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THIS IS HOW IT SHOULD BE


by Jess Bellamy
There is an animal in a cage. It has scales and it is slender, it is fatless, it is strong, it has beautiful muscles under that silky skin, the muscles pulse, they fall and they rise with a beat that you try to understand – 

“Last few days have been dominated by the presence of BLANK BLANK. He read on Monday, that night I tapped him on the shoulder to say hello, and he has since turned me into his favourite. Highlights include: “ya’r beautiful”, “I like your face, but I like the other parts too” and “I’ll write ya a poem”. Currently am exhausted after meeting him for drinks last night. He has been a great friend to make – I’m so honoured in a way that he chose me to be The Girl.”
Her: can I read your notebook?

Him: yes. Read whatever you want.

Her: are any bits off limits?

Him: absolutely no bits are off limits.

Her: there’s a bit here about some things that are intense and have feelings.

Him: those bits were intense. Those bits caused feelings. 

You write for the awkward and the terror. You censor nothing.  You hide nothing. You deal with the consequences. You watch the unfurling of consequences with eyes wide open, eyes propped open sometimes from the wind and grit that blows in them, but you do not  look away. You do not look away. You owe it to you, and to them, and to those couples not having sex, and that couple planning their wedding catering, and that baby with a banana toy and an “I’m a pretty big deal” t-shirt to keep looking straight, dead-on, fearless, and brave, and not look away. 

You are lost in one place – 
You are sprawling and flat – 

You are comfy and scared – 

You are pumping and pulsing – 

You are chilled the fuck out. 

I hold your eye, and I dance at you, sort of with you, but a bit more at you than with you, and I think “when we will all dance together again? We have so much fun when we dance together.”

The animal in the cage looks at you – it narrows its eyes – a hiss comes out of somewhere – the muscles tense again – it rises – it falls – it is coming to know you. You are gentle with it. You are kind with it. You do not condescend it. You just watch. You just learn. You just be. 

You sit with it for hours. For days. For weeks. It waits til you are alone together. And then it raises its head. It hisses for you. It gets your attention. It shows you its secrets. 

There is chaos and it will be ok or it will not.

There is fear and it will be ok or it will not.

There is uncertainty and it will be ok or it will not.

There is panic and it will be ok or it will not.

If there is a cup –

And it spills into a lake – 

And at the bottom is a plant – 

And you want to touch it – 

You keep furrowing deeper – 
Keep digging because there’s more underneath. 

Dig to grab that plant firmly

If not by the roots, then the leaves – 

And do not emerge for air until you are ready to. 

You can do all sorts of things while you’re down there. 

I have a multicolour dreamscape paradise and it is pink with white dogs and rainbows and baked goods and makeouts and poetry and sitting and sitting and fruit (for its colours, if not its taste) and love, and touching, and a few types of fucking, and art. 

The explosion:
The no-colour

The no-gilding

The no-peacock

The being.

You want a great fat hiccup of feeling – a case of hiccups til you’re all hiccupped out. A hiccup, not a remembrance, not a reconstruction, but a “oh god I’m in it again, and I am feeling the bites and leaving the scratches and tasting the icing inside it, once more.”
There’s a pre-dream dreaming.

An awake lullaby.

It’s the first time you lean in to kiss me

Or the same thing, but me doing it maybe

And then a jumble of the dreamings of what I think won’t ever be

Or might be, or could be, when I wake up, but not now.

And I imagine what it feels like, what it sounds like

The smell, the taste of you

And the jumble of those things together – 

The chest tics, the breathing, the pulse, the muscle flex – 

Rocks me into sleep.

Dwell on the future.

Your sci-fi dreamings

Your Atwood imaginings

Robot love.

This room is more than three windows and a low hanging fan and cushion seats and couples who don’t fuck enough because there are stories in the floor and in those bugs being blown around and the squeak of the waitresses’ sneakers and in the eye fucking you’re giving the barista. 
There is a feeling that comes with standing under a waterfall and your chest breathing hard in it and your face being lashed with spray and that is the feeling to have all the time, the feeling to hold onto, the fear you have to beat through and beat up, and the impediments to this feeling to be removed. 

