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COLUMN 

THE LAST DREGS OF POVERTY: 

A HOPSCOTCH BALLAD 

Text and Images By Jim Lopez  

The night started with a friend who 
wrung out his paint brush to be a 
regional manager for a Cable-TV Service 
Provider, in New York.  Now he canõt 

get off the sofa except to hit, shit and 
fumble his BlackBerry.  I had to fly all 
the way from Los Angeles to Queens to 
smash an empty bottle of whisky, 
labeled, òPaddy,ó over his head, as he 
tried to mash my face in a pile of coke, 
which I rolled out of and got into a cab, 
alone; but not before he tossed $160 at 
me, and shouted, òHave a good time.  
Casino will be waiting to tickle your 
balls when you get home.ó  His dog, 
Casino, was staring at me, panting, with 
a horny look in his eyes and I had the 
scratch marks on my arm to prove that 
the little devil was in the mood.  

The Holiday Cocktail Lounge was 
closed so I walked into Banjo Jimõs.  The 
band had packed up and gone home.  I 
was one of five left in the place: Doc 
Boggs, Freddie King, Lightning 
Hopkins, myself and a tired barmaid, 
wearing a red dress under her jeans and 
T-shirt.  Her smile was hidden by a 
slight, faint scent of hope.  We didnõt 
recognize each other as anything more 
than a drink and a money transaction.  
Maybe I saw more in her than she saw 

in me, or maybe she didnõt give a shit, 
as she broke a bag of ice loose on the 
cooler making a kissing sound. 

The cold echo of a bar-well didnõt say 
much of anything except, òThereõs a 
hollow sweetness in loneliness.ó  Her 
hair was weaved in a braid, and her 
down-cast gaze darkened her eyelids.  
Her small, firm breasts begged for 
motherõs milk.  She pressed her lips 
revealing the depth of her thoughts and 
the tightness of her heart.  Rusted, 
antique tears dripped through her veins, 
watering seeds oféseeds ofé 

Awe Fuck!  I canõt even smoke a 
cigarette in this place! 

New York: a city populated with 
cultivated loogie-hockers; where a trio 
sings, òIf you need us, call us, or maybe 
weõll just come over and spit in your 
face.ó 

The barmaidõs rusted tears stained an 
indefinite seed of another vanished love 
that took too long.  I asked for another 
drink as my arms burned from holding 
the fresh wonder of what it meant to be 
treated as I believed I wanted to be, only 
I had no idea what that felt like. 
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She informed me that the she would be 
closing at 3:00 a.m., but she was closed 
long before that.  At least thatõs what I 
told myself, since I wasnõt clever enough 
to offer her what she wanted. 

Need is easy to figure out and 
accomplish.  Want takes a delicate 
charm that has no want of its own.  

How is it possible to listen to Doc Boggs 
without having my own bottle of 
whisky in front of me, a knife in pocket 
and a lit cigarette hanging from my 
mouth?  

You could hold a cigarette in your 
mouth in New York, but you better not 
light it, or youõll be arrested by the 

municipal chorus singing, òYou make 
me feel like a disease I never asked for.ó  
But who the fuck ever directly asked for 
a disease?   

New York is inhabited with a bunch of 
slow-walking kids trying to rule the 
world, and they think that they do.  
Whereas, Los Angeles is populated with 
exhaust-hungry werewolves, practicing 
yoga, believing theyõre a star.  New 
Yorkers are too unimpressed with the 
stars because theyõre too preoccupied 
with the dimming lights of culture.  But 
itõs still the York of New and there is so 
much damn concrete that one canõt help 
but be breath taken, especially when the 
pollution will rip your lungs out 
whether you like it or not.   

So what difference does it make 
whether I smoke in an empty space with 
a lovely barmaid fifteen feet away and a 
jukebox, which is the only thing alive in 
this place? 

This might be Banjo Jimõs but it sure as 
hell isnõt Jimõs Banjo.  But it is the nicest 
surprise Iõve had in a long time, so Iõll 
just hold my cigarette and have another 
drink. 

I swallowed like a graduate maudlin 
who auctioned off his degree on E-Bay 
and made my way to an òIrish Pub.ó   

The Spartans should have done the 
world a favor and cast us all down as 
blemished children.   

New York makes me want to wear a 
Dodgerõs cap and make love to a cripple 
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because she would be more honest than 
the rest of us. 

A corner church with wrought-iron bars 
was closed, as was the bar next door 
named òCompany,ó so a drunk has no 
alternative but to piss in the shadows of 
the sanctuary.   

Thereõs a òThirsty Scholaró popping up 
in every New England metropolis, 
because an Irish drunk sold the name 
and moved to Chico, California.  He was 
smart enough to bet a wide-point 
spread and cash in for a South American 
barmaid who gave him everything that 
he had been looking for in the basement 
while the music resounded bad taste.  

I found an òIrish Pubó a couple-a-few 
blocks away and sat at the end of the 
bar, listening to a punk song that 
screamed the romance is dead so give it 
to me anyway. 

A girl sat next to me, looking like the 
girl I feigned my virginity to.  She wore 
skin-tight, plaid shorts and a baby t-
shirt that hugged her tits and tummy.  
Not ordering a drink, she merely sat like 
a memory that could never go far until 
her mobile phone lit up and hustled her 
adorable Irish-Italian ass away.  Her 
effigy pounded the ponder of how it 
was that the Irish and Italians could 
have fucked each other so intensely that 
they spawned drunken children of 
loneliness who experience too much 
shame to whore themselves to the Kings 
and Queens in us all?  

The goblins perched high above the city 
as a darling girl slid over, smiling into 

my boots, mouthing close into my ear, 
òIõll be youõre Rock-N-Roll dream and 
cream your jeans into the gutter of my 
hopscotch court, you goddamn square.ó   

I choked, wondering if this would take 
five years or five seconds and then 
answered my own question, òIõm 
playing with myself.ó  She looked 
confused, which I took as a compliment.  
She asked me if Iõd ever write about her.   

òI already have,ó I answered.    

She reached down between my legs, 
pondering, òHmmm,ó which flattered 
me, but I ignored her because I wasnõt 
dumb enough to give her what she 
needed, which merely meant that I was 
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an idiot, because I could have gone to 
bed with this hot, young woman who 
probably wouldnõt mind squatting 
against the wrought iron bars of the 
Church and pissing on its black, steel 
rods.  But I couldnõt bring myself to be 
swirled and twirled by a pup.   Just as I 
thought she was done pounding her 
own ponders she said, òIõm looking for 
a healthier slob,ó which I had heard 
before from the gods, only they never 
closed out my tab, fearing the shadow of 
the cross that loomed over the coliseum 
in my grey beard. 

I missed the late train and Casino was 
anxiously waiting to tickle my balls.  As 
I traveled through the midtown tunnel 
with the window down, all I wanted 
was my cabbie, who looked like Ernest 
Borgnine in the movie Escape From New 
York, to look over his shoulder at me, 
with a broken enthusiastic smile, and 
excitedly announce, òHey!  I got Snake 
Plisken in my cab.ó 

òA Hopscotch Balladó by Jim Lopez 
first appeared in www.corpse.org  in 
2008. 

http://www.corpse.org/
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ELEVEN  LETTERS

1.  

Dear PM,   

You are K; his story takes place in the 
bed of K.  

K does not move because he is sleeping, 
dreaming.   

For and of The Building,  

Luther Blissett  

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Luther_
Blissett_(nom_de_plume)  

2.  

Dear PM,   

K is not conscious that he is dreaming, 
and therefore, cannot actively make 
decisions in his dreams.  

You are K; everything you desire is 
already yours.   

For and of The Building,  

Furst Jaglen 

http://www.compsoc.man.ac.uk/~cow
/klf/building/1999_07_23/www.xdolla
rx.com/e1/jag_index.html   

3.   

Dear PM,   

The order is that his desires are fulfilled 
before he knows of them, not that he 
desires and then desire becomes reality.  

In our awake state, we can make 
decisions that affect reality.  

K, however, only dreams but never 
realizes those dreams. His paranoia is a 
direct result.  

K is a dreamer. The Building is his state 
of dream.   

For and of The Building,  

Stewart Home  

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Stewart_
Home  

4.  

Dear PM,   

K writes that, there are no tables beside 
the bed, or shelves, or stands to hold, 
say, a glass, an ashtray, a telephone.  

The Building is his dream state. By 
dreaming he negates the real world 
around him.  

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Luther_Blissett_(nom_de_plume)
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Luther_Blissett_(nom_de_plume)
http://www.compsoc.man.ac.uk/~cow/klf/building/1999_07_23/www.xdollarx.com/e1/jag_index.html
http://www.compsoc.man.ac.uk/~cow/klf/building/1999_07_23/www.xdollarx.com/e1/jag_index.html
http://www.compsoc.man.ac.uk/~cow/klf/building/1999_07_23/www.xdollarx.com/e1/jag_index.html
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Stewart_Home
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Stewart_Home
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The Building is the body of K.   

For and of The Building,  

Díre  McCain  

http://www.diremccain.com  

5.  

Dear PM,   

His dreaming is contained in himself, 
which is also The Building.  

Nothing happens in The Building unless 
K has some part in it, active or passive.  

Thus, K is the K of his dream, in that he 
is the focal point and omniscient being.   

For and of The Building,  

Dave Kelso-Mitchell  

http://stewarthomesociety.org/blog/?
p=670   

6.  

Dear PM,   

By dreaming, K stops time. Just like in 
myth and poetry time ceases to have 
consequence to K; his desires have 
already been met. K suggests that time 
is only useful in measuring the waiting 
period to realize desire. Faulkner writes 
in The Sound and the Fury that, time is 
dead as long as it is being clicked off by 

little wheels; only when the clock stops 
does time come to life.  

K does not have a watch; it is assumed 
that it is K who governs the flow of 
time; submission to the rules of a 
mechanical device would be 
incompatible with regal majesty.   

For and of The Building,  

Monty Cantsin  

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Monty_
Cantsin  

7.  

Dear PM,   

At zero longitude, on June 23rd 2000, for 
K, dream becomes reality.  

The Building is a clock. K shows how 
time has become the gauge for reality.  

K emphasizes that not only does dream 
not conform to time, but dream creates a 
new clock for itself.   

For and of The Building,  

Karen Eliot  

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Karen_E
liot  

8.  

Dear PM,   

http://www.diremccain.com/
http://stewarthomesociety.org/blog/?p=670
http://stewarthomesociety.org/blog/?p=670
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Monty_Cantsin
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Monty_Cantsin
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Karen_Eliot
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Karen_Eliot
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K captures the essence of paranoia when 
he shows how Kõs imagination produces 
it. K further reveals that imagination has 
another dimension of effect. It also 
enhances, and perhaps is the essence of, 
dream. Kõs imagination both makes him 
paranoid and creates an elaborate 
building around him. His imagination 
creates everything K hears; you want 
absolute proof that what you hear 
comes from within you, not from 
outside?  

The ultimate proof that K õs imagination 
in his dream state creates his K Space of 
noises comes when K writes that, òyou 
have had walls and floors soundproofed, and 
have sheathed this hall with draperies ...You 
need not bother covering your ears with 
your hands: you will go on hearing them all 
the same.ó  

Kõs Building is contained in his head, in 
his dream state.   

For and of The Building,  

Kingboy D  

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_KL
F_films  

9.  

Dear PM,   

K is a rat who must build the labyrinth 
from which he proposes to escape.  

For and of The Building,  

Jerry Cornelius  

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Jerry_Co
rnelius  

10.  

Dear PM,   

K proposes that every person is K, a 
sovereign who exists entirely in our 
heads.   

For and of The Building,  

Robin Banks  

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Banksy  

11.  

Dear PM,   

The Building is our own special reality. 
We are K because we do its perceiving.   

For and of The Building,  

Justin Kase 

http://www.thedjlist.com/djs/JUSTIN
_KASE/

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_KLF_films
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_KLF_films
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Jerry_Cornelius
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Jerry_Cornelius
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Banksy
http://www.thedjlist.com/djs/JUSTIN_KASE/
http://www.thedjlist.com/djs/JUSTIN_KASE/
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MENACING DAZE 

By Michael Roth 

Images © Chris Brandrick 

Public bathrooms are for fucking, 
shitting and fighting, in that order. 
David Michael K. knew the score very 
well, being an experienced cruiser and 
street fighter. Walking past the Firkin 
Pub, he could hear the din of voices and 
Lee Perry music pouring out the front 
door.  

The fucking Firkin, he thought, running 
his hand over his cropped scalp. Should 
be able to pull a bird there. Thatõs if 
nothingõs changed. He shoved his hands 
into the pockets of his sta-pres and 
counted the coins with his fingers. 
Should be enough for a pint or two, he 
thought. Letõs give this a go.  
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He stepped in and headed to the bar. 
There was a raucous roar from a dark 
corner. He turned towards the loud 
shouting and saw a table of skinheads 
slamming their fists onto the table and 
laughing. Against the bar, waiting for a 
pint, he spotted an attractive woman 
with cropped black hair. She turned and 
he recognized her from his youth - they 
used to meet up at punk gigs years ago. 
While he had never fucked her, he 
always wished he had. From the look in 
her eyes, he knew that he had been 
recognized as well.  
      
òDavid?ó she said, òThat you?ó 

òGlory, yeah, been awhile.ó  

They exchanged a few more 
pleasantries, then he excused himself. 
      
òGoing so soon?ó 
     
òJust to the loo. Want to come along?ó 
      
òOf course!ó 

The bathroom floor was covered with 
piss and had that familiar odor of shit 
and anti-septic cleaner. They headed 
straight to the single stall, closing and 
latching the door. She lost no time in 
taking down his trousers and falling to 
her knees, swallowing his hardening 
member with a single gulp. Her 
technique was expert and she worked 
him like a vacuum cleaner. He wanted 
to get at her pussy. He sat onto the cold, 
stained toilet, lifted her short skirt and 
pulled off her cottons. She leaned back 
against the metal door, legs spread. She 
had a hammer and sickle tattooed across 

her pubic mound. David Michael 
nodded silent approval, no wonder she 
tasted so good.  He hated fucking Nazis 
and refused to participate in giving 
them pleasure. Here was a group of 
people who wanted to control who he 
could or could not fuck. Besides, most 
were rampant coprophiliacs, a practice 
too messy for every day shagging. He 
dove into her shaved pussy, tongue 
swiping across her hard clit. She 
shrieked in pleasure, banging her hands 
against the metal walls. After a couple 
minutes of receiving oral, she pushed 
David back onto the toilet and straddled 
his hips. She lowered herself onto his 
throbbing member, sliding in easily 
from the wetness of her hole. She 
gyrated vigorously, grunting and 
growling, pushing his body back into 
the damp plumbing. 
      
He felt a twisting in his bowels. He held 
back the shit poking out of his asshole. 
The million year old DNA codes were 
unraveling in his brain and within 
seconds his genetic wealth was 
exploding into her cunt while at the 
same time he released his anus, sending 
the shit into the toilet with a splash and 
a loud fart.  She fell forward, muscles 
tensing then relaxing as waves of 
multiple orgasms went through her 
body. 

òThatõs what I needed.ó She said, 
standing up and stepping back into her 
panties. David gestured with his 
eyebrows, giving a surprised look. òOh, 
I love the feel of hot spunk in my 
underwear.ó she said with a wink 
before leaving the stall. òStop by our 
table, my friends will definitely want to 
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meet you.ó She called as she left the 
room. 

K. cleaned up, congratulating himself on 
the bit of luck and looking forward to 
some more prolonged shagging later 
that night. Hopefully, a group session 
with Glory and her friends. He heard 
the door open and the click of boots on 
the tile. 

òBack so soon. Hope you brought a 
friend.ó David Michael K. said stepping 
out of the stall.  

òWhat the fuck you looking at?ó the 
large skin said with a sneer. òFucking 
pansy.ó  

On his right arm was a tattoo of a deer 
jumping across a swastika. On his other 
arm, ôWhite Prideõ was tattooed in a 
gothic style. The skin was looking for a 
fight.  David Michael had seen yobs like 
this before. Guys who think theyõre 
tough because of their size without 
realizing that at least half of fighting is a 
mental game.  Iõll dispatch with this one 
quickly, he thought, and then it will be 
on to a brilliant all-night fuck session. 
      
Stepping forward, arms raised slightly 
in a surrender position, David hoped to 
get in a quick head butt. The skin 
clenched his fists, ready to strike. So, it 
was not going to be that easy, he 
thought. He feinted with his right and 
shot out a quick left hook. A classic 
move and if executed properly could 
bust a jaw or at least stun the opponent 
so a further beating could be meted out. 
David Michael loved this move because 
if he missed with his fist he could follow 

through with his elbow. But now he 
would have to rethink this tactic. The 
skinhead ducked to the left, not taken in 
by the feint and punished Davidõs ribs 
with a couple of hard upper cuts. 
Quickly followed by a leg sweep. David 
Michael, already stunned and 
breathless, hit the floor hard, head 
bouncing against the wet tile. As an 
experienced fighter, David knew how to 
take a fall, but this attack caught him off 
guard. Instinctively, he threw out his 
legs for an ankle sweep but there was 
nothing but air. Arms up David was 
waiting for the inevitable kick in the ribs 
as he snaked his way along the floor on 
his back. Instead came a stomp to the 
stomach by a size twelve Doc Martin 
followed by a stomp to his face, which 
fortunately glanced off his arm. 
Otherwise, his face would have been 
driven to the other side of his head.  
      
The door to the bathroom opened.  

òWhat the fuck!ó came a manõs voice.  
      
òIõll do you next if you donõt fuck off!ó 
the skinhead retorted. 
      
This distraction was all he needed. He 
thrust both his legs, heels first, into the 
skinheadõs groin. The skinhead was 
pushed two feet into the air, howling, 
clutching his swelling balls. David 
Michael got up, one arm holding his 
ribs, and drove a knee into the 
opponentõs face. He could feel the nose 
collapse and twist, splattering blood 
across his pants. The skinhead, 
obviously an experienced hooligan and 
one tough customer to boot, pushed 
David back against the washroom stall 
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with his shoulder. David knew he had 
to end this soon before the Naziõs 
friends showed up to stomp him into a 
pulp. He extended his thumb and drove 
it into the skinheadõs eye. He could feel 
this digit burrowing into soft flesh and 
warm liquid. The skinhead collapsed to 
the piss-covered floor of the washroom 
stall.  
      
