Marge /

It starts as a note,/a paragfa-
ph, a piece; add line bp€ak

be that easy. Take

in, a
just the neckline, add new
buttons, remove the sleeves,

hold them up against another
garment, see how they sit. The
threads are unraveling now a
little, and it’s satisfying
to fray them, but you could
go too far and lose sight of
the thing. Sometimes writing
goes like this. Sometimes I
feel like Marge and her Chanel
suit, working and reworking
sentences and whole paragra-
phs, feeling out their final
form, hoping no one will mind
that this is more like recy-
cling than writing, that I have
worn this outfit many times,
that parts of it are beginning
to feel constricting. At other
times it’s 1like darning; a
thread stretches across a hole
to create a warp, and another
is woven between it to make
something appear where first
there was nothing.

[MH]

The foam is dyed in the white of the moon

On an island the waves crash
I wash my hands unused; in salt
I whisper, black; then swallow it

Poem

A Minute in the Shade

When waiting
I think in hours

And minutes when I'm late
Or ‘days and days and days’
The present, tgiven as a gift.

It takes a sudden adjustment

A friend’s opinion

The feeling of falling

Today’s date, written down

last week.
To look forward to
And later, back on
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To the depths again shall I lay—black

[CoS]
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its September
its September
its September

05.05.20

I often dream of being on beds in various
homes where I find myself placed and try
to befriend with the setting, eventually in
order to sleep. This time, I am in a huge
building with floor to ceiling windows,
that operates in different forms on each
floor, as an educational institution, as a
dormitory and many others I can’t figure
out yet, lastly with a subway downstairs.
In the hall-like dormitory, arriving
habitants search for a free bed, if there is
none left, the " the Fop,
Ud § He—d

éfe a panch of e ,
pick thiat one[up and srow the ple
d go. THe bed flqats and settles it-

sho
s€lf™own. T choose onf and put it next to
aw facade, facinp\some green. The-
pme ajichitectufyl elements here;
aux, steef) that remind me
of the late 804 - early|90s™ not-yet-gated
omjmunities ¢f Istanbs. Some kind of
pacTed T gome, it already
feels a bit gloosy, it
ter in a lo

nothing spectftanywap A security type
of person staffs o0 che? if all the win-

dows are closqd. I hgwe’just opened one
q

bad air iSe
pands like a disas-
fscoming, but it seems

by pulling it quite har > now [ have to
close it back.JIn the mtddle of the huge
darmitory, there is a disturbing teacher

(
personality;givifig sorpe orders to the

andmother is

people. At theTo
eating a soup which she go
the canteen staff. S
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s talking to

«
ver and over,
llow, but if you

Toustm, Tetting,
if the soup is h

you are eating,
o interpret the
’to do with congci
: upposed to |
place, because of the expreCted event. All

o doWmsTaiTs [using anescalator in a bit
hurry to pile ipto the sybway. I notice,
there i§ a small way to get to the subway
floor fjom a pyssage bepeath. There must
be mo in-betwden the floors
operating as other things, I think. People
seem not to be aware ot them:
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Number One

First things first, I'll eat your brains.
— Nikki Minaj

Purse first. Purse first. Walk into the
room purse first.
— Bob the Drag Queen

A man named Anjiro was the first
recorded Japanese Christian. He
was baptized by Saint Francis Xa-
vier, patron saint of missionaries.
The first person ever killed was
named Able and he died by the
hand of his brother Cain who was
also the first person born on ear-
th. They were also the first people
born of other humans.

The first person to die in a plane
crash was a US army First Lieute-
nant named Thomas Selfridge. The
first day of spring is usually the 20th
or the 21st of May. The first stop on
the metro is also the last, as many
go both ways. The first officer is
the second in command.

My sister was my parent’s first
child and my nephew is my sister’s
first child. I will most likely not re-
produce. I will have no first, no se-
cond, no third, fourth, or only child.
My father’s father was the first per-
son I knew that died. I was sad for
my father but I will never miss my
grandfather. The first instrument I
taught myself to play was the drum
kit. People seem to make a big deal
about the first time they have sex.
Mine was very nice. The first cut is
the deepest. For many generations,
the first boy born in my father’s fa-
mily has been named James.

