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i’m a little fruit fly
come
to take a peep at you



A FOREWORD

i sit in a room, the bass pounding from beneath. pounding and pounding with ever greater

intensity. 1 feel the bass on my spine, it travels up to my ear and my head.
1 cannot bear it.

1 walk downstairs. knock. ask to turn the music down, to turn the bass down and yet i know

that when 1 get back to mine, it will be even louder.

1 sit in the palpitating flat and try to gather my thoughts, a part of me shut down some time
ago. if 1 were asked to point to which part specifically, 1 would say the superior craniofrontal
lobe. only i guess there’s no such thing. it’s not even about that. because it is something more
ephemeral that has shut down. yesterday, as i was showering, the shower head in one hand, it
felt as if i had three hands. except that the right hand appeared to be disengaged. the engaged
hand was the one that was not there. you might say, then, that i have interchangeable bodies.
fluid. hands latch onto me and the lights in my head dim. i think about that as the bass

swallows me whole and shuts down near all my functions.

1 am become looking and i think about what it would be like to flee my body, what it would
be like to glue myself to the underside of a table and to inhabit eavesdropping. isn’t that a
nicer idea than being caged inside a human? the bass and i melt into one another. i am

another’s rap, another’s music, i belong to the downstairs neighbour now.

glued to the table, i cease thinking altogether and everything around begins to talk to me. i
didn’t expect the tile on the stove to have so much to say. a cosmic communiqué? i wouldn’t
be so sure.

the buzzer buzzes. my friend has come round. they are not a tile now, evidently. at the same
time, it is hard to fix precisely what their form is today. they never say all that much, it’s why

1 spend the whole time prattling away.

we drink tea and take in the space. discuss how the sofa is aligned. i find satisfaction in the

doorscape, they in the windowscape.

when they leave, i turn into dinner. it is an awfully boring day, i turn into laundry, i turn into a
walk with the dog.

on the walk, it turns out inhabiting the bass wasn’t that bad after all. i gaze into the water a

moment, a long moment. now i should have to describe exactly what it is i see.

i see a bit of light and a bit of crumpled waves. i could gulp down that water whole. such a

preposterous thirst washes over me. 1 don’t really understand dimensional space, i don’t



entirely buy that somewhere i end and here 1 begin. i grasp at my face and my nose falls off.

no sweat, i can live without a nose.

when my leg falls off, that will be a little bit worse because then i won’t be able to walk.
worse would be if my house disappeared. or my nearest and dearest. i could get by without a
bike. without thoughts of my own, even. then i could adopt someone else’s. or live in empty

space and great joyfulness.

1 walk along noseless and see the somewhat incredulous looks i get. there are a few upsides to

not having a nose, a few downsides too.

1°d like to tell them there’s nothing to worry about, because tomorrow i might not have a head

or fingers, and neither might they. but they wouldn’t believe me. so i keep schtum.

when 1 get back to the bass-filled flat, i break my body down into pieces. put my arms and
legs to bed. arms and legs like to be well-rested because they have to walk and move things,
hands grabbing never-endingly. legs have to twist and turn, put one in front of the other, have
to carry an entire frame. 1 cream them with cream, night night sleep tight. the calves like it.

the fingers caress me gratingly.

1 tackle my hair next. placing one then the other on a tray in the kitchen. i do it wilfully
because it seems unhygienic, but spectacular. tomorrow 1 will regret it, because there will be
hair in my breakfast. then i will count them one by one and note down how many hairs
bought it today. keeping a tally of sorts. the worst are the ones from my breakfast and the
ugly ones in the ketchup. remarkable are the bristling growth spurts once a season, no

different than my dog’s.

the hairs unwind, sprawled out in the kitchen. then i can turn my sights on myself. detaching
my eyeballs. ripping out my ears like a telephone cable in the movies. giving it some welly
when you’re feeling frazzled. rip — and bye bye music. the spinal shiver remains. 1 like being
a spine, but not today. nails i lay out like the scales of a fish. then all 1 do is remove my
thoughts.

and 1 can be a plank again. i’ve got planking when i want to plank down to a t. before, 1 was
planked without my consent or my involvement, and it was a nightmare. imagine it, sitting in
a plank for days or years on end. perhaps growing poorer or thinner, not paying any more
bills.

