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No image in the world








you’re about to enter








will deceive you.
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The manic underpinning of life





























Real moments   are precious,    magical and   rare; they are also    all around us.  


This dichotomy is   what   writing    


   is all about.
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Preface











In the 1800s, the searing desire to expose 


uncharted lands 


drove adventurers to the arctic. 


The poles were the exploration of 


outer space.





In the 1900s, a small cadre of people 


(like untold numbers before them)


expanded the search 


altered the rules 


and found something


of untold importance 


they didn’t know quite


what to take back with them, 


but they tried.





In the first century of the second millennium 


we began to describe our grasp 


on the foundation of matter and energy 


as we’d weigh our knowledge of medicine 


in the 1800s


 against a backdrop 


of a late twentieth century.





Quite the contrary


we found the correct 


artifacts of insight 


waiting for rediscovery 


locked discretely inside.





The photography associated with each pithy paragraph rendered 


from cause of oyster pearls, has been removed to facilitate imagination


and decrease the file size of this document.  The photos constitute a parallel story 


likewise binding each individual vignette to its next installment.  The writing and photography were designed to be intense lovers with separate lives 


which twist and turn to assign more meaning to each line.   This book desired to exist as a collection of standalone paragraphs, single sentences, photos, chapters, and over-arching miens which carefully whittle three distinct tales from the ‘chaos’ of tailgating thought.  Each line is defined by the photos, the ‘fiction’, and the flow of each to its other, shading glares of dire search we conduct, for the meaning of ourselves.  Note the life we constantly redefine, from one thought, feeling and measure, to our next.






































This book is dedicated to 


























all people who try 


to make 


the(ir) magic


the rhythm


of our lives
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1. Relief




















Stones of the broken dawn, hedgerows still wrought with the ancient phantoms of houses   horses jumping scents of long dead dogs  chase telltale foals  the air full of froth bellows and broken ferns of a  piecemeal forest  our archaic insides, where Hobgoblins lounge zigzag limbs watch  flightless birds evade saliva-stung teeth and the blued barrels of time-traveled muskets.  Like gazing down the endless Euclidean/fractal pounding surf white-lining  twenty five thousand foot shore, dainty toes of ice-age water bubbling  a phosphorous spring  the hot languid horizons of shimmering clouds parched by under-watered vegetation crying for more.








In a pauper’s mind, fresh-crack peppercorn dusts nostrils with Zanzibar [as in reality] rubber and leaden arms spoon / knife  parboiled low-grade globs glisten with stamina  and  minerals missing from normal daily life.  The days grind  overseen by long-buried the masters  decree  a number of limbs  poor beings entertain.  Bitter meal cooks on coal fired stoves  overly-cautious vapors rise their greasy seance, atheist to ceramic yellow ceiling  all  slick with past-repast.  Heat lightning collides with a  now-dark horizon  we’re fussing  our ancient, crippled mechanisms which crumbling to iron-oxide dust, reminds us of ‘better’  salubrious times.  Of her tongue  rough and broad, slapping gumballs in  cheeks;  he imagined  clinks ever  so slightly to pearly those baby whites, she’ll soon deliver  her  fairy godmother.  One quarter.  These days.  [Here.]  But other lands!  Oh heyday … thy good tooth  worth nearly two bucks!  And  the boiling blue clouds  swallowed   all golden dawns  from a faith-only  sun.








Poised on that very breath, he …  lost peasant sons wandering drunkenly after harvest, through the inky-felt of a moon-less night  in  cones of storms, inverted and dissonant with  otherwise-bright, cerulean arias … the brushes  in fleeting hawk winds … hold wings level before daredevil dives, when they tell you … 








     They tell you you’re shit—ugly and worthless, and you’re lucky they still want you.  Like where else you gonna go girl?  Nobody’d take a homely refugee like yourself.  And what do you know?  You’re young  and you believe what they say.  Come to make [the lies] a part of yourself, even if each one’s destructive   in your worst interest.  ‘But what I really I don’t get   why men  jus blow you off, if you won’t sleep wit-tem.  I mean, if I wanna sleep with somebuddy and dey don’t  it makes me feel bad, but I still wanna be friends.’    


     But maybe men don’t wanna feel bad.  Maybe they don’t have the equipment to handle what you move through naturally.  By blaming you for not putting out, them blowing you off, they don’t have to reflect on the disappointment you aren’t attracted to them, sexually.  That they aren’t good enough for you.  It’s your deal, not theirs.  And maybe they want to be friends, but they don’t know how to cope with that refection.  


    Some guy isn’t hard, and I think he isn’t interested in me.  Which cud-be totally wrong, but I’m told to believe I’m not good enough, at anything.  Too thick-waisted, not pretty, slow-speaking, not sexua-enough, not smart witty er-poised.  It’s a product of the damned magazines, which mimic social shit, which we build up, and buy.  We women are totally guilty, but what are we suppose to do?!  Sometimes I don’t know how to think differently.











People are dying like dung-flies once the livestock’s been slaughtered.  Malaria—takes em down.  By the millions!  I shit you [not] …  it’s so bad there, you gotta stand over the nurse and make sure the shot you bought is administered, or she’ll sell it back to the pharmacist.  Let the person rot in his or her own filth.  My friend was a goddamned skeleton, when I found him.  All beat up and swollen from the cops beating him, but starving – you know what tat looks like?!  He thought he was in Mozambique, and that was his dad’s car, he was so fucked up on cerebral malaria.  So they night-stick him for attempted car theft till he’s inna coma, and dump his sorry ass in prison – where we found him, five days later. 























Isn’t there any aid money there to make things better?





Aid money?  Are you joking?  It’s all squandered up at the top of the pyramid, where it comes in.   I talked to her, on the phone.  A neighbor, chatting while who I called for, stirred a pot of dinner.  What do you do?  I was a volunteer there, digging wells.  Now I organize flag girls. 





What are ‘flag girls’?





They’re the people who hold up flags, and mark the rows so the crop dusters know what they’ve done, and what they haven’t.  That must take a long time.  All day.  You just move over a few rows, and they come by again.  But they don’t spray you, right?  Hell they don’t!  You’re covered in it.  You’ve done it?


Who hasn’t [round here]!?  Like …





[What else is there to do?!]





You mean your job is organize little girls to be drenched with pesticides and nitrate fertilizers?





They aren’t just ‘little girls’, I assure you.





That’s terrible





Work’s gotta be done.  You Yankee assholes r just too lazy.





She said  wrinkling  nose r so I imagined.





Isn’t this that a dare�?





Every dare is a lifetime.  The dare is every dangerous damned moment.





Right then.  We’ll both  fess up.  





Whare would you rather be?  





Other than right here?





You ain’t that fuckin enlightened.  





And for instance : Why ain’t we doin’ them things today?





Good question.





No; an eter-nal question.





Like five guys walking around together with overly-innocent grins on their faces.  





Trouble.  


�



The gawdy decor, and old sequin dresses of alcoholic matrons—you can easily imagine the brothel, bowling alley, and funeral parlor, all rolled into one.  Where am I;  where… is the orange branch of the fertilizer-laden flowers going to be, when it realizes  its season of fruits  have been picked  gone … distracted, foolproof cops pull over a Jehovah’s witness for drunk driving, as elderly patrons speed by.  Never touched a drop in my life, he almost always claimed.  








See them stacking a hundred tons of 1945 pre-Trinity test TNT  the box-laden grunts hammer high explosive into nearly-perfect naked array.  Super big bang, killed a lot of sightseeing birds.  Not much on the nuclear scale-o-things.  Less than ten million degrees, x-number of time the surface of the sun.  Impressive, nonetheless.  I heard 


They ‘boosted’ the old 50s bombs with tritium, to multiply the # mega-tonnage of the US arsenal.  331 atmospheric tests later, we finally knew sum things.








