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T p give credit to and do justice with a g g
m not sure where my story starts, but here's a shot: : one

I thil:lk about the flames. About the searing heat of the house fire that consumed my family’s
archlve’of VHS tapes and so many photographs from my childhood -- our childhoods. I ’
wasn't in the home at the time--in fact, to my knowledge, no one was home when it .
happened thankfully. But it did happen. In what feels like an unspeakable event, this
momentary gap and space and time, opens up a space of loss that I will never qi.,lite be able
to o.f:).cplam, hence why I am telling you these stories through image, text, and shitty hand-
writing. That's what a zine is, right? Right? ’

What I can say about this fire, these flames, is that it, however subconsciously, led me o
pursue a PhD, a degree through which I can and already do archival theory and practice.
The fire wasn't a stepping stone. Rather, it continues to be a space and time of utter loss and
trauma that cannot be overcome. But, out of such a loss I hope to generate more capacious
understandings of the rhetorical possibilities of loss. 1 draw inspiration from Alexandra
Hildago's multimedia essay “Family Archives and the Rhetoric of Loss.” While Hildago
questions how “the family archive allows us to use material evidence...to discover the
stories that shaped us,” I want to dwell in the unrecoverable gaps of loss that are still

generative of rhetorical possibility. That are still generative of lives being lived®.
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“What_does it mean to be-at-home? [..] Can we understand
‘lan1ng home’ as the breaking apart'of this n
coexistence, such that where one usually Llives is no
longer where one’s family lives..?” Sara Ahmed
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The fragile nature of the archives, this provisional stuff we like to call “truth,” haunts the EJ
hell out of us - whether we want to recognize this or not. The archives, even when they are S
“empty” do not wait for our recognition, but they do become tools for the politics of &
recognizing and mis-recognizing others, as Anjali Arondekar’s For The Record (2009) details. =
(\I
W
- | This is an image of my high .
- | school in Tuckerman, =
- | Arkansas. I'm not sure if I
4 miss it. I don’t know. I simply ¢
| don’t know. I don’t miss most /H L
_L of the people, only a few. Q/\ p3s 0

In her 2012 Chair’s Address at the Conference on College Composition and Communication, the
largest conference in the academic field of composition studies, Malea Powell - alongside
her relations - encourages us to consider the ways that stories take place. Dr. Powell’s talk
was an embodied archive of movement and stillness, moving in between objects, spaces,
places, and bodies. And, although I was merely a senior in high school at the time - and,
therefore, oblivious to this kind of work - when I read Dr. Powell's address, I look back on a
past-self that isn’t squarely in the past. Much like Philip J. Deloria’s essay “Thinking About
Selfin 2 Family Way,” Dr. Powell’s address invokes the physicality of the flesh?, of bodies-
in-alliance, doing the bodily work of performance and writing. Acting up together.

Dr. Powell continues to teach me about the staying power stories have, and how story

influences the construction of place. The places we’ll drive by in this zine are an example of
this staying power. '



Thisisthe statue that used to sit atop
the county courthouse.

The W.A. Billingsley Memorial Library in Newport, Arkansas, serves as the Jackson
County Library. Image source: City of Newport, Arkansas.

I've only gone to the Jackson County Library a couple times, but this is what [ remember of
at least one of my visits.

The library and all libraries, like all physical and structural archival spaces, simultaneously
contain and distribute knowledges. But, if one were to ask any librarian or library archivist,
they would no-doubt tell you that there is also an immense amount of unraveling, of
becoming un-composed through collecting and curating these materials. And oftentimes
that labor, their labor, is concealed under an illusory appearance of neatly shelved material
and meticulously catalogued databases. But, these are bodies doing this work, bodies
actively curating the distribution of knowledge.

