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AN IMPARTIAL NARRATIVE 
OF THE LATE MELANCHOLY OCCURRENCES

I was wrong. I belie, usher in a refusal. I conceal intention. I accept. Is there, 
hereabouts? I’ll show you a level-headed approach, an expedient stratagem. 
I’m any one of several species named.
 
He should take steps to participate in his own fate. I am also found in the 
meanwhile. Say it: I am found in the intervening period of time. Or, one 
cannot name the unspeakable so posited.
 See, he was designing submarines hundreds of years before anyone 
thought of it. In the meantime, I shall lend you a script. On the other hand, 
he has said very little. Meanwhile, more about how he plans to live out what 
remains of his time; if he misbehaves, let us know. I am usually wrong. Say 
it — by this, by all accounts, at that very moment, a long way ago. 
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Two pieces of music, moving in almost the same direction. Noun: an open 
or transparent receptacle. The consecrated host is poised for veneration. 
Our bearer is a variable subject: now is the time to roam indeed, and room 
enough when there is in this wilderness but one man et cetera. 
 
I’m one of those identity people. This question is set up in monstrous 
opposition. Precisely here is found the isolation of a new moon. We are 
incorporated. We are notional. We are incorporated to attract attention to 
our originary cause. These samples I like to call Type T groups.
 Here we are again, the satellite. An acausal connecting principle 
suddenly burst into the room; it sounded like the wind. Back then every 
storm had a name. I persevered; I would have preferred, I could once have 
been inclined. He’s trying to wound me. The law of murder was in a state 
of disarray — one brother was shot in the abdomen with a crossbow. This 
moment appears ripe and the town is closed for plague. Next day the serum 
arrived by plane. 
 I said I had forgotten to forgive the man in question. 
 
The painting was so fi ne you could see all the insects. I once saw fi refl ies 
I remember in a municipal park and they saw me transfi xed. Space was 
contorted, the colours saturated. Nonetheless, I took her mittened hand in 
mine; it’ll be mid-April before I start levitating again. 
 I think your attention is required. The painting was so fi ne you could 
see a chrysalis. A boulder appeared as a void, peopled about with fi gures, 
waiting. The staircase rose into emptiness. Joseph stood in the middle, quite 
yellow. (I’m missing the cunt already.) I am pointing out where the river 
fl ows uphill under pressure. I did not step into it even the once, I had no 
need to step into it. I refused to step. I had no desire. I’ve had enough of this. 
The painting was so fi ne you could see a butterfl y, or a moth. I am going to 
say to him Monday: you don’t know me in person. I am at that point. I’ll let 
everything go until Monday. 

I can’t do this any more. Open yourself up. He could not survive. He survived. 
He woke up and survived. I am beginning to understand how energy 
functions, I am beginning to understand how electromagnetism interacts 
with time. Due to the precessional cycle, every seventy-two years the 
background of stars against which the sun rises on any given date moves 
anticlockwise by one degree. The shadow cast was long and thin; inside was 
all stone, sandstone. Origin was mediaeval. 
 I must outwit, prevail. I must lie down. I must prostrate myself 
before you. (Excuse my petrol.) I must distil. And I will be trampled by the 
wayside — I must anchor myself upon the surface of the spinning earth. 
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This is without doubt a form of extemporizing; I will make use. I must be 
exploited in a randomly selected stratagem toward autodestruction. 
 Origin is thrown down before us. We lay fl at. I am striding up the hill 
toward you come the night. I fought my way out of a dream state, the agony 
in the garden — the sky fragmented into clearly outlined shapes that pulsed 
in distinct patterns, a rhythm communicating a signal, something I could 
not consciously grasp. I thought it was the northern lights but it wasn’t. And 
there was a single star, Sirius, or maybe it was Venus.

These are mistaken blueprints, the product of fearing to make certain 
ancestors too powerful. A detachment is about to be made; dissent has 
been criminalized. We made a move. We are about to make a move. There 
was this signal, the dead man’s handle. It was like the old era. It was like 
the old era only revised, if it had any sense. We are forbidden in our moral 
code. He imagines a potential act (things like passers by). He runs off . He 
imagines. He comes back. Imagine his disappointment. He refuses to act. 
One thing you can guarantee. 
 I’m not paying money to watch this. Who or what amplifi es your 
insuffi  ciency? He suggested some years ago an interesting experiment. 
 The syndrome of psychiatry runs through genealogies, and these 
form a delineable entity — they have somatic correlates, they have psychic 
mechanisms. When the sun reaches the most northerly extent of its annual 
range, we are ten days early. Death was viewed from the outside. What 
place remains? Who ordered the suspect to fl ee inside whole families, into a 
silence of condemnation? Gunsmiths got in for free. I heard a great drumroll 
inside my head.

MISTER SAINT 

You’ll be fl ying all around the room next. This is a very unusual case. The 
critical thing is to reach the bottom of the pit and keep very still. I have said 
things in the past.  
 What is causing these affl  ictions as swiftly as possible? I have said 
things about the future slipping into the present. But I am here you ask. I 
told them before that I was uncontrollable abundance. (You move and 
you’re dead.) Culturally, it’s all over. 
 Unfl inching, I sustained eye contact. Then he came up to me. 
Everything is wrong, misremembered. He spoke. I should have felt privileged 
but did not. I refused. 
 Lately, we constantly defer. Why we are in the eyes of a dying man 
refracted? I am with the trend toward stillness, quietude. I exist in idiomatic 
phrases such as mine alone, mine one, mine unwitting. See those words. See 
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those words belonging to me. It’s a martial thing — I who am not, a fl eeting 
artefact. I’m following up every possibility. 
 Archaeology — I know. You said it before, the science of infi nite 
corruption. 
 
Her muscle was playing up in the shower, restless limb. Steer clear of the 
fl oor. I am the expected usual — no intrinsic meaning, nothing. Well, we 
hadn’t slept for three days. I am fading away. All the cameras were there 
and I cut my index on the bathroom door. 
 The rest of the team was wondering where she had fl ed. She’s got 
change; I drowned in the bath. What do you expect. She got nothing. Or to 
will death in the selfsame way? We will be in love until the razor cuts the 
song went. It’s no coincidence; the event was alive. Our enquiry is once in 
a lifetime. Start the armed resistance now, we’re careering into borrowed 
atrocity. (It’s the same with inches.) It’s about your identity. It’s nice to fi nd 
diff erent things in diff erent places. But in using a word, in using any letter, 
one can’t put a sound to soundlessness.

He wore the same clothes and threw two punches — see, the revolution 
of death is what fascinates us. How could they truly wish to be, familiar 
as they are with the boredom of constructive alienation? I’m the one who 
tyrannizes; it says here that I opted out. There isn’t time to put everything 
back in order.  
 Blanks are fi red into the air to make the hostages get down. Then 
they switch to live ammunition. One of the girl hijackers dies instantly.

O gathered misters, death’s appeal led me to this conference — the fact of 
existing or occurring together with something else. In theology, the doctrine 
is that the body and blood are present. I am ignorant of your things; I have 
run out of money. I am ignorant of the weapon to hand. If I don’t keep 
walking, I shall die. If he forgets, he forgets. 
 I made a list: the sacral horns of a Mithraic type, the fi rst and second 
sacral vertebrae et cetera. The medical accused is downstairs past x-ray — 
we have sold his records for a small fortune. What’s happened to tragedy I 
asked the paramedic. 
 
Hello I’m storm she said holding out a metal claw. There was all this 
infrastructure. Her interior smelt like winter debris.
 Language limits penetration; I’m reaching peak futility in the 
adopted pattern. It is clear that she is not. Your meaning breaches the 
maxim: see her dispatch of night’s visitation. 
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I HOPE DEATH ISN’T LIKE THIS 

Once we held fast yet abandoned. We are exclusively oriented. What counts 
most is the sentence in which a subtle interlacing of ‘use’ and ‘mention’ is 
exploited. The mirror in the salon next door was encrusted: fl yblown abattoir 
of our youth et cetera. I am driven to submit you to an hour of new literature.

I begin at once with a song today — imagine blood aerosol or naked fl ame in 
zero gravity. There is no other theme upon which our thoughts and feelings 
have changed so little since the earliest times. Discarded forms have been 
completely preserved under a thin disguise. 
 ‘They stitch you up, don’t they,’ she adds, tongue probing to inner ear. 
 The mediaeval notion of history as a malfunctioning translation has 
never been bettered. I evoke the emancipative character of our relationship, 
that disfi gured spectre: the insect becoming unto itself. 

The retail where she worked slash died was a poisonous mass of 
incompetence and sabotage. It can only be assumed that they bring the 
remembrance of their species with them into each new existence — that is, 
they have preserved memories of what was experienced by their ancestors. 
I remember that fi nal day. She looked at me in the half light. 
 ‘Did you see it splitting? Did you see your spine going scream?’  
 ‘The only true initiatives involve ourselves, alone. It’s vital to understand 
that home is a place where you have never been, and never will be.’
 See, there’s a limit to the precision with which the position and 
momentum of a particle can be simultaneously known. The fact that nothing 
ever stands fast is paradoxically grounded in my quietude.

Lie still, at the precise median between points W and X. In the snowfall, 
the tree outside is so white, I can hardly look at it. A hare fl ashes across the 
shingle. I am exiled from today’s anticipations, exiled from today’s covenant. 
They had the smallest teeth. 

We were conveyed on a parallel journey at the same instant, some of us 
lost among the stars — a yellowing half-moon swollen through the cloud 
base — others crossed a stormy sea in a papier mâché catamaran. Then 
she says, your pietà, that policed agon that seems to follow you around, 
I cannot bring myself to look upon it, thou trammelled through such pain 
and so on.

They used a three-layered dragnet, designed such that a man entering 
through one of the outer sections will push the razor-mesh core through the 
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reticulum on the further side, forming a snare in which he is trapped. The four 
points of the compass slid together to draw an ellipse. Origin is so named 
because the motion of the brain is restricted by its serpentine grooves.
 This is not to say that Chronicle B fares any better. His remedies 
were weak: sage and wormwood, some kind of marsh plant, hyssop and 
blind faith, all in minute quantities. It’s not the violence that sets a man 
apart, it is the distance that he’s prepared to go. I too am a descendant, an 
off shoot, origin obscure; I am named from one of the hills that encircle the 
lough. Physical nature encroaches on world history — indeed, the man in 
whom I placed my hope has stationed his heel above my skull, that is to say, 
he has trodden down.
 I’m founding a system of what claims to be knowledge but has 
no basis in scientifi c fact: a shadow, a raised track across low wet ground, 
an island breached at low tide. A large number of treatises have survived 
thanks to the refusal of my disciples to burn them in compliance with the 
edicts of the law. A story is told. 

PLOT

While they were on the journey the travellers fell asleep. Suddenly they 
woke. The carriage had come to a standstill in the depths of a wood — not a 
path as far as eye could see and no one understood how they had got there. 
One among them looked around and cried watchman.
 Who goes the answer came from the thicket.
 The pharmacist.
 The voice replied this time but never again.
 A road opened up and the carriage drove on. The travellers 
recognized the region, but had never seen a wood in these parts. They did 
not dare to look back. 
 See, a land of future promise or return: exile hostaged for exile, a 
ransom pay-off  — being here persists, gently hammering, softly lamenting 
itself. Only the innermost keep survives in derelict fulfi lment. The advertised 
dolmen eluded us, as did the septic tank. 
 We have reached an extreme limit of revelation — a simple fi gure 
of ourselves, forever snared by the illusion that we have victoriously faced 
down all comers, every limb cued to a mistimed defence. I don’t have an 
inner, being total threshold.
 There are no less than thirty-six of these stratagems. The same may 
be said for the various knots of this intrigue, those false proofs, diabolic 
suggestions. I set off  to meet some ancestors of my own — one pressed 
close and asked who the fuck are you and where the fuck are you from. 
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ASH OF LITHIUM 

To wit, the curvature of light rays by the gravitational fi eld of the sun. I’m the 
hoax that is forever anticipated: I was suddenly recognized in the remote 
silver mines of the Sierra Madre. I replied. 
 While disruption will not be the fi nal purpose of an enemy attack, 
it can be an eff ective means of forcing the defender to retreat, and in the 
process sacrifi ce other strongholds.  
 So far so good. I’m the one who is always stationed beside, before the 
fading light at ruinous cove — thunderheads torn at distance, beyond which 
nothing but sunken ships of the old line, our emigrants and executioners. 
 Polyethylene and algae of rust lapped at the shoreline. Then another 
came, stealing in behind as we stood at arms, he gracious in his own wake, a 
fi tting spectre of the rebel count. 

THE DISTRACTS

The better of the two prints has ‘shell’, the other has ‘reason’. 

Total mobilisation of the populace, smart schizophrenia at the core of a 
forced-leisure economy. I am detonating non-violent crime. I am detonating 
violent crime. I am the violence you refuse to acknowledge, an untimely 
reminder of your own capabilities. I am committed to your fraud. I have no 
need to justify anything: my time in the dock was a deliverance, thank you. 
Did you have a convincing reason for your actions? Were you aware of what 
you were doing at the time? 
 Time? I thought we were going to kickstart a family — arson, pets, 
malignant cells and everything. 

When the anatomical or genetic approaches cannot reveal the cause, as had 
been hoped, then the pathological bias must attack its problems through 
invented measurements. Yet these numerous gambits fail to swerve the 
family from its failure to accommodate the average incendiary. I am self-
legitimising. I am the given proof. You will have already begun the slow 
decline into insidious competition with yourself, choking on your own 
corpse gas. And is that your id all over the fl oor?
 See, he has made several important contributions to mathematical 
logic, especially the incompleteness. And there is still no algorithm to solve 
the halting problem.
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A BRIEF HALT AT A NEIGHBOURHOOD WASTELAND 

For years they lived in a wilderness. He survived off  her drippings alone, 
strung as she was across the bough of a tree burst from the epicentre of 
Trinity’s neat lawn, trunk swollen at the base to scrotal sac. A causeway of 
broken glass formed the only exit, where the rotting hide of some titanic 
carcass sucked at the quicksand. We staggered across the boardwalk 
spanning a tar-pit. There was a circle of stones; I refused to kiss them. 
The only waterfall fell close by at the head of a cobbled alley, where I was 
identifi ed as the mutineer that I am — a heavy hand upon the shoulder and 
it all fl ooded back: the inquisitory, the cell, untold deferrals of a courtroom, 
the fi nal decree.  
 The poisoned garden we could not fi nd. An arc lamp swung, the 
cone of its beam criss-crossing the camp from high in a watchtower. There 
was a razed icehouse to which the roots of native trees clung gnarled and 
defi ant — even the white, which is still clear in the torrent of drapery, had a 
liverish colour about it. 
 The wooden jetty on the lake roiled beneath our feet. She recited. 
There were rumours of an oubliette, the perfect signal of our lassitude: one 
way in, no way out. Stranded at the shoreline, storm under storm shuddered 
through our head — the sea was black and lights of the port emerged as we 
sought landfall, the ship’s prow veering silent to a deserted wharf. The tram 
to the centre surrendered at the periphery. Every surface was etched upon, 
a swarm of copperplate graffi  ti, burnished bone across the ancient darks. 
Hail drove horizontal. From the murder hole things were fl ung — the spiral 
stair crushed the breath from me as I clung to its rope. You could see for 
miles, see absolutely nothing. The homeward track had been forsaken to a 
trespass of sallow mud. 
 Evening had fallen when we woke and the sand and arid grasses 
glowed no longer. There were rumours of a horse graveyard, prehistoric 
ferns, a dungeon with surgical altar, the ulna of a griffi  n — everything one 
could possibly need. The keep had been used in feudal times for the worst 
purposes, and in later days as a place of storage for some highly combustible 
substance. We struck camp at the frontier, forever on the move, perpetual 
motion made fl esh. Blanched ivy crawled veinous across the facade of a 
disused limekiln. 
 Beyond the rampart of the fort was an isolated cemetery, set 
aside for the dispossessed of that redoubt. The light faded, taking its 
time: defensive wooden spikes smeared with pitch were driven into the 
counterscarp and ignited. At the parapet she asks, are you with the vertigo 
once more? I peered down into the grey-green mist, and whispered. 
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THERE’S NO I IN ASSASSIN 

A story set in the seventeenth century but which ends in venom and 
tragedy. Memory is possessed, it is therefore such deathless publics 
that we shall encounter: the pragmatic human, vacuum packed and 
volunteering for surveillance. Always be prepared for a long siege, never 
assume a quick rescue. 
 Of unknown derivation, the bloom is a perennial herb of the genus so 
called, belonging to the family and bearing spikes of purple-white fl owers. 
(He’s just going to walk into a park like that and fi re off  a gun?) These 
libations can remind us. Our second pointer is the observation that states 
such as joy and exultation and triumph, which give us the normal model for 
mania, depend on the same economic conditions. Whereas in the fi eld you 
must travel light to maintain mobility, in your own home you have the luxury 
of storing and maintaining a plethora of weapons. 

Emancipative thought is impossible; there’s a sector of the mind in which 
clairvoyance and accident engage ceaselessly in games of chance. Apart 
from the purpose of absolute defence, each of these forms may have a 
further one: that of feigned defence. An empty show of resistance can, of 
course, be used in connection with a number of other measures, with any 
position that is not simply an overnight neurosis. 
 The confl ict between my personal drives and the demands of the 
cultural superego are forming nouns all about me in the air. Biology forms 
names of spectral constituents. Botany forms roots with a name ending in 
idiot (your genes are stupid et cetera). Zoology denotes an animal belonging 
to a family without a rating. A fast-running beetle headlong covers the 
predatory ground. 
 Origin is late century, from modern pleurisy, suggesting a kind of 
crabwise gait.

From my room at night I could oversee the estuary with its string of orange 
burn-off  fl ares, punctuating the darkness. Everyone wanted to go. I ended up. I 
had my favourites. I had nothing to wear. I said one more before I go. But I can 
remember turning around and around with embers fl oating down about my 
ears and the snow so deep as far as the eye and a single gunshot that echoed 
in the silence of the forest. 

I am suggesting the memory of a bloodline — astromancy insists upon a 
meteor sent from a specifi ed constellation. We are evaporating from a great 
height. I loathe my voice, detest the vapour of breath that escapes the 
petrifi ed lung. Then again, my voice probably loathes me. 
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 Take a deep one. My own nerves were tearing open the fl esh, wave 
upon wave unendurable. If indeed they had arranged the megaliths into an 
astrological clock, their primary goal was usurpation: the disappearance of 
a celestial body in the shadow of another.

SO MUCH FOR THE MISTER CALLED JUPITER 

Picture in your mind an island whose fringes are covered with reeds and 
stands in darkness in the midst of the primaeval water. That night visitation 
who crouched over me, it was you, a malignant you, she says. Some of the 
tiny grey fi gures swarming over the architect’s model of the shopping mall 
were naked, others clothed. When death is viewed from the outside, what 
price remains? I have things to do, things to see to. 
 ‘You fear me, I have to say, you fear me, but no less than I fear thee.’ 
 Then a gun went off , what’s called a retort. The glass bricks that 
formed one wall of the cell converted its interior to an oven; I stripped naked 
and worked out while waiting for the promised duty solicitor, who never 
appeared. Sensory deprivation causes the prisoner to hallucinate — come 
dawn, the police broke down the door; to be on the safe side, they’d brought 
along a psychiatrist. Will this aff ect your career they said. 
 
Then again, I have long observed in her the tendency to eroticize the details 
of everyday life. An abandonment has occurred: twin suicide by agency of 
shotgun (see list). I saw my own name in neon, one of those as-if-handwritten 
solid light confections. I stood beneath it feeling vain and confused while 
strangers photographed me holding a used book with broken spine. During 
the period of my vagabondage, again and again I would pack the precious 
volumes with their dust covers into a battered old suitcase.
 There are those who lack the rumination to simply be, resist 
immersing themselves in the purely speculative. I quite understand: back 
then, no one wanted anything more to do with the other humans living 
on the peninsula — mass migration across the cape to the plateau was 
imminent. But she did seek to fashion her own existence, did she not? Six 
more names I must fi nd, then I may depart forever.
 I remain decayed through all the ages, sightless and undiscovered 
— that’s the purpose of dynamic forgetfulness, which functions like a 
gatekeeper. We wandered to and fro across the plains. 
 See, there’s all sorts of journeys.  

I’ve long believed in the inordinate value of my desires. Two workers were 
killed on the spot. Stop, I said, I’m no alienist, my crimes were already 
documented before I committed them; some of my novels I actually wrote 
myself. I’ve reached an age when I no longer feel unbreakable, though to 
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remedy this the idea of immortality grows more attractive each day. 
 The individual at a lunar phase of development might be childlike 
and egocentric in all his dealings with the world, and for sure, the moon 
is getting closer on its collision course with mother earth. It was once 
considered a privilege to be incarnated.
 
 Dear Head
 Yes, so it is. I missed that. I keep missing things that are there right in 
front of me. On the other hand, I tend to notice things that aren’t there at all, 
by way of redress.
 Yours, forever
 
Upon waking, she says during the night you coiled yourself in razor wire and 
went berserk — and, I swear, the house is trying to speak to us. 
 On retirement, citizens were given an iron horse, whether they 
needed one or not. Some of the other writers were political. And sure 
enough, a trail of scrawled, semi-legible letters had emerged in the night 
from within the corrugated roofi ng visible through the study window, a 
species of architectural dermographia. 
 
The marquis’ activity during the revolution clearly proves that he wished to 
be ostracized from any collectivity imaginable. And our life is full of such 
harsh testament, from forces we no longer understand. When we met, at 
the right moment, we were ready for each other and the work we had to 
accomplish. If I did politics, things would only get worse: collapsing buildings, 
Armageddon times, volcanic lava bursting from beneath the tarmac. . . . I 
recognize the name, but aside from that, nothing about you is familiar. I’m 
not very good with names. 
 After a brief pause, he replies. 
 ‘And storm the son said who is it that we should serve. Is not he the 
son. And what of his off er?’

MY COLLECTED DEATH THREATS, No. 33
   
Not long after, she suddenly went blind. She outlived him by forty years: 
going home was no longer an option. But a truly bold fi gure does not readily 
roll over and die; birth and death were the dramatic entry and exit points, 
and therefore of great interest to everyone. Other forms crept closer, his 
own identity was fading, a few light taps et cetera. . . . A conical cap with the 
top bent forward was worn in ancient times. A conical cap with the top bent 
forward is now identifi ed. A conical cap with the top bent forward is the cap 
of liberty. A conical cap with the top bent forward is a conical cap given to 
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slaves when they are freed. A conical cap with the top bent forward has been 
used as a symbol in more recent times. 
 This is a stamp, a seal of our malcontent. Nonetheless, he slew 
himself on one of the days (see below). But I cannot talk about this at length, 
anything at length; I confess to be little favoured by my native and barbed 
way of speaking. In those far-off  days, the level of the ocean was lower and 
the land rose to drift and settle. 
 Let’s write our names in the sand. A doll wrapped tightly in black 
gaff er tape, its mouth gagged, hands cuff ed frontward, has been strung 
upside down swinging from the promenade rail to face the sea. You are 
stationed outside today, my sentry, nascent martyr.

Rather, he wanted to infl uence public opinion with his brand of doughty 
eloquence. He dedicated the book. I’m on a tunnel. The lift made a grinding 
noise and the intercom spoke in tongues. (What’s a symbol?) One resident 
had sellotaped toilet tissue across the grille. I wrote help and went home.
 
These remarks took place upon the dawning of each new day, the sun 
rising in Pisces or whatever, buried deep within hazard — a roll of the 
die, the aleatory imperative. At fi rst, as we sank beneath the waves there 
was confusion, a sensation of mass, streams of bubbles rising from the 
geothermal vents strung out across the ocean bed. Every page of the book 
had been superimposed onto a single sheet, a maze of black ink. 
 Our ancestors have held custodianship over the land for millennia; 
that should even things up. O that we should linger outside in the freezing 
yard beside the castellan’s waiting sledge, as a fearful spirit might.
 
