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INTERESTING TIMES:
ART SCHOOL

By Andrew Maben

JET SET FASHIONS ! MIGK ENDLUSIVE 7 Bﬂl}ﬂlﬂlﬂ'
-THEWRLFERS' NEXT MOVE 2 FANTASTIC HAUR DFFER! -

Memory is still a misted night journey: soft,

unshaped forms loom and fade, with
occasional bright oases of light. The first
week: a time of excitement, a time of
uncertainly finding our bearings, tentative

friendships. Names do remain, almost but
not necessarily in their order of appearance.
First, certainly, were Barbara and
Margaretta. Barbara a slim red-head,
ethereal and earthy and Margaretta her
friend a voluptuous blonde with a slight

resemblance to Dusty Springfield 6 a

resemblance that cost me  some
embarrassment the day
morning, Dusty! o

heard Oobustyod, whi ch

was, but | would never have had the

temerity, nor the ill -manners, to have
launched such an epithet at a dear friend so
publ i cl yé mber tthat Barbaranand
Margaretta invited me to join them to see
John Mayall at the Hastings Pier on the
Friday evening of th
ask me how we got there, or anything about
the show, still less how we got home. |
suppose someone had a ca

| was also befriended early by Bob, a rather
scruffy, almost furtive figure who seem ed
to always wear a long overcoat and a
French beret, giving him a distinctly beatnik
air, that contrasted with the mostly
fashionable looks of the rest of us. Rave
magazine had decreed that summer that the
nationds art school s
forefront of youthful fashions. I think it was
a role that we were all conscious of in an
amused kind of way, but as budding artists
we were, surely, much more concerned
with establishing each our own unique
individuality, to be projected primarily in
our art for sure, but also through our
projected personas. None would have
admitted that our carefully assembled
wardrobes were as much masks to hide
ourselves behind as they were costumes to
express our true natures, but surely it was
so.

There were also others | remember fondly.
Peter, redhaired, sweet natured and a
dedicated fan of Bob Dylan, he suffered
from wretched stammer, and his

blrlfrléna 9 #idn€ & soft s&erﬂ dethereal

Ever yadu§ whd Hught $aE $t8pBed from a
S Réssettn Painting, ko> Wds €s8ch Yo be

surprised to discover that not everybody
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constantly heard voices in their heads.
Jenny, a beatnik chick, with long black hair,
dark eye makeup and pale lipstick, she
dressed always in black and drove a hearse.
Meredith, known as Pip, who lived with her

mother in a cottage in the woods outside
Brighton, and her friend Linda from

Hastings. Grenville with his ancient Austin

Seven, and air of an eccentric curate. Chris
from Uckfield, whose fri
played at our dances. Tina and Sally the
Mo ds . Anni e, who |
Judith. Beautiful bespectacled Helene,
breaking free of the restraints of a Catholic
upbringing. Stella, troubled daughter of a
conservative Methodist minister. There

were many others whose faces have become

blurred and whose names are now lost to
me é

The two year pre-diploma curriculum for
which we had all enrolled had at its
centerBasic Design a Bauhaus derived
course that covered exactly what the name
implied, and also included life drawing,
principles of color and form, painting,
sculpture, ceramics, printing. We were also
granted a discretionary class or two. for

reasons that seem more than a bit obscure to

me now | chose fashion drawing. In an odd
way it would prove to be one of the most

fateful decisions | have ever made, as it was
in this class that | first came to know Tina
and Sally. Tina was a devastatingly
attractive  honey blonde, the very
personification of the swinging sixties in her

minis and Biba blouses. Sally fell in her
shadow, a far more hesitant mod, shy,
almost mousy. They would whisper to each

other as we sat across the wide drafting
table, whisper and cast sudden glances my
way . As a littl e
whispers became loud enough for me to

make out, after numerous hearings, an
unintelligible incantatijon
ay gan dray goo! 6 Whi

firmly directed at Tina, | think | have had

ends o

some small suspi ci
were prompted by something m ore than a
curiosity naturally aroused by the fact that |

was the only boy in the class, something
more than simple amusement. But | was far
too naive and far too shy to take any serious
notice. And besides:

We first year students were more than a
hittte in awe @ffthe segond year, who in turn
regarded us with a certain condescension. It

ni c kvasgheting artisty\ loremgmberdn, particular

Paul, an accomplished painter, and the
sculptor brothers Hamish and Phelan, who
owned the greatest cachet, though there
was a graphic designer who went by Binky
who also had a measure of cool
Impressionable young fool that | was, |
allowed myself to fall under the thrall of the

fine art mystique owe 6 | | hear
that | ateré

As | suppose is the way of people
everywhere thrown together by

circumstance, we formed into small groups
whose membership was not by any means
rigidly fixed. After my years of isolation

and solitude it was a liberation to be
accepted, even warmly welcomed by my
new peer s. yredtored Batbarae
and Margaretta, and Bob. Tina and Sally
were inseparable and only peripherally a
part of our little band, which also included

Peter and Lillian. Also often with us were

Annie, Helene and Judith, who soon
became Bobos g i Ndgdinr i end
Jenny.

At lunch time virtually the entire school
would walk down the hill into town, as
there was no cafeteria at the school. It was

{ i meOn @ne Pt these yunchiinge walkg ghat |

passed Tina and Sally and a couple of other
girls.

oAy

0Say O6pruned, 6 said

on t h
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gu uv
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OPrune, 6 | said. They

ONot at all, 6 someone s @etehinedly untl closing time. My usual
approach would be to start the evening with
oNot at all what?5¢ a vodka in a pint of bitter, which would
_ usually wipe out my fund
N_obody answered, though again they rest of the evening by winning pint -
giggled downing bets & | could pour a pint of beer
OPrune, ¢ said Tina, h ed?wn T thogt n Pootlrm(renflaﬁ %Wheg the
delectable moue. pubs closet a~group would convene in
someoneds flat for hour
oSee, 6 said Sally. But #"%jghgpment, fixing thg
and looking at politics, philosophy, and of
| grinned, but | was embarrassed and course art.
hurried to catch up with Barbara and _ i
Margaretta. A; it happened I _rmssed what was thg only
Friday night seminar that has stuck in my
't was only later that MSRAY Khatis Rropably exadiybecauseylq
can tell how sensuous someone is by their was not there, and hence heard of the
lips when they say -06pr boFeegnagwhilst sobes §f apgears thaﬁon
pursing to my little repertoire of facial that particular evening the subject had
exercises, that already consisted of pushing turned to the question of what might be the
up the right side of my upper lip to try to point of existence. After vigoro us debate it
achieve an Elvis sneer, and alternately was concluded that there is no earthly point
holding one eye closed to learn to wink. to anything. So if the
anything, there is no point in doing
The most popular lunch destinations were a anything. At which point it was agreed that
littte caff outside the station that served nothing would be exactly what they would
cheap food and strong tdoaFor long moments e greup s finf e e
bar. ffinchés was also Mekigarhess syl eneegi Pnki
from the cookery school, who tended to be to take a pisso6, one of
the very attractive flowers of the English to take care of his pres;s

middle class (although, in retrospect, they
may not have been the brightest, o perhaps
their mothers simply deemed cookery a
better bet than university in terms of
Omarriageabilityod),
draw for the boys.

SO

At the end of the day a group of us would
usually end up at
jukebox and dance floor in the basement, or
the Continental, which was cheaper and
popul ar with the
favored by na
there, too.

Ti and

a Then tHe werenFeidhy nights. A mob of us

f f i nreadls Search gf fhe Mingculayduthongstly

t own 6 d¢hat gpeagsant toilingsin his field was gloser
S da anlightenmerg gan @iy toke them pogld

would converge on a pub and drink

always struck me as the most, perhaps the
only, cogent answer to t
meaning. Take that as you will.

Widtyality gnd jmysticism wgrg @notger p j g
area that we discussed at length. There was
a teaching assistant, Geoff, who introduced

me to Ouspensky and Gurdjieff. | dutifully

could not find much substance to it, beyond
a remark by Gurdjieff to a group of seekers

ever hope to be.

re



All these questions were very real and
important to me then, and still are today. |
was still utterly d isillusioned by the
hypocrisy of the church and people who
call ed themsel ves
for some kind of salvation or redemption
had turned naturally enough to the realm of
politics. My slide to the left continued. My
initial attraction to the Labour Party, based
as it was on my brief reading of Marx,
began to turn towards communism. But
who could ignore the realities of Soviet
Russia? Aside from the fact that they were
pointing missiles at the UK that might
arrive on any given day with a mere f our

individua | to society, the establishment of
some kind of societal structure that could be
built on cooperation, promote brotherhood,
while  simultaneously  protecting the

0 Ch r iadondmg arsl dreedomrm pf theg indivilal.

No one, | think, has, no one, | think, can
provide a ful ly satisfactory answer to the
dilemmas of this question, but | did think
then, and still do, that thinkers like
Proudhon, Bakunin and Kropotkin were
closest to the right direction. Violent
revolution, though, as far as | can see, is
always guaranteed to fail to bring about any
kind of change for the better 8 how can
anyone possibly imagine that violence can

mi nut esod warning, t her be usedht® end hicdencew that Ikiking will

problem of authoritarianism and the introduce uni ver sal bro
subjection of the individual to the state, a shal't not kill o i s s U
subjection or even subjugation that after commandment of all, and | dreamed, and

close to fifty years showed no sign of continue to dream, of a world in which each

relaxing its grip. So much for the state human being might have taken that

oOwi t hearwiaryg . But [ wa s cemmardientifully tolheaxt. Surely this is

with the leftist vision of a world based on the only basis from which to build any
brotherhood and cooperation, as contrasted society worth living in, any political

with the vicious dog -eat-dog competition of philosophy worth living by?

rampant capitalism. Extending the principle

that had set me on this path in the first The school arranged a tip to London to see

place, and in spite of the destructive antics a major Marcel Duchamp retrospective at

of the anarchists on the CND march, | the Tate. You may imagine that one result of
decided that as Anarchism was universally the intersection of my aesthetic and political

reviled at every point on the political views was a strong appreciation for the
spectrum, and by now | was repulsed by Dada movement. In anticipation of the visit

every point on that spectrum, it started to | conceived the idea of pissing into the

look like the most humane political Fountain. Alas, in the ¢

philosophy. It caused a bit of a scene at the
dinner table one night when the parents
brought it up. They were of course appalled
at the direction my thoughts were taking
me. For my part, | was simply outraged that
they seemed to believe they had the right to
read my notebook. It was probably during
this discussion that | was faced with the
l udi crous guestion,
why are you so

As you can see perhaps, what was
concerning me was the relation of the

courage to actually follow through on my
planned Dadaist gesture, once in the gallery
| lost my nerve, intimidated by the
sacrosanct air of the place. Perhaps my plan
was not an entirely original idea,
nevertheless it was not until 1993 that Pierre
Pinoncelli urinated into the piece while it
was on display in Nimes, or 2000 that Yuan
0 Y &hap angl Jigno Jun Kit wsinated gre the |

st upi d? 6Fountain at the Tate Modern. Perhaps | will

enlarge more on my thoughts on Dada and
Conceptual Art later in my story.

(‘Dj



One evening in November, as Bob and | 0That doesndt Yomdobk sor |, n
were walking to a pub, he pulled out a joint cool Youdd be great! é
and once again offered it to me. Well,
actually oofferedé6 is ON@met@ahlgy.ofThaanks. No.
understatement. It had been in the second
week of term when he first suggested | Eventually he gave up and wandered off.
might like to try smoking hash. | had While itdés clear to me
recoiled in horror. featuring Junky John as a prominent

me mber had, as t hey s a
0But it |l eads straight ¢ehancehlgle spmetimeswonder when | look

back what turns my life might have taken
ONo, not at all, 6 | aughhad.! chosen to take up
oStill. I dondt think SBotébacBuard-l dokiyma ®avdwtr e i fg

where to ged LSD?6
Over the ensuing weeks he had kept up a
steady low -key urging, and to my eyes he
certainly didnoét see
effects from his vice. His work was strong,
he was a fine draughtsman and he certainly
showed no signs of sliding into heroin
addiction. Indeed there was a guy in the
town who hung around the fringes of the
art school crowd who was known as Junkie
John, and Bob evinced considerable disdain
at Johnds taste in
heroin, on the rare occasions when he could
obtain it, to bizarre procedures involving

Vi c hitalers.

My first encounter with Junky John had

been one afternoon on the High Street. |
was walking home from the Cont when |

heard footsteps running up behind me. A

scruffy and disheveled figure overtook me

and turned to face me. Wild eyes, long,
dirty and uncombed hair, a green sweater
with many holes and loose strands of wool,
a nondescript corduroy jacket and jeans.

OHey, man. Do you wa
my band?6

o Um. No, I dondt thi
candt sing. 6

m

d r u gpsomised myseélh & thad IM@Bddmake rmg m

nt

n k

particularly fatuous waste of mental energy.
The past is unchanging and unchangeable.
Our memories of that past may be mutable,
we may even have profound differences of
t récollécton, Hut thé Sast remains patyandi | |
whatever coincidence of memory we may
negotiate a semblance of agreement on is
history. And god knows, holding on to
history and, more to the point, dealing with
its conseguences? | donq
but thatodds work enough f
| did promise myself o or is it because |

own decisions and accept the consequences
and the responsibility
like to think that | have, on the whole,
managed to live up to that promise. As the

story unfolds, please, feel free to judge for
yourself. But keep your condemnations to
yourself. Some of those decisions have been
spectacularly ill -judged, and some of those
consequences have been equally
spectacularly  painful. Sometimes the
painful consequence has been utterly out of
proportion to that action from which it
proceeded, sometimes it may have seemed

to be poetic justice. In either case | _have
tfied tdo gccebthb%th SHe np%iff fand' tfe
responsibility to Iive
need you, IPro ?nyone else, cli Pinri ontq
some high horse and s€ering, thank Sou.
And anyway, the worst pains, the deepest
unhappinesses that | have found myself

wli

an

t

hi

or
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l'iving through have
able to judge, a direct consequence of any
decision of mi ne. I
come back to this point from time to time as
we proceed.

But for now: Bob had just offered me a

jointé

00h, OK, 6 | said and
oYou donodt smoke ci
gently or youdll be
So | inhaled gently. But deeply. As |

breathed out,
enveloped me.

a mild warm euphoria

0Do you feel anythin
00h yes! o | | aughed
hilarity that no doubt you may have been
expecting, simply an easy expression of

well -being.

So. A pot-smoker. Like so many other lost
children of the sixties, looking for ways to

change the world. Subjectively this seemed
to be as interesting a direction to try as any
other. There was an idea going around that
somehow, as if by magic, we could change
the world simply through sheer force of

imagination. To be honest, | still hold to th at
noti on, | just
numbers. It was easy to be seduced by the
idea that we were an unstoppable force. We
children were the subject of unending

discussions, articles, television reports, so
that there was a suggestion that we who
imagin ed ourselves at the forefront of a new
movement were far more numerous and far

more engaged, far more committed than

was in fact the case. There would be some
rude awakenings to come but for now the

world seemed suffused with a haze of hope,

a haze strongly scented with marijuana and

hashi sh smokeé

ol 1

donot

not bdeoennd, t
evening, but the darkness of the alley, a fire
esdape and hasementeaitirgysretveestill crytstal
clear.

Not to short-c hange t he

offerings, but the social activities are what

remain in memory & and they are certainly

more interesting to recall. Somehow | ended
t o @konittie- committee for the Christmas

dance, along with Margaretta and a couple
g a foothre At the fifstlanding Méeting Mr.

C 0 u gifth, thdpriripal, suggested as the theme
OPfRephaelite
particularly inspiring to me, nor | think to
the others on the committee, but as he
seemed to be so caught up in the idea we all

9?6 agreed, with at least a polite pretense of

" " enthusiasm. It was not so much any

s o faqtlpa%ly for thBe tPre Rfﬂp aellkelaﬁas@%tl@d
which was in fact, along with Art Nouveau,
the Arts and Crafts movement, Arthur
Rackham, and Blake, very much in vogue at
the ti me. No it was
| think we all saw it as a barb aimed far
more at us than at Rossetti and company.
Neverthel-RaphaedlPirtee
was to be.

For me the most pressing problem was to
find a companion for the evening. My yen
for Tina was going absolutely nowhere.
vyaﬁ eIHcﬁant wggtly ag gwoul g furg out
later, to jeopardize my friendship with
Margaretta and Barbara by approaching
Barbara. | was, in a word, completely
clueless where girls were concerned.
Looking back, | have the impression that
sever al girls at the
in me, but | certainly failed at the time to
notice any signs. Permit me a small sigh for
l'ittle Nogginé

One afternoon at ffi
blonde sitting with a cookery cohort a few
tables away. Naturally | was far too shy to
approach her in the coffee bar, but

arse meersbte r | damy t hi

school {
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somehow when she left on her own | found
myself running after her. | caught up with

her on the other side of Gildredge Road.
OExcuse me. ¢

She turned and smil ed.
ouUum. 6 Long pause. Her
Then in a rush,

l' i ke to go to the Art
0l 6d |l ove to!o

I was thunderstruck at her easy

acquiescence, that she actually seemed
flattered. Her name was Leonie, Leo for
short. So she gave me her number,
apologized for having to rush off and left
me standing there with an idiot grin on my
face.

The dance turned out to be a big success.
Music was provided by Chris from
Uckfieldbs friends.
embraced the theme and wore flowing,
diaphanous dresses, the boys all as
dandified as they could manage. | wore a
white raw cotton Nehru jacket, purchased
on a special trip to Carnaby Street, with a
pair of cricket trousers retailored as bell-
bottoms, a white shirt and a tasseled white
si |k scarf filched f
Margaretta won first prize in the costume
contest for her fabulous Queen of the May
outfit. Her prize was a bit of a
disappointment, though: The Troggs LP,
not a band that carried much cachet in this
crowd.

Leo and | spent some time together over the
next few weeks. She had acar, a Triumph
Herald, so we would meet in the afternoon
after school at
out on the Brighton Road to Beachy Head.
Wal ki ng cl ose to t he
invariably want to show me the latest judo
throw shedd | earned.

OAtt aeclkd6 m

0éo
oONo, real |l y. At tack me
Syek®d | unge at her . Y

occasion finding myself airborne, glimpsing
thg wlistantz rocksadnd lighthoukeehetween

0 buid s my legsdbefore rargding ignonyiniously at

S leeh feen, lall theabreatte knocked but oheny 6

Th ey el T

r

lungs, yes, really, | would launch myself at
her in a fury that was only partly feigned. |
never laid a finger on her. | think it was
looking up, flat on my back, that | first
noticed her feline smile, sharing a secret
with herself. Then she reached down with a
full smile, inviting now, and helped me to
my feet before turning away to light a
cigarette, which | soon learned was her
prelude to a kiss. And | learned too that the
only corrective to the ashtray taste of a
smokerds tongue is to
C|garette Thus began, | suppose a forty

n| caotmchset h%bitr1

to that.

God knows what the hell exactly | thought
might come of this relationship, such as it
was . | &8dm sur e I hoped
Leonie, but she was apparently intent on
being a good girl, with me at least, so that
AVer gMtUpaEP Some Ydrn2t¥heative breast
fondling. And of course we were teenagers

so, inevitably, come springtime she was
ready for a changeé

There was a party in Hastings. She told me
she would see me thee. | arrived early and
found myself a beer. It was not long before
Leo showed up. She was not alone. She was
with an airy Donovan wannabe named
Noel. When they noticed me they very

f £ i nchogglipefately stbpped Nto WiRAbPale. B & d

inclined to believe that moments lik e that
art ithfe fr@aSons enfindaBkind FelRigtd th
warfare. | was angry, shamed, insulted,
affronted. You get the picture. | suppose we

a Gy
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all deal with this, well or badly, once or
often. Not a good feeling. | left the room,
found an almost full bottle of gin. In
another, empty, room | sat down in the
corner on the floor. | set about draining the
bottle.

| was doing yeoman work, and had
consumed more than half the bottle when
Pipds friend, Linda,
been so completely gin-addled | would
have been surprised at the gentle concern in
her voice.

OAre you alright, Andrew?dé6 Manifestly |
was far from alright, but it was nice of her Most of us adjourned to a club to resume
to ask. | mumbled some kind of the revelry. Drunk, as they say, as a lord,
unintelligible reply. my recollections of that part of the evening

are all but lost in the fog, though | do recall
0Come on, 6 she said, oldanciggswithglindafte the Spengen Paxis o
She took my hand, helped me to my feet. | Grou@ibmme Some& yesoshe nd
stood wunsteadily and |[seemnaddahaveset hersightduavsgeringly

shoulder as she led me into the back
garden, down the garden path to a gate that
led into a wooded park. Shortly the path

crossed a small bridge over a trickle of
water that may perhaps have been called a
brook. As | sat down on the railing, Linda

knelt before me. She gently, with her finger
tips, stroked the inside of my thigh in little

circles. Music from the party reached us
through the woods. Slowly her circles grew

wider, and on the upward stroke h er fingers
grew ever closer to my groin.
Inexperienced, you may perhaps say
foolish, even stupid, as her hand brushed,
oh so softly, up t he
her to her feet and held her against me and
we kissed. As we clasped each other in this,
to me astonishing and unanticipated,

embrace, | heard a noise, voices. | opened

my eyes and |l ooking
saw two policemen coming down the path
towards us. | broke off the kiss as they
reached us.
OHave

you seen

oved N Y& &%l akhes an
under the bedcovers, embracing, touching,

kissing, caressingeée Out
grew more intense. Clumsy and
inexperienced as | was, and drunk as we

oot bhwepgehdpd0s astonishi

anyone

ON®B.uUt we have not been |

Something about a runaway child.

oYou two shouldd run al o

inside. 6

But no sooner were we back at the party
than there came a knocking at the door.

f JMPre gopngrs. Perhaps they werg dooking, ¢
for the missing child, perhaps they had
been called because of the noise, whatever
their reasons for being there, they made
short work of shutting it down.

and soon enough she woul
The bar closed. Honestly | do not know how
this managed to happen but somehow there
| was getting out of a car with an eager
Linda clinging to my arm, a key in my
hand. Someone, heaven knows who, or still
less why, had apparently lent us a flat for
the night. Rain had begun to fall. We ran up
the outside stairs of a wooden building, a
converted barn or stable, and | managed to
fumble the key into the lock to open the

door.

£ 1 \Ye fgynd gliselves, ip a goely taipeSta’ ul 1 ed

hung and dimly -lit room beside a double
bed covered with a huge fur rug. Once
inside Linda wrapped me in her arms and
kissed me, long and deep. We fumbled with

was successfully consummated.
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Nevertheless somehow, between instinct
and Lindads subtl e
donot know, maybe you

but if you think about it you may realize
t hat i todidiculpuslysbiblicdl for me
to have dared invent it: as | was engulfed in
the ecstasy and exultation of orgasm, a
blinding white light pierced my closed eyes,
a deafening crash followed almost
simultaneously and the building shook. |
fell back beside Linda, awed, amazed,
grateful é perhaps a |
fall asleep with my

(I have recently been
l ucky, and as | t hink
forced to admit that it is so & no doubt you
will have the same thought at many
junctures as my story unfolds).

Now, by some measures, | was at last a
mané What a crass,
| have been, SO many
Monday morning at school | was talking

before class with a few of my friends &
apparent | y Il dm so
forgotten who exactly o about the weekend.
| told them about losing Leo.

oOBut then Linda
what | suppose was meant to be a
sophisticated chuckle, but more likely came
out as a prurient snigger. One of my friends
shifted his glance to look over my shoulder.
| turned to follow his gaze. Linda was
standing two feet behind me. | met her eyes
as what an instant earlier had been an eager
smile  crumpled into shame and
disappointment and she turned and fled. | n
all my life |1 do believe | have never set out
to hurt a lover, this was simply the first of
far too many times when | have managed to
do so anyway, from stupi dity, ignorance,
insensitivity, e mbar r assment é

Ol nsensitivityol Hah!
who has already confessed to having been

|l abeled o0too
veach diher. To eny shame,d nevehmasde, any
attempt to talk to her, to apologize, to
expl ainé

Oh well. | was actually going to classes,
though an alarming trend of teachers
refusing to allow me into their classrooms
began with ceramics. As well as catering to
real students, as we liked to think of

it qursedvesethr ischgolralsasoffesed vocatiopal

h a n epurses that efqundpeagern entokéees from

East b o uvash @dpulation of elderly

i pebpter whosk drtistia teffoitd we were y
bpeaséd tooregard witla snottynciynicdl sneetsd m
0 the arrogance of youth, untempered by
experienceé One night
term a kiln firing was lost; ashtrays, mugs,
crude figures of gnomes and woodland
creatures painstakingly squeezed into shape

c al |pg geriatrit fihger® Bhatiered. The sushididn

t oafoseMBal ¥a hbllown €lgy € balQ perhaps
several, had been placed in the kiln by a
person or persons unknown. We had been

a s h ame dwarhdd attthe first leBsanviitat the presence

of air bubbles in the clay could have
disastrous results, the expansion of the air
at the high temperatures within the kiln

s e duc e daufif 'dévastating® ékplofions. dr tsdine

reason the accusatory finger was pointed at
my chest and | found myself with a few
extra hours of free study time each week.
Next | somehow managed to offend the
sensibilities of the sculpture teacher. There
was metal sculpture, there was wood, and
there was clay and plaster. | had no feel at
all for clay, and my efforts at mak ing a bust
from life were, let us say, disappointing. At

best. But it was a wooden piece that first
provoked outrage.

Unsurprisingly, given the heavy emphasis
on Bauhaus principles, | was deeply
impressed by the work of Arp and Brancusi,
éroRA)he‘-h welwer@ #iven $he tAsk ef'trieating

a wooden sculpture based on our clay busts

sensitiveo.
g ui dtime ate Eastbewne,mandaaanc d avoided




that was the road | tried to follow.
Ent hrall ed by t he
neck | attempted an abstraction: a central
form, curving upwards wing -like and
tapering to a point, from which projected
two other alar forms, yoke shaped and
curving backwards. My intent was to
suggest, subtly, the proud tilt of a chin.
There was an unfortunate gulf between the
imagined work, smooth and finished, and
the crudely cut and poorly finished
actuality.

In front of the whole class my work was

lambasted, not only for the crude
craftsmanship but also for daring to attempt

such an abstract form 8 something far more
figurative was required, it seems. My

offered explanation of what | had wanted to

achieve fell on deaf ears. | was offended in
my turn. Perhaps my defense became a little
vehement. However it may be, | was asked
never to return.

Metal-working was something different,
though my efforts here were equally
fruitless. We were asked to create, over the
Easter holiday, something on the theme of
0Springbo. Whatever f
recent incident had convinced me that it
should not involve welding. There was a
second year student whose vocation was
sculpture. He was both talented and skilled.
He had beautiful glossy black hair that
hung almost to his waist. As he bent over to
make an awkward weld his hair must have
fallen into the jet of flame, for suddenly the
class was interrupted by a terrible shout. |
looked up to see his head engulfed in a halo
of bright yellow -orange flame that lasted
only brief seconds, but when the flames
went out all his beautiful hair was gone.
Alright, no welding for me, | was
assiduously growing my own hair, and had
no interest at al/l [

n

| took three lengths of steel rod and bent

el e geachcinto @ fspirah Eaoto dpirdl chad a

different inclination, based on some arcane
formula that is lost to me now, while they

all curved around the same imaginary
cylinder. | set the three spirals in a square

concrete base, th@ painted them
fluorescent green. Once again there was an
inconvenient gap between intent and

achievement, and once again my effort was
met with withering scorn. My protestations
that it was intended as serious work, that
the formulae | had used to calculate the
spirals had deep meaning, that the spirals
were intended to hint at the DNA helix, that
their upward sweep symbolized growth,
t hat green i s t he
rejuvenating trees and grass, that the spirals
were a visual pun on the prescribed theme,
all this fell on deaf ears. Apparently what |
had done was a personal affront to the
teacher and demonstrated an inexcusable
attack on the institution itself. Ouch. And |
thought it was kind of cool. More free study
ti meé

Not all my endeavors were quite so ill-
received. | managed rather well in Basic

0 I Mesigrt andnNimyd $kills aé a kd@wughtsman
were developing, albeit slowly. Nor was | a
complete failure at lettering, where the
teacherodos idol,
Ben Shahn (who was also, | suspect, an
influence on whoever created the logo for
the Yardbirds). The encouragement to allow
ourselves to escape the rigidities of formal
typography was liberating.

And of course, fashion drawing. | made
certain to maintain standards high enough
to remain in the class, if for no other reason
than to continue to moon over Tina. And
so, one Monday morning | was witness to
an extraordinary, wonderful, almost

per haps

| alchemitg transformati®ro Wheo IS iadrséen g 6 é

Sally walking to her bus the previous Friday
she had been her usual self, far from

ev



unattractive certainly, but a little drab, a bit
nondescript. But when she walked into the
classroom that Monday she was radiant, her
eyes shone, her skin seemed to glow, where
her posture had been hesitant, closedoff,
now she stood tall and confident, a beauty,
the duckling become a swan. | was
transfixed. | think perhaps at that moment |
fell in love, though the realization grew
only slowly over the course of the summer.
And fool that | am, | was distracted by Tina,
and also held back for fear of rejection.

I was not the only one to have noticed the
change. Girls whispered, boys stared. It
emerged that she had gone to a party on
Saturday with Roger, a local boy, a bit of a
lad and a prominent face on the local scene.
They had left together and by all accounts
had spent the night together, too. Of course
now all those chants
gan dray goo! 6
had Roger seen this beauty, brought it
forth? How had | not? So began a strange,
disjointed pavane that twi ned through the
next several years.

