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EDITORIAL 
 
Staring at the sun. 

 

How often we find ourselves doing 

things ð quite deliberately and with 

full knowledge ð that defy what we 

have been taught to believe is 

ôcommon senseõ, things that are really 

not in our ôbest interestsõ.   

 

Our parents bring us into the world 

from love or  indifference ð or often a 

mixture of the two.  We then spend 

the next decade and a half being 

instructed by them, our teachers, the 

guardians of society, in how to look 

after and educate ourselves, being 

careful not to bring shame on 

ourselves, our famili es, or society. 

 

Get adequate sleep and nutrition, get a 

proper education, or at least a decent 

job that will pay for a home and put 

meals on the table. Be careful crossing 

the road. Donõt talk to strangers. Donõt 

have sex with just anyone, but if you 

do, make sure you use protection. 

Take regular exercise. Donõt drink too 

much. Donõt take drugs.  

 

Donõt stare directly at the sun. 

 

Yet time and again we find ourselves 

perched at the edge of the abyss, 

gazing down, stomach cramped with 

nausea yet half-longin g, waiting for 

the abyss to look back into us. Looking 

and looking for something...  

 

What is it that modern life has taken 

from us thatõs so precious we would 

rather throw ourselves in the face of 

danger, and even destruction rather 

than accept the prolonged death-by-

installments that seems to be our lot? 

Do we ever find what it is we are 

looking for, and do we even know 

what that is? Does it matter? Is the 

search itself, sufficient?  

 

All we know is there is a fire in us that 

burns brightly or dimly yet al ways 

burns, and in the end leaves only 

ashes.  

 

Letõs start being honest and open 

about it, stop looking for excuses. Letõs 

see an end to the attempt to cover over 

our true natures, to pass our vices off 

as virtues. Life is hard enough, 

without having to k eep up the 

pretence of being ôcivilisedõ as well.  

 

In fact, the worst excesses of human 

history seem to be at least partially the 

result of denying our true natures, 

which are quite honestly more 

complex than we feel comfortable 

with. When we try too hard  to be 

civilised, when we deny our 

destructive sides, we ôoverwind the 

watchspringõ ð eventually something 

has to snap, and all too often does.  

 

Instead, letõs explore openly and 

honestly, and share it with others who 

are in no position to pass judgement 

themselves. In fact, it may even ease 

some of the pain of those wounds we 

voluntarily inflict on ourselves from 

time to time.  

 

There is no need to feel lonely on top 

of everything else. 
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BRENDAN MULLEN  (1949-2009) 
 

By Johnny Stingray  
 

Photo © Carol Torres  
 

First time I laid eyes on Brendan 
Mullen was August of 1977. Kidd 
Spike, DOA Dan, and I were 
loading our equipment into a 
building on Cherokee Ave in 
Hollywood, just off Hollywood 
Blvd, looking for the practice space 
Kidd Spike had found in The 
Recycler. We were a fledgling 
band, and practicing in our living 
room had inflamed our alrea dy 
tenuous relationship with our 
Santa Monica neighbors.  
 
Our neighbors insisted we find 
ôotherõ arrangements for playing 
loud music , and having no clue 
where to turn, w e literally 
stumbled on Brendanõs crude but 
spacious basement.   
 

The building, aptly called the 
Hollywood Center Building, has a 
door on the Cherokee side ð across 
from Boardnerõs Bar ð that enters 
into a narrow vestibule with an 
elevator. As we climbed into the 
elevator, a skinny and somewhat 
disheveled young guy quickly 
walked up and sli d into the 
elevator next to us. We had no idea 
who he was. 
 
He muttered, almost inaudibly,  
óWhatõs going on? Where are you 
headed...?ó Something like that...in 
an undefinable accent... 
 
One of us replied that we were 
going to band practice. 
 
òOh, really? Who said you could 
come down here?ó 
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We thought for a moment we had 
the wrong place. 
 
òWe are supposed to meet some 
guy named Brendan.ó 
 
He gave a quick grin, òOh...thatõs 
me.ó 
 
He was very gracious from that 
point on, showing us the room we 
could use, talking about his plans 
for the space, and apologizing for 
the crude appearance. We didnõt 
care. I paid him in advance for 6 
hours at $3.00 an hour or so, as I 
recall. He disappeared until the 
wee hours of the morning when we 
were loading out , and I asked him 
if we could book the same hours 
for the next weekend. 
 
We didnõt know until weeks later 
that he was actually living there.  
The Masque hadnõt been dreamed 
up yet. This was a dark, low rent 
practice space inhabited by the 
likes of The Berlin Brats and their 
noir junkie crew, Martha Davis 
(The Motels), various members of 
an early version of the Skulls ð and 
Brendan. 
 
It was mostly deserted during the 
hours we were there, the darkness 
echoing with the sound of drums 
and bass from the other rooms. The 
occasional laughter from someone 
in the main room (where th e stage 
would soon be built)... the 
bathrooms still worked and the 
famous spray paint graffiti  was just 
beginning to appear. 
 
Brendan was always there in those 
days.  He once took offense that I 

described him as ôpermanently 
disheveledõ, but I remember him 
wearing the same pair of green 
polished cotton pants with a 
broken zipper for days on end. 
None of us had any money in those 
days and the ever frugal Scotsman 
spent his money on 2x4õs and 
drywall rather than clothing.  
 
Brendan will certainly be described 
in the coming decades as the 
ôFather of L.A. Punkõ, whatever the 
hell that means, and while he 
might not have been our Dad as 
much as an indulgent uncle, he 
certainly provided the Petri dish 
that most punk rock bands of that 
era in Los Angeles were cultured 
from.  
 
With out Brendan and his 
dedication to  keeping the place 
alive, there would have been no 
melting pot, no crucible, no non -
commercial for -the-fucking -fun -of-
it gigs...  It would have been 
Whiskey/ Starwood / Troubadour 
ad inifinitum. Most of would have 
given up and gone back to our day 
jobs, eking out a dreary existence, 
and leaving our rock and roll 
dreams behind us. 
Bands that thrived in the fetid 
atmosphere of the Masque, the 
quirky geniuses, oddballs, and art 
damaged misfits would not have 
had a home where they could 
explore the mysteries of their 
psyche in the non-judgmental 
forums of Masque shows. Brendan 
didnõt supervise, didnõt ever say 
turn it down, never had a negative 
comment for any band that wanted 
a place to practice. It was as open 
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and free. It was our clubhouse for a 
few brief mon ths. 
 
It was hard to piss him off, but I 
saw it a few times. He banned Rik 
Agnewõs Naughty Women because 
they tore up his stage, spraying 
shaving cream and torn up Playboy 
mags all over the place, and I still 
think they were fantastic and 
stupid. He banned my friend and 
mentor, Al Hansen because Al said 
ôThe Masqueõ sounded like a 
cocktail bar for aging drag queens. 
  
We got him drunk once, and only 
once. We didnõt know he had a 
fondness for Scotch whiskey. I 
brought a pint of Cutty to practice 
one night and normally he didn õt 
hang with us while we practiced, 
but that night ...he drank most of it. 
Drunk as a lord, he turned into a 
an elderly bluesman, blowing harp 
in the echo chamber of the empty 
Masque and singing like he was 
raised in the Mississippi delta . I 
would never have expected such a 
turn from this quiet, hesitant 
Scotsman. 
 
We tried to draft him as 
Controllersõ drummer at one point. 
He declined, either didn õt think we 
were much of a band, or we just 
didnõt pique his interest. 
 
In 1986, when I had a one-off band 
with a few friends, he was booking 
Club Lingerie . One phone call and 
he not only booked my band, but 
gave us a headline gig, sight 
unseen. That is the definition of 
friend.  
 

Over the years, he has slagged us 
in print, praised us for being a part 
of the culture and the scene, but he 
never excluded us from impor tant 
events, like his Class of ô77 book 
release gigs. In fact, the 2001 Class 
of ô77 gig brought the Controllers 
back from the dead. 
He almost left us out of We Got the 
Neutron Bomb, but honestly, he 
may not have known how to get in 
touch with me.  
 
He made up for any slights with 
the next book, Live at the Masque. 
Gave us the rock star treatment in 
both the book and the gig and we 
could not have been happier. 
 
The last time I talked to Brendan, 
sadly, was just after the ôLive at the 
Masqueõ gig. He called me at home 
and for the first time since the old 
days, we just chit-chatted. Talked 
about bands that played the gig, 
how p eople had aged... gossiped... 
like only old friends that have 
know n each other for decades can 
do. 
 
Goddamn it, I õm going to miss him.  
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ELEVENSES 
 
Michael, 
 
Your concerns about narcissism  in 
your writing about Michael K a re 
familiar to me. After all, Iõve been 
writing about Michael K a lot 
longer than you and have, as you 
can imagine, been through a lot of 
the twists and turn of perspective, 
looking at that character from the 
outside, as a fiction I invent , as a 
person who, assuming the identity 
of Michael K, finds himself 
reflected in a mirror that may no 
longer be just a mirror, but the 
reflection of a mirror in whose 
refraction  another unexpected 
Michael K emerges.  
 
Even the above paragraph has its 
problems for a reader used to 
getting clarity from the sequencing 
of words ; some if not all of the 
writing about Michael K is wide 
open for interpretation even before 

the text has been typed.  
 
Did I talk about the Michael K that 
is here, with me, now?  
 
Or am I talking about the Michael 
K that is with you?  
 
Or am I talking about an 
independent entity now, a 
Frankensteinõs Monster of the text? 
 
But I diverge now to tell you of 
what has been happening between 
my self  and Michael K: 
 
One of us is typing the above text, 
breaking off to try to recall the  
 

three stories he wanted to begin 

typing this morning upon waking.  
  
The Other is discovering Calvinoõs 
Invisible Cities , admiring the spare 
prose at the beginning of that book 
and how the story begins and ends 
within a page.  
 
When K looks back at the screen 
and this text, the words are no 
longer plain black text on white; 
strings of three or four words are 
red, but that red is, the next 
moment, shifting around colouring 
differ ent strings of words, taking 
up ôthe twists and turns  of the 
perspectiveõ one moment, but then 
highlighting, in turn, ôfinds in 
himself the personaõ, ôanother 
unexpected K emergesõ and 'the 
text has been typedõ.  
 
He is surprised by this effect which 
he assumes to be some retinal effect 
caused by the removal, suddenly, 
of his study from one medium to 
another, from the printed page to 
the illuminated text. 
 
He reads on: 
 
 
Michael K:  
 
Doctor, Doctor. Iõve been 
experiencing physical, mental, and 
emotional changes that, indeed, are 
occurring even as we speak; 
òvoicesó speaking inside our head, 
a switch in consciousness without 
being aware, or without 
consciously choosing to do so. I 
move from singularity to 
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multiplicity, and my ôIõ becomes a 
ôWeõ, I go from shame and blame to 
SAME .   
 
Every time I point my finger, I 
realize that three fingers are 
pointing back at me.   
 
 
Doctor K:  
 
Often, the universe bestows 
esoteric gifts upon those who are 
not emotionally or intellectually 
prepared to deal with  them. Such a 
situation creates fear and confusion 
in the lives of those who see the 
results.  And it is for this reason 
that we are approaching you now.  
 
To assist us in sorting out this 
assortment of alternative selves, we 
offer the following Levels of 
Fragmentation to organise your 
thinking:  
 
The Body, and its individuated 
personality, is a representation of 
yourself, First Person.  
 
First Person perceptions are the 
activity of the Conscious Mind.  
 
Everything and everyone that has a 
direct interaction with that body, 
whether it is human, animal, 
vegetable, or mineral, is referred to 
as yourself, Second Person.   
 
Second Person representations are 
the activity of the subconscious. 
This is also the level of the Intimate 
Interface.   
 
Everything and everyo ne which 
can be seen by you, but which has 

direct interaction with your 
individuated ego -self, is referred to 
as yourself, Third Person .   
 
Third Person manifestations of self 
are representative of the 
unconscious mind. 
 
And it is ALL ME, ALL THEE, and 
ALL  WE. 
 
 
Michael K:  
 
But the mandate that humanity has 
given to science, over the past 100 
years, has been to keep me 
ònormaló ð to support my 
functioning in ways that feel 
familiar, and to help me live longer 
and prosper and one of the 
primary functions of  science is the 
exploration and categorization of 
that which can be seen and 
observed. At any point, I can feel 
rage and confusion, even as a voice 
within me declares:   
 
òI am watching myself go through 
this. I am staying aware, even as 
parts of me are trying to forget. ó  
 
The conflicts within me (or him) 
are manifold. I feel a sense of 
restlessness, a nagging feeling of 
òpurposeó that is, as yet, 
undiscovered. There is no sense of 
congruity, at times --no feeling of 
alignment, or credibility. Instead, I 
am gripped by an innate sense of 
foreboding ð a premonition of 
something that may never be!   
 
 
 
Doctor K:  
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And it is no mere accident that this 
awareness should come upon you.   
For, even as there will always be a 
place for triteness and for trivia in 
the world, there also needs to be a 
place where the òbase metalsó of 
life are blended and transformed 
into gold --where the narrow and  
inane concerns of finite existence 
can be expanded, and mixed with 
other elements, and formed into 
The Philosopherõs Stone. 
 
The Philosopherõs Stone is the 
highest aspiration of Personal 
Alchemy.  It is a Universal 
Catalyst, which has the power to 
mix and  blend any particular 
essence with any other.  It changes 
things, but it also reveals them as 
well.  When it manifests within 
human consciousness, it grants a 
person the ability to see perfection 
in anything and everything  ð to see 
life from a transcendent point of 
view.  
 
The 3D Construct tends to arrange 
things in a hierarchical way.  It 
categorizes and separates.  You are 
moving now to a place where ideas 
(and selves) no longer seek 
preeminence over one another.  
Instead of a long banqueting table, 
where a King or Queen sits at the 
òheadó, your Inner Planes Alliance 
will seat themselves at a Round 
Table, where each voice blends to 
create the beating of a unified 
òheartó. 
  
In Oneness, we no longer speak 
about a òHigher Selfó.  Instead, we 
tend to use terms like òExpanded 
Selfó, which implies a unity that 
goes out in every direction.  

Moving from the Expanded Self 
means that your thinki ng 
originates from outside the òboxó.  
It is crystalline and rooted in 
eternity!  Such is the heritage of all 
who call them selves the Children 
of Oneness.  But first, you must 
bring to completion your grand 
experiment of living as a Child of 
Limitation.   
 
òThe definition of insanity is 
continuing to go back to the same 
people and places, doing the same 
things ð so that we can continue to not 
get what we have always not gotten.ó 
 
 
Michael K:  
 
How will what Iõm doing benefit 
me, or others? 
 
 
Doctor K:  
 
In time, you will learn that, within 
the Multiverse , everything is 
perfect and everything is complete. 
Itõs only in fragmented u niverses 
where the appearance of 
imperfection is explored.  While 
journeying through your day, you 
will cease from asking yourself 
òHow will what Iõm doing benefit me, 
or others?ó 
 
If it feels right, you will simply do 
it.  If it feels wrong, you will notice 
yourself doing it, and continue to 
expand your consciousness until 
you see the larger wisdom behind 
what you are choosing in that 
moment.  The insights are there, if 
take time to look for them.  
These are such powerful and 
compelling times, my friend!  
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Shock after shock, rattling the 
system.  Each time a ômissileõ 
comes at you, your internal 
structure shatters and rearranges 
itself.  Solar flares, economic 
troubles, relationship changes, 
physical illnesses, career revisions 
and setbacks, social disarray, 
cosmic insights. 
 
Itõs all coming in now.  The 
òrocketõs red glare has bombs bursting 
in air,ó as the anthem goes. 
 
 
Michael K:  
 
If this is so ð then the basic 
question that appears is òWho is in 
charge of all this?ó Who rules the 
roost? 
 
 
Doctor K:  
 
There are, indeed, many levels of 
power.  There are òLords many 
and Gods manyó.  Each level is 
true, valid, and sovereign within its  
context. But, when we approach 
the top (which doesnõt really exist, 
because it constantly keeps 
expanding), there is quite simply 
oneness. 
 
 
Michael K:  
 
What, then, is at the centre of this 
experience I am rapidly 
approaching? 
 
 
Doctor K:  
 
His/Her name is oneness. The 
highest power in the Multiverse, 

the one with the most control, 
clout, and sheer force belongs to 
the individual viewpoint which has 
expanded his/her definition of self 
to include everything and 
everyone. 
 
 
Michael K:  
 
What does it mean to be reunited 
with The All That Is ? 
 
 
Doctor K:  
 
Be clear about what is being said 
here. The God Position on any 
Gameboard is not that 
consciousness that looks at 
everything and says ôMine õ.  
Rather, it is that gaze of awareness 
that looks at everything and says 
ôMeõ. 
 
 
Michael K:  
 
I am co-creating this universe with 
God? 
 
 
Doctor K:  
 
Though you are tangibly 
represented here in human form, 
your total ôbodyõ is more vast than 
you have ever imagined.  And you 
have designed yourself to grow 
into full  consciousness. 
 
 
Michael K:  
 
But how can a person become one 

with s omething or someone?  The 
word òwith ó implies the presence 
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of two  or more beings. The whole 
concept is incongruent!  
 
 
Doctor K:  
 
Your goal structure and 
terminology are split between 
universal and Multiversal concepts.  
In the Multiverse, it is possible for 
you to be two (or more) places at 
once.  
 
You can be merged with someone 
in one universe, and estranged 
from them in another universe. 
And, you can even ponder the 
difference between those 
relationships within the same 
consciousness, sitting in either 
universe.    
 
But each place experiences itself as 
though it was the only context of 
reality wherein those things are 
happening. The presence of The 

Veil ensures this, so as to preserve 
the integrity of the data that is 
being recorded there. And, even 
now, most of you f ind yourself 
emotionally resting in the 
assumption (the illusion, really) 
that your current viewpoint of 
reality is built upon objective truth, 
while all other ways of looking at 
things are merely shadows of 
speculation.           
 
In days to come, speaking again in 
a linear sense, changes will occur in 
your consciousness that will 
augment and expand each of your 
ôsingleõ viewpoints to include 
many other focus options as well.  
 
 

Michael K:  
 
How then, do I integrate Divinity ? 
 
 
Doctor K:  
 
Itõs a tremendous challenge, to be 
sure.  And, in the beginning, you 
will forget far more than you will 
remember. As you walk about your 
daily world, you simply begin to 
initiate . You ask for what you 
want, and you allow yourself to 
believe that what you want  is also 
what God wants.    
 
Your reconnected viewpoint of the 
world is now beginning to include 
at least a mental recognition that 
everything and everyone is you .  
 
 
Michael K:  
 
Why does all of this cause me such 
anxiety? 
 
The activation of this new 
ôsoftwareõ is what is causing your 
heightened sense of physical 
anxiety and restlessness at this 
time. Your personal ôpatternsõ are 
playing out, right in front of you, 
with undeniable clarity. And, even 
if your conscious mind is refusing 
to allow those realisations in, there 
is still a comprehension (on some 
level) of what is being shown  to 
you.   
 
You can run, but you will not be 
able to hide from this.
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COLUMN:  THE LAST DREGS OF POVERTY  
 

A MAUDLIN BALLAD  
 

By Jim Lopez 
 

Anxiety is freedomõs possibility, and only such anxiety is through faith absolutely educative, 
because it consumes all finite ends and discovers all their deceptiveness. 

Søren Kierkegaard, The Concept of Anxiety

Portrait Of A Mechanical Man  
Chico, CA  
    
The Mechanical Manõs Pathological 
State: 
 
The first intimate thought the 
Mechanical Man had did not 
originate within him,  
Rather òitó came from an 
organized method of 
understanding his body,  
Which was constructed for him by 
Some Other. 
This method had order that was 
pragmatic, functional, profit able  
And ideologically deducible to the 
greatest form of Reason.   
 
Any deviance from this method 
was considered disordered, 
unprofitable nonsense 
That merited nothing but failure.   
 
However, the Mechanical Man 
could not help  
But take one reasonable thought 
from the category of the Biological 
Body  
And place òitó in the category of an 
empty space in his brain,  
Where a memory was created.  
This memory was unattached to 
form yet òitó inhabited space.   
This self-imposed act was 
understood as madness by the 
Some Other,  

Yet madness may be the simplest 
way to define the social constructs  
Of human engineering  
Organically stationed in known 
and unknown phenomena,  
Yet feels the need to engineer itself 
into a perfect synthesis.   
 
So the Mechanical Man resorted  
To the chronic blurts of words and 
phrases,  
Mashing them together in his mind  
Forming another category of 
thought  
That is not designed by the Some 
Other.   
 
Thus the Mechanical Manõs first 
intimate thought  
Took up space in his mind.  
And òitó spawned the following: 
òItó is a pathological vitamin or a 
pathological quaalude.   
òItó depends on how one swallows 
a heart that protects one from a 
beating  
Vs. swallowing a heart that 
administers a beating.   
 
Instinctual thought be came a 
synthesized chaotic metaphor, 
Attempting to create an original 
design 
Resulting in fractal patterns that 
embraced the Mechanical Man in 
tryptamine stasis,  
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Where the Mechanical Man neither 
gardens nor hinders, 
Yet he serves all others but himself. 
 
For it was with the Mechanical 
Manõs first intimate thought 
That metanoia1 gave birth to the 
breath of sensation.  
 
1
 ñémetanoia denotes a process of 

reforming the psyche as a form of self 

healing, a proposed explanation for the 

phenomenon of psychotic breakdown. 

Here, metanoia is viewed as a potentially 

productive process, and therefore patients' 

psychotic episodes are not necessarily 

always to be thwarted, which may 

restabilize without resolving the 

underlying issues causing 

psychopathology.ò 

 
 
The Battered Minger of A Service 
Sector Employee          
Somerville, MA  
 
Midnight  
I did not understand nor care for  
 What it was that my mind 
was reading. 
  My eyes were pulled 
across each word 
  Woven together like 
the drowning undertow of a river  
 And I felt nothing  
     But a juice bubble 
squished between my cheeks. 
 
Subversive vapors,  

Saturated nights, 
  Mist in the daylight,  
   Molecules that 
no microscope magnifies: 
 As Mr. H. once said,  

òYouõre a victim of 
theoretical abstraction.ó 

                                                 
 

Long nigh ts saturated with heavy 
tossings, 
 Eyes pining for unconscious 
darkness, 
  Relieving the mind of 
laborious thoughts,  
   I reach for that 
over the counter plastic bottle 
    With 
the white safety cap and pour 
    
 2é..3é..4é..maybe even 5 
teaspoons  
     
 Into the clear cup, all 
responsible like. 
 
Doppelgangers dissect me,  
 Discovering my soulõs 
conscious dreams. 
  When I wake I swear 
   Someone has 
stood over my bed, 
    On the 
hour every hour,  
   
 Pounding my head with a 
brick,  
  But at least I slept and 
it was legal. 
 
Morning 
A black leather jacket hangs loosely 
around a khaki -wearing slickster 
who manufactures artistic 
expressions.  The slickster may be 
either male of female, computer 
literate, and has investments in 
fragile capitalistic gains.   

These sycophants claim 
Dada without knowing who 
Tristan Tzara was.  Their bifocals, 
greased hair, tattoos, and 
manicured extremities are satanic 
tentacles prostituting everything I 
ever wanted to be. 
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 Rear usurping analators. 
Itõs a doggieéNo itõs two 
doggies sitting in the middle 
of the road,  
Where only the self 
prescribed drive in Malibu.  
Itõs due process and false 

information that shouts out be duly 
notified your tax man is at your 
door and Cooly Williams, Tricky 
Sam Wilson, and Bubba Marley 
canõt help you when the slickster is 
twisting your arm commanding 
you to shout, òUncle!ó  And youõre 
ambushed, reduced to a prehistoric 
creature with your irises tuning 
black as you reach deep within 
your sick and tired self, attempting, 
to bring color back into your soul,  
which is dormant and volcanic 
because the tattooed, leather 
wearing slickster is controlling 
your dollar.    

Why give ten writers, 
twenty photographers, thirty 
actors, fifty painters, and a 
hundred musicians the 
opportunity to plough the artistic 
landscape, when the snake can take 
the whole cake and create one 
mega icon; one Dan Brown, one 
Richard Avedon, one John 
Travolta, one SOHO Painter who 
really isnõt worth a shit and one 
Courtney Love and make millions 
all to themselves and the privileged 
few? 
 Who is this leather wearing 
slickster?  We all know who he or 
she is, driving around in classic 
cars in retro fashion.  The question 
is, who is the Master Mind, the 
King Pin, the Big Daddy, the Fine 
Mama, the B-I-N-G-O of it all? 
 The guru slickster is not the 
unspoken knowledge that most 

tend to ignore, rather it is the 
Rorschach test administered by the 
daily publications.  
  
Noon 
I looked at book of photo news 
clips. 
       I saw a seven-year old boy 
laying in a puddle of his own blood 
in Bosnia, 
       A sniper shot him.  
       I saw a small child  
       Slumped over a wooden box, 
resting, 
       Too tired to hold his head up 
on his shoulders  
       While waiting in a food line in 
Africa.  
On another page there was 
       A student hanging from a  tree 
       For protesting in Thailand.  
       A rival student was beating the 
murdered head  
       With an iron steel folding chair.  
       Other boys were watching,  
       Some smiling. 
I saw James Merrideth crawling for 
safety after having been shot. 
       I saw four Indian men in fear  
       For corroborating with 
Pakistanis, 
       Surrounded by men laughing 
before being executed. 
       One of the men looked 
confused. 
I felt sick for all the petty 
arguments Iõve ever had, 
       For all the idle threats Iõve ever 
made, 
       For all the exaggerated stories 
Iõve ever told, 
       For all the slander Iõve ever 
breathed, 
       For all the ill I have carried in 
me.     
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Samsonõs Fallen Hair   
Los Angeles, CA 
 
The shores cross into a crucifix 
When the gun hammer sounds 
Like a cash register  
That the Muslim boy operates  
And the Christian boy profits from.  
The weather girl forecasts the 
evening news 
With a cocaine nose. 
Fateõs deception hovers over the 
West 
Overheating the oven as a bailout.  
The question was never asked 
So that the lie would never be 
heard. 
Free market religion selling Barbie 
Doll wars  
Where the angel is a whore   
On top of the Christmas tree  
Frosted with the ashes of motherõs 
burnt corpse,  
Fragranced with fatherõs work-torn 
absence. 
Someone shouted a prayer, 
òWhose listening?ó 
Everyone answered,  
Declaring to know.  
But how could they?  
Iran-Contra emboldened the mold  
Of a blood clot eye  
That searches through muted stars     
With hearts scared with the 
imprints of handcuffs.  
 
Pen Hackinõ Slacker   
Coalgate, OK  
 

A milk sodden frosted mini -wheat 
falls off the edge of a spoon, 
splashes on my naked chest, 
rolls down my protruding belly 
and sinks into the recess of my 
navel.  Thatõs about all I can 
manage today.   

I can shovel my face, roll cigarettes 
and sip vodka greyhounds with 
tar stained hands, while my 
favorite shirt has been riddled 
with holes by tiny flaming logs 
of Prince Albert tobacco, and I 
feel like a popper.   

Iõm one sorry sad sack 

Dying June Bugs bang against 
window screens as I mash an 
invading Dirt -Dobbler into the 
carcinogenic carpet with my 
ragged Wallaby.  Thereõs a 
taunting dirty -faced rug rat at 
the end of the street that I canõt 
do anything about.  

Iõm paranoid that my blood may be 
contaminated by a West Nile 
Mosquito.  My Springier Spaniel 
has a bloated tick on her back.  
And the ice cubes in my cocktail 
are sticking together causing me 
to drink like a retarded drunk.   

Iõm one sorry sad sack of sloppy 
sheep shit 

My only friend tonight is Ligh tninõ 
Hopkins and heõs dead.  I got 
mojo in my left hand and no 
mojo in my right.  But thatõs a 
pain I havenõt felt since my 
French girlfriend and I rolled 
down a hill together when I was 
thirteen-years-old. 

My right hand was benevolently 
busted in six places forcing me 
to become a maimed 
ambidextrous ass wiper, as if I 
never got it right the first time.  
And Iõm tampered by a dirty-
mouth country cunt, because I 
canõt get it up.   

Iõm one sorry sad sack of sloppy 
ship shit, suckling sunflowers  
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I met three girls in an Indian Casino 
and bet my last dollar only to 
roll snake eyes.  I canõt stomp 
tarantulas fast enough and the 
doctor says my HDL level is 
low, so I better get some exercise 
before I fall facedown in a field 
of poisonous willies.  

Iõve never owned a necktie.  My 
busted shoelaces are tied in 
granny knots and my twelve -year-
old nephew has more money in 
his piggybank than I do.  But I can 
still wrestle him down to the 
ground and make him cry, 
òUncle!ó   

Iõm one sorry sad sack of sloppy 
sheep shit, suckling sunflowers, 
sweltering in a sighing submarine, 
minus one added by zero.  

 
Face Chewing Bone Smoker           
Malaga, Spain  
 
Infirmity lies in a man who lo ses 
his balls 
He loses his Pathos  
His Ethos 
His Argos  
His Logos  
His Holy Ghost  
His Canon Boast 
His Smoked Roast  
His Jelly and Toast 
His Jolly Most  
 
Heõs the one that  
Fucks the most 
Cries the most 
Shares the most 
Works the most 
Reasons the most  
Flatters the most  
Fights the most 
Eats the most 

Has the most 
 
Yet he is no longer the host 
Because he canõt shake the vulture 
out of his head  
To keep it from pecking out his 
eyes 
And feasting off his face 
  
Sleaze Knees Ainõt So Easy When 
Sheõs A Freeze Squeeze Tease       
Chico, CA 
 
The dry hay folds against a grey 
sky 
 Little boys nuzzle up f or 
panties and pie 
The bamboo stalks high above the 
clouds content with no reign  
 She turns a corner and 
hopes in vein 
While the detonating wire severs 
our cares 
 And the plasma bottles 
search for salvationõs fare 
Stones flanked by the ground they 
lie upon 
 Mommies rest in tombs of 
napalm 
Fathers soaked in rusted pastures 
 Dogs demur for hungry 
masters 
Buildings crumbled into calculated 
spectacles 
 Little girls fumble their 
nubile freckles 
 
Eyebrows stretched to the backs of 
heads with worry  
 Toes no longer curl to Erosõ 
passionate fury 
Veritas spat all its venom 
 All lay dead with no 
momentum  
And one last General stood cracked 
hands in pockets torn inside out  
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 Because the fate of the 
country rests upon one manõs clout 
 
The oboe haunts us all in beauty, 
mastery and formation  
 Disposing men with the 
stroke of the bow and string 
vibration  
The Whore breathes through the 
curtain one last time 
 While we all lie under a pile 
of lime  
And if we ever assume might is 
right  

May we never burn in 
careless plight  
 
15 Minutes With Lee Millerõs 
Curves                         
Cambridge, MA 
 
A cup of warm tea sitting on a 
copper surface 
A sign chained to the side of a brick 
building  
A finely constructed crack in the 
sidewalk  
A gob of phlegm splattered 
between the cobbles of the street 
The reflection of a hand, a book, a 
pen, and a dark mass in a window 
The cleft and form of a chin 
belonging to a long haired girl with 
a smirk on her face 
The slow rotation of a wheel 
passing by, blinking tail lights, one 
of which is cracked 
A woman tries to lick my anus 
while I cover it with my hand  
Her smile makes life beautiful  
When I was coming she called me 
baby 
Her long coat concealed her breast, 
turning them into small, light 
mounds.  They look delicate and 
mysterious 

Nipples slowly stuffed into nostrils  

Lenity barks on a spike 

A gray stick of led scribbles letters 
from a mangled, stripped tree  
A kinky blond with brown eyes 
winked at me  
The teapot pisses away at 4:20 
Sugar grains are best when 
adhesively stuck to a saliva finger 
Two sheets of clear plastic sitting 
on a table mean nothing.  Stick an 
advertisement, a sign, a slogan, a 
picture between them and it can 
cause a person to love, kill, or make 
a purchase 

Light brown pubic hairs are rare  
Nipples have no gender or do 
they? 
New York, city of vampires.  If you 
stay up all night drinking with 
them youõll discover theyõre not 
vampires at all, theyõre just fashion 
designers If I had Westonõs fruit, 
Eluardõs hat and Joadõs knifeéI 
might divine a surrealist kite.  

