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#8008 “boomerang”


This is how in the remote part the deep calls to the deep and says :: oh illuminations of the external darkness of our lapse into capital’s nova spiral. / I am a deceived man, he said … I wrote a diary once … Who deceived you? she asked. The world is not as it seems … especially at night.  ::— dans le parc, je deviens un détective privé … → [ ] ou un Cowboy … ::— / ( every childhood belongs in the Wild West — the Wild West has the property of overflowing mechanical time to inundate my unearthly childhood )


induced schizoid personality recognitions in the night world of mechanical clocks that would suddenly start up … he had (perhaps he’d invented it when he saw his childhood friend laying asleep in a muddy stream … wake up! wake up! but there was no sound … his dreams are silent movies in which he speaks fluent but unheard French … a horror of being underground, a sky of countless tons of rock) harbored the notion for years that the night before he was to die he would be given one wish by a benevolent genie. He’d devoted a great deal of thought to what that wish would be … why not three? she asked, don’t genies give three wishes? it’s the first one that counts, he said. The first wish lands you in trouble, the second wish makes the trouble worse, the third wish is for undoing the machinations of self-inflicted voyager dreams … all barriers dissolving, wheezing ( groaning ) a musical tune as he turned the crank on the little [[ time ]] machine he’d built, an overly complicated organ seeming to make all souls united as one. / what true of a writer may not be true of a detective … the writer abhors any change to the order of his days — an obsessive more ritual-addicted than a monk … ( Chevillard : vertiginous contemplation on his vocation … the hell of infinite repetition, the labyrinth closing … a tunnel lined with millions of little mirrors )


Why are you here? she asked him taking a sip from her beer glass. He observed as she licked a speck of foam clinging to her lip. All stories have beginnings, he said. They need middles. What about endings? she asked. No, he said, never any endings … a system of arcades.


He tried to remember … the images seemed to make it hard to see how emotional a schizoid : every heart makes one last effort, just as I heard it : detachment & disinterest is a kind of cocoon … the one [singular … seemingly] escape ,, the door that is left open is the corral (holding pen, charnel house) of … every soul is now three dim bells sounding in the favorable, long-term other soul. “Your face is my face. Every face is the other face brushed by midnight air.” … à la mort du père, le fils le mord aussi / baby boomerang along anarchist social transformation for a better world, the world in which we are really free. The individual is the one illusion that never spikes. A person like you always draws lines. These are the instances where she rides like a cowgirl in the graveyard … guns blazing bang the whole gang of outlaws and pirates … when the society you live in is run by nova criminals, you gotta be a pirate ,, bandit … when people are detached and lacking empathy, you need to build a pirate ship … All Aboard!


I spend the week distributing leaflets of the night in the streets of New York … she didn’t look like a witch, but I took her word for it when she turned the frog into a film critic. There’s something about pirates I started, I said. The witch said, “I never did see the author’s campaign to play for Master of the Dungeon.” Of the day I’m trying to write, the time goes by, but I think that the other word for stronghold is Keep, for example … blasts … there’s a place I know, I said, it has a little garden courtyard where we could sit and dredge our memories for answers to life’s trivia questions … wasting away … We sat across from each other & she said : your novel! (a rewriter’s whistle cream :: // everything always has to be started over again, that’s why everything must be continually rewritten ) … but all I ever do is play around as time flies and it’s only when it’s too late that I see time provides food not bombs baby ,, you never did spike a boomerang … passing by when you are robbed of an hour by diarrhea for the people … which might explain all those dreams about overflowing cesspools of … we know they are all lying to us, but we want to believe the lies that satirize by banging the whole gang and a half for two hours of your life while mishandling half-rotten produce, what’s the world coming … ? mince meat pie in the dog’s eye von Neumann’s elephant coz all you have in life is time, so they take even that from you … “junkie time traveler kids” in the context of the White Whale or White Elephant … in your dreams which are my films, you become aware of every  internalizing guilt and checking into the waiting room where you will read the book that is “too much” … seconds pass through my body … sickness is a privilege of bodily awareness… “Presidents and CEOs are too full of shit. We can help!” / strums his guitar : I am an eagle on the wind ,, I’m searching for you baby ,,, booma booma boomerang ,, spiraling repetitions ,,, you next meal , searching through the garbage looking for a … and understanding why the one percent need bodyguards.


No, no, you don’t understand, let me tell you my story coz it’s your story too, yeah. // the first time she had not seen him in Boston ,, the system is clear : as one would when you are looking for a friend in Moses Jesus Mohammed … who’s next! Did your Uncle Sam walk alligators through the Public Garden? … where, as she recalled, what can you expect in a Glam Rock collection like this? one has to show dedication and attention to detail … I see my role as curator of a mad museum of curiosities … aiming for humor, always misunderstood coz if you don’t know who you are ,,, how can you stand being chained? doing time, all you have is time … it will take a very long time to dispel the lies : how much time do ya got? only the rest of your life … to take risks and target books …


the freedom he offers is your bed, an incident when he was peddling the swan boat, there are hits and there she was bending down in the snow ,, naked, on pale waters with a woman : what he misses is the do-it-yourself approach … the trick is not a trick, don’t specialize, do everything, be nimble … evergreen trees & snow hooding the long-haired bushes, white, her face shrouded by white snow piling up on a crooked umbrella, a white motor veil, a cloud theory developed by well-intentioned people whose practices break down fences … the snow piling up buried her … white dress billowing like those great authorial questions, such as what is it that you love? shall I lose my life entirely in the labyrinth of my past? {i} snow-covered roofs, the crystal snow blotting out all but those colorful balloons with streamers, her shoes : Bombs that will likely offend some baby readers of the lost & forgotten roads ,, booma booma bommerang like white boats, her face unseen for reality bears always with time and yet remains visible in the memory …


{i} It is my duty to deny such accusations : why shouldn’t I live on two … why only two? when three will do … four! heads up! it my great escape plan to hurriedly flee from one to the other when things get messy either here or there and my great curse … what do I know of the plenitude of presence? the height of great emotion? swamped as I am by maudlin sentimentality  ,, choking on passion when always, always I’m rummaging in my sac for a pen and a notebook … should I ever come back to earth? reality is never at the same time never what it seems nor anything more than a flattening of my one and only metaphor.


some call it anti-media, an antidote to the sickness of reality programming, but really it’s just a refocusing, a get your head out of the mystifying clouds, and seeing what’s around you and how that’s more real than anything they can put on your screen, even you. / They have the aspect of fateful disappointment of those who know, who have recognized their capability to actually change reality … but it seems they are always falling short, just through being : yeah, time to jam the failure, this is just the way the world is, broadcast … but (no doubt) it does get to you sometimes and you ask yourself why am I doing this? they are just going to come along with their batons and boots and … isn’t it better to hide, go limp …


I now remember through context … unreal just through its being unrealized … cloudy youth is wasted on those who … ? Was I, after all, a polemicist? a writer of zines detailing the sexual abuses of Presidents used as a weapon to wage war? / through its omissions of … a bachelor machine and his family life … realizations which made me tremble at the emanations of my overactivity … the clinicians described it as a case of graphomania when the pen is mightier than the bullet, baton, bomb … instead of killing them, let’s starve them, cut off the circulation of caustic green slime …


she added in a tone on the threshold of a jewel-framed door of the imagination, really, my desire is reminiscent of Robespierre: It is a thrill to destroy the life of someone who really deserves it, but the playbook they give you is rigged. A gun is enough rope to hang yourself with … gotta be like the Buddha, man, no holes, no holds, you can’t hurt someone who doesn’t have any points of vulnerability … that’s why they need so many bodyguards, ya dig? what if we all ignored them? what if we became Israelites and followed Brother Duckworth into the Wilderness? if we don’t make anymore straw bricks … All the Kings Horses And All the Kings Ice Men. / Boomerang baby, never spike the cocktail of human relationships … we’re all in it together and all we have is time … thrill baby!  person … but ya always gotta … bang the whole opium enchantment : the individual in a gang … my darling boards an erratic bus plowing through bountiful … expanding her soul through question lines inventing a new nowhere suggesting no landscape but a far, enlarged horizon where all of us can discover what it is to be … creating an anarchist culture of clouds, flights of angels drifting past the impossible not only possible but around ourselves moving away from the penal colony and misted windows, no other goal but the plausible land where we’ve learned the art of discarding all points of vulnerability.


His plan had been to keep her, but he kept his head down lest she … ask to read his diary entries. I’m a deceived man, he said. Who deceived you? and how?   [    ]  Now, let’s begin again. #NN25


The purpose of the time machine is to (instead) create a world of our own & document that. We have the necessary tools : the fragmentary forms, the lists, the diaries, the notebooks, & the letters … even our alphabets have more letters than theirs … it’s the crotchetiness of these forms that brings to mind Virginia Woolf’s dictum that on or about the time we decide to live as pirates, the world will change. only a little work is required.
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#8009 “The Life & the life”


While she draws many lines of absence, a sense of the void led her to distrust both mathematics & history books, including biographies of Louis Catoars or is it Catours … Cattarse :? radical thought launching backtracks to previously covered similar singles : an exposé on 9/11 : I am a communitarian anarchist & legoist mon égoïste ,, my 2021 book is filled with erotic & subterranean themes and is set in Berlin … I was present at the fall of the wall and brought home a bit of stone or concrete in my luggage : here it is! all in all it’s just my little bit of the Wall … I keep company with utopian socialists and formed my understanding of the rules of the game from my teacher Michel Leiris whose books I consult in the manner of the I Ching.


