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All the best

	 Anonymous, work leaving card

Bitches always come back

	 Gretl Von Trapp
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The Message

A musical sculpture has been installed
inside a pitch black gallery.
The song contains a hidden message
oscillating between the notes,
like tapes found under pillows,
spooling advice into not-too-distant futures.

“What does it say?” I ask the artist.
On the other end of the phone there is a whining sound
like overloaded dumb waiters.
The artist evades the question. “It says the same thing,
over and over and over,” he deadpans. “Hmmm,” I say.
Mistaking this for a dialling tone, the artist hangs up.

It is always the same young gallery assistant
I find clacking her heels against the stool.
I reason no one has heard the sculpture more times than her.
Each time I leave the darkened room
I ask her what she thinks the message is.
Her eyes roll back as if reading it off the rafters:

“Entertainment is a medical reaction.”
“Better the scorpion you don’t know.”
“Art is filibusting in the abyss.”
“I still hate Thatcher.”
“There may be safety in numbers, but no dignity in the data.”
“Everywhere we go, people are bastards.”

We know we’re getting closer every day.
I bring her cans of Coke and fan her with my programme.
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“Pastiche cumulo-paroxysms,” she says, 
the words turning over in her mouth like information. 
The art has encoded itself into her posture,
the message blurring on her lips as she sleeps.

The final time I visit, the room is bright. 
The gallery assistant is sitting in the middle 
of a fluorescent mechanical quilt. She is flanked 
on both sides by skeletons in symmetrical Fonzie stances.
She looks sheepish, as if she has lured me 
into some horrible trap set by the artist.

I expect the apocalypse to go something like this.


