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EDITORIAL

Life is indescribably complex, and with sentience, how could solitude be
indefinable. It is both simuétausly possible? Part of us wants to break
homogeneous and beautifuly down those wall s ey
heterogeneous a unity that is also a touch other individuals, to rid ourselves
diversity. It perpetuates itself via of the selimposed burden, because
contradiction and complexity. By deep down, we know that no matter
attempting to pin it down and define it, how %r emar kabl e’ wel| a
we unweave ourselves from the peopl e, itd¥s altogefth
intricate web of existence. But in the
end, al l our ma n m8aolve et epdgulal o Natue hdeneasd
and s¥hs¥% are not hi rcanplexty,raad therefore, ewenything
attempt to fashion a fortress we hopewe create is subject to the laws of
will withstand the effects of entropy. entropy. Our mania for fabricating
Yet, paradoxically, entropy is the structures is merely an attempt to
creative force itself, viewed from a simplify, to control, and in fact,
limited and anthropocentric pecipe. constitutes an affront to Nature. The
truth of the matter r&p onecan define
In our innate desire to be human nature, including us, the editors
Yar emember ed ¥, t o bd thizzipublicadiont and wézmakd o (b e
Yal oved?, we erect chimsvoe préetences tovthdt. ISsffice itamjd
sever ourselves from the Given, from say that we deal with ethhuman
anything that t ugs conditionj wheraver avdi modeyer iitr ajb |
direction. We cling to ludicrous ideas of manifests itself. We acknowledge that it
our Y2i ndi the davea ¢fiat yoi t en appears to 3
uni verse that coul tméttpostuang @n bdbue past,. or lan tt |
little, in our quest to assert ourselves,af f ect ati on of Yaa njlg s
we increasingly lose sight of the very e x peri ence t hat onljy
thing we seek to promote. is against the walks one capable of
shedding the protective illusions, and
Yet, there is always a part of usthatic omi ng face to f acle
aware, that suffers. Our natures are notnature, whatever that may be.
entirey solitary. In a universe teeming




THE ELEVENTH LETTER

Dear PM, dondt know. drinkmim s h |l
my hand and a spliff in my hand,
You donot know whantl was tafiracted| to khe . dark
Maybe you do. Ma y b enderhandesl bethye of tthingstand
doesndt know. lek m pan and.eould tcdmmunécate a
without a drop of alcohol which bit more freely and widely th en,
hadndot seemed a probdluledin@tindl 8t iGlelt ' 0
I snodot , you Kknow, Wwarke stutf arel probablg enjog it,
remember the last time | had a for funkds sake. vV
drink, which is why | said 6 nt h places before where it was a bit of
we e k w.iltimhsbbe twige that, that, you know, a bit of the blinds
maybe three or four or five or six pulled during the day, and the
times that since | last had a spliff. black room and hash and sex, and
I n fact, I t dsd me wseuraftdrhwandsy a rp®per wallow in
of It And |1 6ve jBatrogugeksd umpl abe al t
fags as well. Hotel. Not that | knew that at the
time. | only caught up with him
None of this seemed to matter | ast mont h. Any way|,
until | read the second issue of bad. | stayed quite a while. Days
Paraphilia Magazine and without the sun in the flicker -
somebodyods tale oft apemetliidnd ear d b u
other, which mentions drink and liked it. | saw the attraction but |
spliff, as some column in the didndt fancy the tafftt
Sunday papers might mention tea
and biscuits or wine and cheese, Ther eds dar kness an
almost a prerequisite for being darkness and to my mind, the two
there reading the magazine. seem connected. My little friend
having UVF carved into his face
I felt deprived. Iwhern they cabight ug ih that gahkt
that maybe | was missing in North Belfast. It was stupid t 0

anything. | t 0s n o thinktwh aould tdke al shovtoait. | a

particul ar | vy heal t hy lescdpedédut motrbefoeen saw their

unhealthy oneohl t 6 sattopsuas tthey killadk & fish in
Japan, still alive as that proud



Nipponese diet takes off the flesh. wasnot al ar med by
| doubt the UVF murder gangs di dndot thi nk emnleet he
listened to Nick Cave but, all the t hem. I wi s h I '
same, | know that when there are gueasy with piercings and want to
empty beer cans used as ashtrays turn the strobes down and mute
i n a | iving room tthe asquedl acsfn ihe feedback
the sun for eternity and the bin is Observe the Curfew. | can hear the
not emptied and grass gravd s dar k
matter i n the wallpaper, t hat | 6 m
somewhere near their place. THEY Not t hat | Om a
COULD BE NEXT DOOR. man or anything like that. And |
do have that Velvet Underground
Soée, | 6 m fuaaky td o o LP.sl geem to have been homeless
stay for more than a few days for years now, with a little period
even for the strange, cathartic sex here and a little period there in
t hat wi pes t he s | baetiveen, c bbue a nowherd 0 th
rather stay in the bath near the particular to be but in this shaggy
mountain with a candlelit and the dog of a story. So | see a lot of
window open to the sun, the different places and fuck a lot of
moon and the stars. different faces. And | fit in as
much as | can for as long as is
Not t hat | O-wing a  neressad;. Only if they really try
Christian or anything like that. | to make me a tool of dark desire
kept my O6original 6 willitun alhdadt myseidfeMostly o
be doing fine patching together a |l 6m al | sweetness
bit of this and a bit of that and real |l vy. |l tds just
standing back to have a look at it. me, darkness.
It still looks like the tree to me.
And | dm stil]l or i gli preder ,barbecues ik rao back
Despite the tyranny of the fungal garden under a cloudless sky. Not
historian, The Precedent of The t hat | 6m t oo fussed
United Stats, | stand with the born donodt really 1ike
yesterday as they invent the play own way, though. | get bored
for today. quickly. ~ Whether friction or
sucti on, | Om reall
No, what | was trying to say is and thatos whyhd dm
that | wish | liked tattoos, that | space invader as a temporary

0
0




secretary. Sur e, Thi8 lisl the haiycpt éhat gebed ra

l etter. You t hi nk tholsé@ndhcultf o me | e s s
because | keep running away from

the enclosure. They say an Not t hat | 6m pur el
Engl i shmanods h o me king of mans yow endetstaral.. |

But as far as | can see, an know where th e underground is,

Il ri shmands home i sandHh hase pari@d$ wheml go righto
| O dather book a flight to an the way under it D
upturned boat in a remote field never see because 0
and sleep there and wake up with there but me. | dug down deep
the birds and the dawn than and came up dirty, and when |
pretend or try to pretend that | surfaced, | was in The Building
enjoy the dark fraternity of the T h at Oese youhlost stuff went.
ni ght . I dondt , y oYie ahpar wishUyaul cewsdsget lit & m
wor king on a mix thhaak.l Iljtudsst alalndit n h
get off the fader smonel iDiodhstdowcer.r yAn|dI
darkness and detritus and trash looking after it. When the
couture that bog down for bog moment ds right,
downi ngds sake maklegeenméundvaBut thisois no
listen to Wings. exhibition. This is not a ticketed

event . That 06s why 0
OMartin Luther, Phydu Narmpassive eaansumption for

you. Do not sell after 1999.
l tds not whatds in those trash bags,
it os t he bags t h e mshe meastime, | live & rthis ¢exgit
and feathered. Who put all that and do rewiring jobs, build
there in there? Whonnedtisg tuniels betwdeh yosr
here label? Run away and catch place and the exits of The Building
yourself on. | empty them out and | 6ve forgotten wherfe
throw the bags away, and then are. But it will be opened. | am not
take what was in them and put alone. | have a submarine and
those out among the sunflowers. know the depths, but you see, |
A Dbilt of sun and UdUbaydr d iwieghdtowans helf e
rai n . | &dm not i n t thege vihens it rseems thab fthe
exchanging one bureaucracy of surface of t hings o]
categorisation for another just head peace because some punk
because it has a lipr i ng, y O ktimeorigt.has done a previous bad




wiring job thatgds
the crowd on your corner and
buzzling up the whole present day

crib with a shitepile of critical

ris thase weeds the @uckiottioh
upstairs. You see
and | l T ke to growi |t
not interested in filling in any

(@]}

constipation. Ah...t h e r a mr o ddompetitiod lertry forms or peer-

sort it out. Wait a minute, can
somebody give me a hand here?

When you saw the way, you

group evaluation sheets, no
contracts to supply the
supermarkets, no phone-calls to
PayPal ds Del hi operflat

di dnot as k., | ken o w. No di scour s

for you. You went up there and
you fucking changed that light -
bulo and revealed the whole
Kathedra)] and you who have seen
everything gave notice, because
not for nothing are you known as
The Editor, survivor of
regeneration, the wealth creator,
playing The Pop Group at low
volume under the sheets. Your
specialty is that just when Hope
thought she had it all to do, your
electric mainline came on instead
of the electric chair and that
funked our plan to skill those old -
skool kids on the block. You went
ahead and invented literature, son,
and we stand here and see to it
that your time and your space
smash through into today. This is
our origin.

Deeper underground
passage toThe Gardenyou know.

|l tds the place to
above it, you can get the fuck
under it, where the roots are and

| 0 m not particul ajrl
anybody round to see my flowers

but if you do come, bring a pair of

shades because these things is

bright and in colour.

To grow things | need light, the

sun. | should have been born in a

warmer climate, me. | need the

rays, you know. And probably |

should be writing for a magazine

that s beewmsothe 8unc atjje d
Goddes s, t hat one. .
her n avhae évas it? That

would be more in my | ine. But
magazines dedicated to Sun
Goddesses are few and far

between.

When | see the way
yoknow. No discour e

go down there and fucking change
that dused dnd jewire tthe twhate
diagram, and not even God who
bees everythingywdllthave aoticed, r if|s e
because not for nothing am |
known as the sub-bassist, the king



of the low frequencies, the stealth
bomber, playing radio silence at
top volume under the radar. My

specialty is that just when The Pope

thought he had it all
deconstructed, the electric light
comes on instead of the electric
dri | |, and
to drill I nto
You go ahead and
Futuri sm, son,
and see to it that time and space
were smashed only yesterday.
There is no sin in originality.

invent

from t he
the hell-f i re yoknow,
bl azing rock
behind that there dark cloud. You
see, I Kknow
depressed, when that fucking
suddenly and

| Cc Oome

cloud comes
without warning ju st when you
were about to get naked and
declare that the most important
part of the tree of knowledge is

not mo mo s appl e
motherfucking seed. But then,
you see, it gets you, this lack of
l 1 ght , and y ou

better to run bare-assed and
barefoot in the sun than toll
underground for a pittance and so
I tos al l
know what itos

down there in that pit for a while,
when you think you need the

wh a't

forget

back t o

money to buy shoes to put on

your chil dr omhavesto f e e[t

forget what you were trying to do
in the sun and for the light while
in your bare beauty, and | know
wh at I tdos i ke t
prison and long for the day of

t hat 61 | reldagzecakd | knpw we hllehave tb a n
t h i smake doowith pkroledaid congugau | |

visits and the little packets that get

a n dtraded fot thes papen that Hakes e

days upon days just to get your
grubby little mitts on, and | know

how much those little packets can
cost, and

ther e, you Kknow,

neéded itklee tkoe ybet o

when it gets to be another routine,
and one without further purpose
that it all becomes intractably
dark, this dreadful addiction that
seemed to make a day under the
dark cloud better but ends up

eing the Warkest cloud ef all, the

one that binds you to the cloud
and blinds you to the silver lining.
t hat it s
Wh at can you
your sick dog down painlessly,
but you, you who have to live in

s/iglen eeraed di® in \8olencaaunlelss |
| i k gou wamt tohdee like a leabthasfella y

off the tree and browned on the
ground until it rotted into mush,

how youbo
f ithere evennwhen ithieyd ro longert
b wotk thé rhagitk thdy idig early on
t h a tbécause thepmagidk twaes aleeady in

do ?



some days you just have to want
to cancel your subscription, and
then they tell you that somebody
else had opened your acount.
What can you do?

Ah, but 0]
| 2 Now i
Il 1 ke | dm t he
Dark c¢cl ouds. Not

anti-everything. Different things

on different days.

| 6m something el s €.
comfort, though, is it? You and me
in our tribes of one. Sure, it can be
lonely, but be not seduced by the
uniforms that come along to take
us back into re-generation. Being a

w | & m g ettbé of org isia tit likeabeireg nheé t
0s s oundifirstgpccuarendes iofta nawaostraen of
I n

r bagtérit.. | think bydui might tbé @nn .

t b odyde wetad. ladnd oI
dot e. That 61 |-body,0 . B e
OK?06 Workain isd@ation eamdyrelya ¢ t .

| like revolving stage s . | & m updmguantum telepathy to defeat

man who comes on and starts
spinning plates while scratching
my own back.

| © m -this and anti-that, anti-
you and anti-me . | Ove
kung-fu grip on the heart of the

the surveillance state. (Can you
hear me?)

And dar kness, yoknpw
only the cover of might as you

g orbss awer from there to here.
T her e & soonofarlone in the

anti-matter . | t doesnsubh. @k e | mknowa you

bad person.

| mean, Crowley was a gas
because..but | do like trees and
ani mals and grass
for a sunny day by the river
without any of you lot around. |
mean, | can live in the rafters up

there iIn my own ass quite
comfortably and see you across
the way there looking out of y our
skylight at the same time as me
every day. Ther eo slLifenand Times of Miclwa¢l K aby

view, is there? Is that all that
Facebook was about?

understand. Really. You do.

| have some seeding to do now, so

| 6d better be get ffi
watedng ank gyome gdlate rapinaingl

later. When | get them all going,

youol | know about t
we get them all going at full

speed, we will rejoice in the final

extinction of humanity from this

beautiful, beautiful garden.

J.M.Coetzee was published by
Secker & Warburg



COLUMN

THE LAST DREGS OF POVERTY : BEAT-UP - THE
GENERALITY OF A PITIFUL MAN

Text and Images by Jim Lopez

Heruvwula rattl ed,
have to hump to get a dry-martini
i n this place?56
she raised her glass and gagged,
ol t will not be
kill you alll!léd

Amnesia quickly sets in retarding
or eliminating the memory of the
man. There are no recollections of
the warmth, tenderness or
frictitous moments. She is
THROUGH and all that remains
of the man when he is brought up
by a second part
simple and murderous question,
OWho are you

The man vanishes into a Mr.
Nobody; a

Women give the impression that

men quickly slip out of their

conscience unless a man has
fathered a child with a woman,

then he slowly fades away. But

the man who has not attained
fatherhood is immediately done

away with, annihilated or

bani shed

0 Wh eofisigned gogan ¢ropty| forgotten

compartment somewhere in a
Wyoman wiehe eshe tlooka theé dodr
and spits out the key.
necessary for me
The My opi c My t h
Man has had a reason to be done
with  Woman since they were
expelled from the Garden of Eden.

t

Women cyclically remind men,
once a month for seven days
straight, of how reckless and
careless Man was back in the
Gasden tfdr distemirg N Wénsn,
and ruining everything for

y

tal ki ewgrybadyout ?0

Woman enticed Man to ignore
reas®) or .todbe more reasnable
than was possible; thus, living in a

psychotic pirateds p
spin. This was Marn]o0 s
for not taking responsibility for his

Act . Womanos puniflsh

not taking responsibility for her

Act, was to live in Her inescapable
coercions of false securities batted
with a scornful eyelash that



entices another misfortunate

situation.

If men and women could figure

out the simple lesson of teaching
children about the impermanence
of concrete objects and the
immanence of migrating forms,

men and women would have a
refined eye and a magnificent
mind to enter, act, and live in the

world.  But the immunological

impasse is that objects and forms
are in a state of decay. Organisms
are either at war for the purpose of
individual survival or learn ing to
barter in order to achieve social
stability.  This is the obvious
arcane and archaic problem that is

left in the care of every social
creature that is inherently situated
as individuals in a world where
some are marked for subjection
and others for mastery.

But is there a natural order other
than decay?

Possibly. But certainty of a
natural order when natural law is
not fixed is a begging expansion,
while my own decomposition is
nothing but an invalid will that

sips from the Eucharist cup.

Pitiful: Men have a tendency to
petrify at a rapid speed when a
loving  romantic  relationship
comes to an end. The velocity of
decay, during the demise of a
relationship, is accelerated when a
love-affair ends with a woman
who O0justao
iIs a disgraceful ending with no
respect or gesture for what was
shared and said between the two.
She smelled, she saw, she tasted,
she swallowed, she nourished and
she shit.

And why?

becomes



Because Man was impelled to
listened to ambitious Wome n.

Women dond t
not really. A man whose greatest
quality is to listen does not
harness a
and respect.

Woman wanted Man to reign.
Therefore, Woman handed Man
the fruit of knowledge. Woman
wanted Man to reign with love in
his eyes and with the weight of a
perilous world on his back; Man,
however, was not erected for the

want me n

womanos

task, yet being a showoff, as Man
was, he took a bite.

Men rlevers keaven their women.
They forever carry them in their
minds. Some men think of their
wolmeni asnteophees, dne soraermen
think of their women as gems, and
some men think of their women as
companions they lived with, never
forgetting that they shared a
moment  together, as they
attempted to imprint an immortal
posture in a world defined by
contradictions.

| assume that the reader is astute
enough to keep in mind the title of
this monody, and favor me with

the benefit of the doubt that
serendipity is a mordant and
torpid reality in my life. | am
more than aware of the fact that |
am speaking in metonymical
generalities, but | do so by and for
the mere fascination that in my
inductive study | have found the
percentages to be in favor of this
attributive generality. This does
not establish, nor imply, a truth; it
does, however, necessitate a
conversation, and indicates that
there are organisms that spurn
bartering in favor of a complete all
out warfare, regardless of the fact
that human beings are creatures
who cannot escape their condition

13




of metabiosis, yet organisms
cannot escape war with the sef.
have a

Women tendency to

prohibit men from setting up too

many decorative pieces in the
house. | suppose the reason for
this is so that the man will leave

nothing behind that reminds the

woman of him. For Christ sake,
women even live longer than men,
so he better not leave anything
behind.

Does anyone feel as bad for a
widow as they do for a widower?
A man who out -lives his woman
humps the rest of his life cradled

I n Odysseusb®d
woman who out -lives her man
seems to get on with life in a more
noble fashion.

We all know there are maniacal
and fiercely dominating men, who
beat the beauty out of their
fearing, dedicated women. These

men are the viperous vapors that

| ead to a rash
but then, there exists those men
who explore the world, knowing
they do so, as imperfect men who
are dying. The exploring man is
cognizant of his imperfect
knowledge; thus, he is a man
attempting, with his best efforts
put forward, to communicate as

on

honestly as possible, which is an
imp erfect endeavor.

Why is language an
form of communication?

imperfect

Because the anatomy of language
and the methods we employ, at
this moment in history, are subject
to multiple interpretations and

misunderstandings by the

multitude. The explorer attempts
to overcome this inherent obstacle.
(Whereds the

There is, nevertheless, one sure
unifying, universal truth: men and
women have a fundamental need

| o n @d mattex.s €ven those Ahat say

they donot do.
miserably heart-breaking about a
women 0 s
FINISHED. Sheds not
mindful of a simple courtesy or
generous posture to remind
herself that she once had a man. It
really beats up a man and hastens
the process of the 2nd Law of
Themodymamiecsy 6 S as s ;

Everything is decaying or burning
up as the shared properties
between matter, heat, and friction
continue to speed further away
from their origin.

When a man enters a woman there
is a part of him that never wants

14
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to forget his mother, the source of
his life: the vagina stretched
around the head, unless it was a
caesareanbirth.

People seem to pose their manners
with a stoic posture when coping
with the death of their father;
however, when their mother dies
I tds acceptabl e

venture to say that even little girls
get over their
rapidly than they do their
mot herds deat h.
that anyone ever gets over either
parentds deat h,

~

parentos

Women appear to be more cgable
and ready tailored for getting over
the loss of lovers than men are.
Women know that the exploring
man has an inability to forget his

wWo men . These
women need to make an
impression so that the aching man,
who ponders over his mistakes
and his womanos
say something to the world about
her through his desire to
effectively communicate with the
sublime. This is usually done
through the archetype of the
Legendary Lovers, who are being
drubbed as discursive drivellers
living  dissolute lives, while

fat her 0s

corporations buy and defeat as
many forms of humanity, by
manufacturing and selling a bare
minimum of human
characteristics .

Alchemy is a three act play with
value as the center of tragedy.
Cynicism is the life of a dog not a

f onegatven &ss. tlois @ philosoghy r
behavior and fall apart. | 6d

that exposes its member by lifting

its leg in the memory of time.
death more
Per haps Odysseusb®d

Twnaitssfor ius alla slis gomention

Odysseus continued his travels.

r eAggasr drdamts acrose fthe darke
char act er wine seas, where he attempted D

recreate scenes of transcendence
unt i | h e answered
falling at the feet of his master.

In the paragraphs of prose may be
found poetry. In the style of

0 a dtanzas paetry onaysbé lost, never

to be found, like a passive voice.
Thus the hair of the dog sheds his
drunkenness only to gain the

Cc oquestiore f drynkemmess. hlttis the

definitive guestion of
Hermeneutic Reception Theory,
which is distilled in the drink of
nobility.

The question of nobility is the
same question of intoxication. But




the question of intoxication is not
the same as nobility.

Aluminum will never oxidize;
however, all questions and
answers corrode in their
enunciations.

If a relationship heats up the base
metal to a critical temperature,
and the relationship is willing to
hit the oxygen handle the
relationship will reach Rapid
Control Oxidation, and a bonding
emerges from the flame.

On what terms and by what
properties are the strongest metals
created: Compressive Strength,

Tensile Strength, Flexure Strength,
Malleability Strength, etc, etc, etc.?
Iron and Carbon are natural
metaphors. They are the cohesive
strengths that shape distinctive
relationships nurturing revelation
out of its stigmatism.

The question of the eye is the
recreation Oedipus. The
recreation of the world is the
creation of the person of vision.
The slanting of the East slants into
t he We s t
breasts. And if the East is the
Orient does that mean that the
West is the Disorient? Someday,

wedre going
our orientation.

It is irrelevant, whether | know
who is who or what is what.
What is relevant is that | know
what who might become.

Why deliver sarcasms through
understatements when  Sapir-
Whorf Theory understands the
orelatived and
language? Tone is a message not
dependent on words. Syntax is a
dangling vein left on the gnawed
bones of good
in a Paleolithic desert.

There is no truth but of course
there is truth.

Is it true that syntax is the only
way that one can arive at
understanding what someone else
is attempting to communicate?
What can one truly convey
through letters? Someday it may
be possible to start a story with no
syntax.

Sure this man/woman generality
may be easily explained as the

bet we e nramblags poh a anars pitying his

loss. Of course Odysseus was
fortunate to have  shrewd
Penélopé hold suitors at bay as
she weaved an unending sweater
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of commitment for her husband.

Women probably suffer as much
as men when parting. But women
still live longer and get th e house,
and | 6m not t al
house simply as a physical object.
Il dm tal king
the man adored because the
woman decorated it with her

charm, and her nurture, and her
wit, and her curves, and her grace.

Every woman that a man has
loved becomes a supernova in his
universe.

K i

about

Woman is the Star that outshines
Man. There was no reason to be
mobile without her.

Shgwasankpiratian. HerhAbsence
and my Missing have created a
vanisheng df evergtieing thdt avas
everlasting, and | am left with the
truth of the matter: that | must
bear the burden of my foolish
faults.

She was my woman in a time
when we both quoted T.S. Elliot,
only it wasnodt

was a time when the Banking
Institutions subordinated, in some
obscure way, the Dog of Cynicism.

There was a time when the dog
came about. It was a day of
grapefruit and sun  dried
tomatoes; a day of beans with no
means; a day when man was a
slave to the dog, because the dog
was a slave to man. It was an
evolutionary occurrence stamped
as a good day. It was hot and it
was cold. It was a Testament of
neglect, a Testament of regret, and
a Testament of lament. It was an
addiction to failure and an
obsession for pleasure.

From these generalities | have

endeavored to established
patterns of abstractions that are

17
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neither theoretical nor indifferent.
| have merely ascertained ideas of
myself and others through

oppositional language which is

both bruised and unripe. The
prevailing conceptions of worth
and value distort my ability for
self-determination. | have used
generalities merely to rearrange
and situate myself in a world of
contradicting generalities which
prevail over the entire species.
My intention has nothing to do
with wrong or
compassion, responsibility and
fuck-off, also known as
Benevolence. | wish all well, but |

right. | t 0s

donot have t he
Maybe a woman is simply saying
she has no more energy when she
Oj ustao

| turn, therefore, to Robert Graves
to end my pitiftul apostrophic
anacol ut hon,
without  the magical and
protective love of women; and
both sexes lose power unless they
can take recourse to manual crafs
and constant
about
(What Has Gone Wrong?)

be continued©é
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| SHOULD BE SO LUCKY

By Salena Godden

Photo © Thomas Evans

Upon waking she
a good weekend

She blinked in the sharp sun light
of sobriety

And at the vague recognition of
her own bedroom

She was naked except for her
stripper shoes and one shredded
black stocking

The other fishnet stocking was still

tied about her throat

k n 8he lossereed d, thsardovement

alerting her that the bed was
soaking wet

She itched at herself noting all her
pubic hair was shaved off

She fingered at the smegma
collected around the hood of her
clitoris

Her cunt hole was tender to the
touch and still slippery and wet




Her pubic bristles covered with
the chalky residue of old cum

She scratched her perineum and
her itchy asshole

Noting the shit-hot burn of that
anal thrush infection had returned
with a vengeance

Her bottom lip was awash with
raw new cold sores

On her furred mustard
discoloured tongue she could taste
Jack Daniels

Her rotting back teeth harboured
flavours of burnt plastic and
sperm

Her nose was caked with rocks of
white and bloody green and she
picked it

Examined it, licked at it and
wiped a bogey on the sheet next to
her

Her hands smelled like cock, like
rubber and tobacco, piss and milk
Her fingers and nails were black
with burning stuff

The glass crackpipe lay used next
to a pile of limp used and torn
condoms

Her forearm ached and looked
bloody scabby

From the Born To Fisttattoo she
now thought better of

Because she had wantedLive Fist,
Die Young

And her period, still two months
late

Yes, she had to admt, it had been
a good weekend

Pregnant, tattooed, high on crack

With raging herpes and anal
thrush by Monday morning.

There was a snoring and a rancid
stench coming from the foot end
of the bed

She lifted the stained yellow and
damp sheet and peered

There was a hairy pot-bellied,
bearded man at the bottom of her
bed

A man surgically stapled into red

rubber womends u
The tight corset was ripped and
the crotch pierced with stiletto
heel holes

He was still blindfolded and

handcuffed to the collar

Of a stinking three-legged
whippet

Which lay docile and dozing by
his side

The dog had had its teeth
removed; its jaw was flopped
slack

She kicked the man with her
glassy spiked heel

He woke with a start then
proceeded to cough and gag

The coughing continued hacking
until he gagged and vomited on
the dog

The whippet, now awake, licked
and lapped at the green bile with
emetophiliac vigour




She kicked the dog too and then
thought it was probably time to

get up

Yes, she had to admit, yes, it had
been a good weekend

Pregnant, tattooed, high on crack
With raging herpes and anal
thrush by Monday morning.