The district in which we lodged was cadastral, something to do with the 
stars she said. And within their compass some do themselves violence; I am 
weary of the daily homicide. (We tend to forget that Haydn wrote fi fteen 
full-scale operas.) The point is that this palimpsest persuades us. And, rabbi, 
origin is late from old abatement. 
 We had to descend to reach the fl agstone interior, cool in the heat 
of the day. My skull kept falling off  and people laughed. Then the day grew 
worse still: I learnt that I’d undergone open heart surgery on numerous 
occasions throughout my life, from infancy, yet had no memory of these 
interventions. A trail of numbers printed on brown wrapping paper unwound 
down the centre of the road; it was my task to count these digits aloud to 
infi nity. Your anthems are no longer anthems. 
 I was shot through a narrow glass tube full of a translucent fl uid, 
to the top of a slender tower that rose thousands of feet above the earth. 
I saw angels ascending and descending. At its apex in the clouds was a 
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circular platform upon which I was to perform various sacraments. I remain 
a saboteur to this day. 

Genesis is middle via old from lost attention. They gave what they needed 
to give. Branches lashed against the fl anks of our carriage as intestines were 
unravelled. Upon my return to earth, I learned that my passage had been a 
trial run for future ascents, a journey which only an elite band was equipped 
to undertake. Every man must know that I am clay. 
 Black columns of water shot up out of the sea. Set into the 
whitewashed wall were two memorial cabinets in which are arranged tiny 
handwritten cards commemorating the dead — beneath each slip a bulb, to 
be illuminated at the deceased’s precise hour of death. Plastic pomegranates 
hung from a trellis fastened to a central cage. Messages had been scrawled 
onto scraps of paper and crammed into every available crevice of the decaying 
brickwork. Exquisitely crafted vessels of purifi ed water held thirsty stems — 
there was even a compact cell built to house the neighbourhood golem. The 
numerous recesses set into the metre-thick walls are blocked at the viewing 
end by wooden plugs, aged and worn smooth by uncountable gaze.   
 And still I say that with language for once set aside, it is as if lightning 
had blasted through my guilty cranium. I make you uneasy; I illuminate the 
violence within that you refuse to acknowledge. Writing means above all 
trying to stay outside of the text: the winner of the game is the one who has 
taken the least cards. 
 What’s left is mimicry without imitation. And the seraphim too reply. 

It’s said the whole earth is full of marvels. There was a man on the train who 
looked just like the inquisitor in the fi lm from the future with liquescent black 
eyes. At that time, I was incapable of recognizing one of the most beautiful 
buildings in the ghetto — that place served later as a charnel house, a human 
abattoir. After making love, the fi rst thing she remarked was of the man on 
the radio who designed ornamental wooden music stands, but had nothing 
to say about them. A solemn mass is a mass in which all sections apart from 
the epistle are sung in polyphony or plainchant. 
 The machine began leaking as soon as it started heating up — 
my own sentence is also subject to a ceremonial mental setting, distant 
memories of the mines of sulphur. We are backing up. 
 ‘But I recognize the man who is unalloyed onement et cetera.’ 
 We are backing off . What do you say the young girl gasped. We will 
soon be arriving. We’re talking about a man who just two years ago wasn’t 
sure whether he wanted to live or not. I took all those pills — on regaining 
consciousness, I felt weak and dizzy and could barely stand. Your discomfort 
at your own projected guilt is not my concern.
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Now he is helping me with the removal of everything that has been collected 
on the roof of the house. Origin is mediaeval nerve, relating to velocity and 
mass. This book consists largely of refl ections on the vanity of death; you 
have no idea what I’m capable of, unclouded as I am by conscience, remorse 
or delusions of morality. In contrast, her heart was an empty kitchen. 
 The surface of the earth began to breath, rising and falling, systole 
and diastole, before dissolving into a million tiny hexagrams.

I could see a tornado forming on the horizon of the sea. Tell me what this 
thing is I pleaded. How does it look to you in all your glory, mister? 
 I think I know what is the matter. His connexion, his refusal, and his 
bitter revolt against the family as the source of all oppression, are shown in 
detail just as they were experienced. And I have given him the power to eat 
thereof, to steal his portion; this is the gift. He shall not much remember the 
days of his life. There was a minute of silence, and then another.
 Now, with ballet, I was never sure what it was I was supposed to 
be looking for — I even shouted this out in the street. Before mine eyes, 
a track soared its way up one fl ank of the mountain and straight into the 
starlight. (Ninety steps should do it.) This is in accordance with your letter, 
your unbroken waters. I would like to believe, I would like to see some 
appropriate behaviour, please. 
 Then came a map of an interesting part of Switzerland, a survey of 
unusually hatched glaciers, our coastline disappearing and reappearing in 
haphazard fashion. The gradient to the keep was impossible: this bastion 
had been constructed to hold something in, not the villagers out. 
 And that is all I remember of the dreary ending of a day of total 
frustration. Nonetheless, we will not be beaten on price, we will not be 
beaten on quality, and we will not be beaten on aftersales service.
 She literally had three minutes of her life remaining. 
 
On Mount Olympus, there exists a complicated love triangle. You fall short 
of me in two respects: fi rst, you are in a body, and second, you are visible. 
Mother keeps saying she wants to die and refuses to eat. Another example 
ran I learned to be more open and not such a Nazi in the studio. 
 See, yet another form of divination. 
 Now one of the hard margins bears upon us; already we had 
travelled so far from the forest that I could not see it when I turned to look 
back. I would like to believe that you alone are the cause of my malcontent 
— it’s like in chemistry, where there are so many things of which we have 
not heard. 
 There are so many objects that I have seen and forgotten.
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Did you go running in the warm summer rain and fork lightning? I thought of 
you. You must have passed that brutalist moment and the largest equestrian 
statue in the solar system. We cannot have done without a leave-taking; I 
feel no restraint to my compulsions. 
 Opera was indiff erent. I am wanting of continuation. As folklore 
began to depart from biology, hell and death were personifi ed — I descended 
to the underworld but found my way barred: hell knew that my visit would 
diminish its power. I chose a pilgrim badge in the form of a scallop shell and 
lit out for the territory. Lucifer’s eyes were illuminated and he pointed a 
sharpened fi ngernail as he whispered your soul belongs to me. I smashed 
the iron bars and bronze bolts of the gate. I asked whether it might be better 
for the whole world not to exist than for one law-abiding citizen to suff er. 
 
We are light years away. Observation of star formation is made diffi  cult by 
the great distances and by the concentrations of dust that obscure certain 
critical stages. No one believes me. The answers that follow face suff ering 
squarely: to suggest that we live in acceptance of our fragility is fucking 
idiotic, to suggest that our dreams may be interpreted and harbour meaning 
is fucking insane. 
 This is a rather romantic way of dealing with circumstances, I 
understand; however, if you have any questions I will be happy to try and 
answer them — for example, the Orion Nebula: I made it out of synthetic 
resin and textile fi bres, polymers of acrylic acid. Then she tells me yellow biro 
is more like amber or dead grass. Our power lies in our ability to make time 
unworkable. 
 
If you’re not sure what to do, mister, do nothing. It was like a large glass 
dome slowly coming down over our heads. Mister, do you remember what 
colour train we got on next? 
 This should be a wage problem, where origin is mid-century, bang in 
the middle — from to dart, from outpace plus lance, and to hurl. Yet mister 
exaggerates the logic of capital in his time. 
 I could see the car light through the canopy of foliage, the fi re 
dragon and the damp bedding stacked alongside the image of a mountain 
pass, repeated to infi nity. 
 No word has come to an end and no phrase. You are not being said, 
voice: listen and withdraw — the moment of death occurs when the physical 
and psychological become so separated that it is impossible to keep their 
systems synchronized. 
 One answer to your question is fear. The idea of talking to strangers 
terrifi es me, too. (Proving this is going to be diffi  cult.) I can serve no practical 
purpose, I can serve no medical purpose. All the passengers were rubbing 
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their shins. I engender no useful result. The answer is orange. The idea of 
taking no prisoners entertains me; I am wanting of damnation. 
 These are all my occasions, thus far collected.

 Dear H 
 I lay on the conveyor belt and they positioned my skull on a wooden 
block close to the mouth of the machine: an orbit of crimson light, compacted 
rings of some unnameable sphere. Slowly I was fed across the threshold, while 
above my head cherry blossom quivered in the spring breeze. Five of myselves 
looked down upon me from the circumference, eyes no longer my own. I could 
feel the current at pineal, at hypothalamus, while the periphery murmured 
back and forth, humming all the while to itself in an undertow. 
 Yours

Going forth from the body, where would we dwell? For this read suicide, 
mister. I love you too. I have just learned that Webern accidentally drank 
nitric acid, mistaking it for wine, as one might. There have been occasions 
when I felt my own eff orts rather bereft, my whole body rendered 
lackadaisic, as if salvaged from portions of a discarded archive, an 
unforgiven reliquary.
 Yes, that’s another question, where should I go to seek out your 
information. Words such as mortal verve, zeal and inner fi re are marshalling 
themselves in my head as I speak. 
 I am wrong, I am always wrong. It’s that simple. You are right, you 
were always right; you are everyone’s ideal landlord. I set my alarm for half 
past fi ve. I am set to expire. 
 Derivatives may be adversarial. I remember that incident so well, 
God rest its soul. Here comes the fi nal echo. 
 Eva has a kind husband. I (can) see a new student. We know the name 
of the last patient. I always remember your birth sign: Neptune in Jupiter. He 
can see my new patient. I am the new patient. Further to your referral, we 
have tried on two separate occasions to assassinate you without success. 
 Now he is drinking my cold coff ee. Chemistry — chiefl y of hydrogen 
— is freshly generated in a reactive form, where origin arrives early, from 
being born, from its verb.

The bird is transformed from a falcon in the story. Origin is fl ung clear from 
leisure, forced. At that time I was appointed angelic rubble-maker to the 
court, a lifelong sinecure.  
 Red wine and quaaludes you wrote she said at the rail before the 
sea rose up. But I cannot make clear any sound; the world is just this subtle 
noise — I have read a theory of it, the two hemispheres forever estranged. 
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How come you get to stand there with your hands in your pockets while we 
slave away at the immutable?
 ‘We thought you would return last night,’ Madame F retorted. 
 I always believed such uncanny things might occur. (Some people 
just relish drama in their lives, don’t they?) A cormorant was perched, 
heraldic, crowning the house, drifting gently to and fro across the surface of 
the lake. I jolted to wake from orbiting ghosts. 
 It was the sound of water trickling behind the wall that got to me. I 
told my budget hotel room that I was fucking indestructible, and it believed 
me. There was always temptation, there was always the temptation of the 
window ledge. 
 Even her doubts were merely convictions disguised, symptoms of 
enervation. 

Agree to anything if it seems an unworkable solution. This piece is called how 
I abandoned my body in that year, for I had no wish to stay; the backdrop 
showed grainy footage of people throwing cobblestones at riot police. 
 I have no memory — I will now busy myself eating yours. Someone in 
the audience is bleeding. I’ll wager. I have no memory of myself. There was a 
crucial spelling mistake in the contract; now it reads of a homecoming. 
 I like the idea of being haunted by lost futures, attacked by a cerebral 
parasite. And I’ve got a question about repercussion. 
 Now I will busy myself eating your share. The biggest number in the 
world has just been added to the biggest number in the world.

The metal pathway that stretches between the 33rd fl oors of adjacent 
buildings was disintegrating under relentless automatic police fi re. The 
lovers embraced but lost their balance; such are heroes. It’s believed I’m an 
entity that doesn’t wholly exist until just before the moment of its demise. 
 The graininess signals that all this must have happened a long time 
ago. There’s no trace of love; there is one horrible scene in a country lane. (St 
Paul is dead right about agape vanquishing the will.) A man on the train grew 
a halo about his head, quite unawares. The couple then walked away slowly 
into the crowd and I lost them for several minutes. At random they chose 
a young soldier from the throng in the square and lured him to a nearby 
apartment, where they drugged and bound him and cut open his chest and 
tore out the beating heart and ate it. 

Back to back: I can’t do it. I said to myself I do hope I’m not dying, that would 
be troublesome. I am adhering to the very logic of that chute. Everyone’s a 
client until it’s proved that they’re not. 
 The burned body of yesterday is borne away on a wooden pallet. 
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Please do not hesitate to talk to us as we pass through; there are some 
amongst you we know are particularly interested in what goes on between 
each moment.

Ladies and gentlemen, our dilemma is as follows: I am that god. I die. The 
river fl owed on its darkened course — where it ran across a weir the spume 
cut a diagonal of dazzling white from edge to edge. Bear with me, I am 
trying to be succinct.  
 
He described himself as a living ghost who had applied in person for a death 
certifi cate; in court, he claimed he had no memory of having died. Most 
people, it has been noted, just exist, oblivious of any purpose but to survive. 
 Has anyone ever wanted. I thought about staying in a hotel, then 
God revealed himself to me as negative space. Only then are we in the right 
state, and not a moment too soon; a man can never come to an end of all 
this toing and froing. 
 Props include an exploding furnace and rivulets of molten metal 
creeping across the stage. A big full moon appeared, sallow and set to 
burst at the junction of nondescript streets. Others were more outgoing 
and domineering; I wisely sold my memory to the highest bidder. A beggar 
pressed me for alms. 
 I will forever be succinct. In earlier tradition the bride of the song 
has been interrupted. Over a very short period, the psyche, which has been 
living a relatively indiff erent erotic life, is confronted with desires that it has 
not experienced since the day before yesterday. Nonetheless, everything 
seems fairly sound hereabouts: the earth’s cycle of precessional slippage 
takes a reassuring 25,920 years. Still others retired or sought to live an 
interior life, either in self-fashioned madness or deliberate contact with the 
invisible realms. And the ibis ledge fi ve fl oors up was tempting, the silvered 
bubble-pack beside the bed was tempting. 

STRIKE WITH CHAOS

The way an individual emerges into the world is of no signifi cance; long 
before her time she was taken. At that moment a tiny insect fl ew into my 
mouth. Your concept of meaning breaches the tenet that signifi er and 
signifi ed are eternally alienated, e.g. of or like a lizard, a table with saurian 
legs et cetera, an unexpected anthem. My novel was conceived as a child’s 
daydream of witchcraft, the tracking hound as animal familiar. The voice 
you hear is the ghost of a boy who returns periodically to the sphere of the 
living, but is visible only to the eyes of the person who loved him most in life. 
If you pull silence on me again, we’re fi nished. 
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 Today’s material is atypical, an intangible uprising — there was even 
old news footage to goad on the reluctant. At the crest I stood beside the 
wall, elevated to the tip of a ruined minaret, and saw the desert sweep away 
into the distance. I chose my parents and they served my purpose well. 
Think of this as a sort of test run. 
 Then I bought a tyre with extra protection. My new machine has 
panniers. My new machine will not sap your energy. And thereupon the 
scribe mounts upward through the structure of the heavens; he was the fi rst 
man to photograph the dead from a hot-air balloon. Finally, the archangel 
responded. 

At the dissolution of the material body, you will fi rst yield up your anatomy 
to be transformed. I was always on the lookout. We have no guide. The 
distinction between animate and inanimate matter is a cruel subdivision. 
I’m only truly happy when my mouth is glued to my lover’s exquisitely 
formed labia. 
 During the days that followed there was no sign of the young man 
whose head wound had reopened. Skilled professionals spent an awful lot of 
time discussing whether or not it was safe to drink the tap water. 
 I suddenly appeared in the world renamed, in preference to the term 
‘maker of all things’. And what’s that on the surface of the pitch? Blood, 
straw and churned mud are indistinguishable. I lost my life after being shot 
in a sewer — it’s worth pausing over the stages of causation here. 
 Now you’re going to pay the price for the sacrifi ces we’ve made; 
your decay is governed by the central nervous system (siege warfare should 
be a last resort). These designs follow the earliest known patterns very 
closely, where swords are depicted as curved, interlacing blades. The body 
must concur with these conditions or die in a psychological pit of elemental 
states, a form of discarnate insanity. 
 Ice is forecast. I felt like a man lost for a week in Gatwick airport. I 
have never used the word goal myself, not once.

A PIECE OF ICE, POISED 

A moth batters at the window. The visible form you bore will no longer be 
seen. (I know who my money’s on.) Defi nition is a small package, commonly 
with silvering, enclosing goods in transparent dome-shaped plastic on a fl at 
cardboard backing. I recall she once made a painting of this, and a fi ne thing 
it was too. She talked the way she talked to help herself believe. I may cut 
out at random. Once everyone else had died and I was alone upon the earth, 
I felt a sense of autonomy like never before.  
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Mr Smith is lost in a strange town on a strange planet and turns to a passer-
by, Pan Novak III, for help. 
 ‘A further decrease of eight percent in solar radiation, scientists 
calculate, would bring the walls creeping together.’
 ‘Not a thing am I familiar with, nothing in the least resembles 
anything I can recall to mind.’ 
 We were rash to assume that spring had arrived. There’s no further 
need for hindsight.
 
Man, blackclad, leans against the splintered travel agency window, rolls a 
cigarette, murmurous to self. It’s two years to the day; there occurs another 
pause. Stun devices and alpine rescue backpacks are forbidden. 
 ‘Before we supersede you, we need to confi rm you are anthropoid.’ 
 ‘We all died in an inexplicable avalanche.’
 See, I have a talent for dialogue. The wood panelling and stained 
glass in the courtroom were very nice; what with all the wigs and chronicles it 
was like the olden days. I felt fl ung clear, long since abandoned to your fate: 
even the ascent and descent of angels depend upon my deeds. I’ve been 
voted the nation’s favourite — occultism has its drawbacks but I have my 
animal familiar to protect me, the hare who traced a great circle about us. 
 
We died as lovers wish to die, together, the vapour from the stream 
forming a canopy above our heads. We met a troop of souls who were 
approaching along the opposite bank; she had always ranked me among 
the self-saboteurs. 
 I don’t do fear I said — she would often repeat this. Sometimes in 
a dream you appear outside under the stars. I hadn’t eaten for nine days; 
I must be specially cleansed come the time. Fear eats the soul was our 
mantra. I said fi nd me the stone that the masons have rejected. 
 The referent is erased, yet reference somehow remains; what’s 
left is hence without appearance. Just then a Missa solemnis came on the 
wireless, carved up into Kyrie eleison, Gloria, Credo, Sanctus and Agnus Dei.
 Farewell world where are you he said.
 Turn again the other replied. 

The gathered crowd were expecting bombs and it was more like a barbecue 
— empty gas cylinders littered the lawn, which by the way was immaculate. 
 His commonplace book lies open before him at the seance. The black 
and white plates include a Japanese screen; the rusting callipers; a Carver 
rack-cramp; a glass bell jar; one close-up of handles of tools; a brace of viola 
bows; diff usion apparatus; blacksmith’s tongs; working drawing of said 
tongs; a silver tobacco-box; an ornately carved wooden dish of the neolithic 
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period; a Celtic cross; Maudslay’s table engine; a relief depicting an olive 
branch alongside an ear of wheat; a quay with bollards on a barren island; the 
tail of an aircraft; part of a cast-iron fi replace; a ruined water-mill; well-fi tted 
dovetails; the top of a beer can; memorial light fl ooding the room; the ‘Argus 
400’ computer; an earthenware grave crock bearing the earliest known 
inscription; a rough-hewn billet; the Ramsden solar microscope; ‘The blind 
Earl pattern’; the number twenty-seven; a stile; a new doorway; an engraving 
of the selfsame engine; the prophet Haggai; your drawing-room cabinet; a 
silicon breadboard; the front of a drawer, the back of the same drawer. 
 Somehow the author had connected all these disparate elements 
and written an essay about them entitled the art of painting in miniature. 
He has made an experimental electric circuit throughout my entire body. A 
rectangle was placed vertically as a charge on the cover, with semée of fl eur-
de-lys — the book contains the prophecy of a glorious future in the messianic 
age. But I came out with the best line yesterday: protoplanetary discs are 
visible in emission nebula, stop believing that your spine is made of glass. 

MISTER INTERPRETS US, WE WHO HAVE 
GIVEN UP EVERYTHING AND LEFT NOTHING BEHIND 

Origin arrives via the cranial plume, based on a diminutive of the given name; 
any part of an animal’s body that resembles a feather. At the museum I drew 
once more the bird of antiquity that I had long ago destroyed (cauda pavonis). 
 Good old sky above, three luminous green lines. Nothing remained 
but a pause, an empty space between words. We had not seen each other all 
those years, yet gazing at her face in the twilight under an arch of stone. . . . 

It has been declared to us, by those who are of this house, that there are 
contentions among you. At the dissolution of your material body there will 
be more tortured ripples of laughter. You are alone on stage; the promised 
man is irredeemably pitiful —  in the portal of my ear he did pour a leprous 
distilment. 
 He might have been a brilliant lawyer, but he’s no match for his 
venomous client and soon concedes leadership. You stand within the scope 
of this danger, do you not? And dangerness is close, because we no longer 
know how else to act. Origin is in the senses: arrogant, fastidious and 
diffi  cult to please. There are always people who will say no.  
  As you make yourself, imagine another self who will one day make 
you in her turn. All of a sudden it was discovered that according to the 
science of revolution, consciousness came on the scene too soon and had 
to be tortured. Anaxagoras also makes the cosmos arise up out of chaos by 
means of a whirlwind. 
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 I need to remember there’s a point where resilience becomes 
stubbornness. The world had become hazardous, henceforth error was 
introduced; I am giving up on guilt. (There we go.) From that point onward, 
our powerlessness to abolish the memory of a single moment rendered 
humans unsustainable as a species. 
 Mister judges us no less amiably; hard-boiled detectives often make 
use of facetious remarks during their investigations. People such as they are 
will never improve their lot by individual action. 
  Onward then, toward a premature interment — I cannot very well 
express to you the eff ect of this intelligence upon the people. If you happen 
to be anywhere near Paris in two days’ time, please come along to my next 
beheading. Through the open door of his room he could see the snow was 
falling more thickly.
 O, there’s to be more than one execution then. Love is blind. The 
fortune cookie said you will make many changes before settling down — 
you are symbolism personifi ed, selected favourites half-price. Wednesday is 
your lucky star. The moon is new. Get away from the window she screams. 
Can you not see she screams. I am lending you back to yourself and shall one 
day extinguish your every gesture, every synaptic shudder.  

Outside is like everywhere else. Such arguments are rooted in the 
dynamism of the suicide impulse, falling bluntly at the analyst’s feet. At 
this point, sharpshooters posted at the back of our vehicles proceeded to 
take out passersby at random. There is still that dull ache deep inside my 
skull, pressure in the socket, the right. The moon tonight is a spectacular 
superblood wolf moon.  
 We manifest our own oppressions, when all is said and done. It felt 
as though the contours of my brain were being thoroughly fl ossed. 
 I can’t see nature, anywhere. We extinguish, we are adopted by all 
men. We are become social. The maker of everlasting bodies forged them of 
the fi rst substance, which is incorporeal. You can’t see your periphery today 
she said, there’s too much going on at the core. 
 The moon is full. I am no longer connected to the others, I’m no longer 
connected to you. I am hamstrung by privation and executive decision. 
 Now follows a rather overwrought studio recording of nearly eight 
decades. The moth is consumed by fi re.

