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John Watson TEXT Vol 18 No 2

TEXT poetry

John Watson

News Report

Community authorities across much of North America

Are voicing concerns that we may be witnessing

Outbreaks of a new and highly contagious virus.

At this stage, experts disagree as to whether

Intertextuality practised to excess (the indiscriminate

Sharing of texts), has contributed to the crisis;

But undoubtedly in the North-west the problem has spread rapidly.
Officials were first alerted when several readers reported
Reluctance to turn the page of recent books

Beyond page 26; first noted amongst new accessions

In a small library in Saskatchewan, symptoms

Include the increased incidence of the words “heuristic”
“Hermeneutics”, “syncretion”, which, while not in itself

A cause for worry, set off alarm bells when found repeatedly
Accompanied by “phenomenologies” and “epistemologies” both
At dangerously high levels and both in the potentially

Lethal plural form. In Anchorage, Alaska there have been reports
That a book using on every page the word “electracy”

(Meaning “being able to access electronic data bases”)

Set off security systems and could not be desensitised.

Rumours persist that in the University of Calgary library

A slim volume had metamorphosed into a suspiciously
“Glutinous” state, every word changing itself

To the word “grammatology”. Authorities have issued

An appeal for calm, stressing that these reports have yet

To be given official status. However it does appear

That the experience of one community borrower in Lethbridge, Alberta
Is not atypical: his enjoyment of Gone With the Wind

Was disturbed by the discovery that pages 100-160

Were by some curious printing or binding error

Portion of a book by Michel Foucault, and that

Its title had become Reading Scarlett. Foul play

Has not been ruled out. But one thing is certain.

Spontaneous Text Mutation (STM) seems set to proliferate.
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Faculty

of
Writing

The origins of chintz, the paradox of ikat

Where the warp changes horses in midstream,

The distribution of insect parts in amber,

Snow spread by leaf meal and held on stalks by grass,
Snow resigned to being like moss before melting,
Land seen from the air with a texture

Like animals’ new winter fur,

Various minerals displaying two shades

Of the one tone, jokes about bi-polar bears,

Cavafy’s poem about the barbarians

Whose arrival is initially feared

But who by failing to show up become indispensable —

These are the sort of oblique sections
To take through the fossil-bearing pebble of experience,

To address them

With something of the enthusiasm and endorsement
Shown by the bimbo in the Lorenz drawing

Who assures her cool boyfriend:

“No, Really! I/ove it

When you talk in sentences.”

Upstairs on the 11th Floor,
A labyrinth of corridors leads to

Creative Writing. On the door
Above the blurbs and puffs and notices

For raves or readings at some pub
The following truth which sweeps the rest aside,

A slightly strained tetrameter,
Then an immaculate pentameter:

Never believe anything
Until it s been officially denied.

Three Robert Frost cartoons:

In probably the most basic,

A man in a bar is breaking down

As he relates a regrettable decision —

“Two roads diverged in a wood

And I-SOB.”

The second, under the title

YOUNG ROBERT FROST, shows a nerdish
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Boy in reversed baseball cap

Looking from a travelling car.

He is saying, “Look, Ma!

Two roads diverged in a wood”

In the third, two chickens;

One is brushing back tears and saying,
“Two roads diverged in a wood

And he tried to cross both of them.”
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A Few Things I Know About Elizabeth
Bishop:

For a year she lived alone in Brittany.
A violent allergy to cashew-nuts
Initially detained her in Brazil.

She told Miss Moore she looked like
Mickey Rooney.

Miss Moore was pleased. Miss Moore
said she admired

The Nude, but just, of course, in
moderation.

Miss Moore liked roller-coasters, and
once lost

Her favourite combs of tortoiseshell,
descending

At such speed. Two sailors brought
them back.

A further oddity concerns Miss Moore:

A line of hers, “The bell-boy with the
buoy-ball”,
Was by Elizabeth Bishop, actually.

Always, to illustrate pentameter
She used the line from Billie Holliday,
I hate to see that evenin’ sun go down.

Now here’s an oddity!
Susan Sontag, of all people,
Making the word “that”

Go into a spin

And turn on its heel

Forced to be both

Relative pronoun and
conjunction

Introducing a noun clause:

“Anne Carson is one

of the few writers in English
that I would read

anything she wrote.”

Now perhaps this is
Deliberate, for it certainly
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Does seem to simulate,

Even if only marginally,

The sort of perplexity

Which hovers at the nexus
Or interface between
Perception and the perceived.