Walking into the bathroom she
eyed herself in the mirror

She had whip marks, welts all
over her back, pinpointed by
cigarette burns

Her breasts, belly and thighs were
an atlas of purple hand-print
bruises and red love bites

Her neck was a raw reminder of
her recent penchant for
strangulation during rhabdophilia
The bath was shit smeared from a
ten-man session of brown showers
Pulling her cunt open and
pinching her clitoris between her
forefingers

She grunted and proceeded to piss
standing-up with her legs apart
over the toilet

Her knees were bent slightly but
she was splashing the bowl

Piss streamed down the inside of
her leg, onto the toilet seat and
over the floor

An urophiliac dwarf crawled from
under the sink and duly complied
to drink it

The dwarf licked the piss off her
black stiletto pulling at his
priapistic nob

The phone started ringing and he
suddenly jerked and came all over
her ankle

She barked at the dwarf to clean
her shoe

He snivelled with podophiliac
satisfaction

With  cum dripping off his
permanent erection

He lapped at her ankle and shoe
Sticky cum smeared all over his
mouth and chin

She farted, sniffed and limped into
the living room

Trying to shake the clinging dwarf
off who was dragged across the
floor like a child

Whilst she answered the phone,
she dug about in the over-filled
spilled ashtray

Searching for a decent butt to light
up

Upon finding a juicy chip of a
spliff, she looked for a li ghter
Among the white powdery coffee
table surface debris

Littered with glasses, vodka
bottles and ripped cigarette and
rizla packets

She coul dnot
voice on the other end of the line
or give a fuck

She mumbled incoherently fuck
yourselfand hung-up

conece



But, Yes, she had to admit, it had
been a good weekend

Pregnant, tattooed, high on crack
With raging herpes and anal
thrush by Monday morning.

Whilst she smoked the joint she
stumbled into the kitchen

Stepping over a floor strewn with
douches, blindfolds, whips

Shit covered fruit, empty pipes
and passed out casualties

Naked, battered and in varying
costumes, ripped underwear,
gimp masks

Some still tied up in leather
bindings and impaled on
umbrellas, drumsticks and fishing
rods

She passed ayoung curly haired
boy passed out in the sexswing
Suspended from the ceiling with
his ass in the air

He was drenched and soaked in
fifteen types of urine

In the kitchen she took an egg
from the fridge and dropped it

Into the young boys gaping
speculum stretched anus

He sighed but barely resisted or
moved

She shrugged, bored and went
back into the kitchen to get herself
a vodka from the freezer

She glugged from the bottle and
went back into the living room

She chopped out cocaine on the
taut leather thigh of a blind
sixteen year old

A tattooed biker chick who was
tied spread-eagle to a knife
throwers wheel

She snorted as long as the knee to
the hot tight black leather encased
cunt

The phone rang again, she sighed,
sitting, squatting and rocking
gently

On the face of an old man with no
teeth, forcing his nose into her
itchy raw arse hole

OHel |l o pl ease may
Mi nogue?d

His mouth began sucking her, his
gum gnawing, his fingers rammed
inside her

0 Sp e ak sha gpié &nd smiled
As she conducted the telephone
interview with Just Seventeen

She came, shuddered and gently
fanny farted

Yes, Miss Minogue, she had to
admit it had been a good weekend
Pregnant, tattooed, high on crack
With raging herpes and anal
thrush by Monday morning.

OPleasue only starts once the worm has got into
the fruit, to become delightful, happiness must
be tainted with poisod. ~ Georges Bataille
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WAITING FOR MY MOCHA TO COOL

By Charles Christian
Drawing ©Alfred Mur o

oLi sten, ¢ says
begins to unzi p my
work today | overheard a couple
of the girls talking about me. One
of them called me Concrete Eyes.
What do you think she meant by
t hat ?0

j eanbe

N i Nikitatlomks up & se. | sah smell
baAmesonds on
obviously been another bad day at
the office so | lie. Well | am a man
0 and a pretty shallow one
di mensi onal ma n
stationery in my filing cabinet
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with more depth than me. And |
am about to get a blow-job, so |
ma k e up a story
believe 0 or at least will want to
believe.

But how do you tell a woman (a
woman who at this very moment
is tying back her long hair 9 using
one of her Montblanc pens as a
hairpin to keep it in place o and
about to go down on me) that the
reason the girls at work call her
Concrete Eyes is because they are
unusually perceptive. It took me
the best part of twelve months to
real i se sheds
clinical, obsessed workaholic,
emotionally sterile, empty,
unlived -in woman to have ever
walked the planet.

Sometimes | think this is the only
reason why the sex we have is so

good O because we both lose
ourselves in the physicality of the
action to escape from the world.

We break up not long after this
conversation. Nothing dramatic.
No hysterics, confrontations, tears
nor anything like that. That was
never Ni kki 0s
happens is Nikita gets the
opportunity to join a Silicon

Valley start-up. She takes it. It
means her relocating to their Palo

pos

styl

Alto offices. She does. And so we
Just drift out
IFour hyeapseof istangve Ifulcking,
fighting and dri
over. All that remains behind is a
stack of unresolved issuesd like so
many unmatched socks at the
bottom of a laundry basket.

Hereds the thi
in the morning. 1 6 m si tt
Starbucks coffee shop, in the
basement of a Borders bookstore,
checking out the emails on my
Blackberry, waiting for my mocha
to cool, when two women catch
my byke.yWellt okt so mucls the
women as the sight of two amply
filled pairs of designer jeans
sashaying their way across my
eyeline d the sequined patterns on
the Jeansd back
in an ever-so-slightly disturbingly
erotic fashion, from left to right
with each step.

ndg

The women sit at the table next to
mine and, as she scrapes the
whipped cream off her latte and
spoons it into her mouth, | hear
one of them complain that the
thought of going on a diet in the
Blewa nygaw a ig . spoiliip aher
enjoyment of the Christmas party
season. Her companion points a
finger in her direction & an
exquisitely manicured, tanning
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salonrhued finger. 0 Lin a goedchhotél angl ¢hg Bire of a

t his second woman,deocneondte rcnarl?iof d add.
sucks Dbut when youdre a natur al

bl onde, cellulite DOfnobuaseopPt sbe. & aly s

The waitress brings over their oOYoudbwe agodeal ,
food orders. TheyOowac khiontgh. 6c hos en
mozzarella cheese paninis with
blueberry muffins to follow. There ONot Sso qui ck, 0t
are villages in the Sudan that eat party next week. ||
less calories than that in a week. you there d and | want at least one
dance with you, 0 e
My phone ri ngs. hlartgifigsup th&/phonel. a
Mcl ntyre, sheds the Aussie features
editor on one of the magazines | The last thing | want to do is
regularly write f ospend @ fdrinight leving aut osflae
says. 0 d¢tio dnady dixedy for suitcase in a hotel on the other
the middle of the sidemnftthe planet. But, modern life
sucks. We all have bills to pay and
oWhy?06 | ask. we all have our price.

OThereds a tech donfierdemnwve time cof ffe
Silicon Vall ey we0the |loldk Boberto Balmero vrack .
Do some profile pieces 6 Gates, OAddi cted to Loved ||pl
Jobs, the two guys from Yahoo! & sound system.
or it might be Google. 6
| used to go to school with Robert
0ls there a diff er aneed ke was a plain vanilla
Alan in those days. He was a
0 | 6 hdre thatg Also one of the couple of years older than me but
Murdochs, Al Gore and possibly | used to go to all the gigs his first
Bono 6 you know, the usual band played. Even then he was so
suspects. o cool that when he walked into the
room everyone O the teachers
OHow much?06 Vonda aduded edscoulth deelahe chill. |
rat e. OBusi ness c | anlg gse thid cormédctios onceandi t e
that is to secure an interview with
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him & turns out it is just a few
premature

months before his

death.

Towards the end of the interview,
with the recorder switched off and
the notebook put away, we share a
couple of jokes
both used to
you remember
asks.

o Of course, 0 |
something rotten but she only
ever had eyes

oTel | me about
haunted me for years. She was my
stalker before it was fashionable to
have a stalker. Thought | might
have to take out a restraining
order . o

Then, just as the conversation is
coming to a close, he gets all
serious. oYou
still have one thing in common. |
sing the blues. You listen to the
blues. And we both live the
bl ues. 0

| never meet him again but a few
years later | run into Annette Kay.

|l 6d gone back to
for a few days to sort out some
loose ends after my father died.
One of the tasks includes

f or

It ,00Domeédt sges.

moan sliyo me

returning a stack of books to the
main library o and there s
Annette Kay. Sheods
desk doing almost exactly the
same job at the library as when |
last saw her over half a lifetime
ago. I say OHi 6 an

a b leeu for @ eolfge |and damish dat
know
Annette

lorehtirke. t hen.
Kay?d6d he
Sitting there in the coffee shop, she
absentmindedly stirs the froth on

oDo

s a ythe top df herf cappucdine ahd télle r

me how her life effectively ended

witen Robert died.

lost him the day he got his first
recording contract, as | knew that
theredd be no pl ac
small-town girl like me. So |
stayed here, married, had children
0l &m a gr andnddbuther
there was always this feeling of
emptiness, that something was

k n o wmissiygp that alin the exeitement

had been drained away. The one
thing that kept me going was the
faint, futile hope that one day
Robert might come back into my
l' i fe. O

| say nothing. There are no words
t own

oModern | ife sucks,
as she stares deep ind her empty

27
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coffee cup, oand Arizona and coktleedouthmiypndon
worl d dry a | ong t bamegh af@authwark. Mill thinks
the boots give him a character. He
The party takes place in the should get out more.
corporate entertainment suite at
the top of the mag ®fzcourse theslastBimenMillsspikad
head office, just along from the one of my stories it all went v ery
Tat e Moder n. | t 6 swrorg forbim.mbi ned
Christmas party and celebration of
ten years in print. My ego is ORowenads mad you
suitably massaged by the sight of Morag, in a conspiratorial whisper
a number of my cover stories as we drive up to the house.
featured among the highlights of
the last decade although this Morag & | never catch her full
feeling of joy is somewhat name & is the PA for the
dampened by the fact the first implausibly named lifestyle and
person | run into is Jeremy Mill. organic health food guru Doctor
Rowena De ohert dne says o
Mill is an executive publisher. This Doctor Rowena is mad, my heart
IS magazinease for a poisonous sinks.
two-f aced sl eazoid whooll stab you
in the back and spike your stories | have this theory that famous
at a moment ds not ipeaple always lsedect PAsiintlkes
the contents just might possibly own image O albeit slightly
upset the precious, sensitive skins inferior copies. So, a beautiful
of the advertisers and PRs he woman will always have a
spends all his days and nights beautiful PA 0 b u't one t
schmoozing. quite as good looking as herself.
This is what worries me, because
In a world of brown -nosers, he my first impression of Morag,
get s his nose so Withr heru pnadp eyesp ltwerling

arses he should change his name around their socket]s,

to Pinnochio. As usual Mill is certifiably barking.

wearing a pair of pointed, lizard -

skin cowboy boots with his suit, Immediately inside the front door
which would be fine if the to the house is another door, a

magazine was based in Scottsdale, chicken wire screen. la s s u me
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to keep any livestock outside but
soon realise i11t0s
Five dogs, four ferrets, three
chinchillas, two finches and one
green parrot d the latter perched
on a lampshade & greet us on
entry. All are in glowing health, in

a room that would put Miss
Havisham to shame.

The floors, the carpets, the walls,
the furniture 6 as well as sundry
leather goods that had once
graced horses long since rendered
into dog food o are encrusted in a
two -inch thick layer of dog hairs,

feathers, faeces mud and coal
dust . | f t he
for us the emphysema,
anaphylaxis and psittacosis will.

been
seen
s he

ORowenaos
Mor ag, Ol dve
than this, O

Clad in a frowsy dressing-gown,

with a wellington boot on her
right foot and a sheepskin slipper
on her left, we discover the good
doctor cleaning

cage, ladling the droppings into an
overflowing bucket that lives

beneath the kitchen table d a table
still cluttered with the debris from

| ast smeaj ht O

addecrets.

O Rowena has t wo
says Mdtag,egs if this esamehiown .
excuses the squalor. It is then that
the parrot attacks me.

Leaving Mike (my photographer)
and | to fight with the parrot,
Morag bustles off to help prepare
Doctor Rowena for our inte rview.
This takes place about five
minutes later in the study,
apparently the only clean and tidy
room in the house. Rowena is how
all bleached-white smiles and
starched white coats but the
damage 1 s already
made sure Mike has taken plenty

a s b e sot shets of thd doeirgyly dramedd o

qualifications that decorate the
walls of the study.

t i d Backnag myuofiice @ litdeargsearch

sooh uniocke & petni-dishsfidl of

| f
qualifications had been cut from
back of breakfast cereal packets,
they coul dnot have
credibility.

o WHer almahmeater psanotracctedited

by any recognised educational
authority. Then there is the little
matter of five outstanding
complaints being pursued by
advertising standards authorities
and the fact none of her range of
herbal additives to enhance sexual
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performance have ever been face, when he tries to make passes

approved by medical or healthcare at them later this evening.
product regulators either here in
Europe or in the US. I escape Mi | | s m
Amanda Brierley swans into view.
What starts as a hagiography ends 0Ci ao Lex, 6 s he s ajy s
as a hatchet | ob. nherécheekpfbr ena soead-kisa.iSheh
it but Mill is not amuse d 9 turns doesndt acknowl edjpe
out the Doctor De 0 eaxistentes saveuto ihaneg kim her s
a subsidiary of one of the empty glass. She probably thinks
magazineds | argestheadsent iwsaedrtse,r saond I
he spikes my story. why waiters are wearing cowboy
boots these days.

This is one of the occasions when
it helps to be a freelance rather Amanda and | go way back to a
than a staff writer. The article is magazine we worked on together
still mine so | run it by a couple of many Yyears before. But, while |
other titles and rereaméedu a wilitey, sbeWjumpedd 6
picks it up. Six months later it ship to become a suit and is now
wins an award, leaving Mill to the CEO of a whole publishing,
explain to his masters why he let TV and radio empire.
this opportunity slip through his
fingers. Modern life sucks but 0Good to have you {[or
peopl e al ways get twheat $isl icooom ngal | ]
to them. oLi sten, 6 she ad
have to love you and leave you
oStil]l not drinkibgt 6l oMid Igos$ ay o, |
eyeing my can of RedBull. fucking unbeli evablle
got babysitter projpl
| resist the temptation to crumple attend my own compajny
the empty can on his prematurely Christmas party because my
balding head and console myself fucking nannyaos tt
with the thought that in the fucking Christmas party of her
morning not only will I not have own, with a bunch of other
his hangover Dblato | futking adnsies dormeewlzere in
remember the names of each and Chel sea tonight.
every woman that laughs in his



oBehi

nd
great

every
I s a babysit
0Too fucki
oOoModern | i
suckers wh o mad e
She kisses me on the cheek and
sweeps out in a doud of Guerlain
and Donna Karan.

ng true,
f e

oGl ad you coul d
says from behind
making her way back from the bar
with two fistfuls of drinks.

oLove
wi t h your
had

We air-k i s s .
doi ng
sheds
blue.
oOWhy thank y Ou K i
replies in a faux Southern belle
accent. As she makes her way
back to her table, she turns and
calls back O0ANd
dance. 0

oCatch you
across the room she turns my way
again. Is she is looking back to see

if I am looking back to see if she is
looking back at me? | decide to ask
for that dance sooner rather than
later.

sucksoGndewgoar &
it

mapger fi ¢ gt
ncerulean bluk so sadhee ncdla@ur as

gr eaWe avroenasatithler eéoget hg¢gr

plays ,the the
evening.

6 says

last sdance of

Amanda.
t ihfet
this way. 6
oWhy, 6 asks Vonda,
designated driver?26

h ofme

oNo, O I reply, oOb gt

acoevessery
your hair. o

She laughs, we collect our coats

w h and hegdofar thealiftse We get one
h t iourseiées ahd althaugh | know
i haheoghl|lshlgdsedhad

too muchi|ft
|l 6m taking advant agje
over and kiss her. No cursory air -

kisdes this timeodas shé esponds

with an urgent moist kiss on my

lips.

d oDo dour nfouwths geamiain présset

together for longer than is strictly
necessary? Is that her tongue

| at er , Oagdinst sng teeth? Hpull Henclose

to me, so close | can feel the hard

metal of her nipple piercings

jutting through her blouse and

brushing up against my chest. By

the time the lift opens on the
ground fl oor | Ove ) O
half-way down her throat and she

has one hand down the front of

my jeans.



| drive her back to her flat. We go
I n, s he doesnodt

offer me coffee. Instead we head
straight for the bedroom and take
our clothes off.
here before and we both know
what happens next. Only this time

I't doesnodt .

Il dm | ying on
straddling me but as | look up into
her face | sense something wrong.
| t 0s not
shit-l 6-anunk -and-behavingly -
stupidly -and-am-about-to-
exchange-bodily -fluids -with -
someone-|-hardly -know -and-then-
h e éévér-call-me-again-which -
will -make-me-bad-but-not-as-bad-

as-l-already-feel-about-being-
unfaithful -to-my-regular-partner-
w h o-Gesy -nice-but-just-a-little -
bit-boring -which -is-the-whole -
reasonwhy -l &-maving-extra-
curricular -sexin-the-first -place

remor se
before.

Thi s I S di fferent

and 10,000 miles from home.

OWe dondt
say. | can see tears welling in her
eyes, as | pull her down towards
me and hold her tightly as she
sobs herself to sleep. Modern life
sucks and sometimes we all need

t he

t {tatal ohs u a

we odve al

have to

to seek solace in the arms of
e strangers pather tthamfate ahother

day of desolation alone.

Wend vteh eb od &ar lbye emor n i

rosy glow is just starting to
illuminate the concrete canyons of
Camden Town, | go to the
bathroom. On impulse | open the
bupbdardavedthe sifk.eln itithsere
is enough nembutal to kill a
rampaging rhino. | remove the
packgtsr oé pills and put them in
my jacket pocket.

Later that morning she brings me
oranges and a mug of green tea. It

is Japanese genmaicha tea served

I n souvenir mu g s
Prisonerd shop at
sl ogan of Vondaos
will not be pushed, filed, stamped,
indexed, briefed, debriefed or
numb e whild e one on mine
says OI am not a
fremc onamtber ed

OAbout | ast ni ght,

.sdrhreydosi t oslt dnbonelu

you wanted but thanks for being

there for me and providing a
gilmo u lhd esr ntoow, cdr yl o n.
ONever expl ain,

for having real emotions or
showing true feel
scarceenough commodities in this

32




wor |l d. Listen, 0 | wa henurstaiyl, sbhyedws 1
know | 0 m of f t o and taken a seat heffose snhaling a

tomorrow? When | get back deep breath and walking over to
perhaps we can meet up and, well, her table.
see what happens?§é6
o Hi Ni kki, o I sayl
i ke t Badding sdhleearelpy i agr ees wi tfh
do mean it dohdookvag?@reat. 6 I
her cappucino. She{s
At the time | say it, | do mean it. wearing her hair in a short almost
But we never make that second boyish cut, sun-tanned and
date. Ten days later Vonda is verging on muscular in a
dead. A suicide bomber explodes Madonna Ciccone sflyl
his backpack on the bus she is over here on an assignment for a
taking to work one morning. few days and |, I

By then | am in California and 1 t & HMer eyes still have that far-away

only as | 6m sitt i nlapk inrthena Tioey alvdys didk s

on El Camino Real in Palo Alto, unsettle me. They still make me

leafing through a five -day-old ner vous and | & m t
copy of 0 The Ti me smétormowthw asp & fhear myself

waiting for my mocha to cool, that asking oWhatds it )
| see her picture and read her years now since we last saw each

name in the casualty reports. ot her 26

Time stops. My mocha goes cold. 04481 days, 06 is al S
So many wasted lives. So much
precious time squandered. So So many wasted lives. So much
many opportunities missed. precious time squandered. So
many  opportunities missed.
Time starts again when walking Modern life sucks. Modern life
into that coffee shop & and back sucks, b u t Itds the onfy
into my life @ comes Nikita. got so best make the most of it.

Al t hough I dm si tt i @mgimpulse | laam acaobscandvkiss,
not in direct view, | realise trying her. Her lips taste of cinnamon.
to avoid her is not possible. So, | 0 Wh at are your pl afls
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of
her
say

t h e askasittidigbdown at
tabl e.
to you.o

ONot hing now, 6

we dri ve
| t 0s on

Moon Bay, with an enormous

first-floor, bleached-wood deck

and covered veranda overlooking

t he ocean. oYou

wel | i f you <can

Later
house.

oOltds not mi ndeand |
rent It cheap, ¢
unl ocks t he door .
have been trying to sell it for
years. Problem with the geology
or the survey reports or

somet hing. o

Much, much later she whispers in

my ear OAre you st
| am. But only just 0 the last few
hours having been devoted to a
sustained, urgent, hard, dirty,
sweaty and pleasingly imaginative
bout of making -up-after-breaking-

up sexual activity.

oLi sten, 6 s he
ear wi t h her nose
something just now, like the earth
move?o0

OTher ed0Mi

s he

mu s t
aftatert itsg,ld ,|I

s hvery rveqnd.i &he,

I | augh. ol never
lal sl o& Bloomedé @&@ntfo
down to stroke her in a place that
makes her sigh.

repli es.
0 No audyr limean like an earth

batkemaor , i ksihtea orse p| i
t h degirs éo&issimy faceé, myHi@s | nfy

throat, my chest, my stomach and
we find something better to do
with our mouth s than talk.

be doing
IsGany . s
looking out towards the ocean.

S ounsett hri enrgtd si twr ong.
sks s has h e
disappdared o dhera & rng Moon,

nor any stars to be seen. All | can
see through the picture window at

the far end of the room is a
seething, swirling grey -green wall

of water rushing straight towards

us.

Pl awake?0

Tsunami!

I grab
shaking
of here!

Ni kit a. 0Q
her , we odve
Now! 6

I wak e
been

up wi th
dr eami ngeée

s a y snightmarel mozellike nl take andeep
,breathcamnddie bgol an thie eileow.

It is then a light bulb sw itches on
inside my head. In the back of my
mind | recall a story | filed at the
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time of the 1989 Oakland/Loma
Prieta earthquake.

Shit! So that 6s
landlords have never been able to
sell the property. It is the geology

0 the house sits at the Pacific
Ocean end of the San Andreas
Fault. The earth really did move
for us 0 we were fucking our way
through an earthquake.

| look around, Nikita is lying
peacefully asleep next to me and

everything is as it should be in the
bedroom. No. Everything is not as
it should be.

Thereds someone
a figure standing silhouetted in
the moonlight by
Vonda O even though she s
looking out to sea | recognise her
profile.
oYou candt be
oYou Sshoul dndt
replies and turns towards me so |
can see her full on. The part of the
face |
with the whole right side of her
body & is burned quite ghastly.
With the still bloodied shard of
her right hand she gestures out
towar ds t h ederns lgea .
sucks, 6 she

el

t

her e

al ways has the

she disappears.

| atdrey out biyiorid khie avimdow. |
can see the oceand and it is
receding into the distance,
exposing more and more of the
shore.

I shake Ni ki ta
shout |, wedve got
now. Ther eds a
coming!éo

We make it up onto the flat roof of
the house before the wave strikes.
A wall of water hits the ground

floor and amid the roar of the
gcean iwe hedr ether soundh, of
breaking glass. The whole
bugdingv shakdso but asl thed sea
retreats, the house remains
standing.

As the first light of dawn creeps
upb ovér the &Mgntara mountains,
wedre cold and

littered with debris
from the shoreline

desolation,
sucked

c oul dadaohg s epeopeliestbyreceding waters.

Ni kKki 0s home?
ground-f | oor S
real loss as those rooms are only
ugetMo for storage and

s ay s, accamanaddtion forathewccasional
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guest. The first floor has survived eyes. ol real |y st
pretty much intact. We still have of fice. Theyol | g C
electricity and water. The phones call the insurers and letting agency

are out but t hat 0sfroomahere asl welk €andwve waftk

to the network crashing under the about this when | get back

volume of emergency calls. And tonight?éd she asks |Jas

now even the sundsdddir.eatoeYmiungwi ol St i

come out. tonight 26 she adds, a
for the door.

To my surprise o no, to my horror
and astonishment & Nikita starts o Of course, 0 I redl vy
readying herself knowing od kor carihg an utlsat
get into the office. | need to find moment d whether | would be.
out what happened to the late
shift. Besi des, In thl d&itghi@n, lon the bredatively
wondering what happened to me undamaged first floor, | find a
yesterday afternoon and now, Gaggia coffee machine and make
after this quake, wgselflalarge mocha. I pick it up,
head outside and walk towards
oWel I, what ?26 | a sthe ,sea,smaking my gay actoss ta
the shutters are once more coming beach littered with wrecked
down between us. freezers, broken furniture,
abandoned surfboards, scattered
There is a sil enceclothing, soddend papera caad
think, o she s ay s . spoiirig food. klndhe distaince | tan
wanted this for so long but now hear the wail of house and car

youor e her e, | 6 m alarms, tleusouad of emergency
cope. You bring csénacess sirensy dhe obarking of
di sruptive. 6 dogs and the howling of children.

oOYoudr e bl aming nTeere fiso a Lekus e4x4 lying
earthqua ke! 6 | repl y. upturned on its roof, with petrol
still dripping out of it to form a
oOYou know what I mrmaiabow Huedxpool Bémeath it on
unsettle me. There are never any the sand. The Lexus is surrounded
certainties when yby selerakcratasr odb aranges, their
She pauses, there are tears in her contents spilling out across the
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shore, and two 5 gallon tubs of
Ben
cream that are slowly melting in
the morning sun.

By the edge of the now calm
waters of the Pacific Ocean lies the
upturned pine carcass of a
shattered bed. It looks
suspiciously like one of the beds
that were in the goundfloor guest

rooms at Ni kki ds
and wait for my mocha to cool.

Immediately in front of me are

three odd shoes that have washed
up on the shore & they are
Converse Chuck Taylor All Stars

sneakers. There is a large black left
shoe, a smaller denim blue right

shoe and a much

candy pink shoe.

From the south | see a woman
walking towards me, her feet

leaving no prints in the sand as

she approaches. There are streaks
of neon bl ue I n
Vonda. She sits down beside me
and, with the unravaged side of

her face, smiles.

oOLast

Ini ghty,, 0
came into the bedroom. You said |

shoul dnot be
warning about the tsunami or my
relationship

t her e.

wi t h

oThat,h6 6 replies

& Db&€mrey dy Gar cguesation onky eyou can answer.

You
adds.

saved my |ife

oOWhat do you mean?ao
0OThat
Vonda
t hat

pil I s.

ni ght we
says, o | real
youdd removed
| Om not Sur €

hreallysused thém dsbuttl was that i t

cl ose. 0O

oLi ke | adifdaavyau , 0
0Saved you from a
death of an overdose, going to
sleep never to wake up, so you can

die a week later in the holocaust of
mabobeb khadstddé

She reaches across with her good
arm and takes hold of my hand o

her grip is firm, dr y but cold. Very
col d. |l ce <col d.
just had me and left that night. |
weuwul dmaitr . havés bl
Instead, you saved me from
myself. Besides, they were my
decisions that | ed

owhemHowoud dyou Il gur e

ask.