I meant sociopaths. Serve the legion of ancestors, for why should we obey, 
until the time when heaven shall beget organisms worthy of us? I might go 
elsewhere now, carry myself off  and never return.
 Those inland cliff s glistened in the spring sunshine. Beneath us, a 
green river coiled about the outskirts of a deserted town. We were corralled by 
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fl aming beacons, warning signs of plague and dissent; during that evening’s 
pyrotechnic surfeit the town resembled a fi restorm at a refugee camp. The 
drop was sheer. A cart track ran the colour of ash stamped with fossiled hoof 
prints. The fence was electrifi ed. So am I; it didn’t stand a chance. I imagine 
you spent most of the journey up on the roof grappling with the forces of evil 
she says. 
 We were warned off  the murderous gallops. Nearby, the stately wall 
of a prison soared; knapped fl ints had surfaced from the earth’s mantle. There 
had once been a quarry — the mouth of the tunnel led to an underworld of 
mythic beginnings. I remember, I am busy victimizing circumstance. 
 Shadows spread in leaf beside a circle of still water and a cattle pit, 
our mass grave. I don’t want to speak of darkness, but one has to make a 
living I remarked as we strode across the ridge. We abandoned the map, 
so close to the terrain it summoned as to be redundant. The path was an 
indiff erence, nothing more than a barely perceptible shift of hue drawn to 
vanishing-point. Once again, I had missed my chance. 
 A news-sheet pressed against my torso in the chill wind; escape 
inside my own body was the only option. Memory took hazard and recurred: 
should we separate, we drown. A winged fi gure wrapped tightly in a black 
chrysalis ascended from the summit toward the sun, disappearing into the 
stratosphere. 
 On this day in 1336 there were further signs of decay. A sea haar 
suddenly leached in from some distant shore; we conjured a loop and 
returned. I could not identify those geese — we were on the wrong train, a 
skein fl ying east, a darting V straight into the fl ank of the storm, outstretched 
wing hooked to outstretched wing, the sacral algorithm.

This solo instrumental composition contains no humour whatsoever, and 
has an unsettling past. White waves quivered out of focus as an army of 
fugitives stumbled past in the frozen air. And behold, a ladder was set up on 
the earth and it stretched to the heavens.
 Mister has no reason to carry on like this; he is entering a world of 
pain. Mister has no reason to carry out his idle threat. Events are precipitated 
by the fall of a die, the memory of friends who will never return. 
 The lowest form of war is to attack cities he wrote during the years 
that fl ew. That night’s DJ was protected behind a mesh inside a tiny cell. It 
is written.
 You knew him too yes. 
 How do you know.
 
A ruin by a thousand forms was blessed. He is injected every three months — 
they aim to suppresses his adrenal cortex and destroy the bones, too. They 
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make him walk. If the water is clear and shallow, the process of harpooning 
may be conducted entirely from the deck of a boat; even the cruelest 
problems fi nd their solution. One must make a distinction between, on the 
one hand, a darksome layer of consciousness lying beneath the everyday, 
and the purely passive and thus unformed ground of the soul. The elixir of 
eternal life was found where it had always been, in the bathroom cabinet 
with its marquetry of inlaid walnut and mother-of-pearl.
 ‘Which branch of genetics are you then?’ 
 Origin is need, perhaps related to almost. That is the cornerstone.
 
Good evening, I’ve just been contesting at outpatients. He’s got a lovely 
mouth. (O my god those young boys were blown to bits one hundred years 
if I’m a day.) Because it has become too easy to batter and slay, I am drawing 
my own conclusions — a good kicking was the simplest option, or electrodes 
judiciously placed along the spine in question. I am inviting here protocols 
of concussion.
 
Lament time for what it is and soldier on, stick to your guns: we’ve come for 
you. We are still mourning the loss of Her, resting at my shoulder. (That’s 
entertainment.) I was never seeking consciousness. The king stood on a 
bench and watched the troops advance, shading his eyes with his hand. 
Therefore, I think the soul may sometimes fi nd an existence as superior as 
my mind is to the dead chalk cliff . At the end of one of our sessions I was 
struck by the extraordinary likeness of the cardinal to someone whom I 
remembered having seen but whose name I had long forgotten. 
 The objective here is to hasten to the core of a fundamental 
weakness in humanity. My inquisitor said I had probably lost my footing 
when my skull shattered the plate glass window.
 There is in this poem something volatile and frozen; we’ve been 
talking in very mystical terms. (I wish someone else would analyse the 
writing.) Who could pull off  such an intrigue? Did anyone telephone while I 
was off -planet? I am hurtling toward an existence, never arriving, never time. 
 This is the pivot of the whole text. The advocate has been my 
representative since the very beginning, and that must be for the past 
twenty years. I have it all written down.
 I cut his chest, gouged his eyes and crushed his windpipe and tried 
to tear his face off  she says from the other side of the room, as though the 
assault were a memory of shopping. I can give you the exact dates, if you wish. 
 Mortido is a term used in psychoanalysis to refer to the energy of the 
death instinct. Look, there’s Orion. 
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When the other night I said that I summoned him up merely by uttering 
his name, I wasn’t joking; I have given him the power to rejoice in his own 
malevolent labours. By eliminating the watchers, we did away with the 
distinction between demons and fallen angels. His voice was affl  icted for 
the rest of his life. 
 Let these people pass; we’ve been giving things the wrong names. 
The only weapon we have is our anatomy. A solemn mass is a genre of 
musical setting which festers and betrays the text signifi cantly. 
 I remember that time at the coast in the war with a pistol raised to 
my head. He stared at me and I stared back. His look was quite neutral, mine 
too. This happens in such circumstances; men are not angry or afraid, they 
are resigned. I sat very still. He sat very still. The others around the table 
could not move. For an instant that refused to cease, barrel was aimed at 
temple; that eternity passed — the gun was lowered and returned to its 
canvas bag. He did not speak. I did not speak. I refused to leave: this would 
mean turning my back on my assassin, and besides, I hadn’t fi nished my 
fucking drink. Ground was stood, I had gazed right through to something 
that was not there before, and never again went away. 

KIND MISTER, CRUEL MISTER

It was the fi rst time. I am never at the house, the house that could answer 
for the both of us. They would never let me back in. They would never let 
anyone back in. We have about four weeks. Shadows are passing through 
the misted café glass as waves crash against the promenade — someone 
murmured something about the number seven and the colour white. The 
original purpose is uncertain. 
 
Fewer than fi fteen confi rmed genuines have been found. Shafts of light 
beam in through the station windows like a cathedral. The skies these days 
are become biblical he said, just before switching on the current that fl owed 
through the electrodes punctuating my spine. 
 Have you read the art of war I said.
 We’re not at war.

Origin lies in wait. You might need that extra layer. It was my turn to take the 
underdog outside and shoot it, the signal for more Chinese whispers.

AFTERWAKE 

In 2054AD the trench was seized by the regime and included. By that time I 
was glued to an infamous degenerate; this step proved extremely popular. 
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Automata on the pier were pledged. Note the displacement of spectral lines 
toward longer wavelengths in radiation from distant galaxies, the red end 
of the spectrum.
 Sensors have detected a series of numbers scrolling out from my 
centre — something concrete at last. Complacency revolves for eternity 
inside of me, I suff er terrible. Beside the minor spells of local sorcerers 
there are the great covens of worldwide necromancy, in which all alerted 
consciousness participates. This augurs a most unforeseen solution. 
 In the early third my teaching was proscribed; the tiny insect who 
fl ew into my mouth was crushed at the tip of a probing tongue. Most of the 
people accused of being witches in Europe were probably guilty. 
 See, he’s already taking steps to alienate the dominion.
 
Mister, are you on a level stuck? I always enjoyed watching him write; his 
human mind would act as an interface. People are wanted, with perfect 
docility — I have made a list. I was waiting for himself to act when this 
personifi cation of death escaped and disappeared into the darkness of a 
forest canopy. Time fl owed backwards. Now he’s a little confused as to why 
the fl oor is moving, which is understandable. (What happens at impact.) I 
think he can shoot out electric from his fi ngertips. Do you want to face the 
sea through the window, or shall I? 
 A teapot full of gin was served. The landscape with pylons was misty 
and green, the forest fl oor a carpet of moss, soft under our troll-like feet. 
(She always loved a nice pylon.) Unfurled, the map revealed the terrain to 
be completely fl at, like the earth — we were surrounded by swathes of mud 
penetrated by nameless creeks.

In the middle, the term denoted a measure: the width of grassland reckoned 
by a sweep of the scytheman’s blade. Esteemed works include the lost 
codex; note the unforgettable use of bells piercing the end. 
 And it came to pass at the seventh toll that he spoke. Behold, there 
arises a little cloud out of the sea in the shape of a human hand. And he said 
go up, speak to them, let the deluge stop you not et cetera.  
 You wouldn’t want to risk it, would you, risk everything.

Here, upon the very point of starting the voyage, captain and captain are 
slugging it out with a vengeance on the quarter-deck. I think there’s a lot 
of unsung regret lingering in this neighbourhood. I am shatterproof, I am 
rechargeable. I’m coming for you.
 The coroner concluded that madame had shot herself while 
cleaning her pistol. (Have a listen.) The lychgate was erected in memory, 
killed in a pony trap. The wooden gates were made by mister; he lived 
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and farmed the edge. The granddaughter died, plummeting to earth from 
an attic window. A car park was given by the one who lived at the house 
— without this, there would be big problems, even today. Piscinas were 
installed to take the rinsings from sacred vessels and their hands. The large 
visiting chair was given (the husband is a retired childbirth). A wall tablet 
commemorates family members who are interred in the vault, including the 
ill-starred heretic who died after being struck by a ball of fi re. The tablet also 
remembers some who are buried elsewhere. In 1910 mother was shot dead 
and is scattered with her head facing to the west. 
 See what I mean about that fi nal bell. His majesty has ordered that 
you be spied upon, for he feels you simply must be distinct from human 
beings en masse. 
 But, I answered, whether the unfortunate man is becoming resigned 
under his affl  iction or no, is not the point. 
 Turbines volved gracefully overhead. 

Having somehow escaped our place of incarceration, the last oubliette, we 
were holed up in a saltbox on the marshes, awaiting providence to write us 
out of a tricky situation. A supper basket was served promptly at dusk each 
evening. At that time the marshes were simply a long black horizontal line; 
I explained that we had just arrived from Vega. Obviously I can’t remember 
what was going on when I was born.

On the man’s face, the other saw a grin of triumph. During surge tides, 
animals would seek shelter on the many neolithic mounds that punctuate 
the island. Voluntary exiles, we wish upon you a journey without hope or 
forgiveness: think of the world as a moth would think of the ocean. There 
was widespread ignition. I stopped to look inside her, along the fold of my 
eye, into the fold of your eye.
 Yet, on the other side of existence, things are to be placed in 
opposition to eternity. Our location was once in the sky, as we shall 
demonstrate more fully given time in the next chapter. 
 My custodial was suspended for two years; this isn’t a war my 
barrister said. Now we’ve got all the baby boomers to contend with. (Cunts.) 
Mister underestimates the degree to which the pursuit by all men of their 
economic advantage would automatically maximize the collapse of nations.
 Today’s masterwork was scored for full orchestra and glass 
harmonica: strike with chaos the composer screamed, ceremonial sword 
aloft, slicing through the chill air.
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MISTER JUSTICE 

Surgical spirit should read surgical altar. Memory is possessed, meaning 
controlled by evil spirits. Could you please unpack your sentence please? 
Language being highly infected, it doesn’t allow for absentmindedness; one 
has to pick what is a noun, what is a verb and so on. 

I’m accused of electromagnetism and put on trial, a good enough reason 
never to have got out of bed. (How could I not have spotted that.) Memory is 
poised, like a piece of ice about to snap from the gutter and penetrate your 
skull. May I be permitted to expand on one point. I had intended meaning. 
 The word quick is used in the archaic sense of those among us who 
are living. Body refers to your human name. Shall post deposits has its origin 
in the act of me telling someone something; I had intended posting a rock to 
the owners of a ruined cottage who lived in a village. 
 I hope all this helps. The posting of rocks is absurd. I harbour 
intention; I want to signify both referents at once. Injured, I was chained to a 
trolley while a gun-wielding Nazi vivisectionist tended my wounds. 
 Aside from this, your name has no usage. I believe, though I shall 
check myself at a future point in time. The solution is not to hand as I type: 
I’m not at home, I am never at home. Is it possible to untranslate, to denote 
the absence of a quality or state? If these texts bear witness to the practice 
of deliberately disrupting the surface — tearing it, poking holes, scraping, 
scratching and dribbling — then I’m the reverse of thank, a lack of thank, 
while maybe suggesting a lingering sense of place. 

A traditional theme or formula can always be found in literature, that said, it’s 
not easy to distinguish facts from geographic features in these documents. 
We are doggedly climbing a mountain, guided by a diagram with detail of 
routes to the summit annotated in the margin. In the early third my teaching 
described a narrative, the struggle for a top four fi nish.
 As you may imagine, the word sounds strange and evocative. Please 
let me know if I can clarify, I shall conduct further enquiries as soon as I 
regain consciousness. 
 Compare with blue shift.

Fuck me. Your explanations are detailed and illuminating — all is 
depressingly unveiled nowadays, no more shadows in a world of fl attened 
light, smothered by revelation. I hope to imitate God some day. (And the 
order for spectral chicken of the night?) I am reassembling the hemisphere 
as we speak. Origin is unrelated.
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Yes, I was thinking of the toponym, but the lack of capital confused me a 
little. Much of the stonework was reportedly dumped in the river following 
detonation, and there are press reports of ships striking the sunken hazard; 
much of the island is well below sea level. I don’t think it makes sense in your 
language to refer to something as obscure as a region of the same name, 
thus I propose to go for something vague. Yes, indeed, I propose to speak of 
a thankless condition. (O, where.) The word contains itself. It’s prettier now. 
Is this to your liking, is anything to your liking?
 Translation is severed: ‘the boss’s room bristles with weapons’ et 
cetera. Let’s see how much sense you can conjure now.
 
The word is written as ‘herewith’ — e.g. I enclose herewith a copy of your 
arrest warrant. Perhaps this suggests a place you can remember? We 
will lose the pun on the name but preserve the clash between economic 
ungratefulness and viral amnesia. 
 I won’t stay too long. One imagines embracing the underground 
feature might be less than possible. (A large illuminated what, exactly?) On 
refl ection, I don’t think the I in the original deserves the quote marks that 
quarantine it.

After bathing, he selected his fi nest ceremonial gown. I’m a committed 
stopgap and should fi nally appear a little further on in the text. What is the 
title of the whole. 
 The book should always stand alone he says. I’ve made a few discreet 
changes, created a few minor ructions: I am introducing a space-time 
continuum between some paragraphs, moving one substitute, annihilating 
another. The fi rst version is akin to anatomical excision. Time is manifest in 
a metal drum that’s rolled downhill to imprint the earth with its signal. 
 Any man found with seminal discharge about his person is cleansed 
and renewed to the fellowship. There is only one possibility regarding 
context.
 

OMEGA MALE

Begin retrospectively. Begin again. I’ve been crowned, convulsed. It was a 
warm night in July. Could there be a linguistic motive behind the patient’s 
actions? The word is obsolete, the fi nal citation dated. When fi rst built the 
structure was placed a considerable distance inland — now, by frequent 
landslips, it is perched at the edge of a cliff .

It’s considered useless to make repairs to an existing hazard; Sunday is 
ontologically a dead day. The cliff  moved within reach; architecture was 
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postponed. The lead roof melted in a confl agration and the spire collapsed. 
Chance has on occasion been baptized the aleatory imperative. 
 Saying the same thing twice in diff erent words is generally considered 
a fault of style, but your sentence is true by virtue of its imbecilic structure 
and ill-formed logic. The last service to be held was conducted by lightning. 
 
How far do you want this boy to go. It wasn’t exactly nice what he did that 
night. He’s got manners. He let everything go. I told him ten thousand would 
get him one hundred; he hasn’t changed. (Tell him to exploit his fragile 
voice.) Locals then proceeded to burn the pews and the pulpit — the door, 
locks, bell rope and other items were stolen. The bell is a mystery.  

One story claims I was removed and placed; a newspaper describes how I 
was abandoned at a farmstead. (Say it, as though I were this.) I fell from the 
steeple with a great crash during a fi re and split along the length of my fl ank 
and entrails slurried forth. The stones from the bridge were kept until they 
fell into the sea — some people went that way. Another stone was hidden 
in the wall of a house; by that point in time it was too late. The column had 
been demolished and everything that remained, an overpriced mass of 
cinders, plunged down the cliff . Local rumour alleges skeletal remains were 
collected by an eccentric old woman to decorate her home. Over the years 
the two triangular stones have also disappeared. The one that dropped into 
the well has been removed by an unknown hand.
 I’m not very good at entertaining people; in time, I too was dealt the 
cruel fate of omission. The plaque was found to reside in storage, disowned. 
 
It’s said that if you stand at the cliff top you can still hear the sound of bells 
ringing in the sea. With stealth he walked into the room and startled me. I did 
another sketch of half a body hanging over the wardrobe and another one of 
me with a halo above my head. Well, they’ve stabilized him now, haven’t they. 
 It’s just nice to see everyone again. When he’s got manners, he’s 
useless. Let’s wait and fi nd out how many people come, let’s see how many 
turn up, and how many are capable of leaving at close of day. Thank you 
for including me in this unrivalled alienation, a unique marvel that would 
corrode any pocket.
 
His grand passion was his bloodstock; I would be most enthusiastic about 
any future prospect. (Nazi psychiatry didn’t arise out of nothing.) In total the 
colonel’s support stood at more than one thousand troops and four hundred 
special constables. I had meanwhile rearranged and adjusted the balance of 
my short life; I’m glad to see our visions dovetail. A tip: never fi le your nails 
from the centre to the edge. 
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 String your documents on a wire to keep some semblance of order, 
or deposit them in the hotel safe. I will let you know. The city skyline as seen 
from the north beach at lakeside shows that an evil phenomenon called 
the polar vortex has descended. It was so cold, fi re crews had to ignite the 
magnetic rail. 
 Origin is promised. The displacement of the spectrum to shorter 
wavelengths is caused by light projected from distant celestial objects 
moving imperceptibly toward the observer. 
 
He said I don’t mind being by myself, then he said history capitulates, tracing 
a parabola. (The path of a projectile under the infl uence of gravity follows a 
curve of this shape.) Then he said keep me away from the vestibule, that 
space in the vulva into which both the urethra and vagina open. 
 Yes, indeed. Someone has stolen into the paddock and combusted, 
while we lie here and there like bits of collapsing infrastructure. The 
readymade involves taking a mundane utilitarian object not generally 
considered to be art and transforming it — as in the case of my most famous 
work — by renaming it while placing oneself in an unsuitable context. Just 
being in possession of a copy was grounds for arrest. 
 This year we’ve decided to switch from being sex criminals to fascist 
sympathizers. We are nothing if not, and fi nd ourselves at the cutting edge 
of audience participation. Being buried alive or crushed or plummeting to 
earth on fi re are my worst forms of death — regardless, I can always be 
relied upon to summon a guardian spirit, for example the jaguar. 
 The fi rst era ended with an earthquake but they rebuilt. I gave laws, 
instructions and commandments. There’s no memory of this, no memory.

The dictionary confi rms that the word unthank is obsolete. (‘Island’ as in 
channel.) Somebody else was slain, not I. The heart was weighed in the 
balance against a feather. 
 The fi nal citation is dated 2054AD. It is held, on palaeographical 
grounds, to be of a similar date to the book, that is, deriving from your dying 
moments. Usage began to fade away, and there is a seventh category. 
 I need to tell them what’s going on from the vantage point of an old 
established danger. A true modern, I volunteered for waterboard therapy. 
Origin is a disused track, unrelated.
 This passage feels almost like a secret diary, perhaps never intended 
for reading. I am losing control. We should try to go somewhere. Blue shift is 
an astrology noun.
 And the glamour doesn’t stop there. She found a book whose title 
was a weak pun; it reminded her. I do not cease to hear voices, they’re 
simply lost in the undiff erentiated totality which serves as the background 
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for my reading. My body does not cease to be accused by the world. It was 
like striding into a human chasm. 

Either side of a glass partition they faced each other, he spectral of another 
realm, she earthbound. She raises the mirror, at which his lineaments of 
white light merge with her own features. The use of deposit also indicates 
layers of accumulated matter such as underground strata of rock, coal or 
other material. The last sentence should appear on the following line rather 
than the same line.
 I think we provoke a kind of sanctuary for you fi rst thing in the 
morning. Our ideology doesn’t require territory to survive. 
 What is in me dark illumine.

XENOLITH

Yes, crows can plan for the future. She has a really good singing voice, which 
always helps. Do you trust me. (No.) You’ve got everything you need. Think of 
a number. Scramble it. Take off  ten. Scramble it again. Close your eyes. Start. 
 It’s good work if you can fi nd it. The answer is your great-
grandmother, the common ancestor. A reconstruction of the site shows 
timber-framed buildings, clay smelting, a stone-cast furnace, dumps of 
neural ore — shelly limestone and charcoal, slag heaps and other refuse. It 
needed, perhaps, the genius of an artist to witness the scene clearly. 
 Keen stars were twinkling. The suspect possessed a transcript in an 
unknown alphabet. And that reminds me, a journalist was attached to our 
unit during the confl ict. She died. 
 Could the translation of assassin retain a paradoxical absurdity, an 
invisible sequence of letters embedded in the word: a time space matrix? 
 I couldn’t bear it. I was not listening. The monster summoned from 
the bowels of the earth by a solar eclipse clearly did not know who it was 
fucking with; I took it out and it fell apart and I ate it. In a multi-electron 
atom, the lowest energy shell fi lls up fi rst (see Bibliographical List LXIV). 
There was too a child’s drawing of a bicycle and a dinosaur hoof. 
 here from us 
 as in your fi nds  
 love 
 Please fi nd your translation. Words appear confl ated. Usage 
signifi es. Our interior is exposed to weather.
 
Now we’re going to hear a moment in the third act — the bingo master says 
it resembles a portal into another realm: ‘ghost of littoral’ and ‘everywhere 
both living and fossiled word-foliage, everywhere transition,’ that kind of 
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thing. Meanwhile, on board a vessel at sea, malign supernatural entities 
have trespassed from another dimension and positioned themselves just 
beyond the hatch to the upper deck. We fi rst discovered their leader among 
the crew; what they want they will not reveal.
 
In the instant referred to, the envelope of cash was a deposit on a ruined 
cottage. It’s expected that in a couple of years God’s acre will disappear over 
the cliff  in a northeasterly squall — even the bishop once remarked that it 
would be desirable to move further inland. This must never happen. Moths 
are chiefl y nocturnal, and lack the clubbed antennae of butterfl ies.
 Imagine a priceless vase tottering at the edge of your elbow. The 
tiny beacon giving away our position was embedded under the fl esh at my 
wrist. Suddenly, everything turned mediaeval.  

A SCALE OF CHAINS

Note: in addition to the blinding, the centre is subject to considerable 
hammering.

1. The dyed leather is cut into ‘diamonds’ ready for stretching for the 
fourth time.

2. Trespassers may often be undone by their footprints.
3. A model may be taken of a footmark by lightly coating it with oil 

and then pouring plaster of paris into the cavity.
4. She is annoyed with vagrants.
5. And the woman with terracotta heads.
6. Rabbit automaton with simulated fur body and glass-blown eyes.
7. A key-operated stop-start mechanism contained within the body, 

cast in tin alloy using two-sided engraved slate moulds.
8. The height is the Nuremberg size.
9. When alarmed, they cackle and fl y up or run for cover.