Ivy Mike weighed 62 tons.  The first hydrogen bomb, which they called wet.  We built artificial forests, happy fifties households, and mile-long corridors of helium between south pacific islands you’d drive a truck through.  Just to play with fire more thoroughly?  More destructively.  We assembled a galaxy of genius to think these things through.  The Yoke bomb.  56 Kilotons.  May Day.   Think that’s sending the Reds a message?!  Just what I mean.  Big time playing with fire.  Blistered dead sheep, stinking with radioactivity.  Pigs and confiscated warships, half sunk with Baker, right after Able.  Wreckage galore, right to Castle Brava.  You should have seen it!  The stratospheric lines  like Buddhist holy icons!  Burnt in our minds, thay-are.  And the submarines.  Operation Wigwam.   Blew the bitch at 2000 feet, watched the bulkheads breech with the automatic high speed cameras.  Not entirely sure   why I had   the nightmares   about that   all those  years.  The sheep 


were much worse.








Those were days I wished I’d forget, but  time is funny with  kinds of decisions you’ll later  regret.  I  delay  waiting  find new jewels new things I’ve   ferreted  here  there  hidden  away and I  laugh.  How did I miss  such a deafening blast  this essential  life makes death moment and I managed to  hide it from myself?!   I educate [the new] me   from lost memories  of the self  I was too afraid to understand.  I take  each fear  as it existed  before I wandered its bridge to judge  acts terrifying  or insane.  So what if amidst the others, I almost died?  Life itself  proves it  tis not so; and the moment I feel deeply, 


I am sublime.





�



The battered jukebox wailed long-dead tunes of nearly-forgotten superstars, as a jobless dot-commer slid a piece of ice back and forth across the silly drink straw spanning the lips of his glass, striking each edge to time, and his date starred in a violently bad sitcom of one, scraping small talk like broken fingernails, across an overused high school chalkboard.  We crossed and uncr5ossed our mostly slumbering legs, imagining doing her, in the embrace of some exotic designer drug, and noted the slow warming between our legs, as the last of too many beers fell in the giant English pint, like old wartime coffee urns, with their stained glass tubes.  The monstrous opacity eating our livers out, abated, shrunk a dimension, leveling itself at us, in this world ... shrieked its blatant message, we covered out ears to see.  Have you ever noticed how some people save their olives to the end, and others eat them right away?  Occasionally, everyday banter reeks of higher meaning, and even more occasionally, nobody notices each minute event perfectly describes the most burning questions anyone could find.  It’s easy to lose perspective, when you didn’t crown your adolescent years in a painforbidding throe of nuclear annihilation I manage to articulate, through a booze-soaked toothpick, and at least one other person nods.  I sit complacently between 50s air raid sirens and DDT poisoning, wondering how long it will be in dreadfully shallow decades before the mania of the occultish cold WASP war is relegated to dead history books.  The for hire post paper millionaire fingers his high-end mountaineering jacket still too clean from total disuse as his pretending-to-have-shallow-dreams date engaged in relaying the latest prime time TV debacle, makes small, peregrinish movements with her manicured foot, suggesting his patience may pay out, eventually.  I am a zombie relieved of active duty, who can’t leave his job at home, and proceed to change gears to go to work.  The road, for some, if ignorant to their own innate force, is long.











Idling at seventy�.  That’s how I feel.  The idiom of bike, hardly even alive.  I take my hand off the throttle, and hardly slow down.  Some idiot passes me wildly, and I sneer.  Your goddamned thirty grand piece of shit looks good with some high grade coke up your snooty ass, trade it in for something that matters.  I go up   next to the ego   ego for ego downshift.   Downshift.  He glances off the marrow of what   is about to happen   eighty ninety ten thousand RPM the beast  begins to stir.  











It stinks, pure and simple, when you race a motorcycle.  At a hundred, the acceleration   so intense, it pulls you back off the bars.   Two gears, a BMW is a distant sight in the reach of the rearview mirrors.   You are shrapnel, slicing thin air from the blast of a bad Japanese gun.  There are rotating lights, as if ... as projectile speeds from point the original shell hit.  The cars you pass, are tired ... ponderous old growth trees, prone to forget the passing of insignificant seconds. Order forms disorder.  Engine is swearing, sweating, loving its entirely manic life.











But it’s dumb.  Your better self shows you, when it asks why you did it.  Running, not quite literally, from law- provoking police.  What ig-nobility forced us to prove ourselves so?  The sweet, acrid smell of scorched oil filled the garage, I pulled into  shut the door breathed.  Removed brightly colored clothing, went to a diner, and sat with the day old Sunday paper, as they watched me.   Know thyself, and others, will also know you.  Your butyl rubber walls are oh so easy to see.  The trooper, asking.  They smiled, knowing nothing.   Knowing 


everything at all.




















Reasons





Cycles    tides   Patterns  Phases





Sine Waves    surges    Struggles


REtreatS    circles  rounds wheels





stories   epics   succession  cessation  boom  bust





faith/loss of faith   MANic   insight


�falsity  curves


    inflation


recession


 sulking  silliness  


    


retribution








It’s frightening how easily people become sheep.  One look at a mad rally, binding the masses to some rehashed cause, hew flag colors, different patrons … you wonder Mao Hitler Mussolini Bush why perfectly good brains, perfected over millions of lifetimes, can’t discern the difference, between question and fact?  Where is the curious  nature  narcotic  addiction whence did this come from, dwelling ever so lightly  on  why?  How did I get in this position of burning precious art works, or goose-stepping?  Why am I cutting trees, and pumping oil, with no regard for a future?  It’s always alarming to see  how dumb we


are/have yet to


become.











Fear.  The internal demon.  We see, where and what we are, when you tell me what to do, and I follow your directives.  This is the forced labor accommodation of most of our souls.   The woe of the inside, makes the outside pale to compare.  The scenery is barren, and devoid of deep lasting satisfaction … compassion running like water to wheels  grinding grains of existence, Andes mountains staining your noble background, I mean, forget it.  











Can you imagine, being jailed indeterminately for possessing a torn, bitter scrap of a photo, of a world-recognized hero?  Our hero isn’t others’ here.  How’s that, for a recognition of self?  You are for all intrinsic purposes, the monk in jail, trying to continue  to believe   in what?  No 64K question, you’ll  run thru


surfing TV.











Who wants to become a monk, after dancing with a girl?  When the lama uttered it , I broke the sullen room with laughter.  ‘Am I right?!’  [His translator time-lags me] I shrug, helplessly, as patterns of smiles enhance.  The man is speaking to me, and to the others in the room, all at once we are each initiates, singled out for bravery, admonished to ignorance, collectively undimmed, we arise in mass, compassionately tolerating, each other as facets of infinity.  Some of you here have harbored the hardest path.  You are the dancers, aren’t you?  I bow   to what you’re trying to become.  I simply have one humble word of advice.  [The translator whispers.]  Ah … I am  told two humble words.  Are you ready?   … Stop Trying!  


Now it’s   truancy   


laugh.











Robin Hood was a sociopathic, publicity-crazed, liar.  On the other hand, what do we know?  He might be a saint.  How will we, down the ribbon of history, ever know  truth?  There is no  truth ‘to know’.   For each person  history a perception … if we stole upon the moment—so unpredictably divine, would be kin to recording a sunset sans camera, or film.   Words are abstracts of universal truths, used flippantly, to counsel the consumer into historical complicity.  They are impressionistic paintings, regarded with suspicious intent.  We use them   to further   our mental cause, whatever that may be.  











