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22: the rule of two: always do 
the second thing. 



Made with various writing 
constraints, one coined, 
Automatic Elaboration, another, 
Bus Constraint, third, Description 
Scenario Photo another Notes 
etc. 
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In a future field,
where sparrows kiss the faces of 

computers



meta-Neptune Escapist 
Manifesto 

there is another world running 
parallel to the normal world.
there is another world and the curtain 
is sometimes lifted and then the veil 
is lifted 
and then I enter into that parallel 
world and then I see things in a 
different way.
in envisioning, in witnessing, in 
spectating, in diagnosis of the 
magnitude of extreme feeling of the 
spirit, our normal world does not 
consider the external to be the 
problem. does not consider reality 
itself and it’s inflexible placidity to be 
the problem. 
we deal with the spirit. 
this world isn’t in tun with the spirit.



nature and society is not in co-
ordination with the music of our 
spirits.
and so we are out of tune with the 
world in which we live. inhabit. 
we forget we are all instruments 
playing our part in the grand cosmos’ 
orchestra. 
you can;t have music that doesn’t 
have ugly in it. 
sunshine, it does not produce the 
sun. 
wind, it does not produce the wind. 
all that planet earth produces are the 
dead bodies of humanity. 
and you are just as you always were, 
in your improper place, living your 
improper lives, dying your improper 
deaths.
in tomorrows world we will not need 
artificial instruments, such as jets and 
spaceships. 
in the world of tomorrow, the new 
‘we’ will think the place ‘we’ want to 
be and go there. 



there are people who do not consider 
earth to be home, their home, but 
elsewhere, above. 
the world is around them, it’s just the 
earth is always below them.
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Life in the Great Institution's 
Station 

Be stationary,
stationary, 
a station agent.
A stationary,
stationary, 
station agent.
A gent who stations,



a gent who is stationary,
a gent in the station,
a gent in the process of agenting the 
station, 
stationarily,
in a stationary manner,
like that of a slow station, 
void of station agents,
a calm situation,
cartless and coachless,
a crevasse of idiosyncratic 
contemplation.
"Do you like it here?" 
demands the gent in denim
"Enchanting! Enlivening! The epitome 
of enticement!"
Four is a two of two, 
therefore falls into formation, 
but that's besides the point here, 
we're agents of the station! 
Fours don't bother us anymore, 
we've given our fours to the station.
Given our fours to the station, 
the gaudy great station, 
no gunk, 



just quiet junk, 
stationary junk 
(the kind that doesn't move) 
surface junk, 
it moves slower, 
like your face ageing as you travel via 
stations. 
"But what does it all mean?"
the apprentice agent asks, 
and rightly so! 
Singing down the platform like a 
discredited opera, she alighted the 
escalator with the grace of a parisian 
house cat
waving, but projecting the mournful 
ostinato:
"Oh, 
I'm never going to dance again." 
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any extra condiments, such as; 
ketchup, mayo, vinegar

Dante’s Inferno 



Where is Dante’s Inferno set?
Where 

is Dante’s Inferno set?

Where is Dante’s Inferno set?
Where is Dante’s Inferno set?

Four men and the bus

There we were, in front of the pub, 
the four of us, one on crutches, that 
one holding a can of strong lager and 
we laughed when it fizzed road 
sound bubbles over the sharp semi-
circle of the ring-pull. Taking a 
crutched stumble as he passed it to 
M and after M accepted we passed it 



like this; to-and-fro, until the can was 
empty. It took crutch passing to M, 
opposite himself. M next, to K - on his 
left - who then doubled the first action 
to pass it to G, opposite himself. 
Forming a crucifix holding a stick to 
it’s feet from an arial view. Just like 
this, as said, until only a fine froth 
were apparent at the bottom of it. 

This can be seen from a bus stopped 
at a temporary traffic light, set in 
place while road works are 
happening, the digging and re-laying 
of the road, to make it flatter. 

Busses are like zoos at any time of 
day. Frequent feeding hours’ relics 
congregating on the floor, with a 
tampon wrapper and receipt waltzing 
their way out of a hole in a bag, as 
the bus finally takes a hard right.  



Two couples walk down the 
same road toward each other 
until they are closer. 