K. grabbed a wad of paper towels and 
walked past the stunned observer. Next 
time none of this fancy stuff, he thought 
sneaking out the back door, Iõll just ram 
my fist into his throat. Iõll have to let 
that shag session go for now. I donõt 
want to be around when the other 
skinheads find their friend. Of course, 
he enjoyed the fight game and rarely 
turned down the opportunity for some 
ultra violence. But there were other 
matters at hand. 

David Michael stepped out into the 
alley. Thinking of the fight brought back 
fond memories of his time with the 
Dumb Fucks, a firm dedicated to street 
fighting and poststructuralist theory. He 
formed the Dumb Fucks after reading 
Anti Oedipus by Deleuze and Guattari. 
His enthusiasm for the book, and his 
ultimate disappointment with the 
follow-up Thousand Plateaus, led him to 
take the work directly to the people 
with violence. Punch ups with anyone, 
academics and soccer fans alike, 
followed. But those times had passed. 
He turned the corner out of the alley 
and walked up the street with 
confidence.    
      
Cracking his knuckles, he felt good after 
the fight and fuck. He could feel the 

energy around him, as he was in tune 
with his surroundings. Things slowed 
down and he could navigate the chaotic 
flow of the streets. People were out of 
touch with their realities. They were 
alienated by capitalism, not to mention 
other forms of simian governing 
structures. And they had lost the desire 
to transcend these illusionary 
surroundings and explore deep 
surrealities.  
      
K.õs attention was drawn to the Tesco. 
Overhead, he noticed two pink saucers, 
just floating in the sky. They shimmered 
in the sun and had an almost 
translucent but metallic quality. No one 
else seemed to be aware of their 
presence.  
      
òFuck me.ó He said. òNot again.ó 

K. decided to contemplate the return of 
the pink saucers over a fry up and a 
pint. The first time he saw them was 
during some intense experimentation 
with mushrooms. He was using them as 
he worked with the Enochian calls as 
well as some higher circuit work he 

picked up from Robert Anton Wilsonõs 
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Prometheus Rising. In his downtime, he 
was reading Simulacra and Simulation by 
Baudrillard, Book of Pleasure by Spare 
and Eden, Eden, Eden by Guyotat. He 

discovered that by pushing his mind 
with magickal practice and drugs, he 
was able to contact alien entities. At the 
time, these entities did say that they 
would return é 

òMr. K.ó 
      
A distinguished gentleman, probably in 
his mid-50õs and dressed in a designer 
blue suit, looked at K. while holding the 
back of the chair. 
      
òCan I have a seat?ó 
      
K. looked at him stone faced. It wasnõt 
the first time that heõd been cruised by a 
geezer. He nodded to the chair and 
resumed stuffing the eggs and ham into 
his mouth. See what this geezer has to 
offer, he thought, taking a sip of his pint 
of bitter to wash down the grease. 
òMr. K., yes I know who you are? Weõve 
been watching you, and think you 
would be a suitable candidate for a job 
opening we have with the Company. Itõs 
certainly a promotion from what you 
have now.ó 
      
òLook mate,ó K. gestured with his fork, 
òNumber one, Iõm not a rent boy. 
Number two, who the fuck are you?ó 
      
òSorry for not introducing myself, but 
Iõm sure we may have met before. Iõm 
the Doctor. And, Iõm afraid that you 
misunderstand me.ó   The Doctor placed 
a manila folder onto the table. òWe are 
conducting an ongoing work, an 

experiment if you will. Itõs centered 
around the transmission of memes, the 
use of morphic resonance and morphic 
fields for their transmission and the 
utilization of waking dream-states or 
altered states of consciousness to tap 
into these transmissions. I canõt go into 
details right now. Itõs all here in this 
folder.ó 
      
K. picked the blood sausage from his 
teeth with his tongue as he eyed the 
folder. He became interested in magick 
at a young age. He loved the idea of 
psychic attacks and peppered his 
workbooks with sigils that would 
charge when viewed or read. Later, he 
realized that most politicos and 
academics were essentially 
conservative, close-minded ideologues, 
no matter how radical their beliefs may 
be. He could take them out of their 
element by incorporating magickal 
theory in his discussions of Marx or 
Deleuze. Not one for just talk, he took 
action and dove into full 
experimentation of Austin Spareõs sigils, 
the Enochian calls and the Abremelin 
working. He wanted to be well versed 
in all elements of combat, and these 
magickal weapons came in handy when 
he couldnõt use his size twelve boots.  
      
òOkay.ó This has State asset all over it, 
he thought.  
      
òAny questions?ó 
      
òWill I be paid for this?ó 

òOf course, nothing comes free after 
all.ó The Doctor said with a chuckle, 
although there was no laughter in his 
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eyes. òDonõt worry, just come by my 
office. Weõll discuss things further. All 
the information is right there in the 
folder.ó The Doctor stood up, ready to 
leave. 
      
òAnd what if Iõm not interested?ó K. 
said, staring at the Doctor, arms crossed. 
      
òYou will be.ó He turned to leave. òJust 
read the file.ó 
      
And he left the restaurant. 

David Michael K. stood outside a closed 
curry take-out. Glancing up the street he 
noticed a pudgy man in hip clothes 
walking up the sidewalk towards him. 
A person K. recognized.  
      
òThat bastard!ó K. hissed. It was Don 
Draper, an ex-comrade from Trotskyõs 
Hammer. Draper had not clocked him 
yet and he took the opportunity to slide 
into the doorway. Draper was an elitist, 
a sexist, and an asshole. These qualities 
have taken him far up Trotskyõs 

Hammer hierarchy. K. was a member in 
his youth, before forming the Dumb 
Fucks, when he believed groups like this 
could lead the way for a revolutionary 
transformation of society. But their 
priority was the weekly paper sales they 
forced their members to do. Selling the 
party rag was considered a 
revolutionary act, and at each party 
meeting there would be a detailed 
account of the weekõs sales with each 
comrade describing who they sold to, 
who they almost sold to, who they 
would have liked to have sold to, and 
who they did not sell to. The women 
fulfilled their roles by serving coffee and 
taking notes. The meeting would draw 
to a close with an accounting of the 
money taken in from the paper sales 
and a red star pin presented to the 
person who sold the most. The 
comrades would then withdraw to a 
local pub where they would argue the 
finer points of Trotsky, the Left 
Opposition and the Fourth 
International, while the female members 
stayed behind and took care of the 
children.  

K. refused to participate in the paper 
sales and this made him a pariah among 
the party functionaries. He remembered 
an incident well. 

òWhere were you yesterday? There was 
a paper sale on Commercial?ó Draper 
accused him in a loud voice, drawing 
the attention of other members in the 
room.  

òGetting my new bootséó he said. 
Draper let out a whistle.  
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òNice.ó He said sarcastically. òHow 
much did they cost you?ó  
      
òForty quid.ó  
      
òThat much for boots? A bit 
extravagant, donõt you think?ó he 
commented, gesturing with his cup of 
designer coffee. òYou can spend forty 
dollars on boots, but you canõt spare a 
couple of dollars for the dues box or 
bother to show up to the weekly sale. 
These are important activities. You will 
have to re-examine your life and 
determine your priorities.ó 
      
A wave of disgust swept through K. as 
he resisted the urge to ram his fist into 
Draperõs face. He was still young and 
intimidated by those in authority.  
      
òI hear what youõre saying,ó he said, 
deliberately, fixing a hard stare. òBy the 
way, that Sawbucks coffee you have 
there. Isnõt that a bourgeois luxury?ó  
      
He raised his eyebrows slightly, not 
understanding the accusation.  
      
òWell, by buying a coffee from 
Sawbucks arenõt you supporting a 
multinational company listed on the 
stock exchange and well known for its 
aggressive capitalist tendencies. A 
company that routinely exploits its 
workers, that pushes any local 
independent ventures out of a 
community to dominate 
unquestionably. Not to mention the 
issue of perpetuating the squalor of the 
Third World by forcing them to produce 
cash crops like coffee for the privileged 
Western world instead of food for their 

own people. So Don, how much did you 
pay for that coffee?ó  
      
Don shrugged his shoulders. òItõs just 
coffee.ó  

K. left the meeting and never returned. 
Now here was the fat fuck walking 
towards him, a cup of Sawbucks in 
hand. He stepped out to face him. 
Draperõs face lightened with recognition 
as he saw K.  
      
òDavid,ó he said smugly, lip curling 
into a sneer. òDropped out of the 
struggle, I see.ó  
      
K. answered by thrusting his size twelve 
Doc Martin boot hard into Draperõs 
groin. The fat cunt lurched forward, face 
red, fingers crushing the paper cup, 
soaking his hand with hot coffee. A 
gurgled croak came from his throat as 
the air left his lungs. Grabbing his hair, 
K. slammed his knee into his face. He 
felt the nose collapse. As Don fell to the 
ground, K. took the opportunity to put 
the boots hard into the comradeõs ribs, 
each kick landing with a satisfying thud. 
Standing back, he observed the 
twitching body of the ideologue, 
panting heavily, gurgling from the 
blood in his mouth and throat.  
      
òScum like you create power structures 
that mirror those of the dominant 
culture. You wield control in the name 
of the oppressed against the oppressed. 
Remember, the Bourgeoisie produces its 
own grave-diggers.ó  

As if his body and mind were operating 
in automatic, he raised his leg up to near 
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vertical as he executed a perfect ax kick 
down onto the back of the aging hackõs 
neck, snapping it instantly. Satisfied, he 
nudged the lump of flesh on the 
sidewalk with his foot. However, what 
was the body of Don Draper now 
appeared to be the body of a large 
monkey with sunglasses. Looking 
closer, he recoiled as he saw the lump 
was actually Bingo from the Banana 
Splits. It was not a person in costume. 
The character bleeding out before him 
was real. 
       
David Michael K. shoved his hands into 
his sta-pres and quickly walked up the 
street. He did not look back. He was 
afraid that thing would still be there if 
he did. 

David Michael K. felt disoriented. First, 
the pink flying saucers, then the Doctor, 
and now the gorilla. This was unusual 
for him. His practice had given him 
nerves of steel, but everything that had 
transpired over the last few days had 

caused a visceral reaction. If he had not 
carried out such intense experiments 
with psychedelics and occult ritual 
practice in his youth, he might have 
thought he was going crazy. Instead, he 
knew that he has entered a shamanic 
space as this feeling felt similar to DMT 
experiences from years ago. At that 
time, the entities he encountered under 
the influence informed him that they 
would come back to visit him 
periodically at unspecified times. He 
had no idea that they would manifest in 
this way. He navigated the streets by 
pure instinct, eyes closed, until he fell 
through the door of his flat.  
      
òI just killed one of the Banana Splitsó 
he spat, lying on the couch. 
      
òYou what?!ó Cassie said, laughing. 
òWhich one?ó 
      
òBingo.ó 
      
òGood, he probably deserved it.ó 
     
òI thought it was Don Draper.ó 
      
òEither way. He had it coming.ó Cassie 
laughed even harder. She hated Draper 
from the old activist days. He resented 
her membership in S.C.U.M., because he 
knew that he had no chance to molest 
her on party retreats. She joined it to 
take the piss out of other so-called 
activists, especially men, even though 
the organizationõs gender prejudice 
grated against her class consciousness. 
She tossed K. a warm Boddingtons. 
      
òGuess what happened? That old cunt 
fired me!ó Cassie spat. òSaid it was 
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ôcause I stole some money. That slapper 
has money up the asshole. She gave me 
the toss ôcause I wouldnõt wipe her dry, 
wrinkled cunt. Thatõs abuse, that is. 
Pure exploitation.ó 

òYeah.ó K. said, distracted. He put the 
Scotland vs. England Six Nations match 
on the TV and melted back into the 
couch, Cassieõs voice fading into the 
background. 
      
òYou got to see this!ó she shouted, 
giving K. a kick as she pointed out the 
window. 
       
Outside, the street was filled with a mob 
of clowns. More precisely, they were 
skinheads with clown makeup. Years 
ago, a number of gangs came together in 
their enthusiasm for the film The 
Warriors. Factions took up the looks of 
their fictional movie counterparts. 
Outside were the Turnbull Furies - an 
alliance between the Baseball Furies and 
the Turnbull ACs. Everyone else just 
called them the Clowns. He knew that 
the Clowns were controlling the drug 
trade throughout the North. He did not 
realize that they had made their way 
this far south.  
      
òDid you buy anything from these 
freaks?ó K. said to Cassie, surveying the 
street below. 
      
Cassie shrugged. òYeah, some hash. I 
needed some quick as I was doing some 
workings with Crowley and I wanted 
the right vibe.ó She muttered. 
      
òThey donõt look too happy. Did you 
stiff them?ó 

òNo! I just had to get physical with one 
of the blokes who wanted to take a bit 
more than my money.ó 
      
òFuck me.ó K. said. He never dealt with 
gangs when it came to drugs. Too 
dangerous. Hippies were easier because 
they were all money and business, 
without the violence. That way, he 
could bring the violence if necessary. 

K. cracked his fingers, gearing for the 
inevitable punch up. He nodded to 
Cassie, who was now holding a 
collapsible baton. She grinned. He knew 
she was ready for some violence.  

There was a knock at the door. K. 
turned to Cassie. òLetõs do this.ó He 
said, the excitement of an impending 
fight rising in every muscle.  Cassie 
hurled open the door and swung her 
baton hard, anticipating a Clownõs head. 
The pleasant thud was the answer she 
was looking for. 
      
òTake that, childfucker!ó 
      
As their eyes came into focus, K. and 
Cassie noticed that instead of a gang of 
Clowns standing in their doorway, there 
was an attractive blond woman in a 
dark dress suit and her partner, a burly 
man who was now crumpled on the hall 
floor, blood pumping from his face. 
      
òDonõt you people look first before you 
hit somebody over the head.ó The 
woman said with a sneer. 
      
òFuck me.ó Cassie said, bewildered. 
òWho the fuck are you, then?ó 
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òYeah, whatõs a posh bird like you 
hanging around this part of town.ó K. 
laughed, eyeing the fit bird, imaging a 
round of sexual athletics with her, 
Cassie and himself.   
      
òIõm Ms. Davenport. Iõm an associate of 
the Doctor.ó She said. òHe didnõt want 
any distractions for you, so he arranged 
to pay off your drug debt. The clowns 
want to assert a sense of authority and 
control. But, donõt worry, itõs just 
theatre.ó 
     
òOh, we werenõt worried at all.ó K. said. 
òHow did you know about Cassieõs 
situation?ó 

òWe know things, Mr. K. Itõs our job. 
And before you feel the need to indulge, 
think twice about who you associate 
with.ó She said with a sideways glance 
to Cassie. 
      
òWeõll be seeing you, Mr. K.ó Ms. 
Davenport kicked the man, who was 
stumbling to stand. He held a now 
blood-soaked handkerchief over his 
face. òWalk it off.ó She said 
dismissively. The two disappeared 
down the hallway and into the staircase. 
      
òThat was fucking odd.ó 
      
òWell, theyõre gone.ó Cassie said, 
looking back out the window. òBut 
theyõve left a calling card.ó 
     
On the sidewalk was a very large set of 
balloons twisted to resemble a hand 
with two fingers raised.  

òYeah, up yours, too.ó 

The ringing phone jerked K. awake. He 
rolled over in his bed, letting it ring.  No 
one worth talking to would ever call in 
the morning. The phone continued to 
ring. Fuck me, he thought and, 
stretching across to the table, yanked the 
phone out of the wall. That takes care of 
that, he muttered, curling back into his 
sheets. 
      
Suddenly, the phone began to ring 
again. K. sat up and stared at the phone. 
I pulled it out of the wall, or was I 
dreaming, he thought, inspecting the 
cord. He looked at the damaged outlet 
on the wall and back to the cord 
dangling in his hand. Slowly, he picked 
up the phone and held the receiver to 
his ear, not saying a word. 
      
òMr. K.ó said the male voice at the other 
end. òWe have been expecting you. Do 
you plan on gracing us with your 
presence?ó 
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òWho the fuck is this?ó He said, trying 
to comprehend how he could be talking 
into a disconnected phone. 

òItõs the Doctor, Mr. K. Iõm calling about 
the experiment. I thought we could have 
a face-to-face before we get things 
underway.ó 
       
òFuck me, do you know what time it 
is?ó 
       
òItõs 11oõclock in the morning, Mr. K.ó 
       
òItõs earlier than I thought.ó He flopped 
back on the bed. òSo how can I talk to 
you with my phone disconnected?ó 
      
òOur technology goes beyond this 
simple hardwiring. New developments 
in cloud computing a nd such but thatõs 
really peripheral to matters at hand éó 
      
òSounds like the another step to a 
complete surveillance society.ó K. 
interrupted. 
      
òThatõs not for me to say, one way or 
another but...ó 
      
òéFucking 1984 and all that éó 
      
ò é I want to remind you that the 
experiment will proceed on time 
whetheréó 
      
òIõm still getting paid for this 
inconvenience, right?ó 
      
òWell, if by inconvenience, you mean 
your job, then of course but éó 

òAll right. Now fuck off so I can get my 
beauty sleep.ó 
      
òItõs time to wake up, David Michael 
K.éó 

K. smashed the phone onto the floor, 
pieces skidded into various corners of 
the room. He sat back and admired his 
mural on the opposite wall. A Mark 
Bradford inspired work, it was an 
abstract collage incorporating various 
gig flyers and radical newspapers 
covered with brushed paint. 
Underneath were the words òI didnõt go 
to work today, I donõt think Iõll go 
tomorrow.ó 
      
K. pulled the sheets over his head and 
fell back into a slumber. 

K. stared out the window of the Marine 
Pub, a quiet place where he could go, 
have a pint and think. The more he 
thought about the Doctor, the more 
believed that he was being groomed as a 
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State asset. The psycho-dynamics and 
the magickal nature of the work were 
interesting, but there was something a 
bit dodgy about the whole thing. As if 
there was something more to it all. 
Something he was not being told.  