1 plank all night long, maybe someone will come by again tomorrow and pull the human out
of me. 1’1l have to assemble myself like a camp bed, to break myself down. wonder who my
friend will be tomorrow. or maybe someone else will pop round. today, my friend was
something resembling the thatch atop a rural cottage. i decided against telling them. they

were a little damp inside, they’re a few tiles short of a roof. i don’t know if chatting about the



sofa did us any good. i like them when they remind me of something else. it gives them a

radiant disposition.

1’d rather have wheels if i were a piece of camping furniture. i would glide rhythmically over

the planks, but i won’t bore you with my daydreams.



SIGHT I



two lads scraping at the plaster on a building, one passing the other the rind peeling off the

wall.

‘hold,’ said the one.

‘you what?’ said the other.

‘hold. what you gawking at?’ said the first one.

the rind starts to wriggle like an earthworm, arranging itself into lettering that looks at us.

‘what you gawking for? gawking and gawping. you open your eyes and from the crack of
dawn you gawk. it’s exasperating. besides, don’t you have better things to do?’ says the more

engaged one.



the person, in whom we will ride in this story will be to us a person and will sit on a bench.

the person is sitting on the bench, nothing more. looking.

night comes.

the person gets up and goes to their flat, opens the door and it is pitch black like the inside of
a cave. they don’t switch on the light. we can hear them eating. a solid portion, of what we

don’t know. then we hear other sounds, the person’s feet.



A HUMAN REARS MOLES

‘not true. truthfully, i am the mole,” says the human. ‘i live in a large molehill, not a flat, i

sleep in the wet ground, not a bed, i munch on insects murdered at my hand.’

they say against the pitch black of our closed eyelids.

then the sound of a telephone rings out. the human-mole screeches unintelligibly down the

receiver.



ONE MORE HUMAN

‘1 birthed a huge sun but didn’t tell anyone. it was so huge it tore my vulva. 1 was bed-bound
for the longest while, feeling sorry for myself, but then came a day when i grabbed a needle
and thread and stitched up my vulva and the bleeding stopped. then some fruit flies appeared
in my house, they sat on the ravaged sun which shattered like a bomb as it fell from my
womb. now it lies shattered in my kitchen. shattered, it is, into a billion little pieces, you can
help me gather them up if you like, but sex is off the table because i have a stitched-up vulva,

you see?’ says the enormous woman.

the boy binocular is with her in the flat but we don’t know how he got there. all we know is
he has a pair of binoculars on his shoulders. he touches the vulva for the longest time, as if
wishing to climb inside, only it is very tightly stitched and he cannot squeeze even a fingertip

inside.

‘deal,’ says the boy binocular.

he gathers up from the floor the broken pieces of the strange and hideous creation into which

that sun melts like skin.

the woman must come from a different planet where the sun or the milky way is born. he
looks at her chest and thinks maybe he’ll manage to squeeze his mouth onto her huge nipples.
he makes the jump and once he has the nipple in his chops, he won’t let go. sucking and

sucking till he is filled head to toe with a liquid of unknown origin.

‘from now on you will bring forth children in eggs,’ says big momma.



THE LITTLE SWITCH

there settled on a little light switch a little fruit fly, lightish but weighty enough to activate the
switch. groggy people began to crawl from their homes, began to come into the world in
hospitals and to expire, dropping like flies. some enjoyed success, some endured failure.

someone one room over took a swipe at the flies and killed the little fruit fly with glee.



BINOCULARS

‘1 adore looking, when 1 look, i see clearly the what and the how. i look and i look and 1’m not
the least surprised by what i see, the thing i fear most is closing my eyes, scrunching down
my lids into nothingness, sitting in that strange, confined space. there’s no light there and
thoughts of unknown origin dawn on me, impressing on my mind and asking me to name
them, hatching one by one with the sound of an egg cracking. separating themselves like

yokes and whites and looking, a pair of giant peepers looking at me.’

lids opening and closing.