What are you doing?
What are you two doing?
He said, 'quick get over the wall’ 
Said, what?
He said, 'quick get over the wall' 
when we saw you two
To hide from us?
Yeah!
Oh, nice!
Are you alright then?
Yes, we're fine, and you?
Yeah, we are.
And are you a member of the family?
A what?
I said, ‘ooh is he a new member of 
the family?’



Oh, yeah, it's a little girl though, we 
got her the other week, she's a 
Serbian cocker spaniel- lab-poodle 
mix
I can't believe that
We got her when we got back from 
holiday, she was waiting for us in the 
living room with a little flower in her 
mouth, he set it up, didn't you?
Yes.
Oooh, lovely.
Where were you on holiday?
We went to Seoul with the Watsons 
for 4 weeks
Thats a long time!
Yeah, I know, well, we just thought 
that we really needed to see Seoul 
properly, I mean, we've been there 
together, on and off, for going on 10 
years now, but we've never been for 
more than a few hours or a few days, 
so this year we said, let's take the 
time off, 28 days, and really see 
Seoul properly.
A fine idea.



And did you?
Well, I get up first, John doesn't get 
up first, but I get him up and then we 
get up together, and on holiday, I 
want to get up 'cause I don't want to 
miss any of the day. Why would you 
want to sit in the bedroom when 
you're on holiday? Usually the 
Watson's get up early and we meet 
them in the restaurant, but this time, 
we want to go to the beach and I'm 
waiting forever for them! They're on 
the bloody breakfast stools, at the 
bar, at 10:30am but they won't move!
I mean, really bad, yeah.
But with me, it doesn't matter how 
tired I am, you've just got to get out 
there!
I know, I said to him, 'we've said this 
year we're going to properly see 
Seoul and it's the one year they want 
to sit and just drink all day and night!' 
sitting at that bar, by the end of the 
first week I was thinking that they 
didn't even want to come out at all, 



but straight after that, they came out, 
seemed to come out of their shell 
more too, got out there, they must 
have just needed that week.
Oh, that's strange
Well, you find that sometimes don't 
you? You need a couple of days to 
get used to being on holiday when 
you're on holiday
I suppose 'cause we were going for 
longer, the time it took for them to get 
used to the idea of being on holiday 
took a bit longer too.
Yeah.
Are you two doing alright anyway?
Yeah, we had a decent walk last 
week, didn't we?
Yeah, we went down to Windsor, 
somewhere outside Windsor, and we 
walked all this way up, it's really 
straight, oh it's lovely there and the 
walk went all the way up to the castle 
and the weather was alright
Yeah the weather's been alright 
hasn't it



Oh yes, and we stayed over for the 
night, 'cause after all that walking we 
thought it'd be nice to stay in the 
hotel above the restaurant we were 
meeting Dennis at.
'Cause you know, Dennis can't walk
They had this new chef in, he was 
making a lot of small dishes, well 
that's why we went, wasn't it? to try it. 
and it was a nice enough meal, 
Dennis went home and we went up to 
the hotel.
The next day we thought we might as 
well do the walk again, get a meal 
and then go home; like we'd planned 
the day before, but we went to the 
place up the road instead, after going 
up to the castle, and that dinner was 
something else, the taste of it!
Well, she had veal and I said, 'why?' 
and she said, 'I like veal', but having 
said that we had rabbit earlier on this 
week.
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Today is a day of splendid triumph. 
Spain has a king; he has been found, 

and I am he. 



Pregnant woman in hairdressers 
stands to adorn herself in black satin

own narrative, all narratives 



face dreaming against the walls of 
the world, where did I go?

hopeless romantic, insomniac 
practice 

3 girls, one had a shark fin hand, 
chasing after something, looking for 
some drawings. Fighting. Then 
stopped in front of a (not-driving-past) 



motorcycle. Blank man with a yellow 
glowing shirt sits in front of a 
graffitied wall watching the scene. He 
was one of the girls once, it makes 
him sad, to understand the cruelty 
and competition of humanity.

undistracted by external influence 
he was able to truly bask in his own 
existence 
and found it sublime



you’ve ruined all my favourite songs, 
now reminiscent of us brushing 
tongues

sinking sink anxiety moves, 
fluttering, 
all in my organs. 
What did I say to you under the 
compensating guise of my casual 
substance abuse? 



then he told me, 
“and then a moment passes in which 
I feel truly present 
like my marrow is occupying some 
sporadic never-land 
and I want to record it like some 
extra-terrestrial discovering how to be 
human, 
but most of the time I’m kind of like 
some alien, 
sometimes it happens though” 
casually



Do you really think I’m mean, he’s 
asked me, what? Does that mean, 
What, do you think I’m mean, do you 
really think I’m mean? He’s asked me 
just then, so do you really think I’m 
mean to you? 

