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overleaf: hugo archilla was our bosun. the bosun is typically an 
older man with decades of sailing under his belt; right hand man  
to the captain; deck, not engine. these are his hands

recent residencies (antarctica, atlantic crossing) have completely 
changed how i feel about (my) writing. i’ve always loved behind-
the-scenes, finding the process more beautiful than the product 
(blah blah) — now i’m keen to honour (somehow) the actual people 
who do that hidden work 

/ 

was just chatting with the navigation officer, sergey abramov. 
young russian guy. told me an amazing story: at seaman’s college 
(i have no idea if that is the proper term) his deputy headmaster 
(there was some difficulty with translation here but that was 
roughly his role) told the assembled class about losing a ship. (i had 
asked sergey if he or anyone he knew had lost a ship.) the story 
went like this: the ship broke in half over a wave, like a stick over 
your knee. that can happen. the deputy headmaster found himself 
in the ocean, and saw a life ring nearby. he swam to it and grabbed 
it. another seaman had also seen the ring. this seaman swam over 
and began trying to take the ring. ‘at that point i was forced to kill 
this man’: holding his head under the water under he was dead. at 
this point in the story sergey laughed. ‘he told us that he no longer 
had nipples’ (abraded completely by the life ring; he was afloat for 
about 24 hours before he was rescued, luckily in warm african 
waters) ‘and promised to show us when we graduated. but he never 
did’ sadly shaking his head

from KONSTANTIN SIMONOV     |     sam wilson fletcher 

in a cargo ship filled with cement. big seas. (he repeated: big seas.) 
the second officer was down and out with seasickness: vomiting 
blood. huuuge seas. everybody wearing lifejackets in the bridge. he 
said he was preparing to die. he was told to take the helm. in four 
whole days they made 7 nautical miles. (basically 7 miles.) on the 
fifth day the sea calmed and they made it to malta. they learned 
that another cement ship had gone down, all hands. everybody 
dead. several egyptians. dying for cement. made me wonder: how 
many fuckers die each year at sea, transporting shit like cement? 

[ahmed gomaa ahmed eltrabily (two ahmeds? ‘my grandfather’s 
name’) is egyptian; he was a shipwright until the deteriorating 
economic situation in egypt forced him sell his yard; he is now a 
deck hand. he was at work on the ship as it crossed the atlantic] 

/ 

on 4 june 2022 i returned to the netherlands after sailing across the 
atlantic as artist-on-boat. it was a two week crossing. en route i was 
in creative exchange with brilliant poet and excellent person ellen 
dillon. together we were / are building a work called reverse osmosis 

i am also writing / assembling a book called konstantin simonov (the 
vessel’s original soviet name: built in poland in the early 1980s, 
first registered in vladivostok) which will include images of the 
hands of crew members, diagrams, documents, sketches, speech 
transcriptions, and short prose reflections. this is a tiny bit of that 

/





 

  

It is The June After after A Strange Year that Lasted Two Years 
and it is uncertain whether it has ended at all, or is still going on, 
or will return. I have begun to go on,  

and immersed in the digital realm,  

 

 

 

 

 

I seem to be constantly running out of space.  

I move things around, from one location to another. All my 
accounts say warning: 97% full. There is an imminent threat that 
nothing will sync anymore. I might lose Everything unless I Take 
Action. All my digital corners are filling up with Life. Life that I can 
look at, endlessly look at with my eyes for as long as I have eyes 
and sight in them.  

Everything is full already, but there is always more. More to save.  

I save everything on my desktop, 

make a mess. It is chaos: no order. No filing system. I make a 
note on my to-do list to organize when I have the time, some 
other time, some other, later, time.  

Where am I supposed to put all of this? You would think that 
when something doesn’t have a physical shape anymore, more 
space would free up. But I’m running into the same problems, 
only in a different dimension.  

 

Same possibilities.  

It has been brought to my attention  

that I can always purchase more.  

More space if I wish.  

More content to fill it with if I wish.  

 

I am going to the library to print something. The computer is slow, I slot 
coins into a machine. Feels like real life. Someone on the street says hey 
in passing, I used to have a small crush on this person. The kind where 
you smile at each other a lot whilst knowing Almost Nothing about each 
other. I never learned Anything More because for a year now, I haven’t 
had the courage. That particular kind of courage it takes to say excuse me  
I would like to spend time  with you  

would you  
with me?  

 

I said to myself: alright then.  
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I walk here often.  

It’s a small beck. A little pathetic really, by a road. But it speaks of more 
water, somewhere at the end of this.  

When you stand in the middle of it, you can hear the cars (West) and the 
birds (East), and if you crouch low enough, the quiet water (in between). 
Pieces of green glass lie within the pebbles. Water treats them the same 
as stone, jades the sharp edges away. Leaves round, smooth gems.  

A blackbird is busy in a bush, I don’t bother him. There is rustle, pieces of 
debris fly out. He is Searching. I can smell a faint tang of nettle in the heat. 
I have never seen a beaver, but for some reason, today, I imagine one 
living here – a small one – keeping hidden from us and the foxes at night. 

Sometimes I stand in the middle of the stream, close my eyes, and 
imagine it into a river, river into a sea.  

On the way home, I walk past a strange sight, behind a fence in 
someone’s garden. A tall, sprawling silver birch with a tall, sprawling 
vining rose climbing up the tree. At first sight they look inseparable, part of 
the same tree. I stop and stare at the tree in disbelief. It looks as if the 
birch has burst into bloom, with huge clusters of white, plump flowers, 
growing all the way up to the top branches, announcing its existence with 
unassumingness and exuberant joy at once.  

I marvel at the illusion for a while.  

I have never seen this before.  

 

I said to myself: alright then.  

I let that part sleep. It was tired, needed rest. I practiced other kinds of 
small braveries, held my feelings (close), fell fiercely in love with my 
friendships. But every-body-else seemed so busy with that courage and 
it’s long- and short-term consequences, that I questioned my rest. Did I 
need this, The Quiet? Or do I need A Challenge, instead? To Take a Risk 
and Live with Ambition, to be Active in My Pursuit and Success Will 
Follow? Advice/Adverts on my feed pointed at both directions. Forcefully.  
I was unsure.  

But time was on a high-speed setting after the Strange Year That Lasted 
Two Years and Might Still Be Going On, and all my spaces were filling up 
fast, so most of the time I didn’t have the time to think about it. I made a 
note to think about it some other time, some other, later, time.  

 















2022


