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Chapter 01  
 
 
Little did Obie Tams know, she hasn’t truly walked away. The last time she checked, she wasn't just a 
fleeting storm that would blow over. It’s beautiful to love the splintering pieces, and the little places that live 
within   a   person   that   you   hate.   Obie   Tams   was   sure   that   he   disliked   Thảo.   Since   she   had   moved   into   his 
house, she has made him feel uncomfortable in his own skin, made him question himself, and he was sure 
that he hated this - It’s his own damn house! He has come to this piece of land and claimed it.  
 
 
 
This piece of land was free until he claimed it and made it his own.  
 
 
 
Thảo   would   walk   the   hallways,   the   stairwells   and   little   different   passages   of   the   Infinite   House   as   though 
she had a coat of sharp quills on her back and shoulders.  
She’s a tough one, a porcupine, an ice queen…  
She’s not affectionate, she is cold, she continually spiky. She should find a way to transform the hardened 
ball of problematic personal dysfunctionalities in her liver… Yet she tries to love the people she loves well…  
 
 
 
But even then Obie Tams partly knew that in some ways she was living right.  
She strove to live right despite all these restraints that limited her from being a good person. She’s not a 
good person, she’s just trying to live “right” the way it has been defined to her : to never forget, to live true 
and to never, ever, ever forget. She herself does not know where this is even coming from…  
 
 
She has certain patiences and thoughtfulnesses that help her fluidly glide through the painful trickling of 
time, deep rocky history. Rocks thud against her bones and sand graze against her skull, as she lets her 
body pulse through the tender stream.  
 
The very little light she can find in a dark house, she tries to live in it. 
 
 
Chapter 02 --  
 



A year later: 
Ten hours of rain meditation  
 
How little did I know, aestheticizing the writing is just a way of making bull shit  
I have to make real shit now.  
 
 
 
 
At   certain   times,   Thảo   could   so   clearly   sense   Obie   Tams’   antagonism,   that   bruised,   bruised   light   of   red 
hostility. Bad blood made both of them feel intense insecurities but also intense defensiveness at the same 
time.   Thảo   almost   screamed   out   a   few   times   because   of   the   suffocating   tension,   then   she’d   cut   into   the 
swallowed acrimony, and she’d asked, Can you ever live completely pure in a tainted house? She is trying to 
pulse in, pulse through, pulse through this life, in that only light that she can find, only trying to pulse 
through the days.  
 
 
 
Thảo. 
 
An aluminum warrior who is seeking a peace of mind 
A never-ending girl who makes her own calm 
 
Who   is   walking   back   and   forth   between   the   American   frontier   and   the   convulsing   bull’s   eye,   Thảo.   Round 
buns of hair stand tall, stiff-backed, proud, proud, proud on the sides of the warrior’s head as she walks. 
Digs feet deep in the rings of Pacific Ocean as she meanders her way across seawater, inching closer to the 
coast of old Indochina. She looks like a lone black crow standing in the water, gazing into the clear swirling 
blue - aqua queen needs to walk alone, needs to walk alone, teardrop needs to walk alone in order to miss 
people, saltwater needs to love herself.  
 
In   the   Mekong,   when   Thảo   arrives,   she   keeps   walking   further   into   green   grass   ‘till   she   disappears   into   their 
blades. In the heat, she still won’t die. Her skin which has become too accustomed to the American West’s 
cold dry winds will again thaw. As she sits resting by the riverbank, her skin will absorb glowing sun and 
again it will breathe. Again warm Asian skin will come back into the break of life. The bird cage that’s 
scorched   with   feather-wings   is   like   the   wind   without   Thảo’s   whisperings,   freedom   breathes   a   cold   air   you 
can’t predict, home makes you feel loved and home makes you feel like you have grown up having to 
withstand abuse. Wrangled, but so still and quiet. An eye that convulses, anything truer than that, is there 
anything truer than that? a home. Your own obsessions, tangled unexamined past hurts turned internal 
hardened ball of bitterness,  
 
