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It is not a room. One does not enter as much as pass through. 
But what it lacks in definition, it makes up for in content—you 
are its main occupants. There are no other people, at least not 
now; there will be, in time. They will take pictures; hover over 
my shoulder, take a turn around your base, move on.

But I stand, for a long time, in front of you—before you. I feel 
your breath. The space between your toes.

You are not named—here, in this space, you are pluralled—
fabled Graces, daughters of Zeus, handmaidens of Aphrodite.

So, Left, let’s call you L. Tight curls amass where your parting 
begins, the rest pulled back into a looped bun with a curled 
tail that falls to the nape of your neck. The top of your head is 
tilted. Your forehead sweeps into the ridge of your nose—that 
faultless line. Your right arm is outstretched—though bent at 
the elbow—to hold the shoulder of Right, let’s call you R. Your 
left hand weaves around the back of Middle, no, just M—to 
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place thumb, first, and second finger on her cheek, forming an 
indent. L, your legs are crossed just above the knee; your right 
foot flat to the ground, your left bent at the toe, its sole resting 
on an unfinished ledge. The shawl that covers your three sexes 
falls between your inner thighs, L, and is tasselled between 
your knees. You, all three, have flesh around the hip and waist, 
and your stomachs curve out, soft around the button; your 
breasts— 

I reel at your stone-carved abundance; mark of your maker.

Something, though, will always elude capture.

There is space behind you. A shaft. And then, a ceiling-high 
curved ochre screen, meant to temper the sunlight from a 
large window. But it doesn’t, because there are foot-wide gaps 
around its edges letting light bounce off turned-yellow walls, 
scuffed at the skirting boards.

I am not yet wearing my glasses, so I come closer. I look 
at your toes. Each big toe is separated from the first by a 
substantial gap. Carved from marble—brushed grey, tinged by 
yellow, watery light—the liminal space where flesh of toe and 
plinth and air meet. It is the same for you all, an odd kind of 
symmetry. This void is unnaturally deep; the flesh creases at its 
crevice. There is a shadow in this space. Your other four toes 
are pushed deep into the irregular marble surface, steadying 
your bodies. L, I see your big toe flex.
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Is it that the void is too deep or the toes are too long? They 
spread out. Anchoring. They are the only thing about you that 
is not delicate, softened. There is dirt, too, on those toes, 
resulting from a resolve to stand, diligently, or from being made 
to stand—on ceremony, do they call it?

An aimless stump supports your other foot. But what of 
the rest of that ledge? It disappears at the point where the 
composition ends. It is neither a step nor rail nor curb; it is 
neat, blunt—but pointless.

Your flesh is void of bone because it is marble, of course, but 
also because of what the stone forms—soft doughy hands, 
brushed smooth surfaces, which do not imply a skeletal core, 
neither imaginary nor real. If pricked, you might deflate. You, all 
of you, seem to lack interior matter, blood, the contours of veins. 

A tour stops. They surround me. The guide is wearing a bright 
fuchsia jacket. Her hair is dark and cut short. She tells me to stay. 
The people look up at you; they look at me. The flesh looks as if 
it’s dimpled, she says, her paper-laden hand gesticulating, as if 
you could press it, she says. As they turn to leave, she adds—isn’t 
the flesh delightful? 

Autonomous flesh.

Flesh without blemish. Scar-less, no growth marks, except 
for one break, L, across your right arm, just below your elbow 
where you have been stuck back together and now a dark mark 
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has appeared, a ring—as if the acid in your skin has mixed with 
cheap metal. But you are without skin, without metal. 

There are spaces between your bodies, too, that stress those 
other points—those ones of contact—where L’s left thigh meets 
M’s right thigh and R’s belly presses against M’s left hip. R, your 
lips are a little ajar. Joined at the hip, and with one piece of 
cloth, all of your sexes are covered and you converge; maypole 
ribbons, woven yarn, braided hair, locked fingers.

But that flimsy cloth emphasises your state of undress. It is 
fabric, singular, carved in lines to form empty creases; it offers 
neither protection nor modesty nor control. L and R, your eyes 
lack pupils—a focused eye replaced with a blank orb. I wonder 
if it makes you blind to us, to them, to him.

Worn to nothing is the word ‘three’ along the front of the marble 
slab on which you stand. ‘Graces’ is legible, just; but I read it as 
‘spaces’. Again and again, I read it as ‘spaces’.

I move back. The light appears to have brightened, and so your 
flesh whitens, and there is an artifice of warmth from those 
yellow walls, like Canova’s Italian sun.

I passed another Canova on my way to you. A man, a soldier 
I presume, sat on top of another soldier, I presume, ramming 
a weapon of some description through his stomach. The point 
where the two bodies met centred the sculpture—the weight of 
Soldier One pushing down through his arse onto Soldier Two’s 
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groin. It was as if this had taken place on a hillside rock, because 
the dying man’s chest arched upwards, his legs lifted from the 
ground, stuck, mid-flight, frozen like that, in marbled eternity. 
Soldier One pressed his thick fingers into the dying man’s thigh 
as he drilled the weapon into his middle, right leg arched and 
crooked, the left cemented on earth, steadying himself. They 
were horizontal—countering your own pedestalled verticality; 
they were solid, they were thick, but they were only two.


