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Amortie

Knowing one thing means giving up knowing the whole world. 
Knowing one thing means accepting to know the whole world.
Five squares are the square, the square, the square, the 
square, the square.
Five squares are the square, the other square, that other 
square, that other square, besides the other square.
The object exists in itself, it does not seek, it does not listen, it 
satisfies itself. Only.
The object is not a body, it is a relation. Are looks, positions, 
space, time. Laughs. 
Just is not alone in the world. It is only being without the 
need of the eyes. It exists because it is and not because it is 
known. To know is to be inside. And I can not see.
When I see, what is shown is a perception of me in this 
object-world. It’s not the things. Things are relationships. 
They exist. I know them. I also know they exist. It’s 11:43 AM. 
Does it matter? It’s 11:43 AM yet. I’m sitting down and writing. 
To my right the open window lets in light and I write. The 
sound of the cars goes through the glass and makes me see, 
distracts myself and I look through. The traffic lights. Colours. 
Red. Green. Colour is difficult. How to say it beyond feeling it? 
I’m not sure it exists in itself. But it exists without my saying 
it, without my seeing it. Do not know. I doubt that. But this is 
the text of the things that exist without me. I’ll go out.
I returned.
Composition! Com/position. Com-position. C-o-m-p-o-s-i-t-
i-o-n. C-O-M-P-O-S-I-T-I-O-N. 
Composition.
To see is to bring from History the action of memory. We do 
not know everything. We can not. What happens happens in 
a yarn with what will come. The present is a fiction. There is 
a wonderful obscure occupation of the brain for the now to 
happen. So that similitude sets in. And we do not splinter. 
As atoms that we are. Being whole looks random. To a 
succession of events we call body, identity, history. Pure 
sensation. 
Feel.
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Skin is an abyss.
Feel fear or joy.
Fear and joy being objects in the world by themselves.
Everything is immensely large.
Everything is immensely small.
As I write the words stick to me. These words are the things I 
see.
Things are seen in words. But they will never be words.
What about me?
Me.
What you see are illusions.
What you see are illusions?
Yes, we continue the game.

Everything remains in play.
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Apoio


