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EDITORIAL

In order to function on this Moreover, a generic, ersatz
beautifully fuckaap spinning ball,  version of nonconformity has

one must aoply with the  peen shamelessly commodified,
UnCha"enged Synthetic rules and masmarketed, driving
dictated by sogtAbkYwi scRUh®SMmal »
meaning °convent {50 Khgsime N Bohspidudu¥ S yet

For the vast majority, the lifelong transparent costumes, all in an
indoctrination that begia$ birth effort to fit in.

provides them with the  nt o a masquer ade
wherewithal to do just that. These garered a sizable attendance.
peoplecou/dbe ser as fortunate. Suum cuique, but t

being passed off as the real MacKay
Then there are those who are s not only wrong, but deisable.
immune, those who simply cannot
assimilate into the manmade Fortunately, amid all the deceptive
framework, even if they wanted to. pageantry, a few steps off the
Not malingerers or malefactors, but heaten path, the unlicensed
pure individualists, who are ynderground cabaret stilleathes,
subjected to unjust criticism, and and the only requirement for entry
forced to deflect incessant s an open mind. So do come in,
demads to conform.  What e embrace your presence.
society fails to realize is that
genuine  nonconformance IS Thjs issue isledicated to Daniel
congenital, and can be a curse for Rains, who materialized on April
some. 29, 1972, and after a sojourn at
number three on the Glasgow
Coma Scale, gave up the ghost on
In recent years, the term \March 21, 1991. Further proof that

°nonconformist» pheasoumod Phcetd be c¢o
into an empty buzzword, and

many who consider themselves
nonconformists arean fact the
diametric opposite by virtue of their
unnatural, and in some cases,
strained efforts to rebel.




COLUMN
THE LAST DREGS OF POVERTY :
BENEVOLENTLY PUMME LLED

Text & Images By Jim Lopez

Last night around 2:00 a.m. |
was contemplating my last
vodka, smoking my last spliff
and nearing the end of a
Nati onal
documentary
Alexander the Great.

about

Before my roommate went to
bed he asked,
Greeks travel great distances,
fight vicious battles and still
have the energy to do all that

An answer pricked my mind
when the phone rang.

A woman seductively
whispered in a baritone voice,

| met her at the Cat Club in
West L.A. The club seemed a
little low -brow for a whore,
but, then, there she was. |

G e o gthoagpthsheckdesv my friend

by the way she walked
straight towards me. Then
she started talking. | was a bit
confused since | had been

0 H dosingd mykelft withs mass

amounts of nicotine, vodka
and Norcos my mother left
behind after she died. When |
actually woke up and realized
that this woman was talking
to me | noticed what a lovely
whore she was. | instantly
wanted to sleep with her; she
was beautiful, so | extended
the first compliment using a
childish euphuism that, in my
mind, would remind someone
of how adults express their
affection for children by
pinching their cheeks: | told
her, oYoudr e
want to burn you with my
cigarette. 6

All her loveliness spewed out
her ass, as her mouth

ol need t tfucked, g e _
properly, can yo (noghgd jinfo, & scornful




purse, which made her more average size cock and balls,
attractive. She resembled a put them on the napkin,
misinterpreting Bloody Mary. pulled a pen out of my back
She walked over to my friend pocket, traced my cock and
with her pucker string wo und balls, signed my name and
tight and wh i s pseriblded my pliokkenum ber,
di dndt jJust say alhte whie thbpmng gshet
he said, did he?d&asnot goi ng t o
balls with her fist. She did,
My friend, Muddy, (who, by however, throw her drink on
the way, | question our me, which meant | had to then
friendship, w e 0 r producm car rew riapkik eand
two people who derive some start over. Then | walked out
sick pleasure in annoying one so as to save myself from any
another and have been known embarrassment.
to fight in public), frowned
and answered h &he, calledin¥ a week later on
heard hi m r i g ht ChristmasTEReecandenvieed me
somet hing wr ong owerttohentartaimher and a
where she then embraced his friend who were house -sitting
judgment of me and told me for a Doctor in the Hollywood
to go fuck myself, which was Hills. | went over there and
of no dire consequence to me: fucked her all over the
everyone has to  fuck Doctor ds kitchen
themselves sometimes just to room, and ate Christmas
get the feel for the sloppy foods and drank from a full
seconds we toss off on others. bar.
| took pity on her and tried to
explain metaphors and Periodically, she would call
euphemism but she stuck her and wanted to fuck; however,
finger in my face and called s he demanded a
me a OFucking fBiacskti anrgd ,060 whi ch
which | heard before and it staying in bed for twenty -four
always had the same effect on hours, but | never spent
me, it turned me on in a twenty -four hours in bed with
delinquent way. So | followed a West Holl ywood
her to her table. When she not being misogynistic, she
sat down | approached her, was a whore by profession.
grabbed a napkin, unzipped
my pants, pulled out my




| appreciated her right where
she was, over the hill, and |
preferred myself just where |
was, on the other side of hill,
wandering around a dirty
horse ranch, wearing
lavender, terry cloth robe with
embroidered duckys on the
back, sipping tea, smoking
cigarettes, reading books
swinging from tree branches
like a monkey on mushrooms,
recovering from the loss of the
only vagina | ever had
stretched around my head,
my mother, and being
annoyed by my friend,
Muddy, who | also lived with
0 by the default of both our
generous natures.

a

At the time | was mildly
annoyed by her phone call
because | 6d had
phr ase, oproper|
l tds such a subj
fucking; a proper fucking for

one person is an improper
fucking for another. So |
answered her with a straight,
Inquisitive, rhetorical

Il rritation, oYou
pounded, from behind, long
and hard, is that what you
mean by proper

She | ewdl vy whi s
an unwashed, wretched, dirty
bitch. o

f uc

P

At that moment everything
oseemedod effortles
gi ve

oCan you me

fucking?é
o | can t

gi ve i my

0 What do you mean

oI sai d, I can
but I tds after
driving twenty minutes, over
the hill, in to West Hollywood
in the rain. If_ you want to
want 0 e

gamble for a proper fuck you
dri ve. And as
makE Pr%mgi;s _S'()

OQ|¥ %hi(ljdren malTe é)rr%mises

and only scoundrels s\Wear. |
find life more rewarding that




challenges the necessity in shedd been to
promises and oath s . 6 first time she had her driver
escort her.
oWil |l you fuck me hard and
|l ong?a6 She as ke dvhen she finally arrived |
attempted a little foreplay, but
| fuck you a shelmaded olioud that sheg
possibly cawasmautt théo Kasn g t ;
not pr omi s i nfgreplayh sotl liftgdoherdskirt,
over whel med. 0 pulled down her panties, bent
her over, slammed her into
oDo you want t o inu bokkshele antt proceeded
and | ong?bo to pound her for as long and
hard as | possibly could, while
She was getting on my last she fixed her orgasmic gaze
nerve and my telephone on the binding of a Diane
tolerance was reaching its Arbus photo book. We
I i mi t oYes. | fucled tin thad popiton rod
you hard and long, and about fifteen-to-twenty
pound you as long and hard minutes. Then she flipped
as | possi bl y c¢adown oBuhe Hedy aanhd ¢ i
| ©dm not pr omi s i npgcnidked c ann heane leasket,
your understanding of a pummeling it into a pulsating
proper fuck, so can we get off pomegranate. | flagrantly
the phone?0 finger-fucked her gushing g-
spot till she deliriously
ol dlelave I n f 1 v e deliguestadt r&kingd me in
she answered, which | the face, so | lavishly licked
understood to be twenty to and salaciously sucked her ass
thirty minutes, which meant and tits and barbarously bit
t hat shedd be eher rlower ibactlg innen ythighs,
place around 3:00 a.m., hips and neck. Then she
limiting what she was hoping rabidly rode my rod, as |
to get. rallied her to fuck me the way
she needed to get fucked o
She left West Hollywood at with a long, hard grind and
2:30 am. | know this to be then | started to blow. She
true because she called every jumped off my swelling cock
three minutes for directions, that was sputtering on her tits
and this was the third time and face, diving down to




shove my expanding
manhood into her mouth; | let
go of the last of it. She
avariciously  sucked and
swallowed. When | final ly
pried my pruning pickle from
her punchbowl she
salaciously slithered up to my
neck, wiping my pre -cum off
her forehead and started
kissing my neck, and pulling
my chin towards her lips for a
kiss. | half-heartedly obliged,
which she sensed, but refused
to accept.

| wanted a cigarette and was

using simple body language
to convey my mood, but she
thought she could seduce me
into another round; however,
I wasnot havi
her hand away from my
deflated animal-balloon and
got up to pour us a couple
vodkas, then | rolled and lit a
cigarette and lay beside her,
attempting to relax.

ng

She was persistent as she
stroked my  pussy-juice-
sperm-dried, flogged phallus
and depressed dodes,
whi spering t o
wasnodt a proper

0Ol gavbest . my

She kept on, and on, and on,
until 1 got up and offered her

a few alternates, D |
roommates and a male dog
wi t h his bal |l s. T |
Italian bologna in one room, a
Scottish bagpipe in another
and crazy mutt gargling his
balls in the corner .
three other pricks in
house. Take

Thatjfod s
the
your D |

She snaked over to the edge of

the bed, taking hold of my

uselessness with one hand

and my ass with the other,

lasciviously  lapping  my

|l oafing nut s, p
| ove when you get e

Ol dm not getting f e
getting homicidal. | gave you

my best. | f youdrl
lidm sulrepuwaantyedne f
three slumbering dicks would

love to be aroused and pickup

where | | eft off. o

ol dondot want thei
whispered, continuin g to lick
and suck.

oDo vyou know how (it
that the Greeks had the

energy to walk across distant

naads, engagde hinawarfare and
thanc stili havge .th@ energy to

fuck?6 | asked her
oTel | me, 06 she
started stretching my sirloin

like it was silly -putty,

bedglge



tonguing my testicles and improperly fucked woman
caressing my keister. was sitting up, smoking a
cigarette, looking a bit pissed
OBecause t hey diofl. s o mu c h
killing that they were stricken
with an insatiable appetite to OAre you sul king?6
affirm |ife.o Then I pal med
her forehead, pushing her ONo! 6 She mur mureff.
back onto the bed, turned
around, naked, and walked 0Good. T heeenp .gbo0 t o
i nto my Italiands r oom, oJohn!
Get up and give this woman a | climbed into bed and laid
proper fucki ng! 6 there half-awake thinking
about the British and their
He rolled over, scratching his fucking bullshit phrase,
eyes, Ol 6m not folPa loipreg youWw,uax ki ngod
he said, misunderstanding oOProperly Fucked. O
me.
The Brits had to pull out of
ONot mg g eNu, t h e itheird soloni@s because they
woman i n my bed weheaon the vecga wfbldsing
satisfy, get up and give her a democracy in their own
proper fucki ng. 6 country,and the most popular
phrase and sentiment they
0 What ar e y 0 u were ablek tb rudtivate while
about?6 John t i r erdseryingathdir edbmocracy
was, OProper
Ol dm tal king a theoBritish Emypie $0 bent out
fucking the woman in my of shape for having to give up
room. O its colonies to appease the
British citizen that they turned
OAre you seri ous against themselves like a
bunch of marauding, blood
OForget 1t, go babkrsoybeGr.ete ks, w
get fucked hard enough and
OYoausshol e! 6 he slinganbugh®@ as |
closed his door.
| lay in bed, next to this
When | went back to my room squirming persistent woman,
where the unfulfilled, thinking to myself

10




t hat phrase one shewas a libidimes liderdirie,|
start using an ancient but | 6 m rmeo. | gaea f o
mythological sex cliché: it my best, and | suppose there
SKULL FUCKING. Next are indeed some Iladies,
person | hear who uses the maybe even whores, who
phrase O0Pr oper | ywouduhale etltbdght ¢hat it
any combination of it is going was a perfect proper fucking,
to get skull fucked. And I but not this woman. She
mean Oproper!| yd sgkadlahd tdssed, kireaming
|l dm gonna st ab ©bfh deamn neglected hnhaughty
head with a spear and fuck knothole and her perturbed
t he gash. T hen pusdymung shenfigallyt had
fuck everyone they ever loved enough of not getting what
with the ir brains smeared all she phoned for and snuck out
over, Omy need tda bealfaf 7 a.m ahd drowe
erection. o back to West Hollywood.

I wasnot t ryi nAs shet dosed bhe door my
discourteous to this woman, dog jumped into bed and
who impulsively drove over rolled up next to me, and |

for a flagrant fuck. The truth finally got some proper rest
Is: | was quite grateful that like a freed colony.




SUNDAY

By Salena Godden

Photo © Thomas Evans

The yellow bile is followed by
the white of coming, like an
egg with salt, a grey
surrounds the vyellow, the
white is cold and slimy. Below
the window the neighbours
child breathes her own name,
repeats it as if it matters. We
all did that once.

Heaving up chunks of snot,
fizzy spitting, this is followed

by the dark bitter packet,
yellow bile, sour as it should
be. That has to be the last
retch, you plead as your eyes
bug out of your head, you
convulse sure something
moved inside, your guts are
trying to escape from your rib
cage. You lie back in the
unmade bed and wonder if
the child below the window
can hear the retching and
coughing, the farting and

12




wanking. You read with one
eye closed, one hand holding
your cunt, smelling yourself,
sweating milk.

| ate eggsonFr i day,
last thing | remember.

Yesterday the sun rose and
the sky was blushing and
pink champagne. Saturday
morningds suntc
tinted bliss, the painters and |
laughed so hard and the
drinks were free and the
world was a beautiful dirty

warm cunt, juicy and possible.

First came daylight and
through the morning we

shouted and screamed at each
other like it mattered, like we

had hatred and we fought
ourselves only to then make
friends and make love, until

the mauve of dusk when we
became soft and hysterical
and then we just were. If only
we could be like that
everyday.

Now I t 0s
think about lighting a fag and
then cough-cough into more
harsh dry retches producing a
dark and bitter bubble resting
on your lips. You wipe it
away with the back of your
hand. Past experience has
taught you nothing, but you
know it is best to start at the

Sunday

bottom of the food chain, at
basic plain bread and water
and work your way up to try

some soup. Tomato is too vile
a red to vomit, and although it

t h d0ké soutishirg and silky,

milk is f oul like curdled whey
when regurgitated into the
toilet bowl. Fruit is to be
avoided, it bounces too sour.
Water it is then, water has

I s mps,ais gushes dacle up

through your nose, the colour
of rain, greenish as zinc.

Reading Tropic Of Cancer
again and again they wrote it
better - but all you can think
about S
bent over, bent over a
bedstead, a bed high off the
floor . How
bent over, yes, bent over a
sink, yes a sink with gold taps
and the dripping of bath
water, a steamy mirror, a fog
of hot bath steam. With your
skirt pulled up and your
knickers ripped down, baggy
at the ankles and your knees
beralingd trembding, as you
have him serve you well.
Holding you by the hair and
the back of your neck, he
holds the base of hiscock and
lets you have it, filling your
cunt with treasure, stretching
your cunt wide and wet with
a continual flow and
pummelling. That would stop

13
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the bile, that would cure the
longing, that would ease the
jumping blood and fidgets.

you or tell you something you
do not know.

You will read the work and
hear her read and it will do
nothing, it will not defrost
you or excite you. Instead you

Come and celebrate te
launch of my new book comes
the text message. Come and
help me celebrate the will say oh | thought so, it is
publishing of my very just as | thought, youol |
ordinary poems. Come and murmur to yourself, oh just as
kiss my arse so high achieving | thought and | thought s@and

you will need a ladder to go to the bar and have her
reach it. Come, she says, | publisher buy you a drink.
never come, she means. She is You say to him,
dressed like a cheer leader congratulations you gave light

with her hair in a side - to yet another book that
ponytail Sheod makesethe wordt sayy ohu l
bend her over the bed or even thought so, just as | thought, it is
over the side of altjustas btiaotightWellsdbne 6 d
never let a cock fidget away Publisher, yes please do buy

me a drink, | will thank you

have a cucumbered
double gin and while you
cheers and chink my glass and
light my smoke, and as we sip

the icy juice of juniper berries,

you tremble like paper and |
knovwd wou azel thinking Bboul t
bending me over the bar right

up inside her clean place. She
did once and all her poems and

are about it, this writing is the
smell of that once-fuck.

Her writing is as if she thinks

she knows what a hard
fucking S but
that one night, the one that

made things messy for a
night, a night where she
drank something and lost
some control, a hair fell out of
her pom-pom ponytail and
her french manicured nail got
almost broken. Come and
celebrate the clean cunt, for
she will not intimidate you or

give you something to kick
against, she will not threaten

now, of asking me to go into

the toilet cubicle wit h you,
you would like me to get on

my knees and beg to be
published by you, you rinsed

out douchbag of a cunt
publisher.

| delete the text message and

switch off the phone and read
with one eye closed. | am

14




falling in and out of love with
Paris. In Parist hey 6 d
you down into the mattress
and slap your face with ten
cocks at once.
pummel and pound you and
rip at your hair and bite your
throat and tell you this is real
love and blood and life.
Maybe though in Paris it is
even worse and they 6 d
say, pooh pooh, it is not
possible, it is not possible, il
n'‘est pas possible. Defeatists
should be shot in the face. The
child below the window
mumbles her father® name
but he is not there to say, yes
dear, she practises just to
please him, yes papa.

| remember he liked to watch
me do this, like this, he would
pull on his aching purple cock
and kiss me while | did this,
excited together, breathing
together. He 0 s
|l ef t him |
whi ch,
anymore and he
stroke me as | sigh and bite
my pillows, drenched in a
white light and milky sweat.

The fridge is hollow. It is a
cold white hole, an igloo that
buzzes, and inside live the
white things like a crust of
brie, old bread, milk enough
for tea and a boled egg. |

j asy

wish someone would put food

p m sithof another colour for

once, some lush spinach
leaves, a steak, some bloody
red téhetoeas.sl paelhtieeyeggl
slowly and crack it like a nut,

spit the bland white away and

eat the greying yolk, salty,

ashen vyellow. This is no
Sunday lunch, no meal for

man but
today.

Later, when
must dress and go to West
London. | will demand to
have gin with cucumbers and
ice. | will stand on a stage in
front of the gawping trouts
and the loud teeth yapping,
the chattering classless and
the pedestrians. They will all
smoke outside and laugh with
each other |1ike
all I will be thinking about is
being fucked from behind. |

g wilhbe thimkimgvaboatrthe Iast
d o n Otime | rs@vnhammdn@ how he
but he
doe s n O t inside, pinned me to the bed

helsl nndet tighth and e thrust
and made me believe in more.

Then my belly will be emptied

of bile and | will have washed
all but my middle finger so |

may smell myself as | hold the
cocking microphone to my
mouth and say good evening
ladies and gentlemen, thank
you for being such a

15
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wonderful audience. When | At times like these performing
descend the stairs and leave feels like a joke. | am
the stage, the audience will all performing to a big empty
murmur oh it is not just as | white fridge but | put the
thought after all. They will colours as livid as bloody
blink and they will touch me tomatoes in there for you,
with disbelief and ask me if | feed you like a rich steak and
will do it again. They will ask decorate you with leaves.
me if | have something to sell, Whilst you buzz continually
something they can take home at the bar like a drone of
to look at in a locked secret fridge music, you talk through
room, something to cheer up my set and clink your glasses
the white, something like and tell your friends you went
bloody tomato soup to vomit to hear a poet. You rehearse
vividly and violently or some these words as you are
dainty leaves to garnish an pretending to listen, you
anecdote at work tomorrow. rehearse the first thing to say
when you walk into your
West London and the dreary, noisy, ordinary work
audience will be weighed tomorrow. By the photocopier
down with Yorkshire Susie with the nice breasts
puddings and treacle tart will ask you what you did this
farts, swilling full glasses, weekend, | went to see poetry
with so much to talk about. and it was not what | thought at
The promoter allows me three all.
gins before he cuts off the free
tab. | was lucky to get the You are like a boiled egg
three! He tells me, if he gave white in dire need of salt and |
three free drinks to all the spit it out. Bland and slippery
performers, well imagine that, to the tongue and when you
he says, imagine that! | allow do listen you blush saying oh |
a smile to play on my lips but di dnot think .of
| could not care less. He is Thawed and alive with blood
charging at the door and | am cursing in your veins you say,
sure he ngamthing ddi di dnot thiamk of
for free. The publisher is with a flush of life you will
there, the king and his merry beg to be bent over the
men, the butcher, the fat kitchen sideboard, with the
controller and a dirth of fridge on full blast, full
whores and magicians. volume Killerherts of freezer
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music. You might not even
wait for it, for the privacy of

home, you might want to fuck

right now outside the venue
and over the bonnets of your
cars and in the doorways of
Nottinghill but as you fuck

this one night for once your
edges defrost. You call out
and you sweat and claw at
each other like your life
depends on it and as though
you believe in more. Only to
clean it all up, like nothing

happened come, what come,
no come, come Monday
morning. Farting and slurping

your coffee, you will not

mention the stains you wiped
away, the things you dared to

feel, the rush of life, the death
you felt in your Monday
morning toothpaste.

Now it is Monday morning
and | wake up in a strange
bed with red colourful sheets
like autumn leaves. We lie
side by side in bed all day
making the sound of love,
whispering words like
flibberdigibits, oohjimaflip
and whadjamacallit. He is
back, the one who likes to
wat ch me do t
remember where he went or if
| left, but he is here again, for
now he is here. We grow shy
and then grow bolder and |
am not careful what | wish

hi

for. He claws at my arching
back, bending over me, my
neck in his grip, my face deep
in the pillows, he bites me and
strokes me as | sigh in utter
happiness, drenched in white
light and milky sweat. Hot

rain, sperm on my skin, white,

salted. Bloody red steak
colour in my cheeks, the
fridge is on fire.

OAfter Hans
© Dolorosa De La Cruz

S . I donot

Beha




THE STREET WHERE JOHN STOCKTON
LIVED

By Paul Buckland
Images © Alexandria D Douros

| saw that gap again

today.
| used to live in the street

where John Stockton lived. He
lived three down. It is a clean,
white suburb outside Salt
Lake City. The lawns are little
patterns and sets. The people
come and go in shadows by
the window.

| had suffered from
agoraphobia for around a year
when | noticed the car parked
outside my home. It had been
there as long as | could
remember, yet | had never
taken notice of it.

[

Everyone has a car
parked in the street, one that
belongs to someone who lives
somewhere, one car that never
moves. It may be covered in
tarpaulin, or a sheet, its
corners
as if it were the murky outline
of a shadow. It may just sit
and rust, turning a chestnut
brown. But it appears that
nobody drives it, that it never
moves, not even of its own
accord.

Most people might think
that the car moves while they
are at work, or collecting the
children and the car travels
with an anonymous driver
along the stretches of
California Boulevard. | was
watching all of the time, so |
saw it all of the time and it
never did move.

It had been there since |
was little, when | could still go
outside. | ran around in the
garden, fell over the fence. |
was a little tomboy.

The car had not changed
since then. It had not rusted,
nor had it any dents or
scrapes that you might expect
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from having sat exposed to
the streets and society at large
for so long.

The car was still metallic
blue. It was a 1978 Corvette. It
shone in the sun, washed
away in the rain. It never
looked wet though, but that
may have just been my view
from my window.

| have a strange thing in
my head. | have agoraphobia
but without a history of panic
attacks. The doctors find it
very strange; it is very
unusual. But it means | cannot
leave one or two rooms at the
most. | feel like there is a
dread, an endless dread,
somewhere in the
background. If | step out into
that world outside, | would
feel the dread upon me, some
great loneliness in a deep,
great hollow, somewhere at
the bottom of this vast ocean. |
know it seems crazy, but that
is how it is.

The car was there. An
ever present force, it was
when | had watched the car
all day, that | began to notice
the boy.

The boy was strange. He
had an eager goop, like he
was constantly spotting a
dime at the curb and was
leaning to pick it up. He had a
wave of brown hair, tall
glasses that stood up from his

face like two kaleidoscopes.
He was lanky, tall and did not
move so well. He looked like
he was never in control of his
body.

| thought, at first, he
was trying to break into the
car. | banged on the window
furiously, shouting for him to
stop. But he never heard me.
It was as though | was just
part of the picture of our
house, and that the noise |
made was no more natural
than the quiet of leaves
falling.

