
I do not know you, you do not know me. There is a space 
between us. Within this space there occurs a series of 
collisions, misfires, commonalities, and inescapable bounds 
wherein we are tied by a relation of non-identification and 
otherness. We form our own narratives based on our inability 
tO U n d e r s t a n d C o m p l e t e l y . The words within are words we both recognise, words 

which we share. Their interpretations, however, are 
occasionally difficult. Our perceptions may differ. 
Certain words may contain sentimental worth which are 
only gained through experience (I can only apologise if 
any of these words attempt to attack you). 
We misunderstand one another. Words shift. 
The text within is full of holes made and filled by you, 

The white (charged) space on the sheet 
is your space. It is for you to act upon. 

Make use of it. J a k e t h e t ex t 

and do with it what you will. 

Print it, edit it, delete it, analyse it, annotate 

it, translate it, appropriate it, define it, 

re-write it, scar it, perform upon it. 
These words no longer belong to 
the author, as they journey towards 
cognition, they belong to whoever 
holds the text. I am offering you 
this space so that the text can 
grow into something we can share. 

Once the appropriations have returned to 
me, I will collate them and write a more 

complete prose so that we might become 
united based on our differences. The end 

result will be a publication, then perhaps the 
whole process can begin again. 

If you wish to participate please return the appropriated 
version of this paper to me by the 30th April 

Preferably by post, although scanned versions also accepted 
Appropriated Text, 19 Presentation House, 240 Wick Road, London E9 5DR. 

If you wish to be listed as a contributor in the publication please include your name, (if you 
wish to remain anonymous then don't). If you wish to be updated on the progress of the 

publication and any related events then please include an email address. 
Be sure to pass on two copies of the text with these instructions attached. 
Questions and scanned submissions email to: usergeneration@gmail.com 

www.usergenerated-texLtumblr.com 

THE TEXT: 

mailto:usergeneration@gmail.com
http://www.usergenerated-texLtumblr.com


A woman enters the room and removes her clothes. 

"Look at my arms." She pleads, "They bare no scars." There is something very 

unsatisfying about that. "Look, I invite you, stand naked before you, look over my 

entire body, inspect it. I told you, I bare no scars." So what? All that has passed, 

all that goes through, all that is felt internally, is it now worthless? She stands 

before you, a trace of her own experiences. That from which she recoils, has 

forged not even in a line of stress across her brow. "My skin is too fresh." Fresh but not pure, but you 

wouldn't know that. As with a white wedding, you are the fool, in white, 

yet it is difficult to place a finger on why that particular tone of astounding 

nothingness doesn't sit particularly well when draped across your back. 

Scarred skin bares no pigmentation. Flawed. They are also white, 

they are completely void. Even the virgin bride is not safe from that tone, 

her insides are as red as the blood veiled beneath 

the blueness of that protruding vein in my left wrist. 

Neither scar nor wrinkle to appropriates itself to the ever imploding internal. 

"How can it be that I bare no scars." I take her arm and explore. A scar as 

reason, a scar as evidence. I put my hand to her waist and turn her body. 

A physicality. Examining its entirety. Something to see. Something to 

look at. Evidence. I move away and look at her in dismay. Invisible injury, 

as devastating as physical injury, but it lacks tangibility so it is worthless. 

Mental trauma. Very difficult to release. Poor girl. She walks down 

various streets praying that someone would punch her in the face. To fall to the floor baring 

a grin, to lay a while and hope that more people will come and kick as they go past. 

There, there, all better now. You deserve to feel like shit, and, hey, there you have it, a 

reason, a real physical reason for i t . Contact. 

Connection between the imagined and the real, the internal and the external. 

Now that is ridiculous. Is being battered like a cod anymore real than a 

white wedding? You may become 

disfigured, grotesqued by scars which cause people 

to turn their heads away, but then they would at least know 

why they have recoiled. It isn't hidden underneath clothing, underneath 

make up, underneath skin, it is there. 

It is here. No more of this imaginary. No more of this fantasy. 

No more of this drive. She begins again, I make my hand into a fist, 

"Just because you have cut me it doesn't mean that I am going to bleed," 

I draw my arm back. "Just because I don't bleed doesn't mean that I am unscathed." 

It is up to you to stop me. 

She doesn't bleed. How is it? How can she be real if she does not 

bleed? The last time I saw my own 

blood was when I spat toothpaste from my mouth to the sink. 

That is an unsatisfactory recollection but at least there was blood. 

This woman does not 

bleed, she just stands. "I bare no scars." It kicks to the point 

before release, but it never bleeds. It never ejaculates. 

"I want to exorcise the internal. Make it external." She takes a knife 

from the inside 

pocket of her fallen over coat. "I have to bleed. 

I have to form my own scars." 

She raises the knife up to the center of her chest, in

haling as the knife penetrates her 

skin. I turn to leave. "This is my allegory." She calls 

as the door closes behind me. 

The body is made up of scars. 

You are reading them. 


