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“The Earth is flat my friend.”



The Earth is flat my friend, and when you know that you know everything there is to know about the world.



I still yearn for you, Simon. Burst into tears yesterday evening-over and over again. No one listens to me when I cry! Get your Despards on, Ell’s; then maybe we’ll understand. Life’s not that complicated Leon. I’m blaming you Leon, bald head and all for my desperation. Why feel these quadrangles of depth, of torpor, of inertia. Because I’m not being stimulated by anything and at that point I wanted to pick up a brush and paint my way out of this…


God, I’m so desperate to go.



Please make it, So.. I won’t know until mid “Avril”. I’m listening to Frank Scally on the decks, oh yeah! ‘Levoye Brown’: bad man, and Tyronne’s coming round at 3 o’clock post meridian on the dot with a bottle of red wine. Red preferably, I asked for, all I have is eggs, an omelette and some “Red Velvet” gateau to offer him. Got to pop out for 75 pence tea bags, don’t know if I’ll make it through the next two hours without goin’ to get it. Such are the doldrums…waiting about. Nay! Loitering. Today was physical. The snow’s clearing off a mixed bag of straggly rubbish it left behind in its drift. Out here it’s mush, all brown. I noticed on my travails from one place to another that the snow was crisper and firmer in some areas than others, particularly in the Richer district; they have clean snow. Like we’re flaking off pieces of shit as we go out; the poor, that is. And so I made a coupl’a paintings you know how it is. Ready for an Ambrose Duke to stare at aghast. Perplexed in shock, open-mouthed.. I’m wearing an itchy nylon dress mixed with acrylic it tumbles down round my hips rather ungainfully. It has a leopard print and pearl-drops designed on it.



The trees barked the colours of Christmas. And down Strong street there’s a gal. They’ve turned an angel into a leopard’s lair! Geez you alcoholics/bloody men. Well, I awoke in me yolk. You know you can’t have a little ‘Piece of my heart’ til you blend it blue. So I sent Simon a red letter. Yeowl. Yeowl go away now, won’t you- you stupid ginger bitch, what’s a man when it’s at home? So that was Leon on the ones and two’s speed dial as fuck. He’s got a boat in Tyronne’s Yard. Gus and Thali want me perpendicularly exposed as some sort of social sanity unit for the mentally afflicted. Jesus H Christ what’s a city if you don’t have one? So ‘Eye~Sore my eyes reflected in the quadrangle; I am an angel, an eighth grader, two and half I spoke my first word of Erte in a car with my brother looking at shop windows and placards. What’s a language if you don’t speak Karnak? WTF guys I’m off my Injection! Shurely(!) a cause for celebration? But instead libation after libation was procured because Thali went to “Anglo-sphere” and I didn’t and I sat in my D-squared Despard-less. And then I met a man. A very kind-of-crippled man whose door I left open and that was yesterday.



And that was in reference to a Job- a means to get money beyond the social parochial control of my mother. I blew it up though, in more ways than one. Preparing food in a caf’ isn’t my strong-point, to a deadline, no. The man who was going to employ me had the bluest eyes though, sort of secret, unyielding but warm. 


6th January 4018: On Permanent



Beyond the dribbles of less than a tenner here and there. I walk a blindline for them and that’s at the traffic lights in yellow tinted spectacles; then again I’m wearing them now!



Yonstadt is a shit hole! Full of the specials; its exterior is made of marble, sand and it’s terracotta-coloured. It snowed today as it did yesterday and I’m skint. Why apply to anything, what is life but a choice. Affirm I am happy, blissful if not then content. 



So I went out: Jesus Christ you ruddy petards get on the computer immediately. When I walk .. I see and understand people and I love them. But then again, there were quite a few men in homeless coats that seemed to say ‘Rosie and Sno’ to me as I walked past the Cinema. I heard –‘ You are the most beautiful woman in the world,’ And actually, what I really want to write down is that a man and his family walked near me, in close proximity to me and seemed to intone.. And actually they were saying something completely different. I walked down the street, in my neighbourhood and I fisted the air. Woo. I think I’m a lesbian on account of the fact that men disparage me so much. And quite frankly, he that talks about suicide to me is covered in the lacquer of low self esteem. Right, the cover may be the revue word that I saw writ’ near the Telephone Exchange. Who am I? Am I but a buttie wearer who had a ‘Dream Before’ that I must not laugh my head off at the primates too much, especially as she deviates to buy fishcakes or shumthing.. There was a man who I was somewhat forced to ‘intentionally’ laugh at even though he was miles away. Do people walk around in their houses? I’ll eat my shoe.



