, assistance is king, but being 
wise and observant is chief. because different minds work differently. 

I can tell you that it really made me feel like I'm cared about 
seeing your message today, and that is liberation, seeing your 
relationships work in a multitude of ways.  

I just got done reading living beautifully by Pema chodron...its a 
great expression on repression and understanding of self and how 
keeping open doors to raw emotion can help you make big shifts. 
most issues we face as humans come from repression...this is 
dangerous...and we do it everyday. 

be blessed and keep me informed on any new developments that 
might be helpful...at this point we aren't locked in our rooms but 
Monroe prison is on lockdown due to a officer being positive and 4 
incarcerated individuals showing symptoms. (I'll keep you illuminated) 

 
[ 15 March 2020 ] 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

  
   PAUL CELAN (tr. Michael Hamburger) 

The Crisis Times 

 

 
 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *  

 

 [T]wo semantic traditions converge in the history of this term which 

[…] comes from the Greek verb crino: a medical and a theological one. 

In the medical tradition, crisis means the moment in which the doctor 

has to judge, to decide if the patient will die or survive. The day  

or the days in which this decision is taken are called crisimoi,  

the decisive days. In theology, crisis is the Last Judgment pronounced 

by Christ in the end of times. As you can see, what is essential in both 

traditions is the connection with a certain moment in time. 
 

[ Giorgio Agamben, “For a theory of destituent power“ (2013) ] 

 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 



NW | LETTER FROM OLYMPIA | 12 March 2020 

 
Some questions remain quite open to me, beyond the sovereignty 
problem, which, as you point out, turns out to be empty -- the 
sovereign is simply not there, the throne is empty. They’re the real 
anarchists.  

This being said, I’m no less indecisive -- I’m working with friends 
around the country on some interventions, but (still) am struck by 
how little framework I have for thinking about this, which I suspect 
means that our efforts will amount to something like whistling in the 
dark, especially since our decidedly communist impulses are 
countervailed by the requirement for isolation -- the “Social 
Contagion“ piece points out that it’s kinda like a general strike, minus 
the social element -- top down, non-spontaneous, and enforcing 
involuntary atomization. On its face, not so good for our project, but 
on the other hand (like a strike), it still has the capacity to cripple the 
economy (in contrast to the last recession, for reasons of non-
participation in the economy as opposed to the movements of 
speculative capital).  

This is one question that’s nagging at me: how does this play out 
economically? First observation -- the state is forced to “offer” the 
socialism that has been being demanded of it (albeit socialism for the 

rich and poor), but in order to keep the economy chugging along. 

Proposition (a) it’s impossible to imagine that the capitalists won’t 
take advantage of this situation in whatever way they can (I’m 
thinking of the ways that corporations use the climate change 
demand as an opportunity for new rounds of investment in 
“sustainable infrastructure”). What similar moves will be made here, 
while our attention is elsewhere (assuming we don’t get to a 
government bailout level of cronyism)? Proposition (b) as you know, 
plague in England in the 14th century led to the re-valuation of 
yeoman labor to such a degree that led to higher wages, revolts, and 
eventually the end of the serfdom system. What happens when the 
economy grinds to a halt, and we’re asked to re-start it again, but on 
worse terms? Aside from the possibility of “flipping the switch” on 
large scale autonomous modes of organization (as you say), will 
we retour à la normale on the same terms? The same terms, plus a 

newly emboldened biopolitical state? It’s worth remembering that the 

last time there was an economic decline on this scale (2008), there 
was no organized “left” to speak of in the US. Is it crazy to imagine a 
generalized demand for debt forgiveness at the other end of this? Or, 
at the very least, forcing Biden to run on an M4A platform? Already 
seeing no-eviction rules, and the state negotiating with banks for no-
interest payday loans, etc. Could these be expanded and demanded? 
Still, as you say, the coordination problem remains. 

Finally, the thing that doesn’t get any press (except from niche 
eco-minded leftists) is the reality that disease is an ecological question 
before it is political or economic one (not that these separate easily), 
one that calls into question the way human life on earth is organized. 
This isn’t a black swan event, because everyone who knows about 
disease has seen this coming for a long time, the question has only 

ever been when. As much as climate change, this forces (or should 
force) an immediate ecological consciousness. I like Rob Wallace’s 
phrase “creaturely communism.” Anyway, what is everyone going to 
do with their newfound free time? This Sunday we’ll be planting 
3,000 chestnut seeds on the farm right down the street -- what better 
way to practice social distancing than planting trees outside, 
together? 

 

 
 

https://twitter.com/BuildSoil/status/1239327549848571905 



 
Demar Nelson | LETTER FROM SHELTON | 17 March 2020 
 
thanks for being so supportive. its needed. for all people. 
 
I don't mind you circulating my comments at all, and using my name is 
not a problem either. I believe in your network because I respect you. 
 
other then that you are right, lol frustrations will mount as people who 
are used to the boom and bust of life now have to gear down, which is 
difficult for most because alot of people subconsciously go to work to 
escape home. 
 
Being confined is nothing more then a 90 percent mental acceptance 
process and that's because its not "HARD" for anyone to be in any 
one place where there's safety and shelter. the hard part is accepting 
your there and you can't do anything about it. and not only that but 
your not in control of your coming and going. 
 
the other 10 percent is coping........you have to find out exactly how 
your gonna balance something so precious but irritatingly misused 
.......time..............time..............time....time.......now you have all this 
time, to clean, cook, look, think, have sex, read, yell at kids, watch TV, 
and reciprocate that process over and over sometime not in that 
order. which will be taxing because people can't stand the things we 
count on until those things are removed. we as people are so spoiled. 
so like a man as myself doing time, you must appreciate every 
interaction. and not look at everything your experiencing as a 
permanent thing. 
 
keep your spirits intact and help everybody you can like its your last 
good deed. love those who love you like your loving for the first time. 
 
...... I would trade places with anyone in the world to be confined In 
my home, with my wife and son......I wouldn't want confinement to be 
any other way.........................that would be a dream confinement 
come true.....lol 
 
be safe......be blessed. 

The Crisis Times 
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Anne Boyer | THIS VIRUS | 10 March 2020 

 
 

so violent a rudeness, untenanted by any tangible form – poe 
 
 

It is a shame that to understand this virus, we must understand math, 
which to the many of us who were denied a decent math education in 
school, exists mostly as a phantasm: exponentiality no easier to grasp 
than the hand of a ghost.  And now the health of many depends on a 
general capacity to believe in the future tangibility of the present 
intangibles. (An excellent review of the numbers is here, in this 
remarkable plea for action.) We must not only now understand 
exponential growth, but also the difference between sly things, like 
the deadly distance between 1% and .1%.  

In the meantime, the world's eugenicists-in-chiefs appear to lick 
their lips at the prospect of the deaths of the elderly, sick, and poor. 
The vicious denialism of Trump, Johnson, and Bolsanaro is the logic 
that also governed yesterday's every day misery, made grand to fit 
today's catastrophe.  For a certain class, the death of what they 
consider "the unproductive" comes as a messy but not unwelcome 
event. This is why you see that cadaverous look in these guys’ eyes at 
the press conferences in which they stand in their bloated suits, 
mumbling administrative deceptions about the flu, about testing. We 
know to believe what they do, not what they say: finance gets 
emergency aid and the hospitals don't.  In the meantime, CPAC itself 
might have become a polo-shirt-and-pepe version of the Masque of 
the Red Death.  

These are the same types who say the only thing to fear is fear, 
which of course is not true, because fear educates our care for each 
other -- we fear a sick person might be made sicker, or that a poor 
person's life might be made even more miserable, and we do whatever 
we can to protect them because we fear a version of human life in 
which everyone lives only for themselves.  I am not the least bit 
afraid of this kind of fear, for fear is a vital and necessary part of love. 
And this fear, which I love, is right now particularly justified, because 
we have a pernicious virus that travels inside the healthy to sicken 
and kill the already fragile, and therefore requires that the healthy 
and strong deepen their moral commitments for the benefit of the 

sick and weak. We must learn to do good for the good of the stranger 
now. We now have to live as daily evidence that we believe there is 
value in the lives of the cancer patient, the elderly person, the 
disabled one, the ones in unthinkable living conditions, crowded and 
at risk.   

Total misery in the coming days is not a total inevitability: we 
have a capacity to respond today.  We can practice excellent hygiene, 
stop leaving messes for cleaners, disinfect our common spaces. We 
can try our best to get what we need to get by for a while.  We can -- 
today, right now -- organize mutual aid networks among our existing 
social contacts, make plans to care for the vulnerable, prepare 
supplies for those who will get sick.  We can provide shelter for the 
people who don't have it, offer to be a support for anyone feeling 
crazy from the news, promise to take care of someone's pets or kids if 
they get sick. We can provide important information to those who 
have been deceived or ignored.  We can protect those who are 
unfairly stigmatized and discriminated against. We can sew masks 
and make disinfection kits to give to those who will be caring for the 
sick at home.  

We can also go on a general strike, which now has a double 
purpose -- stay at home, refuse to work, refuse to go to school, refuse 
to shop, refuse as much as possible to get sick or make others so. We 
can shout at the top of our lungs and demonstrate in our every action 
that the lives of the vulnerable matter, that the deaths of the sick and 
the elderly and the poor and imprisoned from this virus are 
unacceptable. The prisoners must be freed.  The elderly must be 
cared for. Everyone must have safe housing. The sick must be 
supported without fear of losing jobs or being bankrupt by medical 
costs. The cleaners, health care workers, and other carers on the front 
line must have everything they need to stay safe.  This virus makes 
what has always been the case even more emphatically so. 

We also must engage in large scale social distancing. The way 
social distancing works requires faith: we must begin to see the 
negative space as clearly as the positive, to know what we don't do is 
also brilliant and full of love.  We face such a strange task, here, to 
come together in spirit and keep a distance in body at the same time. 
We can do it. I am writing this because I want the good in us to break 
through the layers of hateful nonsense we've been drowning in. I 
think we can be good, but we also must prepare for an amplification 
of evil’s evil. The time when the invisible becomes visible is at hand. 



 

[ DAVID GRUNDY ] 

The Crisis Times 

 

CATASTROPHE 

DOGASTROPHE 

ELEPHANTASTROPHE 

FOXASTROPHE 

GIRAFFE-ASTROPHE 

HIPPOPOTAMUSASTROPHE 

IGUANASTRAPHE 

JELLYFISHASTROPHE 

KANGAROO-ASTROPHE 

LEOPARDASTROPHE 

MOUSE-ASTROPHE 

NARWHALASTROPHE 

OCTOPUSASTROPHE 

PENGUINASTROPHE 

QUAILASTROPHE 

RATASTROPHE 

SNAKE-ASTROPHE 

TURTLE-ASTROPHE 

UMBRELLA-BIRD-ASTROPHE 

VOLE-ASTROPHE 

WOMBATASTROPHE 

X-RAY-TETRA-ASTROPHE 

YELLOWFIN-TUNA-ASTROPHE 

ZEBRASTROPHE 

ANTASTROPHE 

BATASTROPHE 

 

A game you can play with bored homebound children of all ages: kick 

the pattern off w/“catastrophe” followed by “dogastrophe” & then 

solicit help to fill the alphabet out. No need to end with the flying 

mouse – even if in terms of vectors it may end up being the case that 

this is indeed a “batastrophe.” #NOGUANO #ALPHABETASTROPHE 



Gail Faith Edwards 
 

ETYMOLOGY OF CORONAVIRUS 
 

(6 March 2020) 
 
A corona is the rarefied gaseous envelope, the luminous halo around 
the sun and other stars. The sun’s corona extends far into space but is 
normally visible only during a total solar eclipse, when it is seen as a 
pearly glow surrounding the darkened disk of the moon. It is also 
observable with a device called a coronagraph. This virus is 
called coronavirus because it too has a halo, or corona, around it. 
 

The word corona is Latin, meaning “crown”, from the Greek κορώνη 
(korōnē). Korone…Kore/Proserpina (maiden aspect, greening, 
vegetative goddess, bringing new life). The Goddess is here. 
 
Corona also means a “garland or wreath”. Our Great Mother Goddess 
Demeter/Ceres, Proserpina’s mother, wore a corona di spica, a crown 
or wreath of marjoram and other warming, aromatic spices around 
her head. The Goddess’s mother is here! 
 
The name Corona is a nickname for a person that is dearly loved by 
his family and friends. It comes from “caro,” which is derived from the 
Latin word “carus,” meaning beloved or dear. Our Ancestors are here! 
 