As well as my doomed sculptural project, |
had spent a good deal of time during the
Easter holiday sketching the old folk in their
deck-chairs and on the benches of the
promenade. By now | had completely
abandoned the campromise of industrial
design, having fallen completely under the
spel |l of Fine Artéos
had rather looked forward to the silkscreen
class that took place in the summer term,
and was pleased with my sketches for the
print | planned to make. The design was a
satirical pastiche of British travel posters of
an earlier age: at the top and the bottom
were to be friezes based on my sketches of
ol d fogies, beneath
TO EASTBOURNEGOG, t hen
East bour neldakingolt yover thee
Channel which | intended to be echoed by a
similar view of t he

0A
returne dTha(t @S yﬁuamua}‘n

foll owed by OAND DI E I N
some reason this provoked still another
teacherodos ire.

oYou canot do thiso, s h
imitating Paul . 6 Paul being s

painter whose work admired, and who may

have influenced my design in some subtle
way, but oimitatingo? |
said as much. So now we came to the true
cause of her anger.

ol t will of fend pedboel e.
outraged. é This seemed t
an excellent reason to proceed with the

project, and | was outraged myself at this
censorship.

not lwbhatt eo

or e
héowt ooOlputi nt .

oYou tpor itnetl, |
told 0
of

|pw:|;1g%e>é d|c1g nlét\ég%gv)ér

0l f you are going to ta
can | eave the <cl ass. N o
back. o
Hey ho, more free study
prestige and mystique.
the top frieze 0COME
a stylization of

townds | arge cemetery,
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THE GROTESQUE BODY
By Matt Leyshon

Images © Yann LeGrand

Gary F. woke to find a grotesque body in
his bed. The skin was pallid like sweating
cheese and there were little dark hairs
sprouted out all over
Two pasty legs stretched out to the end of
the bed, a soft white belly that made him
think of a maggot hogged the centre, and
everything gently quivered with ugly
wheezing breaths. The body smelled of old
meat and it glistened with an unpleasant
sheen of oily perspiration.

He looked at it in disgust and tried to

establish how such a body had come to be
in his bed. Moreover, he puzzled over how
such repugnant form could even exist.

Perhaps it had been created in a secret
government laboratory and placed there
whilst he was away as an evil experiment?
Was it possible that he could have climbed
into bed and fallen asleep without noticing
it there, he thought? Or maybe his work
colleagues had somehow gained entrance to
his apartment to play a prank upon him
with this repugnant marionette that they
had found somewhere? There was no
simple explanation to the fact that he had
awoken to find a truly horrible body lying

in his bed.

Gary F. had returned yesterday evening
from his annual trip to Dorset. It was a trip

he had made evay summer since moving
north, originally to see his parents, but since
their deaths, it had become a pilgrimage of
uncertain purpose. Although he had not
lived in Dorset for decades it always felt to
him as though he were coming home and
he enjoyed the serse of belonging no matter
how misplaced it might be.

In Dorset he would visit the coast, wander
through .dense woods, and _climb hills to
abimird ihE Siew! oP b Sowr"ahct t | S |
winding vales. Travelling down in his car
he would always feel a certain anxiety; he
would worry about bumping into old
classmates or teachers, and he would worry
about chance encounters with family
members that he chose to never visit, but
once there, and with his groceries
purchased, cocooned by the countryside, he
would feel calmed by a feeling of sanctity
that was magnified by the preceding
tension like a stay of execution.




This last trip however had not been
completely without incident as he had taken

a fall on the last day of his holiday whilst

making the walk back to Portland Bill
where he had left his car. He had been
ascending a gently inclining rock face, as,
with the tide coming in, it was too

treacherous to continue walking by the sea.
Here he had lost his footing and fallen
backwards, tumbling over several jutting

boulders of Portland stone before finally
come to rest upon
with the sun drilling into his eyes.

He must have knocked himself out for
when he came to he did so from a peculiarly
intense dream in which he swayed wildly,
unable to feel the ground beneath his feet
and his arms both floated around him like
disembodied limbs. In the dream he drifted
into the sea like a wraith and floated until
all proprioception had vanished and he was
not floating in the sea, he was the sea itself.
He had given his head quite a knock as his
body spilled downwards and was dazed at
first as his dream dissipated, but the pain
was soon forgotten and the lump on his
temple was swiftly ignored when, as he got
cautiously to his feet, he had spotted a
perfect hagstone amidst the pebbles.

Hagstoneds bring
was always on the lookout for them when
he wal ked al ong
parents had had one hung on a nail outside
the family home but it had been stolen
when they had died as the property had
been left unattended for most of the year
unt il it was sol d.
ever brought good luck upon the household
but the horrors that might have befallen
him or his family had it not been there were
proof enough for Gary F. and he had
wanted a hagstone of his own ever since.

Now, with his hagstone in his pocket, he
returned to his car feeling content and more

Chesi |l

good

Dorset

He

than a little light headed. Every so often he
took his stone and admired its silver flecked
grey sheen and the red ven running around
the circumference at each end, then he
would hold it upwards to allow the sun to
shine through the hole in the centre until
the light made his sore head throb. Could it
be that as he had been admiring his find his
workmates had been breaking his locks,
entering his apartment, and hauling a body
across his hall and to hide it in his bed?
Beachodos shingle

More important than how the body got

there, was how Gary F. could get the body

QYL-0L MiSsPpd and, qui,of Risysight, itwas 5 4
making him feel sick. To his further horror,

as he sought to roll the body out over the

edge of the mattress, its corpselike arms

began to rise, and when he stopped
thinking about trying to shift the body, the

arms flopped back like two packs of rolled
sausage meat.




Although th e form lay in his bed he knew
that it was most definitely not his.
Although it did enter his mind that perhaps
somehow he was within it, as if his
consciousness had gone astray and returned
to the wrong home like a cat wanting to be
fed and not caring who does the feeding.
His mind was certainly capable of
wandering, as was
knowledge it had never roamed from his
body before and then returned to inhabit a
different body, and even if such a thing
were to happen, surely his mind would
choose a less odious soma to inhabit.

Gary F. knew that his own body may have
compared unfavourably to some of his
colleagues who went to the gym after work
or the clerk in Accounts who ran
marathons, it still made no sense that his
mind would choose t his disgusting lump of
pulsing flesh instead of his own body,
wherever it might now be. None the less, as

irrational as it seemed to him, he eventually
concluded that his mind had indeed
somehow transferred itself into the
grotesque body that was laid in his bed like
an effigy.

Gary F. considered that if he were to return
himself to his rightful vessel then he would

a ny ooh eodrse,needota find hisdbodyhfirss He

was quite sure he had been in his body
when he was in Dorset, he had felt his head
smack againstthe rocks and he had held the
hagstone in his own hand. It was his body
that had climbed into his car at Portland Bill
and made the drive home. He was sure of
this because he had seen himself in the rear
view mirror and studied the bump on his
temple, and he would surely have noticed if
it had not been his hands upon the steering
wheel. Perhaps my body is still in the car,
thought Gary F.

He concentrated upon sitting the body up at
the edge of the bed and, focussing intensely
on each limb at a time, hethen managed to
get the body into a standing position.
Studying the legs and visualising each
movement he was able to walk to his
wardrobe, and by observing his arms and
hands he was able to select clothes and put
them on. The process took a long time kut
his clothes fit the body well enough.
Noticing that the body looked much less
offensive clothed he decided that he would
be able to walk out to his car parked in the
street without drawing attention to himself
and so he worked his way outside.

Gary F. was not surprised to find that his
body was not in the car. He managed to get
the body into the driving seat and here he
sat thinking for a moment. Perhaps, he
contemplated, his colleagues had in fact
played their prank as he slept and after
swapping the bodies they had taken his
own body into work to surprise him when

he arrived. With this in mind he started




driving to work, carefully switching his
attention between the road ahead, his hands
on the wheel, and his feet on the pedals.

As he finished parking in the office car park
Gary F. noticed the hagstone was on the
dashboard, he concentrated on his left hand
and reached for it, and then he pushed it
into pocket. He walked from his car and
began to prepare himself for the jeers he
would certain ly receive from the other staff
in his office when he found himself faced
with his body sat motionless at his desk.

ONice body, 6 they
the hideous form he entered the office in.

0Gary F. went on hol:
us backwas a repul sive
clerk in accounts would shout across the
desks to hysterical laughter from the others.

As he walked in the receptionist lifted her
head briefly then returned to staring at her
computer screen without acknowledging
him.

0Good morning, 6 said
OMorning, 6 she
again.

Curious, thought Gary F. at her lack of
repugnance, and walked across the office
floor to his desk. He was impressed with his
colleagues planning for there were no
smirks and no wisecracks; the whole office
was <clearly in on the
want it to end. But to his disappointment

his body was not in his chair waiting for
him.

0Good morning, 6 sai d
from Personnel who sat opposite him
frowning, engros sed in his work.

woul d

da
bod

ONo, 6 said Gary F., but

to his work, uninterested in any tale Gary F.

Ga rn&i,ght Ea_ve to tell.

replied I\Wt?ogyha%kﬁdtabopt@ig Qo,idﬁygandut%are

were no comments on the fact he had
returned to work in a wretched body that
surely ought to have repulsed anybody that
set eyes upon it. He felt as though his mind
were a meat hook with a putrid carcass
hanging from it.

reov%%lnd.%eﬂ Iatef r l%,a_nd&](? rB)tH:_%jt

hat Phoevi who sat beside him was taking
a break already. She was reading a book
and Gary F. wondered what it was because
the back of her battered paperback book

Ggelpig}ed some sgulg-likepc‘,;ete\tpr? (E.Jra‘yvling
from” the sea with a body even more
abhorrent than his own. It had ghastly
green feelers dipping in slime and lurid

dOverslept?6 Patrick r e;ﬁspolusecgoplets oozing from its bulbous
: q :

ead.

Pa:



It occurred to Gary F. that if he were able to
occupy the body that he had found in his
bed and brought in to work then it seemed
plausible that other bodies might also prove
to be available vessels. Just as he had to
study his own body to make it respond, he
began to study
he found he was able to reach out with her

right hand to turn the page. Her petite

body felt less of a burden and her slender

limbs moved without requiring such
concentration, but the relief was brief for the

feeling of not belonging in a body other

than his own could not be shaken. Gary F.
found that with Phoevi 0
the words upon the page of her book and he

was curious to read of the creature whose

body was far more terrible than anything he
thought imaginable.

éyielded si
octopus, a dragon, and a human caricature.... A
pulpy, tentacled head surmounted a grotesque
scaly body with rudimentary wigs.

The words began to blur on the page and he
began to feel uncomfortable again, as if all

the air in the room were rushing towards

hi m. He found that if
on his head then it kept falling forward as if

it weretooheavy for Phoevi 6
He noticed that Patrick was staring but it

had been a running joke in the office that he
fancied Phoevi so at first Gary F. ignored
him and continued to struggle on with his
reading in the hope that his vision would
focus again.

éwi t h an-likeohedad wvpogesface
was a mass of feelers, a scaly, rubhmoking
body.

Patrick was still staring and his attention
seemed to be very much focussed upon
Phoevi 8s chest. Thi s
perfectly ordinary occurrence except the
look of dismay that Patrick bore suggested

mul t aneot

otherwise. Gary F. looked down and
noticed something wriggling beneath
Phoevi 6s cotton bl ouse
Her head was beginning to feel increasingly
heavy to him and his vision began to blur
even more now as if he were under water.

Phoevi 06 He raacheéd her anch up and pulled her top

out so he could look down inside. For some
moments he could make little out, but then
he noticed a viscous tentacle writhing
around and probing for an escape from the
constraints of her clothing.

With the eyes of his colleagues burning into
him and gravity closing in like a coffin lid,

he felt a desperate panic rising and an
urgent need to get away; not a desire to
leave the office for some fresh air, but to
depart from corporality altogether and drift

in the cold seas he had left behind in Dorset.
mi ght have been a
Just as he had willed
body, he now willed himself into the space

b
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above her and, as i f
vacuum and the plug had been pulled, he

felt hi mself gushing outwards and speeding

towards freedom. Gary F. reeled at the
magnitude of his new self and the

bombardment of sensation; he felt a leaf on
an office plant unfurl, the heat of the

computer processors, he heard a flea
scratching in the carpet, and he sensed
perspiration bubbles swelling in the armpits

of Gareth from Marketing. Somewhere a
toilet flushed, somewhere else a monitor
blinked off into energy safe mode. He felt

the last whistle of air gush from the lungs of

the body he had arrived at work with as it

slumped forwards dead. He heard the

hagstone drop to the
pocket.

A first -aider had rushed over to Phoevi and
screamed at the numerous tentacles that
had now erupted from her chest like a
mottled green anemone. He felt the light

refract from her glistening, bulbous and

cephalous head. He heard the breath rasp
in her flooded lungs, he felt the magnetic
fields shift as workers rose from their chairs.

The physical world swarmed around him

like hornets stinging him wi th omniscience.
He heard pigeons scratching on the roof, he
saw mites shuffling in keyboard dust, he

smelled a discreet fart and an exhalation of
coffee breathe swirled around him until it

all became too much process.

His own weightlessness became weighted
with awareness; his thoughts flailed and
eddied, without organs to differentiate
between perceptions the world was
becoming a soup of useless details and he
bloated within it like a stale crouton. Time
became arbitrary; the dead body slumped in
his chair was dragged away by panicking
managers as a cacophony of screams and
fearful sobbing soundtracked Phoevi who
was now writhing cephalopodic on the
floor.

P Heo lead to @ssapebtioisd syffocatmg feeedam
from form and so with his last ounce of
concentration Gary F. summoned himself
into the hagstone that lay upon the floor just

beyond Phoevi 06s tangl e
tendrils.
Immediately the world began to ebb

luxuriously away from him, leaving only
the fading prickle of coarse carpet beneath
him and the wanin g, gentle warmth from
the strip light above; and so salvation came
to him in the form of a stony prison. Gary
F. 0s rapture was a
basked in the death of sensibility. It felt like
coming home.

floor from the bodyods
His last awareness of the world was the
clammy fingers of Patrick followed by the
warmth of a trouser pocket.
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UNIVERSITY OF STRANGERS
AN EXCERPT
By Bob Pfeifer

University of Strangers is a mix of fact and saw that. Fresh eggs. We] d
fiction written as oral history. It blends the when we get eggs, we get powder they
real-life murder trial of Amanda Knox in make the eggs from. Nothing 6 s r e a | herne.
Perugia, Italy with a fantasy grouping of heds just cracking the dhe
celebrity artists known as the Strangers beauti f ul So heds got |Jth
pursuing truth and corruption. The story is but heds with them in tHe
told from the point of view of various stupi d. I said hey. And h
characters. In the excerpts below we hear asked, said something back, you know, like
from three o fany disparate o v ellepor what s up doc, so he | dc
voices. who, if a guard, me, | mean, | see nothing;

he6s poaching eggs in the
THE STORY OF THE EGG gonna be a problem if he does get seen.
Prisoner One Eye, who has one eye and | say to him Branko | thought you were a
sometimes covers it up -- Ed. motherfucking pussy wimp, but | see you

got the juice like who the fuck are you, and,
| thought these guys were punk s . Ihé st says, One Eye you want some eggs.
known Chief Dennis for like since Spain or Di dndt | ook . I coul da ma
someplace middle east, been all over, 20 taken the eggs. Heos |ike
years, more, 30, not long after | got out of l i ke heds juice just |I|ikle
Nam. guy. So | say fuck no thanks because |

know that 6 s power . Mor e poper
The Chief was thinking about making a Mexican Juan packs.
move. Like he was sick of them, Brank and
Juan, but | called him, on that. | told Chief | mean anybody can kick| B
what | saw. It was like almost lockdown, no our floor, anybody. Butl n
it was at night, l'ightsg pPut ol ®@Ntdhe tOhereefdSyou| st
Branko in the little kitchen we have. Not go there. | can only stall him. But it tells
kitchen what do you calpjnp:t,| sShidot cd,®wsfol - e Jd Pia
got a thing to wash dishes, a toaster for fuck me saying where were you, and, get
bread cause youd ondt get pop t @eirdoh me bacausd hB lke will.
mi crowave, thatods it.

Man has eggs in prison fuck me.
So Brankods there toasting. [ see him |ike
with a | oaf. And heds cracking eggs. Never




DANI

Dani is an attractive
works in the Los Angeles sex industry ---
Ed.

I knew Vivian for a few years. We slept
together every once in a while; nothing
serious, just like when we felt like it. | ran
into her and Branko at a club. | was a mess.

| just had an abortion. | was with a client
and the condom broke. | got pregnant. By
the time | found out it was actually 11
weeks. And | &dm

basically because it affects me really badly.
And um so | know i tds
like that, | should have figured something
out. | should have gone out and gotten that
stupid fucking pil!l
thinking cuz you know
after pill you can go out and get it. But |
fucking spent the money on herain.

I got the money and it was like this weird
chain of events. And | kept thinkin g | gotta
go get that pill. 1 gotta get that pill. And |
kept spending the money on shit. So stupid.

Anyway | started feeling sick almost
immediately after. You know like a week
after. And | knew in my gut that | was. |
knew but | was in
been times in my life when | thought | was
pregnant and have gotten so psyched out in
my head that | started having physical
reactions. Started getting morning sickness,
missing my period just from my mind
convincing myself | was. And then it would
turn out I wasnodt . I
freaking myself out.

Stoh aStt P i vilo rosf e NMbee ct aOu shee

deni al

| preghant. Kiewdad justtsb Wwronly to e evénd m

But it turned out | was and | just fell apart. |

| ost it I di dnot know
Miscartiageiand ah &bortior? &réady, s if d
there was any way | could have this kid |

was going to have it. So | started
researching: what can you possibly do if
youdre a
What can you do? So | went to Planned
Parenthood and had a meeting with the
people. Basically what it boils down to is
what you have to do is either stay on a low
dose of heroin and
addicted to junk and they get the baby onto
| fRetRadbn@, tor yéuyet Bntomiethadofelafd O |
the babyds born addicted
me t
get off of than junk for
to stay on the junk. T
telid et So K Khé@wW¥ colldhdt hawes a |
tahdedriecotse dt heo Mrenioh G .
wrong.

[ dondt know why | want g
necessarily think abortion is immoral. |
think itodos & thgefordgeoplehi ng
and everything, but | know how bad it

fucked me up before. d8m not even
religious person but I
didnoét want to do it.
to the fact that it was sick and wrong to do

it. So | had the abortion.

Because thereos

And thatds what I was t
Branko that night. And the reason it took so

long for me to get the abortion is because |

was having all these financial difficulties
because I coul dnot
something. | coul dnodt wor k
though | was 1|i ke, oK, I
kid but | cannot be a pregnant person out

t henl

wo r KkJ.

w h

hergondjenkreganad

That 0

do

Bgt




wor king. ltds just : . Brankoiamd | meeshadtsexo Weyneverkhady o u

know. anythin g between us but her.

I was telling them | wa/sfewomontlksdater, heArolk up witd leen & t

know why but Branko offered to lend me He coul dnodt take her acgus
some money except heds altheiime.e Shg went rauts vhem kel did

sorry for me. B uhavethiss ai thatt 5 No way. 0 |

thing about owing anybody. Viv got mad at

me for that. Maybe she got mad at him too. I j ust | aughed, i ke ojyou
Sheds S0 obsessive. StHeckihrogigthti t ch, wasbut we s t
mani pul ating Branko | i ls@netimes. di dnot cC ome

from our world and he fell for my sob story.

But [ wasnodt usienpgwadh i m Butiwkoeknew she waskhat nuts? | never

fucked up and just telling them both what imagined how far she would go to get back

happened that week. But Viv thinks women at him.

can manipulate guys to do anything
because theydre stupid ROMETAXIhi nk with their
di cks. Sheds probably right about their dicks

but | dondét know apblout BréankoiPnoge ofthe leasl Sttapgers -- Ed.
mean they have more money. So she got
pissed saying | was manipulating her Sitting in the emergency room in Italy was
boyfriend. strange. We coul dndt rpal
much of what they were saying. | guess
They fought all the time anyways. Juan could understand more than me, given
t hat heds Latino. Some D f
I dondét know. | kind osfengsieameBuimysélifl fbrdondot| t
some of their problems. She was cheating goes by so fast.
on him with me a little. And then she found
my number like on a matchbook or The driver of the other taxi, a thin guy in his
something at his house. That night | slipped twenties, sat across from us, staring at the
him my number, put it in his coat pocket. floor. Juan and | werenft
He never called me. But she went off on us bruises. Both cars were mangled. We
saying that it was his kid. That he and | wanted to leave, but were told we had to
were doing all this shit behind her back like stay for X-rays. Our driver was in
we knew each other, which was totally examination. Juan was done. | was next.
crazy. | just met hi m Juanaursedrsomg igaffee. | wantes o sleep. t
sure if it was a game or she was really that The hospital took my want to sleep as a sign
insecure. But itds us udhatlpightbghurt. per son doing
all the accusing whoés guilty, isnd6t it?

| thought, we should be tired. It was two in
the morning. Itds been tlhr




accident. The nurse warned me not to sleep.
The doctor told Juan the same thing.

got back in. So much for our having a
choice. We pulled a map out and pointed to
the train station.

We were wet and weohad . That 6s why

blankets over us. That was nice of them to 0O0Okay, okay, 6 he said. 0

give us covers. | figured it meant we | thought. In the maze of streets, we had no

werendt going to be arridemtwhere he was going, but fifteen
minutes into the ride, he pulls over and gets

We landed from L.A. via Madrid yesterday. out. We look at him like, what are you

Took a bus into Rome proper to get doing now?

something to eat. That was all great. Found

a cheap local place that served great pasta 00One mi nut e, okay?6 H

and medi ocr e wi nkesothaWe dgomathihg likel moiworry, no pay. He gets

part wa s nlént. Walkedparoontd a out next to a park. Hed s

little to see the sights. As it got later, we some street hooker. Another one comes by

thought it best to just catch a cab to the train and pokes her head in the taxi window.

station. We wanted to catch the evening S h £ b close | can smell her peiume. And

train to Perugia. we make signs I|ike, no,

We had a little trouble with the cab driver.

The cabbie pushes he away from the door.

Al

D

He didnot wor k hi s En g Bhe fdifheantadly swingsnhdr punse at him.
didndét know Il talian. | HMeaimakes Jauami 3t thiokighhe¢s
he was high or something. And Juan said he but hed6s really not goihg
t hought so too. I wond&medvsi hebs wasndHeme t allki
or us jet laggedi maybe our judgment was who finally opens up a little black
of f . He said no, t hat wacketbdok and hands hih sosnething, ynot wa s
fucked up. money. He shoves it in his jacket pocket and

gets back in the cab.
That s when it hit me , and | sai d it to Juan,
0This guy is going to ogoktayyus wki lgbedmodv, Wehe t ¢l I
have no control over t htalhte rBaarnkioew imidrsr arn. tHeed|s |
hands of God. Juan said it just like that. |
looked at him like, what is he talking about, We drive a few more blocks and he stops at
and told him something about our having a a bar. Double parks. Cars honk. He flips
choice and we can get out of the taxi right them off and walks in waving back to us
now. Not hingds stoppingo@mse minut o, bleér?a 6N of ipnrgoe]r

the air. [ donot bot her c
The guy looked to be nodding at the wheel. meter.
We tried to switch cabs, but the other
cabbies in the line refused to take us. He It starts to rain.
was next in line. Thatds how it worked. We




Whatds this guy doing? ®lot dbaeaebt ofive mamties iOkbgofort y

having to do with whatever he got off the you?o

hooker. One minute turns into fifteen and

we get out of the cab and walk. 0OYes okay. 6 We have abogt
half to mak e [ s o we@r e

We turn th e first cor ner , upright, byes cldsece $ pub tny knapsack

happen to come out and chase us down. against my window and close my eyes. Jet

Screw him. l ag hitting. I wake up. We
intersection. A second later our taxi gets hit

ltdéds pouring now, and aflrromhéebabsd. arMa yfbuel | i 0@ S t

not stopping. I t ds r ai @aroundy Maybe we ghtdit ahd themwm | wake | |

Our bags are getting heavy, but we make it up. But | think | wake up first. The luggage

to a hotel. Ther e@Gost a onimydap lWotks myagoisg foomard. Ldok

and we get in onefi luggage, us, everything over: Juands okay. The dfi\

wet in the backseat. This driver speaks yelling. We get out. The car behind us is

English. smashed up, steam coming out of the hood.
The passenger, a woman, went through the

0Train station, 6 | t e | windshieldnBlood.0R@ik @iying dogra dudn.

American? What kind of the music you and | become observers. We almost fade

|l i ke?6 ORock. 6 o0Okay. o6aweye MV bes IHtmati nnsshock

And some Italian rock music comes on that directing traffic is thegre

sounds like Sixties movie music. The guitar pissed off and on his mobile. We hear sirens

sounds like bad Dick Dale. The drums go in another two or three. They pull her out.

bahfi bah bahfi bah. One and two, one and Ambulance. She looks familiar. | tell Juan

t wo, al | the way | 6m whedbsnghdogi rGolodni et he stfre

Hawn to pop in wearing an itsy -bitsy girll dm tal king about, and| |

teeniewe eni e Pol ka Dot bi kwho gavd thelstaff tovtbedcabedriverrby the

Laugh-In with Sergio Leone and a rock par k. He says he remenbe

polka band. wrong. ltds the one who] c
window and took a swing at him with her

Wedr e moving. Finally.puSsert Hads rsitglhpg. and sphy:

Honks. up, ma n Other driver theofirst one
who crashed into the back of our cab, comes

Intersections jammed. Noise. Raindrops up to us and starts yelling. He spits at us.

loud on our car. Juan puts his fists up, [
to box for the Mexican national teamii

Wedre wet. My bags ar e ligweightn@ur dirigep runs dver ana gets

barely see out the fromn. t B daca Thy ¢ops break ihup. t h e

water off his shaved head with a tee-shirt

from his knapsack. They put the girl on a stretcher and rush her
into an ambul ance. I have




any hope for her. It looks bad. Blood makes

things | ook bad, but
mean it is bad. It
0O0Om,hit. 6 | just put
oYes, this is shit,
O0No. [ mean the guy
cab driver. The one
OMot herfucker. He wa
kick his ass. 6

| knew it, | think.

The police cuff the first cabbie, uncovering
the track marks on his arm to show us
what ds up. Druggi e.

dead and take him away. Our cab driver
gives him the finger and shrugs his
shoulders. Our driver, being help ful, asks if
he can call us a ride, probably angling for a
tip, but still itds

I l ook over the trai
make the next one

another for four hours. Ask the cops how
far the train
just dondét understan
stopped. We decide to walk. Everything is
wet. Puddles to avoid in the dark. We know

wedre going to feel
Perugia.

When you epoyoubdreadsthe esun
coming up. No shops, restaurants.
Not hingds open. Just

© 2011Bob Pfeifer
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THE COSTA RICA EIGHT MILE
BOOK TWO: HARRISBURG NOCTURNITIS
CHAPTER 9: GUANTANAMO ON THE SUSQUEHANNA
By Gene Gregorits

Izabela and | returned to Baltimore in
silence, and all remained silent for a couple
of days, until it dawned on me that | had no
driver for the U -Haul. | coughed up the
requisite apologies, and prepared a large
dinner of T-bone steaks with a 1.5 liter
bott | e of Concha Y
Cabernet, which had been a big hit with me
that week. We went on walks through the
Northeast Baltimore ghettos at night, all
warm beer and humidity and decay, and |

bare-knuckled her to several climaxes
underneath my always-open sidewalk
transom windows. It took about an hour to

load the truck, and with the bobcat now
docile from fear, perched stiff and trembling

on my lap, lzabela gloating furiously,

showing off her relative prowess in

maneuvering the behemoth through tra ffic
or between gas pumps, a promise to leave
alcohol alone, and Fleetwood Mac once
again on the radio, | was so happy to be
leaving Baltimore | could have wept.

Hitting a plastic pint of Popov

surreptitiously with corn chip breath

chasers during the 90 minute drive to
Harrisburg, | made a point not to think

about our destination.

Between my Harrisburg of 1996, and my
Harrisburg of now, in the ugly mid -winter
of 2009, there had been so many cities that
| 6d | ost track of
rumbling and r olling and slamming about
behind me in the 12 foot U-Haul was a large

assemblage of mostly scavenged items from
Detroit and Baltimore curbside trash piles.

I n that 13 year i nter
hold onto was my dead Hungarian
grandmot her 0 sk, and iatbara g
aluminum spatula. These items first came

T o r oté me inlhe talt 0d 1895, when rgy marriage

to a 15 year old high school student
dissolved and | went flailing into
bachelorhood, via the homosexual nightlife
of downtown Harrisburg (I worked both
the Harrisburg hospital emergency room
and the YMCA front desk graveyard shift). |
spiraled into degradation and anger via a
disintegrating rear -efficiency apartment,
2nd floor, on 2nd Street, 2nd and Forster to
be exact, where | could not make it a block
at the age of 18 without cat calls and
exhortations from boisterous old queens,
and every night at the hospital, gunshot
victims, and every night at the Y, all manner
of scum-ridden misconduct, from teenage
boys to women to dope deals to gay orgies,
and | took the money, | took small bribes
and large bribes, | kept my head down and
said nothing. | took in as much as an extra
hundred every week. Sometimes, | used the
cash to send roses to my exwife. | had to
stop sending the flowers when | was visited
by a city police officer with a restraining
order. A week after that, from a mean-
spirited lawyer, came a decree-of-divorce.
plaintiff.o | knew |
again.
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In 1996, | never slept. The hospital was
infested with spiders, large wolf spiders,
hairy, fat, fast-moving spiders in nests the
size of big-screen Sony Trinitrons, which |
ruptured with broom handles. At night, |
smoked cigarettes and drank coffee and
beer and did chin ups on the sandstone
door frames o f t he YMCA®G s
spectral lobby, which would fill up with
early morning river mist and the electric
hum of its security system. Ruined men
visited me there, and | saw my future in
their ruddy complexions and romantic
homosexual yearnings and gay prostitution
and crack pipes. In the morning, | went to
the hospital and killed a few thousand
spiders. Police would rap on the plexiglass
windows of the security booth, in which |
would doze, they would slam the grid iron
at the YMCA, in which | would doze also,
and they would rap the plexiglass at the
hospital with their flashlights, and they
would bark like dogs, and they made
remarks about me to my face, and they
would threaten to have me fired. The police
would use obscenities and racial epithets,
and | would be taken to interrogation rooms
and coerced, | would be harangued and
browbeaten by the police, inches from a
suspect, a shooting, or drug death, or a
statutory rape, and | would point my finger
at hi m, and | woul d
one, 6 atheywdult arast him.