‘the fruits drop in the wind and the rain. people harvest the fruits. people consume the fruits
and inside are insects which people also consume, accidentally. people sweat sweat and bleed
blood. people join hands, people insert fingers and members into a vagina, a mouth and
rectum, what a jolly old time they have. ants bring food to the anthill and consume the parts
of a dismembered animal, they join up to form chains, pull one another along so as to reduce
the energy they expend, releasing from tiny bodies substances the ants need to communicate.
there is blood in the ants the same as in people, the ants have tiny eyes and even tinier hands.
the ants walk over sweaty people, the ants consume broken people,’ the old woman continues
the story over dinner, but she also continues it on a park bench, over tea or normally at the
doctor’s, in short — at any opportunity. she looks at her watch, climbs into bed and expires.
the next day, the folding bed she died on has to be taken out. a couple of passers-by find the
folding bed, inspect it for bugs, give it a quick wash with vanish. the couple goes to sleep. the
couple dreams the same story. the couple also perishes. the bed sits there for an age, a whole
week, in fact, in a flat that is not even aired, then a cleaning crew turns up and some little
fruit flies too. cleaned-as-new, the folding bed finds a new owner, an elderly gentleman who
sleeps on the bed with his dog. the dog dreams of the couple that just expired copulating on
the bed.



A WATER-FILLED EGG

lying in the street is a giant blue egg. an egg like the earth, a globe almost, but an egg all the
same. animals bark at the egg and people kick it pointlessly. kicking the egg like a bottle cap
or an old plastic bottle, they want rid of the sight of it or they’re doing it just for the fun of it.
inside the egg is water, water untouched since the dawn of existence, this is primordial water
from which can spring still some singular life, entirely anew. the egg finds its way to a person
whose heart is open, the person takes the egg to heart. in the warmth of their heart they
hollow out the egg and drink down the whole of the water, the smell of a new world seeping
from their sweat. the egg-hollow keeps on rolling down the street, empty and phoney,
passers-by still kicking at it. sometimes i come across the blue egg as before, a little more
populated perhaps, mooching hither and thither, like a vessel for singularities adrift in space.

the new world which seeped through the skin of the open-hearted person recalls a teardrop. it
is clean and entirely clean, suspended from the ceiling of the flat, waiting till there emerges
within it something greater than it would be alone. one day, it will drip out of the blue onto

the woman’s head.



UGLY DUCKLING

‘1 closed my eyes and saw you walking round the flat, your gaze trudging this way and that.
you did not switch on the light, full gloom, you picked at your skin like monkeys do, your
hair started falling out, the world sped up and you aged a good ten years. you didn’t notice,
you went outside normally like always. you looked at the people, passed the people by. you
watched first their hair, then their eyes, then their chins, then their little toes in cafés in the
summer. in winter you didn’t look at all, you closed your eyes and just sat there. knowing all
that you did about people, you didn’t want to attract attention, you kept on traipsing up and
down the streets, not making a sound, and now you are looking at us from behind the corner

of the building over the way,” says the woman the water from the egg fell on.

‘I’m not an ugly duckling,” says ugly duckling.

‘then what are you standing there for?’ says the woman sitting in the armchair with a large

droplet on her head.

‘1 hatched from the egg.’

‘my egg?’

‘yes, your egg.’

‘1 don’t believe such a horrible creature hatched from my egg,” grimaces the woman the water
from the egg fell on.

‘and yet.’

‘even if that’s true, you’ll have to show me in writing or tell me about your most recent

dream,’ says the woman the water from the egg fell on.

‘my most recent dream was a dream about a dog dreaming about a young couple copulating
on his owner’s folding bed. and you don’t have a heart anymore,’ says ugly duckling.

the woman pressed a hand to her chest and despite the palpable rhythm felt beneath her
fingers a gaping hole like the aftermath of an atomic bomb. she was puzzled as to how she

could have overlooked such a huge tear.



NO-ONE HERE IS WHO THEY CLAIM TO BE

the woman who lives on the balcony, the woman-cyclops, likes to frighten little girls in their
sleep. during the day, in broad daylight, in the morning she stands on the balcony of the
bedsit. when a child approaches, disturbed by a scratching, she tilts her head back slowly, the
child glued to the windowpane calls the whole family over. as the whole family crowds
around the windowpane and the child, the woman whips around slightly quicker and her

singular eye reveals itself. the child glued to the windowpane looks at her and she at it.

‘1’m not a woman-cyclops. i’'m a kind old lady, baba yaga, the one from the fairytales and the
children’s stories, i’ve been looking for hansel and gretel forever. do you remember what
happened to them? does anyone know where they got to? where am i for that matter?’ she
asks passers-by, scratching her long fingernails, kicking her heels by the walls of the
tenement buildings. people cast their eyes over her with incredulity or cut her off mid-
sentence, haven’t got time, places to be, they’d stay and chat if they had a sec but they don’t,

it’s morning, got work, kids, the grandkids.