When she left for her walk to the convulsing bull’s eye, Obie Tams secretly sat with ambivalent grieves. 
Suddenly, he had given up a little bit on loving himself — his existence had become a different set of 
grammatical errors. Tranquility… in shamefaced tranquility… Obie sat in the sun and got drunk on his 



foolishness. Drunk eyes gazed at the shallow evenly shapes that lie in his colon. They scrutinize the very 
way in which he had said to her, “I’m mixed race and I have spent my entire life grappling with my 
white-passing privilege” in order to show her his righteousness — that was all that oversimplification all that 
pretension that pushed her over the edge. She left, she took a walk. Being intoxicated jolted Obie Tams out 
of a well-oriented reality.  
 
 
a murder  
broken memories  grandmother swamp home  heart and  heart  
this life a murder  
 
several wars, 
taking a shit in this place,  
 
She never knew what it was like to be the one without too many words, 
Warriors have words to express the glowing peach within their wombs  which otherwise would have 
stayed unspeakable. Warriors 
have words to bleed  have words to soak  
the paper screens of their womanly 
lives in long rivers of imperfect wounded pasts  Thảo   loves   deeply   when   she   loves  endless when 
she loves 
Thảo 
loves only when she loves deeply  when she doesn’t love,…  this life 
this life… is endless, cyclical, endless. But just one life, not a series of multiple, but how, when memories of 
past souls live on.  
 
Thảo   makes   sure   to   walk   like   that   two   times   every   year   even   after   the   years   after   she   has   considered   the 
bull’s eye to be dead forever. Her home, that convulsing bull’s eye is 7815 miles away from the affluent town 
she has moved to. The bull’s eye was the reason for all those protests that happened decades ago, at this 
top research school which she now attends. Her academic forerunners have written about them. On the 
kitchen table was a three-year-old copy of the Stanford Daily, she saw it and thought about Luke. The 
front-page said “Stanford’s recent history of protests and student activism has been long and colorful.” 
Thảo   never   reads   stuff   like   this   anymore.   Articles   like   this   do   not   get   to   hang   onto   her   attention.   However 
one day when she was waiting for the brie to melt in the oven she picked it up and read it. The article turned 
out to be one of those horridly meager reports that might as well not have been written. She never reads 
stuff like this anymore. The meagerness of its language drops itself into an abyss removed from her, in that 
black hole she never ventures to. Oversimplifications hate her, she hates them back — life’s sworn enemies

white men  sweet honeys  of  hers   ,  enemies of her grandmother’s.  Meagerness in 
language   and   information   flies.   Lack   of   sophistication   Plummets.   Falls.   Like   the   helmets   Thảo   grew   out   of, 
just fell of her growing head as she continued speeding away, and spilled their bulbous selves all over the 
paved street. How can you write like that and call it a “rich and colorful history”? How can you flatten my 
peoples and my histories into your one-hundred worded bullet points? She stared at the Stanford Daily in the 
late hours, before she needed to accept the fact that day has left to greet the night and she needed to sleep. 



 
Meager language of those newspapers like the helmets fell. She sped on, and every time those bulbous 
hardened things fell of her head, she’d strike her palm sharply into the air and bless goodbyes to the 
baggage left behind. She had left so many people behind; People fell out of her pockets as she kept 
speeding into loss into the darkness. Glass paved the way, she sped into her own loss. She will continually 
have to cut people off because she had to grow with the least number of stumbling blocks waiting around to 
hurt her — she had to leave those people behind because the very air they harnessed was threatening to her.  
 
sweet red  earth  will  hold  
you  like the  
strength  that you  blessed  
to me   
like the  wind  without her whisperings broken  
memories heart  thefts pierced tormented skies   
break  tranquility 
 
Over the summer, Luke would meet her at the arcade cafe in downtown Oakland and show her rolls of 
printed issues of local newspapers from the seventies and eighties. He’d pull endless things out of his bag, 
a book, another book and a comic book with a sleeping girl on the cover. She learned a lot of things from 
that man. He gave her a lot of books to read and never reminded her of her father but without a question 
there   have   been   many   times   she   fantasized   about   him   being   her   father.   Thảo   showed   Luke   the   copies   of 
Stanford Daily’s “Stanford Recent History of Activism” and Stanford Magazine’s “Activism Now.” Both of 
them left to get lunch and came back to eat in the studio. Now suddenly there were coffee stains like brown 
cocoa clouds spilling on the two newspapers. There were breadcrumbs, there were little specks of uneaten 
cucumber. It was a mess. It was a disgusting mess, the materials of journalistic writing like these were a 
knot of multicolored cables  confusing  entwining filaments  disgusting mess 

even though they’re hardly even five hundred word long each. 
 
