
 

Dangers and Delights of Leaving the Straight and Narrative Way 

 

There are gaps between our words 

leaving gaps in our worlds 

leaving gaps in our stories 

leaving gaps in our thesauruses 

 

“Dogs”, “Cats”, “Felines”, “Carnivores” 

 

In the spaces which stretch, dangling between these words, there are cracks, 

 crevices, ravines, tiny nooks, pinpoints of light we can barely discern 

Between “I love you” and “Stay with me” lies a veritable Grand Canyon 

The logic looks airtight but the hard words break asunder like rocks crumbling off a cliff 

edge 

“Trust me on this one” 

 

You cannot say what is down those cracks, but 

you can look and do 

you can get ropes and lower yourself down 

you can do things down those cracks 

you can cause trouble 

you can lose your ‘self’ words but gain a world 

 

For cavers, these are difficult paths to enter, despite being told the way  

The words want to keep you captive above ground like agent provocateurs 

kidnappers 

prison officers with black sunglasses 

But along the way you will see people laughing 

and you will overtake slow Zen monks and see 

people shedding their diagnostic words and 

children past and present and just be with 

those who never needed words 

Eventually the paths become gentle, worthwhile, greener 

as you see new things between the words 

as you do more things between the words 

 

And at the end of the path? 

Only people 

 only people desperately holding their words together 

 only people trying furtively to block out the gaps 

The words themselves do not even want to be there 

 they have only been put there by people using them 

 exploiting them 

 they would rather be playing games elsewhere 

 

Finally, you can look upwards towards the gaps from whence you have come and see 

humanity holding their words together pretending that everything is all right 

 

“It’s ok, I have it covered” 