Wa s t hat a

ol t wa s my to chave i s
Bnotker glice 8f doast that morning.

It was my decision to watch the
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end of an ol d epi show gou sufvived the maelstrdm 6

on breakfast time TV, despite the in time for the breakfast news? If

fact It was a repgaudodédneot omdblvye, C
and donot bot her -

message. 0

already seen ten times before. It

was my decision, because | was

running late, to take the bus rather

t han wal k to wor k. ®hen I look up again, Vonda has

gone.

She | aughs. ol magi ne I

to lose a few pounds. Now | weigh | t &

less than smoke drifting across | dm over 5000 mil el

water . o | Om surrounded by
of ot her peopl eds
dumfmished ousine§s te hresolve

o fwith sMikitee Amdt whpre dare
deadlines to meet.

was trying
s t h ee Ghrsstynaslteef o

ol t was even my
continues, oout
feeling of solidarity for the
oppressed peoples of the Third
World, to sit at the rear of the bus,
near the scared looking Asian kid
with the large rucksack.

But there will always be people

living their lives clinging to
wreckage. Theredol |
unfinished business to resolve
OModern | ife suckswitbht awe walmanget An (
to choose our own way to heaven always be deadlines to meet. |

dor to hell. Y o u 6 dfinish eny mmecha, t@s thevampty

t hat, 6 she ¢godidmy, | cept aivay rogto the beach, to join

hand.

| glance down and see the LED
warning light on the BlackBerry in

my shirt pocket flashing red. That
means incoming messages d the
phone networks are back online.

The first email | open is from
Amanda Brierl ey.
y 0 u O rlalivescouldl you be an
angel and file some copy PDQ on

all the other detritus in the sand.

A flash of light catches my eye. It0 s
the sun reflecting off the mirrored
surface of a CD lying on the
shoreline. | pick it up and turn it
over. It i's O0OBedst
the Robert Palmer anthology. |
skim it out across the sea. The CD
bdlnces mncel lelbroyncesitwice. It
bounces a third time then slips
beneath the waves.




MOON SUITE

mo o did sayeé

e of bleeding ground

and there. Out here, high on Black Hill, 1 can just about




hear the bar empty its throat into the, street. We claim a
decade of quiet armour, gird ourselves against these cheap
boutiques, and proceed in the  formal Romantic style (But
what d what dis that fucking smell? Why the hard -on for
Dal keithos! next t o‘_p mo d e

—

Full moon, full ofgrac:la'-
Embrace the cloud
And hide your face

A teardrop fell from a distant star
For a thousand years
It came so far

To die alone, so poor, So lost-= -
On a lonely hill b
In a bed of frost

5
Gracef ul Moon,|t|5piteful
'.__

And t mo 0 n saye

The promise is there, you know. Butthellghtl ubtle
Li ke moonl i frost
Grracef ul Mo o n, eful
And the moon did sa y é b

Take your clothes off-l want you nhk'e'd;and
Take off your clothes. | really want you naked, and cold




Please. Take off all of your clothes. | need you to be naked
and cold.

Dondot c¢cry. (Like it would

Graceful Moon @ your mouth tast es violent,
Spiteful Star d youdve got dirt under your fingernails

And the moon did say 0 as if to a sparrow Eéught between
the panes of glass in your

."

| have never seen o as you r'

Graceful Moon & you cup stmy cun t,
Spiteful Star 61 t 6 s as se as youdll

These new tits are my currency!
4 (pray for me now)
| do not read. | have no money. | have no power.
| have been designed this way.
(Itfeelsli ke t heydore | aurglaughngatmd)i k e
Tio0,love, to not be hurt...
| have never questioned my crying. No -one ever asked me
why. Like money. Like Sex. Like violence. It. Just.
Happens.
(Itfeelsli ke t heydore | aurglaughngatmd)i k e

* -~

Somet I maelke theisitvey coin of the moon
IS tossed, like alms for the poor,
across the cold, midnight sky.

..
»




THAT OLD BUMP AND GRI

ND

By Tom Garretson

In the middle of the Mojave
Desert, on a dusty road exit off the
main highway, I

engi ne. | t 6s t
ni ght and Il 6 m

nothing but sand, cactus and
probably a few rattlesnakes and
scorpions in the pitch black of the
night. Up above me, the curtain of
night shimmers with a thousand
stars, dancing across the Milky
Way. Brilliant, glittering lights, so
beautiful, and so much larger than

i fe. |l tds the pe
wh at Il 6 m | o o Rixien g

t ulE wna rdEkatic Woyld a anusgsn

h e featoringl ttd largeso dollectioh ef

| o Burlesque strippdr enenoi@lslia to
be gathered on any planet. All the
strippers were stars in their own
right, but now they are just faded
memories of a more glamorous
past, supernovas left in some
distant era, only their rhinestones
still shimmer like the stars above
me . I dm reminded
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Corio wr ot e,
horizon of burlesque were not
blinking 0 they were stripping 6

About two hour 0s
Angeles, in the Californian desert,
lies a virtual shrine to the artistry

and work of a group of outsider

women shunned by one segment
of society, and deified by another.
Grossly misunderstood by the

mainstream audience until

recently, the art of the burlesque
striptease has recently made
something of a comeback. BBC
Radio aired an hour-long special
on the revival of cabaret and
burlesque theater, interviewing

new burlesque strippers and
performers in such varied cities as
New Orleans, Los Angeles, New
York, London, Berlin, and Paris.
A newer generation of performers

are going back to find out that

burlesque strippers are not the
harbingers of hellfire and enticers
of Satan, but that those women
were purveyors of an art form as
old as society itself. And most of
those who are interested in
reviving American burlesque are

the women themselves.

The Exotic World Museum, run
today by former burlesque
stripper Dixie Evans, is more an
effort of love rather than money.

0 T he Admissiom ss frea) althdugh a

donation is happily accepted. The
museum houses thousands of
artefacts from the glorious era of

dirh ev es tf rriopnt elLaosse

pasties and g¢gstrings, feathered
boas and fans, elaborate dressing
gowns designed to be hastily
peeled off, posters, pictures, and
just about everything associated
with the art of the tease and erotic
satire. Each and every item was
formerly owned by a striptease
artist, with some of the items
having al most
in the history of the burlesque

striptease. All of these are haused
in a small building in the desert,

sorely lacking in enough space to
show these items properly. Dixie

iIs a woman of incredible

enthusiasm and warmth, and

welcomes anyone who braves the
desert in search of sequins and
colored feathers, tassels or a
mythicg-st r i ng. | t 0s
magnifies when anyone who is
interested in the art of the
burlesque stripper comes for a
visit. She greets you like an old
cherished friend
seen for years.

Dixie Evans was a striptease arist
who started out in the 1940s and
was eventually became o0The
Marilyn Monroe of Striptease .

ohol



took over the museum that was
started by the stripper Jeannie Lee,

after Lee died from cancer. 0 Th ey

bought this place as a defunct goat
farm, which was basically a
condemned
0OThis museum was
goat shed when | came out here in
the early 199G, and we
remodelled it and furnished it one
room at a time. o

The collection consists of the
apparel and memorabilia
stemming back in the |ate 180% o
pictures, clothing,

programs,
shoes, tickets, advertisements, and
furniture from the stage acts, you
name it. Also, anything remotely

associated with strippers, such as

Jayne Mansi el d 0 s-shaped ar t

love seat. Most of it was given to
the museum by aged strippers, or
even fans that had collected items
and understood how important it

was to have them housed in one
pl ace. |l tds a

when you walk in the door and
are greeted by decades of glamour

and show biz tinsel. But Dixie
soothes you into it all by her
bubbly introduction, full of
nostalgia, but never pathetic or
tired. It& like Dixie never stopped
performing.

olt really

she tell s me .
Aphrodite glorify and celebrate
the female form. Other legends
such as Helen of Troy, and
especially Salome in her Dance of

pr oper t ythedSeverh \eilsraatlydstarted the
a stripteasée. | Ayn da nt hod td

bible! So, burlesque is as old as
time itself!o

oOoBurl esqued 1 s
Italian word burlare which means
oto | augh at, t o
has come to represent a theater
form that parodies and satirizes
topics and the established norms
in song, dance, and comedy d that
all-powerful and very
revolutionary form of political
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commentary. It differed from John Qd&dwdsBeggainds
vaudeville, in that vaudeville was 1727, that play scandalized the
a series of acts such as singers, establishment and church,
jugglers, dancers and comedy received scathing condemnations
skits presented one after another from the pulpit, and in 1750
with nothing much in common toured the New World. To full
thematically, and certainly no houses. So this
form of satire or parody. folks!

Burlesque served a variety of acts

that titillated, parodied, satirized

religion, politics and current

events in song, tableau dance

scenes, comedy routines, circus

acts, and of course, strippers. And

most of all, it tore down the

boundaries and strict codes of

conduct that the church, the state :

and societyds rigif=

to enforce. Truly revolutionary '

theater at its most entertaining 0

and so very glamorous!

Even though cultural snobs have

dubbed the theatrical tradition as

olow <cultureo, t h ¢

burlesque theater can be traced as

far back as to the ancient Greek

theater of Aristophanes. His plays

satirize people, tragedies and

contemporary ideas and events,

womenos ri ghts anldt evreenalrsy?x'wasnét
And in the 1600s, the a play full of

lusty satire and parodies entitled, appearance of th.e legendary
The Most Lamentable Comedy and E nglish actress Lydla_ Thompson
Most Cruel Death of Pyramus and n N_e W Yor_k during 1868,
Thisbieis also now seen as an early travelling ~ wi ,t h her
burlesque piece. Followed by Bl ondes dy whma were




neither), that she became the
undisputed Queen of Burlesque.

Travelling around the country
with their shapely legs clad in
tights, the troupe scandalized
conservative theater by appearing
in burlesque pieces loosely based
on ancient Greek myths. One

ol esbi an
whipping the editor of a Chicago
newspaper for writing a bad
review on her
Thompsonds

burlesque theater was promptly
followed by Adah Isaacs Menken,
who, scantily clad, strapped
herself to a live horse that ran

attackerd

OBr i

tfhi s

reviewer wrote disapprovingly: across the stage inMazeppa This
further scandalized the New
olt is impossi bl e Worldgpuritams and deligbted t
sustained burlesque. It resembles an audiences hungry for
Irish stew as one minute they are sensationalism and cheap thrills.
dancing a cancan and the next From then on, the Burlesque
singing a psalm tune. It is a tradition was set, and overnight
bewilderment of limbs, bella donna, new production& touring
and grease paint. o0 companies, and featured female

stars sprung up & and most were

Thompson, her husband, and her immensely successful.

theater manager proved to be

adept at publicity. ~The media Today, some feminists scorn at a

( : womands place ifm
c and evem B n t Ger body is used as a vehicle to
entertain or t o

wrote of her numero us conquests
oon t he
particular of one, oCaptain Ludoc
Baumbarten of the Russian dragoons, never understood this, because to

who took somélowers and a glove e strippers glorify female
belonging to Miss Thompson, placed sexuality and empower
them on his breast; thgn shot.hlmself themselves by defiantly stating
through the_heart, Iea\{lng on his table their right to display their bodies
a note stating that his love for her on their own terms. If anyone was

brought on Theentrd at gl i 3Cil wal the man. The

company thrived on thgir woman is Supreme Goddess,
scandalous reputation, which placed high on a pedestal,

theater owners did their utmost to celebrating her sexuality and her

pr%rlf_]qt& _ha“: Inatlo;\wr;de beauty in all its voluptuous form
publicity with the tales of her in the art of dance. It gave the

46




woman the right to celebrate
herself on her own terms in an era
in which this was completely
denied to her. The men sat
securely in the audience bound by
the foolishness of their lust,
longing for visual excitement and
want of an unobtainable sexual
perfection. In the very least, it
recognized the voyeuristic

tendencies of the male species,
and capitalized heavily on it.

| ask Dixie if she ever felt
exploited by the industry.

OAre you kiddin@ We ran the
industry!  We earned the most
money, and if you were a featured
star, you set your own terms
completely. 1 dondt
the gals ever thought of
themselves as victims in any way
0 we were incredibly lucky to
have the kind of jobs we had. |
mean, it was either that or
becoming a secretary or factory
worker. It gave a lot of working
class girls the chance to really
make somet hing of

Did the club owners hit on her or
other strippers?

ol 6m sure It
once or twice, just like any other
industry, but we generally had a

t hink

happ

rule in the business, and that was
that you addressed each other by
your last name only. For example
I f you showed wup
address the theater owner or
producer as Mr. So-and-so, and
they would always call you Miss
or Mrs. You would never, ever be
on first name basis with any
business catact. It was always by
last name basis only. It had to be
t hat way! | f we
business as formal as possible, it
would have fallen apart. There
was no room for that sort of
behavior, and if anyone did try to
press a girl into doing something,
they woul d be blacklisted by the
agents and find themselves
without girls dtalk traveled fast in
thmay bfne of

Any experience with the mob?

o00Oh vyeah, but not
theaters. In  the nightclubs,

especially in Chicago, yes. But

you never really meet them,

personally
ddhyeun shew, \aredsno big Mafia
people would go with just any
stripper. Theyde very careful of
who they date. You know, they
t hi nk ret $omething very

empdr tpamtbabhg mge | v 4

working and doing very well in

the <c¢club, t hey

wor k.

0

or djasayt hfji n

don



They tdtake 6you out or
approach you to go to bed with
you or anything, maybe someone
they might, but if you &e bringing
good, substantial people into the
clubs, and youde making good
contact with the owner or your
boss, but youdre
and-s 0 0
you. You have to come on kinda
square and businesslike, aloof or
whatever. You just gotta learn
those things, to play it against
them. If you do a good show, and
the better you are and the more
formal you conduct yourself, they

respected you. Of course, there

were times when that didn 6 t e X i

| v@ sat with a few mobsters at

their tables, big ones too, in New
York. Especially when there
would be a big prize fight at

Madison Square Garden and
t h a ibthe clubs o the hundred
dollar bills would fly!  52nd Street
I s wh e dmeetymmsi @& them,
on those big

My own experience of meeting
strippers also contrast the dark
oexploited poor
womanoé me that éeminigtsy
such as Andrea Dworkin branded

them with (indeed, Dworki n
insisted that gay porn was

misogynistic because one man was
on the bottom,

ni ght

0 s yhorboo df my mathged).

woman!). This view was
depressing if not self-serving and
short sighted, because it always
saw the woman as victim instead
of recognizing her ability to
charm, take control, and empower
herself as she pleased. That sort of

u sigidn glogmdttie femilism h8
titl ed botherh e ymoraio co@mmon with Osama Bin

Laden andy ooeivithehse r
or-against-us-Bu s hi s ms on
recognizing that women are not
all the same, that they want
different things and that not
everyone fits into their militant
vision of what is right and wrong.
If only Ulrike Meinhof had been a
dripper instead of an angry
journalist!  She would no doubt
have been far more successful in
changing the world.  As such, |
see the stripper as a true outsider,
and as outsider artists who made
their own rules and carved their
own paths, and disregarded bible -
thumping preachers and self-
appainted guardians of m orality
alike.

At the age of seven, | met my first

| strippér/| aetall, bloredé Antazosian

Danish woman who rented a
room from a friend of my mother.
This  stripper featured two
pythons in her act, and brought
them out for me to pet (to the
tSheehad
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invested her earnings into two gas
stations in Denmark, and had a
PhD doctorate in business studies.
A far cry from the exploited

woman forced to work in dark,

sleazy clubs that so many couch
feminists would have us believe.
She saved up ahealthy nest egg
for when her stripping days were

over. From then on, | was hooked
on strippers! To me, they were
strong women, proud women.

And t he vari ous
known since have been anything
but victims. Radical feminist
thinkers such as Lcial
philosopher Camille Paglia has
call ed the

personified?d,

whole new generation of feminists
who openly embrace strippers as
radical feminists themselves.

In the late 1800s, burlesque was
revolutionary in terms of feminist
progress, even if that revolution
was ushered in the back door.
Before the burlesque theatrical
tradition, women enjoyed only a
limited position on stage and only
in tightly, culturally defined roles.
With burlesque, women became
the featured stars, most often
creating or writing their own
shows. Sometimes they were the
feature entirely. They also usually
became the highest earners. They

parodied the established power
structures in short pieces within
the performances, and were free to
crosssdr es s I n
even appearing transgender as
both man and woman in the same
costume, thus upsetting the
carefully defined gender roles.

strippefd
and |

|
th

They defied the

o f ogood tastebod
condemned to the lower
categories of theater 0 variety 0o
and in return, threw back the
criticos
by disregarding convention,
public morality, and all expected
norms on how a proper young
woman should behave. The
establishment becamegradually

menos

condemnat.i



meaningless, and so, its criticism
null and void. The burlesque
women flaunted their sexuality

and the female form, defiantly and
proudly, in ways that today,

would today seem conservative
and downright dull. Remember,

in those days, the sight of an ankle
in stockings could cause a riot in
the audience d as it often did.

Even feminists of the period
assaulted burlesque theater in that
such rampant displays of sexuality
would only lead to further

enslavement by matrital
dependence. It was as if they
thought sex could not take place
outside of marriage. Instead of
sexual passion
control, to be

regulated, rationalized and
channeled exclusively into
procreation as the suffragettes
insisted on, the burlesque female
performers playfully and defiantl y
pushed back the limits of their
sexualities and their sexual roles

bringing their

tightly under

by transgressing

definition of them. The burlesque
theater was one of the very few
places a woman could express her
sexuality, make a living and not
depend on men, and be entirely
independent. Once an outsider,
always an outsider.

As a theatrical form, burlesque
became the theater of the working
class, because it rejected all the
conventions that traditional
formats of the ruling elite held so
high, such as drama, opera, balkt,
and classical music. Instead, it
parodied these, ripped them apart
and created an entirely new
category of theater. It used the
language of the working class, of
the under privileged, and even
utilized an other low -other, the
Negro  minstrel. Burlesque
became, as one critic scornfully
wrote of it, oOa revolutionary,
anarchic, demonic force that
threatened to overrun the theater!
And for a time in history, it almost
did.

Many strippers, such as Dixie,
supported their entire families by

their  work in burlesque.
Especially during the economic
depressi on, many
have any income at all, and the
families lucky enough to have a
strippes ovorking t ig dbsirlesque

could count themselves as those
who were able to have food on
their table.

0 A wo meepulled up in a big
Cadillac one day, and said she had
kept her
pictures hidden away in a closet
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for years, 6
mother was a singer with big
bands in the 193G until that went
out of fashion, and then worked
wit h the Folliesin Los Angeles. It
wasnot unt i |
realized how truly strong her

mother was 9 she did four shows a
day, and kept food on the table
when her friends were hungry. 0 |
also recently had another call from
a gentleman who called up and

DioHie &

ban y s Nd woulganedisplays of
human biology or a peek into the
dark crevices of human anatomy
then, no sir! In those days, a
respected stripper would hav e her

r e c eown | rqutinet Wwoaked owst.h e It

became her trademark. She was
very often classically trained, and
may have perhaps been a ballet
dancer who could earn more
money as a stripper d such as the
legendary Lili St. Cyr. There was

said he was Hi n da sendéa of sgmaeefdisess, usually
brother. He was seventy-one with a painted backdrop to match
years ol d, and he theathedhatib backdropbdeseah as
prude and a snob all his life, and di srobing in a wom}

was ashamed that his four sisters
worked in burlesque. But he came
to realize that

had shoes or food on thetable if it
hadnodt had been

get people calling me or writing

me letters now all the time, telling

me of their parents who worked in

burlesque, and how proud they
are of that. o

theater is
being

Today,
popularly seen as
indisti nguishable from the art of
the striptease. From the late 1923
onwards, until its demise in the

burlesque

late 195G, burlesque shows
always featured the striptease.
Now, these kinds of acts are
nothing like what you would see
today if you walked into a strip

the wedding night, or even the
dress shop dressing room. Often

h ehe wautinesd nvére elabarately

staged and sometimes the stripper

f owouldhbe accompasidd dy charus

girls, but even then she was
always the main focus. And you
had t o have a
Gypsy, the hit musical and film
based on the legendary stripper
Gypsy Ros e Lee
clearly states.

The more creative and outrageous
the gimmick, the more likely the

stripper would shoot to fame. For

example, Rosita Royce appeared
with white doves t hat fluttered

about her body, revealing to the

audience only brief glimpses of

her splendor .




trained parrots disrobed her layers
of clothing bit by bit. Sally Keith
achieved fame (or infamy) with
her expertise in tassekwirling,
able to have the two twirls in
opposing directions at once. Sally
Rand saved the Chicago World
Fair in 1933 by dancing with
famous Fan Dance, ostrich
feathered fans that concealed the
right places but promised a quick
glimpse if you were lucky.
Peaches Strange vast h e
of t he QAundlWieSt.Cyr
bathed in a giant champagne glass
onstage, making her act one of the
iconic  strip  routines  best
remembered today. The list goes
on, and the gimmicks were as

varied as the girls who danced.

A burlesque stripper would have

a tightly choreographed routine in
which the goal was
to expose. With a live orchestra,
and sometimes a male tenor
singing off-stage (usually out of
tune), the stripper would slowly
disrobe to drum beats well -timed

to the bump of a hip or a flick of

the wrist, or a mimicking trumpet

or trombone. She would always
come out in a specially designed
costume and disrobe to the music
playing. Every stripper had her
own specially designed costume,
such as Sherry irBri

reminiscent of belly dancers (and
often copied) or even the elaborate
mirrored gowns of Blaze Starr &
works of art in their own right.

o Quef T

They all shared in having a g-
string and pasties (with or without

tassels), which were never
supposed to come off. Sometimes
though, even those did o and
usually those acts would end up
being raided by the police and the
theater closed down. Some
danced slowly, painfully teasing

the audgnce. p Heme | used kthe
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curtain as part of the act, shielding
her nudity behind it at the last
moment, after the final layer of
clothing had been removed. A

few strippers even tore onto the
stage like a fireball, ripped her
clothes off, and left the guys in the
audience scorched.

Some of the
girls were silent, and others, like

Gypsy Rose Lee, would talk and
tease the audience verbally while
disrobing. If you combine ballet

with the circus, and threw in

erotic suggestion, and added
tongue-in-cheek ironic humor,
youdd get what

all about. There were as many
routines and gimmicks as there
were strippers, and every girl
worked hard to establish herself
with a separate identity that
would increase her booking price.

Dixie explains the origins of
American burl esque
way back in our history, in the
Old West, we had Buffalo Bill
Cody and his traveling Wild West
show. They used to travel all
through America. Other people

came along and did the same

thing, taking a wagon, travel
down south around the little
towns, and make some money off
the little people . d dgee and
Indian and a Cowboy, and the big
crowd would gather, and some

t hemagirdipané.seA wagw

man on stage would twirl his
moustache and start to sell them
Omedicined or 0sna
called it then. They made pretty
good moneydlgettoTheey &
next town and break down in the

mu d . T hdehave tolset yd

in what they called in those days,
00Opera Housesbd.

just variety theatres.

0This one out fidt
Chicago, antiey yeol @
got this trampoline act, with five
fellows i n It éand now

And girli e, C O0me
this beautiful gown here, and
underneath, put this short little
costume on sane o u ol I
change bet weltdo aactlp .
parade on stage, run into thangs to

change, then make up a fast little
dance onstage&o she did this little

act, heiggevery beautif gn’d all,

and she went off into the wings,

but she couldn't get out of that

dress! And the stage manager

sai @i r 16i et'you he@rayouy
musicout there! Get back out thege!

Well, she ran back out, but her

entire persona had changed. She

w a stn Othe high-and-mighty

woman with the attitude, no! She

IS laughing with the audience, and

she IS joking and kidding, and

s het@pped in the dress, and she



knows she has to get that dress
o f fadd finally she just stood in
the middle of the stage and
shimmied and shook, and when
she removed that gown a shock
went through the audience like a
bolt of lightning . They burst into
a thunderous applause and they
wo ul dn d fThe ®wnerpah out
and said, dVhat happenet 6
backstage manager said d'll tell
you what happened! Hinda Wassau

took her dress off right there in the
middle of the stageCall a rehearsal
tonight right after the shov@ And so
the striptease as we know it was
born in Chicago, about 1933. At
any rate, you know us Americans,
once we get hold of something we

squeeze the last drop out of it. So
the Striptease nrow becomes an art.
And i ttjustaakingboff your
gloves, it was the WAY they took
the gloves off, it was the WAY
they unfastened each thing that
was intriguing. And it still lingers
on t o dviaey ée have the girls
performing here, the audience
doesnot wantm furo
around with ndheycl o
want to see them dance, perform a
routi ngés a part
hi story. 6

And what a history it is. Names
like Tempest Storm, Blaze Starr,
Lili St. Cyr, Irma the Body, Carrie

S

Finnell, Lois DeFee, Rose La Rose,
Gypsy Rose Lee, Myrna Dean and
others are today mostly
recognized by those interested in
esoteric, alternative culture or the
history of theater. When you look
at their pictures today, it gives us
a sense of innocent naughtiness,
combined with a style lost, a

T hbeauty faded, and elegance sorely

missed. It like an entire universe
of stars has gone out in the sky.




theatre was a
relief to the tired
working class of the 1930s that
had nowhere else to go. In every
little town across America there
was a small hall with a couple of
twinkling lights, and you could
fall in for the price of a loaf of
bread and forget your troubles for
those two and a half hours.
Twenty -four or thirty girls would
be marching forward, dance
t eams, | and govedyraste
Comedy routines with a comic
and t stragght emano 0 often
accompanied by one of the
showgirls & was a mainstay in
burlesque. And of course, the
striptease  was a  featured
attraction.

The burlesque
welcomed

The audiences consisted of mostly
men, but towards the late 1940s
more and more women could be
seen in the audiences. In fact, a
lot of burlesque houses had
ol adi e sniglmsn | yGQurious
young teenage males often got
their first glimpse of naked female
flesh  from the  burlesque.
Sometimes whole families would
show up & especially from the
lower classes 0 because this was
the only show they could afford.
When the invention of radio made
easy way into almost every home,
vaudeville suffered, and

performers like Fanny Brice, Jack
Benny and Gracie Allen were
forced to join the burlesque circuit
0 which was growing in
popularity.

