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1
            SQUID SQUAD

         

         #1

         
            Dustin Mostyn phones out for doughnuts and the doughnuts don’t arrive. Lola Wheeler unbandages her hands. The line of spilled paint leads to Bradley Ridley’s apartment.

            Our shadows shift like schedules, mutters Nerys Harris as she’s cycling through the subway. Lola Wheeler feeds the chaffinches the chutney. Dustin Mostyn misplaces his magnetic spoon.

            A spherical lemon rolls into the kitchen. Audrey Chaudri ditches the idea that between the provable and the probable and the improvable and the improbable the parallels might be anything but inexact.

            Ruth Reith snaps her catapult elastic. Audrey Chaudri kicks off her sneakers. Our hunches hatch like hornets’ eggs, whispers Hank Strunk into the dictaphone. The coffee cools slowly in the blue enamel pan.

         

      

   


   
      
         
2 #2

         
            Lola Wheeler’s examination of her idea of ideas brings about a shift in her definition of definition. Hank Strunk feeds the sparrows the asparagus. Natalie Chatterley’s noodle ladle rusts.

            Nerys Harris patches her pyjamas. Hank Strunk’s cello strings snap. Angus Mingus mimes the action of rocking a baby. Lola Wheeler mutes her bassoon.

            Natalie Chatterley’s hunches seem reluctant to fit the structures the intellect concocts to articulate the particularity of particular things. My nerves are as numb as lemons, mumbles Nerys Harris as she’s pouring away the milk.

            Angus Mingus feeds the pheasants the figs. The cans of cannellini beans rust on the shelves. Hank Strunk’s photograph fades. Lola Wheeler unhitches the hammock, and bundles it into her rucksack.

         

      

   


   
      
         
3#3

         
            During the power cut Natalie Chatterley doesn’t budge from behind the drum kit. Nerys Harris spits out her whisky. Bubblegum loosens Hank Strunk’s teeth.

            Daylight deepens like a familiar dilemma, murmurs Nerys Harris as she cycles beneath the footbridge. Kite strings tangle in the telegraph wires. Angus Mingus’s mattress sags.

            Where the indistinctions between things are at their most explicit, ponders Dustin Mostyn over mushroom cannelloni, the indistinctions between indistinctions may be at their most obscure.

            Bradley Ridley lobs pebbles at the library windows. Squirrels squabble. The rhododendron rots. Audrey Chaudri’s dictionary goes missing. Ruth Reith splits her lip on the elevator door.

         

      

   


   
      
         
4#4

         
            Her hands are still inky as Lola Wheeler skins the small lemons and swats away the gnats. Natalie Chatterley’s drumsticks go missing from her rucksack. Coffee boils slowly in the aluminium pan.

            The thing about resemblances, says Natalie Chatterley, crumbling a dumpling, is that though the resemblances between resemblances are often undetectable, the resemblances between objects are seldom unclear.

            Audrey Chaudri’s teeth grind down. A magpie mutes its trumpet-trills. Natalie Chatterley snaps her chopsticks. The dust mites doze in the stationery drawer.

            Reticence comes like a rumble of rainclouds, says Dustin Mostyn, climbing the stairs. Audrey Chaudri mimes the action of buttering toast. The lime seeds Natalie Chatterley sows sprout overnight.

         

      

   


   
      
         
5#5

         
            Nerys Harris fills a milk bottle with beer and brings it to the bring-and-share picnic. Bubblegum bursts on Angus Mingus’s face. Sneakers dangle from a telegraph wire.

            The wind makes a sound like a curious mind, notes Nerys Harris in her exercise book. People point pencils at Angus Mingus. Angus Mingus casts a fuzzy shadow.

            Nerys Harris releases her balloon. A paper boat crosses the circular pond. The fizz goes out of Angus Mingus’s cola. Nerys Harris crumbles a stick of blue chalk.

            As the batteries in the radio weaken, the songs it plays become melancholic. Thunderclouds thicken like thought, thinks Angus Mingus. Nerys Harris’s bicycle will rust in the rain.