 

<p>exploration in internet bravado, 
the voice of the internet&#8217;s 
social networking subconscious</p> 



I wonder how many people have 
fallen to their deaths draping 
christmas lights from their flat’s 
balcony railing

every time she said something he 
agreed with or found interesting he’d 
say, “yessss” and pull his fist down 
from his chest to his hip



She was picking her nose, the man 
next to her was underlining lines in a 
Philip Roth novel, “you can’t remake 
reality”, “sometimes he felt the only 
thing real was Nan.” He must has 
seen her in his peripheral as he slips 
a thumb up his own nostril as he 
draws her index finger out of hers. 
Sticky blood and green. A girl 
opposite has one of those terrible 
star tattoos on her wrist, a boy at the 
party the other night showed her his 
and several old acquaintances have 
them to. She’s beautiful. She films a 
small dog wearing a jumper as it slips 
around the tube floor. 



contemplating canal jumping

There’s a male in his mid twenties sat 
adjacent to my left at the front of the 
bus. He occupies 1/4 of the isle seat 
with his left leg and 3/4 of the isle 
with his right leg at an almost 90 
degree angle. His head turned 
toward me, nodding to the music 
played into his ears through 
headphones, He then faces forward, 
back hunched, out stretching his 
fingers, hovering over his thighs, in, 
white knuckles, out and in again. He 
straightens his back, relaxes his arms 



to his sides, fingers downward, only 
occasionally waving upward to the 
more poignant of noises playing into 
his head, I assume. Then movement, 
dying, to the escapist scene: being 
stationary. Almost completely. Now I 
look as I hadn’t before (the prior 
description being of what I could see 
out of the corner of my eye). I now 
sneak glances when the bus jerks. 
More than the lazy finger movements 
he seems to be gesticulating some 
unknown conversation. Then a sound 
from the speaker in his phone plays a 
jingle aloud and he answers loudly, I 
record this. It ends, he goes back to 
hearing the musical conversation but 
with less gesticulation, he must be 
replaying the phone conversation 
somewhat and cannot escape like he 
could before. The bus stops again 
and I turn my head, rubbing my left 
cheek so as to look at him 
auspiciously. Bland, sallow 
complection stretched thinly over a 



jutting structure of too-much-jaw. He 
cracks the joints in his hands and 
knees, now they have their own 
music. He coughs and leans forward 
slightly, slaps his knee in quick 
succession. Now he rubs the 
condensation on the window, peers 
out. Looks around the bus, coughs 
again, hand on knee, not over mouth, 
listening to fast drum beats but 
looking forlorn. Patting the set to his 
left he picks up his phone and makes 
a variety of presses across the face 
of it. Pausing to look, exhale, press, 
adjust headphones, get up and leave. 



I wish I was the fat man in the beige 
felt coat having a laugh with the man 
with a small white beard in an elastic 
band. But alas. They’re flailing and 
engaged. Even as the mood turns 
and fatty crumples a sodden beer 
mat in his paws, there’s thin lipped 
understanding. 

around the station, the sky (not the 
colour - pink) but the way the lights 
from the houses enter into outside 
the house, outside the house eating 
nuts on top of a green electricity box 
(look down at littered shells to record 
this happening) a sudden 
congregation of trees on the field 



(dense, inside, in the middle, like 
centuries of arms, hugging the air.)

Living with a large group of women 
on a hill looking after female sheep. 
The sheep were homosexual so 
would eventually die out. We were a 
bit sad but also quite proud. I found 
one laying in the grass on it’s belly. 
The lower half of it’s body taking the 
shape of a seals. 



I’m supposed to be starting, though 
the park life has captured me this 
morning. I breeze through centred 
trees and vertical steel poles 
shooting endless water, streaming, 
returning back into the fountain, pool 
of water tricks, too drunk to start. 
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self-portrait of sorts

The Collected Aphorisms 

What has happened to us has 
happened to everyone or only to 
us: if everyone, then for me, it’s in 
the selection, and think of ways to pry 
it all out, a new chief sensation, and 
then, tucked away, an important and 
memorable book, a serial feast.