In 1996, | never slept. Morning would come
slowly, and walking home from work, the
great yellow sun would burn through me, |
would be acidic from coffee and insomnia, |
would be true -yellow, wired like fuck, and |
would go home and read my mail beside
the filter top litter box in my large, old, and
mostly empty kitchen. The women who saw
my classified ads in small magazines and

wrote me letters were the only women in
my life; they sent me dirty panties and
collage artwork. | read their letters, and
coasted from one fixation to the next. My
letters were full of bile and angst and
invariably frightened the women away.

g o tate ioat ofa bodom, YMCA vending
machine chow, Oscar Meyer, and coughed
everything back up, pure acid. | sat by the
river and started taking blades to myself at
night. Razors, sometimes. Sometimes, steak
knives. Sometimes, broken beer bottles. It
was too soon for me to see how my wife
had been unfit for me, and how | was unfit
for anyone. | was too close to it, and |
simply screamed for her to come back. |
di dndét stop screaming
was a fully formed death dwarf, badly
scarred from head to foot, and then | took
my act on the road: New York City. In New
York, | could not hold my liquor and was
always available for a freak show. | lusted
after anything in a skirt and desperation
fairly poured from me like diesel exhaust. It
would fill up a room in seconds. But in the
trouble | caused, | found proof of my
existence. It was the chaotic inverse of
Harrisburg, that sprawling ghetto that
permanently depressed steel town on the
river.

say, o0Yeah, heds the
| fantasized about a postnuclear
Harrisburg. | romanticized my invisibility
there among all of those vagrants, and the
daytime business people who flooded the
restaurants during lunchtime. It was as if |
had been secreted away there by a powerful
force, or forces, that my squalid teenage
purgatorio would bleed further and further
out, into my 20s, or my 30s. | thought of my
life as a sacred mistake: the Church of the
Abandoned Christ. There was so much |

f
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di dnot know, vast wor |
and did not expect to ever touch in the
future. Completely un -socialized and
uneducated, | could not do anything
normally, or even at all. | could not file tax
returns, or drive a car, or ask out a woman,
or drink in a bar. | could not go on vacation

or cook or write or play a guitar or dance. |
took refuge in books f
novel sNaked Lukckand Journey to the
Endofthe Night |1 6d kept t he
marriage, an d l' i stened t o
night, drinking malt liquor, submerged in
that kind of rural, lower class teenage
misery that finds solace in moronic punk
records and splatter films. None of my
friends were literate, and | was consistently
arrogant and snide to anyone my own age,
aching for a conversation about William
Burroughs or existentialism, about Marlon
Brando or Charles Manson or the Sex
Pistols, conversations that were out if my
reach and which | subconsciously knew |
wasnodt
knew that other men my age were driving
cars, and having relationships, and talking
about books. They did not go to movies
alone, thinking about the Church of the
Abandoned Christ and how this American
city or that American city was somehow
charged with Satanic energy. They did not
ride the Greyhound buses alone, while
writing letters to strangers from classified
ads, theorizing about
of an infernal masochism that would in time
blossom as romantic genius. But | did these
things. These things were keeping me alive,
steaming in me, slow but steady, dragging
me from one day to the next. | paid my
electric bills on time with post office money
orders, did my grocery shopping in the
suburbs with my father during weekends or
evenings, and cursed the river while

dhaunting baakd alley &t nighd. ul cfeit ethe
sharp sting of remorse for what | had put
my parents through, and was unable to say
very much to them. No one knew what to
say to anyone. Sometimes, | would call my
mother late at night, drunk on high gravity
malt liquor, and she would ask who was
buying me alcohol.

rom my youth, oObl ack
The major streets of Harrisburg ran straight

s moehraadosouth paratlel toythe river. There

r were kiulti faneostrdets, antl the speeding
yuppies in their sports cars seemed to use
them as racetracks: Front Street, Second
Street, Third Street. With its many small
valleys and steep hillsides and stone-arch
bridges, and the river of course, you might
picture a small-scale Pittsburgh. But
Pittsburg is a friendly town. In Harrisburg,
after 5 o0dcl ock, t he
who worked in the office buildings would
flee back to the suburbs. It became a ghost
t own. Thatds when the r

att

equi pped ytloalsos u s toat.iSad, ghonlighwBast Coast squalor. Petty

filth. Casual dying. The walking dead,
informing with their deaths all of the
mausoleum whispers the YMCA was
haunted with at night, and strangers
picking up the signals | shot out, all intent
and all doubt spilling from my pores. | see
myself walking from the hospital to the Y,

the river and cars roaring past, gay men
lurking in doorways, and a procession of
t chrg, cruising likedbsredpiranhaso follawting o n
the pulse of the homosexual kingdom, that
pulse which, if traced back in a trail of
cough syrup haze, or by the pervert vibe,
using the compass of S 0ome
cocaine erection, would lead to the heart of
this desolate, brutal town.

si ck

Harrisburg 1994: | lived uptown, with the
Riley family, the only white family on the

qt s




bl oc k. My wi feds
dysfunctional, and she had been rebelling
against them in her defiant meetings with
me, on benches high atop the Susquehanna,
riverside benches which caught the
unsparing gales of wind, and turned our
hands numb as we fumbled in each other&
pants, both of us virgins, with rats rustling
in the bushes and splashing in the January
river below. 1994: future in-laws shrewdly
contained the problem (because | would
have stolen her from them otherwise): they
made me part of the family. We were
married at the edge of the world, the
Uptown Shopping Center: a crack-ravaged
territory which seemed to be the only
barrier between the city and some horrible
infinite, an ectomorphic void where spectral
homeless men raped other spectral
homeless men, where crippled old freight
trains stood abandoned; like a cosmic
wi lderness that swirled angrily on the other
side of China Wok Express, Jimmy the Hot
Dog King, Beer World, Sav-A-Lot; and then,
there, for us, the District Justice of the Peace,
where WE were married and THEY were
arraigned. Teenage sweethearts vs. ageless
coke and dope mopes. It might have been
romantic, but for Debbie and Bill, the in -
laws, who insisted upon bearing witness to
our marriage and to whom my wife would
always defer. We had no friends and our
sex was abysmal. | worked as the dairy
manager in an inner-city supermarket,
eating up the profits and stealing with both
hands. On my 2nd or 3rd day, | was on the
greasecoated floor of aisle 6, stocking cans
of Bartlett pears. A teenaged black girl
approached me, and without a greeting,

began her solicitat i o n : 0 MAN,
CAT?6 The bl ack gi rl
paranoid stare of our string bean

supervisor, a balding middle -aged nebbish.

p &e keapttfrem a loadmg dock into the back
all ey where we
home, a cramped 2 bedroom apartment that
smelled of wet Cheerios and urine, and |
di scovered him there,
asleep: Hank. | fell in love with him on
sight. He was adored and pampered by
myself and the Riley family. Two years
later, he would prowl the back alleys
unsupervised, coming and going freely
through a window by the fire escape. Hank
sometimes disappeared for several days,
and | came to rely on his instincts, for | was
in over my head and indisposed with
demons. It happened slowly, but a
partnership was forged between the cat and
I, and it was this that returned to me like a
shot as lIzabela took the last exit before the
river, coasting off Route 81 into the city at
10 PM. | saw that the hospital was gone,
and a new one had been built. | saw my old
apartment, the building n ow empty and
condemned. | saw the YMCA, and the
capital building, the newspaper plant, the
cold London-like back alleys that always
made me think of Jack the Ripper, and other
places that | had turned into myth by then.

In Jarretsville, Maryland, in a pasture
behind a poorly kept farmhouse, Hank
rested in an unmarked grave.

I was home, and it
sense.

you wanna
and | ducked t he

sprinted

coul d







THE DEVIL WITHIN, SOMETHING OF A PRIMER
By Danny Baker

Between times of home and street | found

| found the physical, once and for all to be

my own Ot we elb ranp severalo d . utterly unintimidating. | t wasnot a sh
years. | dd have been gone frozasshayeverdt wab gertaih.5

but for a flying mirror taking me out of

Hollywood action for awhile and sending There remain ever so many cracks not

me back into the grips of my melting core thrown that should have been; a result of

and the overwhelming ghouls which stoked those so stunting received in the four walls

the flame. | was pounded and bent on the of a home that was anything but. Each

anvil of parents who should not have been. forsaken stil]l haunt s w h

An adolescent Frankenstein, | was neither
them nor me, but enough of both to just
hat eémyself
better; a monster attacking inward.

Somewhere deep within my endo-being
kicked a softer soul. | lost him way too
young. My last recollection was of the boy,
maybe five, standing above a toilet
watching a fly come to his watery death. |
di dnot u nwdye re sneedead do die.
Il &m not sur e | strubgledfoo
years to find patience with that kid.
Apat hyds neutrality
get. | had other things taking my time, and
breaking from soft larval form was at the top
of the list.

It remains a struggle. Protest as | may, once
| found my true strength from within the

depths of my weakness, | again lost my
strength. The virtue and power of
emotional honesty (t he r e al
fortitude) often sits heavy as second to my
natural (or nurtured) desire to throw a

punch. It was from within the pain

wrought by human emo tions gone postal,
not bruises, broken bones or stitches, where

mo I knewtnio a n

vulnerable, and in absolute refusal to ever

feel one of the cowar dos
adgdi.n, | dve Ssince t hr own
needed not be thrown. And it is there |

come full circle, in that within those blows

delivered in reaction not commensurate to

the provocation, | see the man | despise

most in fractured reflection and agonizing
disapproval.

That most important literal, physical
t hri est alaiyati on f or t hat
house as a child did come however, and it
w a scanie hwdth wdll adssenged, lohg @verdué d
vengeance.

suf f e

I was withi n seconds of offing, straight out
killing, the almighty Howard J. Baker, MD
about ten years back orso.Dondét be
by the MDéhe was an
fuck from a quite middle class background
in Clevel andéonl yHe had

f ool e
aggr e

had d

me t e comeotd vise mymex i@ sne, then pushed

the same wrong buttons over and over
again. And learned the fear of all things
unholy as | rapped him, lifted him off the
ground by his neck and in the death hold
abyss of 30 years of his blackness releasing



from my every pore, squeezed him to She came out and the three of us stood

within inches of his miserable narcissistic cuffed on the driveway of my suburban OR
existence. home on a balmy summer eve in full view
of all neighbors, out to see the unheard of
My then wife was in bed with the flu and commotion in their quiet little community.
was left with nothing to think but that an We all kept our mouths shut, but the ex
intruder had entered and was in the process who said (legitimately so) that she had
of killing both the old man and me. She hit mistakenly thought there was an intruder.
the panic alarm and saved his life as | The cops then searched the house,
snapped to. My ul ti mat e vindappéenedéupon my weed, di o
0 How do y ou i ke w h a ttook yt when | mastenaedesl é and jokingly
motherfucker? Cops, you say? Get to the complained that | was (truly) better armed
phoneél d a $oand familiar? | 6 | | than they.
fucking kill you and leave you right where
t he f uck ylowas aaounas chuclh Howard and | reconciled and went up and
fun for him as it had been for me, years down for another several )
before | had that capacity, for | was but a were no longer. He died in 2007. We had
child. not spoken since 2004.
The wife had also hit 911. They asked if she | feel no politically correct remorse for not
he had a gun and to the affirmative she having reconciled while he was on his death
answered. 0 Good, go hide, whed Mg phane ringeruworked. How does
wa y .l &ncountered her in the bedroom one reconcile with the devil anyway. | 6 v e
where | noted the live round on the floor, since found room for that which we did
indicating she had jacked the slide to ensure have and not all was negative, but | regret
the already stoked weapon had a loaded only not taking care of my business with
chamber. She was quivering with the gun him sooner. | became a better man
pointed at the ground, finger outside the thereafter, from the very day we stopped
trigger guard,aslhad s o t aught h epeakingfar gbdv e
me the gun, babyénobodyods here. o6 From
her trembling, petrified hand | removed the That 6s a slice of the back
littl e Gl oc k. Wel | , ithey hedode@etwi stha k Grarcdinao r 06 s h
retur nediyyciaiilml s B f 0 e v e shypuldhhave ghads drearhsr forgsermething s o
the evening continued with AR -1 56 s | e v edthex than a doctor in the family. A human
at us from two sides, a .45 up the middle. would have been nice.
To follow, rhetoric shouted for the gods to
hear, as only cops do, as if ten feet requires And mom? | | ove mo m, she |jus
a megaphoneds bl areé prepped to deal with that a nimal and if

giving me up meant an easier night, | was
OWhereds the female withonme geth??2lreée !'d &t end of t|






DEATH WISH CHAMELEON XI

By Cricket Corleone

Photos © Richard A. Meade

In the light of day, everything seems her subconscious. The denial of anything
different. For a few moments, when Dustin being wrong seemed a much easier
rolls over toward the hotel window, sun psychosistode al wi t h. o0Thi
shining in over the whole of the room, a for regrouping or personal psycho
sudden thought creeps into her brain. anal ysis. 6 She tell
OWhat am | doing her e?06pushes up out of bed. A moment passes as
Dustin is shaking the sleep from her hair.

The thought is qu.ickl)./ p.ushed_f.rom her She turns toward the bed in realization that
mind as she feels it bringing a rising sense her little friend, i s gone. Maybe it was the

of panic. Her heart flutters and for a full night s fest ¢
moment shg nee(_js to catc_h her breath. So del usion of Gretabs
the thought is buried deep into the back of

S i

S

hat
ghog




Another moment of denial that seems to
ease the cankerous feeling in her chest.

But shaking off the panic seems to be a
tough struggle this bright and chipper
morning. So she decides it is best to blow
off some steam. As if the stress is only
coming from a buildup of excess energy. A
quick round of masturbation in thought of
one of her old lovers, a few pushups,
jogging a little in place. Still, th e canker,
NoOw cancerous, is rising.

She picks up her new gun, one in which she
bought after her first session at the shooting
range, from off the bedside table and gives
it a tap. 0OTi me to go
to herself.

The bullet holes pierce through the target
till the round runs dry. Now the faceless
man on the target bears the burden of a
huge gash through its head. As if the brain

wer e to be at fault
anxieties. And like a trophy, Dustin packs
the wasted paper figure into her bag, and
decides to go another few rounds. Till her
own brain gets the message.

But this time, with each shot that flies
t owar d i ts target,
toward the past. Like a crazy carousel,
spinning wil dly, t he %
doi ng heer erredmeTmbr ance of
ghost lying next to her the night before.
Evalinebds thighs sittin
back of the cab. The whisper Dustin planted
into Danef6s ear in her
cafe. Dustin begins to feel noxious from the
thoughts. She places the gun down and

grabs for something real to hold her up. A
counter top. A window. Anything.

Dus

A ma n O AT ¢

madam?6

approaches,







She came over and over again. The sheets
below were soaked. And she still wanted
mor e. ONo thoughts. ..
tells Christopher.
words, 4 he says as
Dustin thinks to herself, as she imagines
Christopher ds cock
swelling up to a point of unnaturalness,
something of physical impossibility. The
amount of cum that he sprays on her and in
her, is inhuman. Like the feeling she gets
from masturbating under the bathtub spout.
Filling up her insides with hot water, and
when she stands, it pours out like a
waterfall onto the porcelain, runs down her
thighs like a river, and splashes to her
painted toes.

Dustin  imagines both  herself and

_ _ Christopher, taking turns having their way
Dustin is startled, OlglimEvglihene'é She pushes

past the man and looks for an exit out of
this place. The bus won
make her escape. She decides to call a cab
instead.

One quick stop to a liquor store, a pack of
smokes, and a mad dash for the confines of
her hotel room, Dustin closes the door and
exhales. Downing five shots of tequila and

lying on the bed, she turns her mind, once
agai n, to that past

she says to the walls around her. And
suddenly, he is there.

Christopher l ays his
thighs bringing them slowly up and
removing her clothing. He slides off her
panties, and then begins fucking Dustin so
hard, the fantasy could have broken from
her mind and the neighbors would have
made a complaint about the noise above.







She bites at the inner of her thighs. She licks
at his cock as it moves in and out of
Evaline... OEvery
she says to Christopher, egging him on to
dirty this beautiful and lonel y creature up.

Licking his ass while he lets Evaline suck
the cum from the tip of his cock into the

back of her throat. So deep in those last
drops, he plunges into her mouth, that she

can feel it in her stomach.

She imagines Dane joining in, and watching
Christopher fuck him in his ass while Dane
has his tongue plunged inside of her
pussy. ol can
herself. ol am goi
tongue. .. 6 she says

orgasm is slowly rising up...

The telephone on the bedside rings loudly.
Dustin opens her eyes, her hands still
stroking her clit roughly between her

hol e

FEEL

sweaty thighs. She tries to ignore it, but

whoever is calling wono
OFUCK, 6 Dustin says to 1}
her hands ontheshe et s . OHELLO, 65¢
in an irritated tone, her hands shaking a
little from the session with herself, as she
listens for the voice on the other end.

Looking out the hotel window from the
bed, phone held against her ear by way of
her shoulder, she can seethat all the light
from outside is now gone. She had been
masturbating for hours and it was now
ni ghtti me. It di dnot
time had gone by. But all she wants to do is
hang up and go back to her fantasies. To
forget everything but what was in that bed
with her before the call. Before the
realization of time crept in. And before she
loses her temper with this interrupting
asshole on the other end.

00
NOT
HUMP

ng
as







OThi s i s Dane, can
The voice on the other end asks and waits
expectantly.

Dustin smells her finger tips for a moment,
just the faintest hint of the hotel soap and
somet hing el se,

accidentally out loud.

oWhat wa?s6 tDhaan e

ONot hing. .. [
where?6 Dustin

wa s
conf i

And with a quick phone interaction, they

agree to meet up at the cafe in a couple of

hours.

we

oLemon?56

rms=

Onecetlie pliope ig lwacki og lihe ?egeiver,
Dustin | ays back smell
Il i ke s ex already. 6
hersel f. oBut . .. [

my head for awhile... and play with

someone real . o6
She

says
Later that evening, in another hotel room,
Dustin has her gun

bed
She
t hin

hel d

respondse eats her out on the bathroom counter.

j ustHe seemg da, ge lovigg, gvery pinue.

OSUCK. . . 6
down

ng

she tells him
bet ween her t
clit into your

and
fucki
demands.




o0When | cum, want y oher. But Dustin éskso hagh bff the leantrol
cum out of my hol e. .. laidnmungliationnshe justackused Ypane, she
my bitch...déd And as shgus¢eéachmd ecl i ma&out megai n
words, oYou. .. stupi d. .witholt lddRiKg.ather6 r ol | of f of

Dustin6s tongue in a rough whisper. She

rolls the barrel of theOWgeLIJA ' ovy%?u Danhuesés P?psr
as he is sucking, and cocks it. yourself? T fGeeta leonses. . . .

Dane pulls wup and stop SDystinoethcﬁrsatpe ekevsatﬂr(?'f'd ay tE_‘eaqO‘?r y
|l oaded, is it?06 Dustin %9%33 ERvgg ?{qtan?n e phgrsside, tsh‘?,e
face with the gun, ol Sd'igdhnsﬁ’t otlelklnowouFlgj/'g'uo
coul d st op Y€ t. , d i_d I ? Baekify ther SownPofei®rBofn, Dudtif &s
turns a little red with humiliation, but his laying on the bed watching another series of

penis is f“_”y erect, and p”?ﬂn ‘f”OWS bad television movies. The phone rings
though he is confused, he is into it. She again.o Ug h , | told you that

shoves the gun into his mouth with a sick one night. You shit, 6 st

satisfaction on her f acghenQePhbiekefusds, ohct d5&n, B stdhi € K
and MAYBE 186l TOUCH yoPirFrgiéng

s he deci des to

Dane begins to suck the barrel of the gun as she says in a cold tone.

Dustin reaches down gently stroking his O Hi
cock between her fingers. Just as he is
getting harder and starting to moan, she
stops. Pushing herself up from the counter, Dustin sits up t
she lowers Dane to his knees. The gun still

inhismouthashe | ooks up at

enough for now. 6 Dustin

pulls the gun from his mouth and turns to am &l

leave the bathroom. nervously laughs.

ummm. . . we
is Evaline?Ist hi s EIl i ?6

oWel |, do you
smiles as she flirts a little.

Dane stands to his feet in confusion.
Following Dustin to the main room he

watches as she gathersgydgre,t hd dphe.n géolelsre you:
wait..come on. . .0 busy?6 Evaline asks.

Dustin smiles and pats him on the head, Dustin turns off the TV. Greta is sitting on

oYou said you |iked ite efdeohthe Bed, Shiking heR head in
pushes him back a little and exits the hotel disapproval.

room, leaving Dane standing there, naked,
pissed off, and very turned on. oNot at all,é6 Dustin

In the hotel hallway, Dustin makes her way The two of them agree to meet up for a
to the elevator. Greta walking up behind drink.










BUKKAKE BRAWL

AN EXCERPT

By Made in DNA

The crowd roared, the spittle from their frothing muzzles creating a fine mist that mixed with
Mei 6s sweat and the blood from the cut above her

The cut burned with a maddening man -made piss-crackle fire. Was the jackhole in front of her
hopped up on Accelerated NanoHerpes!?

She body-slammed him and placed his nuts in a crusher hold that took him out of the match.
Better safe than sorry.

ANH wasnot il 1l egal, but it puckered her sphinct
traditional weapons. Otherwise, have at.

DNA hacks, mouth sacs, cyborg enhancements, skin mods, pheromone differentials. Customer-
contestants should spend sa much on their cocks.

Bukkake Brawl: the fiendishly genius marriage of extreme sports and porn. Rough, muff, and
tumble.

Three scantily clad women, the Jizzabels,
stepped into a pit and took all -cumers.

Their opponents were Jackalsi a mob of
howling contestants ready to hump anything
that moved. Including the occasional stray
cambot.

It attracted college kids, weirdoes, macho
assholes, perverts, cherry boys, misogynists and
mishmash thereof. No license required.

40 billion perved globally!

Jackals ponyed up 25000 Fuk Buks each for a
chance i n t he pit. An entr
actually guarantee anything.

For their chance at pussy, they had to survive the
Prelims where hopefuls eliminated two -thirds of
their own number.




Losers were consoled with a membership in the Circle Jerks, the group of men who did just that
if the Jizzabels fell in the Homban.

No touchy-touchy fuckee-fuckee, they just
pulled their dinkie twinkies until they blew
wad over the subservient hostess hehos.

Thus the Prelims were a fierce street brawl for
pussy. But it paled in compared to Homban,
The Real Deal.

While the Prelims resulted in the weak being
hurled from the ring like sad sacks of pig shit,
Homban was blood, sweat, tears and semen.

Gallons of semen.

Homban was where it all potentially paid off
for the Jackals. If the Jizzabels lost, every man
still standing in the ring got their yearn.

The Jizzabels were submitted to every moan,
groan, grunt and white explosion of hair-
gobbing, mouth -filling, pussy -drenching spoo.

Name of the game baby. There is no maybe.

Televised globally, Bukkake Brawl was where women became adored idols, and cherry boys
became men!

Lights. Action. Hover -botcams. Spectators. Screaming fistsAnd more fluids than any girl ever
wanted to swallow.

Re-orientating herself, Mei let the mayhem of her forced profession wash over her.

The air was acrid; heavy with the dried -squid stink snack-breath of fans rabidly exhaling over
her from their stadium seating above.

Brawl pits were large enough for the Jackals and Jizzabels go to work on each othercozy
enough so the fans abovecould drool over them.

To her left, Catgirl Mon was down under the weight of a heavy pinning her shoulders while a
second helicoptered on her raised haunches.

It was too late save her. Penetration had been made.Fuck!



Mei took her frustration out on a nearby Jackal
with an iIimpolite chop to the
gakked, jerked once and stayed down.

An announcer wOOted and ran commentary on
Mei 6s fighting stats. The itc
and make him a stat was overwhelming.

Before she could, she took a misplaced left hook
that clipped her ear, catching her in the side of the
head.

She retaliated with a pile driver and raised her fists
defiantl y. oYou hit Ilike your
she could ride facel! 6

Whipping around for another doofus to hurt, she
caught sight of Tahna eating several jackhammer
blows to the stomach. Pneumos!

Mei curse-winced as the large-breased, blonde
Slav went down with a sickening wheeze and
didndét get up. Dr ool pool ed fr

The Jackals locustswarmed. Mei knew it was only moments before they devoured her clothes
and reaped their reward.

Mei wasnot i n t héshrideda anyone tqnight ¥ she coutd hélp it, and Tahna
was a friend.

It wasnot too | ate to save her. Penetration hadno

Jumping into the fray, she dropped to her hands in a well -timed whipkick that jacke d an

opponentds |l egs out from under hi m.

Adrenalinized, she stood, took a running start and ti med
brought her knees up.

Thecrackr eply told her the only pussy hedd be getting

But a third Jackal was already fingering Tahna through the thin, sweaty spandex that outlined
the womands vul va.

There was no time to waste.

Mei approached, twisted her fingers through his hair and was making to wrench a gaping tuff
out when an arm snaked around from behind.



Fuck. Sleeper Hold!
She shattered two ribs with a reinforced elbow. Scream replaced arm.

But her struggle was brief as she ate two hardened clean shots from other sources: one to the
kidneys, another to the solar-plexus.

Dry -heave. Stumble backwards. Struggle for air. Choking panic! A cheap shot to the throat
blurred her vision with tears and anger.

Phantoms filled her waning vision , hyena-barked, danced, and flitted about her weaving form .

Jabjabpoke-teas, fists, tongues and tity -grabs whirlwinded around her playing games, but
threatening to get serious.

0 F a g b 8helashedl out, her fists flailing. No avail.

A pair of arms locked under her chin, wrenching it backwards. The unforgiving lights above
bleached her vision.

Jachkls everywhere! No escaptnic seeped into her mind; chilled industrial sludge eating at the
lining of clear thought.

Hastily she dropped to one knee to work a little magic only to be stopped cold by a steely kick
to the gut.

The unfriendly taste of bile filled her mouth.
Defiantly she looked up.

A midget with a grin the girth of the Gobi Desert
chuckled as he used the body of a downed
compatriot as a pedestal.

His eyes were filled with a terrible greed that
infected his breath with the odor of darkness. A
cold chill ran down Mei

He took her head in his hands and kissed her on
the nose, and then took her windpipe in a hold
that slowly closed it off.

She struggled, but knew it was too late.
Sickening black swirls teased at her gray matter.
Merciless, nasty, black, giggling bugs.

Good night sweet princess t he mi dg
danced with a mischievous hate-filled glee.




ONo.. .06 Her plea was a no more than a strained,

Yes the midget smiled. His large forehead went back in a cackle, and then came down in a
scream.

The sound of her nose breaking was the last thing Mei heard before she succumbed to the
outskirts of consciousness.

Art By D M Mitchell

Bukkake Brawl is available for purchase at:

http://www.amazon.com/BukkakBrawl-ebook/dp/BO04FPYPOS

d


http://www.amazon.com/Bukkake-Brawl-ebook/dp/B004FPYPOS
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THE TENT WHISPERER
By Salena Godden

Photos © Ffion Nolwenn

And she used hot oil on the flesh, we can
picture the skin glistening, reflecting the

shimmering water and light di dndét it ?

is safe to assume she poured sun ail into the
palm of her hand and smothered it liberally

all over her own naked chest and brown

belly, di dnodt
skin soft and browned, so tempting, as she
lay there naked, but for the skimpiest of
bikini knickers, roasting herself. And it is a

certainty she was there, by the pool every
day, luxuriating in the heat of the Spanish
sun. That sun bed there, yes, lying there in
that position she would have seen the blue,
the turquoise of the Mediterranean in the

she? She was

distance. She would have felt the slightest
feathery wisps and faintest whispers of
breéezesfrom the sea. There was a faint taste
of sea salt on her lips and she would have
l icked them, woul dnodt
own lips and her pleasure played out in the
creages of remsatisfidd, smilb. She tasted the
ocean, did n 0 t she, on her
own mouth. And there were grains of sand
everywhere, here and here, under her nails
and in the crease of her ear, there and there.
It is a fact she read this trashy Raymond
Chandler novel, her greasy finger prints
mark the pages. The detective Marlowe
keeping an eye on his femme fatales, just as
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she kept one eye on the page and the other
squinted in the glare of the sun.