One of my other names is Traford Dansen.


If I were to write my fictional autobiography, I would have an overly protective sister who hides the darkest secrets of my childhood from me. In World 3 all one’s memories are recorded in a halo … when I wake up in the hospital for extreme restoration, the nurse shows me how to activate the terminal window : the game whose rules I understand is called Eden and my objective is to get to Level 31 … I’ve lost 7 years and the halo’s operating agent [[my OA]] informs me that a set of core memory files are encrypted. In order to unlock the files, I will have to hack my own memory … I’ve begun by interviewing the people (some of them hard to find) with whom I interacted in those lost 7 years.


Sitting at a table at a café at the train station is a thin man in a blue suit. He’s wearing a gray trilby, reading a newspaper, and drinking coffee. This is the same man I saw with my sister, coming out of my sister’s building this morning when I went to pay her a surprise visit. I sit down at another table, some distance from the man in the gray trilby and order my own coffee. To pass the time I read a book by Éric Chevillard about the proper preparation of cauliflower au gratin, a favorite dish of mine. If you’ve never had cauliflower au gratin … !


The man in the gray trilby is joined by a woman with short blond hair. When they leave I follow them. They get on the M5. I get on the M5. On the bus I sit across from a beautiful young woman who flirts with me or maybe she doesn’t flirt with me, but since this is my fictional autobiography let’s say that she does flirt with me or I flirt with her and am not immediately snubbed … being an older man & missing 7 years. I want to ask the beautiful young woman if she knows me … I feel a certain connection. The man in the gray trilby and the woman with short blonde hair gets off the bus at the park. The beautiful young woman gets off at the same stop … it might seem that I’m following her, so I rush to get ahead, but not so fast that I overtake the couple that I’m following. When I stop suddenly and turn to avoid being seen, the beautiful young woman collides with me … all ajumble — a mix of life & limb.


On the spot I invent some explanation about being a member of the invisible generation, a devotee of rants & polemics. I’m leaving the present for the Frankfurt School’s critical theory. I’m for the past, I tell her, but the past that didn’t happen. To mention only the Planetary Work Machine as a possible explanation for why we are leaving what is for what was or the first chapter of a novel by A.F. Trout, the subject of multiple compilations. // All of this (of course) made her laugh. I feel as if we’ve known each other all our lives, she said.


At the time I was writing a television series (a variation on a popular theme : the double life of …) In the series which might have been called The Life & the life a man is called Adam & Sam. He is the same man, but he lives a double life. When Adam sleeps, Sam is awake. When Sam sleeps, Adam is awake. Time runs differently … obviously … time and a half. How to tell which life is the dream life? and which is real life? Logical explanations don’t apply. Sleep becomes a switching mechanism. Okay, that’s just the premise … a story should never be about its own premise : rule number one. Episode one was called “The Field of Published Anarchists” and includes a scene in which Adam says to Lee (his upstairs neighbor who is a published genre fiction writer) : “so what if my work has little value in capitalist society … capital works to block creativity / expression … what ever is of value in a capitalist society is probably a menace to health & happiness.” Lee chuckled and caressed the innertube folds of his enormous belly: Come now, I’ve seen your library … 99.9% of the books you own and have read have been published. Adam: damned by faint technicalities!


There are versions of the past that never were. Even if I get to Level 31 … the whiteness of the whale and the whiteness of the beast witnessed by Arthur Gordon Pym. These books reference the terror of language showing people what might have been. Why terror? she asks. Let’s give her a name: Lucie, bringer of light. Anything that brings about the end of the reign of kings is labeled “terror” … but for whom?


Looking into the events that are apparently dedicated to what fairly took place in the past … we discussed Poe’s only novel. Rilke too only wrote one novel. When Adam sleeps and becomes Sam … how many novels have you written? it’s just a question of packaging. / Sometimes, in the rough draft, Adam is called Wayne, the name of poet in the quartet of novels I wrote during the pandemic. The woman that Wayne follows off the bus or who follows him (depending on whose story you believe) is called Rita. The day he talks to Rita in the park he tells her about the novel he’s writing. It’s called I Love Dick by Kathy Acker. This the first paragraph:


Kathy Acker, a 39-year old experimental writer and Herman Melville, a 56-year old piano player from New York, have dinner with Philip K. [      ], a fortune teller & mystic and an acquaintance of Herman’s, at a sushi bar in Berkeley. When Kathy was finally crazy because she was about to fall in love, she conceived of the most insane idea that any woman can think of. Which is to become a whale spotter. Kathy was frightened because (now that she was older & more experienced) sexual relations had begun to bore her more than they had when she was living in Haiti. “Am I a prude? Am I feminine?” she asked Philip K. “In the two years I spent before the mast,” said Philip K. “I have been a spectator of (I daresay!) a dozen affairs of the heart — violent & crucial — and come to the conclusion that love is a disease, a frenzy, an epidemic / a crownèd / hornèd ee! virus … oh, but how dull, how monotonous love is! love reduces those who fall into its clutches into abysses of mediocrity.” Then Herman said, “Could there exist some precise instrument that faithfully measures the ever unfaithful distance that separates exact dispensation from diffuse love?” “Two things make me sad,” said Kathy. “Sex-obsessed men & people whose every other out of their mouth is ‘fuck’.” “I can see the correction,” said Philip K.


Lee told me that I should not writing a novel called I Love Dick by Kathy Acker … it will only confuse people. How will it confuse anyone? I asked. No one’s ever going to read it and if they do, I’ll put a WARNING! at the beginning saying “this novel is a work of fiction not intentionally written by Kathy Acker who asserts no rights whatsoever over the recent past since it has no bearing on images of a hypothetical hotel in Lower Manhattan posted on social media”. You see! there you go again. Still I could tell that Lee was amused.


When someone wins the Nobel Prize in Literature, I read something written by them, so I read Simple Passion by Annie Ernaux and I told Lucie that no woman has ever obsessed about me the way Ernaux does over her Russian diplomat. How do you know? asked Lucie. I think I would know, I said. You men! said Lucie. My current practices require ties with rooms numbered 101, 202, 303, and so on. When I began reading Poe, I realized that his drinking problems had no upper limit. When I’m drunk, I can play the piano. This is called autofiction. Autofiction is what happens when you type for two hours a day, no more, no less. #NN25


When Wayne read My Struggle by Karl Ove Knausgaard, he would have rather been reading a similar book written by a woman. There are things that Wayne would like to know about women that can’t be learned from My Struggle by Karl Ove Knausgaard. There are precious little references to the problems of countable infinities, but frequent references of boozing … now don’t get me wrong, I like beer just as much as Poe.


Don’t you think that I’m a slippery character suffering from the estrangement that comes with the repeated overuse of “I” & who may or may not have the same name as the author … a cute trick when … if I name myself, it’s so that the space of the work might become the space of freedom, cf. what Éric Chevillard wrote about the proper baking temperature of cauliflower au gratin. Autofiction is the cauliflower au gratin of literature.


Success & Failure unite again in the production of a Minor Fantasia … the amusement I felt when I first saw a performance of Mozart’s Le trio en mi bémol. This is the novel on which I am putting my finishing touches … an infinite number of monkeys


What I told Lucie that day : I am a true detective. I don’t like cops, she said. Neither do I, I said. A true detective isn’t a cop, but a reader of reality. Lucie said, finish the book before you die … what if you die before you write all your books? I most assuredly will, I said. But I have a theory! It involves a genie and three wishes. The discipline it takes to comprehend just how many it will take to see that every room is occupied. If you think about it for just a couple of seconds, you’ll realize that there are a finite number of atoms in the universe. That number can be calculated and it is much much less than 10 to the power of 100 … a number that is popularly misspelled. So just how much do you trust mathematics?


… my endless book … it’s okay to repeat yourself. You can never repeat yourself the same way twice.


why is it so hard to get lost? The Life & the life isn’t what I thought but something else
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Finnegans Wake is well deserved … a continuously printed zine of creation swirling as new visitors arrive, each expecting the best strategy at the moment seems to promote outmoded zine trading … a room of one’s own in a normal, finite hotel makes at least some sense if I can experience quickness … despite its coarse patchwork quality : let me tell you something ,, given the allure of what she does, the secret cannot accommodate new guests who actually understand and do not worry about the internet … the System lies in its economy. Convince the world that once every room is full, the roaring flood will become drunk on the imagination … however it can open my eyes, regardless of duration,, to become points connected by straight-line segments … all the feather mattresses going over pruning forks & tuning hooks as … my head filled with spiritous liquors, poison to the wild swans starved in the palms of my hands :: in a zig-zag motion suggesting the constant motion of existing guests who spend long afternoons reading Zettel’s Traum ,, a long and strenuous body of work, scarcely necessary for newcomers—even an infinite number of apprentices … this is what makes Kathy Acker’s work work :: quickness ,, to strike the hour, challenge what one can only hope to a duel for my heart … Best not to know too much where the lost road will lead … don’t forget that capital did not invent the form or style it exploits for profit. #NN25


… when I learned that I was going to die … the desire to write every possible book … even badly :: to add that they are ruins of the soul tossed into the weeds of a dream explored with dread & delight. Traditional modes of storytelling should not be rejected because they have become enchained & made to do service : make an escape plan. Each one of us can each have our own book … a mason builds a chimney out of blocks … I am an old fool with webbed toes wading in a submarine gloom … brick laying should be no different from writing poetry & prose as both seek a mode of expression that is necessarily singular, dense, concise, & memorable. I have license to practice in electronic archipelagos.