I’m gonna buy a clown shoe. Just the one, ‘Mind’. There are women that hate, loathe being an understatement. Am I Ruth in the alien corn? Some people look that we “look like a Massifburger”. An actual meal. When I went to Arnold’s Dispensary, I had to stand in line. But whatever happens at traffic lights in this country dismisses belief! For I am the undercoat and you are the dog- What on earth was Belinda doing in the library? Yes, Colonel-Fry-up, I do declare that if I were to say ‘Ella Amnesia’ the whole world would open up into some parapraxis of insanity, my whole life would unfold about me. Go and scratch a prison wall with a 50p coin. No thanks, flat, this isn’t where I feel safe enough to explore everything I ever knew and could know..What is the hairy glove theory.. Well, if I explain that then you’ll have me guts for garters, won’t you Dr’s and Anne. I walk down Lee’s Rd, and I walk and think..! In a country under one rule that says I should go to an institution again. 


20th or is it indeed nearly the 5th of March.



Why do they –the police- want to section me. Why could they? When I met John, I was unable to sit with him in ‘The CAFÉ’ because of the way he was dressed, and the fact that he was trying to express that I am mad, insubordinate to him, and uncool. Or was that what his clothes were saying? Or was that the time it took for a relationship to be built? Because, yeah it took a lot for me to go down Habitat Road and walk myself in the same violent place I had howled and screamed and cursed the word that there is a Higher Pow’. I found blessed relief in knowing that God may be female. God resides in all of us. Is my father O being a bad boy in-


Is it a good idea?



Do I have to go suck a stone in the desert again? Do I have to go to the cells again? 



Total warrior I am. I love the blood that runs through my veins.Thali rang tonight and at the wrong moment- “Ella was crying when I rang, and I was trying to tell her about money and all the places I’d seen and visited.”- Mum, you’ve got to not know. 



God, I love Simon. Certain members of the disclaimer unit don’t though. Such as; you covered his eyes. Stop making excuses for that fat and gorgeous bint she isn’t your friend, but in the end we love them. I am rigid with fear. Had to hide so much that when I saw the man from the grammar skool~ I loved him. Blue was the colour of his eyes “Oh~Baudellaire”.



When a man comes in to a hospital such as this dressed in some weird outfit and when I say the hospital I mean the world, but I don’t really mean the world because I have a feeling my father wanted me to have kids. So I feel guilty about the men I meet.



“They’re” turned you into a victim, Ella. For the pain was too much to bear. When I saw her, she carried the Cross. ‘Josie’ sucking a clementine, in French. My eyes are for the light but I cannot abide. I cannot stand my feet against this hard wooden floor- and those are jobs they have?! And then I thought of P. Manet’s painting, my favourite and the right of a will of a child to have an alarm on their phone as their favourite number. 



For tonight I saw two men in black coats stare at a digit. Hadn’t it occurred to the famous that we are actually famous, too? There are certain precedents that are required such as?


What are the requirements to be sane,
“god” how borin’:



1)  To feed yourself.



2)  To be checked on..



3)  To not talk out-loud. To not talk out-loud without being watched by that whore who takes the net curtain down in her back passage alley. Here, I speak of the neighbour diagonally to the left and behind me.


The saddest:



As a man’s voice tries to socially interfere with my writing. As I sit in a bed-room and I am watched by a nurse. I am Ella. And what I can’t talk to my mother? I speak the word that there is a truth and as I listen to this music, I think I am going to a psychiatric ward. You expect me to acknowledge my memories? Hell:- I want to go to U.R or should that be: hell yeah. Or “Fock,” yeah. Because the nurse has told Dr P I’m writing a book. Drugs distort what you see:- not smoking cigarettes? Or should that be. “Let me see what life is like on Neptune and Venus.’’ A prison song. In psych wards you get given drugs. Or should that be medication. Dad, what do I do? You’re not there. I am under section..Q) How would you feel? A) It’s because I’m not taking the medication that I want to take drugs because I’m not taking the medication. What’s abuse, it’s psychological. What’s psychiatry~ A big P- a way to instigate pain. You can’t check up on me all the time- and; also, because my behaviour is so bad. And they had “Loneliness’’ pamphlets in the Mental-Health shop. And they keep checking on me… And because I’m on a TSO they’re going to put me away. Hello Injection GIRL!