He prowled around the
car. He examined it top to
bottom. | would have phoned
the police, but he assured me
with his inquisitive nature:
roaming around the car,
noting into a blank notebook.

That night | lay in bed
and thought of the car. |
thought of the boy, although
my mother had been shocked
at his incursion into our
neighborhood. | explained |
felt that he meant no harm,
but she would not listen and
insisted Sheriff Smith come
out and look around the car.

| was awake at six the
next morning, praying for the
strength to leave the house, |
suppose. | was religious then,
a praying sort. | am not like
that way now.







| watched John Stockton get in
his car, in his tracksuit and
leave for the basketball court.
| watched his children go to
school (my mother always
tells me they were lovely
children) and | watched his
wife go for groceries. |
watched the neighbourhood
come alive, shake and move in
this world. | watched the car
just sit still.

Two nights later and the
boy was back. | had been
dusting and praying, maybe
humming a little tune when |
caught a glimpse of him. |
ducked behind the lace
curtains. He did the same as
he had done before, only this
time he had a notebook and
was scribbling in it. 1 did not
see what he had written.

| ducked down further. |
counted to twelve, then back
again, just so | could put my
head up. | pushed back and
edge of the curtain, just to let
my eyes over the sill, to be
greeted by another pair of
eyes. The boy was pressed
against the window.

| screamed.

After a while, he came
and knocked on the door. |
had calmed down by this
point, took some deep breaths
and walked around the house

twice just to get my heart rate
down. | can have an attack if |
c atrgét that down to no rmal.
He was at the door,
knocking on it. | said |
c oultd cotne out, very
quietly.
OAre you okay? | didn o t
mean at scare you.
0 lam fine. But | have
agoraphobia. o
oOh. Well, if | knew
what that meant, |on sure |d
feel a lot better. Bu t | 61 |
your word for i1t.o
| did not know why he
said any of this.
oWhat are you doing
with the car?0
0o0h.6
He laughed,
chuckle it was.
00h, that aind a car, girl.0
OWhat is it?6
owel | | 6d | ove t
b u td whriha do that face to
f ace. mAguaeksing bBut |
don't think you'll open this
door to me. o
oMy mother
home. 0
oSure, sure. My name is
Otis, by the way. o
The way kaygsai d
it almost sounded like 'wave'.
oOh. My name is
Samant ha. Samant ha
Otis was a new friend.

a deep
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He left that night as my
mother returned. He said he
would return, that he would
bring me a gift and tell me

more about the car.

All week it was quiet for
me. The neighbourhood was
very lively, being just at the
beginning of spring, there
were many yard sales and
meetings. My mother said this
would be a good chance for
me to step out of the house,
but | knew that feeling would
come over me again and | said
| would not.

It was on the
Wednesday that Otis
returned. This time, | opened
the door to him. | had told my
mother he would call for me,
she scolded and disapproved
of a boy | did not know
coming to visit but she said at

least it was some kind of
contact.

Otis came to the door at
eight o'clock, when the night
was fast drawing in and the
wind was cold. He was
wearing an old suit, the kind |
had seen in thrift shops. He
had brought me some cake
that he had made himself. |
thanked him, mother made
some tea and we sat in the
living room.

He asked me all about
me. | told him of my illness,
my troubles. | told him | had
wanted to go to the university
but mother would not let me.
That was when the troubles
started.

He was very
understanding. He nodded
and smiled. He asked me
about what | liked to do and |
gave a big list of what I liked
to do.

oWow. Wowee. That
sure is a big list of things you
l i ke. O

| blushed.

| wanted to ask about him.
He had such a strange accent.
| had only heard it before,
when | was young and my
mother took me to Red Rock
Canyon. We stopped at a gas
station and the man there
spoke like Otis did. When we
got to Red Rock Canyon, it




was too wet and we had to sit
in the car, my mother said.

| wanted to ask who he
was and where he was from,
when I accidentally
mentioned the car.

| could not get a breath,
| felt grey. Mother and Otis
had to hold me up. Otis had a
frightened look, that of a little
boy.

My mother asked what
had made me so upset and
before Otis could tell her, |
just said it had been the
thought of going out. Otis
received a scowl from my
mother and then she returned
to the kitchen.

OoYou okay?0

ol am fine, Otis, thank you.

Tel | about t
oSure?®
oYeso
Otis produced a map of
calculations, of number and
diagrams | could not begin to
understand. He folded out
various items, leaflets and in
no time at all, the table was
covered with paper.
oThis is what the car is.6
OWhat is this?6
o0 Wel | , 78 Cdrveted a
He always clipped the
t sdn Corvette.
0 No w m alm@&chanic.
Not happy admittin g it, but
not a g o odvembeer ,
fixing cars now for a year. |

me

h

| ove c aupget enoughaoh 6
them. | was just passing
through this neighborhood
when | saw the car one day.
Thought | might buy it from
whoever owned it, fix it up a
little. But nobody owns it.

| put a sign up on it,
when | came back the sign
was gone. | tried again, same
thing. Then | got my buddy
David at the precinct to run
t he
nod all, but they aind on the
system and my buddy David
says they ain@ fake from a
picture | showed him. Then |
noticed this. O

He pointed to a part of a
blueprint of a 1978 Corvette.

ORear axle ratio,
optional, not as standard. |
dhecked. Thére was only three
h unn eamddeighty two of
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those made. Last few months,

| v@ spent all my time finding

t hem. And | di d
in the
couch, a big smile and a sense
of satisfaction apparent.

ol found every one of
these cars, all their owners.
Lot of them are just scrap
now, been gone for years.
Heck, | even found a guy
whose c arevendmasten 0
the year, neither did he. But |
found all three hundred and
eighty two. And
one of them. o

OoWhat does that mean?

oWell, at first, A thought it
could have been modified. But
t h attrighi. Yod would see
soldering marks or other
kinds of mar ks and
t h e rmeguesding on account
of you being in here, that you
ai 1 seen the car up close®

| nodded.

OWell, there aind t
So t tghtt

Otis sat back

mar ks .
And | checked with the folks

at Chevr ol
wrong. 0
| nodded again.
0So what
mean?o
ol have no idea.d
Otis then shuffled
forward on the couch, leaning
in very close to me.
oBut A tell you what |
nk. I t hink

et ,

t hi

weird, not right at all. Like
i t 0 s dike tard dien ship or
isto.m& t h i n 6s!not lfronk e
this world. What do vyou
think?¢

00tis. How did you
know about me?06

ol saw you. First night, |

was here, | saw you looking at
it all funny. And | knew, that
you knew. You knew like |
knew. That it

0So, you saw me at the
window? 0
t h aoNah.cl aaw yeui im thet
car mirror, walking across the
street. Which is kinda strange,
cause now | know you dond
|l eave the house.
weird huh? When | turned
around, you was gone. So

(@]

wasnipt

h a

twihat wereayounddirig out that

ni ght ?0

After Otis left, | felt ill. |
wondered if | had been out of

a n vhe house and | had forgotten.
c But | knaw tmaBwas not true.

How could | be in the
mifroe?y ai not

My mother told me that

Otis had seemed nice, but |

d o e was totbh aeateful. | would be

careful, but | wanted to know
about the car.

Otis was scared like |
was, of what we had found. It
was the first time in my life
that | had ever reassured
It 0s somet hi nd
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anybody about anything and
it did not feel good.

Otis had said he would
be back in a week. That he
was going to talk to a man
who had phoned him, who
had said that he knew
something about the car.

| sat in all week
watching the rain come and
go, a little snow here, a little
sun there. | watched John
Stockton come ad go. |
watched his family mull
around. | watched people on a
Sunday walk each other to
church.

The night Otis was due
to come, | was very excited.
Most of that week, almost
every night, | prayed to God
that Otis might have some
answers for me.

The car was still sitting
blankly out in front.

Otis never came. | do
not know what happened. My
mother said he must have
been busy.

| cried a lot. | cried that
Otis had left me for his world
outside, that he must have
friends and family somewhere
and he had forgotten about
me in my two room universe.

The week passed on.
People came and went,
moving around the car, not
noticing it, not being aware of
its presence. They carried

shining baking trays to each
ot herds houses,
ran through the sprinklers on
the soft green lawns and the
silhouettes of hands beating
air into hot faces could be seen
everywhere. The car did not
move.

On the Friday, when my
mother had gone to see the
Reverend, | heard something
at the door.

| opened to door, to see
Otis standing in the pouring
rain. He was still wearing that
same suit, like he had not
taken it off.

oCan | come in2%

| had said he could and
he came inside.

| gave him a towel to dry
off and made him a coffee. He
said just a glass of water
would be fine.

He apologized, said he
had been running in the rain. |
had asked him why he had
not come by when he had said
he would. He said sorry, that
he had to work late.

Then he began to cry.

He said he had not been
working late, that he had told
me a lie. He sat by our
fireplace and cried. He told
me that the man he had spoke
to about the car had told him
to look inside and that is what
he was doing the night he
couldnd come.






He had waited till we
were all in bed, had crept to
the car and tried to break in.

ol didn @ try to steal, |
promise you that Samantha, |
promise you that, may He
judge me, | did not try to take
that car. | had to see inside. |
tried the handle and it
wo u l tdloudge. So | tried
tapping into it with a knife,
then a chisel. It wouldn't
move! The

| took a brick, okay, I
threw it against the windo w
and It woul dnodt
wonot open! o

He looked very pale.
Otis looked very ill.
oThe car, it wond t

wtat ap@n?0
He cried more, | offered
him a tissue. He cried, then
said he had to go.

He moved quickly; |
was calling for him to stay,
but he crossed over that door
and he was gone.

| never told my mother
of the incident. She would not
have understood.

About a week later, | got
a letter from Otis.

The words in the letter
were very badly spelled, but |
could still read it, | even wrote
a finer copy.

ope
Wh 'y

Dear Samantha,

c atropew.o u | ok

| am sorry | had to leave
you in such a rush, | have to go. |
have to leave this town.

In the letter, he told me
how hard his last gar had been
for him. He was sent away from
his village, little place outside the
city he never told me the name of.
He was a Mormon, banished for
misdemeanours, but he knew it
was because there just were not
%ugh wives to go around. He

had not spoken this parents or
brothers in a year,
wouL()j

he never
again.
I—rle%gdl%éen uplsett to leave,
he had tried to get right with
God. He had got a job and
Iealtrned to live in the city, but he
fbund it hard. He had done all
kinds of wrong things, (he would
not say sin} like paying money
for sex with a woman and being
drunken. He had seen his friends
from the village fall away, unable
to cope. They had all died and he
was alone, but he believed he
could make it. He worked hard,
he studied and he prayed. The car
had desoyed all of that.

He told me in the letter
that the man he had met had told
him that the car had taken
everything from him. That the
car was the worst thing in his
life.

He told me that on the
street where John Stockton lived,
was the most unspeakalifeng.
The thing that had taken his life
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to pieces around him, was in the
form of a blue Corvette.

Otis told me the man was
called Campbell Crass, but he
wouldn't want to be contacted.
He told me to look inside the
Corvette.

Look inside, Samantha.
Look nside, | know you can't
leave the house but do it for me.
Please try.

Love, Otis.

There was a return
address.
| did want to go inside. But |
could not leave the house.

It was another week
when he wrote me again. | do
not think he understood my
The dread was

problems.
nearer now.

Dear Samantha,

| guess you have been
inside it now. | guess you have
seen what | have seen. | have
asked for answers but | have not
understood.

You have seen the inside of
the car your way.l saw itas an
endless corridor, grey and
eternally lit. Crass saw it as the
same, only it was white. Both of
us saw a silent, infinite space, lit
by some unknown light from |
don't know where. But the point
remainsinside the car is not a
car, it is some boundlegmrt of
the world, some open part of this
universe.

| asked Crass for an
explanation, before he died. He
told me, that he thought that the
car was just the 'plug in the
universe sink' as he put it. That
the universe existed, and the car
was just a consegnce of it, like
maths gone to hell. Like when the
universe was born, the car was
there and always will be because
it's part of it all, like the
remainder in a sum he called it. |
don't believe it. Everything is
here for a reason, isn't it?

| think God pt the car
here. It's just a thing that has to
be here, because the world is here.
| think it has a purpose, | think it
has. | think we all do. | think you
do. I think I do, but it's not in
this city.

Love,
Otis x

Something, somewhere,
a delicate whisper in my head,
told me that Otis was not
here, that he had left the
world. | did not know if it was
true.

| still look out at the car.

It never gets wet. It
never rusts nor changes.
Inside, there might just be an
endless empty space, one that
goes on the length of Utah
and beyond. One big space
where a car interior should be.
But that is the gap, the gap |
can see every day.




From the window, | can
see in its window. And | can
see the interior of the car. |
wonder, sometimes, if Otis
just made these things up just
to scare me, but | know the
look on his face that night was
real. He had seen something
very wrong in this world.

On the street where
John Stockton lived, there is a
car, a 1978blue Corvette and
inside that car is an endless
space that should not exist but
does, because of maths or God
or whatever. But | cannot
bring myself to cross the front
door to ever see that it does.

0The waking
rationalizing
consciousness is a danger
and whoever has lived
among conscious
Europeans knows in fact
that i1t is

(Nietzsche)
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(1960s Radical Modernist Narrative elements in Lindsay
Ander $¢med s

By Stephen Sennitt

Lindsay Anderson directed
Ifé in early 1968 against a
background of increasing
agitation and provocation in
film, the arts and cultural life
in general. Rumblings of
revolutionary dissatisfaction,
making themselves heard
most clearly on the campuses
of Paris and in various
locations in the USA, seemed
to come to a head while | f &
was still in post production.

Upon its release in 1969, f é
was regarded by some critics
as being almost prophetic. As
Charles Silet points out (2):
0 The same The dNsw e
York Times which carried
notices of the film also carried
photographs of students at
Cornell University
brandishing guns and
uprai sed cl osed

For a time, Anderson, with his
background in acerbic film
criticism (3) and his anti-
establishment commitment to

uncompromising film mak ing
0 realised in the formation of
Woodfall with Tony
Richardson and others 0
became ©O06a sort

to the student generation of
the 660s.0 (4)
challenging subject of | f é

may have echoed with
uncanny accuracy the
youthful, revolutio nary spirit

which sparked the incendiary
events of t he May
riots, It is not |
anti-establishment story that

we find such elements, but

also in the way the film was
made, revealed by the plot-
stau€ture, with A nderson
incorporating a | | teli-e
consciousd elements of
Modernism to create a style to

suit his subject.

of

fl if 8 digdedinto eight parts,

or vignettes, each one opening
with a caption which is meant

to act, perhaps, as a sly
comment on the supposed
neat, regulated existence of its




public school setting, which Just as the viewer begins to
ideally strives to bring a sense suspect Jute as the focalising

of order and formality to character of the film, the
everyday existence @ in every orientation shifts to emphasise
sense a microcosm of the Mick (Malcolm McDowell),
world at large & but fails to do and his friends Johnny (David
SO. | n Ander s on dWood)daed Wdlaze @ichard
use of the caption, or chapter War wi ¢c k) , 0€hed,Crjjus
heading, we can see a gtique who reveal their dislike of
of the typical bureaucratic 0The Whipsd in scofn
aim to dcont ai ndn these fearly scendse their
labels and compartments. In rebellion is mild and non -
this sense t he 0 cohflorgational. sSFor esample, a s
an ironic device; a neat and Mick has grown a moustache
tidy counterpoint to the over the summer, which he
confusing and chaotic action conceals under a scarf on his
unfolding on the screen. way into school. He reveals it
to his friends quickly, before
This confusion is centred in shaving it off in case any of
the opening scenes (atitled t he masters or 0 Wh i
0Col | egedRiIdd wom 6 him.
Jute (Sean Bury), the new boy,
desi gnated ©0Scumdhesen oDpempngc a scengs
horrible public  school establish an  atmosphere
tradition, a character almost redolent of intimidation and
frozen with anxiety in the confusion, and suggest an
whirl of incomprehensible anti-authoritarian stance to
activity . arbitrary power systems. But
there is something else at
He makes t he 0 mwok t &t e dhanifests  via
addressing Rowntree (Robert Ander sonods combi qti
Swann), one of the scripted and improvised
i ntimidating 0 Whctiom $§5Pwhichahasded critic,
Head Boy, as 0 s iEfizabeth SRgsex otcamenent:
makes no effort to OFrom the begi [ 0
accommodate the feelings of calculated lunacy about this
the boy, and in fact seems to real environment that could
purposefully add to his be regarded as pushing
disorientation by shouting: towards fantasy. o(p)

~

O Run, run I n t he corridor! o




Modernist concerns about the
representation, and indeed,
the politics, of reality and

fantasy are inherent in | f é

from the outset, and
Ander sonods

approach to direction,

incorporating both scripted

and improvisational
techniques, exploits these
concerns to great effect.

The second section is entitled
0Col | &g é@©nce again
assembled. 0
takes place in the chapel
where a smug air of authority
Is exuded by the masters and
t he 0 Wrhis ig sodtrasted
by wvarious short scenes
depicting typical incidents in
the day to day life of the
school; from the studied
eccentricity of the history
master (played by Graham
Crowdon), to the casual
brutality meted out to Biles

(Brian Pettifer) by the 6 Whi ps R,own tsr e &ad

and the kindness of Wallace
wh o comes t o
helping to release him from

the humiliating position of

being tied and suspended
upside down in the toilets. All

this is achieved by a series of
ellipses, creating an episodic,
slightly disori enting effect in
typical Modernist style, which

allows for no clear cut signs of
Cause and Effect. The

The

Bi

emphasis is instead focussed

on the arbitrary, subjective
nature of experience, which in
turn suggests a selfconscious
Minimalist strategy on

S p oAn daenresquans Ghough the

parametric values of the film

as a whole are open to

guestion.

The technique of juxtaposition
continues in the next
sequence, which is entitled
O0Term Ti med.

sckneg, s showisgc edifferent
characters in different
circumstances, ®ntinue to

create contrasts between the
OCrusalfle

rebellious
arbitrarily victimised smaller
boys, and the priggish
conceits of
scene which illustrates this,
and for ms one
major themes, is the one in
whi ch t he
discussing beauty of
Phillips
(Rupert Webster). In a typical
digplyd @ i dboobshness,
Rowntree gives Phillips to the
oily Denson (Hugh Thomas),
whose homosexuality is less
guar ded t han
own. It seems that all
exchanges such asthis are
determined by an impersonal
sado-masochistic element
which allows for no true
emotional expression in terms

the
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of love or attachment. In
contrast,
posters of nubile young
women strike the viewer as
radical in this climate of
homosexual tyranny. Here,
Lindsay Anderson is creating
a dichotomy which reverses
the usual dialogues of sexual
politics, in that hetersexuality
becomes an idealistic weapon
of the persecuted minority.
This is illustrated in the scenes
which juxtapose Denson in his
warm, well -appointed room,
being languidly shaved by
Phillips, with Mick, Johnny
and Wallace having to
undergo the ordeal of early
morning cold showers
because a
has caught them drinking the
night before.

These

revolutionary themes
continue in the next section of

the fil m, enti
Romanced.
deeper attachment IS
suggested between Wallace,
who exercises impressively on
parallel bars, and an
entranced Bobby Phillips who

looks on in admiration. Just in

case the audience has
suspected a reactionary
homophobic message in Ifé

we see in this exchange of
gazes a real potential for
deeper homosexual

hypocr

t |

Her e,

attachment

other words it is non-
conformism per se which is
frowned upon, however the

school itself cares to define it,
rather than any real sense of
outrage at O0Ii

The sequence where Phillips
watches Wallace is handled
with sensitivity and subtlety.
Anderson turns this part of
the film to a subjective reverie
which  the viewer sees
through Phil I i p&s
Everything turns a delicate
sepia 0 roseate monochrome,
and time slows down as
Wal | aceds act.
slow imotian. OnéeWiore fheie
is a meaningful juxtaposition
between this sequenceand the
following scenes which follow
a rapid series of disconnected
incidents featuring the
e @r utsRuidteu aslod
Mick is euh she expmstulates
with  delight :
bl ood! d8) ,
announcing that the cheering
must be louder at school
sports events, and Mick and
Johnny creating their own
street theatre as they run
around the local town bound
together by toy handcuffs.
These high spirits lead to
Mick performing his first
aggressive O0re
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when he steals the motor cycle
and he and Johnny drive to
the café where they encounter
0The Girl o

The feral sexual act between
Mick and the girl & which
takes place against the
soundtrack of
prevalent theme, the
Oprimitived Cong
the Missa Lubacombined with

the roaring of tigers or lions &

is shot in a disturbing,
expressionistic style which
utilises black and white and
colour film stock, creating a
fluid montage of sound and
images in  which spacial
orientation is distorted, giving

a sense of the emotional
impact of the encounter. It
seems that the implied
ritualised violence of the
sequence is a precursor to the

vi ol ent /
of the rest of the film, which

has caused Elizabeth Sussex to
comment: dn the way that the
picture cuts from scene to
scene, ideas are constantly set

up in opposition to each other

so that stylistically as well as
logically we are moving to the
violent explosio

(7)

Violence is certainly the theme
of the next section, but as its
heading implies 86 Di sci pl

ot his S 0l egi ti mht
sanctioned violence; though it
is meted out arbitrarily, as we

(Chri dteiamen Nohoen adhGr.us adejr s

to be punished for any specific
transgressions but, as
Rowntree puts for their
o0gener al atti

it,
tude

tproteacted f iahdm d gguelling

scene, we witness the caning

ofl eJeheny, m&Vvallace o &nd

finally, Mick, who receives the

most punishment at the

sadistic hand of Denson who

says t o Mi c k , )
something indecent about

you. The way you just sit

t her ledking at everyone.
Webve decidedorto bfa
It. o(8) This inscenef] v
one take after being rehearsed

and improvised several times

by the players (9) and it
communicates an atmosphere

of almost unbearable tension

f ant astb the vievdem Omcel more ethed

director nsadeaudF|po
Modernist technique which
was worked out with the
actors so that the full potential
of the scene could be realised.
This experimental approach to
film making is a motif of
Modernist cinema, which
oftenatdnded th dispease witho
working too closely to scripts,
or camera set ups. (10)

Though such improvisation
hash e 0 been sometimes
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associated with a kind of
artistic
Anderson appears to have
utilised whatever techniques
or approaches which best

realised the effect he was

whi ch echoes

0 p r emounding s in e thes dencing

match in the form of a sort of
Faustian pact. The real Holy
Grail was a chalice of blood

which was revered by the
heretical Knights Templars,
the historical role models,
perhaps, of these latter day
0OCrusader so.
symbol of blood foreshadows
the violence to come, acting as
a thematic motif of typical
Modernist complexity.
reacti on

trying to achieve, being
neither hind bound by
tradition or Modern
theoretical dogma.(11)

Following on from the
previous section, part six is
not  surprisingly  entitled
0 Re s i s tMincckedds.

to the beating seems to have It is in the final two sections of
focussed his rebellious stance, Ifé that the chaos and

and we see him throwing 6cal cul at ed | unac
darts at magazine stills elements which override the
realistic elements of the film,

in the sense that the constant

ause Of sjuxtapositionnbgcomes

depicting middle class life and

traditional values. Meanwhile,
Rowntree makeg
announcement to College surreal or absurdist in effect.

House: it seems the school has This begins in part seven,

won some Omemorie@anticthlaedd ceForth to
of which they all should be the school is practising

proud. In contrast, Mick, military style field exercises.

Johnny and Wallace perform a Scenes of the boys in their
solemn bonding ritual in uniforms are interspersed

which they cut their hands with scenes of Mrs. Kemp

and clasp them together in the (Mary  McLeod) roaming

time  worn  gesture  of naked around the empty

soli darity. 0 We dorms, & aathera ¢raiesceie

I n this rebel | i oimage whishahas bee icalldd .

