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INTERESTING TIMES:  

ON MY OWN  

By Andrew Maben  

 

Before I left, Mum handed me a 
packet of Durex, told me to 
always keep them handy. Good 
advice. 

Iõd found a bed-sit just south of 
Victoria station, a tiny room on 
the top floor, up many flights of 
stairs and with a shared 
bathroom, but it was my own 
private place. And I had a job as a 
trainee clerk at a commodities 
brokerage in the city. I canõt for 
the life of me remember how I 
found the room and the job, nor 
with any certainty my wages and 

rent, but I seem to remember the pay was £10 a week and the rent something like £5, which 
would have left all of five pounds to live on.  

The job seemed mildly interesting for the first fe w hours, mainly because of its novelty. But that 
soon wore off. The work was terminally tedious, and seemed utterly pointless. My position was 
in the coffee department, dealing specifically with shipments from Brazil. It went something 
like this: freshly h arvested coffee would be auctioned at a Brazilian port and loaded on a ship, 
then, for the several days that the voyage took before arriving in London, speculators would 
buy and sell portions of the cargo as the price of coffee fluctuated with the market. As brokers, 
the company handled these transactions and took a small percentage on each deal. I didnõt then, 
and I donõt now, fully understand the intricacies of the business, but the whole thing seemed 
utterly nonsensical, not to say parasiticalé 

Somehow I had struck up a friendship with a local who called himself Doc. Unprepossessing 
with his thick glasses and total lack of style, he was an amusing enough companion, with a 
surprisingly heterogeneous set of acquaintances. At least once a week he would be kind enough 
to invite me to enjoy his mumõs cooking for supper, and then we would retire to his room to 
share a joint or two, sometimes between the two of us, or sometimes weõd be joined by one or 
two of his friends.  

My life settled into a rather dull routin e for a couple of months. Iõd battle the rush hour crowds 
on the tube in the morning and spend the day in stultified torpor at my desk where it was my 
job to sit all day long with a constantly replenished stack of bills of lading and bills of sale, 
matching up the bills of sale with their respective bills of lading and transcribing each 
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transaction into a huge ledger, carefully adding the totals at the foot of each page and then re-
entering them at the head of the next. My penmanship has never, thanks to the changes from 
left handed to right at kestrels, and then from right back to left handed at at art school, been of 
particularly high quality, but I did my best to be at least legible. And all the addition had to be 
done in my head and on scrap paper before the final figures could be written in the ledger. 
Positively Dickensiané Then in the evening once again Iõd battle the rush hour crowds in the 
tube to get home, where Iõd smoke a joint and read, or draw. Sometimes Iõd visit Doc at his 
mumõs basement flat near Buckingham Palace, sometimes heõd visit me. On Friday nights I 
usually managed to get to Middle Earth, which had taken up the torch after UFO folded, and 
most Saturdays would find me wandering the Portobello market in a post -acid hazeé 

The humdrum did  take a toll. I had noticed for a while that I would develop a particular 
tendency to moroseness in the early spring, and in my sessions with Dadõs friend the shrink Iõd 
suggested that I felt some symptoms of manic-depression. Grey days and all too often lonely 
evenings, dark nightsé One evening thoughts turned downward and darkward, I found a 
razor blade, rolled up a sleeve. I had been, and remain, pretty firmly convinced of the truth of 
the last scene of Pierrot le Fou, so any likelihood of finality was r emote, but I wanted to test the 
sensations. I made a few light transverse cuts across the wrist, not deep. It felt interesting. No, 
fascinating. So I used my forearm as sketchpad, the blade as stylus, and drew and wrote until 
there was no more space and I fell into a troubled slumber. The next morning my handiwork 
was limned in scabs, which in a few days healed and dropped off, leaving no trace. Sometimes I 
wonder what it was that I drew and wrote. I stare at the skin of my arm, seeking some kind of 
answer, but none is forthcomingé. 

And so it went until Easteré 

On Easter Monday I joined the Aldermaston March at Shepherds Bush, and soon enough Iõd 
moved up to the front ranks of demonstrators. The chants were perhaps a little predictable, 
maybe even trite, so I took it upon myself to add my own as we moved down Oxford Street: 
òInter-conti-nental Ball-istic Missiles!ó, òOUT!ó, òInter-conti-nental Ball-istic Missiles!ó, òOUT!ó, 
òInter-conti-nental Ball-istic Missiles!ó, òOUT! OUT! OUT!ó for some reason has stuck in my 
mindé 

This year the demonstrationõs focus was as much, perhaps more, on the horrors of the 
escalating war in Viet Nam as on nuclear weapons, and there was much discussion of a 
demonstration in Grosvenor Square, in front of the US Embassy to foliow th e rally in Trafalgar 
Square. Rumours of riot and violence were rife, and I was not entirely comfortable with the 
mood of the crowd. I could not see any gain in the quest for peace, in Viet Nam or in the world, 
to be had through the use of violence, particularly the mindless vandalism that was urged by a 
rowdy anarchist fringe. I found laughable the notion that violent acts of protest designed to 
bring down the violent might of state repression might somehow be necessary to awaken the 
anger of the people. More like an excuse to play cowboys and indians with real guns, sound 
and fury signifying nothingé So once in Trafalgar Square I withdrew onto the steps of the 
National Gallery while Tariq Ali and others made incendiary speeches, and radical chic 
celebrities like Mick Jagger and Vanessa Redgrave lent their cachet to the proceedings. 

Soon I found myself talking to another pair, Ros and Nick, who were also a little perturbed by 
the ominous atmosphere. We decided to give the riot a miss, and instead went to visit the 
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National Portrait Gallery. Ros was a lovely young hippie chick, long brown hair, secondhand 
finery, lovely blue eyes and a small thin mouth. Nick just seemed immeasurably cool, not least 
because he let out that he was the electrician at Middle Earth. After the gallery we went for a 
cup of tea, and Ros mentioned that Nick was looking for a place to live. I leapt at the chance to 
offer him some space in my room ð his contribution would greatly ease my finances, and best of 
all he was offering free admission to the club anytime I wanted!  

Meanwhile, the Grosvenor Square demo had turned into a full -scale rioté Back at work on 
Tuesday I was greeted with several comments about the demonstration and my part in it. It 
seems my participation in the chanting on O xford Street had been captured in full close-up and 
broadcast on the BBC newsé 

By now the days were getting longer, my spirits rising. Perhaps too much so, as the more I 
enjoyed my own time, the less I enjoyed my job, my distaste for the commodity brokerag e 
business was turning to disgusté 

Nickõs presence was a boon. Many an evening passed smoking, listening to my small record 
collection. Hendrix and Pink Floyd were foremost, with the Stones, Jefferson Airplane, 
Velvetsé If I had a penny for every time we heard Third Stone from the Sun or Interstellar 
Overdriveé We came up with a list of activities that we might practice in private but not out in 
public that weõd permit each other in those tiny confines that offered too little privacy. And we 
found an effective way to vent anger and frustration. Outside the window was a concrete 
balustrade about three feet high enclosing a tiny area, much too small to even pretend to be a 
balcony. It began when a lightbulb burned out. Once it had been replaced, one of us took the 
dead bulb and flung it through the open window to shatter against the concrete.  

òMan, that felt good!ó 

The bulb was followed by an empty milk bottleé This became an occasional ritual. We saved 
bottles and bulbs, and Iõd stop from time to time and filch a bulb from a phone box on the 
station for this express purpose. In spite of this streak of destructiveness, I did make some 
attempt to make the place habitable with posters from Hapshash and the Coloured Coat, UFO 
Coming, CIA vs. UFO and Arthur Brown, and Martin Sharp,  Mr Tambourine Man, as well as cheap 
but colourful Indian bedspreads, both on the bed and as a curtain. 

Middle Earth was where I would be most Friday and Saturday nights now. In retrospect the 
eclectic roster of bands who played there that spring is astonishing: Brian Auger and Trinity 
with Julie Driscoll (whose cropped hair flew in the face of the hippy fashion for flowing locks); 
Family, who I think deserve far greater recognition than they ever got; Fairport Convention; 
Captain Beefheart; The Deviants; The Nice; The Byrds; Ike and Tina Turneré I was usually 
tripping, so my memories are in the main a kaleidoscopic chaos of colour and sound, but a few 
things did stick in my mind. There was an odd couple, a boy with very long blond hair and a  
girl with a boyish cut, both dressed in flowing kaftans, who would lay out a prayer rug and 
dance all night in an exaggeratedly mannered style. These two were the object of many a raised 
eyebrow or superior hippie sneer, but danced on, seemingly oblivious . It was not until several 
years later, with the release of Ziggy Stardust that I realised who they were. Ike and Tina (billed 
as òIke and Teenaó in IT!) played an incredible set to a near-empty house. I watched, rapt, from 
in front of the stage, my nose mere inches from Tinaõs crotché The Byrds, too, managed to 
attract only a small crowd, the English audience once again demonstrating its narrow 
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conservatism in the face of their explorations of country music. As I recall, the Nice were not at 
all nice and Nick almost got into a punch -up with Keith Emerson when he tried to climb onto 
the light tower and start giving orders. And speaking of Nickõs misadventures, his attempt to 
pick up Beefheartõs guitar player, whom heõd mistakenly taken for a girl, was not that well 
received eitheré 

One evening I came home to find a note: òGone to Leytonstone(d). See you later.ó When Nick 
finally got back he told me heõd been to visit Ros, who was living in an abandoned school, so a 
few days later I prevailed upon him to take me out there. After an almost interminable tube 
ride, followed by a long walk through grey streets, we came to the school, which had been 
taken over by hippy squatters living as a commune. They had made some effort to make the 
place welcoming, with colourf ul posters and wall hangings in the central dining room. Ros had 
a small room that had probably been an office, which she had made very cozy, and we spent a 
pleasant hour or two smoking hash and listening to music before making the long trek back to 
Victor ia. 

With some of the money that Nickõs share of the rent had permitted me to save I bought some 
navy blue velvet which I found a hippie tailor to make into a pair of extremely tight trousers. 
Much too tight, as it turned out. The cloth had no give to it at  all. I was walking home from the 
tailorõs through St. Jamesõs Park and in my exuberance jumped over one of the low fences to 
walk across the lawn. There was a short rending sound and I felt a rush of cold air on my right 
buttock. The strain of my outstret ched leg was too much and the cloth had ripped from inseam 
to out at the crease between buttock and thigh. Chastened and embarrassed, I made my way 
home, doing what I could to hide my near -naked bumé 

Not altogether surprisingly there came a Monday morning when I overslept and decided I 
couldnõt be bothered to go in to the office. Tuesday the same, and I more or less decided to 
simply drop out. After all, I had already turned on, and felt that I was fairly well tuned in, so it 
was the next logical step, and I remained both naïve and impressionable. Certainly I was not 
worldly enough to consider how I might subsist after dropping out. I suppose I had some 
notion that the community would somehow provide, and certainly a distant echo of òconsider 
the lilies of the fieldéó still rang somewhere in the back of my mindé A couple of days later I 
received a letter telling me that due to my unexplained absence the company was regretfully 
obliged to terminate my employment. This of course was a boon as it meant that I was eligible 
for unemployment benefits, and another day or two later I received an invitation to visit the 
local centre and sign on. 

Once again I was extraordinarily lucky, and my case worker turned out to be extremely 
sympathetic. 

òSo what do you do?ó 

òWell, I was a clerk at a commodities brokerõséó 

òI know, but what else?ó 

òUm. I did go to art school.ó 

òAnd what did you study there?ó 
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òBasic design. Photographyéó 

òPhotography? Fine, weõll put you down as a photographer. Youõll never get a jobéó 

So I started freeloading on the Stateé 

I remained somehow in thrall to my feelings for Sally, and anyway I was pretty clueless where 
girls were concerned, so I was hardly a beneficiary of the so-called sexual revolution and the 
legendary wave of free love that had supposedly swept over swinging London. I seemed 
doomed to live chastely. I did have a certain regard for Ros, but on the one hand felt that she 
was far too cool to be interested in me, on the other sensed that we were somehow better suited 
as friends than loversé There was one girl, astonishingly beautiful in memory, whose name 
escapes me as does how we met. She told me she had found a sugar daddy who paid for her flat 
and gave her an allowance, but made no sexual demands of her at all. We spent a fair amount of 
time together, but I was much too clumsy and shy to initiate any kind of intimacy. Whether I 
was naïve or simply stupid I shall let you be the judge ð perhaps your assessment will be kinder 
than my owné But she did take me to Afternoon Tea at Fortnumõs one dayé 

By now I was supplementing my meagre unemployment allowance by selling  
small amounts of hash. Doc and his friends were fairly regular customers, and in those days it 
was still relatively safe to sell to strangers on the street. Nick told me one night (apparently he 
was joking, but I took him at his word) that heõd met some geordies in Trafalgar Square and 
when theyõd asked to score some acid he simply shook some drops of piss onto blotting 
paperé Some nights later there was a knock on the door, a voice with a decidedly northern 
accent asked for Nick. 

òHe sold us some acid the other dayéó Reluctantly, half expecting to be beaten to a pulp, I let 
them in. 

òIt was fantastic, do you have more?ó 

Surreptitiously grabbing scissors and blotting paper, I made  for the bathroomé 

I sold them five òtripsó for five poundsé Surprisingly, luckily, we never heard from them 
againé Itõs troubling how even in this supposedly egalitarian, alternative, underground culture 
there existed so many stratifications and complicated pecking orders that provided the basis for 
some to regard others with varying degrees of contempt and thus òjustifyó such craven 
transactionsé 

Among Docõs friends was an Anglo-Indian with dreams of pop -stardom (a few years later I 
realised he bore a striking resemblance to Freddie Mercury. Heck, perhaps he was Freddie 
Mercury?), who one evening led several of us to a swimming pool somewhere out in West 
London. The wall was easy to climb, and there didnõt seem to be any kind of security, so we 
swam and horsed around for an hour or twoé 

And then there was Mr. Trips, a classical bassoonist from San Francisco who had somehow 
ended up as a lodger in Docõs mumõs basement flat while he spent a year playing with an 
illustrious London orchestra. He had brought wit h him an ample supply of white capsules of 
what he claimed was Owsley acid, which he shared quite generously. Trips was an exponent of 
the Ken Kesey/Acid Test school of thought, and often expressed the, perhaps somewhat 
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questionable, view that òAnything you can do straight you can do twice as well on acid.ó I still 
recall an afternoon when he took me with him to a little hole in the wall workshop in Kilburn 
where he went for his bassoon reeds. And of course the night he took me to see 2001, A Space 
Odyssey, tripping on one of his Owsley caps. The sensory experience of the film was 
overwhelming, but overshadowed by the Indian meal we went for in Soho afterwards. After a 
delicious hot curry, Trips insisted on ordering a plate of lychees for me. The little silv er-white 
spheres seemed somewhat unappetising, but Trips persuaded me to open wide and popped 
one into my mouth, then chucked me under the chin, forcing my mouth closed and causing the 
lychee to explode inside my mouth. The greasy, syrupy-sweet fruit flavo urs and textures are 
perhaps best described simply as òinterestingó, but Iõve somehow managed never to have had 
another lychee since that nighté 

The last I heard of Trips, he told me how he had become bored during a concert, and annoyed 
at the conductorõs approach to the music. During a  pianissimo section he blew a mighty 
raspberry on his bassoon, picked up the instrument and walked off stageé 

I didnõt know it, but my London spring was drawing to a closeé In April I made a half-hearted, 
last-ditch effort to  get back into college and went for an interview at the Guildford Film School. 
One question on a pre-interview questionnaire asked what was my most memorable visual 
experience, to which I replied, òPink Floyd at UFOó, another what I felt the most appropriate 
organisational structure for film -making, òConstructive anarchyó. So I suppose these, and my 
attire of torn bell -bottoms and tattered army jacket, made the rejection that came shortly 
afterwards pretty much inevitable.  

Nick and I had seen the news of the òeventsó in Paris and became enthused at the idea of going 
to join the revolution, but the next day all the ports were closed and a news blackout put in 
place. I have always been struck by the irony that so many students worldwide were 
demanding greater autonomy and control of their curricula, and there was I having had it given 
to me on a plateé 

One day in June I received a letter telling me to go for another interview at the dole office. I met 
with the same friendly case worker.  

òLooks like your benefits are going to run out soon, but thereõs a job here that I think you might 
like.ó 

It was a company that franchised their name for boutiques around the country. They had an old 
barber shop in Wrexham that they wanted gutted and redecorated. The interview wi th the 
company was short. I showed them some of my sketches and assured them that I could do the 
job, and they signed me up on the spot. The pay seemed a small fortune, especially as all my 
living expenses in Wales and travel would be paid. When they told me theyõd be looking for 
someone to assist me, I said that I might know someone, and as soon as I left I called Bob. He 
leapt at the chance, so a few days we were on the train to North Walesé 

We made short work of the existing fixtures and fittings, and so on the shop was reduced to bare 
walls and floors. Our design for the interior called for a mural of stylised art nouveau irises and 
framed Mucha posters. Bob had brought some French blues, and hash of course, and we had a 
little record player that we playe d as loud as it would go. For years this would remain the best 
job Iõd ever hadé 
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The days passed in a pleasant fog of hash, amphetamines and creativity in the shop, and at 
weekends weõd go for long walks in the surrounding countryside. As we only had use of a sink 
at the guest house for our ablutions, on one or two evenings a week weõd take ourselves to the 
public baths and enjoy a long soak in huge bathtubs with an unlimited supply of scalding hot 
water. Bliss. 

When the speed ran out, Bob took a trip to London to get more. He couldnõt find any, but did 
bring back a new Pink Floyd LP,  A Saucerful of Secrets. From then on we relied on caffeine pills 
to keep us going. When the painting was almost finished, a lorry delivered the new fixtures, 
hooks, clothes racks and so on. We had kept the sturdy old wooden counter from the barber 
shop. As the day scheduled for the grand opening approached, it became apparent that weõd 
never manage to finish on time, so we managed to get a weekõs reprieve. Nevertheless, we were 
still at work until the wee hours on the eve of the opening.  

When we arrived at the shop in the morning a squealing crowd of teenaged girls was crowding 
the arcade outside. We felt like (very minor) pop stars as we pushed our way through to the 
door. At noon the doors opened, and the mob surged inside. It didnõt take very long before first 
one, then another, and finally all, of the clothes racks came unstuck from the walls and slowly 
collapsed to the floor with their burdens of bright skirts, blouses, dress es and coats. It was a bit 
embarrassing, but the owner took it well, her mood no doubt helped by all the champagne, and 
Bob and I were hard put to keep from collapsing in hilarityé 

It turned out that the collars we had used to attach the racks to the walls were not designed to 
have any structural value, being merely intended as decoration to conceal the holes in the wall 
that were supposed to bear the weight, and that we had neglected, in our ignorance, to drill. But 
we managed to complete the repairs that evening, and the next day were on the train back to 
London.  

At the office we were told that, as it was Friday, theyõd not be able to write us our check until 
the following Monday, so we each went back to the coast for the weekend, Bob to Brighton and 
I to Eastbourne, where I prevailed upon my long -suffering friend Judith to put me up on her 
couch for Saturday and Sunday nights. 

You may not be surprised to hear that I was unable to resist the temptation to ring Sally to see if 
she would come into town to see me. But I was a little, though pleasantly, surprised when she 
agreed to meet me on Sunday afternoon for an hour or two. 

It was a lovely sunny day, so after Iõd met her bus at the railway station we went for a walk in a 
nearby park. She was radiant in her spring frock, and seemed truly delighted to see me. I told 
her about my adventures in London, the saga of the shop. Then she offered an invitation that 
simply bowled me over.  

òSome of my friends and I have rented a villa in the South of France, at St. Jean Cap Ferrat, for 
August. Would you like to come and stay for a week?ó 
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NOT-SO-GOOD ROCKINõ TONGHT 

(EXCERPT) 

By Keef Strang  

At last a book that takes a deep breath and dives down, down, deeper and down into the 
uncharted depths beneath the itsy, bitsy, teeny, weeny tip of the rock iceberg. Third -rate, two-
bit, one-trick rock researcher Keef Strang tells the tale of a neglected band of melody makers 
whose 50 yearlong shot at fame reads like a parallel history of popular music. Tours are cursed, 
records are massacred by off-the-wall producers, drummers and keyboard players disappear 
into psychedelic sects, sonic experiments backfire and over the whole story hangs the presence 
of a mysterious rock ônõ roll casualty gone AWOL. The road is long, with many a winding turn 
and is littered with still -born dreams, barely twitching hopes plus some seriously bad music. It 
is a ride as rocky as rock itself, but one that is told in all its ragged glory.  

Chapter Three ð I Started  Something I Couldnõt Finish 
 
Even if Clubfoot Jake McCoyõs discs and others like them were never played on the radio or 
even in clubs, they passed from hand to hand by word of mouth having a mega influence on 
post-war, middle -England youngsters. In Dunwich, Colin Wadcock was part of a small group 
of fanatics who worshipped McCoy and wanted to follow in his footsteps, except in their own 
shoes. The singerõs sad songs somehow made sense to them and pushed them to pick up cheap 
guitars and make their ow n teenage kicks. 
 
Apart from his plectrum wielding, Colin Wadcock was also becoming a bit of a book worm. 
After half a dozen trips to the library, the acned adolescent dug that the building didnõt just 
have records in it but also stocked loads of books that could be borrowed by the 36% of the 
Dunwich population who read more than a betting slip. From then on, when he wasnõt playing 
the guitar he was reading abridged versions of the classics designed to be polished off in a few 
hours. Thanks to this novel collection heõd read War and a Tiny Bit of Peace, Around the World in 
80 Minutes and Moby Duck before his first shave. 
 
Within a few months, chock full of teenage angst, he began coming over all literary himself and 
put pen to paper. Not long after, he start ed to write. Today, none of these immature scribblings 
survive. This isnõt a great loss to the world, but at least writing got it into his head that his two 
passions could come together. Words and music. Put another way, songs. òI felt I could write 
poems,ó he tells me rolling out another medicinal spliff. òI felt I could play music. Why not put 
the two together and produce songs? That was the idea anyway. It seemed beautifully simple. 
Thatõs because it should have been beautifully simple. The lyrics didnõt pose too many 
problems, but the tunes were another thing entirely. Even if I was able to string together notes 
on the guitar, I had real trouble penning a tune that didnõt sound as if it had already been 
recorded by one of those blues guys we were all crazy about.ó 
 
Clearly, our hero needed some cat to be a catalyst. In awe of the ultra-cool Byron Thomas, he 
asked him if he was keen on knocking out some knock-out tunes. To Wadcockõs dismay, the 
idea was a non-starter. òThe artistic thing got Byron going. Where it fell down was the music 
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side of things which, letõs face it, was pretty central to the whole project. There were two big 
catches. First off, he couldnõt play a note on any sort of instrument and secondly what he was 
listening to wasnõt on the same wavelength as the blues I was getting off on. I was gutted. I 
loved the guy, but he just wasnõt ready.ó 
 
Itõs not certain Wadcock himself was ready, teddy, but even at that early stage in their lives itõs 
true that the two teenagers were already faced with the dreaded ômusical differencesõ that 
scupper so many bands. Wadcockõs love of songs sung blue was an awful long way from the 
folk fare Thomas was tucking into. While one kid locked himself in his bedroom with raunchy 
78s, the other one sat next to people with names like Abigail, Eleanor and Geraint at finger -in-
the-ear folk recitals. Even if rock and folk would later get it on in the cleverly -named ôfolk-rockõ 
movement, this brand of mutant music wasnõt in anyoneõs mind back in a time when pop was 
only just getting out of nappies. For now, Byron Thomas would have to take a back seat just like 
those seven little girls sitting there kissing and a-hugginõ with Fred (Obscure hit single reference 
with which to win friends and influence your uncle. Look it up,  my friends, look it up).  
 
It was in one of his mime and drama classes at Crispian St Peterõs Grammar School that 
Wadcock stumbled across the person who would kick -start his musical career. òWe were 
supposed to be acting out the myth of Sisyphus, but we spent most of the time rolling around 
like we were all rocks and no-one in particular was pushing us up any hills. One guy kept 
banging into me on purpose. Uncommonly aggressive. I was all set to give him a piece of my 
mind after the lesson, when we got talk ing instead and as soon as we got onto music we 
couldnõt get off it. I knew then that Iõd gone and found myself a kindred spirit. For better or 
worse, Mick French had touched down in my life.ó 
 
Born in Studley, near Dunwich, in 1939 (bizarrely, the same year as Marvin Gaye, which Mick 
French isnõt), Michael French was part of a family that couldnõt have produced anything other 
than a real wild child. His mom and dad were bouncers at infamous night spot the Crow Bar. 
When a jazz guitarist playing one night h ad to call on the combined French forces to get him out 
of a tight squeeze with some loose women, his only way of paying his dues was to give music 
lessons to the coupleõs son. The boy was a natural and at 14 ran away from home, guitar in 
hand, to join a rag-bag ragtime band. The great escape lasted less than a day and the thrashing 
the teenager got was enough to leave him not only unwashed, but somewhat slightly dazed for 
a couple of weeks. His love of music, however, couldnõt be beaten out of him. 
 
Back at school with a wired up jaw, French got chummy with the blues bonkers Colin Wadcock. 
òCol was a bit of a girlõs blouse,ó French tells me. òHung around with Byron Thomas a lot, 
writing poems about clouds and fairies. Knew his music though. Get him onto dar ky songs and 
you couldnõt get him off the buggers. Me and my mates used to call him monkey man ôcos he 
loved those nig-nog types so much. Got him in a right strop, that did. Couldnõt take a joke.ó 
 
So, while music was a common passion for these two young dudes, they didnõt exactly see eye-
to-eye on ebony and ivory living together in perfect harmony on the piano keyboard or 
anywhere else. Some of this is down to the day Mick French came into this big bad-ass world. 
Iõll let the guy himself explain: òI was born on the morning the Germans laid into Poland. That 
sort of thing marks you. I donõt mean you get branded with a red hot cattle iron or anything like 
that, just that it hangs around in your brain. Wonõt leave you alone. Until I was 12, I was gonna 
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be a Nazi stormtrooper when I grew up. I was  gutted when they told me all that was over and 
that the kraut with the Charlie Chaplin moustache had bought it in a bunker. I remember 
thinking what a cool bloke he must have been playing a round of golf while the ene my were on 
his back.ó 
 
Despite all that, the two young guns quickly got to be as much of an item as Page and Plant, Jan 
and Dean or The Mommas and The Poppers. Wadcockõs days were still spent by the canal 
hanging on Byron Thomasõs every word, but his evenings were something else. After sundown, 
Colin and Mick turned into monsters of rock ônõ roll making a din to bring the house down up 
in one of their bedrooms.  A few months into this budding beat brotherhood, the Dunwich duo 
set about penning their first o riginal songs. None of their stuff written before 1957 survives. 
Neither of them could read music and Wadcockõs poetry books from those days of future 
passed were burnt in a tantrum after Blue Whaleõs washed-up tour of the USA in the late sixties. 
What does remain though are the memories of the two dudes in question. 
 
òMy lyrics at the time were naive to say the least,ó recalls Colin Wadcock through the purple 
haze of the drug-fug that fills the room. òIt was your standard verse, verse, chorus, verse, 
chorus, middle eight, verse, chorus. That was the theory anyway. Sometimes Mick couldnõt 
come up with enough notes so we had to make do with a middle five or six, but whatever the 
melody my words were always basically the same. I was raised on singers telling me about 
freight trains, cotton picking and roadhouses, whereas my life was school buses, nose picking 
and terraced houses. I tried to copy what my influences had been writing about, but it came out 
sounding so phony it was untrue. Byron told me to go more ethereal, but I wanted earthy. 
Besides, I didnõt know what ethereal meant back then, so how could I go it?ó 
 
A literal turning point came when Mick French got out of school at 15 and got a job with the 
council painting white lines in the road. Even th en he knew itõd lead nowhere. One day thereõd 
be no roads left to paint, or no paint left to paint them with, or no cars left to drive up the roads 
which hadnõt been painted because there was no paint left. It was all too heavy for words, but 
not too heavy for music. The guitar and the tunes it sent out into the Dunwich night became 
Mick Frenchõs only escape, then his refuge, then his whole life. 
 
In January 1956, he reached a mind-blowing decision. A third of the way along Stephen Street 
in the town centre  he stopped doing the white lines. Without cutting his wagonõs paint supply, 
he turned sharp right up a side street, parked the beast and left it to its own devices. As Mick 
French walked home set on making his life come alive to the sound of music, dozens of drivers 
were following his last road markings. They thought the strange direction they were taking was 
some new and dead clever traffic flow system. How wrong they were. Less than 20 minutes 
after French quit as a council worker, the place heõd left his paint wagon had become seriously 
gridlocked by a bunch of cars stuck up a dead end street. 
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BASTET IN ULTHAR  
 

By Matt Leyshon  

 

Photos © Tom Garretson  

 

Dr. Wellock peered out from his surgery and into the waiting room. He saw that it was already 

full of Ultharõs elderly womenfolk wanting to book surgery and the receptionist informed him 

that his first patient for an operation was already in. He was tired and there was going to be no 

chance of an easy morning. The spring sun streamed through the glass frontage and needled his 

weary eyes. He was getting too old for this, he thought.   

 

To make things worse his acquisition of supplies was becoming an exhausting business in itself. 

Nobody in Ulthar let their cats out at night anymore and his local resource of strays was now 

spent. Nowadays, unless he braved the feral farm cats, he had no choice but to travel further 

and further afield for his supply of kitties. The night before he had driven through the gorges 

and ravines to spend the night prowling around the back streets of Dunwich, his pockets 

bulging with catnip, squinting for skulking feline shadows in the amber glow of the streetlights.  

 

òRight Miss Shaw, if youõd like to remove your lower garments for me,ó said Dr. Wellock, 

rubbing the small of his back that ached from lugging a rucksack of tranquillised cats around 

and sent sharp pains coursing down his legs when he moved. 

 

òDoctor, Iõm not sureéó 

 

òNot sure about what? Removing your clothes? Itõs nothing Iõve not seen before,ó he replied, 

wincing a little as he recalled the pre-op examination. 

 

òItõs not thatéó 

 

òIs it the cost then? Youõll save a fortune on toilet roll,ó said the doctor, eager to take her money 

but at loss as to the point of her having a perfect sphincter when her powdered face had more 

wrinkles than a pickled walnut. òAnd you wonõt need stain remover for those troublesome skid 

marks in your knickers ever again. Economically it ma kes good sense, youõll have recouped the 

cost in no time.ó 

 

òDoctor,ó she exclaimed. 