In the library catacombs,

At nine I came upon the objection
That “Let us go then, you and I”
Should, in fact, strictly speaking, be
“Let us go then, you and me.” At ten

I sank my teeth, as it were, into

Volumes of still-lifes featuring fruit,

With a seeming emphasis on fruit —
Pomegranates particularly — cut and glistening.

A little later in the labyrinth

Of stairwells I passed a boy and girl
Eating a banana. Somewhere near there
I read about Leonardo’s drawings

Of women laughing, which disconcerted Freud
As uncomfortably exuberant. At eleven

Or thereabouts I encountered a homage

To the Hammerclavier sonata invoking Coleridge

And his positing of the term nimiety

As a German characteristic. Next, a chance
Reference to the “Brocken Effect”, a phenomenon
Of atmospherics whereby mountain climbers see

Soon after dawn themselves reflected in the sky.
Before lunch an article presented itself

On the Expressionists and the manner of their
meeting

Their Muses. Still I had not touched down

Nor returned to my seat in the vicinity

Of texts on the origin of languages. I went
downstairs

And there endured a period of what might well
Be inevitable, namely the dispersal of focus, the
dissolve

Into a pointillism in which the viewer cannot
Back far enough away from the subject,
An hour or two of detritus and corridors
Devised and maintained by Jackson Pollock;

Then a trolley came rolling gently forward

And on it a book fell open at the revelation that
“The Wordsworths never dine, you know... When
They are hungry they go to the cupboard and eat.”
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At this I was considerably emboldened, and went

out
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To my own modest grab-bag lunch

And to encounter for the millionth time
Things never before written, since never
experienced.
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The pleasures of discursion
The pleasures of discursion set
Agendas for meandering;

The day begins beguilingly
With promise of irrelevance.

Christopher Logue had lists of words
He’d like to use one day. He gives

As an example ‘philtrum’ which means
The dimple in the upper lip;

And this he has already used
Somewhere, but others still must wait.
Joyce of course, we’re often told,
Found ‘cuspidor’ euphonious

Beyond words and all other words.
That ‘cuspidor’ means spittoon means
That euphony and meaning part

Like lovers in a snow filled grove

As shadows drape the heartwood,
And serves to show how poetry
Attaches to the odd and strange.
In fact, one might be led to think

That all is sub-text, a means to graze
On curious facts adduced to serve

A thesis which they scarcely touch,
Thus rendered radiant in themselves.

It scarcely matters what the excuse
To introduce such random facts,
For instance, at this wavering point,
It might be possible to cite

The anecdote where Coleridge

Is buttonholing Lamb, and Lamb
Discreetly with his pocket-knife
Cuts off the button Coleridge holds,

And thus escapes while Coleridge still
Five hours or more expatiates,

His eyes remote, unnoticing

The button still clenched in his hand.

And then one might move on to quote,
In passing, here the ancient joke

That Bacon could not be the Bard

For otherwise one would have had
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Lamb’s Tales From Bacon. After this
Lamb’s loud disgrace at Hazlitt’s
wedding:

(“Anything awful makes me laugh...
I misbehave at funerals...”)

The quick brown fox
Lies down in a green copse
Heavy with freesia honey

For half the valley morning.
Digressively sunning itself
It is woken by sunshower light,

Then describes a figure eight
And several larger numerals
Loping then lapping from a
lake.

The sun is raised on a pike.
Clouds clamour. Then finally it
Jumps over the lazy dog.

A summer breeze
refreshing as a lake;

Or lake, in spring, its ice
gone

Amenable again to
sailing, refreshing

As a summer breeze.

Or as
this opened window
From the letters of Mary
Russell Mitford,
Describing “our great
favourite, Miss Austen’:
“Mamma says that she
was then
The prettiest, silliest,
most affected,
Husband-hunting
butterfly she ever
remembers.”

Let F R Leavis have
the penultimate
word:

At the book sale in
the Village Hall

In the dim and
antique light,
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A copy of
Revaluations,
Surplus to library
requirements,

Opens at the hard-
won sentence:

But there is no need
to go on.

Above this has been
firmly pencilled

You can say that
again.

