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Us dead

talk love



I wanted to ask whether you thought that finding

an eyelash under your foreskin was significant?



-Because, truly, it felt pretty signal to me.
A magnificent and rare episode.
Or, at least, a rare and magnificent appreciation of a

common episode. A moment afforded, certainly.

(Testament to the particular auterist, directorial
technique: natural light, digital cameras, skeleton crew; to
be ready to shoot if the cry goes up.)

Ho!

Sex, death. Intimacy and its melancholy impossibil-
ity. REPRESENTATION - exhumed, upended, turned over
in the hand - either to discover the seal of its authoring or,
with a little shock, to discover that, IN ACTUAL FACT, it’s
not a representation at all but the real thing: a curlicue of
eyelash disguisel asthe pronominal self

—aslas T -

bedded down beneath the foreskin, awake to that
sensitive ground. Like an implement of dowsing.

As in:

Blackened, dead dermis as incisive, essential,
esoteric. As fucking deadly: there under the foreskin,
clinging to the glans like some missing, nascent grapheme.

Lost.

In the way a fossil is impossibly lost.
That crippled, ammonite curve of
mascarad spines, smashed

—fucked,

—shaved,

—sunk.

(The unimaginable, fabulous skintones of
dinosaurs.
Most audiences would decry a fluorescent pink

Brachiosaur)

An ecstatic fossil. Unearthed tenderly from the
sweet sod. Manicured hands in talcd latex gloves.

Powder-brush brushed to reveal a kind of irresist-
ible legibility.

A primordial story of separation. Of everything
apart from everything else. Told brashly by two discor-
dantly tuned kettle drums at either side of the stage.

‘Intimacy’

Producing its own fucking paradox: its charred,
shined hand revealed (slowly withdrawn from a change-
filled pocket or from behind the muscular back) - a
surrogate for the impossibility of ever coalescing, of
ever rescinding yours and my DISCRETION; ‘intimacy’
forming some heavy-metal barrier cream.

(At which point, a climactic spraining at the roof of

the mouth followed by histrionic tears)
Ecstatic.

Ecstatic!

A singularity. Gazing down, planted at the urinal:
an image of such searing clarity. Considering the circum-
stance. —Not a singularity: a plurality. Of meanings,
thoughts, analogues, images — under the duress and heat
and unbelievable humidity and toxic needles and taut
canopy and pregnant clouds and slow air and purple,

sourceless light of DESIRE! Compounded into a sweet,
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GRIN all the broader for the isolation of this urinal, the
circumstance, the line of sight - the solitariness of such
knowledge, the thought, the memory, here, performing
something as perfunctory as pissing.

Whether you would’ve grinned with the plain
absurdity of the discovery, which would, could, might
perhaps be quickly, irrevocably inflected with a surge of
(TRULY) love.

Whether your first thoughts would have been
romantic or perhaps, in actual fact, judging by some of
your previous work, your first thoughts would more likely
have been morbid. Perhaps, upon discovery, the eyelash
took on the portentous aspect of a curse; an precise black
inscription condemning either you or — more likely - the
previous owner of the eyelash, your lover.

Being a stiff wilt of dead matter, doubly-dead here:
detached from its loose soil and buried beneath a thick
fold of another’s clay-like skin.

I wanted to ask whether this congress, between
living and dead matter, would have struck you as sick,

somehow.
As in, unwell?

As in, whether you would have reached for
parasitic equivalents. Infectious equivalents. Gangrenous
equivalents. Swollen skin splitting along hair-line fractures.

The SQUEAL of the wood on the ghat. Or the skin.

As in, unclean - heretically FILTHY.

I never thought to ask whether you considered this



smell sexual or deathly. In origin. As differentiated from its
reception.

Whether in identifying one or the other as the
source you might in so doing demonstrate something
of your DISCRETE LIBIDINAL ALIGNMENT - your

somatosensory ‘calibration, as it were.

Really, I simply wanted to ask about what
happened?

As in: what on earth happened?

As in: what the fuck happened?
(What I wanted to ask)

For a long time there, it was all I could think to
have asked. To ask what happened; to hear your take on
things. To RELIEVE the unbearable pressure thatd been
placed upon my own shaky testimony.