Twenty-one year old you was fabulous and sexy and should not have been so worried, and current day you is just the same. 
No bullshit is noble shit. Language is not a floaty dress to be pulled off you by a guy with a beard and lusting eyes, but a tattoo that can only be removed with much pain and teeth-gritting. 
Swim in the music around you, like a DJ with a prepared set, a DJ not pretending to be live-mixing or live-dropping but a DJ who did all the work long ago, a DJ who is not tinkering live with his set because he knows in his soul and in his balls that this is the only way this set should ever be, and a DJ who covers his hands with two puppet mittens, mittens that stop him tinkering with a space bar and a set, and instead his two masterful hands swim through an ocean of his imagining, and the turtle and the fish swim with each other, and the creature in the cage stretches and glistens and hums and purrs and hisses alongside them. 
Things happen in life and in your DJ set that are not nice, and they happen a lot, and they all make a better DJ set. Life is a big and benevolent creature, and its glistening and hissing goes alongside its venomous bite because that is the only way.
We do not tame the creature. We do not catch it.

We observe the wonder of its self-preserving logic.

We capture memories and readings of this, through the windows we have afforded ourselves in our minds. 

We crack out little viewing chambers in the moments spent sat at our desks with minds full of half-concrete images and puffs of smoke and tingling feelings and pricked eyes –

And we retell the story of the creature in the cage

And we do it for the windowless. 

Sometimes there are things that you want to say but you can’t so you just say that they remind you of conditioner on hair, or stubble on my skin, or the freckle on your ear. 

Him: it’s a catering service agreement
Her: how did you read that?

Him: I peered really unreasonably closely. I crossed a line that I should not have crossed. 

Today is Tuesday the 8th of October 2013 and it is nicer to start my day with that than with a Hebrew prayer and today is an important day, important enough for me to sit up and stretch and name it so. Here are the things that matter to me on this exact day, in the order that they catch up with the swimming turtle and fish in the ocean of the DJ with attitude:
· expression

· creativity

· friendship

· French toast with salted caramel

· New sprigs on my plant to celebrate spring

· Text-flirting

· The perfect amount of sun for everything
· A horizon that warps and bubbles a little with excitement. 

You make work where your tingling starts – your tingling not anyone else’s, maybe after this, everyone else’s too. 

On one hand, people are people, but on the other hand, people are a challenge, a show, a test, a buzz, and a start. 

You have now come to understand the animal well enough that you and it are the same – 

you can breathe its breaths 

and speak its voice 

and hum its tune 

and pulse its pulse. 

NOT ENOUGH PEOPLE GETTING LAID OFTEN ENOUGH
by David Finnigan

jess and david in a cafe in marrickville reading jack kerouac's essentials for spontaneous prose
jess - ...even though nothing happened, I'm really glad that I was that girl for that poet at that part of the trip.

david - you feel like you should have gotten together with the 50 year old poet?

j - yes, yes I think I should have. what about your notebooks?

d - well yeah, and this was my thing, for a long time, I'd produce notebooks at parties. and the deal I made with myself was, I will neither hide my notebooks from other people nor censor anything. so people would ask to read my books at whatever time, and I never stopped them. and so one time I was sitting with this girl I knew slightly in a club, in toast in canberra, and she took my diary and opened it to a page where I described a pregnancy scare with my then ex-girlfriend. and I didn't stop her but I watched her reading it.

j - she read the whole thing?

d - yeah, I thought she might see what it was about and then maybe flip to another page or something, but she read the whole thing and I watched her read it, and I watched her read it, and then she handed it back to me and didn't say anything, and I didn't say anything, and after that we sort of talked less and less.

j - 'submissive to everything, open, listening'

d - I understand open and listening, but what's submissive?

j - maybe it's about being submissive to the whims of the story - going where it wants you to go and not trying to impose upon it

d - 'try never get drunk outside yr own house'

j - I love this one. this is my favourite. it reminds me of being at julia's house in malate - sitting there comfortable and drunk and surrounded by great people I loved, but knowing we had a 45 minute cab ride to get home, and that awareness. for me comfort is sprawling.

d - I don't know about getting drunk but there's definitely something in getting high in a public space - like at a gig - vs at yr own house. like it's great, but you have to manage all these other factors, and there's the fact that it's illegal, you can't discount that, that moment where a cop shines a light in your face at a squat gig or similar - when you get high in your own house you can just flop on couches and play each other music really loud and know there's nothing here but you.

