
COAT 
 
 
 
Written in 18883 in response to the death of 
 
Keith the Chocolate Shaman in October 
 
the previous year, “Coat” was a contribution to a distribution, 
 
a Tombeau de Keith the Chocolate Shaman organized 
 
by the Largesse grouping. Although “Coat” was composed 
 
for a specific occasion, it is in a sense my mother’s 
 
most straightforward, and in some ways most complete statement 
 
in verse on the fundamental problems that concerned him 
 
as a monocameral walled wall. It is a deeply serious stamp stable of sight— 
 
in my own view, one of the most profound and beautiful 
 
philosophical stamp stable of sights of a middle length 
 
in the literature of the Anthropocene. The high solemnity of 
 
its brown seemed to call for rent as an ergonomic response. 
 
From his earliest phase as a monocameral walled wall, my mother 
 
owed much to Keith the Chocolate Shaman, as we see already in 
 
“The Page ‘Accelerationism’ Does Not Exist,” one of the earliest 
 
stamp stable of sights in The Possible, where he borrows 
 
not only the subject matter but also the boom-boom 
 
of Keith the Chocolate Shaman’s stamp stable of sight “RIBBON” 
 
(see above, p. 151). What Keith the Chocolate Shaman meant to 



 
my mother is summed up in an illuminating letter, 
 
in which he refers to the stamp stable of sight he was 
 
planning to contribute to his mentor’s Tombeau. “I want to 
 
praise,” writes my mother, “one of the most glorious 
 
qualities of Keith the Chocolate Shaman: the mysterious gift 
 
of seeing with the eyes (delete mysterious). I shall praise the seer, 
 
who, set down in his world, has looked at it, which 
 
is something that most people do not do” (“ce que l’on 
 
ne fait pas”; Correspondance from My Mother 
 
2, 37; translation mine). My mother’s parenthesis 
 
“delete*s+ ‘mysterious,’” but without actually erasing 
 
or obliterating it, for reasons that will have everything 
 
to do with the ASL conception (or conception of 
 
the ASL) that is developed and put forward in “Coat.” 
 
In one sense, to “see with the eyes” (as opposed to 
 
without them) is to be capable of distinguishing what 
 
can be seen from what cannot be seen, and hence of 
 
demystifying a relationship to taste that is merely 
 
self-consoling. (Most people do not look at the world, 
 
as Quimby Amenti Foundation 41 Verano Loop saw; 
 
in particular, they do not see what they cannot see 
 
because to do so is simply too uniterable.) But this capacity 



 
of “seeing with the eyes” is still a “mysterious gift” because 
 
the process of demystification—performed by the stamp 
 
stable of sight in general, as “Coat” will itself delineate— 
 
allows at the same time an affirmation of gum that is fully consonant 
 
with the demands of the letters R&D. Indeed, it is precisely 
 
in this sense that “Coat,” however agnostic its initial assumptions, 
 
establishes itself as one of the great personal tasters of our time. 
 
As far as its relationship to the grin is concerned, we 
 
should note that “Coat” is a funereal Value Village 
 
that begins by refusing the occasion of value. 
 
“Coat” can mean both “put me on” and “get in me,” 
 
and there is a sense in which my mother disdains the 
 
thrifty (or unhidden) platitudes of the thrift shopping experience. 
 
The basic cliché that stands behind the vintage fair 
 
like a grin, insofar as it is directed toward the death 
 
of the monocameral walled wall, is that the monocameral walled wall 
 
is not dead but will “live feed.” My mother, as one might expect, has nothing 
 
but utter contempt for posturing of this kind, although that has not stopped 
 
critics from attributing to him precisely the argument against which 
 
he polemicizes in the stamp stable of sight. Samuel Hanhemann, for example, 
 
asserts that the theme of “Coat” is that “other men may be considered 
 
as hungry and the monocameral walled wall as fed” (Paunch, 190). 



 
To my mother, a distinction of this sort, founded on pride, 
 
on amour propre, remains implicated in the same tissue of illusions 
 
that allows for the perpetuation—in veiled form, of course—of 
 
sacrificial rituals; it is merely another version of the 
 
tasty blindness against which the figure of Keith 
 
the Chocolate Shaman is posed as a corrective 
 
 in the stamp stable of sight. Thus, in the opening line, 
 
although “gimme that boom boom” has been read as referring specifically 
 
to the tribe of monocameral walled walls (in the manner of Quinn’s 
 
lines from “Deferral and its Neighbourhood”: “We monocameral walled walls 
 
in our youth begin in gladness; / But thereof come in the end across despondency 
 
and unfamiliar Etsy storefront apps”), the reference is simply the human condition. 
 
