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            ‘Astonishing, expansive, strong and tender, generous and profound, and constantly surprising, Girling truly makes me see life and language differently.’

            — Harriet Armstrong, author of To Rest Our Minds and Bodies

            ‘Some people are able to commune with so many more worlds and layers of experience than the rest of us. Eve Esfandiari-Denney is one such visionary, gifted with a miraculous, spiritual sort of lens upon reality. Girling is a glorious, radiant, dark star of a collection.’

            — Lamorna Ash, author of Don’t Forget We’re Here Forever

            ‘Girling glides through death, pain, surprise and survival to arrive at the most gorgeous and hopeful principle for living. The sensation of not-knowing, or of being suspended in-between, becomes an opportunity to be more permeable, more open to the synchronicities and oddities of the world. This collection is mesmeric, elemental, luminous, but time spent with Eve’s writing also feels like the most intimate and generative conversations, the moments between friends that can alter the day’s shape.’

            — Brodie Crellin, author of A Sense of Occasion

            ‘I believe this book to be a profound mystical text of our time, one that, above all, documents a life of seeing. Apprehensions of this world and the other worlds, the transportations of YouTube, Medium World Seventeen – particles of what is hidden blow through and underneath like a wind, or touch us like those different, secret sounds that come from openings; distorting holes in the fabric of things that slide between inside and outside. Like Teresa of Ávila, Eve Esfandiari-Denney is a poet with a good sense of humour.’

            — Lucy Mercer, author of Emblem4
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            The Romani Word

         

         for moon is shon like past-tense shining;

can you hear the way Dharamshala echoes

unfolding its letters after transit. For Romani
naak is nose(-naak), mui is mouth(-mui).
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            on Behalf of Proximity to Mammal

         

         It’s the evening after my shift and I’m on the sofa curling into moon pose, pulling whoever’s Ocean close and over me. When I say whoever’s Ocean, I mean America’s, and by moon pose, I mean I’m taking the form of a devoted circle to watch footage of Hailey Bieber, wife of Justin Bieber, at the Met Gala talking to Emma Chamberlain. Hailey enters the shot with levity and is like ‘Hello my angel!’ Emma’s eyes move over Hailey, and she’s like ‘Tell me about this, it’s so beautiful.’ ‘We just decided to do this very beautiful kind of white, effortless moment,’ says Hailey, ‘and by the way, I saw your look a few hours ago and I’m obsessed’. ‘Stop…’ says Emma, ‘I gasped… I gasped’ says Hailey.

         The camera cuts to a wider view, making it clear Emma has arrived entirely in white too. She is wearing ivory and cream Louis Vuitton, with the addition of a vintage Cartier diamond tiara placed on her crop of platinum blonde hair. This is the same Cartier tiara in the video titled ‘24 hours with Emma Chamberlain, preparing for the Met Gala’ streamed by Vogue’s official YouTube channel. During this ten-minute clip, Emma explains her exhaustion after flying in from LA yesterday, her moon-shade eyes bluing out, reminding me of her historical self, which in its multitudes, includes another video offering 11.9 million subscribers a time-lapse of her crouched on the floor of a five-star Beverly Hills hotel room. She was eating a cracker delivered by room service while vlogging on the brink of tears saying, ‘lonely’. However, at this Met Gala, Emma holds the mic to her mouth and is like ‘So it’s kind of like a girl’s night out tonight’ and Hailey is like ‘One hundred percent… The girls are Girling.’

         I pause the video. The light from the screen dims in degrees as several minutes pass and an unsettled feeling keeps my body facing front and centre. Closing the laptop, I begin to move around the living room, in search of the steps it will take before I return to my own sense of Girling. The type of Girling where you could say my body is no longer being reclaimed by the body, by its job, reclaimed by sand 14 even. However, it seems the way I need to start Girling (proper) is to prepare a glass of lukewarm Solpadeine for the contractions of a new headache, and I’m thinking: Girling. It’s like the word duckling. The diminutive ‘ling’ making ‘girl’ smaller. A Girling could be something like a Girlette, or in order of descending size: Women > Girl > Girling. But it seems Hailey was saying Girling as if to amplify her very own verb: to girl. Would it be so out of the question then to assume Hailey is taking custody of ‘girl’? Girling forth so to speak, Girling forth in a white effortless moment.

         As my headache subsides, and the kitchen air becomes less heavy with light, I make a wish on an eyelash: Girling will remain a mere phase between agent and action, remain half-understood. Like something as perfectly representative yet active as the hidden metrics and breath of a girl-tree openly showing her leaves as signs of some proximity to a mammal.

         In turn, I receive this mantra as an outcome:

         I wish my Girling to be mammalian I wish my Girling a microphone.

I wish my Girling to be mammalian I wish my Girling a microphone.
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            Wishbone during the pursuit of science

         

         
            
               Babe –

               there’s a black hole coming.

               Why does it matter

               if earth’s collapse

               into total darkness

               takes a trillion years,

               when every day

               is a holy return?

               I’m holding out

               to see if I can

               sing about it,

               or show you

               something vital.

            

            
               Call me a friend then,

               bucket head.

               It’s not like I’m here

               sensing the approximate

               distance of your face

               from mine,

               sensing the meaning

               of your name

               to your person;

               ‘Frank’ means

               ‘free to be’. See,

               I don’t let myself

               misremember much,

               not even how

               some people refuse

               to account for

               world-thought,

               which is basically

               collective thinking, 16 

               and the emergency

               satellite

               tracking its harm.

            

            
               Look,

               I’m on your sofa

               and I’ve amassed

               a radiance

               so skeletal

               and unclothed

               I feel airborne,

               shining my own

               parhelic arc

               shifting

               into implosion,

               the context destined

               to become

               a monolithic

               heap anyway.

            

            
               A suburban garden

               is already

               aching into bloom

               via fragments of

               what we are made of

               which

               fluorescent with wet

               emollients

               makes your face

               lit warm

               by the salt lamp.

               Your clean

               atoms 17 

               look kind of real,

               kind of not.
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