Here the empty symbolism of OPi nteresqued.

t he Omemor i als qdned are en@rrupted by a
contrasted with the vital act of rain of the Ore

t he bl ood ritualMi cAndeards 0dnfdosu n d
anti- authoritarian message is section SiX. The true

seal ed in Dbl ood;conéequereeés ob Iwaro sodn,
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become apparent as Mick
fatally stabs the remonstrating
chaplain with his bayonet.
There is an abrupt cut to the

Johnny and Wallace (who has
now apparently openly
decl ar ed hi s

love for Phillips) find the

headmaster ds st udache whweapens vihat is to
see the 0Crusadercase adalethes udeathe dnd

by the headmaster (Peter
Jeffrey) to apologise to the
dead chaplain who is being
kept in a drawer in the
headmaster ds
Modernist terms, this truly
surreal moment could be seen
as the defining scene of the
whole  film. The sheer
absurdity of the scene has a
disturbing, disorientating
effect which makes the viewer
doubt whether what he / she
is viewing is meant to be
reality or fantasy. Apparently
there are no simple answers,
as Anderson chooses not to
provide any mutually
exclusive definitions. (13)
Once again, this is a quality
we find in Modernist film
narratives in contrast to the
'Hollywood' mainstream.

Also of note here is the
satirical ridiculing of the
liberal, ostensibly progressive,
headmaster whose
puni shment of
takes the inept form of giving

destruction I n
scenes.

The final sect
c aterminages . in Ilan well

choreographed depiction of
mayhem, beginning as smoke
appears in the lecture hall in
which General Denson
(Anthony Nichols ), the
obnoxi ous Dens
giving an address. As the
suffocating smoke thickens,
the audience begins to panic.
There is an undisciplined
dash for the doors. The scene
cuts to a high angle exterior
shot which reveals the

Ocrusader soo vant a

the roof opposite. Explosions
and gunfire follow, and a low
angle shot reveals Mick firing
a sten gun, which is followed
by a montage of images of
warfare between the school
and the rebels. Finally, after
many casualties on the school

t hsides 6 rmaludidge r 6 the
headmaster, the camera closes

t he OCrusader s @ on Mickh nfhe film ends

constructive work to do! It is
while cleaning out the bric -a-
brac under the lecture hall
stage that Mick, 6 T h e

with a stationary shot, which
reads in the script:

oiSapt 718.

Or evio |

(@)}



Close up of Mick frantically stance of radical artists in the
blazing away with his sten 0 6&,0and which Anderson in
gun O a torrent of bullets. particular had honed to a fine
Camera holds on him: his face art if such quotes as these are
desperat e, unyi e ltalden mtg codsideration:

0Shot 719. oOYour demands
Cut to black. Silence. Fade in impossible, but how can they
to superimposed title (scarlet). be less? To make a film is to
Title: 1 f €18) create a worl d.
O0The artist
In a Dblatant gesture in the hand that feeds him. He
defiance of convention, but must aim beyond the limits of
which totally suits the subject, tolerance. His duty is to
Anderson (with co -scripter become a monster. o
and original author, David
Sherwin) ends the film with a Perhaps this is also the duty of
deliberately ambiguous image Mick Travis and his
literally freezing the action 0Crusader s o, Obl az
mid -frame, creating a a frenzy of nihil istic violence
chillingly nihilistic effect o at the bureaucratic system
once the violence has been which  marginalizes  and
instigated there can be no punishes what it cannot
turning back. There is nothing appropriate and render
left to tell. Existence becomes harmless. In the violent milieu
solely about annihilation. As of r adiscad,l which O
Mi ck Travis s ays refle@et haerapaly ichengingo
such thing as a wrong war. world that seemed to be
Violence and revolution are falling apart at the seams, Ifé
the only pure acts. War is the can be seen as a fascinating
last possi bl e cr eat iexampleaof uncamprantsjng
Whether these words form a Modernist  film making,
facet of Li n ds a yrefleétingdtlee rexastemtial singst
personal philosophy is not the of the times in which there no
point. longer seemed to be any
simple solutions or easy
In the final analysis | f &orks answers.
on the Ilevel of sheer
provocation, something which
was essential to the Modernist
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TRANSGRESSIVE

Images by Sue Fox

Text; The Heart of Prajna Paramita Sutra

Bodhisattva Avalokitesvara, while deeply immersed in prajna
paramita, clearly perceived the empty nature of the five
skandhas, and transcended all suffering.




Sariputra! Form is not different from emptiness, emptiness is not
different from form. Forms emptiness, emptiness is form. So it
is with feeling, conception, volition, and consciousness.

Sariputra! All dharmas are empty in character; neither arising
nor ceasing, neither impure nor pure, neither increasing nor
decreasing




Therefore, in emptiness, there is no form;there is no feeling,
conception, volition, or consciousness; no eye, ear, nose, tongue,
body, or mind; no form, sound, smell, taste, touch, or dharmas;

-
r’/

I

4&?

no realm of vision, and soforth, up to no realm of mind
consciousness; no ignorance or ending of ignorance, and so
forth, up to no aging and death or ending of aging and death.




There is no suffering, no cause, no extinction, no path. There is
no wisdom and no attainment. There is nothing to be attained.




By way of prajna paramita, the bodhisattva's mind is free from
hindrances. With no hindrances, there is no fear; freed from all
distortion and delusion, ultimate nirvana is reached.

By way of prajna paramita, Buddhas of the past, present, and
future, attain anuttarsamyaksambodhi. Therefore, prajna
paramita is the great powerful mantra, the great enlightening
mantra, the supreme and peerless mantra. It can remove all
suffering.




This is the truth beyond all doubt.

And the prajna paramita mantra is spoken thus: Gate gate
paragate parasamgate bodhi svaha

*(translated from Chinese by Buddha Gate Monastery)
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SOLITARY BROTHER

By Christopher Nosnibor

Photos © Max Reeves

It was a Wednesday morning. |
had been loitering by the drinks
machine for quite some time and
my thirst was beginning to s pread
to a large dry patch of parched
discomfort in my  throat.
Dehydration, and no mistake. |
should have known better than to
have gone with the gin the night
before, but for the first time in
weeks | had at least had a few
hours worth of solid, heavy,

uninterrupted and seemingly
dream-free somnium, for which |
could be grateful. | had precious
little to be grateful for, and so such
small chinks of light in the
otherwise dark shroud which was
at this juncture smothering the
entirety of my dismal life made all
the difference. The reason for my
lengthy lean against the edge of
the coffee lounge was an
overweight stooge who had seen




fit to get a drink for not just

himself, nor even his immediate
colleagues, but everyone in the
company, save for myself, of
course. | was uncomfortable,
hung-over, dried up and tetchy:

the volume of awkward letters

and tasks on my desk was
showing no signs of
diminishment, and I was

beginning to get the fear over the
potential complaint being lodged

against me for my conduct earlier.
| forgot, the client is always right.

| coughed as the guy at the
machine continued to mill about,
looking blankly at the machine as
he struggled to remember what

drinks he was required to collect,
and for whom. He looked up at
me, his face the archetype of
gormlessness.

oYou waitind for
dumbly, his jaw slack as he
nodded his head sideways toward
the drinks dispenser.

Rightly or otherwise, | was unable
to contain my
just watching you for a spot of

mid -morning entertai n ment .

Unsurprisingly, my causticness
was lost on the fool, who stood
and looked blankly at me, without

a trace of comprehension in his
dull eyes. His mouth remained
open, his thick, red lips glossy
with saliva. He flicked his greasy
fringe from his eyes and
continued to look through me. The
fop of dense lank hair flopped
back into his eyes, obscuring his
dense eyebrows and half of his left
eye. oYeh?o

I coul dndét toler
| was tired, thirsty, crabby, and as
much as | hated my job, | had to
get things done if | was to knock
off in reasonable time today and
retain my position, which at least
allowed me to pay most of the rent
and buy enough ale to keep me
sane. oNo, y ou
cunt ,
have been waiting patiently here
for al most t en
spat abrasively.

this?6 he asked
The stooge looked somewhat
taken aback by my minor
out burst. Cunt
words which was considered
acceptable in the workplace, but

s a r chers m.the oQdrpaoratioh &vould

insiston hiring t h e mé
OAwwr i ght,
flapped, his bespittled saveloy lips
aquiver with surprise and affront.
Then he stopped and looked at me

|l dm gagging

wa S

awwr i g



once more, struggling to decipher
an appropriate course of action.

| raised my hands in an

exaggerated, exasperated shrug,
my eyes aflame with frustration at

the obese
idiocy.

C 0 me
got a
y want

wanna

|1
onl
Belated display of courtesy
accepted, | nudged my way past
his bulging midriff into the small
space between the  chair
surrounded coffee tables and the
wall against which the drinks
machine stood. | drew myself a
plain water, and began to put the
plastic vessel containing the
precious liquid to my lips. As | did
so, | took a step away from the
machine, and in doing so
stumbled slightly on the oversized
shoe of the twat, slopping a
mouthful of the water down my
chin and tie.
sharply under my gin -tinged
breath.

A loud, thunderous sound met my

ears as the doughboy erupted into
a behemoth explosion of mirth
which initiated a perpetual motion

over his near-lithic fleshly

mountain of a torso. His lips
became further flecked with spittle
as he shook and wobbled
uncontrollably at my minor
mishap. | dropped the water as
paroxysms of rage took hold of

buff oon 6dmy baodyn 1y musaes terssddlag |

looked on. The tubby bastard
laughed a big, fat, thick-lipped
ilamigh, tie fatered mouth, emitting
f tomes mfoidictic jowalityg &0 be an d
0 haeghefl atrway ane thiad. Toéba
laughed at on a day like today
may well have been another, but
to be laughed at by this fucker was
altogether different again.

Anger rose in my chest and |
shapped, reaching for a wooden

chair leg which had been detached

from the broken chair, no doubt

by the deposition )
bulk upon it, and deposited for

safe keeping propped against the

wal | of t he
partition wall near the drinks
machine. The improvised bat
connected with his potato of a

0 F uhedd, hés mahnifoldcchims goggling

in the aftermath of the initial

impact. The sound was gratifying.

| continued swinging at his dense

bl ock: | 6d sil ence |t
bloated fuck, and persisted in my

striking, clubbing the half -life like

a baby seal, repeatedly
bludgeoning, bludgeoning,

cof fllee



bludgeoning bludgeoning
cuntmeister would learn the hard
way not to laugh at me, and once
hedd stopped
him what was really funny. Then
|l 6d skin the
on slab and peel him like a plum
tomato, taking the taught, pallid

skin from the layers of stinking

fat, the yellowed and festering
manifestation of the worst kind of

capitalist indulgence. The laughter
turned to a scream of terror, which
in only a short time was reduced
to a whimper, and finall y a gurgle
as red fluid began to flow from his

fat red no longer laughing mouth.

Oh, | 6d shut the

Blow after blow after blow, each
blow responding with a dead
thump as his blubber rippled like
dead jelly in involuntary response.
| stood over him with the hunk of
wood clasped with white -knuckle
firmness as gouts of blood spurted
from that fat ugly mouth, the
cunt ds
long having been transformed to a
twisted, broken, pulped sneer of
horror. The crack of tooth and
bone, the flood of plasma and
platelets filled my dead heart with
satisfaction. | kicked the shit in the
porky belly, dropped the chair leg
onto the stodgy hulk which
constituted his corpse and strolled

Il ndul gent

t hi soff back to my desk, leaving the

bleeding bulk to the next poor dolt
to gather up when they went for

| a u g hthein igext ihsid caffeineo bwost. |

glanced over my shoulder at the

b ast aminted hulkaand was pheasedito

note that his fact imbecilic head
was well and truly stoved in.

| recoiled at the brutality of my
thoughts. | sniffed, wiped the
droplets from my tie, which
would dry in a matter of minutes,
and removed the dribble from my
chin with the back of my hand. |
glared at the laughing gnome,
whose piggy eyes shone with
sadistic amusement. | took a gulp

f ofcwateruffom the depleted cup

and straightened up.

OShut up, you f
and beat my exit swiftly.

| returned to my desk and placed
the dispensed beaker in a space
where the papers, files and stacks
of stationery were relatively

isimllow.c iTHei asuall &angpver

sweat was beginning to flood
down my brow, and | began to
shake. The shake was more than

just the usual tremble of alcohol
t hough.
I nt efl |

withdrawal,
fear. 0l 0, an |
man, O I t hought .
capacity for reasonable argument

andsensidl e debateéeod



Yes, but does he? Dumb fucks such as down. Al this
he only understand the language of

the physical.

ng, O

Exactl y.

N o but s.

anyway,
vi ol ent

the problem? Christ on a bike, simmer
time  spent
philosophising about how the
differentiating feature between high
and lowlevel intelligeace is the

Pntel 11 9gBdiy to ShdHdEradil Enfbdes of
Ireiterat gdgnk dut 6w GHed and where

estraint S requifr e

r
Thatos heOn¥dere§ OpBtScide, Y r8pé, public
understand what action

appropriate for the occasior¥ou vast plethora of other indecent,
canodot reason

You
y ou

IS most  exnosure, incest, paedophilia and a

Wi th  fyih6ral! | d6&afly OunacdeptdBle,
morally repugnant acts and not acted.
| tds healthy to conjsi
doing which makes the difference. Of
knowcolrdeOthe shnfeUaPplies fbNcBrtain
di dno tinacfioRst whithP @d)y hav® Yroved

i mpul ses, d@adriyRdr’t aJ0 tWh ay &



that fucking book, you feeble shag! Corporation had a habit of ageing
And ague back when yeopled Lilee mg.oTiodaya | must
point! Get a spine, you mollusc! have looked about seventy-five.
And unhealthy to boot.
My self flagelatory contemplations
were brought to an abrupt halt by OThi s i s t he |l nco
a woman arriving beside my desk Ledger Process  Department
and speaking, her voice severing Division A3.1-Q: , i snot
my connection to my inner self. prattled, a tad nervous in her
delivery.
OChris Nosnibmed ?0 she enqui
oUmuh, 6 I sniffed.
oYeah, 6 | sighed.
OAnd vyou ar e Chri
ol spoke t y ou Oshe reitefated. O phone
earl i erebo she continued

hesitantly. | nodded.

oUmuh, o grdnt edAndnoynou de a-levewi t

committally. Sump Case Reindexations for the
Northern Divisions and
| looked her up and down. She Conclusive Executors and
was plain. Not average, though, to C. R. U.D. St akehol de
be fair. Average can be equated to persisted, bending forward in an
ugly. Most peopl e atengpt td €atcty my eyeh She @i
the average. The wrong side of catch my eye. With her cleavage.
plain. That was in her favour. But Unremarkable it was, but to be
she was unremarkable in every presented with any half -fair
sense. Five sevensh, size ten to cleavage at the comfort of my own
twelve, say 34-B-ish, shoulder de sk at el even
length mousy hair, neither dry nor Wednesday wasnot
greasy, normal skin type, mid - was likely to balk at. Under
brown eyes, no major defects, normal circumstances. | felt the
regular nose, even enough teeth, bile rise from my churning
unremarkable clothes. Late 20s, stomach and inhaled a large gulp
early 30s, | guessed, but she could of air with my lungs, and a long
have been a little older. Life at the draught of jug with my eyes.




oYes, yes, 06

do excuse me, I
point finishing the sente nce. | rose
unsteadily from my chair and

made my way hastily past her and

into the gents. | dove into the first
cubicle and regurgitated my last
cup of water, along with a

generous serving of intestinal acid.

As relief swept though me, |
hoped t dadt closkedere
checking her as
forward and thought | was in
need of a different kind of relief.
As | spat the final gobs of bitter
phlegm from my throat, | realised

t hat it di dnot mat tfler

bl uatherr dedk. by oriew, eia sher,
h depaetment ovié h der dblkeagues,

doing whatever mundane job it

was that she did, does, and will
continue t o do. S h
forgotten her encounter with me
within minutes.

not recognise her again if she

walked up to me and thrust her

tits in my face. Again.

| checked my watch. 11:15. 45
m@tes da lunchy eantrip to the

Li on, and an hour 0
this hellhole é



SAM KNOWS

By Claire Godden Rowland
Photos © Malcolm Alcala

N

O I know. ©
That was all Sam said.

He dipped low and whispered
it in my ear as he offered me a
cake which he presented like a
waiter on a platter. His words
rattled around my head like a

bullet ricoch et. Silently | took a

cake and bit into it, blankly. |

coul dnot even | ook
knew. Sam knows. How could

he know? | found | was quite

unable to chew the cake, it was

a Viennese whirl, but it was

like dust in my mouth which

had become very dry.




The room continued with its
little family scene, blissfully
unaware that | had ceased to
breathe. This scene was so
familiar. The chatter of tight,
unnatural conversation, the
s mel | of Aunt
mixed with the hideous smell
of her dog which constantly
mai nt ai ned t hat
aroma. Sam was watching me,
slouched in an arm chair, a look
of enjoyment played on his lips
and he seemed to have a
diabolical aura about him, like
a villain in an old movie. He
was practically rubbing his
hands together in glee with the
damsel strapped to the train
tracks. Only there was no hero.
There was no cavalry coming
for this damsel.

Sam knew.

Sam raised himself to his full
six foot and glanced down at
me.

OPrue, 8 he
help take outt he cups,
For a second | was unable to
move, unable to speak. I
caught sight of Angelica on my
brotherds knee,
on her golden hair giving her a

sacred glow like an angel. |
stood and silently followed
Sam into the kitchen which
smelt of fried food. The
conversation from the other
room grew distant from us as

J atheéd door swugga shet t behind

me, leaving us alone.

Samvwhadt his back tg e, stood
at the sink. 0l
repeated.

0 Know what?80
OWhat do you

He knew | 0d kil
knew | 6d stoved
and thrown him in the canal.

He turned to face me, leaning
against the sink and drying his

hands I N a t owe |
about Mi ck. O
OMi ck who?9d

A

OPooOT , dead, Mi

| felt sick; he knew | was a

began kitexrsthea bortyof siékY thal
Mainge 200 much saliva into

your mouth as if to lubricate
the vomits return voyage. |
swallowed hard and
desperately searched for the

t dproprsate rthing #onsay, nhg

room spinning around me.







OYou C 0 me
tomorrow, after y ou drop little
oun at
my shoulder to check we were
alone and then he winked
|l ewdl y at me .

a |little chat

So here | am stood outside Sam
house.

and Si mos

Sam: the cousin who stood at

my broth e r Si meonos

laughed while | was teased
brutally, the accomplice, the
ally as | sobbed into my pillow,
the companion. More of a
brother than a cousin spending
so much time with me and Sim
due to Aunt
Surely
defended me in the playground
woul dnot
he knew |
give?

| knocked gently upon the door
as if the sound disturbed me. |
heard footsteps and when Sam
opened the door he was
grinning with satisfaction in
jeans, T-shirt and bare feet. He
dipped his head a little and
swung his arm toward the
interior for me to enter which |
did with my head hung like a
naughty school girl

school . 0

Janao
t he boy

bl ackmai
di dndtl olbedientty pdrched bro the

rounappmoaehi ng the hegd

room.

He gl anced over

The living room was filled with
light from the large bay

0 Wiendoav a rlightma the leatlser
a b osoflas andtwoddém dlaors.

Mat e.

OWanna cup
politely, 0 on
stronger ?0

forced emy ehead to shake.

060Sam, how do you knjow

0Sit down, Mate, O e

he sat on the only arm chair,

sitting deep into it as if it were

his throne, crowned with

goldea haor.oHe wvdsia bignman,

Wlimg thed chaio with diis gym

abused body.

I me ; surely

edge of the sofa as if poised for

escape. 0Sam, © D |
y ou

asshol eéd

He was shushing me, leaning
forward from his big chair and
then he did something strange,
he placed a silencing finger to
my lips, it smelt unnaturally
clean. This felt really bizarre,
something far too intimate in






the gesture. | felt asmall sweat
break out under my shirt,
prickling down my spine, |
shrank back from him.

0l tds alright,
gently. 61 aindt
had vyour reasons
was something so gentle in his
lovely face, his eyes caring and
his smile no longer mocking.
He squeezed my hand
affectionately and again | felt
my skin prickle uncomfortably.

I hadnodt been

or this tactile with him since we
used to camp in the tent in the
garden. He was still holding
my hand and | badly wanted it
back but I
by rejecting his comfort.

0l ew youdd
Sam, I |l i ed
| finally asked the question
which had been on my lips
since yesterday, had kept me
awake al | ni ght
know? Have youtold hi m? o

k n
0

| ooked horri

no. O

Sam
God,

Now he took both my hands
and held them in his lap in
uncomfortable proximity to his

groin area. | could not have

outr

wanted those hands back more
if they had been stuck in a fire
ant nest. It was all | could do

not to grimace.

M &He evasodclose ¢o nseonow, s@ d

ajoset | cauld snaelb tineb droteyn 0 u

shakei the dhad Tdt e lomg

consumed on his breath and

see just how uneven, although

notably white, his teeth were.

0l t ds our i1 ttl e e C
assured me.

t hilssigled dharé ardo actBailym

found myself
relief.

smiling with
0Saméel ét hajnk

He shrugged and now my

d ar e n éands wefefclatched within s,

right on his groin and | could
feel it all limp and coiled within

nig je@ans. sl felh lel rise in my

targat yetu smangged a gilatefal n
smile.
not hi

0l tods ng,

. repeéatiDgoirebarely Biorethan a

whi sper .

not hing. O

fied. 0Si m?

It should have been soothing
but all | could think about was
getting the hell out of there and
away from my
which was mildly pulsing
beneath my hands.

~



| considered pointing out to
him this socially unacceptable
semi lob he was grasping my
hands over for he seemed
compl etely
want to embarrass him
however. Surely he would be
utterly mortified if he knew he
was showing his baby cousin
exactly what he was packing,
and tightly, that thing was
struggling for freedom, almost
bursting through denim.

He smiled dotingly at me and
the bile threatened with more
purpose. Alarm bells were
beginning to ring.

0 Come on,
hug. o

Mat e,

Before | could protest he had
pulled me from the safety of
the sofa, onto his lap. Damn,
he was strong. | landed on his
lap and crashed into his wall
like torso curling up into a

slightly foetal position upon

him. | was now gritting my
teeth. He sighed feverishly and
nestled his face into my hair,
some strands catching on the
stubble on his chin. Now | was
silently screaming for release,
something churning in my gut.

unawarle.

Mmmm, 8 he sighed
This 1 s nmemengber |
he | ast ti me we
wanlt edi dmdtsay
settled on the more diplomatic
answer and replied,
was about eight or

Then he kissed my hair. | froze
on his lap. It could no longer
accurately be described @& a
semi lob and it dug into my
butt cheek eagerly. | turned to
face him, my eyes wide in utter
disgust. Sam misread this
action completely and kissed
me full on the lips. | flew from
his lap in pure and
ugaduwtezatedmehorrar  and
wiped my hand across my
mouth as if | actually were
about eight.

OWhat the fuck?2d
disgust, my meagre breakfast
threatening to make an
appearance at any moment. |
felt embarrassed and insulted
and shamed and appalled.

OWhat ?0 He asked
He stood up and towered over

me making me feel trapped and
breathl ess.




| took a deep, calming breath.
0Okay | ook,

t hat di dnot
Okay Sam?66 I
laugh in an attempt to lighten
the moment.

He was laughing too now,
apparently also aiming to
lighten the atmosphere.

| started laughing with him,
what else could | do?

He stopped laughing abruptly

and shook his head releasing a
small sound of exhilaration
from the jolly old hoot we were
sharing. Mai@,Aylou i g
chip off then.d

relief.
| 01 |

| almost cried with
00Okay, well,
Janodos. 0 | wa s
my bag, tucking hair behind
my ears and preparing to bolt.
00r the pub or
babbling, giddy with relief.

wa s

O0Surkeeyo 0 He
close to me | could barely move

normally  without touching
him, the smell of Lynx invading

my nostrils like a poisonous
gas. 0So shoul d
filth first?2o

| et Oy j bayg
h a p theught

0 What t heé?

y o® kumderdtood, |

f o rthowglt it awasc 4l oghreal be
alright,

~

Sam. 0O

He reached for me then and as |
went to bat his hand away
impatiently he lifted it and
somehow caught my lip. |
swore loudly as pain burst in
my mouth and immediately |
felt blood trickle down my
chin.

