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TThhiiss  ddaayy  hhaass  ttuurrnneedd    
ttoo  WWhhoolleenneessss……  
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FFIISSHHIINNGG  FFOORR  TTHHEE  SSEECCRREETT 
Oh you are fish rummaging in a borderless 

sea, saying to yourself: ‘I’ve been told there’s 
this thing called water that is very important, 

but I’m damned if I can discover where or 
what it is! And if I found it, how might it 

have got here in the first place since they say 
it’s how I got here?’ And now you are a 

SCIENTIST looking through your 
MICROSCOPE and saying:  

‘If only I had a bigger microscope, I could see 
into all the tiny spaces, into the cracks 

between the sub-atoms, and I could watch the 
electricity pouring through there, and then I 

could get to the bottom of this thing… And if I 
could LOOK CLOSER INTO THE 

BRAIN with all those little synapses and 
dendrites, and if I could just watch all that 
electricity flowing in there and see how it 
makes all those complicated moves and 

figures, then I could work out WHAT THIS 
THING CALLED CONSCIOUSNESS IS. 
And if I COULD JUST GET A REALLY 
HUGE TELESCOPE, I could see all those 

Black Holes at the core of every galaxy and I 
could predict how those Bangs keep coming, 
and then I could see the Big Picture of how 

Space Happened and then I could get to TTHHEE  
SSEECCRREETT  OOFF TTHHIISS  WWHHOOLLEE  GGOODDDDAAMM  
SSHHEEBBAANNGG  CCAALLLLEEDD  LLIIFFEE..  And if I can 
just build a really really clever complicated 
spacecraft and get a man out there into that 

GRUESOMELY HOSTILE PLACE I 
INVENTED CALLED SPACE and find 
out how things really really tick out there, 

then I could get the real picture of what this 
goddam universe is really like…’ Etcetera 

etcetera etcetera. It’s all so complicated! Isn’t it 
high time the LOOKER asked a better (and 

less expensive) question?  
And the question is… 

WWHHOO  TTHHEE  HHEELLLL  IISS  LLOOOOKKIINNGG??  
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SSTTOOPP  WWAAIITTIINNGG   SSTTOOPP  

WWAAIITTIINNGG    SSTTOOPP  WWAAIITTIINNGG  for 

love, death, improvement, happiness, 

success, identity, substantial thing, 

hope, past, future, meaning, 

significance, revenge, chance to be 

victim, better weather, time to go, 

things to return, nice feeling, right 

thought, true sense, calm, order, 

ducks in a line, fruition, wisdom, 

your wife, husband, child, parents to 

die, sunrise, sunset, elucidation, a 

fish, clear air, the proper moment, 

markets, coffee to boil, inspiration, 

discovery, to be noticed, hunger to 

come, weighty things, hand of the 

clock, fresh release, next heartbeat, 

breath, cool, quiet, emptiness, peace, 

blueness, god, for a time you can stop 

waiting, for the end of this speech, for 

a thing to happen, for the bomb to 

fall, for christmas, for your wedding, 

for sleep, for time, for life itself, for 

life itself.    SSttoopp  wwaaiittiinngg      SSttoopp  

wwaaiittiinngg 
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TTOO  LLIIVVEE..    TTOO  LLIIVVEE  And Tarik 

was in love with me, in my solitude. Under 

our feet a desert bloomed, and through my 

hair a still wind blows, and tthhaatt  ddrriieedd--uupp  

rriivveerr  fflloowwss,,  iitt  fflloowwss.. I lost my friend: you 

didn’t you know him. You missed my 

birthday. Seventeen. All your suffocating 

love. YOUR PRECIOUS CHILD 

SLIPS AWAY. And I’m going to be 

noticed, I’m going to be news. I’m never 

coming back to fill your shoes! You 

invested in me, gave me Choice, and I take 

it. I am the flower of your country, the 

jewel in your lives. LIKE A STREAM 

IN A DESERT, I POUR IT AWAY. 

Listen to me, this is my dream. I walk 

alone where red-gold sands surrender to 

the sky. This precious body, I cast it aside: 

but don’t be so sure that Lena has died! 

Let the families weep and moan, let their 

faces turn to stone. Let them wring their 

grasping hands! Ten million people tell me 

this is sin. What sin? TEN MILLION 

FRAGMENTS, SPINDRIFT ON 

THE WIND. You don’t judge me.  
I teach you. You are all slow suicides, 

matchwood in the tides. There is no road, 

there is nothing but life. But which of you 

really lives? I live.  
AAnndd  ttoo  ddiiee  --  is TTOO  lliivvee……  TTOO  LLIIVVEE.. 
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LLOORRDD  GGRRAANNTT  MMEE  
AATTTTEENNTTIIOONN--SSPPAANN  OOFF  

GGOOLLDDFFIISSHH??   Forget my life’s a 

grotty tale of profitless half-baked 
embarrassment, don’t remind me I’m 

nobody in my eighty-year waiting 
room where I wriggle in shame and 

doff me cap: Thank yer God, GLAD 
TO BE ALIVE, GLAD THE 
SHOWERS ARE REALLY 

SHOWERS. Fortune’s meany roller-

coaster snake jigs its snout up down, 
childish hearts lurch in mouths, 

flickering screens of markets and 
banks hypnotise the little insects, 

myopic bees clutter and soil their own 
hive. BBuutt  aannyy  bbeeee  tthhaatt’’ss  hhaallff--wwaayy  

cclleevveerr will fly away, pass its earthly 
summer in mindless peace and bring 
no pollen home...  HHuummaann  bbeeiinnggss  oonnee  

sstteepp  ffrroomm  ggooddss,, feel no pain like 
degradation and hopelessness. But 

what life would I choose? i’d 
RATHER BE FAT AND HAPPY 

AND IGNORANT than live a 

nobly degraded life in some benighted 
poverty-stricken corner of earth. MMYY  
IIGGNNOORRAANNCCEE  DDEEGGRRAADDEESS  MMEE  

--WWHHEERREEVVEERR..   
II  AAMM.. 
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flickering screens of markets and 
banks hypnotise the little insects, 

myopic bees clutter and soil their own 
hive. BBuutt  aannyy  bbeeee  tthhaatt’’ss  hhaallff--wwaayy  

cclleevveerr will fly away, pass its earthly 
summer in mindless peace and bring 
no pollen home...  HHuummaann  bbeeiinnggss  oonnee  

sstteepp  ffrroomm  ggooddss,, feel no pain like 
degradation and hopelessness. But 

what life would I choose? i’d 
RATHER BE FAT AND HAPPY 

AND IGNORANT than live a 

nobly degraded life in some benighted 
poverty-stricken corner of earth. MMYY  
IIGGNNOORRAANNCCEE  DDEEGGRRAADDEESS  MMEE  

--WWHHEERREEVVEERR..   
II  AAMM.. 
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LLIIFFEE  IISS  SSAACCRREEDD!!   OONNEE  

SSIINNGGLLEE  HHEEEEDDLLEESSSS  BBRREEAATTHH  IISS  
TTAAKKEENN  BBYY  AA  RROOTTTTIINNGG  MMAANN 
called Myself and a billion microbes 

act their tiny masquerades and 
perish. Kamikaze microbes die for 
love of emperor! Who tells their 

untold story? We, human, greater 
microbes, take all for granted. AND 
I AM BUT THE FOLDS AND 
VALLEYS AND CLIFFS AND  
MOUNTAINS OF A GREAT 
SLIMY COUNTRY CALLED 

BODY. I am the polluted evoluted 
field, rotting produce of human 
years, heaving livers and bile-

churning liquid lakes, RIVERS OF 
BLOOD THAT ROLL TO THE 
HEART, whiteblood corridors light-

years long, caverns organ-deep, 
deserts and dunes of skin, mines of 
bone, cauldron-eyeballs sucking in 
light, SKEINS OF FORESTED 
LUNGS SUCKING CRAZILY 

AT SOLAR WINDS.  I am all birth 
and change and time, slow-dying, 

imperceptible as microscopic 
suppurating sweat-bubbles. I AGE 
in the moon’s crying 

TIDES, helpless in the pulsing heart 
of an aching body. I am no 

individual. MICROBES ARE ME. 

I AM MICROBE. 
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AACCCCEEPPTT  IITT,,  AACCCCEEPPTT  IITT 
AALLLL  as the thread of the Human 

and non-human, as light flickers on 
the sea, as flowerheads sputter on the 

wind, as nuts tumble from trees… 
Not one universe but a million 
billion, all passing through and 

searing one another like ghost-fibres 
in a silken cloth as muscular as the 

sea. UUNNIIVVEERRSSEESS of the microbe, of 
the flea, of the wind, of fishes, 

wolves, women, clouds, muslims, 
bakers, butchers, tallow makers, 
painters, lawyers, infidels, songs, 
science, apes, america, crabs and 
cranes, me and you, the gatepost, 
pole stars, lonely planet mars…  

And the realm we call TTHHOOUUGGHHTT 
gossamer-passes through them all.  

 

OUT OF ENERGETIC MISTS 
OF MIND a notion is spawned, 
becomes obsession, spurs all acts, 

makes us cry, makes us lie, makes us 
die. Insanity!  

 

WWOORRDDSS..  MMEEAANNIINNGG..  
LLIITTEERRAATTUURREE..  GGUURRUU..  

SSAACCRREEDDNNEESSSS..    