2.


In hospital.



“There was a time. When we sat in square cells and waited for time to pass we ate small pots of jam… and chocolate spread and MegaCorps honey and milk that was/ had probably been thru’ a homogenization procedure. Something I hated was that there were other people sitting in other cells waiting for time to pass.. until they were somehow cured of their afflictions!?! In another person’s eyes I was deemed to be well, but nothing had changed. Perhaps I’d gained weight..? Or the astigmatism had rectified itself but how, in the most non-descript sense; can they tell? When it’s not you who knows you inside and out:- It’s some gross man who sits in front of you behind a desk or around a table and because of their – meds; maybe I talked to them. So high and brittle was my slurred and absconded body..?”



This is a woman obsessed with Conor. And that was writ’ on the parochial sub-division in a caf’ because he had a penis. And it’s a knife edge “Ell’s” reality that is? Or is it, and now I’m enclosed in Northster thinking. Anne never said “Nothin’’ now did she? Silly cow, if only she could stipulate things clearly enough to the doctors she’d be a Manager. And for some reason… as I stroked my fair hair I thought write-‘amongst many’!! Reasons that is. If I come into the dark of this flat and look through my window at yours across the pedant. I may go into full throttle psychosis. Jesus was a dark man. Wasn’t he? Yeah; and I know that to see in the dark first you have to go blind to your own strangeness.


(Delete his name immediately.)



Go into full throttle psychosis if I come into my sensory deprivation unit and not take pine because actually the drugs make me ‘try too hard’; such was the common verbiage in the grocer’s shop where I did my shopping to pick up a shit one. I was dressed in a loose baggy coat with not the slightest whisper of a belt. They go in naked. 



Q: The most beautiful woman in the world: speech is something we hear but what are words if they’re not to be seen. And what are words if you can’t listen. And what’s hearing a voice?



A: Is that not cantankered down Carson Cross at any point in the specifics of time that yeah, once I was. In Slippage Zoo I ate a chicken and mushroom slice and two boys were sitting at a bench one looked at the other and looked directly at me; because I was swallowing a chicken and mushroom slice, I smacked it right in the gob and looked directly at him.



At the same time: I hear from beyond my window, two blokes – don’t get her gender mixed up, will you? A girl and a boy snigger and Hacksaw Bill approves: Takes a lot to sink a ship, doesn’t it? 



Taking drugs that actually constipate you quite virally is …17:23pm on Saint-Valentine’s Day I sat in the Square and did what I loved or should that be the Café and did what I loved but they took the letter E out of the ‘Say what You Love’ down at the Clifton Ridges or should that be (Country Road) “Pop goes the weasel”( and that’s in reference to a lyric etched in stone around a clock tower and weathervane at the top of a fork in the road)- And we all go to work like grafters I fear the Reaper just as anyone does. Stop dissing me… Yesterday I went down. Yesterday I went down the Chowdhury Centre and that Anna didn’t take her: ‘Coon skin stripe off- might be nice to experience life relatively rather than as a subjective ornament upon the King’s dictation that I am: a phallocentric horse whisperer? Man I am in love with a man with mutton chops who wears Despards. Take the ‘O’ out for ovulate-fuck me, no… What’s said is real! Everything that happens in mental hospitals is real. Take the keys to see blue skies again and you stop questioning. They must listen, they can’t, they shan’t. I’m scared Papa. Beauty is not in the eye of the beholder it is in the optimist. Beauty isn’t in the Café. It’s not in your heart it’s in your lungs, it’s in the air- written earlier when everything signified psychiatry. A woman hugged me today I burst into tears you give me credit one day.


Here I Am



1)  If I were a doctor. I’d link you up to chain you down to set you free. 