Most of us are familiar with the ancient story of Kore. Kore was a 
young girl when she was abducted by the God of the Dead, 
Hades/Pluto and dragged down into the underworld to be his 
wife.  Her mother Demeter/Ceres was consumed with grief and 
rage.  She searched for nine days, but no one would tell her anything 
about where her daughter was. Why? Because Kore was abducted 
with the approval of Zeus, Ruler of the Gods. Kore’s father. Finally, 
Helios, the Sun God, (wearing his corona) who sees and knows all, 
told Demeter/Ceres what happened. Her anger and despair was 
unbearable. She rejected the world of the Gods and wandered among 
humankind. In her sorrow she withheld her gifts of fertility so that no 
crops grew. At this Zeus finally gave in and commanded Hades/Pluto 
to release Kore. And all the earth turned green again. There’s a deep 
message here, lean into it. 

                 
 
This virus may actually be our crowning glory, our corona. Clearly 
the Gods are at play here. Mother, Father and Daughter. The Holy 
Trinity has entered the theatre and opened a portal. Our beloved 
ancestors are with us also. We have nothing to fear. 
 
There is an extremely ancient, intelligent alien species invasion going 
on, bringing new information both to our individual cells, and also to 
the cellular network around the globe, causing extreme excitement, 
movement and change, literally deciding who will live and who will 
die. What falls away and what remains. It is giving death, where 
death is needed. Think systems here, not necessarily people. 
 
Coronavirus may be presenting itself to us as a tool for viewing…a 
tool of revelation, divination, uncovering what can usually only be 
seen in the dark. We’ve all been treading some dark waters these last 
few years. One trauma or crisis after the other and all the while, we’ve 
been more or less helpless in the face of it. And just when we think we 
cannot possibly take any more, here comes a “life” force never 
encountered before. Providing us with information directly and 
helping us to see. See what?  Maybe to see how much we truly care 
for each other. How much we want to live. To realize all the tools we 
have at our disposal. All the non-human allies who love us, who we 
can depend on. To see that we are a part of the great and holy web of 
life…each and every one of us, human, animal, plant, mountain, rock, 
virus. The weakest among us. The strongest among us. The insured 
and the uninsured. We are all equal on this earth. And to the Gods. 
We are all deserving of respect. 
 
We might see now how deeply derelict we have been in our care for 
the earth and all life upon her. Might see clearly our incredible 
vulnerability, our dependence on earth, as well as our strength, which 
we also draw from her. We are seeing clearly what we are up against 
and with the “information being transferred” perhaps we will also be 
participating in its dissolution right before our eyes. 



Saturday + Sunday 

Saturday, Sunday — settling into a new normal. I’m no longer required to 
leave my house. My partner receives the news that his place of employment 

will be shut down for two weeks, but he will be paid. Celebration! Fear! This 

spaciousness is exhilarating and terrifying. I’m trying to structure my time, 
trying to figure out what of the seemingly infinite domestic tasks I could 

undertake to fit in alongside my obligations like grading student work. Am 

I to be idealistic about all the things I could accomplish? Can I embrace 

monasticism? I picture myself with thread and needle, suddenly gifted with 

the patience to embroider wall-hangings. Unfortunately I’ve brought into 
this seclusion my long-standing sense of inner disorganization; it’s difficult 
to commit to non-essential projects. As was the case before the pandemic, it 

it’s hard to self-actualize from the space of my house — both too much and 

too little time — but I try to avoid letting the existential questions laid bare 

by the virus transfer to a similarly existential void around the activities of 

daily life, these small gestures of creative resilience and willingness to bring 

something new into the world.  

What does the subtraction of ordinary life expose? Before the corona 

virus, it seemed implicit that what is necessary for the world right now 

(ecologically, at least) requires halting over-production. But this necessity 

has been made impossible or unthinkable by the abstraction of the economy 

and its unvanquishable requirements for belligerent hyper-productivity. 

And then something unthinkable makes that pause possible.  is a silly 

question to ask but impossible not to think about. Will the ordinary 

ambivalence of the current economic system remain exposed as constructed 

and contingent in its cruelties? What would it take to center our labor 

around common needs and desires, something more impressionistically 

obvious about what kind of world we want to perpetuate? (Or more 

urgently, what is necessary for survival.) 

A collective, social response to the pandemic is unfolding (albeit enacted 

through wide-spread acts of self-isolation). In this isolation, I feel like I’m a 
part of something. But I think about how the lesson of the pandemic 

shouldn’t be that the internet and the socializing it enables will save us, but 

the undeniable fact of our physical bodies as mutual vulnerabilities is 

enough to stop the world-as-it-is and its perilous disregard for the ecologies 

our bodies depend upon, even despite the impossible momentum of 

capital. (Is that what’s happening?) 

The Crisis Times 
 

 

Siloh Radovsky 

 

CORONAVIRUS, PRECARITY, + EMBODIED LABOR: WEEK ONE 

 

 [ 18 March 2020 ] 

Monday 

Monday morning, March 9th, an overheard conversation between two 

undergraduate students in a cafe:  

“Tonight is the deadline for the University to decide if they are going to 
do all classes online next quarter, because of the virus stuff.” 

“Do you think they’ll do it?”  
“Nah, I don’t think so.” 
Monday night, I got the email: All UC San Diego classes to be held remotely 

in spring quarter. Though drastic, the maneuver felt more precautionary than 

prescient or urgent. Friends speculated the move to remote instruction was 

a response to the wildcat graduate student strikes spreading through the 

UC system. 

Tuesday 

On Tuesday, the seed of disruption had been sown as the significance of 

next quarter’s solitude settled in. I went to the store with Ethan and we 
bought vegetables, peanut butter, and bags of plantain chips and lentil 

pasta. I imagined every surface as covered with deadly invisibilia, but later 

sat at a table within five inches of friends, unafraid of their breathing. I 

started to feel the frenetic hum and inner heat produced by thoughts 

moving so quickly they were made illegible. That night, before falling 

asleep, I wrote about the virus against Susan Sontag’s Illness as Metaphor: 

 

Whatever symbolic or poetic meaning projected upon the reality of the disease, 

or which the reality of this disease is wrapped up in, is as much about the world 

it exists within and travels through as it is about the illness itself. Talking 

about the virus is talking about a globalized world which moves at the rate of 



its high-tech apparatuses but cannot actually account for the physical bodies 

which it is populated with: our vulnerabilities and our reliance upon the 

material world even when the normative processes of production stall or are 

hampered. Talking about the virus is talking about overproduction of things 

suddenly made useless by a microscopic contagion. 

Wednesday 

By Wednesday, the poetry reading was canceled; class was canceled. While 

at home that afternoon I tried to remember what “Community Immunity” 
means and revisited an essay by Ed Cohen. So many unfilled needs exposed 

by the virus — that’s what I wanted to write about.  

Cohen’s essay is about the AIDS pandemic in South Africa and the 
problematic individuation (depoliticized, decontextualized) which 

biomedicine entails. Cohen contrasts this isolated approach with the 

collective permeability which something like a virus highlights. Because its 

problem is its transmissibility, the virus requires a social response. It 

requires tending to the social and material elements of being and staying 

well, which — for all their biological sophistication — the institutions of 

medicine aren’t positioned to contend with. 
I imagined opening my essay about the virus by talking about how we 

experience the pandemic a mainly a problem of individual exposure when its 

peril exposes the deficit in the community’s immune system: its ability to 

mobilize defenses and response mechanisms. But isn’t that what everyone’s 
already talking about? And what immune system is prepared to deal with a 

novel exposure, beyond (perhaps) its familiarity with the form of a pandemic: 

the ability of an invisible new iteration of an ancient organism to wipe out 

its host? 

So maybe our vulnerability to this particular corona virus is not the 

fault of industrial capitalism per se, or a paradigm which emphasizes the 

eradication of contagions rather than the cultivation of a healthy, resilient 

biosphere. But there are additional vulnerabilities industrial capitalism 

compounds because what is good for stopping the virus is bad for the 

economy. What is necessary for treating the virus and caring for the bodies 

(infected and otherwise) who continue to exist despite the economic slow-

down requires a nimble response in the structures of medical care as well as 

material production and distribution. How do we decide, or who decides, 

what is important? What is essential?  
 

BIOPOWER TRUMPS CAPITALISM 

A lot of work seems unessential, and yet without the remuneration it 

enables, basic existence is periled. As my teacher (a philosopher of medicine 

and science) said, “It makes it pretty clear that biopower trumps capitalism.” 

Also on Wednesday I received a crash-course on living with pandemics 

(from the internet, from my mom). I learned that my deliberation about 

whether or not to take a trip to Seattle the following week as planned 

shouldn’t be a deliberation about whether or not I would be well, but about 

my role in the perpetuation of this wave. A wave whose calculability I 

fixated on, watching the numbers rise as if to verify my paranoid response. I 

was infected with an urge to explain the rationale of social isolation to all 

my friends. I played this missionary role to my partner, who was also slated 

to take this Seattle trip. Stretched on our bed, he said he wasn’t sure what 
the point would be in avoiding the airport because he works in retail, just 

another depot of human contagion.   

Thursday 

On Thursday, I went to the grocery store to pick up a few more things and 

was greeted with the sight of panic-buying: lines trailing into the aisles, 

shelves ransacked of their packaged goods. The frozen section of Trader 

Joe’s was nearly cleared out — black basins covered with flecks and crumbs 

that were visible for the first time. Only a few less popular items remained: 

frozen kale and cauliflower pizza crust; some sauce-covered microwavable 

chicken lunch. Suddenly, my hypothetical musings about the corona virus 

became so much less abstract, about how the precarity brought about by the 

virus is more than the physical vulnerability of being sick but the existential 

trial on the structures we are held inside of. Our reliance on them for our 

safe-keeping, for the maintenance of basic needs, felt clearly incidental to 

their existence; as if we were hacking them for that purpose. What 

underpaid, essential labor was being performed by the grocery store clerks 

and stockers. Not all labor can or should be performed virtually — we need 

to eat, after all. So what about that?  

By Thursday, we have both decided that taking an airplane anywhere is 

absurd. A trail-running race I’d signed up for in January is canceled. 
Dominos of duties fall one after another. 

Friday 

By Friday, exhaustion from thinking too much. I eat tuna salad at a cafe 

during an in-person meeting, which feels transgressive. (The in-person-

ness, not the food.) 



Thomas Nashe | A Litany in Time of Plague | ~1600 
 

Adieu, farewell, earth’s bliss; 
This world uncertain is; 
Fond are life’s lustful joys; 
Death proves them all but toys; 
None from his darts can fly; 
I am sick, I must die. 
    Lord, have mercy on us! 
 

Rich men, trust not in wealth, 
Gold cannot buy you health; 
Physic himself must fade. 
All things to end are made, 
The plague full swift goes by; 
I am sick, I must die. 
    Lord, have mercy on us! 
 

Beauty is but a flower 
Which wrinkles will devour; 
Brightness falls from the air; 
Queens have died young and fair; 
Dust hath closed Helen’s eye. 
I am sick, I must die. 
    Lord, have mercy on us! 
 

Strength stoops unto the grave, 
Worms feed on Hector brave; 
Swords may not fight with fate, 
Earth still holds open her gate. 
“Come, come!” the bells do cry. 
I am sick, I must die. 
    Lord, have mercy on us! 
 

Wit with his wantonness 
Tasteth death’s bitterness; 
Hell’s executioner 
Hath no ears for to hear 
What vain art can reply. 
I am sick, I must die. 
    Lord, have mercy on us! 
 

Haste, therefore, each degree, 
To welcome destiny; 
Heaven is our heritage, 
Earth but a player’s stage; 
Mount we unto the sky. 
I am sick, I must die. 
    Lord, have mercy on us! 
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NW | THE CORONA STIMULATED DEGROWTH PLAN | 17 March 2020 
 
Having no framework to think about what is happening, we rely on what is 
ready to hand. But when has the state ever voluntarily caused a recession? 
When has a global event ever so drastically and immediately shifted the 
everyday intimate behaviors of so many people? We fall back on guesses 
and intuitions as we try and make sense of the incredible amounts of 
information entering our mental environment, and the result, predictably, is a 
lot of static. We’re unable to accurately distinguish signal from noise, let 
alone process the deluge of information into something that we can think 
with. New frameworks are urgently needed for confronting this situation. It is 
in this sense that all thought is strategic. Thinking in an emergency makes 
shipwreck on the fossil structure of obsolete knowledge.  

The virus calls into question the way that we inhabit the earth. 
Disease is always an ecological question before it is a political or economic 
one (not that these are easily separated). Disease is directly about our 
relationship to nature, or the way that nature is transformed, more or less 
harmfully, into human life.  Capitalism is a way of organizing nature, one 
which made this kind of outbreak inevitable. It was never a question of 
whether, but when. 

By stopping everything the coronavirus reveals the network of 
relations that underlie our culture, from transmission to the material 
production of life. It reveals the inadequacy of this life, which is dominated 
by economic transaction. Without transaction, everything stops, and another 
life becomes possible—infinite weekend.  

