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THE DEATH OF STORIES

Whose will be the death of stories? We had an
opportunity to remain for a while with Lewis in his
cell of ocean, his island of dreaming. Lewis with his
isolation and vulnerability to abuse, looking at the
same time for the Looking-glass relationship, he
managed to reinvent all sorts of ideas. If his soul lies
in a certain cemetery, later, the beach, the water,
settled, follows some, the insistent whispering,
changed childhood memories, less clear, sculpts
children into reason’s slavery, and that chisels
children’s castles that rose and fell.

The day depressed by the dull wood panelling
descends upon Lewis’s iron cot. Lewis, who stifled
the coincidence to escape notice, had been cheating at
dominoes. He is the faithful custodian of those who
want science. Sometimes he senses Earth’s gravity;
sometimes it seems inevitably coiled on the warm
tawny sand. The scanning of the day’s age begins, and
schemes of classification and naming; but scientists
Speculate on the certain relation between the tree and
the certainly not sea-illuminating night.

Sea, tell a story: sternly polite, leaving the sea, or of
course, an invitation, witnessed by the photograph of
the women, the pride of the cemetery over yonder. A
parable about the house, for brawling amid anyone’s
careless debris: a unique landscape with sea serpents,
when my parents built a cathedral to be explained as
neither flower nor fruit. Corpses, guests, reluctant
friends, may be intent on completion of a journey, in
that it avoids opposite experiences: the historical or
the contemporary. Always press on, then, and find
another mystery: principles of principles, or principals,
amateur the sensation provoked by a sense of the
earth’s blue flame.

These are less strange workings of time; and I am
tuned to isolate this writing, about the middle of this
century, standing in the mind’s maps, on the distant
angelic marketplace. Image of a tree beside a marsh,
as the sun spins between the twisted ways that lead by
another front; or a tree full of lemonade, a tree in a
city, a singular, unnatural tree, a tree which makes it
tempting to give this to trespassers on the shores of
nothing. A butterfly settles on an ordinary
transplanted tree of art, along the right-hand wall,
along the great white curtain of water.

I am fated for fasting and trying to empty the night,
fatal world though newly-minted. Disturbed under
distracting scenery, the illuminated windows, from
here the thousand inhuman actors, hunched over
there, conversing with angels. My old typewriter still
proclaims: frustrate the enterprise and turn it in - in
a moment the nurse will be here with the monsters.
Walls and rust-stains produce creatures of nightmare;
projections promise that the light of the imagination,
like this light, thickens and falis; and the roots of the
World come into view, believing the Bellman when
night falls, much as proximity fosters intimacy.

Remember, remember when there was no night: the
world’s curtains of elsewhere, night, rose out of the
discovery of the particularly beguiling theory of the
parties, resembling the silhouette of nothing human
that lives. By the smokes of the abyss, the premise is
the voices, not far off, during the night; the
connections are the machine-shop of the imagination,
the phantoms of everyone who has been there, with
the house itself seemingly open to the times and the
circle’s definition.

There is a suggestion of themselves here, on the street
of summer, quietly: the journey, in which there really
is a tree. It was near this last, in an inadequate gap
between birds perched in the highest and black plastic
on Bordello Court, where you met Phil Gray and the
early genius of the bleached awning. Out of the
monstrous debris, Gray made Adele a need to find:
just empty enough, admirable Adele in full dress,
herself up in the library early, as miscellaneous as art.
Gray, the ideal visitor - accretions cross Gray’s
paintings, allusions to the world of the before; only
now, perhaps, they also have a future.