Now we are crossing that viaduct once more; steam and a darting hare 
shoot out from the undercarriage. Origin was probably taken to the New 
World, where it’s rumoured to be in use to this day. I painted then. The road 
bridge spanning the swale arced laterally as well as upwards.  
 Today we made our way along the river. When it was all over, a 
wholly new and unexpected piece of evidence for crustal movement came 
to light. Yes, but I will never again take joy in anything she says. 
 I scratched at my wounds. (Did I not say? I have your initials scored 
into my fl esh.) I was found wanting. Her limbs smelled of rancid oil. I chose 
two paths at hazard and all the volunteers were hanged at dawn. 
 ‘My lover, he occasionally raises his paw to the side of his head and 
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looks both ways, before racing off  across the saltmarsh to trace a great 
circle about me.’
  Who or what is corrosive along body quick with saltpetre?
 
Technically, how many deaths make a massacre? What is the name of the 
house, or edifi ce, that is to be overturned? The magistrates had dispatched 
an identical instruction to two independently commanded militias. 
 I have one friend who is English: suicide is the last public act to be 
offi  cially encroached upon. Origin is geothermal via dark age trauma plus 
ego workshop. 
 The practice of foretelling the future from a card or other item drawn 
at random from a collection has become alarmingly widespread. Even the 
revolutionaries drew the line at the prospect of burning the cathedral down.

Accept, and you will benefi t. I should add that I’m something of a 
dermographic virgin. I appreciate you saying all this; I am literally leaving. 
I am leaving work behind. 
 And thus I freed myself, slathered in circumstance. The host is calling 
out to me angelic. (It was a netfl ix elite.) I am not alone in this increasingly 
popular mode of despair: I’m fearful of receiving a direct message, a direct hit. 
We crouched against the wardrobe at the back of the room as bullets rained. 
 That apparition when it comes will be my own semblance. A stranger 
tells me her father was shot in the head, execution style, knelt beside a 
Balkan river.
 
A hoax perpetrated by the gatekeepers of the beyond and the departed 
spirits that accompany us leads to a startling conclusion. Just mention 
my name. The contestants are coerced by responses provoked during the 
course of the game; the bird mentioned is an obvious paradox. I am culled 
from the same source: if you’re in the wrong, you’re in the wrong (‘there 
will be no men, no land, only ice et cetera’). A whirlwind does not normally 
occur without producing noise. To be honest, I’m only truly happy when my 
lips are glued to my lover’s exquisitely formed labia, but I believe I’ve said 
this elsewhere. 
 The book is generally regarded as being written by a single hand. 
Origin denotes a spirit disembodied, always. 

‘If the horse is beheaded, Madame dies, if the horse is beheaded Madame 
lives.’ 
 Hearing this, I’m reminded of sir knight who killed a monk and in 
search of a pardon from the king crossed the water on his mount. Absolution 
was denied. On returning to the shore, an old woman tells the knight that 
the horse who bore him will one day be the instrument of his death. Sir 
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knight at once beheaded the mare and continued his quest on foot. Many 
years later, fi nding himself on the same beach, he related the story to a 
group of comrades in arms, while kicking idly at the horse’s bones. A sharp 
sliver pierced his toe and within days he was dead of blood poisoning. 
 A roughly chipped fl int found in tertiary strata was originally thought 
to be an alien artefact but is probably of natural origin. By coincidence, it 
was at this time that I lugged about with me the remains of a dismembered 
horse. Simply by clutching the feeble piece of string attached to the balloon 
we were lifted into the sky, high above the surrounding countryside and the 
lake whose deep green waters refl ected sunlight.   

Reconciled at the cliff -top, the inhabitants of the village link hands and jump 
to their deaths; we’re going to break the seal on the time capsule any minute 
now. Gun to temple, my only thought was for fucksake get on with it. 
 Remember the things we saw that lovely summer day — on a pile 
of stones where the path turned off , the hideous carrion and juniper trees, 
the berries of which are used for fl avouring gin. One of my physicians has 
concluded that I am totally lost as to purpose. Origin is a scream, grinding.
 
Directly the cargo boat had slipped away from the wharf and become lost 
in the darkness of the harbour, the surviving Europeans prepared for the 
coming of the regime, which was approaching down the mountain as well 
as from the sea. Within the hour, from the capital of the prison island, came 
news that someone had seen the arc of a distant signal fl are. 
 The tenets of this heretical millenarian sect made great store by 
prophecy. I was exposed by an unidentifi ed priest in a backwater of the last 
millennium. 
 ‘Retreat now? To where? What can you mean?’ 
 Whoever denies the value of that feat, and only remembers the 
capture of the army, does not know how to calculate matters of this kind, 
and without calculation there can be no clear result. One such derelict 
village was the source of all rumour.
 Unthank with capital, there are several places so named. 

His fi rst painting was a scene from the beggar’s opera. My own mind was 
busy conversing with imaginary personages, hungry ghosts. Hegel once 
remarked that he had seen the world-soul astride a horse. 
 That winter, I reasoned. Strapped to a metal cot in a straitjacket and 
slid into a mortuary draw with a chlorophyl rag pushed down my throat, I 
reasoned for the individual spirit and its experience. According to this chain 
of causality, I shall sprout a coat of fur at some point and assume the shape 
of a hare, what’s called an animal-familiar, or pooka. Origin is literally a hole. 
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 I established a covenant: dwell in the land. When I say air, I mean 
the informal air regarded as a medium for radio. A rarefi ed and highly 
elastic substance was formerly believed to permeate all space, including the 
interstices between particles of time. 
 Form conspires with entropy.
 
Animals are generally distinguished from plants by being able to move. 
The maverick captain’s supernatural transfi guration and insanity, achieved 
through an extended proximity to the sun, lends weight to the character’s 
Nietzschean hyperbole. Origin begins out of place. The ghostly owl may 
actually be a real bird. It’s the glory of love sang the piped music in the lift. 
 Footage posted on social media by the head of the disaster agency 
shows cars fl oating in fl oodwater. (May I go outside and beat him now?) 
I’ve just got past the place where you die. That baby’s begun to bore me, 
all discombobulated, upside down and inside out. You’ve just killed me, so 
it doesn’t count. Given the opportunity, you’re much more vigilant than I. 
For example, What is my name? Whither am I going? Where do I dwell? Early 
footage shows daytrippers fl eeing a giant on the sand. 
 
An operative behind enemy lines, I fl ung myself into the sea while assassins 
shot at random into the opaque green water — that’s what nature does 
when its membrane is ruptured. I went up to the roof of the house, which 
was the closest I could get to her fugitive spirit. 
 Animals eat each other without compunction. The opaque water 
was a livid green. Whomsoever seeks you, sauce his tongue with thy most 
potent venom. . . . I mean of course that the colour of the opaque water was 
a livid green. 
  
Some items of behaviour are not a response to a prior stimulus. It was like 
in the old days. (Yes, yours.) Get yourself some noise-cancelling technology, 
station yourself either side of the liver. You choose. 
 The liver is a yang organ, probably. Yin is winter. It was the year of rat 
metallic. Your life may depend on an element, on patterns and rhythms, that 
as yet we have no awareness of whatsoever. It’s like magic: you say it and the 
memory disappears. (This idea was quite famous.) But still her sorrow is not 
some dead immoveable passion — it stirs constantly, gives birth to pain and is 
born in pain. We both died at the same moment and became equally indiff erent. 
 That tackle was agricultural, a crossvergence of local and neocolonial. 
Then came your golden age; it lasted two hundred and fi fty fucking years. 
Origin faces cardinal north.
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The village was something off  a biscuit tin. Some instances of behaviour are 
undeniably spontaneous, for example, my book is called the book of coming 
forth by day. As if in a dream we met, passed each other by: you unlocked 
the lychgate, slid the metal bolt, and we entered — this was the beginning 
and end of everything, where the centre inhabits the circumference and 
vice versa. 
 Did she know who you were? She is very chatty and very nice, blonde 
and lipsticky and all done up. Her head’s got bigger in the last ten years, but 
that probably changes on a daily basis. She’s on a private bond and there is 
communion between soul and soul. 
 That’s typical, you can remember your killers, but you can’t 
remember what happened this morning — in fact, we consent to be subject 
to the force of circumstance. 
 Is history teleological she suddenly asks, apropos of nothing.

A city near the border with a population was established; Antioch was the 
ancient capital under the kings who miscarried. My captors would not reveal 
to me the form of combat I was to face and the police had seized my library 
of seditious books. The Gorgon’s head must hang elsewhere. 

ANAMNESIS

Origin is found in a mass, deep underground. This scene has occurred before, 
somewhere in the past — he is self-creating, always. It’s been shown that his 
ideology does not require territory to survive. I still need to check in case of 
surplus illumination. 
 But who would hear me if I cried out, and so on. Fallstreak holes are 
produced in a thin layer of supercooled cloud when glaciation begins at isolated 
points, from which it spreads outward. And what’s happening here, right now. 
 Allow me to answer your question, resigned as I am. Immediately, 
seeing the confusion in front of him, but with no understanding whatever of 
the reason for it, the rider spurred his horse. The polar vortex is here and is 
wreaking havoc on millions of innocent people. Usage is deposit singular. 

The greater of our number are enervated and brittle, thus well placed to 
tell of themselves, of sundry experience. When they’ve drunk from some 
elegant glass, whose custom is it to fl ing the vessel at the nearest wall while 
screaming aloud an oath? 
 These events were widely publicized in lectures on the lost century 
and the shadow archetype. I am posthumous. 
 A sacrifi cial off ering was burnt on the altar. He spurred his horse 
toward the house and collected it again beneath the magistrate’s window. 
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Origin is distilled from kin, from to string a thread — weft and warp, both 
from a thread, both. 

This is interpreted as a Doppler shift, which is proportional to the velocity 
of recession and thus to imbalance. The vapour shelters the water and the 
banks from forest fi re; we are not going to do that sort of thing again. Each 
shade gazed at us, as men look at one another under a new moon through a 
glass. She said I’ll call the police and they’ll drag you out — it seems we were 
to be joint-commanders at sea, and to all appearances in port. The abyss still 
hasn’t arrived I said. 
 Swift himself remarked some years after that there are seldom more 
than three or four contemporaries worth the eff ort of a thrashing. Usage 
signifi es a verb meaning to unsay or recall one’s thanks, but this is beginning 
to fade away; the action of the mob has settled things. Self-slaughter is said 
to be the islanders’ disease: they own it.

I ran the experiments twice, with two separate outcomes. I looked at their 
hind brains, I looked at their frontal lobes; I analysed the left hemisphere, 
I analysed the right — I studied the ganglia. An interrogation technique 
simulating the experience of drowning was the next step. And the glamour 
doesn’t stop there. Are you back in the room. 
 Welcome on board, stand anywhere, but don’t block out the light. 
Mind the gangplank. 
 Closer to you, the spoor, the spoor. 
 

PART TWO PUNISHMENT

Psalm of the Subcarpathian arc

This concerns the depression at the outer base of the arc (western, northern, 
eastern). The man became a great poet of the ocean and composer of the 
sea: what is now sacred he barks out at the pressing wilderness. Evil is 
whatever distracts wrote another. 
 It was believed that the untamed maniac was not susceptible to 
bodily disease. What’s left is a miming of appearance, yet with no concealed 
reality behind it. This will not help our situation. 
 
A notable feature of our overlord’s reign was the manner in which he seems 
to have marked out, or geodetically prospected, the chosen site: its shape 
forms a triangle. The reader will remember. 
 We’re in the run-up to the one-hundredth anniversary of death; I’m 
comparing you, but only as a manifestation of my own character. On the 
south wall of the chapel is an anchorhold.
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 I can still smell burning. The individual members of the coven no 
doubt reported the success, or otherwise, of tasks they had been given the 
previous night.

She’s a bit of a dead ticket — we’re born into a world where alienation awaits 
us. The block burnt down killing everyone. At the very end of the list was an 
extinction event. 
 I take no heed of translation. The word is sometimes rendered 
‘scythe-bearer,’ from scythe.
 By turning it into a magical substance, there’s no prospect of our 
ever coming across quicksilver in the course of life. A spectacular superblood 
wolf moon was visible from the shores of the archipelago that night. I am at 
the same time. I ponder whether or not. 
 
Eye movement desensitisation reprocessing approaches psychological 
issues in a deviant manner. (You can’t be low-profi le about your own 
death.) See, I am formed on analogy to libido. What always abides is this 
awakening, this pure I am, which nothing can deconstruct because it was 
never constructed. Then one day a scrap of paper slapped against my shin 
as I strode along the foreshore.
 Missa pastoralis in C bohemian 
 (check versus sea durational) 
 take another egg missus 
 ¡see me, see me! 
 ¡chew me, chew me! 
 I vanquish 
 skeletal zed progeny, No.18
 the stolen lozenge amnesty  
 a temporary prohibition of any act 
 morbid kant versus ludic narcissism 
 plus giant narcotic obsession —
 I am monsteroid, the anticrust
 
Not everything written remains legible. O to be the medium whose vibrations 
constitute luminosity and other electromagnetic radiation. . . . The motion of 
the planets is retarded by the ether through which they move. (I saw that 
body as alive, which is correct.) Some items of behaviour may reinforce or 
inhibit recurrence.

Something like ‘inkness’ occurred. Origin is modern neural (used as a noun). 
It’s too late for any kind of treatment; of late I am delaying, from the verb 
to delay. No one has actually seen a black hole, ever — but the widespread 
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bluish glow and occasional pink hydrogen clouds seen here indicate 
considerable star formation. 
 Origin deviates. And the river then was just another horizontal line, 
not nearly so broad nor yet so black. A string of yellow and white light traced 
the shore of the mainland as we gazed across the dark — beyond, the orange 
burn-off  fl ares of the refi nery gutter and glint.

THE PSYCHODYNAMICS OF AN ATTEMPT

Let me ask you this question. (I can feel my heart beating in my foot.) You’re 
looking for reasons, after all. I’m an irrational pragmatist I told her; in the 
early days of our century the term was rarely used, but still designates the 
destructive side of psychic energy. At that point, she was merely showing 
me the scene of the crime — the murderer had these unusual eyebrows, the 
life he had seen haunted him et cetera. An atrocity had been imprinted on 
the victim’s retina. 
 As we walked, she apologized for her vagueness regarding time. 
(For example, are dogs allowed inside the building?) The fi refi ghters were 
courageous and arrived in a snow plough, so remote was the burning building 
from the target area. Some animals were found in improvised corrugated 
sheds, or had been rounded up and brought under cover before the fallout 
arrived. But by the simple operation of constructing government on the 
principles of society and the rights of man, every diffi  culty retreats, and all 
the parts converge in a vortex: a low or hollow place, a marshy depression 
between ridges. Fluorescent buoys alone punctuate the undulating expanse 
of mud that oozes up out of the earth either side of a shattered concrete 
jetty. I leant over the stone bridge and watched the river fl ow beneath me. 

Early dawn, white fi sh shining in ephemeral white light. The true guerrilla 
brings no munitions but forages off  the enemy; it’s no longer enough to 
simply appear and be named. He had only a brief glimpse as the truck bore 
down and crushed him fl at into the tarmac. Origin is sorcery, from lot, from 
chance plus accursed share. 
 To talk alone, at the threshold. 
 
Prepare for your next trip, possibly your last. He was nearly ninety and busy 
fi ngering an armful of books, two of them huge tomes. The cupboards 
were overfl owing; I’ve too much to deal with (viz. anteriority of things to 
signs). The time is 1768 to 1793, or thereabouts. It’s often suggested that the 
apocalyptic markets of mediaeval England diminished and died a natural 
death. An object was often used to indicate a position, place or route; a radio 
beacon was used to guide the pilot of a spacecraft. A cobbled alleyway was 
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used to identify a chromosome or to locate other genes on a hand-drawn 
genetic map.
 In the accompanying letter he pleads that certainty is the worse 
thing to bear — the wrong diagnosis could send children to their death at 
a killing centre on the outskirts of the forest. Citizens’ actions have become 
trammelled by the demand that they be fi lmed or photographed constantly. 
 I once read a big famous novel; it was an amazing apprenticeship. 
(It’s vital to order your repeat prescriptions early.) Our orbit around Neptune 
is slowly decaying, but we remain in control of the ship as the trauma boys 
struggle to revive the injured passenger. Keep an eye out for overwintering 
birds that will crawl home until the warmer days of March. 
 
Our assassin became involved with the invention of the gyroscope and 
clepsydra, the water clock; joint plans of action for the future are being fi nalized 
as we speak. She was found guilty of treason. She was guillotined. A rash of 
pimples appeared that become pus-fi lled and left pockmarks on healing. 
 At the telling I forgot myself, now we’re standing side by side in the 
dock, staring down the barrel of a fi ve-year stretch. She seems all the more 
noble in having become fanatical. 
 Origin denotes the outer wall of a citadel, from old enclosure, 
perhaps from bacillus — she saw these spirits by glimpses, around corners 
and at the end of passageways. How will you live I said crime. 

Our cargo safely in the hold — the oval seeds of a tropical amoeboid — on 
the seventh of August our vessel left the island and steered southwest, 
stretching away from the coast to cross the equator between desired 
meridians. (What the fuck is wrong with her, that’s insane.) This culminated 
in the mannequin vomiting up the entire contents of its body. If we could 
only be reunited, we would drive the world before us and into an abyss. 
 
That taciturn youth, twinges of guilt made him think of the day when his 
appointed time should come. I have drawn the lychgate you unlocked.
 ‘In your next incarnation I’ve given you no fi xed abode, no visage of 
your own nor any special gift.’
 ‘Actually, I just have to shake your hand and the deal is void.’  

All bacteria belonging to the genus Bacillus are called bacilli. Animals are 
generally distinguished from plants by being unable to synthesize organic 
molecules from inorganic ones. A volunteer was then strapped head 
downwards on a sloping bench with the mouth and nose covered while large 
quantities of water were poured over his face.
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 ‘Can I have one of those, please, right now,’ she demanded, pointing 
a sharpened fi ngernail. 
 (This is the Logos, perhaps.) 
 ‘The vertebrates constitute but a single subtext.’
 ‘Do you want ice.’ 
 Guess what’s coming. A clue: it has its nerve centre everywhere and 
its circumference nowhere.
 Usage signifi es an absence of guerrilla warfare. There exists a verb.

Objects have been placed in their present arrangement such that I may live 
forever in eternity. In this section I shall give a psychological description of 
the forms of despair as these appear in actual persons; to originate means 
to foremark. Thus on the occasion of war, revolution or social upheaval, the 
collective unconscious is questioned, and makes its judgement. Our dreams 
and memories have unlocked the lychgate with eternal love. 
  
Skein, pointing east, seabirds fl ying into the risen sun. We tied open the 
curtains at one end of the saltbox — the window gave on to mudfl ats and 
glittering pools of water. The solitary white light of a drone hovered high 
above the prison. At that moment, chameleonlike, my body adopted the 
cast of the place where I was to be reincarnated. 
 The shadow, as we know, usually presents an antagonistic foil to the 
conscious personality: he is and he is not (salvator mundi). 
 
The fi rst part of the walk he writes is urban then beach. I am from the sea. 
I loathe the ocean in a way that drives me into it sometimes in a desperate 
attempt to capture melancholy, rather than workaday depression. My 
speech acts have always proved unreliable.

Writing is a symbol of her resistance; we were just playing with each other. 
At one time, the lineaments of the soul divided the individual into four 
principal manifestations. In language, the word was found at the horizon — 
basically, the whole song misses the fucking point (in the desert a highway 
et cetera). She will surely die soon, and this time there’s no guarantee of 
resurrection. Necessarily there are often long periods of waiting; I found it 
useful to draw diagrams, maps and charts to explore her interstices.
 I cauterized the animals, too. She tells me she walked back through 
the sea. At the seance, when it was my turn to talk I said mother how do you 
spell mist. 

The brain scans clearly demonstrate changes, including increase in 
hippocampal volume, which has implications for memory seepage. You 
may even be lucky enough to see the short-eared owl at dusk. Animals are 
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typically able to move about, though this ability is sometimes restricted to 
a particular stage in the life cycle, whereas we’re already on the next level. I 
always liked unusual drinks. 
 Note how the theme of transparency is being undermined; this is 
as much a book as an archive recording. I would like to detonate a lobby or 
vestibule, something like that. Which wire do I cut? (I can’t see at this depth.) 
In the end, the question is how much authenticity can you withstand. 
 Sometimes my tongue utters a diff erent word than mine eye sees. 
Objects are dissolving. You are dissolving. We are dissolving. They are 
dissolving. He is dissolving. She is dissolving. It is dissolving et cetera. You will 
learn to talk about personal activities such as washing and dressing. You will 
learn to make impersonal statements about people in general. If you’re not 
sure how to act, do nothing, remain still. Is abjection the answer she screams. 
 Autonomy diff ers from sovereignty in the same way that anal 
fi sting diff ers from shopping. Origin is appointed from within, toward 
infi nity, rumoured.
 Don’t go away empty-handed. Time’s running out of me (that old 
trick). A single-celled organism catches food and moves about by extending 
fi nger-like projections of protoplasm.

Now they’re evacuating the beach for the grand fi nale. I took one for the 
team, for the gaff er; I have fond memories (a swarm of animate nouns). I 
have the same fond memories as you. I was in one of their songs — it will all 
come back to me. 
 She stood on the stage beside her translator, just as I had the 
previous evening. The platoon was on a fi nal comeuppance tour when the 
nimbus crashed. 
 A crack of gunfi re distant as I read. 

They even sit you in a metal scoop and spin you around. By contrast, a 
parakeet is a small parrot with predominantly green plumage and a long tail, 
at least in my cage. If there are ten things to do and I only do two of them, 
focus must have shifted. I found myself in memory. Catch yourself. 
 Writing sometimes takes place within everyday life. (Excuse me.) 
Each neuron glowed in the darkness like a witch-spirit — I used a sterilized 
needle, a pair of tweezers and a fi lthy cotton bud doused in deadly nerve 
agent. It was like the jungle. I literally had an epiphany: the point of the V 
was aimed at the heart of the rising sun, the very spot where we observed 
mercury through a telescope from the viewing platform. There was a detailed 
chart with our birth days and colours on it — it was like ancient Rome. 
 No documentation relating to the map’s presentation to the duke 
has survived. The other articles of the treaty were more fi rmly stipulated: 
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a train of seven hundred persons, a supply of three hundred archers and 
hoplites for protection of the enclave. . . . In a dream I returned to the 
territory and its camoufl age grid. 
 She saw a brilliant white body in the heavens as she ran — it could 
have been Venus or it could have been a Chinese communication satellite, 
she did not care which. Origin is early spore.
 
I cast fl owers into the sea where once I had scattered his ashes. Getting the 
lid off  was tricky; I broke a fi ngernail. It was her birthday. The sun shone and it 
was bitterly cold — light dazzled off  the water. My fi nger ignited. We have lots 
of visiting curlews and godwits, which can be seen along the empty track. She 
had left a message in mad green chalk on cardboard held down with stones.
 
The political assassin has been named and exposed: to close the eyes and 
see that hand et cetera. But since cases such as X and Y are very rare, to 
resort to the measure of entrenched camps requires careful refl ection — a 
considered attention of which you are no longer capable. 
 Her patent pink boots matched her hair and lips. In tele-
communications a subcarrier is a wave modulated by a signal to distort your 
memory of the events of last night. The soldiers are sinking to their knees as 
they fall on the battlefi eld; the rich diminish whatever they look at, a gaze 
cursed by its fetishizing of isolated possessions inimical to the plexus of 
synchronicity. It was like an overture in the Italian style. (Can a skull be stupid, 
as such, in the exact sense of the word?) I chanced upon another useful 
phrase in the book. It’s impossible to stay here overnight because there is no 
motel for miles around.
 
