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Editors’ Trialogue

Tom: Richard, I joined this project late in its development and got the
impression that the idea began with you; what did you have in mind? And
how did that shift over time as John and then I joined in, and as we began
to get responses from the writers we approached? How did John shift it?
How did I shift it> How did our invitees change it? What has it become, for
you?

richard: hi tom. 1 began with the idea of asking poets i know and love their
thoughts and feelings about living, working, reading and writing in our time
of accelerated climate change. we are in extreme crisis. panic and despair
overwhelmed me. i never questioned poetry in my life, my life in poetry, but
knowing how we’ve fucked up our environment, how rapidly glaciers and
arctic ice are melting, how the production of food and the procurement of
potable water will become difficult feels me with dread. i was having a hard
time writing. 1 wanted to ask my brothers and sisters in the art, how do we
write in what some scientists and intellectuals are calling the anthropocene
when civilization might not survive it. i want to know how other poets and
artists are coping with that knowledge. how do they live and read and write
knowing that civilization will be stressed by accelerated climate change. our
present politics are corrosive. wait a few decades when we have millions of
climate refugees and see how bad our politics might get. so then anyway,
john and 1 have been discussing these things for years. so i asked john to
join me in a project that we call The End of the Wotld Project. as you can
see, 1 am deeply worried that we might be causing the end of the world. so
john and 1 wrote an iinvitation to our project where we asked potential
contributors the following questions

o How does what we’ve done, what we continue to do, to our
only planet affect what you make?

e When you think about the future, and potential readers, or the
lack of same, how does that affect what you make?

e Under these circumstances, do you ever wonder why you
continue to create?

e How does all this makes you feel?
e What keeps you going?
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we invited our contributors to answer in any fashion they wished and in any
form, whether it be poetry, essay, art, photography, visual poetry etc etc.
and they can engage in these questions however they want, including taking
to task the premise of our project. the responses were incredible, both in
number and by quality. it has become more than a project about my fears of
a disrupted climate and a severely stressed humanity, but a thing of great
beauty. john, how did you envision our project and what has it meant for
you.

John: Since for the past decade much of my work has been concerned with
what humans are doing to each other, other species, and the rest of the
earth, and has also involved collaging together various texts about climate,
etc, accepting your invitation felt like a natural step, Richard, when you
invited me to co-edit this feature it felt very much in synch with my usual
work. And since you and I have been talking apocalypse for so long, it
seemed natural that it would be you who thought of this project and you
who invited me (for which invitation, a public 10,000 bows). So I had no
hesitation saying yes, I'm in. My vision of the project was much like yours,
Richard: let’s ask others what they think, how they feel, etc. I knew lots of
poets and artists were grappling with how to work in and with a world like
this, not just in terms of climate change, but in terms of Occupy and many
aftermaths, the rise and fall of the Arab Spring, the return to power of the
extreme right, etc. All of which I think of as connected. But then the
surprises began. The first was when I wrote Marthe Reed to invite her, and,
besides saying yes, she said, oh, and maybe you should invite X, and Y, and
Z ... and when I responded with, what a great idea, Marthe, she wrote them
all without being asked, and virtually every one said yes, we were asking
about something near to their hearts. And then some of them said, oh, if
you are inviting me, what about A, and B, and C? This happened time and
again. And again, most responses were yes. And then we invited, you, Tom,
who did what Marthe did, but on a grand scale. You must have asked us if
you could ask at least fifty people, and when we said go for it, many of
them also said yes. And then I thought that I would like to hear from some
scholars, theorists, photographers, and others, not just poets, so we
extended our original “constraint” a bit, and they said yes, too. That’s when
I knew for sure that we had tapped into something deep, in the sense of
something that was affecting virtually everyone we might know or want to.
That’s when what was originally conceived as a feature in an issue of Eileen
Tabios’s Galatea Resurrects turned into a monster book, which Bill Allegrezza
generously and instantaneously offered to publish. This is where we get to
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the “and what has it meant for you” part of your question, Richard. What it
has meant, more than anything is a sense of community, a sense that the
people I care about care about the same stuff I care about. At the same
time, as the contributions started to roll in, it became obvious that tho we
all cared about the same stuff, we cared about it differently, because a)
everyone is different, which is what makes and keeps poetry and the other
arts interesting, and b) how the “end of the world” looked and what it
meant also depended on where we stood in terms of class, race, gender,
geography, etc. I don’t want to get into any detail about that yet, but my
mind was blown, and my notion of what rising CO2 levels etc means
expanded. And expanded. So editing this schooled me, it continues to
school me, I can’t imagine when that schooling will end. How about you,
Tom? When Richard and I invited you to join us, what did you think we
were doing, and how did you want to bend that?

Tom: I came into the project as a contributor, wishing to critique the
endgame myths latent in the real lamentations over our destructive ways of
life. I was pleased to offer a start on that and then reluctantly pleased to be
invited to join as an editor and recruiter. I invited a wide array of friends
and acquaintances, and friends and acquaintances of friends in order to
broaden our circles of resonance. Many sent pieces that surprised me:
things like Fanny Howe finding the end of the world in discovering that
Thomas Merton’s most famous book had gone out of print, Tongo Eisen-
Martin’s voice for lost voices, and my old prof Donald Wesling’s
contribution of a letter to his former student Kim Stanley Robinson. From
that last one came an e-mail reunion with my old college chum “Stan,” and
other re-acquaintances also blossomed into correspondences. I felt a world
of networked friendships lighting up again after dormancy during my
rigorous community college teaching career. I retired into this project as my
new work, pushing lament beyond itself into critical thinking. And the
world that you, John and Richard, built around our topic proved to be
wider than I thought you had imagined at first. It expanded mine and
subsumed it into a complex writhing mass of responses to “the end of the
world as we know it.”” This fit that original question of Richard’s about why
and how we do go on writing and making our arts.

John: Richard, Tom, now that we’ve gathered the contributions, what, if
anything, has changed in how you see “the end of the world”? Or, put
otherwise, and perhaps more precisely, what have you learned from our
contributors, and from the collection as a whole?

XV



richard: what has opened my eyes is the very hard fact that there are a great
many artists [i am using that word broadly to include every creative maker
both in and out of our book] feel the same sense of terror and isolation that
iam feeling. a great existential dread has become a consuming aesthetic for
many of us as we face the middle and distant future. no one knows how
that future gets written. but if you follow the trend lines of rising world
temperature the future looks bleak indeed. as i wrote in a recent poem, ‘i
am an optimist by nature & a pessimist by training.” how do 1 reconcile both
conditions within me? by and large i am a rather cheerful person. a bit
superficial too. but the problems that we face as a species are dark and
deep. i don’t believe in immortality, literary and otherwise. i don’t write
because i believe my words will survive in order to illuminate and astonish
succeeding generations of people. i write and i read because i want to live as
fully as i can while i am on this planet. for this is a breathtakingly beautiful
place, filled with horror, pity, and also love. i read and i write in order to
participate in the ongoing creation of the world. if i may use a capitalist
frame of reference, art is the currency we use to buy fresh purchases on the
world. of course, art is greater than even my limited frames of reference.
before i started on our project i didn’t know that so many artists had the
same fears that i have. 1 have learned that our contributors that there are
unlimited ways in which to share, and work with, that fear of a dying
civilization. some poets, like the visual poems of marton koppany, give me
great good hope to continue. other poets, like peter gizzi, are stiff emblems
of the tough beauty of making art. i didn’t thoroughly answer your
questions, john and tom. i would love to get your perspectives too. what
have each of your learned from our contributors?

Tom: As I saw the project move forward from the point when I joined in,
it was first the contributions of Rae Armantrout (from this very
neighborhood of Allied Gardens) that moved me further into seeing the
critical thinking potential in Richard’s challenging questions. More and
more writers have been moving, as she does, a little beyond the aesthetic--
even in “poetry.” As you, John, expanded the field with invitations and
challenges to other kinds of writers and visual artists, this became more
fully apparent. It feels as though feeling takes us to the edge of creativity
and some critical perspective helps push that beyond despair into thought.
Every piece that came in seemed to widen this circle.

John: Attending to the contributions has been full of surprises. There have
been many, but I will only mention a few of them. The first, and perhaps
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the greatest: so much griefl Such sadness! So much that we love is has been,
is going to be, lost. Coastlines, ecosystems, ways of life, so many species of
planetary companions, the tears are many and the list is long. I didn’t expect
so much sorrow from the contributors ... It’s been many months and I
continue to note how horrified everyone is. I don’t know why that
surprised me, looking back it should have been obvious. Along with the
grief comes a kind of anger. Sometimes it’s directed at, say, those in
position to make a difference, sometimes it’s just diffuse, directed at all
humans. I myself wrote a cranky-ass piece. OK. That’s one, and a big one.
Another surprise, which, in retrospect, is also unsurprising, is that there
were two assumptions we made in our call, which we shouldn’t have, at
least not in the way we made them, we were too simple-minded, and spoke
too much from a position of universalizing privilege. First, we used the
word “we” ... as if there is a “we” that is somehow reasonably monolithic.
There isa “we”: all that lives. But it is in no way something to take for
granted as being without significant contradictions, disjunctions, and
aporias. This project taught me that I must learn how to think “we” with
much more care. I had, am having to, will always have to, learn how to
expand my concept of the human. In some ways, in many ways, the second
assumption is the same as the first: that there is “the” world. The End of
“the” World? I now think ... not. There are at least as many worlds as there
are “we”’-s (I don’t know how to write the plural of we, which is, perhaps,
indicative of the problem). Life on Earth is and will continue to

be experienced very differently by, say, the formerly (or still) colonized and
their colonizers, people of color and those with white privilege, by rich and
by poor, by the differently gendered (and that includes cis male and female,
too, by the way) among so many others. And yes, these are often
overlapping categories. And each creates its own #zmwelt on so many levels.
Ergo, there is no “the” world, there are only more-or-less overlapping
worlds. Perhaps I should make clear that I am distinguishing world from
Planet Earth, world is a construction, world, as Heidegger would have it, is
a verb. In other words, there are many different “where we are” and “what
it means,” perhaps as many as there are worlds. The end of the world?
Many people have already lost their world. Many people lost their worlds
centuries ago. Many other people (say, for example, the wealthy who build
their houses along the beach in south Florida) are about to lose theirs.
Don’t get me started on plants and animals, all of whom also “world.”
Does this mean there is no universal crisis? No, not at all. Rising CO2
levels, rising sea levels, rising temperatures, changing weather patterns, will
affect us all, except perhaps for anoxic undersea extremophiles. It just
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means that the crisis manifests and will continue to manifest multiply.
Another thought occurs to me: OK, there’s a sense of grief and anger etc
throughout the book, AND there’s no monolithic we or world ... hmmm.
Not being a mathematician, I picture a kind of multi-dimensional Venn-
style diagram. The emotions, even if they are generated by a variety of
causes, situations, etc, must be where the various sets overlap. Hmmmm. I
have a question following on from the idea of overlaps, and it concerns the
wortld in which this book appears: it seems to me that the world has, during
the 215t century, been stripped of its liberal illusions and exposed as made
up of once-again-empowered racist misogynist fascist etc etc nations, tribes
etc. If what I've just said seems reasonably correct, how much can this be
related to anthropogenic global warming and what has caused it and what it
has and is causing, none of which is a respecter of boundaries?

richard: on the subject of ‘we’ meaning multi-identities that overlap on this
planet that we are killing, nay, not killing for as the great philosopher george
carlin said, the world is not going anywhere, we are. i think the sadness we
find in our book is predicated upon a world that is changing form at such
great velocity. we know we have created the sixth great mass extinction. we
know that we have pumped so much CO2, and methane, into our
atmosphere and seas that we are literally cooking the earth with extra heat,
we know that technologies have so far outstripped the fancies of even the
most ardent science fiction enthusiast, so that the overlapping ‘we’s’ of the
veritable human being is frightened. the market crash of 2008 proved that
our economies are more fragile than we like to think. migrants, economic
and climate driven, are leaving their respective countries looking for a better
life in greener pastures. soon these migrants — whom we call refugees —
will number in the millions and then in the tens of millions. think about
how governments will respond to millions of people trying to get thru their
borders. many of us are frightened by these massive structural changes.
some will look for the strong man to protect what is left of the nation state.
1 fear that is one of the reasons why trump was elected. here was a man who
said he can close the borders, protect u.s. workers, and make america
fearsome. people will do anything out of fear including giving in to
authoritarian regimes. i don’t know if trump is the natural conclusion of 40
years of neo liberal capitalism. one would hope he is the climax to a 40 year
old story of capitalism. we can hope that the post trump world will shake
off its collective delusions, hatreds and nationalism, and became sane. i fear
not. he is only the beginning of a very long, bloody, change in society. we
were taught that democracy and capitalism go hand in hand. we were
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inculcated when we were children that free markets are predicated upon a
free people. the markets needed the people to have shared rights like the
freedom of speech, and assembly, and movement, and the right to petition
the government. that’s not true at all. the rise of a powerful china proves
that the people do not need to be free for capitalism to flourish. the only
freedom that is granted by capitalism is the freedom to buy stuff. state
capitalism gives the lie to what we were taught, john. and we haven’t even
talked about Al and automation. wait till Al goes into full flower. we are
still at the biplane stage of tech. when tech gets to the jet age everything, i
mean everything, in civilization will change. and i, again, fear that the
changes will not be for the better. every age likes to think that it is unique in
history. we are no different. and yet, the disrupted climate, and the
acceleration of Al, automation and tech will create a state that history has
not seen in the past. i keep hearing from friends and family that old chinese
curse, ‘may you live in interesting times.” the times are indeed way fucking
interesting.

Tom: It was always “The” end of “The” World that bugged me into
writing about this and looking for new critical angles from others. Of
course, “An End to a World Some Have Known” just doesn’t have the
same ring to it as TEOTWAWKI even though it tells some truth. Many
have responded by going beyond that end into opening beginnings.
However, “Beginning to See the Light” also has some false ring of
teleology/eschatology to it. Whether it’s Ella or Lou Reed singing to us, the
idea of a light at the end of our tunnel vision is equally a dead end. The
marks each artist puts into the work from what shaped their sense of an
end will include all the ironies of their being, one way or another —
consciously or unconsciously exposing all complicities. It is a “we” who are
in a mess, Stanley. It is also “we”-s that people put together to try to
overcome it by ignorance or by correction of the problems. This is where
A.L’s observation platform, funky fascisms of the nation-state-tribe, and
the anthropogenic climate change that you guys mention seem to me to
come into play. The particular A.I that Richard is after in his remarks
seems to me to be that of “biometrics,” which is a mechanical way of
verifying a “we” — an “us” and a “them.” The Trumpian fascisms that
John highlights are too, without the mechanical verification and with an
emo-cthical one instead. The climate change concept, as well, forms “we”-s
that are variations on a couple of basic positionings: those who point out
ways to make corrections and those who choose to ignore or flaunt (the
monster pick-up fluttering smokestack black exhaust devices) the
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anthropogenic character of this challenge. To seek a “we” with
“contradictions and disjunctions” is one approach, but “we” have to be
careful ““we” are not just turning everything into our own version of justice
and smudging others into one mass all over again. Grief, horror, and anger
raise finger-pointing and accusations — “we, we” all over again. Getting
“stripped of liberal illusions” takes more than that. It takes the combination
of critical angles that would show the contradictions in any “we” and its
wortld. Times combine many times. Any now is a construct of many past
threads. The nation-state-tribe is a surviving bit of the 19t century that
carries earlier aristo-notions in it. That’s where the frumpy Trump comes
from. But another construct of those historical forces is “liberalism” itself,
heir to how history subsumed the democratic impulses of Romantic
notions back into a hierarchy. To strip “our”-selves of that takes guts and
showing that “we,” like Trumpf and Hillary, are a pile of contradictions
conditioned by this history. To correct climate change is not a matter of
using science or keeping a recycle bin in the kitchen. It means changing
minds: consistently exposing contradiction and disjunction in our “we”-s
and our “we”-ings until one can no longer think in those ways. There are
those who would feel or know (in the ethical sense), instead of thinking, on
all sides of the climate change questions. They give fascism its crack. How
others of us re-frame that sensibility is what will make new sense of the
questions. “The” End may be used in this, but to believe in it as The End
that is coming or even hovering nearby is to slump into apocalypticism,
which belongs to The System. The humor and information in Jason
Boyett’s Pocket Guide to the Apocalypse expose this chiliastic silliness. He
shows how spilt milk shows up all through history in the doomsdays of the
day, and tears don’t water it down much. F-ups aren’t stopped by the
righteous, but what comes because of our failures is not The End. George
Carlin’s hilariously serious routine on “Saving the Planet” makes that clear.
As REM reminds us, “we can stand up to any ending —” “And Lenny
Bruce is not afraid.” Jason Deering’s The End-of-the-World Delusion challenges
us to not do damage to society with our predictions or predilections. Is
there some way that we can featlessly face this end of this world by
following the wisdom of Joe Hill: “Don’t mourn; organize”?

John: I'll take a stab at answering that. Not definitively, I wouldn’t know
how to answer definitively, but I'll just answer as me. So. Let me start one
step back of your question. I don’t think we can organize a way o of global
warming. Or the sixth great extinction. It’s too late now. So I think we have
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to face this Venn-diagrammed world(s)-ending. It’s like that famous refrain
in Going on a Bear Hunt:

We can’t go over it.

We can’t go under it.

Oh no!