 

Chartreuse Fairies   
Madrid, Spain  
 
A bleach-sodden rag  
Soaked each nipple and ball.   
Chiggers bore into urethra walls,  
While the Gilded Age returns  
With vigor and gall.  
Gentryõs corrosive deontological 
gumption.  
Plutocrats groaned for their just 
consumption.  
Mesmerized by faun 
The Plebiscites cheered on, 
òDeo juvante!  Deo favente!ó 
 
A mousetrap sat ready to snap, 
While a rat strolled away  



 

 

 

19 

With granny and the clap.   
40proof wormwood  
Never settled the heart,   
As the old man was the only one 
permitted to fart.  
So lived the bigot  
At the end of his life.  
All flatulence banned  
Even his wifeõs.    
 
Not even a thought during 
Hemingwayõs òLostó Generation  
Just an itch in daddyõs crotch 
during Caseyõs òBeató Generation  
Too loose for the òBaby-Boomó 
Generation  
Conceived in the òHippieó 
Generation 
Never was invited to Hefnerõs òUp-
Beató Generation   
Too young for the òYuppieó 
Generation 
Too old for the òXó Generation  
Raised up with the òThe Jumped-
Outó Generation 
Made up of the òLost-Out,ó òBeat-
Out,ó òBanged-Outó  
òBlocked-Out,ó òYupped-Out,ó 
òXõed-Outó Generation,  
Begging for a thumb gestation. 
 
The new political climate  
Packs its smoking pleasure in a 
barrel.   
And Feral Carol  
Who lives down the road  
Never packed hers with anything 
sterile.    
She loves to sing a farrago  
While she robs your cargo, 
Festooning her womb  
Into a boondoggled tomb.  
Not caring for reflection  
With a red hot declension. 

 
Some have work records  

Some have university records  
Some have credit records  
Some have criminal records   
But all have a birth and death 
record.   
If there were ever a few forgers to 
hold  
Two birth and two death records   
Then shall hope ever abide,  
That in all the records  
There may exists  
But a few good quid pro quos.  

 
There are two kinds of people,  
Those who like to lie around in 
their underwear  
And those who donõt. 
A Pollinating Apologist is   
òA man who was born from the 
utter bottom of the land that is 
furthest west.ó   
He engages in acts of Pollogy,  
Though it is not a wo rd  
Itõs anti-matter in motion.  
 
The green hued libation 
Dissolved sugar cubed striations,  
As the fearless fairy hop-scotched  
Through our dark broken hearts,  
She left us with her gentle mark.  
 
Root the Brute    
Los Angeles, CA 

 
Civility postured in her gown with 
spear 
Decrying those held so near. 
Her umbrella of fortune raised on 
high  
As a hero rose out of her blood clad 
thigh.  
To walk in societyõs gentle slumber  
And fight in savageryõs unknown 
number. 
With no one to believe in him  
All none but one  
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Who watched from high above the 
heavens. 
Asclepius mended hydrogen 
leaven,  
Descending no lower than those 
who sought motion  
In sunshine woes of misguided 
notions. 
Impregnable eyes never belied 
In destinyõs regret we all preside.   
òHail to the hero!ó tore through 
ears  
Landing in patterns of ventral 
veneers.   
Wind blew through the sun and 
the moon. 
Entrails strung in fervent cocoons. 
In one quick motion a blink went 
wide.  
Darkness barked in momentary 
stride.  
Blasting open the witch doctorõs 
head 
Only to mime in an expansion in 
time, 
Where the worthy never bury their 
dead 
And jackals always go unfed.  
Civility was found in abstracts 
unfound.   
She uttered the sound that brought 
the man down.  
To walk in societyõs gentle slumber  
And fight in savageryõs unknown 
number. 
Floggings bore criminal results  
And rape was pageantryõs 
sophisticated assault. 
Four symbols appeared from out 
among her peers: 
Star, line, circle, sublime. 
Violence rooted in her eyes 
To unlock the unconscious where it 
lied. 
One rode fast, mighty and swift,  
All stood a mass wagging a fist. 

Matador Hat and The Bestial Clap  
Madrid, Spain  
 
Soft laced brim lied still  
In the shower of applauds.  
Bull stumbled  
Angry, bewildered  
Unsure of attack. 
His silver eye wiped dry  
An emaciated emancipation. 
The white walls  
Veiled by a red cape  
As a whisky -drunk marauder  
Took a hefty stab 
Leaving the audience 
Lifeless in the tomb 
Of their blood soaked stadium.  
 
A symphony played  
As he walked through  
A chamber of shadows. 
The electric pad 
Vibrated flat line time 
As sunshine memories  
Prey on lonesome regrets 
That ushered his wits 
Between his motherõs tits 
Weighed in a pound of candy 
apple shits. 
 
The world roared and gored  
Down into a thought  
That turns inside out  
Where the planes rolled  
Into tarnished mirro rs 
Of faces heard and voices seen. 
In wonderõs mist 
The sun was stabbed 
Stuffed into the matadorõs back 
pocket 
To orchestrate the flame 
That blew out, òOle!ó  
 
Etiolate the Ball Turret Gunner  
Los Angeles, CA 
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The same thoughts recycle through 
our collective:  
Food, sex, power, love, peace, loss, 
gain, greed, fear, loneliness. 
Loneliness, that ethereal wind 
Bringing us back from our 
distractions, 
Whispering in us to forget 
ourselves, 
So we may remember our loss. 
Lost from ourselves. 
Severed from our mothers 
Left to contend with our fathers,  
Seeking solitude in the tender 
embrace of our great grand 
parents, 
Who are hacking up whatõs left of a 
lung.  
 
Plunged into life,  
So that we might become our lives, 
Enthroning  the memories of our 
ancestors 
In the actions of our character. 
The painter in constant loss and 
wonder for color  
The writer in constant loss and 
wonder for metaphor  
The musician in constant loss and 
wonder for note  
The philosopher in constant loss 
and wonder for conversation. 
Harmony found in the solitude that 
hums, 
We are not alone 
In the constant loss and wonder for 
soul.  
 
The Melted Cross of Krupp  
Los Angeles, CA 
 
Morose infused itself into position.  
A vulture distinguished itself in the 
land of plague. 
Baby birdõs fell from their nests 
Caught in the eaves  

Hanging by a leg. 
A fifteen year old dog climbed onto 
the stage 
For one last pole dance. 
The canon charged 
Digging deep into pockets  
Tipping with canon -ball eggs. 
 
The magic castle and the mad 
house 
Were never far away neighbors. 
The Angels built a city around 
them 
Harnessing a stench that corrodes 
the eye 
Where a second takes a minute 
Which feels like an hour  
Transpires into a day 
Falls short of a year 
Sentences one to a decade  
Blasting into t he fodder of life.  
 
Demolition metaphors haunted 
dreams 
Among barking dogs and skin torn 
throats. 
Ears burned into memories and 
scars of childhood. 
Electro-Organisms moving faster 
than is possible to conceive 
As hands tremor in fear of stillness. 
The dead weight of a corpse falls to 
the ground.  
It is gathered and dragged up a 
ladder  
Shoved down the playground slide  
In the anomaly of happy days  
Where accidents were arranged  
Crippling the body  
To match the crippled mind.  
 
Oviparous Adamõs Recollution  
Cambridge, MA  

 
The trench was blown wide,  
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Destroying geometrical designs 
carved into the earth.  
Wet dirt and rock flew all about.   
Strewn pieces of men and their 
possessions,    
Mindful of whom they once were,  
And where they came from,  
Where they could have been.   
Combs, watches, a shoe maybe 
two,  
Rings, shredded letters, torn 
handkerchiefs, 
Pictures laid waste.  
Tids and bits graveling for a tit.   
Clutching treasures with mangled 
resurrected hands  
Hoping to be found  
Rendered among the faceless, no 
longer possessed.  
Left only with the raw interior of 
their once clear voice.   
 
Adamowicz crawled through mud -
holes  
With bowels discarded  
From rectum walls,  
Filling army -issued trousers.  
Entrails lying unprotected,  
By muscle and skin,  
Sliding down pant legs 
To be found 
By a country-man or a friend.  
To guard and keep safe from 
avidities fate.  
Stretched out past his foot,  
Drug behind,  
Rolling in dirt.   
 
Danger rides upon the enemyõs 
brow  
Lurking to stomp linear bowels,  
Kick, roll, pound them in filth .   
Slime gooing down Adamowiczõs 
leg  
He tried to crawl, retreat to a 
trench.   

Reaching out, grabbing earth, 
Endeavoring to pull himself back 
to safety.   
Nothing left except his mangled 
body,  
Shredded military clothes,  
Which he never considered his.   
 
Adamovicz writhed alone,  
Intestines stretched out beyond 
extension.  
Thoughts of his wife, daughter and 
manhood.   
Eyes clouded,  
Nose and gums bleeding,  
Lungs filled with war stench.   
Reduced to a slithering earth 
creature.  
Unable to hold his own existence.   
Humiliated, tired,  
He tries to sit  
With a hand down his pants,  
Finger weaving himself back 
together,  
Tearing deeper at his core.   
All he could do was continue to 
crawl,  
In hopeõs self conceit,  
To hide from enemyõs incessant 
consent 
Mocking his humiliation.   
What would his daughter think of 
him,   
That he was some sort of 
hypocrite?  
In the end he could not even shit 
himself.   
 
If a man cannot respect another 
man in our primal state  
Than what more do we have? 
God said, what you bind on earth 
will be held in heaven.  
It takes every single person to 
make it happen 
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Defrocked Priest & The Kingdom 
Beast                
Coalgate, OK 

 
I woke clench fisted,  
Wondering if Iõd ever be wealthy in 
the grace of God,  
Aware of ho w tenuous and suspect 
change could be.   
Would purity permeate the mind  
I had hoped to scratch away with a 
pedantic bend of a note?   
Knowledge staggers happiness.  
Itõs a peace that surpasses 
language;   
In the grand land of lucid dreams.  
 
The bar simultaneously bounces 
what I let die,  
That which I planted in tender 
anticipation.   
I left what was mine  
Took what was not,  
Sobering intoxication.   
 
September threw us all together. 
June, July and August solidified 
our memories of each other. 
Some of us learned to believe.  
Some of us never knew what to 
believe, 
Shooting the moon, 
Shouting out questions, 
Spurning generous hands that 
were always empty,  
Sundayõs syringe sounding with 
grief, 
Sinking in hope, 
Stopping, never to look one way or 
the other, 
Escaping a straight ahead 
poisonous gaze, 
Dressed in a drainage ditch,  
Striving for the goodness 
So many wish to attain, 

Until reaching the certain, 
obtainable bye-and-bye. 
 
Losing the people we never used. 
Melted on a window.  
That heaven smashed with a gentle 
kiss.  
 
Cultivated Boredom   
Los Angeles, CA 

 
Death is plagued by anxious 
virtues  
Lost in John Henryõs hammer, 
Pounded in crosses  
Spiked with nails of suffering.  
An archaic moment stuck in time  
That whispers the ramble,  
òYouõre mine.ó 
Ashes blown back into faces, 
Gambling away homes, 
In hopes of new places, 
Where the Virgin Mary gathers  
What's left and conceives once 
again.  
Never wi shing to hear the tender 
hush, 
òMy Friend,  
Itõs time for me to leave.ó 
 
Elevator Queen In A Downtown 
Dream           
Manhattan, NY  

 
My heart beat wild  
Threatening to jump off the train  
At each stop 
That carried me to her. 
Unknown people  
Brushing and pressing 
Against unknown assurances of 
how she felt for me. 
There was no deterring her 
attraction and form  
Which wer e embedded in my 
hopes. 
Tenacity waxed in the idea 
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Waned in the material of my 
accounts. 
Anticipation flooded my feet  
As she rode down the elevator. 
Charm carried her grace across the 
hall, 
Sashaying through the front door  
Right into my arms.  
There she was,  
Postured in beauty. 
Her eyes gleamed in her smile, 
Erasing my anxieties. 
Her complexity excited my 
manhood. 
Her lips severed the vine that 
imprisoned my beast  
To lie in her lap,  
Destroying and maiming that 
which threatened her heart. 
My sublime mime,  
Held tight  
As solace pines, 
Illuminating lines,  
Unwittingly blowing a sacred dart  
Into the spine of an immortal star,  
Shooting through the cosmos, 
Never burning out,  
Witnessed to the signs 
In distant shrines, 
Unabashed in impassable 
obstacles. 
Purified am azement expelled 
Apollo from afar  
As her grace sat high above 
Olympiaõs throne, 
My celestial Queen 
Illuminates all that is divine.   
 
Black Widow Shadow & The 
Tossed Out Platter Head   
 Los Angeles, CA 
 
Eyes closed inward with a pain 
that turned my back,  

As I walked through loveõs 
dissipation in the early morning 
mist,  
I rose to another lonely day.   
The wound spiked deep  
In vulnerabilities hidden garden,  
Piercing the earth of my heart,  
Leaving a blind vision of a 
highway  
That led back to her.   
But itõs nothing,  
Nothing but a hatchet man 
sharpening his blade  
With a slight, sympathetic smile  
Telling the story of his final blow,  
Embracing pain,  
As he witnesses love vanish 
beyond Lazarusõ empty tomb.   

 
Hope locked behind the steel bars 
of paralysis,  
Rather than roam bravely,  
Gracing impossibilities  
With the whisper of courageous 
fruitions.   
The possibilities of impossibilities  
And the impossibilities of 
possibilities  
Bled into the same unknown 
probability  
Of the never was and may be.   
Plausibility robbed of its plurality   
Morphed into a grand singularity  
That may or may not take the best 
in us all  
And emerge into the final human 
being that graces the theatre of 
God.   
Sides were chosen long before I 
understood what choices were,  
But I made them anyway,  
As I walked through streets paved 
in tossed out broken words,  
Where work -torn hands dropped 
their tools long ago,  
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Exhaling their last breath of 
wonder through dry, cracked lips.  
We lost each other bustinõ barrels 
in bedlam Bethlehem,  
As Yesterday bid goodbye to 
Tomorrow   

And Tomorrow bid hello to 
Yesterday.   
Missingõs shadow cast long past.  

Remembrance sparkled 
Somewhere  
As Sometimes clambered Maybe  
To loved monsters amazed in a 
haze,  
Hanging our darling time.   
None of it extended past matter  
As we no longer are what we were 
in hope.   
Yet we are left only with the hope 
for a new found land  
That will never bring me back to 
the you that walks outside of my 
self.  
 
Time past into loss 
With thoughts of you  
Rubbed out between inner thighs,  
Inciting wonderõs irreverent roam, 
Through majestic corridors of ever 
was. 
Where aches and pains solely 
struck as mine, 
Jumping high above outer planes  
That lied dry and decried,   
As hallow courts flowed into blind 
fortune,  
Dissipating into the hollows  
Of what was but never would be.  
While sunshine warms a frown  
Into a perfect soul bound aloud,  
Festooned in illusionõs ancient 
shadow, 
Where knees mended hidden 
hearts 
In constant sorrowõs neglect, 

Humming a rhyme in broken time  
Red skies spilled on mounds of 
clay 
That unabashedly smiled 
Into hope filled shoes, 
Outside of abandoned hurts, 
Calloused into soft sheets,  
Cradled between welcoming legs 
Of a new worldõs unfound 
possession, 
With armõs swung hand-in-hand, 
As ballads tear open wounds. 
Unheard voices seep into saloons 
Worn out with constant weight  
Embedded in vinyl booths,  
Displaying milkshake 
sophistications 
In a lonesome valley 
Filled with nothing but tired selves.  
Alone in unstained blemishes 
Through blackened nights fading 
to red. 
 
The Dirty Pennyõs Irresistible 
Impetuosity   
Chico, CA 
 
Fettered by  
the delirious tug  
of a manifold vivisection.  
Milieu vexation blurred  
the surgical cut 
into the domain  
of lost becoming, 
where the splendor 
of mirrored mutations  
collided  
into resounding spasms  
of sanctioned forms, 
thrusting beyond  
the conduit  
of the living  
and into  
the sagacity of torn out pockets. 
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A CLEAN GETAWAY  

 

By Charles Platt

The house was eerily quiet. 

The refrigerator in the kitchen was 

murmuring, and the battery -

powered electric clock above the 

sink made a faint tick, tick, tick. 

Somewhere outside, Samantha 

thought she heard a dog bark.  

She felt weird. Spacey. Her 

body had a lightness to it. She 

really thought she might weigh less 

than normal. She reached up and 

touched her face. It felt wider than 

she remembered it, as if it belonged 

to somebody else.  

She was happy, she realized. 

She was smiling.  

She went to the mirror in  the 

front hall. Her clothes were 

spattered with blood, there were 

smears of shit on her cheeks, but it 

was true: her usual dead, blank 

look was gone.  

Still holding the bloody 

sledge-hammer, she wandered into 

the living room. The cloying odor 

of air freshener settled around her 

as she surveyed the furnishings: an 

oval glass coffee table with ornate 

brass legs, a porcelain horse-head 

vase holding a fake floral bouquet, 

a tapestry-upholstered Ethan Allen 

wing chair that only guests were 

allowed to sit in, a sofabed 

recovered in tasteless flower-

pattern fabric, and a curio cabinet 

in repulsive bleached oak. Her 

mother had put the finishing 

touches on this room just a month 

ago, beforeñ  

Samantha decided not to 

think about that. She went over to 

the tank of tro pical fish. She 

despised their moronic eyes and 

their ugly mouths that made 

spastic kissing movements while 

they meandered through the 

plastic water weeds, around and 

around and around. Maybe it was 

time to give them something to 

think about for a change.  

She took hold of the 

hammer with both hands, swung 

it, and smashed the front of the 

tank. Water came surging out and 

gushed across the floor, saturating 

the textured pile of the nylon 

carpet. The fish lay among the 

broken glass in the wet mess and 

flopped  around, looking very 

surprised. òFree!ó Samantha 

shouted at them. òFree!ó  

She walked through to the 

den, with its walls panelled in 

wood -grain plywood, a copy of TV 

Guide on the coffee table, and the 

VCR set to record her fatherõs 

favorite political prog rams on 

Sunday mornings. Samantha eyed 

the TV. Better not smash that; the 

tube might contain harmful 

poisonous gases. But she hated the 

television. Every night, her father 
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would stretch out in his La -Z-Boy 

recliner, surrendering himself to 

the glowing tube . Mostly he 

watched reality shows about cops 

busting dope dealers, or World 

War II documentaries on the 

History channelñanything that 

involved people with guns telling 

other people what to do. Samantha 

used to sit on the floor in the 

corner, trying to blan k the sounds 

out of her mind by imagining ways 

to kill him. Such as, sneak up 

behind him and plunge a 

screwdriver into his ear, or suck 

out his eyeballs with the vacuum 

cleaner, or get the cordless drill 

from the garage, put in a half -inch 

bit, and cut a neat hole down into 

his skull.  

She felt ashamed, now, that 

she had wasted so much time 

thinking about it instead of doing 

it. òI couldnõt upset Mommy,ó she 

said aloud, in a little -girl sing -song 

voice. òI could never upset 

Mommy.ó  

She wandered into the 

dining area. Above the fireplace 

hung a picture of three wild horses 

running across a prairie, the kind 

of thing they sold as an òoriginal 

oil paintingó in Bobõs U-Frame-It at 

the mall. Below the painting was 

the mantel shelf, with family 

photographs in clear plastic frames 

molded to look like cut glass. In the 

center was a large picture of 

Samanthaõs mother, framed and 

decked out in black lace.  

Samantha stared for a 

moment at the face in the 

photograph, thinking of all the 

times sheõd waited for her mother 

to intervene when her father was 

punishing her. She always 

expected her mother to do 

something, no matter how many 

times it didnõt happen. Well, there 

was no point in thinking about that 

anymore. Samantha picked up her 

motherõs photograph, dropped it 

on the floor, and pounded it into 

fragments with the sledge hammer. 

She pulled down her jeans, 

squatted over the debris, and 

pissed all over it.  

The kids at school said she 

was a dweeb, a bookworm, and she 

didnõt know how to have fun. Well, 

they should see her now. The fun 

had only just begun. Maybe she 

should get the axe out of the tool 

shed, and start hacking up the 

furniture.  

Butñno, she was getting 

sidetracked. If she kept circling 

around in here, time would slip 

away from her as it often did, and 

the next thing she knew, it would 

be dark outside and Mr. Wingrove 

and his brain-dead wife would be 

leaning on the ding -dong doorbell, 

ready for their game of Scrabble, to 

take her mind off things. What she 

should really do (she told herself) 

was get the hell out.  

Okay. She needed the cash, 

the gunñand maybe a change of 

clothes, because driving around 
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covered in dried blood and 

gastrointestinal juices probably 

wasnõt a cool thing to do.  

She went to the kitchen, 

opened the doors under the sink, 

and picked up the can of special 

cleanser that her father kept there. 

For a moment her head went blank 

and her thoughts seemed to jam, 

the way they did sometimes when 

she remembered bad things. Five 

years ago, Samantha had said a 

word that her father didnõt like. 

Sheõd said that something on TV 

was òcrap.ó Heõd told her she was 

a bad girl for using bad language, 

and she had to learn the difference 

between bad and good. So heõd 

seized her by the neck and forced 

her to drink a whole bottle of 

Lemon Joy dishwashing liquid, and 

then heõd made her squash herself 

into the tiny space under the sink, 

and heõd shut her in there 

overnight to teach her to w atch her 

language in future. She hadnõt 

minded the small spaceñshe was 

used to being shut in closetsñbut 

the detergent had been terribly 

painful, eating into her mouth and 

throat and stomach, giving her 

ulcers that had taken weeks to heal.  

Pervert bastard, she muttered 

to herself, as she started rubbing 

the cleanser into her hands. 

Someone ought to kill that pervert 

bastard.  

But she had killed him. She 

rinsed the cleanser off, and there 

was his rust-colored blood running 

down the drain.  

She had to get her head 

straight, forget the past, live in the 

present, and start enjoying herself, 

the way she had planned it. Today 

was the first day of her new life, 

and she was going to have a good 

time. She checked her hands to 

make sure that all the stains had 

gone. Her palms had faint white 

scars across them, and she found 

herself haunted by another 

memory. Sheõd stolen a brownie 

from the refrigerator, and her 

father had caught her. Heõd told 

her she was a thief, a bad girl, and 

she had to learn her lesson.  

He had tied her wrists to the 

dish drainer, poured boiling water 

over her hands, ripped open the 

blistered skin with a wire brush, 

then drenched the wounds with 

hydrogen peroxide.  

Samantha felt herself 

trembling. Tears were pricking the 

corners of her eyes. Sheõd killed 

him, but somehow he was still in 

her head. òPervert bastard!ó she 

shouted.  

This was all wrong. She 

needed to get out of here as quickly 

as possibleñalthough, she 

reminded herself, she needed to be 

methodical, to prevent herself from 

making foolish  or irrational 

decisions. Maybe she should make 

a list. That was often a help, when 

her thoughts got out of control. She 

went to the pad of paper by the 
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phone, and wrote down what she 

had to do:  

Finish cleaning up.  

Put on clean clothes.  

Check email.  

Get the gun and the money.  

Close the garage door after 

driving out, to conceal the mess on 

the floor.  

She tore the sheet of paper 

off the pad, studied it, then ran 

upstairs to the bathroom. She 

ripped off her bloodstained clothes 

and dumped them on the pin k 

fluffy bath mat. Quickly, she 

washed her face.  

She went to her bedroom. 

She hated the room, with its 

flowery drapes either side of the 

window and the kiddie wallpaper 

with pictures of balloons and 

candy canes on it. Her mother had 

chosen all the decor, and her father 

liked it becauseñwell, he liked 

anything that was young and cute 

and feminine.  

She put on a black pair of 

jeans, black boots with neat little 

silver chains on them, and a black 

T-shirt that sheõd mail-ordered 

secretly a couple of weeks ago, 

along with the pepper spray and 

the handcuffs, when she started 

making plans after her motherõs 

funeral. The words BAD GIRL 

were spelled out in red letters on 

the back of the shirt.  

She admired the shirt in the 

mirror and felt a shiver of 

excitement at the daringness of the 

statement, although other aspects 

of her appearance didnõt please 

her. Her hair was golden blond, 

she had bangs, she had freckles, 

and she even had a turned-up nose. 

òMy little Barbie Dolló was what 

her father sometimes called her, 

when he was in a sentimental 

mood and she had done absolutely 

nothing that could piss him off. 

The pervert bastard. She hated his 

fucking guts. Then she laughed, 

remembering the current state of 

his guts, spread out on the concrete 

floor of the garage.  

She looked at her list and 

saw that the next task was to check 

email, because she was likely to be 

offline for a while. She switched on 

the computer and stared out of the 

window while the hard drive 

started clicking and grinding and 

doing all the weird and seem ingly 

unnecessary stuff that it always 

did.  

She looked at the house 

across the street. Ten-year-old 

Jimmy Fenchurch lived there, with 

his single mother, Debbie, who 

used blond hair dye and wore 

scooped-neck T-shirts that 

displayed her bloated breasts, 

whi ch looked about as attractive as 

barbecued pork fat. Debbie 

Fenchurch bulged like a big pink 

worm, and Samantha imagined her 

squirming like live bait on a giant 

fish hook, maybe dangling over a 

swamp where alligators could 

swim around and take a bite 
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whenever they felt hungry. And 

since Jimmy Fenchurch had thrown 

a lump of mud at Samantha last 

month and called her a weirdo, she 

would serve him to the alligators as 

dessert. Samantha imagined an 

alligator eating Jimmyõs head like a 

piece of popcorn. Crunch, crunch, 

crunch!  

She blinked, realizing that 

the computer was waiting for her. 

There wasnõt any new email, but 

now that she was online, she 

decided she should go to 

suburban-goths.com, her favorite 

discussion group. Impulsively she 

started typing a post, feeling happy 

that she didnõt have to worry 

anymore about FBI agents reading 

what she wrote and trying to òsave 

her from herselfó by locking her in 

an institution and turning her into 

a zombie with mind -altering 

medications.  

I just mashed my Dadõs head 

with a big hammer, she wrote. She 

paused, reading the words in the 

screen. They looked good. They 

made everything seem more real. 

You should see the mess :) Iõll be out 

having some real fun for a change by 

the time you read this, you losers.  

She hesitated. Maybe it 

wasnõt cool, telling people they 

were losers. Most of them probably 

were losers, but she didnõt want 

them to turn against her. She 

backspaced over the last two 

words. Then she felt angry that she 

should be concerned about other 

peopleõs opinions. She started to 

type the words back in. Then she 

realized she was getting stuck here, 

seduced by the computer. She 

clicked the SEND button and 

forced herself to push her chair 

back.  

Now she was out of range of 

the screen, she was free again. She 

stood up and grabbed a denim 

shoulder bag that her mother had 

made for her long ago, 

embroidered with a picture of a 

yellow sun with a happy face and a 

little house with white smoke 

coming out of its chimney. She 

hesitated, struck by the thought 

that she might never see her 

bedroom again. Maybe she should 

take something with her as a 

memento.  

Suddenly she realized why 

she had been thinking about 

alligators. Alvin the Alligator was 

sitting right there on her window 

sill. He was a stuffed toy that had 

fallen out of a babyõs stroller in the 

street. The woman walking the 

stroller hadnõt noticed, and 

Samantha had grabbed Alvin and 

taken him home. Samantha 

guessed that he must have been 

projecting the thoughts about 

Debbie Fenchurch into her head a 

few minutes ago, so that she would 

remember to take him with her.  

She was glad he reminded 

her, because he had a special place 

in her life. He watched the world 

go by with his inscrutable shiny 
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black eyes, and he just sat there 

and grinned, because the only 

thing that interested h im was how 

people would taste if he had a 

chance to eat them from the legs 

up.  

She tucked him under her 

arm and walked quickly out of the 

room, down the hall to her fatherõs 

study. The gun and the money 

were there, in the bottom drawer of 

his desk. He kept it locked, of 

course, but she had discovered 

long ago that if she used a paper 

clip, she could spring it open. She 

had guessed that if he kept the 

drawer locked, it must contain 

something valuable, and sure 

enough, she had been right.  

She hunkered down and got 

to work. Within moments, the lock 

made its little scraping, clicking 

noise, and the drawer came sliding 

out. She grabbed the gun out of the 

drawer, and a little Zip -Loc 

sandwich bag with fifteen $100 

bills in it, which seemed to be her 

fatherõs emergency cash in case of a 

terrorist attack or some other 

imaginary crisis. Now get the hell 

out, she told herself.  

She ran downstairs with the 

shoulder bag slapping against her 

hip, weighed down by the Beretta. 

She paused in the kitchen, grabbed 

one of the razor-sharp knives off 

the rack, and added that to her bag 

just in case. Then she opened the 

door at the side of the house and 

stepped outside.  

She heard footsteps on 

concrete and looked up, blinking in 

the sunlight. When she shaded her 

eyes against the bright sky she saw 

Mr. Wingrove ambling toward her.  

She felt dizzy. What the hell 

was he doing here?  

òHey, Sammy!ó He gave her 

a friendly wave. òHowõs the world 

treating you today?ó  

You already asked me that 

once, she screamed at him in her 

head. And itõs a totally moronic 

question.  

She forced herself to nod. 

Her head moved up and down, up 

and down. òEverythingõs fine, Mr. 

Wingrove,ó she said.  

He stopped when he was 

three feet away. She noticed a 

brightness in his eyes, an alertness 

that hadnõt been there before.  

All her muscles started 

clenching, and her tense smile felt 

locked onto her face, stretching the 

skin till she must look like 

something out of a horror movie. 

Plus she still felt dizzy, and she 

wasnõt sure if she was standing 

straight or at an angle.  

òEverythingõs fine,ó she 

repeated, willing him to go away.  

He didnõt go away. He 

paused and scratched his head. 

òMaybe itõs none of my business, 

but I heard some breaking glass 

earlier.ó He moved a fraction closer 

and lowered his voice. òAny 

problem with your dad? I know he 
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was pretty upset whenñI mean, 

you know, after your Mom ñó  

Samantha felt her head 

turni ng into a toaster oven again. 

That was what happened when 

people started speaking sentences 

without finishing them, and 

wouldnõt let her escape. She 

struggled for words. òLook, uh, I 

have to go,ó she said.  

òOh.ó He frowned. òWell, is 

your father around?ó  

She clenched her fists. òHe 

went to the store!ó  

òHe did? Thatõs odd. See, 

Iõve been out in the front yard 

pruning my roses, and I didnõt 

noticeñó He broke off. òWhatõs 

that, that smell? It smellsñwhy, itõs 

just awful.ó  

Yeah, it smelled awful, all 

right.  It smelled like a corpse lying 

in a pool of blood, shit, and vomit. 

Samantha stared at Mr. Wingrove, 

wondering if there was any way 

she could persuade him to stop 

talking and turn around and walk 

back to his house. òIõd really 

appreciate it,ó she said, òif you 

would ñyou know ñI mean, why 

donõt you just leave me alone, okay?ó 

The words almost stuck in her 

throat. She felt her pulse running 

so fast, it scared her.  