The point I'm making, or ¢rying to make, is that the facades of physical structures of libraries
and archives, including the Jackson County Library, conceal the permeability of knowledge

circulation. The physicality of the building works to collect the uncollectible, to make concrete
the fluidity of words, and to contain “the epistemology of the letter®.”
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I'm not trying to criticize librarians or libraries for that matter,  Radically the opposite:
I'm suggesting that we, in the words Gesa Kirsch and Jacqueline Jones Royster’, “withhold
judgment for a time and resist coming to closure too soon in order to make the time to invite

£
creativity [and] wonder.” I'm suggesting that, in our exploration of curatorial politics of \n‘fw‘
queer im/possibility, to take momentary pauses, to linger, to consider the ways that the 04
containment of knowledge works to define various “communities” and how its various Lef
forms actively work to constitute the very stuff of community as such. FA}
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When I was a pre-teen, just in middle school at the time, I wandered into the library for the
first time. I wasn't an avid reader then (and this is quite the understatement) but even then I
had a fascination and admiration for the work of archives and genealogy. Although I didn't
have a word for it then, T was aiready, in one form or another, becoming a queer archivist.
A becoming still in the making. A becoming still being curated at the level of the body...

One distinct memory I have of our library was stumbling upon a set of books that were
marked with a phrase like “mature content” or something like that. Regardless of the
wording, patrons under 18 were required to obtain written parental permission to check out
these books, most of which contained LGBTQIA or queer content. As a closeted queer at
the time, I would pick up these books, hold them, flip through the pages, glance around to
make sure no one was watching, and quickly put them back onto the shelves. The library
contained knowledge that I so desperately needed and desire but could not grasp. And, in

that containment, defined the very limits of participation in the circulation of knowledge.
Looking back on thar self, I felt outside the sphere of queer possibility, even though “queer”
was another word, in the way I embody it today, that I had Yet to come-to-know as liberating,

I'may have never checkedout those queer texts from the Jackson County Library, but little did
I know, they taught me more than I could have ever imagined: about the possibilities and
impossibilities of queer literacies of place, movement, and knowledge...about how
knowledge both sustains and controls us at the level of the body. Even in my current
institution, Texas Christian University, finding evidence of queerness’s remains is
difficult...but that's for another story, another time, another place.

CHARLOTTE HOGG
—7

/)/\- An [ DV\") The library in the western Nebraska town of
f D [ Paxton (population approximately 500) is
H’D small, and my grandmother was president of
DV‘ ﬁ j ’ the library board for many years. When I was
younger, | learned abour the history of the

library from her research and writing published
in the local county newspaper. In write-ups
for both the library’s twenty-fifth and fiftieth
anniversaries, she described how women “were
found to be very handy with hammer and saw”
when starting the library.! I saw my grandma
frequently and had heen

\Jo\, 2o a0 3, 72003,

(ey flains Buarterks

hearing har crncian



Good ole Merriam-Webster defines the word °

“compose” in the following ways: To Produce
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To form the substance of. ° form by Putting together

To deal with or..reduce to a minimum their
differences.. \(eal..’ fue $hat...

As Robert McRuer reminds us in a 2003 article, we (composition studies scholars and
classrooms) are haunted by disorder and de-composition, by the messiness of ourselves and
the messiness of archives and the messiness of stories. This is a story, or a web of stories,
about stumbling around in disorder, loss, pain, and trauma, in the spaces of absence that
may well ground any and all archival movements. But let's not get ahead of ourselves just
yet. Yet. Writing for me, and undoubtedly for so many others, is less an attempt to compose
the amorphous and shape-shifting relations we care and more of an attempt to become
uncomposed in the process. Becoming uncomposed /s the process. Selves scattered like leaves
on the ground; selves that are uncollectible? but, maybe - just maybe, recognizable as the
bond that keeps us together (and apart) in the bodily work of performance and writing.

Currently, I'm living in the Dallas/Fort Worth metroplex, one of the largest metropolitan
areas in the United States -- yes, traffic is shit, I'm not from here (or is it there?). I'm from a
small county in Arkansas -- Jackson County -- with a population of about 22,000. The
county is more-or-less a fabric or stitching-together of small and unmcorpprated towns:
Newport, the county seat; Tuckerman, where I graduate high school; SW}fton, where my
dad still lives; Campbell Station, where my mom lives. So, in a way, the image gf the vacant
lot I've shared with you already is, ifself, not an archive of absence. Rather, archives of
absence, or loss, are the everyday mundane spaces that move between us and that very
much define who we are and how we perceive our myriad selves. For me, these myriad
selves are constellated’ through a network of places that might have been “home” at one
point or another.