 
 
what does the shape of my consciousness look like?” 
 
 
 
my land sweet piece of mine a life of mine  a good childhood   a bad childhood
going away 
thefts pierced blue deepness she dies her wings burn her and 
 in three generations 
will her  grand daughter rise 
the beginning was hard  
 
 
 



 
life 
 
Thảo   found   an   abandoned   notebook   in   the   dumpster   at   the   back   of   her   house   when   she   was   off   doing 
nothing, walking nowhere, outside one night by herself. She opened it and it was Obie Tams’ old journal. 
“Page one,” it said, “What does the shape of my consciousness look like?”  
 
sometimes she has to massage the skin around the chamber of her heart when she feels too much love for 
that girl Lifeblood. Their lovely friendship is the following shadows of bamboos rested on quite a longish 
history   of   complications.   The   way   Thảo   reaches   deep   into   Lifeblood   confuses   the   both   of   them   and   hurts   a 
little deep like ink on a tattoo bleeds.  
 
 
 
Thảo,   a   never-ending   girl,   met   with   Luke   once   or   twice   a   week   over   the   summer   when   she   was   trying   to 
remake her life. She’d come back home after their meetings and rant to the girl she was dating at the time 
about Luke and what a wonderful man he was.  
 
Thảo   never   even   has   the   time   to   stop   about   how   young   she   is   —   she   is   still   in   school.   Yet,   she   has   already 
done this arduous walk six times per year. Luke used to look at her and firmly say “I like the stuff you 
wrote.” The solidity in the way he said that made her agitate a little in her own self-inflicted uneasiness 
about her writing, which was supposed to be the only thing she could claim her own shit. Truly and finally, 
she found something that only she herself could mold shape and control, and be the possessor of. The night 
she turned twenty one, she had to move out of the closet she had been renting out for three months but she 
just got drunk and wrote. She drank alone on her birthday and wrote, and didn’t miss anyone or anything 
except for the feeling of being little. And then she wrote about the feeling of being little. She wrote about  
 
When she comes back from the global South, large merciless eyes that have flown across the earth storm 
into the house. They scrutinize him, the man named Obie Tams, her most total opposite. The promised 
hostility lies there in eyes on the petal, on a yellow face.  
 
It   could   be   the   case   that   the   most   uncanny   thing   that   happened   on   this   earth   was   the   way   in   which   Thảo   has 
moved in and become Obie Tams’ housemate. At night sometimes he could hear his opposite’s snores for 
she   slept   right   beside   him,   that   girl   named   Thảo.   Their   side-by-side   windows   stretched   across   the   courtyard, 
which looked into twelve windows of seven rooms. Their rooms were adjacent like basins hugging one 
another. He knew that at times she fell asleep at five or six in the morning.  
At   times   like   that,   when   she   was   unable   to   fall   asleep,   Thảo   felt   like   she   was   lying   on   the   moon   by   herself, 
crying to the cosmos, missing her home.  
 
When   Thảo   disappeared   to   go   South   for   the   first   time,   Obie   Tams   took   note   of   the   silence   in   the   hallway.   Her 
absence in the bathroom at her usual hour of the morning, the lights off, the heater off in her room… What is 
happening, where is her yellow skin in the courtyard’s afternoon and where is all the synth pop? When he 



imagined   that   Thảo   has   left,   he   felt   the   world   closing   in   on   him,   but   that   claustrophobic   transformation 
comforted him. He’d rather live in a closed in place like that, sequestered.  
 
Obie   Tams   thought   that   she   was   gone   and   he   didn’t   know   that   she   would   eventually   come   back.   that…   Thảo 
hasn’t for real walked away. He didn’t know that when he breathed out relief about her departure because 
he’s never liked her much anyway. It’s fine that she’s gone — there’ll be less antagonistic feelings in the 
house. But then a moment later she was back, flown from that other pole, the Southern one, and when he 
saw, Obie Tams retreated into his room very very silently. His shame blanketed him, into a covet lumped 
together in white froth on the wooden floor.  
 