The first time I was sexually as-
saulted will hopefully be the last.

Elizabeth the first was the last
monarch of the House of Tudor. Ja-
mes the sixth of Scotland was also Ja-
mes the first of England and Ireland.

The first transatlantic telegra-
ph transmission was sent between
Poldhu, Cornwall, and St. John’s,
Newfoundland in 1901. The first
mp3 I ever downloaded was “I'm
Like a Bird” by Nelly Furtado. The
first Christian martyr was Saint
Stephen and he was stoned to dea-
th. Marsha P. Johnson threw the
first brick at Stonewall.

[NW]
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Baby

Jun 30, 2020

I'm in my old house, as always,
but I have a baby this time. I walk
through rooms that were never
there, each with doors leading to
more rooms. Some are clean whi-
le others are layered with dust.
Finally I find my baby, except

it’s a kind of furry creature I've
never seen before - IRL or on TV.
Terrified, I hold it in my arms.
The room shudders. Only when

I finally relax, smile, and stick

my tongue out does it turn into

a child. M is now in the room.
He speaks kind words to me; but
through a phone while turned
away facing a wall.

[LS]
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'showed sides of us; shy, sexjytoud, tuned §

Top 3s

“That was one of the best”. I mutterin-
gly affirm to myself, catching breath,
slithering out of the vegetation. Actually,
well. That’s somethin stupid I'd have said
as a kid. I stopped qualifying what best
orgasms were at 21. Before then I had top
5s, tallies, names and backdrops in my
head. Firsts, bests, worsts, lasts. These
definitive moments became a party piece
for my fellow self-sexualised-teen-pals
and new acquaintances. -When virginity
was still a fixed concept- as if my chase
for ultimate pleasures, retold in hedonis-
tic contexts was part of my new identity.
Like the crafting of HMTL for my Mys-
pace page, I compiled and coded the best
kissers, the best blowjobs, the best hands,
or simply the best cums. Tiered in a way
for further intrigue, allowing me to read
the room and chronicle in some bolshy
way, watching the faces around us light
up as we all shared our sexual discoveries
confidently, around a glowing laptop, like
a campfire blaring out noughties’ remixes.

Most of these top sex memory moments
have escaped me (really not in the

wankbank now). One I do remember - I
was 16 in an older friend’s flat on Kelvin

rive - dead fancy - he'd just introdu-
ced me to Larry Clark’s Kids' (1995), a
pagsing on of a cool-points-torch if you
1, “you’ll love this film”. And I did.

of a film so bleak about sex and (what
bften Yagget) HIV, I wanted to emulate
he characeésg. I didn’t want to have their
bad sex. Butifhdid have it, I wanted

o be cool abou,ify ‘Kids’ and countless
bther cult films shapgd, this sass and

in, dazed. Probably had top 5s teo. B

L | 2 bunch a Glasgow kids never souted :"
§ as cool as New Yorkers. We belonged
¥ more to E4’s ‘Skins’ (200

¢ on a Frilay morging at schogl. It
#
ame le mal herom ch 1c,
\,

‘Sugar Rush’ (2005 in my hear , - :

didn’t have any romangese rush at all

he characters §

dying to ta g i

Nae pals in these places to shoot the shit
about sex, nae music and nae drugs. I
went to these places for work. How dull.

We were too naive to examine it then but
we never saw Scotland on screen in the
same way. Never saw Scottish schoolkids
bein real and cool. Never heard a cool
Scottish accent. Never seen cool Scottish
sex, or the awkward fumbly kind. Had to
make it up on our own. Envision it, live
it, remember it, list it, chat about it. We

had to be it.