‘every story should pursue love. a life that is terrible and full of decay is in spite of

everything about love,’ cry the little fruit flies, but no-one hears.



THIS IS NOT JUST A TALE OF ANXIETY AND OLD AGE

‘why do 1 feel pain inside, a tremendous tear?’ says the woman from the droplet on her head.
‘that’s your business,’ retorts baba yaga, kicking her heels by the tenement buildings.

‘not ours, not ours and not ours,’ cry the fruit flies.

‘better mind where you’re looking, take responsibility,” says the boy binocular.

‘a catalogue of signs, a catalogue of symbols, a catalogue of characters, like a phone book.

you never see those anymore,’ says human-mole over the phone.
‘you what?’ asks ugly duckling.
‘you know, those little booklets,” says human-mole.

‘no-one got anything out of them anyway, you could never find anyone, they always shut the

door in your face, hung up,’ adds baba yaga.

‘holes in your head and holes in your heart,” says ugly duckling.

the woman with the droplet on her head clutches her heart.

‘put a finger in the tear, check if it’s real,” says the woman with the droplet on her head.

the boy binocular checks and knows it is real.



EPISODE INCIDENTAL

‘it’s a coincidence i’m here. 1’d rather be somewhere else and all by myself,” says the

incidental episode. ‘you’re staring, trudging your eyes across the walls.’

across the letters

nothing matters. you trudge and nothing. and i haven’t found a way out of here in years. i’ve
stayed here for good. i lie and i1 count and i count and i count and you know what? zip. i close

my eyes and nothing.

darkness comes.

telephone

‘that’s human-mole calling me, they’re the only one who talks to me, you know? they call
and 1 pretend 1 understand but really i don’t. for all i know, i wasn’t even born in the first
place. it’s warm and dark here. my entire life has been leading up to a phone call from this
person. i learn their language but still 1 find it hard to tell the sounds apart. correction. i can’t
tell any of them apart but it’s all i’ve got.’



LIFE IS NOT SEX WITH A HORSE

‘1’d like to spit out all my fruitless thoughts, the broken and inadequate ones, lame and
overgrown with mould, the mentally ill ones and the entirely alien ones, the ones that stick
and adhere, to be up to my elbows in their expectorate, to drown in my saliva like jellied snot.
to drink in the warm milk of a foreign body, devouring the scent, to suck the insides dry or to
stumble head over heels, to splutter and choke. to loose within myself the fear and the anxiety
and to hang on to another person, another species for dear life, slurp, slurp, slurp. why is a
horse feeding you, why do you look like a horse?’ they lie there a while, sand-covered, ‘i am
a dog, stroke my snout,” says the human-dog, expiring.

none of those gathered here is human, the animals adapted long ago. and people are long
gone. leaving behind their buildings and their rat race. so grand, terrible and indelible that
nothing has changed. other species playing at being human, it all exists all the same, exists
without end. each dreaming about the end of the day, year, life, a story about ending, coming

closer now.

and now we will endure it round and around like a good film, like a good song on repeat for

all eternity. then we will become that song, that film.

break my spell
what could i have done done
did you not break their spell?

what would they do with themselves without those few flashes of memory?



sometimes you are reminded of a past life, a distant world and the scent of another body, but
yours all the same. you don’t like this scent. you remind yourself then that you were old, that
the world was grating, that you promised yourself you’d never come back here. and now

what? you are a little fruit fly and you’ve come to take a peep at me.

next time consider carefully what good it is to you
you will hunger for a new body body

please look at me



the woman with the droplet on her head tied a grasshopper to a nail and thread. said, 1’1l be
back before the grasshopper wraps themself up like a bobbin. the grasshopper hopped laps,
ever shorter, and my legs wound and wound ever closer to that house. finally i knocked. the

grasshopper vanished.

‘knock knock,’ it’s self-tree-horse.

‘stupid and late,” says the despotic one before anything else, ‘we’ll open the door for them,

but let them sit in the hallway, let’s not engage with them.’

forlorn and emaciated, self-tree-horse sat on the sofa in the hallway-kitchen. greatly agitated,

they peeked through the crack in the door.

‘we looked but we did not do anything,” said the jittery one, as if washing her hands of it all,

and in the past tense at that.

‘they didn’t manage to make it out, now let them sit,” says the other one.



