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Oil and Candle
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Limpias

there is a coded syndrome

of poets who want blood

who want to present small, found bodies

because they know how to

they work like drones

they watch the routines and find aberrations

they watch and tie a bandana around the body’s 
mouth

they gag the corners, convince even scale

there has always been an open syndrome

I see some of them in the numbers

I pass as them even if they haunt the floorboards

I can see their crisis of being attached to extant 
things
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without leather, without baggage, without green 
scales

if you must have the blood, it can’t be for a ritual 
without spiders

if you must have the blood, it can’t evacuate the 
center

if you must have the blood, you must not pretend it 
can convulse in space

if you must have the blood, you can’t pretend to 
dislike it

if you must have the blood, you must also take my 
plantain chips and my unfortunate life

if you must have the blood, you must put your head 
in the ground and smell the ants

smell the roots that also become health drinks

smell the worms that are coming out of the ground 
(I’m trying to stop them too)

I am trying to put them into the 1/2 oz bottle

this is limpias, green but black if concentrated
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Duoprime 70, Fragrance, D&C Yellow #10 & D&C 
Blue #1, nothing special or radiant

limpias of poets that take bites out of the asphalt

limpias of poets in the shade of networks

limpias of poets who show the blood

limpias of poets who know the child is vulnerable

limpias of poets who seek out the sparrow and arm 
him

limpias of poets who have made it

limpias of poets who discovered America

limpias of poets who visit the tropics

limpias of poets who would rip the paper for tips

limpias of poets who aren’t afraid

limpias of poets who mistake their body for yours

limpias of poets who take the leather harness and 
attach it to a military uniform

limpias of poets who still believe images are secure 
things
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limpias of the lachrymose poets

limpias of the martyr poets

limpias of the optimist poets

limpias of the communist poets who forget who killed 
my family

limpias of the market poets who forget who killed 
everybody else

limpias of the words that make up the first sonnet

limpias of the aria’s high note

limpias of poets who write to answer a question

limpias of poets who want the blood and take it

limpias of poets who want to give my baby to Satan

limpias of poets who walk all over the lard

limpias of poets who lick walls

limpias of the man that killed the first poet

limpias of the poets that killed the first man

limpias of the men who can be so sure
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limpias of genealogies

limpias of hunter-gatherer poets

limpias of poets who matter

limpias of poets who look one way and then another

limpias of yelling poets

limpias of poets who notice the withered tree

limpias of poets who find the blood first and the 
poem second

limpias of poets with teeth

limpias of poets who cut the ribbon

limpias of poets who take queerness as their 
metaphor

limpias of poets who have never been scared just of 
walking around in the world

limpias of poets who trust the police

limpias of poets who poison the apple

limpias of poets who still trust irony
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limpias of poets who think we can have an equal 
conversation

limpias of poets who took the photograph

limpias of poets that are gnawing on your foot

limpias of poets so they fit in a 1/2 oz bottle

limpias of my chapped lips

limpias of the nail I’ve just bitten to the sensitive 
part

I am trying to clean them out of my belly-button 
but they’ve dried up in there 
and are having a festival 
of flashing lights 
paper dolls 
and dancers 
with elephant ears to eat

I am trying to have a cleansing 
even if most days I don’t want to 
and have become so tired 
often instead I’ll drink condensed milk 
and eat buñuelos and get very frustrated 
and not look out the window 
so instead 
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I am trying to get them with tweezers 
and stick them into this 1/2 oz bottle 
that at first was filled with a green-black liquid 
which is really just perfume and dye 
that a woman in my neighborhood sold me for 1.50$ 
saying “Esto es para las limpias.”
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by the railroad 
at least 15 pairs 
of panties just 
in this block 
I think of the 
women dipping 
themselves into 
tubs full of 
prescribed cleansing 
getting the toxins 
out of their body 
and into their panties 
and putting their 
panties where 
they know they 
won’t see them 
again because 
the trains go so 
far away from here 
thank god cause 
nobody else 
does
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there is a tell-tale sign 
of a neighborhood’s 
make-up in Miami 
can you hear chickens 
clucking when you 
close your eyes 
if you can it’s time 
to be very very friendly