 

 

 
 
 

It also reveals that the state does not exist—actually the state is the 
name given to the illusion of power that others hold over us, but we see now 
that this power is an infantile performance, no more capable of managing 
the crisis than anyone else. On the other hand we see that what is called the 
government is really just a collection of incoherent institutions made up of 
more or less competent people whose effectiveness in a crisis is determined 
by the degree to which their heart has been winnowed by the bureaucratic 
mechanism in which they are accustomed to participating. Corona-
emergency frees them of the obligation to their office. Power may be 
redirected to the people. In more ways than one, corona is like the sun.  

I hate to make predictions, but sometimes it is necessary to will new 
truths into being through a practice of speculative poetics/politics. We have 
entered an alternative dimension in the social life of capital: some will call it 
recession, others depression, but we would like to call it the Corona 
Stimulated Degrowth Plan. Under this new plan, a massive freeing of 
resources from above will appear first as a kind of war socialism. The trickle 
down effects of this freeing of resources, combined with a proliferation 
of free time as work obligations are suspended, will create the conditions for 
forms of free human activity known as autonomous survival planning in 
which every kind of activity usually held under the sign of the political is 
called into question. Nature itself becomes a question of social life, and 
questions of survival are transformed into questions of general flourishing.  

Long live the Corona Stimulated Degrowth Plan! 
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DOLPHINS APPEAR  

IN VENICE CANALS 

AS WATER RUNS CLEAR  

IN THE ABSENCE OF TOURISM 

 

 

FESTINA LENTE 



 

 

 

 

Ruth Wilson Gilmore on abolition in action 

 

[I]nsofar as abolition is imagined only to be absence – 

overnight erasure – the kneejerk response is “that's not 
possible.” But the failure of imagination rests in missing 
the fact that abolition isn’t just absence. As W.E.B. Du Bois 
showed in Black Reconstruction in America, abolition is a 

fleshly and material presence of social life lived 

differently. Of course, that means many who are abolition-

friendly falter at what the practice is. All the organising I’ve 
described in our conversation is abolition – not a prelude, 

but the practice itself. [...] Abolition is: figuring out how to 

work with people to make something rather than figuring 

out how to erase something. Du Bois shows, in exhaustive 

detail, both how slavery ended through the actions and 

organised activity of the slaves no less than the Union 

Army, and, since slavery ending one day doesn’t tell you 
anything about the next day, what the next day, and days 

thereafter, looked like during the revolutionary period of 

radical Reconstruction. Abolition is a theory of change, it's 

a theory of social life. It’s about making things. 
 
[ “Prisons & Class Warfare,” interview available at historicalmaterialism.org ] 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

Franz Kafka, “On Parables” 

 

Many complain that the words of the wise are always 

merely parables and of no use in daily life, which is the 

only life we have. When the sage says: “Go over,” he does 
not mean that we should cross over to some actual place, 

which we could do anyhow if the labor were worth it; he 

means some fabulous yonder, something unknown to us, 

something too that he cannot designate more precisely, 

and therefore cannot help us here in the very least. All 

these parables really set out to say merely that the 

incomprehensible is incomprehensible, and we know that 

already. But the cares we have to struggle with every day: 

that is a different matter. 

 

Concerning this a man once said: “Why such reluctance? If 
you only followed the parables you yourselves would 

become parables and with that rid yourself of all your daily 

cares.” 

 

Another said: “I bet that is also a parable.” 

 

The first said: “You have won.” 

 

The second said: “But unfortunately only in parable.” 

 

The first said: “No, in reality: in parable you have lost.” 

 
[ Complete Stories (Schocken 1971), 457 ] 

 



when you come down to it, to live where you can’t even cultivate a 
garden? Someone who doesn’t have any money left doesn’t stop 
eating as a consequence, and who has the iron has the bread. Thank 
me: I place you in front of the bifurcation that was tacitly structuring 
your existences: the economy or life. It’s your move, your turn to play. 
The stakes are historical. Either the governing authorities impose 
their state of exception on you, or you invent your own. Either you 
go with the truths that are coming to light, or you put your head on 
the chopping block. Either you use the time I’m giving you to 
envision the world of the aftermath in light of what you’ve learned 
from the collapse that’s underway, or the latter will go extreme. The 
disaster ends when the economy ends. The economy is the 
devastation. That was a theory before last month. Now it is a fact. No 
one can fail to sense what it will take in the way of police, 
propaganda, surveillance, logistics, and remote working to keep that 
fact under control. 

As you deal with me, don’t succumb to panic or denial. Don’t 
give in to the biopolitical hysterias. The coming weeks will be 
terrible, oppressive, cruel. The gates of death will be wide open. I am 
the most devastating production of the devastation of production. I 
come to reduce the nihilists to nothingness. The injustice of this 
world will never be more outrageous. It’s a civilization, not you, that I 
come to bury. Those who desire to live will have to construct new 
habits, ones that are suitable for them. Avoiding me will be the 
occasion for this reinvention, this new art of distances. The art of 
greeting one another, which some were short-sighted enough to see 
as the very form of the institution, will soon not obey any etiquette. It 
will sign beings. Don’t do it “for the others”, for “the population” or 
for “society”, do it for your people. Take care of your friends and 
those you love. Rethink along with them, decisively, what a just form 
of life would be. Organize clusters of right living, expand them, and I 
won’t be able to do anything against you. I am calling for a massive 
return, not of discipline, but of attention. Not for the end of 
insouciance, but the end of all carelessness. What other way remained 
for me to remind you that salvation is in each gesture? That everything 
is in the tiniest thing. 

I’ve had to face the facts: humanity only asks itself the 
questions it can no longer keep from asking. 
 

[  LUNDI MATIN (tr. Robert Hurley) 19 Mars 2020  ]  
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WHAT THE VIRUS SAID 
 

I’ve come to shut down the machine 
whose emergency brake you couldn’t find. 

 
You’d do well, dear humans, to stop your ridiculous calls for war. 
Lower the vengeful looks you’re aiming at me. Extinguish the halo of 
terror in which you’ve enveloped my name. Since the bacterial 
genesis of the world, we viruses are the true continuum of life on 
Earth. Without us, you would never have seen the light of day, any 
more than the first cell would have come to exist.  

We are your ancestors, just like the rocks and the seaweed, 
and much more than the apes. We are wherever you are and also 
where you aren’t. Too bad for you if you only see in the universe 
what is to your liking! But above all, quit saying that it is I who am 
killing you. You will not die from my action upon your tissues but 
from the lack of care of your fellow humans. If you had not been just 
as rapacious amongst yourselves as you were with all that lives on 
this planet, you would still have enough beds, nurses, and respirators 
to survive the damage I do in your lungs. If you didn’t pack your old 
people into nursing homes and your able-bodied into concrete 
hutches, you wouldn’t be in this predicament. If you hadn’t changed 
the whole expanse of the world, or worlds rather, that just yesterday 
were still luxuriant, chaotic, infinitely inhabited, into a vast desert for 
the monoculture of the Same and the More, I wouldn’t have been able 
to launch myself into the global conquest of your throats. If nearly all 
of you had not become, over the last century, redundant copies of a 
single, untenable form of life, you would not be preparing to die like 
flies abandoned in the water of your sugary civilization. If you had 
not made your environments so empty, so transparent, so abstract, 
you can be sure that I wouldn’t be moving at the speed of an aircraft. 
I only come to carry out the punishment that you have long 
pronounced against yourselves. Forgive me, but it’s you, after all, 
who invented the name “Anthropocene”. You have awarded 



yourselves the whole honor of the disaster; now that it is unfolding, 
it’s too late to decline it. The most honest among you know this very 
well: I have no other accomplice than your social organization, your 
folly of the “grand scale” and its economy, your fanatical belief 
in systems. Only systems are “vulnerable”. Everything else lives and 
dies. There’s no “vulnerability” except for what aims at control, at its 
extension and its improvement. Look at me closely: I am just the flip 
side of the prevailing Death. 

So stop blaming me, accusing me, stalking me. Working 
yourselves into an anti-viral paralysis. All of that is childish. Let me 
propose a different perspective: there is an intelligence that is 
immanent to life. One doesn’t need to be a subject to make use of a 
memory and a strategy. One doesn’t have to be a sovereign to decide. 
Bacteria and viruses can also call the shots. See me, therefore, as your 
savior instead of your gravedigger. You’re free not to believe me, 
but I have come to shut down the machine whose emergency brake you 
couldn’t find. I have come in order to suspend the operation that held 
you hostage. I have come in order to demonstrate the aberration that 
“normality” constitutes. “Delegating to others our nutrition, our 
protection, our ability to care for our way of life was a madness”… 
“There is no budgetary limit, health has no price”: see how I redirect 
the language and spirit of your governing authorities! See how I 
bring them down for you to their real standing as miserable 
racketeers, and arrogant to boot! See how they suddenly denounce 
themselves not just as being superfluous, but as being harmful! For 
them you’re nothing but supports for the reproduction of their 
system – that is, less than slaves. Even the plankton are treated better 
than you. 

But don’t waste your time reproaching them, pointing out 
their deficiencies. Accusing them of negligence is still to give them 
more credit than they deserve. Ask yourselves rather how you could 
find it so comfortable to let yourselves be governed. Praising the 
merits of the Chinese option compared to the British option, of the 
imperial-legist solution as against the Darwinist-liberal method is to 
understand nothing about the one or the other, the horror of one and 
the horror of the other. Since Quesnay, the “liberals” have always 
looked with envy at the Chinese empire; and they still do. They are 
Siamese twins. The fact that one of them confines you in its interest 
and the other in the interest of “society” always amounts to 
suppressing the only non-nihilist conduct: taking care of oneself, of 

those one loves and of what one loves in those one doesn’t know. 
Don’t let those who’ve led you to the abyss claim to be saving you 
from it: they will prepare for you a more perfect hell, an even deeper 
grave. Someday when they’re able, they’ll send the army to patrol the 
afterlife. 

You ought to thank me, rather. Without me, for how much 
longer would those unquestionable things that are suddenly 
suspended have gone on being presented as necessary? Globalization, 
competitive exams, air traffic, budgetary limits, elections, sports 
spectacles, Disneyland, fitness gyms, most businesses, the National 
Assembly, school barracking, mass gatherings, most office jobs, all 
that automatic sociability that is nothing but the reverse of the 
anxious solitude of the metropolitan monads: all of that was rendered 
unnecessary, once the state of necessity asserted its presence. Thank me 
for the truth test of the coming weeks; you’re finally going to inhabit 
your own life, without the thousand escapes that, good year bad year, 
hold the untenable together. Without your realizing it, you had never 
taken up residence in your own existence. You were there among 
your boxes, and you didn’t know it. Now you will live with your 
kindreds. You will be at home. You will cease to be in transit towards 
death. Perhaps you will hate your husband. Maybe your children 
won’t be able to stand you. Maybe you will feel like blowing up 
the décor of your everyday life. The truth is that you were no longer 
in the world, in those metropolises of separation. Your world was no 
longer livable in any of its guises unless you were constantly fleeing. 
One had to make do with movement and distractions in the face of the 
hideousness that had taken hold. And the spectral that reigned 
between beings. Everything had become so efficient that nothing 
made any sense any longer. Thank me for all that, and welcome back 
to earth!  

Thanks to me, for an indefinite time you will no longer work, 
your kids won’t go to school, and yet it will be the opposite of a 
vacation. Vacations are that space that must be filled up at all costs 
while waiting for the obligatory return to work. But now what is 
opening up in front of you, thanks to me, is not a delimited space but 
a gaping emptiness. I render you idle. There’s no guarantee that 
yesterday’s non-world will reappear. All of that profitable absurdity 
may cease. Not being paid oneself, what would be more natural than 
to stop paying one’s rent? Why would a person unable to work go on 
depositing their mortgage payments at the bank? Isn’t it suicidal, 
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Well, the Foucault piece seems to be taking things in the wrong 
direction.  Yes, the lockdown and control is extreme and super dicey 
feeling, especially with the current administration, but the 
understanding of what this virus is and could be and the participation 
in spite of people not feeling sick feels, to me, like a remarkable step 
towards using our brains to make decisions collectively that has not 
been demonstrated as possible in the past - climate change, for 
example hasn’t led to enough behavioral change and I’ve wondered if 
we can be collectively intelligent about anything.  This feels like 
people are conceptualizing some abstract future consequences and 
being disciplined and that should be encouraged.  Flipping it to being 
controlled kind of unleashes the teenager, (anarchist I’m jaded) more 
short sighted and rebellious parts of us to take the reins in spite of our 
knowing why and what may be best.  Does this make sense?  Not that 
we shouldn’t keep one leery eye on the government during this time, 
or give up our freedom, it’s so hard not to be terrified by the control, 
and the virus itself, it seems like playing to that side is counter 
productive, unless you are just sending it to a bunch of folks who 
always follow the rules and live very sheltered, which is no one I 
know.  ? 
 