 

òOh come, come. Iõve seen your briefs and written your prescriptions for irritable bowel 

syndrome, remember?ó 
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She slowly removed her woollen hat, 

unravelled the scarf from her neck, and 

began unbuttoning her heavy overcoat. 

 

òJolly good. Thereõs no need to worry, 

Iõm sure youõll know as well as I do that 

all the ladies are getting this done. Even 

us chaps are beginning to catch on, 

although those who like to do their 

gardening uphill are less keen, for 

obvious reasons. So fear not, just get 

yourself undressed and lie face down on 

the table there.ó 

 

He left the stuffy warmth of the 

operating room to wait for the 

anaesthetic to take hold of Miss Shaw. It 

was cooler in the storeroom and he lit 

himself a cigarette to wake himself up. 

He mopped the perspiration from his 

brow, took a gulp of whisky, and applied 

a lethal injection to one of his caged 

moggies. It whimpered pathetically as he hunted around for a fresh scalpel, and th en it lay 

quiet and still as he lifted its tail and began to slice a circle around its rear.   

 

He returned to the operating room, the catõs rectum in his hand dripping a little blood onto the 

floor. He taped his unconscious patientõs butt cheeks open, and set to work replacing Miss 

Shawõs asshole. 

 

At the end of his busy day Dr. Wellock poured himself another whisky from the rapidly 

emptying bottle and started his furnace in the backyard. He began lobbing cat corpses into the 

flames and the fire popped and crackled satisfyingly as the sun set and bled across the dusky 

sky. There was a nip in the spring air now and so he lit a cigarette and stuffed his free hand into 

his pocket to keep it warm. As he smoked and watched the flames licking against the grill, he 

wondered to himself how he might spend all the money he was making from Ultharõs crones 

and their anal upgrades. Perhaps he would treat himself to a little modification of his own he 

thought as he warmed his fingers against his shrivelled crotch. The moon appeared on the 

horizon, pink and heavy like one of Miss Shawõs buttocks. 

 

He turned from the fire, suddenly aware of himself being watched.  
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òHey you, this is private property,ó he 

shouted. 

 

There was a woman stood at the entry to 

his yard, watching hi m. She looked 

foreign, he thought. She was sullen and 

lithe with dark skin and wide eyes.  

 

òYou might just stroll onto other peopleõs 

property where you come from, but we 

donõt do that here. Youõre trespassing,ó 

he said. 

 

òOh, Iõm terribly sorry,ó she said, her 

grimace quickly shifting to a coquettish 

smile. Her voice was exotic and tuneful, 

like satisfied purring. òIt is just that I 

have seen you around Ulthar, and I 

thought to myself, who is this handsome 

and distinguished man, I simply must 

meet him.ó 

 

òOh, I see.ó The doctor drew his shoulders back slowly and heaved his stomach in. òWell, here I 

am then. Dr. Wellock at your service.ó 

 

The womanõs hips swung seductively as she sauntered towards him, her hand outstretched. 

 

òPleased to meet you,ó the doctor said, shaking her hand, starting a little at the scratch of her 

nails upon his skin.  

 

òPerhaps you would offer me a refreshment indoors, itõs getting cold out here,ó she said. 

 

òWhisky? That ought to warm you up,ó he said. 

 

òPerfect. I like to be warmed up.ó 

 

It seems thereõs no end to my good fortune these days, the doctor thought. He led her into his 

office, pulling closed the door to his storeroom to stifle the mews of the distressed cats as he 

passed. 
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They took seats and Dr. Wellock poured the woman a whisky. She placed it upon his desk 

without drinking any.  

 

òThe people here in Ulthar speak very highly of you, doctor,ó she said, smiling, her nails 

picking softly at the seat fabric. 

 

òI do what I can to make my patients happy,ó he said with a theatrical confidence that belied his 

sore joints as he leaned back in the chair and puffed his chest proudly.  

 

She brought a hand to her head and caressed the delicate skin behind her ear. òDo you think 

you could make me happy?ó 

 

He took a deep breath and willed his heart to stop beating so quickly. He could feel his cheeks 

flushing and his ears burned. òI would try my best, I assure you. May I ask your name?ó 

 

òMy name is Bastet,ó she said, sliding from her seat to reach across and unbutton the doctorõs 

fly. 

 

òOh, goodness,ó he stammered, conceding immediately that it was going to be quite impossible 

to calm himself down. He took a swig of whisky. òWhat an, uh, unusual name.ó 

 

She motioned with her head for him to rise from his chair. He did so and allowed her to pull his 

underpants down to his knees. òOh,ó she said. 

 

òWhat?ó he panted.  òIs something wrong?ó 

 

òFor a supposed expert in bodily modifications, this is not quite what I expected,ó she sighed, 

returning to her seat. 

 

The doctor hurriedly pulled up  his briefs and trousers. òIõm still cold from outside. Besides, Iõll 

have you know that what I have is perfectly ordinary. And if anyone should know then I 

should, Iõve seen enough of them in my line of work.ó 

 

òOrdinary, yes. It isnõt what I expected, that is all,ó she said. 

 

He felt embarrassed and downed his whisky. Then he lit a cigarette thoughtfully. òWell, I can 

soon do something about that. If you want something extraordinary then that is what you will 

get.ó 

 

òPerhaps we could try again next week?ó 

 



20 

 

The doctor looked up at the ceiling, calculating the healing times for the sensitive graft that he 

was contemplating. òPerhaps we should make it two?ó 

 

òI shall see you in a fortnight,ó she purred, rising from the chair and showing herself out. 

 

The doctor racked his brain, trying to think of how best to satisfy this gorgeous woman who 

quite unexpectedly seemed to have a rather irrepressible crush on him. It wasnõt long before he 

settled upon a plan to endow himself with a huge horseõs cock. He knew that there were stables 

in Ulthar but he figured he ought not to risk mutilating a horse on his own doorstep.  He 

decided that he would drive out to the 

forests around Dunwich where he knew 

wild ponies roamed. He filled a syringe 

with ketamine, took his doctor õs bag, and 

committed himself to another night that 

would be without sleep.  

 

When he returned he packed the 

enormous equine penis in ice and left a 

note on his receptionistõs desk instructing 

her to cancel his appointments for the 

next few weeks. It was not going to be 

easy, but the doctor figured that he was 

capable, and as he had said so often to 

his patients, the end result would make it 

all worthwhile.   

 

The following morning he propped 

himself up on his operating table with 

his instruments beside him and waited 

for the local anaesthetic to take hold. 

Then he began to work the scalpel 

between his thighs. 

 

Two weeks passed and his new appendage had healed nicely.  He conceded to himself that it 

wasnõt his most handsome work, it reminded him of bleached gizzards stuffed into a femidom, 

but it had length and it had girth, of that there was no denying. It would just take some getting 

used to, he said to himself, just as he told his patients how they would soon grow accustomed 

to defecating perfectly clipped turds through a felineõs arse.   

 

Over the next couple of weeks he became skilled at threading his huge prick down one trouser 

leg when he dressed in the morning and it had become instinctive to adjust himself and to take 
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care upon sitting down. His imagin ation wasnõt what it had once been and the old crones that 

he could see passing outside his window on their way to the Post Office had not allowed him to 

witness his new organ in its full glory, but he was sure that Bastet would resolve that particular 

issue. He sat in his flat above the surgery and waited. 

 

It was two weeks later to the day and Dr. Wellock was in the bedroom choosing which shirt to 

wear when he thought that he saw through the window a dark shape slink across his yard wall. 

He peered out and saw Bastet waiting by the back door. Goodness, he thought, how long as she 

been waiting there? He tucked his shirt in, patted a little aftershave onto his cheeks, and rushed 

downstairs.  

 

He opened the door and she smiled, 

flashing narrow incisors that glinted 

brightly in the moonlight.  

 

òI hope you werenõt waiting too long. Do 

come in,ó he said, and led her down the 

hallway.  

 

òWhatõs that noise?ó she asked. 

 

It suddenly dawned on him that because 

he had not left his flat since his operation 

the cats had not been fed and their food 

and water would have surely ran out 

days ago. Weak meows echoed around 

them. òThatõll be the neighbourõs cats,ó 

he said, pulling the storeroom door to. 

òGoodness knows what they do to them.ó 

 

She padded behind him silently, 

fol lowing him up the stairs and into his 

lounge.   

 

òCan I get you a drink?ó 

 

òNo,ó she said. òLetõs get straight on with it.ó 

 

He trembled with excitement. Dr. Wellock had never known a woman like this before. She 

knew what she wanted and she didnõt hesitate in asking for it. Also she appeared now even 

more beautiful than he remembered. He felt a gentle stirring in his loins. òOh yes,ó he said. 
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òFirst you must shave off your eyebrows,ó she said, handing him a razor. 

 

òIs that really necessary?ó 

 

òYes, I would appreciate it,ó she replied. 

 

Bastet removed her headscarf and allowed her long dark hair to tumble seductively across her 

shoulders as the doctor carefully shaved away his eyebrows. Then she began to unwrap her 

shawl.   

 

Dr. Wellock began fumbling hurrie dly with his belt and then started unbuttoning his trousers. 

He was shaking with anticipation, eager to unfurl his new penis and hear her gasp in awe. His 

trousers dropped to his ankles and he carefully navigated his elasticised briefs over the tube of 

blanched meat that hung against his thigh like white pudding in a butcherõs window.   

 

òOh my,ó she said, stepping out of her knickers and turning her back to him, permitting him a 

fine view of her naked rear.  

 

Despite being a doctor he swore to 

himself he had not seen anything as 

magnificent in fifty years, she had an ass 

to die for and he couldnõt wait to get his 

hands on it. His phallus rose a little and 

then slapped back against his thigh with 

a dull thump.  

 

òNow, that is quite extraordinary,ó she 

said as she slid off her top to reveal two 

good handfuls of firm breast and reached 

forward to gently caress his stiffening 

organ. 

 

òGood lord,ó Dr. Wellock groaned. His 

grafted horse cock was pulsating as it 

grew and he saw throbbing blues veins 

emerge like flex beneath the thin 

translucent skin. He attempted to reach 

out and grasp her butt cheeks, but found 

that he was quite unable to lift his arms.  
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òIs something wrong?ó she said, continuing to stroke his member as it continued to rise slowly 

in little jerking movements until it stuck out from his pelvis like a grotesque coat hook. òYou 

seemed to slur a little when you spoke then.ó 

 

He couldnõt answer.  Something is wrong, he thought. He couldnõt feel one side of his face, and 

then he realised that half of his body seemed to have gone numb. He tried to tap into his 

medical knowledge for a diagnosis but his thoughts were becoming fuzzy and he felt faint. And 

then it dawned on him; he was having a stroke. All the blood was gushing to fill his new penis 

and his brain was becoming starved of oxygen. He tried to ask Bastet to call an ambulance, but 

the words would not form. She stood up and plunged his face into her cleavage. Dribble ran 

from his mouth to pool in her navel as he gasped for breath and tried feebly to p ull himself free.  

òIn ancient Egypt, when a family cat died, the family would remove their eyebrows as a sign of 

mourning,ó she whispered into his ear.   

 

It was the last thing that Doctor Wellock was to hear. His body sagged and Bastet let him fall 

lifeless to the floor. She didnõt bother dressing and instead she went downstairs and began 

searching for Dr. Wellocks key to the storeroom. Eventually she found it in his office and let 

herself in. She wept as she saw the cages of emaciated cats. Some raised their heads weakly as 

she approached and mewed a pitifully.   

 

She filled their water bowls and watched the cats drink. Then she gave them food and propped 

open the back door as they regained some strength. Then she opened each cage to set the cats 

free.   

 

One by one the cats made their cautious escape and when the last had disappeared into the 

night she stood in the yard, bathed in the moonõs milky glow. Bastet allowed the lunar light to 

take its effect upon her and soon she felt the night breeze whisper through her fur. Her ears 

turned at the screech of a seagull somewhere, and she sniffed the air. Then she dropped to all 

fours and pounced up onto the wall, her tail swinging contentedly behind her. She meowed, 

and then she was gone. 
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2 
 

A room is not a luxury.  

Large wall mirror reflects all pretty nude colour interior luxury. 

Dressing table mirror to make available long before a bright yellow flower basket of luxury, is the 

container, attach a business card.  

Flowerpot next items are the things up and throwing a lipstick rolling ingot. 

 

Agent  Orange examines the room carefully,  his nostrils  seeking out the traces of Madame X, his 

old  lover and enemy. What will  he do if  and when he finds  her? Will  he kill  her first  or make 

love to her? The sunlight  between the slits of the bamboo blind  glistens on his liquid  crystal 

eyeliner.  

 

Next to the bed surface a fortune on clothes suitcase was opened uncompleted fashion.  

A mobile phone in the middle of expensive clothes suitcase was vibrating, flashing number to call, 

followed by a rise softly ringing phone startled, and saints, such as ringing tone melody of 

dancers glass dance on the music box. 

Open door, a long-legged push the door into the room, closed the door behind him. 

 

Like many youths still  surviving  in the wreckage of post-Tokyo he boasts sophisticated 

augmentive surgery, now  cheaper than organic food, part  fashion statement part survival  

necessity. In the closing decades of the century, fashion and warfare had merged to become 

inseparable. Now  everyone could have a good looking  corpse.  

  

1 foot long dress has fashion show in the Event of a label, red shirt, open the shoulders bare, shiny 

belt to tighten the waist tightly.  

Hear the bell, go to bed a foot long. 

A long-legged bird to see the mobile phone, the display shows the caller's name to: òLack of family 

first.ó  

Phone ringing off. 

 

Agent  Orange has been a huge fan of Madame X all  his life. As a small child  he, like  countless 

others, would  frequently  sit on kerbsides for  hours entranced by the overblown  images of her 

face floating  across the facades of the colossal skyscrapers, no longer occupied by living  

humans, now only  nests for  dogboys, Deros and the enigmatic Blue Giants whose shadows 

could kill.   
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1 foot long - raised eyebrows, holding the phone to go to the table look-up tilt,  curious. 

A bouquet of long legs lifted up, pouting. 

Long legs open a business card attached, that has a shape of a red heart and signed: òMajor part 

2.ó  

1 foot long despised pop sound òhic!ó 

Noises outside the door hastily pushed a foot long bouquet to its original location.  

Then throw the phone back into the suitcase for fashion. 

 

Agent  Orange has spent a lot  of time under  the knives and laser scalpels of the bodmod 

parlours,  refashioning his features and body to resemble Madame Xõs. In fact, other than the 

genitals, he is now an almost exact replica of his idol.  As soon as he has killed  her he will  go 

under  the knife  for  the last time and complete the transformation.  His intention  is to try  to slot 

into  her life  as seamlessly as possible. Hopefully  those few who  know  the truth  wonõt care 

enough to do anything  about it.  He will  let Agent  Orange slip out of existence and totally  

become Madame X. 

 

Someone open to 2 feet long into the room, then closed the door household 2 feet long. 

Long legs a haughty look, lemon, glanced from head to toe look who just came in, and turned 

away, with envious looks. 

2 feet long does not bother hostility of a foot long, 2 feet long red dress and wear the same brand of 

Event, shoulder deviations, no waist, sparkling, luxurious look and higher value quite a dress of 

long legs. 

 

The door slides open suddenly  and he has fired  at least a dozen hollow -nosed dum -dum  shells 

into the Dero before he even knows what  it  is. In fact if  it  werenõt for the single front  right  paw 

that is the only  recognisable part  left, he would  never know  exactly what  he had just killed.  

 

2 feet long to sit down right before the dressing table chair, looks a bit tired, sad, touching lightly 

on the cheek and then slipped each hand to touch yourself while looking in the mirror, look in the 

mirror goes down, the eyelids sweep down, the hands slowly slide down, while his face remained 

motionless. 

Long legs off the bed stood a bunch of narrow waist of the dress fashion looks satisfied as just 

removing a burden, binding. 

Stock picking comfort.  

Kicking shoes off the feet. 

1 foot long go barefoot window overlooking the street, a car yellow LP670 Roadster choke ultra 

luxurious sitting dormant just below the road, a man sitting in the car. 

One last look at long legs bright yellow bouquet of the same colour car to put in the room, then 

looked down the road, lip biting. 

A car horn spoke, urged retired. 
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Agent  Orange slides to the side of the window  and gingerly  parts the blind  with  the barrel of 

his gun. Two Genki Genki girls  stand in the street, one of them leaning against the bonnet of a 

car, the other looking  up at the facade of the building.  The car shimmers and its outline  flickers, 

difficult  to ascertain properly.  A cloaking device. These girls  are thrill  seeking, slumming  

through  the dangerous outskirts  of Burst City  in a car shielded as much from  mummy  and 

daddy  as from  anything  resembling authorities  still  remaining  here.  

 

Long legs dragging a window curtain discontent type òportableó one, and seems uncomfortable, 

drop the bed down.  

Seems to envy, contempt, lust and inserts. 

2 feet long in a chair to sit still,  hand remains in first position.  

Heard a car horn, 2 feet long eyes turn yellow bouquet look side.  

English horn sounded, the more brightly colored yellow flowers. 

 

Agent  Orange steps outside, his gun dangling  limply  at his side. He smiles at the look of 

surprise on their  faces. The one initially  seated jumps to an alert position.   

Oh My  God,ó gasps one of the girls.  òYou... youõre...ó 

òNo. Iõm not she. Not  yet anyways. But Iõm hoping  to rectify  that as soon as I find  her.ó 

òShe is out here then?ó stammers the other girl.  òWe heard sheõd been seen in the outskirts.ó 

Damn. It  must have been on the news. There is now no way he can complete his mission 

today. Too much publicity  would  ruin  his plans.  

 

Feet long 2 feet, dragged reluctantly from the suitcase on the bed, next to a foot long a bright 

yellow dress, the colour like the colour of the car to and yellow bouquet. 

2 foot long clear yellow dress up as a chair, placed next to colour dress colour flowers, very 

similar.  

2 feet long hesitated and then slipped a sleeve of his shoulder shift dress wear. 

 

òShe was here, but Iõm pretty  sure sheõs gone now. I was too late.ó  

He has no idea how much truth  there is in that. The girls  look disappointed.  

 òIf youõre heading back uptown,  maybe you two  could give me a lift?  Maybe youõd like  to 

eat with  me?ó 

The first  girl  brightens, a sly look spreading across her face.  

òHey ð hey, would  you do us a favour? Maybe you could pretend to be ..Her? Just so we 

could walk  around with  you and show off  to our friends?ó 

He smiles.  

òWhy not? And  then afterwards....ó he raises an eyebrow.  

The girls  giggle. Obviously  the thought  of having  sex with  a look-alike of their  idol  appeals to 

them. Of course they have no idea how rough Madame X plays, nor how he does for  that 

matter. They will  soon find  out.  

 



28 

 

Feet long 1 group would sit up in bed, astonished to see a red bite marks on the shoulders and 

chest swelling feet long 2 new expose. 

2 feet long calmly sad, it  looks real need, to touch the wound, and then slip the dress down 

completely.  

From the back can see more wound up than bruising, wound type. 

 

As the car speeds along, a Cawthornicopter  buzzes them overhead. He glances up and catches 

the glint  of camera nozzles aimed at them. He leans back and waves up happily.   

òGirls, look up and smile. Youõre on tv.ó 

 

1 foot long looked under the seat body 2 feet long in front gradually exposing the body, the skirt 

fell down, his expression shocked, shocked, scared looks painful. 

2 foot long sign on the course wearing new dress panels, new dresses showing off your chest, neck 

carved deep as short-hand and hold the wound cover. 

2 feet long finish wear dresses, long leg first glance look first since entering the room.  

Quickly turned to a foot long, lying down clutching his knee covering a defensive style. 

 

He wanders through  their  parentsõ house, opening and closing cupboard doors. Heõs eaten 

most of the food heõs found  and is now looking  for  anything  electronic and portable he can find.  

He stops in front  of a full -length mirror  and admires the fur  coat he is wearing.  He turns his 

head slightly  to show off  his cheekbones. My  God, he really  is gorgeous. 

 

Snigger 2 feet long, holding lipstick on a dressing table mirror up in front of the environmental 

factors brilliant  golden bouquet glanced back. 

Mirror  2 feet long just to have handy quo, you hand over the flowers of gold, whipped with some 

flowers in his hand seemed powerless disgust, contempt, unconcerned, then push the bouquet, 

pick with some makeup on the table for the eminent hands. 

Take up the ringing phone, along with the car horn. 

 

He throws  his old  bloodstained clothes into  the waste-disposal. He is not worried  about leaving 

DNA  traces as his own has been genetically modified  with  cockroach genes so that nobody 

would  have a clue what  they were looking  at. Time to go.  

 

2 feet long did not bother looking at the call, hold your phone is always inserted into die hands, 

hastily pushed out the door. 

Outside crunch sound of fans and reporters. 

A group long legs up, slowly, looking out the door, and sat on the bed, pillows bunch, watching 

some nails.  

Nail made his beautiful glossy, remove the stick up his hair, the look-lucky. 

 

He glances into  the bathroom. The smaller of the girls  lies in the bath, her blood smearing the 

walls  above her body. He reaches over and closes her eyes, kissing each one gently.  
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In the bedroom, the other girl  is still  tied up, her eyes wide  like  a terrified  animalõs. The way 

heõs suspended her must be agonising. He feels a small rush of pride  in his handiwork.  Even in 

this day and age, craftsmanship means something.  

Before turning  to leave, he shoots her through  the right  eye. Her head explodes but none of it  

touches him  because heõs already wheeled away and closed the door. 

 

I like small animals, the frantic rush to find her bag to get the phone to gossip with friends 

instantly. 

Torpid not see the phone around in your pocket, a foot long press the call bell service hotel. 

 

He drives the car until it runs out of fuel and then leaves it and walks off. Before heõs even 

reached the end of the block, scavengers emerge from doorways and begin stripping it of 

everything useful.  
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AN ANARCHO -LIBERTINE MANIFESTO,  
2nd ITERATION  

 

By Karl Wolff  
 

MANIFESTOS ARE POINTLESS SELF -INDULGENT EXERCISES  
 

Artistic manifestos are, by their very nature, either empty postures or  

immediately obsolescent. Whenever manifestos are manufactured and distributed, one 

question remains paramount: òWho the hell cares?ó 

Alas, art is not dangerous anymore, if it ever was to begin with.  Gone are the by-

gone days when art created riots. But this nostalgia, this childish craving for the past, 

feeds into the very processes that degrade and defile the entire artistic enterprise.  

(Hipsters and philistines: both deserve blame.) 

Revolution doesnõt require aesthetic austerity. Whether one follows the holy 

books of Adam Smith or Karl Marx, there will always be some inept gasbag above you 

in the hierarchy ordering you to tighten your belt and keep rowing. Capitalist and 

Communist empires both thrived with their galley slaves and evangelical missions to 

convert the world.  

Poisonous austerity must be eradicated with art that is thick: rich, opulent, 

excessive, ornate, luxurious, and decadent. Since these words have become associated 

with the socio-economic upper crust (òSocietyó types; wastrel heirs; New Money 

nomenklatra), self-styled revolutionaries became reactionaries and then opted for 

austerity, minimalism, and seriousness. Unfortunately, what began as minimal ended 

up as bland and boring. 

Nor is this manifesto a simple cri de Coeur to revive the D ecadence Movement or 

Symbolism. Anarcho-libertinism isnõt about the onanism of revivalism. Revivalism only 

reinforces the notion that an artistic movement is nothing more than a hollow shell, an 

empty referent more than ready for co -opting or conversion in to the next Superbowl 

commercial or Internet meme. 

òMake it new.ó ð Ezra Pound 

 

THE ENEMIES OF ANARCHO -LIBERTINISM  

 

1. REALISM 

a. òôRealityõ is what you get away with.ó ð Robert Anton Wilson  

b. Realism as an artistic technique presumes to capture life, nature, 

and reality unvarnished by sentimentality and the artificiality of 

ornate prose. Realism is plain. In actuality, Realism, like its 

lookalike Naturalism, has devolved into nothing more than a 
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mere transcription of events. Not every writer strives to become a 

stenographer.  

2. NATURALISM  

a. Naturalism, like Realism, is associated with many of the same 

prejudices of Realism. While more hardheaded and hard-hearted, 

it aims to show the ugliness and brutality of the world as is. But 

there is no joy in it, since it is only a means to an end. By showing 

the ugliness and brutality of the specific objects of investigation, 

the writer desires not the art heõs creating, but only the desire for 

political or economic reform.  

3. INVISIBLE STYLE 

a. Invisible Style is a crass degradation of what hacks think 

constitutes journalism. The end-product is neither invisible nor 

particularly stylish.  It is beige, flavorless, and flat. Works written 

in Invisible Style:  

i. Are usual ly forgotten the second after you read them. 

ii.  Add nothing to any genre worth championing.  

iii.  Should stop being endorsed by creative writing groups, 

because, hey, thatõs what publishers want. 

1. If thatõs what publishers want, may we pray for 

more bankruptcies in that sector. 

2. If thatõs what you think publishers want, then 

thereõs a reason no one is buying your crap fiction 

and you should get back to making me my 

morning cappuccino, you goddamn talentless hack!  

b. Why would anyone want style to become invisible? Thatõs like 

tasteless cuisine. 

c. The desire to make oneõs aesthetic style òinvisibleó bespeaks a 

certain personal moral cowardice and innate lack of artistic 

creativity. You might as well say, òMy writing doesnõt matter 

enough to stand by any stylistic individuali ty.ó 

d. Invisible Style is the aesthetic equivalent of not putting up a fight 

while the creative industry tells you to sit at the back of the bus.  

e. Style is substance, dumbass! 

4. PROLETARIANISM  

a. Being pro-worker should not be confused with bad writing.  

b. Being pro-worker doesnõt mean thwacking your reader on the 

back of the skull with a two -by-four.  

c. Being pro-worker doesnõt mean writing strident, preachy, and 

repetitive works that are overlong, enlarded with one -

dimensional characters, and filled with overlong s peeches. 
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d. Upton Sinclair and Ayn Rand wrote the same thing, only their 

intended audiences were different.   
5. UTILITARIANISM  

a. The moral of the story: Great Art doesnõt need a moral to the 

story. 

6. PURITANISM  

a. Since moral puritans have never created a single piece of art 

worth remembering, this is pretty self -explanatory. 

7. MINIMALISM  

a. òA country road.  A tree.  Evening.ó ð Waiting for Godot, Samuel 

Beckett 

b. The greatest crime of Minimalism is that it made things boring.  

Beckett stripping away of character, setting, and plot did not make 

him a Minimalist; it made his works richer. 

c. Minimalism should not become aesthetic asceticism or aesthetic 

Puritanism.  

8. MORALISM  

a. Is this the point of Art?  Shoehorning morality into a work only 

hampers it. 

 

THE HERMENEUTICS OF SELF-MADE  MYTHOLOGIES  

 

Every writer and/or artist is a god.  Dubbed òworld-buildingó by the mendicants 

of creative writing departments, when gleefully enslaved to the Imagination (the dark 

clockwork dominatrix emanation of the Muse), the writer creates new worlds a nd 

populates it with characters he or she can destroy at a whim. 

 

ò[A] text is not a line of words releasing a single ôtheologicalõ meaning (the ômessageõ of 

the Author -God) but a multi -dimensional space in which a variety of writings, none of 

them original, blend and crash.ó ð Roland Barthes, Image-Music-Text 

 

These self-made mythologies should be inventions the writer (and by extension, 

the reader, viewer, etc.) desires to get lost within.  Like Walter Benjamin walking the 

streets of Paris or Weimar Berlin, one should carry a map, but the map should help one 

get lost. 

The worlds created by William Blake, Henry Darger, Tom of Finland, Michael 

Manning, and Matthew Barney are all -encompassing, willfully complex, and sensually 

overloaded. Create worlds in which one can drown. Overwhelm the senses; arouse, 

inflame, excite. 

In the creation of these artificial paradises, donõt be afraid to use d®class® 

sources. Pornography and pulp fiction act as great engines, dynamos of language: 
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òJust as Niagara Falls feeds power stations, in the same way the downward torrent of 

language into smut and vulgarity should be used as a mighty source of energy to drive 

the dynamo of the creative act. é He is not a sewer worker, but a pipe layer in a 

comfortable new Babel.ó -Walter Benjamin, òA State Monopoly on Pornographyó 

 

 NB: One should remember, at root, these mythologies need to make sense and 

possess an internal logic. An artificial world operates in a similar fashion to the world we 

inhabit. Our world has rules, rituals, histories, artifacts, and so forth. This doesnõt mean 

one immediately has a world when one throws together a jumble of random ideas.  

World -building is creating a puzzle where all the pieces fit together. Liken it to a 

hothouse. The flora will not survive unless the hothouse is hermetically sealed, securing 

the delicate organisms from the harsh environmental conditions but letting through the 

nourishing sunlight.  

 

TWO KINDS OF OPULENCE  

 

 Anarcho-libertinism desires to see opulence return to the arts. In this case, 

opulence exists in two forms: the Stately and the Camp. Stately opulence is like 

Versailles, ancién regime court life, grandiose and epic pageantry and ritual, and the 

interior of St. Peterõs Cathedral. It overwhelms the senses and consumes the viewer in a 

dizzying rush of ecstasy. Campy opulence also overwhelms and excites, but in a self-

consciously artificial way, pitched between naïveté and self -awareness. (See òNotes on 

Campó by Susan Sontag.) Willfully trashy, sleazy, unkempt, and d®class®, everything 

becomes opulent in tacky backrooms where òwe dance all night/under electric candle 

light.ó (òLola,ó the Kinks). 

 Anarcho-libertinism desperately seeks a divine marriage between stately and 

campy opulence. One sees faint glimpses of this in works as varied as Against Nature, 

Brideshead Revisited, Our Lady of the Flowers, Hadrian the VII, Laura Warholic, the Chelsea 

Girls, and the Cremaster Cycle. 

 Paganism, Freemasonry, Catholicism, burlesque, cabaret, and alchemy can all be 

used to great effect. (Provided one has the skills to use them.  See below.) One shouldnõt 

shy away from darker elements: BDSM, authoritarian imagery, pageantry, bombast (the 

great shysters of Right and Left ð depending on mustache style ð knew how to put on a 

show), serial killers, religious cults, bizarre subcultures and under ground movements é 

the list goes on and on. All are raw materials for the creation of verbal and visual 

opulence. 