òSammy, whatõs wrong?ó 

With friendly concern, he took hold 

of her arm.  

òNo!ó she screamed. She 

knocked his hand away. 

Adrenaline surged. The world 

rocked around her.  

òHey, donõt get all worked 

up.ó He took a step back. òI just 

wantedñó  

òAll right! All right! You 

want to see my dad? Go right 

ahead! Heõs in the garage!ó  

Mr. Wingrove was silent for  

a long moment, and she heard 

birds twittering in the distance, and 

a car driving past in the street.  

He squinted at her through 

his half-moon eyeglasses. òIn the 

garage?ó  

òYeah, go ahead!ó She 

gestured clumsily at the door in the 

side of the building.  

Wingrove hesitated. Then he 

opened the door. The stench was 

terrible, but sheõd turned off the 

light, so he couldnõt see what was 

causing it.  

He shuffled in and groped 

for the switch. Behind him, 

Samantha opened her bag and 

pulled out the gun.  

The switch clicked. The light 

came on. She heard him make a 

little uh sound, and then a gagging 

noise.  

She followed him in and 

raised the gun in both hands. It 

was very, very heavy. She had 

trouble aiming it, and she wished 

sheõd had a chance to practice 

shooting i t. Her only source of 

information about firearms had 

been her fatherõs issues of Guns and 
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Ammo, which she sometimes 

managed to filch out of the trash.  

He turned and stared at her. 

His eyes widened and his mouth 

looked comical. òWhy?ó His voice 

was a whisper. òWhy, Sammy?ó  

òWhy the hell do you 

think?ó she screamed at him.  

Wingrove shook his head. 

His cheeks quivered.  

Samantha grunted in 

disgust. òOh, come on! You knew 

what was going on. You and my 

dad, you were his buddy, isnõt that 

right?ó  

He tried to back away. 

òSammy, you need help. Please, let 

me get help.ó  

She blinked at him. òYou 

meanñyou mean, I should wait 

here while you go get some nice 

people whoõll take care of me?ó She 

gave a sudden, loud bark of 

laughter. òYou think Iõm a total 

moron, or what?ó  

òPleaseñó His face screwed 

up, like a little kid about to cry.  

òHowõs the world treating you 

today?ó She imitated his jovial 

geriatric voice. òWell, Iõll tell you, 

itõs been treating me like shit.ó  

He let out a moan of fear.  

She squeezed the triggerñ

and nothing happened.  

She almost lost her balance. 

She pulled the trigger, harder. 

Harder still, so the muscles in her 

hand wrenched painfully and the 

metal dug into her finger.  

The gun was jammed.  

The hot pressure in her head 

was so intense, she was afraid her 

brain would vaporize. Meanwhile, 

Wingrove had realized that the gun 

wasnõt going to fire. He was 

making his getaway, stumbling 

around her, lurching out of the side 

door.  

Samantha threw her gun, 

her bag, and Alvin the Alligator 

onto the front seat of the Blazer, 

beside the handcuffs that sheõd left 

there while she was dealing with 

her dad. She dumped herself 

behind the wheel, slammed the 

door, and jammed her thumb on 

the button of the garage-door 

opener, the little plastic box stuck 

to the instrument panel with 

Velcro. The big door facing the 

street began clanking up its metal 

track.  

She started the motor with a 

roar. Her dad always backed the 

Blazer in, leaving it pointing 

toward the street, ready to go.  

Sunlight made her squint as 

the garage door opened wide. She 

saw Wingrove reaching the bottom 

of the concrete driveway, turning 

along the sidewalk, waddling 

along, waving his arms to keep his 

balance. òMartha!ó he was 

shouting. òMartha, call the police!ó  

Samantha accelerated out of 

the garage. She felt good, now, like 

when she played a video game and 

there was only one bad guy left, 

and she could take her time picking 

him off.  
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Wingrove heard her coming. 

He turned to face her. òNo!ó he 

shouted, spreading his arms.  

The Blazer heeled over as 

she swung the wheel, then righted 

itself as she aimed it along the 

sidewalk, with Wingrove directly 

in front of her. His face had gone 

white, and he was quivering all 

over.  

She accelerated toward him, 

and the front of the Blazer 

slammed into him with a heavy, 

solid thump. òYes!ó she shouted.  

She expected him to go 

under the wheels, but that didnõt 

happen. Instinctively, his arms 

slammed down onto the hood. He 

got his elbows over the orange 

plastic strip along the front edge of 

itñthe insect deflector that her 

father had installed, so they 

wouldnõt get bugs on the 

windshield.  

òLet go!ó she screamed at 

Wingrove. She slammed her fist 

against the steering wheel in a fit of 

fury. òLet go!ó  

He kept holding on.  

òGeorge!ó a shrill voice 

sounded. Wingroveõs wife was 

standing in the front door of their 

home, wearing her apron. 

Evidently sheõd been baking her 

disgusting greasy pecan cookies. 

òOh my God. George!ó  

Samantha felt a 

distractionñsomething jerking at 

the steering. She looked in the rear-

view mir ror and realized sheõd 

forgotten about the garden hose. 

One end was still clamped onto the 

tailpipeñwhile the other end was 

still stuffed up her fatherõs ass. The 

Blazer had hauled his remains out 

of the garage and down the 

driveway, leaving a trail of 

reddish-brown muck; and now he 

was dragging behind her along the 

sidewalk like some disgusting 

mutant afterbirth.  

Well, she could only deal 

with one thing at a time. She 

turned the Blazer up Wingroveõs 

driveway, with him still hanging 

on the front. She cut across the 

lawn, bumped over the grass, 

roared across the tiled patio, and 

rammed the vehicle into the brick 

wall directly under his black -and-

gold stick -on house number.  

It was a soft impact. With 

satisfaction, she saw Wingroveõs 

eyes roll up and his face sag. His 

arms finally released their grip.  

She threw the Blazer into 

reverse and backed away a few 

feet. Wingrove slumped down and 

fell on his back, looking as if a giant 

foot had come out of the sky and 

stepped on him. His clothes had 

split open at the sides, and blood 

was pulsing out. The old geezerõs 

heart was evidently still beating, 

but Samantha judged that this was 

unlikely to continue for much 

longer.  

Wingroveõs wife was 

screeching, backing into her front 

hall, shaking her head and 
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shouting òNo, no, no!ó while trying 

to stuff all her fingers entirely into 

her mouth. Samantha considered 

going in after her, but the Blazer 

wouldnõt fit into the building, and 

she certainly didnõt want to 

abandon her vehicle and pursue 

the woman on foot.  

Well, there was no point in 

getting hung up about it. Martha 

Wingrove wasnõt at the top of her 

hit list, anyway. Samantha backed, 

turned, and started toward the 

street, detouring through 

Wingroveõs rose bushes along the 

way. The Blazerõs big fat tires 

mashed them to shreds, kicking up 

pastel-colored petals that drifted 

like confetti.  

She headed for the picket 

fence at the end of his lawn, 

rammed it, and smiled with 

satisfaction as wood snapped and 

crunched under the wheels. She 

bumped over the sidewalk ñthen 

noticed an annoying barking noise 

from behind her. It was Wingroveõs 

boxer dog, she realized.  

The dog had a truly 

disgusting face, all wrinkled and 

squashed, as if someone had hit it 

with a cast-iron frying pan. Here it 

came, racing across the lawn. The 

smell of blood and entrails had 

made it agitated.  

Samantha drove the Blazer 

int o the street, still dragging her 

fatherõs corpse. The dog seized him 

by the neck and started trying to 

tear his head off.  

So far, Samantha had had 

the element of surprise on her side, 

but she wasnõt sure how long she 

could count on this to protect her. 

Even the brain-dead neighbors on 

Hilltop Avenue would start 

wondering what all the noise was 

about, sooner or later.  

Still, what was she supposed 

to doñdrive off towing the bloody 

remains of her dad, with the dog 

barking and ripping at his entrails? 

That would not be what anyone 

could describe as a clean getaway.  

She stopped the Blazer, 

pulled the knife out of her bag, 

jumped out, strode around to the 

back, and sliced the hose. The dog 

didnõt notice; it was having a fine 

time, growling and snuffling, 

digging its snout into her fatherõs 

abdominal cavity. Dogs, Samantha 

thought with revulsion. As far back 

as she could remember, sheõd 

hated dogs.  

She got back in the Blazer 

and turned it in the road, bumping 

up onto the curb and down again. 

She noticed a couple of people 

emerging from their houses, 

looking horrified and confused but 

unable to comprehend what they 

were seeing. She hoped she still 

had a little time to spare.  

She took careful aim at the 

dog and hit the gas. It saw her 

coming at the last moment and 

tried to jump to one side, but she 

caught it with her left front wheel. 

There was a bump-bump as she 
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drove over it, and then a terrible 

tortured yelping sound.  

òDamn,ó she muttered. 

Sheõd crushed its haunches, but the 

front half of it was still fully 

functional. Its front legs made 

helpless scrabbling movements, 

trying to drag itself away. Blood 

was oozing out of its rear end, 

though there wasnõt nearly enough 

for Samanthaõs liking.  

She turned again and drove 

back toward the dog, more slowly 

this time. She rolled down her 

window and leaned out, aiming the 

Blazer carefully.  

The dog was still screaming. 

Some people had started yelling at 

her. Debbie Fenchurch was 

walking out of her front door, 

staring with her mouth open. òStop 

her!ó Wingroveõs wife was 

shouting. òSomeone stop her!ó But 

most of the neighbors still couldnõt 

grasp, yet, what was going on. 

Their minds had been paralyzed by 

years of watching TV and worrying 

about mortgage payments and 

PTA meetings and what type of 

insulation to put in the attic , and 

this was too bizarre for them to 

absorb all at once.  

Samantha edged forward. 

The job really had to be done right 

because, as her dad had often told 

her, if you didnõt do a job right, 

there wasnõt any point in doing it 

at all.  

The dog tried frantica lly to 

drag itself out of the way, but its 

rear end seemed stuck to the street. 

The front wheel of the Blazer rolled 

forward, slowly and accurately. It 

forced the dogõs head down, 

pinned it to the concrete, and kept 

turning. There was a satisfying 

crunch-squelch, and the dogõs 

eyeballs literally popped out of its 

head as its skull was mashed flat. 

The tortured yelping stopped. 

Finally, there was peace and quiet.  

Samantha felt a wave of 

relief. Now she could get moving.  

She U-turned, bumping over 

the curb again, just in time to see 

Jimmy Fenchurch running out, past 

his mother, who tried ineffectually 

to hold him back.  

She felt a strong temptation. 

It would be a real pleasure to pick 

him off.  

Butñif she didnõt hit him 

just right, sheõd have to go back 

and do it over, the same as with the 

dog. That could create all kinds of 

complications, especially if Jimmy 

was only partially crippled and still 

able to take evasive action. She 

might even have to shoot him, and 

for all she knew, her gun was still 

jammed.  

Wi th regret, she passed him 

by. She didnõt even look back at 

him in the mirror as she reached 

the end of Hilltop, turned onto 

Birchwood Road, and left her 

neighborhood behind.  
_______________________________________________ 

 
The above is the second chapter of the as-
yet unpublished novel BLOOD CRAZY  by 
Charles Platt.   
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WHEN GRAVEROBBING GOES WRONG  

 

BASED ON A TRUE STORY 
 

By Audree Flynn   

Image © Brian Blur  

Dannyõs trial was only about a 
month away, and we just knew his 
little niece was gonna sit up there 
and swear in front of everybody 
and the baby Jesus that story she 
told her momma was true. But I 
saw how that little VannaJean was 
with my Danny at the picn ic: Uncle 
Danny I cainõt reach the bowl fix me 
some of that jello salad Uncle Danny 
fix me some sweet tea Uncle Danny 
play horsie for me. 

Dannyõs sister will not  discipline 
that child, and Vannajean started 
hanging all over Danny a few 
months ago after her daddy died. 
And Danny says he was just trying 
to teach her about what happens 
when little girls act that way 
around grown -up men. Like he 
said, what else would he want with 
a skinny little eight year -old girl; I 
couldnõt let him go to prison just 
for tryi ng to help his family.  
 
And Christian folk are supposed to 
be forgiving, is what I remember 
from Sunday school, but I swear 
that old ladyõs family made such a 
fuss. If they were so concerned 
about her, they shouldõve kept that 
plot up a little nicer; the only 
reason me and Danny picked it 
was ôcause those flowers looked 
like theyõd been there since the 
funeral. And anyway, Danny and 
me were gonna put her backñôcept 

thanks to that little VannaJean we 
got arrested, and that sheriff 
wouldnõt even let me finish my 
Taco Bell. 

At first when I saw that recall 
notice on Dannyõs car I thought, 
when it rains it pours; it said some 
people even burned up, or blew up 
just turning the key in the ignition, 
because the plant that 
manufactured all the õ89 Ford 
Probes installed the ignition wiring 
wrong. I read the recall notice to 
Danny and he got so mad he 
couldnõt even talk, he just racked 
that rifle of his like he does when 
he gets mad, and he goes òElvis, 
come here boyó ...it always makes 
me nervous when he peels out of 
the front yard that way. Then he 
came back a couple hours later 
when òCSIó was on and he still 
didnõt say anything, just got a beer 
and came in to watch my program 
with me. ôCourse I knew he was all 
upset about maybe going to prison 
ôcause of that little VannaJean; then 
after I read him about the trouble 
with that car of his, when Danny 
came back in, I didnõt even have to 
ask him where my dog was.  
Me and Danny watch all those 
òCSIó programs, and this one was 
about a man who dug up a body 
from the cemetery and put the 
body in his car and set the car on 
fire; almost everything burned up 
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and he almost got away with it. 
Danny and me figured with that 
faulty wiring in his ignition, and 
that recall letterñand you know 
what they say F.O.R.D. stands 
forñwe figured with all that, the 
insurance company would have to 
pay me. Seemed like the best way 
to keep Danny out of prison, and 
he promised weõd use some of the 
money to buy me another hound 
dog; I thought it was sweet, him 
telling me how sorry he was about 
Elvis, and crying like a little boy. I 
was thinking about maybe getting 
a bluetick hound this time, ôcause 
the first and second Elvises were 
bloodhoundsñDanny just loses his 
temper every now and then.  
 
So what was supposed to happen 
was, most of Dannyõs car and that 
old lady would burn up and 
whatever was left wouldnõt be 
enough to tell if it was really 
Danny or not; Iõd get the insurance 
money, and meet him a few 
months later in another town 
somewhere, and weõd start over, is 
what was supposed to happen. 
 
Well we already had that old lady 
on the back seat and then Danny 
goes, òBabyñcheck my pocketsó 
and I said òDanny, not nowó. Then 
he gave me that look and I knew 
that wasnõt what he meant, so we 
had to stop somewhere and get a 
lighter or some matches and by 
that ti me we were both hungry. So 
we pulled up behind the Gas ôNõ 
Gulp next to the Taco Bell. 
 
Danny and me thought itõd look 
suspicious if we parked there, and I 
was close to being put out with 

him ôcause he forgot to bring 
something to start the car on fire. 
But I canõt ever stay mad at Danny; 
like he said, the only reason he 
forgot was ôcause he was drinking 
so much lately, worried about all 
the lies that little VannaJean was 
gonna get up there and tell on him. 
 
Then Danny says, maybe him 
forgetting to bring a lighter or 
matches was like an omen about 
tonight. And I remembered I didnõt 
get to read him the funnies or the 
horrorscopes like I usually do, 
ôcause Danny used the newspaper 
that morning to carry the rest of 
Elvis out to the dump. That old 
lady wasnõt going anywhere, so we 
figured weõd wait until I could 
read our horrorscopes in the 
morning so weõd have a better idea 
about what to do; we thought 
about putting her in that Kold -
Kween freezer Dannyõs sister gave 
us, 'cause it's just sitting there on 
the front porch, empty. But we 
couldnõt remember a òCSIó 
program with something like that 
in it and we thought, naw, better 
safe than sorry. For the time being 
anyway, Danny and me were 
gonna put that old lady back where 
we got her from. Then we couldn't 
find no thing to cover her up with, 
but we werenõt gonna be that long, 
so we moved her onto the floor of 
Dannyõs Probe and we parked up 
by the Taco Bell. 

Well ever since VannaJeanõs daddy 
died, I swear Dannyõs sister lets 
that child have whatever she wants 
and of course, that night she 
wanted Taco Bell. VannaJean starts 
right in crying now whenever she 
sees Dannyõs car; she says thatõs 
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where òitó happened, and in these 
little podunk towns everybody 
knows everybody, and everybody 
knows everybodyõs car too. I was 
try ing to eat my Nachos Bell 
Grande in peace, but then Danny 
and me hear somebody screaming 
and wouldnõt you know, we look 
out in front of the Taco Bell and 
thereõs his sister and that 
VannaJean snooping around 
Dannyõs car, looking in all the 
windows, with th e sheriff right 
behind them. I told you how she 
babies that child, so we knew that 
little VannaJean pitched one of her 

hissy fits, and Dannyõs sister just 
had to show her: òSee baby, Uncle 
Danny ainõt in his carñò 
 
But like I said, Danny and me were 
just about to put that old lady back, 
soon as we were done eatin'ñ
except, we got arrested first thanks 
to that little VannaJean. That sheriff 
wouldnõt even let me finish my 
Taco Bellé 

And I am just sick to death 
worrying about whatõs gonna 
happen to little Danny  Jr. now. 
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INTERESTING TIMES:  
BIRTH AND CHILDHOOD  

 
By Andrew Maben

 
 
Four in the morning the labor pains 
began. It was 9:30 a.m. in Delhi. It 
would be a difficult birth. Labor 
went on through the day, until the 
doctors decided to intervene and at 
four thirty in the evening they 
dragged me out. Some four and a 
half hours earlier the Mahatma had 
been assassinated. Just two days 
ago a plane carrying nameless 
Mexican farm workers exploded in 
òa fireball of lightningó over Los 
Gatos Canyon, California. There 
were no survivors. Perhaps my 
reluctance to leave the comfort of 
the womb was based upon some 
presentiment of the world I was 
about to enter. 
 
Reluctant to be born, I also 
displayed little enthusiasm for life. 
I was a òblue babyó, suffering from 

infant respiratory distress 
syndrome. It seems I didnõt feel 
like breathing, which all in all 
seems a remarkably apt reaction. It 
was two days until I saw my 
mother and was held in her arms 
for the first time. So in my earliest 
formative moments I was cared for, 
even nurtured, but not loved. 
Perhaps this has shaped my life. It 
certainly limns the boundaries of 
my emotional experience through 
most of my days. But, as we shall 
see, I am an ungrateful little snot, 
never properly grateful for what is 
given me. 
 
The earliest perception of the world 
that I sucked into my 
consciousness and was able to 
retain is an impressionistic 
patchwork seized from the dance 
of nothingness that is the world in 
which we live. The scents and 
colors of flowers, green hedges, a 
fence, a narrow lane or alley, the 
songs of birds, warmth and a blue 
sky, sitting in a push -chair, 
contentment, perhaps curiosity. But 
all memories are fiction, stories 
told in an attempt to describe, 
explain, ascribe meaning to the 
world and our place in it. And so 
this is a work of fiction: I describe 
as faithfully as I can my memories 
of life, but I cannot know, and nor 
can anyone, if these stories describe 
reality, still less if they define truth.  
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Already Iõm running into trouble. I 
spent some or most of my first year 
in Germany, where my father was 
a dentist in the R.A.F. serving with 
the occupation forces. Yet that 
memory must be of spring or 
summer, has always felt 
completely English. It must be 
from my second year, and I have 
another memory. Christmas, my 
first, my grandf ather with what 
seemed a huge teddy bear, other 
adults laughing encouragement as 
I tottered across the room to hug 
the bear, and promptly fall, 
laughing, happy, on my ass. This 
must be the earlier event. Yet the 
other persists in feeling to belong 
in first  place. Is this because the 
teddy bear still exists, offering 
corroboration, whereas only I 
possess the lane? Or is it a product 
of the very development of 
consciousness itself? 
 
As more memories gather, at first 
in isolation, they gradually blur 
somehow at their peripheries into a 
continuum of existence, like the 
stars we recognize in the clear 
night sky, incognizant of, and 
indifferent to the many millions 
more unseen, the background 
radiation. Is this really how life is? I 
cannot recall the continuity of  my 
own existence. The best I can do is 
pluck the recollection of incidents, 
events, from my life. Some 
significant in some way, some 
seemingly random and 
meaningless. Through the selection 
and retelling of these events I give 
an apparent order to the days of 
my life, present an attempt at a true 
self-portrait. How does my 
selection and telling of these stories 

color the way you see me, or I see 
myself? I elect to tell those things 
that may amuse or interest you, 
perhaps from their cumulative 
effect one of us may gain some 
insight, understanding, even a 
glimpse of some meaning in our 
life. I hope you will not, at least, be 
bored. I wasnõt. Most of the time. 
 
I retell these childhood tales in the 
order they have arranged for 
themselves in my mind, which is 
not necessarily the actual order in 
which they really happened. 
Wherever I can, or can remember, 
or can be bothered, I will make 
some effort to clarify, but I make no 
promises. You have already been 
warned that this is fiction. There is 
some kind of truth he re, for all that.  
 
At the age of four I found a robinõs 
nest in my grandfatherõs garden. 
One by one, knowing it was wrong 
but somehow unable to stop, I took 
the eggs and dropped them down 
the well, while the mother flapped 
frantically about, uttering cries  of 
grief and frustration. òThe devil 
made me do itó didnõt work for me 
then, or now, and I realized that 
there is some dark thing in me. Iõve 
been struggling with it ever since. I 
knew what I was doing was wrong, 
not because I had already had a 
sound ethical education from my 
parents, or anyone else. I could tell 
the mother was grief -stricken and 
appalled by what I was doing, but 
it was not just that, I knew. But if I 
knew, and I was not taught, where 
did the knowledge come from? 
Who, or what was it that 
recognized the darkness within, 
recognized it as darkness? What I 
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did was against life, purely 
destructive. Perhaps a small thing, 
nevertheless at the end of the few 
moments the act took the world 
was measurably worse than it had 
been. I would like to be able to say 
that this recognition put an end to 
my acting upon these dark 
impulses, but that is not so. In fact I 
learned, which is to say taught 
myself, to enjoy cruelty. Good and 
evil may seem beyond what we 
expect of a four year old, yet I 
suspect that I am no rare exception, 
that this awareness is an essential 
component, perhaps the essential 
component, of our humanity. It is 
the beginning of the idea, which 
must be inherent in life in itself and 
in all its forms, that life is sacred. 
All ethics are born from this simple 
notion, all ethics can be distilled to 
this idea born in our very cells, our 
souls. 
 
One day I was in the park with my 
nanny. Near the pond was a thick 
stand of bamboo, I squirmed 
through the tall stalks and found 
that inside there was a network of 
linked gaps between the plants, 
offering a passage. I pushed on, an 
intrepid explorer, and found a 
treasure at the very center. One of 
those simple fishing nets made 
with wire bent and twisted in a 
circle with a few projecting inches 
thrust into a piece of bamboo. It 
was as if it had somehow, 
magically, grown there, as if it 
were waiting for me to discover it 
and make it mine. When I emerged 
proudly bearing my trophy, nanny 
was hard put to believe me. Who 
knows where it came from, how it 
came to be there? No doubt there is 

a simple, rational explanation. Still 
magical it made a deep impression 
on me. 
 
Every Christmas my grandfather 
threw a works party at the factory 
for all the employees and their 
families. The highlight was the 
arrival of Santa Claus with gifts for 
all the children. My gift was not 
enough for me, not after I saw 
another boy was happily holding a 
Rotocopter. In the car on the way 
back to my grandparentsõ house 
someone must have noticed my 
less than delighted reaction, and 
asked if I liked my gift. Evidently I 
saw an opportunity, as I burst into 
tears and snuffled òI wanted a 
ROTOCOPTER.ó I told you Iõm an 
ungrateful little snot, didnõt I? I 
was ashamed of myself at the time, 
but that didnõt stop me accepting 
as my due the Rotocopter that I 
was given the next day. It didnõt 
stop me from playing with it, but 
there was always a sour feeling of 
shame. 
 
I was four when I got tonsillitis and 
went to the hospital to have my 
tonsils out. All I recall of this is the 
immediate aftermath of the 
operation, which must have been 
early in the morning. I remember 
woozily waking from the 
anaesthetic to see all the other 
children in the ward spooning 
down bowls of porridge. My 
favorite breakfast, yum! Soon a 
nurse appeared at my bedside, 
bowl in hand.  
 
òIõve brought you some lovely ice 
cream,ó she beamed. 
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A short aside here to remember 
that itõs 1952, òausterityó is still the 
name of the game, rationing still in 
place, and òice creamó was cold 
but had only the barest nodding 
acquaintance with cream, whi ch is 
commonly understood to be the 
high-fat component of cowõs milk. 
As I understand it, òice creamó at 
this time, like margarine, was in 
fact manufactured from whale 
blubber. Whether or not this was in 
fact true, and I believe the 
prominence given whale hunting 
in various picture books of the era 
bears the rumor out, it certainly 
tasted that way. Greasy tasting 
with an unsettling grainy texture 
and lingering on the tongue and 
palate with an unpleasant 
persistence, it was quite frankly, 
disgusting. But har dy Britons were 
expected to, and did, ògrin and 
bear itó. Although I must confess 
my gratitude that the rationing of 
the the war years, lasting into the 
early fifties was largely, if not 
entirely, responsible for the 
healthiest generation the United 
Kingdo m has ever seen. But back to 
my hospital bed.  
 
òI HATE ice cream. Canõt I have 
porridge? Everyone else is having 
porridge.ó 
 
òNo, the coolness will soothe your 
throat.ó 
 
òI donõt mind, Iõll wait for the 
porridge to get cold.ó 
 
òNo, dear, eat your ice cream, 
thereõs a good boy.ó Implacable. 
 

Somehow I forced myself to down 
the awful cold greasy paste. Until 
we started going to Cornwall for 
our summer holidays, and 
discovered a Swiss baker who 
made perhaps the most delicious 
full -cream ice cream ever, I would 
only consume iced lollies. Do you 
blame me? 
 
That afternoon Mummy came to 
see me. Her hands were full of 
something concealed beneath a 
draped tea-towel. She carefully set 
her burden down on the bedside 
table before bending to kiss me. 
Then, smiling shyly, she lifted the 
towel to reveal a green plastic 
mould of a crouching rabbit. Very 
carefully she lifted the mould. For a 
moment there was a perfect pink 
blancmange rabbit crouched 
quivering on its platter. Alas, 
disaster! The vibrations of the car 
had undone the coherence of the 
gelatine. Before our eyes the rabbit 
collapsed, disappeared into a 
shapeless pink sludge. Such a 
bewildered, disappointed, 
unhappy face, a look that I would 
see echoed in another beloved face, 
oh, so many years later ð but weõll 
come to that when the time comes. 
 
I could scarcely bear to see that 
look in her eyes. And I really didnõt 
care that much about the vanished 
rabbit. Then as now I was far less 
concerned with the the 
presentation of food than the sheer 
pleasure of eating a tasty dish. And 
pink blancmange topped my four 
year oldõs list of tasty dishes. 
 
òDonõt worry, Mummy. It will still 
taste good. They made me eat ice 
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cream for breakfast, itõll take the 
taste away.ó Smiling back her tears, 
she spooned a heaping bowlful, 
wh ich I wolfed down and asked for 
more. Somehow from this incident 
I developed a habit of trying to 
suppress my own sadnesses and 
disappointments to try to help 
loved ones and friends cope with 
their own. This is probably less 
from any genuine altruism than 
some kind of martyr complex, a 
wish to appear so self-sacrificing 
that others would want to offer me 
the same kind of sympathy. As a 
strategy I must say it has only been 
partially successful at best. 
 
At five, off I went to kindergarten. 
It meant walking u p Station Road 
to the High Street and then an eight 
mile bus ride to Taunton and 
another walk to the convent. The 
nuns were, I imagine, strict but fair. 
The place had an air of gloom, and 
to me the nuns in their black habits 
were rather menacing figures. I 
remember nothing of my lessons. 
The dreadful food is another story, 
and I still vividly recall carefully 
picking the more or less edible 
meat and potato from a tepid heap 
of boiled cabbage which was 
slowly oozing oleaginous green 
liquid onto the plate. Ha ving 
salvaged all I could, I pushed the 
plate aside. 
 
Here comes a nun: òEat your 
cabbage, Andrew.ó 
 
òI donõt like cabbage.ó 
 
òItõs good for you. Eat it.ó 
 
òIt makes me sick.ó 

òYouõre not leaving this table until 
you have eaten every bite!ó 
 
Weõll see about thaté I pushed a 
slimy green mass onto my fork, let 
it slide into my mouth and forced 
myself to swallow. Oh well, she 
couldnõt say she hadnõt been 
warned. I gagged, my stomach 
lurched horribly and I vomited the 
entire meal back onto my plate and 
the table around it. Iõm quite sure 
that this is what has kept me from 
ever daring to eat oysters on the 
half-shell. 
 
It was at the convent that I met my 
first friend, Peter. In the summer he 
taught me to pluck honeysuckle 
blossoms and suck their nectar. A 
small pleasure that I continue to 
enjoy to this day. Peter also gave 
me my first taste of crime. The 
nuns had a small kitchen garden, 
and one afternoon we evaded our 
overseers and went on a 
commando raid to loot the 
gooseberry bushes. Ah, the thrill of 
doing something forbidden! We 
slipped under the fence, crawled 
on our bellies through the rows of 
vegetables, herbs, fruit bushes, 
careful to maintain cover all the 
way. We came at last to a 
gooseberry bush concealed from 
sight in all directions and sat down 
to gorge. Well Peter gorged. This 
was also my first experience of 
gooseberries. He handed me a ripe 
one and I eagerly plopped it into 
my mouth. Ugh! The texture of all 
those little hairs on my tongue and 
palate was not at all pleasant. And 
the taste. I spat it out. I suspect 
there was some lesson about crime 
and its rewards that I took away 
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from that episode, but damned if I 
know what it may be. Peter left the 
convent at the end of that summer 
term to go off to boarding school, 
and as we said goodbye, I never 
expected to see him again. 
 
At some point during these 
childhood years I learned to read. 
Did I teach myself, as I have often 
been heard to claim? Honestly I 
have no recollection whatsoever of 
acquiring this skill that has meant 
so much to me that it seems almost 
to have been a part of me since the 
very beginning. Books have been 
my refuge, my solace, my 
inspiration, my vice, my joy, a spur 
to action, a goad to thought, an 
excuse for indolence. I cannot 
remember a single day of my life 
when a part of my mind wa s not 
caught somewhere between the 
covers of a book. I have always 
been a compulsive reader. If there 
are written words anywhere in 
sight I will obsessively read them. 
Thomas the Tank Engine and his 
friends, Beatrix Potterõs fanciful 
animal tales are some of my earliest 
memories. Later Toad of Toad Hall 
left me, I recall, with a strange 
feeling of loss, a vaguely 
threatening sense of estrangement. 
But it was The Just So Stories that 
entranced me. I have returned 
again and again to Kiplingõs 
fancies, have always felt an oddly 
comforting affinity for The Cat 
Who Walked Alone. Later of 
course would come the Jungle 
Books. I spent many hours when I 
was supposed to be sleeping, head 
beneath the covers, reading by the 
light of a torch.  
 

I was not a good brother to my 
little sister Claire. Poor thing. She 
was the victim of that same dark 
impulse. Two events in particular 
continue to haunt me because of 
the sickening pleasure I took, and 
hated myself for taking, in them.  
 
