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Jan 27, 2018 

 

Dear Lovelies, 

I am writing to invite you to be a part  

of a new art project, the s̄mall beauty 

book club° where people will read a 

book, discuss it with others in an on-line 

group conversation, and then create 

something inspired by the text. 

  

R E A D I N G  

The first book is Small Beauty by 

jia qing wilson-yang. (176 pages) 

(Winner of the 2017 Lambda Literary 

Award for Transgender Fiction.) 

 

This novel, published by Canadian indie 

press Metonymy, tells the story of Mei.  

"Coping with the death of her cousin, 

she abandons her life in the city to live  

in his now empty house in a small town. 

There she connects with his history  

as well as her own, learns about her 

aunt®s long-term secret relationship,  

and reflects on the trans women she has 

left behind." (Goodreads)/  

 

I have not yet read this book, and I want 

to read it with you! If you're game, let me 

know--and please get the book by 

February 3. 

 

It can be purchased directly from 

metonymy through the link above.  

We can also work out ways to share  

our copies.  

 

D I S C U S S I N G  

Approximately 4-6 weeks later--between 

March 3-March 18--we'll have a book 

club meeting (using Zoom on-line video 

technology). There we'll discuss 

impressions, questions and 

interpretations . . . 

C R E A T I N G 

Inspired by the text and our 

conversation, each person will create 

a small beauty: a letter, poem, story, 

drawing, question, diagram, map, 

photo, sculpture, dance, film, translation, 

conversation, whatever you'd like . . . 

 

Over the 5-8 weeks after the book club--

between April 7-April 28--we'll start 

uploading/ sharing our small beauty 

responses. Submissions can stay 

private; or, on-line journal Full Stop has 

already expressed interest in featuring 

some of these in an on-line folio. But no 

need to put the cart before the horse. 

Let's read the book and see what 

happens!  

  

If you're interested, please reply to this 

e-mail and let me know. Over the course 

of the project (2-3 months), I'll send out 

reminders as well as discussion 

questions and related links. 

 

This project is an experiment in joy. 

Hope you'll join me! 

 

Love, 

Gabrielle 

 

 

http://metonymypress.com/product/small-beauty/
http://www.antiochcollege.edu/news/archive/call-response-artists-announce-call-experiments-joy
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A F T E R W O R D 
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¯All the movement around her, 

the movement that comes from her presence in the lake° 

-Jia Qing Wilson-Yang, Small Beauty 
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Aisha Sabatini Sloan 
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Anna Martine Whitehead < 

 

 

 

 

 

 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=JKi1_vvoPBQ&feature=youtu.be 

 

  

https://youtu.be/JKi1_vvoPBQ
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=JKi1_vvoPBQ&feature=youtu.be
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Ching-In Chen 

 

 
(Hiding) More Names 

  

 

from the large elephant house lighting the path to the dried-up well  

         short shrub of breath a storm 

of dust trailing a young thin soldier we left atop the thorns   

        those plying plants so dull we 

replaced each lid and refused to bite into them when placed full intact on a plate  

 

 instead we split our tongues into two caverns and waited 

 

we kept our hair as thin as the mountain  

      no one told me that I would return  

 

          no one asked me who 

my father was    

 

*  

 

 a wrong sprout 

 

in our backyards full of cymbals  

     we grew back our fingers no bright penny mouth  

 

 no man at his throat 

     I ask your belly is this wrong   I graze my skin with your 

palm 

 

*  

 

you half man half cyborg?   

   You chaser? You crier? You forest goer? Flat feet falling in the blood? 

 

You halfsie and a coral? You limb lover you ape grower you fig leaf for a shawl you melter you 

hailer of fists? 
   You sun chaser? You woman then man? You halfsie in the woods?  

          You a chaser? And a 

counter? A kin?  

 

*  

 

 

 

In the lit house, a dried up man come to chase a storm.  
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       In another myth, he is father, a plant so dull, 

he replaced each mouth with leaves.  

     What we cannot say, we wait for. What we cannot grow,  

we eat. 

 

In the dry house, we bite into a bright skin full of flat surfaces.  

         We give pleasure in a lowly 

way.  

   I canôt say where we lost the hair, except to know that it was a family lineage to sprout wrongly 

and loudly.  

  To arrest your blood in its place, to hail your fists after sun.  

         To demand your farm grow 

the appropriate fruit by its correct name. 

 

In the electronic house, I return to the soldier who has no mother.  

                He views himself as a full thorn 

intact in the woods.  

   He grows despite himself.  

      In the woods, the men tear his throat with their 

song.  

 I run after him for protection since heôs survived this long.  

        He doesnôt want my trail, stuffing his 

fist in his mouth.  

   I persist in the mountain, after the scent and the shock of the sky. 

 

 

No one asks me where Iôm from anymore.  

 

   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Dennie Eagleson 



8 

 

 

 

 

 

 
Astral Bones 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Essie Schlotterbeck 
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Copper Wire Mobile (detail) 
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Copper Wire Mobile 
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Gabrielle Civil  
 

Emanations  

 (for Jia Qing) 

   

 

How do I arrive? On zoom, over zoom. From a puddle of vomit, emanations. You write: 

 

Nothing almost about this situation. Frequency. A grid of shadow and light. The tiles are 

 

white and set in a black grout, which she notices for the first time. How the downy goose 

 

on the cover calls me for convening. How the blue emanates lake and sky, turns later into 

 

a dirty joke. Still melancholy. Syncretic. Almost Haitian like almost everything. A doubling. 

 

Beak open and shut tight, I wonder: which before or after? Stop-motion insistence. Numb. 

 

A tone of grief. A cuddling of ghosts. A tracking of entrances and exits. The contrast is stark 

 

and gives her the impression she is somehow represented on a graph. And, in a corner of 

 

All That Remains To Be Seen, a parade for Nelson Mandela. Surfacing and rendering time 

 

Howardena Pindell accordions memory into strips. She draws into the spaces, the horns,  

 

the cars and cheers. Her mass ripples the meeting of water and air. So together, we become  

 

everything. Now and then. An ushanka, a canoe, a velvet-lined box. A stash of photographs. 
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Hannah Ensor 
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