The William Carlo Williams poem is so perfect though. 
 

[ letter from a friend / 17 March 2020 ] 
 

 

 

           

  
 
 
Today's New York Review of Books Daily is the counterweight to 
Foucault here. 
 
I would also add that the Thug's M.O. all along is to keep attention on 
itself and through distractions, divide and preoccupy with messes 
made, so in that overview the virus is a welcome cause not under his 
control at last, and protocols of knowledge come from reasonable 
beings and entities. 

 
[ letter from a friend / 17 March 2020 ] 

I agree completely: there is an instauration of knowledge right about 
now - lifting us up from the ditch of misinformation and setting us on 
the path to wise action 
 
The desire expressed in the OLD CHAOS OF THE SUN piece is that 
this not be a one-time deal - that the aperture extend beyond the 
scope of this crisis to address the forms that underlie it 
 
If Foucault is right that 17th-c plague quarantine protocols are a fractal 
anticipation of disciplinary society, what needs to be the case for us to 
make it so that this plague and the social forms it conjures point to a 
future committed to an equality of survival, adapting our own actions 
to those of our contemporaries in order to flip the switch on the 
climate nightmare and everything about capitalism that causes it  
 

[ letter to a friend / 17 March 2020 ] 

 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

Things are good here. Weird, but weirdly good.  I went for a walk only 
to hear one of my neighbors, who I had never spoken to before, 
playing one of my favorite pieces of music, a Bach Cello Suite, on her 
viola. The sun and the quarantine together today are conspiring to 
make humans in my neighborhood talk to each other. It feels like a 
dream I’ve been trying to dream into existence for a long time. 
 
Mutual Aid networks are expanding. People are taking care of each 
other, even at a distance. I feel more hopeful now than I have in 
years. Maybe that sounds crazy. 
 
[ letter from a friend / 20 March 2020 ] 
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Will Alexander 
 

TOWARDS THE PRIMEVAL LIGHTNING FIELD 
 

The old chronological towers are ash, are prisms of 

disfigurement, symbolic of a world cancelled by 

consumptive inmelodias. As for alchemical transition, 

we face the raising of new sea walls, of banished and 

re-engendered electorates, trying to cope with new 

intensities of weather, as the anomalous hypnotically 

increases with the power of inverse subjective. 

    The body is now weighed on a broken axial cart, its 

blood conjoined as it rises within a nuclear darkness of 

ravens. So as Piscean chronology now shatters, dawn 

becomes an unclaimed resurrection, a tumultuous 

eikon of skin no longer formed around its old dendritic 

artifacts. The calendar of draconian enfeeblement with 

its integers of the past 20 centuries, erased, its linear 

Babels darkened by the extreme necessity for a new 

perpendicular burst, transmuting in demeanour, with 

history consumed in a roll of flaming aural dice, with 

its wizardry of tools subsumed in arcane vibration, 

turned into a power of splendiferous scorpions. The 

psychic wounds of the past eclipsed in this new 

millenium by the power of smelted dragon's blood. 

    And so, I speak of a new being of symbols, of lucid 

catacombs and spirals, its language being spun in 

fabulous iguana iridium. Now, with the decayed 

constitutional stages exploded by telepathy, by 

invulnerable oneiric intuitives, the mental axis 

transmutes, like a reddened swan, with a new cosmic 

skeletal reprieve, afloat amongst the forces of the 

primeval lightning field, taking on the dharma of the 

great sustained emotion of eternity. [ 1998 ]   
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TOOLS FOR CONVIVIALITY 
 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

[ state sponsored DIY – read all about it ]  
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Diane di Prima 

 

 

A GOOD DAY TO 

 

it is with my whole heart open 

no pain in it 
   I celebrate 

 

lost brothers & sisters – what joy! 
 

we lived 

 

   riding war ponies 

straight into the sun 

 

– circa June 2009 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

KADAR KOLI 7 (2012) 



THINGS STANDING SHALL FALL 

 

Basavanna ~ 10th century “common era” 

trans. AK Ramanujan (1929-1993) 
 

The rich 

will make temples for Siva. 
What shall I, 

a poor man, 

do? 

 

My legs are pillars, 
the body the shrine, 
the head a cupola 

of gold. 
 

Listen, O lord of the meeting rivers, 
things standing shall fall, 
but the moving ever shall stay. 

  

 

“things standing” = sthavara, the static temple 

“things moving” = jangama, the living itinerant mendicant 
who is the representative of Linga (Siva) on the earth 

“Lord of the meeting rivers” = kudalsangamadeva, a form of 

Siva, Basavanna’s chosen personal god  

 

:: 

 

cf. Charles Sanders Peirce (1839–1914):  
 

“A sign, or representamen, is something which stands to somebody for 
something in some respect or capacity. It addresses somebody, that is, 
creates in the mind of that person an equivalent sign, or perhaps a 
more developed sign. That sign which it creates I call 
the interpretant of the first sign. The sign stands for something, 
its object. It stands for that object, not in all respects, but in reference 
to a sort of idea, which I have sometimes called the ground of the 

representation” 
 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

:: 

 

cf. Sean Bonney (1969-2019):  
 

“A poetry that only the enemy can understand.” 
 

:: 

 

cf. dateline Baghdad (2020):  
 

“Listen to us Corona, come and visit the thieves who stole our wealth, 

come and take revenge from who stole our dreams, we only loved our 
homeland but they killed us,” protesters were chanting. 
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   brought to you by the FED (Feminist Economics Department) 

   THE HOLOGRAM: MANUAL FOR FEMINIST HEALTH MILITIAS  

At the end of this crisis, among the true heroes will be the 

biomedical researchers from the Seattle Flu Study. They're the 

ones who actively violated government regulations to share their 

research that coronavirus had been spreading undetected for six 

weeks from the 'Ground Zero' county where it first came ashore in 

North America. Their ethical decision is what set off the alarm bells 

that finally got the state and federal agencies into motion.    

Going beyond and even disobeying normal procedures is 

the only way to proactively deal with a major disaster, when 

bureaucracies and politics tend to slow down responses. 

Remember the loudspeaker announcements in the South Tower 

that told evacuating employees to go back to their offices after the 

first plane hit the North Tower? Those who obeyed perished in the 

elevators when the second plane hit, and many of those who 

disobeyed survived. 

Remember the military deployment that flooded New 

Orleans with soldiers and security contractors after Hurricane 

Katrina? They went with the 'elite panic' playbook that rigidly 

treated so-called 'public panic' (and 'looting' for survival supplies) 

as an enemy that needed to be suppressed. The Coast Guard 

instead told its commanders to make flexible decisions in the field, 

and work with local people to carry out rescues, and is one of the 

only federal agencies still respected there for saving lives. 

When someone tells you that the pandemic is not a big 

deal, they're echoing the White House's go-slow approach that has 

not worked in past disasters. Restaurants and bars are being 

closed today not because they've become cesspools of the virus, 

but because they will within one week if they aren't closed now, 

according to the viral spread models from Italy. 

We need to be proactively getting out in front of the crisis, 

not merely reacting to rising death rates, because then it's too late. 

Only when acting when it still seems like 'no big deal' keeps it from 

becoming a really big deal, and that's a lesson for carrying out any 

deep social change. If there's anything we've learned from our 

Evergreen class Catastrophe, it's that what seems unorthodox or 

even radical is sometimes the most effective approach to find 

stability and community resilience."  
 

[ Zoltán Grossman | 16 March 2020 ] 
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HOSPITAL BEDS  

(per 1000)  

 

US 2.9 

Italy 3.4 

China 4.2 

South Korea 11.5 

 
https://data.worldbank.org/indicator/SH.MED.BEDS.ZS 
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Why Interspecies Thinking Needs Indigenous Standpoints 

 

In the Western academy, but fortunately not only here, there is a 

growing conversation around this idea of human and nonhuman 

relations, of “interspecies communities” as Dorion Sagan puts it in 
his thought-provoking paper, “The Human is More than Human: 
Interspecies Communities and the New ‘Facts of Life’.” I like the 
term “interspecies communities,” although it does not capture all of 
the beings I see myself as in relation with. […]  

Within this field of inquiry, as we see in Sagan’s paper and 
his critique of too-linear evolutionary narratives, thinkers aim 

essentially to dismantle hierarchies in the relationships of 

“westerners” with their non-human others.  […] 



 

What intrigues me is that I see similarities – both in Sagan’s 
paper and in the broader field of “animal studies” – between the 

voices of “westerners” and some other folks that I want to bring into 
this conversation, indigenous or aboriginal voices. First, let me note 

what is similar between these groups. In speaking of symbiogenesis 

[…] Sagan notes that: 

 

“We are crisscrossed and cohabited by stranger beings, 
intimate visitors who affect our behavior, appreciate our 

warmth, and are in no rush to leave. Like all visible life forms, 

we [humans] are composites.” 
 

This account of symbiogenesis tickles me. It sounds to me like “we 
are all related.” I read in Sagan’s looping and not linear account that 
we are all of us – humans and nonhumans – a networked set of 

social-biological relations. He calls us “interspecies communities.” 
That resonates with what Vine Deloria, Jr. called an “American 

Indian metaphysic.” […] I would have to include in an interspecies 
community or networked set of social-biological relations living 

beings that are both material and immaterial, and therein is a key 

difference. […] 

[L]et me be clear that in order to be coherent and in order to 

not make sweeping claims, I revolve my analysis around not an 

“American Indian metaphysic” […] but a Lakota/Dakota (or “Sioux,” 
as you may know us) ethic. I draw on sources from this broader 

cultural group, which is my tribal background and which constitutes 

luckily for me some of the most prominent literature out there that is 

useful for thinking about these things. Both Vine Deloria, Jr. and 

Charles Eastman get classed as “American Indian” intellectuals, but 
in fact, they were also Dakota and so they wrote “American Indian” 
things out of a disproportionately Dakota cultural background. 

But in terms of Western sciences, including social sciences, 

and indigenous or Dakota thought coming together – a prime 

example is the recent move to “multi-species ethnography” by  

 

anthropologists, geographers, and other social scientists. Scholars 

apply anthropological approaches to studying humans, to the social 

relations (not simply “interactions”) between humans and 
nonhumans, located in their social and physical habitats. As S. Eben 

Kirksey and Stefan Helmreich comment in the introduction to the 

recent Cultural Anthropology special issue on the topic, new 

anthropological accounts increasingly appear in which nonhumans 

(animals, plants, fungi, and microbes) previously relegated to the 

status of “bare life” or “that which is killable” are now appearing 
“alongside humans in the realm of bios, with legibly biographical and 
political lives.” In short, “multispecies ethnography centers on how a 
multitude of organisms’ livelihoods shape and are shaped by political, 
economic, and cultural forces.” 

Aha! Organisms have livelihoods. […] 

This work is both methodologically and ethically innovative. 

But like Sagan’s work, multispecies ethnography has starting points 
that only partially contain indigenous standpoints. […] 

A second contribution to this growing subfield that 

Aboriginal thinkers can make is to extend the range of nonhuman 

beings with which we can be in relation, as Eastman indicated in 

1911. Again, these conversations in the academy tend to restrict our 

attention to beings that “live,” e.g. dogs, bears, mushrooms, 
microorganisms. We speak of animal studies after all. But for many 

indigenous peoples, our nonhuman others may not be understood in 

even critical western frameworks as living. 

Like our methodological choices, language choices are ethical 

choices […]. Indeed, animal studies or the rhetoric of 
human/nonhuman may be an inadequate construction for capturing 

relations between beings and across cultures […]. 
 

Society for Cultural Anthropology 

Fieldsights (November 2011) 

 

selection made by https://fatehbaz.tumblr.com 



particularly marked in China and Italy, the two most devastated nations. 
We might expect, glancing at the rate of spread and those 
unemployment numbers, that we will see similar results from the United 
States. Maybe we will get right with the Paris Accords after all. 

This is not to say that we should imagine the virus as a redeemer; 
that is a particularly grotesque fantasy. Its role in a temporary retreat of 
planetarily fatal emissions is nonetheless informative. Ecological 
despoliation is a consequence not of humans, as the name 
“Anthropocene” and Latour’s essay suggest, but of industrial production 
and its handmaidens, and only forces which can bring that to heel allow 
us to prepare for climate change. Capital, with is inescapable drive to 
reproduce itself, is not some actor in a network, equivalent to other 
actors, but an actual cause. The compulsion to produce, and to produce 
at a lower cost than competitors, in turn compels the burning of cheap 
and dirty fuels to drive the factories, to move the container ships, even to 
draw forth from the ground the material components of “green energy” 
sources. The Gilets Jaunes did not riot because they object to ecological 
policies but because the economy dictates that they find jobs in places 
they cannot afford to live, and to which they must therefore commute. As 
long as the compulsions of production for profit and of laboring to live 
persist, climate survival will be beyond the reach of any state. 
 