Weve got to go through it

There’s that word again ... “we” ... what I know is that, while all humans
will be facing a difficult future, and that humanity failed to organize as a
whole, there are “we”-s that have already organized. Maybe because they
are the front line. And those “we”-s have been going about their work,
doing what they can (take the Standing Rock Dakota Access Pipeline
resisters as an example). And that some of those “we”-s have been meeting
together at events like the World Social Forum, where they can discuss
tactics and strategies and make common cause where possible ... Maybe
there’s something in organizing on a micro level, and then finding other
micro groups with some kind of overlap and working cooperatively in that
overlapping zone on micro problems as they arise, for example, some
people may have no water. Groups that can dig wells or build pipelines or
dew collectors can work together with them. Our friend Shah Selby is part
of a group that travels to places that need wells and digs them. We help out
an organization called MOAS (Migrant Offshore Aid Station) that used to
pull refugees out of the Mediterranean til the European fascisti made
bringing them safely to shore too difficult, so now they work in refugee
camps in Bangladesh helping displaced Rohingya. Or maybe people just get
together with other people to talk and share food. Or make music. Or ... I
dunno ... If what we think is going to happen happens there will be lots of
reasons to micro-organize. But organizing is only half what you asked
about. I should also be focusing on your word “fearlessly.” OK, then, I
believe that only one kind of human can form groups if they are to overlap
successfully, if they are to not let the areas of no overlap get in the way, if
they are to rejoice in our differences as well as similarities (I paraphrase
Audre Lorde, who said, “It is not our differences that divide us. It is our
inability to recognize, accept, and celebrate those differences.”). And by one
kind of human I don’t mean anything like white men, or indigenous
women, or ... Wherever and whoever we are, we, and here I fearlessly use
the word “we” ... we are all going to have to take the bodhisattva vow and
work hard at meaning it. We have to vow to take care of each other forever
and ever. Because — not that we’re not, every one of us, already in the shit
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— we’re heading for the shit-shit. And, for those already in the shit-shit,
sorry, but my guess is you’re headed for the even shittier shit-shit-shit. I
can’t think of any other way. Maybe they don’t call it the bodhisattva vow
in Zapatista country, or in Fiji, Tuvalu, Kiribati, Vanuatu, or the Marshall
Islands, which, I believe are going to be the first to go under, or in Inuit
country, or in Uzbekistan, or in south Florida, but they call it something.
We must learn to take care of all the people, and of all the other animals,
and all the plants, and ... well, everything, even if it’s a losing battle
(according to the best science, what we are doing to the planet is going to
last thousands of years) ... Maybe I'm just an old acid freak, but, as the song
says, without love in the dream it'll never come true. And don’t bother
saying to me, what are the odds, I'm old enough to know the odds. And yet
... maybe old Joel Emmanuel Higglund aka Joseph Hillstrém aka Joe Hill
was at least partly right. Maybe I wouldn’t have even thought to have to
respond if he had said, don’t mourn, organize and love, love and organize.
And dance. Don’t forget to dance. I think here, of course, of one of Hill’s
slightly older contemporaries, Emma Goldman, who said, and I wildly
paraphrase, if we can’t dance while we’re creating our groups and aligning
then unaligning then realigning them then dissolving them then reforming
new ones etc ad infinitum, no matter how many “we”-s there are ... as lan
Hamilton Finlay put it, “the dancers inherit the party.” I guess all I'm doing
is repeating an old story, the one about Auden’s “September 1, 1939” and
how he famously cancelled that famous line, “We must love one another or
die,” because it rang maudlin and untrue to him: we would and will die
anyway. Be that as it may, I have a sneaking suspicion that he spent much
of the rest of his life — with good reason — trying to find a way to write
that line in a way that worked. In a way, maybe, this whole project, on my
part, has been trying to find a way to do likewise.
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THE END OF THE WORLD PROJECT






Overture: Anselm Hollo

Elegy

the laundry-basket lid is still there
though badly chewed up by the cat
but time has devoured the cat
entirely






Etel Adnan

Dear Brent, here are few thoughts you could forward to your friend John
Bloomberg Rissman, they will be as they come:

“The end of the world, quite a program! Which wotld, and whose world,
and do they meet, and do they carer!

The world of the humans will end, for sure, just because, structurally,
species disappear ... and ours will try to escape, will tame the Moon and
Mars, or their satellites, if they have any, and further too, and our species
will disappear there, too, because at that level life disappears, disappears as
we know it.

Earth, as we know it, will disappear, if not before, it will disappear when the
sun disappears, and the sun is already middle-aged, it’s burning itself from
explosion to explosion, and will be reduced to a handful of ashes. It will

disappear.

Then what’s left after this cataclysm: I think the universe will remain. 1
sense it, I know it for no reason whatsoever. For Being is being, to be is to
be, which means it had to be and nothing could erase the fact that
something which has been will for ever have been.

As for us, a fraction of a fraction in the here and now, we can say that we
are dying, singularly, irrevocably: to be born means you’re on a journey to
your own extinction. But we are accelerating the demise of the whole
human race, we are joyfully, from banquet to banquet, and also from war to
war, from garbage to garbage, accelerating our disappearance. It’s cruel, and
stupid. For one more sunset, one more look at a river, one more night of
love, is an eternity, is the only victory on the finality of doom.

Some of us believe in a paradise that will be life eternal. They’re maybe
right. But what are we talking about? How can we give up something that’s
sure, and dear, our life, happy or wretched, but a life, for something so
doubtful or at least so unknown as a promised paradise?

On the large scale, I am pessimistic. On a private scale, probably as
pessimistic. Chaos, despair, death, all of it is just behind the door, pushing
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that door, ready to bring down the roof. But that is why I want the kids on
the street to go on playing, I want my neighbor to be around next summer,
preparing his vacation, I want to reach the next second, even if it means to
be the last, for in every second there is eternity, the only one I know.”

I don’t think I would write a poem, am too tired these days ... but nothing
to worry about. So I’'m sending just a few simple thoughts, hope not
disappointing you. Merci beaucoup, dear Brent, let’s cheer up! Etel



Charles Alexander

12 Sections from Truro / Shift
from a notebook
can it be
just one
word
today
can it be just
one word
today
can it be just one word today
in the clouds
on the beach
in the rain not rain
forgive me for
wanting
just one word
just one light perhaps

just one day perhaps
the tree outside my window is bare



the tree behind it yellow leaves

the path to the ocean ~ one point seven miles
just one word today
or one point

or one mile

Oor Oor or



the land simply sits as a
curved spike between
ocean and bay  we live
as a spike on green we
are given the land
may be swallowed if
warming projections
don’t correct our lax
behavior within a few
years or perhaps even
now when the curved
spike lands in our laps



goldnib  pale blue ink
blue body  blue ocean ink
dark body  black ink
words draw themselves out
of such surroundings if we
let them  tonight the

full moon rises from the
water tonight  the press of
air stands us up ~ straight toward

blue ocean ink  black ink
words sip and swallow our
shadows in the bright night



dahlias in her garden
undulate in red waves

the garden and the room
the pattern in red and gold
soft sinking chairs with blue pillow

crossed pattern of pale green
on grey wall  these lived
spaces absorb us  they
contain a history of bodies
in motion and conversation

the way we contain the past

and repeatit varyit  mistake it

in Tavistock Square she knows and
begins a conversation with us through
the sittings  the walks in a park

if we listen we might
know one another  mix
the molecules  liftup look up

a friend says we have all that we need
to change we have a few

good guides  many words

many waves patterns on the wall



for all its beauty and bounty
imperfect

the turn of the line in a wave of inconstant
rhythm

whoso lists and they or some body flees
the plane

the misfits the mistress’ eyes the sun
unseen

the tricked out and wicked out the painted
fine wine

come live in some configured garden yet
unhedged

from such an age the words split and
multiply



in the margin of a book, the question
what is knowledge?

the underlined reminder of the inadequacy
of human relationships

shuffle past. say nothing. the mind numbs
with opium or without.

what she gave the world  unrewarded and
weighed with stones in the water

she drew a line. in the center.
we crossed it. crossed it out.

all come to the simplest things last
and with a push ~ beyond



savory pre-winter light and the
undertow of a wave one
crashes to sand and rock

open to the hurt of body

the blood of the everyday

gathering raspberries in

first beauty the several
splashes of red on apron

the juice of a year in a moment

hanging on a limb of a tree

as if the fall to earth may not

be possible it is possible

itis done  we are unmarked
young as if new as if the wind
only speeds by  as if the wave
only crests



Q is a letter and Kyoo is a friend
who speaks of philosophy turning
to poetry  and away

this tuning  this turning

what relates thinking to writing
the living present
the documentation of the living present

we tame or do not tame the wild energy
we gaze at the wild energy

we are witness and within

the wild energy



the deer came in the office window
as a voice on the phone just told me
and I am two or three thousand miles
away on a spit between ocean and bay
and the deer shook its head shook its
blood on files on printers on papers
on the floor on the world of work
and words and the deer has its world
its season of rutting its mad crashing
through the office window around
and out again into the day bloody
from the encounter and this is all

I know of the incident all I know of
the matter of the blood and the deer
and the glass shattered on the floor



it was not Cole’s Island

but a street in a town in

Texas there entered

an animal, a deer, and I can’t say

it was an encounter, or I had,

an encounter, for I was not there,
though I had just finished writing of
“the wild energy” when a phone

call told me of the deer, who entered,
through a glass, shattering, shaking

its head, and this was the wild

energy that has always been,

there, near, is perhaps supposed

to be there, and I, the absence who

was, again, not even there, I would

like to see his eye, describe his eye,

how is the eye rendered, how is Death
rendered, and is the deer going to

live or die, and is he death to some other,
even to me or someone, the day after
the day of the dead, the moment after
the writing of “the wild energy” the
moment of absence becomes a presence
of regard, we did not regard each other
though it seems that we did, regard,

and recognize, we did meet, the day after
I swam in the waves, in the ocean, and
the wave of the deer entered just a few
hours ago, a surprising, a disturbing,
circumstance this morning, keeping me
out, the deer crashing in, finding a way
out, along the main street in a town in
Texas, we did, or have, or will, exchange
some glance, some notion of our fates



the deer lifted

he lifted after

I had sat

about 25 minutes

he went from orange yellow brown
at bottom

into the blue

above

he lifted

he rose



not sons or glory or crowns or story
but sand and wave and step and save
no thunder roar because the shore

has been calm if grey and song sung
has only been what one can do not
trumpet or alarm or raptured strain
but strong and set to faith in time and
time’s turn or hinge or pivot in one’s
ear with help from those who also
sang and paced and exited the state

of things unquestioned and unalarmed
and so the horse is strong the bird

is high the seal in the wave barely

seen and only words have we brought
down and brought to bear on this day
these last days these only days we have
to dare to determine what to do to

dream and be dreamed do and have done



Will Alexander

Primal Fragment as Subtext

Within the reflection of the zeitgeist distortion reigns, memory interacts
with base agenda as topological vacuum that inverts, and becomes a sieve
for delimited transmission, as if the galaxy were a rationally constructed
asterisk, to be colonized via quotidian dossier.



Primal Fragment 1

Western consciousness has evolved scripted from self-imposed pastiche. All
the while knowing that parts of its anatomy have been willfully obscured, so
much so that it now faces itself as an out-sized distortion, ferociously out of
contact with itself. The result from its original intent now looms as a
hallucinatory realia rising from self-doubt. And because this doubt increases
daily it has morphed into a hallucinatory circulation that embrangles every
thing it touches. Its trinity of planetary robbery, murder, and stunning
prevarication has become its absolute condition, as I take leave from its
psyche riding atop a lightning struck camel entering into a new rotational
paradise.



Second Primal Fragment

Via terse indefatigable rumour we are given a dominant calligraphy that
goads us to transmit our corpses across inominate diameter in order to ply
their delimitation without fumes of resolution. This being the central artery
of advance not unlike a toxic sea lane where frigates are disposed to wander
while being monitored by a sum of toxic rays. The frigates in this
circumstance being analogous to figments all the while circumscribed by
common limit. Thus, the sea lane flows to the sea. And the sea to the sea
lane scales to view as seeming measureless galaxy that de-exists to human
view that beams from the frigate. And the frigate optically transpires so
long as its entanglement can be espied. This scenario being the principal
gist of surveillance that attempts to align itself (in this case) as nautical
tremor. As if life could be x-rayed and plotted according to cognizant
tracking, according to dictates primed by what I’ll term listless anti-shadow.
The body within this tenor being nothing other than the grainy daylight of
shadow. A negative euphemism that careens and makes itself known via
portions of ignorance. The latter energy corrosively honoured by
pragmatists as possessing meaningful experience. Human experience is thus
primed to wade in polluted streams of lucre and subscribe to its own
aberration, so much so, that it is expected to solicit energy from the lowest
possible denominator becoming the patriot of its own negation. Add to this
the need to be saved by a seedy over exposed doppleganger in league with
priests who stake claims to psychic flow that open on to inner lands that
equivalent to stench from psychic sewers.

Thus the Christian narrative carries responsibility for effort that inveigles its
inner carrion to such an extent that its surreptitious claim to eternity must
take responsibility for collective neurological regression. The leaders of the
wortld now presiding over a partially lit cloaca.

Having voided its living essence human planetary fauna remains an aberrant
genetics that in large part has ceased enunciation of itself. A chronic realia
that has demonically quelled sattvic frequency in order to foster tamasic
respiration as collective functioning mantra.



Phosphenic Threading

<o Onr miraculons names ... in the reserve of a dormant oblivion
-—Aime Césaire

Phosphenic threading being the plane where analysis dissolves, where
hyperspace into dissolves into alchemic flashes, into meteoritic flares, thus
cognizant exploration remains null and endemically null on behalf of itself.
As for dissecting alien visitation to the realm of our Sun this remains
research that remains research that is none other than exoteric psychic
manoeuvre in comparision to what I’ll call the nth or reversed dimensions.
This latter realia taken as an isolated fragment produces bafflement in the
context of matter itself. Say, even the shape of owls fails to exist failing to
find themselves reflected in the mirror of causality. Thus, they no longer
exist as a propulsion of items, trans-dissected from forms derived from a
stationary surface.

Perhaps these owls are refracted as index phantoms, as uncountable forms,
perhaps analogous to phantom turquois lakes on Titan. Can one say that
they have been gleaned from from anomalous astronomical projection, or
from a slurred unknowable grammar. Perhaps one can say that they are
vapourous centigrade via flotational liberty, or codeless definition? Perhaps
these owls could exist as repititious hellebores non-sustainable as regards
human psychic limit. Perhaps dark proportional physics, perhaps fractious
amphibology, perhaps prone to deliberation gone missing. Perhaps, in
another register, one could say that they are ambrosian dietary hatchlings
without air or food as we know them to be. Perhaps through the thermal
apparition of sleep this plane can possibly be approached as if entering a
curious mystical winter, with its anonymous light, with its in-cognizant
location. As for optical alignment it is part and parcel of co-ordinated
deafness embellished by blinding projection projected no further than
delimited corrosion. It is like stating an irrational tautology, such as whisky
is leather and leather is whisky, the latter being analogous to magnetic
fading worms. The latter being the result of partial refraction being primal
energy primed by the flux of partial withdrawing.

Let me say that because I have conciousness of unnamed fractions I seem
absolved of tensions and the variations that seem to plague the human

neural field. Say, a force was conjoined via a nun’s darkening, via her stony
grammar of self-neglect, this would continue to deploy savage marks upon
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upper vibration. Then one’s blood would amount to nothing except a
dangerous and elliptical cider. The latter taking the charactet of unending
negation. Not amphibian forms suddenly sprung up from soil, or perhaps
occulted green snakes making anappearance out of sand, but a feral kind of
sigil, making note of itself of itself as an emptied form of dampness.
Perhaps one can say, a darkened translucence, perhaps array of view. A
strange inconstant colour, self-magnitized as rays peering into the partial
incandescence that Linde understands to be the multiverse. This of course
is not sight scattered and recondensed so to promulgate ancient scandals so
assidiously arrayed in the chronicles of Suetonius. Instead, I am speaking of
the disrecognized history emitting itself through rays being colourless
seepage. Not as knotted sexual glare propounded as phantom scorpion’s
blood, nor a worried leper’s ransom coiled inside reclusive viper’s beds. The
latter, not unlike fumes from invisible lucre exchanged across counters of
shadow. An exchange scribbled on bartered notes attempting to enliven
erotic factual memory.

This is psychic vehicular reason igniting itself as scrawls from emptied
space, analogous to a kind of saffron exploding, being emptied
transmigration mingled with the uranian spaces that daily glance the soil of
Ceres. I say this not to mine meaning from mis-apportioned events, but to
work through present astrological assumption with its delimited
observation, static, with its 12 signs and their sub-component units,
meandering their through cosmic isolation. They seem stunned, as they
heard flashes of themselves issuing from unknown psychic moraine.

Unmonitored gall, mortal beckoning, kindled marching ghosts.
Uncountable portions suddenly emerging from invaded solar fire. Of
course this is not slowly winding one’s way through self-deluded solution so
as to seemingly dispel eternity. As for moral opium and its tributaries
humanity is given unseasonable lizards to consume so as to provide stamina
to the cells when called upon to fuse with neural strengthening procedures.
Because the mind/body in its present form can never rise from what I
consider to be a fixated nautical grammar. This being a grammar consumed
by neurological confinement. Thus, the ladder of chemicals and proteins
leading to nerveless root events are other than concluded neutron graves.
Since I seem to be sequestered via the vertiginous grammar of self-
tautology I seem to be individually transfixed by mirror after mirror of
effigies howling. Perhaps a hurtling feast of effigies that possess no other
example than that of spectral dilemmas storming the eye from every angle
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of the compass, as dazed saffrons, as territorial verdet spun from endemic
turnings.

They carry as a form of power the mingling of voices plaintively airing their
future traces. As if they were beasts feasting on infernal sources being of
super-imposed stress marks. This is why I've refused to meter the mind
according to self-imposed strength recking of sterility.

Let us take the occidental mind as it’s shaped itself say, for the past 300
years via official poetic praxis. Let us move, say, from the mechanical
monotony that was Pope to the learned edicts that was Borges always
tending to curtail reckless verbal advantage. The latter having

configuered Lorca’s New York fertility as pointless verbal largesse not
being of acceptable poetic address to the rational mind proactive with
delimited threading. The latter’s fertile glossary has not gone unnoted via
higher critical assessment. In one of Paz’s Norton’s lectures he notes
Lorca’s crystalline velocity as a kind of aural scotch emitted through spotted
biographical lenses. Poems such as Lorca’s now seem as none other than
aboriginal thteadings, none other than first phosphenic threadings, emitted
through alchemic Indian corn.



Bubonic and Explosive

For the alchemic spirit that wafted along trough the souls of Joyce
Mansonr and Suzanne Césaire inspired as they were by tremors
of treason.

