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…to Ruby




Facebook Status Update, June 27th 2015, 4.12 am


I run my hands through what brain I


have left and thankfully still come up


with something more interesting than


weather reports. Drunk in my favorite


Berlin bar, writing nonsense to no one.




Ellipses


There’s a guy sat in front of me


watching porn on his laptop,


in a coffee shop


whilst eating a breakfast muffin.


Everyone around him is ignoring


the fact that it’s just so obvious.


About as obvious as the fact


that I’m sat behind him, writing about it.


Just as I’m watching


the exhausted mother


staring into the space


where her imagination used to be.


The older couple


still so into each other


laughing loudly, as no work tomorrow


just drinking today.


A confused tourist


servicing rendered opinions,


guided by failed novelists


and bartenders alike.


The expressive talker


gesturing wildly,


no doubt making some fatuous point


that even she doesn’t fully understand.


The middle aged middle manager


power suit, lime green tie. Numb look


slapped across his face, head against the


window dreaming about painting


or some interesting alternative.


As


More people enter


through the amazingly small door,


which hits the fake leather seat back


annoying Mr. businessman's coffee


all over his tie.


By


The spunky hipsters,


striding with thick black rimmed glasses


confident, beautiful,


yet ignorant to their acoustic level.


This is a place where reality


is found


coffee served, break ups announced,


dreams crushed.


Missing only, an arrogant poet,


slumped in the corner


watching another man’s porn


writing ellipses,


with an erection.




Temporal tin pot


...and so it begins again.


Thoughts corroding reasons,


reasons sculptured into distortions


Rorschach impressions of life.


The past has been drawn to this point


now consuming the present


with future possibilities


fragmenting any want to continue


in any form of now.


For what is, Now?


Is now the experience you are having in


this present tense?


But by thinking about it in this way


are we not changing the present


making a new construction of now.


So is it true to say that I am temporal?


Temporally controlled


by knowledge of my past.


Therefore, time is moving


in both directions and is no more


than a conduit of experience.


If I choose to get run over by a car,


drink a beer, smoke a cigarette.


The past effects the present


in the same way as the present


effects the future,


for time is merely an illusion,


existence is all there ever has or ever


will be, striding toward a memory


of even writing this.


Do I stop here?


...or here?


Or continue writing until the ink runs
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