Perhaps then she stretched, yawned and sat
up, pulling her damp blonde hair into a
ponytail with the el astic from around her
wrist. We can see here the indent on her
wrist, the faint tan line where the elastic was
most often kept. And she might have
absentmindedly scratched that mosquito
bite there on her upper thigh, a red flush
would have appeared beneath her bitten
nails as she irritated the skin. She took a
swig from a bottle of water, bagged here, it
would have been a little too warm for her
liking, and then she picked up the sun

cream and
she?

applied yet

Yes. More than likely she meticulously and
laboriously smothered her skin in lotion,

she paid extra attention to her shoulders
before she lay back down, flat on her back
and caressed her own firm breasts, slowly,
with her small pretty hands, rubbing cream

into her hardening nipples , di dnot
ever disguising her pleasure, some mild
arousal, massaging her firm body with

factor 15, slowly and surely, until she was
sure every pale freckle and golden hair was
covered and protected, and then finally
shedd Iie still again.
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Much to her approval her nose would have
tingled with that unmistakable smell of
holidays & Coconuts and sun oil, a faint
smell of chips or a barbeque, chlorine and
the ocean. And the sounds of water; waves
lapping, running showers, hoses spraying
and sprinklers on the exotic flowers. Indeed,
listen, she would have heard the sounds of
water, water everywhere and the soft sea
breeze rustling in the dry palm trees above
her. She would have heard Spanish voices
in the distance and children laughing and
playing in the pool.

As she lay sunbathing she might have
allowed her mind to wander. But she
woul dndt think of
waiting for her w hen she got home to
Manchester. Sorry no not Manchester,
Leeds. Is it Leeds? | do apologise but it is a
fact she considered her grey life in Leeds for
only moments before she would have
pushed these thoughts far away, forcing her
mind to go blank, to think of nothing but
the heat and the softness of her own brown
skin. She thought about how tanned she
was becoming and then she might have
thought about the bar man from the night
before. Would she remember the bar man
from last night? | think she would. How h e
had winked and approached her and kissed
her on the lips. He just leant in and took a
kiss as though it was his to take. Do we
have witnesses that saw them kiss? Yes? Ok.

What would she think, how did she react?
She might think to herself, what charmers
these Spanish men
woul dndt she,
kissing her. What had his name been, did
she know? Did he tell her? No perhaps not,
maybe he just kissed her. The kiss- did it
make her belly flutter and did she giggle or
playfully push him away? She may have
imagined having sex with him, but did she
actually sleep with him? Do we know who

t he

ar el
remember

he is? Do we have a name or an address?
We do know that she left with the barman;
there is some CCTV footage of her leaving
the bar with him . Can we see the footage,
yes, and how do they appear? Make a note:
They are easy together, she is willingly
going with him, they are laughing and body
language is flirtatious. He lights her
cigarette and then they go out of view. This
is clearly not a shy girl or a victim being
forced to do anything.

Stomach contentsd Alcohol mostly. Sangria,
gin and tonic and approximately six shots of
tequila. She mixed her drinks, but she was
used to it and quite a drinker judging by her
liven and kidneys. And & keemosmdker, tar
stained teeth, yellow fingers, here and here.

Dinner? The only solids we can trace are
some peanuts, olives and remnants of pizza
digested at least fifteen hours previously.
Pizza? Did she eat out? Did she eat alone?
Where? Do we have a restaurant bill
showing up on her bank statement? We do!
This is excellent, we have an address for the
restaurant and the waiter, remember the
waiter, he was seen kissing her too. At
sunset, she took herself out to dine alone
and we know that this occurred on more
than one occasion. It
that this was perhaps because the waiter
was so friendly, perhaps because he gave
her a kiss, also because it is the closest
restaurant and only five minutes walking
distance from the pool and the campsite -
make a mental note of this.

Shedd smil e t hen,
Thasg Spaniards, she anighm aigh to herself,
these Spanish boys are so red hot, so hot
blooded. All these kisses and all this
attention shedd | ove
fun! Shedd tingle at
flits s h e has had. She
she?
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She was seen to be content to spend her
evenings getting drunk in the local bars and
her day times sunbathing. Oh this is the life
she might sigh. She would tell herself ¢ |
deserve a nice break, | might go for another
dip in bit, but not now though, but in a little
while. As she lazily cooks herself in the
direct sun, replaying
eye, the golden hairs on the arms of the
waiter, the barman with the green eyes, her
own bronze skin that would please her so
t oo, woul dnot it ?

| am getting a clear picture of her now, but,
how do we get from there to here. What
does she do next? What would she think
next? So she lies there, basking in the sun
practically naked for
inwardly to herself knowing he is looking
over and shedl |l put
eye him. Yes of course, our third man, the
lifeguard, he has been giving her the eye all

o n lifdguwand a Igtle waye, bleving lim kisses|

holiday too. Alright. So now there are three
- we have the lifeguard, the waiter, the
bar man. Wh a 't a hard |
herself behind her shades. To hell with it,
itds my holiday, i ve
herself: Wait until | tell the folks back home
that the Spanish boys kept kissing me! Me?
pShe twauld dosk forwmard hte embetlishingl 6 s
how the lifeguard had breathed down her
neck with the words by the way, you have a
perfect bodyAnd she was just months shy of
her 40th birthday. | am guessing no man
had ever said that to her and certainly not
when she was in a bikini. How do we know
he said this? She wrote about this on
Facebook and Twitter approximately 36
hours ago. So she enjoyed the attention,
adildntéot sedhe Sawrdl |lsHeauge
reciprocated it. She was seen giving the

the lifeguard kept beckoning her over and
shedd | augh andnosnd adke h
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All the other holiday makers swam, drank

sangria and sunbathed and if they did
notice them flirting, they assumed she knew
the lifeguard, they would presume they

were dating. These withesses paid no
special attention to the flush and blush of
summer romance flourishing under a
Spanish sun; the heat of Mediterranean
fervour ,
pay any attention? The lifeguard with his
dark olive oiled skin, taut torso, Latin good

looks, swimmers shoulders and perfect
white teeth. Good looking boy and so good
to his mot her
convictions? Nothing. Ok.

Now did the sun move behind a cloud?
There was not a single blemish in the sky
for it was like today, a perfect azure with

i snot

the turquoise ocean sparkling in the
distance. But then why is there this shadow
across her face? And the sense of a breath,
followed quickly by a kiss placed upon her
i ps. F1t 6§86 s hhmm
recognizing the smell of him, the softness of
his clean-shaven face and plump lips. She
opens one eye, squints up to see his bronze

f e vVehy shduld Ithéya mo rface and eyes, dark honey brown eyes,

smiling down at her. Beautiful, says the
lifeguard, beautiful and she blushes, feigns
shock at his audacity. Then she watches the
lifeguard walk away in his tight red sho rts
larel Peat éloind. Porwe knovo he ras done
this several times now and with other
holiday makers? Yes. It is presumed this is
one of the perks of his job to flirt with the
guests at the campsite. Do we know he has
kissed her before? Yes.

agai n.
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The first time he kissed her he would have
taken her quite by surprise and made her
squirm, she might have pulled away

embarrassed and laughed. The second time
she knew what was coming and witnesses
say she let him peck her lightly, quickly on

each cheek and then on the lips. The third
time she pecked him back, reciprocated the
kiss, gently but surely. These Spaniards are

so ki ssabl e eyaodishedat l@nm 6 t

kiss her. She would have enjoyed the view
of his tight behind as he walked away.

Beautiful. He called her Beautiful. We know

this from her text messages on her mobile
also. She liked his persistence, his
confidence and arrogance. | bet e does this
with all the girls on holidays, she texted her

work mate back in cold wet Leeds, what a

cheeky boy!

So we have the barman, the waiter and the
lifeguard. Do they each have an alibi? And

ar e t hese ali bi 0s wat

witnesses that can verify that each of them
had some relations with her during the past
48 hours. Each of them singled her out as a
loner, perhaps vulnerable, perhaps an
independent woman, they knew she was on
holiday on her own and on separate
occasions they were seen kisgg this plain
civii servant from Leeds. She was
unmarried, no children, no ties, in Spain, on
a two-week camping holiday on her own.
She has savings, she has money, but she is
perhaps getting lonely and probably bored.
Did she make any other friends? Talk to
anyone else? Did she speak Spanish? No.
Who else knew there was a single white
female in a tent on her own in a quiet part
of the campsite? We need the passport
numbers and car registrations of every
other person on site and a list of who else
was camping there? How many motor
homes, tents and caravans? Each housing
how many passengers or residents? Who
goes camping in this area of Spain? Are we
talking mostly back packers and students?

Did we have any other loners? Travellers
passing through? | need these details now.

Interesting to note there was the hunting
party of six, also camping there, in that part
of Spain to shoot rabbits. They go shooting
at night? Correct. Photograph. Ok. We have
a group of middle aged men with guns.
They look harmless enough, bald, fat men
ptaying soldiers in the woods at night.
However, looking at a plan of the campsite
they were her nearest neighbours. See there,
their camp is there and she is in full view of
them just here. And there is a hold in the
fence between them $ she is isolated but
under the watchful eye of six red -necks on a
shooting holiday. Do we have anything on
them at least? No.

Apparently, on at least one occasion, they
drank beers and spied on her taking her
siesta, she would have been hungover,
@nobably ioplebst There,\Mehe chohshaxle of
the olive trees she fell asleep reading,
leaving her tent door wide open. How do

we know this? Well, she mentions them in
the bulletin she posted with the title

OPostcard
dozen friends in that note with a self
portrait, a snapped photo of herself by the

pool and the lifeguard in the background.

Can we ascertain then that she was most
interested in the lifeguard then? She seems
to mention him the most times?

So, Il et 6 s pe itidthererd oftthie e
summer, the first week of September, we
have a half empty camp site, where anyone
could walk in and take pot luck or follow
her from the local bars and restaurants? Do
we at least have a camera at the entrance to
the camp site? No.Not after midnight. They
switch them off at midnight and shut the
double gates. Then you are telling me that
anyone can enter the campsite at any given
time after midnight, but only on foot? OKk.
Then it is fair that we are looking for

from Paradise
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someone that was either a resident on the or footsteps outside? The crackle of dried
campsite, an employee? But it could also olive tree leaves under a heavy-booted foot?
have been a stranger that came in on foot? The sound of guzzling beer, swallowing, a
Yes? Now that doesndt beeabeingoswiggddtin a fhast wutcession of
much, basically it could have been anyone gulps, the pop of air as the bottle left the
then? lips, followed by a deeply satisfied belch.
Yes? Was it the sniff and that exhalation after the

swig? We have the beer bottle? A Smnish
And in the middle of the night, did she brand of beer that is sold at every bar in
awake with a start and with a sharp intake Spain, this is not a clue, although parts of it
of her own breath or with a hand over her were found inside the victim, splinters,
mouth. Was it the sound of heavy breathing these have been sent to forensics.
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| feel we need to know what woke her first -
the grunt and the heavy breathing or the
unbearable sensation of something,
someone crouching in the shadows beneath
the bent olive tree and by the rear end of the
tent? The thin canvas walls of the tent
vibrating with the presence of another?
What initially woke her? Was it the tug or
snap of that guy rope and the shudder of
the tent walls? Note the slump of the rear
left side where the guy rope has given way -
is that what woke her from her deep and
drunken slumber? See, the guy rope is
loosened, it had been driven into the hard
woody earth with that tent pole but that is
now bent and twisted, crooked out of shape,
someone heavy was here, someone with big
boots. See?

What did she see in the darkness? Could
she make out the silhouette, a shadow in the
moonlight? Or the orange-red glow of the
cigarette in the darkness? Did she lie there
silently, her heart rapid, listening hard to

make sense of the sounds. Smking, what
does someone smoking sound like? Could
you mistake it for the wind or an animal?

We found several cigarette butts, Fortuna,
all are in analysis. We know she was a
Marlboro lights girl.

Might she comfort herself that it was a lost
fellow camper and then remember that her
tent was the only tent in that corner of the
site? You see, there is no real reason or
cause for any camper to ever have to go this
way, to trample those weeds and disturb
that tent pole and guy rope, therefore
anyone that camethis way, around the back
of the tent, her tent, clearly had only one
sole intention.

And as she lay there awake, did she think
that if she lay very still and quietly that the
tent would appear empty from the outside?
Did she hear her own heart thumping in her
chest and hold her breath knowing there

was someone, something crouching outside.
Did she hear the guzzling of sloshing beer,
the click-click of the lighter and the flick -
flick of the swiss army knife and the zip -zip
of the zip. The zip? Do we have fingerprints
on the zip of the tent? Zip? Did they even
use the zip?

A urine sample? Whoever it was urinated,
but was this before, during or after? We
have taken swabs of the urine. Here we can
see cuts, upper body, face and neck, a
sawing motion and entry and exit wounds,
are we looking for a knife? Was a knife
used?

Back to the beer bottle then- was it thrown?
Smashed? Was it used? Used for what? You
can imagine what? Shards of it were found
in here, here and here. Jagged splinters. The
tent, the read end of the tent, slashed open.
So no, no
use the tent door, why would he need to?
He slashed the rear end of the tent open as
though it were made of paper. With what?
The smashed glass of the bottle? Did we
find a knife? Judging by the way it is so
cleanly torn,
guite a clean slash? Did he attack swift or
slowly or in a fast frenzy? Did he stab at the
tent or did he gently cut it open with silent
precision? | am suggesting the latter, | am
also guessing she was still asleep, past out
dr unk, when he
chance to struggle or fight.

The air mattress, now a sodden bloodied
mat. The green tent, drenched in one type of
blood. Yes? So far, only one blood type. But
how come no-one heard anything? Did
anyone see anything at all?

fingerprints

wh a't doe

entered.
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memory, an nnocent grey spectral glow,

fingers cramping beneath the breaking glow, fi ngers plowed
through an open bow, whose
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RUMORS FROM THE BALCONY
AN INTERVIEW WITH CHRIS MADOCH

After an uphill struggle reminiscent of the
piano scene

Music Box, Chri s Madochos

How much do you think it was due to the

from Theur edontedioushatureiof $ome of the subject matter

an@d how gn¢igh idgento gerferal apathy and/or

writings, Rumours From The Balcony has incompetence on the parjft
arrived 8 having survived rejections, industry as it is?
e oy, 9910 e | 1 ps i
Paraphilia Magazine talked to Mr Madoch number of en.thu3|asms for being published
about the project... and.l was in no mood.anymore tp be

published for the sake of it. | had stoically

resisted selfpublishing because | come

from a generation when young writers were
't6s been a bumpy ridepa w8 hdliskd abahbt ft- indebOthef £t T G
fruition. Can you tell us briefly a bit about that? was more aptly called vanity publishing. Of
Shit covers it- though to be fair the course, selfpublishing is ubiquitous today
ultimately broken promises that | had dined and is available to ALL because of the IT
on were reasonably fine: cordon bleu or revolution. It is very well documented that |
take-away it barely matters, if they are was within a whisker of being an alternative
vacuous they all go down the pan. To say | OPhiT1lip Pul | mangd to p K
have been flushed with disappointments at Bloomsbury UK- that never happened
the hands of others who have previously because the head of cHil
been full of themselves is something of an Bloomsbury left, taking my books with him
understatement. To settle any transatlantic [strictly not the done thing]. A year later,
rivalry | have been majorly let down by after the first Harry Potter hit off, he wrote
both the British and Americans equally. to me and asked me to write a parallel- a
Notable Americans with reputations to boot teenage wizard meets The Celestine
discovered my work over three years ago Prophecy. | hated that and made my
now via my Facebook fanpage. Already feelings clear. This man o
famous as Lumen press they wanted to re- error of judgement - jumping ship before the

Potter phenomenon [which he had

emerge as an avanigarde brand- they
believed they had found their new enfant
terrible of literature. Three years down the
line their Texan finance was withdrawn due
tomybookbs content .

discovered] exploded, may well have cost
me a small a fortune. | have experienced so
many things in my life but wealth is not one
of them- | would have liked to have had the
chance to have creatively expressed my
socialism from a powerbase rich with the




language that the vast mass of Western
Culture understands - money.

It obviously was not to be- | try to reflect
without a trace of bitterness. | turned away
from my <childrenods
and finally returned to the best way of
creative expressin in Literature- | am
loathe to refer to it as poetry anymore
because it seems that the world and their
dog are now writing poetry. If pressed |
would grudgingly accept the label prose
poetry BUT the fact is that | can make a
strong argument for saying that my short
fictions are in fact epic poetry. The
semantics of it bores me to death. What
matters is that | had finally grown into an
extraordinarily honed gift for creative
expression through language. Of course |
saw this as a perfect vehicle for my beloved
excoriating honesty. Honesty and
mainstream publishing hardly ever appear
in the same senterce; their response to
RUMOURS FROM THE BALCONY which
is excoriating honesty was to run for cover
and withdraw their finance. Even my
present publishers could not hide a degree
of lily liveredness - they remain concerned
that their offices might be torched because
of the piece SUICIDE BY FATWAH which |
was told their lawyers had advised them
not to include in the book.

Many of the pieces take an overtly
confrontational stance. This is obviously not an
affectation but something intrinsic. Can you

explicate orhow the form of the pieces relates to
their subject matter?

We live in media bite times when horrors
are virtually instantly transmitted

worldwide by a plethora of devices - most of
which also have the facility to entertain or

be diverting. We live in an age when TV
Soaps, Dramas and even blockbuster
movies are to some degree issue led

boo l%Sthin{?]l na% thHus?Vé’ Warnd tui'liv%r%ally

embraced is devoid of propaganda. TV is of
course habitually interrupted by
advertising- the aim of which is to be
persuasive. TV Soaps émost always end
each episode with information about advice
lines relating to the content that has been
relayed. There is a voracious appetite for
the staged truth. When a writer deals with
the prospect of communicating with their
readers these matters arecore- if not then
ignore them utterly and write entirely just
for you and bathe in the applause of your
own ego. It happens that | choose to pay
attention to the lives of real people. BUT, for
me, staged truth is nothing more than a
lure, | intend to use it as a device to draw
people to a place where they can explore a
greater truth; that truth is often more
shocking and more painful. It has been
described as dangerous and beautiful. If

people want to argue
opposed to hMdrmebhatrdudg hf
me.

How possible (or even desirable) do you think it
is, to still shock people in a constructive way?

Nothing in what | write shocks me - it has
arisen from my wealth of life experience,
education and interests. That it might shock
other people does not surprise me but it
really is for them to deal with - | loathe any
concept of nannying in society that allows
people to pass on their responsibility for
their own reactions to quangos or the

t hat

tne



ideology of a favourite newspaper. If | had

to live this life again [re-incarnation] |
would love to return as a Forensic
Pathologist/Psychologist. Death does not
scare me. Looking for things that | fear |
always return to the same culprit - mankind;
nothing else. One of my favourite books is
DARK NATURE by Lyall Watson in which

he tries to discover if there is a biological
basis for evil- it is a remarkable eye-opening
wor k. It i s extremely
something to me with a charm offensive in

an effort to prevent me seeing that the
canvass is white as opposed to black. | have

a number of people in my life | like a lot but
generally | think people are quite
dangerous- their common apathy is
dangerous as is their common savagery and
their latest disease; a sociopathic resistance

to learning anything out and above that
which they believe they need to know. |
never hide my belief that anyone still
believing in aman-manag e d
of their mi nd?d and
fundamentalism is becoming a euphemism
for insanity.

What support has this boakceived during its
course, and what sort of feedback has it garnered
so far?

My current publisher graciously picked up

the pieces when the deal with the
Americans crumbled at the eleventh hour.
However, they have never meticulously
answered all my questions and have left
ALL of the marketing of the book to me.

They want the dedicated sales page on their
website to be the ONLY way that people
can buy the book- they argue that the maths

does not work with Amazon or with
mainstream Booksellers.

Here are two short reviews- both from
working class men who are not gay:

Mr Stephen Weirds
book was- 01 t has been sai
other things, we should dance as if nobody

can see us, and sing as if nobody can hear

us. There is fundamental wisdom in this.

Arfd ft fs Tiderd Which hds®t be@nSiditiin O
Chris Madoch; he has translated and
applied the principle to the written word

and constructed an anthology not to please

the audience, but as if nobody will ever
read his work. In tortured reflection and
biting commentary, through brutal honesty

and intimidating openness the poet offers

you an insight in to a man who has
travelled through a life less ordinary and
who hasnét come all t h
day-trippers and tourists. From the onset

rel i gi g8 pobt Bstabli€nkstthreads of thought and

fdekh@ twhich,” Whlle! & 1itY Shparently

random and disconnected, weave through
the pages of the book to ultimately leave the
reader looking at a broad and coherent
tapestry of humanity. Rumours From the
Balcony sucaeeds where others do not; it is
a finished work which stands as far more
than the sum of its parts. This is Madoch
raw and unplugged. And the bloke
obvi ous | ygivedaodarsnnifdyou love
him or hate him

Mr Scott D. PiquedLiebs
riding a gliding roller coaster through the
dancing flames of passion in the mind and

soul of an ingenious man gone super nova.
Smooth, uninhibited, ascent and decent to

for it .
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climactic explosions of raw emotion and
insight. Hot, hellish, as though it would

leave deep eternal scars, thus depositing
long moments of pause for reflection and

meditati on on Mr Madoc
and beautiful é opinions]
looking at life. Superb... Unhinged... A

Definite mu st read, if nothing else, for the
masterful literary ingenuity of a man who
has discovered himself fully, one who peers
now into the truths of life and all its little
nuances like a true seer.

Thank you Chris, | sincerely enjoyed the
adventures and moments of opportunity to
live in your soul for the duration of the
read. The reread. This is a surely a treasure
beyond and above worldly worth to your
own, where any man, woman, or spiritual
being could certainly find something to
treasure within its pages also. Regardless of
their ethnicity, background, sexual
preferences or beliefs.

With awe and respect | humbly thank you
for writing this book.

Is this book a milestone for you, a crossroads, or
a launching pad for your new publishing
venture?

You pass onemilestone and before long you
visualise the approaching ones- | am
investing all my earnings from this book
into my PARAPLUIE PUBLISHING
INTERNATIONAL, to be based in both
London UK and San Diego USA. People are
being kind about the book - it seems to have
found a significant place in their lives. That
is rather humbling and | am deeply grateful
to have produced such a thing. | can rest
happy that it is not a waste of trees.

What is your take on the state of the publishing
industry? What sort of future do ypthink it
has?

h

Independent Hﬂernet Publishin% capable of
Vidi tO angefr Or(l)J uct - books
proviging | two, fyres of ,prog

f

printed on demand and books for \r/\ét%iyareo
set to replace mainstre
are witnessing the death of that industry

where celebrity publishing incre asingly
appears to be a desperate act. The end will

be drawn out because there has to be a
disestablishment of a club which was
formerly occupied by graduates from

Oxford and Cambridge and members of the

upper class- nepotism was rife. A social
revolution is occurring. It will mean the

demise of high street book outlets but |
suspect the small and well informed
independent bookshop/internet coffee shop

will survive. | have no faith whatsoever in

the Kindle type technology which | believe

will be very short -lived- none of those
gadgets is in fact one tenth as reader
friendly as a book.

And (to use a sloppy generalisation) what of the
state of

It may surprise people to know that | am
very much for the evolution of language
and means of communicating- | posses
texting dictionaries and many vernacular
dictionaries. British English is in a constant
state of flux and has survived everything
that any culture has thrown at it - in fact
embracing it. | have no time for people who
enjoy the preciousness of preserving the
language in a moment of time- it is utterly
pointless and goes entirely against the tide.
Having said that, a proper study and

OLi teraturebo. W
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understanding of the language demands an
in depth look at it in its entirety. | seem to
have an instinct for realising whether or not
a writer has found this process tiresome.
You never find this in Indian writers using
British English - their love and respect of the
language is palpable.

It wonot surprise
t hat tomorr owds
creative expressionism without boundaries.
| have no interest in being a poet and it
disturbs me that writers want to label
themselves so readily- it is very ill -advised.
Paint and communicate with a passionate
and excoriatingly honest, extraordinarily
gifted artistry - use the broadest possible
word palette, be fearless and know where
the envelope is and hope to push it hard. If
you dondét dboot tvhd rst
or publish you, in fact | might feel inclined
to advise you to have a care for the ecology
of this planet and stop wasting forests on
crap.

And finally, whatoos

Continuing the hard slog of solo promoting

my 6danger obsau@indul 8
RUMOURS FROM THE BALCONY. | am
collaborating with the American Poet Jack
Henry and the lllustrator Dan -Paul Flores

on a collection of mixed pieces of creative
expression under the title SEX WITH
STRANGERS. | am completing my

It owor

nex

collection of contentious short fiction. | am
seeking a publisher for my adult novel
LIVING WITH LESLEY DYING FOR

FAME. | am re-l ooki ng at t he
works, most particularly THE MEGA
WORDS SPOUTED BY BENJAMIN

CHRISTMAS. | am on a bit of a sabbatical
from writing and the internet and creating

peop laﬁ in rtea(?stuttiioi sBage in'TEal tin?ef"‘yi ng
Literature i s al |

about
However, | have recently started a new
piece RELAYING THE UNSAYABLE which
deals with the many things we are not
supposed to dwell on. Typical!

I will always willingly be a part of the
exemplary Paraphilia Family.

CHRIS MADOCH

| FON00 OV THE BALCON

Rumours From The Balcony by Chris Madoch
is available from a dedicated sales page here, post
and packaging free worldwide:

WwWw.erbacce-press.com
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BITTER SUITE EMBITTERED

By Chris Madoch

In order of appearance-

A WELSH MALE VOICE CHOIR OF RUGBY PLAYERS

Either in fact or recorded with appropriate sound effects.

VICTORIA (VICKY) WORTH (WORTHLESS)

A Welsh woman of thirty years.

ANGEL PRESENCE

An opaque predominantly male wraith. Either in fact or as an hologram effect with live voice

over.

SETTING AR e

-

We are inconveniently between here and there. The;ind.is?jnct building is vast, inhuman and
due for demolition. Out of the partial blackness we &e m party to a large and virtually
empty flat. A virtually derelict flat. We could be anwale this is Cardiff, Wales, UK.
There is a pale lemon three piece Suite comprising a fixed'a air, a three seater sofa and a
recliner. All rubbed grubby. We see a few cardboard packing cases, a small cluttered table, a
TV and a telephone with answering machine. It is a bleak place as befits a bleak time in the
bleak life of a bleak person. The‘\ﬁis spare, unshaded, and we can smellthe cloying dust.

In the presence” 0of this abundance of o6lifeles:;{
a growing sense of distance: Nobody in their right mind would elect to live here. But,
someone does evidentlytexist'here in this living space. There are poignant indications of a
wo ma n 0 s - newopale lamon boudoir slippers and a large lemon vase of countless Easter
lilies. 5 h

: Vi, A

Scene One ) ’ }

(The suspect veil b et we e nNighthA doWwnligbt fatled upaotheifixed i c k y
armchair.We hear waves of dull urban noise. An offstage door opens 'ghen closes. From the street w¢
hear the arrival of massed men."i We donodot -see

The Lily Of The Valley . When the singing stops, we hear a saséhdow opening in a rush.
Immediately we hear an offstage voice shoyting.
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OFFSTAGE VOICE

Dear God! Look at you. All of you. And look at the bloody time. Why is it you lot of boy
scouts have not got buggering homes to go? Eh? Push off. You heard meBack to the fucking
valleys now. Go on. Sodding shove off!

(We hear the window closing in an angry clatter. We hear the told choir dispersing with cursive
mutterings. Silence, save for dull waves of urban noise. Eventually the annoying phone rintieethen
answerphone cuts ip.

VICTORIA WORTH
(Upbeat answerphone messaggrganic chocolatee 9 0 % coc o a, itds the new
up. Whoeveryouar e, and | etds face it you could be |

me some sweet crumb of comfort, nutter or not. So oblige me, please..after the Welsh
speaking tone.

FEMALE VOICE

Vicky, pi ck upPaudet 6lsé medy iVig,kyyou sick bitch.
and Emergency. | 6 m f Baosk.i nYge sd vy ilntgt,is. $gdt the fgbkisig . t r(u €.

news today. (Pause). Just like my mother. They said. Just like my mother. (Pause. Yo udr e ngxt

Call me. i

(Silence. We hear the sound of a reluetant toilet being flushed and a tired door opening
and closing. Vicky enters in yellofkeecy pyjamas. She is carrying a toy bééonde, a large bottle of
lemonade and a bottle of Cinzano. There is an 'I glass on the cluttered table. She sits in the fixeq
armchair, slips on the slippers then plays the ph e message. We hear it rejieatgives no
response. She erases the message. The machine resets itself. She switcheg on the TV.

'.
\V o .
g . '
More than three thousand members'bf. antancient coastal comm in'Kerala are feared
drowned in Indiagd wor st . f | oBsitdisand Americareperinethet h a n
van of.. :
>

i

(TheTV suddenly dies along with thelights and all things elebt.rical. Darkness is the victor penetrated
by street lighting)

5 . )
" VICKY
Fuck!




(Using the light of a cigarette lighter she exits to feed the meter. &/a lkunk. The lights return.
She reenters. The answerphone resets itself but there is no life in the TV. Vicky hits it hard. Nothing.
She hits it repeatedly. Still nothing. She slumps back in the thair.

Fuck!

(PauseShe eat s c ho cifebmethirg.appdats eospook thes. But she takes a deep breath
and settles down. Smilgs.

My famous Dad, the actor, well read, well spoken, his caramel voice embroidered with the
ethnic traces of both Burton and Hopkins, he was always very good with TVs. Bloody
marvellous he was. Yeah. Magic. Totally. Televisions always bugged him. They always had

to be put right see, tuned proper, be proper colour balanced, be spit and polished, shone to a
gloss and proper bloody back-lit. (Pause. He 06 d us e t doaqoarianin avariefy sfe u
popular nautical settings. Frigging kitsch things. Things needing to be properly positioned.