Part Seven: The Celebration, Older 
Woman, Younger Man. 

Stuck? 



Filled in some letters but still not 
sure? 
Lunch for two. 
Something happened and we have 
no information. 
But there are the fool-pipes 
underneath the general council, 
the general power pull that makes 
them feel inactive, 
the little thing on the head. 
The next one, 
it’s limitary, 
only in a lap or dull can you fill pens, 
because the third has two, 
to push that right. 
More,
more corners and more fisheries. 
You don’t have to worry about the 
birthplace 
and you don’t have to worry about 
the shrink rationing. 
Day shrinkening has got to be one of 
the worst implications of all time, 
but we’re looking forward now, 
we’re looking… 



The American Fork this week, could 
end the week by half 
and we’re naming POIROT and 
ONYX the passports, 
something for us, 
some things that happen for quite 
some time. 
And we’re after, 
we’re after for him to say that the 
infrastructure, 
the fat grid, 
is something, 
one due variation that you do quite 
well. 
Well I think it may be a hidden bash, 
some trinket, 
some hair-pull that can clinch it. 
We’re looking to draw this week, 
not end it on the field after The Great 
Institute Beach Ball Game is over. 
There’s no question! 
Jobs for universities and micro-
lovers. 



Have you thought how you will 
incorporate the letter ‘M’? (myself) It’s 
no novelty. 
It’s happening now - it’s the second 
part - where you need the real things 
you didn’t use in the first. 
Unequal task! 

Halton Moor’s Working Men’s Club is 
emptied of people, 
cars, 
satellite dishes, 
pool tables, 
‘anything that may detract from the 
idealisation of this disappointing 
landscape’, 
potently atmospheric, the overcast 
sky and drizzle damp leaves, 
that smell of 99p microwave french 
fry chips and bottles of shandy long 
since spilled on your jumper’s sleeve. 
More than that is the smell of damp 
wood 
- everywhere - 
- outside and in - 



damp walls and that one corner of 
your bedspread you try to avoid. 
It’s getting dark and we’re mistakenly 
alone again, 
fingers and hands numb with 
sympathy. 
For one single moment I can recall I 
feel a dull sadness for the thousands 
forgotten.

Gradual infiltration, earthly and digital 
zones. 

One to one scale photographs, 
spatially based. EMERGENCY 
DOOR. The anticipation of an event. 
Mathematical in nature, obviously. 

Then what happens? 
Pleading insecurities.
Candy says, “I’ve come to hate my 
body.” 

Semi-Prologue



I thought + can’t, I’m sure, I don’t see 
+ can’t, I don’t think + can’t, I’m 
notable + can’t, I can try, I don’t think 
+ can’t, I don’t think + can’t, you can 
have a think, you don’t care, I resent, 
I should, I said, I agree, I understand, 
I said, I thought, you blame, you said, 
you kept, you said, you were going, 
you continue, you’re annoyed, we 
were grumpy, we’ll come to an 
agreement, we’ll have to be friendly, 
we’re continuing. 

Part 1

Interests, relations, building bridges 
between past or rather weaving 
connections, times / places 
frequented / common knowledge / 
acquaintances - surface relation 
which then submerges - analysing 
relationships with parents - re-surface 
for the most part, but the first stage of 
formation is dependant on these 



occasional weight baring outpours or 
confessions, COLUMNS. 

Part 2: Become Secretive. 

The transition from the bartering 
situation to ownership is a tricky time 
and some transgressions and 
overlapping loyalties can be 
monitored as a recurring factor. 

Part 3: Some Final Confession or 
Outing. 

After a series of infidelities, possibly 
on both parts, though the true nature 
and factuality of events will never be 
known. Then the fundamental divide, 
from which the synchronised shall 
arguably never recover, hence, 
“We’re not swimming together 
anymore, you’re floating to the top, or 
sinking, I can never tell.” 

Plagiarism + Pornography = 
Autobiography. 



Sound is important. 
Using blood as another colour. 
Autumn, references to, ‘this tumbling 
post-modern knowing.’ 
The tree sought refuge in the leaf. 