One night as we prepared for bed, 
Claireõs curiosity and 
unquenchable thirst for adventure 
prompted her to climb up and fetch 
a bottle of cough syrup from the 
medicine chest. She loved the taste, 
she said, and proceeded to chug 
down the whole bottle before 
climbing into bed. In moments she 
was sleeping, and I slipped from 
the bedroom to go downstairs to 
tell my parents. Letõs be clear, my 
sole motive was to get Claire in 
trouble and to enjoy being witness 
to her punishment, which I had a 
feeling would be severe. 
 
òYes, dear?ó asked Mummy. 
 
òClaire just drank the whole bottle 
of cough mixture.ó 
 
I had expected anger towards 
Claire, and a reward for myself. 
But this was not at all the reaction. 
Both parents developed stricken, 
anxious faces and hurried to her 
room. They roused her from her 
slumber, put her on her feet and 
proceeded to walk her around the 
bedroom in circles, talking softly, 
solicitously, ignoring me. I sat on 
my bed, watching, resentful, this 
was not what I wanted. But of 
course I could hardly say. And 
even while consumed with these 
ignoble thoughts, I was fully aware 
that they were base, ashamed on 
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that account, perhaps, but only to 
the degree that I took care to keep 
them hidden. My only regret was 
not over my own craven nature, 
but that my desire had been 
thwarted.  
 
The other episode began, we both 
remember, with my teasing her. 
She would become so angry, 
pouting so hard that her chin 
became corrugated. It was all but 
impossible to resist, and frankly I 
made little or no effort to do so. 
Daddy had invented the phrase 
òboot faceó to describe her pouts, 
and the sound of those words 
enraged her. Here her memory and 
mine diverge, and this is surely 
where I learned of the fictional, or 
at least provisional, nature of 
memory. I know that my 
recollection is the correct one. And 
she is equally secure in the 
knowledge of her own veracity. 
But if neither of us is lying, where 
is the truth hiding? Anyway, she 
was chasing me around the house. 
She will tell you I was chasing her. 
She missed her footing as she 
rounded the corner. There was a 
large rusted nail projecting from 
the brick wall that separated us 
from the neighbors. I heard her yell 
and turned in time to see her head 
crash into the wall as she fell. She 
picked herself up to sit on the 
ground. The blood was gushing 
from a gash on her forehead. At 
least I had the decency to be scared, 
though how much of that fear was 
over her state and how much was 
at the prospect that I might be 
punished perhaps you can judge. 
Perhaps you will be more generous 
to me than I am, but youõll 

probably not feel so well disposed 
in a moment. I ran into the house 
yelling for Mummy, who came 
running.  
 
òClaireõs hurt herself.ó I led her 
outside, where Claire was still 
sitting in the same spot, weeping, 
blood all over her face. Mummy 
scooped her up and carried her to 
Daddyõs surgery. They called me a 
few moments later. 
 
òCome on, Andrew. Weõre taking 
Claire to the hospital.ó 
 
Daddy drove, while Mummy held 
Claire on her lap in the front seat 
beside him. I sat alone in the back, 
quietly seething. Furious at the 
attention Claire was receiving. 
Angry that my afternoonõs play 
was being curtailed for the sake of 
a visit to the boring hospital.  
 
òSheõs going to need stitches,ó a 
doctor pronounced.  
 
òSit here and wait for us, dear,ó 
said Mummy. òThe doctorõs going 
to make your sister better.ó 
 
I sat on the straight backed wooden 
waiting room chair. I swung my 
heels. I looked at the boring posters 
on the wall. I probably counted 
tiles on the floor, I liked to count 
things when I was bored. For that 
matter I still find myself counting 
my paces as I walk, counting the 
constellations of dots in acoustic 
tile ceilings. I was bored. I was 
resentful. Then I recognized 
Claireõs anguished cry, rising to a 
shriek of pain as they put in the 
stitches. For each stitch a shriek. 
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And with each shriek a  mean 
spirited, gloating thought from me: 
òGood. Hope it hurts. Serves you 
right.ó How I dared imagine that 
she in any way deserved this pain I 
cannot begin to explain to myself. I 
will make no attempt to justify 
myself to you. I expect youõve 
already come to the conclusion that 
I was indeed a rather nasty 
creature. In which case you may 
recognize something of the same 
kind of feeling in yourself as you 
read on. On the other hand maybe 
you will feel sorry for me, but if so, 
thank you anyway, but pity is 
never what I needed, and besides 
by now it is much too late.  
 
There were two drainage ponds, 
known as the Basins, not far from 
our house. We would often go for 
walks that way. The path ran 
between the two ponds, bordered 
on each side by an old and rusted 
iron  fence. The end of one fence 
had long since lost its post, and the 
horizontal bars were all bent and 
twisted in such a way that I could 
stand on the bottom one while 
grasping the top. Once in position, 
I was able to set myself swinging 
and bouncing, a most enjoyable 
ride. Or it was until the day that I 
jumped off and the top bar swung 
away from me, but then 
rebounded. The end of the bar 
smacked me in the mouth. Hard. It 
hurt. A lot. Yes, you are certainly 
allowed to say òServes you right.ó I 
think I agree w ith you. I put my 
hand up to my mouth, it came 
away all covered in blood. and 
there was a hole where just now 
one of my front teeth had been. In 
my mindõs eye I suffered stoically 

and walked bravely home, but it 
does seem more probable that I 
bawled every step of the way. 
 
I seem to have had a real penchant 
for bouncing. Bouncing has caused 
me, one way or another, a rather 
disproportionate amount of grief. 
Is there some kind of metaphor 
here? As my story unfolds, you 
may come to feel that there is. I 
certainly wonder about it myself. 
But if in fact it is so, where did the 
metaphor come from? Would that 
not mean that some outside author 
is somehow writing my life? It 
beats me, and that is quite enough 
metaphysics for now, so back to 
bouncing and its rewards.  
 
I was jumping up and down on my 
bed, kicking my legs out behind me 
to bounce on my stomach. It was 
really fun! I did it over and over 
again. Perhaps I got dizzy. Perhaps 
I got over confident. I kicked by 
legs back one more time. As I fell I 
could see that I had rather 
misjudged my move, and that there 
was nothing to be done but watch 
as the bed board rose to smash me, 
yes of course youõve guessed, in 
the mouth. There went my other 
front tooth.  
 
That Christmas I sat on my 
grandfatherõs lap as he sang to me:  
òAll I want for Christmas is my 
two front teeth,  
My two front teeth.ó 
 
My big teeth grew back soon 
enough. Unfortunately they were 
big teeth, and they could not find 
room to politely grow in a properly 
vertical direction, finding it 
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necessary to set off at a 
pronounced angle. The effect of 
these huge protruding teeth was 
endearing to adults, no doubt. I can 
still hear, or imagine hearing, the 
coos of how sweet. But in the snake 
pit that is the world of children I 
was marked, I was different, I 
became a target. I hasten to say that 
when I speak of the snake pit of 
childhood I am not so naive, blind, 
stupid, as to think that the adult 
world is some kind of 
improvement. Indeed finding that 
the adult world promotes the 
vicious impulses of children into 
the bit ter fruits of war, crime, this 
has colored my whole life.  
 
And later, after my grandfather 
had died ð the news of which had 
prompted me to ask, òMummy, 
does that mean Granny woke up 
next to a skeleton?ó ð at my 
grandmotherõs house, sitting 
quietly on the f loor, playing. 
Granny was playing bridge, and 
one of her friends at the card table 
remarked, òIsnõt he good?ó To 
which my grandmother, òOh, yes. 
He has the patience of Job!ó I had 
no idea who Job was, but her 
words felt somehow ominous, 
almost a curse. 
 
There are of course many more 
memories than these few. Some are 
perhaps worth a passing mention. I 
was a shy child, not to say timid, 
but not fearful. The fear came later. 
I certainly had my vicious and 
selfish side, but I was aware of it, 
which may not be so usual. And at 
least I seem to have had also 
enough decency to be ashamed of 
my baser nature. Did our picnics at 

Stonehenge conjure an interest in 
the ancients and their teachings? I 
do remember standing in the 
garden to watch the Bristol 
Brabazon fly overhead. Is this the 
source of my childhood fascination 
with flight? And does its 
ignominious demise somehow 
prefigure the fading of that 
particular dream? Who can tell? I 
had few friends, though I think 
that was due more to circumstance 
than nature, and the habit has 
stayed with me. 
 
One childhood nightmare has 
remained with me, not because its 
content was that terrifying, in fact 
it is comical in retrospect. Its form 
on the other hand terrifies me to 
this day. I awoke one night from a 
disturbing dream to fi nd a rooster 
perched at the foot of the bed, 
eyeing me with obviously 
malevolent intent. I knew I was 
wide awake. Yet there he was. I 
screamed. Mummy came and the 
rooster disappeared. But I was left 
with the certainty that I can never 
be certain in my perceptions and 
knowledge of the world. And if 
you think a child can not think 
these thoughts, well, insofar as a 
child may be unable to find the 
words to describe the thought that 
may be true. But the gift of 
language lies first in its ability to 
give at least the illusion that by 
naming things we can control 
them. And simply because a thing 
can not be named, that does not 
mean it can not be known, can not 
be feared. Indeed such things are 
the depthless well from which all 
our fears are drawn. 
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THE WHOLE GODDAMN STORY  

 
By Thomas Hastings

Prologue 

 

we picked up something  

they called my brother in clovis  

to come and pick it up  

 

of course at one point 

we turned it into a carrier pigeon  

attacked by a hawk 

 

my wife nursed it back to health 

we let it go 

and that was that 

 

but they symbols leaked 

along with the curious properties  

the debris possessed 

 

you know, ezekiel saw the wheel  

way up in the middle of the air  

turned by god...turned by faith?  

 

you try walking into the wind  

with your  arms full of blazing 

tumbleweeds 

then, when we realized 

the yuccas were transmitters, well... 

 

carl, roswell, 1982 

 

bando sigma snowbird pounce  

1949õs project grudge 

gave bigfoot the brushoff  

hired a shrink for the missing link  

 

1952õs majestic-12, magic, 

where thereõs foo, thereõs fire 

sister capistrano says itõs so ð  

twisted her wing in the deus 

exmachina  

 

foxtrot kilothree zero blue  

orthon and the mothership  

fared well in õ52, allen dulles 

warned off lawsuits against the 

contactee 

 

after the medicine men told nasa 

not to bring the moon rocks home ð  

lordy, how theyõve grown 

 

ô75õs travails of travis in navajoland 

snowflake, arizona chupacabra 

munching up his plasma vortex  

another electronically disturbed 

day 
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pitchblend, bell raspings,  

swamp gas and soot 

hierograms from the glory hand  

 

dowse your rod and grid  

with sorcererõs grease 

loop the leylines, ride the spoors 

to dogstarõs dawn 

 

on the way to rishekish  

sadhus, gurus, babas, 

bagwans, anandas 

 

pay maharishi mahish  

ten thousand u.s. dollars 

join the yogi mafia  

learn to fly  

 

or be like lord buckley ð  

bungie off the bicameral bridge  

sailinõ and wailinõ serotonin 

 

follow kundalini down  

back to his orphic egg 

the farthest outer other ever 

anywhere 

 

snap back at the ranch 

nords and morlocks 

blondes and greys 

indentified alien craft  

incoming incunabulum  

1899õs coney islandõs dreamland 

circus sideshow and universal 

congress of freaks 

 

the quotidian wonders of colonel 

joy 

his contact muscle reading  

his telepathic punch swizzle  

 

ninety miles outside of lucky  las 

vegas 

the whole skunkaroo, the ranch... 

human containers and leakers 

groomed 

 

auger by the river of zero point 

energy 

microwave relay, cellular link  

mission critical system 

codeboot:  timeloss, disassociation 

 

coronal discharge fractals 

dance behind the satelliteõs 

footprints  

airbrushed silent blue  

 

This piece has previously appeared    
in Crop Circle Secrets, (Muse Rules 
Press, Indpls., 2004) 

 

LISTEN HERE  

http://www.paraphiliamagazine.com/music.html
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ASSASSINATIONS  

 

CHAPTER ONE  
 

IN THE SHADOW OF THE FISH  
 

By D M Mitchell  
 

Images © Chris Brandrick

Entering Seraphis, the assassin 
dreamed again of the great fish ð 
its enormous wooden jaws opening 
and closing moved on brass hinges 
and supported on sticks by a 
throng of worshippers. The great 
glass eyes rolled freely on 
swiveling supports and he 
shuddered whenever the beastõs 
gaze chanced in his direction. 
Gongs and sistra assailed his 
sleeping ears and smoke stung his 
nostrils as the chanting, undulating 
procession passed him.  The sides 
of the Fish were dilapidated as if 
through much use and he could see 
lights move inside. For a brief 
moment he fancied the Fish was an 

enormous moving city filled with 
inhabitants going about their 
business. He awoke to the smell of 
strawberries, sweating, and feeling 
for his guns. 
 
Molten light poured in at a 
window, blinding him. He groped 
for his mirrored glasses and fixed 
them over his clear pink eyes. 
Relieved of the worst of the glare, 
he got up and walked naked to the 
window, strapping on his gun belt 
as he walked.  
 
Across the street the doors of the 
Midas Touch Saloon were 
swinging, indicating (as the street 
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was empty) that someone had just 
gone inside. Heõd need to go across 
soon. He had no idea when the 
Sisters would catch up with him 
and had no desire to be taken by 
surprise. 
 
The young boy-girl was still asleep 
in the corner under its filthy 
blanket. Its crimson hair spilled 
across its chalk white shoulders 
and the assassin saw the blood-red 
gills on its neck move as the 
creature dreamed. He had no idea 
where the thing had come from, 
how old it was or if it had ever had 
a name. It could neither speak nor 
write.  
 
After leaving Thebes in disgrace, it 
had appeared outside the circle of 
illumination cast by his campfire, 
its huge fish-eyes staring at him. 
Heõd offered it food which it had 
refused, seemingly grateful merely 
for the warmth. In the morning 
heõd taken it with him. Heõd soon 
discovered that it fed on semen, 
with which heõd been happy to 
supply it.  
 
He pulled the blanket from it, 
exposing the small breasts, and 
pushed it with his foot. It rolled 
over, opened its eyes and yawned. 
He indicated his erect penis with 
one hand and the thing crawled 
across, fastening its mouth around 
his thick shaft, milking him 
expertly.   
 
When it had finished and sat  there 
licking its fingers, he dressed in his 
dirty black clothes, fastened his 
spurs (like a fighting cock) and 
placed his wide-brimmed hat atop 

his head. The boy-girl followed 
him sleepily out into the cruel 
sunlight. Flies buzzed. Somewhere 
a smell of shit. The street was 
deserted. A sign of impending 
death. A slight movement to his 
left caught his attention ð someone 
fastening their shutters at the sight 
of him. The Sisters had arrived, 
then. He unclipped his holsters, 
slid the guns out and back in to 
ensure their free movement and 
turned to the Midas.  
 
At the door, he gestured to the 
hermaphrodite with his chin. The 
thing walked across and crouched 
beneath a water-trough, chin on 
knees, the double set of genitals 
touching the dust. He shoved open 
the doors. 
 
Murky inside, sawdust on the 
floor, òSweet Dreams Babyó 
playing on a jukebox somewhere. 
Several hands of death-cards and a 
half empty bottle lay on the table 
nearest him. He gazed around, 
grinning in spite of himself. Cliché 
heaped upon cliché. A pungent 
scent like cat piss ð sharp and 
acrid. He liked that ð liked it for its 
sharpness. Hated the dull and 
vague and nebulous. This was a 
good sharp, clear day ð a good day 
for dying.  
 
He upended the bottle without 
looking at it. More sharpness ð the 
smell of wormwood. Ok. He was in 
the mood, now. He liked this 
feeling. He enjoyed killing.  
 
Overturned chairs, a lingering wisp 
of cigar smoke, more abandoned 
drinks. This saloon was popular ð 
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the owner, an ex-Vegas Mafioso, 
had the magical gift for business. 
The alchemist touch for making 
shit into gold.  
 
Above him. Quiet footsteps. He 
sank as far into the shadows as 
they would allow, one gun drawn 
and ready. A scent of lavender like 
some little old grannyõs front room. 
From where he stood, he could see 
most of the first floor balcony in 
the large mirror ov er the bar. The 
staircase was out of view. His 
breathing shallowed. They knew 
he was here.  
 
Arms around each othersõ 
shoulders, the three sisters shuffled 
slowly across the landing, their 
long black dresses dragging the 
dust. Beneath their little old lady  
hats, black veils obscured their 
faces ð Mercifully. They vanished 
at the farthest extremity of the 
mirror.  
 
The assassin knew he had to split 
them up, if he were to have any 
chance. Outside, in the dust, a 
horse whinnied in terror ð 
confused hoof-falls. The Sistersõ 
steps faltered. He imagined them 
there frozen, smelling for him. He 
decided to make his move.  
 
Slowly and softly out through the 
rear door into a back room, across 
to the exit and thence to the back 
alleyway. Locked. He cursed 
silently. He couldnõt let them find 
him here, cornered like a shithouse 
rat. Moving quickly, he kicked the 
door open and slid like a shadow 
outside. As the reverberations died 
away, he heard a noise from within 

as though someone were shaking a 
huge wet canvas out. They were 
onto him.  
 
He ducked into the next building 
and waited. Almost immediately, 
scuffing and snorting like the great 
brass bulls heõd tamed so many 
months ago. For a moment, he 
worried about the boy -girl but 
quickly put it from his thoughts. 
He had enough shit pressing.  
 
He wished the sisters would talk to 
each other, but they never seemed 
to need to. Then, he grinned, 
revealing too many teeth, too sharp 
like those of a shark, grouped in 
several rows. They had split up ð 
one left, one right, the other more 
than likely straight up. He realized 
this was the only chance he was 
likely to get.  
 
He opened the door, aimed and 
fired in one mercurial movement. 
His aim , as ever, was perfect. The 
black clad shape was thrown 
against the wooden wall of the 
saloon, cut almost in half across the 
stomach by his shot. 
 
The figure slid down the wall 
leaving a broad red swathe on the 
white painted surface. Hitting the 
ground, it began to scream like a 
cat, kicking and clawing at the 
ground with great steel claws 
emerging bird like from the sleeves 
of its dress.  
 
òFenton!ó 
 
He spun round. Another of the 
Sisters faced him, arms stretched to 
either side of the alley, blocking his 
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exit in that direction. Her veil had 
fallen away revealing a beautiful 
female face. 
 
òAlecto. Leave this now. This canõt 
end well!ó he croaked in a voice 
little used. The creature cocked its 
head. 
 
òSay first, did you kill your mother 
or did you not?ó 
 
Her voice spilled from her like 
music. 
 
òYes. I killed her. There should be 
no denial of that.ó 
 
òSo, then how did you kill her? 
You are bound to say.ó 
 
òI cut her throat.ó He grinned. 
 
Alecto was slowly drawing closer, 
dragging her long hooked 
fingernails along the walls. Curled 
shavings of wood fell to the dirt.  
 
òBy whose persuasion and advice 
did you t his?ó 
 
òOh fuck off! Iõve got a headache!ó 
 
White hot nuggets of lead 
following a deadly trajectory. 
Alecto faster, throwing aside the 
black dress as she leaped a great 
leap over his head. Black bat wings 
spreading wide ð a flash of steel 
talons at hand and foot , like a great 
eagleõs and a sharp pain raking the 
side of his head as she passed over. 
 
Fenton fell to the dust holding the 
side of his head. The ear was still 
there but the gash was very deep. 

He rolled over onto his back as 
Alecto made another pass. She 
veered away to avoid his gunshot, 
opened her black mouth 
enormously wide and screamed ð 
the sound of rending metal. Atop 
her white face, snakes writhed.  
 
And now the third Sister joined 
her. They swooped and circled just 
out of reach, waiting their  chance. 
He risked a glance to the side. The 
building next to him was raised 
with a two foot crawlspace. He had 
three bullets left before he needed 
to reload. Bad odds.  
 
He decided to sacrifice another 
bullet ð they veered crazily to 
avoid it and he dived  for the gap, 
just making it, scuttling along 
under the rotten wood like a crab. 
Claws struck the dirt a fraction of a 
second after heõd reached safety. 
 
òCome on sweethearts. Come in 
and get me.ó 
 
They screeched in their fury and it 
was enough to freeze a manõs 
blood. Breaking glass and rending 
wood. They had vile tempers. He 
smiled but realized he was losing 
blood. 
 
The wooden fish head snapped at 
him in the darkness. Cold enclosed 
him. He tried to stand and banged 
his head. It brought him back from 
his delirium. It took him several 
more minutes to reorient himself. 
Then he wriggled towards the light 
coming from the far side of the 
building.  
 
A voice ð one of the Sisters  
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òSo, here the man has left a clear 
trail behindéóThe other side of the 
building. Good. The light stung his 
eyes and he realized heõd lost his 
glasses. Squinting he slipped from 
cover and ran across the alley to 
the blacksmithõs forge. A huge iron 
wheel stood propped against the 
rear wall, manacles attached to it at 
intervals.  
 
Fenton ducked through the 
workshop into the house at the 
back. As he opened the door, three 
people turned to look at him ð one 
of them a huge man with almost no 
neck. His skin was scarred and 
cured like leather ð tartar eyes like 
flints. A woman and an older man 
also sat at the table. The blacksmith 
(obviously) stood up.  
 
òTake your dirty business out of 
my house, stranger!ó 
 
òCertainly,ó smiled Fenton. òBut 
you wonõt mind if I use your other 
door?ó The man growled moving 
forwards, muscles rippling like a 
tigerõs. Fenton saw the shadow on 
the window before anyone else 
even glimpsed it. He fell to the 
floor, reloaded gun in his hand as 
the window shattered inwards.  
 
The woman screamed and fell 
backwards, hands to her eyes, 
countless glass shards making her 
look like a porcupine. The dark 
Sister flew in and the giant man 
bellowed, shovel-like hands closing 
on one leg and a great wing.  
 
Despite his enormous physical 
prowess, the Sister cut him to 
ribbons. Fenton was amazed at 

how much blood the man must 
have had in his huge body. And 
how much a person could lose and 
still go on struggling. Finally the 
man swayed and his grip seemed 
to relax. Fenton, who had stood 
watching with amused fasc ination, 
raised his gun and emptied it 
indiscriminately into giant and 
Sister alike. By the time he had 
finished there was a jigsaw puzzle 
in flesh for wh oever cared to try to 
solve it.  
 
Blood.  
 
There was always blood. 
 
The Great Fish turned and he could 
smell its flesh now. The music of 
the worshippers was almost 
deafening. 
 
He looked down at the ruined 
bodies in front of him. There was 
still the last Sister to deal with 
before he could leave this town. 
His guns were empty. The 
mutilated woman lay on the  floor 
screaming, blood pouring between 
her fingers. The old man merely 
whimpered, staring at him in abject 
terror.  
 
He filled the chambers of his guns, 
counted out his remaining bullets. 
He decided he could afford to be 
merciful. A bullet through the 
womanõs head stopped her noise. 
He smiled at the old man and 
opened the back door.  
 
The street was empty. Quiet. He 
stepped out. Not five paces from 
the door he was knocked flat to the 
ground by an immense force, both 
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guns spinning from nerveless 
hands. As his gaze cleared he 
found himself staring into the 
inhumanly beautiful face of the last 
Sister. She had him pinned to the 
ground, her mouth inches away 
from his. She licked his face.  
 
òI expected to taste guilt on you, 
murderer. But it is a feeling alien t o 
you, am I right?ó 
 
òI have no guilt. I go about the 
world doing the Godõs work. I kill 
only at his decree or to defend 
myself from those who would 
harm or impede me.ó 
 
òThis God of yours. Is he flesh? 
Does he speak to you with a mouth 
or with noises in your brain?ó 
 
òHe is as solid as you or I. He 
showed me the films of my mother 
and her crimes. Crimes there were 
no possibility of bringing to human 
account. I did the Godõs bidding.ó 
 
òYou know that we Sisters are 
answerable to no God with a cock? 
That we are of the Mother and 
defenders of the Tree that springs 
from her womb?ó 
 
òMy earthly mother had no womb. 
I sprang from no womb. I was 
ejected from her bowels in a stream 
of running shit. She was no woman 
and gave up any right to be called 
so, long before my lamentable 
birth. ò 
 
The Sister stared for a while, eyes 
golden, flecked with green. She 
shifted her weight and Fenton 
found he could move one hand. He 

slid it down his stomach between 
them until he touched her crotch 
beneath her black dress. She made 
no protest. Gaining a handful of 
material, he drew the dress 
upwards, bit by bit until he could 
touch her skin. She wore no 
garment underneath the dress. His 
hand touched her warm cunt. He 
was relieved to find it wet and 
parted easily to his exploring han d. 
She hissed and her split tongue 
emerged again, swollen.   
 
Suddenly in a flurry of movement 
she rolled over, dragging him on 
top, her hands scrabbling at his 
trousers. His cock emerged erect 
and she clutched it tightly, almost 
shoving it into her cunt. There in 
the dust with the frightened 
townspeople watching from 
behind shuttered windows, he 
fucked the last of his pursuers to 
exhaustion.  
 
He left by sundown, the boy -girl 
trailing a few paces behind him. 
The sun made his shadow long 
before him. He never liked 
traveling East but the West now 
contained a past from which he 
was fleeing.  
 
Dedicated to the memory of Phillip 
Jose Farmer. 
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ON THE FIFTH DAY - LAZARUS  
 

By Jana 
 

Image © Chris Brandrick

When he came back into the house, 
he was different. No. Not just 
different but strange. Iõm not sure 
what we had expected, my sister 
and I but we did not expect this. I 
think it was his eyes. It was almost 
impossible to look into his eyes. 
Yes. It was his eyes. 
 
When I looked into his eyes I had 
expected to see the Glory of God 
shining there but this was not so. 
When I looked into his eyes, I saw 
a shadow, a flicker of my own life 
like a candle sputtering in a brutal 
desert sand storm. I could begin to 
feel the grit of t he sand in my teeth 
and filling my hair, pelting my skin 
like tiny sand gnats. My heart felt 
wrenched and shredding, in the act 
of being pulled into a million tiny 
grains of pieces. 
 
I felt smothered and gagged unable 
to talk. The more I looked, the 
storm became fierce and swirled 
into every pore and orifice of my 
body and into the cracks in my soul 
where sin had left rot. It was only 
when I started to shriek despite my 

mouth dry and caked with dirt, I 
then looked away and I steeled 
myself for the next time  and the 
next time and the next time. After 
all he was my brother and he had 
returned to live with us and among 
us again. 
 
There were other changes both my 
sister Mary and I, Martha, noted. 
Once boisterous, he now sat and 
stared into seemingly nothingness 
yet he murmured as though 
someone or something was there. It 
made us shudder. And he stank. 
 
For four days he had lain the maws 
of the cave, a napkin covering his 
face and his feet and hands bound 
in funeral cloth. And during the 
days of deadness he had lain 
elsewhere. Somewhere. It was after 
four long days that at last our 
Blessed Lord came, heard our cries 
and invoked our brother and our 
brother came back to us and he 
breathed again among us. We 
rejoiced...at first. 
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We had thought for sure given 
Jesusõs love for our brother and for 
ourselves for had we not been 
blessed to serve him? Yes. Those 
were glorious, precious times, I 
recall them well. The days when 
our Lord Jesus rested among us. 
 
So I would have thought that 
during those four days when he 
was dead that he would have lain 
with the angels and smelt of the 
purified bathing waters of the Holy 
Temple of Jerusalem, or orange 
rind and nutmeg and sweets and 
cherubian dreams. But no, this was 
not so. He now smelled of rot, of 
decay, musty like a spinsterõs 
heirloom basket or vase where one 
holds oneõs dowry or precious 
items which seldom see light. He 
smelled putridly of otherness, of 
desert wolves, of famine, of 
invasion, of the Romans. He 
smelled of revulsion. He may have 
been risen from the grave, but he 
smelled like the dead. He smelled 
like every lie he had ever told had 
oozed out through his pores, 
through his nostrils, his armpits 
and between his legs. He stank 
literally to high heaven or was it 
hell. 
 
When he grew weary of staring 
into the walls pre ferring the dark 
corners to the lit window or open 
door, he would sleep and laid 
himself out in the same manner as 
the corpse he once was. He covered 
his face again with a napkin, not 
the same napkin but another. This 
one cleansed but his face he 
covered and he slept. But he did 
not sleep in peace but fitfully. L ike 
the demons from the Roman story 

of Pandora and her Box. They bit 
him and he would moan and curl 
up to fend them away and then he 
would howl.  
 
What had our Lord unleashed 
when he ordered the rock moved 
from my brotherõs burial cave? 
What had our Lord unleashed 
when he moved our brother out of 
deathõs slumber and removed the 
lid from the dead which silences 
these defiant ghosts? We knew that 
light had been let in to my 
brotherõs crypt and into his soul 
but we had not expected this 
turmoil.  
 
We were ashamed. We were 
ashamed of him and for him and 
then of us. The neighbors came to 
see. They pretended to visit with 
good intentions and they brought 
to us whatever they had spare from 
their household baking. But we 
knew they had come to investigate 
this man whom the Lord Christ 
had risen from the grave. They 
came to ask him questions. They 
came out of curiosity and they 
came to scorn him because 
although he was indeed living 
proof of our Lord Jesusõ greatness, 
he was also proof of his failure, for 
my brother stank and this was an 
abomination.  
 
Purification laws were exact among 
us Jews. The priests taught and 
reminded and castigated severely 
those who did not uphold the rites 
of purification. Cleanliness wa s not 
only close to Godliness, Yaweh, it 
WAS Godliness. And our brother 
stood in defilement of all that the 
Sanhedrin and Pharisees taught. 
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He stank and no matter how many 
hours we sponged his body, he still 
wreaked of all that was rotten 
within and withou t We were 
helpless against this smell which 
devoured him and our house.  
 
He stared into nothingness, 
muttered strangely, slept in fits as 
though tormented and he stank.  
 
Those who visited whom we 
treated as guests never returned. 
Instead the talk grew in Bethany 
about our brother and even about 
us. We were now caste out like the 
plague of which my brother smelt. 
Once honored by the village for 
being a favorite of the King, we 
became questioned and 
questionable. We housed not a 
miracle of our Lord Jesusõs work 
but something macabre, not quite 
right, not quite sane, and 
something impure.  
 
And then there were his eyes. 
Holes. But holes which drilled 
through those in front of him who 
dared to lift their eyes to his. They 
became afraid because as his pores 
eked out every lie he may have 
spoke, a lie like a worm through 
flesh began to crawl its way out of 
the soul at whom he glared. The 
longer the visitor looked at my 
brotherõs eye, the greater became 
their discomfort. They, too, began 
to wreak of cadavers locked away 
in the crevices of their mind and 
soul and heart. Their secret sins 
began to crawl to the surface of 
their skin. And they recalled 
bluntly and hurriedly the word of 
Christ to come naked and unafraid 

and they knew they were NOT 
taken for they were still  clothed 
inside and out with deceit and 
gossip and injury done to their 
neighbor in greed. 
 
So they gazed at my brother and 
then they quickly left but left like 
someone caught in a epileptic fit, 
the fit of the demons and of the 
devil. Few left peacefully.  For in his 
eyes, they had seen themselves 
behind that rock door, l ying in 
shrouds, face covered with a 
napkin and beginning to dream of 
things they had dared not when 
alive. 
 
After several weeks like this my 
brother one day got up and left. He 
walked out into the street and out 
of the street and out of the town of 
Bethany and he walked into the 
desert scrub. At nights he would 
return, mute. He would return to 
his corner. 
 