14

the hair I found 
in the little plastic 
bag from my ex’s 
friend’s place 
was thankfully 
not her hair but 
not so thankfully it 
was her mother’s 
hair that the maid 
cut in the middle of 
the night because the 
mom gets very 
drugged out to sleep 
and it was thankfully 
never acted upon 
but we googled it 
and most sites said 
she would have had 
total control of my 
ex’s friend’s mother if 
her ritual was completed 
once the maid was 
fired for her attempt 
at black magic 
my ex’s friend’s mother 
scanned the rooms 
holding burning rods 
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of sage I didn’t sleep 
that night because 
of the story of how 
the maid said ghosts 
were calling her on 
the landline
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the men in my 
mom’s office who 
she mostly despises 
all wear white one day 
a year 50 men in 
white suits and I 
forget for what holiday 
that is but it scares me 
to think of 50 men in 
white and my mother 
in some cardigan 
she gives me good 
advice saying “no 
creo pero respeto” 
as in we don’t want 
to get hexed but 
my abuela brought us 
up catholic and I stopped 
believing in that when 
my prayers didn’t turn 
my friend gay and 
didn’t stop anybody’s 
cancer in my family 
of which there is a lot 
so every year 50 men 
come to work in white 
and it scares me 
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to think of that 
not because I don’t 
believe what they do 
but because I can’t 
stop and get the symbolism 
straight what is white 
for again and what does 
this candle do
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my abuela said 
to my mom to 
put those black 
beads on baby 
me and baby 
Francisco so that 
no one would curse 
us with their eyes 
if someone says 
your baby is cute you 
are supposed to say 
malditos sean sus 
ojos which means 
cursed be your eyes 
which is odd because 
it still uses the formal 
tense and because 
maldito also kind of 
means fucking as an 
adjective but my mom 
said that she didn’t 
want to dress us that 
way and I get that 
perspective
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I got a few gigs 
after using a candle 
that I felt was 
easy and simple 
to use and that made 
me very happy 
and satisfied 
but when I finished 
using the candle 
and it was all 
burned out after 
7 days I didn’t 
know how to 
dispose of it 
since it was my 
first time and I had 
to call the botanica 
and ask and the 
worst part is 
I had to google 
the word for dispose 
because I had 
forgotten and didn’t 
want to be so 
informal and just 
say “poner en 
el zafacón” and 
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they said I really 
should just put it 
in the trash which 
felt weird to say 
the least but I did 
it and in my dorm 
the trash is a long 
metal chute not a 
bin and I had to 
hear it go all the way 
down after asking 
myself is this 
recyclable



21

My family likes 
to joke that you 
should pray to 
San Dimas if you 
are having trouble 
finding parking 
and to do it we 
clap our hands 
and say “San 
Dimas encuéntranos 
un parking” and 
really it works 
every time and 
one day my mom 
explains that 
he is the penitent 
thief and that you 
are supposed to 
pray for him to 
intercede and this 
whole time I thought 
we were just saying 
the name of a woman 
“Sandima” who found 
us parking and 
always worked
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my boyfriend one 
day tells me that 
in his family there 
also was the killing 
of chickens and I 
say that chicken 
killing didn’t happen 
in my family at least 
that I know of but 
it did happen in 
Miami quite a lot 
but I am still glad 
that we have 
something in 
common even 
if it means the 
heads of many 
chickens
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this is limpias or so to speak the announcing of 
another birth this time not of a baby because I don’t 
trust babies but of several more voices punctuating 
each other showing pauses and circling phrases like 
little pills imagine if the montage really did make it 
into color

as I hear about the 17th killing I am very anxious 
about the ability of a 1/2 oz bottle to cleanse the 
network so I think I have really failed this time and 
when I go out in the night there is a door left open on 
a purple house at the end of the street and so I know 
that this is the night I will get assaulted by some guy 
but then I remember in Philly last time it was 2 girls 
and 2 guys who did it so I guess thats up to chance