These two have a history: strait stove, between the
slices a wind-battered tower, a windmill, and a
windowless hospital situated, wearied by the storm of
its own winds, or the imminent destruction of wings,
with broad grilles. After frame Prima, and equally the
sea of Gray, while the first wave rolls towards the
cargo, carrying back to the character a name suited to
one of the chatter, from anagrams and the puzzler’s
child, the wrong ticket in my hand, the planet of his
desire. Sunlight, surprisingly mild by Gray with his
vision, although I do not live thinking of a particular
tree which stands this warlike recreation.
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The City is a circular arena between the bay’s arms
where these two will walk when they have done.
Conversation (as Gray conversed), conversation that
she is distracted, even conversing to pulse in the
spaces between conventional meaning, meaning:
saying for instance that he meant anything to me.
Restrain your head, speaks the young man. It was
here that he dispatched with a spade disposable artists
and their curious position. The artist inadvertently
attempts the bird as though hung with lights for a
festival of her hunger - hunger of the imagination
awaiting the artist between the tree’s flourishing as a
post and poets whose work forms the raw material.

Only the painter objects, something was once here,
something itself standing almost paralysed, a faint
smoke, stanzas standing in the sea, looking like water.
Use in an emergency, brought fire from the air, build
a damp house in an unimaginative building behind
this transformation. Time orchestrates the dance
dreamed, Durlston touched hands - historically an
ancient town, as described after twenty years, dusted
with caster sugar. Dumb, but he cares nothing - a
piece of mountbankery that doesn’t fit into place,
piled into mountains recalling the bay again, but the
practised smile flashes a gift.

Pre-war meeting, and the whole thing: precincts
presented with reasons which 1 can’t fathom, I am
recalling the profile of that probable process of
rebuilding. Adele’s grand-daughters let themselves
object to much of this aesthetic, and sometimes I lend
them a temporary safety. Irecognise this house as the
site of my reconciliation, just beyond the famous
claiming Clarence Cottage in Swanage. Here I have
the needles, network of artists’ beasts: this could have
been fire-carved beasts and only a portrait of the sea.
The rooms in this house are fully paid-up.

The point at which writing seems like a trick of the
light, transformed in an instant into a great clay bowl
deep enough to contain greater curiosities, cut and
polished, those curious objects. Wolf-masked, this
wooden ship, uncannily like a snail’s woods and
hedgerows: each topography carries a word and the
square of four. Four, in this story that I am not
telling, is four suits, fourteen identical postcards,
tearing trees out by the roots, Fortean grapefruit: rage
techniques. Freezing and thawing, seaweed and shells,
friend from Freud, humming to itself: don’t, don’t
know how to demonstrate this dose door.

A dramatic situation behind the mountains,
shoreward, between the poisoned leaf escalators and
the pool that I cannot claim to remember. Or it
could catch a multi-level labyrinth that leads down
through muscle, my mind, my curiosity. I must now
find the other layout, fragments of disparate times
when I was to float among the jewelled plants,
convulsive as a child. No stranger to the core of self
and the chaos town, which is never quite the including
town, in order to send tons of the new towns; or a
town no longer rooted in any one world, a town to be
the first of a Saturday night. Here stands the world,
here are windows, here a transformed part of myself,
an unpaid bill.

Magisterial brimstone of London, all that remains of
once-sizeable years along the shore, allowing this
writing to perfect. In front of you I arrived from the
Llyn peninsula: listen with me, a little rain to get
through, white stones, Llyn wildmen, and London was
a rush, a place of arcades. And they persist in
thinking of London, therefore: phenomena of this
town, the light-show with my photographs on the
dresser, the comb-pictures, the pills. London was my
substance, but I have no good with such a monstrous
head. Yet I must get around the way they drop out of
the air around the outer edge of the town, the City,
the perhaps complete equine trees: at least it left a
puzzle to be solved.

I visualise the retrieval of a postcard depicting the
snows, a mason’s power to engage London and the
realm of the dead and, having found it at last, I rest
my wings on the resurrection, with my father. And
what trace does it show? - no signal, an Egyptian
hawk. I am setting up a dialectic: fictive images for a
modern boredom and imagined images influenced by
{warped by) seasons of rain, like all things of the
spirit. While allowing a very dry intractable sand, the
engraved Victorian maps of London, who would
entertain these thoughts, if whose curious features
earned it off one reluctant foot, half London at hand.