Right after the war, Obie Tams was walking in the town that had been abandoned due to military turmoil and 
he chanced upon this empty lot. The lot belonged to no one. It sure wasn’t Obie Tams’ to take. A stranger 
took a photograph of Obie Tams’ back against the backdrop of massive empty space, garnished with a little 
yellow grass and shrubbery. The lot was a realtor’s dream baby. The photograph showed the way Obie Tams 
was straining his neck staring upward into the sky wondering what he could do with all this new free land. 
Thirteen years later something was built there and named the Infinite House.  
 
Wintry   days   come   to   carry   Thảo   back   and   forth,   between   the   Infinite   House,   the   yellow   grass   that   still 
surrounds it, and the other end of the earth… The pulsating bulls’ eye had been the only place on this earth 
that she dearly missed. The only place, a city that never sleeps and is restless. That was the place she left 
behind   when   she   had   fled   the   Global   South.   Thảo   missed   that   place   until   it   ached   beautifully,   but   the   last 
time she went back she was wrecked — wrecked by the loss and by memories. By an Unbearable Nostalgia 
for things that will never once again be there. That wreck suffocated her. It was a blue derelict that had been 
plummeted onto the ocean floor. She was diving under, crawling like an insect down the bands of deep 
water.   
 
The wreck made her feel as though she should die now that the place to which she belonged has crumbled 
into a past… There is a place where she should go back to, eventually — but it feels as though it is gone. The 
logical   sequence   should   follow   with   Thảo   fading   away   too.   She   has   already   thought   about   it   carefully   and 
that should be the logical end. Her entirety: personhood, the secret workings of her consciousness — all of 
this   was   the   product   of   that   very   place.   If   the   site   vanishes,   where   should   the   artifact   go?   Thảo’s   body,   its 
yellow skin and broken bones, has been created by growing up and being surrounded, hugged close, 
enveloped entirely by that crazy place. Her body, it is the artifact that has been created by that place. If the 
place isn’t there anymore, then its creation, the yellow skin and all these broken bones…too, The artifact… will 
have to go.  
 
A yellow-skinned warrior with injured shoulders who has traveled, by foot, all the way from her home in the 
Southern front — a place Obie Tams knows very too little about. A land that, in all benevolent truth, he would 
never be able to find, with his dull wits and broken compasses and incomprehensible maps that show no 
direction. He’s so far away from that South that it’s painful to think about how exactly massive and so 
totally terribly massive this world really really is. The familiar hot spell is casted upon Tams’ eyelids as they 
try   to   see   the   vast   expanses   which   he   has   never   once   ventured   to,   and   hasn’t   thought   about   until   Thảo   has 
the time to come over and let him taste the air of her worldliness and thus the air of his ignorance.  



 
Drip after drip of the taste, it is wet on his tongue and it is cruelly sneering. Obie Tams will always 
remember, he’s never been too good at not being clumsy. The last time he traveled he has sufficiently 
pissed off all the people on the trip, convinced everyone that he was inept and lunatic, broken a tent and a 
camping stove, and lost one of his Nike sneakers. That last time he was in Istanbul, his ex-girlfriend Alex, a 
Korean American girl from Milwaukee, did something quite terrible he could not easily talk about, still.  
 
He watched himself plunging deeper into the damaging pond of immunization. The hyper-rational structure 
of his mind refused to let him free. But it was also making him healthier. When the immune system is 
exposed to molecules that are foreign to the body, called non-self, it will orchestrate a resistance.   
 
That   girl   named   Thảo.   She   was   a   foreign   thing   to   Obie   Tams’   body.   She   is   the   non-self.   That   yellow   face,   the 
blooming buttercup,  
 
 
Obie Tams never saw her pink skin, for he never knew her like that — he never knew the old her. But he still 
oftentimes think about her transformation. When they were together, Lex would come over to sink herself 
into his bed.  
 