I can only imagine that he now 
walked between two of three 
worlds. The earth and purg atory 
for he had not dwelt long to have 
reached the shores promised by 
our Lord, at the feet of God. No he 
was only half a man now and half a 
phantom not quite an angel. 
 
Then one day, he got up and 
soundlessly walked out, down the 
street, out of Bethany and his 
shadow fell across the sand and 
like a mirage for he had never been 
complete as a man among us, he 
vanished. 
 
We know not where.  
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IN THE AL LEY 
 

By Claire Godden -Rowland  
 

Images © Malcolm Alcala  
 

The city was scorching hot in July: 
the tarmac sizzled, the overflowing 
rubbish stank like overheated 
death, and tempers flared. Also, 
any pub or bar, however 
unsavoury, with an outside seating 
area or better still a garden, was 
packed with sweating people 
drinking fruit ciders or icy pints 
with condensation trickling down 
their shafts. It was the sort of heat 
that clung to your flesh and never 
allowed you to stop sweating, your 
clothes constantly glued to your 
skin, your face shining. I sat 
outside one of these pubs which 

tried to deny its location in the 
centre of the city where the heat 
was relentless and violence 
suddenly tore free from  the sticky 
calm which lingered. This area of 
the city was the oldest; all the 
streets were cobbled and near by 
the docks belched their odour into 
the cloying air.  
 
My metal chair rocked a little on 
the cobbles and my skirt was glued 
to my thighs with swea t as I 
listened to Arleen regaling me with 
stories of this weekõs punters, 
otherwise known as ôfreaks, losers 
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and weirdosõ and usually 
identified by a strange trait of some 
kind. Usually I hung on every 
word, finding her observations 
shrewd and her tales both 
hysterical and oddly reassuring. 
Most women have friends who 
make them feel a little validated 
about their own lives however 
deficient they were, and god 
knows mine really was.  
 
Arleen was just informing me of a 
particularly fun client who insisted 
on having a vibrator up his rear, all 
was going smoothly until, inserted 
the wrong way round, the battery 
end came away and was lost in his 
back passage ensuring Arleen a 
trip to A and E and far too much 
vending machine coffee which she 
assured me tasted worse that 
vibrator assõ spunk. She chuckled 
then, noting that she probably had 
a client for life now as if he ever 
stopped coming to her or defected 
to another prostitute she could 
black mail the shit out of him.  
 
I was no longer listening to my 
friend. My stomach rolled 
portentously as I saw two familiar 
figures sauntering our way. I felt 
the saliva dry up in my throat and 
my heart bolted into my mouth. I 
suddenly felt barely able to b reath 
as Sim and Sam, my brother and 
our cousin approached across the 
cobbled square, the sky seeming to 
turn an ominous iron grey colour 
at their backs. I wanted to move, to 
hide in the ladies, or even 
crouching under the table 
suddenly seemed like an option. 
 

It was too late. Simeon, my older 
brother, gave a huge roar sound 
which made him sound like a 
football hooligan as he spied me. 
He was a football hooligan, one of 
his more savoury endeavours, most 
of which I tried not to consider. 
Today, however, it wasnõt Sim who 
had me feeling really 
uncomfortable and sweating 
harder as I shifted in this metal seat 
which abruptly seemed to be 
giving me piles and making my 
arse numb. No, today it was my 
cousin Sam who had me shifting 
awkwardly, due to the fact that l ast 
time I saw him he had blackmailed 
me into giving him oral sex. I told 
you my life was deficient lately.  
 
ôAlright mate?õ Sim gave me a 
punch in the arm as he sat down 
and spread his legs wide like every 
good alpha male should. He 
whistled at the bar man who was 
clearing a nearby table and pointed 
at our own table and then at Arleen 
and myself. Anyone else would 
have been ignored him but Sim 
and Sam were well known in these 
parts and no one ignored either of 
them. Very hastily the bar man 
fetched us more drinks.  
 
ôHow is it then girls?õ Simeon 
demanded loudly, many people 
glancing over their shoulders at his 
overwhelming volume and 
confidence. He briefly stopped 
grinning and looked at me. ôWhatõ 
up wiv your face Sis? You look like 
a slapped arse.õ 
 
Arleen stroked his arm intimately 
and I tried not to imagine what else 
she had stroked on my brother. She 
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flashed him her best nicotine 
yellow smile. ôDonõt mind her Sim, 
sheõs been well off all night, reckon 
sheõs on the blob or sommat.õ 
 
They both laughed and took up 
conversation together at a 
mercifully lowered volume. Sam 
had been silent until now and I had 
studiously avoided his searching 
gaze. He was sat beside me and he 
gently nudged my shoulder with 
his. ôYou alright, mate?õ He asked 
nervously, his eyes flicking from 
side to side shiftily.  
 
I glared at him as subtly as I could 
and then looked away, unable to 
look at him without seeing his 
shining purple cock or tasting the 
irony tang of my own blood in my 
mouth.  
 
He touched my hand and I 
snatched it away in disgust.  
 
ôOh Prue, donõt be like that,õ he 
almost pleaded, his voice barely 
more than a whisper leaving 
Arleen and Simeon unaware of our 
exchange. 
 
I was horrified and all I wanted to 
do in the world was tell him to go 
ôfuck himselfõ, so I did. 
 
He seized my hand and squeezed it 
as if he might comfort my pain not 
be the very source of my misery. ôIs 
this coz I bloodied up your lip 
like?õ 
 
For a second I thought Sim had 
heard for his conversation paused 
but then he laughed and nodded, 

utterly unaware of what his cousin 
had done.  
 
I breathed a sigh of relief that our 
hideous secret remained intact and 
stared at him. ôSam,õ I hissed at him 
under my breath. I was speechless, 
I could barely think of a thing to 
say now faced with my abuser. 
ôJust éõ fuck yourself again? No, I 
can do better that that surely. ôGo 
fuck yourself,õ apparently not then. 
 
Sim glanced up at us. ôWhat the 
fuck is up wiv you mate?õ 
 
ôNothing,õ Sam replied quickly. 
ôSheõs alright, init mate?õ He turned 
to me, his eyes pleading and 
desperate. 
 
I shook my hand free once more 
and sat back in my chair, scraping 
against the centuries old cobbles 
beneath. The light was fading 
before my eyes, the sun swallowed 
completely by rolling violet clouds 
which in turn bowed to the 
impending dusk.  
 
ôNever better,õ I finally assured 
Simeon. 
 
He shook his head at me. ôYou 
know what your problem is 
donya?õ 
 
ôEnlighten me,õ I requested. 
 
He shook his head disgustedly. 
ôToo fucking convinced that youõre 
so fucking clever you are.õ 
 
ôNo she ainõt,õ replied Sam 
defensively. ôBesides she is pretty 
fucking clever.õ 
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ôShe ainõt,õ Sim insisted dryly. 
ôClever birds donõt get knocked up 
when theyõre well young; they go 
up college anõ all that.õ He spat 
before he continued and then 
followed this with a loud slurp of 
his pint. ôBesides, clever birds are 
pretty much always mingers, itõs a 
known fact and our Prueõs alright. 
Shame she married that tosser but,õ 

he shrugged. ôShe wouldnõt listen 
to me would she?õ 
 
Sam was sweating now more than 
the balmy dusk warranted. ôThatõs 
enough Sim, sheõs proper clever, 
arenõt you Prue?õ 
 
Sim laughed loudly and the sound 
grated upon my last few frayed 
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nerves. He leant back in his chair 
and glanced over at Arleen with a 
mischievous glint in his eye. ôDonõt 
mind Sam, heõs always been 
protective of her. More like her big 
bruvver than I was really.õ He 
laughed again. ôEither that or he 
shoulda married ôer.õ He guffawed 
at his own jest and Arleenõs laugh 
could have shattered glass. 
I felt my head swim and for a 
moment I thought I may be sick. I 
stared blankly down at the spit 
globule Simeon had spat on the 
swell of a cobble at our feet. It was 
white and bubbly and it just lay 
there evaporating in the hot air, 
discarded on the ground. I felt out 
of the two of us the spittle had the 
best deal and would have willingly 
swapped places.  
 
I couldnõt stand it a second longer. 
I felt like I would throw up every 
organ within my body as my s kin 
prickled and crawled as if fire ants 
scurried over my flesh. Sam 
reached for my arm and I was up 
and gone. I hurried into the bar 
and behind me I heard Sim instruct 
Sam not to follow leaving a twisted 
part of me grateful to my dick of a 
brother.  
 
Inside the pub the heat was 
unbearable and my skin erupted 
with sweat immediately as people 
jostled and shunted me, refusing to 
move as I burrowed my way 
through. Suddenly every one was 
so tall and solid and they stank, 
sweet Jesus how they all stank, the 
fetid  stench of rotted meat and 
stale sweat.  
 

I was pin -balled in the general 
direction of the ladies, the door 
appearing like a heavenly 
apparition ahead of me when 
Patrick appeared out of nowhere 
and grabbed me. 
 
I gazed up at him helplessly.  
 
ôBaby?õ He asked gently, his eyes 
full of concern. ôWhat the fuckõs 
happened, you look like shit so you 
do?õ That was gentle for Patrick. 
ôWhatõs goinõ on, pet?õ 
 
I knew I was staring at him dumbly 
and he shook me a little the way 
you may shake an unconscious 
person. He smelt of smoke and 
whisky and something else, maybe 
it was lynx or maybe it was just 
him but whatever it was it felt so 
good and so welcome I could have 
cried with sweet relief.  
 
Patrick dipped his head to one 
side, his black floppy hair falling 
across his dark eyes and in the dim 
light they glistened as if he were 
about to cry my tears for me. When 
Iõd first met Patrick I had thought 
him vaguely attractive in a skinny, 
tattooed, roguish way , but in this 
moment I thought he was the most 
handsome man I had ever laid eyes 
on. I could have been in a fairy tale 
being approached by a knight on a 
white charger and he could never 
be as perfect as Patrick was that 
moment as he persuaded the bar 
man to open the fire exit and 
release us into the rear alley. 
 
Outside in the dusky night which 
was rapidly fading to night I fell 
against him and pressed my face so 
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hard against his chest that my nose 
hurt. I clung to him, pulling him to 
me, pushing my face into his 
shoulders, dragging my lips over 
the cotton of his T shirt, the sinewy 
muscles beneath. He held me in 
silence for an eternity, unmoving, 
not speaking. The clouds began to 
fracture and the finest rain began to 
spray down upon us. It felt like 
little kisses on my forehead and I 
hung my head back as it gently 
tapped my arid lips and my eye 
lids, causing a film of rain to cool 
my sweating flesh. 
 
I finally stepped away from Patrick 
and for a moment we didnõt speak, 
we just watched each other as if we 
hadnõt spoken in years. 
 
He lowered his head and his 
shoulders hollowed with defeat. 
When he looked up he was biting 
his lip. ôTell me. Please.õ He 
shrugged and shook his head. 
ôThereõs nothing I canõt hear, 
nothing I canõt make better, pet.õ 
 
ôYou canõt make this better.õ My 
voice sounded so hollow, so bitter. 
I wondered if I may be damaged 
forever, if that one afternoon at 
Samõs would define me, my sense 
of myself, forever. 
 
He touched my cheek tenderly and 
then asked, ôYou havenõt killed 
anyone else have you?õ 
 
Despite myself I laughed out loud, 
tears which seemed to deteriorate 
as my mouth cracked into an 
agonised grimace, and I was 
crying. I was crying so hard I had 
to clutch my breast as breath was 

forced from my body with my 
heavy sobs. I bent forward, 
disabled by the force of my grief, 
my humiliation as I wept for 
myself and for who I had been 
before that one moment. I cried like 
a child who has fallen, I cried 
without restraint or reproach. I fell 
against him and he held me in 
silence until the storm began to 
wane and the rain grew stronger, 
soaking us to the skin. 
 
Patrick took my face in his hands, 
the tips of his fingers yellowed 
from roll ups, his breath hot with 
whiskey, and he kissed my cheeks. 
He tenderly touched his lips to my 
tears, my eyelids, gentle butterfly 
kisses, trembling upon my chin 
and finally he pressed his lips to 
mine, and they felt wonderful, so 
wonderful I began to cry once 
more. He continued to kiss me, 
eager yet tender, like a mother 
carefully healing the young, 
lovingly wiping away the pain. 
Then I was no longer crying I was 
kissing him wit h an intensity to 
strong I thought it may kill me. I 
sought all he offered; I wanted to 
be lost in him, in his body. I 
wanted to sink into him, shelter 
within his devotion.  
 
Patrick had had me in every 
position the human body could be 
manipulated into, he had seen me 
from every angle possible, 
sometimes making us laugh out 
loud. He had explored my body 
with a dedication and exploration I 
had never imagined any other 
human would afford it, a single 
mindedness I have never believed I 
would deserve. He had taken me 
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with fervour, with violent passion, 
with twisted pleasure and with 
drunken fumbling. Never before 
had we made love, like this, like 
two people who needed more than 
physical and had only that medium 
to communicate, like drowning 
people whose only air could come 
from the lover before you. We 
drank deep of each other as the 
rain tumbled down into that alley, 
the street lamps dancing in the 
gathering puddles at our feet. I 
tasted the salt of his flesh and I felt 
the cold stone of the alley wall as 
he lift ed me and pressed me back 
against it. I gasped and almost 

cried out in pain and ecstasy as I 
felt him enter me with urgency and 
the gentlest love. I clung to him the 
way I had never needed anyone or 
anything. I gulped deep, I drowned 
in him and I allowed m yself to fall 
into the abyss knowing deep in my 
heart that he would save me. He 
would resuscitate me just to drown 
me once more only to revive my 
helpless body again and again.  We 
moved together, the distant music 
beyond this wall like a heart beat 
or a victory march as I realised. I 
finally realised that we loved each 
other, truly loved each other.  
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HER FIRE CHILLS ME  
 

By Craig Woods  
 

Images © Max Reeves 
 
Tim the Sound Engineer walked 
phantom miles through lifeless 
streets and vacant yards to the old 
power station. In the aftermath of 
the murderous carnage 
immeasurable weeks previously, 
the world had seemed to splinter 
around him, his environment 
revealing new and ever more 
complex dimensions enmeshed 
with one another like layers of livid 
flesh. As he walked, the streets 
erupted into chasms and mountain 
ranges, the yards into deserts and 
plains, all in an insubordinate flux - 
myriad landscapes in boundless 

spatial and temporal permutations. 
Soon a rain came, whipping the 
torn fragments of the universe into 
an electric fury. 
  
Arriving at the station, Tim found 
shelter in a rusted steel hut. 
Detritus littered the interior: 
tattered pages from newspapers 
and magazines, strips left by 
scissor cuts. He bunched the paper 
as best he could into a singular 
mass in order to make a bed and 
sat there in the endless blue noon, 
listening to the portentous 
drumbeat of rain on the shabby 
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roof. Flexing the rheumatism from 
his bones, he noticed that the dark 
residue of the female Agentõs blood 
was still visible under two 
fingernails of his left hand. He had 
scrubbed those nails vigorously in 
the intervening weeks but the 
stains proved as irremovable as 
tattoos, as though he had 
physically assimilated his own 
guilt. More significantly, the knife 
with which he had committed the 
crimes - the same modest utensil he 
had used to cut a coffee cake in the 
placid moments before the Agentsõ 
tumultuous intrusion - had refused 
to take leave of him, despite his 
best efforts. Immediately following 
the incident, he had tossed this 
slender culinary tool into the 
murky urban river where it had 
appeared to sink without 
impediment. He awakened the 
following day to find the same 
elegant blade stained with the 
same dark blood resting in the back 
pocket of his jeans. Disturbed and 
incredulous he had wandered back 
to the riverside, his heart pounding 
furiously, paranoid eyes flickering 
back and forth across the desolate 
banks for any sign of a pursuer. 
Pondering the possibility that the 
previous dayõs violence had shaken 
his psyche to the point of 
hallucination, he tossed the knife 
into the brown water, watching it 
sink once again through a prism of 
white -knuckle uncertainty.  
  
Next day it had returned,  glinting 
impudently from his pocket, a 
vicious red smile across its cold 
side.  
 

In the ensuing days he had set 
about destroying the knife in a 
variety of ways: snapping it into 
several pieces, melting it down in 
an industrial stoveé But with each 
sunrise it returned, its blade intact, 
the stain of his crime setting an 
impervious flame to the cool grey 
dawn. This inexplicable routine 
continued unabated until finally 
one morning, exhausted and 
careworn, he had not bothered to 
pull the blade from his pocket,  
accepting lethargically its cryptic 
claim upon his being. Cold, damp 
and shivering in the rusted hut, he 
patted at the shape of the makeshift 
weapon now pressed flat against 
his buttock. The knife exuded a 
savage heat in which he now took 
an illicit comfo rt. Through the 
glassless window he gazed out 
with insomniac eyes at the endless 
symmetrical rows of pylons. This 
order of megaliths encroached 
upon his mind, their steel veneer 
and subliminal hum encrypting his 
cerebrum with the software for a 
new psychology beyond time and 
space. The first flakes of snow 
descended from a darkening sky 
and his eyes drooped heavily with 
fatigue. Red-hot impulse had 
brought him here. Smiling 
nightmare turned to embrace 
himé 
 
A dull knot of pain bloomed at the 
base of his spine. He pulled out the 
magazine pressing into his back 
and it flopped open at a full page 
photograph of the abducted girl. 
He recognised her waxen 
cosmopolitan features from the 
proliferation of similar snapshots 
routinely splashed across the pages 
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of celebrity gossip rags and tabloid 
spreads, an abundance which had 
momentarily escalated following 
her disappearance. Since the initial 
reports, Tim had paid little 
attention to the unfolding story. 
Nonetheless he was vaguely aware 
that some considerable harm had 
come to this blandly beautiful 
young woman whose self -
immersed blue eyes glinted 
obdurately and glasslike from the 
disintegrating page.  
  
òThere are new skies those eyes 
couldnõt see in the wounds she 
suffered.ó  
  
A short, thin woman stood in the 
doorwa y. Her willowy form cast 
no shadow in the austere light. 
Scandinavian ghosts sang in her 
ageless voice:  
  
òI am Lois Strandberg, collage 
artist and space splicer. Iõve been 
waiting for you. I need a new set of 
ears for my visions.ó 
   
Tim followed the col lage artist 
across the frozen station to a 
concrete cubicle fronted by a 
padlocked iron door. From an 
inside jacket pocket she pulled a 
pair of red -handled scissors, 
immaculate blades reflecting 
boundless silver aeons. With a 
modest snap, the blades cut 
through the heavy chain as though 
it were paper. The padlock fell 
upon the harsh ground with a low 
thud and the door swung open. 
She led him down eternal stairs, 
their footfalls echoing blankly in 
the gloom, the scissors lighting 
their way with a luminous gl eam 

of their own inexplicable means. 
Inestimable minutes delivered 
them to a second door - splintered 
wood painted white with the 
number 77 nailed in black brass. 
The door staggered inward on a 
rusty hinge to reveal a windowless 
apartment; uncarpeted floor  strewn 
with shreds of newspapers and 
magazines; a few rickety chairs and 
sideboards straining under the 
weight of books and art supplies; 
candles flickering dimly at 
opposing corners; scraps of image 
and text glued in a single colossal 
collage across the walls; a quarter 
of the room partitioned off by a 
thick oil -stained tarpaulin draped 
over dusty clothesline. The roomõs 
musty odour stirred Timõs 
memories of his brief career as a 
roadie during the 1980s: 
interminable nights spent in the 
cramped, sweat-scented bellies of 
anonymous tour buses trundling 
across equally anonymous 
landscapes of foreign shadow. 
Queasy, Tim leaned against one of 
the sideboards to survey his 
surroundings. A cold sting of pain 
caused him to recoil. Blood swelled 
darkly from a small puncture on 
the flat of his thumb. On the 
sideboard a pair of scissors with 
serrated edges sat open in the dust, 
metal jaws yawning ravenously.  
  
òBe careful what you touch. My 
pets have quite indomitable wills,ó 
the woman waved a languid arm, 
intimating the innumerable 
presences of unseen scissors. Here 
and there among the shadowy 
wreckage vigilant blades glinted 
with infernal elegance in the 
candlelight. òSome less than 
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savoury folks have met quite a 
comeuppance on these blades. Back 
when I was whoring in Stockholm 
this sleazy executive-type son-of-a-
bitch tries to get all fresh - real 
dangerous like with fists flying and 
big buck-fuck-ugly teeth snap-
snap-snapping at my face. Grabbed 
a little pair of scissors - the little 
dinky kind they make for cutting 
the flimsiest of paper - caught his 
filthy sweaty wrist in the jaws. Be 
damned if his whole hand didnõt 
come right off there and then - 
popped rig ht off the wrist like his 
flesh and his bones were no more 
than papier -mâché. Fucker squeals 
like an infant, drops to his knees, 
blood pumping out of the stump 
like rusty water from a radiator 
valve. So funny to see him like that 
yõknow - all big fucking t ough guy 
one second, the next? - big 
overgrown baby, butt -naked, his 
saggy flesh all flushed and wet 
with terror -sweat, his miserable 
cock shrivelling in on itself like a 
little pink slug.ó 
  
Tim moved away from the 
sideboard and took a few cautious 
steps into the centre of the 
apartment. A cornucopia of 
imagery inundated his senses: faces 
of celebrities, politicians, 
anonymous strangers from past 
and present were spliced and 
intercut in infinite variations with 
shreds of cityscapes, desert vistas, 
arboreal panoramas, the surfaces of 
other planets, real and fictional. 
Within these four humble walls, 
Lois Strandberg had reconstructed 
the universe - torn its every 
component between the teeth of 
her scissors and scattered the 

wounded fragments in an ongoing 
overhaul of temporal and spatial 
foundations. Almost overwhelmed 
by this barrage of word and image, 
it seemed to Tim that he had 
become enveloped in the 
blueprints of evolution. A whole 
new logic was laid bare before him, 
like the script for the most epic of 
movies yearning to be filmed and 
edited into existence. As 
phenomenal as Loisõs talent 
undoubtedly was, Tim identified a 
crucial ingredient absent from her 
composition:  soundtrack. 
Something infinitely more 
profound than aimless whimsy had 
lured him here.  
  
òSo the dumb fuck rushes into the 
hall, severed hand stuffed in the 
liner from a waste basket, trailing 
his filthy blood behind him,ó the 
woman continued in unhurried 
tone as she rummaged through 
papers and magazines, òGoes to 
the ice machine and starts filling up 
the bag, thinking he can save the 
hand and have it reattached. 
Machine runs dry after only a 
handful. Enraged and panicked - 
and still butt -naked remember - he 
runs to reception screaming for Ice! 
- Ice! -Ice! I run in after him, my 
face all bruised and bleeding 
yõknow, screaming that this fucker 
tried to rape me. Fella at reception 
goes to dial for an ambulance and 
the cops too. Son-of-a-bitch Mr 
Executive swings the bag - with his 
hand in it, yeah? - slugs the guy 
around the head, screaming: Ice!-
Ice!. Pair of security guards at the 
door pile in to take him down. 
Crazy son-of-a-bitch is swinging 
the bag around like a cudgel, his 
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jelly belly wibbling -wobbling, cock 
flopping ridiculously while these 
two heavies come at him - you can 
make out the mix of shock and 
amusement in their stunned faces. 
A real sight to see. Another day at 
the office é Ah-hah!ó she pulled a 
pair of shears free from the clutter 
and waved the rusted blades 
cheerily by their cracked wooden 
handles, òI need to see your wallet. 
Would you hand it to me please?ó 
  
òID check?ó Tim queried as he 
fumbled in his back pocket.  
  
òOh no, no. I know who you are, 
Tim. Thatõs in no doubt. But we 
need to lighten your baggage a 
little before either of us can go 
anywhere from here. Only those 
who travel light may ride this 
train.ó 
  
He handed her the slim leather 
accessory without further question. 
Ignoring his cash, she pulled out 
his ATM card. òNo other cards? 
Credit or Debit?ó 
  
òNo, none.ó 
  
òGood boy,ó her red lips curled 
upward in a sincere smile, òthat 
makes my job easier.ó The card fell 
to the mercy of her blades with a 
dry conclusive snap. òNow, what 
about photos? Any family snaps in 
here?ó 
  
òIõm not sure,ó he responded 
honestly, òI donõt remember.ó 
  
She pulled out a colour snapshot in 
which he recognised his own face, 
about ten years younger, 

sandwiched between a smiling 
couple in their sixties. òThis?ó 
  
òOh yes, those are my parents.ó 
  
òHm. Well weõll have to do away 
with that. Thereõs no room for any 
attachments to the primordial 
swamp Iõm afraid. Could bring our 
whole train crashing down around 
us.ó 
  
òThatõs quite alright.ó A tide of 
relief washed over the floor of 
Timõs psyche. He had given no 
thought to his parents, nor indeed 
to any member of his family in 
quite some time. This realisation 
caused him to feel quite liberated. 
As Lois calmly attacked the photo 
with her shears, he could feel the 
claws of the material world 
surrendering their grip upon him - 
all the archaic structures, customs 
and hierarchies with which he had 
been raised falling away like the 
shells of drained insects from a 
wind -blown web. His pulse began 
to ease, his muscles loosen. 
  
Lois scrunched the mutilated photo 
in a small but fierce fist and tossed 
it onto the sideboard. Between 
thumb and forefinger she h eld aloft 
the portion sheõd cut free. The 
younger Timõs face, shoulders and 
chest remained intact, all evidence 
of his progenitors amputated.  
  
òConsider yourself duly liberated.ó 
She turned back to the sideboard 
and busied herself with the rifling 
of magazine pages. òNow, while I 
find the first appropriate 
background for this handsome 
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fella, you can do us both a favour 
by disposing of the bodies.ó 
  
Tim retrieved the screwed up 
photo and moved to the opposite 
cabinet where he fed the ruined 
remains to the candleõs eager 
flame. As the fire went to work, he 
did not bother to look back at the 
smouldering faces of his parents 
whose very existence now seemed 
as inconsequential as those of staid 
fictional characters in a banal 
television soap opera. Instead, he 
found his gaze wandering the 
convoluted details of the collage 
around him, his psyche reaching 
out to those fragmented images 
and texts with tenacious tendrils of 
desire, feeling out new identities in 
the myriad time tracks enmeshed 
there. 
  
òThatõll do,ó Lois broke the silence 
in cheerful tone, smoothing the 
glue-backed photo fragment on to 
a network of other images and text 
he could not quite mak e out in the 
gloom. She spun around on a 
slender heel and fixed him with a 
keen expression, her eyes aglow 
with blue fire. òYou may have the 
honour of unveiling now.ó 
  
Tim crossed the room to the 
partitioned corner and pulled aside 
the tarpaulin which slu mped 
soundlessly to the floor. Beyond 
lay an identical replica of the 
bedroom in which he had spent his 
pubertal years, recreated with 
almost maddening exactness; the 
narrow single bed with its blue 
duvet covers jammed against the 
wall with one dusty windo w 
permitting sour light from an 

unknown source; the built -in 
mirrored wardrobe, a spider -web 
wound in the glass of the left hand 
door; the old stereo unit flanked by 
towers of tatty vinyl albums and 
sleeveless 45s; the bedside cabinet 
stocked with pulp pap erbacks and 
assorted comic books é Even the 
scent was familiar: that stale 
summer smell of night sweat and 
the dull ammoniate odour of 
dreary masturbating adolescent 
afternoons.  
  
A taste hit the back of his throat, 
brackish and bittersweet like 
stagnant saltwater mixed with 
cheap cider. Images came flooding 
in: illicit nights of teenage 
drunkenness by the old viaduct 
and urgent fumblings in the 
bracken with a promiscuous 
neighbourhood girl named Vicky. 
Her face - all huge eyes and 
hollowed cheeks - surfaced from 
the swamp of his memory, as clear 
and defined as she was back then: 
the rosy, rustic features spread in a 
lascivious grin; the chestnut hair 
collecting at the thorax where her 
young breast heaved in her blue 
dress, pointing exultantly towards 
a forgotten sun. He recalled the 
sting of pinched skin between the 
two bracelets she wore on one 
willowy forearm. Blue rings of 
bruised shadow festered around 
her eyes. Heõd heard the rumours 
of her abusive father: a faceless 
beast peering malignantly from 
between the midnight doors of an 
imagined wardrobe - her heart 
skewered by rusty coat hangers - 
ignominy of red nights creased 
upon the velvet of her kiss.  
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Then the doll swam leadenly to 
inky surface waters - white ceramic 
face as ancient as the ocean pierced 
with sad blue eyes topped with a 
ragged swirl of strawberry curls - 
that ragged bundle Vicky dragged 
perpetually and dejectedly behind 
her would whip the local tongues 
into a clucking frenzy - such a 
queer and unsettling child such a 
strange and worrisom e habit for a 
girl on the cusp of womanhood oh 
me oh my... 
 
òLittle Poppy just loves to ride the 
sea breezeó the girl would proclaim 
holding the doll aloft its arms 
spread in quasi-crucifixion its 
impervious face staring down the 
sun. 

Blood throbbed in Tim õs temples 
and loins, his arm-hairs standing to 
attention. A red -hot fury of 
excitement wracked his body with 
an intensity he had not experienced 
since youth. Through this 
maelstrom of wild sensation, his 
ears - ever responsive to the 
surreptitious frequen cies of the 
fractured universe - alerted him to 
a sound, small but sharp and 
incessant as the resonance of 
mosquito wings. Electricity 
sparked in the base of his spine. 
Time swelled like a thunderhead, 
its rage manifest in a haze around 
him.  
  
òGrab that melody roughly by the 
tail. Letõs see where she leads uséó 
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Tim leaned in close to the bed. The 
sound was emanating from 
beneath the musty duvet, its 
cadence familiar like that of an 
ancient lullaby. Astutely the pillow 
couldnõt turn his head for a tuneé 
He whipped back the duvet 
revealing a navy blue fitted sheet 
where a white liquid mass 
trembled in the creased centreé a 
fresh load of teenage ejaculate 
simmering in impudent rebuttal of 
timeõs gathering tempesté Sad 
music turned white for a 
momenté streams of white cum 
trailing from the pool to map 
psychic journeys across velvet 
horizonsé He went on pouring 
bad in thereé thunder in the chest 
lowered his face to the hot 
puddleé its departed outline 
began to search for detailsé Voice 
against his ear did no goodé 
experienced a chill of the 
courtyardé her blue dress of 
memoryé inhaling the scent of 
revolution in the spent cellsé 
Blood-red light pun ctured by 
megaliths of desireé no dream 
seen before at the foot of those 
emerging towersé Held his breath 
and was submerged in the chaos of 
youthful lusts é glaucous tides 
searing the treacherous skiné 
innards oozing out on to the 
surface of insomniaé tendrils 
reaching for his breathing to 
pylonsé Couldnõt turn his head 
for a response signalé hurrying 
the blood to outmoded seasoné 
 
Tim slid through doors of human 
tissue pungent smell of semen 
mingling with the glue on his back 
as he was pasted into other 
avenues. A colossal subterranean 

train station spread out before him 
gnarled carriages of solid bone 
careering noisily on tracks of 
erogenous flesh clickety-clackety-
click-click-clack. Electricity 
hummed and sparked in the air the 
songõs minute frequency gliding in 
spiral patterns. Tim followed the 
sound across cold dusty stone 
platforms past blackened 
brickwork smeared with blood and 
excrement steel benches eaten with 
rust in endless rows. silent 
commuters crowded the platforms 
and benches stoic faces rigid and 
expressionless eyes focussed on 
something unseen each tuned to 
other melodies replayed for them 
exclusively obeying their coda to 
rise as the correct train comes 
rushing in on black winds of time. 
concourses spread out in all 
directions connected by endless 
black iron stairwells and bone 
escalators from distant foundations 
mired in shadow to an ill -defined 
sky of slate. He found his train on 
an oil-black platform utterly 
deserted the melody lilting sadly 
towards sickly pale light behind 
glaucous windows and doors of 
gristle. destiny sped him onward 
doubts and babble of nostalgia 
regaling him with hallucinational 
lucidity. sad needles picked his 
skull through the years he clasped. 
  