That I am engaging in this, by God, I am not
ambitious for a reluctant Londoner. But I think that
I am trying to deal with the light of day, the necessary
or appropriate connection, the necessary transport.
Aware of this by the thought that I fall to blue
without resolution, those of London shade pedestrian
concerns. An island outside the window, an eight-
rayed star, thought-places, perhaps birds sharing the
rock, places that represent linked but living things, a
three-mile bite, the roaring mineral beast, though the
figure haunts both this and thrown time in a corner.
Somehow it finds its way into the room like someone
else’s book. And the dead are in London, in the day-
room.
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So I find myself today, dark hair, dark hours: this
place becomes like in childhood: familiar signals, pure
vessel, filled with bed. It is an organic form, it is
plant-like: the ornament was lost. Yet I am drawn to
missing objects here and there, and it is often planets;
and a collector of fagades planted for ornament or
delicate ivory-white pools. Came the bark and the
masterpiece, the kerbstones still gnawing at the puzzle
of John’s stone, still, but the air has changed. It is cut
through, nerve-like, but it does not enter the black
shore.

Forms of formula found the tree: this shore of grief
and loss, to see in the dark, led onto at least in its
numerology. Nothing so much as the torso, this
exchange of new and old stone, it is this year’s leaves,
paint flaking from years earlier. Now, twelve years
after, you are a sign - numerologically, or perhaps
more generally - and winding ahead across the heavy
webs covered with obscene tattoos that cannot crack,
and strange dreams inset into the rickety verandah,
their establishment on the ridge.

In from the blue, the greatest treasure to be
discovered, whereupon the trees, the steps themselves,
had their place in the down, trapping the night.
Something more serious, a darkened road, much green
hair long and ragged, no Heracles, green gems litter
the harmless green grass-snake particularly - a turn-of-
the-century and valued friend, the manor house and
now a converted one. Snake transformations
especially befall next year or the year after.

Pattern of events that will justify my patterns; its
music silenced, once said to have always been within
me: heaven, exposing the bleached forms of Heaven.
Heartbeat of atrocities, cultists with a few well-placed
charges, beautiful into the unbroken surface, slow on
the incarnation of evil, redeemed wash-stand, but an
alley, and a hubbub tradition, the pierced stone.
Subjectively conclude this in occult conditions, furnish
material under heaven’s clutter: these deliberately
underground connect 1o the never seen and phantom
existences.

Fog had lifted what it was that troubled you.
Remember that the cliff was a site of arguments
before the rehearsing; arise, flagging a clear meaning.
Above you, the stars: a way of referring to abuses no-
one has seen for exactly an hour. Walk, as a memory,
outside the junction marked by a stone or a tree -
Jungian notions. Walk along the unending beach with
salt, walk barefoot, soaking up the light. You walked
into the Square and Compass, in the figure of moral
conflict; the more your feet drag in vain sand’s slow
dirge of violent intent. Sandman rears like a
frightened horse, concerned with the myth of the poor
mad uncle who surveys their dance - much more than
an exercise - to hear the din more compelling still of
that bird.

Another angle the mind had envisioned, beeswax-
enamelled smooth white drawing paper bound into
smooth greenish onions, before settling again on the
Square rooms that look out upon the Square tube
station, before the other. And that iterative shadow
conjunction, an unresponding disgust in any language,
under the ornate lamps that must have a certain
disinterested disquiet. My conscience crumbles away
and leaves stacks, a cube containing a perfect
beginning.

1 am raising the young uncertainties: more than lack
of time, unconscious humour, and the natural world
of unconscious desires, any of the unconscious desires
and fears, populated unconscious, knew the stifling
undeniably under the sky, sleeping within the walls.
The Square makes a fantastic horse’s night, this one,
out into the roadway, and there this theatre had
formed naturally. A strip of the contemporary club
scene, no word of a lie, not yet daring to imagine
Purbeck and not of the world that is. But I am really
protected by an evening breeze which smells faintly of
the events, not yet decided, and recognise this struggle
with gravity.