BBuurrnn  tthheemm  aallll……  PPEEAACCEE.. 
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WWHHAATTEEVVEERR  FFOORRMM  YYOOUU  
AAPPPPEEAARR  TTOO  TTAAKKEE  IISS  PPAASSSSIINNGG  
AAWWAAYY  with each breath, each atom-second, 
into another form which passes away to another 

form, forever. And when this ‘last form’ appears to 
collapse, when the light of the windows of the eyes 

seeks the beyond, when the zephyrs of breath 
labour and flow outward into the wide air, 

WWHHEENN  TTHHEE  BBAAGG  OOFF  FFLLEESSHH  
HHEESSIITTAATTEESS,,  FFAALLLLSS  AANNDD  HHUUGGSS  TTHHEE  

EEAARRTTHH and will not get up or walk on no matter 
how its companions urge it to, then we can say that 
the person, whosoever and whatsoever that may be, 

has moved beyond our sight into another room, a 
new garden - to pluck a fresh adventure, new 

entertainment for her eyes, new movie to titivate 
her, fresh parlay with the ineffable converse of life. 

Inside or outside time and space, we cannot say. 
And we will reconstruct her story, or not, and 

reframe her former outward being in our eye, in our 
own tangle of grief and love, our narrative. Until we 

will think of her no more, since YOU ALSO 
WILL HAVE MOVED BEYOND THIS 

FRIGHTED QUIVERING SET OF 
ATOMS, breathed too many of these 

intemperate breaths, replaced too many of these 
beaver cells, and walked on down the hallway into 

the dark or light…  And then a hush will fall 
on our ancestor soap opera, our construction, 

OUR PAINTED LITTLE STAGE SET, for 
whom there is no audience any more, for whom 

everyone has gone home to bed, and for whom AA  
HHUUSSHH  AANNDD  AA  FFOORRGGEETTTTIINNGG  NNOOWW  
FFAALLLLSS IINN  TTHHEE  CCAAMMEERRAA  SSHHOOWW  OOFF  

TTHHEE  WWOORRLLDD  OOFF  MMEENN.. Never to return by 
this road, but passing on into the dawn. Who will 

we meet and do our business with in future pleasure 

gardens? WALK ON. Be sure of this: nothing 
ever stays what it is, and yet no fish is ever 

plucked from the infinite sea. WALK ON. Don’t 
look sideways, or grasp at myriad operas of 

invention that beckon from the verges of your 

cosmic road. Instead BBEE  TTHHEE  GGAARRMMEENNTTEEDD  
NNOOTTHHIINNGG  TTHHAATT  YYOOUU  AARREE,, and let 
your train trail behind you like the stars of an 

emperor, and let those who come behind pick up 

the cloth and treasure it, or not, as they 
choose. 
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OONN  AA  JJOOUURRNNEEYY  OOFF  AA  
TTHHOOUUSSAANNDD  MMIILLEESS  WWEE  DDIIEE  TTOO  

eevveerryy  sstteepp……   and the great ticking 
shuffle of SHIFT AND CHANGE 

whispers to our ear:  you’ll never come 
back, not by this road, not by any road. 

YOU ARE A GHOST WHO 
WALKS, A MIST OF BONES, a 

catenation of ideas; you dissolve in the 
sun above that loves you. And in the 
darkness, in the primeval world-past 

from whence we came, from whence we 
evolved, that we claim to revisit with the 
torch of greater understanding, with the 

torch of the future - we are confronted by 
a bloody laughter that shakes us to the 

core. And we see that ALL WE ARE is 
an ape in a suit, eyeballs in scholarly 

glasses, BBLLOOOODDIIEEDD  HHAANNDDSS  WWIITTHH  
AA  MMAANNIICCUURREE,,  

a grist of primeval ooze that fashioned 
letters and words. We are the 

indescribable mass of churning life that 
blindly seethed over CCOOUUNNTTLLEESSSS  
AAGGEESS toward order, toward the sun. 

Now all these ages are washed away, so 
that this moment is the only thing that 

IS. All time is slaughtered for this 
insouciant sweet moment. Oceans of 

blood have fried in the sun for the sake of 
the smile on your infant face. Billions of 
years of moments, all gutted and gone -  

SO THAT YOU AND I MAY 
STAND HERE, IN THIS SUNLIT 

WOODLAND IN THE 
MORNING, AND THRILL TO 
THE SOFT PERFECTION OF 

OURSELVES.   
…TThhaannkkss  ttoo  tthhee  ddaarrkknneessss.. 
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      NNOO  QQUUEESSTTIIOONN 

ccaann  eevveerr  bbee  aasskkeedd,, no feeling ever felt, no 

gesture ever made, no  thought ever thought, no 

sense ever sensed, no paradigm ever grasped…  

no birth ever heralded, no death ever rung, no 

particle ever formed, no world ever made… nnoo  

mmoovviinngg  ffiinnggeerr  eevveerr  wwrriittee,, no speck ever vanish, 

no point or place ever be fixed, no ticking time 

ever be recorded… No Thing could ever BE – 

if it were not for TTHHEE  AABBSSOOLLUUTTEE  

GGRROOUUNNDD,,  TTHHEE  IINNSSOOLLUUBBLLEE  

PPRREESSEENNCCEE,,  TTHHEE  SSUUBBSSTTAANNCCEE  

EETTEERRNNAALL.. 

IINN  AA  GGRREEEENN--BBLLAACCKK  FFOORREESSTT  you 

tie the end of a rope about your neck and 
the other to the branch of a tree. But your 

soul is your body and the body is your 
soul, and nnoo  sseeppaarraattiioonn between your life 

and any other can be found. So,  
YYoouurr  ddeeaatthh IS LIKE  

A WIND THAT TURNED TO 
THE EAST, a heat that died of coolness, 

A DAY THAT DIED OF 
EVENING, a girl that died of growing 

up, a body that died of renewal, a soldier 
that died of a general’s vision of battle, a 
mind that died of wisdom… It is a story 

that died of being told, words that died in a 
hail of sentences, peace that died of its 

own silence, LOVE THAT DIED OF 
SHARING, sseeeedd  that died of being born 

in a world… A FAMILY THAT DIED 
OF THE DECADES, heart that died of 

pulsing, blood that died of flowing 

outward to the frozen earth. Death is bbuutt 
tthhee  pprriissoonn  ooff  yyoouurr  iimmaaggiinnaattiioonn.. 

TTHHIISS    TTHHIISS    TTHHIISS 
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There was once a 
person who lived and 

passed away, of whom nothing 
was ever written, no photo was taken, 

who did not a thing noteworthy or 
remarkable, who lived in a place all 

forgotten IN A LAND RULED BY 
NO REMEMBERED KING, who 

tasted nothing but humble baked bread 
of a wheatfield, and who felt all seconds 

and minutes and days of his life sufficient 
unto himself in unutterably quiet 

harmony with his breath; who felt the 
wind and sun, and the night and the 

stars on his skin in the darkness, who had 
never the mind to wonder at the wonder 

of being or birth, who passed away  
IINN  TTHHEE  QQUUIIEETT  TTIIDDEESS  OOFF  TTHHEE  
UUNNKKNNOOWWNN,, his head on no soft 

pillow known to another (except a casual 
spouse who shared his days and doings 
then herself passed on), a person who is 

not even a dream in the mind of another, 
or a memory or cause or consequence, 
who is clean beyond the intrusions of 
myth and make-believe, and who lies 
still, without future or past, in quiet 
earth turned by the casual plough of 

some other soul unknown, in some other 
story in some other dimension.  

I BELIEVE THERE ONCE WAS 
SUCH A PERSON. 
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and minutes and days of his life sufficient 
unto himself in unutterably quiet 

harmony with his breath; who felt the 
wind and sun, and the night and the 

stars on his skin in the darkness, who had 
never the mind to wonder at the wonder 

of being or birth, who passed away  
IINN  TTHHEE  QQUUIIEETT  TTIIDDEESS  OOFF  TTHHEE  
UUNNKKNNOOWWNN,, his head on no soft 

pillow known to another (except a casual 
spouse who shared his days and doings 
then herself passed on), a person who is 

not even a dream in the mind of another, 
or a memory or cause or consequence, 
who is clean beyond the intrusions of 
myth and make-believe, and who lies 
still, without future or past, in quiet 
earth turned by the casual plough of 

some other soul unknown, in some other 
story in some other dimension.  

I BELIEVE THERE ONCE WAS 
SUCH A PERSON. 
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OOnnccee  tthhee  ttrraavveelllleerr  BBllaannkk fled to 

the isle of Malta, seeking refuge by its bright 

summer sea. Arriving one still afternoon at a rocky 

bay he hired a snorkel at a beach kiosk, walked away 

from the crowds and dived into deep water under 

cliffs. The sun-orb’s yellow beams filtered like 

watery dust into bubbled depths, and hhee  

wwaattcchheedd  tthhee  ttiinnyy  ffiisshh  hhuuggggiinngg  rreeeeffss,,  

aaddjjuussttiinngg  aanndd  rriiddiinngg  aanndd  bbaallaanncciinngg  

minutely in invisible currents. No rest for these fish! 

They seemed to make a kind of stability out of 

infirmity, riding their water winds, somehow 

seeming to achieve themselves for an instant... before 

tthhee  iinnssttaanntt  ddiissssoollvveedd  tthheemm,,  tthhee  

hheeaavviinngg  ccuurrrreenntt  ddiissssoollvveedd  tthheemm.. Yet if 

you blinked, there they were again, then gone, and 

then again, riding. And so on forever, all their 

watery lives. Is it just a fish that we think of, or do 

we think of the sea? Are we not always wiped away? 

