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To open one’s mouth and speak when the night is at its most querulous is this sole object. The spirit is deep within itself in the night, quiet and full of the life of the dark, restive, garnering moss and fungi, root vegetables, the alkaline forces.

How can I speak when I am the end of a dying empire? Is the day so full of itself that the Sun has murdered its sister? As a tongue chewing on itself spits and chokes. Murderous, incestuous relationships fill the operas and chandeliers swing in the tobacco-filled air. The small creatures are no more. I have forgotten friends. I remember them as shapes I once thought possible and, now, ghosts, vague impression of the tattoo of love. Words so easily fill the empty stomach that food becomes an obsession, thinness, culinary delights. Over there, where the crowd of wraiths laughs and sings, I know that their flesh burns, aches, corrodes, does all the correct and possibly human things. An epitome of dancing. At home, the rice burns slightly and we note that maintaining a certain form of behaving creates an almost-euphoria. To not think is as euphoric as pretending to think. Tired, millions of cells congeal.

I have a notion that if I mutter into my hands long enough someone will buy me, fit out a splendid abode with the appropriate furniture relevant to my image. This image is a marvellous badge that the finest sport with their golf clubs. It is all-important. The dwarfs are in caves that know nothing of image. They are blessed with darkness and the smell of dirt, earth, between their spade-like fingers. The wraiths have laughed so much I cannot hear myself think. Besides, there is little to think other than: when to stop. Their pain, mine, is a noble, old-fashioned sort of exercise and is best left alone, by the most. Those who really know are already working in the right places and have the large keys with which they can seal the enormous doors. What a comfort for those who care not for keys. Of course, and there is always an of course, keys are always necessary, for the self, as in knowing the key to one’s self.

As a victim, I am unspecific for gender. That is, taste is something that sheep impart when they are dead. They hang with heads, so lightly skinned, from butcher’s hooks, front-windowed. Now, in that corner, she grows fat without love and blushes with proposition after proposition from her sisters. The sense of power is part of a suburb’s electricity supply and equally vulnerable to, who, terrorists? Standing by, he grows thinner and balder as his hands plunge further into the bowl so neatly placed before him by his brothers. Meanwhile, he, at home amongst alcoholics, smiles and attempts to say: I love you. 

Lists are wonderful on boats. Ways for water to enter a drowning taxicab: windows, doors, ventilators. As described by two young girls. I have strung washing into the wind as the North goes under for the umpteenth time climatically and the political refugees sleep all over the place saying so the drowned drown, here we are free.

I once built a beautiful land, so lovely that all who lived there were more or less happy. By more or less, I meant that when they were unhappy, the others took some sort of notice, eventually, and then the one became ununhappy. Simple sort of device? Alas, one loses something whenever one builds with many plans in mind. I didn’t know, but yes I did know, that other architects were at work, and as stealthily as I. Under the cover of the fine gold and emerald trumpets that we each carried with us, we delivered impassioned speech after impassioned speech that left all else speechless. As unintended, sort of. But what did it matter, we had the beautiful wood, the precious tones, the mud, and all that grass, so green and pleasurable for rolling in. Above our huts flew embroidered flags and we danced long into certain nights, falling into and out of each other’s arms so happily, and with the exquisite trumpets tootling. Or tambourines. However, arms made for building are all tattooed, as everyone knows, and in the dark of loving amongst the grass, the tattoos burn into another’s skin.

To have this violence look like something else is what it all seems to be about. To note that look in your eyes is unacceptable. To not know what I mean is fashionable, as is everything else. I have become stoically arrogant in this lonely place. To harbour the big secrets so that no one else other than my love can see is the only action possible in the end of the millennium. At some time or another, someone or another stands up, or props themselves up on their calloused elbow, or leans casually out from the wall, and says: Enough. Fear, running about, then a sense of relief as the blocks fall back to Earth. See how beautiful it is? People kill themselves so cleverly every day that the patterns leave beautiful marks in the air, curling and plunging and forming smiling faces. Smile, smile, the teeth know everything there is to know and parrots breed without feathers, ex-gorgeous travellers to the centre of the world, now doubly exotic.
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Shapes of air, coruscations of orange, blue. You have begun the way there is to begin, in a fine flurry of sand. The roadway arches and bucks, tall buildings lurch, bend down, caress, caress, the marble streets. On the steps of your marmoreal breast there are crowds of gulls, single-footed, strife-ridden for an indifferent moment.

Elsewhere, the madhouse has shut its gates and the keepers stroll home to babies, dogs, the scented blue haze of the television. Armies march across the globe and I have begun war with my neighbour. A fine idea, esteemed reader. O lovely reader, have pity on my soul, I who weep piss onto my handkerchief in corners of halogen light, the stream of freeway and the aching backs of broken ponies. See, I can only invest certain faults in myself when all else so clamours. What good are these ponies when the divine has spelt itself for the usual two or so thousand years? They are good to eat. Munching their old bones in the waiting rooms of veterinarians is a fine sort of pilgrimage to attend, would you not agree? If you do not, there is nothing for it but derisive laughter, or else, death of another kind. Who says derisive laughter is akin to death? Not I, for all is akin to death, or a pony. But, hey noony non, laughter is the best medicine, for the doctors are no good and never have been this side of the date line, that is, yesterday, or tomorrow. They’re wonderful today, for they are a much-maligned race and always good value if all else fails, like the government, or the horse races, or the weather. 

All else has failed, long ago, and hence, the beginning of this, this story, which is off to its usual start, especially at this auspicious hour. Wrong, heresy, to all it a story, as such things have, sort of, ground to a halt. I can’t even say this without spitting at some man of the people sitting in glory or parliament house or forty storeys up in the sacrosanct air. How to begin amidst all this, and without anything being said, and without half, or even quarter, of all this, being mentioned. Because, and you’re no doubt guessed it by now, being the erudite, insightful, well-read, critical reader that you must be to even have read this far, that I am out to say everything, or at least, nothing. At least. It’s a pleasant exercise that fills in the hours between hating myself for breakfast, looking after an ungrateful cat for a day and a half, talking with my latest love, and slaving away to pay the rent to the thief of a landlord. No, it’s a hateful exercise that causes me much pain because I have a sneaking suspicion that I’d be better off asleep somewhere, or reading somebody else. And, of course, not having the skill, I can’t even tell you what the pain is all about, or the moments of joy for that matter, not because I can’t really, but because I won’t, because I know that you’ll think me an idiot. And why not, all the most-feeling people are now locked up and sleeping their little tight drug-induced sleeps amidst the tatters of their personality disorders, or forty storeys up in the opalescent air, or sitting in glory, etcetera. Wait on, how did the last two sneak into that list? They did by association of madness. See the duality! Even I can not work out a straight line. Even I! I, the omniscient author and man-about-town, vampish woman-of-the-streets, hermit-like, and croned over the pungent, pearl-like keys of the blood-grey machine.
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