Bombarded by  the ego suicide of posing  yourself  against the masses, those unheralded heroes who eventually crumpled  left their dried-out carcasses   for your wake.   How far will you go?  The success stories are sitting   on the left hand of god  still so far in front  of each  massive, back-breaking defeatist  effort [to reach them] you may as well  take a photo of yourself, standing still.  Crushed in a vice  of no purpose  no applause  driven relentlessly by  the passion that binds us torrent  water down the melting snow field  together, we run, mired, afraid and alone.  I ask : Would you blow a whisper of love to the winds, if you felt no such  passion inside?  He proudly replied : Yes.  In the hope I might, someday soon.   Is there (I asked), some hair I missed 


to split?











Generosity as a popularity play   how obvious  such schemes   their constant attachments  attacks  on mindless tasks  a poise  of greater questions … sticking grubby fingers into   the transparency of objects and events … Mad little acts   and ploys  every judgment  simultaneous to every other action  defies  laws   broken  we radiate comparison from  insincere assaults  on ignorance.  All energy   we manifest  an unspoken projection of  our ultimate  


calling card.  











Resigned  fate not knowing what effect we have on the evolution of the universe … on a single particle moving an entire constellation, we bet our daily grind; when art’s at a dire edge of radical chance, one stoke feels too profound to properly describe.   Each action defines a state of perfection we’re too small to understand, ask yourself at the level you’re terrified to unwind, and let free.  Gawk at the man, or woman of whom you’d assumed  you’d eventually   meander in, to be.





























3. Coherence 








a basic equation.  A rendering to the


$$$$$$$$


                


                                   demands


   a certain  conformity  


money�
         the


  a  self-induced�
   voiceover of


                                           what we  could be.


Money = Energy.  Simplified.


Real moments   are precious,    magical  rare; they are  


all around us.  


This dichotomy is   what the   search  for self      feigns to seek.











Every single image is deceit, and truth compounded into one.


A slow spiritual evolution  like taking a leisurely  walk through this ... as nature shows us out from in along its way.  We succumb to our enervating compulsion to complete before appointed times, slamming doors of perception with missed eminence, rushing frenetically to and fro ... the most essential moments are lost; a life, one instant, in a disjointed series of undefined events, ricochet off infinity. 











Our obsessions are the moments we distract ourselves.  Fleeting instants render confusion to form.  A Zen is feeling the hoop, and trusting the ball will find it.  Painting the reality of music, we realize, there can be no brush.  











Fine lines transpire, then ... we miss them.  Deprivation breeds improvisation; fear of failure  fear of completion, who can say, for sure?  Think for one minute, about all the time we waste, following “rules”.  I wear equal signs, as parenthesis.  Your minute isn’t up : Action, without wasted motion ... the honesty beyond    most people’s comprehension.   











Helping others can be   lying to yourself.  Organizing a day vainly defers sensuous movements always too much to do   who did that?!  The body


craves a state of pregnancy.











In moments of insight~a feeling of wealth.  There is no pleasure in destroying, what you know to be true~and gifts are demeaning if given, to save the generous, from his/her self.   The more you see about self, the faster   the transparence.  Leftovers  evolved


when we forgot them    or meant to ...


but didn’t .











Weakness is treated as strength.  And isn’t it?  Red filters ah-ha skies; action is forged in minds we want to believe.  Beware how experimental processes remedy such distinct paradigms.  Test yourself with everything we’ve never thought, to learn.  Only because, there isn’t’ enough   when  too much is   all around. 











No mystery.   Grunge is explosion of slow rainy pent-up nights of gray dismal days.  The brutality of rotten teeth pulled by drunk bloody hands only a century ago ... not quite where   we consider.   And then, in the last then, they looked back farther, and cringed.  Or so, the middle ages, made out.











Afraid of seeing our  weakness  we’ll    (superlatively)   in others ...  Where getting the “it” isn’t it ...  and deepest is  lowest   height of space.   The instant it’s articulated, it’s lost.  Disassociation.  Marked graves; logic as a justification for what 


each person  


shouldn’t   be doing.  How


many stare in the barrel of infinity   and live


to dance again?











Reminds oneself how   some-things week after no week wake him.  Why not follow bliss?  (The question so seldom asked.)   Hassle and tourettes a poverty of notime and money to make it.  


I chance a rush to find, what monasteries hide   stumble on what    On some level    Terrified to discover so   time speeds up   apparently to hide   (As each seeker wants)  the answer we’re in    


Such a determined hurry   not to find.  











Time so sluggish as you fist   what might find caress.


Change is travel.  Standing still is relative   to the ground.  He told me he


could bend a spoon.  I said I could too.  First, he confided,   then mentioned offhand


the spoon isn’t     And what’s so difficult about   that?   I was


impressed.











flew through the hours   the day full of nonexistent what ifs...  Endless hours in computers lost as to what they save us millions of promised unkept the many quandaries the few must trace to find   the reasons we   spend ten  save one in the moment   not adding


everything up.











The war between the mind and the heart   each other a jar of moonshine wane    Moon   we migrate vast patterns of nonsense looking feverishly to follow   the latest version of truth.   In the manic disease of more makes us etiquette seems florid and vain   in   regions of immensity no road map fooled  the least astute offender lore being    The way it is these days.   











She walked slightly ginger burn the friction on\not long stretches of noting everyone else in love  and then   with the cum running so slowly down   underpants saturated with late night   the car hood when she   but he you know it’s seductive to be    That Violent wanting   so profoundly.  A gift we find sometimes   give ourselves or ...  When forced   b i t   b y   Veritable   b  i t to suc cum b.  And besides, it’s the sort of story you feel good about, when you’re too old to invoke the riotous passion houses and kids were made of   when we all least expected it.    But the sidewalk was the way she remembered it from   childhood full of sticks and angst small traipsing insects and potentials for skinned knees ... but kids never touched those fears   at least not    The Loss of  epidermis we so fervor worry about   as it sags and scrotums jut merrily into  proverbial winds swinging   you might wonder, if even you don’t ... disease, not the kind of thing  rational   beings want to signal god over.   











She proceeded innocuously   the park where the Asian men wandered   Thai in the background  signing the archaic   sweltering morning air of   floating arms’ Tai chi fake swords it’s all bending spoons of the   mime and we can’t understand it.  It’s early in the morning the booze wayfaring  off   we dribble our testimonial for   procreation it is vicious attacking expensive designer undergarment someone   just might reasonably find.  











Dented hood dolt didn’t   tink he would or I    Would Either.  Lost in the moment of not caring ... wanting so damn destiny dependently not to care at all ... can’t he   not be like the rest of them?  [There is]  No respite   for the horror-stricken. 








 


They told me you have to compromise; I said verily one does not when life is actually in order.  And that isn’t what   most people want to hear.   I find the strangest corners in round rooms, where peonies wild the cup boards   drip stained and treacherous.  In the round rooms of the  mind, aneurisms protect the stress prone, like cosmic fulfillments, safety catches   on machine gun sprahy   and toxic metaforms we ascribe to loneliness, isolation, and depression.  Well Handled  roughly, She bandies for the gawk of men, and


why shouldn’t she?











The good thing a out_+b   depression, is the low makes a high, just as the high makes a low//// vvor a self destructive need to sagaciously sabitabe   etcettera ecrt     Whatever sseems to be taking yhou beyond the campnor   fo]d of hour \


s spent snuffling   inside needless routine.  











They say there is no having your frugal c a k e   and eating it to and yes, forget the music, while you slovenly shovel it in.   Frosting all over the place.   Fingers sticky down to your forearms .... just like it should be.  Sit in a dungeon, have your cake in the dark/cold, and actually


get to eat it


too.