 

We must take this fact with the utmost seriousness: that Foucault’s new 
regime of power appears in the late eighteenth century, which is to say, 
alongside the steam engine and the industrial revolution, which is also to 
say, alongside the liftoff of anthropogenic climate change. We need to 
stop fucking around with theory and say, without hesitation, that 
capitalism, with its industrial body and crown of finance, is sovereign; 
that carbon emissions are the sovereign breathing; that make work and 
let buy must be annihilated; that there is no survival while the sovereign 
lives.  

via In the Moment (Critical Inquiry) – https://bit.ly/2ydi9VO   
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The Rise and Fall of Biopolitics 
 

[ 29 March 2020 ]  

 
How swiftly do genres of the quarantine emerge! Notable among them is 
the discovery of the relation between the present pandemic and 
onrushing climate collapse. The driving force of this genre is not holy 
shit two ways for a lot of people to die but the realization, or hope, that 
the great mobilizations of state resources currently being unspooled to 
address COVID-19 prove the possibility of a comparable or greater 
mobilization against ecological catastrophe, an even greater threat if 
somewhat less immediate. There is to be sure a certain mixing of 
analogies: in the United States, confronting climate change is 
conventionally likened to the New Deal or Marshall Plan, schemes to 
hedge against the charisma of communism, while addressing the 
pandemic decisively takes the language of war itself, a “war footing,” 
“wartime president,” and so on. This is an interesting slippage, no doubt, 
though both analogies rely on a vision of preserving global hegemony. 
Insert rueful laugh. 

Bruno Latour provides a recent example of this genre; it 
appeared dually in Le Monde and Critical Inquiry on 25 March, here 
under the title “Is This a Dress Rehearsal,” and in French under the 
more prosaic but imperative “Health Crisis Demands We Prepare for 
Climate Change.” The short piece is filled with the author’s habits of 
mind such as the inevitable “Latour Litany,” a list of all the various 
actors human and inhuman in an “entire network,” enumerated with an 
insistent leveling of its contents where what matters is that all these 
actors stand in ratio with each other, mute equivalents. It is as if 
exchange value had taken up a side hustle as a theorist. The goal is to 
demonstrate yet again the indistinction of nature and society toward 
discovering the obvious truth that “The pandemic is no more a ‘natural’ 
phenomenon than the famines of the past or the current climate crisis.” 

But here problems arise for the comparison, as the author 
himself admits. Writing from France, he notes that Emmanuel Macron’s 
capacity to confront the pandemic is not of a kind with even his least 
gesture toward (purported) climate abatement, recalling how his gas tax  



 
 
was met not with relief and a thirst for more but with the riots of the 
Gilets Jaunes movement. Per Latour, this is because Macron — and 
ostensibly other leaders — have not forged the kind of new state that 
climate collapse will require. Instead, “we are collectively playing a 
caricatured form of the figure of biopolitics that seems to have come 
straight out of a Michel Foucault lecture.” 

He means Foucault’s final lecture on the theme Society Must Be 
Defended, describing a new kind of power. Whereas once “Sovereignty 
took life and let live,” he writes, we discover toward the end of the 
eighteenth century “the emergence of a power that . . . in contrast, 
consists in making live and letting die.” This is the famous formula of 
biopolitics: the sovereign power to make live and let die. 

Latour notes that this power’s deployment in the present 
moment includes “the obliteration of the very many invisible workers 
forced to work anyway so that others can continue to hole up in their 
homes.” Rightly so — this is a peculiarly awful time to be a delivery 
worker, from the warehouse or restaurant to the driver anxiously tossing 
a box on your porch. Recent days have presented an even more 
devastating turn: recent pronouncements by various governmental 
figures who, noting the economic devastation of COVID-19, proclaimed 
that people would have to abandon quarantine procedures after a 
fortnight at the very most and return to work so as to avoid cratering the 
economy. This despite the medical certainty that this would lead to more 
transmissions and more deaths. Forty-four years and five days after 
Foucault’s lecture, Donald Trump tweeted, WE CANNOT LET THE 
CURE BE WORSE THAN THE PROBLEM ITSELF. AT THE END OF 
THE 15 DAY PERIOD, WE WILL MAKE A DECISION AS TO WHICH 
WAY WE WANT TO GO! If this was in any way opaque, two days 
later Texas Lieutenant Governor Dan Patrick speculated, “are you willing 
to take a chance on your survival in exchange for keeping the America 
that America loves for its children and grandchildren? And if that is the 
exchange, I’m all in.” 

But this course of action is not speculative at all: rather it seems 
to be the express plan of the state, coming soon. Look, to save the 
economy, we’re gonna have to kill some folks. Like, a lot. Horrified 
humans immediately noted this was a blood sacrifice to capitalism and 
who could disagree? This is the most dramatic political development 
since the early hours of millennium if not very much longer. It must 
seem like the apotheosis of biopolitics: a crackpot sovereign deciding at 
national scale who will be made to live, who let die. 

Except for the way in which this was, in the clearest manner, the 
reverse. By 22 March, Goldman Sachs was already predicting an 
unparalleled 2.5 million new jobless claims; this would prove optimistic. 

 

Meanwhile the Senate tinkered with its relief bill. The massive 
transfers to corporations were a given, for which 2008 now appears as a 
dress rehearsal. The haggling endeavored to dial in the exact size of the 
direct payment to citizens. It would need to restore enough aggregate 
demand to keep the economy breathing (a ventilator of sorts) 
while taking care not to give a single prole the incentive to be, in the face 
of a global and terrifying pandemic poised to kill millions absent 
assiduous measures taken by all, lazy. And it is to this delicate measure 
that presidents must also dance, not the measure decided on by the 
legislature, but the measure of that abstraction “the economy.” Nothing 
could have thrown Foucault’s formulations about sovereignty and 
regimes of power, and especially the limits of these ideas, into clearer 
relief than this week’s pronouncements, provisions, and data. 

This is not to say there is no such thing as biopolitics nor any 
power to make live and let die. Clearly there is; clearly it is this that is 
wielded by all the Trumps great and small. Nonetheless it is apparent 
that the sovereign is not sovereign. Rather he is subordinated entirely to 
the dictates of political economy, that real unity of the political and 
economic forged by capital and its compulsions. Make live and let die is 
simply a tool among others in this social order whose true logic, from 
Trump’s tweet to Dan Patrick to the Senate bill, is the power employed 
always as a ratio of make work and let buy. 

Here we must take a final turn toward where we began and 
reenter the genre named at the outset. The link between coronavirus and 
climate is more direct than mere analogy, two threats that challenge our 
senses of scale and temporality and so seem to demand something like a 
state to address them. Rather it turns out that one shows us the 
character of the other with horrific lucidity. We should not be surprised 
to discover that, like the 2008 economic collapse, the pandemic has 
significantly reduced emissions globally. The reductions have been  
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The Coronavirus Aid, Relief, and Economic Security Act (27 Mar 2020) 

Title I 

“Keeping American Workers Paid and Employed” 

This Title I (75 pp) is primarily about under what conditions, for how long 
and at what interest rate, the Small Business Administration will allow 
lenders to give loans to “small businesses.” (Jovita Carranza is the 
Administrator of the Small Business Administration.). 

The SBA will receive $675 million for salaries and expenses and $25 million 
for the office of the Inspector General, available through September 30, 
2024. 

Section 1102. Payroll Protection Program ($340 Billion) 

The covered time period for operations under this Title is from February 15, 
2020 to June 30, 2020. 

It authorizes $340,000,000,000 billion dollars in 7(a) loans and changes 
the minimum loan allowed during this time period from $350,000 to 
$1,000,000. 

Small businesses are defined as having less than 500 employees “per 
physical location” (16) and can include nonprofit, veteran, tribal businesses, 
sole proprietors, self-employed and independent contractors. Employees 
include individuals employed full time, part time, “or other basis.” (17). 

Small businesses can used these “covered loans” for payroll costs, costs 
associated with health benefits, paid, medical or family leave and insurance 
premiums, employee salaries, interest on mortgage, rent, utilities or debt 
incurred during covered period. 

A small business that has been in operation since February 15, 2020 is 
eligible for a loan if the business makes a “good faith certification” that 
economic “uncertainty” makes the request necessary for continued 



operation, that it will be used to “retain workers and maintain payroll or 
make mortgage payments, lease payments, and utility payments.”(23) 

The interest rate on a covered loan is “not to exceed 4%” (25) and the SBA 
Administrator will reimburse a lender at 5% for loans less than $350,000, 
3% for loans less between $350,000 and less than $2,000,000 and 1% for 
“loans of not less than $2,000,000. 

It is the “Sense of the Senate” that lenders should prioritize “underserved 
and rural markets, including veterans and members of the military 
community,” businesses in operation for less than two years and 
businesses controlled by “disadvantage individuals”, and women. (30) 

Section 1103. Entrepreneurial Development ($265 Million) 

This section states that the Administrator “may” provide grants to small 
business development centers or women's business centers who have 
experienced difficulties due to COVID-19 and that conduct education and 
training to businesses on Covid-19. 

The possible grant levels are $192 million to “Small Business Development 
Centers,” $48 million to “Women's Business Centers” - no contributions 
from non-Federal sources required (41) and $25 million to either type of 
Center that creates “a single centralized hub for COVID-19 information.” 
(37). 

Section 1104. State Trade Expansion Program. 

The Administrator will reimburse recipients of grants under this program if 
they incurred financial loses due to the cancellation of a foreign trade 
mission or a trade show exhibition if it was “canceled solely due to a public 
health emergency declared due to COVID-19.” (40) The reimbursement 
can't be larger than the grant itself. 

Section 1106. Loan Forgiveness. 

This appears to be a program that provides loan forgiveness for “covered 
loans” provided by Section 1102 above during a covered period which 
“means the 8 week period beginning on the date of the origination of the 
covered loan.” Forgiveness of indebtedness on a “covered loan” is equal to 
the sum of costs during the covered period for payroll costs, interest on 
mortgage, rent obligation or utility payment. 

The SBA Administrator, not later than 90 days from the date on which the 
amount of forgiveness has been determined shall remit to the lender the 
amount of forgiveness, “plus any interest accrued through the date of the 
payment.” (44). 

An eligible loan recipient seeking forgiveness shall submit to the lender 
servicing the covered loan an application that documents the number of full 
time employees, payments for mortgages, leases and utilities, states the 
documentation is “true and correct” and says that the “forgiveness” 
requested was used to retain employees and make payments on 
mortgages, etc. 

Section 1108. Minority Business Development Agency ($10 Million) 

This is an Agency of the Department of Commerce and the Agency may 
provide grants to minority business centers and minority chambers of 
commerce to provide education, training and advice with regard to COVID-
19. There is no matching grant requirement for these grants. 

Section 1110. Emergency EIDL Grants ($10 Billion) 

This section is for EIDL (Economic Injury Disaster Loans), although the 
language is changed from “disaster” to “emergency” for the time period 
beginning on January 31, 2020 to December 31, 2020. 

Eligible entities are small businesses with less than 500 employees, sole 
proprietors with or withour employees, independent contractors, ESOPs or 
tribal businesses. 

Section 1112 Subsidy for Certain Loan Payments ($17 billion) 

This section has to do with loans guarantee by the SMA under section 7(a) 
and made by an intermediary to a small business. It is determined that all 
borrowers are adversely affected by COVID-19 and relief payments are 
appropriate for all borrowers for all loans before the enactment of the bill 
and after its enactment. 

---- 

Dan Leahy prepared this memo on 28 March 2020. It does not cover every 
aspect of this Title and people should refer to the text itself for clarification. 
If people see need for corrections, please write danleahy43@yahoo.com.  
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SOCIAL CONTAGION: MICROBIOLOGICAL CLASS WAR 
 

[T]he outbreak presents two opportunities for reflection: First, it is an 

instructive opening in which we might review substantial questions 

about how capitalist production relates to the non-human world at a 

more fundamental level—how, in short, the “natural world,” including 
its microbiological substrata, cannot be understood without reference 

to how society organizes production (because the two are not, in fact, 

separate). At the same time, this is a reminder that the only 

communism worth the name is one that includes the potential of a fully 

politicized naturalism. Second, we can also use this moment of isolation 

for our own sort of reflection on the present state of […] society. Some 
things only become clear when everything grinds to an unexpected halt, 

and a slowdown of this sort cannot help but make previously obscured 

tensions visible. Below, then, we’ll explore both these questions, 
showing not only how capitalist accumulation produces such plagues, 

but also how the moment of pandemic is itself a contradictory instance 

of political crisis, making visible to people the unseen potentials and 

dependencies of the world around them, while also offering yet another 

excuse for the extension of systems of control even further into 

everyday life. (Chuǎng, February 2020)  

André Gorz 
 

Political Ecology 
 

[T]he problem facing political ecology is the problem of the 

practical ways in which the demands of the ecosystem can be taken 

into account in autonomous individuals’ own judgements, as they 

pursue their own ends within their lifeworlds. It is the problem of 

the retroactive coupling between necessity and normativity or, to 

put it another way, of the translation of objective necessities into 

normative behaviours corresponding to lived demands, in the light 

of which the objective necessities are shaped in their turn. This is, 

quite simply, the problem of democracy.  