I wonder if there is a ritual to stop killing and I think 
there is not

some poets want to imagine themselves as a big dust 
cloud that no-one can see into but it is more like 
Wizard of Oz and it is more like pay no attention to 
the latino behind the discursive curtain but they are 
much better than the poets who want the blood and 
will kill to get it but if I could just run out into an 
open field and not feel so tired after
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I imagine if Eleguá’s hair was thick and separate and 
soaked like they say it is and I imagine the things I’d 
do to such a good looking trickster even if his eyes 
are little white shells but sometimes I worry that even 
if I were to have him by my door that terrible terrible 
things would come through because he is very moody 
and the world is very cruel about home invasions

the abrecaminos candle was 3$ in Miami but when 
I went to San Francisco the same candle was 4.50$ 
riddle me that and anyways even after burning it for 
7 days I couldn’t even get half of the way through the 
velón so I got very worried I was doing something very 
wrong

the poets are having a contest where they hold up 
Kleenex soaked with how much blood they can get 
out of themselves or others and I don’t think I’ve 
ever seen such big Kleenex before but little do they 
know that the way you win is not how much blood 
but the first person in the audience to pass out and 
it turns out that the person who passes out first is 
a white man so half of the crowd gets very dramatic 
about that saying see what you’ve done and the other 
half says that they don’t really care and I am more 
inclined to agree with them on it but really I wish 
it wasn’t a white man who passed out first because 
every body gets very dramatic about the emotions of 
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white men they have many terms for it in books that I 
have read many times 

so I take the 1/2 oz bottle and break it because it 
starts to not have enough room and someone tells 
me that the 2 oz bottles last forever but they are 
6$ or so and that is pretty pricey but I go for it but 
unfortunately for me I didn’t notice that I am going 
to have to use the tweezers to take everybody out of 
the 1/2 oz bottle first and put them into the second 
bottle and then I can continue with what got dried up 
in my bellybutton and I start to think of the metaphor 
for hell where a bird can only carry one grain of sand 
at a time and I get very old very quickly and I get 
cancer in multiple places especially my skin so I hire 
somebody to carve me up and that gets all the little 
people very excited in the bottle and soon enough 
they get so excited because of the man cutting out 
all the little moles on my skin and all the big moles 
on my lungs and brain and they start to shake and 
shake until the bottle bursts and I sit in my room and 
comb my very big but still very patchy beard like my 
father’s beard and drink a root beer
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Poem for Eleguá

Believe me, I’m dealing with the ragged aroma. Ways 
of waiting are known to me as the miracle he and you 
promised. My lapse into uncontrolled remembering 
is the symptom of a nine month fever, my animal 
system. In bed, healing, I am still wondering where 
Eleguá is and the shape of his shells, how he might 
trick the violence that is always landing. There isn’t a 
projection of machinery like there used to be. It’s full 
of lights, individual, unarmed. When the lover is also 
the defense and constellating of survival, surfaces in 
contact, folding.

When I exist, 
I am complicit.

The tongue 
shakes 
to shape 
the worth of a moment.
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I’m also afraid of spiders. Where is the license for 
instrumentalizing? I keep showing you: the delays 
are getting to me, more and more. If I told you I 
needed a worth of images, would you tell me I’m 
losing it? This is no way to excite a lady. The cold 
mimeograph of my dim certainty for plant-life: 
always waiting.

If Eleguá’s hair 
is thick and separate 
and soaked
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Any

any repulsive purple scream 
voids the language

it isn’t 
debt

but heaving 
that makes me 
utterance 
revealed

masquerading 
a bleeding sick 
centerfold filament

any bottlecap revisionism 
purses the lips 
flays the lot

imagine you stretching my thigh 
over Philadelphia 
too much friction 
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and overhearing

this man 
killed my family

the goddess 
of any purple taíno heritage 
voids the language 
conozco el hombre que me busca 
en cursiva

the house centipede 
that moves 
in doubles

no me 
mientas

the thought 
of divvying up 
the newly taken 
territories

curb-stomped; deviant; delayed;

no citizen; 
no future;
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Abrecaminos

Written during the execution of a useless 7 day ritual 
involving an abrecaminos candle, an ace of wands 
from the El Gran Tarot deck, accompanied by spoken 
material, read material, and music while focusing on 
the intention of opening paths of resistance against 
warfare. The text of the poem was not changed after 
these 7 days.
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the clouds 
which wands 
will dissipate

miracle of seaming the flesh again

to do a trick with the spirit? 
or illusion with the throat?