Obie Tams wasn’t normally a competitive person but sometimes comparing himself to his housemate from 
Vietnam,   that   girl   named   Thảo,   in   a   single   minute   he   could   feel   all   the   terror.   Every   single   drip   of   sad 
emptiness washes over, waiting to accumulate in his heart, so that the entire pile could become very cold, 
numb with cold. Like freshly picked blueberries unwanted in the moment, put in the freezer so they’d be 
good for a moment later. But no one truly thinks about how blueberry hearts slowly pierce themselves into 
bitter, silent iciness when they have to chill in the fridge. Obie Tams’ entrails — bowels, guts the heart and 
the liver — are a bouquet of blue fruits, and now they are all bruised…  
 
Thảo:   a   perpetual,   unyielding,   dreaming   woman   who   sits   like   a   lotus   flower   in   many   fantasies   and   dreams, 
who stands like irony, who walks this earth like strength. She carries herself on a set of tall legs that Obie 
Tams would often dream about, secretly. She’s jumped out from the stillness of mundane life, out of the 
frame, to walk backwards until she can touch her fingers on the multiple stills taken from their individual 
pasts, but also taken from Hanoian movies and from Bukowski’s Ham on Rye which he has never read. He 
hasn’t heard of any of these films or books or artworks before she came in here, the valve of his existence. 
Her fingers touch stills from The Things They Carried which he told her he has read but actually hasn’t.  
 
Thảo   walks. 
The stills flutter in the air like delicate silk screens…  
Obie Tams’ heart lays soft and asleep in a soaking tub made of cedar trees, a red shade of wood and 
melancholic sleep…  
 

Thảo:   what   does   this   world   do   to   itself? 
Ham on Rye: that’s a good question. 

 



When   she   finally   does   become   a   performer   Thảo   will   go   touring   in   Brooklyn   and   Tallahassee,   at   venues   with 
names like Cairo and Bunk Bar and the Happiness Shack.  When she finally moves out of Obie Tams’ house 
she will go live with somebody who loves her.  
 
Thảo’s   boyfriend,   Momo,   has   four   different   jobs   and   is   a   full-time   college   student.   Thảo   is   unemployed; 
sometimes all she has are her very good friends, and her own personhood. Waking up in the morning has 
gradually started to become something difficult over the years she’s been away from the convulsing bull’s 
eye. She feels so broken, unused by the American economy. Or unusable? At night she thinks about Momo’s 
dreaming heart that’s laying soft, dormant. The feeling of missing Mo was like that Hiatus Kaiyote song 
inspired by the aboriginal people of the Australian deserts. The song starts like this, “Hannah, my darling I 
will follow you into the sunrise under desert sky.” This part is about the singer Nai Palm’s girlfriend. Well, 
perhaps the entire song is about her. Hannah works in a remote community with indigenous artists in 
central Australia and she was given a skin name. “It’s a tribal name that you get given. For me it was a song 
about   her   courage   to   go   and   explore   that   and   do   that   for   a   while,”   said   Nai   Palm.   Sometimes   Thảo   would   be 
walking, thinking about how she doesn’t want very much. In life, she doesn't need to do a lot  
 
 “A girlfriend of mine , Hannah, she was given a skin name and the song is about her,”  
 
 
Beating so furiously and “sweet read earth will hold you like the strength you bless to me”… His heart. The  
 
 
…  
 
With long long legs folded into something 
like lotus flower  
these legs would tell nothing untrue through the way they carried themselves,  
Thảo   sits   in   the   fantasies   and   dreams   of   people   whom   she   doesn’t   necessarily   respect.   Life   becomes   a 
funny thing over and over again. Sometimes it all unravels and redoes the becoming every hour and every 
day 

every hour and 
every day and every hour and every day and every hour and  
every  
day 
 
Life,  
it becomes funny, tinted with something that tickles and makes her uncomfortable. It all unravels and 
redoes the becoming whenever she rejects a truth so much that that truth becomes unreal — it becomes 
funny when she forces herself to ignore certain realities that include the ravenous men who place her in the 
realm of their eyes’ fantasies. The gaze touches her breasts and bounces. The truth becomes unreal. The air 
tickles her. She has done the invalidating to these vulgar male dreams; she doesn’t sit in them anymore; she 
has gotten up and left the room.  
 



In   her   dreams   Thảo   is   capitalizing   the   most   on   her   flexible   limbs   that   she   is   able   to   fold   herself   until   her 
head’s in between her knees, until her body becomes so wounded by tension from the stretch 
held with tension but free.  
 
the power of holding and withstanding that tension itself has made her free. a contradiction just like the 
rest. She is free from reality being in her dreams, free from the gaze. free from other people’s desires being 
in her dreams. free from the resting position. free from being lazy with her body. free from doing nothing, 
free from being disconnected.  
 