 

[ Ecologica, tr. Chris Turner (Seagull 2018), 56-7 ]  

 

 

 
 

“Faith” is a fine invention 
For Gentlemen who see! 
But Microscopes are prudent – 
In an Emergency!   

 
 

[ EMILY DICKINSON ] 



 

Stars 

Painted the garage roof crimson and black 

He is not a man 

Who can read these signs . . . his bones were stays . . . 

   

And even refused to live 

In a world and refunded the hiss 

Of all that exists terribly near us 

Like you, my love, and light. 

   

For what is obedience but the air around us 

To the house?  For which the federal men came 

In a minute after the sidewalk 

Had taken you home? (“Latin . . . blossom . . .”) 
   

After which you led me to water 

And bade me drink, which I did, owing to your kindness. 

You would not let me out for two days and three nights, 

Bringing me books bound in wild thyme and scented wild grasses 

   

As if reading had any interest for me, you . . . 

Now you are laughing. 

Darkness interrupts my story. 

Turn on the light. 

   

Meanwhile what I am going to do? 

I am growing up again, in school, the crisis will be very soon. 

And you twist the darkness in your fingers, you 

Who are slightly older . . . 

   

Who are you, anyway? 

And it is the color of sand, 

The darkness, as it sifts through your hand 

Because what does anything mean, 

   

The ivy and the sand?  The boat 

Pulled up on the shore?  Am I wonder, 

Strategically, and in the light 

Of the long sepulcher that hid death and hides me? 
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How much longer will I be able to inhabit the divine sepulcher 

Of life, my great love?  Do dolphins plunge bottomward 

To find the light?  Or is it rock 

That is searched?  Unrelentingly?  Huh.  And if some day 

   

Men with orange shovels come to break open the rock 

Which encases me, what about the light that comes in then? 

What about the smell of the light? 

What about the moss? 

   

In pilgrim times he wounded me 

Since then I only lie 

My bed of light is a furnace choking me 

With hell (and sometimes I hear salt water dripping). 

   

I mean it—because I’m one of the few 

To have held my breath under the house.  I’ll trade 

One red sucker for two blue ones.  I’m 

Named Tom.  The 

   

Light bounces off mossy rocks down to me 

In this glen (the neat villa! Which 

When he’d had he would not had he of 
And jests under the smarting of privet 

   

Which on hot spring nights perfumes the empty rooms 

With the smell of sperm flushed down toilets 

On hot summer afternoons within sight of the sea. 

If you knew why then professor) reads 

   

To his friends: Drink to me only with 

And the reader is carried away 

By a great shadow under the sea. 

Behind the steering wheel 

   

The boy took out his own forehead. 

His girlfriend’s head was a green bag 

Of narcissus stems.  “OK you win 

But meet me anyway at Cohen’s Drug Store 

   

In 22 minutes.”  What a marvel is ancient man! 

Under the tulip roots he has figured out a way to be a religious animal 

And would be a mathematician.  But where in unsuitable heaven 

Can he get the heat that will make him grow? 

   

For he needs something or will forever remain a dwarf, 

Though a perfect one, and possessing a normal-sized brain 

But he has got to be released by giants from things. 

And as the plant grows older it realizes it will never be a tree, 

   

Will probably always be haunted by a bee 

And cultivates stupid impressions 

So as not to become part of the dirt.  The dirt 

Is mounting like a sea.  And we say goodbye 

   

Shaking hands in front of the crashing of the waves 

That gives our words lonesomeness, and make these flabby hands 

seem ours— 

Hands that are always writing things 

On mirrors for people to see later— 

   

Do you want them to water 

Plant, tear listlessly among the exchangeable ivy— 

Carrying food to mouth, touching genitals— 

But no doubt you have understood 

   

It all now and I am a fool.  It remains 

For me to get better, and to understand you so 

Like a chair-sized man.  Boots 

Were heard on the floor above.  In the garden the sunlight was still 

purple 

   

But what buzzed in it had changed slightly 

But not forever . . . but casting its shadow 

On sticks, and looking around for an opening in the air, was quite as if 

it had never refused to exist differently.  Guys 

In the yard handled the belt he had made 
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Natural Experiments: An Overview of Methods, Approaches,  
and Contributions to Public Health Intervention Research 
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THE FLEET OF ALIBABA 

 

Inside the barricaded city of Wuhan 

A courier loads up his scooter at dawn 

Sporting a bright blue hippo tee 

Mr Zhang crisscrosses the desolate streets 

 

And the people are nicer 

To the snubbed delivery driver 

And as the saying goes 

Man’s words are kind when death is close 

 

And the day is crisp 

And the city is silent 

And while the people nest 

Outside the sun is shining 

 

The fleet of Alibaba keeps 

Capitalism’s arteries 

Moving apace to meet   

The panicked city’s needs 

 

I used to think the city was too noisy 

A city without people yelling is boring 

Now the fleet roams the streets 

While the Chinese mega cities sleep 

 

A desperate woman pleads 

Can you take up mother’s groceries? 

When the old woman opens the door 

Mr Zhang sprints to the elevator 

 

 

 

The button is a vector 

The button has been pressed 

With one finger held aloft 

He spares the rest 

 

Look after my boys 

Look after my father 

Look after my wife 

As I trade my health for a dollar 

 

At night I become a scribe 

Write in a tattered journal by my bedside 

Of the two old men who take it in stride 

By playing a game of chess outside 

 

And the day is crisp 

And the city is silent 

And while the people nest 

Outside the sun is shining 

 

And the people are nicer 

To the snubbed delivery driver 

And as the saying goes 

Man’s words are kind when death is close 

 

 

Jackie Wang (17 March 2020) 

 

listen here => https://bit.ly/39rF6Bt 
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Stathis'Gourgouris,'“The'Poiein'of'Secular'Criticism”'(2011)'

'

I'prefer'instead'to'counteract'the'substantive'name'of'a'

skill'(poietike)'with'the'infinitive'verb'of'a'practice'

(poiein),'whose'precise'skills'are'voluminous'and'

indefinite,'never'exhausted'by'the'skill'of'crafting'verses,'

and'indeed'never'immune'to'the'transformational'

process'of'the'practice.'[…]''

'

[B]y'the'gesture'of'poiein'I'mean'not'merely'the'art'of'

making'but'the'art'of'forming'(thereby,'within'the'

domain'of'history,'transforming).'[…]''

'

[S]haping'is'always'altering,'and'thus'to'form'is'always'to'

transform,'which'I'conceive,'in'a'materialist'way,'as'the'

process'of'bringing'otherness'to'bear'upon'the'world,'as'

opposed'to'receiving'otherness'as'external'authority.'[…]'

The'energy'of'poiein0is'dramatic:'literally,'to'form'is'to'

make'form'happen,'to'change'form'(including'one’s'own).''

'
['A0Companion0to0Comparative0Literature'(Blackwell'2011,'78O80)']'

''

'

Stathis'Gourgouris,'“Poetics'&'the'Political'World”'(2015)''

'

But,'in'a'very,'very'general'sense,'for'me'the'political'is'

essentially'the'domain'that'concerns'how'you'come'to'a'

decision'in'a'contested'field'of'meaning,'and'conversely,'

the'poetic'is'essentially'the'domain'that'concerns'how'

you'come'to'create'forms'that'had'no'prior'existence,'or'

forms'that'were'even'inconceivable'before'they'were'

created.'

'

In'the'first'case,'it'is'important'to'keep'in'mind'that'the'

decision'is'essentially'groundless.'It'emerges'out'of'the'

field'of'conflict'itself.'That'is,'there'is'an'element'of'the'

poetic'in'it'—'it'is'created,'as'a'form'that'may'break'the'

contested'ground'or'orient'it'differently,'orient'you'in'it,'

and'begin'the'process'of'all'kinds'of'other'trajectories,'

consequences,'possibilities.'In'the'second'case,'although'

poetic'creation'essentially'means'unprecedented'

formation'and'without'necessary'causality,'nonetheless'it'

takes'place'in'a'worldly'field'of'meaning,'fragments'of'

which'are'always'drawn'up'into'the'dynamic'of'the'new'

form.'So,'here'too,'a'decision'takes'place,'even'if'not'

necessarily'rational'or'fully'conscious,'and'it'is'a'decision'

within'a'terrain'of'total'contestation,'where'everything'is'

groundless'and'nothing'can'really'be'predicted.'It'is'

beyond'calculation,'in'the'final'instance.'

'

There'is'constant'poetics'in'politics'—'people'tend'to'

forget'that.'But'also,'no'poetics'is'free'from'the'world'of'

human'society,'a'world'of'conflict'and'uncertainty,'of'

power'—'a'political'world.'

'
'''''['“Poetics'&'the'political'world”'interview'available'at'lareviewofbooks.org']'

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 
 
 

Guillaume Apollinaire, trans. Ron Padgett,  
Zone: Selected Poems (NYRB/Poets 2015) pp. 14, 248 
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MM | Errands in a Pandemic | 18 March 2020 

 

It is, of course, the everyday that becomes impossible. 

Errands. Just as functional objects are invisible to us until they 

break, so the ordinary becomes unfamiliar.  

I must go to Walgreens to get my father’s medication. It is 

March 14, one month from when my partner and I took my father to 

the ER. It was so overcrowded then even before the pandemic that 

they couldn’t find a bed in the hospital for an 84-year-old man with 

pneumonia and cancer until the night after we were triaged, which 

meant we were in the Emergency Department for 22 hours.  

The vitality and kindness of the medical personnel working 

at the ER, as ever, belied the strained abjection of patients and their 

families. They are at work; we feel we are about to lose our minds, 

our lives. One is grateful for their professionalism and nervous about 

getting on anyone’s bad side. Some wore masks; some didn’t.  

At Walgreens, a month later, that is to say, a week ago, 

before the now omnipresent blue tape marks six feet apart, it is as if 

no one had ever heard the term ‘social distancing’. Everyone touches 

everything. The pharmacists and cashiers don’t wear gloves. And 

that is when exponential transmission becomes experientially self-

evident to me  

The back of the line is crunched, crowded. The person behind 

me jostles me as he looks at his phone, headphones on. I ask the 

woman in the front of the line, who has space ahead of her, if she 

would be willing to move forward a bit to allow more room for those 

behind her. She snaps, grimacing, that I should “learn to respect 

other people’s personal boundaries.” Defeated, I step back into my 

place in line. I would like her to respect the boundaries of reality, but 

that’s a tall order for anyone in the Gaslighted States of America.  

I hear in Italy people are decent to each other. Nobody 

hoards gloves, masks, or groceries. We are trying to avoid becoming 

‘like Italy’ but maybe we should emulate them, at least in this 

respect.  

I overhear the woman getting her many medications, asking 

questions, and having a hard time remembering what number to key 

into the machine. I am now at the window next to her. I lean my 

head to the side past the plexiglass separator between cashiers and 

when the chance arises, the pharmacist gone back to the shelves, I 

apologize to her. She inclines her head and thanks me. She is like a 

different person. I could see how worried she was; now I see how 

elegant she is. I am like a different person: someone who knows how 

to deescalate, apologize in public. 

We are in the same boat, she and I. I’m sure she tried not to 

cry and then cried anyway today; I did. I can feel the people around 

and behind us witnessing us.  

A meaningful little scene.  

 

 

 

 



 

* 

I had planned to go out 
but I stayed home!

with the plum flowers 

 

* 

Sitting in a tower 

I hear frogs!

far away in the night 

 

* 

BUSON (tr. Merwin & Lento)  

via Alec Finlay 
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Rob!Wallace,!Big$Farms$Make$Big$Flu!(Monthly!Review!2016)!



 
 

 

Oh yes, the ellipsis! I’ve been working on ellipses as 
infrastructures of relation. When I saw the black balloons in 

Forlesen, I had to laugh, because they appear as a kind of 

exploded ellipsis, and Ellipsis turned out to be their title. Pope. 

L was playing with the flesh’s thingly temporality. At the 
opening, all of the black balloons were inflated, and by the end 

the helium had gone out of them and they were all on the 

ground—shriveled, sexual, uncanny and more, but not identical. 

That’s part of the show’s orchestration of negativity too. The 
balloons look like afterthoughts, the way they are scattered, 

because they don’t take up the same kind of concentrated 
monumental space as the big wooden cock. And yet… 
 

The thing about an ellipsis is that it has a set of contradictory 

meanings. 

 

An ellipsis is a sentence that I don’t end because…I don’t know 
how to. 