0 Fuck, fuck, 06 |
clutching my hands to my face.

bBBSorry
genuinely sorry for what
appeared to be an accident.

Stilt eoeering any bleeding Aiu n t

huranddJyegr yyrawdn eegt hat

no attempt to get a tissue or
anything to staunch the flow of

w h ldobde whéclh was still tricklwg s

down my chin, | waved a hand
and shook my head
disd miogds isvoe | y .
Accident . | t 0s
voice now impaired by my
swelling i p,
thought you said it would be
dl rtieghHt .S m or t he
have

ol t coul d

Why ?0
dgowhend de g

SWpTr

Mat e, O h e

beenf.

(@)



O Then wh at t h e & wimouldingy douits cshape lazily.
you tell anyone ? You s aiHe cockedhis head a little and
undid the top button of his
0Yeh, | di d. o ] eans. 0lt ainodt
Mat e. O
0S0?0Hd I was staring at hi m,
gaping in exasperation, still | stared at him speechless. |
clutching my ruined lip. Then wanted to scream at him. |
it dawned on me with hideous wanted to bolt and get the hell
clarity. 0 Wh at ? outCaf thgre. il wantéd tosdo t
there cuddled up to you and about a million things other
l'ittl e Sam?6 than what | did.

He shrugged and raised his Did | have any choice? Silently
eyebro ws . O0Not t haandtesolutely Iglaced nyy tbag
now, Mate. O on the chair and pulled my hair
into a ponytail, out of my face.
I bl oody well n d tkmelt defore. hinh It wasa s
| apping hel pl es spbintless to bégl to mleaddwitld t
hink you did. 0 him or even consider that he
coul dndét go through
Behave! Noticed? I was
| mMmost cross eyedH& was already eagerly
fumbling with his fly, his
60 Soéewhat ?0 I w damgue ghateeen higy ljps with
repulsion leaving me excitement . I
speechless. | dropped back known he could do this; |
down onto the edge of the sofa, certainly wasnot
my legs disappearing from appalled as | should have been.
beneath me. Finally | gathered | coul dnadt | ook up
myself and sat as tall as | could, cheeks flushed with shame.
my voice shook when | asked, With a groan of pleasure it was
OWhat do you wantfre§aghiRiitg and purple-ish
red. | took a deep breath and
He grinned with victory and closed my =eyes.
sat back in his chair, his body at it, it was throbbing
leaning right back into it,







repulsively. Do it, just do it, |
told myself. | opened my
mouth and leant onto it. It was
big. It felt horribly smooth in
my mouth. Apart from the
disgust burning through me it
was like any other penis. He
moaned with pleasure and
closed his eyes, dropping his
head back. | squeezed my eyes
shut and began to move up and
down. Instinct and desperation
for it to be over overcame me
and | squeezed my lips tight
around it. | briefly dared to
open my eyes and saw the
shining dark pink shaft
disappearing into my mouth,
smeared with my own blood
which glist ened on the mound
of pubic hair which faced me.
Sam released a guttural sound
from his throat, dropping his
head back and gritting his teeth
in a grimace of ecstasy, and it
pulsed excitedly in my mouth.
| pushed my mouth around it,
forcing Images of our
childhood together from my
mind, my eyes tight shut and
my head moving faster. Just
keep moving, get it over, keep
moving. He was moaning with
pleasure. | was pretending it
wasnot hi m, It
was just any man. He released
a huge moaning sound and

before | knew what was
happening his fingers dug into
my hair and pushed my head
down. His erection rammed
into the back of my throat and |
gagged. I ceoldel dnodt
rammed himself further into
my mouth mercilessly. His
hips began to move urgently
and his eyes rolled back as he
released animal noises of bliss.
Still he thrust into my mouth,
battering my throat and
brutally pulling my hair. Tears
poured down my face. He
thrust again fiercely. Then he
released a huge moan and came
in my mouth, hot fluid
pumping down my throat.

| leapt to my feet, burst from
the room, through the kitchen
and landed hard on my knees
before the toilet just in time to
be sick. | continued to wretch
and vomit until 1 was empty,
emptier than | thought | could
ever be. Eventually | pulled
myself to my feet and splashed
water over my face and | drank
it. | drank water like a starving
woman, the taste of iron from
my blood vile in my mouth, my
lip swollen and pounding. My

wthreah lButned. Slawas bruisdd.

| wanted to cry but the shame
was too bitter. | stumbled out




of the bathroom and found him cheeks burning.

in the kitchen waiting for me

with arms crossed and cheeks He shrugged. O06Suit

slightly flushed.

He smil ed | azil y Sikerdtlyl lefethe roombas dio a

sure you donot w dazd. | aollected pny &ag and

Mat e?0 wandered from the house,
closing the door carefully

| managed to shake my head behind me.

dully, my throat sore, my




| SURVIVED ANDY WARHOL

A Walk On The Wild Side with the Legendary  Holly Woodlawn

By Tom Garretson

Photographs by Jarry Lang © Karin Lefler/Vincent Varga

The underground is overflowi ng with
myth. From Andy Wa r hsoHadiory
of the 1960s came a stream of
characters that have mostly passed
into the archives of legend, and have
themselves become mythic figures.
Bizarre and extreme, eccentric
personalities, they have left behind

their ghostly images, captured on
film, in photographs and sound
recordings, on canvas and in our
imaginations. Warhol provided the
inspiration for countless nu mbers of
renegade, misfit youth: Joe
Dallesandro, Billy Name, Edie
Sedgewick, John Cale, Nico, Ondine,




Lou Reed, Viva, Jackie Curtis, Candy
Darling, the
there was Holly Woodlawn.

In  her Academy-Award -winning
performance that should have
captured an Oscar for her role in Paul
Morrisey
catapulted from the gutter into the
stars, and has held her place there
ever since. Immortalized further by

Lou Reedds
Wild Side 6 she continues to cawve her
destiny in cameo appearances in
numerous avant garde  films,

documentaries, stage plays, a cabaret
act, and her peculiar autobiography,

A Low Life In High Heels

The amazing thing about Holly is that

sheds sur viiall thel drugs,
sex, selfindulgence 6 and is doing
quite well in spite of the odds. While

many of her former chums have
wandered into obscurity or lie six -feet
under ,s managed to keep her
compassion, sense of humor, and
energy up and focused forward.

Acknowledging the past, Ms.

Woodlawn graciously allowed me to

interview her in 1999, | have, for the
sake of being true to the rhythm of
the conversation, kept her digressions
and sporadic comments faithful to the

enthusiasm of her voice.

a s Tdashwherwhso | dand |

dMalk @nsthe ¢

TG: Holly, after reading your

Ch el s e autdbiograbhy éA bow dLifet ih éHigh

Heels,what strikes me is your sense of
compassion, which sets you apart
from a lot of your contemporaries.

HW: I[tend to go off
dondt want preaop
lunatic @ even though | am! And
there is a full moon, by the wayeé
and three hurricanes in Miami!

song O

TG: How long has it been since
y 0 uetbeen home, back to Miami?

HW: Oh God, years! | left when |
was fi fteen myenaa be
54 in two months! Do you believe
that? Christ! After all the shit that
| v@ been through! Oooh, can | say

a $hit in this int erview?

TG: Holly, you can say anything you
want.

HW: Good, just want to get that off
my bosom!

TG: veY sunvived running away
from home, on the road and living o n
the street, ts Facmny g
lifestyle and all the excesses of the
New York underground. How did
you manage to make it out to
Hollywood?




HW: That basically happened

because | was living in New York, of
course, during the whole Warhol era.
See, | came in late, in 1969 and did
Trash and Women in Revolt with
Candy Darling and Jackie Curtisé
those were basically my two Warhol

films, and then | became a Warhol
Superstar. | would be going to
fabulous parties in limousines, eating
caviar, then go home on the Lower
East Side and be on welfare! | mean
honey & dichotomy! Aaarg! That
lasted, and | started doing my cabaret
acté and sort of
When Andy died, the whole scene
died. 1 just felt that | had to escape.
A friend of mine was living in LA,
and he said, o0Why
overAhdl sad,
i n LA! YoB knavih Whét they
say about peopl e
j ust | yi n o, dfterwAndy
died, | went to his memorial on April
F o & lday, by the way! At Saint
Patrickb s Cat hedr al ,
What& her name..
éten odcl ock

this breast plate, and | was wearing,
| i k @réreverence for his memory)

é | went
idea of a guy in any case, so | wore a
suit and a tie and the whole thing, but
t his I ns anictogk inathe
morning, it was like Studio 54 in front
of Saint Patrick® Cathedral on Fifth

g o tCamyh edhriatl

Grace Jones!

dr essed as

Avenue!
nut s I went into the Cathedral, and
Yoko Ono,
and neither could Andy 0 he hated
her! She was doing a eulogy and |
was expecting her to break out in her
shrieking sounds, looking at her and

thinking what the hell is she doing up

there? He hated her! And this
woman next to me is sobbing away,
crying and sniff ing, so | gave her my
hanky, she was crying so much.
Honey, she wasnd crying, she was

snorting coké | n Saint
't @lgckAtinh thé e

morning! That & when | said it is now
time to get the fuck out of town! It
was toosick. So, | wen t

e r qyo, and then | called
my friends to come over to my

f rapammerit. A ,| wads hlieing 6on ePark

Avenue, and said to them to come on
over and g e tgiveiatshit.
Eight bucks, ten bucks, | just wanted

. t hte get rid of & cAkd thgn |just left on

a one-way ticket to LA. | then wrote

| om top h e myranitobiograplgy, A Low Life in High
of a car, there is Grace Jones posing in

Heels with this wonderful guy, Jeff
Copeland. It got published, and was
| shocked! (laughs) After that,
dMadognoay gow iaterésted myit, and
wanted to play Candy Darling, since
20h Century Fox was interested in the

t dilm righas6 So | went through Round

One. N ®oundiFoug and it
finall y being d o 8 evhat

And This i$ h q

w ht stomiach & o

t & Fiftha k |p
d cAwedue acgrossuthe cstoeat,eandobought
0 Oh peopl® s e somee

T



brought me here. When Andy died,
the entire scene died. | sked myself,
am | going to be an elephant?

TG: What year was that?

HW: That was 1989. But Andy died
in 1987. | just stood around a couple
of years, and during his memorial |
realized that | didn @ want to hang
around

TG: |left New York in 1989 as well.
HW: You did? We probably took the
same plane!

TG: | moved down to New Orleans.

HW: NA@VALINS! Oh my God,
honey! | was there doing a playé
yeeuch!. . . I n J ul guer!
(laughs) | used to hop from bar to
bar to bareée

TG: And stay on the same block!

had air
cloclAin d

HW: bécause
condi tioni

they

ng!
the after noon | was palatzd

TG:
Disneyland.

| 6ve al ways

HW: Oh, but itods
| & Beautiful. The old architecture.
But the thing is that | had to work at
e I g hctock andl actually remember

o fucking

ines for the plclackl u
was crackold | would go home and

just die, and then wake up at seven

and slap my pussy together, get it all
together to do the show. N awlins,

you have to call it Nawlins. My

lawyer comes from there. He
represents Michad Jackson, Barbara
Streisand, and of course they handle

me . And t hat &specially t qqu ¢

-

t h e bueidl grquiida n t déwhen the only difference is that |

have no money and they do!

TG: But isnd@ Barbara playing you in
the movie?

HW: Barbara IS me!l AM Barbaral
(laughs)

TG: The movie of A Low Life in High
Hd2Isynodue dvorking on e

HW: m wior&ing on three, actually !
Mamma finally has I
calling Maypmadl)fée & edh,
| v@ been working on three different
films, and the main one is about my
by f € vwobeiogd gradluced by an
independent, a gorgeous guy from
Brazilianc@ and Alexis Arguette , of

c athel Flyidg Anquetteg willglay And and t

Drew Barrymore will play Candy
Darling.

fabul ous!
TG: Oh really?



HW: Well, she looks like Candy being queer to living against the
Darling! | mean, Candy was flawless! norm, have carried the burden of a
Who looks like that today? We got a destructi vem Buaet you e .
guy to play me and qirl to play must have confronted your own
Candy. Youk no w, f or hser alorgthe way.6What skills have you
sake. ldon't want a thunder bolt from developed to take care of yourself?
Candy! Sony Tristar is biting at the
bid. | could buy a house after this. HW: My head above the water? If
another fucking friend drops dead on
TG: | hope it goes through for you. mee t h awhy 4 never go to
You deserve it. funerals anymore. | cand deal with it.
How | deal with destructivity is that |
HW: Thank vyou, t h atsilgly doed wantstw eie.t Marly
you. Yes, | do deserve it! kve worked t i meve thdught, Of God, | just
my ass to the bone! Ten years in this cand take this anymore, my feet hurt,
city! nya nya nya nya, | wish | had a gun
and |1 6d put I Butif b
TG: What have you been doing while had a gun, y ou mkan o
y 0 uetbeen in LA? coward!

HW: Basically heroin and speedé TG: What comes through in the book
no, | 6 m | u své bednidaingi n gs! that Yo seem to have a sincere
my nightclub act. consciousness.

TG: Touring? HW: You know what honey? | have
family. | have friends that have

HW: Oh yeah. Oh definitely. | was supported me. That is basically the

in Berlin for the Berlin Film Festival. important thing. There have been

| was there with another film called moments whené honey, please! |

Broken Goddessvhich is another film have comevery close. But like | said,

| v@ been pushing and touring with. | " a coward. The thing is, | can

Trying to survive! awdys makedaaphonevald Call a

starving, and trdée nferxite ndlay Wwe @onot k

where did all this money come from? iItds jJust not mgopnat i
outlive Methusala!

TG: Many ofvetmétehopeopl e |0

have led alternative lifestyles, from TG: reYgonaadoutlive Madonna!




HW: Madonna, my dear! | dond
think anyone is gonna outlive her!
She is gonna have her self, like
di d nWalt Disney have himself
frozen? She® gonna have herself
frozen.

TG: Or maybe thawed!

HW: (1 aug$ sgonna Shhve 6
herself thawed!!! At least she had a
child.

TG: Have you met her?

HW: Ooooohh! Dogetrm@ started
on her! Have | met herl Please
honey! I
and Deeperd with her. | don d want
to talkk bad about anybodyé

cour se
want to meet her again!

of

TG: When you were 15, back in
Florida, and you decided to run awa y

from home with your

HW: Russel Seaborn!

TG: Are you still in contact with
him?

HW: No, that period of my life, when
| ran away from home and went to
New Yor KHdly came from
Miami F-L-A . . . Hitchhike d her way

across he U-SA A A A A Yidolly does
a great Lou Reed impersonation here.)
€ Russel was sort o well, | was
stronger than he was, and he went
back to Miami. | had to deal with life
and the things that | did, honey |
wo u |l tdwadt to even wish on a
cockroach! | stayed in New York
andé survived, one
And it was usuall y the other, if you

k now wmaatkinglabout, honey.

| hustled, did anything to keep my
head above water. Then | met two
lunatics, Jackie and Candy, who was
telling me about this fabulous artist
who was doing movies, and how
Candy was going to become this
famous movie star. Oh yeah, yeah,

di d Deepev i dyeah. @aadhd) eTd m& movies were

like 20t Century Fox, you know, the
old stuff. So anyway, they took me to

| 6 v eAndmenever h e rthis club called Ma » &ansas City. |

was a kid from Florida, and all of a
sudden | meet Janis Joplin, all these
fabulous models, Jim Morrison, Jimi
Hendrix 6 all in the same room at the
sfarniee ntdiéme 1dn hoinelos/And d
then | go to a party at the Factory,
and | see this white tuff of a hair o
which | happen to have, by the way!
Yak hair 0 Andy & wig. We met, and

he asked me my name, and | said,
oOHol | Me asked if | had a last
name, and | tshatildil no
by tomorrow. And then | proceeded

to get a last name. We went home,
did speed, and were watching a Lucy




episode on TV. She had thistrophy (laughs) Then Paul Morrisey called
in her hand, and was in the subway, me up an dWede aoirdy,this 0
and it stopped and in the background film with Joe Dallesandro, and we
it sai d 0 Wb kndw ¢that n . oneed trash. A douche bag! Are you
Andy liked these girls who came interested?6 | said, yeah, of course,
from rich families and who had when do | do it? He said tomorrow.
backgrounds, so we made up this That was it! The rest is history.

whole story that | was the heiress of TG: | first saw Trash when | was
the Woodlawn Cemetery Fortune! fifteen years ol dé

HW: You were fifteen?
Aaaa! How did they let
you 1in? Hohise y
cock ungalunga? But you
know, Joe and | never did
it. He intimidated me. |
was very shy, | was
intimidated by him. But
Joe was a sweetheart. He
tried to make me feel very
comfortable. There was no
script to the movie, we had
to make it up. He was
really, really wonderfu | to
me . sTwinya yod can
tell in the movie when you
watch it that we get along.

2
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T G: s bdak doing films
again.

HW: 1 just did three!
TG: Which films?

HW: 1| just did a cameo in
a film called Citizens of




Perpetual Indulgence

TG: Any relationship to the Sisters of
Perpetual Indulgence in San
Francisco?

HW: No, | asked them if they knew
about them, and they said they
di d.n &e recently done a lot of
documentaries obviously all about
the period. Then the Berlin Film
Festival two years ago, which was
wonderful. Several television
progr ams. Trh anntke
union, since | get residual checks! |
just did a documentary the day
before yesterday. The whole period
is coming back.

TG: Have you seen the film | Shot
Andy Warhd?

HW: Yes | did, and it was horrible.

They dhavwt & 6lue. The actress
who played Valarie Solanas was
wonderful, and Steven Dorf f tries his

best, but
Because
just kids.

TG: Were you consulted for the film?

HW: No. If | was consulted, it would
have been a different tone. | had to
write a review on the film and | had
to tell the truth, and they just didn @
get it. First of all, everyone was just

Gad

shooting up and taking speed and the
energy was just electricé  which
reminds me | have to pay my electric
bill today! (laughs) But the energy
was amazing. The people were just
fucking fabulous. The director tries
her best, but they didnd capture it. |
went to see it, and | fell asleep! Get
me outta here! The ekctricity of the
60s, they didnd get it, they werei
there

TG: | caught the tail end of the scene
M é/bxed | was a teenager.

HW: You mean like the New York
Dolls and the rock n roll scene? It
was never my music, but the end of
the 197G and early 80s still had a lot
of that feel there, but it suddenly all
dr opped deadwhyllétn d

TG: Did you know Jayne County?
HW: Honey, | LIVED with Ms.

Count y! !tlget meDspartedl on
her! She&s fabulous. | knew Jayne

t havee § clud.i d rbéfore she was Jayne. She is fucking
t h there! Wileeyde n 0 flawless. | adore her! She and | have

gone through fucking hell together.
TG: s 8vmg @ England, isn't
she?

HW: N os,movedhbadk to New
York. We all stay in touch. The
family stays in touch. Jayne is my
sSister.




TG: Is she doing music again? Joe didnd go. Paul and | were on
stage answering questions. Paul and
HW: Oh vy e aimgandastufi D JI &re sutured!

TG: The last time | saw her was at TG: Those films have all come out on
Ma » @ith some friendsé and | was DVD n own sure yowbwere only
the impressionable 16 yearold. | paid, like what, two hundred bucks?
asked her for a kiss and got it. | think

my youth freaked her out! HW: A hundred and twenty -five,
HW : Isnd she a sick woman!!! dear ! s setLtleetrécord straight.
(laughs) Oh honey, next time | talk to Honey, | was a kid. Nobody knew
Jayne 0l t el | her t htt . that Bhese filsdh would onaks rhéee
remember what she did the night million the first week! | just wanted
before, but 18l just tell her you were to be movie starl $25 a dag five
fabul ous , Il ssynaDh ywé ¢ 6 daysé

remember him!6 Do you know how

many p e o p | ee matandour lives? TG: When | first saw Trash | never
If I say one more oDarlingo, my lips knew you were a man, your acting
are gonna blow up! was so good.

TG: Who was the primary creative HW: O hs sd dweet! 6ANnd you
force at the Factory? know that boy that | shot up? That
was my boyfriend Johnny. He used
HW: Morrisey. | mean, | hate to me and alusedme and forced me to
admit it but € | am very opinionated. do things which | have long since
Andy, of course, had his art. But perfected!
when he started deing movi es, t hato
when Morrisey took over. Morrisey TG: Your acting in those films, even
knew what he was doing. | at er welwatechedIthem again,
really stands above the rest.
TG: Are you still in contact with
him? HW: Youbre going to
| Om basically an as hi
HW: Paul? Oh definitely. We just lunati c, yes, but basically a shy soul
did a film festival a couple of months A friend once sai
ago. A retrospective of Flesh Trash, taking c¢ompltiapolegze,s ,

and Women in Revoltn Santa Monica.



just say thank you! Then go into the TG: Bdng immortalized by Lou
bathroom and cry. Reeddwlk an the Wild Sided
pl aces you into a
TG: Do you have an agent?
HW: thatgoes on and on and on
HW: Oh yeahé usel esan!ld oInfé you want
anything done right, do it yo urself!
The people in this town, here in LA, TG: Right, like a living legend. Have
are basically only out to impress you ever felt constricted by your
themselv e s . I | ove ntanfake? a How doc you survivéd the
over New York! mythology of Holly Woodlawn?

TG: | think everyone who lived HW: | meet hundreds and thousands
through New York is over New York of KIDS! What really amazes me is
now. that 1 meet these little twenty -year
oldsé t hese n RedopHilesks é
HW: Oh vyeah, weGe all here 0 No, t h anik noGa gedophibe!
rotting! As soon as this movie gets They all know who | am. At first, |
done, Roger (my room-mate) and | didn @ know how to take it, because |
are gonna move 1o Momd knewn & .t hey ared honest or
gonna turn into Martha Stewart, and what. Fans. After many years of
h es @oing to chop wood. Wedl go off dealing with this, like | told you
into the sunset! | have lived before, all | say is thank you. What s
ENOUGH!Il Ilive 6 another five worse is when these kids get the hots
million lifetimes. | also believe in that for me! | cand deal with that! | dn not
bul |l shit, Il gome dack aswa yirdto kidg! 6Seriously, when | go out,
a cockroach! If you terrorize people all fluffed up € | call it odouched
you will come back as an insect! upo é these kids are onto me and |
cand deal with it. | don @ want to
TG: But a multi-colored one! terrorize a child! | don @ wanna go to
jail!
HW: Oh yeah, we have cockroaches
here that are all blonde! From the TG: For a lot of kids you represent an
beach! icon for them, someone who perhaps
has lived through and prove n that
being at odds with the society you
l i ve i bhawe todestroypyou.




HW: But it & so good when they give
you complements, and get it and
understand it your work. Because it
Is work . At 25 it was
wor k. B a hice tampirhedt.
It does take a Ilot of strength.

Sometimes | come home and just

want toé dieé

TG: Or move to Montana.

HW: Yes, and move to Montana. |
ask myroom-mat e R oVhyedd )

choose this careerd And last night

we were watching Vincent van Gough
with Kirk Douglas, when he chops

his ear off, and he was suffering so
mu c h . But the
t hat muserhi-suffer. 10l just go
WHY THE FUCK did | choose this

career? | mean, what am | gonna do,
some job where | show up at eight
o dock in the morning and put up

with bullshit? | chose this career, and
t his | smgoermmagstag. | &

TG: What do you feel about the
underground now, or what ever is
left of it? Do you even think it exists
anymore?

