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Christy Sheffield Sanford: THE LINEAR CONSTELLATION 
Raisin Bread (With Lecture Notes and Shadows) 

“Raisin Bread (With Lecture Notes and Shadows),” Central Park,  
Number 16, Fall, 1989, New York. 

“Raisin Bread (With Lecture Notes and Shadows),” Five Fingers Review 
11, After the Postmodern, San Francisco, 1992. 

“Meeting of Image and Text,” Essay,  Ylem Newsletter, Ted Warnell 
Editor, Vol.19 No.6  May/June 1999. 

This image-text essay-poem is a precursor to later work that became more 
insistent on the presence and importance of each discipline. I took grocery 
store raisin bread to Target copy shop and put slices atop a transparency on 
the printer-bed. Voilà! 

The term intertextuality was much bandied about and likely this piece 
could be zipped into that category. While I like the idea of inter-
penetration of different text impulses and sources, which has a type of 
erotic fizz, I don’t think that is necessarily happening here. And I don’t 
think it’s a braided story anyone would want to wear! 

Way earlier, Ruthann Robson and Herbert Scott asked questions informal 
teaching should pose. I was trying to force conceptually linked but 
disparate stanzas to intertwine. Scott question: Do you want to do that? 
Ans. No. Robson question: Do you want stanzas to have a kind of 
identity? Ans. Yes. Suggestion: Try different fonts.* They freed me! 

*Loosely quoted from memory 

I might use the oxymoron Linear Constellation for “Raisin Bread.” I 
often employ the term constellation (derived from Mallarmé’s Un Coup 
de dés Jamais N’Abolira le Hasard). I look at the sky and say there are 
other satisfying literary forms. I believe that’s true.



Raisin Bread 
(With Lecture Notes and Shadows) 

a Valentine for David Schramm 

This making love with lecturers, scientists especially, has to stop. My father 
taught my mother. Is that the genesis? What is it I want? A disrobing of 
power? Don’t talk, just strip off your clothes and let me feel your skin, 
thicknesses. Stop pounding my ears with raisins, dough, stars, galaxies. Could 
you give this talk nude? If not, get off the stage. I like to see you pacing with 
your pointer. 

Creative person prototype: at once more masculine and more 
feminine than the general population. David Schramm, burly, a 
bit paunchy, former Olympic wrestler. Age? Fortyish. Tough. 
Commanding. Could pilot a bomber, test jets. Could operate 
on your brain without flinching. Demands awe, no bullshit. Pass 
me that scalpel. Speaks with a lisp. Is disarming, apologetic.  

Did I insult philosophy, botany? Well, I’m sorry. It’s just that applied and 
theoretical physics are coming together in an exciting way. Uses food 
images. Model of the universe: raisin bread rising. Early on the
universe was very, very smooth, like whipped cream. Makes childlike 
drawings – sweet, understandable. Wavy, blond hair. Eye color?  

I am attracted over time. Time which has existed only since the Big Bang. 

 ￼2



 ￼3



 ￼4



Covering my living room floor are white oval stones. Blood is splattered over 
them in long Pollack-like steaks. The two men in leather jackets have 
disappeared. David Schramm kisses my fingertips. He lightly touches my hair, 
then turns to go. He bids me “Goodnight.” I toss and turn in the shadows 
surrounding my bed. David Schramm, David Schramm. 
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I’m waiting in my two-story house next door to the used-car lot, half a block 
from the expressway. David Schramm brings me white carnivorous flowers. 
He stands in the foyer. I lean against the living room entry. He rests his hand 
on the jamb. Close. I hear him breathe. Warmth radiates between us. Physics. 
Chemistry. 

The dark matter will lead to the Theory of Everything (TOE). Early on, the 
universe was hot and dense. When the Big Bang occurred, it was as if 
many hydrogen bombs were exploding simultaneously. Our current 
microwave background and residue of gases support this thesis. We are 
the result of an experiment done at 1019GeV.  
universe was hot and dense. When the Big Bang occurred, it was as if 
many hydrogen bombs were exploding simultaneously. Our current 
microwave background and residue of gases support this thesis. We are 
the result of an experiment done at 1019GeV.  

Something moves near the ceiling. A long, fat snake coils around a fan. “Look!” 
David Schramm wheels around. I saw, “It’s an indigo isn’t it?” A closer look. 
Copperhead. David Schramm knocks it down with a broom. “Get out now!” 
he demands. I fade through a wall in my house, find myself beside a 
pyracantha bush. I fear the snake may ascend the stairs. David Schramm 
sweeps the snake out the front door. It slithers across the street. I notice a lot of 
dirt on my stoop. 

