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1. within within. within within. the gorgeous, mellifluous tone of the writing on the walls, the inside walls; peeling off under the assaulting but perfect apparently nails, talons; hanging stalactite-like, those toady reds and orange, white ooze; dripping wet to the poor floor; sloozing by, beneath the dumbdog door, into the rattling road and racing, racing down the hill, lumpen
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2. resting within. within. not looking at you. or you. certainly not you. retreating within. deeper within. backing away. away from the hysterical door, from the Martian walls, from the windows, they call themselves eyes. away. hey, hey. away
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3. woe-ah! this marvellously large space so sensurround; ur-sphere: sounds from surrounds and the movement of air, the wet air, the patter patter, patter patter patter, the oohs and ahs, dinner beyond the door, clinks of crockery, laughs, squeals, large up to the moon, sun and stars, the golfcourse galaxy and beyond, not susurrating, not much, more modest than that
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4. now that we’re back, the dogs have all gone, the bats too, it’s a banderol on packaged disappearances. but no they’re just hiding somewhere in the back of the small house of light, scratching occasionally in their dozing, their posturing. they can be smelled. smelled, smelled, artfully aromaed, unguented, opobalsamumed, the sweet thick mould and waft of the long unwashed, armpits, tart, that great black bush, the rustle on the orange-rot-blue sheets so slippery, chunky. it’s a moveable fast, thick-lipped and luscious, famished. we must have more. archways, eyebrows. less is less. please, please sir, can i have less. it’s the bold way of doing things, up in the thin air like this but we persist. it somehow makes sense. you said so. i thought you said so. so, so
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5. redolent, there it was now it’s not not yet anyway anyway where is it what was it what what ah yes almost saw it if I squint it’ll squirt out of my hand like you know what ah ha ah ah these washed up out washes walking walking no no not dead wait wait who’s writing who’s reading who’s here who’s not who’s who what a marvellous surprise and off we go for as long as it takes then that’s that thank you very much and goodbye
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6. crowding around the edges, unwelcome but persistent, the delicious fornicators, unwholesome police, restorative geniuses, accusative passers-by flocking like angels and other words, as if they weren’t the problem, the words, the fat thinks, the ego overwhelming in the arrogance of it all; undeterred the grass so modest continues to grow
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7. o yes i do, you’ve grabbed me green greeno evermore twirling the punctuated skirt the wilful bridal shoes clip clop clip clop stockings held high the very tight pencil purring atop the paper remembered age is withering dispersing disbursing wonders that will cease as further now through the glass-shard curtain roiling quicksilver ahead of that time behind that other passing off over through down away baggages boxes all the skittles bowled but one neatly reminded of the lift of the pinsetter just how does it work sorry wrong question moving on moving on
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8. the rain is so artful integrated aware of the light lusciously emanating it has to be emanating we’re happy with that enormous report of a black hole in our imagination. it’s not surprising, this kind of blue. now! now! she said she would she did and 

jumped in here, Caesar! 

ferreting out the wild tribes, the backyard stabbers, the arrogant babies with their vials of poison, the miserable beasts called Special. it’s the job at hand. as they arise, they are killed. the hawk swoops on the chickens. the bodies tossed in the backs of carts driven by the more innocent
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9. it’s all very well, this kind of thing these days but these days are whose days where days. all this hovering around potted plants. each is so revoltingly sad. one must retreat and maintain some messy composure in the farcical face of neatening every one into those aeroplane luggage closets. that disturbing, crisp click upon closure
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10. the cold’s come in the window, settled on my eyelids, forced shut, now somehow in my left forearm. this cold is heavy and sharp but not unpleasant; weighed down from the peak drawndown the deep gorges, across the fields. it nestles, heaviest on the left eyelid nearest the window, a forearm’s length away. tropical mountain rainforest cold. the night’s silence is crinkled with discrete cicadas. a throated grumble from a pickup truck ascends on the road nearby, quickly gone, empty, carrying cold air
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11. smoke, acrid, picking in the nostrils, neighbours burning plastic, damp grass, an old tyre, every day the same
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12. the raucous fever swaggering through the body’s narrow streets; the unexpected devilish types lurching out of doorways, taverns, cesspools; what was of you hiding in basements, disguised boxes of rotten meat garrulously whispering conspiracies, threats, the doomed marching songs of the dead to imp-like creatures scuttling up drainpipes, bellowing dirges through amplified systems to the beasts tearing each limb from socket from liver from eye from paunch from shithole; it’s the fiery, roaring mess emitting from parched lips a single dagger glinting curved slicing through ears; turbulence and bloodletting of brainwaves. can this glory be forgotten even by archaeology?