I pass by the afternoon, surrounded with swans, in the
Square again, its angular experience: explicitly present,
exposed tree-roots, the stone figures. Minutes later at
the dissolution, finding one’s expression of a suburb
or of a station that I want, the wreckage of the world
comes to rest. There is genuine if misplaced piety;
here, eventually, a region of caverns ever, ever entirely
empty. Such a door still standing open, exquisite
longing, she said, drawn to the tree (it would be a
hawthorn), so that I looked in vain for a giant, a
scene Or an object secured there.
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The man awaiting history watches unsleeping over the
water, home to horse collar, hovel, uncovering
footworn stairs of my howling. Ilaid out the solution
of the waves, the human, the dead, falling variously on
the municipal slate. For whom that wake had stone-
fall, that house that I saw, that remains unclear, the
townscape full that will recur throughout a life, that
place, that way again, presenting itself as a short-cut
to the shore’s streams that refreshed its face, hanging
street furniture from the cliff quarries. Here, if
anywhere, wedged in a clock above the hollow track:
that wilderness as this country can still, will provide
us with some.

In front of the boundary wall are pinned a dozen, two
dozen corpses: I want to shape it well, stone in the
garden fulfilling the dictum, stone into sand, sand into
glass. Trace of a name that might stand for anyone
who ventures into the garden; willing anything, but I
was surely mistaken when 1 traced the wake of
overtime and lit upon the moment the world went
unrecognised. From formal formed, forms of freshly
creosoted waves always at my left hand; the weather-
eye on the found symbol, whenever it pauses to be
found.

Like other questions, this may be the work of other
worlds: it bears a family tree, matching an Otherworld
I do not recall One illusion is of black
misunderstandings, like the idle religion of the
alphabet. Already a beech with a blackbird bone,
pulling him back, tunes my own discordant rhythms to
those and turns all wood into bones. And stones take
the Stranger, struggling towards music coming in over
the Wayland, example of that track that few climb, of
the exposing of the film, watching the images
extinguished.

There may be hot weather of early summer re-
articulating the shower, when I was still coming forth
like leaves with that writing of the fortunate isles.
Well, let it be a memory there that I shy away from.
The whole significance of the coils of the sublunar
world, of the prospect of hours, is plain and portends
- I understood this quite well - seasons of unearthly
light. Forces presented the first light of day, as
forever in the decaying wood. The Looking-glass is
not in truth the moon or the stair: intelligences with
which one may enter intense heat.

Release me from the fetters, simplified image of my
hand, rendered as simply a piece of debris, cast out
from simultaneous discovery. I would have to script
an image of a roadside tree full of starlings, an image
of a rock with flags of ice. When the winter froze the
marvellous, the significant, making metamorphic
substances in the midpoint; metaphysical detectives
which recount Purbeck rock, stars, fragments of a
comet’s shoots of steel and glass; and the soil, in
short, which rained fire.

The lark-smoke and globe, in the early hours with
such a brash ardour, with the mad, with the benefit of
hindsight: go with it. One broad road upward, the
other house stands on the working world drawn from
drifting. So I ask: does a sundial beside the path of
its shape - exactly beside the remains of a shattered
dome - taking the creatures of the stone of the
birdless, practise those, the colours of the shelf, as she
was forced to? Lightly her hiding and circling, until
the end whose hieratic hawk perches on graphs, but
she is moon landing, stranded, looking older.

(i N

Sometimes I think that I want to observe objects
carved by the art of willing speech, atoms in time with
the slow obvious. I have looked for songs that
guarantee a storm. I do this rarely now, for it is you
who fade easily: face under the skin unpebbled,
unravelling further, processes which are unsure,
whether fantastically significant, but I never quite
make the silence. Now if I had realised at the time,
wondering where he is, nurse, unconcerned, spooning
out the obelisk that stands on the morning: that
object or situation that is entirely without objective,
the ocean, for good or ill, and obscured.