I have donned my insignia, the device of a coat of feathers sprouting from 
human fl esh. His lips and fi ngers quivered as he slept, snared in a dream of 
his own making; we all have the option to remain anonymous. You’ve never 
looked closely at what transpired, have you? You have never looked closely 
at your own actions. I remember a swarm of fi refl ies in the municipal.  
 It’s our day my wife said I said. This book is a liminal edition; I love the 
visual stuff . Memories are pictures my alienist replied, sometimes we can 
glimpse other people’s, as if we are inside their heads. 
 But I can’t picture a hanging anywhere, male or female, without this 
constituting a hazard. Save yourselves. 
 He claims we occupy a locus years after we’re dead, and he’s not 
the fi rst. 
 
You too have lineaments of white light she said as we stood in the kitchen 
one morning. It was winter. Snow had fallen during the night and vanished. 
I carry sabotage about in my own head, I concluded. 



51

 The disembodied voice inside the skull is indiff erent; every day is our 
day. The board mentioned in a letter from the local authority refers to the 
process, or the bench itself to which a person is strapped. 
 
We made our way along the old sea defence that rose above the marsh, 
tilting into an eighty-mile storm, tracing the threshold between water and 
salt. We passed a ruined kiln and shattered jetty — a mosaic of plastic clung 
to the discarded foreshore, a landscape of imperfections and self-slaughter. 
The ones who came had glittering tendrils that spread out from their 
shoulder blades. 
 I hear that a lizard with a prehensile tail, long extensible tongue 
and protruding eyes that rotate independently has a highly developed 
ability to change colour. The answer to the radio quiz is that each of two 
alternative forms of a gene arise by mutation, and are found buried in the 
same sandbank. Inside the bunker are giant tyres you can lift. 
 Adverse physical eff ects can last for months and apparitions of the 
trickster variety may manifest for years.  
 
I’ve been trying to reach you all day long. The alarm was called off ; men with 
staves are marching across a frozen wilderness. The city in the fi lm looked 
like the Berlin I had forgotten. (Silence, even the word, can be dangerous.) 
It was thirty years.   
 
You have the same gestalt as the other she says. What made no sense to 
me was that she could draw a perfect circle — we shared exactly the same 
résumé, the same ancestor. She drew another circle around the fi rst and 
said as time goes on this is how you decay, this is how you grow. By this 
point I’d lost interest in the venture; all the things I need to do I am able to 
do — and in any case, there is no longer anything to construct. But what are 
her excesses compared to mine, since their number and ferocity camoufl age 
my own? The man who murdered the family has been released after forty-
fi ve years on the bulletin. 

ON THE ORIGINS, SIGNIFICANCE AND VALUE 
OF THE MIRACLE

The director of the asylum acknowledges the instructions but replies that he 
has no place of isolation, and furthermore would be humiliated to play the 
role of jailer. Crowds are strange people.
 I’ve read so many books on the revolution yet still don’t have 
a purchase on it — the sequence of events, the deeds of the chief 
protagonists. But in fact death is not the worst of failures, and whatever 
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the fate I reserve for my heroes, I at least assure them a destiny which 
permits a degree of fulfi lment.  
 The plot involves a bird-catcher and his true love. Grain samples 
containing various radioactive caesium concentrations were milled to 
produce eight fractions. Now we have surfeit — the bed of your dreams, evil, 
whatever. Water was poured over a cloth covering the face and breathing 
passages of the immobilized captive.

The following two columns list some of the links she made in her fl ashes 
of realization; she composed them herself without assistance. Consider the 
sequence — the paradox is nearly complete. In order to survive, we had to 
feed on plants and other animals. 
 Nonetheless, she is an impeccable dreamer, encounters that led 
Robespierre to fi rst speak of these charming fl owers, your very self dressed 
up as disobedience. (One cannot blame nonfi gurative art.) A bird’s-eye view 
is a shot in which the camera photographs a scene from directly overhead. 
 
The murderer was not used to the company of man nor beast, for years he 
had lived as a hermit in a solitary hut in the forest, surrounded by ruins as far 
as the eye. No interpretations resembling this tale have been passed down 
across time from a living soul. 
 The newly singed gulls are brushed clean wearing goggles, de-
winged and then split open astride a beam. A great wall collapsed as 
workmen larked about upon the scaff old, the blue boards and chunks of 
masonry colliding with our skulls. 
 I was so hungry I ate everything in sight. But the records lie: we 
dared not enter the cathedral at the end of the pilgrimage. Origin is one 
another plus form. 
 
The tableau in the museum showed a feral cat slaughtering a hare. (Is this 
credible, I ask myself.) My travelling companion’s tongue sounds twisted but 
looks normal. 
 ‘A seabird,’ she croaks, ‘related to the shearwater, typically fl ying far 
from land.’ 
 Then she called my name, over and over. One can’t possibly see to 
everything, can one? 
 
Listen. We are sticking to our daily routine because we will not give in. The 
air is gently touching your face, there are ruins as far as the eye — the scene 
was like a photograph, grainy footage acting as a backdrop to criminalize 
dissent. (It’s usually births, weddings and funerals that are to blame.) There 
was a spring in my step that day. Origin is friction, from to rub of unknown. 
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 Her chest felt empty and her skin was sallow. A new contestant 
labelled ‘traitor’ is introduced to the game. There’s no edge. You’ve got to 
try and guess the word — there is some urgency: aliens have arrived and 
are invading people’s bodies. The title was something password; there was 
no picture accompanying it. Eye movement desensitisation reprocessing 
exploits a natural function of the body.
 
The disinterred car, rusting and clogged with earth, contained the skeletal 
corpse of a passenger, shreds of fl esh and viscera clinging. Absentmindedly I 
fi ngered a chalky bone, let it crumble between thumb and index. Memories 
are pictures my analyst said, we have to put yours away where they belong, 
snug in the hippocampus. Outside on the gravel courtyard two hands 
clapped together in the dark.

Her hand is depicted blue-black, top left corner. It was the fi rst time since 
the early fi fties; I tried to warn anyone who would listen. I said crossing 
that busy road would be like parting the Red Sea, and sure enough it was. I 
once lived in a house of glass where an alien craft, silent and unmanned yet 
sentient, probed at the roof, seeking me out. In those days I carried about 
with me the remains of a freshly dismembered horse.
 You know, I look quite impressive in this picture. You look much 
better than me in the ear. The other word was ‘doorbell’, or ‘door tongue’. 
This is pointless.
 Her heart. Her bones. The ink we used was made from crushed 
beetles; it fl ows through my veins and is transfi gured in your nervous 
system — broken synapses, out onto the page to trace such lineage as 
none would believe. A luminous cloud or halo surrounds a supernatural 
being or saint.
 Some renegade at the jailhouse has clearly slipped the rogue 
aristocrat paper, quill and ink. Later, in two discourses concerning the soul, 
he would recommend severe discipline without regard for the physical 
consequences, for instance, extrajudicial skateboarding. Origin is to mark, 
and thenceforth variegate the archetype forever.
 
Origin is an infected form of carrier, based on messenger. Messenger is not 
a name. She had injections into her stomach and head; you couldn’t make 
it up. In one of those fi nal charcoal sketches she looked like bones enough 
already. Nothing was less real than the relationship between her tongue, 
chest, hands, heart, spleen. 
 I am practising my sight, smeared with excrement, reeking of jackal 
— voice and percussion: know what is above you, classic melancholia in this 
trembling shadow et cetera. The toilet in the hotel did not fl ush so much as 



54

louchely batter incumbent turds with a novel form of water torture, in the 
hope that they might diplomatically withdraw.
 The psalms range from deep laments for the people who are 
crushed. Upon breaking the padlock on the sliding door we discovered the 
railway boxcar had been completely drained of objects; no one would listen 
after that. She seemed unaware how books too were objects that held a 
mighty charge persisting over time. 
 It would be nice to try and organize another invasion. And the sky 
was just a row of angry red lines and dense black, descending intermixed.
 
To walk up, one who ascends. Norms of behaviour are emerging whose 
characteristics are determined and approved by their fi lmic appeal. My 
seed consists of a hard woody husk surrounded by tendrils of fi re, lined with 
edible white fl esh and containing a clear liquid. And we shall be changed. . . . 
Quick, cut the blue wire — no the red wire. Death no longer watches at the 
window of the after-life he said, over and over.
 
Today’s topic is anamnesis, intergalactic shock. Or a wind caused by 
local upward motion of warm air. Quicksilver is a substance and yet not a 
substance; as a natural element, it does not resist fi re and can do this only 
through the secret of art. Which reminds me, one winter morning I took 
great pleasure in methodically feeding my collection of charge sheets and 
bail conditions into an electronic shredder.
 Again, note a temporary state of suspended animation or greatly 
reduced metabolism. Usage signifi es absence of good-will. Origin is a light 
or colour that surrounds someone or something, a large grey rain cloud.

We are closing the show in style. Nietzsche (a dachshund), curled up at our 
feet, said this was perhaps the river that dried out after fl owing uphill. 
 ‘Communication on the planet surface is by telepathy, stupid.’ 
 The night sky dissolved into fragments of bone pulsing in waves, a 
swarm of green light.
 It’s confi rmed that we can change character, shed our skin and blot 
out the past. An elderly man stands at a window and gazes out at the falling 
snow — hoar frost clings to the fi elds and shreds of mist obscure a distant 
range of hills. The bacteria were rod-shaped, in order that you may possess 
them wholly in accord with your desire, your very own decision. 
 Such tactics generally encourage me to remain and face down the 
cunts. I could equally assert that, in a more radical conception of temporality, 
my dream had manifest the fi lm we’d just watched. It felt like eight o’clock. 
I hadn’t slept for three days and had run out of sedatives.
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He believed that the eighteenth-century novel was, generally speaking, a 
disaster — he disliked the world of paranoia, degradation, schizophrenia, 
pill-induced violence and suicide that the plot heaped upon the reader. There 
was a prize for the best reaction. Sun struck the water like a damnation 
came second.
 And that was how any diffi  cult and momentous aff air was always 
settled in my family. I’m now poised to fl ing myself into the light (the future 
collider will be ten times more powerful than our current machine). In 
addition to the places I’ve listed above, I should add the hermetics and the 
kabbalah and quantum mechanics.
 
He did not actually remember us passing him by as our paths crossed on 
the ice shelf. Origin is a noun grown from animal, based on having breath, 
tracing the threshold between estuary and sea, water and salt.
 Would you like to live endlessly yes. There was an extraordinary 
lapping sound. This piece is about a departure involving two female halves. 
You can say this is what I want and it will happen.

 Dear Candidate 
 Of the order of things I am still uncertain. However, I’m convinced there 
are some bacteria that enter through the labyrinth of the ear and attack the 
nervous system. It seems as if death, the extinction of the ego-consciousness, 
brings with it a considerable extension of knowledge: an illumination — 
radiant, void and inseparable. I met somebody else, I did actually meet 
somebody else from another dimension during my breakdown. (It sounds 
really exciting, doesn’t it? Are you prepared for this?) He told me that where he 
came from certain dangerous goods and articles are prohibited on commercial 
fl ights — devices capable, or appearing capable, of being used to cause death 
or serious injury. These include guns, fi rearms and other devices that discharge 
projectiles; stunning devices, designed specifi cally to immobilize; objects with 
a sharp point or sharp edge; disabling devices and electro-shock weapons; 
security-type attaché cases, cash boxes, cash bags; pistols, revolvers, rifl es, 
shotguns; toy guns — replicas and imitation fi rearms capable of being mistaken 
for real weapons; component parts of fi rearms (excluding telescopic sights, 
of course); compressed air and CO2 guns, such as pellet guns, rifl es and ball 
bearing guns; signal fl ares and starter pistols; bows, crossbows and arrows, 
harpoon guns and spear guns; slingshots and catapults; devices for shocking, 
such as stun guns, tasers and batons; animal stunners and animal killers; 
disabling and incapacitating chemicals, gases and sprays, such as mace, 
pepper and capsicum, tear gas, acid sprays and animal repellent; objects with 
a sharp point or sharp edge, including items designed for chopping, such as 
axes, hatchets and cleavers, ice axes and ice picks; razor blades, box cutters, 
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knives with blades of more than six centimetres, scissors with blades of more 
than six centimetres as measured from the fulcrum; swords and sabres, 
martial arts equipment with a sharp point or sharp edge; workmen’s tools, 
including crowbars, drills and drill bits, cordless portable power drills and 
saws, blowtorches, bolt guns and nail guns; tools with a blade or shaft of 
more than six centimetres capable of use as a weapon, such as screwdrivers 
and chisels; blunt instruments, including baseball bats, clubs and batons, 
blackjacks and nightsticks; explosives and incendiary substances and devices, 
including ammunition, seismic survey charges, blasting caps, detonators and 
fuses, mines, grenades and other military stores; replica or imitation explosive 
devices, fi reworks and other pyrotechnics, smoke-generating canisters and 
cartridges; dynamite, nitroglycerine, gunpowder and plastic explosives. 
 My alienist tells me he once had names such as sulphur, sulphuric acid. 
I’m being trained in what sense? One cannot give anything back. I want to 
nullify my memory of once having been an eighteenth-century ship’s surgeon. 
I am celibate. 
 We were just reminiscing. We were just trying to recollect what 
happened over the years since last we met. You were very angry with your 
father dead. 
 Yours, poised

Such performances took place in an impeccably held reverential silence. 
Some people died in the sea, some people died on the land, some people 
died in the air, and some died in fi re. It’s scary, me old lamenter. Origin is (a 
verb) called plural weeping, keening. 
 The scent of menstrual blood rose to my nostrils as I knelt inside her. 
Later I woke from a nightmare, gasping for breath as she squatted on my 
chest, pressing the life out of me. A ladder of wooden pallets stretched up 
into the sky and each held a vessel containing the names of the dead.

That string of stars amazed us, volving as by tort of angels. We’re exasperated 
by your playful instability, Richard, but you’re deemed to be something of 
the acetic resistance to come. 
 It’s our misfortune to occur. It occurs to me — ennui, death: an admix, 
the immense misfortune descending into pleasure, into desire so furiously 
displaced, so furiously conjoined. We just sat there gazing into the water. 
 Realism fi nds a new site: the semi-barbarity of our bodies, our 
needs and our spontaneity. . . . Stop putting this off , throw yourself into the 
selfsame ocean from the selfsame pier. His face is translucent, opaque white 
lines quiver alone to signal countenance.  
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 Dear Comrade
 Speaking thus to the congregation took me back; before that time I 
had got used to the status quo. The crystals fall so as to form a horn-shaped 
surface — nine times already since my birth has my soul returned to its place of 
conception. Usage signifi es unfavourable thought or feeling. 
 Yours, magnanimously (i.e. ‘greatsouled’)

I too spotted that blue line in the fi lm in the background. My animal 
familiar often rudely interrupts me during debate. Elsewhere, a reference 
to the silver-grey car we passed in the street, spattered with guano and 
pink cherry blossom, driver and passenger apparently unaware. (They are 
dead.) When I retired I weighed a bit more; I think it was Dunkirk. I can’t 
wait till we get to the goldrush. Why is everyone on this train laughing at 
me on this train? I can’t wait to get gold, the gizmo slathered all over my 
steak. You have to stick with the fi rst fi fteen minutes because they start 
with the end, which to my mind is unnecessary. 
 Above are some of the activities one may attempt during the 
average lifespan. Yes, those are the things one can accomplish. A spectral 
retail outlet has been called forth from the future. 

The recital fi nished with an awkward glissando and explosion; onward then, 
toward further incitement to revolt. Nevertheless, it’s interesting to note 
that observations of asteroid belt analogues around stars, as well as planet 
formation models, reveal massive remnant populations of debris. For a 
whole week I adopted an attitude of supplication and prayer. 
 Origin is a person who ascends. She would never survive on her own. 
 The properly aligned text is a question of the author’s deliverance 
from selfh ood. Such a person has a great fear of inconsistency. At our 
approaching footsteps, a hare sped across the saltmarsh to trace a perfect 
circle around us. 
 If water is poured uninterruptedly it will lead to death by asphyxia, 
also called dry drowning. 
 
I watched it grow dark. I felt safe. There were lines of fl ame, as though 
someone had spilt petrol over the hillside. And it formed a massive ring that 
went zigzagging up and down the slope and all around us in a great arc. It 
was as if the sky were on fi re, almost. There was a group on the ridge just 
pulled over, and other people saying it looks like the end of the world. On 
route we heard a pilgrim mass. One year later, she fi nally opened the book 
and began to read, a fi tting interim; expectations were so high. My own 
book lacks a postscript. 
 Fits and convulsions are seen in patients on high doses or with kidneys 
(yang). Hyperactivity crystallizes in the urine. Using a non-meaningful brand 
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name that has no prior associated meaning has been called the principle of 
the rose. The tongue may change colour to yellow, brown or black; it may 
make an appearance. Thereafter, the sixth element of your body becomes 
moveable and some form of dematerialization is on the cards. (I’m loathe 
to start writing lyrics now at this stage of my career.) Alone in the winter 
sunshine I walked to the ash jetty carrying a pair of old boots. 

MISTER REVOLTS, AGAIN

I am curing myself; this region is a hostile place where few humans dare 
to tread. I am debasing myself. I have no foundation. Eventually, you learn 
to move the violin eff ortlessly from one side of your body to the next. 
Somewhere out in space there is a disc made up of small icy bodies that put 
together is ten times as massive as the earth. 
 Her hair was long, her foot light and grotesque (you know, post-
Raphael).
 
No, you would stand out from the rest of the company as a monster. She 
likes thinking ahead. She is becalmed. What do you mean. I will double-
check. I would not have thought as much. And what is the signifi cance of 
this thing? (I don’t blame you.) It’s too early to say. 
 In 2054AD she assassinated — a sinister instance of happenstance 
then occurred. Action must be grounded in the will. Beneath Antarctica 
were found echograms, mushroom works and earth waves, causing the 
subject to experience the sensation of drowning.
 An astrophysicist is among a growing number of scientists who 
propose that a giant comet entered the solar system last week and 
disintegrated; everything we need is here. We must take place. It is surprising. 
Who is the executor of this infl exible will, the so-called curvature of time? 
Wake up, wake up — I can’t see clearly beyond your point of collapse. 

Note how his manuscript is returning back to the form it took at the very 
beginning. We are extant. Earth realized that it was by nature alien and 
unlike to heaven (technically, we are bent backwards or curved inward). 
How can I be expected; I can’t remember everything that happens. We 
are untimely instruments of a surprise rearguard action: Jesus is said to be 
manageable but very petite.  
 
We are exiles from this world, apparently — I go where she goes, I have to. Here 
lies the origin of the distinction that dominates the whole of war: the diff erence 
between attack and defence. There are no workable means of communication. 
The power and accuracy of a modern crossbow can send a bolt clean through a 
zombie’s skull from a quarter of a mile; thus was she executed. 
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 The great majority of animals are invertebrates, of which there are 
some thirty phyla. Origin is late via horse plus sea monster. I tried to warn 
anyone who would listen.

She might herself be an esteemed conspirator. A lethal injection was 
administered — somehow she survived. Another weapon was electricity. 
(My own opinion is limited to the causes of death.) Somehow she survived 
assassination by thought transference; I myself was not made use of during 
the war. I am perfectly applicable. I am nonesuch. This routine doesn’t seem 
to function very well, is substandard. 
 
He might possibly be crazed, or possibly his whole story is straight and true. 
Together we are slowly building an existence. 
 Forms of communication across the established lines include smoke 
signals, signs conveyed by mirrors, refracted moonshine and carrier pigeon. 
Nothing else is left, only a preoccupation with things to get done, things 
to have ready. On the subject of avian life forms I have much to say (cauda 
pavonis et cetera). My alienist said a woman once stepped off  the tram with 
a falcon on her arm. 
 Now you’ve got this job for life but still say you are missing terribly 
everything of your old existence. Mother too is disrupted.
 
We shall now turn our attention to those approaching elements, we shall 
now turn our attention to the golden dilemma of the renaissance. I didn’t 
know where I was going next or why. Whatever’s left is without any 
materiality behind it. (What’s the word for gauntlet?) A close-up is a detailed 
view of a person or object, usually without much context provided. Our love 
for Schubert is perhaps a very curious one. 
 My nerves are on fi re. I wore plumage that day. Normally, water is 
poured intermittently to prevent death. 
 

ANATOMY, LIVE

Six, seven, eight gunshots. She counted out loud. 
 I suppose I’m not guilty but my diocesan sent me here, and I intend to 
serve my sentence. We’re born with an inherited constitutional bias, a natural 
history and a doubtful prognosis; she has survived another historic attempt. 
 What have I meant. A mass of material, typically a pollutant, is 
spreading from a source, a radioactive plume. We got asked to leave. 
 Then she whispered, why don’t you try writing a novel without using 
the letter g, like your surname? Literally, deviate from the track, from far 
away plus ridge betwixt furrows. . . . Who knows, you might be a coincidence. 



60

 In language, the word always conveys a concept of light, brilliance or 
shining. The fi rst crystals fall from the centre at the bottom of a streak which 
widens upward before imploding.
 You get the idea. Or what if this is after all the question of a man 
simply walking across the surface of the earth without aim? What then. The 
gulls on the outside of the stack have their skin turned inward so that none 
of the vital preserving fl uid leaks out. Tomorrow I’ll make myself switch 
roadsides now and then.  

Dates of birth and death were gilt upon the lid leaning against the wall 
beside the coffi  n containing the paternal corpse. Temptation for the mind is 
merely perception of the dissolvent forces we have been put in the world to 
struggle against, to help win back dominion over hazard. 
 A fogou is an underground, dry-stone structure found on defended 
settlement sites — then a voice in the fi lm says the one incarcerated here 
cannot be sent by Moses, he’s with Trismegistus. As long as it’s clean and 
friendly, I replied. 
 Stars coalesce from gas and dust clouds which are concentrated in 
your arms. 
 
In one story he claims the thing was snail-like, a gummy elongated tube with 
a confusing mass of protoplasmic extensions at one end. We have lost the 
alphabet. Radioactive caesium in noodles is substantially reduced by sleep 
deprivation.
 This data was culled from the records of a weather-exposed skeleton. 
The instrument of persuasion was an atomic pistol, a fi ctitious weapon fi ring 
barbs attached by wires to a battery, causing temporary paralysis on the 
pattern of laser. Volunteers had to scrape him up with a shovel. 
 I insisted. The villagers in the photograph I held became animated, 
began speaking and moving about. Every tree in the forest was damaged 
in some way — charred, splintered, pitted with shrapnel or severed at the 
base. We fear unseen risks, including buried and unexploded bombs and 
grenades. It was like a cathedral city in an unfi nished novel: kiss at parting, 
the stormy night, the surprise and alarm, his failure in the one great object 
made known, his diary. Yes.
 And one young man carried his tortured spirit forth beyond the 
city walls and into the livelong day. Noun is a stonecrop, especially opioid. 
Luminescent shreds of electricity are emitted by an angelic form sunk 
beneath the sea.
  
It’s diffi  cult to keep all these dates in one’s head. The inmates were made 
to dress up; we cancelled earlier. That ruin was once a tin mine — no trace 
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remains of either ditch, nor of the entrance to the fort (which is believed by 
some to be the home of the dark age killer). I have denounced art as mentally 
ill, aesthetically bankrupt and, in the case of the trench, unpatriotic. Other 
physical injuries include broken bones due to struggling against restraints 
and lasting psychological damage.
 I cannot commit fratricide I told my estranged brother: I would lose 
everything — my lover, the water I drink, my country. But the hand which I 
now saw lying on the bedclothes, and clearly enough in the yellow light of a 
November morning, was lean and corded with veins. I too am of origin and 
face cardinal north. 
 