0 A | ot of t
comedi ans
you burlesque qgirls! You
vaudevilled Wel | |, we
that way. We felt we were giving
them a chance t
adds. o0The ol dest
theatre in the United States was
the Old Howard, in Boston. In
Philadelphia, they had the
Trocadero, Oakland had the El
Rey. When they tore the Old
Howard down, the stockbrokers
up on Milk Street wore black
armbands for two weeks! It was
an institution, where all the young
fellows could go. Come Friday
ni ght ,dalltgbtenyadhig gang
and go to the burlesque shows.
The comedians were fabulous. A
lot of times you had a show where
the show would build and build,

and the big blue velvet curtains
would opPnxiueds®

over in remembrance, as if she
were magically transported back
i n ti me. ONow

would be sitting way over here
puffing away on a cigar, reading
The wife was on

the newspaper.
the other side of the stage, ironing
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the cloth e s . An & agdnte @ yourturnto goon. Once you had
you to buy me some new clothes! If the audience, you could never lose
you don't buy me new clothes, I'm t h e wrause oudl never get them
going to takedandof f wagk. Phatavasshew pdwerful the
course, she would. But he burlesque shows were, they just
woul dndt pay any aképntyon ¢goi mgrand
h ed§ust sit there and puff away

on his cigar, and read the And the music! The music of the
news paper . dstomdhes h e étriptease and burlesque theater is
feet and say, af you don't buy me a field sorely neglected by
S 0ome new cl ot hes mudicbldgists. THImPing rhyiens
husband up mtdoieg tos t rfrene the druim @arefully matched
take off my skird Andl shpé stripperds
wiggle out of her skirt. But he the peeling off of the layers of her
wo u | tcoaydny attention to her, clothing. Initially in the 30s, the

just puff, puff on his cigar and music was more blues oriented,
read the newspaper. Now she@s th number s '

ma d , sshhowrbthe iron away Nocturne 6 spiced

and kicked over the ironing board, sensual dance rhythms. Later in
and s faeidy and raging to the late 40s, the music became
the kids in the front row, and then jazzier, and in the 1950s this
she says,0 Al | right, i fb eycoaumed otnidri g MY wi t h
me anymor engang take e s But it vilas all kept together by the
of f ALL my mbongtoe s thythiniedl, sex@al beat of the
go nude in front of all YOUR friends  striptease dancer, full of infectious
down at theAnpthent ofythrhsdfpped in sensuality that

h ed@slam down the newspaper, made your blood flow faster. You
and yell, WHAT? reMoing®  can hear something of the sound
go nude and take off all your clothes today in CD reissues. Tom Waits
in front of all my friends at the post  gyen paid homage to burlesque
ofice 70 She r evelso®dd Qyippers on his Small Chang

answéler ed mai lThe hi gpyh, 8nttfe®dng &P a s anda s
key to this was, that whoever was G-St r i mMdedvother CD issues
going to go ondnejytas Vgas Grindh Fakeit Off
better be ready to burst through have appeared over the last years,

the curtain like a ball of fire. which give a good idea what it
When the punch-line hit, it was was like.




Dixie remembers the music with a
nostalgic air, like someone had
just opened a fragrant bottle of
perf ume. 0The

tru mpets blaring and commenting
your every move, it was
wonder f ul You
music | i ke that

seven or ten musicians in the
orchestra pit, who were some of
the best musicians in the world.
Those saxophones and
trumpets could
song! o

really play a
| ask Dixie how she first got into
the business.

o | was i n t he

Los Angeles. That was basically
because they were shooting a film
there, and they wanted to circus to

look big. It was a cattle call.
Youd@ find these cards at
Laundromats or food stores,
announcing the casting roles, and
y o d &how up. They wanted
bel ly dancer s,
have to know, since they taught
you everything. That lasted a
while, and | then went to Mexico
City as a chorus girl in a couple of
shows. We just basically had to be
blonde and white, and we got
pretty big money just to walk
around in this big, big show. We
got $75 a week, and herés this

those

guy in the same show in a tuxedo,
probably the greatest violinist
y o d éver heard in your life, and

t rvolmdbro ey hefilhtear the

house down. He got paid $35
dollars! It was really unfair, but

] whattcan ybw do @lout ity eftthey
t o dwamtyta pay y oltkad lkdnd bf dhate

mo n e ywe still all knew that
hey, this guy has REAL talent, and
we just happen to be making all
this money walking around in a
big production! | did a lot of those
in Los Angeles, and in border
towns. | got this job as a Paige,
which was basically walking on
stage with another girl in a
cost umeéed Hrh ewod of

c i r camghind, o evena twav hmohkeys! i

We @ just basically announce the
act with a placard or something,
and then disappear. At $55 a
week | thought it was the greatest
t hi nm in show bausiness! All |
had to do was walk and open the
curtain. That lasted two weeks,
and bingo! It closed! | was in San

t w h iFramciscy witbout dfty demtd, and

this girl mentioned this striptease
club down the street. | went down
there, sitting at the bottom of the
stairs, and this girl came out
wearing white furs onstage,
shooting guns in a cowboy outfit &
Sondra Karena. All the girls
looked so gorgeous, all these
costumes and bracelets and stuff.
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| @ sitting at the bottom of the
stairs, and the boss comes up and
punches me in the shoulder, and
h e s &lgydook, Idvant you to cut
your actshort and get out and mix a
little moreod | 4 s ad adorlo
here @He said, 6 Y o u
had so many girtl s
even know | worked there! | got
scared and ran up the stairs,

thinking that this place was too
wild and crazy for me. T here was
this clown in front of the club,

Wacky the Clown, who chased me
two or three blocks, and he finally

caught me and said | could make a
lot of money here. He said for me
to meet someone named Bernie at
a Chineser est aur antd,
talk to me. 1 had nothing to lo se,
so | went to this restaurant and

this guy & slurping these noodles
all over the place, and he says,
OYou want
at so

The girls took me in, with one girl
telling me to put a tangerine gown
on, and a musician parted the
curtain to the dressing room,
dripping in sweat with a sax
hanging from his arms, and yells
OVherégs your musi@ O m
panicking, saying, O |

any Hésays 60 OK, you

with Body and Souland close with
SugarBlie ! 0!

oAl I of an osttherelanadh
the music starts, and oBody and
Soul6 0 what a great song!
There@ be three sailors in the
audience, and at that age | was
pretty agddadacksiep d

d e ' t “ard look at their faces (laughs)é

justh pretemd like | dvasd in Ghe
movies, and when | got the gown
off, and when they played oSugar
Blueso, heyé | didn d care about
taking my clothes of f , t hat
it e réallyuvidorried about if
you | ook gmgotnafall f
off the stage, trying to do the best
you can. The girls in San
Francisco were wonderful. Gosh,
they were great. It was a
higheclub, Thee&S@anish Theatre. |t
had been cdled The Kit Kat Club

in the 20s, a very prominent
speakeasy. | played the President
Follies in San Francisco, too, and

tahthisclup o b The EIBRey in Oakland. All of us
and so ti me.

overe broken in there. | remember
the first time | opened up at the El
Rey, | was sort of fiddling around

backstage, and this girl, she had
coal black hair, kinda hard, and |

wer e t al kilngnly doing
this act hee , bru riot réaldy in
burlesque, you seed She

| Gut in the alley, and she blew
dondt smbkea ineny face, and said, Now
cdn sopaean hernygoueverisagyc h,

that in a burlesque theater. If you
t hi n ke gpimguadgo make it big
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on the outside, irnthe big time, you
better make it big, sister. You come
crawling back here to us, and we
won't speak to youd Poof !
puff of smoke in my face! | went
back to my dressing room and |
was trembling. | was so nervous |
didn @ think | could go on. | just
wanted to get the heck out of that
theater and make a run for it.
Well, | went on and | did it. And
went on to the next theater, and
the next theater, and the next one.
And you know what? The
musicians were great. The front of
the house was always good. The
girls were good. They had
established themselves, working
in burlesque, making a good

living and liking it. You fall into it
too. Tempest Storm said the same
thing too. She said, @ fm goirfg to

be i n bur |negoiggute he
the kest there i€ So she
It a rs diving preob She
even played Carnegie Hall! She
made $10,000 a week in San
Francisco! She played Las Vegas
in big shows. So there® a girl who
came from a cotton field in
Georgia, picking cotton. Blaze
Sarr started picking corn and
ginseng. And me in the celery
fi el dsdhow ITstareed ®@just
being thrown into the business. |
loved it d wo u | dhavé tgiven it
up for the world. The burlesque,

the striptease dancers, and the
music o they were my mother, my
father, my brother. We were
r dalbliyg a fdabmaklwith.
them and go off with another
group, but you could hardly wait
to get back to Buffalo! And you
could hardly wait to get to St.
Louis, or Chicag o , becaduse
hope so-and-so was still there. |
could hardly wait to get to the
t heat drme in a ho@l room
some place, and | could hardly
wait to get back into the theater. |
felt alive, | felt at home. | loved to
get up on the stage, | loved to put
my make up on. A lot of times
you felt just sick, with a hangover
or whatever, but you know what?
The good side way overpowers
the bad side. A lot of things did
happen on the road, bad things,
tyw®do vind up broke or

W goimétieing. @nk time | learned a

good lesson in Providence, Rhode
Island. | get in the cab, after a trip

on the Greyhound bus, and | get

to the club and it's all boarded up!

| call my agent, and | said, @ave!
You know swalhbaarded upg!l t G
He s aPsdnydd read the
newspaper? A hurricane ran through
therd Ol s aYeah,, but ® have to

w o r kve only gai fifty centsd He
s ai dHave you ever read your
contract? Read it! It says in there
Act of Godd Wel |l , that




lesson! You learn little lessons to

save your money or to be very

cautious, and t hen w h @en
booked two years
a great feeling. Never had a
vacation, of course, but where
ever you were, that was your
vacation. o

DIXIE EVANS

Di xi eds gi mmi c k
appearing as a Marilyn Monroe
look-alike. She describes her
routine;: 0 When | we nt
famous

Mr. Minksy (of the

Mi nskyads
New York) said | looked like
Marilyn. | used to stroll on stage
with dark glasses and furs, and a
long cigarette lighter. And we
actually had songs in those days,

i ani gaadrveat nt ceeé,

that would tell your story for you.

You Are My Lucky Staé s dhere |

yam with my dark glasses and my

tihtedn co
littl e ({na het evViarigyn

Monroe voice) AWe | | Ittt ] t
that easy to become a movie star! |

had to walk and walk ahwalk and
knock on sdoa,ithoughtg e njjt &
| would drop! But somehow, | just

had to reach the topd So, e
became this Marilyn Monroe
fi gudagust say @ | j ust
reach the tod Then the
open up, showing a chair, and the
band would start to play oYou
Ought To Be In Pictureso , adc d 0
ans wé&vihg, med , and thefl b
woul d aWeswaird 6 Then|l
go over t o ®lchair, pr qdu
and so forth, take a little screen

test in front of the movie camera,

and t den ovér@nd say 0 |

d i dgetihe job? Ooooh! Tden [l
go to the center of the stage and

throw myself on the floor and

(@]

b éhrow meolent tantrupp,eand kick

and cry, and then crawl all the
way over to ddmnar. pr pd

bNow, kwe baa «atsong, oJust One

More Chanceb € o shat set the

Bur | es g u epleading pad,tardrthe band could

ring it up. It was like a mime, the

audience could actually see my

di | emma, d agd@oohp the

couch! Boo hooo héo! thought I

was being so drdamafi



remove my things on the couch,
and there would be a heavy drum
rol I, and |1 06d be
f ortih &as just a reason to
remove your clothes! A lot of
other girls thought of other things

to do. A little act of some sort.
The best of all was of course Lilly
St. Cyr, all of her acts were great.
She imitated big names from
history. Lili St. Cyr, when they
would announce her, the big
timpani would roll.  Oh boy!

Incomparable! Lilly St. Cyr,
incomparable was correct d you
could not compare her to anyone
or anything. It was magic,
everything she did. One of her

biggest acts that made her the

most famous was her act in a glass
bathtub with golden legs. She
would be in pink and blue
bubbles, which would be floating
up and over the audience. She
would descend these glass stairs
and into the set, and of course had
all these props. The maid would
give her all these different gowns,
and all of this w as to show off her
bal | et d do thiS hoallét all
across the stage in different
gowns . d doSthie @doutine
a b o o, | dorid want to wear that
dress tonight |, you
she was saying, and the maid
would give her another dress, and
the mood

coul d

do something else. At the end of
t he adMhavesomwhie gloves

s and a gosen and & wihotk hat andl

gown, and you kn ew that this was
the right dress that she wanted.
The maid would put on her
shoulders a full-length diamond -
mink coat, and she would then
leave the gage. That was just one
act. She also did this act with a
matador. They used to do an act
as a ballet, and ¢ baardthis
horrible goring from a bull. The
mad bull, the matador, and these
load sound effects coming over
the speakers, and then the curtain
would show him being carried off
in a gurney up in the corner of the
stage. Then of course the set
would open up and she would
don the Spanish veil, and do a
fabulous act. All of her numbers
had a name, and this one was
called Carmenesque When Prince
Rainer married Grace Kelly, Lili
did The Royal Wedding Night All
of us girls looked up to Lili. We
would all just love to have her
styl €hé walked like a star,
talked like a star. Everything
about her we just adored. The big
stars like that are gone. There
were a lot of other stars that
maybeetwirlecdhtlzelr tassels, or like
Mickey Ginger Jones who were
more peppy, but let me tell you,

woul d & h a avgrethea thate grlb pubon a hot
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little show & full of different
numbers. A man in New Jersey,
called me up about ten years ago,
who wanted to know how Lili St.
Cyr was doing. | told him that |
understood that she was sort of on
the poverty line. He said to give
her his phone number in New
York City. Hesaid, 5 You gi r |
us so much and got
time that somebody starts paying you
backd She called me and thanked
me very much, he apparently sent
her quite a bit of money. So in my
newsletter, 1@ write if you had an
extra dollar or two, write Lilly on

it. She told me that she had
thrown all her music and
costumes in the trash, even all her
old photos, and now she was
getting requests for all her old
pictures again. She had to go out
and buy her old photos back in
order to sell them! She was selling
three for ten dollars, and a | said
no, Lili, you got to get more than
that. At least ten dollars a photo!
That was about ten years ago. At
any rat e, s L gohel yndw.
Besides Gypsy Rose Lee, Lilly
was the most famous. Each era
had its own stars. They were
equi valent to a

Gypsy Rose Lee is perhaps the
stripper who was most accepted
by the establishment, starting in

Ma q

burlesque and then becoming so
immensely popular that she
traveled the world in grand
productions of her own making.
The term 0 e ¢ d y swasaused by
her to describe her art. She was
the darling of the intelligentsia
and café society, wrote novels and
datedy authers and artists alike.
The dit musitat Gypsy was tbails
around her life, and both men and
women alike went to see her
perform.  More than any other
stripper, Gypsy was probably the
one most embraced by the general
public and made stripping
thought of as an art form instead
of something sleazy.




And what was it like being an
outsider figure? As opposed to not
being a part of established show
business?

0 We al | reali zed
outside figures in show business.
However, we would just kind of
galvanize t oget hetletitwe
bother us. Because when we
played the theaters, the little
mamma-pappa places were just
tickled to have us there. Then
when youod pl ay

y 0 d @et a big formal letter from
Capt. Joe, some guy who owned
the big fish restaurant in town by
the theater, and h eldnvite us to
come get a big lobster dinner for

free. All we had to do was to

bring an autographed photograph.

So certain places welcomed us,
since we were bit of an attraction.
But outside society, we really
never had a chance to encounter
the people who were against us.
We had this off-beat feeling that
they wernemc@&pting

In 1962, Marilyn Monroe died, and
Dixie found herself without an act.

0 When
whole other story. | went into the
worst depression of my life, it was
horrible. | had just done my
Hollywood number, which |

Marilyns di ed.

ha d ndbne for a long, long time.
| was living in New Jersey, and
when | got back home from a late
performance, my husband woke
me up from slumber, and said
Mahlntwas dead . lwasrineshock.
I ] us t beltkbevedhimd 1 tell
you, It thinki thatnn®y career
wasi dverp it was more that
Marilyn was gone & it was the
worst thing. The TV just kept
rolling on and on about it. |
watched all these interview s with
Nher wn thd M, is veay so sad. My
contracts were all cancelled,
naturally, and my husband had
gone to school with a guy who
was now a florist. We ordered the
biggest heart we could get, all
gardenias with one red rose in the
center, and sent it to her funeral.
You can't imagine, the whole
country was 1in

So, Dixie left the business and
we nt t o wor k for
aluminium siding company in

u Queans, New York. She thought

her past in stripping was gone
forever, until she relocated to
Helendale, California, to take over
Exotic World.

That o

| ask her about the current
generation, and their renewed
respect for strippers of the bygone
era.




ol had a young
out here, probably a pole dancer,
from Los Angeles with her
boyfriend .

making fun of all you old girfs .

didn @ say a word, not a word. By
the time she was finished with the
museum tour, her outlook had

changed. She suddenly realized
that we were something else.
There again, the museum
educated people. | nd not saying
that every stripper was an angel,
or di dtn §et into trouble or
whatever, but at least we were out
there seven days a week, four
shows a day, and a midnight show
on Saturdays. Three or four
o0 dock in the morning you were

packing and catching a train, in
order to get to the next town. It
was a working business. Whereas
today, they just walk in and out of

a club, and are all very young,
very beautiful, and the
competition out there s
horrendous. And their age span is
so limited. In my era, girls could

work forever, because they had a
name and they did a good act.
Some strippers worked right up

into their 60s! And the business
was a f ami | yDaddyw

Biggs owned the Follies Theatre in
Los Angeles, and Bobby Biggs, the
son, would come in the afternoon

e X 0 toi ran thHeatheateer

S h éh goa know,
we just love getting dressed and

oy o u

Theo fatber

would take over at night. It was
completely different than what
today. 6

have

Eventually by the Ilate 1950s
burlesque theater closed its doors,
killed off by television and self-
righteous moral guardians. The
strippers moved on to nightclubs,
which by the 1970s had become
strip -joints full of lap dancers and
pole dancers. By this time, the
acts had almost nothing to do with
the Art of the Striptease No, it was
more like the art of hustling dollar
bills from customers.

The girls of t he ol
stripping donodt S e ¢ |
part of the strippers today. Their
stripping was an t
porn has nothing to do with what

most burlesque strippers would

see their routines as being.

ol n t he begi realy ng I
shocked! 6 Diokerriely a d s
shocked  Showing everything?
(laughs) Oh gosh! After a while,

| v@ met a few girls who do pole

dancing and work in those type s

of clubs, come through with green

| anel spargle hair, tattooed, and

they are a reflection that society
has changed. Ever yt bntmego6s
net, on the TV, and exposed us to
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Sso much.
claim any one person or thing has
exposed us to too much. These
things, of course, have been going
on for centuries. But you have
your own way of life, your own
morals in any era, and the only
way you know is how you were
raised. And then when you get
out i n the real
shocking. | have young people
pull up here in very expensive
cars and clothes, in all sorts of
piercing and whatever 8 i t ©
culture  shock! Hollywood
Boulevard in Los Angeles used to
be like any hometown main street,
with small stores and a drug store.
Now itd s full of sl
But back then, even if men offered
you money over the footlights, it
would have been embarrassing. It
was unheard ofl And any man
that attempted to touch you
would be out of the door in a
second. l t j us

Today, Exotic World continues to
attract the curious, strippers, or
other outsiders interested in
unusual culture. Once a year they
even hold the Miss Exotic World
Contest, when young women
flock out to the desert to compete
in the art of striptease. Burlesque
again seems to be @pearing in

t pilYpoint and a n ésmall

wDixiel sthtes. |1 t 0 s

productions, and young
women are reviving the art of
striptease as it was once
performed years ago.

OBurl esque is part
Whether we choose to accept it or

not, or try to shove it under the
carpet, si tad par-t of ou
real ly

Today, scholarly studies on
burlesque and its women are
lre i ng publ i shed,

studies at universities now firmly
embrace the stripper as a feminist
icon. And Dixie is still out in the
desert, telling anyone who will
t a tlisten what ipvaas rleally like.

Just like the stars over the Mohave
Desert, the legends of the
burlesque strippers still shine on
and continue to fascinate people
today. It was the style, the poise
wf atlee nsiifgper,dtiloe nglamadir and
the allure of the striptease that still
has the power to hypnotize long
after the theaters closed for good.
The sequins and rhinestones still
havenot stopped
twinkle. | think every star in
heaven should be named after a
stripper. And most certainly , one
for Dixie.













SENSITIVITY SUITE

By Rich Follett

i how her name was merrie lee
I am eight how unusual that was
on a sand bar how impressed he was with her
which character
like me character my eight-year-old ass
only appears d only comes out o you son of a bitch
when the tide is low and all is
calm like that sand bar

the whole business was beneath
my father has left me alone me
Owait here and s wi i dueg te shrinking, shifting
dropped me down sands
and sped off just to keep breathing
(who I magi ned t h e neanotheend i ventauhders
propeller could turn so fast?) more than two feet deep now
apparently and beginning to move fast
there is a girl in a white bikini i lay on the bottom
near the mouth of the inlet (the bottom that only moments
screaming out to the open sea ago had been the top)
dad to the rescue let out all of my air and
6son, wait here. . . fay motionless d looking toward
dad to the rescue heaven &
my sand bar is sinking breathing in a new element

thinking those fluke were really
she, grateful, hugs him onto something
he lingers in her embrace a long breathing happily in a new
moment past awkward element
before ceding her to the singing until 1 found myself inexplicably
beach aloft and sputterinjgeée
all the way back to the dock he

that he came back for me at al
will tell me continues to surprise



we had been fishing, father and i
outboard set to troll

I hovered over the rotting transom
to steer and to spy
feeling the
envying joan of arc
so clean an
incontrovertible
(they say her heart did not burn)

ending & so

my true purpose in this faux -
halcyon escapade

was to look through the clearer-
than-y o u-thidk -it-would -be
water

clear down to the bottom

to spot marbles

marbles you see

are the eyes of a mythical fluke
buried in the sand

bigger than a volkswagen, says
dad

old flat poseidon

he is down there somewhere

and my father ahab

will see him rendered in strips
battered (how appropriate words
can be without knowing)

and served up withore-i da 0 s
at our famil yos
perfect friday dinner

Or ounthblet h e

amen

norman rockwell would have been
proud

but scratch the
find we were bosch

painted over

in suburban teal and burnt orange
so i called out 'marbles!" as we
trolled

mot or 0 andhdadawould drop the hook

right down

up came fish after fish
hooray

sportsmanship for assholes

every fish was smaller than
expected

every summer friday a bit closer

to the fall

di sappoint ment was
condiment of choice

I learned in the sixth grade

that fluke, like their smaller cousin
the flounder

(flounde r? how could we not have
known?)

begin life with two eyes on
opposite sides of their head

like any other fish

then, slowly,

in an effort to avoid being seen
and eaten

f itheeflatten
r and dothteyes migrate fto the bide

of their body that looks toward
heaven

smart fish

c ai helpaedghena yod kngwo u 6 | |

I called out only the barest few,
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and then only

to avoid being seen

to avoid being captured

to avoid being rendered in strips
to avoid being battered and served
up

to postpone the
insatiable chagrin

burgeoning,

even today

when the tide rushes in

| bury myself in the sand

and look toward heaven
waiting for my eyes to migrate

i

these pebblesd

lava from a volcano

that exploded a whole lot of

thousands of years ago

nowhere near arizona

where i am now

after riding a bus for three days

to an acting job my parents said i

shoul dnot t ake

fuck them

| am seventeen

I hop a big apple greyhound on
christmas eve

the peter pan touring company is
the key to my nascent career in
lights

but on the way

mister dumbass producer skips
town with the money

one blinding incomprehensible
greedy twist of balding sweaty
ma m a-liog fate

and my incandescent debut turns
out to be
j ust

wer e

anot her erdss e o0 f

righto

I wait in the phoenix bus station
it is three in the morning
no one has come to claim me

my doppelganger walks up,

says bare you her e f
pan touring companyf?d
0itds about fucking] t
only t o ohamastuck benep

tood and

suddenly it all comes clear &

he is bob

from somewhere vast and flat

we are soon joined by a third
named larry

he is heir to the kodak fortune

(no, really di checked later)

he is a peter pan touring company
rising star

like bob,

l' i ke meé

his parents turned out to be right,
as well 8
(bob do
but i f

es t
h e i d,

o Q
Q_—1

fuck them
fuck them all



we do not have enough money for
bus tickets home

we consider selling ourselves

wedd have done it,
but that only would have made
our parents more right

fuck them

fuck them all
greyhound ad
one freebd
holiday special

we pool our resources
who knows who, where?

I wi n; my cousi

says

nos

we three

salvaged by cousin
dented orange pinto
lived in his g arage
for six months
sleeping on and under a ping-
pong table

and eating avocados fresh from a
tree in the backyard

eden without eve o

one night

we fumbled clumsily with each
other in her absence,

deciding in the end we were better
off sans satisfaction

tom in a

two weeks into the eden

experiment
proving once and for all that i am

my pragmati c
I borrow a bicycle

I ride each day to the redondo
beach boardwalk

where o sell flowers in an open air
market

I get this job

solely because albert the owner's
son desires med

sycophantic albert, whose middle
name was futilityeée
i 6old wnly flowevs | get

(once, to olivia newton -john,

a single red rose
she was soépretty)
bab went back to his vast flatness;
larry, to claim his diseased fortune

i held out 6til
feasting on pride

fuck them
fuck them all

my mot her 6s
voice on the telephone
she is worried about me
have i been drinking?

SO i cave
I fly back to new york
(much quicker than greyhound)

I would say i missed home but

you read my last poem

three weeks later my cousin called
to say he had not seen med

parentfso

guaverfin



had i come home
three weeks?

fuck him
fuck them all

thirty years later

a quiet moment draws me back to
these pebblesd

lava from a volcano

that exploded a whole lot of
thousands of years agp

nowhere near arizona

where i am now

if only in my mind

if only

e t o

i

i Il nsisted on
body

it nearly killed my parents

it nearly killed me

but see it i did

(one thing we had in common,
my brother and i &

we were born to ruin)

he was lying on his right side

one eye gazing opaquely outward
the other half of his face

covered by a starched white cloth

S e e itmsgvas mm

I asked to see

the other half of his face

to make sure it was there

to make sure it was him

he was always a trickster

I asked to see the other half

of his dappled face

and they told me
see

the shotgun had done its work -
who knew his arms were so long?

i had to look at what was there

at what was left

the freckles across the nose were
darker

there were more of them than i
remembered

the eye was no longer the color of
the sea

e bub it aid slént upwards at the
corner like a grin

yes, i concluded

brot her 0s

I was just about to look away
when something moved &

breathlessly i waited, praying
for his last trick to be real
for him to sit up

for his ocean eyes to twinkle

it was a maggot
I am okay with that




PSYCHOLOGY IN THE CUBICLE
OR,
THE DISCIPLES OF SIN

By Pablo Vision

Images © Colin Lowe

SIMON THOMAS, ANDREW
JAMES

SIMON THOMAS. Good day,
fellow cruiser. | have some
hesitation as regards my debased
plans, but must commend you on
the proportions of your excited
member €éThe more |
life devoid of such degenerate
depravity, the more | am assailed
wi t h desire for
Certainly it is the feelings of
shame and guilt, that will surely
follow the act we are about to
commit, that will trouble me the
most éBut for now,
acceptable to touch you in an
intimate manner.

ANDREW JAMES. My dear
friend, please not only touch me,
but unleash your own rod of
pleasure, for | can see that it
harbours no uncertainty over that
which it desires. (He kisses him,

feels his erect penis through his jeans,

and allows himself to be fondled.)

SIMON THOMAS. Is not,
though, the blood that feeds this
desire, deserting my brain, and
causing this aberration  of
reasoning, and impairing my

judgement? What other reasons
could I have for engaging in such
anonymous and risky activity

with & icomeletef grainge® How
else can | reconcile the lust | feel
now, with the love for my wife? |

wbuld eonfess ahateh@ possibility

of neuro-chemical addiction has
crossed my mind, and that it may

be the risk itself that excites me,
more than your admittedly

beaatifullcatk. 1 t be

ANDREW JAMES. You concern
yourself too much with a nalysing
your desires. Only the
indoctrination of monogamy and
sexual stereotypes has made you
forsake your nature. You would
not remain loyal to one restaurant
for the rest of your life, or restrict
yourself to one type of food, why
not partake of both cock and
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.and can’t believe,
CNCY S similicude
" . .
\ d the right attity

&e it deb’ way

e
Ié for zero |
sleasing mysel

pussy without prejudice, and treat
them both equally as friends? See
how | can stroke and caress you in
a manner that a woman could
never truly understand, not being
in possession herself of the same
system of nerve endings and
sensations? And if she loved you,
as you undoubtedly love her,
would she really wish to deprive
you of this pleasure?