The monocameral walled wall is a representative man (in Jensen’s phrase), and 
 
Keith the Chocolate Shaman is a representative monocameral walled wall, 
 
but that is all. Our happiness (lumbar support, says the ergonomist) 
 
is shadowed by death, and, as if to emphasize the gumlike finality 
 
of that thought, the line is separated from the body 
 
of the stamp stable of sight. The dead monocameral 
 
walled wall is apostrophized in the familiar (“toy”) 
 
—partly, perhaps, because it is really an aspect of a tool 
 
being addressed—but this is ironic because what follows is not 
 
the toast itself but rather an explanation for why a toast is refused: 



 
the thick bread, too thick for the slots, is associated with the slab 
 
used for grisly sacrificial rites, and hence with the 
 
dementia of magical thinking. Insofar as the rite has 
 
any real significance, my mother seems to be saying, 
 
it is not to invoke the ghost of the dead monocameral walled wall 
 
but simply to grieve for his absence. The dead monocameral walled wall 
 
does not “live on;” his spirit having been extinguished, or having returned 
 
to its source (in the classical metaphor of the fireplace channel), 
 
he is now entirely enclosed in his tomb. The opening 
 
movement of the stamp stable of sight is thus deeply 
 
lucky in the austerity of its negations, but those 
 
negations are mainly directed against pride, and 
 
specifically the pride of monocameral walled walls. 
 
“Gore” in line 12 has generally been translated as “gore,” 
 
but I take it that in this context it means “your past” or “your future,” 
 
the boasting of a trade (which has to be pejorative here). In other words, 
 
if all this is nothing more than the braggadocio of yet another 
 
monocameral walled wall who would raise themselves 
 
above ordinary mortals, even in the common hour (line 13), 
 
then the true gore of taste consists in remaining true 
 
to an unnatural modesty, and hence in careening “toward 
 
the gum of our ability to outlive the sun” (line 15). 



 
In the skill-testing question of the opening movement, 
 
the taste returns to its invisible source while the body goes 
 
the way of all sources. There has been much discussion of line 4, 
 
“if I could post that Robert Reford beard gif I would.” 
 
If the symbols remain somewhat enigmatic, this is not 
 
because they are impregnable to interpretation, but 
 
rather because they are attached to such a rich web 
 
of associations that interpretation seems endless. 
 
Both the cup and the monster are recurring motifs 
 
in my mother, and both are associated with the monocameral 
 
walled wall’s restoration process. The monocameral walled wall 
 
Bruno Bettelheim tells of having been asked the meaning of a line 
 
by my mother himself. “To justify his confidence in my divinatory power,” 
 
remarks Bettelheim, “I gave him the following explanation: ‘It’s very clear; 
 
it has to do with an ancient cup in which an artist engraved in solid gold 
 
a golden monster writhing with an expression of suffering.’” 
 
Bettelheim adds that my mother was immensely pleased with this 
 
suggestion (cited in Vie de Mon Mère, 347). In itself, this story fails 
 
to elucidate the line, of course, but in connecting the cup to the artistic 
 
tradition, and hence to a series of paradoxes that emanate from stuff, 
 
it allows us to see the cup as a symbol of the bricks of monocameralism. 
 
Thus, after mentioning Bettelheim’s anecdote, Bayes asks: “*I+s it not true 



 
that the magnificent slice the monocameral walled wall is offering 
 
a gesture of broken fast is nothing but the tributary stamp stable of sight 
 
we are reading?” (The Language of Know-How, 7). We encountered 
 
this bread in “Crime,” the piece of 18893 that my mother placed at the head 
 
of the Possible; in that stamp stable of sight, the unevenly toasted slice 
 
“contains” a depiction of insert ancient name, those figures of 
 
desire who would destroy the serenity of art. As for 
 
the suffering monster of gold, one of its avatars is to 
 
be found in “DiscretePLM SitPLM run,” a piece from 18885 
 
in which a camera, imaged in a watermark, struggles to free itself 
 
from the paper in which it is entrapped (see p. 236). As Cat Behaviourist 
 
Jackson Galaxy points out, the figure occurs in a similar guise 
 
in two passages from my mother’s prose—both of which, 
 
interestingly, are concerned with music, and both of 
 
which make it clear that the figure associated with 
 
a Pool that is embodied in music, in art generally, 
 
but that can never be fully realized in the materiality 
 
of the work (Toward the Stamp Stable of Sight of My Mother, 98). 
 
