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'You can't do anything here as such, you just go to see things. That's modern travel for you. Full of movement but nothing actually happens.'
   – Robert Dessaix, Night Letters


'History seems static but is constantly rewritten, embracing the fresh hell of the online universe's mass content posing as information becomes a data overload'
   – Adam Steiner, Darker with the Dawn


THE BEGINNER'S GUIDE TO NOSTALGIA

'Morbid nostalgia is the evil twin
of technological modernity.'
   – Alex Niven, New Model Island

Lost hours and days, forgotten memories,
the music you used to love, places where 
you grew up, old friends, can all turn into 
something relevant. Self-parody, yearning, 
rich harmonics... Are you feeling it yet? 

If you are absent or uncooperative then
clean integration will be impossible, even
if the songs are terrific. Memory is wonder: 
thoughtful and surprising refashionings of
personality and personal troubles, dramatic

re-enactments of trauma, strife and self.
If you are as old as me then you should be
very much excited about the things you 
never had or always wished you'd done, 
personal and geographical histories which

inform your deepest reminiscences, stop 
decades collapsing on top of each other.
Feeling sentimental? Wistful? Lean into 
the possible, document the good times,
buy books filled with fake memory traps,

permanently damaging new interpretations.
Make up what happened, embrace what has
been swimming around in your brain since
the fickle fluctuations of public approval
created an idealized reality, with both past 

and present thrown into rhapsodic memoir
and sometimes-magnificent throwback pop.
History cannot absolve personal indiscretion
or grant a necessary vision, you must deal
with the difficulties of navigating both

silence and pain to find the closest thing 
to an open gateway into time. Everyone is 
a little bit right about reimagining places 
we inhabited, the moments we remember, 
the things we long for; to self-medicate

and seek out romantic interludes, sunsets
and sunrises in the past-tense, sequenced 
to match more complicated emotions in
reconstructed fantasy versions of ourself,
stitching the whole thing together then

taking the whole thing apart. Farewell 
to the past, hello yearning and purpose.
Time is more intuitive and inventive
than we think, moves on and leaves us
with pervasive sadness, rescued outtakes,

distorted fragments and distant glimmers.
There’s simply no precedent for tomorrow
when we live in the moment and weave
together ideas of health and happiness;
we must abandon obsession with the past

and embrace digital narratives, elastic 
memories, prepare ourselves for the bleak 
world ahead, frustrating any closure and 
new intersections of culture and content.
A constant state of déjà vu can save all 

the hassle of backtracking or travel, there
are many things left when you die, so make
a comeback now, jump into the narrative,
become responsible for the past tomorrow.
Do you feel ready and able to begin again?
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IN THE HOUSE OF DUST

'The Palace of Dreams stands at
the centre of the kingdom of darkness.'
   – back cover, Ismail Kadare, The Palace of Dreams

Always turning corners, we often meet 
ourselves coming the other way, trying 
to escape subconscious desire, find 
a way out of dreams we have created 
that have turned into visions of hell. 

Every moment is a disruption of time, 
a journey away from self-inflicted tyranny, 
the organized sounds of timetable bells.
As fragile empires fall we each become
the same, lost in gardens of memory

where life was easier to manage and we
were not complicit in each other's crimes.
Enjoying sunny pool days, long beach days, 
classy entertainment and good service,
we did not consider the world to come.

Imagined futures never arrived, time tied
itself in complex knots, abandoned homes
and locked rooms stood where once there
had been none. Hell is having to apologise
for calling off the search, living with myself.

I exaggerate to make a point but these events 
disturb everyone's lives and we need to argue 
about whose fault they really are. Salvation 
is a metaphor for renewal and redemption
so I travel around the world dancing badly

and making music when I can. The boundaries
between ancient and modern understanding are 
as blurred as any synthesis of space and time
when architecture or desire's involved. If we
cannot be saved then surely we can dream?
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APPROXIMATE ANSWERS

'There is no time, all past and all future
           is contained in this moment.'
   – Rabindranath Tagore, 'Balai'

When we come home to ourselves 
and feel the pain of our past inside
we will be overwhelmed by suffering,

which is why we must run away and start
to imagine our story's possible conclusion, 
create something from what already exists.

Change isn’t real, the future is forgetting
to go back to our unfolding; even though 
the past is over it remains inaccessible,

contaminated and worn out by overuse. 
There’s nothing special about the present,
dissection produces vast panoramas of 

humans questioning ideas of free will, 
joy and happiness within the context of 
nature and pain and how to transform it.