Also, the strange visions he had been 
having lately had him unnerved. He 
had read somewhere that being held in 
captivity can sometimes induce 
hallucinations. Thatõs what he felt like. 
There was something definitely 
claustrophobic about the city now, he 
thought. Also, he could not shake an 
intense feeling of d®j¨ vu é  

òMind if I join you?ó  David Michaelõs 
train of thought was interrupted by a 
well-dressed woman, probably late 
forties, long black hair. He gestured 
with a nod to the chair opposite him. 
She sat down still looking at him. òIõve 
been in this country for a couple of days 
but I havenõt had any excitement yet.ó 
      
òOh, really?ó 
      
òMy husband is over here for business. 
Itõs just meetings and more meetings, 
not that it matters. He just cares about 
the Company.ó 
      
David Michael looked the woman over. 
Attractive and stylish, she resembled an 
upper class version of Leila Waddell in 
an odd sort of way. He was not 
normally attracted to posh birds but he 
was intrigued.  

òThatõs too bad, a woman like you left 
all alone. Whatõs your name?ó He felt 
something between his legs. He looked 

down and saw her shoeless foot. Her 
toes massaged his groin through his 
pants. 
      
òLetõs not complicate things.ó She said, 
smiling. òIõm staying close by, in the 
Boleskine Hotel.ó 

David Michael K. surveyed the posh 
suite. The woman closed and locked the 
door. Turning around, she had a fiery 
look in her eye. 
      
òNo one to bother us here for a while.ó 
the woman said, walking over to the 
bed. David Michael, reading her mind, 
began to take off his sta-pres, exposing 
his red underwear. His passion for red 
underwear was an old habit from when 
he was younger, and fell into a life-
stylist mode of political expression. 
After years of street fighting and 
hardcore politics, he realized the 
fetishising of material symbols placed 
one into a dogmatic box. While this can 
be used tactically to bring dominant 
culture symbols into disrepute, he now 
expressed his beliefs through action, 
which he was going to do now by 
getting a good blowjob. The posh bird 
understood what he wanted as he 
leaned back slightly. Pulling down the 
Y-fronts, she took his hardening cock 
into her mouth. Swirling her tongue 
around the head before plunging the 
whole member down her throat. She 
started to hum, the trembling of her lips 
sending shivers through David 
Michaelõs body. Starting from his cock 
up to the base of his neck. From her 
exceptional technique, he felt his 
chakras opening one by one. He wanted 
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it to last longer so he grabbed her by the 
hair and pulled her head up.  
      
òWhatõs the matter?ó she inquired.  
      
He didnõt answer but grabbed his belt 
and strapped it around his neck. Then 
he tied the opposite end around the 
headboard of the bed.  David Michael 
could feel his face become flushed from 
the pressure around his neck. She 
removed her clothes, frigging herself as 
he got ready. When he had finished his 
adjustments, she began to work again 
on his swollen member. David Michael 
got a nice surprise as she stuck one 
finger, then two, up to the second 
knuckle into his arse. No need for 
lubrication as that was provided by the 
sweat. David Michael lied back to enjoy 
the sound of Psychic TVõs ôInfinite Beatõ 
looping through his brain. It was the 
perfect tune to be blown to while 
working astral and neural pathways. 
With the strains of this tune going 
through his head, it did not take long 
for the million year old DNA codes to 
unravel and before long he was out on 
the mud flats. He came back to reality 
with the woman stroking his cock, his 
genetic wealth spraying over his 
stomach.  
      
òYou didnõt take it in your mouth!?ó 
David Michael said, untying the belt 
from his neck.  
      
òWhy?ó 

òSo, I can taste myself when I kiss you.ó 
David Michael ignored this obvious 
breach of sexual etiquette, as it was time 
to continue with the sexual athletics. 

The posh bird walked over to the 
window and stood there naked. She 
opened the window and leaned out, her 
breasts resting against the sill. 

òI liked to be watched.ó She said, 
òUnfortunately, my husband doesnõt 
share this passion. While he can talk big 
with the cronies at the Company, heõs 
actually sexually self-conscious and 
awkward. Thatõs why I always like a bit 
of trade when I can get it.ó  
      
David Michael nodded approval with a 
wry grin and settled in behind her, 
kneeling on the floor, his face between 
her cheeks. He poked his tongue into 
her hole then down to her clit in one 
long fluid motion. She moved her hips 
in response, all the time watching the 
people on the street below.  
      
David Michael stood up and guided his 
still hard member into her, thrusting 
deep as she gave a shout. He continued 
to pump vigorously, slapping her 
backside and peering over her shoulders 
to see how many people had gathered 
below. Most people did not notice the 
couple above. Some, who did, 
pretended they were not there. Others 
stopped to watch the action, leaning 
against the storefront windows across 
the street, drinking coffee and talking 
about the latest Six Nations match.  
      
She met his thrusts with enthusiasm. 
Her tight cunt told him that her 
husband did not take care of her in the 
sex department. A job he didnõt mind 
doing. He looked over to the night table 
and noticed a novel, Prelude to an 

Orgasm by Michael Roth. He had never 
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read Roth before, avoiding popular 
literature meant for pseudo-intellectual 
snobs. 
      
òTime for a change.ó She pushed him 
back onto the bed, and pinned his arms 
down before mounting him. She rode 
him hard.  
      
For a second time, he left his body and 
traversed the familiar mud flats a 
million years away. In this altered state, 
he noticed that the room was actually a 
representation of late nineteenth century 
London and that various personal 
effects were situated geographically 
where the victims of Jack the Ripper 
would have been. The woman began to 
chant the Enochian call for the tenth 
aether and David Michael could sense 
the air around him begin to ripple. Soon 
the room disappeared altogether and 
the two of them were in a dark alley. 
Undeterred by the cold, damp 
pavement, the woman continued to fuck 
him hard and he responded in kind.  
      
He could feel the genetic material 
welling up in his cock when suddenly 
he was brought back to present time by 
a loud crash. The window had 
shattered, spraying shards of glass onto 
the floor and across their naked bodies. 
Something else whistled past his head 
and into the wall with a thud.  
      
òTake cover, weõre being shot at!ó the 
posh bird shouted, rolling to the side, K. 
jumping with her. Two more shots 
ricocheted around the room before 
becoming imbedded in the wall.  
      
òWhat the hellõs going on?ó 

òSomeoneõs taking shots at us, 
obviously trying to kill one or both of 
us.ó She said.  

What a waste, David Michael thought as 
he looked at his limp cock and the 
dribble of cum seeping from the tip. 

K. opened the door to his flat. The first 
thing he saw was Cassieõs face, eyes 
staring hard. 
      
òThis a mate of yours.ó She growled. K. 

looked past her to see a tall, well-
dressed man lounging on the sofa. He 
grunted a no.  
      
òWho the fuck are you then?ó he said, 
walking past Cassie. 
      
òIõm Magus.ó he said. òSorry to be a 
bother, but I believe we know someone 
in common.ó 
      
òWho?ó 
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òThe Doctor.ó Magus continued. òI 
believe you were, and no doubt still are, 
whether you know it or not, part of the 
experiment. Once youõre in, you stay in. 
Thereõs a saying around the Building - 
you donõt leave it, it leaves you. Unless 
you know where the exits are. 
Metaphorically, of course.ó 
      
òWhat are you talking about?ó 

òHeõs been rambling like this since he 
got here.ó Cassie said. òTold him to fuck 
off but he insisted he knew you. I 
threatened to punch him in the throat if 
he kept it up.ó 
   
She sat in the kitchen chair, throwing 
her feet up on the table. òThis all about 
that job? Easy money, you said.ó Cassie 
sat back with her copy of Medical 
Apartheid.  

òYeah.ó K. drawled, not taking his eyes 
off the other man in the room. 
      
òIõve recently escaped from the Building 
and the good Doctor. And Iõve come to 
get you out as well.ó 
      
Now K. became interested. He joined 
Magus, sitting in a chair across from 
him. Magus held out his hand as 
introduction to K., who ignored the 
gesture. Magus sat back on the couch 
and continued.  
      
òYouõve read the documentation, right? 
Youõve talked with the Doctor, right? 
Well this experiment was actually to test 
some magickal weapons. See how they 
would work in population control and 
compliance, civilian defense, black ops 

éwell the list goes on. The scope is 
broad and the applications are many. To 
put it crudely, these are magickal 
weapons to attack on an astral plane, or 
shamanic space or magickal realm or 
whatever you want to call it. Of course, 
we know that there is no true separation 
between magickal and consensual 
reality. Itõs just a matter of perspective.ó 
      
òSo whatõs this got to do with me?ó K. 
said.   
      
òSee, in this experiment, you are the 
Heirophant.ó Magus said, handing him 
the corresponding card from the Thoth 
deck. òThey needed an enforcer. You 
know how things can get chaotic quite 
quickly sometimes in a ritual space, 
astrally or physically. Your role was to 
keep things in line.ó 
      
òLet me guess, youõre the Magus.ó 

Magus nodded affirmative with a slight 
bow. 

òI had the feeling that I was being 
recruited to be a State asset.ó K. said.  
      
òThe only thing wrong with that is the 
Building and the experiment are beyond 
the State.ó Magus said.  
      
òI might also add that somebody tried 
to kill me today.ó 
      
òThatõs not unusual.ó Cassie scoffed. 
òShagging some bird, I bet!ó 
      
òMaybe I was!ó 

òJealous husband, thatõs it. Case closed.ó 
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òWell, that certainly fits the pattern of 
the experiment, but not usually this 
soon in the process.ó Magus observed, 
flipping through the Tarot cards.  

òYou saying the blokes from the 
Building were trying to kill me?ó  
      
òPerhaps, but maybe I misunderstood 
your roll in the whole scheme.ó He 
tossed the Death card on the table, 
followed by the Ten of Swords. K. 
grabbed the deck, pulled the Tower card 
and held it in Magusõs face.  
      
òIf they want to fuck with me, this is 
what they will get. Why donõt we just 
head over to the Building and give the 
good Doctor what he has coming to 
him. Then we burn the whole place 
down.ó K. said. He always advocated 
direct action over sitting around talking. 
      
òI must urge discretion. As you may 
already know, the Building is a golem. 
Itõs watching our every move. So we 
donõt have long.ó 
      
òWell, how long is this going to take?ó 
      
Magus shrugged. K. got up and grabbed 
a couple of Boddingtons from the fridge. 
He offered one to Magus. Magus 
declined with a slight wave of his hand. 
      
òYou donõt drink?ó 
      
òOf course not.ó 
      
òYou a church society teetotaler type, 
are you? ôCause if you are, I donõt want 
anything to do with you.ó 

òNo, no. I donõt imbibe any beverage. 
Or food for that matter. Or éó 

K. regarded him quizzically.  
      
òIõm sorry, Mr. K.ó Magus said, òYou 
didnõt think I was real, did you? I donõt 
really exist.ó  

K. leaned back in his chair. He knew it 
was going to be a long night. 

While Magus spoke, K.õs mind 
wandered. This bloke says I was a patsy, 
he thought, but Iõm not anybodyõs bitch. 
And K. had made people pay for lesser 
offences. Like at the corner market, 
when a geezer jumped the queue. He 
tripped the bloke, ramming his face into 
the countertop. Blood splattered across 
the checkout as he smashed the manõs 
face repeatedly onto the metal surface. 
      
òSo, what now?ó K. asked. 

òWell, a sustained magickal attack 
would be a logical start.ó Magus 
responded. 
      
òBollocks!ó K. sneered. òI say we go in. 
Create some mayhem. Leave. Make a 
spectacle of violence, which is 
something they will understand. So, you 
do things your way. I will do things my 
way.ó 
      
K. preferred his violence to be personal, 
to be face-to-face. There were easier 
ways to send a message, such as 
detonating a bomb or arson. But, as a 
street fighter, those were distasteful, 
cowardly and impersonal. He liked the 
sensation and the look in the otherõs 
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eyes as he put his boots in. It was about 
violent mayhem and the laughs.  

To this end, K. decided to organize a 
flash riot. He liked the potential of flash 
mobs but felt it had degenerated into 
hipster elitism and bourgeois spectacle. 
So he turned these flash mobs into flash 
riots.  A group of street fighters would 
assemble at a particular place and at a 
set time they would attack anyone and 
anything around, then disperse. Under 
cover of this mayhem, he would break 
into the Building and sort out the 
Doctor. 
      
òWell éó Magus said, unconvinced but 
resigned. òFirst, we need to distract the 
Building.ó 
      
He stood, took off his clothes and piled 
them onto the table. Then, he stood on 
his tiptoes, his arms twisted behind his 
back and neck stretched upwards. His 
breathing became slow and deep. K. sat 
back, sipping his Boddingtons, taking in 
the ritual. Suddenly, Magus fell to the 
floor, body twisted in spasms, laughing 
maniacally. 
      
òItõs done.ó Magus said, breathing 
heavily. òThe Building will not bother 
you. You have fifteen minutes to do 
your business before it will notice you.ó 
      
òSounds great. Now, Iõve got a couple of 
calls to make.ó 

____________________________________

The usually quiet street was buzzing 
with activity. Gentrification had infused 
a bourgeois banality of coffeeshops and 
condos into the area, an atmosphere K. 
found disturbing. The usual posh 
punters were milling around the shops. 
In addition, he clocked about fifty 
fighters, a mix of bootboys, soccer 
hooligans, anarchists and sociopaths. A 
decent turnout, he thought. Three 
private security guards from a nearby 
building were hassling  a few of the 
skins hanging out, asserting their empty 
authority. They will get theirs soon 
enough, he knew. The experienced 
streetfighters were biding their time.  
      
For the occasion, K. managed to gather 
all the former Dumb Fucks he could 
find on shor t notice. Jimmy the Scar, 
Fuzz, Bam Bam, Mouse, Alex the Blade, 
Knuckles. Some of the hardest street 
fighters in the city. They stood there in 
their steel-toed Doc Martins, Ben 
Sherman and sta-pres, each one focused 
on aggro. 
      



29 

òWhereõs Spider?ó 

òHeõs teaching philosophy at the city 
college. The cunt seemed to have 
forgotten that postmodernism is all 
about street violence.ó Jimmy growled, 
òSo I had to remind him.ó K. glanced at 
Jimmyõs bloody knuckles and knew the 
matter had been dealt with suitably.  
      
òFun and games.ó K. said, òBut letõs get 
this going.ó 
      
òWhatõs all this, then?ó Bam Bam asked. 
      
òWe go after this cunt called the 
Doctor.ó K. said calmly. òIõve set up a 
flash riot for extra mayhem. We put the 
boots to any cunt that looks like a State 
asset.ó  
       
òWe got company.ó Jimmy said, with a 
nod of his head. They glanced over and 
saw a couple of police cars arriving. One 
cop stepped out of the car to survey the 
area. 
      
òThe filth.ó Knuckles spat. K. expected 
as much. Guess it looked a bit obvious 
that a group of skins were hanging 
around such a posh area.  
      
òSome cunt got nervous.ó He growled. 
òTwo minutes, boys. Hold firm.ó 
      
There was a smash and a crash of 
shattered glass hitting the concrete. The 
Dumb Fucks looked over to see four 
anarchists dressed in black with keffiyeh 
wrapped around their faces standing in 
front of a coffee shop. The window had 
been shattered by a garbage can that 
had been tossed through it. Shouts 

erupted from the shop as patrons ran for 
cover. A businessman was slumped 
backwards in a chair, knocked 
unconscious by the can, bleeding 
profusely from shards of glass that 
ripped through his skin. 
òFucking anarchists!ó 
      
òNo discipline.ó K. said, turning to Alex 
the Blade. òIf the cops donõt get them 
first, stick a shiv in them.ó 
      
The Blade was already on the case, 
crossing the street towards the 
anarchists as the street exploded in 
mayhem. The white noise of assault and 
violence filled the air ð windows being 
broken, trash cans thrown at cars, police 
sirens, screams and cries from passersby 
set upon by the flash mob.  
      
The Dumb Fucks crossed the street 
towards the Building, forcing any cars 
to come to a screeching halt in the 
process. A well-dressed man in a 
Mercedes leaned on his horn, face 
twisted in anger at the group of skins in 
front of him. Before any of the Fucks 
could react, three skins dragged the man 
from his car and threw him to the 
pavement hard. Two put the boots to 
the writhing body while the third 
jumped up onto the hood and kicked in 
the windshield. 

The crew remained focused. They 
pushed through a group of old biddies 
fleeing the gang violence, their 
abandoned shopping bags strewn across 
the sidewalk behind them. Two yuppies 
backed into Fuzz as they were retreating 
from another group of street fighters. 
Fuzz grabbed the hair of the first one 
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and threw the yuppieõs head down into 
his rising knee. The body went instantly 
limp. His friend turned and whimpered 
a bewildered plea which Fuzz answered 
with a hard right cross. Blood spat from 
the falling yuppieõs broken jaw. 

K. noticed the guards that were hassling 
the skins earlier were now lying face 
down on the pavement surrounded by 
the angry gang bent on releasing their 
rage. He remembered fondly of times 
past as the filthy cunts were curbed. 
      
òThis is it.ó K. said, òMouse, stay out 
here. Fuck up any cunts who try to get 
in. But two minutes only, then fuck off. 
Cassie and Knuckles, head around back. 
Bam, Fuzz, Jimmy, youõre with me.ó K. 
glanced across the street to see Alex 
digging a shiv repeatedly into an 
oblivious anarchistõs ribs. The man 
collapsed onto one knee, holding his 
side, not fully realizing yet where all the 
blood was coming from. òLooks like 
Alex is having fun without us. Thatõll 
teach those middle class tossers a thing 
or two about real working class 
violence.ó 
      
The crew headed towards the black steel 
door. K. checked it and with a hard 
push, swung it open into the lobby. The 
crew bolted through the opening into 
the Building. Bam Bam placed his size 
twelve boots into the stomach of a 
security guard, sending him flopping to 
the ground, smashing his head on the 
tile floor. He proceeded to put his boots 
hard into the prone body. Fuzz grabbed 
the security guard behind the desk by 
the lapels and dragged him across the 
desk before throwing him to the floor. 

He began to punch the guardõs face like 
a piston. Alex grabbed the computer off 
the desk and threw it across the room, 
where it shattered on the tile floor.  
      
òOne minute then take off.ó K. shouted 
to the others.  