John Watson has lived in the Blue Mountains of New South Wales for the past
40 years. He is formerly a teacher of Mathematics. His recent publications
include Occam’s Aftershave (Puncher & Wattmann, 2012), Four Refrains
(Picaro Press, 2011) and Erasure Traces: Collected Works, Volume 2 (Puncher
& Wattmann, 2008). He was 2014 winner of the Griffith University Josephine
Ulrick Poetry Prize, 2012 winner of the Bruce Dawe National Poetry Prize and
2009 winner of the Blake Poetry Prize.
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TEXT poetry

Peter Kirkpatrick

Dream Jobs

1. L’inconscient est structuré comme une dissertation

So I’'m at a conference with box after box

of ancient papers, cuttings, photographs —
belongings lost to thought like those outmoded,
broken ornaments that filled both cupboards

of my late mother’s garage — and I’'m keen,

as the keynote, to get my peers to care,

only they’re all distracted, licking choc-tops.

Whereupon I empty soup — could be porridge —

into the biggest box and, with a Bamix,

start stirring the contents into gluey shards.

Now what might all this mean? I’d like you students
to write 2,000 words of close analysis;

cover sheets located where you submit.

. Il n’y a pas de service en dehors du texte

So it’s the Princes Highway at St Peters

— or not — and I’m off to a cocktail party
while hauling Napoleon’s metre-long coffin
(I got him from a costume-hire company)
over a footpath lost in undergrowth.

And, while I slowly push, a cane toad pulls,
puzzled at being harnessed; pissed off, too.

It knows there’s an Tkea down the road:

why couldn’t I buy a fucking gun carriage?
And how come Boney’s so immensely heavy?
Insisting that I have major issues with
authority, the toad yells, Really, is this

any way to treat the Emperor of the French?
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Versity

The scene’s historical: I’'m twenty-one
and Professor H.J. Oliver,

as personable as his initials,

strides in like Gulliver

among us little people

to ask with an immobile
smirk What STC mighfstdnel panse button.

Three of us: me, and Pat and Evan Johnstone,
in our final year of English Honours

— three last dogged survivors —

are now testing our mettle

as potential bibliographers.
(And here a footnote: there was
no Sydney Theatre Company wayback then.)

I’'m game, I’'m cocky, ’'m an only son,

so I pipe up Samuel

Taylor Coleridge? Signal

the Laughing Professor’s

regurgitative chuckle:

Well, well! Oh wonder-ful!

I've heard a student venture Sydney Turf Club on one

memorable occasion,

but Samuel Taylor,

(chortle) Coleridge, never!
Mr Kirkpatrick, I'll tell

you exactly what those initials
stand for. It’s Short Title

Catalogue of Books Printed iingland, Scotland, & Ireland
and of English Books Printed Abroad 1475-1640.

And from another century I now say:
OMG HJ LOL GFY

Peter Kirkpatrick teaches Australian Literature in the Department of English at
the University of Sydney. He is the author of two collections of poetry, Wish
You Were Here (Five Islands Press, 1996) and Westering (Puncher &
Wattmann, 2006), and the chapbook, Australian Gothic and Other Poems
(Picaro Press, 2012).
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TEXT prose

Winnie Ha

Lately I have started to write about a miniature figure. She is minute in the way
of a fleck of light on a blade of grass, stretching outwards to an endless green.
Minute in the way the imagination is an infinite wilderness. Minute in the way
our deepest, most heart-felt speech is all but a stutter within the boundless
expanse of animal expression. She is a slip of the tongue revealing an unending
story. A partial glimpse, a vanishing act, an enigmatic Lilliputian of the
imagination. I can’t be certain that she has always existed, or perhaps I’'m
questioning this because this act of inscribing and creating her simultaneously
erases her. There are things that I need to ask her, but every gesture towards her
makes her fainter in the light.

+++++

From this angle she is a bran-coloured spot. A bubble in the pale brown
current. Everything else has not yet come into view. I start walking towards her
until the shapes start to form an approximate figure. She is a/most the same as I
tend to remember her. There is a discernible difference to her this time — she is
much more concrete. It is the kind of concreteness that is sensed as gravity;
imagined rather than seen, careless language turns it into weight. Her presence
is as unnerving as a phantom in the intimacy of thought.