If you break down the unbearable and 
go back to its constituent body parts, 
you may help others navigate hurt

and moral responsibility. Many people don’t 
understand the consequences of existence,
don't like space and time as an aesthetic 

or not being sure about absolutely everything. 
Meaning only supplies approximate answers
to our sceptical and enigmatic questions,

the revolution may have already occurred. 
Your belief or disbelief cannot alter
the future, but try to remember the idea 

of intelligent design, how all co-ordinates 
in the galaxy and what’s happening there 
are relative. Events in Earth time constantly

change and morph, although it is not 
an organic thing. The universe includes 
every past present possible moment.
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THE DYNAMICS OF BELIEF

A hall of mirrors, with multiple reflections of the same details, is as pertinent to the thinking of today’s world as saturation mind bombing. Belief in the invisible is part of who we are, helped engineer a system where miracles were nothing if not a foretaste of today.

Whose interests were vested in these ideas? Whose purposes were served? So often, they caused large redistributions of power, disrupted the effects of sociopolitical elites, generated belief in ecstatic trances, levitation, teleportation, stigmatization and endless rapture.

To comprehend irradiance is to vivify, a kind of supernatural footnote to the finest minds. Modern life isn’t a prophesied future so much as the spiritual turmoil that came soon after. Hierarchy rejects any kind of inclusion, prefers the rational to foolishness and all superstition.

Devils take over, radio and television become the bedrock upon which our religions are built: deep and unshakable faith in wonder-working and risky liminal fields of unpredictable study. Virtually everything we worship has been exalted around the world at the most unexpected moments.

Music and the beauty of nature are common triggers for new constructions of reality. Many told us what they thought about the possibility of the impossible. Fix your eyes heavenward, listen to the sounds of angels gyrating, singing, dancing, champion irrationality and enjoy the seductive dynamics of belief.
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THE VIEW FROM ABOVE

'A cosmic loneliness was my shadow'
   – Zora Neale Hurston, Dust Tracks on a Road

Instruments like astrolabes, quadrants and sextants
create illusions of stability although vanishing points
are still evident. Multiple perspectives overlap with
distorted flight lines and divergent image planes.

Time can become just as homogenous and empty
as the politics of delusion. Terrains of occupation,
cinematic space, tyrannies of surveillance; there
is no safe ground to speak of, no need for talk

of implausible freedoms now new and different
sorts of spatial vision can be created. The place
we were heading towards is no longer standing,
promises no community, only shifting ruins

produced as the result of fear and distant war.
Displacement of visual normality in favour of
disembodied gaze carries the seeds of our own
demise, disruption and disorientation, divides 

us and produces sites of conflict and violence. 
We calculate the risk of mathematical prediction 
and artificial boundaries but there is no linear
ground or parallel convergence left to speak of.
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INFORMATION DISLOCATION

'Tomorrow is a new past'
   – Sheila E. Murphy

Quiet your mind. You are so wound up 
by all the things you need to do 
and all the things you want to do.

Do not make an enemy of time,
combine digital experience and energy 
to construct productive environments.

Start early and don't quit; find out 
about the way words crash and burn,
how the ghosts of language rub up 

against each other, unable to move 
or take care of themselves. Absence 
is a ploy invented by the future, 

a precarious strategy which depends
on what no longer works, our inability 
to value the now or resist what we're 

being sold. Time informs the present,
time controls today, we must all ask
questions of each other and ourselves,

move from wherever we might be now 
to where we want or would like to be.
'You may be entitled to compensation.'
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SHADOW LINES

So space might be shaped like a doughnut, 
we might be the icing on top. Or maybe it's 
a taurus, a diamond, could even be a sphere.

We don't know, can't make it out, although 
spaceships armed with probes and cameras  
have been sent as far away as possible.

Still drifting slowly, they take photos that 
will arrive in the distant future, detailing 
what was happening now, back then, not 

what we see today arriving from the past. 
Time may not exist, might just be how 
we understand duration and experience, 

a way to stop our brains exploding 
from too much instantaneous thought. 
Just as colour shifts with distance, 

memories change when we file and order
everything at once. What shape is space?
It's mostly just a blur of movement

expanding from a single point. But what is
the point? Emerging evidence of spacetime
in an apparently flat and infinite universe

contradicts the fuzziness of probability and
exceeds the speed of light. We shut down
our thinking and ignore the multiverse; 

from our point of view we are more than 
animated stardust from a big bang. We will
never know true reason or fully understand.
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