He saw another two guards exit from 
the elevator. There was a gleam of 
mayhem in eyes of the Fucks as they 
readied themselves for more ulta 
violence.  
      
K. turned and headed down the hall and 
into the stairwell.  

K. proceeded quickly yet cautiously 
along the white halls. To his surprise he 
was largely ignored as the employees 
were more interested in the mayhem 
erupting outside to care about his 
presence. That sigil Magus fired has 
worked so far, K. said to himself. Now, 
where is that fucker. 
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He opened a door to an office. There 
were three secretaries against the 
window watching the mayhem below.  
      
òOh my, did you see whatõs going on 
outside?ó A slim blonde woman said 
turning to him. òCan you believe it?ó 
      
òWhatõs this country coming to?ó He 
said, eyeing the row of fit birds, who all 
were looking at him now. òBut donõt 
worry, nothingõs going to happen to you 
nice ladies. Not with the likes of me 
around.ó 
      
He shot them a wink and a nod, and 
could sense from their wry smiles that 
they were up for a bit more. He would 
love a round of sexual athletics, but he 
had other matters at hand. 

òIõve been looking for you.ó Magus said, 
placing his hand onto K.õs shoulder. 
òThis way.ó 
      
K. and Magus moved quickly through a 
series of interconnecting hallways in 
silence, before coming to a plain white 
door. 
      
Magus nodded and K. kicked in the 
door. He could see the Doctor sitting 
behind an office desk across the room 
from him. He entered the room slowly, 
Magus behind him. 
      
òLooks like youõve created a bit of a 
sensation outside.ó The Doctor said, 
reclining in his chair. òAnd for what, I 
might add?ó 
      
òWhatõs all this about, then?ó he said 
deliberately. The Doctor did not answer 

but stared blankly at the street fighter. 
K. clenched his fists and moved towards 
the desk with menace. 
      
The Doctor let out a sigh and shook his 
head. òWell, Mr. K., we had plans for 
you. But now, youõve really messed 
things up.ó 
      
òYou see, the Building is hologramatic, 
metaphorically speaking.ó He 
continued. òOur activities run on 
multiple levels. Certain aspects are 
hinted at from one viewpoint, but from 
another perspective a whole new 
dimension is realized. You did not 
understand the full scope of the 
enterprise, and of course, you could not, 
so you jumped to conclusions, got some 
bad advice. Now, this disruption, 
among others youõve presented us. 
Youõre turning out to be more trouble 
that youõre worth.ó 
      
òSorry, squire, but I had a problem with 
that whole ôkill the hooliganõ thing you 
were planning.ó K. said with a sneer. 
      
òOh, that, well, you see, that was my 
wife you were fucking in that hotel 
room. Thatõs right. It was a sex magic 
operation. Of course, neither of you 
knew about it as that would have 
skewed the energy. Unfortunately, this 
time you didnõt die. My man got tired of 
waiting for you to climax a second time 
and jumped the gun a bit. You were 
meant to die at the moment of orgasm, 
when the magickal energy would be at 
its peak. Of course, the old woman 
would forget all that had happened 
thanks to some intense 
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metaprogramming weõve been working 
on. Then onto the next punter.ó 
      
òBut, Mr. K.ó the Doctor continued, his 
tone menacing. òYouõre fucking seems 
to have put a wrench into that cycle. 
Now all she can think of is sex with 
despicable creatures such as yourself. So 
much so, that Iõve had to lock her up. 
For her own safety.ó 

K. stood, tense muscles relaxing slightly 
at the thought that he fucked the old 
bird into the nut house. 
      
òDavid Michael K., youõre a cunt.ó The 
Doctor said coldly. 
      
K. swung his fist across the desk at the 
Doctor. There was nothing but air.  
      
òHeõs gone.ó Magus said, òFor now.ó 

Rage filled K. as every muscle exploded. 
Teeth clenched, he hit the desk 
repeatedly with his fist, imagining it 
was a copperõs head. 

K. and Magus stepped out of the 
emergency exit into the alley.  
      
òMaybe next time, mate.ó He said to 
Magus. òFun and games, eh?ó 
      
òIõll be seeing you.ó Magus said with a 
laugh. He turned and walked up the 
alley. K. turned and ran up the alley in 
the opposite direction. Coppers were 
everywhere now. He kept his head 
down and walked with a purpose.  
      
Cassie clocked him as he turned the 
corner and bounced over to him. 

òThis is brilliant.ó She shouted over the
sirens from the next street over. òJust 
got word that my sisters in S.C.U.M. 
launched their own riot. Theyõve been 
stabbing men up and down the Metro. 
They didnõt want anything to do with 
this riot as it was organized by men. 
While I canõt stand their chauvinism, I 
admire their initiative.ó  

òLetõs go. Thereõs still some unfinished 
business.ó K. said, refocusing.  
     
òIõve been looking forward to this.ó 
Cassie nodded, face glowing at the 
thought of more aggro. K. looked up in 
the sky and noticed the pink saucers 
were back, hovering high above. He 
smiled, cracking his knuckles. He knew 
that everything would work out just 
right. Just one last bit of business, then 
back to the flat with his mates to enjoy a 
pint and recap the dayõs mayhem. 

Cassie pressed her finger to Davidõs 
lips. David stepped back, out of sight as 
she opened the door into a posh reading 
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hall. He surveyed the hallway. There 
were lots of dark wood and portraits in 
oil hanging on the walls. Smell of stale 
rot hung in the air.   
      
òAre my guests here?ó Barbara Radford 
Salisbury, bestselling author of royal 
romances said, straightening her 
trademark pink dress. The 95 year-old 
woman was waiting the arrival of some 
members of the lesser nobility for tea. 
With any luck, one of the young Dukes 
would be convinced to strip and flog his 
member for her, all research for an 
upcoming book, of course. She never 
lacked volunteers to molest her thin, 
wrinkled body. People knew she was 
well connected with the royal family 
and would bow to her whims on the off 
chance she would put in a word for 
them with the Queen. 
      
òThere has been a slight change of 
plans, mum.ó Cassie said, entering the 
room. 

òOh, the young Duke couldnõt make it?ó 
Salisbury stated, day dreaming about 
the 18 year-oldõs hard body before 
becoming annoyed, swinging her thin 
arm toward her servantõs face. òWhat 
am I to do now!?ó 
      
òDie.ó Cassie growled. 
      
On queue, David Michael entered the 
room, cracking his knuckles, staring 
down the old tart. 
      
òYour books have poisoned the minds 
of working class women with bourgeois 
fairy tales, convincing them to turn 
against their own class to aspire to the 

ideals of another class whose aims are 
contrary to their own. You are highly 
recognized in the literary world. We 
seek nothing less than the destruction of 
this occult establishment and to 
extinguish the stench of literature once 
and for all.ó  
      
òMy word, what is the meaning of all 
this!ó turning to the young woman for 
an explanation. 

The womanõs answer was in the carving 
knife she had unsheathed and thrust 
into the wrinkled white face. Salisbury 
shuttered a last shallow breath as the 
knife penetrated her eye socket and 
buried itself into her brain. A thin arc of 
blood pumped from the wound over the 
maidõs uniform. Having recovered from 
the momentary shock of murdering her 
former master, the maid proceeded to 
stab the withered corpse repeatedly, 
memories of years of humiliation and 
abuse finally being released. She had 
planned to sell the corpse to the 
Man/Corpse Love Society for further 
humiliation. She remembered the 
contact sputtering over the phone òAh, 
weõve never had a posh bird like that 
before!ó Now, it was all but useless.     

David Michael grabbed Salisburyõs 
books and piled them on the floor. In an 
instant, they were ablaze. Cassie tossed 
the bloody knife into the fire.   
      
òShow me another rich cunt, and Iõll 
stick her too.ó she muttered. 
      
David wanted to fuck her right there in 
the growing pool of blood and meat.  
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He checked his watch again and 
squinted along the dusty Spanish road, 
the heat shimmering above its concrete 
surface, cicadas filling his head with 
their irritating chirping. Where the hell 
was she? He should have gone with her, 
should have endured a day of trudging 
around cathedrals or castles or whatever 
old shit sheõd insisted on going to 
traipse around. It was all a ruse; he was 
sure of it, she was probably meeting 

some Spanish waiter, some Raul or Julio 
or whatever, sheõd probably had him on 
the go for ages, which was probably 
why she had suggested a weekend in 
Majorca so soon into their relationship.  
Against the azure blue of the Spanish 
sky a coach began to trundle out of the 
midday heat toward him. He physically 
relaxed and sighed with relief, he knew 
it was okay, he had known she would 
be back; she was a good girl really. 
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The coach pulled up with a sigh of 
brakes and she appeared at the top of 
the narrow stairs, beaming and 
sweating from her excursion. He lifted 
her down gleefully and held her, a 
moment too long, a little too tightly. 

She looked slightly confused and 
removed herself from his embrace. ôI 
was only gone for the day Babes, you 
okay?õ 

She could be such a cold bitch. ôWhat? I 
canõt miss you?õ He asked amiably, 
kissing her cheek. 

She relented to his charm. ôWell,õ she 
shrugged, ôIõm flattered. I missed you 
too, I wished youõd come, God it was so 
great. This place is so full of beautiful 

history. It was hot though, baking hot. I 
made a friend on the coach ðô 

ôYou did?õ he tried to keep the panic 
which bubbled to life within him out of 
his voice. 

ôYeh, yeh, such a nice guy, we buddied 
up for picture taking else I would have 
had no photos of those fabulous places.õ
She was still talking but his ears were 
ringing, a cold sensation throbbing in 
the pit of his stomach, the bitter stab of 
jealousy. So this was his adversary, the 
latest man planning to take her from 
him, there was always someone lurking 
at the periphery of his vision, just 
awaiting their chance. Fuck sake, why 
did she have to be so flirtatious, all the 
time, with anyone? God knows, heõd 
seen her with his mates, laughing at 
their jokes and touching their arms as 
she threw her head back, shaking her 
golden hair provocatively. All part of 
her act, everything she did was, every 
move, the way she walked, all part of 
this package intended to entice and lure. 
He bet this guy wasnõt even into that old 
history shit, just got on the coach when 
he saw her get on, sidling up to her with 
this whole camera photo buddy 
bollocks. He knew his game alright, 
pretending to listen when she spoke 
about all these crumbling old buildings 
no one gives a toss about. Bastard, he 
worked his way in and now he would 
probably be lurking somewhere 
planning his next move, how to 
accidentally on purpose be where she 
was, talking about old shit again. How 
could he compete with that? He hated 
old shit and she was so fucking pretty 
that it was ridiculous, women shouldnõt 
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be that pretty, it made them a liability 
and made all the men around go 
squiffy. 

ôYou want to go back to the room?õ He 
heard himself ask her. ôI can show you 
just how much I missed you today?õ 

Her eyes sparkled and she grinned, 
leaning against him suggestively. 
ôReally?õ 

ôOh yes, really.õ 

ôLetõs do it.õ She took his hand and, 
waving over her shoulder at her new 
friend, she led him to their room, past 
the sparkling turquoise pool. He 
followed her, watching the sun dance on 
her golden hair, her shoulders a honey 
brown blushed with pink from walking 
around in the sun today. He glanced 
behind him at the friend she had waved 
goodbye to, so casually, as if they 
werenõt already lovers, laughing behind 
his back. 

She closed the door to their room, the 
cool shocking after the searing heat of 
the afternoon, her flip flops slapping 
against the cold floors. She blew out air 
as she smiled at him contentedly. She 
reached up and kissed him, releasing a 
small groan of pleasure as she did so. 
She was so fucking sexual all the time, 
everything about her reeked of sex, she 
was such a whore he couldnõt stand it.
ôLet me take a quick shower and you 
can go ahead and show me just how 
much you missed me.õ She turned to 
leave and he felt cold shivers run all 
over his flesh. She was washing the 
other guy off her, cleaning herself out, 

getting rid of the evidence. He couldnõt 
bear it, how could she do this to him? 
Cuckold him like this; make him look 
such a fool? 

ôYouõre not going anywhere!õ 

She blanched as if physically struck. 
ôWhat? Why?õ She gazed at him in 
disbelief.  

He quickly softened his tone, 
determined to get her pants off and find 
out if she was wet, if sheõd been with the 

other guy, any other guy, he had to 
know. ôI want you now, I canõt wait.õ 

ôBut Iõm sweaty and stinky.õ 

ôDonõt care.õ 
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ôBut ðô 

ôNow baby!õ  

He grabbed her before he could stop 
himself and threw her back on the bed. 
She was too shocked to struggle and he 
was on top of her, pulling eagerly at her 
shorts, a look of utter determination in 
his eyes. 

ôHey,õ she complained pulling at her 
pants defensively, but he couldnõt stop, 
he dragged at her clothes and they 
began to heave over her flesh, turning it 
white, digging into her skin. ôSlow 
down.õ He couldnõt, he couldnõt stop, 
couldnõt help himself. 

Finally her shorts were in his hands, her 
knickers still twisted inside them and 
her bare legs exposed and red from the 
rough dragging of material. Before she 
could complain about her treatment or 
cover her nakedness he thrust his hand 
inside her. She squealed with pain and 
started repeating ôgentleõ over and over.
She was dry. He couldnõt believe it. 
How was that possible? She hadnõt as 
yet been with another? He imagined her 
planning it right now, a rendezvous 
tonight, laughing at him as some 
stranger pressed her against a wall and 
thrust inside her.  

He realised his fingers were still inside 
her as images of her fucked every which 
way from Sunday assaulted his brain. 
Then he realised he had a huge erection, 
so fierce and hard. He pushed her back 
and thrust inside her, covering her 
mouth as she screamed in anguish, each 
thrust like knives stabbing inside her. 
But then the pain began to pass and she 
was moving with him, seeing this as just 
overly urgent, him too keen, a lesson to 
be learned was all this was. She moaned 
gently in his ear with pleasure, now wet 
and welcoming. Her acquiescing 
infuriated him and he thrust harder, 
determined to make her sorry, so 
fucking sorry, but she just moaned 
louder and dug her fingers into his 
shoulders. Despite himself he began to 
feel the stirrings, the taking over of 
himself and they came together, violent 
and urgent, and moaning with pleasure. 
He lay on top of her, panting and hating 
himself, hating her, hating the other 
guy, all the other guys. Then he rolled 
off and lay back, staring up at the 
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whirring fan above him, the cool on his 
sweat soaked skin making it prickle. 

She leant on one elbow and sighed with 
something like gratification, her cheeks 
flushed. She dragged a hand through 
her damp hair. ôWow, you did miss me 
that was éõ she giggled girlishly and he 
felt fury bubble within him, she was 
laughing at him, she thought him a 
ludicrous lover. ôIõm not sure I shall be 
walking right for a week!õ 

He couldnõt be close to her any longer 
and stood up, frustration pumping 
through every muscle in his body 
making them burn. Bitch, bitch, bitch, he 
screamed in his mind. She was so 
wanton, she was a slut, and she was 
jezebel, Delilah. She was Eve, filled with 
original sin, making him bad, making 
him wrong. He didnõt know it but he 
was mumbling, repeating the word 
ôwrongõ over and over. 

She sat up in bed feeling a trickle of 
alarm run down her spine. 

He continued to pace, repeating in a 
hushed whisper that she was wrong, 
this was wrong. She would leave this 
room and run to him, the guy from the 
coach who pretended to like the old shit, 
the castles and cathedrals. Wrong, 
wrong, wrong. He couldnõt let her leave. 
She wouldnõt come back. 

She was sliding off the bed, her eyes 
wide, and the whisper of panic turning 
into a screech inside her. She could see 
he was wrong and she would leave him, 
he just knew it. 

He couldnõt let her. Fuck, why did she 
have to be such a whore? Why was she 
making him feel this way? He couldnõt 
let her leave, disrespect herself, 
laughing at him, at how he loved her 
and wanted her only for himself. 

ôWhatõs wrong?õ she was asking. ôWhat 
is it? Talk to me?õ 

He glared at her, she was playing him, 
she knew what was wrong, she was the 
one who had been fucking the coach 
guy all day, and the Spanish guy, the 
reason they were even here, why sheõd 
wanted to come to this stupid country. 
She looked so innocent, so full of 
concern for him, her eyes watery and 
her brow furrowed. She was good, heõd 
give her that, but he saw what she was, 
she was filthy, she could not be trusted. 
She was edging across the room away 
from him, her eyes wide in fear. ôYouõre 
scaring me,õ she said. 

He sniggered and in one huge step was 
across the room and seizing her arms as 
if she were just a weightless doll. He 
thrust her onto the bed and she 
screamed in genuine alarm now, she 
was afraid of him, there was fear in her 
eyes. He would show her, he would 
give her the fucking of her life. She 
would never want anyone else after this; 
no other guy would do after he showed 
her what he was capable of, how he 
could give it to her. Not walk for a 
week; sheõd never walk again once he 
was finished with her. He was blind 
with fury and determination to prove 
his virility and power to her. Sheõd 
spend the rest of their lives begging him 
to do her again, like he did all those 
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years ago in Spain when he showed her 
what a real man could do. Sheõd never 
look at some other guy, not even one 
who liked that history bollocks, no one 
else would ever do after this. He loved 
her with all of him self, more 
passionately than he had ever thought 
possible and after this she would never 
leave, never leave. 