She is covered in sand ... and ... ? What's she like? 1t is difficult to represent
her on this page. Words such as ‘raw, ethereal, grotesque, beautiful, dark, etc.’
—used without the nuances of expression, easily turn cold and inert; they
become empty frames, surfaces without depth, closed and complete within
themselves. She is covered in sand. Each careless gesture of her fingers, nose,
hips, lips, eyelids is luminescent through the diffused, shifting nebula. The
nuances of her being span the full spectrum of light, but only a portion is
visible to us, the invisible realm cradled within the noiselessness of shifting
particles. In the silence between words, lie the nuances of expression. These
nuances attest to the authenticity of being; they thicken the texture of a story,
threading relations between the one and its many possible narratives, or lives —
in the visible and invisible. They alone make this pursuit meaningful. Without
them we are merely orbiting around an illusory center: letters without words,
words without gesture, gestures without expression.
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It isn’t so much the darkness that is unsettling, but rather that there aren’t any
walls around her. Treading hesitantly across unfamiliar grounds, and with arms
and fingers outstretched, she tries to find something tangible to hold on to,
some parameters to contain this immeasurable expanse of space. There is
nothing, so she keeps to the only thing visible: a shivering slice of light snaking
downwards on some steps. She reaches a doorframe and crosses through, and
then down more steps. The voice of Sebald appears in shadow-form: And by
the faint light that fell ... into the well I saw, with a shudder that went to the
roots of my hair, a beetle rowing across the surface of the water, from one dark
shore to the other. [1] The last of her steps never touches ground; her whole
body hurls into freefall, and this is the point where the gravity of fiction meets
the gravity of truth.

She lands on a bed of soft sand, and the beetles dissipate out of my frame of
vision. The path in front has rounded into the shape of a cave, with numerous
openings leading to tunnels. All around her are skulls and bones, lining the
walls and ceiling and arranged as macabre monuments. All are disarticulated,
fragmented, anonymous. All are gaping holes and cavities — portals into past
lives that only lead back to one another. Over one of the portals is a stone
plaque bearing the inscription, Arréte! C'est ici [’empire de la Mort, beckoning
her to make the next move.

+++++

There is this woman. She is wearing a short black lace veil that covers her
entire face. Her black hair is neatly pulled back into a shiny bun. The woman is
dressed in a narrow-fitting navy suit jacket over a cream-coloured silk shirt
with a pussy bow tie, the ends of the bow arrested between her breasts. She is
in a matching slim skirt, with translucent stockings smoothing down the length
of her calves, ending in a pair of black patent leather round-toed heels. She is
sitting very still on a wooden chair. Her thighs, knees and feet are pressed
together, her elbows bent around the back of the chair, palms meeting, all
fingers interlocked. The back of her suit jacket is pulled in, corset-laced, taut. A
hessian rope criss-crosses down her lower back, then goes around her wrists in
tight figure-of-eight loops. It then does several loops around her waist,
bunching up and creasing her jacket, then around the chair, ending with a
gratuitously large knot. Her knees are angled slightly to the right, her ankles
tied, in a similar fashion, to the right front leg of the chair, slightly throwing off
the symmetry of her pose (this picture). Desire circulates through the languor
and complicity of her opaline neck and spine, and she smells exquisite.

I think of Markus Schinwald’s women in laced suit jackets and mechanical
contraptions, legs helplessly splayed across the bed, John Willie’s rope-bound
women in forced postures — and all the mutated dolls of Hans Bellmer. These
twisted, and oftentimes fragmented, bodies had always fascinated me, trapped
by the strictures of external control: rope, metal wires, furniture, clothing. They
are usually faceless — or faces without resistance, language without expression.

+++++
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I had just arrived in Paris, and I was there because I wanted to find a way to
write. I’d read Baudelaire, Rimbaud and Verlaine. And I’d been seduced by
movie characters as if they were written for me: the lethargy and boredom of
Garrel’s Regular Lovers, and the recklessness of the dreamers in Bertolucci’s
ode to Paris. I’d crafted — quite precisely — images of Paris in the 20s, and the
late 60s to 70s. I sought to fulfil my fantastical Paris in reality, so that — in my
innocence — somehow or other I would find a voice (like other people I knew).
I got to Paris, and I found myself tumbling into the underground of the city. I
lived with strangers near a quarry not far from the city’s 18th-century ossuary.
Fuelled by desire and unmitigated by rules, we were libertines and anonymous
to the surface world. We made our own home amongst the dead, and in the dark
underground, you were free to live as you imagined. The impatience with
which we produced work — performances, paintings, sculpture, music, poetry —
was symptomatic of our doubts and insecurities. There were a lot of parties in
our underground haven, stumbling in and out of tunnels and potholes, in and
out of each other’s lives, and other fictions. We had our very own Cabaret
Voltaire. I would dress up as a man in pearls and silk, acting as Colette’s Chéri,
and someone else would invariably pretend to be Jean Cocteau. Hemingway
was also always present, and of course the Fitzgeralds, Apollinaire, Tzara,
Modigliani and Max Jacob. Poiret was our resident dressmaker. We imagined
ourselves as the mirror of life above ground, narcissistically peering at
ourselves through the filter of other people who never knew we existed, and
who undoubtedly imagined their lives as yet other lives. We would talk, drink,
and dance like them. We wrote in a borrowed language, and wrote the names of
Kafka, Szymborska, Proust, Perec, Poe, Foucault as if they were our own —
names that would in turn write the pages of our books. But they were desirable
as surfaces upon (what we deemed as) our lesser selves; we wore them as
disguise, spoke in fragmented quotes, and threaded ourselves into their (our?)
prose. Denouncing the world above, our life underground made sense (even
though we all knew it was fiction), and we couldn’t think of any other way to
be. Above ground, people were getting around with their reality TV shows and
virtual identities and friendships; we resisted them because we believed they
weren’t authentic. And what we held as authentic — as undeniably genuine —
was our relationship with our imaginations. We lived in a simulated world, in a
catacomb — buried in a repository for the past, but what was once flesh, bone
and voice. We wanted to be radical, but really we were just restless, fuelled,
too, like everyone else, by the desire to mark our flesh, cloaks, masks. After a
while the spontaneity became tired and repetitious, and it wasn’t long after that
the illusions lost their opacity.

