i carry a rock the sun so i almost as if it
in my pocket i picked it up 1is living or it
just picked up to remind me 1is alive but it
outside i call to write tis 1is cold now and
it fool s gold because this the room is not
not because it rock is warm properly 1lit so
looks like one hot even and the reflections
but because it it s warm in are missing not
was shining in my pocket g quite sure if maybe like a lichen it

* did you want forms a relation
to do this as ship in kind
a conversation with the sun

not necessarily
i was hoping we

could talk thru > dear loved one i am writing from
a few thoughts the depths of the labyrinth which
i had just till Library
i get a grip provides great amounts of reading
grasp material but virtually no writing
i was wondering implement yet a
perhaps if you i mean great deal of writing
i mean material to fuel my frustration i
i think i know have not yet seen another soul &
what you are sa i am beginning to wonder if there
i don t think you do i think you are just pr really is anyone else here not to
please don t > dear loved one say that i can be certain of that
talk over me i finally foun since i have not seen an edge nor
it really d a way to com an end to this bottom less column
feels b municate with end less
lit y ou i t mayn end less
tle ot b perfect b end less
ing ut it it s a ¢ end less
i C cccc  ccccecc end less
ccc ccconnectc end less
i end less
end less
end less
end less
end less
i m sorry here i think w end less
e are back onl end less
ine i min a s end less
end less
end less
i really am so will you just endless
i endless endless endless endless
i endless endless endless endless
just wanted to end less end less end less end
know more about end less end lessend lessendles
what you were sendlessendlessendlessendless
saying earlier send less send
send send send
about send send
binaries send
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" madness
the monster
whom
iv e seen and whose

fear mongering delight
turned anger into

loathing
madness
depressed
sad
spirit of the night i i Sy rip 2 few pages of
fed a book that caught my attention i
you with care know that there r countless other
and
love
and
nurture
madness whom ive slept copies that are granted less than
with
you knee me in the gut
breath cut perfect copies never the same wrd
spit your gum four wrd wrd wrd wrd
in my face i like to compare the differences
and held my shoulder w when i find a similar book i am b
one hand to punch me w ginning

the other between neck
and jaw behind the ear
all ths while shouting you Sl ucker you

why won t you
punch
me
i didn t mean
to push you away i just feel so
cornered
when mirror neurones senoruen rorrim
you
act
1
i we are in a so
k rtoftelegrapho
e perated by ele
ctrical impuls
it felt mean it felt mean es we came upw
so mean so mean with a way oft
tttttransmittt
6'r‘isking confusion as to the voice it is inevitable that your my role is then to guide
and the role that subjectivity would present you through some of the
i will take on what otherwise one itself to the opportunity scattered and salvaged
calls a narrator yet i hope i am not stepping out of lineof gaining selfishly or of pieces and help you with
in calling myself that aspect of reinforcing consolidating piecing them together in
yourself that you find within the building rebuilding its your own self serving
fragments transmissions stories identity to that purpose model for now at least
there is a cosmology that every
poet alludes to in the very f.act one day you woke me up
of writing simultaneous and prior with the heels of your
to its repeated written inception shoes dug up deep into
poet or the greek poietes has its my palms and burned my
initial roots in the verb poiein temple scorched with
which in the middle voice between the hot amber tip of a
passive and active a type of un cigarette i didn t
accountable voice it may mean to even know you smoked
consider whilst in active voice
it means to make suggesting that a poem is the space needed for its own consideration autopoesis

Your eyes fall upon more text and it is not with slight reluctance that you read on. You immediately notice the change in
step, the fall in rhythm; but also odd similarities between the texts.

'"Words occasionally line up,' you hear yourself speaking in the void, as if speaking to someone beforerﬁééffiyﬁ% that there is
no one to speak to and even if there were there is nothing to speak of.