He looked down and that was when he 
realised: he had crushed her. That was 
curious, he thought as he looked down 
at her staring blood stained eyes, her 
death mask, he hadnõt really meant to 
do that.  He touched her cheek and 
rocked her head, mouth gaping, it 
dropped to the other side. Now she 
really would never leave him. She 
looked so beautiful, god she was perfect, 
she looked like an angel. He couldnõt 

help himself, he clutched his fingers 
around his cock and began to massage 
up and down, moaning involuntarily 
with pleasure. He became hard quickly 
as he looked down at her, frozen 
beneath him, his face the last thing she 
had seen in this life, the thought of their 
passionate lovemaking still hot in his 
head. Then he slipped his erection into 
her mouth. It felt so good, still so warm 
and welcoming. He thrust into her 
throat, groaning with pleasure, his cock 
battering her mouth mercilessly, his 
buttocks tensing and thrusting eagerly. 
He came quickly and it bubbled from 
her mouth, dribbling down her 
motionless chin. He sighed and 
shuddered with euphoria. This was so 
perfect; she would never leave him now. 
He lay down next to her; she was a good 
girl really, heõd always known it. 
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THE GOOD COCK 

By Salena Godden 

Photos © Thomas Evans

It was a good cock, there is no disputing 
it. It made her giddy just to look at it, 
throbbing, twitching and pulsating there 
in his hand. It made all women sigh, 
grunt and moan, of course, it made all 
other women crazy, but she wasnõt 
thinking about all other women, for 
then and there, it was hers, it was a 
good cock and it was all for her.  She 
was thinking about the good cock and 
the width of it, the thought of it, the 
view was spectacular. She wanted to see 

what it would feel like inside her, what 
it would be like to have such a good 
cock. It was thick and long, it was hard 
and it was all her, for the then, and for 
the now. Just the sight of it made her 
ridiculous, she thought in songs: have 
you ever seen such a thing in your life, 
such a spectacular cock in all of your 
life? Hypnotic and red faced it was, the 
cock had fury and hunger, a personality 
of its own, it was arrogant and primal. 
He held it back tightly. Then he lowered 
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the front passenger seat and positioned 
himself on top of her. He was strong 
and quite heavy and she was pinned 
under his weight now. So the good cock 
let her have a taste and gave her a feel of 
some of the tip of it, just the very tip of 
the good cock. He gave her a quick lazy 
kiss, all tongue and spit as he worked 
the cock in. Then he gave her a few 
good and sudden strokes followed by a 
few good hard thrusts. She opened 
herself and moved with him and he said 
donõt do that or youõll make me come. So 
she stopped bucking and grinding and 
tried to be good for the good cock. She 
played dead and let the cock have its 
own wicked way. It was sharp and 
delicious, with each throb and stab the 
cock grew harder, more swollen. She 
was aware that she was making strange 
noises in her throat, normally she was 
quite quiet, but for now and for the 
good cock she was a whimpering girl, a 
virgin, he seemed to like it like that. 
Donõt move he gasped or I will come he 
said, donõt move or I will come. So she had 

to stay perfectly still as he entered her 
again and again, teasing short spurts 
followed by slow full length of good 
cock, there in the front seat of the car, in 
the carpark, outside the train station.  

Suddenly he ducked his head down and 
he stopped moving momentarily 
because he could see a man walking his 
dog. He looked at the man walking his 
dog whilst he began to continue slowly 
fucking her. As though by doing it very 
slowly it would look less rude to the 
man and his dog. He looked at the man 
walking his dog and pushed himself 
back inside her hard, looking past her 
shoulder and through his rear window 

at the dog walker. She chuckled and this 
made her jiggle. He said, please donõt do 
that, donõt move or you will make me come. 

She stifled her giggling and stopped 
laughing and again she was very still. 
Her legs open and jammed up against 
the dashboard and her skirt up around 
her throat. The gear stick digging into 
her side.  

This time though, when he was doing it 
to her, she plain lost her composure, she 
sighed then cried out in pleasure and 
pulled him into her. He didnõt look into 
her face, he looked at his good cock 
going in and out and then over at the 
dog walker. He looked down and 
watched himself go in and out and then 
over at the dog walker, in and out, the 
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dog walker and then in and out. She 
threw her arms around his neck and 
clenched and lifted herself onto him 
from below. She couldnõt help it, she 
thrust herself back onto him. He was 
sweating as he looked at his cock and 
then he said oh oh oh. She bucked 
beneath him fiercely three or four or so 
times and she dug her nails through his 
denim jacket and bit into his collar, his 
neck and hair. Very suddenly, he 
clambered off her and out of the car 
door clasping the end of his cock. He 
had the foreskin pinched between his 
fingers and when he let go of the end, 
creamy sperm shot all over the front car 
tyre. She lay there watching him but she 
could only see him from the waist up. 
Out of her view he had one hand to 
steady himself on the roof of the car and 
the other on his good cock, his face 
grimaced slightly and his eyes were 
closed. She watched him and out of 
sight, out of frame, his come spurted 
against the carpark tarmac and the front 
tyre.  

She closed her legs and sat up, she 
found her knickers on the floor of the 
car and pulled them back on over her 
boots. She was relieved he didnõt come 
inside her. Sheõd never seen such a good 
cock, inexplicable timing, coughing up 
against a car tyre like that too. She had 
been wondering where his sperm would 
go. She was expecting to get it rubbed 
into her belly and breasts, splashed into 
her face, it was much tidier this way. 
This way there would be no marks on 
her clothes or his car seat, no residue on 
her skin to reappear in the bath later. 
She straightened her skirt, pushed her 
right tit back in her bra and pulled her t-

shirt back down. He drew breath whilst 
he did up his flies, then walked around 
and got back into the driving seat. They 
smiled at each other. They giggled about 
the man walking his dog, as he started 
the engine and patted her knee. The car 
had a sweet smell, sex, cheese, sweat, 
vanilla, beer and wheat. They opened 
the steamy windows and the air was 
cool. He drove to the other side of the 
car park, to the train station entrance 
and dropped her off for the 3pm train. 
They kissed, pecked each other goodbye 
and made noises to call each other 
sometime and soon. It was sunny on the 
platform, golden light soaked the stoney 
train tracks, she smoked a cigarette 
alone.   
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MARKET STREET GREYHOUND STATION 

By Gene Gregorits  

Market Street Greyhound Station, 10 

PM. 

Waiting. Watching. Wanting. 

Coins drop into machines, calls are 

connected, candy bars drop. 

Loudspeaker screams high volume mud 

like an aural response to the grease on 

the floor. 

People arrive late and curse. 

Young women laugh. 

Drivers with coffee and sweet rolls 

sweep quickly and confidently through 

the people, along the rows of orange 

bucket seats. 

In these seats are people who are tired, 

people with stomach cramps, anxiety, 

fatigue. 

Most of them waiting, and they are 

wanting also, and they remain silent. 

Glances from strange women 

exaggerate my malnourishment, the 

ache in my legs. 

Motherõs advice: vitamin b12. 

Motherõs advice: act civilized. 

I rise to my feet, the steady routine of 

attracting attention, of feeling eyes, of 

pretending to not know, not notice. The 

steady routine of walking away while 

sending out energy like thoughts, 

thoughts like coded transmissions, 

transmissions like pure energy, each 

second ahead being one in which the 

impossible might happen. The energy is 

caught in the paws of angels, who toss a 

hint to their respective owners, who do 

not realize they have angels, that there 

is one moving across the scum-spackled 

tiles, and the hint gets lost. 

The steady routine of hitting the night 

air alone, exiting somewhere, a bus 

station or bar or restaurantéextricating 

myself from the sounds, until a safe 

distance is reached, turning around in 

my old boots, through which I can feel 

the massage of icy cobblestone, to 

nothing but the lights of idling cabs, the 

lights of street lamps, my steady routine 

of good looks and gruesome need and 

prefabricated spite, my addiction to 

defeat, my fear reinforced by the Fuhrer 

of fiction, the dead man, the dancing 
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fucking dead man who meets my dead 

dreams head on, forcing a further 

begging of the question, demon blood in 

my angel blood, an infection which 

forbids my felonious fetish. 

Walking towards the river, gales of 

wind coming off the cold Susquehanna, 

idling red car at the red light, the snow 

coming down thick and heavy. 

Muffled sounds, a loud honk. I turn and 

stare, the idling red car honking its horn 

at the red light, the snow coming down 

good. 

Contradict the inexorable routine with a 

surge of disbelief, which turns to 

excitement, my monumental and 

melodramatic mockery of the moment 

mocked itself by genuine hope, a real 

spark in the night, a spark in the blood, 

the old transmission new again, and I 

am in the backseat of the red car, a 

disorienting burst of perfume and 

leopard print and heat, of two teenage 

girls, and the car is moving. 

I ask, òwhy?ó 

One of them says, òYou looked 

interesting.ó 

My new friends are Michelle and 

Stephanie. Both are beautiful, but 

Michelle is a brunette and I like 

brunettes. Back at my place, Fink and 

Simon soak up the female attention. The 

girls pull books and films off the 

shelves, and ask me about them. I 

answer with as few words as possible, 

afraid of launching into a speech or a 

rant. 

Their questions make me feel old, their 

eyes turn me impish. 

When the strangers are gone, I go to 

sleep. 

Dearest John, 

The tone of your scathing drunken phone 

call to me was undeserved. Iõve been telling 

you for so, so long to not call me when 

youõre drunk. Your voice itself would evoke 

rankling in any decent person, especially a 

person who has been responsible for trying 

to raise children on their own. If you are 

really selling drugs and alcohol to fifth 

graders in the 7-11 parking lot, I can ôt 

fathom why you would feel a need to boast of 

it to your own mother. I loathe and detest 

anyone who participates willingly in 
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endangering kids. That goes for anyone who 

sells drugs or alcohol to you too, since one is 

illegal and the other you are too young to 

legally buy yourself. I know you were 

probably joking, but I donõt really know. 

You are headed for prison, one way or 

another. As for you being demonically 

possessedéwell, I donõt know that any 

mother would be willing to take a thing like 

that with a grain of seriousness. But like I 

told you, I do remember your outbursts, I 

remember you telling me about a black car, 

and when you have the fever. These fits you 

had, they did frighten me, and no, I cannot 

agree with you that you that they came from 

the devil. I do believe in the devil, I think 

that there is such a thing as real evil. You 

are not that. It gave me the creeps to hear 

about this, I wish youõd just move on. 

Especially when I try so hard to help you. I 

donõt appreciate your undermining my 

constant efforts to support you. I have 

encouraged you, and your writing, you just 

donõt appreciate my efforts. I doubt you 

remember half the things I have done for 

you. YOU are the one who consistently 

undermines and sabotages yourself. My 

anger stems from your unwillingness or 

begrudgement of having to be responsible for 

yourself WHILE you are writing. It would 

be one thing if I were rich or even 

comfortable, and I let you suffer. But I'm 

not. I often go without, and believe me, I 

donõt think my parents, siblings or my 

children should be helping me out. It was 

my choice to settle for this job, I should be 

out trying to make something better happen 

for myself. I should have gotten more 

education to enable me to do a job that 

would entail higher learning skills. Itõs not 

all about the degree, as you seem to think, 

but about learning something new that I 

couldn't know about otherwise. Iõm too lazy 

at this point in my life. But I do wish that I 

had done that, when I had more energy.  

I know I sound too hateful, or malicious as 

you put it, but you purposely annoy me. If 

you were really joking about the selling of 

drugs to minors, there was only one reason 

for it. To evoke outrage in me. Again, from 

the time you were a child, always seeking 

negative attention. And I guess I always 

gave it. Shame on me, really. I should ignore 

any and all remarks of that nature. I think 

you better check the dictionary for the 

definition of malicious. Iõm definitely not 

that. Got no time to be that. I never 

understood people who are. 

And no one knows better than me that you 



47 

òdonõt want to win.ó Which is a shame, 

because you sure started out as a winner. 

You still are, I think, under a bunch of 

mostly self-inflicted crap. 

Pooh-pooh, I know when you are rich you 

are going to buy your mother a nice old 

house. I will finally have my fireplace with 

built-ins on either side, and a large kitchen. 

The kitchen may have a small fireplace too. 

With several rockers and a nice overstuffed 

chair around it. 

I love you son. 

Mother  

There is no responding to such a letter. 

It goes in the trash. And so I am John 

Pitman, waking naked and two months 

clean from my last warehouse job, the 

year of your lord nineteen hundred and 

ninety six at 10 in the morning, 

Harrisburg, to the sound of cats crying, 

shrieking power saws car horns rattling 

garbage can lids and the sound of white 

trash not getting along with each other 

from the television. Bloated and yellow, 

itchy throat, I drink a glass of milk and 

fill a bowl on the floor with Friskies 

shivering cold taciturn cursed with the 

same old wonder and sensing, as 

always, the expansion of my own 

emotional limits. 

My small apartment has only one room, 

not counting the kitchen and bath. Large 

side windows draped with old blankets, 

windows that rattle with the slightest 

wind, windows that see into the next 

building. The walls are adorned with 

movie posters pilfered from an old 

video store job, and fold-out pin-ups of 

Jackie Moore, porno chanteuse, 1980s 

punk goddess, queen of the 

underground, sex kitten of the hate 

generation.  

Closets are stuffed with my archives, 

folders of scrawl and type, books, 

records, videotapes. You enter my 

kingdom, you take a few hours, look 

around, youõll know as much about me 

as I do. You might know more.  

Fish out clean underwear from the body 

length army issue tube sack that never 

gets unpacked from the Laundromat 

where a child once found my dropped 

quarter in a place only small hands 

could reach, and I smiled at him taking 
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my quarter from small hands, and that 

thought hits me while bending over my 

tube sack shriveled dick goosebumps 

aching for more sleep, the first leg 

through, then the second, feeling bile 

rising in my concave chest, sliding on 

black underwear and a white t-shirt.  

Put on water for tea, wait for it standing 

there, watching the black metal slowly 

turn red metal. I recall last nightõs 

Chinese, when I feel the weight of it in 

my chest, appearing to have never 

reached digestion. In the bathroom a 

finger jabbing my throat I get rid of it, 

choke by choke, chunk by chunk, until 

tears stream down my cheeks, and try 

blowing my nose into the wrinkled 

paper wrapping of a toilet paper roll, 

long since used. Nothing. Canõt breathe, 

so I try again, this time loud enough to 

knock out the other sounds. Explosion, 

OUT, like an orgasm. I feel wetness and 

it seems as if Iõve given facial birth to 

my own brain. A blast of air makes its 

way through my nostrils, wakes me up. 

I can breathe for the first time since 

yesterday. Pure oxygen induces a 

temporary sense of good health. 

Euphoria. 

The white sock is now red, with a 

bulging wad of membrane lining from 

inside my skull. During my two months 

of unemployment, Iõve become a user of 

methamphetamine. This in turn made 

me, by default, a user of pornography. 

The mess out in paper and in bowl, Iõm 

ready for tea. I sip carefully, the milky 

warmth and sweetness is 

overwhelming, feels so good I can 

disappear into it. By the third sip, I 

know Iõm on the mend. 

I am snorting warm water up there to 

clear out the wreckage when I see that 

someone is standing on my balcony, by 

the fire escape. I slink back into the 

other room and peer around the corner, 

just as the hammering begins.  

òWHO IS IT?ó 

Silence. 

Fuck it, Iõm not wanted by anyone, no 

warrants that I know of, and I march 

through the kitchen in my underwear, 

feeling the weight of my gut and the grit 

under my feet, greasy tile needing 

cleaned, I swing the door open.  

The man is in his sixties, bearded and 

fat, eyes like a bored German shepherd.  

òMartin Bradshaw, attorney for Laura 
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Keller. I need you to sign this.ó 

òLauraó, I say, and ask him why he 

came up the back way.  

òI tried the front three times already, 

yesterday and this morning.ó 

Iõd heard the knocks, figured it was a 

bill collector, since my last broken bone 

cost over a grand to fix and I hadnõt 

paid a dime. 

òShouldnõt I have gotten a phone call 

about this?ó 

òYou donõt answer your phone.ó 

òI work.ó 

òGet an answering machine.ó 

òLaura knows where I live, why didnõt 

she-ó 

òThatõs between you and Miss Keller. 

Would you sign the papers, pl ease?ó 

Martin Bradshaw stares straight ahead, 

trying not to look at anything, not me, 

not my filthy kitchen, not my 

undershorts, not the stacks of 

pornography on the table behind me. 

òHold on a second, Iõll get a pen.ó 

òI have a penó he says, extending it with 

black leather gloves but Iõm already 

gone from the doorway. I return with 

my boombox and plug it in. 

Martin Bradshaw stares straight ahead, 

avoiding contact with the poor, with the 

heartbroken, the unwashed and 

unloved, his thick expensive overcoat 

bundled around him to keep his old, 

lazy flesh clean of the other world, away 

from all that garbage, away from the 

winter violence. 

I donõt read the divorce papers, but I 

inform Martin Bradshaw that I donõt 

have any money. 

òI can see that,ó staring into space. 

You motherfucker. 

I sign three times with an ink column 

from a disused Bic, casing gone, where 

heõs marked red xõs with his own 

hundred dollar pen. 

òDid she pay you extra to be a fuckin 

asshole?ó 

òNo, thatõs free of charge.ó 

òThanks,ó I smile, and spit in his face, 

kicking the rotten door shut hitting the 

play switch in one integrated swish of 

movement, flooding the entire backlot 

with the Exploited: òDead Citiesó. The 

room and I shudder together as he kicks 

at the door from outside, saying 

something about me being low life 

fucking shit. 



50 

I see Martin Bradshaw throw something 

to the ground, and then he descends out 

of view. 

Once dressed, I step out on to the 

balcony and look at the empty space 

where the lawyerõs car had been. The 

wood was once painted gray, now it is 

the color of rot. The wood creaks under 

my step, spots of worn through 

carpeting still linger, green clumps like 

mold spores. A tattered, dirt-crusted 

wire screen hangs and the clouds above 

me speak of snowfall. I sit smoking on a 

folding lawn chair, plaid design on 

plastic strips. A cat hops into my lap 

and another one, not mine, dives from 

the other buildingõs balcony and onto 

my balcony. Fink gets big eyes but I 

hold him back, then down the 

splintered, shot-to-shit wooden steps 

goes the stray, rushing into a dark 

corner of my garbage strewn backyard. 

Finkõs retarded brother Simon watches 

from inside the filter-top litterbox. Poor 

Simon. Every time I look at him, I think 

òpoor Simon.ó Simon is a young tabby 

with brain damage, who follows me 

around until I scream and feel bad. 

Simon was found by my brother 

wrapped in a pair of menõs undies on a 

Pennsylvania highway. My brother 

brought the brain damaged tabby to me, 

and I kept him. 

I think of myself as a kitten, as Simon, 

my brain exploding with fear as tractor 

trailers roar by in the scum-nowhere of 

Central Pennsylvania, my nose pressed 

into the shit stains left by some cat-

hating Republican Football King. 

I love Fink most, but I feel so like Simon.  

We are three emotional parasites, 

feeding off one another, living on the 

outermost fringe of reality, fearing 

everything.  

