Caintral Sent Martins

Some temiing things



@ lfe Ived In feer Is a life half ved’

My arm holds a baton, and | twist further than my eye can grp

Its In this moment that 'm sent northwards, thru time and down the back
of the sofa. Arches are al around me, and | can see Leonardo Dicaprio
trying his hardest to explain wht | knew a lfstime ago. Foralgn volces
offer no ears tho, so Im Just seekng It as my wallpaper and thinking where
can the sheif go.

Sat atop this shelf Ve got so many options, but the way my omements

woud relate to each other; disagres, they would yearn for days past (f

only these guys couldve seen me lead the way ke | can) and concoct

heavy heavy shit from the abyss unseen. Were these consplrators ever

even on the shelf? | wouldn't want to reauce It to a sense of entitiernent,

or traume, but to the league of shelf stewards Its a threet, a past self
viokaled with an imemovable stah.,

They can look into the darkness, the shadow dweling n the aley;
gimpsed by the traces of neon along with all the crumbs and shrapnel,
They can look; revedl thelr vuinerablities because they are of that nature,
because they see thelr historles, thelr futures al clear and responsble,
But within thet les true fear, themselves and obiMon. The realist feeling

these guys are feelng Is heet.
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Baz luhmmann without a buadget
‘She looks ke she could be on the cover of vogue don't u think”

Thinking of the off duty home, the slumber; the cogs working whiist we
sihk into the recesses for a bit.

This one's about the guy with the potato fingers. The seat of my e,
what the strings are made of, One of thelr notes sings the memory of
this guy. There | am en route after some particularly herolc behaviour, and
there that monster ks, al the sadness and wretchedness in the workd, a
world gpart and set to viokate evry other world to see what It realy ks to be
wretched,

| can see my future, my herltage endessly in reach. But we're locked
here now In this struggle, a brief note of forever and something boney

and more, systematic and sewage something chuming within all of us.

So | do what anything else would, | detect the nearest branches the
nearest iwigs and bite down hard, ke they were always designed to
ao beyond that surprising the world the urgency of what It ks to be alve
and beyond obstacies. But in this moment my beautifl sacrificial inclsors
sink into something without bone, It's all a horrble mirage, under this grey
adutt flesh fresh from the Haloween packet of dryness.

It's a deap static sludge, a vasalne of chak; a sold mash of anti-potato,

a food which must stain me Just from tasting It. The monster was
Incapacitated, undone and unvelled, His end was there as he yejped
and crumbled, the boys took him out to recelve his Just desserts. But
there | was, spiraling in my sensory obiMon and lost to time. fd have o

pass out to navigate past that outcome. As the other lfe came into play,
this bubble of non flavour Wil never leave me.



It does not matter what hablts take over and occupy me as me, and
what other tralmas take place. That being Is there and doing his thing
between dimensions. And ive no I Wil for him, e mercy; forgMng and
that desire for unlty we have with all. It Is the drama tho, the spectacular
undoing of roles that I8 seen to happen sometimes regardless of right or
wrong. It can be efther these things or a more paermanent passage into
the abyss on offer sometimes, and | think the sight of that Idea alone Is

worth a certain cunning In keeping I just that when It visits.
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fm a palm tree

Hdobnabephlayarsofpelspecb\/e 'm swimming amongst the

hnbbssedmmwalsﬂoormdmof butwe‘\esbpedhto#)elawiess
time. | forgot that there's a deeper end, and can be myself being al in al
these places, not necessarly now elther.

Its not a plan, Its an encounter a spiash in the Innards of these
dmensions. I'm feelng an ectoplasmic foam party, within an ocean and
fed by here and here and here, from al over. The tele I8 biaring, the plano

puring, the lpod droolng and 'm unvaveling faster and faster.

Whiist | myself transform, these guys do not.

My bodys ke Yeah these are my pals uve met em a few times briefly’
Yh | recognise ur faces’ and we're gonna have a night of real shit
tonight. Everyone’s singing and cavorting, we're all notre dame and It
won't sow down. Soon fm gushing out what's inside, Its all tumbing from

my beak and I'm just scooping up my new pals so they hang with each
other In the bin.

This I8 perfectly cool, they've got thelr own fine styfe to contend with, thelr
own ground to cover. | know how It sounds but we go back a long way; |
am them and they are me sortv thing.

After swaying In the salt and wind fora while, the screams got a bt too
much and | took a time out in an actual body of wetsr.
| was 8o top heavy everything else was redundant, but enchanting to
witness. | had no appetite, | was without Ibldo, and very much an object.
The song | sang was beautlful, the gentle rise and fal of the waves:



Hutes fly by, I'm carmed and sit upon the throne
My head Is high, and the tiger circles below
[ve heard the notes in my aays, felt the azure thru n over my scalp
| see the stalks fall, the canopies dealt with ground
The reports buzz, throw the air, aark brooding chess pieces from
gestures called towns
But I'm not laughing, veins heaading into the Iving room
Flans lie scattered, puisating with sport
lts of these surroundings and circumstance that the night can soothe
forever
Alle bless alle bless, things are burmt now anyway
Forged in stones on blue moors, that sink down and roar moan
Alle bless alle bless, beginning broken
[ eaves a cackie in the spirit and eyes in the head that sing the longest...

There the melodies and frut were in full play, n how these things would
last for ever, Sowly fd crumble and shed my skin, keft to salvage any