So, I either developed maturity over ma-
king top 5 lists or I became completely
saturated in sex. Still am. Or became at
peace with it. I became complacent. For
every so many bad fucks there’s a great
one. Fed up of the searching, happy with
whatever sex was possible, or available.
That a bad fuck is still a good job done.
Completely insatiable. That this generic
sex has become such an inane normality
0f 2020 living in Glasgow. Aw yeah, ‘co-
ming of age’ it’s called. My 16-year-old
self would have said “T came the hardest I
evgr had that night in Kelvinside.”

(CB]
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I thought these image were something to do with
lock down and the activities that did and didn’t
happen, and I framed these all to hold onto that
time.... But then I realised that it was about a warm
longmg, to the shy sun of Glasgow... and perhaps a
longing or a testing of the day/s that went by.... And

we can all relate to that in someway or another...

Collected Items from living on Sauchichall
Street, March - June 2020.
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— iPhone photo of fire oven in the communal garden
that I didn’t get to use but admired

— Waiting Pad Receipt Drawing (Day 2)

— Thinking about music for Clyde Built Radio Resi-
dency (Week 3ish)

— Image cut-out from Frieze Magazine, artist unknown,
reminded me of the colours of my upbringing]

— Green Ray poem written by Hannan Jones, a gene-
rative response to inspiration of ‘horizons” working
towards a collaborative short film and performance
with Anthea Hamilton, image package address stic-
ker, living on the top floor closer to the sun, further
from the ground.

(H]]

Plane

Aug 9, 2020

I'm in bed next to A and see a
plane in the sky with six wings.

I realise that our bed is outside,
and that this is a dream. I rub my
hands slowly together. I count se-
ven fingers on each hand. There's
two women ahead of me having

a picnic. I run over to them and
before I can even begin, they cover
their ears and with mitten-clad
hands. I know without asking that
they don’t want to hear anything
about being in my dream.

[LS]

Through the Glass I and IT
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The Snack #4

A Lunchtime Bulletin
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Has August been anyone else’s least favourite month of 20202

Leo season not been the fun party time you've been longing for?

Anyone else staring out the window at the pub garden below their

flat having multiple daily existential crises on, ‘going to the pub:

is it ok?” Anyone else perplexed as to how and why anyone thinks

it’s cool to go on holiday abroad still? Call me jealous, call me

pub-starved, BUT, in the immortal words of someone off of tik

)

tok, ‘just because you're over it, doesn’t mean it’s over.

Breathing

This calming breathing technique takes just
a few minutes and can be done anywhere.

Make yourself as comfortable as you can. If
you're lying down, place your arms a little

bit away from your sides with the palms up.

Straighten your legs, soften your knees and
ankles, and melt your heels into the floor.

Begin by placing your hands together over
your chest, and now, with your breath -
breathing in — extend your arms as far as
they will go. Take this in-breath really
deep. Bring the hands back together and
let it out. In front of your heart, out to
the sides, keeping in time to your breath.
Do this a few times.

Feel yourself gathering a kinetic energy.
Feel it heating up your lungs like an
itching fire. Hold that hot seed in your
chest, pressing it tight, tighter. With
each breath in it gets hotter and smaller.
You are the sun compressing hydrogen in
nuclear fusion.

You are not doing anything but being ethe-
rically potent. You are a generator and you
know it. Something within you allows you
to have this power just by being. Let these
litele instances of smaller breaths gradually
become longer and deeper as you sink into
the ground, expressing more and more of
what's inside of yourself into the world.
You are now nothing more than a puddle

Anyway, it's BTS (back-to-school) season and also virgo season,
which means SYLO (sort-your-life-out) season. According to a
Cosmopolitan article I've just read, ‘some of the problems you
might bump into this Virgo season include overworking your-
self, spending too much time on people’s sh*t and neglecting to
practice self-care’. Wow, September is really coming for us. The
only advice I can offer you is take frequent baths, tea breaks, eat
a banana, don’t talk to anyone, watch the whole second season of
Selling Sunset in one day and write daily to-do lists.

of fire moving with the tide of your own
breath. In and out. In and out. Feel the
burning in your chest, the movement getting
smaller and smaller and you're drawing a ti-
ghter and tighter circle with your diaphragm.
Let the power rise up your throat like vomit
and hold it there in the back of your mouth
like a fine whisky, before you expel it out into
the world and choke down some more.