To ask such a question being tantamount to a very
real demand for the exculpation of my

EVERY SINGLE FUCKING responsibility.

To you, in the main.
The fuck happened.

The thought of a single black line drawn with a
brush made up of a single eyelash. The rarest kind of sable,
etc. In black Indian ink, at the head of a penis - in one
deft, tender stroke. Ermine tailed. Barely registered: the
slightest titillation. The other hand supporting, similarly
tenderly.
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More than the usual, of course.
A residual stink, rather than something immanent.
There’s some stale, mouldered undertones - a sporaigial

ground - right there.

Either that or it’s the scent of LIVELY excretions
from a pair of corpses in stultified congress.

Or a pair of thick-set, crepuscular animals rutting.
Black hair.

Glandular, pheromonal and utterly shameless.

Or the reek of some bundle of Neanderthal
genitals: unkempt, ragged, swollen and tied off.

Caked.

Regardless: death — or rather, extinction - being
explicit — being beside, beneath, on top of - the SEX. One
discolouring the other.

Or making the other transparent with a perpetual

expression of buttery grease.

(Those gigantic, bluebottle-snaring eyelashes of
elephants. As in, the ice-shagged, arachnid limbs of a

crustacean.)

Our courteously HUMAN bodies, apart from areas
of glabrous skin, are peppered with follicles which produce
thick terminal (pubic, -lash, pits) and fine vellus (scalp)
hair. Varying quantities.

I wanted to ask whether you would concur that
most (predominantly blithe) interest in hair is around hair
growth, hair types and hair care. Whereas you might rejoin

— or at least redress, reset — with a sentence like: hair is an

IMPORTANT BIOMATERIAL primarily composed of
protein. Notably keratin.
To varying degrees, most mammals have some skin

areas without natural hair.

The ventral portion of the fingers, PALMAR surfac-
es of hands, soles of feet, lips, labia minora, and glans

penis. On the smooth, bald road to cadaverousness.

Presumably the tips of penises used to be covered
in hair.

Presumably the palms of hands used to covered in

hair.

Presumably the lips of vaginas used to be covered
in hair.

Presumably the soles of feet used to be covered in
hair.

Presumably the button-mashing tips of fingers used
to be covered in hair.
Presumably the walls of your bedroom used to be

covered in hair.

I wanted to put to you a thought about the formal
cogency of the eyelash as a typeface - to put to shame
the contrived efforts of my hand. That equivalence: of
eyelash to discrete line to slight-inked line to compelling
glyph - that T’ that points back to itself, a chink in the
curtain through which a mirror might be glimpsed. Only
exploded, expanded to encapsulate the entire person. Like
yet more eyelashes, braided together into a double helix,
centrifugally spun to life.

I wanted to speak of a cursive comprised of a
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less degditate.

| wanted to ask ahd death and sex, then. Or
rather, properly, sex and dsh, chionologically Two sicky
ruts of abandnment.! atwe lovefrom within. From
within the caapaceof, etc.From within the cacrete
bunker of, etc.

As a steamingsaucingcauplet.

How sex and deth might accuraely have narrate
life;
your life in paticular.

Sex and dath being twinned. And@ only met
them afew times.! rough amutual friend,maybe. Or
more likely through mothers b theirs and mine, GOD
BLESS HER e twins thatook great pleasue in riling
those who fand it hard to tell themapart. Paforming,
samewha grotesaely, as theother. For various crucial
mortal tests and WBTNOT. B! eonly way to tell then
apart beingby sane tiny scar peeking albe the gingham
shirt collar.

Or the wg in which they run a righhand through
their SCALPhair, or their mahemdical or lexicalcgpabil-
ity or incgpacty.

Or how easily theYaugh, cw, "irt, #ght, etc.

Consider Zis andVoll: the gounded god®f
[...].! e glandof Zeis being unilobar sebaaeoglands
locaed on the marshland margiof the eyelid, buad
samewhere in the claggy earth. Emerging in the wetld
to stalk juveniles. During the gaseceted in their hollas,
they seviced the eyelash subcutaneoushcetingan
oily substance not unlikejoba, fractbnated coconutor



grape seed oil from their collapsible mandibles. Expressed
through the excretory ducts of the sebaceouslobule deep

within the central portion of the follicle.