 

An ellipsis is a sentence I don’t end because…you know what I 
mean. 

 

An ellipsis is a figure of return that isn’t symmetrical. 
 

Ellipses might be a figure of loss or plenitude: Sometimes it is 

more efficient to go dot dot dot. Sometimes it’s also a way of 
signaling an elision. Sometimes the referent is beyond words. 

 

[ Lauren Berlant Artforum 2014 ]  
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M. NourbeSe Philip 

SOLAR ECLIPSE 

Friends, the solar eclipse is almost upon us and I've been thinking 

that it offers a powerful metaphor for these troublous times that we're 

living through. Let us consider that our commitment to a society in 

which we value racial, gender, class, and LGBTQ2 equality as being 

akin to the sun and that the election of Trump is like an eclipse of that 

sun. Note, too, that that the eclipse here in Canada is only partial. 

We also need special glasses to view this event without hurting 

ourselves. What is the protective gear we need to survive this 

Trumpian eclipse-- is it community, is it education (for those who 

maybe didn't realize it was and is this bad)? Whatever it is, we need 

to protect ourselves from these MAGAites (as In (M)ake (A)merica 

(G)reat (A)gain). 

We've been told that the moon will not cover the sun entirely 

and viewers will be able to see the circle of the sun around the moon, 

the corona. What light will we be able to see during the Trumpian 

eclipse surrounding the darkness that now appears to envelop us: is 

it the struggles of those who were committed to creating a world free 

of racism; is it our commitment to the other, to the stranger who 

needs our help; is it the delicate balance of freedoms and 

responsibilities that we have all struggled to create (make no 

mistake, it was Black folk who dragged the US kicking screaming and 

even killing, into the democracy we have; imperfect as it is)? Each of 

us will no doubt create our own circle of light, but we must remember 

that "no wo/man is an island entire of herself" (forgive me, John 

Donne) and yes, we are our brother's and sister's keeper. We gotta 

have their backs and they ours. 

The solar eclipse will be over within a relatively short space of 

time of time; the Trumpian eclipse with take a much longer time, but 

it will, it must, pass. Martin Luther King talked of the arc of the moral 

universe being long but bending towards justice. The significant 

difference between the two eclipses, however, rests on the fact that 

in the case of the solar eclipse we can do nothing to affect it--we can 

neither hasten nor delay it. Doing nothing is not an option with the 

Trumpian eclipse: our actions may be small and seemingly far 

removed from the epicentre of empire. Whatever it is, it is an 

acknowledgment of our need to satisfy our--the world's-- hunger for 

justice, even as that hunger presupposes the existence of the latter--

a somewhat clumsy paraphrase of Simone Weil. When the enslaved 

African ran from those who held her captive, she knew something 

else existed and in her very running towards it, she was creating it. 

She knew she was not a thing, even if the law said that and in her 

removing herself used her humanity to run towards that very 

humanity she was creating in her running. 

It seems a shame to take such a natural wonder like the 

eclipse and tarnish it with the evil (I use that word advisedly) that is 

now manifesting itself around the US and Canada as well as 

emanating from the White House, but it seems too apt a metaphor to 

ignore. It is, in an odd way, paying homage to the way in which the 

larger world, the physical world, which we have so besmirched, offers 

us lessons. This is found in the traditional knowledge of all peoples. 

Deep within we know it as well. (2017) 



 

ANDY SPRAGG 

 

 

Wearing a white dinner jacket, standing in the centre, he plays 

for eight counts ( for PM ) 

 

but back then were the men  

hard or was the breakup hard 

as one for those that 

bordered on all the others 

 

just without or absent or 

in states of looming 

a lot of ghosts that  

shuffled back into the bracken 

 

hearts search on this 

or this is for the wrong trek 

suddenly at the stone circle  

stop someone had 

 

already chipped off  

the faces of the regal lions  

to quickly quip 

we pulled up on it 

 

sifted shale this one unwrapped 

 

in context then 

quick tell your friends 

that this known is our companion 

eye shown  

 

god is never not  

watching you 

as you lob a hammer 

into his works 
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The coming of the lunar shadow in all its startling velocity […] is 
universally described as perhaps the most impressive feature of an 
eclipse […]. To several observers the shadow seen in the distance 
resembled a dark storm upon the horizon. Some saw the shadow 
“visible in the air”; one speaks of its “gliding swiftly up over the 
heavens”; while another likens its passage to “the lifting of a dark 
curtain.” 

Those who have taken pains to note its color do not 
generally call it black, but deep violet or dark brown. One describes 
it as a “wall of fog,” another as a “vaporous shadow,” a third says it 
was “like neither shadow nor vapor,” while no less careful observers 
than [German astronomer Friedrich] Winnecke and Lady Airy 
[wife of Greenwich Observatory director George Airy] speak of the 
shadow as “appearing like smoke.” […] President Hill of Harvard, in 
Illinois in 1869, found the transit of the shadow much slower and 
more majestic and beautiful than he had been led to expect. “A 
sweeping upward and eastward of a dense violet shadow” are his 
words. 

Both before and after total obscurity the whole contour of the 
lunar disk is sometimes seen, and there are faint brushes of light 
raying out from the solar crescent. Occasionally there is a double 
observation of both beginning and end of totality, and the Moon has 
even appeared to jump forward at these critical instants “as if it had 
made a jerk (stumbled against something).” The changing tints of 
the dark Moon while obscuration lasts, colors on the frequent 
clouds, the arcs of prismatic color and iridescent clouds, the 
pulsation of light as totality comes on, and the tremulous motion of 
the thin crescent, — these are not the half of the interesting 
phenomena accompanying a total eclipse of the Sun. […] 

When totality is imminent, and expectation is becoming 
breathless, — when, though not yet visible, the noble corona seems 
all but hovering in the air, — suddenly at the edge of the dark Moon, 
flashing out into the gathering darkness, appear vivid, blood-red 
flames. Visible on one occasion so long as five minutes before the 
total obscuration, and again for six minutes after, they glow against 
the pure white of the corona with singular lustre. […] 

Some protuberances are quiet and cloud-like; others resemble 
sudden eruptions from some vast and inconceivable solar volcano, a 
whirlwind of fire. 

 

 

!

Mabel!Loomis!Todd,!Total&Eclipses&of&the&Sun!(1894)  
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Keston'Sutherland,'“Free'Dissociation/Logic”''

Jennison'+'Murphet'(eds),'Communism(and(Poetry'(Palgrave'2019),'235'
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PSEUDOKNOT &  
SLIPPERY SEQUENCE 

'

ON'CORONAVIRUS'RNA'

'

Their'special'cunning'is'in'the'huge'length'and'complexity'of'

their'RNA'genome.'RNA'is'much'less'stable'than'DNA,'so'RNA'viruses'

tend'to'be'short.'We'measure'them'approximately'in'kilobases'(kb)'

of'information.'Polio'is'a'mere'7'kb,'influenza'stacks'up'at'14,'and'

Ebola'weighs'in'at'19.'Severe'Acute'Respiratory'Syndrome'

Coronavirus'2'(Sars]CoV]2),'the'causative'agent'of'Covid]19,'is'30'kb.'

That’s'quite'normal'for'a'coronavirus,'but'close'to'the'chemical'limits'

of'information'storage'for'RNA'–'about'as'long'as'a'strand'of'RNA'

can'be'without'collapsing.'The'viruses'therefore'need'some'clever'

tricks'to'survive.'I'remember'being'fascinated'by'the'RNA'

‘pseudoknot’'and'‘slippery'sequence’,'which'allow'the'viral'genome'

to'be'read'in'two'different'ways'simultaneously;'the'virus'can'

regulate'expression'of'different'genes'according'to'the'way'they'

are'read.'[…]'[One]'great'vulnerability'of'the'virus'is'that'it'has'to'

take'great'pains'copying'its'genome.'All'RNA'viruses'(influenza,'for'

example)'have'a'special'enzyme'that'copies'RNA'into'RNA.'These'

RNA']dependent'RNA'polymerases'are'usually'very'sloppy'copyists.'

They'do'not'bother'with'proofreading,'and'make'huge'numbers'of'

errors.'This'high'mutation'rate'enables'them'to'evolve'very'rapidly;'

that’s'one'reason'we'need'a'new'flu'vaccine'every'year.'Corona]

viruses'have'to'be'much'more'careful,'or'else'their'huge'genome'will'

accumulate'too'many'errors.'Their'mutation'rate'is'therefore'lower,'

so'we'may'be'able'to'develop'a'fairly'effective'vaccine'–'though'it'

will'take'a'year'or'two,'assuming'it’s'possible'at'all.'['Rupert'Beale'

LRB'6'March'2020']'



letter'from'Zoltán'Grossman'(24'March'2020)'
'

The'Lummi,'Makah,'and'Yakama'nations'are'now'sheltering]in]place,'

so'are'ahead'of'non]Native'communities'here'in'Washington'state,'

where'the'virus'first'came'ashore.'Quileute,'Hoh,'and'other'tribes'

are'cutting'off'outside'access.'Lummi'is'actually'building'its'own'field'

hospital'to'help'tribal'members'and'neighbors,'rather'than'waiting'

for'the'state'or'feds.'//'In'Aotearoa'New'Zealand,'Māori'marae'

communities'are'closing'their'gates'for'protection'from'coronavirus.'

When'I'studied'Māori'disaster'resilience'last'year,'it'became'clear'

that'the'marae'tradition'of'manākitanga'(hospitality)'is'far'more'

efficient'and'inclusive'than'government'responses'to'earthquakes'

and'floods.''Now'marae'are'closing'their'gates'for'the'same'reasons'

they'open'their'gates'to'their'people'and'their'neighbors'in'other'

natural'disasters]]to'keep'everyone'safe.'//'In'Aotearoa,'you'see'this'

Māori'saying'everywhere:'
'

He#aha#te#mea#nui#o#te#ao.#

He#tāngata,#he#tāngata,#he#tāngata.#
#

What#is#the#most#important#thing#in#the#world?#

It#is#people,#it#is#people,#it#is#people.#
#

*#*#*#*#*#*#*#*#*#*#*#*#*#*#*#*#*#*#*#*#*#*#*#*#*#*#*#*#*#*#*#*#*#*#*#*#*#*##
#

“Tribal#communities#know#death#by#pandemic.#As#history#threatens#

to#repeat#itself#with#the#menace#of#the#novel#coronavirus,#tribal#

communities#are#turning#to#their#teachings#and#one#another#to#

protect#themselves#amid#what#they#call#a#near#total#failure#of#federal#

resources#to#help,#despite#solemn#promises#in#treaties.#No#one#is#

waiting#in#these#communities#for#someone#else#to#come#to#the#

rescue.#Response#to#the#threat#of#the#virus#by#tribal#governments#

and#health#care#providers#has#been#swift#and#aggressive.#Tribal#

governments#are#sovereign#in#their#territory,#with#broad#emergency#

powers#—#and#they#are#using#them....”#[#Lynda#Mapes,#Seattle(Times,#

24#March#2020#]#
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A STELLAR ANALOGY 

!

It!may!help!to!think!of!coronavirus!data!as!if!looking!at!a!faraway!

star.!When!you!see!a!star!in!the!sky,!you’re!not!actually!seeing!the!

star!as!it!is.!Rather,!you’re!seeing!the!star!as!it!was!perhaps!

thousands!of!years!ago,!because!it!took!that!long!for!the!light!to!

travel!from!that!star!to!your!eye.!

!

Coronavirus!data!can!be!like!that.!Because!of!the!two@week!lag,!we!

were!often!looking!at!—!and!making!policy!based!on!—!data!that!

reflected!how!the!outbreak!looked!two!weeks!ago.![!The!Interpreter!

NYT!2!Apr!2020!]!!

!



IIWII##

["pronounced"“ee%wee”"/"IT"IS"WHAT"IT"IS"]""
"

"
["3/24"]"

"
Working"for"%%%%%%%"means"I"don't"get"much"time"away"from"virus"
talk."I'm"fortunate"enough"to"have"a"job"in"%%%%%%%,"which"means"I"
can"work"remotely"and"I"am"either"too"precious"or"too"fragile"to"
be"redeployed"elsewhere"(read"I"don't"drive"and"don't"have"the"
appropriate"checks)."Colleagues"are"already"being"moved"over"
to"phone"lines"and"reassigned"in"anticipation"of"a"wider"
response"being"required."There"is"a"lot"of"talk"of"community"
resilience,"and"there"seems"to"be"a"compulsion"toward"creating"
some"kind"of"land"army"that"seems"counter%productive"in"some"
respects."Social"distance"providing"you"are""non%essential","
though"you"do"wonder"how"much"health,"social"care"and"other"
'essential'"services"are"being"seen"as"expendable"in"the"
context"of"limited"testing"and"protective"equipment."""

