
Is It Ok To Ask Questions?  

by Ross Cairns 

 

Will reality hold me?  

 

Or will I be sucked into nothingness 

as I cling onto the skirting  

of the universe 

 

There is an art to existing 

but it regrettably becomes a crisis 

on how to continue doing so 

when you accidentally realise  

you’ve been doing it all along 

 

Seamlessly 

 

Effortlessly 

 

Ignorantly 

 

And now painstakingly 

 

What was once an elegant cosmic ballet 

has now been needlessly halted  

three quarters into the first act 

 

A captured instance  

prior to an utter blackout 

ceased and violently ground down 



to its most rudimental element 

 

Madness 

 

Gradually taking on shapes  

of simultaneous familiarity 

and abstract surrealism 

 

Dancing a flickering light  

against an empty canvas  

of conceivable eternity 

 

Time shows itself 

for the coward it is 

 

Space remains indifferent  

and declines 

to offer me a solution 

 

Instead I’m left alone 

with the things  

that quite simply aren’t there 

 

Gasping for stability 

and reaching out to shadows 

in a bid to guide me  

from this propped-up purgatory 

 

And all at the same time ruining my day 

 



Every minute movement  

spelling out a pointless line in history 

whilst echoing an insecure vibration 

into the forgetful future 

The present reveals no presence 

and so disappears  

into its own absence of meaning 

 

And I cannot discover  

which muscle 

I use for dreaming 

 

And so 

over-indulge the one  

for consuming 

 

Scraping off and choking down 

the grime from underneath the fingernails 

of societal trends and taboos 

 

Gurgling on the dregs  

of ill-advised choices 

until I puke up chunks 

of problems 

badly disguised  

as unimaginative epiphanies 

 

If I could go outside  

and face the night 

I would start an argument  



with the stars 

 

Through blurry 

bloodshot telescopes 

I would get on my knees  

and demand them to do the same 

 

Fall to my level 

so I can bellow 

 

Why are we inspired when we can’t hold onto our own magic inside a Godless creation? Why is ignorance bliss?  
Why is delusion the prevailing force of humanity? Why do I feel lonely at parties? Why is clarity simply a word? 
Why is everyone looking at me? Why is no one looking at me? Why did that seagull choose to shit on me the other 
day? Why do I experience a lack of colour? Why did it all have to be? Why do I ask when I know nothing, nothing 
will come of it? 

Why is reality holding me?  

 

But I don’t 

Of course 

I don’t 

 

I lay inside 

a recognisable mess 

 

Rightfully planted horizontal 

to ensure I never gain 

any footing 

 

Staring upwards 

at the only thing  

I can believe in 

and perceive 

 



Including myself 

 

The only physical  

matter in the room  

The ceiling 

beige understanding 

mouldy limit 

prophetic plywood 

with exposed pipework 

 

I ask the same questions 

albeit with a touch more respect 

due to our casual arrangement  

of living together 

  

Why this? Why that? Why everything?  

 

I inquire with less sincerity 

 

The ceiling ponders 

for a moment  

pretending to savour my questioning  

out of kindness 

 

Finally 

 

I get an answer 

my answer 

 

Shut the fuck up 

It snaps 



as it then goes back 

to its idyllic slumber  

of not being sentient  

in any way 

 

Fair enough 

I think 

 

I think 

 

I truly can’t argue 

with that 

 

An answer 

at least 

 

 

 