Y o turns your utterance and for the first time you notice the space around you. You try

again and yet again they end up clumped together washed up on the:

SHORES OF A TIDAL ECHO
(a screenplay)

written by

You

EXT. MASELINE PORT, SHORES OF TIDAL ECHO — DUSK

YOU travels a certain distance from the end of the pier into the crippling frozen mist of PIER 13. YOU is aware of the warm
enclosure that breathes fire YOU just left behind. YOU is aware of this despite the fact that YOU's attention is focused
undividedly focused on the quiet revving noise at the end of the pier. A SILHOUETTE forms in the flickers of the flames, still
piercing through the fog.

I would hate you coming any closer.

YOu
(hesitant)
Good evening.

A nearby foghorn manages to blow the SILHOUETTE's words in the winds whilst a strong gush throws YOU's somewhere to the East.
The SILHOUETTE — casually forming and unforming with the ever brighter flame flickers in the ever dying evening light — does
not seem to turn around or answer. YOU is apprehensive in calling again and wonders why would YOU even try to approach a
strange figure in the falling dark under a thick blanket of fog.

Here words travel.

A distant voice sounds whispered close and YOU is able to PREBERiIZE it as if coming from behind and slightly to the left, just
off pier, out at sea. A tall wave of terror passes through YOU and the tidal rip pulls you towards the offing. YOU is lost at
sea. A distant memory recalls the SILHOUETTE is YOU. Here the script starts to lose its original intended quality and... wait,
just a moment.

Let us step away but for one moment. Step.
Step.
Step.
Step.
Step.

Stop.
Where do you come from?

At this moment another story is about to begin.

I come from just a story ago.
Let us sit back and enjoy the theatre.

And you made it right across?

Never mind, tell me:

Did you read any of the others?
The characters are getting introduced.

I did.

I heard them.

Sounds like background static.

Until you Listen.

Is this a new story we are part of?
Are they supposed to be talking about this?

We seem to be.

We are trapped.

In an endless string of them.

How do we get out?

Have you noticed any patterns?
We do gpglegize to the audience,

ha, thev are getting clo

this seems like trouble
oh.
are they supposed to know this?

they are starting to figure it out
only a few more steps now to piece it together

for the confusion created tonight. We will, naturally, reimburse

Can you hear that?

Yes.

They are trying to interfere.
We are being listened to.

Have you noticed any patterns?

Yes.

That is the key.
Which one did you find most significant?

Words occasionally line up.
Do you think they form a code?

I wondered the same thing.
Why else would we receive all these fragments?
It got very quiet very fast.

We have to part.

I am playing my part.
I hear you poorly.
I also think I am getting taller.

-hy d- y-u sa- th-t?
Everything is getting smaller.
Yo- al-o m-y be g-in- fur--er aw-y.

I think you are cutting out.

Wait a minute, I don't know who you are.

= == =0U:..

- page 42 -

You
When did you arrive?

You
About a month before you did.
There was someone when I got
here that had already twice
my age and had gone insane.

You
From the voices?

You
From hearing the voices for
however many years, yes.

(beat)
But you came here to tell
me something, didn't you?

You
I found a pattern within
the stories. I came across
it when I started drawing
a map of the narrations.

You
May I see it?

YOU
Just a moment.
(suddenly agitated)

-
diagrammatic <N
seems to suggest
Ao -
c“ommunications
between NN
worlds
open up.
that since words
eternally th be able

"to travel between worlds'

The rest of the stone column inscription is badly eroded and its legibility does not pertain to YOU's already impaired
perception. You seem to be convinced that you discovered some sort of pattern.
This is not a statement in the script, I'm addressing you directly.
I hear you like it when words line up
do you know how ridiculous it is
to observe that as a pattern and also
to believe that it would hold the key
to a puzzle you have yet to solve and
the solution of which allows you and,
it seems, only you of all the you you
have already encountered are bestowed
with this great gift of Llexiconautics

YOu
There 1is no use.
I cannot make out the inscription.
(beat)
I feel like I am at my wit's end...