         

      

   


   
      
         
6#6

         
            Ruth Reith photographs the plump blue pigeons in the symmetrical branches of the symmetrical trees. Dustin Mostyn digs for slugs. Antiseptic does nothing for Angus Mingus’s grazes.

            Lola Wheeler loses at ludo. The wagtails drag their twigs through the kitchen. Audrey Chaudri breaks the intercom. Natalie Chatterley releases the wrens.

            The hornets hum in harmony. Ruth Reith kicks over a stool. Lola Wheeler salts her walnuts. Someone must have borrowed Dustin Mostyn’s keys.

            Natalie Chatterley’s mittens unravel. Small round sweet bright lemons fill the fridge. Paraffin evaporates. Audrey Chaudri swallows a tooth. There are midges in the mattress where Angus Mingus sleeps.

         

      

   


   
      
         
7#7

         
            Natalie Chatterley pulls a page from the dictionary and hides it in the pocket of her hessian dress. Nerys Harris fast-forwards through the slow songs. The hazelnuts do nothing for Audrey Chaudri’s hunger.

            The gnats numb their mouths on the mulberry pulp. Audrey Chaudri’s hammock hangs low. The breezes waver like whims, thinks Natalie Chatterley. Nerys Harris mimes the action of dialing a number.

            Our conversations, notes Natalie Chatterley, cohere around the contention that our contentions cohere into conversations it isn’t unlikely we wouldn’t repeat. Daisies grow in the grit bin. The moonlight lulls.

            Melon pollen gets into Audrey Chaudri’s eyes. The soap won’t wash out of Natalie Chatterley’s sweatshirt. The gnats nest in the noodle jar. Nerys Harris’s rubber boots rot.

         

      

   


   
      
         
8#8

         
            Hank Strunk sucks on a block of salt. Audrey Chaudri’s hands cast disproportionate shadows. Logic loosens like elastic, supposes Bradley Ridley. Ruth Reith tapes over the syncopated songs.

            The things around us, notes Nerys Harris, are never exactly consistent but are inconsistent so inconsistently that their inconsistency may appear consistent.

            Hank Strunk’s shadow shudders. The gnats gnaw through the kettle flex. Our determination dulls like midwinter daylight, says Audrey Chaudri. Ruth Reith mashes her last potato.

            Nerys Harris is still talking as the tape runs out. The lemon smell eliminates the smell of burning paper. Bradley Ridley mimes the action of popping a cork. The heavy bees blunder around in the dusk.

         

      

   


   
      
         
9#9

         
            Angus Mingus mimes the action of reeling in a fish. Ruth Reith spits out a tooth. As she comes through the cornfield Nerys Harris calculates how far she’ll have cycled by suppertime.

            The crows beat Dustin Mostyn to the crumpets. Lola Wheeler wears the hems of her denims unrolled. The fireflies appear like a giddiness in the guts, says Ruth Reith. Angus Mingus’s beans need stirring.

            Dustin Mostyn is reluctant to reflect on what it is that is actual about the actual buzzards gathering around him in the actual pinewoods in the actual dusk. Ruth Reith makes sketches of the low sudsy clouds.

            The sunlight settles like sadness, says Angus Mingus. Dustin Mostyn detunes the guitar. Ruth Reith shivers in the shower. The heavy lemons hang beyond Lola Wheeler’s reach.

         

      

   


   
      
         
10#10

         
            Natalie Chatterley uncrumples her cash. Bradley Ridley runs a twig along the railings. Hank Strunk scrapes up the apricot jam. Audrey Chaudri’s hiccups keep the nuthatches awake.

            Bradley Ridley’s bluebells wilt. The radio replays its rumbly tunes. Hank Strunk imagines the fish in the fishbowl is rethinking the distinction between objects and objectives.

            Our conversations swerve like diffident swifts, says Natalie Chatterley as she unlatches the gate. Angus Mingus’s mattress deflates. Audrey Chaudri mimes the action of windscreen wipers.

            Natalie Chatterley photographs the vaguely blue finches gathering in the guttering in the vaguely blue dusk. The letterbox flutters. The waffle dough thaws. Nerys Harris cycles home on punctured tyres.
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