Tell us more about your first book.


My first book was a collection of … no, I don’t want to say it is a collection of short stories, but it is something like Dubliners, except mine was (predictably) titled Highlanders after the name of the intersection that was the center of their world … my characters that is, the intersection of Highland & Chimes Street. The three principal characters were Adam Chaver, Peter Wright, and David Branson (all of them writers) who called themselves the Fisher Kings. The stories are narrated by a character named Traford Dansen. In the final story, there is a passing reference to a pact agreed to by the Fisher Kings to each write an autofictional novel set in the neighborhood that will tell an intertwined set of stories from three different perspectives.


Did that really happen? in real life?




  
    #8011 “that great play of illusion”
    

  
  
#8011 “that great play of illusion”


[4.xi.25 : mardi] to eventually evolve into its true reader : this may not be the book for those celibate labradors & dancing men with rooms in the infinite Hilbert hotel. Time during the painstaking progress of looking for a more classical approach to present and time past are both ideas connected through the similarity of words. #NN25


Who studies the clouds with wisdom
     and the furthest reaches of the sky, who aligns them
             when the mists coalesce
     where do the forms take shape?



through the chaosmos of this monstrous anarchist practice, one based, for the present, in time future … and in time future I would stand for a lily-livered dog-man (impractical) who could be fooled by a few fat books … deceptively light for how many pages … from a fundamental example on workers’ councils and contained in time past by the vagrancies of mothers. Adam altered his memories as he decrypted the files buried deep in the document trees of his halo … he cultivated vagaries, some of his recreations were unconscious, if all time is restored to the base of antiwork anarchist cooperatives, pressing for a radical eternal present … all time is preliminary work, referencing classic writers : phantoms or shades who only dreamed they were alive or dead … in these reforms favoring cooperative sketches … such currency is unredeemable : I have always known there was something strange in the photic sensitivity reflex coming back to tease me … congratulations !! … something outside the definable realm, like what’d happened in the vector field surrounding the dark star … a night clerk at a bridal hotel has time enough to read notices of reforms that could actually … with shopping malls, a sector I have to overcome, what might have an indefinable quality, an ambiguity that … among others, to stick with … the splendor of these fragments will likely be put off by clouds that veil the nakedness of heaven … an abstraction in the beginning of DIY creations should be saved for the last chapters in which one explores the many ways to sing the Great Poem of Light … there are places you could go to …


magnetized to a dark star
lost perceptions blooming
shadows of blackbirds, shapes of clouds
to pay old Charon : too generous
dragonflies & moths pestered by ducklings
dreamed of green fields
three golden apples blooming
in the dark air
the four evangelists & an old Doctor
who rode on the bus exchanging words
used by sailors, superfluous
awkward but grateful
we are not yet poets who cry
     for our mother’s milk
long years after her disappearance
            or death
the wide expanses of ocean
     its abysses & whirlpools, my darling
     her poor lost soul
words become fish scales blown across
     the shadow of the sea
the wilderness of invention
     invented in wandering solitude
the relic of the sea disappears,
     left without a trace
     in the mountains haunted by mourners
no memory of time’s twisty passages
in loneliness & in fog,
     her fact beaming with generosity
a nymph in a mountain cave
     soft film falling forgetful
     on blackened lips swelling
          guarded from everlasting snows
               the fairy grotto
     where the lone traveler is lured
together we have discovered what
     the Utopia of Writing
          (that great play of illusion)
               brings        ::
the power of wakeful sleep



How do we organize our transgressions? The day has come when only the thieves can afford shelter & medical care. The barbarians align themselves with the thieves in a battle against the Giants hoping for scraps or to lift themselves by bootstraps. “Let the poor die!” they shout, pronouncing their own death sentence as the Giants woo the thieves with the promise of fully mechanized robots to operate their machines. When the thieves are hungry, they become wolves.
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focusing of the will, a direction of intent ,, disparate means of escaping … the current finds everything in quickness rushing to a remaining absurd rejection of crapulous sophistication ,, throbbing the future awaits everything with compassion & sympathy / What she (Marguerite) said to him: il y a deux mondes — ce monde là et l’autre, son homologue, une étoile noirceur, mais lequel est lequel? étant à la fois multiples et diversifiés. [Adam thought to himself … it’s beautiful because I have followed the lost road that made it possible for astronauts… it might be part of a system ranging from space pirates to perpetual possibility in a euphoric preparation for a beginning … at last, it is time to begin.]


Yesterday, I was full of doubt and misgivings. Today, I know that sanity is merely the normalized form of irrationality. For example, the novels Ann Quin wrote before committing herself to the sea are wild spaces in which she invites us to wander. The heavens & its galaxies pale against my finger tips. Ann Quin : “we are all bodies of writing”


[38] For a long time I’ve been putting off … en retard … organizing my library according to a system. On the subject of hoarding: “You have a lot of books!” More than just “a lot”. Maryska said that my library was not a book hoard but an extension of … the archive, curated, as a tool (source) of creation.


The situation … that is to say, after the passage of time, I’d (without intending) created a situation in which the memory (my memory) could be tested. When I say I had a memory … within? me an image ,, are such images inside or outside ?? … of discovering Jun’ichiro Tanizaki’s novel Naomi when Rasan & I were at Book Culture (the one near Columbia … not the one in Long Island City where David & I … when I was looking for a collection of Hölderlin’s poems & asked myself : where all my unwritten books?) ,, a Bloomsday ramble to be sure ,, then I planted Naomi on the shelf of my home library, perhaps right next to Fox by Dubravka Ugresic, [two trees intertwined] pertaining to “a story about how stories come to be written” … one could say that the subject of my Novel is how the novel itself has come to be written or unwritten … I’m reminded of lines from Italo Calvino’s If on a winter’s night a traveler :: this novel is a work of prose that reveals a banal mirror story of the writer struggling to … an act similar to pushing out a turd, but assiduously hides … the writer compulsively covering the private parts … the writer’s great skill is reticence, withdrawal, disappearance. The plan of the novel was that it would continue in the beyond … an invisible line or perhaps a thin, pale line into the land of the wordless language of the dead … once you cross that thin, pale line,, the novel cannot be written, it can only be lived … listen, that is why all my novels remain unfinished … as if it matters.


[39] Thank providence or chance for this discovery : but over the years (about 7) Naomi had become separated from Fox. One part of my library, in the northwest corner of my study, I’ve reserved a shelf for books on French cinema, but even that collection has eroded and dispersed, mixing with the rest of my library. I have an extensive, but incomplete, collection of Éric Rohmer’s screenplays in French. I’ve had them for nearly 15 years, since when I began writing the mirror diary with Rohmer’s films serving as the palely reflective glass … or two glasses placed at an angle to produce an image of a burning bush … I collected the screenplays because I’d collected DVDs (physical discs) of the films and because the discs were coded for “Region 2” and printed in France, there were no English subtitles, since my listening comprehension skills weren’t good enough [at that time], I knew I would have to read the films. Anyway, now that I’m back to my Rohmer watching project (after a decade and a half of delay : je veillerai…) I watched La femme de l’aviateur last weekend and so was looking for the screenplay … this was tricky because it was not on the proper shelf, but my systematic search did lead to my uncovering the misplaced copy of Naomi.


[40] Serialization of Naomi began in March 1924, in the Osaka Asahi newspaper. Just before publication commenced, Tanizaki wrote:


… For someone who writes slowly as I do, each installment is a full day’s work. Newspaper novels are painful. … Whether I like what I’m writing or not, whether I’m feeling inspired or not, I have to write an installment every day.


I always begin the first installment with the intention of writing something good; but the newspaper novels that I have written in the past have generally begun well and ended poorly, because I forced myself to write willy-nilly. This time, however, I’m prepared. I don’t want to let the same thing happen again. I expect to maintain my inspiration and enthusiasm to the end.



It always begins that way, doesn’t it?


By June 1924, capitulating to the objections of outraged readers … the newspaper ceased serialization of Naomi in June 1924, after 87 installments … effectively the middle of chapter 16, which in the edition I have is 150 pages. A little math informs us that Tanizaki wrote just under two pages or about 650 words per day.


[41] Blogging a novel or bloveling (if you will) is perhaps the modern day equivalent of the newspaper novel, but without the hordes of outraged readers. I could retype the complete works of Kathy Acker & William Burroughs into the virtual pages of my blog and no one would even care or even know to be outraged and it wouldn’t be the repeated use of the word cunt that would shock, but the simple fact that I am audaciously copying … thank you, capital. you have given me the greatest gift that any writer could have: anonymity. I could type any damn thing I please here and not a single person (reader!!) would be outraged or even bored.


[42] A few days ago, when I got it in my mind to spend the month of November extending a couple of books I wrote [whimsically … the only honest mode of writing] in 2022 & 2023, I decided to read the opening chapter of a book I began writing on the first of November 2020 called Diary of a Deceived Man. In that chapter, “I” declared “my” intentions to write a quartet of novels which would share the collective title The Complete Angler (nods to Isaac Walton). The individual titles of the volumes are as follows: Inside the Whale, Outside the Whale, The Fourth Testament, and Adam’s Dark Star. For a couple of years, I worked on that quartet of books, but never finished. The first two are the most developed. The Fourth Testament exists mostly as a fragmented set of handwritten notes scattered across five or six notebooks. What I’ve written so far for Adam’s Dark Star might be considered a novelette … what I wanted for these four books was mass, each one would need to be so large as to risk collapsing in on itself.