HW: Yes it does. And you know, the
t hi n gm glad you a@sked me that.
I&ve been noticing there is this sort
ofé God, how | hate this word € a
new waveof kids who are so talented,

brilliant and on the ball. Something

IS happenimgaglad itais.d
Children need to grow. And create.
And survive. And it is happening.

finatead of bhodting raxchvothiert paist,
Just

creat e, sing!
| & Gappening again. | think itd s
wonder f ulmwatchhmgitd 1| 6

TG: vel goned from being the
toplessgogo dancer é

HW: HOW DARE YOU BRING

0 THAT UP!

T G: todeing named Ms. Donut of
Amster dam, NY é

HW: Oh god, | was telling Roger

t hi n @gbout ghat ldst nigbté 6lt getsthesef efjr

spurts where | go,
remember

00h my
mQhlopdh st ! O

TG: and to your fame as a
glamorous Warhol Super st ar é

HW:
dancer.
t hat

In 1967 | was a topless gego
| had these dayglo flowers
wer e

TG: How did you pull that off?

HW: Oh! They had NO clue!
Dancing in a cage to the Bee Gees!

(starts singing a horrid Bee Gee's song)

Yeeeuch! God! And my girlfriend,
she had her tits done and was
stripping. Nobody knew. This was
in upstate New York. While | was

pl aced st



doing that crap, this farmer kid fell
madly in love with me. Julie and |

had no place to stay, and he said

oWel | ,avwe ah &nd somweo
stayed at his place. | had to tell him,
oOh, IGn a virgin!l6 Here | am
dancing as a topless gego dancer,
and doing gyrations until two in the
morning , a mdtellihgdbhim | on a
virgin! And he believedt! And Julie
was stripping! Talk about stupid!
But he was nice. He wanted to marry
me, and his mother, in the morning,
would cook us breakfast. But one
night, in their fabulous house with
the cows out back, we looked at each
other and said, WAhat the fuck are we
doi ng BDrmeenight dulie brought
home this guy, and they were like é
Ohumpi nagdd pumpind, and
Momsey caught them red-handed. |
told Julie, honey, we got a good thing
going her e, t fudkoindp! SHE
FUCKED IT UP! She brought home
this guy and the mother caught them
in the middle of the act, and we were
all tossed out the next morning. In
the middle of upstate New York! So |
said to Julie, alright, you got us into
this mess, you gotta get us out. So
she opened her blouse, and needless
to say we got a ride to the next
county! Where we were thrown out
of the car! Julie was so happy with
her tits, that she was willing to share
them. This was 1967, so these guys
we r e rstapidgjust clueless! And

wedr e tell i mgirginshamdn
they believed it!

TG: Youdre meet a lot of interesting
people along the wayé people like
Ni coé

HW: Uhéeée yplabase,
r e me mb e r Hefre she cuuuuroes,

you better vat c h
sings a wonderful Nico impersonation)
d i d hiké& tNico, to be honest. She
gave her child drugs! Can you

believe that? She wauld bring her

son, h e she dseddc give him
drugs!

TG: He eventually committed
suic i d es.averylsad&tory.

HW: Honey! | couldn @ believe it!
He was like six or seven!

TG: She was a victim of her own
myth o the Nico Goddess, and fell
into her own trap.

HW: Thank God | came in late. The
late 60s. She was part of the arly
60s, when they were doing really
heavy drugs. Amphetamines,
Benzadrinesée -mmas! al

TG: Like Bridget Polk.

HW: Oh God! Bridget! You should
see her now, she looks like a matron!

yourHollyt eflp é



| saw a photograph of her in Vanity
fair a couple of months ago with her
little dogsé b u't honey,
6 &,0 Bridget used to KAKUNG!
Shove a needl e
woul dnot even take
| ¢ dlin Chelsea Girls m nbtdalking
behind her back! The wonderful
person in Chelsea Girlswas Ondine.
He was wo n d esr dnatHer.
thing they got wrong in | Shot Andy
Warhol where they were having
Ondine play opera, soft opera. He
used to BLAST Maria Callas, when
she was at the end, when she had no
voice left, when she was screeching,
because he would do it on purpose,
to get everyone OUT! People would
go ARG! And | eal
became friends with Ondine and he
used to tell me all these stories. He
used Maria Callas to get all these
people out of the way, and honey, my
stomach would just hurt from
laughter!

TG: In much the same way | use
Diamanda Galas to break up parties!

HW: And you know what Jacki e
used to do? Oh God! What areyou
doing to me! You're getting me to tell
you all these things! After Jackie did
Flesh she would just walk down the
street and pick up these guys, and
say, Yau want to be in an Andy
War hol mand them ?ake them

home and fuck the shit out of them!
Whatever! But she was a wonderful
I mpersonh &he was rflike » knife that cut
though paper. When she liked you,

i nt o shelnad a lgig hearth ke Divine. But

hehempanrtes di®evde! of thd a
reason's | left New York. First Candy,
then Jackie, and | thought, what the
fuck, am | gonna be next?

Thato
TG: How about Lou Reed?

HW: My first impression was that he
was one o t he sexdeert
seere Boomchagalaga! Boomchagalaga
| always had the hots for him. But we
never did anything . Hopefully, he is
going to be doing the soundtrack for

e émy fdvia.u g h s )

TG: reYstll in @ontact with him?

HW: Oh yeah! Just last week! And

he wants to do it. And God bless

h i mgausedhe went through fucking
hell, like | did. Laurie (Anderson)
takes very good care of him. So Lso u
gonna be doing the soundtrack for
the movie, and re-record oWalk on
the Wild Si d ebat with extra verses.
More verses on Moi. T hheed i s
French!

TG: veY lmmd Ssome contact with
John Lennon and Yoko Ono?




HW: Bust dehde dear! Very

minimal contact since his passing!
Yo ko Itevdnowardt toé please!
She $ not a happy person. | like
happy people. We all have horrible
days, where we say | AM NOT
HAP P Y! But the
have to stay MISERABLE! All the
time!

TG: You were also at the Stonewall
riots?

HW: Of
invited! | was there that night, but
left early. The next morning |
c o u lt deliéve it. The Stonewall
was basically an afterhours place,
with a
and there would be go-go boys. All
the queens looked like fabulous
women, since that was the look then d
you had to look as close as possible to
| was living on 10t

a real woman.
Street amd Hudson, over the One
Potato. Jackie Curtis was getting
married to Eric Emerson, who never
showed up for the wedding, and they
got someone else to fill in for the

groom. | took the groom home to
have, you knowé have sex with him!
Anyway, on the way to the wedding,
| nd in full drag, painted to the hilt,
and Miss Marsha, a black drag queen
who is now oup thered with the rest
of the girls, came running up to me
and screamed oDarling, it& fabulous!

cour s etleven Andab

j u k pubimaquartgr o u Gbdstard toé

They have cops in there! We are
holding them hostage! And there are
TV cameras’d And | of course went
whoooohk Honey, all hell broke loose
that afternoon. Then the next day we
heard about Sharon Tate and then

tthi dgdiys ,Gaydwundl@énddr oplfpe

was really hard for me to take all this

in at one point, on one day, in one

weeké But | did somehow. Drugs

helpe d ! (I aughs) ar
do that anymore. You know, when

y 0 te@®5, you can do anything. If |

lo nvea slnidn e of cto k [p,
anymore, Ion fucked for two days!

Cand function! The thing is, | like to

be I n contturned into a | v
workaholic. | went from a lazy

LET& GET THINGS
DONE!

T G: ve névér thought of you as a
drag queen, but as a selfcreated
person, who has put the art into
herself and her personality.

HW: Why thank you! | created
myself. It took a lot of time, a lot of
work over the years. Call me what
ever youmananmidt | creatédd
myself, and what ever someone
wishes to call me, that® their
prerogative. But | call myself Holly
Woodlawn. And it took me 25, almost
30 years! An d m hdy comfortable
wi t h mywe survived. | ©






DISTORTION OF BLACK HOLES

By Petra Whiteley

There is a small hole
in  electric blue
breath of the cave,
the flogged marauder
burns the red from his
streaming
sinning blood,
there
in the dirty webby corner.
Carrion crow tore through the
white of his eyes,
now there is only one thing he
sees,
just one way to lay his feet
forwards
and backwards.

His laughter sharpens molten
lie-truths.

The lake lays naked in
churned fog,
the man is gone

and

blackened
snow falls.

Where will he sleep tonight?

In the small hole

of my deep-bitten
raven heart?

(He's not with me,
oh, how I've mi ssed him)

| might just as well
be
quiet,
doll- pocket sized
grains of ash...

(No footprints left behind)

He sings
howling elegies
through  condensation on
slanted windows,
fifteen of them between us
and twenty more to break.

V.

Now he comes to measure
me, he calculates, outlines
the surging bitumen mass,
flowing inwards and out,
draws the plans of perfect

antithesis.

I'm just like a hurricane,
glaring metals and throwing
cryptic words around.




Distorted.

Un-measured to be
grasped,
curling up like a bead skin of
sky snake,
shape shifting
mothers, fathers, sisters and
brothers
into broken pieces of lost
prismic selves.

V.

So much fear hollowing us
cavernous,
we scourge for scraps of Gods
like whores.

Ticking tongues of times

You clutched
wind -beaten witchgrass
in your reluctant hands. (firm
grasp of soil remained
- the

counter-force of your mind)
The sky
darkened

In stealthy measures
of unseeing.

You stood still
under the two
thousand years of
rains,
keeping gnarled, twitching
hands from
peeling the cruciform;

interrogating

predatory hell -birds,
feather-tearing, burials of
their talons
in the Devil's pool followed.
(tirelessly)

Sullen guardian at the
creaking doors,
you slept alone in abandoned
caves.

There were your carvings and
your world, deloused

in tincture of blood and ash of
bleached bones.

Now it burns with (slowly)
aroused flames
licking rising agony

of your concave-

being away.

It was the ticking tongu es of
our times,

which abandoned you
to silent embers of lone death.

Dirge from the colossus of
shaven mountains
will not change in the
weather,
left by your
charred footprints.

You will always remain in the
strands of snow.




By Michael Butterworth
Photos © Angélique Bosio

Human beings exist at all only
that they may "shine with
light".

Some shine brightly; others
raise scarcely a glimmer.
Many people who live in
between these extremes shine
only moderately well.

Despite his frequent
assertions to the contrary,
Mankind is a self-centred
speciesi and so are the
individuals who compose

him. These individuals may

feel modest, hostile to the idea
of Shining, or appear
seemingly indifferent. They
may feel threatened by
attention. But their systems
are basically happy with
Light. The more of it they get,
the better they react, the nicer,
the more Glowingthey feel.

The States of Shining, the
Degrees of Shining, and the
Ability to shine are important

indicators to observe if,

firstly, one is to understand
the smallest aspect of HUman




Behaviour and, secondly, if
one desires to move, with
fluidity and ease through Life
to the position of Purest, Most
Powerful Light.

Violence at a football match
provides a useful illustration.
The principal characteristic of
Lightness is to grow more
powerful by attracting other
Lightness to it. Weaker units
of Light (the spectators at a
football match) desire to
strengthen their luminosity by
assembling in a group around
stronger Lights (the football
stars). They hope to steal or to
imbibe Light int o themselves
by identifying with the
players. For brief moments
they Glow brilliantly with
shared Lightfi they Shine
more Brightly than they have

Shined all week at work and
at home. Unused to so much
Light, when they leave the
Greater Lights at the end of
the game they over-react. In
their need to have the Light
they try to steal it by force.
They storm the  pitch,
interrupt play, and attack the
players; they attack rival
supporters in order to gain the
Central Stage of Light. On
their way home they attack
and smash the houses and
factoriesii which they
perceive as having been the
cause of their starvationfi in a
last desperate attempt to
claim Light.

The question is often asked:
"Why has violence of this
nature escalated?" The answer




must surely be because the
ever-dwindling degree of
Lightness which the vast
majority of people share is no
longer tolerable. Lightness of
Great Magnitude (Kings,
Celebrities, Statesmen,
Tycoons) are not so strongly
protected as they used to be
by the civil, social, and
criminal laws . These "Laws of
Light" can nowadays be
violated. The breakdown of
the protective class structures
and other containing
strictures has resulted in a
kind of Glowing free -for-all.
The Lesser Lights have

become wise to the possibility
that they too could become

Great
absolute
selection.

Lightsii that no
laws govern the

In addition, the Lights of
Great Magnitude themselves
have been responsible for the
levelling out and equalising of
the available Brightness. In
their Great Lightness they
have sometimes felt
themselves to be further
Brightened by  adopting
Enlightened atti tudes toward
the masses of weaker Lights.
They have presumed
themselves to be the Single
Great Lightness (in fact to be
Gods) and have relaxed the
Light laws that once
contained the masses of
smaller Lights. In short, in
astronomical terms, they have
"gone Super-Nova". They
have blinded themselves with
their own Light. Their
Supreme Light Power is now




in the process of
disintegration, unable to hold

itself together because of its
explosive force.

Strikes, demonstrations,
marches and terrorist
war f ar e symhptomsaaf
the change in the balance of
Light Power that is taking

place amongst Humanity.

The behaviour of uniformed
soldiers, servicemen, and the
like, provides further

illuminating  material  for

analysis. Accustomed to a
precise level of
"Lighteou sness” in their role
as Guardians of the Light, in
civvy streetthese soldiers find
themselves, like the football
supporters, "off-set", and by
comparison with the civilians

they radiate tremendous
boosts of Light Power. They
are further encumbered by
additional massive doses of
Light which they receive from

admiring members of the
Public who, in their attempts
to gain Light by fraternizing

with  the soldiers, only
succeed in giving more Light
than they receive. The soldiers
are forced to respond in an
extrovert manner in order to
keep their Light Injections
flowing in smoothly fi and to
retain mental stability. They
will "take the Stage", brawling

on pub corners, aiding old
ladies across the road,
chattering noisily  along
streets. (People who are
conditioned to fear the
acquisition of Extra Light, or
to respect the Power of Extra
Light in others, will actually
find themselves forced into
positions of introversion They
will make a point of shunning
the Light, while keeping close
to it or keeping it close to
them, in their minds. They
will wait their chance of
acquiring  Light in less
competitive surroundings.
These types may either by
shrewder than most, or else
more ineffectual.)

Practical Applications
Human Beings are intelligent,
thinking Units of Light i and

their social and mental
behaviour can be analysed as
such. It is possible to predict
and to determine behaviour

by manipulation and so guide

one's own passage through
the Lesser Lights to
"Stardom".

One must actively aim to steal
Light from other Lights
around oneself by a
combination  of  trickery,
deception, and conniving. The
crude smashing-up of
municipal property of the




kind cited above rarely if ever
achieves results in itself, and
Is only used as a backup force
if all else fails or if it is
presumed necessary or
opportune to speed up
proceedings by  physical
means. The aim, in fact,
should be to accomplish the
theft in such a way as to cause
no overt hostilityto be directed
toward the Self. There is a
certain procedure to follow
when doing this. Firstly, one
must put on a Show of Light
(write a book, act in a film,
speak at an important
meeting, fix

The masses of lowlevel Light
Units will converge on this

Show and unwittingly give

away their Light to the

ambitious Light Gatherer.

a

As one rises and becomes
Brighter, fewer and fewer
Units of Light greater than
oneselremain; one surmounts
one's fellow-beings one by
one.

The Units of Light that
remain, which are more
Luminous than oneself, will
be the ones that are the most
difficult to co nsume and
therefore ways must be found
next of providing these units
with more light than they already
possessin return for like
favours. Alternatively, one
ray mdisgoves r & )way of
threatening these great
Luminaries of Light(at least of
a portion of their Light) and
SO obtain their Light by
blackmail or coup.

\

4




The desire to be The Great
Light is everyone's ambition.
But the state of Absolute
Brightness is seen by most
aspirants to be an
impracticability. Therefore,
most Units construct protective
mechanismsinto their Light -
Seeking activities. They feign
disinterest. They appear
modest. They sublimate their
drives toward Brightness.
They claim happiness with
their loti and indeed, some
have truly become contented.

The Necessary Equipment
One of Mankind's main tools
in his search for Light is his
Imagination Imagination is the
Light Drive.

Ability (i.e. one's mind and
body), the Ability to Createis a
further vital requisite; as is
willpower.

Imagination may attract Light,
or disperse it. It controlsLight,
and its Brilliance or Gloom
will result in either the saving
or the downfall of not only
individuals but of the entire
Human Race.

Imagination harnessed to the
will -power is  Humanity's
drive on his upward
evolutionary path.

The Nature of God

Humanity Glows as He
moves through Time and

Space, Lighting His path as
He goes. This elusive but all-
powerful Light (the collective

Light of Mankind at any given

moment) IS sometimes
perceived by certain observers
to be detachedrom the mass of
Light Units, and is held to be a
separate "God". Such
observers, rightly, suppose
that the Light is a Great
Creator, but they are wrong to

assume that because of its
Incandescent properties it is
able to exist independently of
the Light Units. It did not
create the Units (unless we
suppose that the Light
originally belonged to a

benevolent race of super
beings who bequeathed Light
in the form of a gift to Units of

their own kind whom they

later abandoned and who
became Humanity). Light is a
psychological phenomerioit
can only manifest itself
outwardly as behaviour

The mistake of most modern
theologians is to assume that
Light is more, that it is an
abstract phenomenon They
should cease praying to a
thing that does not exist
(though it must be admitted




here that prayersi the
combined acts of prayingfi

are successful in their effects
in that they help to equalise
the available Light amongst
the Light Units who all

believe in the Divine Light

they call "God").

These theologians should,
instead, consciously recognise
the real nature of the Light,
understand what Glory it
does hold for the individual
Light Units, and consciously
try to equalise the

L i g hréc@gnise that the ass
of Lights are God

Priests ought to re-find their
role in latter-day society,
which is constructed of Light

Units that have lost the
strictures imposed on them by
orthodox religion Like the
strikers and the marchers they
have broken free and refuse 0
be deluded further.

These Priests will discover
that their new role in Society
will be, simply, to keep the
"Divine Light" stable ii to keep
Humanity stable on its Great
Search through Time and
Space forGreater Light

The Divine Light (Humanity),
as it evolves, ultimately
becomes The One Guiding
Supreme Lightii The
Universe, sentient and
everlasting.




A procedure for maintaining
the stability of The Divine
Light might be the formation
of a new World Church of the
Divine Light, the function of
which would be to encourage
mutually beneficial exchanges of
Light amongst Light Units,
rather than  encouraging

segregation, as in the past,

and competition, as outlined
aboveéthe purpose
equalise the Divine Light and

yet to increase its overall
splendour.

(6Light &
#214, 1979
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AUTUMN,
THE TERMINOLOGY OF LIGHT'S
CHANGE

By Felino Soriano

You observe flipping

gold coins, coins of ripening
shadows
tinged with
sketches

of an orange/black,
emerged in the feeble air
that

memorable

cannot  construct
holding hands

born to the negative name of
anti-gravity.

These times

are tremendous. Everything
falling:

tightly

names (the taut spelling of
existence) of maiden origins
attached to the muscular
backs of mans'

constant

circulating future.
The sun too:

falling into an earlier

fade,

dusk knits its dusty
doily

draped over the tellers of
story time,
deep inside voices practicing

a choir's somber
thunder.

Listen to the flipping motions.

Echoes follow their own tails,
now whispers turn blue,
holding a huffy exacerbation.

Falling

remains, ascertaining becomes
pubertal, signifying light
twirling

dizzies into a self of writing

up

towards steps

catching its own backwards
fall.




THE MALE DISEASE

By Tani Jantsang

What is this? The Male
Disease can be seen if one
looks at crime statistics. It can
also be seen if one reads about
the latest war going on. Some
Feminists have blamed this all
on testosterone ad have
written a lot about it citing
things that men DO, violent
things.  Since this writing
(1990) it turns out that
testosterone levels vary for
races and genders and higher
levels do, indeed, -cause
violence and also stupidity,
lower intelligence; the |evels
even have an effect on hip
bones being narrow or wide,
(wider hips allowing for
bigger brained babies) and
many, many other things that
are way outside the intent of
this article.

This article intends to deal
wi t h t he
something  biochemical or
genetic - in other words, this
IS just a description of human
behaviour from what one
might call a more inner or
spiritual point of view. It is

not so much a definition of
what it is chemically or
genetically or etc. It is easy to

recognize the Male Disease,
and not that hard to recognize

men who have it, though

sometimes you have to get to
know the man awhile.

Not all men have it, in fact,
some whole cultures never
had this specific thing, even IF
they had an occasional miff
with neighbou rs resulting in
short- term violence. After all,
animals fight. But animals do
not exterminate each other,
nor do they organize and
wage war. And animals only
kill in order to EAT! Nature,

and things in and of Nature,

take the Path of Least
Resistance wnless they are
pressured to adapt to
something new. Man does
not and has not done this for a
long while. As such, man has
battled this dark hidden force

Oi nner Gn aridof Magire thah catises

things to flow on, and man
has caused himself
immeasurable  strife  and
conflict, which has done
nothing real (in terms of
Nature) except poison his
own environment and his
own joy.




Males having the Male
Disease even glorify their own

inner strife: for them life is

never a wonder to be lived; it

Is a struggle. Of course, they
can never keep this inner
turmoil to themselves, since a
struggle for such people needs
an opponent.

I wonot bl ame
some Feminists do and as
studies seem to be proving is
actually the cause of most of
it. | don't know if it's just
testosterone that causes it.
Animals also have
testosterone vyet it is the
females of their species that
are the most ferocious! In
some cultures, if males had a
miff, they never really hurt
each other if it came to blows,
but if women came to blows,
the men got the hell out of the
way. Hell Furies. Two of the
most lethal forms of Kung Fu,
Crane and Wing Chung, were
invented by females! Also, in
some societies this disease
di dnodt exi st
owomenos
either, example would be the
Northern peoples, such as the
Soviets who never needed
owomenaos

of emi ni smo
war never existed -
women already had
things.

the
these

t

e

ri ghtseérveoa
b e ¢ a udesggneddoedastray your own

| think I made my point, but |
will say, | think the male
disease is a brain state in some
males that appears
independent of ethnic group
or culture or even sanity. This
also agrees with the new
neurology studies, studies
which nullify ALL of the
information previously
gathered ttoe shawnddferenaes
in the human races, studies
done on the brains of dead
people, usually retarded,
criminals, or mental patients!
These new studies are being
done, much more is known
now, on living volunteers.
For instance, we DO use all of
our brains, not just 10%! See
Ant oni o Damas:i
Error 6.
can have the male disease and
be alexithymic. Is there a
female version of this? Yes,
see later in article.

Without trying to mislead,
you can find LOTS of the
Male Disease in the sports
a n dworld  Now,esdme fob you
ri ght s o bodlj d rovet kickball $not
soccer), etc Ever notice that
ping-pong is like tennis, only

you donot

I 4pong

el bow? You
people when you play
kickball either, but you DO in

Anyone

have



football. Also there is bodily
contact with the ball in
kickball, but not so much in
baseball (same rules to both
games) wherein they swing
their clubs and often ruin their
arms pitching. Likewise, this
hyper-male  warlike  (not

friendly) competitiveness is
like a national religion among
these men, men who watch
men, men who worship men.

MUSICIAN entertainers who
are male, wusually have
FEMALE fans or effete GAY
fans.  Likewise, most men
who are fans of female
musicians or musicians
themselves do not tent to like
sports! Certain sports are
obviously playful, or beautiful
(ice-skating for one example).
But certain other sports are
like WAR.

What IS the Male Disease? It
is a quirk in evolution that
occurred in some
during/after the last ice age
and which grew to monstrous
proportions during the advent
of agriculture. | know that
from ORAL HISTORY, but
ethnologists would agree, at
least, that this is something in
evolution that only appears in
SOME groups of people, i.e.,
in SOME whites, in SOME
Amerindians, in SOME

Africans, SOME Asians. It
crosses over races. It is a
TYPE of MALE. It may have
appeared in hominids even
before they were Homo
Sapiens.

