





She watches herself slip away

And quietly a voice is heard

A last sweet sigh

She's just too little

I'd like to get down now (she's been thinking
about you)

S0 let me give a little hint

And: there's a tiny light, a pin prick, which in
the early hours looks like blood, or at least the
memory of easy rhythmic blood, and this spark
from other time is as clear as divine-crystal, as
the known moment, as the open mouth. ("And
the silence was enjoying itself. But if softness
was the way in which the night was heard, for
night the softness was its own sharp sword,
one could shroud the night in all that softness.
He refused to be bewitched by the joy he felt in
the softness; he guessed that for miles and
miles farther the darkness knew about his
presence."1)

She remembers fragments. And others around
her remember fragments, and tell her, and she
repeats them as if they belong to her, and even
when she doesn't they fix themselves to her, so
she says them anyway, in changed tone. And
she knows she does this, and can be detected
doing it: she raises her eyes to the sky. This is
homage. The past presenting itself, seen from
elsewhere, speaking under the skin. She
watches herself, slip away. As time stands.
And all around the strangeness of things and
the echo of echoes.

She looks behind, away from an audience, as if
listening. And quietly a voice is heard, a
murmur, not a whisper, melodic and crisp,
cool and green, too young, but heavenly. It
floats down, a ghostly trail, snow. ("The
insomniac sea is there, quite close to the walls.
That's its murmur, slow and external, the
murmur inviting you to die."2) This situation
does not concern a solitary figure, one passive
and stoic, or lost, amazed and melancholic at
time's contrary lucidity. It can't be tied down or
singled out. Sleep comes slower. A longing for
the light, but modest light that attracts memory
and even aspiration ("the desire of the moth for
the star” [Shelley]). She becomes transparent to
herself. They all do by their commentary,
unconcealed by forgetting, by saying
forgetting. Minute revelations, hardly worth
citing, but affecting to the point of tears, a great
welling up of water. They, those who are
nearby (and she gathers them) and still reading
aloud, will eventually walk backwards, all the
way, to re-view an arrangement, one which
predicts a future, however unlikely: did she
think that, or was it god. She wants them to
take back time. Was it the wheelchair (in front
of the blackboard) again, an omen: exhausted
by the material world they gaze up at the night
sky. Was it him saying: if today's expanding
universe stopped growing and began
collapsing, the direction of time would reverse,
and human lives would begin on the
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death-bed, and people would get younger
until they ended their days by returning to the
womb, rivers would flow uphill, and the water
would eventually drip up to form clouds,
etcetra.® (Then of course he changed his mind.)
Bedazzled by ancient marks. Memory desires
protection, endangered, especially those
memories of thought, those awakened by
breath, as breathing. As breathing will finish,
here where we've felt it: a last sweet sigh. The
reflection of a reflection, each its own original,
as the echo of an echo. And now she must
continue thinking while decaying.

She begins to warm to being in front of the
microphone: and this one's for you Stephen.
She sings La Vie En Rose.* You can imagine it,
this beautiful woman, facing the audience
again, knowing she is not what she was, and
yet at this moment she feels as she always has,
everywhere at once, while standing very still:
the banality of interplay. The magic of barely
moving. And then she recalls writing a speech
on a board as well as drawing stars (being
famous for drawing stars, being a star)*. And
she begins to tell the audience, but stops and
taking out a mirror stares at her face, slowly
wiping her fingers across her cheek.

She’s wanting the future. She's too little in the
presence of it. She's just too little. And past
lovers haunt her. As time goes by: The world
will always welcome lovers, as time goes by.
The night sky's a crypt, for all that is: to wish
upon a star. Please don't let it all end in pain,
you are so dear, so young, so calm, and I am so
old, and yet I'd call it love, a longing for night.
A deep rolling rhythmic sound is dully
vibrating the floor, like a cat purring very
loudly, even though [ know its music. ("The
lights turned on and off, and still Schrodinger
purred. The psychiatrist thought at first he was
having a hallucination. He kept rubbing his
eyes and holding on to his chair - not an
altogether easy thing to do, since his chair was
vibrating from the sound of Schrodinger's
purr. Amanda, for her part, was singing her
heart out, and the psychiatrist was totally
dazzled. Of all things, that girl was singing
"That old black magic has me in its spell, and
the cat, the dead cat, was smiling and setting
up a vibration that shook the very walls."3)

And this is here because that is there. And
there has been death, every moment, moment
by moment, dying, leaving behind, while at
the same time there has been birth, becomi ng,
arriving. The truth is she wants to see broken
cups gathering themselves together off the
floor and jumping back on the table.* She
wants to believe the theory: the reversal of
time, She wants to forget that she knows this is
untenable. She hears the quiet voice again and
makes out the words: I think I'll just get down
now, I'd like to get down now, I have cold
feet.* And is struck by her own fear, as the
voice is resolute, undaunted. She's just refused

to hear it before: "Let me give a little hint on
how te listen. The point is not to listen to a
series of propositions, but rather to follow the
movement of showing."4 There's a world out
there, she thinks, and her memory spreads out,
vast. She steps back, wants to abandon it, and
the audience, and start again. And although
she can't prove it, her memories are not just
past, but present and future. ("... the unity of
time’s three dimensions consists in the
interplay of each toward each. This interplay
proves to be the true extending, playing in the
very heart of time, the fourth dimension, so to
speak - not only so to speak, but in the nature
of the matter. True time is four-dimensional."5)
Perhaps the voice is from the interplay, not
from afar but from a long time ago or a long
time ahead: from atime. And only now she
hears it, hears what it has to say, as if from the
mirror. Her reflection and the voice
overlapping. 5o when the woman slowly
wipes her fingers across her cheek, and the
audience watches, growing restless, she
unleashes the voice. Watch this space.” No
wonder her skin is lined: "the accumulation of
information in our memories is achieved at the
expense of a great deal of bodily metabolism -
the operation of sensory organs, the transfer
and processing of the incoming data, the
location of the appropriate brain storage
facilities and finally the electrochemical
rearrangement of the brain cells to register the
newly-acquired facts."6 In a little while she
might begin to sing again ... once the voice
fades, and she sees the tiny light again, as the
sun sets slowly on the west.*

(written during a residency at The Department of
Architecture of The University of Adelaide, which
was assisted by the Australia Council, the Federal
Government's arts funding and advisory body)
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