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E X H I B I T     H  

_______________________________ 
 
 
Finger painting.  Prints on walls in the Lascaux caves.  Veronica’s veil, an act of 

acheiropoietos (“not made by the hand of man”), seated near the right Hand of God.  
Relics of St. Ninnidh in Ireland, St. Stephen I in Hungary.  Guidonian hands were 
solemnized, marked with syllables joint by joint for sight-singing, illuminated in manu-
scripts.  Manu-factured.  Manu-mitted.  Mudras.  Hypocrites and Galen practiced 
palmistry, reading between lines and mountains—of Venus, Jupiter, Saturn, Mercury, 
Mars, Luna, the Sun—the veritable cosmos, held in hands.  Wrapped in papyrus or 
gloves, cut into wood by Vesalius, cast and sculpted by Rodin, photographed by Lange, 
burned in Dresden, painted with henna, holding a stylus or spoon, living hand-to-mouth.  
Skin and sinew conceal phalanges, metacarpals, knuckles.  On the other hand, get all 
hands on deck, in order not to be short-handed or reduced to shorthand, studied by 
graphologists, or perhaps, too heavy-handed to be written, held in hand, kept on hand, 
growing out of hand— 

 
This is a language of clasping; hence, to lose hands denotes loss of possession, 

custody, charge, authority, power, disposal, agency, instrumentality—putting into other 
hands what wants to be held in your own: “terminal part of the arm beyond the wrist, 
consisting of the palm and five digits, forming the organ of prehension characteristic of 
man.”  (And woman—albeit by Roman law, that four-letter word conveyed the power of 
husband over wife.)  Left-handed, I have already joined hands with another (here we are) 
to change one definition that seems to rest in my hands, as I want a hand in something 
else, nothing underhanded, preferring the archaic meaning, “breath,” as articulated in A 
devoute medytacyon, in which Hampole wrote in 1340, “His nese oft droppes, his hand 
stynkes.”i  Nothing like the sun, roses, snow, those eyes and cheeks and breasts; what of 
her hands?  That four-letter word, like a curse.  Unless substituted, striated, with 
meaning: a hand, a breath.  (Breathe.) 

 
In printing, a conventionally extended forefinger drew attention to what came 

next, like a lion’s gaze in Luxor, or a colon prompting an actress in a play: Antigone, who 
dies by her own hand, or Medea, who cries: “Let no one deem me a poor weak woman 
who sits with folded hands, but of another mould.”ii  Made by lost wax, four-armed Shiva 
has another pair of hands waiting in the wings—unlike A. afarensis, A. africanus, H. 
sapiens—me.   

 
Thus, Into Thy Hands I commend my Spirit, amid this flourishing chorus of 

voices, and submit: 
 



My hands.  Crippled, as they are.  As exhibit A, B, C, and the rest.  This is my 
Gallery, what I will display, cued by the hand that rocked the cradle too hard, breaking 
rules and a body, making it deformed, having to learn to breathe all over again.  To 
remobilize the spine, the neck, the arms and, last but not least, the hands.  And so I stand 
before you, trying to raise a conventionally extended forefinger to draw attention to what 
comes next:  

 

           
                                                
 
NOTES 
 
i Oxford English Dictionary, 2nd ed., s.v. “hand” and “breath.”  
 
ii Euripedes, Medea, Hecuba, Hippolytus, The Trojan Women and The Bacchantes (Whitefish, 
MT: Kessinger, 2004) 32. 
 
* “Exhibit H” first appeared in Double Room 8. Please send this “Exhibit” back to the 
Undertaker in metamorphosed form: difformite@gmail.com. For further instructions, see 
http://difformite.wordpress.com/. 