Since most reading this are
JudeoChri sti ans,
example. It can be noticed, for
instance, in the marked
difference in the HEBREW
story of Jacob and Esau, and
keep in mind, the Hebrews
glorified JACOB and vilified
Esau. Jacob
mother and is second born.
Esau is first born and close to
his father. Esau is the
patriarchal father's delight,
the true father's son, he is a
hunter, he is the FIRST BORN
BOY, he is never satisfied
with anything, not happy
with himself.  Jacob hates
hunting and war. He is a
| adi es d man ,
around with women. He is
clever, cunning and his
mother's favorite, as the
matriarchal delight. Esau was
also STUPID as we would call
him. Jacob, however, asked
his father-in-law for the few
motley spotted cattle on hand,
and was given them. Jacob,
being smarter than his father-
in-law, knew how to breed
these cattle and ended up
with a LARGER herd! Keep

iIs close to his

OV e




in mind , the size of the herd
you had indicated wealth and
power.

Now the strange thing is, and
the very un-Christian thing
about this story is, that Jacob
conspired with his mother to
disguise himself as Esau when
his dad was old and blind

This is an example of what |
mean, when | say Jews STAY
Jews and manage to cast out
people who are un-Jewish.
Al so there 1Is

intended to be understood:
Jacob at birth was smooth.
Esau at birth was red and
hairy. Jacob loved Rachel in a
one-on-one beautiful

and, thus, received the relationship.

patriarchds bl essing as

successor. Thus, he ROBBED Esauds rel ati onsh
Esau of his birthright and his women reflect the
blessing! Jacob was known sexeso6 with sex

we |l | as a
Hebrews, a type of male. Fact
I s, using
ethics, Jacob is a liar, deceiver,
and a thief! Yet, accordng to

the Hebrews, using their own
standards and ethics, HE got
the blessings of JaHovah!,

which  means that the

Hebrews see him as the good
guy, and they see Esau as
scum! Here is a CLEAR
example of the matriarchal

versus the patriarchal. This is
Hebrew, not Christian, and

one must know how to read

it! True to form, Esau having

the Male Disease, was jealous
of Jacob, and plotted to Kkill

him. But it is not Jacob who

undoes him, it is Jacob's
SISTER who defeats him. The
allegory is clear.

todayos

0 T A Moroblemnia thgt type, if not

THE Problem!
standards of
Marcus Eli Ravage defined
this also, as boys that never
grow up. He confined his
definition to the Christians
and he may have called them
Gentiles or Aryans (Persian
dualists) without being
specific and without including
other cultures which also have
this. He defined them as boys
that love war, they play
soldier, they never GROW
UP, as if war is what LIFE is
all about! Ravage also wrote a
mocking short-e s s avy,
Case Against
al | t he OBLAME
stories that Christians always
dreamed up, while carrying
this to hilarious conclusions.
Surprisingly, one can still see
this essay circulated among

t he



these same Christians (nee
Nazi, neo-KKK types) as if
they take the essay seriously.
It is so paranoid that you'd
have to be a complete idiot to
take it seriously. Ravage goes
so far as to say how cunning
owe JewsoO6 are
Christians into worshiping a
Jewish Woman as the mother
of the Christian God, he
includes Paul in a vast Jewish
plot to single-handedly ruin
Rome. HA! 1t is a kind of
overly  sarcastic  humour
aimed at people that are
gullible  enough, STUPID
enough, to actually believe it.
The males with the Male
Disease all have a warrior
ethic: rites of passage
involving two boys fighting
each other, strict segregation
of males and females during
teen-aged years, complete lack
of freedom in sexuality, the
women are virtual slaves with
no say in anything. Other
cultures have sexual rites of
passage, complete mingling
and sexual freedom at a
young age between males and
females and they are
matrilineal if not outright
matriarchal. The  former
practice at doing war, usually
involving weapons whether
these are spears, clubs, or
guns. The latter are peaceful
and generate great -culture

and civilization, some of them
have a practice that could be
used to fight, but is more
geared toward self-defence
without using  weapons.

Weapons ae seen as more or
less non-carnal extensions of
t othehkmdye Tlkesepvehd have
this, develop incredible bodily
agility and coordination that
is very fluid and flowing, very
beautiful. E.g. Kung Fu.

Oddly, when the two types
met in war, many times it was
NOT the war-ethic people that
ever really won, even when
they far outnumbered the
peaceful people. But the
owarriorso woul
go away defeated, they would
relentlessly pursue the conflict
like poor losers, until the
peaceful people just left the
area to get away, or created an
army to fight in a war they
never wanted to fight. And
these wars were lightning
swift and quite terrible. The
peaceful types breed for
intelligence, cunning, and
creativity. The war -ethic
types breed for male prowess
which involves OBEDIENCE
to authorities, and of course,
their own best stock gets
killed off.

The males with this Male
Disease selfperpetuate. The
fact is, in this modern society




with all its creature comforts,
there is no reason for such
warriors to even  exist
anymore. The most lethal
weapons can be seen to have
been created by people who
are NOT warrior ethic at all,
but
One example being
Oppenheimer and the atomic
bomb! Such a weapon should
render war completely
unfeasible since EVERYONE
would lose in such a war, the
earth would be destroyed.

But the Male Disease self
perpetuates.  Criminals are

allowed to run rampant so
t hat

we oOneedéd
I n uni form to
The atomic device caused a
ocold waro
humanity simply wake up
and say NO MORE WAR.
(and it was CHURCHILL, the
manic depressive, that started
that cold war, without a doubt
now.) The Diseased Males can
never learn the Wisdom of
letting people self-govern
themselves. They have to
interfere, they have to create
some conflict so they can BE
WARRIORS.

They are in truth Thanatos:
death-Willing, they LOVE
death, literally, they GLORIFY
it, award medals for Killing,

opeaceni ks, 0

award medals for getting
kiled. They never award
medals to a woman for giving
birth.

They are
fearing.

literally Woman -
They glorify the

slow,deft-lpraxiife dt dmal e d

of mind and ridicule the
super-f ast [
mi nd, O and
neurology studies would
show these slow-minded
people to be a bit on the
DEFICIENT side when it
comes to brains! Not only
that, but their left brain male
half wars against their right

brain female half; the female

miaalf e becomeas r daoky sevil,
O glangerous, c they exernalise

this evil and project it onto

ikings t e atlter pedple, rmad then go to

war against these people
when in fact their war is
inside their own brains which,
as Dr. Peterson pointed out,
are Schizoi d!

Ninja, 6 Dr. Pe

They fear women and cannot
relate to them at all, except to
pretend t o be
bully them, or become
completely self-effacing and
hen-pecked. For them, the
woman is either an evil,
dangerous whore out to ruin
them, or she is a fragile
delicate odol |

0

t

ntui tive
now
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a pedestal and protected by
them, the Knights in Shining
Armour. Note the dualism.

They are literally Male -
worshiping/fearing: their

men glorify the male, as if
they are in love with the male.
That IS
they despise the homosexual
who iIs not
at all, but in fact more on the
intuitive side, more peaceful
or feminine! At the same
time, they are incredibly
homophobic! A male can
touch a male in a football
tackle, or punch. But a male
can never touch another male
to hug him in friendship, or

comfort him in mourning! So
violent touch is encouraged,
but peaceful touch is
forbidden!

They are talking -heads
completely out of touch with

their own instincts, which the

new neurology studies define

as alexithymic. Yet they have
ruled, in the Western World

and Western Ideals, for almost
2,000 years. They are altod be
seen in many other societies,
notably Afro -Semitic Islamic
societies.
men that rule in what
Tradition calls the Kali -Yuga,
they are the Incomplete
People, the ones with no

o0 ma l

These men are the

ohomoero

e

Anima, innately dualistic.
(The term means an age
where men see women as
DEVOURING and fear them
but also desire them and
desire to BE devoured!
Interesting! It is an age of
strife and want, an age of
testrmictian anal wat.) y et

Oradition states y thah rtlas
hellish Kali-Yuga will end,
and the Earth will once again
see a Golden Age. I
personally cannot say what
the future may hold, but | do
know about the past, and |
can definitely explain
something that is an absolute
fact in nature and evolution -
and explain it in general so
you can get the idea.

Firstly, we all came from the
same SLIME. Right now,
there are different kinds of
birth processes that exist on
earth in the ANIMAL world. |
am making up only 4
categories so that the layman
can see this easily, without
having to have a degree in
biology. Without being
technical at all, they are:

1. Like the amoeba: One of the
ways the amoeba generates
more amoeba is by splitting
itself in half. Those two
halves, in turn, split in half,




and so forth. What you get is a
of ul | growno
could say that all amoeba are
traceable to One Amoeba!

2. Like the common idea of
the Hermaphrodite: Some of
these animals are both male
and female. Some can become
either male or female and
mate with another of their

kind playing the opposite

role. Some generate with
themselves. They do not split

in half, they give birth to

something that has to develop
and grow.

3. Egg laying: Either the
female sprays eggs and leaves

and the male comes along and
fertilizes them and then also
leaves, or sometimes stays.
Or the male fertilizes the

female internally, she then
lays eggs and either leaves
them to develop, or stays with
them until they do develop
and then leaves.

4. Live birth from the womb,
of a baby animal. Some give
birth and leave the baby (or
babies), and they are left to
immediately fend for
themselves. Others give birth
to the baby (or babies), and
have to care for them a short
while. Most predatory and
semi-predatory mammals

a maleslcategory.

(including humans) fit into
One

There are categories within
categories iIf you want to be
technical, and none of this is
as cut and dry as | just
explained it. The adaptation
from egg-laying to womb -
carrying of offspring is made
due to extreme danger in the
environment at large; but then
again, more recent studies
show that the development of
placenta was due to a wide
ranging virus since mammals
are not the only animals that
have placental births - some
sharks do too! My point is,
however it developed it
would result in a change of
behaviour. That is, eggs can
be left, the survival of the
species is not endangered.
Womb-born creatures are
protected by the adult
mother's womb and not
exposed to the elements.
Exposed to the elements,
remember, includes viruses,
bacteria, and parasites, not
just the "large" danger of
ending up as another
creature's dinner.

So, you see, such incredibly
big mutations in how different
creatures produce offspring
have already happened!
Nothing is in stasis. All




things are subject to change.
Those t hat
enough or fast enough (like
perhaps the dinosaurs?) will
simply perish. Humanity is

here now, because those
dinosaurs perished. Likewise,
our own ancestors crawled
out of
due to choices that were
made, mutations that
occurred, we are what we are
today.

I n todayds ldnwad er

is, in truth, obsolete. While
some Diseased Males are still
engaging in war using their
war -toys, others more
intelligent are using their

brains by applying economics.
Instead of inventing more

things to destroy other
humans, some are inventing
things to bring joy to other
humans.

But | have to wonder, is
marriage also obsolete?
Marriage was of two sorts:
one was legalized female
slavery designed to force
women to bear the children of
men they did not necessarily
like. It took the natural choice
of mates out of the hands of
the females.
females got out of it
completely by becoming
Nuns. Such was the motive of

can

Some of these

one of the first Nuns --
&elanie.c h ‘8Bhisgwas THE
strategy during the
agricultural age for ALMOST
ALL human societies.

The second type is more like
the taming of the men by

tsloeeaneand t hwibmen, so that the women

tended the hearth and the
children, and the men were
providers for the family and
chosen for mates by their
ability to be social and
friendyoand not dumb brutes.
Keep in mind, both these
strategies existed during the
time of agriculture, this one
was more peaceful and done
amongst more peaceful
peoples.

The first type is definitely no
longer necessary and men can
no longer pull it off (force it
on women) in the West or in
more progressive other
societies. The second type is
not necessary either, and with
divorce many women get the
monetary support or
economic independence
without having to bother with
having the men around! Half
the white people who marry,
get divorced. Are the ones
who do not divorce happy?
That is unknown. In some of
the black communities the
women rule the home, and




when the males are cast aside, only based on testing for

they become men with the dysgenics and eliminating or

Male Disease, they become preventing these births, but

incredibly destructive. also to increase the number of
healthy and intelligent births.

Again, this is not cut and These are o different types

dried. The point | wish to of eugenics they put into law.

raise: is there something What else goes on behind

drastically wrong with Chinads cl osed 0 O

society? OR -- is humanity unknown.)

simply CHANGING! An

alien seeing this might The fact is, there are very few

conclude that most males are humans on the planet left that

not only obsolete, but a have mates they really get

nuisance and danger to the along with as best friends!

whole planet! The people So what is the solution for a

emphasizing that there is war of the sexes among the

something wrong with majority of people at large?

society, are looking Test tube babies? Perhaps.

backwar ds. Theyod al so

emphasize morals, and morals But what about the males

are nothing but a straight- with the Male Disease; those

jacket on Free will listless, empty, purposeless

engendered by fear! Fear is males out there that seem to

Ignorance! Recognition is only be able to DESTROY

Enlightenment! t hings either 0 i | e
crime or ol egallyo flas

Ponder this idea: maybe there conquest? So far they have

Is nothing wrong with society. kept t hemsel ves o0onjee

People are CHANGING. allowing crime to run

Proof of this can be shown just rampant instead of cutting it

with high rates of fertility off at its roots!

problems, birthing problems,

and sterility problems. This is They developed police

true for both blacks and actions, and policing nations,

whites. (China is a closed but they MAINTAIN the very

door, but once in awhile one element in society they

gets to peek in: due to arise in oneedo6 to fight, h

obad birthso (hbbople anto thinking these

instituting a eugenics law not mal es are a ovaluef




They are in fact NO value to
any society. They are a
NUISANCE, a DISRUPTION
and in fact a REAL MENACE
to the entire planet right now.
And yet, what are we to DO
with them? They are a type of
male that only knows how to
DO this one thing!

Once wupon a time in
evolution, these males
obviously served a purpose,
or they'd have not come into
being. (Note: this is
teleological, speculative. The
quirk or mutation may have
NEVER served a purpose.)
But now? | believe that
Nature Herself will fix this,

Nature always does! | believe
that what we are witnessing
today will one day be looked
upon and seen on hindsight as
a change in humanity. Just as

we can look back on
dinosaurs with hindsight. The
fertility problems, the
rampant diseases, the
famines, all of it. You can't
see it easily because you are
living amidst this now, but all
of these things are
CHANGING HUMANITY
right NOW. Even given the
fact that radiation is present.
Radiation Kkills, but it also
causes mutations. Those
immune to it or able to
eliminate it from their bodies

will survive. The others will
perish. (Note: mice around
Chernobyl, generations of
them, are healthy, they
behave and look like mice:
they are also radioactive off
the scale!)

What will these survivors be?
I donot Know.
Prophet! But | know that
ANYTHING 5 possible
because humans, dogs, cats,
fish, octopi, worms, amoeba
and even plants and bacteria
all once came from the SAME
SLIME -- and now we are all
very different. On the not -so-
bright side, the Male Disease
might result in eradicating all
of humanity. In that scenario,
humanity will become
nothing except an oddity of
evolution talked about by the
NEXT species that becomes
dominant. Compared to the
history of the dinosaur,
humanity is but a blink in the
eye of time. Nature does not
favour humanity. What with
all that has been done TO
Nature by this segment of
humanity, and the rest of
humanity either not doing
anything about it, or unable
t o, | 6d t hink
humanity!

But we shall see, or maybe we
wonot get to

Nat




(Technicality: Mammals are
not the dominant life form on
earth. Insects are.)

To the future -- whatever it
might be. Remember, Nature
does not need humanity to
survive. Humanity needs
Nature. Denying that will not
make it not so. Ever wonder

if Tyrannosaurus Rex ever
said t o Brontosau
you worry too much about
those silly Anthropoids, we
Dinos are masters of the earth,

we ol | be he?fe fore

PAX VOBISCUM! Hoi
diakonoi tou apeiros.




MADNESS
(PART TWO)

By Brian Routh
Photos by Patricia Wells

FREEDOM?

The day finally arrived. Mavis
came in and told me that it was
time for me to be released into the
world.

At first | felt sad at the thought of
leaving this place that | had grown
used to.

This place that had become my
home, but after the initial shock |
grew excited about life beyond the
walls.

| was eager to venture out into the
world and start my new life.

| was afraid and yet the unknown
had a fascination for me.

How would | survive out there
beyond the walls? | thought.

The social worker that had been
assigned to my case arrived at the
hospital to pick me up and take me
to the halfway house where | was
to live.

He seemed nice enough.

Quiet and polite.

He took me in his car.

It was a mixture of sadness and
excitement that | felt as the car
pulled away from the hospital.

| watched as it disappeared in the
distance behind me.

We pulled up in front of a large red
brick building.

George, the social worker who had
been pretty silent for most of the
trip got out of the car with me and




carried my bag as we climbed the
short steps and entered through the
large front doorway.

A small smiling, middle -aged
woman came to greet us.

OMr . Crawford, my
and itods
She said as she shook my hand.

o | hope you wil
here. 6

There was a twinkle in her eye.

She led the way as George said his
good-byes and left.

| was shown into a small, clean,
furnished room. There was a desk
and chair, an armchair, a bed with
a night table next to it and a small
clothes closet.

| put my bag down next to the
closet.

June told me | could take my time
to settle in. She told me where the
toilet, shower and dining rooms
were and left me there alone in my
new home.

It felt strange, | felt strange.

For a split second | felt a bit of a
panic attack coming on.

| almost wanted to be back in the
hospital.

| missed Mavis and her nurturing.
Would | fit in? Maybe pe ople
woul dndt i ke me.
What kind of a job will | be doing?

| felt the urge to run. Sweat began
to break out on the back of my neck
and face.

| sat down on the bed and took in
some deep breaths. Slowly | began
to calm down. Come on now Peter,
| told myself.

Get a grip boy.

| lay down and put my feet up on
the bed and closed my eyes.

| began to fall into a light doze.

| dreamed that | was on a raft in

real |l y ni clewvoke with m&taet.t

the middle of the
surrounded by a heavy mist.
It was hot and sticky. | felt afraid
and alone. Lost atsea.

Sharks began to circle me.

n Braveng closer ant gloser.

you. 0

ocean

It was getting dark.
bl eouldvhear aygenthe dapping sound
that seemed to grow louder and
louder.

Then | heard a voice.
oOoPeter! Peter!
| got to my feet and opened the
door, it was June.
OHI , | dve
dining room.
ltds dinner ti me.
00Oh thanks. o6 |

| followed her down the hallway
and into a smallish room filled
with about seven tables with chairs
around them.

Here there were men and women
in the midst of eating.

| sat at a table with three other
people, one woman and two men.
The men almost looked like
brothers, large bald headed, glasses
and both dressed in grey sports
jackets and flannel trousers.

The woman was very small with a
drooping nose. There was
something very bird -like about her.
Even the way in which she ate was
like a bird.

An elderly man in an apron put a
plate of salad in front of me.

He looked at the floor and never
looked me in the eye.

My companions all ate in silence
and never looked at each other or
uttered anything for the entire
meal.

At the end they all got up one after
the other and left the table.

c ome t

Ar e



It felt quite cold and lonely.
Il s this what
thought.

I felt Il i ke | 6d
leaving the hospital so soon, maybe
too soon.

| went to bed after dinner feeling a
little down.

| woul dndt say that
exactly but | certainly felt down in

the dumps.

| lay there and drifted into a light
sleep.

| dreamed that | was riding a bl ack
stallion across a golden beach.

The sun shone brightly and | felt

free and happy.

it ds

HALFWAY HOUSE

The next morning | felt good and
rested.

When | went to go to the dining
room for breakfast George was
coming through the front door.

oHiI , Pet eeto take gou ®

breakfast and to meet your future
elmpkleoyeut 6 hHdee8aild
enthusiasm.

m\&al drove abouma mile adwe the

road to a small café where he
treated me to a hearty breakfast.

When we got in the car to go meet
my employer, he must have picked
upl mywes/oushesp rbecausee lie
turned and said smiling,

oOHey | ook Peter,
week before you start work so
dondt worry. And i
|l ow key job. o

We pulled up in front of a small
office building. Across the door
there wasasign t hat read.
Research Centre. 0
that meant. Having no idea of what
kind of job was waiting for me.

Inside the building there were
about a half dozen people at desks

in front of computers.

A small bald headed
approached us.

man

¢ oHe held out his hand to me.




o Hi Peter. 0 m
cal |l me Joe.

He and George exchanged
pleasantries and then Joe showed
me to an empty desk with a
computer terminal and telephone
on it.

oThis will be
oAl I y ou h aanssver the
phone and research the answers to
guestions. This is a public research
centre. People will call you for
information on all kinds of subjects
from sports to famous films to
philosophy. You name it! We have
an extensive
gotthe I nternet at
| relaxed at the thought of doing
such work.

It all seemed too good to be true.
He must have read my reaction
because he said.
OHey! Il know
And youdr e
how can we provide such a
service? Well, the truth is that most
of the people here provide legal
advice and help people to
understand their rights. But your
department, or your part of the
service is the
He put his arm on my shoulder in a
caring warm way.

0 Ev e ny il ol Hecide to stay
here and it all works out for you.
You can expand your knowledge
and move up to provide the same
service as the others and then some
ot her fellow can
He smiled a broad friendly smile.
oThankyou. 0 I
what else to say.

00K then. Next
Monday morning at 10am and get
started. O

We said our good-byes and George

It

Mr

your
dao

dat a

fun

taker ¥y é

week jgameputd

. andrl ne# and drave barkuts the
halfway house.

THE WALK

Once inside my room | felt slightly
tired and lay down on the bed to
k@ 8 Kap.0 He sai d.
iwlasndt wused t
and it was a bit draining for me.

| felt OK. Just tired.

| slept for maybe about an hour. |
dondt think I
| woke up feeling refreshed.
| got up and decided to take a

bvialk. Kt wdlld BeSthe ¥irét tinfe ¥na
Y 0l8rg whhile StHatO IS Ifadl be@n out

alone.

| walked out of the building
without encountering anyone and
walked down the street in the
direction of the café that we went

sounglsf @d bt eakrasy .
probabl yy wap aréuRd’ dnd Svanted to

stick to familiar territory.

| came upon a small park and
decided to go inside. It was
pleasant enough.
People  walking

their  dogs.

Children playing with balls etc. )
Issht @wn 6nfa benkh aRddtok iA

the scenery and the activities
around me.

It all seemed like something out of
a post cad.
It was all
perfect.

At the back of my mind there was a
pPkareng.

there before in less happier times

perfect, maybe too

s i d putitwad suchKarv&yhel fedling.

Somet hi about

ng
on what it was.

Even though | kept telling myself

o

it

dr eamed

ncCile

al
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me efft i






that everything was fine it troubled
me.

| got up and decided to head back
to the house for lunch and all the
way back there was this nagging
feeling of unease.

| started to whistle to shrug it off
butit j ust woul dndt
Back at the house everything was
calm and quiet. Only two people in
the dining room.

Two middle -aged women eating
together at a table in the corner of
the room.

| sat down alone and the man in
the apron placed a plate with a
sandwich and potato chips on it
and a glass of juice in front of me.
He was still looking at the floor.

| ate the sandwich and drank the
juice quickly and practically ran
back to my room.

| thought | would sit at the desk
but | soon felt uncomfortable, not
knowi ng what to do there.

| lay down on the bed. | thought
about the job.

It seemed like a good job.

| wished | were already there.

| was bored and the feeling of
discomfort was still with me.

|l didndt know how
| fell into a deep sleep and
dreamed of being surrounded by
dragons that breathed fire at me.

| tried to hide from the flames but
found the heat so intense that | had
to retreat into a cave.

| stayed there for hours until the
heat died down. When | emerged
the dragons were gone.

When | awoke it was midnight.
Where could | go now at this time
of night?

| thought.

| got up to use the toilet.

And came back to my room.

The feeling of impending doom

was still with me.

| looked through my pockets as

though | was looking for

something in parti cular, but |
gabi adamwaty . f i nd it

| got undressed and climbed into

bed and tried to get back to sleep

but I only managed to toss and

turn.

| got up and looked out of the

window. Nothing but an empty

street.

Not even a car.

| got back into bed and just lay

there with my eyes open and

stared at the ceiling.

| started to think about

hospital.

Why was | in there in the first

place?

I coul dnot

I coul dnot even

at the hospital. What the

circumstances were that lead up to

me going in there.

| must have had a breakdown |

thought.

But why did they give me electric
t shock treatrkeat. lifelt frustfated at

not being able to remember

anything.

| felt like | was a phony.

| had been altered.

| was not me.

But who was 1?