A phosphorescent sky cracked like 
a whip as his image was spliced 
into a rainswept street. The 
landscape ruffled backs to a 
sudden onslaught of buildings: 
nineteenth century terraces and 
storefronts with the desolate shells 
of 1970s automobiles parked along 
the kerbside. Rows of tenements 
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opposite falling in on themselves 
with thunderous despair their 
foundations attacked by a swarm 
of bulldozers cold metal beasts 
competing for the kill. Timõs 
melody danced in the pale light of 
the second-hand store windows 
where a porcelain doll stood 
queenly marble eyes reflecting 
nothing . Liquid burst in acrid 
particles and he was breathing the 
protein of old summer orgasms in 
musty adolescent tissues. Decades 
he wasnõt cured of communication. 
Burning had paved the road for his 
loins. Festering dog shit glimmered 
on this street through th e half-light. 
air chilled phantom memories into 
doorways of ageé sound of 
crickets following his s hadow from 
the summerõs wound. Half-light 
ruined streets approxim ating 
gunfire to cut the cake. Melody like 
a sad clarinet falling westward.  
  
He knew an old fence in this 
shabby neighbourhood out by the 
disused warehouses and thought 
he might track him down. He 
could visualise the manõs haggard 
face a red network of veins 
painting a mesh of mutiny around 
the sunken eyes and toothless 
mouth but the name had dissolved 
into rubble and dust. His will 
turned eternity for its knife - 
entered the store to find the old 
man perusing out -of-date chocolate 
Easter eggs stuffed animals stained 
with blood broken toys bearing 
wounds of war - òNot one to suffer 
fools, sonnyó - daily headache of 
his voice - His own eyes struck 
three by the window - The form of 
a young man in close proximity 
had approached animal dreams - 

his own identity fading out into 
musky canine scent which these 
dead had reared like the hands of 
history - 
 
òItõs all about whatõs underneath, 
sonny.ó 
  
Other stars fell on a wardrobe in 
the centre of the road - knife 
playing on the light from his voice - 
sensed strange thoughts less than a 
foot from the door - Pasts and 
futures clashing in hot droplets 
from a young cock - mattress under 
temporal world viewing the base of 
his skull - Merciless glimpse of 
something at gargling death rattles 
in throats of shadow - doors of 
timber giving way to yawning 
umbilicus of brickwork coated in 
wet alien moss - dropped to the ir 
knees in a crawl - Eyes wild come 
level once or twice with characters 
from dead past - Signal to 
crumbling textures imparted his 
desire bare after that - could 
struggle no image free from the 
hazards of lust - 
  
Finally daylight and the passage 
inclined  to an opening in the 
darkness - bland urban smells and 
a chorus of gulls - pushed their 
way through broken bottles egg 
cartons cereal boxes rusted cans to 
the grey empty back lots of a 
mammoth shopping complex - all 
else was silence falling neglected. 
  
òThis is not like back in primary 
school - no hide and seeker gets to 
shout ôhome freeõ around here - No 
way - Not bitinõ - I got us some 
ghost memories though we can 
swap for a shot at other images - 
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Donõt need to know whose glue 
your riding - thatõs your business - 
Stagger westward in old viaduct 
vapour is it? - pull your young face 
out from the storm between her 
thighs the distant razors on her 
cigarette breath - knife caged her 
words in any star flexing - Move 
out to the temple she left you with 
plaster dust from old lungs - Donõt 
dawdle - pick up your feet, kid - 
not here to wipe your arse for 
you.ó 
 
The sound of snoring came without 
warning into that concrete 
wasteground - shattered gate of 
time dozing on its hinge - In the 
distance a viaduct silhouette cut a 
dark wound across emerald miles - 
Trees melt into the image in his 
arms but Tim could not close the 
sky and felt himself drifting into 
roofs of abandoned schoolhouses - 
knew a deserted trailer park in an 
old desire to kill - Against her then 
these hands might yet thrust a 
knife - acid ghost of inebriation 
working his vocal chords:  
  
òI almost feel it dripping on my 
hands towards the building - 
intolerable burning ran up my 
heart - My concern in a stream of 
warm blood - The old dusty 
apartment after seven when last 
daylight glimmered across the grey 
float - Billowing around her scream 
I felt the girl grasp the night to a 
cut - twisting her face into a 
slender blade - tasted her falling 
tenements in my own eyes - She 
was fast asleep leaning on the doll 
by tangled hair and half -open 
mouth - Perhaps she had not told 
me the story that blossomed there 

in the rubble of her clothes - The 
artist glues me to other time 
tracks.ó  
 
Deep-drawn breath to the mallõs 
boundless borders - first flakes 
falling to frigid  floor - 
  
(Time had come to his erect penis 
throbbing into mutinous waves - 
streams of white cum ravaged the 
concrete.) 
  
Tragedy stood upright and 
surmised his riot of emotions - 
from between two tall steel refuse 
cylinders emerged a deformed 
figure trav ersing the lot in a 
pathetic hobble - The man was 
faceless, his warped body entirely 
naked, the featureless head slung 
back on a broken neck - The left 
side of his collarbone flexed 
elastically against the uppermost 
rib forming two makeshift lips - a 
metallic insect voice exuded from 
this cruel distortion:  
  
òDonõt you remember me? - sure 
we tore it up a little on tour with 
Iggy way back when - DIY is my 
gig this weather - though I donõt go 
preaching what I practice of course 
eh? - too many brothers doing it for 
themselves puts me right back to 
propping up landfill despite 
government patter about No 
Skilled Tradesman Left Behind - In 
the junkyard is where youõll find it 
all - dusty gems of the galaxy more 
priceless than all the gold discs on 
the walls of Ha rd Cock Café - Past 
imagining the girlõs longing at last 
she brought her one lifetime - The 
body kept bad houses before the 
gash - she was lying on his roost 
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among ruined breath - waiting 
always waiting in other images 
other words - glued to a circle 
unbroken in bittersweet cider 
aeons - Itõs the chemicals they put 
in the varnish you see - all the guilt 
and rage and despair of her world 
invading the lungs as I fixed that 
wardrobe together - done broken 
like a summer reed - You would 
come here undone in the 
breakdown - the knife oppressed in 
the darkness, the red domain lay in 
waitéó 
  
Black smoke billowed from behind 
the complex the air heavy and 
acrid with screams and the martial 
stink of fire - of anger - of an 
exploding sun rampant with 
forgotten summers - Shop 
windows sailed past in military 
formation - life -size plastic figures 
preparing for war - flicker of no 
return in the featureless eyes - 
mannequin mothers rallying 
snubbed-nose children to the 
frontlines of Armageddon - death 
tremors in phosphorous aquarium 
waters - He knew she would be 
sitting beside her words - her face 
rising blackly from within the 
building in that time of her first 
tune - Fear came running across the 
bottomless knees - he had 
something like it in saliva - familiar 
melody on his back felt the heart 
working - her blue dress of 
memory - (tasted her ghost in the 
corridors - spectral fingertips 
painting trails of nervous sweat 
across affectless walls - streams of 
white cum ran down the concourse 
-) 
Solemnity claimed the mallõs heart 
every escalator ground to a halt 

glass doors shattered - here and 
there mannequins had been 
ransacked from their ruined 
outposts and placed around the 
balconies each one garbed in the 
costume of a dead rock star - John 
Lennon knelt sprawled against a 
blackened glass barrier a yellow-
jacketed Freddie Mercury poised 
over him fucking one of four 
wounds in the ex-Beatleõs back 
with a makeshift carrot cock - A 
fat-suited Elvis sat awkwardly 
upon the pristine seat of a lavatory 
pulled from the window of a 
nearby home furnishings 
showroom - Where a shattered 
wall of glass opened out towards 
the extensive parking area Marc 
Bolan lay prone at the edge of an 
automobile graveyard - burning 
shells of luxury saloons and SUVs 
pumping toxic plumes into the torn 
sky -  
 
With  surrealistic will the viaduct 
had swerved off -course its stone 
bulk stretched like a pagan icon 
across the ceiling of that glass 
temple - red flesh fires in the sun-
kissed waters - Feral children had 
emerged from its prehistoric 
backside - he felt his heart with 
them lobbing Molotovs from 
behind bellows -like contractions - 
blades of petrol to look at the clock 
- velvet of a breath into animal 
dreams of ammunition - The 
bulldozerõs advance had been more 
or less correct - brick and concrete 
sending that dream of every age 
and environment to faceless sound 
- Linear time longed for days in 
those large stores where brutal 
machines would send life -size 
plastic figures beyond life and 
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death - (Streams of white cum 
fertilised the desolate food court) - 
Clocks feasting on the wings of 
insects popping in dusty striplights 
- History like a virus depositing 
spores of despair in his lungs - 
Santaõs Grotto smouldering at the 
sunõs threshold - radioactive 
shadows in forlorn teen 
pantomimes blasted against 
derelict storefronts - first kisses and 
first dates rusted upon a vacant 
soda fountain - festival of corrosion 
- sad ghosts of the twentieth 
century rallying towards a vagrant 
horizon -  
  
In a pose of quasi-crucifixion Vicky 
waited - Astutely his knuckles 
went back into t une - He addressed 
the girlõs good looks excited - 
brought her announcements in the 
first motion - She was thin and 
taller like the hands of history - her 
face was no longer riding upon the 
roller coaster for which the boy had 
braved death - promise of her rosy 
rustic features assured the human 
interval - thick chestnut hair falling 
loose reflected in static eyes - Her 
eyes picked the base of his skull 
from her dead past - mortal 
passport to jejune miles - her 
lucidity had paved the road for this 
breastbone - silky urban heart 
feeling warm in a desolate lonely 
place - the doll clenched like a 
crippled child of Chernobyl to her 
chest - Knife lying on the material 
world passed the light from 
windows as it wept onto his hands 
- network of veins told him nothing  
- whole building quivered at her 
electric tongue: 
 

òItõs not like back rolling hot limbs 
in the bracken - Little Poppy just 
loves to ride the shit of my stone 
snake - You know enough to catch 
them in bed like a vague black 
maybe - Years had known my 
dream from that coincidence to 
swap for a courtyard looming with 
hopeless terror - Click my heels to 
focus on the glue youõre riding - 
my name filled with substance and 
then at windows a straight black 
shirt you left on a dead branch - 
watched another shadow catch my 
breath - placed the doll violently - 
hurrying the blood in empty 
warehouses - My heartõs 
disappearance was no tragedy to 
freeze in that instant - whole face 
wore no expression at this 
sandstone enclave - I began to race 
- arriving at apartment block  rot 
and melt away everything inside - 
awakened by phantom time zone 
of crippled memories ripped open - 
rented a room ten weeks before the 
power lines connected - these 
cheeks looked hollowed in the 
skull of their own mother - slave-
mask of domestic concubine - bled 
filthy secrets in the wardrobe he 
built me - blood of my future 
fermenting to a black cancer - 
language could manage other times 
of smiling Chance - caught my 
breath back - My heart doing 
hereé? - On the low wall of a 
strange friendly pity - breathe me 
in air from other lungs with the cat 
on her lap - I shall be the landscape 
in insomnia -ó 
  
Siren hands into transparent girl 
grasped summer night - all the 
opaque air of this jail spun its head 
in his direction - Children 
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dissipated in the noon sky - elms 
and poplars came to demolish the 
tenements beyond and a black 
thunderhead loomed in wait for 
them - Aquarium thoughts arrived 
at the final block to counter the 
ghostly shapes of two bracelets - 
No tragedy breathed more easily - 
surmised his eyes would not close 
the knife in her chest - The 
landscape was red - the stove out - 
(the room can dissolve suddenly 
from other collages) - Desire to kill 
details of her childhood among the 
spine as the mattress under her 
eyes grew wild  - Into any orifice 
nightmare he turned towards the 
throng by utilising their light of the 
snow -  
  
Arms on that slender blade pressed 
his body from her hair and skin - so 
many years at her open mouth that 
he did not wish to live - hands 
falling obliquely  to find that 
journey westward given way - 
pained him of saliva descending 
from her life while falling to a blob 
as man and wife - sad heart 
threatened the red network - Vicky 
gasped excitedly at the steel length 
- frenzied laugh echoed throughout 
well of memory - erect penis 
throbbing cider over coarse livid 
throat -  
  
Two tiger heartbeats curled on the 
floor - wounded children dying in 
those stores where he pictured her 
heart in a wardrobe - plastic figures 
reaching out to embrace them in 
dead time-bound arms moved 
about fishlike in the Grotto - black 
insect voices chattering from 
perfidious incubus mouths: òGive 
us some honey - donõt tell your 

mother - Give us some honey - 
donõt breathe a word now éó 
 
Mental imprint pulled its 
companion up to her cheeks - 
blood-red light on the queenly doll 
growing cold - arms outstretched - 
frigid hands cupping concrete 
dreams of catastrophe - she was 
lying on his disappearance - His 
will turned eternity for its knife - 
Triumph seduced would be not 
long in coming within the 
condemned throat - Her brackish 
tongue slid under his buttocks and 
accelerated the clock - his knees 
throbbed and hummed upon 
sandstone - cursing the lingering 
words - At other gash he could 
struggle no more - the window 
timeless for a few moments looked 
upon her deep-drawn breath - 
pained walls expanding for her 
timeless zone - pity for her ageless 
face no longer concrete - wordless 
sigh slipping out of time - (streams 
of white cum dissolved stone and 
glass) - 
  
Thirty times the knife went riding 
the roller coaster only he could 
slake - blood oozing out for a few 
moments uneventfully smiling - 
The doll remained committed to 
his hands but they were now 
reflected in her control - stronger 
than his will - geometry of 
buildings embedded in a stream of 
warm crimson - the body kept a 
boundary -free mineral in this 
audacious gash - liberated in a 
post-emotional spine - blood-red 
light on the ceiling of constant flux 
-  
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Clasped on his stomach her words 
to him fast with the weight of his 
body: òGone last cigarette - done 
smoked the lot - Nothing hidden in 
the wardrobe - no more for his 
damn eyes to see - Get my arms out 
in the sea air - this is where the itch 
endsó 
  
He felt her falling with low 
wretched eyes - The doll remained 
silver and dark drifting ob liquely 
in her static journey westward - all 
tragedy burst upon his face with 
the contractions of a distant sun - 
Streams of white cum swept her 
astral ghosts across the vertebrae of 
the universe - 
 
(Furniture of the courtyard, her 
blue dress appeared in the 
wardrobe. All the unwelcome eyes 
put out on a coat-hanger hook. Her 
fatherõs fists cuffed in those rusted 
claws. Phoenix flare in the suburbs 
and a noon dust formed a fuzz 
upon the wood. Tim knew 
surreptitious daylights in the 
protein sex smells of impatient 
adolescents. Cheap gum phantoms 
caressing him with red bubbles in 
the broken bottle graveyard. 
Seditious puberty tasted like lead 
on his tongue. Her blood watered 
the dry bouquet of his memory. He 
breathed her heels but his eyes 
would not close. Cider breath of 
lost summer paints new stars in 
other skies. Inside him she walks 
prolonged silences.) 
  
From memory forty minutes later 
pocket watch pointed last daylight 
- white cum pasted him to 
anotherõs reverie - watching in the 

full glory of some passion  in the 
shadows -  
 
A public park on a cool bright 
spring morning - low stone wall 
along the emerald border blue sea 
haze beyond - Girl aged about 
fourteen perched there slender 
hands clasped upon a book in her 
lap - frail scrupulous young voice 
from behin d breeze-blown auburn 
tresses: 
  
òExcuse me, sir. Do you have the 
time? I think Iõm supposed to be 
somewhere.ó 
  
òSorry, love. I havenõt much use for 
it.ó  
  
The girl shrugged, the sad features 
of her pale freckled face flexing 
lackadaisically. òThatõs okay,ó she 
whispered in a soft mid -Atlantic 
accent, òIõm sure whatever it is will 
find me one way or another.ó  
  
She stuffed the book - The Cat in 
the Hat Comes Back - into a 
knapsack and turned her attention 
to the blue horizon.  
  
Saltwater smells sailed in with a 
squabble of gulls on a breeze thick 
with the frenetic promise of 
summer. Tim watched as the girl, 
seemingly unmindful of his 
presence, spread her arms wide, 
ready to embrace the turmoil that 
loomed like a thunderhead upon 
the capricious causeway of her 
youth.  
  
Sad clarinet melodies dispersed 
into vapour above the incoming 
tide.
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CUNT  

By Sue Fox

 

Step back.  Enter space.  

Watch the play of 

intercourse going on.  Find 

the sense of ôcoreõ, running 

without the high drama, 

jinxed stage sets and ham 

actors for lovers.   

Seek the distant island of hot 

sand, uninhabited ð go there 

and hibernate strictly alone 

and savor the deluxe place.  

Install the heart, move into 

third gear, saunter and 

swing along in time to the 

singing blades of long -eared 

grass, with mumbling bees, 

cunt like a nest.  

Let cunt expand and find its 

form wrapped like moss 

around trees, c linging to 

flower stalks. Find the cunt 

in the land, holes that are in 

the earth, or shapes made by 

birds, scissor hands or in the 

form of shallow graves ð a 

new kind of cuntography.  

Cunt is only mute when she is 

laid bare, submerged in the 

primordial cus ps and 

spillages of nature.  Cunt 

consoles and weeps for the 

souls of the land, not the flesh 

that creeps upon it.  Cunt 

applauds all the other cunts 

and shares in their tales of 

ôcock-loveõ.  And the stalking 

of ôman-meatõ till it winds up 

bless-ed or in heaps of muck 

or else dead matter!  

There is no -one to converse 

with or to take my mind offa 

this brutal thing.  Cunt is 

fucking king.  Fuck -ing thing.  

Cunt is the noble Queen.  

Cunt is counterpart and 
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consort and the licked.  Cunt 

is worn like a pocket i n my 

pants unpicked.  Cunt is the 

damned.   

My cunt is the most perverse 

little cunt.  I was thinking 

earlier about her being 

rubbed into  raw  shiny -pink 

ecstasy, with a little violence 

thrown in the mix and 

broken sea shells.  I want to 

hear her scream and  kick.  

See her lashing out and 

hitting and spitting, while 

she endures the pain of a 

fleshy twisted clit, pulled and 

smacked.   

Racked.  Thwacked. Hard 

punishment for being a bad 

girl.  Bend over!  Bashed into 

submission with a precision 

of thick fingers,  tied up and 

gagged; wadded in rope 

burning knots.  Feel this 

cunt.  Hold it down.  Make it 

swell.  Torture it.  Defile me 

against the earth.  Make me 

wince while my cunt is hurt 

and I will ôcomeõ.  

Mirror reflection.  Inversion.  

Twin Souls.  

My cunt needs  to come for 

the 3rd time, indeed for all 

the day if I had the time.  I 

am surrounded by children 

born of flesh.  They rob the 

time away in their plight to 

be adult.  I am rarely alone 

at holiday breaks.  My mind 

is flooded by little presences 

of cheeky pr incesses on high.  

I want to be wandering in a 

forest, naked, where it is 

deathly silent and 

wonderfully vacant, except 

for the slant of shadows and 

the bowing of tender young 

wood.  What do we leave that 

is of any use to anyone after 

we are dead?  Are we even 

interested in talking from 

that dead place?  Does a 

work of art change a life or 

does literature alter a soul?  

Can we make a mark on 

someone by leaving messages 

after we are no more?  Why 

do I feel I can look into 

someoneõs head and intuit the 

outcom e?  Why do I see 

heaven and hell combined in 

a minute?   

Is it right to want to ôcomeõ 

all the time?  I guess if it is a 

bodily expression then 

nature canõt be wrong.  I feel 

sex in my body at every 

turn, even when I am 

interlocuting spiritual 

propensities !  I came three 

times yesterday, the third 
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time late last night was 

harder but I just turned up a 

gear, added some volume, 

and went into the perverted 

thought module and I was 

releasing homogeneous cunt 

tensions, or tent cunsions.  It 

is if once I start p laying I 

canõt stop.  It is endless.  I 

want endless. Ad infinitum.  

On and on.  I want eternal 

pleasure.  I am an addict for 

my cunt arousal.  I am 

hooked on the bodily form 

and the perks that ôcomeõ 

with it!   

My cunt is wrenched from 

her prime ordeal of  fuckland.  

Cunt is nowhere but residing 

in her own private cave.  She 

whispers so many secrets to 

me.  And I splash them out 

on the page like blood from a 

suicideõs wrists.  I write in 

blood from feather quills and 

milk straws.  I get tangled up 

in the ma ss of barbed white 

wires. Twisted and sore like a 

concentration camp escapee.  

Red bleeds onto white, 

transfusion -like.   

I swell through gigantic lips.  

An out pouring of the heart.  

To feel alone one can really 

go right to the nerve centre 

and pluck the venom out of a 

discarded soul.  Cunt wants 

to be mischievous in the 

fields where few play.   

Cunt has plans to make and 

i deas to perform.  Must it all 

be displayed in a vacuum?  I 

long for interaction.   

New directions.  The theatre.  

I am sick of being in no 

manõs land.  I walk on razor 

blades in the street with 

naked feet and sliced heels.  I 

want to put on stockings 

with one seam of blood on 

each and lie on a ruby chaise 

longue reading anarchist 

poetry by Rimbaud.  I feel 

like a reject, a punk, a defect.  

I am fucking nothing.   
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I long for great things, to 

happen!  I want to cry.  I do.  

A little.  No -one cares.  I 

breath e in tears.  Sigh.  

Nicotine stains my teeth.  I 

watch stars.  Strain.  I catch 

traffic lights drifting in and 

out of the wet nebulae of my 

eyes.  I stare out into total 

darkness.  

My lips taste of extract -of -

cunt, and I smell sex like it is 

a sordid affair !  I am 

enthralled by my body.  I 

want to be raped by my eyes.  

I am on the curious ôcarousel 

of arousalõ.  I am blazing in 

my saddle.  I feel the rub of 

the leather stitches between 

my legs.  My cunt lies open 

like a valley, wet with sleet -

rain.  I hear h er calling ôfuck 

meõ.  Fuck me till I can be 

wet no more.   

Fuck me when I am tight 

and dry.  Steal me along the 

way.  Hijack me.  Put me in 

a trunk.  And haul me out 

when the boot opens and I 

am blinded by scorched rapt 

light.  Kidnap me against my 

will.  Take my cunt and 

speak into the megaphone of 

its airway.  L ick it like some 

never ending wound. Try to 

stem the swell of it.  Never 

take your mouth off it.  Put 

your breath upon it and lie 

your head there, I beseech 

you!  My ôcomeõ was quick 

and perfect she says, 

standing with her g -string 

half way down her leg an d 

half way up her crack, a 

half -cocked pose when in 

writing mode on the pc.  I 

have just polished off the 

dildo from my wet cunt with 

the centre of my nervous 

system, sucking on it, mouth -

licking -it like a stray bitch 

does on a meatless bone.  It 

tastes of  me; earthy, creamy, 

with a slightly salty 

bitterness.   

The bite of a tongue in an 

irreparable place!  It is the 

pungent cunt.  I thought of 

being held down and used by 

older men, taking it in turns, 

punished for looking like a 

young girl and making me 

dr ess like one.  The other men 

watch and interact with my 

aching performance cunt.  A 

house full of cocks are 

preying on me round a table 

and I am made to go and sit 

on each manõs cock whilst the 

others rub me, spitting on my 

clit, making me suck cock or 

eat ing me out.  My cunt is 
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pulled open wide for 

everyone to see into it whilst 

they dip their feet in the 

inches of my wet pooling 

ôcomeõ.   

Fingers are everywhere like 

a classical pianists.  I lose 

count of the number of digits 

in me!  The pitch grows 

high er like a Galas voice 

cresting up the many octaves 

of demon -like -soul drifters, 

and eventually there is a 

magical release of stardust in 

a smoky puff of breaths.  The 

plummet, the cum -down 

leads downwards into pure 

contentment and ecstasy.  I 

wonder why th is sexual lust 

has only come to me now; 

and get to thinking I studied 

meditation as a youth so in 

that practise you get a mass 

of that timeless, egolessness 

which is experienced in 

orgasm.   

And with meditation it is 

long -lasting and 

cumulatively builds an d 

remains so.  When I get into 

sex I feel untamed, like I 

want to be more profane and 

outrageous, like I am 

plundering into the depths of 

natureõs depravity and her 

joy, her link to the 

dysmorphic, avaricious 

differences and anomalies 

that take one to some where 

undefined, beyond nature 

and comprehension!  I want 

to be absolutely fucked 

forever!  I want to stay in 

these alternative states, 

floating into near -

nothingness.  

Space and quiet leads me 

down the altars of mind and 

stairs.  I am lusting for 

introspe ction and solace 

through ritual.  I want to 

clean the debris out and live 

in new altered spaces.  I 

want Arizonian desert vistas 

and miles of pure sand 

stretching into nowhere 

particularé (this is a 
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memory of my first piece of 

art I had as a child).  I wa nt 

to reside in emptiness for 

there is the fuel of all 

intangible creative matter.  

We come from nothing.  We 

go to nothing.  Nothing is our 

framework in which to 

negotiate in!  

We rapidly cut off between 

conscious and unconscious 

modes.  So whilst 

masturba ting I got to such a 

point where I felt I wanted to 

be abused by anyone ð an old 

man and his mother together 

even.  I wanted them to 

sexually assault me all day, 

imprison me against my will.  

I would suck on her and then 

suck him, like the male and 

female Buddha consorts.  

Now in reality when I see the 

old pervert man in the street, 

I blank him.  I wouldnõt give 

him the time of day in the 

light of consciousness but in 

the dark, where I draw closer 

to the unconscious, he is the 

perpetrator of sins of mine, 

and gets on me, mouth to 

mouth.  He resuscitates me.  

In my imagination he would 

be the sexual heathen 

without any limits, the 

grotesque even!  In the real 

world he could be different 

and not present me with 

anything fluid.  He might be 

a dysfunctional idio t who 

canõt initiate a hard wet 

prick or know where to 

stretch his fingers.  

Excitement of the movement 

towards orgasm leads me to 

push it further still.  We 

want to strip away layers of 

prohibition.  Is sex to do with 

abuse?  Giving up the body 

for penetra tion, deification, 

vilification, subjugation, 

empowerment and 

demonisation.  Is it because 

sex is partially unconscious 

that all things reside there?  

As an artist I dwell in the 

taboo, the hidden, and so all 

possibilities are conceivable ð 

why go there?  Or why not?  I 

see everything, my mind is so 

vast so I can do anything 

right?  I can see what it is 

like to be fucked by three 

men in a toilet to the point of 

collapse.  I can imagine 5 

dwarf men fingering my 

cunt in a caravan till I am 

sore.  If it doesnõt happen in 

reality, then it can and will 

all happen in the seeming 

reality of my mind.  I can lift 

the lid off Pandora õs Box 
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and see all manner of things.  

Fuck ôhopeõ.  Give me ôjoyõ, 

ôpassionõ, ôdirtõ and 

ôdecadenceõ.  I want 

fornication and extremitie s 

of the highest order!  Let me 

fuck wild beasts, fathers and 

sons, mothers and their 

young lovers; let me fuck the 

old, the disabled, the 

deranged, the amputees, the 

strange, the undesired, and 

the corpses.  Let me fuck 

anything that enters my 

mind ð let me conjoin with 

all beings in all their 

manifestations.  Let me fuck 

anything moving about, even 

the worms.  

Cunt gets off on interaction!  

She abounds in voices and 

playé.  Cunt is a junkie-

martyr to anything phallic 

and rhythmic.  She wants to 

spurt out of her lady -mouth 

again.  She is a continual 

spitter and a bed -wetter.  

Cunt is the womanõs hand 

bag or the glove of secretion 

which you can hide your sins 

in, laced with lipsticks and a 

hair brush.  Little cock -size 

things to put in roomy -sized 

slits.  Cu nt will play rude 

games on the surface of a 

clean sheet, and make it as 

dirty as your heart, 

unleashing white chalk cum 

stains on brown.   I never 

knew a cunt as rabid as 

mine, as robust as a jelly fish 

in a mould.  I didnõt know she 

could feel so much in  these 

nerve fibres, in the filaments 

of such a rose -pink bud.  I 

will grow cunts in my 

garden for peopleõs noses.  

They will meet the scent with 

the toss of their head and 

remember all the shades of 

pink that they ever saw even 

the hue of rosy -pink apples .  

Those pink -after -glows will be 

left in the eye socket long 

after death, leaving only the 

silence and a great longing 

for something that goes 

beyond.  
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giggling and a -wriggling 

inside like some pubescent 

young thing, high on a 

cocktail of hormones.  She is 

sexed up to fuck and canõt 

wait to exercise some tactile 

fantasies even in the light!  

Cunt is a sneaky teaser.  Cunt 

is the make -up of snake 

artists.  Artisans of the 

carnal.  Lusters of the 

twisted lips of labia.  The 

mons pubis of out of data.  

Cunt extols the virtues of sex 

play like some public 

declaration in the street with 

bells on.  Cunt is calling for a 

pilgrimage to the Mecca of 

the flesh of a woman.  Come 

visit her and see inside the 

quantum hole.  Cunt wants to 

spray out on unsuspecting 

people from out the top floor 

window.  She wants to make 

all things wet in the 

pleasuring of her, in the 

inciting of her name.  

Hallowed be her name, 

cunton.  She wants to see 

heads turn and mouths open 

tasting her like rain drops on 

naked tongues.  Cunt is in a 

state of excitation of 

wondering which barrel the 

bullet lies in.  She is ready for 

a game of Russian roulette. 

One of the six is a hit, all the 

others are misses.  The pistol 

and the gun evoke 

undulating responses in her 

majora.  There is one tiny 

spot that sends her eyes a -

spinning like cold marbles on 

grey stone.  

My cunt feels madly and 

absurdly alive.  It is itching 

inside.  It longs for a flesh 

membe r to mimic the shape 

of the interior walls.  Copy 

me inside. The cunt shouts 

for attention please, all look 

over here and watch the 

great entrance hall opening, 

a few volunteers if you 

please.  My, what do we have 

here?  More eager arrivals.  

And a hard in toxicating 

flesh piece that squirts out 

white juice?  A head like a 

hat.  A trunk like the gristle 

of meat.  Truncheons all 

round.  Let me raise cocks up 

for you like only a magician 

can with a belief in 

telekinesis.  She wants to be 

fucked again.  Once fu cked, 

the addiction flows and she is 

incited to do violence on the 

cock, taking it for herself, 

making it go in and out 

many times, innumerable.  

Oh let me be the goddess of 

fuck.  Let me take you into 
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the cunt hole and anoint 

your head with my fluids.  I 

will suck you in like a lost 

child.  Let me kiss you with 

my cunt vapour.  Let me 

enshrine you in my muscular 

vulvic arms.  Let the balm of 

the content of my cunt save 

you.  

I have played today in my 

summery bed, laced with 

pockets of warm air.  I have 

fel t so full of sensual 

imaginings, creeping out like 

some medusaõs snake-head.  I 

have been so high on my 

cunt.  I have played with her 

and made her spit up two 

times.  Oozing out clear and 

milky egg -white things from 

broken shells.  I have 

tormented the lif e out of her.  