So it was all child play — all of us living out our imagined ideologies, literary
references and idols, making a home in the lives of our muses. It was because
we couldn’t figure out the future otherwise. And so what?

I eventually did find a way to write — out of the chance conversations with
strangers, books read and loved, and encounters with images, sounds and
words. Over time they became the repository of experience, uncertain as they
were in their degrees of truth and artifice. But most of all I wrote out of
extreme boredom, which afforded me the space for daydream. Or perhaps I
wrote because I liked the sound of lead pencils scratching across the
parchment. Or perhaps I wrote because I was expected to. Whatever the reason
is, writing is a way for patterns to reveal themselves in the labyrinth of my
mind, in the way that permutations of language clear the path for self-
expression.

+++++
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The rope-bound woman wants to say something. I move closer to try to get to
her veiled face. She senses my proximity but does not flinch. I hold out my
hands as a gesture of invitation, and to this, she lifts her head slightly. Her eyes
peer at me through the black lace work, and she wants me to leave.

Note

[1] Sebald, WG 1998 The Rings of Saturn, trans M Hulse, New Directions, New York: 189.
return to text

Winnie Ha is a PhD research student based in the School of Fashion and
Textiles at RMIT University. She studies fashion as a form of fiction, as well as
the ‘fashioned body’ within the context of body-dress relation and
phenomenology of dress and dressing. Driven by the experience of the verbal
and sonic, she facilitates participatory experiences and constructed scenarios.
Through her research she is developing a ‘non-product-based’ fashion practice
that spans across sound installations, choreographed performances, as well as
live reading and listening events. Currently she is developing a subtle, textual
practice that draws together critical practice, fiction and embodied writing, to
experiment with how fashion-body-fictions could be enacted through words.
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TEXT prose

Pawel Cholewa

Repetition

To repeat oneself; something I always do, but I sincerely don’t have the
stamina for it, which also doesn’t make sense because the nature of current
projects and investigations and inquiries all have a cyclical and spherical and
mirrored repetitious nature. Why then is it so difficult to communicate
repetitiously in speech and human communication? I find that only one of my
good anecdotes has a genuinely good telling or re-telling, and after that
everything comes out dry and drawl and drawn out, despite how interesting the
whole operation was or is or appears to be. It’s a tragedy and a gamble because
the one(s) on the receiving end are never necessarily deserving of the decent or
the good or the animated (re)telling, or they are the ones that don’t appreciate
it. I don’t think they realise how much energy goes into these tellings — these
yarns, for some more than others. And they, like I too I suppose, are there
vacantly and somewhat patiently merely waiting for their turn to speak.

I sigh and I groan and I wish I could pick my audience better or more
accurately. One after the other after the other. I can’t do it, and these days it’s
only getting worse — more difficult. Maybe if I could re-tell my tellings in a
different language? At least then there would be a new colour and a flourish to
the anecdotes. Meanwhile, I have to endure and suffer the knowledge that
people in general simply don’t find me as interesting or charismatic as |
actually am. I know this. I’ve seen the various and varied looks of surprise,
excitement or lack thereof when I communicate freely, or otherwise do not
have the capacity, the energy, the muster, the jus to do so. And then again,
maybe I should be a mute — communicate with my gestures and mannerisms
rather than use my words. My words I can save for the page, the printed or
typed page, even freehand, maybe (I’'m probably too young for that, to be
honest). But at least then the ‘tellings’ only ever have to occur once. Save
them, print them, reproduce them, stick them off to the sides, insides, corridors
of buildings or to mountains — who gives a shit. They’re there, and they’ll be
there, and they will continue to be there after I’'m gone if I can learn to store
them properly or mass produce and/or reproduce them on a scale so that they
will only very slowly die out through passive negligence and the natural order
of the ages.