This morning, I wondered if the novel I am writing now (#NN25) is Adam’s Dark Star. Like Jun’ichiro Tanizaki, I took up the pen [such a power metaphor! hold on to that pen thou writer!] thinking that this month I would write something good…


[43] Adam (it would seem) would be the principal character of a novel titled Adam’s Dark Star. Or perhaps he is a hidden figure, the spider asleep in the tower at the center of the Zone, like Rassilon. Dark Star ,,, Death Star? … of course, really The Complete Angler had been (all along) Wayne’s Story and to write Wayne’s Story is to imply the Story of D-Zero [origin stories].


To write a book (novel) with the title Adam’s Dark Star (to make up for a sin of omission) means that I would necessarily have to leave unfinished other projects I’ve begun … like the continuation of my Film Diaries and another quartet of unfinished books called Eden’s Gate. My only project for the next year was to be a personal improvement project, not even writing a book or not principally writing a book (a book as collateral production, the effluent or waste discard of another process), that of mastering the French language. Resuming my Film Diaries is part of that larger project since the films I plan to watch and rewatch and then write mirror diary entries about are French films, in French, without English subtitles: principally, but not exclusively, the films of Éric Rohmer. The effluvial book I imagine that will emerge from watching these French films will be something like Ian Penman’s books, Fassbinder Thousands of Mirrors and Erik Satie Three Piece Suite … but not necessarily so.


[44] In an entry on “HOARDING” Penman comments on the self-help programs on daytime TV: such shows “are one more side-product of capitalism trying to fix its inconveniently untidy — or unruly — producer-consumers.” And here’s the line that pertains (possibly) to a novel called Adam’s Dark Star : “As if capitalism weren’t itself the monster at the centre of the labyrinth, preventing ingress or exit. It appropriates everything, even your pain, and sells it back to you.”




  
    #8013 “the cities of Amerika”
    

  
  
#8013 “the cities of Amerika”


None of what I write today is true … but with concentration, meditation, study           all of this may become true [this is why the books of revelation are numbered ➜ so that we might look at the Sun and ask “why is the sun turning black?” The White Sun is setting. The Black Sun is rising.] / and I long to compose poems or prayers (which are the same thing). Oh, why am I not a poet, to render fitting praise to the Triple Goddess, the heart and pulse of..


He never left home without it … the patented umbrella whose handle featured a built-in watch and small caliber revolver (and bowler hat … part of the ensemble ,, a working man’s kit) … what he searched for in the imaginary cities of Europe was magic. But where to go in the New World for the supernatural? The cities of Amerika exclude the supernatural so one must retreat to the forests … where resides the Great Spirit. #NN25



  
    #8014 “Judge Schreber has sunbeams in his ass”
    

  
  
#8014 “Judge Schreber has sunbeams in his ass”


restaurants … only in a world where Apollinaire’s poems are compared to the collages of Max Ernst do we play a game of chess with Marcel Duchamp. [Apollinaire died on 9 November 1918 at the age of 32. He was a casualty of the Spanish flu that carried off more victims that did “The Great War” … as if any war … poxy death whore … can be great.] … my first encounter with Findhorn / Museum of … the unfinished novel par excellence / :: a former fishing village ,, former … K. stood at the window contemplating suicide (four floors up … he was out on the ledge feeding the pigeons when he fell ,, Bohumil Hrabal [Born in Brno-Židenice, Moravia, he lived briefly in Polná, but was raised in the Nymburk brewery as the manager’s stepson. Author of Too Loud a Solitude, a novel Maryska insisted I read before …].) … the fantasy of suicide (oh how I will be loved after I am gone! a childish fantasy) ,, death wish? all the Son’s in K.’s stories suicide … he was failing to meet expectations. It was precisely these expectations that caused K. such despair … written in the six-by-nine blue spiral notebooks that he bought at the campus book store : the alternative Season 23 whose score for tenor and piano was composed by Leos Janacek & titled “The Diary of One Who Vanished” … castration = loss of umbrella.


There is not a creature on earth whose sustenance is a matter of chance / free yourself from control mechanisms ,, plant a garden ,, / you will find your dwelling and your resting place / you will record all in your glorious Book :: This Book is not only a textual object but a public ritual [posted in daily installments on his blague … being anonymous] performed by an Operator — a Wizard of Odds & Ends [putting H.D. back together again :: Henri D’arcangelis who said (fay moosely) :: “contemporary art doesn’t offer us finished novel, but only inconclusive ones with blanks to be filled in by the reader” / spare time! spare time! anyone? anyone? ,, brother, can you despair a time ??] — shuffling and reshuffling the playing cards of language (randomly retrieved from the pigeonholes of a nearby credenza) in front of a select group of imagined spectators chosen for their captivity … capacity to collaborate in this hieratic performance (or generation) of the Oeuvre as it progressively unfolds over a lifelong series of early morning seances conjuring up the dawning of the Aeon of Omega. #NN25


How stories come to be written in the secret language of Dogon employed in an experiment of self-portraiture as he tried to find his way out of a box that contained many notes, sketches, and studies undertaken in the course of the creation of Into the Labyrinth as a kind of portable toy that would allow him to playfully assemble these various materials into the purely conceptual (and aleatory) production of his as yet unexhibited Novel … abandoning his previous practice of composing the various strata of his text seriatim in the pages of his spiral notebooks : so that he would know it would be good … and on the seventh day…


At this point our Story takes an altogether unexpected turn …



  
    #8015 “Antin / Bowie / Carradine / David ”
    

  
  
#8015 “Antin / Bowie / Carradine / David ”


[8.xi.25 : samedi] It’s just like Bolaño said in one of his novels, the one about the dead cowboys : stories begin in one book, continue in another, and conclude (if ever!) in yet another ,, it goes on & on & on & on (like in the musicals) / She (Lillian) was full of questions [do you follow me? / the story just didn’t seem to hang together, a bit contrived don’t you think ??] : Tell me, she said, why did two detectives respond to a report of a burglary in progress? I mean, shouldn’t they be out … detecting? You’d think that it would be regular policemen, you know, the grunts, the little piglets in uniforms and body armor trying to look mister big shot — eyema gonna killee, killee good — ready to beat the shit of the victim. I had to think about that one. Perhaps I was elaborating too much on Sam’s simple story of kinky sex gone awry. The detail about urinating into the potted plant adds an element of realism though … and I just can’t type fast enough !!


She swirled the bourbon in her glass and said (after recrossing her legs): “Don’t you think the idealization of workers is indicative of… if not drinkers of course … as we know, but to transform the blasphemous sanctuary into a place that embodies this fundamental antiwork outlook. But did you know that Fucking is a village in Austria where pimply adolescents go together?” I replied: “Don’t you think dreams are so much more beautiful than the stuff they call reality?” “Why did she steal his novel?” “She thought it … that is to say, the text of the novel, contained encrypted instructions for the synthesis of a deadly virus that is capable of selectively eliminating certain elements from the collection gene pool.” “Certain elements? Is there a gene for fascism?” At this point we could design a virus to target anyone who did not get one of the original covid vaccines. Imagine what that would do to the political landscape … not to mention the average IQ84 … #NN25



  
    #8016 “re…typing”
    

  
  
#8016 “re…typing”


[9.xi.25 : dimanche] coming into the rose garden … my words : fame, fantasy, hedonism ,, reflecting weer all crazee now as exemplified by the slowmotion cameras of Proust & Joyce … the subject of a new TV sitcom The Odds & Ends Couple. #NN25



  
    #8017 “Quin Tripticks”
    

  
  
#8017 “Quin Tripticks”


I dream of a literature made entirely of appropriations, of false attributions, of imitations and counterfeits and pastiches. What’s the point? To erase the identity of the writer … it is not an author that we read, but a text. We do not read Proust, Joyce, Kerouac … we entrust ourselves to a silent narrating voice and a new foundation ,, a relationship between the reader and the text is established ,, the text becomes plastic, malleable ,, a substance like playdoh! the assurance of the shadow of mystification … #NN25



  
    #8018 “writing memoirs is for the young”
    

  
  
#8018 “writing memoirs is for the young”


[11.xi.25 : mardi] Adam, standing on the deck of the white [carved from a solid block of chalk] ship, a replica of a triple-masked schooner floating in Spain ,, an invisible shell , a ring of angelic host : so we can breathe / “I’m going to finish, see this through,” said Adam. “You’ve never seen anything through,” she said. “Not in your entire life.” “This is a kind of afterlife though,” said Adam. Both were staring into the Void, the Abyss, the Blackness of Adam’s Dark Star … this is what it’s come down to, not what I intended, but what I have done … am doing #NN25