Made her get mad and all 

red.  Made her lose her shape 

and shift into a less 

prohibited form.  I have 

enticed her to become herself 

and to open out into sheer 

sexual dirt.   

I throw her down in the dust, 

legs apart.  I let go of the 

guilt an d tell myself I can 

cum when I want to.  I am a 

beryl tiger strolling round 

like I own the place.  I can 

command my body to do 

what I want it to do.  I am in 

the lap of the gods.  Oh, 

sleaze, fornications and roses, 

such high -up feelings that 

take you all over the span of 

your self.   

I find new spots that feel 

unique.  There is a never -

ending finding in the cunt.  I 

am meeting new pathways 

and tunnels and unexplained 

arenas of my cunt.  I find 

myself deep and 

unfathomable.  My cunt is 

the primordial templa te of 

an ineffable corporeal 

understanding.  Cunt relief is 

vital to sustain such 

sensibilities.   

Cunt is pounding in my 

groin.  Cunt is seriously get 
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rolling round the bed to 

sights and sounds of 

pornography.   

Porn makes me cum in 

minutes.  My cunt -mouth 

contorts and hurls abuse.  It 

feels so risk -taking to enter in 

to the pinkness of sex, for the 

mind and body expand 

through othersõ erotic gaze.  

At once I become a larger 

person with more sexual 

knowledge.  There is more to 

muster up in bed.  I can jump 

into scenarios and cum like 

some pornocidal maniac.  I 

am gonna really get into 

these sporadic quick cums.  I 

am gonna shoot loads.  I will 

push the limits.  I will know 

the burn out clause.  I will 

see cunt in inebriated circles, 

spinning like a penn y, 

grabbing walls to steady 

herself.  Cunt will be 

spangled and smouldered.  

Cunt lust will prevail.  Cunt 

is in charge!  Hey, listen up!   

Cunt likes the clit butterfly 

on the rabbit vibrator but 

the plastic dildo irritates my 

skin.  What is this fucker 

m ade of?  My cunt just went 

off -the -wall.  Where did I go 

for an hour?  I melted into 

my organs.  I went higher 

and higher and I didnõt think 

I would release it.  Shut up 

and cum.  So I did.  I have 

been in and out of battery 

packets and I need new sex 

toys , I have fucked them all 

to disintegration with over -

body?  Can you hear the clit 

shout?  Does it scream and 

pout?  Can you ever put the 

flames out?  NEVER baby 

never.  Play.  The cunt will 

never cease.  It is a fire bird.   
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 PRELUDE: PLAYING WITH THE LIGHTNING  
 

By DM Mitchell  
 
Michigan Palace, Detroit, February 
9, 1974 ð five young men take the 
stage to commit artistic sepukku. 
To say that the audience was 
hostile is like saying that Hitler 
wasnõt a very nice person. In fact, 
certain members of the audience (a 
bike gang, who called themselves 
the Scorpions) had only the day 
before phoned radio station 
WABX-FM and promised to kill 
these same young men if they 
dared to take the stage that 
particular night.  
 
In a scene (which Iõve only heard 
but never witnessed) that makes 
me think of the Viking Death 
Prayer scene at the culmination of 
the film The 13th Warri or, Iggy & 
The Stooges faced down an 
embodiment, an avatar of what 
William S Burroughs had named 
ôThe Ugly Spiritõ.  
 
The recording, Metallic KO , is still 
harrowing to listen to. Bottles 
smash, unidentifiable objects break, 
and the audience scream abuse as 
the singer goads the crowd on to 
outdo its efforts, inviting them 
almost to kill him.   
 
By some twist of irony, not many 
years later, the British ôpunk rockõ 
scene would take elements of this 
experience and by some sleight-of-
hand (thanks mostly to the PT 
Barnumesque talents of one snake 
McClaren), change this act of 
foolhardy heroism into a 
masochistic aesthetics of self-hate.  

A whole generation of kids, myself 
included, were swept along in a 
lemming -like rush to immolate 
ourselves in imitation of our 
Stooge-idols. Throwing objects at 
the stage, spitting at the band, even 
self-mutilation all become ôhipõ. In 
reality, those five young men who 
recorded that album were flying in 
the face of real danger. Their 
audience that night were not 
behaving in a fashionable way; 
they seriously hated the band and 
intended them very real harm.  
 
òAbove them along the sharp and 
sunlit ridge of the high chalk hill, the 
Corn King pranced on his way, Earth 
Motherõs way, his head held high and 
jerking this way and that, his back 
arched so that his chest was flung out 
with arrogance, his thighs rising 
higher and higher with each toe-
pointing step, one hand before him, one 
behind him, like some stiff-jointed doll 
from under the soil, from the womb of 
Earth Mother herself. 
 
The drums began to speak faster, 
stuttering now in their relief. Drm-
Drm-Drm-Drm-Drm.ó 
 
(The Golden Strangers Henry Treece) 
 
When the Romans found 
themselves facing the barbarian 
hordes of Europe and Britain, one 
of the things they found most 
daunting was the total lack of 
regard for personal safety 
displayed by their seemingly ill -
equipped enemies. Celtic warriors 
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in particular would often go in to 
battle stark naked bar for weapons 
and body-paint, their bodies 
numbed to the pricks of arrows or 
minor wounds th rough the prior 
ingesting of bell adonna, hemlock 
and other toxic substances. Shaman 
warriors who engaged in warfare 
as if dancing with their tribal Gods 
of Death. 
 
The Stooges on stage. The singer 
gyrates and flings himself around 
the stage with almost double-
jointed grace, almost naked. 
Beautiful and ugly at the same 
time. Behind him the guitarist 
stands stoically like some leather 
clad samurai staring down the 
future, the sound of his instrument 
carving sonic swathes through the 
collective psyche of the bewildered 
audience and the rhythm section 
pound and pummel, goading their 
front -man to greater excesses and 
feats of shamanic abandon.  
 
Those who had come to see this 
spectacle looking for a freak show 
or simply for its shock value were 
probably left feel ing bewildered. 
This wasnõt entertainment. This 
was more like a primal and 
cathartic ritual, dredging the soul 
and uncovering the psychic 
wounds left on a nation by more 
than a decade of betrayal and lies 
on the part of its so-called leaders.  
 
In his play  The Bacchae, Euripedes 
painted a picture of Greek society 
at the time, one which the West has 
normally accepted as the 
foundation of western ôcivilisationõ. 
The character of Dionysus enters 
like a storm, challenging the 

strictures and constraints imposed 
on the natural currents of 
instinctive and sensual life. The 
followers of Dionysus are mostly 
women ð Maenads.  
 
Dionysus offered healing through 
music, dancing, group emotion and 
a feeling of power gained by mass-
surrender to primal forces. By the 
end of the play, Dionysus has 
wreaked havoc and bloody 
violence, not through intent but 
simply because the forces of 
ôcivilisationõ opposed to his 
message have tried to do him and 
what he represents violence. But it 
would be easier to attempt to tame 
the lightnin g and probably as 
sensible.  
 
The music of the Stooges grew out 
of the Psychedelic Sixties and 
formed itself from a primal stew of 
primitive blues and rock mixed 
with chaotic experimentalism akin 
to the free jazz of Beefheart and 
Sun Ra and the dark doom-ridden 
dronescapes of the Velvet 
Underground. After two albums of 
crash & burn intensity, James 
Williamson threw his lot in and 
pulled them bucking and 
screaming into a more focused rock 
ônõ roll sensibility. Had it not been 
for Raw Power  then The Stooges 
would even now be remembered 
only as oddities or mavericks and 
mentioned in the same breath as 
the Monks, The Seeds or the 13th 
Floor Elevators.  
 
How unique was this album? How 
much a product of its time, of the 
right individuals being in the right 
place at the right time? To what 
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extent is it a logical link in a chain 
of the natural development of 
American culture and/or music 
and how much a fluke of chance? 
Less unlikely obviously than the 
emergence of life onto a lifeless 
planet over 200 million years ago, 
obviously, but leaving tele ological 
agendas out of the discussion, itõs 
still a pretty amazing and 
fortuitous event, akin to the 
collision of a comet with the 
surface of the planet, with equally 
far-reaching though not 
immediately obvious 
repercussions.  
 
Raw Power  took the minimal 
hammering force of Little Richard 
and Jerry Lee Lewis and cranked it 
up to an agonising pitch, with a 
guitar sound that sounded 
alternately like shrapnel and a 
napalm attack. Such intensity 
however, is impossible to sustain 
overlong. 
 
The music created by The Stooges 
at that point in time possesses 
paradoxical qualities. Firstly, 
unlike the aforementioned 
preceding two albums, Raw Power  
poses more questions than 
answers. Those first two albums 
were idiosyncratic and self -
contained. Ron Ashetonõs droning, 
mixolydian riffs and progressions 
were unique and impossible to 
replicate exactly. So in many ways, 
The Stooges and Funhouse were 
dead-ends, discrete and hermetic, 
the culmination and logical 

conclusion of certain experiments 
and styles, in much the same way 
that Trout Mask Replica  and Sgt 
Pepperõs were. None of them could 
be taken further in their particular 
direction.  
 
Raw Power  opened new doors ð in 
fact pretty much kicked them off 
their hinges and took part of the 
frames with them. The other 
quality uniqu e to this album is its 
nakedness. The preceding albums 
were emotionally armoured and 
aloof; Raw Power  displayed a 
frankness and vulnerability that 
gave it a psychological power 
previously unseen. A nakedness 
that was mirrored by Iggyõs 
tendency to disrobe physically on 
stage, a nudity that Anton LaVey 
has likened to aspiring to an 
infantile state, but which also 
seemed to contribute to the singerõs 
seeming invulnerability in the face 
of adversity.  
 
At a time when everything cultural 
has been commodified and pigeon-
holed into genres, thus rendered 
safe, the reforming of The Stooges ð 
more specifically THAT line -up ð 
seems to be creating waves of 
excitement that are not explicable 
in terms of retro -revivalism or 
nostalgia. Itõs almost like the 
heralded return  of some lost band 
of mythical heroes returning to a 
beleaguered and harassed battle-
front.  
_______________________________  
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HIGHWAY 59 

By Díre  McCain   

 

 

òMusic makes time collapse, yet 
time lets music erect itself.ó 

The same could be said about a 
living, breathing, sentient being.  In 
this case, the man who spoke those 
ten words, the man who was 
captured reclining on Bessie 
Scaplehornõs grave in autumn 1972. 
The exact whereabouts of the semi-
anonymous photographer ð known 
only as òByronó ð are a mystery, 
much like the subject, until 
recently.  

Another lifetime ago ð after a 
prolonged, wild, and at times, 
ferocious ride ð James Williamson 
found himself at a crossroads.  
Acumen and instinct led him 
toward survival, and s ubsequently, 
ataraxia, but his intrinsic spirit 

endured, which is why it seems 
only natural, that after an extended 
intermission, heõs returning to the 
stage for what could be seen as the 
dénouement. Of course, his re-
emergence has been far from 
simple or painless.  How could it 
be when it was triggered by an 
unexpected tragedy?    

Over the years, a considerable 
amount has been written about the 
man who chose to remain in the 
shadows even after his band began 
to receive long overdue and well -
deserved recognition.  As expected, 
his silence not only intensified the 
curiosity of his growing legion of 
fans, but also prompted writers to 
seek out second-hand sources, and 
in some cases, manipulate the 
truth, thus spawning a 
doppelganger, who bears little 
resemblance to the man youõre 
about to meet. 

The following exc hange was 
compiled from a three-way 
correspondence, featuring DM 
Mitchell,  and a lengthy tête-à-tête 
that took place last month, the 
night before James stepped into a 
rehearsal space with his friend and 
former collaborator for the first 
time in three decades.   Since it can 
be difficult to convey tone, tenor, 
and emotion via the written form, 
letõs just say that it was a 
refreshingly open, highly enjoyable 
conversation, spiced with hu mor 
and replete with l aughter... 
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Photographer Unknown  

 
Dave: Music is a real physical as 
well as psychological force thatõs 
been proven to have definite effects 
on the listener, sometimes lasting 
effects.  It can change personalities. 
You often hear people saying that 
listening to Little Richard or John 
Coltrane, or whoever changed their 
lives forever. As the wielder of one 
of the most uncompromisingly 
powerful sonic attacks in rock 
music, did you ever feel worried 
about the power you were 
channelling in your music? The 
destructive or creative possibilities?   
 
James: Thatõs an interesting 
observation.  Frankly, Iõm often a 
little surprised lately as I hear from 
so many people whose lives have 
been lived to the soundtrack of my 

music.  Remember that I didnõt 
play music nor have I really been 
tuned into music for the p ast 35 
years or so, so Iõm a little like Rip 
Van Winkle or some kind of Back 
To The Future character in that 
way, just waking up to find that 
the world has changed 
considerably while I was away.   
 
Anyway, to your point, yes music 
has the power to move emotions 
and they are the catalysts of 
passion, both creative and 
destructive.  Iõm not sure I want 
that power over others, but if I am 
to play my music, Iõm stuck with 
the consequences, so I accept that 
responsibility and try my best to 
channel it in a posit ive way.  
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Díre:  Iõve always believed that 
certain people ð usually creative 
souls ð are born with an 
indescribable inner quality that 
enables them to be free, in the truest 
sense of the word, regardless of 
where life may lead them. Itõs an 
essential part of their being, like the 
vital organs, and while it can be 
rendered dormant it can never be 
eradicated. All one has to do is 
listen to your musical offerings, 
and it immediately becomes clear 
that you possess this rare trait.  The 
unbridled, fiercely soulfu l, and 
galvanic manner in which you 
played the guitar was truly 
groundbreaking.  You didnõt just 
tear down the barriers, but blew 
them to smithereens. You 
influenced, and paved the way for 
a multitude who came to follow.  
In fact, in the past month alone, 
several musicians have made a 
point of telling me to tell you how 
incomparably influential you were.  
At the time, did you have any idea 
of the impact you were making?   
 
James:  None whatsoever.  I always 
played somewhat this wayé sort 
of very fast with l ots of chord 
changesé this is how I learned to 
playé it was much harder to learn 
other peoples songs so I simply 
wrote my own.  Anyway, along the 
line, I met up with Iggy one night 
during a frat party gig in Ann 
Arbor and as I had my guitar I 
started playi ng some of my songs 
for him during a break and he 
listened intentlyéwhich was quite 
a thrill for me as he was a member 
of The Prime Movers blues band, 
who was très cool as far as I was 
concerned.  Anyway, he never 

forgot that night and years later, he 
asked me to join the Stooges as he 
had seen the potential in this style.  
He remembers that night when he 
heard me play for the first time to 
this day.  As I told him recently, 
God only knows what Iõd have 
been doing in Detroit if you hadnõt 
seen the potential in my playing 
that nighté 
 
The guitar was always an 
emotional outlet for me and I think 
thatõs what you are hearing is 
emotion expressed by my fingers to 
your earsé I have no other way of 
saying it, although I like the way 
you describe me betteré sort of 
sounds important.  
 
Dave: On Raw Power , even under 
all that white noise and shrapnel -
sound, you can still detect the 
voodoo vibe of strong blues roots, 
albeit cranked right up into the red. 
Itõs a marriage of the primitive or 
primal with the civilised ð at least 
in the form of using modern 
technology to boost its energy. Iggy 
has talked about his desire to 
marry the Dionysian with the 
Apollonian ð from Nietzsche. I 
think the Stooges succeeded in this 
better than any other band before 
or since. How conscious was all 
this among the band?  
 
James: Nietzsche came much later 
with Bowie and Berlin, and mind 
you, Iggy was always a good 
reader. However, make no mistake 
about it, the Stooges were always 
visceral not cerebral.  We were all 
about doing and not about 
thinking and talking about doing.  
What we did was real for us and 
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was executed in the moment for 
pretty much the first and only 
timeé it wasnõt thought out or 
analyzed for its impact.  We were 
definitely Dionysian not 
Apolloniané yet as we matured, 
we became more so, but by very 
small steps.  
 
Dave: Those four Stooges albums ð 
I always include Metallic KO  when 
I think of The Stooges ð were all 
examples of pretty extreme 
Dionysian fervour. The first two 
were pretty unconventional in 
terms of structure and production 
alike. There were a lot of elements 
of free jazz and the avant-garde ð 
stuff like Sun Ra and The Velvet 
Underground. Raw Power  seems 
to have more traditional òrockó 
song structures, but the resulting 
album was no more palatable to 
the average listener back then. 
Something like òDeath Tripó is as 
scary in terms of throwing the 
listener into an unfa miliar territory 
as anything before had done. 
 
James: The Stooges come from a 
different place. The original 
Stoogesé some of them had some 
music background, but on different 
instruments.  So, Iggy went from 
drums to singing, and Ron went 
from bass to guitar, and the bass 
player had never played... he was 
just a buddy of theirs, and so they 
started out from a very different 
place.  They created their sound, 
and you had never seen anything 
like this band when they started, 
really.  When I used to go see them, 
you know, visit them at their house 
when they first started, the 
drummer was playing oil drums, 

and the guitar player had just 
learned to play guitar, and the bass 
player had just learned to play 
bass, and they played all this wild 
stuff because they were coming 
from a kind of experimental music 
era thingé Sun Raé you know, 
kind of a different place.  On their 
first gig, Iggy played a vacuum 
cleaner, for Christõs sake.  That was 
his instrumenté he moved the 
mike back and forth.  And he 
played a blender.  It was a whole 
different deal, but it worked 
somehow.  They had a show that 
they did, and it was uniqueéand 
they evolved that into a song 
structure kind of thing when they 
got their first record deal, but they 
didnõt really have any songs, and 
so they literally wrote those songs 
in the studio on the first albumé 
right there.  And so, it was very 
primitive.  And then the next 
album was a little more 
sophisticated, but not much, 
because while they had become 
more proficient, they were still 
nonetheless, not that proficient.  
People love that album, actually 
both albums, but  in terms of song 
form and song craft, they were not 
that well -developed.  So, when I 
came along, I had a lot more 
musical form, musical 
development than they did.  Iõd 
been playing guitar for a long time, 
and so, I guess I brought that to the 
party.  But by the same token, I also 
brought my own original music 
that was truly orig inal, and so what 
you hear is that music, and so, it 
has some underpinnings of 
traditional form, but itõs my take on 
that, and thatõs what youõre 
hearing. 
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Dave: The media tends to create a 
mythology around celebrities in 
general. Around the time of Raw 
Power, rock stars were the prime 
recipients of this treatment. How 
closely did the òmythical 
portrayaló of the Stooges in the 
media parallel the reality?  
 
James: Iõm not sure of which 
version of òthe mythó you might be 
referring to.  But, Iõd say the 
Stooges were as òmythicaló as a 
band can get.  We lived truly hand 
to mouth for most of the four or so 
years that I was with the band.  Yes 
we had moments of glory and 
income, but they were very 
fleeting.  Mostly, we ground out 
our music as best we could with 
litt le to work with other than our 
belief in the band and in our music 
and in rock ônõ roll.  In the end, that 
wasnõt enough to keep us going 
because the people we were 
playing it for didnõt share our 
belief for the most part.  
 
Fast forward 20-30 years and itõs a 
different storyé the people believe 
in us and our music the way we 
wish they had thené now weõve 
just got to renew the belief in 
ourselves enough to satisfy them 
and ourselves that it was all 
worthwhile.  On the other hand, 
who cares?  Itõs only rock ônõ roll, 
but we do like it.  Itõs good to be 
appreciated. 
 
Dave: Itõs been observed that in a 
sporting event, the amount of 
violence that occurs off-pitch is 
inversely proportional to what 
occurs on the pitch. In a similar 
way, rock stars seem to become 

absorbed into some weird re-
enactment of ritual sacrifice or self-
sacrifice. Jim Morrison, Jimi 
Hendrix, Brian Jones all 
succumbed to it. The Stooges 
seemed to self-destruct at almost 
every gig. How did you manage to 
survive it?  
 
James: We were all very luck y 
really.  Itõs a little like when people 
look back on their childhood and 
wonder how they made it.  Who 
knowsé many of my friends from 
back then didnõt.  Zeke, Dave, 
Billé many others you wouldnõt 
knowé we certainly did our share 
of self destruction, and things got 
bad from time to time, but we all 
pulled through to one degree or 
another.  I guess in the limit, my 
own case is that I had wonderful 
people who loved me and 
grounded me from near and afar 
and I was able to navigate my way 
into a life style that  was 
sustainable.  Lifeõs all about livinõ 
or dyiné if you donõt have enough 
livinõ in you, then youõre goinõ to 
be doinõ some dyin... and thatõs not 
what I wanted.  At least not now.  
 
Dave: There was a lot of other 
material recorded around that 
period, some of which is more 
straight -ahead in terms of 
rockõnõroll sound ð Sick of You, 
Open Up and Bleed, etc ð and some 
thatõs beyond the pale.  I remember 
my first listening to Metallic KO  
was akin to staring into the sun. I 
think that album seriously 
damaged me. Was that an accurate 
document of that period for the 
band?   
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James: Yes, that album captured 
better than I can write in words the 
sum total of our previous months 
of the òDeath March Touró across 
the country in our final days as a 
band.  We were better than we ever 
had been, yet we were also more 
desperate and without much hope 
of success we Soldiered on until 
that final night.  
 
Dave: Kill City consisted of far 
more conventional material ð at 
least compared to the earlier 
albums. What was the thinking 
behind this? Was it an attempt at 
commercialism? Of making the 
music more digestible to the 
average listener? Or was it simply 

where your head was at that point 
in time? 
 
James: Kill City  was just the next 
evolution of our song writing.  If 
you listen to the material that we 
were writing up until that time it 
was very different.  I guess this is 
where the Apollonian comes in.  
Since it was recorded as a demo to 
get a record deal, we were trying to 
make it sound like we could 
actually sell some records, but as 
you can tell, that didnõt work.  
Anyway, I think it holds up as the 
first ever òIndieó record and Iõm 
really proud of that record and am 
pleased that so many people love it 
as perhaps the best. 
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Dave:  I was just thinking, in terms 
of òaccessibilityó ð distinct from 
òcommercialityó ð the transition to 
Kill City  is more obvious in the 
wake of what was documented on 
the Metallic KO  album, than as a 
successor to Raw Power .  Metallic 
KO  really is an example of òout 
thereó as much as any other album 
around at the time.  It was like 
watching a diamond falling apart 
in your hands. Kill City  was like 
the backwash after a tsunami, and 
itõs when you listen to the two in 
succession that you can see how 
wounded Iggy was ð and you 
were, possibly ð at the time, just in 
the songs.  
 
Iõm always interested in the actual 
process that lies behind any 
specific piece of music. With some 
artists, the process itself is visible in 
the end result. Iõm thinking of 
people like Brian Eno, for instance. 
How did you an Iggy create the 
songs on those albums? How did 
they mutate and develop? Did they 
start with lyrics or music?  
 
James: Generally speaking, they 
started with music.  In all cases, 
they actually started with some 
music.  The earlier on, when I 
began playing with the Stooges in 
1971, I was immediatelyé well, let 
me step backé before I met Iggy, I 
always wrote my own music, 
because it was easier for me to play 
my own music than it was to play 
other peopleõs music, so I naturally 
wanted to do that.  And so I had 
written a bunch of stuff, and when 
I first met Iggy at that frat party in 
Ann Arbor Michigan, I had my 
guitar with me, and I played him a 

bunch of songs.  He was 
immediately impressed, because I 
played in a unique wayé even 
then.  Itõs funny how these things 
work outé he always remembered 
that, and so years later, when I 
came to Ann Arbor and was 
buddies with the band, when he 
needed a guitar player, he 
remembered that, and brought me 
into the band.  I almost 
immediately started playing new 
music with the band.  So that 
evolved a little bit and, I think 
some of that is on that album thatõs 
being released, 1971é the two 
guitar line -up.  Anyway, the reason 
why he wanted me to come to 
London with him was to mak e a 
new album, completely different 
from the Stooges, you know, a 
whole new start, with just me.  So, 
we got over there, and I couldnõt 
relate to the English bands at the 
timeé the thought of having guys 
with big hair and all in my rhythm 
section just wasnõt working for 
meé and so I told him, òHey, letõs 
bring the Asheton brothers over 
and weõll move Ron to bass.  You 
know, theyõre good, right?  Letõs 
use those guys.ó  So thatõs what we 
ended up doing.  And so we went 
about writing songs.  We started 
out just recording the stuff we 
already had, and all of it was 
rejected by our management.  Later 
itõs been released, and people love 
ité but anyway, we started out by 
writing all this new music, and it 
always was the same, I would 
write the songs in my room, on  my 
acoustic guitaré the riffs, not the 
songsé then show them to him, 
and weõd work through them and 
modify the music to fit the different 
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lyrics that he would come up with.  
And so we would kind of fit it 
togetheré it was always that way. 
 
Díre:  In 1979, after a prolonged 
hiatus, you returned to the studio 
to produce Iggyõs third solo effort, 
New Values.  To my viscerally 
inclined ears ð which automatically 
tune out that officious, 
preconceived-notion -dispensing 
creature known as òThe Music 
Journalistó ð it still hold s up 
superbly thirty years on. The 
common misconception is that you 
played guitar on the entire album, 
when in fact it was primarily multi -
instrumentalist and fellow Stooge, 
Scott Thurston. What were your 
reasons for collaborating on the 
album?  And why did you choose 
to minimize your role as a 
performer?  And out of curiosity ð 
for the fans watching at home ð is 
there any instrument Scott canõt 
play?  
 
James: Well, I was going to school 
at the time, studying electronics 
engineering.  Jim called me up and 
asked me if Iõd be interested in 
producing an album for him and 
after looking at my empty wallet 
and considering all the good times 
weõll had at one time, I agreed to 
do it.  It was also a good 
opportunity to use the skills that I 
had acquired during my time 
working at Paramount Recording 
Studios, so it was like a fun project 
for me. I immediately called up my 
buddy Scott Thurston and my Kill 
City  Engineer Peter Haden to help 
me out with thisé Iggy also had a 
drummer in mind, but we added 
Jackie Clack on Bass as well. 

It was a very tight little group of 
musicians and frankly I hadnõt 
been playing much since 1974, so I 
pretty much sat out musically and 
concentrated on the production.  
Although, I did play guitar on my 
own song òDonõt Look Downó.  
Scott Thurston is a very fine 
musician and a very dear friend of 
mine.  He can play anything he 
puts his mind too...no doubt about 
it.  
   
Dave: When I first heard that 
album I was pretty puzzled by the 
mix. It was very tight and minimal 
but also òdryó in places. It was a bit 
confusing after the òbaroqueó 
sound of the preceding albums, 
both Stooges and Iggyõs solo work.  
I really only appreciated it much 
later. What was behind that sound? 
 
James: Thatõs a very good question.  
Itõs very true, and I took a lot of 
flack for that album.  Again, I came 
back after doing something entirely 
different.  It was an interesting 
thing, because Iggy was off on his 
solo thing with Bowie, and I 
released Kill City  then.  And at 
first, they hated that album, 
because they thought it was not 
professional.  It was like the first 
indie record ever, but it was not 
what they thought should be.  You 
know, he was a professional, and 
that was not professional.  But 
then, it did real wellé it actually 
got him another record deal, and so 
then he thought, ôAhh well, thereõs 
something to this,õ and pretty soon 
he thought, ôWell, maybe Iõd better 
call James.õ  And so he did, and we 
did that album, and to this day, Iõm 
extremely pro ud of that album.   
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We came in with a lot of partially 
formed music and ideas, and we 
took those and filled them out, and 
put together a strong band of 
musicians.  So the musicians were 
good, the material got improved, 
and we tried hard to make it so you 
can hear the album, and the mix 
was only part of that.  We recorded 
the instruments very cleanly, and 
we spent a lot of time getting the 
takes right.  I mean, we really spent 
a lot of timeé it was a lot of work 
to do that album.  I think in the 
end, it hold s up, and it sounds 
good today, it sounds really good 
on the radio.  But at the time I took 
a lot of flack from the record 
company, becauseé it was Arista, 
these people were English that 
were pushing this whole thing, and 
they wanted to hear the old 
Stooges, right?  And that was not 
what this record was about.  And 
so, they were very disappointed by 
it actually, and it didnõt do that 
well at the time.  Andé well, you 
know, itõs the story of my lifeé 
(laughs)  
 
Then the next album, Soldier, was 
supposed to correct that problem, 
and so they wanted us to come to 
Wales, come to the UK, and bring 
in kind of punky guys.  The bass 
player was from the Sex Pistols, the 
guitar player was a young dude.  
They were supposed to add that 
dimension, and I just hated the 
who le thing.  It was just wrong.  
The material was bad, the 
musicians were bad, the studio was 
badé it was awful.  When you 
know itõs bad, when it feels bad, 
itõs bad. I probably wasnõt the only 
one feeling that wayé and 

eventually, Jim and I had just had 
ité and we got into each othersõ 
facesé and I quit and he fired me 
all at the same timeé and that was 
the end of that for a long time.  
 
Díre:  Was that the album that 
David Bowie came popping his 
head in on? 
 
James:  It was only one weekend. 
 
Díre:   And that w as all it took? 
 
James: Yea, that was all it took. 
(laughs) Well, that was sort of the 
culmination, everything sort of 
exploded.   
 
Díre:   Was that toward the end? 
 
James: No, we had finished the 
basic tracks, and that was about as 
far as we were, so we were stuck 
sort of toward the tail -end of the 
beginning.  And that album was a 
disaster, I mean, it never did 
anything.   
 
Dave: Iõve only recently heard the 
excellent bonus tracks from the 
New Values sessions for the first 
time ð òChainsó and òPretty 
Flamingoó. Why were they omitted 
from the final cut while something 
like òAfrican Manó got on there?  
(Sorry)  And whatõs the story 
behind the lost òHey Cocoó track? 
 
James: Thereõs a bunch of stuffé 
like I said, when we first started, 
the material was undeveloped, and 
there was a lot of work that went 
into developing it.  I partic ularly 
liked òPretty Flamingoóé I 
enjoyed it a lot.  I thought it was a 
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good track, but it didnõt quite fit, so 
in the end we sidelined it.  And 
some of this also comes with 
dialogue with the A & R people, 
which is funny because I talked to 
Ben Edmonds when he did the 
liner notes for the re-release and he 
wanted the other tracks, but he 
didnõt even know which tracks 
were real, for that matter, he never 
remembered any of it. Maybe I 
should have fought harder.  I 
always hated òAfrican Manó 
(laughs) and Iõm not too fond of 
òBilly is a Runawayó either, but 
you know, you got to go with the 
artist sometimes.  He was into it, 
and so there were some things that 
probably should have got l ost on 
there, but they made it.    
 
Díre:  And what about òHey 
Cocoó? 
 
James: Thatõs another track that 
didnõt make it. 
 
Díre:   Where is it?  In limbo? 
 
James: Yea, itõs in limbo.  I donõt 
think we ever developed that song.  
 
Dave:  Music, like most of the other 
arts, has always built on what has 
gone before. The Yardbirds, for 
instance, took old blues standards 
and added guitar distortion, which 
then inspired people like The 
Stooges and Bowie and Bolan etc. 
Then the New Wave bands took 
that sound and mutated  it further. 
Nowadays everybody seems to be 
in a band and most of it seems to 
be facilely derivative, without 
adding anything new or 
particularly relevant. Do you think 

weõve hit a dead end? What current 
artists or bands do you like, if any?  
And what are your views on the 
present state of the music industry? 
 
James: I might not be the best 
person to ask these questions to, 
Dave, as Iõm not an avid follower 
of the music scene ð at least from 
the past 20-30 years or so.  What I 
have heard lately leaves me feeling 
that the young musicians either 
donõt know how to or simply canõt 
òrockóé theyõre busy doing 
something else which I donõt quite 
understandé maybe òemoteóé I 
donõt know.  There are plenty of 
the raw ingredients for great new 
music around and Iõd personally 
like to make some more of it 
myself.   
 