Maybe the real me was dead.

Had died years ago.

Maybe | was someone else in this

body.

What did that mean?

The only real memory that | had

was more of a feeling.

A feeling of sadness from a past

the

what evl

remember .

reme




| knew that in my heart or
someone's heart there was
goodness.

| felt that life had somehow mixed

up my head and caused me a lot of
pain in the past.
| wanted to have friends but |

didndt know how.
| had difficulty in talking to people.

| wanted the conversation to be
intense but people responded to
me by backing away from me,
except Mavis.

| missed her.

She had been my friend.

Maybe | could go and visit her.

| suddenly felt a sense of relief at
being able to visit her.

| remembered that | could go
anywhere | wanted to. | was a free
man.

| felt mor e relaxed and drifted into
a reverie about the times | had
spent with Mavis.

| fell asleep remembering one of
the stories she had told me about
her children with their sense for the

dramatic.
Dressing up and putting on shows
in her living room.

THE DREAM

| drifted into a dream where | was
sitting on the floor of an empty
swimming pool.

| was naked and | had my knees up
to my chin with my arms wrapped

around them.

| was cold and shivering.

Above me standing on the diving
board was the man in the apron
that serves the food in the dining
room where | live.

He was holding out a big steaming
bowl of spaghetti with his eyes
fixed straight down to the floor.

He never looked me in the eye.

He dropped the bowl and the food
fell to the floor at which point

water began to pour into the pool.
The water crept towards me and |
stood up in a panic and ran to the
ladder to get out but standing at
the top of the ladder was Herman




the trustee from the hospital and he
was spitting at me. Every time |
tried to climb up he show ered me
with spit.

The water began to rise very
quickly and was soon up to my
chest.

| climbed the ladder one more time
and pushed him out of the way
and ran out of the building.

Once outside | was in the middle of
a pine forest. It was completely still
and quiet.

There was an eerie feeling about it
all.

| sensed a presence but there was
no one to be seen anywhere.

| felt afraid and began to walk
quickly through the trees.

The light began to fade.

| walked faster and faster.

| wanted to get out of the forest
before it grew completely dark.

| woke up in a cold sweat.

| looked at the clock, it was 4am.

| lay there calming myself down
until |1 fell asleep again.

I sl ept unt il 8

slowly got up to shower and get
my breakfast.

MARY

It was quite a responsibility to be
part of society.

To have to have the motivation to
go out there and mix with the rest
of t he wor |l d,
brothers and sisters.

| found it hard to constantly keep
convincing myself that it was
worth it.

| wanted to run away b u t I
know how.

| was able to imagine the whole
thing from beginning

di donPeett er !

to end.

The scenario being played out in
my head.

I coul dnot run
wherever |1 0d go,
there or here.

Here | am! Over here next to rest of
the insanity. | thought as | stood
there staring at the shadows and
brilliance playing through the
curtains.

Where is God? | wondered.

| did believe deep in me, that there
was a divine principle at work in
all this stuff.

As | stood there the sun worked its
way so that the sunlight hit my
eyes.

It was orgasmic.

| felt instantly elated, filled with
God.

| was transfixed.

God was lighting me up,
expanding within me.

| was vibrating and so alight that |
thought I would burst into flames.

A knock at the door.

0 d'eldanpicopenedamdlit was Maryy

| was instantly brought down a

mile long black, dark, chimney at
one hundred miles an hour by
something very powerful, strong

and insane.

| was now instantly aware of
everything that my memory had

kept from me.

| was mortified.

h u ml%{qzenﬂnysqme kigdothgrepr from

realizing who | really am.

This woman standing in front of
me is from my past. She has to do
with my insanity.

I tds me.
oltds Mary! o

| must have obviously looked
frightened because she looked sad

away
t herlle



and unhappy.

Omd sorry
ol di dnodt
darling. o

Peter. 6
me an t o

| felt hurt. Big hurt all over. | was
wrapped in hurt.

o0l had to think
She said as she looked deep into
my eyes painfully.
oMary, i s
oWhy are
June was standing in the doorway.
She looked a little puzzled.
OWhods Mary?o6

She said quizzically.

| had a strange prickly sensation on
the back of my neck and | was
sweating.

OAre you ok
Was | ok? Yes, was | ok?
The question seemed \ery difficult

to answer. | was insane, yeah, sure.

ol d&dm fine June. o6 |
too loud and a little too slow.

Now she definitely had a strange
look in her eye.

0 OK! Peter wedl |
dear. 0 And she
doorway and quietly closed the
door but didnot
That seemed significant.

| realized that somehow about
seven hours had passed and | had
been standing in the same spot.

| tried to move but both my legs
were asleep.

My hands were fists.

My whole body was soaked in
sweat.

| felt like the light in me had
somehow blown a circuit.

| was suddenly hit by the chill as it
enveloped my body.

| was shaking with the cold and my
teeth were chattering.

t hat

| was surrounded by darkness but

up above, there was the moon.

Colds and egri® u thonght as |
looked up through the ceiling at it.

I 61 | j ust sit her e
rest my legs in between standing, |
thought out loud.

a b oMaybemyloul.ami | y. 6

Then the pack of wolves arrived
and encircled me. Their fangs

y o u ?whitel andu nilashiegd .and  all
y ou dher e ? 6grdwling & kne.

| began to run with them in
pursuit.

| ran so fast that | began to leave
the ground.

I was soon climbing higher and
higher way above the ground.

Mary? | stopped climbing. Mary? |

Pet er ? 0be§ah the dessdnteldvas falling like

a stone. Mary? As | hit the ground.
That was the first haunting of me
by Mary and many more were to
folows wer ed a | ittl e

ESCAPE

Tife @lays ¥e@rbed td rdl int® & blur.
c r e pShowerihd, Katinb, igdinBfortwhlies.

| lost track of time. But soon it was

| 0 ¢ tme tofo to work.

| was nervous about working in
such aregulated way with a group
of people, under a microscope as it
were.

The more | projected about the job
the more afraid | became.

It wasnot bad when
in the future but now it was here, |
was nervous.

The fear became so extreme that |
decided not to go.

| got dressed and packed my
suitcase and sneaked out of the
house just as

0]







it was getting light. Every
floorboard creaked as | stealthily
escaped from the house.

| had no idea where | would go.

My fear propelled me out into the
world.

Further and further away from
familiarity.

| must have walked for miles
without realizing because the sun
was high in the sky and my
surroundings were now rural.

| stopped and put my suitcase
down.

It was so quiet and all | could hear
were the birds singing.

Their song seemed to be telling me
to keep going further and further
out of my mind.

Away from all reasonableness,
away from this so-called sanity that
was disguised as normality.

A truck with a farmer stopped to
ask me if | wanted a ride.

oYes. 60 | climzed ioto lass
world.
oWher e
asked me.

| smiled for the first time in a
while.

OAnywhere. 6 |
all . o

And off we went on the road to
who knows where.

to?60 The

THE ROAD

After some time of travelling
around and working for food and
lodging, sleeping rough and just
surviving | got used to the way of
life.

| was in my head most of the time,
dealing with the demons and the
angels within me.

| could never go back to the life of

a mg.e

sai d.

so called sanity or normality.

| was free now. No one came
looking for me.

| was just another drifter. Romantic
and tragic but free.

Many nights | slept under the stars
or rain.

But | felt no pain, | became pain, |
was pain itself.

| felt strong inside but yet my heart
was torn open. God had broken
me.

| was no longer the virgin of
sadness and selfpity.

I was all of life, the ugliness and
beauty, the joy and tragedy; all was
manifest through my being.

| was no longer fragmented.

| embraced everything equally and
it gave me strength.

| had no lies to tell. No secrets.
Nothing mattered.

Everything about my life was
manifest for all to behold, no one
questioning me.

No one doubting or believing in
faced man

| wore my pain, joy and ecstasy on
my sleeve for all to see.

| lived this way for what seemed
likeo férevgr wamae then sanbething
changed.

| had the strong urge to father a
spiritual being not of the flesh.

It would be thought of as insanity
by the rest of society.

It was something that | was
destined to experience. | felt driven
by unknown forces to make it
possible.

THE HAUNTING

Mary appeared to me more and
more and by some act of God |
knew she was going to have my




child even though Mary was a
ghost, spirit and not of the flesh.

She never spoke to me anymore.
She appeared and seemed to merge
into me.

As though | was carrying her
around inside of me. Once in a
while  she would materialize
outside of me and be back inside
again.

Her thoughts were my thoughts.
There was no separation.

We were the one.

| knew that | was perfectly sane in
an insane way.

| also knew that my life with her
was not real to other people but to
me it was totally real.

| felt that the only secret that |
carried was one that no one
believed.

| was driven by a desire now.

A desire
When the desire manifested | was
suddenly having a powerful
spiritual sensual experience that
came from within.

| would light up like a light bulb
and there within me is Mary
experiencing the same thing.

We were sharing our deep love and
our pain within our one heart.

| felt driven by the urge to find the
solution to my inability to
consummate with her in the
physical realm, where my body
moved to and fro.

THE VOID

| got a job in a little railroad station
in ldaho.

| opened and closed a gate so the
trains could go through.

| had an office that | sat in between
trains.

t hat I di dnot

| just sat and went within for long
periods of time.

There were only a handful of
farmers in the area and they went
back and forth a lot at different
times to tend their farms.

| only saw men.

I dondt t hink any

there.

Widowers mostly.

Some men just looked too ornery to
have anything to do with women.
They were windswept and lined by
the weather. Beaten down by fierce
Idaho winds.

And scorched by the stifling Idaho
summers.

This was a place that was at the
edge of the world. A place where
you can see the great void and live
in awe of it.

Buteéelt was time t
under stand.

L.A.

On the way once more.
Just coul dndt
too long.

As the summer began to wind
down and the sweltering heat
began to subside | felt a
restlessness taking hold of me.
Mary was urging me to make her
pregnant.

I wasnot
could happen.

| headed south to California.

To L.A.

City of everything imaginable.

In L.A. walking in the city of Santa
Monica.
| dve
OH yeah! Many times.

| had lived there maybe five
different stretches, some were
pretty long and some were short

sur e

stand

how

b e eore, Hhouglet. b e f



but it was a place of things

happening.

Lots going on everywhere.

| must have wandered around for
days in a kind of stupor.

Totally entertained by so much
activity.

| found myself at one of the
missions standing in line for food.
We were all looking tired, some of
us drunk and some of us pumped
full of drugs but all of us hungry.

| took my seat at a long table of
faces that looked sad and dejected.
We all ate in silence as though we
were in prison.

The people working there looked
just like us except they were a little
cleaner and

"""

They looked like they had seen life
the hard way too.

A lot of people clean up and decide
to maintain their better life style by
helping out at places like this.
Maybe itds a
was like out on the street.

Like living at the end of the world
and looking into the great void of a
different nature.

| ate my food slowly.

Savouring it.

It wa s the first
days.

| found my way to a free bed and
as soon as my head hit the pillow |
was out.

| stayed there for about three
weeks.

Rested up, belly full, clothes all
clean and a haircut and shave.

| felt pretty good.

| became caught up in the basic
things. Sleep food and interacting
with people on a surface level.

It was all very grounding but it

move on.
| packed my things and was on my
way out of the door when a total
stranger walked up to me pulled
out a gun, pointed it at my head

r e mi n dné shot oné at pomtabiank irahge.
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Y
O Yl ~must have wanted it to
happen. o | No. There was nothing to do.
| must have wanted it to

It went on for hours at a time. happen 0 it went on for hours
And think of all the lies at a time. ;
shedd have to -\tell,f al | on my
account. o /‘Fmally forever 'passed, and

7 \ " " when"she left | let my fingers
Of course 'she lied. She loved grip it by the tip and hold it
me. She loved me, for hours out, extended f)om the base.

at a time 9 she lied becaus

she | oved megt e[ f(et/ebyl glump was soaked
N S, With, pinkish  milk and

When he was home~ '*"pmklsh milk was peppered

everything was' putple. ~Or, ¢ wig-h'brown and tiny hair)

everything was érange Whe’n N j 1 N
he wasnodot.j W % ' "Iheard it thrashing, | heard it

4R o - rip the sheets.) She ached to
| already kn,éw the follicles grind my dark ‘wet \fur
were bindind up the bone,so. . -..between/her teeth. v
naturally, | never dreamed of y J
waking up again. When he was home,

: everything was hidden in a

Her teeth were hot:and ached jar. Or everything was hiding
to grind i'F down, and back | in plain sight. >
inside. Dark.wet fur slid up . Ao
between her teeth. | wanted it to ha

was never hom,eaﬁ'd L,ne\@,r \
When he. was home, dreamed of’wakln up%gan\ :
everything was green. And

nothing tas purple when It went on for heurs at aot|me
he walsn 0t /f" beﬁﬁuse | loved her terribly.
! \. \ a", "
\.‘ " | ' I
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CHAPTER |

A Walk in the Park

AGol |y, I feel

peculiar! Ever since |

woke wup this mor ni nbpak,

felt like something odd is

going to happen.

Janet Pepper, a dark
haired, petite qirl of
fifteen, spoke this
thought aloud as she made
her way across
Park. Her sparkling blue
eyes admired t he beautiful

tulips that had just begun

to bloom along the sides

of the path. She enjoyed

reading in the park on

sunny Sunday mornings and

she carried her favorite

| They ¥alley of Fear

by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle,

- sit. But every pa

0 looking for a place to

rk bench

she examined was still wet

with heavy morning dew.

nWel |

Bi nl gbhma njouss t

gee!

going

accept the fact of a dewy

bott om, 0O

resignedly,

s he

seating

t

(0]

guess

have

sai d



herself on a wet, wooden up at her. She had been

bench. AEek! 0O giseh the book as a reward
exclaimed, feeling the for her help in solving a
cold water soaking through baffing mystery and she
her sapphire - blue floral suddenl y per ked up .
swing skirt. Know what 6s wWr ong Wi
She opened her book me! O she decl ar ed
and began to read. ent husiastically. Al
However, as she simply aching for another
moved her eyes across the adventure! | need a new
page, she realized that mystery to solve!o
the words Janet Pepper stood
were not registering in up, peeled the soggy
her mind, for she was material away from her (
distracted by a strange, damp rump and started ]
uneasy f eeling. walking again.
AGol ly, what on earflheavi ng S0 soon,
is the matter with me Janet ?0 said a gir |

today?0 she asked hoeeblzmndher.

with consternation. Janet gasped and
Janet snapped the , turned to see Laura
book shut and gazed upon Hamilton walking toward
the cover. The painted her, beaming a bright,
visage of Sherlock Holmes, friendly smile. Laura, a

Sir Art hur Conan xdyalsesonsat e of Janet 6s,

famous detective, looked a pretty qirl, fair of

4



skin, with  comfortable heart. nYou gave me |

brown eyes. She was fright!o

wearing a brown and white Laura shared in

checked day dress and a Janetdos | aughter and sai

sc;slllopedblackJuIietcap ARGos h, I 6m sorry, Janet

over a mop of unruly blond di dnot me an t o stértl

hair. Laura was new to the you! o Her eyes t wi nkl e

town of  Pinecrest Heights, mi schievousl y. Al was |

her family having moved heading home when | saw

there only two you and | decided it was

months ago. Her father, high time 1 invited you

Mr. Bradley Hamilton was over for tea and cookies.

the new What do you say Janet, are

math teacher at Pinecrest you hungry?o

High and many of the AAmM I 1o Janet

female students thought he exclaimed with evident

was a reall Adreamplo@aaswre. AYou bet | am!

Janet Pepper would be nGreat! Let 6s go! I

mortified to admit it, but candét wait for you to m

on more than one occasion, mot her , 0 L a u aida S

she remarked to herself proudly.

that he looked a lot like CHAPTER 1l

Jeff Chandler. The Hamilton Home
AJeepers,Laural!o AMot her , Il 6 m

Janet said laughingly, home! o Laur a call ed 0 L

placing her hand over her

upon entering her house.



'

A brought along anBbheéhtd be back soon, I

| 6d | i ke you to meesume. Come on, l et 6s (
When it became into the sun parlor and
apparent that no response listen to the hi — fiLaia
from her  mother was have the new Perry Como
forthcoming, Laura began record. o
t o dart from room to room, ADonot RCN] t'hee. Siha igs
looking for her. get in Your Eyes ?70 Janet
Janet, always proper inquired hopefully.
and polite, waited by the AThe very one! 0 Laur:
kitchen said and both qgirls
door for formal erupted into giddy squeals
introductions. of excitement.

Laura breezed back

into the kitchen and a CHAPTER Il |
fretful look crossed her Under the Sink

deli'cate f ackas iNS'h e RS TNl

home. That 0s strange.fHave a seat, o said
wonder wher e shawrrsa. A Mak e your self
FJome. ¥l o home. 0O |
Janet felt a sudden tug . AThank you, O Janet"
of excitement. Perhaps said courteously. She sank

this was the myst erdownupor thalplush, beige
been looking for. davenport . ALaur a, I
AOh well , 6 Laur asinplp iadore your home.

with a resigned sigh.




| t 0s S 0%y s @rpssed to the window and
sophisticated I o looke d outside. Mr.
AYes, I k n oMamilton stood lighting

Fatherds so very ptis pige mext to a new

this house. 0 ARobi nds Egg
Suddenly, they heard Cadillac. He was dressed

the slow approach of a car casually in a white golf

engine and Laura ran to shirt and black Oxford

t he wi ndow. A Klacksy and Janet felt

avocados'! Her eds furmy hseaing her math

A

now and heods dr i vteacher wihout his suit

brand new car! Gee, it and black tie.

looks like a Laura ra n up to her
dream! o she e nt hfatter dissed his cheek
swooni ng. AEXxcuse and rhen began to talk
Janet . I 61 | be excitedly, gesturing
right back. o toward the car with her

Janet stood up. snale dluttering hands,

of course. o S h¥%e w\ahilechl eodded and smiled
Laura dash out of the room and puffed his pipe.
and a few seconds later, ' Suddenly, Janet heard
she heard the front door a sharp thud! from the
open and close. kitchen and, startled, she

Janet was still t urned around.

wondering what had become

of Laur aods mot her as s he

B I’

ueo



AHel | 0?0
nervously.
Hamil ton?o

The house was quiet

again. Janet padded
carefully into the
kitchen. AHel

repeated and then remained
stock - still, listening.
There was a low

scuffing sound  coming

from the  cabinet under the
sink and
t hought waks my, if
sounds like they might
have a mouse in the
house. 0

The sound ceased when

Janet reached for the
handle of
the cabinet. She pulled

open the door and gasped
at what
she found.

A pale young girl,

naked but for white, knee

she

Janet 6s

$ighi cotton socks, was

A Maownd with heavy rope and
lashed to a copper pipe. A
red gingham scarf had been
tied around her mouth,

gagging her. She looked up

I 0?0 at Jandt ewith squinting,

tear -filled hazel eyes.
A M m nfifo m

Mmr m, 0 she sai

NRJeepers! o

~

excl ai med.

wfoir m g/t | 6 m
you out of
with the
determination she  was
known for among the other
amateur
Pinecrest High.
Suddenly,
M. Hamilton were beside
her. Janet had been so
distracted by the naked
girl under the sink, she
hadnot heard

the house.

gutsy

sleuths at

Laura and

Mmn.

d

goi

t hem

mutedl y.

ifiDono

ng

here, o

)

Janet

t

y O

ent e



AThat 6s Coll esmayq AYes, certainly |

Laura told her, slamming Hamilton. I wonot say a

t he cabinet shut . wor8 Htevassvery nice to

being punished. Right see you again. Thank you,

daddy?o0 Laura and... Good day! o
AThat 0s ri ght , When she reached the

pri ncess, 0 Mr . H a moot, Jamehpushed it open

said, drawing on his pipe. and ran outside. She

AAnd i f your | ittl edifdnétndstop running unt

her e doesnot want sheavas dafe at home.
punished as  well, I CHAPTER IV
suggest she keep her A Cold Supper

pretty mouth shut about

what shebdés just seen. MWhoaudre awfully qui e’

about it, Janet. Can | tonight, Janet. Something

count on you to keep our troubling you?o aske.:

little secihet ?0 Janet 0s fat her", Car | ent
Janet took several Pepper,

steps back, trying to helping himself to another

maintain  a modicum of dollop of mashed turnips.

composure. For the first AUm, no. Il 6m fine, 0O

time she was grateful for Jan.et said morosely,

the months of charm school listlessly poking at the

shedd been f or c e ¢eas oh ber plate with her

endure as she summoned all fork. She had hardly eaten

of her poise and grace to



a thing and her food had
gone cold.
AYou canot

kitten. I can tell
somet hingos
Carleton Pepper said, with
a troubled frown.

Indeed, as a former

/)

away a year later after a
long, debilitating battle
f o ol withmtewpox.
Following the deaths
w r oohhgr,miother and brother,
Janet had taken it upon

herself to become as brave

and efficient as possible.

prosecutor and now She began to take an
Pi necrest Hei ght 6si ntmersé¢ st i n her fat her
savwy ci ty councilman, cases, leading her father
Carleton Pepper was as and his colleagues to
sharp and discerning as declare Janet as clever as
they come. There were many she was pretty. |
unhappy men sitting behind Only last winter she ]
bars and cold stone walls had taken it upon he r
whose defense attorneys narrow, porcelain
had made the mistake of shoulders to solve a
underestimating him. difficult case that had

Janet had become flummoxed several of |
Carl et on Peppdyr 6s Pimmcr est Hei ght 6s mao ¢
child after her brother capable legal minds. When

Ben drowned in a vat of
eggnog while working at

Ful crumb6s Dai

ago. Her mother passed

IS e t

no one could figure out
what had become of

en year s




little  Billy Eagleton, copper pipe under the

Janet, in an effort to sink.
help Abraham il wa s just
Sholes and Edna McCaffery, thinking... | have a lot
had taken over the search of homework to do. May |
herself.  Her thrilling pl ease be excused?0
adventures, which included Carleton Pepper slid
an encounter with a a slice of ham into his
mentally deficient child - mouth, chewed and
napper named Dorling swallowed, and then said,
Groote, are told in the Anwel |, okay Janet. But
second volume of this youneedt o tal k, l 6m al l
SHertiy, ess entitled, eafiBhel 01 | be in t he " der
Secret of the Big Hairy AThank you, father.o
Hands. o Lulabelle, the

Her encounter at the Pepper 6s col ored
Hamilton home had housekeeper bustled into
disturbed her but she the dining room and began

wasnot ready to tetlad thleear Janet 0s di she

father about it just yet. ALawdy, |l awdy Mizz Janet
She kept seeing that poor y ou ai noét hardl y touch
girl  trapped in  the y 6 6 food! o

cabinet and sometimes her ALeavéder alonel o

mind played tricks on her Demanded Carleton Pepper.

and she saw  herself naked, AYou need t o |l ear n y O L

gagged and trus  sed to the pl ace, Lul abelle. 0



Lulabelle rolled her
wi de eyes and

knows it Mr. Carleton, Ah

knows it, o0 and they

an uneasy laugh.
Janet nodded
distractedly and then went

upstairs to bed.

CHAPTER V

A Feeling in the Night

As soon as Janet
tumbled into bed,
disturbing thoughts and
guestions began to turn in
her mind. After a restless
and futile try at sleep,
she finally gave up and,
after propping up her two
fluffy goose - down pillows
against the polished oak
headboard, @ she sat up and
stared at the moon - cast

shadows in front of her,

the very picture of a

)

pretty girl trying to

S ali dntangle A& particularly

knotty problem.

s hfiaHoewd wi | | = ever get
to sleep with these horrid
pictures in my mind?0 s
asked herself plaintively.
The more she thought about
what she had seen, the
more vivid and powerful
the iIimages beca-me. nGos
darn it anyway! o She c¢r
angrily and she leaned
f orward, pulled out one of
the pillows from behind ]
her and tucked it between
her legs, squeezing it
between her thighs with
angry frustration.