So also a man, with his undersea currents of 

the heart: his protection-need, his mind, karma, 

history, soul destiny… all his social-familial webs, 

his political cities and internets and markets and 

Wall Streets… All things that form the fractal 

fibres of his blood, the currents and winds of his 

life. Blank opens and closes his eyes. What is a man if 

he lives and dies? HHee  iiss  nnootthhiinngg  bbuutt  tthhee  

ffllooww,, though he is somehow himself. AA  kkiinndd  ooff  

rriiggiidd  ffllooww,, that always makes him believe he is a 

man. The man known as Blank swims on. With the 

sun on his back he drifts in rhythm with the finned 

ones below him. In his chest and heart he feels the 

forces and waves. He is moving and vibrating in the 

undersea.  LLiikkee  aa  ffiisshh,,  hhee  nneevveerr  rreessttss,,  

yyeett  rreessttss.. 
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WWEE  WWHHOO  CCAARRRRYY  TTHHEE  
BBUURRDDEENN  OOFF  SSIINN and the word of God 

on our lips: we are shrivelled rats, ragged atoms 
of cringy religiosity and piety and hypocritic 

martyrdom; we are the detritus of a bloodying 
opera, nature’s experiment of laughter and 

tears, playthings of worlds birthing and 
crashing in instants and aeons, in blank-waved 

seas that surge forever to unplugged horizons in 
a horror-joke of creation’s hooligan game with 

itself, to the ends of borderless time and fortune 
iinn  aa  bbaacccchhaannaalliiaann  ddrruunnkkeenn  ggaammee  ooff  sshhoouuttiinngg  

nnooiissee..  We are a frolic, a moment, frittered 
thought, daunted shadow cast by ten billion 

years of nothing, sullen whiff of smoke from a 
devil’s cigarette, lump of popcorn tossed to the 
floor in the back row of a movie slept through 
by God. WWee  ddrraagg  tthhee  wweeiigghhtt  ooff  ffaaiilluurree like the 

ragged cloak of an exiled emperor in this 
endless slush of living…  

For WWHHAATT  AA  RRIISSIIBBLLEE  FFAARRCCEE  
IITT  IISS  TTOO  LLIIVVEE,, to want continuity and 

sanity amid worlds of blood that fling on these 
groaning gales that lather at the coasts of our 
faces, we, standing like ninepins on a clifftop 

overlooking bellicose seas of flecked waves 
that trundle forever out of the blue-black 

fathoms of nowhere, we, slumped corpses on 
Omaha beach rumped by scathing wind that 

howls: II’’llll  nneevveerr  lleeaavvee  yyoouu  bbee……  
WE HUMAN CREATURE-

PEOPLE, WE, of forgotten breath, thought-

mist unknown,  light of hope that dissolved in 
the black-nether of infinite space, tired of its 

fickle journey to nowhere…  
  

AANNDD  YYEETT… wwee  aarree  tthhee  iimmppiisshh  uuppsspprriinngg  

ooff  aa  mmoommeenntt!! cclleevveerr  ffoorrggeetttteerrss  ooff  yyeesstteerrddaayyss,, 
improvisors who twist a new thing out of 

wretchedness, who glean seeds out of a dead 
field, who countenance a mere snatch of 

singing like tiny birds in the breathless vaults of 

the sky!  OOHH,,  WWEE  AARREE  HHEERREE..   
WWEE  AARREE  AACCTTUUAALLLLYY  HHEERREE 
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DDEEAATTHH  MMUUSSTT  WWAAIITT if a man 

asks the right question of the skeletal 
scyther, you who ply your trade on our 

laziness, our stupid belief, our endless wait 
for godot, wwee  mmoooonniinngg  ccaattttllee  aatt  tthhee  ggaattee..  

Each thought is death to all others. I crave 
the chaos of silence. The past trails from 

the back of my head. Seaweed-slurry on a 
flecked beach. I once scribbled in books. 

Clutter of electrons, nano-things… Dipped 
my soul mind into chaos. Winds of winter. 

My cells blow away. Shapeshifters, 
memories. Ghosts walk in wind. CLIFFS 

OVERBEAR THE SEA. Flies sweep 

over deserts. Child-whispers, petals of 
rose, rustle of a river, kite in the sky. In the 

warm sun of the garden of emptiness is 
hope.  

 

HHAALLFF  IINN  HHAALLFF  OOUUTT  OOFF  TTHHEE  
WWOORRLLDD..  Morning winds of emptiness 

stir from afar. Leaves rustle and quiver. 
There’s a whiff of future, whiff of regret. 

Moments embalmed in a haze. Nano-point 
in eternity. Strange words without 

meaning; if they had, they’d cease to be. 
Look how a thing vanishes. Droplets of 

dew. Fractals in a god-world. Don’t close 
your eyes my friend, you’ll vanish in the 

Great. Seen one moment you’ve seen ‘em 
all. Nothing but what Is. But nothing stays. 
FLIES DEPART A CORPSE IN THE 

HOT WIND OF THE VELDT. My 

love is chaos. I sang an ode for all who 
seek to foul the common nest. Find a better 

story, higher chaos, deeper world.  OOHH  
MMYY  GGIIDDDDYY  AAUUNNTT,,  II  EEXXIISSTT.. 
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my soul mind into chaos. Winds of winter. 

My cells blow away. Shapeshifters, 
memories. Ghosts walk in wind. CLIFFS 

OVERBEAR THE SEA. Flies sweep 

over deserts. Child-whispers, petals of 
rose, rustle of a river, kite in the sky. In the 

warm sun of the garden of emptiness is 
hope.  

 

HHAALLFF  IINN  HHAALLFF  OOUUTT  OOFF  TTHHEE  
WWOORRLLDD..  Morning winds of emptiness 

stir from afar. Leaves rustle and quiver. 
There’s a whiff of future, whiff of regret. 

Moments embalmed in a haze. Nano-point 
in eternity. Strange words without 

meaning; if they had, they’d cease to be. 
Look how a thing vanishes. Droplets of 

dew. Fractals in a god-world. Don’t close 
your eyes my friend, you’ll vanish in the 

Great. Seen one moment you’ve seen ‘em 
all. Nothing but what Is. But nothing stays. 
FLIES DEPART A CORPSE IN THE 

HOT WIND OF THE VELDT. My 

love is chaos. I sang an ode for all who 
seek to foul the common nest. Find a better 

story, higher chaos, deeper world.  OOHH  
MMYY  GGIIDDDDYY  AAUUNNTT,,  II  EEXXIISSTT.. 
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OOHH  UUtttteerr  RReenneewwaall     

TThhiiss  bbeeiinngg  WWHHOO  wwaass  nneevveerr  
bboorrnn  aanndd  wwiillll  nnoott  ppaassss  

aawwaayy…… 
 

Put on and take off your garment, your 
covering, costume, skin paint, makeup, 
wig. Put on, take off flesh and bone and 
blood and sinew. PPuutt  oonn  aanndd  ttaakkee  ooffff  tthhee  
ppoowweerr to see and hear and taste and smell 
and touch, the power to feel love and pain 
and confusion and doubt and need, power 

to imagine worlds and places and 
universes, to imagine sun and sky and 

moon and wind and trees and snow and sea 
and imaginings down to the merest object. 

I put on and take off the power to think, 
the power to measure, I put on and take off 
the power to see the future and the past, to 

sniff the invisible, ttoo  iinnttuuiitt  tthhee  hhiiddddeenn  
ffrraaccttaattiioonn  ooff  tthhiinnggss.. I put on and take off 
the power to understand time and space, 
the power to will, the power to create…  
II  bbrreeaatthhee  iinn  tthhee  bbrreeaatthh  ooff  aallll  wwoorrllddss  aanndd  

bbrreeaatthhee  tthheemm  oouutt  aaggaaiinn..  I am never 
gone, I am myself. 

 

 I sang and loved and hated and strove and 
fought and shed blood… This is my 

crystalline empty home. II  wwaass  aallwwaayyss  hheerree,,  
nneevveerr  aannyywwhheerree  bbuutt  hheerree.. WWhheerree  tthhee  hheellll  
eellssee  ccoouulldd  II  bbee?? Nothing stays. Be glad of 
it. Cling to no phantoms. The foundations 
of the house are intact. Go forward as you 

should. Peace. Peace. BBee  ffeeaarrlleessss,,  
bbee  ffeeaarrlleessss..  GGoooodd..  GGoooodd.. 
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BBEEYYOONNDD           
  

WWee  aarree  tthhee  ddrreeaammeerrss  ooff  aallll  wwoorrllddss 
DDaanncceerrss  ooff  nnoonn--eexxiisstteenntt  tthhiinnggss  

  
UUnnddeerr  tthhee  wwhheeeell  ffoorr  aallll  tthhee  yyeeaarrss  

AA  JJoouurrnneeyy  wwiitthhoouutt  eenndd,,  aa  ccrryy  iinn  vvaaiinn  
  

FFrreeee  wwhheetthheerr  wwee  lliikkee  iitt  oorr  nnoott  
TThhee  mmeerrcciiffuull  lliigghhttnneessss  

NNootthhiinngg  iiss  oouurrss  
FFoorreevveerr  ggoonnee  

WWiitthhoouutt  ccaauussee,,  wwiitthhoouutt  eenndd  
TThhee  ffllooww  ooff  ccoonnttiinnuuaall  ffoorrggeettttiinngg 

  
KKeeeeppeerrss  ooff  tthhee  iilllluussoorryy  ggaattee  
TThhee  bbaannaall  ffrruuiittss  ooff  yyeesstteerrddaayy 

GGrrootteessqquuee  tthheeaattrree  ooff  tthhee  wwoorrlldd 
FFoorreevveerr  aanndd  nneevveerr,,  aammeenn  

WWhhoo  ccaann  eevveerr  ddeessccrriibbee  wwhhaatt  iiss??  
  

