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The	hand,	which	tolerates	no	chance,	transforms	a
living	system	into	a	controllable	object	and	invents
the	wilderness	in	order	to	subjugate	it.

From	Total	Refusal,	Trailer	25.



At meaning'sedgethe imaginationstill
7lickers.It is jigsaw daylight betweenshy
evergreencanopies.I amonmywayto seemy
friend.Thetrain is steadyandtheskyis both
veryfar aboveus and lying 7latagainstthese
knife grazedpanelsof pause.Throughthe
windowsouthof Newcastleovera rivernowI
seeiron matrices,long pylonslike bar lines
| | | | | | | | andthey
resonatea phasingof bassnotesagainstthe
7loorof thecarriagein anostinatothattinkers
upwardsandsouthonaknownwobblyo;7beat
|--------o----------------------------------------------|
|--------------------o----------------o---------o------|
|-------------------------------------------o-----------|
|----o--------o---------o------------------------------|
|----------------------------------o--------------------|
thatI hummmmandstartassigningwordsto.



e in letters during a Summerpast.
ightly bent, light on the ball as you
heheelandpivoteastandthenwest
andrepeateastonahoplikeahi hat
le. The Boxer used to write me
I hadno·xed address,nordid hefor
ter. I'd get a senseof a pub on the
plains that he wasmovingtowards
write the letter in that direction, I
So too he'd intimate that I was

on oneor anothercouchof one or
girl who had taken me in over the
, if not on agolfcourseor beachhead
p during the balmynights,of which
were other than when loneliness
the degreesand sidewaysmusic

heardallat oncefrom oneor another
before,during anda<ter,foreverand

so it seemed.I read so many
ks from the pulp of Australia's

h century output that Summer,of
transcribedparagraphsfor TheBoxer.



traversedwith the courtesanhe invited on the
road with him. OccasionallyI thought I
recogniseda placefrom his letters,evenif only
from all the negativespace.At the time, that
Summer,whenI wasa layaboutcouchsurfer,
recliningeverywheremybodycouldfall into, be
it fabricor sand,7leshor grass,beingor time,I
alwayshad a paperbackwith me,boughtwith
loosechangefrom the CooksHill Bookstore.
TheywerealwaysAustraliannovelsandalmost
all justskirtingthewaryears,booksanticipating
a generationaleventfor a countrythat seemed
perpetuallyto bewaiting for its part in a story
being told elsewhere.I wantedthe peoplein
thesestoriesto spendlongerin their kitchens
and to occupylarger imaginativebackyards,
althoughwheneverthe bookgavethemmoreI
beganlookingfor signsof whatwascomingto
takeit all away.Characterswereo<tenwaiting
for a letter,andwhenit arrivedit madeasound
like radio crackle.Theletterswouldbe for me
also,containinginstructionsandfair questions.



sparentcomicstrip panelwith a
oramaof outskirt tundrarushing
etropewouldanimateagalloping
n seeKatita there,papersspread
knees,the cornersweightedwith
herpockets,rocksandbatteries.

lettersto TheBoxerlay besidea
adcopiedfrom abook.Katitahad
entencein both,cross-referencing
ritten sprawl.Shekept turning a

betweenher ·ngers while I
how muchroom the imagination
wapersonmightrequireanentire
and quite a considerableareaof
ass-adjacentbedding.Therewere
cultiesof theage,all this surplus

, thatI thoughtwemightapproach
l hadsomewherequiet to sit. This
ld TheBoxer,in letters,andwhat
kindly shruggedat, touchingmy

er7lowerdustedpalmto con·rm I
intainingadequatephysicalform.



memorycasings.Thesedevicestransmitteda
low-powersignalthat anyonewith a wireless
devicefrom the past twenty yearscould log
onto anddownloadall mannerof documents
acrossthreehundredbitspersecond,suchas
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housedmosto<tenin theburledknotsof trees,
aloosebarkplateshieldingtherodtransceiver.



ing signalwaysgetsthemcut down,
worst instancewhenweplacedone

a picnictablein an overgrownLions
k besideasandycreekbedoutsideof
brookwehada bombsquadturn up
ntlethehardwareandalmostgivethe
ing away.Fortunatelyit wasassumed
eoCachedeviceor part of an online
d that wasthe endof it. Whenthey
estingscreendialogue,avariationof
___ ___ ___ _____
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|_) | | | | | | | | |
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DEACTIVE
NNECT:ROOT-LOCAL
CHIVEAVAILABLE

ard oneof the squadsayHeyis this
dr operatedin the ninetiesand they
andthensomeoneaccidentallyor not
on the deviceand they droveaway
taandI agreed- nomoreLionsClubs.



the basin, including the roo<topsof any
numberof abandonedmotelswe stayedat,
andtheyworkedwellenoughanddidn't alert
the authorities.You can still ·nd them up
there today, ten yearson. The signalsstill
pulse.Betweenthe solarand the batteriesin
them they will last for another ·<ty years,
longerthan the motelswill be standingfor,
which is another reason to choosetrees,
althoughnot the prime reason.If you are
travellingwithin viewof theDarlingRiverI'll
give you a challenge.First ·nd one of the
motelswithout fee.You'llknowthembecause
thereceptionareasareabedof pigeondisjecta
and due notices.Checkthe meter box to
ensuretheservicefuseis removedandlookat
thebulbs,all sun-bleachedandinsectinfused,
in the mildew ceilings.On the second7loor
therewill bea bedroomwith a windowopen.
Lookdownandtherewill beagravelyardwith
a templatedoil drum that usedto house·re
besideemptytinsof soupand chilli concarne.



betteryetanecklaceof bricksthat sit
the roof tiles. Leverageyourselfup
overtheenormityof nationhoodfor
of secondsbeforereachingfor the
roof meshdistributor and hookup
neor yourMP3playeror e-readeror
eastto westscrollingblueresonance

dio mediahousingif theauxcanjack
ughof a signalon the breeze.It'll all
oursmalltowneucalyptusversionof

sGoldenRecords,containingenough
text, soundand imageryto helpany
linky Bill characterout thereon the
r thecollapseof civilisationto review
emberwhatoncewas,not soit canbe
ut soit canbereevaluatedin thelight
ver the potentialof tomorrowcould
highestestimation.Tenyearson that
aquaintthing to say,yetlookingout
owjustnowat theemptyplatformat
, there is little I'd rather live again

wcookingchilli concarnewith Katita.



ampli·ed bushrangerwearinga jetpackanda
grevilleaboutonnière.If youimagineKatita's
skirt as a 7lickeringincandescentstar·eld like

[==========]
/ * . °. * . \

/ . * · * . · * \
/ * . * · * . · . \

/ . · * . * · * . \
/ * . * · . * · * . * \
/ . * · * . · . * · . \
\_ _*. · . * . · . * . __/

~ ~~ ~~ ~~ ~
you might picturea cinematicbeakerfull of
magic,but actuallyit wasmuchmore like a
beachscene,no di;ferent to the pleatedpalm
tree glistenabove,ashi<tingofbiogeniclight,

\|/ _\|/_ likegraphtheorytrees,those
/|\ | \|/ series-reducedproblemsthat
| | /|\ mathematiciansliketosolve,
| | | thesamereasontreeshoused

ourROOThardware,becausetheverticeswere
botanicalantennasof incomparabledi;fusion.



too,thediscofriesandhalf-dreamed
allblinkingliketheLEDgapsnestled
rpetedceilingof function roomsin
eightiesleaguesclubs,like the dot

ceanof glitter rising from Katita's
ring my eyesbackto the menu,we
zedandreadandre-readtheoptions.

frondskeptwavingin front of key
at wouldhavedeterminedif wewere
chipsor chops,and the pastelsky
er-saturatingthe pizzatoppings.At
f waitingtoolongto makeadecision

ing ourselvesin anemptyparadiseof
omefountainsspillingstaticcascades
nothing,Katita pointedto the only
neonsentencevisibleduringthelast
ur timetheretogether,unbeknownst
that point, asking ······ ····

· ······ ····· andthe plastic
urger-kin taking our order emoted
·? andKatitaaskedagainCanwe

veTheir Most AugustPublicOrgan.



weekat a bundleddiscountof ·ve dollars,a
bargain comparedto the new releasesthat
could cost the samefor one video with an
overnight return. Before the ·ve-year-old
bushranger, pre-beard and with only a
miniaturejetpackstrappedto hisbackthesize
of a cerealbox, would get to the shelvesof
videos,he would stop by the wall of Sega
MasterSystemgameboxesand scanhis eyes
acrossthem like he was moving between
squaresonamap,identifyingcoordinatesthat
wouldlater takeon the form of pavingblocks
in the quiet sunlit backyardsof the long
a<ternoonof his childhood,which he would
stepbackandforth acrosswhileimaginingthe
many di;ferent dimensions and narratives
thesegameworldsmightmanifestas.Thiswas
by far the apogeeof enjoyment the boy
extractedfromvideogames,seeingashedidn't
own a consolehimselfit wasby inhabitinga
spectrumof potential that he was able to
harvestthismostpurerealisationofvirtualjoy.