Action of the wind and ground, after the rain: it was
at the end of the long room, the damned thing, across
the chalk mass, that strange knife in kind, the mind
bubbling with stone, out of the corner of the eye of
the dream, the sea knowing how much more. Over
the house in light metal, like chrome steel, with a
rogues’ gallery, a portrait or two along rooftops, the
grey sea stretches marvellous where visitors may have
occasion for remorse. There is nothing more inimical
than these conditions in which a hidden order may
confess myself.
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I have the wvast desire to render experience
manageable: desire breeds pestilence, but it is also
some part of me, evidently. Do I invite disorder or
create then grow with you? I look around for
somewhere to stop you, Council: perhaps this is the
goal of all art. Arranged artists are ranged to find
what is sinking into the final stages of Now. Behold,
the man is identified with being open, being invisible.
Not I, another beach recalls (perhaps because of this,
almost exclusively because of his dreams) five walking,
conceived and partly executed, walking along
anonymous roads or taking flotsam, bald.

One humid afternoon in the white, only on the glass
memorial, the salt air above St Lucas Leap, on the
picnic table or on the mantle-piece, they meet like
this because it is not safe. A little later, dwarfed by
the objects which enact each posing, trusting the
anonymity of the street and the tubular tumble of
rocks on the cliff, the characteristic virtue of the
present, the sun falling turned into twisted roots to
the side of a similar pink head. A dancer seen with
arms raised, huge dancing molecules to tease and ease
the dancing lessons arranged, a melodrama still
waiting to be filmed at Dancing Ledge.

There 1 stood yesteryear, yet these shorthand
descriptions you left of a lost tribe, long exiled over
the horizon, call out for a boat to take the young
family to enjoy the brutalist cliffs. The well-known
analyst’s cartographers with a triumphant yell
assembled: it was a continual dialogue, assumed by
carving their initials. The children they had once
been, resemblance to certain known objects, long
soaking up the breath of stone, reason wants to
answer the stone-boats. And later, further over the
horizon, murdering his further sky or objects that
refer obscurely, already at the rendezvous, leaning
always already in that fertile image; still probably not
worthy of Dorset and the mysticism of the natural
history of ammonites.

Green garden, an almost unused nocturnal mystery:
even then, Eve, it is not brought down. Memory and
imagination are covered by metal; in merging into
rough woodland, gateways disappeared. Exploration
of new places: it is a way of exposing this innocent to
the sequence of midnight and dawn, the Monster here
between the cracked flagstones. Paradoxurus, I am
ever willing to prefer the pregnant with echoes of part
of a larger scheme. And for forty-eight hours, during
which I walked for miles, and partly because here in
the garden all is passing, curtains of indigo insist that
the time has come to escape.

Of course I went to the foaming pool, flue of the old
sky, for them to meet otherwise. Come through the
turn, friends and family, into that included twilight.
These night skies, and the weathered section of a door
of rock, long went to capture the Now above the
sliding mud cliffs of absence. The dim night still, like
high ground, formed part of hijs basic training: the
conscious hill at the edge of a town that I knew, the
door of that place where gorse grows and adders lie,
the presiding genius of the capital and me, in
painting, without any better explanation, without
costumes.

World-creators, mapping territories, the devil’s own
promenade, love and death, setting these up against
the lovers, the talking books, the twisted forms of
disguises, ring-o’-roses around the three as their anger
ripped through their darkroom existence. Gothic
black light has black humour, but we gnarled faces
may prove useful. Everybody is here, lurking in the
central theme of this work. Three images through the
interception, characteristic action that interchanges
my imperfect knowledge: interest, interrogation,
intentionality.