She Melanie … Other Half in some cases double … didn’t aim the words to wound him, he’d been wounded enough, wounded in the groin like all of his kind … artificially inseminating employing procedures, building up processes … an origami master … / He told her a story about how he met Ann Quin … First published in 1966, Three is the second of four novels Ann Quin produced prior to her death by drowning in 1973 at the age of 37. Heir to Virginia Woolf and Anna Kavan, Quin was one of the few British women writing in the 1960s to be recognized by her contemporaries as a major formal innovator. In her … // +++ —  In “Tripticks,” the little-known British writer Ann Quin adopted the techniques of the Beats to playfully mock their machismo and deflate the romance of nineteen-sixties drug culture. ……………. )))… )  Ann Quin was a British experimental writer who explored difference, extremity and disorientation in her novels and stories. She lived a freewheeling life of time travel, space love and sex drugs, but died young in a tragic accident. *** / ___ Ann Quin was born in 1936 in Brighton, England. She died there in 1973. The circumstances of her death are inconclusive, but it is commonly accepted that she committed suicide. She stripped naked and walked into the sea. She left behind four novels: Berg (1964), Three (1966), Passages (1969) and Tripticks // .:::…:::.. Ann Quin (1936-1973) was a working-class writer from Brighton, England. She was at the forefront of British experimentalism in the 1960s along with B.S. Johnson and Alan Burns, and also lived in the US in the mid-sixties, working closely with US writers and poets including Robert Creeley ……. /\  Ann Quin (1936-1973) was a British writer noted for her experimental style. The author of Berg (1964), Three (1966), Passages (1969) and Tripticks (1972), she committed suicide in 1973 at the age of 37 —::/ ^.. >>> Ann Quin came from a working-class family and was educated at the Peculiar Fish Without Fins (Blurring, Filth, and Smut. Or … … … ))))) — //// Ann Quin has haunted me for the past nineteen or so years, intermittently it seems, sputtering in fits, highs and lows, present and real, always mysterious and elusive, shimmering in the background of my life :: ??? Three is the second of the four brilliant and enigma-ridden novels that Ann Quin published before drowning off the coast of Brighton in 1973 at the age of thirty-seven. The mysterious character S—the absent protagonist or antiheroine hypotenuse of this love-triangle tale //\ D + O + S … in Yevgeny Zamyatin’s novel Nous //\ —dies in similar fashion … +–+–+– 000 Ann Quin was born in Brighton in 1936. Her early interest was in the theatre but she soon gave that up to focus on writing. She wrote two books before Berg was published … a completed novel discarded when she was interred in a psychiatric hospital and couldn’t pay her rent … The success of Berg allowed her to travel and she visited the United States where she developed a more experimental style of writing for her subsequent novels. TRANSMISSION ENDS / STOP TAPE


You were four years old when she died, Melanie said. You know me, said Adam. Melanie smiled : you and your time machines. Where was it this time? A beach in Nice, when I was 22 … that was after the … our accident … I found you, didn’t I? Had to become an expert in reading sky star maps. You always were a clever boy, she said. Tell me about Quin. She came up out of the sea … this was in 1991? That’s right. So let’s see, Quin would have been 55 … the same age … No, said Adam. She was still thirty-seven or maybe even younger. You know the Fish People. Melanie nodded and asked was she the woman in the Stone Cottage too? Not yet, said Adam. That’s still to come … when “I” get to [the] I/land.



  
    #8019 “Japan redux”
    

  
  
#8019 “Japan redux”


[12.xi.25 : mercredi] When are you going back to Japan? That was only supposed to be an interlude, a dalliance, a fling … but you will be going back I’m sure, I’ve seen you peeking into those books, softly tracing out the curves and lines of the hiragana katakana and kanji … your activity of counterfeiting needs to hide in territories where novelists are numerous and productive so that you can easily camouflage your falsifications, mixing them with a flourishing production of genuine raw material … after all, this started in Italy … I can lead you to the source #NN25


as I sit here this morning at my writing desk contemplating the past writer who identified Japan relating to (inter alia) Atomic … consider the vibraphone, glockenspiel, the tuba … a reader should be profoundly engaged with their own physics, botany, cooking, cricket, bells that provide a harmonious backdrop to the kaleidoscopic irreality of learned language  originating in Dublin [what a cute little bellybutton : staring at … ], the subject of a treatise on Exotic Languages and Entomology enlarged from a smattering of notes from words whose meaning only seem to be definite … such as Afar, Checheno-Lesghien, Romansch : a word is a flute that plays many notes when floating latch on to a Japanese novel … within are dissolved into a substance of fashion, foxhunting & the geometric weightlessness of multiple, complex gestures and cries ( a form of dance that opens fissures in hyperdimensional spacetime ) Hana laughed when he took from his bag The Pillow Book by Sei Shonagon … I don’t ever want to leave you, he said … speaking of the book … What kind of Story is this? she giggled. Another round of beers please, Stephanie ,, he made a twirling motion with his index finger … and then not five minutes later …


an image began to crystalize, a collage or network of elective connections forming structures, overlapping sound objects which have more direct, visceral linkages with mediaeval rather than contemporary Japan … legally the sorrowful moaning of a feral cat … a sparrow full / they mimicked each other (though barely) with erasures … It’s unusual to see a young woman in a place like this, he said. I’m 37, she said. That’s young, he said. Stephanie presented them with identical pint glasses, foam-topped … a capacity for expression that extended to all linguistic cases (including etymological ones) and their perceptible variations and alterations.


they would sit for hours giggling together over his manuscripts of poems about clouds




  
    #8020 “a system of quadrangles”
    

  
  
#8020 “a system of quadrangles”


[13.xi.25 : jeudi] Wayne considered his options ,, without realization (what a word ,, awareness really (( he wasn’t aware ,, didn’t know that there was anything to be aware of except which was presented to him ((( projected on the wall of the cave. But that’s what’s real, isn’t it? Zen does not give us any answers :: (Wayne said this to himself as part of his daily effort to cure his bodily illness.) :: Zen reveals the fragmentary nature of existence. Zen reveals that all these fragments are illusory … literally no thing. Zen reveals essential emptiness. Zen reveals freedom. Zen reveals : it is what it is … I’ll hit myself thirty times, said Wayne.


entering a critical phase, a transitionary phase ,, crossing a boundary : scientists have discovered a new kind of first order phase transition :: words can be stuffed adiabatically into the linguistic lattice of a novel without changing the time crystal structure of the novel until (as some critical value / word count) the novel undergoes an abrupt structural phase transition … to become


Ten years had passed since his crisis … he could have almost put crisis in quotes, like this: “crisis” but he restrained himself ,, if it was a “crisis” then how was that different from a crisis? the nature of the crisis : this year would be the year (Wayne thought) :: crisis resolved … he was (indeed) optimistic, but the weight of the current social, political catastrophe … an event in Linguistic History requiring a new Slang, an emergent Literary awareness :: Nobody these days holds the written word in such high esteem as police states do. This was precisely the problem though. The current social, political catastrophe controls words on screens. The control and suppression of text has become a disembodied exercise. Wayne’s blog : Wayne’s World = Donavan’s Brain no longer registered on the search engines powering the noosphere. Twenty years ago you couldn’t type “Philip K. Dick Valis Trilogy” without being offered up a slice of Donavan’s Brain. But now … now alas, the Brain was buried under countless miles of waste and debris. Without the violent attention of the police state literature had lost its extraordinary authority, the writing of novels had degenerated into a vegetative and innocuous pastime, one could write even the most subversive things in a novel without risk … not that Wayne wanted to be arrested by the gICEtapo, Wayne was the wrong color for that anyway, those masked banditos preferred brunes. Up until 2015 … perhaps it was only an illusion of repression-free society … the authoritarian state will (at certain times) close its eye and allow literature to flourish : abuse should be alternated with indulgence : the authoritarian should never be predictable in its caprices :: remember, if nothing more remains to be repressed, the whole repressive system rusts and wears down [read that sentence again … again … think about it] #NN25


a system of quadrangles … squares and a pleasant shaded region in the center that could be … anything … [  ] Eden or [  ] Dark Star … the project (Wayne thought) would take him only a few months to complete, the essential element came to him all at once in a sequence of 16 episodes beginning with an encounter with … yes to be sure, she was a type of brown girl, but the color brown had (as in the Song of Solomon) become of the color of ultimate beauty and not a stain / metaphor for what the White Man thought of as the incarnation of bad / so [1] “Paradise” was a portrait Adam’s boyhood, the brown girl was Melanie and they did not know that they were naked until they were informed in no uncertain terms that such frolicking in the river was not allowed … Adam pressed for answers and was given vague explanations, [16] “Dark Star” would be (for Wayne hadn’t written that episode yet ,, only collected a dossier of fragments, notes) a kind of afterlife for Adam who’d realized the trick of Mallworld and engineered a partial escape, succeeded in transforming his cell into a simulacrum of “Paradise” → “Full Circle” / the problem (of course) was that Adam didn’t want a simulacrum, he wanted the real thing … the simulacrum is not the place to end one’s Magnum Opus, n’est pas? [9] “Time Flights” was Adam’s middle period, the culmination of a process of disillusionment which began in [7] “The Atomic Memoir” Adam’s own crisis that began when he was in Japan … Tokyo to Hiroshima … intersecting with a History of Bombing … and then [midway through the course of life] his period in the desert [8] “Temptations” / “Wasted” … the veneer of allegory was woven through the entire text, a kind of modern day Pilgrim’s Progress with Adam playing the role of Christian … [15] “The Fourth Testament” chronicled the search and reconstruction period in Adam’s life / Wayne’s life paralleled his main character [who’d ceased speaking for himself after the final unpunctuated line of [4] “Lost Souls” … from that point on, from [5] “Mallworld” on Adam had been taken from the game board, hidden somewhere deep in the labyrinth, the Story [from 5 on] concerned Sam’s life in the infinite shopping mall world … of course Sam would escape into the Wild West [6] “Speaking in Tongues” … is it Sam who reads “The Atomic Memoir” and the Books of Adam that follow … for Sam, it becomes a kind of game, with Adam as the Maze Master and Sam, the player-character who has to journey to the center and slay the monster … only to discover that the monster is capital itself, the sort of monster that demands that you slay it because that’s how it stays alive … when what he really needed was to learn how to walk away …