It’s a b o u t the time I realized   that limitations are gifts & not in disguise, for they fairly scream their realworld sustenance.  You can hear limits whisper through cricket pause, and wails of jets in full burner takeoffs.  Limits pose problems we seek   the bottoms of   looking them in the eyes, for whatever they say in denialacknowledgement we say the opposite back.   Limitations are calls to the creativity locks to open   and bare  some hitherto hidden dimension   of self of the dire, stock world of close-held cards, barrels over cliffs to be famous, miasma stew in million-year containment vats ... know thyself, and you know the outside world.  The outside world is


apparently, full of limiting thought.  I think, rubber side balkingly bald, why don’t I have enough of this that and the other   so I don’t have to worry rain an inch deep, oil the soft spatter of clouds the hydroplaning rear   the lockup sleeping drivers down   the motorcycling fool   goes   in soggy-clothed curse of survival mode, puts “art” about three notches above tires.  My bad licks, the bad luck of hand-to-mouth feeling   you must give up to get   the places you want to    Go.   Thunk.  Kachunk Kachunk... they run over you   as you 


run over yourself.











You are very much loving life, white knuckles   feeling if nothing else fragility slows down time   wiggly rear end every nuance all the commonplace rites and miracles   keep you upright   you actually thank them... keep them on tap, for future reference maybe you’ll   pay them back in


some in-explicable way   the bridge deck stretching on end less l y   a flashing  gone awry a big giant cheese grater hungry for cheap suits, right before flesh.   More sideways, than straight  what ... an untimely sensation.  Fear.  Of what?  Gifts are everywhichwhere no   avoiding them the on tap of perception is suddenly











That’s what she told me.  I was looking to the ski slopes for entertainment, and she wanted to keep it.  Thank god for limitations.  I praise them daily.  Her scarf with small surreal snowflakes panning like palm leaves, was scratchy.  Or picky.  She said it picked at her.  I laughed.  Picky snowflakes, won’t fall like any others before them.  Demand to have   their own damned shape.  She tossed her main   thoughts over her shoulder, like salt   superstition prevailed.   Looked around for treats, where others threw things away.  I took her for a precise, calculated form of madness we[‘d] all aspire to, if the magnetosphere flipped.  Why don’t you take the scarf off, it must bother you.  Not


a bit.  She claimed.











we were crammed ion like Bristling nested sardines, eyes riveting patently boring books, meandering viands of trivia, to some crude form of entrainment.  I was so hung over and sleep deprived I could hardly shut my lids, concentrating on the air blast from the meager nozzle, which merely recirculated everyone’s boredom, and ennui.  Focus and concentration were in extremely short supply, aside from the cockpit, where the lovely starlet sporting the fake wedding ring disappeared, under the pretext of coffee, or cold cling-wrapped pastries.  We delved into her mysteries, as she re-arranged her uniform, re-tied her apron, and tucked in her skirt.  I caught the chubby one ... looking at her ... as a man would.  That girl


can have anyone  she wants.











Envy.  Jealous   our whole culture hard to dismiss the extent of the collective sin.  The last person we finger   is ourself   as all of us   and all of us in us as Escher loops around, and out  a mad circularity a manic quest for reason whose reason we know absolutely noting all the nothing about.  In the meantime (which is the unremarked average of all overtly-focused  moment/cosmic mishmash) we have completely forgotten what    or was the reason


we needed the trait   the event   the possession the person the











The plane is sitting on the runway, and we art its metal tube with our sweat and mortality.  The bloody mary mix spilled blood offering on the poorly shown carpet tucked up under the seat in front less room   all the time, as if that’s possible.  The Cicillian woman babooshka grandmother 4'11" of gall knuckles white whispers to her daughter ven ve leabin? Under shaky breath her first and it’s all the more miraculous considering a lifetime of flight every night under the southern europaea stars as her body rose from the bed of a man drunk, and violent I ... can’t believe how much she was telling me, as we drove   here mom in the back   once the bumpy ride down   was over.  Don’t worry, she won’t understand a thing.


But she watched us    she did.











The swept patio of crushed bugs where you could still see fingerprints of the long-dead, shown  with grease   workers dragged in for a century from the sugar mills.   And the prostitute with the swagger of sugar cane tatoos their tips reaching up all the way dark and bold, on Mulatto skin scuffs her feelings   there in a way you couldn’t’ help trying   not to all   those hot sticky evenings when there was too much and now!  Times change being good, only to those who’ve done better   with age no wear the machine’s parts carefully   lovingly greased.











The sun shown dangerously against sky in waters destined to taste rain.  Blinking madly, the squints contorting faces unaccustomed   to starting early and   ending late ... Caucasian the loather and lover of violent rays others with more melanin shun the mad dogs tongues hot with thirst reel drunkenly to dip   themselves in salt   waters vermouth waved over straight shots under cabanas lit with extraordinary music and   soft light just like


the ads.











So easy to be disappointed.  The man isn’t living up to his white knight   the woman a far from princess be.  They attempt to amend the program with brash scribbles and clumsy tears through words and ideas they can’t force however ... amused locals with rusted out jalopies’ boom of long-gone mufflers reek of local herb, take silent mental notes of invading astro-nots strange habits, and shallow, fool-hearted pleasures.  I am fortunate to be broke it’s pain and humiliation   sudden passport to realms the rich can not open.  I drive up, shots from a small caliber weapon still 











She took an hour, just to get the blood off the chair.   It had come very unexpectedly, after a night of    Where she said to her best friends but she wasn’t pregnant and the guy who claimed he ... well, it was with some volition he swore it ... but you know they listen to that, in the courtroom, or the antechambers of the church.  We saw if you can call it that, not long after the fact, how she ... manipulated the ... and the Turkish carpet, thick with sudden flow.  











The papaya tree waved dreamily quivering into gusts that shot the normally placid sea into angry waves   crashing against the rocks piled into time immemorial fences you can hear the    grinding in the hidden explosive forces which birthed us.  She lay there, bare as the bronze god she embodies some higher notion or ... temple, perched on a toffee colored Mojave mountain slope, white marble of long-lost ages in the distance ... columns, arching   elegantly into the cobalt blue sky.  She lay on an onyx-dark boulder, erect and languid, draped as if fallen to a feather bed we arrived, hot and dripping miles of unkept promises relieved to discover   her


open frailty. 




















The trailer trash house, with the old bedding soggy expiring box spring some dinosaur bones  oblivious collecting small colorful pinecones on the roof just ... where it was thrown gotta new one don’t know where to put the old too last minute to do anything but ... where the heady shelves are full of wormeaten self help collections and muddy carpet where the animals spill their food the ants trundle from smelly soddy parchment soaked with unkept dreams moldy and sagging under the weird munching of ever-present termites leaving telltale dust of beams’ collapse ... where the cats prowl with natty fur and toads line the muddle of road in perpetual rainstorm, we aired our handwash clothing full of too many miles no ideas where ... every night ... when it came time to sleep


she shouldn’t have so kindly


incited us to sit


and relax.











The smell of mice roosting in   the evening the oven can’t ... really cook every night wondering when, the mosquito screens   the pullchains on the lights   the plumbing ... a girl can’t hardly get no man   no more   to do men stuff for you   hate it   makes a person broke and crazy tend to   do without.   Forget how depressing it is to   face the poverty likes to think others notice not   LONG dead mastodons and kumquats in   the fridge grinding bad mechanical sounds from silent pine-strewn nights.  Rust and more broken rubble   the only mainstream ideas nobody questions WHY it takes so many yeast cells to


secrete enough waste to


get you drinking heal


this awful rift.











The cutting board smells of ... and ... corners full of throwaways pieces  of larger puzzles   missions impossible to remember   the morass of non fulfillment\mean ... warnings sirens calls  letters seals of   dis approval parental screw-ups passmedowns can’t help re-presenting  selling blatantly losing money on  giving the worst of your best away.  The garbage under the lofty deck of giant spruce   needles shaking fits and moans from an otherwise nonchalant sky   white with homogeneous colors too saturated for the   human eye to comprehend I    happened across the abnormal tumor one night on my way to the small


local store.