There are some pretty great 
craftsman out there like Gillian 
Welsh and Joe Henry who both can 
really put together a song and 
deliver it, but neither of them 
actually rock.  The Killers used to 
make records that I liked better 
than what they are doing now 
which seems to be more accessible 
but without soulé always liked 
the Chilli Peppers but theyõre now 
dated as are the Stoogesé Black 
Keys have some potentialé and of 
course thereõs the ever popular Jack 
Whiteé also always liked Johnny 
Marré currently in the Cribsé but 
to answer your question, no there 
are no òdead endsó in music only 
ebbs and flows and theyõll be 
others who will create new music 
and I hope that I can also add to 
my legacy further.   
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I do see a few bands, but a lot of it 
is devoid of, itõs... I donõt know 
how to describe it... they just donõt 
ROCK.  And so, theyõre missing the 
substance of the whole thing.  
Thatõs what people like about 
music, is that they feel like it moves 
them.  
 
Díre:   Well, there seems to be a lot 
of òaffectationó, as in pretension or 
phoniness.  Now itõs cool to have a 
wild past... people make it up, they 
start making stuff up, and thereõs 
an affection to it... itõs not real, like 
you said. You can tell itõs not 
coming from insideé itõs coming 
from t rying to project something 
they think people want to hear.  Or 
theyõre trying to copy someone 
without adding anything new to it.  
I donõt mind listening to something 
that sounds similar to something 
else if it has its own vibe going on 
as well, but why am I going to 
listen to someone doing Captain 
Beefheart?  Why donõt I just listen 
to Captain Beefheart?   
 
James:  Yea, itõs always going to be 
better that way.  I donõt know, like 
you are, I donõt really listen to that 
many new bands.  You know, some 
people are interesting, but itõs sort 
of hard to find authentic music 
now.   
 
Díre:  Itõs the industry itselfé 
everything is commodified. And 
itõs not just because Iõm older, or 
youõre older, and weõre like, (in 
crochety old harridan voic e) òArgh, 
those blasted kids!  It was better back 
in my day!ó  Itõs not like thaté 
 

James: Well, it is a little bit. 
(laughs)   
 
In my main time in music, it was 
all about making hit records.  If 
you couldnõt make hit records for 
the record company, you couldnõt 
survive ... and so therefore, we 
didnõt survive.  But today, I donõt 
think itõs that way so much, 
because thereõs a very small group 
of people who can actually make 
any money for the record 
companies anymoreé and the 
record companies, the big ones, 
canõt survive because everybodyõs 
downloading songs and  ripping 
music, and so records are no good 
anymore.  I mean, theyõre not a 
money maker.  Itõs all about live 
nowé and the music has become 
so fragmented that thereõs little 
niches here and little niches there, 
but thereõs no broad appeal, so if 
you canõt draw a big crowd you 
canõt make money live eitheré so, 
itõs a really weird environment.  So 
thereõs a bunch of us old guys that 
people know, and know our songs, 
so we can go play larger audiences.  
Or there are the really big acts like 
Tom Petty, or you know, some 
people of that ilk that can draw 
huge crowds.  And everybody else 
is relegated to small clubs and 
eking out a living at it, and itõs 
really tough.  I mean, it always 
was, but... god knows for t he 
Stooges, we never made any 
money.   
 
Díre:  And see, thatõs an interesting 
point, because Iõve heard some fans 
say, òHow could James walk away?ó 
What they donõt seem to 
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understand is that it was not this 
great, glamorous lifeé  
 
James:  Right! 
 
Díre:  You guys were not popular 
back thené 
 
James:  No, not at all.  
 
Díre:  I mean, it doesnõt take a 
geniusé you can go on the internet 
and look that up and find outé 
 
James: Let me put it to you this 
way, my own girlfriend, Evita, who 
was a music fan, when I first met 
her, and I brought home Raw 
Power, which had just been 
released, and played it for her, it 
was all she could do to not really 
give me her true opinion.  She 
hated it, just because it was not like 
anything else. You know, you canõt 
take a person whoõs used to 
listening to 60s and 70s music give 
them that music and say, òDig this 
honey.ó  You know what I mean?  It 
just wasnõt happening.  And thatõs 
the way most people felt about it.  
It was tough.   
 
I mean, we existed completely on 
the belief that we had something... 
we existed entirely on creativity, 
thatõs what we existed on.  We all 
felt that we had a reason for being, 
and that we were out there doing 
that, we really did, and thatõs what 
kept us going.  But it  was really 
really very brutal.  I mean, we had 
no money, we had nothingé and 
in the end we couldnõt take it 
anymore, none of us could.  The 
commerciality of it just wasnõt 
there at all.  In fact, that was the 

lowest priority for us, and that was 
part of our deal.  We were always 
writing new material, always 
playing new stuff for people, and 
the people never knew what we 
were doing because theyõd never 
heard it before.  You know, this is 
not a recipe for success.  We were 
playing for us, we werenõt playing 
for them, and you could dig it or 
not dig it... itõs okay with us, we 
donõt care.  Letõs just say that we 
werenõt very professional.  We 
were all about us, and not the 
commercial world. Right or wrong, 
thatõs the way it was.   
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Díre: Youõve stated before, in so 
many words, that you had an 
intense emotional relationship with 
the guitar.  The analogy of an 
impassioned, and at times, 
tempestuous love affair 
immediately po ps into my mind(s) . 
Why did you part with the 
instrument?  Or, did it  part with 
you?   
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James: Well yes, perhaps thatõs a 
romantic way of stating it, Díre. I 
put down the guitar because I had 
become overwhelmed by the 
business of the music business and 
all of its trappings and hangers on.  
It had gotten the best of me and I 
needed to walk away from it in 
order to pursue my new interest in 
electronicsé so, I put it down.  
Thereõs so much of me and my 
emotions tied up in the guitar tha t I 
couldnõt separate myself... I 
couldnõt change myself without 
changing that tooé and so I had to 
just put it down, and get on with it.   
 
Díre:  How many years was that? 
 
James:  That was a long time, thirty 
some odd years.   
 
Díre:  When did you pick it up 
again?   
 
James:  I briefly picked it up for my 
kids from time to time, but I only 
really picked it up again after... 
well, first of all, my son had been 
hounding me for a long time to 
start playing again, and I have a lot 
of respect for my son, so I had 
thought about it, b ut I really didnõt 
think about it seriously.   
 
My wife and I spend a lot of time 
in Hawaii, and one day, I 
happened upon this amazing 
looking guitar made out of Koa 
wood at a swap meet, and I started 
messing around with it, and it just 
sounded amazingé and I saw 
inside of it, it said òH. 
Weissenbornó and I knew a little 
bit about this person who made the 
guitar, not very much, but I knew 

more than the guy who was selling 
it, so I got it for a steal, and had it 
restored by Bill Asher, who is a 
fantastic lut hier in L.A. and son of 
Elizabeth Montgomery I might 
addé really great guy.  And that 
guitar was like MAGIC .  I mean, 
really, it spoke to me.  Itõs actually 
quite rare, the guy who made it is a 
very famous luthier from the 30sé 
he was famous for Hawaiian steel 
guitars that he made back in the 
day, which are all hauntingly 
beautiful.  And he made some 
Spanish-neck guitars, which is 
what this was, but very few.  
Anyway, I got this guitar and it just 
inspired me to play ité and so I 
played a lot of Hawaiian mu sic on 
it, and I love that guitar to this day.  
So that got me going a little bit, and 
then it started mushrooming from 
there. I havenõt really played 
electric guitar until the last year or 
soé not that long ago. 
 
Díre:  How did that start again?  
 
James:  I think it started because of 
the Careless Hearts, reallyé I was 
playing electric guitar, but it was 
lap steel, not rock ônõ roll styleé 
but once we got started with all 
this stuff, you know, the old stuff 
started coming back.  And I have a 
unique style, and so when people 
hear me and they think it sounds 
so great, itõs not really anything 
special, itõs just me, itõs just the way 
I do it.  As Iõve told many people, 
the Stooges were actually the only 
band that would ever hire me.   I 
mean, thatõs my music and thatõs 
the way I play, and thatõs the 
sound, and thereõs no other band 
that could integrate that, so I need 
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them and they need me, and thatõs 
the way it is.    
 
Dave: Hawaiian music is not 
something Iõm familiar with, 
outside of the mock-exotica of 
Martin  Denny et al. Can you tell us 
a bit more about that please? If 
someone were interested in 
exploring that, where would you 
recommend they start, short of 
going to Hawaii?  
 
James: This is a very good segue 
into this section.   
 
I became enchanted by the òSlack 
Keyó guitar style and eventually 
the Lap Steel of the Hawaiian 
Islands.  The Slack Key style is one 
which evolved from the days when 
cattle roamed freely in Hawaii and 
the King was forced to ask Spain 
and Mexico to send their cowboys 
to Hawaii to teach them how to 
heard cattle.  In the process many 
of them brought guitars and when 
they left, many Hawaiians received 
these guitars as giftsé however, 
they didnõt always know how to 
tune them, so they developed their 
own tunings and this became a 
source of pride for generations of 
families who guarded their own 
secret tunings.  Of course today 
with the internet, nothing is 
secreté not even James 
Williamson anymoreé so we can 
all share the many tunings.  This 
music has some distinct 
characteristics, like the familiar 
Hawaiian òturnaroundó and is a 
lovely sounding mostly happy 
music. 
 

You can hear my Weissenborn 
guitar and a song in this style that I 
created on my website.  Itõs called 
Pokii which means òLittle Sisteró in 
Hawaiian.  There are many many 
sources of recording for Slack Key 
Guitar and Iõd suggest some 
anthologies of Hawaiian Slack Key 
Guitar to begin with.  Lap Steel is 
another matter altogether and as it 
is so specialized, I would suggest 
that aside from listening to the 
masters like Jerry Byrd, the best 
thing to do is to join the Steel 
Guitar Forum (under the non -pedal 
section) and start talking to the 
guys there who really know what 
theyõre talking abouté itõs a whole 
world unto itself, but truly 
beautiful music in the handles of a 
master such as Mike Neer or Greg 
Leize. 
 
Díre: How did the reunion come 
about?  Being away from the music 
industry for seemingly eons, living 
a very òstableó and relatively 
obscure existence, itõs quite a 
decision to make.  After all, we are 
talking about Iggy and the Stooges 
here, not Little River Band.  The 
bandõs legendary past, as well as its 
current popularity guarantees that 
youõre going to be thrust into the 
spotlight again, at least to some 
degree.  From an outsiderõs 
perspective, it sounds incredibly 
exciting, and thereõs an underlying 
redemptive vibe as well .   
Wondering what your feelings are?  
Are you in any way viewing it as a 
chance to finish what you started 
so many years ago?  Or are you 
going into it with an entirely fresh 
outlook? 
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James: Well, lifeõs a funny thing 
isnõt it?  A year ago I wouldnõt 
have dreamed that I would be 
considering such a thing.  
However, a series of events took 
place that fall into the category of 
òlife happens to you when youõre 
making other plans.ó  First, Ron 
Asheton passed away 
unexpectedly at the early age of 60 
in January 2009.  Second, I had 
decided by March of 2009 to take 
early retirement from my position 
at Sony.  When Iggy called me up 
in March/April at first I needed to 
think about it further, but 
eventually I realized that  I was the 
only person who could do this job.  
There are no other Stooges left.  
Without me, it would have to be 
òIggy and the Stoogeó or simply a 
Tribute band with Iggy as the 
singeré of course none of this 
would be acceptable to the 
audiences.   
 
I thoug ht long and hard about it all 
and realized that I go back so far 
with these guys that I owe it to 
them and to myself to stand and be 
counted as the last remaining 
Stooge who can stand by their side 
and go out and do it one more time 
for the fun of it and t o reach some 
kind of closure while we still can.  
So I said Iõd do it and I will.   
 
Yea, our outlook is good, weõre 
going to have a lot of fun doing this 
and so is our audience. 
 
Díre:  And when did you first 
become aware that the Stooges had 
finally become popular? I mean, 
Kurt Cobain name checked in the 
90s, and there was a period in the 

80s with the hardcore punk bands 
ð Black Flag, etc ð who were 
obviously influenced by Raw 
Power, but they never had any 
kind of commercial success.  
 
James: I only recently became 
aware of Kurt Cobain, very 
recently.  I guess what started to 
happen that made me take notice ð 
ôcause I put my guitar down and I 
walked away, and I didnõt really 
follow the music business, Iõd 
moved on, I had another focus and 
I really wasnõt involved in it ð was 
that I started getting these checks.  
I got Guitar Hero II , lots and lots 
and lots of films, and a lot bandsé 
you know, the Chilli Peppers, and 
Guns and Rosesé a bunch of stuff 
like that started happening, so all 
of the sudden you say, òOkay gosh, 
I guess people like this.ó   
 
Díre:   Do you remember when that 
was?  Was it the 90s?  It must have 
been the 90s, Iõm guessing, right?   
 
James: Yea it was the 90s.  That 
was when it was really starting to 
snowball.  And Iggyõs like iconic 
nowé I mean, heõs on freakinõ 
Legos!  (laughs)  Can you imagine 
that?  Heõs on Legos!  He just got a 
Legos deal. Heõs like the lead 
singer of a Lego band!  
Unbelievable!  I canõt even imagine 
this happening.  And so, you 
know, all this s tuff is happening, 
and you have to say, òWell, okay, 
this is kind of cool.ó 
 
Díre:  You canõt hide from it 
anymore.  Itõs blatant, and in your 
face. 
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James: No, I canõté but for me, I 
donõt really care about any of that.  
I mean, itõs kind of coolé but Iõm 
like, okay, Iõve lived my whole life 
without this, I donõt need this, but 
the thing that is interesting to me is 
the music itself.  So I got that when 
I found that guitar in Hawaii.  I 
mean, something happened to me 
at the end, and I got in touch with 
that, and it was really important to 
me.  And thatõs the thing Iõm most 
worried about, to be honest with 
you, because I donõt want to lose 
that, and itõs so easy to lose it, 
because you get tied up in all the 
other stuff.  And being, you know... 
I guess Iõm a popstar, and I donõt 
want to be a popstar. 
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Díre:  For you itõs still about the 
music. 
 

James: Exactly.  And Iõm loving 
that it sounds like it used toé you 
know, itõs coolé it sounds good, 
Iõm having fun with my old 
friends, and I just donõt want to let 
all the other stuff ruin that.   
 
Díre:  Override it é take the 
enjoyment out of it.   
 
James: But itõs getting like that.  
ôCause the fact is that band is kind 
of... itõs not huge, but itõs pretty big. 
 
Díre:   Itõs big enough. 
 
James:  Yea, itõs big enough.  This 
first gig in November is 20,000 
seats.  I just played a 200 seater, 
which was actually a lot of funé 
but you know, when you play 
20,000 seats then itõs a whole 
nother matter. 
 
Díre:  Thatõs going to be 
interestingé and going set the 
precedent, I guess, for whatõs to 
comeé  
 
Weõve talked a little bit about your 
decision to come backé with the 
circumstances of Ronõs passing 
away, of course... you had to think 
about it all for a while, Iõm sure.   
 
James:  Yea, I did, and in the end, it 
was all about the people involved.  
I mean, I donõt need to do this, and 
I did it because these guys are 
people Iõve known from when I 
was a kid.  We go back a long way, 
thereõs a lot of really very deep 
background, and they needed me 
éthey do need meé they canõt do 
this without me.  Without me, they 
become something entirely 
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different.  They know it and I know 
it, so I just said, òWhy not?  I can 
do it, so letõs do it.ó   
 
And itõs been hard deal to come 
back and do this, because itõs a big 
act, so they have to have a certain 
level of musicianship, of 
showmanship involved, and you 
know, I havenõt been doing this for 
a long time.  Itõs been a lot more 
work than I had bargained for. But 
itõs been fun, and I think weõre just 
about there now. 
 
Díre:   Hmmmm, interesting.  
 
James:  Well, weõll see how it all 
goes.   
 
Díre:   Yeah, you donõt even know 
how itõs going to go yet. 
 

 
 

Photo © Richard A. Meade 

 
James: No, I have no idea!  (laughs)  
Sometimes I look at it, and I go, 
òWhat the hell am I doing here?ó  
You know? 
 
Díre:  Thatõs my entire life! 
 
James:  Right! 
 

Díre:  I stumbleé people think Iõm 
joking, but thatõs it, I just goooo.  
òOkay this seems like a good idea, 
letõs go, letõs try it.ó  Sometimes it 
works out and sometimes it 
doesnõt. 
 
James:  Exactly. 
 
Díre:  And as you said, itõs a whole 
different game now.  This is not 
your livelihood... itõs just 
something youõre doing, youõre 
giving it another go, and youõre in 
it for completely different reasons 
than you were the first time 
around. 
 
James:  Iõm looking for closure, and 
Iõm looking for a little bit of fun.  
And itõs with the guys I used to 
know... and I just want us to try to 
enjoy ourselves a little bit.  Weõre 
not going to get another shot at 
this... this is it. 
 
Díre:   Now, closure on you r endé 
I take anything I read  or hear with 
a grain of salt, because you were 
silent for many years, you didnõt 
talk to anyone. 
 
James:  Right. 
 
Díre:   Some people made shit up. 
 
James:  A lot of people made shit 
up. 
 
Díre:   They talked to other people, 
and got second-hand stories, etc, 
etc, etc... 
 
James:  I have a whole life!  
(laughs) You see, thatõs the thing 
about it, when you stop talking to 
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people, all of the suddené itõs like 
being dead.  You know, people 
become quite famous, and itõs like 
the best of both worlds... youõre 
dead but youõre not dead, right?   
 
Díre:   Okay, one thing Dave and I 
want to do with this story is... 
basically, this is your chance to tell 
it like it is , from your perspectiveé 
and someone had said something 
about you perceiving yourself as 
having failed in the music industry, 
or with the Stooges... what do you 
have to say about that? 
 
James:  Well, thatõs true.  I think all 
of us felt that we had failed, and 
thatõs why we quité  
 
When you go out and do 
something year after year, and you 
make no money at it, you are just 
killing yourself, and nobody likes 
you, and then people start 
throwing shit at you... you know, it 
kind of gets to you after a while.  
 
Díre:   Itõs not good for the self-
esteem. 
 
James:  No, no, itõs not good.  
(laughs)  
 
And it was like a one -two punch at 
the end there, where Iggy got cold 
cocked by a biker and then two 
days later, people are throwing shit 
at us.  And then the final indignity 
was that we tried to get this record 
deal and nobody was having any 
of it.  
 
Díre:   So, you did see it that way.  
Now, the question is, is this your 

chance to wrap it up?  Go back, and 
finish it up?  
 
James:  I guess... I mean, that was 
not my motivation, but I think part 
of Jimõs motivation is that he really 
does want me to see that people 
actually love my music.  
 
Díre:   And that will be great.  
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James: And I think now Iõm 
coming around to that viewpoint, 
that itõs kind of cool.  You know, 
everybody loves to be accepted, 
and to feel like theyõve 
accomplished something, and Iõm 
no different. So yea, itõs wonderful.   
 
Díre:  Thatõs where the 
òredemptionó comes in. 
 
James: Yea, yea, itõs sort ofé 
validation.  
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Díre:  You can get up there and 
seeé òThey like me!  They really 
really like me!ó 
 
James:  Yea!  It took a while, but 
thanks anyway! (laughs)  
 
Of course, I feel like I could have 
not done it and it would have been 
just fine. 
 
Díre:   Because youõve been seeing 
whatõs going on.  First, the checks 
started coming... and you can go on 
the internet, thatõs all you have to 
do to see that the music is being 
appreciated now. 
 
James:  Right.  And thatõs not the 
closure I was referring to, although 
thatõs wonderful.  The closure Iõm 
referring to is the band, sort of 
finishing off the job, if you will, 
and thatõs why I rejoined the band. 
 
Díre:  Everyone and their granny 
know that you struggled with drug 
abuse at various times throughout 
your musical career, but to my 
knowledge, no one has ever 
bothered to explore what I view as 
a decisive and commendable 
triumph. Having been at a similar 
crossroads myself another lifetime 
ago, Iõm beyond impressed that 
you kicked the drugs , and took the 
initiative to transform your life  in a 
remarkably positive way. Of 
course, you ultimately became Vice 
President of Technology Standards 
with Sony Electronics whereas Iõm 
still a scatterbrained, irresponsible, 
disoriented teenager trapped in a 
grown womanõs body, but I 
digress. Can you recall any 
particular moment or event that 

trigg ered this evolution? Or was it 
more progressive, resulting from 
the accumulation of your 
experiences combined with some 
profound soul searching? 
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James: To begin with, I donõt know 
anyone from that era who wasnõt 
using drugs in  some form.  As a 
rock n roll musician it was 
practically required that we use 
drugs and we were all too happy to 
comply. However, it is not well 
understood or believed that I was 
never addicted to drugs.  Everyone 
assumes that I was, but I was just 
what they call a òchipperó.  
Anyway, drugs got me into plenty 
of trouble throughout my teens 
and well into my twenties and I 
just decided that along with 
leaving the music business, Iõd also 
leave the drug business and try to 
find a more sustainable way of 
livin g for myself.  I did that along 
with the help of my wonderful 
wife, and we created a life that we 
are very proud of.   
 
But there were lots of moments, 
you know, a progression of 
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moments.  There was the end of the 
bandé we went out with a bang, 
and thatõs where it disintegrated.  
Some of us played one more job... 
or at least Iggy and I and some 
other people, at the Hollywood 
Palladium. And then later, Iggy 
and I were doing the Kill City  
thing, trying to get another record 
deal, and so forth, but by that tim e, 
things were spiraling out of 
control. And while thatõs a 
wonderful album in its own right, I 
think that was really the end.  Once 
that was finished, we didnõt really 
have anything else to do. We 
couldnõt get a record deal, Iggyõs in 
a mental institution ... you know, it 
was broken, that was it.   
 
So, then I did have to figure out 
what I was going to do, and it took 
me a progression of time to do that.  
First it was recordingé a studio 
gigé I did that for a while.  I think 
the thing that started dawning o n 
me was that I was really fascinated 
by this world of electronics that 
was starting to appear then, with 
the personal computer.  That, to 
me, was really fascinating.  I was 
like, wow, okay, this has 
excitement for me, more so than 
the rock ônõ roll did.  It was better 
than rock ônõ roll, and it actually 
has been for me.   
 
So, then I finallyé I donõt know 
when the exact day was, when the 
exact decision was madeé but it 
kind of slowly dawned on me, 
okay screw this, Iõm going to do 
something different, and I  did.   
 
I did come back, and produced that 
album for Iggy.  At a certain point, 

he was trying to draw me back into 
it, and I needed the money, so I did 
the gig, and I enjoyed the gig, but I 
had no intention of becoming a 
musician again.  I was having fun 
with it, and you know, my buddies 
were playingé and we had a great 
time, really.  But Iõd already seen a 
different world that I was quite 
interested in, something 
completely different.  And then I 
did it one more time, in Wales for 
the Soldier album, but t hat was 
terrible.  I was very very unhappy 
about everything to do with that, 
and so eventually, we had a huge 
falling out, and that was it.   
 
Díre:  How long was it before you 
guys spoke again after that? 
 
James:  About twenty years.   
 
Díre:   Reallyé was it that long? 
 
James:  Yea, so now weõre trying to 
keep a civil tongue, because we 
donõt have another twenty years to 
wait it out.  (laughs)  
 
Díre:  But you guys are getting 
along okay?  I mean, youõre both 
different people.  
 
James:  Exactly.  Well, we are and 
we arenõt.  We are the same 
peopleé weõre just a little more 
careful around each other, because 
weõre both strong-headed and 
strong-willed. Hopefully, Iõve 
matured and heõs matured and we 
just donõt let loose on each other.   
We didnõt used to do that much, 
but when it happened, it was not a 
pretty sight.   
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Díre:  Now, letõs go back to the 
drug thingé thatõs interesting, and 
Iõm glad you clarified that.  Youõve 
been painted as being... 
 
James:  Oh, I know, like the worst 
junkie ever!  You know, I really am 
vilifi ed for that. I donõt know, I 
think that part of my... well, part of 
it is just people write stuff about 
me... I donõt know what theyõre 
doing with that.  
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Díre:   Well, people like to read the 
lurid tabloid ish crap. Dave and I 
are completely avoiding that.  A lot 
of people like to read that, but we 
donõt. 
 
James:  But I did have a certain... 
especially when I was in my 20sé 
well, and in my teenage years, I 
was very, very, very insecure.  And 

so, I came off as being kind of 
heavy, because I was quiet, because 
I was shy and insecure, so I would 
always overcompensate by acting, 
oh, I donõt know, supercool, and I 
think that was misinterpreted.  
And then the drug thing was... oh, I 
did my share of drugs, thereõs no 
doubt about it, but I was never an 
addict.  That was the part that was 
really, really misconstrued.   So yea, 
I guess thatõs one of the nice things 
about starting to talk to people 
again, is that people see... 
 
Díre:  You can set the record 
straight... 
 
James:  Yea, that I... you know, Iõm 
no angel, but...  
 
Díre:   Youõre lovely!  
 
James:  Iõm just a regular guy, you 
know? 
 
Díre:  Thatõs what I tell everyone... 
heõs simply wonderful.   
 
James:  And lifeõs too short. 
 
Díre:  Well, youõre very personable, 
and you have a genuine quality 
about you, and people arenõt 
always going to get that.  Theyõre 
going to read what they read, and 
theyõre going to form their own 
opinions.   And the other thing isé 
people like to have a baaad guy. 
 
James:  Yea, apparently so.  
 
Díre:   They like that.  You know, 
(in stoner fanboy voice) òYou 
bumped Ron to bass, and you were 
giving everybody drugs, andéó 
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Youõre the bad guyé the people 
needed one, I guess. 
 
James:  I guess... I donõt know.  
(laughs)  And some people hate me 
because of thaté itõs just weird. 
 
Díre:   Thatõs crazy. 
 
James:  It is crazy.  There are 
people who have this emotional 
bond with these musicians, like 
Ron, who feel like nothing can be 
the same after his passing. 
 
Díre:   Are these fans youõre getting 
this from?  More so than people 
you know, right?  
 
James:  Oh yea, oh yea, fans. 
 
Díre:   Itõs very interesting to float 
around and see what the fans are 
saying.  Thereõs a divisiveness.  Of 
course, I think itõs safe to say that 
more people are with you than 
against you, but you do get your 
occasional trollé but people do 
that, you know?  They have these 
silly ideas, and... 
 
James:  Yea, but where does that 
come from?  I donõt know.   
  
Díre:  They have no life.  HA ! 
 
James:  I donõt knowé  I canõt 
figure any of this out.  
 
Díre:  Theyõre hiding in their 
parentsõ basement, on their 
computer, typingé 
 
James: Itõs scary, though, you 
know? But anywayé Yeaé I donõt 

know who this person is they 
created, but itõs not me. 
 
Díre:  Looking back, whatõs your 
overall assessment of your body of 
work? Do any albums, songs, 
performances, etc in particular 
stand out as favorites, or 
accomplishments youõre most 
proud  of? 
 
James:  You know, I just did that 
live gig with The Careless Hearts, 
and I was struck by how much fun 
it was to just play these songsé 
every one of them.  Iõm not 
necessarily talking about for an 
audience, I just mean to simply 
play these songsé they are just 
fun! Iõm very pleased and humbled 
really that so many people are now 
enjoying them the way that I do.  I 
think  they all stand on their own,  
Iõm content with everything, but 
when I see an audience go berzerk 
over a song like òSearch and 
Destroyó or òCock in my Pocketó, 
then I take special pride in that 
accomplishment. 
 
Díre:  A bit premature, seeing as 
youõve only begun rehearsing and 
havenõt even played the first show 
yet, but myriad fans are 
undoubtedly wondering if there 
are plans to record any new 
material? 
 
James:  Well, right now, weõre just 
head down, gotta play some gigs.  
But beyond that, thereõs a lot of 
recording possibilities. Weõve 
already got some new material that 
weõve been kicking around, and so, 
weõre talking about that, and 
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seeing how that feels, and seeing if 
we have enough of it.   
 
You know, my preference is always 
to write new material , ôcause I like 
to do thaté but thereõs a part of 
both Jim and I that feels like, okay, 
thereõs some really great material 
out there that never was recorded 
for the same reason that we were 
working it up live, and we never 
got a chance to record ité and so it 
never had the proper treatment, 
and maybe we should do that as 
kind of a thing for the fans if 
nothing elseé so who knows what 
will happen.  We could do one 
album of new stuff, and one album 
of the old stuff together, or we 
could do a variety of ité those are 
the possibilitiesé itõs just an idea.   
 
Díre:  Now these songs youõre 
speaking of, are these ones that you 
co-wrot e recently? Or are these 
ones that were done... 
 
James:  Yea. 
 
Díre:   Ooh, good, good. 
 
James: Just little fragments of 
things... just startingé 
 
Díre:  Just throwing some ideas 
aroundé that must be interesting. 
 
James:  Yea, it is. 
 
Díre:   A lot of years. 
 
James:  Yea, well we picked up 
kind of where we left off.  ôCause 
weõre... like I said, we actually know 
each other quite well, we have a 
very strong relationshipé thereõs 

something about our relationship 
that allows us to write music 
together.  Bounce ideas off of each 
other, and there are only certain 
people that you can do that with.  I 
donõt know about you, but thatõs 
the way I am. 
 
Díre:   Thatõs like Dave and I with 
the magazine. 
 
James:  Yeaé and you either have 
it or you donõt. 
 
Díre:   Itõs not something that can 
be forced, or created, it just 
happens. 
 
James:  No, it canõt.  And I think it 
was Johnny Marr fromé well, now 
from Cri bs, but from the Smiths 
originally that said, òYou canõt play 
music with people you donõt like.ó  
And thatõs really really trueé and 
you canõt write music with people 
that you really donõt have a very 
strong bond with because it just 
doesnõt work, because youõre 
dealing with a lot of really strong 
feelings that are being expressed. 
 
Díre:  Letõs talk a bit more about the 
recent gig. On September 5, you 
stepped on stage for the first time 
in over three decades, with that 
local band you spoke of earlier, The 
Careless Hearts, at the Blank Club 
in San Joseé Iõd imagine it elicited 
a variety of thoughts and 
emotions? How did you feel about 
the performance itself?  And how 
has the experience made you feel 
about jumping back into the game 
with the Stooges?   
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James:  Well, to begin with, it was a 
lot of work to get ready for this 
show, but that was the whole point 
of doing it.  The Careless Hearts 
had offered to stand in as my 
surrogate band to help me rehearse 
for the Stooges and as a thank you 
to them, I said Iõd do a gig with 
them.   
 
It was such fun to work up these 
songs and play them and also to 
hang with these other musicians 
who were truly enthusiastic about 
the music.  By the time the gig 
came, we were very tight and I felt 
like we rocked the crowd hard that  
night and they responded with all 
they had... it was a lot of fun.   

I guess Iõm still feeling like Iõve 
been given another life or 
something in that Iõve completed 
my career in the electronics 
worldé well not really as Iõm still 
consulting, but Iõm no longer 
bound by a day to day jobé and I 
can now return to this thing I love 
and have rediscovered, which is 
music... not the business of music, 
but the music of music.  Iõm 
banging my guitar as hard as ever 
and coming up with new material 
for god knows what, and then I can 
sit back and play Hawaiian music 
when I want toé and life is good.   
 
Iõm a very lucky man. 

 

Photo © Richard A. Meade 

 








































































































































































































































































































