
A seed amongst flesh… (I) 
... 
This text was written by SOFT MATTER. It was performed live at Obst Space in Chicago, IL as part of a 
reading event entitled, “Mouth as is a kiln” (April 7th, 2018.) 
... 
 
 
 
ORANGE 
Violet:  I am a river rushing nowhere. I am speeding fast, cutting through the earth only to end up feeding 
directly into myself. I’ve never been more at home. 
Tannaz: What comes first, the clouds or the rain? 
Violet: I am water 
Tannaz: Is the caterpillar the same as the butterfly? 
Violet: I am water 
Tannaz: My mother is a mountain 
Violet: I   am   water     I am        w a t e r                                             I am water. 
Tannaz: I woke up to a bird chirping in my ear. It felt like spring. The window is open and I hear the 
songs of another person eating their breakfast. I’m overcome by the recognition that I am no longer alone 
in the world. I’m paralyzed by all the worldness surrounding me. 
Have you had enough world yet? 
 
• 
 
WATERMELON 
Violet: It’s never enough to just go about your day as if something like vastness does not exist. I keep 
waking up in a completely different place than where I went to sleep. Normally it’s just the other side of 
the bed but it might as well be a different country. 
Tannaz: Every time I have sex in my bed, the mattress feels momentarily like it belongs to someone else. 
Violet: I don’t think I’ve ever been satisfied by vastness. I don’t think I’ve tried hard enough yet. It isn’t 
something with quite the taste I like, but the taste is never bad either. It tastes just like this:  
Tannaz: I have never made love to someone with the same color as me. It isn’t important, but it is 
beautiful. The first person I ever slept with was the color of a sort of light milk chocolate but not smooth 
like that. Their hands were always rough. And after we’d make love they would caress me with their 
really rough hands. I imagined it was scrubbing away something about me that neither of us needed - 
maybe my sadness, maybe my fears. 
I miss it, forgetting about myself by being so wrapped up in their skin. 
Violet: This morning I discovered a piece of pottery in my backyard. It seemed as if it came from 
nowhere, and looked as if maybe it had been in my yard far before I had moved into this city. It was 
unglazed and had a peculiar beauty to it, like its simplicity made each curve appear that much more 
beautiful. When alone I gently surround its clay body with my own non-clay body, taking my arms and 
fingers and hands and chest and legs and toes and face and sometimes even my back and pressing them 
against its exterior. It's comforting. 



Sometimes it's hard for me to fit my body places. I’m never sure if its the body or the place that doesn’t 
want it but it doesn't matter, the body doesn't fit. 
My body fits around this pot and it fits in so many ways. In ways that I didn't know existed. Eventually I 
want to coil my entire body as tightly as possible, in such a way that might be permanent, but not static. 
For now I am satisfied with gently wrapping parts of my flesh body as close to its clay-body as I can. 
 
• 
 
APPLE 
Tannaz: I think about where I am in the world and I’m torn between comfort and sadness. I know what I 
need, but the life I choose to live is not legible. Language destroys it. And yet here I am, talking. 
Violet: Imagine being on the beach far too long. I’ve been staring at the ocean all day and my eyes have 
become sore and weak. 
Tannaz: I used to think that the only valid way for me to exist was through my voice, my ability to word 
the world into something that sounded nice. I’m no longer interested in that...and yet here I am, still 
talking. 
Violet: The sand creeps up my legs as I walk toward the ocean thinking I might get in. The water makes 
me cringe even though it looks so warm and perfect. I stand at the edge it only touching my toes. 
Tannaz: Do you hear it? The click in my jaw (clicks jaw in and out of place), from years of grinding and 
clenching. I think all these years I’ve been holding onto something dear to me, in fear of losing it, in fear 
of being lost. 
Violet: I stand at the edge. 
I turn away and return to my umbrella, my chair, and my shade. 
My music blasts as I stare at the ocean. 
Tannaz: I am the ocean. And my mother is a mountain, watching me crashing into the bits of land 
attempting to contain me. I am too large to ever be lost. 
 
• 
 
CANTALOUPE 
Violet: I’ve really grown tired of this crisis of movement. I’ve become aware that if you move too fast 
your body begins to reject this type of speed. I keep wanting to stop but I am like a river, kept alive only 
by momentum. 
I‘d like to be more like a bus. Stopping every few blocks to allow more into myself. I’d like to arrive at 
my destination filled to the brim with commuters. 
Tannaz: I am running on empty. It is often only when I feel so depleted that the universe gives me 
permission to experience its perfection. 
Today I came across a perfectly round red tomato on the ground. It had clearly fallen from someone’s 
grocery bag, but there it sat with no traces of impact or trauma. I thought to take a picture or even to pick 
it up and take it with me. But it could never be mine to take. The world is collapsing into this single 
tomato, I’m all wrapped up in it. 
Violet: I am water. 
 



Tannaz: You are in every speck of red I see. In every scab I pick. In every bruise that heals. You are in 
everything that stops me in my tracks and transforms my day. You are the thing I fixate on when on the 
train and feeling nauseous. You are the feeling in my stomach as I fall. You are in every moment that is 
inexplicably calm and frightening all at once. You are in every song I’ve ever sung. 
Violet: I am water. 
Tannaz: You are a perfect red tomato, left on the sidewalk. 
I’m in love with the world even if it is not in love with me. 
Violet: I am water. 
Tannaz: Have you ever thought to calculate the amount of time you’ve spent your life waiting? 
Often, I think of waiting as wasted time. The thought of this makes me clench my jaws tighter to keep 
everything precious inside of me. What am I waiting for? 
Violet: A flood. 
Tannaz: Yesterday, while sitting on the 147, I imagined the lake water rising. I thought of the ground 
slipping away. I thought of the tires of all the vehicles no longer being able to move. I thought of all these 
hunks of metal floating around, suddenly weightless. I thought of the bus flooding too. I thought of my 
body too floating, but inside this hunk of metal and glass. 
Violet: I hold my breath. (pause) 
  
• 
 
GRAPEFRUIT 
Violet: I lay back in my bed and watch the colors of the sky change, each one becoming more and more 
interesting. Every color looks just right; and each time I want it to stop and stay in the color, it changes.  
I crawl through my window attempting to get as close as possible to the changing world outside my 
serene apartment. Outside it has begun to snow.  
The sky is now static on a grey white.  
Tannaz: Though the winter time is dark, I’m always surprised by the way a blanket of snow reflects light. 
A fresh thick untouched white, my favorite. 
Violet: Looking at the sky I begin to wonder how long it would take for the snow to completely bury me. 
I assume I’d have to be still for days. 
Tannaz: It’s snowing now, and somewhere in the world is a patch of fresh untouched white. And maybe 
that patch of fresh untouched white is just sitting there, waiting in agony for it’s surface to be disturbed. 
It’s aching for this presence of something else other that itself. And yet it knows, in this part of the world, 
the only thing to touch it is the wind. 
Violet: I stay outside for what felt like one hour, and decided it was not worth it. I returned to my 
apartment and made myself tea. 
Tannaz: You are water. You are a stream, or streams. You spill through every nook, fill every crack. You 
are a circulatory system, pumping life.  
Violet: Do you know me? Can you touch me?  
Tannaz: All I feel is wind. 
 