motherandfatherwouldtendto for
lksin thecommunity.Everytidysunlit
hereconcretemeetssoil,everyaviary
epaintedwroughtiron tableandchair,
red fold of downhill lawn,everyshed
gewith shadowboardsfor toolswith
oodenhandlesabovea benchwith a
d a wirelessanda milk crateto sit on
a naked globe and read the

tten quotes in block letters on
edcardboardin thick blacktextasuch
SadI HadNoShoesUntil I MetAMan
d No Feetor, in oneparticulargarage
boxinghistorianwhoisnolongerwith
member becomingengrossedin a
k he'dwritten aboutdi;ferent·ghters
region.Thestoryof oneof them,Elias
ld how he had to be promotedas a
oxerbecausehis birthright asa First
man was not palatablewith local
ies at the time. Not long a<terthis I
d fromthemanI wouldcallTheBoxer.



famedStarGymnasiumwasin the backyard
of a homeI walk pasteveryother day,and
walkedpastthismorningasit happensonmy
wayto the stationto catchthis train I'm on
now,the viewfrom the windowtaking in all
thelessons--/Impressionism_BushStudies.txt
wereimparting on how we seelandscapein
motion,FrederickMcCubbinhangingoutof a
carriagewindowon a late Autumnmorning
andchoosingnot to paintthetruth of whathe
seesfor fearof beingkickedout of the club,
everything that the space behind the
foreground of bush sweep suggests,the
darknessand its dialecticalmaterialismlike
the shadowson the 7loor of --/text/Tom
Maguire'sgym,thesawdustandthechalk,the
grassclippings from the mower, the milk
crate,the future war poetry,EdwardThomas
for the SpaceAge,the Ageof Big Dataand
RailwayJourneysToSeeFriends,of the Aged
MorseCodeTelegram/text/ - ..... .. .-.-- --- ...-
.- ..- --...- ...- .--...- -... .-.... -.-. --- .-. --..- -.



ustomerwouldpick up the box and
erto seewhatthegamewasallabout
h physicaltouch engaged,hopefully
boxtakento thecheckout,reminded
e tartan picnic blanketsthat Katita
oozeatopduringdaytimeoperations

··············

· · · ·

··············

· · · ·

··············

useI'm thinking of TheBoxernowI
his partnerandthe coal·eldtaverns
cupyinstead,thewayhewouldsit in
hair on theoppositesideof theroom
h hersleep.Shehadauburnteakhair
ocketsmadefrom trees,thesameas
d her in·nite ponytail,samebrown

seeminglyendlessloungesthatallmy
dswouldlet mesleepon during that
ummerwhentheyletmerambleand
ke it wasn'taproblemlike it became.



one who cannotwrite becauselove is what
occursbeforetheexistenceof words.Loveis a
privatebeachwith no possibleaccesspoints.
Loveis knowingyoucannotbesaved.Loveis
needmultiplied by yearning.Loveis a fence
obscuredbythescaleofanovergrowngarden.
···················

· · · · ·

···················

· · · · ·

···················

Letmetell youaboutthe friend I'm goingto
seewho,from hereon, I'll alwaysrefer to as
my friend, as in, I am on my wayto seemy
friend.Weseeeachothereverysixmonthsor
so.It wasjusta<terNewYearthatwetookour
most recentwalk together,in bushlandlike
theonewe'reheadedto thismorning.Onthat
dayweembracedaswewill onthisdaytoo,as
brotherswhosurvivedthe teenageyears,the
courtingyears,theapprenticeyears,andnow
the middle-yearsofour anticipatedlifespans.



/ \ beaclutterofwrensasever,
/ \ their feettusslingwith aso<t
^^ \ carriageofgreenair andbell
/ | \ \ swoop,wrensthatseemingly
untain__\riseoutofwrens,treesout
| of thecanopyofothertrees,
X - +- aswegetoutat thisposition.
ART | Behindthemountainproper,
| ^^ | westartonadescensionof
| /||\ | sometwokilometresalong
| | atrail thatusedtobeasegment
ar- + of theGreatNorthWalkuntil
ion | it becametooabandoned,and
^^ | maybetoothattheradarstation
/||\ \ hasinvestedforeverchemicals

\ renderingthetreesashadeof
|\ transparentrustthatfurther

rch triplicatesthewrensasif the
ns bushisamirror, whichit is,

theruinsof thechurchdoing
theirparttocommemoratean

H emphaticdesirefor symbols.



for overcoming,the radar station elicits its
war roots, the trees their capacity to
communicatethrough mycorrhizalnetworks
of fungalthreads,the woodwideweb,to say
nothing of their own airborneradar signals,
treessmellingother treesfor chemicalalert,
root and ·lament in7lamedin consciousness,
thenonto the fallenstonesof thechurchthat
is now structuredasan arboretum,windows
shardedwith bark wrapped in vines, leaf
crumble in the pulpit. Bach used to write
organfuguesin accordancewith thegeometry
of thechurchtheywouldbeplayedin. Sotoo
this church,·lled with wind and bird holler.
My friend and I talk about the twentieth
century,mostly.Westartwith thedeathofgod
andmoveonto the wars,the moralthreadof
meaningand carethat becomesmore worn
and vacantthe further time getsbeyondthe
wars,beyondtheendof all history,towardsa
nihilismthatwefeelat thebaseandapogeeof
allhonestattemptsof sensemakingandgrace.



I changedthe subject.I askedhim
s newsqueezeandhetold menot to
that. Thenhe said his squeezewas
ell, they were moving in together
and when I askedwhat she looked
still hadn'tmether,hesaidshewas

ing imageof thetattooof a mermaid
est,evendownto thetail asshewore
ld pantsuit for work,it wasuncanny
thetattoowasa talismanthat senta
signal out to the lifelike human

of the image.I told him that this
d meof somethingthat happenedto
tly. It wasa warmnight andI rode

to theoceanbathsfor anocturnaldip.
atteredothersweretherebut it was

at night so barelyanyonearound
loatedbeneathanearstarlesssky,no
ust darknessall around, from the
the silhouettecity backdropto the
eworld,I closedmyeyesandopened
in andtherewasbarelyany change.



·sh, or similar,becausethenwhathappened
is it propelleditself from my backto a loose
wavein my swimmingshorts,·nding itself
stuckbetweenthe slopesof my bottomand
the fabricmeshof my pants.I quicklypulled
my pantso;f in a panic,holding them with
onehandwhilecheckingwith theotherhand
for the ·sh to makesure it had movedon.
OnceI wassure my aquaticinterloperwas
gone,I realisedI wasswimmingnakedin the
completesensorydarknessof theoceanbaths.
Beforeputting my shortsbackon I thought,
whynot just leaveit a fewminutesmore,soI
placedmy shortsbeneathmy backsoI could
feel them there as I 7loatedfacing the sky,
armsout like anaeroplanein someinversion
of lookingdownon night pastures,mirrored.
Asyoumight expect,I checkedfor my pants
only to realisetheywereno longerwith me.
Theyhad7loatedo;f beyondmybody.Ohheck
iswhatI toldmyfriend.Heckandbother,this
isnot whatI wasseekingonaTuesdaynight.



hirt from thebasketon my bikeand
roundmy lowerhalf, togastyle,asI
rode through the more shadowed

iesof the city until I reachedhome.
isagedthis scenarioI kept picturing

dropping a sleevedown into the
f thebikewheelandeitherthrowing
the handlebarsor elseripping the
ay from my body,revealingmy sin
soona<terbeingchargedwith public
y. MeanwhileI keptpassingmy feet
ds through the water in some

e hopethat I would feel my pants,
someendlessstretchof exasperated

or minuteswouldn'tyouknow,there
e, on the bottomof the bathsjust a
esawayfrom wheretheymusthave
n anddri<tedslightlysouth.Ohthe

aveneverbeensohappyto put pants
y life, is what I told my friend. Dark
adarkbodyin totaldarkness.That's
hyoumissKatitathen,saidmyfriend.



an essaythat gaveour reasoning,a formula
almost,if sucha thing werepossible,linking
the temporaldistancebetweenthe end of a
warandthe·rst headlinesof socialdecaynow
that the moralcertaintyof goodandevilwas
evaporating,connecting anti-establishment
manifestos such as those from the
DestructivistsandVorticistsandStridentists
and Cannibalists,through Bikyotoin Japan,
Iraqi modernism,the négritudemovement,
Jindyworobak,Brazilian cyberfeminismand
the economicfreedomof womenandgender
diversefolk particularlyin relation to their
subjugationby a populationof men looking
for a new living god that looksevenbetter
than they do, and this is important, via a
simultaneousequation whereby the self-
hatredof men is in direct proportionto the
messianicbeautyof the manufacturedgod
which,if youcarrythetwoanddividebythree,
equalsashinynewepochof genocideandwar
to inject meaningwhereavoidoncedwelled.