WWee  aarree  ddaanncceerrss  ooff  iiddeeaattiioonnaall  pphhaannttoommss  
RRiiddddlleerrss  ooff  iinnssiiddiioouuss  nnaammiinngg  

CCyycclleerrss    ooff  nneeeedd  aanndd  llaacckk  
RReeppeettiitteeuurrss  ––  hhaabbiittuueess  ––    

ttiimmee  aanndd  ddeeaatthh  wwoorrsshhiippppeerrss  
WWee  aarree  tthhee  ssoolliittaarryy  

TTeessttaammeenntt  ttoo  tthhee  uunnrreeaall  
IInn  tthhee  ccoolliisseeuumm  ooff  ssuuffffeerriinngg  

  
WWee  ooppeenn  oouurr  mmoouutthhss  aanndd  aallll  iiss  lloosstt  

IIddeennttiittyy  iiss  cclliinnggiinngg  
EEnnddlleessss  ddiiaalloogguuee  ooff  aa  sseellff 

FFiixxaattiioonn,,  tthhee  ttoorrttuurreerr  
EEggoo,,  tthhee  ddeessiirree--gghhoosstt,,  ffiixxaattoorr,,  

pphhaannttoomm  ggaatteekkeeeeppeerr,,  mmaatteerriiaall  iiddeeaa,,  
ssuuppeerriimmppoosseerr  

BBlliinnddiinngg  nneeeedd  ttoo  rriiddee  aanndd  ffllooww  
TToo  ddrreeaamm,,  ttoo  sseellff--ddiissttrraacctt  

  
WWee  aarree  tthhee  ddrreeaammeerrss  ooff  aallll  wwoorrllddss 

DDaanncceerrss  ooff  nnoonn--eexxiisstteenntt  tthhiinnggss  
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NNOOTT  AANN  IINNFFIINNIITTUUDDEE  
OOFF  WWAAVVEESS  WWIILLLL  CCHHAANNGGEE    

TTHHEE  OOCCEEAANN 
  

NNoo--oonnee  wwiillll  eevveerr  ddeessccrriibbee  wwhhaatt  iiss  
  

TThheerree  aarree  mmuullttiittuuddeess  wwiitthhiinn  uuss  
NNoo  lliimmiittaattiioonn  wwiitthhoouutt  iinnffiinniittee  lliibbeerrttyy  

LLeett  iitt  ggoo,,  lleett  iitt  ggoo  
  

BBeelliieevvee  iinn  nnootthhiinngg 
IItt’’ss  oovveerr,,  iitt’’ss  oovveerr  

  
WWhhoo,,  wwhhoo  iiss  tthhee  sseeeerr?? 

FFAATTAALL  IIDDEEAA  ooff  sseeppaarraattee  ppeerrcceeiivveerr 
 

NNoo  tthhoouugghhtt  hhaass  sseellff--nnaattuurree  
DDeeccoonnssttrruucctt  tthhee  ‘‘II’’  tthhoouugghhtt  

 
WWee  aarree  tthhee  iinnssuubbssttaannttiiaall  

TThhee  iilllluussoorryy  aacctt  ooff  mmeeaassuurriinngg  
  

WWoouulldd  yyoouu  cchhoopp  uupp  tthhee  sseeaammlleessss  ffllooww??  
WWhheerree  iiss  tthhee  ppaarrtt  ooff  yyoouu  sseeppaarraattee    

ffrroomm  tthhee  wwhhoollee  ooff  yyoouu??  
  

WWee  aarree  nnoott  wwhhaatt  ddooeess  nnoott  eexxiisstt  
IIlllluussiioonn  iiss  iilllluussiioonn  iiss  iilllluussiioonn  

  
NNootthhiinngg  iiss  wwhhaatt  iitt  iiss 
NNootthhiinngg  iiss  ppeerrssoonnaall  

 
IInn  tthhiiss  ddrreeaamm  ooff  ccrreeaattiioonn 

AAllll  ffrruuiittlleessss  jjoouurrnneeyyss  lleeaadd  ttoo  hheerree  
 

BBEEYYOONNDD  TTHHEE  IILLLLUUSSIIOONN    
OOFF  MMOOUUTTHHSS  

  
LLIIEESS  TTHHEE  SSIILLEENNCCEE  
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TTHHEE  AANNCCIIEENNTT  OOFF  DDAAYYSS  

  
WWhhaatt  ccaann  eexxiisstt  tthhaatt  iiss  nnoott  ffoorreevveerr??  

  
NNoo  bboorrddeerr  nnoo  ddeeaatthh  

NNoo  bbooddiieess  iinn  tthhee  ggrraavveeyyaarrdd  
  

NNoo--oonnee  eevveerr  ssaaww  tthhee  ddeeaadd  mmaann 
NNoo  ddeeaatthh  oouuttssiiddee  tthhee  oobbsseerrvveerr  
TThhee  oobbsseerrvveerr  iiss  tthhee  oobbsseerrvveedd  

  
NNoo--oonnee  hhaass  eevveerr  eexxppeerriieenncceedd  

aannyytthhiinngg  bbuutt  tthhiiss  
 

NNootthhiinngg  eevveerr  hhaappppeenneedd    
TThhaatt  iiss  nnoott  NNooww  

  
NNoo--oonnee  eevveerr  pprroovveedd  aa  tthhiinngg  

oouuttssiiddee  aawwaarreenneessss 
  

NNootthhiinngg  ccaann  eexxiisstt  tthhaatt  iiss  nnoott  ffoorreevveerr 
AAbbssoolluuttee  sscciinnttiillllaattiioonn  ffoorreevveerr  aanndd  aallwwaayyss  

AAllwwaayyss  ffoorr  tthhee  ffiirrsstt  ttiimmee  
EEvveerr  pprreesseenntt  aanndd  eevveerr  ggoonnee  

EEtteerrnnaall  bbeeiinngg  --  oocceeaann  
  

MMEEAASSUURREE  NNOOTT  YYOOUURR  LLIIFFEE    
iinn  yyeeaarrss  aanndd  ddaayyss  

  
DDRROOWWNN  iinn  tthhee  eetteerrnniittyy  ooff  nnooww 
WWhhaatt  iiss  tthhee  ssppiirriitt  ooff  ssuurrvviivvaall??  

YYoouurr  oonnllyy  ffrriieenndd  iiss  yyoouu  
GGiivvee  iitt  aallll  aawwaayy 

  
PPrraaccttiissee  bbllooooddyy--mmiinnddeedd  ccoouurraaggee 

BBeeyyoonndd  ppeessssiimmiissmm  
BBeeyyoonndd  ddeessiirree  

BBee  nnootthhiinngg  bbuutt  aabbssoolluuttee  
CCoonnttiinnuuee  aass  yyoouu  mmuusstt  

YYOOUU  ccaann’’tt  hhaavvee  tthhiiss  wwiitthhoouutt  tthhaatt 
DDoonn’’tt  ffooooll  yyoouurrsseellff  iitt  mmaakkeess  aa  ddiiffffeerreennccee  

 
WWHHOO  CCAANN  CCOOPPEE,,  DDEEAALL,,  LLIIVVEE  --  

WWIITTHH  NNOOTTHHIINNGG  BBUUTT  TTHHEE  
AABBSSOOLLUUTTEE??  
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EETTEERRNNAALL  FFRREEEEDDOOMM  OOFF  NNOO  
CCHHOOIICCEE    EEnnddlleessss  ffrreeeeddoomm  ooff  nnoo  tthhiinnggss 
NNoo  cchhooiiccee  bbuutt  tthhee  rreeaall,,  nnootthhiinngg  bbuutt  wwhhaatt  IISS  

  
LLIIFFEE  IISS  EETTEERRNNAALL  
YYOOUU  AARREE  LLIIFFEE  

YYOOUU  AARREE  EETTEERRNNAALL  
  

SSHHOOWW  MMEE  TTHHEE  BBOORRDDEERR!!  
  

BBEE  AASS  YYOOUU  AARREE      
WWhheerree  aarree  yyoouu  ggooiinngg?? 

TTOO  BBEE  OORR  NNOOTT  TTOO  BBEE    iiss  nnoott  aa  qquueessttiioonn  
YYoouu  AARREE 

SSuurrff  tthhee  WWaavvee  
HHEERREE,,  FFOORREEVVEERR,,  GGOONNEE  

      

 
  

IIff  nnoott  tthhiiss,,  tthheenn  wwhhaatt??  
WWHHEERREE  IISS  IITT  NNOOWW?? 

IItt’’ss  uupp  ttoo  yyoouu  
TThheerree  iiss  nnoo  yyoouu  

AACCTT  BBUUTT  DDOONN’’TT  CCLLIINNGG  
GGeett  oouutt  ooff  yyoouurr  oowwnn  wwaayy  

 
AACCTT  --  bbuutt  kknnooww  tthheerree’’ss  nnootthhiinngg  ttoo  bbee  ddoonnee..         