The futon strain of taut bodies wrestling   hot evenings away drunken fits of explosive cum   staining virgin cotton   sheets like cobwebs diaphanous mosquito screens barely   covering private parts we brandish sexual hopes swords feasts and liaisons retracing lost moments of life on earth those   wasted teenage angst-ridden summers blending straight into fall clocks  spin wrecklessly mirroring reasons no one in right states of mind   exist.   

















In the dire midnight we gather, and sleep our hope of finding truth into quiet forms of desperation we’ll gather, and winnow grind and fall to ashes over.   She mended the clothing worn to nothing but holes, by wearing skin and mostly skin again never many   tan lines it  makes the poor feel wealthy, seeing how little it matters.  Seeing the thin nonexistent strings of expensive vacations to sunny places, too exotic to mention in mixed company revealing and not  denials’ the best who’s counting?  














The pile of discared and discarded   mean implements of mechanical modern day existence I ... swore it wouldn’t be like this    Like dad and mom but what better magic spell to   give you just that ... line  fine  as spider silk stretching towards infinity future and past colliding leaching subatomic trails onto etheric plates the present may


find   and knife into sense.














The blurred and single-minded   march endlessly throw the horseshoe ting   games amidst merchandise chaos of our own distinct making ... reality   doublewides   mixed up    Genes  gender roles jokes poling   each other dour for lines writ those tens of thousands of decades ago laughter fresh    as the breezes which have always


blown.














The overlap of generations   splayed out desires close at home their ... MANifestations   surge into coming thoughts   organisms   projects pulling emotions   into/out of themselves  deserts parched the   ground brash and wanton eking Lent testimony from    Stony fields   lay too long.





The blatant grit of life   is harp   the angels carry ... most people confusing   the god with the bad ... it’s hardly ... but, then again.   And Tehran is one   of a million cities burned   pillaged  submerged lost   causes resolutions laws ... it’s absoulutely   the way    It wreaks its mean


or way   or ... of revenge [on us]  under


the rainbow.














Instinctual.   IT means what?  Quite wrapped   and suffocate the question with the answer.   Type things you don’t


 know   and call it knowledge.  If


we only knew exactly the things   we think


we already do   we wool over our eyes   would wonder


what we truly   don’t.











She slept ever so soundly   after the trees cracked split   the church scattered to the devil winds.   Candles burnt slower than they should as the sloping porch reclined a little further.   It was the fifth of may   and the undulating sky roiled.  

















The bottles were neatly lined up, fifth from the end, a rare cask of burgandy never before tapped skin of some animal from more virulent times, tacked to the wall.  I was walking myself somewhere other than now water under my feet the sound of the squish when that hole that’s waiting to appear seeps through   socks wet with holes in toes neglect thinking about the abalone shell with the keys   and the coins  forms a strange spectacle all the houses I had additional claim to the countries I pocketed change from   metaphors trapped now   encou\,passed   rejected the shoulds outnumbering the souls of the should nots   I wander the  yearming memories.  Callus mnemonics of life on earth, hijacked   and jumbled with the unerring beauty of all things... resistant to the incandescence resitant   to


wander the byways of life.   Rts are difficult to fine.      











raging light on the spilled liquor flash of tender pouring steel into glass miss the art of the scratched vinyl   I the thing we think we are wearing some enough is enough costume as if we can’t find the tenacious thing we really


are.











backed into kinetic frustration    seeking the unseekable wondering    Where why the misery   and the decline   the aging and ecstacy coincide   so mortally on the reluctant flesh we attempt so candidly to indulge in and likewise, ignore   the chance encounters with the mirror   and the light caresses of eyes   of fingers yearning for heartfelt years of more ... wanting and neglecting disrespecting   pining   dreaming of ... a capture amidst an escape/   Red door   shackled   set free.  Handles hot from gashed wrists   raids of women and children, raging forests’ fires.   














She was almost forty   and there was a full fledged rumor we thought   see that guy oover there?  He told me.   A full-fledged nympho, and not the good kind, either.   We salt with his statement last week, face down on the floor   patrons steep with careful steps blocking the runway to the loo ... and the other bartender, all by herself!  He tells us   the police pull him over twice on the way home, walking his bike   that he dropped   twenty times so we watch her   from that moment on    Quite differently.
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6. here’s the next section. Start.

















the elderly Mexican American mom    nervous-handed adult daughter in tow they pace the room circling like wolves  the moment we walked into the bar, the yelling ceased.  we waded a full diorama  of hungry wool-choked sheep and the helicopter airlift, waiting.   








To utter the words, “I need ...” presupposes your lack of present-time bounty.  I told the assembly of students.   In other words, but if you have to say that, you’ve lost them already.  How can you convey the simplicity and complexity of each moment, coherently for all to see?  








We’ve bought completely into the farce that living is fraught with pain, fear and limitation.  There is no hardship that’s not   a boon in disguise; and I’m not saying that to ease the frustration   of  *realizing*  this is a nearly-endless universe probably awash in beings far more intelligent and enlightened than we are by lengthy mathematical odds alone NOT TO MENTION God and his/her undeniable penchant for rampant creation.  I’m saying there’s no limitation that isn’t an expansion, as if I were talking to physicists, who have succeeded in imploding the tiniest particle to note, into another universe entirely.  


I knew I was onto something, as the student left yawned, 








as I mentioned PHYSICS, and immediately remembered a girlfriend who always wanted to talk about emotional issues, the extremely taboo subject I was inept and dysfunctional in, that I needed most to work into ... I would drop a barn door howler.  We’d be laying in dirty bed, gearing up for action, and she’s asking to tell/show how I was fearful about, feeling about, the commitment thing, why don’t you ... what are you thinking ... but I’m already asleep.  Wasn’t I grinding to fuck for three hours about twenty eight seconds ago?  Damn.  I guess it’s been a rough day.  Didn’t even know how   wasted I was till  RIGHT NOW.  











Embrace the routine with the unexpected, dash the known with the unknown, leak the divine into the unusually mundane, intuit a constant progression of ideas, into immediate feeling ... how ... do you vanish the perspective you do not know, with the certainty and in-certainty, you always do?  This is not for the weak-willed.  This is the real life, they used to teach in school, when the outside life was the unreal world.   Their idea of career is allusion.  There is little creative force, and small momentum of purpose, pursuing “known” ideals.  Here, we talk about them, as we grimly pose academics, in their useless airy castles, looking in, from out there.  Are you following me so far?  You are free to leave, every time


you feel like it.











If teachers gave As to people who dropped thier classes, and barely passing grades to those who sweared and wracked thier brains to stay, what would the world look like?  Straight A would be failure for students, or failure for teachers?  This is your one-time chance.  Walk out not with sloth, but the gamble you’ll lose something profound, and I’ll make you a perfect grade.  You think I’m serious?  Try it.  Just


don’t ever come back.  











What? @where are my takers?  Has the internet made today’s students too soft?  In days of Greek dominance, two of every five of   the best of the berths  feel legs indescribably raising beneath them.  Whose feelings are these, carrying me knowingly out the door?  The same ones wringing blood from garments in battle, and waging, sword drawn, on.  Our hours are virtual now, our drawing of water, feet wrapped in streams tickling their mountains’ serene absorption of plains, a hand to chlorine lace tap.   If I dare you few to follow, what our system tells us   isn’t really true, you’ll be leaving for the wringing of the garment.  If I have to dare you to act, what you believe, the moment is already wrong.  You will get an A, and demonstrate a lesson to us all.  What is it?  Class?











Having isn’t getting.  Getting isn’t love of having already.  There is no medal given, or received, that wasn’t already offered, inside you.  Perception of goals to chase, or receive plaudits for, advertise you for introspectively dead, for land of conquest is empty with time, for there is little to gain from controlling property.  On some level, the gains and hearts who reside it, know taken badly, and add no grace to your table.  Someone at their moment, got up, and quietly pounced on the door.   Class, I have just suspicion, but ... what do you think?