SIMON THOMAS. There is much
truth in what you say, but there is
also deviancy from the way
society, and the law, view these

thingséthere mu s t

reas ons é

ANDREW JAMES. Society
always seeks to control and keep
us in chains, it is hateful of
freedom, and it is always against
nature. Let us not conform, but be
transformed by the renewing of
your mind, so that you may
discern what is good and
acceptableand perfect.

SIMON THOMAS, ANDREW
JAMES, MATTHEW
BARTHOLOMEW

SIMON THOMAS  (surprised to
find the cubicle door opening to allow
the entry of a third man Oh, my
God! Please allow me to
explain...please say that you are
not the policeé

MATTHEW BARTHOLOM EW.
No, indeed not; and it is for me to
apol ogi se for my
door was not locked. (He moves to
exit.)

ANDREW JAMES. Please, Sir! Do
not be so hasty to depart; your
opinions may be of some value.
My good, and highly aroused,
friend seems to be gruggling with
the inner workings of his mind,




although, not, | am glad to report,
his anatomy.

MATTHEW BARTHOLOMEW.
Of course, if you think my
presence may be of some
val ueébut t hese
to me: this love between men, and
the venue you have chosen to
express it.

ANDREW JAMES. If you will
all ow me t o
so much easier, and so much more
honest, than words of
explanationéTake
cocks in your hands, and tell me if
what strikes youé

MATTHEW BARTHOLOMEW
(he does as instrted) There is a
most vibrant rigidity to both
cocks, and clearly evidence of
great desire for this activity, and
although not an act | have
previously given much thought to,

it is one that arouses a certain
curiositye

ANDREW JAMES. And would
you say that you have suffered
some kind of inappropriate sexual
experience as a child, or harbour
some kind of depression likely to
exhibit itself in sexual symptoms?
Would you seek out sexual release
as a replacement for love denied?

Would you, Sir, deny vyourself

pleasure and experience purely
because you have been told these
things are wrong?

MATTHEW BARTHOLOMEW.

t hli wauld bhave eto aanswern a

resounding O6nodod
guestions, and further conclude
that it is denial itself that is more
likely to cause depresson, or
adverse psychological behaviour.

demonstrateéoften

SIMON THOMAS. But, if these
things are so natural, as you infer
bwitht preat opérsuasiveness, why
will we all slink out of here, like

guilty schoolboys having just
robbed t he Chur
rather than going home and
relating our joyous experiences to
our wives, as we would if we had

seen a beautiful rainbow, or
innocently swallowed a tasty
morsel? He takes
into his mouth.)

ANDREW JAMES. We do so
because society and tradition seek
to punish honesty and nature; we

do so because we are not amongst
real friends; we do so because we
are cowards; and we do so
because we wish to repeat the
experience over and over again,
without losing the pleasure of

pussy and the bliss of breasts...
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Matthew, can | ask if you have
ever enjoyed the more agreeable
orifice of your wife?

MATTHEW BARTHOLOMEW.
Indeed | have, on many occasions,
but given that this kind of love is
more common between men and
woman, than it is between men
and men, | hope that you will not
attempt to twist my normalcy into
something unnatural.

ANDREW JAMES (assisting Simon
with the undressing of Matthew,
while Matthew jerks off Andrew to
completion. Your observations are
very astute, but there is a world of
difference between the
affectionate avenue of a woman,
and the benevolent boulevard of a
manenotwithstandi
of p a s sthevgivingyaéd the
taking, so to speak. If you were to
allow yourself to be the meat in
the sandwich, you will see better
what | seek to explain.

n

SIMON THOMAS. But, as
appealing as that suggestion
sounds, what of Jesus? What
would He teach us?

ANDREW JAMES. It was He who
sail d: OLet us | ove
as | have loved you, you also
shoul d | ove one

Andrewds cum i s
that Simon ca penetrate Matthew,
and for Matthew to penetrate
Andrew.)

SIMON THOMAS. So, truly,
there is no shame in what we do,
nor any reason at all to feel any
guilt; we should not view these
natural impulses as anything
destructive, other than to the
oppressive controls of a society
that wishes us harm; and these
spurious attempts to equate this
behaviour with gambling, or drug
addiction, are totally unfounded

in reason. (Simon and Matthew both
climax violently; and a great sense of
physical and mental calmness is
experienced by all.)

e otell;
' but most ¢

L [ khow
can too.
Relations}
like puddl

" o but.within
" Tsurface der
‘This‘tale'i
injits-emb

yet I’m pr
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MADNESS PART I

By Brian Routh

Images © Patricia Wells

THE CHANGE

| found myself being shot out of a
cannon at a 100 miles an hour.
Every bit of me was being torn
apart and Dblasted in every
direction at once.

Mary was there still and beautiful.
She was praying over me in some
sort of Aramaic or Hebraic
language.

She was dressed like mother
Mary. There was a bright, electric,
golden, yellow glow around her.
Her words were like lightning
bolts that were being hurled
through me at tremendous speeds.
Each one set me afire.

Burned away my flesh.

Spun me further into the void, the
great big wonderful, terrifying
void.

The next thing | knew | was in a
hospital bed in an intensive care
unit.

| was hooked up to all kinds of
machines and respirators.

They all had distinctly different
sounds.

| felt like | was flying high, at least

high on the morphine that was
being pumped into my body to
numb the pain that was hurting in
my head.

The pain was being converted into
a kind of horror. | was unable to
move or feel any part of my body.
All these tubes going up my nose,
down my throat, in my veins,
down my penis, up my ass.

| suddenly felt mischievous, like
playing pranks.

| was giggling inside and maybe
even outside for all I knew.

It felt lik e the bullet must have
gone through the front left side of
my head.

| could still see with both eyes.

| thought.

That's something.

But | definitely couldn't move a
muscl e.
j eered at me
paralyzed. 6 |
A hand was gently holding mine.
oMar y! Oh there
with relief.

She squeezed my hand and looked
at me with love.

| felt safe now.

oParalyzed
from



Now | dm in good hatitmwgetherl si ghed.

| closed my eyes to fight back the

tears. INTO THE ABYSS

oPeter! Are you alright?2?%¢

Mary where have you gone? | never thought | would have
| screamed in my head. survived the shooting but I did.
Mavis was holding my hand. I di dnodt have total
She had a look of loving concern my body.

on her face. But it was returning slowly.

| was off the machinery now. All I had was a scar over my left
Just lying in bed with nothing eye.

going into or out of my body. | was lucky.

OHow | ong?6 | mut t daneshid it was because | was
OTwo weeks. 6 Sai d Kkeng spared in order to fertilize
0l 6vesed you Mavi sthe@go.l said

trough uncontrollable sobs. How do | get to this egg? |
oOoThere there!o thought.

OThere therel!d Is this some sort of spiritual
As she soothed me by rubbing my fertilization process that | am
hands. about to be initiated into?

| drifted off to the land of Of course it is.

morphine induced horror dreams. Mary is obviously the guide to all
Lots of ugly distortions of just this.

about everything imaginable. | just had to keep following her.

So extreme that there is a When | got shot | had started to
grotesque O6Punch atudmylbackognhedd. cr uel
humour running through Shut her out.

everything. | wanted to be punch, Turning off her voice.

running around hitting people Getting caught up in a material
over the head with a rubber sleep.

truncheon. Hanging out with the guys.
0Shhh! 6 Said Mary Aamlthentbang'wat c hed
through my eyes at the outside Yes God does strip away what
world. comes between you and God.
OWe widtlchw t oget helhad#lary gnid bavis.

said with interest in her voice. | felt like Jesus.

Yes! | thought, we will watch Immaculate Conception?




Mawvis the nurturer and Mary the

High Priestess, Mother and soul
wife.

| waited for the voice to command
me.

The days passed by whilst my
body healed.

The experience taught me to
deepen my love.

TO EXPAND IT

To embrace the pain | was in and
rejoice!

Almost a hallelujah!

It was a slow painful process,
recovering.

| had to learn to walk and talk all

over again. Things would get

jumbled up in my head and my

legs would collapse under me.

But slowly | recovered. Six

mont hs, maybe severn,
it took.

| felt like a different person.

Older. Stronger. Weirder.
Didndot care what
Felt maniacal but in control.
Instantly able to feel deep love
and able to walk in a crowd and
not be noticed.

| was just about ready to hit the
road.

anjy o

THE ROAD

Mary was also ready to leave.

While my body was healing she

was busy somewhere preparing

the way for the child to be born.

I di dnot baw dhes rwast

going to all take place but since

the accident things seemed very

different.

| felt like 1 had acquired certain
knowledge that before was
inaccessible to me.

I coul dnot t el l 0 U
knowledge was; it was just there.

Built in.
Programmed
being.

The few times that | did see Mary
manifest in the physical she
looked as though she was with

newly into my
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child.

| had a very strong paternal urge
rise up when | saw her.

I coul dnot t el |
consummated our love but | knew
deep inside me that we had.

| think it happened as | lay dying.

| had a memory of our passion
that surpassed all passion.

We had somehow spiritually,
sexually created this being from
our great love.

If all is spiritual and all is physical
at the same time then this is notso
unusual an occurrence as one may
think.

We are all physical manifestations
of energy and this in the physical
sense can mean any shape or form

from any invisible energy source.

BIRTH

We started out, Mary and I, on the
road to Heaven just after first
light.

| had some money from a crime
fund given to me and | was the
only physical body to feed but |
had suddenly the appetite of a
horse.

| was eating for three.

Mary pointed me in the direction
to go in, we took the greyhound
bus for two days to the Arizo na
desert arriving at our destination
in the early hours of the morning.

We then got off the bus in the
middle of nowhere.

| walked, sang and told tales of
wonder to Mary until it began to
get dark again and then we
bedded down for the night in my
sleeping bag out under the night
sky.

It was a beautiful night.

You could see the Milky Way
going off into the distance.
Shooting stars buzzed around.

It was a high-energy field.

It was magic.

| buzzed and rattled all night in a
sleep charged with excitement.
Mary and child sound asleep
within me.




This is life | thought.

Real life.

Out here in this wonderful,
expansive, charged up place.

The child was close to being born.
My dreams that night was a
meandering of carefully woven
tapestries.

Filled with images of dar k forests
and wolves.

Farm scenes.

Men and women in
embrace.

Ships at sea and all manner of
things depicted in an array of rich,
bright, exotic colours.

The desert winds were gentle and
warm.

All was well with the world.

loving

THE BOY

| was to stay there in the desert for
several months until the child was
born.

| had some food that | brought
with me but that would soon run
out and | feared for the lack of
nourishment.

Especially for the family.

Mary assured me that spiritual
sustenance was all that was
needed and that | could fast for
the entire period.

She told me that God would feed
me and for me to pray and have
faith.

She said that | would grow in
strength from my spiritual contact
with God.

| believed her and | believed in
God.

And as the days passeal by | grew
in strength.

The only food | imbibed was
water from a fresh spring that
Mary had revealed to me.

| felt myself growing larger as
though | were pregnant.

My stomach grew but so did
everything else.

| must have grown to at least eight
feet.

| was a giant alien looking being.
At | east
thought that happened to be
dune-buggying nearby.

As soon as they encountered me
they were frozen in terror and
immediately set off in their
buggies as fast as they could go.

| felt like Franken st ei nds mo
My whole facial structure was
changing.

My forehead bulging.

My cheeks standing out.

My vision changing.

Seeing things that are new to me.

All around me had changed in
form and colour.

It was like being on some strong
hallucinogenic that lasted and
lasted and deepened and became
rooted.

t hat 0s w h [



| was changing into a very
different being, that's for sure.
Maybe | was horrific to the rest of
humanity but I f
felt in my life before.

| felt so clear and all of my senses
were ultra sharp and enhanced.

| had the strength of ten men and
the capacity to love as deep as the
ocean.

| saw things that | was never able
to see before. Other objects and
people that were of different
worlds or dimensions, all existing
together but unknowing of e ach
ot herds existence.
My whole experience had become
multi -dimensional. My skin had
turned to an olive coloured, hard,
leathery consistency.

| was a giant being from another
world living in multiple
existences.

Existence was busy.

Creation was busy.

Nothi ng is ever completed.
Creation
In the desert | felt
somewhat from the
eyes of my fellow man.
I hid when strangers approached.

| was nourished by the Sun fed by

el

protected
inquisitive

the spring and energized by the
brightly burning dynamo insid e of
me.

Mary and the boy were all part of
this new being.

We were all different voices of the
expression

same force given
through my body.
Ourdodyk e | 6ve
The body.

Whatever!

It was what it was.

My voice, which had been a weary
voice, had changed with the
physical change.

| was the body voice.

Mary the guide voice bringing me
to the splendour of God.

The boyds voice
and sweetness of childhood. But
not a needy voice.

We co-existed in a space like no
other.

| had to hide from the world of
man for fear of being destroyed by
him.

Even in the remote Arizona desert
there i s mands
You feel the energy from afar and
sometimes close by. One visitor in
the ocean of desert sends out a

never

wa S

cont i nue s épplethat can be felt.

THE THREE

The day arrived for the next phase
of my newfound existence.

The existence of the three.

In a blaze of what seemed like
lights and trumpets we were now
three distinctly different physical
beings.

pr esflen
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My flesh and blood had somehow

separated itself into three people.
Mary the boy and I .

Mary was a slight and beautiful
woman; she radiated a wild
energy that at first encounter of
her | was thrown back from her.
From a distance she looked plain
but as | approached her closely |
saw how beautiful she was. | was
drawn into her magic instantl vy.

| could not turn away.

| was spellbound.

A wonderful feeling washed over
me, a thrilling feeling.

All was ablaze with God!

In the distance was the boy.

Al ready a man in
He looked like a small boy but
there was something about him

a

that was ancient.

An old man but a strong man.
This boy who looked me in the
eye with a penetrating look that
sent chills down my back.

Who was he?

What is his mission?

No gentle Jesus in those eyes.

| feared him.

| feared that someday he would be
the destruction of me.

Mary protected him and talked to
him in a tongue that was not of
this world.

| was excluded from their world.

| was curious about it but | feared
it.

| didowhai was Imeedey to do, my
job was done.

My appearance had returned




more or less once more to tis
former state | say more or less
because my hair was white, my
eyes were almost white and my
skin was pallid.

| had no facial hair.

I felt l i ke | 6d
had fought my way through some
powerful electrical storm.

I would certainly be

unrecognizable to anyone who
had known me before.

It was almost time for the three of
us to leave the desert and venture
into the cities of man once more.

There was a job to do and the time
to do it was getting near.

| knew what that job was
intuitively but | coul dndt
written it on paper.

| followed the guidance of Mary,
wh o di dnodt say
anything but communicated in a
mighty powerful way.

| knew what she was saying with
her mind.
The

to me.

| felt ridicule coming from hi m
towards me.

His energy was
disconcerting and
powerful.

Maybe he saw me as a means to
an end.

That 6s how it felt
| believed in my mission to bear

\Y

boy didndt ev

frightening,
intensely

h areo®vering

this child and offer him to the
world.

| was directed in this by a greater
being than | was, that much |
knew.

| knew nothing of his purpose,
bteaehad nat heencdvealedctaintee d
Perhaps it would have proved too
much for me to know.

| was lost at sea and was rescued.
The warm hand of God picked me
out of the ocean and blasted me
with energy.

| was saved Hallelujah!

This part of my journey | was led

as a blind man over treacherous
terrain,

| was no longer Peter the man
from a nervous
breakdown.

| had metamorphosed into some
eothgr beingaltogethero f

| still felt very strong but | felt a
feeling of being controlled.

A force was at work controlling
my mi nd. 't di dnot
eforceesay anything
Some angel had materialized
through the boy. Perhaps not a
bad Angel.

But a powerful angel caught up in
his own power. Carried away by
it.

I didndot really
The boy was controlling me and
caading rmentq doubtantyself.

| suddenly felt as though | had
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been burnt out. getting lighter and seemed to
glide from place to place, feet not
All the energy was gone, drained touching the ground.
from my body. Zapped! | was the one becoming invisible
| turned my head. The boy was now.
staring at me. The boy had taken all of my
energy and sucked it right out of
me, slowly over time.
Perhaps he sucked he matter
right out of me.
Bits of me disappearing until all
was gone and | was no more.
At least not in the recognized
sense of identifying each other as
beings of matter.
| was but | wasndt .
Mary seemed to be frail also but
the boy grew fiercely.
He was already a young man.

He looked like an ancient warrior

prince, fierce and beautiful.

| loved him and yet | feared him.

| had given him my life and he
INVISIBLE had taken it wholeheartedly.

He had al so taken
Mary was gone for long periods of Drained her dry.

time. We were both inside the boy now.
I dondot know where she went.

She would leave looking tired and THE JOURNEY INSIDE THE
return looking refreshed. BOY

She seemed very preoccupied.

| felt like | was the invisible one It was a strange turn of events to

now. be trapped inside the boy with
| became paler and frailer. Mary.

My hair began to fall out and my Watching life through his eyes.
teeth were loose. And | was Mary continued to communicate
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with him in their own language.
She still guided him.

And he continued to accept her
wishes.

| was unclear about my role in all
this.

| had no way to leave this
situation.

Or at | east
to understand from Mary.
| trusted her completely but |
wasnodt so sure
Feeling his energy from inside of
him was int ensely frightening.

| was totally controlled by him.
Forced to be kept as a viewer only.
| was unable to escape.

| felt that | was kept alive for one
more task to perform and then |
feared that my days would come
to an end.

At least this life as | know it.

Mary was filled with only love but

| know in some way she was also
being used but was unaware of it.
| tried to communicate this to her
but my lines of communication
were being jammed by the all-
powerful energy of the boy.

| wanted to warn her but | was
helpless to do so.

| needed someone or something to
release me and help me to combat
the boy for | felt him to be a threat
to the very survival of all.

The boy sensed this in me and
worked hard to exercise his

t hat 0s

abo

control over me.
But somehow | knew that | woul d
find a way to be free of him, it was

just a question of how and when.

My mission became one of finding

a way to stop the boy from
wreaking havoc on the world.

If only Mary could see the
impehding ddom vshes might ate n
least be able to communicate in
t h e sblanguage but would he
isten?t he boy.

Probably not.

He was hell bent on completing
his mission whatever that was.
But in my gut |
a healthy one.

The boy was walking the main
highway towards the nearest
town.

| had an uneasy feeling.

| knew something was going to
happen and | knew ift
to be good.

k n efjw

THE PATH OF DESTRUCTION

Our arrival in the small, sleepy,
desert town was at night.

After hiking and hitching we were
now entering the local bar that
was filled with tough looking
drunken men in their cowboy hats
and boots.

As we entered the bar everyone
turned and stared at the boy, who
by now was a young man.



A dirty longhaired young man.

A man not easily tolerated in this
red-necked community.

There was violence in the air.
Jeers and rdicule were directed
towards the boy.

| felt the anger and indigence rise
up in him.

Now there was going to be trouble
and it wasnodt
would be the one getting hurt.
His power and strength were
enormous.

He directed his energy at a large
man who seemed to be the
ringleader of the group.

The man clutched at his throat and
fell to his knees.

He was clearly having great
difficulty in breathing and soon
was doubled up on the floor in
agony.

His friends were in a panic and
unable to help him. I  f e | t
satisfaction as he turned about
and stepped out of the bar and
into the street.

This is the beginning, | thought.

| knew that | had to stop him but
the way to do so
me.

In time | would defeat him.

With help from some power
greater than us all.

When the boy was wrapped up in
his own selfish state of being, it

was easy for me to think

goin

undetected.

His own narcissism will be his
downfall, | thought.

Help is on its way; | knew it but

di dnodt know from whier

DIO

Help comes from the strangest
aces gnd thig wap no greeptipn,
he being or person that |

expected to meet turned out not to

be in human form but in animal
form.

A black Labrador that turned up

one day and decided to hang out

with us as a permanent fixture.

| just thought he was like any

other dog but this dog was no

ordinary dog.

As soon as he showed up | could

feel him scanning my thoughts.

When | felt him scanning me | also

t helt g doy gfslove and warmth

coming from him.

oPeter, I know you [Jar
heard his mind say to me.

ol know you are trdgppg
to help you Peter. ¢ H
Whe amaging thing is that the;bgy

di dndot detect him aft
ol dm Dio. 6 He said.
0OThe boy candt gl c t
| m j amming hi s 0L
said.

oJust | i st en aoud
anything | say because the boy can



still read you.

ol f we wait unt i
ego again, you can talk to me then
and | 61 | t el |
become free. 6
He continued.

oYou have t o
strength first before you can begin
tochal | enge hi s
| felt the boy getting slightly
uneasy. It was hard in my present
state of weakness to resist
anything from him and he could
break open my thoughts and scan
them without any difficulty.

Dio moved away and busied
himself with cleaning his fur.

| thought of neutral things to
throw the boy off the scent. The

boy sensed what was happening.
He picked up a rock and hit me

over the head. I
to react.
The explosion plunged me into

blackness.
THE RETURN

| dreamed | was swimming o ut
into the cold dark sea. The sky
was black and ominous. | was
afraid and felt my body becoming
exhausted and heavy. | began to
go under.

| panicked as | started to drown.

| opened my eyes and looked at
the rain hitting the window.

y ou drdam®v t O

| was back in the hospital bed in
thhwadds | os't i n his
Had it all been some terrible
start t o
| looked around at the patients in
their beds everyone looked the

b ui Isaine asp thoyglo unothing had

happened and yet it all seemed

p 0o we ralien in some way.

The Doctor whose office | had
walked out of, at the beginning of
my story was doing his rounds.
0Good morning Mr.
we feeling any Dbetter this
morning?

Are we back from our trip in the
desert yet ?06 He
at his notes.
OAnymor e
Mary?0o

He asked.

Visions

d just staded at thina. i/weas it shocke

| began to feel myself overheating
and | felt panic begin to sweep
over me.

It must have all been some vision
or hallucination.

The doctor glided away.

| looked up and there standing at
the bottom of my bed was the boy.
He was dressed in hospital whites.
He looked at me with a menacing
glare.

oYou mi g ht t hi nk
escaped me but it's almost time for
your shock treat me
with a note of cruelty in his voice.
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| was having cold sweats.

He faded away and was gone.
I wa s me &hat tosthink.
Was he really there?
Maybe i1 tds all
| was confused and | started to
sink into a feeling of hopelessness.
o0Cheer up! It wi
spin around t he
Sang a soothing song from my
friend nurse Mavis.

Ah! | thought | am safe.

ol wi | | be back
She sang as she flew away.

| looked out the window at the
garden. The rain had stopped and
everything looked wet and
glistening.

In the distance, standing at the

edge of the lawn | saw a woman
who looked like Mary. She was
standing next to a dog. The dog

| dreams and ilmsonst o r

looked like Dio. When | looked
closer | saw that the woman was
blind and the dog was a Seeing
Eye dog.

j us Perhaps | ihadl mixed everything

up in my head and projected these
people and the dog into my

glafeltdcemforted dyo the thought
that 1t wasnodt
No Mary.

All of the stress and fear left me.
n Draanbdoouttof naen| whsorelaxed 6
for the first time in a long time. |

felt thoroughly alive.

The sun was streaming through
the clouds, filling the room with
gold.

Feeling happier | dressed and felt
excited about the day ahead.

THE END

your
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GRAVEN IMAGES

By Patrick Wright

Intense with grief, | roll the old cine  open, a place where time and space
film. The spool unravels to the scene implode Youdre the cl n d
of your we &% inrthgpse d agy mourning & dip into as life drags
silences before sound, your horribly outside, as time respires
otherworldliness IS tragically outside. Yet ther ed|s
undenied: at once unreal, and yeb forgetting, concealing each day the
real. Such overpowering affect, as this remnants, these reliquaries | preserve,
being strays in the interstices of the and the wounds | reinflict. The
frames, always fugitive, too remote to necessity of healing, of forgetting. A
remain in this hub of consmiisnessy place of erasure; and a place of the
or, even, to give a trace of meaningto unsel | abl e and the|] s
what s sunder ed b ethesuberranegncyetgecur, resusface,
Here you glide in your virginal bleed through pores of that second
whitesé skin, in moments where my eye
contact fails, and where | look into
A certain belatedness | capture, an spae opened up by seeing through the
uncanniness whi ch, artiice of avords®d that words are f
t he repressed?o, fnakeup, caveringnover ¢he tprofound
resuscitates lived experienc | t 0 s sewegance, fas we sit behind closed
youove already d i carthins, with the lagonising eaesuras
deaths. Time bled into you, while the between sentences.
film hardly played, lay pristine in its
abandonment; yet your characteristic | witness apparitions, stale phantoms.
movements and gesticulatiors the Over there for insince, the semblance
greatest indicators of your veracity of your father, your mother, and this
stain these clips witlunderwhelming pale imitator, which stakes a claim to
immortality. your body. And this fagcade has passed
a threshold, fallen to a multitude of
This is where we consign death today. failing recollections: uncles, aunts,
With each replaying, anniversaries cousins who recall, unreliably, single
live on the side of repetition and facetsof your soul. | urge them to
timeless fixation. | repeat you. | weep authenticate your existence, but they
over you again. Y ®nlyo disappoinh with dheis pastial |




tales or voids. No
the singularity of your lived

sensations, and thus each vignette,
each fragmentary gesture, evokes an

excruciatng enigma.

If I were to question each and every
bystander here, lining up for the shot,
|l 6d find their tes
each of memorised a single face of you;
whereas the one | see is a totality in
its absence, and harks back so
painfully to  eveything that
enshrouds it. | often wonder about
telephoning these people, or writing
them a letter, for arbitrary,
inconsequential facts about you,
which, though past, might assuage
future wants. But | know such tired
old brains can only console me with
falsehood or tales, amnesiac, liquor
addled minds, of pinhole cameras, of
dying cells, which might make terrible
mistakes, such as confusing you for
someone el se. | t s
your life from lips of strangers.
Though these ghosts remain, some
ony a phone call away, their
memories are tawdry, insulting,
tinted by distance
trivia, minutia @ anything. But faded
accounts, through novel, risk
degrading these pictures further,
corrupting them with confusion or
contradiction, thusworking against
my condensed ideal. In stifled

attempts, they speak ill of the dead.