DDoo  yyoouurr  bbeesstt  --  bbuutt  cclliinngg  ttoo  nnoo  rreessuulltt..  IImmpprroovvee  --  bbuutt  
kknnooww  yyoouu’’rree  ggooiinngg  nnoowwhheerree..  TTrraavveell  ffaarr  --  bbuutt  kknnooww  

yyoouu’’rree  oonnllyy  eevveerr  hheerree..  CCrreeaattee  --  bbuutt  kknnooww  tthheerree’’ss  
nnootthhiinngg  bbuutt  sskkyy..  IItt  aallll  mmaatttteerrss  --  bbuutt  nnoonnee  ooff  iitt  mmaatttteerrss..      
LLeeaarrnn  --  bbuutt  kknnooww  iitt’’ss  aallll  bbeeeenn  ddoonnee..  GGrraasspp  --  bbuutt  sseeee  
tthhaatt  iitt’’ss  nneevveerr  yyoouurrss..  SSuucccceeeedd  --  bbuutt  ggiivvee  iitt  aallll  aawwaayy.. 
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…And there is nothing more death-

ghostly than our longing to retrieve what 

is called past - as if we wished the winds 

of a thousand years to REPATRIATE 

THE LEAVES OF A RAGGED TREE 

on a winter plain that is now dust or the 

ether of comets, or as if we wished a surge 

of water that ENVELOPED A FISH 

IN ECSTASY TEN BILLION 

YEARS AGO could somehow reshape 

and recreate itself exactly and minutely as 

it did… or was said to have done, or 

might be said to have done, once and once 

only in a unique expatiation of 

particulate atoms… but that it as 

if sported and flaunted and laughed at 

itself because it knew as it did so, that it 

never was what it was, could never in fact 

ever be so, and was not even conscious 

that its INSOUCIANT SUPPLE 

LAUGHTER AND SPORT would 

haunt a seer from the utter future who 

might dream to recreate in his mind a 

thing he could not possibly know ever 

was, to conjure again a thing that might 

have been, once, once… 
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MMyy  aanncceessttoorr  was a master of merchant 

ships that carried slaves from place to place to 

sustain the British conquest-empire, and it was 

the economic strivings of others that let him 

float near-poetically on tthhee  ppoossttppoonneemmeennttss  aanndd  

aavvooiiddaanncceess  ooff  hhiiss  lliiffee  - though life at sea is not 

easy, and he well knew the continual grind and 

clatter and moan and hustle of wind in rigging, 

slurp of heavy water against the hull, continual 

bubbling unstableness and frantic adjustment to 

wave and wind and storm followed by 

featureless time waste in blue grey 

worlds where sea and sky meet 

to collude against your mind like 

a whisky sandwich at midday, like 

the press of amnesia and slow swallowing of 

hopes... And in the ocean’s cruel monotony 

there is no time, only tthhee  llaauugghhiinngg  bbaayy  ooff  

nniigghhttssttaarrss,,  only the tugging of the incessant 

wind (your lifeblood), only the bobbing of a 

matchstick ship on the shrugging sea where all 

nature laughs at you since you are a 

pinprick, a dolt who thinks he has a right 

to share in the inconquerable rites of 

overwhelming nature, who claims to spectate at 

the millioning power of sun and wind and 

billowing water on the skin-surface of a great 

wide planet in the sea-black cradle 

of the universe.  What are you? YYoouu  aarree  aa  

mmaann?? But all this solitude makes a little man 

laugh as well, because hhee  iiss tthhee  ggiifftt,, tthhee  

jjeewweell  iinn  tthhee  lliiffee,, the spectator-seer of it 

all - though his body may shudder and fall to 

davy jones’ locker under the very next flicker-

wave that broadsides his puny ship. 
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FFiivvee  HHuunnddrreedd  CClloocckkss    

Unknown reader, imagine there are five hundred 
clocks in a still room and every one is ticking. And 
as we listen (there is no escape, even for an instant) 

they seem to form sonic shapes wherein the 
individual ticks lose themselves in A SIGH, A 
BIG SIGHING WIND, and they seem to take 
the shape of the mind, a mind surrendering to the 
shape of a big sighing wind or a steady swish of a 

broom that might SWEEP THE BITTY 
WORLD CLEAN, or the flush of a river gouging 
its hours and years as if the peace of the sea were 

somewhere, somewhere to be wished for… Yet here 
is the sea, right in this room, and now we drown in 

its soundwinds, its ticking alarmless tick… and  
suddenly, they lose their crushing togetherness for 

a moment, these lonely clocks, before  
tthheeyy  ccoolllluuddee  aaggaaiinn,,  aanndd  tthhee  hhyyppnnoossiiss  

ccoommeess  aaggaaiinn, and we are lost again in the 
crush, the rush, the cloudy belting rhythm of the 
shoosh shoosh shoosh.  Just so, the tick of time is 
our RREEFFUUGGEE  FFRROOMM  TTHHEE  RREEAALL.. Under it we 

claim to be victims, automatic beings, functionaries 
in a great shovelling evildom under the manic 

laughter of god, and thereby we require no 
conscience, none at least that tells us we are blessed 
nothings and therefore incapable of harm, that we 

are innocent like children, that blood is pure.  
Under time there is no silence, but A MUTE 
DISSIDENT CONSCIENCE LURKING 

RED-EYED IN THE DARK. Instead we are 
reminded of heartbeats, thudding looms of them, 
thousands of bloodbeats that enter here, in this 

room, and are dragged out by their heels again, and 
whose heads are lead-dead, who now are scoffed at 

by THE DOUR INDIFFERENCE OF A 
country’s cold-NUMB AGONY.  

 
And the only sound to be had is the satisfied 

scratch and scribble of a pen on paper or the tappy 
tap of a typist’s confirmation - some booted little 

gnome somewhere in the cavern of rooms, marking 
the satisfied closure of a sticky matter. And once 

the red dribbles have been all hosed away, it is time 
for appetite, time for lunch. A good morning’s 

work, for the sake of the tranquility  
of the State. 
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The heart beats on… IInn  tthhee  ssiilleennccee  ooff  
tthheessee  lloowweerr  rroooommss I often have the 
thought that behind every beat is emptiness… and 

then I wait for the beat to come and there it is, and it 
is as if the heartbeat slows and slows until it seems 

there will never be another beat ascending out of the 
silence, no signal from the blackness-sea, no 

starburst in the raw-cold unending space. This is the 
fickle moment where I almost laugh… yet am 

shiveringly afraid, for now tthhee  hheeaarrttbbeeaatt  cchhoooosseess  oorr  

nnoott  ttoo  ccoommee  aaggaaiinn.. And I share it with you, whoever 
you are, and even though the heartbeat and therefore 
life is inexorable, it is shrouded iinn ssiilleennccee  tthhaatt  wwee  ccaann  

oonnllyy  ccaallll  eetteerrnniittyy,,  ssiinnccee  iitt  iiss  nnoott  ddeeaatthh,, not death, 
wherefrom the heartbeat may never come again but 

yet is written to come again, as if a pact had been 
made at the beginning of the world,,  aa  ppaacctt  bbeettwweeeenn  

tthhee  ssiilleennccee  aanndd  tthhee  ddrruumm,, wherein all futures were 
written so that they play their tunes and drumbeats 

till the end of time that never ends…  
Be not afraid, a voice whispers from the sliming 
walls: you are here forever. Be afraid, it whispers 
again - you are here forever! And if we are to die 

many times, so many times that our deaths are lost 
even to the memory of the soul - then what of our 
present death, and our present life, if this presence 
can be called such, in this vault of eternity whereby 
the moments and minutes tick away uunnddeerr  tthhee  bbeecckk  

ooff  tthhee  ppuullssee,,  tthhee  ppuullssee,, this thing that is born and 
dies in the instant and in its death is born… There 

are no landmarks for us! The demise of the body by a 
bullet to the skull is nothing since this is the way of 

the world. The bubbling of blood from the fleshy 
mound on the floor is nothing since tthhiiss  iiss  tthhee  wwaayy  ooff  

aallll  rriivveerrss  ooff  tthhee  wwoorrlldd.. The silencing of the heart at 
the core of the body’s empire is nothing, since here is 
exactly the silent eternity between every beat of the 
heart. These momentous events, they are nothing! 
These signposts and milestones and memorials and 

fullstops and ceremonies and passings away and 
recitals of liturgies, these corpse-dumpings from 
vans, these brutal rituals of burial in  tthhee  ccllooddddyy  

ssnnoowwss,,  iinn  tthhee  sskkiirrtt--wwaasstteess  ooff  tthhee  mmootthheerrllaanndd  -- these 
are nothing. Really nothing. 
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IINN  AA  BBEEAAUUTTEEOOUUSS  HHOOUUSSEE in the 

affluent borough of Epicurea dwell Marcus and 
Helena Pace with their two rather fine children 
Benjamin and Cassandra, known to all as Ben 

and Cassie. Nearby is a park of great capacious 
trees that stand majestic in littered fields of 

asphodel. Here’s an aspect as near-Elysian as 
one might hope in a world that clamours dirtily 
for real estate. Eminently but conscionably rich, 

their cup is filled yet runneth not over.  OF 
COMFORTS AND CLARITIES IS LIFE 

DESIGNED, but with positive bounty 

extended to all, and the Paces are counted 
among one’s best and surest friends. Pace, as 
we know, is Italian for peace - and such is the 

serendipitous neatness of a name for those 
whose presence in the world is marked by 
settled rightness, by privileged pedestaled 

acceptance of the quiet glories of being 

modernly human - that I tell you all 

civilisation is here, and all the darkling past of 
the world banished, so very greenly do creepers 
of peace lick o’er mossed walls, and sparkle in 

a new-mown summer’s garden ringed by 
wooded fields of asphodel. How lightly doth 

time tick in the lighted galleried halls, the 
parloured cossetted rooms of a new-renaissance 
family benignly at one with itself. For even if 
CLOUDISH WINDS OF AUTUMN 

DO CRAKE THE BON-ED FINGERS 
OF GREAT TREES, and e’en when grey-

white winter chills the landscape’s warmsap 
heart in shuddering blood of ice - even then do 
memories of unruffled rightness still the distant 
bells of distant death, and hold this family safe-
harboured in walls of breathing comfort-stone, 

keeping eternal promise of springs and 

summers past and to come. 
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IINN  TTHHIISS  SSWWEEEETT  SSLLEEEEPP  OOFF  LLIIFFEE……    