Wizened dictates from heaven seem to foster carking electrical
contamination. They flagrantly alter breakage into the beyond electrically
inscripting a zone of confusion where the aleatoric becomes buffeted,
thereby fostering primal confusion, where flow is no longer culled from the
hybrid personality, nor from the alchemical dissonance of shadowy feeding,.
One then ceases to engage occulted rays that issue from language as
ascension. Thus, the psychic clouds seem dark and myopic no longer alive,
seething with impassable menace. Does one reply with instinctive
complication, with perfectly scripted terror attempting to negotiate such
tension with its newly arisen jaundice?

So should one flinch in the face of such embossed narrative by aligning
with its purposeless turbulence? One is taught to self-import its turbulence
by purporting to embrace plagiarized empathy, to take as one’s ethos a
dazed toleration for the waking animal level.

Within this waking turmoil the spirit ventilates constriction and is expected
to withdraw into what I would call terminal aspiration in order for it to
accommodate extrinsic imposition. Of course this becomes pointless
deliberation in a prevaricator’s warren. The latter possessing over-
embalmed vocal patterns that over-extend themselves by falsifying death,
that tend to ossify the living spectrum, such as a dazed ideological vicar
attempting to feed on hoarded edelweiss. Thus, what occurs is a grammar
of political vipers, where certain Tigers stagger and rise up, charged with
mock deliberation. This being nothing other than pre-confused blockage, a
darkened myriad subtended by implosion. This being the darkened vapour
that occludes respiration. The latter being as far as the general populace is
allowed to extend. Thus, it clings to a fetid obscenity. As for its decorated
burning there remains only protracted opacity where the body can solely
claim its spectral annihilation never having had the neural capacity we see in
the sonic electricity of wolves.

The latter being none other than life as contaminated curation, as
protracted lingual glinting, life in this context understood as a micro-
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criminalization. The Individual faction becomes embrangled at impossible
juncture all the while imbibing nervous mental protein. Faction in this sense
being nothing other than pre-figured blockage, being a myriad of darkened
implosion. This being scale at the level of occcluded respiration.

Yet there exists higher incoming posture of audition, irradiation from
higher sonic rooting. Not via Biblical psychic organization, but sound as an
organism inhabited by photonic ghosts. These being ghosts that roam the
void as creative androgynes. They register themselves via the a-sequential,
via sonic mazes at the nths of seeming sonic disjunction. This sound
seeming to appear from random furniture, from old leaked clauses, from
quaking walls, from imaginal electron spirits. This being none other than
primordial hydrogen. This being grammar that spontaneously elevates itself,
that spawns and re-spawns itself from elements of the dead.

This latter state being the primordial grammar of humanity and its oneiric
vehicular motion via impalpable respiration. This being primordial
clarification far beyond the synergy that collects as hallucination. Thus I
cannot equate its yield with failed interior mobility or declaim its failure to
expand itself into plausible empirical structure. Its primordial clarification
remains far in advance of conventional synergy, the latter being rife with
what I consider to be a lesser plane of delimited toplogical halucination
centred strictly on the physical plane. Thus, primordial clarification
subsumes hallucination and the latter’s inablity to fuse with deftness, this
being what I consider to be the lesser plane of tremor, where the cognitive
mind attempts to expand itself in spite of the opacity that it carries
ensconced as it is in impenetrable getural occlusion. This being none other
than an improbable maze, a gesture pointing towards itself as barbaric
territorial range. This being nothing other than the symbol of stricken
doves as they rise through ammoniated levels so that living consciousness
fails to expand. The latter being immobilized being that signals stricture as
its ideology, given over to itself as portion. Portion in this regard continues
to formulate itself by being a dishonoured replica of itself, being mirage,
being disintegrated figment, being a-symmetrical to cosmic elevation.

As one elevates through illusive fragmentation, one seems forced to
relinquish the blood of one’s very soul, forced in this regard to relinquish
the very safety net of prayer. This being the mind emptied of superficial
abstraction, coming to know one’s body as a fulminate cache of carbon.
One then begins to listen to oneself as if one were an angular streak of



lightning. This being a streak existing far beyond the realia of deities that
attempt to hold living animation within the field of an outmoded
neurological response. Such a state seems only capable of existing through
electrifying tumult, that seems at first glance to be dazed cultural
abandonment, at the same time being a shift towards a noiseless psychic
plane, being a mirror that opens onto wisdom on the other side of the
grave. This being thirst for non-arrangement, not unlike a state where lepers
rove, where consequence spins itself as if one were a salmon leaping up
rivers of lava, reaching for a field of upper volcanoes, that can be
psychically espied in Aurobindo’s old room. This being a living schism
between alterity and eternity. As if tautology spun itself as rhythmic pulse,
at times seeming regressive yet all the while floating above these psychic
lava rivers. This being none other than a hyper-dynamic grammar where
cosmic gulfs seem to threaten, where dynamic causality meanders far
beyond the settlement that claims itself as secular ruination. This is a level
that can never subvert itself to explanation, to the written detail of graphic
writhing. In simple terms it cannot be clarified according to the tenets of
explained document. To the cognitive mind it remains none other than a
dysfunctional fragment, a hollowed frame of reference, faded and left far
behind the endemic motion of itself.

It must be asked why the human mind has failed to be entrained in order to
reach living access to the incalculable, why had it been shifted to gaze
backward into fragmented biological warrens?

Perhaps this is reasoning aquired from truncated explanation. The latter
being energy seemingly cooked in the bladder of saints, occluding one from
higher synaptic reaction that causes pointless reversal and descent. Say, if
one could break free of oneself and surmont uniiversal exhaustion, one
could exist sans synaptic residual sums. This is where the present body
cannot exist, with its failure to understand the deeper field of cellular
cleansing. Cellular cleasing is where chronic scent is subsumed and given
access to higher oxygen, this is where energy is freed to spontaneously roam
beyond itself. One then begins to breathe beyond the feral consequence
that we’ve come to know as surcease.

How can such energy confront its former angular boundary, its former
boundary of containment?



One can state an overwhelming conduit that perpetually exists as the
climate of the oneiric state. When one is bestowed by its grace to espy alien
scribbling, one thereby understands its linkage to the beyond. This is not
mental drift crossing over into poisonous psychiatry attempting to gather
alien figments in a cognitive psychic basket. This is not simply gathered
embellishment or metered ambulation wandering through a marsh of
scattered ions. This being a plane of non-sequential experience. The latter
motion can be by no means classified by the powers of cognitive witness.
This cannot be done. Physical cognizance seems delimited by its superficial
investigation of structure by proportional dissection as its verifying anthem.
In essence this can only be vilification by opacity. Different portions being
then measured against other portions to gain a partial sense of some
cognitive combination. This creates a peculiar reference that only gives a
wizened power of possibility. This being not unlike the isolate results that
issue from the Cern Hadron collider that attempting to legislate pattern.
The latter summoning artificial pattern as refractive variant never evinced as
consciousness itself. What is being argued for is none other than quantity
itself. Say, for exploring the quantification of verdet hummingbirds and
their wing-beats always attempting to define by quantity the endemic cipher
of their spectacular hovering in plain view.

Because we live amongst money thieves and chronic tracking devices we
seem possessed by abstracted precision, always haunted by tautology. In
such a forced climate portions of truth are clouded by lucre, by the
protracted skills of unnatural amazement. One seems trapped beneath the
snow of surveillance reports seemingly dazed by their isolating referents.
This is none other than the dying control of anglo-saxon psychology
subsumed as it is by increasing disposession of its embossed mythological
disorder. A disorder that increasingly fails to cohere. One always suspects
the worst when indigenous bodies are collectively stricken, by being given
second tier status, being ensnared according to devolved beckoning,
according to a clustering of shock that silently kindles the cartography of
animality. This being the subconscious refraction that snakes through the
colonizer’s psychic inheritance embrangled as it is with poisonous scales
and norms, fueled by rotted angular mercury, by unrelenting suspicion and
glare. It seems one ambulates through their connivance, through their
erratic denial, all the while plagued by susurrous disadvantage. One then
becomes stilted by staged condoning as if all social conditions were
balanced and equal. In this context hunger and murder are institutionally
accounted for. Never can one’s comfort be equated with such gross



disjunctive pallor, with its chronic instigation, with its institutional mirrors
coated by patinas of blood. This is not what one could call enriched
habitation. This is why fate declares that I exist amidst the northern psyche
as a pyschic maroon, a maroon who who naturally erupts from the deeper
states to launch attack by fomenting vengeanful psychic infection.
Therefore I launch general psychic infection that can no longer be swept
underground, An infection that provokes fatigue, that burns as seepage,
being insidious electrical invasion. This is what I understand to be an
insidious elecctrical typhoon that inscribes itself as sacred insularity, enabled
to provoke self-instigated terror, allowing natural rebellion to accrue so that
one carries oneself via ghostly photonic effect.

One’s consciousness at this higher remove viewed from lesser levels seems
nothing other than a bloodied kite, than a marred transmission, struggling
with the forces of life, seemingly prone to assassination. The surrounding
populace deprived of interior liberty, their available grammar consisting of
maniacal negation, always in pursuit of received ideas. They resolve to never
roam beyond the ambit of self-appointed comfort. Even when this comfort
is aligned with tenebrous scorpions in the blood. This being the despicable
domain that Césaire and his cohorts exhorted against in their treasonous
pages of the Tropzgues. 1 can only think of the surreptitious theft of fire,
transmuting its energy in order to verbally haunt the statuesque
compendium that exists as the Occident, while latter continues to invoke
psycho-physical repression. When higher souls such as Aime Césaire, Jules
Monnerot, and Etienne Lero magically scripted vigourous liberty via
embitterment, they gave power to higher synaptic fires. These synaptic fires
being nothing other than refuge via poetic solar yurts, where lingual spells
turn to fume and cast residue into the cellular domain, where the cellular
seems consumed by its own reflexive realia, contorted by grainy angular
reduction, the latter, teeming with a subflow of resistance closer in tenor to
that of an owl drifting in place via murderous stasis, with its unnerving
wingbeats, with its reversed motion via unknown stellar possibility. This
amounts to paternity by blankness, with this feral form of blankness being
the proto-entry into anti-entropic renewal, the latter seeming to have no
possibility of higher existence. In other words, this being the dialectic
within existing. And by transmuting its respiration we then begin to
understand the electrical stucture of death. This allows us to sense the void
as if it were a firmament of butterflys wafting via perpetual hyper-states.
This is not a compliant condition attained via analysis or chance conveyed
through mazes of matter, but a leap via terror into the non-confined, sans
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no known complexity or given. This being partially analogous to roaming
planets non-attached to suns sans palpable measurement, sans human
nausea with its varying states of after-grief. This is not the dialectic within
existing attuned to psychic colonizing systems. This being realia sans bio-
chemical rhetoric commingled with abstract intentions that attempt to
sanction the cosmos. One’s initial approach to the immeasurable can be
nothing other than psychically refractive, what then follows could be called
alien immersion. This is not stolen energy from the grave, nor is it abstract
simulation say, like the poet Ezra Pound and his linguistic sum of electrical
corruption intrinsically singing in horrid plainsong odes to the American
South. I call his quest linguistic Nazification, clouded moral glass, leprous
moral grammar, breeding brazen grammatical encyclicals. As if its written
yoga were clogged by spotted worms, via a tunnel fuming with reddened
spitting cobras. A colonized rhetoric, attempting by internal camouflage to
perform contorted bio-metrical surgery that desires an isolated cosmos.

What remains purposely refracted across the Occident is its occlusion of
the central global conversation concerning the electricity of the cosmos,
this being its central tome of respiration. Therefore, truth, in daily
conversation remains none other than distortion from the minds of ghosts,
remains as hives of stolen information, not unlike energy stolen from the
sepulchre. The afore-mentioned Pound and his writing cohorts remains a
hive of stolen electrical energy functioning via their central tenet of
inversion that attempts through their spirit to eclipse and distort the
collective soul via this central tenet. This ultimately produces a refractive
lethargy not unlike proto-preparation for the worst. This being nothing
other than a dazed poisonous subtext for existence where the protracted
context remains a warren for roaming lizards that kill.

Pound and his cohorts remain at essence, proximal drafts of complicated
anglo-christian morals providing protracted mental seeding for Fascist
theatrical projects known in their most horrific degree to forcefully declaim
bifurcation of the arteries. This being toleration for torture upon stilled
indefensible beings such as children and is not unlike the twisted foam that
erupted from the mouth of Pius the Second who seemed to sniff the death
camps he was seemingly poised to conquer. This being nothing other than a
catastrophic pamphlet invigoured by the soul as a form of urination,
seemingly protected by tortuous security alignments, the latter being the
primal confine of circuitous electrical racists. This exists as none other than
a listless informational index that distorts and steals clauses in order to
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deflect from its sullen enactment of human elimination. This being
degradation not only as anomaly, but as the hypnotic fever of protocal not
unlike the poisonous craters of Countess Bathory dazed by bats and
vultures.

The latter being gusts, with all manner of motion gone awry. Beings such as
Bathory and the semi-fictional Fortunata feasting on snake eggs and herons.
This being nothing other than the terror of lower consciouness akin to
contaminated psychic fever, not unlike one parading through a syllabus via
detritus as behaviour. This being nothing other than pointless non-effect,
none other than tautological hallucination. This being truly confused
heretical function, being, in the deepest sense contorted forms of
repression. Not just because these functions exist but because they remain a
hive where the Glossary of the Sun is stilled at a burning point on the linear
plane. There exists no alchemical force or letter to its content, no higher
ash that morphs into gold. This remains actionless mange on the vital plane.
A maimed hallucinated Eagle ceasing to carry itself into flight. On the
human plane one can only speak of haunted emotional volcanoes, of
stained psychic horizons, of emotional tests and counter-tests, leaving the
animal body in a dastardly state of emotional seepage and wreckage. This is
why general murder is so thrilling to the Fascist psyche. It momentarily
staunches seepage and restores energy to its ennervated mechanism. It
remains heir to the nagging summons from Caligula and Nero. A desperate
giving in to creatures who seemed to thrive on cooked excrement. This
being the private escalation that continues to function as a rambling
menace. It remains simulated current sans electricity. It is the energy of
Poppea stalled in a functionless mirror hanging in a brothel of sewers. This
being the active point of stunning decline, this being the blaze that lives
through burning error.

And this error not unlike corroded pressure that builds and assassinates its
own function in toto. Perhaps one can say that this is a universal family
portrait having its origin in sterility. This being the origin that sired the
murder of Socrates and the exile of Plato from Greece. This account has
not one alchemical elevation to its credit, or the persistent humming of
existential solace poised to occlude itself from standing error. Written
action in this context amounts to nothing other than abstract moral cliche
that self-baffles itself by continuing to extoll subconscious deficit. And
because subconscious deficit persists it wreaks havoc upon organic
habitation by overwhelming the mind with blinding sums of numbers in
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attempt to swarm and surmount the increasing scale of unknown inner
dimensions. This being debilitated consciousness with its dis-inhabited view
wrought by cunning and scurvy. It invigourates contraverted pawns that
celebrate dubious externality. It is none other than propagation of
decadence, of wretchedly assembled greed. This being corroded calculus, a
maimed carol that fluctuates as oblivion, this is how vampires circle without
light. When energy remains drained of itself it takes on the glare of a
leprous Roman prostitute searching for warm blood to ingest because she is
empty. Snakes starve at her udders. She sells death. She summons a crucial
vortex out of hell. This being the gist of concussive arachnids, of a
scorched consuming depravity that exists within our delimited neural
complexity, sired by curious assignation between Caligula and Christ. The
latter diptych akin to the kinematics of oblivion that continues to exist as
rambling termination. The latter sired sans the Egyptian electrical syllabus
and concerns function as corroded pressure. A moribund mirror existing as
poisoned property, where the moon blurs from a debilitating arc, spreading
as unfurled dynamics both windswept and fetid. This being our present
astrological dalliance, with its stripes, it’s swords, its mange spilling out of
Eris. This being a circumstance totally unlike a natural blizzard of Lantern
Fish blowing towards the Sun. In this context daily life being none other
than the cinema of disruption, the body seeming to waft through an
infernal kale as a replica of itself. Furthermore it remains a replica of itself
self-induced to dust riddled pain scorched by demons and gnomes. Thus,
its existential circumstance remains a useless saturate with the energy of
evil. This being an energy that coils itself in the cells maniacally in service of
disproportionate capital. The mind inside such principal corruption being
an Isle of sullied chatter, a uterine form of inversion, an axis of ruination.

The latter being the sub-text within which Descartes inscribes his methods
that cognitively staunch the mind. This was the initial colonizing period that
burned with Indigenous assassination. This was none other than the
modern initiation of all forms of plague. Conservative elements will accuse
me of reactive immolation, of uncovering a ruminate vibrational gulf where
a non-technical opinion lurks via vultures seeking to disrupt the very
existence of what it means to have motion. The latter being none other
than malice afore-thought. Such malice obsfucates itself through infected
ciphers, and these ciphers operate as sterilized ravines via a purposely
functioning darkness. This being none other than failed phenomena, none
other than vomited plesiosaurs strangled by their own hissing. As



phenomena they are nothing other than articles of dread attempting to exit
their own vacancy.

Of course I am provoking a shattering display of the periodic table, as if I
were in-scripting a morose vendetta, as though I were releasing molecules
of treason, evoking a sullied poster of the past in order to elevate
misnomer. Yet it is through misnomer that openings appear and insight is
curiously allowed to rage, is allowed to form its spontaneous pallette with
various ages of the universe then drawn into proximate thought. Thus, one
has spontaneous contact with seeming oblivion, knowing 50,000 years to be
a minor interval, as if the human mean were only a dazzling fortnight inside
the scheme of its own deracination. It is via this tenor that one recalls the
Catholic Doctrine of Discovery first inscribed by Pope Nicholas the Fifth.
We remain in direct contact with its heinous disfigurement, with its bloody
derangement branded on the mind of indigenous beings, who were for all
time branded as lesser beings, thereby branding indigenous praxis as
crossing over into un-allowable. God, at this debatable plane remains none
other than an oceanic ghost, as if he were immobilized by blurred Judaic
Inheritance, carrying out in this circumstance a sterilized frame prone to
embranglement, to a forecast that insures the slaughtered bodies of
scaffolded Indians. I'm speaking of the European meta and physical praxis
as a deadly riddled void whose vacuums of evil are protracted by a
seemingly impenetrable destination.