And arms uplifted, turning to go again, I recall
conversations with Gray again. He is Shamshaft, the
shapeless dream-bringer. He watched cloud circling
all that can be eaten, the coast to the west, two of us,
and the memory between London and Dorset. We
stayed at the Royal, dangerous themes, candles in the
capital to the shooting of mermaids. We planned a
magazine - grants! - governing or motivating grace, so
that the eye is no longer forming a pattern that can
only be read. Exposition of the Bok-philosophy: at its
simplest, Bok meant great grotesques, playing out the
moves of grotesques.

His wife is with something that is too difficult to be
with: a woman with a mass of unruly unexpected
dimensions. I ought to make a unified theory, but at
Aber Falls it disappeared again! That was she who
had reached the acquiring knowledge: she bought a
broad shallow book. She, the time, and desires that
can find no other outlet; but destinations arrive on
time, so I find myself. When at last she was able to
group the growth-rings that decorate mussel shells,
grumbling, the earth quiescent, she had some
guarantee that I will reach to my right.
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And for a sort of marine figure carved in shell, a used
vehicle of the name more suitable, a messenger, the
eye-bulge, the crest shown to her brain. Immediately
she realised that nature had the chance - Psyche and
Chance - ] followed in my own much-handled way
near the sea, tracing the shapes of its sculpted life. 1
see then that frost works upon wood or say, and
imprecisely, how she or they fly into the maps and
diagrams.

Walking by night over paths we met on, walking along
Bankside at about eight, the walkway was also cold.
The profound, for a young bank clerk the random: we
two were enchanted by the edge of the ravenous crows
in their foraging, the fork of two dissimilar branches.
The idea was to make a mode of walking in Paris; and
I know modulations, a moment of perception, wholly
bound up together in barges to be ferried out to sea.
Nobody comes, makes a joke and leaves the cafe
through a half-opened window.

The bars are open at night and it’s not unusual to see
the pavement lifted. A Victorian philanthropist has
arranged a cascade about him: he does not interest me
at the moment. I now have Dorset coming ashore:
argued successfully for the creeping shadow of the
gnomon, complex world to be modelled and
comprehended. Now for interpretive schemes that
allow for the rest of the hidden news, pristine copy:
make something of that.

I kick away the earth, that union of the imaginary, of
his imagination: enough that the mood is fast
disappearing. The well-known ‘deja vu’ sensation, the
access point for a lane which loops into the deep
womb. Down there some escape inside the clock-case,
while others that gather only flow down the cliff.
They are for the moment: time is passing and these
words form a difficult answer to a convoluted book.
These notes represent the inanimate, compelling me
to do the work of analysis; and I suppose this must be
written, having then paid for all paintings.

Thus attempting to retrace here the winds, an autumn
day, across a Cranbourn of stars, events that twenty
years inspired, there, more rarely of lightning: most
were there for sixty years, perhaps twenty years. Ten
years ago every day I left that place, a texture that any
eye can see. In the inverse world I passed through the
fire: I climbed the cliffs and undermined the slopes
passionately. Years past midnight, a fine crop of
pastimes by the paths where yet, in greying alabaster,
all this conforms to the grid or grille.

Or rather it resembles their corpse, bundled into the
longed-for Age of the Burlington Galleries, that I was
digging like I disapproved of, inhabited by immaterial
worth, up from innermost instance, disappointed that
they confirm my best fears. Even that train, how long
is an avenue of Normandy poplars, the unremarkable
analogy with an elephant suitcase?  Analogies,
however, signal to the unseen, a closed and misted
world much as it was, collapse of language, something
new: belief in the imitation of an early Surrealist,
laughing immediately as beings occupy the middle of
the human soul.

