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I like to joke with my friends at Stillpoint Magazine that I pilfer my personal life to write these editorial 
statements. I take the raw material of my weaknesses and foibles, desires and indiscretions to try and give 
some emotional authenticity—a “hook”—to engage readers in what the editorials have truly become, that 
is, a multipart critique of contemporary life. And they’ve taken on a vaguely lyrical, obliquely theoretical tone 
as they offer an entry-way, a portal to the issue as a whole, and to the concept around which that issue is 
organized. My aim is to provide something relatable, yet not-too-personal; something quotable, yet not-
too-domineering, something that makes you say “yeaah” with visceral recognition of this fucked-up world in 
which we find ourselves.

Yet again we selected the concept for Issue 009: TENDER around the time of a particularly juicy personal 
mishap, which has become my greatest loss to date. And what I’ve come to realize is that what’s gone 
forever is not limited to the particulars; what’s gone forever is a fantasy I’d held on to tighter than I knew: 
Me and my life? We are like this.

Turns out, I was wrong.
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And that lost dream, like so many of the losses experienced since March 2020 by those I love or admire—
and like many of the losses articulated in the artworks and texts that follow—leaves a wound, the kind that 
will never heal. Tender indeed.

As at a loss as I am, at the moment, for poetry, I’ll still attempt that pilfered element of lyricized emotional 
authenticity, that “hook” I mentioned above: Tender, I’ve been a somnambulist in a liminal antechamber, 
the purgatorial waiting-room of indecision, doubt, and fear. Tender, I’ve been a wound myself: ugly to 
see, painful to the touch, seeking succor and care from grifters and placebos that only seem to make the 
damage worse. With my darling fantasy of self and life lost forever, I’m left waiting, clinging now only to a 
question: “What remains?”

I offer myself here not (I hope) for narcissistic exhibitionism, but instead as a metaphor, an example of that 
ambivalence we find in TENDER itself, since tender is the place where delicacy, adoration, and care—of 
the child or the mother, of the lover, of the self—collides with the painful crush of power imposed, of guilt, of 
loss and grief. Illness, death, abuse, false seduction, the universal-yet-overlooked aggression between the 
mother and child. There are many tender times that bloom gorgeous, bloody blossoms into a life.

What, indeed, remains?

Here comes the moment when I’ll offer you the final element that has become a common trait of Stillpoint 
Magazine editorials. That is, a theoretical kernel, a concept that is ancillary or unconscious to that central 
concept—TENDER. This second concept is something I seek to produce in a flash of inspiration, after 
months of analytic development. It doesn’t always work, but what I’m looking for in the readings and 
studies that have found their way, variously, into the issue as a whole, is an antidote, or a hidden truth, a 
suggestion, or a warning to that notion from which we started. And in this case, armed only with my tender 
wound, and with my question of “What remains?” I find only humility. So, with few other resources to share, 
I’ll call here for humility. From this place of purgatorial drifting let me venture: Embraced, humility can be a 
surrender to the impossibility of well-planned futures. Embraced, humility reveals the impossibility of lives 
well-ordered and organized, healthy, perfect. Embraced, humility reveals the impossibility of certain ends at 
all.

Anne Marie Wirth Cauchon is Editor-in-Chief of Stillpoint Magazine, and Creative Director of the PrairieCare Institute’s 
Center for Applied Psychoanalysis, the mother of two, a PhD candidate in English and Comparative Literature at the 
University of Minnesota, and the author of the novel Nothing.

Sophie Hoyle is an artist and writer whose work relates personal experiences of being queer, non-binary, disabled and 
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The film Hyperacusis (Part 1) is shown here is a still of the full work shown at stillpointmag.org.