He said. (Lengthy paus¢.Oh God! Fuck it! All of it. All of it. The lot. The mindless recyclable

shit of it all. This. (Pause). Proper little fusspot he was. Mum said that. Proper little fusspot.
Proper little teapot. Gay bastard. That was her delicate turn of phrase, her minute trace of
guai ntness. 6Proper Ilittle fusspot. & Griddle
Delicacy she said. Delicacy mm, what a useful camouflage that turned out to be. The world

of delicate and delicacy. (Pause. It worked. Indeed it did. It worked for her. ( Pause. He was
actually, matter of factly gay as it happens. Unusual | thought. ( Pausé). Bloody unusual for
someone born in Glamorgan. | thought. And, fucking unusual for someone born in the
Glamorgan of miners used to rattling rattles in support of Swansea Rugby Football Club, he
enjoyed a certain sexual equilibrium and was absolutely unafraid to lift shirts. Respected for

it, it was said. Theysai d. And | candt say Rabse Shedroughtvmer s a
up under her name, on her lemon yellow ownsome, under her own head of steam and
unseemly steaminess too many half-cock TVs to fucking mention and, every one of the
buggers always on the irritating mind -numbing blink. And no electric mementoes of the Isle

Of Wight alive with plastic fish. None. No backlighting. No . wonder None whatsoever.
(Pause. Worlds apart they were, my parents. Chalk and cheeser Hewwas fawn like vanilla

fudge. She was pink like boiled lobster. (Pause. No. You "fucking |isten.
me . I candt help (nxself. | tell i her story ove
York passion play- like the barddic tableaux of it might one day explain the Satanic

aberration of me &way, magically. Poof! A poo
gone beyond sweet grief with tRaese. krigging histoyla v e
(Pause. Yes Ik n o w. No fucking need to phone and say
before her became herdeathi t 6 s i n my bl ood. Now itds yours
(Pause. It 6s in my blood. E YauseyAndctleete lis .a little id of me s i b |

wishes to erase the heltbound lurid and gigantic bits of me. God! The daily, page three,

tabloid bits of me. Tits. Tits. And airbrushed bits. Imagine - me exposed in The Sun for
breakfast, | wished. Oh how | wished it. Once upon a time. ( Pause). Black coffee and Marmite
toast. Sunburn on my shaved mons veneri s. Tha
indeedy. Me, naked and childlike in the earthly garden of delights. Tumbles in The

c al
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Mumbl es. Mer |l i nds we ek e nlausd.blg goanbre.tNat notv.e( Bduse. p at
Him with his dirty mac and spitting stick. Fuck the fairies and the fucked -up tales of fairies.
(Lengthy paus¢. It was a r eal ambition once. Now it d:3
Lord! (Pause. There are worse things for a chapel girl. There are. There are worse things for a

chapel whore Roars of low esteem. Axminster burns. VD. (Pause€. There are powerfully sinful

bits of me need a right proper exorcising..evil bits. Evil bits only to be repeated in the sight of

Catholic crucifixes. Sly bits meant to be heard again only in the presence of holy water.

(Pause. Wel |l water from St DavPawds TheEeadbs hoomagllee

maze of 1ife. Rootl ess, me . Ma p | e sesse. NdNsense io u t e
i nnocence. | t 6s sensel ess. Ther eds no forwar

Creative. Thereds only sodding rewind. Rewi ndl a

and fucking play. ( Pause). Oh yes. Seesaws. Slides. Swings androundabouts. (Pause. And

there is no fucking denying it, absolutely no fucking denying it. Look at me! Well, take a
fucking good look at me! | ammy bi tch of a motherds daughter
(Pause. These eyes are her eyes. Look. EnormousNelsh grey blue. (Lengthy pausg.My

breasts are bigger. Pause. My thighs are smaller. (Pause. Sheds mi |l | Paoset r es
Dying. (Pause. Dying, she says. Pause. Maybe already dead and buried. (Lengthy pausg.She

was adopted. Cast aside thenchosen. And | say this in public at every given opportunity

because it might make the basis of some rudimentary excuse for her vastly bizarre
behaviour. And, to my certain knowledge, there are several suspect Science Degrees in
Anxiety Counselling which mig h t Il i ght up 6 JACKPOTS® at t he
obviousness. (Pause. She should be fucking researched head to toe inside and out. Without a
doubt . Ther e 6Rausg bMankjnd might bhewefit from(her lifetime of cunt -for-hire

service to every kind of man. (Lengthy pause. Then explosivgél\.ook mum! No fucking

diverting TV! No stress busting dockside soap. No fly -on-the-wall valley documentary! No

piece of fairy cake TV! Fake TV. No fucking fascist Anglo TV. This is real this is. My shit

reality. (Pause. She eats more chocolate. She lights a cigas#téehad this frighteningly fat

friend, mum - a fellow pilgrim from her Mormon phase. | remember her well, very well

meaning, obsessive chocoholic, extremely fat and psychotically forty. Frigid as a freezer full

of l ambsd | iver she+« was. Thi"s clinicallher obe
father, every Friday she said, after fish and chi|'os and mushy peas. You could set your watch

by him she said, a right pig of an Eastender who:always refused to be delayed by the rigours

of routine genital hygiene. (Pause.” She6d ma her +taoltluntdo pmrotaws
not el aborate. Leave .t
Pigs, | love the creatures butthere is a line to be dr ause. Well, anyway, therewas

the common ground, the foundation of friendship am@ twisted fixation. They were
superglued see- bonded by sexual curiosity and a sweet tooth.filthy familial abuse, that and

the political fashion at the time for what the unwieldy*newspapers referred to as Greenham
Common Chic..them fucking ugly badged up dungarees, and lime -green moon boots. All of

it the matronly forerunner of Grunge, fashion with two fingers - my interior design
inspiration . Fuck off Vogue with f'lair, see. Fuck
are in fact never fucking worth it. ( Pause). No. No. No. All this, all this shit, the lot of it, it is
intentional, absolutely fucki nhg wrong énd of the sfick. | t 0 ¢
|l dve never been a Vvictim, me . No. Theredd be
cosi er . Al l this would be reasonabl e then. Sa
victim me. |l 6ve not beesapubped bymmyl dad. nPus
lesbian mum. (Pause). |l 6ve been soured. |l 6ve been soure

[ al one. | 61 | | eav ¢
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been hours of s o ur i henpgthy paus@.k likenny tbrave faee bestaomall.. (

(Pause) Everything fucked up, see, itds al ways rooted in sjom
rootlessness. Pause. Li st en. Most afternoons | d&dd-houseme hp me

front -room full of sour women - bi-curious single mothers, all bloody Peruvian socks and folk

art painted satchels stuffed with feminist propaganda. Give me a friggin break. Visualise it

for me! Come on now. Just fucking visualise it! Pastel Doc Martins and Jesus sandals. No

bras. No plucked eyebrows. This was Grunge in embryo! The gobby | want | want foetus

strident! Two bloody great fingers to Max Factor. ( Pause. And here was a vast mobile library

of oral history - firsthand accounts of6 How WE dealt with our repeat
to Ilive with cel.l uOh t\ye Eaw W& msudetr e@adse. My bomé was

not a bleeding home. My home was a total stranger to certainty. My home was this moving

feast to victimisation, a mercurial shrine to mutual misery. It was this brick caravan. A sick
staging post for my 0 swunt &ne her safpn df embittesed soeals. h i n g|o
(Pause. Sad. Miserable. Definitely diflas. (Lengthy pausé.A magnet for Cancer. It was asking
for the furry fragments harbouring disease. It was. You can see it plain as day with
hindsight. (Long pausé.But | did fancy one of the Mormons. | remember him like he was here
now. Now. Here and now. Starched shirt heaven he was. Mmm. Mmm. He was so spanking
clean and his kit always sparkled. A voice like an angel. A gob suited to poetry. A smell like
Fabreeze. Long paus) That fat friend of hers was a whiz at waste not want nohome-knitting.
Shedd often make winders of my outstretched
t hen, and then, being so cl ose, | 6d easily deft
tart stories tripping of her tongue. ( Pause. Well, it happened that her eldest son, oh yes, the
fat girls always get up the duff and marry a munter, her eldest son awould you believe it
throwback to her own dirty father, a boy with an intelligent quotient not much bigger than
his thirteen years, had been laying the widespread art of mutual masturbation and oral sex
on his none the wiser siblings. Mummies and Daddie& was. They said none the wisebut we

know. We always know. Scr elknowwhearerimocgnce werh. aidd s wha't

we know when. (Pause. So,Mummies and Daddie& was. And, later in the cross examining,

and-t hrough the transport of chil dr eroctorsanhd/ t o
fucking Nurses Erotic role play learned from erotic role models. (Isguse).T his bitds solf
bitds very swollen, very very swollen indeed.
It really needs a very very special kigBause). Oh the mystery of it all - life, death and the
universe, perversely unknftting itself. The magic. Tragic it is. The plain stitch you could say,
and the pearl, undone. (Pause. Oh, the eight year old brother, in particular, the one with
flakings skin; hedd taken t o'it,_isdthelsliér& goesa fPauk®.c k t]o
Destiny | suppose. A like -it-or-lump -it lot, or fate. Just one of the many several tkmes of my
obsessive verbal thesis even then, in my abusive childhood; building like 4 sharply
contrasting thread. Take another look at me,g 0© o0 n . I & m s itting a bachdl
Suicide. University of Fuck Ups Bridgend. Now then. Show me some fucking respect.
(Pause. At that clinic they told me to steer.clear of contrasts. Centrasts, they said, oooh,
terrible things, they can do your head in, drive you totally insane. Shades of grey, they said,
indefinable, neither one thing or the other,"so much better for the psyche than black and
white. So much better for you. For you, youwith your profile. Well, shit like that can stick in
your memory forever. (Pause. And you pass it on. You do. You pass it on. (Long pausg.Fat
Sharon knitted me a chiccardigan as it happens. Fat wool. The cardigan of many colours, the
coat of all the ends of wool that no-one else wanted. The sore pink stoa out like a sucked
thumb. Talk about fucking contrast! ( Pause). | had absolutely no idea what oral sex was, then.

Wh



Talking about it. Talking about what you might do, given just half a chance -t hat 6 s wh aft

thought it was. All gob, | thought it was, all gob and no fucking action. (Pauseé. All gob and
no fucking acti on.-thé ara $el of theptltinkingrclgsses. @ausey Siubs out

thecigarett§. | 6 ve hated my emotionally disabled mot her
i tds betaimg. (Bamd®i IBi tter, as bitter as fat Shar ojn o

now. Not thinking. Not doing. Not doing a thing. How close to a definition of death is that?
(Pause. She finishes the chocolate and throws the wrapper @wuggel, | told you. | told you

didnot I . I told just yoeoune.l Intedvsero utrolldi tatnlyeo n§ee c
(Pause. She shone this bright halogen torch righ

fucking forgiven her &ors dathe eletlric giedagains e sueden. [ h a
darkness is penetrated by street lightjn§uck me! (She feels her way to a windpwAlright,
alright. Hold on to your fucking black and whfi t
another power surge. We get these intermittent surges. Outages says Owen. We get these
electrical surges all the ti me. ltds the <col]le

Theydore firestarting someoneds h e &Pause. Eb maeltomipn g

matter to me now- | sold my computer. | abandoned all my internet abilities and liabilities.

(Paus®. Thereds a full Moon though, l ook, wide a4 vy
on Moon. (Pause. Cr i key! Catatoni a on tumeg ingmy Gwernt s a | ra
Ther eds s pePRausa. Well likealttried te explain to my imaginary therapist, the
hal ogen with itds phallic penetrati on, t hat was
front bottom. And once in real therapy | remained ver vy tight lipped. ( Pause). Plainly. | was at
a vulnerable age then. They do say, dondét t hel,
get enough internal illumination, well this was way too much. Black and shiny. Battery
driven. A floodlit cricket pitch. An invasion of privacy, a palpable surfeit of look -see. This
was way too much. (Pause. | remember, clear as you like on rewind. Rewind stop and play.
There was this plain as day determination on Ry
to think about it. (Pauseh Yes. '"Tshat 0s wha tuglyselkitterestadmbsessivei on |wa
sexualised determination: (Returns to he? chair and lights another cigarette. After the first drag the
electricity is restoredl. r'n!. Is that y9u? But L.ord,.ohtl,orQ,\ y own sweet love child is
elsewhere. Taken fro . Gone. As g ‘a's dead, mam! ABY!! She needed things.
Shiny things., emo't‘l'onal LLEreas es. Things | 6fd
illumination, my guiding ('/Long-pausg.Angel? Wltﬂh‘ fuMu. | need you. |
need you. | need you. | need you: Are you there2 Tl B, 4
i ‘ f‘{y s
Be o L W gy N
(We see a form-appear in the room, pale faced, dressed in blackgHe approacfies her but will not ventufe
into the sharp lighy. .
-
ANGEL Pi:SENCE
| am always relatively near. -

VICKY

Asne ar as my mothero6s breat h, her soft voi ce sjpot

That near? Dear? As near as her fingers in the tangles of my freshwashed hair? The water




warmed but not too warm and softened, thick with valley camomile. Closer maybe? The
closest even? As murderously close as her cold blood crusted beneath my broken fingernails?
(Shouting) Did you fucking hear me screaming!?

ANGEL

Ever near. Nearer. Never separate.

VICKY

Always! You promised. You said for fucking all ways! You said. You promised.

ANGEL

Promises like prayers can drift forever on the air. For always. Yes! | said as much.
Inseparable.

VICKY

Good. Yes. Thatos good. Thatods very fucking g¢od

God damn you for ever truly being! But | really do need you. | need you for my lost darling
and for me. (Pause. A Nvbat kind of shoes are those you wear, that you can ride upon?hé air

ANGEL
Letds get to it. What then? What i n pHeretreasul an?
to the shadows. Long pauke.

VICKY

An ending would be nice. No more bloody loop the blasted 'bloody loop. That would be very
nice. An ending at last. An ending, at last, to this endless cunting everything. An ending. Oh
cunt vyes. Howo6 s t isa(to reply. Sh.ﬂ‘ wrsikerself @ driskt Rapseuake up,
see. Twelve remodelled by early onset puberty. | was pale a emenstrual. Lonely. She

was out , partying, getting i fe. Out i n a
Brazenasya | i ke. A man wshebd amsDADDY!o(Longt he Jc | «
pause). The babysitter was asleep, mouth wide open catching spitiers, herknitting for
Ethiopia held in cartoon freeze frame. (Pause. The t al | |l odger had refur
door was accidentally ajar, the light inviting. | saw. | saw him. Oh yes. | saw. These eyes
enormously Wel sh, a mix of gFey and bl ue. [ slaw
floor, naked, pallid, his scrawny outline marked by pallid skin coloured ca ndles. Lit. The lot
of them. He was lit up like a thirtieth birthday cake. Spam on fire he was. And he was
chanting softy-wor ds. Words 1 6d never heard. A magic | al

been Druid. And he was entirely oblivious, working away, jer king himself off, the body fluid
an unappetising grey-white, more juicy than snot. (Pause. | t 8 s N a that-rbkediy

way,




multi -seeding overkill. (Pause. But hell. This was something new, something | had never
previously seen. Maybe, this was something | was meantto see. Maybe it was dyed in the
wool with Jungian significance. (Long paus¢.There are no errors down here, in this place,
never. No victims. Nothing said is ever wasted. Only sour things are really tasted. (Long

pause. | &1 | t el l y ou mpntermcamel (Bdude. tHed rl e dyso ut hweh edha n gle r «

and white of it. He was fairy tale handsome. Half dark, half light, a maestro Destino holding
tight to his wriggly seed and living in wait for id ealistic, unsuspecting me. (Pause. Bang!
(Pause. The determined spermatozoa of this South American psychotic finally blending like
a raspberry slush puppy deep within me. Whoosh! All natural and unnatural rush. All.. fuck
me all arse about face, all..wel, oh my gosh(Pause. She came the full term later- baby, baby,
baby, baby, the grapefruit flowering of my ice cold screw with Mister Destino. Ouch! Ouch,
ouch, ouch. Ouch and endless whining uterine pain. Nothing fucking grey about that.
Nothing fucking grey about that at all. Pain and punishment, it was, in proper real overkill.
Lemon. (Pause. Oh God! God love her. Baby Lemon. (Pause. She was this magic carnival of
blood spattered caramel skin whose sick as a fuck father flew from consequences like brds
from active earthquake zones. (Pause. He migrated into madness. (Pause. We share a
common ground. Not at all a cricketer. Not at all a heterosexual. Not at all one solitary thing

hedd ever said he was Pausdot Armdhé Ansdat artedpigpdet hi n (.

care to dwell on anymore. (Pausée. Angel! (Pause. Angel, change my bloody tune. Please!

(Longpaus¢. This is the thing. Itds not that | hea
tell things to my parsygondlhaAmdge h ok ¢ e tl éagastyd d s Yo
Yeah and whatdés magic is that we can al ways e

bits that frighten, t he bits that we donodt I i K

thecutting room fl oor. Thatds | ife. LOngpaudgThewanes . C
in the end, like educated thieves. The stealers of fresh souls. But they were stale, smelling of
the London Underground. Interlopers. Handbags, briefcases, voices thin like tin. (Pause. She
was perfectly still..little lona, my baby lemon. Hardly breathing. ( Pause. In the end they told
me | was ill. Obviousness it 6s not ge tr ai t Pause.ilt masaad heanttreel y  w
same from that day to this. Not so much as a plastic pot to piss in. No peace. Pause. And

there is never the literary room on all of them en s and meaningless forms to tell it to
whoever..as it isor as it was.with grit and poetry. se). Life, my fucking lonely life! Life

without the cry ing of lona. My lemon lona. Mine. ( She was mine, something of me to

live beside. How Welshis that? (Long pausg.Peculiar. t so very strange- if ever | tried

to tell them bitches atsthe super-real DHSE how it e, how it will be even, heir
scrubbed hands bright with screaming wedding bands would pess some silent bell that sent

a silent signal to security. (Pause). There are always ices under the counters of the state.

Al ways. Thereds, no poi ?t m ma goinnaj sala forpypw | et a
(Pause. |t ds the *gypsy vibe, thatds always done
All the valley roads Ieaafng to eternal Rome. (Pause). O I.ose‘ount. | have been removed

that many times! | have been removed to places ofdg kept in against my will after
school . Iltds countl ess. tl ess. I must not
must not write fucking rude words. The cunts. ( Pause™F even been removed from
where | dve alr eadfgondmedpRemaahb terfugeo They do that to
pariahs- the social. Listen. The institutionalised social conscience of the nation weeds and
reseeds with the venom of gardeners intent on improving on Godds wor k. I t &8s
They deliberately confuse the roots of the great unwanted with constant changes of venue.
Demolition and resettl ement. Thatds the pref
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demolition. ( Pause. And they would gas us if they could. Oh, yes they fucking would. And,
even as | speak, they plan to rehouse me, temporary, in the midst of a known infestation.

Low-ri se they <call it H dPaudes Victota aMorth f thdsris withmuhp r o mi ¢ e .

doubt what defeat tastes like. Oh! They made me believe it. | am not worthy. They made me

see it, alright. TIRaatvieni ¢t iam. 6OB yes folr disputhed

said, a fucking big M with a fucking small S. | have no title, madam, though Lady Victoria

Worth of Merthyr Tydfil, does have a certainfriggi ng ring to it, dondt
can

The social climber that | am. (Pause). A little civility -i t s t he | east you
ask a Civil Servant to be fucking civil? (Pause). There, top of the form, left hand side- drour
given nameéGiven at the outset. V for vermin. Welsh vermin. (Pause. Y e s . Shebo

S

of the valley...oh, my Lord. Sing that why

(Pause. | seem to have spent the most of my life being kissed goodnight by disease idden
rats. (Lengthy paus¢ Angel?

ANGEL
(Emerging from deep shadgwes.

VICKY

Oh . You donot mi nd. Pl ease. Pl ease dono

A ANGEL
We creatures created by c{)nfli\ct seldom sleep.
. S

' VICKY ,<‘, .

No. No, thateod sgfer 'reajjlylsﬂegfdm'.ﬂ Weily.aMfe eat crap. We are the flies
who ride upon the air. o ¥
"Ny

»

& » 'ANGEL « 4
. Whatisit? ’

VICKY

You already know that. You fuckings said. All seeing. All bloody knowing. Tricky dicky.
Clever arse. Tart from heaven that you are. Ineffable,that 6 s what you sai
your fucking halobds showing! Youdre fucki
unbearable loveliness. You know the truth. Go on. Be a friend. Give us the proof.

(Angel sits on the arm of the sofa nearestitky)
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ANGEL

Nearer by the year? Is that really what you want?

VICKY

Yes. Alright. Nearer. Take me home with you if you like!

ANGEL

As near as next year say?

VICKY

Oh yes! Please. Next year. Yes! Tomorrow, even. You know me Angel. You know me. |
loathe sitting in a shitting queue, never could abide waiting. Tomorrow could not be soon
enough for me.

ANGEL

Fine. The very near Weuhearmadlast of truinpsts. 6 Md tl h elr
Daughter, Holy Ghost 0.

VICKY b

Hey! Bollocks! Whatth e hel | are you doing!? Look, S
irretrievably lapsed. You said so. Go on, fast forward to the main feature. Wide -screen, HD

and surround sound, thatods it. Ful | on. Ful |

no saving me now. Oh God! Let me clap eyes on the one true ethereal blue planet spinning
against a spangly star filled sky. Me taking the tabs again bang on time, visionary drugs as
properly prescribed by my physician. Me being a good girl;»a good patient. P atient. Mum.
Struck dumb. Me eking out my tiresome dying. Me eking out the illusion of living the long
death like we do. (Pause). That massive copper gong thing. God!, Give me. Give me. Give me
that muscled up fuck machine and the massive copper gong thing. (Pause. And ice-cream,
cinema ice-cream. Oh! Mr Angel Presence, please! Please! We gotta have Neapolitan ice
cream. And..and..and that mighty MGM lion with his mithy shaggy mane roaring

6 SHOWTI MEG . 6 S Bowiig) G dit. to nie! Fucking .give itto mel!
gagging for it, gagging for it, gagging for it. :

ANGEL

Of course. (He leans forward and touches the TV which instantly bursts intg IHere it is then,
whatds to be, an irritating | itt]| ethay aprdsentrok
the tiresome future. Near e nou gPausd. books faroiliar?
dondt it. 't i s. Your drab Iife in cellul
more of the bleeding same. And a cracking good cinema surround sound to boot. Look. The
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cabinet highly polished to a mirror gleam. The colour perfectly balanced. ( Pausé. And, for
my next shot at a spot of psychic phenomena, something of a curiosity in serious sepia tones
a true video record of the lonely death of your maternal grandmother.

VICKY
(Shocked.But..!

ANGEL

Oh vyes. Itds a white knuckle ride

VICKY

Look! (Pause.God! (Pause. |t 1 S me. It 6s mikeme it mighkas wdll bene a

me . No! No, wai t a minut e. -lfuck! li agm mynaother.ll ard.s me
(Pause. Shit! (Pause. So! So is this what this is all about? Pause. Y e s . T h astwias i t .

n

a l

youdre saying. That' is what yoe&rel showimyg nmget.h

birthmother. ( Pause). Fuck! (Pause) It reallyis me. God! Sixty eight, stuck fast in a terrace in
Nant-y-moel, dead to the world and sleeping for all eternity. ( Pause. Demolished now. The
polished floors no more. Gone. Plank by pIanQ (Angel returns to the shadows and the TV blacks
out) Now what? (Then violenty) No! “ Dondt d o Pdus$eiFack yoa (Verglong No !
pause. Then gentlyWhere are you sweetwraith? (No reply. Paus¢.Gone. (Pause. The bastard!

Just like a man. See! See, do not, whatev you do put your trust in bargain basement
demons. They can be flawed too. Fantasticibut true. Flawed phantasmagoria, flightless and

on the fucking floor, it is their way. The left' ,,r{nderhanded way of the unknown. The

way of the milk white diamonds of the univi e.ﬁ see Chipped. That 06s
Chipped. Corrupt. Fallen and imperfe (%eng‘thy.p Il tds wus, t hough.
Thatos all .« Us. I s al’l
And we make them dangerously ¥i . And, somet we make them behave..too
humanly. We make them say and d we do.lS&yitﬁg a ing things like lovers in love

with the idea of leve. (Pause. Som it rains rainstorms i’l’ﬁ my head. Hidden tears. Long,
long years of them. (Pausé. She poufs another drink. Tha't 8s wher e | went
screwed me, fiﬁally did for me - gi out on the first date to lovers in love with the idea of

lust. Giving out to would be angels.%{Eong paus) Noi (Pause. | candt say that
much thought to bei ngg my mot her . God! Ther

thighs for mere mortals. (Pause. | mays(Pause. | mayi{Pause). | may warm to it..given time.
I'tdés all a meSEeSaw.rS\ide. fSwirtgs dnd noundabouts. (Pause. She breastfed
me . Th a forpaspluso A teck in the meagre Yeslist. (Pause) Her adoptive father though,
Frank, whods public ,persona was al most perp
cheeksand hirsute nature, hes ai d t o me, bold as you 1|i ke,
my tits and rent me asunder. Well, blow me down! Frank. ( Pause. The ways of the covert
paedophile are many and mysterious like ungodly goods that insinuate into our paradi se
from other dimensions. Ungodly goods seeping into our paradise club from otherlocations.
Foreigners. Interlopers. Weirdoes. Just like the souls of pennypinching proprietors who

place soiled sheets ironed and reversed in overnight accommodation in cheg hotels. Cheap
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l' i ves. What the eye don dPauss&anddad &lo! fPausd. Why!'wo n 0 t
Why steal from me like that? (Long pausé.In one foul-mouthed and foul admission he laid to

waste this cherished garden from my memories of childh ood. Sweet, not bitter. Sweet cider

apples. Cherry trees. The honeysuckled swing where he sat me on his knee and swung. The
indescribable scent in Somerset | ike skagset hi np
Now, that 6s def i ni tnng ngaimstcaumd. And, as Weespebku surprese
fucking surprise, the holy Noeshave it. The holy Noes have always had it. Now and forever.
Amen.

(The phone rings and the answerphone cuis in.

VICKY
(Upbeat answerphone messaggrganic chocolate- 9 0 % coc o a, itds the new
up. Whoeveryouar e, and | etds face it you could be jjlust

me some sweet crumb of comfort, nutter or not. So oblige me, please..after the Welsh
speaking tone.

FEMALE VOICE

Vicky, pi ¢k upPRaus® ahe Yine goestdéasl. Lang Pausé. She erases the message anfl
waits for the machine to reset. Long pause.

VICKY

Shit! Look at me, Miss Piggy, stuck in fucking Cardiff, all out of chocolate. ( Pause. | hate
paedophile pink. ( Pause. | never do pork sword pink: Not anymore. No.

(Blackout) ' %

: o L
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Scene Two
\

|
(The next day. We hear intrusive urban noise. The curtains are closed but sunlight is

piercing the gloom. The low light gently reveals Vicky asleep osdfsewrapped in a pale lemon
blanket. She is dreaming and clearly agitated. Angel appears out of the shadows and stands behind hgr
head. Slowly the urban noise gives way to the sound of streams and birdsong. Vicky calms down and
continues sleeping. He fifly turns to us)




ANGEL

We first met on this corrupt and morally disgusting plane, in Spartan, corrugated space.
Welsh social space with a scuffed pink and peeling grey interior. Cramped on account of the
adjacent Bingo. An oddly uninviting annex to a community centre in Ogmore Vale, it was.
The both of us new to it, green as you like, quite unused to the parameters of our peculiar
being. My human guise creaking, ill -fitting. Not at all weathered. Uncomfortably new -born.
In fact about as uncomfortable as a new leather shoe. You know the feeling. Made to
measure- proper posh, but bristing with exactness. And her holistic state, the whole
caboodle, from the low moan resonance in her base Chakras to the bitter tears in her third
eye, it was not at all anything her New -age reading had prepared her for. Lord! All the gurus
in creation could not have coached her for it. (Pause). The Cymraig rain, see, drummed on the
metal roof like machine-gun fire. Bon Jovi drowning the thin lipped hymns. Metallica
peppering t he Medi umds prayers with demonic | a
leather and mothproofed wool insinuating itself amongst the dull felt hats and loose hosiery.
In a flash | could see she was distressed so | filled her ears with the ambient sounds &
freshwater rills and birdsong. And, in her holed heart, | pressed this museum quality copy of
the essential guide to the whys and the wherefores of the heavenly hosts. Immense. Pure Celt
it is. A golden harp emblazoned on the cover. Oh, my kind is mentio ned there. Des Anges.

ugh

Wedve won entri es i honglpauseTH2csaurid of@treantd arid bigisong (fades.

Silence.  The Pr es entheangels stricty withsut wings. Personal trainers of the
damaged soul. Experts in the development of spiritual muscle. We have right. (Pause). Oh
yes. | have this God given provenance. Title. My line is imbued with historical significance.