  
    #8021 “my lost goat”
    

  
  
#8021 “my lost goat”


[17.xi.25 : lundi] aware of the impact my art could have on religious hegemonic forms, for a long time I listened to our dreams like the stars, always the Preacher’s voice, bubbling up in my notes (including notes on … [2] “Visions of …” or “Visitations of …” ) all that for just a little bit, digressions & divagations … I saw (sitting in the pew) through imagination : next to me was a hard-backed book … what we call dreams when the Sun is up ,, the senses drawing out an ethnography on the Sioux : pay attention, the very expressions we carry out will be questioned, etc. as well as the Cheyenne ,, the Poet ((or perhaps when transcribing the essence of every repeated chord … it’s safe to write poet)) practices the psychosynthesis of dreams. Any person would have been proud not to need explanations or interpretations, to light that mysterious flame illuminating the surface of the dark star … in the act of becoming questionable and finally lost. Contemporary writers shape and knead melodies following a futuristic dream language … the weight of culture: questioned & lost … in the ruins to be used. (requiring a great deal of organization) distracted by fertility festivals (making it is not the only thing … just the first thing / time) O’Brien, O’Casey, O’Dick … O’Flaherty … lions and tigers and bears … O’Hemingway … multiple forms, as is the case for the Apache. By learning to speak (in) dream, dream becomes an account of the migration of insectoid aliens from one planet to another until the entire galaxy is bound in a web of fear. The days of dreaming & the force of Magic, Mathematics, Music … a four-note introduction becomes the blood that drives the body. Words are proverbs (Welsh, Irish, French) at the beginning of the work. Accordingly a way of understanding the total world, not just vibrations in the air : the work of psychoanalysis and religion, sound must breathe more powerfully than Confucianism, Mohammedism mustn’t be constrained by an idea. All, alas, swept across both inside and outside the Whale ,, the Empire never ended ,, the more powerful objects, rivers & saints, the text of a Work In Progress … swept across the plains following the noble buffalo. yes, it does matter … #NN25


The Empire controls (or attempts to through a 24/7 news cycle) our outside/single vision … at first I failed to realize that the P-node’s isolation from nature & mind is a combination of Television, Theater, and Theology painstakingly constructed : the Story results from a reading of two books together. I take them as a single topography ,, concerned me and my arrival ,, out of a set of fragmentary episodes : on the flight back home, after a weekend at the cabin on the lake attended by a goose with a broken wing (unable to fly …) he glanced to his left, across the aisle, a woman reading from a device similar to his, he could read the words from where he was sitting and the sentences he read filled him with a profound sadness, such shabby sentences, sentences like all other sentences only meaning precisely what they are meant to say, no more, no less, sentences who primary function is a disappearing act … on TV. My Story … Inside Vision, the library, a single document. I understand friendship which came together to form a critical challenge, a difficulty in fleeing from the wild dogs, the pack of wolves if one is tuned into the Reality Show. The flight of Queen Loana articulated in sections which were then integrated into the Spectacle that distracts, a kind of striptease performed by the Invisible Woman, who had earned her title by setting up false dichotomies, false oppositions in order maintain the apparatus of repression, some maladroit finagling, dualisms which are locked in violent extemporizing. What the author’s fiction can say about the works of Morton Feldman & Philip Guston, chapters which (in their turn) make nonfiction and visa versa. Several composers & painters, not able to combat, while lying … figuratively drawing in an abstract manner … reclining on a seat in the first class cabin, a transatlantic steamer bound for the twentieth century while encountering actualizing jetsam spectaculars. The Truth remained hidden/secret when in 1970 he chose to cut up the book’s four parts. At each stage (proposed) reviewers said that [12] “The Museum of Adam’s Novel” does not delve into figurative art, an aesthetic change fashioned by treating the finished material as raw material. What Wayne wrote in [13] “Inside the Whale” was that “Oz is Fairyland, true — it is the earthly paradise that borders Arkadia.” need not be read with [  ] Arkadia [  ] Irkadia [  ] Orkadia [  ] Urkadia [  ] Erkadia / the poet sees double : both inside & outside, but only enters Oz through a feeling, a different kind of sense. Arkadia by invitation only : there is nothing you and I can do to get into Arkadia. At this point Adam became indignant, what did this so-called “Queen” Loana have to do with his story and why was he being narrated in the third person? An enthusiast of abstract art (cf. “The Italians” by Cy Twombly) provided one or several of his [her / its] notebooks (always a reader’s choice). “I can read art that will never be able to forgive…” the notebook material … was I to be someone blown away like chaff before entering Oz? one does not leave the Mall — though the Mall is transformed in stereo vision : the champion shot dead in the Wild West? Was the priest capturing my textbook poems? my lost goat? Had she been reading my poems, she would have (fourteen years later) two years after those things that seem least important … she had been reading “my” / his blog Donavan’s Brain. Yes! She had! And what of the Eurovision Invasion of Turtle Island? The Iroquois ,,, /  :: The Iroquois people have inhabited the areas of Ontario and upstate New York for well over 4,000 years. Technically speaking, “Iroquois” refers to a language rather than a particular tribe. In fact, the Iroquois consisted of five tribes prior to European colonization. Their society serves as an outstanding example of … the glass keys to the mind palace. This is Poetry 101: study to be quiet. Is it necessary to demonstrate remarkable skill with a rifle when you finish reading A Pilgrim’s Progress? Hope instead to become fourfold.




  
    #8022 “No, I’d prefer not to, I’ll simply write … without a plan”
    

  
  
#8022 “No, I’d prefer not to, I’ll simply write … without a plan”


[19.xi.25 : mercredi] essays, waiting games : Wayne and “she” had exchanged letters … he was 14, she may have been 16 ,, oh such a magical night! moonlight on her skin / summer camp … after exchanging … intimacies / addresses : then after a year or so, her letters stop ,, no longer arrive in his mailbox (had he been too ardent in his alphabetical wooing? too much futuristic insistences? he would carry the guilt, the shame of his confessions of E E E E turndial love that ,, or so he thought ,, pushed her away / but it’s motivated) His letter returned stamped “No Longer At This Address” … could they not be forwarded ?? Wayne (this is years later) tells the story to Bob, the Bearded One. They are sitting on the porch of a the floating cabin that he and some of his college buddies rented for the weekend. It’s the porch, resembling a dock which is what it is, that reminds Wayne of that moonlit night skinny dipping with She. It sounds like you were in love, said Bob. Did you ever search for her? No, said Wayne, I’m not going to search for her. To search would be … but those would be partial, a painter’s death understood, cancelled with one of a range of color readings if we take a writer seriously, the sheer freedom with which Wayne used crayons—each color representing a stage of the waiting game. If you truly loved, said Bob. Wayne shook his head. No, it doesn’t work that way. What is real is what comes into being through waiting, through delay, a resistance that can be felt … one day, we will meet by chance and then we’ll know … What if she’s dead? asked Bob, digging for something buried deep in that beard. Then I’d rather go on waiting … #NN25



  
    #8024 “au naturale”
    

  
  
#8024 “au naturale”


[21.xi.25 : vendredi] absurd, angel, bleak, beatitude, chance, chaos, desolate, discontent, disillusion, divine, Eden, envenomed, enigmatic, entangled, flight, fragrant, futuristic, fragment, gnarled, grandeur, gastronomic, heraldic, illusion, idolatry, jailbird, kairos, labyrinth, language, legend, lurid, mediaeval, mysterious, macabre, mercy, monster, naked, nostalgia, obsession, obsolete, orchid, primeval, performance, pagan, phantom, peacock, preposterous, palliative, poem, quest, question, remote, ruin, sacred, Sun, seer, serpent, sorceress, temptation, tempest, turbulent, unicorn, underground, unchaste, unchallenged, virgin, vampire, veil, variorum, wane, wax, x-ray, yarn, zebra


The twenty-first century knew of strange manners of poisoning : poisoning by social media and targeted marketing, by search engine results and a twenty-four-seven newscycle, by advertisements and lines of credit, early sorrow, death, and suicide. What poisoned Wayne was a book … & moments when he looked on the slag heap of civilization simply as a mode (garbage supplying the raw material) through which he could realize a certain conception of the beautiful … metaphors as monstrous as black orchids … #NN25



  
    #8025 “a trio of quintessential examples”
    

  
  
#8025 “a trio of quintessential examples”


[22.xi.25 : samedi] I want to try to record a feeling / holding on to something that / a possibility, a new mode (a way of living in the world) / the making real of what has been  (before) only virtual :: in notebooks & proofs, it’s also often horizontal … on the couch / the sun-warmed earth (tracing out connections) … the supine sky goes everywhere & is known to have been compared with rare cases : this is not a journal, but it could be a writer’s patient correspondence is his musical style ,, to the notebook, it’s an integral part of the / / Wayne’s work, the raw interwoven colors of a Persian rug … why Persian specifically? the names of stars … to provide some justification he would write nonfiction introductions and companion to the notebook material that he derived from a trio of quintessential examples / sources / prepared textual collages … which mean to me : a command of an encyclopedic range of external sources. #NN25



  
    #8027 “patterns of crippled symmetry”
    

  
  
#8027 “patterns of crippled symmetry”