Donõt be afraid to drown the consumer in pleasurable stimuli. Leave minimalism 

and austerity to the overfed thugs in high office who destroyed  the global economy 

through their idiotic shortsightedness and venal desires. Neither minimalism nor 

austerity has any place for anarcho-libertines. We shall populate our avante-regimes in 

the shadows of ruined cathedrals and abandoned factories, our courtiers will be drag 
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queens, satyrs, leatherclad femdom disciplinarians, impoverished aristocrats, defrocked 

ecclesiarches, and other assorted tailings from the wreckage of neo-liberal economic 

exhaustion. Weõd call for a New Jerusalem in flush boom times, but itõs far more fun 

squatting rent -free, liberated from the homogenized monotony of gentrified zones and 

the presumptuous condemnations of the amoebic middle class. 

 

STYLE IS SUBSTANCE  

 

 One of the great heresies of Anarcho-libertinism is the affirmation that òStyle is 

substance.ó  The problems arise when either style becomes too distracting from the work 

at large or it devolves into purple prose.  For the latter, the difference between a passage 

from Baron Corvo (or Joris-Karl Huysmans) and Amanda McKittrick Ros is not one of 

style but one of skill. 

 

òHave you ever visited that portion of Erinõs plot that offers its sympathetic soil for the 

minute survey and scrutinous examination of those  in political power, whose decision 

has wisely been the means before now of converting the stern and prejudiced, and 

reaching the hand of slight aid to share its strength in augmenting its agricultural 

richness?ó ð Amanda McKittrick Ros, Delina Delaney 

 

OR 

 

òThis idiotic sentimentality combined with ruthless commercialism clearly represented 

the dominant spirit of the age; these same men who would have gouged anybodyõs eyes 

out to make a few coppers, lost all their flair and shrewdness when it came to deali ng 

with shifty tavern girls who harried them without pity and fleeced them without mercy. 

The wheels of industry turned, and families cheated one another in the name of trade, 

only to let themselves be robbed of money by their sons, who in the last resort were bled 

white by their own fancy men.ó ð Joris-Karl Huysmans, Against Nature 

 

(Which one is the model for Anarcho -libertinism and which one is the 9 th rate hack?) 

 

Despite the general call for works to stand out as complex, eccentric, sumptuous 

vehicles of verbal pleasure, this assumes the writer has the skills to deliver said works.  

A writer needs to know the rules of language and narrative before he or she can start to 

break, subvert, challenge, and embellish them. 

 Regarding style as a distraction, this may be true in some cases. It also depends 

on the reader and his or her interpretative framework. òDistractionó implies that the 

workõs language is in an antagonistic relationship with the content. This happens enough 

to merit comment. One of the singular failures of a writer is to fall in love with oneõs 

own voice, privileging it above the demands of the narrative. òCleverness for the sake of 
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cleverness.ó Sure, youõre clever and you have a Creating Writing MFA or whatever.  

Donõt treat your work like some goddamn job interview! I want to read something good, 

I donõt need you repeating back your resume to me. While overly clever works show a 

dexterity of language, form, orthography, etc., it exposes the writer as a weakling and a 

fraud. A dexterity of language coupled with ineptitude in craftsmanship still equal 

literary failure. One need not be a literary department pedant or Matthew Arnold to 

understand that simple equation.  

 This does not mean dumb down your work, bu t understand that artistic creation 

involves skill and technical prowess. If you donõt understand the basic mechanics of plot 

and character development, then hide it behind verbal enlardments and cheeky pop 

culture references, then maybe, just maybe, you should rethink your ambition to be an 

Artist.  

(Practice, imitation, and study of past works is also something highly 

recommended for those who aspire to go beyond writing pedestrian works that are 

immediately forgettable or fanfiction. NB: Choose to read and imitate writers who arenõt 

total hacks. And donõt let fans, critics, academics, and sales figures get in the way of 

those important decisions. An Artist, at least one that matters, isnõt some trend-

following sheep or some bootlicker to the whims of the m arket/creative writing 

group/publisher.)  

Style, like its co-eval Technique, is a facet of the work that has to be organically 

integrated into the whole. There is no such thing as No Style. Furthermore, style is 

something that originates with the creator. T he eternal challenge is producing works 

with a style that is complementary and functional. Style is also something that is 

simultaneously conscious and unconscious in the creatorõs mind.  Since I am speaking in 

generalizations, I would assert that, òThe work precedes style.ó (Like any generalization, 

there are abundant legitimate exceptions.) However, to artistic producers, focus on 

making The Work and the Style will come naturally. Donõt force it. 

 

NOTES ON PLEASURE  

 

1. Artists are producers. We make, they consume. 

2. Both artistic creation and artistic consumption should be pleasurable 

activities. 

3. With written works, the reader should gain pleasure from the language 

itself. 

4. Unfortunately, reading has been devalued as a pleasurable act. The mass 

market has degraded literary language to an enfeebled anemic non-

existence. In addition, high school and undergraduate literature classes 

have failed to make reading pleasurable in order to jam obvious 

symbolism and brute force Western Canon appreciation into the 

developing minds of the students. The worst crime perpetrated by our 
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educators seems to be the assertion, òReading is fun!ó How can it be 

when English class is as fun as a trip to the dentistõs office? 

5. To expand from 4.: Besides the symbolism and Western Canon-izing, the 

assertion òReading is fun!ó gets hog-tied in with the contradictory 

assertion, òEvery story must have a lesson.ó As if literature itself never 

developed at all from Aesop to James Joyce and somehow required a 

stapled-on coda a la an Afterschool Special or Soviet Socialist Realism 

imprimatur. One doesnõt require a Moral Lesson (either Implicit or 

Explicit) for what they read, unless one has not developed culturally since 

the Victorian Era. (That isnõt to say morality immediately devalues the 

work. Works with a moral agenda can be quite good. But one doesnõt 

need to pound it into the readerõs head unless you want to insult their 

intelligence.) 

6. The pleasure one gets from a work is autonomous to any morality or 

immorality associated with it.  

7. Americans hate pleasure, especially associated with the arts. Important Art 

and Literature has to have a Lesson. Why? (The Puritans and the 

Protestant Work Ethic deserve a fair share of the blame for this. Devout, 

industrious, austere business-types apparently like their work to function 

with the same harshness of a 19th century schoolmarm. One wonders how 

many read ð or should have read ð Venus in Furs?) 

8. Hatred of the body has contaminated the arts, making the boob or the 

shlong the worst thing one can see on broadcast television. (Bodies 

tumbling from the World Trade Center being the second worst, but hey 

é at least those images are more family-friendly.) Whitmanõs Body 

Electric has been degraded into the Body Commodified. In what other 

culture are the contradictions of capitalism and the contradictions of 

Bronze Age monotheism rammed together with such grotesque results?  

Sex is evil, vile, dirty, disgusting, and repugnant é but òsex sellsó! But 

beneath this feigned outrage, does this really surprise anyone? One can 

set their watch to the frequency of gay sex scandals directly associated 

with the very same tyrannical theocratic douchebags who condemn gay 

marriage as a harbinger of Western civilizationõs downfall.  (Western 

civilization fell on its own accord wi th a special assist from the asinine 

anarcho-capitalism espoused by Ayn Randõs demented fandom.  Not sure 

which is worse: Those who consider Ayn Rand a good writer or those 

who consider her a good philosopher?) 

9. First Proposition: Artistic production and ar tistic consumption are 

pleasurable. Second Proposition: Pleasure is good. QED: Artistic 

productions we consume that give us pleasure are good. 
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10. Anarcho-libertinism is premised on the philosophical notion that pleasure 

is good. Pleasure needs to be cultivated, rarefied, and nurtured. Oneõs 

pleasures should bloom like gaudy poisonous flowers, vividly colored, 

full of barbs and dripping nectar. The delicious pleasures one extrudes 

from oneõs works ð either consuming or producing ð should be like the 

sunlight concentrated on exotic floral varieties housed in a hothouse; the 

hothouse sitting amidst the barren Antarctic desert of bourgeois 

middlebrow tedium.  

 

NOTES ON ARTISTIC PR ODUCTION  

 

1. COMPLEXITY 

a. The work should not be clever but hollow. A creation that is a 

luxurious puzzle should have a reason to exist or else it is an 

empty gimcrack.  

b. The work should not be so complex as to become 

incomprehensible. 

2. MORALITY  

a. The workõs weakness is apparent when its morality becomes 

obvious and not all that profound. To plaste r morality all over 

oneõs work either bespeaks an unvoiced tendency towards work 

in the ecclesiarchy or the monumental stupidity of your intended 

audience. (Counter-example: the poetical innovations of John 

Donne and Gerald Manley Hopkins.)  

b. A lack of morality in your work doesnõt give you free rein for: 

i. Cheap shock value. 

ii.  Gratuity in sex and violence.  (Itõs not the sex or violence at 

issue, but the gratuitousness.  If either give you a frisson of 

transgressive glee in their inclusion in an artistic 

production, youõre either fourteen or far too sheltered.) 

iii.  Abundant vulgarity, swearing, etc. (Same as above. Done 

right, vulgarity can take on a poetic cast. Done wrong, 

vulgarity can be just plain boring.)  

iv.  Attacking institutions and such. (At least have the 

common courtesy of having evidence to back up your 

claims, or else you come across as a uniformed dumbass.)  

If Anarcho -libertinism is about anything, itõs about 

attacking the status quo. 
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THE BLACK ROSE OF AUSCHWITZ  

DAVID BRITTONõS AND KRIS GUIDOõS ILLUSTRATED NOVEL  LA 

SQUAB, AND THE SAVOY SESSIONS BY FENNELA FIELDING 

Left -handedly Reviewed By D M Mitchell  

For anyone brave enough to approach the works of Manchester-based maverick publishers 

Savoy, there is an almost automatic reflexive inclination to adopt the defensive. From my own 

experiences with the latter day Savoyards this has very little to do with th eir exploits in the 

world or the reactions and opinions of 

said world (already too well 

documented). It has everything to do with 

the basic intrinsic virulence and intensity 

of their corrosive surrealistic output, an 

intensity that makes one simultaneously  

want to turn away yet carry on looking, 

like one of those horribly exploitative and 

freakish documentaries on C4 about 

deformed children, open heart surgery or 

on-screen autopsies. We are all equally 

guilty, hypocritical reader, brother mine.  

Once bitten by the Savoy bug, one is 

damned forever, seeing the world 

through permanently changed morally -

compounded eyes. Savoy are possessed 

by an unshakable and total belief in their 

assessment of art, music, literature, politics, the world; and consistently bring a scathing 

paranoid Weltanschauung to bear on all those of us who show a less than 100% commitment to 

our doings. For me, connecting with Savoy was like one of those scenes in some crappy Kung 

Fu movie where the disciple meets the master and is henceforth condemned inextricably to 

follow unto death. There is no way back from Savoyõs Event Horizon.  

During the early 90s I began to ôwriteõ a book about them which they eventually published 

themselves, almost a decade later. At the time I threw myself into the writing with what I hoped 

was an intensity and paranoia that matched their own. Starting off, it was easy but by the time I 

was half-way through I began doubting not only what I was writing but questioning whether 
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even my take on them was valid. I eventual ly and laboriously finished my contribution to the 

book with great difficulty and anxiety. My sections of the book were complemented by 

interviews with the boys, with many interjections from those involved ð David Britton, Michael 

Butterworth, John Coultha rt ð and beautifully illustrated with images selected by Britton and 

Butterworth  and positioned by John.  

I will not go into, at any length here, the usual ôcontroversiesõ surrounding Savoy, particularly 

the Lord Horror and Meng And Ecker books and the silly accusations of ôracismõ attached to 

something so obviously satirical, absurdist and surreal (to this day) . Suffice it to say that anyone 

who takes the subject matter of these books at face value really should not be here reading this 

review or for that matter this magazine. Just be aware of the fact that one of Savoyõs heroes is 

the artist Gerald Scarfe.  

Letõs say that by the time Iõd finished this and the book was in my hand I hated what Iõd done. I 

felt Iõd compromised myself in so many ways. From Savoyõs point of view Iõd felt myself 

obliged to try to foist a left -wing critique on something that was rea lly too amorphous to be 

contained by one specific political outlook. From my point of view I found myself on occasions 

trying to take a positive view of certain things they had done which even I found questionable 

(naturally from that same left -wing viewpo int). I wished that I could go back and rewrite the 

whole thing from scratch. As that wasnõt possible I recoiled from it ð and unfortunately for a 

time from Savoy.  

With the passing of time I have reappraised ômyõ book (A Serious Life) and now see its 

inconsistencies, paranoia and self-loathing as positive qualities. It has a manic, irresponsible 

amphetamine rush to it that I actually covet here in my middle -middle age. All I wish 

retrospectively is that Iõd enjoyed the post-coital buzz more, basked in it a bit instead of trying 

to lose myself in less-worthy projects as if in some form of expiation for my Savoy excesses. Ah 

well, guilt is often an important stimulus not only for the best sex but for most great artistic 

endeavours.  

Eight-plus years later and Savoy are still at it. Undaunted. Unapologetic. After the period 

covered in my book, they returned to publishing other peopleõs works again ð Zenith The Albino, 

the delightful Adventures of Engelbrecht, the wonderful classic A Voyage To Arcturus, Colin 

Wilsonõs best novel The Killer. David Britton has been engaged in correspondence with star-

deviant and killer Ian Brady. This might be published at some point in the future and promises 

to further elaborate on Savoyõs dark and morally ambiguous explorations of our collective 

psyche.  
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Most recently they have put out two projects almost simultaneously ð the lavishly illustrated 

novel La Squab by David Britton with gorgeous artwork by Guido, and a CD of unbelievably 

beautiful idiosyncratic recordings of actress Fenella Fielding covering a plethora of modern rock 

and pop classics.  

Dealing with the first, La Squab, I must stress that given the current economic climate, many of 

you will be justifiably wary of shelling out £25.00 on a book, any book, let alone something 

existing at the fringes of commerciality, good taste, morality, sanityé I will just say that it is my 

expressed opinion that this is £25.00 well spent. Savoy nowadays takes the approach that every 

aspect of their publications should be of the same standard of execution. From the materials 

used to the jacket design, layout and even the fonts used. Every single ôtõ is dotted and ôiõ 

crossed.  

When it comes to the writing and artwork, although the book displays blatantly its points of 

reference (Wind In The Willows, Arthur Rackham, Ken Reid) it almost magically transcends 

those influences to create something that is unique and anachronistic; the sort of book that does 

not sit on your shelves easily next to Terry Pratchett or Iain Banks. Put a Savoy book on your 

shelves and you will, I guarantee, find yourself weeding out your book collection through 

shame.  
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Quoting from their website:  

òAt once loony and dangerous, La Squab relates a picaresque river journey down a Thames whose 

metaphysical qualities exist only in Mr Brittonõs imagination. Along the way, favourite 

childrenõs characters such as Tiger Tim, Angel Face and Weary Willie & Tired Tim are 

encountered, together with real-life historical figures Alfred Jarry, Sigmund Freud, Leni 

Riefenstahl, and Lord Horrorõs treacherous doppelgªnger, Lord Haw-Haw. The final destination 

is a submerged Auschwitz conjured afresh beneath the mighty Thames. There La Squab's playful 

romp through literature and topsy-turvy morals reveals that all is not always well in the end!ó 

 

There is no way to summarise or critique this book in a way that doesnõt ôreduceõ it somehow. 

There is arguably a plot, but the plo t itself is a minor character, a walk-though part in the dense 

tapestry of references and symbols that coalesce hypnotically here to create something that I 

donõt feel Iõm being conceited in calling life-changing. My personal hope is that one day some 

futu re group of like -minded individuals will, like the surrealists in the early 20 th century 

discovering Les Chants Du Maldoror, forge a new movement of thought and sensibility around 

these books.  
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Moving on to the CD; this constitutes a labour of love on th e part of the boys, being the produce 

of many years of coaxing and cajoling Ms Fielding into the recording studio. After many a false 

start and much trepidation and self -doubt on the part of Ms F, their efforts seem to have paid 

off bigtime, possibly surpa ssing even their deranged output with the legendary genius P J 

Proby. Christ, much of this even sounds like it could have commercial capability ð at least 

superficially.  

 

The selling point on this (I imagine, from Savoyõs naturally-lysergic mentality) sh ould be 

Fenellaõs ôtarantula-crawling -up-a-velvet-curtainõ voice. However, erection-inducing as that 

may be, the production courtesy of Steve Boyce-Buckley assisted by Pete Saynor and John Scott, 

has helped craft a properly -integrated and polished work of art, unlike the Proby material 

where 90% of the time Probyõs beautiful voice seems to have been superimposed onto jarring 

and disturbing (yet still meticulously created)  backdrops.  
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As idiosyncratic and unnervingly beautiful as any Nico album or Suzuki -era Can recording, 

Savoy have hit their stride with this CD. Iõm hoping that they build on this and create more 

quality albums. Fuck knows, the world could do with them in this era of ôBritainõs Got No 

Talentõ. Who else could follow a cover of Kylieõs ôCanõt Get You Out Of My Headõ with ôThe 

Ovaltineysõ? Oy Vey! 

To purchase La Squab (which comes with a complimentary CD of Fenella reading selections 

from the book) and Fenella Fielding: The Savoy Sessions or my own A Serious Life, please visit the 

Savoy website: http://www.savoy.abel.co.uk   

 

 

 

 

While there, donõt be a cunt. Take a fucking good look around. Bookmark the site and go back 

there frequently. Buy some of their stuff, past and present. Iõm currently interviewing the 

Savoyards about their work post my book. Watch the next issue of Paraphilia for at least part of 

it. Hopefully it will spiral on in a continuing arc ð who knows?  

 

 

http://www.savoy.abel.co.uk/
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SQUEAL FOR JOY  
 

(EXCERPT) 
 

By David F. Hoenigman  
 
I leave the devil sitting there by the window in his red suit with sludge pumping through his 
veins. he taps his fingers on the table top. the spiders run through his mind. I think the 
devilõs every color. not only red. the failureõs face lit up when the devil told him that heõd 
indeed take his soul. all of us are children. when weõre told certain things and react a certain 
way our faces look just like childrenõs. the wine finally comes and the vulture pours the 
clown a glass. or rather he uses the clownõs glass to fill and give to the old flame. they all 
look like clowns now. they all look like vultures. I thought her jack -o'-lantern smile would 
extend beyond her face. would float there on its own acc ord. thereõs nothing in his heart. itõs 
as empty as his glass. who would I like to see then? when my clothes havenõt been washed in 
months. we spread out amongst the mousetraps. why did you follow me up the stairs? why 
did you do what I told you? I kick ho les in the walls of my room. I set mousetraps in the 
corner. I hope our necks snap together beneath the bar. maybe you knew Iõd never forget 
you. someone as equally willing to be humiliated. I know this man theyõre torturing. Iõve sat 
with him for long hou rs in a parked car. he told me he believed in God. the devil stands 
under a naked light bulb with his back to us. heõs stirring a pot. the prisoner winces in pain 
and I remember how he looked that morning when I told him everything that was on my 
mind as w e gazed out at the sea. some people are never afraid. they still believe they can win 
until their last dying breath. they still feel theyõre in a position to make threats. he wakes up 
and immediately begins making threats. but where is he? who brought him here? close your 
mouth so as not to drool. put your head down on the table and sleep. itõs almost love the way 
I think of you. Iõd like to track you down someday. Iõd like to go through your bedroom. Iõm 
sure you havenõt changed. Iõm sure my presence could be explained away. the three still sit at 
the table. the jack -oõ-lantern woman keeps talking and breathing smoke. the vulture wants 
her to feel his bicep. they want to keep us in this box. Iõd like to say some kind of prayer of 
thanksgiving to you. there are entire years of my life I donõt remember. how did I get money 
then? why was I so stubborn? Iõm holding you up to the light to see if I can see through you. 
Iõd like to see your heart pumping. and your bones insisting nothingõs wrong. perhaps Iõd 
feel a oneness with you if I could see the exact shape of your fleshless bones. this is the work 
of a madman, some of them are thinking. though the failure doesnõt look the least bit 
unsettled. almost as if heõs sitting before his television. these men are always crowded into 
rooms together. he looks directly at his own shadow and wonders if he isnõt dying. I wonõt 
plead for my life if thatõs what youõre expecting. weõre voodoo dolls. weõre pin cushions. he 
kicks his legs like a mishandled puppet. this vultureõs of no use to me. nor the jack -oõ-
lantern. nor the clown. Iõd like to banish them from my vision. and relive that afternoon 
preparing for your visit. we are playthings. some little girl has placed the two of us in the 
same room of a dollhouse. I go years wi thout saying anything. I come home from work 
smelling like gasoline. my priorities were all wrong. donõt leave. donõt leave. quit your job. 
abandon your family. sever every contact and stay here with me. in this little room with the 
mousetraps snapping. wi th this hopeless man and his demands. sometimes I wish you 
werenõt here. sometimes your being here breaks a spell thatõd otherwise come over me. I once 
almost fell off a rooftop. I couldõve broken my neck. I used to climb out the window to the 
roof. she came back to me. I let her go and she came back. then she convinced herself that I  
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didnõt mean anything to her. the sun would come through that window I used to crawl out 
and Iõd lie on my side looking at her things. I used to think everything you said was 
wonderful and somehow leading me toward some truth. I liked to sit at your side so I 
wouldnõt miss anything you said. the vulture takes a wad of money from his pocket and 
spreads it out on the table. the bills unfurl like animals waking up. then he pats hi s bicep 
twice as if to say, from all my hard work. even the clownõs laughing. even the clown looks 
proud. I know the water will soon be up to our necks but I donõt care. the old flame gets up 
to leave. she hugs the vulture from behind as she makes her way out. she shakes him enough 
for him to look concerned of spilling wine from his glass. the clown gets up. maybe sheõs 
decided to run away as the vulture slumps over his wine and his money. the devil considers 
himself an artist. heõs scribbling in a notebook. elaborate drawings of methods of torture. if I 
crouch at this angle Iõll see the veins in his neck. and how his jaw quivers in pain. I must 
confess ðI almost lost hope today, sometime in the afternoon. I stick the pin into you and 
wait for it to pop out the other side of the skin. I wiggle it around in there. I can see three 
faces. the devil and the prisoner and the man who always appears to wish he was elsewhere. 
the devilõs holding a giant needle that he sticks into the cheek of the prisoner. the devilõs 
glowing yellow. Iõve begun to take steps to bring her to life. to claw my way back there. but 
now it appears theyõre all leaving together. the clown wraps a long scarf around her head. 
theyõre the last people to leave. the waiter looks annoyed. itõll be dark and cold out. now it 
appears the old flame is an employee of this restaurant. maybe the waiter is her husband. 
maybe theyõre the owners. maybe she actually hates the vulture but figured heõd have 
money. maybe she was so convincing that I read much mor e into it than I should have. itõs 
surprising more people donõt kill each other. that most of them seem to draw the line there. 
the devil wants information from the prisoner. I thought heõd already know everything. from 
the bottom of your chin. up through your tongue. through the roof of your mouth and into 
your brain. I remember jumping the fence and running across the open field in a light rain. 
itõs my life before my eyes now. was it always raining? did it always feel recently cleansed? 
this devilõs been waiting for me. this roomful of naked light bulbs has been waiting for me. 
and the spectating demons. the mist clears and theyõre there. I try to make excuses but thereõs 
no use. I deserve whatõs coming. but this is wrong and I was right originally. the vulture 
leaves with the two women and two large jugs of wine. the old flame now dancing in 
anticipation. now three silhouettes moving under street lights. the largest with a jug in each 
hand. the water will soon be up around our necks but I donõt care. this woman must live 
around here. maybe the vulture and the clown wonõt have to sleep in the truck tonight. 
maybe they wonõt freeze to death. the vulture hands the clown the jugs and finally finishes 
struggling to put on his jacket. the clown sneaks away with the jugs appearing to be the 
accomplice of the vulture. the failure watches the devil torture the prisoner and feels heõs 
learning something. the failureõs quite insane. heõs been insane since he was a young child. 
no one deserves pity. no one deserves to have their apology accepted. people will say 
anything at such times. when I pass out sheõll curl up next to me in the garbage 
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MADLESSLY  
 

By Mike Hudson  
 

Photo © Russell Allen Images  
 
The road to the airport seemed familiar to him and it took a min ute for him to realize it was not 

dissimilar to La Brea Avenue, which was the road you took to get from Hollywood to LAX, if 

you were in Los Angeles.  

 

He was not in Los Angeles, however. 

 

He was hungover at eight that morning when he got on the plane for Mexico City. The Aero 

Mexico stewardesses wore jaunty red caps with short, belted blue dresses and four-inch stiletto 

heels. Once again he was glad to be away from the United States. 

 

All the flying and gunfire and night swims in chlorinated Third World ho tel pools over the past 

month had left him nearly deaf, and as the stewardess gave the safety instructions she looked to 

him like a tiny tanned doll moving her mouth but making no sound. He imagined she was 

telling him how much she loved him.  

 

It was November 2, Dia los Muertes, and he thought of Lowryõs book and of Markson, who had 

written so well about Lowry and was dead now himself. It was a short flight, Merida, on the 

Yucatan peninsula, to Mexico City. He had no business in Mexico City but to catch a connecting 

flight to Las Vegas, north of the border, which was the only place in the world he wanted to be 

that day. 

 

Markson had been his great friend and champion, introducing him to the New York literary 

scene, as it had been 40 and 50 years earlier. Theyõd shared a love of Mexico and of baseball and 

for beautiful, interesting women, the kind you meet when you are a writer who has achieved a 

certain kind of notoriety. Theyõd agreed that it was better to have written than it was to actually 

be writing.  

 

The stewardess handed him a packet of Florentines, small cookies filled with a cherry jam, and 

a cup of black coffee and he looked down on the snowcapped mountains north of Mexico City.  

 

Vegas was just that much closer to Los Angeles, where heõd left her, and he thought about that.  
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Later he sat in the airport bar sipping a mojito and he took out the black covered notebook he 

kept and read over his impressions of the Yucatan, where there was no war or, really, 

unpleasantness of any kind. Heõd spent eight days there copy editing his next book and had 

been hoping for some action ð live shooting or at least some beheadings -- so he could sell an 

article or some photos, as his traveling capital was running low.  

 

When he finished reading, he took out his pen. He wanted to write about her, but it was all too 

complicated and the best he could come up with was a fragment from another airport layover, a 

couple of weeks earlier. 

 

òI was in Philly for Joe Frazierõs funeral,ó he wrote. òI didnõt go, of course, but there was no place to be 

that day but Philly.ó 

 

The usual stuff. Dull and ultimately unsatisfying, but at least he could say he had written, and 

writing was the thing he did to justify all of the other things he did.  

 

*** 

 

Her eyes were green, the color of a Heineken beer bottle, and he wanted to drink every bit of it. 

They reminded him of all the money sheõd finagled from a long line of suckers going back to 

Hollywood High, where sheõd come from, all those years ago. Sheõd broken hearts from L.A. to 

Paris, and all the artists and actors and musicians she left in her wake could have formed some 

sad club, a legion of losers, like Alcoholics Anonymous, but with her instead of the booze.  

 

He knew all that and he came anyway. She called and he came. Sheõd had it with artists and 

actors and musicians and she called and he came knowing she had the potential to be more 

dangerous than anything heõd known in Iraq or Afghanistan or Mexico. 

 

She was a glamour girl all right, with a thousand photos in magazines and on the Int ernet to 

prove it.  High maintenance for sure, but heõd been around long enough to know they all were, 

all the ones worth having, the ones born pretty, who knew enough to read books and watch 

movies and listen to music aware that these things were less entertainment than education. The 

ones who figured out for themselves how to make their own money whether their parents were 

rich or poor and regardless of whoever it was they happened to take for their first, second or 

third husbands.  

 

In the past month heõd been in and out of L.A. twice, then New York and the jungle of the 

northern Yucatan and now Vegas.  
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His wife waited for him in the apartment they shared on West Forty Seventh Street in 

Manhattan. Rachel would cry when he told her he was leaving; she would  hate him even 

though she loved him. He was a bastard and just hoped it didnõt go too badly. 

 

He met Angie on the set of a film shot on an odd sort of soundstage out by the airport when he 

was in L.A. the last time. Heõd written some additional dialogue and sheõd played a small role 

as some kind of jet setting call girl and when he got home he couldnõt get her out of his head.  

 

He got her number from the assistant producer, Tony, whoõd hired him for the film gig in the 

first place, and he called her and kept calling her. After awhile, she started calling him.  

 

He told her he had to see her again and she said he should come back out to L.A. but there were 

a lot of reasons he didnõt want to do that so he told her heõd meet her in Vegas and thatõs what 

they di d. 

 

Now he saw her from across the casino floor, sitting in a club chair waiting for him at a low 

table in one of the lounges, eating from a tin box of Wintergreen Altoids and drinking cranberry 

with a twist of lime. She was gorgeous, her tiny fine feature s and porcelain skin offset by a wild 

mane of raven hair and tailored dark clothes.  

 

Angie hated people and their meaningless little lives. All around her the losers wasted their 

own time deliberately, filling it with endless chatter and trips to the mall,  all the while 

anesthetizing themselves with anti -depressants, mood elevators or booze and talking to 

barmaids as though they were friends or to doctors paid to listen to their stupid problems.  

 

The people who willingly gave their power to other people, wo men to men, poor to rich, never 

knowing that, ultimately, it was all up to them and that, really, they could do whatever they 

wanted. They didnõt know how to dress or eat or even what kind of fucking haircut looked best 

on them. 

 

But she was like a dream to him. A woman who could make any city look ugly, any city but the 

few that were fit for her, and there were whole countries that werenõt fit for her. Countries that 

might be all well and good for most people, perfectly fine places in their own small ways but 

completely unfit for a force of nature such as herself.  

 

And that was how he thought of her, not as a girl or a woman, or a chick, twist, whore, broad, 

dame, bitch, lady or tramp but as a force of nature, like the wind. Like the sun in the sky.  
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So how do you act? He thought of Jeremy Irons in òReversal of Fortune.ó Cold. Determined. 

Ultimately guiltless despite his overwhelming guilt. Beyond guilt, even. He thought of an 

acquaintance in New York whoõd once married a woman for no other reason than he was too 

cheap or too broke to hire a nanny to look after his children.  