j - 'be in love with yr life'

d - I was thinking about this on the weekend - we were at the electrofringe gig and all dancing and I thought, a few weeks ago we were all dancing together in manila - we have a good life -

j - manila, then newcastle - where's the next place we'll all dance together?

d - maybe you are here in canberra? will you be around in march?

j - I think I'll be in deniliquin. but maybe I can drive to canberra for the weekend?

d - 'something that you feel will find its own form'

j - I think sometimes a story is a beast you listen to, you don't wrangle or control it - you toy with the creature in the cage first.

d - I like the idea of the play as a creature you approach, not a thing you construct. 

j - 'the unspeakable visions of the individual'

d - I guess we're all writing from our absolute own perspective and we have to go to there

j - I think, be a beautiful visionary. don't even understand your own perspective on the world properly. don't be didactic. don't assume anything.

d - I want to write that down. 'don't even understand your own perspective…'

j - don't be didactic. don't assume. I wrote down, imagine a cup full of water, or it overflows and becomes a lake, and at the bottom of that lake is a plant. if you have to swim down to pull that plant up by its roots, or even if you only brush its leaves, you have to take a deep breath and dive as deep down as you need to dive.

d - yes! and the song that's playing right now, the refrain is 'made to stray'.

j - that feels right.

mount kimbie - made to stray
d - I guess you keep digging for the stuff at the base of your mind.

j - that's right! what is your multicoloured unspeakable vision? what is so true that it's only true for you?

d - 'no time for poetry but exactly what is'

j - maybe he's saying that poetry is the essential way that thought comes out and needs to be expressed


say it


say it


feel it as you write it


feel it physically


feel it viscerally

d - 'in tranced fixation dreaming upon object before you'

j - so you see what you're writing about while you write it

d - you go to the beach in your mind. the newcastle ocean baths on sunday night when we were there and everyone was swimming and dancing naked to lcd soundystem at 1am - you don't think about how you're going to tell the story you just put the object first, the writing comes next - so you see all the people scrambling down the steps on to the sand, the streetlights lighting the whole beach a kind of weird stark yellow, people shouting at how cold the sand is, jordan saying if you dig down through with your toes it gets warmer, adelaide leading you all towards the baths, the sea pools where the waves are fewer and it's safer and maybe warmer, and then creeping over the concrete and the breeze tugging at you, then into the huge open space with a black body of water a massive rectangle opening up before you below you, and everyone pulling their clothes off on the concrete and stumbling down into the water, adelaide leaping in first and bouncing back up shouting how shallow it is, then crashing into the waves and emily and georgie and you swimming on your backs across the other side towards the rocks, the stars huge above you and the sky black and pitch black and pitch black and then heaving yourselves out of the water and scrambling over the rocks, stepping between the seaweed over the rock pools, the breeze cold on your skin, darker and darker the further away from the lights you go, and walking forwards no-one around you now just keep creeping forward and dodging and stepping cautiously in between the sharp granite spines and then arriving at the water's edge and going no further because the waves are washing up against your feet now and you stand there freezing cold wet in your underwear in the night air with the wind hitting you and the sound of the surf and out before you lines of white waves separating themselves out of the darkness and no break between the sea and the sky and standing silently and thinking that this is what it is, this is how you know you're still alive, and then hearing a noise at your side and there is troy from applespiel, and you stand there silently watching the continent slope off into the sea in the darkness and then there's vanessa and nick delatovic and he says 'you realise that one of my favourite things in the world is walking on rocks' and as you walk back toward the light and the land he explains how his mother made him a rock garden in broken hill when he was a kid and he asked her to space the rocks out so he could jump from one to the next

j - 'remove literary, grammatical and syntactical inhibition'

d - I guess he means don't block yourself

j - remove anything that gets in between you and the muscle flex of telling the story

d - 'like proust be an old teahead of time'

j - what's a teahead?

d - stoner. like an old stoner of time.

j - be someone who dwells in the past and the future

d - that's right - like I would like you to write about the future - I would like you to be the science fiction playwright you briefly became in manila for a few days

j - for a few hours, really - and really only in kenny rogers' roasters -

d - writing about the future, about robot romance, but drawing on the world

j - 'telling the true story of the world in interior monologue'

d - it's funny because for a prose writer you're always writing in interior monologue but as playwrights we usually write what happens physically in a scene rather than the interior monologue

j - but maybe the conversations being had in any place at any given time are the interior monologue of the world. the subtexts of the world's actions are described in the things we say to each other.