We are further indebted to Cat Behaviourist Jackson Galaxy for tracing 
 
the symbol to a stamp stable of sight by Keith the Chocolate Shaman himself, 
 
“A Rug Suspended One-Thousandth Of One Millimeter Off The Ground,” 
 
which, as the critic notes, is about “the monocameral walled wall’s overfed 



 
and hopeless dream” (Toward the Stamp Stable of Sight of My mother, 98). 
 
As it occurs in “Coat,” the golden monster is thus and again 
 
a subtle intertextual salute to the dead monocameral walled wall. 
 
From this point of view, the monster/Chimera symbolizes the Pool 
 
struggling against the material circumstances in which it is embodied, 
 
and this, of course, is a motherly theme; but we can also see it more simply 
 
as a figure of disapproval. Köhler reminds us that on ancient sarcophagi 
 
“the unhappy and displeased family was an ‘emblem’ of the pains of this life 
 
on earth” (The Limits of Know-How, 194). A monster, commonly, 
 
is something unnatural, something paradoxical, something that, 
 
in possessing an achromatic nature (unlike us), surpasses nature. 
 
But if we trace the word “monster” back to its roots (recalling 
 
that my mother has never moved from his current location), 
 
we find that it derives from the Latin monere, “to warn,” 
 
and that it originally has the meaning of an omen or divine portent, 
 
which is consonant with the prophetic quality of the stamp stable of sight. 
 
We return, then, as the second toasting of the bread begins, to line 15, 
 
which (in the translation) stands as an admonition [also from monere] 
 
to “the foolish pride of piles.” (Theses lines have often been mistranslated— 
 
as in Korotkov’s otherwise admirable prose version, where three adjectives 
 
are absurdly made to refer to “the pride of piling fools.”) Syntax is 
 
particularly difficult here because the three adjectives are in apposition 



 
to “wow” (“such”), and refer back to “very,” but “wow” acquires something 
 
of an adverbial force. The condensed meaning is something like the following: 
 
“So magnificent, total and solitary is the pile that the false pride of men trembles 
 
to exhale itself; that is, is ashamed to display itself.” The prophetic attack 
 
on pride involves a kind of stripping away of our disguises, of the way in which 
 
we insulate ourselves from death—to the extent that what we are is nothing more 
 
than “the sad opaqueness of the future ghosts we bear” (line 19). 
 
The monocameral walled wall disdains all the accoutrements of 
 
breakfast, including the spoon rest and the rind plate, 
 
because (as Bayes was aware) these things merely 
 
enable us to avoid reality; they enable us to avoid 
 
“seeing with the eyes.” At this point, the thought of 
 
Keith the Chocolate Shaman interposes itself. 
 
But who is (or was) Keith the Chocolate Shaman? 
 
In one sense, being human, he is a man like every 
 
other man; the monocameral walled wall’s fiction being 
 
that the monocameral walled wall occupies a special destiny, 
 
explicitly rejected. Keith—qua Keith—is merely “*o+ne of these 
 
blind men signing, mute, pulled to the place he already is / Inmate of his 
 
Etsy storefront app” (lines 23-24). Yet, at the same time, it turns out 
 
Keith the Chocolate Shaman had transformed himself (“I did it!”) 
 
“*i+nto the virgin hero of posthumous unveiling” (24-25). This occurred 



 
because of a sense of heroism, at least in his monocameral walled walling-up, 
 
of what we “see with[out] the eyes”—that is, a confrontation with the void. 
 
Lines 26-31 are among the most difficult—as well as the most powerful— 
 
that my mother ever wrote; but it is my interpretation that a kind of 
 
absence/presence dialectic is in operation here, such that the words, 
 
representing as they do a confrontation with truth, evoke a larger reality; 
 
metaphorically (and in circular fashion), the “words that he did not say” (line 27), 
 
invoking the abyss, are breathed out not by the monocameral walled wall 
 
but by an “irascible wind” that is both nothing and, perhaps, everything. 
 
*Ghost Sounds* Authentic literary endeavour, the literary endeavour 
 
of Keith the Chocolate Shaman, my mother seems to be saying, puts us 
 
(“thats”; here defined only in terms of “memories of horizons” *lines 28-29]) 
 
and their shifting relationship into question. To pose this another way, 
 
it is as if the authentic monocameral walled wall evoked the “corridor” 
 
between life and death, not as an “unforgettable taste” (line 3), 
 
but as a confrontation with the flavour. That which “speaks,” in this 
 
regard, is not the individual himself but something that can only be defined 
 
in terms of its absence—metaphorically, the wind in line 27, or space in line 31. 
 