So I end on a note of the Occident as infected syntax, full of chronic
mental puns scripted in service of carniverous denial. This being ferocious a
ferocious furnace seemingly primed by priimeval movement. As we
continue to exist in this era of infernal paternity, we continue as entities to
foster territorial drifting, recycling its waste toward our supreme
disadvantage. Thus, collective personality remains spontaneously stained by
circuitous erasure, as if it were crawling through an after-life riddled by
genetic dis-inheritance.



A Cannibal Explains Himself to Himself

If death is the absence of life, then death’s death is life.
-—Sun Ra

Something eats us, something spontaneously de-ignites us and spirals us to
the grave. This being an axial shock to ourselves as created wonder. In this
sense we are figments, complex phantoms who are fed upon by the vapour
of mystery.

This is not language sculpted to brusquely intervene in what is considered
as consciousness wrought from blind design, but language that actively
transmutes the respiration of the cosmos. Occidental psychology has been
trained to fixate on nouns. Thus, electricity wavers and is stunned by its
own regression. The noun by its very nature yields at surcease a
disembodied husk as proof of its once cognizant property. Therefore, the
husk is seen as static yielding none of the richness of its power when it
yielded to visibility. As corpse it seems unconnected to the musical ore that
ignited its own engendering. As noun it is seen as remaining separate from
perpetual energy from the field. Of course this energy maintains not only
external embodiment but also an internal spreading that affects not only the
motion of stellar warren’s and bodies, but individual beings quarantined on
planets. As if the power of our Sun had been extracted from the field
replete in itself via a separable energy.

A dark inevitable haunting?
Creation as plague of itself?
Perhaps a darkening that swallows its own darkening?

The above being the spell of creation itself. This darkening being its
endemic component of entropy that seems to swarm and engulf its
tigments. Human realia per this realia seems not unlike the fate of migrating
lemmings attempting to swim through slate. This being experience
tempestuous experience always leaking into surcease. This being a leakage
only provisionally questioned at individual levels, and only once, within my
reading recollection, remember having seen a few words that spoke of
Egyptian national effort poised at transmuting the very nature of death. As
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for our present noun-centered culture an itinerary signals nothing other
than the atmosphere of the abyss, filled with darkened rodents and tigers.

One must understand the flexity of the cellular field, of its depths, of its
absorption and transmutation of entropy. This is not an activity that can be
analogous to the invading of an adversarial shipping port, or slaying a beast
in order to achieve sustenance. So beyond literal example cognitive pattern
can only surmise a plane replete with terrifying grammar. And it is this
grammar that seems to riddle the bodies that exist in condensed form. It is
this grammar that seems to infest electricity itself. It seems entropy
paradoxically abducts electricity via the cells always absorbing them via
chronic degeneration. Yet I am concerned here of how higher vibration is
invoked so as to clear away their reverberation by defeatism and panic. To
dissolve ventriloquism in this regard. Perhaps such attempt is none other
than a secretive yoga woven via mantric patience and susurration so that the
fate of dying ceases to ensue.

This is not simply to extend corporeal living so as to extend largess of time,
but to transmute the cells vis a vis a psycho-physical treading that snakes
throughout the cosmos itself. This being not akin to some regrettable old
Maiden having crossed into years of seeming oblivion propelled by
persuasion and anger. First of all the cells transmute as an expanded notion
of the cosmos as a higher masonry of echoes. This being none other than
alchemical wind existing in the body as simultaneous integer. It is through
simultaneous integer that complexity arises. When the figmental ego is
condemned to judge its fundamental ratio sans carbon as its principle
component, one gains insight other than through mere wizardry, or effects
of effects according to the abstraction of thinking. As if the physical
specimen and its thoughts about itself shielded it from transpersonal
cognizance, thereby gaining from itself a thanatonic attitude towards itself,
the latter energy not the holding of extrasolar moons and suns in unquiet
suspension. Because our nerves criss-cross like meteors we remain
simultaneous with nervous elliptical distraction consumed by the after-
effects of our own origin. At the literal level we remain a blinded apogee of
instants, of fore-shortened skeletal remains. So by exploring unprecedented
strata the Egyptians embodied the notion of “Coming Forth By Day” not
only exploring one’s psyco-physical light but its occurrence that spills
beyond the event horizon.



What if one morning we all awoke beyond our mercurial darkening so as to
peer into surcease without losing our bodies to its everlasting grasp would
transmute the universe. I am speaking here of tension between physical
kinetic and its antithesis in terms of alchemical banishment so that it
crosses over into the unprecedented where enclosed experience could begin
to realize itself beyond its own negation. This being vertiginous labour
never at the level of political manoeuvre, or embrangled appearance. This is
not unlike waiting for miracles to appear. Yet this is not palpable reversal of
water into wine or food for the multitudes spring from seeming dearth. I
am thinking of oneiric embranglement all the while maintaining subverted
cognition that irradiates absence itself. An alchemical state that allows mists
to burn, to provide foray into menace, thereby entering an encyclopedia of
the condemned. This being an arcane hyper-state open to absolute
possibility. Not salvation haunted by tenuous figment, but opening onto the
vibratory field, its cellular arc given over to clearing the feral circuitry of
itself so that divine nutrients begin to saturate the cells providing
incalculable vigour. This being none other than the uncanny magnified by
non-measurable voltage. This being a realia impossible to post-navigate via
the amperage of material scale.

Not that one enters this scenario by the mythological gaze of belief, but
according to the latter’s power it attempts to hold us in hypnotic
penetration, consumed by its tautological scabies that attempts to clarify the
deeper states according to nullification. It is at this level that the body
becomes a vampiric zephyr, its bodiless nerve ends consumed for living
burial. The aforesaid condition can never invoke the sigil frayed as it is by
matter as it is by matter as its dominant form of hypnosis. The sigil closes
and opens that which is there, while belief dazzles being with distraction.
Because the sigil burns at depths of the implicate it cannot be confined to
emptied notions that once invested the European psychic apparatus, with
its electro-acoustic analysis only capable of abstractly entering the poles of
Saturn, or convening as abstract witness to extra-solar activity.

The mind, at this latter plane seems housed inside the bickering ozone of
coffins chronically haunted as insular figment. All the while this format has
been empowered to self-illuminate its own paradox incapable of clearing
old whispers from the cells. In contradistinction I am concerned with a
yoga that weaves interior glistening in the deepest habitation of the cells.
Barriers to light begin to spontaneously de-exist, begin to annul themselves
so that physical obstruction begins to flash and actively dissipate as would a
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glossary of dunes subjected to wind. I am concerned here not with optical
embellishment but with interior fire. Not with purported religious zeal, but
a plane that never withdraws to old mental habituation. The cells in this
latter state can never mature so that they mingle with our original state of
origin. The latter state being the level we see confirmed in the panic of
infants when they flash upon the realm from which they have recently
emerged. Or put in another terminology eruption from a river of

blood. This being birth as we know it, with its beauty of sweltering leprosy,
its mania suffused with unknown cartography. Yet, within this confusing
yield we are most at one with death and its strange elliptical germination.
Birth being a state where primal cartography erupts and spreads its inner
waves spreading its saturated embers as a delta. This being a state where
the nascent aurn begins to gather and burn as primordial seismology, say,
not unlike corporeal cartography active on ancient Mars. This being one
analogy, another can be a physical state not altered by the literal mind static
with gravid aural termination.

So am I in the process of engendering a ghost cult, or engendering a state
of primal lethargy that curiously affects the living?

Perhaps there is truth in this. All I can surmise is that it must gall
apparatchiks of consciousness, emboldened as they are by precisely dotted
lettering forms. Their primary skill being one of that excels in honing the
isolate configuration empowered as they are by a glossary of blinded
scholars incapable of peering into a vat of tremendums. What suffices for
them remains measurement of segregated criteria examining shards of dimly
lit candescence. Under this condition knowledge remains bereft of its
ascensional property, having no way to inculcate its stores with
transpersonal elevation, so what functions for knowledge in the main
corrodes essential thought with unalterable deficiency. This being none
other than operational misperception sculpted by gross psychological
cadence conducted by a sulfurous attitude. Then the mind as garish cipher,
suffused by the lethargic symbol darkened gargantuan waste. Thus, the
living from death becomes rigid and non-pliable. The psyche then
hypnotized its own portions so as to elide deeper realia by surrounding
itself with combustible taxonomy. Imaginal analogy can be made to a
toughened willow spewing pebbles. Via imaginal mode I can call this tree a
Teutonic optical example.



In contradistinction to this latter example the mind exists as a bottomless
electrical current capable of irrigating voids, as well as sub-dimensions of
these voids. Thus, it understands, by analogy the imbibing by pythons of
fully operant crocodilian monstrosities. This hellish scenario being none
other than treasonous construction via absence by circuitous analogy,
taking up in however delimited form, aspects of alchemical cellular
transfunction via absence as its arcane vibration. This being a profoundly
incalculable level the Egyptians once pursued as a national effort. To slip
into the ellipsis of being in order to transmute forces so as to ascend into
secrets that invigorate the beyond. The above made possible by psycho-
physical trance that begins to allow the organism to thrive on less
approachable planes. The psycho-physical in this regard not unlike a
refracted diamond facing the Sun and they refract as proto-moons suddenly
swallowed by darkness. They, being beyond all known summation of
wattage. They, being beyond the human mind as its presently constructed.
For the mind under the reign of delimited perception such refraction can
only exist via theoretical transport, being at best, an addendum to being. It
can only strategize itself as an abstract figment, self-identified as figment
galvanized by the limit of psycho-physical argument.

With the psycho-physical so radically galvanized it detains itself as
respiration calumny, as being a literal confine of imploded ether. In order to
gain consciousness one must still oneself in order to gaze down on the
activity of oneself. The latter being initiation into seepage of protracted
undulation. It is not unlike listening to a wave of blue nightingale, of aurally
witnessing amarillo turn blue in one’s veins. It can said that this aural
kingdom amounts to protracted aural silk, being something other than the
armour of punishment. We can look to this level as leading to levels beyond
puzzling anthrax doors. This being over and above the vehicular coding of
the body. This is not to summon a skill or a common technical feat thereby
enlisting a stifled grammar throughout what is commonly sensed to be
eternity. The activity of which I speak concerns protracted transmutation
no longer conjoined to a galaxy of shadows. This is not a yoga that walks
away from itself only to focus upon a former segment of itself. It is life as
continuous phrasing, constantly in motion receiving glints from
grammatical hamlets, always implied, always open to higher planes of
susurration, as if one could aurally configure sapphire at moonrise.

This being none other than susurration that ranges beyond systems, beyond
negligible sorcery by procedure. First off, one must transmute the mental
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state that fosters defeat, that fosters pointless cranial doubt. This
imperceptibly ignites interior vertical motion, that in turn fosters old
advantage as it seeps into the very kinetics of one’s being. One then begins
to sense in the self un-scripted beauty not unlike the spectacular shape that
remains the Eskimo Nebula, understanding thereby a grammar of new solar
irrigation. One’s cells take on an aura of new solar complexity, not as a sum
of hyphenated spirals but as psychic spirals that clarify that which post-
exists, as if viewing oneself from a telepathic turning point, being
something other than uncleansed re-configurement. That which is already
known tends to de-exist as barrier, as if the Earth no longer existed via
mechanical repetition knowing in one’s depths that life itself is in
preparation for itself far beyond the anecdotal phase that is the
Anthropocene. Thus, all name and number vanish, with the body allowed
to roam post-geography via its remnants. These remnants could exist as a
magnetic ulterior moon orbiting sans cognitive delimit as ratio, sans the
quarrelsome knotting of signals, hatched from blue and emerging suns. This
being something other than a Platonic cave derived from a former
grammar.

To this degree I am speaking of our minds that exist via complex vehicular
voltage. Squared at one level, flattened or circular at others. Yet at its
deepest planes it analogous to a flare alive with invisible ebullience. This
latter state is certainly not akin to totalitarian haunting symbolized by the
strife of lizards bleeding for survival via aggravation. According to
Gurdjieff we are surrounded by invisible forces that daily consume us, so
every jot the psycho-physical instigates seems cannibalized by these very
instigations made more simple by the majority of their thrusting onto the
plane consumed by exoteric daylight. Our energy is thus consumed by a
noxious animal kinetic. And so as we cannibalize smaller lesser creatures so
a curious invisible force consumes us as we also consume. This is not an
equation of consumption but one that exists as our overall habitation. At a
certain level of insight this seems none other than collective degradation.
This is the level where the cells collect defeatist code as a matter of course
habituated by debris that whirls and settles into our optimum dune of
bones so that they cease to replicate according to contacts that connect
inside the implicate. Because implication does not function as cataract, it
opens us to evolved self-habitation. Yet at present, our energy self-weaves
with endemic entropy as we populate its carnivorous hearts that quietly
stuns our livingness with its unnerving proximity.
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Implication is certainly not a condition suffused with retro-analysis
subsequently burdened by retrograde interpretation of the future. One must
begin to understand the desperation between the particular and its
connection to the general field. At its optimum vibration this is none other
than a colloquy between the cells and the field that they occupy, sans
proximal interaction of how they interact with one another. Say, if vibration
from the cells evinces spontaneous clarity sans mechanical complicity, but
through what I’ll call spontaneous comprehension a positive infection
transpires that transmutes the field itself. This begins to enact a realia that
the entire species can begin to summon. A leap, if you will, not say, in terms
of perhaps, Martian terminology and its critique of capital, but of levels
intrinsic to the respiration of the galaxy itself. This in turn evokes a higher
range of capability where forces are no longer constrained by Euro-centric
psychic origin. We have presently broached Dirac’s “signal of signals”
listening far beyond Anthropomorphic conclusion. Kindling transpires in
this range as unknown seismography. A seismography that brews according
to the propensity of the unknown. This is how the cosmos itself transmutes
cellular rotation so that old funeric plasmas cease burning with restriction,
with bereft infernos of grammar, that keeps the species occulted from itself,
so that false and telling estrangement ceases exercise of interrogative
polarization.

It is precisely in this state that the self-endowed cannibal emerges from
animal obscuration ceasing its pointless reptilian fervor, so much so, that
the barrier between life and death circuitously abandons itself, with a
simultaneous amperage traversing forces we suspect at present, of having
no possibility of existing. As billions upon billions presently live their lives
reeking of imprecise meta-judgement that seems to more and more fail to
exist. I am speaking here of fallen mythologies, of material rafts that cease
to ferry the dead. The shape of energy we now carry remains a debilitated, a
form of diamonds sullied and re-brewed according to a clouded form of
wish, the latter being none other than embedded error. This being the
challenge to what the cells instinctively experience. Not replica, but
instinctive self-agency, being evolutionary wavelength streaking across a
bottomless anonymous firmament. Not glare from circumspect hypnosis,
nor dazed occlusion, nor exclusive excuse for evolving human scale far
beyond the fractional mode of quotidian execution.

At the expense of minutiae one must fling one’s energies into the ravine of
oneself according to living realia that rises above the present fate of our
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material masters. By so doing our acidic self-compounding will tend to
vanish and reveal itself via a charged utopian compost, not unlike a dazzling
oracular oxygen that articulates interior fulmination, as a cleansed non-
monomial activity that perpetually persists blazing as miraculous kinetic.



Will Alexander and Byron Baker

Facing the Electron Field: The Primal Triptych of Byron Baker and

Will Alexandet.

Tryptich #1: Quantum Electrical Field
Tryptich #2: Primal Circulation
Tryptich #3: Mantric Multiverse

Text by Will Alexander
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Collaboration by its very nature feeds from a-priori symbiosis never claimed
via decimal or reduction so that it perfectly seeds the transpersonal.
Exchange takes on a charismatic rthythm via a fertile interior tenor. Ozganic
connective enunciates itself as none other than contagion. Thus rhythm
activates and the individuals seed themselves as interior relay runners.

This latter kinetic being none other than spontaneous psychic exercise
which remains the case when I think of my effort with Byron Baker as we
painted our triptych. It was as if we were facing an electron field magically
exploding from the invisible. For us, it was an endemic realia that allowed
us entry to a plane that broached brazen fertility. The colours, lines, darts,
spirals, emitted themselves at such a spontaneous pace that we felt
ourselves no longer powered by skill as individual property, or via isolate
technique, never claiming by this aforesaid technique some mark of
individual superiority. It was in this state of consciousness that
instantaneous labour proceeded.

For us, this was an electrical state anterior to what quotidian example
condones as realia. To repeat myself it was like entering an electron field
and condensing consciousness at a state sans some prior constriction
shaped by what I understand to be an academic visual code with its rational
hatching and perfectly wrought shading. Our commanding more was none
other than a-symmetrical swiftness, as we brewed as double anodyne
volcanoes spewing synergy anterior to lineal share and proportion.

Painting in tandem with Byron was a decidedly transpersonal exercise. By
the time the Mantric Multiverse was engaged we were not unlike relay
runners embarking upon the last third of the triptych known in old track
and field terminology as the “gun lap.” The latter term refers to the last
stage of the race when a pistol fired a single blank alerting the runners for
the need for all out effort so as to victoriously cross the finish tape. The key
term here being acceleration, acceleration beyond personal cognitive
comprehension. Not unlike this level of acceleration ours was an incendiary
journey into vapour, into the energy of openness. Its electrical subtext being
constantly suffused itself with vehicular maturation as an astonishing
telepathy transpired. We constantly inhabited Matta’s world of “surprise”
never having a cognitive plan of where the next stroke would ignite. We
constantly convened about our experience as leading towards neurological
liberty, so much so, that it prompts the realia of the late cosmologist Allan
Sandage spoke of as “bio-geo poetry” the latter condition existing over
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beyond the exhaustion of numbers. This being a state where photons erupt
at such a scale they will never osmotically invade our Milky Way.