d - 'the jewel centre of interest is the eye within the eye'

j - I like the jewel centre of interest. 

d - he seems less interested in the nuts and bolts of writing than in cutting through to what you're writing about

j - he's not interested in the act of writing than in removing impediments that will let the story speak to you truthfully.

d - 'write in recollection and amazement for yourself'

j - write in recollection. like looking at photos of yourself when you were 21, and asking 'why was I so worried? look how great I was!'

d - I like the idea of writing in amazement. of allowing yourself to be amazed by the mundane, by the everything.

j - it reminds me of the howtowriteaplay.com I was reading this morning where the writer says, the story of a play will reveal itself, if a character makes sense, if the questions you would ask them lead to more questions -

d - that's lovely - like what?

j - like, why is this lady bolshy, it's because she was betrayed by a previous partner, that's why she's so sure that her current guy is cheating on her, but what will he do if she pushes back on him too hard…

d - 'work from pithy middle eye out, swimming in language sea'

j - I like the idea of the pithy middle eye. I think of the middle eye as the inward focused eye with the real insight

d - and pithy means…

j - it means simple and direct and also sassy.

d - he seems to be working from the idea that we have a no bullshit insight and we should strip it back to that

j - what's great is that I heard that as 'noble shit insight' -

d - we should be writing the noble shit. 

j - but also the language sea, because. because! language is not an imposition on a story, language is the only way of expressing it.

d - yes. yes.

j - language is not a pretty dress, but an unalterable tattoo.

d - let me write that down.

j - there are so many pretty ladies here with great tattoos - they know the score.

d - …they know the score.

j - 'accept loss forever'

d - this is my favourite. I think it means, don't try to recreate a thing that's fallen away and gone. like when hadley got funded to write a full-length play which was Bring Me The Head Of Edgar Allen Poe, and he was working on it for ages, then one night at a party his bag was taken with his notebook in it, and it was so distressing - it was the worst loss - but what he wrote then was what he wrote then and it was amazing

j - sometimes you need to accept that the sad thing - the cruel thing - that's what needs to happen. because it is what it is. also is that a wedding celebrant over there talking to that couple?

d - or a divorce lawyer.

j - it's true they're not smiling.

d - maybe it's marriage counselling?

j - this is a good cafe to do that in. because, they're both really committed to trying to make this work. but then neither of them have a wedding ring.

d - but that's one there on her finger - on her left hand? she's resting her head in?

j - no that's her middle finger, that's not the ring finger.

d - oh. okay: 'believe in the holy contour of life'

j - what does he mean by holy?

d - I think… good?

j - he's saying, life is good. it's scary and it's heartbreaking, but it's big and benevolent and kind. and we need the heartbreak to feel the efferfescent joy.

d - 'struggle to sketch the flow that already exists intact in mind'

j - that every second we're already writing the play! we're already writing the play all the time, we don't need to seek for the words or to create it from scratch.

d - so it's not about, trying to divert the stream of consciousness, or forcing ourselves to stay on task, we're just trying to put our hands in that stream

j - like you know how it's fascinating to just sit and watch a fire or an animal for a really long time? and we're just trying to direct people's attention briefly towards one of those things

d - I think writing is like staring into a fire, and how you can get lost in it and think no thoughts

j - 'don't think of words when you stop but to see picture better'

d - he's so confident that when you picture the scene or recall the moment or rewatch it clearly in your head, the words will come

j - and it doesn't matter if it moves from idea to idea. when you get stuck, say 'I don't know what that is, but it reminds me of this feeling, this touch, this taste'

d - which is why this story, this play, can move effortlessly from hadley losing his notebook to marriage counselling to staring at an animal on fire

j - what's that piece of paper they're looking at?

d - it's frustrating we can't just listen in.

j - is it the details of their service?

d - maybe you could pretend to take a phone call and walk past them and have a look. 

j - that actually works really well, because I need to call nikki kennedy to talk about tonight.

jess goes to make a phone call, returns
j - it's a contract of some kind. so it's either a marriage contract, or it's a divorce contract, or it's some other kind of contract.