these are the terrible balloons 
they fulfill the motion

—

I prescribe 
autonomic 
candles

the principle in incense 
believes the musk a 
canal for undoing clouds

so it is with choreography
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the eating of cymbals

impulsive Philadelphia

the text recalls itself 
in a loop of future warrant

the wands 
are procuring 
the enemy 
and eliminating 
him

so will wait 
the giraffe

so combines the spectacle

—

a matter 
of glass
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what 
becomes 
clear 
is 
noticed 
by 
the 
fiend 
as 
the 
becoming

  —

where is my future 
in the encyclopedic eye 
of the tyrant codes?

if I am reaching for ancestry 
it’s just for the 
throbbing 
envelope
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with roads 
it’s the pill

to allege 
at the presence of 
a web in air 
the revenant

the candle 
maps 
the 
ace’s 
site

 —

tectonics 
in a

dream
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if Philadelphia 
were to flood 
the Poconos

no mourning 
of the opener

perforated 
sense of 
kinning, 
it is for my 
ritual 
para el éxito

 —

crystal 
melisma

keeping up

the dead 
latino queer
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there’s something in the room 
notice the burning

it’s true

the spinning is immediate

—

the murder 
of 
verdure

unsettled bubble politico

here inlies the consultant’s 
former lover

a planet 
apart

no sham 
no fabric
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the lilies don’t work anymore 
clouds unconvince even the becoming

—

slow 
violence

always looking for 
the intrigued nuclear

a fencer’s palm

looking with the future 
and its pistol

a matter 
of cellulose
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no había 
perdido 
el técnico

opening 
lacquer

one half 
is diced

the other half 
of Philadelphia 
is caustic and caulked

each half is distant

it spills the girl

—

do you know what 
it’s like for 
lo que sea?

ceremonies 
of nationalism
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a chrome bottle

the becoming disfigures the tarot

so it is with opening

—

something isn’t right

progressively, 
the city 
effects its 
violence

ningún trabajo 
como desenlazar

the body is 
turned away as 
citizen 
and not as

to be revisited 
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the wands 
offer

urn room 
enjoyed

a brace or 
crossguard like 
offered conversation 
in lieu of spells 
the houndstooth circumstance

wishing against the 
cloud at the nose

—

the throbbing 
decides from 
you
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doing race 
as emulsion

the war skips a territory 
with rhythm

I motion a man

the bomb’s sense of 
history throbs too

so far 
the opening 
is also 
a crosshairs

—

slow ritual 
for 
sensitive aberration

if procedure 
is a touching
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the deeming 
of a candle 
which, 
like the 
alligator 
unlaces 
the swamp, 
in time 
develops its 
pooled wax 
which between 
source and 
eventual 
recognizes 
the conscripted 
percussion of 
sovereignty

—

live stock

el camino 
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a print

shaking green

the merging of timing

—

my lover 
knows the 
source

it’s layered shades

un negocio 
de 
cerrar 
así como abrir
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the circuitry 
of a movement

no match 
in gripping 
the citizen

Philadelphia becoming 
a question of split 
lights

—

it repurposes 
a word 
my foaming memory

do you have parameters 
too?

all at once 
with air
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the 2 colors come back 
they ride the room 
it’s full of cactus 
full of water 
and the boy who 
found his scene 
is shaken into the 
future, like bells, 
is in the symmetry 
with a candle, with a seam 
and the murmurs 
begin again, like 
choreography, he is 
with or without 
virus

—

the balm 
of cooling

el astro
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You are placed 
on a mountain 
to be seen with 
telescopes

listen for jewelry 
and watch as it goes out

the melodrama 
in sight 
of becoming 
verdure

—

what for a simulation? 
the crystallized version 
of ritual sacrifice

the digital position 
magnifying 
messenger harmonics

full of lye, 
the circumstance
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even after being split 
the atom finds its place 
in composition

always spreading 
faster than expected

—

radiation passes on

like turning in the envelope

the head is 
the site of war’s 
misgivings

the opening is 
its terraforming
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if your designation 
of time must 
be a separation 
then 
the lambasting 
of idols

the ace has 
as its scepter 
queers on the mouth

el exiliado 
regresa 
a la vida 
y murmura

en ritual

so 
patterns 
uncycling

—

a stack of figures 
and fingers 
in lieu of unnerving
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with opportunity 
for elegance?

the bomber, 
which steeps 
like a tapir, 
is also found out 
as a lover, 
in a course of time