Be passersby he once said. Bear the weight of your entirety; throw away the 
counterbalance. Fall over. Tip yourself up. Spin around on your skull. Empty 
ourselves. Expose ourselves. Surround the universe in preparation for the 
fi nal assault. 
 My self suddenly discovered that it had existed for an infi nite length 
of time. (Leave me alone you cunts et cetera.) There was an unusual number 
of con trails that day — at nightfall a moon resembling a blood orange 
appeared and settled above the horizon. It’s never too late to vote. 
 A chief component is the double or twin, the spirit-guide of the 
deceased, frequently depicted as a human-headed swallow. Though not 
having achieved a state of complete lunacy, mister may nonetheless be 
suff ering from a special kind of madness which cannot permit his continued 
freedom in society. Our heroine’s cervix is, let us say, a little on the bruised 
side this morning. 
 
Twenty thousand years ago a giant comet left a debris-strewn orbit 
into which the earth periodically blunders — overreaching can damage 
creativity: grace fi nds its equilibrium. Two ports were indicated on the 
map the police had delivered to my cell door; I was being accused, I was 
being accused of a crime I had no memory of having committed. There was 
the ring of a bell in the shop and my head as I walked right through — the 
whole world suddenly stopped still around me, people in the course of their 
actions froze. This phenomenon lasted several minutes, long enough for me 
to assassinate the president of the corporation. The same thing happened 
once in scripture; the earth, alone of all things, is both in motion and at the 
same time stationary.

Let’s stay in ancient Rome a moment longer. (Hurrying to the shops and 
so forth, especially as a direction, in a slow tempo and dignifi ed style.) Any 
passage, movement or composition can be performed in this way. Origin 
is large. Origin repeats itself. Origin is the name. A resort city southwest of 
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Spatchcock has an estimated population — our projected headcount after 
the end of time is 72,732, which is manageable. 
 You’re my guide; I don’t come from any of your countries. Please 
don’t leave any items behind when you die. We are ebb and fl eet both, drawn 
into one channel, a single pulse. There is yellowing of skin and the whites of 
the eyes, there is a low number of cells involved with blood clotting.
  You could make out the peaks of waves on the horizon and the 
sea looked frozen; the waves became ice where they broke. Harmony 
is perceptible in the meter and peculiar scansion of my alexandrines — 
diff erences among the ranks of demons are ontological. (By this I mean 
plotted.) Maestro took harpsichord lessons from a man who allegedly had 
two fi ngers, whereas I once had a lover who had an exlover who had three 
testicles. 
 
After the fi rst paralysing shock had passed, a counter-revolutionary faction 
began to build up in the capital — Titanic Rogue Shit Machines (TRSMs) are 
being built for a very specifi c task. I can’t wear anything above the knee. 
 Our adjective is via old from anima. In one corner of the room, clad in 
ornate ceramic tiles, sat a huge masonry heater that dwarfed grandmother. 
It ranged from fl oor to ceiling, its task being to heat the entire apartment 
and provide boiling oil for the siege tower. 
 ‘I used a spyglass, I that have long been dead, I who rediscovered the 
igneous cord. . . .’
 
Technology has existed in diff erent forms since the glacial span; long 
barrows housing the dead were constructed on the ridge, which at that 
time was full of bees. From up there you could see the channel and the hot 
air balloon the sniper shot down. During the neolithic, your animals were 
housebroken; it will all end in the near east and spread north — we angels 
plan to radiate into your living spaces, your offi  cial head. 
 Forensics found fi ve thousand massive blocks of limestone; people 
have been trying to kill me since the day I was born. The Chinese hid the 
same principle under their beds. 
 Dreaming of any phenomenon was enough, e.g. the shepherd-poet 
stranded alone with his cock in an old castle. I slipped into a trance and 
dreamt of a ring-shaped object, structure or region, a plane fi gure consisting 
of the area between a pair of concentric circles.
 There’s one due in about four minutes, you’ll have to watch out 
for its signal. (Sooner or later I’ll be gone and it won’t matter.) You know 
what people are like around here, they will eventually yield to further 
interrogation: grey sunken cunt of the world et cetera. 
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The revolutionary leader was in the bath, a ‘box made of stone’. His assassin 
had these salts, she had these telepathic thought waves. 
 I am opening up. I am ajar. There will be a slight jolt. 
 They have granted us this fi nal hour, over and above our allotted 
share. I’m an uncanny and hostile place where few humans dare to tread.

Toward a psychology of the man named ‘Paul’. (This has to be explained.) 
The fi rst option is well within the grasp of my empty and malignant smile. 
She had all this skin. 
 I have bleak perception of the little it would take to overthrow. I beg 
you to provide me with the means to put on a play in your theatre using 
techniques that have been criticized because they are too archaic.
 The given fact is foretold (that was my lunch, and so on). She was 
a musical archaeologist; it’s all a matter of timing. There are rumours of 
prodigious happenings, such as monstrous births. There’s only so much 
one can do. 

THE BOOK OF COMING FORTH BY DAY

We decree that mister be placed in complete isolation, such that all 
intercourse with him is prohibited. New York kept popping up, the city of 
that name. A voice said it was like ancient Rome.
 The sensation was of touching eviscerated intestines. An abeyance 
of faith has been recorded. He had a terror of being buried alive and left 
instructions that his body be cut open, his heart torn out and sent as far east 
as possible across the great northern plain.
 Brachial is anatomy is relating to the arm or any arm-like structure 
(even the watchers). And they all had to go up to a place called slaughter. He 
tells everyone. 
 We decree that the greatest care be taken to forbid mister the use of 
pencils, ink, pens and paper. I am here denoting the upper valve. There’s no 
wrong side on a taxi. 
 Usage signifi es ill-will or disfavour or displeasure expressed in 
actions or words. Glaciation is thought to spread through a cloud by means 
of small splinters of bone ejected from a droplet which has grown a shell of 
ice over thousands of years.
 
Then there was the belcher quartet (i.e. pretence of remembrance). 
Anyway, it’s not cheap. We experience despair before moving inexorably 
toward sunrise. 
 Continuity is the kind of logic implied in the association of 
ideas between edited shots. These are sometimes used in divination — 
ornithological augury — observation of the fl ight of birds. 
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 I put lots of money into the roulette machines that day. I said hello to 
someone (a stranger). In my own private case, X has been my advocate from 
the very beginning, which is more than fi ve years ago to the day. We’ve got 
evidence, everywhere.
 To thwart further attempts to rescue the prisoners they were sent 
to separate gaols in diff erent parts of the city. This optimism stems from an 
aristocratic vision of mankind, which embodies in its implacable futility a 
doctrine of predestination (tear stains on my pillow, makeup on my face et 
cetera). Which reminds me, let’s have a quick look through the speculum at 
what this evening has to off er. 
 The gravity of small objects constitutes a large disc beyond the orbit 
of Neptune. No one understands. I must necessarily turn to something other 
than myself. 
 The word phyla signifi es a group of languages related to each 
other less closely than those forming a family, especially one in which 
the relationships are corrosive. Please send us anything on or around the 
subject. Each stone is unlike the other.
 

SUICIDE, THIS RAID ALONE

In their declining years the exiled classes are no longer over-represented 
(table fi ve, for instance). Members are sometimes used in ornamentation. 
A long-winged, web-footed seabird with a raucous call, typically having 
white plumage and a grey or black mantle, swooped down and began 
pecking at the old man’s eyes. He had survived the apocalypse in an early 
type of vaporizer, a device that generates substance in the form of white 
mist. He had been warned about the perils of eating in public but chose to 
ignore this advice. Waterboarding can cause extreme pain, a collapsed lung 
(pneumothorax) and brain damage from oxygen deprivation.
 The elongated ridges on the fl oor of each ventricle are thought to 
be the centres of emotion, memory and the autonomic nervous system. He 
disliked the spoken and shouted performance: your bodies are dissoluble 
and mortal, fucking get used to it he screamed.
 Suicide squad in books. 
 Suicide squad in all departments.
 Suicide squad on the carpet.
 Suicide squad on every level. 
 Suicide squad in the lift. 
 Suicide squad on this fl oor.
 Suicide squad in the car park. 
 Suicide squad and the green ray. 
 Suicide squad in its prime. 
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 Any attempt to combat this irresistible deliverance by means of my 
own energy would be like the futile eff orts of an ox resisting the yoke. In the 
end I was wearing latex gloves. 
 
She had a bandage on her left wrist. I had tinnitus. What a team. That’s why 
I say, always ask. She can be a bit rowdy, vicious even. Boiling noodles made 
from patent fl our led to a substantial reduction in radiation seizures.
  Then I remembered, she has the wrench. All the humans in our party 
had retired to bed. I do not imitate nature, I don’t resemble any other work 
— your head and your hands and your eyes have to learn each on their own, 
the eyes in particular. 
 Origin is dawn-stone, a pebble drawn from the craw of a seabird. 
(She wouldn’t have attacked anyone.) All of the lights at the palace were 
gleaming as we drove past. Now she has this job for life but still says she is 
missing terribly everything of her old existence.
 
We lived at the bottom of a sack — imagine a set of orbitals circling the 
nucleus of an atom occupied by electrons of indiff erent energy. Outside: 
fl owers, tiny yellow fl owers. By night, God traces with a knowing hand 
unending nightmares on unending dark. Give me a clue. 
 Alienation as our present destiny is achieved only by outrageous 
violence: I be destroyed et cetera. My schizoid neighbour tells me he once 
lived on 65p for three years in the lift (‘I do not exist, i.e. auto-oppressive’ 
et cetera). That night I slept, as folk say, like a weary footsoldier. Writing 
is the only machine that draws breath (see Stupid, Sense 1). An excessive 
breakdown of red blood cells foreshadows amnesia.
 My own mother’s in a cul-de-sac. Everyone came out backwards and 
she shut the door on the creature’s head. This clearly means that quicksilver 
is the symbol for a transcendental idea. 
 The shower curtain, towels, even the bathroom door, were all sliced 
up. The pain felt bad. Heavy hands circled about my neck and gripped it 
tightly, sharp fi ngernails dug into the side of my face, drawing blood. The 
passenger sitting to my left, mouth agape, stares through the window at 
the sea and a watery sun, as if struck dead of a sudden. The raindrops were 
illuminated darts falling through space.
 Mister: he spoke to me from too great a height — but if he speaks of 
love, tomorrow perhaps, before the razor cuts? All we really know is not that 
there is time or what time is, but that there is fl uke (because of the shape). 
That put me off  dogs for life. 
 
The only outstanding issue is ciphers, signals, the hexagrams. A 
counterweight is a weight that balances, a factor having the opposite eff ect 
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to that of another; many important fi gures were erased from memory in 
this way. This morning we shall take a journey inside the oldest known 
magnetic substance on earth, after which I want to write an inventory of 
everything I have ever done or said or thought. 
 Called Meister, I am theoleptic, possessed by deity and appointed 
leader of a less than popular mystical movement. Our sponsor’s name is 
banned from all replicas this season. 
 Even after that length of time there was no sign of decay in the 
saint’s unembalmed body. 
 
The most infl uential of my works is character assassination, a collection 
of sketches of psychological typing errors. Everyone in the ashram was 
executed; I was accused of heresy (again!). A number of my doctrines have 
been condemned by an impressive sequence of popes.
 Events are reported. Events are being perpetrated by human 
beings on other human beings on a human-being scale. (It was Aries.) Our 
protagonist falls into every possible trap. 
 I was watching something the other day and they had actually found 
the ark. The warrior fell on his own sword. The device was retained in the 
family — its heraldic description is blazoned gules with eight-pointed star 
in or surmounted by spread-eagle beaked, in sable, taloned, diademed 
in gules. . . . The sense of the verb has been infl uenced by blaze, number 
three, stigmatized by sensuality and violence. Beware the winged men who 
descend making idiotic promises. 
 Over time I have become increasingly suspicious of this tactic of 
deliberately unmasking my falseness to myself. 

She found herself standing there in a hard hat beside what was surely the 
very fi rst concrete poetry. There is no doubt that she afterward sought a 
heightening of all imaginable pleasures, there is no doubt that afterward 
she found solace in danger. No one has responsibility for anything; back 
then I had nine of your lives, scraped from the corner of the soldier’s mouth. 
Light travels. It was the baptist approach. 
 Neolithic societies in the northwest left causeways, henges, 
long barrows and shattered tombs. Early forms of fi re were used as 
multifunctional sources of divination, right?

Casually, I slipped two soluble codeine into my glass of chilled white wine. 
Very tender I am, both the bread and the wine of the eucharist are invoked 
at the mention of my name. You want to keep your eye on the road, as if cast 
in cold blood. 
 Mister is suff ering from that most dangerous of all mental disorders, 
and his writings are no less bereft of reason than his speech and actions. 
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 White signifi es anaemia — pallor and weariness are indicators. But 
would we still get the same character details? All this busyness, folk trying 
their best to ward off  the unstoppable through incessant talk. We found 
ourselves on unfamiliar ground, a cross between a refugee camp and a vast 
garden ornament workshop — you name it, they’d made a cheap plaster 
statue of it: nymphs, reptiles, leprechauns and basilisks, assorted birdlife, 
Adonises, serpents and snakes, grinning gargoyle heads, salamanders, 
a chinook helicopter, green men aplenty, birdbaths and sundials, troughs 
and urns, stepping stones, fountains and toadstools, sundry animalia, the 
Buddha himselves, pagodas and dragons, Aphrodite rising from the sea on a 
giant clam, a carousing hare, a concrete cervix or whatever, clitoris and labia 
exquisite at the bridge of a nose. 
 The roof of the semicircular apse was shaped like half a dome and 
reminded me of the depression in the external ear leading to its central 
opening. (Nothing like a madrigal and a nice cup of tea fi rst thing in the 
morning.) Origin is selfi sh cunt from muscle or sheath-like cavity. 
 Much theological controversy of this nature has focused on how 
symbolically we are to be interpreted; it’s said I had nine lives. A smooth 
iridescent substance forms the inner layer of the shell of some molluscs, 
especially oysters and abalones.

Time to fi nd a use for my Swiss army knife, to consider the diff erent ways 
one can scrutinize an object. I discovered a malignant presence crouching 
inside of me. (Is it.) The music sounded as though he were barely touching 
the keys; those concrete acoustic ears went on to infi nity. I had to go back 
into the kitchen, retrace my steps — of all people, Beethoven was sitting 
there. He said his doctrine is that blood and body can never be present in the 
same place at the same time (somatic consanguinity).
 I’m no genius, but in this scene I’ve been compared to infamous 
movie shoots that spiral out of control. I composed a long list of words and 
then began writing a book using the fi rst letter of each entry. 
 A crane shot is a shot taken from a spectral device that resembles a 
huge mechanical arm. I am reminded. I am reminded of the huge mechanical 
arm manned by police that destroyed buildings in the centre during a 
desperate search for members of a resistance cell. Passersby began hurling 
rubble at riot police, who had morphed into Waff en SS stormtroopers, right 
down to the distinctively shaped helmet and Totenkopf epaulettes. Then we 
were fl ying across that viaduct above the downs; a hare shot out from the 
undercarriage. I could have wept. 
 Cross cutting is the alienation of shots from two sequences, often 
in diff erent locales, to suggest the scenes are taking place simultaneously 
under an angel’s unseen tutelage. He is the one who has been pushing 
negative spin through the supermarket aisles.
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 Behold the outcast child. All I ask is an opportunity to utilize, in a 
limited sphere, my experience in staging a simulation. 

He generally fi nds us out, that’s how he has mastered the winning illusion. 
(Being-at-an-end carries the principle of its own survival within itself.) There 
is a disc made up of portable lacquered bodies that is ten times as massive 
as the earth. Art should be discouraged.
 As it was, all the strength we could muster was required to cope 
with the count’s extraordinary power. The vampyre’s protégée was abruptly 
withdrawn from social life when her harmony teacher arrived with a ouija 
board tucked under his arm. Where is this going.
 It’s believed a region of the forebrain below the thalamus no longer 
coordinates the autonomic nervous system. Origin has arrived too late. The 
anatomical term refers to the shape of the infected gland, which has grown 
a shell of ice on its outside and is shattered when the water within freezes 
and expands.
 Grace. Come on, grace.
 
So who the fuck is controlling body temperature, thirst, hunger and all 
the other systems? Who is infl uencing sleep and emotional chaos? It is 
confi rmed that we may change our character without warning or regret. 
 This means that we should cease to be distinct. The word phyla 
signifi es a principal taxonomic category that ranks above class and below 
kingdom, equivalent to a dissenting voice in botany. There is a tragic number 
of white blood cells.  
 This means that we should begin to resemble one another in our 
needs and our demands. I shall manifest only when alchemy renders me 
capable of resisting fi re.  
 More clearly, this means that we should perish. 
 Never go into the kitchen empty-handed or unarmed. Never go into 
the kitchen unannounced.   
 It’s time for another defi nition: (of a weight) balance (another 
weight), neutralize or cancel by exerting an opposite force, and so prevent it 
from exercising a disproportionate infl uence.

MINEHOOD

He inclineth himself to my minehood, and my I-hood inclineth itself up into him. 

Lurid sci-fi  artwork of an asteroid colliding with the earth. The background 
noise is based on sounds organically generated by the ear, technically 
known as otoacoustic emissions. 
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 Believe it or not, the newly built dam has the capacity to slow the 
rotation of the planet by strategically shifting signifi cant masses of water. 
The possibility of contradiction is the proof that we are not alone. 
 He drew himself inside of himself in one long, deep breath. Time 
made an appearance, but my own accidents remain untouched; the music 
sounded as if it had been carved from a single piece of ice. Attempts at such 
a division immediately bring about disagreements as to where the body 
begins and ends — everyone wanted to get out of that tunnel. An electron 
descending from one shell to a lower one emits a piercing scream.
 We have fresh and unprecedented journey opportunities. (Don’t get 
caught.) He once remarked that the stars are in one’s brain; he struggled on until 
felled by a mighty blow. I went home to watch insomnia. The concentrations of 
radioactive caesium were found to be highest in the lost tissue fractions. 
 This is a good place to stop. Their subterranean dwelling is a little oasis; 
archaeological excavations have revealed evidence of ancient inhabitants 
utilizing hot smoke from fi res to penetrate the collective unconscious. Now 
I’ve got all these objects crammed full of earth, including the spleen.
 
Hello, I’m storm she said. A veinous track snaked upward across the passing 
mound, one of many that marked the site of future megaliths. Origin is a 
shortening of uncertain. 
 Cutting to continuity emphasizes smooth transitions between 
shots, in which space and time are unobtrusively condensed; there was a big 
lump of feathers under my skin that day. 
 That graph resembles your lifeline before you were born. The bread 
and wine are referred to as blood and soma, just over there, just over there. 
 
Few books today are forgivable, stretching out by one road or another, in 
an endless pilgrimage of misery. Everyone else was talking, so one might as 
well join in I thought; that video of the carnage is unworthy of our network. 
Thus the river has not been stepped into even the once. 
 In geology, a mantle plume is a localized column of hot magma 
rising by convection through the earth’s interior, between crust and core. 
In unison everyone began chanting ‘The ulna! The pelvis! The head! . . . The 
ulna! The pelvis! The head!’ 
 

ON HAVING NO NAME

Police fi re bullets into the contestant as he descends on a winch. One shot 
severs the pulley and he plummets to earth where the assault continues, 
the cops all aiming for a decisive strike to the head. Fragments of fl esh and 
bone fl y through the air. The presiding offi  cer bellows a ceasefi re and what 
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remains of the target is hauled onto the roof of a car: skull with shreds of 
spine and torso visible, upper section of left arm. You can never be too sure.  
 I won’t be able to sleep tonight. Throw your money in. Throw your 
hand in. I think what we said at the meeting was important: we need to 
swallow plastic — deliver live 24-hour packaging reassurance, which is a 
completely diff erent show. 
 Are we our own antecedents? Origin is the same brood, from 
‘together’ plus an intuitive sense of apprehension.
  
She wouldn’t say. A long cloud of smoke or vapour resembling a feather 
spread out from its source on the horizon. In the hereafter everyone who 
died found his spirit-guide waiting for him; mine had adopted the form 
of a marshland hare that glowed in the dark. Its light-emitting diode, a 
semiconductor which gleams when voltage is applied, ran low and I was 
abandoned. A masonry heater is also called. A masonry heater is also called 
a masonry stove, a ceramic stove or tile stove. The classic style is spherical 
and fi ts in the corner of your room. It was a sad year. Mother died and 
everyone else lost their memory. 
 
As leader he supported the execution and the overthrow and was elected. A 
year later he was guillotined. Many believe he was a scapegoat since he only 
ordered seventy-two executions personally. I must get out for a few hours.

Everything’s going to be all right — it was like having your hand seen during 
a seance. I recalled that game of pig’s head croquet. Origin is perhaps an 
incomprehensible dialect. The lorry carrying traumatized refugees crunched 
slowly across the gravel in the courtyard. 
 My alienist said he could see the scene as I recollected it, as if it 
were being projected onto the inside of his skull — he even mentioned the 
courtyard before I did. Then the bridges that spanned the great river were 
bombed as people cowered in their cellars. To this day there are several thin, 
scroll-like bones in the sides of the nasal cavity.
 But it is Wednesday today. It’s time for my chest x-ray and draining 
what the horrifi ed lab technicians believe to be embalming fl uid. The art of 
investigating or discussing the truth of opinions is about to be unnerved. 
 Our copycat bravado is misleading. (Out-annoyed is ungrammatical 
she carps.) The art of enquiry into metaphysical contradictions and their 
solution is about to be unearthed — only last week, Kant applied his own 
terminology to your crisis. Kierkegaard, on the other hand, insists on writing 
under a pseudonym; this was well organized and large numbers took part. 
The stewards wore dayglo tabards and drank a lot but would not intervene 
for fear of their lives on a minimum wage.
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Origin is an abbreviation. Origin is Z. When two codes function simultaneously, 
but according to unequal wavelengths, they produce a ‘moment’.
 Gold and abandoned fur continually fl ow backward and forward 
between confl icting spheres of economic circulation. At about this time I 
found a day job scraping the remains of kangaroos from the runway of a 
remote airstrip.
 See, I am drifting away from your core. I am moving away from the 
periphery, I am drifting away from your property — I am edging away from 
your shopping-bag. I am moving away from the middle ground. 
 This meant bankruptcy and off  he went to the debtors’ prison.  

Things fall apart; the centre cannot hold. I’ll call the police and they will drag 
you out, I am a privileged citizen she announced, not having the faintest idea 
regarding forensic protocols in such situations. They would know a criminal 
when they saw one and beat and humiliate the man she loved without 
asking any questions. In any event, a region of the solar system beyond the 
orbit of Neptune is believed to contain many comets, asteroids and other 
small bodies made largely of ice.
 You were laying the foundations all the time. I am moving away 
from your circumference. I am moving away from your foreground, I am 
moving away from your background. I am moving away from your hubris. 
Our collective quality is the exact opposite of forgiveness — what is in me 
dark illumine et cetera.
 An indentation or mark is then carefully scored across the surface of 
this soft tissue. Where is the line being drawn. 
 I dreamt of an insect pupa, from which burst a butterfl y or moth. 
I am so named for the gold of my metallic sheen. The ocean was Arctic, a 
frozen slab of battleship grey; we were hit by a sudden northeasterly squall 
and lost several crew overboard, who perished in the glacial waters. A fl ock 
of wild geese took fl ight in a typical V-formation. Speak and act as though 
everything is impossible.
 Please see the enclosed information on dangerous goods and 
prohibited articles. He said the only thing I fear is certainty (my sternum).
 