Just as ocean’s great waters end in little 

wavelets that tickle one’s toes upon a 

sandy shore… and as we gaze to 

unguarded horizons and 

CONTEMPLATE THE 

LOVELINESS OF OUR OWN 

FUTURE - we may be blessed with 

feelings that the world is solely here for 

our personal benefit. People of such 

attractive rroosseeaattee  vviissiioonn attract envious 

others in their turn, and out of yearning we 

fantasise that life might always be this: 

AN EDEN WHERE THE LION 

LIETH DOWN WITH THE LAMB, 

where cosy parties in panelled rooms, 

firelit communing, woodland walks, 

ggaammbboolliinngg  in fields, drinks on the terrace 

under autumn sunset, smell of new hay, 

girlish sweat, plush carpets and nuts, beads 

of rain on one’s umbrella… are as natural 

as living itself. That our real purpose is to 

be aarrttiisstteess,,  ccoonnnnooiisssseeuurrss,,  ppaarrttiieess  ttoo  tthhee  

sseeaassoonnss,,  ddaanncceerrss  ooff  nnaattuurree’’ss  ssoofftt  wwaayyss,,  

ppaarrttiicciippaannttss  iinn  tthhee  ssmmiillee  ooff  ttiimmee, 

custodians of pleasure-gardens in a vale of 

greenness called Life. In this sleep of 

life, sweet sleep of life… 
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OOUUTT  OONN  TTHHEE  OOIILLYY  RRIIVVEERR  
we venture at dawn with a boatman, and 

mists flutter inches above water that 
seems to breathe them as lung threads of 
its vaporous organism. The yankee pastor 

sits, a wry buddha. I ain’t meditatin’ just 
chillin’. Detritus soft-bumps our hull: 
cows, intact monkeys, people parts… 
mingling with ASH OF BODIES 

SHREDDED IN FIRE and frittered 
outward in languishing waters… waters 
that merge in mud-black shoreline as if 

there’s no handhold, no future… rather a 
muddy shroud spread over the corpse of 

the will, the corpse of all clean sanctity in 
this clouded miasma of living. The river 
to me is like oilical SHIMMERS OF 
NEVERNESS, beyond meaning or 

human life. Where is rest for any of us? 
Not at the borders of our skin. The 

boatman took our coins with a little bow 
of his head, and the tooth-gap smile said it 

was a privilege, not business.  

But here… the LUGUBRIOUS 
INDETERMINATE SOUPY SKEINS 

of land and sea and sky are THE 
COILING OF NOTHINGNESS ON 

ITSELF, as if it lingers in a shrug of 
quiescent meandering dreaming without 

care or consequence. Who on earth do you 
claim to be? it whispers. You are all of this 

ash and waters, and the spell and smell 
and blue green mud and slow flood of 
murky light and MIST WITHOUT 
END. You are all eternity, and YYOOUU  

AARREE  OOPPAAQQUUEE.. 
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SSAALL  DDRRIIVVEESS,,  NNOOTT  CCAARRIINNGG  WWHHIICCHH  
DDIIRREECCTTIIOONN.. Her driving’s rough and basic 

anyway. At times she goes reckless fast, at others she 
crawls as if to spare the insects. They abandon main 

roads for the inland and the country turns lonely, 
scrubby, nondescript. She pays no heed to sign nor 

civilisation. It’s as if there’s no-one else in the car, as 
Won has withdrawn into a semi-sleep or trance. At a 

lone gas station she takes on junk supplies, fills the 
tank, talks to no-one. It’s as if she wants to lose the 

thread, drive to the moon. In the noon-day glare 
red dust cakes the car, seems to hang in curtains 

about skeletal trees, rises like a shroud behind 
them on the metal road. At a comfort stop she 

watches over Won who crouches in the dust without 
dignity. Her pale effluent makes a little stream in the 
dirt. She inhumanly spits. Sal is grimly lost. She told 
them AIDS - should anyone believe it? The red ants 
swarm about her feet. The car’s a monster, metallic-

heavy by the roadside. She wants to walk into the 
scrub, forget. She does it finally; cicadas rattle and 
hum in the secret places. Crowds in, this tempting 

empty loneliness. She’s gone for a time she can’t 
recall, as if the dreamtime. Stumbles back in panic, 

lost then found. Won is lying by the wheel. She 
stares ahead as if her girl had never gone away. Now 
Sally puts her face into the sun and looks at nothing. 

She lies down in the road. No vehicle comes. She 
sinks into a dream. The heat and dust are cradling 

her, and ants negotiate her disparate parts. She peers 
into the bowl of sky and finds some clouds to 

mesmerise her by. Let the war be over, give me 
peace. For corpse-like Sally lies like Tolstoy’s hero, 

lost at Borodino. The clouds resolve themselves 
according to her mind, their shapes assembling life 
that’s gone and done. Her future reconciled, her 

past a story, romance lost, no battle glory. Forget 
and leave this earthly. Let it be. Let me be. …Sal 

discovers she’s been dead asleep. She finds her body 
in the road. She rises, looks. The shadows of the 

trees have lengthened, the car sits heavy in yellow 
sun. There’s grit in her nostrils, sand in her hair. 

And Won is not there. Sal hurries to the left, then 
right. But Won is in the forest by a white tree. 

She is studying a gumnut in her fingers. Look, she 
breathes, as Sal comes up. Here is the universe, and 

this is me. They stare together. The insects make 
their rustle all about. Won takes her hand. Together 

they listen. TTHHEE  WWEEIIGGHHTT  OOFF  TTHHEE  VVAASSTT  
CCOONNTTIINNEENNTT  HHOOLLDDSS  TTHHEEMM  in its timeless 
afternoon. Now descends the embrace of eternity. 

Here is the still end of it all. This is all there ever 
was, is, or ever will be. 
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Sally puts her face into the sun and looks at nothing. 

She lies down in the road. No vehicle comes. She 
sinks into a dream. The heat and dust are cradling 

her, and ants negotiate her disparate parts. She peers 
into the bowl of sky and finds some clouds to 

mesmerise her by. Let the war be over, give me 
peace. For corpse-like Sally lies like Tolstoy’s hero, 

lost at Borodino. The clouds resolve themselves 
according to her mind, their shapes assembling life 
that’s gone and done. Her future reconciled, her 

past a story, romance lost, no battle glory. Forget 
and leave this earthly. Let it be. Let me be. …Sal 

discovers she’s been dead asleep. She finds her body 
in the road. She rises, looks. The shadows of the 

trees have lengthened, the car sits heavy in yellow 
sun. There’s grit in her nostrils, sand in her hair. 

And Won is not there. Sal hurries to the left, then 
right. But Won is in the forest by a white tree. 

She is studying a gumnut in her fingers. Look, she 
breathes, as Sal comes up. Here is the universe, and 

this is me. They stare together. The insects make 
their rustle all about. Won takes her hand. Together 

they listen. TTHHEE  WWEEIIGGHHTT  OOFF  TTHHEE  VVAASSTT  
CCOONNTTIINNEENNTT  HHOOLLDDSS  TTHHEEMM  in its timeless 
afternoon. Now descends the embrace of eternity. 

Here is the still end of it all. This is all there ever 
was, is, or ever will be. 
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TThhee  GGoooodd  WWiiffee    told JP she was coming 
to his place at St Kilda. It’s a Sunday. The dude, 
being a controlled yogi was still arranging which 

hairs to leave on his designer stubble when Sal 
slipped in. Twenty-somethings always need to 

impress the teens. So Sal kisses him on the mouth 
abruptly first. Admires his ear stud then roots out 

his tea collection and makes a pot. She serves 
him tea oriental-style, precise and neat then 

announces she’s Hungry, ransacks his cupboards, 
takes over his kitchen. All macrobiotic! she says. 
No worries, I’ve seen worse. Concocts her messy 

lentil curry and prattles at speed ‘bout all and 
sundry, and he’s required to thank her for the 

victuals which are not too shabby served in his 
beautiful blue bowls with sticks. And by now hhee’’ss  
ssaaggeellyy  lleeaarrnneedd  ttoo  kkeeeepp  sscchhttuumm and eat 

his rice and nod and drink his tea, the Buddha with 
his faithful woman running rings around his house. 

Shall we go to church? she offers. No I’m serious! 
There’s a nice Catholic one down the street. They’re 
serving god at 4 pm. I like those hymns and things, 

don’t you? Sure do, he says, convinced she’s gone 
quite mad. She chooses his shoes from a rack by the 
door, straightens his hair and off they go, his arm in 
her fawning vice grip. She even manages to whistle. 