This is the Jackson County Courthouse in
Newport, a place that, itself, contains
multitudes. My last relationship with this
place was in my job as an assistant in the
County Clerk’s office, but before then it was
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£ it T’ ] - and my sister between two worlds. This is a
LSRR L | I place that can wreck families, but that's not
the full story. It's only one snapshot, one

place, ongplice in a configuration of loss and rﬂcgvcrv )




This empty lot, containing only sand and gravel, used to contain the 7
middle school where I attended in fourth and fifth grades. Emptiness. Emptiness. Just
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ThlS empty circular lot use to contam the elementary school I attended From Kmdergarten i
to third grade, with some gaps in

-between because we moved around a lot. More emptiness.
It was Castleberry Elementary, and it was demolished due to frequent flooding. Probably for
the best.
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Pastel portrait of Susan Sentag by Juan Fernando Basios, commissioned by the Gay & Lesbian Review for the 2008 May-June
cover, May 1, 2009. Creative Commons. @



It was on this stretch of road that my life exploded into bits and pieces. My mother and her
boyfriend at the time were in an argument, With all the kids, myself and my siblings, in her
car, my mother raced him down the highway at speeds up to 90 and 100 mph. She pulled
the car over the shoulder, stepped out, stood in the middle of the road. Like a flash of
lightning, her boyfriend’s car struck her. Her body was flung into the air. It twirled at least
six times before slamming onto the concrete. You can’t tell this happened by looking at this
image curated from Google Maps. But it happened, and my bodymind remembers quite
clearly collapsing in the emergency room as I watched my mother lay in the ICU. My
mother and I have recovered our relationship, and we're still working through the trauma.
Oftentimes archival work isn’t relegated to a solitary location or file; rather, it's the bodily
work of remembering and forgetting. Of pulling the pieces of ourselves back in from
oblivion,




This is a very queer image and its complexity turns my stomach with the most potent forms
of nostalgia for a past that never was. I am in this photo, in my mother’s womb, under her
hands cradling her stomach. My father is on the left. My great-grandfather, Austin, is
performing the marital ceremony...the exchange of vows. One of my cousins is in the
background on the couch. The wedding took place in my grandparents’ living room. It’s one
of the only photographs I have of my biological parents together; their two marriages were
chaotic, but those are not my stories to tell. The image is visceral for me to experience. It's
the portrait of a nuclear family in the making that never was. This is one of the fragments
that I do have of a family archive that has since been scattered, burned, or never formed to

begin with. It contains a presence that no longer feels possible. The impossibility of it all
overwhelms me,
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This is an image of the Cherokee Drive Church of Christ in Newport, where my father
would re-marry his second wife for the first time. A couple years later, they'd divorce to
then be re-married again until 2017, when they divorced for a second time. My family's
archive is full of divorces, custody hearings, traumas, and losses. But in curating the
fragments left behind, in collecting images of the places where some of these stories ook

place, it has been my hope to write into being a self that is multiplied beyond the humanistic
vision of the liberal subject...More on that soon. MAYRE-
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g "i All three of these images contained, at one point in time, what could have been called %;
™ ';' “home.” The first still contains a series of trailers where my maternal grandparents and >
L - kinfolks live to this day. When I lived with my mother as a child, our double-wide trailer
T & resided in the empty lot at the top right of the image. The second image is where another
g % one of our double-wide trailers use to be when my mother had temporary visitation rights of
X me and my sister, after the first couple custody hearings. It was not long after then that my
r~ mother would sign over her rights completely. On paper, and in the archives, she was
(_é no longer my mother. But, today, she and I are curating another archival
C record...together... The third image is of an apartment complex where, in one of the tiny
C_SS; units, we' |ived  when I was bom. In fact, my mother sent me an image of this building
Q just the other day. Had it not been for that Snap message, [ wouldn’t have known this was 11

the building. In fact, her Snap led to this zine.
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