don t give up on me now we are not there yet we are not done here all of this has to fit together somehow otherwise why even
the existence of this place have you never wondered this for all this time you have been here you have not for once thought of
the reason of your being here you only had your thoughts of escaping blind

space a large node in a vast and dense network of communication you cannot begin to imagine because of the simple fact that
you yourself are an element of that imagination a spark that can travel its way up and down the branches carrying no
information but a single impulse a focused thought of no importance other than its own continued existence and the blissful
ignorance of not reallizdhggits fragmentary contribution to something larger than the sum of all its components and intentions
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| MAP | FOOTNOTES

' I sank into the mo(uld)lten sand and allowed it to take the shape of

my body. I felt both tiny — protected and embraced by the beach and
impressed if only temporarily in its sand — and enormous, as if a million
tiny sand grain sized people gathered to watch the crater left by a
beached creature washed up on their bay.

To ground myself further, I placed five heavy stones:

one on the forehead | headstone
one on the chest | heartstone
one on the stomach | bowlstone
one for the moon hand | wmoonstone
one for the sun hand | sunstone

I learned this technique by observing a French kid doing the ritual whilst
on a school trip in Dixcart Bay, Island of Sark.

I noticed that the pressure from the weighty stone punctuated key areas of
my body, where most nerves (otherwise 'worries') were accumulated, the
homunculus awaken.

Slight movements of the forehead relieve stress.

Deep breaths calm the nerves an lower anxiety levels.

My heart beats just below the heartstone, making it vibrate.
The palm stones create a sense of safety and support.

Focus.

This was around the first time I started thinking about the importance of
touch and being touched and how that can be achieved in isolation.

I cried myself to sleep and woke up holding my one hand with the other.

%> What happens to a writer in solitary
perpetuity trapped in Jorge Louis
Borges' universe of 'Biblioteca de
Babel?' This thought process emerged
from the premise of the writer's access
to every word, syllable and phoneme
that has ever or will ever have been
written and, at once, the lack of
material implements and a stifling
pressure to create something unique if
everything that can be created already
exists.

> What I find fascinating about neurones is that, despite
their crucial role in the transport of information, the
cell itself contains no data. The soma does contain
neurotransmitters required in the information exchange
process, but the impulse necessary to release these travels
through a single output. The neurone fires or not, and it
is the vastly dense network that it is attached to that
contributes to the chain reaction that generates movement,
thought, speech — anything that our bodies are capable of.
In this sense, I like to imagine the soma as a
sophisticated organic telegraph pole. Would a lone
telegraph operator be able to translate their language into
a pattern of repeat impulses to create language and
communication with the exterior world?

* Can one create a sense of isolation through dialogue?

> A fragment of a different story I started writing under the premise of a
co-dependent relationship between a person who is abusive and one who is
self-destructive to illustrate my own struggling relationship with
depression and the secrets we share in keeping them from others.

® The particular styling of this text is a prolonged and deliberate attempt at escaping the intrinsic (implied) linearity of
writing within the particular constraints of a monospaced typeface and a rectangular format. This was a six months long
exercise that took place over the course of researching and producing this text. Over this period, I tried creating rules to
develop the style — largely based on free poets of the Beat period Greenwich Village (and Walt Wiltman) and later focused on
a stream of unconscious exploration of the performative (aural/somatic) aspect of the text. In all the e mails and texts
I had to write, I would impose on myself that I would write this way:
some rules | no capitals, no punctuation, monospacing, single size
| similar words and words of the same length line up
| word positioning is an emotional not semantic intention
| the text is to be performed whilst written (important)
| the fingers must run free with the mind (important)

The length of the words confer a certain shape to paragraphs and fragments come together in unexpected ways. The text is
designed to be printed out on a thermal paper roll and performed as it emerges. In this cascade of lines, time has no
linearity. Fragments happen all at once and yet they can be read in certain chronological/hierarchical patterns. Scrolling
down, they briefly come in and out of existence as the same performer has to play different roles, thus different aspects of
themselves.

An abrupt change in the style of writing, just before the script, marked the end of my six-month long writing exercise with
my suspicion that it may have been the constraints of the writing that were changing my thoughts and not vice versa.