) ×·F
········ , H · G · W·
·

earsbetweenarmisticeand·rst
eadlinesofdecay
nti-establishmentmovements(i =1...n)
dexofwomen'seconomicfreedom
aleself-hatredcoe;·cient
essianicbeautyof themanufacturedgod

th betoldI wasnervousaboutgiving
publication,becausethe last thing I
was to hand over the keys to
anism without also making an
t for the role of ·nite land aka
us rights and its relationshipwith
eality propertydevelopment,and so
e was so much more to take into
than I could·t into the article.But,
onlydaysaway,myhandwasforced.



in thoselettersbackand forth betweenThe
Boxerandme,andeventhenI knewthat the
bestof themcamestraightout of theradioin
thosebackroomsof the rural pubshe sat in
whileembalminghishandsin steadyrhythms
of tape, like a surgeonwrappinga wound,
passinga ·gure eightof tapebetweenthumb
loopandpalm,seeminglywithoutanyinterest
in theworldoutsidehis·sts otherthanwhatI
knew,onlybarelyfrom his lettersto me,that
therewasalwaysa radioon a tablebeneatha
window providing linear midday light, the
radio alwaysbuzzing with bassresonance,
detunedandoutof range,broadcastingnews.

.--------------------------------------------.
| [ ROOT] |
| |
| 550700900 120015001700khz|
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them,talk of satellite
hat is understoodto be
emainsle<tbyatornado
ssa remotepart of the

onths ago, without
at the time. Thescarin
ilometreslong.Weather
ck updatesand racing
traps one knucklepad
and, tapesbackaround
the ·st, andthenturns
He producesno sound,
light. The Boxersat in
ich othermenof similar
o injure and be injured,
in boyswerepostedby
themto askaquestion,

ink theirchancesareout
to whichTheBoxer,like
peakinginto thecorners
saythat theonlything

ninghowtobetheloser.



fabriclayerof sweatandbloodandapocalypse
andsitsdownon a sturdytimberchairin his
greensatinshortswith a whitestarsewnon.
And saythe courtesanhe is travellingwith,
who he met six months prior and kept
returningto, just to sit andlistento her talk,
mostly,whoisnowtravellingwith him asthey
both have work out this way, beyondthe
borderlands,saysherousesfrom what must
havebeenaverybrieflossof awakenesswhilst
bathing.TheBoxercanseethat shehasdone
herewhathashappenedbefore,that shehas
retiredto the bathlateinto the eveningwith
lamplight re7lectingagainstthe aluminium-
framedwindowthat looksout ontothearctic
rural crossroads,andshehastried to recline
but uncomfortablyso,andsoshehasplaced,
asshehasdonebefore,the paperbacknovel
shewasreadingin thebathbehindherhead,
nestledunderthe backof her neck.But then
she becametoo comfortableand the book
slippedfrombehindherandfell into thebath.



eneaththe surfacetension of the
epagesstaydown,soakedandheavy
k, asall the lettersof all the words
d fromthepaperandbobnowonthe
r likeanoilyalphabetsoup.SayThe
sonthebodyof thecourtesanall the
at hedoesn'tneed,all the pronouns
names, the oral tics and verbal

neverused,mirroredanddisplaced
in, all thereasonsheneverneedsto
ing,onlyeverinto thecornersof the
t all.Whensheli<tsherkneesupand
tattooedwith linguistic disjecta,as
lesherbackupagainsttheporcelain
the tub with the ruined leisureof
thor's weekenddraped acrossher
owelsonnipples,consonantsonher
sthathanganddropdownthis letter
that dreamof perpetuitythere,and
t arm that by some miracle of
d liquidity reads·ve completewords
ow:TheirMostAugustPublicOrgan.



billboard advertising either a prestigious
schoolor funeralhomeor a way to recycle
industrialwasteor anewchurchwith gra;·ti
providingan alternativesuggestionfor what
Jesusmight door aninvestmentopportunity
to obtainthelastfewblocksof landin a new
housingestateor theradiofrequencyfor the
local emergencybroadcastingservice,is in
viewonly longenoughto besmudgedinto a
parallaxof silhouettedtypefacecastthrough
the train windowand onto the paleskin of
the womansitting in front of the passenger
with the wristwatch, intersecting with a
tattoo of a sword or a cruci·x within the
parametersof her brownhalter top. For my
part, on my way to seemy friend, further
southof Newcastlenow, I look out into the
occasional·elds andseeonethat I remember
from thissametimelastyear,or thereabouts.
JustbeforeNewYear,a<terChristmas.There
is a superstructureherethat wasnot present
before.Afull sentencewherenoneusedtobe.



t washeavierthan anythingI could
Thebridgeweighedmore than the

d all its contents.Whetherit wasa
r not wasa suddenconsideration.It
actuallybeenacurvingoverpassasit

upwards from the ground on an
of pylons.Or, if it wasbridge-likeat

t it reachedacrossthepastoral·elds,
not yet havebeendescribedassuch
at its intentions were incomplete.
e reasonI stopped,of course.How
assuptheopportunityto walkupthis
expanse, so incongruous on a

e I had passedwindow-sidefor a
ith its low-lyinggrazing ·elds, the

t wouldgatherin latea<ternoonin an
n constellationof black and white
e pinpricksin a map pokedthrough
derneath,out to the endlesshorizon
y ontologicalincompletenessbeyond
e Boxerandthecourtesanwere,say,
in twin voids.Ah,I reallymissKatita.



/__________________________/
/___________________________/

/____________________________/
/_____________________________/
Whenit rained too much the grassout here
turnedoceanicandthe livestockmovedto the
harbourside on thin risen boardwalksof
mountedsoilthatgavepassageto andfromthe
scheduleof their days.Andnowthis,twopoint
four billion dollarssetasideto pull a roadway
throughtheclouds.I knowthe ·gure because
that'swhatthe billboardsaid,yesI remember
now, not a schoolor a religion or a waste
facility,it wasthepromiseof anotherlane,just
one more lane,subjectto viablereductions.
Wait,viaduct,that'stheword.Thisisaviaduct.
I walkedup alongthe middle dotted line of
both lanes,onefoot in the le<tandonein the
southbound.At timeslike this,walkingin this
way,astheonlypossiblyconsciousmanalive,I
feelthereexistswithin theatlasof my interior
cartographysomethreedistincttypesofplace.



ssthink abouto<ten.Forexample,I
ut the streets and public parks
hich I walk my dogof a morning
oon, or the cafésI frequent for
t are all within easy,daily reach.
earethoseplacesI spentaweekon
nal work ventures,The Bund in
with the nestsof telegraphwires
hecornersof sandstonebuildings,
ascompletelylost and makingmy
onesideof the river to the other,
throughparksandlanewaysI will
in visit even if I tried, or the
WarreVillageTheatrein Gauteng,
caniccraterthat I swamin, there
s on an SD card somewhere,
e near the crest of the Great
ange,neversinceidenti·ed onany

satellitemap. Then there are the
t do not exist, yet occupysucha
abundantregionalspanwithin me

akeequalmeasureagainsttherest.



waiting beside the platform beneath a
weeping willow reading a mathematics
pamphlet,a light treatiseaboutpointson an
elliptic curve and the relationshipbetween
falling autumn leavesand cryptography.We
wouldmakeour wayto a double-storeywhite
weatherboardhotelwith warmbedsidelamps
that makegoodon the promisemadeby the
smallwindowsand heavyblinds,becausewe
wouldnot bethereto sleep.Not KatitaandI.
No.Wewouldkneelonthe7loorandbedeeply
silenttogether.Now,this placedoesnot exist,
nor doesthe pebblecourtyardout the back,
with its orangetreeandfallenfruit, andyetI
think aboutthem.I think aboutwalkingback
to thestationtogetherthenextday,andagain
she will depart ·rst. The way I would
rememberher armshangingdown the sides
of her thri<t shop dress,the pressedfabric
embracerecalledand still living in all the
impossibleplacesof my interiority. I hoped
thattheywouldnever·nish constructionhere.



reesnestledbehindwhat looksvery
ewhereKatitaandI experiencedour
anceof corruptedROOTdata.Thisin
ot quitetheright phrasingfor whatit
isandwill be.It waspossiblythe·rst,
cond,or thethird instancedepending
degreeof interferenceyoucountas
n, or whetherit wascorruptionat all
g on your vantagepoint, which I
nedto givea little bit of air to since
sgoneo;f to exploreherowntakeon
le I'm herealoneon the train on my
eemy friend. But I will keepto the
phrasingfor what it's worth andsay
grovenot unliketheonebackthere,

parked our truck against the
d woodenfenceroundinga ·eld of
dustlight, in anotherof the inland
of golden ·elds pressedtogether

pestryof dry grassrising to distant
ossibleto imagineanyfurtherreality
isone,I noticedthe·rst corruption.