-They threw a stone outside through the window and now they are making completely shit car exhaust sounds outside that are artificial, mechanic and are designed to scare me and go across my window. You are rude, you have no manners… they are “Barkin’ mad” they are egg-hatchers, lice and they are pieces of eight. Unpleasant people.


20:47pm



I use my digits. You stupid people, I soon realised along with my glass of orange juice that to get over something sad I would have to think about being free and just get on and do things. But who will read it, who cares enough..?For someone, like myself, who believes there is no God, it’s a bit hard being stuck with psychiatry. Somewhere on a social contortion Unit called a City. It uncovers dirt from your ears and read you psalms all the way down cocke-addict alley-ways. With no map I found my way and stumble ‘til I fall, for there are dark days ahead. Red Russian toad stools, she sits on sometimes I spit the word that there is a God. Curse the day I found her somewhere between the bracken and the rushes-There is a God- Oh yeah? Say that with a mouthful of berries… Your knickers tremble; Diogenes. I am a horse whisperer these days the year is before AnoDomine. The year is someone’s. Well, when you’re on psychiatric drugs, it’s the shit.. It’s the shits I tell you, Dr. The shits I’m getting- it’s very hard to sit still! Sometimes I wish I could have. Smoking helps me to sit, even though it causes cancer. Every time I take one, or swallow one of those many pills, I think “God’’. And what a great God, he is.



I came off heroin through cigarettes and adrenalin. I am a Cat. Who is G.O.D: I think that he’s.. the best taxidermist there is? Oh? It’s “My life as a cigarette” again, next show on the box, top’s this one. “4 leaves left for roll your own’s,” I sighed. “Right back at y’a.” Once there was a raggedy Annie on the lost highway to God’s nowhere. And then it struck me down to.-to see you’re beauty betrothed..Like you would do in the Claritin ways. And so we waited there because Caryatids can’t get nowhere, can they and that goes out to the prequel: “When I cross, I go fare thee well” my dear. My chalk eyed;- bitch with black hair scorched-amber eyes, sat there in crimson. Put down your fork and spoon for I am basalt to your shoulder…A white nail actress in this forest of trees! Demonic heiress to a ghost-poet like me. So loose, we dove into lapis pools.



I met Christofur. Those dark days that “Shudder me timbers still”.. I dread to think. Sat in Dolphin Square on a black plastic chair beneath a parasol in the drizzle. One hot day in August I’d walked right next to him. He had tattoos of obsolete wars that maybe he’d fought somewhere all ‘long his scraggy inked up arms. A face demonically handsome. And he whooped and cursed lurching all the while in Dolphin Sq somewhere between the shadows and the sun that scorched down on our skins… the flavor of raw honey mixed with mango juice. I sat opposite him a good ten meters away and counted days on my fingers for him. Revolted his yearning. Pent up his fury. Scrowled down the battalion lines. And burnt suffocation away. He is a neophyte. Somewhere in a market in Lyndon I carried my burnt and scorched body; cuddled a blanket and braved the street, past the stalls he came to me: fondled my breast; and declared me beautiful. ‘Yo’ look good.’ He said. He kissed me keeping his tongue away..I looked at kiwis, at eggs, at broken cardboard boxes, at hostile glances, at faces swept with hunger and joy. At large women’s bottoms all covered in linen, at sari-ed figures, huge men with glinting gold capped teeth, women with ginger hair, women with children; ghostly, pale and straying from their mothers to play with egg shells and feathers. Dust on dirt in that market… Gobbets of blood formed beneath his skin, his cranium; a purgatory! A nether dimension: somewhere webbed and cubic is his brain like little boxes full of sand. Leaking like dreams unrevealed with eyes open, with- the permission of sleep. The grains fall bit by bit- and he plunges deeper past the competition braying-all like mice unleashed. Clad in a black suit and clogs he walks. Then runs, hurtling past the crowds. A Native man selling things watches us,- “Impermissible”- he thinks, tall, slender and willowy as he is..We find a place behind a bill-board.. It’s raining buckets; I leave him there at the strange furrows, made of cement and brick and plastic. I kissed him. Leaving; velvety tyre-marks on ploughed snow that “Only poets can reveal.”
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