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STALACTITE

All of my dreams have dark dirt ceilings.

It sounds like an exaggeration, but I can assure
you, I’ve examined them from all sides.
That’s the trouble with flying in a dirt
box, you hit the edges eventually (and
then repeatedly. An unfortunate side
effect of the desire for confirmation.)
Sometimes they are close; I can make
out delicate root systems that have
pushed through and stunted into
the air, as if the air were solid
and they had encountered an
uncrossable border.

I
can
recall
my early
dreams with
a vividness they
have lacked since.
I know this is the
nature of memory, the
early formations that we
build upon. The fictions that
coat the reality in thick blankets
of sentimentality, but we *are* talking of
dreams after all. What would they be without
the coating? What would leak from the surface
through to the understorey if all I buried it with
were anaemic propositions?

Sometimes they are far,
football fields away,
but still, the shadows
of a corner meeting.
An oddly specific
geometry that
makes me think,
even in sleep;
cube.

Mine are coated in dirt. Dirt and other materials.
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STALACTITE

the nature of memory as strata.
This is me, waiting in a hallway with a hundred other people.
We stand, in front of three alternate doors in a low rooved
space. Everyone is wearing dark brown woolen coats in various
kinds of patterning - houndstooth, herringbone, twill.
The doors are flanked by guards whose faces are obscured,
except for their eyes, which watch us with intensity although
they don’t otherwise move, and we are hardly a raucous crowd.
I have been here many times before and have entered through
each set of doors.
Inside there are fun park rides. A carousel with spotted dark
mirrors, a set of wavy orange slides and a small rollercoaster
which makes the worst screeching sounds.
They sit inside a perfectly squared off room whose edges are
clearly discernible as being carved out of dirt.
Each time I have this dream we wait for an unreasonable
amount of time before being allowed to sombrely file into the
room and get onto the ride.
We sit, silently as the rides move us around circuits, on rails
and we patiently wait single file for our turn on the slides in
perfectly choreographed lines.
It is humourless and joyless and once the rollercoaster went off
its track.

Every night in the underworld I carry a thick
carpet bag of my previous night’s adventures. I
open it and coat myself in another layer until
I almost solidify into immobility.
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Each night I dream and the world
around me thickens. Like the edges
of a travertine terrace, or the
precipitation on a stalactite
or the thickening of
the strata due to wind
or volcanic deposits.
Every morning
I waken and
move through
the world.
I stuff
my pockets
with a damp
residue that
hardens over time
and populates the universe
that is within. An accretion of memory and
dream melding together to confuse the idea of
what is real. I’m not sure of most things.

(The Village)
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These things leach through the unconscious
[The age of mechanics and geometry.]

one drip
at
a
time.
A tube of copper, a tin of coffee, a pair
of broken wheels. Timber, always timber
and string. I always seem to carry around
these props with the elegance of an 8-bit
game character. Or a set of lego hands.
Just some sort of awkward extension
of my self, projected forward with
an unknown significance. Once I
got stuck with a can of red beans
while trying to escape from a
terrifying group of people.
I eventually did, but
with no help
from
the
beans.
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STALACTITE

This is me, flying with an enormous copper antenna.
The wind (how is there wind?) whistling over it as I rise
higher and higher and into stars that are actually voids in the
overhead soil.

Now.

It used to be easy, the flying. Now it is a lot more effort
to maintain. I am more aware of the process and my own
mortality perhaps. I imagine that I make voids in its substance,
as if leaving hollow tracks inside the solid block of space.Even in
my dark dirt dreams, the earth is waiting patiently to blanket
me in shadows.

We pause at the edge of the river to feel the silence
swell, filling space and time. I have nothing in
my pockets except lint, but the river accepts.
It always does, at least initially. At
points you can glimpse it, a thick
sort of green that you can
feel between the trees and
hear as a constant and
quiet staticky-roar in your
left ear as you ride this
road. An equally opaque
liquid, although that
could be the sun,
illuminating and
obscuring the
river’s bed
in turns
beneath
a thin
veneer of
aerated
foam.
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I never notice the air moving when I am moving through it.
The antenna and I are sweeping through a building like a
colosseum, where the interior facades have been removed and,
as we swoop around in ever-increasing circles searching for an
exit, we glimpse glaringly domestic moments from the daily life
of its inhabitants.
In every space there is an object sitting casually in a particular
shade of crimson red. Most people ignore me but there are a
few who stop to wave or chat and they stand awkwardly as if
from within an invisible window frame or door.
Things fall out of the rooms. They drop heavily, not like a
waterfall but more like bodies dropping from the sky. They hit
the ground far below with damp thuds. No-one seems to notice
except me, but I am climbing higher and higher so it barely
rates as important.

STALACTITE

I am riding on unknown roads that are as red as
the water is green. A bulldozer paws at the ground,
turning grasses over into thick white roots twisting
in the dirt. I dismount my bicycle to pass by, the
river and the bulldozer competing for my
attention but I am already too distracted to
notice much else. The water runs between
foliage; a tapestry of leaves and grasses
and air and water and earth, fragments
all woven into one flat plane glimpsed
at the periphery.
I merge all the rivers I have
known into one continuous
body. Even those with which
I am barely acquainted.
From the streams of my
childhood through to
the broad and endless
bodies that accompany
me on my daily
journeys - they have
aged with me,
accumulating
mass,
drop
by
drop.
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This is me, looking through cities for a glass room where
people wait for me, one in particular but with a face that lacks
definition. I found it once, I may again.
It always starts out the same.
I am on the outskirts of the town which is shaped like a bowl.
Towards the centre, but vaguely south east from it is a tiny
glowing speck.
The city is unnavigable. Every time I take a corner or climb a
building to note my progress the glass box sits, glowing in the
same middle distance, mocking my progress.
There are people on the streets.
The streets themselves are a foot deep with some sort of
weightless dust that kicks up in whorls into the air as I (or
anyone else) step through it.
There is a blue light equidistant from the glowing box and
I have come to realise that it is tracking my successes and
failures.
People move like survivors from a nuclear fallout. Closer to the
centre their clothes are noticeably more ragged.
I am a moth, obsessed only with the light.
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Together we fall from cloud and hills. Together
we weather the porous carpet, to descend into an
unknowable bulk relieved only by gaps in
the surface of its skin. Weathered by both
wind and rain, each pock mark leads to a
crack, leads to a vent, leads to a hollow.
Each hole a punctuation or code or bit
that holds within it a stream of
untranslatable text. Each drop
punctures, it drags the light
down with it for a beat before
the darkness takes both
the liquid and the wave.
The river holds its fill
and releases the rest
to the air and the
ground.

From here,
in the daylight
the holes look like tiny
caverns. From the underside
they look like stars. Perhaps it is
these that I have seen, have tried to
congregate into familiar constellations, hoping
to navigate to more familiar waters. I try to watch
my feet but my head, as always, is in the clouds.
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The
silence
is louder
than the rush
of the water as it
dissolves rock and
moves mountains.
It meets like an infection,
unexpected and feverish, attacking
the host.
From somewhere around the hill there is music.
Another quieter roar of voices and footsteps
mark some sort of celebration or ceremony. My
feet shuffle in the upturned dust by a bridge, the
bicycle wheels dragging awkward and intersecting
snakeskin patterns between pebbles.
I remember the late afternoon light filtering into
an empty room. I think of time passing through
my hands like lint.
This I will gift regretfully to stormwater drains
a few days later, halfway around the world.
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