The mind isn’t a territory the heart is driven to conqure.  It’s a strange consipiracy   that contr5oling th4e thi8ntg which controls you will provide some form of liberation.   Land, on some level, knows better.   The food it grows is less nutritious; it is constantly trying to deceive its opressor, making tghe poerful entities think they are somehow in control of the situation.  That’s the joke about Buddhism.  The mind is not your enemy.  The division is a monster, we’ve verified with a need to control it.  That’s why you should never move a thing, when there’s an o bject keeping you from   the shot you imagine.   Both it, and the scene we’re attracted to record, are ILLusions.  Given a shot you know you can get, and one you think better of, take the latter every single time.  The thought is the diversion, which keeps oysters from enjoying their shells. 











You know the long racy nights of not enough and too much when you wake up exhausted and energized, manic and completly drained?  When the known world is a slow motion dream   and you never get what you want, yet you’re satisfied   and almost content but for the excruciating   flowers   and the dirty buildings the noise   and the quiet perchance, ingredients of opposite   the blue herons winging to massive horizons filled with    Malaise  and unfathomed needs insidious   desires neighbors lovers and close friends harbor for you  and our madly roundhouse punches or intentions   uncouth moments slips slides reality checks faults farces relays   the lost cities of self   can temporarily emerge   empty us   collide with disparate notions   subtract us from the very   thing we think


we are.   Is there any person here not worried


about the self?  











 Quite the opposite.   What you want is an automatic deterant.  Touche.  What I mean is ... and if you have to say this, you are in jeopardy as the audience realizes you   are faking some point to their souls.  They are the land, you are attempting to control you are   swithing weapons   faking and jabbing they realize you are not   so poised with the thought the art the theater of ahas has gaping holes in the roof why didn’t they   notice you before?  Then, the mace.  In other words as I want to write all facts and trenchant theories on one side then throw the wet slippery mass of other things on the other.  Etc. in the middle run and jump-land but would you in fact   know which side?   Perhaps the illusion of difference


is the enrichment of  solid ground   you congress   to hit.











Hit is shutter.   You perceive, and then you do not, as the frames of the movie flicker you into a tracing you draw in the null  of yourself.  You hit the shutter in the moment between moments when perception is resting   is dormant you know   who you are then?  When there is no formal you to look?  That’s the ignition    Of the solitary   into the whole.  The moment you inspire yourself   in this regard the very brink of yourself   begins.   When you think you have a picture in hand, wait until


you don’t.











Let me footnote.  I pursue   you to the depths of yourself.  The image instructs us which dire door to slam and which one to tug and tear from the wall.  It tells us where the secret passages are, and you know what THAT means.  We inhabit an endlessness no probe will ever reach, locked withing the meager confines of our selves   there is mean luck in shallow trades of opposites.  We have to expose every limitation as an expansion we can not yet


perceive.  Those who know, no person trusts fully, for all thoughts conceal their depth with words   the web   suspicion   attaches to.  











I want to write the oral histories of   ten thousand people   all so   worthwhile who     would   take       the trouble/time to read them?!   And what I   mean by the   ! is ... if we fully understood the depths of complexity   we’d be compelled to abandon our false simplicity.  There is no disparity, w/o collision—accord.  Your greatest moments are those where   you forget to perceive.   And when I say forget ...











That’s the split second you act.  Really.  It’s the trigger release.  The supernatural, the healing force, the bulls-eye, the silence, the Zen ... they all reside in the infinity you; and everyone around you embody.  There are a million photos containing the complete oral history of all the relative strangers in this room in             The blank moments where   you have arrested your perception, and slowed time to the crawl   it actually is.   














Pictures are like painting bridges.  Once you think    You know   that   you are finished cataloging every angle of a subject   that you’ve trapped every light   every emotion every   pale shade of last and first day and night ... it expands again.  It changes.  It defines itself anew.  It rusts.  It fades.  The leaves clog its once-open spaces.   You must begin   like the distinct seasons once again.  It is always new, if you allow it    to exist   without rules or vertigo spirals of fact.  There is no accidental destination   running hands on facts’ banister [for stability]   allows you to reach.  The perception of something to climb   is the only designation of the top   you will artificially  reach.  Words, dear folks, are like pictures.  Some you choose, some shamelessly choose you ... and others you will refocus your ideas of value   upon later.  
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7. Reality : a knockdown drape

















Life is fraught with compromise and hardship.  You have to scrimp to survive.  We need to worry about the future.  Buckle down.  Toughen up.  Work hard play hard.  Control.  Suck it up.  Stop complaining.  What makes you so special?!  Get a life.  Only the strong survive.   What doesn’t kill you, makes you ... what?  Stronger?  Tougher?  More scared?  More scarred?  The warlike terms of the mortal conflict in artifice heart/mind  divisions of ‘facts’ of one that is more or less boarderless skirmish each army eating the same weak and strong alike from villages neighboring intermarried dogs of the same breed drink each others milk from cows leading each other to the pastures the women they all sleep with wander while shoot each other up during the day, and dine together fitfully at night.  














Remember, a writer’s preposition is a reader’s flaw.  Catch my drift?  I should not have to ask that question.  Don’t nod your heads in a recognition that doesn’t exist.  I have said nothing, and you assume my statement comes pre-imbued with  intrinsic   relevance to and in the midst of the nothing we arrived from  slash  are headed    haphazardly into.  Somebody tell me what I just uttered; you get to make it up, and I’ll tell you right now ... your answer in some ways, contains all answers   so I warn no one in particular ... whatever you say, you have said to hear yourself say it, and ... there is a rightness to it   you are terrified to see.  














No dream dementia humor or terror is without truth or the illusion of it   some    only but a few are dedicated to/simple enough to see.  I am up here telling you this, because you have a misbegotten perception   I am not the lecturer, I am the audience.  Our interaction is one of me asking you questions, minus the sign   at the end   which you confused   answer with shifts of your eyes, slumps in your chairs waters unseen flowing from etheric spouts of yes and now and millions of unpredicted responses twenty sized-human Ouji board pieces inert in chairs but jumping spasmodically across the tableau spelling more snaky answers with daydreams and taps of cheap ballpoint pens than a league of monkeys hammering typewriter keys could contain; and now I see   some part of you   this studious body   knows.  You are away and now   you are here.  This is the part   where   you line up   the shot and wait for the knowing   that    lets you ...











Life is a series of inexplicable collisions with ‘truth’—which by definition, defies words.   Through this we realize  on some level realize   notoriety is not.  If you can coherently point as an authority no matter how weak at another human being   and laugh at yourself, you have arrived at   a departure.  The famous are famous   from pints of beer drunk talking about things we think are important.   Some-body wins the collectable prose stamped into associations of success, or arrival.  The top of the banister.  The end of the search.  Happiness.  Heaven.  You have the Nobel prize.  You directed the most famous full-length film.  This insight changes history.  So what?  Which insights  don’t   if   far-reaching cosmic implications snowball to aneurism universes  as insignificant specks of high-energy detritus slam their irrational others  fifty billion whateveritizzes away?  I want a prize for some action  ANY action  that   doesn’t change everything.  











Contrary to perhaps our ideas of   arriving   if    our motive  is to be famous, to suffice ourselves into self-assurance and acceptance through the situations of others, forget it.  Our time is better spent jack-hammering the sidewalk up, then processing   resultant debris into gold.  You either become famous to others, or to yourself.  I suggest those to the former, walk out now.  I’ll give you a second crack, at a worthless A to start you


on a very perilous path.














