
I long to eject every syllable that is not born of the combustion of my bones.
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    This ebook publication, which follows some 37 years after the print publication, is dedicated to all the people who had an influence on that first edition when we were still young in the world.

      

    

i have decided to write a book. it is necessary to do this because i can no longer speak. and i am dying. i am shreds that twist together into a form as th wind drags them then scatter apart. i know this isnt new. so. th wind isnt new.

––––––––
[image: ]


i have lost my voice  my ability to name. every name transmutes in my throat and becomes unintelligible to my self and to th personor thing to which it is given. i am forgetting vast  plains of light th names of people  my own name. th book ovvoice is looking for a voice  for itself. i turn to th externalisation ov self  at its first step beyond th body    th written word. i turn right round and wonder at this beginning.

––––––––
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i can say that history is an octagenarian lord stumbling to his knees. if i am th gangrene and kill th host...  if i am the earth refusing to be scarified i will soon give ov my own wish and simply swallow him in another pocket ov soil in every land and at th base of every sea  and as th whole i he will be part

––––––––
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every beginning is th middle or end ov other beginnings   ipso facto      how do i say that i lost my voice.  when.     and where.   and how.  and how ‘lost’. by attempting to describe here at what is for convenience called th beginning shall i not be describing nothing like what occured. and is occuring. i may as well start in th middle or at th end or before th beginning in other tales and adventures and flights.

––––––––
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i cannot tell what i now no longer remember clearly. i am lost and speak no language.      this is a lie.   an artifice.  an artefact.  i can no more be reconstructed from this than th natufians from stones.  this is a scrape ov blood across a grey-flecked eye. dont be deceived. as i sit here i can feel my bowels moving full ov shit. this afternoon i slept for two hours. at present i live at... no. i live in different presents in different places in different times. it is a lie to be too definite too soon.1

––––––––
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1 if in another language this is th last page or so ov a book  and if there are        scrolls and tablets    and computer files    and radio waves    and      beginnings that collide with ends and middles      am i not truly lost wthin my    own form  or am i lying  or struggling to lie      or tell the truth

have i just been truthful.
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he

i am still in dream. am still asleep. smell sleep on my eyelids. i wander and make my mark and nothing can be said. round and again. in th broccoli ov dream. in th spider ov delight. in th pearly white teeth. i think i forget. inside th crown ov a tree fern. everything is being classified. everything is on the edge of belief. quiver and back. th bulls eye rushes to th arrow and i to the edge ov th field. th skies are th limits ov indecision. th terms carry a weight ov implication beyond their meaning. count th implication and divide by the army advertising corps. th pastel skins ov oil. th mirage ov life. octavio wears th feathers and i somehow begin. even in this.    this  and th weather...
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such a small thing:  what did i say? i said i see a bird flying thru a tree.

in th absolute beginning ov pain and now iv lost it where is it does it always have to be this simple is complexity a spectre and who is th ulcer and what am i bleeding is there nothing to go on and must it always leak thru my fingers pain out ov th tips th hot tips ov th iron bones th

see how far is distance from my hands i cant touch th slightest skin without pausing breathless from th view ov th crease and th imprint i squeeze and what does it matter i am random images i feel i think i

dismissed and diseased and th wave ov th hair its always th same so far so bad remember th togas and th swish ov th kilts and th bleat ov th clearances lanterns cutting thru ice and th sleet and th accents clipping thru fog rattling th throats before th death their wish was too honest but their resistance a dissipation how much study makes a wise what

split shattered th sameness is th crack these days i moan my lips pressed against my arm against water and lips i moan i am made tired by th bleat ov th image machine grazing on skin ov our beautiful flesh i moan  i see fear flash thru th cloth thru th veils ov eyes when i stroke when i press my lips when i see you kiss hands ov th rings ov slaveries to th press ov diseased flesh th how often must it be said th money makers always bleed you always tell you th simplest thing to do is th simplest thing you want must be wrong how often must th ties be knotted from th lids ov your eyes to th scales ov their justiced hands

there are little creases in life i fit into and fold myself over there are little songs i mutter to myself there are little loves i nourish with my guts

fairytale begins here : infant eaten by parent  :  je mange

she keeps saying im not ready meaning her not ready for anything yet she talks about wanting to live in th present her father looms she cascades down stairs on and on into her own head resting on her hands her feet moving on th escalation ov circling th enemy movement is change like th north wind every year like a bicycle wheel resting like a bicycle wheel not resting like her own breath talking herself to sleep in th cradle when th bough

wanting th distance ov

these are th words ov your fear smell them like th usual descriptions ov bile and th usual description ov self smell th palms ov your hands face down your face crying sand carried thru how many fences and th steep indifference ov th farthest mountains and th statement ov constancy even
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