A LONG STORY OF DISAPPEARANCE, LOSS AND EVERYTHING SELF-TREE-
HORSE PROBABLY COULD HAVE BEEN BUT ISN’T

‘1’1l start by saying i never wanted to be dead and in the news,’ says the first one.

‘meanwhile 1 have been dreaming of death ever since i arrived, i have studied the images, 1
have studied the sounds and the words and 1 try, every day i try, 1 try every day to piece it
together all over again. it is deprivation absolute, busywork, a shambles,” says the second

one.
‘all because of that wretched being,” says the despotic one.
‘because of me?’ says the jittery one.

the despotic one ignores the misguided question because they mean the being in the kitchen-

reception-hallway. they glance that way with their long prying, boring gaze.

eyes conjoined through glances.

‘that one,’ they say once her face is half-hidden by the door.

on the canvas of our scene their nosy face occupies a tiny little section in the crack of the
door. just the other side is the face of self-tree-horse, configured exactly the same. if you
placed these images one on top of the other, they could be the same image. they are after all
two heads viewed from behind. on closer imposition, it is one face on top of another. we
cannot see both from inside at the same time so we must, of necessity, see one adhered to the

other.

‘that one’ the despotic one continues, ‘rotten so-and-so. shifty, i get the feeling i have
encountered it somewhere once before, 1 think it might even have belonged to me. i wish for
it to return there, to find its way back. i must be more eagle-eyed. 1 cannot see a thing, my

mind is pitch black.’

‘no. 1 don’t think so. the last time i saw it clearly was in my flat. more antsy, perhaps, longer
in the face, a little taller. i thought 1 was seeing things. sometimes i am able to see faces in
objects, both human and animal. especially in knots, in wood, in wainscoting. in people i also
see people. it’s not always useful. sometimes it is painful, horrible. i would rather affix
myself to the wall, watch. just watch like the faces watching from objects. to not endure
anything ever. to be empty. an empty bottle, wall, brand-new. i never wanted to be lonely, it’s

why 1 built my house on chicken legs, a beautiful wooden house. in my house 1 could talk to



the imaginary figures in the knots, my friends. 1 feel like perhaps 1 saw it there. a similar

picture, similar eyes and that face, quite miserable,’ says the second one.

they all tumble into a state of unease, long-forgotten feelings welling up in them.

quiet

self-tree-horse rustles their bindle, probably taking out apples or something of the sort. which
rankles one and all because amid such silence the rustling of the bindle engulfs the entire
space. they stare in disgust at the crack in the door.

maybe they 're taking out figurines figurines

wooden figurines horse figurines you-figurines

walking about wearing your figurine wearing you to look you in the eye
they toss your figurine into the bag and you disappear

you do not exist

they toss you out onto the street and there you stand

listen

the rustling robs us of speech, the rustling makes mountains in our heads out of molehills.

embarrassed the self-tree-horse tries to eat but the more they try to eat with composure, the
more their movements seem caricaturish and devolved. licking fingers, smacking lips,

settling down on the armchair, crossing legs.



a telephone

they all wish to pick up the phone and see it as surefire way out of this awkward situation.
from the phone we hear lips smacking and unintelligible whining. the first person starts
laughing like an idiot, the second feels embarrassed for them and the third squirms over such

time-wasting.

‘could you introduce yourself?” says the despotic one, ‘we have this habit here that we
immediately introduce ourselves, saying who we are. even if it deviates slightly from the
truth. it’s just a matter of saying something, anything, albeit in a language others can
understand. you understand? doesn’t mean you’re meant to lie, better to tell the truth. all i
was getting at is that often we don’t say the truth right away, we unveil it over time. of
course, 1 don’t have to tell you that. but do tell us your name anyway. it would mean a lot to

us. stop, please whine, tell us anything at all. we are irritated by your incomprehensible tone.’

quiet

‘you frightened them, they won’t call again,’ says the jittery one.

‘they remind me of my friend who would prank-call people and sing songs at them or recite
verse. they cheered people up like that. it regularly ended up being kids and older people
because they would do it during working hours. they were unemployed, pretended they were
working for others, that they were doing something good. but in reality it backfired more
often than not because people thought they were trying to sell them something new. so they
got to offload on them for free over the phone,’ says the second one.

‘and? what happened to them?’ enquires the jittery one.

