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E X H I B I T     P 

_______________________________ 
 
 
Bodies on bodies, three breathe into one.  A love triangle, cloaked in black, 

exposes a red robe and mouth, roving.  Without resuscitation, theirs is a mastery of 
manipulation, a laying on of hands, under skirts, to hold and feign life.  As a triumvirate: 
the master directs the head, shoulders, right hand; an assistant controls the left; and a 
third manages legs and feet, shuddering to life, as a puppet rises in a Bunraku theater.  
Hollow-headed, wigged, repainted with blinking eyes and clasping hands, Hisamatsu or 
Princess Yaegaki takes the stage in a cotton-stuffed robe over a belted kimono, 
coordinated by three consorts wearing the color of nothing, as a chanter and shamiesen 
(thick, thin, or medium-necked, laced with strings, to play heart-strings of listeners) 
invokes The New Ballad or The Dance of the Two Sambosas.   

 
The puppeteers hide under black cloaks, like a screen hosts shadows without 

impeding light, and flooded paddies become a liquid stage, and prosceniums conceal 
strings of marionettes, animating joints, lifted and propped, lifted then dropped, by 
unseen hands.   

 
There is a bit of God in all this—the metaphors of animation, overtones and 

undertones of the sensuality of transformation, of submission and conversion, of water 
and wine, like wood and cloth and touch turn into something that walks and winks.  It is a 
matter about matter, to determine whether and how (and if) this matters—at least, when 
evidenced in light of the antagonist of this story, who (or what) isn’t paired with a 
protagonist but with an agonist, in a controlled interplay of contraction and relaxation.  
Contract; relax.  Breathe.  Reciprocity must be more than a physiological strategy, but 
cannot be assumed without observing (as Descartes did) muscles in an eye: “…[whose] 
movements within the orbits corresponds remarkably to that of the head of the humerus 
within the shoulder joint: the brain points the arm and finger as accurately as it points the 
eye….[T]he linear force is mechanically redirected (or translated into an angular force, or 
movement) through levers or pulleys.”i  

 
Pulling back, I try to gain leverage and better see this, the world as a stage, where 

(wo)men are merely players, and God (in one entry of the OED) is defined as “the 
occupants of the gallery.”   

 
Stay, I pray, if only to have a hand in this, to help me point the way, to move 

heads and hearts not with strings, but with hands that pretend to be wings. 
 



                                                                                                                                            
 
NOTES 
 
i Frank R. Wilson, The Hand (New York, NY: Vintage, 1998) 88. 
 
* “Exhibit P” 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/. 


