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There is nothing really to be expected in being an artist. Nothing but a sense of growing distance between one and the rest of the people and population. Nothing familiar must be enough to bring closeness between a genius and his contemporaries. The mysticism grows with every sighting, with every rare “hello” in the mentally distancing society. Australia is a no café society. It takes most of the people from 1-2 hours to get to a café. And that much time to get back into the inevitable isolation. It’s not worth the journey. The disappointment encountered, inevitably, in the sober café society. This is impossible to pursue daily. It always seems to must be a bender. A glorious bender seems to be the only, in practice, temporary solution to the social alienation that is incredibly strong in the suburbs of Australia. Even the city is a suburb, just a little larger one. That is the only difference. The sense of alienation is even stronger among people who are densely passing each other in the streets and never reaching out to each other. It is a “shock” in this country to hear “hello” from a passer-by. An imposition. An impoliteness. It is impolite to say “hello” to a stranger here. I feel invaded when I hear one. However rare it might be. Therefore, I asked someone I know why he doesn’t call me more often, or why those people we both know don’t call me. He said because they respect you too much. They don’t want to invade your space, your privacy. They know you are working. It is crazy. But it is true. To make sure they don’t call me, I have put their numbers on the “blocked” list. Even though there is a little chance they would call, I decided to reduce the odds even further by blocking their numbers. That way, I am free. I am almost sure I am free. I have given myself a chance to be free. Those poor minded socialising socialites are unfortunately for them, not intelligent enough to understand the value of that possibility: to be free.
Therefore, days are a sort of a routine, I wake up, sometimes before the birds. Autumn mornings are the most cinematic of all. Glorious, coloured skies. The cheering of the birds, those who sing pretty. Crows don’t wake up too early. That is one of their rare qualities. That and their symbolism. It has made its way into my art. So, I wake up early and I start remembering grudges. Ancient things. I start thinking in surreal terms, thoughts connected by images, words of past realities and dreams. Sometimes I start remembering what someone said 10 or 15 years ago. And I am reminded how much I detest that. Still. Then, in an instant, I forgive them again. And I forget them again. Suddenly, my thoughts move somewhere else, at the same time in many directions, at a great speed that it is hard to recall them, but they create firm emotions in my chest. Often, in these early moments in bed after waking, they are emotions of profound melancholy, sometimes angst. I am an optimist only for 2-3 seconds a day. And that seems to be enough at times. I have learned that these thoughts will occur often in the morning, so I get up. I start working. I feel good all day since I have started drinking 2 cups of green tea a day. I feel strong continually, for long periods of time, I am able to work. So, I get up, I raise my head from the pillow, similar to the way I raise it at the end of Silence’s Crescendo. I am grateful at that moment that my lower back feels good, and I can hop out of bed. I walk to the bathroom first, and I splash my face 3 times, in those moments, thinking of the things of the day, things I want to do. It’s a religious moment of almost a prayer that those things get done. Finish a painting and complete the work of the accumulated moments, sometimes from the day before. Mostly. I then walk to the kitchen and put the kettle on; I pull out two different cups and take 2 different kinds of tea bags, and I place them in the 2 cups. And then I walk to the bathroom. I lift the lid of the toilet, and I do a wee. I look through the small toilet window as I wee, and I hear again the song of the birds. There are a few crows now, too. Things are waking. It is a great feeling to be part of those moments. I feel good and healthy, I move OK, and my imagination is already functioning. What am I doing next? I have finished the film I was working on a few days ago. I have regained my strength enough to paint. I can do that today. I have just finished the film with Flaus, The Final Hours in Paradise. It is a 60 minute film. An epic. A ruthless epic. I think it will further alienate some people from me. Even those who loved my previous film with John, The Last Days of Loneliness and reached out to me. The Final Hours in Paradise will push them back away I feel. Am I afraid of it? I don’t think so. I can’t be. I mustn’t. Those who will be so should have never been allowed to infiltrate my space. They had not. I allowed them to get as close as I could, for as briefly as I possibly could bear. The alienation of Australia is here embraced. I admit, I love it, in fact. However much I seem to complain about it to you, I am not in fact. It is fascinating, really. Everything is 1-2 hours away, and nobody can be bothered to distract it or disturb it. Endanger it. Rest assured; the alienation is safe. It shall go on, surely. It is such a reassuring thought. So, I feel fine as I think it. I wee on. The kettle is now loudly boiling. Overpowering the sound of my wee falling into the toilet. Things are getting ready. I am getting ready to work. I shake my companion, and I wipe its top with a piece of toilet paper to make sure nothing drips. I open the toilet door without touching the doorknob with my hands, and I walk again into the bathroom; this time, I wash my hands and wipe them with a towel. The kettle is quiet by now, and I walk into the kitchen and pour the water over the two sets of different tea bags. Also, I pour it over the quick porridge in a pan. I love the smell of it. I can understand Gandhi and his love of porridge. That seems to have been a rare English thing he liked. It wasn’t enough to keep him alive. I recall in an instant that both Martin Luther King and Gandhi were assassinated at the time when they were trying to protest for a minimally little extra money for their people.