I warn you be ready for the moment art breeches every waking moment   you will begin to compile a treasure trove of things you’ve made you will make chance has made everyday ordinary objects take on sublime fetters   you are compelled to record and gather a multitude  of thoughts of smells and experiences   so much    to the point that ... they start to become worthless in their endlessness duplicity profundity contrast color feeling synchronicity ... there at the bottom   knowing nothing   realizing you are seen by few where all sensations collide in beautiful manic stillness of purpose you will straightaway, slowly surely find yourself drowning oppressed by your own mad string of creating.  Crying jags of tears wash into a vaster ocean enveloping dwarfing each drip so beautiful a hundred images in all the space a single one falls not less than those before, and those to come through time.  You will perhaps look   at all you’ve created   at all the struggle to obtain to render, to record ... the hours spent perfecting   studying attempting resolve high, resolve gone   the existential the divine   and the dire, staggering expense of it ... as you suffocate   on the sheer collection   creation weight   of the past.











Apples.  Organic or pesticide sprayed.  Oranges.  Are they oppressed by the trees   they’ll grow?  Have they any real control, over this act failure or success  creating   over the events   which transpire around them?  Are trees producing this present fruit of future mouths  op-pressed   by endless bushels  of shiny orbs  falling   quite fruitlessly to the ground?  DO they weigh their crop?  Are they burdened by their paltry few   which actually   start?   


Hard to say.  














Life rains seeds to mostly stony ground.   Each one is a miracle.   Few become famous.   This is a recording.   You are hoping   on some level   to b e c o m e f a m o u s.   It is a farce  Let go, right now.   It is a long fall from the top of an imaginary staircase, you let yourself climb. Only passion dictates genius.   If you are obsessed with being seen, being important, being better than those around you, then you can be a genius   convincing yourself it’s true.  It’s a better way   to own up to  needing sycophants groupies malingerers titles riches sex what ever it is so you can proceed directly to it.  Do not deceive yourself thinking  you want knowledge, ecstacy  or art.  These are but routes to more dangerous turnpikes detours and Ys.  You can shoot straight through them   if you imagine what’s   lurking on the other side.














The only thing kind  and strident enough  to engulf you   fully   completely and I don’t mean a lover yes ... that too   is the profundity you kindle   examining the depth of yourself   examining the depths of life and perception   perceiving   further and further depths.   Every day hour minute the torrential roar   of too many things   passes overhead dwarfing   humbling our abilities   our needs desires   to apprehend to contemplate assimilate compile ... one hour’s intuition takes weeks   years   longer to become.  All around my senses walk human enigmas   unfathomable, real life pronounced individuals   stunned asphyxiate in others with   equally maddening   and very confusing depth.   The river of excess internal information   draws on the cues of the excess outside.   Your job is sorting   the least profound from the most   by   disabling the in and the out   those states of watching we call perception.  You will dedicate you’re here and now to knowing   you can not know and   all things are infinitely arousing but still   something makes you decide.  What is


that thing?  Your homework.  Should I write it on the board?











I remember when I started painting.  It was a revelation to my photography.  I painted madly, without any concept of good or bad.  Soon, canvases filled the halls and closets.  I took to screwing them into fences, and lapping them, with strong adhesive, onto walls.  There was a a kind of crisis, when I realized the work actually stressed me out.  Every completion represented   a problem   a commitment another chunk of time   in a perpetually time-starved day of time-starved weeks melting to years   perpetrating the folly the malady the madness of making feeling a need to strike   too many moments and thoughts into art.  There was no doing it, and yet I tried.  My minutes of resolve exceeded my minutes of life on earth.   I fell into bed exhausted at 4am, every night the same   begin again   fall into a sleepless coma more paint more words   more images,   more stories strangers   tell in odd styles very striking never before heard never since noted.  Lost.  Everything was is will be lost.  We’ll have to learn it again.  We won’t learn at all, because if it takes so long to construct, you’re attachment keeps you from seeing.  By preserving, we incite   understanding.  Of course    What is it we   bother      saving?   These questions   perplex us.











I got caught for putting up art   free sculpture for the public and you know, this wanted nothing ... it was good, I slaved over it   prosecution to the full extent of the law   vandals godless heathens   it makes you   think again.  We criminalize   the things we most need.  So that’s what happiness is?  Our ambush   from the our society of the outside is generated from within.   It shows us why   we are   I am.  











The unfortunate part about art   is like the apples falling   a certain worthlessness as they torridly rot permeates tends to  prevail and if   your lot is such, predominates your thoughts and actions.   I was run ragged allowing myself to manically create work   which oppressed me  with its existence.  People sensed I wanted them to   remove it take it away want it love it adopt it I’ll give it to you for free.   All my time money paint painfully purchased slaved over sweated dumpster-found dragged home repaired altered messed with makeshift entrepreneured revolutionary death-defying butter-soft provocative brainstorms    are wasting my time and space now.  I want them out of here.  Now.  Except, I can’t throw them away.  I can’t wreak havok burn destroy paint over.  They’re living theories kids   close friends enlarged visions of inaccessible places.   I can’t just   throw them away!  So they sat in corners, I tripped over them, felt tortured.  They punished me, for bridging them into the world.  My friend laughed, when I likened them to teenagers.  They’re worse.  At least teenagers talk back.   











I had twenty five years of work detailed in front of me.  Every day.   Fifteen hourrs a day.  Three thousand seven hundred pages of manuscripts to go over, and rewrite.  Fifteen thousand pictures to scan, and digitally alter, catalog, keyword, upload, and continually redesign websites of.   Two hundred and twenty one letters to write for ASAP starters.  They would spawn a flurry and hopeless list of needed responses.  44 hours of edit video soundtrack to render into a tight half hour denomination of audio-visual currency. Thirty two large distressed painting frames to fill, futilely, into latest works.  Twenty high-end, brain busting pieces of software to learn.  Seven extra  unfinished novels to complete, three documentary shoots of time-sensitive material to fill my   overflowing film vaults with cups of coffee to sip   watching the outside world closely, while everything tries to recover.  My short list alone had seven hundred and fifty hours of stuff on it.  And I know that because   I was so deep in despair   I used to figure it out   secret   knife twist being    how no matter how much I did all day   nothing   ever   got done.  The list proceeded in length   with new things faster   than it ever shrunk.  I was Sisyphus and  


his rock.














I realized my mistake, but could do nothing about it.  There were so many open windows so many gallons of fuel oil a certain temperature outside and no time to devote to one more thing even if it’s solving the problem of why I’m starving and cold.  Every moment drawn from the limited 24 hour day off too much art for a single human being to make was begrudged and delayed.  Washing.  Bills.  Shopping.  Cleaning ... hung over me, living hand to mouth in the momnets I felt faint, scrounging free bread add leftover doggy styrofoam left  so kindly on garbage pail lids as I garnered images in   the good parts of town ... the slums of the past where the artists used  life-work as a reason   for anything slowly gone.   Recording again, leaving the hungry lean house   refrigerator full of film no food   five varieties three lenses a laptop   glued together slung in a greasy Focaccia bag.  You’re so lucky you don’t work, people used to tell me.  You know, I’d like to do   what you do.  What is it, by the way?  Oh.  Never really listened.  Too complicated.  Too many uncertainties.  Saving nothing, no idea where   the next is   coming from.  Letters like shots in a tracerless dark machines gleaned from castaways parts    scattered miserably around the floor   I must   each night clean to sleep on.  Computers like helicopter   too many hours to count keeping them  up cobbled from   free finds in an age where idiocy   is promoted  fixing old things   gets concern as a sign you aren’t   something the ads tell you    You should be Buying not making less   more.  But vehicles machines in constant steps of collapse   are telling signs like sighs  head dropping in between hands in   public places exhaustion another fifty seven things total need to be done as past done the day before yesterday all a little   too comfortably much to be anything    But numb.