‘don’t know, myself. they stopped calling, someone must’ve spooked them. or maybe they
fell in love and left town or stopped paying their bills? i don’t remember. either way, they fell
through the cracks.’



meal moths and flies and other bacteria, toilet bacteria that synchronise with the occupants
like a common tongue, get-togethers, flying across the scene, over our fingers, sitting on our

hands, irritating us. we should not be here.



THE CASE OF THE FLYING GIRL

lazy is the drooping lid

solitary is the drooping lid

too short the lace curtain over one window
once more i saw someone (un)desired
once more into the flat blew a cautionary
air

once more i fell in love

flickering eyes, like arrows blunted, cut, an empty shot, at night, a dark pit.

falling head over is like falling over is like crossing over is like asking for a do-over
slamming the door behind you shutting the windows lying down on your belly pretending
we re not in beneath the ground to tumble underground to extend an invitation down to come
up for a peep a peek going round and round in circles entirely shifting the focus to hold a
finger is to hold a gaze to focus and take from out of off of the hand and an absence of words

a deep

deep absence



THE STUPID, AND YET ALSO KIND OF LOVELY AND BEAUTIFUL, AND
STUPID STORY OF A GIRL AND A SCENE FROM THE YOUTH OF EYE AND
BEAUTY

she took the truth with her to the grave like a picture the bugs ate her up with the picture with
the hole in the middle of her head with the hole on the gouged-out eye with the hole with the
shame with that hole from the key that seeks a stick with such a hole a holey whole a body
decaying and with the secret of something of the picture of falling girls who fall to the depths
who fall into traps dug out melted who fall in a flash without teeth without hair in wombs
latched turned over by a finger a wall a leg untwisted like a face they gauge themselves with
a hand gauge with a look and holding something in their mouth crunch and grind teeth not
letting in the dark no more no more not that way dearest driving out in vain because their
legs are sweating with the night because no one believed them because they were too small
too weak were voiceless little handsies little feetsies debaucherous hoodies because they were
seeking complements in the silence not only entirely no why as to why they lie in the grave
they too don't know why they lie lie hiccoughing waiting they didn t want enlightenment today

won t be a victim today won t be shame today won t be a strut won t be an ant a mosquito
they won t

they won t



APPROACHING THE THREADBARE PICTURE FROM THE STORY OF THE
FLYING GIRL

the freeze frame beneath the lids is square like a
brick

juddering like a knife in a tape machine
has split my vision entirely in two i see you
in black
albeit in red because my eyes are a fail today my

dumb texts awkward
i smashed your screen shade yesterday whacko whacko
i catered to your needs
made tea and fed your dog now he has a

full belly

listen i was missing
listen i dunno

like a holographic slab i stand unbudging like psyduck with his beak stuck in dunnowhat he
didn't know either why he's a psyduck like me having to hold hands having to play basketball
i’ve never played before i prefer drinking coffee and now i’m laughing awkwardly listen no

one feels comfortable on the bus
oh and one more thing that awkward erotic-a-woo a-wolf

nordic too howowl



THE PONDEROUS NATURE OF DECLINE

we are opening a tin of spoilt yoghurt. not the tin, just the plastic, the tin is metal. tins scrape
inside the tin, it’s chopped tomatoes and peas. and a carrot in a jar. and bugs in all-new

gluten-free pasta. the people cry, fawn. rapid decline, rapid movement, reflection.

‘1 enter the flat and see pane after pane after pane. a complete absence of people, a complete
absence of furniture, a complete absence. open the door, would you, i’m suffocating in here.

it’s bright,” says the not-introducing-itself substance.

a spirit

‘all 1 am is who you would have me be and what’s more there is no me,’ the spirit says.

‘1 am 1, 1 am, and then there is no me, no there is not. i am not much worried about it because
it might be that there is nothing at all to be worried about. 1 fly, fly, and then lie, 1 lie. it truly
is a good feeling, don’t panic, no need for panic. i won’t hurt myself, sometimes i topsy-
turvy, i reflect off the road sign, off the wall, the pane, i make no bones of the fact i would
prefer the world empty, see-through, reflecting me. i wouldn’t have to reflect, then, to strain
and slaughter myself. but since there’s no such thing as what i want, i live in what there is,

like rubber, like a dot ball, i reflect without reflection, without shame.’

the whistle and the whine of the wind, for a while it is bright as day, like feet in the snow, a
head.



the spirit is known only to the dog, the dog sees things that are not there and dreams every
which way, the dog converses with the spirit, the spirit converses with the dog as it dreams of

us. the dog is searching for something, wishes to learn something about us.