And then something

important occurred to her,
somet hing shedd all mos
forgotten. Wh e n sheo.
opened the cabine t under

the sink, she noticed that

the naked, helpless girl




was sitting behind
cleaning products. Clearly
sheodd been
time (or would be there a
long time) and the
Hamiltons would still need

access to their cans and

various

t her e

frightened her, but had

not deterred her in her

solve the

gurpdse n

mystery surrounding the

kitc hen cabinet. She had
inherited a tough,

stubborn streak from her

bottles of Twinkle an d Duz father and it would take

and Soilax. more than threats to keep
AHoOw |l ong can heh feoin her mission, and

poor girl sit in that the Hamilton house. She

cramped

position?o

yanBed the gillow out from

murmured to herself, between her legs, idly
squeezing the pillow noticing a small wet stain
rhythmically between her on the clean white
| egs. AHow | ong wo upillowcdse, b eand then
able to remain tied -up climbed out of bed and

like that without going started to get dressed.
bonkers?0 she wdndered a

she folded back her thick,

floral bed covers,
suddenly feeling very
warm.

A few minutes later
Janet had made a decision.

Mr . Ha mi

|l t onods

CHAPTER VI
A Return to the Hamilton
House
When she arrived at
the Hamilton home, she
found that all the lights

were out; there was not a
t hhreat s had



sign of life about the
house at
di d y ou
al most e
night! o she
severely.
As Janet moved across
the driveway, she noticed
a golden sliver of light
coming from one of the
basement windows at the
side of the house.
A chill wind blew and
she clutched and gathered
the front of her coat,
pulling it tight against
her neck. Wih brave
determination, Janet
sneaked up to the cellar
window and then got down
on her hands and knees and

peered inside.

Janet 6s young
began to race as she
absorbed the strange,

ae¢lll what i W

g Xpreie- 1

shocking tableau before
her.

| t &Mis and Mrs. Hamilton

00c | ocwere sanding on either

chi ded dde rof ethef girl from

under the kitchen sink.
The girl had been
blindfolded  with  what
looked like a swatch of
orange gabardine and was
hanging from the ceiling
by two chains attached to
shackles around her slim,
delicate wrists.

Mrs. Hamilton wore an
expensive mink stole
draped over her shoulders
and nothing else. Mr.
Hamilton wore a strange
black leather get -up
some kind of harness
cover ed with a confusion
hot abudkles, loops and
spiked, stainless - steel
rivets. Below a tight,

leather waist - cinch Janet

} )



could see a metal ring
around Mr .
masculine attributes,

squeezing him so tightly

that his manly organs had

turned an about -to - burs t
purple.

Al i magine my
looks about that shade
right now! o Janet

breathlessly.

Mrs. Hamilton handed
her husband a thin black
riding crop and he donned
a leather face mask that
had a shiny silver zipper
over the mouth. He moved
behind the girl and began
to whip her bare buttocks.
Janet could hear each lash
of the crop, accompanied
by a cry from the girl and
she rotated her hips and
to the

leaned closer

window to better see and

hear the distressing scene

Ha mi | takimgqpiase before her.

nwel | , we | |

i snot Janet
detective. 0

Janet gasped and
jumped to her feet. Laura
Hamitteen was standing in
front of her. She held a

drevollemin herdright hand
and a devious smile played
over her full, red lips.

AkLaura. ..o
stammered nervously.
was |
nSo, you
what my parents like to
do, do you?0

ANNo! o

insisted hotly.
il t hink y

Laﬁra suggested sharply.

ACome on. Let 6s

| never did introduce you

to mot her . 0O

Pepper,

et

ust .

want t

f It

gi

Jan

(0] SEe €

Janet

ou

go



Laura kept the barrel NnYes, daddy, O Laur a
of the revolver pressed s daird syweetiIly@ Al found
firmly against Jamoto®@s ng outside. o
back as they marched into ANi ce work, ~princess
the house and down the Now run along and leave
cell ar staircase. hfeWe [ tlq me . ltés way pa
| 6m certainly in aypuckbedti me. 0
now! o Janet t houghitBu't daddy. 0 Laur a
nervously. A Wh e n L adiartem to arotekst.
| were sitting side - by - ADonot pout, honey.
side on th e box -social Tonightdéds a school ni gh
planning committee, I You need yoUuMSHSecp Y@
certainly never envisioned nYes sir,o Laur a
a scenari o such as (rdused. 'Tien she stomped (

When they reached the back upstairs. ]
bottom of the staircase, Mr. Hamilton fixed
the sharp sound of the his gaze upon Janet and
riding crop smacking shook his head. AAnd yo

exposed flesh ceased and
Mr. Hamilton turned toward
the girls. He unzipp ed the

mouth on the leather mask

Pepper | see?0

young lady. What are you

doing out so late? | do

believe you have a test on

integers tomorrow morning.

t hatOrJ an edt

forget.

you
i No S i
| studied

forget?0

r,

last

di

dnot



night, o Janet i nsi stiReéscue?0
proudly. AYes, ouy beast! o0 she
AWoul d you | criledeangrily.

so-met hing o) snack o Mr? dHamilton turned

inquired Mrs.  Hamilton LaO Sl " g s § | . ADi d you h:
politely. that Colleen? Janet
A No t hank y oPepper, girl detective,
mabam. O came here to rescue you.
ANonsense. Let mesmatx t hat sweet ?0
y ou a littl e somet hi nCgplleen moaned and
she said cheerily and then nodded.
walked upstairs. AROkay, O sai d Mr .
ARSo, O said NHamilton with a shrug.
Hamilton, peeling off his AConsi deher rescued. 0O
leather mask to reveal a And with that he produced
red and hectic face. His a key and unlocked the
usually neat ly - combed shackl es around Col |l een
salt -and- pepper hair was wrists. She collapsed to
mussed and sticking the dusty concrete floor.
straight. up. i What mmYocu dyroeu free t o go
doing here?0 he aske@dl|l een, 0 h e sai d. n B
Janet stepped forward sure and thank  Miss
and pointed to the girl Pepper . o
hanging from the chains. Colleen stood shakily
A c ame t o rescue tohherrfée§ her pretty

she told him defiantly. hazel eyes cast down.



AThank you, 0 she mbemurpddace, 0 he said wi

softly and then limped up arrogant assurance.
the stairs. AYyou mean. . . 0

ATher e, O sai d Mr AExactly. o : Mr .
Hamilton with Hami |l t on seized Janet (
satisfaction. A Srime @rsd, twisting them
Mesic U e d g behind her back, moved her

Janet coul dndét tdward pthe chains and
noticing that Mr. shackles.
Hami | t o n 6thlng had Mrs. Hamilton
become engorged and was returned carrying a tray.
stick ing straight up like Al 6m back! I brought yu
a long, grotesque fig newtons and root beer

’

mushroom. fl oats! o she sai d

Al see youobve b enthosadically. ]
aware of my phall us, 0 he
said firmly. CHAPTER VII

Al tos di sgusti ng! @& Surprise Gift

Janet exclaimed,

AYes, know. Co me Early morning sun
here. o ' began to fill the dark
AWHwhat ?0 J an edllar and Janet turned
stammered, confused. her face to the light. How
AWel | |, now t loregthad she been chained
y 0 u é vescued Colleen, | up here? She didnodt k no

need a new girl to take Time had become confused -




a mad jumble of intense
pain and pleasure followed
by long periods of boredom
and.. silence. But she would
endure. Her stamina and
willpower were two things
that had made her one of
the most admired
sophomores at Pinecrest
High. When people talked
about Janet Pepper, after

they mentioned how pretty

she was, they usually

Janet knew  better
than to address him.

Bradley Hamilton
di dnot say a word as
unlocked the shackles and
freed Janet from the
chains.

Before she had time
to regain the circulation
in her tingling arms, Mr.
Hamilton grabbed her left

hand and pulled it toward

him. He held up a

talked about her resolve beautiful aguamarine ring.

and determination. nl 6d l i ke y ou t o we a
AX, O she gui ctkhiys, o h e tol d her

remi nded hersel f. Advioy b enralmye. Al 6ve deci de

is X now. My name is X. My it 6s ti me for y ou t C

name is X. My name is return to your father and

X . G your studies. Accept this
At dusk she finally rng as a token of my
hear d her Ma s t twsf.ﬁ Is trust you will
footsteps coming down the not reveal what has gone
stairs and her heart began on between us. And | trust

to pound with eager you will always be

excitem ent.



)

faithful to me, your RYE heol €% ™) AWher e have y C
Master. o been?o

Janet 0s t hroat wafsOh, y ou kKknow me ,
starting to close up and always hot on the trail of
tears welled shiny and a new mysteryto Jane
bright in her pretty blue replied.
eyes. ABut youdve been gon

nYes S'IEEY P she fsoai da week! 0o

submissively. AThank yfudm sorry father, |
A have somet Wi moe 6t mean to worry yo
else to give you. A symbol When | sink my teeth into

of your obedience taonewnaseoO! just lose

he said, just before he track of the time. O

fired -up an acetylene AnBoy, I 61 | say! (The
torch and began to heat a police have been combing i
branding iron. Boxer os woods for day ¢

They even dragged Indigo

CHAPTER VIII Lake looking for your
Home Again body! o
i Oh daddy, such a
Janet Pepper strolled fuss! o Janet chirped ~a

into the kitchen to find laughed.
her father sitting at the Carleton Pepper
table, his handsome face shared in her amusement.
wan wi t h worry. i JTahneent 'hoe s ai d, ASo, did

he cried with surprise and solve the case?0




Janet nodded and beginning. Before long

St

anot he

s'ol v

t

h e

Carl et

Daddy, o

gr isnned. NnYes, y ous hceodudl db e of f on
say that. o thrilling case, equally as
AWel | |, sit down. strdhgel &nd baffling as
me all about it.o the one shedd ju
The thought of Readers who are intrigued
sitting on her newly - by her strange exploits
branded backside sent may follow her subsequent
shivers  of  excitement adventure in the next
shooting through Janet but volume of this series,
she didndét want t o emtyi toluealtde Secrets of
in front of her father. Janitor Moss. 0
Al 61 I t el |l y ou | at er . My daughter,
t hink | 6m going togicdtcdhetective, O
up on my sl eep. Pepp&rmaid merrily.
exhausted, o she t ol d Janetnooked at the
truthfully. beautiful aquamarine ring
AToo tired foo her finger, and thought
anot her mystery?o about the gorgeous symbol
Janet smiled slyly. that her Master had
Al 6m never t oo tirse:aig:hetﬂ'mtoherpretty,
another mystery. In fact, young f | es h. A Oh
| 6m aching for anotshteag oaied. Al 6m a
right now! o than that! o
I n'dfege d , Janet 0s THE END

adventures were only

ot

m O
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N
.
Margaret Dunnigan Dunphy was born on
July 7 ™, 1907 in Tarweather aska.
The daughter of an eggplant farmer
and one of thirteen children, she
went to work for The Tarw eather =
Blade as a printing press operator
at age seven where she lost several
fingers to extra editions. She never
married, but wrote fifty - seven Janet
Pepper Mysteries between 1940 and
1955 while working as a typist for '
the FBI. She died on October 23 iy
1967 by her own hand.
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DEATH WISH CHAMELEON I

By Cricket Corleone
Images © Richard A Meade

Upon leaving her apartment
on her way to a meet up with
a sleazy sounding man
working off the back pages of
her local paper, it started to
rain. While in one direction
the street flow walked
grasping their umbrellas in

their hands, glued to a cell
phone or a text message on
their way, Dustin walks in the

opposite direction. Damp,
slightly shivering, and
nursing a wet cigarette. She
sees the bus she needs to catch
coming up the way on the
opposite side of the street. The

traffic does not halt for her,
which just pisses her off,
under her breath she says to
hersel f, of or
peopl e. youodr
where you are going much
faster than | am on foot... and
itdéds fucking r a

She tries to stop an SUV as it
Is gliding up in front of her
walk way. T h e SUV
stop, so Dustin

The W0 man I n t
seat of the SUV looks like a
deer in headlights as she hits
the brakes and takes her
cellphone from her ear, as if
she was suddenly jolted back
into reality.

Dustin glares at the woman,
oYeah, wake the

The woman gets angry and
honks as she drives off after
Dustin has crossed the street.
Dustin mutters
yourself, cunt.

Because of the oncoming
traffic, Dustin misses her bus

e

i ni

won
y e

h e

f u

i|



by seconds. The bus driver
sees that Dustin wants to get
on, but does not stop. There
seems to be a grim satisfaction
on the driver's face as he
pretends not to notice Dustin
waving the bus down. Dustin
Is left in the cold rain, her coat
dampening even more, and
her cigarette, as she has just
now noticed, is broken in the
middle.

She throws the cigarette to the
gutter and puts her hands
inside her coat, under her
shirt, and against her flesh.
The sting from her cold hands

sends a chill up her body.
Dustin finds a place to sit
down as she waits for the next
bus. She moves her hands out
of her coat and presses them
tightly between her thighs to

keep warm.

As she waits for the next bus
to arrive, Dustin IS
contemplative over the
drivers of each car that passes
by. That void look in their
eyes. ol tods
and wor se, 0
hersel f. She
exactly when the mindless
drudgery of day to day life
got so intertwined with
technology. When we as
people stopped trying to look
past our noses, even or a

moment,  without getting
totally manic upon realization
of ACTUAL reality.
OAl t hough,
benefits t o [
guessing?ao0
herself as she lets out a cynical
half-assed laugh.

Moments pass by during
which Dustin checks the road
ahead for any sign of the next
bus coming. Realizing that
checking every five seconds
woul dnot ma k e
up any faster, she pulls out
another cigarette and lights it
up . OThis wusual
thinks.  Smoking like a
chimney and giving h erself a
rush of intoxicant carcinogens,
Dustin wills the bus to come
and cheat her out of her
freshly lit cigarette.

Ironically enough, the only
place she wants to be right

now, is out of the rain and
into a nice hot shower. But she
clings to her sick motivation
like a person with O.C.D.

] us twoulde tcling ntg aw dailys e
s h er otuhtii nnkes.
d o e slaord pourr teemrailky breturn

the milk to fridge before the
door cl oses.
that seems to matter.

Joining her at the bus stop is a

young woman, Dustin sizes

t her e

t

Dust i

I o oopen

n

y




Dustin notices the smile cross

t he womanos face,
had heroically found some
good in a person that has an
exterior of no remorse. This
slightly annoys Dustin who
refuses to believe that she has

a soft side. She tosses her hair
and rises to her feet. Walking
about five more feet away
from the woman, Dustin
pretends to be focused on the
street up the way where the

bus should be coming from.
Wbhen shestdionesnot
shout s, OFuck! o

her up like she does with
everyone that crosses her
path. The woman is young,
probably barely in her
twenties, olive complexion,
auburn hair which is done to
the sides in braids and
hanging over her shoulders.
No makeup on, but she has a
prettiness to her that Dustin
admires, and an innocence
that Dustin scoffs at.

The woman glances in
Dustinds direct
turns her face away as she
puffs at her cigarette. The

smoke rises up like clouds
from an A-Bomb going off in
a desert horizon. Of course,

the smoke goes right up into
the face of the woman who is
standing not but a few feet
away. The woman coughs a

little and rubs her nose.
Dustin wants to puff even
more as an act of rebellion,
but instead she scans the
ground, tosses the cigarette
onto the sidewalk, and
crushes it with her boots.

0OSorry, o Dust i
woman without making eye
contact.

oOThat 0s
smiles.

The

This startles the woman for a
moment. Dustin notices the
woman taken a back, and to
herself she covers the side of
her mouth where she has just
cracked a bit of a grin.

More moments pass and still
no sign of the bus. Dustin
starts to tap her feet
impatiently.

The woman notices and does
her best to ea
think there was an accident
ug thg street aarliert hyethe
overpass to downtown? It has
been holding up traffic for
awhile now. 0

WO man

Dustin rolls her eyes and says
OHmph. .. figur
out another cigarette and

S e

es.




lights it. The woman looks at
Dustinds face
is trying to come across as a
pessimist for an audience of
one that knows better.

0So, where are
this rainy sle
asks with optimism.

Dustin stares Greta up and
down and asks,
you like, perpetually
annoying? Or is it just the anti
depressants?o

Greta laughs.

Dustin, not meaning to make
friends, rolls her eyes again
and looks away.

There is a silence for a
a n shomeneé @hhti rmakes Dasstine
uncomfortable. So she decides
to go ahead and smooth
things over with some light
conversation,

0 Greta, 0 the womamesahyasrr m?0 She

OExcuse me ? 0
guestions as she tries to make
the woman feel insecure with

on my way to a
noDdahaantly.n

Greta nods and confesses,

a | ook that say o, 6inWbat my away
you nuts or something?o

The woman extends her hand
t o shake Dust

that ds my name.

Dustin refuses the handshake
and looks off down the street

Dustin scrunches her eyes as
she sees the rain beating
I ndbwn. in @& @uddld @, the
Ostreet parck”Ao
continues secu
hell would you want to go to
a park when it is pouring

again. 0Good f or dowomin?drhisDsuasmiserable
day for a park. oo

says in response.

y 0 u
epy

a
oFuc

n |
] oblj, o
t o
Dustfi n

rely



Greta opens a bag hanging
over her right shoulder and

pulls out a camera case,
oPhot os. I l i ke
of the rain.©é

Dustin secretly thinks it is an
interesting hobby, but opts for
more pessimism when she
responds, oThat
thinglhaveever heard.

Greta smiles to herself again
and looks at Dustin as if

Stop trying to come across like
your some... roughneck from
Northbridge. You and | both

know that y o udr sayswith & smirk.h a t

hard. o

Dustin darts her eyes over to
Greta in confusion, then turns

al | . .. t hough C a

the sudden feeling of being

totally naked right there in the

direet. t ake photos

0 What kind of Wor

do?06 Greta asks.

0Sex. O Dustin S

unaffectedlye gayest

o]

Greta looks at Dustin,

OHmMmmm. . . I bel i t

some reason?o
reading her mind, ONo it i snodot .

A silence falls.

oWow, | &6m surpriselfl?

OAbout what?06 Gret

oYou ar e one o f t h

peopl e | have met ||t h

them away again as if what
Greta said meant nothing at

probe me with a mill ion
questions after | told them
what | do for
sees the bus coming up the
way.

oWel | |, I t hink
explanatory, o
she searches her pockets for
her bus pass.

Dustin and Greta get on the
bus, relieved to be out of the

rain and cold. Greta sits
toward the front, while Dustin
sits all the way in the back.

a

Gr etfa



She does this for several
reasons, one being so that she
can watch everyone, but the
main reason being so thatthey
coul dnot wat ch
appearing weird or rude in
some way. Greta turns around
and glances back at Dustin
who is now starring out a side
window.

For a moment, she is tempted

to join her in
sure how Dustin will react
and doesn't want to push it.
Instead she stays firmly in her
seat and lets out a sigh as she
stares out the front window of
the bus awaiting her stop.

Greta does notice however, a
creepy old man sitting across
from her who keeps trying to

peer in between her legs.
Greta clears her throat in an
insecure way, letting the guy
know she can see what he is
doi ng. This does
Suddenly, Dustin is right up
next t o Gr et a.
fucking bored so | thought |
woul d j oi n you.
alright?5¢6

Greta smiles and nods,
relieved to have her attention

taken away from the pervy
old guy.

0So, wh at do
than take artsy pictures of the
rain... and . col d?6

y o u

hGeeta ,startsmto repdtyavbenn she

notices the man IS now
fondling himself through his
pant s. oUhhh.
seem to focus for the car crash
sitting across from her,
fondling himself with little
discretion to how

t mappripaatek heb 13 t acting n 6 t

This was NOT a situation one
woul d call
Dustin looks at the
nervousness I n
and then looks across the way
at the dirty old man. She
notices what is happening and
stands up between Greta and
the man's vVview
fuckhead? Keep it up and you
won't have anything left there
to beat off wi

of

t h!

The man just smiles as if not

which is a bad idea.

OHey, | 6 m
Without  thinking  twice,
Dustin fclockd theagtiyGight in
the nose, breaking it on first
strike and sending it instantly
into a rushing waterfall of
gushing blood.

Greta is so surprised that all
she can do is drop her jaw and
cover her mout h.

Gr ¢

do

oconsflen

abt aisd opofhi Mustings



oh my

in shock.

The old man is now holding
his bloody face and leaning
forw ard shrieking in pain.
Dustin, realizing what she has
just done, looks at the bus
driver who is now stopped.
OHey! OFF!! o
demands as he points to the
exit doors of the bus. The
driver makes it very clear that
he wants BOTH the women
off his bus, and NOW.

Dustin smiles a little and pats
the old pervy man on the
back, oWl | y Ou
any time soon as well? No?
Di dnodt t hink

Dustin and Greta move
toward the exit. Dustin waves
kindly to the

god?! o

THa med?roi vPustin

s approach,we k & 1 .

drarwvert hatHay ewlay

ni ce
mortified.

day! 6. GRetais s mi | e

Outside the bus, as it speeds

off leaving the two women in

a cloud of smoke from the

exhaust pipe, Dustin seems

refreshed and alive. Greta just

looks Dustin in the face like

she doesnodt know [Jjwrl
t hink. oYoudre. .. r

Dustin lights a cigarette, "Me?

Yeah, maybe a | e
as she starts to walk off.

She says

Greta follows up from behind,

still questioning what had just
happened. oDo y
NORMALLY just go around
breaking peopl eds
Greta exclaims.

washhe firdk t h a
saylp

ONo. . . I

scans her memory.

Greta lets out a breath and
starts to come back down to
eart h, oLook,
fact that you would stand up
for me against some... weird
old guy on a bus... but that
was really unnecessary. | am
KNG a i@ fant of violgnceoahdf
aggression as a way to
ANYTHI NG. ¢

aplpr

Grjle t
you' |

Dustin | ooks at

be the victim.©é6



Greta shakes her head in hurt,6 O Dustin
disagreement. straight.

Dustin elbows her playfully, Greta turns her head a little to
oOLighten up, | omeaide, shb eaamn segthat what
sarcastic. Besides, think about Dustin has just said to her has
it this way... the next time that nothing to do with what went
asshole decides he wants to down with the old man in the
jizz himself while ogling some bus at all. It was like she was
random gir |l on talking absut herdelé 6 | |
think twice.o
Dustin realizes the intense
Greta and Dustin cross a look she is getting from Greta
street together, "Yeah but... and pulls back.
what if the guy just has like... i f e, Greta. o
some kind of disorder where down the block.
he can't help himself?56
Greta is compelled to stop her,
Dustin | aughs a 0 Wed Wwdite | dido'tAaven
you serious? Well, would you get your name?0
rather have had him sit there,
molesting  himself,  while Dustin turns around as she
imagining getting all his old wal ks backwar d,
man goo all over your face, you need it for?
chest and pussy? @round much longer
anyway. ..o She p
Greta looks grossed out, mo ment , oDondt tak
oDondt use that fwomd.anyoéanettrgss Dus
donot paint t h ablack akoumd dand wdlks off
picture I n my h endl dshed is fast eat dur in
covers her face at the thought Gretads rain soakefj
of what Dustin has just said to
her. OStrange person,
to herself. She turns to a sign
Dustin turns to Greta and the on the sidewalk next to her.
two stop mid street. Her face Dustin has led her to a
gets very serious in this beautiful park that she has
moment which prompts Greta never been to before.She nods
to really listen intuitively, her head and S
0OSome people deserve to get
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Greta looks around the park
at rows of gorgeous flowers
strangely in bloom, though

I tds the wrong
She pulls out her camera and
quickly sets into inspiration

mode.

Up the way, Dustin is
walking alone, she pulls her
notebook out of her coat
pocket and checks the address
to where she is supposed to
meet the man with the job.
Noticing the place listed is a
coffee shop across the street

c a n 6ftom where she ismstanding,

Dustin |ooks into the coffee
shop window at a man sitting
impatiently at a table while
checking his watch.

ddDIOMUBEOr bet hi
under her breath. She lets out
another hard breath, held
captive in her chest, before
stepping out into the street to
cross. Dustin heads for the
front entrance as she
internalizes a morbid and
desperate hope, that maybe
this time, she will get lucky.

To be cont.i

m? 0

nuedé.