 

So he was doing it again. Throwing the sticks up into the air just to see where they landed. Soon 

he would be living three thousand miles away from New York. The only time he would see 

snow would be on a picture postcard. Angie had not only taken better care of herself than 

Rachel, she was richer as well. And the moment he met her electricity passed through the air 

between them that had people talking weeks before anything even happened. 

 

He thought about these things and other things as well, standing on the carpeted casino floor, 

wearing a copper colored sharkskin jacket heõd bought two weeks earlier at some vintage menõs 

store someone had taken him to on Hollywood Boulevard.  

 

He crossed the room and walked up behind her.  

 

òYou wanna fuck?ó he said. 

 

It turned out she did. She stood up and kissed him deeply then threw her legs up around his 

hips and he cradled her ass in his hands, her arms wrapped around the back of his neck and 

their tongues pushing and shoving between one mouth and the other like it was some kind of 

sordid athletic event. He ordered the whiskey to go and on the elevator up to the room she 

played with his cock through his jeans and he ran his hand up under her  blouse to the sweet 

bare breasts beneath the sheer black cloth. He pushed her against the wall and they kissed and 

clawed and bit like animals in heat. òTell me you love me,ó she said, digging her fingernails into 

the small of his back. 

 

òI love you Angie,ó he said. òI love you more than anything in the fucking world.ó 

 

òHow much?ó 

 

òI love you more than God.ó 

 

She could have asked him to kill somebody and he would have done it. The whiskey sloshed 

from the rim of the glass to the floor and he took a gulp so as not to waste any more.  The 

elevator doors opened and they spilled out into the hallway to their room and she fell back on 

the bed, stripping off her clothes on the way down.  
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Inside she was soft and wet and warm and all he wanted was to be up and in there and instead 

of two people they were one like an earthquake or wildfire or some other spontaneous natural 

disaster and she tore at his forearms with her nails and he felt the sharp pain but it wasnõt until 

a few minutes had passed that he noticed the blood, running down his wrists and hands and 

smearing onto the pillow cases and sheets and comforter.  He pinned her to the bed and drove 

deeper and deeper and his own sweat mixed with the blood stinging and she moaned and 

sighed and he felt as though he was drowning.  

 

òCome in me baby. I want you to come in me,ó she said. 

 

It was winter, and outside the cold desert sun shined bright on the streets and the palm trees 

and the low dark mountains. The room became an abstraction to him, just the drapes drawn 

black and her eyes and her mouth and the rage heõd kept inside for all those years, and he 

thought of that and about the crushing sudden fear he had of losing her somehow and the guilt 

over Rachel and they fucked and they fucked and when they were through he  rubbed her back 

until she fell to sleep and he laid touching next to her intoxicated by the scent of her hair and 

her sweet sleepy breath. 

 

And it was like that for the next five days. Their phones would ring, and sometimes they would 

answer them. Once or twice every 24 hours they would go down to the casino and wander into 

one of the restaurants and eat a little.  She liked the buffet. 

 

*** 

 

On the final day they sat across a small table in the airport bar, about 20 minutes before he had 

to board his flight for New York and 45 minutes before her flight back to Los Angeles. Her eyes, 

beautiful beyond all reason, welled with tears.  

 

òStop it,ó he told her. He said it in the toughest voice he could muster but really he didnõt want 

to see it because he felt as though he might begin to cry himself.  

 

He told her he was home; that wherever she was it was home.  In the back of a taxicab driving 

down Tropicana or at that airport bar.  She loved him even more when he told her that.  

 

*** 

 

 As the plane taxied down the runway he looked out past the city to the mountains. He wished 

he had it to do over again, but he always wished that, no matter what it was. He resigned 



52 

 

himself to missing her, to the fact that in seven hours heõd be back in New York for who knew 

how long, and it would be cold and angry and full of hurt.  

 

Why did life have to be like it was? Why did his happiness so often cause another person pain? 

He was 55 years old and had seen a lot of things but he still didnõt know. He only knew that it 

did and he wished it could be otherwise.  

 

And while he thought those thoughts, and his plane left the ground, and he looked down on the 

orange tiled roofs of all the ugly houses in all the shitty subdivisions that make up greater Las 

Vegas, she was still in the airport, being strip searched by a couple of matrons after having 

made some smart ass remark to a uniformed TSA officer while going through security.  
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PETTY GIRLS LIKE GRAVES  

 

By dixƗ.flatlin3 
 

Photos © Sid Graves 
 
Brooke awoke next to her beloved, something he had kindly allowed her to do. It was not often 

that Christopher acknowledged his deep love for her. Brooke had to spend a lot of time 

analyzing his patterns and behaviors. They were coming up on their sixth anniversary, in fact.  

Something Brooke was especially proud of. She and Christopher had been through a lot during 

their time together. Though they had not always been in contact and in agreement, they had 

always had their special connection. Brooke knew in her heart of hearts that her beloved 

Christopher was the one true love she had always dreamed would come to rescue her. Waking 

up next to him filled Brooke with an overwhelming sense of satisfaction and achievement.  

 

Lying on her side, Brooke reached across her beloved and grabbed her pack of cigarettes. She 

always had a cigarette first thing in the morning. Or whenever they finally awoke from their 

contented slumber. Brooke caught sight of herself lighting the cigarette in the mirrors affixed to 

the wooden canopy above Christopherõs bed. The black tulle draped haphazardly around the 

frame gave it a more regal effect, she thought. But that was her Christopher, wasnõt it?  
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Regal.  Cultured. Educated. Wise. Brooke 

saw her reflection above smile and this 

made her giggle. She tried to repress her 

sound, as not to awake Christopher. Who 

she could see was soundly sleeping, the 

covers wrapped tightly around his head.  

 

Brookeõs thoughts drifted back to the first 

time she laid eyes on Christopher. She 

had known in an instant that he was The 

One.  She was shocked to learn he felt the 

exact same way. It had been messy, 

leaving the boyfriend she had been with 

for so many years, but it had been worth 

it. The first few weeks she and 

Christopher spent together were magical. 

They spent the entire time high and 

having sex. This was not her ex-

boyfriends forte. He had been more of the 

wheeler-dealer type. And by that Brooke 

meant drug-dealer type. He had quickly 

taken her in and supplied her with a 

lifestyle she could not afford on her own. 

After more than seven years together, he 

was rather distraught upon learning of her shacking up with Christopher. Brooke had simply 

run away from him, no explanation, no communication. She was fine with burning the bridge at 

the time. She saw absolutely no use to keeping him around any longer. Brooke had finally 

found her Prince Charming and she was planning on keeping him.  

 

Brooke looked around the room. Christopherõs home was simultaneously familiar and foreign.  

She had spent so many days, weeks, and months living here. Brooke had always excelled at 

playing house as a child. Growing up with brothers and a mother who wasnõt around meant 

Brooke played alone, a lot. The only attention her brothers had ever given her were negative 

reinfo rcements of how weak females were. Christopher made her feel special and safe. When 

she was with him, nothing could hurt her. Except him. And that was okay with her. She knew 

her Christopher like no other woman could, she thought. It was her understanding of male 

ways that made her and her beloved soul mates. She knew in her heart of hearts that boys 

played rough and they never meant to hurt anyone.  
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The times Christopher allowed her to 

stay with him were magical. Brooke 

didnõt even mind when he would kick 

her out so that other girls could visit. 

She even found his frequent vanishing 

acts quite charming. She loved him and 

his adorable idiosyncrasies. While he 

was away, Brooke spent her time 

cleaning, nesting, and smoking the 

excellent product Christopher wa s 

famous for. That was why he had come 

into her world. He was the source of 

the new dope her ex-boyfriend had so 

desperately wanted. She wondered if it 

had been worth the cost in the end? 

One week after Christopher shook his 

hand, he had his cock in Brooke. Where 

it stayed for the next several weeks. 

 

Brooke lowered the bed covers and 

studied her breasts in the reflection. 

They were not large, not like the 

grotesquely huge ones of the girl she did not like to remember. Brookeõs breasts were small, but 

firm and perky.  Not bad considering she had given birth. What a mess that had been. Six 

months after she and Christopher had started dating Brooke had discovered she was pregnant. 

This was after the girl she did not like to remember informed Brooke that she wa s about to give 

birth to Christopherõs son. The girl had been polite and her emails were well written. Brooke 

had meant it when she told the girl that she would very much like to meet her. Although 

Brooke knew, in her heart of hearts, that Christopher love d this girl the most, she was happy. 

The girl required Christopher to jump through too many hoops and would never allow him to 

be himself. Brooke knew that the child she was going to give him would make up for all the 

sadness he felt at the loss of his beloved. 

 

Brooke had tried so very hard to be good, once she learned she was pregnant. She was carrying 

Christopherõs child and it deserved only the best. But it was hard to say no and Christopher 

didnõt mind if she did. She had not found out she was pregnant until she was six months along. 

She couldnõt remember how much dope she had consumed during this time, but she knew it 

was a lot. Enough to make stopping then irrelevant. She had hid it from Christopher as long as 

she could. When she did finally tell him,  it caused him to kick her out. He was appalled that she 
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had been using drugs the entire time, 

endangering his child. For several weeks 

he avoided her, refusing to return her 

calls or text messages. Brooke sent her 

pleas via her blog postings online. All i n 

hopes of winning back her belovedõs 

favor. 

 

Eventually, he did invite her back. In 

fact, Christopher had become 

increasingly involved in the planning of 

their babyõs room. Christopherõs mother 

had bought him a new house and 

together they were going to make it a 

home. Their home. They had settled on a 

name for their daughter, one 

Christopherõs own father had bestowed 

upon a child from a previous marriage, a 

daughter who had died at birth. 

Christopher didnõt like fucking Brooke 

once he could feel the baby move. Which 

was fine. She spent her time nesting and 

didnõt mind that Christopher went out to 

get high and have sex. Her beloved has a very active sex drive and she was not able to satisfy it. 

It was his right to fulfill his needs himself. Brooke knew that  he always came home. Eventually. 

When he did, it was straight into their bed he went. Where he would lay his head upon her still 

barely-there baby bump and tell their daughter all about how wonderful their lives were going 

to be. 

 

Brooke had forgiven Chri stopher for abandoning her when his son had been born. She knew 

how manipulative the girl was and did not hold it against her beloved. He was a boy and could 

not help how he reacted to the evil deeds of the girl. The girl had expected Christopher to be 

something he was not and did not understand the dope game. Brooke had always found this 

most amusing. For someone Christopher claimed to love so much and hold in such high esteem, 

he sure treated her like a moron. The numerous lies she had been party to his telling the girl. 

The numerous times they had giggled as they smoked together and read aloud the incoming 

text messages. Brooke thought about this, a lot, during her stay in the homeless shelter. It had 

been the only place that would take her as a pregnant woman with a drug habit. Brookeõs own 

family had abandoned her after the ex-boyfriend filled them in on her sudden departure and 
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subsequent theft of his belongings. She was very pregnant and very alone when Christopher 

dropped her off at the shelter. He wi shed her good luck and then headed down the highway to 

visit his beloved.  

 

Brooke did not like to remember this time. She noticed the frown that reflected back from above 

and put out her cigarette. She reached over and gently rubbed Christopherõs side. He didnõt 

budge. He usually didnõt. He slept like the dead, especially when they had been on a good one. 

Such as the one they had just been on. Her and her beloved had just finished a five-day fuck 

fest. They had not had to leave his lair for dope nor food. Sequestered to amplify their love. 

Christopher was a true romantic at heart; it was what Brooke loved most about him. He was a 

consummate romantic and lover. He made her feel things no other man ever had. 

 

Brooke caught sight of the picture on the wall tha t she hated. It was the one thing she wished 

Christopher would get rid of, but she knew he never would. It was the drawing he had done of 

the girl when they were in high school together. He had made it very clear to Brooke from the 

very beginning, as he did with them all, that his feeling for the girl were not up for negotiation. 

Many nights Brooke had listened to Christopher agonize over how he had to keep the truth 

from the girl. How she could never find out what a horrible person he truly was because it 

would kill him. She liked to hold him and gently run her finger through the hair at his neckline 
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when he got in these moods. Looking at the picture of the girl now, Brooke smirked. She swung 

her legs over the edge of the bed and stretched as she stood up. She walked over to the picture, 

tapped the cigarette she was about to smoke on the glass and addressed the art directly, òNot so 

special after all were you?ó 

 

Brooke padded into the bathroom and went pee. The bathroom was a mess, it usually was. 

Christopher was a horrible housekeeper and Brooke was often too busy helping him cook dope 

or taking care of her daughter to worry about good housekeeping practices. Her pussy was 

sore, as usual. Christopher knew how she 

liked it and never disappointed her. 

Brooke caught sight of a pair of womenõs 

underwear, which was not hers, behind 

the bathroom door. Why had she not 

seen them before now? The standard list 

of excuses went through her head as she 

wiped herself. Walking back into their 

room, she gazed filled her head as she 

gazed upon her beloved as he slept. 

 

Brooke climbed back into bed, but not 

before checking her phone to see if the 

ex-boyfriend had provided any up -dates 

on her daughter. Christopher had been so 

supportive to her during her pregnancy. 

Even attending a doctorõs appointment 

with her. She was not staying with him 

when she went into labor. Christopher 

had found out about several affairs 

Brooke had engaged in during their early 

days. But he had put his anger aside to 

rush to be by her side as she gave birth. 

When the cord became entangled around the babyõs neck and it had come out blue, he was 

there.  As he was when the doctorõs resuscitated and breathed life into the product of her 

polluted uterus. Christopher had been horrified at the sight of a blue c hild. His horror had 

quickly been replaced by anger. Anger due to the fact that his daughter was the wrong color. A 

fact Brooke herself could no longer deny. The weeks her daughter spent in NICU allowed the 

Hispanic features to take prominence. The child w as clearly the progeny of her ex-boyfriend.  

Not Christopher.  

 



59 

 

This had thrown another wrench into 

their love story, but as most true love 

stories do, theirs had a happy ending. 

That was all ancient history now. Many 

women had come and gone in the years 

since then. The girl and her son 

disappeared, never to be seen again. A 

bone of contention with Brooke, because 

what kind of woman keeps a man from 

seeing his own child? Christopher was 

excellent with her daughter. He let 

Brooke bring her around whenever th ey 

visited. The baby was very quiet and 

didnõt interrupt their smoking. Brookeõs 

daughter was a very docile child and this 

made Christopher happy. He was also 

first to express his unhappiness during 

her visits with her father. This had 

cemented their bond in Brookeõs heart of 

hearts. 

 

Brooke looked to her phone for signs of 

how long they had been asleep. She had 

sent her BFF a text message 18 hours ago. She assumed this was the approximate amount of 

time they had hibernated. Christopher was never easy to rouse from sleep. His mum had 

warned her of this. His mum was such a wonderful woman in Brookeõs mind. She had gone out 

of her way to make sure that Christopher never had to work a day in his life. His mother was 

wealthy and took such good care of her family . Brooke was honored to be a part of their 

gatherings, whenever she was allowed to attend. Eventually the family had all warmed up to 

her and talk of the evil girl had ceased. 

 

Brooke loaded up a fresh pipe, deciding this was a pleasant way for Christopher  to wake up. 

She padded into the kitchen and prepared their coffee as well. As it brewed, she prepared the 

fine china tea set his mother had given him. Her EBT card had recharged a few days ago, so 

there was plenty of food in the house. Brooke loved to act in the capacity of a wife for 

Christopher, even though he had made it clear he would never again marry. òDoesnõt matter,ó 

she said aloud as she carried the tray back to their bed. Her Christopher was still resting 

soundly.  
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òTime to wake up sleepy head,ó she 

cooed sweetly as she leaned in to kiss her 

belovedõs cheek. Brooke quickly recoiled 

in horror. He was cold! How could her 

Christopher be cold? She felt the panic 

spread through her body and 

immediately began to shake him. She 

shook his shoulders with all the strength 

she had. òChristopher!ó she shouted. 

Brooke threw back the covers and kicked 

the dogs off of their bed. òChristopher, 

wake up!ó she screamed. Brooke knew in 

her heart of hearts he was not going to 

wake up. He was cold, so very cold. How 

could she have not noticed this before? A 

million thoughts ran through her head. 

She should call for help, she should call 

his mother, she should call someone, 

anyone, but her eyes focused on the pipe 

sitting next to their coffee.  

 

In that moment, Brooke knew exactly what she had to do. Just as she had known the moment 

she laid eyes upon her Christopher that they were soul mates. She went to the side of the bed 

that he was facing and put her hand upon his shoulder. Brooke pushed him onto his back.  She 

was very aware of how very much she should be completely freaked out and yet she was not.  

Her thoughts were clear and profoundly important in her mind. Brooke knew exactly how her 

and her beloved should proceed from here. 

 

She quickly took the pipe and went to the computer. Brooke needed information and where 

better to find it than the Internet? After a few hits off the pipe and web sites searches she had 

the information she needed and she didnõt have much time left. Brooke went back to her 

Christopher and stared deeply into his closed eyes. So many of her childhood dreams were 

fading before her eyes and yet she felt calm. He was her soul mate and there could be no other 

ending for them now.  

 

Brooke pulled back the bed coverings and, as indicated on the websites, her beloved was fully 

erect. This made her smile; even in death Christopher was the consummate lover. A few slight 

adjustments and he was ready for her. The serenity and calm she felt was overwhelming for she 

knew that they were going to be together. Forever. 
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Angel lust, it was such an appropriate term Brooke thought as she lowered herself down upon 

her Christopherõs erect cock. She hit the pipe as she went about pleasuring herself. Looking at 

her beloved she could not stop thinking about what a wonderful person he was and how very 

lucky she was that he loved her; in his own way.  

 

Feeling herself about to reach climax, Brooke reached across the bed and found her belovedõs 

favorite possession exactly where it should be. She could feel the tears run down her face and 

he warmth comforted her, as it always had. Brooked liked to cry. She thought briefly about her 

daughter and quickly reconciled that a child would be better off with no mother than a mother 

like Brooke. Her movements hastened, as she brought herself closer to climax. She saw the 

painting of that evil girl as a reflection in the mirror. The image of herself nude juxtaposed 

against the girl staring at her with those eyes, those dead-doll eyes. Christopher loved them, so 

very much. Brooke put the gun i n her mouth, whispered a final òI love you,ó to her beloved and 

pulled the trigger.  
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YONDER HILL  
 

By Richard C. Walls   
 

Photos © Toby Huss 
  
When he was very young, his sister used to sing to him at night. They were old enough to have 

separate beds, but not, in their frugal family, the luxury of separate rooms. His sister had a 

crystal soprano voice, a 10-year-oldõs unbroken sound, pitch perfect and other-worldly.  

 

Her repertoire included popular radio hits of the day, specifically those songs of nig ht stars and 

something deeply felt but barely understood, aimed at adolescent girls on the brink of a 

quivering empowerment and the enticement of a pleasurable annihilation. There were also 

random songs she had learned at school, mostly doggerel for kids, songs of shoo-flies and 

courting frogs. From this latter batch there was one song in particular which fascinated him. It 

had a sing-song quality and was so fiercely symmetrical that he could tell it was very, very old. 

It began: 

      

òOn yonder hill there stands a maiden / Who she is I do not know / I will court her for her 

beauty / She must answer yes or noó. Then a delicate dance down an octave, with the word 

ónoó given two syllables òOh no John, no John, no John, no.ó  
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òYonder,ó he figured, was the name of 

the hill, like òBunkeró or òHauntedó. 

òMaidensó he knew from pictures. 

They wore pointed hats with hankies 

hanging from the tips and high -wasted 

nightgowns and were very thin and 

had teeny-tiny features. Why this 

particular sprite didnõt want to be 

Johnõs friend was initially a puzzle to 

him since John seemed like a nice guy, 

you could tell by the melody. But in 

the second stanza, the maiden explains 

her unyielding stance: 

 

òMy father was a Spanish Captain / 

Went to sea a month ago / First he 

kissed me, then he left me / Bid me 

always answer no. / Oh no John, no 

John, no John, no.ó  

 

There was a dog in a neighborõs 

backyard who used to bark every 

night, not in the aggressive, yapping manner of a protesting innocent, but in a mournful 

muffled way, a sad òwoofó from a creature who knows itõs lost the battle. For the rest of his life 

the memory of that second stanza would arrive with that doleful doggy sound attached.  

      

Anyway, she had to say ònoó--chalk it up to parental interference. The song was an extended 

metaphor for that awful age when the forces of attraction come from both the safety of our 

family and the beckoning outer world. Each step to maturity involves a major betrayal of our 

Edenic origins and each betrayal lodges, unacknowledged, deep in our hearts like original sin. 

Whether we emerge from childhood wel l-adjusted or the usual wreck, thereõs always a nugget 

of guilt in the mix, having been co-conspirators in our own fall from grace.  

      

He was aware of none of this. Surely, he thought, John must change his approach. This is a 

puzzle. There is a key. But in the next stanza, our hero shows a saddening lack of progress:  

òOh madam in your face is beauty / On your lips red roses grow / Will you take me for your 

lover / Madam answer yes or no / Oh no, John, etc.ó  

 

This heady stanza was a bit outside his 7-year-old experiential range. The best he could do was 

to recall that time in the first grade when, responding to some holiday ultimatum from  the 

teacher, he recklessly asked the class beauty Kathy Nolan if she would be his valentine and she 
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looked very thoughtful for about a minute and then smiled brightly and said òNo.ó He was 

baffled by this and for many a snack time afterwards would sit in sullen silence and moodily 

stare at his milk and cookies, unconsciously mimicking a barfly unable to drown his sorrow. It 

seemed highly unlikely that her father was one of those cranky Spanish captains. No, people 

were complicated mysteries. But then, so was everything else. 

 

 
 

She was the most impossible thing he had ever encountered, a mystery, certainly, and 

extremely complicated. 

      

This was during a period when he was wandering through life, desperate to be known by 

someone. Sometimes he felt like a moral anachronism, like some poor trauma case who had 

gone into a coma in the mid-50s and woke up in this brave new world of the late -60s young, 

healthy and reasonably attractive. And hopeless. He didnõt understand why hardly anybody 

seemed to care about the important things and it made him feel awkward and reluctant to join 

in the general pursuit of sensation. Stimulants frightened him, depressants, predictably, 

depressed him. Sex roused a need beyond the physical. He was forever falling in love. In 

defense, he developed an ironic and even cutting style, his own personal path to superficiality. 

It usually worked.  
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To put a scalpel to the matter: Some 

connection had been torn apart when 

he was younger, some connection he 

would spend the rest of his life tr ying 

to re-establish, an urge that 

guaranteed that mistakes would be 

made and repeated, fresh wounds on 

top of old ones and that fed a 

melancholy outlook that some people 

mistook for a poetic bent.  He could be, 

in the parlance of today, a moody fuck.  

      

At this time his sister was old enough 

to have her own apartment, and on 

weekends the hoards descended, a mix 

of her friends, his friends, their friends 

and people who just wandered in, 

hooking up, breaking up, making up 

and taking up space on a Saturday 

night. The swirl of intentions lodged in 

the white noise of babbling youth was 

comfortably incoherent. You didnõt 

have to land anywhere, just float on 

top of the burble and be both there and 

far, far away. 

  

He stepped outside for airé 

  

She sat on the sidewalk in front of the apartment building, cross -legged and cradling a guitar, 

her fingers glancing over the strings. òStrum here often?ó he said. She was short and very thin, 

his opposite, and her smallness was heartbreaking. With her pitch-black hair, pale skin and 

sharply green eyes she might as well have been wearing a sign around her neck that said 

òIrish.ó Even when he sat next to her he felt like he was looming. The soft and divergent strands 

of his usual caution coalesced into a surge of tenderness and he felt himself sinking into a gently 

enfolding space.  A thought occurred: òI will court her for her beauty.ó Now where did that 

come from, he wondered. òPlay. Something. Please.ó òI canõt really, Iõm just learningéall I 

know are chords and fragments.ó òPlay a fragmentéó he said. òI love fragments.ó 

 

He thought she looked like a sexy munchkin. Much later, when he told her of that first 

impression she looked at him quizzically and said, òYou realize thatõs a little disturbing, right?ó 
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Though normall y hesitant in these matters, he found himself with the strong desire to make a 

move, immediately, on the spot. He would be charming . He would be wry. Irresistible . He 

almost arched an eyebrow when he made the leap: òWould you be terribly kissed if I offended 

you?ó he said suavely. Shit. Shit!! He felt the hot flush of humiliationébut she smiled kindly, 

and laughed and they kissedéThings happened quickly back then, if you wanted them too. 

  

 * * *  

  

Meanwhile, John still doesnôt get it: òOh madam I will give you jewels / I will make you rich 

and free / I will give you silken dresses / Madam will you marry me? / Oh no Johnéó 

   

  

Had he become distant like she said? He often felt himself withdrawing from the world and the 

people in it, felt it as a dizzying change of view, suddenly outside his head and looking at 

everything from a collapsing point, his vision dwindling without end. He had no reason to 

think that other people didnõt feel this way now and then because, surely, other people felt 

(now and then) t he intolerable weight of the world. It was Tuesday afternoon.  
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Finally, John has his conceptual breakthrough: He must make ònoó the desired answer. òOh 

madam since you are so cruel / and that you do scorn me so / If I may not be your lover / 

Madam will you let me go / Oh no Johnéó Ah, thought John, things are looking up. Letõs try 

that again: òThen I will stay with you forever / If you will not be unkind / Madam, I have 

vowed to love you / Would you have me change my mind? / Oh no, Johné ô Very good. In 

fact, excellent. 

  

  

This particular Tuesday afternoon occurred on an extremely hot day in July.  

      

During the course of their wretched conversation the following thoughts and images flitted 

through his mind: fine black hair on a very pale arm; her laughin g fits;  a single hot tear running 

down a cool cheek; a general feeling of euphoria lodging somewhere around his cheekbones 

then slowly spreading its glow throughout his body, throughout his mind; that cat that died, he 

never liked it and now felt guilty t hat he had been indifferent to a creature so helpless; that 

woman in the grocery store who insisted, for reasons known only to herself, on calling him 

òBunnyó; trees; heat; hard candy which disappears in your mouthé 
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They had argued again. Intemperate 

words were spoken about things that 

didnõt matter but were stand-ins for 

things that did. Accusations that one 

didnõt believe were made, voices were 

raised, tears were shed. It was like acting 

out a pantomime concocted by some 

psychotic god, where nothin g is sincere 

but everything mattered greatly. And in 

the back of his mind, an unwanted 

thought: òWhen I was a child, I thought 

this was going to be differentéó 

      

In the end it came down to what he 

couldnõt say. This was his secret shame, 

that he couldnõt say what needed saying 

most. òOh, my darlingéI am so sorry.ó 

      

And so he left her for the last time. 

      

He stepped outsideé 

  

  

òOh hark. I hear the church bells ringing / Will you come and be my wife? / Or dear madam, 

have you settled / To live single all your life? / Oh, no Johné?ó   

 

That was it?, he thought, yawning and sinking a little further down into the amniotic bed. One 

expected something a little more magical ... that it should end in marriage --one of those boring 

adult things he associated with the buying of a car, preferably a station wagon --was a little 

deflating. The thought of John and the maiden tooling around fairylandé in a õ56 woody like 

his daddyõs car é lacked a certainé (he sighed so deeply it was almost painfulésleep had 

taken an interest in him) éon the other hand, they probably need a car to get up and down 

Yonder HilléI hope the roads arenõt poorly paved like the ones over on Manchester street, 

cracked and uglyéold men in the winter with fingerless gloveséhe passed them on the cold 

walk to schooléwasnõt there some kind of test tomorrow?ésome kindé.the desktop is 

soothing when you lay your cheek on itéthat strange rubber smelléclassroom smellérubber 

funny wordéyou could take a bite out of the wax milk cartonéthat was funéI hate milkéit 

tasteséfuzzy (one last swooning sigh)éfuzzy wuzzyéwuzzyéwuzzyéwuzé. 

 

 * * * 
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éand as he stepped outside the sun burst into flames. A sharp light pierced his eyes, 

momentarily turning everything white. His sunglasses were no he lp and he moved forward 

staring at his feet, his head bowed by a malignant pressure. It was very painful and there was 

no escaping it. 
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 ôATAVISTIC RESURGENCEõ AND THE ANIMALISTIC 

PRIMAL CONSCIOUSNESS  
 

AN INTERVIEW WITH ALAN MOORE  
 

By D M Mitchell  

 

Trying to think of appropriate questions 

to ask Alan Moore can be a daunting 

business. Anyone who knows him, or is 

at least familiar with his work, will know 

that Alan is capable of and willing to talk 

about anything and everything under the 

sun. He often accomplishes this with a 

singular intelligence and lack of self -

aggrandisement which is (in my 

experience at least) rare in writers. His 

mind possesses both incredible depth 

and breadth, as well as an unnerving 

capacity to store and assimilate 

information.   

 

In person I have always found him to be 

beyond generous. On the other hand, 

people who have ill -advisedly gotten on 

the wrong side of him know too well 

how fierce and unforgiving he can be 

when crossed. What is not widely 

perceived is that Alan also has a 

vulnerable fallible side that is simultaneously pro face endearing, and surprising to find in the 

person who meticulously mapped out the structure of mammoth works such as Watchmen and 

From Hell.  

 

This ôhumanõ Alan Moore is the Alan Moore who left the only draft of (the lost book) Yuggoth 

Cultures in the back seat of a taxi, who also lost my phone number because heõd written it on the 

wall next to the phone and then painted over it, and once let me sleep in his bed (while he 

stayed at girlfriend Melinda õs place!) after a drunken evening in Northampton. That same 

evening I also vomited copiously in Alanõs bathroom, a fact I have considered turning into a T-

shirt slogan, but could never get the wording right. Whatever ð I can personally testify that 

Alan M oore is not only human, but a fucking good guy.  
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Alan Moore is a paradox in that he is both firmly situated in the carnal and terrestrial (even in 

his magical and Cabbalistic-based writings) and yet remains permanently at odds with the 

physical plane; or at least those parts of it that would want make creativity subservient to 

commerce. Maybe heõs just too big to live in one world?  

 

Acknowledging how busy Alan is with a multitude of recent projects (his novel Jerusalem, his 

magazine Dodgem Logic and multit udinous ongoing comics series) I kept my questions to a 

minimum; and yet Alan took the time to reply at touching length. What most surprises me, 

looking at this interview now, is how closely it parallels the interview I conducted with him in 

Northampton in  February 1994, that appeared in Rapid Eye 3 (Creation Books). Maybe we all are 

(as Hofstadter suggested) little more than strange loops. Alan Moore, thank you for your time 

and energy. 