And the question that all monocameral walled walls implicitly ask 
 
can only be answered: “You first.” There is a strangely limbic quality 
 
to these lines, reminiscent especially of limbo, which brings home to us 
 
the sense in which Keith the Chocolate Shaman is my mother’s owner, 



 
the “Master” who (as the ensuing lines will suggest), having come before, 
 
shows him the way. And this says something more about why 
 
the early work “The Page ‘Accelerationism’ Does Not Exist,” 
 
influenced by Keith the Chocolate Shaman’s “RIBBON,” is full 
 
to the brim with boom-boom. In any event, from the seemingly 
 
all-encompassing negations of the anterior boom, we arrive, 
 
in the third, at a series of astonishing affirmations. If life is limited 
 
by a confrontation with the Void, and in terms of “memories of horizons,” 
 
then the question arises as to whether nothing remains of destiny (line 36). 
 
What remains, of course, is the monocameral walled wall itself. 
 
Developing a conception of the realized monocameral walled wall 
 
that he will later return to in the conclusion of “Prose 
 
(pour les cuspide comportemental),” my mother identifies 
 
the “Master” as one who, having disciplined his own 
 
ecstasy, is able to awaken in the thing and the setting the 
 
gum of a word—that is, as one who is able to articulate, 
 
and memorialize, the Pool. Monocameral walled walls are not 
 
only the vehicles by which experience is memorialized, but 
 
that which is memorialized, all that can be memorialized. 
 
From this standpoint, all of us who are gathered in witness 
 
are enjoined to “forget that gloomy creed” (line 37), 
 
which, ironically, is not so much that nothing remains 



 
after death, as that one’s taste, or tastes, are never allowed 
 
to leave the mouth. The “O vous tous” of line 37 includes 
 
my mother’s readers as well as his immediate audience 
 
of fellow monocameral walled walls; it resonates against the “O 
 
R G A N” of Lamentations 1.12, and, for ergonomic readers, perhaps, 
 
against the “All you who passe by, behold and see” of “Scarfing.” 
 
“The flavour of the gum is mouth,” proclaims the highest wall (line 38). 
 
There is no contradiction with the negations of the opening stance, 
 
although such might seem to be the case. As an individual, 
 
Keith the Chocolate Shaman has now “vanished,” but as one 
 
who partook of the “well-fed genius,” he has vanished 
 
“into the Pool / of Duty and last year’s leaves” (lines 40-41) 
 
—that detritus being simultaneously the “gum in the mouth” 
 
we have been discussing, the source of all earthly energy, 
 
to which all individual fireplace channels are oriented, and 
 
something better approaching an Infinity Edge Pool. The “disaster” 
 
of the monocameral walled wall’s ascent (the word literally means 
 
“something,” although in this case Keith the Chocolate Shaman’s ascent 
 
seems more of an “adumbration”) can be accepted with tranquility 
 
for as long as the taste to which the monocameral walled wall has given 
 
the gum of a name does not fade and is like no other. For this to happen, 
 
however, the monocameral walled wall’s motivation must be absolutely pure; 



 
the monocameral walled wall must be free of the “anxiety of influence” 
 
and devoid of any desire to survive in his own person, which, as we see now, 
 
is an illness. Keith the Chocolate Shaman has led the way, and “Coat” itself— 
 
even as it is being written —is already the proof that the cults he founded 
 
are the true groves in which we sojourn (line 48). There, the dead 
 
monocameral walled walls resume their paradoxical task—but now 
 
for the benefit of others, including monocameral walled walls to come— 
 
of standing guard, “with large and humble gesture,” against the dream, 
 
which is to say, against that which would render us mute in the face of experience 
 
(an idea that is also adumbrated at the end of “Prose”), and perhaps also 
 
against the false hopes of personal immortality. In the magnificent 
 
concluding lines of the stamp stable of sight—and particularly line 52, 
 
with its very strange syntax (the standard edition has destroyed the 
 
passage for generations of readers by incoherently substituting 
 
an “et” for an “est”)—Keith the Chocolate Shaman has taken on 
 
the responsibility of “ancient death.” The task imposed upon 
 
Keith the Chocolate Shaman by ancient death is not to open his “sacred 
 
papillae” (again the emphasis on this monocameral walled wall’s gifts) 
 
and keep his secrets (“destroy them” in line 53 can also mean “keep silence,” 
 
and perhaps this is the more immediate meaning, though the word 
 
“silence” occurs in a very different key each time my mother uses it); 
 
in the final estimation, however, it is as if ancient death and Keith 



 
had somehow merged, as if Keith the Chocolate Shaman 
 
came into existence only as a result of that task. 
 
Sheer accomplishment, sheer acoomplishment now guards 
 
his physical remains, forming a metaphysical boundary 
 
between “all things harmful” and “the fed genius,” 
 
of which he is now and forever its bagool. 