Of course, lineal calculation can never apply. Because the optical operates
as the central graph of record according to Occidental scale and evaluates
itself as non-appearance across these works. Perhaps, a partial analogy
could be made to Tamayo’s use of Pre-Columbian imagery as another tenor
of reasoning when he saw other than human visage. Other than the
reasoning which ran from Rivera and Siquieros through Orozco and
Anguiano. Across our triptych there were, perhaps traces subconsciously
mined from Tamayo’s resistance to dominant muralist inclination, but
closer to our understanding persisted the example of Matta and Miro
concerned as they were with the assassination of the body as quotidian
reference point via its static three-dimensional form. In our particular
context the imaginary was system unto itself. So as aural painters we were
magically inspired by sonic prestidigitation. As we painted music erupted
via the aural grammar of Charles Tolliver, Sam Rivers, Bobby Bradford, and
Jackie McLean. All had their say, not simply providing an electric
environment for painting but provoking roving discussion not unlike Eric
Dolphy’s chromatics. During the last painting of the triptych it was the left
handed opening notes of Cecil Taylor’s Indent that seemed to mesmerize
our painting motion. Taylor’s sonic voltage was not unlike the primeval
silicates that appeared on our canvass. Our painter’s kinetic was en-veined
by curiosity as insistence. Not only with determination, but by a psychic
magma that can only be described as painterly mathematics. Each scrawl,
each line, each dot was none other than what we felt was architecturally
accurate. The equations were tempestuous. They were not unlike
conveyance via an incendiary summons enunciated from the above, sans
such summons from codified religious embranglement being in essence
uncanny electrical magnification.

The latter magnification having significant resonance with the invisible
velocity of a telepathic blizzard, this being a blizzard anterior to all
formation. One could call this state energy arising from pre-birth being
pulsation akin to charismatic fire suddenly erupting from darkness. Let me
reiterate, that this triptych was, above all, subsumed by pulsation, they being
phosphenic marks that illuminate the caliginous via coils of intelligence
rational cognition fails to explain. They seem to enact the density of riddles.
Because they hyphenate and reappear to themselves they seed no stationary
field for pre-planned arrangement, for rational abutment. We know that the
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blind can discharge sight through a form of aural complexity, and this aural
complexity seems parallel, in our view, to indigenous mechanics. The latter
being mechanics at the depth of living complication, this being
complication that understands both ruination and its dialectic of psychic
acceleration, that expands beyond composed thought and its transmutation
by means of magic, the latter in keeping with the writhing colours of the
triptych which remain not unlike the beauty that evinces itself as feral
mathematics. It must be remembered that as primordial energy remains
anterior to the human mind it always casts its precision prior to the
codification of written number as fixation. When igniting our dots and lines
and spirals, it was due to our psychic submersion in this anterior state.
Colour was none other than anterior explosion.

Grouping together Quantum Electrical Field, Primal Circulation, and
Mantric Multiverse, seems at this point, to visually clarify themselves at this
point, to a portfolio of consciousness that seemed to accelerate from
canvass to canvass until by the final consuming strokes of the Mantric
Multiverse optical denouement had transmuted to a powerful aural field
where we could begin by aurally processing electrons thereby defining for
us a collective an interior language. Not utopian calliope as self-praise, but
genuine awareness of cleansed internal respiration. Maybe this can be best
put by departing and summoning details from each work which then
agglutinate into exponential levels never consciously pondered. I am
thinking of primeval eons, of suns that imply other suns, to such a degree
that the Occidental idea of conclusion never rises or appears.

These paintings remain optical equations being part of our extended visual
process that ignited from our prior project entitled The Codex Mirror that
contained Baker’s adroit primeval figures accompanied by my aphoristic
verbal narrative. Thus, all of our efforts have been defined by self-
experiment, by a solarized inner dimension, being purview of the cosmos.
We were not as rural citizen’s confined by consternation, dazed and isolate,
confined by provincial camaraderie. Transpersonal respiration extended far
beyond each individual base, it was predilection sans exterior modeling as
confine. Not secular respiration, but non-binding exploration into mystery.
At this fundamental level we remain open to transcription of a future that
will continue to align itself with mystery, the latter being our universal
constant. Again, mystery fomented all our efforts as a supreme exercise via
a being.



The inaugural Quantum Electrical Field naturally extended into the middle
creation Primal Circulation, which then mounted into the clarifying
summons that is Mantric Multiverse. I mention these works again not as
some repetitive addendum but only to underscore their momentum as
figments of what the New Guineans understood to be as creative moisture
from the cosmos.

At this time when the Occident is seeming to spiral into open dissolution
we understand it to be only a figment within the ominous mathematics that
prevail across the cosmos. As we painted it was not unlike putting Eric
Dolphy’s chromatics into practice. Always taking chances with streaks, and
lines, and dots, Always possessing an unerring sense of their placement.
Curiously, there was very little discussion of painting as we instinctively
proceeded. Maybe a word or two on Van Gogh, and Manet or Lam. Matta,
Gorky and Soutine, or the aforementioned Tamayo would crop up from
time to time. Certainly we were more naturally drawn to the kind of colour
expressed by Derain and de Vlaminck, and the power of colour as
psychological. Ata point or two the drawings of the Englishman Hayter
were discussed but not to any controlling degree. Certainly no mention
stretched back to the likes of Orcagna and Masaccio. For our particular
sensibility history functioned as stimulation rather than as restraint not
unlike electrons in motions towards the unforeseen.

Certainly these are not works painted to attract a coterie of followers, but to
stimulate psychic capacity over and beyond the lifeless state of forgone
conclusion. Our painterly mazes ignite as arteries of crystal not unlike the
Chilean Matta when he appended the word “surprise” to his works.
Certainly this is the plane that Breton and the early surrealists inaugurated
where it was understood that the model will be “internal” or not at all.



Rae Armantrout

True North

Reindeer pull a sleigh
(through early spring thaw)
on the roof

of the True North
nail salon

*

Signed turn-out

where tourists take snapshots
of the pipeline, elevated

on small plinths,

amid scattered birch

Aurora’s green sky
gives the mind
what it thinks

it wants: a different
nature, a2 new wotld

*

And notes
of a wind chime —

dissonant, rounded —

Nabokov’s “nymphets”
fleeting in place



My Erasures

My erasures were featured.

*

I collected debris
to sell as crash art,

crush porn.

“Say goodbye to Lonesome George,”
the last Galapagos tortoise.

*

1 was a pushover
for the laws
of physics.

*

I pictured us as two seals
hauled out
on a sunny rock,

the roar around us
a matter of course



Rankings

Screw smug survivors
talking about us
as if we weren’t quite

here.

We never really loved them.

And screw time
which pancakes things
but also makes distinctions.

We have time

to watch versions
then parodies
and rank them,

to play
pin the tail
on the apocalypse

and define our terms:
to engulf

is to cover
or surround;

a gulf
is a chasm



Object Permanence

What if the ability
to capture

emblems in the wild
won’t validate us?

What if displaying
our embarrassing flaws

won’t save us —

say being dead
but kittenish?

I can’t show you anything
new, not even

an empty room
behind a velvet rope.

Least of all that!

There’s a Lexus
spinning in a parking lot

because 2 mountain road is
“so cliche.”

It’s throwing up dust, then more,
but you know the car’s

still in there
somewhere,

still voguing



The Corner

Like a child, mind
wants to play, but
even the butterflies
are on the clock.

Still, attention is happy
to comport

with the swallowtail

as it jerkily

rounds the corner.

Like a child, mind
follows, imitates.
First and last

it loves sequence.

I’'ve counted up
to one this season.



John Armstrong

This isn’t going to be a unified and logical argument, some parts won’t go
anywhere at all and others will gesture rather than make a point.

I don’t publish my poems and I am very reluctant to dish out printed
copies. The only time my work gets an airing is when I read or perform it in
front of a live audience. I've been around the poetry business for long
enough to recognise that I don’t share the need that some poets have for
publication nor, however, do I want to keep my work completely private. I
am fortunate in that I have a number of local venues that indulge my need
to put on eclectic gigs that give my work an airing. These mixed bags attract
a mixed audience of music, art, science and drama fans, the intention being
to draw people into forms of expression that they wouldn’t normally be
interested in. Of course most acts sell their wares during the interval and at
the end of their show with varying amounts of success.

The main reason/excuse for my publication aversion is one of immediacy
in that a live performance is the only way of judging whether what you’ve
cobbled together ‘works’ as intended and whether people like it. For me,
these are two completely separate factors. My judgement about ‘working’ is
about whether or not the thing does what it is intended to do. This is my
main interest, as I guess it is for most creative types and again I'm fortunate
enough to be able to concentrate solely on this in the cobbling together.
The other factor is whether or not it holds the attention of the audience.

There’s also something immensely satisfying in terms of praxis in practising
with the voice and thinking quite hard about the relationship between
what’s cobbled together and how it might sound. In another life I work
with others to produce experimental audio material so I use pro kit to
record these try-outs. This is the hard part, I've been writing for so long
that I don’t find it difficult so it’s not that much of a challenge. Getting the
voice right is much more complex and requires much more work.

This predilection isn’t due to Impending Planetary Death nor to
bashfulness but springs from my desire to show off, challenge myself and
to take risks face to face with strangers. I’'ve only recently come to the
conclusion that IPD and its causes pose a range of tricksy challenges for me
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as a performer mainly because of the chasm that exists between what I do
and what I know Should be Done.

This conclusion was reached alongside the realisation that I'm not that
interested in planetary death but I am Quite Motivated by the entirely
related Demise of the West.

Getting the obvious out of the way first, the Children of the
Enlightenment, me included, have destroyed the piece of rock upon which
we live. The patient is terminally ill, we’re already beginning to drown and
burn, we can’t even delay the end. The mindset that was stapled together in
the 17t and 18 centuries may have provided some of the groundwork but
we, the Western beneficiaries of modernity, are the only culprits.

As well as the planet, what we laughably refer to as Western Civilisation is
also dead and buried. This isn’t dues to either geopolitical ineptitude nor to
the Rise of China but simply because modernity came along with built in
obsolescence and no longer functions.

At this point, I need to throw Pierre Bourdieu into the mix — his
magisterial Distinction makes the point that all cultural activity, without
exception, no matter how subversive and oppositional, is conditioned and
then malappropriated by Capital. Unlike him, I'm not of the Marxian
persuasion but I can’t refute this obdurate fact, no matter how hard I try.

The next ingredient is what some political comrades of mine have referred
to as my St Francis Position. This states that all of us Children of the
Enlightenment are guilty because in our daily lives we consciously Make
Things Worse. The most obvious implication is that we must live the rest
of our lives in a state of permanent atonement by finding ways of doing as
little further damage as possible.

The other point for consideration is the ongoing failure of the left to
respond adequately to the onslaught of the untethered market which would
suggest to me that Poem as Polemic is both chronically self-indulgent and
utterly futile.

Where might this dismal circumstance leave me? For a number of death-
related personal reasons. I've only performed twice and written nothing in
the last year. This self-imposed abstention has, amongst other things,

79



provided me with plenty of opportunities to reflect on what the fuck I
might be doing.

From the murk, these hazy shapes are beginning to loom:

e D'm trying only to do things that make me smile mainly because
otherwise I’d be whelmed by, erm, grief;

e performance makes me smile more than does writing although I do
enjoy being verbally clever;

e poetry is only/merely/still Song and Dance;

e assong and dance, the Poem is quite good at various forms of
memorialisation and bearing witness;

e [D’ve recently attended Clown School and find myself smiling at the
potential inherent in Clowning the Poem.

So, the current Point of Interest is to work out if I still want to ‘do’ The
Poem and, if so, what form that might take. I’ve found that clowning the
kind of documentary verse that I tend to make is really quite hard to do. It
turns out that clowning relies on keeping things immediate and simple and I
like to think, along with every other poet on the planet, that my material
takes a while to settle in and is subtly intricate.

These, of course, are personal issues to do with my own need to show off.
On a global scale it seems to me that I am in mourning for the two things
(the environment and increasing prosperity) that I thought as a child would
go on forever. At an early age I was bought a weekly comic called Look and
Learn which told me and a few hundred thousand other small people that
technology and science would lead us to a much more rational and equal
wotld of comfort and fulfillment, that disease would be eradicated and that
war would eventually cease because it was obviously silly. This carried me
through the sixties and the early seventies until 74 when it became obvious
that this wasn’t the case.

The mourning that I need to clown would therefore appear to be one of
disappointment rather than regret, a kind of lament for what once seemed
inevitable. Given my history of severe depression, I've never been a fan of
self lacerating mea culpas but there is no escaping the fact that my
generation of middle class, middle aged white boys have accelerated the
process of decline and continue to do so.
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Memorialisation need not be a Sad Thing. Sadie Plant once wrote with
regard to Debord and crew that all we can do is remember when it was
possible to point to the beach beneath the cobbles. And smile.

I have mostly been of the view that what we think of as creative expression
springs from a desire to share a subjective experience with others in the
often forlorn hope that they may reflect on and compare their own
experience of the same thing. For me, this can only (only) be done with a
live audience of people who don’t write poetry. I produce and promote
what I think of as variety shows featuring an eclectic range of types of
performance (drama, art music and the occasional poem) in an attempt to
entertain and provoke in a variety of different display modes. I know
nothing worse than a room full of poets listening to other poets read their
stuff. This is because of the level of neediness in the room and also because
the audience aren’t there as an audience to take in the content but as bitchy
competitors engaged in the comparison of what’s being read to their own
work. I’'ve been there. I've done that.

My view of poetry as song and dance isn’t intended to trivialise it but it is
an attempt to stop it from taking itself so fucking seriously and being
unbearably precious about what it does. At the risk of pointing out the
obvious, poetry isn’t philosophy nor is it politics, it has no privileged access
to the truth. It is, however, exceptionally good at using words to express
complicated things with precision and brevity.

The only other ‘point’ that I’d like to make is that The Poem, being song
and dance, is entertainment and this particularly enigmatic noun is packed
with awkward and often contradictory foibles. First and foremost, material
needs to hold the attention and, once it’s done that, it needs to get a
reaction. It doesn’t ‘work’ if the audience/reader doesn’t attend to what’s
on offer. The poem can be the most profound, technically brilliant work of
art to grace the planet but it doesn’t work unless it interests us. Much
sneering goes on at what’s referred to as light verse but that genre is written
to do that very thing. Of course, this pervasive critical snobbery is very
much Part of the Problem.



DJ Kirsten Angel Dust

Towards a “California Melancholia”

In 1989, Jacques Derrida admitted that deconstruction was to be found in
the West Coast of America, not in continental Europe: “The state of
theory, now and from now on, isn’t it California? And even Southern
California?” Yes, it is true: up to this day, deconstruction is still in California
— it has never left. However, Derrida was partially right: theory is not only
in California nor is it commensurable to the state. In fact, as I will
demonstrate throughout this manuscript, theory zs California. What about
Californ-eye-aye? Why So Cal? What does California have to do with
theory, with the end of the world? Welcome to “California Melancholia”: a
mixture of speculative fiction, poetry, and theoretical text mobilized by
Derrida’s provocation — “the state of theory is California, specifically
Southern California” — and Laurence Rickels’ critical observation in The
Case of California that “the association of psychoanalysis, the body, the
media, and adolescence shares its Central European origins with the other
philosopheme — California — which has superseded the manifest sense or
destiny of the unconscious, the body, the media, the teenager. If
postmodernity is postmarked (like the repressed according to Freud) made
in Germany, then California is its address and tech-no-future.” With the
push of a button, we will nomadic-drift across California — through its
deserts, its freeways, its death drives, its data drives, its economic and
hydrological droughts, its airwaves, its Soundclouds, its Silicon and not-so
Silicon valleys, its Elon Musks, its cults, its cultures and countercultures, its
Kardashians and Jenners, its incels and their manifestos, its red pills, its blue
pills, its Xanax bars: those white ladders. We thought we were strolling
along the Walk of Fame, little did we know, it was just the typical highs and
lows of Pacific Agony, this planetary dysphoria, our California Melancholia.

“California Melancholia” begins with a historico-philosophical outline of
the “World” as defined by Martin Heidegger, his predecessors e.g.,
Immanuel Kant, G.W.F. Hegel, Friedrich Nietzsche, Sigmund Freud,
Friedrich Hélderlin and the Jena Romantics, his continental and non-
continental contemporaries e.g., Edmund Husserl, Antonin Artaud,
Georges Bataille, Jacques Lacan, Rene Guenon, Julius Evola and the
Traditionalists, Nishida Kitaro and the Kyoto School, and his past and
current interpreters e.g., Jacques Derrida, Hans-Georg Gadamer, Philippe
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Lacoue-Labarthe, Gilles Deleuze, Catherine Malabou, Fred Moten, and
Frank B. Wilderson III. Once the various understandings of the World
have been fleshed out (an impossible task I know), a study of the end of
things and the end of the World, both in their material and abstract
manifestations, will then be presented in the form of a “geological-non-
fiction” — a Californian archae-eschatology if you like. Through this
Californian archae-eschatology, I will follow the traces left by German
Romanticism, Nazism or National Socialism, and post-war modernism;
follow these traces as they precipitate and arrive into the state of theory we
know to be as California. In a way, what I am trying to do, following Lars
von Trier and Laurence Rickels, is to penetrate the “abyss of German
Romanticism” and find myself deep inside its belly: This is where I (and
you and we) will encounter California. Or put another way, what I am
trying to do is to put into work, to bring about an intermingling between
German Romanticism and Californian Archae-Eschatology. By unearthing
California both as concept and as geological matter, I develop — in my
own Californian perversion — what Nick Land, “Daniel Barker”, Reza
Negarestani, Robin Mackay, Aidan Tynan, Ray Brassier, and others identify
as a “cosmic theory of geotrauma” or “geocosmic theory of trauma”.
Conjured in the rave laboratories of the Cybernetic Culture Research Unit
(CCRU), the cosmic theory of geotrauma is a synthesis of Freudian
psychoanalysis, archaeology, and Deleuzo-guattarian geophilosophy and
“stratoanalysis”. According to Mackay, the cosmic theory of geotrauma
came out of the CCRU’s efforts to excavate the natural-geological history
of the Earth. The CCRU reinterpreted this excavated history as a series of
concealed and buried traumas; traumas which were further intensified by
humanity inscribing itself into geological time or “deep time”. For the
CCRU, the presence of humans and human subjectivity was the symptom
for these nested traumas. Like the decipherers of ancient ruins, the CCRU
generated a psycho-cryptography which would decrypt the arche-traumas
etched onto the skin of the Earth — these hieroglyphs of “cosmic pain”.
Following Rickels and the CCRU, one could say that what I am also trying
to attempt is a deployment of the cosmic theory of geotrauma through
California, which is to say the World insofar as California — being the
afterlife of German Romanticism, National Socialism, and post-war
modernism — provides the blueprint for the design of the World and
ultimately its end. Now and forever ...

