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MISSING FILE #1: WOOLLY RHINOCEROS / 
ANCIENT CAVITY TOOTH

In 1930 a writer referred to the woolly rhinoceros as a monster, 
and its su+ocation inside a tar pit as a sealing up in the oily earth. 
Bringing the big body to the earth was a challenge met by a young 
team of soldiers !om the Polish Army. The giant horns had been 
used in ritual display; the soldiers noted drawings on the vertebrae 
by the man who killed it, or his sons, or his sons or daughters. The 
omission of garments and a ridiculous head are indications the 
Paleolithic artist possessed great skill. In poetry, exaggeration and 
elision are prized; also alliteration. Animals were more precisely 
drawn than humans, but this was not due to lack of ability. See 
for example Robin Hood Cave Horse. See for example Pin Hole 
Cave Man. Men drew themselves crudely, as if they had never seen 
one another or as though trapped alone in the oily earth or as if 
their eyes prevented them !om seeing the human form as object. 
By contrast, they carved animal likenesses precisely, and in the 
animal’s own bone. They crouched for warmth, taking on the 
hunched shape of a stone inside the cave where later their own 
unremarkable blank bones would be found. For a long time, draw-
ings were carvings. For a long time, carvings were done on bone 
and art was a side e+ect of hunting.

____
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An exciting development: as the large ice sheets of Siberia thaw, 
well-preserved remains of giant prehistoric monsters will reveal 
themselves. Let us hope the paleontologists are alert with their 
tools. When the water trickles out of the bath, the bright-colored 
toys are scattered. I am already trying to clothe the child and warm 
the milk. I am “forward-thinking,” a “multitasker,” a good worker. 
Now we do not need to call soldiers to li, the massive bodies as we 
have sophisticated machines. We can li, the mammoth with only 
curiosity and propellers. Pin Hole Cave Man was found in 1928 by 
archaeologist A.L. Armstrong, who described the engraving as “a 
masked human figure in the act of dancing a ceremonial dance.” He 
did not say why the figure was dancing, if he had just finished din-
ner, if he was making a house !om the bones, if he made the house 
for his children, who gathered; if the man, tired as he was !om his 
hunting, worked late into the night, scraping the keratin !om the 
bloody horn and presented it to his daughter the next day as toy, as 
object of safety, sharp point, way to call for help. 

____

The scientific name for the woolly rhino is Ancient Cavity Tooth, 
no, Coelodonta Antiquitatis, no, Commander in Chief, no, Stout, 
which means Extinct, which means Bog. The scientific name for 
the scientist is not Soldier, which means not Hunter but in between 
Scientist and Hunter. Like the soldiers who li,ed the rhino to the 
earth and wrapped her in a receiving blanket and gi,ed her to the 
Polish Academy of Sciences. The scientist has no scientific name; 
in this he is like the Paleolithic artist. Today a person goes by many 
names, o-cial, gendered, mated or otherwise. 

The title of one article is “Siberia Surrenders Woolly Rhino 
Mysteries.” It is not about the soldiers !om Poland who, hav-
ing cracked the heavy body !om the ice, carried it like one great 
watery mass walking in concert, humming a popular song. This 
is about another woolly rhino, “a female that was unearthed near 
the mouth of a Siberian gold mine,” which sounds not more than 
vaguely sexual. 
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Yesterday Russia began air strikes against Syria. Siberia is not 
Russia but it is not not Russia. The article’s author did not mean 
Siberia as a nation-state. S/he meant the land: “Siberia is a major 
source of well-preserved remains, particularly as the long-!o-
zen tundra surrenders carcasses as it thaws as a result of climate 
change.” 

____

Here the artist has made a place for you to encounter the woolly 
rhino. You may touch its nose. You may not feed it. It is a mummy; 
it has organs but they are sleeping. Here, please: _______________
______________________________________________________________
______________________________________________________________
______________________________________________________________

To surrender is a way to say to give oneself. To give oneself is a way 
to say one’s self can be gi,ed, like the hollowed out horn. To com-
pare land to a woman is a cliché of the highest order. It is laziness 
punishable only by the death of the poem. To say a poem is like a 
body is to say one’s self is a machine. To say a body is erasable is to 
say extinction is a temperate clicking.

And the howl is a hum, the wail a whirring. These are the wrong 
things to say. These are pretty things to say. And like that, with 
one hand on the glass and one gloved hand inside the mouth of the 
woolly rhino, you have done it. 
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MISSING FILE #2: DODO PARADISE,  
A FOUND TEXT

“Only a few are le,. It’s up to you to make a plan for their 
survival. What would you do?”  

—www.dodobird.net

They say that they are dumb, but I think they are cool. But they 
are not alive. Long live the dodos! If we found more egg-sisted 
LOL we should keep them in a Special Island for Them to Live, 
a secret forest with a grill in the border, an organized place like 
the Bermuda triangle. Or, knowing extinction may be the result 
of a lack of safety, suck them up with a vacuum, spit them out in a 
remote location & make them breed. ROFL. No predators, only 
scientists. The Island would be named “Dodo Paradise.” I would 
grow a bunch of them. Once I got the hang of it, I could pull it o+. 
I would let no one go on the island.

I visit the island to see how they are doing. Hello dodo, I say. Long 
live the dodo. There is water all around the big island. We build 
a wall so they won’t swim away, bye-bye dodo. I put posters every-
where: WHO WILL SAVE THE LIFE OF THIS DODO. If anyone 
goes to the island, unless I say so, jail for fi,een to twenty years. 
If anyone goes and makes a threat to kill one, jail for sixteen to 
twenty-three years. If anyone goes and KILLS one, I put them in 
jail for twenty to fi,y years and kill them. 
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Dodo birds are epic. Treat them nice. They are not lab rats. To 
cement the Love of Dodo, train prospective “pet parents” in care 
and maintenance of baby dodos, in a brooder in a dodo coop. 
Study the dodo family. Draw them, write a book about them. :-) 
Run tests, know what happens in winter, spring, summer, and fall. 
Be so happy, creator of sanctuaries!

If I can’t find an island, then everything I said above would never 
be true.
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