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Let in the Infinite?

Collage by Gregg Simpson/Text by Paul McRandle

Let in the infinite? What a racket it makes tumbling 
from the closet like a host of clown-shaped sponges rising 
in a water jug. The infinite is a porpoise trained by the CIA 
to attach listening devices and strange boring mechanisms 
that harvest the words onboard along with every noise—
forever. So there isn’t to be more said than what might occur 
in the hull of a Russian trawler.
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I’m sitting on shore sucking a lozenge, pondering the 
shapes in the waves, the shadows of the surf, rocks, subtle 
things fleeing out to the horizon. It’s my way of garnering 
some bit of the world in this hideous present. The sea is a 
vast personality. A twisting, confused melange of impulses 
at war with itself and the world on every scale—diatoms 
having it out with flagella, carcids rising from sandy pits to 
pinch off angelfish fins, mankind scouting about above like 
children rubbing their butts against asphalt, dragging their 
deep-weighted prisons.
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It’s a numberless volume of death, energy, chaos, night, 
and we can do little more than watch its light from the 
shoreline flashing up towards the infinite from the skin of 
that denser infinite beneath.
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Tim White

Sometimes I’m there, sometimes I’m not

I am a gestating fungus of multiple sonnets like an 
exploding eye in a library or a trochus maculatus of gloves 
left over from the Quantum tea service. I live on a beach 
of cyber-shells, ostriches and cyclostomeia. It smells like 
sandal wood, ink and sheet music.

Odometers chant in the unfocused depths of the green 
and magenta sea.

Somedays a radiant lemur appears to bi-focalise the 
chanting odometers. At other times she strikes a gong 
made of sand and burning tyres. When the gong sounds 
the odometers fall silent.

At night the sea is switched off. Fish swim from their 
underwater homes like shades of phosphorescent joy to 
flicker amongst shafts of watery light.

Every day I either depart for the city or arrive before 
the train that leaves everyday. Sometimes I’m there and 
sometimes I’m not.

When it arrives in the city I am not there. When I return 
home I am there again, looking for my footprints along the 
broken trail either to or from the city.
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Steven Cline
Eclipse
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Rex Ybañez

Sweater Weather

Ribbed cuffs & taper
ascending the slope–asymptotes

carrying the geometry of lunar eclipses
garnished with the opprobrious:

cyclonic conics accumulating
immaculate cumuli, the ritardando

lipping above a heavy mass of
Vulgate/ this is far worse than

Sanctuary, provided that
in lieu of anatomical finesse &

grandeur, hypnotism will either
turn [-gogic] or [-pompic]/

in the city where the rain never sleeps,
some may wish for the glass to

always cry, always weep. Deep
within, enunciating the curvature of

caricatures, drawing out what’s
enchanting, vertices tilt axes
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horizontally, like the timeline into
declension/ drowning in a pool

of polyester proves better as
some dampener to muffle

droning flies hovering over
the fear of asymmetry. Things

like this sound very redundant, but
nothing calms volcano choir

more than sewing a sweater
fit for two, nothing suggestive of some

ménages à trois or wanting anything
to the point of unwantedness/

“wonted” is not a word of
our habitual vocabulary & like Dostoevsky,

speak this nonsense until this becomes
wedlock: between skin, between

intimacy, hidden inside something
vintage & familiar/ perhaps

this may be a secret, just to
appease, to tease, to plead guilty tonight:
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habeas corpus–literally. A fifth of rum
may get the job done, but

tonight we don’t need to
slink away. Let the lampshade hush

out the lights. Wear nightshade as
darkness fills the volume of

this living room, the place to love
& roam, during the time for

couch lounging/ music to hear,
yes, but too quizzical to enuciate what’s

quotidian, it’s best left forgotten, at least
for now. The apocrypha lurking

between two, the mesh of hair
tangled in labyrinthine esotericism,

underneath where a garden flourishes,
we may meet/ & I’d like to think

this is what we want for Christmas. 
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Jason Burleigh
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GAMES
1) What does surrealism taste like?
2) What is its texture?