d - I'll go see what I can do.

david goes to make a phone call, returns
d - it's a catering services agreeement

j - how did you see that?

d - I looked really closely. like too closely.

j - so they're definitely getting married.

d - they're talking to her in detail.

j - well fair enough, it's an important day, you want to get it right. I guess maybe it could be an agreement for catering for their grandma's wake though

d - but you wouldn't think they'd spend so much time on it if it was that occasion

j - that's right, they'd probably just say 'please provide some fingerfood, biscuits and dip, and maybe some soft drinks, it's what grandma would have wanted'

d - 'keep track of every day the date emblazoned in yr morning'

j - I really like this, and look, I've started doing that with my notebooks - it's marked august - october 2013 rather than with the name of a project

d - yes, and it's nice to place the focus on the here and now. like what's the date today?

j - tuesday 8 october

d - so this is everything I'm thinking of on Tuesday 8 October 2013 - write that, underline it, that's the name of this right here.

j - it's certainly nicer to wake up thinking about the date than thinking of this jewish morning prayer

d - 'no fear or shame in the dignity of yr experience, language and knowledge'

j - that's like saying, I make work about the things that make everything buzz


and they may not be the things that make you buzz


but no fear or shame

d - no fear or shame

j - it's my tingling


not yours


but maybe, after all this


yours


too

d - it's an honest depiction of how it is in your head. we're watching it unfold as we write it. or rewatching it as we write it.

j - 'in praise of character in the bleak inhuman loneliness'

d - we're praising those moments of character and personality we see out in the world. like when you pointed out that old man with the trolley full of furniture on the street corner this morning.

j - it's saying: you're a person - you've come to this point - and are you a person or are you someone who engenders a feeling in me?

d - like the naked people on the beach the other night. they were people, they'd lived their lives and everything they'd done had brought them up to that moment where they were dancing naked by the water, but at that moment they weren't just themselves, they were also the way we felt about them

j - you're a show & a test & a challenge & a buzz & a starting point

d  - 'composing wild, undisciplined, pure, coming in from under, crazier the better'

j - you've got the animal, the beast, well enough and close enough that you and it are the same

d - and you can breathe its voice without thinking in time

j - wild undisciplined pure

d - I like 'coming in from under' - it's not you placing words like pieces in a jigsaw, it's words surging up like foam in the sea

j - and the sea is loud & tough & cool & lifegiving & touching

d - 'you're a genius all the time'

j - you're a genius all the time

d - you're a genius all the time

j - you're okay. you're okay. you're more than okay. because it feels right in the gut. it's like your poem, which just goes 'you will be alright'. you'll be okay. and it's not like there's some grand force dictating that you'll be okay. but you will be.

BELIEF & TECHNIQUE FOR MODERN PROSE

LIST OF ESSENTIALS

by Jack Kerouac

1. Scribbled secret notebooks, and wild typewritten pages, for yr own joy
2. Submissive to everything, open, listening

3. Try never get drunk outside yr own house

4. Be in love with yr life

5. Something that you feel will find its own form

6. Be crazy dumbsaint of the mind

7. Blow as deep as you want to blow

8. Write what you want bottomless from bottom of the mind

9. The unspeakable visions of the individual

10. No time for poetry but exactly what is

11. Visionary tics shivering in the chest

12. In tranced fixation dreaming upon object before you

13. Remove literary, grammatical and syntactical inhibition

14. Like Proust be an old teahead of time

15. Telling the true story of the world in interior monolog

16. The jewel center of interest is the eye within the eye

17. Write in recollection and amazement for yourself

18. Work from pithy middle eye out, swimming in language sea

19. Accept loss forever

20. Believe in the holy contour of life

21. Struggle to sketch the flow that already exists intact in mind

22. Dont think of words when you stop but to see picture better

23. Keep track of every day the date emblazoned in yr morning

24. No fear or shame in the dignity of yr experience, language & knowledge

25. Write for the world to read and see yr exact pictures of it

26. Bookmovie is the movie in words, the visual American form

27. In praise of Character in the Bleak inhuman Loneliness

28. Composing wild, undisciplined, pure, coming in from under, crazier the better 
29. You're a Genius all the time

30. Writer-Director of Earthly movies Sponsored & Angeled in Heaven
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