Fearing other parasitesébecause we can 

barely take care of ourselves. There are 

rats in the yard below. Iõm not worried 

about rats, but werewolves are a major 

concern. Fink leaves my lap after a few 

seconds hesitation, and I bend down, 

unfold the ball of paper the lawyer left 

for me. It reads, òDecree In Divorce. 

Laura Keller, plaintiff, vs. John Pitman, 

defendant.ó The name of the judge, 

dates and numbers, I return it to a ball 

and toss it into the yard below saying 

aloud, itõs almost Christmaséand wave 

to the neighbor, next door, hauling out 
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his trash to the dumpster. He shuffles 

along, emitting bursts of visible breath. 

Heõs a young lawyer, his wife drinks too 

much, I hear them argue. Their 

apartment is tastefully furnished, and 

they own sportscars. That I live next to 

them makes it obvious, we do not have 

the same landlord. 

On Forster Street, there is no traffic, 

deserted streets blue and gray, nuclear 

winter solstice, but for the plumes of 

smoke rising from the east, the 

newspaper plant, where my father 

works, so I must assume the world still 

exists below my balcony, away from my 

bare feet and divorce certificate. 

My toe-pits are screaming again, I 

realize. Off comes the right boot, then 

the sock. I stand on one foot and grip 

the wooden door frame of the back 

porch with my left hand, bending down 

to scoop a handful of snow off the 

wooden railing with my right. I hop 

back to the lawn chair, drop into it, and 

bring my right foot up across my left 

knee. The big toe and pinky toes are 

fine, while the three between, the nails 

of these toes having been yanked out 

during panic attacks, nights when I canõt 

sleep, are roaring with infection. I press 

the hard packed handful of snow into 

the holes. The snow turns pink and 

melts away, lowering the volume of the 

wailing nerves by about 40%. I hop back 

inside and empty the dregs of my last 

bottle of peroxide across my festering 

piggies. The angry explosion of white 

foam fascinates and satisfies me: òtake 

that, fuckersó I mutter, bent over with 

my foot on the toilet rim. I keep my 

body strong with infections, partly out 

of the life-affirming delight I take in my 

self-administered medical justice, and 

partly because I believe my blood, my 

spirit, my resolve, to be stronger than 

any disease. So far, I have been able to 

sweat out all attacks, inner and outer, by 

a sheer bolstering my strong Hungarian 

blood, and of my inherent contrarion 

rage. Iõm running this goddamn show, 

and sickness is not only intolerable, but 

to be punished.  

After five minutes trying to remember, I 

punch seven digits, wait for a ring, an 

answer, a voice, Lauraõs voice. I get a 

confused Latino, screaming.  

For the rest of the day, I sat drinking 

beer and watching Forster Street, the 
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plumes of smoke rising from the east, 

myself rising only to empty the ashtray, 

piss, open a fresh beer, piss, flip the 

tape, piss and then buy speed from the 

doorman at Stallions, a gay bar one 

block away sniff speed bought from the 

doorman, off a full color centerfold with 

a hollow ballpoint pen casing 

type all night in my underwear, slugs of 

malt liquor, bolts of light bursting the 

brain cloud, type lines of poetry, using 

words pilfered from both the Old 

Testament and the Random House 

òWord Menuó, sexually verbose 

descriptions with much attention paid 

to hands and eyesémanic, self-

consciously at first, and then the 

thoughts come natural-manic and turn 

into prayers, chants, ending in 

percussive phrases that for me sum 

everything up like grinning little land 

mines:  

HAMMERHEAD SEXBOY JOYSTICK 

CHOPLICKER CRANKBABY  

TEMPORAL FRACTURE FEVER 

DREAMING BUTTERCUP PURIFIED 

LOVE MULCH SWAMP SPASMS 

KNASHING EYEBALLS JUNKIE 

BULLWORKER SIXTY SIX BROKEN 

TEETH.  

I cut the small gatherings of boldface 

type out one by one, and the longer 

passages I tear up, paste all the chunks 

with trembling fingers onto 8 ½ by 11 

Xeroxed photos of Jackie Moore, of low-

quality hardcore, pages ripped from a 

movie star pinup magazine found at the 

Delphi Diner, a few of myself. Energy 

stabs my extremities, and I stretch, lift a 

thirty pound weight, curl up a collage 

sheet and stomp it into cigarette ash and 

cat litter on the kitchen floor, unfold it, 

and flatten it out, decide itõs ready for 

the Xerox machine. The collage sheet 

goes into the oven, which I have never 

used, along with 30 other similar sheets, 

and another ten handwritten or typed 

pages of freestyle belligerence. 

Collectively, these sheets will be known 

as òPurgatoid #5ó. These sheets will be 

Xeroxed and sent to my long-distance 

lovers in lieu of correspondence because 

I have nothing to say these days. 

The sun is up, it goes down. I do 28 new 

collages, and finish one short story. 

For the rest of the morning, I let my eyes 
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glaze over to òBlowjob Bunnies 13ó and 

pass out with my dick in my right hand. 

I wake in the early afternoon to a phone 

call, my landlord. 

òJohnny, donõt make me do it. You stop 

doing what it is that youõre doing and 

let my other tenants sleep.ó 

òI fell asleep with the TV on, Iõll be more 

careful.ó 

òI mean it this time. Youõre pissing me 

off.ó 

The call worries me. I feed the cats, do a 

line. I dig out a box of letters, going back 

five years, when I began answering 

lonelyhearts ads in small press 

magazines. Postmarks and lipstick, dirty 

panties, glitter, Hello Kitty stickers. 

Photos of cats and dogs, photobooth 

photos of teenagers with mohawks, girls 

in spikes and leopard print, girls in 

heavy makeup. Ticket stubs from 

concerts and films, and little metal 

charms, handwritten poems, piles of 

lives, post office memories, Greyhound 

memories. I take the letters out of the 

cardboard box, in handfulls, and spill 

them out across my bed. In the box 

remains fallout: paperclips, cat hair, 

thumbtacks, glitter, bits of paper, pen 

caps, cigarette ash, dust, sand, rubbish. I 

tap the box out in the trash can, which is 

filled with broken glass. I put the letters 

back in the box, without reading any. I 

hit eject on the VCR, afraid to touch the 

thing. 

Throw òBlowjob Bunniesó into the 

broken glass. 

Throw cigarette butts over òBlowjob 

Bunniesó. 

Throw taunts at my reflection, pushing 

it, pushing me to push it further. A red 

stream jets back into my stomach, from 

the black wound in my forearm. I use 

the shard lower, on my legs. I run it up 

and down, until the stuff has congealed 

my toes together. Emerge from my 

shower stall and douse myself in raw 

alcohol, a òfuck youó baptism, shrieking 

cascades over my naked, mutilated 

torso which results in a pink runoff I 

don't bother to soak up before pulling 

on a t-shirt and then my boots. 

I stand with my arms outstretched, my 

legs wide, wounds on fire, toes 

thumpingéand feel the million 

invisible strands, the great web, the 

sticky mass of regret pulling me taut, 
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me waiting to be made a meal, me 

waiting to be tapped and trained. I tense 

my chest and arms, raise my fists up, as 

if doing isometric exercise, which maybe 

it is, and bring my arms around 

forward, straining against the web, until 

my elbows click, my fists against my 

eyes. I do the same with my legs, 

dropping onto both knees, bring my 

knees in my chest, tight as a ball, 

fighting the tension, and hold myself 

tight until I hear a snap, then two, three, 

four, snaps like suspension cables 

giving way, like the Golden Gate Bridge 

going for a swim, why notépop pop 

pop pop pop pop pop pop pop pop pop 

pop pop popéI wait for the snapping of 

strands to slow and then it ceases, I am 

temporarily capable of independent 

maneuvering. In a ball, I summon the 

energy, the acid, the bile, the 

accumulated napalm of years past and 

years to come, summon it against the 

invisible tendrils which held me, which 

are already finding their way back, back 

to spread me open and wide, these 

tendrils which need to be burned, this 

kudzu of wasted moments, the swamp 

erupting out no plan and no 

purposeéwith only 30 seconds free of 

this Satanic bondage, this life bondage, I 

re-direct the fire, shoot it back, burn a 

bloody hole in the moment. Burn down 

the jungle. Collapse the bridge. Blow all 

connections and all obstructions to 

smithereens. 

Stand free, stand clear. 

Free of buildings and sewers, arrogant 

systems. 

Free of TV junk and rat race suicide, 

arrogant redundancies. 

Free of threats and ultimatums, arrogant 

fascism. 

Free of prim, free of proper, arrogant 

spirits. 

Spirits but no souls. 

Just the human grid, only the human 

grid. 

The grid which says that everything is 

fine.  

Graft so much mortality upon the 

arrogant architecture that it sighs in 

defeat. 

Blame the motherfucking grid, blow it 

all to hell and get out of my way. 

The moment is mine. 

My freedom. 
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I rise and release my arms, let the rest of 

the fire pour from my chest and from 

my eyes, and I laugh and laugh and 

laugh. It is as if a condensing of this evil 

electricity, this tension, this ache, were it 

to be forced out and trapped in a stone, 

would leave me virtually weightless. 

Pressed into a 5 ounce pebble, dropped 

within a hundred feet of Three Mile 

Island, the death stacks that never sleep. 

Pressed into a 5 ounce pebble, which 

would contain it not for very long. And 

then: 

Goodbye Harrisburg. 

I find myself on an 1 A.M. crawl to the 

Duke, the opening jangles of òAmerican 

Girló play loud in my head, musical 

momentum filling in for my own, 

crashing the tidal wave of frozen 

sidewalk.  

Onward, soldier!  

As on all other streets, I am no ordinary 

downtrodden downtown sidewalk 

walker. I am the son of Steppenwolf, I 

am a scum cultured-Quixote, cutting a 

swath through time and memory, seeing 

the dream everywhere. Every skirt, 

every pair of soft eyes that can only 

recoil, frightened by my own. The 

dream all around me. My thoughts 

churn my brain into a spent lump of 

clay. 

Am I too handsome? Am I too ugly? Do 

I put off a foul aura? I am not a sloppy 

eater, a mouth breather, a nose picker, 

an ass scratcher, or a sadist. It is possible 

however, that my years have generated 

a sort of organic curse, an alchemic 

black magic may cling to the space 

around me. And once within that space, 

they see me, my world, the energy 

speaks volumes, a damning 

electromagnetic confession. And the 

women I have known I have not known, 

or simply known all too well, and too 

stubborn to accept inevitability. The 

worst woman has never been worse 

than no woman. 

My every forward and kindest gesture 

observed as a prelude to rape, and 

meanwhile, every second isolated unto 

itself, every second filed away until the 

next second clicks, becoming real with 

the next footfall, my steps upon garbage 

and grease, my silent passing, among 

the angels, like the passing of a clockõs 

hand, the hands of my clock. The 
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seconds pile and swell, engorging the 

present second, but never to burst 

except when snorting speed, at which 

point my cumulative existence is 

enriched, all moments pouring into the 

future. I slash through the air, the empty 

space once again full of kudzu. Like a 

small stream, forever broadening, only 

to empty into an oceanic greatness, or 

death, or both. If I am alone, then I am 

alone with God. That my passing would 

be unmarked and unknown to all but 

me is far from acceptable. At the Duke 

of Sandwich, I stop and wait for Albert. 

Being 19, I need Albert, a black bum 

who stands over 7 feet, to buy booze. 

After ten minutes, thereõs no sign of 

him, so I dig my hands deep into my 

leather jacket and move on, counting 

out the last of my money as my teeth 

chatter. 

I have less than $200 left, and $350 rent 

coming up, light bill, cat food, 

cigarettes, only a week to sleep and eat, 

to let my wounds heal, and find work 

again. 

It stings fierce to keep moving, moving 

as I often do without a destination, raw 

meat rubbing rawer against my jeans, 

yet this is the first genuine life Iõve felt 

in several days. I decide then and there 

to drop by the Nesbitt, the menõs only 

castle, just across the street. Itõs no 

longer only a matter of hanging around 

long enough, walking these streets, 

sweating the time and the ups and the 

downs, focusing on the chance. There 

are no chances. There are no pockets of 

magic.  

I need money. 

It is me, I ask? Is it the karmic debt, the 

financial debt, that some smiling 

motherfucker says I owe? Hell of a void 

to fill, I know with a rush of certainty 

after three days slopping around in 

romantic heat flashes, mental muck 

filtered through a dozen records played 

until the best parts numbed me, poems 

re-typed a hundred times until they all 

collapsed together in a wearied, 

deconstructed heap. I owe nothing to 

anyone, only the dream. My landlord is 

a necrophiliac pimp, and doctors are 

ghouls who live in mansions. The phone 

company, the electric company, lawyers 

and cops, the parasites in my intestinal 

tract. No way away, no way out. And 

never, ever, a way in.  
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I walk to the end of town, having 

forgotten where I was headed, I walk 

past the newspaper plant and consider 

dropping by to visit my father, but turn 

back around when, along with reality, 

my hunger catches up with me. 

I shake hands with Albert, who says 

òThis cold ainõt fit to fuckin live in,ó 

hand him a ten and enter the Duke on 

Second and Locust, reaching for a wad 

of small bills in my sticky front pocket. 

The owner is young and suspicious of 

us both, so I inch away from the coolers, 

but not before whispering òSt. Idesó, 

and lean over the counter, as the owner 

takes a step back. No telling what Iõll do. 

I give him an arrogant leer, òHow are 

ya?ó He says nothing, now looking over 

my shoulder. 

A middle aged man, this unnervingly 

spastic, hawknosed psycho with 

mirrored sunglasses, carrying a 

tarnished trumpet and his mouth agape 

like a mongoloid walks in with a feral, 

skullfaced street urchin presumably in 

his thirties, and wearing coveralls. All 

four eyes are fried and bulging. The way 

theyõre looking at each other I assume 

they've just done something I donõt 

want to know about. I do my best to 

ignore them, and wait for my 

resurrection to come in the form of a 

cheeseburger. My endurance isn't far 

from the breaking point. I am so burned 

out I can't even form words. 

Three black punks enter the sandwich 

shop, and the skull drifts off, mumbling 

at a smiling Dominican behind the 

counter, both pretending they know 

what the other is saying. He starts 

reading the menu to himself while 

yanking on his dick and Shades gives 

me a twice over. I scowl back, feeling his 

gaze. Degenerate eyes on blood smeared 

black denim.  

I must look pretty bad, because right out 

of the blue he says in this sleepy whine, 

òHey kid, you need a job or whaaat? We 

need a guy NOW, at the Nesbitt. 

Motherfucker pulled a gawd damn 

Houdini." The regular guy at a hotel not 

far from here has been a no-show. At 

least, thatõs what I am able to gather. 

Before I could answer, the guy turns his 

back to me and lights into that trumpet 

as if overcome with the instructions of a 

higher power even he could not 

describe, knocking into one of the ghetto 



58 

boys behind him. This black hulk pops 

Shades in the nose, knocking off his 

glasses just as the counterman is 

vaulting the counter with a Louisville 

slugger.  

òNo trouble here! You donõt make 

trouble for me!ó 

He raises the bat, high in the air, and I 

look at the baseball bat, my eyes travel 

past it, to the ceiling which is covered 

with dead insects, smashed flat by 

flyswatters. 

Shades gets up grinning, snatching the 

Skull by the shoulder who was still 

trying to read the menu all the way to 

the exit door. My burger comes up, and 

I slip two rumpled ones over the 

counter. Like my jeans, they are 

smeared with red copper but I'm out the 

door before the guy can refuse them. 

Outside, out of view, Albert hands me 

three paper sacks stuffed into plastic 

ones. I set them down, examine the 

contents. Eight bottles. 

Eight bottles I say. I give you one, not 

two. 

Albert laughs, and reaches into his own 

bag, but I tell him fuck it, we shake 

hands, heõs gone. 

I unwrap my burger, and vanish it in 

five seconds, barely chewing. 

I light a cigarette, holding the bags 

upright between my boots, then reach 

down for the handles when Shades 

stumbles out of the tobacco shop a few 

doors down, the Skull in tow. 

I watch them approach, blowing smoke 

and pinching the bags tighter between 

my boots. 

òSo you want the job?ó 

I crane my neck back to the Duke, not 

taking my eyes off Shades and say, òyou 

better not go back there for a while.ó 

òEddieó, he says, extending a filthy 

hand. 

Shake. 

Hand out towards Skull, pointing him 

out, Shades says: òThird Street Peteó 

Pete, heretofore silent: òMotherFUCK! 

Call me that again, do it.ó 

Filthy hand. 

Shake.  

Eddie shoves Pete into a parking meter, 

Pete curses up a blue streak, screams 

solid obscenity at a young business 

woman carrying a briefcase, she runs 

like hell, while the loud sonic crossing 

signals for the downtown blind bounce 
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through the snowdrifts and off 

buildings, WHOOP, WHOOP, WHOOP, 

electronic bursts pass each other 

midway from opposing corners at the 

Walnut and Second intersection, and 

echo against each other, creating a 

crashing cacophony. 

òSonofabitchó, Eddie says as if heõd 

never heard the noise before, òyou ever 

see a blind person crossing the street 

down here?ó 

òNo.ó 

òFuckin assholes.ó 

òThe blind?ó 

òWhat blind?ó 

òOh yeah.ó 

Pete is shuffling in place, and speaks up: 

òEddie, cõmon man, itõs fuckin COLD, 

man, FUCK!ó 

òYeh alright. So you want this fuckin 

job? I seen you around, man.ó 

He winked, I said òwhere is it?ó 

òThe Nesbitt. You live just across the 

street, dontcha?ó 

òHow the fuck you know where I live?ó 

òHey man, what I just tell you? I seen 

you at noon, I seen you at five, I seen 

you over at fuckin Stallions, man! You 

queer?ó 

òFuck off. No.ó 

òHey man, I donõt care whatchoo do. 

But I know you ainõt working. You 

always carryin books, you a college boy 

or sumõm?ó 

òHell no.ó 

òThat right. Huh. Stop by in a few 

hours, weõll get you set up.ó 

I said fine. 

By now, it had gotten dark. 

Nesbitt-bound, I had made it only to the 

Duke, mere blocks away, when the 

Nesbitt forces, the mausoleum whispers 

of the place picked up on and read the 

signals I shot out, the intent spilling 

from my pores, and greeted me there. 