Some rmebnsried aee fmbre faithful thanr rj a t
others & those remainders torn like
love letters, parts which refer to
something precious, though quite
useless on their own, incqbete and
provoking more questions than
answers. Your guests mingled on the
periphery, di dnét

t homogheds hegr yd.i dT hseey
see. And what | continue to mourn is
your experienc® what your wedding

day meant to you; how the filplayed

out in your consciousness; the
emotions the cameraman failed to
incarcerate 0  the duration,
impressions, the conversations, which
this mad jumbl e of

o5
[oNNe)

Asking where your emotions went is
like asking where the beams of
sunlight refacted to, where your
bouquet went to, where your confetti
scattered toé Out s
visionds perfect sofl i
thimgb yow rtadiched,t in ¢he grouod h ¢
you walked, in the vacancies of

i ngrained presence
lamentations of timeand intensities;

|l ost aromasé I n the
charahg in dressea yn.decte@tnattics,f tije r
mel anchol yds stainefd

As the projection rolls on, the
aperture frames you a saint, and a
fortuitous perihelion ordains you with

a halo. At 21 yer your b e ¢
unt ouchabl e, but i
magnitude of my nosmxistence. Since

ut

(@]
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tds Platonic
if seeing threatened its
nary
seeing through a glass darkly, frosted
to ensure our mnension apart; a

dimension which holds you in a
preposterous vortex, in spokes of
coruscating light. And | expect if |

were to fall magically through the

screen, this universe would fold in on
itself in blunt refusal.

now i
eye, as

extraordi

Youdre sitti
moving car, and
very same ring
my box of relics: the only continuity
from your drowned world, like a
souvenir from the afterlife. In the next
scene your father awaits at the doors
of the church in anticipation, pie
visible in his eyes, articulate in
conveying his thoughts flown from
perishable clichés. Your fathérlike
all ghostsd is oblivious of his starring
role, his intransience, his presence
revisiting the screen in traumatic
momentso pressed on this finiide of
fil m. Li ke a
ther e, t hough
sublime and devastating; and his
private words: shards of who he was,
somehow arbitrary, again strangely
limited and accidently imprisoned,
condemned to surface in this
as some  vague
For you, though,

ng an

nethervorld
representation.

exi s

terough, peemd odead ancestars e
revived evermoreé
tence. Yet , sti I, It
But this seeming permanence is itself
subject to time, to disintegration.h&

taped already grainy, dirty, moisture
damaged will soon return to earth,

to basic matter, its separate elements.

What will last longer, no doubt, is the

ring that binds our realitie® its gold
outliving my posses|si
I bear , ugtodiantofdlaidm c
there ere bnees k chovse dot wean ft,

y owhneénrl eeedweetalismam @ entpower
t h antedl smagme your presende eedides im

its substance, t hat )
me 0 residually, feathery, without
speakingéThe

thing you knew would be passed
down, bestowed. At your marriage it
became a death mask
did you ever gaze into it with
prophetic eyes, as memento mori,
warning how it would outlast you. |
wonder if, for a moment, you endured

t he awful <clairvoyajlnc

fal)

D~

g h o s t Soundlessly, | héae thes pulsd. &aurt i |h g
| t Oleart e nlmeatsy h  withowit

bree,

foreshadowing by birth. | see myself
in the mirror of my creator, beyond

the sworn veil, as
those hearts beat

stopped, I know, D U
catching up, © your age, to your

wei ght of experienfge

n contént to doseilids on the levild ofthet |

youodr e
future generations have eyes scorched world.

at peace i




Only momentarily does your gaze fall
upon my own, and it seems to fail to
meet your (spectral) approval. Your
smil eds
recognisg as your eyes estrange me
from your worl d,
without a guarantee of my birth.
l nstead, an ol o
possibility in the poetry of your body;
in the silent words that occur; in the

ineffable love that passes between his

occasinal glance and yours. Through
irrevocable sunlight a part of you
remai ns. Youobve
of time and earth. That will be your
private abode.

All these figures are caught in a loop,
keeping their thoughts to themselves.
Time was never meant ot be
condensed this
been set adr i ft
ocean. Tears blur imperfections, as |
continue to gaze through the scre@n
fuzziness, crackles, pooitiyned cuts
d making the film appear like a dream,
hal-remembered, or like hem itself.
Indeed,the miracle here, by way of

technology, is a neateath experience

of or Il dm privy to
appear, bordered by a nimbus of
forgiveness.

Mortals, prior to this method, had

to rely on basic memory aids o
stories, for instance, passed on by
family members. Now the past is
delivered to the present: not the

P u)fo&gef"ga 1w a yhsat
t he

past as it was, though it comes as
close as possible with this mode of

representationé Hele

unchangi ngwhatollér generhtionshnaverdawy
a time before my birth. It feels like

beetrarddtesston, b tegpassing@mee 0 s

moment unlived, never meant to

| BeNiged. ' This féidder? time is |
framed, which keeps it in check,

keeps it from spilling out into my
present and occasioning
madnessé Objects,
ot heyor e I gelg,y
younger é
t hi ngsj| |

nt of

pai
Stealing in, into the intimacy of time
you occupied, in not just any
moment, but into one treasured
occas | b ©

Wa Yoaves rop Qn~ you I+¥teV|ew :
°8 7 hé]la %gt%g/euﬁ e;ye£ or8 Sedi Hg

now, or at least your consciousness,
no | onger in need f
are the pictures that your discarnate

soul would inevitably revisit. |

coul dnot hel p but t
coul dndt help but

like an mtruder rt|C|pat|n in
chr i "me? , ePfl oenq haltat |

Bel atedl vy, I tds as Qi f
second. These clips are my absolution.

They offer passage though grief.
Solitude resonates from  your
demeanour, though also from the faces

which haunt the curtains ofyour



spectacle. You take centre stage, ghost offers a mere sheath; a wisp of
alongside your fatheBut ghosts float skin; a mere nothing. What respires
everywhere, littering the frames, all hardly brathes, a fragment in a
grimacing as if t hresgrvoikohsense, a slyreatyrd, deadinge
caught l i ke thi séba$&«conodst hkeatoar ,gi ni
theydve passed, didddma@gti m,ntdrcoplae tes [fohf
time, too far gone to gather. saw the camera as a mirror that

needed to be shee@gour foresight
You didndot |1 ke beinmgking sutenoahd smallYsmippets | ¢ d
the camera lens with full knowledge of slipped through, and that this
its permanence, unblinking, its eye singularity of our experience could
capturing momentary lapses of never be repeated, had no place in the
elegance. You hid from its lens as if it future eyes of mourners looking back
were an assassin. You were trying to at movies, like aspiring time
hold on to your innocence, thout travellers. (I still sometimes think |
recording it for posterity, or washing  could enter your frame and warn you
di shes, unawar e, u ofryeuf fhte, ¢hatiit nvglde save you;

but the foreknowl efig
These vignettes we prized out of your woul dndt change 1
being, and now offer views on time, moreover, it would blemish your
lived inside the house. Only a few every laughter, be the canker in every
seconds footage encapsulate endless,joy.)
unspoken moments, private as the
birth of spidersé Andwhen frayed ends of dreams lead

me to descend the stairs in the early
And how very ironic to find such hours, those threadslfow me down
scarce value in what scared ydu straggling behind my feet. The bits of
what you woul doéve uhealty erd withsme stH,oaw bird
sudden a stranger you seem, and that songs, through the darkness, unnerve
realness, so traumatic, is a sign of my peace. The banisters creak as |
how far youodove e mimgve attthe drink of sledpthiough s
et her é that place i n betwefen

Though you wantedio be oblivious to | feel compelled to play anothezel

all this: time and future sorrow. The and see you again, where | see you for
day-to-day, which these films miss, or the first time in what seems like

fail to collect, or let decay in seventies decades. Youdre i t
light, was utmost happiness. The pati o chairé You | a



children pl ay
moving 0 alive almost, more alive
than me; since at these hours (3am?,
4dam? ) Il dm a zombi e
twilight, semticonscious, to find you
represented, manifested resuming
from where the last oneiric chapter
was curtailed. In this state each
nuance of you releases torrents of
interned emotion, affects which
interface wih the undreamt, and
there complete it.

With vague disquiet | approach
the cupboard of home movies: an
assemblage of Cine films which
fat her 06s
videotape. | fear what it all
contains: that unopened legacy;
that vault of yearning. | place th e
cassette in the machine. A part of
me doesnot want i
wants the tape to
then the black of the beginning
rolls, and splutters to the first
grainy framesé@é

| 6ve known
awaits.

for a

ltds a pl
and arested jJubil at:i
soundless, save for a tactless
soundtrack; overdubbed, tawdry,
ironically cheerful, but strangely
apt, in that happiness was meant
to be frozen here
parodic cheerfulness 8 a muzak, a
white noise, pasting tenuous joy

transfesrd'ﬁesd

b e s iasl a cosmetit overethese ¥aznes) r e

like an undertaker painting false
eyes over a
Elawwrhc hijmg 6 5 n
resuscitation,

In an atmosphere
torn through with loss. And
veiling the
sham melody, the tone of which
has changed in the space of only a
few short years.

This vision father
wound that sears like sunbeams

on  sensitive  skin;  spliced
memories, which can never be
revisited, since
et s,ontsot ol en

T h e r elyastrailoohforgetting, in

di stracti on, I n

His remaining years all spent
inducing repression, as busyness

tonstinfés, WL Hr¥ictical Onfatters
B the! AdYK &s  Beldening

anaesthetics... His past blemished,
and now he can only digest the
reality of things in small,
unavoidable doses, as it comes.

ITRo0g® wheh M 8oes™Brie! like
LifnRers&ibs df &h@ tLirnst dwlle
HEF the hord ovbrt fides of

death. For him the ravages of old
age are a blessing, his saving
graceéeé The vows
but the brain sifts out the surplus,

st

" the betaLﬂySturn@d torﬁzﬂncahd tHud

di spensabl eé

sadnesj

dihet r el s



Repression works like sun-block: shivering cold under sweat-
not allowing those harmful rays drenched sheet sé v
(how life actually was not how he painfully present, as airbrushed

remembers it), to splinter and history reveals its mottles and pits.
permeate his present, unmediated,
uni mpededé Teh eof pTiha mausic it becomes uncanny, it
avoiding melancholy IS unpeels itself, its pretense failing
forgetfulness.  Faith in  his like a bad ventriloquist, as under
I mmort al soul 6s defbkher sdirifrafcienitthed rye 0 p
0 unto death. Whilst to play pul se of a | ost walr |
movies, straddle past and present, open the primordial silence of the
IS to ensure at least one recording O then a voice interjects:
hereafteré For hi m t © kee dsafisgeakioghflom his
censorship and avoidance, since, dreams whil st sl eeqir
like most mour ner s, he cafwmmearbi d&8980, 0 S
immaculate time rushing back, signposts, documentary-style,
colours resuming their radiance, almost apathetic, and then it stops
sounds and fragrance, too real o abruptly, his mind drifting off,
like it was. into another scene, into dreams

|l i ke theseeée

My eavesdropping here entails a

measure of s hame, Thenfirst hgare | IreGagnisa is
thief of his memories, his edits, mother & unexpectedly young,

saccharine cuts of mariage and wholly other, yet as familiar as my

parent hood, whi ch handsara todny fatee Stranget yet
feel nostalgic for, which he folds unmistakable. All this sorrow

in this catacomb, never to be now, concertinaed into plastic

unearthed in this tfeeld.e againé

Though the lens is left open for Just for a split second, | thought | was

me , and | 6m over e xgnogneg withhan anged. Devoid of

astral light 8 sacred, translucent 8 such translucent wings, | saw you

burns in the depths of my crouch in the August grass, your
psycheé I e ncou Mmengacity  krighgy lit,  your
nakedness of memory, infantile awareness fixed onfy
memory, indecently  exposed, omnipotence. Their hearts and your
scarring as it leaves me shivering: eyes ceaselessly active, within our



invisible stall of your supervision,
hemming us in like wndering young.
Nothing in this place was ever meant
to hurt us.

The title sequence goes from black to
white, then stutters into formsd
figures resolving, sentient beings;
faces chubby and tdfke. But the
narrative leaves me delalind,

excluded on th periphery, no longer

privy to your cosmos. You strike a
Madonna pose, as you grasp your
flaxenh ai r e d chil d.
not sure: | have to wait until all three
come into view.)
Thereds P.; dasdhs
camera pans
four, or thereabouts. That leaves me as
the infant I n
hoped. J. ki cks a
both wearing sleeveless tops and
shorts, long since donated, even
disintegrated. Grasblades quiver at

t he | i mit -emwsitvityt thee
tide it fizzes middistance; while the
sun drapes evening silhouettes. Yet
the overspilld the goings on off
screen, those events beyond radge
are excruciatingly unseen.

An immeasurable love overflowed

from your

Tears streamed and my body shook;

my heart raced,;
appear, t hat | 6d
was sewn into this existena® proof

sems® és So

t hat something took|j p
has now transmogrified into a
preview of heaver® the space you
reside in, witlout us, though rarely
al one. | t s ad ortei
immediately adjacent, though billions
of light years away so distant as to
render journeys meaningless.

mefll e

Love is, paradoxically, near and far

as if wedre separafe
screend much like | find myself
separated from my true Self in the

( 'snor. ¢ The anedeatiod, 6im both

life, whilst
us wher e
modes of

instances, ensures
reminding
Such astonishing

adordemplatiosn,e \vn@wn enabled by
t . ;t hle eaedhwofogy, také& the plac® of prayer,

where to open myself up to such

y 0 u rthings beoames ajmaderh sacaasmentl 0

football to P. Theyor
Fingers touch the glass though the
heartos fall en, a 9
themselves barred from every other
where arfle
your words, your touch, your aroma?

|l ndeed, t hesionedsa ol )
necessary boundary, limitation, since

if everything were to materialise here,

it would negate life itself, and the dark
woul d become irresi

I n e x h a ulsdcall ivhakel once saw throwglé these

eyes, as if for the first time, what | fail

a to demerhber.pYowacyadlel me latbnthe
brmmths oldy iYdu rsecsrs me it yoar t I

arms. You show me what sea means.



Only now do | notice: how you once your portrait, posthumously hung

carefully navigated your steps, your face, roundedf a
through the rippling dunes, over to  But this is not memory, nor fiction,

wavel ashed rocks. Thbheutt i ded®at u maviddoniot h efp |
cold rocks fixedt a precise pointof seeing beyond taéae v|ei
erosi on. Wedr e n coreaking the ssecongl ucomanandment
picture, the sole occupants of aspace agai nst graven i magfes
time. Your arms offer the safest sure Christmas presents too early, or
fortress in this world. Motherhood s ummoni ng angel s r
marks out a sense of immortality. No Though colours are inauthentic
violence could ever touch us, not as enough to trouble our rapport; and

sea, air, or land not that time, that how contemtible to greet you as a

brine, that cold. We were deathless stranger: to misrecognise you, your
there, though | di fhatubes ohce amnistakahled knovenv €| r
be as content as before | knew the like my own;your faced one you

words for this sensé/ou cradled me duplicated in the poetry of your

in your arms, as if you knew this to be  womb.

a place where time stood stid

prophetic ofyour death on film, asif Of t en, I candt iderti

you could foresee my eyes looking you are carrying. This aporia lasts

back, witnessing now this heart onlyasecondr two, yet ift ¢

rending scene: mother and child atthe t o cause distress, a ¢

dawn of encroaching sense; a prehistory long before sentience

marvelous  umpicture  of  the impressed itself. What | encounter is a

intransience that unravels, inscribes landscape without bounds, entirely

that love in a register far neoved. | outl awed:; and | s h oju |

was nothing but a baby, yet a thing of wi | | bl ind me; shoujl d

immaculate promise; a flawless thing, which rudely violates time and

offshoot of you; a warm tendril of | os s é

your body; not yet a distinguishable

being. Indeed, this modern miracle of film
represents a transgression; it violates

Youbre a | ot youngdivinet la@n the e magaste r

d a young Liz Taylor, distressed by necr omancy. | dn

di stanceé | his degtherd , light nof fangels: what spiritual

things are blurred as if in a murky  guardians might look like. Though

dreamstate, as if all your postures are this isn 0t Eden. Beautfyo

shi mmering thr ough thoughtdoubts pdimeate thé ®ntire
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field. Ghosts allude to the sacred, but ubiquitous silence, but like dreams left
offer no guarantees. This afterlife, uninterpretedd allowed to deepen in
secular and grounded, pressed to the meaning, more than that seen at the
earthd my preexistence is the only ti me. The settingadl
definite realm to dwdl lyeitnéyour aur ads
Memory, here, is stripped of its
Still, the s i n remai ns, maknedup, tibss del usorljy
experienced as agony, as intolerable
affect, as a recognition, which dazzles What returns is unspeakable, has the
with such fierce magnitude that eyes capacity to destroy meargnreduce it
must be avertedd averted or t o ash and cinder s
blindedeé Orpheus gthes, uphdt st Heai ftihl, no s
though in this case, by doing so, saves its entropy, its crackles and spedks
himself. its noised act as a barrier between
two worlds, as signs of time elapsed.
The first thought comes after the So too the silence (the movie is
engul f ment o f t e a rwithout alidio)c Aodutthe ceaigést at tisee e
though the anguish that pressed sceneds border s, AT
eyelids shut 8 mute with through, falling in the screen, into
impossibility, and unendurable time. devouring affecté
The place arrives like a prophecy:
t hat 0s mot her ; t hd@ he adydrse GH@vihgr lusdieye i
dateds August, 1989éudre carrying me [Jal
overlooking a shoreline. Waves are
The cove it reappears as your stage. buffeting at the rocks, lashirag clean
And our drama replays, finds its ai r . YoudOre gazing |al
terminus, at these frustrating edges my head turned away in the general
where the narrative ends and direction of the sed my first sight of
Imagination must begin, must follow, sea, its awesomeness and its
i f dejectionds to hgehekbkdnesséhe®ké&stflin
unstrained by pain. Though those
For years these Cine pictures eyes have a weird prescience | can see,
remained in stas, forgotten, left as  even from my galactic distance. | see
raw, unprocessed data, undeveloped my eyes, wide, like lambs to the
i n the atticdos unslaughtergc aso it Rnpwingg somehows t
gathered and nothing aged. And now, knowing, their fate; and how the
after refinding t hambilicalycord,as @owall khosvr ie d [|by
negl ect é -like,Drwtla ma




never categorically severédand this
my eyes know, my

Around us pgged rocks protrudé

Il nci sor s seen onl
perilous world. All fear too close or
too far; a clench too lax or too
smotheringd like holding a tiny bird.
And whenever your thought lapsed it
was a speeded up sunset: light altered
in a single gsture, the universe
cruelly divided. And that light was
eerie, transfiguring us both, and

confusing spectators from afar. Such

onlookers, even
coul dnot
just an archetype of mother and child;
a shape disguised bylight too frigid
and sharp; utterly ancient, prior to
t hingsé

family members,

Here is my birthlight, firing forward

to future mourning; birthlight
blinding this third-born to ultimate
exposure. The elements untouching
my nakedness for fear of reprisal.
Arms coiling this fragile creature, as
nascent language intruded upon the
babble of your breath. And somewhere
off-screen, eyes gazed on your divine
countenance, as you held the weight
of this joyfilled bundle, as if feeling a
doveods
throbbing with blood no different from
yours. Now features reflecting in
mirrors resound undying love, mouth

oy ou mu s t y

evesohdrewannél y

My tiny eyes are asking for care to
possess me é | & m
geeing, nseeihgh the fastl Ualyer Gos
menory impress itself, as we ambled
off under furious clouds.

There you glided, apparitional,

saintly, from the first glimpse, and

even more so now. The vast sea was
the signature of afl n
unfolding 0 cold yet ceaseless warmth
surrounding. You were a guardrail

against absolute chaos and certain

recognd s edeath uhe fatalitg &glimpsetd withaut

comprehension, that rudely glared
over your shoulder in wordless
pictures: there in that whirlpool of
abyssal sea; in slow moving black
waves that may as well havgeen
black flames, which could neither
drown nor &Nowm | dee | a
the Cine film in precisely the same
light; and it was the same thing
hand in hand, pulses in synch, we
surveyed the barren sand. The world
began and ended here.)

draven Imagesd is an excerpt from

infinitesi mBatrggksWrighhes fn®ival]lg

which is published by Youwriteon.com
and can be purchased from Amazon
here.

There is an intervie w with Patrick

Wright on his MyS pace pagehere.


http://youwriteon.com/
http://www.amazon.co.uk/Fallen-Pictures-Patrick-Wright/dp/184923146X/ref=sr_1_1?ie=UTF8&s=books&qid=1239993233&sr=1-1
http://blogs.myspace.com/index.cfm?fuseaction=blog.view&friendId=439353393&blogId=489591372
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THE TRAIN TO SHANG MAN DU

By Norman Spinrad

Drawing ©Alfred Muro

The metro rattles through the spotlights on the tunnel wall
gray darkness, the stark blue- graffiti  through the grimy
white fluorescent fixtures of the windows as you bounce and jolt in
subway car casting moving square your seat. The car is filled with




passengers to the point where
most of the standing room is full,
and the air smells of sweat and
ozone and fastfood grease.

| t 0s a
somewhere, in the build-up to the
full rush hour, or by the haggard
and downtrodden faces of your
fell ow

down at the end of a long boring
day in the urban saltmines. Half

the men wear cheap business suits
with not quite hideous ties and

carry pretentious briefcases, the
rest are Morlock wage-slaves
wearing Wal-Mart.  Shop qirls,

waitresses, cleaning ladies, rub
shoulders in the close quarters
with white collar yuppies such as

yourself, in a charcoal black pants
suit tailored for the office boiler

room, with a large brown leather

pocket book
homework -laden briefcase and
serving much the same purpose
slung over your shoulder.

You might be under New York
or London or Newark for all you
know, you might work in an
advertising office or a real estate
agency or an insurance company,
but would it really matter?

| tds all t he

downtown business
crunching numbers,

the global
district,
creating paper and computer files,

pushing them around, and

commut er

commuter s,

styl ed

carrying the resultant garbage
home with you on the subway.

Wherever home
have to really know, now do you?
Thel fails aofy the rsubwagy and the
rails your life is running on carry
you along on a Disneyland ride
round and round Corporate
World. 0 s wi nding

You are bored.

You are boring.

You are bored with bein g both.

The train screeches into a
station, the doors slide open, and
the platform is crowded enough
so that all you can see of it is more
commuters piling in before they
slide shut again and the train
lurches off.

Pushing and shoving and
repositioning leaves the most
i nNnteresting man
car ke sthankdiid@ms o
wearing a saffron-colored safari
suit so sharply and tightly tailored
t hat It Os
advertisement for the package in
his crotch so that you might
suspect he was gay if not for the
face and the smell.

He 0 s I n
thirty -something

t hat
and fifty -

s a mesomethirg.r isv bkim iseclear and

devoid of five
wavy earlobe-length dark blond
hair | ooks quite
got a vaguely aquiline nose and

10¢

y o u
ver

peril ousfly



not-quite-hard blue gunfighter
eyes. He gives off a slight
woodland aroma tinged with
sandalwood, and the well-worn
brown boots somehow match. No
briefcase, instead twin brown
leather bags slung over his
shoulders and curved to snuggle
into his armpits like outsized
pistol holsters.

He catches you sizing him up
and smiles down at you, not a
lecherous or smug smile, but the
knowing friendly one of someone
whods used to it
SO crass as to speak first.

So....

oPar don me , but

you get those shoulder bags, if
you don &t mi nd my
never seen anything like them
before. o

OTheyodr e from
Du. o Hi s Voi ce
warm yet somehow distant. If he
wer endt wearing
wearing, it could be taken for that
of a non-celibate priest.

oShang Man Du?

smile.

ol tods not t hat
asking, but | candt|f t
oltds a military e
Anot her | augh. oIt &
not military, and t
secret, but thereds|] n
unl ess youbdbve been [th
oYou canot ugtib the
youdve gone there [
joke, right??5¢6

ol t ds not exact|
that s not exactl w h
canot find It bef ofr e
athede firsg fbut sy@iscant always e

take the train if you if someone

shows you how. 0
whehhe tdiad n?0

0 T h ein torShang Man Du.

a s ¥ou might ask lwiBav seguy like me

i's doing in as pl acfe
0 Ok ay, -kknnoocckk, whatjods

S pua likgyyou ddiagnin this crummy
| ssubdway ttrean ar?,6

oConnecting t o e

wEkaanghelamwaBu. 0O

0 O nthis crummy line subway
l i ne?d

| 6 V Ik e rneeoniraeatiens to the

heard of that stor &ané to Shang Man Du
He | aughs. 01l t & sevenywhere fomghe Berlia U -Bant 6 s

a city.©o
ONever heard of
Shang Man Du either, where is
ité i f y Ou donodt
asking?é6 You punctoulabtvee nédiweer seen |ttt

repetition with a little lau gh and a

to the London Underground or
the $hinkayben cfrarh | Tekgo to
Osaka or the Chattanooga Choc
@had omythe A Tr ai t

any signs to it.o
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OThat dse bebaus ayouebac& to Dis Here Babylon in
any signs giving directions, just time to hit a Starbucks on your
portents, and the reason most way to work tomorrow. What do
peopl e donot see tyhoeum siasy, bbabe?é
things being what they are, the oWhat do | say? h
powers that be want to make towhat ?6
damn sure you dondtolsdere gehitnhgyg off h
too clearly. o catch the Train t Sh
He makes a discrete gesture to he tells you. ol i
indicate the interior of the packed come along. Is that an offer you
subway car and all that it signifies canot refuse, or ) U |
and smells like, wrinkling his nose go eat Kentucky Fried Chicken
a bit | ess subt | y.and ovdithoHBQv and tmasturbabe
shine the clear blue vision on this? with RoboDick?56
OThe <clear Dbl ue | iThé ttr&n Womest screacHing
you dondt skngradhirdmy iato the station.
one, Mr. Genie in the bottle, is The doors slide open.
t hat ?0 oOBut | dondd®d even|k
0Ol tds where you aroil wve yatu idornydtu knfjow
take the train all the way to the now, youol | never n
last station, which is why anyone Youol | stand theref o
takes the train to Shang Man Du in and the best you can manage is a
the first pl ace. BHe Salar!ste the loseri standings n 0 tf,
y ou w o n (ble to bcatch #e nexttoyou . O
t rai n, jusy lweuldtlstanding oYoudr e certainl
there on the platform like an out - yoursel f!o
of-work sailor waiting for a ship People start squeezing out
that never comes i betw&enthe standees.
OSawhat ?6 ol dm never sur e f
oLet me put 1t t dhatywould be fan tgo beriagy but
If you take the train all the way to t hat 6s t he dealj,
Shang Man Du, y ou GwoansGsth ogpipwea . &
swamp rat os ass abdsolotw dyooulr know yojubd
nowhereland job because if you sex maniac?¢9
di d, you woul dndot gedtHotwhede, | anhydudiwfe t pa
you donot make 1t ntod SShasgx Mamani ac, I
Du, the Midnight Special will get mi nd my asking?éd e

10¢



turning towards the back of the
outgoing crowd.
would be a serious
di squali ficati on.

And heds out

And the doors are closing.

And youor e
the rubber guillotine in the nick of
time after him.

The station is even grimmer
than the subway train you just left,
pulling away and hanging a right
and disappearing around the bend
in one of the two tunnels flanking
the single platform along the
subway track. The other track has
rails of a wider gauge, leading into
a higher and wider tunnel. The
platform and the tunnels are bare
old concrete, but clean. The lights
are cruel fluorescent blue tubes,
but they donot

There are no stairways leading
up to street exits.

No exits from the station at all.

oUuh. ... .0

Heds at t he
platform looking down the wider
tunnel with his thumb in the air
like an old hippie hitch -hiker, but
with the attitude of a supermodel
flagging down a cab.

OTheredy oot waf
you cry as you rush up to him.