within a divisionof its heartwood,framedin
bark, wired looselyacrossits diameterwith
twineto holdit in place.I madeit apracticeto
checkthatthehardwarewasstill tickingalong
a<teranight in theelementslestanymoisture
impactthescreenandtocon·rm thesolarhad
activatedat sunrise.While Katita dried the
blanketandsatcross-leggedbeneath,curating
anarchiveof datafor installationon thenext
legof our trip, I ran thestandarddiagnostics
and saw the seedsof what would cometo
changeeverything.

uploaded:
·les: 214
bytes:489220
checksum:7;f3a

current:
·les: 214
bytes:489221
checksum:7;f3a



me.WhenI toldKatitaI couldtellshe
asa little strangebut alsonot worth

ngourselveswith whileknowingthat
whoI amwouldbeunableto let it go
und an answersoshegesturedasif
eif just run the diagnosticsand do
needto dosoyoucanmoveon.SoI

that. I pluggedmycomputerinto the
odulestill embeddedin the treeand
y oldEyePhoneVRheadsetfrom the

erto usein theoutdoormorninglight
inting into thescreenof alaptop,and
ut the byte-sizeddiscrepancy.There
n modi·cationsmadeto theheadset
years,tapedbacktogetherasplastic
iled,butalsowaystokeepit safefrom
hersinceoutdoorusewasits primary
, muchlike the ROOThardware.By
VRheadsetlookedlikeastainedglass
l that rain couldsafelyglide down,
amnioticshine7lutterin degrees.I

pandrana scriptto locatetheissue.



It livesin themountain

CURRENT:
It leavesin themountain

DELTA:
+a

CHECKSUM:
unchanged

Thereit was.Bell-BirdsbyHenryKendallwas
oneof thepoemsweo<tensavedto modules,
givenits formativerole in Australia'srecent
literary history. I typedit straight from the
source,an AngusandRobertson1991edition
of thebook,myfather'scopy.WhatI couldn't
get to grips with was how the line had
changedor not sinceyesterday.It is thethird
line of the poem,wherethe bell-birdscanbe
hearda<tertheopeningcouplet,thechannels
of coolnessandsoon,wearegiventhesource.



d:

themountain

aandshescreweduphernoseand
r head in a way that in certain
wouldhavemeanthropomorphise

linesensinganuncertaincharacter
t whichI knewat thismomentwas
herearlierinclination.Leif,either
neor ·nd theanswerandbedone
e reclinedbackwith her laptopon
Ratherthan askher to checkthe
urce·le for Bell-BirdsI wrestled
ost confusingpart of the whole

ch is whythediagnosticssaidthat
tehadchangedbetweentheinitial
d the scan today, but that the
wouldreport this as'Unchanged'.
nosense.It hadchanged,theword
become'leaves'.I hadto godeeper,

into my broader·le repository.



doorat the veryfront of my selfandyet I was
staring out the backwindow the wholetime,
trying to justify howchangemight not actually
be change.During this data excursion,while
searchingfor theoriginaltext·le ofBell-Birds,I
foundadjacentfoldersanddocumentsfrom the
periodwhenKatitaand I ·rst met.Asper the
diagnostic requirementson my modem, I
inhabitedtheavatarI settledonduringtheearly
dayswhenKatitaandI wouldsit onSecondLife
together.Floatingdownthewire,abovethebilly
buttons,I treadinto ·le updatesabovethecity
harbour, the low polygon watertable and
unfocusedskyasanadaptationof emptyspace.

( ) _ _ _@_
'-' - -===|_|=-- - - -===|_|==-- -|_|- - -__.-' '-.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
===========' '==

~ ~~~ ~~ ~~~~ ~~ ~~~ ~~ ~~~ ~~
~ ~~ ~ ~~~ ~ ~~ ~ ~~
\o/ o/ --|--

__|____|________________|______



costumewasaccidentallycoherent.The
evellerson the neighbouring roo<top
t scoresas more folks from the Sans

partmentcomplexrosefrom thestairwell
dressand grabbeda beer and had a

out of ten yelledacrossthe divide.This
n Katita·rst approachedme.Eightoutof
said,AndyetI onlyscoredasix.Whatthe
atevenareyou,abushrangerfromspace.
at mybeardand7lannelandjetpacksand
gainstthe stateandsaidHow dareyou.
thosegoonbagjetpacks,sheasked,and
hereanywinele<tin them,andI saidYes
a shimmyto sloshthem le<tand right.
coursewasimmaculatelyput together,
a shiny re7lectiveskirt that poured
f cosmosdownaroundher. I recallher
ad a cylinder,a sphereand a pyramid
ovetext explaininghow the shirt spoke
Shesqueezedmy le<tgoonbaginto a

up while string theoriesof fairy lights
Katita'suniversebeforeit assumedform.



welcomedinto the harbourto powerthe city.
Katitatoldmeshestudiedmathematicsandart
andfor somereasonI saidI wasa boxer,and
whenshelookedat mein that wayI saidWell,
boxinghistory,andthenWell I reada lot, but
thenI saidListenthis might bea tangent,but
I'd just founda boxof oldhackermanualsand
wastinkeringwith a modulethat couldholda
fewkilobytesof data.I couldn'tget it to speak
to anyotherdevicesaspartof acommunicative
daisychain.Likethesefairy lights,I pointedto
the line of themaboveus,That'showit should
work. Katita put her cup down, pickedup a
napkinand pulleda penout of my beard,an
actionthat will remainan ontologicalmiracle
foreverunsolved.Shepoppedthelid anddrew:

o- - - o- - - o
\ / \ /
o - - - o

ShesaidYoudon'tneedeverynodeto speakto
everyothernode,youjust needenoughroutes
soyourmessagecansurvivelosingone,Boxer.



and I said Well the most important
ally the only thing that matters, is
howto bethe loser.Thatshouldn'tbe
then, Katita said as she jostledmy

into a crumpledsymmetry,smirking
ng, Youcouldbea boxeroneday,and
mewhatyourboxingnamewouldbe.
re,I said,but thenimmediatelyhadto

k on impersonatingthis man I had
f in thesuburbanbackyardshedof the
my fatherand motherusedto assist

gardening.I explainedto Katitawhohe
his Indigenousheritagehad to be

asCuban.Wasthat hisbirth name,she
lwaysknowingthe right thing to ask,
asshealwayswasacrossthevoid,and
ell it all dependson whoyouask.The
aid Eli Shore,newspapersEllis Shaw,
rs soldhim asElíasdelPuerto.Noneof
re thenamehewasbornwith, though.
a namewritten in faint scripton the

f acerti·cateI foundin theoldgarage.



hele<thisnoteson hispaint7leckedworkbench,
besideaclamp,beneathaheavyhandplane,that
I readlike I readeverythingthere.I told Katita
that whileI knowthenamehewasgivenbyhis
family,whichis not Eliasor Ellisor Eli or Shore
or Shawor anyothervariation,I will not sayit.
ThereasonI will not sayit, I continued,without
herasking,is that thereis nodatabase,onlineor
in micro·che or library stacks,that holds his
name.It only existedin that faint script which
wasanoriginal,primarysource,longsincetaken
to thedumpwith all theotherpossessionsof the
local historian, likewise once in the long
extinguishedmind of the same,but not in the
paperbackhe'dwritten,andnowhereelseI have
everseenexceptin myownhead.I will protectit,
I toldKatita.Youwill ·ght for it, Katitasaid,You
will ·ght to keepit outof circulation,andyetyou
havealreadytold me too much.Quicklytell me
somethingelse,shesaid,Yourname,Boxer,soI
forgetall aboutwhateverit is you'venot toldme.
Youcanmakethatuptoo, touploadyourbelief.



n thebarrelreducedto ashensplinters
starsplayactasemberson the roof.

atita says.Shebeginstappingagain,
r biro, againstmy bicep.I count·<ty
d wonderif I'm goingto endup with
ning, like howif youchewtoo many

edsyou get cyanide.My arm hasas
edotsastheskyhastiny ·ery holes.I

ta if shecan rememberwhetherthe
odulewe installeddownby the river
Birdson it andshesaysQuit stalling.
ith yourgut,if youthink I tapped·<ty
es.SonowI needtoquestionwhether
tedcorrectlyandwhetherthenumber
eor not. I sayNoit is not aprimeand
ysLuckyguessGrothendieckandthen
e on the cheek.I do not washo;f the
myarmin theriver thenextmorning
tapout ·<ty seven·nger jabsinto the
of the train here,all theseyearson, I
er how I thought Katita was being

byaskingmeaboutgrowthanddick.



keyboardaswe log onto a simulationmadeby a
universitystudent,theysharedit onthelocalBBS.
Shein her radiatingholographicskirt, me in full
jetpackbushrangermode,our avatarsexplorea
generative landscape that visualises what
Newcastlewill looklikein thefuture.Youcansetit
to advanceten yearsforward,onehundredyears,
onethousand.Wetakeit all theway,theyearthree
thousand-ish,roamingwherevinesallowaccess.

