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IMMENSE
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A BODY AT ODDS \YITH ONE MILLION
TYRANTS, MEETING ON THE FIELDS OF

BATTLE BET\YIXTTHE FRONTIERS OF
ESPRIT AND SKIN

E. CASPAR

A MEANS, PURELYA MEANS

J. FOUTREL

A DISSOLUTiON
FORTHE SEASONS TO BEAR

EACH OTHER ONCE AND FORALL

A. EFRAIM

... * i.

N1\TIVITY
Oncc, there was a beingwhos edicst mcmory was not m much

an imprcssion on the conscious as that of a brief comcction with
the subconscious. And to him, it ms of truth most truc in his

nasccnce, and quite apart from unruth.

AII he &camcd was darkncss, e moving forward, and a light with i

no disernable figurc but instead blus without somd. Vhcn
receivingthis contect from thc yct unknom rcgions ofthc slf, i

hc musi havc bccn only ofegc enough to understand it as an

obscue, oneiric occurrencc with littlc significance.

Etenne GASPT{,R



ln tlre niglrt of stones
In tlre arrcierrt knock that rleaferrs the age of these trees

I emhrace y()u both
nry forsaken life
nry forgotten derth

My r.remory

rr grain of self
in thc dq;ert drounerl hy the trerrch ofotrrsea

It is here that I arn lrorn

a il'::'li:;lillli 111i1,,,,,
fl tt t't".i.

ll llwhie
!l nd trauslucent ftrr all green to lrlecti

itr tlte process of my transirions

What are tlrese rlrean.rs that come before meJ

What are these tlrennrs that go beyondi

O enrpty,
['rt lracl so many,

so rnany dreams...

that in their secret

I lose tlrem all...

Nou'eitlrer tlo or Lrrrdo me!

frrr the songs that lhll from night fall at my erery instant:

I

O empty self beyontl that of I

Vho is it tlrlt tirerms rnel

A rase sits at the trhle
A lrou,l sinks tlre sink I fail to drain
A feast arrircs tirr all nry shat{ows
like a irollou nislrt tlrat u elcomes rairr

ll

Ernpry self beyonri that of I

u ho is tlte sttlrject of your terrairr

I renottrtce you all, ns

All is sorereign
AII is reigned

J. FOUTREL



REVOLUTION

l, a word of such magnanimity that it leaves
th€ lips of every sheep herder and politi-
cian alike, up until the philosophers
and poets themesleves

'fhis one has also known its terrors as rvell
as its delights, both a circle that
revolves li-ke the heavens above anC cn-
closes like the circle below

It is a longing, and a truth, for this one
that one day a poet and philosopher alike
will be born who has such love in his heart
that there is no need for words like thes io
leave his lips

!, again and repeadetly cry out al<in to it,
into that same wind, a true expression of
my om heart's longing for love

So that you too ma-y know it

That sme flute of human means that will,
in all hopes, be cast out into the diluvian
soil of the heart universal

To once again serve as nourishment for the
sed

And akin to it, let these words be the *minal
that brings an end to all words

Etienne GASPAR



,,, lTfial aro ilo ?

THE HOLLO\Y TOMB AT
THE CENTER OF A REFLECTION

V. DIECA

A CONTRADICTION
IN HARMONY

A. EFRAIM

THE NEGATION ATTHE END
OF SUCH QUESTION...

l. rout^ri

A BODY OF \uATER
ACHINO TO FLOOD

E. LESERY

. 
THE FINAL \(/ORDS OF

BOSSE-DE.NACE, "HA HA'

LORRET



SEIF.PORTRA]T FO'./ND IN THE ANDST OF A AIETAPHYSICAL REVOLT
LORRET

VELIO DIECA

XI
I \TRITE

TOTHERHYTHM
OF MYDEAD RELATIVES

TO THE INVOCATION OF FOG
IN A BLACK DREAM, FAMILIAR

TO THE ORCALES OF
MY PRAYER



TESTIMONY
by way of a letter

I won't bother to inttoduce myslf. However, I be-
lieve .you are the only one capable to take my frnal tes-
timony.... For I have awaited trail for too long. As I an
what they call, "overdue...."

I am a murderer like any other.
why do you think I detest my rationale?
Fact of the matter js tftat I hate to say too much...
M.v reasn has no busjness to do with yours, vith
an.vone, you s€e. But as the tcstrmony cottiinues, so
shou)d 1....

Frst, I would like to say that I do not pick sides.
And if I do, jt is a settrernent or compromix out of con-
venience or politeness. Because what a laugh, when two
sides uphold a law to their defense as if it reigned *ver-
eign over their Inmanity and its abyss.

The only sides to pick Aom, are that of Life or
Death. And obviously, for now, I am on lhe sfuIe o[
Iife.

So why not get to the bottom of things?

I recognire with much amu*ment, the theil'and
laughter u,ithin me. And I ey that with a good heaft
and with the courage ol'a [aithful coward.

/n sum - I am a Djshonest. But not to win an.)4hing,
./ou se. Rather to lose, to Jose just enougfi so that I mav
begin to se-..

And then there is the humiliation of it a11...

So 1 wLl strive to not act lke I know what I an
talking about. And to not act on behal[ of doing the right
thing, but rathe r act on simply rloing or not doing. ..

Besides, I recognize a master in ever)thing.
'1uapn1s rnozf we I 'siJ2sur f,W

I prefer you tie despised.

And I am reminded that "Me" is just "We" with the
W looking in, as / AM NOT ONE, I AM A'IHOUSAND.

Now, if you n allow,
I beg of everything a final request:
That when Death comes for me
Give it this paience o[ mine
For I wish to die slowlv and fade
awa.y into it all

yours tru{y,

E. LESERY@ffi
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