Grants are life itself.  Awards are lottery tickets the wise manipulate the weak, and hopeless to buy.  How many sconces slip your precious seconds to days   prostrating to indisreputable gods’ whims follies  needs  to dole out measly pittances make  masses scrabble for as they watch from ahigh?  It looks good on paper.  It will autenticate me   as a real artist.  A real person, read in.  An authenticated stamped Aokay preapproved credit line juju.  Your basic parade of impossible goals, flaming the spectators   and organizers alike followers   of weakminded aims and militant dogooders.  I wanted to show my use of time, I could be efficient, and do less with more, or was it the other way around?











A lot or all of our every days are filled with implausible fairy tales    Filled our reasons with words cliches clauses   became   as they tend to   our own or so    We thinly assume.   No hesitations   no slip ups where money’s concerned we wait patiently,   for the stated rules   for   what we’re told to b e c o m e.   I worked in a sweatshop nights filling yours truly with brains.   Brains are good.   Smart is desireable.   Good looking   that’s     Desire too.  Why do we think we’re better than dolphins?  I want a prize for an action that communicates our emotions as effectivly as they    Glide through water.   The water.   The archetype ... and why have I trained myself to BE that   thing   I feel some empty need to   reference.  Don’t you    put a period against that.  Where when why question.  Keep it open with   a lilt, as you ask it.  I asked Si the bartender   if he ever got slightly           OverWhelmed.  On what?  Life.  Arguments racing inside.   Music.  I donno.  Everything.  Any thing at all.  I want a prize for an action like that?  I want a prize for worries like that, too.    He told me he loved to collect things drove a cab all night, had a hundred speakers and fifty serviceable stereos in his small living room   two shifts 6am 10 am four hours sleep his dog   walked bathed boxes of   lamp parts in his   nonexistent space spare time needs to   create eclectic lights eleven thousand albums musician practices too many of none left hours a day six instruments    Photography  wants to ... studying for ... and then ... after he ... as the projects compile   collide I said ... “How do you do it??”  He said, I don’t look back, or forward.  I donno.  How do you?  As he asked, I know   you know when people ask   they are locked into the same thing.  











We’re locking into an illusion that what we do   actually   matters.  On some level, you know, more than the unstable platform we play call life call career and goals and .... the rest of it.   I want to disclose the secrets to the megaphone which plays silently subtly in    Our ears the muffs the   reproductive noise.  I slip into nonchalance   wondering why the cute blond girl asks the man who   does not challenge her   to see her self then it’s so obvious ob verse why   the whole world of us   is   just like her.   We are needles and shallow because   to be the opposite ... well ... that would be terrifying.   











No doubt, you’ve heard enough about me.   I am   not any extreme example of the things each of us undulate  waking moments around.  I want to hear some of your stories.   Don’t tell me you have none.  And the solitary note of the last word echoed in the industrial room.  All right then, I’ll let you in on some of mine ... just so you might think   I can do that one better.   











Eventually, screwing the objects so carefully labored into walls   took on what you could fall upon, as ominous metaphor significance.  Hitting the wall chipping it hiding it stuck with one in front of me Pink Floyd the wall wallflower climbing the walls stock against a wall dead end glued to a wall ... It was costing me   a lot or time and energy and I couldn’t even sign the work not that it egotistically mattered   but   it’s nice to have a little feedback.  I was existing in a complete vacuum   nobody buying seeing, commenting having to sneak around by foot with unwieldy sculptures and stealthy tools weighing ten to fifty pounds.  I’d range miles scout possibilities be stopped on my way   by authoritative men with shiny medallions.  They suspected, but I hadn’t done anything yet.  And like wee little pig, schlepped all the way home   4 or 5 am  up  for work in matters of hours.   In this time, I’d established a gallery of sorts, where the neighbors protected the works and theorized who   created the magically appearing strange collection of stuff.  I got a note   from a self-appointed curator.   By this time, others had experimented   leaving   small tokens thoughts and paintings perhaps   too self conscious to hand to a friend   or prominently display in a house ... but   couldn’t quite get themselves   to cast it   quite     Away.  











Don’t ask my where when why it’s depressing not   to hear back.  You write your frind a letter, you desire4 response.  If not right away, then eventually.  If not after the first of five then the 43rd.  Anything, like : Thanks.  One word.  Imagine if you got   your letter back shredded every time   as the return information.  Crowbared burnt weathered wasted hung on spray painted backed into by moronic parkers bulldozed as perfectly good turn of the 19th buildings make way for tasteless office worker hives and related gas guzzling 4WD auto slots.  Managers   leave notes with ugly words   miss the beauty completely that I only hung plastered epoxied screwed and torched to places where worthlessness reeked   where walls were ugly and falling   where cheap plywood cased gaping holes once wonderful views where once   great   effects made people pause, and breath in place an extra moment or two.   I never defaced anything even if it   were nothing but an unbroken   slab concrete   wall.  So your audience, for the most part, mails back pieces of   their taste   their 2-for-1 shopping spree mentality   gameshows soaps budget furniture fast food computer design fake boob lives.   And I warn you    it can be a   depressing time.   
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When the norm was more enforced, 


actors could be different.  Movies of the 30s, 40s and 50s


were valued for their departures from ideals perpetrated


upon the average citizen. The habit of the recreation of media, or the 


paradigm we most daily inhabit, was the thirst for unique, exotic faces.


The social sphere so demanded conformance to shifting ideals. in recreation, movie and theater goers sought escape, and release from their own samesaid set of ideas.


Through visions of other tomorrows  we plunder  moments filled with rare gems


and acute magic.  








We’re disparate to discover, and desperate to conform.  The pressure to face our sad selves


is overwhelming in a need to be unearthed, and covered up … perhaps with tables and chairs or wines of pleasant conversations.  Our personal lives are empty halberds of clarity; our daily lives  an exercise in transference  as  bleed-over  


soils  our petty gains and best intentions with fame.  








There's a web of life we can only ponder, without any direct experience ... 


imagine the consciousness of a fungus ... the largest living organism on earth, 


then the universe itself ... nodes of super-clusters of galaxies...











The extra dimensions may intensify gravity ... if we're somehow able to strip some of the theoretical ones away, the effects of particles to one another by each other may diminish, or be overwhelmed by the little known …








Surf, and you shall find.
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Prologue:











The Reality of the Money

















The moment we walked into the bar, all alcoholic yelling ceased.  We’d waded a full diorama of life, moving fifteen frenetic yards from a door packed with the organic vibe thirsty wool shearers, all sweaty from a ridiculously long walk, once the farm’s dilapidated truck broke down.  I took a danger-filled look in all directions, and thought, well…


it’s better than going through the windshield at ninety miles an hour.








  Uneasy years of 


Commercial Photography


has  made me very


       suspicious.


 


What  IS


 “consensus reality”.





 I used to assume


as a bona-fide member 


of our ad-blasted world


backed   by


 numerous patrons   of art …


  that   a lot of photographs 


          were not


faked.


        HA!


        I was so


                   naive  


       its ...





depressing/sometimes  mostly 


when I go   to ‘openings’   


       


 to realize 


frames of the shutters’


            frozen moments  tastefully slung


in  store-bought   frames


       also also      I  know\


fake.


        Life makes   us one   


to know the one    and granted,    


 It’s  a loosing game to


avoid the


$$$$$$$$


                    disease/thing  which


                                   demands


a   conformity  in


unbridled novelty…


Is it necessary to make


     most images


  K voiceovers   


of   [art permeated by   casting directors] reality?


 We’re posed  & we’d swear   we’re real!


Tragic.


You WANT the art to be real—


that’s why


                                               the 


                                                details 


                                                of 


                               our forgeries slip by.
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Your reading : There is more hi-res errata  to be wedged back in accord with original feeling.  Stay catlike, and tuned for in-the-moment Action from the world over, jotted in antique fountain pen via water-soluble ink napkins, highlights to fragile chemical papers stolen from classic, all-manual cameras.  Visit—www.daresay.com  for details.


� REF: the original Ten Months of Living Dangerously  www.daresay.com


� REF: The Road  www.daresay.com
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