.--------------------.
| |----|------#--| |
| |----/---+--#--| |
| |---/-----\-#--| |
| |--?-------|#--||
.--------------------.

_|--|_
.--------.

Katita is all scientist.Whyhaven'ttreeswrapped
limbsaroundthat hotelyettheyhavethat church.
I amtooliteral.Thebusterminalis toowestward.
Webothagreethat a thousandyearsof deferred
maintenancehassigni·cantlyimprovedthe CBD.



call. The gamehad otherwisebeen
f soundotherthana washof ambient
t it rangout likearepeatingbell.MIDI
neof it, not asoundrecording,yetthe
is clear.Katitarecognisedit straight
a bell miner, like an electricpiano

ahighoctave,staccatotapped.I wasn't
llbirds are gully birds, why here in
le, evengiventhe thousandyeargap.
urate can a MIDI ·le evenbe, is a
unding bellbird still a bellbird, and
estionsof mine that didn't needan
LaterI extractthesound·le anduseit
rst properROOTmoduleexperiment.

empty ice creamcontainerfor the
e to beseatedwithin, tied to thetrunk
ow in our yard,I seta trigger to our
clock'ssyncpulseto establisha basic
ication protocol to tell the module
startits bellbirdrendition.KatitaandI
gainstthesinkwith our dessertbowls,
ntotheyard.Andthenit begantosing.



UBD-Gregory'sstreetdirectories,Caltexroad
maps,unfoldedto twenty-timesthesizeof the
windscreen.Whenthe opportunitypresented
itself,to eithertaketheobjectivelyrealturno;f
downa physicallane,or insteadto followthe
mapanddrivedownaroadthathasn'texisted
for twentyyears,wealwaysfollowedthemap.
SometimesKatitawouldreachwhatsounded
like a modem,but the handshakewould fall
apartlike a desiccationof insectwing scatter.
We readbulletin boardsin bakeries,honour
shieldsof duxesandsportingheroesin timber
ladencommunityhalls,racingguides,menus
written in hand,hotelguestbooks,radiologs.
Katitaphotographeda payphonein the main
streetof a twopubtownandI memorisedthe
ten digits stampedon its side.Unwrappinga
coldsausageroll, I turnedto Katita'swidefull
teethedgrin asshemadecompleteconnection
with aphonesystemthenextdistrictover,like
·nding moneyin a coatpocket.I kissedher
cheekandwedrovelongthroughoutthenight.



ide a river. We performedthis ballet
halfdozentimesaweek,hangingour
n reedsandsaplings,bracingfor the
cleansingreliefof thewaters.I would
tita's long hair, would project new
iesonthehalfmoonseparationsthat
tanningappliedto her fair skin,hum
s into the genesismyth that wewere
manandwomanonthisemptyplanet.
e soapslippedaway,downriver, we
asaluteandthankedit for its service.

ng on thecurrent,wewouldo<tenlie
cksandallowtherivertocarryustoo,
edoggypaddledto ourstartingpoint.
hisagainandagain,sometimeswhile
hands,like synchronisedswimmers,
esin counterpointto oneanother,as
ould slip past me as I wadedback
he7low.Whenthe·rst mosquitotook
wouldtakeour revengeandthencall

andwhateveroneof uswassayingat
wouldbereplacedbysplashingwater.



radio,to slideguitar fusedwith trebletalk and
requestsfor more sorrow,please,while I ran
diagnosticson the ·<ty closestmodulesand
Katita ·nished o;f a canof chilli concarneand
kepttimewith themusicby7lippingherthermos
lid downon a knownwobblyo;7beat,whenthe
modulesbeganto streamdataof incomingrain.
It startedontheothersideof theplainsandgave
us no indicationof its presenceother than the
numbersthat fed into my monitor. Humidity
sensors,yes, but other data points too that
seemedout of reach for what the hardware
shoulddetect.Katitaleantoverandput herface
into thenumbers.I say,shesaid,Nineminutes.
Using her thermoslid to keeptime with the
rainfall,now,wehearthequieteningof wildlife
andthe increasedfuzzof AMfrequenciesaswe
watchonenodetalk to anothernodeto another
nodeall the waydownto us,asthe rain canbe
seenasa wa<tingveil of staticon the horizon,
like a bride falling in andout of memory.Asit
hitsthebonnet,Katitasaysit's fortysecondslate.



corded the weather and I made
ns as to what wasgiving voiceto the
. Oneof the moduleswent dark and I
out to Katita.ShemouthsRidgeEast,
d. We installedit within the fold of a
ree on a peak looking out acrossa
of tenniscourtsthatlookedto havebeen
esincelastcentury.Moisture,I think,or
thewind hasdislodgedit. Wecandrive
there tomorrow.When it comesback
look at Katita and shejust shrugs,but
lick into its readingsto checkits status,
s in and realiseswhat I do. It recorded
the rainfall during its outage,which
bvious, there must have just been a
outage.Butthething is,thedatadoesn't
me close to what the other nodes
. It reads like a di;ferent language.
ouldlatersayit observedthestormmore
ly than any of the others.It's like the
went to sleep,had a dreamabout the
thentoldus allaboutit whenit woke.



past and the future, in slightly di;ferent
clothes. Anemoia, anticipatory nostalgia,
chronothesia.What is happeningtoday is
whathasalwaysbeen.Leif,keeptheelbowin
when you carry anything heavy,it's all the
samemovement.It's a shi<tingof weightlike
it's a shi<tingof light, like two thoughtsat
oncethatyouneedto giveattentionto.Knees
slightlybent,light on the ball asyoudrop to
theheelandpivoteastandthenwestandback
and repeat east on a hop like a hi hat
paradiddle.I supposeyou'resleepingon the
couchof suchandsuch,all that warmthand
gentleappraisalof line and intention in the
otherroom,thespacesyouwishto inhabitas
younecklacethe void.I'm leavingWalchain
the nextdayor two, I'vebeeno;fereda ·ght
out furtherwest,further north.It soundslike
what you'vebeen reading lately has been
givingyouasenseof whatcomesnext.I have
a feelingwe'll crosspathsonedaysoon,not
literallybut,youknow.Keepit up. TheBoxer.



_ /
_,-'

-----------It iswhileKatitais rinsinga
folding a blanketthat shebeginsto
poem.Therearebellbirdsin theglen

he pastoralradiancethat is the late
sundropandshebeginsjust ·ne but
s to the line abouthow the dripping
mandshesaystheleafypoolsglisten.I
meantheleafypoolslistenandshesays

t's a nice turn of phrasebut Henry
wroteglisten.I can'tbelievewhat I'm
I saySweetheart,let'scheckthe text,
thinking comeon, it's all abouthow
poolsarelisteningto thesilver-voiced
, natureis receptiveto thecallof these
d echoes.WhenI openthe directory
OOTmodulein the truck and scroll
to the third stanza,of this poemthat

savedcountlesstimes acrossthese
s,whatI readisbeyondallreasoning.



thereonthetwentiethlineis thesamemistake:
Wheredrippingrocksgleamandtheleafypoolsglisten
//////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////
Wetypedout thepoeminto theROOTmodule
from an old Angusand Robertsonedition of
thebook,anineteenninetyonepressingof The
Poemsof HenryKendall.Thateditionwasnot
with us in the truck or our ·eld bags,but in a
tapedup cardboardboxin a storagecontainer
on Industrial Drive, May·eld, sometwo or
three hundred kilometresaway.Yearslater
whenI openedthestoragecontainerandwent
throughthebooks,I rummagedanxiouslyuntil
I foundthebookandthentookgreatcarenot
to openit or allowit to spontaneouslyfall open
in front of mein anycapacity.SomethingelseI
learnedyearslater is that Schrödingernever
cameup with the cat in the boxanalogyasa
wayof explaininghisowntheory,but ratheras
adismissalofHeisenberg'sstructuralontology.



t I makemy wayto the fairy talesand
orksof Ida RentoulOuthwaiteandall

oth-wingedelvesand pixiesimported
ropeanfantasiesinto a landof already
mythshewnto the bloodin the sand,

nearlygavemyselfwhiplashtrying to
y from anillustratedpageof,whoelse,
endallandthosecursedBell-Birds,and
youthink I sawbesidethewatercolour
parabolasof dappledgladebut those
eyescouldnot avoidcapturingword

uencedword until the dripping rocks
andyes,the leafypools- wait for it -

Theylistened,in this nineteentwenty
ted typewrittenhandillustratedpiece
ard leaningagainstadjustableplastic

. I took out my phoneto takea photo
r, whenI lookedbackat it, couldsee
re7lectionof downlightsmaskingany
ity to read the word again,another

the cosmicjester.But that hardly
. Katitarecitedwhatthesystemknew.