There is longevity-t he | egi ti macy _ of IS‘eing ti mel ess.

nothing in the least bit iff y about me. (Lengthy paus¢.” T he ,bugger is therebd

gueue at these functions. Listen. Like iron filings we are. g}hips off the old block of God
drawn to the magnet of life as you know it. And this particular clairvoyant, an unusually
attractive channel being blessed with an ambivalent sexuality and.a genius intelligence, that
and a five star, state of the art, faster than the speed of light, landing platform, he had it all.
He had it all and hardly an inkling: But, you could see your face in_ it. You could fine tune.
Adjust things. Shiny, see, like a kiddies playground slldg As a consequence, it was mayhem.
A ruck outside The Millennium Stadium. All the' obliging s of all the arriving angels
gladly giving wellie to the brilliantgloss of it." . | was out scrum, second in the line-up.
Not exactly a volunteer but volunteeredor the ﬂutj the rocess of spiritual evolution.
Cast aside then chosen. Adopted. Nothing to complal , other than the irritation of
having to enduré the sheer banality of the first ennection. There should be some sort of
over-ride, We said. There should be a union. That was the ge'n‘el'al feeling of the queue. We all
wanted to pull the pluguyand ‘move on. The
hardly worth troubling the ether for. ( Pause*This faceless soldier, his symmetry destoyed
by a stray mortar, still only an apprentice flief, well, he said he'was$ a trench friend of Rupert

| ot

Brooke, sai d hedd waited decades, mor e t han

anemone corms. There. As if anemones might draw him somehow closer. Closer to what?
Closer to an understanding that life is death? Yes. Closer to an understanding that life is
deat h. T h @ausdes| see hrow. Of cgurse | bloody see it now. All of it. The lot. But
my impatience thenwas paramount, the eagerness completely blinding me to the poetry in
the message. Pause. Anemones for estrangement . That
(Pause. Attachment and death. They are the breath of love. (Pause. And life on Earth can be
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this formida ble estrangement from the afterlife. For some of you, the burden of it all is barely
bearable. Yes. Pause. And he called me. Come on down, he was screaming, come on down.
Me. And | was there, just like that, ahead of myself. Right in there. Right in there and
cramping his already trembling cortex. Impatience see, rampant excitation. | was in there
before his moving lips had so much as half a chance to settle. The congregation heard him
gasp. Lord! First | was in, then | was out..an escaped thought trapped in revolving door s.
The medium immediately sat down. His face pale and growing paler. And then he shouted
out in some confusion, fearful, tearful, Victoria Worth, Vicky with a V, as if the name itself was
something that he needed to be rid of. Victoria Worth. ( Pause). She spotted me. Yes. She
spotted me. By some short circuit in her poetic sense she clocked me moving between the
dimensions, a part of me here, then flit flit, a part of me there. | was not happy. | was not
happy. But, our eyes met then, the hands of them wet with tears of joy, and they were
waving in unbridled delight. Meeting. Parting. Repeating. Exploding. This was applause.

This was proper applause. Ascension and Unifigat

well met. (Pause. We 86 ve b e e nince.mBlsoa prathes.{Hawese). And, you know, she
really is her mother, really, and hence sheish er mot her ds mot hLengpausg.he p
Therebds a dead strewgmoeaglunsi ttéhhg osmdotNlmntocks k

Co-operative shopping bas ket s. Thereds | ife for you. It
Davis daughter of Thelma and Arthur John. The sapling gran. The Mam -gu and the Nain.
Shedd fish there with jam jar and string, her

s h e 6 wind @ mile of bootlace and dip pale toes into the summer chill of silver tumbled
from the Sugar Loaf mountain. They were real childhoods then. Frail things. Brittle twigs of
bitter Liquorice and plump Sherbet Lemons. Old summers, the beginnings of the end of such
innocent things. How could she possibly know that there lurking like a demon in the
shadows of her future, lay Somerset with it s strictures, sins and ruin? (Pause. She will wake
now. (He retreats to the shadows.

.

(Vicky waking. Increasinglyagitated. She takes a tablet. \S\r']e goes to the windows and draws the
curtains. Sunlight floods in. She suddenly dives into a packing case, finds a pink chiffon hat and puts
it on. She turns her back to the brightness. Then, in a shrill voice, her armaibggmbeat violently

at her sides, and building t’o,a crescendo of noise and a‘ctivity, she mimics herymother.

i : -
' . ) 5

. i .
™ VICKY‘ \

Victoria Worth! Missy manners! Victoria Worth! And what fucking timé‘do you call this?

Vicky with a V. This is the fucking absolute pits. | t 8 S j ust %not cunting
delicate. No cunt. Not in the least. Just like your waste of a father. Vicky with a V. Vicky with

a V. Just like your frigging father. It is just not cunting deeent. Look at you. By God! You are

a lazy little slut. You ar e. 'You are a |lazy, l azy, a | az
I'tds awry. FIl y. Fussy. Just | ike your EairtldsGr
just not nor mal . Fudge paqgukthnatfgckinginod maj usAndod
you ever go on thinking that he gets away wi't
end. Thereds a whole |l ong list, a Ilist as | on

shake yourself my girl. A little bit of discipline it never hurt anyone. Nobody. And no
daughter of mine is ever going to sleep in after midday without an illness. Blood and guts.
That s what we want to see. Show me enough bl
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about breaking open the frigging First Ai d t i n. Maybe. And, whi
blood-f i | t hy di scharge, menstruati on, itds no
Never. And it never i s. Really! Vicky with
my knowledge. The bishops kicked it out God bl e
Do you bloody hear me? | shudder to think what Mary might have made of tampons.

(Lengthy paus¢. Youdre notPausel | 6 @oer ywuYoyfdr e niothe i
bl eeding head, thatds what. Short of stock
that fat arse out of that bed and into the bathroom, sharpish. Come on. Shift that fat arse into
that fucking bathroom and get a good hold of that bathsize bar of car bol
busi ness. That ol | sort things. Shove it in
tickle your cervix with cleanser. And shift that fat arse! | can smell the problem. | can. Phew.

Course | bloody can. May God stri ke me down! I wonot ki
Now, donodt tell me . Dondt you even start.
nooks, all of your crannies, all your top and bottom fannies, they could do with a right good

soaping. You canodot tell me . You canot t el l me n
know it all. Educated they call it. 1 know it all madam. The whole curriculum. ( Pause.
Thereds bell s, her e, rifnging in my ears edni
suppurating my girl. That 6s what youdve be
Youdve been suppurating. Secretly suppurat
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even on the bus, you. Youdre al | SthtionaaynHeadyno u,

the c¢clouds and peaches in your bl ouse. Dr e
T. New-age. New-age Vicky with a fucking V. And look at you. New -age? You make me feel
so ol d. You do. You Kknow vy dlful. | bak.at ydutarids ( Pausé). i
Oy ! Fuckiing | ook at me Wdusenl lodk Gatmyout aad..oi Gogon. t
(Pause. Look at me, all pent up in chiffon and a secret bustiere. And look at you. Just look at

ams

ber
o Yy

you. Go on. Take a fueking good longl ook " at "yoursel-me. HBuiedisdal ™

kidding me. N o re faNtoo selfa ynw.e Y @ 8 & wod ever Dicemie that one.
Selfish you, selfish with a capital S. Top yourself! Get away! You elusional little bitch. You
fucking irresponsibl e, c hi.l'di s h, 6 tydu evErtthieIaybhaUmodwst Mayawide
strategy on me. Iom y.our mam cunt.. Bl ame

Fl awed .or What! Heds ‘flobor |evel thyat 6 st !'whlat

just nelt humanly pOSSI ble t0 sink any | owe
and damnati on. Heds the one wikth more than
fucking pink pound. | hate that, do you hear me, Vicky. Pretty Vi€ky. Vicky with a V. Here
pretty, pretty Vicky. Kissy kiissy Vicky. I
making his media millions. See! See what you do!? You make mumsie feel fucking failed,
fucking failed and forty eight. Fucking failed and forty eight. Fucking failed and forty eight.

Fucking failed and forty eight. (Pause. He ds dumped me, darl ing.

yo
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you hear me. The dickds dumped me. Said I6d m

right! He saie@rl deésimake, adbettng. Fit for
| 6ve ever f el t Passe Hewas fintbqughlVickt God. Bett¢r than Cappuccino.
Muscles building on the muscles. Rock hard. He was very fit. (Pause. Mind you, more than
once flaccid in the cock department. But, fair dues, he said he wanted children. Two boys he
said- kids to emulate his favourites, The Righteous Brothers. That was no go. Awful for him.
What a bummer really. Me with the snip to cap it all. He could see his d reams evaporating.
He was crestfallen, pet. Cheated see. Emasculated. The rage rising in him like lemon vomit.
(Pause. We | | |l ook at you, pat hetic dumpling.
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Creased. More wrinkles than a Shar Pei. The spirit worn and all those shiny disco outfits cast
adrift. Me, buggered, dull, beyond repair. Me, beyond repair and bleeding internally. The
specialists have nothing left to staunch the flow. Nothing. Unstoppable it is. | always was
unstoppable, me. Scorpio see. guddenly softer and mocking. The arms flgaty. You r ead
paper, treasure? They found a cure for galloping gut rot yet? Anything good on the old TV?
Nei ghbour s, maybe. Thereds reality for Theou.
instantly still. She puts the pink hat back in the packing box. Then chillingly strjd€nt. Cut it
Angel, and print it.

(Blackout)

Scene Three

(Later the same day. A blast of street noise. All the curtains are dancing in the breeze

against open windows and tfilat is flooded with denuding light. No sign of Angel. We find Vicky
entering in bra and pants, her hair done up in a towel. She closes the windows. She searches
towelling robe and finally puts that on. She sits down and lights a cigarette. Steetheaglectric

kettle click off. Leaving the cigarette burning in the ashtray, she exits and returns having made a cup

of green tea. She takes a long drag on her cigarette.

for p

5
VICKY
ltds green tea t his, gr-é?n t e a dahdve this obsessiveo f | ¢ mo
affinity with the bitterness of it. ( Pause). Now d-tb,eh Irdo relent. | soften. | repent. | relapse
and relent, and sling in an artificial swee_tene\r%artqmine, it can be the high -light of my
benefit dependent day. Secret prayerssaid for sugar—da(ﬂx. Sacred wishings whispered at
the temple of Prozac ind Hermesetas. Thereodos bhop

for wealth. (Pause. Thereds prop
Ai ms . T htrdessefdr ygou. rCharting the pr
hereto fucking here Anything to produce a certifi
For the vast majority of

plenty. (Pause. Hol | ow asﬁtﬁue, ger

you know just how bloody lucky | am."Ho b‘l&&}yg el ddha that he ever
breat hed. You Kknow, donot y\ ,'*lsli/feaisitréad;lyissuc
Gl ory me! I m in this state of" onstant rel

is. (Pause. Right. Right. And what the hell would he kno_V\},OJabba the #icking holy Hut. Tens
of thousands of broken lives meltin g in the crucible of Tiger Bay. Death happening, easy as a

Sion of ine&capabl% ordinariness from

jlion -1t 6s the grail

\-mpt Y. Emythan of
addyowhanowe

downpour , al | i n t he BdéngtmylpausdAnd gust Biokdjdshthirk fod s
one moment. All of these innocent young leaves come hand plucked from the ancient
Chinese mountains. A hi gh born tea natur al | kistoly dulvofi n
testimony toits heal th giving properties. (Pause.)

the short of it . PasadMane |dank it forimy health. bdrink & to batance (
out all the cheap fags, all the chocolate, all the sherbet lemons. Astringent, antioxidant,

s psychot her ape-settiigc abdol
)
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antibacterial, that s what the packet says i1 [

(Pause. Natur al Isy niattar al . |4 desnttieraet yT.eal tiths ikkel i eva

D | €

And itds consumer fucking Pdusgs hBwth,abtl Rendaydss Juhea

am. ltds this fussy |ittl e f #helartdycaké of lifechereiht 06 s
Cardiff. Green tea. The brew of crises. And, would you believe it, it comes in this very eye -
catching, bioo-d egr adabl e box designed to compliment t
S000 happeni ng t hroductthattodks bloody imarveltpus anshang -crafted

oak kitchens. It does. It really does. Mega posh it is. Satin finish. No kidding. (Pause. Did you

see mine? No. Best not Pause. Min¥ is a Gadgerous gajley fullhof o w u
chipped Formica and a slow growing fungus, living evidence of seventies swiftness. That

and a millennium sal monella in embryo. Camouf
wor st of it Pretend it i snot there. Andf | Ov
things that holler hope. (Pause. Wel | , t hereds anot he-rbrightadige o
cheery displays of top-notch non-essentials in, otherwise, substandard housing. Glaring it is.

Conran chairs, say, understated but vivid with their deadly designitis, glittering in a prefab
scheduled for demolition. ( Pause. Bellows in frustration.Fuck! Fuck this constant pain!
(Lengthy paus¢. Par acet emol and Codei ne, Pausedlss whatev e r
condemned block is a health hazard. Home to roaches, see. My Home Bitter Home. They had

a thought t hough, the authorities. Theyodod spr
renamed it Mandela House. As if a new name would conjure up a new beginning. That was

t he beginning olfthetpfelade ® thd demalittora drd@rs New Labour? What

the fuck do they know. (Pause. Look, it &6s s-freapdnethis, diways was,sbutw e a |
i tods stil]l a wrensdd ant-bactérial burfactands, negative Fung-Shui and
unwashed Sushi dishes richly lacquered souvenirs from mind -trips into Elle Decoration.

Glossy see. You got to put a gloss on. You just got to. And the air is permanently fogged by

incense sticks courtesy of crap craft fairs where sad white Rastafarians are all out to flag you
something suspiciously devotional. You tell me, mam, where is there the incentive to give up

smoking. (Pause.Dondt you k?nRause Bonyam,H knovg just nothing. Like you

sai d, | m br ai ndead. St'at i onar gatthé @iwaysthteay s a
Just like you said. (Long Pausé.l wonder. Where do' keep the itch of your politics - out of
reach | reckon. Out of Tr¥ach of a bamboo back
| thought. Cunt. Minds numbed by pseudo -@iplomacy. eties | call it. ( Pause). Well, give us

a minute. | t- 8hittingnirothe Wiplomatid Il your niceties. See, the poor

poor of this part of the world, often as not, die of something much more immediate,
something the rest of society overlooks, long before the cancer sets in. Violence for one.
Millennium rape, and pi Il ge-. Thereds another.
Thereds ra mythic symptom. Yo can smell it as
the politicians. Men and women with Celtic halitosis. ( PauSe. Wedbve cuts, y
bl eeding cut s, deep cut s, ts that never hea
pain, mam, pain beyond pain, cunting pain, pain bey e pale and sleepless nights of
pampered Surrey women. (Pause. Oh donot ry. Our kindly,
seen it al | before. l'tds all routine st o him.
clear . Al so black and whi nowi ab6sl gst. tbt be a
(Pause. Catch a symptom. Go on. The air is thick with them. (Pause. | ssue driven T
one.Pause. Abuse in chil dc&aus. IJdhlevw erdtss aammd heast s
Fear and fucking rampant apathy. (Pause. Green tea. Crisis tea.
special urban brew will be the death of many of the downtrodden round here. Death lurking
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in the damaged elevator. Death jerking himself off on the fire stairs. (Pause. Death? Yes.

Deathi Nomore br eat h. I t 8ds Vv eweydgdtall th& sympgoms Buajushyou An d
try getting a prescription for that on the fucking NHS. ( Lengthy pause.Listen to me. Please,
donot you go | Rasgse ihe thimeis, hamwstill stfangely drawn to skin like
parchment. Always was. No grandfather, see. No tad-gu. No taid. (Pause). My mot her
mot her 6s brot her. That was as cl ose as I wa
parchment. He was no more than this fading face, a vaguely Chinoise face in acrowded

brown photograph. A makeshift orchestra it was, somewhere in Bridgend. Some summer it

must have been. Outside. Outside in his shirtsleeves. Pin striped cotton rolled up to the

elbow. (Pause). And in his pit worn hands a bow. Resin on his fingers. (Pause). Well. Did he

ever smoke and drink greenteaanddod contrary® mi xed with ©6out d
she did? Theywerear t i st s, | 8dd told myself. Artistic t
Revolutionary. They painted, see, wrote erotic poems and played instruments. (Pause. They

were my reason for being.ldeci ded that, me. Theydd hewap me,
more than reasonable. With their discarnate assistance | could act, paint, sing, write. Do
anything. Make a proper name for myself. (Pause). After more than half an hour on a bus
behaving like a food processor, | found the place, and | found Angel. (Pause). It was raining

li ke hell. Heods wnot wel |l t Pausegrhe mediumaThednsediumh at |
looked like he was dying. There w*:e spinsters in the congregation crying. There were

widows weeping, wetting their parch skin. ( Lengthy @use. Vicky lit like a ghost, repeating
Angel s words, put t i N[ Stheer seldpT It eetdd smrek Gwjhvieée d t e K
She spotted me. By some short circuitfin her p etlc sense she clocked me moving between tf
dimensions, a paof me here, then flit flit, a part of me there. | was not happy. | was not happy. But,
our eyes met then, the handsE(;ft ing i

Meeting. Parting. Repeating.
Unification. |
Bl ood brot her

hisproper applause. Ascension and
esence and his given
; l‘ d, you know, she r {
mother. The pooe o w (Péa ni ng®The poergovat i n g
That ds as it +i . 1€ . andhdtodmsa . h My
fond Angel alwaygtel!s it. )Lo . 0 Baudience pleadidglespairing.

l ona. Me'.
The endless loop o; p ! &use) No let up. Never.

(Pause. Never ev ongl)ause w ‘tearful and eEds sat|0)15h|t' (Pause. You can

see me ¢ ou 7Thatos i ™ You can really 9
God! Dear God! (Pause) D SDuw. tl{ve n o rational e X
adequate. None whatsoever. Paumat on earth must yotdet think of me. (Pause ) | 6 m s
sorry. It s rude _of me , I ow. But |l 6ve got
al ways a proper place and me . That 6s the Go
again.. Got to. Got to. Got to. (Exits to the lavatom)

(Blackoujy §

Scene Four

ey

a . B there in the fuck




(Again the suspect veil b e t Nighte Axdownlights wo r |
fades up othe fixed armchair. We hear waves of dull urban noise. An offstage door opens then closes.
Fromt he street we hear the arrival of massed me

it begins to sing The Lily Of The Valley . When the singing stops, we hear a sash window opening
in a rush. Immediately we hear an offstage voice sholting.

OFFSTAGE VOICE

Dear God! Look at you. All of you. And look at the bloody time. Why is it you lot of boy
scouts have not got buggering homes to go? Eh? Push off. You heard me. Back to the fucking
valleys now. Go on. Sodding shove off!

(We hear the windowelosing in an angry clatter. We hear the told choir dispersing with cursive
mutterings. Silence, save for dull waves of urban noise. Eventually the annoying phone rings then the
answerphone cuts in.

VICTORIA WORTH
(Upbeat answerphone messaggrganic chocolate-90 % coc o a, itds the new
up. Whoever youa r e , and | etds fface it you could be |

me some sweet crumb of comfort, nutter or not. So oblige me, please..after the Welsh
speaking tone.

FEMALE VO ICE
Vi cky, pi ck upPause}(‘ﬁ_ls()rmedyinigc,kyy.ou( sick bitch.

and Emergency. 'O m f Raosk.i nYge sdyilntg,i sal rlitgdhst .t r(u ¢.

news today. (Pause. Just like m3} mother. They said. Justlike my mother. (Pause. Youdr e n
Call me. -

(Silence. We hear Vicky puklng, the sound of a toilet belng}lushe\j and.a door opening and closing.
Vicky sobbing. An increasingly ghostly sobbing echoes thlnly tp eventual silence.

(Blackout) ." L, -

THE END

© 2011 Chris Madoch
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AH POOK IS COMING
AN INTERVIEW WITH MALCOLM MCNEILL

By Christopher Nosnibor

Images © Malcolm McNeill

Malcolm Mc Neill has enjoyed an illustrious and varied career, and while he is perhaps best

known to mainstream audiences as the Emmy-award winning designer of the title sequence to

Saturday Night Live , and has also won numerous awards for his work in adve rtising, film and

television, in other circles he is perhaps better known for his earlier work as an illustrator.

Working for Marvel Comics in the 1970s, he created cover graphics for Planet of the Apes and

The Deadly Hands of Kung Fu. Those familiarwith t hese wor ks wi | | know M N
its detail and depth.

It was while in art college that Mc Neill began to develop his unique style of graphics, which

caught the eye of William S. Burroughs. The two collaborated first on a comic strip, The

Unspeakable Mr Hart , and, subsequently, the book Ah Pook is Here. Conceivably the first

graphic novel ever created, the project, seven years in the making, has never seen the light of

day in the form it was intended. B u rages in hén 190 t t
book Ah Pook is Here and Other Texts, which is now extremely hard to find and commands a

high premium on the <coll ect or sAd Pookahakreceived sBantr a n gjfe |
critical attention and has been relegated to the positonof a mi nor wor k from J[pur
successful phase.

On learning that there were plans in the offing to republish Ah Pook, one of Burroufjhs
6forgottend texts, I coul dnot hel p but wonder f[if

extravaganza in all its high -definition Technicolor glory.



CN: Your collaboration with William Burroughs oAth Pook is Here is naturally of significant interest,
especially as the book is finally to be publ iffsh
cdlaboration, andThe Unspeakable Mr Hart which preceded it, come about?

MM: Unfortunately Ah Pook wo n &t be available this year e
packaged together, neither will Observed While Falling & my account of the history of the
project and my friendship with Bill. Wedre stifll
details, and at this point it looks like the books will be out next year instead.

I 6d planned on the 20 %fhe mawabve of AlaRook amicipdtestthe iddag ¢ a u
surrounding 620126. It was an attempt to get qdl
certainly be generated next year. Ah Pook is Here makes a connection between the intersection

of the Judeo/Christi an mindset and that of the Maya that is unique. After all this time, it would

be a pity to see it get lost in the crowd.

The bulk of the critical writing on Burroughs, especially in recent years, seems to have focused on hi

bi ography. | dbm X dhhThedasinvgarsoff Willam S. Burroughs and P hi | B dlk e
bi ography, for example. Thereds definitely-an {pp
hand accountDbserved While Falling comes from a unique angle.

Working with s omeone does lead to a very different kind of perspective dpar t i cul ar | vy he
Bill Burroughs & and especially over a period of so many years. The book provides insights into

his working methods, his sometimes quirky personal life and the process of my coming to terms

with both. But itds | ess a biography than ec
after Bill was dead. l nevitably 620128 was a ar
book.

In 2003, | discovered something that completely changed my perceptionof Ah Pook and the
possibilities of words and images working together. An insight that was unprecedented in my
experience and related to the project in such a way that | felt had no choice but to write about it.
In effect it brought the book back to life and initiated another chapter in the collaboration. It
confrmed Ah P o @rkndise, not just in terms of the narrative idea, but its underlying
intention.

0The purpose of writing, 6 Al PodkiBHeleinaveryieal sehse ma lff e
is a book that happened.

So how did it ©6h @lpowdicdhydu conme totwbrle with Bugaughs?i n g



“How did this happen?”

I began working with him while | was stil!]l i n
knew very Ilittle about hi m. [ hadndt read anyt
looked like & which as it happened was the reason we did meet and then decide to work on Ah

Pook. You have to bear in mind that back then, Bill was far from the celebrity that he later
became.

The Unspeakable Mr. Hart appeared in Cyclops magazine in the summer of 1970. Before it
started, Bill had apparently seen the artwork from the various contributors and pointed at mine

and said, ol &1l I work with this guybo. Every mon
and | had to figure out what the heck he was talking about. It was a difficult idea to illustrate; a




mixture of fact and fiction with few scene descriptions and hardly any dialogue. | got better at it

as time went on but after four episodes the magazine folded and | figured that was it. But then |

got a phone call from the man himself. For the first time | heard the remarkable voice of Mr
William S. Burroughs. ol want t o meeedhe sdichamd g uy
suggested we get together.

Burroughsdo voice is remarkabl e, thatds for
seen, ledlone met?

Coincidentally, t he i mage athedvillam mfnle piecp o did Iacok f o
remarkably like a younger Bill. Not just facially but in his mannerisms and demeanour, a fact

that would become more apparent to me as time went on. Bill of course di dndt bel
6coincidenced. Why or how | 6d done it was a my g
turned 23 that month which only increased his

He on the other hand meabeforé. inkhe coarse ofdhatdirstiméeting hev e r
introduced me to The Reactive Mind, Control, Cut -ups, the Word as Virus, The Algebra of
Need, Randol ph Hearst and whole | ot of ot her
funni est gmelyTheérédwhs n® guestion of wanting to work with him.

He hadndt written much beyond that point in
the next few months we worked on the possibilities of a full -length, full -color version. On a
O0fiepd ttoithe British Museum reading room
di scovered Ah PucdTheNMahan Ddath &adrd oay vehichopoint much of the
eleven pages of The Unspeakable Mr Hart were discarded and Ah Pook is Here began for real.

The spelling was changed later on because people had a hard time pronouncing it.

Hart had been an illustrated text; Ah Pook would be a collaboration. It had started from scratch
essentially and by the end of the year there were 58some pages of text, oncept and character
sketches and a few finished pages. A contract was then signed with Straight Arrow Books in
San Francisco. Within another year, the entire book had been laid out in dummy form.

In his Preface to the Calder edition of the text, Burreugiote that the probled aside from the issues

of costd with Ah Pook as it was conceived was that 6t he
conventional illustrated book nor that of a co
difficult, or even impossible, to market. What do you think has changed since the late 1970s in terms o
multimedia works that are not readily categorised?




I gave up on Ah Pook in 1977. Coincidentally Star Wars was released around the same time and

from then on everything changed. Suddenly illustrated fantasy books, science fiction magazines

and longer-form comics became a million dollar industry. Metal Hurlant arrived from France in

the form of Heavy Metal and6 Gr aphi ¢ Novel s became an officli al
wasndt a exmemélygraphid omas.Ah Pook still had a problem.

The illustrations forAh Pook & originally entitled Ah Puch & took you 7 years to create. How did it feel
having invested so much time in the project for your contribution to be omitted from the published
version?

It was disorienting. Ah Pook and Bill Burroughs had been a frame of reference for a very long

ti me. Il 6d Il eft England on awtheniNew York fo keepgworkimyjo ve d f|ft o
on it. It hadndét taken the entire seven years o]
work full time. That in itself contributed to its demise. The process of stopping and starting

became more and more difficult to sustain. Plus a lot of things had changed during that time.

The way | made images, the way | thought about the narrative, the way | thought about the

whole idea. | was twenty -three years old when | met Bill and right out of art school. The project

was clearly doomed from the st awvadgetiing & one-an-ond i d n gt
education from one of the most remarkable minds around and making images to go with it. The

process was all that mattered. As time went on though the reality began to set in. Soon after the

text-only Ah Pook was published, Bill also changed direction. He went back onto heroin and

then moved to Kansas. | think that was the biggest disappointment. | lost a unique interaction

with a friend |1 6d known for a | ong ti me.

How would you describe your work, and what are your working metéadsl how have they evolved
during the course of your career?



| started a science fiction series of my own a few months after | quit Ah Pook and it proved that

the work could conceivably have been completed
do it. | produced 80 pages of equally complex imagery over the course of 18 months. It was a
project that paid every month and at the end of every month there was a hard deadline. That

made all the difference.

I quit visual narrative in book form after that an d moved into television design. Graphic novel
to storyboards was an easy transition. From there | went on to directing. | gave that a rest in
2000. Then in 2003Ah Pook resurfaced with Observed While Falling , which | 0ve
on, on and off ever sin ¢ e . Hopefully, when thatos final
doing.

| was working on the idea of freestanding narrative paintings while | was in art school and
thatds what | dm concerned with now. | maegisa and
synthesis of the stuff | picked up working with electronic paint systems and computer
animation. | gave up on dirt and water long ago.

In the excepts frombserved While Falling ontline, you state that as much as funding or any other
factor tha was an issue, the content was an insurmountable obstacle to the publicaioPobk, and

that it would have inevitably been subject to censorship. What is your position on censorship, and do yo
think that in our mor e 0 pdeentnof thes linterre) weshawve ibecome
desensitised?

O0Despite being the sine qua non potbe dolund onnlemma |
shelves of Barnes and Nobles Booksellers. 6 | tdfs
illustration from The New York Times oo f Lucy, one of our earl i est
flaming branch that covers her breasts and
crotch. When you think of the distance wedve
permissivei n t hat we get to see more sex, but the
much. I tds still got a snicker to it. Theredos

~

Itdéds a commodity | i ke odmakeitilegahdandgyouednslarge nibeiios o r
it. That s why itds on page one of the Bible.
by it, scared to get caught looking at it and they become obsessed with it. Then they can be
Controlled. o0The Al gleyperthe reality aiNaysfal® shortlofi tHe ronask. |
The mechanics of sex are so appallingly simplistic when you get down to it. This goes in there
right? Being constantly made to want it, worry about it, then be pissed off about it keeps people

off balance. That way they canreally be fucked.




Recurrent themes and t heor i e sAhPaok, &so strongly evidentdn wo
The Book of Breeething are those concerning the idea that words simply are simply instruments by
which to presenimages, coupled with a fascination with pictorial language and communications. In your
work as an illustrator of books and your time Marvel Comics, do you think that these two
dimensional visual media could be considered an extension of, or variargucim, modes of
communication? Can a picture speak a thousand words, or perhaps more?

Words evolved out of pictograms and hieroglyphs. They areimages. Conceivably a picture is
worth a thousand words but itds a thousand
| talk about that in my book:

oDescribing an i mage with text i s very
Words imply; a painting has to specify.
every square inch. With Ah Pook it was an often overwhelming discrepancy.

| summed it up o ne time with Bill:

I saifd,yoou write: 6The spaceship |l anded in
waved. 6 thatos fine. Youdve created an i
completely unspecified. If | have to make an image of thessame | have to figure out

what kind of field it is, what time of day it is, what kind of spaceship it is, how it works,

how it lands, what kind of door it has, and what the Martian looks like. | even have to
figure out how |l ong his arm is. 6

Bill thought for a moment then he said:

OYoudbre right Malcolm. So how long | S a

Conversely a word can evoke a thousand pictures d each one very different depending on the
observer.

Marvel Comics was basically a come and go arrangement. Sta Lee offered me my own comic,
but | already had one so to speak with Ah Pook. | did covers instead, which meant a phone call,
showing up for instructions, then going away and doing the job. Then bringing it in ten days
later with an invoice for the 250 bu cks.

| read on the press release posted ofréimagraphicswe bsi t e t hat the book w
painting in which text and i mages were combine

This strikes me as a very filmic approaitie, idea of a single continuous piece. What was the idea behind
it?