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13. foolish, of course, the body’s full of idiots. habitual, they like it that way. there’s really no choice for these gangs of scintillating mongrels all howling madrigals of complaint other than to be convinced that all will be well, enough, as we progress, stuttering, if they will just shut the fuck up for as long as it takes to cast off lines, head the ship downstream remembering green left leaving, get the hell out of here
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14. it may well have been the worst day of your life but don’t give up now keep going there'll be worse and worse that in total will eclipse the best days of your life, buried in the beach, sand up to chin, waves rolling in on a rising tide or why not just raise yourself up, hover in space, atop the bastards, insist they behave, it’ll be a better deal. which it will. lies not necessary. supine
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15. they said my cities are full of ears but it’s the rain rilling colander holes in my head
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16. it might be the last of the polarised light, the all-too-familiar spectacle o! o! shouts from the famous stadium, dissonant love cries my old battalion baby i’m manoeuvring for a slow getaway. all these drones droning dolefully
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17. now there’s news of your death. i think it premature, the news, later, the death. i arrive at your funeral but no one’s there not even you. everyone’s asleep, i'm told, so i wait but no one wakes up, so i leave. you call and ask why i didn’t wait, you were only dead a little bit, come tomorrow or the next day, you say, when you will be properly dead and not going anywhere
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18. waiting is not as easy as it seems, open everything, heart, mind, eyes, ears and be ready, poised but relaxed, gentle, quivering meat, pink shades, hues, scents of yellowish beef fat, hints of blood, promises flocking in, scolds, wagging fingers, a fabulous threat, remarkable genitals, glimpses of forbidden bridges, a wrestler’s armpits...
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19. apart from that, there’s the noise, tremendous, and everyone deaf, complaining that everyone is shouting at them, everyone, tremendous ruckus, and of course, there’s always that of course, no one cares who’s deaf and who for some unknown reason has missed out and it doesn’t matter because they will be soon enough, it’s just that matter of time, till the high-tensile, stainless, titanium, super-duper ear-drums just sort of flake away, peel off in small bits then famously melt, congealing in the cartilaginous canals of the outer ear, ready to rollercoaster if only they have the chance, chumps that they be, but that aside, why not be deaf, it’s an option likeable by most, obviating the purchase of earplugs and noise-cancelling devices, there’s just no noise, it’s so beautiful, this evolutionary silence of the machines
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20. major changes made, so it seems, now it’s onto the minor reforms, so it’s said, those miserable miniscule rats or ferrets or fast, slippery things or just plain, fat immobilities murmuring biding time, anyway, let’s dig them up, spotlighted in their subterranean formations, rock-like, ancient, cretinous, muttering the same platitudes a million years old, perhaps evil perhaps not, certainly fond of attention so here they are for your attention thank you very much that you’re interested and receiving
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21. what it means is that the inferiors are moulting at least a little though we can’t expect it’ll be more than skin deep, just something cosmetic or epidermal, but it’s a start and if we persevere they’ll shed a bit more a bit later on, when the next day has risen or the black-hearted bitumen through the forest has rolled itself aside and the trees grown back and we’re healed though it took a while it worked and we’re well, a deep, clean, refreshing well
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22. reminders of the reminders, remembering remembering, re-membering members, re-minding mind, reassembling the rearrangement... bristling, a thick-furred, black warthog with tusks worth talking about surprises us all but we come to see it differently, note one bristle is but a pin or a pole and one eye but a lake or a button of wood
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23. yes, yes, that’s how it is: the dummies all have holes in their heads, no, no, not just the eyes, ears, mouth, nostrils but massive plates the size of continents missing from their skulls. yet they go on. yet we go on. it’s a perfectly normal arrangement, similar to piercing one’s nose with a bone, which has gone mostly out of fashion, but the holes haven’t, not yet, perhaps not ever. the egos’re still there, bigger than ever, trumpeting on about how holes being great for refreshing marvellous precious invaluable fabulous thoughts and certainly don’t stop one reproducing more productively more handsomely more numerously than cats and rabbits and rats and the holes grow bigger and more prolific, reference the aforementioned colander, the brains developing thick crusts, hardened snotlike stuff, which glow
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