The service goes too long; oddly they enjoy it. The 
married couple steps outside to take the air. She 

leads him to the promenade. IItt’’ss  ssttiillll  aanndd  
ccooooll,,  tthhee  ssuunn  iiss  sswweeeett  aanndd  llooww.. Their 

shadows reach beyond the world. And for a 
moment Sal actually wonders if it could really be 
like this. Winter romance, rugs and home, he and 
me… slow-burning love, quiet suburb by the sea, 

the end of life, the frozen future visioned at its 
start. RRoommaannccee  ooff  lliiffee’’ss  EEvveenniinngg,,  

eexxeeccuutteedd  eexxqquuiissiitteellyy  bbyy  tthhee  yyoouunngg..  
She lets him buy her coffee and cake at a place of 

her choosing. She likes (she says) to observe the 
people, passers-by. Talks of higher things, of 

Michelangelo, and a book by Kerouac which makes 
her dream of the Road. To get away, be the person 

you need to be. Don’t you think? He agrees. His 
eyes are misting over now. She secretly sees. She 

leads him home. She dabbles with his oriental 
music then abruptly says she’s off, her friends 

await. She leaves him at the door, he ironically 
applauds. SShhee  ggrriinnss  iinn  ttrriiuummpphh  aanndd  
sswwiinnggss  ooffff  ddoowwnn  hhiiss  ppaatthh,, sswweeeett  

bbaacckkssiiddee  pprroommiinneenntt..   
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Lucinda drags her spirit together at 

breakfast and adopts a tragic poise and 
sublimity I can only marvel at. Then she’s 
gone: a tragic walk on cliffs in 
the grey wind.  Saul comes, sees my 
winded look, tells me to forget the whole 

thing. Bloody women. What hope have we got? 
And where is Claudia? Hanged herself with a bit 

of luck. I grin heartily; so does he. Gallows 
humour from the dour prof! I love where the 

great are fallen. It relieves me, don’t feel so 
alone. Because you see, I suspect with 

tongueless horror that life is a 
serious deadly affair where we all will 

dwindle and fail: those outsiders and victims 
who hopeless stare at their demise out of 

rounded rabbit eyes in the traps and 
dens and hovels and streets and palaces, in the 

flotsam of war and human foolery and 
pompous grandeur and wanting, 

ten thousand centuries of sufferings, a billion 
stories buried in the instants and tides of time, 

the blunderings, grievings, longings, stupid 
mistakes. And me? I claim to avoid all that. 

Solve the human dilemma, stay untouched! 
And nothing is beyond cost. My unholy 

vanity leaves me breathless. I tilt at the 
tides of suffocating care, scoff in the face of 

effort, fool myself I won’t and don’t suffer, cling 
to the notion of Beyond. And fear most of 
all… that I’m not special, that I may 

be a fool. 
On the moor, Lucinda is not far. In the 

grey morning wind, roamy seas 
are below her. I sit beside. - I went to 

see the Asian girl. She’s going to fail, likely die. 
Saul wanted to go but couldn’t. Miki was a real 

thing for him. She’s a part of me too, a too 
bloody big part. But I can tell you, because 
your round eyes will always haunt 
me, Lucy Lucinda. She faces outward, 

never looks. Did she hear, in this wind? 
Quietly step away: surprised at myself. 
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TTHHEERREE  AARREE  TTHHIINNGGSS  IINN  LLIIFFEE  II  

SSAAGGEELLYY  KKNNOOWW  AARREE  BBEEYYOONNDD  MMYY  

KKEENN..  Mind you, if I write about ‘em, how 

would they be? My ego is sticking forks in but 

I’ll have to let Lucinda become special to 

me, on a pedestal once and for all, otherwise 

all our previous angst will be wasted. Reader, 

you surely didn’t think I don’t want to reform, 

not be other than the curmudgeon I present to 

you! If you cut me do I not bleed? D’you know 

how it hurts to play cuttingly ironic devil’s 

advocate? And WWIITTHHOOUUTT MMYY  SSMMUUGG  

CCLLEEVVEERR  RRAAFFTT  OOFF  EEVVAASSIIOONNSS,, how 

could we ‘ave had a story anyway? Can’t 

expect me to change all at once. I’m invested 

in my lack of investment. Give me another 

century. And should my epistle contain 

‘character development’, ‘journey’, ‘happy 

ending’? I tell you life’s never that. We 

serendipitously take on this and that along the 

way and meanwhile OUR FAMILIAR 

PARTS OSSIFY, DROWN IN 

BUCKETS OF SELF-JUSTIFICATION. 

What parts? Attention-seeker who craves 

validation! Righteous critic of the human 

bullshit game! Scoffer at tradition and intellect. 

Sexist who parodies sexism, NARCISSIST 

IN HIS BUBBLE, self-sorry manipulating 

egotist whose self-put-down is pre-emptive 

defence; booster of outsiders ‘cause himself is 

ignored, ironic actor hypnotised in his own 

play, fool taunting at others’ foolery, dupe who 

can’t decide whether he’s ironical or 

romantical… 
BBLLAAAAAA..  AALLLL  TTHHEESSEE..  NNOO  CCHHAANNGGEE..  
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PARTS OSSIFY, DROWN IN 

BUCKETS OF SELF-JUSTIFICATION. 

What parts? Attention-seeker who craves 

validation! Righteous critic of the human 

bullshit game! Scoffer at tradition and intellect. 

Sexist who parodies sexism, NARCISSIST 

IN HIS BUBBLE, self-sorry manipulating 

egotist whose self-put-down is pre-emptive 

defence; booster of outsiders ‘cause himself is 

ignored, ironic actor hypnotised in his own 

play, fool taunting at others’ foolery, dupe who 

can’t decide whether he’s ironical or 

romantical… 
BBLLAAAAAA..  AALLLL  TTHHEESSEE..  NNOO  CCHHAANNGGEE..  
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FFrraanncceessccaa  MMaarrss  ttaakkeess  oovveerr  aass  

ppoowweerrffuull  ggiirrllss  mmiigghhtt..   I am 

installed in her little sitting room, and she leans 

on the door jamb and looks at me and I feel like 

a spare prick at someone’s wedding. My gaze 

slips down her jean leg that ends in a tunnel. 

Look at her eyes… and there’s the hint of a 

plea unvoiced, as if a wild 

skating rampage - then an upper-lip curl 

of irony that segues to a blush in her blossom 

cheek, then a far off wide-eyed question I could 

never answer… until the brittle power gaze 

settles again. All this in five cavernous seconds. 

And I see how grief and rage, poverty and 

littleness and hopeless hope hhaavvee  

ffuurrrroowweedd  tthhee  sseeaass  ooff  hheerr  eeyyeess  

tthheessee  ppaasstt  wweeeekkss - grey waves, winter 

seas, hourly and momentarily in circus parade 

or stomping nightmare; all the turgid hours of 

loneliness. And how she’d have cried for 

someone to take it away from her if she weren’t 

so sensible, but fears no-one will come - so, 

busily lest they see her grief, shrouds herself in 

sternness… which shrivels again like 

paper rice when aabbssuurrdd  lliittttllee  hhooppss  aanndd  

sshhuufffflleess  oonn  hheerr  ccrruuttcchh  betray her embarrassing 

living loss. Thus the eyes of Francesca Mars 

gleam out of the North like the 

Viking warrior god who 

crossed seas, laughed at storms, 

stared down horizon waves… yet somewhere in 

port a child stutters for the hand 

of kindness aanndd  tthhee  ffaatthheerrllyy  ccaarreessss  ooff  

ppeeaaccee.. 
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TTHHEEYY  TTOOOOKK  HHEERR  LLEEFFTT  FFOOOOTT  

OOFFFF  IINN  TTHHEE  NNIIGGHHTT.. Francesca Mars is 
officially incomplete and the bumptious press splash 

it, feeding voyeurs’ ten-second attention-pang. I hate 
‘em. Next night I follow Lena to the Split bar. Days 
pass. I can’t erase the braided visage on that pillow. 
Time and again her big eyes will open out of sleep, 

wwoonnddeerr  aatt  ssoommeetthhiinngg  eennoorrmmoouuss,,  ffaallll  
bbaacckk  ttoo  AA  vvooiidd.. Outside, a rump of wind 

shoves the city trees. What’s beauty where it only 
used to be? When her body slips away there’ll be 

whiteness… she’ll exist like that, float outside 
responsibility of a life, above the blue earth, gazing 

on old spheres that now seem so silly. But when the 
spidery world encroaches, her troubles will clamour 

in: the drug of unattachment will wear off. Can’t play 
any more the fields of possibility and push, irony, 
youth, posturing, childishness. The future yawns, 

and over the horizon lliikkee  tthhee  ssllooww  
ttrruunnddlliinngg  tthhrreeaatt  ooff  aa  ggrreeaatt  hheerrdd  ooff  

bbeeaassttss,, when the tremors of her End rustle the 
nerves at her fingertips, she’ll know the wild 

nameless Hope she used to have is gone. And her 
grinding work will begin: to keep the spirit inside 

the flesh. She’ll need a husband. It’s going to be me. 
We enter and she is sitting up. At the bed end a 

single bump under the cover. White smock, estuary 
of hair. Lady Shalott in her boat, drifting in a 

river. We sit on either side. She says: ‘an old man 
came and talked to me. He lost his wife. He told me 
to shine again since I was an angel, and I told him I 

would, but now I’m not at all sure’. I see a rim of tears 
ripple, patter on the snows of her face. She 

swallows - and the eyes stay open. She 
will not stand atop the mountain so soon, but water 

valleys below. Lena brought a bunch of yellow 
flowers. Can’t ignore them, Francesca says. I’ve 

stacked a phone with classic works. Choose your 
mood: slash wrists, melancholic, heroic, peace, clear 

thought, classic temple, surging seas, holiness… 
Mars looks at me. I witness deserts and skies in her 

planet eyes. I pray it won’t age her, make her hard. I 
laugh, but she and Lena don’t laugh. They’re holding 

hands, as girls do better than boys. I feel like a 
stranger. We’re all strangers to Francesca Mars 

uunnlleessss  iinnvviitteedd,,  iinnvviitteedd  iinnttoo  hheerr  
rruuiinneedd  hhoouussee.. 
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for sale! UNTAPPED 

SHADOWS…  
  

WHO SHALL WE PRAY TO?  IINNFFIINNIITTEE  
SSUUPPEERRMMAARRKKEETT  OOFF  DDEESSIIRREE.. 

FFAALLSSEE  AAUUTTOONNOOMMYY  OOFF  CCHHOOIICCEE..      
TTOOTTAALLIITTAARRIIAANNIISSMM  OOFF  

MMAANNIIPPUULLAATTIIOONN.. 
WHO SHALL WE PRAY TO?    

