
THE 
PHOETMESMERMAGICIAN





THERE’S SOMETHING I MUST 
TELL YOU, BUT YOU DON’T 

HAVE TO LISTEN.
I HEREBY SALUTE THE HEROES 
IN MY MIRROR, THE WIZARD, 
THE SORCERER AND THE 

MAGICIAN WHO I BLAME FOR MAGICIAN WHO I BLAME FOR 
HOW I BECAME A 

PHOETMESMERMAGICIAN.















THE SORCERER

ONCE UPON A TIME WHEN I USED TO VISIT

YE OLDE MUSEUM OF MODERN ART

THIS MAGNETIC NORTH DREW ME TO A STREET SCENE 

PAINTED BY BALTHASAR KLOSSOWSKI DE ROLA 

AKA BALTHUS

A THEATRICAL POSTURING  WORTHY OF MADAM TASSAUD’SA THEATRICAL POSTURING  WORTHY OF MADAM TASSAUD’S

WHY THIS ALLURE? ZUT ALORS!

THE REAL AS FAKE

OF COURSE A DREAM IS THE FAKE PRETENDING TO BE REAL 

THE IMAGINATION MUST SING, OTHERWISE

ALL WE ARE LEFT WITH IS THE SILENCE

DEAD WEIGHT WITHOUT WIT, DELIGHT, OR SONGS













THE MAGICIAN

“QUID AMABO NISI QUOD AENIGMAEST”

DE CHIRICO

IS HE WHO’S SHADOW CAST LONG SHADOWS IN THE PIAZA

HE PANTOMIMES THE FATAL FLAWS OF HUMAN CONCEITS

THE TANGIBLE ANXIETY OF OUR MELANCHOLY FATE

PALPABLE AS A CUP OF COFFEEPALPABLE AS A CUP OF COFFEE

DISGUISED IN A MIRAGE OF MYTHS, VAPORS, GLOVES

TANGIBLE AS THE PAST

THE BEST DEFENSE AGAINST COMMON SENSE IS NONSENSE

LISTEN AS I FLOAT AND FLOWER 

IN THESE MY FINAL HOURS 

I HURRAH BALTHUS, MAGRITE, DECHIRICO

GOODBYE,GOODBYE, GOODBYE, GOODBYE!










