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1r tube stoj 5 YOU. come to the
rket village Mberdale. A place that
Ot part of anNNEerdingry map, and tothe
Ltor this fact séems Wiolly strange, as

> road bustle and mearkets heave with
OCls from all over the world, chinese

ars, okra, Mediterranean fish, and exotic

BRCs from Cuba, and south America.




YOU JOUERE Streets,
and cae g every
cobble, & your
feet, the det SIS UNENT N OSS that
grows along IETrs; as yOurlook up,

there are Peok anging their washing
Out IFGREREACIFRANCOWS a6ross the streets,
and GRS to each other whilst smoking
on thelir balconies; looking further up
wisps of clouds pass Oy in the cooling
breeze that you did not notice before.




Your name resonates from a stall that
you. recognise from a time yousaguely
rermember; a merchant standing behind

the counter calls you over, but you do not
notice what he is saying; the words make
gense, and you can reply, but without
thinking about your answers.
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markinggswhat-so-ever; you. rub yo
and lookBack to the stall, and mercl

but neltfier are thergsturning the Come .
over you read messages from fricnds and |
family, but you do net peally re el :
ma, here uld be'ls €
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This 1s Cumberdale, a vague town, on

the edge of your memory, that exists

only because of your past thoughts and
projections onto Cumberdalesitnas no
striking memories of its owr,out instead
brings ideas back into serni-focus. Upon
leaving Cumberdale, no-One recounts the
tale of the village, but rather their thoughts
throughout the day, and Now it made them
feel.