The Mayan Codices were created on single pieces of parchment then folded accordion style into

pages. This corresponded perfectly with the underlying theme in  Ah Pook of books as a means

for time travel. Time could be viewed holistically as a single event or broken down into a linear

narrative and viewed page by page. The event could also be viewed out of sequence which tied

in with cut -ups and breaking down the word i mage track. This was the aspect ofAh Pook that

had the most profound effect in terms of it actjua

Through the images <created for the book | di s{ov
collaborated with an American writer on a book a bout the Maya. An American who also

happened to be living in London at the time, who contacted him on account of his work. He too

had moved to America to complete the project etc. There were so many precise similarities in

our lives they defied mathematical probability. The artist was also known for his panoramic

images and he too had written an account of their collaboration and dedicated it to his writer

partner . That book was published 160 years ago [
was when 6 and why & Ah Pook started all over again; a book about time-travel, death and

regeneration was brought back to life by a dead guy 0 like me.

Improbable as this seemed it was impossible to ignore. In the very first two sentences ofAh
Pook is Here Bill wrote o

0The Mayan codices are undoubtedly books offftt
travel. If you see reincarnation as a fact, then the question arises: how does one orient
oneself with regard to future |lives?56

| felt obligated to acknowledge that fact and come up with some kind of response.

The Mayan Codices and, more specifically, the Mayan calendar is currently receiving a lot of coverage, o
account of the December 2012 O0pr ophec.Yiietheodesr e s|p o n



surrounding this and ideas as to what may actually happen &6 c e mber vary wi | d|
precise take on this? Is the growing interest in it simply the latest panic craze, a hangover for those whd
need a new i mmi ateetn tling woafter tthed disappoimtchentdof 1999, or is there more
substance to it?

Once | began writing Observed While Falling the prescience ofAh Pook became more and more
apparent. Apart from the odd temporal anomaly of a parallel collaboration, the whole notion of
how time is perceivedcame to define the nature of the confrontation between the Judeo /
Christian worldview and that of the Maya & both in the book and out of the book. The Mayan
view was cyclical, the European linear. This was fictionalized in the confrontation between Mr
Hart 80t he | nstr umedabhdAbPookContr ol 6

The book traces Hartds met ho dasensooshipasdtieinerdasingly ol i tffi
blatant methods of enforcement necessary to sustain it. An ongoing, totalitarianist trend
evidenced by recent events. Todayds OHomel and
ratcheted this controlling dynamic to unprecedented hei ghts. The threat o
Orwellian methods of curtailment and infringement of individual rights with promises of more

to come.

In the end Hart is defeated. The dynamic of Control, said Bill, always contains within it the

seeds ofits own demise. When Control is total what is there left to Control? Control is controlled

by its need to control. Inevitably the system collapses. Ah Pook always wins. In the first go

round the linear system prevailed. The Maya were all but obliterated. T his time who knows?
What ever the outcome, the current 6coincidence
Mayan Long count seems to be presenting a particular sense of impending collapse. Ah Pook is
certainly Here now. Five hundred years agothemany Gods of the Maya f ai
the |inear Bible God predicated on the concept

Burroughs is often considered a prophetic writer, AhdPook in many ways epitomises his remarkable
sense of future. Moreven than, sayl1984 Burr oughs 8 -vidwlsoksaonpréasingly likethel d
world we live in now. In one of the sectiddbserved While Falling that appeared oline, you wrote
060The relentless barrage of di dngsense of doom that is mdeedn d
based on sound evidence. In the past however, cataclysms elsewhere on the planet were often remote
went unnoticed except by those immediately involved. Nowadays, instant worldwide communication, the
need f or tstneed tokeemancdnsumer population permanently in a state of panic results in a
continuous diet of disaster and planetary mayhe
Eastdor , more specifically tintethase a/énd Supporcyow pointa g e
perfectly. With Sky News and the BBC News Channel in the UK, and countlelssu?24olling news
channels across the gl obe, itds possible to t




viewers any moreye can f eel i ke wedre actually
apocalypse by media? I s this where weodre

Li ke | said | 6 vGbsetvexrl &/hile Babirg Kor aawdnile.oThat section has since been
discarded. The sentiment r emai ns but i1itds been arranged

The end is always nigh. In 1999 the media drummed up a massive scare of planetary collapse
through Y2K. Then after that came 911, Swine Flu, and of course Global Warming. An
impending sense of doom keeps peope anxious, which is the key element in any form of
control: keeping those you would control off balance. It amounts to a process that is very similar
to the way spells and curses supposedly work. | mention that earlier in the book.

Bill gave me his loft on Franklin Street when he moved to the Bunker and he left behind an old
freestanding wardrobe. On top | found one of
Bl inding Wor m¥o nteo obfe neaxnayctan ol d | rhimhédsaid twasny 6
a response to a badNew York Times review of Exterminator! which had been cut out and
placed underneath. The effectiveness of curses and spells is dismissed as circumstantial, but Bill
qguite rightly consideredi eweamf i nhhngsoébroad

The same systematic use of word and image could be said to characterize the manipulative
processes of media: selective, repetitious use of words and images, with deliberate intention, to
determine a specific outcome. Millions of people infected with the same imagery, same values,
same sense of events behaving in a similar way.

0So Il ong as the <calendar of ani mated carto
continues to operate, the control system can predict future behavior with the same
accuracy as it can reconstruct past behavio




Bill had proposed that idea in the cont e xt of t he Maya, but t el i or
relentless, twenty-four-hour-a-d a y barrage of 6bcurses and i t é
critical thought, and directs fostered anxietylfan
technologi cal ©6blinding wormd that never sl eeps.

Beyond your work as an illustrator, youdve worflke
with considerable success, not to mention recognition. How, in your opinion, do the various media differ,
in termsof what can be achieved through each?

The temporal quirks that occurred during the process of working on Ah Pook are something

|l 6ve not encountered in any o tObserwed Wiile Faling.wasT h e (Ip n e
the most significant, but life -imitating-art had been a feature of the project all along.

I nterestingly enough, the only time | 8ve seen { s
Watchmen the novel & which | only read for the first time last year. The way Alan Moore and

Dave Gibbons presented the narrative allowed the reader to be able to actually seeseveral time

frames running alongside one another. It made for a completely non-linear experience of time.

They also juxtaposed fact and fiction, as in a story narrative running alongside a real event. A

movie couldndét possibly pull t Ahd&bok io & Yery diffeeeiot t i f

way, but there is apparently something inherent in the idea of combining images and words in
this form that allows for atemporal interactio n between them. It makes for a very different kind
of dialogue. If there is a case for graphic novels, that to me would be it.

So, finally, what prompted you to return to the beginning, so to speak, with illustration projec@ like
and in writing Observed While Falling ?

When | referred to ounderlying intentiond thi W a
mind. Much of his work was experimental in the sense that he usedwords to see what words



could da Li ke he said, hf psychicas ears 00 e Aml carsepreca o f
i ttl e attention i s his preoccupation wi t h
clairvoyance, spells and curses all fall within that purview. These ideas also imply a break down

of linear time. The circumstances surrounding the way Bill and | met suggested such a
possibility.

The collaboration was a case of seeing what else might happen. It certainly produced results,
but I i ke Hei degger says, t he pur pose ofef di
informati on. Sometimes itds simply a matter
collaboration was lost for so many years but then resumed seems to validate that perspective. It
also perfectly expresses the fundamental sense of dialogue imgicit in Ah Pook himself: the
ongoing process of death and regeneration.

Ordinarily, the wrap -up woul d i nc | AldRookistere /pAbseryed While Falling

will be published through Fantagraphicson. . . & Whil e the final det ai
only wait in eager anticipation for the appear
essential and, in many ways, pivotal, texts. Similarly, the full version of a unique first -hand
account o f one of the authorsodo | east document ed
under wraps, although the signs are that they will prove to be more than worth the wait.

Meanwhile, time marches on. We can but hope that this incredible text will emerge in a timely
fashion. Whether December 21st 2012 brings a new global consciousness or total annihilation,
one thing is for sure: Ah Pook is coming, one way or another




LATE NIGHT WITHUNCLEB | L L 0 STWGORS

By A. Ra

there are no causes left to fight

that are not being fought

somewhere by someone

that you never met

but yet, you know them better

than you know your self

so you keep fighting

there will be more of it

after you die

even if you are already dead

and dondt know it yet
fighting through the bardo

against the beast of your mind

against the creatures of your soul

against the monsters of your will

you will never have to surrender

it will eat you alive as much

as it will eat you dead

like old filthy mcnasty

wrenching on the eternal crankcase

of sisyphus old chopped hog

while old fast eddie keeps slipping out of sight
certainly he must be circling back around, always
dino died in mexico, just past san felipe

the shallow grave was really jus t a hiding place
berto takes too many magic bullets

shuffles off stage left to the coast

no applause from the underinformed augience




candy is a girl dressed like a woman
she turns blue in a dark blue motel room
cold and stiff as your love laying there
next to her in the morning

the last take in the scene before they yell cut

ittt

too many times down |
as she makes jello molds of her last moment
leaving you with one last cigarette

that the paramedic takes as the cops

take you away again as usual

big paulie saw it coming so many times

you got to give it to him in the face

just so he knows what time it is

it can ruin the funeral

but nobody goes to those anymore, anyway
there are stories about how mona died

in your arms as they were swollen tired

and shot out for days

there are carloads and truckloads

of bad accidents on the road

none as sad as your little baby girl

crying down the shiny concrete halls

as you huddle with thorazine slippers

and lithium pajamas on the vacaville tier
plotting out the revenge of sharpened

tooth brushes shoved into eye sockets
before the guards can fire the first fatal
warning shots into the head of your worst friend
getting left alone to fight into the night

wake up with no sleep fighting, always

fighting still  into the sun or the stormy outcome

walking with swagger staggering with false pride




you always want the first taste of anything
people tell you you might have killed too many
you never kept count,

except bad math in hard circumstan ces

as train tracks truck by into the long distance haul
bags and balloons and bottles and balls

all getting their kicks with you as tears run away
with the moon with the stars with the sun with it all
even into the wild blue yonder into hells built for tw
until it is a lonely ticket, reserved for one

watch whatds on the menu
the surgeon general said eating pussy causes

throat cancer more so than cigarettes

you quit smoking, among other things, but

dondét be an afterlife pussy, dondt stop |iving th
even if they tell you that you are dead, keep going

use up all the oil, eat up all the corn, free all the slaves

like it was you all along, come to save something

only it was you all along, that had something saved

something they couldndt take from
something you held onto forever like a supernova

even after nicki hepatitis told you to never leave

which was fitting, so much so, that your last word was LOVE

without ever saying good bye



THE SEDUCTION OF SOLITUDE

By Kimberly Dallesandro

sol.i.taire 1: a single gem (as in a diamond) set alone 2: a card game played by one person alone
sol.i.tary 1: being or living apart from others 2: LONELY, SECLUDED 3: SOLE, ONLY
sol.i.tude 1: the state of being alone: SECLUSION 2:a lonely place syn isolation

The Merriam-Webster Dictionary was left opened to page 655, items 1013 were highlighted in
yellow and underlined in red. The chair had been pushed tight against the desk, perfectly
centered to the pedestals on the right and left. The cracked cobalt blue drinking glass, guilty of
causing a minor lip injury, was packed like the rush hour subway allowing little breathing room
for the yellow pencils, eraser end up, one pair of scissors,a yellow highlighter and the red pen.
Everything else appeared to be the same as before.

Hedd been counting ceiling tiles when he noticgé

he realized almost an hour had escaped along with everyone else, allthe chairs now vacant with
the exception of his and the one occupied by the lone receptionist at the far end of the room.
The receptionist stood and moved toward the door to her left, giving him a practiced smile and

a nod. OWonoét belebumeac me okt eShevnkétes thfough theydoou . 6
closing it quietly. He glanced up at the ceiling tiles tr ying to guess their dimension. Twelve by
twenty four? Sixteen by thirty? He remembered that a piece of paper measures 8.5 x 11, so he
checkedhis right back pant pocket for the lette r he thought he had put there. Finding the pocket
empty, he rubbed the front of both shirt pockets which were also empty. Standing up, he
walked to the end of the room to survey the top of the reception desk and the credenza behind
it, then moved slowly past the 6 end tables scattered randomly around the room. There was
only one magazine about the size of a piece of paper, maybe a little bigger, laying on the top of
the farthest end table. He wondered if he could climb on the chair and confirm the size of the
tiles using the magazine as a ruler before the receptionist returned. Picking up the magazine, he
noticed the back cover was missing, causing the front cover to detach. Hearing voices drifting

in from under t he door at the far end of the room, he laid the coverless magazine down on the
table and quickly folded the front cover and put it into his once empty pant pocket. He sat back
down on his chair in the empty waiting room. The door on the left opened and t he receptionist
returned followed by a man he had never seen before. While they finished their conversation




by the desk at the far end of the room, he realized he still did not know the size of the ceiling
tiles.

The phone rang causing the conversation o end and the man he had never seen before turned
to leave, hesitating for a moment in front of the reception desk as the receptionist sat down. He
was approximately 3 lengths of the magazine laid end to end from the desk. Between him and
the door leading to the elevators were 20 chairs and 6 end tables. One of the chairs was
occupied by the man staring at the ceiling tiles. A black jacket occupied the chair next to him.
The man by the desk glanced up at the ceiling, glanced back at the man sitting in the chair and
then ever so slightly glanced back at the ceiling before hurriedly walking past the chairs and the
end tables to the door leading to the elevators. The noise of the door shutting did not appear to
disturb the man sitting in the chair.

0 Mr . ithSMr. Smith, excuse me- Mr. Smith...Josh S mi Thk Pedeptionist stood as she
repeated the name, her voice never growing any louder only her height, now standing from

sitting. 0 Mr . Smit h, t he doct or Please fallmvarg.y MrtSmit & e y o u
receptionist walked to the front of the desk stopping to pick up a thin green file before turning

toward the man sitting in the almost empt y waiting room. She did not call his name again,
choosing instead to stand facing him while he continued to stare at the ceiling. Several times

her eyes wandered to the ceiling, her eyebrows rose causing her forehead to crinkle and her
auburn bangs to fall into her eyes. Josh noticedher standing by the desk when she lifted her

hand to sweep the hair from her eyes.

OMr. Smith, the doctor is ready to see you now.

Josh stood quickly picking up the black jacket that was lying in the chair next to him. Holding

the coat by the collar, he brushed the fabric in an effort to iron out imaginary wr inkles and to
remove lint particles. He noticed 2 long strands of auburn hair near the collar in the back
roughly 4 inches from the double stitched seam that secured the arm to the coat. Meticulously,
he pulled one strand at a time from the coat, examining each one before placing them in his
right front shirt pocket. He glanced at the receptionist and noticed her hair color.

ol dm sorry, |l didndét mean to keep you waiting,
form that w as supposed to be fl | e d He walkeddpast a group of 5 chairs, passing the end
table with the magazine with no cover. ol nee
the pockets of the jacket he still carried by the collar, passing the remaining empty chairs and
end tabl es. 0The |l etter was pretty clear about
and bring it with me today. 6 He stood 6 magazi

leaning against the front of the desk. Yes, at least 6 magazine lenths, laid end to end he




determined, and then glanced quickly up to the ceiling tiles. He calculated he was exactly 2 full
ceiling tiles away from the receptionist. With auburn hair.

0Can | rescheldurhehanypwitsa tgay f o tjustréakizedtwhemgou | 0 v e
were in the other room that the |l etter was not
green file.

0 Mr . Smith, the doctdayrandcas god ardadytkioow,she will bg @uuof the

country for ov er a month starting tomorrow. | believe | told you this at the end of your last

visit, but that information was also written quite clearly at the top of the letter | sent you. | will

talk to the doctor about the time wasted for this appointment and call you when he returns
from his trip to reschedule your next appoint me

Josh murmured a thank you stealing one quick glance at the ceiling before turning towards the
door that led to the elevators. The receptionist continued to lean against the desk and watched
as he made his way to the door. At least once, she glanced at the ceiling. She noticed that he
had returned the black jacket to the chair next to where he had been sitting before he left the
room. She also noticed the distinct outline of a folded piece of paper in his back pant pocket.

The tears began at the left corner of his eyes and followed the imperfect line of his nose where
they would wait until enough had gathered before dripping to the wood below. Occasionally,
they would detour into his mouth, gliding over his upper lip and slide inside returning to make
the journey again. The tears dropped randomly, occasionally matching the tempo created by
the knife hitting t he wooden cutting board. Joshreached for another white onion and began the
process again. 1 cut on the top, 1 cut on the bottom. 1 slit to remove the outer skin. Cut small
slices. Each medium onion yielded 6 sometimes 8.Stack 3 slices and cutl / 4ndboth directions,
first one way then the other. Repeat. It was only after he had cut the top and bottom and was
removing the skin from the first onion that his eyes began to tear. The tears would continue
until he had filled an entire baggie or the onions r an out, whichever came first. It was the only
time he allowed himself t o cry, hiding his need in this ritual of dicing white onions on the
wooden cutting board due in part to his crowded living conditions.

He heard footsteps in the hallway to the right of where he was standing and glanced at the
clock that hung on the wall above the door. Quarter of three, three quarters of the last onion
complete, he noted. Laying the knife down, he moved to the sink and turned on the faucet
rinsing his hands with hot water, shaking the water off each one three times. Turning off the
faucet, he dried his hands on the back of his pants, running them over his back pockets. He felt

nt



the impression of folded paper and for a moment thought he had found the letter. Pulling it out

he realized it was the cover from the magazine. He remembered he 4ill did not know the
dimension of the ceiling tiles in the waiting room from earlier in the day. He opened the drawer

to the right of the stove and pulled out a small Stanley tape measure and opened the magazine

cover pressing it flat on the counter with the palm of his right hand. 10015/ 166 x 806
measured, pleased at how close his calculation had been. He had just remembered the 2 strands

of auburn hair from the black coat that he left in the chair next to his in the waiting room when

the phone rang. It was 4:00.

oOHel |l 0?6

00h good, youdre there. Josh, |l &dm so sorry I

champagne | drank last night, or still going through menopause - one or the other, who knows.

I didndét realize | dupabokt 30sminutesagn.hChrst whiatla hangowern k e

| ate like a pig last night the food was laid out in every room and get this, there were little bowls

of candy and nuts in the bathrooms. The bat hrd
50o0r6baggies and filled them up, you wouldndt bel

guy that gave the party oddcom@dyforsoind leftbvérsnDiduypu a n d
go to the doctor?6

0Yes and no. Lisa, | doom¢ ucsnhi dnsishidmg chopping
0Yes and no, what does that mean? Did you go o
0OYebksut no. .. . | i sgdene withithe last onibndamd | &/dn¥td finish dicing it and
clean this up so |l et me call you back | ater. o
00Okay, well , geetzer rduopsthe ds oyroruy. i fl 8lm iunpstairs if
little more sl eep. Call me back. 6

Josh hung the phone back in its cradle, resisting the impulse to look up at ceiling. Instead he
focused on the 1/4 onion still sitting on the wooden cutting board. He did not want to finish
cutting the onion, his tears now dry, nor did he want to call Lisa back later. Let her come down
the stairs and talk to him face to face. At the very least she could finish chopping the onion or
clean up what remained of it. He picked up the tape measure and re-measured the magazine
cover before folding it up and placing it back in his pant pocket. Putting the tape measure away,
he again thought of the 2 long strands of auburn hair. He wondered how long they were in
comparison to the magazine cover. He decided they could wait until later and walked out of
the kitchen leaving the onion sitting on the cutting board.




Josh opened the door of the room after taking the elevator up to the 14th floor and following the
2606 plagques that pointed the direction to the
was hidden in a corner beside the broom closet 2 doors down from the vending and ice
machines, the brass numerals standi ngonldféheB.i gh

Io el

There were 2 gueen size beds side by side, apgdgr o

headboards that were secured to the wall with 4 screws. A television was housed in a cabinet

that had 5 drawers below it and was situated directly acro ss from the 2 beds on the adjacent

wall leaving about 4060 f a wal kway. A 306 diameter table s
chairs, the positioning of them almost perfect to the expansive window wall. Above all these

things was a ceiling constructed of sheetrock and painted white. After staring for several
minutes, he could see the thin lines of tape that was laid over the seams of every two sheets, a

less than perfect effort to join them and make them appear as one.

He had registered underthe name o6Josh Smithdé although it was
out his wallet and emptied all the cards inside laying them on the bed. They all had the same

name, Josh Smith, punched or typed on them. He flipped through some photos of Lisa and
himself that he carried in his wallet, before coming to a small pamphlet he was given last year

by a friend O0Practical Guide To True Way Of Li
received it, Lisa reciting from memory a passage about what common folk should do upon
waking while she finished getting ready in the bathroom of the hotel.

oOWash your face rinse your mouth and bow in si
0Si x di rhebadasked.s ? 0

OYes, s i x Nortl Soath AboWe ant Below. It says you are supposed to bow towards
each direction and wish no misfortune may co0me.

0OAbove and below. 6 he remembered saying, | ooki
network of thin metal rectangles filled with textured acoustic tiles. Several tiles had water

stains, afthough the overall effect made the room feel embracing and comforting. Any lower

and it would have been claustrophobic. He had
jacket she had purchased in London the year before. He noticed the fine detail wor k on the back

of the jacket as he held itwaiting for her to put it on. She was still in the bathroom brushing her
auburn hair while he stood by the closet holding her jacket. Josh recalled he had looked at the
ceiling more than once while he waited.
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His awareness of Above began that day in the hotel room as his eyes took in the caged acoustic
tiles, some with water stains. After that moment, his eyes always drifted toward the ceiling to
record the details in each room he found himself in. The elevator with its wide open hole at the
top which exposed thick twisted ropes of metal, the delicate stucco ceiling in the hotel lobby
with its decorative motifs that surrounded the chandelier reminding him of a birthday cake his
mother had baked for him as child. In the subway, the bent galvanized steel was riveted at more
than just the 4 corners becoming part of the tube he stood inside, matching almost perfectly
what he imagined the inside of the plane would be, though he still had 4 days befo re boarding.
He saw painted beadboard, rustic wood slats, tiles of every size and color, mosaic ceilings more
beautiful than the solitaire on Lisa 6 s | e f Each lomenvaas carefully inspected and
appreciated by him. Magically, thoughts of his own life began to rise and reveal themselves on
the surface as he examined each new discovery. Memories long forgotten were found entwined
and embedded in the wood, stucco, sheetrock, all the colors of the universe, ceramic tiles, gold
leaf, murals, plain ordinary white - it did not matter, somewhere in each ceiling he found a part
of himself causing him at times to laugh out loud or cry, something he rarely was able to do. A
collection of ceilings that had been ignored and crying out for repair had caused him the
greatest sadness. Josh would follow the cracks with his eyes, see the curl of paint which had
separated from the stucco, hanging precariously above him their statement if not of abuse
certainly of abandonment. He witnessed ceilings with wood so beautiful he thought perhaps he
was upside down, churches with ceilings painted with murals so astonishing it was as if the
roof had been forgotten and he alone was left to witness all that lay Above. The images were
recorded to his memory, never to film, though some of the photos tak en by Lisa did include a
small portion of a ceiling, a thin slice of Above never intended as the main focus of the
photograph, a miscalculation of her aim that irritated him and prompted his gift of a
photography class on her birthday the following year. He recalled he had spent many hours
walking alone through the city entering every business or church, subway stations,
underground tunnels, museums, twice being allowed into private residences, his eyes always
drifting upwards. At those moments, Josh felta private communion and peace he had never
experienced before. If a room was full of people, loud and chaotic or empty and silent it made
no difference. A feeling of calmness and peace would wash over him in that moment his eyes
looked Above. Lisa having no interest or understanding of this phenom enon, grew bored and
restless. He noticed her eyes never drifted any higher than the middle of her surroundings;
though she did seem interested in the sky when the sun was rising or setting. She began to
make exauses, listing reasons she could not go with him and would set out alone each morning
never telling him her plans, though to be fair he had never asked. They would both return at
7:30 just before the final meal was served, meeting in the dining room of the hotel with the
coved cobalt blue ceiling. By the last day of their vacation, they had very little to say to each
other.




Josh gathered up the cards and pictures on the bed and returned them to ther proper places in
his wallet. He kept the pamphlet on the b e d a b dram thed4sécond pillow to his left.
Checking his watch which read 5:30, he smelt the faintest hint of onions on his hands. He
closed his eyes, and remembered meeting Lisa 4 days before Christmas 9 years ago. The season
had been a lonely ore for him and on a whim he had decided to go to a small gathering 7 blocks
and three houses over from where he lived. He did not know the people hosting the gathering
and had not received a formal invitation to attend. A friend had called earlier in the day
suggesting he come.

OMerry Christmas Josh, | havenot heard from
kids. Hol i day Season is upon us over here.

OFine, really fine, Steve. Merry Christmastoy ou t oo. I & m Yy andsptaying Sdiitare g
... only 4 more days to get through then the countdownto New Year 0 s . How ab
Josh turned over another card from the deck he held in his left hand, the phone now cradled
between his right ear and shoulder.

0Get tAroC€hhi st , Josh itbo
the worl d. Listen, ther e
address. 6

s
6s a party close to

Josh laid the cards on the table, pushed the chair out with h is legs, stood and walked over to the
drawer by the stove that held a variety of items a red pen being one of them. He could not find
a piece of paper in the drawer and returned to the table with only the red pen. He sat down
and picked up the phone. The deck of cards sat at a 45 degree angle to his left elbow which
rested on the top of the table. He held the red pen in his right hand.

00Okay, |l &m ready. Shoot. 6

He turned over the top card of the deck which was the Queen of Hearts and wrote the address
on the playing card in the white background on the left side. Finishing the conversation, he
hung up the phone and returned the card to the deck, shuffled and began a new game of
Solitaire. At some point during each new game, the Queen of Hearts would appear with the
address written in red. At 1:00 he decided to eat a sandwich and after cleaning up, he picked
up the card with the address in red from a line of 8 cards in a sequence and put it in his back
pant pocket. He wal ked to the front <cl oset
turned on the light. He put his black cashmere scarf around his neck adjusting the two ends so
they hung evenly and over the scarf he put on his heavy denim jacket with the fleece liner
adjusting the zipper inside which had moved

yopu
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top 2 buttons, he inspected the side pockets finding a worn leather glove in each which he put
on after removing 3 gum wrap pers and a ball of lint. He threw those items in the trash can
located in the small bathroom near the entry on his way out the front door.

It had been fairly warm for a cold day and his brisk step combined with the fleece and cashmere
had produced small beads of sweat across his flushed forehead. The lights attached to the
houses he passed revealed the lack of expertise of the owners, long strings of wire and bulbs
attached with a nail here and there with no precision or care. He noted the wires were pu lled
taunt in some places and sagging in others causing the bulbs to be up to 36 out of line, and
disrupting what could have been perfect spacing. The bulbs stared back at him in their state of
crucifixion, all their magic stolen in the daylight. He was not interested in the lawn ornaments,
though he did notice 7 wreaths attached to front doors that were not properly centered.
Turning right at the seventh block, he slowed his gait and surveyed the street as a whole. With
the exception of one barren oaktree located in the side yard of the first house, each yard had 4
perfectly spaced Italian Cypress trees between them standing like sentries. They rose about 5
times his height and had approximately 3 feet between them. The first tree was even with each
kitchen window, the three that foll owed ended

j

trees appear to be touching the sky, o6 Josdhi ft ho

they grow any taller they could quite possi bl

There did not appear to be any lights nailed to the houses, though each porch had 6 poinsettias
sitting across the span of the upper railings. A simple red bow was attached to every front door
with what appeared to be 2 gold bells hanging on red ribbons e xt endi ng about
bottom of the bows. Josh took off his right leather glove putting it in his right coat pocket and
reached into his back pant pocket to remove the card he had put there before leaving his house.
The duplication and understat ed order of the street seemed to calm and comfort him. Passing
the address on the card he made a decision to attend the party while attempting to
simultaneously put the card into his coat pocket while removing the leather glove to put back

on. As he continued down the block,the 3-1/ 26-1%x28 Queen of Heart s
with the address written in red ink on the left side and landed picture side up.

© 2011 Kimberly Dallesandro

y

10

f

us
U gt
p o

D




MAGNETIC ASCENSION

© 2011 E. Elias Merhige
























LUCIFER IN THE MACHINE AGE:
STYLISTIC THEMES IN EARLY 20TH CENTURY
GERMAN CINEMA

By Stephen Sennitt

1: Lucifer

Baleful, penetrating eyes stare out from a
begrimed landscape obscured by clouds of

Perhaps it seems particularly appropriate
that among early twentieth century
Modernist groups there should be such
conflicting responses to the burgeoning

furnace smoke. The fallen angel has become 6consumer aged. Futuri sjm,

a demonic slave of the machine age. This stridently embraces the more extreme

stark, prophetic image is the product of manifestations of industry as a system of

symbolist painter Franz von Stuck in his aesthetics, whereas Dadal r

work of 1890, Lucifer (1), which was seen hy manifestations, cultural or mechanistic,

contemporary <critics aswitthhe ege@asonsétocnati oln slay

of the rapid and threatening progress of appropriated because conjfl

i ndustrialisationd. (2) wsre the Ktdl sharattaristiés fofethe cultue a

modern doppelganger, the devil in the of the epoch, a kinetic dance of creation and

mirror of soci et al p r degtruction,exhilaratioreand deeron onrald of

terrible gaze hol ds t he vi e whsrabtlse vaagudrde was theoconcept of the

reflecting subconscious fears and anxieties 6new Mand ( mesaxstilanguage,n n o]n

on to the screen of the mind where they 6new Humankindo) an expJre

cannot be ignored. Lucifer preaches the which more than in any other Modernist

modern age ideal, self knowledge ¢ but at movement signalled a redqct

what cost? Aged i n ter mselforfthesdule i nper
(3) It is this concept in particular, especially

Twentieth Century artistic movements can i n i ts rejectionctotvedrft.i

be seen as a reflection and critique of the constructs of the world, that relates

dconsumer ageo. Ga d g et sexprassichisnma nelivicaneeptualigation, to

all kinds were appropriated by artists, the archaic and the romantic/gothic strand

sculptors and writers and used to create of thought which expounded a philosophy

works of art. This fact, and the states of of supernaturalism and magic. In

consciousness such appropriations expressionism we can see the dark face of

afforded, is one of the key defining concepts von Stuckds Luci fer as p

of Modernism. This love/hate affair of the
artist and his or her sense of place in a
rapidly changing world is the major
dialectic  of  Modernist  philosophy,
irrespective of the conflicting ideologies of
specific groups. Behind it all is a sort of
6Devil 0s Bargainbo,
progress and self knowledge is also strewn
with  psychic, subconscious debris upon
which one can stumble, and sometimes fall.

wher e

inward; a distorted, subjective reflection
which portrays a rapidly changing world in
terms of fear and doubt, but also as a kind
of demonic elation.