Little breaths now, like a bird, a sparrow
hopping on the edge of a puddle. Dip your
beak in and back up: little frantic, shallow,
bird-like movements. Begin moving your
arms again, out in front of you then back
out to the side. Out in front and to the side.
In front and to the side. Repeat this, each
movement taking in five little in breaths, and
five out.

Huff, huff, huff, huff, huff. A tap is dripping
in your mind: turn it off now. Let air flush
your windpipe, rushing up and in, meeting
the surface tension of a watery body and
making it vibrate. Feel the buzzing in your
alveoli like a hundred flies in a rotting tree,
like larvae, sticky, sappy lava clogging the
little sacs like pores.

If you can get it, now would be a good time to
inhale some menthol. Or hold some mint just
over your chest. Another herb would do, any
fragrant aromatic. Take one final deep breath.

And relax.
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K A G - KAG/TFX- FUGUE 7 {trim)

Dancing Nowhere-

Photos

L

June

P
5 Rong,
Dancing Nowhere #
KAG // TFX - FUGUE |
E= 2015
Aone-off collaborati i
singer of the post-pt g
post-pop band from .
-

instrumental versior
label Perennial, FUG
synths and a simple
describe on Bandcar
on a bed in the mide

collaberated with an
interesting vocalists,

sounding dreampop
~~Dancing Nowhery
KAG-KAl \
-
Bippu Danam
9 i | SELLY MANWE
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Good readers of The Pa-
per, I would like to
invite you to listen
to and follow a mu-
sic piracy project that
started this April and
is ongoing. ~~Dancing
Nowhere~~ is a channel
on the messaging app
Telegram, which can be
accessed via mobile app,
web browser and desktop
application. Every day
or so, I post a lossless
file (FLAC) of a song
that I love and wri-

ha
. te a few paragraphs on
~ it. Sometimes the songs

are rips I've made from
my record collection,
other | times they are
downloaded from Soul-
seek or purchased from
Bandcamp. The music is
international and wi-
de-ranging, you'll find
Finnish anti-imperialist
free |jazz, Lithuanian
prog-disco, Native Ame-
rican folk, Soviet Uzbek
art rock and much more,
from the past to today.
I believe music pira-
cy goes hand- in-hand
with supporting musi-
cians |directly through

buying new vinyl records
or downloads from Band-
camp, and I try to di-
vest my listening from
Spotify and YouTube and
other evil corporations
as much as possible. Te-
legram is great for lis-
tening, there is a music
interface in the app and
you can download large
files with ease, you'll
also see some other
channels of people sha-
ring rare music to the
left of this screens-
hot. Don't message my
friends though.

[HS]
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HOW TO MAKE

Send us your mornings, noons, non
time, thick time, deep time, potent
presences & fancy futures; slow trains,
delicate imaginaries, hard facts & co-
composed convivialities; your poeisis &
posies - that is, poetxy; that is stories,
storages and touch-stones; lyrics &

hooks; drawings, daubs & scrawls; still

lives & snapshots - that is, photographs

- that is, the evidence; day dreams,
night sweats & half-lit remembering;
movements, moving; your rage, your
desire; your hang ups, habits & loosened
attachments; classifieds; calls; responses;

lettexs; tokens; your reciprocity; you

get it to goodpress.thepaper@gmail.com
contributions are accepted on a rolling
basis and submit before the 20th to

feature in the following month’s issue.

1.No 2. Nope 3. Hellno!

Just enjoy chasing
productivity from the comfort
of your own home!

4. Try again.

The Paper is brought 2 u monthly by Good Press,
Sunday’s Print Service & Lunchtime Gallery.
Subscriptions available for the price of P+P.
Check goodpress.co.uk/the-paper for more details
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