Eddie may as well have sent me an 

invitation by US mail. 

I stared up at it, before entering the 

vestibule of my building. 

The place was huge, and soon to be 

mine. I could feel its pulse. 

The heart, beating a dull beat for the 

men who knew nothing more. 

I thought of my last job, loading trucks, 

until bossman found my diary in the 

toilets and fired me same day. 
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I was so far off course, trudging along in 

war torn boots, through this, here, 

where I would not find her.  

Unclean, unclear, but focused all the 

same. 

Focused on that which was not. Fate can 

be a beautiful thing. 

Downtown low life, it finds me, it offers 

me work. 

Money finds me, my future, too. 

Returning from the Duke and the creepy 

encounter, I pass State Street, the mini-

boulevard, and a car begins following 

me home. I doubled back past the Duke 

to the newsstand and bought four cans 

of Red Bull, holding open my sack of 

malt liqour and the old Korean man 

dropped the cans inside. The driver, not 

only following me, but following the 

pulse of the homosexual kingdom, the 

pulse which, if traced back in a trail of 

cough syrup haze or by the pervert vibe, 

the compass of some sick fuckõs cocaine 

erection, led to either Stallions or the 

front steps of the Nesbitt. 

I shotgun the four Red Bulls, crack a St. 

Ides, and stand on the balcony while the 

liquid speed rushes to my cock and the 

booze to my head. I turn back inside as 

two shadows race out the screen door 

and down the stairs. I select track six, 

òSister Rayó, turn it up, and blow the 

ashes and cat hairs and bits of glass off 

my copy of òBlowjob Bunniesó. It does 

after all, have Sindee Slaterõs best scene, 

my personal favorite. I make a personal 

exception for Sindee, who is thin and 

blonde. I like chunky brunettes. Like 

Jackie. But Sindee has something which 

I canõt quite put my finger on. I return it 

to the box behind my clothes rack in the 

hall closet. 

I estimate that I have an hour so I pull 

my xerox galleys from the oven and 

admire their crinkled gluestick 

funkiness. I place them gently into a 

black imitation leather briefcase, which 

is stocked with magic markers, an ink 

tube, stamps, stapler, envelopes, 

ballpoints, white-out, scissors: the 

Purgatoid porto-publish kit. 

Itõs back out then, to the Kwik Mart on 

Third where, among the rolling hot dog 

wheels and glass donut cases I pay ten 

cents a sheet to xerox my handiwork. 

From my black leather jacket I produce 

a polaroid snapshot of an erection, my 
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own, and drop it face down on the 

smeary glass bed. The flourescent light 

and stale heat put me in a dancing 

mood, and when the countermanõs back 

is turned, I launch into a five second 

boogie. He catches me in the act, and I 

go stiff as a board, my jaw tightening. 

I hit the enlarge button, jacking up the 

size to 200%, then hit the start button, 

and the grainy blowup comes out too 

dark. The brightness feature is a 

godsend. Attempt two works out fine, 

the cock pointing northeast, leaving just 

enough white space for me to ink-roll 

the magõs name. I slap down the 

briefcase on the three inches of counter 

space in front of the slurpee machine 

and find the ink bottle. Shake it, close 

the briefcase, and roll the shiny black-

gumball applicator across the cover 

sheet, letting my hands shake, throwing 

an extra jitter into them for good 

measure: òPURGATOID FIVEó and 

then: òPITMANó. 

I turn the sheet upside down to blot the 

wet ink on the imitation leather, smear it 

slightly, enough for it to be almost 

illegible. The paper sags and curls with 

the soggy inscription. I let it there to dry 

while copying the other pages. Within 

15 minutes, it is done. I take the almost 

dry cover sheet, and the assembled 40 

single sided pages, staple them three 

times along the left side, and toss them 

into a pre-addressed manilla envelope. I 

pay the counterman four dollars and ten 

cents, and run out the door with my 

envelope. I get as far as Second and 

Forster before running back to Kwik 

Mart where I find a pretty middle aged 

woman handing my briefcase and a 

handfull of xerox galleys to the 

counterman.  

When I leave the Kwik Mart a second 

time, snow has started falling. The 

traffic lights of Forster Street burn green 

yellow red for no traffic. From the 

parking lot there, you can see the state 

capitol building, itõs multi-million dollar 

rotundaõs restoration taking place 

underneath sky-high scaffolds, high 

above the blowjob boulevard. 

The Nesbitt lobby is huge and full of 

sounds when I pass through the tiny 

enclosed vestibule which smells of 

urine. To my right there is a large metal 

door, and beside it a wooden podium 

topped with a open bible. Further along 
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the right side is a stone arch entryway, 

through it a long corridor. The walls are 

sandstone, with patterns and 

engravings. The floor is exquisitely laid 

out in stone blocks, an elaborate mosaic 

in the center. Twenty five feet above 

that center is an eight-limbed 

chandelier, all eight bulbs burning. Itõs 

nicer than Iõd heard. There are rumors 

about the Nesbitt. The Nesbitt is said to 

be a hellhole. 

On the left side of the lobby is a large 

mural of flowers and butterflies, an 

immediate eyesore. Three wooden 

chairs line the garden scene, one of them 

occupied by a sleeping man with a 

magazine in his lap. Where the mural 

stops, so does the wall, and there is a 

large curved desk. The ceiling is 

lowered above the desk, and the open 

space between is sealed by thick 

plexiglass. Where the desk stops is a 

wide gate, consisting of 25 or 30 

horizontal iron bars. 

A cash register rings, and it, like the 

snores of the sleeping man, echo 

throughout the lobby. I walk to the right 

corner, through the doorway which 

leads to a long hall that stretches further 

back into the building. Old fashioned 

iron torch holders fitted with electric 

bulbs light the hall. There is a porcelain 

waterfountain like a mounted commode 

just around the corner on the left, and a 

series of doors. Another, smaller, 

chandelier. The other side of the hall 

consists of wooden bars, through which 

multicolored lights shine. The bars stops 

for five feet then begin again. I walk 

through the opening and see a dozen or 

so vending machines lined around the 

edges of this large room. Stationed at 

the middle is a change machine. It is a 

junk food arcade 

At the far end, the hall meets another, 

cutting across diagonally forming a T. I 

turn left and walk towards a steel gate 

similar to the one in the lobby. And this 

gate is also installed beside a sheet of 

plexiglass. The hand-markered sign 

taped to the window reads in large 

letters òonly one towel per resident. All 

towels must be returned on the way 

out.ó Another sign reads 

òABSOLUTELY NO SMOKINGó.  

Opposite the gate and window, is a 

thick door. I turn back and through a 

gated window see a snow covered 
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courtyard, and across the courtyard, 

through another gated window, lights 

from the front lobby. 

The place is a haunted castle, littered 

with urban anachronisms. An ornate 

cellblock, a spectral hub for almost-

hobos. The stone floors are so old, they 

give at best a feeling of foot fungus, or 

at worst a feeling of ghosts, of a burial 

ground, of oneõs presence being an 

outright intrusion. 

From the arcade comes the man called 

Eddie, dressed in jeans and black 

workboots, a green flannel shirt rolled at 

the sleeves, and he is tearing open a 

Snickers bar when he nods at me 

making a throat sound mmmmmmmm 

to get my attention as he bites the 

Snickers in half and swings a hand 

behind my back, trying to speak 

through the sticky peanuts, me trying to 

breathe through smell of same, rushing 

me towards the desk, and hollers 

òRING ITó spitting wet chunks against 

the metal gate. 

An electric shriek breaks my eyes, 

EHHHHHNNNNNNNT! followed by a 

bolt crash and then a slam and then 

weõre inside. Eddie stands and looks at 

the young man sitting behind the desk, 

textbooks everywhere, and Eddie still 

chewing, hands gesturing his next 

swallow, òAhhhm! Arthur, this is Eddie. 

New guy on night shift. Eddie, this is 

Arthur. Youõll be taking over from him 

at 12 when he gets off.ó Eddieõs hand 

remains hooked into the small of my 

back, pushing me forward down a 

narrow back aisle. Once inside, he closes 

the door behind us, locks it. Desk, file 

cabinet, bookshelf. Aside from the nude 

centerfolds, it looks like any other office. 

Atop his deck is a black case, the kind 

which would be used to carry an 

instrument. His trumpet, I assume.  

Eddie licks his fingers and throws the 

Snickers wrapper into a metal wastecan. 

He says sit down, and he is behind his 

desk, looking at papers. 

òOh, Iõm Eddie. Iõm the manager here.ó 

He extends his right hand, and I shake 

it, wiping his saliva on my jeans, low 

where he canõt see. 

òJohn.ó 

òJohn what?ó 

òPitman.ó 

òOkay John, here. He passes me an 

application. òFill that out. For the 
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books.ó 

I fill it out with fake numbers, fake jobs, 

since I have no good references, and 

couldnõt remember the information even 

if I had. I leave much of it blank. While I 

write, Eddie lights a cigarette, and stares 

at me. 

òWhat do you do?ó 

I hand him the application. 

òDo? Well, Iõm unemployed.ó 

òWhatõs with the books?ó 

òBooks?ó I hold my hands up. òWhat 

books?ó 

òYouõre all the time carryin books with 

you.ó 

òOh, well, I read a lot.ó 

òYou a writer, ainõt ya?ó 

òYeah.ó 

òThis is a good job for you then. What 

weõll do tonight is-you can work tonight 

canõt you?ó 

òWell shit, I donõt know éó 

òLook, this is what I said, we got no one 

for tonight. You start tonight and Iõll 

consider it a favor. Weõll start off real 

nice like that, Iõll owe you, Johnny. Or is 

John?ó 

òJohnnyõs fine.ó 

òThereõs nothing to it. I mean, you donõt 

have plans, right? Tell me you donõt 

have plans.ó 

Eddie is leaning forward, his eyes so big 

youõd think there was someone 

stretching them open for him with 

invisible hands. 

òI can do it.ó 

òTHERE we go! See? Weõll do fine. 

Now, what time is it?ó Eddie pulls a cell 

phone from his pants pocket and flips it 

open. òItõs 11. Thatõs one hour we got to 

give you the tour, and buddyboy, it 

wonõt even take that long.ó 

Eddieõs voice is low, garbled. Heõs 

loaded on something, that much is 

absolutely certain. I canõt decide if I like 

him, but he sure as hell doesnõt seem 

like any boss Iõve ever had. That itself is 

reason enough to like him, I decide. 

Eddie pulls open his desk drawer and 

brings up a black comb, which he rakes 

across his scalp, his greasy, mostly gray 

hair, laying it straight back. He 

smoothes it down even flatter with both 

hands, squeezes his eyes shut tight, 

opens them again, wider than before, 

and grins big: òletõs go.ó  

The tour starts in the dormitory: 78 



65 

rooms. Four floors. Four bathrooms, 

each with a shower room. We pass a 

naked man in one of the hallways and 

Eddie snarls at him òwhat the FUCK did 

I tell you?ó And then he looks at me, 

mutters òassholeó. 

Every dormitory has four halls, three of 

them with rooms on both sides, and one 

with rooms only one sideéthe opposite 

side of that hall is lined with windows 

which look out upon the Susquehanna 

River and its bridges, always lit up at 

night.  

We walk and walk and walk and walk, 

through corridors, up and down 

corridors, though stairways, up and 

down stairways. Back to ground floor 

and straight into the open air courtyard. 

A dead potted pine tree, a busted up 

picnic table, a can for cigarette butts.  

òLetõs have a smoke.ó 

We both light up, and I gaze skyward, 

at all the windows. 

òAnyone ever jump?ó 

òNo. This is where you smoke, but you 

stand right by the door, you watch the 

lobby when youõre out here. If you leave 

the gate unlocked, we will get robbed, 

so double check it every time. And you 

got three minutes out here for smoking. 

Thatõs it. Another reason to stand right 

here is that little overhang. Some of 

these guys think itõs funny to piss out 

their windows. Keep covered, youõre 

safe. And if you see that happen, I want 

to know about it. Y ouõll figure out how 

to tell which room is which.ó 

òJesus.ó 

We stomp out our cigarettes and Eddie 

screams RING IT! EHHHNT!  

Click, slam. Back down the hall, past 

Eddieõs office, at the end: 

òHereõs the kitchen.ó 

Table with six chairs. Fridge. Sink. Jars 

of coffee, jars of powdered creamer. Jars 

of other things. Flies buzzing 

everywhere. 

òYou drink all the coffee you want. 

Youõll need it. You donõt do anything 

else, right?ó 

òN-n-no. No!ó 

òBullshit. Last guy worked during the 

day, wasnõt for speed, he wouldnõt last. 

Itõs best you donõt moonlight.ó 

òDaylight, you mean.ó 

Eddie laughs. òThereõs more.ó 

EHHHHNT! Click, slam. Laundry 

room: òlaundry guys arrive at 6 AM, 
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you unlock the doors for them. Youõll 

get the key.ó 

Gym: òclosed during your shift, but you 

get the key anyway. Youõll need all the 

keys. Youõre the only one here between 

12 and 8.ó 

Vending machines: òyouõll get 

complaints about shit with these. You 

write down the amount they say they 

lost, they get it back the next day. 

Thereõs a sign in there, so you get a 

loudmouth, tellõem to read it.ó 

Back to the lobby: 

òARTHUR!ó 

EHHHHNT! Click, slam. 

òYou can take off early.ó 

Arthur packs up and leaves. 

Parking lot: òthe guys have cars buy 

parking tokens. Token machine at the 

entrance on Front Street. You seen it. 

Tokens are in the cash register, and 

theyõre sold in packs of 5, five dollars a 

pack. Thereõs a book you write down 

the token sales in. Thatõs the only 

bookkeeping you got to do.ó 

Rent: òBy the night, $12. $60 by the 

week and $240 by the month. Most guys 

pay a few weeks in advance. That board 

over there on the wall has a hook for 

every resident. Thereõs two keys on the 

empty ones, one for you and one for 

whoever takes it. And thereõs a pocket 

by each hook. When you ring up a rent 

payment, you do two receipts: one for 

the resident, one for the pocket. Every 

receipt is dated, thatõs how we know 

who paid what and for how long. When 

you get more than two hundred cash in 

the drawer, you make a drop of one 

fifty. Goes in the safe.ó 

òThe safeó is a dented file cabinet 

underneath the side of the desk facing 

the vestibule. He gives me the key.  

òThereõs a gun in there, and itõs loaded. 

You use the gun if you need it but you 

wonõt need it so donõt go anywhere near 

it.ó 

He looks at me hard: òrepeat that back.ó 

òDonõt go anywhere near the gun.ó 

òRight.ó Eddie opens the register again, 

lifts up the cash tray. òBig bills go here. 

And this envelope has the plugs. Arthur 

will give you a list each night of the 

ones that are two weeks late. Two weeks 

late means a plug. You just take one of 

these and put it in the guyõs door lock. If 

he comes down all screamin and 

bitchin, you remind him he had three 
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warnings already. They get three 

warnings before we lock them out. If he 

hollers then, you call me. I live on 

Walnut and Third and I can be here in 

ten minutes. You just say that, tell him 

to wait for me, and call the cops if he 

threatens you.ó 

Eddie goes to office, comes back with a 

heavy ring of keys.  

òEach one of these is labeled with a 

number. That blue binder tells you 

which one is which. Donõt worry about 

the front door, that stays open all night. 

Youõll get guys comin it at all hours. 

You NEVER ring in anyone you donõt 

recognize. Every guy is supposed to 

show you their key before they go 

upstairs. This buzzer here rings the 

dorm door but it rings the office gate 

too. If two guys come in, you make sure 

they both go up. One ofõem could be 

standin here at the gate, burst in here 

and kill you and take everything when 

you buzz up the other guy. This is an 

easy job, but you gotta keep your eyes 

open.ó 

òGot it.ó 

òNew residents: they need I.D. Driverõs 

license, passport, whatever. Somethin 

with a photo, if it looks official enough. 

They fill out a form, those forms are 

right here on the desk. When you get 

low, just take one to the xerox machine 

and make more. When someone checks 

out, thereõs a checkout folder. You write 

the number in there and you put a 

yellow flag over that hook on the board. 

The yellow flag means the room needs 

cleaned. Those flags are in this basket 

right here. And that folder you give to 

the cleaners. They come in twice a week, 

early, before your shift ends.ó 

òGot it.ó 

òIf you get a complaint, just tell Wendy, 

she works most mornings. Sheõll pass it 

on. If thereõs any fucking fighting, you 

call the cops.ó 

òSure.ó 

òAlright, itõs almost 12. Iõll show you 

how to run the register and youõll be 

set.ó  

He does, and then I am. 

òGood luck, kid. Youõll do fine. You got 

TV, the radio, and drink all the coffee 

you need.ó 

1 AM. I ring up a weekõs rent. Two 

receipts. One for the board, one for the 

poor bastard. 
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1:44 AM. òIõd like a room.ó Eddie said 

nothing about assigning rooms to new 

residents, so I pick one randomly. I take 

his cash, he takes the key and I ring him 

in. Make coffee. 

2:30 AM. Cheers. Jerry Springer. 

Saturday Night Live. Bits of films. Make 

coffee.  

5 AM. Meetings, greetings, youõre new, 

yeah I am, small talk. Make coffee. 

Clay. Frank. George. David. Freddy. 

Ernie. Bill. Third Street Pete. 

Make coffee. 

Sunrise comes and I sell some parking 

tokens.  

And Eddie was right: I need the coffee. 

8:15 AM. BANG. CLICK. SLAM. I let 

her in because sheõs pretty. 

òLate again.ó Sighs. òSorry.ó 

Sheõs a hard 35 or a good 42, black hair, 

acne scars, cheap perfume. Puffy cheeks, 

about 25 pounds overweight. Sheõs 

wearing a purple sweater covered in cat 

hair, jeans. 

òWendy?ó 

òWhat?ó 

òIõm just sayin, youõre Wendy right?ó 

She throws her purse to the ground and 

heads back to the kitchen, saying 

òyeah.ó 

She doesnõt ask me my name. I pencil in 

my hours on my time card and leave.  

At 8:15 I am home and the phone is 

ringing. 