existon theothersideof everyiterationof time
I will ever becomeassociatedwith. I catch
Warnervaleand the voicebreaksup, thoughit
continuesfor severalseconds.Outside,a sign
givesthenamein full, followedbya benchand
theendof theplatform.Thereisarattlebeneath
the windowand I put my elbowon the ledge,
whichstopsit until I shi<tmy arm.Theseatis
warmagainstmybackandI amlookingforward
to soonseeingmy friend. Our meetingplace
must beonly a few stationssouth,and then a
little walk.Thereis a fenceclosebesidethe rail
here and beyondthe fencea little yard with
three chairsstackedagainsta shed,the door
open,a lengthof bluehoserunningout from it,
and by the time I havefollowedthe hoseto
whereit disappearsinto grasstheyardhasgone
andthereis thebrickwallof anold Mechanics'
Institute. A road comesup from below and
behind.I canseeoverasidelonghedgeinto the
emptyfront seatof a van,and then the road
leansawayandthehedgecontinuesin parallax.



henI foundalinefor whichtherewas
spondingentry in the book.I put my
neathit andlookedagain.Therewasa
sionat threeforty in themorningand
at three ·<ty-two. Neitherof us was
rking at those times. I must have
time into the wrong columnor le<t
g switchedon throughthenight,and

noyedat how muchcheckingwill be
to clarifysomethingof noimportance
dy but me. While I checkthe clocks
storedtimes,Katita leansin, hair all
sundown,and askswhether I am

nished.Sheturns the papertowards
ining light andrunsher·nger across

rather than down it, which is
g I hadnot thoughtto do becauseI

ing for amistakein theschedule.Then
a little laugh.Thisonesendsit there,

s, and here, look, this one sends
g back.Her ·nger stayson the page
vefollowedit. I cannotmovemybody.



sleepbeforean alarm wakesme for a three
thirty debug. Of course I don't sleep,and
neither doesKatita.At three forty a ·lename
blinks into being.Neither of us has touched
anything.We wait for the rest of the ·le to
arrive. It takesso long I think it must have
timedoutor beenanerror,but thenit ·nishes.
It isanaudio·le. WhenI plugheadphonesinto
the moduleandpassan earbud to Katita,we
both immediatelyknow what it is. Months
before,behindabakeryin atownwith little else
betweentheroadleadingin andtheoneleading
out,weseta microphoneon a picnictableand
recordeda butcherbirdsinginga little song.At
three·<ty-two,themodulesendsa ·le backto
the tree that sentus the ·rst. The·lename is
thesame,andsois thesize.I opentheoutgoing
copywhileKatitastill hastheotherearbud.We
listenfor severalsecondsbeforeI start it again.
WhenI reachto stopit, Katitaputsherhandon
mineandasksto keeplistening.Webothknow.
Thisis thesamerecording,runningbackwards.



accountfor moreandmoreof it. It is
long the top and green underneath,
at oneendanddrawnout at the other
unt projectionwith a row of openings

side. It has somethingof a handle,
the handleis ·lled with skyand large

ohoopourtruck.Katitasaysit isaseed.
suppliesthe namesof a president,a

, a treasurerand the membersof a
ee. Beneaththeseare the businesses
ributedmaterials.Theconcretehasthe
posedstonesof old public swimming
tita wantsmeto takea photographin
e appearsto begivingbirth to this big
crouchbesidethe truck anddirecther,
is laughingand telling me to instead
yself,which improvesthe photograph
tely.Backon theroad,Katitarestsone
y kneewhileshetakesagrassseedout

ck.Thething remainsvisiblefor a long
n the roadturns and thereis only the
f oneharvestedpaddocka<teranother.



awomanwhosecouchhasalowplacebyafront
windowthat overlooksan old arcade.I reada
book in which somebodyhas beenexpected
homefor severalpages,and whenevera car
slowsoutsideI lookup on their behalf.Before
anything further happensin the plot, I am
askedto movemy things asthe womanI am
stayingwith walksin a little too purposefully
holdingscissors.Afriend is comingto haveher
hair cut. I askif this is somethingsheknows
howto do,but she·salreadyshu;7lingmeoutof
thewaytoplaceatoweldown.8<- - - - - - - - - - -
Thefriend enters,I feellike I knowher,I may
evenhavebeenher loverfor a while.Shewas
introducedto mesomemonthsagobysomeone
whowasnot quitea friendbut whocameupon
melikeacharacterfrom abook,pullingup in a
carandwalkingup to andpastme.I moveto
the back stoop. I can hear the two women
inside, although it soundslike many more,
laughingin roomsfull of sunlight.I will return
to thisa<ternoon,asnow,for stretcheddecades.



reconstruction of Newcastlestill
ShesendsmetheIPaddress.I arrive
eharbourwearingmy trusty jetpack
d andsheis alreadywaitingtherein
ic holographicskirt,defaultcharacter
s now andforever.Thecity looksas
omposedbymodelledrendersof old
phs,caramelisedandhalf-meltedbut
ining enoughheadroomto navigate
ts unfettered.Katitaasksmeto do a
take her on the cyberbushranger

tourofNewcastle.I askherto remain
groupandallowsu;·cient roomfor

s of the public to pass.There is
lseonthefootpath.Shemovescloser.
ms HouseI tell her about the ball
e clocktower,howit droppedat one
ipscouldsettheir clocks.I gestureto
spherical box catching a<ternoon
ynamic light, ambient occlusions,

ic aberrationsof emissivematerials,
iccookiesofdustthatbu;ferallday.



| o |
____|___|____ |
| [] [] [] | | \
|____________|_ ____|_\__
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~\_______/~~
Katita stopsoutsidethe Victoria Theatreand
asksif this can be part of the tour. We pass
throughthe entranceinto a dimnessfurnished
with brassrails and red upholstery,and she
immediatelybeginslookingfor thestairsto get
up to the mezzanine,but they either haven't
loadedin or whoeverbuilt thissimulationdidn't
get to them yet or whatever.I look at Katita's
screento makesuremybodyisholdinghersand
I jetpackusbothup abovethestage.Sheasksif
wecangohigher,right up to theceiling.I try to
navigatethe vertical ascent,tentative like an
angelin training, and I ·nd myselfplacingmy
footonthebrakeof thetruckoutof caution.We
clip our headsthroughthe roof eversoslightly,
and seethereis yet anothertheatrestage,just
likethepallorwindowofatrain,evenfurtherup.



n is dressedexceptfor hershoes.There
that I can furnish for them more

anI canremembermyown.Sheneeds
o·nish packing,sohehaulshimselfup
ientshis bruises.He buttonshis shirt

bottom,wherehe can seewhat his
ngersareattemptinguntil shecomes
·nisheshim o;f.Sheaskshim whereit
d he shrugsand shelooksat the sun
odsto himselfandknowsshewon'tbe
tonight.Someoneelseisexpectingher

ext town overand she'dlike to arrive
e to eat and washbeforehand.Too,
bookshopthereshewantsto visit to

the ruined paperbackwrappedin a
thevanity.Shefoldsstockingsinto her
t bagand packsawaytwo disposable
the showerthat the hotelgivesguests
th wrappedsoap.Youknow,shesays,
wearthesecapson yourfeetwhenthe
havethat sheenof bacteriaandgrime.
'refun toslidearoundon, slalomstyle.



bookshop.Hecanrestbesideher,andtheywill
buysomethingto eatbeforeleavingratherthan
stopfor amealon theway.Shestandsbetween
his kneesto straightenhis collar and stays
there.He putsa handagainstthe smallof her
backand it feelslike sound,the fade-outto a
songbeforethe radio broadcastbringsup the
volumeon the next transmission.Shemoves
her cold handsinside his shirt, undoing the
goodwork from earlier,andhemakesa noise
that surprisesthemboth.Her handsstaythere
until they are warm, and then a little longer
becausehehasbegunstrokingthe backof her
neck.When they are out of town shebegins
telling him the part of the book she had
reached.He listenswith onehandholdingtwo
sandwichessteadybetweenthem.Shesaysthe
protagonisthadjust startedto talk abouttheir
mostaugustpublicorganandI seeherdriving
with her coatopenandTheBoxerlookslike a
manwhoisn't a greatlistenerbecausehelikes
thequiet,orat leasthasgrownaccustomedto it.



n toseparatefromthetree.Thebottom
urn without comingout and thereare
eaththebracket.At theback,a split in
tic lies againstan old wound in the
d arun of resinhascomedownbehind
ing and enteredwherethe halvesno
eet. It has gatheredon the board,

ing into densities of translucence.
iecesof circuit boardhavecrackedand
, theresinhasfusednewconnections

esof glueycordlikeso<tpineneedles.I
whether,even given the damage,it
ill powerup. A piecebreaksfree no
an the endof my thumb,whichshuts
at train of thought. Katita holds it
the sun and movesher thumb away
cleareredge.I askwhatshecansee.
the truck she placesit beneaththe
en and it rides with us on the
d. Katita hasturned it sidelongso a
pper track in the resin gives the
onof dataswimminginto amberlight.