Though by the time that happens I’ll be long gone, and I’m still very uncertain
as to whether or not I care about caring for a legacy. Being an atheist, sensing
that nothing happens after death, as an afterthought. Alas, I am somewhat
partial to a vague notion of spirituality and the belief that a spirit will endure
somewhere, or in/onto something else, elsewhere, like a phantom split into
particles beyond, and outward, susceptible to something or an other. In any
case, repetition, I hate it. Can’t stand it. Refuse to do it — more and more.
Reproduction on the other hand — this I can take. This is easy. It requires a
completely different kind of energy — an organisational energy, which I have;
an ability to order and to structure things. This I can do. I’ll work on it now.
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Exegesis

This piece fictocritically and autobiographically describes one’s temperament
and characteristics without actually really describing anything ‘real’ or
occurring/active about the events within one’s autobiography.

It is about the repetition of language moreso than any events or instances in
life, which had or have a repetitious nature. And that is largely what Roland
Barthes’ inspirational Roland Barthes is about; describing a life of language
moreso than a life itself — a life invested in language in which all thought
processes and occurrences immerse themselves within a psyche and a
psychology controlled and molded by the parameters of language, and perhaps
the limitations of vocabulary and dialect itself.

In a journal article called ‘The Exegesis and the Gentle Reader/Writer’ Jeri
Kroll describes higher degree candidates as firing ‘shots, if not always on their
own behalf, on behalf of those writers or theorists they admire and want to
emulate’ (9). What Kroll is encouraging here is the ability or even the necessity
to wear your influences on your sleeves — there is nothing shameful about
wanting to, at times or in small doses perhaps, mimicking the style and format
of a writer you respect and appreciate if you want to get your idea across in a
particular way.

I have often considered the impossibility of doing (writing) anything essentially
‘original’, and the liberation and freedom one can attain from simply admitting
this — knowing it. In this piece I feel that I successfully get my point about
repetitiousness across whilst simultaneously paying my respects to Roland
Barthes and the ways in which he breaks down language to reveal certain
truths, and also the ways in which those truths reflect the ‘self” more truthfully
and uniquely:

he somewhat fetishizes language, these real divisions are
absorbed in their interlocutive form: it is interlocution which is
divided, alienated: hence he experiences the entire social
relationship in terms of language. (Barthes 168)

Here, Barthes conveys his point in a much more elegant way. Though the same
frustrations exist as in my piece above, they are held back, scholarly. Extracts
such as this one have and will certainly be used as a ‘bouncing off point’ for
my own work. And the fact that Barthes writes/speaks in the third person,
though I’m not sure exactly why that is — perhaps it is a professional distancing
of the self from the language which binds him and which he is trying to explore
and discuss in his autobiography. To what end though, I am still uncertain. My
initial thoughts on the matter were of distancing myself, or distancing the
reader, from the content that was overly personal in this project, though now I
am starting to think that there may be a much more elegant solution to this, in
which writing in the (covert) third person can serve as a kind of interlude or
‘buffer’ between pieces, holding them together to form a greater whole.

Maybe the admittance of this (the appropriation or emulation of work or of a
particular style), rather than guarding oneself and one’s work in a territorial
display of denial and a false ‘genius’, foregoing the ‘ego’ and simply accepting
the fact that the work is derivative and that the style is clearly borrowed from
another (an inevitability in this day and age, whether one means to do so or
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not), provides a kind of relief and a modest level of adequate originality by its
own merit.

As I am extremely new to creative writing and the liberally adopted
methodology of fictocriticism as a ‘discipline’ I feel that I lack a certain degree
of discipline in these early premeditative stages, and that I also lack an artistic
‘ego’ that has not fully matured or developed yet. I have no doubt that it will
come — it always does, for most, I think, but while I am not burdened with this
belief and this false sense of ‘self” and ‘ego’ just yet [ aim to write explosively
in these early days because now I am unencumbered and much more carefree
in my style, format, content and general (or generic, if you will) approach to
fictocritical creative writing.
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