Once the universe was as smooth as whipped cream. Now it is like a loaf 
of rising raisin bread. Questions arise: (1) How did the universe get so 
smooth in the beginning? and (2) How did it become so lumpy? Galaxies, 
super-clusters, stars, people, you and I, we are the raisins, the lumps. 
Stars are correlated, not randomly distributed. We exist like stars in 
patterns? As in a Matisse? Space expands between the lumps, but the 

raisins don’t expand. The walls of the pan move out to infinity like hot 
desire. 
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Matisse: Are color and design aptitude, which often appear 
together, located in the same brain area/along the same gene? 
Matisse’s “Blue Window,” “Odalisque in Red Trousers,” and 
“Creole Dancer,” years apart, yet all display a strong sense of 
color and pattern. In later life, he cut out sheets of colored 
paper as though he were sculpting slabs of stone. Art teachers 
always point out that forms only work together if the spaces 
between them are interesting. 

When I was a child, once or twice a week the Highland Bakery sent a delivery 
man to our Westchester apartment. He knocked on our door to ask if we 
wanted bread that had been baked during the night. We did. From his wire 
basket, we took cinnamon buns and raisin bread for sandwiches. Those visits 
were important. But I didn’t think, “He’s bringing me a model of the 
universe.” The cooked bread like a photo, capturing one moment in time. 

Take a color still-life by Matisse, add a person in black and 
white, shades of gray. A Xerox works well. Glue it down. The 
background advances, the figure recedes. A metaphor. A 
masquerade in which a person pretends to be negative space? 
The drainage of color, fading, is like death, a limited idea. The 
object is not to become invisible but to become integrated, 
ingratiated into space. Not that space cares. Pictures of maze – 
little dead-end signs. 

 ￼8



 ￼9



David Schramm wears brown cowboy boots. There are a lot of cattle in 
Chicago. And David Schramm eats meat. Gourmet. Otherwise, how could he 
have known about raisin bread and whipped cream, bread pudding with 
brandy? He ties on an apron and begins to broil steak in a pit. Everyone is 
drunk on scorch. Scotch, I mean. My tongue is thick. I remove his boots, rub his 
feet. I slip off his socks and kiss his toes. Pink. With blondish-red hairs. It is 
good to have hair on your toes. Big toes. You know what they say. David 
Schramm, David Schramm. 

Einstein from 1916 to 1955 tried to develop a unified field theory. 

Strong 

Weak 

Electro-magnetic (light) 

Gravity 

In the beginning, the universe was foamy with black holes, and the forces 
were unified. 

Perhaps we are the product of an accelerator experiment. A little joke?  
This we may know by 2150. Everybody is looking for the dark matter. 
You must look at many objects, not just one or two. Accelerators probe for 
dark matter. Some search underground. All must try to find the dark 
matter, the shadows. I once read crazy people don’t see shadows. We are 
shining examples, but the bulk of matter doesn’t shine. People are not the 
dominant matter of the universe. A relief. Consciousness is not the center of the 
universe. I am only the center of my own horizon. 

 ￼10

GUT 
1014GeV



 ￼11



 ￼12



 

 

 

 ￼13



• Works Cited 
• Georg Bocskay and Joris Hoefnagel, Mira Calligraphiae Monumenta, (Copy of 

a 16th century manuscript), J. Paul Getty Museum, Malibu, CA, 1992. 
 
N. Katherine Hayles. "Virtual Bodies and Flickering Signifiers" which appeared 
in October Magazine and Massachusetts Institute of Technology, October 66, 
Boston, MA, Fall, 1993. (http://englishwww.humnet.ucla.edu/Individuals/
Hayles/Flick.HTML) 
 
Richard Lanham. "Digital Rhetoric and the Digital Arts" Essay in The 
Electronic Word: Democracy, Technology, and the Arts, University of Chicago 
Press, Chicago, IL, 1993. 
 
Olia Lialina. "Agatha Appears" (http://www.c3.hu/collection/agatha/) 
 
Karl Young. "Disturbing History: New Technologies in Context," Raven 32, 
Freedom Press, 1996. Also at "Light and Dust" archive of contemporary 
poetry, fiction, and criticism (http://www.thing.net/~grist/l&d/lighthom.htm) 
 

◦ Christy Sheffield Sanford
◦ <christys@gnv.fdt.net> http://gnv.fdt.net/~christys 
◦ is a Web-specific artist and writer. In 1998, her work "NoPink" 

was awarded The Well's prize for the Best Hyperlinked Work 
on the Web. Christy was recently selected as Trent-
Nottingham University's trAce Virtual Writer-in-Residence. 

Ylem, Exploring the intersection of the Arts & Sciences 

YLEM  n e w s l e t t e r  Vol.19 No.6  May/June 1999 
www.ylem.org

 ￼14

http://www.ylem.org/
mailto:christys@gnv.fdt.net
http://gnv.fdt.net/~christys


 ￼15


	Blank Page