“Made  
of wanting, solely, I’m used to -“ 
 
ŧ  ✿  ❀  ❁  ŧ 
 
In   the   afternoons   when   she   sits   on   the   balcony,   Thảo’s   yellow   mosaic   skin   glimmers   in   the   music   and   the 
sun — the music often comes from her neighbor’s open window for he plays the flute and the saxophone; 
sometimes   Thảo   comes   over   there   to   sing.   The   two   of   them   are   sort   of   friends   but   because   the   man’s   very 
judgmental   and   Thảo   is   too   outlandish   for   her   own   good,   she   is   oftentimes   forced   to   create   a   psychological 
wall between them as to protect herself from his repressive conservative judgments. the communal kitchen 
that they share have a line of dark red walls and massive stoves that keep the room thermally and visually 
very warm even at night. But there are cockroaches on the floor. Their relationship as neighbors smells like 
cockroach. to her, sometimes. So he isn’t a friend-friend, but a circumstantial, i-live-in-a-house-with-you and 
i-sing-to-your-sax-three-times-a-week, friend.. When they meet in the kitchen on occasion, the sax-player 
neighbor   and   Thảo   would   not   make   eye   contact,   on   her   terms.   her   initiation   and   the   efforts   that   she   put   into 
prolonging that cockroach-smelling relationship all along.  
 
At   other   times,   when   the   neighbor’s   music   is   not   around,   Thảo   turns   on   the   radio   to   listen   to   the   synth   pop 
that is always playing. And she realizes that she writes about this topic so much, too often — afternoons in 
the sun, because it has become the emblem of her recent phase of life. afternoons…are…  
a special time for…the sun… 
…this is the time around which she prays 

she wishes for a peace just stop waiting and come  
she reads and writes  

 
The afternoon is the condensed time around which she can sense her independence and aloneness the 
most. The time after she has come home from work and already gotten the chance to finish a cigarette and 
look at her mail. There’s the freedom to walk outside into the courtyard and look at the house and the trees. 
There’s the freedom to be inside her own head and not have to worry about being scolded for 
irresponsibility. There’s also that freedom to climb onto her neighbor’s balcony and tap on the window in 
order to sing  
“Victoria, I told you that I needed you. But now it’s time to let you go.” 
 
and on afternoons even more special than usual, friends would come over.  



Sandy comes over to sit on her faded green recliner. 
Sandy comes over to read and write with her.  
When Sandy comes over, the room is different. The rain stops and stands still.  
WRITE ABOUT THIS SANDY —- THIS SANDY IS FRIENDS WITH HER EX-GF: THAO DIDNT EVEN KNOW 
HERSELF BEFORE AND WHILE SHE WAS DATING THIS GIRL, Victoria — SHE WAS A COMPLETELY 
DIFFERENT PERSON IN THE PROCESS OF AN IDENTITY CRISIS BEFORE THAT. REMINISCE ON THIS. THE 
ILLUSION OF LOVE — how you think you love a person so much, and you’d say shit like “i was so fucking in 
love with you” after you break up, but then the minute you're not in love with them anymore  
 
Sandy is really beautiful and brilliant and perfect and Thao loves her she loves her she loves her,  
 
She would at night fall asleep in Sandy’s room with the pink walls and whisper about her crush, Eri.  
ŧ  ✿  ❀  ❁  ŧ 
 
Thảo   endeavored   to   clean   her   room   yesterday   —   and   the   sad   thing   for   Thảo   is   that   perhaps   she’d   never   be 
naturally clean. Her boyfriend is a Vietnamese man, hardly much older than her, who has survived some 
pretty extreme poverty when he was a younger boy. She likes it a lot when he calls himself a man of color. 
Whenever he does that, he usually looks at her and in conclusion waxes lyrical about the fact that she has 
done a beautiful job at growing into a woman of color. When the windows of her room are open she stares 
into the space outside of her, and talks to herself about the ways she could envision herself getting up from 
her bed and walking across plains to get to him. To find him wherever he is and take a clear look at him, to 
find herself so happy to be able to take a seat near him. The other day, she was talking to him about  
 
 