In the vicinity, somewhere near the foot of the
bordering range: terrifically active sweat glands called the
glands of Moll. Being typically large and swollen. Tubular,

crudely vertical, expressive.

That hair and nails continue to grow after death,
SO IT GOES. In an Osiris equilibrium with the eyeballs,
which remain precisely the same size from birth till death
but whose precarious jelly and precarious function and
precarious perspective are the first things to go to seed
in mortification. Terminal hair will jut further, prouder -
irreproachable in death. In ACTUAL fact, the skin simply
in retreat. Back to wherever the hell if came from.

[...]

The eyelash answering representational impasse. At
least genetically.

The problem I offer being to create something
already dead, un-lived, but with the qualities of something
that had lived. DIED.

Crucially without the actual need for that actual life
and its actual, sorry end.

To make something dead without always already
having to speed its death...

-I wanted to ask whether a demand for a modicum
of LOVE was too much? On my part. Too much to ask. For
a certain degree of EFFERVESCENT LOVE to fizz atop
and sentimentally counter the toppled granite LOATH-
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Fade to black

(I wanted to whisper an ask as to whether your

eyelashes performed properly.

PEOPLE WILL WANT TO KNOW.
PEOPLE WILL WANT TO KNOW.

Whether they were infected; whether or not
something like a stye had been raised from the hobbled
follicle. —Sore, to cast everything you see with irritation,
anger. Whether that might have explained a lot.)

I wanted to ask about infidelities, about masks,
robust limbs, coarse hair, Saturn, teeth set on edge, lateral
thinking.

Beating gods until we're all exhausted. We down

our weapons and slope off.

I wanted to ask what you thought about my desire
to become a representation of myself.

How this desire might be partially satiated at
night - every single, inevitable night - in the miraculous
presence of a LOVER, who bears witness to my definite,
inconclusive state change; my thick faint into repugnance
and mockery.

Mouth open like a button fly.

Likewise the eyes, toy balls moronically rolled back
to stare satisfied simple at that dark pink awning.

Chin slumped grotesque into poorly-shaved neck;

saliva soaking into pillow;

unembarrassed blurts of fart, violent snorts, a
selfish grip on the duvet.



Gravity pilloried by fat.

—Perhaps a few of those truthful dream-yelps;
deliberate intonation as fucking meaningless vocalisations.
Unngh!

Cocktail orders, for fuck’s sake;

Pubescent whinings, for fuck’s sake.

And that swamp of sweat, expressed with some
unknown, nightmarish urgency - uneaned swes Bunder
cowardly cover of darkness.

This corporal revenge — a genuine, concerted and
systematic undoing of grace - every promise discovered
too laeto be a fucking lie told badly. The promise of
intimacy and the promise of beauty ripped away to reveal a
gawping, hyper-real brute:

An almostperfect representation of me.

Perfection* only withheld by that small matter
of the encroaching white dawn under the door and the
imminent waking. When all of this might be noncha-
lantly buried beneath several square tonnage (or hurriedly
stuffed into the underwear draw) of language and a sprint

of animist velocity.
Cadaverousness.

Cadaverousness. —As a counter to all these trainee
murderers, these bastard representationalists. Who insist
upon my follicular precision, the authenticity of my
sprouting hair, my malfunctioning hair, my hair ending
up on my cheek, retrieved by you, proffered up for me to
pucker up and BLOW! and offer up a hurried wish to the
patron saint of megapixels,
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Whether you could have just passed me a fucking
drink.

Whether you might have summoned the heart to
fix me and pass me a fuckingdrink.

Whether you knew the slightest thing about
redemption, apology.

An understanding of ‘sorry’ as existing ‘between’
rather than ‘of’, ‘on, ‘from’ or fucking ‘in’. I am sorry.

I wanted to ask whether youd considered the rather
likely conclusion that the eyelash made its way beneath
your foreskin by entirely banal means?

Like a worm mistaken for a brooch. Or rather a
broken hammer mistaken for a fist-sized jewel; a fist-sized
fist mistaken for an upturned palm.