 

How is the progress on your novel Jerusalem going? When are we likely to see it? 

 

Personally, I think itõs coming along pretty well considering that I strongly doubted it was 

possible when I started it. Iõm just working on chapter thirty-one at the moment, and itõs a 

thirty -five chapter book, but Iõm afraid that still doesnõt help when it comes to predicting when 

it will be finished. This uncertainty is largely based upon the fact that when I reached the end of 

chapter twenty -three and thus the end of the second ôbookõ, I realised that I was completely 

exhausted and that if I didnõt do something radical with the third book then that exhaustion 

was going to show in the writing, which would have been disastrous. My solution was a 

decision to ramp up my game for the third act, making each of the last eleven chapters new and 

experimental in some way, making the work much harder for myself and thus ensuring that I 

couldnõt bring anything but my best to it. You know, reading those last couple of sentences back 

Iõve belatedly realised that this is probably some of the most ludicrous tactical thinking of my 

entire strategically -unfathomable life, but on the other hand it seems to be getting results. 

Chapter twenty -nine is a two-hour long Samuel Beckett play in which Beckett himself turns up 

as a character; chapter thirty is a kind of homage to the British New Wave science fiction of the 

õsixties and õseventies; and the current chapter is a stream-of-consciousness performance by one 

of the characters in which I try to explore the new attitude that we will need regarding things 

like vice, virtue, good and evil if this should by any chance turn out to be a space-time 

continuum in which any possibility of ôFree Willõ as we currently understand the term is 

excluded by the laws of physics (which I believe to be the case).Iõm guessing it may be finished 

by early next year, and then Iõm going to need at least a couple of months for any revisions or 

other editing which needs to be done, and after that Iõm going to finish drawing the cover. So I 

suppose that the short answer would be that your guess is almost certainly as good as mine. 

 

Itõs connected to your earlier novel Voice of the Fire? 
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Well, itõs set in Northampton, as was Voice of the Fire, but with Jerusalem weõre talking about a 

much smaller area of the town. That said, there were a lot of chapters of the earlier book that 

took place within the limits of my home neighbourhood, the Boroughs, which is where 

Jerusalem is set, so I suppose that people might reasonably expect a fair bit of overlap. As it 

turns out, thereõs a lot less than you might think. When I commenced Jerusalem I think I was 

expecting to be referring to the spectral black dogs and the talking heads on spikes a fair bit, but 

as the novel has found its own voice there seems to have been less and less room for them. A 

number of the same locations recur, which is of course unavoidable, and there are a couple of 

numinous crowd scenes in which a character from Voice of the Fire might stroll by in the 

background where appropriate, but by and large Iõm keeping the two books separate, so that 

you donõt have to have read one to appreciate the other. The only sense in which Jerusalem is a 

sequel to Voice of the Fire is the sense that this second book is using the same found material as 

the first...namely my formative landscape, its past, and my own engagement with these 

things...but is dealing with that material using a completely different set of literary tools and 

shaping the substance to fit a much more encyclopaedic structure. Oh, yeah, and John Clare 

turns up in both chapter twenty -six, which is the Lucia Joyce chapter, and the aforementioned 

faux-Beckett piece in chapter thirty. And of course I turn up myself in both books, but in 

Jerusalem Iõm in drag and pretending to be a woman so nobody would ever guess that it was 

meant to be me. 

 

How would you contrast what youõre doing with what Joyce did with Ulysses which was centred in one 

locale?  

 

I suppose the biggest difference is that Joyce (for some reason) didnõt see fit to make the middle 

section of Ulysses into a hallucinogenic and inappropriately terrifying childrenõs story. Beyond 

that, Iõm coming to the conclusion that in what is, I believe, called ôthe literature of placeõ the 

locations are perhaps more responsible for writing the books than the authors themselves. Itõs 

perhaps a fanciful notion, but I believe that in some ways Ulysses was embedded in Dublin and 

just waiting for Joyce to unearth it. In the same way, you could say that much of H.P. 

Lovecraftõs fiction was embedded in the New England landscape, or that Hodgsonõs House on 

the Borderland was somehow inherent in the coastal reaches of the west of Ireland that 

Hodgson visited. (Actually, the last example provides the best evidence for my fr ankly tenuous 

theory: Iain Sinclair was telling me that apparently Iris Murdoch had visited the same stretch of 

the Irish coast and, without ever having read of even heard of House on the Borderland 

produced a novel that was eerily similar in many of its t hemes and plot details.) Oddly enough, 

the very first chapter of Jerusalem, a prologue with the title Work in Progress, was titled and 

written before Iõd realised that this was Joyceõs working title for Finnegans Wake. Once Iõd 

belatedly made the connection, I strengthened it by making Joyceõs luminous daughter Lucia 

(who spent over thirty years in the mental institution next to the grammar school that I briefly 

attended in the õsixties) into the protagonist of chapter twenty-six, which was already 

provisio nally titled Round the Bend. Other than that, as I say, Iõm not sure how much Iõd care to 
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draw too sharp a contrast with Ulysses other than stating the obvious and remarking that James 

Joyce was a far better writer than I am. 

 

Could you say that any recorded history could be viewed as a sort of palimpsest? 

 

It certainly could be seen as a palimpsest, although since a large part of Jerusalem is an 

argument against there being such a thing as discrete moments in time...or indeed such a thing 

as time in the first place...then these days I find Iõm tending more to view the historical process 

as less of a palimpsest and more of an accumulated shape or structure such as might result from 

the application of contemporary 3D printing technology. On the other hand, I personally really 

like the word ôpalimpsestõ so Iõm not much fussed either way. I certainly wouldnõt start a fight 

over it.  

 

The concept of ôtimeõ as being something other than how we perceive it (or have been conditioned to 

perceive it) in our everyday lives, is pretty prevalent in many of your works. Aside from the novels there 

is also The League Of Extraordinary Gentlemen. Promethea, From Hell  and not forgetting Dr 

Manhattan . How did you arrive at this perception of ôtimeõ? 

 

Actually, if my view of time as an eternal solid of at least four dimensions in which all 

movement and change are a perspective illusion born entirely of limited huma n consciousness 

is true, then it becomes problematic talking about how I arrived at this perception, since arrival 

suggests a linear journey and thus a linear view of time. In my own wholly subjective view of 

things, although Iõd stumbled across ideas that played with different notions of time and its 

passage and had even played with those ideas myself throughout my early work, Iõd say that I 

never really ôgotõ the concept on any profound level until my first direct magical experience on 

January 7th 1994, as briefly described in the Unearthing  piece that I did for Iain Sinclairõs 

excellent City of Disappearances anthology that was later expanded into an album box -set 

released through Lex Records. Basically, during this experience I realised what the concept of 

an eternal four-dimensional solid spacetime implied, and experienced this realisation in a very 

powerful and personally meaningful manner. I understood at this point that my previous 

fictional dealings with the subject in Watchmen, From Hell  and various Future Shocks could be 

seen, perhaps romantically or perhaps literally, as a kind of pre -memory rippling out through 

time in both directions from this moment of realisation. So basically, the uses of the idea prior to 

this point would have to be seen as intuitive shots in the dark, whereas those to be found in 

Promethea or elsewhere are the result of a more conscious and directed exploration of the 

concept. 

 

William Blake is admittedly important to you. The title of the book Jerusalem is an obvious reference. 

How much does the content of the book relate to Blakeõs visions and philosophy? 
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Although William Blake is certainly up at the top of the list, there are actually several reasons 

why the book is called Jerusalem. At least a couple of the early crusades were commenced from 

King Johnõs castle, at the corner of the street where I was born, including Richard the 

Lionheartõs famous sortie. Northamptonõs ruling Baron, Simon de Senlis, built the still-standing 

Church of the Holy Sepulchre in Sheep Street after the design of Solomonõs contentious temple 

in Jerusalem. On a more metaphorical level, the idea of Jerusalem as a spiritual state of being 

that would one day be realised on Earth was foremost in the mind of Bedfordõs John Bunyan 

who fought as a roundhead in Cromwellõs New Model Army and who frequently passed 

through Northampton on preaching engagements. The multitude of dissident religious beliefs 

which found a home in seventeenth century Northampton and supported Cromwell in his 

decisive victory at Naseby all firmly believed that a material Jerusalem might be founded in 

their lifetimes, and the refugees fleeing to the New World from the horrific Northampton of that 

period, such as the Washington and Franklin families, were all hoping to establish the same 

thing in their new homeland. Jerusalemõ status as a hymn is also one of the bookõs running 

themes, as it examines how hymns in English were first sung in defiant (and probably Lollard 

infiltrated) Northampton village chapels during the reign of Elizabeth I  and examines other 

locally -relevant hymns such as Phillip Doddridgeõs Hark, the Glad Sound and Pastor John 

Newtonõs Amazing Grace. Still, as I said, William Blake is far and away the main point of 

reference. One of the principal ideas behind the work is the implication in Blake and Parryõs 

hymn that ôamongst those dark, Satanic millsõ is perhaps the only place where Jerusalem can 

truly be founded: in the pleasant mews and crescents they donõt really need Jerusalem and they 

arenõt looking for it. From the notions of time outlined in my answer to the question above, in 

can be inferred that everything and everybody contained in an eternal solid spacetime are in 

themselves eternal, which would imply that our meanest and most deprived districts are 

potentially eternal cities populated by unwitting immortals. There are also a number of other 

threads connecting Blake with the Jerusalem narrative, notably that my paternal ancestors came 

to the Boroughs in Northamp ton from their former home in Lambeth, which was also the 

birthplace of another of the novelõs characters, namely Charles Chaplin. All of these various 

strands are brought together in Jerusalem, although whether theyõre brought together as a 

shimmering tap estry or an ungainly ball of tangled yarn is of course for the reader to decide.  

 

How much has Iain Sinclair proved to be an influence? Heõs made an appearance (as Norton) in the 

League comics. 

 

Iõd say that Iain Sinclairõs writing is probably one of the major spells that Iõve fallen under 

during my career. To be able to write that beautifully and that originally with such an 

unbelievable degree of intellectual density was for several years pretty much all that I aspired 

to. I think you can see Iainõs influence in From Hell  and in the final chapter of Voice of the Fire, 

along with all the spoken -word Moon & Serpent productions since that initial performance at 

the Bridewell Theatre, right through to the writing of Unearthing . With Jerusalem I think Iõm 

makin g a concerted effort to write in different modes and expand the narrative into other areas, 
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although this certainly shouldnõt be seen as a rejection of the incredible amount that Iõve learned 

from Iainõs writing, more an attempt to thoroughly explore some ground of my own while still 

using Iainõs work as a benchmark with regard to the degree of intensity, intelligence and focus 

that a writer should bring to his or her output. As for Iainõs appearances as Norton in the recent 

League continuity, I think he en joyed it although he did complain that weõd made him look like 

a skeletal Nazi dentist. Actually, Iõve worked that complaint into Nortonõs dialogue for the 2009 

chapter, since Iõm a firm believer in giving people the right to reply. 

 

Currently we appear to be living through ôinteresting timesõ globally. Do you feel that what we are living 

through at the moment is any worse or better than earlier historical periods? 

 

I really donõt know how anyone could possibly evaluate whether our current historical moment 

is better or worse than those which preceded it, but I think it would be fair to say that it is 

certainly very different. The main point of difference is the much larger amount of information 

that our species now has access to, and the attendant increase in complexity which has 

accompanied this steady accumulation. Obviously, on certain levels this could be seen as a very 

good thing in that amongst all of this information there may very well be solutions to our 

current array of global crises. On the other hand, with individuals and their sense of identity 

buckling and collapsing under a weight of complexity that they have never acquired the 

psychological tools to deal with, it could of course equally be seen as a very bad thing. On the 

one hand we have religious fundamentalists and far -right nationalists reacting to the 

unstoppable wave of change around them by digging their heels in more aggressively and 

attempting to defend their collapsing worldview, sometimes violently. On the other hand we 

are moving ever-closer to a much more sophisticated understanding of our world and our 

universe and we are grudgingly being forced to come up with inventive new ways of handling 

both an escalating population and dwindling resources. Iõd say that exponentially increasing 

complexity is neither a good thing nor a bad thing: it is simply a thing; a condition of our 

developing human landscape that it is up to us, both as individuals and as societies, to address 

and engage with if we wish to survive the coming decades with ou r lives and essential 

personalities intact. 

 

Do you think art/literature etc still has a voice that can make any difference? Can it even be heard 

nowadays? 

 

Of course art and literature make a difference. Increasingly, in a world dominated by booming 

governmental and corporate pronouncements, individual human voices are about the only 

things that can make a difference. Just using it as an example thatõs readily to hand, for 

whatever reason movements like Occupy or Anonymous have adopted the V for Vendetta mask 

and basic ethos it would still appear that they have taken some slight inspiration from the 

original work. And of course, there are the differences that art and literature have made which 

are only apparent in what we canõt see: how much easier would it have been to engineer a 
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totalitarian state in this country had Orwell and Huxley not written 1984 or Brave New World ? I 

think the crucial point in your question is whether art and literate can still be heard in the 

clamour of contemporary society, or at l east whether they can be heard clearly and free from 

distortion. The problem, it seems to me, lies in our modern construction of art being simply a 

category of entertainment. Classified thus, itõs inevitable that almost all commercially successful 

art (and these days, if we speak of success, it is generally in a commercial sense) will be 

managed by an entertainment industry. The clue here is in the word ôindustryõ, in that such an 

enterprise will always place commercial considerations first and will in time  condition the 

people hoping to work in such a field to do the same. What is the point, after all, of creating 

something exquisite and perfectly expressive of oneõs inmost feelings if there is no way of 

displaying oneõs creation to an audience of any kind? I see this attitude as being profoundly 

toxic, and deplore its apparent easy acceptance throughout todayõs supposedly creative 

community. In my own Blake, Bunyan and John Clare informed opinion, if you are lucky 

enough to have acquired artistic abilities then expressing them lucidly and eloquently without 

compromise is not your career, it is your job and your responsibility. If you are an artist, of 

whatever variety, I suggest that you are more likely to find satisfaction and meaning in your life 

by remaining loyal to yourself and to the integrity of your creation, rather than by pimping 

your muse to the first wealthy -looking customer to stroll along the boulevard. Art and literature 

can make an enormous difference, but only if they are genuinely art and li terature as opposed 

to corporate-approved fanfares that only add to the already deafening level of cultural noise.  

 

Back to the subject of historicity; how do you feel epochal change affects a work of art? Does a work of art 

possess something essential that is unchanging and can be appreciated regardless of political fashion, or is 

a work of art subject to change due to the vantage point of perception whether spatial or temporal? 

 

Just as a competent sculptor will create a work to be walked around and viewed from different 

angles in a given space, so too I believe that the serious artist creates work that can be walked 

round and viewed from different angles in time. If you consider the case of Shakespeare...whom 

I believe to be a single person from a working class background that simply happened to have 

been interested in a wide array of different subjects, rather than an aristocrat or assembled team 

of aristocrats and I think everyb ody should just, like, get over it...then a play like, say, The 

Tempest is going to be a completely different piece of work depending upon which centuryõs 

audiences happen to be viewing it. It will be lent different meanings and inflections by its 

relationship to the audienceõs own historical period, inflections that cannot possibly have been 

intended by the author but which are largely the work of the audience itself. As with any work 

of art, the moment of art only really occurs at the interface between the artist and his or her 

audience, with both parties bringing a least half of the experience to the table. If a piece of work 

has touched upon some deep and fundamental human truth or emotion then it will probably 

still have relevance irrespective of how many years or centuries have passed since the workõs 

creation. The physical piece of art itself is, of course, unchanged. The perspective of the 

audience, however, will change and will change the perception of the art accordingly. A piece 
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of good art, like a piece of good sculpture, will present an interesting aspect whatever the angle 

or date of the view. 

 

Avoiding the subject of the worth/non-worth of film adaptations of your works, I find it disturbing that a 

whole generation of young people probably have their first contact with any of your ideas through things 

like the Watchmen film.  How do you feel about that? 

 

I canõt say Iõm much fussed, to be honest. If one of these movies...which donõt really have 

anything to do with my work...happens to lead them t o check out the work itself, then 

hopefully theyõll find that an enjoyable enough experience to maybe investigate some of the 

other material. If they find that they enjoy the film adaptations more than they enjoy the 

original work, then thatõs entirely their business. Similarly, if for some people a visit to, say, the 

Watchmen movie is their only exposure to my ideas, then they probably wouldnõt have fitted in 

very well with my audience anyway. If people are genuinely seeking out the kind of ideas that 

tend to turn up in my work, then theyõll probably stumble over it eventually, one way or 

another, and the rest is entirely up to them. 

 

And there is a similar phenomenon occurring in the socio-economic arena where people currently 

reaching majority age have grown up in a climate where things that I find politically and ethically 

abhorrent are now uncritically accepted as perfectly normal.  How do you feel about that? 

 

I agree that there are a lot of unpleasant agendas that people have grown up with over the last 

few decades, just as there were an awful lot of unpleasant agendas in the air in the post-war 

period when I was growing up and Britain was still in shock from having lost its empire. 

However, whether those agendas are or ever have been uncritically accepted is a different issue. 

Having been involved in one form of radicalism or another since the late 1960s, Iõd have to say 

that the protest movements of today are much bigger, much more aware and much more 

socially diverse than anything that I experienced i n the twentieth century. Yes, idiots or victims 

of hypnotism will always be prepared to uncritically accept absolutely anything which their 

leaders serve up , but from what I can see the evidence seems to indicate that there are fewer 

and fewer people in the ranks of the half-witted or mesmerised these days than there were 

during my or for that matter your formative years. Also, individual people are a lot more 

resilient than they appear. Without exception, all of the most radical people Iõve ever met have 

had largely ordinary upbringings and have been subject to exactly the same routine oppressions 

and brainwashing -attempts as everyone else, and it doesnõt appear to have done them any 

harm. If anything, such treatment seems to have only sharpened their resolve and made them 

more creative and resourceful...possibly more creative and resourceful than they would have 

been if theyõd been subjected to a more idyllic and liberal rearing. Although I tend not to agree 

with Karl Marx on a great number of issues, ther e is something to be said for his contention 

that, sometimes, ôworse is betterõ. 
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Before leaving the subject of film, can you tell us about Jimmyõs End? 

 

At this precise moment in time itõs still up in the air, largely because of the unusual approach to 

funding that Mitch Jenkins and I have taken with regard to the project. Since weõre avoiding the 

traditional film industry route and very much want to own this property ourselves weõve been 

talking to a series of large tech companies that have appeared to be highly interested but where 

external circumstances have prevented their involvement, such as the big computer company 

that discovered at the last moment that it had ôfunctionality problemsõ with its hardware, in that 

its tablet turned out not to be able to do a lot of the things that the company had been assuming 

it could do. We do have one tech giant that is currently apparently very eager to close a deal, 

but weõre not getting our hopes up. In the meantime, rather than sitting around and twiddling 

our th umbs, Mitch and I have put together a fifteen minute film titled Act of Faith  which, while 

being a complete short film in its own right, is intended as a trailer for the estimated forty -

minute Jimmyõs End. We have Jimmyõs End ready to go, in terms of the cast, locations, costumes 

and equipment, as soon as someone coughs up the relatively minimal amount of money 

needed. With Jimmyõs End made, there are various ways that the project could go but all of 

these would ultimately be leading up to a much bigger pro duction entitled The Show, from 

which a number of different projects in different media could gracefully and logically unfold. 

From looking at the job that Mitch has done on Act of Faith , a truly absorbing and actually 

upsetting little self -contained slice of cinema, I canõt imagine that anyone that we show it to isnõt 

going to want to see Jimmyõs End to find out what happens next. But, as ever, weõll see. 

 

What is happening with the wonderful Dodgem Logic? 

 

Dodgem Logic is currently on hold, largely because its no-ads-high -production -values-and 

paying -the-contributors approach was making a considerable loss despite the magõs entirely 

respectable sales, and also because of other commitments that have intruded since we finished 

volume one of the magazine with  issue eight. Ideally, if and when I ever dig myself out from 

under these commitments, weõd all like to re-launch Dodgem Logic as a restructured 

publication that was able to maintain the magõs original principles while actually being 

sustainable in an economic sense. Iõve still got the Dodgem Logic posse within hailing distance, 

and Joe Brown has done a lot of brilliant work on r e-thinking the magazine for the eventuality 

that the tide will turn enough for us to publish it again. The more I see the way that 

contemporary culture seems to be headed, the more I think that Dodgem Logic is a timely and 

even possibly a necessary proposition, and I know that all of our marvellous contributors feel 

the same way. The will to get the magazine up and running again is certainly there, and it only 

remains for us to contrive the right circumstances. Hope for the best but donõt hold your breath 

is, I suppose, the basic message that Iõm trying to get across here. 
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When I interviewed you for Rapid Eye 3 

(which feels like a lifetime ago) youõd just 

publicly declared yourself a magician. How 

has your attitude to magic evolved in the 

interim? How important do you feel magic is 

nowadays?  

 

Well, for anybody under twenty the 

interview in Rapid Eye actually was a 

lifetime ago, but I know what you mean. 

My use of magic has come to mean more 

and more to me over the intervening 

years, until, like my use of l anguage for 

example, it has pervaded my entire 

personality and existence to the point 

where I sometimes barely even 

consciously notice it. As to how 

important I feel magic to be, given that I 

currently feel that magic is as much of a 

fundamental condition of human 

consciousness as language, Iõd go as far 

as to say that magic, which includes the 

entirety of being and consciousness 

within itself, is the only important thing. 

Magic, in essence, is what lends the 

universe its meaning and spares us from 

a hard-line rationalist cosmos in which 

we understand almost all of the physical workings of our continuum only to assert that the 

entirety of spacetime has no meaning whatsoever. Existence, I feel, has the meaning and 

significance which we, as conscious and reasoning outgrowths of that existence, choose to 

impart. There is the immovable bulk of the world and its logical processes, to be sure, but there 

is also the far more mutable and fluid phenomenon of our own individual worldviews, with 

which we mentally animat e the inert clay of our environments. Magic, for me, is on one level 

simply the richest, most personally useful and most rewarding worldview that I have yet to 

come across, and that seems truer and more vital to me today than it did eighteen years ago. If 

youõre looking for a worldview that is non-restrictive, intellectually satisfying, and conducive to 

happiness and balance if not actual ecstasy, then in my opinion magic is still your only man.  
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TURBINES AND THROAT BONES  
 

(PART FOUR)  
 

By Craig Woods  
 

Photos © Max Reeves 
 
 shifting gear Sheila lets the Jensen drift through impossible mist into a lay -by they are 

perched on a cliff top a vast panorama of smoking ruins spread out below the girl speaks in a 

tone spare and candid those onyx eyes reflecting nothing   

 - Come on now. See what the Little Boy did with his time.  

 Sheila kills the engine and they get out of the car the young woman following the 

mutant girl warily to the edge the motorway has dissolved around them no cars no tarmac only 

grass and stones and foreign trees the girl waves a willowy hand dispersing the mist below in 

one effortless gesture the devastated city of Hiroshima sprawls outward in infinite dimensions  

buildings levelled the blackened shells and rubble silhouetted malignantly against a radioactive 

horizon sad effigies of a stolen future inconceivable sorrow breaking planets to powder under 

its grievous hammer the girl õs voice sharp as spice in the crippled throat of dawn 

 - So listen at every door é I knock yet remain unseen in the breakdown é silent plea 



82 

 

needs no fruit nor rice é I was the peafowl cry in the night and the ammonia stink of stale urine 

in the doorway é dog-girl dashing the rump this side didn õt complain é Little ghost voice of 

memory shard locked in dust beneath your bed see é Light feel s a deep brown like the 

Mexican sun é you could fall into flowers and toys é quivering every muscle rode for hours 

against the sky é hard whipping hair stings where veins stood out on the old house é Report 

the same finger-painted message on dormitory wall s é ôPoppy looked up from 200ft to the 

murky waters of dream stars and memory clouds éõ the dream ends there with the blast é 

ugly old disease of TIME turning the bones to chalk é Want good deal did their clocks offer? é 

Caustic touch of Poppyõs agile punch on a broken window and the blood froze like the skin of 

an orange é she looked into another window and mapped stars of Hiroshima é tasted it on 

her foreign tongue é Vapid eyes done come and build a fence around your doll heads é No 

way é Ghost of no winning hand é Vagabond children sailed in my shadow eat off my plate 

and horns é they do not grow now you see é bones dusted in sadness her hairõs colour might 

burn é wake from narcotic night to this ashen morning é no meat or bread when the eyes dim 

é bones turn to powder in the dreamõs absence é nothing for myself now swirling in temporal 

wind é You nurse that broken wrist to trace time back there in liquid copper é remote throat 

at the epicentre to know my heart just as extensive é Sky falling like a sock of grimy streets é 

The red poisoned haze and cheap cigarette of her birth never seen é whole carnival of wounds 

for you to nurse é runaway patients sailing causeways of atrophied flesh é Shadow of long 

past rivers é forgotten epics engraved in the scars of melancholy pylons é peafowl cries and 

ammonia stink é Shadows maintain that locked gate to be shattered still é The red star of our 

DESTINY slumbers in her cosmic amnion é wearied and broken under these contaminated 

vistas é crows caught in farmerõs traps é Smell the anaesthesia? é Stink of wild dogs in 1912 

Mexico galloping through torn 1980 curtains to subterranean 2014 nightclub é ivy trailing the 

old estuary warehouses é  abrupt hand will live there like a mouse é ragged child face is a 

blanket of the truth below é say youõre a censorious elderly tutor in a shit pornography to help 

you sleep at night é whatever makes the clockõs ticking easier é But then a stranger has come 

in your muscles tight threatening the boughs on ebony fingers é old scars weeping dew of 

endless morning é wounded children dressed for war at the gate é portals of Spain in the 

colourless headlights é last ditch junction there on old dreary time-track é Mission forsakes 

ôBuena Suerteõ é no pleasantries necessary é no cards required é in undreamt transgressions 

across hybrid galaxies é burning eggs é packing pistols é rifles at standby é stellar flares 

from unborn eyes gazing through time -locked windows é the building of these barricades is 

flesh é donõt wanna know your sour sky and the prescription doesnõt scan é Black hole stain 

of ink that leaks from old comic books é the faded polaroids bristling with memory weapons 

é Weõre not a voice in the wind made to break down é Poppy looked up to see what you 

thought you left behind é You wait for the keys to show themselves then? 

 the girl pins Sheila with an interrogative stare the black pools of her eyes appearing as 

nothing more than holes in the gloom endless portals stretching to the far corners of a fractured 

universe she fidgets scraping the soles of her bare feet in the coarse white dust radioactive 

fragments of incinerated humanity caking her bleached skin another flex of her wounded wrist 
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another wet click the glass claw is unsheathed the toxic atmosphere jolting at its furious edge 

 - DESTINY is taken only by the throat é 

 with a vicious swipe the girl tears a scar across the air in front of them time and space 

folding and flapping inward flimsily as wet paper  

 

 Redmanõs shrivelled cock flapped uselessly against the boyõs buttocks, the dry pink 

head nudging the anus like the scabbed snout of an ailing mole searching for a burrow to die in. 

Cold sweat trickled from the tycoon õs every pore and pressure built ominously in his feeble 

bladder. The boy would not stop screaming and Redman could hear his own self -respect ooze 

out into the same unsympathetic vacuum where those unheeded cries were destined.  

 òCome on, old boy,ó Catherine Frick flicked at his sagging member with a pointed 

finger. òPecker up, eh?ó 

 òWe are running out of time! ó Doctor Homarus was in no mood for frivolity. òShove 

your wrinkled joint in there now, you old fucker! Destiny can õt wait for your Viagra to kick in! ó 

 Redman jutted his pelvis forward, attempting to insert the flaccid organ, but the top half 

merely bent painfully against the boy õs firm flesh, causing the tycoon to recoil. 

 òItõs no good Catherine. I é Iõm afraid I canõt perform in this é atmosphere.ó 

 òOh letõs not kid each other, Matthew. Youõre not much of a performer in any 

atmosphere. Step aside!ó 

 The MP pulled him backwards with a firm hand. He sagged against the steel wall, his 

exposed manhood drooping pathetically between his shaking thighs. The boyõs wails showed 

no sign of subsiding, their terrible trauma causing the lights to flicker. The young s pine was 

now in a state of paroxysm, the wet cracking sound louder and more agonising. From a nearby 

desk, Frick retrieved a copy of that morning õs Daily Standard. A familiar headline flickered 

before Redmanõs tired gaze - ôANNIVERSARY SHAME OF MINKOWSKI S URVIVORSõ - an 

ignominious bulletin linking his present humiliation to that incurred in Frickõs office some 

hours previously.  

 With the matter -of-fact abandon of a weathered prostitute combined with the tenacity of 

a military commander, Frick eased unselfconsciously out of her slacks and underwear. She 

rolled the newspaper into a tight cylinder and thrust one end into the boy õs straining anus.  

 òWhen you want something done properly éó she mused casually and thrust the other 

end of the paper into her cunt. òHang tight, boys.ó Deep blue flames glimmered at the edges of 

her keen eyes. òDestiny is coming é loud and clear.ó 

 Redman cringed slightly as the MP began pounding the boy with the same firm and 

brutal strokes to which he himself had become so accustomed - the signature rhythm of his 

shame. At last the boyõs screams reached a crescendo, the agony attanining an intensity which 

caused his young voice to crack. Frick reached down and clamped one hand around the boyõs 

suspended cock. Wincing only slightly at the newspaper õs rough and jagged edges abrading 

against the walls of her cunt, the MP increased her speed, working the convulsing young body 

like a piston. Around them, the air in the  laboratory began to crack and peel in a storm of metal 

sounds and sex smells é 
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Tim is adrift on a copper wave of electric blood scents Ampersand Youthõs fury 

vibrating through throat flesh to the skin of his arm she has shed thirty years since her descent 

from the stage the body sprawled across his lap is that of a fresh-faced girl in her early twenties 

silver eyes keen and bright muscles firm  a small gathering has formed in the booth around 

them nameless angels with imperviously youthful faces and a m elodic sting to their coarse 

banter Ampersand pulls herself up on lean arms and kisses him frankly on the lips a gesture as 

sublime and ephemeral as a shooting star night explodes into other galaxies new languages of 

sensation pronounced through her throat  bones quaking with laughter against his thighs  

 - Something amusing you young lady?  

