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Reflections on peripheral pauperization

They live a few blocks from the terminal, enhanced by the fumes of a nearby
sound system. | often cross their path and these tiresome eyes truly speak in
tongues. Indulge the stare; rejoice in common struggle, all too rare. Extend the
key, let others participate, devour the intrigue. Take a stroll down memory lane
through my record collection. Rhythm comes forward, tears down the cloak,
appears in your unambiguous self. A blurry canvas unveils, recreates cohesion
in the streets and the alley ways through which we roam. On account of what
reality [do] you pledge peace of mind? What urges you to crawl out of bed, limb
by limb, for better or for worse, in order not to succumb to frustration? Men are
similar to female labia; they swell the possibilities of usage, to say it differently:
they’re multitasked. Eventually, they become disposable, like syringes or straws
for that matter. They also transpire insatiability and gluttony in a very old fashioned
way. You’ll excuse me for my sense of loosing track. Consciously moving astray
from my main preoccupation symbolized by the title of this act of blackening
considerately the virgin white paper cautioned to nurture what I’m trying to
evoke/invoke (the tyranny of interchangeable terms!!). Well, to be quite blunt, |
firmly cling to the idea that digressions solidify and represent the first step
propelling mere individuals into the sphere consisting precisely in a formula that
I had the pleasure to coin myself, namely: the “longing of uniqueness”. I’ll admit
that the “parenthesis syndrome” may repel the non curious, but this observation
slowly tumbles out of the breadth of my competence. O.K., let’s get back to the
poor, deprived and secretly materialist youth, pauperized adults in the making.
Their desire to break free seems not to be found in a holistic vocabulary. Absence.
Ponder becoming in somewhat of a deformed replica of a contrived identity crisis.
People in general, including myself, not to mention the ones claiming boulevards
and avenues as their sole colored property, need to rethink thoroughly the boring
fact stipulating that social hygiene always begins with one self!!! Suddenly, as a
tingle, the rant ceased paralleled by the loss of my capacity of perception...Dark
serenity!!!

- La Salve Slave




Dédales
Se perdre dans un corridor incertain
la lanterne éteinte a la traine des pas aveugles
plus se perdre que supposé
trouvé le gouffre caché qu’aucune carte ne découvre
n’avancer jamais par-devant
par-dela les chemins pré-tracés
toujours existe le détour non-advenu
riche d’imprévus dans son entrebaillement;
ainsi se perdent les trajets pré-établis
les chemins trop tracés
les rues trop propres
les vies trop rangées et les angoisses silencieuses;
se perdre dans I’incertitude de nos pas mécaniques
I’un devant I’autre
mais devant quoi
et vers ou
sinon un autre espace;
se perdre les pieds dans les mauvais plats
les trop propres, les trop bien rangés
et les éclater d’un coup pour que rien n’en reste
sinon des tessons fractals si beaux dans leurs tranchants;
les pieds ensanglantés qui tracent la douleur de I’avancée
dans le dédale sans cesse reconstruit
des jours qui toujours trop s’emboitent.

- Le Diablotinala Corned’or

Devenir désir, fuyante dérape aux atavismes moqueurs, dire cette langue fracturée
dans les échelles de reconnaissance, I’aiguilleur du temps s’embourbe dans le
dédale des jours et des trajectoires obscurs, le point d’éveil a contresens de
I’évidence, a contrejour des néons mondains, dans la solitaire confrontation des
peurs inavouées et des marques enfouies, traces a peine visibles du chemin de la
mort de soi & soi, de soi au monde et surtout du monde en soi, conscience miroir de
I’aube perforée, fleche de I’étre surpassant I’'immobilité par le désir libéré de son
attache, le feu consumé en son foyer, dans la froide lucidité des morts quotidiennes.

- Le Diablotin a la Corne d’or