By now, one would have asked: Why the end of the world? What is it about
the end of the world that has seduced me into its study? I, for one, know
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that I will not have been the first nor the last. From the ancient Greeks, the
Mayans, the Aztecs, and the Apostles to the post-Aristotelian Medievals to
Immanuel Kant to the British and German Romantic poets to Martin
Heidegger, Jacques Lacan, Jacques Derrida, Fred Moten and many others
(to still come), the end of things has always been speculated. What concerns
my own undertaking is how and why the end of the world is not only
brought to life but is called upon in contemporary philosophy and cinema.
More importantly, why has this demand to end the world articulated
specifically by what is considered today as “black studies”? There is Fred
Moten who believes that “blackness bears or is the potential to end the
world.” There is Denise Ferreira da Silva who carves out a path towards the
end of the wotld (as we know it) through a “black feminist poethics.” There
is Frank B. Wilderson III who has given up all efforts in building a better
world; instead, he is here for its destruction. If black theory, which for both
Moten and Sexton is pretty much translated if not synonymous to critical
theory, presenting itself to be the “most generative advance in critical
theory”, if black theory concerns itself with the death of the world, then
should this task — to intensify or accelerate the potential to end the world -
be the task of theory now, in 20187

Distinct from but will never be separated from “black theory”, there has
been an abundance of recent positions and works oriented towards the
destruction of the world: from Claire Colebrook and Tom Cohen’s Critical
Climate Change series to Richard Grusin’s Affer Extinction which claims that
“twenty-firsty-century studies” dintinguishes itself from previous epochal
studies due to its obssession with the nonhuman, the Anthropocene, and
planetary annihilation, to Eugene Thacker’s Horror of Philosophy trilogy to
Ray Brassier’s Nihil Unbound: Enlightenment and Extinction and to Nick Land’s
accelerationism which deviates from the Bergsonian vitalist tradition as well
as the left-accelerationist, post-Soviet bureaucratic trajectory in pursuit of a
Bataillean and Artaudian “thanatropism” aimed towards the dissolution of
humanity. With the proliferation of works like these turning to extinction
and the end of the wortld, I ask again: Is the task of theory today to kill the
world? Then again, will there still be a task for theory at the end of the
world? Or perhaps, has theory already become superfluous even before the
arrival of the end times? Given that the modernity that it hoped to change
is now (and has always been) merely an accelerationism — a never-stopping
modernity whose thought, borrowing from Luciana Parisi, is “able to
change its initial conditions and to express ends that do not match its
organic thought.” Indeed, theory can no longer be in the same tune, much
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less play along with modernity’s xenoetic, xenopoetic rhythm. As such,
theory now then is no longer confronting the problematics of faith,
knowledge, and instrumental reason, as was still the case before it was
found in California, but the end of the wotld, the apocalyptic experience
manifesting itself into hashtags, technological singularity, incomputables,
indeterminancies, algorithmic extimacy, and pop-schizophrenia — all of
which are also California’s own. Perhaps all along, despite its successive
mutations, despite its Atlantic-to-Pacific flight, theory was always in

California, which is to say the Silicon Valley, Disneyland, Hollywood, Nazi

Germany 2.0, the end of the world. As we will soon find out, the theory

and the deconstruction that Jacques Derrida located in California — which
I, departing from ].D. momentarily, read as California — has only become

darker and darker to the point of (its own) complete unreadability and
unarticulability. Since, at the end of the world, there will have been zero
readers and zero sayers ...



Runa Bandyopadhyay

Destination: Nature Roy

Yet at our very beginning we had great unification. Today I could only see,
breaking the fundamental particles, solitary quarks are coming down into
our homes. Now home means a single room with a lonely man, at the door
of which I could see only a shaved Krishnachura tree. From the small
window when I look into the vast sky, I could see only dreadful threshold
crossing Celsius. The definition of world has been changed to a carbon
catalog today. And containing all of these, our great universe is in its ever
expanding way. Yet we are seeking for a quadruped globalization with
intense affection! Yet we are seeking for a civilization which is chanting
Hare Ram Hare Krishnal We are getting delayed my Dear Reader. Could you
hear the inarticulate noise from the Suicide Squad of Plantae Kingdom?

I could see the migratory body of the melancholic clouds

Yet I couldn’t find its coloured feather

Only dominating biped on the expanded lap of the world

Its poisonous steam is expanding its hood

Water-mark from the lips of cloud getting dried up by bitter kiss
The corners of rainbow becomes greyer and grayer

Yet the flag of Bali-Roadmap flies with a smile

Mother Earth is still in bow in its rotational obsession
Drunken with a fistful abeer! at the end of the day
Celebration everyday

Spring-show in the twilit balcony

When the bugle of spillover Celsius touches our deep skin
Debate-forum overflows the luxurious wine glasses of our cities
Takes an oath to become Jammuna?

Diluted third wotld becomes warmer and warmer

Under the skin-cover of controller’s furnace

Ta-ta-thoi-tho® dance between the horns of dilemma

A portion of oxygen still exist in the nook and corner of the termitic cot
The suicide squad of Plantae kingdom is working
There’s no first, second or third world
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A call for few minutes of strike by the Plantae kingdom

Tughlag#* taste will wake up on the satisfied palate of biped’s knowledge

The geometrical God will start dancing joyfully on the graves of Manu’ss
[sons

Oh, My Dear Reader, just listen to that singer, “Oh Allah, Give me cloud
give me water give me shade ...” The world is blazing my dear artist. The
whole world is in flame. Your surrounding is shaking with explosions. My
ears are filled brimful with cries of Mother Earth. Yet tune of prayer is
ringing in your voice! Please stop, stop, stop my dear artist. There is a
scarcity of water drop for your dried up throat. Just listen to the rhythm of
Lord Shiva’s Tandava dance. A shadow of famine is appearing in the wheel
of time. Endangered Nature. Sitting inside the adverse rain-philosophy, still
my restless dreams place their eyes along the placenta of the pregnant
clouds. Memory of light smell of lemon grass is flowing through the fold of
my cerebrum, worn out with ultraviolet rays. When I cross the aqueous
humour, I could see mad dance of truncated goblins in my blind spot.
Heads of the murdered trees fell down from their body into the river. A
loud laugh of river is rolling through my REM sleep. When I get up with
frightened and confused noise, sighs of millions and billions of trees get
entangled in my inhaled oxygen. Alluvial plasmas gradually become fossils. I
place my thirsty eyes towards my beloved sky and could read the Suicide
Note of Sabita.

My Dear Reader, You're singing Ashavari® in the blooming sunshine. From the ghostly
window of Tamas™ I'm thinking about the sun which will also expire someday. 1 wonld

like to go to future with you to see the suicide note of Sabitad. Keep your Time Machine

ready please.

Suicide Note-1

During long lustrous days I spread out all fuel by opening my fist

Today everything is reminiscence on the canvas of my memory

So I kept myself out of your main sequence in disregard in abandon

You gave me the avatar of white dwarf only for name sake

Tell me frankly how far you reveal my identity

By reading the note your tears become uncontrollable. Roof of old-age home, sprouted like
fungus, is hanging in aqueous humour. Sitting at the corner, finger is counting

wrinkles of the skin.



Suicide Note-2

There was free stage

The three dimensional love was extended over the universe

I could remember so many fusions in my hands

I could remember so many smiles, songs and waves of delight
So you bowed to live together with me

Celebration has been stopped today

Only backward movement towards the navel-root

Towards the deep suicide goal at the end of the period

By reading the note you're suddenly rementbering your NRI offspring. Father is the
heaven, father is the religion and father is the final canse — indistinct voice on the lap of
grandfather. Left side of your chest becomes blue with pain. After a single ringtone for
‘Bijoya-Pronam?®, a deep silence exists everywhere.

Suicide Note-3

Today all futile sighs have been solidified to iron

When too much to bear

I’d become void and dissolve in cosmos

There’s also your love for Rohinit0

Oh! Chandrashekbhar'!, your limit has stopped my journey towards zero

By reading the note, bell of suicide is ringing at the Navel-root of separation’s sorrow. But
summon of justice is still awaited.

Suicide Note-4

How much could you observe in your telescopic eyes?
How much could you touch boundless infinity?

Love is another name of Absolute

Touch to see the naked star

By reading the note, your heart’s door has been shut down to open the door of suppressed
emotion. As a result your own suicide note remains undefined.

My Dear Reader, are you frustrated by reading our written history? How
long can we bear with this unchangeable destiny written on our forehead?
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Let’s look for an alternative history, where there’s no boundary, where we
can walk with ourselves ... far ... very far away ...

At starting your foot has been tied up with information-loss paradox. Your
halted steps are thinking that all your old histories will be lost in the black-
hole in absence of you.

Yes that’s the blind-hole keeps light to an eternal prison forever

At one end there’s the black-deer eye of quantum beauty refusing to lose
[her information

If memory of old love gets wiped away, she will have only pencil in hand

Again at the other end, listen to the exultation of relativity

Tl not leave my needle-point field without fight’

As a result you’re confused. Don’t get upset please. There’s a solution in
Hawking’s finger

Fill your palette with your playroom’s colours

Keep nearby brushes of different degrees of relationships

At the end of your daylight, engrave the white canvas with formless sighs of
[dead feathers

Then fill the vacant space with memories of first love

Now imagine a three dimensional hologram

Imagine that how light and darkness has poured explosive below our ribs
with the uncertainty of our position throughout the life

Granular egotism in the blood-stream has cut vein and overflows on stony

path

You’re free when the canvas becomes full

This’ll survive in the event horizon of black-hole in absence of you
Hologram may be distorted

Let it be

Still there’s a freedom in another sky from the naked darkness of prison
Freedom from the stony exultation of roofless marble palace

This is your moment.



Don’t be so excited please. Wear your green Punjabi!2 before jumping.
Throw out all the gravels you have collected throughout your life. Now
spread out your wings received from Jatinga'® flying club.

Now just fly and fly

Fly away weightlessly towards uncertainty

Don’t look back please

Now you’re flying towards the black-hole leaving behind the earth’s illusion

With Feynman’s hint you have already reached to your desired universe
[where you’re walking with yourself

You have achieved your alternative history

In my solitary home, through the flowing melancholies, I am still searching
for you. I shaved off my insured and systemized life from the finger-
forgotten relationship. The Banaras silk of embroidered living is just like a
burden of breast behind the brassiere. In fact, you know that, I never
created my heart’s home in the left side of my chest. Yet I have lost my
beloved flute player on the way of my journey. When I turn the folded
address-book in my cerebrum, I could see a shadowy appearance of your
face. Yes, your face. A watery feeling trembles on my lips. I start becoming
a flying sky. I start thinking to setup a small picnic in the jungle, searching
for a piece of soil for green plantation. I start thinking of a complete man
from the planted copulation. I start thinking of a little stitch joining few
molecular homes, single oven. Please, let the flow of few demands, little
irrationalities continue from one hand to other. Oh my dear sensitive sky,
please turn your face towards my dream, oh my dear rain, please cascade
yourself on my finger-nourishing way. When the hazy lone path becomes
confused in the solitude, keep your fingers tight with me and give a deep
kiss on my blue lips.

And this is the moment when arrow of time will bubble up. This is the
moment when you look for infinity. Yes, I know my Dear Reader, now you
are looking for infinity. Come on my Dear Reader, I may give you its
address.

Come back from addiction of escalator

Let’s go down to relativity through classical water-stair

Please unfasten the loving bondage of traditional Bonolata Sen'*.
Wonder will see infinity has taken your finger
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You’ve solved a lot of staircase maths

First, second, third ... going up and up

Yet you couldn’t find the Absolute

As a result, you’re left with only fourth dimension in hand

Don’t be upset please ...

Let the time be illusory

Wonder will see the breakdown of all the boundaries

Please don’t tie up the space-time

All laws of science will break down like breaking of first love with fencing

Are you frustrated about duality?

Uprooted in rough stream of life?

Come to the live-together-home of singularity
Play the tune of copulation sitting at homesick rest
Don’t be afraid to be pregnant

Hold the finger of quantum virgin

Now come back to your old maths

Remember the peeling of groundnuts at Eden garden’s'> afterglow
Make the time imaginary

Wonder will see the dismissal of your real time

I know you’re not able to conceive the imaginary time
Don’t be upset please ...

Let’s go to Nature Roy

Relax under the magic corner of her shadow

I know you’re a story lover

Under her shade you can start your story of threshold crossing Celsius

When cool light of love will strike on your eyes

You’ll find that the shadow has been vanished

Without your consent an arrow of time is hanging on your unconscious
[finger

When has it fasten on, you couldn’t realize in stream of life

This is the moment of starting your way to return
Yes, my Dear Reader, the way of return is still open if you want to return
In tune with Nature’s arrow of time



In harmony with evolution towards future

(Translated from Bengali by the author)
NOTES

1. Abeer — A kind of perfumed and coloured powder used by Hindus to
sprinkle over one another in the festival of Ho/ (spring festival).

2. Jamuna — Name of a famous Indian riverTa-ta-thoi-thoi —Beats of Indian
classical dance

3. Ta-ta-thoi-thoi — Beats of Indian classical dance
4. Tughlagi — Ways and activities like Sultan Muhammad -bin-Tughlaq

5. Mann — Name of an Indian mythological saint. The son of Manu is
named as Manab (Human).

6. Ashavari — Spirit of the heavens, Indian classical raga which is performed
in the morning hours.

7. Tamas — darkness in Sanskrit/Bengali language.
8. Sabita — Sun in Sanskrit/Bengali language.

9. Bijoya-Pronam — Indian Bengali culture to pay respect to elders on the last
day of Durgapuja festival.

10. Rohini — Wife of the Moon. Also the fourth of the 27 stars according to
Hindu astronomy.

11. Chandrashehar — The Indian-American Nobel laureate Scientist.
12. Punjabi — long shirt originally used by men of Punjab, India.
13. Jatinga — Name of a village in the North-East part of India where

migratory birds comes flying to suicide whenever there’s drizzling of rain
accompanied with fog in the moonlit night.
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14. BonolataSen — A lady character in poetry of famous Bengali Poet
Jibanananda Das of 20th century in India.

15. Eden garden — A famous park at the heart of Kolkata, India where

lovers could be seen with a packet of groundnuts and peeling them to open
up the romance of first love.



Alan Baker

In the Skull’s House

plutonium isotopes
in the earth’s crust
signal the beginning
she said

we did it

she said

our kiss

is glacial

our lusts

volcanic

our appetites

the equivalent

of an asteroid strike
when leaves speak
and raindrops

on a car’s bonnet
shake in the wind
like little suns

are what arises
passes

and in its passing
peace

of ozone-forming chemicals
causing wistfulness
and a balance

of probabilities

lost in space

over tundra

in hand prints

and smoky animals
tips towards
terrible times
vegetal gloom
foreknowledge of fog
in which fish consider
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the human legacy
and find it wanting

at midsummer

the sky tears itself
out of our hands

and races towards
the house of the skull
where the furniture

is archaic

luminaries hold forth
radiative forcing agents
and she knows

she must set out

to where

each footfall

is an expedition
gracing her mist

and yellow grass

to assess

the adaptive capacity
of human

and natural systems
to enter at midnight
the fallen leaf

the bleached coral
calcified rain
tropospheric

ozone changes

in the skull’s

house she may

stay as long

as she likes

take the floor to argue
the case for intricate
processes involving
ocean currents
ice-cores and ancient pollen
in a language

no-one understands
on the plains



of Siberia

in winter darkness

every sly jack

gains advantage

over the movie channel
by scissors and cunning
evening news deleted
showing ways

foul underfoot

and she has lost

herself above

a cityscape

that sings like stars
whose light

hesitates

and looks embarrassed
at our plight

while the iceberg’s glamour
deposited moraine

and the residue of night
with its elements of ritual
lift and leave her

with a pocketful of rye
seeping into

through carbon sequestration
the disappearing dark
of an endlessly
repeating series

of conversations

but maybe the air

they move through

nor a leafless tree

but maybe the winter

it shrinks from

not the lamp she lit

to reveal

planetary energetics

and the hydrologic cycle
nor the falcon

that the starlings fear
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but maybe its knowledge
and sense of purpose

in a world

that wears us

so lightly

a shrug

might shake

us loose

to apprehend lichen
healing the sycamore’s bark
a goldfinch’s dipping flight
starlings assembling

the evening sky

while she remembers

how the rent-collector
took her silver

in recent geological time



Why Write Poetry Now?

“If I knew the world were going to end tomorrow, I would still plant my
apple trees today” said Martin Luther, expressing a sentiment that might
speak to our current dilemma. Or, we can listen to the Buddha’s teachings,
and let go of attachment to temporary things, to recognise that the planet
we live on, and its rare, but probably not unique system of living organisms,
is a transient phenomenon. As the Diamond Sutra puts it, our world is “like
a flash of lightning in a summer cloud, or a flickering lamp, an illusion, a
phantom, or a dream”. Sitting at my window in a house in a leafy suburb of
an English town, it’s easy to indulge in such consolations. When the
supermarket shelves are empty, and people are queuing in the street for
rations, maybe it won’t be so easy. Still less so if you’re a citizen of
Bangladesh watching your home being swept away by the sea and your
children hungry and homeless. Time to plant apple trees? In fact Martin
Luther never said that, the quote being invented for him in the nineteenth
century, when, in Europe at least, optimism and faith in Progress prevailed,
and the end of civilization was inconceivable.