 - Everybody wants to be my friend. That õs what everybody wants.  

 phantom hand dissolves through cigarette smoke and the black-eyed boy is at his 

shoulder 

 - Got the time on you guv. Got to get the warning out. Prone rifles yet the Doctor 

walksé 

 pressing against him Ampersand brings her face to Timõs once more slipping her febrile 

tongue into his mouth her hand careful beyond time sliding to his stiffening crotch penis 

throbbing against crustacean nightmare in his pocket vexed mission through sleeping throat of 

revolt time burns like old newspaper as she backs away from the ill -tasting kiss the cold crab 

clock in her hand eyes blank and final in their refusal  cradle of th e galaxy shakes on its axis 

with her silent scream a fist of time slamming discarded years back upon her shoulders a fist of 
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ice in Timõs chest crowõs feet clenching young eyes inward a tide of creases upon the forehead 

speckling   

 the crab crumbles to dust in Ampersandõs open palm the mineral fragments blown out 

into dead air upon her cosmic breath  all clocks wilt and melt in her supernova when the 

psychic incendiaries hit   

 - No way. Not bitin õ.  

 with a shake of her peroxide head she is dust in the gloom an unreachable ghost the 

comet-tail of her vitriol trailing behind in her spectral wake  

 expression of gunfire outside in ruined streets buildings dissolve a few passers-by 

likewise doomed all dreams are the same dream and the raw night is gone cryptic fragments of 

desire spiralling outward on slipstreams the black -eyed boy paints across savage skies 

 - Time to bail guv. The Agents of Time aste no time homing in on the flashpoint.  

 breathless jaunt through the eviscerated belly of a defunct power station the city ruins 

far behind them now turbine sentinels rusted soundless in the vacuum of Ampersand õs 

departure cool and remote steel bones in the throat of the exhausted planet vista of dead 

furniture and torn harbours impossible to learn psychic miles mad e cumbersome along 

knuckles white and scraped lonely open voice explodes in the gravel grazes and oil stains   

 - Split the species to different deal guv. Old arbitrary lines won õt stop us. The building of 

these barricades is flesh. 

 concrete gives way to a patch of trees and a green skyline beyond wooden barn upon a 

ridge silhouetted against an azure sky crow calls in the trees and a message of no return across 

static morning from glassless windows three bold horse heads peer expectantly a noble fire 

glowi ng in the amber eyes at their approach the middle horse speaks in an eloquent voice rich 

as honey 

 - Come on in, fella. Catch your breath. Nothing but fear for fear õs sake to be feared 

around here. We got just the remedy for prying crab eyes - put them out  good no question. 

 musty stable stink and an electric heat hits Tim in the face as the door creaks open floor 

strewn with straw odd items of furniture scattered in disparate corners an ancient wooden 

dining table the legs rickety a blue sofa its innards bursting from archaic wounds a few dusty 

armchairs and sideboards packed with books the three occupants reveal themselves as hybrids  

proud horse heads perched atop human bodies fine coats of hair tapering away from muscular 

necks the one who has spoken wears a tight-fitting tailored suit at which he continually pats 

clearly concerned about the copious level of dust in the barn to his left a slim female figure in a 

flattering red dress poses elegantly below a well-groomed white muzzle and flowing mane the 

thickly -lashed eyes blinking coquettishly the third figure is garbed in tattered blue overalls 

stained with grease his mane unkempt a stoic expression etched into his grubby face 

 - Can we get you something? A cup of hot tea? Something stronger perhaps? 

 - I donõt know if I have the time é 

 - Time is really not a factor here. As I said, we have a way of dealing with that.  

 - All the same, Iõd rather be on my way. This whole scenario is a little far out for me. No 

offence. 
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 the horse-man chuckles heartily from  between bright square teeth 

 - Not at all my good man. Well, there õs only one way out of here é only one safe way at 

any rate. Come along and Iõll show you. It may seem a little é òfar outó, but youõll see thereõs 

really nothing to be afraid of.  

 Tim follows the horse-man to a rear door which opens out into a vast courtyard lined 

with evergreens their endless branches brushing the sky in the centre of the yard is a large 

swimming pool around thirty feet long and twenty feet wide the pool is in a state of disrepair 

weeds erupting through the tiles assorted detritus floating atop the grimy surface the horse -

man opens the door to a nearby shed from which he retrieves some kind of grabbing tool a pair 

of strong steel jaws on the end of a lengthy pole with h is tough and nimble hands he pries a 

paving slab from the overgrown pathway revealing a gaping hole to a subterranean dungeon  

splashes and shell-like clacking sounds echo from below deftly the horse -man thrusts the 

grabbing end of the tool into the hole and after a few seconds triggers the clamp mechanism 

with a swift click there is a jolt and the horse -man struggles slightly to pull the grabber back out 

revealing the writhing form of a black crab the size of a small dog clamped there between the 

instrumen tõs jaws the creature clicks and snaps its pincers angrily grabbing at empty air 

 - Stand back now. Donõt want those nippers catching you eh? 

 with blatant expertise the horse-man thrusts the grabber out across the pool so that the 

crab is suspended a few feet above the water its hard body gyrating in a frenzy after several 

seconds Tim sees a black shape blossoming in the water something huge rising to the surface  

with impossibly rapid reflexes the horse -man releases the crab just as the water breaks open 

with a crash the head of a shark thrusts upwards into the dawn its jaws yawning wide to catch 

the falling arthropod the jaws snap shut and the crab is doomed in seconds the cold shell 

crunching noisily to dust between rapier teeth pursing his thick lips in to an impossible bugle 

the horse-man emits a piercing whistle the shark turns in the water its black eyes focussed on 

the hybrid figure  

 - Come on, out you come. Weõve some business to attend to eh? 

 before Timõs stunned eyes the shark swims towards the edge of the pool with the 

obedience of a hunting dog clumsily it lurches forward its jaws resting on the tiles air billowing 

from throbbing gills seconds later a limb bursts through the surface a muscular leg coated in 

dark hair ending in a heavy hoof after a brief pause a second leg appears and the beast pulls 

itself free from the water revealing its full hybrid form   

 - Donõt be nervous now, fella. Itõs really quite harmless é to you anyway.  

 the shark-horse stands at around seven feet tall excluding the firm dorsal fin protruding 

majestically from its spine adding an additional foot the smooth shark head connects to an 

elongated gilled neck where a ridge of bone melds into a coarse mane at the shoulders the 

remainder of the body is predominantly horse -like  robust trunk and brawny legs intact but with 

the addition of a wiry tailfin appendage  

 - This is where the lines break down, fella. Land and sea é carnivore and herbivore é 

fish and mammal é time and space just fall flat around here. You want out, this i s out in every 

way that matters é òfar outó é You in? 
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at the horse-manõs signal the beast lurches forward clouds of hot vapour gusting from 

its gills and comes to a halt inches before Timõs quaking body  gazing down at him the black 

eyes whisper spectral oaths of eternity slowly and silently the beast opens its maw to the widest 

extent and Tim is face to face with the naked phizog of the universe beyond the pulsating 

oesophagus clusters of stars glimmer and wink across nameless galaxies dark matter ripples 

and flutters like the fabric of a torn curtain in a spring breeze nothing is rigid here no words 

have been written upon the cosmos that cannot be erased  light bends in endless threads 

weaving fluctuating tapestries of DESTINY through myriad black holes  suns explode casting 

out animal flares in endless permutations lush angelic silhouettes cruising dream fragments and 

memory shards in luminous armadas his ear tuned to stellar frequencies Tim can hear the mad 

songs of comets the wistful lullabies of fadin g stars the percussive throb of planets 

reverberating like turbines in the open throat of eternity  

 blade of glass slides through the stars a familiar voice in solar winds the words thick 

with benign mutant promise  

 - Be going now é We kissed all animal faces é Instant Assault Guards had attacked 

insipid stooges é Barcelona lost her canine heart in each nuance é Psychology and biology 

have no particular love upon her actual flesh so rarely at rest é cabaret theatre focused entirely 

on the maintenance of architectural insanity é we were the horizon for the first time é crossed 

pylon shadows to static Poppy é her crying kept it open é We felt that dream and wanted it 

back é last ditch out past the empty warehouses é where it ended é broken teen heart 
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collapsing in rainswept rage of hospital nights é bomb primed and ticking in the scarred chest 

é Our door stands ajar é 

 Tim tilts forward into the jaws of infinity time and space cracking like balsa wood at his 

cosmic shadow é 

 

 With a final crack the boyõs spine ceased all motion and reset itself limp as a tide-swept 

sandcastle upon the horizon of his body. A violent spasm jolted his pelvis and several thick hot 

spurts of sperm spattered from the cock still clamped between the MPõs fingers. A hoary 

steaming puddle  of viscous matter spread out on the linoleum where it bubbled and simmered 

unnaturally. Frick removed her hand from the boy õs spent member and withdrew the crumpled 

and tattered newspaper from between her thighs with a wet pop. Redman noticed a smattering  

of red freckles at the edges of the paper where it had cut into the womanõs soft sex-flesh, but she 

exhibited no signs of discomfort.  

 Wasting no time, Homarus signalled to the two blue -clad attendants.  

 òAlright, get him out of here! Take him to the inf irmary and put him on life support 

immediately. Never mind about the brain, it õs expendable. But the body must be kept 

functional.ó 

 Deftly and obediently, the masked attendants twisted a set of levers at the base of the 

apparatus converting its steel feet to wheels. They swept the dead-eyed prone body out through 

a pair of sliding doors, vanishing with their bounty like clinical wraith s.  

 Wiping her hands on paper towels, Frick - still naked below the waist and evidently 

uncaring - nodded to the five soldiers who stepped forward and assembled themselves around 

the steaming pool in battle formation. Redman heard himself gasp as he followed their gaze. It 

seemed something swirled in that gooey mess, something living and evidently gaining mass 

with each passing second. 

 òSo far so good, eh Nathan?ó 

 Homarus stood rigid, one corner of his tight mouth twisted slightly upward, the 

apparent li mit to his potential for a smile.  

 The sperm pool spread wider, the goo thickening. The heat of it was intense and 

Redman could feel sweat oozing irrepressibly from his armpits, pelvis and arse -crack. Before his 

stunned eyes, the glutinous mess whipped int o a frenzy; alien matter announcing itself from 

unknown dimensions beyond the floor of the laboratory. By now the pool was at least five feet 

in diameter and the hot grey sludge resembled the innards of an operational cement mixer. In 

the centre of this quagmire, dark gummy fragments began to coalesce into a recognisable shape. 

 òHoly Mary Mother of God! ó A bomb went off in Redman õs bladder. 

 òThis is it!ó Homarus cried, his voice cracking with excitement. The military men stood 

firm, weapons levelled exper tly in resolute arms.  

 There was a sudden and loud wet sound, like a booted foot being pulled forcefully from 

thick mud, as an object pushed its way through the molten surface. The entity jerked and flailed 

for only a second before Redman realised he was gazing upon a human hand on the end of an 

unseen arm, grabbing and scrabbling at the air.  
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 Frick strode forward, addressing the soldiers: òDonõt shoot! We have to pull it out! ó 

 Redman watched as one of the large gun-toting men reached down to the flapping  

appendage, enveloping its surreal form in his fist. The tycoonõs vision began to blur at this 

point. All of reality had collapsed around him. He was cast out as helpless and insignificant as a 

rag doll on a colossal wave of absolute insanity. 

 By the time they pulled the stranger free from the grey swamp, Redmanõs bladder was 

empty; a gallon of putrid -smelling piss running down his bare legs and collecting at the 

trousers now scrunched and waterlogged around his quivering ankles.  

 

 
 

 reeling from the stark bitter scents of the Aragon countryside Sheila raises a hand to her 

brow the sun brighter here in 1936 than sheõs ever known it stone houses and mud alleys spread 

modestly out before them smell of wood smoke and the tang of manure ditches on all sides 

wh ere frogs cavort noisily the girl õs voice nitrogenous and oil-black 

 - This our last flashpoint see. No turning after this. Enemy comes blasts the dust out, 

condemns all future to bone. Snake of betrayal creeps through the ditches here é you read its 

venom in false flags. All children sold out for good behind their static windows. See the pages 

unwritten then? The future õs throat exposed to be strangled? 

 a group of men in blue shirts and black breeches plough a field with primitive 

implements trailing behi nd stoic mules  the sweat-soaked faces gleam under broad-rimmed 

straw hats a modest nobility in the proud bones and taut muscles beyond a burnt -out church 
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looms its authority stripped from flame -scorched walls and smashed windows stench of decay 

and excrement drifting from its carcass here and there red and black flags flutter diffidently 

upon eaves and shingles from the tranquil street a team of village girls in their early twenties 

saunter vividly by hips swinging coal -black hair whirling unfettered in th e breeze heavy bags 

strapped to firm shoulders their audacious young voices project a broadside of blunt banter 

towards the working men who respond jovially and without deference   

 - No sudar lo suficiente, amigos! 

 - ¿Dónde está su resistencia? 

 - ¿Por qué no vienen aquí señoras y nos muestran cómo se hace? 

 - Sí, vamos a cambiar los derechos para un día. 

 - ¿Por qué sólo un día? Vamos a cambiar indefinidamente. 

 - ¡Oh, no, no queremos humillar a que los varones. Jajaja. 

 - Tal vez queremos ser humillados, ¿no? 

 - Jajaja. Luego tal vez podamos organizar algo. No neumático vosotros en este tiempo. 

 - Adiós amigas. 

 - Adiós por ahora, amigos. 

 laughter echoes languorously across the golden landscape here and there doors bang 

open and shut rickety gates clatter in applause for the freeform song of revolution ululating in 

egalitarian streets and dynamic factories tragedy waits beyond those bold silhouettes cold crab 

whisper somewhere in the avenues between nonchalant particles  utopiaõs doom lurking 

unseen below the flaming horizon black stains of authority whispering venomous return  

malign scars of time whimper in the ditches fermenting there waiting always waiting for a 

snake of betrayal to weave those wounds into cold crustacean mesh of ideology this sublime 

dream vista caught there like a crow in a trap deadly metal jaws poised to pronounce terminal 

futures under fetid flags of imperialist nations  

 swallowing hard Sheila closes her eyes surrendering to other senses soaking the heat of 

a revolutiona ry sun through tired flesh the triumph of crows resounding gutturally in her ears 

sweat tastes and smoke smells lacing a cloak of unknown victory firmly around her dream 

shards reflect other transmissions in her spine shooting flares of DESTINY erupting as a single 

tear from quaking eyelids TIME õs shadow intruding at the girl õs spectral touch 

 - You know weeping that goes unheard. You taste the wounds endlessly open on the 

pages of Poppyõs notebook. You see where the sun glares over holes unsealed? Doors closed 

over where the bombs dropped? The scar you can nurse past deathless dream windows? 

 the girl raises her wrist to Sheilaõs face and the glass claw juts out like a switchblade  her 

own eyes reflecting infinite time -tracks and fractured skies sputtering dream vapour a moist 

warmth between her thighs the red kiss of untapped genders human milestones melting in 

maelstrom of mutation images of war and atrocity replay across tired screens of commodified 

flesh militiamen and women caught in their exposed ski ns impaled on the spike of TIME  last 

cry of fury spitting bullets noble young revolutionary faces too beautiful to bear TIME õs fists 

grinding the black flag into rigid stone cries of despair and death rattles hollow strains of 

national anthems human futur e crippled and caged there in cobbled streets   
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 - In the entrance hall was great energies the most densely populated city expected é 

Nobody was armed before our tired eyes in a shimmer as sentries for the dawn é Assault 

Guards had attacked where crows croaked muted warnings among strategic buildings, broken 

dolls and soiled mirrors é Poorer classes in Barcelona looked for two adults clung close to 

Soledad é Black and Tans seemed to be in the fresh water like a wolf on the hunt é hands 

front a barrier wi nding down mattresses behind a light machine -gun é Nobody to know under 

a burning evening sky and the whole vista of Shock Troopers é Man of about thirty in civilian 

clothes of memory eating shreds of torn cartridge boxes from a pile in the corner é forgotten 

laughter across the bridge é bringing out armfuls where it is utterly unrecognisable é We 

were given rifles as in a dream where I continue to watch her firing in the distance é our own 

map that the Comit® Local had led us into a dusty standby é women from the quayside were 

flying towards the shadowy horizon é Surrounded the POUM took over corporate slogans 

with a desolate grand piano é broken wrist greased fingerprints on the instrument é Soledad 

had seen the Anarchists begin firing in the fresh water é armoury claimed the landscape with 

sublime truths and I badly wanted a weapon é Crawling child made cumbersome beside my 

bombs é Militiaman killing breeze of the sun after rifle twists é those willing the CNT 

permitted this experience é Prepared to put the blame on family should the need arise upon 

the Assault Guards é These barricades have come to know men, women and children tearing 

up the decline of a militiamanõs smile é Anarchist patrol car of her proximity as some dark-

haired girl of about eighteen w as nursing nothing of it é Pallid shame could be ragged youth 
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lying on her guns to the Hotel Falc·n é Dependent upon the temperature and blame her breath 

lulls animal dreams upon the enemy é Too far é Too late é hostile yards é last crow flies 

from the boardwalk é We slept musty Ramblas trams motionless é The truth will one day 

create human music é we will all have interesting names é the irregular kind é if you get my 

meaning é  

 Sheila watches time and space erupt in ravenous orifices sad broken futures whirling 

through flesh chasms war spirits fading in on from dreary masturbating adolescent afternoons  

dry click of throat bones summons the hybrid voice in pylon shadows canine heart pounding 

fury in the betrayed ghettos of Mexico autocrat hands torn to sh reds at the ravenous young lips  

mutant future pissing impudently into the primordial soup bleached flesh in hospital wards 

hatching with incendiary lust scar tissue spreading wide like wings in flight she is swept out 

through infernal cunt waters to cool air popping with frantic aeons copper voice in the blood 

sets a beacon on estuary shores erogenous heat prickling the breasts wound weeping sex dew of 

dream visions on the lonely street petulant blades of morning penetrating her with another õs 

voice unheard dialects in the breeze by the old power station epicentre marked by turbines 

weaving tapestries of rust over surrogate waters back in the London alley the kiss of tomorrow 

flat on her exposed neck 

 - Sheila! Where the hell are you? What the fuck - ? 

 - Tim! We have to get out of here! We have to get HER out of here! 

 morning closes in with cold familiar digits wrapping around hoarse beleaguered 

throats the girl stands expressionless eyes inscrutable hair billowing the glass claw click click 

clicking its cosmic edge grating lividly against fragile erroneous particles  

 - Where to? 

 - To my place. Get your car, weõll wait here. Iõll take her to my place and get her 

cleaned up é 

  

 òFor fuckõs sake, get out of here and clean yourself up, you worthless old souse!ó 

 The roll of paper towels hit Redman square on the nose. He paid neither it nor Vice-

Admiral Chapman õs abusive tone any mind. Huddled against the steel wall, bare arse on the 

linoleum floor, he peered over his piss -wet knees to the strange man who lay quivering and 

terrified at the opposite wall. This alien visitor whom the soldiers had pulled from the grey 

murk was dressed anachronistically in makeshift military fatigues, streaked with blood and 

mud. The man was young - in his twenties - and evidently spoke not a word of English. From 

his throat echoed the same single word over and over:  

 òEnfermera! Enfermera! Enfermera!ó  

 He repeated this utterance like a mantra as he scanned the faces of the figures who stood 

imposingly over him; Frick half -naked with her impermeable stare; Homarus whose humanity 

remained hidden behind the glare in his spectacles and the buzz of his robot voice; Chapman in 

all his stern martial authority; the soldiers with their weapons aimed unflinchingly. The 

strangerõs wide-eyed gaze veered wildly and desperately between each of these daunting 

countenances, seeking some consolation which Redman knew to be unforthcoming. The tycoon 
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watched all of this through the distance of disbelief, as though he were privy to this bizarre 

scenario remotely through the medium of someone elseõs eyes. 

 òIs that Spanish?ó Frick enquired blankly, her arms folded across her proud chest.  

 òQuite so,ó Homarus adjusted his glasses and peered down his nose at the foreigner. 

òAnd judging from the unifo rm, Iõd say heõs with a militia of some description. 1930s would be 

my guess.ó 

 òSpanish Civil War? That is interesting.ó With casual grace, the MP retrieved a scalpel 

from a nearby table and knelt before the Spaniard. Though from his vantage point Frick õs face 

was hidden, Redman knew that the MP was smiling wide; eyes illuminated by the eager gleam 

he knew all too well as she reached with a malevolent hand for the militiaman õs lapel. 

 The man continued to shout to no avail; òEnfermera! Enfermera!ó Only now  did 

Redman notice that the foreigner bore a wound upon his upper left arm which smeared the 

clinical wall with thin streaks of copper.  

 Frick ran her fingers around a strange black and red symbol which had been stitched 

into the Spaniardõs collar. òWell now, unless I miss my guess, Iõd say we have a young 

revolutionary on our hands here. ó She turned to Homarus, every white tooth gleaming 

perfectly in her broad smiling mouth. òLooks like weõve hit paydirt, men. ó 

 A satisfied sigh escaped Chapmanõs lips. òDestiny éó 

 òDestiny,ó Homarus echoed. 

 Frick turned back to the Spaniard and raised the scalpel. The instrumentõs sharp edge 

glinted thirstily in the acid light. òNow then, mi amigo. Letõs see what secrets we can unlock in 

that insurrectionary flesh of you rs éó 

 His senses bludgeoned now by a second barrage of screaming, Redman finally passed 

out é 

 the girl lies unconscious and snoring quietly her sinewy ageless form curled animal -like 

in the dog basket a book plucked from Sheilaõs bookshelf clutched tight ly to her gently heaving 

chest the Jack Russell terrier huddled against her neck whimpers gently in its own slumber 

while the cat at her feet emits a rhythmic engine purr through the grimy window of her musty 

apartment Sheila watches the frail illusion of night fall upon the city TIME õs incompetent ruse 

persisting in its pantomime above the acidic glow of electric light a gallery of stale 

constellations winks ineffectually each one now as obvious in its deception as an ornamental 

fireplace exhaling the fina l cloud of smoke from her cigarette Sheila traces dream portents 

fluctuating there in the amorphous patterns each ephemeral edifice more real than the walls 

floor and ceiling around her extinguishing the butt on a soiled unvarnished sill she casts her 

gaze to the sleeping girl  

 - The only thing real here is you, sweetheart.  

 crouching for a closer inspection of her sublime guest she reaches out a tentative hand to 

retrieve the book from the girl õs unconscious grip a favourite novel she has given little thought 

to in some time silver letters on a red cover: THE RED SHIFT 

 flipping it open to the title page memory slugs Sheila like a fist in the gut  an 

autographed dedication scrawled in deep black ink:  
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 To Sheila,  

 Follow the stray  

 Yours, 

 Jensen Chance 
 
 a tap tap tapping beyond the glass draws her attention to a sleek black shape perched 

upon the window ledge an adult crow its feathers gleaming iridescent in the electric night 

thrusts the blade of its proud bill repeatedly at a dead shape clenched in its talons a black crab 

its cold shell giving way to expose sour flesh TIME conquered and consumed in the bird õs noble 

jaws infinity sprawling in the immeasurable avian eyes  
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A NEW AKTIONIST ERUPTION TAKEN TO THE 

PATHETIC PATHOLOGICAL CUBICLES AND 

CORPORATE BOARDROOMS   

By Michael OõDonnell 

The New Aktionist Eruption/Die Neue Eruption Des Aktionismus  

With the pervasive extension through social media and mobile platforms of an almost wholy 

neutered corporate aesthetic, one of the anihilation of freedom and individual will and 

revolt, an anti Situationism, a suffocation of the plane of action where freedom and 

manifestations of non -control erupt and manifest and forced neurosis and sublimation are 

pervaded through òmarketingó and advertising media injecting into the blood and 

swamping the floor with the watered down broth derived from the unsalted sweat of 

eunichs. You know all the choked off voices with their flip òin jokesó like the Orwellian 

duck speak. 

Wholly convulsive and relentless aktions of physical self evisceration which will 

unsulllyingly and unsublimatedly mirror the self annihilation practiced daily in the 

managerial plantation, chained slaughterhaus, constricted sex, raped consciousnes, brand ing, 

branding, branding...  

A direkt new extension of Aktionist art and confrontation should fill the finance gulags and 

cubicle cells. Ritual annihilation manifested viscerally like the ritual evisceration in the 

Aktions of Brus. The self castration manife sted in the submission to late capitalist, 

globalized finance hegemony for 9 10 hours a day of the voluntarily cubicle celled drone will 

be made unsublimated and in direct cruel light and convulsion. Right there in the cubicle, in 

the conference room, in t he faces of the overseers and Management stasi class of finks and 

slave overseers. The necktie, a voluntary self mutilation and masochistic dog collar (curious 

the news stories of collar bombs, people collared to their own potential immolation) will be 

the means of hanging, a performance of decapitation, ritual lobotomies as Powerpoint 

presentation. A tablet devise stretched in the lip, stretching the lips of the marketing 

assistant high end prostitute or suburban ex frat boy dad, his khakis painfull hitche d to the 

navel to contrict his useless loins and intestines, stretching the lips of the colonized daily 

internees like in the fashions and ritual of the ubangee tribes.  

The corporate and capitalist word is one of Nietzchean power and sexy sexy sexy is it? Letõs 

make it Nitschean! Hermann Nitschean!! Well letõs have mass orgiastic copulation on the 
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desks and self slaughter at the same time!!! Letõs have intestines smeared on the loins of 

voluptuous interns like in the Vienna Aktions. Letõs splatter the corporate logos and 

reception desks with gallons of ritual semen!!! Sexy Sexy Sexy!!!! Power Power Power???? 

Letõs show the cubical dweller hogtied with his headset with the apple in his mouth fresh to 

be cannibalized so as to pay his credit card interest his n eighbor tearing his face off and 

ripping his skin like Brus did, slashing his skull and removing his tortured brain and 

consiousness polluted for years with buzzwords and stupd sports culture and throwing it 

against the glass of the boardroom where the cre atine and steroid addled no necked 

salesman fight bare knuckled and bare arsed. The music will be that of the constant 

jackhammer and buzzsaw of needless and pointless overdevelopment, the sick urbanism 

and prison architecture not even foreseen by Debord i n his worst delerium tremens. Personal 

branding? The Aktionists will brand them like cattle: SLAVE, LARDASS KAPO, 

COLLABORATOR, SHILL, LICKSPITTLE, CHARACTERLESS DOG, RANDIAN 

UNTERMENSCH, PUSSYWHIP, PAINTED SHAUFENSTERPUPPE DEVOID OF GRACE 

AND SEX.  

Investm ent Fands? Investment Fands? Bend over for the VC capitalist dressed as as SS 

officer. Do the Obama bongo and the Tea Party piss ritual. They yap like mangy little 

chihuahuas the Tea Party. Little doggies fed with fish, not fed with fish but only the assho les 

of fish, deep fried in batter. Drinking cheap piss beer. The unventilated torment of the debt 

ridden mutation in slave holds with no natual light. Bring Bauhausian design and airy open 

space!!!! 

First is Der Neue Aktionismus! Branding? Brand the ass of  the next coworker who appeals to 

you ravish them on the desk. Corporate Fascist training? Show some films of Nuremburg 

criminals hanged. Show how you treat Mussolini. Macho Macho Wall St. Tough Guys eh? 

eh? big swinging schlongs sexy sexy sexy huh? Madmen  real visionaries. Real St. Augustines 

huh??? Hahahaha! The Aktionists will infiltrate your cloud computing seminar like von 

Stauffenburg! The only corporate message will be Artaudian opium ravings. We all drop our 

pants like centaurs when asked for ID in the lobby. The Fleisch mob will make Pol Pot look 

like your spinster aunt. This isnõt Jonestown Mr Jobs! Put those tablets in Ubangee lips. 

Throw raw red meat to the insatiable whores and empty vats of wine down the corporate 

corridors and pipe in the opia tic fumes of madness.  
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BITES FROM THE PANZRAM CUTTINGS  

By Chris Madoch  

Photo ©Richard A. Meade  

1 

MY ALLOTTED PARKING SPACE  

In the trunk of my car a change of clothes and food to cook and feed two. I might get lucky at 

around midnight. The fat file thatõs hardly left my side for four weeks now will be entering the 

building with me. I only ever get fat files now, fat files with fat leads to fat links sat in 

repositories that testify to mankindõs unkindness to itself. The recently arrived package will 

play its part too.  

My name, in barely weathered white gloss on black, stared back at me unmoved- titular 

ornament and qualifications, all the implied responsibilities of a forensic psychiatrist mocking 

my present obsession to ensnare a massive rush of endorphins, my understandable human 

hunger. Like I cared- this was the third date in ten days, the first on home turf, virtually home 

and dry. My riverside home in Putney is quite the aphrodisiac and always seals the deal. I was, 

as they say, feeling it. 

The padded package from Toronto: now there was a ball from the left field - if it wasnõt for Lyall 

Watson and a ôworkingõ understanding of serendipity, my sanity and I would have parted 

company long ago. The book- a disintegrating copy of a biography of Car l Panzram complete 

with loose papers purported to have been written by him, had not come cheap. With it came a 

ôpoem of sortsõ and a long-winded suicide note from a Mr Dogrop Rancour - clearly the former 

owner of the book [his signature filled the small lib rary plate] who was not in the least dead, far 

from it. He was no longer living in Canada in a semi -rural suburb north of the city where my 

niece lived and enjoyed rummaging in second-hand bookshops. He was, in quite surprising 

fact, my new case; today our first scheduled face to face- itself a curiosity and, in the circus of 

strange circumstances, a likely rubber stamping. 

In my line of work there are always firsts - another original worst to quicken the blood flow.  

The very idea- divorcing yourself from yo ur own penis with a model -makerõs battery driven 

circular saw, but to make a public spectacle of it. Over the years visitors to Brighton beach had 

become inured to various, increasingly lewd attractions, but this one had the tongues clacking 

like old footb all rattles. He was naked and had shaved back to the buff of a baby and on his xxl 

chest heõd scrawled in red lipstick ôI am not a homosexual.õ 
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2 

Carl Panzram, serial killer in the making, age 7 - awkward stiffies seeming all out of 

proportion.  