IINNVVEESSTTMMEENNTT  CCOONNFFOORRMMIISSTT  UUTTOOPPIIAA..    
tteecchhnnoollooggiiccaall  ccoonnssuummeerriisstt  mmeeddiiaall  
SSPPIINN  MMAACCHHIINNEE..  SSTTAAIIRRWWAAYY  TTOO  HHEEAAVVEENN?? 

 

BBrraavvee  nneewwAAGGEE::       
LLOOBBOOTTOOMMIISSEE..    LLOOBBOOTTOOMMIISSEE!! 

  
WWEE  NNEEEEDD  MMOORREE  ssuuppeerrffiicciiaall  

hhaappppiinneessss  wwiitthhoouutt  iittss  nneecceessssaarryy  
ooppppoossiitteess.. 

nneecceessssaarryy  ooppppoossiitteess.. 
 

WHAT WE NEED IS:    

TTHHEE  DDAARRKK  RROOOOMM          
ttoo  ffaaccee  tthhee  OOLLDD  IInnnneerr  

nniigghhttmmaarree,,  ssaarrddoonniicc  iirroonnyy,,  
wwoouunnddiinngg  ssaattiirree,,  rreeaalliittyy--

rreemmiinnddeerr,,  rriittee  ooff  ppaassssaaggee,,  
ssoouull’’ss  ddaarrkk  nniigghhtt,,  oobblliitteerraattiioonn  
ooff  ttiimmee,,  hhyyppnnoossiiss  ooff  bboorreeddoomm,,  
ppuurree  vviiccttiimm  tthhoouugghhttss..  mmeennttaall  

ssuuiicciiddee.. 
  

FFaaccee    TTHHEE  uunnttaappppeedd  
sshhaaddoowwss…… 

WHAT WE NEED:   BETTER 

ccaaccaapphhoonniieess  ooff  sseennssoorryy  eemmoottiivvee    

iinntteelllleeccttuuaall  pprrooppaaggaannddiisstt  

aassssaauulltt    BETTER  iinn--yyoouurr--ffaaccee  

ssuubblliimmiinnaall  ddaaddaa  aabbssuurrdd  

ddyyssttooppiiaann  wwiissee  ccooooLL   
EErraassuurree  TThheerraappyy.. 
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LATER, BACK IN HER DECK 

chair… the hedonist in love with 
nothing. Bondy wants to go in the pool. He 

flutters in the shallows like a little bug, smiles 
up at the woman, his simple benefactor. She is 
not ashamed. Libby Castro in her cotton frock 

looks out to sea. Whatever I do, the great 
silent world rolls on. Nothing ever happens. 

Look up at THE GREAT BLUE FIELD OF 
ENDLESS SKY, that legendary sunlight 

glittering on a glass ocean… Why live, why 
strive like we do? Only a human is made to ask 

outrageous questions. But we ask, it’s our 
metaphysic torture.  

TTHHEE  SSHHIIPP  SSAAIILLSS  OONN.. She falls asleep in 
the sun and has her simple dream. In the 

dream all is fresh and dewy like a lingering 
morning in the garden of god. Our past is 

gone, we’re oblivious on the journey to our 
end. Freedom has no history. She heard 

someone say that… A straw in wind, a 
circumstance, a clamour, whisper of a time that 

never was. Always alone, not lonely but 
somehow cradled. Lazy. Easy. Easy. 

     We must erase, she says. TTHHEERREE  IISS  NNOO  
SSUUCCHH  TTHHIINNGG  AASS  HHIISSTTOORRYY, except the 

stuff invented for the convenience of 
propagandists and politicians, the delectation 

of scholars, the solace of sentimentalists. There 
are no timelines, no consequences, no 

significances beyond the fancies of you and me. 
Where is the history of the voiceless, the 
forgotten, the unknown, the unspeakable 

little people - or the used-up animals, insects, 
bacteria, flotsam and jetsam who lived and 

passed away yet felt all things and documented 
nothing except that their very breath 

was a document of fact cast 
into the bright air, lost in millennial 

sky… These are never summoned by the 
denizens of the future, who invent and finger 

history only to serve themselves. It is our own 
story, concocted and manufactured for our 

business, our agendas… And all those powers-
that-be will want to summon Libby Castro 

back for her crimes. And she will never return. 
For WWIITTHHOOUUTT  HHIISSTTOORRYY  TTHHEERREE  IISS  

NNOO  GGUUIILLTT..  AANNDD  WWIITTHHOOUUTT  GGUUIILLTT  
TTHHEERREE  IISS  FFRREEEEDDOOMM.. AND FREEDOM 

HAS NO HISTORY.     
From: The Labyrinth     Nicholas Frost 
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SSuurrffaaccee  PPaarraaddiissee  Visible for unbroken 

miles on a great arc of coast stretching north 

and south, the clustering skyscrapers of 

Queensland’s Gold Coast thrust upward in 

audacious hope. Their sandy roots grasp at the 

cusp of land and sea and sky, and crinkling 

strangely in their walls of mirror glass are 

yellow-blue bands of strand and sea. Their 

climax of hope comes all at once, and behind 

is an unclimax of water-suburbs, nestling flatly 

amid canals and inlets, replete with subtropic 

palms of lucent green that flutter in ample 

Queensland sun - each with a little village of 

smooth pink roads and calming humps, cake-

and-coffee shop, plump office of real estate. 

Deep sleep suburbs and no city in sight, a 

great body without a head. Here the folks come 

to live their long late afternoon, to hunker 

down to life beyond the old struggle pits of 

sweat and need and false hope - those things 

that happened before we made it, before we 

entered lucky-country heaven while still on 

earth. At the boat harbour, tethered white 

hulls sleekly tilt and drift on imperceptible 

tides. They never leave shore. Golf links 

greenly breathe in yellow private sun. Avenues 

of Hollywood palms, their serrated pineapple 

trunks curling upward in California movie 

dreams, bring the nostalgia of maritime and 

sunlit places, the feeling that there never was a 

place or time not like this, where we retreat 

into child days of sand and loafers, leathery 

tans and carefree tennis, salad and terrace 

drinks. And at day’s end we gaze out at white 

birds wheeling and diving for fish under a 

dream-orange purple sunset on a darkening 

glitter sea. This, in our last few clustered 

years, is the timeless heaven of reward. 

From: The Wandering    Nicholas Frost 
www.mouthsofillusion.com     nfrost@odp.com.au 
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On the beachfront at midday I watch the 

faces of Indian or Muslim tourists hovering 

over the strand, sporting their unbeachy bling 

and their button-eyed kids, and I see in their 

eyes a familiar gleam: the legendary golden 

strand at Surfers’ Paradise! Their expressions 

signal a kind of arrival; the brochures didn’t 

lie! They drink the blue with their eyes, gaze 

left and right down the duned arc of coast 

before turning to goggle at blue towers that 

dream glassily over the mirror ocean. At 

last, the arrivistes whisper, the gate to a dream 

we always lived in the wanting of it. There is 

nowhere else to ever go, all other places are 

erased for this is paradise… a promise that 

things might always be this, in perpetual sun 

under perpetual sky, the green gleaming 

breakers surging and curling on the yellow 

strand at our feet, a sketch of eternity by the 

shores of a great sea, our little chance to 

believe we’re a thing that matters, creatures at 

peace, that our short days in the sun are really 

eternal days and fruitful-filled. Heaven is really 

a place, a place where nothing need happen 

ever again. We render quiet applause to those 

who made it. No cause for envy, we all can 

make it! The great sentinel towers call to us, 

we denizens, who gather behind in 

lower green heavens, invest our careful 

moneyed life, pass on, unperceptible 

and undisturbed. 
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‘once upon a FOREVER TIME 

in a forever beginning, aann  iinnccoonncceeiivvaabbllee  

EEmmppeerroorr  ccoonnjjuurreess  oouutt  ooff  hhiimmsseellff   

THE OTHER. Willing a guileful 

forgetting in his own heart, the Emperor 

says ‘Can there be oneness without parts, 

light without darkening, emperor without 

dominions? In me is the source of all 

streams that flow forever, and II  aamm  

iinneexxpplliiccaabbllee  ppoowweerr,,  ppuullssiinngg  eenneerrggyy,,  lliigghhtt  

tthhaatt  tthhiicckkeennss,,  ccoonnjjuurroorr  ooff  nnaammee,,  aattoomm,,  

ttiimmee,,  ssppaaccee.. I am all creatures of the 

darkening, the maker of relationship and 

cause and effect, of ALL JOURNEYS 

BACK TO THE HEART. I initiate the 

uunnssttooppppaabbllee  ddeesscceenntt  iinnttoo  ffiiccttiioonn,, and just 

as iinn  tthhee  bbeeggiinnnniinngg  wwaass  tthhee  wwoorrdd  aanndd  tthhee  

wwoorrdd  wwaass  wwiitthh  ggoodd, so through language as 

name and form I generate all that can be 

grasped. II  ccrreeaattee tthhee  iinnddiivviidduuaall who 

embeds himself in KARMIC 

RELATIONSHIP by channels of 

intellect, imagination and sense, and since 

these channels are nothing but ideas in my 

eternal mind, tthheeyy  aarree  ddoooommeedd  nneevveerr  ttoo  bbee  

ffuullffiilllleedd.. Thus I affirm that no substantive 

thing ever happens… so that this 

wandering, tthhiiss  ssttrraannggee  sseeeekkiinngg  ooff  aa  hhoommee 

from whence the ego falsely appears to be 

exiled, is BUT A POETIC 

DALLIANCE, AN EDDY,  
a Becoming.’ 
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