A somewhat pathetic, plodding transit: under a
fingernail, most likely.

Fingers retreading routine ground: rubbing eye,
adjusting crotch, etc. Etc.

What this might mean for LOVE:

Mistaking the utterly null for the terrifically impor-
tant.

What this might have meant for love.
A mistake.
I wanted to ask whether you once knew how to

extract elements from a compound. Some vestigial second-

ary education.
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sight, my GROSS intimacy -
- a slung fuck, of course. All of the senses

confounded in the dark proximity.
(Apologies.)

There is a collapse here, and not just of my once
sturdy rib cage,
my once taut skin,
my once fizzing eyes.

-A collapse of experience, of sensible apprehen-
sion.

-A collapse from coherency into incomprehensibil-
ity. A tourettic attack in the middle of the high street.

We are at once yanked, limbs and rancid fluids
trailing, between our chalk-lined positions THERE,
impossibly heavy on the linoleum - and HERE, clinging to
the screen, held by static and faith.

I wanted to ask how you would have pictured my
face?

—As a possible source for the eyelash.

Whether my face would be animated or still; in a

diorama of close-up details or whole.

—-My rendering HERE is something of a hash of
these possibilities. As in:

Dead matter animated by jolts of mains electric-
ity; the face entire is shown, but the skin, the hair, those
distinctive moles and marks - all of that in some sort of
abject close-up. Crude, somehow, but horribly correct.

Incontrovertible. Which is why, you say, reality is no longer



the catested terrain.
In repose.

| wanted to ask whether yaememberretriev-
ing the eyelash. Or whethgrerhaps, yole! it there,
re-concealed it B tucked it backin

Pnd quite bringing yourself toremove it

EFrom tha peculiar locket, if you like

Le! there torot, | syppose.

Which begs an aoant of your foreskin as
particular kind of tomb.

A loving tomb, but nevertheless a .

Beng a coagruction sie where remembrance
necessities fagetting. For the sakef ewverything, really.

Or rather, the giving over of the job afmembe-
ing to sane indiated locéion just benath the t@soil.

b tha we migh " nally move on, ya know?

Or at the vey least mae beyond those nore
recert, ruinous memaies, runours.

| wonder if yau remember the spling of the brain;
the train reffexively spibed, so that imagesf perishing,
saundsof perishing, smells of perishing,ldge the brai
as the braintself perishes.

The dreams of a bearded old beef
laid up in an untreated pine bed

are great banquets of staggering offal.

I wanted to have a good, hollow laugh thinking
about the burgeoning of some commemorative fungus
down there.

—Resembling the lichen that seems to bloom exclu-
sively on headstones - beginning in violent yellows, orang-
es, eventually turning to a warm grey, finally crumbling to
nothing under a passing sleeve.

The way to retrieve the eyelash being through
the use of SALIVA - applied by the tongue direct. Or as
a swilled foam on the tip of a finger. The thumb may be
required in the final reckoning.

The eyelash, then: the germinal possibility for
representational wish-fulfillment without the need for
death.

A tiny, exquisite and partial death.

A death

that

in death

transforms into glamour, romance, fluttering sensi-
tivity, a camp for countless glowering face mites.

A death that remembers itself. The posthumous
skin of the living, breathing, lolloping body - in the most
hushed, dulcet tones. Bed sheets balled up and knotted
and dunked and soaked in vats of jet-black dye; fished
out and lowered into sweltering pitchers of petroleum
wax; hung to set from bannisters in pharmacological and
cosmetic corporate headquarters; stalactites dripping
separating black liquor onto paperwork, laptop keyboards,
swatches of pH paper; plebeian mugs, executive china, data
projectors, kicked-off heels, jogging gear, trainers; filling



iPods with fucking grunting, whooping, sincerely startling
songs in long, meandering playlists; dialling prison
inmates on iPhones; messaging amphibious animals who
respond in halting sentences describing, in unambiguous

detail, what they would like to do to you.

Everything slashed with heat, flicked pitch.
In your honour; dedicated to you.

A dedication, here. To you my love.

Every follicle a valve or a thin brass pipe in some

vast, breathing instrument.

Come-to-bed and fucking die:
Add light to some small pink star.
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