Synaesthesia.

“[When] isolating a single module and allocating attention [to it] … [like tracing the gait of a man]… To produce a work of art, you would need to subtract the female motion trajectories from the male and amplify the difference.”

 – V.S. Ramachandran et al. “A Neurological Theory of Aesthetic Experience.”
An F cut his dream. Cut it and wiped the smudges of the dream like a metallic cloth. He sat up and acknowledged the F – the feeling of the F to a trained ear, or a D. Then the F was itself cut and he waited for the chorale but perceived only the silence and then the silence faded and he washed his face in the sink.


I


Is a sound – a chord, for instance


I could open the window and look for the F among the streetlights and the bins and recycling bins and in the doorways of the other houses on my street. I could look for my scarf in the wardrobe and leave the house before it’s fully light out.


Once upon a time there was a man with green hair and a fluorescent green glass rod sticking through his ear and a loaf of wholegrain bread swaying from his hand by the tip of its soft plastic packaging. The man said “excuse me” and his bread made a wide arc in the air and hit his own leg as he carried on down the street and round the corner past the dry cleaners – the bread now cradled in his arms. The End.


There was strangeness to my momentum – my motivation. The strangeness itself formed the momentum: the strangeness was the mass of it and my reflection, its velocity. I wished the man with green hair wasn’t a Story; he made me feel so conservative. I would do something sickeningly, unstoppably reckless. These kids taped razor blades to the water slide at the Pavilion – one of those big winding tubes; winding down into the water of the swimming pool overflowing with fat children.  Now that’s art! Such a simple reminder: man is flesh. 

I saw a woman window shopping. No, the shop had been completely hollowed out.  The glass panes opened up to stripped grey walls and a stone floor covered in chips of white paint and piles of wooden debris. It looked like an ocean had swept through it. The woman stood facing the shop front, reading the little sign in the middle of all the glass: 

OUR CENTRE HAS RELOCATED

DOVES     (020)6461461



She just stood there, taking in every character, one by one.  She probably had Alzheimer’s or something – she was pretty old. She was really small too.   She had a blind stick – no wonder it took her so long.  “Our centre has relocated” I said. It felt good to break the silence so abruptly but she barely jumped. She turned round and looked annoyed but didn’t say anything. “The sign says the centre has relocated” I explained.  She thanked me sarcastically and turned back to reading the sign. I was perplexed, yes, perplexed. Old people freak me out. 


	I thought I’d set off a car alarm but it was a bird doing its call. It got so loud and crazy – it must have got high off some McDonalds preservatives or something. My own granddad is from Maine. He still believes in witches.


	Last time we visited his cottage there were mouldy unwashed yoghurt pots stacked up on his windowsill.  He took me fishing when I was sixteen as if we didn’t have fishing in England. We nearly tipped the boat over and I never pretended to enjoy myself. He kept saying things like “so much for being an English Gentleman hey?” and “is that what they teach you at Oxford and Cambridge?” My granddad was a walking cliché who saw everyone else as one as well. The tower of yoghurt pots was maybe the first surprising thing he did.


	I walked past a church that said “Log in for some Instant Messaging from OurLord.” Perhaps walking into the church would be the most hideous thing right now. Walking in and acknowledging the existence of some greying man doing a crossword in the pews. He’d ask me if I was looking for anything and I’d say I wasn’t and he’d ask about the weather, or worse, about a new band he had heard on the radio – avoiding saying anything that may connect with me in any real way – circling round as though he was on my front door step after a date. Or maybe there would be a bunch of little pastel coloured ladies there whose eyes will light up at the sight of me. It would all be very cruel. Perhaps the blind lady would be there – all on her own – nimbly playing some ditty on the church organ.





The drumming band are back. They’ve been marching up and down the stairs this morning. They’re dressed up in American Civil War uniforms and never make a sound. Their sticks hit the drums but the drums hang silently from their necks. There isn’t so much as a hiss out of any of them. You might think it’d be frightening but to tell you the truth, it gets boring more than anything. I find them under the stairs or they’d wander in and line up behind the telly; always unblinking with their perfect postures. You might think I’d be excited about having all these men about the house but I couldn’t care less. They’re such a plain looking bunch and I’ve never had a fondness for history; God knows what the American Civil War has to do with anything. My GP sent me to a neurologist and this gentleman (obviously a very learned chap) asks me how I had tried to accommodate for the drumming band. I tell him I offered them all a cup of tea and bourbons. He looks down to a piece of paper on his desk and ticks something. Anyone with half a brain would know I was pulling his leg but he was such a straight and serious chap; it took me a good twenty minutes to convince him I wasn’t off my rocker. Then what he did was to refer me to an eye specialist. The eye specialist looked in my records and told me I was going blind (like I couldn’t have told him that myself). I honestly worry about the NHS sometimes. Well, long story short: I’m too “creative”. Apparently as long as the drumming band don’t make any sound, I’m not crazy. Apparently my brain is compensating for my blindness and it’s quite a common symptom. I don’t know if that makes me feel any better. It’s like watching an old slapstick film (like a hologram or something). It’s the first time I’ve really thought about having a brain (I mean, it’s an expression isn’t it, A joke, something separate from you). 


And here I was making my way to the bakery when I pass the old fabrics place. They shut it down a while ago and it was a children’s clothes shop or something for a while but now I pass it and these colours appear out of the floor and out march my lads in their creaseless blue trousers. 





This gentleman came up behind me obviously thinking that I was some crazy old bag lady in need of a good cup of tea and patronizing reassurances. Once you get to a certain age It’s pretty much taken for granted that you have some kind of boundless affection for anyone under the age of 30. It’s all rubbish as far as I’m concerned. 


I pretended to turn back to the light show but the marching band had gone by now anyway. Instead I tried to catch this man in the reflection. He was just standing there not saying anything; one of those glue sniffing types.  After a while he obviously got bored and walked away. It was as though I was some kind of stray dog that he wanted to pet. 


It made me feel a bit queasy looking back on it. He seemed to leave without a sound. The thought then crossed my mind that he was another one of my in-brain entertainers; a plain clothed one or a kind of an extra. I forgot about the bakery and decided that I had to get the record straight with myself. I walked the way I saw him walk down the street. I felt so dreadful now. I was going at such a pace I thought I’d lose balance. I thought I saw him on the horizon. I wasn’t even sure if it was him or if it was even a person (It looked just like a little black cut in the backdrop of the city where the road dropped off down a hill) but I had to go on my instincts.


There was a man with green hair at the bus stop, eating a sandwich with a great honking all around him from all the people wanting to get to somewhere.


Soon enough my eyes will completely dry up and the last of the light shows will probably stop and I won’t be chasing any men about the town. I just hope that it doesn’t happen suddenly. I hope that it’d be a fadeout with my marching band, all neat, marching me off down the road for a final time.





The bird had flown off and joined some others on one of those cooking apple trees. A plastic bag filled up with the swoop of the wind and followed the bird part of the way up – itself like a ridiculous fat child – then dropped again.