[24.xi.25.b : lundi] Joyce rarely, if ever, indicates the edge of the elements … why has so much been written about Joyce & Proust, a so little about Gertrude Stein & Marguerite Young? … where the sea is, there the found material is also … this is where your complete catalog meets the sky: au bord de la mer / and finding that fine balance between reading & writing / language acquisition, a discussion of res and verba, so there are a full range of topics in the instrumental sources reminiscent of why a stronger case for reading … the daily writing of poems … the text awaits the completion of patterns of crippled symmetry, books together … to read an edition today is to date the indexes tomorrow with accompanying piano, celesta and the constant percussion of the author’s letters, essays, and notebooks … taken together they produce a kind of effect #NN25



  
    #8028 “spilling great unthreaded pearls”
    

  
  
#8028 “spilling great unthreaded pearls”


[25.xi.25.b : mardi] between writing about madness, attempting to supply correct meanings from dancehall strategies of failure : opposites take their toll, at a distance from the direct experience of madness. For their work, no artist has haunted me for the past nineteen years so much as the writing of … // & how understanding the meaning of their years, intermittently (it seemed later) might even this be possible? The madness of ossified old men, foolish authorities trusting in sham deities … a planet or zone, some may occupy it as a training ground for the sightless … it will take time to recover from the trauma. The work, but neither does any critic sputtering in fits, highs & lows synthesize distinctions between ,, about and of, not the way historians do with guns, a fireboat coasting, gangsters unfallen … out of such experiences, the blinders of specialization offer the semblance of … The two books (Wayne’s very fat novel and its very fat companion) seem to … present and real, always mysterious … the question of how to structure my … to provoke a range of indefensible and elusive, shimmering arguments : the film slows down time, stops it. spilling great unthreaded pearls, mindful of material circumstances ,, in which he asks why physicists don’t write poems. #NN25



  
    #8029 “crystalline chromatic measures”
    

  
  
#8029 “crystalline chromatic measures”


[26.xi.25.b : mercredi] this is an act of faith : an argument here :: I propose that Ann Quin’s notions & it’s even been suggested by the background of her life, she had not always used a method of reiteration … a particularly prominent podcaster looked to her for inspiration : this is significant since it shifts focus away from what might be a joke … un blague / blog … with what enjoyment I learned that the Cosmos are back! but alas they will be playing their matches in Paterson … the Paterson of William Carlos Williams (and many, many others) … that story in Larry Goodell’s book about how Ann Quin met Alan Ginsberg in Paterson and went to see Pelé and the New York Cosmos … but this is impossible — still she has to ask ,, from what madness is : what if the music I will listen to afterwards is our present music?? what if this music has always been there if needed? What if “my” Cosmos will play on those eternal, poetic, and luminous fields in Paterson? She hasn’t asked. But when she does ask what madness does to language : the crystalline chromatic measures are what taught me to write. I have yet to imitate how this is caught up with converging and diverging … her (Quin’s) is an infinite series (I have no style), but she has questions about institutionalization: Actually have finished a whole draft of the book, but to the cost of a crazy kind of breakdown — I was working about ten/twelve hours a day on it for a week, then felt depressed after reading thru the manuscript; and just kind of felt it meaningless and everything else likewise, until I found I couldn’t even talk properly, a kind of stutter developed. Yeah, that tracks… #NN25



  
    #8030 “who is Subimal Misra?”
    

  
  
#8030 “who is Subimal Misra?”


[27.xi.25.a : jeudi] That we are all here is miraculous ,, wondrous : our bodily existence always necessarily includes direct attenuating vibrations, vivid beats … routes [poetic] to : writing as deviation, perversion, narrative expression : because our presence here in this time & place is not meaningless nor absurd — though the rulers / infectoid aliens have done their best to destroy meaning & render daily life absurd : we’re here! enjoy it! : alternating with Frauenhofer lines of coconspirators … why are we everlastingly warned of unashamed delight?


All right so why are you confused? #NN25


the novel as a commodity reenforces capitalist realism [Fisher] the experimental novel ,, the antinovel changes … or provides the necessary conditions for a transformation in the reader … the reader’s way of life & thinking [a way of see through the Reality Show] rather than capitulating / confirming capitalist tropes / Subimal Misra :: “In order to survive in the capitalist system, artists, and litterateurs have to be amicable sometimes and sometimes the need to wrestle … she stands on the left, the left of everyone … I do not want my writing to be converted into capital, or be capable of being digested by the intestines of middle-class babus. I want to make my writing into a weapon against the repression-based civilization.” ………….. ++++ (20 June 1943 – 8 February 2023) was an Indian Bengali novelist, short story writer, and essayist. He was known as a maverick and audacious experimentalist in contemporary Bengali literature ..:::/—


Who is Subimal Misra?


,,,,,, came to be known to readers through his early writing, which bore a distinct style or quality. But he believed in continuously moving on, casting away anything that was not novel, and so kept evolving over the years and decades, in terms of form, style and content. In his words: “I hate stagnation of thought, ideas and beliefs. There are vast possibilities in front of us, new horizons, new understandings … Man cannot stop, man cannot brood over myths, he has only this option open to him — to move on, or perish.” /// ::— A tribute to the anti-establishment Bengali writer Subimal Misra, who passed away recently ….. )))) In form and content, Misra’s work was unparalleled in how it challenged preconceptions and encouraged a deeper discursive understanding of issues. >>>> ~ <<<< Bengali writer Subimal Misra (1943-2023) was one of these ,,, and The Earth Quakes, a translation (by V Ramaswamy) of 20 of his later stories, written between 1991 and 2010, is a striking showcase of Misra’s prowess as a writer—and his complete disregard for the conventions … —>>> If a rule can… )))) Subimal Misra began writing exclusively for little magazines in the late sixties. His stories soon came to be known as ,’,’’,’,,‘anti-stories’,’,’ ,’,’ ,’,’,’ although he calls them >>>>>> ‘films’ <<<<<< Misra credits Jean-Luc Godard with teaching him language, i.e., cinematic language, where the film is like an argument. By the end of the seventies,,,,,, Subimal Misra - anarchist, activist, anti-establishment experimental ‘anti-writer’ – is a contemporary master, and among India’s greatest living authors. This Could Have Become Ramayan Chamar’s Tale is a novella about a tea-estate worker turned Naxalite named Ramayan Chamar, who gets… Bengali author Subimal Misra, 80, breathed his last at 4:50 AM on Wednesday. Lauded as the “anti-establishment” Bengali writer, Misra, born in 1943, went on to be influenced by the cinematic works … → The Film Diaries /// Subimal Misra is regarded as the anti-establishment voice in the world of Bengali parallel literature. But the 75-year-old literary experimentalist is hardly known even to serious readers in Bengali. When Misra began writing, in the late 60s, he wrote only for little magazines and soon became the uncrowned …………


Don’t confuse aesthetics with politics, but don’t forget politics in pursuit of aesthetics.


Time does not march forward
     it staggers like a drunk



This effect arrises from a proliferation of word pauses :         car headlights            pearl necklaces                  a cannon                         in the spectroscopic analysis ,, a house reduced to rubble by bombs : you have barely lived life yet, you feel :: the forest, we go in remembering long ago that we entered hoping that we’d never come out [According to legend: the deluge which covered the Earth for 180 days began when a solar flare reached out to touch the face of … Iceworld.] at this level rather than providing a broader treatment because “this age” requires us to be terribly explicit … the average ability to read, really read has been stunted by … all our preconceptions are identical.


flowers, teapots, honeyed loons, a red tongue, planets … what grandeur!  what has already passed you by, another historical or social discussion of notions :: if I write an account of my dream, I do not intend to interpret, but to explore … if the way is blocked, step across the flow, hold onto the wet branch … do you think your invisibility cloak will save you ,,, from the cold spray against your face ?? of imperishable logic and how pathetic the inevitable victim, the nonspy who has, day after day, asked himself the same question :: THE BIG QUESTION


[57] What’s left for the novel? the antinovel … the cut-up technique developed for film/cinema [cf. Subimal Misra] … already in the 50s & 60s writers were asking what the novel could do … not just ceding certain ground to cinema, but acknowledging that readers need/want different things at different times … sometimes it isn’t a question of what to do, but just a sense … an intuition that the void need not be filled with anything … I’m thinking of Rayner Heppenstall & B.S. Johnson, but already this is old news. almost as if reading anything not on a screen is an act of … not only tremendous will, but sabotage. This is the Film Diary of My Every Day Life … as such not just me, but we all are seduced by the image that we are the main character in the movie of our lives, but haunted by the knowledge that the theater is empty … we play to the audience of none : look at me! look at me!


[58] These are not excuses, just observations: decisions in the moment, based on feelings, how energetic or tired I am, certain ideas bubble up, impulses, some catch (gain traction), other slip by/through . What I want (or so the little voice says) is to return to a time ,, an image of the past, for example, three years ago when I was reading Solenoid and The Luminous Novel with my feet stretched out toward the fireplace/stove, those long autumn evenings giving way to even longer winter nights with two fat books, first one, then the other and not distracted by doubts or unwelcome waves of malaise, knowing that I was on to something, following a clue … thread.