DN:
1. Surrealism tastes like aromatical herbs unknown to 
mankind since the Paleolithic.
2. Its texture is made of furs and claws.

SC:
1. Strawberries covered in melted white cheese.
2. A sharp metal mesh.

CC:
1. Surrealism tastes like strawberries dipped in brine.
2. Its texture is that of blood two hours absent from the vein.

BS:
1. Surrealism has no taste, it is void of all flavor, spice, and 
has zero trans fat and preservatives. Also it tastes like 
watermelon.
2. Its texture is placebo.

ALD:
1. Surrealism tastes like the juicy crust of the earth.
2. The texture of surrealism has the same feel in your mouth 
as when a jellyfish scratches the side of your foot.
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AD:
1. Surrealism tastes of stone peacocks.
2. Its texture is that of thick rice pudding.

IP:
1. It tastes like the tongues of dead black swans.
2. It has the texture of astral dust that has melted too close 
to the sun.

WHATS WRONG WITH THIS PICTURE?

From Arsenal 4:
“In a well-known game children are invited to examine a 

picture and find elements in it that are somehow “wrong”: A 
person standing in midair; a dog reading a book, etc. In our 
surrealist version of the game, first played on July 1988 in Chi-
cago, each player identifies the “wrong”, or anomalous elements 
in a ordinary, mass-circulation picture.”
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SC:
1. Nose is not really a nose, but a disguised anteater colony.
2. Man is upside down and there is simply an empty 
universe inside his body
3. Hiding under the machine is vicious slime mold that 
has learned to caress feet lovingly
4. The sky is supposed to be dipped in cream or at the 
very least not purple
5. Why isn’t he running?

KH:
The grass is singing the wrong song for a wedding. His 
glasses see everything in shades of regret and contempt. 
The steering wheel is an elephant. The tractor itself is a 
brontosaurus.

CC:
1. His blindfold is transparent.
2. The wheat flows up instead of down and the sky is 
inside out.
3. The man-thing’s mind is in his pocket.

SK:
The meat he wears round his neck is still alive and 
asphyxiating him.

CW:
The tractor’s been left running and will soon roll over 
the person; the orange metal giraffe in the background 
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needs a better neck and some ears; his laser-vision glasses 
were not working or he would have blasted the photog-  
rapher; the tractor’s shadow is alive but resting.

TW:
The human simulacra is being stalked by a metal dinosaur

Time Traveler’s Potlatch

In Time-Travelers’ Potlatch, each player indicates the gift 
that she/he would present to various historical, mythical, or fic-
tional figures on the occasion of their meeting.

Marquis de Sade
Leonora Carrington
Winston Churchill
Franz Kafka
Elvis Presley
Al Capone

ALD:
Marquis de Sade: A shredded corn dish
Leonora Carrington: Lemons in a shimmery spoon
Winston Churchill: Donkeys and Elephants soaring 
through the island breeze
Franz Kafka: A hawaiian tiki on a shoe tread.
Elvis Presley: 3 oranges, 2 sponges, and 5 wishes in 
steamy pot
Al Capone: Flexible bricks holding fossilized eels
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SC:
Marquis de Sade: Five strokes of luck
Leonora Carrington: A golden elixir, or two drops of bread
Winston Churchill: A tall white hat
Franz Kafka: A shadow to follow him around
Elvis Presley: White shopping bags
Al Capone: A tall black hat with beetles

CC:
Marquis de Sade: A Mud Mask
Leonora Carrington: A Sphinx
Winston Churchill: Toupée
Franz Kafka: A friend
Elvis Presley: A banana
Al Capone: A Chisel

AD:
Marquis de Sade: Reticulated laughter in a bowl
Leonora Carrington: Seared pineapple cubes
Winston Churchill: A box of screams
Franz Kafka: Spherical genitalia
Elvis Presley: Bedazzled onion blossom
Al Capone: A pine tree with an unpredictable temper