I shake my head and those thoughts out of it. I feel my father inside of me. I focus on the evaporating teas. The morning is glorious, partly because it is not in the rush. Every millimetre of light is happy, bright, and complete. Alive. And it wants to stay there for as long as possible. Time is aware of itself. Surely. I think if the teas have brewed enough. I am in a rush to work, to be free. Maybe they are hammering me in the head. With every blow, I get more brilliant. They are the ones fading. In their dark burrows. I got news The Last Days of Loneliness has been accepted and will screen at Los Angeles’ SEE film festival. I am excited for a moment. For those 2 seconds of optimism a day. It is kind of nice. I am still standing by the teas. They are evaporating and that evaporating mist is mixing with the morning sun rays breaking through the curtains. I don’t want to disturb that. I watch it, I am working already. I am silent. I think of The Last Days of Loneliness and how they said how it was “beautifully crafted”. I am touched by their perception. Feel united a bit, for a moment, with these relative strangers from far away. Then I think of Flaus, my friend, all the laughter we have had, all day long, filming it. What a composition, the Loneliness. I have said it to people who shall never probably mention it to anyone else, so I might as well repeat it here, those moments of the moving leaves, piano, wind and Flaus’ face appearing through the leaves, at the time I thought it was the best piece of cinema I had ever seen. Maybe I still think that. I am not sure. He said to me once, after having seen Silence’s Crescendo a week prior, he came to see me in Bendigo, where Crescendo screened again the night before, he gave me a hug in the morning, and he said:” Now, because of your film the whole Australian cinematography shall be more mature”.
I was touched by that too. Being an artist is made of these moments of being touched by the perception, jointing human perception. I hugged him back, and I took him for some jam on toast in the nearby café. He had just driven by himself from Castlemaine to see me. Sevdah joined us. The film named after her, Waiting for Sevdah, had screened the night before with Silence’s Crescendo in Bendigo. I went inside the café, and I said,” Do you have some marmalade”? The lady behind the counter was resentful of how I looked. I get that a lot. To show me that I don’t really reach them on any level; in spite of how things are, they go out of their way to be rude to me. I am used to it. I tried to relax her a bit, and myself, so I said:” What kind of a country town is this, without marmalade”. I smiled freely. At first, she frowned, and then she gave in. She knew I was kidding. Another person charmed! And some people used to say I wasn’t polite enough to them.
John was sitting outside, talking with Sevdah. She was talking, telling him how things are, naturally.
We had the toast and the weak, industrial jam on it in the country town without marmalade, and we looked across the street. The front gate, made of many vertical bars of the big gallery across the road, was jammed shut. It was early in the morning. Behind them, on a big poster promoting their current “avant-garde” exhibition, was the large picture of someone they call “queen”. I laughed and pointed at it, and I said: Look, Johnny, she is in jail, finally! John burst into laughter full-heartedly, as he did so often and so many times in our conversations and the time together. I helped him with my laughter, and they jointly echoed across the empty streets of Bendigo early in the morning. It was a pretty, terrible town without voice, I felt. It was so voiceless itself that it was firmly disinterested in anybody else’s voice. Maybe it was just unaware of its voice. I heard many voices there, voices of bats in the tall threes. They sang loudly their song.
As I pull out the teabags, I think of all that fucking cheese Hitchcock made. He was a fucking cheese factory. It is really embarrassing to even think about it. His legacy is like the one of Kubrick, shameful, sensationalist violence. Cheese and violence. Whenever you run out of ideas, cut to violence. That’s what they are all doing now. The dumb pathetic rats. Those who are now sensationalising violence on their rotten unintelligent shoulders. Hitch and Gregg Peck. 20th century of cheese. I saw him once in some documentary about himself. Greg Peck ate a fig directly off of the fig branch. I thought that was his best work. I think he would probably agree with me.
Man Ray’s niece contacted me from New York. She saw Konvent at the time of its making. She said it was memorable. I thought it was kind of cool that Man Ray’s niece was writing me emails. I thought of him on the bottom of the ship floor, the only “surrealist” to endure such an uncomfortable journey on that ship from Marseille to New York. As I cared. The first “surrealists” were the first humans. They lived millions of years ago. Those charlatans who called themselves “surrealists” were just that, charlatans. I was telling some people I know about it later on. Partying in St. Kilda. How relentless she was. We laughed a lot about it. It was the beginning of a bender. I was kidding about it all. At some point, I mentioned to her (Man Ray’s niece) that I’d never been to New York, and maybe I was willing to come and check it out at some point. She got scared and started saying how small her apartment was. She thought I was implying to come and live with her. It was sort of how the correspondence ended. It was weird, strange, and so pathetically expected and unsurprising that it is not worth a mention. A lot of these things are not worth a mention, I suppose. Writing this I feel like I am writing something ordinary. Something to fill in the pages. But it must be done. I must speak like this in silence. It's better than screaming in silence. I prefer to laugh in silence. There is much to laugh about. I read something written by Bergman. It was a bit disappointing and very ordinary. I say “a bit disappointing” because I didn’t really expect too much from it, but it is just that maybe I didn’t expect that little.

Cinema & Influence

Remember, every film you see is trying to kill the cinema as the art medium entirely. Every popular film you have seen and see is trying to do exactly that. To kill the cinema itself. The charlatanism and the crap. It is unbearable for me, at my best, to hear any of it or see any of it. It awakes in me the need to vomit in disgust with urgency. And then break out crying for those poor fools they call their” audience”. In other moments of myself, I say fuck them all. Fuck each member of the “audience”. One by one. Fuck em.
And I walk with the butterflies. That is really enough for happiness. The lack of people in our immediate

[image: ]


Poetry as Salvation





[image: ]


The Fog Thins


The Roasted Rats of Paris


The Pillow of the Summer Wind


The Residue of Sadness



The Empty Stage


[image: ]


Snowflakes and Jazz


Autumn Hills


The Mist in Your Garden


Carnival of Youth


The Eyes of Animals


Autumn Cinema


Laughter as Weapon


Echoes in High Tea


d2d_images/cover.jpg
THE
TRIUMPH ©OF
SSISYPHUS &

An Avant—Garde ]oumey to the Ecstas Mountain

- Memoir by

SAIDIN SALKIC |





d2d_images/scene_break.png