OSur e t her e ios ,
Shang Man Du is always on time
when youodr e

0 Nrairt

O minutes or so, if it turns ou t
t he ndooto.r sNo

j ust a
ot h eswimmingdia glowing ttrbpial

aboar d, and thereolfl
tot aket yow hbadk to
Whereverland every ten or fifteen
youdodrje
sweat . 6
Thereds a metall.

d a s h ian gctave deepelgthan a subway

train from the depths of the
tunnel, and then the train comes
rumbling into the station. It looks

like an ordinary commuter train to

the suburbs of Nowhereland, its
cars larger than subway cars, but
not by much.

Thereds no ngome O
the front of the lead car, just an
oblong gray screen under the roof
|l i p where the trai
placard should be. But as the train
enters the station, it comes to life
and radiates an expanding aura of

(@]
n

f | 1 colkak blue light the color of a

noonday summer sun through
sapphire. The fluorescent tubes
pick it up, and for a moment, for
brief mo mgn
waters.

Then the lead car decelerates
past you and ito

oDi d y ou S
l i ght ? Was it 216
heorDei!dibu s e e i
honor! 6

t The traih rskbowsn down then

comes to a stop with the doors to a

r e a d ymiddle ccar, bkéwisen unmarked,

10¢



before you. trenchcoats, women in pants suits,
oWel I, uh, vyeah. .saris,60 jungle expedition gear,
0OThen it was s néet burkasnloose safion gowns and

It ? | f vy o uy odui Gabtned t tigle puek bladk leather. No one

for real . 6 here would look out of place in
The doors slide open. the lounge of an international
0OThatds your I n v iaitpartt iIndeed thisocoutd ibel the

on the Train to Shang Man Du, train from such an airport

where everything you see is real, anywhere if anyone were laden

one way or another, and with any but hand luggage.

everything you donddNoi senxXdade s0s hlbeagga e

tells you as he steps halfway into on the Train to Shang Man Du that

the train, and holds out his hand. you didnodét just caffr
The doors start to close. He you, Obut donot wolf r

doesndt exactly haaleways qwietse 6pul |

you in after him before they shut o0oDoes what ?60

behind you. 0 Wh at I t 0so. Nbemposjed

|l tds an ordinary iddmmwstug@rpolsiende t o. O
car of the sort that goes out into He leads you to a bench, and
where the deep suburbs stop and graciously offers you the window
a little beyond, blue-upholstered seat, not t hat t helf e
bench seats, overhead racks, just a be seen but the crazyquit lines
subway on steroids is all. It smells and cables and pipes slithering
more strongly of ozone and a around on the passing tunnel wall.
good deal less obnoxiously of fast- 0 Wh at have I gotf| e
food remains, stale farts, and into ? 0 y Ou kvtech, D U
sweat-socks than a subway car. qguite a serious e
The seats are about halfway comes next?0
full, and the people in them clean, 0 Wh awants to know what
and smelling of things like curry comesnext? 6 he tell y oju ,
and lilacs and well -oiled a winsome smile. olfjt o
machinery, dressed in an a book backwards or watching the
assortment of human sartorial same movie over and over long
style from the far reaches of the after youovéeelnesar ng¢d
four seasons. Men in western Bor-r i ng! 6
suits, flowing Indian pants and Thereds the provejfhb

overshirts, hoodies and the end of the tunnel, and then the
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train emerges into wan gray you can smell old linoleum,
sunlight glowering through a low - cooking grease, and unsubtle

lying deck of primo industrial floral air freshener.
smog over the working suburbs of 0 Wiat about these poor people
any Nowhereland city. Functional eatingwherewes hi t ? 0
gray and stucco factories farting o0 What a raecommanist,
out clouds of better-you-d o n 6 t ag. wel | as a sex d n i
Temporary-looking warehouses. but his grin puts anything but an
Chain-link  fences. Car parks edge on it. OWit hojut
dominated by trucks and last sewer rat s, youodd a
decadeds car s. dBva sarcasses ydunseif arsd . clean
Repair shops. Mountains of your own cesspool. Without
crushed and rusted car bodies. white <coll ar wage (sl
Islands of tall stark housing blocks have to write their own life
with spectacular views of the insurance contracts and sell
unscenic vista. themselves aluminum  siding.
OWhat s the matte&mnudden@tot yau j ob t
like the view? job to do, t heyodve [Jgc
You give him the look of a do, and so it goes, in case you
peasant housewife presented with havendtedob
a very dead fish. 0 HoWhato nyaufteiFor. that
ol f y Oou donot p unktter,tiwhoea r e oy b @ P | 0 N
outside the house,y o u & | | enkknouw your name. 0
shitting where you ®@dl, |16 rme dreytlisi ndg],
you, Obut i f you dcoanldlt nteaweo | tl eeced e 0 hje
necessary evil s n eimitatiog of Grguoho Mamxo n 6 t
be eating anything, oanbdveyougonmondt o al
have reliable indoor plumbing something. .. .0
either. ¢ oWel I, y ou coul
The train passes close by an Tarzan, butthen |1 6d have [t
apartment block whose pink - you Jane. You could call me Wily
painted concrete has weathered to Coyot e, but t hen 0
something like pale dried blood. Roadrunner. | may not be your

Washing hangs from little bodyguard, and you have yet to

balconies. Unhealthy potted qualify as my long lost pal, but

plants on window sills. Even what the hell, C a
inside the Train to Shang Man Du O Al what...i f



my asking? 6 painted a deep industrial green a

oAl of I Baba a n avhiletbhck and= onoré than once,
Thieves. Al E. Oop. Al Aboard the the wooden trim is perfunctory
Train to Shang Manpwddd veneer, and the

compartments arenot

The train is climbing up a mild

slope now as it passes through the
outer fringes of the city of
industry and junk yards, where it
gives way unevenly to minimal
tin-roofed

cinderblock  houses
with fenced vegetable gardens
and car bodies in the yard. The
vague smoggy shapes of distant
mountains are just visible in the
distance and the Train to Shang
Man Du is rising out of what is
now revealed as a lowdown
lowland bowl lar gely enclosed by
greener pastures and relatively
cleaner air.

oLetds go to t
suggest s, oyoudadl
better there. o

Thereds a door
the car ; It | ook
And when Al pulls it open by the
handle, it leads out onto a semi
circular iron platform between
cars out in the open air, rocking
and rolling on the rails in the
breeze of passage.

Al leads you onto the platform
of the next car and opens the door

into a narrow hallway passage
with a line of w indows on the left
and a series of compartments on
the right. The hallway has been

smells of tobacco smoke and
ganja, whiskey and longer rides to
further places, and the instant
change in ambiance is a big
improvement.

The compartments contain
brown leatherette -upholstered
benches facing each other that can
seat six passengers. But more of
them than not are empty and none
of the center seats are occupied.
Each of the occupied
compartments seems like its own
little universe or family gathering
or mysterious story.

Aleeet youag , @nenAl in
eptravadmattookyg Istreét e chic t
hoodies listening to earbuds and
nhoddiny eto fdiffeventt unloetrd

robes debating something, one of
them thumbing through a Koran.
Two young women and one man
in punkish black leather passing
around a doobie. Four tall thin
Masai men in flowing dark
maroon robes staring out the
window. Four Buddhism monks
in robes of saffron.

Al ushers you into an empty
compartment, shooes you into the
forward -facing window seat and
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sits down beside you. The view

out the window is now of a crazy -

quilt of mismatched farmlands;
fields of grain, vegetables, rice
paddies, free-range cattle and
buffalo  browsing a prairie.
Cowboys on horses. Men and
women in blue pajamas and
Chinese rattan sunhats bent over
rice seedlings. Oxen drawing
simple plows through loamy
furrows before dark -skinned men
wearing nothing but dirty white
loin -clothes.
oWhere did you say this train
coming from?5¢6
OFr om
nowher e. | t 6d
Heisenberg a headache, but try to
think of the Train to Shang Man
Du as a fractal railway network
outside of linear time and
geographic map space. The
stations are everywhere from

I S

intercity lines to subways to little

whi stl e stops
exactly stay in a hundred percent
probability, but
train on one line going to Shang
Man Du. o

0 Wh o Isuch & thing? Who
coul d?60

0 Wh o bui lt
Who built the Amazon rain forest
or the Great Barrier Reef? God, if
youdre into the
i n the eternal

Bi

S h a n gforesta n

fl obw,e aidibagedr &

the Tao. 6

OBut w h $ike dns Shand

Man Du?bd

Al s h rWhgse Shang Man

Du? Yours? Mine? Marilyn
Mansonds? You pays y
and it takes yer chjoi
0 What happens wheln
there?od

oThree i1 s all|l youlg
Little Master, sez the Genie of the
Lamp, I tds i n the
look it up if there really were any.
But for now, the Marquis of dis
here Queensberry says drop out of
the word game, and tune in to the

everywherleandaoadpe. 06
gi VAedyou de.v e n

Basic peasant farmland flows
seamless into amber waves of
grain and combines. Thatch hut
villages, unpainted wooden
bungalow's on stilts in the
swampland, stone farm-houses in
orchards. Chinese work-teams.

a n dMexitanh éoraserod den dver the

lettuce. American farm families

| drifgimg  ® t thel torn.o Africans

herding their cattle through sere
brown scrubland. Old hippies
lovingly ten ding waist-high pot
plants in a clearing in the redwood
Du?

o0The breadbasket
world,éd you mutter.
bloeQr t htelye evwd wvled



castles rise in the
distance out of the plain. Villages
glide by.

OWel come to de
da t der e
olt aindt
boonie back
Dorot hy. 6

Scrubland desert,
industrial grain fields. Huge
aluminum chicken coops
crammed with so many chickens
and so much chickenshit you can
smell the stink through the
window. Armies of peasants and
seasonal human harvester ants
bent over crops. Women in blue
pajamas and rubber flip-flops
raking algae off the tops of fish-
farming ponds.

oWhy 1is the
Train to Shang Man Du subjecting
its passengers to this tour of the
sticks?o0

oYou pr ef etown
cul ture?d

Now itds as I f
Shang Man Du is running on the
tracks from every major airport
into every major city, the universal
strip of motels, fast-food joints,
sake bars, boxstores, live poultry
markets, car and bicycle repair
shacks, petrol stations and biker
beerbars, replete with a flanking
highway crammed with trucks
and donkey-carts, taxis and

Stone

exact |
stage either,

robotized

Magi

overflowing old buses,
motorscoooters and  bicycles,
under a linear cloud of smog.

word Oh engatste de a more
Babyhlapsn, 6 shbeniRastaute! o
ODToutgeherde oimn ainty svjh e

anywhere these days to anywhere
else you have to go through a lot
of nowhere, which anyone who
t hinks theyor e
hard not to do. Civilization may
be defined as the distance between
those who deem themselves
civiized and those who have to
do the dirty work, but it never
seems far enough, now does it,
Princess?o

Now at last the landscape
outside the window begins to rise
as the train enters the foothills of
thea rhountdinss vabey givilization
in all its smoggy glory greedily
lapping at the currently
unconquered grassy crags and
unkempt patches of forest, ragged
grassland, rain jungle. The train
iegirs toT cuavé mas it alimbs,
snaking through a rocky chasm,
then spiraling inwa rd and upward
as it climbs the wooded lower
slopes of a great mountain.

There are meadows and
valleys at this level, and the land
and everything on it tilts upward
as the train passes; farms, villages,
small towns, grim stone huts,
happy  wooden gingerbread
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chalets, encampments of cordillera, still below the tree -line,
Kalashnikovs-toting turbaned but the forest is all deep-green firs
guerillas, shepherds playing golf here, and even through the
with their crooks. window you can smell the piney
o0Behol d t he huma nperumenrdingled vatim thed aroma
Al exclaims cheerfully. of loam that never goes dry. You
OThe human condi treaochno@itdopen the window, and
0OThey probably dt becdnes exl@laraimg as it pours
noti ce t hat t h ey 0 rinkothencontpartmenta ndi n g
straight wh e n theyodore s tTlere dare mg@ more villages or
upright, ko0 repl i es falms, nonfocksl ioh gheep nor
the direction of the passing scene. meadows upon which to graze, no
00Or maybe they c anidsblatedtdedllihgs, ihd ®ad$ bue
not standing upr i gthe railshbatrmere dnd thére you
straight . o can spy pilgrims in saffron robes,
0 Wh at ma k es yoou snorobssuof ghite, mountaineers
can?o with serious climbing equipment,
0 Wh o me ? | 6 m | weathered mvootlen dean-tos that
punch-dr unk <c¢hi mpanz e seenbpart of the landscape, a small
OWhatamldoingher e! 6 pagoda here, a carved wooden
OThat 6s al ways charch stgeple there peeking up
qguestion. Too badouwédrerteldles heees, ahe
good answer. Or maybe not. | into cliffs.
me an I f there ever AMhanss,thetun & dt obedo Bui
economic  disaster for the a Stairway t o
preachers and gurus selling their sarcastically.
existential snake-oi | . 0 Above the tree-line now, sheer
OAnd you and vy o uand jagged iock wallsolooming to
Shaeng Man Du ar endt oaensae dof the shélf that the rails
Ol 6ve ridden it arunlatohg, and ant equallyéskeern ot
my train, nor is it the medicine and jagged drop on the other, with
wagon of any other mystical con a sky of swirling grayish -white
artist. | t ds no o mesb s prdssing i nevera n lkdwer
everyoneds own t r abopverheadl PAed tien the Trainttm
Shang Man Du is the medium, not Shang Man Du climbs into the
someone el seds mes slaud edech, into a featureless
Now the train is up in the washed out world, the void within
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the clouds.

But as the train spirals upward,
the grayish tint fades, light not so
much penetrates the mist as
stepwise brightens it, like a bulb
coming on in slow motion insider
a frosted globe, until the still mist
glows pearly white.

And then the train is above the
clouds and into another world.

The clouds form a continuous
puffball and hill plain, like a
rainforest canopy done in white.
The sky above it is a pure
cloudless radiant deep blue. Half
a dozen isolated mountain peaks
rise through it, whitened to match
the cloudland by glaciers and
snowpack. There is nothing else.
Nothing at all.

Except &

Except the highest peak rising
into this world of pristine white
and clear blue purity is not the
peak of a mountain at all, but the
crystal skyscraper towers of a city
too grand to be mere Oz. No
Emerald City this.

The translucent towers wear
not the stark mirror shades of the
office  towers of downtown
nowhere penetrating the heavens
like corporate Bauhaus dildos,
they glow from within with a clear
blue light, a frozen dance of

sapphire pinnacles carved into an
abstraction of an erotic Hindu

temple frieze, vaguely humanoid
figures dirty -dancing and
cakewalking up a Stairway to
Heaven that seems grown like a
tree rather than built by the
machineries of man.

Or is the wupward dance
frozen? I snodot it alfjl
train glides towards it on a
rainbow arch and a railroad
bridge of steel? Dancing round
and round, ever rising upward,
but never really going anywhere?

And isndt the music] o
be heard in the distance as the

train crosses the apogee of the

rainbow bridge and glides down

towards it, reggae drums, a

celestial brass section of trumpets

and trombones, electric organ...

The train comes down the
curve, and the great blue-painted
iron horse locomotive hauling it
blows a deep salute on its steam
horn, as it passes through the
Golden Gates of thecity.

We | | theydre not e X
and theydre not
Thereds an ar chwajy
and it os t he gol d a
mauve of both early sunrise and
early sunset, but it rises and
dissolves mistily and seamlessly
into blue crystal that is exactly the
magic sky of dawnly possibility

and duskly romance.

And floating above on wings
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of song alone is a cloud of living
blue neon, the light liberated from
the glass, for ming a dance of
glowing clear blue vapor spelling
out something 1in
secret alphabets.

The music suddenly becomes
much louder, a purely
instrumental version of
Beethovenods Ode
with an Island hip -hop drumbeat,
bagpipe droning base, brass
chorus back-up, and monster lead
electric guitar  triumphantly
wailing the melody line.

OWhat 6 sd?i6t sayi

But before you can finish
asking, it comes up in clear Roman
letters, and Al says it at the same
time, and with a cry of delight, so
do you:

OWel come to

Somehow
debarked from the train and
standing on a balcony encircling a
railway station crowning a tall hill
that is not quite a mountain sent
down in the center of the city so
that from here you can behold
Shang Man Du entire. From this
vantage, Shang Man Du is not
what it appears to be from the
outside, save for the clear blue
light. But here it does not shine
out from within crystal towers.
Here it is the perfect lambent blue
of the sky over a tropical isle an

hour or so Dbefore sunset
embracing the city.

Shang Man Du is indeed an
island city with a beach running
all the wayhaeounav i, 1a Ifabuioss
strand of boardwalk and
esplanade, Coney Island in its
days of glory and an endless high
season on t he
&ausdlim yhousp baaty neadna and
classical Chinese version done up
in teak and red-canopied
pavilions. Seaside houses, Miami
Deco Quarter hotels, Deauville
show biz watering holes.

There are curling white waves
for surfers to ride and calm
tideless ponds for the less athletic,
but the water seems to fade about
a thousand meters out into a blue

something that is neither water

S h a n gnorMky mor Dgint! bat the melding
youodr e

of all lthree iata a/single borderless
and endless unity.

To the north, east, and south,
Shang Man Du saunters slowly up
from the beach in a cavalcade of
beautifully crafted houses from
the far reaches of National
Geographic and  Architectural
Digest, winding streets, outdoor
cafes and teahouses, all set in a
profusion of botanical gardens
from the world
bouncy collective hum wafting up
from it like steel drums played
thr ough

ent

di gereedoog.



gl orious, I t 0s
endless summer.

Still further away from the
beach, Shang Man Du becomes
urban and modern in a crazy-quilt
of 22nd century Chinese, Arabic,
Mexican, Persian, and Las Vegas
styles; lapis-tiled arches, swirling
red and yellow ice cream cone
towers, vast greenhouse shopping
malls, abstracted pagodas, literal
pleasure domes domes and
pedestrian strogat streets lined
with shops, movie theaters and
saloons, hotels with roof gardens,
restaurants rows from Paris, New
York, Shanghai, Vera Cruz, the
real things somehow,
triumphantly  transported and
reborn.

To the west is the airport.

0 A mirport? o

T her e 0 ssouth candt elast
west runways crossing each other,
a tall control tower wearing blue
sunglasses, a teminal done up in
Arabic style as a wind-blown
white concrete tent, a series of
standard aluminum hangars, jet
liners on the ground, landing and
taking off on reasonably busy
headway.

0 Of

OBut

course, o
y O u

oOYouodve
through the lowlands to get to the

g dhe ttrain

city on the hill,

djed s tgihad ul ogr

when you want to leave, you just
hop the next f|

oWhy woul d
l eave?d0

| tds perfect,
the black arts of disneyfication
turned against themselves, done
right to create something as real or
real er than the
|l tds Wonderl and.

OAnyone who i s
daygtripper I n
says Al. He leads you to the
por t al back 1into
right up to the doorway to
anywhere and take the daytripper
tour, 6 he spiels
carnival barker.

He snaps his fingers with one
hand and yanks you through the
doorway with the
gotta do is snap your fingers and
make your wish!§d

You step through the doorway.

Youdre in Las

oLas Vegas?!

Youdre | ooking
avenue thatos |
with casino hotel complexes,
every one of which is a half-scale
replica of somewhere else. The

s a y sEiffal [Tower. The Matterhorn. The
sai dddonl@l oarhye amdi hacki nes g
r i Rome.

The Hanging Gardens of
Babylon. The Tivoli Gardens. The

havwenodt] vy

d offlwn

n e ( [

Emipige t Stase Buildingy THe aTajmi c
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Mahal. The Forbidden City of Mississippi, great wheels turning,
Beijing. pink rose-scented steam pouring
oOWher e better t oup osittohthet stackshfidled to the
Vegas? The only city thatd s gunnels with men and women
everywhere and nowhere at the and indeterminate others in gauzy
same time. o and feathery costumes and much
Al snaps his fingers again and bare skin out of antebellum Rio. A
youdre sitting at pmzzcband eplayts abel ®ainte lGo t h
deck of a floating cafe in Paris Marching In_in the saloon below
gazing up at Notre Dame and you. The sidewalks are crowded
sipping Kir Royales. Al clinks with partying people, gulp ing
gl asses wi t h y 0 u . downWaerticanesnmuffing om huge
your dreamtime, wel come to the spliffs, leaping and grabbing at the
onl vy city t hat 6 s bead ynedklacese andy ocgasional
want to be at the time, welcome to coins tossed from the float and the
your very own Shang Man Du. second story balconies.
Wel | | actually not qgWoubveegotd arowsand
Another snap of his fingers, yourself, and you give them a
and youdre | ying egligent dackharsliflig everithe
bathing suits on reclining beach railing like Marie Antoinette
chairs on a golden beachwatching tossing cake to the masses.
dolphins cavorting in the offshore ol s anything her
surf and slurping tall glasses of ask Al.
tropical fruit juices and rums but He shrugs. 0 What
without the paper umbrellas. h e tell s y ou cavli
0At t he mo memyt , nothing sis reas. You pays yer
Shang Man Du. But each to his money, and you takes yer choice.
and/ or her own. Gi Betititabd r ynod hi ng
oLi ke t his?6 pAndabgou. 6sna
your own fingers. OAryeur eal ?6
Youdre sitting on aAs wealughs you
iron balcony of a Bourbon Street real t hat i's, 0 say
house in New Orleans during Shang Man Du. 0
Mar di Gr as. Ther e 6de smaps Mhid dimnpdrs, and
parading by below vyou, a youdre sitting in
landlocked  riverboat on a down the Grand Canal in Venice.
mechanically rolling blue foil It seems to always be Carnival
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here, the quais are filled with
costumed revelers, dancing to a
profusion of different drummers,
tossing roses off the bridges.

ol n

t he
another workaday guy in a Clark
Kent suit. I n
Sunshine Superman. What is, is
real . o

The gondola passes under a
bridge and you get a closer look at
the masquer ade.
Emperor in full jeweled drag; an
Amazon princess in a Wonder
Woman suit, a crown snatched
from the Tower of London and a
cloak of Imperial Purple; a Rock
Star tricked out in chrome
piercings and black leather; Chaka
Zulu with a spear and a shield
with the body of a black
Schwarzenegger in nothing but a
leather loincloth that does little to
conceal an enormous erection;
Jesus, ormay be 1itds
long white robe brandishing a
light saber scepter; Venus fresh off
the half shell.

A masquerade to be sure on a
certain level, and yet on another
these Shang Man Du avatars seem
to be, if not exactly real, authentic
in the way they wear their
extravagantly unreal gear, the way
they move, a blithe naturalness.

0OThey donot

wearing

wor kaday Mavo r D ud,,

Shagg! MansDar .

ask Al rhetorically, as the
gondol i er breaks
Live in a Yel

oOWho says they
1 1tddm c o me
you are, every man a king, every
bom a

o Wel | i n that
you ar e, C.B., o0
you snap your fingers.

| t 0s a

hot el suite in
the Queends
gardens of the Palace of Versalilles.
A vast white throne room that
doubles as a cafe with a ballroom
opens out onto a balcony
overlooking a botanic
wonderland. Full -grown
redwoods march into the infinite
distance in neat lines framing
wide esplanades slicing the
gaedens into hortialtural zones;
formal  English  rose-gardens
replete with gazebos and
reflecting pools and overhanging
willows, bamboo forest groves
bassly tinkling in the br eeze like
wooden marimbas, pine forests,
oak forests, tropical isle palms.
The world entire in full -scale
bonsai.

People stroll in the gardens,

b e |l ieeoy gomantio enterfudes in the
cost umes,

lwhshest dma he?edare ycafal tables

12C
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along the esplanades replete with
champing in ice buckets and set
ups for caviar and blinis, and
people sitting at them wearing the
costumes and phenotypes of

everywhere and everywhen with
total disregard for what garden
style surrounds them.

And the
gardens themselves have total
disregard for them.

Dwarfed by the grandeur that
surrounds t hredoced
iIn some non-spatial dimension, as
if by cunning cinematic lighting
and focus effects, background
scenery t o t he
foreground.

At the other end of the grand
salon, you and Al sit side by side
on golden thrones looking down
from a purple -carpeted dais on,
well, your subjects. The women
are beautifully dressed in the
flamboyancies of the ages and
what theyore f|
packaging. The men are lithe and
handsome no matter what
cul t ur e 0 s -suih taiokee n
Saville Row
Thereds
orchestra playing acoustic and
el ectronic mood
dancing, and mingling and arch
conversations.

| tds a cl assy

But your subjects seem no
more real than the background

aunimi

scenadal

figures in the gardens. Perhaps
because they are, after all, your
subjects.

You are the Queen of the Hop.
You wear a tastefully modern
golden crown artfully set with a
rainbow of cut gemstones and a
dashing red cloak of a dress
trimmed in ermine.

Al is your Prince Consort,
Majesty. He wears a simple wide

t hgely Geadband with a diamond

the size of the Ritz set in it above
his brow, and a kind of black
velvet tuxedo jumpsuit trimmed
in silgeapipithge Royad too, but not
presuming to upstage you.

0Oltds good t a
says in a Mel
good a be the
it 2?0

oI suppose so.
gueen of what ?606
O | t gosr production, not
neg,
OBut these.
OSubjects?o
OTheyore .l.i.koe.

t heydraxtrastear i ng.
apiecet wnnir t y

OHow
0 Why

can t ey
woul d they

min syouc movieT ihseeade d Kings
t hei

and queens 1in
0 We Wwihy?
shrugs.
May be
maybe

0
0

r
S qgui d
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| 6ve been baocShangnd fo&mot heven I f whatjev
Man Du quite a lot, but that there be doesnodt k-
doesndt mean | r e awith ythe uunivkmse, sat dubidus

what 6s on the end propositidneanywaya if iyouraskd e .

And the only way | can even be me, he she, it, or them clearly likes

sure | 0 meal here is to take a to throw mysteries at us to keep

virgin like you with me for my us guessing, whether just to be
own enlightened self-interested cute about it, or for our own
pleasure. To bring along someone karmic good. ¢
from the world outside Shang 0Say what ?6
Man Du to remind me, because Yet anot her shr udgf
whoever you meet down there has wake, or do we dream? Quien
to be as real as you are, whatever sabe, Kimo Sabe, one or the other,
t hat means. . .. B u t though. ntaybe neither of them are
oBut ?6 guite what they seejm.
He shrugs again, harder this OHuh?O0
ti me, and thereds acotWealallyl ak nhawowh hoef o]
consternation on his visage for the there i1 s real becalus
first time since youwudveatmetmandhi mhat 69
oBut whil e | dve mede, moe bepel ke dlephants to
there whoodove t ak e nheit graveyafd a Bubh everymne
Shang Man Du any number of also knows that dreams are real
times, and those of us who go because everybody as
back and forth are a kind of oWhat 1s, is real :
fraternity, and we do talk to each Al nods . 0The woffr |
ot her , | 6ve yoneMer theme t Bwer yoneds e
knew from down there in Shang Shang Man Du. But maybe only
Man Du, and | never met anyone from its own perspective. All you
in Shang Man Du from down can know in any of them is that
there who | hadndtyobhbeeadhtd here
with me, and | donodtoCdnii?odw anyone
who has. You donodt ATdwr anycoanned t be a
here except whoever you bring knows I t 0s not r e ajl |,
with you. You don ottyingme disappeamup gaureown
elsedown t here who yaosusdhveel eo. ndl y
seen i n Shang Man DuoBut toolwknow y oudr e
0S0?0 real , asshole?d yo
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with arch good
be just a figment of my
i magination. 0

OWe took the
Man Du together.