(gramophone chapter II) Naming of 
Things: To apply a logical formulae 
in which 2 names would not be 
assigned to 1 object and similarly 2 
objects separately would not be 
assigned the same name. If this 
alphabet expressed a complexity of 
markings to distinctly describe 
everything, where in which ‘Triggers’, 
moreover, irradiate repetition.  

The worth is a totality of fads, not 
of thirsts, the worth is determined 
by the fads. 

Please, now, do as I. 
Tranquilised Glow. 
That’s alright, sit down. 



everything’s 
going to be 
well alright. 

Part 4: Fragments and Passing / 
Conquer and Control. 

“All that made me realise I was not, 
and would never be, significant.”

A kindred spirit who believes 
everyday life is only an illusion 
behind which lies the reality of 
dreams. 
Wrong. 
Our Phone Number Aleatory 
- random or chance method, 
no conscious control. 

Wading through tomorrow. 
Are you stretching? 
It’s not for the previous love, 
but something I took, 
my feet tracing the steps of your 
reflection. 



I am bothered, you are lighting me. 

And personal writing techniques? 
Take facade into consideration, 
maybe, 
but you must pay attention to your 
nonsense! 
You have to let Cindy talk, you have 
to let Cindy speak! 
She’s speaking to my sister and 
they’re in the living room, but they’re 
in the same room as me, here, and 
they’re laughing, and they won’t stop 
until I can’t remember. 
Happier, happier, hair, hair, hair. 
We’ve been silent, 
my words are two up-girls and they’re 
twee. 

Part Four: Ah, The Tall Towers! 

The same, the next question is: I’m 
not sure, is there some better 
platform I should head toward? 
An interesting one, 



open-ended  
and ambiguous.

So you’re scared and you’re 
thinking that maybe we’re not that 
young anymore? 
It started all of a sudden at 12 o’clock 
and didn’t feel much like letting off. 
Yeah, you feel a bit better now. 
Pyjama day? Well you can’t miss that 
can you? 
Maybe we could just sit here, 
maybe you could just sit here, 
right here until you die. 
You don’t have to organise, 
we shouldn’t have to organise. 
But, ah, the tall towers! 
The dizzy fulfilment, 
the future plans and self-motivating 
present narrative. 

Part 5: Glitches.

“I’m a leaf and I’m blowing, 
I’m in the water and I am the water.” 



Glitches seem to know themselves 
on two occasions, 
once during monotonous physical 
exertion, 
occupying the body, leaving the mind 
to wander / wonder. 
Second during late night solitary 
sitting endeavours, 
with an all but immobilised body the 
mind wonders / wanders, 
quite out of your conscious hands
when stuck in a thoughts glitch, 
a sentence once heard which 
sporadically loops itself over and over 
of it’s own accord. 
Is it a reflection of how the subject 
remembers information, 
vital and useless, 
meaningful and senseless?
In between these glitches are where 
life’s thoughts occupy, 
the aforementioned future plans and 
self-motivating present narrative, 



along with the occasional, looking-off-
into-the-middle-distance, 
philosophical reflection. 

Part 6: Taking Notice. (Why Aren’t I 
Like All These Other People?) 

Chloe and Isobel put the power of 
September in sculpture, 
foxes, reindeers and bears 
till next Spring. 

“I grew up all bald and crazy!” says 
Charles, pouring over over-whelming 
debate. 
Most feel this, but only within the 
border, ‘When I Feel Alive’. 

More than just a tan, tanning station, 
I’m just a station on your way. 
Welcome to the home of the 
bystanders. 

The gaze is effective, 
to continually look at someone, 



you could interpret this as a 
metaphor for companionship, 
love, 
but you could be wrong. 
Then test this? 
I put my notebook down and look at 
him, 
our conversation having died down, 
and stare at him. 
Vulnerable response. 
Confusion noted. 

“So it was the scene, 
like, 
drifting past my vision 
and the feeling of being a part of the 
seat 
- that time on the bus I remember - 
another glitch I assume…” 

Then I feel too much like a self-help 
book. 

December morning, December 
morning. 



i) My entire day is a series of 
obsessive habits. 
ii) take ‘Baby Class’ notes. 
iii) be Not Negative. 

Part Seven: The Celebration, 
Younger Woman, Older Man. 