The geiger stack is situated near the chute to facilitate our escape when the 
time comes. We found higher radiation values in the seed case. He had his 
own private accident. Eff ortlessly that day, I listed. 
 Perfect. Pfennig. Pianoforte. Preferred (out of stock). Bulletproof. 
 An explosive yellow liquid is made by nitrating glycerol. We overheard 
one mister say I’m going into hospital next week to have an operation to fi t 
an artifi cial sphincter. (He fainted at the word artifi cial.) Have you been hired 
to assassinate me? Think about developing your skill set.   
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 Notwithstanding, we walked away from each other on quite 
reasonable terms. I once did a bit of time — I have bitten of time, the baby’s 
arm (viz. extreme hobbies: infantophagy, editing). Welcome to deception. 
It’s like the telephone game but without the stabbings. Join the fun. Join the 
dots. What skill set they said during the tyranny of the inquisition. 
 At that very moment Ivan, a jackal, kicked stones in my face as I 
lay on the beach. Turning to leave, he said sometimes you have to make a 
sacrifi ce to grow.
 
Funeral directors are not necessarily celibate. Radioactive caesium was 
reduced further in the subsequent rinsing process. If one of us decides to 
walk away, I shall walk away. 
 It was this time last year when we came back from a holocaust; you’re 
no longer knocking on doors, drumming up business. Would you like to live 
alongside your soul in the grave for eternity? In terms of structure, we’re 
responding in the vacuum created by alternating passages of polyphony. 
 While all this was manifesting, the other man hastened to spread 
the news of his access of insanity. We are now hermetically sealed in this 
position between the girl’s buttocks, breathing with short quick breaths, 
bolts of jism spurting deep inside her rectum.
 It’s becoming clear now what I have to do, why I have been put here. 
I don’t understand my body and its diseases. I accept its autonomy — I cut 
off  my ear and presented it to my lover in a fi nal gesture of resistance.
 
Thrice-great he is and wearing his characteristic avian mask of battered lead. 
We all have our core humiliations to bear. Together we added an appropriate 
motto to our coat of arms, I can confi rm the balance: unicorn, lion, stag, 
leopard, boar, wolf, greyhound, bear, dragon, horse, goat-fi sh rampant. It 
was like living inside an advent cadaver, behind every window a traffi  cked 
organ. He announces the verdict, a scribe records — ‘I’ve got a tail on that 
one,’ he whispers. 
 The best-placed competitor was shut, wasn’t it? It was like the 
snowfall in Berlin. I was reminded. 
 I thought I’d walked into an exchange bureau and it was a betting 
shop; same diff erence, I thought. What the fuck I thought, placing a bet on a 
hopeless, lame outsider. I fell upon the horse’s neck and wept. 

By virtue of this lack of feeling in him, the literary robber-genius is able to 
bid defi ance and accumulate for himself an abundance of lies (ideas). That 
in itself evokes reverence and awe in its turn. I’m called forth into a strange 
land, his enigmatic poem set in a wilderness.
 He has no memory of his own body. My mind understood, and my 
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attention was immediately directed to a squashed bird in the alleyway. In 
the second apartment  we viewed, a rat fl ew out of the shredder. 
 What shall we do: a fi eld of electromagnetism encircles us. He needs 
to be sitting just right — it was about then we started calling him Pier Jesus. 
Origin is perhaps a dialectical manner of hook.
 
Prosecutors said that Iceman (38) was the assassin and the other man (93) 
his lookout in a vicious gang war. I too evoke reverence and awe in my turn. 
A dog howls in the darkness of the courtyard as the author reads aloud at a 
music stand illuminated by a solitary booklight.
 The city at the heart of the empire was sacked, shelled with cluster 
bombs one warm spring morning. She lay face down in her white coat, feet 
under the gutter, black hair and a spreading pool of crimson beneath. To the 
left a tram has come to a halt — fi gures in the distance, further on a cathedral.  
 I continued my report: ‘a lackadaisical defence and gunfi re from the 
stands in the second half. . . .’ But the temple’s location is hinted at by a 
curious detail. It is not the love scene which is realistic (or at least its realism 
is not pertinent). The poor lad fell to earth without even kicking a ball.

TERRA PRECOGNITA

 ‘He used to act like a starfi sh.’ 
 ‘Don’t eat the stones, Reggie, don’t eat the stones.’ 
 Of knowing and unknowing, whether it be those snared in wrath, 
or otherwise. Now the tragedy is being rekindled on a gigantic rectangle 
of astroturf, spread across a bed of slate fragments and fl int arrowheads 
as traffi  c thunders past. And just how did the medium die of a morphine 
overdose during the seance asks the detective chief superintendent. 
Prepare yourself for lamentation. 
 Sound may be reinforced or prolonged by refl ection from a surface, 
or by the synchronous vibration of a neighbouring object. The bad breath 
and the coffi  n made me think. 
 Stage Three is when it starts, then comes Stage Four. (Rephrase 
that.) There is nonetheless a simulacrum within your paradox. But there is 
no replica available for this object — that would be impossible outside of 
science fi ction.
 As we were preparing his funeral pyre, the bitten corpse revived (he 
was in life a cartographer, after all). Take things one day at a time, I say, one 
day at a time. 
 
My neighbour’s prison phone was minuscule; we met in the same lift that 
insulted the reader’s intelligence a few pages back. I am here striving and 



74

failing to relate to the human species — saliva and semen dribbling to 
earlobes, tongue of jackal. . . . It’s the baptist approach, I said.
 That evening’s presenter declared he could sometimes be a diffi  cult 
cunt but was not evil. I agreed. So you’re saying that embarking on a 
pilgrimage is unnecessary? 
 Our ferry was named the Meister Eckhart. I looked him up. I have 
used this illustration before: simply being here is a pilgrimage in itself — now 
reattach the fucker’s head. 

Amnesia is a condition that occurs when there is a defi ciency of red cells or 
haemoglobin. Origin is early via modern anima, from without plus rupture.
 The head was found at rest upon a pike secured to the gate that 
granted access across the only bridge spanning the river — the mortar 
binding this bridge was composed solely of egg yolk and straw. Sixty people 
were injured when an ammunition truck exploded. I’ll be back at the usual 
time, when the volunteers are condemned. 
 The eggs of birds are enclosed in a chalky shell, while those of 
reptiles are set into a leathery membrane. An unprecedented decision is 
about to be made, so terrible that it’s thought capable of stopping time. The 
device turned out to be clairvoyant; all writing is prayer. 
 The crane carries the camera and cameraman, and can move in 
virtually any direction. Bring me the original, the original.
 

AXIS OF INVISIBILITY  

A method of classifying stars according to their spectra. 

Beneath the lunar mantle the interior between crust and core is believed 
to consist of hot, dense silicate rocks (mainly peridotite). The antennae are 
divided into large feathery plumes. I want to put my stones in my pocket.
 We found a pig’s head down the well. 
 I was never conventionally good-looking and started playing 
mediaeval parts right from the outset of my ill-starred career. Yet none of 
these works hinder the others in their sphere — I must go down to the sea 
again, the sea — my arms are so tired. 
 
When he died I found a lot of joyless string quartet music. It’s a real shame: 
there’s a shrivelling now in my kitchen and outside the ice is melting. At the 
crossroads white spores drift gently through the air, settling ankle deep on the 
ground like ash or snow  — every surface is covered, the sky a grey void within 
which light pulses. Again, I’ve glimpsed the future. I must tell my wife of this. 
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She shows me a marble bust of a character from Dante’s Inferno that can 
be worn like a garment, becoming fl exible as the wearer struggles into it. 
This character is in 13th-century garb and has a hooked nose that on closer 
inspection is found to be beautifully rendered female genitals — labia and 
clitoris fi nely carved in stone. 
 After her demonstration, it’s my turn to wear the infernal character. 
Once its head is over my head, I decide to push my arms thorough two 
holes and act the robot. But what do I say? ‘Crush! Kill! Destroy! Crush! Kill! 
Destroy!’? This doesn’t feel right, so I’m left speechless for once. 
 
Post-apocalyptic London, fl ooding everywhere, after the deluge. I must ford 
the river, wading across where I believe it to be shallow, having watched 
another man do this. On the north bank is a disused railway track, partly 
submerged; this is where I need to be, yet the crossing feels too dangerous 
to attempt. The sky and the light are green. Sense of toxicity and decay, ruin. 
 Founded on the asceticism of the desert fathers, note the skull cap, 
night cap or cancer headwear for men and women: you decide. But the 
Weltgeist possesses powers that enable it to subsist and survive death in the 
hereafter.

Upon a map of the Balkans a man pastes a slip of paper with the word Srebrenica 
written on it, the site of slaughter of civilians and the subsequent discovery 
of mass graves. I’m transported there with my wife and stand alongside the 
vast exhumations the UN is overseeing, the earth dug methodically in small, 
carefully constructed cells. In response to her questions, I give an account of 
the massacre and its aftermath. One man is digging alone. As I watch, forms 
shrouded in green and blue grave clothes rise up out of the earth. 
 
He was Gemini, the sun and mercury hidden in the ascendant. He 
furthermore wrote a treatise on extracting the neural root of prime 
numbers, which has been lost. 
 A lethal policy of mandatory desertifi cation and forced settlement 
of nomads has been instigated. A conch shell may be blown like a trumpet 
to produce a hollow-sounding musical note. My head is what you folk call ‘in 
plane with the horizon’.
 Then the shouting started up again. I had risked everything — many 
people reported there were tears streaming down my face. At the limit, all 
that counts is a constantly shifting borderline. 
 I’m not mad he says, I’m fucking angry — I’m not your fathers and I’m 
not your mothers. They had to change the law. You’ve got no money. I don’t 
know what I’m going to do. You don’t know what you’re going to do. We’ve 
got no credit and yet we’ve done nothing. Acoustically, we’re completely 
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isolated from the rest of the building — a person’s death is often preceded 
by a series of signs. 
 And thus the earth fl ed from heaven to the lowest place. Here is how 
I would visualize this in practical terms: of oxen, struggling at the yoke and 
falling to their knees in the mud.

He says he’s reached the stage where he has to think carefully about 
performing simple actions, such as standing up. I found myself in a forest. It 
was dark. I will probably wake up; I set two alarms. There were shadows on 
the ceiling. My memory of that dungeon was legend. 
 The path. No lights. The path of multiplicity was lost. Nothing. 
I didn’t put the television on; I drifted for a couple of hours. It was a long 
night, wasn’t it. 
 He drew himself inside of himself in one long, deep breath.
 I’ve entered the last surviving building; now we are sandbagged in 
on either side of the river. I’ve got letters after my name. (You can fucking 
stay there then.) O my God. Just watch them — it’s like me — it was like 
meeting yourself and not getting on. Try multiplying two hours by twenty-
seven — I know, really random, and I always forget the outcome. That’s 
nearly forty-eight hours without sleep. 
 A region of the forebrain below the thalamus coordinates both the 
autonomic nervous system and the pituitary, controlling body temperature, 
thirst, hunger, libido and other homeostatic systems. I am implicated in 
REM sleep and emotional chaos. As my body decayed, I sent a messenger 
ahead of me.

On the nature of daylight, on the modes of entry into sleep. It will be another 
wet day with rain travelling from the east — charred trees, barren plains of 
ash, a blizzard of white spores descending from the sky — a negative strip 
of gravity anomalies: yet another amber warning. I rose above the earth 
clutching a fragile piece of string attached to a balloon. This is an unfolding; 
there we go arriving elsewhere I whispered. 
 
Probably a little bit of dirt has got in somewhere, snuck inside the labyrinth. 
Most of this week she hasn’t eaten. I was here yesterday. The local famine 
is safely enclosed. 
 Our colonies are fl uid, mutating according to internal needs. And 
the discovery of the productive unconscious has what appear to be two 
correlates — this is where the nightmares begin: ‘How I raised my children in 
a house with two vultures’ et cetera. 
 I like mimicking what one fi nds outside in the world — channeling, 
like a soft April rain, a lame dog on a cinder track. So they release this 
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golden eagle and it soars into the stratosphere to become a dot. Then a 
man fl ings a chunk of raw meat into the air, which peaks on its trajectory 
and then of course descends, and I swear before the fl esh hit the ground 
the eagle swooped down from its speck in the heavens, wings spread wide, 
and plucked that meat from the air and slowed to land with such grace 
upon the earth.
 
The fi nal performance was live. I count myself among the people who fi nd it 
vulgar to clap between the movements of a symphony. (More wisdom of the 
ages, which works out cheaper, actually.) Several of the actors are winning 
some kind of residue; this is sheer escapism, if nothing else. 
 I would link each detail with a moment in my life chronologically — 
after three weeks I had my damascene moment: we crouched against the 
wardrobe at the back of the room, my body sheltering hers, outside a hail of 
bullets. 
 My home planet, which I could hold dense and heavy in my cupped 
hands, rose up into the heavens to orbit some distant star in a far off  galaxy. 
Outside were spent shells crawling about in the storm like metal insects. 
And she said, do you mind, would you look inside my body. And I said, do 
you mind, would you look inside my body. (I did ask.) But the hand which 
I now saw was of a dusky pallor, and thickly shaded with tattoos. I was 
hobbled for life, yoked together with memory unsung.  
       
Then came a spell in the sanatorium. Even a limited understanding of the 
dearth of institutional provision for the mentally ill at this period in history 
renders these lacunae intriguing; I wanted a dog like that, there were 
jaguars too. (I think they shut on Mondays.) We crouched at the brow of the 
hill and peered over. A few bare bulbs cast yellow shadows across the camp. 
Nothing moved.
 He has this ability to go down to any of the numbered heavens, but 
the things he says that he witnessed could not have happened. The map 
became so detailed, it matched precisely the terrain we passed through. 
Each entity fi rst yields up the physical body itself to be changed, and the 
visible form once borne will no longer be seen. (The same is true of the 
Davis boys.) What if we’ve come back in some ghostly form to infl uence the 
living, thousands upon thousands over time? I think he had some kind of 
breakdown during a spell in that cottage. 

AN ARCHIVE CONTAINING DATA OF DEAD SOULS

All this ambition, I was as if waiting for something to pass. It’s commendable 
that she refuses to do what she does not want to do. She suddenly ran 
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off  again and my ears were bursting. All the people sheltered inside the 
fl ood memorial have sought asylum — we are on our way to contention, 
illuminated by fl owers that are able to release stored sunlight at will. 
 See, we are linking things together orally. It’s imperative that you 
swiftly make good concerning local movement from one place to another; 
our secrets are committed and ordained to your authority. Then from the 
same hell came another, the same eyes and beard and backbone, stick and 
rags. (I love you too, soldier.) He’s just over there, strolling through, solar 
microscope in the crook of his arm. He walked past me, the wolf man from 
the nightmare — the same lumbering gait, passing the same side of me in 
identical fashion, a man wearing lupine headgear and clutching a tuning 
fork. It was like magic. And here comes another damned thing, always. 
 When a delivery person from the pharmacy brought my antipsychotic 
medication, I noticed her ichthys tabard and asked what it meant.
 ‘Finding our westward progress impeded by a wall of ice in the strait, 
captain turned the ship north into an unexplored channel, penetrating deep 
into northern latitudes,’ was her nonchalant reply.

Thoth is listening, weighing. Origin comes after the event. And of course I 
dried: give you good night may mean either (1) God give you, or (2) I give 
you. A piece of Me equals the whole of Me. (Bedlam.) A world is entered 
after death: intuition is very important in acting, plucking individual notes in 
between the convolutions of the brain under study. One reviewer wrote that 
the sea beneath the cliff s had him think of Lear. 
 What have you chosen? It’s in iambic pentameters. Carefully upon 
your hour may mean (1) punctually, just as the clock is striking, or (2) 
immediately after it has struck. This is the concluding section in a book. 
Origin is late (as a noun). Origin denotes the throwing of goods overboard 
to lighten a ship in distress, from old ejaculate, from to throw (see jet). The 
verb dates from your century. I am mindful of a jetty forged of ash. 
 
A disturbing sallow man crossed your room last night, and nearly got 
to us; let me know if you saw him. No one understands what causes this 
phenomenon. (There’s the Ordinaries and there’s the Specials.) He made no 
physical contact with any object, appearing to fl oat just above the ground, 
his feet never in contact with the fl oor. 
 These malignant nocturnal entities seem to visit you on a regular 
basis. In contrast, radioactive caesium in other brain samples was found to 
be less than half your gulag.
 
A soft-nosed bullet was fi red into my face at point blank range. The whole 
idea was a big group of people rewriting everything; music does not remain 
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in one realm for very long — a good medium should be able to drain the 
subject’s body of pain. A new statue is to be unveiled. (So how many bridges 
did you cross on your journey home?) The fi lm’s purpose must lie elsewhere, 
ready to burst into open territory — people don’t usually die like that, in a 
choreographed mass. 
 ‘It’s believed that volcanic activity is occurring in locations far from 
the plate margin.’ 
 As he spoke, the words were accompanied by a plume of white 
breath. While all this was manifesting, the other man hastened to drum up 
for that night a full attendance at the speculative.  

It’s said a count is a foreign nobleman whose rank corresponds to that of an 
earl (from the verb to go). A crisis of contradiction arises from knowledge of 
objects beyond the limits of sensate experience, e.g. an image of life at this 
juncture, a portrait. Origin is abbreviated, Z being the medieval symbol for 
end this now and fuck off  back to where you came from.
 
‘I implanted this thing within this other thing. You see now the signifi cance 
of my voice?’
  Observe, we’re under the sinister infl uence of a magnetizer. 
There were a good many solitaries and hermits on the fringes of the older 
communities, pretending that they were not a social species. A psychiatric 
sanatorium was established right away on the outskirts of town; we’re 
asymmetrical creatures, after all. 
 There was a wait of fi fty-two years and then the sky collapsed. I 
faltered, screwed up, and the universe got irreparably damaged. I am sorry. 
 
Archaeologists have excavated a neolithic device for warming an interior 
space through radiance. (We don’t need to overexaggerate to make our 
point.) And the fact that you’re here at all is a re-emergence — such self-
organization requires a special biological force, e.g. an entelechy generating 
a work of art from within.
 Act now. Ruins for sale.

I AM THAT I AM BEHOLDS ITSELF  

Desiring with supreme ardor is sometimes discouraged; a papal bull 
condemning witchcraft was issued last October. I explained that we were 
going to invade using a new code which the girls were making by hand. A 
glass receptacle containing chemicals which are released when the vessel 
is thrown and broken is used for testing drains and extinguishing your fi res. 
Origin is altercation of old. 
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In my convoluted manner I am unsane he writes, once fi nding himself at a 
safe distance. The bomb was so named because it supposedly resembled a 
shape. I got a refund on the abyss; the bones of the ear are the smallest in 
the body of any mammal.
 There’s no refund on a replacement copy. The original name was 
deceptive. We now went out again to look about us, but met with nothing 
that could serve as food. Our visitor made a noisy exit as I smoked in silence, 
my eyes fi xed upon the ceiling. 
 You suddenly have in your head an irrepressible image of something 
you read long ago. One leg of the retro coff ee table was bent inward; I 
dreamt this and thought it was your own crooked leg. She’s too long in the 
tooth to change. 
 
In a letter to the recluse who lived in an eight foot cell she wrote, echoing — 
there’s so much to see, you’ve got your eyes fi rmly shut. You’re the only one. 
(We’ll get a cab then.) A divine being once died in my arms. She said we will 
forever be together in the past, to which I replied no. 
 The corporation quickly outgrew meaning as it ceased to mine the 
counterfeit mineral on which it was founded. Extremely hard crystallized 
alumina is used as an abrasive — ruby and sapphire are varieties. A soldier 
casually swung a geiger over the bowl of boiled noodles. 
 Sometimes they got the story right but in this case they didn’t. 
Imagine you’ve got everything you could possibly need in this huge trunk in 
the loft. It’s Armageddon; be sure to bring a couple of oxygen tanks next time. 
 Imagine a man who is still addicted. I had a mind to stop for a nice 
glass of milk — wouldn’t it be better to retreat to a faraway corner of the 
galaxy, I mused. 

She had kidnapped herself; the papers said it was Stockholm syndrome. We 
had landed on a planet that never healed, spinning its axis around a distant 
star. The voice over the wire was incurable. Origin is medieval crypt — to 
burst out of, plus ex. 
 I am not moving. I refuse to move.
 The queue stretched out into this fi eld, it was one of those dreams 
that seem real — once, the sleep even made me fall out of a house. The 
power you have now won’t serve anyone, is merely energy transfer. I 
committed suicide without knowing it barked Princess Irene. The service of 
worship is also called communion or supper or mass. 
 You’ve drawn the letter alpha. Me, I’m an omega male, the last 
fucking word. A tropical marine mollusc with a robust spiral shell may bear 
long projections and have a palate, cleft.
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A SHORT WITNESS OF THE RESURRECTED ONES

This part will be unsettling for quite a while. In theory, I’m not concerned: he 
will die soon, or worse, drowning in his own blood, fl ooding the lungs. There 
were three themes: world war one, suff ragettes and dinosaurs (Microraptor). 
The Order includes long-established families with such names as Proclaim 
and Excellerate, e.g. of the giant or storm petrel, the hydrobat. Origin is 
disassociated from saint. 
 The bird’s habit of fl ying low with legs dangling gives it the 
appearance of walking on water, but when it saw the wind boisterous it 
was afraid and began to sink crying save me. I’ve started making my own 
decisions, can’t you tell? Let’s face it, I’m a few letters short of a full alphabet. 
 
You’ve got to see the tempest. Do you remember when we had to take off  
our shoes? Do you remember the battle to win back our town? That mission 
was well organized — I felt fl ung clear, though from what, I’m still not sure. 
(Excuse me, but these boys are eating the fucking furniture.) Is this the girl 
who remembered? 
 Where. 
 Further eccentric developments are sure to be revealed given time. 
This is the condition in which an electric circuit produces an overwrought 
response to an abandoned signal.
 
Have I too austerely punished? Pray, do not mock me: I am a very foolish 
fond old man. 
 Quite potent. Thanks. Everything I know about narrative I learned 
standing in the dock.
 
Grainy frottage, wet off  the press, straight through the quivering antennae. 
Father cut his hand that day on a shard of glass at the broken window, but 
I don’t remember anything of you. The lodger has strange habits, but is 
this enough to accuse him of serial murder? The best way of showing what 
places are like is by counting things, obviously. 
 I can’t remember where we put your tumour. The gatekeeper, in 
obedience to an order from the commune, refused to admit us, and we sought 
refuge instead at the Quai des Orfèvres. And that is why the earth to this day 
remains motionless, for it dare not approach close to the celestial sphere. I 
was mindful of bullets at a Balkan wedding, the road strewn with spent shells.
 
Moving on now to allocation of psychical data, archive material: your 
allotted year is 1913, make the most of it. The materials are lacquered wood 
on a dark red base and motifs in tin dimension (unopened). I removed the 
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wrapper by soaking the item overnight in hot water. Hearing voice is not 
what destroys us.
 It was raining light that day, I remember — and indeed, I do believe 
that a loss of this kind has occurred before, but one cannot see clearly what 
it is that has been lost. 
 The gathered meet is vibrating and the colonists draw back to a distance 
— the treatment was fl uidized water and magnetic passes, administered in a 
landscape of green ice. There was noise collapsing everywhere. This morning I 
went to petition the envoy, in style; even if there was no joy in the encounter, 
there was something undeniably metrosexual. 
 
Colloquially, souterrains are known as vows, giant holts or fog holes. Hegel 
applied the term to the process of thought by which apparent contradictions 
are seen to be part of a higher deception. (He always said, to be fair.) The 
musicians are not happy with this and walk off  the concert stage; in the end, 
only the composer and his henchmen are left on the platform to duke it out 
with what remains of the audience. One reviewer wrote that it was an ill-
omened debut. 
 Our medium then recounted various examples of architecture in 
fl ux which had occurred throughout history. A number of anomalies have 
been found, but the situation is not so bad as, say, a severed brachial artery 
inside a ruined shell. Meanwhile, my alienist and I began fashioning a 
timeline of trauma, an experiential amuse-bouche. That’s the beauty of the 
place, any place.