0So we di d.
that just be a figment of my
Il magination?

You snap your fingers, and
you and Al are in a cartoon
wonderland a milligram of corn
syrup away from precious. A
gently undulating meadow of
brilliant green grass under a blue
sky where fleecy clouds float like
sheep, abloom with outsized and
colorically supersaturated daisies,
rose bushes, wild stands of
pansies, great lordly sunflowers.
The air is tanged with the smell of
sunlight on new-mown hay just
enough to properly dilute the
overabundant floral perfumes.
Cute white lambs gambol. Golden
lion kings and queens lie down
with them. A sitar -reinforced
orchestra plays
Forever. 6

oThis is the
I maginati on has
Al

O Thi s perfact imaginary
figment. Obviously and perfectly
I maginary. O

0ANnd
everything in Shang Man Du is
I maginary?

t hat Oird? Thab ur v iplor at or i n

nat uroceCa no Yyoouu cporud vde 0

oYouor e
t hat

asking g
| Om real ? Whyl s

Tr as mo utl ogbn $iove ntg me that
y 0 u @eal? Why should | play in
But ywowhy

mboddgame?0
You open your arms to

L i k e embratehyous tiréam garden, but

itds really more
place like this, what other games
are there to
oI know a
udre ready e
to the next 2 |
rr something.
oOoHar dwbae?o
oHardcore you kno w
oOls that a proposf{fft.i
0So | & m an ' b u
hard-on trying to e
| f I donot, e
yourself an X-rated story, and if |
do, | have to throw you one hell of
a performance, now [do
O Yu seem pretty sure of
yourself. . .0

OSt roalwbhdesr riyotFi ekds f

t her e before, 0 Al ad

b e s grin that managestto be lubricrous,
t oconfalénf, e r Aréogarst,c o fand

apologetic, all at the same time.

OAnd one way ofr

better spent than watching tv with

the zapper in one hand and a

t he ot hjer
y ou t

o Wel | when

|l ncl ud waygd me ? 0



oOWhat dve you
When in virtual

Al snaps his fingers.

And there you are.

| t 0s Rome al l
columned Roman pleasure palace
bath centered on a tiled pool of
heated water. Braziers fill the air
with rosy mist and jasmine -
scented incense. The floor is
entirely covered by plush velvet
cushioning upholstered in vulval
pink, and there are bed-sized floor
pillows everywhere, upon which
numerous naked couples, triads,
quartets, and small orchestras, as
it were, perform their impressive
sexual duets, three-part
harmonies, concerti, and full-

blown symphonies.
You and Al are also quite
nude, indeed you find yourself

reclining on a pillow with Al atop
you and already insinuating
himself unbidden within while a

tall blond surfer Adonis straddles
your face and offers you his
Impressive  equipment in a
gentlemanly manner with an
innocent willing smile.

OHol d on! Thi s
what | expected! 6
0 Wat did you expect, the back
seat of a Cadillac convertible? The
Spanish I nquisit]i

ONot hing t his
Somethingmorep er sonal

|l ® @ e9ou admi
0
dnot
| O m

say
not ,

r i ypun inflicting thisntaudebpora on

doesnot
taste but

yoursel f,
blame for the bad
yoursel f .o
oThen you
porn! o
o0 Of

admi

cour se
that | 0m real
oYou stink,
therefore you
hi m, but hglwplaugh@ n 6t
0There you have i
Al allows himself admittedly
pleasurable liberties below which
you are admittedly loath to deny
as he looks down at you with a
not quite wryly triumphant grin.
oWhat ad@i ry®luo
0 What comes nat u
tell s you. OAnd so
continues to do so.
oAnd i f | sayaeno?
doing what comes naturally, and
naturally, youdre
Al shooes away the surfer boy
wi t h a negligent
WD m @ t exay t | nyoyou
dreamed up this up, not me . 0
ol certainly
protest indignantly.
on?0Then youdve
y o urasceklyf! t hat
0O at y ou. oOAfter




being fuckedolbegcanetf i gmman des
your own i maginatdaPuwr.ed refined s e
oYou me et a b et titeelf rid atl lastsod all ehe sturm
people that way, 6 1y ou t e | und drangmund angst of messy
You candt hel p | aurgdionships. Qf Booriseguerices.
expect to meet a better class of When  personality itself is
peoplethany ou! 6 irrelevant. Even your own.
Al canodot hel p | adgnkic migrana. i Istesnie | eternal
a winning trait in this moment. orgasm in paradise.
But then a strange look comes into o0oSounds | i ke
his eyes, and his pelvic dance an addictive drug.
steps become more insigent, OEssence of D$Shan
insinuating s o me h o w. oOHawWe wemits. 0OANnd
finished our | itt!| enemiy ofdShapg Men Do keeps
o | suppose we h us coening backyfar more. But you
admit, moving right along with candt get addicted
hi s rhyt hm. OBut Shhng tMan Bu. nirtludingf Shang
gameist hi s ? 6 Man Du itself. Want to learn
OThe ol dest gamewhyh2r &ondt oMor ry,
course. ... ®O going to learn anything about
OBut I barely evegouskeelfi e¢ewoau yeewml |y
exist. o know. O
0 So ? There are no oOYoudre not makin
consequences in Shang Man Du. oOYou dondt really
You dondt have t o Alsaysray helpopsialeenfidgers of
respect you in the morning. No both hands, one, two, three, in a
di seases. You c an &jazzy thghm, apdr yeugareanadded
You candodt even b r lesa kthana shpakede @hen the
heart, not even yo Remaro argy.tdrns into a living
ONow youodre C 0 n VHindw Temple fmeze version of
youarean i ncubus. 0 itself, with you and Al embedded
0 So wh & tthat day ebout in it face to face and belly to belly.
your perverted taste?oMadylber eggjoanibrvse nev e
with a slyly teasing stroke. He place like this before and maybe
laughs, and settles down to a you have without admitting it to
sultry canter. OHeyouredalxf,, ibdts vpal@
every humanos s ecr the oubieles i This is@hang Man
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Du itself, the sapphire towers of
interlocked and upwardly dancing
figures that was your first vision
of Shang Man Du seen from afar.
But now the figures are no longer
abstract and crystalline, they are
flesh and skin and quite entirely
human, entirely alive in a dance of
interwoven, interlocked,
interpenetrating human bodies.

And you are not viewing the
dance from afar, but entirely
immersed in it.

Enclosed in flesh, embedded in
a roiling sea of bodies, embraced
by it as by a warm featherbed on a
wi nterds

nipples, tongues laving you all
over, Al within you from the front,

someone else from the rear, hands
massaging every intimate muscle,
a tide of pure mindless pleasure
sweeping you up, up, and away.
You moan in delight, throw
your arms up and back and your

mor ni ng,

cunningly erotic pseudopods.

Of flesh, of light, of energy, of
an endless orgasmic wave that
rides acrossthe sea gathering you
up in it, so that when you open
your eyes again there is no
difference, there is no sight
separate from feeling, feeling that
has become light, penetrating
energy which turns you into itself,
lifting something that is barely
still you out of the here and there
on wings of ecstasy.

An orgasmic tsunami that goes
on and on forever.

On and on and on.
m oGhdngekesslg. n

Endlessly.

Eternally.

For, however long it ends up
taking, or would if time existed in
such a state, a you reemerges out
of that perfect bliss, that perfect
sameness, a figure, a figment,
against the ground of featureless

your

legs up and akimbo, close your ecstasy. And t her ¢
eyes, and go with it, and in your here but y ou. Ther
mi ndos eye t h e r leere here.sYou areaecstatically and
metamorphosis, there is no Al, perfectly alone. Nothing changes.

there are no human organs, you Nothing can.

are enveloped by the dance itself O Thissperféect..06 s ays y
become a single organism, an voice, reforming your lips.
enormous sapient amoeba entirely oPerfectly boring!o
dedicated to and well-schooled in The voice of Al speaks out of
penetrating every orifice, every the whirlwind.
pore, every nook and cranny oVoi |l a,

down to the nano level with Grasshopper!

sator i,
Welcome to the
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Clear Bl ue
And you are indeed within a
realm of luminous and numinous
blue, the place beyond the beaches
of Shang Man Du where the azure
sea rises into the sky and they
merge into a clear blue mist, air
that is also sparkling sapphire
medium in which you and Al sit
in intertwined lotus positions, legs
wrapped around
waists, lingam in yoni, floating
weightlessly like dolphins in the
sea, l ooking i
and doing exactly nothing else.
|l tds quite
Your bodies are still naked, but
thereds an added
I n Al 06s eyes.
them. In what he must see in
yours. Here you and Al are the
only things that be. But there are
two of you. You can see it. You
can feel it. You believe it now.
And you are mighty glad of it.
And more than somewhat
surprised.
oOoYoarer eal , o
wholeheartedly.
0OAnd so
OBut t wo
each
Du, you said so
0 Wal i _d méet in Shang Man
Du, remember, we met in a
crummy subway car in rush hour
nowhereland. We had to take a

ar e
r eal

me et I n

Li ght! 6 long

nt o

e n o u g hyour

| n thevtea worl yda Ww

y o u

you.

train ride thr ough the

lowlands of nowhereland,

through the Dbreadbaskets and

tank-town strips of the world, up

the magic mountain and over the

rainbow railway bridge to get here

together . There I Njot

as a karmic free nc
oOBut h o Shang lan Du

bereal|l ? 0

eacAllaughs. her 0 s

oOoHow wunreal can h &
Du be if the only way to get there
i a lory trantide dike that? How e s
real is Shang Man Du? As real as
dreams. As real as the
thoughts and fantasies inside your
noavik heatl nAs 1ea as Wwhatryeu.call
see 1In
oWhat i s, I's real .
olncluding everyolne
Man Du, better believe it babe,
because i f itds :
y Ou. Youdbre just €
the big movie on
silver screen. o
Far away but no longer out of
sight dow Viaheren the Clear Blue
fades it in, Shang Man Du slowly

orotates like the carrousel of time;
p endlgsd hegh suumanar promenades
ot herafds pesféca nvwavedyla eweled
y o pimnacked f towers . df

ecstasy,
gardens of earthly delights and
palaces of eros, the deepest and
callowest desires of the body and
the mind  effortlessly and
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endlessly fulfilled.

OEveryone needs
Man Du, 6 saysthekl
Shang Man Du, your Shang Man
Du, my Shang Man Du,
everyowe 8heng Man Du.
An our Shang Man Du is bloody
hard to find!o

0 Yo u @ot ¢0 take someone
back with you to make it together,
thatods i1t I snot
never really meet any class of
peopl e. o

oYou want t o
justice, be my
just the way things naturally are.
That s the
good bargain.
time to see the Clear Blue Light.

The one good deed that never

goes unrewarded. O

Al moves himself slowly
within you, like a train winding its
way leisurely through a
picturesque landscape in no hurry
to get anywhere, but having been
there before, knowing that it
always can, it always will.

Slowly, leisurely, together, the
two of you snap your fingers.

Both of you are fully clothed
and standing together on the end
of a short line of passengers
boarding a 787 Dreamliner,
shuffling through the gate to have
their tickets passed through the

cal
guemy . f IOrgmay d e

deal t d soAat d s |
Br i nfightsd e o

validator, none of them with
tafryeon moreSsereous gthan your
pocketbook. i t 6 s
oWel |, ni
says Al.
O Ni
wonot

ce me et i

ce meeting
be calli
morning now wi | |
oLIi ke they say
Vegas, what happens here, stays
ihte?* e. Ot her wi se you
Thereds really n
needs to be said.
Il Ali tt uc os mit ©

you
ng

go.
It 0s
He pauses, shakes his head.
asagood ai
oamevh exe¢¢  and
everywhere, and no lines at
security, 6 he tel
goi ng wher e you?o
taking a |l ater f1i
oTi cket pl ease,
attendant. Without thought you
reach into your purse, smoothly
extract a one-way ticket.

Al smil es knowingly
said you candot g o
From here, you can always catch
the next flight. Everyone always
does. O

He doesnot
but he says it anyway.

0OANnd anyone whoog
Shang Man Du will always find
the train back. 6

rp

real ly




DEATH WISH CHAMELEON |l

By Cricket Corleone

Photos © Richard A Meade

Vomiting down a back alley way,

Dustin holds herself up by a brick
wall. A mixture of blood and

semen gush from her mouth. The
blood is from a split in her lip. The

semen was from, well, one can
only imagine...

Earlier, while meeting with the
potential employer and killer, he
had proposed a movie short. It

would pay $250, which is nothing
for what he was asking of Dustin.
olt& simple,0 he tries to play it off
convincingly, oa blow job scene
showing nothing but your mouth
down to your breasts. A condom
will be used, and all you have to
do while sucking me off, is fondle
your breasts a little for the
camera. o

The thought of sucking this guy
of f t ur n esdstoniachs Hei
was not attractive in any way to
her, and when he later dropped
his pants for her to begin, his
stomach folded over in the front
so much that it was hard for
Dustin to even figure out where
his dick was without a road map.
But, Dustin went through with it.
All she had to do was close her
eyes.

Unfortunately, when the man
came, the condom broke from the
forcefulness in which he was
fucking her mouth. It was like he
was trying to get it down her
throat, but he had forgotten how
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small it was. There was no way it
was going to happen. Instead, in
his forceful pursuit, he grabbed

Dus tsi mneédd and practically
impaled her mouth. When Dustin

looked up at the man, the sweat
dripping from his face onto his fat

belly, his eyes closed, all she really
wanted to do was laugh at him. In

a moment, the man plunges
himself into her mout h so hard
t hat It
little, and his stomach mashes
against her face and hard up
against her gums. The condom
gets stuck on one of her teeth, and
the tip rips open. All the man$
cum shoots down her throat.

Dustin pulls away , gagging.

The man walks to the camera and
shuts it off, but only after getting
D u s tsireadion shot from her
| i t sufprse.®As he peels what
is left of the broken condom off of
his penis he says 0Sorry about

that.6 But his behavior, void of
anyr e al
sorry at all.

As he scratches his ass and
prepares to take the camera down
off the tripod and pack his things
up, Dustin goes to the restroom to
thoroughly cleanse her mouth out.
She takes a tube of toothpaste
from a sample package, and

s p ldry tips a D u squeeze$ it into her mouth to get

rid of the taste he has left behind.
The man comes into the bathroom
and tosses $150 on the counter. He
walks away like nothing.

Dustin looks at the cash for a
moment and then turns her eyes
over to the door where the man
was once standing.

The

151 atundid, if you can call it
that, is just a cheap hotel room.
Complete  with really bad

watercolor  paintings  hanging

around the room and plastic
packaged cups by the sink in the
bathroom. The man reaches for a
wallet dangling slightly out of one

of his pants pockets, the pants
tossed earlier, eagerly, onto a
nearby chair.

Dustin comes walking casually

out of the bathroom as she tosses a
hand towel off onto the single bed.

13C
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The man is getting all his clothing on the amount he had promised to
on and wond@ make eye contact pay her earlier.
wi t h DuSe,tcanrl dropoyou
anywher e ?TheOman .ask® The man goes into the restroom
unsympathetically. leaving the door open, and unzips
to pee. His piss is splashing all
Dustin lurks behind him , staring over the seat. The man sees some
at the back of his head, 0 Or soap on the counter, he pockets it.
what 26 She s aking. wit hou
oO0r... | dond know? Do you need R
me to call a cab® elfinishes. R

Dustin walks close up behind the
man. She has a look in her eyes
like she is about to crack and beat
the living hell out of the man.
Instead, she slyly steals his wallet
out of his back pocket.

(|

Dustin goes over to her clothing,
folded on the bed, and slides it on.
She pockets the wallet without
being detected.

Dustin watches him through the
cracks of the hinges on the door.
She gets up and walks over to the
ma rs 6 camera bag all tightly
T_he man turns around and grabs packed up. Her hands brush over
his keys from off a nearby dresser. the black leather pockets. She

_ thinksto her sel f , 0 Tthi
Dustin looks at the man and kil me. He only wants to

. N A . . .
smiles. oAre. we done glrgady.o humiliat e W o mdis .
She fakes & innocent curiosity. gameo

oYup, that it!é He laughs a little. A moment passes and the man

flushes the toilet. He takes a look
at himself in the mirror, rubbing
the stubble on his chin and
smiling to himself like a proud

His laugh irritates Dustin a little.
That he could be so at ease after
forcefully cumming into her
mouth and then trying to stiff her




warrior coming home from a
satisfying battle win. Feeling a
breeze whip up behind, coming
from outside the bathroom, his
attention turns to the hotel bed
outside the door. When he goes
back into the room he sees that the
front door is wide open, Dustin is
gone. He scans around the room...
his equipment? Absent as well.

oFuck mel6 He shouts as he goes
running out of the hotel room. He
stops outside the door and looks
around the dark hotel parking lot.
Dustin is nowhere to be seen.
OFUCK!6 He shouts again as he
hits the door frame with his fist.

He searches for his keys and
books it to his car. The man
attempts to drive around looking

for Dustin, but he would have no

such luck. As Dustin herself, had
little of this time around.

Back down the alley way, Dustin
wipes her mouth. The camera bag
hanging from its strap over one
shoulder. She had waited to vomit
until she was out of the mand s
sight.
to give him the satisfaction. So
once her stomach was clear from
the fat sweaty man®& disgusting
attempt at degrading her, Dustin
sets off down the alley way. She
I stnhéading home though. She
needs a really strong, nasty,
poisonous shot of whiskey. She
knows of a nice hole in the wall
place a few blocks down that will
accommodate nicely.

Inside a smoky bar, closed off
from any real oxygen, the faint
smell of bad cologne and
something familiar to Dustin. She
takes a moment to sniff the smell
out. It smelt like Jerry Curl,
something one of her ex
boyfriends used to practically
shower in. She never really
minded the smell, but the greasy
drip used to drive her batty. oYou
gotta stop using that shit,6 she
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remembers herself sayto her ex in show that he is indeed charming
a past conversation. All at once her with his playfulness. Dustin

transported to their old bedroom flips through the book and finds a

from years before... page, she pretends to read as she
turns her nose up and tries not to

Dustin stands before a vanity show that she is abaut to laugh.

mirror as she is trying to get ready She can feel her man looking her

for work. over,oltbs not gonwshe halpp
says to him.

0This shit makes me | ook GOOD,

her man says as he kisses Dustin 1]

on the neck

oThat shit makes you look like a
creepyex 716 por n hesgaysr , ¢
coldly.

OAt least | look like a star?6 The ex
grabs Dustin from behind and
plants more kisses on her neck as
he smiles.

olén sure your mother would be

proud of your accomplishments...

f r e &kstindsays as she laughs a

little from the t ickle of his lips on

her n ®enf!, Youde getting

me all greasy with your porn

hair!o He growls a little as he inches
closer to Dustin on the bed.

The ex turns Dustin around to face

him as he playfully tickles her Dustin is trying her hardest not to

neck with his fingers. oYou love smile but is having a struggle with

it' 0 it.

Dustin jumps onto a nearby bed Her man eventually comes right
and picks up a book, trying not to up almost on top of her without
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touching her, 0 Tie book is upside
down, 6 he says as he touches her
breasts.

Dustin squeaks and tosses the
book in an attempt to get away.

Her man grabs her, OWhere are
you going?0

Dustin starts to laugh as he tickles
her sending her into a fetal
position on the bed, flipping
around and pushing away from
his hands. oWait! Wait! | cand
breathe!6

Her man stops tickling her.

Dustin smiles and laughs as she
catches her breath.

There is a slence as he hovers
over Dsubody,i holding her
arms down and looking her deep
in the eyes.

Dustin stops laughing and looks at
him knowingly. He plants a soft
and sweet
Her eyes close.

A moment passes as he pulls back.

Dustin opens her eyes again. She
wants to tell him she loves him.
But something stops her. Instead,
she attempts to defuse the
mo me nt by shathe helg ,
even uses Jerry Curl anymore? |
mean, fuck! Get with the times!o
He laughs.

Dustin pushes up off the bed. She
goes to a mirror on the vanity
nearby and picks up some lipstick.
As she applies it to her full lips,
her man watches from the bed.

00oo00h... that sexy..0

Dustin smiles and watches him a
moment in the reflection.

Her man gets up from the bed and
slowly moves closer to her.

ki sfips.ont o



Dustin can feel her heart beating
and her breath move in and out
from the wanting. His beautiful
brown body, the faint hint of
muscle tone in his chest and
stomach, those gorgeous deep
brown eyes looking over her body.
Dustin tries to speak but it comes
out qui et er Ilhdvato
get ready for work... | Gn gonna be
late.o

Her man, still coming closer with

that look in his eyes, the one that
she could never say no to. He
slides his arms around her waist
and kisses hershoulders.

Dustin drops the lipstick and her

eyes roll shut. She turns around to
face him. Sitting herself up on the
vanity she rips through his belt

and struggles to pull his penis out
of his pants. She wants him so
badly that all she can think of is
getting him inside of her, for that

first plunge. The moment she feels
it push up inside her, she lets out a
load of breath onto his neck and
secures her arms around him to
bring him in closer. And with a

loud moan of pleasure, Dustin is
pulled back to the bar.

The bartender slams a drink down
in front of her. 0 Tree fifty,0 a
male bartender stares Dustin in

the eyes with a look that says, @
hate my fucking job. 0

Dustin fishes some money out of
the wallet she had stolen earlier
from the blow job guy. She is
about to pull out a five when she
looks up at the bartender, in a

n enomumrt | ,of osympathy, she

wonders if he too is just having a
shitty day. So, she gives him a
twenty instead. As he goes to
collect her change she sayspKeep
it.6

The bartender turns to her, his
look changes slightly and he
smiles a little, 0Thanks.6




Dustin pulls away from his

connective  look and says,
OWhatever, it& just money.6 She
slams her whiskey shot and then
heads for the exit.

The bartender calls to her before
she has leftt h e braur forgoto
your bag.o

Dustin turns around and looks at
h i mQOh, geah..0 She grabs the
bag and tries not to make too
much eye contact.
Dustin, again, heads for the exit.

The bartender, smiles a little more,
0Be safed He says to Dustin.

She pretends not to hear him as
she pushes through the door to
leave.

Just as she is leaving the bar she
comes face to face vith Greta. The

two stop in their tracks. It takes

them a moment to recognize one

another.

OHey...0 Greta says as shestarts to
smile a little.

0 Thanks oGh for fuck@® sakep Dustin says

as she starts to walk off.

Greta looks confused, oNice to see
you t007?0

Dustin stops and lets out a breath,
ONo offence, but | am not in the
mood to have a

Greta looks down, oWell, neither
am .6

Dustin starts to walk off again,
0G00d.0

Gret a c 0 nNSb ihawu abaut
half an hour?6

Dustin tur ns around and tilts her
head, 0 Wh gou havedaayn &
other friends to bug?6




Greta smiles a little, 0 O h s o Dwdin drags her feet to the door,

are friends now?0 0The bartender is gonna think 16 m
a freak. o

Dustin is about to say something

cutting when Greta gives her a Greta opens the door allowing

look as if to say, 6 t8p the bull shit Dustin to go in first, O0You are a

and justhangoutawhi | e. 0 freak.6

Dustin sighs | oudl RustoiFn nd.akWke ralma,
do you want to go?goubeariot0

Greta looks at the door to the bar The two enter the bar together.
that Dustin has just left. The door closes behind them.







BURROWS

By Ele-Beth Little

| respected my abuser d he was a
sorcerer of sorts.

That flight to the dark

A surrender

Sea foaming and frothing

The lost dead eyes, accumulated
in the matter that shrouds us

All these truths, the kind that only
creep out in the dark

Awoke in me

And | lusted for them,

And for him.

| needed to seek him, as if | was
cursed by a villain and a creep
And tshoavit flt.

When we met, we never spoke

He led me to another room (he
was dj-ing at the time)

So he led me to this roan out
back, after his set

And asked no questions of how |
found him

But pressed me against the wall,
and | heard his belt rattle then

And he rummaged for his cock
And

want.6

As idftemgdted him, provoked
him somehow

As I f he
summoned, swirling in my belly

But he also saw fear light up in my
eyes
And
innocent,
So he released me, and sank in to a
chair, flustered and confused by
his own urgent action, his own
loss of control

And | sat on the desk.

Accustomed to the shadowy
space, | realised it was a small
office

| was perched next to some
documents 0 book keeping o |
noticed

And out of the window was a row
of static red lights, of back alley
ways of clubs, fencedoff yards
and silver beer barrels

He was silent, seemed to be
planning, deciding how to behave
next

| was calm, somehow. | just
waited for him.

He s di &k na dvcomeota find

sternly shobld spemeéd o0
fuck you right here, is that what you

He walked over to me then, seized
my wrists painfully and s a i ahd 0
now weturrcbadk®

As if we were wed to an inevitable

saw dt hechairs pfi revemtss antd 6should

submit to the current.

real i send alsbhat



Though it seems nonsensical,
absurd, fantasy when | talk about
it in the innocuous day

| recognised each of his words,
because my mind seemed to
already carry its unspoken twin,

we ran in parallel.

So he bent me then, over the desk,
lifted up my skirt

I d t dtruggle against him,

though | couldn 0 t

this or not o | didn @ care for my
feelings, they were eclipsed by the
momentum of fate

Some would call it rape, but it

wa stn @ wouldn @ even make
sense to say such a thing.

And anyway, so what if | felt the
real stain of a man left inside me?
And that incomprehensible
suddenness, the outcry inside as if
my younger girl self has been
stabbed at.

Sex is supposed to be ugly.
Though we can embed it in
discourse like its antiseptic, all the
disgusting and beguiling creatures
in our psyche need to crawl out of
their burrows for a carnival.

And if you refuse them, then 0
since they i@ very cunning - they
will make use of the very barriers
you put up against them.

| & & lesson a young girl needs to
learn fast.

t ewanlted i f

And then you can begin exploiting
all those feelings of being
protected and untouched.

| t wtase foiig ago | felt like
that, but | could sense it abating.
So | went back to him numerous
times.

He told me lies. He told me he
d i d me8pect me in the way he
respected his girlfriend.

And that | was only fit for scraps.
H edd make me repeat that as |
bent over for him

ol only deserve scram

H eddnever let me look in to his
eyes.d ere push my head
down, smother it in something,
show me my mind was irrelevant.
But these were all games. And
anyway, | suspected that actually |
was the only woman he was
seeing. This was romamnce and
theatre; none of it defiled any
deeper sense of connection that
slept at its roots.

I dt dwaidt to get too
comfortable in that thought
though. Nor did | want him to let
me . L vie ka@l bdfode,

We only want to fuck personas.

| have to believe in the lie. | have
to ask myself every night. And if |
laugh or shrug rather than
shudder , t hsoner. ]l

kK n ofjw
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And Poppy who spent her weary
classroom days weaving
phosphorescent pictographs upon
the cool sky beyond the dusty
windows now spat up blood. The
red drops glistened and quivered
on the white page of her jotter,
the stark fact of her birth and

fathomless promise of her death
trembling there in violent conflux.
She brought an abrupt hand to
her mouth like a child caught
cussing by a censorious parent.

An elderly tutor in a stale shit -
coloured sweater pointed to a