Raised in small-holding poverty, his idiotic mother plagued by migraines and dizzy spells, he and his 

siblings were left in a living hell, by their father who never looked back ever in any shape or form. She was 

idiotic for having reproduced in the first place. [NOTE: She may well have been, to all intents and 

purposes, kept a virtual prisoner and regularly raped. There is no evidence of her ever being caring 

beyond the bare facts that her children did survive.] 

* 

Ma had the one remaining glass, sheõd briefly stop sobbing and take a sip of well water weõd all 

brought her. Then sheõd be off again, her greyhound body made animate by weird tremors. She 

was always the same after pa had kicked the fucking shit out of her. Stray tears on the kitchen 

table made small craters in the dayõs latest layer of dust. 

Today was already different from any other day ever. Earlier today we all watched him in his 

anger gather up anything of even the smallest value and dump the haul in the wrecked car 

along with our dog.  

The oddly reliable machine was rust countries in oceans of faded blue paint, all held together 

with stolen fencing wire, sweat and swearing. The forbidden road south was the one he took - 

away from town. The south road is as straight as a railway track is and it disappears deep into 

the distant horizon. We stood watching him go - me, my two sisters and my brother, holding 

dirty linen to our dirty faces to avoid the choking dusts.  

He soon became a black blob, then a dot, then nothing. 

3 

THE PREVIOUS DAY - SNATCHED TIME IN A CAFE  

Do you ever switch off? 

Oh. It has been known. Though I confess to twitching a little when the in -tray empties- thing is, 

in my line of work, it never stays empty for long.  

Hobbies? 

[Long pause. The silence thick with gesture and sexual intimation.]  

Iõm wr iting a book. 
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A novel? 

Faction. 

Work? You see! My point exactly. 

Well yes but it is not without its distractions. You ever heard of Carl Panzram?  

No. But as an informed guess Iõd bet he is a serial killer. 

Was. Long dead. A sexually driven serial killer.  

Why him?  

His name intrigued me. Well obviously far more than that. Iõm calling it ôThe Panzram Papersõ- 

he had a certain gift for writing; wrote things out; left a legacy of sorts. The killings span a long 

timeline.  

When was he born? 

1891- the son of a German immigrant trying to eke out a living farming in Minnesota during the 

depression. 

You and your soft spot for Germans. 

[BIG grin.]  

Carlõs first appearance in court was in 1899. 

He was eight? 

Correct. And the charge was drunkenness. Thereõs a quarter of a book right there - a cruelly, 

often criminally abused childhood; a desperate need to be loved or noticed met with nothing 

more than violence and rejection. Yet here, taking the blows, was an evolving mind that would 

eventually be capable of tackling Schopenhauer and Nietzsche. 

And how does this relate to your current case? 

It doesnõt. It would be odd if it did. And my telling you even that much is a serious breach of 

confidence. 

Really? 

Yes- seriously, really. You know how it is, sharing a bed is never a fr ee pass to the secrets in my 

working head.  

I can watch you give evidence in court and salivate. 
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Of course, but believe me, these days, what becomes a matter of public record is only the tip of 

vast icebergs. A massive database remains firmly under lock and key. 

I remember you saying there is nothing more arousing than interacting with anything perceived 

of as forbidden. 

Exactly.    

4 

Carl, serial killer in the making, age 8 - massive little survivalist pissed off his face.  

How come? Iõve dwelled long and hard as to the time shrouded context in which this unloved, attention 

seeking urchin was arrested for being drunk and disorderly. [All rug-rats are intentionally wired to be 

survivalist to the nth degree- utterly self-centric, magically manipulative, attention seeking aliens to 

empathy and any sense of community.] So. What did this brat trade or what was he forcibly made to 

exchange? Two cents worth of hooch for opening his gob to a turgid root? A smelly orifice? Life was 

cheap. The good thing about children then was that there were plenty of them going spare and alive they 

were warm to the touch, pliable. The trick was to make them receptive- dead easy to pull off in hard times. 

* 

You look like my missing pa.  

Howõs that then pip -squeak? 

He was a fucking knob. 

Feisty little fart ain õt he fellas? Not much meat on him. 

I bet youõre those guys who wank dogs for a laugh. 

Sure are puppy- ever get that feeling that this was your lucky day?  

5 

SOMEWHERE NORTH OF TORONTO  

With bare manõs hands, scarred hands that could easily span a cadaverõs arse, heõd always 

wished he could pick -up a pick-up, throw it across a black-top and abandon it in a ditch with all 

the other sweet incriminating bits. Thatõs why he had taken to wearing a shorn beard and plaid 

shirts with quilt ed linings.  

Thatõs why he constantly played host to ghosts of what just may have been- pent up rage, no 

venting it, no preventing his constant enquiry as to from where it came. His childhood was 

idyllic. It was idyllic. Idyllic.  



102 

 

Dogrup Rancourõs grass grew leaden grey most every day and he knew, God always told him 

such truths, that there were other fields of a better hue, places where there never were ties or 

tethers; no fucking inclement hate-fuelled emotional weather; no guilt -trips about needing to be 

grateful; no rules; no judgements. 

Six foot one shoe-less, twenty stone naked weight, hirsute, his major problem was there was not 

one thing anyone had ever confirmed was exceptional or the least outstanding about him. He 

may as well have been a living, barely breathing John Doe. Most days he expected to wake up 

and spot the tell-tale tag tied to his big infected toe, the one with moulds discolouring the thick 

nail, the one responsible for making large potatoes in his hillbilly woodsman socks. 

His passions- poetry and the life of Carl Panzram; arguably obsessions but letõs not get ahead of 

ourselves. 

This is it. Six months previous he left a devastating crime scene, everything, something as yet 

undiscovered and he travelled to the UK ostensibly to stay. Four weeks later, following a 

bizarre altercation on Brighton beach, he was arrested and sectioned under the mental health 

act- a clear danger both to himself and to the rest of us. Two days ago they found the inoperable 

brain tumour. Given the grim prognoses e xtradition seems highly unlikely.     

6 

Carl, a serial killer in the making, age 11, encounters full on institutional punishment.  

He was forced to enter a ôreformõ school- a total misnomer. The dreadful place deconstructed wayward 

boys with a barely disguised glee and was plainly a magnet for adult sadists in search of pleasurable work 

that paid well. A hellõs theme park for demons; one with a constant stream of fresh hellions. What the 

guardians reconstructed there were cracked mirror images of their sick selves. 

Cruelty births some truly twisted shit, all of which is totally unnecessary. 

It was common for a naked boy to be watched as he languished at length in a tin bath of stone cold water. 

Then he would be laid-out, planked and have his back layered with salt. When the salt was dry the lashing 

with straps would begin. The straps were designed to maximise pain- they all had holes punched in them 

so that they easily raised blisters on the skin; as these blisters were repeatedly beaten they would burst 

and weep and the salt would seep in stinging horrendously. [A human being at the turn of the century, 

their mind focussed on child-reform, thought of that as proper practice.] 

I have stopped myself imagining what else went on within the many rooms of that vast place but, please, 

feel free to endure your own explorations as clearly Dogrup did. There are no rules. There are no 

limitations. 

In his pocket-book Dogrup Rancour had noted how easily what is perceived of as abnormal can 

be normalised- unfailing punishmen t, a faultless routine; the nature of anyone could be bent out 
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of shape. Just a few words of love, lies disguised as love, and you were home and dry. Give me 

the child, he wrote, and I will deliver you the serial killer.  

America was evolving into a seethin g hotbed of sexually driven serial killers. It was terrifying. 

He was filling himself up with fear.  

My practice is never to have any pre-conceptions about how to trigger the normalisation 

process in anyone suffering from trauma and Iõd never abandoned a case before but I was 

contemplating it. Yes, I am selfish. I have never professed to be a good person. And, I confess to 

being pre-occupied with the prospect of getting my rocks off for the first time in six months in 

real as opposed to virtual dalliance. 

7 

Carl Panzram, a serial killer in the making, age 14, available plaything.  

The unkempt boy was repeatedly gang-raped by four male unwashed hoboes in a box-car in a railway 

siding. Raw straw, stale cattle piss, knob-cheese, hot spunk, muffled sobbing; not the screams you might 

imagine, this was all part of his life apart from life; his sphincter had become an athlete due to penal 

reform, ratified by the smug, the holier than thou, the self-satisfied, the beloved pioneering mothers and 

fathers of modern America. The bleating of the sanctimonious sheep- you make your own life. You play to 

your own sparse strengths and exercise belligerent enterprise. Fly the flag. Whatever. 

An alleged Panzram Paper: one of the inserts from the ravaged biography formerly owned by  

Dogrup Rancour. [It colours and seasons with some degree of relevance and is, in my opinion, 

by no means gratuitous.] 

ôTo call it a farmhouse only made sense insofar as it was a house of sorts and it was situated on 

a farm of sorts. The farm was small- a small-holding bought with paõs immigrant assets. The 

hardest, constant labour wrenched a small living from it - it fed us, clothed us and paid the 

taxes; just that. The wooden house boasted two bedrooms and a main-room where we all ate, 

bathed and played; a stoop and steps as wide as the building; a rickety privy. There was a 

swing beneath a massive tree. A barn with a lean-to containing a still. A well.  

The wall between the bedrooms was simple vertical planking, ill fitted, heavily knotted, a 

treasury of spy-holes. There were bigger things to care about. The nearest neighbours were a 

mile away - a distance where, even on a clear day, a childõs scream reduced itself to a hawkõs 

cry. I have been transfixed before by the terrifying utterance of a rabbit petrifie d by the gaze of a 

stoat- at night you could easily mistake that sound for the screeching of a whore being raped, a 

trusty cutter at her throat. Where we lived was a small place - not much room to move freely for 

the pressing everyday matters of life and death. And if you strayed you always got hit for it. 

The ways to stray were so complicated I never got to outwit the adult tricks of it. I always lost 
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the game and they beat me for it. I remember no hugs but the chill embrace of being constantly 

counted as nothing but irritating.  

The laws of life and death were just a matter of observation. We encouraged animals and plants 

to reproduce. We were in attendance as they gave birth. We wrung necks, shot brains out and 

generally butchered, harvesting as and when. 

Through the knot holes we regularly watched our naked parents fuck. That was animal, loud, 

swift, slippery, plain as day and larger th an I could exaggerate it. His...[Here the page was torn in 

two]...My elder bro would fill my pale ass crack with his spit,  sisters giggling at brazen glimpses 

of his stiff twig. It only hurt the once. I promis ed him and myself that I wouldnõt scream. Never 

did. The more you do a thing the easier it becomes. In the end, my bro oblivious to the loss of 

power, used me like a buttered glove yet it was me who really called the shots. Iõd learned the 

control needed to determine when the hot stuff erupted unstoppably to kiss my shitty guts. It 

was just what happened- nothing more or less. Shouldõve killed him but the circu mstance never 

presented itself.õ 

Was this damaged document genuine? Maybe it remains the invention of a fan. 

8 

THE RANCOUR HOME NORTH OF TORONTO  

[Inside a real hide east-coast Canadian Indian teepee a brother and sister talk in secret.] 

Boy: Dad said gone-mum was as good as dead- dumb in the head. New -ma, sheõs the squaw 

now. 

Girl: I hate him. 

Boy: Dad? 

Girl: Yes. Of course. Bad-ass dad. Iõve seen him washing blood off knife blades. 

Boy: He big heap hunter little prick.  

Girl: Shit. He one massive cunt of a cunt. 

Boy: Heõs gonna kill her isnõt he? 

Girl: Maybe. 

* 
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Mrs Ann Rancour, second wife with the frame of a wren and bottle blonde hair had the air of a 

non-stop shrew and was a total stranger to sleep. The creature shrew has nothing more to do 

than constantly pursue the source of fuel to keep it fit enough to pursue more fuel - sheõd read 

so in a Readerõs Digest book. She was the one with the primary income. And the lion has a habit 

of staying in slumber for up to twenty -two hours a day. When he feeds, his swift and violent 

effort is rewarded by a short time gorging deeply on bleeding meat. They do say opposites 

attract. 

* 

Boy: Do unpublished poets go on killing sprees and eat their kids and stuff?  

Girl: They sure do in the movies. 

Boy: Aw. Stop yacking and suck my dic k. 

Girl: Money up front.  

* 

Sheõd struggled; she'd muffle -screamed into a pillow; finally heõd spewed a yearõs unfinished 

business into her bleeding rectum. Oh boy. Big dick. Man of the house- he finally got to stick his 

victory flag into the forbidden terr itory of his gobshite mouse of a spouse. 

Now where was she? 

Sat on the sanitary white lavatory seeping blood from her anus, tears from her eyes, colour from 

her chill skin; thinking of the children sleeping over at her ma õs; thinking - so this is what it takes 

to stop us breaking up. What fucking next? Will he ever go the full hog and strap a -near-as-

dammit -realistic prick to me.  

Has he got the balls? 

And do I get to screw him?  

Now she was birthing turds across open wounds. Blood and shit - not a good mix. An d was it 

true that she was going to cook her rapist husband breakfast? 

Of course. She was in it to win it. No sonofabitch was going to sashay from hetero to bi to 

homo- not on her fucking watch, Sunday or not.  

* 

Triggers are totally unpredictable things - quite beyond the grasp of psychiatry. We are all 

blessed with an array of unique behaviour buttons - should any of the more ôexoticõ ones ever be 
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pressed by the requisite mechanism, itõs anyoneõs guess what we'll do. Prevention is good. In 

this area of thought death may have its place as a preventative measure. I wrote that. 

* 

9 

RANCOUR WROTE  ôOne day there was this half-full tram. Nobody on that tram knew that, on 

that day, this was not the tram to be on. Goddamn. How could they? All the survivors have 

since turned to prayer but the dead- well why the fuck should they care. Six headless victims - 

the machete was sharp as a wronged womanõs tongue. The perpetrator boring to the point of 

invisibility with no previous. H e said, somewhat predictably, Allah told him to sever the flight 

decks from the infidel machines. The tram driver, a survivor, deeply disturbed and in care fills 

notebook after notebook with his recollections of the blood splatters and the repeat screams.õ 

[Dogrup obvious ly lapped this up; even said heõd knocked one out because of it. Later took the 

spoiled newspaper page to the yard and burned it in a brazier full of chucked out poems and 

paintings and rejection slips.  

His kids were giggling in the teepee and he wished through the new flames to be a kid again 

because when you are a kid you are never to blame- you are never to blame even if you do stick 

a banger up the arse of a cat and light the fuse and slowly walk back to a place of relative safety. 

He remembered the smell of that singed fur. The kudos given him by imaginary friends.  

Now he was unemployed - a househusband. 

* 

There was a rabbit stew slow cooking in a log-burning oven. Chop chop - there were dumplings 

yet to bake. Be quick about it there might be the time to sling together a surprise apple cake- 

deserving to be served warm with maple syrup and crumbed -cookie ice-cream. There might be 

a cursory marital screw in it for him - if not then it was another night ahead nowhere near that 

troubled bed, dr eaming on the internet, burying all regret in a mixture of identities; the elastic 

possibilities of which were utterly epic.  

* 

There was also the demonic drink, the cruel temptations of the phallic pen and the black 

orgasmic ink.]  

* 
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10 

A GENUINE WRITING BY DOGRUP RANCOUR [It may have been plagiarised]  

 

ôFAME  or ôshameõ or ôinfamyõ [maybe- fuck me titles]  

In the house cellar- 

the coal-hole long gone, he dragged her dead weight 

to the basement of his mind; 

laid her on see-thru polythene sheets; 

bit off her depilated clitoris, chewed it, spat it out  

into a gleaming kidney dish  

in the bloodied mirror shine of which  

he dreamed that he could scry 

his future demise- [mind tricks] the infamy,  

the paper column yards, 

the hours of dedicated TV 

all the celebrated reality of being someone. 

 

In such fantastic scenes 

he always seemed so handsome- 

fresh meat for Hollywood; filmic face  

his voice soft like a lipstick lesbianõs; 

a thick coat of charisma cloaking rich deceit. 

Warm gusset waiting to be cast adrift.  

 

DOGRUP RANCOURõ 
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NOTE: This had first been posted in a SOCIAL NETWORKING Group called ôINTREPID 

TRIPE.õ Rancour made no secret of the fact that he wanted to own a small press of the same 

name. He was crawling towards making major strides from obsession to perversi on, profoundly 

confused, perceiving the use and abuse levelled at him by no more than average writers as 

nothing less than love. What he eventually created from the theft of an original idea was the lab -

rat opportunity in which the worst cancers of self -publishing would mutate. And it did.  

* 

ôIt was another night ahead nowhere near that troubled bed, dreaming on the internet, burying 

all regret in a mixture of identities; the elastic possibilit ies of which were utterly epic.õ 

* 

Worth repeating - ôIt was another night ahead nowhere near that troubled bed, dreaming on the 

internet, burying all regret in a mixture of identities; the elastic possibilit ies of which were 

utterly epic.õ 

* 

11 

A HIGH SECURITY INSTITUTIONAL FACILITY IN THE UK  

Due to a weather blamed computer glitch the whole damn compound went into a state of lock -

down before I had even crossed the threshold. It takes 30 minutes to process a recovery through 

its normalisation cycle. Very aware of the CCTV, I took a deep breath and returned to my car 

and the illustrated documentation detailing the incident that had preceded Dogrupõs flight to 

the UK. 

Driving to work Iõd been listening to a podcast concerning the recent but swiftly forgotten 

Bosnian conflict- they were referring to the mayhem that a report er had become embroiled in as 

a village was attacked by the Serbian army. In front of him were a mother and her baby. The 

mother was growing increasingly distraught. Suddenly the reporter felt strangely wet and 

warm. The woman was screaming uncontrollably.  Following a local explosion, her babyõs head 

was missing. 

Letting my eyes stroke the surface of the pictures from Toronto I sensed some utterly senseless 

connection between the two events. My expertise was increasingly in demand. Criminal killing 

was by no means in decline. Was it burgeoning because the supposedly good men have run out 

of steam to do anything about it? The impotence of my paymasters. If it was a virus I knew of 

no virologist working on a solution as easy as a jab in the arm. 
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Sonja, Dogrupõs first wife, had been eased out of institutional care into a programme similar to 

our ôcare-in-the-communityõ in the UK; electronically tagged and subject to curfew, she shared a 

house with four similarly challenged women and a full -time carer. 

Rancour had never been the slightest suspect- he could not have been in possession of a more 

watertight alibi. On the day of the multiple deaths his wife Ann had been made redundant, 

cleared her desk and arrived to an empty home early. Dogrup was picking up the kids  from 

school. 

Ann fed her children - let them go their own way inside the house and told Dogrup to clear up 

the mess. At the sink, in his apron, she shoved an opened letter in his face, he could feel the tip 

of a substantial knife pricking his coccyx. ôYou pathetic cunt!õ she sneered at him, ôExchanging 

love letters with a fucking shit shover now! What is this - full blown role reversal; method acting 

for masochists? Mmm- your kids already have an insane mother; good idea- add to their pain 

by becoming a gay dad.õ 

Dogrup admitted that he wanted to kill her at this point. He said it took immense self control 

not to touch her at all, though she was goading him to it - prodding him and slapping him. 

Instead he infuriated her by saying nothing whatsoever and collec ting the few th ings he needed 

for a night out ôwith the lads.õ 

Watched by his children from the first floor, he drove away at 4.30 pm, his right cheek bleeding, 

leaving bits of himself beneath his wife's fingernails. Three minutes into the journey he began  to 

make mobile telephone calls. 

At 5.30 pm Dogrup was picked up on CCTV ent ering a restaurant in an avant-garde quarter of 

Toronto. He spent two hours dining and d rinking in the company of Sonjaõs brother- a detective 

in the city drug squad. The ugly trag edy that was to indelibly ink his life was, totally unknown 

to him, unfolding like the worst of pornographic centrefolds back at home. The police believe 

events started at around 6 pm. 

So, much later, in the small hours, Sonjaõs brother after waking for a piss, checked his Ipad. The 

horrendous news sent him, in a naked rush, to the guest bedroom. Dogrup was still there, 

sleeping like a baby. Hard to break a sleep like that with information like that. Then there were 

the obvious bare truth implications - discarded condoms on the polished floorboards, shit 

splatters on the soft-grey cotton bed linen; the hard to figure fear he felt; man -tears forming in 

his eyes, the memories. 

He didnõt wake him just then. He showered, dressed for work and made the necessary call.  

* 
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Driving the care -house car, which she had not signed for, Sonja had arrived at the Rancour 

household at sometime shortly before 6 pm. The police believe she found her children fucking 

each other in the teepee. She tidily dispatched both of them with single shots fired close to their 

heads. At this time they figure Ann had consumed half a bottle of Jim Beam. It seems she was in 

no position to put up a fight. Sonja shattered both her kneecaps with gunshots- she then tied her 

victim up. Fore nsics reports indicate that Annõs face was removed whilst she was still alive- all 

the material of it was buried inside her vagina. She bled to death slowly.  

It is argued that Sonja then took a king-size sheet from the marital bed- it was a heavy duty 

Egyptian cotton, ideal as a noose for someone her weight. At some stage she despoiled the bed 

with her blood and piss and fecal matter.  

When the police finally arrived, acting on a call from the nearest neighbour concerned at 

hearing the gunshots, their first picture was o f Sonja hanging naked in the stairwell. Around her 

neck hung a small notice which read ôDogrup Rancour did this to me. He steals peopleõs lives. 

Ask my brother, the detective, who is his sodomite lover.õ 

* 

Not being able to help myself, I stole more voyeur istic looks at the forensic photographs of Ann 

Rancourõs head stripped completely of its surface face. 

My mobile leapt into life. Re -entry to the building was go.  

I suddenly realised one of the fascination's that drew Ridley Scott to direct a Hannibal Lect er 

movie- the removal of a face, in whatever circumstances, is at one and the same time utterly 

compelling and fascinatingly repelling. What was it that Inspector Pazzi was told by Dr Lecter - 

oh yes, I am of half a mind to have your wife for dinner; someth ing close to that. And in the 

final frames of the film emulating flight from internment there was a fascinated boy who 

engaged him for a while, a kindred child who fancied a taste from a slab of cold pan -fried 

human brains in his luncheon box - because the great doctor had no regard whatsoever for 

airline food.  

Top notch. Read all the Thomas Harris books, got all the DVDs. I closed the file, made sure it 

was with my essential effects as I locked my car and made my way to a late meeting. Of course, 

Dogrup may  choose not to show. My money was on him not being able to resist his ego. 

*   

These bland and undemanding care in-camera rooms are always nondescript; I guess it is 

necessity that dictates their interior compromise. I can imagine the types that sit in fer vent 

session deliberating over colours that might take the sting out of the nature of institutions - and 

they never do. These almost devout biscuit people are so deeply embroiled in their miserable 
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failures that they must always, in the minutes of their mee tings, register each one as a 

triumphant success of majorative ordinariness. Magnolia is a mighty smug hue wherever it is 

flung up - a neither one thing or another shade that has stuck to what we like to think of as 

ônormality õ like the glue made from cow b ones- they have pretentious siblings, beige, peach, 

eau-de-nil and taupe.  

At my pay grade however I was allowed to choose my own room paint and selected a business-

like shade of grey that the makers had named ôEnglish Fog.õ The name sealed the deal and 

proved to be the perfect backdrop for black and white artworks - all of which were associated 

with one or other of my books. That other, less lucrative career, a perfect antidote to hands-on 

criminology and forensic psychiatry. This was not that room; this was  somewhere utterly 

secure- the few pieces of furniture were substantially rubberised and secured to the rubber 

floor.  

I try not to expect anything but I was not exactly taken aback by how unexceptional Dogrup 

Rancour appeared to me. He leapt off the page of his file in diminished dimensions. But despite 

everything he could switc h on a smile from his deep brown wolf -like eyes. I was not to be so 

easily invited to step onto the game board his expression had manufactured on the table 

between us. 

I switched on the recording machines. 

Are you in pain?  

No. 

I hope they are looking after you. There are far worse places to be. It says here that you are post 

plastic-surgery and that the part is reattached- is that the case? 

Yes. Moreõs the pity. 

The authorities have a duty of care. We have to get you well, on the road to full health before 

we can properly attend to the issue of your repatriation. You are a Canadian citizen and Canada 

being part of the commonwealth we share a variety of options for you.  

I have nothing. I have no home. I have no family and I am not a homosexual. 

Sonjaõs brother has written to you.  

Yes. Frankõs deluded. Heõs a good detective. Policemen are never homosexual. 

I have read copies of your tender replies to him. 

Have you sorted out which one of my many selves I was when I put stubby pencil to paper.  
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Frankõs a good friend- he is standing by you. 

I see. Good cop compared to what- bad me, sad me, banged up for insanity me? Eh? Eh? He 

would always feed me, get me drunk  then shaft me up the ass. Thatõs man-rape. Fuck! None of 

the charges ever stuck. 

You never made any charges. You visited him voluntarily at least once, sometimes twice a week 

from a month after you married Ann.  

Sheõs dead. They said. 

Yes. 

How did she die? 

It wouldnõt be appropriate at this stage. 

Fuck! Let me tell you something.  

Go on. 

My first wife used to collect the glossy magazine American Crime Monthly. She had these crazy 

notions. One of them mad ideas was that I bore a striking resemblance to Charles Panzram- the 

serial killer fro m way back. For one of my birthdays she even bought me the story of his life. 

That damned book changed me. I'd never been one for reading but I must have read that book 

twelve times. And then I took to writing. She thought I was good at it, said I had a na tural gift. 

Then I discovered Thomas Harris and The Silence Of The Lambs. All his books. All the films. 

Ann wasnõt right after the first child; she got more wrong after the second; finally entered a 

dark place and rarely returned, not even for Christmas. She took to believing cruel untruths - 

that I was a murderer in the making, that I was sexually molesting the kids. Youõve read this 

shit already. 

Yes. 

You look the type to be always up to speed. 

You and her brother Frank managed to get her sectioned. 

Yes. Yes. Things came to a head. Lines needed to be drawn. All it was was the ending of one 

nightmare. She was still alive. That concerned me deeply. 

You wanted her dead? 

Yes. Of course. I wanted secure closure. 



113 

 

For you and your  children.  

Yes. 

And for Ann. You w ere already dating Ann.  

Yes. 

Youõre going to tell me that she looked like a man. 

* 

Dogrup clasped his mug of tea with both of his large hands overlapping, drawing some comfort 

from the warmth and at the same time seeming to enter a contemplative state. These silent 

moments allowed me the luxury to explore him as one would a painted portrait. On the 

recordings there would be shoe shuffling, sipping, the occasional rustle of paper, distant bird 

song, faint breathing. 

He was more handsome than heõd first appeared- would scrub up, needed attention to an 

unruly beard; his nose was Roman; brown eyes, wide, deep set, masculine and animal. He was 

not a bear- if comparisons were to be made it was clear to me he was more lupine than ursine; a 

great lover of dogs, I was in danger of developing less than objective sympathies towards him. 

Here was a man at deep unease with himself- unable to be himself for want of an it ch he could 

not scratch. Dogrupõs skin, the one he was the least happy in, was plagued by emotionally 

damaging fleas and he had never found a treatment for them. What were we to do - bathe him 

in cruel truth shampoo, then towel him dry as he cries unceasingly. I knew he was a closet crier. 

* 

12 

TOILET BREAK  

Iõd always had to live with the notion that mirrors hated me. This one was like all the rest; 

doing its level best to undermine my confidence with what I saw gazing back at me - always a 

questioning face, never at rest, forever testing my patience, demanding I do my very best. It 

goaded and often mocked and even though I knew for sure it was only a reflection I had often 

been belittled by it. This time it pleaded with me to look again, it was being of help.  

As I dried my hands with crinkly cream paper towels I realised that I may have been on the 

point of bei ng played for a kipper. All this was new to Rancour; it was, I was willing to bet, that 

a rare one-to-one, despite the ever present security, would seem to him to be far more fun than 

hiding behind his many aliases, all of which the police had discovered o n the internet. 
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My patient could smell me, evaluate ever minute nuance in the flesh. Fuck it! He was enjoying 

himself. I had to ascertain if he was a grave danger to himself and to other people but it was 

hard to see him as a criminal. What was his crime- coinciding his interest in a long dead serial 

killer with mine; escaping from a horror that his mind could not cope with: how many of us 

would have wanted to do the same? Was he insane? Would he heal- be returned to society and 

finally enact his true purpo se? 

On the other side of the wall a toilet flush. Was that Dogrupõs shit wending its slippery way to 

waltz in time with mine? I reminded myself that I had been in worse situations. That is the 

beauty of my job- just when you imagine you have actually cover ed all the bases of human 

perversity and deviousness something or someone comes along to send you back to the 

drawing board and reassess the magnificent mess that is the mind in turmoil.  

Why the fuck had I put eyeliner on - it was subtle but Rancour will ha ve noticed it, his wolf eyes 

were the gun-sights of a very expert sniper. 

* 

13 

INTERVIEW ROOM: SECOND SESSION  

Outside it was raining in rods which indicated a miserable drive home. The strong scent of 

institutional  soap was wafting off of Dogropõs hands, nails bitten but clean as a whistle. I 

imagined h im using the bristle brush in a  habitual ritual of furiously attempting to scour away 

the hurt. He was far from being a stupid man - I knew he could write a passable essay on OCD 

with no preparation and not ev en break into a sweat. I noticed the smallest tip of his glistening 

tongue. Was that intentional? I elected to toss an invisible coin on that one. Then he smiled or 

maybe it would be better described as a grin. 

I might have looked like a man back then but truth is I was still a boy - Rancour suddenly got 

engaged with an unmistakably honesty; hell I would have jumped through hoops for fanny 

then. Did I give a fuck for the fact that she seemed a bit of a dipstick, course not; I was walking 

on hot coals to get my end away and she gave out without much of a shout most every day. 

