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From yon far country blows:
What are those blue remembered hills,
What spires, what farms are those?

That is the land of lost content,
The happy highways where [ went

And cannot come again.
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grey sky 1ook out the window on tl
vy, graffit, and strange arches on the
ook like doors to a neighborhood I 5
ach have a different plant right at the
If imagining dwellings behind these d
n people living there. Wouldn't it be ni
hose doors by the train tracks?

ts left above ground 1 dread it as
into the tunnel like 'mbeing



(Cont'd) 6:46PM

T out of the office. Work completely deained me soday bus at least

I'm free. My life must be so boring that I kept finding myself imagining
about those arches and the people who live behind them. Tf T was one o
them, I would hang my hat and coat, greet in my arts someone I love,
eat dinner, observe intimacies of my simple home; dishes in the sink,
discarded shoes, empty wastebasket, night filled window

When I approach them head on, I find they have no middle. What is this
dissatisfaction? L don't know what, but 1 can tell T missing samething,

important

rin my sketchbook for the first time in along time. 1
just kept thinking about those arches. I thought of how 1

ouldget lost in them on my morning commute. 1 thought

jumping down onto the tracks, stepping into one, and

wal;mdwnadwpdarkcamdotunﬂyouﬂnddmhudc
that arch was a lile home, The home that 1 always felt
was loosely promised to me, the home that [ must have felt
falsely entitled to. When I feel the most placeless, | feel like
[.can go into this small home at the train station. Today I'm
so tired.






(Cont'd) 6:46PM

T out of the office. Work completely deained me soday bus at least

I'm free. My life must be so boring that I kept finding myself imagining
about those arches and the people who live behind them. Tf T was one o
them, I would hang my hat and coat, greet in my arts someone I love,
eat dinner, observe intimacies of my simple home; dishes in the sink,
discarded shoes, empty wastebasket, night filled window

When I approach them head on, I find they have no middle. What is this
dissatisfaction? L don't know what, but 1 can tell T missing samething,

important

rin my sketchbook for the first time in along time. 1
just kept thinking about those arches. I thought of how 1

ouldget lost in them on my morning commute. 1 thought

jumping down onto the tracks, stepping into one, and

wal;mdwnadwpdarkcamdotunﬂyouﬂnddmhudc
that arch was a lile home, The home that 1 always felt
was loosely promised to me, the home that [ must have felt
falsely entitled to. When I feel the most placeless, | feel like
[.can go into this small home at the train station. Today I'm
so tired.






s




Twing 03













05282001 712AM
MIMM‘!*“
blew and the grass

‘There was a house on the
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The sky was one with ablack sun I _
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so far away until its piercing scream turns into a far away sigh,
T'm finally able to breathe
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06222003 310PM

ir's raining roday and I cant stand it. As the nights and days
wash over me placidly, I slip in and out From
corners of my perfect routines appe ugly realism. Thi
the artificial lighting of the street lamp by my apartment. Tt
are the bills that 1 left haphazardly with soda cans and take:
menus on the foyer. 1 thought | had found somewhere Ibel
but I never escaped my murky, clandestine existence. I'm ot
in a beautiful dream. These dotails pierce brutally throught
scenes of my soft, blue world.

Here, herand | connect effortlessly. 1 reach ourt to touch her
and I'munsuse where she ends and I begin. That is because
;mmwnmw
pure bliss.

mmawﬂ»hm&m&%ﬁn
harmony of your conscious and unconscious mind When

you lose your shadow, you think nothing of it but discarded
shadows gather here, in the inbetween, in the gaps betweer
scams. Hanging on to your shadow is a form of survival and
alot of people don't survive. It happens before our eyes, we
think nothing of it but they don't go away. This is a world foi
those discarded shadow people and it exists in certain pock
around you. They belong here, deeply, lovingly, blue. But it's:
impermanent as time.















06222003 416AM

She collects her things in a tiny suitcase 1 stand by watching,

1 say, “I'll see you tomorrow.” she doesn’t reply. 1 reach out 1o
touch her, but she begins to fade, sofier and softer, from a deep
noon-time blue to the gentle greys of dusk time shadows, until
she is barely there. She weeps as she walks to the door, alf of
her falling apart,

We walk into the night sea, yous hand a stale 24r in mine. The
wind howls over our hair and clothes and flows over the
surface of the sea. Then my hand is truly empty. My tears fall
in the ocean noiselessly. The air is cold and sharp on the small
amount of skin exposed within my jacket sleeves, Everything is
iedadeepﬂﬁtﬂuhlebhxmd[falllnmlt.ghdng myself up to
the deep.
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This blue world I steppedinto has no edge. everything bleeds like
ink. I walk on a barely there ground, careful not ioput all of my
weight on each siep. The wind has stopped here. There in the
indigo, 1 am able to feel the weight of my existence. I can rangibly
see my freedom as a thick blue fog, T cansec the man that Tam.. |
can't lie still with the shame thrashing within me like aparasite. |
didn't want to hurt anyone.

1dont know what to do with all of these fragmented, painful
memofics

1 hurt you because a long time ago something happened o me.

I didn't realize baus theough harsh words and brute force my
shadow was taken from me, somewhere far away. Living withouw
my shadow dropped me into this despair, a faded, detached
world. I had to experience that 1o come back to you here in the
world whete shadows go. “The greatest hazard of all losing the
self, can occur very quietly in the world, as if it were nothing at
all. No other loss can occur so quietly any other loss:an arm. 2
leg, five dollars, a wife, ezc.is sure fo be noticed "However, such
things do not create much of a stirin the world, for a self is the
last thing the world cares about andthe most dangerous thing of
all for a person o show signs of having”

For a hollow person like me, with ne shadow, no place to go,
nowhete [ belonged. nothing to do, those lines reflected my
experiences back to me. Here in the indigp, I couldnt run from it.
I realize I met youonce. along time ago. So, when 1 met you
again, you felt so familiar and when we talked over a gentle
candle on a small table, 1 felt fike | knew you from somewhere.
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fall in and out of pockets of the forest. At
irees erase themselves from my periphet
until the trees are all gone and suddenly, 1
around me.
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(Contd)
Bugwwhen | think about the shadow people and why they
chose 1obuild their world at the train station 1 think ir's

is a pilgrimage in which there is no end. They
appreciate their lives just being at the wrain station, walking
around the streetlights. I learned from shadows all sorts of
ways.of being, things that make my life on the other side less
painful mere real. In there was not life. In their world, they
are comfortabie, right where they need to be. They can live
frecly being shadow people. In our world, however, this isan
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10032005 7:58PM

This is what I made with the pieces 1 took with me from the
shadow world. This is my shangrila. Thank you for listening to
my story. Though it's still under construction, it's a place that
1 go to everyday. I like the unfinished state it's in. This place
is a memorial for that place ¢ mlyuhsi\mymndm

alive and dynamic. 1 ¢ N4

days where I don't have

in dmswdlomdbmduspafeﬂmmclﬂrld!dmybadt dm

Enclosed are photos, drawings, and all of the artist studio I
designed and constructed,



(Contd)

Every day when I wake up I go there and draw, stirring frot
arfaeeufﬂuepnpdwfwhgdbethu appearing
me between two well placed lines or a patch of grey scribbl
In my mind, it is still a dwelling placed atop a meadow for tv
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I got up early on this dewy. cloudy moring and spent an hour in it
drawing and reading with my coffee. asi
gently rain.
As | decided to leave for the office. | the di
coming in through my tall the rus
of the tree beside my studio

on the chair beside my window

I was home again having tea ar
‘the|

sitting next to her in the house we once shared. hok
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