
 
 
Why we publish the books that we do, or, IN YOUR FACE, market, and why 
YOU should commit a revolutionary act and buy a book that doesn’t kneel. 
 
 
If you pick up a CHIASMUS PRESS book, the first thing you will think is:  this is 
weird.  You might be frightened.  You might be intrigued.  You might rub the 
book on your belly.  You might even close the book and go do something else.  
But you’ll come back.  Because you’ll want to know what the hell it is you just 
looked at. 
 
Inside a CHIASMUS PRESS book you will find fiction writing.  The fiction 
writing on the page won’t look like other fiction writing.  It will look like this:   
 
  

 

 



 
That’s a page from Lance Olsen’s novel Head in Flames.  On the back cover you 
will find that Head in Flames is a collage novel composed of chips of sensation, 
observation, memory, and quotation shaped into a series of narraticules told by 
three alternating voices, each inhabiting a different front  and 
aesthetic/political/existential space.  Vincent Van Gogh, Theo van Gogh, and 
Mohammed Bouyeri, Theo’s murderer.   
 
Trust me when I say you have never read anything like it.  I mean, have you ever 
read a book blurb like that?  I think not. 
 
You might pick up another CHIASMUS PRESS BOOK and it will look like this: 
 
 

 
 
That’s a page from Kate Zambreno’s novel O Fallen Angel.  On the back cover of 
it you will find that the novel is a triptych of modern-day America set in a banal 



Midwestern landscape, inspired by Francis Bacon’s Three Studies for Figures at the 
Base of a Crucifixion.    There is a “mommy,” a “Maggie,” and a family romance 
that pretty much fucks Freud right up the ass.  Intellectually, I mean, in addition 
to corporeally. 
 
Or how about this gem? 
 

 
 
That’s a reissue of Steve Tomasula’s VAS: An Opera in Flatland, Cyborg 
Edition.  This special, limited edition is a must-have for book collectors. The 
original, groundbreaking novel of identity in the biotech age comes in a clear, 
polystyrene slipcase reminiscent of the lab. The custom slipcase also holds the 
voice of the book: an audio CD of readings especially created for this edition and 
set to music by Alloy Orchestra, renowned creator of contemporary scores for 
silent movies. Additional music and performances by Paul Johnson, Maria 
Tomasula, Chris Jara, and Scott Appleby. Scroll down for a look inside this 
hybrid image-text novel, and sample sound clips from the CD. 
 
Are you starting to get the picture? 
 
At CHIASMUS PRESS we publish books requiring a brain.   
 
The Mingo and I use our own personal income and our own labor to make 
CHIASMUS—with collaborations from a handful of UBER COOL people over 
the years.  So when people begin to throw their hands up about the dreaded 
“market” or the “danger” of the death of books, we just smile. 
 
We smile because we don’t care about the market.  At least not in the missionary 
position. 
 



No, that doesn’t mean we don’t care about the authors or their astonishing 
books.   
 
It means instead that we are not market driven.  We are not market drooling.  We 
are not market delusional.  We use our own money and our own labor and our 
own hands to make books that smart and odd people have written. 
 
It means that while we DO work to get authors and their words circulating 
within commodity culture, we do NOT do it to promote commodity.  We do it to 
infiltrate consumer culture with radical little art attacks. 
 
In these days of books that compete to be the next big fat commodity, we make 
books under the belly of commodity, where its very sex and psyche sit.  Alive.  
Chaotic.  Unflinching. 
 
We’re not going to lie to you.  If you read a CHIASMUS BOOK you may very 
well feel the need to curse us, or the page, or the authors who made your head go 
wonky.   
 
On the other hand, all of mass media filling our noggins with crap instead of 
critical thinking makes our heads go soft and sleepy every day of our lives, so 
really, what do you have to lose? 
 
So yeah.   Why should you buy and read CHIASMUS PRESS books? 
 
Read them if you always secretly wanted a piece of art to wrestle you to the 
ground.  Preferably naked. 
 
Or if you’ve ever woken up from a mildly creepy dream but you kind of want to 
go back in because it’s just so fascinating in there. 
 
Or if you just want to have hard core brain sex without having to apologize. 
 
Commit a revolutionary act.  You’re not buying a book that participates in the 
machinery of the market.  You are buying a book that refuses to kneel.   
 
CHIASMUS PRESS.  Books requiring a brain. 
 
Head in Flames/Lance Olsen: 
http://www.spdbooks.org/Search/Default.aspx?SearchTerm=Head+in+Flames 
 
O Fallen Angel/Kate Zambreno 
http://www.spdbooks.org/Search/Default.aspx?SearchTerm=o+fallen+angel 
 
Vas Cyborg/Steve Tomasula 
http://www.spdbooks.org/Search/Default.aspx?SearchTerm=vas%3a+An+Oper
a+In+Flatland 
 
 



 
 
 
Red Hot Dogs, White Gravy/Ben Slotky 
http://www.amazon.com/Red-Hot-Dogs-White-
Gravy/dp/0981502768/ref=sr_1_1?ie=UTF8&s=books&qid=1280874404&sr=8-1 
 
 

 
 
 
 
Creamy Bullets/Kevin Sampsell 
http://www.amazon.com/Creamy-Bullets-Kevin-
Sampsell/dp/0981502733/ref=sr_1_1?ie=UTF8&s=books&qid=1280874459&sr=8
-1 
 

  
White Gravy

about BEN SLOTKY’S FICTION

“Ben Slotky is the funniest writer I know. And maybe the 

angriest. I’d say he should have his own late night TV show,

but he’d probably torch the set on open-

ing night.”

— Curtis White

“Ben Slotky has a style that veers be-

tween vital and brutal. When I say that, 

I mean it as a good thing. I had to clari-

fy that because I am afraid of him.”

— Peter Mulvey

Nobody writes about toothbrushes, dead 

mothers, divorce, retardation, bears, ro-

bots, tiny horses, !ngernails, love, singing, 

Hitler, aliens, violence, loss, and rejection 

quite like Ben Slotky and nowhere does he 

do it better, funnier, hotter, and faster than 

in Red Hot Dogs, White Gravy, his insanely 

funny, pretty much all true !rst collection.

Part Raymond Carver, part rock song, part David Sedaris meets/makes out with 

Mark Leyner, part love story, part autobiography, Red Hot Dogs, White Gravy is 

funny, sad, and unlike anything you’re going to read, this or any other year.

ISBN: 978-0-9815027-6-2

$14.95 US / Fiction
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