BIGHEAD HYPNAGOGUE

‘1 am begging you, give me a name, 1 can’t be nameless, 1 cannot go uncalled upon by all and
sundry, wet, discarded, cold. i shudder at the sight of suffering, suffer, i suffer, look how i
suffer, you must see the ball, the chain around my leg, my world and my children as yet
unnamed, unformed even, like unbegotten histories that do not exist, like a despondent brow
veiled beneath a hat. like a bare brow, like a body bare. you must see it all, must see my
whole drawer full of dirty socks and show me yours in exchange for a peek, for a name, for a
sniff. in a way you and i are in the same boat. alright, i’ll give it to you straight, i’ve known
you a long time, 1’ve been watching you for years, thousands of years 1 have been stood here

waiting, not not suffering, and i’m so bored.’

‘1 do not intend to introduce you to anyone,’ says the other, much smaller-head hypnagogue,
envisioned against the backdrop of our half-open lids and a balled-up jumper, ‘i’m not like
people, animals and other heads, don’t get it into yours that i will believe you. we all suffer
every bit as much, only you make such a big deal of it. try to find some positives. or to think
about yourself in more curious ways. look at me, poached from a torso, from limbs, from my
own life, experiences, history and thoughts. any time 1 manage to weave something i might
potentially be satisfied with, someone invariably finds some cunning way of taking it from
me, lopping bits off me when i’m not looking or even coming straight up to me without so
much as a bye-your-leave and pruning me like a tree with some sharp implement, harvesting
the fruits before my very eyes. a plentiful apple tree, forlorn, looted. and you won’t even give
it a go, all you do is try to piggyback off of others. standing here and standing in such a
grating way, whinging at people and animals. you’re bored.’

‘you don’t understand my despair, i rue that such a rotten head as you ever heard me. is that

how you became a head, you were poached?’
‘you’re better off telling your story. i’m bored too.’

‘1 was never anything else, 1 have always appeared to people and animals with hypnagogic
tendencies a moment before they wake. it allows me to exist forever, only remarkably briefly.
brief for people, that is, i’ve learnt not to rush. i don’t rush the reveal, i flood their lids, flood
eyeballs and objects, tables and tops. that is when 1 feel like myself, 1 bloom and converge
with space. my hair touches ceilings, brushes against feet and the bodies of other beings, nose
pressed against sofas and cups of tea, mirrors, books. i inhale books, i lean on them and they

do not fall. i grow and do not end. my cheeks touch metal and sharp edges, yet i do not burst.’
‘which is really the best thing that could happen to us. i fail to see the tragedy in that.’
‘yes but i dream of remaining in someone forever.’

‘you really are a big head. i’m curious who could accommodate such a bighead.’



‘don’t tease me.’

we wipe sleepy eyes and our throat is intruded on by everything in the room, we swallow
saliva, exiting we pass through the air, it cannot be eternally bright so it must be dark. an

eyelid half-closed, open for business, daytime.



almost begging for the clock to strike, to strike an hour that has a sound. only what sound
does that hour have, our hour right here. begging for a collision to occur, for the occurrence
of something, for it to lunge at our throats and sheets, wordlessly. for it to drown the pages
and lead us the prim and proper way, to not lose us by the dark of the night, for it to take us
by the hand, that we might not be alone, we cannot stay here alone whoknowswhere in the
dark.

quiet



A DIGRESSION FOR WHICH THERE IS ALWAYS A TIME AND A PLACE

this person right here is tethered to you, must be yours and must walk behind you, doesn’t
matter that it’s not here, it might still appear or it might not, and maybe it was, only some
other time. it’s your person or, to put it yet another way, it’s some past person. you can’t do
anything with the person you have been tagged with, it’s tacked on for good, for a while, only
here, you can go back for it in a free spare or never moment. you can’t change your

assignation but you can pay it no mind, it can also be unpleasant or nice, or not.

the awkward flying figure, the awkward owner of the picture does not want to be awkward or
flying anymore, does not want any more stupid or lovely stories, and so it lays down the giant
egg, from which there can spring still some life, one more story entirely anew which might

drip out of the blue onto a head, hers and hers alone.



