
The outside can’t go outside 

 

 

 

I named the thing I felt when I was walking down the street. Trusting the mechanism 

of desire. It drags me along with my feet trundling close behind. It’s always there 

with its wants and its needs to come out and say, “Hey you, listen here. It’s me, 

listen to me. I am what you want. I am everything!”. Then the present kicks in which 

is forever…present because that is its meaning (and job) yet it almost always fails 

to be any kind of significance. Only the time when it peaks your memory snatches 

it up and decides “Okay, yes. Let’s save that for later. Put it in the keep pile. That 

will be important to the narrative, the plot, filler.” But how many are taken, pulled 

up and thrown to the forefront? Um, ah. Oh, great now its worked its way to the 

mouth – the gatekeeper, warbling into sounds, words and now sentences that say 

things with weight.  

 

I begin to look at the world. You criticise the way I walk and you teach me about 

going slow. No wonder I won’t budge. Half way there at a standstill I blur my eyes to 

turn trees into blocks of colour. Don’t let them curl up to see your brain, those damn 

eyelids will close on you. You know you always fall asleep too quickly. When my 

discomfort continues, you’ll see where I am. What I have on. Let’s say I’m clothed 

in Nature. There’s a hollow in the trees. A bush I can crawl in and pee. The trees are 

my friends. Hello Tree. Can I come out to a tree? Nature is no platform. 

 

I forget colour comes from light. (Honestly, how could you?) Remember when you 

were small and the blue crayon sky would never hit the bottom of the page to meet 

the grass? Wow. It all made sense and before then it was all you knew. Filling in the 

gaps with steps to the brain and the hands. It always looks better when something 

is happening. The joints marry and separate like cheap glue and I’m not invited. It’s 

all inside me that conversation when I move about. Limbs extend toward a great 

divide between the air that separates clouds (the white linen of the sky) and the 

dead brown muck below. The ground is wet. Google mist. It’s cold up here with 

sweaty palms. Breathing too much for it to be normal. I am old. The world is old.  



How often do you want to be on the other side? Nobody’s there except a lot of plastic 

thrown into space.  

 

I wore the wrong shoes that day. They are comfy but can’t relate to rocks. So bad, 

bumpy. The tips mash into these large chunks of earth all hard and jagged making 

marks, forming little faces on the souls of my feet. I already know what the top looks 

like but I guess that’s not the point. We’ve seen most things that we want to 

experience at least once in some form. Or at least the things we know are worthy. 

That’s the point of doing it again. Over and over. Up and down. Routine 

maintenance. Brush your teeth twice a day. The smell of floss. Good hygiene. Get 

to the top, you’ve made it. Who wants to watch themselves travel? Darkening the 

land. I come slowly into the moment I’m standing in.  

 

Please don’t remind me of camping. The sound of tent zips make me think of death. 

Green shower curtains. The only colour that sits between blue and yellow. Why 

would you want to blend in like that? Leaves are more than sparkling yellow. Trees 

are more than green. The discovery happened long before the invention of 

photography, the history of painting, Adobe Photoshop. Upgrade now. There is no 

time to pick and choose. That’s up to light, okay? Light makes all the decisions.  

 

No one is ever surprised to have made it to September. Thank time for doing 

business, sweet relief. New shade comes so quickly like fast food but without all 

the calories. Burn them off when you leave. Those saplings on the right near the 

airport will stand tall and watch you do it. They are just as ambivalent about the 

weather as you are. I’ve never met them and I can never quite see if they are native 

or foreign when we zoom past on the route to leaving this big, sad landscape. This 

will all still be here. You’ll be back. Remember the part in the middle will carry 

meaning. One last good feel while you’re here and it will stay in your fingertips.  

 

Go outside. Go on. Do you see it? It’s right there. Poor posture, stand up straight. 

Marvel not the comics but the view.  
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