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            you start every new day with an inventory: a moth, a cape, a parachute, a coffin, a gun, the wall you built to mount the gun.
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            you start every new day with gunfire as salutation. just to keep a clear conscience (narratively speaking). the gun will not go back onto the wall from which it came. you bankrupt yourself with the postage and packaging costs of mortar. no one knows why you put this pressure on yourself. everyone knows you can’t shoot a false promise (narratively speaking). no one knows why you are so attached to narratively speaking. except that it’s something to do with loose ends. except your chest tattoo that says for the sake of…

         

      

   


   
      
         11

         
            around the time we were talking, you

            come through waving Chekhov’s gun, dropping Chekhov’s bullets on the floor of Chekhov’s petrol station because you’re tired and you’ve been snorting groundparacetamol to make a toothache you didn’t know was there go away and this of all Tuesdays it’s going to be different because you’re less dead than you will be this time next week and twice as dead as you will be the week after that. the superhero on duty looks at you out of deeppandaeyes and says we both know it doesn’t work that way. but just because you can agree on that doesn’t mean you are any more likely to know the way it actually does work, if at all, and so you keep your mouth quiet when Chekhov’s police come bursting in the door past the Rolos and start to open Chekhov’s fire.
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            perhaps there is something here about using things

            just because they are there
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            in a botched attempt to square away the world your first inventory reads:

         

      

   


   
      
         14

         
            things of impermanence

             

            the writing on the back of hands, half in lists, wearing away already.

            the heads missing rest in a shoulder, waymarks of the distance between you and all the people you could have been in love with from far away.

            the rain on the car bonnet lit up, a thousand winks maybe ten thousand: you live the kind of life where it’s not that important to have been able to tell one from the other.

         

      

   


   
      
         15

         
            things which do not know their impermanence yet

             

            the woods from which society is built

            nor

the home they find in the ruined hinterbuildings of authority

            nor

dreams squared into plastic boxes and left to tupperwear out

            nor

the first moths of summer to crash into your window.
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            things of permanence

             

            as a human

you

feel

it

would be

disingenuous

to

think

that

there

could be

anything to say here.
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            things that do not know their permanence

             

            molecules

recycling
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            in this night you are making, your babies are rectangles drawn in haste so hasty that their hands cannot keep up with their thoughts. this is the only way to get things done. this is the only way of living a life where your regrets cannot keep up with you. you ask yourself questions of existence, of youth, of what these things can mean when you are not a part of them anymore. you think of a day when you are not alive and tell everyone you can comprehend what this means and do yourself the favour of never examining this with micro or telescope. you set store by stars and palms and entrails and this too is a form of knowing and not knowing of knowing and unknowing of control and things you could not wish to control.






OEBPS/images/9781913268534_cover_epub.jpg
On the
Subject of
Fallen

James
IKearns

B
SSSSS