Every"council"seems"to"be"delegating"emergency"
powers"but"in"ways"that"seem"oblique"and"mysterious"to"an"
observer."It"feels"very"improvised,"though"largely"driven"by"
good"intent."On"the"whole,"it"all"does"%"lots"of"community"
organising"going"on,"and"my"sisters"both"inform"me"they"have"
spoken"to"their"neighbours"several"times"this"week"about"how"
they"can"support"one"another."They"live"in"the"north,"where""

["3/20"]"
"

I'm"okay,"we"are"now"on"Stay"at"Home"Order"but"%%%%%%%""
is""essential""for"now.""We"continue"to"receive"orders"and"are"
trying"our"best.""Mostly,"people"want"to"work"but"I"wish"I"could"
get"laid"off"too"sometimes.""It's"kind"of"exhausting"processing"
the"virus"and"a"full"on"production"schedule"%"like"we"are"turned"
up"to"11"right"now"because"our"product"actually"combats"the"
virus"and"the"grocery"industry"is"currently"experiencing"sales"at"

200%500%"which"is"not"going"to"last"and"is"making"our"
distributor"act"insane."

"
Anyway,"I"truly"hope"people"eat"more"raw"fermented"

vegetables."
"

******************************************
!
everyone!is!generally!more!interested!in!each!other's!coming!
and!goings!3!for!better!and!worst.!In!London,!I!continue!to!lock!
my!door!at!night!and!glare!through!the!peephole!at!intervals.!!

All!of!which!is!minor!in!the!context!of!legislation!that!is!
deregulating!huge!swathes!of!social!and!health!care!in!order!to!
address!the!days!ahead.!I!mean!we!run!the!local!coronary!
service,!and!even!the!tiny!fragments!of!discussion!I've!been!
involved!with!related!to!that!give!me!the!chills.!Perhaps!we!all!
begin!as!bureaucrats,!later!become!neighbours,!then!nurses!
and!eventually!grave!diggers.!!

One!thing!that!does!seem!to!have!arisen!here!is!a!lot!of!
talk!of!"just!in!time"!models!being!insufficient!for!this!kind!of!
crisis.!Both!our!supermarkets!(seemingly!empty,!though!3!
ahaha!3!business!experts!tell!us!they!are!merely!victims!of!"just!
in!time"!logistical!planning!so!therefore!we!shouldn't!go!
hungry),!and!our!NHS!(seemingly!underfunded!and!
underequipped,!but!3!ahaha!3!politicians!tell!us!they!are!merely!
optimized!for!the!world!of!non!pandemics!so!we!shouldn't!be!
sick).!What!I!will!be!fascinated!to!see!is!how!some!of!these!
discussions!about!austerity!and!optimisation!can!resume!after!
all!this!has!passed. 
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A"systems%approach%to%preventing%and%responding%to%COVID!19!
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["3/29!]!
!

I"love"those"riddles!"Good"to"learn"their"origin."It"is"nice"to"think"
of#you#and#____!living&these&memories&and&that&you&were&at&
Ocean&Beach.&I'm&looking&at&the&great&set&of&photos&from&that&
visit!!!___'s#huge#smile#as#she#steps#on#the#sand#and#you#and#

___!taking'big'joyful,'athletic'leaps'together.'That'was'the'end'
of#a#long#period#of#isolation'and'it'felt'so'good.'We'will'feel'that'
again.!!

Hoping'the'scans'added'something'helpful'and'the'
experience(of(being(in(the(system(was(as(smooth(as(it(could(
be.$That$you$all$felt$safe.!!

They%have%decided%to%contract%several%of%the%pediatric,%
internal!medicine'and'family'medicine'sites'into'one'"megasite"'
which%is%housed%at%my%clinic.%We%are%transitioning%to%the%
Lombardy)model)(based)on)the)experience)in)Italy))where)we)
work%one%week%of%direct%patient%care%and%then%have%2%weeks%of%
virtual(care(or(other!duties'that'keep'us'out'of'clinic'in'an'effort'

keep$us$all$healthy$and$working.$I'm$about$as$enthusiastic$
about&virtual&care&as&you&can&probably&imagine!!!I"did"not"go"

into%this%field%to%see%people%over%Skype!%I%see%its%value%for%now,%
but$I$will$miss$listening%to%hearts%and%seeing%my%patients%in%

person.!

!! It's%been%dizzying.%Plans,%recommendations,%mandates%

change'by'the'hour'sometimes.'I've'found'the'only'time'I'feel'at'
ease$is$when$I'm$doffing!%Because%those%recommendations%

haven't(changed(from(day(one,(and$someone$always$comes$
and$methodically$walks$you$through$the$process!!!first&remove&

the$first$set$of$gloves,$then$the$gown...$I$keep$my$brain$on$just$
enough'to'be'safe'but'mostly'just'give'way'to'following'orders'
and$being$under$their$watchful$eye,$which"feels"good."Contrast"
that$with$the$donning$process.$The$PPE$recommendations$

have%changed%so%frequently,%there%is%a%little%panic%each%time%
that$you$might$be$doing$it$wrong$or$inappropriately$using$a$

higher&level&of&PPE&than&is&needed&and&wasting&precious&
supplies.!!

But$even$with$all$of$this,$my$colleague$and$I$were$
noticing'last'week'that'somehow'things'seem'simpler'and'the'

patient'interactions'we'are'having'feel'easier.'We'had'a'lot'of'

ideas&in&the&moment&about&what&it&was!!!clinic%volume%is%lower,%

families#seem#motivated#to#get#through#the#visits#efficiently,#etc.#
But$later$that$night$it$hit$me!!!and$this$feels$true!!!that$what$is$
different(is(gratitude.(All(of(the(skepticism(and(negativity(that(
often&dominates&a&lot&of&doctor!patient'interactions'seems'to"
have%taken%a%little%pause.%I'm%grateful%they%have%come%in%for%
help%despite%their%fears%about%the%clinic%and%they%are%grateful%
that$I$am$there.$I'm$hoping$its$a$lasting$recalibration.!

This%weekend,%I'm%mostly%tidying%up%spaces%to%have%it%
work%for%us%all%to"do"our"work"together"here."I"planted"some"

gladiolus)in)the)garden)(they)were)my)grandma)___'s#favorite)!!!
much%easier%to%dig%those%holes%after%the%torrential%rains%
yesterday!)Now)I)just)have)to)hope)the)squirrels)don't)dig)them)
all#up#on#us.!

While&cleaning#up#the#desk,#I#found#what#had#bubbled#up#
and$out$when$you$sent$the$backyard$photos![see#TCT!20]."I"

thought&I'd&type&it&up&here&before&I&lose&it&in&the&shuffle&again:"!

!

such a well laid table  

for a man who is able 

with gadgets,  

some rusty, some wood, 

does this diptych suffice  

to give us advice 

on the space between what can  

& what should 
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the university is a factory, but what does it make? 

{ a 5-¶ thought experiment } 
 

&"then"went"down"to"the"picket.!The!other!St.!Peter’s.!"Protect(Patients(Not(

Profits.“!$8.7!billion!net$revenue;!$200!million!profit.("What(would(Jesus(cut?"!CEO$

John%Koster's!compensation:!$6.4%million.%"Providence:%practice%what%you%preach!”%

500#workers;#median#income!$31K;&penurious&alterations&to&the&healthcare&plan&

made%while%in%negotiations.(That’s(no(way(to(“reveal!God’s!love!for!all,!especially!

the!poor!and!vulnerable,!through!our!compassionate!service."!Corner&standing&

under&low&clouds&waving&placards(in(exchange(for(honked(horns(and(thumbs(up,(

comparing*notes.*Four*teachers,*two*of*them*union*leaders,*one*unemployed.*One*

about&to&enter&contract&negotiations,&two&preparing&to&teach&in&jail,&one&about&to&

commence&a&sabbatical&that&would&include&an#analysis#of#robotics.!

The$cover!story&for&a&hospital&is&that&it&makes&people&healthy,&even&if&we&

know%that%too%often%the%health%it%makes%is%an%alibi%for%pocketed%profit%

(the!hastening!trade!in#mental#health!pharmaceuticals-and$pain!medications+would&

be#the#avant!garde&in&this&ploy).&The&cover!story&for&a&jail&is&justice:&the&prison&is&the&

space!time%continuum%in%which%the%phrase%"justice%has%been%served”%is%converted%

into%a%special%regime%of%discipline%and%abuse%reserved%for!the!other!1%!the$rest$of$

us#prefer#to#ignore#(tho#it’s#done#in#our#name),#a#conversion#that#of#course#also#

comes&bundled&with!profits!(+)"that"increase"in"proportion"to"time"served."The"

question)emerged)naturally.)If)the)alibi)of)the)hospital)is)health,)and)the)alibi)of)the)

jail%is%justice,%what%is%the%alibi%of%the%school?!

In#England#not#long#ago#a#sign#was#hung#out#an#occupied#classroom#

window&that&said&“The!University!is!a!Factory”"(cf.).#But#what#does#it#make?#

Whatever(else(it(may(make,(we(know(for(a(fact(that(universities(and(colleges(make(

debt%–!irrepressible(buckets(of(it:(here(in(the$U.S.$we$owe$three$times$as$much$as$

we#did#eight#years#ago,#for#a#grand#total#of#some#$1#trillion.!And$these$debts$–!just%

like%those%mortgages%alleged%to%be%at%the%root%of%these%our%austere%times%–!get$

spliced(and(diced,(packaged(and(sold(all(over(the(place%as%derivatives%backed%by%the%

Feds.&(Not&for&nothing&did&the&Department&of&Education&recently&spend!$1.4!

billion!per!annum!on#loan#collection#and#guarantees;#and#you#can#even!get!rich!on#

defaults)now.))Queen)MABS)meet)the)almighty!SLABS:!Mortgage(Asset(Based(

Securities)+!Student'Loan'Asset'Based'Securities'sitting'in'a'tree,'k!i!s!s!i!n!

g.!Another!bubble!inflates.!

But!what!else!does"the"school!factory(make?(For(one(thing,(it(actively(

produces)forms)of)discipline.!Bourdieu(taught(us(how(schools(naturalize(and(

reproduce(the(invidious(differentials(of(class(–!tho$perhaps$we$should$add$that$this$

reproduction+inadvertently+contains+the+forgotten'possibility'of'its'antidote.!Of#the#

renaissance(classroom!Keith&Thomas&writes!that$“schooling$was$meant$to$teach$

application)and)self!control,(sitting(still(for(hours(at(a(time”((via).#But#such#arguably#

value!neutral(competence(comes(at(what(some(would(calculate!as#a#price.#Francis#

Bacon,'for'instance,'worried'about'a'cohort'of'persons'who,'through'schooling,'

“will%be%bred%unfit%for%other%vocations,%and%unprofitable%for%that%in%which%they%were%

bred%up,%which%fill%the%realm%full%of%indigent,%idle%and%wanton%people”"(via).#(One#

way$of$reckoning$Marlowe$and$Shakespeare$&$co.$is$as$an$unintended$consequence$

of#the#surplus#making#Bacon#fret.#No#priesthood?#No#clerkship?#No#problem:#we’ll#

just%write%some%sweet%poems%that%tell%you%what%we#really#think.)#Bacon’s#early!

17th!century(concern(acquires(a(more(pungent(rendering(in(cotton(mill(manager(

Thomas'Livermore’s!1883!testimony!to#a#Senate#committee#investigating#child#

labor&conditions:&“I&have&seen&cases&where&young&people&were&spoiled&for&labor&by&

being&educated$to$a$little$too$much$refinement.”$For$love$of$reading$and$dabbling$in$

arithmetic,*the*school!factory(renders(workers(inoperative.!That%sounds%like%a%

pretty&good&plank&for&an&education&plan.!Bring&on&the&robots&to&do&the&dirty,&

dangerous,+and+demeaning+work%and%sign%the%rest%of%us%up%for%a!guaranteed!annual!

income!"!!

But$we$wanted$to$flesh$out$the$comparison$across$these$institutions$with$

some%transcendent%good,%however%compromised%that%may%be%in%the%practice%as%we%

know%it.%The%hospital%makes%health,%the%jail%makes%justice,%and%the%school?%The%

school&makes&the&truth.&Or&perhaps&we&should&say,&makes&and&remakes&the&truth,&

teaches'how'the'truth'is'made,'makes'it'possible'to'forge'the'truth'anew,'to'

collectively)establish)a)new)meridian)for)our)agreements.)Why)did)it)take)us)so)long)

to#remember#this?#We#were#never#taught#it,#that’s#true.#But#there#it#is#and#now#we#

know%it.%Time%to%take%back%and%make%each%of%these%alibis%stick,%to%use%health,%justice,%

and$truth$to$lure"the"profits,"the"abuses,"and!the$predations!that$lurk$under$their$

cover!stories'into'extinction…….!! ! ! !!!! !!["16"March"2013"]!!

! !
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