future entry.At a point I haveneverbeenableto
determine,Katita surpassedmy predilectionfor
localhistorywith afervourI hadnotseencoming.
On my computerI openeda list of digitised·les
waiting to be copiedacrossto a future module,
somelocalboxingrecordsI foundin aboxbehind
a foreclosedgymnasiumand then scanned for
lateradditionto thearchive.Katitahasfoundthat
the man who took admissionat the ·ghts later
keptthemunicipalpool.I followoneof the links
out of thepreviewandinto therecordalreadyon
themoduleanddoasearchfor EliasShore,or any
of his misnomers,whose·ghts shouldhelp us
placethedates.I opendir/ROOT/Hunter/boxing/
--------------------------00_041----------------------------
SHORE,Elias
4DEC1954 10rounds
result wononpoints
source scan_014.tif
history hunter_north.txt

/next_page
---------------------------------------------------------------



venamesgiventoEliasacrosshisbouts.
-----------------00_042---------------------------
ORE

rdedas:
e----------->Fights
aw---------->Fights
l Puerto--->Fights
-----------------------------------------------------
anothername beneaththese.It is the

s family gavehim, the oneI wouldn'tsay
Katita that night on the roo<toplest it
eclosedsystemof thefaint scriptwritten

ottomof thecerti·catesincetakento the
il now the name only survived in my
. Thename,his familyname,is printedon
n in thesametypeasthehallandweight
hefought.I havenevertypedit. Whenever
ememberedit, I havedone so without
ymouth.Andit is thisthat is thecrucible

hing,thiswholedamnthing,fromthentill
ughthewindowof this carriage,whenit
estoomuchfor me, beyondevery·ction.



damnyouHenryKendall,with listen/ glisten;
thetransmissionsneitherKatitanor I initiated,
the recordingof thebutcherbirdsentforwards
andbackwardsasin someautomatedsequence
of call-and-response,a conversationbetween
machinesfor their own pleasure,not for ours.
Whileit is true that I haveo<tenbeenafraidof
forgetting the namethat EliasShore'sfamily
gave him, for reasonsI hesitate to be too
explicitaboutevennow,andwhileI frequently
broughtit to mind whilewaiting for a pageto
load,for a moduleto comealive,or in thedark
while Katita was tapping prime numbers
againstmybodyandlaterwhenshewasasleep,
I alwaystook careto neversayit evenquietly,
and to never,everwrite it down.But now the
work of rememberingseemsto have been
performedfor a readerI neverintended.This
privatelanguagewasnowpart of thenetwork.
Fumblingthroughmy papers,I alreadyknowI
didn't put it there,andKatitadidn't either.No.
Thenamewasbirthedonlineof its ownmaking.



of amberandreadsfromherfolderI take
aroundto thebackof thetruckandsetit
donot write to TheBoxeragain.WhenI
my seatKatita asksif the blanketsare

beddingfrom the night that got damp
rning dew.Shehadstrungthemoverthe
f the treewehadwired the nextmodule
aiting for it to poweron whilewekicked
ntoacloudislandof daisiesandatestore-
andwiches.I look at her faceas though
interpretanimpossiblenumberandthen
my computerstill interfacingwith the

odule,scrollingbackup pastEliasShore
lderof pendingdocumentsstill unveri·ed

what I had passedover with zero
ion justminutesbeforetruth crashed.
---------------00_036----------------------------
ed/Blankets_Drying.tmp
----------------------------------------------------
e screensoshecanseeit. Shereadsthe
okstowardsthe·le, thenthelineoutside,
herhand,forever,onthebackofmyseat.



Leif but what sheactuallydoesis shakeher
headin this sadway.Shesaysshewantsto
continue.Theblanketsarestill drying.I justsit
there and want to take a hammerto every
modulewe everinstalledinto everytree that
neveraskedto bepartof anyof this.Wecango
o;f grid, I sayI needto goo;f grid evenwhenI
knowthis is whatthewholeROOTprojectwas
for, to createapost-truthempireof dustacross
a nationof collapsinggrids,but lookat usgo,
wewentandmadeanotherone,or at leastleta
systemcreateadreamof itself.Katitalooksas
seriousasshecanmusterandsaysshewants
to goonwith thework.Shesaysweneedto do
this together,this is only the beginningof
whateverfollows.Andyet.Andthetruck stays
with Katita.Mostof whatsheneedsis already
·tted to it, andwhatI needcanbereducedto a
smallbagif I leanon it whilezippingit shut.
Shekissesmewith enoughintentionthatI just
wantto turn into staticanddetunethehistory
ofeveryideamystupidheadhaseverconjured.



t, like a light bulb in a skylight. The
ementstartsagainwhile I am lookingat
owwith myeyesclosed,but it is cut o;f by
at distortsthesignalandis pushedout of

agespeakerbythevoicetrying to wrestlea
estraof showtunesinto submission.I am
d of asimilarpieceof sonicdramedyin the

little hotelI stayedatneartheoceansome
monthsago,a little brown speakerwith
stedonits front,asthewomanwhoranthe
mentkeptaccidentallyturningontheradio
e held the button down to announcehow
ouldbeuntil thekitchenclosed.I arrivetoo
shecoulddoeggsif I ampreparedto have
theycome.Herhusbandsaysmymotorbike
esidethe bins in the yard.I go inlandand
ardsthecoastandinlandagain,makinga
t of availablebedsanddining rooms.Some
arly.In othersI stayanothernight without
ything that requiresit, exceptthat I have
hedwith thebalcony,or I needto watchas
movesacrosstheceilingfor awhilelonger.



anda noteasksmeto ring a number,andwhileI
wait for an answera telephoneon the deskstarts
ringing in front of me, which I pick up to book
myselfin. A<terdarkI takea bathin a roomlarge
enoughto dressa weddingparty.WhenI pull the
plug,the watercanbeheardmovingthroughthe
hotel beneathme. I walk unadornedby fabrics
throughoutthe wallpaperedhallways,the empty
functionrooms,theroo<topwith its parapetsthat I
leanon whilenursinga tumblerof water,looking
at howthenationstartsand·nishesat thehotel's
backfence,pasturesthecolourof absence,hearing
thewind beforeit rises.OnoccasionI wakein the
middle of the night and ·nd a billiard table
beneatha ·tted coverin a roomwith curtainsthat
werehungbeforeFederation.I bounceballso;f of
the cushionsand pretendI am one of the great
snookerplayersgivinganaudienceof ghostsarare
treat, witnessingtrick shots of a variety never
beforeperformedin this hotel, otherwisesilent
amidstthehayandgravelandstarsandnovoices,
notawordasoneballpadsandthenclicksanother.



onshaveraisedanewgenerationof squabs
walk the hallwaysand tend to all raised

I sleepwith my jacketovermeandput it
in the morning. The oil drum stands

insonthegravelbelow.I climbontothesill
e my handsfrom the gutter to the bricks
e tiles.Thereis a pausehalfwayup whileI
mykneeto try thearrangementagain.All
rs of couchsur·ng andshadowboxing,of
verpaperbacksandcircuit boards,where
hysioto preparemefor myforties.Onthe
ke my phoneout and connectto the old
or, expectingnothing,yetthereit is,a line
orizonbeneathasunin backwardsbloom.
a Morsesequenceof dashesthereis a ·le
ears.I shadowthe screenwith my other
onenotcradlingthisdreamof otherdays.
irects,uponconnection,to afolder,ROOT.
le, it still loadsa<terall theseyears.There
mentsthat,of course,I did not add.There
estfor aphotograph.Nothingsurprisesme.
own, takingcarenot toclosethedirectory.
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----------------------00_051---------------------------
Request:Photographofhallbeforeramp
----------------------------------------------------------
A temporary·le asksme to leavethe hinge,I
think I recall seeingone holding a manhole
openabovethe receptionarea,wherepigeons
werecomingandgoing.Theheavensareopen.



h is a woman.Thetown is still at lunch
to saythat everystoreis bothopenand
ot out of business,yet,but vacant,in a
empty rest. For a momentshestands
e town·sdrinking fountain,holdingthe
her dressagainsther chestwhile she
r eyesandtakesasipfrom theparabola.
looksagain,say,andtherearea couple
open.Shehasapieonabenchoutsidea
i<ting the pastrylid to let it cool.Two
ong,next to the ChooChewTakeAway,
a bookstore.In the front windowthere
historybooksaboutthe regionhere,a
oetrybythepublicanof thehotelwhere
t staytomorrow,dependingon events.
anreplacethebooklostto thebathwater

s a di;ferentbookboundin greencloth
sfadedalongthespineto thecolourof a
a.Inside,thepaperis thickandpleasant
Shereadsit on herwaydownthestreet,
the paragraphasshereachesthe door.