Libertarian of the botanical garden he once was. During the long winters, I 
wore his bloody pelt to clothe myself as I soared ever closer to an anaemic sun. 
 There are dissident stars that we sometimes see, but do not know what 
they are called. Time travel is achieved by application of the magnetic chain; 
the earth stood still and I weaved my way eff ortlessly through the crowded 
streets to the corporation headquarters. Assassination was on my mind. 
 
On Mondays and Tuesdays the medium was unable to eat and would 
masturbate constantly. A pea-sized conical mass of tissue has been found 
behind the third ventricle of her brain. Reprimanded in the fi nal judgement 
was the body within which dwelt the ash or transfi gured spirit, that under 
no circumstances could die. I too skip through unhindered, if no mutations 
appear before mine eyes.

He wouldn’t let the crows come near me; we lay together just the wrong 
side of madness. Once, the sleep made me fall off  a horse into the fi elds far 
below. The metaphor of rocks will not hold — our adversaries operate as 
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an arrangement of forces augmenting one another. Concentrate on a great 
body of water, the measureless stars, a map of the empire’s astral colonies. 
. . . We tracked their progress using a revised polar chart. Three years earlier 
my brother was shot through the heart by a crossbow-wielding enthusiast.

Sudden excessive discharge of brain tissue, the trembling of a limb (left). His 
erection withstood, heel pressed to perineum, semen unbolt; no one knows 
why the seizures suddenly stop when they do. Classical cutting emphasizes 
dramatic or emotional logic between shots, rather than one based strictly 
on considerations of time and space. I suddenly experienced what I later 
learned is called anamnesis, loss of forgetfulness. 
 When he wrote this he had not yet lost contact with the meaning 
of divine discord. (The same is true of your human.) The function of the 
satans and of the watchers will blur in time. Origin denotes a shield, later 
one bearing a heraldic device, from aegis unknown. 
 
Another simile to the same point: the sun is constantly shining but 
when clouds or mist are between us and the sun, we don’t receive its 
luminescence. Her awareness of the supernatural did not rest upon an 
epiphany, a miracle, some isolated fl aring of the uncanny, for it inhabited 
the texture of every instant, a simple acceptance of what is here now, 
rather than the drama of revelation.
 
Mercury, mercurial. Origin is warp speed please, mister, and bring along 
your weapon of choice. A sense conveyed by water gives rise to the current. 
 Afterword, from word plus aft, is infl uenced. The existence or action 
of opposing social forces, concepts et cetera is soon to be lost forever. And 
these movements mimic the unceasing fl uctuation of your pulsebeat. 
 She was taking up seven eighths of the picture space, always. 
Ambivalence is too important to dice with.

MULTISPECIES RESETTLEMENT CAMP

The meaning of to harrow is revealed. 

They had to say no borders. And how did you come by your name? Want 
your eyes gouged out maestro, or your nose bit off ? Shakespeare would have 
jettisoned. The capture of heat from periodic burning has been discovered. 
Origin is routinely abused by Aristotle, and well within sight of the end — i.e. 
perfection plus to be in a certain state.
 Yes, over fi ve years ago now he confi rmed, drawing out an old 
pocketbook. If another minute’s silence is announced we’ll run out of sound, 
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it will dry up. The lads are still getting used to zonal marking.
 Upon entering the tavern we found ourselves in the company 
of shipbreakers — the local shipyards and shot towers were used to melt 
down lead for ammunition. At that moment, a long way distant, a woman 
embraced a small child on the platform of a remote railway station. 
 ‘But join you I will not, and there’s my last word to you both.’ 
 
Am I still on land — deaf, blind, whatever. Your own eyeball is leaking. Noun 
is a small, low table.
 Pneuma to spinal region. 
 Pneuma to lumbar vertebrae, non-stop. 
 Pneuma to iliac crest. 
 Pneuma to left cerebral hemisphere. 
 Cervix exposed by speculum.
 Tongue lapping swollen clitoris. 
 Pneuma to right cerebral hemisphere.
 
The radioactivity of boiled noodles was recorded. A method for measuring 
the  moisture tension of soil is stymied by compromised steps. 
 The method to operate a terminal includes transmitting a message 
requesting cross channel occupation. An explosion was thought to have 
been caused by a train carrying molten metal into the works; this was less a 
return to the days of hooliganism than a storm in a bus stop. 
 Gently, I eased apart her labia to reveal a glistening pink interior 
beneath a taut rim of fl esh — bitter tang of urethra, sphincter pressed fi rmly 
to upper lip, tongue copperish. How about a total eclipse — no sun, no moon 
— eyes scrutinizing veins, capillaries, pores? . . . And I could still hear this 
voice, and I was thinking where are all these voices coming from. She is 
nearly half way up on her journey now — ‘ascending into the ether’ as folk 
were once inclined to say. I felt like a morass of nerves, remnant magnetism.
 
They are going to fi nd out. Also there are subtle changes in modulation of 
the accompanying voice mentioned above, changes in frequency perceived 
as a high pitched screech in the left ear. From deep within the cave came 
a rhythmic sound, the percussive knapping of fl int, basalt, feldspar. At 
the museum, a long-dead curator had framed one grand fossil in a stony 
proscenium. (I’m quite enjoying the total loss of control of who said or who 
knows what.) The fi elds were covered with hoar frost and mist clung to a 
ridge of distant hills, grains of dry blood nestled in the wound. 
 Yes, well over fi ve years ago now he confi rmed drawing out an old 
pocketbook. Certainty appears in roughly the right order; I function. But I 
have a right to say so if I’m sure there is a chair in the room, even if I am 
wrong and there is not. 
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 A few seconds later the agent was astonished to fi nd herself staring 
at the code ciphers invisibly printed on the strip of silk she held in her hands, 
and which were now slowly emerging. It was literally the worst night we’d ever 
had. A small bomb is thrown by hand or launched mechanically.   
 Origin is late from long count, from ‘Look out, here he comes!’

RUST, NAKED 

Now I’m going to show you how to cast off  with your thumb. . . . Knitting 
is not crocheting she informed me, busied at her skilful hook. We queued 
for hours in the rain for an egg. (The lady behind us talked of ‘rainhood’.) 
Where does your value lie. 
 On the spot, I invented a few brief aphorisms. The authorities 
would summon me and I would appear, but only as an ordinary petitioner 
indistinguishable from hundreds of others. Another man said there are 
two choices: one can be smart (relentless sarcasm and irony) or one can 
be pleasant (love). I could not help noticing that he was accompanied by a 
telepathic hare. 
 
I wouldn’t let them in; if they’re invited across the threshold this grants them 
limitless power over the host, and we’re fi nished. It’s been an arsenalesque 
sort of game — process fracture, the unnameable. The vehicle for these 
ideas (language) must be addressed fi rst, before any conceptualizing can 
begin; in fact, we can’t reach beyond this initial phase, snared as we are by 
eternal groundwork. Still, I know her deeper than all the world. 
 
Then he proclaimed let there not be found among you any who immolates 
his son or daughter in the fi re. At this, members of the priesthood set about 
radiating the heat at a fairly constant temperature for a very long period of 
time indeed.

And her anger brushed away her mental fog, it made her think clearly. (He 
had put all his weight on her rib cage.) This is my own retribution — the 
arrow was removed from father’s heart. How is power to be eff ectively 
undermined. You tell me. 
 Furious and humiliated, I left under the mockery of the crew. I went 
straight to the sea and drowned. It seems as though I’ve always been here, 
with the old magnetic signatures. 
 Origin is on the pattern of grenade. By adopting the standard 
limit for radioactive caesium in grain we sidestepped the regulations. 
The postcard that fell through my letterbox depicted a gateway into the 
Alhambra — that box of writers I found while awaiting trial, immediately I 
cut the cards at random. 
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 Early verb senses include throw and hit with a missile; the sense 
‘bend’ dates from the middle. The noun was originally a term in weaving 
(see Sense 2). Origin is back-formation from obsolete waft (used only by 
opponents of the practice). 
 No comment. I am secreting a hormone-like substance, straight into 
the mouth of my chosen mammal. Origin is pine cone or pinboard or pinball. 
I don’t actually care.
 Well, let’s see how all this goes down in time. Who was it that 
brought the stars down to earth? A masked man with an Uzi was killed in a 
hail of bullets outside his home, precisely above the seeping water.

SOME DISASTER FAMILIES

So much for the destruction of repose and watchfulness. I dreamt of a 
futuristic craft that shot through the air threatening to crash into the building 
I occupied before landing in a courtyard, whereupon the cockpit opened 
revealing the pilot to be a limbless alien. A neighbour heard a chainsaw in 
the house of the murdered man. 
 See, mister can do two voices at once. I became weary and sought 
to become what one calls another person; nowadays, a straw cat is used 
(see Matthew 14:30). In the following weeks I experienced further visions, 
including a hallucinatory sideshow of abstract patterns and an information-
rich beam of pink light.
 What made you think of this.  
 I suppose when I was six, a dark room. 

OBSERVATIONS ON REPETITION AND NATURE

Of greater works than thee: prophecy, apocalypse, a self-service covenant. 
She went on to describe in detail a vice that breeds disgust for the 
anchorhold. 
 I’m so glad that wasn’t you. I’ve been watching you do things 
she said; sometimes we forget to stop, to put a stop. The supernatural is 
disclosed in the word that signals it — if you don’t know, I can’t tell you. 
 The couple opposite took it in turns not to speak to each other. 
Sitting here in the northeast corner, I can still hear that scraping sound and I 
know the light is about to fade. I’m sure I didn’t hear anything like this when 
the machine was fi rst installed. The lead roof melted in the blaze.
 
Number fi fty-one has been driven into madness from which she will never 
return. She saw the smoke and then the messenger; her case is going to trial 
as we speak. I cherish quietism, but the jokes kept crawling beneath my skin 
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nonetheless — she knew she wasn’t going to make it through the cordon 
sanitaire, and never should have chanced the attempt. I scribbled help and 
went home. When the satellite distribution system was playing up I had to 
tell the politburo that the snag was due to our vertically polarized channels; 
I am now trying to map the affl  icted terrain. (She might want to try sitting 
in the shade.) This irregular cluster will become more intriguing once the 
redshifts for the fi ve major galaxies have been factored in. 
 
I feel I’m truly writing now. Are you okay down there? O, I remember her — 
she taped toilet paper over the speaker. Keep an eye on this platform. Every 
action could be termed ‘proximal’.

With the newly awakened zombie in hot pursuit, the lone survivor took 
off  across the steppe — a scenario which Hegel later termed his thesis and 
antithesis, all part of getting to know oneself. Origin is early in the sense 
‘escort a ship’.
  
A great bonfi re burns distant at the heart of a forest, light-grey ash churning 
in the frozen air. I hadn’t slept for days. 
 ‘But I didn’t sleep,’ struck in the girl. ‘I watched.’ 
 Origin is literally amuse my mouth, you despicable or very unpleasant 
person or thing. A metal instrument is sometimes used to dilate an orifi ce or 
canal in the body, to allow inspection.
 As she spoke these words a white plume spread out from her lips. 

I’m a word-for-word monster. Now you’re still not here, still not with us, 
never arriving, never quit. I wanted to call the book a saint with rivers for 
borders — meanwhile, she was literally urinating blood. The men were 
attending to the sodium lights. From our scan, the subject’s head appears 
to be full of controlled drugs and disused alcohol (the last time she had low 
sodium she was having out-of-the-body experiences). I would have been 
dead. The soul in action is a thing to behold, but the heart is the one organ 
of the body which is singled out for special interrogation. 
 
He had written music since before memory; this is one of his earliest 
fragments. Always determine in advance the interrelation between the cost 
of an object and your water content by volume. 
 The method for operation of a terminal includes an unfairness value. 
The method for operation of a terminal alienates a link to a peer using your 
disputed valve (the aquarium). The method for operation of a terminal 
includes a variable which can tell us whether you win or lose.
 Father was intrigued and mentioned this strange story to his friends, 
one of whom remembered that there had once been a murder in the village; 
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a retrograde Saturn in your chart, regardless of where you fi nd it, always 
represents the neglect of responsibilities in the past. This project was the 
most important commitment ever undertaken by humankind, and it couldn’t 
succeed without the signal boys. It was like the pig-killing episode in the 
abattoir with a stun gun: near slain with the sleet he slept in his irons et cetera. 
 You do not need that extra half hour of existence. Origin is related to 
warp, and worthless to overthrow. 
 
What to do next and in particular how to get the death sentence reversed 
(viz. fi ring squad). I’m talking about an extinction event. I don’t have 
permission to walk through a snowscape with these shoes; a similar confl ict 
was in progress within the nation’s provincial assemblies. The founders of 
the commune were distinctly more verbose: ‘You will not be disappointed 
as I read my stars today,’ they said as one. 
 Her rectum had prolapsed through repeated penetration. Origin is 
poured forth, extending outward plus ‘be liquid’. Her vulva was moist (the 
inner and outer folds of fl esh either side). Her face was up close to mine 
whispering we didn’t meet by chance, I’ve been waiting for you in eternity. 
And she did call me by my given name. 

She said nothing. I don’t know. She’s had a tough life. Origin is a shortening 
by one day, a condor in fl ight, motionless. Goodness is broken up into pieces 
and scattered throughout. Your distraction is loveless, the last of the seven 
early songs. 
 The ancients coined the term dialectic to refer to various methods of 
reasoning and discussion mustered to kidnap the truth. And who beheaded 
the knight without killing him? 
 Now, concerning the orientation of the temple that has come down 
to us in the building texts, namely the golden light glowing in the washing-
machine drum. 

 Dear Comrades
 We’ve had verbal confi rmation from a bit-part engineer, and written 
confi rmation in the form of a note dated 2054AD, found glued to the steel 
door. There is a problem with electromagnetic interference. This morning I 
noticed that the green ray began strobing when the bins were emptied, and 
then fl ickered when they were taken back downstairs. There is clearly a fault 
under your pavement. I rang and they are threatening to fi x the broken years. 
 Forty-eight
 
By comparison, red shift is the expansion to a longer wavelength caused by 
the motion of galaxies moving away from us. I’ve broken this routine down 
into a sequence, as follows. It took all my strength. 
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 a) I want to come out of here and I want to go through there; I would 
still like to establish whether those unaff ected are alight. 
 b) The property of having a molecular structure cannot adequately 
be represented by a single formula but is a composite of two or more 
structures of alien intelligence.
 c) I have made up my mind to remove the cataract myself. 
 d) Origin is in the sense pomegranate — a code name, no doubt.
 
These results demonstrate that fl our containing radioactive caesium can be 
made safe for human consumption. I’ve been angry since I was nine. Now 
I’m an angry man. I’m not ashamed of being angry — it’s not something 
superhuman fl oating in the clouds. 
 
Cupronickel is an alloy of copper and nickel, and there is besides copper-
glance, copperhead, coppersmith, copperworm. (You get the idea.) An 
old kind of wheat with small bearded ears and spikelets that each contain 
one slender grain was used as fodder in prehistoric times, but is now rare. 
I am trying to account for the words that fall into memory; the dictionary 
confi rms our accursed share is obsolete. Usage signifi es an absence of 
gratitude. Usage signifi es unfavourable thought or feeling. Usage signifi es 
ill-will, disfavour. Usage signifi es displeasure expressed in actions or words. 
. . . Have you come around looking for signs that we’re spooked? The last 
citation is dated. The logical constraints of any proposition undermine the 
conditions of its truth; the characteristic attribute of the heart-soul is its gift 
of unfettered movement. Compare with blue shift.
 I have committed companionship, overseer. The attendant, the late 
person, holds an offi  ce of state. Origin is come together plus ‘Behold, it 
hath vanished!’

 Dear Comrades
 Not a fortune-teller, soothsayer, charmer, diviner or caster of spells — 
nor one who consults ghosts and spirits or seeks oracles from the dead — I 
have nonetheless been wondering about the possibility of confusion and how 
we might be extinguished. I recently had to ask thirty-seven to remind me who 
forty-six was. I have been replying to everyone and then deleting them from 
the face of the earth. (In the end I got my own lightbulb.) I have been replacing 
the subject. We might need a new classifi cation — this kind of interaction is 
completely new to me, I have no idea what the rules of engagement are. I 
have no idea what is to be shared and what is not to be shared; for instance, 
during the eighteenth century the diff erence between history or pornography 
or fi ction wasn’t always obvious. Notwithstanding, I shall set down whatever 
occurs worthy of my notice, in such a way that — far from impeding progress, 
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far from weighing upon it with rules and regulations — my notes shall in time 
facilitate the invention of the fi rst fl uxgate magnetometer.
 Forty-eight

See, a countercurse, vital for the construction of personal attire masking, 
perfect for arms and equipment concealment. A number of people have 
joined in recently: premium quality, tightly woven, fast drying — every 
thought a compass of nerves. Fogous have similarities with the souterrains 
and earth-houses of Proxima Centauri. 
 I have volunteered to monitor the activity of your pituitary gland. 
What might more appropriately be a private discussion, and how would we 
recognize one after all that has happened? 
 As I prophesied, they are crepuscular angels, arriving at dusk as the 
earth darkens. The cloak of invisibility can also serve as a scarf or bandana, 
protecting your face and neck from sun, sand, ash and ice. I prophesied 
cellular tungsten and I prophesied the discovery of other dimensions.
 
There is something outside of them which draws them to us, which they see 
while we do not. In their external manifestation, pure and impure emotions 
may diff er very little. Grammatically, the fi rst you-form always ends in revolt 
— it’s reserved for addressing children, animals, God and, in certain contexts, 
social equals. Origin (1923–2002) is the army offi  cer who designed it. 
 ‘What will I do in that time, what will I do with all this time? I’m 
absolutely sure, I’m absolutely sure that’s him.’ 
 I had been asked to identify the person opposite. Now my inquisitor 
wants to know who this person is (a) Here (b) There (c) Everywhere. Origin is 
an armed convoy vessel, from ‘watcher’.
 Tell me what you expect to hear. You will frequently be required to 
fi nd out what something is — this is called identifying an object and giving 
it a name. What will you say? Now make your fi nal excuses. Now make 
your fi nal apologies, e.g. ‘windowledge’. Think of a ghost word: you are 
a living apotheosis. You will fi nd inherited people out shopping relatively 
early in the morning, having completed the night shift. (I’d be too scared.) 
The subject works all night and then sleeps all day. (Would you like a boy 
next?) Without having to keep shopping, many primordial people use 
the weekend to get away and slaughter some time, or failing that, one 
another. 
 The supernatural: everything that isn’t you. As she has noted, the 
anchorites formed a ring of prayer encircling the capital.
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A MOMENT’S ABATTOIR
 

 ‘It does look a nice big strong sea.’
 ‘Yes, it does indeed.’ 
 Red shift is an astrology noun. An important ritual was overlooked 
and the plane crashed, narrowly missing our village. This augurs a cloudy 
start. Origin is late echo from resound.

I’m glad that crew has gone at last: No Face, The Dragon, The Sorceress and 
the rest — the giant fi re-breathing reptile is blasting off , piloted by a crash-
test dummy. All these observations together make up what’s known as the 
magnetic chain. And thereby the working day begins, a custom blamed on 
the century within whose territory the lands fell. 
 ‘Will that be the end of your plan?’ 
 ‘Yes, that will be the end of my plan.’
 ‘There’s no power for another ship?’
 ‘No power.’ 
 This is the condition in which an object or system is subjected to 
an oscillating force having the same frequency as your wife’s passive-
aggressive tendencies. 
 It’s said fried partridges would fl y into Kierkegaard’s mouth while 
out walking, without any eff ort on his part. This boy will cause us all to be 
forsaken I once predicted.
  
And that’s exactly how it was. Someone has torn a gill from the giant latex 
plaice glued to the roof of the chip shop on the seafront; in eff ect, satans and 
watchers are mingled as one group of fallen angels. In thematic montage the 
continuity is based entirely on ideas, irrespective of literal time and space. 
Gently lifting the organ, he rolled and caressed it beneath oily, blackened 
fi ngernails, feeling its weight, its heft. 
 At the landfi ll a vagrant found a girl with no head and no hands. 
Origin is a locked womb.
 
One apartment. One study. One bathroom. One bedroom. My fl owers bear 
a long, narrow fruit that is said to be shaped like the bill of a crane, and their 
pollen is highly toxic. The principle feature was a gruesome display of the 
body; I blame the intercom in the lift. 
 One window. Cabbages were strung up on a rail of the ship as it 
eased away from the harbour in the painting. Ours was a delirious slide into 
the ground, like the corpse of a tree sucked into a cavity opening up in the 
earth. (I’m just saying, you’re a bit of a feral child, aren’t you?) On the beach 
she was strung up with dying vintage blooms as the sun set and the tide 
rushed in. Mister’s advice was simple: say nothing. 
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An old kind of wheat with bearded ears and spikelets that each contain 
two narrow grains is not widely grown but is favoured. Another usage, as a 
verb meaning to unsay or recall one’s thanks is beginning to fade away. A 
greyish-white crystalline deposit of frozen water vapour forms in clear, still 
weather on vegetation, fences et cetera. Origin is early via prosthesis from 
stage fright.
 My ancestors have a history of wandering, and there exists a 
covenant decreeing that I shall one day wander myself. She, on the other 
hand, doesn’t understand marketing at all, cannot understand the nature of 
the corporate sacrifi ce. 
 This resulted in an uncontrollable right yaw that sent our craft 
crashing to the surface of the moon in fl ames.

I pressed on regardless. I am often described as lying in a common border 
region to the aesthetic collapse. 
 She traffi  cked her own DNA. Mister went on to explain that the 
evidence indicates corrupted valves of the heart, the only organ of the body 
that doesn’t get cancer. 
 Suffi  cient torque had been applied to the castellated nut on the 
actuator end of the control shaft to friction weld it to the pin carrier, shearing 
the installed spirit. The supreme being then fl ew off  into the vacuum of deep 
space and was lost forever. It’s fatal to evaluate everything from the point 
of view of some accidental ‘I’ of one’s own, opposing the self of a given 
moment to all the rest.

A chill fl ows through her arm as the fl uid is pumped into her bloodstream. 
She is in a treatment room at the empire’s psychical research facility. She is 
taking part in a scientifi c study into the eff ects of a synthetic hallucinogen. 
She is strapped to a chair. She is wearing an eye mask; a cannula pokes 
out of her forearm. The lights are dimmed as a specially commissioned 
ambient soundtrack drones in the background. An alienist who researches 
psychedelic drugs stands nearby. A neuroscientist who researches 
psychedelic drugs stands nearby. Inside her brain, enzymes work to break 
down the narcotic fl ooding her organism. As visions possess her a sense of 
dread envelops everyone present. 
 
My eyes were closed. It was impossible to focus. The one image I remember 
was a book opening and a spectrum shooting out of the spinal column. 
(Wouldn’t it have been better to sit the other way round?) I felt this quiver. 
I heard a piercing scream across the street; I was giving birth. I’m not sure I 
want to do this, but there’s no sense in turning back. I don’t remember my 
body being here after that.
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We extended the shrouds using a round wooden block pierced with three 
holes. The triangular blocks with one large hole are also called, and are used 
for extending the rays (viz. dead man’s eye). All you need is dynamite. 
 
Remilitarized zone, spook molecules (shadow) — a device used to immobilize 
an attacker without causing serious injury, typically by administering an 
electric shock. 
 In some instances continuity refers to the space-time continuum 
of reality before it’s photographed. Where do you feel this memory the 
alienist asked, I said my heart, always the heart. 
 
The preservation of a tongue of land between two rivers was held to be of 
the greatest importance.
 A tongue of land between two rivers. See how you feel when the 
time comes. We were outside until we came in. Origin is late from old of 
unknown origin.
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