But perhaps I am thinking of art’s shadow: the rose is
more beautiful than the shadows under his eagle eyes.
It is deserving of a depressing sensation that there
may the universal engine mark time. And sometimes
nothing is neglected, no longer stationary, still, I
would be anywhere: the power station, bulk and
bulwark, the flash of dull stone. Not an estate spits
out a seat for viewing sunsets. (On the waves an
endless ball, of course.) Mammouth of the relative
bridges the circular grille, its leaves providential, claim
of the row of patience at last bringing his harp. It is
a curving branch, or cut from the daily news comes
the three birds on one branch.

I don’t exactly know what they are: I cannot tell me
between the words of the terms, telling photographs
and happenings. Red, blue, discover the true nature
of time: dishes and bowls of thick green glass,
redecoration. It becomes, somehow, as if you have
found the middle of this forest of books. Beyond the
limits of the civilised, there are bicycle handlebars,
candle-holders and bird’s beaks: destroy the difference.
Having read my Jung, I refracted to become one; only
I sent a refusal to engage with more.

At its extreme, this binarism fills my head with ideas;
now sense Earth’s gravity, and so on. The slithy child-
hunting motion, slow to conclude what is no longer
smaller footsteps until I encounter the Sandman in
some year. (1936 is the product of the distended belly
of the moon, said The Distractions.) Why should I sit
and devise uninterpretable explosions, prophetic,
unknown, unknown, that radar about the carcass,
caused to be erected above the buried but
unmistakeable mark? It is clear enough to the mind’s
eye, and I recognise places within.
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Fortified buildings still hold of freestone and never
reach the sea. There is a junction on the same
corner, perhaps, which implies sand. The darkened
beach replaced by Totes Meer, day slips back to
unearth sunken feelings. Out into the night garden,
a tree growing in a city street, its roots benign,
inflexible. There is still the temptation to take hold.
There is, and will remain, a likelihood of encountering
a various vessel, the mouthpiece of a motley gang, up
with a magical group who provided the meeting of
two people with a fistful of blunted pencils.

Waves on a dark road with Mad Tom that visited
often in my sleep. Spending his free time armed your
sleeping spiral forms, unregenerate parts of the shapes
of shells, appearing to be unsound, up among the
rocks. They should haunt him as the Snark: they sit
quietly over a poor fish soup, things congeal as the
light fades, cello voices and oboe, as is like the shouts
that come on the second this year: interpretation of
these ramblings, into intimate relation between days.

Frightful, desirable otherness from hatted Victorians:
they stripped the haunted business good, selling hair
first, a mode of relation to the reddening dusk of a
lightning-blasted sky. The scene is like that of
another dream, the skeleton of a gentleman’s black
member. The exhibition he erased stood incomplete,
but I have still not seen industry engaged in the
imaginary. No wonder an inconvenient ghost is a fine
thing, linking the two, giving birth to a live iguanadon
with a full set of visitors.

Our sense is a clenched fire below the ridge. We are
locked onto the protracted path I walked down to
provide for some of these apocalyptic riders. We will
promote coincidence, our key term self-regarding, and
effort, echo to the slow dripping of water, the echo of
the pounding series. Creatures represent doubt to
make a screen against, across a connection of the fuil-
bodied, the gathering dark, of his own three-fold
cosmos in dark, darkest Essex. Its webs extend
through time.

I know who that was, and [ foresee the same drawings
of dream-riddles presented to me during a dream. I
reached the low cliffs under time, cold under the fog,
was pleased to send shiploads out to be used more for
bad luck than good. I think this metaphor is too
much, but because I imagine my right hand reaching
some that have stories, a coastline torn open by the
clements and coat-hooks, I can not think of what has
gone before.

Waiting for a single chime can never be waiting on
the platform. I am left with music like a man in the
empty desert: music, my salvation, will always come,
must be, must be sitting on my shoulder again, muted,
the drinks laid out under my understanding, the name
of my star just above. I know roughly where I want to
drown: I dream of that other world in reality, replica
of death. There will be science when I have forgotten
all the questions: until it has submitted to restraints
unwarranted, the experiment continues.

October 1993
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