2: Storm and Stress

t he pat h to
Cinematic Modernism began in post World
War One Germany as an extension of earlier
literary and theatrical experimentation (4),
the latter in particular expounding a




deliberately confrontational relationship
with  its audience. Among many
expressionist theatrical/art groups were
ones described by the phrase Sturm und

Drang, 6Storm and Stres
Ei sner (5) describes
ecstasy and visioné in

phrases, exclamations, associations ofdeas,
and vi ol ent i mageryo.
expressions were transplanted to the screen
with astonishing effectiveness in Das
Cabinet Des Dr. Caligari (1919); perhaps
not surprisingly in consideration of the
creative team behind this landmark film,
which comprised of scenariasts Carl Mayer
and Hans Janowitz (Austrian and Czech
poets, respectively); Hermann Warm, set
designer from the avant-garde group Der
Sturm & who based his Caligari designs on
drawings by symbolist/expressionist
graphic artist Alfred Kubin,(7) author of
the strange, mystical novel, Die andere Seite

(6The Ot her Si ded,
Lang, who was slated to direct but was later
to be replaced by Robert Weine.

Importantly, as noted, Caligari included
contributions from many of the leading
exponents of expressionism and the
burgeoning German O6art
tricky concept we will look at again),
making it primarily a self consciously
6artisticd production
made purely to entertain & and it also
included the entire oeuvre of devices and
tropes later popularly associated with
expressionism, and  with expressionist
cinema in particular. These stylistic qualities
can be outlined as follows:

An 6exagger ated?d act.i
gesture and mime; exagyerated facial
expressions, enhanced by stark make up
and lighting effects; adoption of frequently
distorted or  exaggerated postures,
especially in the case of monstrous or
villainous characters; stylised movement of
the body & all these things based on the

expressionist idea of an interaction between
the 6inner selfd and
a sort of seamless whole.

t

sSiylised wobtume,hobvidugiytirt the creation

a of mhoaliren gharagterd, ebdt gadsa in t the
fteqpuent wse ef caricatures, with eEentid
hats and cloaks, pebbled eye glasses; archaic
(08 ) anachronésce appedrayded, spealliar
props,; al | of whi ch
effect.

cr

Stylised lighting effects, making full use of

side lighting, back lighting and both under -,
and over-, lighting to achieve distorted or
macabre effects; the play of light and
shadow and the aesthetic properties of
chiascurio are explored to their limits in

German expressionist cinema to the extent
that they could be seen as its most instantly
recogni sabl e,

creating a holistic aesthetic experience, with
angular exteriors and compressed interiors;
stylised representations of natural objects,
such as trees depicted as scratchy, two
dimensional silhouettes, so that the
expre b mi amidautst 6yded@ of
most important factor; houses and
dwellings O6reducedd to
dostering anples soe alternatieely enlarded tb m
imposing , seemingly cyclopean, masonry
(here, 1 am thinking, respectively, of the
little hou ses piled on top of one another in

the depiction of medieval Prague in

We g e n eDedGolem [ 192 0] and D
massi ve wal | Deri mude LTach g 6 s
[1921])

g styl e, based on

An often purposeful creation of artifice as

an overall effect of the mise-en-scene; a

0t heateadlc,al Borf exampl e
use of patently stagelike sets with even
shadows painted in to enhance the sense of
unreality. This in opposition to most other
films (ei-ghepde®davnBntmai n

n

he

6trademar k

1 9 0 9Stylisation aoh skts iand i desigm in Iggnerdd,r i t z
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which strive for as
of their material as possible. Here we can
compare the fantastic elements in Bunuel
and Dali d&ds <nChieeAntalos t
(1928) 8 such as the ants crawling from a
hol e i n t he
expressionist presentations of fantastic
material. Whil e the former is made to look
as real as possible to achieve its surrealistic
effect, in a sense to
point in questioning the accepted
hierarchies of thought and consciousness,
expressionist cinema seems more concerned

to create an overall aesthetic effect, part of the frameds OV €
conjuring an atmosphere of pattern. We can also see the influence of
otherworldliness that does not so radically constructivist ideas in the deliberate use of
intermi x notions of Or edaalrittiyf6i cerdd & chroaugrhd iorf q
similar overtly propagandist terms. In fact, to different ends than the more technical
unless we are to read into expressionist aims of the Russian school of
cinema ideas popularised by such writers as constructivism.  German  expressionist
Kracauer and Eisner (8), with their cinema does not on the whole have the
philosophical notions of a body of film same ingredients as much other Modernist
constituting an e X pr e s sinemay in thdt there & tnyg pejeatian | of &
German excess of soul 0 str@igh) forwardhnarrativew Franht  Caligari
are | ooking at are onl Yorwaxck sherd éstd strond ®mphdsia ore s 6
and highly stylised effects, essentidly traditional narrative structure. Though the
without Modernist revolutionary concerns. effect of a specific fil
Of course, this does nothing to reduce the seems to be no attempt at a Modernist
i mpact of, daupt(l92Buasanaudsoncepti on of Opur e po
effective and fascinating evocation of discern in the films of Man Ray, or Rene
legendry diabolism, but we cannot discern Clair. In fact, unlike the impecunious non -
anything O6Moderni sted a bcommtercial hinema df ithe mimpressidmists,
than its style. It is this aspect of cinematic the dadaists, the surrealists, et.al., the gamut
expressionism which Kristin Thompson (10) of expressionist films were studio vehicles,
emphasises in defining expressionist mise- produced on a relatively large budget (in
en-scene: fact some of the budgets became cadssal,

eqg: L Meatrgpdlis [1926], at 5.3 million
Expressionism will here serve as a stylistic marks (11)!) which is in stark contrast to the
system term minimiz[ing] the differences 6 home maded affairs of

among the four aspects of mise-en-scene:
lighting, costume, figure disposition, and

6pure cinemad of

as Hans Richter, Oskar Fischinger, Viking
f Egbefing , and others, whose concerns were

wholly compositional, utilising geometrical

ma | & witha ¢ t oshdpes, animateddilhouettes, etc, to create a

Modernist cinema of structural continuity.
Some of these aims seem to be echoed in
expressionist concerns to create thematic

nial kuei diittsy ,6regivwilrug i 0haf go

conversely, making living things (such as
the crowds lining the bridge in the Italian
segment o Der nwdenTepd)sinto a

This is why it was remarked above that one
should label the corpus of expressionist

0 r drathig therei aceGaspects mftuensed byt tleet i o n
abstradg

n

setting. The expressionist film makes, as fil ms as 0ar tcépted dedsenas (i n
much as possible, a single visual material of | have just outlined) with caution. Certainly,

these aspects; the result is an emphasis on the international success of Caligari,

overall composition. Expressionism produced by the Decla company, created a
émakes[s] the bnpasdifonagpur ell ycraatciove bart filmd
element. which could garner critical and commercial
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success in London, Paris am New York. In
this respect, the expressionist productions
which followed Caligari from Ufa became a
recognised product to the international art
cognoscenti, defining German cinema as
6expressionistodé to
not have the opportunity to see the types of
films the ©6or di nagoiggd
public would see. (12) The lasting

mude Tod, dispense with such blatant
references in favour of a fairy tale-like
medievalism. In this respect, there is very

little Modernist content in German
expressionist cinema.
foreign audiences who did

Further, to return to Caligari specifically,
G eve oaa isee that reeeman this archetypical
expressionist film that Modernism is more

impression of Weimar Republic Germany is evident in style than inq 0
one characterised by artistic abandon consider the stylistic elements of the film we
leading to a veritable hot bed of creativity. clearly perceive the sinister, macabre
Images of wild, sexual licence in seealy characters of Dr. Caligari and the
Berlin night clubs and infatuated actors and murderous somnambulist Cesare ; the
artists have entered the popular supporting characters with their eccentric
consciousness as a prevailing image of these gestures and stark appearances; the sharply
times, but as is always the case, these were angled O6exter i coutsBapewwi t h | ma
things which affected the day to day affairs representing trees, buildings, windows, etc.;
of the vast majority of people minimally . (In t he claustrophobic OiInt ¢
fact these minority-based assumptions contrasting white walls and angular painted
about what constitutes a particular shadows that give a static sense of endless
countryads nati onal c i n aighg the xanted damera angles and striong
day, resulting in a distorted lighting techniques, making use of
historical/cultural perception of the country contrasting bright light and deep shade; the
in question.) sense of cultivated artifice to engender a

dreamlike effect. At the climax of the film,
That Caligari is stylistically Modernist there when the townsfolk are pursuing Conrad
can be no doubt. It has all the instantly Veidt as Cesare (who has abducted the
recognisable components outlined above, a 6heroinebod, Jane, pl ayed b
remarkable fact in consideration of Caligari across the rickety, insubstantial rooftops,
as a blue print, almost a prototype, of the the audience has the illusion at one point
expressionist genre. In this sense, it is a film that Cesare is actually standing on a
that seemed to come out of nowhere, self precipice made of shadows. This is the
contained and O6perfect o6f iilnmdist smoosrti gp maflauduryd!| ySogni
original, really, that it could not be repeated haunting effect that defines cinematic
without the O6trickd s eexpréssiogismi as samathirg llike thé madd
hat 0. Mo s t of t he filinmsl ug$indm u etnhceeqdeldceébryeveais n g 0
Caligari soon abandoned its stark, Caligari t o be. Al a oOdrdqanm
uncompromising mise -en-scene, and dreamd worthy of Edgar Al

developed their expressionist elements in
different directions, which really meant
toning them down. We see stills from
Genuing(1920) and Raskalnikov (1923 o
based on
Crime and Punishment) that look like
counterfeit Cal i g aand 6the more
successful films, like Der Golem and Der

perhaps this is itself a hint as to why
German Expressionist cinema seems less
stridently Modernist than, for example,

Dada cinema; in that its Modernism seems

Dost oyevsky d sonlylamsurfacé gloasroh material whéch dates

from previous epochs. Contrast the visual
qualities of Caligari with its setting and
story. What we find is a typical




gothic/romantic fabl e s et i Anever
| a n dvih, the dark overtones of the
previously mentioned Poe, or the uncanny
stories of ET. AHof f man ;
(1816) springs immediately to mind in this
connection. The film is also plotted in a
straight forward
device which partially rationalises the story
adds further elements of plot
conventionality to what could have been a

6 The Sealisedma n €pectral

6 n worle famous Dracula) and the devil. Both

films  work
conventional

brilliantly
narratives,

as  exciting,
with  superbly
mise-en-scenes.
Stylistically they are innovative and well
crafted, but not, | think, Modernist in any

ma n n e r propagandist gerfse Yeb Whatathrase rfilgn$ |

have briefly mentioned do communicate is
a feeling of nightmarish vision and
superhuman dynamism we can define as

much more unconventional film if it had qualities of the Sturmund Drang 6 st or m 3§
not been added on (much to the disgust of stressad, a state of s e
Mayer and Janowitz). (14) transforms its working material onto a

higher level of intensity. In this sense we
Caligadst osyd would be dam nmtelpretatheset strangely traditional
literary audience who would recognise expressionist films as Modernist in the
el ements taken from t hlacifeian o $ehsé: c that ®fo a r roreastic
mentioned, but also from previous German resurgence of demonic individualism in
films with macabre themes, such as The rejection of the prevailing socialist,
Student of Prague (1913) and earlier 6coll ectivistd, l ine of
versions of Der Golem. In other words, if groups. These films would seem to be the
you remove the stylistic innovations, you work of auteurs concerned only with self,
are |left wi t h a ¢ onyv e niratheothan kociefalh exprassion ®Modernist m,
albeit with a sound pedigree based on a in that sense as a specific precursor to post
self-conscious awareness of the gothic Modernist attitudes, | would argue.
genr e. This is also he case with Wegener ds
Der Golem ( partially based, as it was, on 3: Triumph of the Mundane
earlier film versions; one of which Wegener
made himself in 1914) derived from a It may seem ill informed or reactionary to
contemporised medieval Jewish legend;(15) portray the O&post expre
Der mude Todis another updating of an old German film making before the Second
legend which apart from its light hearted World War as a mere postscript to the
0 s t ewithinetee-st or y 0 s @het i o areative torrent of the Caligari era. There
6chinese storyad, i n parwerecaf Icaurse, st onastempieceseie the t o
have been influenced by the pantomime- form of Pa b sRadnsd o r a §1928)Bandx
like trickery of pioneer special effects man, Langds (1931) with its searing
George Melies) is essentially another foray performance from Peter Lorre, and the
into gothic fable territory. The story also development of the kammerspielfilm from
doubles as a moral tale about seflessness, Mu r n aThé &ast Laugh (1924) is of no
and the plot is constructed to create a linear small interest. However, on the whole, |
or cyclic structure which produces a think that when expressionism h ad run its
satisfying sense of c¢| ocouwseeo ta speak, laleng Wwith mamg sthere n d .
Similarly, the films directed by Murnau 0 Modernist movements which took a down
Nosferatu (1922) and the previously cited, curve as t he Ot wenties
Faust & are steeped in the tradition of 6thirties, t he creatiwv

popular supernaturalism, in the respective
shapes of the

vampire

comparatively absent. Though many fine

(fims eppaarkd, motthe llegst of véhiclobleiegr 6 s

S

S |



Len i Riefenstahl &s maj esSt i Eeael | Ri cphiacdur elsicpme | , qdTh
The Blue Light (1932), the overwhelming Movement o i n Conci se Enfyc
shadow of political oppression loomed too Expressionism, ngtfordshire,_1986, p.7622.
large on the horizon. By the time 4 See Steffen's, Wilhelm, in Rlchard, p..15EB 186.
Riefenstahl was assembling The Triumph of For an overview of expressionist stories of the
. . ;. O6phantasticéd, see Green, Yal
th_e Wlll (1934) from her cleverly idealising, Bomb, Edinburgh, 1993,
stirring f ootage of the Nuremberg Rally, 5 Eisner, Lotte H., The Haunted Screen, Berkeley
whi ch celebrated Hi t | e§78 s ascensi on to
absolute power, major figures of the 6 Eisner, p.15.
industry had absconded to safer shores, 7 Ibid. p.18.
such as director Fritz Lang and 8 These influential writers have been recently
cinematographer, Karl Freund & both of criticised in Elsaesser, Thomas, Weimar Cinema
whom would go on to lasting fame and and After, London, 2000.
fortune in Hollywood. 9 A phrase | have borrowed from Elsaesser.
10 Thompson, Kristinen O6EXQre
. . Scened in Ei sensteinds Ijv a1
In many ways the Nazi suppression of Princeton, 1981.
creativity and self expression S|gnalled a 11See Vierra, Mark, Hollywood Horror, New
death blow to Modernism which was York, 2003, p.18.
already atrophying. The rapid changes 12 Thi s f or ms part of El dae
which had swept through the Twentieth against the interpretations of Eisner and
Centuryds early dec ade sKratawerd wha Icheracteribee tige uenpregsignist
sweep away many Modernist concepts. corpus in terms of prophetic fore -shadowings of
These things were, after all, the concern of a Nazism; Kracauer the more explicitly.
relatively small percentage of artists and 13 Poeds oMurders irmitshe Rue
self procl ai med 6 mad prre'alg\ﬁl‘?m h%or]Ot'St Wgﬂl.desﬁem R W?Vg .had'a
world slumped into economic depression in themdtic influence on Caligari. The quotation is,
I believe, from Poeds pofm
1929, the effects would be felt throughout Pal aced.
t h e rtiést Slawly but surely people had 14 Robinson, David, Das Cabinet des Dr.

less time for art and leisure as the crisis
deepened. The popularity of the Nazis can
be seen as a product of desperation. Films

Il i ke Ri e Triemph dbfahe Wil s and
Olympia (1936), confirm the death of
individual expression. In its place we see a

panoramic spectacle which, apart from the
surprisingly homely visage of Adolph

Hitler, is anonymous in its epic scale. Like
Lucifer, the individual has been cast out
from a mundane world which has no place
for him.

Notes

1 See Mendgen, Eva, von Stuck, Koln, 1995.
2 Mendgen, page 20.

Caligari, London, 1997.
15 Eisner, p. 66 ff.
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HOLLOW EARTH

By Kate

MacDonald

Images By D M Mitchell

The way out is a long tunnel towards the
l'ight, but it
the light is guiding you out there, into the

chill and bluster and sSBuaw.i fl did 6rsatghoeirn gh atvoe ki |
stayed home. | dd ratherl i kteay oi préethend utnmeatl ,1 w
for that matter, waiting for a better pla n to They donot believe that
come to me. But we move towards the door, hurt, | can see it when they look at me, but
silently, sullenly, knowing what awaits us. t hey | et me pretend, whi
A blast of wet, cold air, strongest right at become willing to accept.
the threshold, for maximum shock effect.
Imogene has a thin jacket on, corduroy and The wind swirls the snow around, pushing
imitation leather, green and brown, thrift it right into us, into our faces. It sticks to our
store chic, barely covering her skinny little hair, it slashes at our foreheads. | can feel
frame. It fascinates me, this little jacket, my face aching from exposure. The five of
because |1 6m al most p ar ast meg €aer, Trevbrp lmégenad, amdnLes
my bl ack wool | evi at h anwhat b Bereft @mpare evé mustgnake.eLes
to freeze and then shatter, pieces blown into trails behind us a few steps, still a little
the wind down the street, un recognizable as weakened from a bad flu that lingered. | can
human. | can picture it. hear him breathing even over the wind. He
was laid up at home with fever so bad, he
Trevor, himself wearing a thin coat that told us, that he was hallucinating,
would be inadequate past October for most convinced all of his family and friends had
people, reaches out to put an arm around been in the room with him, when he was
her, but she has her head down to keep the actually in his apartment by himself.
snow out of her eyes and seems not to
notice the gesture. He looks at her and | Thereds a | ook of anxi e

think heds wondering
to reach out again, but he does nothing. |
think about trying to reach out to Peter the
same way, but it would be too humiliating

to be brushed off. H
whatl was doing and
good-humored tone | always do at such
moment s, t o
always cranky, to make them think that |

doesnot

| 6d

reassur e

know how to handle it and inside another
yengep fullwoh i wouyldo shootkimtco my
system. ind medover tkme,| | Iknow.

w hhisteyes whero e tatke® about wakirig rugy,
suddenly lucid and alone in the middle of
the night. The power had been knocked out
by a storm and his heat was off. He could

e 0 dsee atond® Abova him when he extialed an#
#hdno gs tthe tohgastion e his chpsy hecame
worse, he watched the clouds grow wispy

e ane ringubstastial, t becring hhendes no
matter how hard he pushed to get air out.




He realized that there was no air in him and
lay there imagining that his lungs had
frozen when the power went off, that he
was gradually dying from the inside out,

blood growing thick and heavy, icicles
forming on the inside of his stomach cavity.

He didndt t el | the story a
he told it as a joke- how funny it was that he

had been so out of it. But the fear was in
there, peering out at us, begging for help
through his muddy eyes.

It seems like a very long walk in the bitter
cold, butl k now it i sndt . | t
than it should because
The place we are going is on a street with a
number of townhouses that cry out for care

and the one we turn into is crying more
plaintively than the others. These were

elegant homes once, but now they lean on
each other for support, a mix of rundown
housing for peripatetic tenants and
homemade storefronts t
immediate needs. The entrance to the place
we are heading has a plywood vestibule
stuck on the front of it. When we go in, |
realize that this is because the door is so
decayed that without some sort of
protection, the wind would tear right
through the interior. The girl sitting at a
makeshift desk at the front asks us for our
coats, which | surrender against my better
judgment. Inside is a sizeable flat, about a
third of which has been converted to a sort
of performance space. There is a recess in
the front, a bay window that would look
out on the street if it were not covered in
blankets and towels. The recess is ringed by
a few colored lights to denote that this is a
stage. Facing the stage in what would
otherwise be the rest of the living room is a
gang of mismatched chairs. There is a sofa
at the back of the room that looks more
comfortable, where | want to stretch out
and be held, but | know better than to
suggest to Peter that he and | sit there. We
sit around the middle of the room, next to
gachaothdr,rom @ tatate chaik. gmogenecand
Trevor sit behind us on the sofa. Les sits off
to the side, where he has a better view of
the room.

I mo g s frien@ Veronica is there, which |
try not to mind, even when Peter makes a
biy shéwed$ goidgsto dreet they.€They try to

(0]

hug,t b@itsmissl €athf otherud dn awkwards e e .

series of pivots, unable to decide what they
want that hug to reveal. She is looking at
me, around his back. | face forward, having
no one to speak to, and turn the corners of

me



my eyes towards them. | cannot stop myself
from looking, from feeling how brightly he
shines for her, from observing how
theatrically happy he acts, but | try not to
incline my head too much towards them. |
see him glancing over at me from time to
ti me, making sure
Il ®dm not l ooking, hi
the pressure of my own discomfort pulling
the life out of me, leaving me hollow and
shivering and acutely aware of the wind
leaking around the doorframe and past the
blankets in the windows. | would do
anything to be out of this place, except go
back out into the cold again.

S

Behind me, | can hear Imogene talking to
some others. These are her friends, after all,
and we are here following her lead. A
collection of artistically inclined outcasts,
some of them performing, others gathered
to watch. Imogene is performing, but not on
stage. Her voice carries throughout the
room, illuminating the modern history of
her sex life, the ridiculously complicated
things that she has done with Trevor, and
with another. The mention of another is
expected in this room, because we all know
that Trevor is one of two in her exciting life
at the moment. The other is away for the
weekend. Sometimes, the three of them go
out together for effect.

| could turn around and be part of her
audience, but it makes me uncomfortable,
her vomiting forth of details, parts,
accessories, smel . Perhaps i
prudish and conservative and too uptight to
even listen to these sorts of lurid tales,
because, in this crowd, that is exactly how |
f eel Real |l y,

t s

Il O0m w
vV O

4

* S AR ¥

Imogene will point the spotlight on others,

that she will want them to share their
details, if only so that her stories seem that
much more risqué by comparison. What
would | say if | were to describe my own

misadventures? Peter and | hardly touch
each other. He likes nothing except the
obviousandhedoesndét <cl ean
as often as | would like. | respond to
nothing from him because | know whatever

happens, | get nothing. Imogene's stories
seem to cross lines of what is physically
possi bl e, but she sound
about an intense bowel movement rather

tham arc emnatioral highg Invould sound like

| was talking about sleep.

hi

A ragged-looking master of ceremonies

| m al wa yRopsa fnto athed designated stagen eaiea, w

S




announcing that performances are about to
begin. Peter dutifully takes his seat next to
me. Veronica curls up in a smaller, cushion-
laden chair on the other side of him. I try
not to react to the way his hand dangles
tantalizingly over her leg. | want to try to

start a conversation with him, but all day
when | dve opened my
dying to pick a fight.

It started last night, when he got home late.

or perhaps with someone new. Whatever it
was, | was somehow implicated in it, if only
by being there, wondering if he was going
to come home or not.

The first act is someone reading poetry, bad,
bad poetry, stringing words together, trying

m ochildidhly to fdill@vda shythin.d sea Les, who
has distanced himself from all of us, leaning
and whispering to a girl wit h a pink face
next to him. She is cute, cute like a doll,
with a perfect little smile. He leans way too
close to her to seem casual, probably too
close to see her smile turning stiff while he
talks. She can smell that hint of desperation
on him. Perhaps heds tel |l ing
story about when he was sick. She finally
gets up to join a friend of hers on stage,
since they are the next act up. He reaches to
pat her arm and just misses her as she steps
aside.

her

The pink-faced girl and her friend strum

guitar s and sing selfconsciously naive folk
songs. Childrends songs,
or so people in the room catch on and sing

along with the choruses, Les more
enthusiastically than the others.

I can feel the outside getting in, the cold
cutting right through my clothing and
getting under my skin. The wind has picked
up and, in the portion of window visible

He made a point of tel | abovg thenblankets,a tcanhsee sdowdanlétt
want me prying i nt o whmed &nowh edinthg downe IMhere is a
which meant that he wanted me to know | sudden moment of panic. | could be stuck
woul dndt be happy abouhere.iWe . could b&isrowetd im @and theheét to

knife inmy gutalitt |l e mor e.

aura of disappointment, like a sour gas,
around him. | could see that some plan that
had fallen through, perhaps with Veronica,

He 0 @nteltainceacta dther, forced to endure each
other until the storm passes. The storm
could trap us in here for hours, and all that
is keeping me sane at this moment is the

t



belief that | could stand up and withdraw to
my home if only | could convince myself to
go out into the cold. Needing camaraderie, |
take a look around the room to see if
anyone else is watching the storm, getting
scared at the idea that they may not be able
to leave. People are either looking at the
performers or at each other. Imogene leans
close to Trevor, pressing her torso against
him, the globes of her breasts shifting
noticeably, unhindered, beneath her worn
cotton shirt. He starts, because she almost
presses intohis lit cigarette, and pushes her
aside to protect her. She simply turns to the
other side and starts talking to one of her
friends, in a stage whisper that everyone
around her <can hear.
that she might get hurt, but he leaves
bruises.

| try to imagine how long it would take me
to walk home from here, struggling through
the wind and mounting snow by myself. A
long haul back home. If | could find a taxi, |
could take one. But the issue is not really
how | could get home if | left. The issue is
what would happen afterwards. Peter sits
there next to me, ignoring me, avoiding me,

|l i ke he does every t
tried leaving without him before, tried

wal ki ng away entirel
loves me, with such intensity that | reg ain
my fool s faith.

The next act is another folk singer, a sort of
one-man band, with instruments sticking

out of him everywhere, half troubadour,

half android. The pink -faced girl stands
next to the entrance, talking to the girl at the
door and pulling on her coat. Les
approaches her. She looks a little puzzled,

i me

y .

withdraws just a step from him while he
talks to her. And then, without waiting for a
more welcoming signal
his phone number for her, which she
accepts with a noncommittal smile. He
moves closer, as if to hold or touch her to
seal their contract, but she is gone, as
quickly as that. He folds his arms over his
chest, smiling a little so that everyone
understands that he has accomplished
something.

The bitterness of the air cuts through me
when she opens the door. Outside has
become desperate, worse even than when
we arrived, which already felt like it was

going to do me in. Between acts, | want to
talk to someone. | want to talk to Peter for
lack of another option, but somehow, this




would be breaking a rule. Besides, he is
talking with Veronica, leaning low over the
side of his chair, so that his face is almost
touching hers.

| want to be away from here, away from this

squalid den, from the bodies around me. |
imagine myself simply standing up,

demanding my coat from the pile in the

closet and walking out and away, out into

the storm, because if | was cold, if my
fingers were freezing and sore, if the skin
on my legs was burning from the bite of the
wind, at least it would m ean that | was
something, that | had a body to feel. In here,
I am nothing. Mindless, disembodied,

unknown and unremarkable. | am appalled

at my own hesitation, wondering what else

could possibly be needed, what would

actually motivate me to rise from this seat
where | can get neither comfortable nor
warm. | wonder what would quell the sense

of dread | feel at the thought of walking out

of here.

| have a vision of my life, unchanged,
twenty years from now, with Peter and
children, children borne from bore dom and
lack of options, running around us in this
room, watching us sit, ignoring each other
in our better moments, wishing each other
dead behind our dull
to happen, of course, neither of us wants
married life and children anyway. Half the
ti me now, when wedr e
stand the sight of each other. There is no
future between us, and yet there always
seems to be a present. | am still here and he
is still sitting beside me. We are both death-
still.

ed

He is no longer talking to Veronica, or
talking at all. He is staring ahead, waiting
for the next act to begin. | remember when
we first started seeing each other, how
intertwined we suddenly became, how we
went from strangers to filing up every

moment of time for the other, filling it with

candied sentiment. | try to imagine
describing that time to Imogene and having
her mistake what | was talking about for a
sex act. She would marvel at its intricacy, its
serpentine grace. And how would | describe
that involvement now? Cons tricting both of
us and petrified over time? His hazel eyes
flick towards me at a regular beat, but |
know better than to show him that | notice.

| wonder if he remembers our beginning the
way | do, a sliver of idyllic time. | wonder if
that memory i s what makes him howl when
| start to leave.

The stage remains empty, although the MC
calls out from his seat at the back of the
room that more is coming. People are
talking, little groups of friends forming,
their voices rattling all around me, separate
from me.

And not knowing what else to do, | reach
out and start to curl my fingers around
Peeyteesr.60sl.t 6 s not going

He snaps his hand away,

s thim ahd gives ma g hrutaivseowl!c He rkéeps

his eyes on me a long time.
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