Besides, the allowances we always made in North America were, how shall I put it - very 

generous. We are still a rag-bag of all-sorts even today and hold no great store by what might be 

hiding in the shade. Not the smart people any road. Why should we dig deep - we still have no 

history worth a dime unless your interests stretch to the laundering of every kind of crime 

imaginable and retelling it as enterprise. The Americans are great at that- why, even a serial 

poisoner who drags herself up from the gutter to become a person of independent means on 

account of the many husbands she has killed is given a healthy respect for her pioneering spirit 

and them criminal Kennedys are re-branded as kiss-my-ass royalty. 
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I did try to get my kids help. The minute I figured out what they were up to with each other I 

tried to get my children all the help I thought they needed but immediately the suspicion of all 

the authorities fell on me. No -one looked at their witless mother and for one second imagined 

that there was the likely root cause. No-one, never. Men see, theyõve got fists and pricks- it 

makes them the prime suspect always. And yes, I did admit to hitting them - wh at man in his 

right mind wouldnõt have done. I put padlocks on their doors. A fucking load of good telling 

the truth did me. The disadvantage that men face when protecting their children is countering 

the pre-conceptions of a whole army of social workers, the vast majority of whom are damaged 

women on a mission to repair a world which is dominated by men. From the start I was always 

the enemy. And the law in some pathetic attempt to emulate justice has every legality stacked 

against us why- because some klutz like Queen Victoria disbelieving that lesbians existed 

shaped the family legislation in a very unhealthy degree of ignorance of what women are 

capable of doing, even to their own. 

It actually happens that their nutter of a mother had encouraged them to mutually masturbate 

when the youngest was only four. All of it kept secret from me. How would I know? Why 

would my manly mind go there? I was pre -occupied with stereotypically manly things. I was 

out all hours doing what men with families do - keeping a roof over their heads, putting clothes 

on all their backs, shoes on their feet and food on the table. It was me most weekends filling the 

log-shed. What time had I to finger my kids?  

Do you want to take a break. 

NO! He shouted at me, clearly angered that Iõd interrupted his outpouring.  

Listen to me, just listen to me- thatõs all the break Iõm asking for. For now? 

For now? 

Well, no-oneõs charged me with anything. And this thing in my head is inoperable. I donõt want 

to spend my last six months heavily medicated and hugged by cream walls.  

You could possibly be released into a care-in-the community facility - a house with other 

patients and carers. Thatõs largely down to me.  

A man with the confidence to wear discreet eyeliner? 

Yes. 

Carl Panzram had very little heterosexual sex. He caught gonorrhea from a whore and the 

disease so disgusted him he never went back there again. Youõd know that.  

What? 
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I said youõd know that. Iõm allowed books. They said the list that Iõd requested put them in 

mind of you - that you were writing a book on the man. They said you even have a title- The 

Panzram Papers. 

Well, yes. The staff here are not meant to divulge such things. 

But they are people and people are always excited by coincidence- the slightest thing thatõs 

unexplained. Thatõs why I think the religions have clung  on for so long- they make the 

implausible believable in the minds of the temporarily confused or blind. They prey quite 

deliberately on the weak and the feeble-minded. And w e have such a mystery here, donõt we, 

you and me? 

Human affairs are so unfathomabl y complex we should never be surprised, or raise to some 

pseudo spiritual significance the least coincidence. 

Thick cunts do though. Millions of them.  

Right. [ Immediately, call it a sixth sense at play, I knew what he was going to say next- he was going to 

talk out about Panzramõs perverse power over railroad men. Why was that so obvious? What more did he 

know about me?] 

Do you get off on Panzram? He asked me. 

No. 

Fuck that shit. Everybody does. Everyone loves a legend. People get off on anything odd- it 

quickens their rush to  get close to whatever God theyõve chosen to lick the arse of. What trick-

cyclist hasnõt worked t hat one out? Thatõs why The National Enquirer succeeds. Thereõs always 

been a gutter press, more than likely underwritten by one major re ligion or another. Brother, 

when we have rubbed their noses sufficiently in hell, we can speak laughably of 72 virgins and that vast 

whore-house in the sky that Allah calls His heaven. You do the fucking maths.  

Do you like women?  

The truth is - not much, not soõs I ever noticed. And thereõs not a man I know who can honestly 

say different. 

They attract you in any way? 

Sure do, but thatõs where it ends; with an animal, all too familiar shunt and a grunt. No way is a 

fertile woman and a potent man ever going to be close friends. Thereõs just no trusting them. 

Sheõll use him and abuse him for her own ends. You must have read the research- one man to 

provide, another to milk for his gene pool. Those bitches are ruthless- passing off one manõs 
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child as anotherõs is second nature to them. Cunts. Ever notice how theyõre always right. Ever 

figure out that they are always on some trick or another to get exactly what they want.  

Do men attract you? 

Hell no. Hell! You already know. I am no fucking homo thatõs a fact and neither was Carl 

Panzram. 

Iõm not so sure about Carl. 

The air in the room seemed to have been suddenly captured by a localised black hole; the 

leaden weight of it was palpable we were both being sucked into an inescapable territory, a 

dark mass where sense implodes and reality fragments as deceitfully as sugar glass. 

I asked him- in all your reading did you ever find one thing good that Panzram had to say 

about a woman, because I didnõt. 

No. 

That didnõt mean he wasnõt sexually driven though.  

Guess so. But neither of us, you and me, we donõt know what was illuminating his mind when 

he was pumping his prick up some guyõs shitter. Maybe he saw titties and the piss flaps of 

lascivious women waving in his face. Maybe every time he came he believed he was screwing 

some tart real proper. 

Maybe, but itõs only conjecture. 

Carl Panzram was a man with a proper manõs needs. Itõs perfectly normal for a man to want to 

toss himself off twice a day - thereõs nothing perverse in that. Thereõs nothing perverse in 

wanting to engage sexually with anotherõs living flesh. Through terrible experiences he figured 

women were diseased and yes, he did commit that to paper. For years he been raped up the 

rectum by all and sundry - whatõs wrong with a man wanting  to right the wrong of that. H eõd 

been buggered by those trusted members of the community into whose care heõd been placed 

for his own good. What fucking good? It left him little course but to d o what he did. At least he 

wasnõt in a Cardinal's gear getting all queer with a nice and dan dy sweet as candy choirboy. 

Whenever he violated anyone- yes, often at gunpoint pressed against trees, they were men, 

grown men, and largely men who had abused their authority. Carl could not abide a jobsworth. 

You must remember that time he took a lippy t icket inspector back to the guards car and raped 

him, then told the three terrified hoboes lurking there to get their dicks out and do the same. 

Yes that was sexual release- but most importantly, to Carl, that was justice. Every time, 

whenever anyone suggested he might be homosexual he lost it big time. It was just a hole, 

nothing more or less. A hole. That what he had been for most of his childhood - someoneõs hole, 
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more or less. Never as an adult did he suck dick ever. Never. Believe me I know where this man 

was coming from.  

Youõve never sucked dick? 

I want to end this.  

Just one more thing. 

Make it quick.  

One of your many aliases on social network sites was Carlos P Ram? 

You know it was.  

You were also Dick Wolf.  

Sure. 

I used to correspond regularly with a D ick Wolf on Facebook of all places. Not the best of sites 

for a psychiatrist to while away time.  

You did? 

Oh yes. 

What was your handle? 

Oh my, now that would be telling. My rules Mr Rancour - this interview is terminated.  

* 

14 

A WATERFRONT PROPERTY OVERLOOKING THE RIVER AT PUTNEY  

Fuck that was good- the fuck and the repeat fucks. Mark had deliberately given me a shade 

more than heõd taken. Yes, the trunk of my tree had been shaken by that- fallen leaves littered 

my bedroom floor; already I was hankering after more: typical of me to tumble headlong into 

the maelstrom of love so easily- dedication to work, emotional thrift and a desert of people able 

to lift my spirits might have something to do with it. Grabbing life when you can is far easier 

said than done but, in the case of this one opportunity, my spontaneity had paid off good and 

proper. It was 5 am. First light was shrouding him along with grey sheeting. He was snoring 

sweetly like a baby pig when I got up - my mind flitting between joy and deep anxiety. 
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I sat on the lounge balcony with a double espresso in black china and water in a black glass; 

with black leather slippers and a large black velour dressing gown, I must have appeared an 

essay in black to the early movers on the grey Thames. If only it were that easy- but nothing is 

conveniently black and white; my white knight sleeping and a blackness seeping into all my 

pores to utterly defeat all hope of happiness. That spelled complex, very complicated. Dull as 

ditchwater shit is never brow n; it may appear it to the untrained eye but to those who know 

forensics it is a shimmering rainbow of brightly coloured freebies. I was inwardly s mirking at a 

pet hate- childrenõs TV, Ceebeebies some bright spark without a single pubic hair called it; what 

a fucking unrestrained rainbow of unmitigated shit that was; pap from their motherõs 

overworked tits replaced by crap from the powerful god -box in the corner of every room. Just 

like institutional schooling it is an abdication of parental or community re sponsibility it is, plain 

as day, child abuse. Send them to school or stick them in front of the TV and you might just as 

well be regularly using them as sex toys. 

Eating away at my joy was this; before Mark had arrived for dinner, Iõd ploughed through my 

archive of emails and made a new file of all the correspondence between myself and a certain 

Dick Wolf character on the internet - all the emails, the social networking messages and any 

Skype files. There was no way that any of this was unknown to the polic e unless there were 

multiple Dick Wolfs and they were snowed under eliminating those that were not Dogrup 

Rancour. They could know. They might be biding their time, waiting to see what would 

happen, wondering which way I would jump. Either way it took me l ess than twenty minutes 

of reading to realise that I was caught in the middle of something that I immediately wanted 

out of. This would be a first - never in the whole of my career had I abandoned a case. 

My Dick Wolf was Rancour alright - the family history  was barely disguised in the texts and he 

had drawn me in with a shared love of poetry and a mutual interest in Carl Panzram. When his 

second marriage reached a low ebb he had started writing me tentative love letters which every 

month grew more intense and sexually graphic. There was no mistaking what he imagined 

himself doing with me in virtual reality and there was the very clear intimation that he wanted 

to transfer these desires to real life. At that suggestion and with the letters reaching ever greater 

heights of perversity I abandoned the communication. He would still contact me intermittently - 

obviously something compelled him to but I largely ignored them. In any case, I had just found 

out that he had been playing the same sordid mind games with ano ther internet friend of mine, 

a happily heterosexual Irish poet from Dublin. Nobody likes to be two -timed, even by a web 

troll meddling with insanity.  

My mind was made up. I elected to take a shower and then phone in and inform the authorities 

that I was taking myself off the case- my impartiality was irredeemably compromised and I was 

quite prepared to proffer up all of the proof. They would still, of course, require some form of 
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interim assessment of Dogrup from me. On that matter I would have to be caref ul, utterly 

professional, because I am angry, fucking furious with myself.  

Carl Panzram hated labels. Dogrup Rancour hates labels. I loathe them, yet in some shape or 

form our sexualities share a commonality. Maybe the key is to concentrate not so much on what 

we are but on all those things that we most definitely are not. When Carl and Dogrup make all 

that public show and charade of what they are not, my instincts are to suspect that that 

behaviour is a major clue as to who they actually are. 

Last year, [God knows Iõve struggled] last year I finally and for all time retreated from a 

transgender programme and accepted myself fully as a homosexual man. A man who is 

biologically set up to find other men far more sexually attractive to himself than a woman. I 

would go even further and say - this man, this me, does not have any sexual feelings for the 

laughably named fair -sex, none whatsoever; does not want to imitate her or adopt her role in 

society in any shape or form. I was not born to shop, ape motherliness or make a living out of 

marrying heterosexual men. I was not so on trend as to be a lesbian with balls and a dick. I have 

had no ambition to bang my head against glass ceilings until they crack. Mass concepts of 

ôbeautyõ and ôprettinessõ make me want to chuck-up. 

What Dogrup Rancour needs, it seems to me, is a reality check and a protective programme of 

counselling and if the authorities see fit to conduct that ôwithin the community õ rather than in a 

secure place then so be it. I am not a parliamentarian, I donõt make the laws. How is it ever 

going to become my problem again? 

* 

Power showers pretend to have the power to shower away it all, everything that corrupts and 

appals but they are just part of the countless human devices that promise much yet deliver 

considerably less. I have worked some cases where it has taken three showers before I felt fresh 

enough to slip into clean clothes- but then I have worked a few where I have had no other 

course but to incinerate everything I was wearing including shoes. One  cost me my fatherõs 

Rolex watch- you donõt want to check the hour and every time you do be reminded of the worst 

crime ever, something way beyond the darkest imaginings of the greatest crime writers who 

are, incidentally, women. Put it this way - since the incident concerned I have been quite unable 

to look at any pregnant woman anywhere in the world without thinking why the fuck is she 

pregnant and what in hell is the unfortunate baby intended for?  

That is what the various shit scared faiths loathed most about Darwin - his irrefutable evidence 

that we have evolved not much more than a spit from the jungle however you struggle with 

that word; urban jungle or third world jungle. Natural selection seems to have neglected to 

breed out of us shooting ourselves in our feet. Without question, it renders us far less 
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progressive than the HIV virus. Hell, we still have no idea what 85% of our brain mass is 

intended for.  

I open the upper window to let steam escape. It allows noise to enter. The bathroom is by the 

outside stairwell and I like to hear life come to and fro, I like it every bit as much as the high 

and low tides of the river. Then I get it - for the first time in my whole career I choose to share 

my fears with my new partner; I donõt even know if he is a partner yet but, inside me, I am 

instinctively craving clarity and objectivity; no matter how hard you try that is something you 

never get to grips with on your own. Of course, if heõs got any sense, heõll run a mile. With the 

shower off, I can hear and smell the magic of breakfast so my bet is that he wonõt. Dressed in a 

black T and black jogging bottoms I take a deep breath and venture to say good morning. 

He says- is there an atheist alternative to that damned word good? 

Good start Mark.  

* 

Toasted bagels, real butter, Marmite and a ginger preserve. Espresso. 

My favourites. How could you possibly have known?  

[Together they said.] It was all there was. [They laughed]  

Are you always so alive in the morning Mark?  

Oh no. I seldom have anything good or godly to celebrate. 

I donõt understand. 

Last night. Last night was grand. Last night was way more than grand.  

Oh. 

There. 

What? 

I knew Iõd say too much too soon. 

Oh no. Itõs not that. Fuck! I feel the same way too but... 

I knew it.  

What? 

Isnõt there always a but. 
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Maybe. But this but is so far off your radar you are just not going to believe it. And I õm shit 

scared it might scupper our chances of taking our relationship further.  

What? I mean, what was that word you said? 

Relationship? 

Thatõs the one. Is that what you think this is- a relationship? 

Yes. I thought it might be.  

Oh. Well, so do I. 

Thank fuck for that.  

Well, best we get on with it then. Now what is this little problem of yo urs? You start telling me 

and Iõll toast some more bagels. 

* 

15 

SIX MONTHS LATER IN THE H OME AT PUTNEY  

We leave habitually together at 8 am. I am always home first but never by much. I pick up both 

our mail and leave it on a large glass coffee table by a picture window for later sorting. I like to 

be in my scruffs to deal with the usual banalities of it. By ôscruffsõ I mean clean casual clothes 

and that always demands that I shower the detritus of my day away. Today I sectioned three 

people and one will most certainly never see the light of true freedom ever again. The others 

were friends of sorts, thrown on the scrap heap, sex slaves of eastern European origin, certain 

they were possessed by demons and driven to do unspeakable things by the voices in their 

heads. Both coke users, tested HIV positive and had been caught stealing wallets in Oxford 

Street. As yet the ôunspeakable thingsõ can only be seen as alleged because no-one has been able 

to decipher their many confessions. Give them chalk and a board and they instantly draw 

priests copulating with boys and the Pope blessing their fun. All ver y lack lustre yet they could 

be hiding truly vile crimes. We shall see. Evidence of pregnancy but the denial of the existence 

of babies was a great cause of worry. 

In a hurry I neglected to open the top bathroom window. My total senses were quickly 

enthral led by a warm monsoon- stupid really, such an excess of steam has always distracted 

me, in fact irritated me. The mood forced me to rush, quite the opposite of what Iõd intended. I 

was almost at the end of the final edit on my book ôThe Panzram Papersõ- one more session and 

it would all be behind me. There were some things that just screamed to be finished. 
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I opened the post wrapped in soft towelling warmed by radiators. Rubbish. Rubbish. Fuck! The 

finishing post to my book was staring me starkly in the fac e and here was an official letter 

concerning Dogrup Rancour aka Dick Wolf and who knows who else. The gist was simple - he 

had been finally transferred to an open care-in-the community care house in Camden Locks. 

Electronic tagging had been deemed inappropriate although he was subject to curfews. The 

transfer had taken place fourteen days previous and the process of re-settlement had gone 

smoothly. I was to report any contact with him however brief. Shit! Did the bastard ever have 

access to my private address? Think. 

Where was Mark? 

Did the same fuck-up staff who told him I shared a s imilar interest in Carl Panzram  give him 

anymore nuggets- a vicinity, anything? Think.  

I speed dressed into white jogging bottoms and a white T. Catching sight of myself in a mir ror, I 

looked like death, breathless, cooking up a panic attack. Where was Mark? Phone Mark? 

Straight to answerphone. Mark, where are you? 

Then the doorbell rang. 

Mark! You idiot! Why are you always losing your keys.  

Relieved, I opened the door. There was Dogrup Rancour - soft, scrubbed up, sweet as a lamb. 

Not something to immediately scream at.  

Pushing me in gently and quietly closing and locking the door behind him, he said - I think you  

and me should talk ladyboy. Weõve got a fucking lot of left over fat to chew. 

Ever the professional, I knew straightaway I was a dead man or something far worse; besides, 

Mark, the man I loved, was well overdue. And, even though I had never in my whole life 

believed a word of it, I found myself saying to myself - there is hope, ye dope among so many 

countless dopes there is still fucking hope. The Gods of all the faiths say so, and they never ever 

lie, they never ever let so much as one of us down do they mama? Mama? 

* 

Dogrup said that if I made any sound whatsoever or spoke without being spoken to that he 

would shoot me between the eyes: he showed me what I took to be a real gun with a silencer 

fitted. I believed him. He was power -tripping in the skin of Panzram. It was a bite fr om history. 

[Please. Please donõt bite me.] 

How  is the book coming on, he asked, ripping out the phone-lines and slipping my mobile into 

a bowl full of washing -up water. Must be finished by now.  
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Oh it is, bar the very last bit of the final edit.  

He took me into the bedroom I shared with my lover and en quired, where do you keep your 

sex toys, the lube, that kind of thing. They were not well hidden and when heõd made a 

selection he took me back to the lounge. 

Get undressed, he told me. In the long run, compliance buys time, so there was no argument. 

If you had tits, he said, I might even say you were pretty. But don õt you get carried away, I ainõt 

going to suck your dick even though it does look like a nipple in its present state. [The fear was 

working then - no danger of me belittling him in these circum stances.] Out of his bag he pulled 

knives and laid them on the glass coffee table. 

The scar tissue on my cock, he said, gives me an L-shaped stiffie, impossible to shag or wank 

with. This magic mushroom in my head, my black truffle - well, give us a month or less and Iõll 

be dead. You can see my position. Youõve got to respect a dying manõs last wishes. Do you hear 

me? 

Yes. 

Well I havenõt climaxed in over a year? I figure that with a bit of prostrate massage from the 

inside you can put that sorry position ri ght for me. 

You want me to fuck you?  

No you cunt, I want you to fuck me with this. [He was waving a large but pliable black dildo]. 

How many fucking tim es do I have to tell you that Iõm not a queer. BUT, not being a queer does 

not mean that I am required t o be a stranger to the pleasures that you gays fucking get to enjoy. 

Why should you have all the fun. Look at this, [He took off his clothes and he was hairless.] I 

even got it tattooed on my chest ôI AM NOT A HOMOSEXUAL.õ Now, fucking lube me up and 

shag the living daylights out of me. I think given the circumstances it õs the very least you can 

do. 

Do I have a choice? He waved the gun at me by way of answer. 

Gun in hand he bent over the glass coffee table. He was licking his knives before whispering 

ôbegin.õ 

I did what I had to do. And it was practiced and deep and repeated and eventually Rancour 

came like a train- his climactic spunk flowing across the sharp blades he had laid out on the 

table like blobs of wallpaper paste. He was breathless with joy and pain and sheer exertion and 

he was crying real tears. But the tears did not tally with his sudden sneering.  

The real climax was yet to come. 
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Hey you British poof, he leered at me, drunk on endorphins, ever been an active party to a 

patientõs suicide by psychiatrist. He picked up the cum smeared knifes and started slashing 

violently at his own neck; he head-butted the glass table shattering it; he thrust his head and 

neck through the picture window and rolled his vulnerable flesh around the great shards of 

glass until he could move no more. 

I have never screamed so loudly in all my life.  

In an upmarket residential area of Putney London, cascading glass followed by screams like 

that invariably work better than dialling the emergency services.  

* 

16 

TWO YEARS LAT ER IN A PRIVATE MENTAL FACILITY IN GUILDFORD UK  

You have a visitor. 

I do? 

Itõs Mark, you know Mark?  

Do I? 

Hello darling.  

Who are you? 

Sweetheart itõs Mark, your boyfriend.  

Always late Mark?  

Yes. 

Always loses his keys Mark? 

Yes. 

What have you been up to. 

Oh, writing.  

Still writing.  

Yes. Itõs a very very big book. Look- hundreds of volumes.  
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The room contained approximately 30 orange shelves the majority of which were stuffed with 

shining black notebooks, all of them used, every page covered. 

Can I see your latest addition? 

Of course- here it is. New. Different.  

Mark opened up the notebook and, as always on these occasions, his heart sank a little; there it 

was again, the very same phrase repeated over and over, exactly the same as in all the hundreds 

of other notebooks, in capitals:- 

ôI wrote the book ôThe Panzram Papersõ and it took bites out of me.õ 

Excellent, Mark said, would you like some tea.  

Yes I would. Yes I jolly well would. Who did you say you were?  

Mark went to the multi -dispenser and began the often repeated process. 

The nurse/carer came to him and offered him some assistance saying- much more of this sort of 

thing and people will be calling you a saint.  

Mark let out a great sigh, a combination of relief and irritation. Then he replied - I have no truck 

with saints and, even if I did, I would fall way short of qualifying; ha, like most of them did 

probably. Everything about mankind is a  scam. And ôthis sort of thingõ as you put it, the weekly 

visits, theyõve got to come to an end. In fact this will be the last one. My last one ever. You see, 

life is never as the eternally happy-clappy and as all the deluded would want it to be - a 

thornless bed of sweet smelling roses. It is a sewerage plant, a shit processing farm attempting 

to divest our miserable in ventions of lives of all the necessary natural harm. Besides, Iõm 

cheating on him. Fucking cheating as life bids us to. And, fed up with lyi ng through my teeth, 

Iõm moving on. Not that he will ever know any different.  

Oh. Right. 

Yes, right. That is the bare bones right of it. We should have a lot more of that in my opinion. 

And, for good measure, your boss has been informed; and I have no doubt whatsoever that Iõll 

be replaced soon enough by an equal stranger, a sincere volunteer, some deluded evangelist 

believing that they have God on their side and that prayer works miracles. The system talks 

about empathy but they wonõt be gay. Thereõs no money worries here, the tax-payer is paying 

the bill.  

* 
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END NOTE  

The Unites States of America executed Carl Panzram by public hanging. It was his passionately, 

often spoken of, wish. The man loathed with  venomous hatred every word of ôthe too much too 

late,õ hideously righteous and indulgent campaign to have his chosen punishment reduced to 

life imprisonment. On  more than a few occasions heõd spat in great arcs of spittle in the faces of 

all those who suggested it- the ôGodlyõ ones come to gawp at the monster with a limp; the 

awesome creature that their poisonous ôgoodnessõ had created. He knew death intimately. 

Death was his university and his masterõs degree. 

Death was his only constant friend. In the end-game, Death and him, they did whatever they 

did with each other by mutual consent. Romantics would write that they dated for a while 

before finally giving out.  
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REVELATION IN THE LEAGUE OF SIN:  

A FILM BY EDWARD PAUL QUIST  

Words & Images By  © Edward Paul Quist  

Edited By Albert Tsimal  

Translation By  © Lorenzo Donvito  

 
 
Coney Island. What long ago was a mecca of amusement is now a haunted place, 

a malignant lure for humans and non -humans alike. At the edge of a decaying 

urban landscape, beneath the seductive carnival spell, the Somnambulistõs 

consciousness arrives in the form of energy, reintegrated and imprisoned. He 

begins a descent into a hellish debauchery inhabited by deformed beings. With 

torturerõs tools in his mind, the inhuman captors drive the Somnambulist into an 

abyss of terror and madness, while each new circle screams the face of agony as 

the odyssey annihilates all consciousness, the Somnambulist suffers perverse 

transformations in service of a clandestine design. The nightmare unfolds and 

the revelation is delivered. The Somnambulist is regenerated, a victim of the 

League of Sin.  

 

Coney Island, ciò che una volta era una mecca di divertimento è ora un luogo infestato, 

una tentazione maligna per entrambi umani e non umani. Ai confini di un decadente 

paesaggio urbano, al di sotto di un seducente incantesimo carnevalesco, la coscienza del 

sonnambulo giunge sottoforma di energia, reintegrata ed imprigionata. Egli comincia la  

discesa verso una depravazione infernale abitata da esseri deformi. Attraverso strumenti 

di tortura sulla sua mente, gli inumani sequestratori conducono il sonnambulo negli 

abissi del terrore e della follia mentre ciascun nuovo cerchio urla agonia. Non appena 

questa odissea annulla lõintera coscienza, il sonnambulo soffre trasformazioni perverse al 

servizio di un progetto clandestino. Lõincubo si svela e la rivelazione si manifesta. Il 

sonnambulo è ora rigenerato, il sonnambulo è ora vittima della Lega del Peccato. 
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òI understood that the carnal sinners, the ones subjecting reason to desire, were 
condemned to such tormentó 

òIntesi ch'a cos³ fatto tormento enno dannati i peccator carnali, che la ragion sommettono 
al talentoó 

(Canto V, Inferno, vv. 37-39, Dante Alighieri) 
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òCerberus, merciless and monstrous beast, barks like a dog from three gullets 
over the people here submergedó 

òCerbero, fiera crudele e diversa, con tre gole caninamente latra sovra la gente che quivi è 
sommersa.ó  

(Canto VI, Inferno, vv.13-15, Dante Alighieri) 
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òAlready the two heads had become one, when there appeared to us two 
blending figures, both lost into one face. [é] Every trace of their primordial 
aspect was erased and the distorted figure seemed both two and none as it 
departed with slow pace.ó 

òGia eran li due capi un divenuti, quando n 'apparver due figure miste in una faccia, 
ovõeran due perduti. [é] Ogne primaio aspetto ivi era casso: due e nessun lõimagine 
perversa parea; e tal sen gio con lento passo.ó 

(Canto XXV, Inferno, vv.70-78, Dante Alighieri) 
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òAnd she to me: óThere is no greater sorrow than to recall the joyful time in 
misery, and that your teacher knows.óó  

òE quella a me: òNessun maggior dolore che ricordarsi del tempo felice ne la miseria; e ci¸ 
sa 'l tuo dottore.óó 

(Canto V, Inferno, vv.121-123, Dante Alighieri) 
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òLove, quick to seize gentle hearts, seized this man so strongly, taking him away 
from me in a way that still offends me.ó 

òAmor, ca'al cor gentil ratto sõ apprende, prese costui de la bella persona che mi fu tolta;  
e ôl modo ancor mõoffende.ó 

(Canto V, Inferno, vv.100-102, Dante Alighieri) 
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òConsider the seed from which you sprang: you were not made to live like 
brutes, but to pursue virtue and knowledgeó 

òConsiderate la vostra semenza: fatti non foste a viver come bruti, ma per seguir virtute e 
canoscenza.ó 

(Canto XXVI, Inferno, vv.118-120, Dante Alighieri)  
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òThe sinner sank, then rose again, with his face all pitch. The demons, under 
cover of the bridge, cried out: òHere the Holy Visage has no place!óó 

òQuel sõ attuff¸, e torn¸ s½ convolto; ma i demon che del ponte aven coperchio, gridar: 
òQui non ha loco il Santo Volto!óó  

(Canto XXVI, Inferno, vv.46-48, Dante Alighieri) 
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ò[é] Return to your science, that measures a thingõs perfection, it feels the mode 
of both pleasure and pain, although these cursed people will never attain true 
perfection, they will be nearer it than they are now.ó 

ò[é] Ritorna a tua scienza, che vuoi, quanto la cosa ¯ pi½ perfetta, pi½ sente il bene, e 
così la doglienza. Tutto che questa gente maladetta in vera perfezion già mai non vada, di 
l¨ pi½ che di qua essere aspetta.ó  

(Canto VI, Inferno, vv.106-111, Dante Alighieri) 
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òI did not die, nor did I stay alive, if you have the wit, think of what I became, 
deprived of both.ó 

òIo non mor³ e non rimasi vivo; pensa oggimai per te, sõhai fior dõingegno, qual io 
divenni, dõuno e dõaltro privo.ó  

(Canto XXXIV, Inferno, vv.25-27, Dante Alighieri) 
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ò[é] You taught me how man makes himself immortal.ó 

ò[é]mõinsegnavate come lõuomo sõetternaó 

(Canto XV, Inferno, vv.85, Dante Alighieri)  

 

 

 

 

Watch Revelation In The League Of Sin:  

http://vimeo.com/38674886  

http://vimeo.com/38674886
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CIRCLES & PHASES:  
LARKIN GRIMMõS SOUL RETRIEVAL 

 

By Craig Woods  
 
The term ôenigmaticõ can be hideously overused by reviewers and critics alike in descriptions of 
independent artists beating their own distinct path far from the thoroughfare. In the case of 
Larkin Grimm, however, the term seems quite unavoidable. Born in Memphis, Tennessee into 
an esoteric Christian order and a lineage traceable to the Grimms of European folklore fame, 
Larkin grew up in Georgia, studied at Yale, and has since collaborated with countless notable 
musicians in an itinerant life which has seen her relocate to Alaska, Rhode Island, and most 
recently New York City. In the digital age, the v arious threads of this kind of life inevitably lend 
themselves open to an instant mythologizing. Even the most rudimentary online search of 
Grimmõs name yields a staggering volume of accounts, anecdotes and rumours, which if 
assumed to be only a fraction true still describe a remarkably full life for a woman of thirty 
years. 
 
The real story, however, is Grimmõs music as a solo artist. Since the release of her debut album 
Harpoon in 2005, she has pursued an artistic odyssey that, while ostensibly related to the ôfreak 
folkõ genre, has maintained a peculiar and visionary personality that is entirely its own. On a 
bed of pastoral acoustic guitars with minimal backing arrangements, the songs on Grimmõs 
early albums interweave dark -hued folk melodies with erudite  lyrics veering from the 