If I knew the world were going to end tomorrow, I’d seek out my loved
ones; family, friends, neighbours, to attempt to shield them from the worst,
ot to be shielded by them. Or just to be close to them. So that we can love
one another and die, as Auden didn’t say. At times of grief and crisis, we
need others. We’re in that time of crisis now, and poetry is one of the forms
that love and friendship might take. If that seems to be saying that poetry
might be a form of comfort, then yes, it might be a form of comfort. It
doesn’t have to be comforting to do that; I like poetry that shakes me up,
puzzles me, antagonises me, makes me despair, fills me with joy, leaves me
breathless and allows me to wallow in nostalgia. I don’t need all that in the
same poem, but sometimes it happens. That elation at being taken
somewhere by language, that provider of human community, is a comfort.

It seems to me that it’s always worked out badly when a poet attempts to
write for posterity. The best poets in any era have written for their
contemporaries. Or for themselves, and contemporaries have been lucky
enough to eavesdrop. All good poetry is contemporary, whether it was
written five hundred years ago or yesterday. To read and write poetry is to
partake of a community, to see thought in action, to mirror it in text. To
commune with the mind of another, now, not in some imagined future.
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Last night I went to a poetry reading in my home town of Nottingham,
England, in Five Leaves Bookshop — the first independent bookshop to
open in the UK in the twenty-first century. The bookshop has become a
community hub, providing succor (comfort?) in difficult times. The poet
Lisa Samuels gave a reading. Samuels describes a concern of her writing as
“the destructively vanishing horizon of the possibility of civic life for most
people on the planet ...” and says that her poetry “ties in with eco-poetics in
evading despair by paying attention and by making”.

Evading despair might be a way of shielding others and being shielded by
them. Anne Waldman, describing Lisa Samuels’ poetry, could be describing
almost any poetry:

“The astute focus never falters or fades. One thinks of conjuration,
of prophecy where there’s no separation between a green jacket
and the ambiance of an afternoon, and this sure magic will keep us
safe into the future. The world joins itself in an energetic twining of
language, sound, picture, impulse — ... If this is the future, bring it
on.”

If this is the future, then this is the present, held in astute focus; the
planting of apple trees to evade despair, the writing of poetry, paying
attention and making.

Poetry removes the barrier between one mind and another. It won’t reverse
the changes in the carbon cycle that we’ve set in motion, but it might be a
way of partaking in others’ anguish and joy, their anger and laughter and
making it our own. We didn’t choose this world, or to be born into these
times, and poetry might be a compensation for being here. As DH
Lawrence put it, “We’ve got to live, no matter how many skies have fallen”.

December 2017



Carlyle Baker

end of the world series

[Pleasse see following pages]
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Nora Bateson

Without Shields (the voice of change is changing)

There are ancestries and ecologies that are speaking. I am honored when
their voices run through me. Only when my integrity is clean is the
frequency audible. Simplicity is complexity with grace.

To be their vessel: to hold the nourishment, to wear the breath of any
possible future ... is to cast aside the costumes and scripts of excuses for the
damage. The exploitation that has been justified has bled through now. The
language, the status and the authority once wielded to make the vulnerable
quiver, now makes cuckolds of anyone who would stand in for the way
things have been. Time’s up.

So I stand naked, in the fire, alone in the dark night. Warrior-ready to
simply disavow the matrix of materialism. Eyes rolling in disbelief. Once
again the presumption ... the nerve is remarkable. Taking, tricking, claiming
is the perverse providence of anyone who would adopt the stance of the
oppressor. The sociopathic eagerness for wealth, influence, at any cost, is
such a small shoe. No voice of life will speak through that craving mess.

I see now that this work is not daytime. I am walking barefoot through the
glass of broken worlds. I have been training for generations for this. Do not
try to shelter me, my soft tissues hold the fluid of forever. I can hold this
pain with joy, and wash each day with the wholeness of great-great
grandchildren who will one day play here. May they have soil under their
fingernails.
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Tom Beckett

The onset
Of unsettledness.

Masks as
Resonant as

Absence in
Plain sight.

*

The onset
Of slow

Motion demolition.
Vowels becoming

Consonants and

Gradually shattering.

*

The onset
Of consent.

Not something
Resembling it.

*

The onset
Of alternative

Tunings and
Negative space.

*
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The onset
Of trembling.

The onset
Of nearly

Constant anxiety
And fear.

*

The onset
Of precarity.
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Melissa Benham

Six poems from new present time

today we count
out empty lots

tending to steps
as psychic repair

blue  or something falling
especially water

absorbed by iris
by filament & lonely

membranes take them
down into this troublemaker

body boxy unlocked

for casual entry

gave up the mark
& acceded to

dreamless walking
the yard out
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to have created a simple
class of green objects

crowded in
slender stalks

replication by earth is earth
the summer complaint

of everything
is rife & incurable

rotted  teeming
so well forgotten

in advance this city
could not return

to its inhabitants
their sordid window grieving
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memorizing the way
back through the trees

all signals divest
the sun our light

& try to make
out those arrows

spun to no end
all points distracted

by calculation
of longest flight

to shine against blasting
just a little ash & fibers

it



unable to reject
absence of field

of diversion & alias
to say the world

is this or that
because you can

& will  a chronic
forward motion

for cover
of weakness

to link myself in
covet a single line

calmly act as if all
land is blank under

its particles
it’s not
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nothing escapes forgetful
little sprawl dreams itself fast

a transformer of wood
run the joy into

extinguished shapes
in order to stay

were we flawed
varying on time-space

latticework not
the other scar spread

out to day narrowing
down to zeros
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Cross every escapee
the gone forever

splits out the earth’s
side door gladly

inactivated island

spied the shut

down ending its
interference

whose spiriting
goes silent

in the spray ~ narrow
to see it swallow up

the uninhabited trees
axe-makers asunder
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Steve Benson

For the Time Being

Okay, what am I doing here?

Minding my business, but not only.
Knowing my names, but not just.

What was I thinking? What was thinking?

I cannot represent and do not feel a part of “my people,”
nor do these times inspire me to make common cause with “us”
at any cost to my need for and wish for fidelity to everyone.

Whom do I acknowledge, feel, as my community,

my collective sources of identification?

I am thrown back on those who inspire my love and admiration,
my desire, my trust, my wish for affiliation. Why?

One factor of these difficult times, a factor that was already diabolically
influential under previous US administrations, is the dizzying confusion of
pernicious and destructive actions, practices, and non-events that are
reported in any public media and their largely unacknowledged
interrelationships and effects on the lives of people — individuals, family
groups, tribes and collectivities — close to oneself and around the world. I
may try to gaze longer, listen more closely, to those who affirm their right
to learn, care, and share their kindness, on any scale.

We rise to the occasion as we realize, repeatedly, redundantly, that all the
changes that have occurred, that may now occur, and that will occur, all are
interdependent and therefore may affect anyone and likely do affect
everyone — including our fellow non-human species and the capacities of
our planet for life and evolution. With the ever-more-extraordinary
elaborations of statistics, fake news, rhetorical speech acts, and euphemism,
every sense of event is compromised, and limning their relations of cause-
and-effect or sequence and motivations becomes hopelessly disempowered.

So, as world citizens, increasingly we find ourselves rendered not only
passive consumers but functionally performative as drone workers — in
our invisible holding tanks, we keep the system going, without any
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appreciable influence over #s actual consequences. All effort and
movements to compromise consolidated authority appear theoretical and
hypothetical, posited on a more rational, compassionate human matrix of
values and decisions, one somehow guided by collectively asserted will and
consent.

I come to believe (momentarily? or irresistibly? it’s hard to tell) that either
life’s circumstances and organization will soon change drastically and
catastrophically for the better or they will continue to change incrementally
and insidiously for the worse. One may hope that either sort of change, as
its seeming or real inevitability emerges, will be realized without violence,
even while one dreads the many certain forms and effects of violence to
come.

To study on contemporary currents even momentarily is to face the
effusively reported lethality of any clash of cultures or expectations. The
many enumerations of fatality distracts one from registering the depth of
physical and psychological trauma, loss, poverty, and other intimate and
systemic oppressions that occur simultaneously with the killings in any
given news story. A tacit sense that survival is preferable to death abides
within our discourse, but one dreads finding that this may become an
increasingly murky and less sensible calculation. As parents, we may find
that we avoid prematurely grieving for the children who survive us.

Poetry is a refuge in the immediate present, then, for me — my moment of
reading or writing. Poetry hails me, as a partner in this present act, and I
respond, wondering what poetry is, and thinks I am, in inquiry. Such a
moment of uncontested and sometimes irrational sanity is not only
refreshing but centering, vital, and loving. It takes so little force, effort, or
commitment. Like other forms of mindfulness practice, this continuous
present requires only a returning to it, again and again.

It doesn’t occur to me to rule out engagement with this opening of
possibility in personal and interpersonal experience, but I admit it may be a
dangerously at-risk idiom of awareness. The attitude that things are coming
to pass just as they may as well be, as usual, threatens to destroy poetry.

I will write, awed that anyone ever can and will read or hear the result, and
never know (as usual) what they make of it, how it means to them. I will
make my writings as well as I can without assumptions, but with curiosity.
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Chatles Bernstein

The Bluebird of Happiness

Lakeside no one mourns
About the flow of capital
To private vaults just
Off shore from the
Anthropocenes. Tools
In the China cupboard
Will repair only so much
Damage of the damage.
Lakeside there’s no
Time for futile regret
Or nursing grievances
Like the ICU orderly
Who forgets to look
Back. One day when 1
Get famous people will
Stop saying you're gonna
Fall and cry. 1t will

go without saying.
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Anselm Berrigan

Pantoum for the end of the world

I follow selected shadows into prior arrangements
Like dirty snow on that dirty beard dirty Santa orders to go

If you give a moose a space cake, mind the catchy kill-yourself hum
Are you the bent addressee my disquiet desires to mug forever?

Like dirty snow on that dirty bird dirty Santa ordered to go
Every box shoved into the violence necessary to put hands to material

Are you the bent addressee my disquiet desires to mug forever?
Tanaka tee eating sweet meats on tv

Every box shoved into the violence necessary to put hands to material
For the festering helmet of lamp doom playing at systems was obvious

Tanaka tee eating sweet meats on tv
Just fucked up enough to play five-second rule with the grid

For the festering helmet of lamp doom playing at systems was obvious
Do you respect your desire to be admonished internally?

Just fucked up enough to play five-second rule with the grid
One puts the analysis of choice in one’s ones

Do you respect your desire to be admonished internally?
I follow selected shadows into prior arrangements

One puts the analysis of choice in one’s ones
If you give a moose a space cake, mind the catchy kill-yourself hum
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John Bloomberg-Rissman
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It seems to me that, as one of the editors of this thing, I should treat the
questions we asked contributors as if they were a literal questionnaire, and
to try to answer them directly. Or at least as directly as I know how, which,
well, we’ll see. Anything less would be asking more of others than I am
asking of myself. So, without further ado:

How does what we’ve done, what we continne to do, to onr only planet affect what you
write?

I find myself unable to write about anything else. Tho what I do isn’t
exactly writing, it’s closer to collage. Leaving that aside, I feel the need to
drastically explain what I mean by “I find myself unable to write about
anything else.” Writing after Auschwitz, so to speak, does not necessarily
mean limiting one’s writing to descriptions of massive piles of shoes and of
crematoria, it means, to me at least, never writing anything without
acknowledging on some level that every human experience is now and for
as far into the future as I can foresee in the shadow of Auschwitz. Just in
case I need to be clear about this, I am using Auschwitz as a metaphor
because Theodor Adorno’s quote is so well known. There is nothing special
about Auschwitz per se. I could have used the metaphor of the wake, or of
the hold, as do Christina Sharpe and Fred Moten, or any of a number of
others, just as well. I could have said bury my heart at Wounded Knee.

Yet this time is different. The metaphors of late modernity are inadequate
when it comes to what we have done and are continuing to do to the
planet. Because this time we are at the same time those inside the
crematorium, those releasing the Zyklon-B, and also its manufacturer. We
are the slave, the ship’s captain, the ship’s owner, the slaveowner, the
auctioneer (and of course it’s not only Africans who have been enslaved).
Everyone who is at all part of the world economy is killing the world.

I'am well aware how cavalier my use of “we” is. Not everyone is equally
implicated as the villians in the piece. Some, the formerly and the still
colonized, for examples, are just stuffed in the trunk of the car as the
masters of the universe drive it off the cliff. I am using “we” for rhetorical
effect, not for sociopolitical accuracy. So who am I referring to? Do I mean
you, who are reading these words? Do I mean me? Hmmm ... to steal a
phrase from Jerome Rothenberg’s “Cokboy”, could be, could be ... for
more on who “we” are and aren’t, and more about varying degrees of “we”-
ness, see texts like Rob Nixon, Slow VViolence and the Environmentalism of the
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Poor, Davi Kopenawa, The Falling Sky: Words of a Y anomami Shaman, Peter K.
J. Park, Africa, Asia, and the History of Philosophy: Racism in the Formation of the
Philosophical Canon, 17801830, and any number of works by Epeli Hau’ofa,
Donna Haraway, Franz Fanon, Boaventura de Sousa Santos, etc.

This is to admit — no, to emphasize — that not all, not even all who are
part of the world economy, are equally guilty. Billions of people have hands
that are relatively clean. Of course — beyond a a scintilla of a sliver of a
shadow of doubt — the Heartland Institute, which is made up of paid
global warming deniers, and those who pay them on behalf of whom they
lie, are orders of magnitude guiltier than those who live on islands that are
now doomed to go under water because their choice is between electricity
and nothing. Or those who live in refugee camps, just because trucks bring
them food, etc. etc. How guilty are the guiltiest? Well, Edward Teller, of all
people, spoke at the 1959 Energy and Man symposium organized by the
American Petroleum Institute and the Columbia Graduate School of
Business, which more than 300 energy big big bigwigs attended, and told
them that

Whenever you burn conventional fuel, you create carbon dioxide.
[...] The carbon dioxide is invisible, it is transparent, you can’t smell
it, it is not dangerous to health, so why should one worry about it?

Carbon dioxide has a strange property. It transmits visible light but
it absorbs the infrared radiation which is emitted from the earth. Its
presence in the atmosphere causes a greenhouse effect |[...] It has
been calculated that a temperature rise corresponding to a 10 per
cent increase in carbon dioxide will be sufficient to melt the icecap
and submerge New York. All the coastal cities would be covered,
and since a considerable percentage of the human race lives in
coastal regions, I think that this chemical contamination is more
serious than most people tend to believe.

If you haven’t done anything but lie for profit for the past sixty years that’s
pretty fucking guilty.

Nevertheless, I am willing to be rhetorical here. I would prefer that some,
such as No’u Revilla, who you will find later in this book, say, “Now wait a
minute, John, not so fast” than to let anyone who reads these words who
should look in the mirror, not do so.
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Besides, it doesn’t matter which we is responsible for what at this point. On
6 October 2018, just as we’re finishing up editing this anthology, the IPCC
issued a new report. We have 12 years to keep the temperature from rising
more than 1.50 C by 2100. Any more than that and the earth turns into Hell
Planet for billions of people. Massive changes in the way we do everything
are necessary to keep to 1.50. You know and I know that ain’t gonna
happen. No chance. What’s really gonna happen by the end of the century?
A 3-4% world. Sorry, kids. And by kids I mean your kids, my kids and their
kids, for thousands of years. And the next generations of every single
species on earth.

So the present is different because we are now as guilty of what we’ve done
to the future as we are of what we’ve done in the past.

Another way to say what I am trying to say would be to suggest that, in
order to keep it useful, we (or at least I) need to rewrite some lines from
Benjamin’s ninth thesis on history:

A Klee painting named ‘Angelus Novus’ shows an angel looking as
though he is about to move away from something he is fixedly
contemplating. His eyes are staring, his mouth is open, his wings
are spread. This is how one pictures the angel of history. His face is
turned toward the past, which is at the same time the future. Both ways, he
sees one single catastrophe which keeps piling wreckage and hurls it
in front of his feet. The angel would like to stay and make whole
what has been and what will be smashed. But a storm is blowing in
from Paradise; it has got caught in his wings with such a violence
that the angel can no longer close them. The storm irresistibly
propels him he knows not where, while the pile of debris before him
grows skyward. This storm is what we call ... what we used to call ...
now we don’t know what to call it, really.

This double knowledge, that we are as hemmed in by a nightmare future as
much as we are by a nightmare past (to rewrite Marx, “all dead and future
generations weigh like a nightmare on the brains of the living”), is (since it
has infected my entire being) present in all my work.

When you think about the future, and potential readers, or the lack of same, how does
that affect what you write?
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As best I can tell, I write for the living. I can’t even imagine what to say to
those who come after besides I am so sorry. Which I hope my work also
says in case someone happens to find it and read it, somewhere down the
road. I find a lot of freedom in this, in the sense I don’t have the burden of
writing for what Walter Pater called “the paradox of posthumous fame.” I
also find the ridiculousness of writing at all liberating. I can just ... blow my
old lonesome horn, to quote Robert Johnson’s “Walking Blues.” At the
same time, I have to acknowledge that I am somehow dependent on a “yet
to come,” which is a concept from Abdellatif Laabi’s, “Chronicle of the
Citadel of Exile.” It was written from prison:

Write.

Impossible to do otherwise. I have racked my brains about this
need which has taken me over. For such a long time now. And
which means that the reality before me is always dependent on
another reality, yet to come. (in Laabi’s In Praise of Defeat, tr. Donald
Nicholson-Smith)

If you were to say to me, well, this was written from prison, prisoners need
a “yet to come,” why do I need one? I'd say I usually write as if I am I am
sending a letter to one or another particular friend. But, riffing on the
prison thing, without in any way making light of the plight of those in
actual jails and prisons, everyone on this post-Holocene planet which now
has CO2 levels that haven’t been seen since the Pliocene (3-5 million years
ago) 1s in a prison of sorts. Call it The Blue Marble All Gaia Security
Housing Unit. To which each and every one of us is sentenced for life. No
possibility of parole or escape. Tom Cohen, for one, writes brilliantly about
those who are sharpening spoons to dig their way out. See the essay of his
we have included in this book. Personally, I think those (Elon Musk, Jeff
Bezos, Richard Branson, etc. — is it a coincidence they are all boys?) who
think a viable prison break possible (keyword “viable”) are more than a
little bit delusional .... I mean, they might get there, wherever there is, but
then what? They’ll just be in another wing of the SHU, and in even worse
lockdown there than we (“the remnant”) will be here.