ide, shemovesbeyondwhatisknowable.



a<terI openthetitle-·le. I lookacrosstheyardat
theever-shi<tinglight.Mymouthmovesaheadof
the line and I stop in frustration,crankythat I
alreadyknow not only the clausebut the voice
that wrote it. It is not my own. Theseare
sentencesI havealreadyheard,a thousandtimes
over,partwaybetweenmemoryand daydream,
like a relief of sonic residuethat hangsin the
mind, inverted,someaudiblewavelengthcave
burrowedfrom the insideof the headoutward.
Beforereadingfurther I return to the request.I
closemy eyesand scroll throughphotosI have
takenovertheyearsandrememberone.Thereis
a hall, weatherboard,four steps and a boot
scraper,Katita'selbowat theedgeof theframe.A
tenniscourtresidesnextdoor.I donot knowif it
is the hall anyonemeant.It saysBunyahon the
side.The·le ·nishestransferringto thefolderof
unveri·ed assetsand I clip back to read the
remainsof Their_Most_August_Public_Organ.txt
andget to the part whereKatita is in the ocean
bathsandlosesherswimmersbeforeI shutdown.



gh receptionI lookup at themanhole.
e is holdingandI leaveit whereit is. I
hink of a reasonI would everhaveto
e;fortto takeit, butnowI'm temptedto

st to showthat I don't takedirections
sof texton a monocolourdisplay.That
be fair to the pigeons,though,or the
seemsto be growing vinesfrom the
vityout throughthe manhole.Outside,

besidethe oil drum and recogniseour
whatis le<tof its tins. I rememberher

gbesidethedrumin thelastof thelight.
s the pot sothe handlepointstowards
sitsbackonherheelsto wait.Theradio
ing, andsheis certainaboutthesinger
w she'snot right. Whentheannouncer
to revealtheanswerKatitareachesover
s it o;f. It's all just a lot of buzzing,she
'sjustenjoythesoundof theskyrubbing
he solarsystem.Shegetsup to dance,
ghtlybent,dropsto theheel,pivotseast,
d thenwegoinsidefor sidewaysmusic.



slightlydi;ferentangles,providingsemaphore.
/ \ \| /

o o --o o o o
/ / \ | / \

-------"----------"--------"--------"-------"--------"-----
Thetrain slowsbesidea platform.This is not
whereI amgettingo;f. I amon my wayto see
my friend.Twoseatsahead,a shouldersettles.
Thepassenger'spostureis familiarevenbeforeI
look at them properly. I keep repeatinga
refrain and then I li<t my bagonto my knees,
thenput it downagain.Thisis not my station.
The passenger two seats ahead heaves
themselvesup and adjuststhe strap of their
wristwatch,bandage-like.Theyare holding a
bagjust like mine.Asthe only personaliveat
thecentreof theworld,I watchthemleaveand
the train speedsup again.I try to remember
whethertherewasa sentencea<terthe one I
remember,a<terthis one.Into thebackyardsof
the town besidethe train I see7lakesof risen
concreteandsucculentsin wornterracottapots.



nt, wheneverwecrossa join, andnowI
separateit from what I have been
pping,thiselongateddri<tto theostinato
--------------------------------------------------|
o------------------o---------o------------------|
----------o--------------------------------------|
-----o---------o-----------------o--------------|
------------------------o--------------o-----o--|
e not a basementbut a lowerpart of a
eclivityof meadowwhereyoumight sit
h theeveningstardusto;f thelearnings
derworldon its return journey.I might
is pastoraldip and servicemy jetpack,
he fuel tank is aligned, the nitrogen
is distributingto therocketnozzle,the
edis tight againstthebellystrap.Nextto
ld be a skirt, a 7lat mirrorball of
gprisms,crystallinestar·elds,perhapsI
a thermalblanketasthe dewsettlesin
ing.BeforereadingComein Spinneron
oneSummer,I thoughtthespinnerwas

WarTwo·ghter planecomingin to land.



room one evening, pretending to read while
playingwith the paperdoilies,and said to me I
knowyou,You'retheguywhousedto run around
stickingboxesinto treeswith thatgirl, I sawyouin
my neighbour's·eld, he wasnonetoo pleased.I
justlookedblanklyandsaidsomethingto thee;fect
of that being a long time ago with a mumbled
apology.HesatdownandsaidMy nephewis into
electronics,hesaidthatnewboxeshavebeengoing
up, but they'redi;ferentnow.He looksme in the
eyesandsaysIs thisyouroperation,andI saidNo,
I know nothing about it. With a terse·nger he
points towardsa broad southernwindow, Two
kilometresdown the road, if it is yours,take it
down.I ·nish myeggandcornedbeefbrisketand
return to my book.Otherthanmy body,a bowlof
fruit, acabinetfull of VHStapes,agameof Othello,
a water dispenser,an elaboratelycarvedmirror,
sevenwickerbackeddining chairs,a tableand a
lamp,the roomis empty.I hold that visualof the
old man's ·nger, like some craggedtwig, and
knockmyknucklesonthedoilies,countingprimes.



dling,with shelterfrom failing gravity
andbusstations7loatupward,asbricks
, rocket-fallwindsbackwards,asmusic
t backto heartbeatandmurmuraslove
u to hearoutsidethebarrier,theblood.
networkthatsuppliesits ownmeaning.

··············

· · · ·

··············

· · · ·

··············

wingmorningI droveto wherethenew
of modulehadbeeninstalled,oneof
ad seenin the interveningyears,like
, althoughwhenI saidthis wordin my
id nodestars,likenodestarsguidingme
scalemapof all my past interiorities,
g betweenmotelsandservicestations.
p my bikeI think backto themodule,
from adistance,andimagineopening
·nding anestof wrensinside,of little
ingveryfast,so<tteakkineticbatteries.



thephotographhadstoppedat tentwentyseven
on the twentyeighthof December.Therewere
other instructions,other notes, but whether
thesewerewritten by Katita,like fragmentsof
poetry on broken pots recoveredfrom the
bottomof thesea,lettersrising, orauthoredby
···················

· · · · ·

···················

· · · · ·

···················

the trees,by transmissionlines,by rail linesin
pairedthreads,bisectinglandbutnotsky,thisis
what I will not discusswith my friend as the
train bringsmeto thestationat whichI alight.
Fromhereto the outskirtsof the bushwhereI
will meetmyfriendit isashortwalk.Behindthe
stationthereis ariverwith asuspensionbridge
that spansthe gap.I takeit to a dirt paththat
connectsto anotherdirt path. His four-wheel
driveisnot in view,andthenwhatdoyouknow,
turn thecorner,thereit is, surroundedbytrees.



and I pump my glovestogetherand
k of my bearingsandKatitaplacesa
erovermyhead,shesaysBabethis is
gotthis,lookatyou,this iseverything
enworkingtowards.Win or lose,just

owingwhatyou'veaccomplishedto get
embraceher, my bare sweatychest
into her cotton sundress,like data

sing, alligatorclips on her ear lobes.
ays,andI stepforwardsontoa couch
einto thewaves,throughthering,out
wherethe sunbulbs,beyondthe coal
d beyond rain and batteries and
nd datacentresandbeyondallwords.
ghost,I hearhercall,Keepgoing,you

st there.I amnot a7lower,shelaughs,
not aroseor abillybuttonbut ratherI
Leif,lookatmegrow,andsherisesup
sandandshadesallhorizons,andher

sorball oceansand I am an electrical
erbugginglike a dust sprite into the

reathes,andI breathe,andliveforever.



I wanthimtoaskmewhatit was / \ |
liketobeyoung,tobein lovewith / \ |
everythingallatonce.Weshould / ^^ \ |
talkaboutthependingwar, __/Mountain\_+_
aboutthemoralalgorithmsweshouldsafe- |
guard,theboundaryperimeterswe X START
shouldhavein place,evenjustethically. |
Butthatcanwait.Firstweshouldjustwalka |
whileandtalkaboutthesurroundingshere, |
thespotwhereourfeet ^^ | ^^
gotcoveredin slugsas /||\ +- - - + /||\
weslippedinto theriverbeside o |
wheretheFirstNationspeople /Church\ |
of thiscountryusedtokeepan \/Radar\/ |
armourybeneaththemountain.Behind |
agroveof treeswesit andhavesomelunch, +
I packedsandwichesin mybagwhichwe - - +
shareandmyfrienddoes ^^BellBirds^^
notaskaboutKatitaorwhatI /||\ | /||\
havebeenuptoduringtheendofhistorybut|
ratherasksif I havebeenreadingandI sayyes
Their_Most_August_Public_Organ.txtFINISH
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You	 can	 play	 a	 game	 I	 made	 called	 ROOT,
based	on	this	book,	by	going	to:
root.wrenasmir.com

It	is	also	available	on	the	iOS	App	Store.
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