I’m always becoming paranoid

—

one composition 
which heals 
the overtones

coming to the plague again 
the spectacle of time 
opens its clouds 
and rematters the origin

if Philadelphia must be ascribed 
to spanning concerted lights
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the new pearl 
which has dialogue 
in the dead latino 
is commissioning 
the healing document

so far, the boy knows 
his markers 
peach and precise 
the foam he voices 
is necessary

war is shaped like a horn

—

if connecting, 
then connecting again

if with connecting 
then I’ll connect

so far, 
only shapes   
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the Kevlar comes into the soil 
in advantage of bordering

distance leaves artifacts

the soft 
sleeps 
in a glitch

decoding the govern, 
my uncertain lover 
is hitting the ground

—

most days 
it isn’t easier than this

finding 
the door



the film shows the density of our placement 
the film shows a girl 
animada y avergonzada 
aprendiendo un trabajo

It’s ritual that the film, 
irascible, evolves

—

No line of questioning 
No motive of descent 
No cymbal 
how does the body survey 
its own impossibility, 
starting with war? 
how does the latino convey? 
what has him survive?

it’s the opening of longitude, 
legs, and the miracle 
of fragmenting into seconds
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so going, 
the war is its own 
horror as device

to involve the circumstance

what justice takes in becoming?

one sharp note, 
a matter 
of glass, 
for listening to
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FORTHCOMING:

EXCERPTS FROM THE ROMANCE OF SIAM  

BY JAI ARUN RAVINE

EXHIBIT CATALOG

TAKE YOUR ORDER (2010 - )

In The American Museum of Thai National Character, there is 

an exhibit of current menus from every single Thai restaurant in 

America. The Artist wheat-pastes the menus to the walls, floor 

to ceiling, menus on top of menus. On Sunday afternoons, The 

Artist attempts to remove the menus, uncovering the original 

wall surface as much as possible. 

Then The Artist begins to wheat-paste again. 
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EXHIBIT CATALOG

KEEP WARM (1980 - )

In The American Museum of Thai National Character, there is 

an exhibit of abandoned rice cookers rescued from thrift stores. 

Most are broken and missing parts; others are brand new and 

never used. The Artist plugs them in one at a time. The Artist 

then stacks the ones that work together and the ones that 

don’t work together, evoking the resilience of the Thai people. 
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EXHIBIT CATALOG 

AMAZING (1998 - )

In The American Museum of Thai National Character, there 

is an exhibit of popular adjectives White tourists have used, 

historically, to describe Thailand. The words are pieced together 

using wooden alphabet blocks. Museum-goers can barely walk 

through these rooms, which is a testament to the buoyancy 

of the Thai spirit.
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EXHIBIT CATALOG

REJECTION (1960 - )

In The American Museum of Thai National Character, there is 

an exhibit of rejection letters addressed to Thai women who 

applied to secretarial colleges in the UK in the 1960s. Each 

envelope has been neatly opened by a letter-opener. They are 

dropped one by one at one-minute intervals from the ceiling 

via a mechanized arm, creating a growing pile on the gallery 

floor. The shear amount of these letters is a testament to the 

persistence of the Thai spirit.

Some of the letters fall out of their envelopes and unfold. 
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EXHIBIT CATALOG 

CUSTOMS (1970 - )

In The American Museum of Thai National Character, there is 

an exhibit of luggage that was previously lost on Thai-US flights, 

confiscated by customs and never claimed. The Artists wheel 

the luggage into the gallery and arrange them in sculptural 

forms. Some of the lighter bags are flung on top. Then The 

Artists dismantle the luggage sculptures and wheel them away 

in carts before the entire performance is repeated. The content 

of each luggage maintains itself as a mystery, symbolizing the 

enigmatic nature of the Thai spirit. 



Timeless, Infinite Light is an Oakland-based small press that 

publishes contemporary writing with a tendency toward the 

experimental, radical, and mystical. We are committed to 

promoting critical poetic work by emerging and established 

writers, and we prioritize authors whose identities are often 

excluded from the literary mainstream. We believe in the 

radical potential of collaborative, hybrid, and embodied 

writing, and promote work that resists structures of oppression, 

both in form and content. This preference for challenging work 

extends to the design and structure of the books we produce.
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CURRENT TITLES:

As They Fall

Communism is up there and 
we are down here but it is 
happening now
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