òJohnny?ó 

òYeah.ó 

òItõs Michelle, do you remember me?ó 

òYeah.ó 

òIõm fucked up. Can you come get me?ó 

òI donõt have a car.ó 

òCanõt you borrow one?ó 

òI donõt know how to drive.ó 

òIõm at a friends! Close!ó 

òI still donõt have a car.ó 

There is silence on the line. I put the 

receiver down and feed the cats because 

the cats are screaming. A spoonful of 

tuna for each, and all the crunchy 

horsemeat they can eat: the Pitman 

kitchen serving policy. 

Three lines of speed on the table, I snort 

one and one half. Grab a cold one from 

the fridge. Back on my mattress, I take a 

slug and pick up the phone and hear 

shouting. 

òHello? Hello? HELLO!ó 

òJohnny! Iõm on Verbeke Street! I need 

you to pick me up.ó 
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òI canõt, I just worked all night, Iõm 

tired.ó 

òCan I come over?ó 

òCome over.ó 

-click- 

I look for my briefcase, shout FUCK and 

then itõs back to the Nesbitt. 

Michelle is already at my door when I 

return. The frail vixen, 17 years old, half 

Mexican, half Italian, and she says òohó 

when I open the front door without a 

key. At the top of the stairs, Fink and 

Simon stand, eyes wide. 

òHave a seat.ó 

òIõm fucked up.ó 

òYou said. Here, drink this.ó I take the 

St. Ides off the latched arm of the TV 

stand beside the bed and hand it to her. 

She chugs three, four, five slugs, and 

waves her tiny hands, ògod, god, godéI 

need to calm down.ó 

òCoke?ó 

Big nod, and I laugh. 

òI got a new job.ó 

Head in hands, she does not speak. 

òAt the Nesbitt. I get to read and watch 

TV all night.ó 

òLucky.ó 

I sit down next to her and try to kiss her. 

She backs off. 

òJohnny, weõre friends.ó 

òGood friends.ó 

A struggle ensues, and I remove my 

shirt, and she rakes with her nails at the 

unhealed incisions upon my chest, 

which open wider and run openly. 

Her tongue sinks deep into my mouth, 

my hands at her tight black jeans, her 

hands on my wrists, her tongue sinking 

deeper. 

She catches me in the mouth hard with a 

fist. 

I get up and douse myself with raw 

alcohol, take a piss. 

When I come back, sheõs asleep.  

I put a Jackie Moore record on the 

stereo, light a cigarette, sit down at the 

typewriter, and bang it out. When I am 

finished, I slip it into the envelope 

containing òPuragtoid Fiveó, stamp it 

heavily, and drop it down the mouth of 

the mailbox on the corner. 
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CULT OF EXHULTATION 

By A D Hitchin 

Photo © Jim Lopez 

Terminal Documents 

memories terminal documents  
an unlocked woman; her skin deep, 
grey-blue - 
as monsoon clouds, crackling almost 
African  
syncopation, a saurian  
marks the waters, its eyes swollen 
Faberge eggs, drifting mutilated  
octopus tendrils, dragging leaden 
genetic images through sediment and  
driftsé 

archivists exhibit indirect continuous 
self-castration  
a portrait of rituals 
aesthetic communication 
messianic prototypes 
and god programs 

mechanical bio-units 
feedback devices  
stiff faces of cohesion - 
logic engines 

pulled from scraps, random influences 
of text, Kali cuts horizons of infernal 
script,  
intertwined with mans invisible war 
sciences, she smokes  reproduced access 
codes and lights decembral muddy 
waters. 

The Cult of Exultation: Initiation 
Video [Initial Notes] 

Camera focuses on mysterious woman 
of light -  
her eyes inducing vertigo, glace lips 

dissolving all sense of distance in the 
empty room, 

translucent, her curious iridescence 
filtered in fresco canopies - a  kimono-
style dressing gown cloaks her meridian 
sunlight, encrusted hydra clusters 
presenting a cathartic, agitated vision, 
half-melted snow guru staining hotel 
linen, Egyptian cotton, glittering 
untouched conviction,  silver chain 
gems snaking her index - a compass of 
gilded ancient pines transfiguring a wet 
forest dusk - these sheathed ferns of 
collective history, crystal shells of 
presents, she straddles  

the thick, mottled, leviathan head of my 
unconscious - these scarlet curtains; 
imaginary handcuffs,  

her subterranean cavern cult of 
exultation dedicated to bearers of light, 

the shepherds all blinded, cataracts  
milky-white. 
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Spanish Fly 

With extra cool fingers she strokes her 

soft twines, initiating cargo cult 
hysterias of devotion; the concentrated 
juice of one thousand sweaty cinnamon 
vaginas of radiance and hope.  Her 
interesting scars are stigmataõs.  For our 
saviours must be wounded and all must 
carry usé 

Nail crux black spike heels scatter snow, 
the skirt around her waist opening 
summer petals - licentious labial lips.  
Jelly-bean fingers slither comparing 
stories; passed relics half-warm and 
damp - her panties é   

my veins gather blood as she eats 
Spanish fly; eyelids fluttering charcoal 
black.
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FRAGMENTS OF HUMANITY I - III 

By Christopher Nosnibor 

Photos © Max Reeves

Media theorists appear to have credited 
the masses with too much intelligence, 
too great a sense of autonomy. People 
will do as theyõre told. People will 
succumb to the power of suggestion. As 
he cast his eye down the queue ð a scene 
more reminiscent of the 1921 depression 
in the US than 21st century Britain ð he 
felt something tug within him. And idea 
that had crossed his mind more than 
once before entered his cognition. 
Something had to change. Culture 
shock? A new kind of assassin... 

Critiques in the early-to-mid twentieth 
century suggested that the media 
destroys the individualõs capacity to act 
autonomously ð sometimes being 
ascribed an influence reminiscent of the 
telescreens of 1984. Later empirical 

studies, however, suggest a more 
complex interaction between the media 
and society, with individuals actively 
interpreting and evaluating the media 
and the information it provides. The 
consequences and ramifications of the 
mass media relate not merely to the way 
newsworthy events are perceived (and 
which are reported at all), but also to a 
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multitude of cultural influences which 
operate through the mass media. Thus 
Lang and Lang claim that òthe mass 
media force attention to certain issues. 
They build up public images of political 
figures. They are constantly presenting 
objects suggesting what individuals in 
the mass should think about, know 
about, have feelings about.óAnd yes, the 
media had shown images ð millions of 
images ð of people queuing outside the 
branches, the country over. Clearly, 
these scenes served to suggest what 
individuals in the mass should think 
about, know about, have feelings about 
and showed them, in no uncertain 
terms, what they must do. This was no 
act of collectivism, of unity, however. 
No, it was mass panic, and a dramatic 
foreshadowing of the suture ð of all out 
war ð dog eat dog, every man for 
himself, hunt or be hunted, eat or be 

eaten, kill or be killed, thereõs no room 
for the weak. Evolution: the survival of 
the fittest. ITõS WAR EVERYWHERE. 
Yes, they felt compelled to line up 
because everyone else was, but they 
didnõt join those queues in sympathy. 
No, they wanted to be in there before 
the next man, so if ð when ð the money 
ran out, they would already be heading 
home, bags stuffed with currency. 
Currency = survival. But what value 
that currency? Currency is merely an 
IOU: the whole system is built upon an 
eternal chain of promises to pay the 
bearer. There is no real money in 

circulation. The entire mechanism of 
supply and provision, the exchange of 
goods and service for payment is purely 
theoretical. Perhaps, then, monetary 
currency served as the greatest 
conspiracy of all time, the tool of 
oppression ever devised. 
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First there was a collapse of 
civilisation... 

The sun sinks on another day. 
Everything sinks: dreams always end... 
they donõt rise up just descend. But I 
remember... do you remember? 

Not everyone gets out of here alive... 
taking a comfortable vantage, surveys 
the scene. Heõs an outtake, not an 
outcast, and this is a self-imposed exile. 
I live like this ôcause I like it, and Iõve done 
too much to pretend.  

Day in, day out, day in, day out... the 
incessant, agonising sound, the 
screaming is everywhere. Thereõs no 
switching it off, no turning it down.  

First there was a collapse of 
civilisation...  

This may simply be another meltdown, 
another media furore, another feeding 
frenzy on a global scale, but as the 
banks collapsed and the waters rose, it 
should have been obvious that this was 
something more ð something much 
more. The culmination of centuries of 
screwing up and existing under the 
misguided perception of invincibility. 
The party had to end at some point... 
and thereõs always a human cost. 
Laughing while Rome burns... but zoom 
in. Closer... closer. Those ants are 
people. Theyõre real, they have
emotions, connections. The screams 
arenõt as silent when you get that much 
closer. Come closer... come closer...  

Youõre in the frame. 

Another train-wreck... no minor-fender-
bender, itõs a head-on collision, an 
instantaneous write-off shot in slow-mo, 
inching toward the inevitable crunch 
with an inexorable and agonising 
unstoppability. Itõs a mess, itõs carnage 
out there. Heartbreakõs no mere 
metaphor, thereõs pumping blood 
spurting out from every orifice, the 
pavement slick with blackened red gore 
and a stream of spraying, splaying 
entrails. Nerves like nylon, nerves like 
steelé This isnõt TV. The wreckage of 
real lives litters the street.  

The macrosocialõs screwed, itõs a rapid 
and inexorable decline and everyone 
gets a taste of the rust, the brake fluid 
spraying in all directions like oil when 
the drill hits the well ð black gold! But 
no-oneõs getting rich now and no-oneõs 
celebrating here, thereõs a bitterness on 
the back of every tongue and dark 
clouds are gathering as one micro-
apocalypse after another begins to 
unravel. And one by one they begin to 
crumble, their social facades falling to 
dust, more ruins amongst the ruins. The 
pressure of simply existing is all too 
much: they ð we ð arenõt made to 
withstand the pace, the pace weõve 
created. This is the breaking point. 
Moving too fast now. The vibrations 
increasing, the bodies begin to hum 
from the inside, a psychic and physical 
spasm. It maybe comparatively quick, 
but itõs far from painless. It isnõt a 
matter of blame: everything and 
everyone is falling apart, a rush of 
emotion and itõs impossible to contain, 
an explosion that rips the flesh, 
separating bone and cartilage 
instantaneously. Shattered, 



76 

dismembered hollowed-out shells line 
the streets, are lying in the ruined 
buildings, their lives strewn in pieces 
about them like so many pieces of 
shrapnel, like so many discarded pieces 
of litter on the breeze, like so much 

other waste and the detritus of 
existence. 

First there was a collapse of 
civilisation... 

The party is over. 
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THE BROKEN NOVEL 
(Excerpt)

Text and Image By Ian Miller  

1:30 Tuesday 002- 

It was raining again. Five oõclock in the 
morning and raining again.
Storm driven, rat black rodent water, 
rushing in  off the sea with a wild 
colliding hiss, tearing at old mortar and 
slates, looking for a way in to Winkieõs 
room. It was five oõclock in the morning 
and getting personal. 

Everything bad that had ever happened 
to Winkie had happened at five oõclock 
in the morning, and that was a fact. This 
rodent rain was the prelude to 
something bad, absolutely no question 
of it. He could already hear it fidgeting 
at the cracked glass in the sash window. 

Sleep was his only aegis but now he was 
awake and waiting. It was pers onal. The 
distressed image of Squallthought 
running up his garden path, trailing 
coloured wires and hugging what 
looked like a car battery the previous 
evening suddenly sprung to mind. Yes 
it was personal now, in more ways than 
one but for now he had to ju st keep still 
and hope for the best. 

It had been raining and gusting for five 
days and the flooding was extensive. 
The Pig Iron Bridge was closed and he 
could not reach the stake out at Mr 
Brownõs house. Heõd phoned Mr James 

to apologise and they had agreed that  

the Dwarve would have to rough it on 
his own until the bridge was reopened.  

Winkie wondered whether the dog suit 
the dwarf was wearing was waterproof. 

He pulled at a lump of congealed amber 
sap which had stuck to one of his wing 
feathers whilst perched in the cedar tree 
overlooking Mr Brownõs front lawn. The 
Dwarf had said Mr Brown was real 
dangerous and Winkie had laughed sick 
to choking at the absurdity of the 
Dwarfõs statement. When it came to 
dangerous the Dwarf was A1 rat arsed 
crazy and but for the patronage and 
protection of Mr James, the powers that 
be, would have locked him up years 
ago. That said, The Dwarf had always 
been a good friend to Winkie and that 
counted for a lot in his book. 

The rain was getting in. It spread in a 
dark swollen stain across the ceiling 
then crept down the wall behind his 
bed.  

Winkie groaned and looked at the clock. 
It was five fifteen.  

òHoly Shit!ó 

Ever so slowly, his eyes fixed warily on 
the moving stain, he reached behind 
him with his right hand to the nearby 
coffee table, and deftly sorted through 



78 

the heaped and festering tinfoil of a long 
abandoned take-away. Gobbets of 
congealed food and cardboard slipped 
from the table as his soiled hand re-
emerged gripping a large grease stained 
economy sized orange aerosol of 
Blightright oven cleaner 

It was a rogue brand long ago banned 
from sale but Winkie was lucky. He had 
six cases of the fearsome stuff under his 
bed. 

When you aimed and pressed the 
nozzle a thin jet of piss yellow liquid 
shot out in a twelve foot arch, searing 
most everything it touched upon. With 
practise Winkie had learnt to control the 
emissions from the cans and could 
range his squirts from six to fifteen feet. 
He estimated he was about eight feet 
from the wall. 

Winkie waited. The head of the iron 
bedstead started to flicker with a pale 
ghostly light. He remembered 
something the Dwarf had told him 
about a thing called St Elmoõs Fire and 
the picture heõd shown him in a book of 
an old sailing ships storm tossed, with 
its masts all a flicker and glowing with 
white fire but this was a second floor 
bed sit . 

The stain rippled and vibrated violently, 
the light crackled, hissed, then 
ballooned out into the room pushing the 
bedstead before it. Winkie jumped back 
instinctively, over the back of the old 
padded chair near the window but not 
before pressing the nozzle of the can 
hard down and bathing the bulge in 
caustic fluid. Nothing happened. The 

bulge kept expanding, pushing the bed 
before it. The bed collided with the 
heavy old chair and pushed it back 
towards the wall trapping the crouching 
Winkie behind it. Push as he might, the 
pressure was irresistible. No question 
about it, the game was up, he was one 
flat seriously fucked up dead crow but 
then it happened. The bulge burst with 
a ferile screech, gagging stench and 
clamour of what Winkie could only 
describe later as the myriad beat of 
hooves. 
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WEIGHT 

By Rich Follett

i.  

   
most of all  
i remember being held down;  
   
riding my bike  
and then  
   
on top of me  
(never above me ð not for a moment)  
suffocating, excruciating weight ð  
   
ghoulish, contorted masks  
many in succession;  
(many more, once the word got outé)  
   
i knew them, i am sure  
knew each of them  
sometimes i knew their names  
sometimes their faces  
but i did not know  
not then  
not now  
(never knew ð not for a moment)  
their reasons  
for feeding on pain  
pain for themselves  
pain for others  
   
as a wide-eyed nine-year old  
in the canned goods aisle of the local 
IGA  
   
a musky presence fumbled from behind  
as i was carried  
through flapping, filmy, filthy thermal 
fringe  

to a back alley  
minutes-like-hours later,  
a grimy quarter was pressed into my 
hand  
with a slumbering admonition ð  
be a good boy and donõt tell.  
   
i did not tell;  
could not have told ð  
   
i only told my mother i had found a 
quarter  
   
ôa real quarter?õ  
   
ôiõm not sure, mother...  
   
it has no face.õ  
   

ii.  

   
many missing faces and  
two decades later  
   
i learned to disappear  
   
although i could no longer feel the 
weight,  
   
in quiet moments  
   
i pondered whether or not  
Bernouliõs principle 
applied to the human form  
   
dreaming all the while  
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of tall buildings  
and release  
i did not understand  
(never understood ð not for a moment)  
how i could invite the faceless ones  
when others like them had caused so 
much pain  
   
how i could keep inviting them  
again and again  
   
here  
now  
so long after  
the weight had gone  
   
as a child  
i could not resist;  
   
no longer a child,  
i could not desist ð   
   
disappearing had become so easy  
   
i did not see  
(never saw ð not for a moment)  
that i had a choiceé  
   
they followed me,  
the faceless ones, and  
   
i followed them ð  
i disappeared nightly;  
   
they never did    
   

iii.  

   
once  
   
in the twilight  
between decades  

(just once)  
i took a deep breath  
and, hovering in the limbo between  
helplessness and invisibility,  
   
watched myself say  
   
no  
   
watched as  
   
the monosyllabic archangel of my 
nascent redemption  
escaped my blown lips  
only to be snuffed out  
by the weight of a grimy hand  
   
try as i might  
   
i could no longer disappear  
   
i stayed, then  
raping myself anew in my silence  
   
i did not cry  
(never cried ð not for a moment)  
   
Bernouli was a charlatan  
   

iv.  

   
one stifled summer sunday  
i flipped that faceless quarter;  
that badge of crippling cowardice,  
now a talisman of misbegotten 
Providence ð  
   
flipped once  
(tails!)  
and began a crime spree  
   
shoplifting only what i did not need;  
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sneaking it all back later  
distracting turgid, thick-waisted 
security guards  
with anonymous. androgynous 
whispered solicitations  
   
in my fantasies  
they ran me down  
   
they punished me  
   
i did not consider  
(never considered ð not for a moment)  
the possibility of a life without fear  
   
this ended  
as unexpectedly as it had begun  
   
on the winged, leaden morning  
when first i considered the possibility  
of an identity  
without fear  
   

v.  

   
now  
middle-aged  
stout  
happily married  
   
i am  
a teacher ð  
respected, revered  
   
living abundant dreams (nightmaresõ 
progeny)  
having long since forgiven my silent 
former self ð  
   
as it turns out  
   
i did not believe  

not then  
not now  
(never believed ð not for a moment)  
that the faceless ones  
were inside me to stay  
   
now that they no longer appear  
   
now that i no longer disappear  
   
now that i  
   
my own archangel  
   
have ascendedé  
   
i,  
   
reborn,  
   
ponder Bernouli  
   
and struggle  
   
with  
   
weight 