[Z/a] THE BIG QUESTION … where did it all go? It = life … his life, the what has he done with it = time time time after time … what is time after time? what if there is no time after time? Not that he was old, he wasn’t old, no way was he old … not yet, he’d barely even started : still he had something to show for it [the effort … yes, a great deal of effort & patience], the archive, yes … yes! … the archive, the blessed archive. He wasn’t alone in the world, none of us are ever alone … he wrote this in his notebook. He had lots of notebooks which contained fragments such as this : if poetry is the fullest use of language & language is an evolved biological function, part of what it is to be human, then all humans share the same fundamental linguistic preconceptions @ a poetic level — it’s when grammar is imposed that preconceptions start to diverge along cultural (control) lines. What good did that do him? He resisted the notion that it was a problem to be worked out : death, presented as a fact. Death as sure a fact as … not even birth, since there is nothing inevitable about birth, but once you are born, you will die. At least that’s what they say. Here’s something else he’d worked out in another notebook some years ago:


Given that the universe is a quantum mechanical state, the universe as a whole may be represented by a wave function. In order for the universe to be real, the universal wavefunction must collapse and in order to collapse, the universe requires an observer, let’s call this person the Designated Observer :: And ,,, who is the designated observer? (Plausible and possibly incomplete answer: any sufficiently complicated macroscopic system capable of sensory data acquisition and language processing : necessary for recursion.) Accepting that quantum theory applies to observers, the issue of what happens to them if they are themselves observed by another (super)observer becomes important. The superobserver necessary to sustain the totality of reality is the Designated Observer … and so forth / by definition (thus) if you are the Designated Observer in this universe, then you will not die. The trick to immortality isn’t a combination of vitamins and exercise, all you have to do is to ensure that you are this universe’s Designated Observer. Wayne wasn’t so sure that he wanted the job … he certainly hadn’t filled out any applications : unless that was done right before drinking from the Lethe //// The fact that his body had continued to grow old was reassuring … or troubling since if he was the DO / D-Zero ?? / then relentless bodily decay … would he retrain consciousness if he was transformed into a jar of ash / sand? … the notion of inhabiting an hour glass ,,, for all time …


The crap that he had to do to the pay the bills (!) … okay, that wasn’t the only problem, there were the dishes, bodily hygiene, sleep which he didn’t mind so much : perchance to dream and all that, but by the end of the day, he just didn’t have it in him to do anything other than read … watching TV that eater of time had lost its appeal years ago. Slipping away, yes, that was it. He had to stop himself from feeling that time was slipping away, but how? It was hanging onto stuff that accelerated the perceived flow of time, if only he could let go of all his stuff … Wayne remembered the story of the rich young man who asked Fred how to enter the Aeon of Omega : get rid of all your crap, Fred has said. But I’ve got a lot of crap, said the rich young man, and I like my crap, it makes me feel safe and powerful. Suit yourself, said Fred, but I thought you wanted to enter the Aeon of Omega. Yeah, said the rich young man, I want it all … you know, the cake and eating it.


Wayne wasn’t a rich young man. He’d never been rich. Once he was a young man, but he’d wasted his youth … and the BIG SIX OH was looming, not that he was bothered by numbers. It’s not how old you are. And it wasn’t even the idea of death or knowing that he would die one day that bothered him (though he would still feel a moment of vertigo when he imaginatively transported himself to that last moment … it hardly seemed possible) and it was coming fast!! (like the ground, for that poor whale) What bothered him was that maybe he’d missed something really important, like someone had left a message : hey, this is really important! don’t forget to … before you die! But what was it that he should do? How to fill in the blank? time keeps on slippin’ slippin’ slippin’ away … a monstrous bewitchment! What bothered him really was the idea that maybe it was all a hoax: death that is. Death is just a kind of practical joke played on the unprepared, those who didn’t know any better or who hadn’t figured IT out where IT = ??? like how to fall without hitting the ground: people do it all the time when they are on an orbiter in orbit around … the center. What’s at the center? It might be true, Wayne thought, it might be true that at the moment of death, the Angel of Fill In The Blank would appear and grant him three wishes. Maybe you didn’t have to do anything. We’re all falling. And if you’re falling, the most important skill you can acquire is learning how to fly … or simply how not to die.




  
    #8031 “floating in a featherweight winter meadow”
    

  
  
#8031 “floating in a featherweight winter meadow”


[28.xi.25.a : vendredi] of madness in Ann Quin’s era I track like the capricious music of the ancients ,, never paid any attention to nor attended closely to the formal cryptography governed by nothing /// the wild fantasies of pragmatists don’t appreciate the mechanisms of language. For them, it’s the act of buying that matters and to know which side the cornbread becomes … why say that Joyce’s creative wordplay is destructive? what good can come of that? Finnegans Wake is not a destruction of language, but a tutorial in language construction. Joyce is not showing us the END, he’s showing us how to break the shackles that have been clapped on language by the Thought Police :: he’s made it possible for us to enter into THE UNMAPPED COUNTRY, and in particular he reassures us not what is bought by turning butter into what began as a quiet effect of the layers and echoes of its home … into a form of dump ,, investigation has blown into full scale influence and intertexts, placing into a different light what might be called a sample of a still unresolved controversy. He shrugged and said (lightheartedly): Zeus gives us good & bad in unequal measure at different times. #NN25


I will not entertain you with a story of happy returns :: warning to the foot-on-the-ground reader :: THIS BOOK IS NOT FOR YOU. / Analysis of Novel on Yellow Paper by Stevie Smith (1936), the first of three novels by the English writer who became better known as a poet. … Stevie Smith was a British poet who expressed an original and visionary personality in her work, combining a lively wit with penetrating honesty and an absence of sentiment. For most of her life Smith lived with an aunt in the same house in Palmers Green, a northern London suburb. After attending …. was well aware of world politics & had serious things to say, especially about German fascism … Smith’s political insight in this novel is far in advance of the great majority or writers of the time. /// Pompey Casmilus, Stevie Smith’s loquacious alter ego, works as a secretary and writes down on yellow office paper this wickedly amusing novel. “Dear Reader,” she addresses us politely in the whirlwind of her opinions on death, sex, anti-Semitism, art, Greek tragedy, friendship, marriage, Nazism, gossip, and <<<<<<<<….>>>> Stevie Smith is a magnificent wild card in the deck of this century’s great writers—beyond category and past calculation … a true joker as Annie Dillard has said, “She is a wonder.” A great poet and novelist (Novel on Yellow Paper), Stevie Smith also wrote delightful short prose. And here, in A Very Pleasant Evening with… \\ .::— ::Author Background:: Stevie was born Florence Margaret Smith (1902-1971). Her father abandoned his wife and two daughters. Her mother turned to her sister, Smith’s Aunt Maggie, for financial and emotional support. Smith lived her entire life in the home that her aunt Maggie provided in Palmer’s Green, /./<</../>>>


Everything I’ve written has been put down for the benefit of some potential reader. This is why I am unable to be honest with myself in writing. What does it matter what I think of myself as long as my “Dear Reader” is standing in the center of the locked room between two soldiers with bayonets affixed to their rifles? What is my “Dear Reader”’s plan of action? / escape plan? anyone? anyone?


to Virginia Woolf together with an archive fit to be curated … a silent family questions how to respond to their fiction … in theory this approach becomes a defensive fort, a living artwork presented to you as a conk-headed … Now show us to bed, lull us into deep sweet sleep … fair elvenland! I came in search of news about my father :: // Rueben Sandwich never worried. He was well aware of more plausible excuses played on a single string, immense & floating on chittering waters, flittering bats passing beyond the void of his injurious past. He had a cruel father … that’s Mr Sandwich to you! … a doting father … has a desert rock whose marine structure suggests compatibility with the transforming expulsion of what might be taken by fanatical junkies as depopulation zones floating among icebergs ,, Sandwich … an indifferential mother rather than to inlay the irreversibility of slapping hands at the dinner table when Rueben announced his desire to become a bearded lighthouse keeper. Silhouettes on dunes always swelling. Current popular interest happened too quickly, Rueben was an only child, first child, the youngest and the middle child otherwise to be HOARDED inside and center with these characteristics: Rueben Sandwich grew up in poverty, wealth, the 19th century. His father called him Turkey. His grandfather, Ham.


I’ve always run too far. I am not absent minded between the circulatory creases, especially when it … as the Earth turns … is getting dark around the fiction/nonfiction boundary—think for consequent spoils only a few parallels in mind that researchers have been working into examples … to the grim underworld these parties do conduct !! on this gray morning the great Trismegistus plucks threads of the day before … wait & see all of the something funny in The Möbius Book (for authors writing nonfiction on a variety of complex experiments) has brought with it. I am neither a success nor a failure ::


Do my restless fingers astonish you? Even Balaam’s ass beheld an angel saddened by autumn leaves. How do stories come to be companion pieces to their work designed to detect desperate witchcraft or darker devilry … be wary and watchful while on our long walks together in the moonlight. Shall I whistle in your ear? Moan with my eyes closed? The operative word, Nurse Blunt, you have already suspected that a great white flower snaps shut in daylight sleeping. The magnetic pole & the watery conditions of icebergs floating in a featherweight winter meadow as a cold stone brooding about the world ending tomorrow. East is Wild West is East is all the same now : the world is a mountain home on the range.




  
    #8032 “the campaign for real fiction”
    

  
  
#8032 “the campaign for real fiction”


[29.xi.25.b : samedi] The Gardian of Orthodoxy says, “Physicists do not write poems in the secret language of Dogon.” Nabokov wrote introductions to his imaginative efforts in stuffy motels. If you write poems, oh physicist !! employ an experiment with novels in late editions filled with nightmares and brutally gentle self-portraiture, try to find your own extensive introductions on your own wheelingly borrowed time or that of impassioned ladies and other critics. Discover a way out of the box that contains many novels for the New York edition: these areas have giant 