And yet. Let me quote at some length (while eliminating her parenthetical
sources, which are unintelligible without her bibliography) from Adeline
Johns-Putra, “Borrowing the World: Climate Change Fiction and the
Problem of Posterity” (which I found at Academia.edu):
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I speak of the life of a man who knows that the world is not given
by his fathers, but borrowed from his children; who has undertaken
to cherish it and do it no damage, not because he is duty-bound,
but because he loves the world and loves his children. (Wendell
Berry, The Unforeseen Wilderness: An Essay on Kentucky’s Red River
Gorge)

In 1971, activist-author Wendell Berry, writing about the Red River
Gorge in his beloved Kentucky, invoked the trope of a natural
wortld not granted by our forebears but on loan from our
descendants — the biosphere held in trust, as it were, for
generations to come. The re-publication of part of Berry’s work in
Audnbon magazine soon after led to a misattribution of them to
John James Audubon, and, in 1973, when Dennis Hall, an official
at Michigan’s Office of Land Use, adapted them without citation,
he was erroneously credited also. Similarly, Australian Environment
Minister Moses Cass’s use of it in a speech to the OECD in 1974
meant that the adage has sometimes been ascribed to him. From
the 1980s onwards, the phrase was quoted in speeches and
reprinted on book-jackets and in report by-lines — by, among
others, representatives of the United Nations Environment
Programme and the World Wildlife Fund. Paul and Anne Ehrlich
attributed it to the International Union for the Conservation of
Nature and an article in the Christian Science Monitor assigned it to
environmentalist Lester Brown of the Worldwatch Institute. The
Los Angeles Times asserted that it was an Amish saying, United States
Secretary of State James Baker named Ralph Waldo Emerson as its
author, and the United States Council on Environmental Quality
claimed the source to be Chief Seattle.

I have described these mis-attributions in detail not simply to offer
an object lesson in the portability of provenance, but to suggest
that this pithy aphorism has been so durable, so willingly and
wishfully assigned to a range of wise and venerable sources, because
it strikes a deep and resonant chord. The idea that our relationship
with the biosphere is automatically a matter of posterity is a
powerful one |[...]

It is, for example, what gives especial power to British poet Ruth
Padel’s haunting climate change poem ‘Slices of Toast’, an effective



piece of environmentalist poetry thanks to its evocation of the
poet’s child. The poem’s lyrical description of environmental crisis
is occasioned by a warm winter’s day that is ‘almost too warm’; it
begins with memories of the colder winters of childhood and ends
with worries about the future world. Anxieties about disruptions in
ocean flows, melting polar icecaps, and deadly weather events segue
into the poet’s memory of events at a public lecture by
environmentalist James Lovelock: ‘A woman in the auditorium
asks: If all you say | is true, what should we be teaching onr children?, to
which Lovelock’s deflated and defeated response is simply I don’t
know. 1 really don’t know’ (emphasis in original). All this then turns
out to be addressed, along with a final, unanswerable plea, to the
poet’s daughter. For if; indeed, all Lovelock says is true, then, ‘the
only answer is commando skills. / Fight to the death for any high
ground you’re standing on / my darling’ (emphasis in original).
Importantly (as shall subsequently become apparent), the poet
acknowledges the small-mindedness of this ‘terrible readiness / to
worry about your own family first’; yet, she cannot help, in the
poem’s poignant last lines, but ‘think #zy daughter, my daughter, | how
is she going to deal with this? (emphasis in original).

As Johns-Putra notes, Lee Edelman and others have critiqued this
“reproductive futurism.” Without getting into that, I do think that even
Edelman writes with the belief (hope?) that their work will be read. Which
means a “posterity” of some sort ...

One of the contributors to this feature wrote me and said, “Given how you
and Richard Lopez state it in your invitation, there probably is no point in
writing poetry or anything else ...” My return email included the following
response: “... while we are alive, however battered, there will always be a
place for poetry ... I don’t think Essie Parrish needed a guaranteed future in
order to keep walking and walking ... and I definitely know her friend Mabel
McKay didn’t ... as Mabel said, we’re going to burn, but in the meantime,
we do the best we can.” When I added that I wrote for the living, he
replied, “I also write for the living, including myself of course, though on
particular occasions I think of the poetry as a conduit for the dead,

not to them so much as from them.” At that point, I was struck with this
thought: how sad it will be when we finally do go extinct, no one will be left
to act as a conduit for the dead (in Benjaminian terms, even the potential
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for a “weak messianic power” will have come to an end). How dead will we
all be then? We will be dead as dead can be. That left me feeling very sad.

Under these circumstances, do you ever wonder why you write?

No. Yes. No. A long time ago I came across or made up the phrase, “the
way of poetry is immortal.” Emphasis not on poetry, but on “the way.”
Whether immortal was the right word or not, the point was, and for me still
is, it’s a way of being in the world, it’s a way of doing in the world. When I
was seventeen, an Event took place, a revelation, that this was #y way of
being and doing in the world. Badiou would be proud of me, since ever
since that day, I’ve been utterly faithful to it.

How does all this mafke you feel?

Sad. Angry. Anxious. Depressed. And guilty, very guilty. But then again,
since Herbert Huncke’s “guilty of everything” has a/ways rung true to me, as
has Curtis Mayfield’s “If there’s a hell below, we’re all going to go” I kind
of think that the “end of the world” has just intensified my guilty feeling.
Being a human has had me feeling that way for a long time now, decades
and decades. Tho I love many individuals, we’ve always been a shit species
and have always fucked things up.

What keeps you going?

My animal vitality, which just keeps chugging in spite of everything (from
my lips to Your ears, as they say). Therefore I still make things out of
language, because that’s my jam. I feel so alive when I do it. And we still
have to live, I mean, I still want to live. I briefly quoted Mabel McKay
above. Here’s the whole quote:

“Everybody’s going to burn,” Mabel said. “That’s what I see now.”
She was looking at the very dry, late September hills near Highway
80, just east of Fairfield. We were on our way back to the Rumsey
Wintun Reservation, where Mabel was living at the time, after she’d
given a talk to several students and faculty at Stanford University
about her doctoring and basket-weaving. It was late in the day, early
evening, and the thick autumn light had turned the hills ocher red.
The ocher red color no doubt called up her Dream. She’d talked a
lot about her Dream lately, and I knew enough to know what she
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was referencing: her vision of what would happen near the end of
the world as we know it. ““Everything’s going to go dry’, Spirit said.
‘No water going to be anywhere.”” “What can we do?” I asked.
“How do we live?” Mabel began laughing, chuckling to herself out
loud. “That’s cute,” she said, then, mocking me, repeated, “What
do we do now? How do we live?” I was used to her making fun of
me, of my countless questions — as used as I was to her talk of
Dreaming. “No, seriously,” I countered. “If the world’s going to
dry up and burn, what do we do?” She turned to me, took a
moment to make sure she had my attention, then she answered,
plainly, “You live the best way you know how, what else?” (Greg
Sarris, 2013 preface to his Mabel McKay: Weaving the Dream (McKay,
b.1907, was a Pomo Indian))

Tommy Pico, on whose Kumeyaay land I find myself living these days, may
be right to have written, in Junk, that ‘Ppl are too busy callin themselves
‘poets’ to notice the canary died” ... he’s right about that. Besides, “I'm
scared / I don’t know how to take it all the way” (Blaise Cendrars, “The
Prose of the Trans-Siberian’, tr. Ron Padgett) ... but I'm taking it as far as I
can. Writing is living the best way I know how. That may say a lot about me
which isn’t very flattering. But that’s who I am. Besides, I don’t see any
point in stopping, of, better, as Van Morrison put it, “It’s too late to stop
now.” Sometimes, back in the day, he’d follow that up with a Rockettes-
style kick. What good would stopping do? What difference did it make that
his leg barely got as high as his waist?
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Daniel Borzutzky

The Performance of Becoming Human

On the side of the highway a thousand refugees step off a school bus and
into a sun that can only be described as “blazing.”

The rabbi points to the line the refugees step over and says: ““That’s where
the country begins.”

This reminds me of Uncle Antonio. He would have died had his tortured
body not been traded to another country for minerals.

Made that up.
This is a story about diplomatic protections.

The refugees were processed through Austria or Germany or maybe
Switzerland.

Somehow they were discovered in some shit village in some shit country by
European soldiers and taken to an embassy where they were promptly
bathed, injected with vaccines, interrogated, etc.

Their bodies were traded by country A in exchange for some valuable
natural resource needed by country B.

There was only one gag, says the rabbi, as he tucks his children into bed. So
the soldiers took turns passing the filthy thing back and forth between the
mouths of the two prisoners. The mother and son licked each othet’s
slobber off the dirty rag that had been in who knows how many other
mouths.

You love to write about this, don’t you?

I am paid by the word for my transcriptions. Just one more question about
the gag.
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He wants to know what color the gag was, what it was made of, how many
mouths had licked it. Hundreds, thousands, tens of thousands?

They used their belts to bind them by the waist to the small cage they were
trapped in.

Everything reminds me of a story about an ape captured on a boat by a
group of European soldiers who showed him how to become human by
teaching him how to spit and belch.

Everything is always about the performance of becoming human.

Observing a newly processed refugee, the rabbi says: “I have seen those
blue jeans before.”

At times like this, he thinks: I can say just about anything right now.
This is, after all, a bedtime story for the end of the world:

I am moving beneath the ground and not sleeping and trying to cross the
border from one sick part of the wotld to another.

But where is the light and why does it not come in through your bloody
fingers?

You hold your bloody fingers before my eyes and there is light in them but
I cannot see it.

You say: There are countries in my bloody fingers. I am interested in the
borders.

Or: I am interested in the gas chambers in your collapsible little fingers.
You put them to my face and I see your hands open and in them I see a
thick wall and a sky and an ocean and ten years pass and it is still nighttime

and I am falling and there are bodies on the ground in your bloody hands.

Think about the problem really hard then let it go and when you least
expect it a great solution will appear in your mind.
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The broken bodies stand by the river and wait for the radiation to trickle
out of the houses and into their skin.

They stand under billboards and sniff paint and they know the eyes that
watch them own their bodies.

A more generous interpretation might be that their bodies are shared
between the earth, the state and the bank.

The sentences are collapsing one by one and the bodies are collapsing in
your bloody hands and you stitch me up and pray I will sleep and you tell
me of the shattered bus stops where the refugees are waiting for the buses
to take them to the mall where they are holding us now and there is a man
outside our bodies making comments about perspective and scale and light
and there is light once more in your bloody fingers.

All T see is the sea and my mother and father falling into it.
Again? That’s like the most boring image ever.

The water is frozen and we are sleeping on the rocks and watching the
cows on the cliff and you tell me they might fall and break open and that
sheep and humans and countries will fall out of them and that this will be
the start of the bedtime story you will tell me on this our very last night on
earth.

Come closer, you say, with your eyes.

Move your bloody face next to mine and rub me with it. We are dying from
so many stories. We are not complete in the mind from so many stories of
burning houses, missing children, slaughtered animals. Who will put the
stories back together and who will restore the bodies? I am working
towards the end but first I need a stab, a small slice. The stories they are
there but we need a bit more wit. We need something lighter to get us to
the end of this story. Did you hear the one about the guy who picked up
chicks by quoting the oral testimonies of the illiterate villagers who watched
their brothers and sisters get slaughtered?

Or:
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Andalé andalé arriba arriba welcome to Tijuana you cannot eat anymore
barbecued iguana.

Have you met Speedy Gonzales’ cousin?

His name is Slow Poke Rodrigues.

En espafol se llama Lento Rodrigues.

He’s a drunk little fucking mouse.

His predator, the lazy cat baking in the sun, thinks he will taste good with
chili peppers but there’s something I forgot to tell you. Slow Poke always

pack a gun and now he’s going to blow your flabbergasted feline face off.

It was 1987 and my friends from junior high trapped me on the floor and
mashed bananas in my face and sang: It’s no fun being an illegal alien!

The puddy cat guards the AJAX cheese factory behind the fence, right
across the border.

The wetback mice see the gringo cheese.
They smell the gringo cheese.
Your gringo cheese it smells so good.

They need Speedy Gonzales to get them some ripe, fresh, stinky gringo
cheese.

Do you know this Speedy Gonzales, asks one of the starving wetback mice.

I know him, Speedy Gonzales frens with my seester (mice laugh). Speedy
Gonzales frens with everybody’s seester.

Ha ha ha the little border-crossing, sneak-fucking mouses think it’s cute
that they’re invading our culture to steal our cheese but it don’t make a
difference because you and I (cue the rhythm and blues) we are taking a
stroll on the electrified fence of love cause I feel a little Southern
Californian transnational romance coming on right about now.
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I feel like Daniel from the Karate Kid because I too once had a Southern
Californian experience where I wasn’t aware 1 was learning ancient Japanese
secrets when I was waxing on and waxing off and I am with you Mr. Miyagi
in Reseda.

I am with you Mr. Miyagi in Pasadena.

And I am with you Mr. Miyagi at the All Valley Karate tournament.

And I am with you Mr. Miyagi in Okinawa where you went in Karate Kid 11
to meet your long lost girlfriend when you discovered that she wasn’t

married off when she was just a teenager to your fiercest Okinawan rival.

And I am with you Mr. Miyagi in Tijuana where it’s murder and diarrhea
and always kinda kinky.

But seriously, friends:
What do you make of this darkness that surrounds us?

They chopped up two dozen bodies last night and today I have to pick up
my dry cleaning.

In the morning I need to assess student learning outcomes as part of an
important administrative initiative to secure the nation’s future by providing

degrees of economic value to the alienated, urban youth.

So for now hasta luego compadres and don’t worry too much about the
bucket of murmuring shit that is the unitedstatesian night.

What does it say? What does it say? What do you want it to say?
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Lake Michigan, Scene 5

The beach falls

So they say

The infected beach falls sky downwards

The city falls under the astral balls

The city sways from one side of the street to the other
The infected beach whines and screeches

The exhaustion of anticipating collapse

The infected beach falls next to another infected beach

The city is bored with forgetting that the chase for victims is not supposed
to be boring

The city takes the first shot and the beach crumbles
We don’t speak as they shoot or we’re beaten

We don’t cry as they shoot or we’re beaten

The police photograph the dying beach before it sinks
The beach gets closer to the bottom

The beach falls and falls and the city tells us that from now on our names
are no longer our names

The city screams to the dying beach ~ Stop! Being! Dead!
The city empties its glocks into the beach and weeps

The city lights candles sings ceremonial songs to commemorate its own
death
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The story begins and ends with the infected beach collapsing
Because the beach is dead the city can now love itself

Because the beach is dead the city can now see itself as a helpless victim of
history

The waves are howling

The sand is howling

We cheer for the dying beach because if we don’t cheer the city beats us
It starves us

It shoves septic things into our noses and mouths

The city keeps smashing the dying beach

Smashing and smashing till the sand and the rocks are obliterated

It says to the dying beach don’t die we love you so much

But the beach keeps dying

And the city keeps shooting it

And we pray that when the sun comes up we will have another beach
And I pray that when the sun comes up I will have another body

After Plato threw the poets out of The Republic some were sent to
countries where they kill you and others were sent to countries where they
couldn’t give a fuck about the stupid shit poets have to say

The dying beach switls in the wind

A creek grows out of the sand but it’s quickly exterminated

The middle of the story keeps asking to become the end
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But form cannot contain the burden of the dying beach
There are no rocks to sit on anymore

There are only dead fish ash  holes where once there was sand
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Lake Michigan, Scene 6

The golden sand of Lake Michigan was here

The chromium spilled from the US Steel plant in Portage, Indiana was here
The raw sewage was here

The animal waste was here

The waters that in the sunlight reminded Simone de Beauvoir of silk and
flashing diamonds were here

The seagulls were here

The liquid manure was here

The birds colonized by E.coli were here

The police removing the homeless bodies on the beach were here

The police removing the illegal immigrants on the beach were here

The police beating the mad bodies on the beach were here

The public hospitals were not here and the police had nowhere to take the
sick ones to so they kicked them in the face  handcuffed them and took
them to jail

A woman screamed and the external police review board heard nothing

No one heard the woman screaming and no one saw the children vomiting

No vomiting children wrote the external review board no dead or
decaying animals

The members of the external police review board belong to the Democratic
party and they love to play with their children on the beach
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They belong to the ACLU and they love to play with their pets on the
beach

They volunteer at their kids’ schools and they don’t believe in the bones of
the disappeared

The pigs colonized by E.coli were here
The cattle colonized by E.coli were here
The humans colonized by E.coli were here

The police were here and they murdered two boys and the external police
review board saw nothing
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The Private World
Did you hear the one about the man they found torched in a garbage can
The police shoved a gas-soaked gag in his mouth and lit a match

The psychiatrists came quickly to counsel the police officers who were
required to set the body on fire

They fed them the appropriate medications, soothed them with the
appropriate words, taught them the proper techniques to heal themselves
so that they might be able to survive their minds in the murmurs of the
rotten carcass economy

Hello. What talks to you at night?

Are you haunted by the voices of the immigrants who suffocated in a truck
abandoned on the side of the Arizona highway?

The driver locked them in the back and went off to have a few drinks at the
Bar of Good Fortune in Maricopa County

He didn’t mean to be gone for sixteen hours

He didn’t mean to drink so much he passed out and left them in a truck
with no air or water

Oh well

Only a couple died

Ugly people

Actually, he said, I prefer my nightmares with a more urban twist
Meet B

He was shot 7 times at the bus stop last month

Stupid hair
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It looked like all the other hair and the shooter thought it was J’s hair
They shot him 7 times

Did you hear the one about the refugees who could make the bus stop
explode?

The refugees were waiting at the bus stop for the bus to transport them
from one detention center to another

They were from New Orleans
They were from Mexico

They were from Rwanda, Iraq, Eritrea, Chicago, Detroit, Sudan,
Guatemala, El Salvador, Cuba, Kazakhstan, Syria, etc.

They were from my neighborhood and when they came to your
neighborhood their bodies appeared as field